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EVERY SATURDAY.

% Exciting School-Adventiure Yarn
of HARRY WHARTON & Co0.
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Week Ending- January 13lh, 1940.




NOBODY CAN SMACK VERNON-SMITH’S HEAD AND GET AWAY WITH IT!
MR. LAMB, THE NEW MASTER OF THE GREYFRIARS REMOVE, THOUGHT
HE COULD!

SMITHY'

i

FIRST DAY OF TERM !
ERBERT VYERNON - SMITH
“Let’s have him in!* he

said, with a mischievous grin.

“No room!™ said Bob Cherry,

“I'm surprised at you, Cherry!
Can’t we make room for a beak—nice
respectful boys like us?”

“1 say, you fellows, there's too
many in this carriage already!™
squeaked Billy Bunter. " Don't you
let any more inl I can hardly
breathe as it is!”

“No need for you to go on breath-
mg Bunter—"

Eh aar

“In fact, the sooner you stop, the

better—">

“You silly ass'!” howled Bunter.
*Look here, Smithy——"

“We're having him in!” eaid
Vernon-Smith ; and he pushed the car-

riage door open and called: *“This
way, sir "

l{n’:a]]j, that carriage was suffi-
ciently full already. Greyfriars

fellowas crowded Lan‘l:ham Junction
on the first day of term, and every-
body wanted to go in the first train.

In that carriage were packed Harry
Wharton & Co.—fve them; Billy
Bunfer, who, heing double-width,
counted as two, Herbert "i"emﬂn-
Smith, and Tom ERedwing and Peter
Todd.

There were nine of them, or count-
ing Buuter as two, tem!
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BUT HE MADE THE BIGGEST MISTAKE OF HIS LIFE!

s:c RET Ilfnro

W

The knoeck on the study door was followed by the well-known

bark of Mr. Quelch : “Is Mr. Lamb here? "

The unexpeeted

voice threw the new master off his balance, and a look of rage
flashed over his face.

Getting another passenger into
that carriage was really rather like
cramming an extra HEII'IilIIE into a
full tin.

There were plenty of fellﬂwa left on
the platform. Some of them looked
into that carriage and passed on. If
any fellow tried to open the door, the
Bounder held it on the -inside,

Smithy agreed with Bunter that the

carriage ‘I-FEIE full enomgh—till he
spotted Mr. Lamb on the platform.
en he discovered all of a sudden

that there was room for one more.

“Look here, Smithy, don’t play the

voat !’ exclaimed “i harton.
“There's no room for the Lamb in
here——"

“0h, lots!” said Smithy.

‘““Smithy only wants to rag him!*
grunted Johnny Bull.

“ Guessed it [” agreed the Bounder.
“What a brain !

“Chuck it, Smithy!” said Frank
Nuerent.

H’ﬁzﬂtﬁ tf!
“Look here, Smithy, old man—"
I:Hz-‘gan Redwing.
‘Rats to you, too!” said the
Bounder.

He leancd from the .deorway, and
waved his hand. Bmithy was an
ohstinate fellow, and he was géing to

have his way. It was half an hour’s
run from Lantham to Courtfield ; and
Smithy anticipated some entertain-
ment from the FPet Lamb to en-
liven the run.

Mr. Lamb, the art master of Grey-
friars, was -coming along the plat-
form, blinking at the train windows
over his gﬂld-rimmed rlasses.

He had a bag in one hand, a rug
over the other arm, and an um’hrelia
under that arm. Fellows on the
platform playfully barged him—by
accident, of course. Mr. Lamb, who
was called the Pet Lamb for his
docile ways, could be ragged to
almiost any extent.

Coker of the Fifth, winking at his
tals, Potter and Greene, backed into

r. Lamb, putting his weight into
it, and the little gentleman satag-
crerml and dropped hig hag, his Iug,
and his umbrella

“ Goeoduess gr;‘:ci::rus " bleated the
Lamb.

Coker looked round at him. He
was taller, bigrer, and broader than
the art master, and he looked down
at the staggering Lamb..

“Dear me ! said Coker. “Thd I
barge you, sir? So sorry! Help me
lnc'k up his things, you chaps !

Coker picked up Mr, Lamb's bag.
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He immediately dropped it again, on
Mr. Lamb's foot.

“Oh, my poodness ! ejaculated the
Pet Lamb.

Tho carriageful of juniors grinned.
Lamb seemed not to have the faintest
kuspicion that Coker had backed into
him on purpose, and that he had

intentionally dropped the bag on his.

foot. )

“It's rotten to rar a chap like
that!” eaid Bob Cherry. “He's too
jolly innocent !

“The innocence is  terrific!™ re-
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“ Lot him rip, my csteoemed Smithy !

“Rot!” answered the Bounder.

He jumped ont of the carviage and,
with a sudden barge, sent Coker of
the Fifth spinning. Then he grabbed
up bag, umbrella, and ‘rug.

“*Please get into onr carriage, sir !”
said Smithy.

The Lamb blinked at him.

“Thank yon very mmeh, Vernon-
Smith " he bleated,  “I shall be
very glad, if there iz room

“‘I'ons of room, gir! XTush np, you
fellows 17

Harry Wharton & Co. dutifully
pushed up, to make room.

The Lamb was so unsuspicious, and
g0 docile, that they felt quite kindly
towards him. Really, there was no
room in that carriage, but they made
room sgomchow. ©On their own
acconnt, they would have allowed the
Lamb to wander past that carriage;
but now that he was coming in, there
was nothing for well-mannpered fel-
lows to do, but to make the best of
it politely.

'Lhere was an  indignant squeak
from Billy Bunter, as he was shoved,
pressed, and sgueczed into hardly
more than room for one.

The fat ornament of the Greyiriars
Remove required space; moreover,
Bunter had o jam tart in his overcoat
weket, to devour on the journey; and
it seemed probable that all this push-
ing, pressing, and sgucezing would
hove o deteriorating effiect on that
jam tart.

But Bunter's sgucaks passed un-
hceded.

Pushing, shoving, and squeczing,
the juniors made room for Mr. Lamb
—ledwing and Bob Cherry standing,

Mr. Lamb got in, and sat down.

The Bounder was following him in,
when Coker, having finished spinnings
across the platform, eame back with
a rtush. He grabbed Yoraon-Smith
by the shoulder.

“You barged me!” roared Coker.
“By gum, I'll let you know whether
a Remove fag can barge s Fifth
Form man! T'll jelly well—

ﬂ"hmﬁ”
Mr. Lamb's bag, in Smithy's hand,
swung round, and interrnpted Coker,
banging on the spot where Horace
Coker had packed sway a good brenk-
fast that morning

Coker spluttered, staggered back,
and eat on the platform.

“Man down!™ prinned Boly Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Vernon - Smith clambered in,
jammed the bag on the rack over Mr.
Lamb’s head, and lifted the rug, as
if to place it with the bag. Instead
of which, e let it fall on the Lamb’s
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head, enveloping him suddenly, and
causing lim to disappear almost
completely from sight.

“Oh crumbs |” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, Liat” :

“Btop it, Sinithy, you ass!”

“Oocoogh!” came purgling from
under the rug "E[y goodncess !
Woogh! What is bhappening? I
am—oogh—suffocating—-"

“Ha, ha, ha [

Mr. Lamb struggled wildly under
the enveloping rug.

Vernon-Smith rendered immediate
assistance, hut as his assistance took
the form of holding the rmp jammed
tlown over Lamb’s head, it was not
of much uso to the art master.

“Ooogh!  Wooogh!  Urrgoh!”
came from the gasping, wriggling
Lamb.

“Ha, ha, bha!*

“Chuck it, Smithy I

*Cheese- it, you ass!"

“'Nuff's nas goc:d as a feast,
Smithy !. Btop it!"”

“My cstecraed Smithy——-7

“Ha, ha, ha I
. The juniors conld not help laugh-
ing. Therc was somcthing absurd in
the hapless Lamb E.tmgig!ing and
wriggling under that enveloping rug,
unaware that 8mithy was bafling all
hiz efforts to get it off. Still, most
of tho fellows in the earriage thonght
that it was rather vough on the
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innocent Lamb, and they called on

Smithy to chuek it.

“Oh dear! Oh, my pgoodness!
Pleage help me!” bleated the Lamb,
under the rug, “This is very, very
uncomfortable! Dear me! I do not

secm to be able to get this rug off I

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

The enveloping rug tossed like a
stormy sca, as the Lamb struggled to
get it off. Ono arm euddenly fHew
out from under it, and the hand on
that arm came into sudden and
violent contact with the Bounder's
grinning facc.

“mack !

“Yoo-hoop !” wyelled the Bounder,
taken quite by surprise, and he went
over, headlong, among a jungle of
legs and feet.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the crowd of
juniors inm the carringe. That un-
oxpeceted outcome of Smithy’s rag
struck them as the funniest part of
it. They yelled.

No longer assisted Smithy, Mr,
Lamb got the rug off lus head, With
a crimson face, and his gold-rimmed
glasses aslant on his nose, he blinked
breathlessly at the laughing juniors.

“0Oh, my goodness ! he exclaimed.
“I am quite out of breath. I think
I knocked my hand on somcthing——"

'"H'Hlll hn' hﬂ!"

“1 have hurt palm—I think I
gtruck something hard—"

3

“Ha, ha, ha!" ghricked the
Removites.

Thero was no doubt that the Lamb
had struck something hard. Whether
hiz palm was hurt or not, there was
no doubt that Smithy’s nose was.

Vernon-Smith sat :3) dizzily amid
countless fect, pgasped, and clapped
his hand to his nose, which felt as if
it had been driven into his head like

a8 n?}.il.1 ’
i i i ]
!uw. ¢ pasped. Oh gad!
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The ecarriage deor slammed, and
the train rolled out of Lantham
Junction.

Mr. Lamb folded his rug over his
knces, and settled down comfortably
in his corner seat.

Smithy scrambled to his feet, his
hand still to his nose. The Bounder
liad rather a prominent nose, and it
had eaught that sudden smack fair
and square. It was red as a peony,
fairly glowing, and it had a pain in
it. The crowd of juniors were grin-
ning ; but Smithy, as he squeezed into
o seat, did not grin. Smithy, who
had started it, was the omnly fellow
now who was not amnsed by that rag
on the Pet Lamb!

[ _Nmm———

TROUBLE ON THE TRAIN!

¢ T SAY. you fellows—-"
“8Shut up, Bunter!”
“Bhan't!” roared Bunter.
“@Give a fellow room! I've got to
gt somethine out of my pocket !

The fat Owl of the Remove
squirmed.

He was wedged between Johany
Bull and Peter Todd, He had, as he
had stated, hardly room to breathe,
and no reoom at all to get anything
out of his overcoat pocket. Ho could
not even get his podgy paw into the
pocket, let alome cxtract the jam
tart therefrom.

The train was approaching Red-
clyffc Station, where it was pgoing
to stop. That was half-way to Grey-
friats—and Bunter wanted to get
%‘oing on that jam tart., It was the
ast item in a sticky nuxi\ply he had
brought from home. But he squirmed
in wvain,

“Will you give a fellow room?®"
he hooted.

“Better stand up to it, old fat
man ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“Stop sticking your silly elbotr into
my ribs!” growled Johnny Bull.

“Beast!” gasped Bunter.

Bunter did not want to stand up
to it. When Billy Bunter was aittill:ilg
down he never wanted to stand up.
did not sce why other fcllows could
not stand up and give him the seca-
room he needed. However, the other
fcllows did not stand up, so the fat
Owl jerked himself to his feet.

Then, at long last, he was able to
extract the jam tart.

Bunter had feared that all the

neezing and shoving might have
deleterious effects on his last tart. His
fears were well founded, He blinked

in deep wrath and dismay at the
object he dragged out of his overcoat
pocket.

Sticky lining came out—and stiek-
Tae Macxer Lisniny.—No. 1,665
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ing to the sticky lining was what had
once been & jam tart. There had been
paper rouud if, but the paper had
squeezed off, Most of the jam had
squeezed off, too, and the tart itself
was reduced to ulp—in which was
mixed and mingled all the dust and
flufi that had accumulated in Bunter’s
pocket ever since he Lad becn the
possessor of that overcoat.

“0Oh erikey ! ejaculated Bunter, as
Le blinked at the squashed, dusty,
unreecognisable tart through his g
spectacles.

“What on carth’s that?” asked
Frank XNugcent, sataring at the
horrible object.

“It’s my tart !"” howled Bunter.

“0h, my hat! Is that a tart?”
cjaculated Bob Cherry. “ Don't offer
it to me, old chap !

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“It's my last taxt—the only one 1
had left!” howled the fat Owl
“Now look at it! I can’t eat it now !

“*Chuck it out of the window 1" said
Harry Whartoy, laughing, “ Even you
souldn’t scoff that, oter! Bure it
ever was o tayt?

"It was a lovely tart!” wailed
Bunter, “A scrumptious jam tart!
Now I can’t cat it! I say, Toddy,
you've got some toffee—I saw you get
it out of the machine at Lautham!
I sav, I'll swop this tart for your
toffee.”

“Will you?" gasped Peter Todd.

“I will, old chap——"

“I havdly think so,” contradicted
Peter. My idea is that you won't.”

“I say, ¥¢u fellows, it was a jolly

tart ! said Bunter, blinking
round at the juniors. “It's pot a
bit sguashed, bat it's all right, really,
and if any fellow would like it, T°'I}
swop it.”

“Don’t all speak af once!” said
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, lia, ha ™

Perhaps Bunter did not quite ox-
wet to har a swop for that tart!
hurtaiuly, there was no fellow in the
curriage who would have takep it as
a pitt, ‘The mere sight of it, in its
‘n-mant state, produced qualms, No-
)aady would have swopped an anisecd
ball for that taxt! But, guite wu-
expectedly, Herbert  Vornon-Smith
rave a nod as Bunter's blink came
round to lim,

“Take o packet of bhutterscoteh for
it, Bunter#” he asked,

“Yes—yes, rather!” snid the fat
Owl cagerly. “It's yours, Smithy,
old man! Where's the hutterscotch 7

The Bounder produced a packet of
butterscotel,  The juuiors simply
stared at him. That Smithy had the
remotest, faintest intention of cating
that tart was iwmpossible. It made a
follow almaost ill to ook at it. Even
Bunter, who conld cat almost any-
thing, jibbed at it.

Sp what Smithy wanted it for was
rather a mystory.

But it seemed that he did, for he
handed over o packet of bhutterscotch
to the fat Owl in exchanee for the
dilapidated tart.

He fook it in rather a ginperly
manuner.  Clearly, he did not like
handling that ghastly lump of eticky
pulp. But he took i,

Billy Buntcr wedged himself back

Tue AMacxrr LiBnany.—No. 1,665,

THE MAGNET

in his scat, happily, with a large
mouth packed to capacity with
butterscotel.

Vernon-Smith sat holding the tart,
regarding it with a thonghtful look,
the other fellows watching him
curiously. It was plain that the
Bounder was up something,
though they did not know what—for
assurcdly lie was not going to eat

that tart.
“Too far oome; TI'm  afraid,”
“I'd better

he romarked at last.
chuck it out of the window, I think,”

“Much  better!™ said Harry
Wharton.

“The botterfulness is terrific, my
esteemed  Smithy!™  said Hurree
Jamscet Ram Singh. “And the
sooncrfulness the quicker !

Vernon-8mith rose to his feet and
moved towards the window—the
window heside which Mr. Lamb sat,

Then the diuninrs gucssed why he
Lhad swopped butterseoteh for that
tart—it was intcuded for the Pet
Lamb! :

Smithy's nose was red and sove.
Smithy did not like a joke turning
against himself; he disliked it very
much. IIe was going to get his own
Ei;k now—with Buuter's dilapidated

rt.

“Smithy !” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton. “Look here—*

Lamb might be an ass, but he was
a master, and it was expected that
he would be taking the Remove again
that term, as Mr. Quelch was still
away from the gchool, Bo he was, for
the time, Smithy’s Form-master.

And bunging a sticky chunk of &

jammy p‘tﬁp on a Form-master was
altogether too thick—in the opinion
of the captain of the Remove.

Smithy did not heed his remon.
astranee; Smithy never heeded when
his wilful mind was made up.

He reached the window, contrived
to stumble over Nugent's fect, and
fell against Mr, Lamb,

uash !

His lhand, with the tart in it,
ﬁlapﬁl fairly in the middle of the
Pet Lamb’s features! That horrible,
sticky mass was plastered over the
f:ml;} ?E the 1{::-' ’Fnﬂtli:pend .

“Oh crumbs ! pas erry.

“Oh, my hat!”

“8o sorry, sir!” execlaimed Smithy,
as he righted himself, “My foot
$ii£pm].! Can’t you k-.wg) your feet
out of a fellow's way, Nugent?”

The juniors gazed at Mr. Lamb. If
he took this, and allowed it to pass
as an accident, he was not merely an
inpccent Lamb, but a blithering 1diot,
in the opinion of the Removites. All
the fellows thought that the reck-
less Bounder had gome too far this
time—no fellow could expect to get
by with this.

For a moment the Lamb clawed at
jam and pulpy pastry plastered on
1is face and his glasses, the juniors
watching him breathlessly, en he
lcaped up, crimson with rage under
the stickiness on his face.

Sticky plaster could not hide that
expression. It was quite startling
and alarming. The Hemove fellows
remembered that last term  the
docile Lamb had shown one or two
flashes of a ficrce tewper, quite out of
keeping with his usual lambp-like

ways. It was evident that Smithy
had overdone it this fime.

In o moment the Lamb’s grasp was
on Vermon-Smith. Holding him b
the collar with his leit, the Lam
smacked his head with his right—
again and again, and with such force
that the smacks rang through the
carrage like pistol-shotas.

Smack, smack, smack!

“Oh! Stoppit!” roared Verhon-
Smith, in rage and amazement,
stroggling in  the Lamb’s grasp.
“Stoppit, will you?”

Smack, smack, emack, emack !

The Bounder struggled mvngt:}f.
Up to that moment, Smithy would
have said unhezitatingly that he wou
as strong as the Lamb, and that the
man conld not have handied him. But
he found out his mistake now! The
orip that was on Lis collar was like
iron—and the Bounder, who was
musenlar emough, struggled in vain
to break away. In amazement, he
realised that he was a mere infant in
the art master’s hands.

H“mack, smack, smack?

“Mr. Lamb! e¢xelaimed Harry
Wharton breathlessly.

“mithy had as for it—begged
for it! But smacking a fellow’s head,
capecially in that savage way, was
unknown at Greyfriars, and it almost
horrified the other fellows in the
earriage. ‘The captain of the Remove
felt bound to intervene.

Lamb did =mnot heed Lim. He
emacked anft smacked and smacked,
his eyes glinting rage over his sticky
lasses.

“Leavo po, will you elled the
Bounder. “¥’1l hack your shins !”

Smack, smack, smack !

With a jerk and a jolt, the train
stop in Hedelyffe Station, ‘Lhen,
as if recalled to himself, Mr. Lamb
censed to smack the yelling Boun-
der’s head. He threw Vernon-Smith
away from him—again with un-
vxpected strength,

The Bounder sprawled over Whar-
ton and Boh Cherry’'s knces, and
they caught him, to keep him from
rolling to the floor.

Mr. Lamb did not speak, He
eaught up his rug and umbrella,
grabhed his bag down from the rack,
and stepped out of the carriage to the
platform. Terhaps he was going to
vet 4 much-needed wash before he
contipned en his way to G rinrs.
Anyhow, he went, and a porter shut
the deor again.

Vernon-Smith tottered to a scat and
almoet collapsed into it. He was
dizzy, dazed, his head spinning.

Tom Redwing caught his arm and
steadied him. The train rolled out of
Redclyfie—the Bouander panting and

14
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panting and panting, his eyes
flaming,

“By gum!” gaid Bob Cherry.
“What a little tiger! The Lamb's

got
it ri
“The brute!” said Redwing indig-

nantly. “He had no right to pit

a temper, you men, when he lets

jar

into Smithy like that!”
“It wae over the limit and wuneo
mistake!” gaid Harry Wharton,

“Quelch would take a fellow’s skin
off for a jape like that—but smacking
a fellow's head in that style——=2



“I'l make him eorry for it!"
breathied the Bounder.

The other fellows did not answer
that. Neither did Vernon-Smith sprak
aeain, Till the train ran into Court-
ficld, he sat rubbing a dizzy and
aching head, with a black and bitter
brow, in the blackest temper ever.

TAXI!

6t HAT about a taxi?” asked
Billy Buntcr.

“Finc!” agreed Bob

Cherry heartily. “You stonding it?”

“Oh! Yes! If—"

*Come on, then !”

