


> £5 AND 12 HANDSOME CONSOLATIGN PRIZES OFFERED EVERY WEEK !

' ME1"PRIZE £ 5
12 CONSOLATION PRI
of SPLENDID POCKET-KNIVES.

HI& is o competition in which every one_of you can
join. ¥You ave all familiar. with the Cross Words
ithat Ov betwenn ﬂ'fiﬁﬂll:{}}'ﬁ’, wrcl yOoul Qe all familiar

o wilh the time-honoured Limerick.

Tor the benelit of those npacguainted with completing ob
nafinished Limerick I will mive vou & few hints that may be
found helpful. Now, suppose vou were required to complete
the following verse:

Said Brown to Bully Silvasier
In tones that courted disaster;
“Yah, go and cabt coke
Hit some other bloke,”
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You must make your last bine sean with the first two.
Tnat’s the most importani thing to remember in completing
& Limerick.

Fovr instance, such a line as:

“Then Brown roan=—but 2ilvaster was the faster.”

iz obviously far too long. A more suitable last like would

bic :

“Mow Brown's requirving sorae plaster.”

1 don't say that this iz & clever line, but it fulfils the re-
tuivements of & Limerick and scans ecorrectly with the first
two lines.

Ancther point is, don't try to be {oo clever. A simple but
forceful hine i3 what is wanted—a line that rhymes and

seans with the first two. ] .
Naow that you have got the hang of the thing, fill in the

coupon below, ]
Tgotha sender of the “last line,™ which in the Editor's
npinion is tha best, will be awarded the handsome money
prize of FIVE POTINDS. Ta the 12 noxt best, Consolation
Prizes of SPLENDID POCKET-KNIVES will be awarded.

DIRECTIONS,

When you have thought out s really good last line fill in
the cou below, taking care to write your pame and
address clearly IN INK, and post it to:—

“{ross Words # Limeévick Competition, No, 3.
¢jo Macwer, Gough Houss,
Gough Square, London, E.C. 4,

:n as to reach that address net fater than March 17, 18E5.
Vou may send in as many attempts as you like, but all
cofiarts must be written on the proper Entrance Form.

Tt is a distinet condition of entry that the Editor’s decision
nmust be regerded as final.

RESULT OF NO. 2 COMPETITION ON PAGE 26,
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HTHE GOLDEN PYRAMID!"

QOK oul on Menday nexd [or the #ensatiounl opening of our

pew zerial, Thiz iz the stery to pake history. Fver sidce

cthe year det men bave beew aflep gold, visking theie Jives

for the precious metal; for gold i3 so much comcentrated

power, Poszsess it, aod you have the mastery of the werld: Thal =

the popular idea, Of coutze, popolar ideas apd mpressions, quickly

come by, have a zlight fendency towards cxaggeration. Hut tlere

iz wo apirit of extravagauce when our new serial is dramm‘-ﬂ. e

the biggest and mest Dnportaut yarn of gold-guesting qud ndven-

tnre yet zivem in the Migxer. Look oot Tor the sturt of it mest
Alouday |

" COKER'S CROSS WORDS!M
By Frank Richarda.

Doubtless vou kpew b owoubd bave to come. OF conree, Mo
Coker could nob be expecbed to leave the preab Crasa Waord crw
alope.  Angels rash io, your knaw. Mot likely angels are Lo busy
to deal with such thimgs, but Cokey has Deen wanaging 1o sgneces
in the time for & shot at the fascisating pozzle busipess. (fioxs
Word mania is a5 catehiog az the “fla itself, If takes you wnawairs,
jusk az it took the ipimitable Coker. Xatwrally, as xou wonll
aprmise—Lor you kpnow Coker—the determined -fellow briogs his
heavy artillery to bear oo the problem. I dowht mmeh if Mz
Frank Richards has ever written a fumni¢r yarn thon thia. Doo't
migs ft! Coker goes into battle with a vengeance. His enthusiasm
is sweeping and terrifie, We pets that wild, vastly prececupiml
gliot in his optie such as we kbow. It really does oot matier o
pean what subject Coker takes up; he gocs all out. This 18 as it
shauld he.  And yet, i wiser coumsels cver prevailed with the
Leavy, methodical, grimly earpest Coker, he might bring off move
victories, Still, one ha’s to take Coker as lie i, Opward hie plunges,
armed to the teeth with a-sbarp bit of blacklend, avd a hattery
of six or seven lettered words beginnieg with some plagoey lethes
af the alphabet, and eoding up with sume other. T we!hu: wiil
ring next Mopday., And the luughs! There will be on? roar.

A DREAM SUPPLEMENT.

Such stufl as dreams are made of! To sleep, perchanec in
dregm! Shakespears will excuse this veferémee. The fact i, e
next isswe of the © Greyiriars Herald " deals  profoundly  oamd
humoreusty with the majestic theme of dreams. It likewize toullws
op the side-department of the busioess—pamely, visions. Threes
shops throogh, plesss, for those! The =4, H.?* stall is fitled for
the job. %ome of them are out-amdeout dreamers.  Fob there is
sternt, practical stuff as wel. You keow how a dream eatelws
vat—it {5 ecnormously” thrilling, and yon realise that what yu
are drommipe about e chuoks more imporfant thon u.n].'t]nuz?m
the ordinary world, Then you wake! What a drop is there! You
eafinat remember a sipgle item of the dream. The whole topic s
investigated with thoroughness vext Mondey.

THE LIMERICK COMPETITION.

Once again £3 i3 offcred mext week for i lilting Limerick, and
you will also find the result of Competition No. 3. Here's another
chance for o compteted verselet which :hnll set Lhe Thames on Rre,

CROSS WORD PUZILE,

Next Mownday vou will have No. T of thiz topping series of
puzzles. Coker s nothisg to do with it, so dun't let discourage-

T your €ditor.

* CROSS WORDS"
LIMERICK COMPETITION.

Cane o “Hank ” and 2 erash—and a shriek!
“Billy fawl!” Coker roared (like his cheek)
Oz his bike he eped by,
Leaving cne fowl to die—

Lagt Lane.....iciiaeeiii
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PROPHESYING FOR PROFIT! Billy Bunter has a happy Enack of applying kis awrismilar appendage to siudy Ley-
holes in the hope of learning what the future holds.
of - filling Juix pockets,’’ by playing upon the cvedulity of his fellow mortals,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Hurree Singh’s Black Magic !
HUD!

Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh,
the Indian junior, sitting before
the fire in Btudy No. 13 in the

Roemove passage ab Greviriars, looked
up with a stark as there came a knock
at his door.

" Enter, worthy friend !

The door l.'llp-ened aud Harry Wharton,
captain of the Remove Form, stepped
briskly into the room. With a sigh, the
Incian -junior shut the veolume ho had
been reading.

“Hallo!™ said Wharton. *“Why are
you moping here alone? Where's Dob?
Aund where's Mark Linley ¥

“Cherey and Linley are leapfully play-
ing Tuck-in-your-T'uw'penny in the Com-
mon-room, my worthy chum.”

*Oh ! said Wharton, “That's a hit
strenuous for this time of night. I've
]]ust been ewotting Cicero, A quict pae-§
onc-game 15 what [ need to soothe iy
fevered brain. What about a bout of
Deggar-my-Neighbour, old man

“1 begfully request to be excused, my
E‘?_tenme friend,” murmured IHurrce

in

h.

"%‘l{ell, what aboub dra.uihtﬁ'*"

“Not to-night,” said Inky: “But
talking of draughts, will you coadescend
to lickiully shut the honourable door
that vou left opent”

"The Remove captain turned to oblige,
when a sudden shulfling of feet in the
corriddor caused lum to pause.

“Iallo! Here comes the whole giddy
tribe of Mohicans! Entrez, chaps ™

Into the study burst Bob Chevry,
Frank Nugent, and Johnny Bull, who,
with Wharton and Hurree Singh, com-
prised the Famous Five at Greviriars
sehool, Close at their heels came Mark
Linley, who shared Study No. 13 with
Iiob and the Indian junior.

“Hallo, hallo, halio! Here you are,
then, Harry!” boomed Bob Cherry.
“We're been scarching for vou, old top.
Johnny's invented e ripping fooler

elaend 7 e e yroises more dust than ke bargaing for as ——

"proximatin

game, and——-" o s
“INo thanks!" satd Wharton Grimly.

r: : ﬁ;-rh!lli-
PRI TS
A% 0

i
Il

)

“You don't rope me into any footer
game to-night. I'm too fagged for
violent physical exorcise.”

"No exertion's called for,” explained
Johnny Bull, “It's merely a simple
little ,Parlmu' game that any number can
play.

He placed a sheet of white eardboard,
neatly ruled and numbered, on ithe study
table. Beside it he set a box containing
coloured cardboard connters.

“ 8o you invented this, Johnny ¥ said
F'i'harmn with fresh interest, **What's
it called **

* Dunno,” gaid Johinny Bull, Y1 think
perhaps © Offside ' 1.1.'-31!.?':] e as good a
name as any. The great fun comes in
getling your opponent’s forwards off-
side when they are in a scoring posish.
However, T'll explain the rules as we go
along. Draw your chairs up, you
fellows, Throo of you can sit on the
edge of the table. Put that book down,
I'ﬂ {2

n{ b&E’EUIl}'—'—”

Lanley dexterously kicked the book out
of Hurree Singh's hand, caught it, and
placed it on the mantelpiece.

“* Bit down, and don't argue!”

Heaving a regretful sigh, Hurree
Zingh perched hiruself on the corner of
thi table near Bobh Cherry.

"Cood ! exclaimed Johnny Bull;
“there ave six of uws.  That's three on
each side, How cshall we play?

* Bob, ¥rank, and I will take on you
three,” suggested Wharton.

I unanimously second the molion, my
worthy chum,” said Hurree Singh, “The
pleasurefulness of playing with the
esteemned inventor of the honourable and
ludicrous game iz entirely mino.”

*An -csteomed thick car will be en-
birely yours if you don't eut the cackle,”
said Johnny Bull. *"Ngw, listen to the
rules. A member of cach team throws
the dice alternately. He can move any
eounter of hiz colours lorwards or hack-

“wards, laterally or diagonally, or diag-

onally and laterally combined along
sgquarcs to the total of his theow, or ap-

XH

“0Oh, my hat!"" exclaimed Dob Cherry.

Now @ prophet who can really foretell the future ix capable

Runter is afreoygs onf (o raise (he

" A Magnificent New Long
i Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co, at
_ Greyfriars, featuring
ey Billy Bunter in a
"dressediup " role.

y
FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Have you swallowed a dictionary, old

seont 17

“Ha, ha, ha!™ reared the Co.

Johuuy Bull glared.

“Or approximating the total of the
number of his throw where a counter
would otherwise be moved off the board,
That's clear, isn't 141"

“1Ia, ha, ha!”

“As clear as pea-soup, old son,” said

Wharton, “Is this a game or & giddy
lecture in geometry ™
Johnny Bull grunted

ave the dice-
box a rattle, and han cf it to Hurree
2ingh.,

“You'll find it as easy as falling off a
log when we've played a coupla &
times,"” he remarked confidently, * You
kick off, Inkv."

For ten minutes the juniors played
Johnny Bull's parlour football gane.

At the end of that time they knew
tess about it, if pessible, than they had
done at the start

A noticcable feature of it was the
E_mmhm' ol new rules its ingenicus inven-
tor trolted out to save the sitvation cach
tfdme a goal was threatened against his
Sidie.

Violent arguments wern frequent.
Johnny DBull, red of face, r:::p!ai{t'lmd a
bright new rule governing corner kicks
which had struck him a minute before.

Hurrce Bingh guietly slipped from the
table and retrieved his book from the
manitelpicon,

* Oh, get on with the washing ! yelied
Nugent ab last.

*“That's what T say 1" roared Juh:m:,r
Buil. “Come on, Inky, it's your throw.
Hallo, where is he#"

“Reading that blessed book of his®
said Linley. * Wake up, Inkv! We're
walting for veou,”

“Really, I begfully request to be—""

“Oh, let's pack tiu: game up,” said
Wharton wearily. “ What's that yon're
veading, Inky? You scem jolly en-
grossed in 08

He glanced over the Indian junior’s
shoulder. At the top of the page Inky
was reading Wharton saw the title,
" Foretelling the Future.™

Tue Alscner Lasnany,—No. 882,
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A fortune-telling  hook!”  hae
exctatimed, “0b, my hat”

Mot exaetly, my worthy chum,”
roplied Hurree Singh. . “Tlos chapter
natraiclully explaing how to foretell the
future,  DBut the estecmed book as s
whelefulness instructfutly imparts ihe
secrots of black magice.”

“B-llack magic !’ exclaimed Nugent,
in nstonishment.  “What the (hump's
Elaek 77

“It i3 another name for Indian wiich-
craft, my worthy chum,” said Inky.
“*Many wonders are worked in my coun-
iry with black magic.”

“ Black grandmother!™ scolfcd DBab
{Cherry, “[Fancy you believing any of
that tommyrot, Inkv. Here, let’s have
nosquint at the bhook.™

e took the book from Inky's fingers,
Wharton and the others gathered about
hint as he turned to the Hyleal,

There the juniors read the title of the
book in Whh‘il their dark chum had been
w0 interested. It was ™ The Fﬁ}‘:.‘hﬂ]ﬂ?j‘
ol Acstheticism by Babu Bandra Jowalla
Joeejecblioy, translated from the Mah-
ratti by, Professor Cornelius B, Boffe,
E.A., B.2c, F.RIILY

Bob Cherry gave a whistle.

“Phew! . And you read that [or
pleasure, Iuky ¥

“T <o, my woriby cham”™ .

“IWell, yvou must be potty,”™ remarked
Eob, handing the book back.

Hurree Bingh accopted it with
slirug,

“ Dy as dust, 1 should Imagine,” said
Wharton,

“The dry-as-dosifulness  is not
apparent to me, my esteemoed Wharton,’
gald Hurvee Bingh., 1 have thought
to requestfully ask onr estecmed and
worthy headmaster, 10, Locke, to in-
gi ruckfully read this beok in school.”

“Aly hat!”

“ Great pap 1™

“'The fellows would slanghicr you!”

“The trnthfuloess of  the  worthy
Balw's hook 15 terrilie,” averred Ilurrec
Bingh with more warmth, * AMany trne
gales does he narrateflully tell of the
asceties and yogis™

I don't Believe in bogeys,” remarked
Johnny Bull, pausing i the task of
connting the coloured counters for lus
gane.

* Yogis, T =aid, my worthy chum,” re-
peated Hurree Bingh. YA yogl 15 a
holy man wisclully versed in the mys-
teries of the estecined black magice.”

“Fiddlesticks 1"  =said ob Cherrvy.

&

“*There's no such thing as black magic,

Magic, witcheralt, soothsayers, scers,
hobgobling, and spooka are things of the
past, old top.”

“True,” agreed Mark Linley. ““We're
living in the twentieth century now,
liky, old man”

Hurree Singh stuck to his guns.

“One day, my worthy chums” he
said, " yvou may visit my country, 'Chere
vou would surpriselully learn many

wonders. Once in Benares an estectned
yori foretold that I should be smite-
fully afflicted with an eostecomed botl on
the tip of my honourable nose.  In twree
days the sizefulness of my honourable
nose was terrifie”

“You must have been stung by a
gnat, old man,” remarked Yhacton.
*"That proves nothing.”

“ A more coineidence,” zaid Nugoent.

“Must have been,” said Bob Chevey,
“T'd liko the chance of putting one of
these yopi johnmics to the test. There
tn't & chap living who has the pover to
foresee the future. I've never et one
yot in this couniry.”

“*Cause there isn't one,” said Linley.

The Indian junior shook his head n
Jdizssent,

Lo Macxer Lisnany,—No, 502
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~ POWERFUL NEW DETECTIVE SERIAL STARTS NEXT WEEK!

“T can nmme ope nyzell, eeicered |
chims, ™

“ Who 7

“AMy humble zelf”

“Youl”

Fle other Ave looked of Huriee Singh
as though suspeeiing & leg-pull,

But the dusky lace of thelr Indian
schoolfelow was quite zerious,

“New, I PLis frue, oy worthy chioms,
ihat I am bt & poor expencit of the
mystie poweriulness of the esteomed
vogis, Dut have T nob pemesefolly read
the honowrable book of the learned Babu

Jecjeebhoy ¥
My aunt ! exeloinmed Wharlon.

Greviraps ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, whe's geoing to be ihe fivst io
geb it in the neck from M Quelel in
elass  tg-morrow, lIoky?” grinned Dob
Cherry,

The Tndian junior zave him a reprov-
ing look,

“You jokelully poke fun at something
vou do not uiderstapd, 1y worthy
Cherry,” he zatd, more in soreow than
i anger., " One day 1 hope elearlully to
convinee vou of the trathfolness of what
the worthy Babo savs o this honourable
ook,

"1 it nowe,” advized Wharion.

“Topping  netion!”  eried  Fraok

Nugent,  “Show us what you can (o in
ihe  foriune-telbng  line  youwrseid,
Inks.”

“That's the tickel 1
“Fire away, old man!”
“On the baltl!™

I.|I E
didn’t know we had a guddy prophet ai |

Obviously, Hurree Singh had no wish
fo "lire away.”

Liko most natives of the ercat Todian
Fpire, Huoeree Jamset Rom Siogh,
though a preinee io hiz own countey, was
superstittous.  Ile held e vogis i great
veneration,

It was natural, too, that he =hould
defend the wisdom of the learned Tndinn
writer, Babu Jecjecbhov.,  Alihough he
fined read and recread the book on black
magic, he preatly doubted hjs own
powers. Yot at heart he way partly
decerved.

Babu Jeejeeblioy made it clear 1hat by !

following cerlain  instructions in the
chaptor on foretelling the [uture, any
believer could  attain  the @it  of
propheey in a degree.

Iurree Singh had never veally put
ihe theory of the learned Babu into prac-
tice, Could he do 117 Why not? bu
Jecjeebhoy was exceedingly  encouvag-
mg, Bo wera his school-males.  Inky
1esolved to have a tryv,

“Yery well, my warthy olwims,™ he
sald, a trifle nervously, “1 zhall now
sleeplully go into a trancciulness.”

“Into a whatter " roared Bobh Cherry.

A trancebulngss,” i Inky
seriously,
“(th, my hat!?

The Indian junior leancd comfortalily
back in the armchair,
stettered Dob

“Ioto a tet-lrance!”
Cheorry faintly. .

“'I'hat is the honourable notion. When
I am sleeplully in the trancefuloess, one
of you must requestbully ask we some

esteomod  auestions, Uood-bye, my
worthy ehums !
S [

“Here, be carelul whal you're Joing !
gald Frank Nwgent, in alaem, “I-—=I
suppose you'll be able to come out of
this trance again, old man®"’

Tuky raised his hands aloft with the
air of o dying mariyr.

“hat T do wot know, my esteened
Franky,™

“Ornmbs Y

cDoen't you worry, Lranky,” saud

Joliny Bull easilv.* If e docsn'i cone o
by bomsell, I'il bring him out of the
trance,”

e picked a ericket-stomp uwp {rom
the corner of the study,

“Now geton with the washing, Tuky”

Hurree Singh folded his namds across
his ehest and clozed his eyves,

Btanding Lefore him in o silent and
rather awed group, bis  school-mates
watclied him,

So engrossed were they that {heyr did
not hear the door of the study slawly
open. Neither did they see a fat face,
adorned witly a pair of round speciacles,
peer i,

It was William Ceorge Bunier, the
Owl of fthe Rewove, on his nightly
!‘;rmri. e bad heard that Mark Linley
iad a cake in the cupboard of Study
No. 15 It was surprising how many
things Buntor heard,

Billy Bunter considered it his duly to
investigate the trath of this statement.
Ile comsidered it alzo hiz duty 1o remove
and demolish a poriion of thal cake.
Bunter was a conzcientions {ollow. It
wotlld feach Linley that he shouwld share
tuek with bis hungry school-mates,

Latth: way Dunter preparved, bowever,
for what Ire was to see and hear in Btudy
Ny 13,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Amazing Coineldences !

