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ANOTHER HUGE PRIZE OFFER STARTING!
—CET BUSY FOR OUR NOVEMBER PRIZE-GIVING

OOK! LISTEN! Another 250 Super Footballs to be won FREE in yet another thrilling “ Footer-Stamps ™

Competition ! :
If you are already colleeting “ Footer-Stamps:” and haven't so far won & ball, you will want to make another great
cffort.to be a “('iinner. gr if ynsn haven't started,-here’s your ch.akr:oe——j?énp straight into this month’s competition !
It’s a great idea! * Footer-Stamps ™ are appearing every wee and the object is simply to make up-as many “ goals ™ as
you can with them. The stamps illustrate six different actions on the football field. i .
The six actions are : KICK-OFF—DRIBBLE—TACKLE—HEADER—SHOT—GOAL, and every complefe set
of the six actions you collect seores a ““goal.” (The *‘ goal ** stamp by itself does not eount as a ““goal.”’)

There are ten stamps below and you will find a complete “ goal ” among them, Then go all out to get as many more of
these stamps as you can. Ask your friends for them, swap with them if you like, or even collect them together. more

you get, the more ** goals ** you'll score—and here’s good news—
FOOTER-STAMPS with complete ** goals *” are also in other famous papers like GEM and MODERN BOY—

get the stamps from these papers to swell your score.
The 250 Prize Footballs in the November prize-giving will go to the collectors scoring the most goals for the month.
No stamps to be sent.in Fe;‘_—justswait_unﬁ.l we give you the word at the end of the month. Seo if you haven’t won a
¢ Footer-Stamps.”

football yet—get busy with
OVERSEAS READERS—you are in this scheme also, and special prizes in cash are to be awarded
side the British Isles. There will be a special closing date for you,

tgr the best scores from readers out
of course.

RULES : 250 Footballs will be awarded in-the November contest to the readers declaring and sending in the largest mumber of “goals ™ scored with
« Pooter-Stamps.” The Editor may extend or amend the prize list in case of too many ties, and no reader may wis more than one prize in “Footer-
Stamps.” .

Each “goal” must consist of a set of “ Footer-Stamps™ Fos. 1 to 6, inclusive—and sll claims for prizes to be mads on thé proper com (to be given
later). No allowance made for any coupon or ptamps mutilated, or 10;& or delayed in the post or otherwise. No correspondence| No one connected
with this paper may enter, and the Editor's decision will be finai and legally binding throughout. (¥.B.—* FPooter-Stamps ® may also be
eo‘f.ée%wd from. the following papers: m, Modern Boy, Boy's Cinemas, Sports Budget, Detective Weckly, Thriller, Wild West Weekly, Champion,
and Friumph.)

TEN MORE
“FOOTER-STAMPS”

FOR YOUR PILE!




Someone in cap and gown is playing mad pranks at Greyfriars ! Who is the culprit ? Strange as
it may seem, suspicion falls on Mr, Quelch, the master of the Remove !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ineredible !

ANG!

B Harry Whartor & Co. jumped.
Mr. Prout, the master of the
Greyfriars Fifth, fairly bounded.

It was startling !

Indeed, it was not merely startling,
it was amazing, unthinkable, extra-
ordinary, dumbfounding !

It was one of those things that could
not happen! Yet there it was—
happening !

nging of crackers had not been un-
mon, the last few days at Grey-
rs. The festive Fifth was at hand

d the Greyfriars fellows were pleased

remember the Fifth of November.

101 ess fags were liable to
crackers eracking, or squibs squibbing,
at any odd moment. But this—

It was morning break. The Famous
Five of the Remove were punting a
footer in break, and it rolled on the path
¢r Masters’ windows, where, of
z¢, 4 footer was not supposed to
The portly Prout was walking on
that path, and as the juniors cut after

e ball, Prout raised a2 plump hand,
and addressed them in severe tozes.

Prout was telling them, severely, to
take that footer to a safer distance from
qe windows of Masters’ Studies—when
it happened!

Wr, Queleh’s window was open.

Vithin, a glimpse could be had of a
izure in cap and gown. The face could
not be seen, as a handkerchief was held
to the nose, apparently for the purpose
of blowing the sarae. But Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had no doubt that it was Mr.
Quelch, their Form-master, for no other
vak was likely to be there.

Prout, as he came to a halt to address

(C-pyright in the United States of America.

{1l Bl

Mr. Guelch stood as if dumbfounded, gazing at the inseription. His

the juniors, had his back to that win-
dow, so he did not see the master
within, though the juniors did.

He did not see—but they saw—an arm
suddenly lifted, and something whiz out
of the open window from the lifted
hand.

For a second they wondered what it
was, and wondered that Quelch should
be shying things so recklessly out of the
window.

Then it hit Prout in the middle of
his portly back.

It exploded at the same moment!

It was a cracker! It was a large
cracker! It terrific
bang !

banged with a
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Prout bounded and roared with
surprise.
Harry Wharion & Co. jumped in

sheer amazement, and then stood trans-
fixed, They gazed as if mesmerised at
the open window of their Form-master’s
study.

Quelch—unless their eyes had deceived
them—Quelch, the master of the
Remove, had chucked a cracker at
Prout, the master of the Tifth!

Unless Quelch had gone suddenly mad,
it was incompreliensible.

“What—who—what—" spluttered

QUELCH!

5 A B |

face was almost pale with rage.

Mr. Prout, as the cracker dropped
bnhnging behind him. *Who—how—
what—"

He revolved swiftly on his axis.

Then he, too, glimpsed the figure in
cap and gown. He glimpsed; at the
same moment, a small, whizzing object.
Before he realised what it was, it tapped
on his portly chest, and dropped at his
feet, and—

Bang !

Prout bounded again. It was not
really easy for Prout to bound, for the
law of gravitation had a lot of effect on
sixteen stone. But he did bound—clear
of the earth.

“Mr. Quelch !” shrieked Prout.

Slam !

The window-sash shut down. The
figure within disappeared from sight.
But Prout had seen it—Harry Wharton
& Co. had seen it—several other fellows
whose attention had been drawn by the
first bang had glimpsed it! There was
no mistake about it!

“1 say, you fellows!” came an excited
squeal from Billy Bunter. “I say, did
vou see that—old Quelch chucking fire-
works at old Prout !

Mr. Prout stood gasping.

To say that he was astounded would
be to put it mildly.

He almost gibbered with amazement.

“Quelch !” he gasped. “A Form-
master—a member of Dr. Locke's staff—
Quelch—Mr. Quelch !—upon my word!
Can I believe my eyes? Goodness
gracious ! Quelch !

Ife stood staring, and almost
gibbering, at the window—mow shut'!
TFor a long, long minute, Prout stood--
staring, rooted with amazement, wratl
and resentment gathering in his portly

TOW.
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Then he rolled away along the path
heading for the door of the House !

Evidently he was going in to see
Queleh and demand an explanation of
the Remove master’s astounding action.

It seemed incredible that Quelch, a
middle-aged and sedate Form-master,
had taken to playing reckless pn_wt.;cai
jokés, like-some unthinking fag in the

econd or Third Form, ut he had
done it!
window had banged on Prout—the first
behind him, the second in front of him—
raking him fore and aft, as it were!
Prout had to believe his eyes—and his
cars ! uelch had done this! Un-
imaginable as it was, Quelch had done
it ! Prout rolled in to see Quelch about
it] Ho had some emphatic remarks to
make to Quelch ! i

He left the juniors fairly agape with
astonishment. A dozen fellows gathered
where the Famous Five were standing.
Billy Bunter picked up one of the ex-
ploded crackers, blinked at it through
his big spectacles, and held it up.
Fellows stared at it.

“My only hat!” said Harry Wharton
at last.  “ What—what—what's the
matter with Quelch?”

“ Must be potty!” said Frank Nugent
in wonder,

“The pottyfulness must be truly
terrificI” declared Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.
“i‘r——ib—it was Quelch ! stuttered Bob

Cherry.

“ Quelch all right !” said Johnny Bull.
“But how—and why—and what—"

“] say, you fellows, he must have gone
off his rocker I” said Billy Bunter. “I
say, fancy a beak pelting another beak
with crackers!” 3

“Did you fellows see Quelch do it?"”
exclaimed Herbert Vernon-Smith.
“Yes,” gasped Harry, “We saw
hi-nl ”

“Sore it was Quelch?” asked the
Bounder. “Quelch can’t have done it
unless he’s gone batty !”

“He has!” said Bob. “Must have!
It was Queleh ! It was a beak, anyhow—
and no other beak would be in Quelch’s
study, I suppose.” )

“Well, if a beak did it, it would be
as likely to be Quelch as any other beak
—but sure it was a 1

“Yes, ass—we saw him ! i

“1 jolly well saw him!” said Billy
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, Quelch has
gone batchy !

“He was all right in second school "
said Vernon-Smith. “But if he's really
been pelting another beak with
erackers—""

“He has—" }

“Mad as a hatter, I suppose.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, look out!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, as Mr. Quelch’s
study window was suddenly opened.

All eyes fixed startled, on that
window, as the sash shot up. If Quelch
had gone batty, or 1if he had
unaccountably taken to larking in
middle life, more crackers might be
coming !

But the next moment the juniors saw
that it was Prout at the window. The
Vifth Form beak stared out.

“Have you boys seen Mr. Quelch leave
the House?” he called out.

“No, sir!” answered Harry Whar-
ton. “Isn’t he in his study, sir?”

“He is not! No one was here when
I reached the study ! He I.FPE&IS to have
gone out immediately after—after his
extraordinary actions. You have not
seen him 7

“No, sirl”

The window shut again.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“Quelch is dodging him——"
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“T say, you fellows—fancy Quelch—"

“Chucking crackers like a fag, and
then dodging like a fag!” said Johnny
Bull. “Well, this beats the band !

“It does—it do!” said Bob,

The ecrowd of fellows moved away
from Masters’ windows—excitedly dis-
cussing that amazing happening. News
of it spread all through the Remdve, and
other Forms, before the bell rang for
school. Whether Quelch had gone
batty or taken to practical joking,
it was equally amazing, and the Grey-
friars fellows discuss it breath y
and endlessly, and were still discussing
it when they went in for third school

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Batty !
(] SAY, vou fellows, think it's safe 1"
Billy Bunter asked that ques-
tion as the Remove gathered at
the door of their Form-rocom.

The fat Owl blinked round at the
crowd of faces through his big
spectacles with & very uneasy blink.
Billy Bunter was not feeling easy in
his mind. If Billy Bunter's Form-
master had gone batty, Bunter would
have preferred to give him a wide
berth. On the other hand, he had to go
in for third school. It worried Bunter.

“Fathead |” was Bob Cherry’s reply,
which did not comfort Bunter.

“Well, I mean to say, if Quelch is
potty,” argued the fat Owl—"I mean,
surpose he broke out suddenly with a
ruler or the poker?”

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle-

at! He's batchy all right!” said
Bunter warmly. “I can jolly well tell
you fellows that I don’t want to be
brained by a mad beak.”

“You're in no danger, old fat man!"”
grinned Bob. “Chap can’t be brained
unless he's got some brains to be brained
with. You're all right.”

“(Qh, really, Cherry -

Gilbert Tracy, the new junior in the
Remove, looked ecuriously at Bunter,
and then glanced round at the other
fellows. i

“What is that fat ass driving at?"” he
asked. “Is anything the matter with
Quelch 77

Tracy, apparently, was the ouly fellow
in the Form who had not yet heard the
startling news.

“Didn’t you see what happened in
break !’ asked Skinner.

“No; I was in my study, doing lines.
What happened !” asked Tracy.

Three or four fellows told him at
onee,

Tracy looked incredulous.

“Pulling my leg?” he asked.

“No, you ass! Quelch pelted Prout
with fireworks from his study window,”
said Vernon-Smith. “A dozen fellows
saw him.”

“He's mad, of course,” said Bunter.
“And I can jolly well tell you fellows I
don’t feel sate with a mad beak.”

“If he did that he must be as mad as
a hatter I” said Tracy, staring. “But it
wants some believing.”

*“It happened,” grunted Bob Cherry.
“I saw it, for one.”

“He’s gone off his rocker,” said
Bunter. *‘Perhaps it's throvgh you,
Tracy e

“What 7 ejaculated Tracy.

“Well, look how you've been badger-
ing him and ragging him all this term,”
said Bunter. ‘“Everybody knows that
Quelch talked your uncle into sending
you here, and that you've set out to
worry him till he lets you go home
again, You've been worrying Quelch

ever since the term started.
that did it.”
* You silly ass I”” said Tracy, laughing.
“ Anyhow, he’s potty,” said Bunter,
“and I jolly well don’t like being shut
Ega in t,l;te Form-room with a potty

“Shut up, Bunter!” said Hayry
Wharton hastily, as an angular figure in
cap and gown came up the corridor.

“Shan’t! You know that Quelch is
batty as well as I do|” hooted Bunter.
* Abselutely batty and batchy, and—"

“Here he comes, you fat ass!” hissed
Bob Cherry.”

“Qh!” i” d Bunter.

He blinked in terror at the Remove
master as he rustled up to the door of
the Form-room.

Mr. Quelch’s face, when first seen, had
worn quite a genial ression ; but that
expression had suddenly changed. Only
too clearly the fat Owl’s words had
reached his cars as he came up the
corridor. His gimlet eyes glinted, and
his lips set in a tight line as he glanced
at Bunter.

He made no remark, however, till he
had unlocked the Form-room door and
the juniors had entered. As they took
their places he called to the fat Owl

** Bunter |

“Oh crikey |” gasped Billy Bunter, in
dismay.

Bunter did not, as he had said, like
being shut up in 8 Form-room with a
potty beak. - Least of all did he want
to draw that potty beak's attention
specially to himself. His eyes almost
bul%ed through his spectacles at Mr,

e.

1 dare say

QI{‘I heard you make a disrespeciful
remark concerning your Form-master,
Bunter I”” said Mr. Quelch grimly.

“Qh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I1
wasn’t speaking, sir] I never said you
were batty, sir! I—I mean, I—I don’t
really think you’re batty, sir—nothing
of the kind! Oh lor’ I”

Mr. Quelch looked at Bunter. The
whole Form locked at Mr. Quelch.

Quelel’s countenance indicated angry
annoyance, which was not surprising, in
view of Billy Bunter’s remarks.

But certainly it did not indicate any-
thing in the nature of insanity. He
looked his wusual severe and seli-
possessed self.

Looking at him, it was hard to believe
that only a quarter of an hour ago he
had been larking like a mischievous
fag in the Second Form.

ﬁut sceing was believing, and unless
Quelch had gone a little “off his
rocker,” it was difficult to account for
his actions.

The intense interest the whole Form
were taking in him was not lost on Mr.
Queleh, It added to his annoyance.

He picked up a cane from his desk.

“Bunter,” he rapped, * come here |

“(Qh erumbs I’ gasped Bunter.

He did not “come there.” He stood
where he was, blinking at his Form-
master with starting eyes behind his
spectacles.

“Do you hear me, Bunter?” thun-
dered Mr. Quelcb.

“QOh lor' I”

“Get a move on, you fat duffer!”
whispered Peter Todd.

“QOh, really, Toddy! Ii—if he’s mad,
you know: -

“ Bunter, come here this instant 1”

Slowly, as if hardly able to drag his
fat legs along, the Owl of the Remove
approached Eis Form-master.

His eyes and his spectacles were glued
on Quelch, watching him like a ecat.

At the first sign of active insanity
Bunter was prepared to bolt round the
desks and escape. But, to his relief,
Quelch's manner was quite normal.




The Remove master pointed to a desk
with_his cane.

“Bend over that desk, Bunter!” he
said sternly. do not understand the
cause of your present extraordinary
behaviour, but I conclude that it is in-
tended for impertinence. Bend over at
once "

Bunter hesitated. He was unwilling
to take his eyes off Quelch, in case he
was, after all, potty. However, he bent
over at last.

hack !

L 0“. !',

Whack !

" wow !Jl

Whack |

* Yarooooh !*

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane.

“You may now go to your place, .

Bunter.”

“Ow! Wow! Yow!”

“1f there is any repetition of this im-
pertinence I shall puynish you more
severely. Go to your place at once !”

“Owl! Yow! Wow! Ow!”

Bunter tottered to his place. Mr.
Quelch's stern glance followed him
there, and then swept round over the
class. Fellows dropped their eyes be-
fore it, unwilling to meet the gimlet
eye.

Mr. Quelch shut his lips hard.

He could see that there was something
“on* in the Remove. He sensed the
suppressed excitement of the whole

orm.

Fellows avoided meeting his eyes, but

they glanced at him furtively and
stealthily, turning their eyes away again
at once if he looked at them. Mr.
Quelch’s brow grew grimmer and

grimmer.

“ Wharton [

*Qh, yes, sir!"” said the head boy of
the Remove.

“llave yo: forgotten that it is your
duty to give out the papers?” snapped
Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, yes, sir—no, sir!” stammered
Harry.

Mr. Quelch gave him a hard, grim
look. Something -was “on,” and his
trusted head boy was in it.

He handed Wharton the Latin papers
for the Form, and the head boy gave
them out and returned to his own place.
Mr. Quelch sat at his high desk, his eyes
on the Remove. The juniors set to
work, but every minute—or, rather,
every moment—a head was lifted, and
some fellow shot a swift glance at
Quelch and dropped his eyes to his Latin
paper again.  And Quelch’s face grew
harder and harder, till it looked as if it
was moulded in iron.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Quelch Wants To Know !

i ILENCE !”
S Mr. Quelch rapped out that
word for the fifth or sixth time.

Whispering in the Remove
died away.

But the silence lasted only a few
minutes. Again there came a faint buzz
of whispering in the elass.

Quelch  had  looked quite good-
tempered when he came along to take
his Form in third school. Now he
looked anything but good-tempered. He
was angry, and growing angrier and
angrier.

The juniors could see that plainly
enough. Knitted brows, glinting eyes,
and compressed lips were danger signals
plain cnough to be seen.  But, really,
ther wondered what Quelch expected.
A Form-master who “chucked " fire-
works at another master, vader the eyes

EVERY SATURDAY

of a dozen members of his Form surely
ought not to be surprised if he caused a
sensation in that Form. R

Quelch- locked as if he did not know
what was on; but he must know, unless
he had already foytt.en his amazing
performance in break. S

He stepped away from his desk at
last, and stcod with his eyes glintin
at the Remove. Bomething was on, an
he was going to know what it was and
deal with it.

“Wharton !” he rapped.
“Yes, sir!” apswcre_ge Harry.

“Something is going on in _this
Form,” said Mr. Quelch, “into which I
intend to inquire. You are aware of it,

Wharton, as I see very dpla.inly. I re-
quire an explanation, and I ask you, as
my head boy. What is the subject of
this incessant whispering 1"

Harry Wharton did not answer. He
stood looking at his Form-master,
hardly knowing what to say.

“Do you hear me, Wharion?”

*“ Yes, sir; but—"

“But what ?” snapped Mr. Quelch.

“But—but don’t you know, sir?”
stammered Harry. .

“If 1 knew, Wharton, I should not in-
quire of you. 1 am determined to kaeg
order in this class,” said Mr. guel_c
grimly. “There is some topic under in-
cessant dizcussion here. I demand to
know what it 1s.”

“Jt—it—it’s what happened in break,
sir | stammered the ecaptain of the
Remove. He had to answer.

““What happened in break 7"’ repeated
Mr. Quelch. “I am unaware that any-
thing of an unusual nature happened in
break, Wharton.”

“QOh!” gasped Harry.

All the Remove stared at Mr. Quelch.
It looked as if Quelch was losing his
memory as well as his wits.

“Tell me to what you refer, Wharton,
at once!” said Mr. Queleh angrily.

“The—the fireworks, sir.”

“Fireworks I” repeated Mr. Quelch.
“Has any boy in this Form introduced
fireworks into the ool before the
Fifth? Ycu are all aware that it is for-
bidden to do =0.”

“Qh, no, sirl No fellow herée——"

“Then what do you mean ?"” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

“IJ—I—I mcan—="

“What 7"

*“The—the—the fireworks in your
study, sir!” stammered the captain of
the Remove. *“We—we—we were all
rather—rather surprised, sir, when you
—you

“Fireworks in my study!” repeated
the Remove master. “Has any boy
dared to set off fireworks in my study?
[mpossible !

“Oh, no, sir! You—

“117 exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“You—yon haven't forgotten, sir?”
exclaimed Harry blankly.

“Forgotten what ?” almost roared Mr.
Quelch. .

“Chucking—I—I mean throwing—the
crackers at Mr. Prout, sir—-"

“What "

“]—]—" Harry Wharton’s voice
trailed off. He simply did not know
what to say Quelch evidently had for-
gotten. i

The Removites gazed at him, dumb-
founded. Clcar]t" Quelch’s mind was a
blank on the subject,

For a moment there was a deep
cilence. Then Mr. Quelch spoke again,
in a voice that was like the grinding of
a SaW. )

“Wharton, what are you saying?
Have you the audacity, the impudence,
the insclence, to pretend for one moment
to suppose that I—I, your Form-master
—threw fircworks at another member of
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the staff? Are you in your right
genses? Who has told you this absurd
story 1" :
“I—I saw it-’, sir I” gasped Harry.
“1 saw you—="
“You saw me " stuitered Mr. Quelch.
“Yes, sir.” .
The Remove master gazed at his head
boy. The expression on his face was
simply terrifying. The Remove watched
him, breathless. He spoke at last.
“You state that you saw me, Wharton
—you saw me—— Upon-my word | You
state that you saw me, your Form-
master, acting in a frivolous, foolish,

and undignified manner. It is you,
then, you who have epread  this
ndmulcﬂu storyl You have dared to
say——

“But, sir—=" gasped Harry help-
lessly.

“1 cannot suppose, Wharton, that you
have deliberately invented :n‘falsehoyud,
and dared to repeat it to my face. Ap-
parently you have made some ridiculous
mistake. Such a mistake is inexcusable.
Wharton, it is my duty to punish you
for this.”

“But, sir—"

“Not another word !” thundered Mr.
Quelch. “Mistake or no mistake, you
have acted in an utterly disrespectful
manner in repeating this absurd, this
ridiculous story among the other boys.
Stand out before the Form, Wharton 1"

The captain of the Remove, in a state
of utter bewilderment, stood out befare
thgd Foer.1 "

r. Queleh gripped his cane.

“Bend over that desk, Wharton '?

“But, sir—"

“Not another word! Not another
syllable! Bend over at desk in-
stantly, or I will report you to your
headmaster for a flogging 1”

Wharton bent over the desk. He was
amazed and bewildered—as were most
of the other fellows in the Form-room.
The Remove master wielded the cane

with a heavy hand. His face was
almost pale with anger. .
Bunter had had three. Wharton

received six, and every one a swipe !

The Remove looked on with breathless
excitement. Wharton was getting six
for telling Quelch what he had asked
him—telling that he had seen what a
dozen other fellows had seen! Quelch
had lost his memory or his senses, or
both !  Likewise, he had evidently lost
his temper.

The six administered, Mr, Quelch
signed to Wharton to go back to his
place, which he did with set lips and
gleaming t_!f'ES. Then Mr. Quelch looked
over the silent, staring Form. .

“Another whisper during this class,”
he =aid, wvery distinetly, “and I shall
cane the whole Form,”

He went back to his de:k,

But there was not another whisper in
the Form-room. No fellow wanted to
gshare what had happened to the head
boy. Amazed, excites, dumbfounded as
they were, the Removites were as silent
as stone images, and very, very glad
when the time eame to dismiss,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Facer For Prout!

“ EARD about Quelchi”
“Queleh 1" -

“He's mad!”
It was all over the school.
The Remove hummed and buzzed with
it. Fellows in other Forms were deeply
interested. Really it was thrilling.
After being dismissed, the Removites
gathered in groups in the quad, discuss-
ing it breathlessly. Fellows in the
Tue Magyer Lisrary.—No. 1,603.
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Fourth and the Shell listened to ihe
strange tale; fags of the Third -and-the
Second lapped it up; even seniors of
the Fifth and Sixth gave ear.

