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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

The anly time he gotd
it info the goal iz by
acchdent, and always

=zlways—into his own
goal. The other team's
goalie ¢an take & day
off 2 far na Coker fa
comeernesd,

'This is the fellow who

ﬁil'll A e e

e
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raves “because Wingata
won't play hiny in Hlﬁ
Iast XI. COue weeps |
It'a no good  talking
to Coker, Ono morely

HE [l

Fires
e

THIS WEEK:
POTTER and GREENE

{Horaee Colier's two studymotes hawe
coliaborated to produce this ‘week’s
poge. We bope Coker reads it}

waips |
L‘ﬁ borm  dumimy !
(@ P

COKER’'S CUSTOM!

For 2ome inexplicable reason, A, J. C. thinks
Limsell by Far the most im]mrtunt man a4t
Grovi ¢ hmaginea he®s guite safe from
ihe sack hm‘i‘aﬂ-‘c Lhe school couldn't spare him,
Mo ameunt of argumont ean change that view.

He seems to think he's a sort of unofficial
Frﬁfﬂﬂh atd that he hos only to give an order

it to be oboved, I & Iemove fag d-:resla t
obey him, Coker ealls in the Remove
to * whop " him. He collects what v t.un‘:
amiounts Lo manslaughiter, but 1t does no go
He's back. again pedt doay for coother {I{E“E',
Short of Lkilling Coker, therd’s po way of
impregzing him,

Che crass lunaticl (3. P.)

COKER’S
SPELLING!

Would you helieve
that a frumptious fat-

E'RE writlug th.ia
‘Gireene and mys=elf,
our Initinls né;xha
we write, Bo

who. The reason we :hm:‘ o eollaborate was
t.hat. wo each want to talk sbout Coker, and it

bore you to have two separate pages
flu of the same opinfons.  You all Know that

Cﬂkﬂr ia & cTass fnu
shricking, dunder-

page ether.

ma-i wo'll puk
end. of whatever
il know who's

ead

A burblng, babblin

ed dummy.

A hopeloas, bminlm:, Lnetiewittad
bandersnateh. EEB?
#é'}mﬂnm hmvhug, chattering chumy.

A stottering, staggering—wwail, anyway,
Coker's all ﬂl&tgﬂllﬂ iota more, In fact, wo
fafl to dmmm him, Why his ¢ TVer
eent him here whon there are Homea f{or
Idiots available i3 a sheer mystery !

me hollow ] (W. G.)
But wp bear him. & makes life practically
for both of s, but we bear him,

Oue day weo shall slay him where he gits ; wo
ghell wallow imee-deep in the fathead’s 1;4::|r£r+
but antil that happy thme, we put up with
him. it's all I:.hﬁ ignt.:; do. - ﬂn!-:
ing nge with ar
ﬂtugﬂmumtaﬂchmﬁaulut
whin threatens to choke ns. 1t ha.a to tuar
admitted that Coker i brawny, though not
w , B0d WEEI %{a Smﬁd amr% . he carriea
th:qugh ta the bitter end. In cum.eq noe,
having o row with Coker 13 rather llke starting
B War, Greenoy and 1 can atick it long
'Enﬂ ,wecmgatmﬂfm!dﬂwmmﬂ!umn
buot by that time wi'te both practic-
nﬂy hoapital cases, even though Coker's worse,
He never knows when he's had cuough—that's

his H'ﬂﬂb!-&.
One of ‘emi (W. G.
We have tossed ap to decide which particular
af Coker we shall each dead with, and
%{'}m }aﬁ to say I've won Coker's football,

COKER’'S FOOTBALL!

Imagine a mad mastodon, the sles of a
ﬁtﬂr us, nmningmnuukinthe footer ﬁei&,

will have some dim and faint 1dea
of ED-I{EI' g foothall & ke, Tt is diffienlt
to de:mer there I3 reslly nothing
with chEl to compare it. Unless you have
seen it for yourself and Uved to tell the tale,
brain will refiuse to grosp the ides afi:;

To begin with, Coker was born offelde.
far a1 W, he has never been onslde in hia

er-nntr sven at kick-off, If vom want to
mre to do Is

&u& the Im!'l to Coker, all you
kick it to Lho pwh,ul;ar place in which
Coker cught not under any muumst.antea tu
e, That'll Qnd himy Arst shot,

Coker's charge iz like colliding with the
10,30 express, and be resérvoa this excluaively
for his owwn side. Leaving a trail of Lodics
behind !nu—m.d of egurse, the ball—he
rushes up of ¢ feld towards hiz own goal, and
would doubtlos damagn the goalle congider-
ably if he did pot, on the way, become involved
inon m'?_umr:ﬂt. with the ref.

No referce i safe with Coker, He belictves
fn making & terriblo example of the referee,
because he knows so much more about the

m than any ref.  Coker wil, without the

f#llit&.ut healtation, LT the referee in the Bvin

to lenve the flebd are trecated with con-

Eampt.. Eﬁlmr Is guite satisfled with hiz own

Eziﬁ and wo all know that eveén a poenmatio
oould get nnthlup: through Coker's alodl,

Ty erown all, Coker couldn b kick the ball
futo tho l i It was standing gulte still on
the goal-llne with nebody anywhere neas.

. head in the Fiith Form
cotudd - write a litereture cxercize like this:

The ald Mare Klimed the belphrey tower,

¥ wr[ngcra ran by two, by threa,
Poul, iff ¥¢ nevver pooled befour,

" Good wringers, paol yore best,” I-?'i"-’ﬁlh e,
Play upp, play upp, O Boston bel 1s,

Play awl yare chanjes, awl vore swells,
Play upp the Brighed of Enderby | *

Frout foamed, of course
He ashed if Coker  had
CVEr so0i o4 female horae
climbipg a church tower
and why Coker bad aliudod
to the ™ mare '™ 2a * he '
He zaid he wouwld accept
Coker's word that the lead
of the Doston Town Council
was o carthorse, but he
coitld hardly Gelleve that
the Boiton  church Bells
were played by o =eb of
“ wringers,” or kitehen
mangles,

Coker told us afterwards
that Prout swas frarfully
ehbiiE:

He sabdl he had 2 good
mind to tell him =0, Wa
kelieved Coker capable ofig,
but we refuzed to credit
that bLe had a daoshed good
onins],

We did oot tidok T had
a mied at all.

Coker'a spelling, in fack, /s on o par
with ﬂ.II *.-h&r rest of Coker's achievencnts,
{Oniy: th he treated me Lo an
bour'a jaw I:mau:mi ventured to sugeest that
there was oo Timaginary.”™ (Only an
lnaginary ﬂuﬂ*—ﬂ Py Ho sajd I was
ignorant. BTv -ﬂnchip;uumnt. oxcept Coker.

Th shrieking diok G.)

“THE OLD mnRE

COKER’S CHUMS!
By Both Of 'Em

~ Oar study ia ab Coker. We don't come
into the picture, except to listen while Cokor
AWE, e lact that woe both play in the =t

while Coker wouldn't he picked for a team
-uf nny rabbits, doesn't count, Potter won
the. Grammar and Hlstoly prizes last ter,

Caler'a kinowledge of Grammar and History is
nil, or even s than that: buof that docan’t
stop him lecturing Potter on Granimar and
History. (W. G.)

AGreene. won the
Claasics prige.

Divipity: .and Secoml
Coker's papers took 1o marks
for anvthing; in E};e
0wes A few maris on sonme
of them. That doesn't stop
liim iectoring Grocng. on
'E:h-'ﬁuil:ﬂ ‘wid Divtmtg.
El i:fl:lfr sniggering bonchead |
The cackling fathead!

Tha Lli‘t-hming blockhéad
(G. P
And etceteral Wo mt
te!.l ‘yon what Coker fa,
“ahall - @11 the nimla
a?.par. But what we wank
know [a, would it hae
counted as juat-iﬂnhta homi-
cide if we did Coker ind
Surely no jury in the Jand
conld eonvict us for that i
Even f the ﬂd%g gave m
14 dewya T
wodldo*t mind. We 'rl :Tu JI:
willingly, What do  yon
think, Mr. Editor §
(EDITOR"S “'I'IJTE.-H-I
shouldn't. recommend
m‘n\qﬂsﬂﬁ'. urdess you n:sml:i
ff nnder the Des
atruction of Vermio Act.)
Anyway, thera it 5. Sonry I we Daven't
told you mn ut oursclves, bnt wo're
nothing, vou know. All we ¢an do is to pay
cHar :m':l.uelu! tributa to Coker.
The dummy !
Tha chinmp |
IRORGE POTITER.
WILLIAY GREENE,

GEBRGE FUTTER

FilthForrg

FnWILLIAM GREENE

AND

Colier s Lwu  chums are pormally
guizt  fellows, stodious apd  well
behaved, with a  decided taste for

apart. ©OF the two, Guorge ["itcr |3
mareg  LEsertive :-.mj bas o stronger
climvacter than Greene; but the trut s
i3 they are hoth fellows of mueh Ll
came témperament. They would prefer
ta lead a gquiet life of sluwdy and sport.
They opever  do, Coker's  foreoful
jorsonality sces to that. Against thoir
will Potter and Greene are dragacd
intao all manver of shindies, 2and are
foreed to Hstew LY the hour when
voker declaims against beaks and pro
fects,  Most fellows wouldn™t put op
with it but their motto i3 ™ Anything
far o quiet !il'l.':!“ Potter's homea is in
London; Greeng's on Lhe Sussex caazh,
They are both golug to the "Varsty
when they [l=ave Grewliriara, but not
with Cokerl

{Cartaon By HARNLD SKINNER.) ]
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Backing **ce

" i3 an easy way of raking in the shekels !

At least, so thinks Gerald Loder.

But instead of winning foriy pounds, the sporisman of the Sixih finds himsalf in debi to the tune

of fen pounds !

Gun:nr Gol,n

u I 'ﬂi";i‘.i'i T IlI:l" {3
| - I '
. ./--

AT i- it

[ — i ﬂ
F hi";”i fl!

,
oy

e b

e M T -

I. ?I'

T

And he doesn’t possess as many shillings !
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What’s he to do ?

By FRANK,
RICHARDS

T
i
.i

mlﬂim '
II,.EEI
L‘T{E

"I::I-j |r_| HE

As Crocker untied the knot in the hanﬂkarcblat, a yellow gleam caught the sunlight from the

window. * Qulds ! " he exclaimed in amazement, °‘ Sovereigns ! Great gad !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bob On The Warpath !

bi OB, old man—"~
“Rats "
“Don's be an

*Moro ratal’

“Look here, 2

“Are vou wound up ¥’ inguired Bob
i_’_i.nhr'q,r

Argument was waxing Warm BmMOng
tho Famous Five of ihe Greviriars

\emove.

Four members of the fawous Co, wer
irsing to dizsuade tho other me.mbe:w
Bob Cherry! Boeb was not to be
dissuaded.

Bob's face, generally as bright and
chesry a3 the spring sunshine, wes
tlnudud It was grim with wrath., Fo:
vuee, the best tompor in the Remeve
Liad failed its owner !

Bolb scldom, or never, remembered
offences for Iang! But it wos not ton
rinates gince a heavy hand had boxed
his car} 'T'hat ear was still scarlet, and
had & pain in it!

Not that Bob was a follow to make a
fuzs about 2 spot of pain, Bui ears
wern not boxed ot Greyfriars School!
1* was an indignity. It was one of the
1uings that were not done! Br, Hacker,
the master of the Bhell, often did
things that were not done! And if
Haclkor foncied that he ecould box tho
cars of a Remove men, Hacker had a
lesson yet ko loarn—which Bob Cherry
wis prepared to teach |

Bob was at the corncr of Masters’
'sssago—cloarly heading for Hacker's

aza [

{CapyTight in the Tnited States of America.

pick these up, Loder? ™

sludy—when his-friends swooped down

on him and brought him to a halt, He
had 6 can of rod paint in his bLand.
They could guess what he was gomng Lo
do with it!]  And they wore going lo
qtcﬁ him, if they counld !

asters’ Passage was not gencrally n
spot where juniors could gather am‘l
arguol But it was safe nt the moment
—owing to the fact ihat thore was a
Mastors’ Meeting in the library. Thero
was, st the moment, not o single beak

HARRY WHARTOR & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS, and JACK
DRAKE, the SCHOOLBOY
*TEC, IN ANOTHER EX-
CITING SCHOOLBOY AD-
VENTURE,

it hiz sludyl
clear.

“Bob, old chap—" said MHarry
Wharton and Frank MNugent together
persuasively.

“My cstecmed Dob—" nrged Iurree
Jumset Ram Singh.

“Chuel 1t, old mont” esid Johnny
Bull, “*Do chuck it| Hacker's ne end
of, & toad, but you can't rag 8 beak ™

“Can't I said Bel Cherry grimhﬂ',
Bob scemed to think that he coul
“I'mz poing to, anyhowl The Acud
Drop pulled Bunter’s car the othor day

20 Lhe coast was quike

‘Where did you
—now ho's Emmrked mine! Lie may
wish he had kopt ua cheolky paws to

kimaelf when he gots this nn‘ils nappey
when he ecoines baeck to his alaud;f nitoy
the jolly old Basters’ Meeling.”

“¥You did bargo into lum,
Enow I murmured Harry Wharton,

Snort from Bob.

“ How could I Lielp barging into him,
turning a corner, when he wolks as Eluft
B3 o cat ond zmhudy cann hear him
coming 7 ho demandod

“A fellow ain’t sup osed to charge
round a corner like a bull!” suggested
Nugenb, with o grin.

“And o beak ain't supposed to ergep
rouud o corner like & cat!™ rotorted
Bob. “Atn how, e could roport me to
Quelch if Lo wosn't satisfied. I Lo
smacks mwy head, Lo pgets something
back—nond this ia ib] Now stop jawing
and let nue pess, before somcbody comes
along.”

“But, look hevre—" urged Harrr,

“0Obh my Lot !” exclaimed Bob, “ Aro

you going or for ever? It will take
some time to fix this up over Hacker's

yor

door and got out of his windew, Do
vou Want Liwn to come back and eatch
me gt itT"

“Don"t do it, old bean! There'll Lo

o foarfn] vow—you really can't up
hnnhy-v aps in o master’s study—"

“I'm going fel™

“Hacker will raise Coin—"

“Yes—I want to hear Tiiin ramg;g
Cain! He will raise Cuin all nght wi
this can of paint on. his neck I agrecd

by
T5iE Alagyer Laseany.—No. 1,623,
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TWoR oan fe——t

“Hats "

* ¥ou ehan't1”

“Will you lot wo pass, fathead?”
heoted TDob,

“"Nal" said Harry Wharton deoter-
minadly. “1I jolly well won't} ¥You're
nat geing to land yourself with a Head's
ﬁﬂ%ﬁmg Bag Lim, you fellows, and
walk lum off I”

Four pairs of hands grabbed at Bob.

No tember of the Co. had any
vbjectian in principle to a rag on the
Acid Drop. They did not like the
Acid Drop, and the Acid Drop did not
like them; and a cap of red paint on
Hacker's head would have entertained
them—but for the probable, almost cer-
tain, consequences, Thoy willingly
admitted that Hacker deserved it, and
miore; but they did not want Bob
Cherry hauled up before Dr. Locke for
a flogging! 8o, as Bob was too excited
and wrathy to take eare of himself, his
friends were going to take onre of him !

They grabbed at him, to walk him off
by main foreco for his own good!

But if Bob could not take care of

himself, he was not an casy fellow to
take core of! As lhis devoted pals
rrabbed himy, he gavo Harry Wharton o
shove with the can of paint in his right
hand that csused the captain of the
Remove to it down suddenly in
Masters’ Passage. With his left he
shoved Johnny Bull, and Johnny eat
down on Wharton's lege, bumping,

Almost in the twinkling of an eyo
ne shouldered Frank WNugent, who
stagpered cgainst the well, and started
up the passege with Hurree Jomset
Ram Singh clinging to his arm. A
twist of that arm and the Nabob of
Bhanipur was jerked over, felling on

nt3 knoes.
Bob, for ilio moment, was freal! In
that moment ho cut up the passage at &

speed he lad pever oxecelled on tho
foothall field |

Wharton and Johnny Bull scrambled
up.. Four juotors were left staring as
Nab reached the door of Mr. Hacker's
:-.l;udg up the pnﬂan‘gu.

“Oh!” gasped Johnny Bull, “The
cheelty assl After him |

Hacker's door opened and shut, Bob
therry disappeared into the master of
the Shell’a study. .

#The eilly ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton,

The Co. ecxchanged dubious looks.
Following Bob into Hacker's study and
renewinge the argument there was not
an aitractive idea. True, the masters
wero all in the library and the eoast
was ¢lear. But 8 rough-and-tumble in
a bealk’s ctudy was an awinlly serious
:natter. On the other hand, thiero wasz a
fearful row ahead of Bob Cherry if ho
got on with that raz on Hacker.

A fat figure_rolled round the corner
into Masters’ Passage while they stood
in doubt. Billy Bunter blinked nt
ithem through his big spectacles.

“0Oh, hore fdu pro | he said. 1 say,
vou fallows, I've been looking for you.”

“Go and look for somebody else|™
grunted Johnny Ball,

ARl T T capped H
'Rall away, Bunter I snappe arr
Wharton, ER ¥

“What about teat”

“Blow tea! Blow you! Blow away ¥

“1 say, vou fellows, are you ragging
hero ¥ asked DBunter, blinking at the
Co: curiously. “ Better not let Hacker
catch you at 1t

“Hacker’s at the Masters® Meeting,
fathead I¥

“Js he?” grinned Bunter. *“He ]jﬂ!l{p'
woll isn’t ! If he went, he jolly well left
early—] eaw him only a minute ago.”

Tue Micxer Lismany.—No. 1,623,

THE MAGNET

Four fcllows jumped.
“ What 1” exclaimed Harry, * Where #¥

i ing hera—-"

“Ob erumbs I

It was utterly dismaying news to the
Co. Hacker, of course, might have left
Masters’ Meeting early; only they had
not thought of 1t} he waz coming
there, as Bunter stated-——

There wes no “if® about it! They
did not hear Macker coming—the Acid
Drop was seldom heard coming. But
& lean fgure in cap and gown came
round the corner, hardly a minute after
Bunter—Hacker, evidently on his wa
to his study | The master of the Shell
stopped and fixed a cold eye oo the
flushed juniors.

“What are you Remove boya doin
here " he asked sharply. i 2

“0Oh1” stammered Harry, “Nothing
gpecial, sip——"

“You are porfeetly aware™ said Mr.
Hacker, “that juu'gar boys are not
n]lnwed’ to gather in thia passage. Go

n.wag at once.” 2 3

There was no help for it! Chasing
Bob into Haclker's studf was not
practical politicsa now. The Co. de-

parted from the spot—Billy Bunter
rolling after them; and Horace Hacker,
with a grunt, walked onm to his study
and opened the door thereof.

With Ins hand on the door he glanced
back along the pussage.

He was not surprised to sce a faco
peering round the corner; he suspected
that those juniors were up to something
in  that forbidden quarter. Harry
Wharton was looking round the corner
ﬁ the passage, onxzious for Bob!

nﬂkgr, with one hand on the door,
waved the other bony hand at hin:.

“Go away ot once, Wharton!” he
called out in his sharpest tones,

The face at the corner disappeared.
And Mr. Hacker, with a grunt, turned
to enter his siudy.

g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hacker’s Hoard [

OB CHERRY stared round wrath-
hﬂi{ as the door of Hacker's
study opened,

Bob was standing at the study

rising off the lid of the paint-
can, When the door opened he natur-
a.]lf supposed that his friends had
followed on, and he stared wrathiully,
oxpectmg to sco‘thém at the door.

Hao almost fell down at the sight of
Hacker.

Hackor, ho had supposed, was safe at
the meeting in the library with the other
beaks. Ho had supposed that he had
ample time on hand. That, evidently,
was an orror. There was Hacker| |

Had Mr. Hacker walked straight into

his_ study efter opening the door he
could not have failed to see the startled
junior there; but as it happened that
Iacker was looking down the passage
towards the corner where the Co. had
been, he did not immediately look info
the study after ﬂpr:mngithe doar,

Bob had a fow secon

He saw Hacker, but Hacker for the
moment did not see him.  Bob realised
that he was not yet seen, and he was
quick., Ono glimpse of that bony profile
was cnough for him.

He ducked.

In a sphit sccond his bead was below
the level of the study table; in one
sccond more he was under the table,
paint-can in hand,

Instinctively he had faken quick
cover. His friends’ dissuasions had had
no offect on him, but he knew what to

table,

cxpect if the Acid Drop spotied him
thers with the can of paint. ;

Hacker would wallk him off, cither o
Mr, Quelch, his Form-master, or to the
Head, and that box on the ear which
had Jisgrunﬂf:d him so much would
a mera nething compared with what
would follovw,

Under the study table Bob hardly
breathed. Ho supposed that Hacker
had come back for some paper or other
wanted at the Masters’ Meeting, The
sooner he got it and went, the better
Bob was going to be pleaaefi.

Hacker walked in,

Obviously he had not ecen Bob and
did not suspect that he was there.
Rather to Bob's dismay, he closed the
door; to his surprise snd furtheér dis
may, he locked it, That did not look
a8 if Hacker had come back to the
study for some per or other; it
looked as if he had come to stay.

Likewise, it looked as if Bob's game
wes up. He might remain concealed
for & few minutes; he could not remain
hidden if Hacker stayed in the at.udyt;
If Hacker sat down at the tablo Bo
would be in the woay of his feot. Bob
Cherry realised just then that he would
have acted more wisely in giving car to
the counsels of his friends. Ile realise
that rather too late for it to be of much
use to him. :

But Hacker did not sit at the table.
There was a desk in the corner of his
sludy by the window; he crossed lo the
desk and sat down st it

Bob did not stir.

But he had littla hope left. Hacker
had hiz back to him, but now that he
was sitting down he would sea under tha
table 1f he glanced round. All depended
on  whether the Acid Drop glaneed

round. _

However, Iacker did not glance
round yet. He took s key-ring from his
pocket, selected a key, and unlocked the
desk. From the interior of the desk
he tock a hittle tin box, which he al=o
unlocked,

Clink, elink, clink {

‘The musical sound of metal clinking
reached Bob's eara. He could only
wounder what Hacker was up to.

It was such & sound as miﬂllb have
been caused by some kid handling his
pmoney-box. But he could hardly sup-
Eﬂﬁﬂ'ihat a Form-master of Groyiriars

ept & money-box in hia desk,

¢ heard Hacker give a grunt.

The Acid Drop’s face was parily
turned, and he could see, starving from
under the table, that it was wrinklaed
with worried thought. And at the
same time he could hardly repress an
exclamation of surprise as he caught
tho gleam of gold 1n the sunshino from
the window. ) L .

Hacker was counting ¢oins 1n that tin
box at his desk—and they were gold
coins, Sovereigns |

Bob could only stare. Every now and
then he had seen that agreceble

re-War coin  the sovereign—long
Ea.nished from use and superseded by
printed noney. He had never expocted
to see a handful of them. Hacker had
o bony hand full, and was clinking them
back into the tin box, counting them as
the_y elinked. .

“Fifteen,” Bob heard bhim wmulter,
* Qafe so fart”

'Then Bob understood.

Hacker was not visiting a stora of
sceret wealth, counting it over like a
miser ; ha was simply ascertaining that
it was still safe—for singe the Greyfriars
prowler had been prowling at night iu
the school nobody was quite safe {rom
pilfering,

For weeks that prowler had prowled
and hod never been caught; he had



“0Ow! Ooooogh! Aytishoo! Grocoogh !* gurgled
cameé & Toar from the landing, as the fat Removite, clawing at a large mouth, tottered Irom Study No. 1.

nifered in  several masters’ rooims.
{acker evidently was not feeling wholly
ensy about that tin box in his desk and
i3 contonts.

The Acid Drop was B wortying man
by nature; ha worried hia Form and he
vorried himself; he indulged in worry
as if it were a sort of entertainment.

e worried about whether tho Income
Tax was going to risa, and whether
(Consols were going to fail. Ho worried
about whether there was ;:E-t-in%1 to be o
war—and even about whether ho would
pet damaged if there was s war!
Tiacker's porsonal safety seemed an im.
portant  thing—to Hacker—and Le
worried about it. He worried aboul
whether. there would be a food shoriane
if there was o war. IHe worried aboul
vihethor the banks would break, and
paper money lose ita value, No doubt
thak was why he had parked that fistful
of quids sceretly—like other nervous and
uncasy people, .

Now he had some moro cause for Lis
favourilc occupation — worry. The
mystery man of Greyfriars who prowled
by night had pinched from__several
studies. Supposs he selected IHacker's
ext !

Facker had parked that fistful of gold
coins for his own behoof—cortainly 2ol
for the prowler’s!

“The bank I Bob heard Lim mwiicr

Tiut hie shook his head.

Banks might be bombed if theve was
0 Wi nd Hacker, like so many
worriers, &lways fancied thal war was
just round the corner. Every time there
vas 4 crisis Hacker fancied that the
erash was coming. 1t never came—but
e always cxpecied it at the next crisie.

His litile hoard was safer under his
hand than in a bank that might be
lembed. On the other hand thore was
that mysterions prowler—prowling week
after week with imponity.

EVERY SATURDAY
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_Really it was quite an awkward silua-

tion for o worrying gentleman whoso
thoughts and cares werc wholly con-
centrated on himself,

Suddenly Hacker moved, and his
ﬂlﬁl:t:- £c]fm the direction of the study
1able.

His evos met Bob's—staring at him.

Hacker gave such a startled bound
at the amazing end unexpected siglt
that the tin box dropped from his hand,
the sovereigns scattered on his desk,
and two or threo dropped to the floor.

“Oh ! he gesped.

“Oht” echoed Boh.

Ilo was discovered.

He emerged from under tho table.
The game was up now with a vengeance.
]IIatl;:cr bad caught him—{fairly cought
L1117 &

“Cherry ' gasped Mr. Ilacker.

He roze from the desk. The cxpres-
sion oo his Face was almoest terrifying.
‘Che paint-can clutched in Bob's hand
waa in full view, It revealed why Bob
vwas there.  Haocker could guess now
why tho other junicrs had been waiting
at the corner of the passage; they had
kiown—ihough Hacker had not—that
Bob was in that study.

“You young rescal” exclaimed
Hacker. 1lo clutched o cane from his
table. “Cherry, I shal—"

lie poused as one of the [allen
sovereigns gleaming in the spring sun-
light caught Lia eye on the floor. He
:.aLe.-t-;{r:d and piclked it up; he picked up
another and anothse,

Bob watched him. Hacker replaced
the coins in the tin box end closed the
?E-EIL o turned to Bob with a flushed
ace.