0 say that the Owl of the [l(rmm'.a
was surprised by the sight that
mwet him would be to jut it
mithllv.  This eves grew as L as

Sl AT IJ'_'IlE”L]_ hi:‘i H]"ll"'l:lﬂi:"l{'ﬁ,

Hurree SBingh wos apparvently  asleep
in the armchair. Harry Wharton, Bob
Sheery, Frank Nugent, Johnny  Bull,
irpa:l Mark Linley wore ranged belore
THith

Nunter gazed from the Tindian junior
to the bocks of the others in stupceed

gmazeiment. i inborn curiosily was
aroused tremendonzly,  What was the
game 7’

Ha remazined zilent and watched,

By this tnoe the juniors standing in
the study  were  half-convineed  that
Hurree Singh was in a trance.

Johnny Bulb nudged Wharton.

“Go on, Harry, old man™ he zaid,
“ask hirr something, He's gonoe off.”

“Billy asses! 1 think they have all
gono off 17 mutiered Billy Bunter to
hinself,

Hurry Wharton racked hiz brains,

“Yr—I say, Inky, old tep,” he said at
length, “who's going to win the mateh
against 8. Jun's?”

For another ten seconds there was
silence. Then Huorree Singh spoke, and
liis voice was slow and lifeless,

“The hionourahle team commanded by
{he illusirions Harry Wharton will beat
the esteemed &t Jim's[”

“That's a hit of good news, any-
way,” said Bob Cherry brightly,

“HBy how many goalsi” asked
Wharton.

Another pause,

“The esteemed score will be one goal-
fulness to nothing.™ i

“And who will score i3 inguired
Frank Nugent cagerly, _

“Phe iflustrions Bob Cherry,”™ mioned
Hurree Singh.

0, pood!” _

While Boeb  Cherey  beamed  hia
plessove, Harry VWharton looked roundl
at the othews, . ]

“What other guestion shall T ask him,
you chaps?"? ]

“Ask bim someibing about  what's
going to happen in class to-ameorrew,”

soid Johnny Bull ) )
“Thai’'s the ticket!” grioned Bob
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Clierry.,  “Put the query I asked him
before, YWhe will be the [irst to geb it
i the neck from Mr. Queleh®”

Rather loundly, Harry Wharton put
the question.

“The cstecmed ard ludierons Skinner
will hartfolly get it in the neckinlness,™
arswered Hurree Singh promptly.

*Goon! Tell us something else that's
going to happen in the future, Tnky,”
urged Mark Linley, who was the most
crxedulous of the Co.

Dwiring another zilence that followed
Hurree Singh slowly moved his bands
across his closed eyes

1 see a fatiul form.™ he moaned.

Billv Bunter, at the door, gave a slart,
and withdrew his fat head a fraction of
an inch.

Another panze.

“Yez,” resumed Thirree Singh in a
monotone, “the fatfulhess of the forn
I can see 13 ferrific!  Who is  the
debased owner? It s—sves—no——->"

O, cough it oup, old want wrged |
Linley.

SHe wust mean Bunier,” whispered
Wharton.

“Ye2, zaud Hurree Singl, “it iz in-
dleed the fatful form of the ridiculon:
Bunter.™

“Yyell,
Cherry,

“I sce the debased Buntes suirm-
fully rolling on the honourable Neor-
fuless,” said Hurree Singh.,  “Ile je
hurtfully smitten with illnes:, ™

Ti was a pity that tho junisrz conld

what  about him#

azkod

nol have seen Dunter's Tace at that
motaent.  IE was worth sceing.  1lis eves
were  popping  behind  round  spee-

tacles, and: his lower jaw was haneine
like a broken tmp-dnm{ ¥ haagiop

Lefore any more questions could be
put to him ITurice Singh sprang like a
ranther out of hiz chair. Sa swift and
uncxpected: was  the movenient that
Harvey Wharton and the others wero
quite startled. PBat not half so startlod
as Dilly Bunter. The Owl of the
Remove gave ane wild yell, and, taking
to hiz hecls, bolted aloag the passage,

Billy Bunter bad been scared—badly.
Expecting to find a cake in Studv No.
13, he had come upon as eerio a scepe
8s he had witnessed in Greyfriars. And
the propheey which Hurree Singh lad
made concerning hita had given him
further qualins,

Bunter had reached the end of the
passage by the time that Harey Wharton
and the others in the study had recovered
themselvos,

“That was Bunter who squealed ”
sawl Nob Chevry, “1'd Lm:nﬂi; velp
anywhere. He must have been lsten-
ing.”

Harry Wharton grinned.

“Well, like most lstenors, ho Jjdn't
hear any good of himself,” he remarked,
“Now, tell us, Inky, was this a jape

“I did my humble best to prophesy
the esteemed truth in the trancefulness,”
replied Inky., “T am not an esteemed
¥ogi, nor an hononrable Bahu Jeejee-
bhov., The timefuluess will chow. ™

It was now close on bed-tlime. The
party broke up., But in the dormitory
that might there was much Qiscussion
about Hurree Bingh's extreordinare
claim to prophetic powers. i

Rumonrs of Inky's prophecies flonted
roana until almost eversone in the
iiemm‘n Form iim-urnc aware of the
strange seance which had been h i
&t ud::'g No. 13 s

This, in no small measure, was due to
Biliy Bunter, In strictest secrecy he
condided to no Jess than a dozen fellows
particulars of the quecr seone ho lad
witnessed,  Needless to say, he exap-
poraicd wildly,

;
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Cherry, Frank Nugent,
Buil, nudging Wharton.

Hurree Singh was apparently fast asleep in the armechair,

Johnny Bull, and Mark Linley were ranged before him.

Bunter blinked into the study in stupefled amazement,

*“Inky’s gone off into a trance—ask him something,*
{See Chapler 2.)

Harry Wharton, Bob
* Go on, Harry [ " said

O course,” he concluded afler each
natration. It was all tomumny-rot. . But
don't let it go any [urther, old man.”

Mext morning Harold S8kimmer, the cad
of the Remove, arvived in class ten
minutes lste, Unluekily for him, Mre
Cuelch had a touch of liver. Promptly
he sent Skinner yelping to his place
with a hearty cut over the back with
the cane,

“My giddy aunt ! muttered Wharton
to Dlob Cherry. “That's one of Inky's
prophecies come true ¥

Some of tha other Removitez did not
think of SBkinner's punishment at all in
this counection. But other things were
to happen fo make fellows sit up and
take notice,

During prep that: evening it was
rumonred that Billy Bunter was ill and
groaning on the floor of the Commen-
voom. If was quite true.

The fact was, Billy Dunter had dis
covered that his brother Sammy had
carncd five shillings by being knocked
down by a rmmaway Like on the hill
leading into ¥riavdale, H:,.r this means
the life of the eyelist, who would other-
wise have hit a briek wall, was saved.
TUnder dive Lhreats Thlly Buntier had
borrowed the five =hillings from his
yvounger brother, and had dissipated it
in Mrs. Minble's tuck shop. Bunter's
agony on the Common-room floor was the
direct result.

By this time there was not wanting
fellows who saw a direct conncetion
between  this and the prophecies of
Flurree Singh.

And then, most amazing thing of all,
the Greyirtavs Junior eleven, captained
by Ilarry Wharton, beat St. Jim's on
the following day by one goal te nil,

The goal was scored by Pob Cherry.
The fame of Hurree Singh nsran
oracle spread like wildfire through the
school. Even lofty Sixth-Formers and
Form masters heard whispers of it.
. Harry Wharton & Co. were amazed.
Thoy actually began to think there
might be something in their coloured
chuwm’s elaims for Indian black magic.
Probably the most amazed perzon of all
was Huorree Singh himszelf. He had done
his best by Following the instructionz of
the talented author, Babu Joejeebhory.
DBut hitherto he had imagined that mueh
of what he had told the chums in Study
No. 13 had been the result of guess-
work, Now he felt that he must indeed
be gifted with the wisdom of the seer.
The respect paid to Hurree Singh, even
by seniors, was tremendouns. Some fol-
lows would have had their heads turned.
Not so Hurree Bingh.

The Indian junior pursued the eron
tenor of his way. When fellows con-
sulted him as an aracle he did hizs best
to help them. One or two other coin-
cidences helped Iim (o maintain his re-
putabon,

Tuck galorve and many decent prescnts
were offered to the Indian junior. It
did him credit that he proudly refused
to accept anyihing for his services as an
oraclo,

One of the most Impressed of the Loys
of Greyirtars School was Billy Dunter.
Ti did mot occur te him that ITurres
Singh had mercly made some very locky
pnesses. lor instance, it was a likely
thing to happen that llerold 5kinner
would “got it o the neck ™ in class
hefore avvone else, any day in the week.
It was egually likely that with Bunter's
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appetile he should suller one of !tic—'
pl_ﬂ'in['lj::u'! Louts of  Ialionaness, The

propheey concerning ithe 5t Jim's match
had ecertainly been o bit more remark-
able as a coineidence. ;

Hurvee Singlh's vefusal of the tuck and
prosents staggered the Owl.  Ie seized
the first opportunity and Interviewed
Turree Singh on the subject, Ile urged
that it waz iz duty 1o accept these
sthings, if not for his own sake, then lor
the =ake of ofhers. Alas, instead of
tuck 1lly Duanter mevely got the itoc
of TTurree Singl's patent leather boot.

- Toeliowing this rebull Dunter aveided
the Tndian joneer for a e, . ;

Then a Dbram wave struek him. I
Hurree Singh could earn twuck as an
gracle, why could wot Willlam George
unter ¥

Billy Bunder resolved to become a
praphet.  Dal how did one become a
praphet #  That was the guestion,

Rumours of the book: which IHurree
SBingh studied reached Dunter's long
enis. e professed to have copnfeived a
rreab interesi in Indian black magie,
andd asked Tnky for the loan of the hook.

Hureee Bingh gencrously obliged. The
Ouwl took the hook away with him and
stavted to read 1. Of it e hardiy under
stoodl hall a dozen words, but he per-
sovered, The vision of grateful scheol-
wiates pressing jam puffs and gimger
boer upon him in cartloads kept him to
his purpose.

Willinm George Boenter, by hook or
by 4 crook, was detcemined to be a
preophet.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Drama In the Head's Study !

HILE Hurrce Singh was at the

W height af hiz popularity there

was ong lellow at Greviriars

School whose outloak was as

Wlack as any he had ever struck.  “This

was Gerald Loder, the unpopular prefect

of the Sixth Form, and a dog with a very
bad name indecd.

As Loder himsell would have expressed
it, he was in the consomme. e stood
near the school gate adjusting the back
wheel of his bieyele, which was propped
wp against the wall, and his thoughis
were the gloomiest,

It was & case, with Loder, of reaping
the trouble he had =2 industriously
sown, For long, he had hetied with a
Lookmaker known as 8nub Pugsley.

For long Loder had owed the bookie
wigpney for betting debis. But by desper-
ately seraping topether allsthe money he
could wheedle ont of zoft-hearted rela-
tives he had seliled the account.

In a period of moral exaltation he
had decided to eut out the peroicioas
gambling stunt.

This Leder actually Jid, though not
without fifficulty. 1t did net, however,
it the boak of Snub Puagsley.

Angry at Loder’s temporary reforima-
tion, and striking hard times lamsell,
the unscrupulous bookmaker had  re-
sorted  to that contempiunous form  of
erime, blackmail.

Three weeks before Gerald Loder Lad
received a threatening leiter from Soub
Tugsler, who claimed that the Sixth
Former still owed him filty pounds.  Ile
stated, morcover, thai unless he received
that =um by a certain date e would
write to Dr, Locke,

In -dread that the Fead should learn
of liz transactions with the notorous
bookie, Lodoer actually tried 1o ratse the
money for the blackmailer, but without
success., Mow three weeks had expired.
Every time the postman came to the
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school Cerald Loder dreaded Ahat hiz

mailbag might contain an envelope -
dressed to the lead, in the alrocwns
purple inl which Snub Pugsler sporied
for his corresponidence. .

This dread was preseut in his mind
az, with spapner in hand, he strove to
adjnst the wheel of hiz ko, )

He had just about camplefed Nis task
when he saw ihe figure of ithe postmae
approaching the school, The man gave
the prefoct a cheery “Lood-afternoon, ™
ared rang the bell of the porter’s lodge.

Gosling, the echool porter, emcrged
and took the letters which the postwnan

With starting eyes Gerald Loder
glimpsed the top once of the little packet.
It was addressed 1 porple ink !

“Mv hat!"™ greaned Loder. *That
rolter Pugsley has fuifilled hiz threat.”

A mad desive to securg the lettey
flooded  his mind.  Tle dropped the
spanner in his coat pocket and left his
bike propped against the wall, Assum-
img an easy air, he walked through the
srhonl gates,

“Shall T take the mail te the school
howise, Go:ling?™ he inguired.  “I'in
st poing up there” .

“Which as 'ow I'm just goin® up my-
self, Master Loder, thankin® "ee kindly,”
replied Gosling.,

Ie twned and sivode stolidly away.

[ale and fearful, Loder [ollowed in his
sieps. Ile watched Gosling go into the
«choolliouse. e saw the porter leave
the majovity of the lelters in the rack
and 8 swarm of fellows gather round.
Finally, he watchied Gosling go to the
[Head's study.

Through a ¢rack v the door he saw
the porter amble {o ithe desk and leave
the leiter on the blotting-pad. Then
before Gosling emerged. Loder glided
swiltly away.

| banded to hin.

Five minutes laler Gerald Lader
walked down the passage again. Sud-
dealy, Mr. Prout., the master of ithe

Filthi Fori, tirned the corner and cama

Giving the prefect a nod,
who was armed with a
papers, ontored the Head's

towawsds Lim.
Mr. Pronf,
bundle of
shudy.

Frustrated in his fina] nitempt to get
tha letter. Gerald Loder left the school-
honse. He could not hang about in the
vicinity of Dr. Locke's study without
creating suspicion. He put hiz biceyels
in the shed, resolving to have another
shot later,

With velief, he remembered that e
Leocke had gone to pay & visit to a very
old friend in London, and would not he
Bback uniil the following morning. Thus
there werse still a few hours in which the
profect might accomplish his purpose,

But Inck was against Gerald Lader.
He wa=z interrupted 1n two  other
atbempts to secure the fatal leiter,

Tune shpped by,  Bed-lime arrvived,
and still -he had not vemoved the thing
which he believed would assuredly bring
about his expulsion from the school.

There was no sleep for Loder that
night. When all was dark and his com-
panions in the JBixth Form dormitory
wore soundly  asleep, he arose and
aquietly dreszed. Like o black shadow,
he shipped out of the room and glided
down the =tairs in his steckinged foet.

Ile reached the Head's study without
diffieuliy. Cautiously he tried the door,

Tha door was unlocked.

Thanking his  stars, Gerald Loder
opencd 16 and ghded into the sanciam
of the headmaster of Grevfriars.

The sindy was not so dark as the
passape leading to if,

A wintry meoon shone pale thraupl
the window., The faint illumination fell
full on the IHead's desk,

|
1
i
!
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Apainst (he whitene:z of the blolting-
pacd he eanld not at brst diseern ilie
letier. Ilis fingers roamed swiftly over
ithe pad on which Cosling had put the
rnizzive. e fele his fogers touch the
euvelope.  The prefect picked it np and
was aboud to look at tc when a fant
sound fell an his ear.

With o cold thrill Loder tmagined o
hoazd fooisteps.

Quickly he eranvwed ihe lelter inlo
his pockei and darvied towards the deor.
Then, overwhelmed with dismav, lo
realized that his retreat was cut off,

Along the passage leading 1o ile
Head s stndy come the shoffling of shp-
peved feet.  DPanie sricken, the prefect
tarned Lack into the study, 1l fear
suggested o him that the window was
his enly means of ecscape.

Had Toder Hed in the lirst place for
the dornitory. hie might have elfecied
his escape without trouble.  1lis turnmg
back was hiz undoing.

He fumbled with ithe window-latch
and half raised the sashh  Before he
could even Uife his leg over the sill,
Bonsicur Charpentier entered the room.

Immediately a lond cry left the lLips
of the French master.

“Mhief ! Siop heem

Loder spun round,

Dresparr gripped at his heart, for he
Hmu$ it ihe pame was up. Anoiher
couple of seconds and he conld have pot
through the window. Buot it was only
placing limseli at a disadvantage to
attempt the feat with the plucky French
master charging at him.

iz head was lowered and away from
the light. 11is only hope now was to
evade the Frenmch master and slip
throngh the open door. ,

At onee Monsieur Charpentier closed
with him.

Kaeping his head averted, Loder tried
to rush past him.

“Tiens 1Y eried “Stop
thief 1"

His lands fiercely pripped ILoder’'s
enat. There was the rip of cloth as the
prefect’s jacket pocket was hall torn off.
Hiz bieyele spanner, which he had
dropped in that pocket when he had
seen the postnan arrive, fell unheeded
to the carpef.

The Frenchman fought like a wild
cat. Against his will Loder was {orced
to defend himself.

Hiz eves glimpsed the spanner as in
ihe ecourse of their struggle it was
kicked just under the corner of the
carpet,

Almozt  simultaneousli,  monsieur
strnck his foob against the leg of a small
table. Rackwards he went, t&kinﬁ
Laoder with him. There was a dull thu
as the master’s hoad struck against the
tiled curb before the fireplace. And
Monsicur Charpentier lay very still.

“{Agod heavens!™

{1erald Toder rose to his feet and
gazed helplessly at the Frenchman's
face. Then, sewed with uncontrollable
panic, he dashed blindly out of the
study. .

The school was wrapped in silenco.

Evidently the cries of Monsieur
Charpentier had not been heard, Loder
sought sanctuary in his study where the
embers of a fire glowed in the prate.

“He's killed ! He's killed '™

That was the awful refrain that =an
unocasing through the SBixth Former's
harassed brain.

At first Loder could think of nothing
else as he stood shivering belore the
glowing embers of the fire.

Hiz hand wanderad to his pocket, and
his lingers closed about the letter. Hae
{ossed it from Loy a2 though it had been
a poisonous reptile. It foll into the fire,

LILH
.
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bursr indo flameoz, and disselved into
HES [TLE
[l eould oot semain o the slody,

That much Loder decided, Quietly he
eirepr back to the dormitory. There he
nndires:ed, ot between the blankets, and
lay <hivoring a:z though smitien with
malaria,

Mumerons plans ehased one another
thaeotrh bis mind. :

Bl miight rouse the dermitory saving
Lo Dad heard a2 neise. A seavch wounld
b inaritured and Monsiouy Charpentier
fonand.

(b0 Loder could not sammon up
anoles tofa of cotage to put any one
of b plans into aelion,

$1+*t*1nfﬁslﬁ' he waited jnerk in Led -
witvd for the dawn ated whai the dawn
e ol roveal,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunier’s Tidings!

i 2AY, vou fellows ]
Willtam  Geerge Dunier, the
poapeise of tho Bemove, rolled

vanilly after several inembres of
the Tower Foarth
wav o chapel next morning.

Mnane the nnmber  were  Harry
Whosion & Co., who had been ratoor
.|¢:_-I~L* than wanal 1o rezpond Lo the resing-
“Cremibs!  What's the matier with
Eooneer?™ sapd Johnny Bulll “It's a
baesr tine sinee I'yve seen bhim a0 &piy at
k= e of the morning !

“The spryInlness s terrific!”
sl Fliree Singh.

“T oespweet he want: to borow somoes
tofers ns psnal,” said Harey Wharton,
Y Uleee'™s pothing else 1 ocan fionk of
that wonld mdoce Bunior to exert him-
et anless 1t were a free feed,”

Meantinee, Tlly Bunter redaubled his
cirori- 19 vepch the Famooas: Five.

“Stop L osay, Wharton, old fellow!

mur-

Phow ! Ok dear! Bob, of'd inan!
Listen, I say!”

CWeo can hear you,” satd MMarey
Whariaa, turming with a grine " You

cacng Hke a cress between o damaazad
vabt f Dellows and an asthmafieal cod-
[i=ir.”