It was a real sensation.

Quclch’s action, in the first é:la.ce, in
wghucking ” crackers at the Fifth Form
beak hsdgbcen amazing, unnerving, But
the fact that he had
hour, forgotten what
the Iid on.

That he had forgoiten was clear. He
had caned Wharton, his head boy, for
saying that he had seen what he and a
dozen other fellows had seen. Evidently
it had not occurred to Quelch that others
beside Wharton had scen that =stonish-
g occurrence.

. g{[ud ]as a Ixa.ttler n

“Simply potty 1"

“I say, you fellows, the Head ought
to know ! I say, I don’t think we ought
to have to go in with a2 mad beak this
afternoon 1”

“Tt beats Banagher 1”

“The beatfuluess is terrifie!”

“Poor old Quelch—gone right off his
rocker IV .

Mr. Quelch, coming out of the
House for a walk in the quad before
dinner, was the cynosure of all eyes.

He noticed it at once, and his eyes
glinted.

This, he had no doubt, was due to the
absurd story invented, or imagined, by
Wharton, his once-trusted head boy.

It was annoying enough. Tubb of the
Third was standing by the steps when
Mr. Queleh came out, and, after a
startled look at Quelch, George Tubb
broke into sudden flight and scuttled

across the quad. )
Mr. Quﬂ%‘.ﬁ compressed his lips hard,

Coming out into the quad, he passed
near Coker, Poiter, and Greene of the
¥ifth Form. They had beén excitedl
discussing something; but they fel
silent as Mr. Quelch came along, and
backed away to give him plenty of room
to [pass.

Then a startled squeak was heard:

“7 say, you fellows! Here he comes!
Hook it 1" i

Quelch’s eye swept round, glittering.
He beheld Billy Bunter, the fat orna-
ment of his Form, in full and frantic
flight. He breathed hard! He had not
forgotten the amazing words he had
overheard the fat Owl utter.

Other Remove fellows, though they
did not follow Bunter’s example of
scuttling, moved off to give him, so to
speak, plenty of sea room. Temple,
PDabney & Co. of the Fourth, who were
coming towards him, suddenly turned
and walked very quickly in the opposite
direction,

Monsicur Charpentier, , the French
master, eyed him very curiously and
uneasily as he approached, and made a
movement to walk away. Mr. Quelch,
with compressed lips, called to him:

“One meoment, Monsicur Char-
pentier.”

But the French master did not stop.
He did not seem to hear., Not only had
he heard the breathless talk among the
boys, but he had received a full account
from Mr. Prout. He felt uneasy ungder
Queleh’s glittering eye. :

Affecting not to hear, the dapper
little gentleman walked quickly away,
and Quelch was left breathing harder
than ever. E

His colleagues were avoiding him,
Apparently “they had heard that
ridiculous story.  Was it possible that
they believed it?

ut if there were some eof Quelch’s
colleagues who preferred his rooin to his
pompany, there was oms = a did not.

Tue Macxer Liprany. No. 1,003

within half an
%ic had done put

THE MAGNET

Mr. Prout, in the quad, rolled directly
towards him as soon as he saw him.

He had not been able to see him in
break. But he was anxious to see him
and demand an explanation. Now the
purtlf master of the Fifth bore down on
him [ike a galleon under full sail.

“Mr. Quelch, pray stop a moment!”
boomed Prout.

“Certainly, Mr. Prout,” answered the
Remove master, stopping at once,

From a dozen different directions eyes
were on the two masters. Some fellows
ventured near to hear what was said.

“You are probably aware, Quelch,
that I require an explanation,” said
the Fifth Form master coldly and
ponderously.

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows.

“An explanation of what1” he asked.

“0Of your extraordipary sction during
break this morning, sir. You do not,
I presume, consider that it is in
accordance with the dignity of a Form-
master to fling exploding crackers from
your study windows,” said Mr. Prout
with ponderous sarcasm.

= I to understand, sir, that you
have heard that absurd story, and that
you are foolish enough to take heed of
it 1" snapped Mr. Quelch.

“What?” gasped Prout. “What?"”

“That absurd story, sir, was invented
by a boy in my Form, whom I have
punished severely for his audacity,”
said Mr. Quelch. “1I should hardly have
supposed that it was necessary for me
to tell you that I was guilty of no such
action, Mr. Prout.”

“8ir!” gasped Mr. Prout. “Fire-
works were flung at me from your study
window—hurled at me, sir—"

“ Possibly ! said Mr, Quelch. “As 1
was not in the study during break I
cannot say what may have happened
there—"

“You were net in the study, sirl”
stuttered Prout,

:‘iwas not 1” i ; ”

! ou speaking seriously, .
Quelc[ﬁ? i saw you in your study—"

“You certal b did not, Mr. Prout, as
I was not there.”

“] saw you, sir, in the act of hurling
a firework at me|” boomed Prout.

“Nonsense !”

“What-a-t? What did you say, Mr.
Quelch "
“] said nonsense!” replied Mr.

Quelch grimly. “And I repeat, non-
sense! A boy of my Form appears to
have seen what occurred and to have
made the same foolish mistake | I have
caned him for it. But I should expect,
sir, a little more common sense ?:fm
you than from a junior in the Lower
Fourth Form.”

Mr. Prout gazed at the Remave
master. His jaw dropped in his amaze-
ment and he stared hke a fish out of
water. .
“]—I—1 fail io understand you,
Quelch !” he gasped at last. “Your
action was amazing—unprecedented—
unparalleled—I feel bound to demand
an cxplanation, But that you would
deny your own action naturally mever
occurred to me for one moment.”

“The action was not mine, Mr. Prout,
but, if it occurred, that of some boy
who must have gone into my study,
taking advantage of the fact that I was
absent. You should be aware of this
without my telling you.”

“8ir, I can believe my own eyes
gasped Prout.

“] should not advise you to do so,
Mr. Prout, if you fancy you .saw any-
thing of the kind in my study. 1 shoufd
recommend you to consult an oculist!”
said Mr. Quelch icily.

“Sir!” gurgled Prout. “8ir! I saw
you, and a number of boys saw you—

o

boys of your own Form and other
Forms—"

“ Nbnsense "

“Your head boy Wharton among
them——"

_*1 have caned Wharton for making a
similar statement, Mr. Prout.”

=Y ]l:on my word! Then you have
unished the boy unjustly, sir I”’ boomed
rout. “He was not alone, others—I
can give you names: Nugent, Bull,
Cherry, the Indian boy, Vernon-Smith,
Bur}t,er,“md others—and they all saw

Y=

“Nonsense 1"

“If ic[)u describe my remarks as non-

sense, Mr. Quelch——"
. “I can describe nonsensical remarks
in no other way, Mr. Prout! If you
persist in talking nonsense you must
expect me to regard your remarks as
nonsense !” :

Prout seemed ¢n the point of choking.

“Then I will say no more, sir! I wall
not trouble you with any more non-
sense ! ‘he gurgled. *“1I shall place the
matter before Dr. Hig
_“If you choose to waste your own
time, and the headmaster’s time, by tell-
ing Dr. Locke that you have made a
childish 1istake, it 1is our oOwD
business, sir!” said Mr. Quelch.

“Enough, sirl” gasped Mr.
“ Enough {”

He rolled away towards the House.

Mr, Quelch cast a grim look after him
and resumed his walk in the quad.

Twenty fellows at least had heard
what had been said—twice or thrice as
many had watched the interview from a
distance. They exchanged excited looks
and whispers.

Mr. Quelch did not prolong his walk,
as he had intended, till dinner. It was
altogether too disagreeable to be the
cynosure of so many eyes—the centre of
such breathless attention. He walked
back to the House with a red spot glow-
ing in either cheek, and went in
he went in with thunder in his brow.

Prout.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck For Bunter!

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!” roared
Bob Cherry.
“QOhl” " gasped Billy
Bunter.

Bunter was startled.

That sudden roar was enough to
startle any fellow who was engaged in
a surreptitious search of another fellow’s
study !

Bunter, at the moment, was in Study
No. 1 in the Remove, which belonged to
Wharton and Nugent and the new
fellow Tracy. Bunter had, of course,
no business there—which doubtless
accounted for his presence in the study |

He was standing at the study cup-
board, blinking into the same ihrough
his hig speciacles, when Bob Cherry’s
ruddy, grinning face looked into the
room, and his roar made Bunter jump.

The fat Owl spun round, gasping.

“Well, what are you doing in
Wharton's study 1" inquired Bob.

“QOh, nothing! I mean, I—I was
going to borrow Wharton's Latin
dick I stuttered Bunter.

“You fancy he keeps it in the cup-
board 1

“0Oh, yves! No! I mean—"" _

“There it is, on the table, if yeu
want it.””

“Oh! I—I mean, I—I dowt want
Wharton’s Latin dick, I—I'm looking
for—for Nu%ent‘s algebra I

“Not for Nugent's cake !’ asked Bob.

“Oh, no! Certainly not! If Nugent
had a cake from home this moming I



don’'t know anythin% sbout it, Cherry.
If you 't;hiﬂk I saw- him unwrapping it
you—

“¥a, ha, hat”

‘“Oh, stop cackling |® snapped Bunter.
“Can’t a fellow look in a ;eflow's study
to borrow a French conversation book
without a silly fathead butting in and
cackling 1"

“Taken to swotting?” grinned Bob.
“Yon must be going to put in some
tough work before dinner if you want a
Latin dictionary, an algebra, and a
Y'rench conversation book all at. once.
Mind you don’t get them mixed.”

*“Oh, really; Cherry——"

Bob Cherry, chuckling, went on up
the passage. ;

It was a great relief to Billy Bunter
to see him go. He resumed his search
of the study—though he certainly was
not searching for a Latin dick, an
ulgebra, a French conversation book, or
any such aid to knowledge. Bunter, as
lob had accurately guessed, was in
scarch of a cake.

Bob, however, had no objection to
Bunter centinuing his search for Frank
Nugent's cake; Unknown to Bunter,
that cake had been whacked out in
break by five fellows, and had gone the
way -of all cakes.

As that cake had been parked in
equal proportions by all the members of
the Famous Five, and had disappeared
to the last crumb and the last plum, Bob
did not in the least object to Billy
Bunter searching Nugent's study for it!
Indeed, he wished him joy of the search.
%0 he went on wup the passage,
chuckling, and left the fat Owl to it.

Bunter shut the door after him and
got busy again.

He was very keen to discover that
cake, It was close on dinner-time, it
was true, but Bunter had time to park
that cake before dinner, if he found i,
and had no doubt of having plenty of
space left for dinner.

It did not occur to his fat brain that
the cake was already a “goner.” He
supposed that Nugent would leave it in
Lis study till tea-time. Still, it secmed
difficult to discover.

It was not in the cupboard. It was
not to be seen about the room. IF it
was in the study at all, it had been
placed out of sight.

“ Peasts !” murmured Bunter, as he
blinked to and fro through his
spectacles.

It was just like them, he reflected
hitterly—hiding a cake, just as if they
:pected that a fellow might be after
1! A suspicious lot !

But Billy Bunter did not give up the
search, He was hungry—his usual state
—and to wait a quarter of an hour till
linner was impossible—if there was a
ake available, at all events!

He rooted industriously through the
study.

He scanned the bookshelf, he locked in
the corner behind the armchair—he
t l'['.‘f?d the box-seat under the study
Wl 10W

No cake was to be spotted. That cake
had been in a cardboard box when Bun-
ter had seen Nugent unpack it, but there
was no cardboard box to be seen, either.

Where was that cake?

His eyes, and his spectacles, fixed on a
Il imitation-leather  attache-case
t lay in the box-seat.

He had never seen that attache-case
Lefore, it was evidently & new possession

f some member of the study.

He picked it up and blinked at it—
and grinned! He fanecied that he had
vizcovered the cake at last!

The suspicious beasts had, of course,
parked it inside that attachecase! If
1t was not there, at any rate, it was not
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in the study at alk so Bunter had no
doubt ‘that it was there.

-He fumbled at the fastenings, and
made the discovery that both locks on
the leather case were locked.

“ Beasts ! hissed Bunter.

That settled it, to his fat mind ! What
would a fellow want to keep an-attache-
case locked for, unless to hide something
from discovery—and what could- it be
but a cake? ¢

Bunter had two or three keys in his
pocket, and he tried them one after
another on that attache-case. Naturally,
they did not fit the locks. :

He blinked at it in great exasperation.

The cake was inside—he had no doubt
about that! The suspicious- beasts had
suspected that he might be after it, and
locked it in that attache-case! He was
sure of it! :

He wondered whether he could open it
by banging it on the table. The locks
were neither large nor strong, and a
jolly good bang might do it! KEven
Bunter hesitated at that drastic method.

But he did not hesitate long. He had
spent a quarter of an hour already,
hunting for that cake, Other fellows in
the Remove might be breathlessly ‘in-
terested in Mr: Quelch’s strange
proceedings that morning, but Bunter’s

7

fat mind was concentrated on cake.
Hoe lifted the attache-oase at last «insboth

fat hands and banged it down on the

study table.
‘As he did so the study- door opened,

-and Gilbert Tracy came in. :

-Bunter gave a startled jump.

“I—T say, Nugent,” he gasped. “I
wasn't—" Then he-saw that it was
Tracy, and gasped with relief—the cake
had nothing to do with Tracy, and as
he was on the worst of terms with his
study-mates, he was not likely to inter-
vene to save Nugent's cake! “Oht
You! I say, shut the door, Tracy, will
you, in case one of those- beasts comes
along.”

Tracy stared at him for a moment—
then, as he saw the attache-case in
Bunter's hands, a ‘startling expression
came over his face.

He came. across the study with the
spring of a tiger, and snatched the bag
from Bunter's hands, panting as he di
0.

“You spying cad, what are you doing
with that?” he panted.

“ Oh, wreally, Tracy—"

Tracy examined the locks on the case
hastily. But they were still intact; the
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bang o the table -had not jerked them
open as the fat Owl had hoped,
_ Billy Bunter: glared at

i y. i

“.mrsr'mu beast, you give me
that ease!” he hooted. “'Thi
going to endop Nugent's' cake, “you
beast 1 ey

“¥ou fat rotter |” said Tracy between
his .teeth. “What.ere you trying to
open my, bag for1”

“Your bag!”® exclaimed Bunter.

= Yes; mine, you pilfering fat rascal I”
snarled Gilbert, By gum, I'll stop
your prying 2nd spying in this study.”

4 I—T—say—yarooch |” _ roared . Bun-
ter, as 'I'mcg; grasping the attache.case
in: both hands, swiped with it.. .

It was not a heavy case, and

ot seem to contain anything _vorli heavy.

ut it was heavy. enough to make Billy
Bunter see a whole variety of stars, as
it banged on his fat head!

“0Oht Ow! StoPelt 1” yelled Bunter,
as he tottered. “Why, you_ beast, 1
thought it was Nugent's, and had his
cake I it—"

Swipe |-

“Yaroooh " yelled Bunter, as the
attachecase swung cround  againm,
this time landing on a fat ear.

Bumter went rolling over.

him

He rolled and roared, as Tracy, with -

face, swi again, and yet
ain, with the attache-case! He put
Fnty of beef into the swipes, and the
apless fat Owl yelled with anguish.
atever it was that that locked case
contained, there was no doubt that the
new junior was enragel and alarmed
by fnding it in Bunter’s hands. He
landed swipe after swipe with un-
sparing energy.
pBunteer rolled, and roared, and yelled,
and howled, and spluttered. .

“QOw! Stoppit! Will you stop it?
Yarooop ! 3
Nugent’s—I mean, I was not going to
open it—ow ! I'm not after your rotten
smokes, you beast—yo-ow! Leave off |
Stoppit? Yarooh "

Billy Bunter hardly knew how he
escaped from that study! A final swipe
from the attache-case canght him on the
back of his fat head as he bolted, and
sent him spinning headlong along the
Remove passage.

Gilbert Tracy slammed the study door
after him,

“QOw! Yow! Wow! Beast! Yow-
ow I” faded away towards the stairs.

"Billy Bunter had often found trouble
owing to his Peeping-Tom activities.
But ie had seldom, or never, hit up
against it so hard as now! In a dizzy,
breathless, painful, and aching state, he
tottered away to the stairs—feeling too
damaged even to give any further
thought to Nugent’s cake! He was still
mumbling and rubbing his aching fat
head when the dinmner-bell rang—and
even steak-and-kidney pie for dinner
hardly comforted him!

a set, savaie

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Mystery !
[ RAY come in, Mr. Queleh ! said
P Dr. Locke.
Mr. Quelch entered the

Head's study.

His glance, for a moment, went to Mr.
Prout; the Fifth Form master was
there. But he gave Prout no heed,

“You desired to see me, sir?”

“Certainly, Mr. Quelchl Pray be
seated ! It is necessary for this very
extraordinary matter to be cleared up I
said Dr. Locke. *Obviously there is
some kind of misapprehension—a very
extraordinary. misapprehension.”
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Mr. Quelch sect his lipa,

Prout had carried out hus intention of
%lacing ‘the matter before the Head!

r. Lacke, plainly, was deeply puzzled
and perplexed.

He could hardly belheve that a mem-
ber of his staff had acted in the childish
way described by Prout. Yet there was
Prout’s plain statement of what he had
seen, or believed that he had seen. The
Head, in fact, eould not make head or
tail of it, but it had to be cleared up.

“I am sorry, sir, that- Mr. Prout
should waste your time by acquainting
you with the most absurd mistake he has
ever-made!” said the Remove master

grimly,

The Head coughed.

“I have made no mistake, sirl”
‘boonied Prout, his eyes gleaming -at
Quelch. “I can believe my eyes, sir!
I am prepared to call before Dr. Locke
a dozen boys whé saw what I saw, sir,
at your study window, if Dr. Locke
chooses to hear their evidence.”

“It appears, Mr. Quelch, that—that
fireworks were thrown from your study
window during morning break,” , said
Dr. Locke. “ Two—hem—crackers struck
Mr. Prout, and exploded—no doubt
startling him very considerably.- So far,
we have the facts——"

*“No doubt, sir! As I was not in m
study during break this morning,
cannot say what may or may not
have occurred there, Some mischievous
boy may have acted in the manner des-
cribed by Mr. Prout.”

“Mr. Prout is under the impression
that he saw you there, sir—"

“An entirely erroneous impression,
sir! I went to the library after dis-
missing my Form from second school,
and did not leave that apartment till
the bell rang for third school.”

Snort from Prout.

“Some boy, no doubt ” said Mr.
Quelch.

“Is there any boy in this school, sir,
who wears a master’s gown and a
master’s mortar-board 7” inquired Mr.
Prout with ponderous sarcasm.

“Certainly not! What do you mean?”
enapped Mr. Quelch, staring at the Fifth
Form master.

“1 mean, sit, that I saw the person in
your study hurling the—the cracker at
me, and that he was clad in gown and
cap, sir!” snorted Prout.

“Tmpossible !*

“]I can give the names, sir, of a dozen
boys who saw what I saw!” said Mr.
Prout grimly. “Your head boy,
Wharton, was one of them; there were
many others.”

Mr. Quelch stared at him in silence.
It dawned upon his mind that there was
more in this than he had realised.

If Prout had actually seen a figure
in cap and gown in his study, his belief
that 1t was Quelch was natural enough.
And his statement could hardly be dis-
believed, especially as he was prepared
to eall witnesses; and, indeed, Mr.
Quelch, remembering what Harry
Wharton had said in the Form-room,
realised that Wharton must have seen
what he said he had seen.

“J—I fail to understand this,” said
Mr. Quelch at length. “1 was, as I have
said, in the library at the time, engaged
in sorting over certain black-letter docu-
ments referring to my historical work
on this school. Of what may have
occurred in my study I know nothing.
It is news to me thai Mr. Prout saw a
master there——"

“] have said that I saw you, sir!”
boomed Prout. “I have said—"

“Certainly you have said so, sir; and,
as I was not there, 1 paturally supposed
that you were making a nonsensical mis-
take I hocted Mr, Quelch. “I supposed

that some boy must have acted in the
manner described, and that you fancied
}'Ol.l-—'" .

“T have said that I saw you—"

“It ‘#ppears that you saw someone,”
said Mr, Quelch “You certainly did
not see me | .Upon my word, if you saw,
as you suppose, & master there, it was
obviously someé other master.”

Bnort |

“Can you tell- Dr. Locke, sir,” ex-
claimed - Mr. Quelch, “that you posi-
tively recognised me as th e person
who flung fireworks from that study? JI
defy, you, sir, to make such a state-
ment | ;

“I have not told Dr. Locke that"I
recognised your face and features, sir|”

‘boomed ‘Prout. “I could scarcely-do so

‘when they were covered by a handker-
chief you held in your hand——"

Mr: Quelch fairly jumped-at this.

“You saw a person in the study whose
face was covered I” he exclaimed. “In
ihe name of commen sense, sir, did it
not occur to you that the person’s face
was intentionally coveszed 1" .

“ Possibly—possibly ¥ boomed Prout.
“My impression when I see'a man hold-
ing a handkerchief to his nose, sir, is

‘that he is blowing his nose. But possibly

—very possibly—you preferred to make
an_attempt to coneeal your identity
while playing a childish trick—an in-
sensate lprsctrcal joke worthy only of a
thoughtless boy in the Second Form——"

“air, I ab'sofutel deny——"

“One moment, please ! interposed the
Head, raising his hand. “It appears to
be beyond doubt that Mr. Prout saw a
master in your study, Mr. Quelch.”

“It would appear so, sir,” said Mr.
Quelch. “Now that Mr. Prout makes
an explicit statement, and his meaning
is clear, I cannot doubt his assertion,
sir. He saw some master in my study.
It certainly was not I *

“And what member of Dr. Locke’s
staff, sir, would be likely to enter your
study to play a childish prank on
another master 7” snorted Prout.

“The occurrence is absolutely inex-
plicable to me,” said Mr. Quelch. “But
if your statement is correct, some
member of the staff must have done so.”

Snort !

Mr. —Quelch, with crimson cheeks,
looked at the Head. Dr. Locke was
puzzled and perturbed. Prout’s state-
ment was explicit. Some member of the
staff had done this extraordinary thing,
and it had happened in Quelch’s study.

“I will say mare !” boomed Prout. “I
feel bound to say, Dr. Locke, that this
is not the first occasion this term that
Mr. Quelch has appeared to display a
most remarkable propensity for prac-
tical joking of a particularly childish
pature |

“1, Hir)”? the Remove
master. i

“You, sir |* retorted Prout. “I have

not forgotten, sir, that at the beginning
of this term the French master was
tripped up in your study by a cord tied
across the floor, and he had no doubt
ths:it it was an insensate practical joke,
anda——
_ “That act, sir, was the act of a boy
in my Form—the new boy, Tracy, who
was severely punished for :t I exclaimed
Mr. Quelch excitedly

“There was another cccasion, sir, well
known to all the staff I boomed Prout.
* A ridiculous message was left in Men-
sieur Charpentier’s study, written on a
fly-leaf from one of your books—*

“That was the act of the same boy,
sir, and he was discovered and punished.”

“Possibly,” said Mr. Prout—"pos-
sibly! But these are occurrences, sir,
that ought not to occur! In view of the
prank you played this morning, sir—/

exclaimed
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** Cracked, by gum ! "’
eyes glittering.

say deliberately, the prank—you can
scarcely expect——*

] have said that I did nothing of the
kind, Mr. Prout !”

“And I have said, sir, that I can
Liclieve the evidence of my eyes and the
eyes of a dozen witnesses !”

“1 refuse to discuss the matter with
vou further!” said Mr. Quelch hotly.
“I place the matter entirely in Dr.
Locke's hands! I am prepared to resign
my position in this school, here and now,
if my chief should decide against me!”

Dr. Locke made a soothing gesture.