The canc was gripped almost convul-

sively in lis hand.  Plainly he was
vearning to lay it round the junior
thoe etudy., But he did not—and Boh

wondered why be did.pot. Certlainly it

Bunter, **Ow ! Beasts! Pip-plp-pepper 1** *'Ha, ha, ha [ ¥

was nmot for the master of the Bhell to
cane & temove man; he should have
takon him to his Form-master. But it
was not that consideration that gave
Hacker pauss,

“Cherry "' His voice came gasping.
" ‘E’uu—:jruu have beon—been spring on—

Bob flushed crimson.

“I've been doing nothing of the kind
—and you know it1” he almost ehouted.
“I couldn’t Lelp eceing you at your desk
83 I was hera] I came here to rag your
study becanso you smacked my hend—
and you jolly well know ik 1"

Ho expecled, the ewish of the cane
after that—but the cane did not awish |

“¥Yon—ryou saw—" breathed Mr,
Hacker.

“How could T help it?” snopped Bob.
“Think I was going to let you spot mo
liete if I could help 1t 1"

Mr. Hacker's eyes glittered at him.
SLill he held his temper in check, ond
the canc did not riso

*Cherry, you deserve severo punish-
ment—the severcst punishment! But—
but I do not care to have this—this
matter tattled up and down tho echool.
1f—if I can trust you not to tattle about
{hna—"

“0Oh ! said Bob, IHo understood now.
Hacker naturally did not want his
secret slore of quids to become the talk
of (ireyiriars. He did not want to see
aareastic siniles on maosters’ foces n
Common-voom. Ho did not wani to
become o standing joke among the fags.
He wanted Bob to say nothing about
those cquids. ‘That was why the cane
did not whop! “Oh, I'm not a chaiter-
Lox, sir! I'm not going to cackle about
anything I've seen here—"

Hacker's sharp oyes searched his face.

Sharp and suspicious as the Acid Drop
Tne Magyer Laerant.~No. 1.623.
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wan, even he could not quite distrost
that honest face,

“If o1 iva ma our word
. I 8 ¥ .

"Eertnin'ff. gir 1*

“I—I shall trust you~———=**

“I'm not a taitler, sirl” said Bob. *“I
shall say nothing! Why should I

Hacker gave him ancther searchin
laok., Then ha crossed to the deor, an
unlocked it

“Vary welll” ha said. “ You may gol”

Maver had a fellow been gladder to
gol  Bob could hardly believe m hi
ood luck as Hacker's door closed after
riin.

S

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Bad Luck For Loder!

ERALD LODER, of the 8ixth
IForm at Greyfriars, sat at the
side windew in the Prefects’
Room—and seowled.

Near at hand was ‘the ielephone.
Every now and then Loder's eyes turned
on that instrument, and it was plamn
ihat he was expecting a call, Wher: he
wea not locking at the telephone, he
looked out of the wifillow; not because
ho was specially interested in anything
in the quad, but chiefly to keep his face
turned from other fellows in the I're-
focts’ Boom. :

Loder's face was not merely ill-tem-
pered. It was uneasy, apprehensive;
and he did not want other seniors to
notica that he was in the unhappy state
called the jittars.

His pals, Walker and Carne, had
spoken to 'him—rf_-ﬂeiving only a grunt
by way of reply. Upon which, Walker
and Carne had walked awsay rather in-
dignanily, leaving FEoder to himseli.
"ﬁgn?ker and Carne were prefzcts. but
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Loder had lost that rank, and their idea
was that the chap might at least be
eivil; ho no longer had any right in the
Prefects’ Bonm at all, unless a prefect
asked him in.

Loder, however, clearly had no
civility to waste, even on his pals. IHa
was glad when tfhey went, and he would
have bean glad if the other fellows In
the room had pone; he did not want
other ears to hear his phone call, when
it came. But the three or four Sixth
Form men in the room showed no sign

of going. ]

e scowled again more blackly az he
locked from the window. A Remove
junior passed in his view: Herbert
f*ﬂmm]. mith, the Bounder of Groy-
TIATS.,

It was .Emilhi? whom Loder had sus-
poected—and still suspected—of being the
mysterious prowler. 8o certain had
Loder felt of that, that he bad taken
messures to prove his case which had
ovoked the wrath of the headniaster,
ond cauged him to be degraded from his
rank of prefect. Bagging a fellow's
keys and searching his box was not the
sort of thing that Dr. Locke ected
from his prefects. Loder had relied on
proving his case to justify his methods;
but he had failed to prove itk.

But Loder did not blame his own
methods Tor his fall—he blamed Smithy,
and ha gave him the blackest of black
looks as he sauntered past that window.

Herbert Vernen-Smith, catching sight
of the scowling face, grirmed at 1t, and
paused, coming nearer the window,
which was open.

“What the dickenas are wvou doing
there, Loder?” he asked.

Loder stared and scowled.

“What do you mean,
voung cad ** he snapped.

“You're not o prefect now—what are

you cheeky

qT.

Squad, *shup!

thelr lives .

not wanted en the islapd | Why ?
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But was Cheerinl

you doing in the Prefects’ Room? Wait-

mi for Wingate to turl you out i
Loger breathed hard and deep. In
hizs days as a prefect he wuuh:? havo

called the Bounder in and given him mx

for that! Now he could no more give

Bmithy eix than Bmithy could giwa im

aix! The glory had departed from the

House of Israel, so- to speak!

tﬁ‘g’nu cheeky young cub!” he mut-
red.

“¥ou cheeky Bixth Form swabl” re-
torted Bmithy. And ke walked on,
laughing, leaving Loder looking blacker

ever. or of the Sixth had a
lot of this sort of thing to put up with
from cheeky juniors. In hia days of
power he had wielded the official ash
rather too freel him popular

y to make
in the Lower School.

Ho glanced at the telephons apgain.
S4ll no ring came, and he turned once
more to the window. From that side
window he had a view of a row of tall
windows—those of the Masters’ SBtudies.
Hies glance fell on one window at which
a bhony figure was visible. He scowled
once more at the sight of Mr Hacker
in_his study. .

Hacker ']:zad given. him no special
offence—he had nothing to do with the
Sixth, 8till, ke did not like Hacker—
few fellows did, if any. And he was in
a mood to scowl at anybody or anything.
Loder was up against a spot of trouble
;rml: unconnected with the sport of

Ingo.

ﬂgf-h:}n and often had Loder's gee-gees
let him down. He had an unusually

enerous allowance, but quite a lot of
it went in backing losers. Btill, he
hugged the elusive hope of that wornde:.
ful winner which was going to reesup
all hia losses, and put him in fnnds

again.

If Cheerful Charley won that after-
noon, Loder was ingi to be on velvel.

arley going to win?

The sportsman of the Sixth had felr
quite assured of it when he backed than
gea-ges, Since then doubts had accrued
—for the price had lengthened nd
lengthened.

He had backed that gee-ges at four 10
one—hut later, he could have got seven
or eight to one, which showed what the
bookies thought of his chances. Anid,
in the hope of seeing himself clear by «
big win, Loder had put his zhirt oo
Cheerful Charley! If the brute let Liim
down, Loder really did not know what
was going to happen!

That was why he was waiting, anxions
and zeowling, for a telephone call. If
only it would come—and put him oui of
his anxiety! till it did not come, and
for want of something bettor to do, he
astared across at Hacker's window, at the
master of the Shell. He was not in the
least interesled in Hacker, but IHacker
was the only person in his view.

Suddenly, howover, he became a litile
interested. Hacker, who was seated at
z desk wear his stndy window, made a
sudden hound. He had something in his
hand which had hitherto been hidden
from sight=-but as he jumped up it fell
from his hand, and Loder saw what it
was—a small tin hoxl

That was not all that Lodor saw! In
startled surprise, he caught a gleam of

old as a number of sovereigns fell from
%a falling box.

It was only a glim but Loder had
seen it. But for Hacker'a sudden bound,
he would bave zeen and neticed nothing,
exeept that the master of the Shell was
sitting at his desk. Now, however, he

it

Laoder stared, and his lip eurled.

It was like that nervous old ass Hacker
{0 keep a handful of guids parked in his
Jdezle, he reflocted.



Hacker disappeared from his sight,
moving farther back in his study. Loder
turned once more to the telephons. He
wondered if that ring would cver come,
nnd whether he was ever going to get
news of Cheerful Charlay!

“ Loder " a

Wingate of the Sixth hed come inta
the Profects’ Room. He glanced round,
and camo across to Loder.

“Wollt” rapped Laoder.

Tho captain of the school was the very
last fellow he wanted at hand when that
phone call came! 8Sixth Formm men,
whether prefects or not, were not sup
posed o get racing news over the tele-
phone: aud George Wingate was head
prefect, as well as captain of Greyfriars.

“I've been going to speak to vou,
Loder.” Wingate stood by the window,
and lie spoke in a rather subdued voice,
so as not to bo heard by the othor
seniors in ihe room.

“Another time,” mutlered Loder.

“NWo time like the present,” said
Wingato, “and you don’t zeem fearfully
busy ab the momont. I a raiher serious
matter, Loder.”

Loder, Lreathing hard, hoped that
{hat tein:»]:hnnu eall would not come
throngh now, anxious as he was to hear

ik,

“Wall, ent it short!” he grunted.
“What's the row ™

“1 don't know whether there may be
a row!" said the Greyfriars captain
quietly, * That depends on you. I want
to know whether you've had &nit.hing
to do with that shady sweep Crocker al
the Ablbot's Spinney.”

Lodar staried.

“0f course not!” ho slammered. “The
Head's put the spinney oub of bounds
finge Bportsman Crocker et up there.
Think I'm o fag to go sneaking out of
bounda ¥

“That man Crocker,” said Wingate,
10 the same quiet lone, “is a bad all
through. He's an old boy of Greyiriars,
oxpelled twenty yeoars Béi? for pub-
erawling, followed by pin mgl, Every-
hedy knows that he's come back and
Gxed himsell almost at the school gates,
cut of malice towards the Head. But
Lhat's not all™

Well ¥ prunted Loder.

“It's more than suspected that e has
wangled dealings with Greyfriars fellows
—smuggling in cigarettes, and taking
bets for fellows who ought to know
botter. Are you ono of those fellows?”

“That question’s an  insult!”  wmul-
tored Loder. *“Porhaps vou think wou
can tzlk to me g3 you like, now I'm no
longer a prefect."

“Y1 don't want to rub that in! But—
fellows have been seen fhere, and ab
least oneo sentor was seen scutiling away
the other day—Hacker was passing il
place, and actually saw him.”

Loder sot his lips.

“That meddling old poat! Hacker's
always discoverinug some  mare's-nesh.
He's had & row with Quelch this term,
from fancying that some Remove kids
wore up to something—Wharten and his

gang__ W
"1 know DBut what bie saw, he saw,”
pnswercd Wingate. “He docsn’t elaim
to identifv the fellow. He knows that it
was 8 senior, that's all. DBut it’s rather
& sorions matter, Loder, so I made somo
inquiries, and 've found that you were
cut of gates at the time, and, so far as
I can find, - n other man in the Bixth
TR,

“Might have been a Iifth
man,” suggested Loder,

1t might bhave been, of course,” said
Wingate s pwli; “There are one or two
bad hats 1o Prout’s Form., But—"

M But you're rather sure it was a
Bixth Form man=—cepecially one named

Farm

fects,
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Is:ﬂ& r?"” gpneered tho sportsman of the
ixth,
“No; I only want to know.”
“Well, you know now I've told vou.”
“Leave it at that, them,” said Win-
ato. “’I’m bound to take wvour word.
gt—"
Buzzrzezzz |
It was the telophone
_ Wingate broke off, turned to the
instrument, and picked up the receiver,
er made a8 convulsive movement.
That call wes for him. It might, of
course, be a call for some other fellow—
mhnps for Wingate himeelf. But as
er was sitting there, waiting for a
call, ready to grab the receiver at t}ur{-.
tirst tinkle, the probability was that it

was tho call he was expecting. And
Wingate was taking it!
There was no help for it. The head

;)l'ﬂfﬂﬂt naturally took up the receiver as
v was thero, Loder dared not claim
the call. If it was the ome he wes ex-
pect:p‘i. he had to deny all knowledge of
i, with Wingate on the spot.

“Hallo I” camo a6 voice

der . was negr enough fo :
wall as Wingate, and he shivered as he
recognised the volce. It was his ecall
“Halle! Is that you, Loder?”

Wingata'a faco had a sudden, startling
change. Hpe lmew that voice as well as
Gerald Loder., He had heard it often
enough when Rendolph Crocker, the dis;
reputable old boy of Greyfriars, had
butted in ot the school, to make himself
offensive there.

Wingate's face set hard.

He answared, very distinetly :

“No, Mr. Crocker, it's not Loder!”
And he jammed back the receiver, cut-
ting off.

Loder sat very etill, He hardly dared
raiz0 his eyves as Wingato turned to hum.

It was a rolief thet the Greyfriars
caplain had cut off o sharply. He had,
at all evonts, heard nothing about
Cheerful Charley or Lantham races.
But he know that Sporiaman Crocker
bad rung up Loder on the telephone in
the FPrefects’ Room. Loder’s heart
almost ceazed to beat as he felt Win-
gatd’'s oves on his face.

“Well i zaid Wingate grimly.

“Well ¥ muttered gLe:rde-r huskily,

“You've just told me that you don’t
know that man Crocker.™

111 dﬂn’t I”

“Cracker’s just asked for yon on the

hone * ]

“Like his cheekl 1 know nothing
about it,” broathed Loder. *Qne of his
triclks, i supposo. He's always up to
something to make himself a nuisance.”

Thoers waa a brief silence,

“Very well,” said Wingale, st laszk.
““Lot it go at that for the present. You
had better be careful, Loder. And
don't come inte this room again, unless
the Head puts you back ﬂmn% the pre-

ether you know Crocker or
not, you're not going to geb any more
calls ‘on this phone, If you've got any
sense, Loder, you'll take a tip from
this, and steor clear of bad trouble.”

Loder, without roplying, rose from
the window-seat sod walked out of the
Profects Hoom.

He had bad a narrow escape, and for
soing time that was suflicient to fill his
thoughts.  But the pressing gquestion
roturted to his harassed mind., Had
Cheerful Charley won, or hadn’t hel
He was not going to learn the result
of the four o'cloeck at Lantham by tele-

hona now, that was clear. And (ierald
F.n-dnr at last put on his hat and walked
down to the gates. Risk or no risk, he
had to know, 8o much depended on the
performance that afterncon of that un-
certain gee-gee, Cheerful Charley ]

through :
hear 1t as

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Whosa Overcoat ?

(¥4 N overcoati™
A “¥os, "
“On the statpe ¥

“That's it.”

“How very odd!” said Jares Duck,
the now juuniors in {he  (reyiriars
Reomove, with his inpocent blink through
iz steel-rimmed glasses

“Ha, he, he " from Billy Burnter.

“Shut up, Bunter! What are you
cackliug at?” snapped Bkinner.

“He, he, hel™ cackled Bunler, un
haeding. ]

Other follows in the group in the guad
did not find it easy (o repross o chuokle,
but they tried hard. They did not
want to spoil Skinner's jape on thai
simple new kid, James Duck, :

iere wore a dozen BRemovo fellows 1n
the crowd They were standing by the
fountain in the gquad. Iv the muddle of
the big granite basin rose o stone statue
—eonsiderably defaced hy tima and
weather, but said fo be fhat of some
ancient governor of Greyfriars. James
Duck blinked at that stonc statue, and
then blinked at Skinner.

Harold Skinner’s faco was qe:rfﬂﬂﬂ‘_lr
serious  Skinner could keep his faco
siraight when he was telling the tale
But the tale he was tolling the duffer of
tha Remove made it difficult for tle
other fellows o keep straaght fnees, It

was too much for Billy Bunter. Ife
cackled explosively.
“Every now follow is expected to de

it,” explained S8kinner. *1It's a sort of
test of pluck, scc? You've got pluck,

Duck.” ]
“It's =0 nico of you_to eay o,
Skinner ! bleated Jamcs Duck.

“0Oh, yes; I'm a nice chap!” gasped
wshkinner, “Well, get on with it, old
chap. We're all waiting to seo you do
it. Cut in and feteh your overcoat, and
siick it on the stafue. Every new fellow
does it, and fellows really won't respeet
vou if you funk it.*

The juniors gazed at Duck, James
Duck was well known, by this time, to
be an absplute rss—thy biggest dud .ond
duffer that had ever happened in the
Groyiriars Romove. Even Billy Dunter
was no fool, compared with Duck. But
it seemed hardly crodible that even an
ass like Duck could be taken in with a
tale like this.

But Duck scemed to have no donbts.

“Thank you,eo much for telling me,
Skinner 1”7 he said gratefully. “I will
go and fetch an overcoat at once.”

And the fathead of the Form ambled
off to the House. )

“Oh, my hat!” ciocnlated Bob
Cherry, who was in the crowd round
the fountain., ““Ts cven that ass silly ose
crough for that?”

“Isn’t ho silly ass cnough for any

thing 7* ehuckled Vernon-Smith,
“ Absolute  idiot!” said DBolsover
major.

“I sav, you fellowsz, famey Duck
elimbing up there and sticking Lis over:
cont on the governor's statue ! pgasped
Billy Bunter, “Oh crikey ! Tig, he, ha!”

“Ha, ha, hal" ;

“Woll, he’s a coughdrop, and no mis-
take !” said Bob Cherry, Inughing.
“DBut you'd better not let him do it,
Skinner. There'll bo a row if & benk
spots an overcoat on that olly old
image.” ;

“Phat's  Duck’s lool-oni!”  enid
Skinner, shrugging his shoulders. “Ten
to one he wi F never get it therg; he
will flop into the water.”™ _

“A hundred to one, T think!™” said
{he Bounder. “That clumsy ass falls
aver his own fect I” Cutel: kim climbing
up on Lthai statue |

P Tue Magwer Lipgant~Nn, 1,625,



¥ hold himself on, an

8

“ You snut up, Cherry 1” said Bolsover

major. "Don't you spoil a jape. A
ducking won't hurt Duck—do him
good 1"

“I zay, you fellows, ho will get wet |V

chortled Bunter. “Ha, he, ho I”
“Hallo, hallo, hsallol Hero ho
comea [

James. Duck como cuiting back from
the House with an overcoat over his
arm. He dropped it=in a puddle—as
he came, which was just like that clumay
ass Duck, and evoked a chortls from the

Removites. He picked it up again,
slung it over his arm, and came pant-
ing up.

“Now, go it]"™ said Bkinner. “Not
funky, what ™

“{h, no; not at all 1 bleated Duck.

“Oh- crumbs I murmured Bob, *1s
he_really fool enough ! :

Evidently James Duck was! With
the cout slung over his shoulder, he
clambered on the broad granite rim of
the fountsin, He stood there, watched
by every eye, blinking at the stone
statue in the centre. It was a wide
bagin, and quite & wood jump was re-
nired to laod on-the pedestal on which
the statue stood, just above the level
of the water,

That narrow stone ledge was wet and

]:- . A fellow ‘landing on it was
un{ too likely to slip off before he
could get a safe grasp on the statie and
| few fellows would
have liked to risk it. Skinner himself,
certainly, would never have willingly
taken it on.

No one cxpected Duck to make the
jump aafely. They fully expected him
to splash down into the fountnim, over-
coat ‘and all. James Duck, the dud of
the Form, waa really the least likely
follow at Greyfriars to perform such a
difficult feat suceessfully.

The juniors watched him sagerly. Ha
rmado & sudden jump, but, te the gencral
F:;i_‘{!riau, no splash followed,

ifficult as that jump was, James
Duck landed lightly on the stone ledge
Ly tho statue, and gresped the lafter,
getting a safe hold.

“Oh, my heat]” ejoculated Bkinner,
rather blankly.

“That chap ean't he such o fool as
ha looka!™ exclaimed Bob., * Blessed if
I'd like to make that jump !"

“"Fools have Iluok!™ remarked the
Bounder.

“T say, wvou fellows, he'll in,
jumping back 1” chuckled Billy Bunter.,

" i o goes " said Bob.

Duck was clambering on the statue.

He seemed unexpectedly active for a
dud and a duffer, He held on safely
enough, while ha draped tho overcoat
round the stone baek and buttoned the
eollar round the statue’s stone neck,

“Ha,. ha, ha 1"

The juniors howled at the sight of that
aneient statue with an overcoat onl It
was tho firet time i1t had ever been so
clad | James Duck looked round owl-
ishly through his steel-rimmed glaszses,
as if surprised by the laughter.

“Is that right, Skinner " he ealled.

“Ha, kal That's right!™ chortled
Bkinner. “Leave it there for the
fellows to see! Now coma back,”

James Duck s=erambled down the
statue and stood on the narrow ledge
with his back to it._The juniors watchad
him breathlessly. Ha had te jump back
across tha wide hasin flowing with
water, and fand on the granite rim—and
hardly & fellow could heve done that
without a slip.  Skinner cheerfully
antigipated seecing him plump back-
wards into the water.

He jumped, and landed—but he did
not ﬁlump backwards! Ha threw his
weight forward, and leaped down to the
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rourrd with the same movemont? Por-

apa 1t was clumsiness that madda him
crash into Bkinner! Perhaps it was
not! Anyhow, he did ocrash inte
Skinner, sending that playful youth
spinning backwards, with a startled yell

LT

Skinner landed on his back! Duck
landed on Skinner! And all the other
fellowa roared with laughter,

“¥ou silly chump " howled Skinner,
atru%‘jghng to his feet.

“My dear Bkinner——" gasped Duck.

“You blithering fathead [

Skinner had had a rather heavy
Lump! PBut ha drew consolation from
the sight of the overcoat draping the
statuo ! Fellows were coming up from
all sides, as that ancient governor o
Greyfriars was spotted in hia new
garment,

“Ea, ha, ha!"” roared Coker of the
Fifth., “Who's done that "

“What silly ass did that?” howled
Hobzon of the Shell.

Duek blinked at them,

“I did 1" he answered. " Don't new
fellows always have teo put an overcest
on that statpe ! Skirmer said zo0.™

“ Ha, ‘ha, ha 1" roared Coker.

“0Oh gad!” welled Temple of the
Fourth., *“0Oh, my nnliv Aunt Sem-
pronia! Have you really stuck your
overcoat on that Fn]l:r; old governori™

“"Eh? No, it's not my overcoat!™
sald Duck simply.

Skinner jumped,

“WNot your overcoati” he exclaimed.
“¥ou silly fathead, have you stuck
somebody  else’s overcozst on that
statue ?"

“Ind it have to be my own overcoat 1
asked Dueck simply. *I1 thought that
any overcoat would do, so took
yourg=——-"

1] whn‘“tfll

“Yours [

“ Mine | shrieked Bkinner.

“¥es, yoursl” said Duck, blinking at
him. *Isn't it just as good as mine, for
sticking on the statua?™

“Ha, ha, ha !" came a roar.

Skinner's expression, as he gazed st
James Duck, made the juniors fairly
shriek.,

Greyirfars overcoats conformed to a
regulation pattern. There was lhitle to
distinguish one from another, except the
nama on the tag sewn inside the collar,
Bkinner, and overybody else, had taken
it for granted that the fathead of the
Form would fetch his own overcoat!
Not for an instant had Skinner dreamed
that Le bhadn't! But—evidently—he

hadn’s!
“Mum-mum-my coat-—mym-mum-my
overcoat 1V stuttered Skinner. * You-

you-you've stuck my overcoat up on that
statue 1"

“Ha, ha, hal" yelled Bob Cherry.
“Skinner’s coat! Ha, ha, hal! You
can get it down again, Skinner 1 Mind
vou_don't splash whon you jump I

“Ha. ha, hal”

* You—you—you—-—"" gasped Skinner.
“Get that coat back at once, vom
dummy 1” )

“ Lidn't Tm: say it had o stay there
for the fellows to sea?" asked Jomea
Duck innocently.

“HMa, ha, hal™

“Qet it down, or I'll smash youl®
yelled Skinner.

The joke waa quite spoiled for Skinner
now! Every other fellow was howling
with merriment—not Skinner! Skinner
seerned to be trying to look like o demon
in a pantomime.

Jamez Duck shook his head.

“Oh, no! [ might fall into tho
water 1” ke bleated. “T've put it up,
Skinner, as you told me! You can get
it dewn.’”

§ walked away.

“Ha, ha, hal™

" (Get it down, or I'll knock your silly
spees through the bock of your silly
hegd 1" yelled S8kinner.

“¥ou jolly well won't1"” grinned Bob
Cherry, and he grabbed Bkinner’s collor
as the cnraged practical joker pranced
up to James Puck, with brandished figts.
“You leave Duck alone, old hean "

“Legeo 1" howled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Bob Cherry did not let go! Ie had

a good grip on Skinner’s collar, and he
kept it | ally, 1t hardly looked as if
James: Duck's life wonld be eafe, if

Skinner was lot go just then i

Duck blinked st Bkinmer, owlishiy
through his steel-rimmed glasses, and
He disappoared out of
gates. He left the crowd in the guad
staring at tho overcoat—Bkinner's ovor-
coat—draped on tho statue, and yellin
with laughter, MNot till James Duck hmﬁ
disappeared from the seene did Bab
Cherry let go of 8kinner’s collar.

“Who's going t that coat back
for mai” gaaj:ngd ]{Eﬁhar.

" Echo answers whal” chuckled Bob.

“*Ha, ha, hal”

Skinner glared up at the coat1 Round
him the juntors rosred—and in the
midst of the hilariona crowd, Skinner
stood glaring et ‘his coat—the most
exasperated practical joker over)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder Takes The Knock !

ODER of the Sixth caught hLis
breath.

Ho was standing at the back

door of the hut on the Albot's

sSpinney at the cerner of Friardale

Lane. Twica ho had tapped at that

door, without responsa from within, Hbg

was sbout to tap a third time;, when o

figure came round the corner of the
little wooden building.

Whether Randolpll Crocker had got
back from Lantham or not, Loder did
not yet know Ho hoped that he had—
he was feverishly anxious for news of
his winner—or loser! Bub if Crocker
was not there, Loder had to wait, and
was going to wait—aafo enough from
general view, behind the hut.

Ho had not approached the hut from
the lane. He dared net risk being seen
—eospeciallyr sinca ba had learned from
Wingate that the sharp-eyed master of
the Bhell had spotted him there once,

Loder had errcled through fields and
meadows and reached the spinney from
the direction of the river-hank, creeping
acrosa to tho back of tha hut, never for
a moment in sight from Friardale Lene,

If he had to wait for Crocker’s return,
he was, he fancied, esafe enaugh there;
and he was utterly startled when a
figure came cutting round the hut from
the front garden on the lane.