The Famous Five, grinning, walked
along the platform at Courtiicld
towards tho cxit. Billy Bunter relled
after them.

Most of the {fellows  were
heading for the otlier platform, to
take &m local train to Friavdale,
where the school omnibus waited to
convey them on to Greyfriars,
Fellowa with moncy to bnrn some-
times got out at Courtficld to take a
taxi, instead of going on in the local
train. Billy Bunter vastly preferred
a toxi.

Harry Wharton & Co. had no money
to burn, and certainly hind no idea of
cxpending their supplics of that
necessary article, cash, in taxicabs. It
was & fine, frosty day, aud they were
going to walk from Conctlicld, across
the common, to the school, Still, if
Billy Bunter stood a taxi, they were
mmf to pack into it—if Bunter
wsmi»& them to! They doulied very
much whether Bunter was going to.
It was much more probable that
Bunter would discover a sudden and
unexpected shortage of cash when 1t
came to taking that taxi.

The Famous Five emereed into
Courtfield Hiph Strect, with the fat
Owl of the Remove rolling on
behind

There was no taxi to be scen on the
rank ; taxicabs were fewer, in days of
petrol rationing, and any that had
Decn available had already been
snapped up by wealthier fellows than
the mous Five. ‘That, however,
did not matter much to the chums of
the Remove, ag they had no inteation
wlhatever of taking a taxi—muuless in
the extremely unlikely event of
William George Bunter standing the
B M.

A car stood by the pavement, with
a chauffeur standing by it like a
ramrtod.

The Famons Five glanced at the
car, and, rather curiously. at the
chauffenr.

They knew Dr. Locke's car. But
they did not know the chauffeur. It
sccmed that their leadmaster had
engaged a new chauflfenr since they
‘im% oft Grevfriars for the Christmas
helidays.

He was a rather lean man, with
black hair. and o somewhat olive-
tinted complexion, which gave him
a slightly foreign look. He stood by
the cor. looking fowards the station
entrance. and taking no uotice of the
juniors—though his eyes rested on
them for a moment.

EVERY SATURDAY

“This way, you [fellows!
Buntor.

H:E]l :__'..“-J_

o Hﬂﬂrﬂ a 'L"'-IIi I.u

“Qh, my hat ™

At the distance, across the pave-
ment, the Head’s ear was o taxi to
the short-sighted Owl of the Remove.

Bunter tolled acress to it, the
Famous Five staring after him.

e gavo the lean, ramrod-like
chawffeur o poke in the ribs.

gaid

The chauffour gave a gasp at that’

sudden and uncxpected assault, and
stared round—and down—at Bunter.
“What—" liec began.

“Greyfriars School!” said Bunler.

1) I.:ll ?:l

“Gireyfriars School !
fellows,
taxi—"

“Ila, La, ha!” welled the Famous
Fire.

A slow prin dawned on the face of
the lean chaufienr, who was staring
blankly at Bunter.

“Blessed if I sce anything to
cackle at!” ra&apmt Bunter. *Como
on—or somelody clse will bog this
taxil”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I believe old Prout’s coming out,
and ten to one he will wang a taxa |¥
exclaimed Buunter. “This is the oculy
one here——"

“Hn, La, ha ™

“Will you shut up cackling, and

t in?" hooted Buntcer. * 1We shall

oso this taxi, at this rate. I'm
standing it, if that’s what you're
worrying about. It's omly five bob
to the school. You fellows can lend
moe o bob each, till we get in—1I can’t
nai; the driver to change a five-pound
note.”

“Ha, ha, ha!'” shricked the Famouns
Five.

Even yet it did not scom to have
dawned upon the fat Owl that the
Head's car was not a taxicab, and
that the Head’s ncew chaufieur was
not a taxi-driver. The chums of the
Remove wondercd how long Bunter
would be in making that discovery.

“I sny, you fellows, are you getting
in or not?” howled Buutor.
“Not!” chockled Bob Cherry.

“The notfulness is  terrific!™
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I suppose you can lend me a bob
cach ! snorted Bunter "The man
wouldn’t be able to changoe a fiver for

E‘J‘J

“Oh, we'll clange it for you,
old ¢hap, beforo we start!™ said Bob.
“Cough it up!™

“Qb, I—I forgot—I left my
wallet at home ! said Bunter hastily,
“Just before I come away, I went
into the blué drawing-room, and left
it on the gmm:l piano, and—and
forgot to pick it up again. Ysuppose
you can lend me a Lob all the same,
can’t you?”

Bob shook his head.

“Can’t be done!”™ he answered.
“1 left all my bankuotes in the pink
bondoir—"

“Qh, don’t be an nss! TIIaven't
you got & ten-shilling note?”

“I left all my ten-shillim, wotes in
the terra-cotta dining-room."

L13 Hﬂ'| hal h-ﬂ !N

1 say, you
come on—I1've bagged a

5

“You silly idict! Look here,
Wharton, you—-="

“Borry!"” said the captain of the
Hemove, shaking his head. I left
all my gold and notes in the mauve
music-room."

“Ha, hn, ha!”

“Look here, Prout will be out in a
minute, nnd he will want this taxi—
it's the only one here!” howled
Bunter., “Tumble in, and I'll scttle
at the school. I remember now, I've
got a fow half-crowns in my—my
waisteont pocket, but I can’t get at

them with this eoat on! Come on!
Jump in [*

“Wo'll jump in, if the driver will
Iet us !” grinned Bob.

“Eh? I supposc he wonts a fare,
ps he's han ing about here. Don't
be an ass ! s not cngaged I
“How do you know? He may be
cagaged, or married, for all you
kuow !

“You silly chump !” yelled Bunter.
“Gct in, before old Pompous comes
rolling out and bags this taxi!™

“Better ask the driver first1”
chortled Bok, “Will you take us to

rinls, my man?’

e lean chauwffeur scemed to have
a rather wooden and expressionless
face. HE: had been atmu!ling like n

ven image before the Remove
cllows arrived. But lo scemed to be
deriving cntertainment from this
little scene, and his wooden face Lad
relaxed into a grin,

“Sorry, seir, ean't boe done!"™ Le
answered.

“Look here, that's rob ! cxelaimed
Buntcr Lotly. “You're bound to
tako passengers. You fellows get in,
and he'll jolly well have to take us!
I'm Tjulij' well getting in, T koow
that ™

“You howling ass!™ reared Boh.
“Can’t you sce that that’s the Head's
car ¢

“ Eh

“Dr. Locke's ear, you fathead !”

“'Tain’t I” hooted Bunter. "If it
was the Head’s car, it would be the
Head’s chauffenr, and I've never scen
that chap before !

“Looks like a now one,” enid Bob.
“Perhaps the Head got him in a
Christmas cracker. Anyhow, it’s the
Biﬁ Beak's car!”

illy: Bunnter furncd his big
spectacles on the ear. On a close
inspection, even the Owl of the Re-
move discerned that it was not a
taxicab.

“Oh!™ he ejacunlated,  “Blow ™
He blinked at the lean man. " You
the old bean’s chauffeur ?” he asked.

“I am Dr. Locke’s chauffeur, sir,”
answered the lean man quietly,

“What's your name?

“John Robinsoun, sir!"

“You weren't at Greyfriars last
term £ said Bunter, blinking at him.

“No, sir. Williams was called up,
and I have taken his place.”

“Well, look here, if you're

o {gaing
G,

you can give me a lift " aaid

Bunter. *I'll stand you half-a-

crown! I say, you fellows, one of
can lend me half-a-erown I*

Mr, Prout, the master of the Fifth
kwem, came out of the station. He
had a puszgled and rather annoyed
look on his face. At the sight of the
Macngr LiErany.—No. 1,665
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group of juniors he called to them.

“Wharton, have you scem My,
Lamb? You remember My, Lamb,
the new drawing master? I think he
took the Remove for a week or two
last term in Mr. Quelch’s absence.
You would know him?"

“0Oh, ¥es, sir!”

"“He was to come by this train,”
zaid Mr. Prout. “I caunot find him
ou the platform, and the Head’s car
is waiting, Have you scen him?¥

“He got out at Redelyffe, sir.”

“Bless my soul! Why
gob out at Nedelyfie?” cexelaimed
Mr, Prout cressly. *“Are you sure
he ot out at Redelyfie, Wharton #7

“Yes, siv: he was in our carriage.”

“Extroordinary ' said Mr. FProut.
“Well, if Mr. LEamb got out at
Redelyle, it is uscless to wait for
him ¥ DProut rolled acress the pave-
meut. “Dear me! I have not scen
vou before, my man

“T am Dr. Locke’s new chauffeur,
sir, My mame iz Robinson !”

“Dear me! I was unawarc that
Dr. Locke had cngaged a new
chauffcur, Mr. Lamb will not be
coming now till the next train.
That will e holf an honr. TYou had
better drive to the school !

Prout rolled into the ear and sat
down. That e¢ar, evidently, wns at
the station to mect Mr. Prout aud
Mr. Lamb, and couvey them to Grey-
friars.

* Very said  John
Robinson. ‘

Billy Bunter blinked in e¢xaspera-
tion after that ear as the Head's
pew chauffeur drove away up Court-
field High Strect. Then he blinked
rounid at the Famous Five—and had

zood, sirl”

a view of five backs. The chums of P

the Remove were starting.
“I say, 7vou fellows,”

Bunter, “hold en! We shall

taxi if we wait Tong cuough?
Boly Clierry looked round,

howled
get o

“8till standing that taxi?” le
asked.

“Eh? Oh, yes!”

Billy Bunter was quite prepared to
stund the taxi, if he could get Harry
Wharton & Co. into one! When

thz taxi arvived at the school, some-
hody would have to pay the driver.
I+ couldn’'t be Buuter, because
Bunter hadn’t any money! So i
would have to be somehody else.
Buutcr did not mind who clse it was.
All Bunter was particular about was
gefting a taxi! ;

“Well, that's a good offer, you
men,” said Bob. “If Bunter's soing
to staud a taxi, why shouldn’t we
have a Lift?"

“Oh, don't be a goat'” pgrunted
Johuny Bull, *“Bunter's uot going
to stick me for a taxi fare. T know
that !

“That's all right. Bunter’s stand-
me the taxil” said Bob cheerily.
"We'll start walking, Bunter

l-lE'h _jﬂ'

“Youw'll overtake us in your taszi.”

“What "

“And we'll hop in! Don't forget
to give us a hail when you pass us
i the road Come on. you men '

“Ha, ha, ha!®?

The Famous Five went off at a
wrisk pace.
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Billy Bunter glared after them
with & glare that alwmost endangered
his spectacles,

“Beasts ! he roarcd.

The Famous Five chuckled, and
disappeared. They did not quite
expect to he overtaken by Bunter in
a taxi. Billy Bunter was not likely
to engage that tazi om his lonely
own—aud faec the drviver at Grey-
frinrs.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked awny
cieerily by the road over the common,
and, as they expected, they arvived
at the school without bong over-
token hy a fat Owl in a taxi!

— ey

A SPOT OF VENTRILOQUISM !

i EAST!” owmured Billy
B Buuter,
Mr., Lamb came ont of

Courtfield Statiom.

More than half an hour had passed
since Harry Wharton & Co. had
departed,

Bunter waa still there,

The fat Owl had rather landed
himself in a serape, Having lost the
local train to Friardale, he conld not
go on Ly train. He could not walk
—not if he could help it, at all
events. Twe or three ﬂmﬁty taxis
came back to the rank, and the fat
Owl eyed them longingly; but he did
not wventure to call one. It was
rather oo risky on his own. Billy
Bunter knew how unpleasant a faxi-
driver could be when his fare was
not forthcoming—Buuter bad been
tlhicre before, so to speak.

But there was always a chance of
icking up a lift from some wealthicr
fellow who was cabbing it

Coker, Polter, and Greene of the
Fifth came out and took o taxi, pass-
ing unhceded a fat, appealing squenk
from Buuter. Temple, Dabney, and
I'ty of the Fourth did the same,
but they ouly smiled when Bunter
requested o lift; Fry, however,
promising him a lift if cver he
travelled in a ten-ton lorry, which
he stated might bear Bunter’s weight
at a pinch! The fat Owl was lcfd

‘disconsolate.

Then, at lemeth, another train
having come in, Mr. Lamb appearcd
in the offing.

Bunter blinked at him without
much hope,

The Head’s car having long since
gone, Lamb had to take a taxi, or
walk from Courtficld to the school,

Bunter had neck emough to asrk a
master to give him a [ift, Lut Te
doubted the result. Lamb had been
in a torrifie rape when he got omt
ut Redelyfie, owing to the Bounder's
reckless jape with the squashed jom
tart; morcover, Lamb was a beast,
anyhow, according to Bunter. Bunter
had had a sample of his uncertain
temper last term.

Mr. Lawmb bkad taken up his pest
as art master at Grevfriars on the
same day that Mr Quelch, the
master of the Remove had dis-
appeared. The Head had been very

cascd and relieved te find that
Eam‘h was capable of takire a Form
and Lamb had

as  Form-master,

taken 1he Remove in  Queleh's
absence,

But, doeile as the Lamb scemed—
numercifully as he was ragged, and
casy-going as he was in comparison
with Quelch—he had twice allowed
his uncertain fomper to get the
npper hand, and ner and Billy
Buuter had beth had the benefit of
it in the shape of cxtremely scvere
whaoppings,

Skinner’s whopping' did not matter
much, but Bunter’zs did—at least,
from the fat Owl's point of viow.
Bunter had not forgotten that territie
w'lmppmg, andd he regarded Lamb
with a doubtfnl and distrustful oye.
_ Xine times iu tem, Lamb could be
impbsed on to any extent; but the
tenth time he might cut up un-
expeetedly rusty. Really, old Quelch
himscH was preferable: a fellow, at
least, Encw what to expect from
Quelch.

Mr. Lowh was net loocking wory
nmiable as he came out. Perhaps he
Iad not quite recovered from the
Bounder’s jape, or—though it did
uot pecur to Bunter—perhaps he was
not go careful to keep up his outward
aspect of docile amiability when
there were mno Greyfriara fellows
about to sce him,

He did not notice the fat juniov
hanging akbout, as he crossed the
pavement from the station entrance
and signed te a taxi.

“Beast ! murmured Bunter, for
the socond time,

He hesitated. But, after all, Lamb
could not eat him. He could only say
10, at the worst, if Bunter asked him
for a Lift.

S0 the fat junior rolled after
Lamb, and squeaked:

“I eay, sir—excuse me, sir—""

The Pet Lamb glanced round ot
him, His brows contracted a little.
Hc really did not seem to like
Bunter—ar to be pleased to see him,
His look was not encouraging. How-
ever, Bunter zqueaked om: :

“T—I—TI"'ve lost the train, sir—"

“Indeed 1 gaid Mr. Lamb. *There
are later traine, I think, Bunter!
Youw had better 2o into the station.”

“I—I—I thonght perhaps you'd
give me a lift to the gchool in—in
your taxi, sir!” ventured Bureter.

Mz, Lamb gave him a look. He did
not anewer, but turned Lis back on
the fat junior, and took no farther
notice of him,

Billy Bunter was not quick on the
nptake; but he was able to gather
from this that Lamb did not intend
to give him a lif{ in his taxi.

Hce plared at the art master's back
throwgh his big spectacles. Bunter
would have enjoyed barging him off
the pavement inte the slush in the
road at that moment. The Boundei
was quite rockless emough to have
done so; bt Billy Buanter was not.
He only glared.

Then the fat junior gave a little
fat congh. Any Remove fellow wlo
had heard Buuter give that fat
aurgle would have guessed that some
of Buuter's ventriloguism was

Guming}:!

But Mr, Lamb, being new to Groy-
friars, had mno knowledge of that
peculiar gift of the fat Owl of the



“ 1 have looked in with a message from Queleh——'' execlaimed Mr. Prout.
“* What did you say ? *' he exclaimed.

an emphatic start.

Remove, Certainly, from his know-
ledge of Bunter, he would not have
supposed him capable of wventrilo-
quism or of anything elsc,

Billy Bunter's little round ecyes
gleamed vengefully through his big,
round spectacles. He hadn't the
nerve to barge Lamb as the Bounder
might have done; but he had his own
ways of getting his own back,
lgften and often had Billy Bunter
made himself obnoxious with his
peculiar ventriloguial  gift, and
Lamb, who knew nothing about it,
was an easy vietim,

“Gurrerrggh!” came a  swdden,
startling growl, almost under Mr.
Lamb's fect. Bunter put up that
life-like imitation of a savage dog’s
angry growl in a really remarkable
way.

Mr. Lamb jumped.

Heo jumped a good yard. Then he
stared round, over his gold-rimmed
rlasges, for the prowling dog upon
which ho fancied that he must have
almost stepped.

Eilly Bunter backed away a pace
or two, grinming.

Lamb was alarmed and astonished,
Ile had heard that alarming growl;
but he could not sco the dog that had
uttered it. That, really, was not sur-
prising, as no dog was there.

He stared, startled and puzzled,
and then glanced at Bunter.

“Did you sce that dog, Bunter?”
he asked.

Bunter blinked nt him.

“What dog, sir?"” he asked.

i “ﬁ.ﬂ; dog growled, almost under my
'ﬂ{: .J!

EVERY SATURDAY

in the school ! **

“Did it, eir? I'm rather short-
gighted,” said Bunter cheerfully. “I1
didn't see the dog, sir!”

The taxi drew. up to the kerb, and
the driver opened the door.

Mr. Lamb, evidently greatly
puzzléd about that mysterious dog,
stepped towards it.

urrrrrer !

A prowling snarl came from the
interior of the taxicab.

Mr. Lamb, lifting a foot to ste
in, started back so snddenly that he
slipped on the pavement and
stumbled over—the taximan catching
him as he went.

“Bteady on, sir!” said the taxi-
man, in surprise. He scemed to have
an impression that his farc had been
drinking. :

“Take that dog out of the cab!”
snapped Mr. Lamb angrily. As usual,
when Mr, Lamb’s temper was ex-

cited, his outward amiability
quccd from him hike a cloak.
“Wot dog, sir?”

“There is a doe in the cab—-"
“There ain't, sic!" sald the as-
tonished driver. “No dogs in my

cab, sir!l”

“Are vou deaf:” mmrpurl Me.,
Lamb. “Did you mnct hear him

rowl?”

“I "eawrd a growl, sir; but it wasn't
in my cab——"

“It was! Look!™

The taxi-dreiver, convinced by this
time that the little gcut.lnman in the
rlasses had been drinking, bent in-
side the taxi and looked. He knew
that there was no dog there, what-

“* Are you mad ?

The art master gave
Mr. Quelch is not

ever Mr., Tamb might chioose to say.
Howover, he looked.

“Therc ain't no dore there, sir!®
he said, as he emerged. “It's all
right, siv. You step in, sir!  I'll
give you a "and !

“I do not reguire assistance in
stepping into a_cab!” snapped Mr.
Yamb. “What do you mecanr”

“0Oh! Nothing, sir! Jest step 1o,
then, sir,” gaid the taximan gruftly.

Mr, Lamb ascanncil the interior of

P the cab suspicionsly. But there was

ne dog to be seen inside, and he put
a foot in.

“Hilly old donkey !” eame a voice
that was so cxactly like the grufi
tones of the taximan that Mr. Lamb
could not have the slightest doubt
that it was the driver who had
spoken.

The driver himself stared round,
wondering whether it was Bunter who
had uttered that uncomplimentary
remark, as there was no one else close
at hand.

But Mr. Lamb did not wonder. e
whirled round at the taximan with an

un%r% glare. : :
“What did vou say ¥ he exclaimed.
“ITow dare vou?" k i

“Eh? I didn't say nothing, sic "
said the man, stavine at him.  “Uhis
‘ere young cove, I think—"

Mr. Lamb was not likely to be-
liecve that, as the voice had been

cxactly like the taximan's, aud
nothing at all like Bunter's.

“Do not talk nonsense!?  he
snajped.

“ Lok "ere, wir, are vou taking {his
Tie Mucser Liseany.—No, 1,665,
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ere cab or not?” demanded the
man. “If you are, you get in.”
“Gurrrrg i came a deep, savage
rowl from the cab, behind Mg,-

mb, as le stared round at the
driver.

Mr. Lamh made a hurried jump
away from the door.

“Take that dog out of your cab!”
he roared,.

“There ain't no dory in the bloom-
m{; cab, as yon could see for your-
scli, if you was sober ¥ roared back
the taximan. “ It was some dorg in
the road——"

“Fool 2

“Look ‘ere, vou taking this ‘ere
eab or mot? I'll piek up another
fare casy enough, if yom ain’t, with
nﬁ'l_:u_::r]j else on the rank. Yes or
no -’

“You stupud blackguard, take that
dog out of the cab!” hooted Mr.
Lamb, quite out of temper now.