“ Nothing of the kind, Mr. Quelch,”
he said. “The occurrence is utterly
inexplicable. It is bewildering. Never
in all my career as a schoolmaster have
I encountered anything of the kind
before. But the faet that the—the
person in your study cannot be positively
1dentified leaves the whole matter in
doubt.”

The Head paused.

“It appears that scme member of my
staff has so utterly forgotten himself and
his position as to act in a foolish and
irresponsible way,” ho went on. “That
member of my staff will be requested
at once to resign when his identity is

established. But until the facts are
positively known, the malter must
remair: in abeyance.”

“Then “the matter ends here, sir,”

breathed Mr. Prout.

“For the present, certainly.”

Prout rose ponderously to his fect.

“Tt is for you to decide, sir,” he said,
with a great deal of dignity; and he
rolled out of the study.

Mr. Quelch paused 8 moment before
he followed.

“1 can only =ay, sir, that I am in total
igt':-orlauce cf the whole affair,” he said
quletiy.

“Quite so, Mr, Quelch,” said the Head
urbandly.

There was a general convulsive start as Tracy uttered the words.
*“ How dare you, Tracy ? ** he said, his voice trembling with anger.

to my study !**

Mr. Quelch, with deep feelings, fol-
lowed Prout from the study. He knew
that a doubt was left in his chief’s mind.
That was inevitable.

Some master at the school had done
this. That appeared to be established.
If a master had done it, it was as likely
to be the Remove master as any other
master. And it had happened in
Quelch’s study.

Quelch, of course, knew that he had
not done it. He knew that he had been
in the school library poring over black-
letter at the time. But who had? He
ran over his colleagues in his mind, and
could not think of one of them who
could be suspceted of such an infantile
prank.

The thing was utterly inexplicable.
Quelch was hopelessly puzzled.

But if Quelch was puzzled to guess the
identity of the mysterious master who
had taken to playing mad pranks, the
rest of Greyfriars did not feel puzzled
about it. Greyfriars generally had made
up its mind that Quelch was the man.
and the only doubt was whether it was
an extraordinary outbreak of practical
joking or whether Quelch was “off his
rocker.”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Queleh Comes Down Heavy!

[} IND your eye!” whispered
M Skinner, when the Remove
went in to third school the

next momin%.

But the juniors hardly needed to be
warned.

Every man in the Form knew that
Quelch was not to be trifled with. The
mysterious affair of the previous day had
told on his temper.

The Remove, like everybody else,
believed that Queleh hed -plaved - that

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet, his
‘¢ Leave the table at once, and go

mad prank. Some of them believed that
he had a screw loose. Quelch was per-
fectly aware of it. It was more than
enough to give an edge to his temper.
In first school that morning Quelch

"had bad an eye like a hawk on his class.

Generally a very just man, he seemed
to be on the lock-out for offences.

The whole Form, indeed, had given
offence—by believing what Quelch knew
that they believed.

He could not, of course, whop fellows
for their beliefs—which they shared with
all Greyfriars. But he could, and would,
whop any fellow who gave him fair
cause, as fellows naturally did every now
and then.

No fewer than six fellows in first
lesson had been given two hundred lines
each for whispering in class. Quelch had
no doubt taken it for granted that they
were whispering about that unfortunate
affair.

It was rather rough on Lord Maule-
verer to get two hundred lines for
asking Wharton to lend him a new pen-
nib. Two hundred lines was rather a
heavy punishment for Smithy for whis-
Eermg to Bob Cherry that it looked like
eing ripping weather for the football
match at 8t. Jude’s that afternoon. And
Billy Bunter felt that it was very tough,
indeed to get two hundred lines for
inquiring of Peter Todd how many k's
there were in Caractacus |

With Quelch in this stern mood, the
Remove were quite glad that second
school was French with Mossoo. Mossoo
was quite a nerve-rest after Quelch.

But in third school they had Quelch
again, and every fellow was going to
be wary, especially the footballing
members of the Form. The bare idea
of & possible detention was dismaying
to fellows who were booked to go over
to 8t. Jude's for the match there.
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Never had the Form bean so quiet
and so orderly as when Mr. Quelch
came to let them in for third lesson.

. But the Remove master’s stern face
did hot relax. ~ 3 o

Quiet and respectful as the juniors
were, Quelch kneow what was in their
thonghts.  All, or almost all, of them
believed that he had played that mad

ank on Prout. Some of them be-

E:wed, in consequence, that he had a
screw loose|! Any amount of outward
vespect could not glter that.
. It .was: so .intensely .annoying and
galling to Mr. Queleh, that really it was
no wonder that was in & biitter mood
—a mood to come down with the greatest
severity upon: the slightest fauli.

‘In grim silence he opened the Form-
room door; “and the iove went in.
:lhfnd the n;nt mimi:% there was a

arp snap from ?ﬂﬁ 3

“ﬂpon my word 1*

“Oh crikey!”? murmured Billy
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, loek at
the blagkboard I* .

But the fellows were already looking
at the blackboard! -

It stood on its easel, ready for use
in the lesson. It should have been, of
course, blank. But it was not blank.

Some surreptitious hand had chalked

on it. In large capital letters & sen-

tence stared . the Remove and the

Hemove master in the face:
“WHO'S GONE ORACKED?”

There was an awful silence in ihe

Remove-room.

Mr. Quelch, after his first startled
exclamation, stood as if dumbfounded,
gazing at the inscription on the board.

His face was almost pale with wrath.

The Removites hardly breathed.
Some of them quaked Who could have
been ass encmgh, idiot enough, to rag
Quelch like this in his present temper?

Harry Wharton’s eyes turned on
Tracy. He had an_immediate and
strong suspicion that Gilbert knew who
had chalked those words on the black-

board.

Gilbert mect his quick glance and
grinned. :

He did not care whether the captain
of the Remove guessed or not. Indeed,
he did not care if Mr. Quelch suspected
him, so long as nothing could be
proved.

But Mr. Quelch, when he turned at
1ast from the blackboard and looked at
is class, did not epecially single out
Gilbert.

Generally, his suspizions in such a
case would have turned at once upon
the rebel of the Remove—the boy who
was at the school on his responsibility,
and who hardly made a secret of his
intention to tire out his patience by
causing him every kind of trouble that
he cou?&.

But st the present time the whole
Form wera in Quelch’s black books.
Any ong of them might have done this!
The gimlet eyes scanned the whole
clasa. *
Quelch’s voice broke at last the awful
silence.

“8oma boy has entered this Form-
room in break and chalked on the
blackboard! I command that boy to
stand out before the Form1”

He picked up his cane.

No fellow was likely to stand out
hefore the Form, wi that cane in
Quelch’s hand, and that lock on his face!
T'he juniors did not stir.

“Wharton | . .

“Yes, mir I’ said Harry 3u:etly.

“Yesterday I punished you
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having made a ridiculous and inex-
cusable mistake—" )
3 b ll.ndeed,-mr 1" said Harry Wharton

Iryly.

e did not believe that he had'made
a mistake, but if he bad, .ha had
made it in numerous company, and he
was not going to pretend that he re-
garded that punishment as just.

“Have you done .this, Wharton?”
asked Mr. ch, pointing with the
cane to the blackboard. .

“No, sirl”? _

Mr. Quelch dgave him. a hard, cold
look. His head boy was not in his good
graces just at present. ’

“ Bunter |

“Oh crikey 1"

“] have not forgotten, Bunter, the

. stupid remarks I.heard you make yes-

terday. Have you dome this?”

“Oh, no, sir I gasped Bunter. “I-I
don’t really believe you're cracked, sir.
I-=1 don’t, really, eir! Besides, if you
are, you can't help it; sir, 1 know.
—I know you wouldn’t go tracked on
purpaose, sir.

“Take two hundred lines, Bunter |”
“0h lor' 1?

“Vernon-Smith 1”

“Yes, sir {” said the Bounder coolly.
“Do you know anything of this?”
“Nothing, sir.”

“Tracy /" The gimlet eyes fixed on
Gilbert. “Have you done this,
Tracy 1*

Gilbert raised his eyebrows.

“]I, sir!l Obh, ne, siri”

There was a brief pause. .Te!ch had
questioned Wharton, who had been

caned; Bunter, whom he had heard
remark that his Form-master was
batchy; Vernon-Smith, who was known
as a reckless ragger; and Tracy,
who was capable of anything and every-
thing that would cause discomfort or
humiliation to the Form-master who was
kg]alping him at Greyfriars against his
will.

AH four had denied knowledge of the
chalking on the blackboard. Quelch was
left guessing.

He scanned every face in turn. He
spoke at last.

“This is not merely a disrespectful
trick; it is a deliberate and intentional
insult to your Form-master. For the
last time, I command the boy who has
been guilty of this to stand forward.”

Nobody stood forward.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch be-
tween his closed lips. "“The Remove
will be detained for extra school this
afternoon. There will be no half-holi-
day to-day.” )

“QOh 1" gasped several fellows.

“We shall now proceed!” said Mr.
Quelch grimly.

Third school proceeded—in an elec-
tric atmosphere. Dismay sat in almost
every face—and especially in the faces
of the. footballers who were due at St.
Jude's that afternoon. And there was
anger, and deep resentment as well as
dismay,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cracked !

“ AT cur!” said Harr
ton, between his teeth.
Wharton’s eyes were gleam-
ing when he came out after
third school with his friends. His eyes
turned on Gilbert Tracy, who strolled
out of the House with a faint grin on
his face.
“Tracy——" said Bob.
“That rotten worm!” said Wharton

Whar-

savagely.
“ But—" said Nugent.
“He did it!” snapped Wharion.

_-Lol]y well that Quelch would fiy

_dished again.

“Who else would do it?

He krew
off the
andle, and he’s dene this to dish us
for the football match this afterncon.”

“You think——** be Johnny Bull.

“I don’t think so—l know!™ The
Remove. captain’s voice trembled with
rage. “This is because the rotten rascal
is dropped. out of the team. That’s why
he's done it—to dish us, as he dished us
last week™

“Iv uwever . was proved
Nugent slowly.

“0Oh, rot! Somebody put in a spoof
{elephone call from St. Jude’s, and
wa edl out“t\%io nlljnwhu:” mli;i Whartgr;
savagely.. * ut that plotting ca
We've fixed it up- with ]?u.un 'tg. play
the match this week—and now  we're
" Last week he pulled
q;_mtc]_:l's eg on the Ehone to dish us—
this time. he’s brought it off by_insult-
ing Quelch in the Isn't it
per fectgopl_am i

The Co. were silent and dubiaus.

‘They did not like Gilbert, and they
did pot trust him; but it seemed to
them that their leader was rather jump-
ing to conclusions.

“Looks as if we never shall play that
match at St. Jude’s,” said Bob at last.
“It was postponed last week; now it's
zot to be postpened again. Lunn and
his men will be getting fed up at this

rate.”

“It's pretty thick to detain the
whole Form, use eome fellow has
played the goat!” eaid Johnny Bull
“If Quelch calls that juystice, I don’t
agree with him.”

“The gnstice does not seem terrific ¥
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Sm%h.
“But the esteemed Quelch is terrifically
infuriated.”

Vernon-Smith came up to the Famous
Five. His brow was blac

“Are you going to wash out the St
Jude’s match again, Wharton1” he

asked. ;

“ What else can .we do?” grunted the
captain of the Remove. “We can't
play foqitbn.ll while we're stuck in
‘extra,” 1 suppose.

“I dom’t I;E.mk we ought to stand it!
We all know what’'s the matter with
Quelch 1” snapped the Bounder. “He’s
made a silly fool of himself, and he
knows that we know he did—that’s the
long and the short of it. If he
doesn’t like being called cracked, he
shouldn’t act as if he'd gone cracked.”

“1 suppose it wasn’t {;Jtl did that silly
chalking—* began Bob. o

“Don’t be a silly ass! Think I'd
have risked:detention to-day?"” snarled
Smithy. “It was some fellow who
doesn’t care a rap about the footer.”

“ It was some fellow who cares a good
deal about the footer, and has his back
up because he’s chucked out of the team
for foul play!” said the captain of the
Remove bitterly.

“] suppose you mean Tracy? You
fancy that Tracy does jolly uesrl?r
everything that ever hap [
snapped Vernon-Smith.  “You'll be
saying next that he chucked those
crackers at Prout yesterday, I suppose.
Can't anything ever happen without
I'racy having a finger in 181"

“I know that Tracy did this, and I
know why,” answe Harry Wharton.
“He's been up against Quelch ever
since he came. And he's up against
Remove foothall, so long as he’s barred
from the team.”

“Oh, rot! Anyhow, it doesn’t
matter much who did it. Quelch has
come down on the whole Form for it,
whoever it was. That washes out the
match at St. Jude’s, if we give Queleb
his head.”

“What else can we do?”

L1 “id
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“Cut extra school, and go over to
8t. Jude’s just the same, and leave
Quelch to stew in his own juice !" said
the Bounder savagely.

“0h, don’t be an ass!”

“We couldn’t do that, Smithy,"” said sir
Bob )

“] don't see why we couldn’t. Are
we going to have our football fixtures
washed out, because Quelch has gone
cracked?” growled Smithy. “I won-
der the Head hasn't as him to re-
sign after what he did yesterday. I
know Prout went to the Head about
it. It’s time Quelch went.”

“Well, that's not for us to decide—
that’s -up to the Head. We can't do
anything, except let them know at St.
Jude’s, and ask them to fix & new
date.” i

“They'll get pretty tired of fixing
new dates. I'd and chance it, if
I were skipper!” enapped Vernon-
Bmith.

- “Lucky for everybody. concerned that
you're not skipper. then,” said the
captain _of the Remove dryly. -

The - Bounder _snorted angrily, and
stalked away. He was ready for any
reckless act; but the other fellows were
not likely to take the same view.
Cracked or not, Quelch was master
of the Remove, and to carry on in de-
fiance of his authority was not prae-
tical politics.

If the juniors hoped that Quelch
might relent, they did not receive much
encouragement from his looks when
they saw him egain at dinner. Mr.
Quelch’s face, at the head of the Re-
move table, was as grim as a gargoyle.

-He was evidently deeply offended
with his Form. Certainly he did not
look anything like relenting.

The Removites were silent and glum
and resentful. The foothallers were
deeply exasperated, and the other fel-
lows looked forward with anything but
pleasure to a half-holiday in “extra.”

Only on one face was a faint grin,
and Harry Wharton, glancing at Gil-
bert Tracy, noted it with set lips. He
was quite assured that Gilbert had
chalked that inscription on the black-
board, knewing well that Quelch would
go off at the deep end as soon as he
saw it. For the second time he had
dished the Remove footballers, and
he was inwardly rejoicing over his suc-
cess. The captain of the Remove had
no doubt of it.

“*Cracked, by gum!”

Thers was a general . convulsive
start at the Remove table as those
words were heard.

Ii was Tracy who spoke. His voice
was not loud, but in the glum silence
at the table it reached every ear.

Mr. Quslch jumped in his chair.

All eyes turned on Gilbert, and then
on Quelch, The Remove master rose to
his feet, his eyes glittering along the
table,

“Tracy!” he ga=ped.

Gilbert looked round at him. His
face was quite calm, his manner cool,
The juniors looked at him blankly.
He was asking for it, begging for 1t,
but he seemed quite unconcerned,

“Yes, sir,” said Tracy. “Did you
speak to me, sir?"

“I heard your words, Tracy.”

“Did you, sir? '

“How dare you, Tracy?” Mr

Quelel’s  voice was  trembling witﬁi

anger. “I am accustomed to your im-
pudence, your insolence, but this—thi
—— Tracy, you will leave the tabl;‘
at once, and go to my study!”

“I haven't finished my dinner, sir!"]
“You will not finish your diuner,l
Tracy! You will wait for me in my
study, where I shall inflict the most

EVERY SATURDAY

severe punishment for your insolence!”
“What have I done, sir?”
€What! I repeat that I heard your
insolent worde—"' )
.“lg;ut. my plate really is cracked,

“Your—your plate?”

“Yes, 'sir,” said Tracy innocently.
“Is there any harm, sir, in my meén-
tioning that my plate is cracked1”’

Mr. Quelch stood dumb. The juniors

fairly gasped.
No doubt Tracy's plate was cracked.

It was far from uncommon for crockery
at a junior table to show a crack or
two. £

Certainly there could be ne harm in

198 Overseas Readers Win
Prizes in Our CGreat “Arma-
ments” Stamps Racel

The Editor is pleased to agnounce
the result of the Overseas Section of
our “Armaments * Contest No. 1,
for which there was a special late
closing date.

As stated in the competition offer,
there were epecial prizes for good
“scores " from overseas, and these
}nﬁva been awarded in cash form as
ollows :

FIRST PRIZE: £2, Gordon Emery;
-227-27, Street W., Saskat
Sask., Canada (whose stamp tot
was  1,050. Congratulations,
Gordon!). i

SECOND PRIZE: £1, Keith Murray,
6, Brighton Avenue, Preston,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia
(who came ncxt with a “score ™
of 737).

For space reasons we are unable to |

rint -all the other winners' names

ere.  All “scores " of 166 and over
qualified for prizes, however—totals
cf 255 and over winning epecial
consolation prizes of 5s. each, while
totals of 254 down to 166 were
awarded prizes of 2s. 6d. each.
These prizes have all been posted.

Well done, winners! -And those of
you who haven't yet won, remember
that there are still two other
ARMAMENTS “Overseas " prize-
givings to come; we hope you've sent
in for them.

Also, ALL of you should have a
crack at  * Footer-Stamps "— see
page 2, There is also a special cash
prize list for overscas readers each
month!
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Tracy mentioning that trifling circum-
stance.

But all the fellows knew, of course,
why bhe had mentioned it. The word
cracked had the effect on his Form-
master of a red rag on & bull.

He was, in fact, pulling Quelch’s
leg. Nevertheless, it was difficult to
see how Quelch could call him to
account for it. A fellow could hardly
be punished for mentioning that his
plate was cracked. :

For a, long moment Mr. Quélch

‘stood dumb., His face reddened till it

‘was like a beetroot. When he spoke
at last it was in a gasping voice:

“Were you referring to your plate,
Tracy 1’

“Certainly, sir!l What else could I
be referring to?” asked Gilbert, with
an air of wondering innocence.

Mr., Quelch did not answer that
question, :

Some of the fellows barely repressed
a chuckle Billy Bunter, unable to
repress one, cachinnated explosively.

; 1H43,Qhe,1 lﬁe 4 I
. Mr. Quclch’s glittering eye fixed on
the fat Owl. % S SRRl

“Bunter, what——"2

11

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, reduced to
ravity at once. “I—I wasn't laugh-
ing, sir;. I—I was kik-kik-coughing.
I—I mean sneezing, sir._ Some—some
pepper got in my nose, sir—"
“Take & hundred lines, Bunter, for
bad manners at table!”
“Oh lor' I” :
Tracy rose from his - chair.
Quelch made him a gesture.
You may sit down, Tracy.” |
I not to go to your study, sir?”
“No,” said Quelch, between his
shut lips. -“You mav sit down, Tracy,
and be silent.””.
“Thank you, sir .
Tracy sat down again, He winked
at the other fellows with the éye that
was farthest from Mr. Quelch. But no
fellow dared to grin, It was not safe
to_grin under the gimlet eye that was
glittering along the Remove table.

Mr.

i”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
0O.K.!

HARTON, what do you want
here?”
- “I 'came to speak to you,
: _ sir” .

TMBB I:él:ﬁf, h’thm—t:e'ry lbn'af.él’_ i
T, elch, coming into his stu
shortly after dinner, found the hanﬁ
boy of his Form waiting for him
there. . .
He did not_seem pleased to see his
head boy—nor desirous of hearing what

L3

his head boy had to say. _His brow
was grim; his voice like a file. All
the moye were in Quelch’s black

books these days. The head boy as
much as any other, if not a little more.

But Wharton had come there to

speak, and he was going to speak.
There was a slightly stubborn expres-
sion on his face.

Remove football matches, whether
Quelch understood it or not, were
important functions. It was Wharton's
right, and indeed his duty, as captain
of the Form, to make that as clear as
possible to Quelch. :

Quelch was not in a relenting mood,
The incident at the dinner-table had
so to speak, put the lid on- He fixed
his eyes grimly on the head boy.

“It's about the extra school this
afternoon, sir."” B

“There is nothing to say upon that
subject, Wharton.” .

“Perhaps you were not aware, sir,
that one of our regular fixiures with
S8t. Jude's is due this afternoon.”

Mr. Quelch paused a moment. Hae
had been aware of it; he took an in-
terest in Remove games, but, in tha
stress of other matters on his mind, ha
had forgotten it. But his face re-
mained grim and uncompromising as
he replied:

“I regret that the Form games
should be interfered with, Wharton.
In this case, it cannot be avoided.”

“If you would be so kind, sir——*

Mr. Quelch raised his hand. *

“I am surprised, Wharton, that you
should come here to make any such
request, knowing that I am deeply dis-
pleased ,with you, and for very good
reasons.”’

“I don't see why, sir,” said Harry.
“I've done nothing that I know of."”

“You have not forgotten that I caned
you in the Form-room yesterday,
Wharton "’

*No, sir; I've not forgotten that.”

“Nor the reason, I presume?”

Wharton's lips set.

“You had no more reason for can.
ing- me, sir, than for caning a dozen
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other fellows—and- Mr. Prout, too,” he

answered.

Mr. Quelch gave a start.

“Wharton 1 he ejaculated.

_“I did nothing but answer your gues-

tions  in the Form-foom, sir,” said
Wharton stubbornly. “I told you what
¥ saw, a3 you asked me—the same thing
that other fellows and Mr. Prout saw.
I was bound to answer you.” J

“You were not bound to make a
ridiculous mistake as to what you saw,
Wharton, and repeat it as a fact,” said
Mr. Quelch harshly. “I have heen
placed in a most intolerable position,
and it is largely due to you, my head
boy, from whom I bad a right to expect
something in the way of judgment and
common sense.” :

“If 1 was mistaken, sir, every other
fcllow there was mistaken in the same
way, and so was the Fifth Form
master.” :

“No doubt I’ said Mr. Quelch bitterly.
“No doubt! You have come here to
ask me.to make a concession, Wharton,
after 'a deliberate insult in my own
Form-room, and at the same time you
repeat your belief that you saw ine, your
Form-master, act in . a childish and
irresponsible way. I wonder at your
sudacity.”

Wharton stood silent, locking at him.
He bad seen what he had seen, and if
Quelch really had forgotten he surely
must be eracked.
~ Certainly he did mnot look cracked.
But what else could it mean?

“You are my head boy,” went on Mr.
%.l’elch. “Your opinion has weight in
the Form. You have done great harm
by this thoughtless foolishness, Wharton.
In a stupid like Bunter it would be
excusable, but I can find no excuse for
_Ou-), ¥

“If—if you've forgotten,
stammered Harry.

“] have not forgotten what never
oceurred I snapped Mr, Quelch. “I did
not expect such obtusemess from you,
Wharton. Cannot you understand that
the fact that the person in this study on
that oceasion kept his face covered is a

roof that it was not 117

“N-n-not you, sirl?

Harry. .

“Certainly mot 11! rapped Mr.
Quelch. “You should not need telling
so, Wharton. Some gersen appears {o

¥

gir—="

stammered

have entered this study while I was in
the library tgeste:day.’

“In—in the library !I”

] did not enter this study during
hreak on Tuesday at all, Wharton. Is
it necessary for me to ask you whether
you believe  your own Form-master’s
word 77 exclaimed Mr. Quelch. .