His heart stood. still, with the dread
that it was Wingate of the Sixth, Ii
Wingate suspected why he had gone out,
so soon after that intercepted telephone-
call—

Gerald Loder felt quite sick, for a
second, at the thoungat of gmng u.f
before Dr. Locke; to answer to his head-
master, not only for bresking hounds,
but for having dealings with that dis-
graceful old %Gj’, Randolph Cracker,
whose presence near the echeol was a
source of perpetual  irritation and
annoyance to the Head.

If it was Wingate coming—

But it was not Wingatol It was a
junior who caiite gutting round the hut
and dawned on Loder's sight a few
momants after he heard his {ootsteps,

Loder dropped hia hand, which hed



i

it
|

* That seoundrel Crooker Is. on the phone, Loder,”” sald Wingate, ** and he refuses to fake no for an answer, I'm head-

ect, and I've no t to keep it dark. But——'' ** Give me a ghance ! ™ pleaded Loder. ** Let me shut the brute
preect el d ofl—and have done with him ! **

beon lifted to knock; and fixed a savage
glare on the newcomer.

He know the fellow by sight, though
Le had never taken any notice of him—
& moon-faced young booby named Duck,
now that term in the ove. He was
not st all the sort of fellow Loder would
have expected to ese there—that is, on
an errand like his ownl He more than
euspacted that %ﬁmt&man Crocker had
dealings with other Greyiriars fellows
a3 well as himself, but certainly he could
not suspect that sheepish-looking booby
of being ono of them.

Jamez Duck pave guite o start at tha
gight of Loder.

“Oh!” he ojaculated, coming to &
quick halt. !

He had run round tho hut, evidently
realising, booby 58 he was, that a fellow
breaking bounds in that direction had
better get out of sight as fast ss he
could ; and the hut was actually within
view of somo high windowz at the
school.

What ho wanted thers Loder could
not pguess; unless it was merely
thoughtless curicsity on the part of a

priticularly stupid fap. But whatever
ﬁa wanted, 1t was awlkward for the
sportsman of the Sixth., Gerald Loder

id not want to be spotted there—even

so inconsiderable a person g3 a new
kid in the Lower Fourth

“You young rascal, what are you
doing heret” exclaimed Loder, in his
maost bullying tone, " Don't you know
this place is out of bounds?”

“Oh, yes!" bleated Duck.

ou " :

“What! Den’t give mo sny cheek !
Clear off at once!™ snapped Loder.
“Are vou waiting to be whopped #"

“Has the Head made rou a prefect
ngaﬂp, Liodert¥ asked Dueck, blinking
ot hm,

“ Don’t
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Loder sct hia lips. Ho would have

ut down eguch & question from the

ounder to cheek—from Duck he attri-
buted it to stupidity. But it irritated
him just the same. He made a stride
towards the new junior, who jumped
back with groat activity.

That jump took him past the corner
of the uilﬁing and into the open.
Loder did nov follow him. Had he
dona so ho would have been in the
open, too, and in view from the road,

erhaps from tho school. He did not

are to take the risk.

He stood where he was, still in cover,
and glared at the sheepish-faced new
junior in steel-rimmed glasses,

“Do you want me to report you to
your Form-master, Ducle?* ho breathed.

“But yon can't mﬁ:n:.-rt me to Quelch,

the

Toder t™ bleated innocerit Duck.
“Dnlg prefects can report fellows—it
would be sneaking in any other chap!

Are you a sneak, Loder®”

Loder almost choled.

“I could report you to the Head, ns
much as you could report me to Queleh,
Loder I went on James Duck. * Now
vou're not & prefect, you know !

Loder was quite well awarce of that.
He glared at James Duck.

& 'ﬁ’ii! you get out?” he said, be-
tween hiz teoth. IDrefect or not, Loder
would cortainly have whopped Duck of
the Remove jast then—but for the neees-
?iif of keeping out of sight from the
ane.

“Oh, yes, certainly, Loder 1" bleated
Duck. 'llrfx Uncle Perey has told me
never to stay where I nm not wanted.
If you don't want mo here, I will go
away Bt onco, Lader.”

And James Duck
Loder's relief.

James Ducl, ns a matler of fact, had
business at the hut on tho spinney which

went—much  to

could not be cnrried out while a Grey-
friars RBixth Former was on the spot,
though Loder certoinly did mot thinlk
of guessing that for & moment.

But there was no answer from within,
and he had to concludo that Randalpl:
Crocker had not yet got back from
Luntham. i

He waited impatiently, The hut
sereened him from the road, but since
Duck had chanced on tho spot, ho did
not feel so safe as before. Hoe moved
nbout restlessly as the minutes dragged

¥ .

But he did not go. o could not gol
He had to know whether Cheecriul
Cherley had won or lost. If Cheerful
Charley had won, he had no smaller o
sum than forty pounds to droaw {from
Crocker. But if Cheerful Charley had
lost, he had ten pounds to pay to Raen-
dﬂiﬁah Ermku—tia bet having been
made on tick.

In the former cnse, Loder was re-
lisved from all his financinl troubles
and set-up for the rest of the ierm. In
the latter case, he hardly knew what
he was going to do—for he had not so
many shillings as he was due to poy
pounds, Putting his shirt on that horso
had been rather a desperate venture.

Cuite 8 lot of Loder’s cash had gono
Crocker’'s way in the past fow weeks
—and no doubt the Bportsman suppozed
that he was good for a lot more, or ho
would not have booked o bet on tick.
But Loder was not good for morc—ho
was at the end of his fether.

1t seemed an age to Loder beforo hn
heard a sousid on the farther side of the
hut—Crocker had returned oand was
letting himself in st the front door.

er hardly weited for him to get
inzide before he startad rapping of the
back door again. i
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He heard a sound of footsteps within
and a holt was drawn and the back
door was open.

It was not 8 pleasant face
looked out at Loder.

Randolph Crocker bad hard features
and a large, heavy, ragged moustache.
He wore a hat low over his brow and
a spotted muffler round his neck, wel
up round his ears and his chin.

Loder could see little more than half
his face; but be could read on it an
expression of the bitterest temper. He
did not need telling that the Sports-
man bhad hlmscﬁf ad bad luck at
Lantham races thet afterncon.

“Oh! ¥oul” grunted Crocker.

He made 8 d thing out of
Gorald Loder—and was generally civil.
But in his present mood he had no
c:'g'i_litj to spare for Loder or anybody
ekea.

“Cheerful
breathed Loder.

“Nol*

Loder almost staé; red,

)

that

Charley—he's  woni®

“Lost 1" bo ashed huskily.

" Not even placed V' grunted Crocker.
“You'd have known sooner if I'd Bi.ﬂt
my call through. Somebedy elsa
an .H“_'_?J

“Lost 1" ropeated Loder dazedly.

Now that it had happened, ho knew
that ha had been i‘:c:l'pe-:tiug it; he had
cxpected it, dreaded it, ever since he
had seen the odds against that wretched
horsa Iengthuninﬁ, ut it ceme like a
stunning shock, all the same.

*I've said sol” grunted Crocker,
“You owe me ten quid ! Short reckon-
ings make long friends. Btep in, Mr.
Loder1 I'll be flad of the money—
I'va. had the foulest vf luck, and I'm
fairly on the beach!”

Loder gave him 2 dazed look, If
the Sportsman was on the beach, Loder
was not likely to help him out of that
undesirable rédidence. Loder had not
five shillings in his pockets,

“I eaid “Step inl'*Y pttered
Crocker, eycing him unpleassntly and
gyspiciously. i

Loder's look, doubiless, told bkim
what to expect, and an extremely ugly

ression came over his hard face.
exp ver his hard £

‘I—1—I—1 can't setitle now!” mut-
tered Loder. “Sorry—I can’t! You'll
have to wait & bit, Crocker "

“I've told you they cleaned me out at
Lantham, &nd I can’t wait|"” said the
Sportsman roughly. “Don't talk like
s fool!l The loser pays! Btep in and
gettle: and have done with it]”

%1 ean't1” muttored Loder.

“ When, then?* snarled Crocker.

*I—I-=I don’'t know 1"

“Don't youl" said tha disreputabla
old boy of Greyiriars. grimly. “Then
my agdvice to you is to find out gr&tty
quick! Better comme along with the
cash to-morrow if you don’t want mae
to woalk in at Greyiriors and collect it.”

“T—look here—— 4

Slam |

Crogker shut the door in Loder’s
face, The wretched sportsman of the
Bixth almost tottered away

A quarter of an hour later, James
Duclk, at the school gates, saw Loder
como in—and his eyes, which were very
keen behind those steel-rimmed glasses,
read his faes keenly. Loder did not
even_notice him standing there—he was
too deeply engrossed in hiz own miser-
abla ughts,

But James Duck noticed Loder—
nobieed him  very keenly—and  his
glanco was half contemptuous, half-
compassionaty .o it followed him.
Loder of the Bixth was a hully and he

Tne Misxer Lisnany.—XNo, 1,623,

1 RAEE—"
“Bhut up, a3 |?

THE MAGNET

was 8 bad hat—but if ever a fellow
looked as if ho had taken the knack
Loder did !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Ramove Datective I

“1 mean Duock—" said

. Harry Wharton.

" Stick to Duck, then!”
Prep was over in the Remoave

studies, Frank Nugent had left Stud
No. 1, and goma down with Bug
Uherrﬁ:&Jnhnn}r Bull, and Hurree Jam-
set m  Singh. Harry Wharton
remained—with tho new junior, James
Duck.

Wharron's eyes were on the face of
James Duck curiously.

Often and often during the past few
days the captain of the Romove had
scanned that face, trfing' to pick out a
resemblance to that of Jack Drake, once
of the QGreyiriars Remove. But ha
waa unable to trace it, though ho knew
—alone of all the Remove fellows—
that James Duck was the Jack Drake
he had onco known.

It was by accident that Wharton had
made that startling discovery. But he
knew now that the new junior was, in

oint of fact, the assistant of Ferrers

cke, the famous detective, sent to
Greyfriars to spot the prowler who had
prowled the school for =o long.

“1 don’t half like this, Dreke--I
mean, Duckl!”™ said Harry slowly.
“You could trust Nugent—end it would
make things a Wit easier—now 1
know."

James Duck. shook his head,

“Least said, soonest mended!™ he
answered. YA seeret of that kind
can't be kept too dark. A fellow
might let out o word without meaning
T e

“I've not let out & word.”

“No; but I'd rather you never knew,

all tha same! 'Hﬁhﬁf else knows,
except Quelch and the Head, and no-
body elsa is going to." Drale smiled.

“You can keep a secret, Wharton, but
?‘ﬂu’vﬂ called me Drako twice in the
ast few minutes. If anybody heard
you—"

Harry Wharton nodded and stood
silent. Ho realised that Divake . was
right, and that such a secret could not
be too carcfully kept. It was not likely
that the prowler would ba spotted, if
he learned that there was a detective
in the school watching for him. And a
chanco word would be enough to set all
the scleol buzring with the news that
Ferrers Locke’s assistant was at Grey-
friars.

But it was rather a burden on his
mindh Tt wan irksome to keep a secreb
from hia friends—and especially from
Fraank Nugent, who was in the same
study.

" Keep 1t dark, old man ! said Drake.
“It mayn't last much longer., I'm
hoping to get through hers and rejoin
Werrers Locke—he has work for me to
do.” He paused 2 moment. “1 dare
zay you-ve heard of Rupert Crook i*

" Rupert  Crook I repeated Harry.
“Neg: I've heard the name, in the radio
news, Some convict or othepe——*

“The man who cscaped from High-
moor, months  ago,” said Drake.
“Forrera Locke is on his trail, and 1
was helping, when he let me come here,
to obligo his relative, Dr, Locke, Crook
has never been traced yet—ne scems to
have got into a hole and pulled it In
after him ! You remember that fat asa
Bunter spetited tho photegraph of him
that I had in my writine-case—that

shows that g fellow can’t be too careful ]
When I'm through here——" ul

The schoolboy detective broke off
suddenly.

Harry Wharton looked at him,

When you're throu »
broke off, in his turn, as Drake placed a
E.nﬁer to his lips.

ost, if not all, of the Remove had
gone down after prep, Wharton had
remained in the study to speak ta Drake
on the subject of that rather troublesome
secret.

Why Drake made him a sign to be
silent, e did not know, But he stood
silent, staring inguiringly at the school-
huf tective,

To his astonishment, James Duck
went on, on quite a different subject,

“There’s a jam tart left in the cupe
board, Wharton.*

“Eh? What? I know—what—"
ejaculated the captain of the Remove, in
astonishment,

“1 fancy I'll shove it under a dish,
out of sight.”

“BEh! Why?* _

“Might dizappear, you know!”

Harry Wharton could omnly stare,
Jam tarts left in Remove study cup-
boards were rather liabla to disappear
mysteriously if Billy Bunter happened
to be about. But Bunter, so far as
Wharton knaw, was not about—he sup-
posed that the fat Owl had gone down
to the Rag with the rest of the Form,
Moreover, he could not suppose that
Jack Drake cared vary much whether a
smtgle. solitary jam tart disappeatred or
not.

James Duck crossed to the study cup-
board and opened it. There lay the last
of the jam ‘tarts on a plate.

Under Wharton's astonished eyos,
Drake tock a spoon and mavate& 8
cavity in the jam. Then he flled the
cavity with pepper and carefully re
placed the jam over it

Then he placed the jam fart out of
sight under an ;ime.rte-i dish,

There was a cheery grin on his face
g3 he turned from the cupboard and
met Wharton's amazed stare,

Ha crossed on tiptos to the study door,
Grasping the doorhandle suddenly, he
jerked it wide open.

Therea was a startled squeak, and a fat
figure tottersd into Study No. 1 and
sprawled on hands and Jmeea,

“Ow " gnspad Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton stared at the sprawls
ing fat Owl blankly.

unter, evidently, had been at his old
keyhole game, though Wharton had not
been aware of it. But he could guess
that the keen ears of the schoolboy
detective had cauglit some sound that
had qlm&d him on his guard,

“0Oh ! gasped Harry.

Jack Drake's scerct would hot have
remiined a secret much longer, had the
two  juniors discussed it with Billy
Bunter's fet car at the kevhole!

“You fat sweep!” exclaimed Harry,
“Wow " gasped Bunter, He wriggled

away just in time, as the captain of
the move. drew back his fook. *I
say, vou fellows—— Keep off, you
beast ! 1 say, I wasn't at the keyhole
rof

I =

= l&nt‘?" grinned James Duck.
» mal I never wondered what you

“0Oh I dered what ¥
two wers ﬂtﬂﬂiﬂ,ﬂ,‘ up in the study for—
never thought about it!" spluttered
Bunter. “I'm not the fellow to listen
at & keyhole, I hope! I was simply
stooping down to tie my shoelace—I
suppose & fellow can tie his shoelace, i
he likes—*

“T'I1 jolly
Wharton,

“ Keep off, you heast I roared Bunter,
“I say, Duck, keep him off ] I wasn's

well—"  axclaimed



arvwitera mear the keyholel 1 was
picxiong up a pencil—"

“As woll as tyineg your sheoclace®”
asked Duck.

“0Oh, yes! No! I mean, I was tving
@ pencil—that iz, T mean, I was picking
up & shoelace—I—I mean——-="

“You were listening at the door, you
fat frog!" roared Wharton.

“I wasn't!” yelled Bunter. I never
heard Dueck say anything about a jam
tart. I couldn’t find that shoelace I
dropped—I mean, I had to tie up that
pengt]l— 1 meapn—*"

Harry Wharton made & forward
movement.

Billy Bunter made a backward hop.
He shot into the passage,

“Let's go down,™ said James Duek,
and he eanght Wharton's srm,

“I'll jolly well boot the fat villain i

“0Oh, let him rip!™

James Duck drew the captain of the
Remove away, and they went down the
passago to tho landing. From the dooi-
way of Btudy Neo. ¥, a fat face and a
big pair of spectacles watched them go.

When they had turned the corner,
Billy Bunter emerged frem his study
and tiptoed along to Study No. 1 with
a fat grin on s pudf vizago, The
jam tart that had been lndden under the
i!ia'il was not likely to remain hidden
Ong.

Round that corner, James Duck came
to a halt.

“Hold on ! Lie murmured, ** Lisien '

Harry Wharfon stared at him for a
moment and then laughed., He under-
stood now Duck’s mysterious proceed-
mga with the jam tart and the pepper.

'hey listened. TFor o long rminute
there was silence. Then from  the
Remove passago came tho sound of a
sudden oxpleosion of howls, sgueaks,
spuesls, and spluttess.

“Oo-ch! Wooogh! G‘rmagh!
¢rikey ! Qoooooch ! Yarooop ! Wooogh !

Evidently Billy Bunter had found
{hat jam tart. Egually covidently he
had bLolted it, and was not finding the
result grateful or comforting.

“Doogh | Ooow ! At-chooh! Aytishoo!
. Oh ectkey, it's pepper ! Beasts! Wow !
Choo-choo-aytishoo ! 1

Oh

Crooocooch !
“Ha, ka, ha!” ecame a roar from the

i
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landing. The two juniors looked into
the pazsapo. Billy Bunter was totter-
ing from Study No. 1, clawing at a
large mouth with two fat hands—sneez-
ing, coughing, gasping, sgiutterfng: his
face crimson, his cyes and nose stream-
ing. A mouthful of jam—with popper
inside—was getting in deadly \';'m‘i.
“Ow ! ODooogh ! Avtisheo! Grooogh !
gtrgl'-m:f Bunter, “0Ow! Doasts! Wow!

oogh! Pip-pip-pepper ! Woooooch '™
*“Ha, ha, hat?
“Urrrrgh 17

Bunter tottered away up the REemove
passagae to tho tap at the upper and, to
wash that burning jam out of his
moutit. Heo sneezed and splutiered as
he totiered. Ho gurgled and gplmhwl
and pasped under the tap. And Harcy
Wharton and James Duock, chuckling,
went down the stairs and left him to it

— ey,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Is Wanted [

1 HEREY ("
‘ “Yes, Wingatc!”
“Find Loder, will you, and

tell him to come here, He's
out of the Houso somewhere.”

“Oh, all right 1”

Wingate of the Sixth was looking out
of the window of the Prefects’ Room.
Thero was a deep and dark frewn on
his face—from which Bob Cherry could
guess that Loder, when e come, was
not booked for an agrecable interview
with the captain of the sehool,

Remove [ellows did mot fag, but any
fellow was glad to do anything for “old
Wingate,” tho most popular man in the
school. So Bob set off cheerfully in
guest of Loder of the Sixth.

It was after eclass, and there were
plenty of fellows to be seen, but Bob did
not spot Gerald Loder among them.

“Been Loder?” he asked, as he camo
on his friends in the qnad.

“Blow Loder!™ answered Johnny
Bull. “What the dickens do you wani
that rotter fort”

“I don't! Wingate does!™ cxplained
Bob. *“Looks as if he's going to comb
his hair for him, too! Seen the swab?"

But the Clo. had net seen Loder, and
Bob went farther afield. Me #sked
fellows right and lefi—Remove follows,
and TFourth and Shell, bt nobody
seemed to have seen Loder. Wingato
had sald that he was out of (he Honse
somewhere, and Bob wondered whetloy
he had gone out of the gates.

Mr. Hacker was standing at tho
gates, looking out, and Doh out down in
that direction. He was not heen on
speaking to the Acikd Drop, but he saw
na reason why he shiould not ask ceven
tho Acid Drop whether e lad scen
Loder of the Sixth go out,

To his surprise Mr. Haclicr planced
af him with a8 smile—smitlez  wero
seldom scen on the acid face of tho Acid
Drop. For some reason or other Iacker
seemed to be amiably disposed towards
that member of Quelch’'s Fora.

Bob was guite surprised for a moment
—then he remembered the episode in
the Acid Drop's study.

It was two or three days since that
cpisode, and Bob Cherry lind, a3 n
matter of fact, completely foregotton nll
about what he had scen thero. He lLad
said nothing of Hacker's hoard, and it
had guite slipped from his memory—
Bob not shanng in thoe very lenst
Billy Buntor's interest in the affairs of
othera.

But Facker, of course, had not for-
gotten. He had let the junior off,
though he had come to rag 1 the stady,
and hoped, but did not guite belisve,
that that junior would neot tatile. Buk
thoe lapse of several days liad reossured
bim on that point.

Had that junior tallled about what
e had seen, the story of Hacker's
hoard would have beeu nll over the
school by this time.

There had not been & word or a
whisper on the subject. Evidently,
therefore, that junior had been discrect,
and had said nothing, Henee the un-
wonted amiability of the Aecid Drop.

* Exeuse me, sir—"" sai¢l Bol.

“Certainly, my boy—whot 15 145"
asked Mr. Hacker, with & benevolenco
worthy of the Head himself,

“I've got to find Loder of the Siztl,

(Continuwed on next page.)
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pir. Perhaps you've noticed whather
he's pone out."”

“1 think not,” said Mr. Hacker. “1
have been hiere some time, Cherry. amd

have not seen him.”

“Thank you, sir.”
_ Bob cut back into the guad, think-
ing that even the Acid Drop was not
quite 2o aciduldted, when he was
stroked the right way. ]

Harry Wharton celled to him from
the door of the changing-room.

“Coming down to the footer, f[ot-

head ¥

“I'va got to find that swab Loder!”
hooted Boly. “Hacker says he hasn’
gone out. Where the thump is le,
then 7* )

“Looked in the Cloisters?” asked

Vernon-Smith, glancing out at the door-
way with & grin. 3

“What the dickens would Le he daing
in tha Cladsters ¥ grunted Bob,

The Bounder laughsd.

“(Guess I ha answered.

“(Oh | said Bob, and he cut off to the
old Cloisters—a secluded spot, whers
follows who felt an urgent need for 2
cigareite sometimes skulked to indulge
in the some unnoticed.

There, lea.nin%ﬁun the old ivied wall
at the end of the Cloisters, he spotied
Loder of tha Sixth.

Loder was there—but he was not, as
the Bounder had hinted, smoking. Ha
was leaning on tho old wall, with his
hands driven decp into his pockets, his
eyes fixed on the ground, with such an
expression of despondency in his face,
that Bob started to seo 1t.,

He did not look up as the junior ap-
proached, being too deep in his dismal
reflections, whatever they were, to heed
his footsteps,

“*Loder ¥ called out Bob.

The Sixth Former gave a sudden start
and looked up. The despondency in his
face gave placo to an angry glare.

“What do you want? What—" Ide
snarled out the words, snd made a
etride towards Bob with hand up-lifted.

Bob promptly jumped back.

= vour wool on, old sport!™ -he
said cheerfully. “Wingate wants vou
in the Prefects’ Room—think I'm look-
ing for vou because I like bad com-

nyi"

Loder started again, and his faee
paled. Bob stared at him. It seemed
as if all the colour had drained out of
Loder's fnce, leaving it like wax,

“Wingate !” repeated Loder lmskily.

“¥Yes: he told me to find you.”

“Oh! Al right! You can cut!”

Boh Cherry cut, wondering as he
went. Wingate had locked as if trouble
awaited Loder in the Prefects’ Room;
Loder looked as if ho expectod very
boad trouble ihere. It was no business
of Bob's; but he could net help won-
dermng what was up—though he dis-
missed the matter from hiz mind, when
he joined his friends in the changing-
OO,

Loder, though summoned by ithe head
prefect and captain of the school, did
not iﬂ immediately. He stood where
Boh had left him, with a pals face and
a crumpled look.

It was soveral dava =zince e had
geen Crocker. He had sent the man no
word—and so far, he had not heawd
from him. But every day, cvery houy,
he dreaded to see the impudent face and
ﬁwiagg{.%rmg' figure coming in at the
gates,

Crocker, he knew, was hard up. His
pretence of a cobbler’s busine=a at tha
hut on the spinney was zheer pretence;
he never did any work. _ How he con-
trived to pay his rent to Mr, Pilkins at
Courtfield and to live at aH, would
have been & mystery 10 Loder, had lie
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thought about it. Wherever the mian
obtained woney, when he had any, it
mostly went the same way as Loder’s—
on horses and dogs. He weos in need of
tho tenpmer ELoder owed him—Loder
knew that. It made no difference—
Loder eould not pay tem pounds with
five shitlings.

Every efiort to raise the wind in the
past fow di}"ﬂ had failed. His frienda
Walker and Carrie were beginning to
ha shy of him—they were not prepared
to bnanes a hapless sportsmen who had
come a mucker. Urgent letters homo
had produced not cash, but inguiries as
to what such a sum as ten pounds was
needed for,

A ra of bhad luck had landed the
sportsman of the Sixth faivly in fhe
soup. That final affort to get out by
backing Cheerful Charley lLad put the
lid on. Tha last fow daya had been a
hard punizhment for the fellow whe
could not keep straight.

Now, he had no deubt, the blow had
fallen. That unscrupulous, shifty
rascal, Crocker, was abous the last man
in the wide world to be done by a
schoolboy. — Bomething had happened
now—and the wretched Loder had littla
doubt that it had all come out, and that
Wingate was waiting to take him to his
headmaster, He groaned aloud as he
thonght of that.

He moved at lest and went slowly fo
the House—trying to pull himself to-
gether, so that fellows should not read
m his face what he Jreaded. But hia
lieart was like lead, as he almost limped
into the Prefocts’ Room.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The End Of His Tether!
GEDRGE WINGATE was standivg

by the telephone in the Pre-
fecta’ Room, when Loder came
_ slowly and heavily in.

o one else was in the room, &8s Loder
was glad to ses. Ha noted also that
tho receiver was off the telephone—and

uested who was at the other end.

“Shut the deor, Loder!” snapped
Wingato.

I?der shut the deor,

“1 suppose you can
the phone,” said the
tain contemptuous]y.

guess who's on
Creyfriars cap-
“I've got the

other fellows to clear. Gwynne took
the call when it came, and shut the
man down. He rang up sgsin—and

again—do vou understand

cr nodded in wretched stlenco. It
was Crocker on the phone, and he was
not to be dénied. He was going to ring,
and rving, till he got Loder. 1t was
why Loader was sent for,

The shifty, unscrupulous rascal cared
nothing for ihe rizk to his dupe. It
was that risk that he was using as a
form of pressnre on the sportsman whao
could not pay.

“Yon told mo you knew nothing of
Crocker, and had no dealings with the
man,” said Wingate. “I suppose you're
not icecping that up now 7

Loder did net answer. It was not
much use attemipting to keep that up,
with Crocker hanging on the telephone
for him.

Wingate's look was darvk and angry
and scornful  Bug it relaxed a little, as
he read the misery in Loder™s face., e
gava a grunt.