Woth a Ginal effoct Billy Banter overs
traoks the Famous 1Pive,

" Pliew ) Whoob U he paffed,  *Why
el ovon wail ¥
wilind uet 1a tell you the news

Haeld sSkinner  amd  SBidney Booon,
voha were close at hamd, svung rosed
Wi regandod the Owl carionsly,
“Whir news? demonded 2linwer,
“Neally, Skinoer,”  panfed  Dunler,
trive aochap time to ook his bieath.”
Wl oub with 381 said the Cod ol
the Paomovo “Haz A=
levwwpesl the price of tock, or hins voor
Coe i e e |:|ﬁ:-lft!-m'|:-[1:|' iurpd upt”
“Ha, g, ha!™
Cn eealiy, Bkinuer I sak]  Bunter,
Yl - mot o thme Lor joking, you

Fa

¥

[ 4

Y e e
L
= Mor when all Mowsoo 1= ]::ing INE AL T T

sedon- " eontinned  the Owl of the

Horove Tmpressively,

L ving URCONSC IO —""
honmer faantly,

iy Dooter blinked throvnzh his Lig

il oe,

A e They found hine in the Head's
sondy— flar on the carpet. Bowecanc had
Bir Lo over the head with zomething.”

“What are you barbhne about 37 said

zacl

saimner. U Who foomd himy flad on the

carpeet U

“Old Quelelv,” zaid Bunter
“lrear Seott!”  exelaimed Hapry
Wharion, full of eosmerrn,  “Is that

sevte, Panter 77

who woere on their !

F—piew -l a0 good

?'n! i”!;l!l': >

“Really, Wharlon.” satd Dunter in-
thgnantly, ™1 am not in the habit of
felling whoppers!  Anyway, 3ou can
find out for yourselves now, T ot
poing to tell you that JAoiseo's been
unconseciows for hoprs—"

“For hours!™

“And that the whole affair iz o
mystery.” went on Bunter. I von
can't take a fellow's word, Wharton,
vou beast ™

The Co. exchanged glances., Well as
they knew their Bunter and his propen-
zities for drawing the " long bow,” they
understood now that there innsi bo sone
clement of truth i what he had saud,

CUWell, T blessed I mwvmnured  Dob
Cherry. “Poor old AMossen——"

“1le, he, he!™

The 1riors looked np =ha |'!*;'|3.' s st
fat ecachinnation proceeded  from the
f 0wl of the Reinove.

“What are you cackling aboul?” de.
manded Wharton,

“Mossoo ! prinned Dunter,

“ Mossoo?” echood Wharten  prinly,
t " You think theve's sommething funny in
ta masler having been knocked out——-*

“Really, Wharton——" began DBunter
poevistly,

Noue notieed that Ceenld Taoder, The
vnpopilar prefectk of  the Sixth, lind
deawn ywar, mud bad overheard every
word the fat junior liad uitered.

“Is this troe about Monsitewr Charpen-
trer,  Bunter?” he azhed, lus  voice
strangely subdued. '

“Of course 1t true,™
YHe, Lie, e

seid Dunter,

“Ts—is he dead ™ psked Loder, moist-
ening hiz parched lip«

“Dead I said Bunter zeornfully, *“No
such Iuck—I mean, of conrse, he isn't
dead ; bt he won't be able ro take us

in rotten Frenech for a long thne o
comne. He, he, he!” )
Bunter seemed to find  somathing

cheerful in the prospect.  He cackled
on, regardless of the prowing looks of
disgust and angey m the faces of Harey
Wharten & Co.

“"You fat worm!” exelaimed Bob
Cherry at length.

" You unsviapathetic bavrel ! growlod
Jﬂtll;l.j;l}' Bull, *Ior two pins I'd burst
vou |

00, really, Dol zawd Bunier.

Loder, with a sot face, detached him-
self from the group of  juniors, ol
walled off towards the chapel, Bnoop
looked after him woeneleringly.

A Lotler seomns to heve faken 1F o

hoeavt,” he  ondfored, “Mever hooew
Loder was so Fond of Mossoo as  all
that 1™

“Uh, shet up, Booop!”  growled
\Wharvion,

“1 don’t see whel yvon are all o con-
corned abont,™ saud PBooster, with a fat
smeibe. "One would think that i was
bad news——"*

“Toll away, vyou harrel™ grunied
Johnny  Boll, whoe wus never  wvery
patwent with the Owl of the Remove,

“Really, Bull! ¥ou'll be jolly pleased
to dodge French lessons, anyway, Yab!
I never conkd stand Irench. Wish it
had  been Quoeleby, though, Instead of
Alos=oo,™

o
-.——-"!-1'

3y

Loder fumbled with the window latch and half raised the sash, but before he could
lift his leg over the sill, Monsieur Charpentier entered the room.

Mossoo started

back with a loud cry, ** Thief ! ** Loder spun round and endeavoured to keep

i his features away from the light,

(Sce Chapter 8.)
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“Quelehy’s o beast ™ said Bunicr
warmly, “If it had been Quelchy,
we should have to have s prefect in the
Forim-roomn, and——  Yaroocooh! Ow!
Wharrer you doing, Dull?”

.TGhI]le.-‘ Bull mspede & E’Fﬂb at Dunbor’s
fat ear and tweaked it. Simultancously
the rest of the Famwous Five gralibed
any porbion of DBunter's ample figure
thal. same o hand.

“Bump the fat votter ™ zaid Wharton.

“Wharton, you beast—— Ow! Oh!
Yarcoosoop |

Bamp !

The Owl of {he Remove smote (he
eold, hawd, wnsympathetic mrgund,

" Yaroocoooh

nip !

The Famous Vive walked on, leaving
Lilly Bunter of the Wewmove roaring,

“Ow! Waou ! Upsvpathetic beasts!
G ranoougl 1

Slowly and painfully the fal junior
pheked hiseld e and robled bis i
jured anniomy. Then he picked up s
spectacles whicl, heekily Tor hine, liod
not been broken, and =ei (liem on his
fat nose. Theowgh them he perecived
hig Vorm-mates Iriving into olapel

Billy Buuter ambled after then:.

“The beast=! The votters!” ho mwm-
Bled, " They can jolly well Tnd oot for
themselves next e there's any  pood
news ™

During Lreakfast that wmoruing 1he
whaole echaal secthed with the news
Monsicur Charpentier had lieen founed
by Mr. Queleh lying unconscions on the
carpet i the Head's study, Tho study
witdow had been found open. The un-
fortunate  Frenelh master had  been
moved on an ambulance during chapel
to the Courtlicld Wospital, In  some
quarters it was viumoured that he would
ive. The pessimists said he would die,
Lilly Buntor, assuming the rvale of pro-
phet, foretold that he would dis beforo
the evening,  And he wondered why
Gerald Loder, whoe overheard  him,
kicked him half-way round the ouad-
rangle, )

Little work was done in clasees that
mornimg.  Evary fellow, from the dig-
r:.lm:! Sixth-Formers to the fags of the
Hecond Form, had a theory FORCLEIInE
what Irad eceurred. The rnost nopatlar
one was that the Froneh master had
been the vietin of iz awn heroisin, It
WAL H_'I{Hlf;ht- that he had overheard a
nose mn the night. He had gone to the
study and found o burglar or burglars,

One of the housebreakors had struck him
on the head with o jemmy. Few af the
fellows knew what 2 * jemmy ” was, but
it zounded o wice, adventurous sort of
tstrument.

Meantime, the unfortunate French
rester ]u:,.' uneansciouns  in the Court-
lield IHospital.

It was shortly after moming school
bad been dismissed wheo Bitly Tlunter
had o brain-wave. It oecurred to him
to go and ask Dr. Locke for the loan
of o book on the Crusades which the
headmaster hod mentioned while taking
the Form a few dayz before.

It must pot be sopposed that  ibe
Crnsades intercsten] the Owl, "They did
pot.  But the Head's stody did.

Az a watter of fact, the scene of the
midnight afiray held a sveat Tnseination
fror Dlly Bunter, He wanted to see the
nlace  where Alos=zoo had been hit on
e head., Tt atteacted hiog i the snme
wav as the =ighi of o street aeeident will
eanse =ome folk fo hnger amd goze
AR

As he approached (he Tlead's sanetun
ihe sl of vorees  rogcled Bunler's
cars,  The sty door wazs ajarc. Duntor
Do ddaee] eowmed DisFeennead.

Insisie the coom woeve Dy, Locke and
Ar Queleh, the master of the Foucth
o, Thoor  conversalion roeeecliod
Bunier :]i.-if-ilt-;_-t.l}',

"It will bo diilieah,” the Head was
saying, T don't koow another French
wiaster available, I iherefore do uot
propose  getting  another  master  1em-
pararily in the place of poor Charpen-
tier.  Tn all likelihood Mansiour E’i]mr-
penticr will be back within the month,
1t was fortunate, apparently, that his
skull was ot fractured.

“But what do yom propose doing in
the neanwiale, sie?™  nguired RMr,
Queleh, ™ You do not propose dropping
the French lessons?”

“MNo,” answeregl Dv. Locke. *Until
Monsieur Charpentier retorns, T mysalf
will carry on with the subjeet.”

Hearing so much, Billy Bunter deew
hack sharply., Then he dropped on one
knee and began fumbling with his shoe-
lace as Gerald Loder camoe nervously
down the passage to the sanctum of the
Head,

The prefect glaved at the fat junior,
rapped on the Head's door, and entered
the study. Leoder closed the door after
him. but Billy Bunter, with sarprising
agility, applied his ear to the keyhole,
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" Yes, Loder ¥ Bunter heard ihe Head
say. “ What do vou want

“I-I've just received bad news, sir,”
anzwered Loder haltingly.

" Incded | )
“Yes, ar. Ay counzin, Guy Alford,
who recently  came home from  the

Argentine, i3 lying dangerously iil at
Easthourne, My unele, who is slaving
in Seotland, has wired asking me to go
to Guy ab onee.™

“T'm szorey, my bhoy!  Most wnfor-
tunate | said Dr. Locke kindly,  * By
all means go to your cousin by tho first
avatlable train, Loder”

*Thank yon, sie!™

"1 trost the illnezs nay not Le so
serions as Mr. Alford senior imagines.”

LI expeet it's a return of malaria,
sir,” muttered Loder. My—imny eousin
contracted malaria vory badly in South
Amorvicn.  Thank yvou again, =irl”

While he lad been speaking, Lader
haed eddgedd slewly back towards the door.
Ax he dinizhed speaking, he opened it
There waz o =tartled grovt and e Tad
fern of Billy Buanter hurtled inte the
10,

U Bless oy osenl!™ gasped De. Locke.
"Bunter! Boy! What is he meaning
af this¥™

Billy DBuonter sat np and  groped for
his spectacles, which had fallen ofl his
smaby nose,

“"Yow! Ow!" he groaned.

“ Uease that ridiculous noize, Buanier,”
.tnild the Heed primly. * What were Ykl
doing outside, the door of my study ™

* I wasn't, sir!” said Bunter.

“What—what—""

“1T mean I was, sir,” said Bunter, ]
hope I a truthiul fellow, ar, M-nivm-
FED e

“Your what?' rasped Dr, Locke, his
brows knitting.

* Mum-my bootlace happened 1o coma
untied, sir,” said Buanter desperately,
“And I stooped to tie it up, sir, 1 hopa
you don't think I was lizstening, siv—-"

“ Bless my soul!”

YT didn't hear anything about (hat
rotter’s—1  mean Loder’s—eousin, i,
I never heard a word, sig——"

Loder's dark face fixed on DBunter's
fot countenance in a terviflying scowl

" Bunter!”™ rapped IDr. Locke, select-
ing a flexible cane from his desk. * Yon
must learn thot 1t is not the act of &
gentleman to listen at keyholes ™

“ Certainly, sir!” =aid Bunter brightly,
with one uneasy eve on the cane, how-
ever, Y1 think it is & despicable thing
te de, str.”

“I am glad you rezard yvour offence
in that light,” said the Ilead sternly,
“It 15 a very despicable thing, Bunter.
I amn now going to impress that upon
vour mind.”

“Thank you, sir,” began Dunter
doubitfully.

“Bend down!™

“{h, really, sip—"

“TBend down!l™ D, Locke’s voice was
thunderons,

Reluctantly, very reluclanily the Owl
of the Remove touched his toes,

Hwish!

The ecanc eame down, and Boanfer
leaped three fect acress the room, roar-

ITE =
“ Yarooooh ! Owowow!”
“There, Dnnter,” saidd I Yacke

calmly, ““Be thankfnl thal your punishe
ment was no more =evere,  Any further
flagrant eavesdropping on your part will
be visited by a pumishment in propor-
tion to your offence. You may gol”

And Bunter went.

Onee ontzide in the passage hoe pave
free min  fo iz woes, G roaning
pathetically, he rolled away to Study
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where he remained vntil dinner-
tinge,  But interest i roast heef, York-
shice  pudding,  haked petatoes  neel
wprocts, followedd by apple dumplings
and cu-tapd, helped ki to forget his
IRITR

Dunter, after three helpings of encl,
was himeell again

Entering  the Common-room  hefore
afeerinon school, he found Huvree SRingh
saprocded by juniorz anyious to test
the DTulion lad's powers of prophecy. It
was g favourable opportunity.  Billy
Birer subszided into a chaiv.

“[lalh’ T feel so funny ™ he moaned.

""L".u_':'npuﬁi}g ,'_1_gaiﬂ5” :—t'u‘-].}].'rr.‘il. E!'IU'?:[L'

o T.

Yoarn? mnmhled DBouter. “1=F'm
gaine inie a trance. W, ves! I am
Lot dnr fo see thing: ™

voell feel flunga ns owall in 4

wainate, von fat oyster!” sani Iavokl
ELinner. “ Wake up!™

Billy Bonter waved two podgy hands
lowly hefore iz clised eyes - Ile had
secit Ilurree Bingh do something of the
sort doving the Arst strange scance in
Hruie Noo 13

“Listen'™ he dvoned. ©T1 can see a
fellow hurrving from school.™

“Where, you fathead?:”
Saoa),

ST ogay mind's eye, xou chump re-
rlied the fat oracle. " Yes hé i5 huovry-
ing from  the school o the railway
L@, Yos—no=—yez, it's  (rerald
Loaler, He iz going awax.”

SWell, that's a bit of Juek!™ said
Havcld Skinner. " How did vou find
ihar  out, '.I""n,ln’r:;'j' Pean sticking vour |
fat car against someonc's keyhole?”

Tlee prophet Buntor opened los eyoes
and ~hot an indignant glance at the ead,

“Youre a suapiciows heast, Skinney”
e sanl. “And DI've a jelly good mind
nat io tell vou my marvellous pro-
FHT G

“Irot it out, Buniy ! cried Mark Lin-
lew oncouragingly.

Bunter closed  hus
waved his fab hands

“1 ean see the road leading to Grey-
friar="" he said., 1t i3 deserted. No
pew 1ansrer is coming to take the place
of Froggs.”

e paused, amd IHurree Singh rather
sarcasrically inguired whe was going to
take the Teench lessons then.

1 aee o3 tall, majestic Kgure standing
before  the  Form,”  resmned  Billy
Bunrer  theatrically, “It's—it's  the
tereible figure of D, Locke™ y

#Rat ! spid Skinper. Ol Locke |
vonldu't fake French himself,”

Therefore. it canwe a: a big surprise
to the juniors when nel only was it
anpoinced that v Locke was going to
ettt the daties of the injured French
roasivr,  bat  that  Gevald  Leder  had
taken o =adiden depariure from the
celined carle in the alternoon.

il Bunter went about openty brag-
gine of lis powers as a prophet.  Bok
hi- srhoolmptes weore seeptical.  They
wers aware that the new prophet which
Lad ari=en in Greyvioavs had long ears,

pngured

oves azain and

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder's Desperdte Plan !

LHILE the school was skl sceth.
W g with taltk about Monsicur
Chiarpentier’s midnight adven-
ture, Gerakl Loder  guoictly
ippml awav. The steamn aml anxiety
of rhie night had been oo nuaely for his
nervi-,  oswecdless to o sav, the telegram
which e had held in his hand when he
bad iererviewed the Head, was 2 fake,
Uhe wice had been composcd by Gorald
Loder fumself and sipgeed into an old
telegvatn envelope.
If anvone |.mrmrm~m hime a Dbundeed
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“ Bunfer! Boy!" he thundered.
robe and hat.

Bir. Quelch strode into the study with set fice and eyes that shome like steel.

“ What is the meaning of this—this foolery? '’

Bunter looked a fat and ridiculous figure as he stood there shivering in his wizard’s

““Er—er, it was only a bit of fun, sir !’ he stammeyed.
{See Chapter 7.)

remained at Greyiriars School, During
the railway journey to Hasthourne, he
remained in the slough of despond.

The desire to confide in =omeone was
ovoerwhelming. He felt glad e had
thought of his cousin, Goy Alford, who
recontly had retorned from the Argen-
tine,

Taking a cab from Eastbourne Station
to the Chine Hotel, Loder inguired of
the clerk for his cowsin,  Alford him-
self, a bronzed, healthy-looking young
man, about fen years older than the
UTE_:I.'I.J.'EIJJ'.'L follow, specdily camne to preet
him. Loder hooked & room, and the bwo
repaired to it.

“Now, old man,” szaid Guy Allerd,
“lot's hear how you managed to pet
down to the seasuwle in tormetime,””

Loder sank on to the edme of the bed
and gripped the coverlet on cither side
of him wilth nervous fingers.

“ T in a mess, Guy—up to the neck
in it Lie said miscrably.

His consin wodded  and
cigaretie,

E?‘].' ene<sod as nueh,  Well, hiow much
da vou owe ™

“Mothing ' waid Leder. *That’s the
irony of it. old man. T weed to owe a
hookie ealled Soul TPugeley fifty pounids.
That T paid off. But the beast started
to boackiaal me”

“0h, e did! Amd wWhat did you do?
Tell the police "

“Lireat Beott, no!l If I'l have mone
whining to the police, the fug would
have been o the {e with a vengeanee.
d Locke, the headmaster, would have
heard of mv betting transactions with
ugzloy, and I should have got the
buadlot.”

“1 thought when I first saw vou that

Halited =a

sourd: Cievald Loder conld not have

vor had - been  expelled.”  sand Guoy

Alferd. “You've always asked for the
shek, you know,™ )

“Well, I haven't been expelled,” snid
Lader, **The fact 15, Guy,. I took a wire
to the Head anmouncing you wero lying
on your deathbed.” .

“That was a fatheaded thing to de,”
sal Allord.

“It was the only thing I could think
of to get away hurredly.” And Loder
tald hiz conzin how he had foed to pet
Pugsley's letter to the Head, and how
that, during the struggle, the Freoch
master had fallen and steack his head
on the fire curb.

“The whole position’s frightiully com-
plicated,” moaned Loder., “I'm not
sure whether old Frenchie really vecog-
rased me or not. I den't think he dul,
but T can't be quite sure. Whether he
did or not, docen’t maiter.  When they
find iy spunper in the Head’s stady, the
pidey cat will be out of the bag for a
cort."”

Allord =hot a swiit glanee at the pale
face of the Greviviors prefeet. )

“ Y anr stlmannc-r'?‘ What the dickens
wore vou doing with a spaoner in the

o APD

Hoepd's study !

“I didn’t take it there to use ot il
It just happened to be in my pocket,”

“hat  seunds a treifle weak,
fellow.™

“ (b, T know it dees!"” answeved Loder
almost fereelv. “When that spanner’s
found, cvervone will  veckon  that
Frenchie was Jaid out with it If
Mossoo lives, a3 he i3 likely to do, T
shall be arveested for assault, If he dies
Loder slmdderved. 1 shall be
charged with manslaughter, or possibly
mnrgler 17
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Luy Allord pave him o thounp that
nearly knocked him off the bed.

“Lame, cheer up!™ he saul. *'Pon
v oword, vou're leoking on the black
sitiec of things! Perhaps the spauner
won't he recognized. }P::n.l haven't got
yvour tnitials on it, have vou ¥

Resuming his seat on the edge of the
bed, Loder made an impatient gesture.