“QOh, no, sir! But—but—but it was
a master, sir,” g arton, “and—
and as he was in your study I thought—
wa all thought—Mr. Prout thought—-"

41 shall say unothing of Mr. Prout.
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But whatever Mr. Prout may or may

not think, you sheuld not have fallen
into such an error.”
“(Oh 1 gasped Harry,

“You will hardly say, Wharion, that

you recognised me on that oceasionl”
hooted Mr. Quelch.
. *I—1 didn’t see your face, sir, as. you

had your handkerchief over it at _the
moment ! stammered Harry. “I—I
remember you had the hanky in your

right hand, and threw the crackers with
your left 2

“You adherc to your belief that it
was I, in spite of my assurance to the
contrary, Wharton{” thundered Mr.
Quelch,

“QOh, no, sirl I mean—" Harry
Wharton was so bewildered that he
hardly knew what to say. It certainly
was a master, sir—I mean,
that he had a gown and a mortar-
board.” )

“1 have heard so from Mr. Prout.
But if some master in this school,
Wharton, so far forgot himself as to

lay a foolish prank, you should have
nown that it was not your own Form-
master. Have I ever given you any
reason to suppose me capable of such
folly 2" )

“'Oh, no, sir; certainly not! But—
but as it was a master, and—and in
your study—" stammered Harry.
“But I understand now, of course, sir.
Now that you've told me, I know that it
must have been som y else.”

“You should have guessed as much
from the fact that the—the person kept
his face covered | snapped Mr. Quelch.
“Obviously he was econcealing his
identity, and could ouly have intended
1hat-”a mistake should be made to my

«“J—TI thought he was blowing his
nose.”

“ Nonsense 17

“Well, I did, sir. But—but I can see
now. I'm sorry, sir! I can see thati it
was a mistake now 1"

“1 am glad of that,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly.

Then, as his eyes scanned Wharton's
erimson and confused face, his manner
became kinder.

“Perhaps 1 should make allowance
for your mistake, Wharton, annoying
as it was, in view of the fact that others,
includihg a Form-master, made the same
error. But you can see the intolerable
position .in which I am placed by
such a ridiculous belief among the boys
of my Form. It has led some of them to
surmise that their Form-master is not in
his right mind. That is scarcely to be
tolerated with patience.”

“Y quite understand, gir. If it was
somebody else—"

«Tf 1 thundered Mr. Quelch.

«Y mean, I know it was somebody
else if you say so, sir. Bui surely, sir

the Head will find

=4 out which of the
TELL DAD ! maer—"

- 4 “I hope so—I
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sion, Wharton——"

Y d "911, certainly,
Rifle 95/- gir!
-“In that case,”™

said Mr, Quelch,

NG,

wo all saw.

more placably, *it is possible that.you
may be of some assistance in elucidating
the facts. You actually saw the person
in this study fling the firceworks out of
the window 7 '

“1 did, sir.”

“T am aware that you did not see his
face. Had you done so, no such mistake
could “have arisen. But you saw his
general appearance——"

“A master in cap and gown, sif—
that’s all I saw.”

“Quite so—quite so; but most of the
masters here differ considerably ‘in
build. I, for ihistance, am somewhat
tall; others not so tall. Did yon noticé
the height of the master you saw
through the window 1”

Mr. Quelch’s manner was very keen
now, and his eyes gleamed as he saw
Wharton give a little start.

* Answer me carefully, Wharton,” he
said. :

“Yes, sir, certainly. Tt was rather
difficult to notice a man's height locked
at from below, outside the window. Of
course, 1 saw only the upper half of
whoever it was. But—"

“But what 1"

“Now that 1 think of it, sir, I'm
practieally certain that he was not so
tall as you. I believe that he was no
taller than Monsieur Charpentier.”

“That is a very considerable differ-
ence,” said Mr. Quelch. “It could not
have been the French master, as he
does not wear cap and gown. If you
are sure of this, Wharton——"

“1 feel sure, sir, that whoever it was
was a good deal shorter than you are,”
caid Harry. “I hadn’t thought about
that before, but now I thiuk it over I'm
ceriain of that much.”

“That is something,” said Mr. Quelch,
“aud I am obliged to you, Wharton.
You are now convinced by your own
observation. I shall trust you to set this
matter right, so far as lies in your
power, in the Remove.”

“QOh, certainly, sir!”

There was a pause. The grim expres-
sion was quité gone from Mr. Quelch’s
face now. Once more, it seemed, his
head boy was reinstated in his good
graces,

“With regard to the matfer you came
bere to speak about, Wharton "

Mr. Quelch paused again.

“Yes, sir. I wanted to point out that
whoever wrote that cheeky mousense on
the blackboard, it was not one of the
footballers. We were all very anxious
not to do snything that might cause a
detention, sir.”

“If you are of
Whartouw »

“T am sure of more than that, sir. I
am quite sure that it was done by a
fellow who wanted “to dish us at St
Jude’s, and who dished us last week by
putting through a false telephone-call,”
said Harry. “I cannot mention names,
sir; but I do feel quite sure of that.”

Mr, Quelch gave a start.

“That is what I came here to tell you,
sir,” said Harry. “I thought you ought
to know that much before you decideﬁ; 54

There was a long, long pause.
Wharton waited hopefully.

The fact of the matter was that
(iueich was being made use of to dish
the footballers. If that fact became
clear to Quelch, the result was hardly in
doubt. And Mr. Quelch’s face revealed
that hé was beginuing to scc how the
matter lay.

He spoke at last.

“Wharton, I trust you as my head
boy, and I shall accept your assurance.
You may tell the Form that extra
school to-day is cancelled.”

Iarry Wharton’s face brightened.

“Qh, sir, thank youl”

assured that,




“You may go, my boy!” said Mr,
Quelch, with a smile.

The captain of the Remove almost
bolted from the study.

Mr. Quelch’s face still wore a smile
as he went; but that smile was soon re-
E}:Ii.oed by a thoughtful frown. With

tted brows, Quelch thought and
thought over that strange problem.
Who had played that prank on Prout?
He had a clue now, a slight one, but a
clue, which he owed to his head boy.
Whoever had done it was shorter than
Quelch.

Unluckily, most of the members of the
staff were shorter than Quelch. Still,
it was something to go upon, and the
Remove master concentrated on it, and
hoped that something might come of it.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Gilbert Gets Busy !

ILBERT TRACY stood and
watched the coach as ii rolled
away with the Remove foot-
ballers and as many other Re-

movites as could pack into it on the
road for St. Jude’s.

He watched it with gliltering eyes
and set teeth.

The “worst boy in the Remove ¥ had
one good point, at least—he was
genuinely keen on Soccer, and he played
a first-class game so far as football
went. Playing the game in other ways
was not in his line.

It was for foul play that he had been
dropped from the team; it was for the
trick by which the 8t. Jude's match
had been washed out a week ago that
he was definitely barred from Remove
football.

Many of the fellows, he knew, were
dissatisfied with Harry Wharton's de-
cision, and there had been warm and
angry argument on the subject; but as
Wharton was prepared to resign the
captaincy rather than play him again,
there was nothing to be done. He was
the best junior footballer at Greyfriars,
but he had no more chance of playing
in a mateh than Billy Bunter—and that
was that! All that was left him was
the miserable satisfaction of dishing
the footballers, and now even that
wretched satisfaction was denied him.

His brow was black and his feclings
were bitter as he watched the coach ro
away, leaving him behind.

Other fellows wheeled out bikes to
follow the coach, but Gilbert had no
desire to follow their example; he was
not interested in a game in which he
was not playing—indeed, he hoped that
the Remove team would return de-
feated, He stood and scowled after
the departing coach; and old Gosling,
at his lodge, glanced at him with an
eye of disfavour; and a fat junior who
was blinking at him through a pair of
large spectacles gave a fat chuckle.

“He, he, ho I*¥

Gilbert with set lips looked round at
Billy Bunter.

Bunter favoured him with a wide

rin.
L Teeling left out in the cold?” he
asled affably.

“You fat frog!” !
“Yah! You can ufo in and smoke,"
gaid Bunter scornfully. “That's your
long suit, not footer! Think I don't
know you've got smokes packed in that
atlache-case you're so jolly particular
about? Yah!”

Gilbert stared at him for a moment.

Then he came over towards Bunter
with an expression on his face that made.
the fat Owl decide that it was time to
go—and to go quickly.

Bunter went quickly, but he did not
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go quite quickly enough; Gilbert cut
after him and landed a boot on the fat
Owl's tight trousers. :

“Yoo- p |” roared Bunter.

The fat Owl careered on, narrowly
escaping a collision with Mr, Hacker,
who was walking in the quad. The
master of the Shell frowned at him and
frowned "at Gilbert. . Gilbert walked
away scowling, leaving the Owl of the
Remove to his own devices.

It was a cold afternoon, but very fine
for the time of year. Most of the
Greyfriars fellows were making the
most _of the half-holiday out of doors.
The Remove footballers were gone over
to St. Jude’s with a crowd of other
Removites. Two football matches were
on hand on the Greyfriars ground—a
junior game between Fourth and Shell,
and & senior match - between Fifth and
Sixth. There was also a fag game be-
ginning between Third and Second,
with an ample allowance of kicking and
rushing, barging and bawling. hen
Tracy went into the House 1t seemed
quite deserted.

Mr. Capper, the master of the
Fourth, had joined Hacker, the master
of the Shell, and they were walking
and talking on the path by the windows
of Masters’ Studies—a favourite walk
of the masters, which the juniors called
the “Beaks’ Grind.”

Tracy glanced at them as he went in.

They were pacing to and fro by the
very spot where Prout had st the
day before when the crackers flew from
Quelch’s study window. ‘He noticed
that they glanced towards that window
several times and guessed that they
were discussing that singular happen-
ing—which, of course, was a topic of
the deepest interest in Common-room.

Quelch’s window was closed; it could
not be seen whether he was in his study
or not. But Tracy, who had been keep-
ing an eye on his Form-master, knew
where Quelch was—in the school library,
where he was deep in black-letter
manuscripts dating from ancient days
when Greyfriars had been a monastic
establishment, and from which Quelch
was deriving information to be used in
his celebrated * History of Greyfriars.”

Mr. Quelch was probably as glad as
his form that that extra school had
been cancelled. While his boys were
enjoying the half-holiday in their own
way the Remove master had his own
form of enjoyment—which certainly
would mot have appealed to fellows in
his Form. .

Deep in those entrancing manuscripts
in ancient monkish Latin, Quelch was
not likely to stir till tea-time, if by
then. In such happy circumstances
troubles and worries rolled away from
his mind.

Gilbert Tracy stood for a few minutes
at the foot of the rtaircase with a
thoughtful wrinkle in his brow and a
gleam in his eyes,

Then he went up to the Remove
passage.
He passed only one fellow—Coker of

the Fifth, who -was coming down the
stairs, :

Coker did not even glance at him—
going on his lofty way, regardless of
such microbes as Lower Fourth juniors.

In the Remove passage only one Re-
movite was to be seen; it was Fisher T.
Fish, the American junior, going up
the passage to his study.

Tracy glanced along the passage after
him, and loitered till Fishy had gone
into Study No. 14 and shut the door.

Then he went into his own study—
Study No. 1—which he ghared with
Wharton and Nugent, now on their way
to St. Jude's for {ootball.

He remained a few minutes in that

B

study, and when he emerged he had a
brown-paper parcel in hisﬁmnd; it was
tied with string, and had a label on it
as if for Lgostmg_. 4

e walked quickly across the landi

and down the Remove staircase, 'u;ﬁ
on the next landing met Billy Bunter
face to face coming up.

The fat Owl eyed him warily and
backed away across the landing, evis
dently apprehensive of boot-leather.

. At the same time he eyed the parcel
m“il‘racy’a h'aﬁlacl chu:,ioual.y.

say, what ve you t there,
Tz":ac ?; he rpked.. ped; o
ind out |” snap racy.

“I say, old chap, if it's n.ypicnic—’_f
said Bunter eagerly.

It was certainly very fine for the
time of year, but a picnic in the early
days of November was improbable.
Still, if a fellow went out on a half.
%oh?eay w:ltéx a parcel il]: "his hand,

unter could not guess what it might
possibly contain unf:ss it was tucl:.-n 3

If it was tuck, Billy Bunter was pre-
pared to forget and forgive that appli-
cation of boot-leather and to extancf the
right hand of friendship. He blinked
eagerly at the parcel. :

“You fat fool I" was Tracy's reply.

““Oh, really, Tracy! I say, you ain't
going on a plenic on your lonely own, I
suppose I” urged Bunter. “If you
like a fellow to come—""

. “You fat ass, it's something I'm post-
mg home, and I'm going to the post
office I snapped Gilbert.

“Greedy pig!” said Bunter disdain-
fully—which 1mplied that he did not
believe that statement.

“Look at the label, fathead!” said

racy. .
Bunter blinked at the label. Un-
doubtedly gt was addressed to Qakwood
Place, Surrey. Thai convinced even
Bunter, and he gave a grunt. :

“0Oh, blow your mouldy parcel!”
yapped Bunter. “If it was a picnic I
jolly well wouldn’t come! I'm rather
particular whom I'm seen with! Yah!”

And Bunter cut on, in a hurry to get
to a safe distance after that remark.

Tracy gave him no heed, however,

He hurried down the stairs and was
lost to Bunter's sight. But, once down-
stairs, he did not leave the House.
With the parcel under his arm, as in-
conspicuous as he could make it, Gilbert
moved in the direction of Masters’
Passage.

He stopped at the window at the end
of that passage and looked into the
quad. He could see Hacker and
Cnpﬁ;\r walking and talking on the,
Beaks’ Grind, passing and repassing
Quelch’s study window as they walked
and talked.

He looked along the passage.

The coast was clear. It was a half-
holiday for masters as well as boys.
Quelch was in the library; Hacker and
Capper in the quad; Prout and
Lascelles had gone out of gates; Mr.
Wigging and Mr. Twigg were playing
chess in Common-room. No beak w
to be seen about; if any was in his
study, the door was shut.

Tracy hesitated a long minute, then
he cut swiftly along the passage and
whipped into Mr. Quelch’s study.
There was a faint click as he turned
the key after him. Had Billy Bunter's
eyes and spectacles been still on Tracy
the fat Owl would certainly have won-
dered what he was doing in his Form-
master’s study with the parcel labelled
for home,

He might even have guessed that that

arcel contained not something that

iilbert was going to post home, but
(Continued on page 16.)
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HOSKINS HATES
BANGS!

Shellfish Seeks Cure for Shudders

Claude Hoskins, of the Shell, is funky over

Brewerks.

In other years, he has
run away at the of a rocket.
corner, with his hands over his ears,
shivering and shaking like a jelly !

This year, he squared his jaw and
gritted his teeth and made up his mind to
gure himself of his fatuous fears.

We must say he has taken this firework
complex well in band.

He started a course of training for the

* Fifth ” well over a week ago. Having
nrchased a stock of fireworks, he set ebout
ardening himself to their use.

For a kick-off, he schooled himself to
light the mild and inoffensive squib.
Watched by an interested and critical
crowd in & corner of the guad, he placed
the squib on the edge of a wooden bench
and tried to light it.

He used a dozen matches before sueccess
érowned his efforts. With the first eleven
matehes, he just jabbed at the taper and
bolted, and nothing bhappened. At the
twelfth go, however, he lingered long
enough to fire the.taper; and the squib
duly fizzed, with Hoskins standing only a
dozer:lgard.a away-. )

Loud cheers greeted his well-earned
achievement.

During the next hall-hour or g0, Hoskins
mmmgef to light half-a-dozen squibs. He
became so bold at the finish that he could
sotually stand a bare five yards away from
them while they were in_ action. He
returned to the School House feeling

considerably bucked and fortified by

unstinted congratulations from his friends.

On the following day, he went one better
and held a lighted golden rains in his hand.
"The effort was somewhat spoiled by his
swooning from excitement shortly after-
wards, but the fellows admitted that he
had earned full marks for a feat he had
never previously attempted.

FHe had a set-back at his next trial, when
he lit & Toman candle under the erroneous
belief that it was non-explosive. The big
bang from the firework sent him diving
under a rhodecdendron for cover, and he

squealed at the sound of
a squib, eried at the crash of a cannon-cracker, and

report Guy Fawkes
Night usually found him hiding in some obscure

BIG

EDITED

“| hurriedly abandoned practice for the rest

of the day.

But he came up smiling again the next
day and actually lighted no less than a
score of chinese crackers without help.
Not econtent with this, he went to the
length, two days later, having first pro-
tected himself with leather gloves, a face-
mask and ear-plugs, of app%ying a match
to a genuine jumper.

Responsible witnesses assure us that on
another occasion he set a couple of
catherine-wheels in motion and stood by
without  flinching while somebody
else lighted a flower-pot for him.

So, tak-
ing it all
round, you
m u s t
admit that
you’'ve
got to
hand it 1o
Claude
Hozkins of
the Shell. 4

At his
present
rate of
progress,
there is
really mno
telling

before he
finishes.

By the age of 90, he may reasonably
hope to light a camnon-eracker without
chucking a faint and to send off a rocket
without uttering more than a mild shrick
of horror.

It only shows what a man can do when
he tries!

Keep it up, Hoskins, old chap! We
shall expect bigger things of you on the
Fifth! Don’t let us down!

FIREMEN BOLD LEAVE
“FIFTH" FANS COLD!

Wild Scenes at Fags’
Bonfire

The Remove Fire Squad made
a smart turn-out when danger
was reported from the big bon-
fire on the Fags' Sports Ground.

Chief-Officer Penfold and half-
a-dozen firemen were on the scene
with a hand-pump and a length
of hose within a couple of minutes.
They made contact with the
nearest hydrant with their usual
promptitude and were all set to
put out the fire before the fags
had time to realise they were there.

The trouble was the difference
of opinion that arose over the
degree of danger that existed.

Chief-Officer Penfold’s expert
view was that the wind was
blowing sparks in the direction
of the hut that serves the fags
as a pavilion and that the hut
was in imminent danger of ig-
niting. i

The fags’ answer to that view,
delivered with emphasis and
unanimity, was ‘ Rats!”

Now, the chief officer of a fire
squad feels a certain amount of
resentment when his expert view
is received in such a disrespectiul
manner as this.

Penfold’s quick retort was:

“ Rats yourselves, you inky
young idiots! The hut's in
danger, and we’re going to put
out your bonfire ! 2

LATE SPORTS NEWS!

By Our Special Contributor . . .
H. Vernon-Smith.

Ti’s the unexpeeted that happens !

Last week I was chortling over our
winning the first three games of the
peason against three of the doughtiest
teams in the table.

This week comes the anti-elimax in
the ehape of a beggarly draw with
Redelyfle—and on our own ground,
too !

Redelyfle were the bottom team in
the table last week, their points record
be.iu% represented in the shape of a
duck’s egg. They had three defeats to
show against our three victories, and
the general opinion was that their visit
to Greyfriars was a bopeless one from
the start.

But footer, my friende, as I have
mentioned before, is an uncertain game,
and over-confidence is one of the worst
digeases that can aitack a team.

Qur boys—yes, and I am included in
this —went on the field over:confident.
Neot a single Greyfriars player had the

slightest doubt about vur winning all
hands down.

‘We had a shock, however, when we
found the Redelyffe chaps standing up
to us, and when they had the nerve to
score the first goal, something akin to
panic seized us !

The trouble about over-confidence is
that it breeds carclessness, and care-
lessness explains that first goal just

| before half-time.

When we seitled down to get the
equaliser in the sccond half, we had got
rid of our over-confidence. But over-
anxiousness took its place, and that's
just about as bad. We played much
better footer in the field, but owing to
our eagerness to put things right, our
finishing was a little ragged, end it was
not until ten minutes from the end
that we drew level.

We were attacking hotly when the
final whistla went, and I think another
five minutes on the game might have
given us full points. Let it be acknow.
ledged, however, that Redclyffe played
well and deserved to share the honours

with us.

I hope and firmly belicve that this
i eheek will have a salutary effect on the |

team I rashly called & * super "’ team.
I domn’t think we shall suffer from over-
confidence again in a hurry, anyway !

Other results alter the table somewhat
this week, St. Jim’s, on their own
ground, scored heavily against St.
Jude’s, winning by 5—0, but Greyfriars
remain at the top with & point in hand.
Abbotsford, who lost by three clear
goals at Rylecombe, are now the ounly
team in the list without a point to
their eredit.

Don’t blame us too much for dropping
that point, chaps. Every team its
“off " days—and I fancy we're not
going io have many this season ! ‘

CHAMPIONSHIP TABLE.

Goals

P.W.D.L. F. A Pt

1. Greyfriars 4 3 1 0 10 3 7

2. Bt. Jim's 4 3 01 8 3 6
3. Ryleombe

G. 8. 4 211 T &GS

4, Highelife 4 2 1 1 8 9 5

5. Bt.dJude’s 4 2 1 1 7 9 5

6. Bagshot L S R | 4 3 3

7. Rookwood 3 1 0 2 6 6 2

8, Claremont 3 0 2 1 3 6 2

9. Redelyflo 4 0 1 3 3 7 1

10. Abbotsford 3 0 @ * 1 6 0



BY HARRY WEARTON.

November 5th, 1938.
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“Try it &) =ee!" was
the shrill resphes of the fags.
Penfold tric s

“Cherry t ™ e

ra s
“Train & jeb o that g.re—
the hut side to®ar: with ™

“ Ay, ay, sitf” crinned Bob
Cherry.

“ Man the. pume. vou others,
and see thal j§ keep it
going 1’ added ¢ Fire Chiaf.

Bob Cherry Jif&l <5 hose and
directed the on to the

blazing bonffre. ¥~ rost of the
squad seized thle- i3 of the
pump,

But they di =
that, Befors r
going, & horde i ="
had charged.

Penfold waa besed
great leader of tie
fighters colla d
under the feeét élfe ;¥
Fifth of Novemke i

more than

The rest of the squad were
biffed, bashed, pushed, and pum-
melled, and otherwise mal-
treated by swarms of cheering
Third and Seeond Formers.

Naturally, the fags didn’t have
it all their own way. After the
first shock of surprise, the
Remove Fire BSquad started

ting back, and caused quite a
lo o}nﬁavoc among their swarm-
ing assailants.

Reserves arrived, toe, and piled
in to help them. But at the most
favourable moment the Remove
erowd were outnumbered to the
tune of four to one.

How the scrap might have
ended had it gone on to an un-
interrupted end is a matter for
conjecture.

So is the preblem of the prob-
able fate of the hut that Penfold
wanted to save ]

Neither of these two questions

can ever be answered now, for

just when the struggle was at
its height, shects of rain began
to fall.

Fellows began to run for
shelter, and the scrap petered
out.

Under torrential sheets of rain,
the bonfire soon petered out, too,
and all danger of the hut igniting
disappeared.

And that was that !

Penfold is satisfied that the
hut would have caught fire, but
for the rain. The fags are
satisfied that it would not. A
good time was had by all. So
everybody is happy !

Mr. Quelch, who gave Bkinner
“ gix ™ for throwing gaghtad jump-
ing crackers in the th of a
* caterpillar” procession of ClLiff
House girls, remarked that he
failed to see anything funny in it.

On the other hand, inner
maintains that it was a * scream *
from start to finish !

“'M NOT ONLY BROKE,
BUT I'M BENT!”

Says Billy Bunter, Appealingly

Dere Pater,—Just a-few lines, hoping that this
finds you as it leaves me at present. I am pleased
to say that I am well, apart from a seveer attack
of india-gestion and an acute shortage of cash.

I sincerely hope, dere pater, that you can releeve
the latter by sending me a prompt remittance for a
jennerous sum, The need is urjent—in fact,.I mite
say, desprit.

After eggsisting for a week entirely on the paltry
skool rashuns, I have waisted away to a ow of
my former self. As true as I'm sitting here, pater,
I don’t weigh an ounce above 14 stone at the time of
writing. ; _

. To a chap of my dellicate constitution, this is &
jolly serious matter. As I gaze in the mirror at my
unt frame and hollow cheeks, I wonder to myself
ow long it will be before the breaking point is reached
and I collapse from sheer exhaustion.

The skinny beests in this place seem to delite in
mﬂkmﬁ things as bad as possibul for me. At one time,
I could borrow tuck from other fellows’ studies in a
moment of need—with the striet intention of replacing
it later, of course | But this term nearly all the rotters
have fixed patent locks to their cupboards; so even
this consolation is denied to me.