“Look here, Loder, that scoundeel’s
on the phone, and refuzes 1o take * No’
for an answer., If a master got this
call, you koow what would happen. I'm
head-prefect, and I've ro righs to keep
it dark. But—"

“Oh, rub 1t in!” muttered Loder,
“I've been a fool, and my game's up

here. Co to the Head if you like. I’'m
not the only fellow here who'a fallen
into that brute’s clutches.. Go to the
Head, if you like, and get me bunked.
I don't care!”

"I don’t want {0 get any man bunked.
But this sort of thing can't go on. You
knew that! That scoundrel ia going to
ring up till he gets you—and you
needn’t tell me what that means—I
know! And the Head ought to know.”

“He'll know soon pnough,” muttered
Loder. “'The rofter wounldn’t think
twice about walking into the schoel to
sea me,”

"I'd like to sce him here—he was
booted last time, and; by gad, I'd like
to use my hoot on him again!” said
Wingate savagely.

“1 daro say that's why he's phonin
instead |  Look lere, *-"ﬁngut&." _ﬁ
faint. hopo came into Loder's heart. as
he could seo that the Greyfriars cap-
tain was undecided. “Look here, give
me a chanra! Let me shut that brufe
off—and heve done with him. I—I ean
do it 1" _ .

. If you're going to have done with

him—~—— )

“Do you think I lke this sort of
thing ¥ muttered Loder.

ingatd gave a curt laugh.

“No. I suppose not. (et it clear,
Toder—this is your last chance! Yon
can speak to the man and shut him off.
If it happens again, it will have to go
to the Head. I'm stretching a point
too far now and you know it.”

“It—it shan't happen again”

“Bea that it daoesn't,” said Wingale,
and he walked out of the Prefeeis”
Room .and shut the door aiter him,
leaving Loder to take his call

Loder picked up the receiver. Ha
almost groaned into tho transmitter. A
sueering, sardonie voice came back:

“Ohl You at last, Loderl Whati"

“You fooll” said Loder huskily.
“Do you want to get mo sacked 1

“Lake E was twenly years ago | cama
Crocker’s answer, with a laugh, “Why
not, my festive young friend? Do you
think that I am & man io be Jdiddled,
or whati”

“I'm going to sgquare——" falterad
Loder.

“¥You arel” said Crocker. “Yon
seam to fancy yon're not—but you are!
Yﬂu’i]ﬂd:‘l}p e lo-day with & tenner

r——--l-

“71 ecan't |

“Then expect another solo om the
telephone hell 17 .

Loder licked his dry lips.

“You've given me away alreads," he
muttered. “I've had to beg mercy
from a fellow I loathe. If you ring
again I'm done for.” ]

“ Better not let me ring again, then |™
cams the old boy's sardonic voice.
“¥ou're for it if you do.”

“¥ou'll have to wait—"

“T've warted.”

“1=I mean—"

“¥ou I kpow what you mean. And
vou'd better understand what I mean.
I mean business."

The receiver trombled in Loder's
hand. He was dealing with an un
scrupulous and ynpitying rescal; bus it
was his own dingy, disreputable folly
that he had to thank for it. That was
no comfort to him.

“Well1” rapped Crocker. "I zan'i
hang on for ever! I'm paying for tao
many calls already. What ahout it¥"

[ Eanlt__l‘l

“0.K.1 Get off the phonel TI'm
going to ring till somebody elsa comes!
If I'm paying for telephone ealls I'mi
going to have my money's worth.”

Loder gripped the receiver almos
convulsively,

“Look herg——"
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[ say, you fellows,” sald Billy Bunter, rolling hurriedly up.
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“* That pound note’s mine. Where 1& e

p:';';.“.;"rrr.;-"_. _.a"- -
“ You fat

villain [’ execlaimed Harry Wharton. ** Jt’s not a pound note—it’s a golden sovereign.”” * Wha-a-at ? ** stuttered the

“That's enough ! Ut off |7

Loder did not cut off. He dared not
let the telephone bell ring again.

“Give me o chance,” he breathed.
#T've written homoe: there's a chance of
gotting what I want. (Give mo yvour
word not to ring apain and I—I'll seo

what I can do.”

“{Ohuck 1t 1"

ity - morrow 1Y ] saitdl Loder des-
perately. * Only dill fo-morrow, I may

gt ;:;}}niL-}r to-morrow with what T want
in it,

How much hopo ihere waa of that
TLoder knew only too well. But his zele
ithought was to bar off the Sportsman—
to gain time. Something might turn up
—some happy chance.

There was o pause, and  then
Crocker’s voico camo again.
“0.K.1 That's the limit! To.

morrow’s & half-holiday nt your schiool,
I belicve—you con get out. I'll wait for
vou hiere! Bettor come as early as vou
can, O i

“I'I1 come |” groaned Loder,

He put up the receiver. Ile stood by
the telephone, wiping the sweat from
hia brow, droading to hear a ring. But
no ring came, and he left the I'refects’
Room at last and went oub into the
guad. 3

Two or threo fellows glaneed ol him
ns he went enriously. Ko realised that
his free betrayved hirs, and tried to pull
Limezelf topether.

Ho walked away towards the old
Cloisters—to_got out of sight and to
think over lis problem. Ho passed Mr.
Hacker in the quad, and noticed that
the Acid Drop's shnrﬁ eyes turned on
him, Ho scowled blackly as he went ou
his way.

It was that prying old goat who had
epotted & Greyfriars sepior about the
spinnoy, and mentioned it to Wingatc !
Not that that mattered—Wingate knew
sll about i1t mow! Everybody wonld
Lknow all about it in twents-four honrs—

fat Removite,

that was oll that he bhad gained-—-ho
knew that he could not satisty Crocles
and that the malicious ras¢ul would not
spara him, Little in the way of kindness
was to bo expected from a man whe had
been expelled from his school for theft,
and who had turned up, after twenly
vears, to worry and persceuto Ins old
headmaster.

But tho sight of Mr. Incker had
bronght enother thonght into Loder’a
tormented mind.

That norvous old ass, with his uncasy
foara and his Predllcetiﬂu for worrying,
had a fistful of golden quids in lLis study
fdesk. They wero of no wse to him;
they never would be of any use—more
than enough to seo Loder through his
trouble, and hoarded usclessly by n
frightened old ass pgainst o time thas
was never likely to come, against o con-
tingoney that never would oceur.

der gave » eudden start at the
dreadful thought that camo into Ius
harnssed mind, and shoddered, Ilo
drovo that thought away. 1

But as he poaced thoe Cleisters with
irrogular steps it came back—and camn
back rgoin. Ho wished from the boltom
of his.heart that he had never -canght
that gleom of gold at Hacker's study
window o few darvs apo. But ho had-—
and he knew. Twenty yonrs ngo that
seoundrel Crocker had been in a similar
scrape, ond had thought of tho samo
way out-—disastronsly | Buorely that was
warning enough for any other fellow—
moro than enough ! Loder knew it yot
the thought of Hacker’s hoard wounld
net leave his mind.

N

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Golden Quids !

6 ALLO, hallo, hallo!
I‘I quid i
“What 1"

“Groat pip 17
Doly Cherry spolicd it first as the

Whosze

coming from theie
dormitory, crossed the big landing to
the egtairs. A gleem of Eg‘orh‘lg sunshine
happened to fall-upon it from & window
es he dpamd. He stopped and stared.

Quids woro seldom scen at Greyfriars
—or anywhere olsg, in the days of paper
money. Bob certainly had scen o
fistful o few days sgo in Hacker's
study. But the sight of one lving on
thoe dormitory landing wnas really
astonishing. . .

“It's a soverpign !” excleimacd Harry
Wharton blankly, “Somebody bhas
dropped it here. Whose quid %

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled hurriedly up. _ “¥hat's that?
Digd vou say & quid? It's ruime [

“Youra?"” yelled Bob.

*V¥ea, mine 1" declared Bunter lrinly,
il | {lrcrﬁped a pound noto ns we canw
up to the dorm last night, and—-"

“Hn, ha, hal"

“Blessed if I see anything to cacklo
atl I tell you it's my quid!" hooted
Hu_r&t?g. “Where is it? Gimrae my
H Lt ] i

*Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Tho short-sighted Owl had not spotted
the sovereign, Hearing that there was
& guid on the landing, Bunter naturally
took it for granted that it was a quid
in the form of a pound moto! And he
promptly laid claim to the samo!

Removo  fellows,

“¥You ean cackle!"” hooted Bunter
indignantly. I can 1j:::-ﬂ_1.' well tell yon
that’s my pound note I

“You ruplped a pound note losk
night "' chortled the Bounder.

“Yez, I heard it drop,” declared
Dunter.

“Why didn’t you pick il up again ¥
grinned Bob Chervy.
“Yoau eec, I mever nobiced it at the
Llime."
“Oh crikey !
“iia, ha, Erm‘."
(Continwcd on poge 16.)
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¥ Well, this takes tho cake! Who the

dickens—""
Frank Nugent picked up the third
and handed it to the captain

.-sﬂu1|-Errie:|igi:|l':,3
] of the move, There was a buzz of

smazemnent from the Removites, joined
in by other fellows who were coming
Among them was Hobaon of the
#hell, and Hobby was holding up vet
another sovercign between fingor and

¢ thumb.
g “That’z four,” said Bob. L
i Ani'_lbud:- now whose this isI7
asked Hobzon, “I picked it up on the
landing.™

(Continued from page 13.)

“It's mine, yvou know, I had it in n
Ieiicr from Bunter Court yesterday!”
oared Bunter. “1I say, you fellows,
vihere's that pound notefi It's mice,
vou hnow.”

“Yon fat villain ¥ exclaimod Harrv
Wharton. *It's not o pound noto; it's
a golden sovercign.”

“Wha-n-t 1”7 stuttered Buntey,
“Ha, he, ha 1
“On crikey I DBunter, following the
fenoval stare, spotted the guid at last.
“Oh, it's & sovereign| ERY, Fou
fellows, I—I think it must be mine! I
had a sovereign once, and—and lost it.”

Billy Bunter stooped o pick up the
SOVCROIgH,

Hob Cherry reached out with ks foot,
landing the same on tho tightest
trousers at (Greyviviara ns  PBunicr
stpopwed.

“Wouw I" gaspod Bunter.

He did not pick up the sovercign. Hao
pitched headlong over it, and roared.

_ Harry Wharton slooped and picked
1ty

".lﬁefmr toko this to Qucleh,” Lo
vernarked.  * Goodness knows whose it
i. T novor keew angbody here Lad
golden quids.”

Bob opened his lips, and closed them
i, e knew at least ono man at
Greyfriars who had golden quids. DBat
ho had undertaken to say nothing about
ilacker's hoard, and he said nothing.

From where that quid had come was
rnite o mystery. Obviously it had been
tropped there, apparently in the night,
But it did not seem likely to Bob that
it wos ono of IHacker's gold pieces.
Hacler was the last man in the world
io drop money {:nru]e_-sal:f about, and
thicre seomed no imaginable reason why
Lie ghould have extracted his hoard from
Iiis locked desk and enrried it upstairs.

“hlust belong to somebody,™ said
Frank Nugent, “ Quelch is the man to
ithke charge, anyhow,

“I egav, rou follows—"

“Kick Bunter, somebody ™

“Yarooh "

Tha juniors went down the stairease.
Oinn the next landing stood Coker of the
Yifth, with s puzeled expression on his
rugged face, and o round gold coin in
idis hawd. He was staring at it blankly.

“Ilallo, hallo, hallo!” ejacnlated
Dob, “You found ono, too®™

“You kile know anylhing about
ais?™ asked Cokor. “I'vo just picked
this up on the staircase. Whose the
dickens 1s 157

“Well, thiz beats tho band,™ saud
Peter Todd, “Bomebody's been up in
ihe mght chucking sovereigns about1™”

“That's two, anvhow,"” eaid Vernon-
Przibh, “Wonder if there's any more
avont -

“Look ! yvelled Johnny Bull.

 Ho peinted to a glimmeving object on
e edge of the stairs, belween two
Lonsteds,

Tlrreat pip 1™

“Thiat's another |
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“ Blassed if I know 1" zaid Bob.

“ Nobody knows," said Harry Whar-
ton. *“That's four altogether.”

“Tho knowfulness is not terrific,” re-
marked IIurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It is & preposterous mystery.”
“I guess it's the bee's knee,” said
Fishor I, Fish, “8ay, vou guvs, them

qba:ds are worth over thirty bob each
these days! 1 guess some galoot has
been hoarding them quids.”

"And scattering them about like con-
fetti,” seid the Bounder. * Somebody
mtst have bhad & big hole in his
pocket.”

. “1 say, you fellows, what about find-
ings keepingat?”

“*Kick him 1™

“Ow! Beast ("

“Well, I'I' take this to Prout,” said
Coker; and he went on down the stairs.

“I'd bettor take mine to Hacker, I
suppose,” said Hobson., “What arc
rou going to do, Wharton ?"

“Take them to Queleh,™
Ilarry.

At the foot of the stairs, as the Grey-
frinrs fellows came down, thres masters
were seen in 4 group.  They weore
Quelch, Hackor, and Prout. All theso
looked unusually serious—especially
Hacker. . Every oye turned on Mr,
Hackor's face—white and furlous.
Hacker was often seon in an acidulated
state, but seldom, or nover, had he
been esen so deeply disturbed and en-
raged before, The juniors simply
stared.

James Duek glaneed very euriously
from face to face of the three masters.
Obvicusly something was up, and the
schoolboy detective wondored whether
iiie prowler had been prowling again
in the night. Ii was nearly a week
sincy the mystery man had prowled,
and some fellows fancied that ho had
got & scare, and chucked prowling. But
that opinion was not shared by Fer-

answerad

rers Locke's asistant,
Mr. Quelch gave him a glanco—a
hard, cold gluince. The Removo

raaster’s faith in the schoolboy detective
had fallen to the lowest ebb. For
many days he bad treated Drake ox-
nelly liko any other moember of the
Bemaove, and scemed to have forgotten
that he was a detective at all, Now
he scemed to remember it, only to give
Lim that icy grim glance.

Drako coloured, nnd several fellows,
noticing Quelch’s look, wondered why
ho was rabtled with the fathead of thao
Remove.

Mr. Ilacker was speaking, but o
Lroke off as the swarm of juniors snme
down., And b gave quite a juiap os
Hobson of his Form approached him,
helding out a golden soversign between
finger and thumb. Ie stared at that
sovereign with popping cyes.

“I found this on the landing, sir,"
said Hobby, “I thought I'd better

bring it to you. Oh!”™ He gave a
startled  exclamation as ackor
grobbed, or rather snatched, tho

sovereign from his fingors,
“This is ono of the missin

oxclaimed Mr. Xacker,

i1z is ono of them 1"

eoins 1"
*“Qoviously

“1s it yours, sir?” asked Holbly, in

wondor. “I picked it up on the lond-
ing. I thouzht somebody must bave
dropped it.”

“The thief dmpEed_ if, I presume,™
said Mr Hacker bitterly. "He must
have dropped 1ib  rcturnineg to his
doermitory.”’

hero waz n gencral gasp. This was
the first hint of what had mpg[ven&d.

Bob Chorry whistled softly., o know
new that Hacker's hoard had been tam-
pered with, Thia was the cavse of tho
expressive expression on the face ot the
A:‘:HII Dﬁqp * ask

‘Is thia onc vours, too, sici’ od
Cokor. '

Hackor made another grab.

“What have you there, Wharton?™
exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“Two sovereigns, sin”™ answered
Harry. “We picked them up on tho
landing and the stairs. I was going to
hand them to you.”

“Hand them fo DMr. Ilacker, please.
They ara Mr, Hacker's.”

“Yos, sir.”

Four eovereigns reposed together in
Mr, Hacker’'s palm. The Greyfrisrs
follows went on, leaving the threo
masters together,

Jomes Duck dropped behind for a
moment, and glanced at his Form-
master. But Mr. Quelch did not look
ot him egain. Tho schoolboy detective,
with compressed lips, followed the other
follows out into the guad

THE TENTH CHAFTER,
The Prowler |
i HE prowler, of course,” said
er of the Sixth.
He made that remark to o
group of Sixth Form men,
who were dizcussing the lafest excite-
ment  after breakfsst—as was every
follow at Groyviriars just then.
It was bkardly necessary for Loder

to suggest that it was the prowler
again.  Fverybody took that for
cranted. The prowler was on cvery

tongue that morning.
[t

“Thaot rotter oenin !
with a ned. “Bx Jove, it's getting
alwogeother too thick! It's been going
on for half the termy, and we scem as
far s ever from spotting him."

“There's one thing clear now,” ros
marked Walker.

“What's that?™

“Nobody can fancy after tlds tliat
tho prowler’s o Sixth Form man, I'rom
what I henr, hio scems {o have dropped
a lot of lis loot going unpstai atb
meang that Le was going back to o
dormitory.”

“That's g0,” agreed Wingate. :
“Yeos, that's so,” said Loder, *“The
fags geermn to have Finked up four of
Hackor's quids on iho stairs, and I'vy
heard that 'Proitor found apcther near
the foot of the staircaze. A hole in his

poclket, I suppose.”

“Anyhow, he was poing up io o
dorm," said Gwynne, “and that washoes
out the Sixth."

That was o satisfactory refleciion to

Bixth Form men. It was well known
that ¢he prowler was n hefty man
physically. Ho had handled Ledor of
the Bixth on ono occasion in tho dork,
and Mr. Quelch on another. ¥rom
which everyvone concluded that he was a
genior man—probably in the Bixth,
_ Loder, indecd, had always persisted
in his belief that it was Vernon-8mith
of the Bemove. But nobody agrood
with Loder on that point.

Now it scemed clear that no man in
the Bixth Yorm could be the man, “The

said Wingate,



trail of Jdropped sovereigna up the
gtairs seemed to make that clear. The
Sixih Form studiés, which were also
bed-rooms, were on the ground floor—
and it looked ms if the prowler had
gona bacl o the dormitory.

Every IPormm but the Sixth had »
dormitory, so every other Form ak
Greyfriara might come under sus-
picion—but no longer the Bixth,

“But who—" szaid Wingate, wilh
o wrinkled brow. "It beats me hollow !
Nothing of the kind’s ever happencd
here beforo—not, at any rate, since that
ewab Crocker 'was here donkey's years
ago. Wwho the dickens——"

But that was a question no one could
Arswer.

Fodor strolled away from the group.
Loder's face was a littlo pals that
morning, and his oyes had rather a
slrange lock. But nobody specislly
noticed Loder or his looks. Everyone
was thinking of the prowler, and what
hgdhhuppened to Hacker’s study in tha
night.

Y1 say, you fellows!"” Loder heard
Billy Bunter’s fat squeak as he passed
a group of Removites in the quad. “1
¢ay, fancy old Hacker hoarding quids!
I say, did any of you fellows know the
Acid Drop was hosrding quids ¥

“How could anybady know, fat-
head ?” said Harry Wharton, “ackor
wouldn’t ba likely to let them bo seen.”

" But somebody must have lkunown,”
argued Bunter. " Somebod wnk
straight to the spot and got them.”

“ Just rooting about for what he
ecould pinch,”™ said Nugent.

“T don't know,” said Herbert Ver-
non-Bmith. The Bounder's face was
very ihoughtiul. *“ Looks to me as if
sonebody knew.” ‘

Gerald Loder came to & stop, his
eyes on the group of juniors. Ile
soomed to be interested in Bmithy's
remarks.

“Ilow de wyou make {hat ouk,
Smiihy " msked Bob Cherry. lle was
uncomfortably conseions abk the moment
that he had known of Hacker's hoard—
probably the only fellow at Greviriars
who had.

“Woll, look at it sald Bmithy.
“1lackeér's door was locked and the
Llighter opened it with a chisel or some-
thing. The desk was locked, and he
crocked it epen. But nothing else was
tanched. There were other things
locked in Hacker's study and ho never
touched them.”

“No; that’'s sol” agreed Johnny
Boll. “Only that httle desk in the
corner where the quids were parked.”

“1eo's always made a clean sweep
hefore 1 said the Bounder., “Uhis timo
hao touched only one thing—ihat desk. It
jolly well looks as if he knew ihat
IMacker had something valuable 1n it”

Loder of the Sixth stood quite still
None of the juniors noticed him, or they
milghl: have noticed that his f&dﬁ was
paler,

“Dy Jove, it does look like i, now
vou mention it, Smithy 1 said Harry
Wharton. “"But who could have known
anything sbout Hacker'a quids] I¥'s
tiot the sort of thing ho would talk
about—he looks an awful ass now it's
come out. Bet you he never said'a word
about it o a soul”

“Not likely I agreed ihe Doundor,
“Alan who dooz o silly thing like that
wonld I{E&EI it dark. JAight have been
spotted all the same. Ihd youn know
anyihing about it, Buninri”

“Why, you heast, Smithy—" haw!led
Bunter

“Well, you know everything and a
little ever!” grinned the Hounder,
“Have yvou been at Hacker's keyholo
lately §2
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“Why, you—gou—yon swab!" howled
Bunter, * As if I'd look through & key-
holal Am I that zorti™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

"1 eay, you fellowg——

“Buntér never knew!” said Har
Wharton, laughing. “If Bunter b
known, all Greyfriars would have
known.” ]

“Weall, somcbody knew!™ said
Vornon-Smith,

Loder walked away quickly.

“By gum, 1t does lock ae i somebody
knew | =aid Peter Todd thoughtfully.
“Nothing was touched except the desk
where the quids were.  The prowler
seems to have known where to go for
them.”

“Bot yonl!” zaid the Bounder con.
fidently. “I don’t know what the beaks
are going to do about it—but I know
what I should jolly well do if I wera
Hacker. I’'d jolly well find out who
knew sbout thoss quids—and 1 fane
I shouldn't hiave much fariher to loo
for them.™

“TWhat utter rotl” exclaimed Dob
Cherry, his faco very red.

The Bounder stared at him.

“Hallo! Whai's biting you?” he
asked, *“If you don't agree with a
fellow’s opinion, old bean, there are
politer ways of saying so.”

“Oh, rotl” grunted Boh, and Le
walked away—several of the fellaws
glancing after him in surprige.

Why Bob Cherry should display
irvitation at Bmithy's suggestion was
rather & mystery o them. Most of the
fellows agread withdiha Bounder's view
that it looked at if the prowler had
]mmﬁn where to lay hands on Hacker’s
ILoard,

What the beaka wero doing about the
matler—if they were doing anythi
no onoe know, #o far. The Greyiriars
fellows went inta Form when the ball
rang—buzzing with the latest cxcite-
ment,

In the Remove Form-room, Harry

hartun _glanced several times
curiously at James Duck. Knowing
what ha did—that the dud of the Form
was in raality Ferrers Locke's assistant
and at Gregiriars to track down the
prowldr—he naturally expected him to
be busy that morning=—not on zchool
work.

But James Duck was in Form wilh
tha rest of the l'i'.emm'e-—a.pg-:lmmljr no
mora concerned in what had happened
than any other Remove feliow. But
when the Remove were dismizzed in
breal, Wharton neticed ihat Duck
staved behind when the rest went oub.
Nobody clse pave any atlention to the
duffer of the Form.

Alr. Qnelel, mathering papers from
his dos’?lm!"m;: Tﬁ::r.':ing :'!mpl'{;rm-r-num.
did not appear (o notice that Duck had
gtayed. Or perhaps he did not choosa
{0 noligg.

Duck did not speak till all the Form
were gone. Then he addreszed his
Form-maiter in quiet tones,

“Have you nothing o szay to me,
gl 7

Afr, %ﬂﬂlt“h laneed revnd—grimly,

* Not ing,” he anzwered, " You may
0.

. Dirake =ct his lips.

“That will hardly do, sir ! he zaid,
“Toven if you have lest fanh in me,
vou must at least Jet meo carry oo with
my work.”

Tha Remove master’s ghnlet eyes
fixed on lum.

“¥ru ecan o nothing heore, Drake
e =aid very disiinelly. “ Gilier—and
older—heada must deal with this
matice. T desire Lo hear na more wild
iheorica or surmizea from vo.  Tou
have stated positively fhai (he person

17

called the prowler is some outsider. not

belonging to the school. You adliere
to that.”

“J1 ia a faet, sir]” said Drake
gquielly.

_ “It is not a fact! All the evidence
12 to the contrary-=and this lstest
occurrence is conclusive proof. Obvisusly
no ong outside tho school can have
known, or guessed, that there wes =z
sum in gold in Mr., ITacker’'s desh.2

“1 admat that! But—"

“*Someona in the school knew,” said
Afr. Quelch. “That i3 clear! Nothing
else has been taken—mnothing else was
touched! It was the work of a Grey
friars boy who Lkucw that the money
was there—having, must  supposc,
E{J{i{ﬂﬁl 11:1: out. That is perfectly elear.”

u ¥

“ This matter iz heyond yon, Drake!
I regret now iliat I over-advised Di.
Tocke to send for you. Leave the
Form-room.™

“ But, gir——"

“T zaid leave tho Form.room !V

Jack Drake, wilh deep focling, lolt
ihe Form-room.

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fellow Who Enew !

ke ONSENSE |
“I say, you fellows,
%mﬂfh s going ik 1" squeaked

illy Bunter.

Soma of the fellows grinned.

After tlhurd school, Mr. Queleh had
gone to his stndy. The window of that
siudy was opeh, lelting in the fresh eiv
and spring sunshine, It also lst oun
the voice of ‘the Bemove mnster—in
unusually emphatie tones.

Quolch, no doubt, waa unaware that
his amphatic voice reached cars outside.
He scemed a little excited.

A dozen fellows glaneed towards that
open window, )

“(Ohl The Acid Drop!” said Ilarry
W harton.

‘the bony figure of Mr. ITacker could
ha seen in Queleh's siudy. Apparently
aIr. Hacker was havipg a very irnitating
effect on Quelch[ It was rather un-
corvmon for o Form-madter to rap out
“ Nongense * in such emphafic tones in
spg&king to another moember of the
stafl.

“Something’s up!” remarked Baob
Cherry  “llacker's fearfully shirty this
moming 1

Bull,

“The old ass!™ said Johnn
“ Everybody knows now that ha was
hoarding ! If ha looks a fool, it's his
own fanlt [V

“Nonsense I cume My, Queleh’s deen
vOOn 4 paln.,

“Oh erikey! T wonder what they're
rowing about?” Dbreailied Billy Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, Queleh sounds fear-
fully waxy 1

Efa,ml

The window closed suddenly! The
Remove master scemed to have beeome
aware (hat his remarks might reach
ears for which they dwero not intended.

