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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

thick (¢ speait to o
fellow like that, and I
told bim so. He tried
to  spooi me that
e hed zaid " searched
the gehiool,” &1l
was spesting  gbout
Buuter. But L hope
1'w net the fellow to
have my leg pulled
like that. 1 hearn
what he =aid, and 1
jolly well mopped
im up [of it.

I'm not deaf, 1 may

THIS WEEK BY

TOM DUTTON,
the deaf junior of the Remove

te a trifle horder of
hkearing thapn  some
fellows, but 1 can
hear well enough if o
chap speaks op and
Jdoesn't mumble, No;
the  troth  is  thas
fellows try to pull noy

Vi just punched Skinner's head.  He
was chowiug some [ellows 4 cartoon
of me, with ao ear-trompet & Yara
long, tremding on a eat's tail and call-

g it o nightingule.  He dido't expect me
to joln Bis group or betd have joliy well
iept bis silly druwing in his pockot.
EH-; sl somethinz aboue i bring
ark.”

" Nightisgale or lael,” 1 replicd sternly,
"t mnkes no dilberence, Desides, you've
writlen mghtingab:  youirsell. It you
meant A lark, why Jdid you cuall it & night-
imgabed" ;

He muttered something about o silly
vl

“An owlt" 1 cried. * Well, that's better!
An owl's ecrecch «oes souni  something
Fike @ ook, though 1 hope | oshould Enow
the ditferenee. But why shouwld I ezll an
owl a mightingale?”

“Whetp!” gasped Skinner fainfly. :

Well, of conrse, 1 don't take numes like
that e anyone, $o 1 latded out, nator
ally, and wiped up the foor with lum. He
trienl Lo make out that be Lind shouted
“Help!™ not " Whelp!™ bat I'm not dear
=1 heard jolly well what be said.  Like
most of the chaps in my Form, be mumbles
such & lot that it's sometimes diffiunlt te
make him out.  But I'm not such o silly
ass that 1 ahonld mistake " Help!™ for
“Whelp!™ 1 crumbled him op and left
him moaning on the floor.

L L]

]

leg by ecalling me
names and then
making out they said
somathing else.

1 give Punlic Warning, to Whom [t May
Convern, that in future cvery lellow who
bries that brick will get one ol _thﬁ
spozzle. Perhaps that will make them UiIe
ol it

MUMBLEMANIA

I ean't  alerstand  why follows WILL
mumble. They mest all be sullering from
Mumblemanla, 1 think., Take Toddy, iny
stily-mate.  He came Into the study just
now and muttercd: i

“Have yon seen Bunter stately?

*Never,” 1 roplied at once. M U've often
seen  him  looking  fnt  and  bloatod  and
Worrible, bug 've never seen hm.". TainG
stately. Who says he's stately?

“Tan me!” gasped Peter.

I call that o potty thing to say.

“Why do you want to be tannedi?” L de
manded,  * Pl tan you, Deter, if you're
really serions, but it's a silly trick, I think
Where shall T do it—in heee?”

Taddy mopped his forehead with a hanky
and  yellad: .

“1'm cooking for Bunter.

That surprised me, ;s

*1 shontdn't do that,” [ replicd at opee
“Let Dunter cook his own grub.  He
always «odges hia share of the work, What
are you cooking—sosseal’

Peter sank into a chair and shut his oyes
Then be sat op and bawled:

Py you kumow where Bunter §s?”

“Xo,” 1 onawerall—"" amd there’s Ko [ecd
ta bawl, I don't like hawling, Peter. As
lang as Fou speak  distinetly, aud Jdont
numble—" 2

" Quelchy’s sent me to mind Bunter,” ex.
plaingd Peter, rather impatientiy, I must

vaAY.

g Well, my hat!” 1 amsweredd.  “lsn'L
Bunter obd cnowgh to look aftey himsely?
Iroea Quelch wanrt na to take him out in
4 pram, op something? @ «dnn’t sce how
you ean mind Bunber, anyway—uenless you
shut him up in the c¢aalkcelar,”

And then, withont the slizhtest saraing,
I anbd: N

“Do yon want to ho birched, you foold
Sa, of eonrse, [ zafled in and made minee
maat of him, becanse it'a very much ton

TORNADO TOM !

Great Boxing Yarn By
Tom Dutton.

Boxing Lias alwuys been my pet hobly,
and 1 wrote & Hne yarn about it for the
“Herald,” but they Lurned it down, 50,
naturally, L tred to wipy up the Socor with
them, but they turned me down, oG, =0
I'm going to put the yarn here, and 1
hopr you won't twn the page down—

T. D.}
Thod! Splock! Wham! Zog! BIM
LBonk!

Never nad Tornade Tom, the boy wonder
welter-weight, shown such  dazzling form,
His opponeént, UBrulser Rill, thought a
dozen fellows were [l'itlilig.ilim rom all
parts of the cowpass az Tom fzeed like
lightning round the ring and showered
blows on the Brujzer's madsive CArcass,
The spectabors Dooted and screamed, for
theiv money was all on Lruiser Bill at
15000 to 1. Ooly sz week before, Tom
had beep a schoslhoy, and had never btrod
the ring in bis life, but his father had been
ruined by = moeb of pangsters, and  his
mother had been (coamed-np and send to
wrison on a falze charge of forgery, and
L[a Awnt Jane bad been turned eut of her
ancestral home to tramp the streets, and
Tom susperted that an enemy had Jone ol
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thiz, 20 he was now carning moucy in Lhe
ring and at the same time tryieg fo fnd
out who bad roiptd bis Tamily.

Whiz! DBang! DBonk! Splock! Wham!
Bill! Zog! Thud! Swoopsh! Crasht BANG!

Hlows were still raining op Bruizer Bill,
who tried feebly to guarﬁ Lhem, aud every
now and then swung o sledgehammer blow
at the spol Tom had Jeft Bve minutes belore.

“'Bre, euse orif, ‘ang yer!" gasped Bill,
whe was getting gddy with trying to see
which way Tom went. *3Stand still, carn’s
yer, and fet a cove it yord :

“Ratz to you!" replied Tom indignantly,
angd  instoundl ut- over a terrilic uppercac
which sprea fil'a noze nll over his Eace,

“'Bving, 1 could seream!” whispered Bitl,
patting hia pose back into place with o
shaking glove. " [If this goes on @much
longer 1 shall "eave in the towell™

hen the ref heard these worda he turged
ale, for all hizs moncy was on Eill, and he
ad morigaged his home and furniture to
back auch a "stone cert,” He gave Tornado
Tom a grim ook and raized. bis band.

“&Stop the fight!™ he shouted fercelr.
“The verdiet fe awarded to Broizer Bill, and
Torwdlo Tom iz dizgnalified for o Toyl hiaw ™

== 3 B b ‘.t.lm-z:
THE TORNADO STRIKES!

A yell ot appiguse rent the sie,. mingled
with hissea and groans for Tom.

Poor Tom stood white and paralysea with
amazement. Seeing that hls blow had con.
fected with Bill's smeler, it cowld bardly

liave been under the  belt—unlesa Bill
was wearing his belt vound his ears. He
stared at the ref uobelievingly.

“1 pever did!" he tried to explain, "Itz

a fearful whopper! [ bit him on the bake.
Why, vou cap see the mark!™

“Rata!™ snarled the ref. “QGet ont of
thiz, you young rotter! You've lost the
fizht, 50 you cap bozz ofl 1™

Tom <8t a haggard glance round tha
hzll. Bpecltatars were shaking their fists ok
him, hiszing amd booing, casting ambrellas
amd tolling bim he unght to be ashopied
of himaelf. The enly people on Lis side
weére a haodiul of bookies, and even they
were giving im angry looks Ior lozing thes
nnmey for bhen.

Pizsgraccd wnd penniless, Tom erept away.
In la feree resepntment be wdded the noanpee
of the ret to thut of the Unknown Enemy,
=mrlh sware he would geot even with them
hoth,

“1I will make good!" he vowed thromglh
efertchien] teeth, ™ Lot Bhe Blighters wait—
I'tl give ‘em jip!"

fAmE T 1 get another page bo mysell sdanke
Ciee I'H put ip somte more of thiz ymrn.
There’s a Jlot more to come, and ail jolty

zood, g0 kecp your cye on thia papor—in

Vgl -T.[J'-'I'

TOM DUTTON

Iatton sutfers from the molmcholy aflipe
tion et dealness,  and  all  the  fellows
heartily  sympathize  with  bim,  thongh
possildy cthey may Joke abomt it mpeow qoed
then,  But their Bumont iy without malice,
Al iz brought about by the aheued sitnge

viona whicis Dhis deafnezs oreates, Tom gz
<oiaitive o insuft amd he often  think s
wllowas are inzolbing him when they are
making quite ardinary remarks, Then the
hand plays!—for Tomn is amond 1l Hr:t
half-slozen boxers of the Form., A rizhe-

Lamder with bis beel bebind 6 (5 Do joke,
He is eeally o good fellow, solid and soand.
with tops of sense. AL games he 19 a
diule ahove averase, exeepl ab Doximg, n
wlich he always does well, There i3 overy
probability that Tom'a deafmess will be
ured o good time, in which ease liz will
prohably do hetter than we Chind.

(Cartoon By HAROLD SKINNER.)



A MIDNIGHT PROWLER is mystifying afl Greyiriars, and no one has been able to Iay the culprit
by the heels.
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But where others have falled, Horacoe Coker, in the role of detective, determines to
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Coker glanced over the high baek of Mr. Prout’s chair as the study door opened, suddenly, and

very quietly.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
No Exit!

6 OU ass |"
“Bhut up!”
“You fathend !
“Will you be queli”

“MNol® said Harry Wharton grimedy,
“1 won't! Stand back from that door,
Smithy !

[t-was rather an unusnal scone, con.
sidering the place and the timel The
plaeé waas the Remove dormitory ab
Grevfriars Scheol; the timo was halls
past ten o'clocl | _

Cienorally, at thot hour, the Groeyfriars
Eemove were fast ssleep. ~— Home of
thern woera sleeping now, Billy Bunter’s
snore, at least, wns going on uninteys
rupted. But o good many fellows wers
pwake and sitting up in bad.

Twe _fellows wore out of hed—one of
themt Harry Wharton, the captain of
the Remove : the other Herbert Vernon-
Smith, tlie Bounder of Greyfrars,

Wharton was in his p{]jzz-mu.s! ust a8
he had jumped out of bed. Smithy was
dressed, even to his collar and tie.

It was the sonnd of veices that had
awakoened MHarry Wharton, He had
awakened to hear Tom Redwing’s voice,
lew but imsistent, arguing with the
Tiounder, and urging him not to play
the goat.

Arpuments and urgings had obout as
much effect on Bmithy as water on &
Juek. He finished drossing himself
while Redwing telked. The captain -::-_f
the Remove, when he woko, did nob
waslo breall in talk, He turned out to
fale more effectunl measures.

Genovally, ho gave no heed to the
wayward proceedings of the black sheep
of the Form., It was not his business to
bring uwp Hernove fellows in the way
they should go. Buoit mattors were nok
quite as ususl now,

Vernon-Smith, heading for the door
found lis way barred by the captain of
the Form., Other fellows, walcing at the
sound of raised voices, sat up and starod
at the two fignres in the bright gleam of
moonlight from the high windows.

“ Stand back t” repented Wharton.

The ‘Bounder's eves glittered at him.

Sereamingly Funny School

Yarn of HARRY WHARTON

& CO,, the pepular Chums of
GREYFRIARS.

ITo had net heeded remonstrances from
his ¢hnm, Redwing. He was not likoly
{6 tolerate interference from others.

“You cheeky fool!l” he said. "Ara
yvou tokin' it on yonrself to meddle T

“You ass! You fathead !” repeated
Haorry Wharton,  “ Last week you came
as near the sack as o fellow could get
without being hoofed out—>"

“MNo bizney of ronrst”

“Zmitly, old man—" exclaimed
Bodwing from his bed.
“0h, chuck it!¥ snapped  the

Bounder, “I'm gein’ ¥

“You're not going!” eaid Harry

He gave quite a3 start at the sight of Gerald Loder.

Wharton, *No fellow is going out of
this dormitory after lights out until
thoy've found out who it is that prowls
the House ot night. Do you want them
to fix it on you egnint’

“Mind your own business.”

*0h, let him go!” came o growl from
Johnny Bull, “Tho sooner he's copped,
snd sacked, the better. Wo don't want
pub-crawlors in the Remove.”

“1f Bmithy's caught out of the dorm,
thay won't give him another chance,"
eaid Horrr, “ It will be taken as proof
that he's tho fellow whao's been prowling
nt night—thoe fellow who knocked out
Loder of the Sixth and banged a study
door on old Prout’s nosel Some féllows
think that that prowling sweep is look-
ing for a& chance to pinch something.
Wa'rsa not poing to have that sort of
thing put down to the Remove "

“Rather not!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“Chuck it, Smithy, and go back to bed,
like a sensible chap.”

The Bounder did not heed. When
his obstinate mind was made up,
opposition only had the effret of making

him more obstinate.

He moved nearer the door; and
Harry Wharton put his bock to i, I
Bmithy was cbstinate, Wharton was
determined.

“Will von  stand  aside iV  agked

Vernon-8mith, in & low concentrated
tono of intense snger.

£ N'ﬂ I.l'?-

“Do vou faney that vou can give mo
orders 1"’

£ Yﬂ lf:‘

That opswer was enough for Herbert

Trg Magxsr Lipnany.—No. 1,618,
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vernon-3mith. Fle made 8 spring ak
tho captain of the Remove, grasped him,
ond dragged him away frnm_t&m,duur.

“Bmilhy, you checky ass|” egxclaimed
Frank Nu‘gent;.- He jumnped out of bed.

Harry Wharton, quito as angry as the
Bounder, gave grasp for grasp, Tha
two jumiors struggled, stumbled, and
crashed against tho door,

“Go k17 chuckled Skinner. “You'll
have Quelch up here at thaf ratel Or
Loder! Go it1”

“1s that what you want, Bmithy, you
fathead 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry,

Bmithy did not answer, or heed. He

was going to have his own wilful way
—if he could! He exerted all his
strength' 1o throw the captain of the
Romove aside,
Harry Wharton was fully a
match for the Bounder, if not a little
mora. They struggled fiercely and
breathlessly ; but Vernou-8mith could
not throw him aeside or break loose
from him.

“You meddling cad!” panted the
Bounder. “Leave me alone”

“Will you go hack to bed?”

“No 1" hissod Smithy,

“You will1” answeved Harry,

Smithy's answer lo that was to hook
his leg and throw his weight on him.
Wharton went down—but his grasp did
not ralax, Thoe Bounder went down
with him, and they bumped together on
the floor. .

"My esteemcd fatheads!” exclaimed

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, “ ¥You will
have absurd beaks and ridieulous pre-
fects here if you kick up ihat terrifio
shindy."” _
“All the better!” grunted Johony
Bull. " Quelch would bo interested to
lmow why Bmithy is dressed at this
time of night.”

“For goodness’ sake,
urged Tom Redwing.

The Bounder, utterly reckless in his
TR, Et-rug'glﬁé savagoly as the two
juniors sprawled on ihe Hoor., He suc-
ceeded ot last in breaking loose, and
bounded to his feek.

Leaving Wharton paniing, he Jeaped
for the door and grasped at tho handle.

In another moment he would have
had the door open. But in
E ci:ulluw whizzed [rom DBob Cherry's
E L]

It crashed on tho back of the
Bounder's hoad and sent him erashing
on the- door. Inztcad of grasping the
door-handle and turning it, Bwmithy
gmoto thoe door with his nose.

His yell rang through the dormitery.
“Well hit!” chuckled Peter Todd.
“IIa, ha, hal?

Vornon-Smith staggered _at thoe door
Before he comld recover, Harvy Whar-
ton was on his feet and grasping him
agaln,

ho strugglo was rencwod. Bmithy's
face was red with rage—ilwugh not.=o
red as a stream that trickled from his
nose.  The Bounder had o  vather
yrominent nose, and ib had it the door
ard and scemed damaged.

“ Lot icr you fool—let go, you rotier |7
panted Hmithy. ) i

Wharton did not waste hia breath in
words, Ho cxerted Limself to the
utmost and bore Bmithy backwards.
Inch hg inch, savagely resisting every
step of the way, Vernon-Smith was
forced back to his bed.

The Remove fellows watched ihe com-
bat bresthlessly, _Only Bunter was
still asleep now. Dunter snorcd on—
but every other fellow was awake and
watching.

Smithy was deiven against his bed,
tha back of his knees jamming on the
bodside. With a hefty shove, the cap-

Tre MaGxNET T.—2u0 1,618,
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that moment L

THE MAGNET

tasn of the Remove sent him sprawling
norose it Smithy sprawled there on iy
back, panting foy breath. :

. “Now sfick there!” seid ITarry, pant-
mg, too. * ¥You're not going out of this
dormitory, Vernon-8mith. Tf you had
the scpse of a bunny-rabbit, Fom
wouldnt think of it! Anyhow, Touw'sae
not going.”

“I'm goin', vou fool 1*

“ You're not] Get off that beod again
st.‘r}d; I'll land you on it fast cnough ¥
The captain of the Remove stood with
clenched fists and gleaming cyea. "
fed up. with your rot, Vernon-Smith !
Get- off that bed and I give you an
eye to match Loder’s, cnd & nose to
match Prout’a!”

The Bounder szak up, panting amd
gha;pm. In the moonlight lis face
showed crimson with fury.

“I'll make you pay for this, la-
morrow I he panted. “I'd smash vou
now, only the row would Dbring the
beaks here. T'I1 wait! Fon woil't
stand there watehin' me all night, youn
meddlin” fool I**

And the DBounder, leaning om his
clbow on the bed, waited.

ot v L

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Spreadeaglod !

ABRY WHARTON siood silent,
looking st the Bounder.
He was silent for a long
minute; and the other fellows
looked en, some of them grinning,

The captain-of the Rémote was rather
nonplussed,

So long as lhe stood there, ready to
har ihe waiu the black sheep of the
Remove could not go. But, obvlously,
ha eould not stand on guard all night |
Tho obstinate Bounder had only to wait
till e F:rt fed up and went back o bed.
Then the way would be clear

The Bounder waited, wiih a biiter
=sneer on his foco.

Harry Wharton spoke at last quictlr:

"Lua{( here, Smithy, havo a lilile
senge! Twice in the last week somoe
follow has prowled the House at m%ht.
and t into the Head's sindy, No-
pows what he was afler, but yon
vourself suggested that he might he
after the money tha Head keeps there.
Do you want to risk being suspected of
g thing like taat?”

The Bounder did not take the trouble
to answor

“The first time it happenad you were
caught out of the dorm, and they put it
on you,” went on Harry., *Tho follow,
whoever lLe was, knocked Loder’ out
when Loder got him in the dark. ¥oi
were poing to be sacked for it Yon'd
bo gone now if fhoe fellow hadn't
prowled again while you were locked up
1;1 i_:};.e punishment-room — you know
ilnt.

“What's the good of tellin® me what
I know 7 sgneered the Bounder.

MIF old Prout hadn't been vp that
night and spotted him you'd ba pone
from the school by this time," zaid
Harry. * No fellow ever had so narrow
2 zqueak as that. You got off because
the Head thought that the fellow who
banged that study door on Proul’s noze
wis the same fellow who knocked Loder
out. But if you're caught out of ithe
dorm sgain, what will they thizk ("

“1s tﬁat. a riddle i

ITarvy Whartonn breathed Liard. _

“I'm tiying to make you sco zenee,”
he said. “Any night that fellow ma
prow! again, and whatever it ia he’s
after he may get away with it. 1% will
be put down to any fellow who's ont of
his dorm at the fune, You krow thas
as well as I de”

“Tz that the lat §*

o 1.":'5.“

'”Ii't:crn shing np, 2nd give a fellow a
Link i’

Wharton's eyes pleamedd. -

“¥ou'ro going (o toke tho wisk of ik
for the sake of sneaking oul of bounds
to see some racing rotters ab ihe Throe
Fishers or the Crogs Kegsi” he ashed. .

“Exactly [ said tho Bounder coolly.
“And I'm going to do a= I please, and
‘.,aka"nny risk 1 choose, without asking
Yo,

"Well, T'vo tried to make you seo
gensn,™ soid Harry, “I yon wou't, you
won't. But you're not going ouf, and
T'm gortainly not going to stand here
waiching you. Take those cloilies off
aned get inlo hed

“Don’t ba funny t*

"Will you, ar 0
“Not!” drawled the Baunder.
Harry Wharton glaneed vound.

“HBob! Tranky! Johnny! Inkyl
Lend 8 hand heral Bmithy wants {o
he undressed ond put to hed like o

Imhgif Bear a hand 1™
T ﬂ.'

ha, ha ™
Bob Cherry, Frank Nogent, Jolnny
Bull, and ﬁlﬂ'ﬂﬂ ilanm;tg“i{um Singh

%nﬁmmﬂ round Smithy's bed ot onee.
otor Todd and Squiff and Tome Brown
amt Mark Linley and Wibley and
Micky Pesmond joined them; grinning.
'I‘!m]:ﬂ waore many hands to wako light
WOL

Two or three mora fellows joined up.
All were ready fo help, iE reguired,
Wharton was not the only fellow who
was prepared to put peid 1o the
Bounder's arrogant obstinacy,

Vernon-Bmilh sat up quickly, his cyea
flagtung.

“MHanda off, yon cheeky fools I e exe
clavmed. ®71 shall hit oul—I warn son
of ihat "

“Qure and are o gaing ko wallop ithe
lot of us ¥ asked Miclky Desmond. ¥ Tt'a
a terrible fcllow wve are, Builhy.”

“Ia, ha, bal”

“Will vou get that elobber  off,
Smithy " ua!:cﬁ {hn capinin of the
Remove.

“No 1" howled thie Bounder,

“(Get going 1™ said Harry torsely,

Smithy hed said that ho wonld hit ouf,
but' he ‘really had litgle chanea. Tho
hands that wore laid on him seemed in-
nyumerahle.  Ho strug!ﬂnd and rosisted
with all Itis strength, but garment after
garment was drapged off, and ho was

ammad foreibly inte his bed, and the
%ﬂﬂ-ﬂuﬂma sproead aver him.

“Btayi there,
Harr Wﬁrtﬂn. )

“Wait and soe !” hissed ilio Bounder,
choking with rage.

“That meaus no, L suppose.  Well,
there’s more ways of killing a cat than
choking it with cream! Wo can’t hold
vaou down all night,”

““ Just thouvght of that?” snarled the
Boundeor.

“Poke his wrists, Dob and Johnny.
Pull them to the sides of the bed,” said
the captain_ of the Reriove.

““Any old thing 1" grinned Dab,

Harry Wharton twisted a sheeb amd
passed it under the bed. Mo knotted
sna corner round the Bounder's right
wrist, Then he went round ibo bed,
and knotied ancther corner (o Smithy’s
left wrich. 3 -

The Bounder wriggled with fury,
Every other fellow chnekled.  Smithy
-was spreadeagled on his hack, his arma
outstretched, and eo long na the knota
held, ho had no cheance of getting 'off
that bed. And his Férm captain had
tiken plonty of ¢are with the knola.

“That will l:m;g tho pilly asz safel”
esid Harry.  “Hit uncomforiable for
g}fe&ping Smithiy, but you've azked for
b

Smithy 1" aszked



nﬂnl

“Hepoed for it 1™ said Johnny Bull,
Y ou—vou—ryoun rotter [ hissed
Smathy, snﬂmut'ng with rage. “Do
vou fat:ey vou're poing to leave me like
this

o Borl of.”

“Iiv paa, what o wheeze 1% remarked
Lord Mauloverer,  Bmithy, old thing,
voun onghi to be jolly zlad you've got
friends to take alb this trouble for you.

“Ho looks glad I” remarked Bob.

“Ha, Lhia, hai®

“If you leave mo like this 'l] yell t1]1
8 prefect comes 1™ hissed Vernon-8mith.

*“Please wyourself about tlmt- The
pre. will wont to koow why yvou've been
tied down, and perheps I',t:ru’d like to
tell him. Pleazo yourself.™

“'Oh, you rottori” groaned Vernon-
Rriith. :Enr&ﬁnd and uncomfortable ns
ho was, the Bounder was not likely to
}E!i for & preifcct.

“Now turn in," enid Harry,
“ Pleazant dremns, Bmithy. You can
dream that sou'se been copped and
sachked.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The Remove fellows turned into bed
again, leaving Vernon-Smith spread-
cagl Smithy wrenched and wrenched
till he felt as if Lie was wrenching his
arms from their sockels. But it was in
vain, He had net the remotest chaneo
of getting loose.

“Redwing, lend me a ha-,ud 1" hao
hissed, at last. " 'Vou rotter!
going to stick there and leave n:m fLﬂ
this¥ Let mo loose

“1 cer tafnly shan't let you loose,

Braithy,”  answered Tom Iledwing
quictls.  “T'm only too glad that you've
been prevented from muaking u fool of
vourseli *

“Yeou rofter ¥

“ (rood-night ¥

“You cad "

Dedving made no furtler auswer.
Therve were chuckles up sied down (e
Remeve dormitory, mingling with the
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‘um"”

uninterrupted snore of Billy Bunter.
But the fellows soon dropped off to
sleep again—cxeept Herbert Vernon-
Bmith.

He gave up 1vrnnchmg'. It was useless
and painful [.l d not como
cosily to the Epreadaag ed junior. It
was very late before Vernon-3mith's
oyes clozed at last from sheer wearinees.

Even then he slept by fits and starts,
and his cyelids opened many times be-
fore the d;f im dawn of &8 February morn-
ing glimmered in at the windows of the
Remove dormitory. When the rising-
ball clanged in the dewy morn, Smithy
was awake, ond in the wvery worst
temper over !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wimt’s Up?

SAY, you fellows, what's up 1”
Gy dnege knows whet [™
Billy Bunter asked that ques-
tion after breakfest in tlm
morning. i
Nobody eould answer it

But it was Elam to the most casual
cye that something was up in Greyfriars
School—something of an awfully serious
nature

Bome fellows ued spotted trouble in
the air before prayers. Everybody Lnew
it at breakfast.

Form-mosters who breakfasted with
their Forms solemn faces—facos so
fearfully solemn that boiled owls might
have been considered frivolous in com-
parison. Mr. Quelch, ot the Remove
tablo, was grim as o gorgon.