“That does it !" said the taximan,
and he slammed the door of the cab,
got into ks seat, and drove away.

Mr. Lamb glared after him. But
he did not want that cab—with a
vicious dog hidden somewhere in-
gide it.

There was no- other taxi on the
rank.

Breathing hard, Mr. Lamb started
to walk.

Billy Bunfer grinned.

Buunter  had enjoyed this  little
scene, if Mr. Lamb had not. Having
thus landed the Lamb with a walk to
the school, the fat ventriloquigt went
back into the etation to wait for a
train to Friardale. He had to wait

THE MAGNET

half an hour—aud it was cold and’

windy; but there was comfort in re-
flecting that he had made that beast,
Lamb, sit up !

BACK AT GREYFRIARS ]

L AY, big boys, I'm sure glad to
sen you back !

Fisher T. Figh of the RHe-
move made that remark as he in-
serted his bony face and lomg, thin
nose into Study No. 1 in the Remove.

Five fellows were in that study.
Study No. 1 belonged to Har
Wharton and Frank ugt-cnt ; but a
the Famous Five had gathered there,

to dispose of roasted chestuuts,

The January day was sharp and
cold and windy—a bitter wind from
the sea swept the old quadrangle,
howled round the ancient red chim-
ney-pots, and rattled the leafless
branches of the elms. A glowing fire
and baked chestnuts in the study were
very welcome on that freezing day.

“Trot in, Fishy, and help your-
self I eaid the captain of the Re-
move hospitably.

Fisher T. Fish was not, as a rule,
persona grata in that study. But it
wag the first day of term, and as the
chums of the Remove knew, Fish

ssed his holidays at the school.

ishy's chief occupation during the
hols was longing for the fellows to
come back and make things a little
moro lively.

Fishy jerked into the study, en-
econced his bony person om a corner
of the table, and helped himself to

When a Young Forger Goes
to School, the Sparks Fly!

Twa other Book-Tength school sfories
o will enfoy :
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rvoestauts. He was, as he had said,
glad to see the Famous Five. It was
a preat relief to Fishy to hear. the
buzz of voices, the slamming of
trunks and boxes, and the tramp of
feet in, the passages.

“Had ao& hols,
asked, with his mon

€ 'I'J_'h, j_'}rﬂt-tr
Wharton, *
Fiﬂ]lj ?-:u

Fisher T. Fish prunted.

“I'll say it was no catch!” he an-
swered. “Noo Yark's a bit too far
for the hols, especially with them
pesky submarines rooting abont, with
no respect for mootrale! T'm telling
you, that galoot Hitler does want his
pants kicked, for letting off his fire-
works at nootral ships. Why, a
nootral guy might as well be in the
pesky war as out of it, if nootrals
are going to be sunk all over the
pesky Atlantic,”

The juniors grinned,

As their own country was landed
in a war, they did not, na.tural]lj', foel
fearfully concerned about Pm?de who
were carefully Ekeeping outside it!
But Fisher T. Fish evidently rc-
garded it as a very great grievance
that “nootrals ™ could not carry on
as usual while belligerents were
knocking the stuffing out of one
another !

“I guess my voice has been getting
rusty,” went on Fisher T. Fish.
“Hardly a yooman face about the
shebang, while all the guys are away.
I figured that there would be some-
body to talk to when that ﬂ'} Lamb
horned in for a few days—Lomb was
here for a time in the holidays—you
remember that guy Lamb, who came
last term P

“Yes, we saw him in the hols, in
Surrey !” answered Harry Wharton.
“He mentioned that he had put in
some time at the school! Didn't you
find him good company?”

Suort from Fisher T. Fish.

“I'm telling yom, he shooed a gu
off like a chicken!” he answered.
“I’l1 mention that I was that hard up
for a galoot to chew the rag with I
went round to the garage sometimes

ol

2
f uIEuFE %

fair I said Harry
ow did yow get ou,

to chin with that chauffeur guy
Robinson v
“The Head’'s new shover!"™ said

Bob. “We gaw him to-day at Court-
field Station. Looks a decent chap—
bit '{:l:lr;mig[iplﬂﬂkin i e s {

“The dog-goned, all- . pesky
scallawag ! grunted Fisher T. %‘is‘h.
“He shooed me off from his garage,
jest like Lamb did from his study!
I'll say he was a stand-offish guy !”

The Famous Five chuckled. They
were not surprised to learnm that
neither Mr. Lamb nor John Eobinson
had had any yearning for the con-
versation that was bottled up in the
American junior in the holidays. If
they had given Fishy his head, his
conversation would probably have
been like the little brook inm the
poem, going on for ever.

“Well, fire away now, old bony
bean ' said Bob Cher Ei? “Tell us ail
the news, if any! card anything
about that jolly old cracksman who
was making things lively in these
sarts when we broke wup for

hristmas "



“8lim Jim !" said Fishy. “Jest a
fow! There was a burglary in
Courtlicld in the vac, and I pucss it
wag the same guy !”

“8o0 he's been sticking to busincss
in the hols?” said Frank Hugeil :
“When did that happen, Fishy?

“Middle of the wac,” answered
Figher T. Fish. “I heard Geslin
and. Trotter chewing the rag about it,
s I went to Lamb’s study to ask him
if he'd heard—I guessed mebbe he'd
like to hear. But would he chew the
rag <or even a minute or two? Nope!
He surc told me to go away and not
bother ! said Fisher T. Fish indig-
nantly.

“And so the poor dog had nonc!”
said Bob ﬂherrz sympathetically.

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Well, a guy wants to exercise his
chin a few, with all the pﬁﬁk?’
cabovdle away !” grunted Fisher T,
¥ish. “I opined that Lamb wonld
be interested.”

“1t happened while Lamb was here,

{len 2

“YE%_! Jeweller's shop in Court-
field High Street, so I hcered,”
answered Fisher T. Fish., "I'll eay
it's time they laid that hoodlum,
Slim Jim, by the heels. They sure
want an Amurrican detective over
here to help! I puess Blim Jim
wouldn't run on like he’s doing, on
the other side of the pond! Nope!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Eob
Cherry, as two Remove fellows passed
the deorway. “Trickle in, Smithy—
totter in, Reddy—chestnuts going !”

Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing
stopped and looked in. Thoe Bounder
was not looking good-tempered—prob-
ably not having yet gquite recovered
from that emphatic smacking of his
head on the train. But he nodded,
anid camg in with his chum.

“Queleh back?” he asked.

L83 E’D El?‘

“Then they haven’t found the old
hean ! said the Bounder. His oyes
glinted. " That means that Loamb
will take the Remove again this term
till old Quelch blows in.*

“I suppose so!"” said Harry, with
a rather uneasy look at the Bounder
vf Greyfriars. “Don’t start a foud
with the Pet Lamb, Smithy, because
of that row on the train., He was
rathor a brute, but you really did ask
for it, you know !”

“Y know! said the Bounder,
between his teeth. “But I never
asked Lamb to play at being a tame
rabbit, when he's pot o temper like
a tiger! I'll give him somcthing to
.'lmuse that temper of his again, before
ong."

“I'd let it drop, Smithy,” said
Tedwing,

“I know you would! I shan't,
theugh !” eaid the Bounder. “I'll
make that tricky rotter glad to have
done with the Hemove, by the time
old Quelch blows in again., I don’t
know what his game is, making out
that he's a soft, silly noodle that can
have hizs leg pulled to any extent—
when he's nothing of the kind, really.
I believe he's as sharp as a razor
under all that humbug.”

“The Lamb sharp?” grinped Bob
Cherry. “My dear man, you're
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g

“All spoof I grunted the Bounder.
“He's no fool, as I jolly well know
now. And he's got a temper like a
hoolizan I

“Well, what you did, yon knmew,
was—"

“Oh, rats ! growled Vernon-Smith.

“I say, you fellows!” camc a fat
aequcak, and Billy Bunter rolled into
the study. “I say, I'll have some of
those chestnuts !

Gobble, gobble, gobble!

“I say, has Lamb trickled in yet ?”
asked Bunter, in a muffled voice,
wlhen he had packed a large mouth

to cﬁam .

“Haven't seen him about yet.”

“He, he, he I eachinnated Buntor.
“Groogh! Hoooh! Ocogh!® The
fat Owl choked a Ilittle; his large
month, gcrhapa, being a little too
well packed. *Groogh! I say, you
fellows—— Ogh! I mcan, I was
going to say— Yurrrggh !

“Ha, ha, ha I*

“Blessed if [ sce anything to cackle
at! Woooooch! I say, you fcllows,
that beast Lamb had to walk from
Courtfield ! He, he, he!”

“You saw him therc?” asked the
Boeunder.

“He, he, he ! I jolly well pulled his
leg I chortled Bunter. *“I say, you
fellows, I made him believe there was
a savage dog in the taxi, and he
wouldn't get in! He, he, he! My
wonderful ventrilogquism, you know,
He, he, he 1™

“You've been springing your pott
ventriloquism on Lamb#" E::IHI'::;m
Bob.

“I've been springing my wonderful
ventriloguism on the beast, if that's
what you mean!” answered the fat
Owl. “You should have secn him
jump! He thought he had trodden on
u dog, you know, and it was going
to bite! He, he, he!”

The juniors laughed.

“By pgum!” said the Bounder.
*Bunter’s ventriloquial stunts are a
new ome on Lamb!” His oyes
gleamed. "By pum! That's how I®

“Rot !” said Harry Wharton. “Lct
the Lamb alone, 8mithy! He's all
right when he’s left alone !

“I'll leave him alone when I've

id him out for hammering at my
wad, the brute!” sgaid Herbert
VYernon-Smith. “Not before. And
Bunter's going to help! That fat ass
can’t do auytﬁing clse, but he can do
ventriloguism——m-=

“Oh, really, Smith "

“And Lamb isn’t wise to it, as
Cueleh was !” said Bmithy, “ We—"

There was a clang of a bell.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, that’'s for
roll I exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Come
on !”

It was the bell for sccond calling-
over that day.

The Remove fellows crowded ont of
the study to scamper down to Hall
and answer to their names—with one
exception.

Billy Bunter missed that roll.
There were still some chestnnta left
in the study, so, naturally, Bunter
was left, too!

STARTLING !

4 UELCH back:”
That question was asked
by every licmove fellow.
Mr. Quelch, the Remove master,
was not back for the term. Grey-
friars, for once, gathered for the new
term withont Henry Samuel Quelch
appearing in his accustomed place.
That Quelch was not back and was
not cxpected back was officially noti-
fied by a paper on the board in the
Head’s fist, which announeed that,
for the time being, the Benove would
be taken by Mr. Lamb.

That was not bad news to the
Removites. Plenty of them felt a
sympathetic concern for their old

orm-master who lhad been mys-
teriously kidnapped a couple of weeks
before the end of the previous term.
But there was no doubt that his sub-
gtitute, Lamb, had raled in the
Remove Form room with a lighter
hand than Quelch’s,

A many fellows looked
forward to an ensy time, with plea-
tiful ragging to relicve the monotony
of lessons, with the et Lamb in
charge,

Except for an oceasional outbreak,
the Lamb was the casicst master

ing. Skinner and Buntcr, who had
oth got on his wrong side last term,
eyed him with am:}l}icinus distrnst ;
and it was known that the Bounder
had a feud om, with Tamb as its
object. The rest of the Remove liked
him, more or less.

The fact that they rather liked
him, however, did not deter the enter-
prising spirits in the Form from
planning rags. Rags, to the rather
unreflecting junior mind, were more
cntertaining thav the acquisition of
knowledge.

In the morning, when the bell for
classcs  swmmoned the Greyfriars
fellowe to their Form-rooms, the
Remove gathered at their door, wait-
il:]g for Lamb to come aleng and
admit them.

Mr. Quelch had always been as
punctual as cleckwork. The Lamb
was 1ot g0 punctnal. Being an ark
master, perlm the Lamb had artistic
tendencies, which did not make for
methodical precision. He was known
to do pen-and-ink drawings in his
ﬁtl.lﬂ{ and had somctimes been so
decply occupied with the same that
hic had disregarded the sonnd of the
bell. It was rumoured in the Remove
that he sold drawings to the Press
and received cheques for the same,

: ::Jn. the first morning of term he was
ate.

Other Forms had all zone in, but
after tonl minutcs the Hemove were
gtill waiting at their door, and Mr.
Lamb had not arrived.

As it was an immemorial rule at
Greyiriars that no elass was bound
to wait more than fifteen minutes for
a master, the Removites were begin-
ning to hope that they were going to
Lave o free hour, when Mr. Lamb
came trotting up the corrider at last.

The Bounder eved him with o sar-
castic grin as he came. FPerhaps
Smithy kncw better than the other
fellows why Mr. Lamb was so late.

“Good-morning, good-morning, my
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bors!” bleated the Lamb. “Is the
Form-room door unlocked, Wharton 7?2
The head hoy of the Remove tricd
the handle.
“No, gir!” he answered.

“Has any 'l.)o'_gr here taken the key
from my study?” i
No answer, But there were grins

on many faces. Evidently the key
was missing and the Lamb had becn
looking for it; that was why he was
o late that mﬂrm:;ﬁ. o

The Lamb blinked at the junmiors
pver his gold-rimmed glasses. The
Lamb always seemed to look over his
rlasses, not througlh them. Perhaps

¢ required them only for close-range
work.

“Someone has taken away the
key ! he bleated. When the Lamb
was in hiz nsual amiable mood, his
voice was soft and propitious, and
rather reminded the fellows of the
bleat of a lamb. *“Come, come! If
this is a thoughtless joke, I will
excuse the boy if the key is given up
immediately—aflter all, this is our
first day. Come, comeé!”

Some of the juniers looked at
Smithy. They had a suspicion that
the Bounder could have told what
had become of that key.

Nobody nuswered, however,

The Lamb looked quite distresscd.
He had to pct his Form info the
Form-room, and he could not get
them in throngh a locked door.

“Come, come ¥ repeated the Lamb.
“We arc losing time. We are going
to work this term, my boys—we are

ing to work hard—"

“Arp wer" wmurmured Bolsover
major. _

“And we must not lose time,” went
on the Lamb. “I am surc such tricks
werc not played on Mr. Quelch when
he wos here™ :

The juniors grimned at the idea.
Henry Samuel Quelelh had not been
the kind of mastcr to have Lis leg
pulled.

Herbert Vernon-Smith cave the fat
Owl of the Nemove o nudge.

Billy Bunter replied with a fat
wink, and gave a litile, gurgling
cough,

Bob Cherry gave the fat Owl a
warning look. He knew what that
gurgle meant—some of Bunter’s veu-
triloquism was coming,

The next moment every fellow in
the corridor gave a jump as a well-
kunown voice eame—or appeared to
come—from tle locked Form-room.

It was wecks since the Remove had
seen their Form-master.  But they
had not forgotten Quelch—or his
voice !

Mr. Queleh’s voiee was distinetive.
Some of the fellows likened it to the
erinding of a particularly rusty saw.
Some thought it was more like the
bark of a rather savage mastiff. Any-
how, it was easily recognisable. And
now, most amazinglv, it proceeded
from the locked Form-room.

“Open that door at once! How
dare you lock me in the Form-room!
Do vou hear moc?!

There was o pasp of astonishment
from the Remove,

“Queleh !* stnttered Peter Todd.

*“He's come back !” gasped Skinner.

“That's Queleh ¥
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“He's in the Form-room !”

“Great pip !

One or two fellows, who were near
Bunter, sus what it really was.
Many a time had the fat ventrilo-
quist etartled his Form-fellows by
imitating the bark of the Remove
master, which lLe could de to per-
feetion.

But to most of the Remove crowd,
who had forgotten all about the fat
Owl’s ventriloguial trickery, it was
the woice of their missing Form-
master.

They stared in blank amazement at
the oaken door of the Remove room.
Quelch was there—they had no doubt
that he was there, apd it was utterly
amazing—in fact, nstﬂun&i¥.

“When did he come back?” pasped
Nugent.

* Nobody's seenn him——-"

“I say, you fellows, it's Quelch all
right I echuckled Billy Bunter. “He,
he, he! It's old Quelch !
ﬂﬂ};&m Lamb stood as if rooted to the

¥

Astonished as the Remove fellows
were, Mr. Lamb scemed more than
astomished. The colour was wavering
in his face.

“Mr. Quelch—here™ The words
dropped in a gasp from his lips. His
eyes popped at the door of the
Tiemove room.

Harry Wharton glanced round at
him curiously. 8o far as he knew,
Lamb had never met Mr, Queleh. Yet
he seemed to know that that voice
from the Form-room was Quelch’s, as
well as the Removites did.

That the Lamb was startled—
strangely startled—was eclear at a
glance. But Wharton had time for
only onc glance at his startled face.
Mr. Lamb turned and walked down
the corridor and disappearced round
the nearest corner.

The Remove fellows were left in a
buzzing crowd at the locked door,

Harry Wharton tapped on the door.

“AMr. Queleh ! he called out.

“He, he, he!"—from Bunter. -

“We can’t opem the door, Mr.

ucleh 1 ealled out the captain of
the Remove. “The key is missing !

No answer from the Form-room.
The bark from within was not heard
again,

Billy Bunter, almost doubled up
with merriment, gurgled till the
tears exuded over his spectacles.

“Why doesn’t le answer?” ex-
claimed Wharton. He knocked on
the door again. “"Can you hear me,
Mr. Quelchp”

“He, he, he !”

“Quelch won't hear
hurry !  drawled the
“Quelch  hasn’t come back, my
beloved "earers! But what Las the
Lamb bolted for? Is he afraid to
meet Quelch, or what?”

“Fathead! Why should he be
afraid to meet Quelch?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“Blessed if I know—he's cleared off
mighty quick! I expected to hear a
dialogue throngh door when
Bunter started—but Lamb has spoiled
it all by clearing off like that—"

“Bunter | yelled Wharton. -

“He, he, he!* chortled Bunter.

“That fat aes|” ped Lord
Maunleverer. “It was Bunter—"

ol in a
Bounder.

“Was that Bunter’s ventrile-
gquism ?” howled Johnny Bull.

“He, he, he!” gurgled Bunter. “1I
say, I've pulled the Lamb's leg a
treat | , he, he! I eay, you
fellowse—he, he, he!® _

“You—ryou fat chump!” exclaimed

Squuiﬂ.
He, he, he !®

The Bounder looked at his watel,

“Time’s up!” he said. “Over
fifteen minutes! If Lamb doesn’t
choose to come and take his clasg,
we're free for tho hour! I'm off |2

* Hear, hear | prinned Skinner.

* But—" began Harry Wharton.

“Blow your buts! I'm off 1 said
the Bounder. “Lamb can’t do any-
thing—if he doesn’t kmow the rule,
you can explain it to him, as his

ﬂdg head boy, I'm off, 1 W
a F1.1-

Smithy drew a key from his pocket
—the Form-room key—and p it
into the lock of the door! Then he

walked away, whistling, and went
out into the quad.

Skinner and Bolsover major,
Bunter and Fisher T. Fish followed
him at once. The other fellowa cx-
changed glances, and then they, too,
followed.

Firast lesson for the Demove waa
?oing to be a free hour for that
ortunate Form!

A SURPRISE FOR THE HEAD!

R. LOCEE glanced from his
D study window —and then
gtared from the same. He

was puzzled, _

The headmaster was making some
little preparations for taking the
Sixth Form in second lesson that
morning. He had not expected to
hear the cheery buzz of woices from
the quad during first school. But
that was what he did hear; and when
he looked out, e was quite surprised
to see & mob of juniors rting
themselves in the frosty sunshine.

Harry Wharton & Co. were punting
n fuuﬁ with the chee E.E.Biﬂ'EB‘.I_lEB—ﬂf
Squiff, Tom Brown, Mark Linley,

ibley, and several other fellowa.
Others were playing Ieap—fmﬁ.
Yernon-Smith, Skinner, Sunoop, Ho
sover major, and some others stood
in & grinning, chuekling group,
apparently in enjoyment of some jest,

illy Bunter leaped to the eye,
standing under one of the leafléss old
clms, with a large "Slaper bag in a fat
hand, from whi e other fat hand
waa drawing one jam tart aofter
another. Bunter’s fat face was happy
and sticky. The fat Owl, in foct,
was disposing of the reward for his
ventriloguial performance at the door
of the Remove Form Boom,

Smithy, who had heaps of that
useful article—eash—was the fonnder
of that haplp:; feast. Bunter was look-
ing happily forward to repetitions
thereof; so m:§ ns the present pame
of pulling the b’s leg lasted. So
long as Smithy weighed-in with jam
tarts, there was mo doubt that Billy
Bunter would be ready and eager to
weigh-in with ventrilognism.

e Remove, that frosty morning,
scemed to be enjoying life. Which.
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A Thrill in Every Line

THE RUFFSTUFF RHYTHM BOYS!