“ Mo, I haven't got my initials on it,”
e said.  “But half the fellows i the
school could recognise my Dbieyele span.
ner, just as they could recogmise that ol
any other chaps. I was a bit of bad
Tuck that I happened o have the thing
in oy pocket. My pocket was torn
daving the strnggle with Frenchie and
the spanner fell out. It got kicked
widler the earpet,  Duk it s ﬂl"l,‘r'.ﬂ-
jatter of time before it's found. T'm
hanged if T know what to do. The sus-
pense will kil me™ T

Cousin Alford smoked in silence,

“Look hore,™ he said, © why nol return
lo the school and make a clean breast
of things, and—"

“0b,  shurrup!™  growled  Loder
radely.  “ You don’t think I'm going
to put my head into the giddy lion's
mouth, do you*”

Loder's cousin tossed his eigavette im-
paticntly throngh the half-open window
of the room.

“Well, I'm blessed if I kuow what
vau can do, old fetlow,” he said; “unless
yon-give yourself up to the police.”

Gerald Loder rose and stamped sav-
apcly up and down the rogm, )

“Vou'rn a jolly sort of relative to
come to for advice!™ he said, "1 wizh
1'd gone home instead.™

“1 wish you had, too!" said Alford
frankly., *“1t was just like your clicek
to bring me into it. However, I don’t
want to kick a chap when he's down,
YVou had better stay in this hotel for a
day or two until you come to reason.”

Thiz portion of Alford’s advice Loder
decided to follow. 1t was more palaf-
able to him than the rest,

That gvening the two dined and playod
billtards together. But for the weight
on hiz mind amd conscienee, Cerald
Loder would have enjoyed himself. Ile-
fore retiring he wrote a leiter to lhs
fricnd, Arthur Carne, at Greyireiars, His
chief object was to induce Carne to con-
vey to him any fresh news concerning
the injured ¥French master. He also
siated that hiz unfortunate cousin was
slightly worse, but slight hopes of re-
covery were entortained.

A conple of morningz later,. Loder
received the welcome letter from Carpe.

(‘arne mformod him of the lead's deci- |

gton abouil taking the French class him-
sell owing to the diffienlty of getting
another Frenchman temporarily, Carne
also stated that, thanks to the efforts
of the Head, the midnight affair had
been kept out of the papers.  Publieity
in such matters did the sehool no good.
The police, however, had been informed,
Monsgicur Charpentier had returned to
congcionszness, but had no ides how, or
by whom, he had been struck. Carne
concluded his letter by hoping  that
Loder's cousin was better.

On the whole, the letter tended to
cheer Loder up zomewhat. Monsiour
had not recognized him. Evidently, the
bicyele spanner had not yet beon found.

It was whilst smoking a cigarette in
the hotel lounge after breakfast that an
idea dawned wpon Loder. So ternify-
ing was the plan that occurred to him
that at first he frvied to pub it out of
hiz mind, but the notion returned with
renewed foree.

Thiz was wvothing less than that he
should dispuise himsell and return to
Cireyfriars School. He knew an actor
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in London who was a master in the art
of make-up. DLy means of a dark wig,
mounstache, and pointed beard, Leder
tmagined that he nught easily pass for
a Frepnchman, s Bixth Form know-
ladge of French was sufliciently good o
enable him to pass any ordinary lan-
paage test, he reckoned.

By returning to Grevfriars School, hie
might be able to recover that incriminat-
ing spauner.

The more Loder thought upen his
plan, the more vestless did he become,

Finally, he told his cousin, Guy
Alford, that he had deeided to go up
to town. Alford showed no regrets. Be-
fare noon Gerald Loder was in the train
baund for London.

At about teatitne Loder called at the
flat of his actor friend in Maida Vale.
"TIe informoed this 1.1'4::||'t.l|1,.' that he was
very anxiouws to assume the role of a
Frenelunan, aud dackly hinted at a prac-
tical joke.

The actor " tonched™ Loder for a quid,
and, in high good humour, agreed to
help the Greyiviars fellow,

He loaned Loder a wig, moustache,
Leard, and a Norfolk suit. The prefect
left his own togs in the actor's ward-
robe,

That same evening
a knapsack. and took
lield.

train
3 There he zpent the night.

Ihe next day, in his disguise, and
wearing his Norfolk snit and knapsack,
he hung about in the vicinity of Grey-
friars School. At last, such an oppor-
iunity as he sought eame his way, Alr
Paul Tentifex Prouk, the mester of the
I'ifth Form, came along the road lead-
m{,:! o Iriardale.

Not  without irepidation, Cerald
Laoder approached him.

“Bonjour, monsienr ! he said. * Wil
yvou condescernd Lo inforin me whether
I may soc ze Famous monastery of Crey-
{riars "

.E"nl'r. Prout was most polite and help.
ful. He quoted liberally from Alr.
Queleh’s “ History of Greyfriars.” He
Informed his questioner that the monas
tery was restored in 1551 by Fdward

' VL, who opened it as a school for poor

P bhoye,  He told of the origin of Grey-
friars, School as it stood there before
them, and of the wonderful old Priory,
vaults, amnd erypt.

Crowing bolder as he fonud that Mr.

t Prout did not veeognize him, Loder
berpan to “spin a yarn.”  He told Mr.
Prout he was Monsienr Piorre Vevy,

fand that he was o master in a French
| school near Paris. The school, so Loder

- sald, was shut owing to an epidemic of

mamps.  He himself had seized the
opportunity of coming for a holiday to
England. Tt was hardly the time of year

\ for a holiday, but he had been engaged

fas a private tutor during the summer

vacation. IMwwds were getting low with
him, and he wished he could get another
private tutor’s job temporarily,

Gradually an idea scemed to dawn
on Mr. Prout.

" Dear me ! said the Tifth Form mas-
ter, " Perhaps, my dens fellow, you
would ke me to introduce voar BQ oonr
warthy headmaster, Dr, Locke, We
have ' just lost our Freoch master awing
to a—ahem—regrettable aceident. Pos
gibly 1}, Locke might care to cozage
vou temporarily in his place. Would vou
carc for me to ask him ¥

“Pen thousand thanks, m'sien!” said
Loder. *1 shall be most happy to *ave
z¢ chance to carn ze money for a leetle
time.”

Mre, Prout led ithe disguised Loder
through the quadrangle, and escorted
him to Dr. Locke's study. Almost
Loder’s nerve gave way when he entered

that dread apartment. But he mado o

Loder purchased |
to Court- |

firm effort, aml kept contrel of himself.

Br. Locke, who found the {ask of iak-
ing Freneh in the school exceedingly
arduons in addition to his other mani-
fold daties, welecmed the  selfsivled
Monsieur Vevy, and within a quarter of
an hour of his enlering Greyfriars
E-ﬂhn-fﬁ “gFLII n, ﬂﬂl':llld IJU[!HI" WS Ell:‘j1.ﬂ1tl’{!
j]:l t-hﬁ (R TTH l:lf [E'IQ ltll'EﬂI'l-L:ITlE.liﬂ fﬂi_'[]“_:l"
French master.

The news of ihe engagement of
another French  master  bemporarily
soread through the school like wildfire.
And snany were the groans from people
like Billy Bunter at the tidings, It was
Harold Skinner who took the trouble to
point out that neither Hurree Singh nor
the prophet Bunter had foretold this
{resh Jmportant event,

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Rising of & New Prophet !

N the evening of “Alonsicur
Vevy's ™ ndvent in the schaoal, a
group of juniors were assembled
in the Commen-ream. There was

a  goeneral discussion about the now
master wha had taken the Remove in
French that afternoon,

“Tlo strikes me sz a lazy beggar™
said Snoop.

*And he's oanly half educated,” added
Skinper. It must be a prewy rolien
sort of school that he is master of in
Paris.™

“1hd vou note the way he passed
Bunter's transiation ¥ said Mark Lin-
lew., “Didn't correct half his mistakes.™

“Really, Linley,” said Bunter indig-
nantly. My translation was a j-::-Iﬁr
mg’ht better than yours, anyway !V

‘(1h, my hat !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Punter'z statement sent the juniors
intgy itz of langhter. What the fat Owl
of tho Remove dudn't know about I'rench
would {ill volumes, whereas Mark Lin-
ey, the scholarshup junior, conld **par-
ley vous ™ better than any of his Form-
fellows.

*There's nothing o cackle about !
roared DBunter. " Hore, Skinner, old
chap, give mo that chair™

“Ceortainly " grinned the cad of the
Remove, picking up the ehair like he
winild o erickot-stunig.

Swipe !

“"Yaroooop!" howled Banter as Skin-
ner swung the chair abont his  fat
persom. I mean give it to me, you
rotlep—---

“Jan't that what I'm doing*” asked
Skinner hlandly. “Do you want it
again-—-"

Swipe !

*Ow-wow !
bheast ! Yow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter made a rush al Skinner and
crabbed the chair from his too-obliging
hands. Then ho raized his huge Eu]k
upon it.

“*Halle, hallo, bhalla'” boaomed Poh
Cherry. " What's this game, old lard
harl'elb':"”

“ Bunter's trying an acrobatic stunt,™
said Mugent with a grin, * He reckons
that that chair will stand his weight
for half an hour. 1 say it will give up
the ghost in five minutes.”

(1] E-, Ilﬂ-, hﬂ..!”

“Yah, you rotters, it’s nothing of the
kind ! howled Bunter. “I'm going to
make a speech~—"

“A whatter?”

A sspocch ! roared the Owl,

“h, my hat!” gaid Wharton faintly.

A torrent of dorisive cheors hroke ont.

“Order ! roared Dunter, balancing
himself precariously on the creaking

roared Dunter. “You
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fn the far eorner of the Head’s room & man was stooping down, his hand on the corner of the 1.
Bunler, as he entered the apariment, As though stung by a wasp, the man in the study sprang upright and swung round, It
was the new French master] (Sec Chapter 8.)

““ Ahem !’ ¢0

chair. “DBeasis] I want to speak to
vou, vab, rotters! I've pgobt some
T CEE

“What, bas your postal-order arrived
at. lasi ¥ grinned Dob Cherry,

“Ha. ha, hal"
“Lio i, Bunter!™
“{On the ball, fatis!™

“Lenttemen of  the
roared Dunter.

“Hurrah !*
“1 shall be holding a sayance—-"
A whatter 7"
" A sayance,” repeated Bunter, by this
time reed in the face.
"You mean a
MNugent.

"1 shall be holding a sayance,” eon-
tinued Bunter wrathfully, *in Study
No. T, between eight and cight forix.
five to-night—>"

“IHurrah !®

“Any chapy who wapt their heads

“Bumped |7 sugrested Skinner humor-
ously,

“Ha, ha, ha'™

“Iead,” howled Bunter, “or their
bands read, or their fatures foretold,
can roll along. I shall cherge a modest
fer, ;‘-:_-J:n'al-le either in ¢oin of the realm

OF~=—
-E'ETL_-.I.I:..[‘:!'I
“Coin of the realm.” said Bunter im
presstvely. “or tuek !
(i, my hat ™
“Ha. lia, ha ™

B emov o s——"*

seatwe '™ howled

¥

4 ennauheement

Loud and dervisive was the laughter.
“*Yarooooh”

Harold Skinner pushed DBunicr head-

long from the chair and mounted in his
stead.

“Any chaps whoe want their hands
read, bumps felt, ar eorns” ont, ean Llow
#long to Study No. I1 this evening,” he
saiel. " There'll be notlung to pay; only
you can Ieave & plurd cake and & couple
of bottles of ginger-pop as you go out.”

“I suppose you think that's [unmy,
Skinner®"” said Bunier, glaring. Y My
was in earnest, I've
proved that I'm o prophet.™

“Yes," retorted Skioner; *and this
new potiy plar of yours for extracting
tucle will prove more loss than profit,
old son.”

“¥ah!" roarcd Bunter,
And with  that  inelorant
Bitly Bunter stalked in a
manner from the room,

Mo one took the Owl very scriously.
But abt cight o'clock ihat cvening it
bocame  hknown  that  Billy  Dunier's
seance had started.

Harry Wharton broke the news to the
fellows after prop.

“The Fat frawid has tackod up o nolice
on s sudy door,™ he sand. “[le’s scb
himzell up in the prophecy business
with a vengeance. Calls himsall a gid:dy
mystic, prophet, and oracle.”

“The «ickens he has!” s=aid DPeler
Tadd, who waz one of Bunter's sy
matez, “I like bizs thumping cheek,
nsing our :tndy for lus silly scanee !

A throng of juniors trooped almne Lo
Rrudy No. T, seentioz fim.

roejainler
dignilied

Sure enough, on the door was tacked
up o placerd. 15 veaxd as follows:

™ SEEANCE now on! )

™HE ulﬂrﬁ'mrﬂcﬁi
PROFIT AND ORAKEIm

PROFESSER BABY BUN-TA

THE FEWCHURE FORTALD
FEAS Te S00T EVERY SURSE
UPPER SKOOL - wm e THRVPPENCE

LOWER SKOOL, =asovw TUPPEN(E

FAGS -~ @ samugs!

Jd-

IHarey Wharton l'alppu:d on the door
and twned the handle. It was locked,

He rapped again.

“Hallo, Billy! Js the seance on yot?
I want to consult the aracle.”

The key was turned in the Tock. The
door was opencd o {ew inches, and ihe
fat face of Nunter, surmounted Ly a
hiigh wizard's hat. appeared,

YMy giddy aunt!” coricd Wharlon,
starting back,

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“Where did you pel the chapeay,
Dhille 7

Everyone  thronged forward, D
Dunter inside threw his ponderons bulk
against the door to keep it elozed.

“in easy, vou fellows! he =aid

Tue Muoxer Liapany,— o, £82,
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“One at & time! Have
tuppence ready, Harry, old chap?”
“No," grinned Harry Wharton, ™ But
I'll give yon something that'll de you
more good.™
*What?" inquired Dunter suspiciously,
“Twao thick ears, old man.”

“Really, Wharton, this i3 no time for :

idte jests ' said Bunter severely. “ Time's
monecy with me, you cha g~Ir:;+w, then !

Who wants o consult the cracle first?
Wheo wants to find out what the dickens
is going to happen to him in the giddy
future?

*I know what's going to happen to
vou in the guddy future if vou don't
stand away from that door! howled
Peter Todd, “You're pgoing to get
pushed on to your silly fat head!”

Peter” Todd proved a true prophet,
The juniors in the passage snrged for-
ward. The door flew open, With a loud
veil Billy Bunter went headlong over
on to the broad of his back.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Harry Whar-
ton. “Look what he's pot on, you
chaps! A pgiddy pink nightgown with
black guincapi astod over it!”

Certainly Blt{ﬁr unter’'s costume was
weird and wonderful., As he rose and
adjusted the long garment he wore over
hiz ordinary attire and sct his hat on
again, a& roar of laughter greeted his
appearance,

His mmdgear was made of ecardboard,
high and peointed, like a dunce's hat.
Ficces of coloured puper were pasted in
sirips ahout it, and it was decorated
with stars and other emblems. His
wizard's gown consisted of an old pink
nightahirt, which a doting aunt had once
sent him as a Christmans present, much
to lis disgust. e had cut out some pic-
tures and pasted them at intervals over
the parment, giving it a weird and
wonderful effeet.

“Ha, ha, ba!" shricked Mark Linley.
“Took at the fat wizard, you chaps!
What a picture! Those giddy guinea-
papgs Y

“They aren’t guinea pigs!™ snapped
Bunter, “They're eats!”

“Iut what's the 1dea of cats on a pink
mghtzhirt 2" inavived Beb  Cherry,
smiling - broadly.

HThe black eai is the symbol of luek,™
vetoried DBunter.  “But 've no time to
answoer a lot of fat-headed questions
Who's going to be the first 1o have his

fortune told?™
“¥ou can tell mine,” said Skinnaer,
old chap!™ said Danter

¥ Right-ho,
choerfully.  “Cive ns your tuppence!”

"¥on pet on with the washing,™
advised Skinner.  ® How the dickens do
I know whether yon ean forciell the
future? TIf vou ean prophesy what's
going o happen to me Ul give you the
fuppenee—not unlezs ™

“ Right-ho ! agreed Bunler.

He seated himszelf in the armehair,

“Keep quiet, all vou chaps. I may
not be able to see dhe visions if you
kick up o thnmping row.”

From the Lable he look a glass bhowl,
turped it npside down, and held it on

his podgy knees.  As he Jid so, Fisher
ol 158 | fizh, e American junior, gave i@
yvell,

“That'zs my bowl ! e howled,

“Belence ! requested Dunter, Didn't
I azk vou not {o kick up sach a guldy
yow?  Tlow the thuvmp do you cxpect
e to 2oe vizions i the rr;,‘.tlula?""

“evatal " sheicked Fisher T, IMich.
Hlien! That's my giddy goldlish howl
}'r_ln'"x'u pob thoere, von fut galook!  Say,
et me gob at bim ! -

“kKeep him off 1 yelled Runter, in
alann.

1Tarry  Wharion and  Beb  Cherry
g rasped the excited American junior by
the arms and held him back.
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“I'l slanghter the galoot!™ eried Fish
texcitedly., “ And, say, vou fat elephant.
what did you do with the goldfish out
;of that bow]?”

“Ion't get so  excited, Fishy, old
chap,”” said Bunter soothingly. *‘The

wdy goidfish are quite 0.1, I slipped
em into that big Dottle standing on
the shelf in your study.” ;
“"Gee whiz!” said Fish, dancing with

e, “That Lottle contained ammonia !
flay wyou alive, wyou slabsided
galoot "

It took the cfforis of half a dozen
juniors to postpone this  interesting
event. When at last they managed to
ejoct Fisher T, Fish from the study,
Bunter, zomewhat unnerved, resumed his
Seance.

I'd

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Prophecy for Profit!

is -NOW, then, Ekinn}y.“ stam-
mered Bunter, “I'll read your
' future n the crystal.™

He sat like a fabk sphinx,
azing inte the inverted goldfish bowl.
'hen ho began ta speak,

"1 see money—money—and vet maore
money ! wailled Bunter,

“Good ! said Skinner. *“That means
I'm going-to be wealthy, eh, Billy:”

“1 see o bhand hovering over that
money.  ‘Fhe mongy has gone, Ah!
What's thiz I see? see bars. There's

& face behind the bars. A warder
approaches, and the faco i3 lost to view.
Ah! Now T see it again. As Y thought,
it iz the face of Skinny."

“*Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the juniors.

But Harold Skinner hooted with rago,

“What the dickens do you mean by it,
you fat idiot? What do you mean by
saying that you can see my face behind
bars¥™

“All right! Keep your wool on,
Skinmy 1 =aid Dunter, looking round.
“T had to say what I zaw in the crystal,
di:]tn:t. I? Pay up your tuppence and got
opt.™

“I'Il knock
you!™ snappe
in a huft,

“Well, I darc say you weren't =o far
wrong, Dunter,” romwmarked  Frank
Nugent, lavghing. “How about reading
my [utwree 77

“Certainly, Frank, old chap!”

Agam Banter gazed into the crysial

“1 see rags, bones, and bottles,” he
moancd. I se¢ a hovel and—"

“Oh, ent it out!” exclaimed Nugent,
“Can’t yon see awnyibing cheerful, old
bard tub¥

“I can ouly see what's in the cry-
stal,” retorted Bonter, A prophot
doesin’t see what he wants fto sco. Ho
sees things as they are—or—]I mean as
they are gpoing o boe™

S0 dismal was his propheey concerning
Frank Nugent that in addiion to the
twopenece charged, Nogent gave him o
hearty kick.

“Peast 1" said Bonter. " Rome of von
chaps don't want to hear the trath, And
i's apmnst iy peincivles to tell any-
thing buk the trath, Let e vead vour
[uture far you, Bnoop, old ekap.”

“Tive away 7 osabkd Snoop choarfulbly,
“Bueb AF 6 B0’ a bit heighter ihan your
1|:4|.|4Ll deivel yoll get no twopenee from
TR,

Crazing o the inverted goldfsh bowl,
Duonker Jid his hest,

o affe e ol s o ol . ol e A A A e A e
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d)"i)lu*‘ zilly Fat head off for
Skinner, as he went oft

“I can sec you at your present age,
Znoop,™ said Bunter 5]1:51'?3,1' anid Jis-
tinctly.  “¥You are standing before a
Ea]%hnnd&d old buffer with a stick in his
a" -1J

“Mr. Prout, probably,” grinned Bob
Cherry, )

“It iz not Prouty,” roterted the pra-
phet ::m%sliff. “1 cannot recognise the
bald old bulfer. Snoop. The stick he car-
ries in his hand is of ebony with a curved
handle.™

“Who the deuce is that ¥ said Snoop.