Prefects, who sat ot the high table,
WETQ {-qunﬂy seripus.  Evidently the
Bixth Yorm prefects knew what was
| k|

PN{:]::DGF clse seemed to know, though
all swere curious.  Ewven Billy Bunter,
the fat ornoment of the Hemove, knew
1o more than the others, though Bunter

H ”Hf W 1”‘

i

i

Vernon-Smith m 5]; readeagled on his bed and secured there by means of a sheet.

]Irll

* That will keep the silly ass sate [

** Bit uncomfertable for sleeplng, Smitky, but you've asked for it I ™

prided bhimself on being the fellow to
et the news No kevhols, it seemed,
iad &0 far been availsble for Bunter!

After breakisst fellows gathered in
groups, dtﬂeummgh the mystery. FProut
master of tho F1f v.a.:lkmg‘ in the qunf
with Hacker, was heard to utter the
word :

* Palieo [

That word was repeated far and wide,
causing a thrill,

Something, uwryhuds %uﬂmd must
heve happencd it was
something that ualled fﬂr the officiel

intorvention of the police, it was going
to be thoe biggest thrill within the
memory of the oldest inhebitant.

Mr. Hacker had beon seon to shake
his head when Prout had dropped that
starthng word. Later, Wingute of tho
Sixth was heard to say to Gwynne of
that Form;

"Over twenty pounda ¥

That was repoated, and causcd anothor
thrill. What pnunds, and whose pounds,
nobody knew; bur it seemed that I;hen:r
was money conneeted with the mys-
terious matter.

“1 say, you fellows, has there been &
burglary, or what ¥ asked Rilly Bunter.

He blinked mqmrmﬁly ot the Famons
FFive. Buwt Harr arton & Co. did
not know. No knew.

Loder of the Sixth came out of tho
House looking round him

Some of the jumors grinned when l.'he;r
saw Loder. It was more than a week
since Gerald Loder had caught the mys-
terious prowler 1o the dark in tho
Head's study, and had been knocked r.mt
by him, the prowler cscaping undetected
and leavi ing Loder with two black eyes
Loder's cyes wcm merrdm% bur they
had not yet mend Dark bluish shades
round them gave Ludur rather a queer
aspect Whlff smiles among
thounghtless fag a.

IIE M.!.EHET Lisriny.—No. 1,618
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Looking about him, Loder eame over
te the group of Romave juniors.

“Where's Vernon-Smith 1" he asked.

“In the guad zomewhere, I think,”
angwered Harry Wharton. “Is he
wanted T

And there was a general movement of
interest

Quite a short time ago the Bounder
had been in tho lirhelizht as a fellow
who was up for the sack. Ho the
juniors wondered whether he was in
troubloe again when a prefect of the
Bixth ingquired after him. .

“ Not vet ! said Loder, with o hitter
suneer. "I think he will be, though, Do
any of you know whether he left hia
dormitory last night ¥

Loder’s cyes scanned a dozen startled
faces as he asked that guestion. I'io-
bably he hoped ta read something in
those faces.

And he certainly dJid read very
startled looks ]

“We know he never left tha dormi-
tory, Loder,” zaid Tom Roedwing
quickly.

“That's rot 1" snapped Loder. “You
ean't possibly koow that, unless you
staved awake all night I*

1Tn

Redwing did not answer that.
smiled fointly. Nobody had stayed
awaeke all night in the Remove dormi-
tory ; nevertheless, the whole Form knew
that Vernon-8mith bad not lefr il
'They had good ressons for knowing
that.

“Po you know, Whartoni” snapped
Loder. :

“I'm quite sure he did not, Loder
answered the captain of the Tremove.

Loder snecred.

“1 sco you're all in the samae tale
together I ho said. “Well, I fancy the
Iead will get the truth out of you I*

“But what's happencd i exclaimed
Redwing. . .

Loder stalked eway without answering
that question.

Whatever it was that had happened,
it was plain that Loder put it down
to Vernon-8mith. That was nob surpris-
ing, for evervbody Lnew that or
believed that it was Bmithy who had
knocked him out that wvight in the
Head's study, ard that he had been bit-
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terly exasperated by the headmasfer
taking another view.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

* That mekes 1t pretty plain,” he eaid.
“It's the prowler again; lLe's beon un
in the night, and done sonfcibing cr
other this time.”

* But what?” asked Beb., ]

“(Goodness knows! Somcething in the
Head's study,” said Harry. * He's boon
cornered there twice at nmight—onca by
Loder and ence by Prout. EHe got away
each time, and it seems o3 if he's zot
away this tine; but what he's done,
roodness knows |

“Not *—Dob  caught Lis Dbreath—
“ notr—" 3 "

“By gum,” satd Blinncr, “ Smithy
suspected thut thet prowlor was after
{.}ha caiah in the Head's study ! Can that
o 16"

“It can’t be,” said Imrry. “A reg,

perhapa: but it ean't he onything =o
bad as that. As if any Greyiviars man
wauld—or could—" .

“There was a Creyfriars man who
would, and eould I grinned Skinner.
“That man Crocker, at the Abbot's
Spinney, was sacked for pioching when
ha was at Greyfriars”

“ History of that sort deczn't repead
itself I growled Johnny Dull. “That's
utter rot!*

“By gum!” eaid Bob. “Whatever's
heppened, it’s jolly locky for Smithy
that we spreadeagrled him last vizht. IE
I had left the dormss———

“The reckless asél” breathed Rod-
wing.  “lhank gooducza he wus
stopped

“The esteomoed Smithy's thankinlness
ought to be terrifie 1 remavked IHurroo
Jamset Ram Singh. If the spotfulness
had occurred he would be 1n g prepos-
terously bad box now i

“It's the prowler again, no doubd
about that,” said 1larvry., “I suppozc
they're going to let us knew what's hap-
pencd.  Nobody scema to know.  Iallos,
Coker | You know anything about it 7

Coker of the TMifth came along, with a
serious expression on his rugged features.
1le scanned the group of exeited juniors.

All the Removites eyed him eagorly.
Thew did not think very much, a3 a rule,
of Harace Coker of the Fifth Yorm; but
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il Horaco had any rews they were very

kean te hear it

_ “T'hat prowling sweep has been prowl-

ang Eﬁ!{“’n * gaid ar.
“Offieial ¥ asked Bob.
“Well, it's prety

Coker. **Potter, of mr

Prout say to Quelch th

eorlain,®  saud
Form, heard
ab M was tho

ssimie boy as before; and Quelch zaid
ilﬁln;j??uhtad]r.’ What docs that Igok
il 1

“EKnow what he’s done, if anythimg §”
asked Nugout

“Somcthing in tho Head's study"
answered Cokér., "It's known that'he's
zot a key ro thatistudy, whoever ha -t
Ureeno savs something is missing.”

“Oh1*

" Now, all you kids know that & woek
or two aro young Vornon-Smith snealed
the key of that sody,” said L
“Trom what I hear, he handed it back
to the Ilead when he was up on o
earpet. But he had it. Was he out of
lis dormitory last mght I

Evidently Coker's suspicions took the
same direction as Gerald Loder’s.

“MNo, bhe wasn't,” said Redwing.
“We'ro sure of that, Coler ¥

“J1 don't gce how vou can be so sure,”
said Cgker, staring ot him. “Yau
didn’t =it up warching him, I supposei”

“We know. sll the same.”

Tarry Wharton lavghed

“Wo can tell you, Coker, though we
can t tell a prefect. That sss BSmithy
wanted to pet our last might, and wae
ticd hun down on his bed. Ile was sl
tied there at vising-bell, and we had Lo
let Bun looze. He's going Lo punch gl
ot beads for i, so he says.  Bmitly
iever went down in tho naght, wile:s
ho walked down with his bed on i3
hack.™

“Ha, he, hal®

“Oh Y said Colker. "Well, that may
turn oub jolly lucky for him. DBut if it
wasn't that young sweep I've no doubt
that ik was obhe of you! You Remova
Wids hove too mueh eheels for anything
Queleh doesn’t whop you enough 1

* Fathead 1 said Bob Cherry pokitely.

“ \What

Bol.

“ Ass 1"
Blitherey !™

“If you're azking me to pull your
car, Cherry——"" sa1d Colker graaly.

“Oh, do [ fimplored Bob. * Thet mzu
Crocker pulled my ear the other day,
and we loft him for dead | If you'd hke
some of the same—— Ow | added Bob
in a sudden vell, s Coker made a
sudden grab end capiored his ear.

Coker of the Fifth retained possession
of that ear for a split second. Bup ha
had no time to give it a good pull, A2
Cokor gras od the car, the Famous Five
srasped Coker.

Horaecoe had to let go that car, as Lis
long legs wero swept from nnder hin,
He sat down in the guad wilh a heavy
binmnp.

sald “Chump !

“Ioll him 1™ gazped Bol.

The Removites rolled Cuoker of i
Fifth, landing him in tho neare:s
puddla.

Caoker roarcd a: he wos rolled, . Vhen
they walked cireerlylly away, leaving ol
TIavace, still roaring, to sort him&u]? A%
¢f the puddle,

[T S S

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
What Happened In The Night ]

. LOCKE, the Leadwmaster of
(iroyfriars, stood on the dais a4
tho npper end of Ilall  and
loaked the

school,

Evory Groviviars men was presond,
from the Sixth to the Secopl. All (ho
mazters were there to the last man

OviT aszoiniled



Tiore was o degp. tense silence.

That something was up, EFﬂri"E:mij'
knew already. gst fellows believed
that 1t had something to do with the
mysterions night prowler who had mysti-
fied the school for & couple of wecks
past L[f that was so, i: was clear that
this time the mystery men bad pot

rowled in the dark Something had
happened—something fearfully serious
And as the zchool had been summoned
to Hall instead of going to the Form-
rooms at tho uvsual time, the Greyiriars
followz had no doubt that they were
about to hear what had happoned.

That indicated that the culprit,
whatever he had done, had not been
caught. Morcover, every fellow was in
his place, tho culprit, it was to be sup-
posod, among the rest.

Beldom Liad the schicol hung so
cagerly on the headmasier’s words.

Dr. Locke's face was very grave
Thero were also sipns of agitation in it
What had happened had deeply dis-
turbed the beadmaster, and evidently
given him & shock—a paioful shock,

Ho spoke at last.

o boys "—tho Head's voice was not
loud, but 1t was very distinet, and heard
in every cormcr of the Hall—" before
¥olu go to your Form-rooms, | bave &
communication te make o the whole
vchool | Many of you are doubtless
aware that there has been an occurrenco
during the might.”

He pouvsed a momont,

“On two_ provious occasions,™ re
sumed the Head, “some Greyfriars bo;
has crept down in the nLEhl'. and &ntum§
my study, usn? o key; how cbiained is

His object in entering m
remained

not known,
study  has
now." ]

Thore was o thrill in the ssscmbled
schwool.

On that point there had been keen
curiosity ; nobody koew what the might-
prowler wanted in the hendmaster's
study. Now, it seemed, it was known.

“That object,” said Dr. Locke, with o
tremnble in Jltis voice, “was theft.™

“Oh!” came & genoral gasp.

* Last night, thero was a theft in my
study. That makes 1t only too pain-
fully clear what was the object of the
former occasiona, when the boy was in-
terrupted.  Last night there was no
interruption, or suzpicion, and the theft
took place.”

Among the Remove, Tom Redwing

lanced round ot hiz chum, but Vernon-
>mith avoided his eyea, éimiihy'a foco
was pale.

He had turned ont that morning in &
savago tompor, thinking of vengeanco
on tho fellows who had spreadeagied
hige.  Quite other thowughts were in his
mind now.

“My study was entered by means of &
key as beforo—no damage was doue to
tho lock.” resumed the Head. “The
table-drawors were opened, slthough
tocked. by some instrument such as a
chisel, which forced them open. From
ono drawer tho sum of ° twenty-two
pounds it ourrency notes wes taken.”

“0Oh " came another gasp.

Lo

ago the Bounder had hintod at
that object on the part of the night.

prowler. Few, if any, had entertained
the idea; it seemed altogether oo re-

ﬁugnant- and repulsive.  But Smilby
sd been right.

“*That sum.” went on the Head, *was
taken. and must be recovered. Gladly,
vory gladly, would I have given many
timea a3 wauch for this dreadful act
never te have occurred. Bur it has
cceurred. "There is & thief in our midst,
who must be immediately fonnd and
gbht away from the echool”

Uhere was a dead silence.

unlknown—till
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“The bor conceracd,” resumed the
Head, “is hero. At this very moment
ke is listening te my voice. i? tell him.
with the grearest earnestpess, that ho
has no hope of escaping detection 1f a

1scovery is not made during the day
cerrain measurce will be takeon which
will make dizcovery an absolute cor
teinty. 1 hezitate to  teke those
measures; bt I shall delay only until
this evening. ™

There was something like o shiver in
the crowd of Greviriavs fellows

Many of them remombared thoe word
daropped by Mr. Pront—* Police.” Tho
bare thought of policemen in the school
rooting among (rexiviars men in sueh
circmnstances, wns horrifying.

I not only command, but I appesl
to thie wretched boy to confess.” said
the Heud. “If ho shrinks from public
confession, Lo may come privately to
my study and speak to me there. He
will, of ecourse, leave Groyvfriars at
once.”

There was o long pause.

Fellows locked ut ono another.

Many n{&s turned on Herbert Vernon-
Smith. He had been stﬁpar:ted of being
the night-prowles e had been
cloared, in the belief of his headmaster
and Forum-mnaster. But the fact re-
mained that he Lad been suspected, and
no other fellow Lad.

Bmithy was not unconscions of the at-
tontion was getiing. Hia face red.
dencd, and then paled.

The Head's voice broke the silenco at
length.

“Homo boy., now present, loft his
dormitory last night, and cameo down,”
he said. “It is probable, indeed almost
certain, that thia must be known to
other boys in the same dormitory. If
the faet is known, it rust be stated
Ordinary rules do not utliji in such &
case as this—a case of theft. No hop.
ourablo boy conld dream of helping a
thief to ezcape deicction.”

Vorpon-8mith, with all his nerve, felt
his lips tremble.

No one zpoke. No one know, or, at
any rate intended to admit that ho
knew, of any fellow whe had gone down
from his dermitors.

But the whole Remove would havo
known that Smithy had gone down, bus
for the measures Harry  Wharton had
teken.

The Bounder of Greyfriars had had
many narrow escapes; but he had never
had one quite so narrow as this,

_ Again thers was a long silence. Bus
if the Head cxpectcd anyone to speak,
was disappointed. No ono epoke.
“I shall say no more” The Head
was speaking again. “1 shall hopo that
during the day, this wretclhed boy will
coine to me with & confession. I ropeat
that, otherwise, corlain measures will bo
taken whick will render deteciion in-

evitable. Dismisz i

It was o breatbless crowd {hat poured
out of Hall.

In the Fori-rooms that morning
musters found il difficult 1o get their
Forms te give much attention to school
work. From the prefects of the Sixth
to the fags of the -Becond, overy fellow
at Greyiriars was thinking of the hap-
peoing in the riglht, the certainty now
that there was 8 secret thief in-.athe
sehool, and woudering who it could be.

| SR

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker On The War-path !

£ OOTBALL " asked Coker sar-
casticaliy.
The esarcasmy  in Horace
] Coker’s voice was deep, indeed
it was sardoenic.

7

o was addressing Polier and Greont
of the Fifdy, who kad come out of the
IHouse after dinner,

As it was n fine, clear afternoon, and
a helf-holiday, 1t was hardly surprising
that Potter and Greens, and crowds ol
other follows, were thinking of football,
T'here was nothing, o far as Potter and
Greena could sce, to be so foarfully sar-
castic about.

Harry Wharton & Co,, who were in
the quad, glanced round at Coker sux-
prised, like his friends, st his tons of
withering sercasm, — Like Potter and
Lreone, they could sce no call for
EBICASTY.

“Boecor, what?” repeated Coker, in

tho same tone.
not I asked Pottor,

“Yes: wh
“Blundell's fixed up & pick-up ﬁfs
¥

afternoon, and we're playing,
not

" Nnt.hipg.!: olse to worry about ¥ asked
Coker, still sarcastic.

“Well. what?” inquired Greene. “If
vou mesn about what happened in the
Big Beak's study, I don't see that it
makos any difference to football,
supposo we're net going to put off
Boccor till they find that pincher.”

“ Haordly 1" said Potter,

“Oh, go it!1” said Coker. *DPontius
Pilate fiddled while Athens was burn-
ing! Follow his example.”

‘Do you mean Noro and Rome I in-
quired ter.

“No!” said Coker. “I don’t! Don't
you ot up to teach mo history, George
Pottar I mean Pontius Pilate and
Athens.”

“Ha, ha, hal” came from the offing,
und Coker stared round ot fre juniors,
who scemned to feel rather hilarvious ot
Coker’s knowledge of history,

Cokor geve them n disdainful glure.
Possibly he would lLave given thom
something more drastio, but for the
fact that he had no time to wasto just
thhen in being rolled in any more
puddles.

Having glared at tho Famous Tive,
Coker turned back 4o Potter and
Gresno—spotting them in thic very act
of sidling off.

“Hold on 1" he cxclaimed.
gpoaking I**

“Your usual slate ! siched Potter.

“What 7

“Oh, nothing !
—the men wi

“1 wos

Cut it ehorl, old man
{ be cxpecting v in the
changing-room.”

“Lot them expect!” said Coker.
“Nover mind vour foozling football,
Blundell haen't asked me to play in the
Smk-up. Just like him fo ask o pair of
hgi:lla i_llr.‘:le you chaps. MNever mind foot.

“But we do mind
out.

“Don't jow, Greene! Give a th:g} a8
chance to get » word or two in .
way [ oxclsimed Coker impatiently, 1
nover saw such fellows for jaw! Jaw,
jaw, jaw! Look here. I want you thiz
aftornoon. [ told vou I'm poing to ehift
that man Crocker.”

Harry Wharton & Co. had bean pass-
ing on their way Bat at that-they
stopped sgain. They wero interested.

4 aﬂ w I” murmuved Bol Cherry.
“1f Coker’s going ifo shift that man
(rocker, we're going to seo him do it!
Ho will want somebedy thore to carry
home his remains afterwards.”

“Ha. ha, hal”

Coker gavo the juniors another glare.
But it was a quick one. Ho was in
danger of losing Potter and CGreene, if
ho took his eyo off them.

“You know what that man's done [¥
reswmned Coker. “ He's an Old Boy.of
Groyfriars, and it's pretty well known
that the Head sacked him for pinching,

" Greene pointed
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donkeys’ yesrs ago. If he had any
~ dacancy, ia?d keep oway from  this
echool, But what has he dona?  Butted
in, and had to bo chucked out. Then-ho
hires that h:l&m"ﬂ thut_m the ald t—?hitm}; lg
pinney, and putz up a sign tha
mends  boots .and shoes | at lot of
boots and ehoes ho menda! He'a dono
that just to annoy tho Heod ¥
“Js that Dlundell calling?”
mured Potter. _ )
“Never mind if ho is! I'm falking !
Tha other day old Prout told thet man
Crocker what ho thought of Iim, and he
hit Prout—" . .
“"T’ve heard that Prout smacked his
Lead or something.”™ .
“1 dare say ho did! Never mind
that, Prout's cut beak. He's rather an
old aza. I know that. He rogs a:fellow
in the Form-room. Btill, ho's.our beak.
Aro wo going to let a cad who was
kicked out of the school twenty years
ago our beak ¥
“Has Prout asked you to barge in,
Coker?” inguired Grecno.

“Pon't bo an idiot; Greency ! I mean,
so far as yon can help it! TFootballl”
Coker snorted that word. “ FPontius
Pilate fiddling while Athens was buining
was nothing to you follows. I think
gbout the school ™ added Coker, with

reat dignity,

8% ‘Eﬂm% dg Fou Jo il with, Cokeri”
inquired a voice fron the group of
juniors.  But Horaece Coker disdained to
cod that impertinent question. He
continucd ealmly: .

“Y'm giving Urocler sach a hiding
that he will bo glad to go. I'm going to
do it this afternoon! D'm going now—

mur-

E'E-E:T" .

“Vour bosiness specially i asked
Potter.

“Don't jaw, Potter! Como along to

the Abbot’s Spinney with me and lend
a band. I'm going to pull down the sign
that cheeky cad’s stuck up, ond I shall
want some help.™

“ Oh, my hat ["* gasped Potter. * You
can't, old man] That man Crocker has
hired that place from the ecstate agent
in Courtfo ij “}.’uu] can't touch his

voperty on his own place.
¥ “gcﬂﬂ-ft] don’t j::-.::v.’F

“The IHcad will be waxy,” urged
Gireeno. .

“Y fancy the Head will be glad
cnongh if that checky cad is shifted,”
retorted Coker,  “Come on 17

Potter and Grecne blinked at Coker,

The Famous Five exchanged smiling
elances.  This, of course, was Uoker all

over |

Nobody at Greyiriars liked Randolph
Crocker’s proccedings.  Nobody liked
Crocker, once of thy Greyfriars Sixth,
sotting up within eight of the school
gates, sticking up a sign that could be
spen fromy the windows, and makin
himself generally obnoxions to the head-
master who had expelled him so long

nggtilt. nobody saw what could bo done
—-oxeept, apparently, Horace Coker !

The .’E[-m::l digregarded tho man;
going on his lofty and majpstic way
without a sign, a3 if Randolph, Crocker
did not cxist.

Probably that was the wisest coursa
the Head could have taken in the
pecaliar gireumstances,

Certainly Mr. Prout had not

rospered when he had imtorviewcd

rocker. All tho school know thar he
had lost his temper and smacked
rockor's checky head—and he had been

fairly lifted off lus feet with a hefty
pu 1IN rotur.
Crocker had been o boxer at Grey-

friars, snd was said to have figurcd In
the ring sinco he had left. Cartainly he
Tae Miexer Lierary.—No. 1,614
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wi3 & dopperoys men for 1;*:1'513 old
Frout to havo tackled szo. rash i"

Coker was not the only fellow who
was indignant abount it Btill, Prout
hed delivered the smack bafora Croclker
delivered tho punch. Coker was
only. fellow who thought of svenging
that . punch, by giving Sportsman
Crocker the thrashing he descrved.

“ But=but—but—"" stuttered Pottor,
Ho was really concerned for Coker. ™I
say, old man, that fcllow's got o terrifie
punch, It won't do you any good fo
stop 1R

"Don't be an nss, Pottey ¥

"You can’t bhandle him (" said
Creane,

“Dan't be a chump, Greene 1”

“YLook here, Coker——" =aid Potler

and Grecne together.

“Pon't jaw | Como on [” said Coker,
and he tuined to stride away ta the
eatos,

Potter and Greene, oxchanging a
glanee, turned in another divection, and
walked off to the changing-room. They
were not disposed, it seemed, to join in
a daylight raid on Mr. Crocker's
promisea,
~ Coker, glancing round a moment later
to make sure that they were following
their lender, * discovered thot they
weren't ! Ia bad a distant view of two
disa paaring backs.

“ Potter i roared Coker.

Echo answored " Potter.”

" Greena 1" bawled Coker.

Echo answered * Greeno,”

But there was po other enswer

Pottér and CGreena li'rsulgpem-ud in the.
a

changing-room, whera Fifth Form
men were gathering for footbell, and
Hornoe Cokor was left to plough o

lonely furrow !

Coker glared! Ho sniffed!  And he
gnorted! Having glared, suiffed, and
snorted, Coler marched on.

Bupported lgnhis pals, or unsupported
by hizs pals, ker war going to carvy
on. Coker waz not the man to tern
back, Heo moarched out of gates—on tho
warpath,

But Coker was not [eft without o
following. Marry Whatton & Co. did
not mean to miss this, And word
having passod on, many other fellows
joined up to sea ithe show, Quite an
army of juniors followed the trail of
Cokor as ho headed for the Abbot's
Epi:me;r,' at {he cormer of Friardale

anae,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

On His Neck ]

ANDOLPH CROCKER, once of

CGroyivinrs—as the sign over his

ate informed the public—stood

ounging in the doorway of tho

hiker’s hut on the sits of the ancient
stono ecll in Abbet's Bpinney.

Bportsman Crocker, as he had been
colled o old davs ot Grevitisrs Schaol,
vore shabby old clothes and an old hat
and a leather apron, He was dressod
for his part, o= it were, as a waysido
cobbler.

But ho did not seem to be busy,

He was smoking o cigarelte and

]um:ng at & vracing paper a3 ho
E::mrlgﬂ in his doorway,

It was probable that Mr, Crocker was
rather bored at his establishment in
eight of the school gates. His work as o
cobbler was well known to be only a
pretenco and his sign intended only to
ieritate the headmaster who had turfed
him out long agoe. _

e did not look like o man who liked
work, What he had done and how he
hed lived sinea he had left Greyfriars
twonty ycars apgo nobody knew; bub

nobody suppozed that, whatever it was,

it was much to his credit. It wos not
likely to have been m:ithiug in the
vature of honest hard work.

His malice towards hia old headmaster
waes plain enough. ¥Yet it was rather
ﬁuu!lng that ha had taken it into lia

ead to persecute Dr.. Loe¢ka in this
peculiar way after tho Ia of o many
years, [If he were going to do it at oll
he might have been expected to begin
ot & much earlier date.

Indeed, Yernon-B8mith, who was 4 vary
keen follow, suspected that ha had some
ather motive as well as revenge for
sticking himsel{ at the Abbot's Spinnoy,
He might, the er_had suggestad,
have somo ressen for lying low in a
quiet corner of the country.

But the answer to that was thot
Crocker was not lfthg-law | He was for
from.lying low. Now that he had bpen
over 8 week st tho placo he.was talked
of far and wide.

Pcople came from quite distant spots
to stare at his sign over tho gate and to
logk in at the man who announced, for
all 10 see, that R. Crocker, formerly of
Greyfriars School, was now a repeivcr
of hoots and shoes |
" If Crocker were lving low, that was a
very poculiar way of setting abeut it,
for be was the talk of the noighbour-
hood by this time. For miles youmd

ker  was talked of, and people
wondered what the headmaster of Groy-
friars thonght of it.

Lounging idly in his doprway, Ran-
-;krlEh Crocker smoked hia cigaretts,
lcoked at his sporting paper,
yawned.

But at the sight of a crowd eof fellows
coming along fram tho school ho. threw
agidp, the racing paper and picked up
an old boot and & bradawl _

It- was Crocker's game to affect fo ho
at hiz work of -Enhgliug when cyes fol
on him.

It was a big, beefy, burly senior whb
prrived at Crocker's gute. Hiz rumeod
face was darkeped by o frown.