I beseech you, pater, to send me a remittance
for all you can spare—or, at the very least, a
tuck-hamper filled to busting-point with good, solid,
substanshall grub. TUnless you do this quickly,
undernurrishment may overcome me a.ndql shall
probably drop to the floor in a state of comma, with
all my activities brought to a fullstop.

I am sure you don’t want to be called to the skool
to see a lifeless

==

gkellington in place
of your hanssum

Your Editor isls&ing forward te

FUN ON TEE “FIFTH"

Hurrah for £ ° This is
the sentiment == been animating
most Remove m the last weelk,
I ain writing th®seicre the start of
the great annud$- festival, so
[ inust leave neW®s" the actual event
to other pens ; b® I can assure you
that sufficient M@ =zppencd already
to fill a dozen yumie= o Herald.”

No normal by ==n help getting a
thrill out of thss angs and the
bright lights of &&- display—
particularly wha' ting them
off himself 1,
soniors at s
disdain for fireme® =
opiniona about, @

hildish institubie
feetly sure thabil =
on their part. e
enjoy the loudsms
Seout Rouser,”®
shower of an
as much as the ise °

Mind you, I
fellows like Lodes
object to in the
long-suffering L=
above pi.nnjnﬂk
to their coat-tafes
just to show =
settled ; and Bl
when a senior §e=
“guys ” are molsd

But these die
day apply only §8=
have richly

“ouying *° thelke
SO o ek
Guy Fawkes N&i
tinue to be, o
oceasions of the .

That your #M& pa

 Lrations way bifle 1

incere wish :

'F: < WEHARTON,

1y

2 is a pose
I'll bet they
of a “ Boy
lant starry
rocket juat
1 the Becond.
stund that
good deal to
Some of the

BOUGHT GUY—SOLD PUP!

Ficher T. Fish
struggled into the Rag
two nights before the
“ Fifth " draggi
behind him a big,
heavy, shapeless bundle
that attracted a good
deal of attention.

“ What is it, Fishy?"
came & mpt inquiry
from a Ic)ir:mz? Remove
men.

* Don’t etart litter-
ing up the Rag with
dead ~ bodies, old

$purb g counselled
ernon-Smith. * You
know how
Quelchy is on keeping
the rgom tidy. It
you've slain somebody,
take the giddy co
to the police-station
like & man and own up
toit! ™

The crowd chuckled.
Fish grinned cheerfully.

“ Any guy want a
guy 1" ho asked. 1
got a guy hyer that's
the elephant’s hind
legs an’ then some!
I guess this guy’s a

guy a guy can be

proud of! ‘What

offers 1

tage jumped _0!1](0 es
o an By

the object dﬁ? had

brought in with him.

It locked good.
Thero was mno two
ov?inions about that.

hat exactly it was.
nobody knew, It
reminded you of a
diver's guit ; but the
headpicees was more

square and Robot-like
than a diver’s helmet,
and the body locked
too stiff for it to be a
diver’s suit,

“ What is
everybody asked.

“Bearch me!”
Fishy answered. “1I
guess I picked it up
cheap from a marine-
store dealer’s dump in

T e

firstborn. So my tip
to you, dere pater,
is: Don't delay, but
send to-day !

Your affeckshunate

BOmn,
Wirrran,

Exactly!

Mr. Prout’s trouser
leg caught fire during
the celebrations on
the “ Fifth,” and the

Courtﬁelt{lll.ﬂ ifﬂlmtwer . 7 seniors’ anxiety to
it is, this little euit : i i

S ., S make a *real” offer|Then he grinned. |save him was so
& Just what you Want | for it, the weird-look | Finally, he yelled with | great that Mr. Prout
I:T)r }'ﬁ b i o' ling suit was knocked |laughter. _ | was nearly drowned
Noveiito eobruions, |88 i g Yoooked |lsghee, || oL | 728 Dopely drovmed
S O(‘l‘ vlmb' t:{i On the following |a choice you made for We  understand
ings an ubrica: evening, the Bounder|a guy!” he gasped,|that he was very

with paraffin, I'll say
it'll be the best guy

decided to anticipate
the * Fifth ”* by

mak-

between his yells, * Do
you know what itis?”

much “ put out.”

E‘;;r.,!n S ing a bonfire of his| * Notexactly. What S But Trae |
: : . | purchase. is it 2™ trange, But True
oA gover mejor | U0 it to a| “Ivs an asbestes| ooy o T
Mailevarae ga-l v | secluded epot at the|fireproof suit— EeOmns. Sorl I8ge
cepiy : h | became so heated at
. back of the playing- | guaranteed not to catch s’
callod out: ® Halfa:|gelds, stuffed it with | fire even in the fiercost | ihe dinner-table over
grown, begad! | cings, and soaked |heat! Ha, ha, ha!” |8 argument about

Vernon-Smith doubled
it, and Tom Brown,
who was in funds, sent
the bidding up to
soven - and - sixpenee.
Mauly yawningly made
it ten ahlﬂmg Smithy,
who looked keen, went
up to fifteen.

Had Mauly remained
awake, bhe would
probably  have re-
mained sufficiently
interested to  bid
against the Bounder.
But at this stage in
the proceedings he fell
fast asleep, and, after
tearful pleas from
Fishy for somebady to

fire. The

times.

happening.

cxamined

it with paraffin. Then
he erected it securely
and put a match to it.
Greatly to his sur-
prise, the guy obstin-
ately refused to catch
paraffin
flared up then died
out, leaving the
standing untouched.
The same thing hap-
pened sbout a dozen

Then Wingate
appeared on the scene
to inguire what was

2 :
e was told. He
the

guy.

“ Wha-a-at!”* The
Bounder of Greyfriars
fairly gasped with
astonishment.

Wingate went off—
mari.]:g; Bmithy then
went off—glaring. He
tried to find EFiahy.
At the time of goaiaﬁ
to press, he ia sti
trying.

But Fishy has wisely
made himself scarce.
It will probably be a
lon time  before
Smithy sees him—and
a longer time still
before he sees his
fifteen bob !

the Gunpowder Plot
that force had to be
used to stop them
fighting.

War to the ** knife”
—their weapons
“ spoons '—and _all
on account of Guy
“ Forks " !

Our Mistake !

Coker has angrily
objected to bein
called the biggest foo
in the Fifth. Borry,
Coker — we  didn't
know you'd been
meed into the Sixth !



(Continued from page 13.)

something that he desired very much
to keep out of sight in the House.

But there was no eye on Gilbert, and
neither Bunter nor anyone else in the
school had the remotest idea of the
Remove rebel’s mysterious proceedings.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Drawn Blank !

[ SAY, Fishy—"
“ Absquatulate !” said Fisher T.
Fish laconically.
“But I say e

“ Beat it 1”

“] want a key!” hooted Bunter.

“Qh!” Fisher T. Fish laid down his
pen and became interested.

Fellows had different ways of enjoying
a half-holiday., Harry Wharton & Co.
were playing footfbad. Gilbert Tracy
was playing some mysterious trick on his
Form-master.  Fisher T. Fish was
making financial calculations—totting up
the profits he had made by buying cheap
and selling dear among his schoolmates
—a source of never-ending satisfaction
to Fishy.

But fhe business man of the Remove
was ready for business. He hooked an
enormous bunch of keys out of a drawer,
with a clang and jingle. Fishy never
lost a chance of securing any old key to
add to that bunch.

Fellows who lost or mislaid keys, could
generally get one from Fishy to replace
it; - locks on juniors’ receptacles not
being often of a complicated nature.

“\What sorta key you want?” asked
Fishy.

“T've lost the key of a suitcase!™
explained Bunter. “Not one of those
small attache-cases, you know—a suit-
case. Still, I dare say the key of an
attache-case would fit it.”

“Three D!" gaid Fisher T. Fish.
“Bring it along and you can try the
bunch on it!”

“Well, it's rather heavy,” said the fat
Owl. *“I don’t want to lug it all the
way up the passage from No. 1.”

“Eh? What’s your suitcase doing in
Wharton's study?”

«0Oh! I—I mean No. 7,” explained
Bunter hastily. “The trunk’s in my
own study, of course.”

“The trunk?"”

“T mean the attache-case—that is, the
suitcase ! I sayv, don’t waste time, Fishy
—1I want to get through before that beast
comes back from the post office.”

A much less keen, spry, and smart

uy than Fisher Tarleton Fish might
Enve guessed, from this, that the bag
Bunter wanted to open, did not belong
to Bunter!

But if Fishy guessed that much, he

!_m.lssed also that it was no business of

is!

Bunter was at liberty to dp as he
liked with the key, if he paid Fisher T.
Fish threepence for it! The threepence
was the one consideration that the
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Remove morchant was particular about.

“T'll take the bunch,” said Bunter,
stretching out a fat hand. “I'll bring
it back in ten minutes, Fishy."

“Yep! Cash down!” said Fishy.

“If you can’t trust a fellow for three-
pence, Fishy—* began Bunter, with a
great deal of dignity. "

“You said it " agreed Fisher T. Fish,
with a nod, “I guess I'd trust you as
fur as I could see you with my eyes shut!
No further'n that.”

w“ Yah !.1)

Billy Bunter uanHiuﬁiy disinterred
three coppers from a sticky pocket, dis-
entangled a bullseye from one of them,
promptly transferred it to his mouth,
and handed ever the required sum.

Then he departed from No. 14 with
the bunch of keys in his fat hand—with
liberty to retain possession of the key
that would fit that suitcase, trunk, or
attache-case, or whatever it was.

Fisher T. Fish dismissed him from
mind, resuming abstruse financial
calculations,

Bunter rolled down the Remove
passage, and, like Iser in the poem, he
rolled rapidly.

True, Tracy had told him that he was
going to the post office; a statement that
was borne out by the labelled parcel in
his hand, and the other members of that
study were over at St Jude's. 8iill, the
fat Owl did not want to linger over what
he had to do. He lost no time,

He rolled into Study No. 1 only a few
minutes after Tracy had left it, and shuf
the door after him.

He grinned a fat expansive grin, as he
rolled across to the box-seat under the
window !

A few moments more, and the box-
seat was open, and that locked attache-
case was in Bunter’s’ fat hands.

The fat Owl had not forgotten the
terrific swiping and banging that Tracy
had given him, with that attache-case,
the day before. Bunter was now going
to get his own back.

He had no doubt what the case con-
tained.

It was Tracy’s, and Tracy kept it
carefully locked, and flew into a fierce
temper when he found a fellow handling
it! That meant that it contained some-
thing that Gilbert was very anxious to
keep out of sight! Smokes—Bunter had
no doubt!

All the Remove knew that Tracy
smoked. He had done so openly and
recklessly, when he first came to Grey-
friars. But Mr. Quelch had not. been
long in putting paid to that! Severe
swipes from the Remove master’s cane
had not cured T'racy of the bad habit—
but had made him very cautious about
it.

Fellows like Skinper and the
Bounder, who kept cigarettes in their
studies, were careful to park them in
hidden spots, and Tracy had adopted
similar cautious tactics. Billy Bunter
had not the slightest doubt that he
would find Gilbert’s supply of smokes
in that attache-case, when he got it open.

Something, he was sure, was hidden
there, and what could it but Tracy's
smokes ?

Bunter was going to snaffle those
smokes and throw them out of the study
window !

That, Bunter considered, would be a
just return for the swiping and banging
the beast had given him!

Tracy would be fearfully exasperated
when he found his smokes gone, but he
could hardly make a fuss about it, as
no fellow, of course, was allowed to have
such things in his possession.

Bunter was going to lock up the case,
leaving it empty for Tracy, when he
went to it for another smoke!

This struck Bumnter as very funny in-
deed; and he chuckled as he began to
try Fishy's bunch of keys on the locks.

Those locks, on a cheap attache-case,
were simple enough, and he had no
doubt that at least one of Fishy’s keys
would fit.

He was right, for the fifth key that
he tried turned the lock!

Grinning at his success, the fat Owl
nnlocked the second lock.

-Then he opened the attache-case!

Then he stared!

*0Oh crikey !” ejaculated Bunter.

It was empty!

Not a single, solitary cigarette was
there! Not the ghost of a cigarette!,

“ Beast !” hissed Bunter.

He had drawn blank! The expendi-
ture of three sticky pennies had gone
for nothing! There was nothing in the
attache-case, and Billy Bunter had had
his trouble and expenditure for nothing !

“Qh, the beast!” breathed Bunter.

Tracy, certainly, could mnever have
guessed that Bunter, or any other fellow,
would obtain a key to fit that ease, and
look into it. He could not have re-
moved the contents in anticipation | But
clearly he had removed them—whatever
they were !

Bunter still did not doubt that they
were smokes! He could not think of
anything else that a fellow could want
to keep so carefully hidden. He remem-
bered that Tracy had passed him on the
landing—coming away from his study!
No doubt the beast had taken his
cigarettes out with him, to smoke on the
sly, out of gates!

“Beast |” Bunter said, for the third
time.

He shut the attache-case, and locked
it again. He had missed his game this
time, but if Tracy did keep smokes in
that attache-case, another visit, later,
would be more lucky! The fat Owl
resolved to pay another visit next half-
holiday, when the coast would be clear
again.

Having re-locked the attache-case, he
dropped it back into its place, and shut
the lid of the box-seat. Then he rolled
out of the study, and rolled up the
passage—to return Fisher T. Fish his
bunch of keys, minus the one that fiited
Tracy’s attachecase. That key remained
in Bunter’s possession—ready for his
next . surreptitious raid on Gilbert's
supply of smokes!

That there never had been smokes in
that attachecase, but that its
mysterious contents had been packed in
the parcel Gilbert had taken downstairs
under his arm, did not oceur to Billy
Bunter!

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Inky!

o H
O “Qooooh I
Hacker, master of the Shell,

uttered the first ejaculation.
Capper, master of the Fourth, uttered
the second.

Both jumped.

Like Prout on a previous occasion,
they bounded.

Pacing to and fro on the Beaks’
Grind, Hacker and Capper were talk-
ing, the topic being Mr. Quelch and his
?_mazing anties in the practical-jeking
ine.

They did not, like some of the ffuniors,
suppose that Quelch had actually gone
cracked, but they condemned his irre-
sponsible and undignified conduct in
unmeasured tones. . &

. A sudden outbreak of practical joking
in a middle-aged Form-master was nol



only ' amazing: it was scandalous!
Hacker and Capper agreed on that.

'Fhey really could not undersiand why
Quelch had not been asked to resign.
Surely the Head could not think of
retaining on his staff a master so utterly
lost to all sense of dignity!

Quelch’s contention that some other
master, not himself, had played that
mad prank in the study they rejected
with contempt. To them, as to the rest
of the staff, it seemed the flimsiest pre-
text, put up by a man who realised what
a fool he had made of himself. i

Discussing this matter, in complete
sgrecment that Mr, Quelch ought to
resign and go, Mr. Hacker and Mr.
Capper naturally glanced at times at the
study window of the master they were
discussing, and which they passed and
repassed as they walked up and down
the path.

Thus they noticed that the lower sash
was raised, and, as they noted this eir-
cumstance, they subdued their voices.
They did not, of course, want Mr.
Quelch to hear what they were saying
ahout him, which.was possible when the
window was open.

The sash rose only ubout six inches,
however.

Within they had a glimpse of a
master’s gown, and then of a mortar-
board, as a head was bent to the open-
ing under the sash.

As the head was bent towards them,
they saw, naturally, only the mortar-
board, not the face underneath it.

Quelch—ihey had, of course, no doubt
1that a person in cap and gown in
Quelch’s study was Quelch—was at the
window. Hacker and Capper were
aware of that from what they observed.
But most certainly they did not dream
of what was coming next. :

What came was a whizzing spurt of
ink from a squirt!

Whiz! Splash!

It was then that Hacker ejaculated
“Oh !* and Capper spluttered “ Oocooh I

Ink—black ink—streaming from a
squirt, played like a hese on Mr.
Hacker's face, streaking it zebra-like,
and then, passing on to Mr. Capper,
caught him full and fair on his startled
nose |

It was enough to make them ejaculate,
jump, and bound. It was more than
cnough.

Slam!

The sash shut down suddenly and hard
after the discharge of the squirt. 'The
curtain on the window hid the interior
of the study.

Not that either Hacker or Capper was
luoking. Both Hacker and Capper were
clawing at streaming ink on their faces,
spluttering with amazement and anger.

Mr. Capper jerked out a handkerchief
and dabbed dazedly, backing out of
range of the study window ss%}e did so

far fear of another volley of ink.
Hacker elawed at his inky face,
astonished, bus more enraged than
astonished.

“Capper—* he gasped.

' Hacker——" gasped the Fourth Form
PELT N

" Queleh—again 17

**1s the wan mad, Hacker 1

“(icodness knows! [ will not endure

tnis1” panted Hacker. “I will not
tolerate  this! FProut _};esicrda_\«', us
to-day! Capper, this is not to be

tolerated 12

* He must surely be insane !”

*He must gol* hissed Hacker, “I
shall go to Dr, Locke this instant! I
chall let him see what Quelch has done!
1i Quelch does not leave the schoal, I
inyself shall resign my pesition here!l I
ack you, Capper, if this kind of thing—
alisdlytely conseless practical joking en

EVERY SATURDAY

the part of a Form-master—is to be
toheatédfﬁ‘lj ] d Mr. C

ria not I gas r. Capper.
“It—it is beyond ungen;indiug-—beyc’nd
comprebensiont A man of Quelch’s gﬁe
—goodness gracious—squirting_ink like
a mischievous small boy! pon
word 1*

“Come with me, Capper |”

“Certainly, Hacker |

Dabbing at ink, the two masters
lurried to the door of the House.
Fellows in the quad stared at them as
they passed. Beaks with inky faces
were a rare sight in the Greyfriars
gquadrangle. B

Ar. Capper, who was a mild-tempered
gentleman, was in a state of bemused
amazement. Hacker, who was called
the “Acid Drop” in the Shell, was in
a state of towering rage. i

They spluttered into the
together.

*“Qh, sir, has anything happened1”
exclaimed a startled voice.

Gilbert Tracy was coming from the
direction of Masters’ Passago when the
two beaks came in. He had a brown-
paper parcel under his arm, labelled as
if for postage. To that circumstance,
naturally, neither Mr. Hacker nor Mr.
Capper thought of paying any attention.
. They spluttered on without answer-
ing, but Mr. Hacker paused and turned
back.

“Tracy I” he rapped.

“Yes, sir! Has there been an acci-
dent

“Never mind that! Where is your
Form-master? Do you know where Mr.
Quelch is at the present momentg 1

“1 think he is in his study, sir,” said
Gilbert demurely. “But I haye not seen
him since dinner, sir.” :

“One moment, Capper!” said the
master of the Shell; and, almost run-
uing, he hurried into Masters’ Passage
and looked into Mr. Quelch’s study.

my

House

Mr. Quelch was not there.
- If he had been there he was gone. No
one was there. But on the foor, just

under the window, lay an inky squirt.
Evidently it had been dropped thero
after streaming ink at the two masters
outside.

Mr. Ilacker’s glinting eyes spolted it
at once. He darted into the study and
grabbed it up.

Squirt in hand, he rcjoined Mr.
Capper. -

Tracy was going up the staircase, that
labelled parcel still under his arm. But
he paused to glance down over the
banisters, and saw the master of the
Shell hold up the squirt for Capper’s
astonished inspection.

“Look 1” hissed the Acid Drop.

“ A—a—squirt1” stuttered Mr. Capper.

“] picked it up in Quelch’s study,
where he dropped it under the window.
He was gone. The Head shall see this!
Perhaps Mr. Quelch will state again
that he was not in the study—that some
other master was there!” said Mr.
Hacker bitterly. “Wae shall see! And
we shall see whether Dr. Locke will give
him eredit. Come, Capper !” :

The two inky masters spluttered away
to the Head’s study, Hacker with the
inky squirt in his hand.

Gilbert Tracy hurried up the stairs.
Possibly he was anxious to get that
parcel out of sight. Hardly a fellow
was indoors that fine half-holiday; he
saw no one till he entered the Remove
passage. There he almost ran into Billy
Bunter, coming out. i

“Qh1? %asped Bunter, as he saw him.

Evidently Gilbert had not gone, after
all, to tho post office. Billy Bunter
fairly quaked at his narrow escape.
Less than five minutes ecarlier Tracy

17

would have caught him in Study No. 1
exploring that attache-case. :

Gilbert hurried past him to his study
_ Bunter blinked after him. He blinked
in surprise at the parcel under Gilberf's
arm. Why.a fellow should take a parcel
downstairs, labelled for the post, and
bring it up again unposted. was quite
a mystery to Buynter.

Tracy went into-his study aund shut the

oar.

Billy Bunter, thankful that he was
outside that study and not inside 1t,
rolled away down the stairs.

A few minutes later Bunter forgot all
about Tracy and his parcel. News was
already spreading of the second amaz-
ing incident at Mr. Quelch’s study
window, ‘and Bunter found a crowd
gathering downstairs, buzzing with ex-
citement on .the subject, -Once more
Mr. Quelch’s name was on every tongue,
his amazing antics the one exciting
topic.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who ?
6 SAY, vou fellows, there’s Quelch !”

“QOh, there he 1is!” gasped

Coker of the Fifth.

Two or three dozen fellows in
the quad stared at one of the tall
windows ‘of the lbrary, where Mr.
Quelch stood locking out.

Quelch was looking out, with a slight
expression of annoyance and surprise on
his face. .

That expression intensified as the
whole crowd of fellows stared at him,
wide-eyed.

Of what had occurred the Remove
master as yet knew nothing. But a loud
and. excited hum of voices from the quad
had eaught his ears as he sat poring
over ancient documents in the library,
and he had stepped to a window to look
out to aseertain the cause.

Fellows stared at him as if spellbound.

A majority of the Gg:gfriars fellaws
were on the playing ds, or out of
gates that afterncon. Still, there were
a good many about the quad, or in the
school shop,: or in the day-room, or the
studies; and every one o em had
heard by this time of the latest and
maddest outbreak of that unexpected
and amazing practical joker, Henry
Samuel Quelch! i

Three or four fellows, in fact, had
seen, from a distance, what had hap-

ned on the Beaks' Grind! A dozen

ellows had seen Hacker and Capper
streaking for the House with inky faces.
Everybody knew that they had gone to
the Head—some had seen the squirt in
Hacker’s hand! s

S0 the sight of Mr. Quelch at the
library window caused a tremendons
thrill * of excitement! Some of the
fellows would not have been surprised
had he chucked. crackers or squirted
ink from that window! They all stared
at him with po| pinﬁ[eyea!

“Loder!” called Mr. Quelch.
. Loder of the Sixth was in the buz
zing throng. He made & step towards
the library window a8 Quelch called,
and then paused.

“Yes, sir?” he answered.

“Pray step nearer, Loder. T cannot
speak to you at that distancel” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch testily.

“Oh! Ye-es, sir.” 0 5

Loder approached in a rather mgbarly
way. After what had already hap-

ened, no fellow knew what to expect

rom Quelch! And Loder had no desire
to be the target for either crackers or
ink ! . ;

*“ Has anything occurred, Loder?” de-
manded Mr. Queleh from the window.
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# Thefje spems to be some unusual excite-

ment,

‘}th crumbs I gasped Loder.

_ He stared blankly at Quelch. Surely
Quelch ought to  know what had
oecurred, as he had done it!

I do not understand you, Loder!
What has happened 7
. “I—I suppose you know, sir—~—"
stammered the prefect.

“I fail to see why. What do you
mrean T ; .

“I—I—I mean, you squirted the ink
and—"

“What 7 i

“The—the 'ink, sir!”

“Are you out of your senses, Loder ?”

- Loder was Fmtly inelined to ask Mr.
Quelch himself that question.' However,
he just stared.