By PETER TODD

o AT cver dei
Jones Kl
Dr. Spofson asked that
fiueslion s he joined hisx revercd
Friend at breakfast. A frugal kipper
bty emhiceded on the table, for Sheer-
ek Jones hod his ecar glued fto o
Twwge Brown-paper poarcel telich had
areived Dy post. With some «diffi-
iy, he unglucd his car and qguickiy
scived the Dest part of the Ripper.

* A s listening, Spotson. T
thought I might hear a ticking inside
e poveel. T am cxepecting o bomb
jrom DBasil the Bombaster, aa I have
Been on his troack lntely, and e awcill
donbiless do his best fo eliminate me.'?

Py, Spolson wrasc hwrricdly and
sritsrmivred sormclhing abowt an wrgenk
nppointment, but Jones wavced him
Dnelz to his chair,

W This i8 nol a bomb, Spofson.
FPFrobably &t iz nothing smove serious
than poison gas or o deufh adder, or
xeme frifle of that Lind. Howevcr,
e woill see

With a curcless air and a Enife,
he ont e wtring omd wndid  the
wrappings. A  haowdseme bhox  of
cigary was crposcd. With it seaus on
rvsiypned nofe @ % In gratitood for afl
trhetk you Rkave done for me! ™

* Well, well, well ! exclaimed tho
rrent defeetive. ' Most grealifying,
I'm snre. Seceing that the porcel is
rtlefressed tn o disguiscd howd, and
rcriffen in o disguiscd ink, with o
Forged stamp stuck on i€, I thought it
must be from Basil, But, cvidently,
tt in from: some grateful clienf. X
rfon't carc for cigors as o rnlc—¥
prefer my pipe—but sHIl—-"'

He broke off suddenly, as there tous
n fup af the door.

I, Spoison turncd pole.

“Ifs the wan to cmply the gos-
mwiclcr, Jones,"” e wohispered. * And
ree hove alveady coplicd it for im—
reith @ chiscl. What shall ace do

e greot detective applicd i eyc
fo the Leyhole, and thewe oolled ond,
eoith o snvile @

F Come din, mp dear Codscye ™

Inspocefor Codsege onfered wilh
hingpppeenel foee ond lagngard fect.

“* Marecllous, My, Joncx ! How did
e Teneorp §F aees e 277

I deduced it.  Sit down, my denr
Codxcge, and fcll us gouwr frouble.”’

M. Jones,"” groancd the inspector,
‘* there Tas Been an oulbreak of
pocket-picking and purse-purloining
in the gilded halls of DNagfair.
Fashionalble sociely is in o ferment,
1t afl the gay balls and dances they
Itrve held this season, one of the gucsls
frns Docn: snooping geld watches and
nthier voaluables from the dencors.
Me hove Juifed to spot him, After

arc Hou

of conrse, their licadmaster liked to
gee them doing ; thongh in lesson-time
he preforred to sce them enjoy life by
the less hilarious method of attending
to a master's instructions.

The lead was quite puzzled by
whal he saw in the quad.

It wns true that Mz, Quelch was
skill away, and whilc the cat was away
ihe mico would play. Buab ke had
mate arrangements with Mr, Lamb,

aristocracy—the
dulica anid the
dukesscs and 5o
on—7"

“fRul, my dear
Codseye, there
iz an infalliblc
method in cases
of this kind.
el lisls of the guests af crery ball.
If you find that one name is in eccry
liad, that's your nan.*’

“ We have done that, Mre. Jones.
Here oare the lists. Some of {the
names are in some of the lisls, others
ire in others, but none is in all fhe
lists, amd none is in none of the lists,
WWhat do you make of that, My,
Joncs ? '

The groat defective scized the stz
und Lrooded over them for sceeral
howrs. Codseye and Spolson  sal
silent; weaiting for him o come round.

Suddenly, Jones sprang up with o
weiled erpy.

“Uhe Ruffstuff Rhygthm IDoys !
he shouted. ** Arve gon aware, Cods-
cye, thut the some doncce-bDand was
al cvcry onc of these dances ¥ Take
it from we, the purse-purloiner is
onc of these Ruffstuff Rhythm Boys.”?

“ Marvcllous, Jonex ! "' murmurced
Spotion, aa per wsvwal.

“ But how ave e fo spol which
one, Mr. Jones ¥ ' ashed the inspeclor.
¢ There gecma to be fen of them. We
cun't search them all, and if e conld,
prow con be sure this sportsnion parlis
::Hl':r stuff awoy safefy when he's got

Shecrlnck: Jones snvled placidly.

“ (‘odscye, thore 18 a donee fo-
night—the Buaron Bootle's Hall. We
reifl be {here, ond so will the Ruf)-
slhuffers. Go and fefeh gour best shivt
uned veturn here.™

Hhen Codsege refurned in cvoning
fous, e saw Sheceluck Jones puiting
tuluwabics infto his pockefs.

“ Thiz gold watch," said the great
felective, ' was presented o me by
the Amoalgamated Union of HNool-
hlncks. This jewellod tiepin I fornd
in the Strand. This gold cigar-cosc—
I might as eecll fill o wilth cigors
instead of fog-cnds—ivas given fo me
by a burglar ewho X defended on o
charge of stealing o gold cigur-case.
These pearl slecve-links Delong  fo
Spofson—-—"

“ But, my dear Joenes,” cried the
inspector, *' suppose the Ruffstuffer
stends fhem—how are you going o
spot him ¢

Sheerinel: Jones winked. ol fool:
dorwn w farge bofle morled @ Y Jef
flack Ink. Worranfcd (uile In-
dlelible,

I purrre sone of this in my pochicts.”’
he ehuckied, ' ard the thicf will got
it on hiz fingers. Ilc eonnot possibly
et it off. We huave only to TooRk for o
annny with bluek fingers. and e oee
ony bird."

“ Marvellons, Jones!' Codseyge
and Spofzon shouted together. ** Ie's
a5 pood os snaffled alreudy ! !

At the Barvon Boolle's Ball, {he

for the art master to continue to take
the Bemore while Quelch was absent.
A notice had been put on the board
to that clicet. The Remove should
have been in their Form-voom with
Famly nstead of disporting them-
sclves in open spaces. This looked
as if Lamb had forpotten his clasa.

The Head opened his window and
called :

“Wharton 1"

aristoeracy of the Wesd Eand were
dancing the Lambeth Wall: and cating
peanuls. Sheerluck, Codscye, and
Spolson surveyed them Leenly from
an alcove. Hidden belind a jungle of
palms, the Ruffstuff Rhythsr Roys
were making noises like the bombawd-
ment of Onelbec.

In the supper inlerval, Joncs
thought he would have a cigor. o
fished for his cigav-coase, but it was
gone. So was his walch, S0 was
hiz tiepin. So werc Spofson's links.
He grasped Codseye by the arin.

Y Lock the doeors!' ke boacled.
“ Fet mo man get away! The thicf
has been round oagain! Dut we've
ot him noiwe,. Codscye, line up those
Ruffstuffers in the bull-room here.”

There weas o fremendons sensotlion,
bt above the din of tolk and showting.
three lowd thuds acere heard, as
Jones, Codscye, and Spofson coch
dropped his jow,. For when the
Ruffstuffers were Lined wup, they
proved fo be ten coal-laclk wingmncve,
ciel coreying an instruvenf,

“ You—you silly oass!'  hooted
Codseye, to ithe greal delcctive.
“ Fat lot of good gour blaelk inl; iz om
this crowd. They've all got biuck
fingers—and Blach: faces, foo! "

Kheervluel: Jones scemed sfunned.
He warved the wniggers ooy, ol
brooded tensely in o ecorner. The
supper interval reag veamed. Codacyn
was frming helpleasly. and Spotson
wns dismayed af the ideo thet his
revered chicf had failed.

Suddenly there wns o shoming
explogion! The drunvmer of e
jurss-bond hurlod Hhvongh the danen
Ihall and crashed on the boel: of hix

meel.
W Yorooool ' he asomred. U Gree
whistikers! Whuat wm  gwine on

‘rownd Ntere & X Tight de cigar for n
smoke and—gosh I—if donc blowes me
into de middlc ob nex' week. Whe
put dat dynomite in de cigor, fo’
Pete's sake 277

1 Seize that nean 1! roared Sheerlncf
Jones. Y He's the pincher! I jolly
1rell knew those cigars wwerc sent by
Basil the DBombster—he wmcant o
blow me to smithercens. And this
muan pinched sy cigor-case, with the
cigars itnside . Gralb ki IV

LCodaeye o0z on hime Tilie o« ffosh.
A search of the big drum vevenled alf
the stolen properfty concounled inside,
and the thief woas Ted trny {0 another
spherve of action.

T plaomned i€ all,”" crplained
Sheerluelk Jowes, as he ond Spolson
wended their way homewomrds. ' d
Incw those cigers aconuld gel him.
It aens o decp-lnid sceheme of mine.””

i Mavrvcellous, Jones !

“ Flementary, my deay Spofson!

# And wohat shall ree do now. Jones,
ahvoud thot man from the gous company
whoe I ean sce stionding on our door-
atep 77

T'he great delective did net hesifofe
o moment,

It is fime we fiod o holides,
Spotzon,” he said. ** Lot us Tegp it ! 7

And they Icgged & forlineith.

Lo o

Harry Wharton loocked round at the
voico of authority. Then he detached
himself from the mob of footballers
and horricd across to the Head's
window.

“Yes, girl”?

“IWhy arc yon neot in the Form-
roont, Wharton? Where idis  Me.
TLamh?”

“1 don't know, sir!”
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“Have you not secn Mr. Lamb?”

Wharton coloured a little. Cer-
tainly he could nob tell the Head
anything about the fat Owl and his
ventriloquism. It was rather awk-
ward to explain.

“Yes, he came to the Form-room,
sir, but—but he hadn't the kev,” he
stammered., * And—and then he went.
And as fifteen minutes was up—*

“Oh!"™ zaid the Head. “Did not
Mr. Lamb tcll you to await Lis
return ¢

"No, sip”

“Yery well, Wharton—you

0 "

: Wharton went.

Dr. Locke frowned a little, The
tiftcen-minute rule was a tradition at
Groyfriars School—even the lhead-
master could not disregard it. If
Lamb had kept his Form waiting a
gquarfer of an hour, they were lawfully
cotitled to their frecdom for the rest
of the first hour., Dr, Locke, who
recarded the aequisition of khowledpe
as belng ever 50 much more important
than punting a footer or playing leap-
irog, could not order the Lower
Fourth back to their Form-room—not
withont breaking an immemorial
tradition.

He had to let the Remove rip—as
the Hemovites would have expressed
1t, though certainly not their licad-
master.,

But this =zort of thing, of course,
wonld never do, He decided to speak
to Mr. Lamb at once.

Leaving his study, hie proceeded to
the lemove Form room, where he had
no doubt Lamb wust be by this time.

To his surprise, Le found the Form-
room door locked, with the key in the
outside of the lock.

He frowned at tlat key., He did
not need telling that some practical
jokor in the Remove had abstracted
the key as a leg-pull on Mr. Lamb,
and had stuck it in the loek after
Lamb was gone. He coneluded that
AMr. Laml was still in scarch of that
missing key, unaware that it was
sticking in the door.

“Bless my soul ¥ murmured the
Head.

He procecded majestically to Mr.
Lamb’s study to apprize him that it
wias no lgnger necessary to search for
that key, Hec tapped at the study
door, opened it, and looked in.

“Mr. Lamb—" he began.

He broke off again as Le saw that
Mr. Lamb was not there, There was
no ond in Lamb's study.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head
arain.

He stood in the passage, puzzled,
anid getting a little impatient.

Monsieur Charpenticr lnuked out of
hiz study inguiringly, French scts
had not vet started, and Mossoo was
ab liberty that morning.

“Iz it zat you seck Mr, Lamb,
sair " asked the French master,

“Yes, Monsicur Charpentier. Can
you tell me where he iz to be found 2
asked Dr. Locke.

“I zink zat he i3 in his room, cn
haut,” zaid the French master., “I
gee him go zere, it is some time since,
in a veree great hurry, He run—he
fly—he pass me vizout vun vord.”
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* Dear me !” said the Head, “Thauk
you, Monsicur Charpentier,”

He turned away and went to the
staircase near Common-room, which
led up to the masters’ rooms over the
studics. Why Mr. Lamb had rushed
off to his room in a huorry, when he
ought to have bLeen taking tho
Remove, was a8 mystery to the Head—
a mystery which it was his duty, as
headmaster, to elucidate,

A few minutes later he was tapping
at the door of Mr., Lamb's room
above.

“Are you there, Mr. Lamb:* le
called.

“Is that Dr. Locke?” came back
the bleat of the Lamb.

“Certainly.”

“Pray cxcusc me, sir—I un-
fortunately gave my head
a somewhat severe knock,
and am bathing the injury
at the present moment. My
rlasses fell off, and in
stooping for them i

“1 am sorry, Mr. Lamb,”
said the Head politely.
“Pray do not disturb your-
self in any way.” He went
on speaking through the
deor. "I wunderstand that
the key of your Form-room
was missine—hem! I have
azcertained that it is in the
Form-room lock., You will
find it there.”

“In the circumstanccs,
sir, you will not desire me
to take the Remove this
morning, and I shall be very
rlad to rest my head—n
somewhat severe knock—"

“I will certainly mako
other arrangements for the
Lower Fourth this morning,
Mr, Lamhb, if you wish,”
saidl Dr. Locke. * Perhapa
you will be sufficiently re-
covered to take your Form
in third school, however.”

"Is not Mr. Quelch taking
Liz Form, sire?

The Head ]um;pud.l

“Mr., Quelch?” he 10-
peated.

“I—1 mnaturally sup-
posed——"

“I do mnot understand

you, Mr. Lamb. Surcly

vour have not forsotten

that Mr. Queleh was kidoapped

shortly before Christmas—'

“But he has returned, sir”

*What ¢

“He has returned——"

“My dear sir,” said the Head
testily, ©if some Remove boy has told
you so preposterous a story, it was
an absurd invention. Mr. Quelch has
lﬁ?t returned. Nothing is known of

im."

“He was in the Form-room, sir.”

“In the Form-room! JTmpossible!
I repeat, Mr, Lamb, that Mr. Quelch
iz still missing, and that tho police,
and even e famous deteetive,
Ferrers Locke, have failed to trace
him, What ean you possibly mcanp”

.“,H“ spoke from the Form-room:,
sir ™

“Nonsense! Reslly, Mr. Lamb, you
arc very easﬂ? deceived | exclaimed
the . Head, ‘Some Dboy playing a
foolish trick, I bhave mo doubt. As

Wharton distinetly.
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you have never met Mr. Qucelel:, vou
cannot be acquainted with This
voice, and so—"
“Oh! No, certainly not! But all
the boys sal i
I will

B e

*An absurd practical joko!
look into this matter immediately |”
snapped Dr. Locke, for once seriously
annoyed. “Thig is not a matter for
practical jokes—I shall certainly
allow nothing of the kind! Some
foolish boy must have been in the
Form-room—m="

“It was' Mr. Queclch’s voice, rir,
and I think you will find that lic has
rcturned.”

“You speak as if yom were
acquainted with Mr. Quelch’s voice,
]ai_r, and os you have mever met
1 —"

=0
)
—_—

“I mcan, all the boys kuew the
volce—"

“Obviously, an absurd conspiracy—
a rag, as they would call it ! Absurd!
However, I shall look into the matter
at once.”

Dr. Locke, very much annoyed,
rustled back to the stairs.

Mr. Lamb, whether he was bathing
a damaged head or not, did not open
his door.

MYSTERIOUS !

({3 SAY, you fellows, ‘tain't fair 1"
squeaked Billy Bunter ims
dignantly.

Other fellows shared Buuter’s in-
dignation.

The hour was not yet up. By all
rules and traditions, l'i& Romove wero
free till the next hour, having waited
the stipulated time for a beak who

i

f
|
!

g

“ Do you mean that you will not answer me ? *
** Mr. Quelch would never ashk
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pad not {ursed up. o when they
were ovdered into their Form-room by
their headmaster, they were naturally

peeved.

However, they went in.  Billy
Bunter did not think of earrying his
indignation so fav as arguing with
his gimm?mnsfﬂu Neither did a:g
ather Remove fellow, hey march
1.

Dr. Jocke's face waz verw stern.
There had been a jape in the Hemove
the first morning of term—he was
sure of that, 1;i'lzn.ulp,f, raseals had
tuken advantape of Mr., Lamb's un-
suspecting simplicity,

And Mr. Queleh’s enforeed absence
was 1o mabter for practical joking in
ihe headmaster’s opinion. Quelch—
a valued old friend as well as a

|

Ik
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demanded Mr.
afellow in the Form to give another fellow away !

member of his staff, had been kid-
napped, snd for weeks he had Deen a
prisoner in lawless hands,

It wos kmown—cvervbody. knew
now—that he had becn kidnapped
by the mysterions erackeman who
was called Slim Jim, because he
had seen that man of mystery one
night with hiz mask off and could
have identified him,

Slim Jim bad taken earc that the
ouly man who knew hig hidden face
should never place his knowledge at
the service of the police.

Boys would be beys, and especially
schoolboys would be schoclboya; but
such o scrious matier was emphatic-
ally not a matter for jesting, and
Dr, Locke intended fo jmpress that
fact on the volatile minds of the
Lower Fourth Form of Greyfriars.

“Somo boy in this Form,” said the
Head, with his stermr eves on the

g
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Remove, “appears to have abstracted
the Form-room key from Mr. Lamb's
study this morning. 'The door was
locked, and some boy inside the Form-
room appears to have called out and
g;r-:-n r., Lamb the impression that

r. Queleh was here. Mr. Lamb
has never met My, Quelch, he ia
naturally unaecguainted with his
voice, and so was easily dececived
wlhen boya of his Form affected to
recognise itZ

Dy, Locke paused.

The Remove remained silent,

Whether Mr. Lamb had ever mch
Mr., Quelch, most of the Remove,
uuturalli, did not know. They knew
that he had arrived at the school last
term on the same day that Quelch
had disappeared. He certaiuly had
met some of the maeters,
w and, for all the juniors
iM% koew, he misht or might

g8 1ot have met Mr, Giuech
that day as well as
uthers.

In plauning the ventrilo-
quial jape with Bunter,
the Bounder had not given
that part of the mat a
thought. He bLad simply
planned to mmake a fool of
Lamb by making him be-
lieve that the Remove's old
Form-master was back at
Greyfriars, Whether Lamb
was or was not acquainted
with Quelch had not entered
into his consideration.

Now, lowever, as the
Head made that statcment,
the Bounder and several
other fellows cxchanged
curious glances.

For Lamb, when lLe was
e0 startled by that voice
from the Form-room, had
certainly scemed to kuow

e

|

L

that it was Quelch’s quite
as well as the juniors did—
lie had been taken in as

well as the Form !

How e had known on the
instant that that voice was
Quelch’s—if he had never
lieard Queleh’s boark—was
rather a puzzle.

“Wow,” went on the Head,
“no such jesting as this
will be permitted on so
: very ecrious a subject. I
require to know which Loy was in
this Form-room at the time!™

There was no reply.

Nobody Lad been in the Form-
room at the time. The Head natur-
ally supposcd that somcone had, in
the circumstanecs. But no ome had.

Dr, Locke had ever heard that
there was a Remove fellow who could
play ventriloguial fricks, he had
naturally long since forgotten such a
trifling thing., No such idea was in
his mind; indeed, knowing that
Lamb had nover met Queleh, it did
tot oceur to him that the voice from
the Form-room |lad resembled
Queleh’s. He snpposed that Lamb
had drawn bhis impression entirely
from what the boys outside the
Form-room had said.

“The boy will stand out before the
Form !" said Dr. Locke sternly.,

Nobody stood out.

“Unless  that boy immediately
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stands out, the whole Form will be
laced in Extra School for the first
alf-holiday ! gaid the Head.

Herbert Vernon-Smith spoko at
once,

“If you please, sir, no Remove
fellow was in the Form-room at the
time." he said.

“That iz nonsense, Veruon-Smith!
Some boy was in this Form-reom, or
ne one could have spoken from tlie
room ! rapped the Head,

“1 said no Remove man, =ir. We
were all waiting at the door for Mr.
Lamb to come and let us in,” said
the Bounder meckly. *'Every fellow
will tell you the same, if you ask
him.2

The Head pauscd,

*“Wharton !*

“Yes, siy?3

“You will answer me, as lead
boy of this Form. Are vou person-
ally aware whether every Loy in the
Remove was outside the Form-room
at the time or not?”