“He apprars to be an aditer of a
newspaper,” resumed DBunter, the pro-
phet. “Ves, wes: he is the editor of a
newspaper.™

Bnoop started. Aswild, excited look
sprang to his eves for the moment.

“He is holding a cheoque in his hands
for twenty thousand pounds,” continued
Bunter in a listless voice,

“ A ch-chegue ' stammered Snoop.

“For Awenty thowsand pounds?”
droned Bunter the prophet. “ And the
chegque is made out to Sidney James
Snnni]”

“0Oh, good!” breathed Snoop. *1

BN —""
. Bunter did not add that he knew two
days ago that Snoon intended entering
a big charity sweepstake, ran by a well-
known newspaper, neither did he inform
Snoop that he had eeen him post his
effort. Prophets_are not expected to be
s0 frank and trathful,

“Oh, my hat ! exclaimed Skinner.

If there was any trath in Bunter's pro-
phetic statement Skinner was prepared
to advance Bnoop the snm of five shillings
he had refused to loan kim only a short
whila back,

Snoop, naturally, was wildly excited
at the prospect of the wealth that was
coming his way. His belief in Bunter's
prophetic powers was pardonable in the
cirenmstances, as he hadn't breathed a
word about the sweopstake 1o anyone
but Skinner and Stott.

“That 15 all,” said Bunter wearily.
" The 'vision fades, Snoop.”

~ Hnoop thought it high time for him to
“fade.” Despite the fact that the news
was pleasant, Snoop, who was of a sos-
Eicimlﬁ turn of mind, already hegan to
e assailed by uneasy dounbis s to the
veracily of Dunter's foreenast,

“Thub up!™ said Bunter, as Snoop
mioved away from the crowd. " Hand
over your tuppence.”

“ Nothing doing, Bunter,” zaid Snoop.
“T'Il pay wvou the tuppence when I get
the choque for twenty thousand pounds. ™

“Pay up, vou rotter I howled Bunter.

But Snoop, and his tuppence, were
DOt

“Bwindling cad ! roared Bunter after
lis retveabing figure, " Mean beast!™

Suddenly the nnlueky prophét noticed
T]'I-.':I.L ]Iih lriil]ﬂl', El:lrlllllﬁl lr.rlll' '{;l'!:"iﬁ }a“]i!{"[’}
had elbowed his way through the throng
i Btudy No, T

“Hallo ! What do vou wanit®* he
crowled, " Vamoose! I've no fime for
vl now, Sannny.”

“I wauf my fortune told,” said Sammy
Punter. “That i if you can tell for-
tenes atoall

“Checky kud 1" snapped Billy Tunter,
“Yean don't think T sbhould be dvessed up
fike ihiz f 1 eouldn’t? _Hulul OVeE
ceniple of spedines, or a jam pull, and
'l tell you about your sticky fimish.”

“AWhat I eried Sammy Bunter. © Hand
vou tuek for your silly prophecies ! You
mn=t think T'm potty 7

The greedy eyes of the Owl ecnught
a glimpse of o pegtop protruding from
hisz minor's jacket-pocket,

“Thizs will do, Sammy,” Le =aid,
Vsnatclung at it Now you necdn'l pay
me two sardimes”

-
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fog back ™ wailed
“LI tell old Twize

Flave me any
Samaoy Bunier.
abiout vou,™

Zamny Banter's threat to “sneak ™' to
his worthy Foemr master, Mre, Twigg,
left Bitly untmoved,

v lEschamge = ne vobbery, Hammy,”
be remarked blamdle, ©ve gob vour
peg-top, aml I'in going to give you some-
thing m selwen—a warning.”

Flee poeved into tlwe orvstal,

A sidden silenee foll over the rgom.
HHL}' Buniey thought it was auk ol re-
st for Tias i:l'nIﬂw# i vowers,  He dil
not kuew that the other fellows lad jus
become aware that My, IHorece FHenrs

Hamuel Cneleh, 3LA. niaster of  the
Fourth Form, was: =siawding, & fgroan
fmurve, 1 the doorwar.

“Foo olowds  the  orvstal,”  droned

Bunter, his eves Bxed on the inveried
poldizihv howl. = Ah, now the awlul
vision grows clearer. 1 can e voar
face, Banuoy. 1 oo horeibde !

“You beest I howled Sammy Bnier.
Heo too, was unawarg of the preseiee of
the Rowove Voom master,

“Haorrilile I voepented the Owl “ Your
foace 15 pale as o hall-Boiled Loacdddoel:.
Batitey,  There ave pink spol: on vour
silly fal wosc aufl fovchemdl, You e
going 1o suffer griel and pain, Samny. ™

Ho looked up froen the crystal, s
eved, gleaming theougl 1= romed spue-
tacles, canght =ight of the prim hgare
aof the master at the door.

“Youw 7 gulued Buanter o alarn,

ATr. thuelel strode inio the  s=tady.
Hiz Toec was et Iis eves shone bad
as =il

“What 1= the meaning of this loglesy,
Bemter?” e demanded,

Flye (] rose frem his seab and affectod
a sickly grin,  He looked a fat and vidie
ulous licare as e stomd there Dbefoie
the Form raster in his wizard’s robe
ancd hat,

T Er—or-—it was only o Lit of fun, =18
he stammersd, ¥ Yeon =ee. a ninuber of
the chaps, like mv wminor, for instance,
begged me to tell "ewr their fortunes.
Jolly good D for them, sir. The chaps
were enjoving . Hee, hee!™

“Etop that ddietic tittering, boy ™
snapped Mr, Queleh. “ It appears to me
that vou were purporting to prophesy
with the aid of that—allem—bouwl, A
ridienlous and frandulent claim,”

“Oh, nno, sic!  I—I make a joliy
good prophet, Ask any of the fellows,
Hir'l:l

“That's vight, siv,” blubbered Bammy
Bunter. “ Ile mado a jolly pood profit
out of e, He took wy peg-top”’

“Bo T wilnessedd,™ zaid Alre. Queleh,
“Bunter, how dare yvou inveigle your
schoollellows  1nfo  pavtine with  their
treasured possesston: upen the unsub-
stantiated elaim that you can veveal the
future ¥~ :

*“Please. sir, e zlole my pegaop!”
whitied Dunler miuer again.,

“S8ncak I las=ed Bally Bunter,

“LEnouzh of thi=!" =aid Mr. Queleh
sternly., = Dunfor, remwove those ricieu-
lows ve-lueuts, Wou will wrike five
hundred lines of Tivy. Being them ta
me on Wedoesday evening, If T cateh
wou agatn profesdng the pessession of
occult powers, aud frandolently extrac-
g pavuicnt bvom vony schoolmales, T
shall 2ol ot o Dy, Locke™

Tl ymdigoant Worne inasler shined
out  of  the sfody, Baminy Bunior
followed like a plump puprycdos at Lis
heel-.

At the dooe Bender mioe stonped andd
turned, e pavsed atil Mre. Quelel
had falen o few steps dowy the passagme,

“*Yal, .”[ll} Uoeand bR T TETAS Runter.
R ho s dhe ot 1o snifber griﬂ-l’ atid |r.'1|':| %
A live Iat lu'ﬁ[l]w! LR FLTR- TLR I"it:.' 5oy

—HARRY WHARTON & 60.1 1
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spluitered the digguised prefect,

When Loder pulled out the pad from the cupboard the bottle of ink descended |

on top of him, its contents spurting over his head, collar, and coat. ** Yarcoooch !*

“ Ow-gug=-zrough ! "’

a burst of laughter rang out as Todd and Tom Dution came into the study,
(See Chapter 9.)

The door opensd and

o

couldn’t foresec old Quelchy was coming
to the study.”

He volled swiftly out of the room a3
Billy Bunter smatched up the goldiish
bowl. His purgling laughter grew
frinter as he ambled in the wake of My
(Juelch along the Remove pas:age.

Meantitne, as he sufiered the chaif of
his Form-mates, the Owl of the Bemove
doffed his prophet’s vobe. Iis Hrst at-

terapt to turn his allezed gilt of pro-

phecy into a profit-making business had
not bern a success,

Williarn  Georgo BDuomer
couraged.

was  elis-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

The Reward of Disobedience !

I' there was one I.I':iHH Billy Bunter
1 liked even les: than sharmng tuck
with o seloolmate, ik was Lavy.

The five hoendred lines of Livy
which Ay, Quelels had given him cagsed
Lire ko writhe in menial angoizh,

O the day following his seanec in
Siucdy Na. T. Banter wrote fifteen lines
of lis tazk, Then feeling the necd of
pocvention. he offered to te!l Peter Fodd
his= fortune for fowrpenee.

Lalf a minute [atee, with a sevepe
puin where Peter Vodd's oot had stiaek
been, the Ohal of the Bemwove rolled alongs
o the eowmew-romn. A mwmher  of
follows were there finishing their prop

Bunter beamed at thewm throngh his

sappctacles gl gave & congh,

“ Ahcin !
Thueve wis Bo Pespoinse.

“Albem! I sav, vou fellows!™

several fellows of the Lower School
looked up in annoyvance. Most were
anxiong o finish their prep. and have
the rest of the everming clear. The sight
of Bunter’s fat face was: not welcome ag
that juneture.

“0Oh, seat 1™

“Beat 17

* Vanwose !

The fact that Snoop picked up =
heavy dictionary warned Dunter that it
was not wise to tarry,

Like & loot soul he wandered to Harry
Wharton's study.  Ilis reception wus no
more cordial.

After three or four further reebndfe,
Bunter rolled back to the commion-room
AL,

W othis time prep way over,  Fellows
were prepared to tolerale, if noet wel-
conie, the fab self-stvled proplwe,

"1 osay, vou chaps,” said Duuter. *if
any of vou happen to have any pocket-
noney——""

00 wo and eal coke ! evied Bkinnier,
W0 ve as peuch chanee of boeros o
money here as yon have of fovetellinge
the wirner of the Derhy,”

“Really, Bkinner, 1 don’t wand ta
Boveow monev,” =aal Banice, " Flar is
-0t -l dont omind accepting fhoe loa
of o bob untd L geo iy postabander from
hotne,

tiis remarks were fwpored,

Juwi then Meeey Whavion
steodfod info the vonstaon reons.

(eetinmed o parge 16.)
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SPECIAL

“SINGING"
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Week Ending March 14th, 1925.

NLIKE our worthy ditor, I like

l l hwman sengsters. Give e the

feliow who =ings in his bath, who

sings on the fooivrefield, who

sings any time, anyhow, anywhere! * 1

don’t pund i a fellow has got a vowee

like a ship's siven, so long as he sings

his way lthrongh hie. Shakespeare says

somewhere that the chap whoe has no

musie in his sout is it for treasons, strafa-

goms, and =poils, amd is not to be trasteo.

2o beware of the fellow who never bursts
ynlo song !

o * &

MOST of anr big =chools have {heir
own specind sengs. At Fton they sing
the famous boating song, eoniRencing,
“Down he plonges, king of waters.” At
Winchester they chant  the ™ Dulce
Pomum.” At Harvow they bave no end
of glorions songs to choose from; bui
the greatest favourite is * Forty Yoears
On.” Then there iz the lamous fooier
song, ' Play Up ™

“ Bother the hall! Tt goes zo dewd—
{(Play wp, you fellows, play ap !l
Rolling sbout like a Tump of lead.
{Play up, you fellows, play upl)
Wheo can play, I'd hke to know,
With half a ton at the end of hus loe?

{Play up, you fellows, play wop!
Play upi”
# = *

GREYFRIARS has #s speeinl song,
but it iz seldom =ong. 16 was witicn
hundreds of yvears ago by a very seholavly
headmazter, and he wrote b in Latm !
What wo really necd bo exerase our
lung-power al Girevlviars, is not q o 7 B
brow " song, written in a «dead lan-
guare, bhut o real, good, ronzing sehaonl
vefrain, Now then, Diek DPenfold, what

about 1t 7
= *

FISHER T. FISIT, who is always on
the look-out for ways and mwmeans of
fattening his oxchequer, has oficred lo
give singing lessons ab half-a-crown a
tinte, One or two “mug: " have gone to
Fichy, and parted with their half-

Tue MaonEr Lismary.—No. 882

erawnz; but they baven't made much
liegdway in the noble art of warbling.
Fish is no songsler hinzelf, nnd he can-
rof. fmpark to otherz a gilt which he
doesn’s personally possess.  [Towever, hoe
has tanght Lis pupilz 1he words of all the
bost-known * Awmrerican 7 songs, sneh as
* Yankoe-doodie,” " The Stav-spangled
Banner,™ * Poor (Md Joe,” and “ Dondalhi-
doodah-day.” S0 the aforesaid “mwugs ™
have had something for their morcy,
itfler all
* ®

MICKY DESMOND declares  that
there are no songs fo compare with the
Trish melodins,  Whenever there 15 a eon-
cort i e Rag, Micky insisiz upon
mounting  the platform and  singing
“The Minstrel Bov,” or A Liitle Bit
of Teaven,” or “When Irizh Eves arve
Swiling.” Ogilvy, however, is confemp-
fuosns of Trish songs. *“*No songs in all
the workld,” says he, “ecan hold a cancdle
to * Anmie Tanvin® aned * Jeek o Hazel-
doan” @ vl Morgan 35 at logger
heads with both Desmond and Ogilvy.
ITe 15 so hkeen on the © Men of Mavlech @
that he sings it in his sleep ! " No songs
can touch the Welsh songs, loek van 7
h:_'l._".':ii. :'ﬁif_:l]'_[\_::ll'l- E“t "."."!.Iﬂ]"l'.", ﬂh, 1'|.'l].L"J.1:.";
does pooy old Engldnd come in?

> % L

At the commencement of this article T
believe I mentioned the fack that I could
“put up with * any fellow whao SANg,
whether Iis voteo was like noto a ship's
strett or the  ramhblings  of  distant
thunder, In my defence of the dongaters
ar Lrveviviave L quite forgol the existence
of ene Horvaee Colier. strange as ib may
seewr. MNow, really, if there's one fellow
at Greyviriars capahle of driving his
Form fellows eeazy it is the great and
fatheaded Coker. Singing ! Well, give
me half g dozen -ais "meowing ¥ to-
gother, and Ul monage-te grin aid bear
it. But give me ten seconds of Cokee's
vocal elforts, and ' quite limp and
thoroughly knocked out by the time the
tenilh second has ticked aut.  You chaps
heve never heard Coker roar—I1 inean
sing—and vyou ecan thank your .1
stars that you are not likely to,

ucky § Supplement.
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* EDITORIAL !

By Harry Wharton.

e e R

Y dictipnary tells me that a singer
i2 “aone who wbtlers nelodicus
soupds.”™ Bolr  Cherry, on  {he
obher hand, says fhat a Singer is

a type of sewing-muachine !

Of courze, Bob will Jave his lldle joke. As
for the dictionary—well, you Epow wihat these
dicticparies are. We've gob lols of sipgers
in the CGrevirined Remove, but 1 have yet to
hoar Lhem witer © melodious sounds ! The
uoise ey make §s both pamful and aiarm-
g, aml they penerally commence Lheir
voeal cupors at prepdime, or when I am
working on my Editoris],

Tom Brown iz one of the worst offenders.
Browndy iz always bursting into song,  He
starts singing ab risiog-beld-—-1'11 r.llll it sing-
inge for want of a sultable adjective  to
deseribe the awlnl din he makea, He' sings
all diey lone, exeept doring leszons; and once
le sa far forget himaclf as fo burst puto
songz in the form-room!  Mr. (uelch came
down Jike @ owolf on the fold, and addressed
the warbler with bis cane; aml then thero
wid mare music-a sopg amd davee, in fack ]

It wounldn't Le o bad if the sonps Lhiat
Browney sang were fresh.  One gets tived of
hearing the same okd things over and oven
again,  ve hwd i drommed tuto my IIEH'g'iI_l-
ing cara houdireds of times that v 16 3[11:{'-
a-poin’ to rain no mot M As for © What'll
I dot® One of the frst things T feel like
doing is slaughtering Tom Browe! And I'm
“owonry unto death,? as they say in one of
the Iwdisn Love Lyrics, of being informed,
im o -shrkll ereacendo, thut “ When ib's wights
timee in Ttaldy, s Wednesdoy over here !

Whenever I remonatrate with Browuey he
snaps my head off, and tells me that there's
na law against o Fellow singiog if he wanta
to, Al T ean soy iz, the sooner they frame
sieh a luw, 1he heiber for my peace of miod.
1 think the Rules of the Sclhool cught to
include Lhe following.

v No bov shall sing, warble, soreech, wail,
or make any vocal sownds that may const-
tute a disturbanee and cawse a hreach of
the peace. Any boy disregarding this Rule
will he gugmed for the fiest offence, and
throttled for ¢very subsequbst offence.™

Sgme may accusza me of showing a lack
of sympathy towards elogera just beeanse I
don't happen to he o singer mysell. Let my
acewsera sid i Stady Fo, 1, amd fry to do
literary work whilst an unearthily Jdin eonces
from mo. & gnd Xo, 3, and they will quiekly
agree with Gosting, the porter, that *all
singers oughter be drownded abt birth * 2

¥ * *

Mv chumz can  look forward fo a
really good nonmber next week., My
mierry hand of contributors have burnt
the midnight oil over a ¥ Dren ™ Sup-
plement,  Lord Mauleverer, our horn
slacker, rizea to the oeceazion with a
poem, and 7 Profoszor 7 Tom  Brown
quotes & fow oxleacis from a Dream
hook he has recently compiled.  Buf
theve's ane thing, boys, you won't go to
sleep over thiv coming number, even
though it happens to be a “Dream”
ok cut for it!l

i Supptement L.
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DICK RUSSELL:

My firat song in public was also my
last,. You don't eatch me singing in
public again! It was Breaking-up Nigl
at Greyfriarvs, amd there was an im-
promptu eoncert in the eonecci-hadl, 1
was persoaded, by eertain well-weaning
pals, to go on to the platfee aud siog
that pathetic song, " Three Blind Mice,™
When I ogot az far as " See Low dbey
run 7 T waz oblipged fo follow suit ! The
sudicnee, who bad brougld pleniy of
ammunition ivto e hall, howbavded me
without mevey., A fosillacde of ancient
eggs crazhed and splashed all over my
perzon, and I was avouled for days aftee
warids, hecause of the alijectionalile odoaye
which ¢lune to me! | bave zung the
same sno =1nee, ey a time el oft,
but never in a crowded conescthall ]
My motto is, “SBalety First: aud iF vou
must 2ing, g to vourscelf I

o’

- B2AY, yvom fellows
pale and breatlfess as he reshed oo

73 Bifly Bunter was
sbucdy No. 1, o There's something {oe-
vible golog on i

The Famgns Five of (he Remove were on
their feet in on instant,  They could see that
Bunter was sepninely svared.

“ Where?” rapped onb Wharton,

= Gosling’s lodege! 1 bappeoed to he pass-
ing st pow, amd 1 heard a most dreadiul
noise calning Trom Gossy’™s parleer. A sott
of rorvivg, ellowing noise, as §i0 Gosling was
Bettg mordersd 2

b, my hat!™ o ogasped Dok Chierry.
“ 8opmy us ff somiebody’s sebling abonl awr
worlhy apd eespectedd porter. Why «didn’t
your pop insole, Bunier,. and fined oul exaclly
what was happeningz??

“ Bunter's too Lig s Tenk D™ gsaid Nugont
geoenfuliy.  Come alongz, you Leflowa !

#UE Gossy was peally Leing muardercd, T'm
thinking we <lpdb be tog Iote Lo save i i

panted Jobouy Ball, ws the juoiors sprintoed |

down into the Chose,

They raced across the flazstones Jike haves,
apd haltod b e door of the perter’s lodge.

Weird,  wmearthdy  sonuds  foated oub
thronelt (he pariour window, aocd Ghe Ce
exchaneped grim slapees,

It realdy seomed as i William Gosling was
heing  shockingly. maltreated, fur e
bethowing Tike 8 mad bl

ame on Tt mubtered Wharloo.