Having shut the window, ho turned {o
Mr  ITacker again. 1lis gimlet ejes
pleamed at the bilter, acidulated face
af the master of the Shell, Macker, who
oiten looked unpleasant, was now losk-
ing his most unpleasant,

“If  that  1s  your reply, Al
Onelch—" e =aid,

I mean I"{:jl'li

“1 zatd nenesnse, and
sense b? osaid Ar. Queleh grimly.
havae heard more ilan cnough, M.
Liacker, of yonr unfonnded suspicionz
of hoys i my Form. Only o fow wecks
gpo you fanelod—I zay fancied—that
ceveral of the very hest botvs in my

Tue Macxer Ligpany.—No. 1,625,
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Faorin hiad taken to questionable ways—
arc on investigation, it proved to be o
riglicilons mare’s-nest.”

“Will you hear me, or shall T go to
e INead ¥ asked Mr. Iacker, between
iz closed lips. *1 shall not submit
paliently, sir, to a thelt—committed by
a bev in your Form.”

“I repent, nonsense ! exclaimed BMr.
Cuelch. “ Do you hint—do you venture
ic lang, DMr acker, that the rascal
¢alicd the prowler 15 a2 Remove boy?
Arc you geing to repeat Loder’s absurd
suspicions of the boy Vernon-8mith 17

*Whether the boy i3 the prowlor, or
wieithier e has followed thet rascal's
exatnple, 1T will not undertake to say |V
replicd Mr Hacker. “But it was a
Hencie boy who pilfered my desk las:
T..'i.,'.'.'ut.u

* Nonsenso |

“Yeu have said yourself, sir—it is
comnmon  knowledge—that tho pilfcrer
et have known that the money was in
1t gesk, No attempt was made to
ope any other lock—"

“Yon are telling me what evervone
Lnows, sir!™ interrupted Mr. Quelch.
*1 have no doubt thiat the prowler had
somelww spied out your hoard 17

By, Haocker winced at that disagree-
atde word., Probably he had not
reparded that secret store of gold as a
Loard.

He went on, in bitter tones:

S You admit, at all events, that (he
pilfcrer know that the money was there,
Alz, Queleh.”

“I do not admit it—I state it!”
rrapped Mr Quelch, “You are not, I
presamoe, going to tell me that any boy
in my Form knew that it was there, in
o locked desk.”

“That,” said Mr. Hacker, “is pre-
cizcly what I am fﬂrmg to tell you, Mr,
;}u:ticij, it you will have the kindpess 1o

wten.”

“Then I can only say again—non-
sesse I snid Mr. Queleh, more forcibly
tiias before. "No Remove boy ever
cnfers your study; no Remove boy could
rossibly know—="

e ﬁemﬂvn bay did know, and will
rot venture to deny it, I think,” enid
Mr. Huocker.

Mr, Queleh, about to say “nongensc ®
agnin. paused. There was, az he wa:
well awarze, ot least one Remove Low
who took a deep and abiding intercst ia,
mealters that did not coneern him, and
whem he had, in fact, caned more {lan
cree, on finding him too near koyholes.

*1i you allude to Buntor——"" ke said
slowly.

“1 do not allude {o Bunter”

“Then wlio—"

“Clicvry 17

Me. Queleh altmost jumped.

That was about the last name L
would Lkave expeeted to hear. If thero
was one fellow in the Remove who eould
ned tmaginably be suspected of pryivg
Gor ;:Q;;mg, that fellow was Bob Cherrx.

:-I onsense 1" guelch almost roarcd.

“Cherry 1" exelaimed Mr., Quelch
¥Yen venture—indeed, you dare—to
accuse him of spying in your study—a
Low [ti.:éeulttltl!]}' incapable of such an
aclip—"

“Last Friday,”® said Mr. Hacker
iimiy, ¥ Cherry was in my studr. As
1 left ihe Mastors’ Meating unexpectediy
rarly, T eamo back and found Lim
tnnTe.

. Mr. Quelch opened his lips and closed
Lem again, To a positive statement
I:%e tiat he had nothing to sar.

“1I do not accusoe the boy ustpJ'ing,"
wert on Mr Hacker, * but he certainly
saw mae open the desk, and saw what waz
iz it. _As ho had o can of point in his
hand, I presumed that he was there for

riv®
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whal he would doubtless have called a
rag. Ho concealed himeelf when 1
entered, and I did not for some minutos
kuow that o was in the study st all.”

I have hedrd nothing of this,” said
Mr. Quelch, in rather halting tones,
“Wly was not this reported to me "

“I had a reason for dealing leniently
with him, The tin box in which the
sgvercigns were kept was in my hand,
when I suddenly saw him and dropped
it. e saw all that it contained. On
LLis promise to say nothing about the

mintier, I allowed him to go.™
“Oh! eaid BAr. Quelch. rather
Llankly.

“T will do him this justice—he has
raitl nothing about the matter,” added
Mr. Hacker sardonically. *It never
cven crossed my mind that he might
have dishonest intentions. You aro
E}msnd to call me a suspicicus man,

r. Quelch, but I most certainly did not
suspect that. But singe he has taken the
v T Quelch d his lips, and

ain Mr. Quelch opened his lips, an
agu-tgn ho shut them. The anger had
d]ied ont of bis face now, leaving dismay
Ligre.

Ho had snid himself that the pilferer
must have known what was in that desh.
He had said so to Jack Drake, as a
conclusive proof that the prowler was
1ob, a3 the schoolboy detective believed,
an outsider, Now it transpired that o
bev in his own Form had known what
wad in that desk.

“No one else know,” said Mr. Hacker.
“0Of that T am positive. I had never
mentioned the matter to anyene, and I
never unlocked that desk without first
locking my study door. Qccasionally I
locked at the tin box to assure myzelf
that it was seoure, since the prowler
began his depredations in the school,
{snly on this cccasion was I overlooked
when deing so.  Robert Cherry knew
that the soversigns were in my desk,

end no one clse know.”
“You arg sure you never men-
oneg—"

“Was I likely to do 507" sneered Mr.

ITacker. “ Do you think I was eager to
beoar sueh remarks as 1 have since
Licard ¥

“Clierry mav have spoken of the
matter thoughtleasly,

1lacker’s lip curled. Quelch scemed
to him like 8 man catehing at straws.

“Tn that caso he con give the names
of the boys wiiom he told,” he answered,

“Will you question him—in 1y
prosence [ .
T will do g0 ai onee P said Mr.

Caeleh, and he touched the bell,
Trotter, when Lo came, was

dispatched to {ind Robert Cherry and

send him to his Form-master's study.

N —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Loses His Temper!

On CIHERRY tapped at his Form-

master's study door and entered.

His face was fresh and ruddy

ond cheery. Ho had been punt-

inr o fooler with his friends when tho
Houw:e page calleu him in.

Looking at him as Lie came in, fresh
atid healthy, it was hard to believe that
li: was a fellow with a guilty seeret on
f:is mind, and Me Queleh, at all events,
ciid not, and eould not, belisve so. Dut
;hu iﬁcid Drop's Face was set grim and
EH B

“You eent for me, sir?™ asked Bob,

Viilth the corner of his eye he noted
flic Acid Drop and hia grim, bony
countenatee, and lus own foce beoame s
little lesa cheerful. Ho supposed that
lacker had been making seinme come-

plaint or ollicy—nol an uncommon pro-
ceeding on tho part of the Acid Drop.

“¥os, Cherry,” said Me Queleh,
rather  heavily, Y Close tho doorn
please | Neow, Cherry, 1 desire you to
answar some—sorne gquestions, and teke
timo to think carefully before yom
answer.

“*¥Yes, gir,” said Dob wonderingly.

“A few days ago, I hear from Ale
Hacker, you were in his sindy and saw
what was kept in his desk.”

Bob started, and his eyes gleamed
round at the Acid Drop for a moment.

“That is true, sir,” he answered, "1
never expected o hear of it again, &3
EI:: Eiar.: ter let the matter deop; but it's

',

“You were aware that Mr. Hacker
had a numbor of severoigns in a iin box
locked in & desk.” 5

“1 ecouldn’t help secing them, sir, as
I was in the study when Mr. Hacker was
counting them over.” _

“¥Yes, yes, yes[ That is not ihe point.
Alr. Hackor 13 net raising the question
of your presence in the study. You saw
the sovercigns?”

“0Oh, yes sirl”

“Have you menlioned the matter to
ativone ¥

Bob flushed crimson.

“T told Mr. Hacker T would not do
s, sir. That 13 why be let me off, If
he thinks I have f:}r-.'] anyone, 1 cannob
help it. If he can’t trust a
word, that's not my fanlt.”

“That is not on answer ! breke in
Mr. ITacker. Give o dircet reply,
Cherry. Huove you told anyone, or have
vou not told anyone ¥
“You've no right to ask such a ques-
tion ! exclaimed Bob., “I gave you my
word.”

“Answer Mr. Hacker, Cherry 1" said
the Hemove master

“Vervy well, sir. I have not told any-
one, I said I wouldn't, and, of course.
I haven't. If I had, Mr. Hacker would
prelty soon have heard of it—it would
Liave been ell over the school. ™

Bob's face was flushed with indigna-
tion. Ile thought that ho lknew what
the mattor was now.  Haclker fancied
that be had been tatiling, IHe was soon
to learn that it was worse than that,

“%You nre absolutely cortain, Cherry,
that you did not mentien this 1o o singlo
person ¥ azked Mr. Queleh,

“0Of course I nm, sir! T'd forgotten
about it,” zaid Bob., *“I don't supposo
I should have remembered it again,
ociily when the sovercigna were found
this morpinge, of course—"

YTive sovereigns were found,” said
AMe. Hoacker. “There were Gitceon in
all. Where are tho olhers, Cherry ¥

Lol stered at him.

“Where are the otherst” he repeated,
“ Feow should I knowi?

“Do not bandy words!” snapped Mr.
Hacker “¥ou knew ithiat tho sove-
reigns were i tie desk. No cne clse
know. and you have just admitied that
vou told no one else. Your own Form-
master will 1c!l yon that he 13 assured
thet the money was taken by somcono
who knew that it was there™

Bob stooa as if dumbfounded, staring
at Mr. Hacker.

Back into his mind eamo what Smithy
had said in the quad that morning—thal
it looked as if the prowler had Lknown
juist whero to go for tho hoard.

Evidontly the same idea hiad ocenrred
to Mr. Hacler.

Bol stood  epecehiless.  Slowly
realised ihot he was suspecied.

There was o long silence in the study,
Mr. Queleh stood with o decply
troubled facc. Ilis own belief hnd becu
stated that the pilferer Lknew that the
Loard was there.  DBoly Cherry knew
that it was there, and no one colse, ib

]

fellow'a
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seemed, knew. Yet he could not, and
did not, believe Bob gm]t%'.

Bob fﬁgnd hia voico at last. His oyes
seemned like blue fame as he glared at
the master of the Shell.

“You rotter I he roared.

o 1* gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Boy 1 spluttered Mr. Hacker.

“Pa yon think I touchéd your measly
money ¥’ bellowad Bob, his face burn-

ing, and his eyea blazing. “Oh, you
roiter 1™
“Boy! How dare you——" gasped

the Acid Drop. It was the first time
that Horace Hacker had ever beon
addressed in such terms,

“How dare youi!” bawled Bob
“ Aro you trying to make out that T've
got your putrid quids? Think I'd
touch them ™

Bob Cherry scemed o have forgotten
that he was & junior in the Lower
Fourth and that Mr, Hacker was a
member of the staff. If he had not
forgotten, he did not eare,

“Cherry, colm yourself——" gasped
Mr. Quelch. .

Bob turned to him,

“Is that man going to call ‘ma a
thicf 7" hae exclaimed. *'Are you going
to let him, and you my Form-masteri”

:‘: %ﬁlﬁikinti ----“t_ i

a's always suspecting somebody
something 1" pantecfe BﬂbF Only a few
weeks ago he made out ibhat I and m
friends went pub-orawling—and he ha
io own up that it was all rot! Now he
suspects me of thieving in his study!
He ought to be jolly well achamed of
himsalf 1" .

Mr. Hacker clenched his hands,

“Will vou keep this boy in arder,
Mr. Queleh?” he asked, through his
tecth. “I will not endure this inso-
lence from a pilferer——m->"

“Who's & pilferer?’ roared Dob.
¥ Mr, Quelch, you don't believe a word
of the man’s rotten suspicions.”
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till & elenched fist, that felt like a

eaidd Mr. Quelch. “I can understand
yvour feelings, and meke allowanece for
them; but you must address Mr
Huacker with respeet.’

“Respect—a man who calls me a
thist 1" Bob choked. “¥ou don't
believe & word of it, sir—I jolly well
know you don't."

“1 cannoti™ eaid MM t;%ueic.h. Heo
shook his head. " Nevertheless, Mr.
Hacker has ;}11151; grounda for =zuch a
suspicion. It has been agrecd that the
%1_[ erer knew that the money was there,

ou knew, Cherry—and you say that
you told na ona " _

“No onal” said Bob, “I eaid 1
wouldn't, end I dida'tl XNoboly heard
of it ffom me.” .

“T heljeve that mucht™ said M,
Hacker bitterly. “But on your own
words, vou aré condemned. No one
elsa knew—" .

“You ean see, Cherry—-" said ile
Remave master, deeply troubled.

“1 knew that I never gave a {houglht
to the mouldy money,” zaid Bob. ™1
Lkpew it was there, cortainly. Home
hody el:o may have known—rnmest have
known—all the fellows are saying ihas
it was the prowler who did it—"

* Quite 1 sna Ead Alr. I@acker.
Bab stared at him. .
#“Is ha going to accuso meo of Leing

tha prowler nowi” he axclaimed.
“oes he think I'm tha fellow who
pinched in the Head’s study—the fellow
who knocked out Loder of tho Sixth ona
pight? Oh, this iz getting funny i"

# Rither you aro ths person who is
called tho prowler, or clse you havn
followed his iniguitous examplal™ saidl
Mr, Heckew, in a grinding voice. ‘1
demand the return of the money taken
from my study. This instant}
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Crocker did not know that was happe hammer, erashed behind his sar.
That sudden, terrifo joit mﬁgﬂ: with every ounce o :ui mm’? strength. bebind the puneh, and Croeker went stumbling
'wa

“That man fairly quivered wiih
rage.
“¥You must calm yourself, Cherryl”

“Oh, den't bo such a fooll” eaid Bob.

“"Wha-at1"

" Cheryy, will
cxelaimed Mr
10

[ ueleh, "1 order you

ke respectinlly to Mr. Hacker.”
“1 will hear no mére from that hoy I
nxcleimed Mr. Hacker, his faco livid,
*“ As you canuot, or will not, deal with
this matter, Mr. Quelch, I shsll placo
it before the headmaster, That young
seoundre!l will be cxpelled from the
schopl—and I shall demand a search of
his belongings before he leaves—I will
not allow him to ecarry sway his
plunder from Greylriars.”

“Mr Hacker—" :

“1 will pot remain here, sir, to be
Aouted and insulted by this ’bo:.' of your
Farm 1" roared Mr. Hacker. I vhall
go to Dr. Locke I’

And with that ctgw, Acid Drop Hung
ot of the study, closing the door afler
him with a bang.

Bob stood breathing hard, ,

Mr. Quelch, dismayed and iroubled
and uncertain, gaz at him with a
clouded brow. S _

“You can't believo this, sirl” said
Bob, at last

“Nn1” gaid Me. Quelch slowly. 1
cannot, Cherry! DBut the niatter will
now he in Dr. Locke's hands—it has
passed out of mins, You may leave
1y study, Cherry=but you must ho
prepared to bo  colled before Four
headmaster.™ .

Mr. Quelch was left with a deaply
corrugated brow, when tho door closed
on Bob, He did not—hoe could not—
helieve what [Hacker belioved; and yef,
on his own words, Hacker's belief was
justified, Unless it could bo found that
someons olso had known of that hidden
hoard—— But who clse?

The prowler—but wha was tha
prowler? No one knew—no ona eould
guess. Thero wag o detective in the
Toe Macyer Lipnany.—No. 1.623,
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school—Ferrers Locke's assistant,
specially in to elucidate this
Lhasnssing n:g;terf, And he could do
nothing—nothing | All that Jack Drako
could do was to form wild theoriez—
ke could not lay his hands on tho
Greyfriors prowler ! ]

Tl-!.I;'. elch paced his study
disturbed and harassed frame of
iill the dioner-bell rang.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Called Before The Head !

& 0B, old map—"
B “What on earth—""
“What's hapgmed?"
“My esteemed Bob——"

in a
mind,

The Co. came up with a ruch as
Fob Cherry Hrﬁapfwa in the quad
with & Baming face. Other fellows
goathered round—Billy Bunter’s eyes

almost popping through his spectacles
in his curiosity.

“Quelch bitten you, old mant™ asked
Yernon-8mith. ]

“ Another row with the Acid Drop !
a:ited Peter Todd.

* Bob, old chap—what—" gxolaimed
Harry %t‘l.'hal:mul.l He grabbed Bob by
tlie ?ﬁu’rm. “What the dickens iz the
X0V

“I'll tell youl” Bob's wnico came
husky with rage. “I'll tell you the
Acid Drop’s latest] Ho thinks I've

pinched his filthy quids,”

“What "

“The mad cld ass!”

* Rot 1"

“The terrifio old lead—" pgasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh  gum!" exclaimed Skioner,
“That's rather rich—even for the Acid
Ilrﬂig | What will the old gost think
nEXLy
Y Byt why——"" howled Johtiny Bull.

“Why " roared Bob. * Oh, they've

ot it worked out that the prowler

new that the quids were thﬂmf got ?
So I'm the prowler, or else following
in his footste Hacker doesn’t seem
sure which, the dear man] All he's
suro of is that I've got his putrid
guids in my trousers pocket.”

“But what on earth’s put it into his
silly hoad that you knew the quids werc
there i asked the Bounder,

“Must be as mad ae a hatter,” said

Herey. “How could Bob koow
gnvthing about his rotten hoard?”
ey di% know 1" said Bob,

" Wha-a-at 7"

“You did know 7"

*Yeal” Bob's face Hamed redder, as
cvery oye fGxed on him. “'It's all como
cvut now, so I can tell you. Hacker's
telling tho Head this blessed minute,
Em’h?w. I s?;gr hudmttmh hoard that

ay 1 was in his study-———

“Oh1” gasped Harry.

“Yon fellows wondered why I never

at into a row, as he spotted me there,

¢ll, that was why! He let mo off
Lecauze he wan mea not to mention
it! I never did mention it, either.”

“Oh gad!™ said Veornon-Smith, IIis
eyes were fixed very curiously on Bol's
flushed face *So—you knew?™

“Ves, I knew! Tha only fellow whao
did, it seems!” eaid Bob. He glanced
round, and the colour died out of hiz

face, Heo could not fail to read the
startled expressions on mony faces.
“I Lknew— if any fellow lLere
ihtnks—"

Thera was g sudden silence. The (o,
gazed at their chum, almost in stupc-
ark1on.

Rvery fellow was of Bmithy's opinicn,
inat tue pilferer was someone who knew

ez Meaner Lisnany.—No. 1,625,
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about it. Now the
Remove follow did—Bob
The Bounder whistled.
“I never said anything, because I
told Hacker I wouldn't1” said Bob, his
voico a little husky., “If the ler
know, whoever he is, he never got it
from me, 1 don't suppose he did know
—he was just rooting about after what
Le could pinch, and happened—"

“He happened to go straight to that
desk in the cornor, and leave everything
clse alone ¥ ashed Vernon-Smith dryly.
““He happened to spot right spot
firat shot? *He happened to guess that
un old tin box, when he saw it, had
quids in it? Don’t be an ass, Cherry 1™

“Ho knew all right 17 said Skinner,
with a very peculiar look at Bob.

“If he knew, he nover beard it from
me,” saidl - “And if any follow
heroa thinks that I eneaked down from
the dorm Inst might to pinch Hacker's
quids——a-"

“Nobody thinks thati1™ ssid Har
Wharton *“That's mter rotl But—it's
horribly unfortunate that you knew
anything about those mounldy quids,

“Frightfully I murmured Skinner,

“What did you say to Haoker?"
ashed Harry.

“I told him he was s rotter !*

*Oh crikey [

“Time somebody told him 1* growled
Jolinny Bull.

* But—but—but what's going to
happen now?” asked Frank Nugent.
“ Hacker's o suspicious old ass—but he's
got somothing to go on. What are they
going to doi”

“Hacker’s gono to the Head!” an-
swerad Bob “1 think Quelch is stand-
ing bg me—he knows it’s all rot 1™

The rotfulness 18 terrific! But—"

“It's rot!l"” said the Bounder. But
be spoke wory slowly. Whas it looked
lile was only too clear. “It'e time they
nailed that prowlmg blighter, That
fool, Loder, put it on me once—and then
they fancied Wharton had o hand in H
—and now it's you. And the prowler,
whoover he ig, 1 laughing in his sleeva
all the time.’

“They jolly woll ought to call in &
detective, if this ia going on,” said
Johnny Bull.

Har_rgﬁWItm*tnn gave o start at the
word. Ho knew, though no one else in
the Remove did, that & detective was in
the school. He glanced round over tho
crowd of fellows—but the sheepish face
angd steel-rimmed glasses of James Duck
were not to Been.

“Here comes Trotter!”
MNugont.

The Hounse page had come out and
was glancing about him. He came
across to tho group of Removitos. Al
ithe juniors could guess what ho wanted.

* Master Cherry—"" said Trottor.

“Well grunted Bob.

“The 'Ead's sent for you, sir!™ said
Trotter,

“All right I

Bob stalked away to tho House, His
friends hurriod after him—Ileaving the
other fellows i a buze.

“Mind how you speak to the Head,
Bob 1"  breathod Harr Wharton.
“Keep your tomper, and don’t play the
goat I

Bob Cherry pave a snort.

" Nobody's_going to call me & thict
without ‘gotting back what I think of
bkim ! he snapped.

Bob Cherry tramped into the Housp,
te go to the Head's study. His chums
were left in utter dismay.

*Well, this is o go!™ said Johnny
Bull. *“If that fathead had let us keep
him away from Hacker's study, the
octher day—when wo tried—"

“Seen Duck 1 asked Harry.

knew that 4
herry.

muttered

"Duck! Blow Duck| What do you
want that silly owl for 1

* He went up to the study after elnss,”
said Frank Nugent. He stared, as the
eaptain of the Remove, lea his
friends, hurried into the Housze, “ What
the thump does hoe want Duck fori®

“Goodness knows!” grunted Johnny
%uﬁl.t tll“Bd!'uF Duck! Hgﬂ!;hgr Duﬂﬂ

at the dickens is poing appen

old_Bob " £

“I say, you fellows——"

“Oh, shut up, Bunter ' ’ "

“Oh,*really, Bulll I eay, this js a bit
of a surprise, ain't i7" asked Billy
Bunter, b inkinﬁ scriously at the three

niors through his big: spectacles.
‘What I can't make out isI whether
Bob Cherry was the prowler zll the time,
or whether this is the first time he's
pinched T - What do you fellows think ¥

Bob Cherry’s friends did not stata
what they th-:ﬂ.:lg'htq They grabbed the
fat Owl, up-ended him, rolled him
over in the ?ua.ﬂ—nmu:l_ anguished and
indignant yells from Billy Bunter.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up To Drake !

6 RAEE”® ponted Harry
Wharton.
“Chuck it, azal”
“Oh, don't bo & fooll
You've got to do somothing now,"

James Duck was in Stud{. No. 1 when
tho captain of the Remove burst breath-
;;:rsal;r,r i and flung the door shut behind

i,
' Tho schoolboy detective was not in &
pleasant or happy mood. Mr. Quelch,
who wae the couse of his presence at
Greyfriars, had definitely turned him
down, and deelined to make any further
use: of his services, Ho did not con-
ceal his opinion that Forrers Locke'’s
asuistant might as well leave tho achool.
He could hardly send him away; but he
made it quite plain that he saw no pur-
pose 1n his remaining.

Drake was quite determined not to
go until his work was donc. Ho was
not golng to report failure to Ferrers
Locke, to please Mr. Quelch or anybody
olso. But it was awkward to remain,
in_the circumstancea

Success, too, was only a matter of
timo; he was sure of that. Ho had his
eye on tho man he woanted, and that
man was Randolph Crocker, tho disre.
putable old boy of Greyfriars,

Ho suspected, or rather ho Lknow, that
it was Sportsman Crocker who prowled
and pilfored in the school from which
he had been cxpolled so many years
ago, But pinning the raseal down and
proving his eass was snother matter—
a matter of time. Tho wary Sportamon
was not an casy man to pin down.

Now, it appeared, the prowler bad
prowled again; but Droke was not
wanted. Queleh Lad ne use for him,
and declined even to discuss the matter
with him.

It was unpleasant enough for Ierrers
Locke's assistant, and ho was thinking
the matter over in the study, with o
knitted brow, when the captain of the
Bemove burst in,

“What the dickena is the row I asked
Drake, staring at Wharton over James
Duck’s stecl-rimmed glasses, “If you'ro
going to shout my name out all over the
F]EE‘E!"—”

“ Never mind that. Lock here, you've
got to do something—it's time you did,
if you'rn cver golng tol” exclaimed
Wharton.

“Thankat” snid Drake dryly, “I've
had enough of that from Queleh. 1
don't really want any from you”

“You're ¢ deteetive. You eame. hore
1o got the prowler. You've told mo so.



What the immp Leve you beenr doing
nll these weeka? Iulling Skinner's leg
to fil up time? Making all the fellows
believe you'ro a perfect idiot? I'm: be-
gip&nn to believe they're right, too ™
Rl IV, )

“Thanks azoin, What's bﬂnﬁ ou '
asked Drake. *'Is it any special bizney
of yours, if you dow's mind my asking 7"

“I should jelly well think it 1817
Bﬁltml Wharten, * Iigﬂrﬂkﬂ as if avery
allow is geing to suspected, one
niter another, if that mpcounndrel ian't
epught. That foo]l Leoder fixed it on
Hmithy onco, and be ¢ame necar gotting
paclod—then it ¢ame my way, as you
know—and now it's Bobh——"

“ Bob, Cherry 1" oxclaimed Drake.

“They'ra after him now I said Whar-
fom savagely. * Hacker’s got on his
track, and he's with the Head now.”

“What wutter rot!” ssid Drake
blankly. *I haven't heard——

“m teling youl It's come out
that Bob knew of that old ass having
quughpa;rked in his study-—

(=3 l!l

8o Haocker foncies e was the man,
Cot that 1™

“0Oh!1? ropestod Drake.

His face was wvery grave, Tt was
news to hitn, as to thoe others, that Bob
had known anything about Hackeér's
hoard. And it was startling news,

“Why, you—yon—you fooll” gasped
Wharton, “You don’t believe there’s
any \?ﬂsﬁthfﬂ? ou dummy-—-="

No,” said Brake, “I Lknew Bob
when I used to bo here—I know him
rather too well to think anvthing of
the kind. But—"

“ But what, theni” srapped Wharton,
_ “iacher's got a right to suspect him,
if Bob knew. Anyone can see that the
fellow who snafiled those sovereigns
knew just where to lay his hands on
them, If Hacker knew that Bob Cherry
Enew, he waa bound to think of him.”