“"Yes, sir,” answered Harry, “the
whole Form was outside. The doov
was locked as wusual, and we all
waited for Mr. Lamb."

You are certain that no Loy wos
missimer el

“QOmuite coertain, sir”

Dr. Locke looked puzzled. The
head boy’s word om the subject hiad
to be taken; besides, he was able to
sco that the whole Form were pre-
pared to back up Wharton's state-
ment. What Wharton said was true:
no member of the Remove lLad been
inside the Form-room.

“This is cxtraordinary ! said the
Head at last. *“It would appear
then that the boy must Lave belonged
to some other Form; but that is
very simgular, as all other Forms
must have Leen in class at the time,
and every boy was or should have
been  with his Form. However, I
must accept your statement,
Wharton, that no Rcmove Loy wos
here”

There was another pause,

“I shall inquire further into thia
matier,” said the Head at last, “In
the meantime, you may dismiss nntil
the next hour !

Which was mood news to the Ke-
ninml Tll;m Head, after tall, tﬂi
Maying the game, respecting
E‘nl%cﬂan]il traﬁ:litiuu. i ﬂ

The Remove marcled out once more
—many of them with grinning faces.

Billy Bunter, who had been fecling
rather uneasy under tho Head's stern
cye, grinned from one fat car to the
other when that sterm cye was no
longer upon him.

For tlie rest of that hour the Re-
movites enjoyed life in the open
spaces, while the Head, very much
perplexed, looked into one Form-room
after another to speak to the beaks
there, in the endeavour to ascertain
who was the unknown person who had
been locked in the Remove room that
moruinug, T

As no such person existed, he was
not likely to make any diﬂcm-cg, and
he had to remain unsatisficd and
perglemd.

When the Remove came in for the
sccond hour, they found Monsicur

Tre Macxer Lisnany.~—No. 1,606,
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Chaepenlier prepated to take e in
French. My, Lamb, he tobl them,
had hud o sticht aceident and would
not e takine them that morning,

In third school they were taken in
aths by Me. Jaseelles,  Noo Ie-
meve man #aw Mp. Lamb agein Lill
dinner an LHall.

Lamb tursed up for dinnce with
his Borm.

iy Abat Lime, wo dowdd, he wag
convinged that Me. (Queleh—in spile
ol the voice fromn the Porm-room—
wirs not buck at Greviviars, Hut the
jumiors coulld see thal he way in o
pazzled and  distuched state. Ie
eosbh many suspicions glanees ab the
riows of Taves along Lhe Remave table,
el B wars ot i Jids panal amiahle
Tewprer - Jie was shaep apd anary ded
irrilable,  For whalever reason, the
ineitlent of the morning hald deeply
el uehaed the Pel Taamls,

The: Bounder wias smiling saeeazbie-
ally when the Remove came wal inlo
the guad after dinner,

“Whal the dickens dora Lhis mean,
viol {ellows ¥ Lo asked, addressing
e Tamous Five.  “The Bir Beak
2ivs (hat Lamb has never meb Quelelh

Gut e kncw that Lavk all right
when bo heawld it! e belioved that
fnedel was in the Fovm-room before
a Tellow said o word, same a3 mest
ol Ve chaps did 17

“Yiew, 1 thoneht 20" sanl Tarry
Whavlom. “It's queer!”

“Uhe quectlulness is terrifie

“And ib pave him a shock. too!l”
sonlinued  Vernmu-Baith,  “0 was
anly thinking of pulling his ler when
1 pul Bunter wp to it. but it seemed
fr kuock hiw over. Why The dooee
showld he cave &0 much  whetder
Chelel was back or nol 27

“f pruess T ean pul you wise ™ said
Fislier 1", Fish,

The Bownder gave him n stare,

“Cough a6 wp, thea P he snapped.

S way that Lok is pelting
exlen poy for taking the Remove, s
well oz careyine on as ark master!”

sexplaioed  Fisher 1. Fish,  “IT
ueleh hoens in again, he losges the
mipey

The Pamous Viee
Hmilhy gave an angrey soork,

That explavation scemed perfecl ly
reasonabln 4o Fisher U Fizh; e
ote=sed, reckoned, and  eanlenlated
thal any guy would sure feel a jol
ab Hho prospeet of  besing woney --
metiey boeinge Lho Leginwing and end
of all {hings with Fishy.

Bul 1he olher Fellows did net con-
e with Fishy's opinion.

Yo willy  owl!™  snappued
Hopeler.

“Earesk thing yonu koow 17 deelared
Fishy, Ile, at least, bad no donli!

COh, shat up, you ass!t Wlot doe
rvort Fellows think?” asked Smithy.

“Blessed ol I koow ! said Bol
Chevey,  “No special bizney of onrs,
i5 7 Bub s b seems to wmake the
bamb  wild, Smilhy, you'd belfer
chpek it}

U wadel 50 said the Bounder.
i on Ao semethine in this il
tuening out beller than I expeeted !
Il the Lamb's going to geb his wool
olf b the idea of Queleh beinges Lack,
' groine to Leed him up to tho chin
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arinned, aml,
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with Queleh! fUhis isu't the finish—
it's the start

And . tho Bounder walkeld away,
whistling cheerily. He was puzsled,
but he wos clated. What he had
intended as o I-.:-gal;ull to perplex nmd
worey the Lamb had turncd out to
e a scvere jolt to the art master—
why, he could not guess; but the fact
wus plain enough to him,

If the sound of Quelch’s volee was
pufficicnt to jolt the Lamb so badly,
the Lamb was going to hear it again,
aml yet again—as long, in fact, as
a generous supply of jam tarts in-
duced the Remove wventriloguist to
earey on,  The vengeful Bounder had
fonumd an unexpeeted and enticely un.
laoked-for weapon realy to his hand
—nief B was going to use it for all
it was worth!

A SURPRISE FOR PROUT

6 . PROouTT

M Urout. the porlly master

of the Fifth, jumped,

Wad Mre. Prout heen a Hittle less
portly, be would have jumped elear
ol the ground, so uitexly startled was
Prout. Only FProut's aveirdupois
pievented him from doing so.

It was o day or two later, afler
dinner.  Lrout, as was his custom,
was belping an escellent Inneh e
settle, by pacing majestically on the
path under the windows of Masteis'
studivs, before he retired to bis study
tor lorty winks in o deep armchair,

P'rout was not thinkiog of Mr
Cueleh ot that moment.  Ile was, an
fact, thinkine of Coker, of his Form
~—an obtuse amd obstreperous youth
who made Prout realixe, clearly, thot
there eould be happicr lives thap
schoolmuster's.

But I ecosed to think nbout Coker
of the Fiith on that spot, as Mr.
Ounelelt's voice addecssed him sud-
denly.

In ulter amazement Trout spun
round in the dircetion of that veice.
1t procecded from a study window
that was open a fow inches,

TFrout was passing Quelch’s old
atudy at the moment. Queleh's
ptudy, of counvse, was vacant and
deserled  in Queleh’s  mysterious
absence. 16 was  kept  carcfully
dusted and neat and tidy, in perfect
readiness. for Me. Quelel’s happy
return —when the time came. Lvery
day the Iead hoped thab there wonld
he news of Quelch: but even Fereers
Tweke. s0 far, had failed to fulfil
hopes:  and Lhe stndy  remained
vianuk,

So it was simply amazing to I'ronk
to Lo nddressed feom Queleh’s study
window by the veice of Henry Samnel
OQneleh.

Prout blinked at that window.

The lower sash was up o few inches
—not siuflicient for him to sce into
1he study., Prout was a tall gentle-
man sidewnys. Ierpendienlarly, he
did not reach very far. Coker of the
Filth conld bave lovked into that
stndy ¢uito easily.  Coker’s Form-
master conldn’t, unless the sash wos
well up. The broad stone sill was
in I'ront’a line of vision.

He conld gee that the lower sash
was a little raised—that was all.

Within, he cowdd see nothing, 05 a
crrtain was over the slass. But he
eould not, of conrse, fail to recognise
Quelel’s voiee—a  distinetive voice,
well known to Queleh’s colleasrues,
anpd well remembered by them.
Cueleh, after his mysterious absence,
was there—1ront was not likely to
supposc that Quelch’™s voice had come
back without Queleh!

“Upon my word!™ gasped  the
:lr-ituull:;(rﬂ alf'iftlt Form mllﬁlfl'.
“Quelch! Do my cars deceive me?
In—ig—iy that Queleh ¥

“Quite so, Prout.”

“Bless my soul! I never knew! I
have not been told! T had not the
faintest idea that yon had returned,
my dear Tellow!” exclaiwmed I'rout,
coming closer Lo the window. I am
alad—indecd. overjoyed, that yvou
have been releaxed from ihe clulches
of that miwcresut—ihat  desperate
chavacter ealled, T think, ‘thin—no,
slim—8lim Jim! Tlos Mr. Tocke
succceded at Jast, theu, in effecting

- Four resene, my dear Queleh *™

“I'recigely, Mr. Prout.”

“LPush up the window, Queleh. T
whall be glad to sce you—to shake
you by the hand, my dear fcllow ™
cxcluimed Prout.

“The window scems to be jammed,
Mr. TIroul-T <4amnol  open it
forther——"

“T will come round to your studr
at onee, Queleb—"

“Ono moment!  T'ray - listen {o
me, Prout.”

“Cortainly, Queleh!- But I am
very o eaper o hear—my dear, deax
fullow, [ congratelate you most
hepetily! -~ We have missed  you,
CQueleh-—we Tave all been deeply
coneerned— ="

“Thank yon, Mr. Pront. I Icarn
that a—a persen, one Lamh--a My,
Tamb—has heen taking wmy Form
during my alsener 27

“Year, Onelch—the new art masler,
who, you may remember, camo in
Mr. Woosey's place towards the end
of last term, when Me. Woosey took
up & Government appmntment—in
the Sealing-Wax Rotioning Offier, il
I remember correctly—or was it the
Gurg Contvoller’s oflice—I really fov-

ct.

i “¥es, vos! 1 dezire to meet this
Mr, Lamb, naturally. Will you have
the kipdnesz, I'rout, to bring bhim to
my study with your™

*Most certainly, Queleh !

Mr, Y'rout, very much surpriscd by
thiz eudden and unlooked-for roturn
of his missing colleagne, and very

leased, alto, for Prout was a kind-

atted, plump gentleman, rolled
away to go into the Iousc,
T'rout’s poably motions wero

lIeisurcly. He rolled aleng, slow and
stately, rather liko an old Spanizh
gralleon. Lonp befere I'vont reached
the devr of the House, o fat, grin-
ning Ow!l had had ample timo to
dodge ont of Quelch's vld study and
disappear into parts unkoown.

Several minuntes hod clapscd, aflee
the fab vcnttiIOﬁ:‘ifﬁ’ﬂ departure,
belore Promk  vo up Mastors”
Passarre to Mr. Tamb's study.

Irout tapped at the door of that
study.



*Come in !” came the Lamb’s bleat.

Prout rolled in. \

Mr. Lamb was standing at a
diawing-board, on which was pinned
a pen-and-ink drawing, to which he
was applying Chinese white, He
glanced round inquiringly, over his
gold-rimmed glasses, at Mr. Prout.

Lamb was oun friendly terms with
Prout—hea was, indecd, on friend
terms with all the staff, who regard
him with tolerant kindness a8 a
rather ﬂim'?lle, obliging, and in-
offensive little man. He gave Prouf
a cordial smile, Having been the
victim, omn several occasions, gl’
Prout’'s somewhat lemgthy chats, it
was possiblo that le was not fear-
fully pleased to sce the Fifth Form
master roll into his study. But e
locked guite pleased.

“Mr. Prout!” ho said cordially.
“Pray take a chair, sir1 I am busy,
as yon scce—improving the ehining
hour, but—" ;

“I have looked in with a message
from Quelch I” exclaimed Mr. Prout.

The art master jumped, just as
Prout had dome at the voice from
Quelch’s study window. He gave so
cmphatic a start that his gold-
rimmed glasses slanted down his nose
and almost fell off.

“What did you say?”
claimed.

Prout stared at him.

The Lamb's voice was suddenly
karsh and dizsagrecable—nothing at
all like tho bleat of the I'et Lamb.
His foco had takem om an angry,
fierce, almost Dullying expression.

Prout stared at him in wonder,

Lamh, leavigg the drawing-board,
stepped mearer to the Fifth Form
master. His face wns g0 black and
angry that Prout started back a

ace,

“What do you mean?” exclaimed
Lamb, as the startled Fifth Form
master did not speak. “ Mr. Quelch
is not herel Some trick like this was
played on me by boys in my Form,
on the firat day of term, t do
you mean? I should imagine that
you had something better to de than
to play foolish practical jokes 1™

rout became purple.

Hitherto, e had rather liked little
Mr, Lamb, in a pompous, patronising
way. But this roused his deopest ire.
The bare idea of Prout, a senior
master, a plump gentleman who took
himeelf with the greatest scriomsness,
playing practical jokes was not
merely lndicrons—it was insulting.

he eox-

“Will you speak?” almost shouted
Mr. Lamh. “7Tecll me what you
mean !

Frout gurgled, and found his voice.

“1 mean precisely whot I say, Mr.
Lamb, and 1 &c¢ no reason—no reason
whatever—for this unseemly excitc-
ment [ he boomed. * Mr. Quelch has
roeturned to the achool.”

“He has not !

“1 was speaking to him, eir, at his
study windew, only five minutes
ago!” hooted Prout.

“You were speaking to Mr. Quelch
—here?” The Lamb’s voice came
haltingly., “'Are you madf Mr,
Queleh is not here |

“He has returned—-"

“He has not returned!” snarled
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Mr. Lamb, “I was made to believe
g0 the other day; but I am not to be
60 deceived a second time. I am sur-
prised at your folly, sir, in talking
such nonscnse.™

Prout gasped.

“IDid you say nouscuse,
Lamb #*

Prout could hardly articulate.

“1I did—monsense—sheer folly and
stupidity !" snap Mr. Lamb,
“Common sense, sir, is expected of a
man of your years!”

Prout wondered whether he was
dreaming this! Never in his carcer
a2 a schoolmaster—quite o long one!
—had he been addressed like this
hef-:%e.

“Upon my word!” gasped Prout.
“Upon word! I qu];t-:: fail to

erstand you, Mr. Lamb, but you
will please understand this. You will
not permitted, sir, to address a
member of the setaff—a zenior momber
—in such terms, I repeat that Mr.
Quclch is now in the school—he is in
his study at this moment, and desires
to see you”

“Nonscnse I*

“He has said so, sir!” rearcd
Prout. “He asked me to take you to
his study—which now I shall cer-
tainly not do. I shall go to Mr.
Quelel and inform him that I have
told you of his request, and that, eir,
iz all! Pah!*

Putting all hig scorn and indigna-
tion into that “pah,” the indignant
Prout rolled out of Lamb’s study,
purple with wrath,

The art master stood Dbreathing
quickly, almost panting. Why he
was go exasperated, indeed enraged,
was a puzzle to I'rout, and might
have been a lpmla to anyone at Grey-
friars School,

He clenched his hands, till tlhe nails
almost dug into the palms.

But after s moment or twe Lo
stepped to the door and glanced down
the passage after Prout. Quclch was
not at Greyfriars—he could not have
come back to Greviriars—it was im-
possible! And ye

He saw the portly form of Prout
stop at the door of Queleh’s old study.
He saw Prout raise his hand, tap,

en the door, and step into that
study ! And he stepped back quickly
into his own and shut the door!
What could Proul's action mean,
except that Quelch was there—or
that, at all evenis, Prout believed
that he was there? CQuietly, but
swiftly, the art master locked his
door on the inside,

Then, with whitened cheeks, the
man who did not want to meet Mr.
Quelch stood listening, panting for
breath while he listened.

Mr,

et

WHERE IS QUELCH ?

13 HARTON I
W “Yes, sic?”
“Have you scen your
Form-master #*

“1 think Mr. Lamb Is in his study,

21§

“Y mean your Form-master—Mr,
Quelch.”

H Wharton blinked at the
Fifth Form master. How Prout ¢onld
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imagine that he had scen his Form-
master, Mr. Quelch, who was parked
in somo unknown spot in the hands
of kidmappers, was beyond his eom-
prehension,

“I—I—no, sir!” stammered the
captain of the Remove., “Mr. Queleh
ig gtill away, sir—"

“You were not aware that Le had

returned, Wharton? You are Lis
head boy.”

. “I* haven’t heard aunythine about
it, sir! I—I'm sure Iyshuurid Lave

heard if he'd come back.”

“Ho has certainly come Dback,
Wharton I* Prout, with a puzzled and
flustercd look on his plumE face, hiad
rolled out of the Housc and was look-
ing about him in a perplexcd war,
when he saw the captain of the
Remove and called to him. “I spoke
gﬂ lhim not half an hour age, Whar-

un.l!

Harry Wharton jumped,

“Did—did—did  you,
stuttered.

“I certainly did! He spoke to me
from hiz study window !” said . Mr.
Yrout. “But, on going to his study,
I found that he had left it. I have
inquired in Common-room, and no
one has scem him there. It is very
singular! Are you quite sure that

u have not eeen him, Wharton?

¢ muet, ¥ think, be out of the
House, as I cammot find him within.”

“Did—did—did youn scc him in Lis
study, sir?” asked Harry, with a
Egtmn}ermg suspicion of the truth in

18 H]'Il‘.:lﬂ-

“I did not sce him, Wharton, as I
was outside, and Mr. Quelch was
unable to the window more than
s few inches, as the sash had jammed,
But he spoke to me from the
window."”

“Oh | pasped Harry.

He quite unders now. The Re-
move ventriloguist had been at work
again—an easy game, spcaking from
o window a few inches open to Prout
on the path below. Bunter’'s masteriv
imitation of Quelch’s bark had done
the trick—Wharton was as sure of
that as if he had scen the fat Owl
doing it. This was another move in
Smithy’'s game te worry tho Poi
Lamb, |

“It is singular—indeed, mysteri-
ous !” said Mr. 'rout. “I cannot un-
derstand this. You are sure you have
not geen him, Wharton #”

“Not since last term, sir I

“It is very singular!
inquire amon

gir*™ lic

Pleaszc
other Bemove bors

whether they have scem Mr. Quelch
tu-ﬂuﬁl" said Prout.
“Oh! Yes, sir! CertainlyI”
Prout rolled on, portly and puzzled,

with an eye open for Queleh—if b
chance Quelch was in the offing, i

Harry Wharton, after a pglance
round, cut across to the elms, where
he spotted Herbert Vernon-Smith and
Billy Bunter—the former grinnine,
the latter chuckling like ad alarm
clock in action. Prout had not the
remotest suspicion of the facts; but
the eaptain of the Remove guesscd
casily enongh, knowing the Bounder's

ame,

“Bunter, you fat idiot—" he
Legan.
“Eh?’ Bunter blinked at him

THE Migrer Lisnary.—No. 1,665,
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throngh bis big speetacles. “What

lo—"*

“You've been in Queleh’s study ?”

*He, he, he !” gurgled Bunter. “1
«av, yon should have scen Drout
jump ! He, he, he 17

“You howling a=s, you've set Prout
hunting all over Greyfriars  for
(neleh——*

“Ile, e, he '™ chortled Eunter.

“Bother you, vyou fut  foozler!
I'rout’s asked me to inguire up anid
down the Remove whether any chap's
seen Queleh to-day ! rapped Whar-
te,

“He, bie, he " ehortled Bunter,

“I've a jolly good mind to boot

v ——"
" “Jle, he, he! Yon can boot
Smithy ! chuckled the fat Owl.
“It's Emithy's stunt. I'm only doing
it to.oblige Smithy, ain’t I, Smithy?
1 s:nly, WEH:IE‘H that tin of toffces—you
w1 :

“Om my study table”

“Oh, all right!” DBunter rolled off
fowards the Housc.

“Look here, you fat freak—" ex-

claimed Ha Whavton.
But Billy Buanter did not “lock
i{here.,” Buater was in a harry to

¢t to Study No. 4 in the Ilemove and
a tin of toffees! Buuter rolled off
remardless.

Harry Wharton turncd a frowning
elance on the Bounder.
~ Hmithy met it with a mocking grin.

“What the tlmm!: game are you up
to now, you ass?” asked Wharton
eriffly.  “Where's the sense’ in
pulling old Prout’s leg with that fat
idiot’s silly tricks? Ilave you got a
feud on with I'vout as well as Lamb?
Are you going to row with all the
Leaks this term #

“1'reunt’s a pawn in the game!™
rrinned the Bounder, “He was sct to
carry the news (o Lamb., Coming
frem a beak, it was likely to con-
vince Lamb that Queleh really was
back this timc."”