Aund e Huled the door open, sisl ros-lusd
duto the lodwe, with his chunes hand ol Jneds

R T T i

Suppbemiest i)
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=  The Vocalicis of (;riyﬁ"ﬂ':rrs‘

= daccribe [enr expériences
e feasant B ofteronsa .,

BILLY BUNTER.

It may not be jenerally known that my
fool nome is W, G, C, Bunior, The
" stands for Caruso, the world's
greatesk singer, in whose footsteps 1
prowdiy follow ! T have been singing, on
and off, cver sinee I was born, I can
sing  base, fenner, trebble, altee, and
Barry Tone, Criftics have said that my
vinee is like the sonm! of running water,
Waoeather {lmt 13 0 komphiment or not I
mst leave youa b desde. T gave iy
irst =ong 1n publie when T was about
cight years old, playing in a pantermime.
(i covze, 1 fawly brought the house
down.—{Idek theve was ng one hurt, the
andience having eleaved off wlen Bunter
sturted his song - Ep.}

ALONZO TODD :
The frvst sonpg I ever sang in public
wias that soul-stirring coon song, “Imn-

1

The junicrs hkad visions of a fleree and
idowdly fizht with Gosliog's asseilaolzs, who-
ever they might be, On dashing into the
liktle parlonr, however, they saw no sign of
any would-he assaessins, Gosting was alone.
The zuddenly cepsed to bellow, and stared at
Lhe intrders in amasement.

“ Youmgz vips!? prowled
larks are yom up to now ™

The jumicrs ztared arcupod them in wonder
amil hewilderment.

 Witeie are the rascals who were attack-
i vomn, fros=y Y asked Wharton.

" Eh? ‘There ain't bheen nn rascals “ere—
untfl vou young rips come im!*?
“ Thut=-DImt  why were you - makioz that

Gosling.  “Waot

Fowful row ¥ demanded Bob Cherry,

rosling beistled up at this.

“Towinal row, indeed ™ he said wrathfolly.
“1 wasu't wakin® no howind row! 1 was
A-singin’, as ever wasit

“osinging Y gaaped the juniors in chores.

Goaling nodded,

“1 was waingin® * Up from Zummerzet,” ™
he zstd. ¢ 1'd mearly Auished when you cume
tushin® in. There's jeat ane more verse. [
doszey vou'd like to ‘ear it

“ Help!® panted Nugent. ) .

Mk aoes? said  Gosling, clearing his
Phponk, . Whiv, wob Lhe themp—-*

Tlhore was n sudden scutbhing of feet, and
tlie -pext inslant GostHue was alene in his
parlour. The Famons Five were flecing for
Lhwir lives, They had ne intention of cnduyr-
the lingering torture of licarinzg Wilkiam
Gostivg remder Lhe penultimate verse of ' Up
frow Zummerzol ]
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poverished old Jozeph "—which, being i:-
terpreted, means “ Poor Old Joe” My
volce eracked with emotion as 1 warbled:

“(ione are the days when my heart was
young and pay,
Gone are my [riendz to the cotion-lields
away. ™

And whon I eome to ihe chorus, ¥ 1'm
comning 1 T broke down complefels, and
burst into an anpassioned  torrent of
weeping, The awdience—it avns o Greyvs
friars audience—was very kind, [ Pe-
member Skinner of the Reove fetching
a bucket, while crowds of fellows prossed
sk handkerchiefs upon me. I was too
overcome to proceced with the harrowing
iiEfortunes of Poor (Md Joo !

LORD MAULEVERER:

My first song.in public was * Asleep in
the Deep” Tyust me to select a song
with a title ke that! There's something
so soothing and restful about it begad !
Anyway, when I was half-wny through
the first verse, I went to sleep standing
up, ke a horse. The feliows sitting in
the front row ruziwd on to the platform,
and prodded me with ericket-stumps, and
I wons eompelled to finish my zong, U'm
afraid T yawned it rather (han sang it.

HURREE SINGIH :

Tl first songfol song that T sangfully
warbled in public was “More Lessfully
Less Than the Esteemed amd Ladicrons
Dustinlnesz.” You rusy not vecognize it,
but 1t iz one of the Indion Love Lyries
It iz a serious soung, but the audiencs
went into hystericz, amd shedfully burst
their buttons when I sang:

“Loess than the dustfulness beneath 1l
chariot wheclfulness,

fro e pedadedeiefodepidaps-befedat v rbodododeteofotetototodsdedafoiatat sbhodadon

e kY

! TOMY KETTLE!!

1 By DICK PENFOLD 1

+f-+++*—-‘-—r--lut-—-l-+=l-++++
Come, slpg Lo me!

boil, I fear.

Lomg, Tong ago I placed you on the hab,
‘L\’hemtf?n: s slow®  You fuirly imake me
Eokp ]

OME, sing to me! "Tis weary waiting
frere. s

You'll oever

Come, eing fo me!
My thirat is great,

Buck up and bojj=-
Codfouud this wait!

No soumt I pear;
Mo sbenm § sec,

Can you pot bicar my voice:
ome, ring Lo mef??

Come, sing med

Come, &ng to me! My throai. is dry awpd

pranrched.

Come, zinz to mel
nrehed.

Long counntry wullis have muade me pine fop
tea,

Why wen't you boil? You'll be the deald
of me!

For weary miles I've

Come, stng to mg!
The table's sprewl.

Buil, bust yow, boill
I feel hulf-dexd?

No bhubbllog sound;
No steam @ ace.

Oh, hear my pleading volee:
ome, F}J:IE ko mel™
Come, sing to me!

Come, :lng Lo me!
*Tia time you trilled,
What™ this I sec?
Why, you're unbited!
That explain: why
Mo steam I see.
' Bl you to the Lrem—
tome, riug 10 we!
LCome, sing Lo me!

Tue Macner Lisrazy,—MNo, 853,
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{(Cuitinucd frone puge 13.}

“ A here come some senzible chaps at
last 77 suid the Owl, in a relieved towe.
“1 sayv, vou fellows, tf vow've goi any
pocket money, 'l show ryou a brand
new way of i,ﬁﬂing fartunes." )

“0, forget i, you fat chump !
advised Harey Wharton. * Haven't you
got into hot water enongh already 17

“oihat was just my bad luek,” said
DBunicr. “Inky managed to kecp well
out of if." . .

Harree - Singh deew himsell up with
ey

“1 do not chavgefuily =oll my humble
cerviees,”t e said. " Our estecned and
worthy  Formn  master  waz  rightfully
angey beeause you cheatfully took the
paviulness,” :

“And, what's more,” put in Ifarey
Wharton., “you don't kpow auything
ahout prophesying, etther”™

“liot ' romarked Bunter. 1 know
a< el @z Imky, anfway. We both
learrt how to tell thel future ont of the
~ame book. The enly thing iz, 'm a
jollv sight bebter prophet than he is”

WAL keast Hurree Bingh honestly be-
tieves in that sort of thing to an ox-
tend.” sakl Beob Cherry. “You jaily
well know there's nothing in it, you [fut
Fraud [ .

e T oenaid  Nugent,  #And af
vou're wise you'll eut 16 ouk
Queleh eatches yon again, vou'll dind
voursell on the carpet i Lhe Ilead’s
shitede. ™

Deliberately  Bunter
Communii-roont door,

“Old Quelchy won't come along here
to-nieht,” he said. *fle’s got zll those
c-savs on wireless that we had to do 1n
class to.day to corcoef.”

He ambled to the talde and tosk up a
large bottle of ink. ‘Uhis bhe cavefually
set down in the centre of the Common-
voom floor.

The fellows looked at him in astonizh-
THSLE

Billy Banter, consciouy of their gaze,
proceciled to astomish thewn Docther.

closed  the

From i~ jacket pocket e took out a

bulky baw, Witk t™ig beld in his hand
he afated himself cross-icgged, on the
flocr. near tlwe imd-boiile,

“Halln ! What's the maller
vor, vou sty fat tliopr”
Harold ®kinner,

Turter held his peace. ;

Holdine the brown paper bag out o
hi Immﬁ._l_hu Owl slowly cmpried 1ts
eontopt- on the Convmon-voom f?nur.

Thi= proved to be sand. and when
Bunter icul empticd the bag, he spread
the sand in a low eicculur heap before
Tuirel.

“What'= the giddy goame this lime "
psked Peivr Todd .

Onk of eariosity the juniovs gathesed
vound the Owl i a cirele, Now ihat he
was duee of an auchenee, DBunder ox-
plinnes fhe =fuut.

“T amn bont to read forhimes in {he
sunel. woir -fellows,” he sabd. “It's a
wew wavy I invented myself. T pour the
ink on to! the =and and e ink forms
ctrange ~cpws gl syveebols. By ointer.
prefing the sipus 1 shall be able to tell
any chap '-.-.]'Lli‘z a8 bit of pocket-moncs

Tue Macxir Lisnsiy,—XNo, 5592,

with

t Flurree: Singh,

“worthy seers have wiselully foretold the

2o have his fortune fold #77

If Alr. §

inguiced

what’s going lo happen to him thiz day
week,”

“A stuntfnloess 1 exelaimed
“Readiully Ll.""itlg'l the
Fuiure by means of the sandfuloess 15 as
old az the cstecmed lulls In wmy coun-
try anédl in the eelesiial China, the

ey

honourable fofiice for the last tweo
Lthousand veprd ™

“Ther it most e g jolly zood stunt.”
satd’ Bunter.,  * They say there 15 0o
gicddy origing]l thing dnder the sun, It
shows that if LUve hit upon something
ihat the wise guvs of Chita and India
have proved to be a good stunt for the
last fwo theusand years, iv's all the move
to-myv eredit. Now, who'll be the first

“Nou can tell mine i you like

Bundy,” said Ogilvy.

“Right-ho ! zaid Bunter.
over .

“Hand it over!
ing about:™ "
“AWhe, hand over the fee, of course -

Ol po  and  play  hopscoteh
snapped reive,,

A first it looked as thougl Duanler
wai not poing lo pel any onston.
Finallv. Wun Lung, tf;n Chinese Junor,
who, like the others, was rather curiouns
about Bunter’s new little game, agreotl
o give i o treal, .

“ AL, allee saine, Fivveo vou nicees
apple, Bunter, i vou tellee iy futore,
e Dllee velly pieee old Chinese sand
Ehrek.

Wun Lang omitted to mention that he
had purcha=ed {wo apples three days

“ Hand il

What ave you talk-

before, Rotl were hard and_groen, One
he had eatern, and he had sulfered, Tha
other he now genecronsly offerad  to
Willinm George Danter,

The big round ecyes of the prophet
Bunter gleamed greedily as he regardedy
that offer.

“Tland it over.,” e snid, “and the
Oracle nill getta bisney.™

Tlaving =afely stowed the apple in his
pocket, Bunter sct about " getlimg to
boziness 7 with a will. Taking up ihe
botile of ik, he held it over the zand.
Stowly he poured the ink out of the

botile. It splashed iato the sand,
trickled  tlwough i, and spread ing
various directions, forming a  design
almost ke a riant spider, 3

Billy Bunter set ihe cmplied ink

hottle on the Hoor., He regarded the ik
dealzn i the sand fixedy,

“There are storms alwad for you,
Wun Lung. old chap,” he said mourn-
fullv. “The ink has formed the shape
of atn umbrella--a very bed omen,”

“Me no can see umblella,” said Won
Tatng, staring hard.

“That's Tcauze vou're not a michdy
gant.”  explained Bunter. Y Te my
wuimed, the ink in the sand = exactly in
tlye shape of the open ribz of & broken
gatnr,  That means that yeu'll have no
Shelicr from Bhe  storms ahead, My
advice o you as a friend and prophet, is
tof prt o bil away for a rainy day.”

“Ale tinky veu allee same no oood
prooier,™ averred Wun Lung. “Me
solbe” e givee you micee apple now.
Hopre vou allee’ same get slomachy
EI_I:‘!J';_". 3

MNexl minnte the parcty n the Clom
men-room were clecteilicd by a deep.
gtorn voico,

Y Bunter, bow dave vou !

Giving & fervified gulp, the Owl came
forward on hiz kuees. The coe persan
of all others whoin he had dreeaded see-
g b wirth that incebminating sand,
had quietls entered the rooms. Tt was
S FE A TH R I

Iasitiy Billy Bunter tvied to shovel

the ink-zoaked sand info the brown

paper bag, Al he sucecedod o doing,
wirs to reveal the fact that the ink had
trickled throngl the thin laver of sand
atck stained the floor beards,

My, Queléh gazed down ab the stain,
iz whole being seething with righteous
iclignation.

“You abandoncd boyv, Bunter! IHow
dure  you  deliberately  discbey . ne!
What did T say that I should do if I
caugnt yon agam Haunting veuwr ride
culons pretensians to being o prophet !

 B-b-but itowasn't, sir!® stammered

Bunter, ambling to lLis feet. “Ib—it
was ondy oa little game [ was showing
the whaps, "

“Do not think to save vourself by a
cowairdly resort to natrethfuloess, Bonter,
As I apened the door T distinetly sgw
you accept anoapple from Won Lung.
Then 1 saw you ponr ink upon some
sated which vou had spilled on the floor,
Do not thick that von can docgive me,
Bunter, [ am well aware of that ancieat
Eastern  method  of  forctellivg  ile
fibore,”™

“B-bur, please, sie—

"l onot seck  réfuge  in oxeoses,
wrete fiedd Do 27 {hovdered M, Croelels,
thovougbly anerve. * Yon have deliher-
ately disobeved e, spilled a perfectly
good Dottle of nk. and bBadly stained
the Commaoncroom floor,  You will pro-
coeril ot onee to il headimaster’s study,
There von will wait uptil I foteh Dy,
Locke to dead with vou suomnrily,”

“Bobbat, i) pleaded Buwder,

“an, boyv !

mhalkiog ot e Liees. William George
Rueter followed (he divection indicatod
by the Form masiec's jnexoerable linger.

With lagging footsteps e mwade his
way to the dread sanctuin of tle head-
master.  Alvendy, in his vivid jmagina-
tipe, b heard the swish of the cane,
arvwd, folt the borning strokes vpon Lis

e

wyiivering dlesh.

Him] lly Bonder shuddered ponders
ontsly.

When he veaclhed the Ilead's sludy
Buntes hesitated, e kaew that if he
Larned back, and tried to evade his pun-
ishwent, hiz thrazhing would be all the
worse when e did get it. There was

me comfort i Bhe thought that De,
ocke was not there in his study waiting
for him. SBlowly, very slowly, Bunter
turned the handle of the Heoad's door
and pushed it open. Immediately his
eyes grew bigger.

Someone was i the roonn. Tn the far
carner 4 nan way stoopmg down, his
hand on the corner of the carpet.

“Abem ™ zatd Bunter.

As though stung by a wasp the man in
the study  spramg  wpeight and swung
ronnc. It was the new French master !

* Beg pavdon, Meosson,” szatd DBunter
politely.  “Bul—Dbut I was told {0 come
here™

Monsieur Plerre Vovy  cjaculated s
remark which sounded suspiciously like
“Iangz the fat fool!”  Dat Dunter could
not be quite zore,

Aloud the French master said:

“ Al eet ees vou, Doonter. 1 was just
waiting here [or ilic headmasier, and
dropped my cnff-link on ze carpet.”

Tustinetively  DBunter's  beady  eves
roamied to the other’s cuffs, which pro-
tenedee from bis Llack cost. Doth links
wore there.  Althovgh by no means a
bright and brainy youth, Bunter thought
1t Wwid curious,

Tlwere was little Hme to thiok of any-
thing. however, Dy Locke, followed by
My, Queleh, strode inio the study.

The new French mastre excuszed him-
ol saving that he had called ot the
shidy to elrieve oo exavunstion paper
he bud left there caclier in the day, The
Lead nodded, and monsicur deparied,
Belly Bunter trembled.
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Porhaps it's hest that a verl should he
drawn over the harassing scene that
folloawed, During the next minute or so
the study resounded to the steady swish-
ing of the cane and the agomsed hoots
of the QOwlL

Truly DBilly Dunter was learning the
lesson that t.im path of & prophet 13 not
strewn with primroses,

—_—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Spanner !

HEN the new French master
left . Locke’s study he closed
the door and guictly walked
about three steps slong the

pgssage. Then he halted and listened.

As Bunter's cries mingled with the
steady swishing of the cane ihe face of
“Monsieur Pierre Vevy " became con-
torted with delight.  He rubbed his
hands togelther, and once or twice
chuckled audibly,

“Berve the fat beast right ! he muft.

tered. 1 hope the Head fays him
alive I

Befora  Bunter emerged, writhing,
from the Head's sanctum, the new

French master made his
room in Cireviriars School
been pub at his dispesal. This was the
room formerly oceupied by Monsieur
Charpentier,

The room waz comfortably furnished,
and a cosy fire crackled in the grate.
All the books and knick-knacks, which
Monsienr  Charpenticr  had  collected
during his zejourn at Greyiriars, gave
the room a very komely appearance.

The new master, Monsieur Pierre
¥Wevy, aliaz Gerald Assheton Tader,
locked the door and threw himself de-
jectadly inte the armchair,

Mentally be began to  review the
events leading vp to his present precar
10uE posibion.

He had vetnrned to Greyfriars School

way to the

which had’

to refrieve from the headmaster’s study
the spauner that he had dropped from his
pocket on the nmight of the stroggle with
the Freneh master.

Twao fears had been prominent in
Loder's mind. In the first place he had
been fearful lest when the spanner was
found, as it surely wounld be sconer or
later, it would be recognised as his. In
the second place, he was afraid that it
would be assumed that he had used that
self-same spanner for striking Monsicur
Charpentier.

~ In some ways things had gone exceed-
ingly well. He had carried off his role
of a touring French teacher from Paris
in a manner to surprise even himself.
So far as he was aware, no one suspected
hint of heing anything but what he him-
self cluimed to be. . Probably this was
due in no small measire to the very
andacity of Loder's scheme. Naturally,
it would have cecurred to no one to
imagine that a Sixth-Fermer of Grey-
[riars Bchool would return to take up
duties as a French master.

But in another way things had not
gone so wall for Loder.  Already he had
made bwo or three efforts to get into the
headmaster’s study when no one was
present.

That very evening he had tucoceded.
At onee he had mado for the far rarner
of the reom. It was there. uvnder tha
carpel, that the spanner had been kicker.
It seemed quite reazonable to suppose
that no one had tredden on that por-
tion of the carpet, which was not in a
direct line with the headmaster's desh.
But as Loder reachm! that corner of the
room he distinetly felt-the shape of the
bievele spanner under the carpet border.

Mo sooner had Loder taken hold of the
carner of the carpet to rase it than
Billy Bunter had appearcd.  Startled,
Loder had risen sharply. His oppor-
tunity had gone.

He kept to his room until the school
was asleep. Changing s boots for
slippers, ha crept downsiairs, Another

disappointment was in store for him.
The door of the headmaster’s study wasg
lackad,

}35 thizs time Gerald Toder was a
bundle of perves. He slept but fHitfully
that night.

And the following morning hie took the
Fifth Form in French. His thoughts
were wandering., Baveral tunes he made
“howlers” that convulsed the Form.
After he had made one particulacly
gtrocious blunder in & French transla-
tion Loder camao to himself with o start,
If he' continued in this way he would
draw suspicion on himself,

The situstron was o vory l.r:..'irlg .
Twice he paid visits to Dr. Locke's study
in the morning. Once he went imme-
diately after the dinner-hour. This
third time he was lucky., No one was in
the room.

Quietly Loder nushed the door to. He
erept o the corner of the study, and,
stooping down, raised the carpet. A
little gasp of dismay left his hps. The
spanncr waa gone !

Frantically Loder raised more of the
carpet. Nothing could he ses of the
spanner, Ha replaced the earpet, and
stood looking dejectedly about him,

Whe could have taken the spanner?
He had distinetly felt it beneath tho
carpet with his feet on the ocension when
he. had beon interroptgd by the ontry
of Billy Bunter into the study.

Fearfully Gerald Lader glanced over
the Head's desk. There was not a sign
of the spanner. Absolutely baffled, he
finally returned to ks room.

“Who the dickens could have saken
i ¥ he muttered savagely.

Tn the first place there was the faint
chance that the Head himeelf might have
founel the spanner. This did not appeal
to Loder as likely. He somchow felt
that il Dr. Locke had cbine across it
inquirics would heve been made in the
school to trace the owner,
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CAN YOU SOLVE THIS

ONE?