He was o stranger to Crocker, who
wag s0 far unacquainted with Horach
Coker of tho Fifth Form et Greyiriars.
He was about to make the aequatnteies
of that yvouth.

The old boy pgrinned cheerily at
Coker as ho stopped ot the gate ln tho
fenee, Coker lopked as if e hod-comts
along for a row, and Randolph Crocker
was far from averso to 4 row.

Probably he liked rows. The mova
trouble he had with Greyfriars fellows
the more the Head would be cnnoyed,
and thet was at least one of Crocker's
objects, whether he hod others or not

After Coker camo o swarm of juniora
~—half the Remove and ﬁﬂod maﬂﬂﬁ of
the Fourth and Shell, and a eprinkling
of fags of the Third and Becond. It was
clear that somcthing was going to
happen and that a large number of the
Lower School wera interested.

Coker glanced at tho sign over {hn
fonce snd gove an anpyy snork.  Thaw
ho kicked the gate open and strode in,

A muddy path led from tho gato 1o
tha hiker's hut that had been binlt over
the old sténe cell, long sincé fallen in
ruins.  Little meire remained of the
original building cxeept tho floor of
stone flags Horace Coker tramped up
that path, ] .

Croaker touched his oid hat, iike a
wfpectfu] cobbler.

and

Cood-afternoon,  sirl™  he said.
“What can I do for you, sir? DBools
and shoes =zoled and heeléd, with

promptnezs and dispatch—>"

“8hut that1” snapped Coloor,

It was not politn; but Coker necver
had a lot of politencss to waste, least
of all on a fellow like Crocker.

Forty or fifty fellows lined the fenco
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In the doorway, two wildiy wresiling
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figures appeared. Thet one of them became detached and, in the grip of the other, swung

in the doorway and flew out, It was Horace Coker who had heen ejected !

by the lano to look on. Most of them
wercs grinning.

Dr. Locke had placed the Abbot'a
Spinney out of bounds, since Crocker
Lad sst up thero. {:qiiﬂr calmly dis-
rogarded that, In this matter, as in
others, Horace Cokcr was a law unto

himsolt.

T don't want any cheok IV continued-

Coker, az Randolph Crocker stared at
him. “I've come hero to give you
eome plain talk. Youre not wanted
horel You wero kicked out of Grey-
friare, so I hear, for pinching. 1 dare
say you're etill pinching, if you come
to that.”

*“Oh, my hat!” mormured Bob
Cherry, nt tho gate. "“Colker's goinpg
gtrong |V

* A bit too atmngr I think." chuckled
Hobson of tho 8hell. *The man could
bave. him up for that”

“Bhouldn’'t wonder if he’s right,
though,"” snid Vernon-8mith. “That
man Crocker is a bad cgp all through.”

“"You make out,”™ Coker’s bull voice
went on, “that you mond boots and
shops. That's all gammon, How much
do you earn mending boots and shoes,
I'd like to know?"

*Are j-cm the Income Tax inspector i’
inquired Crocker.
“Ehtt What?! Not™ Coker stared.

*IIa, ha, ha!” camo n yell from the
fane,

“What do you mean, you checky
asf” hooted Coker "“I'm Coker of
the Greyfriars Fifth You jolly wall
krow I'm not an Income Taxz in-
gpector.””

“Oh, 1 thought quﬂdm: htkbt:a._ by
your nguiry ! explain rocker.

“ Ha, qlm, a1

"“I've said that I don't want any
cheek 1" poored Colier. “You don't do
any work here—that's gommon to
voerry my headmaster, But you den't

live on air. 1 <are say thero's chickens
missing at the farms round here.”
er's never heard of the law of
libel," cliuckled Temple of the Fourth.
“Ha, ha, ha "

*“Chickens missing. I’'ll bet!” said
Colker, “Washing from the clothes-
fines, I dare say. You look that sort.
Well, I've told you you're not wanted
here, You going—see! Tho other day
you punched my Form-master. ['m

oing to give you a jolly good hiding

r it—sea? But, of you chooze to clear
off, bhere and now I'll let you rip!
Gzot that?™

“My only summer hatt
Crocker, staring at him. _

“But I'm not waiting,” eaid Coker.
“I'm not waiting a winute! Fack up
your things, if you've got any, and quitl
And be sharp asbout it{"

““Ha, ha, hat"

*Go it, Coker (" .

Harry Wharton & Co. had faucied
that the entertainment would be worth
seeing. Undoubredly it was.

Coker, regardless of the fact that
Randelph Crocker was tenant of the
Abbot's Bpinnery with an agrecment
duly signed and witnessed that made
him safe there for thres months, was
ordering him off.

Coler, apparently, fancied that ho
could do this. obody else fancied
that Coker could.

“Go it, Coker 1" yelled the delighted
juniors.

“Get on with 1t, Coker ™

“8hift: him, Colcer 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

IToraco did not heed the junicrs at
the fence. EHia stern eyes wére fixed
on Rondelph Crocker's grinoing, im-
pudent face.

“Now, sre

said

o going?” demanded
Coker, after a brief pause—a very brief
paRse. Fla swas not wasting time on
this fellow.

“Not quite,” grinned Crocker,

‘:‘I'II] ;::'J.ﬁ it gafﬁ*'; Efﬂ? Colior
grimly, you_don't shift, I'm poing
to ah?t't- oul You can walk out of
that. or I ehall step in, and chuck you
out on your neck. Which do you
want i

“Carry on!” said Crocker, grinning.

Coker carried on at onco. He barged

into tho doorway
barge that Ran uIEh Crocker was
pus back into the hut, and dis-
appeared from the sight of tho cagor
crowd at the fence.
h_ﬁu!’.mr. barging in, disappceared aftcr
1.
Sounds of a etrugglo followed.

Judging by tho sounds, it wes rather
a lorrifie strugglo.

The junior could hear trampling and

anting and the clatter of furniture

tdocked right and left.
"1 say, you fellows, they'rs going
it E“ﬁg&s d Billy Bunter. :

“Wa that doorway, m
chortled Bob Cherry. “Bomcbody’s
coming out on his peck scon! I hope
it will ba Crocker But—"

“But the butfulness is terrifio!™
grinned Hurree Jamset Ham Singl.

“ Lool [ yelled Smithy.

“Oh, my hat ("

“What-ho! Flo bumps[”

In the doorway two wildly wrestling
ligures appeared, staggering and lurch-
ing {fngmr. whether ho could handle
the Sportsman or not, was giving him
a run for his money, so to speak

To and fro, clutehing. trampling,
panting, those two figurea vecled.” Thon
snddenly one of them becamo detached,
and. in the grip of the other, ewung in
the doorwey, and Hew ount.

Which- it was the juniors could not
gee for o second  Wildly ruffled ard
dishevelled, it flow from the doorway,
and land bumping, on the muddy
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path., Sowecons had been chucked out

on hiz neck, Then they eaw, as the

¢jected ome apmwle& and spluttercd.
It was not Crocker It was Horapce

Coker}? 'The chucking cut had taken
place, but not quite according to pro-
ammo, And 3 was Horace Coker of
the Iifih wha had landed on his
nock.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way |

R. LOCKE sat in his study as
the Februsry dusk closed in,
with a grave and troubled face.

Mr. Quelch sat silent, waiting
for his chief to speak.

During that day the headmaster had
continned to hopo that the mysterious
prowler, whose mystorious object was
now known, would act upon the mmnsgl
he had given in Hall, and come to his
sindy with a confession.

Dut no one had come | )

it was a dismaying and shocking
{hought to the ITead that there was
a dishonest boy in thé school—that
sonte Greviriars fellow, unkpown, had
1_‘].'!,!}!]1; down from his dormitory at
night to riflo a desk.

G]&dlia the headmastor would have
heard the wretched culprit confess, and
sent him quictly away from the school,
and avoilded any further excitement or
discustion on o painful a matten

Buot ho had given up that hope now.
The rastal, whoever ll:a was, intended
to: keep his secret, ke:e? hia plunder,
and, most horrifying of all to think
of, perhaps repeat his offenco later,

Tillja black slgﬂ in the fock, that
tare nnmnﬁ tho wheat, had to bo found
and rooted out without delay.

But there was no clue—no &g]mst of o
cluo! Headmaster and staff, and the
whaole body of prefects, were at a loss,
'The mystery prowler, doubtlcss, felt
safe, nnd, so far as the school authori-
ties were coveerned, 1t zeeimed that ho
was right.

Dr. Locke broko the silence at last.

“It appoars, Mr. Quelch, that we
:hall hear no confession.* ) i

“I scarcely hoped for it, sin,”™ =and
tho DRemove master. “Investigation
has been rigid. I* has revealed
nothing. The wretched young raszcal
no doubt considers thay e hos nothing
ip foar.”

Dr. Louvkae nodded s’imﬁdy.

“1t cannol bo learned,” continued
Mr. Quelch, “that any boy left his
dormitory during tho night. Any boy
who did must have dono so while uﬂ
o ethors slopt, end without a sound
ta awaken any of them. No one
Appears Ly Znow an;;thihg on the sab-
ject, Az for & seareliee—"[Ie paunsed,

“A scarch for thoe purleined notes”
spid Dr. Locke, “would be fupile, It
wonld boe an insult to the school, which
I canpot contemplate. Apart from
that, it would sorve no purpose.  We
can Lardly suwppose that the wretched
boy would be so foolish as to carry the
notes in Giis pockets, or placo them in
his box.*

“It iz very improballe, sip®

Dye. Locka zighed.

“1t 13 a dreadiul matter, Mr. Quelch,
Many, many jears ago, I had to ex
a Groviriara boy for theft—Randolph
Crocker. I had nover dyeamead that
zucit aa ooourrense would evor he re-
peated. And noew—" .

“Now it has rocurred, sir, and tha
zognor 1k s dealt with the beifar, said
the Remove master.

“Quite,” assented tho Ilcad.  “But
{lo bare ides of calling 1he police o
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tho school is too repupgnant. The alter-
native—-=—'"

“Obwiously, sir; the lesa said the
better.  But no time must ba lost.
Your relative, Ferrers Locke, the cole-
brated detective, iz o resource. I do
not mean, of course, that & man like

Fervors Locke himsclf could be called
in to deal with such & matter. But his
agsistant, Drake, whe was once a boy
in my Form here—-="1

“Drake |  repeated the  Head
thoughtfully. *“A meve boy, My
Quelch,”

“I have remained informed, sir, of
the boy's progress sinee ho left school
to become Mr. Locke's assistant,
understand that he has proved a valu-
able assistant to Ferrera Locke. If
Mr. Lodcke would spare him for a
tlﬂ'ﬂl—"

“¥ou think he would prove useful
here, Mr. Queleh”

“«f do, sir.”

“1 remembor the boy—a very intelli-
gent lad,” sald the Héad, “But in a
meatter that perplexes ns all——s"

“¥ou must remember, sir, that tha
boy has had training under the most
astute detective of our times,™

“That is true,” assened the Head,
“I1 hegrd from Locke a few days ago.
It appeors that he has been engaged
in the search for a convict who escaped
from Highmoor Prison some months
ago, I do not recall the namo——"

“ Rupert (rook, I think,* said Mr
Queleh.  “Tho matter 13 reforred to
eomotimes in the nows given out on
the radio”

* Yes, yes; I remember the name now,
Locke 19, I think, a very busy man at
E_r::mnt:, 3t1ll, he may be able to spare

18 azslstant—=and [ am assurcd that heo
would
But___‘l:l'

Dy, Locke pauscd.

“If Drake comes here, Mr. Quelch,
as a detective, is not that practicall
placing the unknown thief on hia gunrd%
He will hardly fail to guess why Drake
i3 gont for.”

“ <1? suppostion, sir, is that Dynke
should not eome hore GEEHI}' as & detee-
five. I suggest that ho ehould come
23 o schoolboy and take up his old
placs in my Form.™
. “But he is known, Mr. Quelch~ho
is, I believe, a personal friend of somo
boys in  gour Form—Wharton and
others—-="

* Perfectly true,” esaid Mr. Quelch,
“But it would be a simple matter for
Drake to come here as a stranger and
remain quite unknown to anyone who
had the closest acquaintance with himi.
Such devices as this, sir, aro ordinary
everyday routine work to a detective.”™
~ Dr. Locke remained silent for a few
INoments.

“¥You have faith in the hoy, Alr
Queleh 1 ho asked af last,

“1 have, sir.”

“¥ou think that ke could enter (Grey-
friara a3 8 new boy and remain un-
known to his {riends here?”

L1 have no doubt whatover of
s1r.”

“That, indeed, would be a solution,™
gaid Dr. Locke slowly. “A detective
in tho school, whose prescnce was on-
tirely unsuzpected, should solva this
problera, And not & word need bo said
outside the school.”

" Not a word, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
“1 have cvery hope that in a shovt
time Ferrers Locke’s gssistant wonld put
his finger on this unknown delinguent,
and the whola dizagrecable matter wonld
bo ot an end.”

“It seemz the only resouree,’” eaid
D, Locke, after snother pause. “It is
a dreadful thought, My, Quelch, that

oblige me, if practicable.

it

thia wretched delinquent, whoever he
tay be, may continue his depredations
if ho i not discovered, Obviously, auch
o state of affairs cannot be allowed ta
continua. [ shall act on your advice.™

“I do not think that you will regect

it, siv.”
Dr. Locke turned to the telophone,
“1 chall speak to Ar o, saicl
ithe Head. “If ¥ got through to him,
tho matter may be decided at onee.

Then you will make arvangements, M
Quelch, for & new boy it your Form.”

'The Head gavo a number., His face
oxpressed satisfaction as a well-known
volce came back—the voico of Ferrera
Locke, his relative, the celebrated
detective of Baker Street. And Mr
Queleh sat, with keen satisfaction in
his face, as the headmaster G ray-
friars tallted over the wires with the
Baker Strect detoctive.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Not Nice For Bunter ]

ILLY BUNTER could lave
groaned.
He did not groan beeaypse
Coker would have heard him.

Had Coker diseovered him just then,

and liju:ﬂ- there, Cokor, undoubtedly,
would bave given Limn something to
groan for.

William George Bunter was, na often
happened, in o spot where Willinm
George had no business—to wit, tha
study in the Fifth Form passange which
belonged to Coker, Potter, and Grocne,
of that Form.

Potter and Greene as Bunter know,
wera still in the changing-room aftar
the Fifth Form pick-up. Coker, bo also
knew, had gone along to the changing-
room to zce them there; Bhumter had had
his eyes, not te mention his spectacles,
on Coker since the great Horace had
tottered home after the chuckinz-out
process at Abbot’s Spinney.

No opportunity could have seemed
mora favourabla to the grub-hunter of
the Remove for investigating tho in.
terior of Coker's study cupboard.

But _in these matters, yon nevor gan
tell. Billy Bunter was decply delightnd
h;; what ho beheld an tha shelves of
Coker's study cupboard.. His feclings
were quite different when hne lboard a
heavy tread, which lhinted that a
rhinoeeros or a hippopotamus  was
coming to the study.

Bunter, of course, knew that no such

zoological specimens  gver  wandered
about the passages. So be koew that
W was Coker.

There was one thing for Billy Bunter
to do—and he did it promptly, He
backed inte tho lower part of the cup-
board and drew the door shut.
| Horaco Coker entered a fow moments
ateor,

As he enne alono, the fat Owl of {ha
Remove had prounds for hope that hé
had only c{mﬁhed in to foteh somicthing,
and would depar: agzain, On tha other
hand it was nearl
might have pushed in fiest for tea,

In a dizmal state of urcortointy
Dunter listened. He could have groancd
—hut he very cavefully didn’t!

Lo his relicf, the Fifth Form man
did not sit down. Still, he did not go.

Perhaps he was thonkinr about his
vizit to the Abbot’s Spinncy, and its
unexpected and painful onteome.

Every othor Greyfriars fellow on tha
spot had  laughed. Coker had not
laughed: he had, indeed, no brwath
left for laughing had ho wanted to ever
=0 much—which he prohably did not.

Coker wna not aquick on tha nptake,
DBut he had prealized that ho could ant

tea-tine, and Colker



handle Sportsman Crocker. Ha had,
indeed, realised that the Sportsnran
could have handled twe or three Cokeors !

Having rvealised that painful truth,
Coker had himped home o Greyiriars,
secompanied by a helarious crowd. His
glum and flmmy countenatce revealed
¢nly toe plainly that he did not share
the goncral hilarity,

He was, indmi i a fairly bad
temper; and Billy Bunter, in the cup-
bosrd, fairly cringed ot the idea of
meeting his oyo.  Bunter could guess
easily that, in his present mood, Coker
would derive solace and satisfaction
from kicking somebody, Bunter hated
the idea of being that somebody.

Tramp, tremp, tramp | went Coker's
footateps up and down the study.

Fortunatoly he did not approach the
cupbosrd. ~ He did not seem to bo
thinking of tea before Potter and
Grecno came up.

Bunter wonderced dolorously whethor
tho beast would go betore the other
beasts came. If he didn't, the Owl of
the Remnove was in rather & bad box!

* Fingor-prints, perhaps(”

Bunter started as Coker uttered those
unexpectod and surprising words.

Cokor was not, apparently, cogitating
on the subject of his disnstrous expedi-
tion to Abbot's Spinney. He was not
thinking about that rascally old boy,
Randolph Crocker. Quite other matters,
it sacmed, were occupying Coker's vast
intellect.

The fat junior ventured to blink out
of the cupboard, the door being open
about hall an inch.

_ He had a glimpse of Coker, stand-
ing etill now with & deep corrugation
of thought in his rugged brow.

“Or cigarctte-ash I said Coker.

Buntor could only wonder.

Coker gvidently was speaking to him.
self, and had not the faintest 1dea that
snybody was listening-in, Bur why aud
wherefore Coker was thinking about
nger-prints and cigarette-ash wo3 o
mystery to Billy Bunter. )

*They can't handle it {* Coker, liko
Hamler, was indulging in & soliloguy.
Fe went on soliloguising. “The Head
can't, the beaks can't—and as for the
prefects, t.!:m?r’re- & mob of duds, as I've
clways enid! That fool Leder thinks
it was young Vernon-Smith all the
timo! Woell, Loder's a fool [

That section of Coker's soliloguy gave
Bunter a clue to tho subject of his
meditations. He was thinking about the
unknown prowler—tho mystery man of
Cirayiciars

Crocker, evidently, was now a2 back
number. Horaca Coker was concentrat-
ing hia powerful brain on the myster
of the Head's study. Why, Bunter di
not know. So far as lhe could see, it
was no business of Coker's

All the prefects, of course, were on
the trail. But Coker was not a pre.
foct—no Fifth Form man was.

Whethor it was his business or not,
Coker was clearly deep in it Coker

had, in point of fact, a great gift for
winding business that was not hus own,

Tramp, tramp, came fooisteps in the
passage.

Again Bunter wearly groaned, but
didn't quite. .

Potter and Greene camo into the

study. Bunter could not see them, But
he guessod that they smiled, from
Coker's noxt remark.

“{rint” said Coker sardomcally.

“Had a good time, old chap?" asked
Potter.

YGrin!" repeated Coker. "' Some-
thirig funny in a chap being chucked
about like a sack of coke, 1 dare say |
Grin 1

“Well, we heard—"
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“¥es, I know what you heard! You
heard that the only fellow at Greyfriavs
who sticks up for his school was chucked
about by & rotter who ought to be in
chokey! Grin!®

Coker laughed sarcastically.

#The man’s above my weight,” he
said. "I own up to it. 1 fancy he's
someo sort of o prizefighter, If I'd had
ﬁgloa to stand by me he would have been

ted off the place, all the seme. But
yau fellows don't care, of course.”

“1 bagged a goal in tho puck-up,”
said Potter, appsrontly by way of
changing a thorny subject.

“(zoalie asleep ¥ asked Coler.

“Hem! What about tes?” 1

"“I'm not stopping you from teaing,
am I? I don’t want to be bothered by
your guzzling here, though, whils I'vo
got somethang to think out. Cuat1®

Potter and Greene did not cut. The
had come in hungry, as was natura
after football on o keen February day;
they wanted their tea.

On the gther hend, it was Colker who
was going Lo stand tea in that study.
Those excellent things that had de
lighted Billy Bunter's gﬁes in the cup-
board liad been unpacked irom & recent
hamper from Coker's Aunt Judy. Old
Horace was generous in such matters—
when stroked the right way. Dut in
his present rufiled state he did not seem
bospitable,

“]—I say. old man, I wouldn't worry
about thar brute Crocker if I were
you,'" remarked Greeno.  “He's not
worth 16"

“Who's worrying about him?" in.
guired Coker
“0h, I thought—"

“Td you? First I've heard of 141"
Coker was sarcastic. “Keep it up,
Greeney!  The change will do wyou

3L

“Go it, old chop!" eaid Greeno,

“Do tell us all about it said
Potter.

They had to bavo ib; thov koew that.
They could only hopo that Coker would
cut it short.

_"Oh, all ﬂ?ht " Coker was con-
eiderably mollified. He condesconded
to expound. “What I was thinking
sbout is that affair of the mystery
rowler—the blighter who pinched tho
lead's notes, Thoy can’t get him;
they can't spot him. Well, wa can't
Lhavo & pincher in the school. He's got
to be spotted—and I'm goiog to do it I

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Cosh For Coker!

ORACE COKER made thet an-
nowncement, surpriging o3 b
was, with calmness.

Potler ana Greene blinked at
hun. They had rathe wonderod what
bee old Horace had got in Lis bonneck
now. They had not expeeted this par-
ticular kind inaect,

“Oh 1" gaeped Potter.
“Oh ! articulated Greenc,

“I've been thinking it ovei s bit
serionsly,” Coker explained. " ¥You
fellows haven't, of courso. Still, 1k
wouldn't be much use if you did; you
haven't my brains, Tho truth is i“m
the man to do it. I've slways taken a
good bit of intercst in detective work,
and I rather fancy that I've a pift for
ﬂtat;l mrtf of ﬂrillﬁi" e o

“Juat fancy, old chap-——

L1 Whutid"

“1—I moan, carry onl" stammered
Greene.

[(Continued on next page.)

E
“Well,
not Worryin
that swea
what's the
asked Porter
“I'm hardly likely
to worry sbout that
cad Crocker If the
Head chooses to lot
him stick theee, lot
him stick I cer
t&lﬂl;.f ghan't shift
lim,” said Coker.
“Well, what are you
grinning at now "
*MNothing, old
chap! Let him rip
—and be blowed to
him " said Potter.
“I shall trast
him,” said Coker,
“with conterapt.
That's the only way
ellow
I'd

to treat o

that kind.

alm st forgotten
lim when you ro-
minded me. If you
want to know what
I was thinking of
when you came
in—" Coker
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“I.mean to say; they talk a lot of
stuff aboui Bheorlock Holmes and Ferrers
Locke and Soxten Blake and so on,”
gaid Coker. ] fancy I could beat the
lot of them at their own %amn. Intel-
lect—1 mean, of course, a fairly power-
ful intellect—can he turned in any
divection. I haven't the slightest deubt
that if I took up detective work 1
should be az good a detective as J am
a foothaller.”

“Oh crikey!
Potter, :

“T'm going to take this up,” con-
tinued Coker, “for the honour of the
school, Weo don’t went pinchers here.
That rat's yﬁt to be found—and the
sooner the better. I'm not keen on
ghoving mysclf forward—I'm not that
mﬂ ]

“Yob're not ¥

“Nol" roared Coker. *Nobody else
can spot thdegman, 0 I'm going to do
it. Homebody ought fo do it. Why,
now (he Llighter's got away with tho
Head's cash he may make a regular
round of the studies, pinching right and
left. Might butt into this very study
and pinch something. There's things
about. I shall {ake nup this case—"
Coker was getting quite professional
already, “I shall tdke ip the Case of
the Midnight Mystery. Beet I dare
say that's what & detective would call
it. And I'm going to get the man i

“Tell us obout it over tea, old
fullow,” suggeated Greene. '

“I'm_telling ﬁ'c-u now. Of course, o
fellow i3 a it handicapped here,’” said
Coker. “I can't tell the Head I'm
teking it up. He would very likely
think me simply & fool.”

“He might " gaspod Potter,

“Vory likely, %think," said Greene.

“And I've no assistance,” said Coker,
shaking his head, * Bherlock Holmes
had that man Watson; Sexton Blake
had & chap named Blinker, or Winker,
or something; and Ferrers Locke has
that kid Drake, who used to be at

Just about” gurgled

Ureyfriara. But I've got no help. No
good consulting you fellows; bit too
ﬂli-;khnada&,”i you den't mind my

24 H]-g EO—
“Ob, not at all |?
¥ Don't ming us, Coker.”

“] mesn you con't help being a bit
fatheaded, fknuw—but there it iaf"
said Coker. “You're no use to mé. It

ain't all lavender being the only brainy
man in the study. Thers’s o lot of
difficulties to be overcome. I've got lo
view the scenoe of the crime—"

*The what*

“1 mean the Head's study. DBut it's
no use asking old Locke. I shouldn't
Ennki!ar if theri?’ﬂ fﬁng&r—prmtsﬁim} his

esk, or & spot of cigarette-ash lying
about. Detectives fmdg out o lot from
cigarette-ash. Look at the Case of the

ssing Marguis, I've got the book
hersa somewhere, Th found him
parked in the suit of old ermour
through cigarette-ash being dropped in
ihe right =pot—""

“They do drop in the right spots in
detective novels,” admitted otter,
“Hut do you think that tho sweep who
burgled the IMead’s desk would
smaiing o cigarctto at the time ("

“I'm only putting a case, of course,”
said Coker. “Might be 8 lot of clues
for o fellow to pick up on the spot.
There’s another thing—the fellow who
pinched that cash must havo taken it
to spend,’*

“Not really 1Y ejaculated Potter.

H¥e=" sard Coker, “*I've ihought
that out.”

“Not fo paste up over the mantel-
piece in his study i asked Greene,

Tae Migxrr Lmrigy.—No. 1,618,
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Thizs was sarcasm, Coker did not
even know that if was sarcasm.

“Nothing of the kind, Greeney,” he
gaid. “That gyestion only shows what
a fool you are, old chap! He's taken
it te spend] Well, if he’s taken 1t to
spend, he will spend it. Whst about
spotting o fellow spending pounds and
pounids mors than usual @'

“Must bo a fearful 2ss if he does that
at the school shep.' .

“He might do it out of gates,” said
Coker, “In fact, it's protty certain
that he would.”

“Then how would you Lnow 1™
“It's no good asking mo a lot of
silly auestions, Potter!  That's only
one clue. I dave say I shall find dozens.
I know I'm sticking to this til} I get
my wman. Like Bandog Blockhead, you,
know—he always got his man.,  And
when I get him——" Coker’s eyes
grleamaod.