“.JTell me a8t once what has hap-
pened I” snapped Mr. -Quelch. “Did
70;:‘,5“ that someone has been squirting
m »

“Yes, sir; from your study window,”
gasped Loder. “Mr.. Hacker and Mr,
Capper were drenched with it——"

"'Gmd_grncious! From my study!
But who—is it known who——"

“Yes, sir; you!”

“ What "

“W-w-wasn't it you, sir?” stuttered
Loder.

“How dare you ask so foolish and
disrespectful a question, Loder?” thun-
dered Mr. Quelch. “Upon my word!
I shall report your impertinence to your
headmaster, Loder! How dare you?”

“Oh gum!” gasped Loder. *Hacker
and Capper think so, sir. They've gone
to the Head about it. Hacker found
the squirt in your study. Some fellows
heard them say that they saw you 2

Mr. Quelch opened his lips—and shut
them again ! e stared at Loder.
- It was the episode of the previous day
over again; he realised that! For a
long moment he stared at Loder, dumb.
Then he gasped.

"Yo.g’ say they have gome to Dr.

sir—they're * both

with him

Quelch disappeared from the
window. There was a renewed buzz
from the fellows in the quad.

“Is the man potty ?” ejaculated Coker.
“I suppose he knows what he did !”

‘:iI say, you fellows, he's gone cracked
an __)J

‘_‘SofteniléF of the brain, I should
think,” said Loder, in wonder. “By

um ! The beaks will be giving the
Beaks' Grind a wide berth after this—
it ain't safe to walk past Quelch’s
window !*

Mr. Quelch had hurried out of the
library by an inner door. . He was
making his way in haste to the Head's
study. If Hacker and Capper believed
what Loder stated—as Prout had
believed the previous day—and had
gone to lay the matter before Dr.
Locke, the sooner Quelch was on the
scene, the better.

He arrived almost breathless at Dr.
Locke’s study, tapped at the door, and
entered.

Two masters turned inky faces
towards him as he did so. Mr. Quelch
gazed at them, catching his breath.
There was no doubt about what had
happened, so far as the ink was con-
cerned, at all events!

Dr. Locke’s face was set and grave.
His eyes fixed on Mr. Quelch with a
very penetrating look.

Mpr, Quelch understood that look |

The Head was wondering—he could
not help wondering—whether the
Remove master was suffering from some
slight mental aberration that caused
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him to indulge an extraordinary pro-
pensity for practical joking !

Quelch’s face crimsoned. )

“I1 have just heard——" he ex-
claimed. “ﬂzﬂacker—-Mr. Capper—
you surely cannot suppose, as Mr. Prout
did,” that I—[—" 2

“There is no supposing about it, sir!”
said- Mr., Hacker bitterly. “We have
stated the facts to Dr. Locke—that you
drenched us with ink '.’

“From your study window—" said

Mr. €

A a squirt,” said Mr. Hacker,
“which I afterwards picked up in your
study! There it lies, sir, on .Dr.
Locke’s table! Do you deny having
used it, gir?”

Mr . Quelch glanced at the inky
squirt.

1 have never used it before! Who-
ever;used it must have dropped it in my
study, if you found it there—"

“Another master!” sneered Mr.
Hacker,

‘;More probably a mischievous boy,
i e

“A boy—in cap and gown ! said Mr.
Hacker sardomically. “You :ypenr to
be unagware, that we saw you, Mr.
Quelch——

“We saw you, at all events, your
mortar-board, as you stooped at the
window to use the sqnirt!” said Mr.

apper.

/Mr. Quelch uttered a sharp exclama-
tion.

“You saw the person in the study—
you did not see his face?”

“You took care that we should not,
sir|¥ sneered the Acid Drop. “No
doubt you preferred not to be identified
in your action, sir.”

“Dr. Locke! For the last hour or
more I have been in the library, busy
with documents. I knew nothing of this
occurrence until my attention was drawn
to-some excitement going on in the
quadrangle—"

“Then who, sir, was in your study ?”
asked the Head quietly.

“1 canmot say. From Mr. Hacker's
description, one member of your staff

L]

o

“Which member, sir?” asked Mr.
Hacker, in his acidest tones. “Not I,
sir, or Mr, Capper, as we were the
victims of the outrage. Not Mr.
Wiggins, or Twigg—both of them were,
and are, in the mmon-room. Not
Mr. Prout, or - Mr. Lascelles, both of
whom haveé gone out for the afterncon.
Not Monsieur Charpentier, whose attire
bears no resemblance to that of the man
in your study, sir. What other
member of the staff, sir, do you suggest
wag in your study?”

“I make no suggestion, as I have no
evidence !” said Mr, Quelch. “I can
only declare, most solemnly, that I have
not been in my study during the past
hour. Obviously, this  wretched
trickster desires that his action may be
attributed to me. That is all I can
8&_\"."

“I leave the matter to Dr. Locke’s
judgment, sir!” said the Acid Drop,
and he left the Head's study, followed
by Mr. Capper.

Both of them, as a matter of fact,
were badly in need of a wash!

Mr. Quelch, with crimson face, con-
fronted his chief.

Dr. Locke still had that penetrating
look in his eyes.

“] can add nothing, sir, to what I
have said I” Mr. Quelch breathed hard.
“If I am doubted, I have no resource
but to place my resignation in your
hands.”

“You—you arc not—mot fecling ill,
Mr. Quelch?”

. The Head spoke slowly and hesitat
ingly.

“l am not, sir! I understand the
drift of your question, and certainly the
man who has been guilty of these
strange freaks must have developed
some mental weakness. I repeat that it
was not I1*

“But who, Mr. Quelch——"

“I am quite in the dark, sir!”

“Obviously, Mr. Quelch, this cannot
continue,” said the Head. “Unless
some definite discovery is made, and
within a very short time—" e
paused, and coughed. “Possibly it
nufht benefit you, sir, to take a rest—
a few weeks away from the school, if—
f—" He paused again. “Arr -
ments can be made for your Form to
taken by a temporary master—” :

“If I.Jeave Greyfriars, sir,” said Mr,
Quelch, with closed lips, “I leave dis-
mi from your staff. If that is your
desire, you have only to state it.”

“Certainly not, Mr, Quelch 1” said the
Head hastily.

And the Remove master,
formal . bow, left him.

Dr. Locke was left in deep and pain-
ful thought. He liked elch, and
esteemed him; but he could scarcely
help thinking that he was suffering
from some strange aberration, and that
a few wecks away from the school
would be for the benefit of everybody
concerned. For if the mysterious prae-
tical joker -was not Henry Samuel
Quelch, who was he?

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Strange Suspicions !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, rolled
in, in-time for calling-over, in
very cheery spirits, on their
return from St. Jude's, .,

They had beaten Lunn and his merry
men, on their own ground, by threes

oals to two; which was not onl y satis-
actory in itself, but ecially satisfac-
tory to the captain of the Remove, as a
demonstration that the Remove could
win football matches without the help
of that wonderful man Tracy !

There was hardly a member of the
team who did not think that Gilbert
Tracy ought to have been in the eleven;
and had they come home defeated,
there would have been deep dissatisfac-
tion, sore feelings, and high words.

But a victory covered a multitude of
sins, as it were; St." Jude’s' had been
fairly beaten, after a hard game, and
all was calm and bright.

It was a relief, as well as a satisfac-
tion, to Harry Wharton, and his faco
was bright when he stepped down from
the coacﬁ.\. 3

Football and St. Jude’s, however,
took a second place in his thoughts
when he found what was going on at
Greyfriars—and had been going on in
the absence of the teamn.

They got the news at once! Quelch
had been at it again! Quelch was
madder than ever! After chucking
crackers at Prout on Tuesday, he had
squirted ink over Hacker and Capper
on Wednesday! There was a rumour
that he was sacked. Another rumour
that he had resigned!  Another that
the whole body of beaks had sent him
to Coventry, and that not a single
master would epeak to him in the
Common-room. Another, that Hacker
had threatened to resign if Quelch did
not gol Another, that Mr. Prout had
declared his intention of calling in a
mental specialist to see uclch.
Rumours, indeed, were thick and
numerous, buzzing all over the school.

(Continued on page 20
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That Quelch had neither resigned nor
received the sack, was proved when
Greyfriars went into Hall for calling-
over. For the Remove master was
present. o e
* Tt was, as it happened, his week for
taking the roll, nncF he took it, calling
the names in his usual clear, sharp voice
as if nothing unusual had happened.

All eyes in Hall fixed on him, as if
glued to him.

Certainly, he must have been con-
scious of it; but the fact was not be-
traved in his calm, sedate face. Neaver-
theless, it must have been an ordeal to
him. :

The whole school regarded him as an
irresponsible practical joker! any
regarded him as having a screw loose,
if not having gone actually cracked ! It
must have been fearfully unpleasant for
Quelch; and, resllﬂ, it needed a nerve
of iron to take roll in Hall in the cir-

cumstances. )
Quelch went through it without turn-
ing a hair; but he must have been

lad when it was over and the school
ismissed. "

Some fellows noted that he went 1m-
mediately to his study. It was no
doubt true that he would have received
the icy eye in Common-room.

In Common-room Prout boomed,
Hacker spilled acidulated words, and
all the other beaks had something to

say—about Quelch, and his extraordi-
nary and unnerving outbreak. No
doubt Quelch preferred to give

Common-room & wide berth in the
present strange and painful circum-
stances.

In the Rag the juniors discussed the
affair breaﬁﬂeasly, and ‘at endless
length. Even the football match at St.
Jude's was hardly mentioned—it was a
case of Quelch first and everything else
nowhere !

“7 say, you fellows, he will have to
go !” squeaked Billy Bunter. “I say, I
wonder what sort of a beak we shall
get next?” :
~ Bunter was taking it for granted that
guelch would have to go! But the fat

wl was not alonc in that opinion. To
most of the fellows it seemed inevi-
table—many wondered that he had not
already gonel . . A

Harry Wharton stood silent, listenin
to the buzz of voices about him, an
trying to think it out.

He had believed Mr. Quelch that
day—he believed him still. He had the
evidence of his own eyes that the man
who had japed Prout was shorter 1n
stature than Quelch. But he was stag-

ered.

« Poor old Quelch!” said Bob Cherry.
« About the last man one would ever
have expected to go dotty I”

«Must be dotty,” said Vernon-Smith.
“3ut, as jolly old Shakespeare remarks,
¢ there's method in his madness ! ' He
touk jolly good care not to let his face
be seen, so it can't be actually proved
on him.”

“ Lunatics are
Skinner.

“The artfulness of estcemed lunatics
is terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “But as the esteemed
Quelch’s absurd chivvy was not seen, it
mayﬁmt have been the ludicrous Quelch
at all.

“Rot !” said Bolsover major.

“ Rubbizh !” said Skinner.

“You're the only fellow here who
thinks it mayn't have been Quelch!”
said Gilbert Tracy, with a sneer.
“Everybody knows it was. Of course,

he will have to go.’
%gr you, if- he does,

jolly artfull” eaid

“Bit of luck
Tre MacxET LiBRARY.—No. 1,603
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Tracy !” said the Bounder. with a curl

of the lip.

Gilbert gave him a quick look.
. “What do you mean by that,
Smithy 7 he muttered.

The Bounder langhed.

“Everybody - knows that it's only

Quelch who's keeping you here,” he
answered.  “The Hens would have
turfed you out before this if Quelch
wasn't making a point of it. ~We all
know that Quelch promised your uncle
to keep you here for a whole term, and
ou've tried every trick to make him
ed up with it. Now he seems to be
playing right into your hands.”
Tracy shrugged his shoulders
made no reply.

The Bounder laughed again.
“Tf Quelch goes, that lets you out!”
he said. *Bet you the next beak won't
stand, you as Quelch does—what?”

“I:say, you fellows, it would be a
jolly good thing if Tracy went,” said

illy Bunter, with an inimical blink at
the new junior. *“Nobody wants him
here, I can jolly well tell him! T say,
I shall be jolly glad, if Quelch goes, if
Tracy goes after him! Wow!” added
Bunter, as Gilbert’s foot shot out—and
the fat Owl retreated to a safe distance,
before he continued his remarks on the
happy prospect of seeing the last of
Gilbert.

Harry Wharton, silent, locked at
Gilbert with a startled expression in his
eyes.

The Bounder's words had started a
strange thought in his mind.

Back to his memory came the words
Tracy had uttered in %tudy No. 1 in his
first days at the school.

Tracy had come unwillingly to Grey-
friars. He wanted to go; and it was
Mr. Quelch who stood in his way. He
had done things that other fellows
would have been expelled for to get
away—but he had not been allowed to
get away! He had even run away
from school, and had been brought
back. So long as Mr. Quelch was on
the staff at Greyfriars, Gilbert was
bocked to stay—and his bitter feud with
his Form-master had been a topic in
the Form ever since the term had
started. _

As he had =aid, in his rage and bit-
terness after a whopping, that Quelch
might have to go—Wharton remem-
bered it now! He had dismissed the
wild and reckless words from his mind
—but they recurred, now that there was
a prospect of Quelch going!

For there was no doubt that Smithy
was right—if (%ueich went, Tracy would
not stay. Quelch had personal reasons
doing what he could for the
nephew of Sir Giles Oakwood; a mew
master of the Remove would have no
such reasons! A new masier would not
stand what Quelch stood—Tracy's first
reckless act of rebellious insolence weuld
be followed by the sack—which was
what he wanted!

“(Oh!” breathed Whartor, startled as
he thought of it.

Was it possible that Gilbert had a
hand in this?

Yet how could it be?

According to what all witnesses had
scen, it was a master who had played
those mad pranks in Quelch’s study—
whether Quelch or mnot! Tracy, cer-
tainly, could not influence the actions
of any master, howsoever irresponsible,

Wharton shook his head.

It was impossible! Yet the thought
would not leave his mind. - It haunted
him while ho listened to the buzz of
incessant talk in the Rag, till it was
time for prep.

The Remove went up to prep at last;
Wharton and Nugent and Tracy in

and

Study No. 1, as usual. During prep,
the captain of the Remove looked at
Tracy more than once—quietly, scruti-
nisingli. The fellow seemed to be in &
state of inward satisfaction; that was
all he could note.’

After prep. Gilbert went down, buk
Wharton did not immediately leave the
study. He threw the door int

“\What do you think about thiu;
Frank ?” he asked. “Quelch, I meant”

Nugent smiled.

“T think he must have a screw loose,”
he answered.

“You think it was Quelch?™

“Don't you?”

“No " said Harry slowly.

“My dear chap—" murmured
Nugent.
“T've been going to tell you, Frank.

1 had a jaw with Quelch this afternoon
—_when he let us off ‘extra,’ He was
in the library when Prout got those
crackers yesterday.”

“VYou saw him yourself—"

«J saw & beak with a handkerchief
over his face. And while we were away
this afternoon, Hacker and Capper saw
a beak—with his head bent, so that they
could sec only his mortar-board, not his
Frank, it wasn't Quelch!”

113 Um !!J

“«] remembered, and told Quelch—
the man 1 saw seemed to me shorter
than Quelch—as short as Mossco.”

Nugent laughed.

“You didn't thizk of that at the
time, Harry.”
«“No. I thought of it when Quelch

But I'm pretty sure

explained to me.
man was not Quelch.

of it, Frank. The

I'll stick to that against the whole
school 1"

“Um

“There's another thing,’® went on

Harry slowly. “What's happened is
just pie for Tracy.”

“He looks pleased,”
“He would.”

«Well, if he had a hand in it, some-
how-

Frank Nugent stared blankly.

“Traey? What on earth are you get-
ting at?”’ he asked, in amazement
“Tracy’s a prelty cunning rotter, 1
know—but how could he have had a
hand in this? Think he's able to put
up a beak to play tricks on Quelch t”
He laughed.

“No; but—"

“But what, then?” )

“Blessed if I know "’ said Wharton
frankly, “But he would play any
dirty artful tricks he could on Quelch—
I know that. I can’t make it out, but

grinned Nugent.

—but——"
“You see Tracy in everything,”
grinned Nugent. “ He's always the

nigger in tho woodpile—what?”’

“Well, I stick to it that Quelch never
played those mad pranks!”

“You'll find yourself the only fellow
who thinks so,” said Frank Nugent.

And that, as Harry Wharton seon
discovered, was the fact. Ile had his
belicf, and he kept to it; but he had
it entirely to himself.”

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man In The Mist!

“ OME on, Bunter!”
“Too jolly foggy,"
Buualer.

) “It wouldu't be November
without a spot of fog. We want you,
old chap!” urged Bob Cherry.

Bunter shook his head.

It was a cold and misiyv morning,
and there was more than a spot af
fog in the old guadrangle at Greyfriars

said



drifting wp from tlic sca. No-doubt it
was seasonable, but it was rather

Fellows going ouf -into the quad
locked rather like grey spectires in the
mist, and visibility was anything but

Still, many .fellows were going out

ter morning class. Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, had gone out
for his usual stroll, The Famous Five
were not likely to stay indoors on
account of even a large spot of fos.
Moreover, they had business on hand.
In Gosling’s shed—secured from the old
porter for & consideration in coin of
the realm—was the effigy of that his-
toric gentleman, Guidog%awkes, which
was going to be paraded in procession
on that great and glorious fifth.

That effigy was still in an_ uncom-
pleted state. Bob Cherry had manu-
factured a gigantic cardboard mask to
serve as its face, undsr an ancient top
hat, and this was going to be added
with artistic touches of paint-to make
it lifelike. " ;

“Do come, old fat man!” urged
Bob. “We really want you this time.
Don’t be afraid of a spot of fog.”

The Co. paused, while Bob addressed
the fat Owl in surprise: They did not
specially want Bunter. Few fellows
ever did. It scemed, “however, that
Bob Cherry was, for once, in_the un-

usual state of wanting Bunter’s
eociety.

But the fat Owl shook his fat head
again.

“No fear,” he said *“I ain’t going
out in this. Net while it’s so jolly
foggv, and Quelch is outside.”

“What difference does that make,
fathead ?*

“Well, you know he's cracked,” said
Bunter. “Might spring on a chap all
of a sudden from the fog, for all I
know.™

“You footling ass!” exclaimed
llarry Wharton, while the other fel-
lows chuckled.

“You can call a fellow names,”” said
Bunter; “but gou jolly well know he's
cracked, though you make out that he
never did it. Chucking crackers at
Prout, and ink at Hacker and Capper
"Might go for one of us next.””

“Oh, come on, you fellows!"” said
Harry.

“Heold on a tick!” said Bob cheer-
fully. “Sure you won't come, Bunter,
when von're specially asked?”’

Bunter appeared to hesitate.

“JIs it a feed?” he asked. “I'll cut
across to the tuckshop with you if you
like. All of you keep together—round
me, you know—in case Quélch springs
at us.”

“Ha, ha, bhat”

“Well, he might. I don’t mind
coming to the tuckshop, and chance
lt-" :

“Bnt we're not going to the tuck-
thop,”” chuckled Bob. *We're going
to Gesling’s shed to get on with the
guy for to-morrow.”

“What do you want me for, then?”
demanded Bunter.

“Life model,” explained Bob. “I
want {0 make that guv's face the abso-
lute limit 1’

“Wha-a-i 7"

"

conrse, 1 «can paint from
memory; but with you standing there
as a model, it would come easier.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yellad the Co., quite
entertained by the expression on Billy
Bunter’s fat face as Bob explained why
he was wanted.

“ You—yau-—you—you—"

gurgled

-model for the ugliest guy ever.

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter, in breathless wrath.
you—>"" ;
“Coming 7’ asked Bab.
“Beast!” roared Bunter. .
“Ha, ha, hal”
Bunter did not come.
to have no  desira to,

& 'i."ou'_-_

used- as &
He
snorted. with-indignation as the Famons
Five, laughing,. plunged into the mist
and disappeared. : )

“Thick, and no mistake!” said Bob,
as the. juniors groped across the misty

quad.

“The thickfulness -is terrificl’’ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
"Buﬁ whl;a.t is the eddfulness, so? long
as the happiness is preposterous?™

“Hallo, hallo, halla! What's that?”

“That ¥ was a sudden, howling yell
from the mist. It sounded as if some-
one was hurt.

“Yoo-hooh-oooh I’ came the howl.

“3omebody walked into a tree, and

folind it tougher than his nose,”
grinned Bob. “Sounds like Coker’s
duleet tones.”

“Qococh ! You mad 0old fool !

Wharrer you think you're at1’’ came
the howl, unmistakably in the voice
of Horace Coker of the Fifth Form.
The words were startling.
Harry Wharton & Co. graped quickly
towards the spot whence Coker’s loud
how] proceeded, wondering what was

up.

“Ow! QOooch! Ow}” Coker loomed
up in the gloom, hatless, and rubbi
his head. *Oh, the mad old ass! Ma
as a hatter! Qooch!”

“What's up, Coker?’ exclaimed Bob.

Coker's wild and whirling words
brought back to his mind what Bunter
had said, before the chums of the Re-
move came out. The Famous Five
could not help feeling startled.

“Whe's that?” Coker glared
through mist. “Oh, you fags! Look
here, you'd better keep that mad beak
of yours on a chain. Larking in the
fo My hat! The old goat! I'll
jaﬂy well go to Prout about thisl”

“Quelch '’ exclaimed Nugent.

“ Jumping at a fellow, and banging
his hat off !” roared Coker. *Is that
the way for a beak to carry on?
ask you—what?”

“0Oh crumbs "’ breathed Bob.

“Where is he mnow?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, staring round in the
thick, clinging mist

“ How should I know ?” roared Coker.
“He jumped at me, and bs-nﬁed my
hat off, and jolly nearly cracked my
mat! Ow! Mad old ass—"

re you sure it was Quelch,
Coker 7** asked Harry Wharton quietly.

“0f course it was. Quelch is the
only master here who's gone mad, isn't
he?” hooted Coker:

“] mean, did you see that it was
Quelch? Did you recognise him?”

“0f course I didn’t. I hardly saw
him before he nipped off again. Just
a squint at him, that’s all. But it
was a beak; he was in cap and gown.
Of course it was Queleh! Think the
other beaks have gone cracked like
your beak?" hooted Coker.

And Coker, snorting with wrath,
groped about for the hat that had been
knocked off. And, having found it,
tramped off to the House, to reldte
this latest instance of the pottiness of
Quelch. :

“By gum, it's getting thick!” said
Nugent, as the Famous Five resumed
their way. “If the Head hears of this,
it will be the finish Queleh can’t
stay here.  He must be absolutely
cracked and dotty.”

“Practical joking breaking out late

[

He seemed lips.

2

in life;’" said Bob CHerry. - Must have
a screw loose.” g
“The loosefulness must-be terrific!”
“I don't believe it was Quelch,”
said Harry Wharton, hetween his set
“Coker never saw who it was,
except that it was a beak. You dcan

see "that he néver let Coker see his
face.” i)

“Well, Quelch wouldn't, as he
denies -these games afterwards. We
know he’s out in ‘the guad somewhere.”
-~ “Bo does the trickv rotter who is
doirig this,” said Harry Wharton, “I
feel sure—" g :

He broke off sharply with a startled

Cery.

‘The juniors had heard no sound from

the fog; but no doubt their own voices
had been heard at a little distance. A
figure suddenly loomed up.
! Before the ‘Tuniors could realise that
it /was there, a lond smack rang like a
pistol-shot, and Harry Wharton, taken
utterly .by surprise, reeled o¥er, and
fell with a crash to the ground.

The figuie darted away and disap-
peared—all that four pairs of startled
eyes could see of it bemng a glimpse of
a mortar-board and the fluiter of a
master’s gown |

Bob Cherry made a jump after the
fleeing figure. But it had vanished in
the fog, and he groped back to his
frlﬁnds. Wi

arry Wharton sat up, gasping, his
head spinning from the hlogw.

Nugent gave him a hand to his feet;
He staggered up.

“Who—" he panted dizzily.

i %l:te]ch 1” breathed Bob.

“Did. you see him?”

“1 saw a master—"

“It was o master—" said Johnny
Bull. - k

“Tha estcemed and potty Quelch!”
said Hurrce Jamset Ram in%h...