1, Famons cricketer,
4, 1Hirl"s name,

¥. Been in a charch.
]

CLUES ACROSS.

2. A Duteh setiler.
21, A tasty dish.

23, Mapner of walldng.
PR, A town o Seotland.

Evervywhere “Cp " . To stay. i
Ty ¥you go oss Word " puzzles seem e

20, To eecize suddenly.
to stare out at you, Nowadays the MAGNET would 13. Affirmative. : .

oy A beverage.

- = 14, Form of * Edwond. wr Auother beverage,
not be complete without one. Here is Puzzie No. 6. 15. A town in Yorkshice. 5l. A yaweing clhasm.
15, A valour. 42, Mensurcmenta.
19. Poems, . On Bob Cherry's fage.

All you will necd I3 a pencil, rebhber, snd a little patience.

T want it to be clearly understood that these puzzies are published merely FUZELE No. &

CROSE WORD

for your AMUSRMENY, There i3 wmo competition attached to the seheme.
Beaders are, therefore, regquested nob o send 3 L
in thelr selutions.
Next woek's MAoNET will contain the solotion
of this w.ei:'s eross ?rurd p}::ﬂe.itnﬂemer Iwiif-h CLUES DOWN.
& npew pugzle, Now for a few tipa on aolving 1. Famo i .
eross word puzeles. £, Uged [ Stiokery
In the dingram alongside you will se¢ o num- A To kil d
ber of white and black =sguares, in some of 4. 1'-'r{-:FJIIﬁ'tJI hearing.
whicl appear numbers, Each number in the 5. Condition of Amerioa
puzzle indicates the position of the first letter &, Uaeful, )
of the word whosze definition you will find in 8. A large plaut
the clue column alongside the rame number in 11. Coversd with soob.
the square. From this clue you are to decide 12, Comand,
what the word is, and to pleee ecach of jta 14, A picnic.

Fetters i one square until the number of white
aquarea allatted to thiz waord bas been Glled,
Euwch word readz from left to right (across)

15.

17.

Very weind,
Whers  the

Theabmeedasat]
Gardens are.

or tep to bottom (downy accordieg to the 15, Masue's twin

positions indicated io the clue eolumn. By, ]Iilﬁr Taibars an e
Remember that each IMack square separates o3 A mistrezs. )

cpe word from another. 24, Article of Furbitwre,
Wihen you have completed the puzele yvou will 2. Copnecled with pens,

find that all the woris that eross interlock. 27, A form of ™ Elira-
It is wlvisable to pencil the lettera in Mphtly Byget by,

at lirak, =o that should they he wrong you will M. A low fellow,

be able to erase them with o rubher, without S Military rank (abbreyvi-

mutilating the diagrao.

L,

Xow gt busy, chems? alted). Bk

The Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle (No. 5) appears on page 20,

Bolution and a Noew Pozzloe H-r:xl.. Monday.
Tue Macsrr Lisnany,—No. 592,



1s WONDERFUL DETECTIVE SERIAL STARTS IN NEXT WEEK'S ** MAGNET ™!

The ouly other person whom Loder
could connect with the find was William
George Duntoer. .

There seemed to e no way of finding
out anvihing, It was impossible to
grestion Dunter about the matter, "Fhe
despairing wlea accurred to him that-he
mizht just as well depart from Grey-
frinrs again. )

“Well, T might just as well have a
slance through Bontee’s study before I
ro he rmminated.  “If the fat beast
tlid take the spanner from under the
carpet he's probabdy stuck it away in a
tlesk or w eupleard,  After all, he hasa’t
roi the sense of o mouse, As likely asz
not, i he did find it he hasn't cven
recornised 16 a5 mane”

It was difficult enovgh for Loder to
make ihé opportunity of searching the
Head's study. B owaz move diffienlt to
gain access fo Study No. 7, which Bunter
shared with Tom Dutton, and Peter, and
Alonzo Todd. .

Loder realisod it would look suspruions
if n master were seen o jn the studies’
passage froquently. wl %0, afler find-
tng Bunter's study occupaed on two visis,
he gave up the attempt until the cven-
ing.

S4ill no lnek attended hin. During tos
he called there, ouly to find Tom Dutlbon
industrionsty frying a bicater over ihe
firo. Dutton was surprised to find the

new Freooh mazter v the roope. 1
had not hesrd the door cpen vor the
vigitor addeess huny,  Tom Dutton was

very deaf. The dispuised prefect knew
this perfectly well.

“Wheove iz ze hoy called Todd?” in-
quired Loder, using the voice he wscd
i <lass,

“Uod? IU's a bleater!”

“F sanl Todd P yelind Lader. e
boy Alonsa Tadd., 1 wonld speak to
him about ze French exercise he per-
formoed to-day.”

“0h, Todd!” zaid Tem Dutton. "1
beg your pavdom, #ir. [ thdn’t quite
catch what yom sard. My study maic,
Alonzo Todd, is having tea in the Hall”

“ Be so good as to fetcl ze bor, Todd,”
reguested Loder. " Tell heemn 1 won't
keep himm more than ze minute.
Depechez vous ¥” :

Placing the sizaling bloater on a plate
to koep warnmn before the five, Duiton
left the room te obey. Gerald Loder
listened until hia footsteps had receded
out of the Reniove passage; then he
quietly clozed the door.

There is little doubt that Tom Dutton

would have n thoroughly surprised
could he have seen the agility with
which the new French master moved
himself after that. guick succession
Loder opened the desks of all the four
occapants of the room. Swiftly he rmm-
maged through the contents of each,
No spanoer was fo e seen,

 He darted to the big cupboard. Stact-
ing at the boltom, he ran biz bawds over
the shelf. 'T'here was still no sign of the
aviicle he both wished and dreaded
to find,

The top shell Loder could only reach
by standing on tip-tie. He got his fingers
to an old blotting-pad, and pulled it out,

Then ecame the unkindest cob of
all. Carcloss Bunter had left o largoe
botile of Blue-black ink, uminus the cork,
on that old blotting-pad. When Loder
pulled out the pad the bottle of ik
deseended on top of him, its contents
spurting over his head, collar, and coat.

“Wow! Yarco!” spluttered Loder.
“Lug-gag-grough i

The doer openod and 2 burst of
langhter rang out as Tom Duolton and
Alonzo Todd entercd the voom.

In that poignant moment Loder almost
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forgot that he was supposed to be MMon-
sienr Vevy,  Fortunately, his pungent
remvarks sere made under his breath,

After their first outburst of -*:-'llr‘llll'_lr?f"ti
and delighted laughter Dutton and Todd
strove to be helpivl

*Tiere’s a duster, sir,” sand  Alonzo
Tokt politely.  *Porbaps you would
like to swab yourself down?™

I3v this rime Loder had gained conteol
of hinsell. " He stood before the juniors
a ridiealous spectacle, hiz face streaked
with the Dlue-llack ink, his pointed
mouwstaeche wilting visibly,

“leb cex deesgracefull” he gurgled.
“low dare vou have on oeat chelf ze
bottle wiront ze cork "

“Pork?” gaid T'om Dution. *We can’t
run to i, sir! Bleaters are the best
weo can do”

The hands of Loder clenched and un-
clenched., the only ovidence of his
seething inward caotions,

“You ser, my doar siv,” said Alonzo
Todd guictly, * we didn’t know you were
going to that cupboard.”

Loder =tarpee.

FEpe-gr--1 was Erving-fo find ze peneil
to write wiz, box,” he-zaid. 1 have
your French cxercise here; and there was
another loetle alteration I wanted fo
make,’

“Wasn't the French {vanslation good,
str P said Todd mildly.

“Fot was very good, I ealled here to
comimend yvou tu front of ze other hoxys,
Wher T fodnd vou wore not here 1 sent
zis lad to find vou. et T ean't talk more
now, ‘Het ees necessary for me to wash
we bigekness: from mv face, ees eot not ¥

Y %¥es, =ir,”" sapd Alonzo Todd respect-
Fulfy. .

And Gerald Loder hurvied from the
room en route for the bhath-room,

The mvstery of the wmissing spanner
wia as much a mystery as ever. Loder's
outlook wes as black s his face,

P wrw

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
An Amazing Revelation !

EACE brooded over Study No, T.
Seated in a chair at the table
was Alenze Todd. He was en-
gaged i prep.  Only the faint
scratching of his pen and the crackling
of the fire in the grate broke the silence.
"Pelor Todd amd Tom Duotton were
dompe their prep i the Commmon-room.
Billy, Tunker was  undergoing  more
corporal punislvnent, this time ab the
handsz.of M. Quelch
The Livy had been .the cause of the

trouble. At the appointed tiine for
‘handing in Iis "“lines” Bunter had
handed in exactly thirty-five out of the

five hundeced he had been told to do.

Blis exense was that somecne must have
taken the others from his desk, Need-
tess to sav, the stony heart of Ay, Quelch

avas not softened by his paltey inven-

tion., If anything, he wiclded the cane
with & litle’ more intenzity than he
might have done.

Wheén | Alonze Todd was hali-way
through his prep Billy Dunter returned
to Staly XNo. T.

H:a enerance was beralded with many
croans,, His fat body performed a sevies
of contortions which secmed io suggest
that William George Batter was cons
structed somewhat along the lines of 2
fat. boncless anake.

Mlonso Todd looked up mild!sy From
hiz. prep. ]

“Your are siffering, wy dear Banlep ™
e remarkedd,
B TR TTIR munk Pt

gog-giddy

Buonter. " Ss-ssuffering ! D deing !
Wheoh ! Yarcol! Caroozh[™

gl |

He fopped heaviiv on o o o=ost ul
thi= ond of the talile.

“Yowowow 1

Withh that agonasod
lcaped up Aagatn.

Arablive (o flee aotcbaie, D pided
sone cashions aon b aned lowered Dimeself
pingerlv io o swtine posnoee

SO0k 17 he wnaneed, 7 Whaot a boeast ]
What a ballv ! I I Jdie, AMowen, il
ehap, T want vou, as a pol, (o write o
the papers abowl oo™

B A Lot whops *™ lJ:f!tLi rrd
Todd,

SO Quelihy, The unfechogz beast
has  beon  neavlv =lavghtering e,
Whaooli! ITlow fat I feel! You don't
hapnen to have any of thas bivthday cake
lefr, old fellow *™

Mo, iy dear Bunter, T rezeet teo say™
answored Todd, =Yoo ate i all 1n s
absence yestircday”

“Predid 17 1-I moean I dide’t. It
rraxt have  lwen  ipices—er—I 1ncan
nrotae2, ol That cane ! Tt oughtn't
to be pllowed for a votter of o master to
bam a fellow with a =tick like Quelchy
nses, ™

“1 think., Dunicr. my dear fellow.”
renmarked Alonze Todd reproviegle, * it
would bave leen ax well if you bad done
vour Livy., Then the wrath of our kind
Fovm master wonld pot lave been visted
nprat vt

0w ! peroancd Bunder,

Alonzo veswned Lis proge

Biily Bunter, lofling back in the armn-
clhatr aml fecbly fanning his faee with
his fat hends, munbled aisxd greaned
alternatively. When 1t was nearly mne
for recreation the Ow] bad recovered
soraewiut,

The excessive smarting of lns fat Lody
had become a dudl aclang, His momd
was pow able to revert to other mattors
than Lz own sopposed wrong: at the
hands of Me. Queldd.

Suddenls Te romcmbered something.
and the thought furiber distvacred Lis
mind frora his recent sovere caning.

tising from the armchair, he went to
the study ‘door and prered right and
left along the passage. Then he quietiy
shut the studs doorn and turned the key.

Alonzo Todd, in the act of closing his
cxercise-book, regarded his srudy nate
in astonishment, o

"Why so  mysterous,
Fanter ' he asked.

“ She-sh | said Bunter.

From his pocket he drew out a bicvele
fpanner.

With the air of a plotter, Bunter took
the object under a light.

“ Alonzo  Todd.,” he said  darklsy,
“promize me you won't let on to any-
one about this!™

“No, no, of course not, my dear fel-
Tow,” said Alonzo mystified. * What's
wrong ¥

“Hist ¥ gaid Bunter. “ Do you know
what this 17"

Alonzo Todd peerad down at the spans
ner and nodded,

vrotsarls  Danter

Muonro

my  dear

“Certatnly, my dear fellow., It's a
spanncr.’ :
“But  whose spanner?”  persisted

Bunter.

The duffer of the Remove fook the
article in hiz havd and exarined it
thoroughly.

“Tlat 1 should not be prepared to
swear, 1 dear Hander. It doesn't look
nrlike the spanner owned by Gorald
Loder, Onee when Peter and 1 were re-
turnine from Friacdale, Loder got us
to help hiun 1o ke sowe adjustments
on his hike”

Pynter nodded approval.

“You're right,” he said.  ®This ia
Liocler™s spauner, B SUFe s COEs i3 0PE.
Maiy a tisne I've pinchied it—ep- 1
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mean borrowed ik for my own hitke, |
know this litile bit out of the sida,
where Leoder once chucked it ar my
head,™

“Really 57 zaid Alonro Todd, wide-
eyed, "1 was not aware, my dear Bun-
ti;er. l‘.ha:t- vour head was quite so hard,
b—"

“I don’t mean he hit my head, fat-
head 1 snapped DBilly DBunter. “He
threw it at my head, bot it missed
ma amnd hit the brick walll”

i ].‘.’ﬂ'ﬁ.l'_, tdoar ! mutbered Todd,

“ L do ;.'ml know where 1 found this
spannet I ngitired Bunter, rolling lus
cyes behind his round spectacles.

“I've not the fopgiest 1dea, Dunter.”

The COw! panzed to give s next
uiterance 1ts full weight,

“In old Locke's stady,™ he said.

Thiz tima Alonzo Tadd really  was:
atared. . If DBunter wasz speaking the
truth, this mighl be an unportant dis- |
COVEry. [

He pulled the c¢hair towards the Owl.

*8it down, my dear Bunter, and tel] !
me ahout it,™ he said. :

Bunter  seated  himeelf, Next
stant he shot aloft again,

“Ooch! Oh dear!™

TWhat is it now ™ asked Tadd.

“ Shooting pains!™ said Bunter.

He placed a cushien on the chair and
rescated himself slowly and cautiously.

* Listen, Toddy old man,” said Dun- |
ter. ' Yest®rday { was askod io go and
see old Locke about mp—er—a  litile

i L

matter. The Head wasn't in the study.
Instead, the new _:Frf.‘ll{,‘h fellow was
there. He was gquizzing dewn at the |

corner of the carpet, and scemed about
to raise 3. He jumped ap, absolutely
seared stilf, when [ eoughed., Well, a
little later I had to take a IMeEsHEe
from Queichy to the Head's room.  d
Locke wasn’t thore, and out of curi-
osity, 1 had a quize under the carpet
mysell. I found this.”

¢ rapped the spanner lightly on the
table,

“Well, what do you think of it, Todidy
old chap " asked Bunter after a pauac,
HOE courze, I've got my theory as to
how 1t gobk there. 1'm jolly pood at
detective work, you know.™

“H.mm! Quite so, my dear Bunter,”
muttered Todd, ** 1 suppose you think
that, in some way, this spanner may
be connected with the outrage on poor
Monsienr Charpentier ¥

“That's the ticket, Toddy! Az 1 5AY,
I've got the whole thing worked out in
my whole mind, [ can see as clear as
daylight how the crime was committed.
But 1 should like to hear your opinion
on it. “T'he best detective can sometimes

ather—-well, a hint from o lesser
rai. "’

Alonze Todd took the spannce and
latd 1t thoughtfully in his hand.

*There i3 no sign of hair or—or hload
on it,” he said, as though talking in
himself, *“Yet it scems as though 1his
spanncr must have been nsed for sivik-
ingjmﬂr Charpenties,”

“Just my theory,” suid Bunter, nod-
ding approval.

“Weighing up one  thing  with
another,” resumaed Todd, it lonks as
though Loder must have been in the
Head's study that nght.”

“Just my theory, Toddy,” repeated
Bunter.

T It's very suspicious thal Loder shonld
have heen called so seddenly from the®
schoo! alter that midnight oulrage. The
police never found any =igns of Icrnl-{
steps otthspde L Head's window., Thoie-
fore, it seoms Likely that 1he fellow who !
strack Chavpeadior left the simdy Dy |
the door.™ J

ik

“Just my theory, Toddy,” said Dun-
tae, beamine.,

a sharp voice from the doorway.

in the doorway, was Monsieur Vevy,

“ Leave the fat beast alone I' ™

Violent hands were laid upon the protesting Ow! of the Remove, And then came

There, framed

To the amazement of the juniors, ** Mossoo ™
calmly pmaenf&d to remove his mousiache, shori pointed beard and black wig,
Immediately a shout of amazement went up. ** Loder I »

(Yee Chapter 10.)
1

2 ke 1ilk t s i S F R ill AT Y iﬂ'\'l-'ill FOoERID FICROTRLEESTOY, OF 1O
The brow of Alonza Taodd now becan | g the head ler, vong

furrowed.

“Extraordinary,” he muitered, ¥ that
tha new Freoeh master should ave been
seeking that spanner,

“Just what I thought, Toddy.”

“Most extracrdingry ! If it wore not
ftoo fantastic for words, 1 should supgest
that Gerald Loder has come back to
Cireyfriars disguised 45 a Frenchinan to
seck the spanner he knew to be hidden
in Dir. Locke's study.”

" Exactly my theory !™

Bunter bounded on his seat hlissially,
But a return of his former " shooting
pains ” caused him to desist from his
mantfestations of glee.

“But what could be the motive of i
all?™ snid Alonzo Todd hopelessly.
*Ah, what?" muttered Bunter darkly.
“What's vour theory about the
motive, my dear Bunter?” inguired
Alonzo Todd., ' Perhaps, from that, we
may be able to solve the whole mystery.”
“Look here, Toddy,” said Bunter, 1
hardly thank it wise to tell anyone my
theory of the motive ol present. Phere’s
just the faintest possibility that T may
be mistaken, though I don't think =so.
On ithe whele, I think it wiser if, for

‘the time being, we keep the matter

abhsolutely dark., Mum's the word—ch,
'obd chap #

Aloneo Todd was in o dilemma, The
production of Loder's spanner by Boan-

ter and the acconot of how the Owl-had
[found if, had faken Liis breath away, so
o spenk. He felt hie neaded o breathing
space. It stiack him as being a wise
Lgiug to wait for o litile lime before

clae tn authority,

Bo Alonzo Todd I'i,"ﬂ.l!“l:,? nerreedd  to
Billy Bunter's suggestion to keep the
rnatier raum.

“We'll both turn the whole malier
over wnooour wminds again, my  dear
Bunter,” he said.  “Possibly sotnething
fresh will oceur to us”

* Right, old man !" said Bunlers “ And
'l keep tho spasmer for the time
holig. ™

He drapped the spanner in his pocket
and, unlockiog the doer, ambled oul of
the room.

Mo soomer did ho pet outside Stady
Mo, T and away from Alonzo Todd than
Silly Denter rolled as fast gs his shaorer,
fatdegs would carry him 1o the Commaon:
rooin,

A football-match with a rag ball was
v violent progress ms the porpoise
floundered in.

Bunter was bumped and hustied as he
entered the pluoe, bat ho stagpoved man-
fully towards o chaar,

Throwing himself into the chair,
Bunter 1ot ont a  long=drawn howl,
Partly this was 2 howl cﬁ real pain, for
inter was still tender as the result of
tha walloping he had reccived, How-
ever, he manfully romaioed in the chair,
His fat hands waved above his head and
acep groans cscaped his lips,

“Keep that fat idiob out of it!”
shonted Harvold Shkinner, “YWhal's the
matter with hin, anvway #”

“Oo-oh, eh, oh!™ groancd Bunter,
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With a mischicvous  grin, Suoop
grabbed a leg of the chair, gave a heave,
and shot the Owl en the tloor. Bunter
howled lowder than ever, but did not

rise.

By this time the football was
ueg[{rclﬂr. .

Although well knowing the Owl and

lis wiles, 1larry Wharton and zome of
the others began to get really alarmed.