“When 1" murmured Greena.

i *Then,” said Coker, *1 shall unmask
1im—"

“0h, my hat? Do you think he
wears & mask when ha comes down from
hisg dormitory I

“No, you fathead!” howled Céker.
“(f course he doesnt! When I day 1
shall vnmask him I don't mean unmask
him, I mean unmask him.”

“ Laeid 1" said Potter. 1 say, what
abouf teaf”

#*1 shouldn’t mind,” went on Coker,
ruthlessly regardless of tea, * giving
vou & sample of what I can do~like
Bherlock Holmes, you know. I'm
wetty good at deduction and all that

ou know, Holmes eould tell whether
the baronet’'zs will was hidden in the
coal-cellar bﬁ' the length of the butler's
whizlkera, and all that, Like me to give
you a sample I*

Potter and Greeme would rather
have had tea. But Ceker did not waik
for an answer. Coker, when he was
talking, had little use for answers,

Coker only paused long enough to
take breath, and went on:

“F'rinstance, I could tell you some-
thing that would surprise you, Potter,
though it’s only clementary, as Bherlock
Holimes would say. When you went
out before dinner you walked dewn Qak
Lane.'

“Did 17" ejaculated Potter.

“You didI¥ ua&iﬂ kur;d T:rge newé.:l:r
pawW you—never knew you n ou
till you came in. T've deduced that.”

“You've did-dod-deduced  that?”
gasped Potter, staring at him,

“Exactlyl  Shall I tell ymt_huwl'i;
It's pérfectly simple when explained,
snid Coker, quite in the manner of
Sherlock Holmes.

“0h, dol” gurgled Potter.

“There’s some spots of mud on your

ghoeg—:

“Blessed if I'd noticed—" )

“ Naturally—you've no detective gift!
I havel Waell, that mud is a yellew
clayish lnnd--irett thick in Oak Lano.
Easy, what, when I explain?®

And Coker smiled—evidently expect-
ing Potter to ejaculate * Wonderfull®
like Dr. Watson.

But Potter didn't. IIe just stared.

“Is that what you cell 3 deductioni”
ho asked, .

“¥ea, that's it—simple, I know, but
masterly, in its way ¥ said Coker,

“But I never went anywhete near
QOak Lane!” howled Potter.

“Don't talk rot, Potter!™

“I went in the other direction——"

“T eaid don’t talk rot, Potter.” Evi-
dently Coker, like many detectives, pre-
forred luz own theories to other people’s
facta! “I'm sorvy to seo vou descend-
ing to prevarication, merely to belittle
a pall Don’t do it 1"

neve elled Potter.
L | r——" velled Potte

“You did!¥ ssid Coker -:u.!m'l;lr.
“Don’t say any more, Potter! It's
rother gickening for & fellow to come
down to actual fibe, from silly jealousy
of another fellow’s powoers.”

“You silly chump ™ shricked Potter.
"g went down to Friordale—"

“‘Heo juﬂ; well did, Coker 1" hooted
Greene. "1 met him coming back |

“You, tool” said Coker, as Cesar
might hgve said, “Thow, too, Brulus}”
“Well, this is the limitl Both of yon
Le]!nkng barefaced whoppers, just to
make ou

“ You silly chump ¥ yelled Greene,
P"Y_’pu blithering idiot 1™ howled

ottar.

Potter and Groene had forgotien taa,
for the momentl They simply hm! to
tell Coker what they thought of him!
2q they told him 1

It was rather unfortunate, from the
point of view of teal Coker was quito
uncenseious of being either a eilly
¢hump or & blithering idiot, and he had
no use whatever for these painful truths,
He glared at Potter and Greene for a
moment; thern, without wasting any
time in words, ha picked up an Indian
club and stepped towards them.

What Colter was going to do with that
Indian club his friends did not linger
to ‘ascertain, They backed quickly out
of the study.

Coker slamamed the door on them,

Potter and Greens, in the passage,
réalised shat tea with Coker had faded
from the prospect, like o mirage in the
desert. So they culled through the deor
to Colker:

“Fathead 1™

“Idiot 1™

Then they went down to tea in Halil.

In. the study, Horace Coker frowned.
In his néw role of dstective, he did not
expect much in the way of intelligent
assigtahee from Potter and Greene. But
he éxpected, at least, recognition of hia
powers when he displayed them. That
was the least he was entitled to expeet.

Instead of which Potter madse out
that he hadn’t been i Oak Lane, when
Coleer’s mosterly deductions showed that

he had! Greene backed him up in itl
It was, as Coker had said, rather
gickening |

Coker resumed pacing the study and
cogitating—to the lon dismay of
a fat Owl huddled in the cupboard.
longing for him to go.

But Coker, keen 83 he was on the
problemr he had resclved to solve, was
rermnded by tho inner Coker that it
was past tea-time.

He stopped his thoughtiul pacing, and
ateg:_iyed-m the study cupboard |

i li‘a' Bunter guaked.

2o far, ho had escaped detection-—in
epite of the presence of a detective in
the study ! Dut it was clear that he was
not going to escape detection when
Coker opened that cupbonrd doort

Discovery was cerisin—and Coker’s
heavy hoot waos an appilling prospect.

In sheer desperation, Billy Bunter
acted—promptly |

Az Coket reached the cupboard door
and put his hand to open it the fat
junior hurled it open with all his force.

1t erashed on Coker! )

Cokér was taken utterly by surprise,
No detective could have deduced that o
ciupboard door would suddenly 8y open
with the foree of o battering-ram/!

Coker gave one gasping bhowl of
astonizchment and anguish, and then
went over backwards with a terrifio
craah. _

A fat figuro flew from the cupboard
like an arrow, tore open the siudy door,
and vanished,
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Coker was taken utterly by surprise as the cupboard door suddenly flew open.
anguish as he went over backwards. A fat figure flew from

Coker did not cven sec 1kl
Coker was on his back, iﬁs: head en-
tangled with the legs of & chair, and his
senscs, such as they werg, BRININg.
“QOogogh I”  gasped ker. Owl
Ooooogh !, What—whoo—ooogh! Ohl
dizzily, disentangling his

Ahi Oooght”
Ho sat u

Lead from the chair. Ha blinked round

him, dizzy snd dazed. He hardly

noticed a trickle of crimson from his

nose, on which the cupboard door had
banged rather hard. He was quite
Lewildared.

“ Whe—who—how—" gasped Coker,
It was a od minute before he
dragged himself, gasping, to his foct.

He starcd st the open 5Ludg deor. Ha
stared at the open eupboard! It

dawned on him! Somebody had been
warked in  that, cuphnardly He had
snged Coker over with the door

thercof and scudded. Just what had
heppened to Mr. Prout the night he had
spotted somebody in the Head's study |
]Iiamr{ Liad repeated itselfl

“Ohl” gasped Coker.

He realised that his nose was streams
ing red, and dabbed a handkerchief
to it.

“0ii!1” he repested. “Hero! Here,
in my studyl  ‘The BGrst time lie's
prowled before ]tﬁhtﬂ- out, and he comes
to my study! Oh! Enocking me over
with o door, just like he did Prout that
night! By gumi” _

Billy Bunter, as ho scuttled into the
gafety of the Remove passage, wondere
whether Coker would guess who it was
and eome after him. But he need not
hiave worried.

Coker was not thinking of Buntor!
He was thioking of the mystery prowler
who had been in his study, hidden in the
cupbonrd, and who had knocked bhim
Over witﬁ the door, just like he had
done with Prout! i

Coker had no doubt that it was the

d That idiot Coker—he, he, he!

EVERY SATURDAY

mystery prowler who had been in his
study—and it was rather fortunate for
Billy Bunter that he hadna’é!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Fifth Form Detective |

11 E, he, hel” .
" With  that unmusical
cachinnation did Billy an-
nounce his arrival in Study
Neo. 1 in the Remove. o
Harry Wharton & Co. were finishing
ton therc when the fat Owl griomed in
—the expansive grin on his podgy
countenance extending almost froma one
fat car to the other.
“Fe, ho, ha!” repeated Buntier.
Bunter seomed amused,

“Shut off that elarm elock ™ said
Bob Cherre, locking round.
“Oh, really, Cherryl T say, Fou

fellows—he, he, hel gay, Cokor—he,
lie, ha ! Bunter chortled.
“Oht Coler! What about Coler?”

The Famous Five sat up and took
notice, as it were, at the mention of
Coker. ©Old Horace had entertmined
them that sfterncon, on the warpath.
If old Horace was putting up further
entertainment, they wero prepared to be
gntertained.

“1 say, you fellows—what do you
think " gasped Bunter. “ I sey—he, he,
hol Coker—that sss Coker—he, he.I_E.atl

e's
gﬂitg to—he, he, he!”

“Cough it up. fathead!”

“Y was in his study!” trilled Buntor.
“1 wasn't after his tuck, you know—
nothing of that sort] I—I just dropped
in1 But I thought I'd get out of sight
when the beast came ini! VYou know
Coker! He would have fancied T was
after hiz tuck, if he'd scen me at the
cupbonrd

—-n—.l-u
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““QOooooch | ' He gave a gasping howl of
the cupboard like an arrow and made for the study door.

" You fat burglar i

“He, he, hel I got into the cup-
hoard, sce—so I lieard all ho eaid to
Potter end Greenel He, ho, he! Wha
do you fellows think 1 ‘

“Going after Crocker again?” ashed
Bob, with interost e

“Wo mustn't miss it if he does!”
chueckled Johnny Bull,

“Oh, nol He's fed up with Crocker !
Better than that 1" chortled Buuter. I
say, you know Coker's always rcading
those detectivo books—* The Cuso of the

Cross-Eyed Cat, and tho ° irsh:-r:r of
the Mizzled Marquis,’ and all that—
well, he’s pot it on the brain! Llo's
poing to play Sexton Holmos—I mean
Sherlock Blake~I mcan—"

“ What1*

“He's going aftcr thot provler!l®
gigeled Bunter. “He calls it the Cuse
of the Midnight Mystery—=="

“0h, my hat|*

“He thinks ho can do detective jobe!
Ho's going to look for clues, and—and
nail him! ¥fla rowed with Potter and
CGreene, and turned them out of the
study because—he, he, he! Lucky for
me he did, or I should have Leen
copped. He, he, ho! He copped mo in
the cupboard! He, he, ho! Only I
bangod the door open on him, and
knocked him over, and got off before he
spotted me! He, he, hot [ say, you
follows, Coker's going to be a detective
now! Ain't it funny? IHe, be, lel®
Billy Bunter {fairly squealed with
merriment.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Famous
Five, .

“He's talking about Gnger-prints, and
clues of cigarette-ash——

“ Ha, hs, ha!” 2

“He got fearfully wild when Police
and Greene didn't bolieve in his dedae-

{Continued on page 16.}
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(Continued from page 13.)
tions, and went for them with an Indian

club—"

“Good old Coker!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. *Burse he didn't spot you, old
fat mant If he did, he will deduce
that-it was yoy—""

4 [I-, hﬂ., )!'Iﬂ.lh

“No, that's =all right,” grinned
Bunter. “You seo, tho cupboard door
got him—cosh I—right on the boko, and
ke went over like a smok of coke! 1
think his head banged into a chair—
it sounded like it1 I didn't stay to
look! He, ke, he! I'm pretty certain
he never saw me, or anlything, but
etars | He ho, hol Btill, if he guessed
it was me, snd came after me, 1 should
expect my pals to stand by mel I'll
stay here for a bit! I'll have some of
that cake while I'm here.”

Billy Bunter helped himself to cake.
He was not a fellow to let his chances,
like the sunbesms, pass him by !

It was not & la cake. Bunter
hqil?-etl himeelf to hatf of it, to go on
wilh.

“T sar, vou [ellows!" Bunter's voice
came muffled, through ecake. *1 say,
faney Coker trar:l-:inﬁ_dawn that prowler
~—he, he, kel He thinks the chap may
have left cigarotte-ash about, like they
do in detective novels! He, he, he!

Fancy that chap smoking a fag while
he was pinching at the H%nd's I:E‘:Sk last
nightt He, he, ha! Gurrrrggh 1”
Bunter  choked. Giggling and
gobbling did not seem to work together.
“Gurrggh!  Urrgph! Oooccogh I
gesped Bunter.  ® Ooogogh
There was @ step in the passage—az
horvy fread.
“Hello, hallo, halio! That sounds

like jolly old Horace—or an escaped
clephant [ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Gurrgh! Okt 1 say, you fellows,
if he's after me, you stand by me!"
exclaimed Bunter, in alarm. © fy—-I wiLs
sure he mever spotted mel But if he's
guessod—-"

Billy Bunter backed round the study
table, to place the Famous TFive
}ﬁmtwwn him a&m:lhtha door, as & burly

gure appeare era.

Harry Wharton & Co.
Coker of the Tifth

Coker was always cntertaining.
was considered really frightfully funny
at football! But as a detective, it was
probable that he would break his own
record.

His aspect, too, was rather enter-
taining, at the wmoment. He looked
ruffled and bresthless, and was dabbing
p large nose with a handkerchief that
wna spotted crimson.

Obviously that cupboard door had
given him rather a bangl

Eilly Bunter blinked at him, uneasily
atul warily, acroes the teble. But 1o
his relief, and rather te his surprise,
Coker did net even glance at him.

Coker fixed his eves on Wharton.
Apparently he had come there, not on
Bunter's track, but to spesk to the
captamn of the Remove.

e Macxer Lisaanv.—No. 1,618,
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“Here, young Wharton!" he began,
“I want some information, and I waunt
it quick. Do you know ‘wherher any
Remove kid has been in the Fifth Form
passaga "

“Has the Head made you & prefect,
Coker " asked Harry. ;

“Kht No.“

“Then don't ask quostions.™

Coker's brow darkened.

“1 don't want any cheek 1™ he szid.

“Look here, I'll rell you what's
happened. That prowler has been in
my study."

[ 1] Wh ﬂ-t !!1

“That mnight-prowler, you know-—
sweep who pinched in the Head's study.

He's taken to getting about earlier now,
it seems. So far he's only prowled afrer
lights our! Now he's started vooting
in the studies when fellows are out of
the House! 1 jolly nearly had him!"
“Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunrer.
“‘i"a::u—;ra:-u—-:l,rou olly nearly had the
prowler *" gasped Harry Wharton.

" Jolly nearly 1" zaid Coker "So far
88 I ean make out, the scoundrel was
in my study when I went in therge——'"

“0Oh, my hat ™
hid himself in

board—"
‘D-d-did het” gurgled Bob Cherry.
“1 mean, he must have, because when
I went to the cupboard he banged me
over by banging the door on my face,
just like be did to Prout that night,
vou know-—""

“0Oh seissors t™

“And por away "™ said Coker. *“Of
course, 1 was taken by surprise. Any
fellow might bave been. That prowler

the study

4l

has never prowled during the davrime
before. I've been thinking s good bit
on tha subject, but I admit nover

thought of that! BEut thet’s his game
now—clear enough !

“You—you—you didn't ece himi"
gaa]ﬁd Nugent.

“Nol ou see, 1 was koocked over
so suddenly, and he fairly whizzed—I1
never knew he'd been there till he was
gonel Bur there's no doubt that 1t
was the prowler, of course.”

“Bure there's no doubti”
Harry Wharton.

As the Famous Five had just heard
from Billy Bunter that he was the
fellow who had been parked in Coker's
study cupboard they could not help
fealing that there wes doubt in the case.

stuttercd

They gazed at Coker. .
“Oh, nel Absolutely none!™ said
Coker “T've gat my cash in my study,

you know, and he was aftor that—same
as last night in the Head's study—"
“0Oh, really, Coker—"

“You shut vp, Bunter! Don't butt
in while I'm talkingl I faney I sur-
prized ham, coming in, and he hunted
cover I sad Coker. “ Bowled me over
with a door, just like he did Prout last
week when he saw he was going to be
copped | Pretty cool card, and no mis.
take! Nothing's missing luckily—I
geem to have interrupted hun before he
ecould rifle my desk, like he did the
Head’ p

“Oh crikey! I say—""

“Will you keep quier, Bunter? Who
wants you to jaw! Now. Wharton, if
wou can help me put my finger an that
seoundrel, sou ean see it's your duly
to do ! Most likely that prowler’s
in the Remove—you're a gang of young
seoundrels, a8 I've I{:'Eﬁ you often
encugh. If you know anything abont
a Remove chap being in the Filth #orm
passege, that's the man. Seea?™

“Nat quite " gasped Hieey.

“If & Remaove kid was in our passage,
he’s the man1” hoored Coker. * Surely

you can sec that ™
“Not quite 1" repeated Harrr,

“Well, if you're too silly to see it,
take my word for it1" snapped Coker.
“T'm after that prowler. f T don't
spot him in the move, I shall ey
other Forms—but 1 fancy he's in the
Bemove—serubby  lot]  Now  jou've
been sitting bere at tes, end I notice
the door was open! You must huve
seen anybody ecudding for his study
a hurry—this being the first study in
the pessage! Did youi"™

ker pgomed inquiringly
captain of the Hemowve,

‘You thenk that the pincher is &
Remnove man, Coker?” amsked Harry.

“Pragtically sure of it!1” answerod
Coker.

The captain of the Remove rose to
his feat.

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
he said. “Coker thinks we've got a
Flllcher in our fForm! [ move that wo
et Uoker know exactly what we think
of compliments like that in  the
Remove.” ;

" Passed unanimously 1" said Bob,

L1 Bag him !l!

*You cheeky young asses!” roared
Coker, &3 tho Famous Five rushed.
"E‘:tupp!irl I haven't come here for a
row' I came here to—yarocoooop !”

Coker snid that he had not come there
for 2 row Buot that was one of Coker's
many mistakez. Ho had! ]

There was, undoubtedly, a terrific row
as Horace Coker whirled in the grasp
of the Famous Five. And the bump,
g3 he landed in the passage, ring tho
length of that passage, and brought
fellows marinf out of study doorways.
Louder t louder rang the yoll of
Horace Coker

“ Yao-hoo-whooopt Qoo 1"

“Roll up, Hemovel” roared Bob
Cherry " Roll Colker home (™

“Ha, ha, hal™

Coker did not wait to be rolled. He
departed, scross the landing, before the
Removitea could roll kim! Coker had
had enough to po on with, and he stood
not upon the order of his going, but
wont at once=in & gasping and
spluttering state .

Horace vealized that he was nor going
to get any help in the Rotmove in
t'muﬁug down a pincher in that Form!
The Romovites did not seem, somehow,
to like the idea!

“1 say, you fellows."
chuckled, as the Famous PFive camn
back, erinning cheerfully into  the
study. *1 say, that ass~he, he, he [-—
thinks 1t was the prowler 1n his study
—he, ho, hel—and it waz me all the
time! He, ho, he! I say, don't you
fellows lot Coker ktow that [ banged
that door on his nose! I'd rarber he
thought it wae the prowlerl He, b
hel 1 say, sin't he & j}ﬂﬂj" wonderf
detectivet He, he, he !’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous. Five roared. Thoy
really hoped that Horace Ucker would
keep up his detective work on_ whar lwo
called the Case of the Midnight
Mystery i He secmed likely to add
considerably to the gaiety of existence
at Greviriars if ho did!

at the

H[II;;' Buntar

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Smithy Saw !

ERBERT VERNONSMITH

etopped suddenly, and listened.

t wes the following dag

after dinner: snd Smithy ha

just come aslong the dormitory passago

and stopped at the deor of the Remove
dormitory

Smuithy eame up that passage very

gutetly. It was osgainst the rules for

any fellow to go up to the dormitorics



in the Jdoyilnme, withiout special leava
That rule, like wmany othars,

Bounder broko with utter recklessness
when =0 dizpoced. But ho did not want
to be copped, so hoe was very careful.

Bmithy only wanted something from
his box in tho dorm. DBut as what he
wanted was a packet of cigavettes,
hidden under ather thinga at the bottom
of the hox, he preferved to keep his
proceedings strictly private

That was why e mada no sound as
he came along to thoe dommitory door,
and ho was Jiazb about to open the sama
when ho heard a sound from within and
reélized that someons was thero,

It was probabls that it was only some
otlicr Remove fellow who had come up
for something. Bub it was possible that
it was not, and Smithy was not the man
to take chancca. He did not want o
hundded lines from Quelch for breaking
vules; still less did he want six from
his Form-mazter’s cano

Ho stopped and listencd,

It was o scraping sound that come
from the room. It sounded rather liks
gomeono trying a key in a lock that
would not work. Few of the fellows
kopt their boxes locked, though Vernon-
Smith was one of the fow who did,
that sound came from somo fellow un-
locking & box, he seemed to be having
trouble with the key.

Following that sound came a sup-
Sl‘ﬂsﬁﬂd, engry grunt. Tho fellow in the

ormitory seemed annoyed. :

Then camoe o sc:n.apin%' sound again. It
sounded as if the fellow was trying
another key on the lock,

Considerably surprised, the Bonnder
listened outside the door. A {ollow un-
locking his own box was not likely to
bava all that trouble. Really, it sounded
as if someone was trying to open some-

ody else’s box, and could not find a
key to fit. If timt- WiI t-}gﬂ' case, 1f was
vory odd and very surprising

The Bodunder listened for a fow
momenty to that grating cound within
the dormitory. Then, very quietly, he
turned the door handle, making not the
slightest sound and hed the oak door
open about an inch, so that ho could
peer 1nto the room. :

A junior’s box, in the dormitory, was

laced at the foob of his bed. A fellow
ecling st ome to open it would have
his back to'the door. Smithy caleulated
on that. Ile was going to seo who the
follow was &nd what he was up to. If
it wo3s a Bemové man, he could show
himself. If it was not, he could retreat
unheard and unseen, if he chose. But
ha was going to kiow what it mcant

st

Ho soppressed an exclamation of sur-
prizo and rage as he saw |
It was not a junior in the dormitery.

It was a E:xti1 Form man |

From the door, Bmithy had only a
back view of hini, but he knew at a

Iiunf::s wio it was. It was Loder of the

1xth.

The Boundor's eyes foivly blozed as
o saw how Loder was eccupied.

Gerald Loder, knecling in front of
Smithy's own box, was trying key after
key from a bunch on tho lock !

Nono of the keys appeared to fik. The
box remained locked! The buanch
clinked, and Loder gave another angry

unt as ha tried apother ey, Still it
gri.d nob woik,

Verhou - Smith  watched him  with
glittering eyes. Ile kucw what it meant
nowW.

Loder of tha Sixth had never changdd
his opinion that it woas Herbert Vernon-
Smith who was the seeret prowler. That
prowler, had knocked Loder out in tho
dq’r]i‘, blacking his even, His eves were
still "darkly saded ! Loder, convinced
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that he owed that adornment to Smithy,
was aftor Smithy rather like a dog after
& bonal
Balieving that Smithy was the
owler, Lodor belioved that it was
mithy whoe had filched curveney notes
from the Head's desk on Tuesday night.
And he was scarching
The Head had ovdered no scarch,

Loder [ancicd that he know better than b

his headmaster ] Ha was soarching—on
m}fnﬁml hat b h i

a gpot that box open, he was going
to root Iﬁ'nmugh'it in tﬂﬂ hope, pmﬁa’!}ly
in the expectation, of findimg the
plunder hidden there. Such a discovery
would prove that Vernon-3mith was the

man, and that Gerald Loder had been
right all along the linel

B Iﬂn‘ias thoe mysterions prowler had
only blacked Loder's eyes and banged a
door on Mr. Prout's majestic nose,
Smithy did not care two straws whether
Loder suspected him or not., But now
that it waa known that the prowler waa
a secrct thief, he cared very much
indeed, ‘ .

That was guite a different matter.
Smithy was not particularly scmeitive,
but to be suspected of being o pilferer
was enough to put any fellow's back up,

He barely vestrained bimself from
rushing into the dormitory snd landing
out with his boot. Loder was, at the
moment, well placed to reccive it, as he
bent at the box.

But booting a Sixth Form prefect was
not practieal politics. Morcover, Bmithy
was there without loave, a faet that he
did not desire to make known.

He stood silent, watching, his eyes
burhing, and as he stood, Loder rose to
his feot with & ﬂisapimmted, _angry
grunt, having tried the last of his keys
snd tried it 1 vain,

Ho might have turned at any moment
now, and Vernon-Smith instinetively
drew tha deor shut, latching it without
6 zound.

He cut down the passage to the land-
ing. Loder scemed to have finished in
the Removo dormitory, snd Smithy did
not want to be spotted when he emerged,

As he cut across the landing, he heard
a door open.

Loder was coming oufl

Smithy went down the stairs by way
of the banisters and shot on the
lower landing. He cut away to the
Remova passage without. delay.

A couple_of minutes later he had a
glimpse of Loder going down the lower
staircase with a disgruntled scowl on his
face. He shook his fist at tho top of
Loder’s head over tho banisters.

Then Loder, being safoly off the ecene,
the bounder wont quietly up te the
dormitory agrin, snd this time he un-
locked his box and cxtracted the

dcket of cigaréites—it was hardly safe
ta leave them there! Loder might have
better luck next time hé tried a bunch
of keys on that box! 8Smithy na
doubt that Gerald Lader would try again
when he got somo more keys.,

Smithy went inte the quad with a
grim and angry brow.

Loder could suspect him, if ho liked,
of blacking his eyes or hanging Prout’s
nose. He was nob going to suspect him
of piliering—not without being made to
git up for it. And for the next half-
lour, Herbert Vernon-8mith’s thoughta
werg concentrated on ways and means!
And the grin that suddenly oversproad
his face indicated that ho had cvolved
o schemo for making Gerald Loder sorry
for himself.

If Gerald Loder, the unpopular pre-
fect of the RBixth, wanted o clue, wh
shouldn’t he have one? Vernon-Smit
was only too willinre to oblige in this
respect.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Cash Wanted !

T LEHD"%E 1?'!*] yvour pound notes |”

“What 1"
Harry Whartan & Co. o
garded the Bounder with astonishment
Smithy seldom—or, rather, never—
orrowed money. Ho erally iad more
than he ueededv. And this'was a rather
wholeenls request.

“Hogw many do you want?” asked
Bob &ugrrj. with a cheerful grin. *I
don"t think I've got more than a fow
dozen |* .

“ Twenty-twe 1" answored Smithy
airily.

“Is that a joke?” answered ILlarry
Wharton, mystified.