“Oh ! gaid TMarry slowly. *I sec!
Ifaz Prout told Lamb, then &

“Ie has ! gaid the Bounder, with
a sneering  pgrin., " Quelch’s voice
:151:?:1 him to bring Lamb to his
study.”

“Oh, my hat! And did he?*

“No—he didun't! I had an eve on
him—and Lamb did vot go along with
rout to Quelel’s study!” sucered
the Bounder. “And I jolly well
knew he wouldn't, ecither.”

* [ don't see why——"

“I'11 toll you, then! Lamb docsn’t
want to sec Quelch, for some reason.
e showed that jolly plainly the
other day at the Form-room door,
when he thought that Quelch was in
the Form-room. I can't make out
why—Dbut he doesn’t. Can you?”

“ What uatter rot ! said Wharton.
“Why should Lamb care a boiled
hean whether he meets Queleh or not ?
Ouelch wonldn't cat him, I su{) osc."

“I don't know why he shon ci) earo
—-but he does carc!” spid the
Bonuder, coolly and deliberately.
“They may bave met and had a row
withont the Head knowing about it,
perbaps—"

“Jolly unlikely.”

“Yeu, I know it is—but there's’

gome reason ! T've got am impression
Tue Macxer Lamnany.—XNo, 1,665.
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that Lamb's afraid to mcet Queleh.”

“Go back to the dorm and drcam
again " suggested Wharton.

“You don't think so?”

“Of course I don’t 1"~

“Come with me, then, and we'll
sc¢t ! said the Bounder coolly.

Wharton, in wonder, gﬂllﬂﬁﬂfl
Vernon-Smith into the House.

Yernon-8Smith led the way up
Masters' DPassage to Mr.
old study, now occupicd
Laimb, which was almost at the end.

Harry Wharton followed him,
puzzled and impatient, but curious
to know.what the Bounder meant.

Smithy tapped at the door. Then
he turned the door-handle.

The deor did not -open, and he gave
the captain of the Ilcmove a sneer-
ing, significant look.

“Locked ! said Harry,
startled.

“Yes: he thinks Queleh is about.”

“ What utter rot:”

'The  Bounder shrugged  his
shoulders, and tapped on the door
again.

A sbarp voice, guite munlike the
Lamb's wsual pcaceful bleat, camo
through the oak:

“What is it? Who is there?”

“¥Yernon-Smith, sir! Will yon
i_:leaac let mc in, as I bhave a message

or——"

“I am busy at the moment, Vernon-
Smith! What is the message?”

“Nr, Quelch, sir—"

“What ?*

“Will you please step along to Mr.
Queleh’s study, eir, as Mr. Quelch
would like to speak to you?”

There was o dead silence in Lamb’s
study.

Harry Wharton stood quite still,
The Bounder, of coursc, had no such
message; he was simp!ge testing
Lamb, in pursuance of his belief that
the art master wonld not come out of
his study if he believed that Queleh
was about.

Harry Wharton had to admit that,
incomprchensible as it was, it looked
ag if Vernon-Smith was right.
Lamb did not come vut, and he did
not o the door—and why was the

rather

-door locked?

There was q]':ﬁtﬂ a long pause before
the Lomb spoke again.
*Vernon-Smith
“Yes, sir!'” grinned the Bounder.
“Did Mr. Queleh personally give
you that messare for me?”
That was rather a poser for tle
Bounder. Apart from considerations

of veracity, he could hardly reply in

the affirmative when it was cortain
to trapspive before very lonpg that
Mr. Queleh was not at Greyfriars at

all. But he answered coolly :

*“No, gir—Mr, I'rout said so.”

“Yery well, Vernon-Smith, won
may go.”

The Bounder winked at Harry
Wharton, and they went down the
passage together,

“ at do think now 2 sneercd
Smithy. “Prout's told him that
Quelch wants to sco him, now I've

told him, and he won't come out—
ho's sticking like a rat in a hole,
with his door locked! Does he want
to meet Queleh?”

“Whv glionldn't he?”

The Lounder laneled

Y M.

“That's not an answer! Ilv's got
some reason—gooducss knows what!
He's rather a queer fish altogether—
he pretends to be a tame bLunny
rabbit, and Lrcaks out like a tiger
when he forgets his part. What ia'he
putting-up a spoof like that forp”

“Oh, rot!"

“There’s something in this that I
don’t get!"” said the Bounder., “I
don’t get it at all! But I know
cpongh to know how to get him on
the raw—and, by gum, ﬁll lot him
have Quelch, and Queleh, and Quelch
again, till ke's as fod-up with Quelch
as I was with the brutc bammering
my hecad in the train the other day.
By pgum, I'll give him plenty of
Queleh, »#s I likes it so much !

And the Bounder walked away,
laughing, in great good humour at
having found so unexpected a stick
with which 1o beat the Lamb!

He Jeft Wharton puzzled and per-
plexed, and almost forgetting to
return to Mr. Prout with the iuw-
formation Lthat Quelch had not been
scen by the Remove that day. How-
ever, he remembered, and went—and
Prout, who bhad DLeen making in-
guiriecs in other quarters without
learning anything, was the most
mystificd man ever,

WORK FOR FERRERS LOCEE'!

. LOCKE opened hia eyes wide
- =—vory wide indeed.

He gazed at Mr, Prout; ho
almogt gogoled at him,

“ Impossible I he said.

“I should have supposed so, sir—I
should certainly have supposed so!”
said Mr. Trout, whose plump face
was the piFtum of perplexity and
puzzlcment.” “But there 18 no doubt,
gir! Mr. Queleh undoubtedly re-
turncd to the school to-day—though
it ﬂ_ippenrﬁ that he has since departed,
and—-"

“You did not sce him, Me. Prout?*

“I did not, sir! Bat his voeice is
quite familiar to me. Wg conversed
for scvernl minutes ot hLis study
window—there is no possibility of
mistake in the matter,”

Dr. Locke continned to gaze at the
Fifth Form master. On the previous
oconsion, he had taken it for granted
that somc trick bad been played, as
Mr. Lamb was not supp to be
familiar with Quaelel’s voice. But
that, of course, did not apply to
Prout. 'L'lhie master of the Fif& En.ew
the voice of his celleague, whom bo
had met daily, for years on cud, until
his mysterions disappearance. It was
ha possible that Prout could be
mistaken in such a matter.

“We all hope,” said Dr. Locke, at
last, “that Mr. Queleh may return
auy day or any hour, But if he did
return, Mr. Prout, it is inconccivable
that lic shonld leave arain without a
word. Thot is impogsible I

“It would scem so, sir!™ said Mr.
Prout. “I am qguite perplesed—but
enc thing is nssured, aud that is that
I conversed with Mr. Quclch at his
study window an hour ago. It in
most amazing—incomprchensible! 1
understand, sir, that you are in touch
with the eelebrated detective, vour



relative Ferrers Locke, in connection

with Quclch’s mysterions fate—"
The d started a little.
“Quite g0, Mr., DI'rout!” he
answered. “But—"

“This extraordinary -occurrence,
gir, should surcly be reported to
Ferrers Locke in your next communi-
cation with him!” said Mr. Prout.
“I thought I had hetter report it to
you, sir.

“I am obliged to you, Mr, Prout,
for doing so!Z

gaid the Head
courteously.

And Prout left the study—a very
puzzled man, leaving the Head
equally pussled. _

After o foew minules’ refleetion, Dr.
Locke picked up the receiver of his
study tclephone and ramg wup the
garage.

“Robinson !

“8ir!” came hack the respectiul
voice of the Head's new chaunffenr,

“A most singular thing has
occurred, Ferrers—I mean Robinson.”
The Head corrected himsclf hastily.
“Will you kindly step to my study:”

*“Immediately, siri”

Dr. Locke waited till therc was a
tap at his study door. The lean,
olive-complexioned chaufienr entered,
and shut the door after bhim, :

Only the headmaster of Greyfriars
knew that John Robinson, the new
chauffeur, was Ferrers Locke, the
celebrated detective of Baker Street.
Harry Wharton & Co., who kpew
Tocke well enough, had never
dreamed of recognising their old
adquaintance in tho olive-skinuned,
dark-haired chauficur. '

John Robinson stood respectfully school

at attention. Even when he was alone
with his vemerable relative, the Lhead-
master of Greviriars, Locke was care-
ful to play his assumcd part to the
last detail.

“Well, gir?” he asked.

“A mest cextraordinary thing,
Ferrers——"

“Robinson, sir!”

“Yes, yes, I mean Robinson!

I'lcase listen !

And the Head related what Mr,
Prout had told him.

Ferrers Locke listened in silence,
with astonishment in his face. He
had wondered what the Mead had to
tell him, but fertaim{ he had never
enticipated anything like thia.

“Extraordinary ! he said at last.

“You have ne news—Robinson #*
asked the Head.

“None as wet, sivr! I fear that
there will be ne news of Mr. Quelch
until Slim Jim is Iaid by the heels !
spid Ferrers Locke quietly. "“That
the rascal is still in thiz neighbour-
hood seems to be indicated by the
burglary at the jeweller's in Court-
ficld during the holidays. There is
no doubt that it was his work,
But—"

“But according to dymu' theory, the
man, in his outward character, has
taken up some post in the vicinity,”
said Dr. Locke.

“I have no doubt of if, sir.™

“And you have not Leen able to
trace——"'

“So far, nothing!” said FPerrers
Locke. “I have not been idle, gir!®
He smiled faintly, *“You are good
cndugh to allow 3%111' chanffeur ample
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leisure, and he has mot ted hia
time. But it is no easy task that I
have set myself, sir. 1 am convimeced
that the man we want is no ¢ommon
erook who meumes an outward
appearance of r tability for a
epecial E;:.l!pﬂﬁﬂ. @ is, I believe, a
man with a life-long record that will
bear the closest investigation—and
who only ceases, for short periods, to
be a res ble citizen when he dons
the black mask of Slim Jim.”

Dr. Locke nodded slowly.

“In seeking Slim Jim, thercfore,
we are practically secking a man who
does not exist!” gaid Ferrers Locke.
“His existence is limited to short
periods in the dark hours. At other
times—that is, the greater part of his
life—who is he? character above
suspicion—that is Emmd by the fact
that he has carried on for yecars un-
8 ted and nndetected.”

Head nodded again.

“He may be—anyone !” said Ferrers
Locke. " My belief that he takes up
some perfectly respectable post, in
which he remains till his engagement
comes fo a natural end, is the only
¢lue I have—if it is g e¢lue! H'avi:nE
taken up such a post, he eracks eri
after crib within a wide radius. In
such a case, sir, patience is very
much nceded.”

“If eny man ¢éan suecced, you can,
I am sure of that, at all events,”
said Dr. Locke. “But to return to
what Mr. Prout has stated, what do
yon think 7

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“I do not a with Me. Prout
that Mr. Quelch recappeared at the
to-day,” he said. “That is im-
possible.”

“Mr. Prout is absolutely certain
that it was Mr, Quelch’s voice that he
heard from the study window——"

“No doubt!” said Ferrers Tocke.
“But it must have been some kind of
triﬁkmis‘, for it can have been nothing
else. I suspect, sir, that the incident
will turn cut to be what the school-
buﬂa, I believe, call a rag.”

r. Locke frowned.

“1 shall, however, look into the
matter without delay,” said Ferrers
Locke, “It is unimaginable that Mr.
Quelch can hiave come here and left
agoein of liis own accord. Itisscarcely
imaginable that he may have escaped
and reached Greyiriars, only to be
recaptured by the kidnappers after
he got here. It is, I suppose, barely
possible—but it iz extremely im-
probable.”

“Yet Mr. Pront is assured »

“At all events, sir, I will ascertain
the facts, whatever they are, without
delay,” said Ferrers Locke. “But in
the event of my discovering that the
affair is a schoolboy rag, you will not
request me to give you the names of
the culprits?*

The Head smiled.

“No! No! That is not your work
here I he said. “But I should be
very glad to have this very extra-
ordinary affair cleared up and put
an end to.”

“1 think you ean rely upon me for
that, sir—it 1s sm casier casc than
that of Blim Jim the eracksman,”
snid-Ferrers Locke, smiling.

And Le left the Head’'s stmljlr.

The Bounder, who was g nefuﬂy
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lanning to carry »- ‘%4at rag for the

' discomfiture of the ¥}  Lamb, little
dreamed what opp wen: he was now
up against. And iy certi- iy did not
occur to the Baker Streer detective
that in this peeuliar epivede ho was
to get his first, faint glimmering of
a clue in his hunt for the unknown
and mysterious cracksman, Slim Jim,

o —

THE PRISONER OF THE DUG-OUT!

ENRY BSAMUEL QUELCH,
the master of the yiriars
Remove, took twelve —

turned, and took twelve paces back.

Mr. Quelech, who was & great
walker, had long been deprived of
that most healthy of all forms of
s prescnt

present poregrinations werc

limited by the space available,

Twelve pacea brought him from onc
cnd of his present abode to the other.
The Ekidnapped schoolmaster spent a
great many of his weary hours of

imprisonment in pacing to and fro
in those narrow limits.
His present quarters werc a con-

siderable improvement on those he
had occupi when first he had
fallen into the kidnappers’' hands.

He had been imigrimad in a damp
and gloomy vault under a ruinwd
blﬁlﬂ!hi{ for long and wear
—the old

moat lhouse, near ¥

Lodge in Surrey. Harry Wharton
& Co., home for the Christmas holi-
days, had very nearly discovercd Lhim
there. But the kidpappers had got
him away in time, and his wnew
uarters—where, he had not the
aintest idea—were at least more
commfortable than the gloomy old
vault,

The floor was of thick
almost new, the walls and ceiling of
unpainted matchboarding. An
electric bull hung from the centre of
the ceiline, and the Remove master
had a good light—an agreeable
change from the oil-lamp in the old
vault.

Queleh had been brought into that
retreat, gagged and bound and blind-
folded, after a long journey in a car.
In what direction he had travelled
he did not know. He had been rolled
in sackinr on the floor of the car.
But though he did not know where
he was, he knew what his retreat was
—a carcfully constructed air-raid
ghelter. '

It was below und—how far
below he could not tell.  But he knew
that it was deep down, for when his
Eanlﬂr came he conld hear the man's

cavy stops on o wooden stair.

The shelter was furnished for oc-
ceupation. It had been designed for
comfortable nse, in case of air raids—
though turned now to a very different
purpose. He had no doubt that it
was in a garden belonging to some
building—probably a lonecly build-
ing. But he could not even guess in
what county of England or Wales it
might be located,

The fact that it was a safe spot, in
case of air raide, did not comfort
Mr. Queleh very much. There was no
clement of funk in Mr. Queleh’s
composition, and he had never wasted
any thought on cnemy bombers. Ho
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wrould have been glad to emerge from
that secure spot, in the middle of the
bi raid ever.

. But there was no chance of that.
The deor from the atair was kept
bholted on the outside. It was only
opened when his gaoler came.

He had a new gaoler inm his new
quarters A powerinl ruffian, twice
ur thrice as strong as Quelch, had
euarded him in the vault under the
meat house. But Quelch had not seen
him since his removal. His new
eaoler was a man he might have
hoped to be able to handle, given a
chance. But when the man came, he
came with a loaded stick in his hand,
wlich he was obviously rcady to use
at the first hint of trouble from the
prisoner. The Remove master of
Greyfriara was as safe a prisoner in
the pir-raid shelter as he had been in
the vault under the moat housc.

Queleh's face was worn and weary.

He knew that Ferrers Locke was in
soarch of him. He kpew that the
Baker Strect detective was aware that
he had been kidnapped because he
wns the only man who had secn the
tace of 8lim Jim, the erackeman, with
the mask off. But as weary day fol-
lowed day, his hope even in Forrers
Locke grew faint,

He paced and paced and paced
the length of the air-raid elter
and back again—till the sound of
tramping feet, coming dully through
thoe door, warned him that his gaoler
wng camqu+

Alr. Quelch halted, and stodd facing
the door at the end of the dugout.

‘Lhere was & grinding of bolts, and
the door opened. A stocky man, with
a muffler tied across a pimply face,
and a short loaded stick in hLis hand,
stood aside, for another man to enter.

The second man was wrapped in a
lone overcoat, with a mask covering
the whole of his face.

Mr, Quelch’s eyes glittered at him.
This was the first time he had secn
Slim Jim since he had been in his
new quarters.

“Rogue and rascal!” snid the Re-
move master, in a low voiee. *Have
von come to see that I am still safo
in this dreary den?”

The keen, gharp cyes from the eye-
holes in the black mask glaneed
rovnd.

*“You are not so badly off here, Mr.
Onelelt ! came a voice from under
the mask, “And you lhave nothing
to fear if enemy
this direction.”

Snoct, from Mr. Quelch. Bombers
did not wo him.

“And you still have Euripides!”
wdded the masked man, with n nod to-
wards a volume lIying on a little
tabhle. “No doubt (Orvestes and
Inhigenia afford yon some consola-
tiom, '

Chueleh gave him a sharp look.
Oiten and often had he wondered
what kind of man this was in his
wutward life—when he was not play-
ing the part of a thicf in the night,
Few crooks and cracksmen werve ac-
quainted with Ewuripides. What-
ever 8lim Jim was, clearly he was no
common gangster.

“YWhy have you come here®”
suppped Mr, Queleh. “XNob. I eup-
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pose, to discuss the Greek tragio
poets P

There was a laugh from under tho
mask.

“No! Though auck a discussion
would be quite eeable to me, Mr.
Quelch, with a man of your informa-
tion and intelligence. But for the
unfortunate fact that yoi saw my
face that ni%)i:ﬂ at Popper Court, we
might have n very agreeable ac-
gquaintances.”

Another snort from Quelch.

“But I have come on gquite a differ-
cnt matter,” went on the masked
man. *“Are you anxious to hear newa
from the school, where unluckily you
have been unable to reappear for the
new term?”

Mr. Quelch gﬁwe a violent start.

“Is it possible that you have had
the uudaﬂiéy. the im,Purllam:e, to pa
a visit to Greyfriarss” he e:elaimelf:

“Why not? B8lim Jim by day is
not the same man as Slim Jim by
night,” answered the masked man.
“*What do you Enow of me, exceptin
mEfEat-ures? Suppose I told you tha
I had called upon Dr. Locke as an
official from the Inland Revenue De-
partment, to ask for his cheque for
income-tax 2%

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

It was possible cmough! 1In his
outward life, Slim Jim might be any-
thing from an income-tax imspector
to a schoolmaster.

“That is mnot true!” said Mr.
Quelch, at last.

“Why not?”

“Because, if it was, you would not
tell me!” said the Remove master
scurnfuli{. “IL shall be freo somo
day, and you would not incur un-
necessary risk.”

The masked man laughed again.

*Quite ! he mnbadg: “Yet it is
n fact that I have scen Dr. Locke,
in an Bt}ﬂ.ﬂllj' impeccable character.
You will be glad to hear that the
venerable gentleman is in the best of
health, though deeply distressed by

our diﬂapPeumnue and your um-
Enuwu fate.”

Mr. Queleh watched him keenly.
He did not doubt that the man had
ecen the headmastor of Greyiriars
School, But ho knew that Slim Jim
must have some motive for tclling
him this.

“Well?” he rapped.

“Now we are coming down to brass
tacks !” said the masked man. “On
the occasion of my visit to tho school
a curipus thing oceurred. Dr.
Locke was very much disturbed by a
peculiar trick played by some boy in
the school, which startled and dis-
tregsed him. It scems that some boy
in the school has a peculiar gift for
imitating voices, and this boy, at pre-
sent unknown, cansed a belief thab
vou had returned there—"

“What "

“By speaking from & window, in a
voice that was accepted as yours.
Such an occurrence, naturally, dis-
turbed Dr. Locke very much. As my
visit to the school occurred that day,
I was present, as it chanced. Need-
less to say, I was very startled—*

“Yon supposcd that I had escaped,
andl returned to Greyfriars,” said the
Remove master contemptuously.
“You feared that I might be there—

that I might scc you and - denomuce
you for what you wure!” S

“You me cxactly!” said the
masked man, with a cool nod. “But
it soon transpired that it was somo
sort of a trick. I learned that it has
occurred twice—doubtless the youmg
rascal, whoever he ‘is, inbends to
ca on this peculiar jest. No
doubt Le is a boy in your Form, and
probably known to you,”

Mr, Quelch did not answer.

Slim Jim’s surmise was quite
correct. More than once, Mr, Quelch
Lad whopped a certoin member of
his Form for having played such
tricks. He was well dcquainted with
Billy Bunter's Tentrilo?uial trickery,
and he knew that the fat junior had
often imitated his majestic bark to
make fellows jump. It was clear from
what the masked man said that he
had been at the school, and that
Bunter had played tricks while le
was there.