Harry Wharton rubbed his head.
Obviously he had been kocked over_ by
the same person who had knocked
Coker's hat off. His comrades had ne
more doubt than Coker that it was the
Remove master—absolutely cracked,
and playing mad praiks in the fog!

“Did he seem as tall as Quelch?”
asked Harry.

“How could a fellow see in the fo
when he was gone in a flashl” sai
Bob. “Baut it must have been—it was
a beak.. anyhow.” . ;

“Come on,” muttered Nugent. “ Stick
together, and, keep your eyes open!
This is getting a bit too jolly exciting!
What Quelch wants is a strait-jacket, I
think.”

Harry Wharton was silent as they

groped their way on and arrived at the
porter’s ched. He hardly knew what to
think—yet he clung to his belief that
it was not Quelch. But if it was not,
it was, it appeared, some other master
—which was uquufly astonishing and
inexplicable,
_ Someone in cap and gown was lurk-
ing in the feg, playing pranks as
cracked as those that had been
played at Quelch’s study window the
two Erevw_us days! ither it was
Quelch, or it was someone who desired
to see Quelch dismissed from Grey-
friaral But which, Wharton coufd
hardly make up his mind—though the
other fellows had made up theirs.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Surprise For Billy Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER grinned as ho
B blinked through his big spectacles
into the quad after school on
Saturday.
What he sew
Bunter.
Tee Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,603
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There was 8 glimmer of winter sun- -
shine. - Plenty of fellows were-out of
the House, and some of the masters.

But the masters who were in the

guad were keeping clear of the “ Beaks’
Grind ”; the walk under Masters’
windows.  No member of the  staff

seemed to desire to go-'near the window
of Mr. Quelch’s study ! 2 i

. That window was shut. But evidently
the beaks doubted avhether it -might not
open for some new mad prank on the
part of e master who was mnow
feneraily_ believed to have a screw
oose | ' )

Many. glances were cast towards that
window ! But everybody kept at a safe
distance from it! )

Harry Wharton & Co., and some other
Removo fellows, were. punting a footer.
From more distant quarters an
oocasional pop and squizz co
heard, tef!ing ‘that some of the fags
were too_impatient to wait for nightfall
to set off their fireworks.

That evening, there -was to be the
nsual celebration; and a huge bonfire
was alread{l stacked in the school field
ready for the fall of darkmess. "

But what interested the fat Owl of
the Remove as he blinked out of the
House was the fact that Gilbert Tracy
was joining in the punt-about| X

Bunter was specially interested in
Tracy! He was making sure that the
new junmior was occupied outside the
House! This was an opportunity for
the fat Owl to carry on with his scheme
for snaffling Tracy's smokes—hidden in
that attache-case in Study No. 1.

He had drawn blank oncel But it
did not scem likely that he would draw
blank at the second shot! Anyhow, he
was going fo try it on at the first safe
opportunity; and this oppertunity
secemed safe enough.

Grinning, Billy Bunter turned from
the door and heaved his weight up the
stairs to the Remove passage.

Not a fellow was to be seen there;
and Bunter nli?ped into Study No. 1,
shut the door after him, and turned the
key in the lock..

'éritming from ea: to ear, he lifted
the lid of .the box-seat and sorted out
that attache-case.

Quickly he slipped Fishy's key into
the locks, one after the other, and un-
locked it. .

In a few moments it was open; and
Bunter - was blinking into it—with an
amazed blink; ‘his little round eyes
almost bulging througlr - his big round
spectacles in_his ‘astonishment.

He had fully expected that, if there
was anything in the bag at all, it would
be Tracy's secret supply of smokes.

_ But what he saw was simply astonish-

ingl

,there were no smokes in that attache-
case! There was a brown-paper parcel |

It was wrapped, and labelled, as -if
for the post! It was, in fact, the
parcel Bunter had seen under Tracy's
arm on Wednesday afternoon !

Bunter had been surprised at the
time by Tracy taking down a parcel
for the post and bringing it up to his
stady again. But the -circumstance
had not lingered in his fat mind. He
had quite forgotten it! :

. Now, however, he remembered it!

Tracy had not posted that parcell
Here it was! But why a fellow should
wrap up & parcel, label it, and pack it
away in a locked attache-case was a
real( amazing mystery.

Billy Bunter was not quick on the up-
take! But even on Bunter's fat bram,
it dawned that that parcel could not
really ba intended for the post.

It did not contain something that
Tracy had intended to post home to
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Oakwood Place. It. contained some-

thing-that-he wished to keep' carefully

aut of sight and which he had, there-

fore, packed into a_parcel with that

innocent and unsusprcious appearance.
But what?

It could hardly be smokes, after all. -

It was not a large parcel, but it was
mueh too large to be supposed to con-
tain cigarettes. But what?

Bunter blinked at it,~his amazement
changing into curiosity. He had come
there to chuck away Tracy’s smokes, as
tit-for-tat for the swiping Gilbert had
given him. There were no smokes: to
be chucked away, that was clear; but
there was a mystery that deeply in-
terested Bunter| Inquisitiveness was
his besetting sin |

He was going to see what was in that
mysterious parcel!  Clearlys it was

something that Tracy wanted to keep

out -of sight!
Taking the parcel from the attache-

- case the fat Owl examined it, his qyes
fairly glittering with curiosity through

his spectacles.

" Close ®xamination revealed that it
was not carefully tied, as it naturally
would have been for the post. One end
of the brown paper, in fact, was simply
tucked in, so that it could be quickly
opened -and the contents taken out with-
out delay if required.

Bunter pulled out that end.

He groped inside !

A garment of some kind was under
his fat fingers! He could feel the
texture. Bome sort of clothing was
packed in that parcel .

Was it, after all, some old garment
that Tracy had intended to post home?
But if so, why was it so carefully con-
cealed in a locked case? It could not

be that., But what
Bunter was going to know! He
opened the paper wrapping further and

blinked at the folded garment he drew
out.

Then he almost fell down with amaze-
ment !

The garment unfolded in his hand. It
had been closely folded, to take up the
smallest space possible. As it unrolled
something dropped from it—a master’s
mortar-board! The garment itself was
an old Master of -Arts gown—such as
the beaks wore, but older and shabbier
than any generally seen at Greyfriars.

Bunter blinked at it, dumbfounded.

Tracy, so far as he could see, had
snafled a master’s outfit from a master’s
study and hidden it here. Possibly it
was a disused outfit; for it was cer-
tainly very -old and shabby. It did not
occur to Bunter that that old cap and
gown' might have been bought at a
second-hand clothes-dealer’s shop, for
he could not have imagined any reason
why Tracy should have spent money in
such a way! He blinked and blinked
at it, astounded.

“0Oh crikey !” said Bunter at last.

He was still gazing at the amazing
discovery, when there was a footstep in
the passage and the doorhandle turned.

Bunter jumped ! He had been a good
deal longer in the study than he had
intended. Someone had come up. He
was decply thankful that he had locked
the door ~If it was Tracy—-

It was Tracy! Bunter heard the
doorhandle angrily rattled, and then
there was a sharp, angry voice.

“Who's in there? hy is the door
locked? Let me in, you fool I*

Bunter’s fat heart quaked.

Tracy had pitched into him a few
days ago simply for having found him
with that attache-case, unopened, in
his fat hands. What would he do if he
found him with the case open, blinking
at the mysterious eontents!

But the door was fortunately locked,

Folded

and Bunter had ‘time. Swiftly he
up-the gown with the morfar-
board inside,-to replace it where he had
found -it. - :
3 There was an angry thumping at the
oor.
“Who's in there?” shouted Tracy.
“Let-me into my study, I tell you!”
Bunter did not heed.
Carefully he pushed the fclded gown

‘back into- the brown paper wrapping
.and-tucked in the end as he had foun

i

While - Tracy, outside, thumped
savagely at the panels, the fat Owl
replaced the parcel in the attache-case,
locked the latter, and returned it to its
Fgwe in the box-seat, and shut down the
1d.

There was nothing now to reveal what
he had been doing when Traty came
in. Unless Tracy guessed that he had
a key to the case, he could suspect
nothing ; and he was not’likely to guess
that.

Thump, thump, thump! came at the

0O0T.
Bunter rolled across to it._

“Is that you, Wharton?”
squeaked.

“Bunter! Let me in, you fat fool

“Is that you, Nugent?”

“It’s Tracy, you silly Owl! Why
have you locked yourself in my study 1™
howled Gilbert. '

“Oh! Isit you, Traey?”

“Yes, you burbling idiot! I'll smash
you for locking me out of my study!
What are ?—ou'up to there, you spying
fat worm?1” .

“QOh," really, Tracy »

“Will you open this door?” howled
Tracy. ¥

“Not if you're going to kick up a
row !” retorted Bunter. “I can come
into a pal’s study if I like, I suppose.
Wharton wouldn't mind—"

“It's my study, you blithering idiot,
and I want to come in!”

“Wharton wouldn’t mind me sitting
in his study to read his ‘ Holiday
Annual.’ I'm not going to let you in te
pitch into me as you did before.”

“

he

In'

Let me in at once!”

“Shan't, if you're going to kick up a
row |”

“You burbling bloater, I won't touch
vou, unless you've been meddling with
my things.”

“Oh, all right1” said Bunter.

With Wharton’s * Holiday Annual ”
in one hand, he unlocked the door with
the other. Tracy flung it open and
stamped in. His fivst glance shot to-
wards the box-seat, as Bunter did not
fail to notice. Then his eyes fixed on
the fat Owl and the open volume in his
hand.

“You fat fool!” he snarled.
out !”

“Get

can sit in Wharton’s study if I
like I” retorted Bunter.

“You fat frump, do you think I don't
know you've been at the study cup-
board 1"’ snapped Tracy. * That's why
you locked the door, yvou pilfering pig!
Get out! I'll help you out!”

Evidently Tracy did not believe that
Bunter had been sitting in the study
reading the *“Holiday Annual.” Suill,
his conclusion that the fat grub-
raider had been at the study cupboard
was just as useful to Bunter!

He grabbed the fat Owl by the collar
to sling him out of the study.

Bunter reared.

“Beast! Leggo! You said you
wouldn’t kick up a row if I let you nl
Will you leggo, you beast?”

Tracy swung him to the doorway.

rash !
The “Holiday Annual,” wielded in
both Bunter’s fat hands, crashed on
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crackers at Mr, Prout. Bang, bang, bang !

Tracy's nose! He staggered back, and
sat down suddenly with a howl

Bunter did not wait for him to get
up again! He dropped the volume,
and fled! He was going down the
Remove staircase two at a time by the
time Gilbert Tracy staggered to his
feet.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Queleh Says Good-bye !
1 LEASE to remember,
The Fifth of November,
The gunpowder treason and
plot "

Mr. Quelch, pacing his study as the
November dusk fell on the old quad-
rangle at Greyfriars, heard the ancient
rhyme, chanted by some fellow in the
quad.

He did not heed it; he was busy with
his own thoughts; dark and troubling
thoughts,

But, as the chanting voice went on, he
gave a sudden start, and listened.
There was a change in the usual words
of the old chant:

“Now what is the reason,
At this jolly season, .
That Quelch has gone off his
dot 1”

The Remove master came to a sudden
halt in his pacing. He siood for a
moment, breathing hard and deep, and
as he stood, a sound of langhter from
outside the House came to him.

With set lips he stepped to the study
window and threw up the sash. There
was a sudden shout:

“Look out!”

“'Ware crackera!”

And there was a scampering of fect.
Three or four dim figures vanished in
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“Oh! Ah! Whoop!”

the mist and the falling dusk. Quelch
opened his lips to call, but he shut them
agalinm

He could not recognise any of the
scampering figures, though he had an
impression that Gilbert Tracy’s was one
of them, and he thought that it was
Tracy’s voice that he had heard chant-
mng.

He closed the window again.

His face was pale and set.

The headmaster had told him that the
present state of affairs could not con-
tinue. Quelch knew that without being
told.

Unless the truth came to light, he
could mot remain at the school ~All
Greyfriars, with the single exception
of the head boy of his Form, beheved
that he had a screw loose, as the juniors
expressed it, and was carrying on in an
utterly irresponsible and ridiculous
manner.

What had happened in the mist had,
20 to speak, put the lid on! Coker of
the Fifth had talked of it far and wide
—it was generally alluded to as
“Quelch’s latest.”

Quelch had known nothing of it till
afterwards. But it was futile to say
so. If it was not Quelch, who was it?
Obviously it was the same man who had
flung crackers, and squirted ink from
his study window; and everybody
believed that that man was Henry
Samuel Quelch!

Generally, Quelch was equal to any
situation; but this one had him hope-
lessly puzzled and beaten! Someone
was playing mad pranks, and letting
him get the credit of it. Who?

He could not begin to guess!

Nothing fresh had coma to light!
There scemed no prospect of anything
coming to light! And it could not con-
tinne! He could not carry on as a
Form-master in a school where he was

Fawkes mask on under a master’s mortar-board, and fluttering gown, hurled a bundle of

The Fifth Form master spluttered and staggered,

regarded, on all sides, as an object of

astonishment, derision; contempt, or
p;&x. He had to go.

apl

“Come 1in, Wharton!” said Mr.

Quelch, very kindly, as his head boy
opened the study door.

Harry Wharton entered. His face
was grave as he looked at his Form-
master and read the plain traces of
worry and trouble in his face,

He was sincerely concerned for

Quelch! It was true that, when the
Eresent strange state of affairs had
eﬁun, Quelch had given him a quite
undeserved six. But Wharion was
not the fellow to nurse a grudge, or to
set a single hasty act against a long
course of justice and kindness. That
licking was already forgotten; and the
captain ‘of the Remove would gladly
have done anything that ho could, to
help his Form-master in this strange
and inexplicable difficulty.

“VYon sent for me, sir?” he said.

“Yes, Wharton!” said Mr. Quelch,
“J desire to speak to you, my boy.
before I leave—"

“Leave!” repeated Harry blankly.

“You, I think, are the only boy in
the school sensible enough to see how
this strange and painful matter really
stands,” said Mr. Quelch. “1I trust,
Wharton, that you have not lost your
faith in your Form-master.”

“No, sir!” said Harry. “I can’t
understand what’s going on, any more
than any other fellow; but I'm abso-
Iutely certain that there is some trickery
in it, though I can’t make it out.”

“Thank youl” said Mr, guelch. “1
am glad of that—very glad, my boy.
But in the peculiar circumstances I
have no choice but to retire, at least,
temporarily, from the school. 1 hope
and trust that the truth may be dis-
" Tpe MacNET LiBRARY.—No. 1,603,
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covered later. At present there seems
to be no hope of it.”"

“But—you're not going, sirl” ex-

claimed Harry. “We "—he paused—
“at least, I shall be very sorry if you
go, sir.” :

Mr. Quelch smiled £aintly.

“The present state of affairs is in-
tolerable, Wharton! T leave Greyfridrs
this evening. I shall not see my Form
again; but I desire to say -bye to
you, my boy. I hope I may return if
and when the facts come to light.”

“But, sir—" stammered Harry.

He said no more. He knew that
everybody was wondering -whi' Quelch
had “not gone already, and he could
hardly be surprised that the Remove
master had decided to go.

“T'm sorry, sir!” he said.

“Thank  you, Wharton! Good-bye,
my boy !” Mr., Quelch shook hands with
his head boy. “Keep your faith in me;
some day it will be justified.”

“I am sure of:it, sir! I am sure
that vou will come back, and that
everyone will be sorry you had to
leave—"

“1 shall hope so,” said Mr. Quelch,
with a smile; and with that he dis-
missed his head bo{

Wharton closed the door, and went
down the passage with a grave se} face.
A crowd of fellows were gathering in
the quad, as the November dusk fell—
some of them with Guy Fawkes masks
on their faces, some letting off crackers
and squibs. But the captain of the
Remove did not feel disposed at the

moment to join the merry thro He
was thinking of the Form-master he had
left, with pale troubled face, and his
heart was heavy.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light At Last!

s SAY, old chap—"
I “Don’t bn:.Eer b
“Qh, really, Wharton—"
“Buzz off. fathead !”

“But I say, what:did Quelch want?”
asked Biily Bunter. “Has he missed
anything 7"

“What do you mean, ass?”

“I mean, a gown, or a cap; Or any-
thing !” grinned Bunter.

Harry Wharton stared at the fat Uwl
of the Remove,

He had gone up to his study, after
seeing Mr, Quelch, and was alone there.
His friends were expecting him in’the
quad, but he was in no hurry to join
them. He was trying to think out that
strange, mpysterious puzzle, wondering
whether, at the last moment, something
might be done.

But.the thing seemed hopeless. He
was in no mood for Bunter—and he
waved him away as he put a fat face
and fat head info the study.

. But Bunter was not to be waved off
like a fat bluebottle. -He was curious
to know why Quelch had sent for his
head-boy—having an idea in his fatuous
fat mind what it might be about.

“A . gown—or a capl” repeated
Harry, staring blankly at Bunter’s
grinning face. “What on earth do you
mean 77 -

“He, he, he! If they ain’'t Quelch’s,
they must be some beak’s!” grinned
Bunter. “As Quelch sent for you, I
fancicd he might have missed them!
Of course, they must be Quelch's—Tracy
wouldn’t snafle any other beak’s togs.
It's Quelch he’s up against, ain’t it?”

- Are you dotty ! inquired Wharton
politely.

“(h, really, you know——"

-“If mnot, what are you burbling
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ahout? exclaimed the captain of the
Remove impatiently.
“Look here! Has Quelch missed a
cap and gown?” asked Bunter.

“Not that I know of.”

“Well, it's jolly queer!” said the fat
Owl. “Tracy’s had them since Wednes-
day. I suppose they're an old lot that

he’s put aside; still, it's queer that he
hasn't missed them all this time, if
they’re his1”

Harry Wharton gave a start, and
caught his breath. Back into his mind”
came that vague suspicion that Tracy,
somehow, had & hand in the mysterious
affair of Mr. Quelch. He made a
stride towards Bunter, grabbed him by
a fat shoulder and hooked him into the
study, and shut the door.

Bunter gave a startled squeak.

“] say, leggo! Wharrer you up to?”

“ Now, what's this about Tracy hav-
ing a master's cap and gown? said
Harry quietly, but breathing hard with
excitement. “If he has, they don't
belong to any master here, or they'd
have been missed. He must have got
them outside the school somehow. Have
you seen anything of the kind 1”

“What-ho ! grinned Bunter.

“Where ! breathed Harry.

“In this study!”

“You fat ass, there's nothing of the
kind here I”

“That's all you know!” grinned
Bunter. “I can jolly well tell you
where he parks them, and show them
to you, if you like!”

Wharton gazed at the grinning -fat
face.

His heart was beating fast.

It had not occurred to him, or to
anyone else, that a Greyfriars fellow
might have obtained possession of a
master’s cap and gown from some source
outside the school.

But it occurred to him now, as he
realised that the Peeping Tom of the
Remove must have spotted such things
in Tracy's possession.

If it was true, the mystery was a
mystery no longer! He remembered
that the “beak * seen in Quelch’s study
had been much shorter than Quelch—
as short as Mossoo! A schoolboy got
up in a schoolmaster's garb—now that
he had the clue, the whole thing flashed
on him !

“If that's he

true, Bunter—"

. panted.
“QOh, really, Wharton ¥

“Show me at once.”

“All right! But you look here!”
said Bunter anxiously. “Tracy nearly
copped me to-day. If he comes up and
turns nasty, you'll keep him off 1"

“1'll smash him to a jelly if he lifis
a finger ! said Harry Wharton, between
his teeth. “Don’t worry about that!
If Tracy’s got anything of the sort
hiddﬁin in this study, point it out at

“(Qh, all right!” said Bunter cheer-
fully.

He took a key from his pocket, and
stepped to the I?)ox-sest‘

Wharton watched him blankly.

He had not the faintest idea of what
the fat Owl was going to do. But as
Bunter lifted the attache-case out of the
box-seat, he spoke sharply:

“That's Traey's!”

“That’s where he keeps it !” grinned
Bunter, as he unlocked the attache-
case. “I—I happened to have a key!
He, he, he! I thought he had smokes
in it, you see, and I was going to chuck
them away, but it turned out—"

“0h!” gasped Harry.

“He keeps them wrapped up in
brown paper, labelled, as if he was
going to post the parcel, see?” grinned
Bunter. “He took it downstairs on

Wednesday—while you were away at
St. Jude's, you know 1” i

“On Wednesday ! breathed Wharton.
He had not forgotten what had hap-
ened on Wednesday, while the foot-
allers were over at Jude's.

“Yes. But he never posted it—he
brought it up to the study again!”
Er;med Bunter. “Of course, I never

new he kept it in this case, till I looked
for his smokes. He, he, he!”

“Oh ! gasped Harry again.

It was growing clear in his mind
now. Tracy, if he put on a master's
cap and gown to play -his trickery,
could not, of course, risk being seen in
such attire, or being seen carrying such
things! But any fellow could carry a
parcel labelled for sting without
attracting a glance. That was how he
had done it!

Wharton hardly breathed, as Bunter
opened the attache-case.

Then there was a startled squeak from
Bunter,

“Oh crikey! It's gone!”

“Gone ! repeated Harry.

The attache-case was empty!

Bunter blinked into it.

_ “Oh crumbs! The beast has taken
it away again—just when I was going
to show it to you! I—I say, old chap,
it's true, you know I” said the fat Owl
anxiously. “I ain’t pulling your leg!
I tell you he had a master’s cap and
gown rolled up in a brown-pa parcel
in this attache-case—honest Injun ”

Wharton set his lips.

“You fat ass! Are you sure?”

“T tell you, I"saw it there this after-
noon |” squeaked Bunter. “He must
have taken it away since, like he did
on Wednesday.”

“0On Wednesday "

“Yes. I looked into this case for
smokes then, but it was empty. That
was when he took the parcel down-

stairs, you know. But it was there all
right when I looked this afternoon.
Now he’s taken it away again! 1 say,
have you seen Tracy? He must have
had the parcel with him, if you did.”

Wharton looked hard and long at the
fat Owl.

Truth and Bunter were generally
strangers, but it seemed impossible that
the fat Owl could have made up this
story out of his own fat head.. Yet the

attache-case was empty. There was no
sign of what Bunter said it had con-
tained.

Then, like a fash, it eame to
Wharton. Tracy had taken that parcel
from the study. He was at his tricks
again'!

Dusk was falling thickly—and in the
November dusk he was planning further
trickery, like that of the misty after-
noon when Coker’s hat had been
knocked off in the fog, and Wharton's
head smacked by a figure in cap an
gown! In these very moments, the
young rascal was at work again—piling
up further evidence against Quelch!

“Oh!” gasped Harry.

Tracy did not know that Quelch had
already decided to go—only Wharton
knew that. But he knew that Quelch
would have to go if those mad pranks
went on, attributed to Quelch! That
was why the attache-case was empty.
Tracy, out there in the misty dusk, was
already lurking mm cap and gown.
Harry Wharton saw the whole game
now !

He cut across to the study doorn

“T say, old chap—" squeaked Bunter.

But Wharton was gone. The fat Owl
put the empty attache-case back into
the box-seat, with a grunt, and rolled
from the studv. Not for a moment did
it occur to Bunter's fat brain why the
parcel was gome, or what Tracy was
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doing with the cap and gown it contained. But it was clear
enough in H{ury Wharton’s mind, and he ran breathlessly
down the stairs, and out of the House into the November
dark. He knew. or as good as knew, but he was going to
know for certainl

e

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught In The Aect!

“ ALLQ, hallo, hallo I

“Waiting for you!”

“Time we goi the old guy on the go

_ The Co. joined Harry Wharton as he came out.

It was quite dark now, and from the school field came a
red glare of the bonfire, now ignited. Banging and crack-
ing and of fireworks sounded merrily.