“More or lesz!” agreed the Bounder,
“But I mean 141" -

“That's the amount that wos token
from the Head's desk on Tuesday

night 1" said Frank Nugent
“Yea; fﬂmt'a why I want that
amount.™

“What on carth fori"
“For a few hours I" snswered Vernon-
Smith.

“Fathead! I moan why?¥

“ Never mind why 1 If you've got any
pound-notes, let me have them! I'm
not Bunter 1" added the Bounder sar-
castically. “ Your money’s safe.”

“Pon't bo an ass, eld chap!” said
Bob, *“But what the thumf’.—“"

“Havo you got any? I'vo got five
of my own—->" _

“Luﬂk;j bargoe [

* Mauly's changed a fiver nt {he shop
to oblige me. Newland's lent mo three.
How about you?"

Harry Wharion langhed, :

“You and Mauly and Newland are the
only bloated millionsires in the Remove,
Smithyt I've got ofie.”

“T'vo got ong,™ said Johnny Bull,
“But what on carth's the pame?™

“0Oh, guite an smusing game I said
"‘.Tcrnuu-gmitlh “I'm not telling any-
body till it comes-off—least said, sconest
mended. But I'm not going to ‘speqd
the money—you con late your notes
again this evening, if not betore, Take
the numbers, though.”

“Why tha dickens—-" ;

“Because 1 want you to. Ten-bob
notes will be useful, tool Look here,
it'sa & jape, and nothing will happen to
the cash But I've got to raise exact]
twenty-two pounds in currency notes.

“0Oh, all right!”

The Famous Five woerse utterly

myatifiad. No fellow in the Remove,
pven Lord Mauloverer, cver had, or
wanted, sich 8 sam. hy Smithy

wanted that sum—cxzactly the amouné
that had been token from the Heads
study by the speret pilferer—was simply
mystifying.

But Smithy, of course, was to be
trusted with cash, and the chums of tha
Remove had no difficulty sbout handing
Ewr‘ their supply inte his temporary

ceping. -

harton amd Johony DBull had &
ound-note cuch, s it 'Imppmmﬂf and
urrco Jamset Rom Singh and hu%nt
had a tep-shilling note cach. Bob
Cherry had a halferown, but this the
Bounder declined. Only paper money,
it secmed, was of any use to him.

The juniors scribbled.down the num-
bors of the notes as Vornon-8mith re-
quested. Then they stared aftor bim n
astonishment ss be walked away,
B‘;jWImt on oarth is he up to?” asked

ob.

“Goodnesas knows ! answercd Harry.
“"He says it's o jape! It will come
pretty ox ensive fo him if anything

Tue Maigxer Lisrany.~—No. 1,618
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happens to ell those notes! Dlessod if
I can malke him out.”

Leaving the Famous Five astomished,
Herbert YVernon-Smith procecded on his
quest for currency. notes. He still re-
gquired six pounds to make uap the
amount he needed. Smithy's credit was
good—and fellows were gquite willing to

oblige; but pound-notes, naturally,
were not i plentiful supply i a junior
Form. -

Peter Todd and Squiff, Hazeldene,
and Tom PBrown, produced a ten-
shilling rote each. Bolsover major lont
a pound note; Russell and Ogilvy a ten-
shilling note each. Smithy's total was
then twenty pounds.

Then he ran down Wibler and ex-
tracted a_ton-shilling npte from him:
and then Morgan, with & similar result,
His chum, Redwing, contributed
ancther. But that seemed to be the
total supply of paper money, and ten
shillings more was wanted.

But 3mithy was not to be beaten. 1o
wanted exactly twenty-bwo pounds,

From four fellows he collected half-

crowns, which he earried tnto the school

shop and handed over to Mrs. Mimble,
who gave him a ten-shilling noto in
cxchange.

By that tims, naturally, Bmithy's
proceedings had excited wide interest
i the Remove,

More than half the Form had con-
iributed more or less; all were aware
that Bmithy had some jape on; and
most considered him a silly ass for
iaping with currency notes, whatever
the jape was.

But what it was, was a mystery,

He was not going to spend thosc
notes. Tho fellows were to have them
back, the same notes, and the samo
day. Evory fellow who parted with a
note was made to take the number.
Fven Mrs, Mimble, in the tuckshop,
had beon reqguested to take the number

of the note she handed over for the
four half-crowns| It was roally
mystifving.

By tho time Smithy had finished, the
Removo wers in a buzz of ouriosity ; and
it was close on time for the bell to ring
for class.

Then Smithy suddenly dizappeared.

He waos not to be seen when the
dRr:mm-a gathored at their Form-room

OO,

Mr. Quelch arrived to unlock that
door and let his Forme in; and then
Smithy came on the scens, rather
breathless, just in time.

All eyes wera on him as he went into
the Form-room with the rest.

Billy Bunter's epectacles fairly glit-
tered At lim! Bunter was quite
breathless at the bare idea of such a
sum in one fellow's pocket. The amount
of tuck that could have been obtained
in exchange for such an enormous sum
guite dazz Bunter.

Bunter could not help thinking how
rotten this was! Fﬂﬁnwa seomed fo
think that their cash was ms esfe in
Hmithy's pocket as in their own1 They
did not re.gard Bunter like thatt

8mithy had collected practically all
tho money in & oumerous Form and
nobody minded! And every one of
thern woyld have thought twice, if not
three or four times, before lending
Bunter half-a-grown! It was un-
doubtedly rotten !

Bunter could only hope that, out of
that cnormous atgﬁplg of the currency
of the realm, Smithy would be willing to
lend ‘a fellow the moderate sum of ten
bob until his postal order came! Ton
bob wasn't much out of twenty-two
pounds, Bunter thought.

He was very anxious for cless to
over that day | o was Vernon-Smith—
Tas Maigner Lesasy,—No,; 1,618.
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and &0 were all the Remove, overy
follow hoing keenly curious to know
what this extraordinary jape was going
to be like.

Mr. Queleh did not remain unaware
of & certain exciternent in hiz Form.
Hiz gimlet eve gleained over the
Remove soveral times as there were
sounds of subdued whispering.

However, the time came to diemiss ac
last, and the juniors weut out,

Billy Bunter hooked on
Dounder at onoee,

“I say, Smithy—*"

“ Leggo, fathead ¥

“1 =ay, wias going toe sgy—
Beast ™ The Bounder walked on,
leaving the fat Owl sitting down.
“Yah! Deast!™

Bunter gave up hope of a whack in
that vast wealth !

The Bounder sauntered in the quad,
apparcently unconscions of the many
cyes on him.

The jape, 1t appeared., whatever it
was, was uot coming off yet! What it
could possibly be. and who was gomng to
be the victim, nobody could gygss.

Bmithy strolled placidly, his hands in
hlSt pockets, till Loder of the S8ixth came
out.

Loder gave him a scowl in passing.
Loder never could see the junior who
had, as ho believed, blacked his eye,
without s scowl,  Bmithy. as a rule,
gave the bully of the Sixth a rather
wida herth,

Or: this occasion he did not pive him
a wide berth. Suddenly breaking into
& run, as if in a hurry to to the
House, he ran raght into Lm:fa?.

Loder staggerad.

“You clumsy young ass!” he gasped.
“What do you meap—harging into me
like that?" And he gave Vernon-Smith
an ongry and savage shove that sent
him sprawling.

Homething Smithy

He

sprawled.
., He did not seem to notice it,
jumped up and scudded off. as if only
anxicus to get out of Loder's reach

Lodor scowled after him  Then his
expression suddenly changed as his eyoes
fixed on a small bunch of keys Iving on
the spot where Vernon-8mith had
sprawled over.

Loder, with & quick movement, placed
his foot on that bunch

Vernon-Smith disappeared inte tho
House,

Lodor bresthed quickly.

He drew his handkerchief from his
pocket, dropped it, and stooped to pick
it up. In picking it up, he picked u
the bunch of keys. hidden in thoe hand.
kerchief.

It was quite nsatly done! And when
Loder of the Sixth went back into the
House, Vernon-8mith’s bunch of keys

to the

clinked &s

‘was in his pocket—and hiz way lay in

the direction of tho Kemove dormitory |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prool Posiflve !

144 OME in{*
‘ M. Quelch did not speak

very cordially. He did not

want to see (Gerald Loder of
the 8Bixth Form.
Quelch, after class t!lnn‘da% wae sit-
ting in his study—pen in hand, but
thinking about other mattaras than the
papers pefore bim.

'he mystery of the secret prowler
warried him, as it worried the Head
and most of the staff. Dr. Locke had
adopted his sugpgestion of callin
aid of & deotective, ond the reply from
Ferrers Locke had been favourable. .

Locko wes only teo willing to obligo

in tha €}

his_veneralle relative, the headmaster

Greyiriars School. His Loy assistant
Jack Drake, was to come to hi old
echool as soon os proacticabls,

But, at the moment, Drake was
occuptad Both he and his chicef wera
busy :n the search for the Highmoeor
Convict, Rupert Crook, who secomed to
have vanished into thin air since his
escape. Locke, howaver, had promised
that Drake should bo sent at the
enrliest poszible date,

With that, Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch
had tc be content.

Queleh was thinking of this matter
when Loder of the Sixth tapped at his
door and opened it.

Quelch  dismissed Drake from his
mind and gave his nttention to Loder;
a little surprised by the keen, though
Euppressz:d excitement in the prefect’s
age,

Loder camo v and elosed (he door.
His face was flushed, his eyes gleaming,
and he breathed quickly.

HWell 1 epid Mr. Quelch, with a
shight enap.

“T have something to tell you, sir, of
some importancs !V said Loder. * You
will remember that I have never
changed my opinion that it was Vernon-
Bmith, of your Form, sir, who knocked
me out that night in the Head's study.”

“1f that 15 the case. Loder, it is sheer
obstinacy on your part!” interrupted
Me. Quelch icily., *“And I desire to
hear nothing more on the subjeet.”

1 think you had better hear me, sir,
a3 something has now come to light !V
said Leder coolly.

“Indeed | Then you may proceed,”

“The young rascal’s object is now
known, sir—singe the Head's desk. in
his study, waz pilfered on Tuceday
might, It was Vernon-Smith—"

*1 do not believe so for one moment,”
eaid  the move master coldly.
“ Vornon-Smith haa his faults. and very
serions oncs; but T do not believe him
to be capable of any such nct. Neither,
if he were capable of it, has he any
need of money—his father, who is very
wealthy, treats him only too liberally—
I have, in faect, had to speak to him on
ithat subject.™

“A fellow who gambles mqirhrunl-:-un
of money, even if he is a millionaire's
gon I said Loder venomously. ' And
vou cannot have forgotten, sir. that a
few days ago, Veruon-Smith wa: up
before the Head for having gambled on
football pools.”

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips.
I"E‘-umn to the pomnt!” he said
shar

by.

o ‘i?erj.r well, sir!  Believing, as [ did,
that Vernon-8mith was the guilty party,
1 had no doubt that his box should bo
searched—"

“The headmaster has given no such
order, Loder 1 ]

“ Az a prefeet, sip—"

Mr Queleh breathed hard.

“Loder! You do not venture fo tell
me that you have made such a search
on your own account, unauthorised by
the headmaster 1" he exclaimed.

“I have done so, sir."

“In that ease, Loder, I shall ley &
very serious  complaint  before Dr.
Locke I exclaimed the Remove mastor.
“T will allow no such meddling in my
Form."

“You had better hear what 1 have
discovered frst, sir,” said Loder, with
cool sarcasm "I think that the Head
will consider my action justified, in view
of the proof—proof positive—"

“Proof of what?"” snapped Mo,
uelch i _
“Proof of Vernon-Bmith's guilt 1" re-
torted Loder. * Ten minutes ago, sir 1
unlocked his box in the Remove
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Waiched by Gerald Loder, Mr. Quelch sorted over the contents of Vernon-Smith’s hox and then disinterred a sock, From the
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sock he drew a wad cf eurrency notes [astened together by an elastic band.

dovmitory, and szarched it. Conccaled
amﬁn% the claothes I found—"

“What?" breathed Mr. Quolch,

“A wad of enrroney mnoles, sir--the
sum of twenty-two pounds, 1n pound
and ten-shilling notes.”

“Tmpossible 1 ;

“¥ou have only to visih the darm;har{
Ew.rwlf sir, and look in the box.

gvo re-lociied it, and broucht away the
key., I havo also locked the dormitery
and brought the key nwa{, in casa the
young raseal should take the alarm, and
gttomyt to hido hia plunder in another

place bafore you  save seen it It
Bwalis your inspection, s:in.”
Mr., Queleh rozo to his feot.

His cy2s were fxod on Loder, and his
free was o ditida pale,

o had been satisficd, and the Head
hod been zatisSed, that Herbert Vernon-
Smith was cleared of suspicion. Ha
had, been annoyed and irritated by
Loder’s persistent belief that he and the
headmasier were mistaken, and that
Vernon-Smiith was the guilty party.

But what could ho zay now?

Thera was nad need nox for Ferreva
Focke's sssistant to eoire to the schoal.
Loder of the Sixth, It scemed, had
saolved tha mystery.

Loder, it ecomed, hed bocn richt, and
everybody else wrong.

It was a blow for Mr. Quelch. Worse
sbill was tho certainty that the prowling

ticrer was a bay in his own Form !
511-3!{1]: hoed felt assured that that pil-
forer, whaeever he was, vwas not in the
Remove., e aaped a great Jeal for the
good name of his Forn

“'Fhar: may be some—some explana-
tion,” Quelsh alinost stammered. “This
boy, Vernon-8mith, has ofiten heon in
pessezzion  of more inoncy than s
allowed i my Form. 1 have, as I said,

had to intervens for lhat very reason,
What hes geenreed onco may have
ocourred again,’t

Loder did not troubls to suppress a
sarcastic grin i

f.}tuah:h was catching at sfraws,

“¥ou think that Vernon-Swmith may
have had such a sum as {wenly-two
pounds, sir?” he asked. .

“It 13 improbable, but poszible.”

“ Exactly the :um that was taken on
Tuesday night.”

‘Jf'ua]uh did net answar that ]

“A rather singular coineidence, =iw
Don't you thinﬁ 501" asked Loder
blandly. “Tweonty-two pounds in cur-
rency notes was taken from the Head's
dosk. Twenty-twe pouvnds in currency
notos—the exact sum, for I have counted
the notes—is hidden in Vernon-Smith’s
box. Is not that rather foo much of a
coincidence, sir "

Quelch did uot speak.

1t was, he knew, altegcther too much
of a coincidonce.

“1 may add that the hox was locked,
Vernon-8mith keeps tho box locked,
which is somewha? uncommon m a
junior dormitory,” went on Loder. “I
could not bave searched it had net the
key fallen into my hands by accident.
And why sir. if the money was the
junior's own, was it hidden®”

“ Ave vou sure that it was hidden?”

“It wns packed inside a sock at the
bottom of the box, under cverything
else.  Is that usual 3 .

Queleh drew & deep lweaib,

“If thia i3 corvect, Loder, your
mathods, deeply as I disapprove of
them, must be excused,” he said. “I
will accompany you to the dormitory at
gnee”

Quelch lost no time.  Tu ihree minutes
he arrived at the door of the Benovo
dormitory with Loder at his lcels

Loder unlocked the dovmitory door
and they entered. _

The Elvmﬁve master compreszed his
lips 8> Loder produced s bunch of keys
tec unlock Verpon-8mith's box. Ha

** Bless niy soul ! ** he gasped.

knew thet that bunch must belang to
‘1-"lirnﬂn-Emzth, Ii:'ut ha pl;?de n% rﬁuyfarulf

1t was scarcely possible to find fault
with Loder. of ia had actually solved
the mystery that puzzled all Groyfriars
and detected the scerct prowler whe h,aé
robbed tho Head's study,

Loder unlocked ths box and threw
up the lid.

“I have left cverything, sir, as 1
found it, in order that you might ses
for yourself,” he said.

Myr. Queleh, without answerin
stooped over the box. He proceeded g::
remave the many articles packed within,
ﬁ::ml.h? disinterring & &ung that gave a
gtmm of crumpling paper as ho picked
it up.

From thar sock he drew o wad of cur-
roncy notes, fastened fogother by an
elastie band

In silence he counted the notes—
pound notes and ten-shilling notes—tha
total sum being exactly  twenty-tivo
ponmnds,

There was no doubt now.

With the wad of notes in his hand,
Mr. Quelch leoft the dormitory, followed
by Loder of the Sisth. They descended
{ho stairs i silence. Ai

E

At the foot of the staircase
Guelch paused.

“ Loder, please find Vernon-8mith at
onee, and bring him to the headmaster’s
stidy,” ha said.

“Cortainly siel”

Mr Quelch turncd away to procoed to
Dy, Lockes study. His face was grave
and grim

But there was & sardenic grin on
Loder's face as he went in seareh of the
Bounder. He had got his man at last—
fairly nailed down the young rosmal who
had {mm}md him out in the dark=—and
the next iterm in the programme was the
gack for Herbert Vernon-8miih

Loder gloated

Tre Magrer Lipnany.—No. 1,618,
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Before The Beak !

¢4 BAY, you followe, here comes

I Loder{” , ‘

hTm& Brown had his ragm on in

the Rag, and a good many

Remova follows had gathered there be-
fore ten. ;

Browney shut the radio ¢ff. Hoe sup-
posed that Loder had looked in to say
that there was too much row going on
in the Rag—it +'f.|r|.':m¥ one of Loder's
ways to make himselt unpleasant.

ut Toder did mot heed the radio.
He glanced round over the crowd of
juniors, and called out:

“¥s Vornon-Bmith here?”

“Here I Tﬁ“ Bcln_,m&er rose from 11:,_1':
armechair, with a lurkm ric on his
face. ‘' Anything want-edi' Em;ltr?"

“¥es: vyou are!"” sneered Loder
grimly. “I'm to take you to tho Head's
study at once, Vernon-Smith.”

“ Always glad to sce the Head!” eaid
the Bounder cheerfully. *Is he asking

to tea, do you know, Loderi”
mcénr?m :f tha'“?unicira grinned. But
Tem Redwing looked rather anxious.

A summeong to the headmaster’s study
meant trouble, and E-I!!;ilthj was always
asking for -trouble, m one way or
another, _
#“ A1l screme, Reddy!” enid the
Bounder. * Bet you I can guess what is

wanted! Loder still thinks I'm that
jolly old prowler, don't you, Loderi”
“E‘hﬂ ead couldn’t want to sce you

out that rot, Bmithy.” said Redwing
nb”ﬂ'h, I shouldn’t tfﬂndﬂr I* said the
Bounder airily. * Isn't that it, Loder 1"

Loder gave him a glosting look.

“Yea, that's it," he said. * You've

t copped at last, you young scoundrel.
!%ni;-ma with mat” i

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter.” in great excitement, it was
Smithy, after alll Oh crikey 1”

" WEM. utter rot " said Harry Whar
ton. “Don’t you worry, Smithy. Plenty
of follows bere to prove that you're nob
the man.” .

B”ﬂg. I'm not sworrving i said the
oundor.

“The rotfulness is terrific ¥ remarked
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

" Bosh 1" remarked Bob Cherry.

“Push 1 said Johnny Bull

“Look here, Loder, what have they

ot against Bmithy now?"” exclaimed

om Hedwing.

“QOnly that the money's been found,”
answered Loder quietly.

“The Hoad's cnshi”’ asked Peter
Todd.

L1 ?Egr"

"Where did they find it, Loderf”
asked o dozen eager voices.

"Tn Vernon-Bmith's box—hidden in a
folded sock und locked up," anawgm_ﬂ
Loder.  “There’s no secret about it
now. It will be all over the school in a
few minutes. Vernon-Smith is going to
the Head vow to be sacked.™

“Wha-a-t "

“QOh erumbs I”

“reat pip 1

“It's not truo ™ shouted Tofn Red-
wing, his face crimson with anger and
indignation. “There’s not & word of
truth in it."

“Follow me, Vernon-Smith |*

“Coming 1 drawled the Bounder.
“Don't you worry, Reddy—Loder does
thesa funny things to amuse as{ He's
taking a leaf out of Coker’s book, and
setting up as the funny man of Grey
friare™

Loder stared at him. Everybody
gtared at him. For a follow who was
E%ing up to the Hedd to ha sacked, the

under's way of taking tho news was
Tue Magyer Liersey.—No. 1,618,
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really remarkable. Obviously, he was

greatly amusod. -
“Look here, Loder!™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton. *“There's some mis-

take aboutr this——"

“That will do, Wharton!” said
Loder. )

“Lots of us can prove that Smithy
never went down that night——" '

Loder laughed.

_ “The Head's currency notes walked
inte his box and wrapped themselves
upwm a sock®"” he asked banoteringly.
“Well, Vernon-Bmith can tell the Head
that, if he likes. Follow me at once,
vou young rascal 1"

*Coming, you old rascal1”

(1] Ha‘ hﬂ_ -E.!.jl

Loder gave the Bounder a glare.
Then he marched off, anod Smithy

followed him out of the Rag.
Smithy glanced back in the deorway.
“All zerane, Reddy 1" he called back,
“ Loder doesn’t know how funny he 15—
but. he will scon! Get ready to laugh™
“Follow me!™ hooted Loder.

And the Bounder, lounging cooll
along with his hands in his nockets,
followed him, leaving the Rag in a
buzz,

Several times, on the way to the
Head's study. Loder glanced at Vernon.
Smith. He could not understend him,
and he was puzzled.

Bmithy was well known 1o have tons
of nerve. If he had to face the musie,
he could face it with his ears up. But
what he had to face now was enough
to shake & nerve of iron. To be ex-
pelled, on the disgraceful charge of
theft. was overwhehning—or should
have been.

But the Dounder did not turn & hair,
He even hummed a tune as he followed
Loder alomg Head's corridor.

However, he mn&powd himself to &
proper gravity as Gerald Loder opencd
the door of the Head's study and they
entered.

Pr Locke eat at his wnung-table,
Mr. Quelch stood by that table. Both
masters looked ass 1f thewr faces were
moulded in iron. On the table lay
the little wad of currcncy notes, in ifs
elastic band. i

“*Hore 13 Vernon-Smith,
Loder.

* Varnon-Smith I Dr. Locke’s voice
was like 106, “ It appears that 1 was in
error, and your Form-master was in
error, in supposing that you were
cleared of suspicion.”

“1 hope not. sirl” said the Bounder
meekly,

“It transpirea that you are guilty,
Veornon-Smith,” said the Head sternly.
He pointed to the woad of notes. " This
money, Vernon-8mith, - which  your
Form-master tells me iz the exact sum
taken from thiz study on Tuesday
night, was found hidden in your box in
the Remove dormitory.”

“Indecd, sirt”

“You do not claim that this money is
E}ﬂur own, Vernon-S3mith?" asked Mr.

gir " said

ueleh, perhaps with a lingering hope.
“Can you say that you had in your gwn
possession such a awn a8 twenty-two

pounds 7

“No, sin.™

“Such =& statement would be in-
credible, Mr Quelch ! said the Head.

“But I am glad, at least, that the bo
does not resort to falsehood. Loder, {
am far from npﬂruviug of the methods
you sppear to have used; but as this
discovery has been made. 1 cannot say
that the end dees pot justify the
means.”

“I felt quite certain, sir—="

“It appears, at all evente, that your
belief wans well-founded 1" said the
Head, *Vernon-8mith, you will be

expalled this iostanf, and sent home
without an hour's delay—"

“What for, sir?" asked Vermon.
Smuith calmly.

The Head gave him a look. )

“Huch a question is sheer mperiin-
ence 1" he mapFed, “You are expelled,
Vernon-Bmith, tor theft—-"

“Have I taken anit_hmg'. sir ™

* What—what? This money, Vernon-
Smith, has been found concealed in
your box, Do you deny that you conm-
cealed it there ("

L e i it i

“Then what do you mean?” snap
the FHead.

“1 don't eea that I've done any
harm, sir!” said the Bounder meekly.
“Feollows have played practical jokes

bofors this, and no horm done,™
“ Practical  jokes1" repeated the
Hoad, staring. “Have you the

audacity, have you tha impudence, to
tall me that you pilfered in this study
for a practical joke1"

“Oh, no, sir! I pever pilfered in
this study 1l .

“Verpon-8mith 1™ exclaimed Me
Quelch. ) .

“I1 can only tell the truth, sir!l” said
Vornon:Bmith. *I1 know that Loder
thinks I'm a

[l)innher, and I've jolly
well pulled his leg, to sliow him up for
epying on me—but that's all 1've done."

‘1 fail to undersiand thiz boy " said
the Head. ' Vernon-Smith, the sum of
money which was taken from my desk
h'as! b&aﬂ found concealed in your boz,
and—

“That money wasn't taken from jour
desk, sir.”

“What 1"

“That 1an’t the packet of notes that
was taken from your desk, eir!” eaid
Vernon-8mith, with jcy coolness

“What—what? You have alroady
confessed that it does not belong to you,
Vornon-Smith [

“That 1z true, sir! Only five pounds
of it belongs to me. The rest of it
belongs to other [ellowa in the Remove,
If you have the numbera of the currency
notes that were taken, sir, you have
only to examine these. You will find
that the numbers are quite diffcrent,"

“Wha-a-t?"

“Anyhow, the fellows who lent me
those notes have the pumbers—I made
therm take the numbers specially ™ snid
Vernon-Smith. *“That money is not
yvours, sir—it’s about all there was 1n
the Remove thia asfterncon, and
borrowed the lot. Every fe-iluw who
lent me a note can prove if, sir.”

“Blass my soul "

Dr.  Locke pazed at the Bounder
blankly. Mr. %:L&Ich gazed at him a3
blankly as his chief |

Loder fairly
long mowment ¢
utter amazement.

oggled at him. For a
re was a silence of

-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bad Luck For Loder |

EAD silenco reigned the
Head's study,

The Bounder stood as cool as

an icicle, He had nothing to

fear: and he was quite well aware of it.

It was Loder of the 3ixth who had
something to fear; now that enlighten.
ment wab dawning on his headmaster.

8mithy had done nothin othiug,
at any rate, to be wvisited by pumish-
ment. There was mo law, written or
unwritten, apainst a fellow parkin
currency notes in his box, undor loc
and key.

It could not be said that Bmithy had
brought either his headmaster or his
Forni-master into the matter. Loder
had done that | But for Loder, the wad

in



of notes iy Smithy’s box wtuld not have
como -to light ot all.

Tho Icad spoke at lask .

“You eny, Vernon-Sumth, that ihis
s is uob tho swn that was abstracted
from my desk ¥

“Tt is not, sin”

“It is precizely the samo sum.”