“He's the sort of man that would,™
eaid Wharton savagely,

“Hacker doesn't hknow Dob as we
know him!1” said Drake quietly. "Ha
knows that the pilferer knew where to
lock for tha guids, that's all. That
gomrs to Bob, if he krew. How did

g knowi™

Wharton snapped ount an explanation.
Dirake's face became graver and graver
as he listened.

“It might hava been anybody ! said

Iarry., “: fellow in any Form ex-
cept the Bixth—" *

* All the svidence points to the Sixth,
if it's o Greyirinrs mon at all I said
Drnke.

“Fathead! What's happened clears
the Sixthi” enapped Wharton, “The
roiter dropped eome of the quids, going
back te hia dormitory—"

“Has the prowler ever dropped any
of his loot about the House before?”
asked Drake dryl%

“No. Whate—"

“Why did he thia titno thon

“What the dickens do you mean? He
did—we found tha sovercigns on the
landing, and wuvn and down the
ELO 1 g—1

Drake lﬂu%'hed.

“T Enow that, Think ha Lad a hele in
iz pocket ?* .

“It looks like i
moean 7

“I mean that as soon as thoss gnids
were found I kpew that they had been
epotted about intenticnglly, to lay a
false sceni”

“Oh 1 gasped Wharton, ,

“'That's what beads ma so far,” said
Diake, while the captain of the Remove
stared at him amazed. “ That trail wea
lnid to lead nuadpicis:-n upstairs—to the
dormitoriea. I dor't get 1t yot.™

“Oh easped Harry sgain, “If

What do you

EVERY S5ATURDAY

vou're right it.ean only mean that the
rowler’'s a Sixth Form man and that

g chucked n_wn¥ & third part of his
plunder to lay a felee trail.”

“Only he's not & SBizth Form man !
said Drake. “If what happened last
night was the wark of the prowler, he's
afaying a new game that I don’s .

fas it or was it not some hard-up
Eizi;.h?nFcrmnr following in hia foot-
steps

Drake was speaking rather to himself
than Wharton, He was puzzled by this
new development—in which Ferrera
Locke's assistant hed seen more than
anyone clse at Greyfriars dreamed of
SERINE.
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icion fo

rowler doesn't care where sus-
" he want on. “* Why should
e throw away money to draw
suaspicion off the Sixth? That's what he
&id? snd I don't get it—yet!”

“You say he's not a Bixth Form man,
Doecs that mean you've got Four eya oo
somebody 1 :

Prrake did not answer that question

Harry Wharton -did net repeat it
He went on hurriedly :

“If you can do anything, Drake, do
it now! Bob's with the Head, 1 tell

oy, Everybody knows he knew about
ﬁwl{er‘a hoard. They can't say he did
it from that. But it looks—he knew;
and the sovereigns were dropped by
some chap going back to a dormitory—
at least, everybedy thinks zo. Some of
tho:fellows believe already that he did
it; I could sce it in their foces, He's
ing to be under euspicion, evem if
ﬁ?ley don't mako out that he did it—"

1 know."”

“Well, can't you do angthing? If
you call vourselfi a detective——"" broke
out Wharton, “What's the good of
sticking here week after week and
nothing coming of it? Can't you do
anything ™ :

“I'm going to try,” said Jack Drake
quietly. * Leave it at that, Wharton;
you needn’t say any more.”

With that Jack Drake left the study,

Harry Wharton follewed him slowly.

When he rejoined his friends in the
quad, Bob was still with the Head,
and he caught sight of James Duck
going out at the gates, His brow dark-
ened ne he saw him. Bob Cherry was
with the Head, suspected if not accused
of having pilfered Hackey's hoard; and
Ferrers Locke's assistant, it mn-med, was
going for a wallk before dinner,

Harry Wharton’s opinion juszt then
was that of Mr. Quelch—that Ferrers
Locke’s assistant might as well return
to Baker Street, for all the neze he was
ot Greyfriars,

e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cornered !

ANDOLPH CROCKEER lecked

R the door of the hut on the

spinney, put ithe key into his

ocket, and lounged away down
Friardalo Lana.

Every day—or neatly every dey—the
Sportsman did the same about tke same
time, as one fellow at Greyiriars waa
AW AT

But a3 that fime eoincided with tha
time of the school dinner, no Greyiriars
fellow had ever noticed the Sportsman’a
mannera and customs in that reapect,
excepting the one who was spocially
intercsted in him. .

Camping at the hut on the :pinney,
cooking on an oil-stove, it was natural
for ‘the old boy to walk down io the
Cross Keys in Friardale for hia midday
meal—especially as he often fonnd con-
genial spirits there for billiards or
banker in the afternoons

Zl

On this oceasion, though the Sports-
man wes not aware of it, a8 keen pair
of; eyes—over a pair of. steel-rimimed
glasses—watohed him from o clump of
trees as he went,

When he had disappearved down the
lane James [ + emerged from the
trers and hurried up to the deserted hut,

At Greyfriars the hell was ringing for
dinner.

James Duck was generally very care-
ful te cbserve all the rules of the school,
but. this time ha disregarded them.
There was s vecant place at the Remove
table in Hall,

Mr. Quelch, who seemed determined
now to regard Drake merely as a He-
move boy, and not as & detective, was
likely to be annoyed. That al:o Drake
calmly disregarded,

He cut hehind tha hu
him from the lane, and stopped at the
back door; It did not take him lon
to ascertain that thet door was bolte
on the inside, and he moved along to
the window.

But there was no access by the
window, It wae boarded owver inaide,
the boards nailed or serewed fast,

Drake set his lipa

That the mystery man of Greyiriars
was Randolph Crocker he knew. How
the rascal entered and left the echool
without lesving e trace behind he did
not know—but he suspected. It was to
Billy Bunter that he owed the clue.

Only a few dn:i;a ago the fat Owl,
dodging Smithy, had dodged into the
hut on the spinney, gﬂttmgl in at the
window, Bunter’s strange tale had been
laughed at by the Remove fellows: it
had sounded fo them like one
Bunter's tallest yarne.

According to Bunter, he had found
the back room of the hut locked on ona
side and bolted onr the other, and the
window also fastened. DBunter had had
tntklnnck out & pane to unfasten it and

eb im.
¥ How a man could lock or bolt all the
exits from & room and then get out wds
a mystery to Bunter. It was no mystery
ie the fellows to whom he told the tale,
for they simply did not believo it

But i1t had given Ferrera Locke's 8s-
sistint g spot of light.

That hut was built on the site of the
old abbot's cell on tha npmn%. onea
tho property of Greyfriars. The old
flagged. floor of the cell was now the
flooy of the hut.

If a man had dieappeared from a
locked room, it might mean that Bunter
had let his fat imaginetion run away
with. him—or it might mean thet there
wusg o secret oxit from that reom.

If thera was, it led somewhere—and
niight aceount for the fact that ihe
{sreyfriars prowler, though outside the
school, entered and left without a frace
whenever he desired to do so.

Randolph Crocker was an old Grey-
friar: man. Lq;r‘;? ago he had spent
veara at the school. Had he in those
days discovered = secret, of which ho
Was 1o ma,l:ingh:sﬁ? :

It zeemed probable to Drake, but it
counld enly be verified by a close search
of the interior of the Liker's hut,

That was nhot an ensg’e matter, for
Crocker was generally to be found there,
keeping up his pretence of carvying am
a cobbler's business Dyake, on tha
other hand, had to keep up the appear-
unen of being an ordinary Remove bey,
and could ot eut elazsea or 1acals wiih-
out drawing unwanted atiention . o
himself. Masters and prefects kept an
aye on that hut—to take carve that Grey-
friava fellows did not break bounds m
that direction. So far the schoolhoy
Tug Macxer Lapnany.—No. 1,625
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Aatective ad had no opportunity of put-
ting Bunjor's strange tale to the test.

'ﬁ‘:w Lio was making one—by cutting
the school dinner. It was rather a de-
parture from his usunl cautious line of
petton—bnt. so far as Crocker was con-
cernedh, @t any rate, ho was securo. Tho
Sportsman was hikely to be gone at
least an heur—and if he stayed on to
pley bLilliards at the inn, as ho some-
times did, he might be two or three
hours awar,

Bui the cccupant of the hut on the

epinpey hed boarded up the broken
window at the back—and ded it up
vory securely. Drake had hoped to
¢fivet an entrance &t the baek of tho
hut, Lbut he had to give up that idea
Howr. ’ ;
1 circled round the wooden building
grain, his oyes on tho elort. He was
nut likely to be acon h_-,}r anyone at Groy-
frinea while tho echool was at dinney;
but it woy a half-holiday that afterncon,
and before long there would bo plonty
of fellows about, .

But any oye mzf-;ht fall on him from
the lane now that lio was in front of the
hut, which faced the lane, Ho ¢ould
not risk any oye falling on him—and
what he was going to do.

A eountry eart lumbered by, the carter
glencing and grinning at the hut on the
spinney. Tha old bu];: of Gregfriars was
the talk of the neighbourhood, and the
hut a cenire of locsl interest and gossip.
The name of Randolph C £ Was ol
every tonguo for miles round the scheol
from which he had been expelled so
lntﬁl ago. !

The cart lumbercd on out of sight;
then B pedestrian passed, and Drako
had to wait til] he was gone,

Then, at last, tho coast was clesr—
though liow long it would remain clear
lie could not toll—and he lost no time.

Hao H'ﬁ‘p@g quitkly to the door. That
door b an carefully jocked by Ran-
dolph Crocker when he went; but
¥errers Locke’s sssistant had a certein
knowledge and skill in such matters,
and in & couple of minutas tho lock
was unlocked and the schoolboy detec-
tive was inside tho hut.

_ He slut the deor quickly and locked
i1t agein, eafe against an chmgm visitor,

Then be stepped to the middle deor
that gave access to the back room, which
Crockor usoed re both bed-room and
kitchen. In o moment he had possed
through into the back room and shut the
door sfter him. .

It was from the back room, sccording
to Bunter, that tho occupant of the hut
had so0 mysteriously vautshed.

Jack Drake's e:i:les. gleamed round tho
reorm, dim from the boorded window,

It contained only & few wretched
prticles of furniture and utensils. Tho
walls wers of wood, except where, hore
and thore, some fragment of tho old
stono walls of the abbot's cell had Lecn
built im,

The schoolboy detective turned on a
pocket torch, and began to svan tho
massive stoone blocks that formed the
uncient Hoor.

If thore was & secret exit, thatr was
wihore it lay. It was Likely coough, fou
ihe ancient pilo of Greyiriars had many
ench seorets. Drake, in hiz time ar tho
echool, hiad known of & once secret pas-
tago that led froin the school vaults to
ho old priory 1o Friardale Wood
Was thore onother such which had
rever yel been discovered, or dis
covered only by the Sportsman in hia
dara ot the school?
 Drake was almost sure of 1. How
¢ise was the prowler able to come aud
go without leaving & sign? Ho had
vapuely suspected something of the
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kind, oven bofora the
Bunter's stranpe tale of the man whe
bhad vanished. Sinos thon heo had felt
vory nesrly certain,

But if suoh r eocret was there, it
wags not casy to spob.

Every one of the ancient stone blocks,
as fur as Drake scarmed them, seemed
as firm and immovable as the rest.

f there-wos a secrot woy below, it
woa well hidden.

Vot surely there was. Thare must
bol It was not only to annoy tho head-
master that Rarndolph Crocker had
fixed his abode at that spot slmaost at
tho schiool gates. Ho had another
regeon—ocoess to the interior of the
school, to carry on the pilferinge by
which ke lived in dingy idlencas—
Drake could not doubt thet.

Onco ho knew the socret, the prowler’s
g&mﬂ was up. To follow it to the
royfriars end—to kesp watch at that
end for the prowler when next he
prowled—thal was the schoolboy de-
tective's plan. Then 4he handenifs
would click on the wrists of the mystery
man of {rreyfriars, and Jack Drake's
tack at tho school would be done.

Block after block of ancient, time-
wornp stono e scanned with keen,
scarching eyes Bot he had not ot
covered the whole extent of the floor,
when a sudden sound caused him to
start up, and shut off the light of the
toreh .

It was the click of a koy in o lock.

Drake caught his broath.

Rendolph Crocker had returned.

The front door of the hut opened, and
he hoard the wnan tramp into the front
TN,

Drake slood quite still,

Loating.

e had counted on at least an hour—
E-nr aps longer. It wea hardly over

alf an hour since Crocker had gone,
and now he had returned. For some
rogson unknown to Drake, the Sports-
man had returmed earlior than was his
wont

Drake shat Lis teeth,

It was an unexpected blow. Iie did
not fear Crocleer; but if the rascal
found him there, ho would be put on
his guard instantly He was not Iils.e-llv
to continue to beleve that James Duck
tas the sheepish schoolboy ho looked—
if be lcarped that James Duck had
entcred a locked but without leaving
uny truce on the lock!

Dralke had little time to think.

Tlhe foolsteps of the man who had

Liis heart

returned  wore crossing  towards the
iiddle, door.  Thore was no conceal-
mont in the rvom. There was one

chance, and Drake swiftly and silently
backed beliind the door.

The next moment it opencd. It was
Bung carelessly opon, and shut Drake
arainst the wall

Crockor came from the front room.

Through the slit between door and
doorpost, Drake had a momentary
glimpse of him. Had he shut the door
the schoolboy detective would have been
immechately revealed, Dint e left it
wide vpon a3 be walked into the back
roomt.  fle had not come there (o
roihinimn.

He throw a coat and » hat on the
camp-bed &t the end of the room, stood
for a few moments while Lie lighted a
oigaretto, and then walked back into
the front room. He did tor take the
trouble to close the door after him,
And DPrake’s brief hope of cscaping un-
scen by the back door died awaw.

The Sportsman threw himself into a
chawr near the doorway, crossed his
logs, gnd smoked the eciparotto.

Ha was hardli more than a yard
{rom Drake, The schoolboy dotective

had heard

could not leave hiz precaricus hiding-
plago’ without being immedistely scen.
He had to remain where he was, and
Iie remained without «tirring, Lardly
Lreathing.

i G

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Under A Cloud!

111 SAY, vou fellows, Duck’s cutting
tiffin ™
Few follows at the Remove
table heeded Billy Bunter, or the
fact that the dud of the Form was cut-
ting fiffin. .

Mr. guelﬂll cortainly observed it, and
frowned. But the Remove master, like
the Remove, had guita other matters
to think -of, i

Bob Cherry sat at the tabla with the
rest, his fado paler than u=ual, his eves
on his plate.

Almost ell other eyos at the Romove
tabla turned on him, from time Lo time,
with varying éxpressions.

Bob did not meet a8 gingle glonco.

The ouibresk of flierco angor with
which he had met Hacker's accusstion
in his Form-master's study had passed.
His resentrhent towards ¥acker was as
deep as etver, though sinco Lo had re-
flected he had to admit that the Acid
Drop, from his ewn point of view,
had something to go upon.

Quelch was slanding by him. The
Head hed been kind and considerate,
though o liitle dubious, and plainly
influenced by Mr, Hacker's fixod belie
that his missing sovereigns were in Bob
Cherry’s possossion.

S0 assured was Hacker that he had
taken it for granted that Bob Cherry
would be condemned on the evidence,
sackod from the school, and compelled
to disgorge his plunder Leforo he went,

The Acid Drop found that he had
takenr a ‘lgifaﬂd deal toa much for
granted. That suspicion rested on Bob
was clear—all the vE circiunstances
pointed to him: That suspicion
amounted to evidencs, in & senso, bus
certainly oot o conclusive ovidonce.

The interview with Dr. TLocke had
been unsatisfectory to Haocker, and un-
gatizfactory to the amccused junior. It
amounted 1o the Scetlish verdict of not
proven. o

The evidonco convinced [Tacker, It
convinced othors, as well na Hacker,
and made still move rogard Dob dubi-
cusly. MNevertheless, the matter was
still in abevance, and Bob rejoined the
Itemove, koowing that he was daubted,
und knowing that some of the prefects
had been instructed to search his study
and his Lox in the dormitory.

Bob, who gonorolly hed &  veory
healthy appetite, ate little ot dinner.
He did not raise his eyes from his
plate.  Hoe was fecling dismayed and
wretehed now that the Orst anper ond
indignation hLad passed, Ho had
nothing o be ashamed of, Lbut the
thought that Remove fellows mught
think tho same az Hecker was over-
wholming. &o far, the matter had not
gone ontside the Remove; but it would
not be lr.'-ng in epreading to other Forine.
All the scliool would know before thoe
day ended.

Bome of the Remove doubted him, if
they did not believo exactly like Hacker
—and  they bknsw him well enough.
Other fellows who did not Lkonow Lo
g well—fellows in the Fourth and the
Bhell—what were they likely to think
pnd beliove? )

Dinner that da{ was & poinful orden!
to Bob and io Lis fricnds. After 1t
waa over the Co. pathered round bun
ns the Bomove went out, horton eud
Negent, Johany Bull sod Tlurree
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Singh wanted to make it quite clear,
to all whom i1t might conecern, that they
were standi their chum.

Lord Mauloverer made it o special
point to come up and spesk to him, at
which Bob !ig,‘rinned faintly. That was
just like old Mauly. )

Somo other fellows did the esame.
QOthers, porhaps by accident, seemed to
bo steering clear of him. Bob drove
his hands deap inte hia pocket, and
tramped away acroz:a tho quad, his
friends keeping him company, Seldom
hed Bob’s sunny face heen =0 blackly
clouded.

“What's a follow to do?™ ho said,
breaking a long silence. “What the
dickens is a fellow to dof It's not a
thing & chap can get hold of and

uash, ean’t knock a fatheaded
idea out of Eacker's silly old head,
can Ii"

“Bother him " growled Jobnny Bull,

“An if I'd touch his mouldy quids,”
snid Bob, “The old assl All the same,
I can’t help sceing that the blighter,
whaoever he was, must have known they
wera there. 1 knew., I wonder who
elso did "’

“The prowler,” saind Nugent.

“ YVos—Dbut who is ha?"' groaned Bob,
“Jf they snaflled him, he might bhave
ihe quids om him, or in his things.
That wonld prove it. DBut they won’t
snaffle him all of o sudden, after
wrgaks ™

Harry Wharton shoole his head.

1To had had a momentary hopo in
Juek Dirake. But that hopo had died.
Ieake eould do nothing.

“There's one thing," said Bob, *the
Lruto who pinched thosa quids will have
to ba earnrinl how ho gots rid of them.

Cruids  amttenst  witention  theso  days,

All eyes wers on thabn, as he clambered ﬁp the statue. One leg sli
—which was answered oy a ripple of langhter, However, Hobby ¢
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head of the statue.

Yon hardly ever se@ one.
hava to keep them back, and get -shut
of them opo at & time—at a distance,
too! So if they did get the prowler,
he would have some of them on him.
But they won’t, I suppose.” .

“Tt does not seem terrifically likely!"
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, his
dusky face deeply clouded.

“Let'a get nu{,'_’ gaid Bob restlessly.
“ A spob of frogh air will make mo feel a
bit batter.”

“Cherry (" )

It was Mr. Facker's sharp voies as the
Foamous Five went down to the gates.

A Bizth Form man was just going oul

He may

—Gerald Loder. He ﬁi&hﬁ&d round a2
the master of the Shell called or vather
shouted. .

Bob did not look round. Ho set his

lips and went on. There was a pattor of

feet—Hacker was actvally running! He
called out as he ran: oo

“Toder! Stop that junior-— slop,
Cherry!*

Loder gave an angry gruat. Loder had
affairs of his own on kis mind that after-
noon—pressing affairs. But he conld
hardly pass a master’s voico unheeded,
and ho stepped into the way of the
juniora. :

“Stop!® ho snapped. “Can’t you hear
Hacker 1 :

Bob glared at him.

He knew why Hacker had called. Tho
Acid Drop fancied that ho might be
going out of pates—with his plunder! It
was for the Head, or Queleh, to gilte
him, if they chose 30 to do; and thoy had
not done so. He had no intention of
heading ordera from the Aeid Drop.

2 G;:il'l ﬂl_.lt-DDf thafwajr, ader t:;“ha
sna . “Do you faney you're still g
i]i‘-l":?(‘l.'.‘t'. you fu:nnI:; Get out of it!"”

d into.the water, and Hobby uttered & loud * Ow ! **
bered; and reached for the top-hst that adorned the

.-..—-
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“8Biop 1" snapped Loder

“8hift  that cheeky fooll®
Johnny Bull,

The %ammm Fivo shifted Gerald Loder
promptly. They charged in a bunch,
and er of the Sixth went over bhack-
wards and rolled out of the gatewuy
inte the road. He yelled amd scramblod
to his foet, his faco red with rage.

“Have some more, you swab!” snortel
Johnny Bull. “Lots wore 1f you want
it.’

Loder did not geem Lo want any maore.
Heo gave the Famous Five o scowl, amld

Pori vl

walked quickly away. Dut tho brief
!]E]%y anebled Mr. Hacker to reach the
P

Chorry!  Slop at once!” pandsl the
Arid Drop, as he came Lreaphlossly e
" Goin immediately.”

“Rats to youl" retorted Dok

“] order you —"

“You'ro not
can order mo

mi;r Form-masier! You
till you're black in iho
face, and ghall” take no noiioel”
snapped Bob., “Co and eab eokel”

“You—you impertinent young rasoal—
you-——=" gﬂg&d Mr. Hacker. IIo mado
a clutch at Bob's collar, _

The Famous Five could not deal with
Hacker as they hed dealt, waceve-
maoniously, with Lodet! They would
willingly have done so—but membars of
D, ‘.;;uckﬁ’s staff were not to Lo barged
over

Bob dodged ihe clutching hand, anl
cut out of the gateway.

“Come on!” he called.

“1 order you to come bLack, Ehc-rr?v iy
shrieked Mr. Hacker. “I will not allow
you to go oub and conceal
plunder ™

“Shut up, you old ass!"

Tue Eim:mr Lasnany.—No. 16235,
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* Wha-a-t " .

Mr. Hacker stared—he rather gib-
Lered after the Famous Five as they
went. He was laft gibbering as the
chums _of the Remove walked away
down Friardale Lane.

.Iuhnng Bull gave 8 g}ﬁnt as they
Fassed the fence of the Abbot's Spinney.
1he juniors glanced towards the hut—
to ses Loder of the Sixth disappearing
therein! ‘That, it seemed, was where
Loder was poing that sfternoon!

But they gave only a passing thought
to the sportsman E:l) the Bixth as they
welked on  The miserable troubls that
had so suddenly fallem on Bob Cherry
cocupied their minds—and they little
dreamed how Gerald Loder of the Sixth
Yorm and his visit to Crocker’s hut wero
connected with it.

— o c—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pald In Gold !

ANDOLPH CROCKER grinned
through the smoke of his cigar-
ette as the front door of the

to admit Loder,

uk
opened, and
closed after him.

He had warned Loder to come early;
gnd Loder had come early; as soon, n
fact, as he could get away after dinner.
The Sporieman was re to see him—
ihat wes why he had returned early from
the Cross Keys.

"Bo you've come!” bo grinned. I
was going to give you an hour befora 1
startad on the telephone.”

“I've come!™ muttered Loder,

Ha stood leaning on the bench, facin
Crocker. The Sportsinan'’s eyes scann
hiz face -:mnuunl{".

He could eee that there was something
amiss with Loder. If that meant that ho
fiad not brought the tenner, he had little
ritj to expect from the rascally adven-

grer.

Crocker’s oyes glinted unpleasantly,

“If you've not got the tenner—*

“I've got il ¥

Crocker grinned again,

“1 fancied vou would ! he said.

Loder, atill leaning on the hench,
made no movement to produce that

THE MAGNET

lenner. It waz a cold day, bub there
was perspiration on his brow.

“"Well rapped Crocker, puzzlea.

“ Look here!” Loder’s voice came un-
cortuin  and husky. “Look there
Crocker! My horse went down, and i
owe you the money! I know that! I've
had a lot of bad luck this term—but—
later—1 can raize the wind! A couple
of weeksg—1uo>™"

“Cut oll that out!”

“If you'd Eim me the time, it would
make more difference to me than yon
ran guess!” multered Loder hoarsely.

“1 think I said cut it out.™

Loder's hand went into his pocket, and
iis face, already pale, grew paler. DBut

the hand did not come out of the pocket

sguin, It geemed glued there,

Crocker stared at him, ivritated and
puzzied.

_Another pair of eyes—unsuspected by
cither—watched Loder curiously from
Lehind the middle door of the hut.

Jack Drake waz az puzeled as Crocker
Ly Loder’s strange aspect. Ie was not
surprised to ees Loder there—he know
already that the sportsman of the Bixth
had dealings with the former Sportsman
of Greyfriars, But he was surprised by
Loder’s look—by the pale, haunted
wretchedness in his faco. Ho watched in
silenice through the narrow aperture
between the door and the jamb, wonder-
ing whether Loder’s visit might give hin
the chance he wanled of d::rd?émg out un-
geon by Crocker.

“Look here, Crocker!” Loder’s voice
waa hardly more than a husky whisper,
“I—I've got the money! Bul—but—I'm
asking you, begging you, to let me leavo
with it in my pocket. I-I've got
reasons."

“ Do,” eneered Crocker, “and I'll wall:
back to the school with sou.” He half
riose,

Loder did nobt speak. DBut he drew a
tied handkerchicf from hiz  trousers
pocket, and threw it across to the Sports-
mnan.

Thl!n:!‘ was a clink nz it landed on
Crocker's knees. Thers were eoing tied
up in that handlkerchiof.

Crocker caughi it, staring at it in
astonishment. Jeck Drake came near

< —
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“"THE SCHEMER OF
THE SIXTH!”

A gripping long story of a St. Jim's
préfect who was desperately in need
of ten pounds to silence a threatening
bookmaker, and sought to involve
an innocent fag in trouble to save
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MEET FRANK RICHARDS
when he was a Boy!

AND MANY OTHER GRAND ATTRACTIONS
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The GEM
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Thrilling stovies of his
schooldays in the back-
wouds of Canada appear

regularly in The GEM.
Head " A Fortune at
Stalicl™ It tells of a

crook who played for high
stalees in masquerading
A% a new master at Codar
Creel School.

“THE SCHOOL AT
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Who says a life on the occan wave
with the bovs of the Benbow? The
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to the West Indics.
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rastorad what

belraying himself at that moment, Buf
he shut his teeth and kept silent.

“What the dooce—" exclaimed
Craocker.

He untied the knot in the bandker-
chief, A yellow gleam caught the sun-
liqht from the window.