“The headmaster, naturally, is very
much disturbed ond distressed Ly
this,” went on the masked man. “ And
—I am a good-natured man, Mr,
Queclech—if you care to write a note to
Dr. Locke, acquainting him with the
name of the unknown trickster, I
will sce that i1t reaches him in a way.

of course, that will bring no danger
to myself.”

Mr, Queleh still steod silent.

“I have no doubt you are

ancquainted with the boy’'s name, as
I can hardly doubt that he is in
your Form,” said the masked man.
watching him narrowly threugh the
eycholes of the mask.

“ Possibly !” said Mr, Quclch.

“That is as good as an answer in
the affirmative, It ia in your power
to relieve your headmaster of this
trickster. I will sce that the informa-
tion reaches him, as I have said, if
you carc to write——"

Mr. Quelch’s lip curled.

“I will tell you nothing,” he
answered.

“A mote to Dr. Locke—-—"

“Which you would read and never
deliver,” said Mr. Quelch contemptu-
ously., “Do you take me for on

infant? Why you should care about
such trickery I comnot guess, buf it
is perfectly clear to me that you have

some purpose of your own to scrve in
agking me this. Your concern for Dr,
Locke, gir, ig sheer humbug—T do pot
believe in your good nature. You
desire to learn the boy's name, for
some reason that I canmot fathom—
and I shall tell you nothing."

The cyes from the mask glittered

at the kidna Form-master.
Quoleh had r the man like an
open book.

“Perhaps,” said Mr. Queleh, sar-
castically, “your outward avocation
may canse you to visit the school
again. The trickery might recur—
aond such an experience must be dis-
agreeable o a man who has so much
to fear, You might oven betray your-
self, or excite suspicion, in a startled
moment. I understand &‘qu perfectly
—and I will tell you nothing

For a lonz minunte the masked man
stood looking at him in silence. Then,
still without Epmlung. he turned and
lcft the dugout. ‘The door closed
again, and the bolts shot into place,
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Lamb’s hand was raised to strike again, but Wharton grasped at his arm and dagged itdown. **You'd

better stop that, Mr. Lamb ! ** he snapped contempiuously.

Mr. Quelch, left alome again,
resumed pacing the dug—uut—p{:ﬂm
o little bucked by that interview. FE:
whatever reason it might be, Slim
Jim evidently wanted to learn what
he had come there to find out—and
it was some comfort to send him away

disappointed.
£é Bm EI:I-

L1 I
“I haven’t come to tea,” said

Billy Bunter, disdainfully *“Think I
sant any of vour measly spread? I'm
geing to tea with Smithy ¥

“You fat villain ! said Bob Cherry.
“Is Smithy fe&dingg Jou for pulling
the Pet Lamb's leg?’

Billy Bunter grmued. His ample
form adorned the deoorway of Study
No. 1 in the Remove, at tea-time.

The Famous Five, in that study,
were ing tea—rather a frugal tea,
Christmas tips having mostly petered
out by this time,

Eill:% Banter did net want any of
that frugal tea. Smithy’s study,
which was like mnto a land flowing
with milk and honey, was open to
Bunter now.

Last term a book would have
greeted the fat Owl in Smithy's
gtudy This term there was a happy
ghange. 2o long as the Bounder
wanted to make use of Billy Bunter's
weird pift of ventriloguism, he was
not in a position to refuse Bunter the
lmspit&litg) of his study. Bunter was
the man to make the most of such o
happy chance,

CORNERING THE LAMB
SAY, you fellows!”

I’ll ¢all the Head if you do !*

“1 say, you fellows, Smithy's got
a 1‘&1]:; good spread,” said Bunter.
“Three kinds of jam——"

“Go and sample them

“And sosses—lots of sosses!™ said
Bunter “I'm waiting for Smithy to
come up now, He's getting a cake
and some doughnuts from shop.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Bunter's going to bo a pig in
clover so long as Smithy keeps up
this stunt,” he remarked. “%nn't
burst all over his study, old fat
man ™

“1 say, you fellows, though, who'd
have thought the Lamb would be so
jolly Eknocked over?” said the fat
Owl. “Can you fellows make it out?
The idea at first was ouly to puzzle
the sillﬂ ass, aud worry him, you
know., But look how it's turned out!
He goces all ga-ga when Queleh’s voice
crops up mitliy says he must he
afraid of Quelch for some reason.”

“Bmithy’s an ass!™ said Harry
Wharton.

“Well, it's queor, you know,” said
Bunter. “Even if he knows Quelch,
and they’ve had some row, lLie can't
be afraid of Quecleh punching his
head, or anything, can he?”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Well, it ain’t likely, is it?” said
Bunter.

“Not quite.”

“The likeliness is not terrific.”

“Well, then, I don’t sce why hLe
should be so afraid of running into
Quelch,” said Bunter.

“Perhaps he isn't.”

“Well, Smithy thinks so, and it
iolly well looks like it,” said Bunter.

** You shan’t touch Smithy again !

“"He eleared off this afterncvon—we
haveu'’t had him in Form. We've Lad
extra French aund maths instead.
Well, what did he eclear off for®”

“Ask bhim when he comes in,” sug-
gested Nugent,

“Swithy thivks he cleared off for
the afternoon hbecause he faneied
Quelelh might be ahout, you Luow,
after what Prout said—"

“Smithy’s a goat I” said Bob Cherry,

“Thanks !" said a sareastic voice
from the passage, as the Bounder
looked in over Bunter's fat shoulder.

“Not at all, old bean—you’re wel-
come,” said Bob affably. “Yon
shouldn't talk such rot ‘about tlhe
poor old Baa Lamb, Smithy !

“Is 1t vot F" sneered the Bounder,

“The rotfulness iz terrific, my
esteemed Smithy.”

“I say, Smithy, got the doueh-
nuts " asked Bunter.

“ Never mind the doughnuts now,”
saitl Smithy. “Lamb’s come in, and
I think Dhe's ecoming up here. e
asked me if you were in vour study,
Wharton.”

" Well, here T am, if he wants me.”
said the captain of the Remove <1
don't know why-—"

“You think he's not afraid to sec
Quelch ' sncered the  Bounder.
“3Well, as soon as he’s inside the
study he’'s gﬁﬂlf to hear Quelch’s
voiee outside. 'Lhat jolly old veice
is going to corner him! See?”

“He, he, he!” from Bunter.

“Look heve, chuek it, Smithy ! ox-
claimed Wharton. “Pon't start
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playing your fatheaded jopes on
Lamb in my stndy !”

“It's utter rot,” said Johnny Bull,
“The Loamb has acted rather queerly,
but why the dickens should he object
to secing Quelch®”

“Well, wait till he's in the study,
and bears Quelch outszide, and thin
he can't get away withont mecting
him {" sncered the Bounder.

“From what the Head said the
other day, he doesn't cven know
Quelch’s voiee, as he's never mcek

him "
“He's pulled the Head’s ler about
that | e kmows Quclich’s voice as

well as we do. so he must have meb
him, nud knowa him pretty well, too,
I shounld think,” answercd Vernon-
smith. “ You'll see.”

“Look bhere—"

“Bhut up—he's coming.” :

The Famous Five remunined silent,
though feeling very restive,  They
could not risk giving the fat veatrilo-

wist away tv Lamb; but they had
little sympatly with the Bounder's
feud, and they did not want tricks
Riaj'ml on the Pet Lamb in Study
vo. 1,

But there was no help for it now—
Lamb was coming up the passage, and
Le passed Vernon-Smith and Bunter
at tho doorway and looked in., He
peercd at Harry Wharton over his
aold-rimmed glasses.

“Ah! You arce here, Wharton ! he
aaid in bis accustomed aminble bleak.

“Yes, sir! Please come in!” snid
the captain of the Remove politely.
He was wondeting what the Lamb
wanted.  The art master had been
away from the school that alternoon,
and this was the first Wharton had
geen of him sinee dinner.

The Pet Lamb ambled into the
study.

Yrank Nugent politely placed the
It <t elinir for him, and he sat down.

Outside the study, Billy Bunter
hacked a little, Lehind the Bounder,
who lounged by the deorway. A fat
little cough was heavd—the Remove
ventriloguist's  usunal  preliminary
before e weat into action.

“I wish to ask you somcthing,
Wharkon * snid the Lamb. “You or
your fricads will, T feel sure, be
able to apswer me. Probally you are
aware of what eccurred to-dav—some
Foolish bov who appears to have a
rift for imitating voices, deluded DMr
Proub inte helievine that your Form-
mazter, Mr Queleh, had returned to
the. schopl

o1 exelnimed Harry.

Tyvidentty  the Pet Tamb  had
onessed it
" Mr Lamb did not know that there
was a  ventriloguizt in Jia Form.
Dut he had tumbled to it that some
fellow well acquainted with Queleh’s
voite had heen able to imitate it

That was indeed really the onl
oxzible cxplanation of what ha
{:np wned., as it was cortain  that
Oueleh wa- still away from  the
= hooh-

“Now 1 think it verv probable,”
mrswed Mr Lamb, “that  yon,
Viarton Ywmow somcthing about
thi=™

Wharten did not speak. He did.
indesd, know something about it, as
I'ug Magner Lismany.—No. 1,665,
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every fellow in the Ilemove did.
But he had no intention of telling
Mr: Lomb what he Encw.

“Such trickery,” said Mr. Lamb, Q

“oannot be allowed to continue! It
is distressing to the headmaster, in
the circumstanees, It is very annoy-
ing to mo. Arc you awarc, Wharton,
whether any boy in the Reinove
possessea this trick of imitation? I
am speaking to yom as my head boy.”

No answer.

“Dv you hear me, Wharton?”
asked Mr. Lamb, raising his voice o
little.

“Yes, I hicar you, sir!” onswered
Harry.

“Please
then 1

“I cannot answer it, sir,” said the
captain of the Remove guictly. *'It
is net a head boy's duty, sir, to
answer such questions, I cannot tell
you anything about other fellows in
my Form !

Mr. Lawb looked at him, the
amialle expression fading from his
face and an angry gleam coming into
his eves.

All the Famous Five could sec
that onc of the Lamb’s outbreaks of
temper wias coming. It did not
daunt Harry Wharten, however, If
the Lamb supposed that lhe could
turn his head boy into o sncak, tell-
ing tales abont other fellows in the
Rrmove, the Lamb was mistaken, and
the soconer he unnderstood it, the
better.

“Wharton! I order you to answer
me ™ rasped Mr., Lamb. His veice
became barsh and unpleasant when
he was angry, and he was angry
now. “I ean see that you know—
and I order you to reply!” .

Wharton’s face took on a dogged
look.

“I've nothing to tell you, sir!”™
he answered

“Yon do not mean that you can-
not answer? Do you mean that you
will not?” demanded Mr. Laomb.

Wharton locked at him steadily.

“Yes, siv,” he answered distinetly.,
“If you want it ](:;:rin. I mcan that I

answer my guestion,

will not. A cleh would never
have asked a fellow in the Form to
give apother fellow away !”

“You are uot dealing with Mr.
Queleh now ! said the Lamb harshly.
“Yom are dealing with me, and if you
do not auswer my question, Wharton,
I shall punish you with the greatest
severity 17

Wharton’s cyes flashed.

“You will do as you think best,
sir, he answered. “But you will
never make a sncak of me or of any
other man in the Remove I

“Hear. bear!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

Mr Lamb rose to his fect. His
tace was flushied, his eyes glittering,
under knitted brows, Harry
Wharton faced him steadily. If
Lamb wns going to start smacking
hiz lwead as he had smacked the
Bounder's on the train on the first
day of term, there was treuble com-
inz' And Lamb looked like it!

But even as lic was making a step
towards Wharton, there was o sha
barking voice at the doorway behin
Lamb’s back,

“Is Mr. Lamb here? I was told
that Mr. Lamb was here.”

It wos the familiar bark of Mr.
ueleh.

o life like —s0 exnotly like
Quelch’s bark—was that voice that
the Famous Five, for n moment,
really fancied that Quelch was in
the passage, forgetting " the fat
ventriloguist.

The effect on Mr. Lamb was very
startling.

He knew, ns the Famous Five
knew, that Mr. Quelch was not in
the school. But, for the moment,
the im jon that Quelch was not
only in the achool but actually
standing ot that moment in the
rm.ﬁaﬂ-fﬁ outside the study was irre-
sistible.

The art mastor spun round as if
electrified, canght hold of the study
door, and slammed it. That sudden
slam rang along the Remove i
and Mr. Lamb stood at the shut
{lm;:édpunting, while the Famons Five
stared at him blankly,

e e

A ROW IN THE REMOVE !

ABEREY WHARTON & CO.
stared as if transfixed.
They were too astonished
to move or s

Laomb's sudden action had taken
them .ﬁuim by surprise. They had
doubted, or rather derided, Smithy’s
assertion that Lamb was afraid, for
somc: mysterions reason, to meet Mr.
Qneleh.  But they could hardly doubt
it now,

Lamb's action hnd been swift, in-
stinctive, without thought—the out-
come of sudden panic at the voice of
Mr. Quelch—which only too cvidently
Le knew well enough, though tho
Head supposed that he had never met
the Remove master. The amazed
juniors could see that. For some
utterly inexplicable reason, thie man
who was taking Mr. Quelch’s place
at Greyfriars panicked at the pro-
gpect of meeting Mr. Queleh faee to
face. It wos so amazing that the
juniors could only stare, dumb.

KEnock !

It was a knock outside the door.

“Is Mr. Lamb here?” ecnme the
well-known bark., “If you are here,
Mr. Lamb, T should be glad to speak
to you!”

. h‘fra was a dead silence in Study

0.1,

Harry Wharton & Co. needed only
a moment’s reflection to tell them
that it was the fat ventriloguist at
work again, earrying on with
Smithy's stunt, and cornering the
Lamb in that study.

“Are you there, Mr. Lamb?” came
the bark again, so exactly Quelel’s
that thﬂu%h they knew the facts, the
Famous Five could hardly belicve
that it was not their old Form-master
apuuki:ﬁ.

But they knew that it was Bunter,
and as Lamb bad already gnessed
that that mysterious voice was pro-
duced by some fellow with a gift of
imitation, they expected him to
realise very soon how mattcrs atood.
Mr. Lamb was not Inug in doing

n

so The unexpeeted -aice had thrown



kim quite of his balance for the
moment, But he was quick to rTe-
COver.

The look of rage that flashed over
hig face startled the juniors in the
study. He h;sml round to the door,
which he slammed only a few
moments ago, and tove it open.

Evidently lie had alrcady realised
that Mr. Quelch was not, and could
uot be, there, and was furiously
eager to got hold of the trickster
whom he knew must be there.

“Ow!"” came a startled squeak, as
Mr. Lamb, fairly leaping out of the
study, crashed into Billy Bunter.

The fat Owl staggered across the

HARZE,

Mr. Lamb did not heed him., Not
for & moment did his suspicions turn
on Bunter—the fat and obtuse Owl
of the Remove was not a fellow he
wag likely to suspect.

His eyes &littnmd 11]:l and down the
possage. Only one other fellow was
near at hand—Herbert Vernon-Smith
—with a sardonie grin on his face.

“You!” breathed Mr. Lamb.

He had no doubt of it. He had
not forgotten the episcde in the train,
and Smithy in the Form-room during
the past few dawys had let it be seen
plainly enough that le had not for-
gotten it, either. It was Vernonm-
Smith who was playing this trick—
Lamb jumped to that at once.

He uttered only that one word—
then lie almost flew at the Bounder.
In o moment his grosp was on
Smithy.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Billy Bunter,

The fas Owl wae thankful from the
Lottom of his fat heart that the
enraged Lamb had not spotted him.
The look on the art master’s face
scared him almost out of his podgy
wits.

Smack, smack, smack, smack !

Herbert Vernon-Smith, taken quite
I}F egurprise by that sudden on-
slaught, atrugflecl in the art master’s
grasp and yelled frantically.

Lamb heeded neither his strugpgles
nor his yells. His blows came down
like rain.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five crowded out of
the doorway of Study No. 1.

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

Harry Wharton, with a set face,
ran forward and grasped Mr. Lamb’s
right arm, as his hand was descend-
ing in another tremendouns smack.

“Btop that!™ he panted.

“Let po my arm, you youn
rascal ™ m«are{l]rl}ﬂmh. . i

He wrenched his arm  savagely
AWSY.

A dozen Hemove fellows crowded
out of the studies, staring on at the
scence with startled faces.

Lamb’s hand was raised to strike
again, but Wharton grasped at his
arm and dragged it down.

“You'd better stop that, Mr.
Lamb I” he snapped contemptuously.
“You shan’t touch Smithy again!
T'll call the Head if you do !”

Vernon-Smith tore himself loose
from Lamb's grasp and jumped
away. eyes were blazing, and
be clenched his hands.
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“Let him touch wme again!™ he
shouted. “I'll kuock him spinning

if he docs!”

Tom Redwing ran out of Stud
No. 4 and joined his chum. A crow
of fellows gathered round, startled
and excited.

Mr. Lamb wrenched hiz arm from
Wharton'’s grasp again, and scemed
for a moment about to wreak his rage
on the captain of the Remove. But
he turned towards Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder glared at him with
savage defiance.
n like!” he said

“Come om, if §
between his teeth. *“I'll kneck yon
a]_:innjn_g-, if I'm sacked for it the
next minute !

“And I'll back you up!” exclaimed
Tom Redwing.

Mr. Lamb stood panting. But he
did not approach the Bounder again.
It was plain that he was trying to
coutrol his savage temper; and
equally plain that he found it very
difficult to do so. He spoke at last,
his voice harsh and gasping.

“Vernon-Smith! It is you who
have been guilty of all this trickery !
I shall report you to yomr head-
master,”

“Report, and be banged ! retorted
the Bounder.

“It+ was not Vernon-Smith, sir!®
said Harry Wharton quictly. “Every
fellow in the Remove knowe that it
wasn't.”

Tamb stared round at him.

“Then who was it?” he snarled.

“That's for you te find out!™
answered Wharton coolly. “I think
you'd better go, sir!Z

Lamb gave him a fierce look, Then
Lis glance ewept round over the crowd
of faces in the Remove passage—
many of them contemptuous.

“Rotten bargee!” came a voice
from the back of the crowd. Two or
three fellows hissed.

Irobably it dawned on Mr. Lamb
that Wharton's supgestion was a
good one, and that he had better go.
After that gplare round, he turned and
walked to the Remove landing and
the stairs,

“By gad!”? said Lord Mauleverer.
“What a bargeel”

The Bounder stood panting.,

*“Oh erikey !” said Billy Buntcr.

“You fat ass!” eaid Harry.
“You'd better let that be your last
trick on Lamb. He may spot you
next time.” '

“Oh lox'I?

Mr. Lamb had disappeared down
the stairs. The Famouns Five went
back into Study No. l—leaving the
enraged Bounder
buzzing crowd in the passage.

Hob Cherry shut the door and cast
a look round at his comrades.

“We'd better eall that bargee the
Pet Tiger, instead of the Pet b,”
he remarked. “ But what the dickens
does it all mean, you fellows? It's
as plain a3 anyt that the man
knows Quelch's bark, and that it
startles him almest out of his seven
scnses ! Why should it?"”

But that was a question to whick
no member of the Co. could find an
auswer |

the centre of a.
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KOT A DIFFICULT CASE!

OHN ROBINSON, the Head's
new chauffeur, stood at the
telephone in his room over the

Greyfriars garage.

Qutside, the early winter darkpess
lad set in, and it waos already
black-out.

John Robinson had called a London
number, and was waiting for an
auswer from Baker Strcet.

The voice that came throngh was
that of Jack Drake—once a Hemove
fellow at Greyfriars, mow Ferrers
Locke's assistant.

*“Drake speaking, Mr. Robinson.2

“I want to ask you a question, my
boy !’ said Ferrers Locke. * You have
not, I suppese, forgotten your Grey-
friarse days??

“Eh? No! Not likely!” answercd
Drake, in a tone of surprise.
* Especially as I spent the Christmas

holi ays with Wharton and his pals.

Why?
“You remember the Remove hoys
pretty well 2%

cs, rather!”

“Can you rccall any boy in that
Form who had a gift for the imijtation
of voices?”

There was a chuckle over the wires.

“Has Bunter been pulling -your
leg, Robivson #*

‘Buuter ?” repeated Ferrers Locke.

“You know Bunter—the fattest
and fatheadedest ass ever! Buuter's
your man i* _

“You are sure of this, Drake?¥
asked Ferrers Locke.