“Yes—that 13 s0, sir; twen
pounds. You will remomber tha
veferred to tho amount in Hall”

“ Where did you obtain this money 2"

“1 borrowed all the paper moucy in
my .Form this afternoon, sirlt There
wasn't quite coough, and I got Mrs
Mmblo ‘gt tho shop to give me & ten-
ghilling péte -for four hallerowns to
make 15 up.” :

“ And why " demanded the Head,
_ #0uly to put in my box, siv! I fut 1t
there, to pull the leg of any fellow
who went zpying into my boxl” said
the Bounder, very distinctly. “If a
gearch had been ovdered by my head-
master, of course, 1t wonld have been
different.  But nobody lad o vight to
gearch my box without an exder from
you, sir. Bo I made a fool of him."

“Ploss my soul 1 said the Head.

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly,

Tt he did not prociscly approve of
snch a jape, ho was, &t all events, re-
lioved fo learn that ihe whole affair
was, 'after all, a mare’smest. No
member af his Form, after all, was
ging to bo expelied on the chargo of
theft! Loder had heen made a fool of;
or, rather, ho had made a fool of him-
eclf ! And that woas all !

The gloating gleams had died oub of
Gorald Loder's eyes.  The expression
on Loder’s face was quite extraordinary
now,

Ouly

pincher

WO
you

digcovery of the seeret
) have justified Lis
methods !

“Am I to underdand,” s=aid Dr
Locke, in a rumbling voice, *that you
had any reason fo stspect that Loder
would make an wnauthorised scarch of
vour box, Verston Spuothi” >

“*Yea, siv. I Encw that ho fancied bo
Kuew better than my headmaster and
my Fovin-nastey———>>"

LB ] Dh !r'l

“And I kpew be had tried a bunch
of his own KXeys on amy box,” said the
Bounder coolly., “&o I collected that
smount in curreney notes, sir, and hid
it at the bottom of the box in o sock;
and after olaes to-day I dropped my
bunch of keys where Loder could sco
them—"

Lodor mave g stark.

“ Az his own koys weren'b sny zood, 1
thonght I'd let him try mine,” said
Vernon-8mih cheerfully. “If he's done
with them I'd bo glad to have them
baek.”

Dr. Locke ttirned an iey oyo on Loder.

“ Have you this junior's keys, Loder 1
Lo asked.

“0h, yesl Ie=—]—"

“ Return them to him Inunediately I*

Ladar, in silence, handed the bunch
of Lkoys hack to tho Bounder.

“Thanks I seid Vernon-Bmith. “You
can Liave thom again, any time yvou Like,
Loder—next timo yvou wand to fnd s
mare's-nest | ) .

“Be silent, Vornon-South 1 said the
Head, frowninz, He pauzed. “In point
of fact,” Lo vesuried, 1 have no list of
the: nuntbers of the missing Treasur
notea. My Queleh, do yvou credit thia
boy's statermicas

“It will he casy to verify it, iz, by
referving to iho Remaove boys to whom,
aecording {o VernonsSmith, the notes
Lelong, ™

o %uite 20,
verified—"
“Wharton lént me ono of the
notes, sir,” said Vernon-Rmith,

{hiz
ceuld

Tha statement must be

aund
mado

EVERY SATURDAY

him take the number, and he can iden-
tify it ¥ -

*Mr. Quelch, will you call Wharton
Lero ™

The Remove master leit the study.
He retwroed in_a couplo of minatcss
accompanied by Harry Wharton.

ring those two munutes the Head
sat like & praven image. Loder stood
glmost wrigeghing with discomiort and
apprehension. {E!m:t, very glad, would
Loder have been for the strange affair
to end there and then. DBut.it- was not
at an ond yet. .

“Wharton, Vernom-Smith states ihab
you and other boys lenk him currency
notes this afternoon. Is that the casei”

“Yeoz, sir,” said Harvy.

“ Are you awaro of the total amount 1"

"It came to twonty-two. pounds, sir,
with what 3mithy hod.”

“Can you pick out a pound note
belonging to you from that packeti”

‘Certainly, sur, if it is thare,”

-“Dﬂ £0 I.'l..ll I

Harry Wharton took & =lip of paper
from his pocket, on which a number was
written down. Then he sorted over the
wad of notes. Ha drew a pound note
out from the rest .

“That is my pote, sir."”

“Very well. There can be no further
doubt, Mr Quelch,” said the Head.
“Vernon-Smith, 1 hardly kuow what to
zay to youl Obviously, these are not
the notes that were taken from my desk,
but you undoubtedly lod Loder to
believe so*

“ Loder would never have zcen them
gir, if he had not pinched wy koys an
spied in my box 1%

“Oh, my hatl" ejaculated Farry
Wharton involuntarily. He understood
the Bounder’s mysterious jape now.

Dr Locke's glance turned freczingly
on the captein of the Remove.

“What did vou say, Whartoni¥ he
inguired.

“0h nothing, sir I stammered Harry.

“Kindly be silent! You may leave
my study ] And you, Vernon-Bmith ¥—
the Head paused a moment-—" you may
o also ™

“Thank vou, sir! May I take tho
currcney notes?? asked the Bounder
demurefm “They belong to aver twenty
fellows, and I promiscd to return them
tﬂ-fj-ﬂ.y."

“Bless my soul! You—you may take
tho notes, Verpnon-Smith [

The Dounder picked up the wad of
notes, and left the study with Harry
Wharton. . ; :

Mr. Queleh, with a lmking smile on
his face, followed them out.

Loder of the Sixth would have been
glad to do the some. ;

But Loder was not dona with yet.

He stood, erimson and pale by turns,
under his hcadmaster's stern eyes. Thae
chopper was coming down, and ho was
only too painfully aware of it.

“ Loder,” zaid the Head ot last, "you
have failed to justify my trust in you
as a prefoet 17

" I—I—" stammered Loder. 2

“¥ou have persisted in suspecting this
junior, Vernon-Smith, in disregard of
yvour headmaster’s judgment! You have
taken it u yourself to make an
unauthorised and surreptitions search of
his belongings! ¥ou have provoked his
very natural vesemtmenil I “cannob
punish him for what ho lhas done,
though it has the effect of bringing the
office of me-:-ut into contempt and ridis
cile! The fault 13 yourst”

“I—I—1 thought—I—I—I ccrtaiu(g
believed—" stammered the wretch
Loder.

Dr. Locke raized hia hawd.

“There iz no excusd whatever for
you, Loder! You have acted in a

" autherity, saying:
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manner unworthy of a Greyiriars pre-
fect, with the result that you have
covered yourself with ridiculel I
cannot continue to place contidence in
vou Eoder |

“¥You ate no longer & prefect, Loder |
said the Head. “ﬁext torm I may con-
sider whether i cap reipstate you. For
the present term, nol! You may leave

my Iﬂfiih Loder 1

"1 have said that you may leave my
study, Loder

And Loder, with the decpoest of deep
feelinga, left ik

frm e y—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker—As Usual |

i ES8 noise there ™
It was Horsea Coker of the
Fifth Form who barked in at

the doorway of the Rag. _

There was undoubtedly a row in thak
apartment. There seemed fo be a swarm
of junicrs there, and every follow yell-
ing or hqwhni; or roaring with all the
power of his lungs. Roars of laughter
rang far bevond the confines of tha Rag.

Any prefect might havo looked in to
rap ouks

* Less notse there [¥

Coker was nobody in particular. Ho
had no right whatever to butt in. But
that waas Coker all over. Coker of the
Fijth nover could get it iuto his head
that he did not speak as ono having
Do this 1Y—and he
doeth i5. Coker had bhad quite a lot
of lessons on the subject; but experi-
enge, which i sald to make fools wise,
had nover had that effoct on Coler.

Thﬂ_Raﬁ.’.wm in & roar.

Harry Wharton and Herbert Vernon-
Smith had returned there fromi the
Head's study  The tele of Loder's dis
comfitvre bad been told, and it mado
the fellows yell.

The bare idea of that dutiful profeck
carling the currency notes that
Smithy had -ollected up and down the
Remove to the Head's study, in tho
belicf that they were the missing cash,
made the juniors howl. Remove and
Fourth and 3hell wore howling with
merriment, end the Reg rang and
echood with their hilarity.

That hilarious roar reached Iloraco
Coker's ears and drew him to the spot—
to mind business that was not his own,
in Horace's usual happy way.

Coker was not, anyhow, in the boest of
tompers.

He had bad no luck so far in his role
ns amalenr detoctive; na more luck in
tracking down the secret cf”mﬂ“ than
he had had 1n shifting Randelph Crocker
from the Abbot's Bpinney

No clues had come Coker's way;
spot of cigerette-ash, if any, ha
his gaglo eve.

He was not even taken with any .
seriousness in_ his detective role.
Tellows seemed to think it fuany—
Coker did not know why

Nobody, except Coker, believed that
the prowler had prowled in his study,
and hunted cover in the eupboard whon
Coker came in, and banged the door
on bis nose, just like he had on Prout’s.

Somebody had banged tho cuphoard
door on Coker's nosa. The state of his
rosa proved that. But only Coker
Lclieved that it was the prowler.

Potter and Greene had even siggested
that it might have been somo fag aftcr
Coker's tuck—n suggestionh that Coker
trcated with the contempt it deserved.

Coker weas annoyed. Thot made him
all the more re to bargo into the

Tme Macrer Lismary.~No. 1,618,
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Nag and tell those nnisg juntors.to keep
quiet. But Coker sroul iza*m barged 1
anyvhow. That was Coker's way

“Ha, ha, bal” came a cheery roar
from a mob of hilarious jumiors, drown-
ing Colror's authoritative bark at the
doorway,

“Loder's face was worth a guinea a
bhox 1” chuokled the Bounder.
“Moro!* said Harry
langhing.
“What a japo!” pasped Bob Cherry.

“Fancy or-—="

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker strode in.

Ho was not heeded. Coker was not the
fellow to be unheeded. Uproarious fags
could not pass Cokor by like the idio
wind which thoy regarded not i

“Btop that row ¥ roared Coker

“Halle, halle, hallo! Want anything
here, Caker ¥

“I want you noisy fags to stop that
raw, and at once!” geid Coker. “No
mora of it, or you'll hear from mo 1”

“From you " askcd Bob

“Yesz, from me *

. “And whe mey you bei® further
mnguired Bob., " Anvbody in particulari”

“Hn, ha, hal”

Obviously—to Colker—there was only
cno reply to bo made to such an im-
portinent question. That reply was a
smack at o cheeky head.

Coker smgeked, swinging round =
long arm end*a large hand.

Tho smoack did not roach Bob. He
dodged. But every bullet has its billet !
Tho long arm swung on, the large hand
landed—on  the wrong head—fairly
ringing oo o fat car attached to the
fattest head in the Remove.

“Yarcooh " roarod Billy Bunter.

“Ha, hr, hal”

“I say, you fellows—yoo-hooop !™
howled Bunter, clasping his suffering
car 1n nnguish

“Beot that Fifth Form man ont(®
shouted Hobson of the Slhiell.

“RBhift him 1"

“Bargo him out |7

Coker of the Filth had come in to
stop tho moise. Dt there was moro
noiza than ever as Coker of the Fifih
woent ot
_ Ho went out_with his long limbs Gy
ing, his powerful voico aﬂugdinﬁ on its
101111 note,  Lvery fellow in the Ra
who could get at Coker got at him, ang
the result, for Coker, was guito un-
pleasant and painful.

Coker travelled through the doorway
almost like a bullet from a riflee. Ho
landed in the passage outside like o
rack of coke,

He sprawled and roared.

Coker had not been in a good tempor,
to begin with. After this, ho was in
quito a bad temper.

Ho sceambled to his feet, panting,
and rushed back at the crowded door-
way of the Rag., He charged, punch-
ing right and left.

Coker's punohes were hefty. Iellows
who stopped thema roared. But Coker
was mot given time for many punches,
Tha whole erowd of juniors swarmed
ovar {lokor.

Coker went down, bumping.

This time, he was not allowed to got
up again, Bob Cherry grabbed his
right leg, Vernen-Smith grabbed his
loft. Coker on lde back, wee led down
ihe passago by his legs, as if they were
ths shafis of a enrt.

A Inuglhing crowd of juniora accom-

Whaorton,

panied Lim.
“GD E.L IH
"GE!CI- “p__!l!'
“Ha, ba, ha!™
(“.:;-;DWI il1:[}11! l_.!Li:nl %}Imgh I: [mnreé}
Yoker, ste ng wildly. SORE0
Tre M m;fms [lﬁamm—ﬂu. 1,618,

THE MAGNET

Lemme gerrup! I'll smash the lot of
you when I gercup ! Qocooop 1

“Cowe on!” grinned the Bounder.
“Take him as far as tho door and
pitch him into the quad|”
baHEh‘ my haé{; BEIS we run into o

ak—"" gasp ob.

"Rot ! lg.‘rume on ¥

Smithy, as usual, was reckless of
beaks! He marched on with Color's
1ghl leg, s0 Bob marched on with his
riglt.

oker, on his back had to follow his
legs. His arms sawed the air and the
back of his head went tap, tap, ta
along the flger! Yells of laughter fol-
lowed him in hrs progress

“*Ware beaks !™ shouted Johnny Bull,
suddenly., as the procession tirned tho
corner of the passage,

" Look out!”

“ Prout 1"
“Oh. my nptf{” :
Mr Prout, in =a. bLir overcost,

n&pnmntly just going out, loomed in the
O

Bﬁj Cherry ond Smithy dropped
Coker's legs as if those long legs had
suddenly become red-hot. The whole
mob of juniors bolted back dowe the
passago to the Rag .

Coker was left sprawling dizzily, He
sprawled and he spluttored, and he
gur:'igiad for breath.

r Prout came to a halt and gozed
dowr at him, Portontous  wrath
gathered in Prout’s portly brow,

Upon my word!” oxclaimed Mr,
Prout. *“Ts—is that Cokeor? Is that
a member of my Form? Uan I believe
my eyest"

" Ha, ha, hat" foated from the diree-
tion of the Hag.

“ Grooogh | Oooogh ! spluttored
Coker. Ho sat up dizzily almost at his
Form-master's feet. “Woooo-hoooo-
hooop! T'll smash 'em! I'll spiflicate
‘om | [—"

“Coker " boomed DProot.

“Oh!"* Horace becoame gwars of his
Form-master. “Oh! Yes, sir, [—"

“Got up ot once, Cokar”

ker zerambled breathlesstr up.

Prout glared at him as if he could
have bitten him. Coker did not look,
at that moment, o credit to the Fifth—
o sonior For.

Ho was crimson, breathiless, dusty,
and rumpled. His hair looked like a
mop, his waisteoat had split ite buttons,
and his collar hung by = single stud.
His aspect was not calculated to pleasa
Oy Form-masier.

*How darc you, Colcer 7 boomed
Prout in u.ng'f'glv? indignation. *“You, &
gonior boy—a Fifth Form boy! I am
shockod—scandalised | [e——"

“I—" gasped Coker. *I—"

“ Unparalleled I" boomed the indig-
nant Prout. “Have you no sense of
dignity, Coker? Do yon think it be-
coming in o Pifth Form boy to pla
theso %nﬂ-lish. obstraperous gomes witﬂ
o crowd of Lower boys—

“[—I—-1 never—— [—"

“1 saw voul® boeomed Prout. *I can
soarcely Delieva the evidence of my
oyce, Uckert But 1 saw you—you, a
Eerﬁii:-r hs:-:;T"

"I will not allow this, Coker! Some-
thing ie due to the dignity of & scmior
Form! Something 1z doe to your Forme
mastor—"

* [—I—yon sec, I—" .

“Silenco! I will hear nothing in
cxeuse, Cokor! You shall certainly not

lay these foolish games with juniors
in the passages I thundered Prout. * Go
to my study | Wait for me thera! I wil
deal with you, Goker, when I return!
Go to my study at onee, and romain
thero "

L1

11 I‘_‘Im
“Not o word! Go!”

Coker, almost foaming, went.
Prout, with a enort of contempt,
walked : out, ]

In the Rag, the juniozs wero still
hilarious, but their hilarity was not
furthor interrupted by Horace Colker.

b s ]

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Coker Makes A Discovery !

13 LD nss!” breathed Color,
Thus, sad to relate, did
Coker of the Fifth disrcspect
fully allude to his
mastor, the mojestic Prout!
Coker was waiting in Prout’s study!
He bad been waiting nearly an bour!
It was fearfully annoying.

Fornis

It was past tea-time, Coker,
naturally, wanted his tea.  Prout,
apﬂarfmtf » hadn't thought of that!
Coker thought of it

But Prout was his beal;, rnd p beak's
commands had to bo rogarded. Prout
had gone cut, and bidden Coker wait
in his study till he returned. [Perhaps
he regorded that as & suitable punigh-
ment tor & senior who played obstroper-
ous pemes in tho passagez with a mob
of fagal

Anyhow, there it was, and Colier had
to walt. For o long time ho roamed
about Prout’s study like o tiger in a
cage. Then he sat down in Prout’s
armchair and put his fect on the fender,
He had to wailt, and while he waited
kis only consclation was to confide to
a@m t".f space what he thought of Proat!
Old goat!” muttered Coker, “0ld
chump ! Yak!”

He longed to hear the sound of
Proul's efephantine footstops coming up
the passage; he yearned #o hear ihe
study door open. Really and truby,
Horace Coker wanted his ton !

The study door opencd, suddenly and
very quietly.

feer, sitting in the armchair facing
the fire, would not have known it lLiad
oponed ot eil, but for the chilly draught
from the pasmge.

He glanced over the high back of
the chair in surprize.

Prout could always be heard coming.
He had not heard Prout coming! %t.
was not Prout.

Coker gave guite o start ss be eaw
who b was,

It was Gerald Loder of the Sizth
IForm.

Sixth Iform men had no business in
the Fifth Form mastér's studﬁ But
if by chance a Bixth Former had any
business there, naturally he would tap
at the door and open it in the nsual
way-—not in this silent, stealthy way

der had not tapped, the door-
handie had turned without a sound, and
ke had stepped in olmost on tiploe.

This was so stealthy, and so strangely
surreptitious, that it struck Coker ot
once. He stared at Gersld Loder.

Loder of the Sixth closed the door as
gilently as he had opened 11, Ile stood
listening there.

Caoker still starod.

Loder, evidently, knew that Prout
was out, otherwise, of course, he would
novar have entered Prout's study like
that, He had come there sccretly, and
was uneasy lest he might have been
seen or heard coming, iz whole attis
tude revealed that

Clearly, he did not know (hat ang-
gne was already in the study. “Lhe Ligh
back of the armcheir hid Coker cxcept
for his staring, astonished fnce—and
Loder had not glanced towards the fire.
He was too intent on making suve that
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‘Vernon-Smith marched on with Coker’s left leg, and Bob Cherry marched on with his right. Coker, on his back, had to follow

bis legs. Tap, tap, tap, went the back of his head along the floor,

his surreptitious entry lad not been
observed. .

Batisfied on that point, Loder turned
from tho door !

Then, and not till then, he beheld
the staring face locking over the Ingh
back of the armchair,

Loder of tho Sixth made only one
step. Then he stepped dead, lus cyes
popping at Horace Cuker.

‘Ho cauglht hiz breath.

“You—you fooll?™ he
“Whar are you doing hera ¥

Coker rose from Prout’s arvmelair.

*I'd like 1o Lknow what you're doing
here 1" he retorted.

Deep suspicion was in Coker’s face.

Coker could net fail to be struck by
Loder's stealthiness in creeping into
that study ! Ewven Coker did not necd
tolling that Loder of the Sixith was ap
to somothing of a stealthy and scorot
Bature

“Got out i mutlered Loder.

“ Shan't 1" retorted Coker,

“What are you doing here

“Waittng for my beak I” answered
Coker. “What are you <doingi”

Loder of the 8ixih did not answer
that.

Heo was not Jikely to confide to Coker
ithat bhe was taking advantape of Prout’s
zbsenve to_borrow Prout’s telephono, to
rmg up Bill Lodgey ot the Threo
Fishers

Loder, afrcr his painful interview
with the Head, had spont somo time in
cxeeedingly bittor relleetion in his study.
He had made a feol of himscli—and ho
had lost hizs rank of prefect. It was 3
heavy blow to Loder,

No longer o prefect, he no longer had
the privilege of wiclding tho ashplant:
and no prospect, therefore, of making
that young raseal Vernon-Smith squirm
for the cxtraovdinary frick lLe had
tlayed. The zlory had, so to speuk, de-
parted. Ho could no more order Smithy
to bend wver naw  than Smithy could

mliered,

order him to bend over. That, really,
wis the unkindest ¢cut of all.

But Loder had other matters to think
of, savagely dispruntled as he was It
would be some consolation if Peep o
Day had won the three-thivty, Loder
had & quid each way ou+that pee-geo.

Bo-—-0g M!u Prout was afor—he had
dropped quictly into Prout’s stuly, lo
phono up his sporting friend Lodgey,
pugd nguire.

There was a telephona in the Prefects’
Reom; but Loder could bardly have
ventured to use it for such a purpose.
Loder's keen intorest in the sport of

kings. had to be kept very dark ag
Greyfriava ]
It was very annoying to Loder to find

that fathead Coker 1 Prowt’s study.
Ho could hardly get on with a phono
call to the Three Fishers, with Coker fo
Lear,

He stood irresolute.

As he stood, Coker watched him, with

deeper and decper suspicion.
_ Coker know nothing of Lodel’s sport-
ing speculations, Ik did not occur to
hita that Gorald Loder was there to
phono up a racing man. :

Wlﬂ was he therc—crecping silently,
stealthily, o o beak's study, winle
the beak was out? Grim suspicion was
in Coker’s mind.

*“ Waell, ain’t you going to tell me why
yowve come?’ asked Coker, with cut
ting sarcasm, after o long silence.

“ No, you fool I snapped Loder. *No
businc:s of yours!”

“It might be I’ jeorad Cloker. “Whis
st the Hrst study you've sucaked into
on tiptoa I

er stared at him, -

“What do you mean, idiot?
erunted,

“I know what I ineani” vetoried
Coker. “I've spotted you this time!
No chance tlns time to dodge into o
nufb:::ard.”

ader stared harder.

Lie

Another moment, and Mr. Prout would be on the scene,

“3ad " he asked.

“No chance to bang a enpboard door
on a fellow’s face and cut, after knock-
ing him over ! pursued Coker. *Net
ihia time 1

“What are you gabblin
gahbhn% dummy ¥ asked Loder. Loder
of the Sixth had never even heard of
that ep]usﬂdﬂ in Coker's study, and
naturally had not che faintest idea to
what Ilorace was alluding,

SAN right 1" said Coker. *“Get on
with it] T'l watch you. Ha, ha |

Coker laughed sardonicolly.

Loder gave him an angry glaro.

“Will you get out of thia study ¥ Lo
snarled.

* Not likely.”

Loder peused, still irvesolute. There
ag no ning Bill Lodgey, so long as
C'oker was there! Coker wasn't goin
and the only alternative was for Luge—r
1o g0, in the hope of bagging another
iclephone elsewhere

With a final glore at Coker, ho woent,
shutting the door guictly aftor him.

Uoker whistled softly.

“By gum!* he said. “Dy gum ¥

Coker saw it nll pow. 1o haydly
needed the gifts of o dotectivoe to bo abla
to see It nll. Coker had spotted thao
secret prowler. Ho had. at all events,
1o doubt about it.

A fellow who tipoed stealihily into
% naster’'s study. and clesred off when
ho found s fcllow there—what did it
look like?

In tho case of & fag, it might have
ineant some jupe or practical joke on
iho beak ! Not in the case of a Bixth
Form manl ,

What had Leder been gommg to do
theray Coker fancied he knew. Detee-
wve Cokor had gﬁ_t his man at lost—
nearly got himn. e had. at all events,
spotted him; oll that remsined was (o
pin_him down to i,

“By gum I” yopeaied Clolier.

Tne MacNer Lisrany.—No. 1,618,
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Horace was no longer sorry ilat
Prout had sent him there to wait. That
happy chance had led to this stortling
discovery. Coker was in quite o cheery
mood, though fearfully hungry, whe:
Prout came in, at last, efter another
half-hour. X

Flephantine footsteps came down buc
passage, and Prout rolled in.

He started a littlo at the sight of
Coker. Perhaps he had forgotien him,

“Oh! Coker!” said Prout. “L told

u to wait—quite so!” Fortunately for
Etmr, Prout also wanted hiz tea, and
it cut short his eloguence. “As you
have waited so long, or, Fou rmay
go. But sny recurrence of your feolizh
and disorderly conduct—"

::-}:3 “E.:;g.i{'_’ [ LE

nougl; go!

Prout pointed ta the daor. 1

“7 think I ourht to explain, sir, fhat
1 nevep———"

“Palie o hundred lines, Coker, and

§r

Coker went. Prout looked like 'mak-
ing it two hundred, if he didn't—and
Coker went, followed by & sror: from
Froul.

T

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Watsons Wanted I
}I ARRY WHARTON dropped his

hand, carelessly ms it were, on
the inkpot on the table in Study
No. 1

Frank Nugent, in the same casual
sort of way, strefched out his hend to o
ruler.

Theze wWors merelg natural preca
tions, when Horace Coker of the Fifth
Form appeared in the doorway of that
study.

Seldom did Coker of the Fifth visit a
Romove study with peaceabls intent. If
ho had come for war, the chums of
Btudy Ne 1 were prepared for the
fray. Inkpot and ruler wera at Coker's
gorvica,  And if he had not come for
war, it was diffieult to gues: why he had
come at all.

But he did not look hostile.

Ho looked a little ruffied. and rather
red and snnoyed-——ns if somebody or
something had recently come betweon
tho wind and his nuhnl’ul.:;. 80 to speal.
But lie gave the two Romovites a nod--
a pracious nod. Ho was not wrathy
".Wi&' them. Ionkpot and raler reposed

1 peacs.

Coker et the door afier him. Then
Lo came across and sut on tho corner
of tho study table. locking at the sur-
prised juniors. It scemed as if he had
come to tallk—thourh sbout what, the
juniors could not guess.

“I think T can trust you, Wharton I
gaid Colier slowly. “ And you. Nugent

THE MAGNET

You'vre a pair of cheoky young sweeps;
Lut—woll, tf you gabble what I'm going
to say all over the Hﬂusai I shail jolly
well whop you! That’s all ™

“What the dickens—-"

“Don'ty interrapt, Wharton! The fact
15, I'tn in want of & helping hand, in
a4 cortain matter, go I've come here.™

A hélpin%' hand ¥ ropeated Harry.
"“Not o foot?"