‘Quids !  exclaimed Crocker, in
nmazement. “ Sovereigns! Great pgad!
Where did you pick up a handful of
gsovereigns, Loder

Loder did not answor that guestion.
His faco was colourless, and the aweat
ran down from his forehead.

Crocker whistled softly. He did not
nead dn answor.

That the money was not Loder's, ho
knew at once. It was not, and could not
be—no echoolboy could have had tem
povercigns in his possession—a . fellow,
moreover, wlo had had nothing the da
before. Loder of the Sixth had followed
in the foolsteps of that old boy of Grey-
friars—he had done what Crocker had
been expelled, yoars ago, for doing, The
roscal know . that as well as if Gerald
Loder had told him so. The junior
hidden in the back room wondered for o
moment whether oven that bad and

hard-hearted man would stand for this.
But he did not wonder long.

“Gad!” said Crecker at last. “Gad!”

He counted the sovereigns, elinking
them in his hand. Then, knotting them
in the handkerchief again, he slip tho

little bundle into his pocket—
r.ie;& airing eyes watching it disappear.

“Pull yourself together!” he gaid con-
temptuously.  “¥You'll give yourself
away with a face like that!”

Loder did not speak. He could not
Up to the very moment whon he had
parted with the sovereigns, he had hope.l
that he might yet pull through without
becoming actually a thief. If that
dastardly rascal had given.him & chance,
gladly, how gladly, he would have
ha had taken from
Hacker's study, in the still hours of
darkness. Tp to the last moment, the
last second, he had hoped—bmt hope was
tderd now,

Without a word, he turned and lefi
Lo hut.

Heo. walked almost blindly back ta
Groyfriars. Ho was done with Crooker
now—and he was safe, g0 far ns that
want, at the schoal, Evervbody put tho
theft down to the prowler—so far as
Loder knew, at all events. Nobady could
suspect that the prowler, or the wretohed
sportsman who had imilated him—waz in
Loder's Form at all; he had taken care
of that.

. He was sale-~from all but a tormeni-
Ing collsclence,

o walked blindly. It was a curious
etaro from Coker of the Fifth, coming
out at Lhe gales, that recalled him to
himself.

P-irkur Etﬁ]lpE-E%. W i

‘1 say, you lock ill, Loder,” he gaid.

Loder walked on without apnswering
him; but he made an effort to pull him-
sclf together. Crocker's advice was
good—ho did not want his facs to give
bhim sway. After all, he was safe |

There had been fifteen sovereigns in
Ilacker’s hoard. Ten wers wanted to
satiafy Crocker—but Loder had had to
take all; the prowler would hardly
have left any behind, He would have
shuddered at the th-uu%]:lt of keeping
any of them—Dbeyond what be needed to
save his skin. Five had been used to
lay & false trail—to lead suspicion away
from the Sixth!

Not that Loder would have drecamed
of throwing suspicion on any particular

ereonr; he would have EETIITI!{ 11
wrror fromm such a thought. That
trail of gold, false ag it was, led in the
right direction, according to his belief

der's



=ho was assurcd thot the prowler was
not i the Sixth. There were a couple
of hundred other fellows to chooso
from—and that false trail led to no one
in_particular. It simply confirmed the
helief  that the prowler, when he
prowled, came from one of the dormi-
torues,

Not from the Sixth—not from
Loder's Formi—that was tho importang
point. Ila was safe—perfectly safe—the
wholo thing would be put down to the
prowler—and Loder -hod only his con-
science to dread. :

80, at least, he fancied—till, as he
went towards the House, ho caught o
remark from a group of Iifth Form
mer.

“Can't bo much doubt 1 Price of the
Fifth was saying. * I'rom what I hear,
it’s  come out that he knew that
Hacker had & hoard of quids—"

Loder stopped dead,

“Then they kuow who ib was!™ said
Hilton.

“Loolts like it! I hear that Hacker
saw him go out just afier dinner, wnd
thought——" .

“What's that 1" Loder tried to speak
naturally. “Hds—has anything becn
found out, Prico?”

Price glaneced round ab him.

" Yos—thoy kvow who bad Hacker's
gquids,” he answered. .

Loder's knees almost failed hin

“Who?™ he managed {6 utlern

“ A BRemove kid—"

o Eh 1::-

Loder walked on.
him almost _giddi.'.

They fancied they knew who had had
Hacker's quids—and they were thinkin
of a Remove kid! What had put such
an idea into anybody’s head 'Loder
could not evon guess. Then it came to
him in a flash—Vernon-S8mith

e hoad always believed—he believied
still—that Vernon-8mith of the Remove
was the prowler. If they had got the
young scoundrel at  last, he could
answer for this along with tho vest1 Tt
would not bhurt him to have one more
pilfering put to his tally, after =o
many.

Had ﬂi-?ﬁ

His relief made

Ha ot an innocent feéllow,
Lodcér ha inew what he would, or
cold have done. But if they had got
the guilty man, all right! Loder went
to s study, nothing doubting that it
was Herbert Vernon-Smith who had
been spotted a8t Jast—what other
Remove kid could it possibly be? And
the prowler, if he was caught okt last,
muf£ answer for Gerald Loder's zins as
well as his ownl

e

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Knocked Out!

ACK DRAKE did not siir. But
his thoughts were racing, as he
stood silent Dbehind the door in
the back room of Crocker’s hut,

The whole thing was clear to him
now-—all the circumstances that had
puzzled him about tho theft of Hacker's
hoard explained by what lLe had
ECEM.

His fecling towards Loder was one
of contemptuonus compassion, The misery
and romorse of the wretched fellow
who had been dniven and fright:‘:ncti
into this act by & ruthless rascal, had

heen only too clear in his looks. But
for Crocker, his loathing waa {too
deep for amy words to have ex-
rressed Lt

This wretch, a pilferer himseli, had
driven his dupe into pilfering.

Jack Drake ¢clenched his hands hard.
1Ie would have been glad to drive his
LKnuckles into tho sardonie, rascally faco
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that he could sco grinning through the
crack of the door.

But he did not =tir. Crocker,
lﬂliIJEIﬂF in the chair in the outer
room, lighted another cigarctie.

Drake's thoughts moved quickly. o
had hoped that his visit to the but on
the spinney would lead to n discovery
=but he had never «dreamed of such a
dizcovery as this

IHo was not thinking of o scarch for
the secrot passape now. He wos
thinking of the sovorcigns that the
wretched Loder had brought to the hut
and thet wers now stowed in Crocker’s
pocket, His mind was made up that
the purleincd money should not renvam
in Randelph Crocker's keeliv{ng. Thot
was fxed and resolved in hiz mind.

That moncy was Mr. Hacker's! I
was  going  Dback to Mr. Hackerl
Loder, in spite of himseclf, was going
to bo saved from tho burden of gmt
that weighed on lhim like o load of
despair. Bob Cherry was going to bo
cleared of tho suspicion {ihat had
fallen on him like o Llight. :

Drake had pe time to form deflmilo
plans.  If he could handle this, and
clear Bob, without giving Loder up, he
was going to do it. Loder might well
bo lofe to his conscience and to tho
terrible lesson he had had—if his act
of dishonesty could be undonc. But,
for the moment, the schoolboy detee-
tive's thoughts centred on ome thing—
getting Hocker's sovercigns back from
that grinning rascal.

He was no match for the man
physically, strong and sturdy as he was,
He hed lesrned that on tho night ho
had strugegled with the prowler in tho
dark. But he had to get the uppcer
hand of lim if ho was going to recover
thé stolen sovereigns. And he was
grimly, savagnl{ resolved that he was
n]t]:rt gI-omg to leave the hub withoni
them

o had to tako the scoundrel by

surprise—knock him -out Dbefora ho
-:mull)d' bring his superior strengih to
bear! And he was at that moment

as ruthless as Crocker himscli—he was
ready to deal with tho villain as-with
a wolf or a mad dog.

If Crocker came into the back room
again——

ralko waited, his-heart beating, bmg

liis head cool, hiz hands clenched, his
oyes gleaming, Loder had been gone
half an honr. s o '

The Sportsman, lounging in ihe chair
in the front room, smoked cigareiltn
after cigarette. He had reached out
for o newspaper—Drake conld seo 1is
title: it was a Lantham poper. 1e
could seo that Crocker, ns he smoked,
was scanning thp page on which was
Lgii.vcn a list of the Lantham reces that
AV,

It was cnzy o read (he man's
thougltsa,

Ho was in funds now, and thove weee
races  at  Lantham  that afternoon.
That was tho way Mr, Hacker's gquids
wera o gu—uﬂﬁasa Ferrers Locke's

pssistant suecceded in saving ihem !
SBcattercd in reckless gambling—whilo
Bob Cherry, st Greyfriars, was under
tha suspicion of having pil’fere_d thom |
Drako was not likely to hesitato at
much to sot that vightl

Ho knew now what he could do-—
what Jie was going to do! The Sports-
man glaneed at his wateh and  rose
from the chair.

He waos going! Ie worhl have to
step into the back room for ithe coas
and hat he had Hung on tha bed thore.
Drake tonsed as he watched,

Crocker threw down the paper. Ile
put his hand into the pecket where ho
had placed the coins fied in the hawml-
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herchief, and there waz & musicul
clink, He laughed.

Then he stepped to the deorway and
naszed through., He faced in the diree:
vion of the camp-bed, lns bock partiy
turned to Drake.

What followed was like lighining,

Crocker heard no sound, saw oo
movement. He did not know ihat any-
thing was happening till o clenched fi-r
that felt like o hammor crashed behind
his ear, )

That sudden, terrific jolt landed with
overy ounce of Jack Drake's etrength
Lbehind the princl,

Crocker went down like o log
_ He did not oven uiter & cry. The
olt crashed like a mallét and sealtered
s acnses. He crashed on tho stose
floor and lay prone.

Droke was bending over him ihe
next second.

Crocker was  stuoned—{or e
moment! In leas than s minute, it
was likely, he would be himself again.
But much less than & minulo was
crmwugh for Forrers Locke's assistant.
used to quick action.

In hardly more than a eccond il
tied handkerchicf with its contenis was
in Droke's hond, and shoved into his
pocket.,  In another, ke was in the
front rodm and lad pulled ihe door
shut after him.

IIe¢ crossed the rcom to the f[ront
dear in two bonnda.  Ie tore the door
cpen ond leaped out. Ho went down
ihe path to fgﬂ to a3 if 1t had beoy
2 cinder-path. e leaped the gate
without & pause—landed in the lane,
and cut off towards the school.

Ik

Then he dropped inte 8 walk,
was Jack Drake, detective, vho linct
acted so promptly and decisively in the
hut on the spinney. Buat it was James
Duck, the sheepish new Dboy, who
ambled in ot the school gates, blink-
ing rounid him sheepishly through steel-
rimmeod glasses..

In ihieo hut on tho spinney Mondolph
Crocker stirred end groaned. ITo rar
up on tho stonc-flagged floor and put o
hand to an aching head, staring round
him dizzily.

For o minute or two ho sat there,
dazed, unable to realise what liad hap-
pened.  But the bruise behind his caw.
the ache in his head, told him; and
he staggered to his fect, his hard faco
convulsed with rage. Ho glared round
ihe room and then tottered, hiz hand
{o: his head, into the front room. The
front door stood wide open and he
lottered to it, and stood leaning en
the doorpost, slaring out. No olle was
to ho scen.

Ho tried to think it eut. ESomcone—
ha eould not begin to imaging who
—had been hidden in the back roome-
must have entered and lain in wait for
him while he woas gono fo ibe Lrois
Keys. o must have been there hidden
when Crocker ecame back! Dut who!
And why? Whaever it wasz, Lo h:;.d
knocked him out and cscapod while e
lay senseless.

Then it eame inle his mind that the
unknown must have been theve during
hisg intorview with Loder—must bave
EOT=——

At that thought his hand shob to his
pocket! It came out empty ! ‘Lho ticd-
np snvnmiigna were gonel That, then.
wis why tho man, whoever he was, bal
knocked him out |

For the next ten minutes Randolph
Crocker, old boy of Greyfriarvs, wge
making o series of remarks that might
well have turned the atmospherz bluat
That—such as it was—was the ouly
comfort ho had left ! ) .
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing To Report !

i 851"
“ Fathead 1V
# Jevver hear of

ags 1

“Ha, ha, hat™

“Go it, Ducky! Tell
funny slory 1™

Mr. Quelch, as he walked 1n the gquad
nfter tea, glanced at the group of
Bemove fellows standing by the foun-
wain end frowned a little, They were
gathered round Jarues Ducle; and Duck
—-a8 tsual—seemed to be the object of
good-humoured derision. .

Most of the juniors were laughing.
Cne face was darkly clouded—Bo
Cherry's. Havry Wharton was lookin
very curiously at the simple, sheepis
f{;ﬂgt of James Duck, Owelch frowned
at it. .

Quelch was in 8 havassed mood that
afternoon. He clung to his belief that
tobert Cherry, of his Form, knew
nothin of the disappearanre of
Ilocker's hoard. The headmaster, so
for, had been unable to decide—but
ITacker, at least, had no doubts. Hacker
Liadd told him, bitterly, that thers was

such an

us another

cow no hope of 1'1!1':!:11;"&\1'i.11¥l the lost
rovereigns-=since Cherry had been
ollowed to go out of gates. Those

sovereigns, the Acid Drop was assured.
were now hidden in some safe spot out-
side the school, known only to the young
rascol who had pilfered them!

The Remove master scoutéd that idea
L
liftle—a harassing doubt would creep
inl  And all the time there was a
tetoctive in the school—and it was up
to that detective to clear up the whole
matter | Instead of which, there he was
—ihe balt of his Forint No wonder
Quelch gave James Duck a grim frown.

Jamos Duck did not notice him in tho
offing; or did not, at all events, heed
him. He blinked at the grinning
juniors through his steel-rimmed glasses
and went on in his mild, meek voice.

“Don't vou think so? I shouldn't
wander; vou know! Fellows keep on
}:]ﬁ}fing practical  jokes—I'm ways
wving practical jokes played on me.”

“Fellows don't play practical jokes
on  Hacker, you pesil” said Vernon-
Bmith. “ Hacker bites.”

“The _bitefulness of the absurd
Hocker is terrifie, my idiotic Duck |
said Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“But think how nice it would be if it
{urned out to be anlr? a practical joke!™
persisted Duck. My Unole Percy
slways says that one should lock om the
iice side of things—"

“Ha, ha, ha "
runted Bob Cherry,

“ You zilly mas ™
“What's put that fat-headed idea into
The prowler had

vour silly head?
Haocker's gui

“Had he?” murmured Skinner; and
Snoop giggled.

“1 say, you fellows, if Bob took them
for & Jni(ﬂ on Hacker—— Yarooch 1
Bob Clierry's boot interrupted Bunter's
remnarks

“Well, 1 shouldn't wonder,” said
Duck placidly. * Of course, only & silly
chump could think that Cherry gud any-
iliing to da with it—"

“Thanks " glnml:ad Bob.

“And what I mean 1z this—if it was
p practical joker pulling Hacker's leg
to frighten him sbout lozing his money,
of course he will let 1t turn up again
bleated Duck. *I feel sure that he will
lnse no time about it, either, now that a
t'c!_lﬂw 13 suspected, Don't you think
§0 %

" Ase 1M
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he could not help wondering & W

#  bleated Duck.

THE MAGNET

*Fathead ™

* Goat 1

Those replies, and others in a like

strain, told what the Removites thought
of Duck and his extraordinary idea that
the disappearance of Hacker's hoard
might be only & “practical joke on the
Acid Drop!
. “But isn't 1t rather nice to think that
it may be nothing worsa than that, after
a1l ¢* bleated Duck. **How pleased Mr.
Hacker would be if his sovereigns
turned wup in- the school after all. 1
shouldu't wonder.”

o Ewandty else weuld!” chuckled
Vernon-Smith. “You howling aes, how
wonld a japer know anything about
Hacker’s quids that he kept under lock
and key in his study T

“Somebody knew—not a
grinned Skinner. ]

“ The prowler knew {” said Bob, with
a glare at Skinner.

_ ®*T'vo heen thinking about that since
it all come out " bleated Duck.

“You've  been thinking!" snorted
Johnny Ball *“I'd like to know what
vou've done that with?”

" Yes, really, vou know I said Duck.
“You see, that day Cherry was in
Hacker's study Hacker was atartled and
dropped that tin box—we know that
now | Well, that desk's quite near his
window. Buppose some chap was pass-
ing at the timel!”

“0Oh 1 sald Bob,

“0Oh!" said the Bounder. He stared
at James Duck. * Well, that's a spot of
rennse from a silly ass, and no mistake.
a3 er near the window when he
dropped that box of qéuda, Cherry 77

“¥Yesl” answered Bob.

“Then a fellow who happened to
have his eye on Lhe window might have
seen them!” coxclaimed the Bounder.

“I suppose so—if he happened to be
locking at the window at just that
mminuta 1™

“ Likely 1" murmured Skinner.

“Do you think i1t's likely, Skinnor®”
bleated Duck, apparently oblivious of
Skinner's sarcastic tone. “That's eo
nice of you! You are so much cleverer
than I am, Bkinner; I am eo glad you
agres with me.”

“Idiot 1" was Skinner's reply.

“B mi* said Johnn Baull.
“Duck’s the biggest chump thet ever
was, but that's sense, and no mistake |
Nobody else seems to have thought of
that! Why, that's how the pincher
knew Hacker had the quids”

“Fancy Dueck talking sense I grinned
Petar Todd. ;

“Out of the mouths of babes and

japar [V

sucklings—" ghiickled the Bounder.
“I'll bet Duck’s pguessed that onal
Somebody espotted Hacker at his

window-—I"11
in deughnuta.”
Harry Wharton drow & deep breath.
Ho had no doubt that James Duck
was right; but he knew that this was
not 2 guess hir the duffer of the Form;
it was o careful calculation worked out
by the Lkeen mind of Ferrers Locke's
pssistant. Jack Drake had not been,
after all, so idke as he had supposed !

“That's right 1" said Harry. “That's
how it happened! Somebody ought to
have thought of that—"

“And 1t was leit to the fool of tha
Form I” said Nugent. *How did you
do it, Duck, with & brain like yours—if
you call it 8 brainf"

“I am so glad you agarea with me,™

“And I 8o hope that
it will turn out to be & practical joke
en Hacker. Wouldn™t that be nice "

“Iathead I

On that qaint, at all events, nobody
seamed likely to agree with the dud of
tha Bemove |

et any man ten to ono

Mr. Quecleh, with compressed lips,
up‘pmaehad tha group.

*Duck ! he rapped.

The steel-rimmed glasses turned on

him.
“¥Yes, sir!™ bleated Duck.
“Follow me to my study.”

“0Oly, certainly, sic!®

The Remove fellows looked after
Duck as he ambled in the wake of his
Form-master to the House, most of
them grinning.

“That silly.chump in a row againi"
said Toddy. “ I wonder what it 1s this
time. = Poor ald Ducky 1™

“Quelch heard what he said!” re-

marked Skinner, “May be going to
jaw him for talking such rot.”
. “He wasn't talking rot—he was talk-
ing sense | snapped Bob.,  “ And the
only fellow in the Form who's talked
sonse on this subject, too.”

“You'd say so!"” grinned Skioner,

“He, he, hel That suits Cherry’s
bosk, don't it?” chuckled Billy Bunter,
“Wounldn't he like to make out thas
somebody else knew about Hacker's
yuids, Ha, he, hel Wow! Leggol”

*Leggo!” yelled Skinner simultane
ously.

_ Bob Cherry did not let go! With an
tran grip on two collars, he brought two
heads suddenly together with &
resounding concussion,

ang
“ Yoo-hoop 1 yelled Skinnec,

“Wow "  roared Dunter. “Owl
Wow ! Beast!”
Bob Cherry hurled Bunter to the

right, and Bkinner to the left, and they
sprawled. Then he stalked away with
a red face and s dark brow. His
friends followed him—Johnny Ball
lingering a moment to stuff Bkinoer's
cap down the back of his neck beform

ho ﬁ:ant, !
anwhile, James Duck {ollowed
Mr. Quelch into the Remove master’s
study. There the gimlet eyes fixed on
him_grimly.
“I heard what you were saying to the
other juniors, Draske!” rapped Mr.
?Eumlch “¥ou have made a suggestion

at i, at least, possible.™

“Thank vou, sir'™ murmured tho
echoolboy detective demurely.

“You were absent from dinner to-
day I went on Mr. Quelch. “I shall not
purnish you for this, Drake—"

“Thank you again, sir "

vid T i ¥

_ “You will kindly refrsin from adopt-
ing a sarcastie tone in spesking to your
Form-master, Drake!" snapped Mr.
Quelch, “I repest that I heard what
ou said, Does this mesn that you havo
making some sort of an investigsn-

tion into the matteri”

Nn.r-}i)lf.

“Am I to understand,” continued Mr.
Ciueich, “‘that you have formed a théorv
that the pilfering of Mr. Hacker's
sovereigns was, after all, nothing but o
stupid practical joke on the part of
some foolish hoy 1™

£Htill no rep!%n Only a faint smile
glimmered on James Duok's face.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“Will you answer me, Drake?’

“No, sir.”

*Wha-a-t 1"

7 have nnthing to raport to you ns
o _detective, sir,” said Jack Drake
calmly, “If vo made any discovery,
I am entitled to keep it to myself. Yon
have chozen, 8ir, to treat me as & school-
boy and not as a detective. You havo
declined to make use of my servicea as
a detective, I am bound to point oul,
pir, that you cannot have it both ways !”

The gimlet eyes glittered at him.

“Drako (™ breathed Mr. Quelch.

# Duck, if you please, sirl” esaid tha



acw boy in the Femove guictly, but
very tirmly.

“Have you anything to tell meal?”
aoked My, Quelch, breathing harder,

] '::QD Iill

“Ta voa mean that yon have mada
some discovery which you do not intend
fo teil mei”

aid ?EE !51

Mr. Quelehi appeared to be on the
Euir:t of choking for 8 mowent. But
e controlled his exasperation. Thoue
waz o brief silenco.

“1In tho circumstances, I admit that
you have some¢ tight 1o take this
attitude, Drake,” he zaid. “Bit you
will ‘tell me, ft least, this—have ron
learned anything that clears Cherry of
gz mizarable suapicion?”

*1 will tell you that, gir—yes I

Mr. Quelch’s biow cloared.

" Aye yvou cartain of that, Drake

" Quite 1" _

“Will that fact he mado clear®™

“ Parfectly.”

Thera was another silence,

“Vory  well, Dvake,” zaid Dir
GGuelch at last. 1 shall hope that you
are right—it will be a wvery great
relief Lo my mind. ¥ou may go.’

Quelch was left in a very. thoughtful
moad when - Drake went. His faith in
the schoolboy - derective was down to
zeva: vet, in spite of that, be drew
r:u!?ifm't; from what Jack Drake had
EL.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
In Haeker’s Hat!l
OSLING was the first to sea it in
the bright spring morning.,
William Gosling was an early
risor,

He snorted when he saw it

“Them dratted  boys i said the
ancient porter of Grey rlﬂ.rarﬂch_gul, o
he gazed at it. “Wot I says is this "cre,
them dratred boys!®

And Gosling proceeded to report what
he bad scen. :

Other eyes were scon upon ik! The
Greyiriars fellows, turning out-at. the
olang of the rising-bell, gathered in
erowds to gaze at it, amid laughter.
Masters gazed at it from windows. Mr.
Hacker gazad at 1t, with the most
acidulated expression that had ever em-

hittered hia acid face. For Mr. Hacker
had mizsed & silk hat. Mow he guessed
what bad become of it _

“Ha, ha, ha ! came 3 vipple of meryi-
- ment from qued. )

“He, he, he ™ squealed Billy Bunter.
“I say, vou fellows, there's a top hat
an_the governor's statue ! I say, look I”

That was the surprising sight that had
roeted Emlm{a ancient eyes—and that
now . met some hundreds of other eyes!
. The statiue in the middle of the old
fountain, which a few days sco had
héen garbed in Skinner’s oves. dt was
now adorned by & top hat!

That hat, glistening in the morning
siihshine, im%l been placed on the
statuo's head—by some unknown hand !

Somo fellow, evidently, bad got out
of the House aftcr dark, climbed the
itat.ur.-. aad crowned 16 with that silk
.at !

The statuc’s aspect, with a top hat on,
was, _really extraordinary., TFellows
srowded round,  yelling with laughter.

“Whose hat?™ ohuckled the Bounder.

“Not the japer’s own, u bet!”

‘inned Hobsop .of the Shell. ™1 say,
the Acid Drop was grousing last night
about somecbody pineching his Sunday
hat t*

“Hacker's hatl” exclaimed Harry

Tlhaveon. .
“Ha, ha, ha®

{and great ability o
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“{Foodooess gracious, is that a hat oo
the statue?"” exclaimed James DBuck,
staring up at it over his steel-rimme.
glassez. “What a very odd idea to put
a hat on the statue !

“Bome jape on Hacker
fiat,” said l}Iu nny Bull, " I'd
Hacker climbing up for it ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

The crowd thickened round the
fountain. Wingate of the Smixth and
other prefects arrived on the spot—
masters came out of the House—nearly
all Greyfriars gathered to gaze up at
that hat |

if it’s his
like to sce
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“Extraordinary " boomed My, Prout.
“ Unprecedented 1™
"“A foolish, thoughtlesa aet " saappad

Mr, Quelch. “ Who—"

“It s m‘E hat " came grinding
through Mr. Hacker's set lips. 1 have
no doubt that it is my hat=—I have

missed my hat———""

““Ha, ha, hal®?

" Bilenece I

“Wingate, kindly ascond the slatue
gnd recover that hat!™ yapped Mr.
Hacker. “You should have removed ik
at onco "

(Continued on next page.)

HE first letter in my mail bag
T this week comes from Sam
Hardy, of Stoke, who tells me
thar be wants to be a private detee-
tive. _
My chum opens bis lettel in a way
I am rather used to. He praises the
good otd Maewer in.such enthusiastic
terms that were I not accustomed to
them by now it would be almost suffi-
cient to turn my head. Our present
series of Greyfriars yarns, featuring
Jack Drake, Ferrers Locke's  assist-
ant, appeal very much to ‘S8am. So
strongly has the series canght hold
of my chum's imagination that he
asks my advice as to how he may be-
come & private detective himself,

The question Sam puts to me is a
poser indeed. Successful private de-
teetives, it ean truthfully be said, are
born, not made, and unless my chum
possesses exceptionally keen fagultiea
the particular
kind necessary to this most difficult
profession, I strongly advise him fo
rive up the idea of taking up this
ocen Hﬂ?i!}ﬂ. In any case, it is early
yvet for friend Sam fo make up his
mind as he is, he tells me, only
thirteen years of age, Time, Jack
Drake himself was only a youngster
when he joined forees with Ferrers
Locke, but his is a very exceptional
case, and he has had  comsiderable
tenining in the expert hands of - the
 famous Baker Street criminologist.