“Bank on it!” answered the boy at
Baker Strcet. “Bunter can do the
fatmg'nrd imitations in every variety.
His favourite game used to Le mak-
ing the fcllows jump by imitating
their Form-master's voice—poor old
Queleli's ¥

“Oh!” murmured Locke.

“He made me jump almost out of
my skin once, when I was respectfully
referring to my Form-master as a
donkey, by making Quelch speak just
belind me,” chunekled Drake. “You
wouldn’t think that a fat ass like
Bunter could do that, or anything
clse, would you? But it's a gift—if
it needed brains, Bunter conldu’t do
it, of counrse!”

Ferrers Locke langhed.

“Then you have actually leard
Bunter reproduce Mr. Quelel’s voico
so ecxactly as to deceive youn?” ho

asked.

“More than once!” answered
Drake, “All the Remove know his
little games in that line. But surely
Bunter hasn't been playing that
trick again while Mr. Quelch is
awayr"

“I think he has, Drake,” answered
Ferrers Locke.

“I eay, though,” came Drake's
voice, “play the game, Robinson, you
koow! Bunter’s not to get iuto a
row from anything I tell you in the
way of business.”

wcke laughed again.,

“You need not be uneasy, my boy 1*
he said. “Bunter will uot et into
a row. He will only be warned to
stop playing such tricks, which scem
to Dhave causcd some commotion in
the school in the present circumi.
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stances. I thought wyom would
pmhahl{ be able to put me wise—I
am much obliged to you, my boy.”

Yocke put up the receiver,

He stood emiling for a moment or
two. It had not %ﬂkﬂ‘.‘] him long to
¢lucidate the mystery of tho voico
that had so startled rﬁr. Prout—and
Mr. Lamb still more, though the de-
tective was not yet aware of that.

That it came from some fellow who
had the trick of imitating voices
Tiocke had gucssed casily emough, as
Lamb had done. That this fellow
belonged to Mr. Quelch’s Form was
most probable. And as his boy
assistant, Drake, had becn in Mr,
(ueleh’s Form when he was at Gl:er
frinrs School, it was morc than likely
that Drake knew what fellow it was
who could Ipln that peeunliar trick.
So Ferrers Locke's investigations info
that mystery had nnIEukcn the furm
of waiting till he knew that Jack
Iirake would be in the rooms at
Taker Street, and then ringing up
iz boy assistant !

Now he knew all that he wanted to
know.

IInlf an hour later, Ferrers Locke
emerged inte the black-out from the
private door of the parage.

Jolin Robhinson, for the time, had
rensed to exist; it was the Baker
mireet -detective, in his own proper
person. who emerged.

In the darkness of the black-out
tlicre were uo cyes to obscerve him;
but Locke never took the remotest of
chanees; and had an eve fallen on
him, he would not have been known—
with o heavy coat-collar turned up
about his ears, a soft hat pulled low
over his brow, and a handkerchicf
held to his face, as he stopped to the
rate that gave on the lane at the
side of the school buildings.

Outside that gate, the Baker Strect
ilctective replaced his lhandkerchict
in his pocket, and walked up to the
road.

A minnte or two later, he was ring-
ing the bell at the school gates,

When old Gosling came to let him
in, he touched his hat very respect-
fully to Mr. Locke, the relative of the
headmaster, nothing -LIc:uhting that
Mr. Locke had arrived by tramm and
walked to the school—anid certainly
never dreaming that Mr. Locke had
only walked round the school from
the garage !

UNEXPECTED !

& OME in, fathead!”
Harry Wharton called ont

as a knock came at the door
of Study No. 1.

Thie Famous Five had just finished
tein.

In response to that polite invita-
fion the door opened and a lean. well-
known figure appeared in the door-
WiLY.

“0Oh!” gasped Wharton, as e saw
who the visitor was.

; The Famous Five jumped to their
et

IMarry Wharton'’s face was crimson.

¥ Borry. Mr. Locke ! he gasped. “1

fL

never knew——

“Quite!” apgreed Ferrera Locke
Tue Macner Lemany.—No. 1,665.
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with a smile, as he stepped into the
study. “No harm donc! I hopo I
am uot barging in at an awkward
moment?"

“No fear! Jolly plad to sce you!”

said the captain of the Remove.
“Please sit down, sir! May we ask
you to tea?"

The Famous Five had cleared the
table rather effectually and the tuck-
shop was closed. But the chums of
the Remove were ready to scrounge
along the ge oand raid every
study in the Remove to entertain so
distingruished a visitor. -

But Locke shook his head.

“Thank you—I regret to say that
I have had my tea,” he answered.
“But I will sit down for a few
minutes, if agrecable to you.”

The best chair waz immediately
forthcoming, and Mr. Locke sat down,

“Any news, sir?” asked Bob
Cherry,

“News #* repeated Ferrers Locke.

“¥Well, it's pretty well known that
you were called in when our -
master was kidnapped, sir,” said Bob.
“Wge should all be jolly glad to hear
news of Mr. Queleh.”

“I am sorry to say that there is no
news of Mr. Quelch so far,” said the
Baker Street detective.

“Lotten !” said Bob. “And that
blighter, S8lim Jim, is still tottering
roubd cracking eribs, when Quelch
could identify him, if he were only
frec to do it,

“That is how the matter stands at
prescent,” assented Locke. * But——*

“But that isn’t what yon came to
tell " said Harry Wharton,

= .
smiling.

“No,” agreed Locke. *The fact is
that at the moment I am locking into

uite another matter, in which a
move hoy can assist me.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob.
“ Anyvthing we can do, sir, you know
you've only to say the word.”

“Yes, rather!” said Johnny Bull,

“T'he ratherfulness is terrifie.”

Locke smiled. -

“I am sure of that,” he assented,
“But in this casc, Bunter is the man
I waut. Can you call Bunter?”

“Bunter ! repeated the Famous
Five all together, blankly. How tho
fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove
couid Le of any assistance to Ferrers
Locke was tliulte a mystery to them.

“Yes, Billy Buuter,” said Locke.

“I'll call him at onec,” said Harry,

uito mystified. “He's tea-ing with

mithy—but I expect he's through by
this time. I'll hook him along,
whether he is or not.”

“Thauk yon!”

The ¢ Eta.in of the Remove left the
study and went along to Study No. 4.

A minute later a fat, protesting
voice was heard in the Remove

SEATC,

“0Oh, really, Wharton !
finished yot!

I haven't
There’s still a cake—
wait o minute—I'll brin the
cuke—— That’s all right! Youm
don't mind, Smithy?"

“'Tnke it and go, you fat octopus !”
came auother voice, which did not
sound as if Smithy was in a pgood
temper

*“Uh, really, Smithy—"

S ment I

“Come. on, you fat chump!™ said

Hnn? YWharton.

A few moments later ho tm‘pfeated
at the door of Study No. 1, followed
by Billy Bunter—with a cake under
his left arm and a chunk of the same

in his right paw.

Billy Bunter gave Mr. Locke a
hh::::'l hrongh his big spectacles, and
a ;

“Hallo, Mr. Locke!™ he said
breezily. “Wharton says you want
to speak to me”

“1 shall bo ver
honour, Master
Ferrers Locke gravely.

“Oh, all right!” gaid Bunter
cheerily ; and he rolled into the study.

Harry Wharton closed the door.

The fat Owl laid the eake on the
table. On further thoughts, he laid
the chunk beside it, perhaps reflect-
ing that eo i was duo to
manxeérs. Bunter had done uncom-
monly well in the Bounder's study,
and he was prepared to give Mr,
Locke a few minutes of his valuablo
time before he finished the cake !

He blinked inquiringly at the
Baker Strect detective, while Harry
Wharton & Co. looked on curiously.

“I require your help, Master
Bunter, in elucidating & very curious
oceurrence ! aaid Forrers Locke.

“Glad to help you, old chap!™
answered Bunter affably. “I've often
thought that I could do the detective
business better than that chap Drake,
who uscd to be here. He's not much

good, if you ask me.”

“You fat ass—" began Bob
Cherry. :

“You shut up, Cherry, while I'm
gpeaking to Mr. Locke !” said Bunter
reprovingly. “Mr. Locke’s come herc
to consult me, not you, haven't you,
girp”

“Preciscly I said Ferrers Locke.
“I think you may bc of material
assistance to me in this matter,
Master Bunter.”

Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five
a vaunting look. Bunter, evidently,

was tho goods. The chums of tho
Bemove could only wonder,

“Well, let’'s hear about it, Mr.
Locke,” said the fat Owl cheerfully.
“1 dare say I can see you through !
I'm pretty keen, you know. What’s
it about?”

“Something that happened here at -
the school soon after midday !” said
Mr. Locke,

The Famous Five all started, and
Bunter blinked in astonishment.

“Bomething that’s happencd at
Greyfriara?” ejaculated Bunter.

L1 I].ﬁ:t-l -J'.l

“Bl if I know what [* said the
mystificd Owl. “But carry on—I
expect I can help you, all right.”

1 have no doubt abeut it " agreed
Ferrcrs Locke. “What ha ed was
this—I have been informed that Mr.
Prout was addressed by some person
whom he supposed to be Mr. Queélch,
and—*

£ Eh ?h

“And ag Mr. Quelch is absent from
the school, it can only have been by
some person who has picked up the
mﬂlmr" trick of imitating voices,

“What ?”
“And I think, Master Bunter, that

glad to have that
unter I answered



with the keenncss and

Fou,

per-

‘spicacity you possess, may be able to ¢

lay your finger on the culprit.”

" Oh crikey }” _

The Famous Five could _uulji‘gtare.
They understood now that Ferrers

Locke was there on account of that §.

mysterions voies which had caunsed so
much esxcitement in the séhool that
day. Buuter, undoubtedly, was the
fellow to help him find the culprit!

But now that he knmew what was
wanted, all Bunter's keenness to help
the celebrated detective had left him !
He stood goggling at Mr. Locke
through his big spectacles, his fat
jaw dropping. %’hen, forpetting even
the cake, the. fat wl turned
hurriedly to the door.

“Btop ! rapped Ferrers Locke.

“[=I—I've got to see Lamb!”
stammered Bunter. “I—I forgot
that, Lamb told me to come to hia
study. after tea—"

 Ferrers Locke rose from his chair,
grasped the fat Owl by a fat shoulder,
and hooked him back. Then he stood
by the door, his eyes fixed on the
dismayed Owl.

“1l am afraid that Mr. Lamb will
have to wait!” gaid Locke. I fear
that I caunot do without your assist-
ance in this matter, Master Bunter!”

“I—I—1 don't know anything!"
groaned Bunter. “It wasn’t me! I
wasn't there! I certainly never went
into Quelch’s old study, and Smithy
never told me about old Prout doing
his grind by the atudy windows after
dinner—Smithy never mentioned the

m::i;:ter- to me at all. Why should
h{: ¥

“So it was you!” said Ferrers
Locke.

“No?™ yelled Bunter. “I've told

you that it wasn’t! As for imitatin
Queleh's voice, I couldn’t do it if
tried. I can’t do ventrilogquism at
all, I've never imitated a voice in
my life! You ean ask these fellows
—they've heard me often enough——"

“Ha, ha, hal!"

“Oh, cackle!” howled Bunter.
“You'd like to sec me landed in a
row, wouldn't you? I never did it,
and Eou jolly well know that it was
Smithy put me up to it because the
Lamb’s afraid to meet Quelch, and

oes off at the deep end if he thinks
we's about. Lamb would take my
gkin off if he knew that it was me
who frightened _him with Quelch!
Look how he pitched into Smithy
when Ire thonght it was him !”

“Shut up, you fat ass!” said Bob,
“Mr. Tiocke doesn't want to hear all
that.”

“Well, it wasn't me! I never did
it, Mr. Locke, and if I did it was
Smithy put me up to it, and yon can

ask him. He likes frightening thed

Lamb by making him think Quelch
iz just round the cornmer.”

'%lu: amile that had hitherto been on
Ferrers Locke's face faded, and a
strangely keen and intent look took
its place.

All the keenness of the detective
flashed out in that brief moment,
though the next Locke was smiling
acalii. :

“1 think, Master Buuter, that youn
may as well tell the truth, un-

(Continued on next page.)
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UITE a number of readers have
been writing in to say that
they have been unable to get

a copy of the Maaxer recently, and
ask me why it is. Well, I can oily
say that those of you who are ietting
our copy regularly every week have
n either wise or very fortunate.
The wise boys and girls are those who
have followed out my recent instruc-
tions and registered with their news-
agents ; the fortunate .ones are those
whose local newsagent had a spare
copy for sale, You all want to' make
sure of obtaining yonr Maaxer regu-
larly every weck, don’t you? Well,
there’s one way, and one way only.
War-time restrictions ban newsagen
from ordering more copies of the
Maaxer than they can sell. You can
ﬁu'url:l against disappointment—and
elp the newsagent at the same time
—by filling in the Order Form on this
;.[r%gﬂ and handing it to him tﬁ-fﬂa%!
ereis a copy for every reader who
orders it!

Now for a few

REPLIES IN BRIEF
to readers’ queries :

Fred SMART (Bexley Heath).—
Prefects have the ivilege of
“whopping” juniors and giving them

lines, but are not allowed to impose
detentions. Prefects are appointed
solely gt the discretion of the Head,
and are not elected as at some
schools.

Walter WILSON (Yorks).—Bob
Cherry is the best boxer in the
junior. school; but he's nowhere near
g0 brilliant in class as Mark Linley.
Bob Cherry has big feet and a big
heart 1

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
 Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londbn,

Write to him : Editor of the

EC4.

James STEWART. (Barking).—
You've rather stumped me with your
nery : “ Who is the beat singer in the
ove?” Johnny Bull can. beflow;

a u;ﬂr&ain thiqes& jlllliliﬂ% is lf;l;ﬂi-
cap aving only Wun ;
but you lﬁmuiﬂ» hear Hume.ﬂinghf-
George BENNETT (Exeter).—Mr.
Prout never contplains: ahout being
too stout. His only worry seems to
be tr?'i:ug to teach Horace Coker to

spell

So much, then, for Replies in Brief.
Now let me say a word or two about
next week's star gchaol sfory of
Harry Wharton & Co., which appears
under the title:

“THE BOUNDER ON THE TRAIL!”

With a nerve that no pther fellow
at Greyfriars possesses, Vernon-Smith
risks expulsion by breaking ont from
the school at the dead of night to
play a wild and reckless schoolboy
joke on Mr. Lamb, the new master of
the Remove. A sulipr_iga awaits the
Bounder, however, for the Lamb is
not asleep as is e ted, but w
much awake! What's more, there's
a watcher on the scene in the shape
of Ferrers Locke, who is on the ver
of making a startling dim_rﬁvel_:}-un%.;
to be left where he started, owing to
the Bounder's recklessness, Thas is
ope of the finest yarma Frank
Richards has written, s0 do as I
advised earlier in this chat—fll in
the Order Form on this page and
hand it to your newsagent. It's the
only way of making sure you get the
Maaner regularly cach weck. '

Meet you all again next Saturday,
chnms.

Till then, cheerio,
YOUR EDITOR.

MuigxrEeT.

ORDER FORM
To (Newsagent's fiame and address) iicieiverismisonismsnierismon

....................................................

diTmanEgisnann

Until further notice, please reserve for me every week a copy of the

Reader’s Name and Address ........
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accustomed ns you are t;- such a
resouree,” he said. .

“1. keep on telling you 1t wasn’t
me—" wailed Bunter. “ And it was
all Smithy's fault. You asE Smithy
if he ain't set on frightening the
Lamb bécause the eilly ass is afrajd
to niegtk Queleh for some silly
mnsﬂh——’

“Will you listen to me, Bunter

“Yes, if you ain’t going to make
mtb that it was me !” said Bunter.

%1 ahall not refer outside this study
to what you tell me, Bunter, You
have Ilbtrhlup: to fear.”

“0h,” said Bunter. “You ain't
going to :give me away to Lamb?”

4] ‘l nnt rl?
¥ the Head pr
Y] Hﬂ.!”

“Oh!" said Bunter, considerably

retieved. “I don't mind saying I did
;'i:.t_.tif o0 aMtit ng to tell.anybody ;
ut i

knﬂz nothing at nll
about ib—amutaly nothing ! w
“I can aesupe you, Bunter, that you

will be: in fip taouble over this matter Iam

as BII do not repeat your
mtmﬁ; siuli Ferrers Locke, “I ghall on

nﬂﬁin of what you tell me. But

if ﬁ'-m:h a trm’k should be pla:_md again
yon mnst be prepared to take the

consiguences,”

“Oh, all right! T'it tell 8mithy I
ahan’t da it. again 1" said the fat ﬂwl
EE s ngb going to get into a féarful
row uaf tie hk‘EE frightening that
fool Tamb! He can’t expect it "

-4y M. Eamb was friphtened, was
he ?*" st Perrérsg Locke, with a very
crrious dook ad the Owl of the
Bemove.

“Yer, blesaad lf I Enow w]:l;gr 1" gaid
Beinter “We fhought it was rot
wilen Bmithy aaid so frst, but ail tire 4
feltaws condd ase it :l.fh:warﬂa What
was 8 felow-to thimk when he focks
litmbodf in his etudy because Prout
tuld Bim Qneln‘.h had come back, and
rhi:?t t&u Ha ﬂi dﬁr h-ecauae e

B gleh is in the

“Very g rﬂma E ttnep::e said
Forrers Twcke dry rlanced at
Hatry Wharhnn "In 8 fm:t;
Wharton that Bunter's hlﬂk‘;ﬂ?
n*udm‘fd I:;ua extraofdinary effect on

g Wal.l yes, it sceme se, Mr. Yocke,”
answered Harky. “He's not supposed
to haye met M, GQuelch, but he's
given it away rettjr Slmnljr that he
knows ]Euip v?ip it mecms to
stastle Him rI:,r ﬂut of hiz wits,
Nobody kugys why.”

Locke pmiled.

“And Véraon-Smith has been play-
dng apon this
Mr. Lamb'g, patting” up “this stupid
hoy, Bunfer, to play his ventriloguial
tricks "

. “Ye4; you see, Smithy’s got a feud
en with Tamb,” explained Harry.
“Lamb bresks out into a fearfil
tc-m;pe: t‘ﬂw now and t!lr:n and

ulmr weakness of
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Smithy got the benefit of it first day
of term.”

Ferrers Loeke nodded.

“¥ery odd,” he said carclessly.
“But from now- on, Yornon-Smith
mugt-find some other method of carry-
ing on Lis feud. Nothing will be said
of this, Master Bunter, if yon stop

our tunkm-}r, and 1 can tfell your

eadmaster that it will not ocour

“MAGNET"” PEN PALS

A free featyre whick brings togethe
readers afl over the werld jor the pus-
pose of - ras!;gmr,m:ﬂr riewd s diers o)
mutuak interest. I yatr wieah o ”pf.r,r
to @ notiee gnni.'}rhaﬁ:‘a'- higre you musi
torite to the Pen Pal'diveet. Notiver for
publication should be acrcompanicd by
the ectipon on this pagd, and postid 1w
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Mind you don’t-mention me,’ ﬂmd B4

Bunter auxmunly i Hmzmn. ‘116, Whitton  Doney

“T1 shall not mention 51:11 2

“Oh, all right! If—if you did, you
knowr, T should have to tell the
the truth that I never did it—"

“You young ass !”

Ferrets Locke, with & nod to thl:r
Famous Five, left the study.

‘Billy Buuter turned to the éake.

=TI Bﬂj’ you fellows,” he said; with
his month full, “T’d offer you some}.
of thie eake, -:-11! there's only three

E;:nds of it. say, fancy Ferrors{

mming here over a jape on

“ You i‘at ass:!” said Bob, £He's
tebolt’s cabe; 80 the Head ﬂ'n‘titﬂ-
hﬂ im at onece if an hmg happened
connected with Quel Youlve given
Lim all this trouble w1t11 our. fat-
hoaded ventri loquism—and i# there's
any more of Queloh's voice imuuﬂng
thakl';nmh, you'll get it right in the
nec
“I'll wateh it!” said Bunter,
The mysterious voice.of the imlasjng

Form:-master had-been heand of Groy
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not repeat his trickery. Which was'a
satisfaction to the Head, who dnﬁlrcﬂ
to koow no more than that.

But after he had put up the
receiver, John Robinson ;}ml:nd the
rooms, in veéry ‘decp thought

Ferrers Locke was in geavch. of a
man Wwhose face was known to IgIr
Queleh, the missing Remove master,
and to no other, ere was o master
at Greyfriars School—a new master—
who i}&trﬂj’e& an utterly unaccount-
able dread of meeting Mr. Quelch face
to face! -Was this a strange coin-
eidence, or was it a clue?

Timt-wﬂniug- Jolin Robinson had
ample food for thought!

THE END.
(Dan't miss the nert yarn-in this
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