‘rowds of fellows were thronging in the dusky shadows,
man{ of them grotes%ua in Guy Fawkes masks. Lock-up
was later on Bonfire D :iht and all the juniors, and a good
many of the seniors, had turned out for the Fifth of
November celebrations.

“Come on, old bean,” said Bob Cherry. “We want to
get the guy out of the shed. Anythi:ﬁgl up ?* he added.

Wharton was staring round him in the deep dusk. Where
was Tracy? What was he doing—or going to do?

“Have you seen Tracy?” he exclaimed.

“Tracy—] saw hin come out about half an hour ago I
think—before you went in to Quelch,” said Bob. “What
about him 1

“ Was he cang'ing anything 7

The Co stared at Wharton as he asked that question.

“ As it happens, he was,” answered Bob, in astonishment.
“1 think he Ead a parcel under his arm—fireworks, I sup-
pose! What does it matter 1"

“ A brown-paper parcel?” gasped Harry.

“J think so—but what the thamp——"

“This much !” said Harry Wharton, lowering his voice,
which almost trembled with excitement. “Don’t say any-
thing to put the cad on his guard—but Tracy’s got a
master’s cap and gown in that parcel—"

“Wha-a-t 7" ;

« And there’s going to be some more rascally trickery, to
be g}lxt down to poor old Queleh——"

“Harry, old man!” gasped Nugent.

“How the thum ’ began Johnny Bull.

“Never mind how—that’'s how it is!” said Harry
hurriedly. “He’s got to be caught—with the things on
him. I'll tell you this—Quelch is going because of that
voung villain’s rotten scheming—and that’s how he’s done
it! I've found him out in time—but he’s got to be caughst
out! You fellows back me up in nailing him——"

“ But » gasped Johnny Bull

o l\]!]y esteemed chum—"" exclaimed Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh.

“J tell you I know—— Hark!” exclaimed Wharton, as
a sudden outburst of shouting came across the quad.

Bang, bang, bang, bang | roared a bunch of crackers and,
amid the roar, came a roar of voices:

“There he is—"

“Quelch 1

“The mad old assi?

“ At it again!”

Harry Wharton dashed off at a rapid run in the direction
of the shouting, and his chums, in mingled amazement and
incredulity at what he had told them, dashed after him.
They were on the spot in a few seconds.

Hobson of the Shell was fairly yelling in the midst of a
buzzing crowd.

“Chucked them rnght at my head—the mad old ass!
Made me jump ncafg! out of my skin! A handful of
crackers—just hike he did at Prout the other day—"

“Who did 7’ exclaimed Harry.

“That mad beak of yours!” hooted Hobson.
at a fellow out of the dark, and chucked—"
“Did you see him?”
“(Of course I saw him! Think I'm blind?”

“T mean, did you see his face!”

“0Of course I did1”

“0Oh1” gasped Harry. His heart sank.
time, the trickster's face had been seen and
face, he had been deceived and mistaken, after all.
he been mistaken?

“You—did you recognise Quelchi” he panted.

“ How could I recognise him, with a Guy Fawkes mask on,
fathead 1¥ snorted Hobson. *“But it was Quelch all right—

it was & beak, anyhow—
“He had a Guy Fawkes mask

'I}!

“ Jumped

If, for the first
it was Quelch’s
Had

“Qh!” gasped Harry.
on! You said you saw his face, you silly ass!”

"fell, I did—with the mask on it! It was Quelch!”

i “1.1)

Wharton understood—Tracy did not care if his face was
geen, with & Guy Fawkes mask on it !

“Tt's the limit !” roared Coker of the Fifth. “A beak got

{Continued on next page.)
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up in a Guy Fawkes mask—my only

A red glare from the burning bonfire
cast a gﬁ.mmer of light in the gloom.
But the light was dim and uncertain—
favourable to the trickery of the young
rascal who lurked in the shadows.

Harry Wharton drew a pocket-torch
from his pocket, as he stared about him
in the dimness. If the figure in cap and
gown at)peared again, he was going to
see it clearly.

“What is all this—what is it 7" It was
Prout's bpom, as the Fifth Form master
loomed up on the scene. “What has
happened—what—""

“It's Quelch again,
Coker.

“Chucking fireworks at a fellow—"
panted Hobson.

“Upon my word
% This is too much—this—ah !
Whoop 1" i

A figure loomed up, hali-seen in the
wavering glimmer of light—grotesque,
with a Guy Fawkes mask on under a
master’s mortar-board, “and fluttering
gown. A bundle of crackers, leaving
eparks as it flew, whizzed through the
air, and cracked on Prout's portly chest!

Bang, bang, bang!

Prout spluttered and staggered, and
stumbled over, sitting down with a
heavy bump! There was a yell.

“There he is—"

“Great pip—"

The fizure in cap and gown vanished
into the dark. But as it vanished, IHarry
Wharton shot after it, like an arrow
from a bow, switching on the light of lis
pocket-torch.

“Come on!” he shouted, as he ran.

And the Co. rushed after him, and
five or six other fellows joined in the
chase. ]

But for Harry Wharton's readiness
to act, and his prompt action, the lurk-
ing figure would have vanished into the
darkness, as it had done before. But
the bright beam from the electric torch
picked 1t up, shone on it, and stayed on
it—revealing it to the eyes of the
Famous Five as they rushed in pursuit.

A face looked back over a shoulder—
a grotesque fice, with gleaming eyes
through the eyeholes of the mask. Then
the figure ran on desperately.

But as it ran, Harry Wharton kS‘pt
Ba.ce, and never for an instant did the

cam of the torch leave the running
figure !

‘And now that they could see it plainly,
all the five could see that it was not
nearly so tall as Quelch! It was not,
and could not be, the Remove master !

“Not Quelch, by gum!” panted Bob
Cherry.

“Come on 1" shouted Harry.

He was gaining on the flecing figure,
his comrades at his heels. The fugitive
ran hard, and barder, dodging and
twisting and winding, but the captain
of the Remove was gaining, and the
light still picked up the figure as it ran.

Wharton was almost within grasping
distance—and in another moment he
would have gripped the fluttering gown,
when the fugitive dashed in at the open
doorway of a shed, slamming the door
after him.

So close behind was the captain of
the Remove, that the slamming door
struck him, and flung him backwards.
He stumbled over, his running comrades
behind erashed into him, and there was
a breathless mix-up.

The shed door re-opened a few inches
—+the masked face glared cut. But there
was no cscape—Wharton was serambling
up, and the fugitive had barcly time to
snatch the key from the outside of the

Tre Magner Lirany.—Neo. 1,603

sir I gasped

boomed Prout.
Oh! Ah!

THE MAGNET

lock, and slam the door again. As
Harry gained his feet, and leaped for-
ward, the key clicked inside—the door
ﬂi_' Gosling’s shed was locked against

im.

“We've got him!"” panted Wharton.
“(Call the fellows here! We've got him
—and everybody's goi.nﬁ to see whether
he's Quelch or not! ob—Frank—cut
off—call the fellows here——"

In two or three minutes, a whole mob
of excited fellows were surging round
CGosling’s shed! Quelch or mnot, beak
or not, the mysterious japer was cor-
nered now, and his game was up.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Gilbert’s Last Chance !

ILBERT TRACY panted.

He stood there—in the dark-
ness of Gosling’s shed, panting
for breath—in cap and gown,

the Guy Fawkes mask on his face,
desperation in his heart.

e was cornered and caught. Again
and again he had played this trickery
successfully ; now he had played it once
too oftenl

Fists were thumping at the locked
door; a crowd was gathering all round
the shed. He panted and panted. He
had gained only a respite by darting
into that refuge; unless he could escape
from it, all was over. He struck a
match and stared round him. .

He started at the sight of a strange-
looking figure within a few feet of himj;
but the next moment he knew what it
was—the guy that was to be carried in
the procession to the bonfire.

That effigy of Guy Fawkes was life-
sizo—in an old long coat, tattered
trousers, and boots; stuffed with straw
and rags; with a cardboard mask face;
surmounted by an old top-hat. It was
seated in an old cane chair, and a rope
lay ready for tying it on.

The match went out. Tracy had not
noticed in his haste and terror what
doorway he had darted into, but now
he knew from sceing the guy there that
it was Gosling’s shed—and from that
shed there was no exit, except by way
of the door he had locked. He had

ained only a respite—a brief respite—

iscovery and stern punishment were
certain now.

Any other fellow would have been ex-
pelled for what he had done. Buf he
would not be expelled; he knew that.
Quelch would not let him gain his ends
so easily. But, short of that, the direst
and most drastic punishmeni{—

A heavier thump came at the door;
it was followed by the boom of Prout's
fruity voice.

“Unlock this door, Quelch! T appeal
to you, Quelch! If you have any sense
or reason left, pray open the door and
return quietly to the House! Will you
persist in prolonging this scandzlous.
this absurd tomfoolery? Do you hear
me, Quelch 17

Gilbert heard him. Prout was at the
door, still in the belief that it was
Queleh who had been hunted to that
shed. He would soon kuow different.
Then he heard Ilarry Wharton's voice.

“It's not Mr. Quelely, sir!”

“What? Nonsense!”

“It's certainly not Mr. Quelch " came
Bob Cherry’s voice. “We all saw him
as he ran, sir; he's a foot shorter than
Quelch——*

“ Nonsense | You did not sce him
clearly !’ Thump! “Mr. Quelch, it is
perfectly well known that you are
hiding i this shed: you were followed
to the door! Further prevarication is

futile—absolutely futile! I beg of yom,
sir, to put an end to this unprecedented,
this unparalleled scene—"

“So he is cornered at last It was
Mr. Hacker's acid voice. *“Is it cer-
tain that he is there, Prout?””

“ Absolutely, Hacker! He was fol-
lowed here by a number of boys; he
was seen to enter; he has locked the
door——"

“He will find this difficult to explain
to Dr. Locke I” sneered the Acid Drop.
“The door had better We forced.”

i

“S8end for Gosling. Where is
Gosling—"

“1 say, you fellows,” came a fat
squeak, “have they really got
Quelch——"

“It’s not Quelch !”

“ Silence, Wharton!”" boomed Prout.
“Wingate—— Loder, fetch Gosling!
The door must be forced. I will per-
suade Mr. Quelch to go with me quietly.
The poor fellow is not responsible—
obviously not responsible. A doctor——""

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !"’ came a sudden
roar.

“ Silence, Cherry!”

“Here's Quelch 1™

“Wha-a-at?”

Tracy, inside the shed, heard a roar
of astonishment. As it died down the
clear, sharp voice of the Remove master
was heard.

“1 think you were speaking of me,
Mr. Prout ! e

“Gig-gig-goodness gracious!”  The
Fifth Form master fairly goggled at
Quelch in the light of a dozen electric

torches and lanterns. “You! Are—are
—are you not—not in that shed,
Quelch 77

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Really, Mr. Prout, you can see—"

“0Oh, yes! Quite! But—but—but—""
Prout babbled. * But—but you were
seen—followed You—you— Bless
my soul!”

“1 have just come from my study,
Mr. Prout. I heard from a dozen
different directions that the wretched
trickster who has caused so much com-
motion has been caughi at his trickery,
and—"

“Bless my soul !” gasped Prout. “He
—he—he is in this shed ! He was seen—
followed. I had no doubt—none what-
ever! But—but obviously it cannot
have been you, Quelch, as—as—as you
are here—"

“ Upon my word I’ said Mr. Hacker.
“Some other master! Is it possible
that we have been so deceived——"

“] should think, Mr Hacker,
that was quite clear to you now,’
the Remove master bitterly.

“0h, yes—quite! T acknowledge it!
But—but—""

“PBut who——"" stuttered Prout.

“That we shall soon ascertain,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly. “Gosling. force the
door of this shed immediately "

“Yessir!”’

Tracy, in the shed, trembled.
bang! Crash! came on the done,
was a matter of minutes now.

Outside, the swarm of Greyfriars
fellows were buzzing with astonishment
and curiosity. The mysterious trickster
—the mad beak—was not Quelch.
That was evident to all eyes now.
Whoe was it? The door creaked and
groaned.

Gilbert gritted his teeth. There was
no escape: but he struck another
maich, and cast & wild stare round
him, in the hope of a hiding-place.
3ut he knew that the shed would be
searched. There was no chanee of
hiding. Then his desperate eves fixed
on the guy.

(Continued on page 28}
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ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS. Courtfield Bridge.

1)

The river rans through Courtfield town,
But there's a bridge to =pan it;
A massive bridge of granite,
Which isn’t prone to tumble down.
And here, while time reposes,
The angler sits and dozes,
Angd fish turn up their noses,
With a frown!

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS

A Jaunt to Jevons

Mr. Jevons is our barber,

He's a melancheoly man,

If he ever chose to harbour

Such a trifling little plan

As:that which one day sent to quod
The late lamented Sweeney Todd

I really shouldn’t wonder,

Ho secms =o full of care;

I feel I'm going under

When siiting in his chair.

* How long ¥ he asks in mournful tones,
Then panses to suppress his groans,

I do not like his question,

“How long 1™ is what he says;

There’s just a faint suggestion

Of doom about the phrase.

(A prophet weeping for the slain
Within the cities of the plain!)

“Quite short,” I answer, choking;
“That is, I mean, not quite 1"
He seems to think I'm joking

And doesn’t think it’s nght!

“Nice day it’s been,” 1 faintly ery.
He answers with a grievous sigh,
And then picks up his razor

And strops it till P'm ill.

1 fumbic in my blazer

For paper—for my will!

With scissors, razor, clippers, comb
He gets to work upon my dome!

His cutlery he flashes

Around my startled head,

And many tiny gashes

Spring up in points of red.

His marks are left from crown to chin
Upon my somewhat tender skin.
“Have mercy, Mr. Jevons!”

I gasp in tones of fear.

“ Don’t slaughter me! Good heavens,
There goes my starboard ear |”

Then, wrecked and ruined, with a sch
I pay his blood-money—a bob 1

2
The fishers seldom smile or grin,
For it's a serious matter,
And jolly chaff or chatter
Would certainly be thought a sin.
You'll see some old curmmdgeon
Haul in his two-ounce gudgeon,
And then go off in dudgeon
To the inn!

(3)
0Old Tomlin’s boathouse here is large,
And all his boats are roomy,
Perhaps a trifle gloomy,
Reminding one intensely of a barge.
But people hire them daily,
And struggle with them gaily,
Then gasp and falter palely
At the charge!l

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

WILLIAM WIBLEY,
the Acting Genius of the Remove.

W is for WIBLEY—he's a
Splendid actor—Julius Cesar,
Hamlet, Macbeth, or Othello,
William Wibley is the fellow
To produce the finest acting,
For his methods are exacting.

He's not good at acrobatics,
All he thinks of is dramatics;
If you see a bearded figure
Enter Study 6 with vigour,

It is not the ghost of Marley,

1t is Wibley—as Svengalil

For he’s expert at disguiscs,
Noses of all shapes and sizes;
Wigs and warpaint he affixes
To his face to play his trickses.
Yes, we must admit he’s clever—
Hail, O Wibley, live for ever!

A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

ANSWER to PUZZLE
Five to one.

BUSINESS DIRECTORY.

_The new business directory, just pub-
lished, should be useful to members of
the Remove, as'it shows the names and
addresses of all the business premises in
Greyfriars School. Here are some
extracts from it:

AUCTIONEERS.—The Remove
Ayction Rooms, Study No. 14. F. T.
Fish, proprietor. Auctions of second-
hand goods twice a week. Bankrupt
stock sold on commish. No money
returned.

BANKS.—The Surefire Savings Bank,
Study No. 14. (Branch of F. T. Fish,
Ine.) The best bank for fags. Charges
moderate, . Money kept as long as you
like, but not returned, -

CHIMNEY-SWEEPS.—Fish & Co,
Study No. 14. Hire a fag to sweep your
chimney. We have plenty. Charges
mod. I{Yo money returned.

PUZZLE PAR
Pon, Gadsby, Drury, Merton
and Vavasour met a Remove
fellow in Friardale Lane. What
was the time?
Answer at {oot of col 2.

EMPLOYMENT EXCHANGES.—
The Fish Fag Agency, Study No. 14,
Hire a fag to do your work., Charges
from 9d. per hour, according to energy
of fag. Fags must be returned in good
condition, but no money returned.

ESTATE AGENTS.—Are you looking
for a fresh study? Consult the Remove
Estate Agency (F. T. Fish, manager),
Study No. 14: Booking fee, two bob.
No money returned.

INSURANCE COMPANIES.—The
Guaranteed Genooine Punishment In-
surance Co., Inc. (Under the personal
supervision of F. T. Fish) Study
No. 14. Insurance against LINES AND
LICKINGS. Policies full of clauses.
No premiums returned.

And so on for fifty pages. Fellows
who want anything can now look u%} the
address of the supplier in this: book
(which is published by the Fish Publish-
ing Corpn.) and then go straight there.
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it was a chance that flashed into his
mind—a ghost of & chance. With dis-
covery inevitable otherwise, 1t was
worth trying on. He stepped to ‘the
offigy, dimly seen in the g :
swift fingers he unbuttoned |
coat, dragged out tlio stuffing, a
pitched it behind a bench in a corper.
'Swiﬂ‘l’y he threw off the mask and

cap and gowm.

Then, with breathless haste, he
crammed himself into the old coat and
trousers and boows, over his own
clothes and shoes, * He buttoned the
coat, fastened the cardboard mask over
his face, and jammed on the ancient
to% hat. - -

“With beating heart he sat in the cane
chair, in the place of the guy!

Bang, bang! Crashl came at the

oor.

The lock was yielding.

Tracy, completely hidden in the out-
fit of the guly,
hardly breathed as the door flew open.
1f they failed to spot him, if they sup-
posed that he had somchow dodged out
and cscaped—it was his last chance !

A dozen clectric torches gleamed in
at the doorway. Prcut rolled in, fol-
lowed by Quefch'nm‘l Hacker, and a
swarming crowd.

“ What—what Prout jumped as
his startled eyes fcll on the weird
figure seated m the cane chair. What

ﬂ‘lc—*"
“Only our guy, s=ir,” said Dob
Cherry.
“0Oh, absurd!” snorted Prout.

“Quard the door! Scarch- the bwld-
ing! He is here! Take care that he
does not escape! Where—""

Mr. Quelch, with a startled exclama-
tion, picked up the cap and gown
from the foor. He held them up to

view.
% Look! The miserable trickster has
discarded these! Look at them1 1t
will be easy to ascertain to which
wember of the staff they belong—"

He broke off as he examined the
articles ;more closely. A strange and
startling change came over his face.

“Upon my word!" he gasped.

“He's not here, sir! Nobody's
here !’ called out Coker.

“We shall ascertai his identity from
that garment, Queleh !”” boomed Prout.

“1 fear not, sir,” said the Remove
master. “Look. at this! This gown,
this cap, do not belong to anyone here.
Obviously they are oli articles—prob-
ably purchased at some second-hand
clothes shop—"

“YWhat?'"' gasped Prout.

“What?"? exclaimed Hacker,

“Look for vourselves!" said Mr.
Quelch. *“No Greyfriars master has
worn these garments! - The wretched
trickster was not a master at all. Some
mischievous, unserupuious boy—"

“RBless my soul I'’

“Some Greyfriars boy!” said Mr.
Quelch, between his teeth. “It is

sat motionless. And he
moment.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

clear to mo now—some miserable, un-
sernpulous trickster—and 1 think . I
can guess his-mame. Search for him!
‘He must be found!”

He was standing hardly. thice feet
from Gilbert Tracy. But from the

guy in the cane chair came no sign.

Alive !
FHAT—"

™ 5 reat i 1]

” sag, 'youppellows. it's
alive!” yelled Billy Bunter. -
- There was & sudden roar
ment, alarm, horror. - The guy. sup-
posedly a lifeless figure stu ed with
straw, had suddenly leaped from its
chair. : 3
‘Tracy had sat motionless till that
But a dozen fellows were
rooting through the shed, and failing
to find him, though he was known to
be there. It could only be a matter
of time before attention turned on the
guy—he knew that! .

The shed was crowded—outside there
was a swarm. [Escape seémed impos-
sible. But in the sudden surprise of a
movement on the part of a Guy
Fawkes guy there was & chance! t
was all that was left to the trickster!

Suddenlty he bounded from the chair L

As he did so, his right fist shot out
and caught Prout full on the nosel

The sight of a lifeless, stuffed figure

of amaze-

-leaping suddenly up, not only surprised

the Greyfriars fellows—it made them
doubt the evidence of their senses!
Prout staggered back against the wall,
gaping, his hand to his nose. acker
jum clear ot the fioor.
petrified! There were loud exclama-
tions of alarm and amazement, of sheer
stupefaction
The Guy
door |
Fellows scrambled out of its way,

s‘.;%ing'

¢ Hfht of that effigy, in the long

coat and cardboard mask .and ancient

m l:’x_.t, entduad with _sudiie.n life, and
nding a , was simply unnerving.

i) nli'\l'e‘}ll}F e

“Look out!"

“ What—~""

& How___ll

“Oh, look!"”

That moment of dazed and dizzy
stupefaction was enough for Tracy ! He
tore through the gasping, gaping crowd,
some of the fellows falling over one
another in their horrified amazement.
He tore through, and ranl

“The—the—the guy—"

“ Whar——"

“ Look 1"

There-was a roar from Quelch. He
was the first to grasp the situation.

“Follow him! Seize him! That is
he——"

“shed.

Quelch stood P2

1
Fawkes guy bounded to the P

“0Oh, gumi”  gas Bob Cherry.
'c'ﬂllle—-he—gi was gh::ad inside the guy !

™ El“t _ IM A umi

“A{ier-.him’fl.' =

“Follow him!” roared Alr. Quelch.
“Seize him, at oneed”

The Remove. master rushed from the
Prout tottered after. him, Thére
was & roar; and s crowd WS
rushed in pursuit. o :
‘For a moment the running figure was
geen_clearly—grotesque, unnerving, un-
canny! Then it vanished inmto _ﬁ'llrk-
ness. : i
Tracy was running as if for his lifel
He had a start—a brief start—but he
made the most of it.
- Breathlessly, as he ran des
the dark, he threw off the old haty U
cardboard mask, tore off the coat an
dropped it, and kicked off the old
boots !
Once rid of lis Guy Fawkes outfit,
Tracy was safe! 3 ¢
With cool presence of mind, he
turned and ran back towards the pur-
suing crowd;: there was nothing now
to prove that he had ever been in the
shed at all, or had worn the guy’s outfit.
Fellows were ruuning up from all
directions. Tracy was one of theml
Fhree minutes after _he - had escaped
from Gosling’s shed, Gilbert Tracy was
mingled in the mob of excited fe lows,
jo{?ing in the hunt—hunting for him-
self !

rately in
the

Gilbert's escape had been narrow—
but he had escaped!

But his gamo was, of course. up |

All Greyfriars knew the truth now—
that- the mad japer was not Quelch,
that it vas not a master at all, that it
was some young rascal who had obtained
a waster's outfit and played a cuniing

rt- =

But who it was, was not officially dis-
covered. Mr. Quelch had e difienlty
in guessing But guessing was not

roo

He had to be satisfied with the dis-
covery of the truth—the proof that ho
was not, after all, gone cracked, and
taken to mad japing laie in life. The
whole thing was cleared up now, and
that, of course, was a tremendous satis-
faction to the Remove master.

But in the Remove they knew. The
Famous Five knew, and Billy: Bunter-
knew—and it was not long before the
rest of the Form knew. And ‘though
Gilbert escaped official punishment, he
had a very painful mterview with the
captain of his Form—an interview that
took “rlaqe with the gloves on, and that
ended with Gilbert lying on his back,
licked to the wide, and dismally _wish-
ing that he had never, after all; thought
of that amazing scheme for getting the
whip-hand of his Form-master |

THE EXD.

(Gilbert kfmr‘ar ﬁgm-g pr’ominenﬂy in
next week’s greal reyfriave “yarn:
“aw “LET THE SIDE Dowar
Don’t miss it, chumsl) =

|
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