Now for a word of advice to a
Devonshire reader who asks me if 1
think it iz safe to ride pillior om a
motor-bike? Candidly. I don’t think
it is, chum. Nowadays, the traflic on
our ronds is vwvery formidahle,
accidents are far too frequent, and
among them pillion-riders figure ver
largely. T know there is a thri
about pillion-riding, but every son
bas a duty to his parents. Think of
[ the anxiety when their boy ia out

illion-riding on a chum’s motor-bike !
IIJ:; it worth while to run this un-

necessary risk? You know the answer,

his readers. Write to him ;
* Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
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Your Editor Is always pleased to hear from

Editor of the

E.C4

chym, I féel sure, without consulting
me. '

Here are some brief replies to
regders’ gueries : _

JOHN STACE. (Cricklewood).—The
“Schoolboys’ Own Library ¥ 1s pub-
lished the first Thursday in the

{Wind sr.}rf).-
it

‘montl.

HARRY TINDALL !
Pack up the late hours, eveh 1
means giviig up your pal. Barly to
bed :Eng early to rise makes a chap
healthy, wealthy, and wise,

DORIS CORBETT (Ezcter).—Cert-
ainly there is no barm in reading the

Magyer ou a Sunday it's clean,
healthy literature, More pcople read
on a Suaday than any other day in
the week.

Now for NEXT WEEEK'S PRO-
GRAMME!

“THE CLUE OF THE PURPLE
FOOTPRINTS |
By Frank Richards,

iz the title of next week's extra-long
story of your old favourites, Harg
Wharton & Co., of Qreyfriars, with
Jack Drake again taking the leading
role.- For-the first fime the mystery
man of Greyiriars, who bhas becn
gzﬁw]ii} at night, ledves  a elne

hind him—a clue which does mnot
need a detective to follew up, either.
Apd Dr, Locke and Mr. Qucleh are
not slow to follow np the trnil. But
where does it lead them? Yon'll be
squ'ri&ed when you rend next Satur-
day's top-motch yarn and find out.
Next on the programme is aunother
pnews-in-az-untshell edition ‘of thé
“Greyiriarse Herald,” wriltcn and
ﬂﬂx.;piled by Harry Whartor & Co.
And, last but by no meaps least, our
Eﬂgul‘g:_ “My Page™ feature,  contri-
uted by Harold Skinuer. A strong
rogramme, you will agree, chuoms,
Eh].te certaic of next Saturday’'s

‘Maguer by ordering it in advance.

Cheerio till next week,
YOUR EDITOR.
Tne Magner Lisnagy,—No. 1,603, -
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Wingate looked et him. He did not
like My, Hacker's tone, neither did he
like the idea of ¢lambering up that
statine in the midst of a laughing crowd.

“Uosling bad better get his ladder,
sir,” he said,

“MNouvsecnso ! Loder, kindly get that
hat down " vapped Mr., Hapcker,

Loder did not even answer. He was
leas mclined than Wingawe for such a
clamber.

And Loder had trouble on his mind
thet morning, much more serious than
anything that could have happened to
the Acul Drop's Sunday hat! Loder
had learned that it was not Vernon-
Smith, but Bob Cherry who was under
suspicion of having pilfered Hacker's
hoard—and since he bhad learned that,
Loder had been iu a stare ol conscience-
stricken misery that almost drove him
to ‘the Head to confess—though not
guite!| Loder was not likely to bother
about Hacker's hat !

“Hobzon I The Acid Drop called to
g member of hiz own Form. ““ Hobson!
Eindiy fetch that hat cdown '

“Yes, gir!” auswered Hobby cheer-
fully. Hobhby did not mind clambering
ip tho statuc,

All eyes were on Hobby as he
clambered. Hp did not seem guite so
handy at that geme as Jomes Duck had
been, One long leg slipped into the
water and Hobby uttered a loud * Ow !
which ' was answercd by a ripple of
laughter.

However, Hobby reached the statue,
clambered on it, and reached the top
hat that adorned the head, Halding on
with .his left, he hooked off the hat
with his right. S

“Hallo! = There's something in it!"”
exclaimed Hobson,

“Ha, ba: hal YWhat's in it, IIobby "
volled o dozen voices.

“Homething tied up 1n a banky [V

“Bring down thot hat at once, Hob-
son ! hooted Mr.' Hacker. “Throw it
to. me—you may drop it! I will caich
it, Hobzon ! Throw 1"

“*Yes, gt

Hobson slung down the hat, Perhaps
he threw it clumsily, or perhaps Hacker

rabbed  olumsily It landed on the
i{:iﬂ Dyop's mortar-bbard with & bump
and dropped off to the ground.

“Owl” gjaculated My, Hacker,

“ Ha, ha, hat”

Hobson clambared down.. My, Hacler
picked up the hat. He stared into it
and a crowd of tyes stared, also: Bvery
follow wondering what it was that was
tied up 16 & handkerchief in the hat,

The handkerchiel was knotied, Onn
corner waz ganned Lo the lining of the
hat to keep & inside, Hacker jerked

out the pin, took out the. tied hand-
kefehipf,  and flaid tle hat on the
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granite vim of the founiain—a strange,
punazed expreszion growing in his face,

He conld net yver see whal was Ltied u
in that bhanky. DBut he could fee] with
his bony bngers, And he could hear—
and other ears could heav! From thak
tied hanky came a muasical clink ! That
hanky contained coins!

“What——" oxeclaimed AJlr. Quelceh
breathlessly, as he heard that elink of
eoins, “1s it possible Can it be
possible——"

Hacker, dumb with amazeinent, un-
tied the knot ‘There was a gleam of
if[:ll-nw metal in the senshine. A litde
wap of sovercigns reposed in the hand-
kepchicf.  Invmnerable eyes stared at
them, and there was o roay -

“The gnids 1™

“Haclker's quids !™

S Hahe hadl?

“1he—the—the guids ! stuttered Bob

Cherry. His face lighted 11]{} and his
eves danced. “Oh, my only hat! The
guida—Hacker's quids 1

Mr. Hacker stared blankly at tho

quide. . Mechanically he counted. them.
There: were ten,  Fvidenily they were
the missing sovorecigns—not pilfered by
the prowler, not hidden out of putes by
Bob Cherry, but there 1n Hacker's own
hand, taken out of his hat!

 Amazing [ boomed Prout.

“1 szay, vou follows, Hacker's got his
gquids back I'' sgueaked Billy Bunter.
“1 zay, Duck said it was only o practi-
cal joke on Hacker—""

Ar. Quelch gave the master of the
Shell a grimn lock. : :

“Those are the missing sovercigns,
M Hacker ! he snapped.

The Acid Drop gasped.

“ Yo, it—it would appear so—"
Iacker stuttered

 And what ‘becomes now, sir, of your
accusation sgainst a boy of miy Form,
siv, of pilfering them?” demanded Mr,
Quelch,

*Ohl AL
At

“The whole thin;j;." snapped Mr.
Queleh, * was evidenily a foolish practi-
cal joke on the part of some unthinking,
foolish Loy, Do not push e, Loder,
please [ ) :

Loder of the Bixth did not heed.

He pushed forward to stare at those
ROVETPIENE, Fis eves popped aliiost
froan his head as he staved. Evers
fellow there was surprised 1o see the

I certainly supposed—-

guida.  But Gerald Loder was not
picrely  surprized: he wa:  amazed,
dumbliounded, unnerved; he [ancicd

that he muszi b dreaming,

Flacker's sovereighs-—that  he  had
Lhanded over fo the Spovisman tho day
bofore at Crocker's huat ! Here—found
it: Hacker's hat! Wihat did it and
could it mean?
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Jamez Duck, plancing ab  Loder's
dumbfounded Fﬁmgm'm- his steel-rimmed
elazzes, could have told him, :

“0h ! gasped Loder, He hocked
awny through the ¢rowd agoin, some of
the fellows staring at him,

It was no good rrying to understand
it Hoe mu!dg hardly suppose that Han-
cdolph Crocker had put the ti[llld.ﬁ there
by way of a joke. But if Crocker hadn't,
who bad? And why? Loder walked
away with =iz brain i a whirl, but
conscions of an immeneo relick,

“There iz a uote!” Prout pointed
with a plump bnger and boomed. " You
are ovorlooking the nore, Mr. Hacker,”

A folded paper lay among the
sovereigns.  Hacker gave it no heed;
but Mr., Quelch picked it up and un-
folded it. His eyes—and many eyes—
fixed on 1t. it bore o messago in L'JB.EI:E‘-HI
leticrs that gave no clue to the writcr.

“« ADVICE TO ACID DROPS!
DON'T HOARD,
YOU MAY GRET ANOTHER
FRIGHT |7

“Ifa, ha, hal” came a yell. Ewven
Mpy, Queleh emiled. Prout’s plump face
was rrnciated by a broad grin. Kyvery-
hody else laughed loudly.

Mr. Hacker, with & erimson face,
stalked off to the House—his bhat in one
hand, the hanky full of sovercigus in
the other. He left ihe crowd in the

quad rocking with lapghter,
“Thank goodness the silly

O
us5 let the gquids turn upl

said Bob Chervy, with a deep breath.
“Put what silly chumnp——"

“What howling ass—" said Johnny
Bull.

“*What tervific fathead—"

“7 say, you fellows, it serves Hacker
jolly well rvight for hoarding | Bt
fancy the guids turning up in his hatl
[Ie, hoo hel”

“And fancy that blithering goat Duck
heing the only fellow to guess that it
was ' a joko on the Acid Dropi” said
Yernen-Smith “That chap can't bo
soch o fool as he looks 1"

“Afare in him than meeis the eye and
no mistake 1" said Bol

“Lots!” said Haoy
laupghing,

The captain of the Remove, at least,
neve that there was move-—muocn more |
—-in Jaines Ducl: than met the eye.

THE EXID»

(=THE. CLUE of the PURPLE
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GETS CASH

CARVINGS!

Remove Sculptor Makes

Art Profitable

Since Dick Buesell went in for
sculpture, be has given & jolt to some of
our old ideas about art and artists,

Most of ua in the Remove used to
think you couldn't possibly be an
artist unlesa you wore baggy velves
trouzers, a big fancy bow, a rustic
emock, and a beret, stuck well on the
gide of the head.

But when Russell went artistic, he
affected none of this
exoltic clobber. He
just stuck to the old
hlazer and flannel
hage and, ]iwlilﬂn
necesaary, rolled up
his shirtsleaves—Ilike
a dashed workman,
b , ag one of his
U!;:per Fourthpatrons
obaerved |

Why, he didn'
even try t0 grow a
beard, which we al-
ways thought to be
absolutely essential !

Another  original
touch about Russell
was that he had no
objection to turning
an  honest
out of his art.

the past, we have all taken it for

granted that the mere mention of
money was sufficient to make any
artist or seulptor reeoil in horror.
But Russell didn't receil. Not he!
He turned his carvings into cash like
any common or garden tradesman,
“* I'"m just supplying & demand, and
that's there is to it,"" he told &
* Qreyfriars Herald™ reprezentative,

FOR

this week, in
thehox-room

that he haa ' -
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converted
into a studio. * The chaps want
carvings and busts and statues to
decorate their astudies with, and I
turn 'sm out. That's all!™

“ Your modesty i3 most refreshing,
old bean,” said our represontative,
“But I believe,
nevertheless, that

gu have quite a
air for thia kind of
thing. In fact, I'm
told that many of
vour works show
great promise,’”

“ Yoz, I've heard
something aboub it
myself, pgrinned
Ruszell, **Funn
thing is, though, the
chiaps who protend to
know  something
about it always
praize tho duds and
object. to the good,
'‘uns. Mrinstance,
I had Temple here
this afternoon : he's
frightfully keen
on art, he saya. What do youm
thinkk he said sbout this bust of
Coker I ™

“If he had any szensze, he eaid it
wad jolly good,” our rep. replied, with
an approving glance at the plaster
busk m question. * Am I right $"

“ Dead wrong!" chuckled Russell.
' Hosaid it was ghastly ! Photographic
he called it—just like Coker hunsa!? ¥

“ But don't busts have to ba like
the original 7

“ Not modern ones, old sport!
The less recognisable they are, the
better they are, according to critica
like Temple. Temple preferred that
thing thers.”

As he spoke, Russell pointed to &
shapeless mass of putty lying on o
tray, Our representative blinked et it,

* Looks like a lump of putty to
me |." he said.

“That's just what it ig! But
Temple liked it. He aaid it was as good
ns some of the best examples of modem
sculpture to be seen in London to-day |
Come in1" concluded Russell, as n
Enock sounded on tho door.

“ Pur statue ready 7" asked Diecky
Nugent, of the Second, poking his
hoad round the door. * Oh, good1”

Mugent minor entered the atudip,
followed by an cxcited crowd of fags.
They formed an admiring ring round a
lifelike bust of their Form-master,
Mr, Twigg, which was crowned by a
mortar-board.

“* Excuse me, kids," our representa-
tivo murmured, a8 he made to go.
“* May I nsk what you're going to do
with it 7 "

¢ (oing to use ib as an Aunt Sally, of
course | ' grinned Dicky Nugent,

Chur representative fled. He's no
highbrow, but it began to ocecur to
himn that Diok Russell as an artist
caters just o little too much {or tho
popular taste |

CHERRY IS BOXING CHAMPICN

AGAIN!

Says TOM REDWING
(Aasst. Sports Editor.)

To the cheers of the biggest crowd
ever eeen in the Greyfriars gym,,
Bob Cherry won the boxing champion-
ship of the Femove from his closest
pal Harry Wharton, on Thursday
BVeLNE.

It was & great sporting occasion
Ar. Larry Lascelles arranged o fine
programmeo  of exhibition eontests,
as a prelude to the big fight, and the
audience had the unusual treat
of watching Wingate boxing Faulkner,
and Blundell in opposition to North,
among other tit-bita. The enthusiasm,
however, was naturally reserved for
the laet item of the programme and a
great roar of cheering went up when
Wharton and Cherry entored the ring
with their seconds.

Right from the start of the serap,
it waa obvious that the closo frisndship
hetween the two principals was not
going to effect thewr keennesa to win,
Wharton took the initiative at first,
snd drove Cherry
rain of blows : and from that moment
on there was plenty of hard hitting,

The first round was unquestionably
Wharton's, Bob ia inclined sometimes
to be glow off the mark and oo this

|

hack under o regular | ap for balf a minute,

oceasion he took an
entire round to settle
down properly. In the
course of that exeiting
three minutes, Whar-
ton penetrated his
defence again and
agaw, and the points
were all his when
the pong announced tho suspension
of hostilities.

Wharton's supporters 'igfim in i
feather in the interval, while Cherry’s
seconds, Linley and DBrown, looked
quite concerned when they ettended
their marn.

In the buzz of tallkk during tlie inter-
val, I caught many remarks indicating
surprise at the way the fight had begun.
One or two men in other Forms
expressed the opinion that Cherry
must bave been overrated.

When the second round opened,
howowver, Cherry's detroctors soon
found that they had been a little too

wick with their criticisms, Not a whit
the worse for his rough passage in
the {irst round, he came up smiling,
and cailed in to the attack with a calm
confidence that showed ho had plenty
up his sleeve yet. Wharton, siill in
aopressive meood, eeiled in st the same
time, and there was a merry littlo mix-
At the end of
that time, Wharton was scen to be
falling back on the defensive, while
Cherry was attacking more ficrecly
than ever, DBefore ths reund ended,
Wharton had to take haek a lot of the

same kind of punishment as he had
previously inflicted on Cherry. 'The
round ended with & bip margin of

ints in Cherry’s favour, and honours
just aboubt-even over the total journey.

The third reund was o truly titanie
astrugele for mastery, with Cherny
forcing the pace and Wharton grimly
fighting bacls, as though he was
determined to give awasy nothing.
QOnee hia furious efforts to wrest bae
tho initiative led to his flooring Cherry
with & jarring blow on the jaw. But
Cherry came up ngain like a joclk-in-
the-box and returncd that blow with
interest ; and the round ended with
Wharton again retreating.

That third round, I thuink was the
deciding round of the fight, At the
fourth meeting, Cherry's superiority
IJ'E%N:I to show #tself unmistakably,
and, though Wharton fauﬂt despor-
ately to land & k.., it came in-
creasinzly clear that ho was rapidly
losing ground. In the last minute, ho
went down twice—ance for a count of
four, and the szcond time for six,

Ho hod bellows to mend in the
interval and had not eltogether
recovered when the fifth round began.
Bhrewd judges of boxing scented a
knock-out on the way, and they had
not long to wait. DBeflore the round was
thirty scconds old, Cherry concludod
o hurricans attack with a shatterin
blow to the c¢hin that stratche
Wharton out full-length on the hoards ;
and with that blow, Bob Cherry becamen
boxing chamnion of the Remove !

FIFTH WIN YARATHON
—REMOVE WIN CUP!

By H. VERNON-SMITH

With a view to adding interest to
the Open Cross-country Raco which
was run over a sgven miles and a half
course last Wednesdzy, Mr, Larry
Lasecles put up & silver cup for

resentation tc tho Form giving the

at performance & the day. The
firgt sx men in each Form ranked for
scoring purpeses, and their acore was
to bo bosed on thei positivn at the
winning-pest. TFirst ‘man in would
score one point, recond man two
points, and s0 on ; and noturally,
tho Form with the lowest number of
peints would win ths cup.

Larry's generous gesture reaulted
in a record eutry and preab enthusiasm.
Shrowd handicapping: gave every Form

=

to Nugent minor of the Sacond, saw
to it that their best men put in an
Appearance,

o describe a eross.country run
adeguately iz an almost impossible
tasle for any man, It applies par-
ticularly to me, for I was & runner
myself and was naturally more con-
cerned with winning the race then
collecting data for a desoription. In
the course of my journey, however, 1
did manage to piek up a few impres-
gions, which 1 gladly pass on to you.

My firat i1mpression was of the
vory high standard of running set by
most of the geniors, Fellows such os
‘Winiq,ata, North, Blundell, and IFitz-
gerald major ran with a smoothness
and an accuracy of timing that would
not have disgraced professionals.

Other iinprossions
gallant show put up by Lord Mauleverer
who looked like being wvery much
concerned with the tfinish
sprained an ankle—the dogped de-
termination of Coker, who made the

Befora I say anything
like to say “ Thank you '
written to condole with mo over my losing the
championship

When the eliminating
ago, I remember ax%mamng somowhat pained surprize
at the glee with w
to be anticipating my defeat. Now that the anticipated

This Week’s Bright Idea

HARRY WHARTON

else thia weck, I shaould
to all the fellows who have

to Bob Cherry.
bouts begon somo weeks

ich many Greyfriars meon seernod

winning—and tha excecllent record of
the runners generally.

The finish, I understand, was very
exciting, Blundell and Wingate end
our own Dick Ruseell covering the
last 100 yards at a sprint pace,
Elundell just drew ahead in the last
faw lga.ﬁ-:tu, and Wingate came in
second, Russell having {o content
himsolf with third place.

The best i3 yet to come, pals, For
when the “ also-rana " started arriving,
it guickly became apparent that tho
Remaove wers going to be & near thing
for the cup ; and after & fowr minutes
there were loud cheers when gur gixth
man arrived to give us a good majority
ovar all tha other Forma,

Hera's how wo Gnished up ¢

REMOVE. Russell, 3; Wharton, 5;

in tha school the feeliag that they stood
a fair chance of bogging the trophy,
and Form leaders frvm Wingate down

elernentary mistake of galloping the
first three milea and yeot came near to

were  of the | Vernon-Smith, 7 ; Cherry, 8; Bull, 13 ;

Todd, 18, Total 53 points.

Bixth (3 points

till he Fifth B9 pointa

Shell 150 pointa

U}[:per Fourth 187 peints

Third 1583 peints

Secomnd 236 pointa

g

THEY THOJ/GHT BUNTER BARMY!

Then Crowd l.earned Amazing Truth!

A pories of thunderous
crashes, nerve-racking thuds
end reverberating banga
drew the curions ko the
Remove passage thy other
ove

Investipation sivr =~ that
the zounda eame £. 3 Sdudy
No. 7. The crowd “doeed in,
quite expoecting to ges Peter
Todd indulging in . eneral
massacre of his co-M¥nanta.

They wore surprised to
find Bunter alone. What
surprised them still more
was to eee tho. Iorpoise
gripping tho manselpiccs
and standing on one fat leg,
while he slowly lified the
other fat leg i the air
behind him.

Thoe erowd rnbbed theie
eycs. They asked Bunter
what he was doings i Thore
was no 1y,

Evontually, witl & mighty
effort, Bunter threy back
his head and managed some.
how or othor—guodness
knows how—+to kirs himself
in the middle of **uy back.
But he overbalanead himself
in the effort and srashed
on the floor with an impact
that shook thé Hemovo
passage,

The grinning crowd waited
to hear the long echorue of
howls and yells that Bunter
ugally inflicts o hi. Fsteners
affer sustaining the slighiest

injury. To their utter
amazement, however, ha
was grioning lilke a Cheshire
eat when he gtood up egain.

“I've done it 1" he gasped.
“1 say, you fellows, I've
dono it 1"

** Ilone what 1"

* Landed myzelf a hack
kiclk, of ecoursae! Didn't
yvou see me do it il

“But why
did you do it,
anyway ¥
hooted half o
dozenr  fellows
simultancously.

Bunter bad
no time to
answer them.
He had torned
his  attention
to another
weird caper.

Tirat he stood
on his right leg
and kit the
flaor & resound-
ing clump with
his left foot, ‘'Then ho stood
on his left leg and kicked
tho floor with hia right {oot.
He performed these peculiar
movements with slow and
ponderoua  deliberntion ab
the rato of about twenty
Licla & minute.

“ What I want {0 know
is—what is it ¥ "' demarded
Drown, wonderingly. T4
it Bwedishh dinll, RBanly @5

¥ Bhouldn't be surprised
if it's shadow « footer!™
grinned Ogilvy, * On the
ball, Banty 1™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

The crowid roared—though
inwardly most of them
faw the simpler ex-
planation that Dunter was
barmy !

Bunter carried on regard.
lers, Suddenly, ho chenged
kis tactica completely and
tried to throw both legs
sideways ot the same mo-
ment.

The result waz very un.
fortunate, Bunter was

=
5i]l} |Ei

L] Le

e — 1h
|
"

' i
Sk |
pichmd s Il. |I

i
Eg

:

unable to recover his equili.
brium and landed full length
on the flopor with o truly
terrifio biff ; and this {ime
he did yell}

icked him wu

Having

and placed him on the sola
and made sure that no honea
wara hroken, tho crowd then
demanded to know just what
Bunter ihoughi he wos

loing,

“ Blersed if I see what all
the mystery's about 1 he
annrtegi. “ Burely any chap
with half an eye could eee
what I was doing, I was
daneing, of course ! ™

“Th t™

“ D-d-d-dancing 1 "

* Yes, dencimg ! hooted
the joliy old Owl. * I'm
going in for the tap-dancin
contest at the Counrtliel
Empirs next week, and I'm
jolly well going to win the

L]
1

fivepr they ure offering!
Yaht"

ic 'EI'E 8 11!
The crowd nearly eol-
lapsed ! Al
! : sorTia of guesses
I" il had been made
L na to what
jE Buntecr had

beon doing;
bub it had not
cegcurred to
nnybody that
he eould poss-
ibly be tap-
dancing |

But thers it
wad, ENYWaY.
Bunter amd
he was tap-
dancing and he
was cerfainly
in @ posilion to know.

If Bunier perlorms the
gamae movemmenis at about
fifty timea the specd, omit-
ting tho fulls and deing
without the support of the
mantelpiese, he shonld stand
a jolly pgoed clhovee of

| winning that fiver.

But wo ecan't really zoe

Lir puliing il off!

defeat has materialised, I must say I
am aqually surprised ot tho number of
chaps who have taken the trouble to
sympathise |

It was a good clean serap, and T can
honestly say I enjoyed the first Four
rounds thoroughly. As for the fifthe
well, it would, I su n, he contrary to
the laws of nature for eny man to enjoy
boing knocked outl T'va no regrets,
anyway. The bettor man won; and E
feal relieved that the championship iz
now in tho hands of & man whoso right
to hold it will not bo disputed. Ever
gineo the revelation wes mado that Bob
Cherry was nnwell on the oceasion when
I beat him, I have felt that I had nio real
right to tho title ; and, really, I feel much
more eomfortablo now that Bob has
token it from mo !

Now for this woel"s hright idea, which
eromes from a reader who signs himself
with the nom-de.plume “ Ambiticus.'t
“ Why,'" asks “ Ambitinua,” * den't you
have a weckly article on the carcers you
fellows mtend to map out for yourselves
after you leave the plories of Groyfriars
behind vou ¥ I am 2s keen ns mustard
to know what you aro oll going to he
when yon stop out into the Grent Big
World | ™

Thanks a lot, " Ambilious ¥ | Speak-
ing for myself, I would very much hke to
Tun such a series in the * Greyfrinrs
Herald." I have sn idea it would La
rather entertaining. Tha projeeted
carcers of Bunter and Colter and bir:ky
Nugent and one or two -othors should
eertainly malke good reading ! The only
doubt I have i, would it meot the wishes
of the majority of our readera ¥ Judging
by my postbag, most of my chums are
mora concernad with what wo are doing
right now than what we are likely to be
doing in ten years' time. Still, I must
think it over and see if we can put it
acrosa in such & form that it will please
“ Ambitious "' and be equally acceptabls
ta everybody clse !

About my own careor, I have littlo
doubt, My uncle is o colonel in the
Army, as most of you know, and his
cxample has inspired meo with similar
ideals, I ean think of no finer career
than serving my country in the same way.
It may be that I ghall ba moro attracted
to tha Air Force than to the infantry o
the arlillery—that's porhaps natueral, i
these  air-minded daye—but I shall
certainly be satisfied with nothing less
than ons or other of tho Services.

I think that the snme goea for my pal
and recent wvietor, Bob Cherry; but I
would rather leave tho rest of the schogl
to answer for themselves, if and when wo
giva them tho chaneo.

Meet vou all again, next weels, chums !

HARILY WHARTON.

: S e e ]
Answers to Correspondenis.

R. NUGEXNT (Second): “I am
konsidering riting von a new corcel
that will hold people enthrawled.”

If you write it liko that you wiil
certainly oxercise over our readers
very atranga “apell' |

“ BPORTSMAN " (Remove): “Whan
I po out poaching I always got o hag.”

If yon keep it up mueh longer you
" wilt prabahbly get tho saek !