“"Ek? Nol What do you meant™

“Carry on! What can wo do for _l].*cru?
Pront been mjgging you for spelling
“eat * with a *l’ againi* asked Whar.
ton. “If it's spelling—"

 “Don't bo choeky | Liston to me,” said
Cloker, “I don't mind telling you that
I've token the affgir of that prowler in

and——"
Wharton and

MOt ejaculated
Nugent togethier.
They grinuwed. Apporently, it was
Coker the Detective who had called,
“I've a bit of & gift that way I” ex.
slained Coker.  * Deotective work svould
@ Just in my line, if I had time for it.
Quick eve—lkeen, penétrating mind—
that sort of thing, yon know: right in
my line. Well, nobody’s able to pinch
that pincher, so I decided to do it.”
“Done it yeti” smiled Nugent.
“¥Yeos 1" answered Coker unexpectedly.
“What-a-t " stuttored the two juniors
together., They stared at Coker.

';[‘h?jy hnd been prepared to be onters
tained by old Horace on the detective
trail. They had not been pm?ared to
hear that he had had any luck! So his
statemont that he hod spotted the man
was astonishi if correct !

“ I've spotted Rim 1" said Colker ca!mi;r.
“I kuow his name and Form. That's
all right. But knowing who he is, isn't
sufficient. INo od sayving anvthing
without proof. But how is a fellow to
prove it? Catching him in the act is
tho only way."

“Quite a good way, if you conld pull
it off [ agreod Harry.

“1f 1" murmured Nugent.

“Woll, that's the idea " snid Coker.
“That blightie has been known {o prowl
6t night three times. He has started
prowling by day. as vou fellows know—
¥ou _remember I came hero and told yeu
he'd been e my study—""

“Wihat the thy iggeri

“What the thump are you sniggering
ati” sunpped Coker testily, ''I told
vou hie bhid himszelf in my study cup
board and banged the deor on my noso
and %c-!: away—="

“Oht Yes! DBute—"" gasped Harry
Wharton.

“Now le's prowled again—thiz tima
in Prout's study 1" said ker, ™As 1t
happened, I was there, and fairly

spotted bima [ Pront was out, you see,
and he'd told me to wait in his study,
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taken anback! Of
course, I never lot
an that I knew his
pame!  No good
putting him on his
uard, roun know!
vt now I know
who it was I've
only got to nail
him. You ece
that ™

Y Dut-—" gatped Wharton,

“But wi:at do you think ¥ enid Coker,
"1 told Poiter and Greenc—and instead
of apreeing to back wo up, and help

mo pinch that pincher, they burst out
]auﬁﬁingt Laughing 1" eoad = Coker,
with a deep breath. “Laughed in my

face1”

Harry Wharton and I'rank Nugent
nr.‘rb[;.' repressed & desire to do the same
as [Potter and Greene.

Really, it was not very casy to take
Detcetive Coker with proper serious
ness. Bt they did their best.

“That's why I'vo como here,” ex
plained Cokér. ™1 must have help .in
this! I mean to say, that pincher has
got away with the loot from the Head's
study, & couple of nights ago. He's safe
B3 houzes—so he thinks! Ho docan't
know I'm after him, of coursel Well,
will he chuck it after bagging twenty-
two pounds and petting by safe? Nol
he! Ho will be after another bag I'

“1 ghouldn't wonder I agreed Harrr.
T Bl..lt-‘_”

“I faney the beaks will be keeping oo
eye on the domitories for a time,” said
Frank Nugent.

“That won't hurt him!” said Coker.
“He doesn’'t get out of a dormitory
when he prowls ab niTght,"

“Oh, my bat! Not a Bixih Form
man " exclatimed Harvy.

All the Forms at Greyiriars, excopting
the Bixth, slept in dormitories.

“You never guessed that[” smiled
Coker. " Well, f know it1 Yes, it'a a
Sixth Formin man—and o prefect, tool”

“Great pip!"”

ker's manner was so conlident that
the two juniors began to wonder whether
he really had found anytlung out.

Many fellows suspected that the

rowler was s sonior, owing to the
orce of the blow that had knocked
Loder oub thut night in the Head's
study. Was it barcly possible that
Coker, by some sort of fool's luck, had
golved the mvstery that baffed all Groy-
friars?

“Of couree, he will prowl againl” re-
sumed Coker., “Thioves aro like t
they never can stopl! They always go
on till they'ro copped | Well, pext time
he prowls, I'm going to get him. Only
Potter and Greene have actually refueed
to help! A chap can't keep awake sl
night, every night! 1 want & couple of
nssistanis—sea? You needn’t tell nme
that it's rather rotten for a Fifth Form
man, like me, to ask help from silly fags
=] know that! But a man has to use
what material e can get, and make the
best of it, rotten as it may be.”

“Oh 1 pasped Wharton, “I sce!
You put it so nicely Coke

“So Ratteringly 1" seid Nuzent.

“You will act under my mnstructions,”
explained Coker. ™ As & rule, 1 should
not encourage juniors to break dormi-
tory bounds In fact, I should emack
their keads for it. if I found them at it !
Bur ecircumstances alter cascs.”

“Like carpenters " said Nugent.

“Th? What do you mean—Iike ear-
pentera ¥

“I've seen carpenters altering eascs—
packing-eosez,” said Nugent innocently,

“T don't mean that sort of cases,
Nugent! Don’t be eo denzel And
don’t jaw ! Just listen!  As the matter
stands, you'll have to break dormitory
bounds, Lut in this case you can take it
from me that it'e all mght, 0 you
needn’t worry about that [ said Coker.

Wharton and Nugent smiled They
undersiood now why Coker waz therc,
Potter and Greene had let him doswn,
[Ie was in thoe position of Sherlock
Helmes in quest of a Dr. Watson—two
Dr. Watsons, in fect! Like Soxwon
BElake in eore need of o couple of



Tinkers! Ile had zclected them! It
was; no doubt, rather o distinction!

‘They could not, however, i¢o them-
selves breaking dorm hounds at night,
as assgistants of Detective Cokerl
Nat quita |

“But who's the man?” asked Harry
VWharton, He really was interested fo
know who i was that Celér had
spotted,

“You're not Lo shout it out all aver
the shap 1™ admonished Coler. “But I
shall have to tell you, as you're going
ta help me keep watch for him—turn
and iurn about, you know. I thought
nf that young rascal, Vernon-SBmith, a$
lirst, but as you had him. tied up the
nlfht. of the robhery, I eliminated him,
when I heard. Then I thought of you,
Wharton—"

Harry Wharton jumped.

“Me i he g:tspcz}.

“Well, tha way yon acted when I camo
hero yesterday, afier the prowler had
heen in my study, was rather sus
prreions—"

“Oh erikey [ .

“It might have been cheok—just
ordinary Hemove cheek—or it mught
iave shown o guilty conscience. seel”
said Coker.

*You blithering idiot—"

“That will do! I've climinated von
now ™ srid Coker. “Now that: I'vo
epotted the acfial man—"

“Who ?" yelled Wharton and Nugent
torether,

* Linder 1™

“Wha-a-t 1 ;

“Loder of the Sixth!" =aid Coker
triumphantly. “And T'll bet that you'd
never have guessed that 1#

Cokar was right there! Wharton and
Nugent never would have guessed that !

Nobody but Coker ever would have
guessed 1l 1 _
- As Loder of o Sixth had had hjs
cyes blacked by the secret prowler, it
seemed, to say the least, improbable,
ihat Loder was the seeret prowler, and
had blacked his own eyes]

Nobody but Coker could have spotted
loder of the Sixth1 Harry Wharton
ind Frank Nugent could enly gaze at
tho great Horace, dumbiounded.

Fer il

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
No Help For Horace !
H ORACE COKER smilad,

It was a complacent einile.
If Coker did not resemble
Sherlock Iolmas in  other
1';1;!}}9&5;_]1& resenibled him, at lenst,
in his enjoyment of a surprising climax.
And cortainly Shorlock Holmes had
never dumbfounded Dr. Watson so
niterly as Coker of the Fifth had now
Jumbfounded the two Removites.

They gazod ab Coker1 They goggled

ai himl They could not, for the
mement, =peak! Horaco had taken
vheir breath awaey.

" Burprised.you, what !’ smiled Coker.
* A Bixth Form man—and ﬂgr@fﬂﬂt. top
—though I hear that er's been
shifted out of 1hat, for somo recason,
'I'ho Head may have a suspicion [

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton.

“h " gesped Nugent.

“I thin ghould have deducad it,
evon if I hadn’'t seen tho wvillain at

work I said Coker. *“Look at tho way
T.oder’s kopt on trring to fix it on F-ﬂ"m{é
Varnon-8mith1  Shifting suspicion ol
himself, sesi™

“Oh crikoy [

“ Gotting out at night, making out ho
wos locking for that prowler,” went on
Coker. “Good oxcuso for being out of
bed when ho was scen—what ¥
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“But having caught Lhim fairly in the
act, that sottles it!” seid Coker. ™1
nearly had him in my own study, as you
know——-"

“*That — that — that wasn't Loder ¥
gasped Harry Wharton,

“Oh, yes, it wos!™ declared Coker.
“T didn't know then, but 1 know now!
Now that I've copped him in a beak’s
:-..tudg, you know.”

“Oh dear ! moaned Nugent.

“Did Loder really come to Prout’s
study, or did you dream 147" asked

8ITY. .
“Don't bo checky! He érept in—tip-
too, without a sound 1" smid Coler,
“Btood listening at the door, after be
was _in, to malke sure! Then ho saw
my faco, and feirly jumped out of his
? i hd ?:
skin! No wonder ! i
“ No wonder [ gasped Nugent, * Sce-
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ing your faco suddenly might male any
follow jump 1#

“Don't bo checky, N t1 Ha never
did what he came to the study for—of
course, he couldn’t, with meo thara!”
aaid Coker. “T know what ho was
after 1 Prout keeps money in his desk,
samo as the Head does. He got away
with tho Head’s lot—he was after
Prout's ™

“Rot 1™  gasped Harry Whaorton.
“Loder's rather o bad hat, old been,
hut thot's rot ! Goodness knows why Tin
went into Prout’s study, but it wasn't
that, and couldn’t have been.”

“1 said don't be checky !*

“Loder 1?7 gurgled Nugent. *Loder!
Tt's too rich, Coker! Dan't you remems-
ber that the very fivst time the prowler
wrowled, Loder caught him in 1he
flead’s study, in tho dark, and thought
ik was Elnltiij'—m_'lﬂ Smithy was jolly
nearly sacked for it?®

“Il'knnw he =zaid so 1* enswered Coker

“HBut the follow ho bagged bit him,
and gave him two black eye: 1 valled
'Nup"::;nt.. "Ho hasn't got zshot of ilem

ok |

“Think Loder gavoe himsclf those
black eyes, Coker?” moaned Wharton.

"¥ea

“0h, Christopher Colwmbus 1™

O As he's thoe prowler, he must have,™
cxplained Coker. “I don’t mean, of
courss, that ho punched his own face. A
follow wouldn't do that. Aceident of
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some sort in tho dark—see? Reotiag
abont in the Head's study, in the Jark,
he rammed lus head againzt solnething
—any fellow mig;hl:—-'

*Oh crumhbs V' i

“Banged his face on fhe table oy ihna
dosk or something ! said Colesp, ™ Well,
ihen, what was he to do? DBlacked -
eyes—no disguising that! Ho he makes
oub that he had copped the prewler, and
the fellow knocked him out. That's how
I deduce it 1" _ .

Coker evidently liad beon going sivong
on dedugtion, .

Having acttléd in hiz own asinfe minl
that Loder of the Bixth was the seepy
prowler, Coker had to account for ihosn
black oyea that had adorned Goevald
Lodey g0 long, Well, he had accounted
for them |

Loder had told & tale of a punch in
the dark. Coker deduced o hang on
something in the dark. And thas was
that 1

“Clear snough when I explain n—

what 7" enmiilod Coker. *LElomentary, in
fact, my dear Watson—I  meawn.
Wharton. ™

“Ha, ha, ha ™ |

“What are yon smggering at £ lingicd
Coker. " FPve had enough of thar from
Potter and Groeme. They snigzeced
inst Like that when I eaid ihe very zame
thipg.,”
_"Ha, ha, ha!" shricked e twe
?E}mmm. Thoy were not surprised iha

otter and Greene bad eniggered at 1ho
iﬂealﬂf Loder having blacked his ouwn
CFes :

Coker’s masterly deductions sali-fied
Coker, but they were not likely to carry
eonviction o othore.

Caokér's ayes begon to gleam.

He had kad a8 row with Polter and
Greend beeause they had received his
masterly deductions in a spirib of
Lilority, He was not likely to be miore
patient with sniggering juniors.

“That's enoughi” he lwooted, ¥I
haven't come bero to bo sniggered ab1”

“That’s ono more of your mistakes,
old bean—you have |

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“What I wont to know is ilis—are
vou playiog up 1" demanded Coker, “I
want assistance. You can sec that, I
can't stay awake from lights out {ill
rising-boll, I want one fellow, af leasr,
to take a turn—two would be Dbetier.
I've picked -:mti,:mu two—"

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Will yom shut up that silly
cackling 1" breathed Coker, “Have o

littla senza ! Look at it] The prowler—
Loder—triad it on this sfterncon  and
had to chuck it hecanso I was thera 1ill
Prout came in.  What will ho daf Ty
again aftor liphts-out] Can't you =ee
that #”

“Yes—if he's ihe prowlep—"

“No “if ' about it—ho is! After old
Prouwt’a gone to roost to-might thot
villain will be at his study agoin. Prout
doosn’t lock his door at night like the
Head—casy as pio for him! Sone time
in tha night Loder will sneak out of hia
room and try it on, as ho was stopperl
this afternoon. We keep watch all
night—-="

“Dgo wei” gasped Wharlon,

“PBogin at half-past cloven after the
heaks have gone to roost,” said Color
“You fags begin then, and carry on till,
say, ono o'clock. If you hear him you
leep it dark, and cut off to my dorm
and giva me a call. If not, I come down
at one and relieve you., You cub Hack
to your dorm and I carry on—scei”

Uoker evidently had it all cut aml
dried. .

This was the scheme, 16 serniedd, that i
had propounded to Pottor and Grocneo
without Hhoaving ony luch. . #Hn was
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vestinad to have uo more luck in Study
No. 1in the Remove |

“Well, my only hat!” said Harry,
wipin%ﬂhia oves, “You're foo funny to
live, Coker. Now, in the first place,
Loder isn’t the prowler, and couldn't
L

“Pvo told yonr that ho ist"

“You think he ist"

“Yes"

“Dogan't thal prove that ha isn't "

(13 Whﬂ-t?”

“I moean, you being such & fathead 1™
_"You choeky wvoung sweep 1" roarcd
Uoker,  "Now, you give one more
snigger, eithor of vou, and I'l bang
w1y heads togother.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That does it 1" roared Coler,

And he grabbed ot Wharton unng
Nugent to suit tho action to the word.
It waa clear that they were ot going to
play tho part of Dr. Watson, They wora
vat going to back up Detective Colier in
prowling after the prowler!  Bo Coler
was going b0 bang their heads tozether,
as they richly desorved for Lheir cheek.

fiaf the hoada did not bang !

tor gs Cloker grabbed at twe collars
Wharton grabbetd ot the inkpot and
Nagent at the ruler!

ke inkpet shed its contonts in a black
strenm into the middle of Horace
Lioker's featuzes! The ruler rapped on
bis eranium with quite 8 loud rap!

Coker stapgored,

Y Guerrggh I was his pext remavk,
inrough a mask of ink, “Why, I—1—
I'll——  Cropght  Ooooch! I'll—-
Woonoooonogh 1" Coker splutéered ink.
¥ I=I=1"ll=— Yurrrrggh 1"

He clawed ink, Ho dabbed ink. Il
sengedd st ink, He was, for the
roment, hors de combat—toa busy with
-~ Lo bothor about Removitcs, And
Waneton, and  Nugent, chuckling,
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sirolled ont of the study end left Lim
clawing and dabbing ink |

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Got Him !

ERALD LODER rose from the
armchair in his study, threw the
stump of & cigarette into the
fire, vawned, and scowled.

The last of twelve strokes had boomed
through the misty Fabruary night.
Loder had sat up late, and he was
getting rathor sleepy. But there was no
sleep yet for Loder of the Sixth. .
All the CGreyfriars prefects had in-
structions from the Head to leave no
stone unturned in searching for the
prowling pincher. Any prefect who had
o faney for keeping watch at night was
at liberty so to do. No prefect hod—
bed seemed preferable in cold February.
Loder wa: no longer a prefect. That
was the onteome of his bitter and relent-
le=s tracking of Vernon-Smith of the
Hemove. 1t he waas very keen to
regain what he had lost—and there vwaos
oo certhin way, if he could pull it off.

He would have jumped vight baeck
into favour had he socceoded in
capturing the mysterions prowler.

Mo Lodar waa not thinking of bed.
He had o double motive now for goltin
that prowler if lie conld. He was still
convinead that the fellow was Bmithy,
and he fairly yearned and lenged to
prove it, And ho wanted to bo restored
to his ranle as prefeet.

For which double reason Gerald
Loder was walkeful while the rest of
Uireyiriars slept.  Ile had kept watch
before without lnck-coming bis way., EHe
was poing to keep sateh again-—and
neain if needed—till he got  that
prowler, No pther Sixel: Form man was
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keonw on such a taskh—tliey hoad not
Lodes's motives. And ﬂ(‘-l_‘!ﬂlﬂg it never
oceurred to hira that & Fifth Form man
had token tho motter in_hand.

Ho was thinkiog of Vornon-Smith ns
he turned off the lights in his study and
opencd the door quietly.

No thought of Ilovace Coker crossed
his mind.

His bitter thoughts were concentraicd

on Herbert Vernon-8mith and the
chanee that the prowler mught prowl
again that might,

In silent rubber shoes Loder trad

softly down the passege.
¢ was going to take up his wateh

near the foot of the big staivease, Wil
ears on tho alert he ecould hardly fail
to hear any fellow who came dawn from
the dormitories,

It was only & fow minutes after mid-
night when he parked himself in a
cdeeply darl: corner and waited.

He was prepared to wait for houvs if
NECesSATY. t wos weary worl, bu
there was a good deal at stake and i
was worth it.

But, as it turned out, he had not auy-
thing like =0 long as that to wait. Ile
Lind not heen on the spot ten minutes
when he heard n sound.

He started and listoned.

It flashed into his mind that {he seevet
prowler probably had waited for the
stroke of twelve bofore hie got going.
Anylow, somebody was up now. for an
unmistnkable sonnd reached Lis ears
from the dork staivs.

It was o sound of slealthy footsicps.

Loder's heart beat,

Who was comunz down the stairs ac
that hour, who lmt the scoret prowler—
Herbert Vernon-8mith, as mer::: firmly
believed ¥ Lodev's cyes gleamed bike a
cat’s in the dark. This time the youny
rascal was nob going Lo cseape.

e was going to have no chance {his

time of knocking Toder out with o
sudden jolt and dodging back to hia
dormitors.  This time the surprise was
going to be on Lode's side.

Mo bheard a bumping eound and o
gront.

Someone was passing quite near hi,
and had Lkoocked agaimnst somerhing
rather clumsily in the dark.  Loder
heard that angry grunt cleariy.

Shuffling footsteps moved off.  The
fellow, whoever ho was, was treading
causiously, but lio geemed rather elumsy
about it

Loder. soundless in hiz rabber shoes,
trod softly in his wake, Now that he
was behind the prowler ho had ent hiis
off from ihe stairs, 1t would not bw
rasy for him to dodge bLack to his
dormilory now.

There was another humping eovnd as
again the erceping, groping fignre col
lided with something in the dasl.
Lodor heard s murmur of annoyance,
then the c¢reecping footsteps went o
town Masters® Passaro.

Loder ¢rept noisclesely in puranit,

Thc prowler was beading for ono of
tie wmusters  studies—ihat was clear,
Hither the Head's again, 'or one of the
athars. i

Lodor's eyes glittered ! Right on ihe
spot, i whicheesy study that prowler
selected, Loder was going to nail him.
ana shout and wake the House. What
would they all say then, whoen they came
in a crowd and found Vernon-Bmith in
his honds?

Loder grinned at the {hought. This
time lie had got his man!

The ereoping footsteps ahead of him
passeq the ecortier of Head's corridor.
80 he was not making for Dr. Locke's
study fo repont his exploit theret I
was not likely thai the Head had lefy
anvthine there to reward o prowvle



after what had happened on Tuesday
night.
The rascal, of course, guessed that.

It wor zome other master's study that

was to get his attention now. Loder
saw that elearly.

The footsteps stopped at a study door.

In the thn:EBdar ness Loder eould see
nothing Ha Lknew that the prowler
had stopped at a door. but he was not
surea which. Listening intently, he
heard a door-handle turn.

Hiz heart beat faster. The prowler
had entered a study

ﬂﬂenﬁﬁ. but swiftly, Lodcr crept on,
He reached the door, which was wide
open and he knew now which study it
was—Mr Prout's.

All was dark, but from the study
window came a pale gleam of starlight,
suflicient to outline the doorway.

Within that outline steod & figure, its
back to Loder., He eounld have touched
it by stremhmﬁ out his hand,

Loder could hear its breathing, and he
su%Emssnj his own,

¢ prowler was standing just within
the donrway, staring into the dark
studyv, and apparvently iiﬁmﬂingl.

Wiy, Lader did not know, It locked
gz 1f the fellow was making sure
whether there was. or was not, someone
in tho study already. But that, of
course, wa- hardly possible, as Prout
bad gone to bed long ago.

For whatever reason the fellow was
standing there, Loder conld not exactly
sop lum: but ho could make out a pateh
nf shadoew, wnd ha wvould hear the
breathing

Loder's brain worked quickly.

What he was chiefly afraid of was
that the young razcal might twist and
dodge in the dark, =cud back to his
dormitory, and denv, with brazen im-
[}tihif“ﬂ{:ﬂ. that he hed over been ook of
1

But Loder had him now.

Last tima the young scoundrel had
knocked him out and escaped. This time
Lader was going t8 be the knocker-out.

Stlently, hm"rl'lg' broathing, Loder
rlosedt in behind that fgure that paused
m Prout’a doorway.,

e drow back his vizht arm, ithe fst
clonched.

‘That fst shot ont with all Leoder's
heef hehind it, landing a terrifio thump
on 1he shonlders of the dim figure,

The figure was bowled over like a
ninepin

There was one startled, gasping howl,
am] 1t crashed on ils face on Prout's
carpet, teken utterly by surprise by
that ninexpeeted thaomp from behind,

As it sprawled prone, Loder sprang.
He H!:rﬂ'n;r fike a tigor.

Before tho fallen one esnld stir, be-
fore hie could even yelp a second tlinme,
Loder was upon lnm.

Lodor’s knee ground irto o back, pin.
cing the fgure to the floor.

Both Loder's hands grasped a mop of
hiaiv, jamming the head down.

There was a convulsive wriggle under
Feder, but the fellow h-ﬂ.l'f: not the
rematest ehanee of getting loose, Loder
had hnn absolately safo!

“Urrergeh 1 came a horrible moan.
ing gurgle from the face that was
grir:ling into Prout’s carpet. ** Ooogh !

Lnder shonted. o roared!  Ha
fairly raved! He wasz poing to wake
the whale ouze  Everybody was going
te soo Wiz caten  There was moing to
o oo donht abont it thia time,

“Hielpt iclp | Haolp ¥
Lesebor,

Ile was not o need of help. He was
spppletiely masior of the stuation; but
e hid to wahe the Hlonsel

i ‘;:'rrggh 1 smme o gurgle, *Qoogh—
s :

“1'va mor o™ spavled Leder, Ile

roaraet!
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jammed his knee harcder, as the unseon
hgure beaved convalsively, and threw
lis  weight an  the wriggling head,
jamming it down s it twasted, Y Fve
cat you this time, Vernon-SBanth, you
voung scoundrel 1Y

“ovooogh 1™

“Help! Helpl Help!®
Ladear

He wanted te¢ wake the Homse. He
did it: there was no mistake about thai,
His roar woke every echo, and oearvly
avery sleeper Doors opened, lights
Hashed on, voices called

“Help!” voared Loder. “Help |
Fve gor ham! T've got the prowler!
This way! Mr Prout’s study! This
WEH'! "Help *

nd a buzz of execited voices answored

Lode’s roar '

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
On'y Coker !

OB CHERRY bounded out of Led
in the Remove darmitory.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” e
roated “Wako up, you men!
Hark '
“That’s somebody calling for help!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“What the dooge—-"
Yerpon-Smith.
“Clome on 1" shouted Bob.
Bob made one leap into hiz frousers,
and another for the door.

He was the first out of the dormitory,
But Wharton and Nugent, Johnny Dull
and Hurree Singh, were swifily after
hin, and Vernoo-Smith was at their
heels, and then almost the whole of the
Bomove, with a rash.

Wild shouts for help were pealing
from below Lights flashed on in pas-
sages and stairexses

s Harry Wharten & Co. came with
a ruth to the dormitory landing, thev
were joingd by Hobzon and a erowd of
the Shell, Ceecil Reginald Tomple and
a malk of the Fourth, Blundell and
Rotter and Greene and a erowd of Fiith
Formers.

Helter-skelter, in a huzzing maby, {hoey
poured down the stairs. .

A portly figure in voluminoui
dressing-gown towered over the maob.

“* What—what—what * Prout was
Booming.

“Help " came roaring from below.
. '%’I]]lj] Tve pot him ¥

“That's Loder’s toot1” gasped Bob.

“0Oh, my hat! Has he got the jolly
ald i)mwle':- this time?” gasped Peter
Todd. © " Where's Bmithy ¥

“Here I chuckled the Bounder,

“Let me pass!™ Queleh, in deessing-
cown and slippers, camre  whizzing.
“Give me room to pass

The Roemove mezter shot down the
stairs, Prour ro'led after him. Cappor
and Hacker turned out and follawed]
on.  After tho masters swarmed fellows
of all Farma, Even faps of the Second
atul Third were tnrning out, erowing
willy excitement. It was going to be a
full honso

“Twa got him '™ came Loder's roar.
“T've got the prowler ! Trout’s sludy—
thiz way ! Pve got him! Help!”

“Aly stmedy 17 exclanned Me, Prout
"l}‘un.rjnus:; gracions !  Has the seonn-
Jeal daved to cuter iy study P

“That is Loder ealling [ gasped Alr.
Cheleh. “ He appeavs to have caught
sOnirot——7="

“Hicip 1 camo Lodey’s roar, as the
whols moeb poured into Masters' Passogo
—jomed there by a erowd of the Sixth,
T'E.a,ru.mg out of thrir vooms on the ground
Heoy

Wingata of the Sixth was switching
gn e lizhta in the passage. Up tho

roarcd

cjaculated
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passage rushed Quelch and Prout; afier
thems  an  army. Wild excitement
reigned on all sides

At Prout's doorway Queljch reachcd
in_and switched on rhe study light.

Bright illumination Hnodj . rout's

study, and vevealed a startling sight.
A figure sprawled on its face, gurp-
ling, with Loder’s knee planted in the
small_of its back, and Loder’s hands
graspang its head by rhe hair,

“What 1" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Who "' hoomed Prout.

Loder, still grus%ing‘ bis prisoner
rolentlessly, turned his lead, his eyes
Fllﬁmg anrd Dlinkng in tho sudden
k! I've got i, sir 1" e panted. “*T've
ot the young scommdrel! T eaught him

herel Y've zot him=Vernon-Smith 1"
" Vernon-8Smith 1" ejaculated  Mr.
Queleh. That statement rather  sur-

prieed the Romove master, as he conld
soe Herbery Vernon-Smith almost at his
elbow,

Y Little me '™ ejaeulated the Boundoer.
“Ob gad! 1 Loder’s got me, 1t's the
first I'vo heard of it.*

“Ha, liz. ha ™

“Bilence!  YWhat do  you mean.
Loder ? Vernon-8mith 45 here!™
snapped Mr. Quelel.

“Th1”

“That 15 a senior bov 1 snapped the
Remove master. 1 cannnd sco who he
is, bt it 1z & senior—-="

Loder, who was staring round at the
crowded doorway, gave a eonvuolsive
jump ot the sight of Vernom-Smith's
face grinniar in: As e had been eon-
vinced, vight up to that momoent, that
it was Vernon-Smith who woa wrigeling
under his knee, that was rather a sur-
prise to him.

“Not nwe,
Bounder

“Nab guita " erinned Bob Chevev,

“Looks ke a Fifth Forn man 1 ex-
claimed 1lavry Wharton,

There was a simnllancons gasp ol
horror from Pobter amd Greene,

“Obh 1" gasprd Potter,  “That mad
asg—"

“Oh ! masped Grgone.
pifler—"

“Lader !  Allow that boy to rige!™
boomed Prour. " Let us ascertain his
identity ! It iz corrainly not Vernow-
Smith—it is pot a junier at all—
w hg—t'

Loder, in a dizzy state of amazement,
removed his pimuing  koee, and the
prisoner was allowed to squirm vound
at last, WKuegged featurcs, <usty and
crimson  from  grimding  in Proui’s
carpet, were revealed.

Theve was o roar:

“ Cokor ¥

“oker of the Wifth I

S Lloraca '™

“That ass "'

“Coker ! mugled Loder,
Oh gad! Kik-lak-lak-Coker |

Cokor struggled to his  feat,
clawed dust from his eyes, and gasped
and panted for breath. 1la stood crim-
son ahd purghng awder o sca of cyes.

H Coker V' boomed Pront. A boy of
my lForm--in my study at midnight!
(oker, is it possible—is it credible—
that you—you—"" Words  fdilod
Prout ot the awinl possilnlity that the
prowling pincher was a INfth Form
e | o oogeled in horror af Heoraco
{oker.

“l—" gurgled Cober. " I—— Ol
crikoy 17

“What aro you doing in my study at
this hour?” bhoomed Proat, ' Ucker!
Are you, a IFifth Form Doy, the sccret
pilfeyar 7m

“Whot?"

Cokér jumped clear of T'ronl’s carper,
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#1—T—I thought it was—was Yer
non-Smith 1" gasped Loder. '"I—I cer-
tainly thought—— DBut 've caught him,
sl any rate—-''

S Coker 1M said Mr., Quelch sternly.
“You have been cau?;ht here—at orid-
night! Do you couless that you are
the pilferer who has prowled the school
at night#"

#No!" yelled Coker. " Wharrer you

meani I ain't ti.u:. rowler| Was
after him!l Loder's the prowlerl”
I”l‘l'!'l.!'l.l_&*';?”

“ Loder 1™ roaved Coker. He poinied
an accusing forelinger at the astounded
Loder. * He's the manp "

“ 1z he mad?” gasped Loder.

Cokor 1" &131'i['~1icrl! Mr. Prout: *“IF
you are sane, what 'do you mean?”

“1 mean that I jolly well knew it was
Loder, and came down to catch him 1"
gasped Coker. ** Why he had the cheek
to jump upon me from behind, and jam
ey fuce in the ecarpet, and rouse the
House, 1 don’t know. DBut it's Loder

atl righ L

S0Oh my hat!l Ha, ha, bha 1™

“Good old Coker! Good old detec
tive !"

“Ha, hd. hal”

“Coker ™ Quelch  almost  howled,
“Tlow dare you make such ridiculous
statements? Loder has caught vou here
—by all appearances yvou are the boy
who pillered the Head's study, and vou
catne here with a similar intention ! You
have been caught 1o the very act”

“Oh enkey ! [ never _

“Boy!" boomed Prout. “1f you are
gl y—=""

“I—=I—1 ain't!"” shrieked Coker, in
alarm. "I tell you 1 came down to
catch the prowler, and then thet cad
Loder caught me—"

“Hua, ha, ha!"

] Pl

fMr. Prout, I  leave Lhis extra:
ordinary boy to youl” gasped Mr.
Quelch, * Boya, return to your dormi-
tories at once ! At once !

“Ha.- ha, hat”

"SIIEHE}_‘”

*Ha, ha, hal*

Chuckling crowds were shopherded
back to the dornntories. Coker was left
to Prout’s tender mercies. ILle was
Prout had finished

quite. tired when
talking to him!

g TEE TR ST T PR
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OKER really bhad asked for il
Appearances  wore  fearfully
against him. Bat, fortunately,
plenty of fellows wers able to

teatify that poor old Horace really had

been after the prowler, and wasn't the
prowler - personally | :
CGreyfriars School alinost rocked with
merriment over Horace Coker’s wild
adventures as 'a detective.  Butb those
aclventures were  over. Coker was
exouerated on the charge of being the
rowler ! DBut he had five hundred
ines for leaving his dormitory; an
impot that was likely to keep him too
busy for detective work for some time=—

even if he =till had & taste for detec
tive work.

But he hadn't! Uocker was fed up
with detective work |

The mysterious prowler remained
mysterious and uuknown. Loder still
believed that 1t was Vernon Smith.
Coker stifl had a lingering suspicion
that it was Loder! Nobody else could
hegin to guecss who it was—and M
(ineh:h :a.uﬁ hiz chief could only hope
that the sirange mystery wounld be
cleared up when Ferrers lLocke's boy
assistant arvived at Groyfrars

TIE END.

CoME INTo THE OFrice, BoYs AND GIRLS !

Your Editor is always pleased co hear from his readers,

Werite to him

Editor of the " Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

UST imagine, chums, the Macnnr
J is thirty-one years old this

weelk !

What a tecord for a school-story
paper, eh? A record that speaks
clogquently of the popularity of Harry
Wharton & Cp., the world-famons
chums of Greyfriars. What paper,
unless it has popularity behind it, ean
endure such & test? “ Magnetites
from all corners of the earth have
helped to bring about this wonderful
achievement, and my thanks go fo
them for their loyal support awnd
encouragement. kver sinee 1ts in-
ception tn 1908 the Macrer has orown

1 strength. New 6;&3{}01‘5 have come
and gone, but the Oid Paper zoes on
for ever !

Many great men of to-day who were
readers of the Maawer in their boy-
hood daya still pay tribute to this old-
cgtablished school-story paper. In his
early days, Nuel Coward, the brilliant
dramatist, derived many hours of
enjoyment reading about the adven-
tures of Billy Bunter. After perusing
a.recent copy, he remarked that the

paper is as good now as it was in ifs
early daye. It iz not foo muech to zay

— M e
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that the great majority of distin-
nished men. in the country to-day
ave lauched over the merry anties
of Billy Bunter in their youth, aud
to thia day have an afiectionate
rerard for the MaonEer.

If yom want to do a neon-reader
chum a favour, introduce the MAGNET
to him to-day—better still, lend him
thiz copy. He'll be grateful to you,
there's not the slightest doubt about
it.

Mow for next week's programme.
Frank Ilichards® long complete story
is entitled

“DUFFER OR DETECTIVE!”

It tells how Jack Drake, late of the
Hemove, and now Ferrers Locke's
clever assistant, comes to Greyfriars
and assists in tracking down the
mysterions midnlght prowler. Our
opening feature, “My Page,” will be
taken over by Frank Nugent, so yon
can expect snmr.-thi?g really good,
For more "nutshell” news of the
weck’s events at Greyfriars-—see the
gpecial edition of the ™ Herald.”

YOUR EDITOR.

—made by MARS
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DICK RUSSELL Describes

HOW BUNTER COWED
QUELCH BY WILL POWER! %

When  somebody  told me  that
Bunter had resolved to master Mr.
Quelch by will power, T must zay I
could hardly heliove it,

Trotling round to Bunter's study 1o
find out tho truth, I found the old
Porpoize immeraed in a massive
volumao cntitled :  * Through Wil
Power to Supremacy.”

“ What-ho, iny checry old Falstaff t v
I chortled, giving the fat lad a playful
clump on the back. * Going in for
swotting i your old age #

Bunter gave me a fat winl,

* T say, Russell, old bean, keep it
dark, won't you? I'm swotting at
something really worth while. By the
time I'vo finished this book, ¥ shall
have enovgh will power for twenty | "

* Tho dickons you will | **

* Yes, rather 1 ¥ Buntor gave a fat
chuckle. ' Pcople simply won't be

able to resist my terrific Ee«rannaiity !
le to stand

Even Quelchy won't be a

up against mo! One
look from my stecly

ayes, you know, and the
blighter will ba reduced
to a mere guivering slab

of jelly! But mun's
the word |

“ T keep mum, old
fat man,”™ ywromised.

“*But you'ro not sericus-
Iy thinking of trying to
master Quelchy by will
power atunta, are you 1"

“ Why not 1% asked
Bunter. * According to
this book, you can
master anyons if your
magnotic radiation is strong. enough,™

“ And what's your magnetic radia-
tion, whan it's at home "

* Well, it's difficult to explain to e
chap like you, who hasn't got any
magnetic  radiation worth speakin
about,” said Bunter, ** It’s the sort o
cleetricity you feol radiating from chapa
with a lot of brain and nerve and

81‘5 rsonality,
haps liko
myself, for
instoneo,”

ha,

I seconything

Yy
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to encklo
at!”  declared PBunter, peoevishly.
" I'm developing my magnetic radia-
tion as hard as I can, anyway; and
whether you believe it or not, I ean tell
you it won't be long before I shall hold
old Quelehy in the hollow of my hand
~by sheer will power ! ™ ,

I lot it at that, and retired,
chuekling, know my limitations ;
and the task of trying to convince
Bunter that in the matter of brain,
nerve, and personality, o filleted cod
compared quite favourably with him
was frankly beyond my powers,

I didn’t think for a moment, anyway,

that Bunter would ever really attempt
to }_Ilaut- hia theorics into practico.
it I hadn't counted on Skinner.

‘When Skinner heard about Bunter's
will power stunt, he romptly saw an
opening for ono of his own peculiar
brand of japes. There were several
secrot meotings of Skinner and his
pals in Study No. 11,

Loter, Bkinner and his pals wero
observed to be taking a pally intercst
in Bunter's will power training. They
even went to the lem%:,h of helping him
practise by allowing him to try out his
will power on them,

The results were very satisfactory to
Bunter, Skinner and his pals simply
crumpled up whonever Bunter fixed
them with & compelling look or let a
little magnetio mdﬂtian locee on them !

Bunter, of course, was awfully
bucked at hia p He necded
very little encouragrement to have a
** eut " at Quelchy. Skinner obligingly
supplied him with such slight on-
couragement a8 he did need !

S0 it came about that one fine
morning when Quslchy started making
rude remarks about the way Buntoer
had done his Latin prep, Bunter stood
up and let him have it |

* That's enough of that 1" he said,
atar;q!y. “¥You eit down and shut
up

Ho pointed to Quelchy's desk, gave
the Beak a scowl, and radiated a spot
of magnotism. Then he waited for
Quelchy to crumple up, as Skinner and
his pals had done on previous occesions,

nfortunately, Quelchy  didn't
crumple up at all!  I[t'a truo that ho
sagged aiiggn:.i}- at the knees for a fow
seconds, t that was only from
surprise. Having got over that, ho
reached for his eane and mado o rush,

Bunter gave him a still fiercer scowl
and radiated magnetism ot full
strength,  But it was no good, Bofore
Bunter had time to wonder what had
gone wrong with the schemo, his

FULL STEAM AHEAD FOR

FOOTER CHAMPIONSHIP!
Says H. VERNON-SMITH

Back to footer again this weelk, lads
—with & smashing vietory to report in
the bargain! As a remult of dur visit
to Redelyflfo, wo hove sdded another
six goala to our favourable margin, in
addition to the two invalusble pointas
we added fo our total, How's that,
you supportera ¥

Our 7—1 vivtory waa casily our best
achievernent away from homo this
season, and, without boasting, I think
I can say that tho score in uo way
flattercd va. Weo simply ewamped the
home team. You can judge how well
we invaded the Redelylle territory
when T tell you that two of our goals
were scored by Johnny Bull, who
played full-baclk !

Bull has, T bheliove, scored for the
Removo on previous occasions when
playing in this pesition, but certainly
never twice in one game., 1 wvery
much doubt, in fact, if eweh an
occurrence has sver beon known beforo
in Groyfriars footer,

To commemorate it, I suguested
after the game that wo ought to make
8 gpccial eap for Dull to wear on the

ficld, containing o design of a log
stretching all round the ecap and
engaged in giving the ball o hefty
kick ! Up to the time of going to
presa this proposal has not been
adopted.

St. Jim’s and Rookwood bolh
strengthened their positions in the
Champtenship Table by clear-cut vie-
tories over their respective oppononts,
but while we keep up our present form
they ean hardly hope to challonge
our leadership—more particularly, of
course, Rookweod, who, with five
points less than Greyfiwrs, have too
much leeway to make up, unless
something freakish happena.

8t. Jim's, who are still only one
point in arrears, are our only real
danger now, and they have high hopes,
I beliove, of changing places with us
at the top of the table by boating ua
when thoy como to play on Litile
Side. T nesd hordly say that it will
be our earnest endeavour to disappoin
their hopes |

A glanee at the table will show you
that all teams now stand lavel on the
number of games played, being left
with four matches each to play bofore
the championship is fleuidag_

In our case, we hove fiztures away
with Abbotsford snd Bagshot and
home games with Ryleombe Grammar
School and 5t, Jim's,

Abbotaford and Ryleorabe ought not

e e B R S = F—

to present any difficulties. DBagshot
and 3t, Jim's, of course, arc somowhat
tougher propositions, but it should
not be beyond our powers to extract
maxinmum pointa from thom algo.

There's many a slip "twixt cup and
lip, aa I've found out more than once
in the course of my career as n footer
ertie, but eo long os wo k our
shooting boots on, there is nothing in
our way that should daunt us. The
course ig all mapped out and it’s a
caso now of full steam ahead for tho
championship 1

LRESULTS.

(Home teams are shown first.)
Redelyife 1 Groyiriars 7
Rookwood 2 St. Judo's 0
St. Jim's 3 Ryleombe G. 8. 0

CHAMPIONSHIP TABLE.

Goalg
P. W. D, L. F. a.Pts,
1, GRrEvERTARS 14 10 4 0 47 0 24
2.87. Jiv's .. 14 111 2 35 15 23
3. Rookwoop 14 83 3 30 17 19
4, Brgsmor ., 14 7 3 4 232 17 17
O HicuacLirrE 14 5 3 6 26 26 13
6. ABpoTsrornp 14 4 3 7 20 29 11
7.87. JJupg's 14 42 8 21 30 10
8. Evicoynn
. G.8. .. 14 3381731 0
0. RepoLyrrE 14 32 912 30 8
10, Craneyoxt 14,1408 3t 6

intemled wiet'

his trouscers well and truly |

And that, my dear ol
story of how Punter sowed
will pawer.

q‘“‘
wad grabbed him by
the serudl of . secliand waz dusting

als, iz the
uelchy by

Everybody who saw it thought it
wasa o most interesting experiment.
Skinmer and his pals wero satisfied,

The only chap who wasn’t satisfied
waa Bunter, Butb there’s no satsfying
theso supermen, anyway |

TIN-TACKS ON

DORMITORY FLOOR!

Japer in Court

In tho Woodshed Sessions, Richard
Rake, deacribed as jepor and humorist,

was charped with endangeri

safety by leaving upturncd tin-tacks
emove dormitory.
police,
Peter Todd sgid tha: in the errss of
his oareer in the drininal court ho had

on the floor of tha

Prosscuti for iho

for injuring hia fellow-citizens, who
deliberately ond with malico afore-
thought went roond the dorm. befora
the fellows came up to bed and dis-
tributed tintocks wholesale ovor the
floor. Prisoner's behaviour could only
he deseribed ns completely scleless,
Prizoner, eondueting his own defenco,
gaid he had & complete answer to the
charge. The fact was that he was
merely conducting o dress rehearsal
of a jape he intended to play on the

Upper Fourth.
Wharton: * Here,

r. Justico
chuck it, old hesn!  You don’t oxpect

o much biggor seale in 1the Fourth
dorm. If you want proof——-->"

My, Justico Whartenn: ** We won't
bother about that., Dut it’s given mo
an idea. You pro sentenced——'"

Mr. Robert Cherry (Clerk of the
Court) : * Half.a-tick, old sport.
What about tho verdict first: 7 ™

Mr, Justice Wharton: * Well,
there's no ar nt about that, I
suppose. Gulty of course! Prisoner
ot the bar! gentoncs you to A
severs bumping daily for tho rest of
your life——""

Prisoner : " Yarooooh 1

Mr, Justico Wharton {continuing) :
“* The sentenco te ho remitted os soon
a3 you suceeed in treating the Fourth
dorm like you treated ows1®

Prisoner: * Oh, that’s Detter.”

It in gratifying to add that prisoner
took ndvantage of his honour's leniency
and distributed sevoral hundred tin-

nover had to deal -previously with o
crime s8¢ pointlesa ay this. Here was
a man without an) possible motive

anyway | 1 ful

to got away with that, do you t ™
Frizonor {indiignnnla]y} : * It’s a fact,
y intended to do it on

tacks in the Upper Fourth dorm the
same ovening.

Cheers |

MAULY MEARS TO GROW FLOWERS!

1
From *Hauglty Culture” to Gardening

Can you imagion Lord
Meuleverer—the languid
lord of Groyfriars—-as an
amatenr gardenor b

It certainly taken o lot
of imagining; anc¢ when
Mauly'a. name wen', down
on the list of applicints for
garden plote at the begin.
ning of tho torm, the Yenoral
opinion weos that simoone
wag japing him.

It was quite o surprise
to most of us whed Mauly
duly turned ap wion the
allotments were allottod and
accapted hisplod t “the iden
of the slacker of the Remove
wiclding a epade wig alto- | and
gothor too much for follows
who knew him.. quit¢ a crowd az-

Mauly himself, hewever, | sembled down at tho
treated it quite ag p motter %ardm plots to s2e if
of course. ; Ieuly turned up.

* XNothin' wrong. in it, | Watching Mauly work
dear maon, i3 therd#™ he | was  eousidered far
drawled, “ I “happen to | better entortainmong
likzo ﬂm?era_ i, @ty an’ if | than watehing the Fivst
e chappie likes Jowgrs, why | Eleven play Lantham
shouldn’t he grow thi dashed
thinga 1 *

* But tho wor?s; ol bean,”
urged  the * Gieyiriara
Horald * réprosentative,
" Hovo you thought sbout
the digging ¢ 4 planting
and trenching ond reking
and what not ¥ **

‘: Yia}aia! " : :

“ And you'ra still goin
on with it.Fi g g
“ Yoaat Why ndt 7 ¥

Words failed dur ropre-
eontative, He  tottered

away from Mauly®s study,
wondering if it was cnly a
draam !

The news of Mauly's con.
version to gardening cauagd
quite o sensation in the
school, Chaps stopped to
stare ab him and poind him
out to cach other,
23 ho passed. Visitors
ecalled ot Siudy No.
12 in such nombors
that Mauly had to lock
the door to keep thom

ond.
Last Wednesday,
th s weather

when

was Emﬁautuﬂy fino
tho official psar.

dening scason opencd,

—if it was really
‘going to happen

Thero was o buzz  of
excitoment as Mouly was
geen to saunter out of the
School Houso and maks for
the garden plota at his usugl
leisurely ¢, Thora waa a
regular cheer when he or-
rived on the sceno of opera-
tiona.

* Good old Mauly 1™ on.
couraged interested Remove
mMoern.

off to it, old chop 7™ asked
others; while others yot
offered to lend him piclaxes
and spados. Shkinner even
offorcd to phone to Court.
ficld for o pneumatic drill,
if Mauly would pay for it.

Lut Mauly politely de-
clined all offcrs.

“ Awfully good of yom,
dear men ; but I've already
provided for everythin’,” he
said, ** Al Here they
como !

A filo of diminvtive figures
had appeared (rom

tho

dircztion of tho woodshed.

Tho speetators blinked as
that filo drew nearer oand
beeamoe  recognizable ag
Sceond Form fage, all of
whoni were bearing burdens
connected with gardoning.
Sammy Bunter was in fronb

carrying & spade, QGatty
camo next with a fork over
hie shoulder. Hop Hi, the

third man in the line, had

“ Qoing to take your ¢sab | a rake ond o pair of parden

ahicars, TFinally como Dicky
Nugent, He attracted the
biggest storo of all, for he
was carrying o deck-clnir
and a folding footrest !

* What's the idea of the
decli.chair, Mauly ? " asked
Bulstrode, “ Going to take
it easy alter the work's all
done ¢

Mauly lookod surprised.

" Well, I dare say 1 shall
take it easy afterwards,
denr man; but I shall do
that up in tho study. The
handy old deck.chair is to
use while the work's bein’
done !

* Dut how ihe dickens can
you till thoe blessed soil and
it in a deck.chair at the
BRINLD *itrimc- s ”d

ivinunly o [

s Dcargﬁtrglpmi, vou don’t
imagine I'm goin’ to do the
diggin’ myself 77

“Well, who elso will do
it, then "

“ The fags, of comsot™

‘sald Manly, looking quite

horrified,  “ That’s what
I'm payin' them for! I'm
roin’ to aib in tho deck.chair
an’ tell themn how to do it ! ™

And Maunly procceded to
park himself in tho deck-
chair ond wrap himself up
in & travelling rug while the
crowd, with o howl of
chaprinn, moved off towards
Big Sido to wateh the footer !

The loat they saw of
Mauly, bho was reclining
clegantly in the deck.chair,
calling out mmstroctions to
his grinning ossistanta.

Mauly, a8 & gordener, ia
coing to boe the same old
Mauly as evor, you see—and
horticulturo i3 not going to
mterfers with hauaghty cnl-
ture |

EDITORHARRY WHARTON
CALLING ALL CHUMS

Valentine Day may mean nothing to some of
you, chums, but in these days it eoems to mean
guite & lot to o number of Greyfriars men,

Thia statemcnt may aroues s
non-Groyfriers readers,
veaders find,” I ¢an heor them ask, * in sending
ont gilly cards, tied up with pink or pale-blus
riblhon, to giggling girls ¢ *

Scarch mal ns .F%ﬂhﬂl‘ T. Fish might say. I have
certainly never felt myself the urge to send out thesze
strange tokens of affection known as valentines, True,

ise among

“ Whot fun do i

Grey[riara

8o far I have nevor felt sentimontal over
anybody in the course of my youthful
carcer.  Bub oven if I were affccted thot
way, I can bardly imagine myself sondi
out valontines, The faet that the sendey
has to keep his identity eeoret would
rather spoil the wheoze from my point
of view, I fancy |

You must understand, however, that
valentines are not necessarily compli-
mentary. They can bo quite the reverse,
and I think, as a matter of fact, that it is
valentines of this kind that are most
popular at Greyfriars,

Certainly, the valentines I have so far
been allowed to i t this yeor at
Groyfriara aro not ot all Qattering.

One which was boing addressed to
Loder of the Sixth, for instance, showed
Loder in tho guise of & wvulture, just
prepari to swoop on & crowd of
cherubic.looking youngsters |

Another, which was destined to adorn
Bolsover major's mantelpicco, dopicted
Bolsover es a fearsomo ogre, cartying a
great cudgel with o nail sticking out of
it end.

I have scen soveral which were boing
acnt to masters. One, intended for
Mr. Quelch, foatured a clover picture
showing tho Removo master in the shape
of a gimlet. It wos aocompanied by some
alleged poctry which I reproduce below :

“ T do not love thee, Mr. Quol-

c¢h ! The reason why, becouse you wels
t your hapless pupils till they yell

Eﬂ:!:q on to that, yvou rotter, Quel-

E 1

The composcr of that uniquo pices of
poetry hod better, I think, remain
anonymoua! To give his nome would
be to expose him (o the danper of
assault and battery from readers whe
do not approciate postry of this kind—
as well as o swishing from an indismant
Mrf Queleh |

octry apart, anyway, tho valenting
is not a l}itpgattrﬂrin}g, if it ¥ The same
goes, I think, for nearly all the valentines
sont out by Creyfriars men.

Valentine Day ot Greyfriars, in faet, fa
by no means o day devoted to senti-
mental verses and pink ribbons and gig-
gling. On the contrary, it scems to me
to be the partieular day in the year when
chaps with grievances pay off old scores
by eonding their cnemica the most
offensive and libellous ancnymous cards
they can procure |
_ Not quite as the day wos originally
intended, porhaps—but a gooc% deal
more entortaining from most follows”
point of wicw |

More chin-war next woolt, chnuma!

HARRY WHARTON.

A FAG’S AMBITION

* And what would you like {6 be when,
you growup, my littlo man " asked a
* Groyfriars Herald " representative of
Gotty of tho Second, the other day.

“ A policeman,' was Gatty's promph

ly. “ Either that or a reilway guard

or o football roforeal ™
But Gatty shook

“* Anything olso 1 ™
hia head.

“ No; Icon't think of any other jobn
where you lhavo tc use o whistlo 1