“What's thae matter, Dilly " asked
Harry Wharton sympathetically, *Ap-
pendicitis T

*Wo, uo!” moaned Punter,
trames”

“ Oh, |:a]'_|g the sitly chump’s head
said Stott disgustedly, ™ Does Lie think

“Tt's a

he's going to do same more of that silly
pmpﬁesying bustness i o
Hurree Singh, the Indian junior,

turned away. He felt himself rESPOIL
sible for Dunter®s essay in the realms of
the oceult.

By thia time Farree Singh was not so
certain about the troth of Dabu .TE-Er_jEE-
bhoy's book as fre had heen a liitle
while before. For one thing, his own
prophecics had been roing astray.

Arnd, like other fellows, he had the
rense bo recogmise that Joretelling the
future correctly was too often dependent
on eaincidences.

But Billy Dumter went on to fog a
worn hor:e to deabh.

“1 ean see visions,” he babbled, ™1
can see o horcrhde evime being  com-
mitted, Fhe scone s the Head's study.”™

“LGireat pip!”

“Pon't be an wlted, you fat worm !

“ Absolutely potiy V™

Thede and many other =imilar remarks
didd not deter Eil?‘;} Bunter.

“I cap sce a tall fizure creeping up
Lichind Mazsoo Charpenticr,” went on
Bunter. *““He strikes him with a span-
ner! Ab, now ¥ can see the miscreant’s
horrible face. IE i3 the face of Gerald
Loder ™

Although almest every fellow present
believed that Bunter was only sham-
ming in the tranee, yet all were amazed
by this wild statement,

“Tlere, get up, you silly fat froud!™
commanded Harry Wharton sternly.

Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, and
Johnoy Bull hoisted tlie Owl wp and
bumped him severely,

“Vowawow! Yaroogh!” shouted Bun-
ter. '"Stop it! Oh, you beasts!™

The viclent bumping had reminded
him i no uncertain fashion of lhis recent
interview with the avenging Mr. Queleh.

When they bad given the sell-styled
wophet a thorough bumping, Harrr
h‘ﬂmrmn % Co. stood him on lus feet.

“(, wvou beasts! . You rotters!™
moanéd Duntee, “I wizh 1'd not told
vou the news—er—I mean the pro-
phecy 17

“Call that a prophecy, you fat freak!™
raid ITob Cherry. “What had that zob
to do with the future? Besides, you
ought to have your silly head punched.
Wﬁat do von mean by hinting  that
Loder bitfed Monziene Charpentice on
the head? Whet's the giddy object?
You must be potty!”

“T'm nob” averred Dunter.  “Ils
true, I tell voul! Alonzo—er—I mean, I
myeclf figured it all out. That iz to sax
saw 1t 1n & trance. The mystery of
the Ilead's study iz a mystery no longer,
Loder did the diety decd. I think that
news js worth a free feed in the tuck-
chop, vou chaps.™

“'!;‘."u']mrr: cdidd you get all thiz from,
Bunter!” dJdemanded Harry Wharion
sternly.  Here, in the Common-room,
hefore a lot of fellows, vou have made 2
most serious acenzation againzt a prefect
of this «chool.”

“T tell you I
whined DBunter.

Tune Maicser Lmnany.—No, 592,

saw 15 i oa Arance,”

“It was a rotten thing to =ay, any-
way,” said Nugent, “and Gerald Loder
iz not at the scheal to defend himself.”

“ Leoder 1s at the school!” exciaimned
Bunter excitedly,

Ve “rhm: !u-

“It’s a fact, you fellows. Alonzo--er—
that 1z I=1 saw it In o vision as plain as
Skinny's [ace” .

He closed hizs eyez and waved his
podgy hands slowly before them,

|-I ﬂ-E!'E-'—I E'E'E"—'—'—'“

“{3h, dry up!”

Tt ik out |7

*“Beat, vou fathead !

“Sharrup,” howled RBunter, “when
I'm prophesving! I see in the vision
that the new Moszoo is not who he is—
er—that it, he is not who he wants to be
tmistaken for.,™

“You've got hats in the belfry, Bills ™

“The new Fronmch master isn'c a
French master at ali!™

“Han, i, ha!l™

“The master 1s 8 prefect-—2>"

“0h, vou burbling chump!” eried Bob
Cherry, rocking  with mieth,  “You
ought to be in & home '™

“I teli you,” velled Bunter, “that I
gaw 1t 1 a-vision that the pow French
master 15 a prefect.  He's Loder—Gerald
Loder, vou chumps!™

A sudden hush fell over the Common-
room. The faces of Harry Wharton

‘& Co., and many others had becotne

serious again.

“Billy,” said Wharton, ©you've gone
a bit too far this time. Do 1 understand
you to make a serious aecusation thai
the nmew msster who has come to Grey-
friars. ta fake the place of Monsicur
Charpentier is none other than Gerald
Loder

Billv Bunter nodded.

“That's vight, Harry, old man. I saw
it in a vision. And I prophesy before
to-morrow’s out; Lodeér will stand before
the whole school as the smake in sheep's
clothing that he is. That's my prophecy.
That's worth a bite af tuck, 1sn’t 3t ¥

“Tuck, yvou fat freak,” shouted YWhar-
ton.  *I've a jolly good mind to take
vou to Dir. Locke and make you repeat
what you've just told ws. Knowing
what a chump you are, though, perhaps
another bumping would meet tﬁﬁ Case
just as well.™
- Violent hands were laid on the pro-
testing Owl.  He was raised, heooting
dismally, in the air.

And then a sharp voice rang out from
the doorway of the Common.room.

* Put the fat beast down !

Billy Bunter was dropped in a sitting
position on the floor, while all eyes
tirned in the direction of the voce.
There, framed in the deorway, was the
lean form of Monsieur Pierre Vevy !

SOLUTION OF CROSS WORD
PUZZLE No. 5.
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ANOTHER *'CROSS WORD'™ PUZILE NEXT WEEK, BOYS!

Then, to the amazement of the juniors,
the new Fronch master ealinly procecded
io remove lus moanstache, shorf-poinied
Leand, and black wig [rom his hoead.

Iil'l]lli_"{!i".!‘-e']ll.' a =hour of ooeprcinent lofd
a =core of throats,

“ Loder ™

Blowly  the Sixth-Former advarcood
info 1he Comgnon-root,  Flis voles was
urmbberably weary as he spoke agan.

“NYoewoivz IV he said, T returned Lo
Groviviaes in dizguize, Bunter was quite
right.”

“There yvou ave. I told vou 0, von
chap=:" ervied DBy Bunicr, Dbeaning
arotned hitn,

Somebodv's boot connected  Dheavily
with the stern portion of his anatomy,
and the Owl: plea-ure wa: once mors
turned to exeruciating pain.

“Throw the fat idict outside!
gosted Marey Wharton.

“arop " sanl Loder., I want Dunter
to come with me to De. Locke ™

Tlee face of the Owl blanched.

“Croh! I-—X =py, Loder, ['d vather not
zo there, vou know, I-1 haven't quite
Bari=hed sy prep, and-——>="

The prefect took Bunter fivmly by the
BAT,

“You'll come fo Dr. Lecke's studs
with me, von fat beast,” he sald. “I'm
gowng to make a clean Lirecast of evers-
thing to the Head, and vou shall have
the opportunity of telling him all vou
know.,”

“1-I say, vou Lknow just as mueh as=
I do, Loder, old man,” pointcd ous
Bunter,

“Come ™ said Loder.

_ And, leaving the amazed crowd of
jurnior: 1 the Common-room staring
after him, Gerald Loder task DBunter in
tow and headed for the dread sanctura
of the headinaster of Greviriars School

=

£lg-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Jusiice of the Head !

N the ovening of the first. accn-
rate  “prophecy ¥ emitted by
Biliv Bunter, I, Locke and Mr.
GQuelch were 1n consultation m

the study of the former.

The discuszion was upon matfers ros
lating to school routine. It was earie
intervupted by the appearance of (os-
ling, the school porter.

“Which as "ow, sir, DMossoo Char-
pentier has returned from hospital.”

A smile of pleasure crossed the kind
face of Dir. Locke,

“Splendid, Go=ling I said he, ™ Ewvi-
dently he persuaded the hospital authorn
ties to let him come away rather carlier
than they wished. It is o sign that he
is himsoli again, I reost, however, he'll
take a thorongh holiday before resuming
work. ™

Ciosling, standding by the deor. eleared
his throut noisilv.

“IWhich a: "ow Mossoo sayvs he's Foing
ta Jook vou up, sir, o~ =oon as he's pat
hi< bag i las room,” he said.

“Thavk vou, CGoesling, you may go,

“PDyear e, =and e, Locke, turning to
Br, Queleh, " The wnexpected retucn
aof Monsieur Charpentier has somewhat
upsck  arrangements, T must find
anr,nlriu:r Led  for  Aonsicur Vevy to-
night.™

Iarvdly had the Head resuimed the
biziness  isens=1on with  Mr. Quelch
when another kuoek seutided on the door
ceqp faint, nervouns bnock this tine,

“Uome n! ealled ol Il Locke a
treifle 1popatient]y,

The door opeaed. The IMeadina-ter
and Mr. Queleh Jeapesd to their dvet in
astonishtaent  as into the reom  came
Gerald Loder leadig Dilly Dunter by
the car.

(i redinenrd on pirge 27.)
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DELITERING THE GOODSD Ik, Fourstanton, the ckief of the motor bandits, hides himself in o loundvy basket
in the vain hope of escaping the paolice net,
Hd Bailey! °

L

In Time!

ITH a feeling of ezultation he

W could  Dardly  suppress, Jack

Drake stepped ong briskly for

Westminster, with the inten-

fion of awaiting Inspector Pyecroft's
return at Scotland Yard.

By thiz time he reckoped the €D

man would be putting the finishing
touches to the trap into which Dr. Four-
stanton was expected to walk, for it
wanted lmt fifteen minutes to half.past
gevon, and at half-past seven the bandit
chief was due to meet William Bharp-
ling, the owner of the river tug, Tin
Lizzie.

Huinming & gay tune to himsclf, the
boy sleuth swung round the corner of
Whitchall on to  the Embankment
approach. As he passed Big Ben he
looked up at the preat dial of the famous
clock and checked its record of the
passage of time against his own time-
piece,

He found he was two minutes fast.

Drake was not the only person study-
ing the dial of the world-renowned cloch
at that moment, for no more than a
yard from him stood a stumpy, thick-=ct
little individual ¢lad in a recler jacket,
Hiz weather-heaten features, togeothor
wilth his apparel, at once advertised him
az a follower of the szea,

Thors was an anxious expression on
his face as he stood for & moment gazing
at g Ben. Then he grunted surlily,
expressively :

“Confonnd 161

Mildly mmused by the note of exas-
peration  in the man's tone, Idrake
glanced illy at him. Then he started.
MNoxt moment he was horrying forward
with outsiretched hand.

“Bill Sharpling, as T live! he ex-
claimed.  What in thunder are you
doing at this part of the world ¥

Bl H!;a'_pllhp: it waz,  The anxious
prpression in his grizzled features gave
ace Lo a wrinkled smile as he foungd
11a horny hand being wrenched up and
down by the exeited boy zlaanth.

“Dvalke! he rumbled in his deep
voice, “Shiver me timbers! XNever
thought I'd clap eres on you again,
voung sir!™

“But why aren’t vou abt Wapping?®
demanded Drake suddenly, ramembering

L
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But the * lawndry ** at which the Dasket iv delivered furns out to be the
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By HEDLEY SCOTT.

™ DEPUTY DETECTIVE.
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the time and the appointment at hall
past zeven ™

" Beeause——"  bopgan  the =kipper.
“Dut how in the name of Heaven «id
rou know that I was due at Wapping ™

“By wour lebter to I, Fourstanion,”
saidd Drake, hoping against hope thar
there could be no mistake.

“Dang me! Is he o frigngd of yourny”

“ Not exactly,” returned the boy sleuth
quickly. " You remember, skipper, the
first oceasion that you and I met ?”

“That 1 do!" averred the old sali.
“Ain't I got a gold wateh here to com-
memorate the ovccasion 7

“Then you recollect what business 1

R e e e ——

CHARACTERE YOU WILL MEET.

JACK DRAKE, & boy of tfleen with o pift
for  detective work, the asgistand  of
Ferrers Loche, the world-famous svien-
tifle imvesbigator,

INGPECTOR PYFCHOFT, of the CI.ID. at
scotland ¥Yard, a friend of Locke gl
Prakets, -

THE CRIEY, o mysterions person who directs

EE]

the woups of the wpoturious  wotor
Lundits,

£l L] L] E L] L]
While Locke =2 oaway o the Conlisend

Drake is given the opportunity of handbing
liiz first ovase, his instrections being Lo lay
the rageally motor haudits by the Juels,

He soow dizeavers thal the chief of the

fieebor Bandits is in some way conpected with
i aehoal,
: Aber a whole heap of exeiting miventunres,
i witich  [rrake bBaz Duiny  mabrow  esenges
[romm death, the hoy -"-l'ﬂul:il traces bis man
Lo Hurstleigh College,

T . Pourstaoton, fhe Mead of  the
schnool, Drake  identifles the ehief of the
mastor Baaditz,  The raseally Head, however,
makes ool lis o esewpe  aoed  flees Legdadi-
wards, ot on his drail follews ibe boy
slewth.

iin Nz way up to tawn Drke witnesses a
mofor acchilent, the victim of whicl iz T
Fourzbanton, althougl Deaky is obldivious of
this latter important fact,

Moantime, Pyecredt and Ewo CT0) mae,
in reaponse G Drake’s informaction, Iay 2
teap for e batdit chief to walk (ofa. Alas!
Proerft & Coo bzeve Lhe mesfortune fo Call
inte the hands of three of the gang.  The
C1.0, men are imprisoped in o ecllar; o
sluive.gate Iz opencad, throngh which o steasdy
vobume of waler rashes. ke rats b oo Lrag
Pyecroft & Co. are Teft bo sle.

{Vow romd on}

was engagod wpon @7 zabd Deake, talking
in a lowerod voiee,

“Hure 1™

“Then don't be surprized when T iell
vou that your latest ¢lient iz the man
I want=—the bamdit chief,”

" Whasa-at ! Iut—but my Tatest client
15 e, IPourstanton, the ‘end of 1luerst.
leigh College,™

“Exactly ! And he's the head of the
motor banditz, too!™ excluimed IDvake.

“Well, m—--"

Thercupon the boy slenth exnlained
Lricf the events that had led wp to s
suspecting Dr, Fourstanton of Loing the
“wanted man’ Bill Sharplimg Hstened
lilir one in a deeamn,

“Hwap me bobi '™ he oxclaimed, when
the lad had Gnished., “ Yon do SUrprise
nie!  And your police chums are wailing
for him at Jepson's Wha!, ¢h? Smart
work—durned smart work !

“But you won't be at Wapping by
half.past qeven,” said Drake © What—"

“Wo, confound it!”  prumted  the
skipper.  And the anxiows loak erepi
bael into his grizzled feateees. 0O

Ihil, my mate—you met him, tas=has
been silly enough to contract the *fhe,
[le was taken ll-:wnl hall an howr ago,
[ pub in ot the pier here and gol liim
taken off to the hospital.”

*That's what haz delayed von, thon?”

“Bure! I wus hoping that 1'd pick up
a hand to take me az far as Wapping,
but there’s notling doing.”

“Won't I do?" suddenby aslied Drake.

The skipper slapped s thigh heartily,

“Wll, never!”  he  oxelaimoed,
“Eare, af L LLEN -] [ O f v] take n lurn on
hoavd my ole packed of trouble vou'rs
durmed weleame, sonny. Uonese, T was
forctling your'd hke o be down st
Jepson’s Wharf to sce the fun.  llore,
eone ot

He starled off of n brizk pace for ihe
Wooestnmnster oer. eake Folloved him,

a owild theldl of  escitemient FLitpibipg
throuwgh lus veins,
AL the pier lwad the shipper pol g

tebophione call fo the wharf 1o say that
biee ]J'H'L\'.E Leen delaved aradd would -he at
Wapping ten muinutes afler scheduled
tippe, Vhat dene e elambered aboard,
followed Ly the oy sleuth,

“Better ship into Bill’zs jacket and
Tue dagxrr Lisrany.—No. 802
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cap,” lhe advised, as the boy sleath
bogah to stoke up.  “You'll soon gor
those togs of yourn messed wp.”

Drake was only foo rewds to do zn,
The (isguise, as he reckoned if, mighi
prove uwscful to him al the end ol the
journey.  In less than two minuies lig
was garbed in Dill's recfer jacket and
peaked cap. Then, with a sheidl shiriel,
the Tin Lizzie moved out from the pier
and headed down stream.

“We're in luck's way, veally,™ prunted
the skipper as he handled the wheel
“The tide's running out.”

“Jolly glad 1o hear it!" choekled
Tirake. 1 say, this is prime. We're at
London Dridge already !

A few moments later and London
Bridge was left a quarter of a mile
away, the Tin Lirzic responding ncbly
to the eall, Great volumos of belehing

black smoke sagged in an  unceasing
strearn from her slanted funncl.  The
pressure geuge o the dirty, small

encine room regislered a consisfent two
hundred pounds.

“Reep the gauge on that Jevel!”
roarcid the skipper from the bridge, as
Deaka ]l:rliﬁ{m.? hin of the pressere.
YW shall be at Jepzon's plce well on
time,”

The minutea flew past as Drake per
spiringly stoked the furnace of the tug,
e curzed the dead bawdden bebind the
old craft in the shape of two large
empty barges, for hie had an idea that

Dy, PFourstanton wouldn’t wait  more
than fifteen minutes past the time of the
appointment.

In truth he could have saved himscli
the anxiety, for Dr. Fourstanton vus
miles awav. But of that, unfortunaicly,
he knew nothing, Bebween the intervals
of feeding the Furnuce Drake exchangod
conversation with the skipper. He learnd
that Dr. Fourstanton had arranged for
his own men &0 load the cases st Jep
gso's YWharf, and Drake held more than
a mere wlea that the men would prove
to he some of the bandiis,

‘The twinkling viver lights of Wapping
came in sight af last, and the boy sleutl
heaved a sigh of relief, The TWin Lizzie
was well on time,

The skipper’s voiee roared out instruce
tions whuch Idrake did his utmest to
follow out as the clumsy vessel and its
mote climsy burden in tow drew into a
dicty-lookiyg wharl, hebind whieh reored
the gloomy shapes of severa! corrugated
iron sheds and & black brick Inalding.

As the Tin Livzic was maneeaveed into
posiiion {or making fast, Deake saw four
men on the ]mxdinf-stagﬂ, cach carrying
a lantern, come horeying out from a

leng shed a fow yards away. They
hailed the iug.

“Tin Lizzie ahoy "

* Ahoy ' rumbled the skipper. *Bhir

yourselves 1

He threw ont dexterously nocoil «of
rope as he =noke, which coe of the men
made a esrab al. A few seconds later
and the tuz was "anchored ¥ to the
sl capstuns dotted at ntervals on
the landing-stage.

With a meaning glanee at Drake, the
skipper clawmbered on shore, The boy
slenth, pulling his peak cap well down
aver hiz face, followed Lim, his riehi
hand evrled in his jacket pocket tn close
proxunily 1o a loaded revolver.

Wilh thoe characteristic slouch of the
satlor o the waternmn, Drake olatbored
noisily  down  the eobhled pavensenl
approach and entered the big shed af
the hecls of hia skipper. The fourth
member of the créw on shore—the wateh-
man—slunk off to his ulick,

“Where's  IDr. Foorstanton?™  de-
manded the skipper in his  booming
voice, “I'hought he'd be here at seven.”

“Thoughi so, too, guv'nor,” said one

Tig Migxer Lisrany,—No.

of the men, whom Drake easily recog
niseet a5 one of the bandits he had
spottedd at the Haven in Hambledon o
[ew monthz back.

“Well, hos he left any instructions
was the skipper's next guestion,

“Ouoly that we are to shift the cargo
on o tim Lbarges,” said the bandit, cye-
ing Bharpling distrustfully. *'Spose we
can get buzy on the job wuntil he turns
up®

Fle indicated the packirg-cases at his
bark with a pesture of the hanod.

Dirake was puzzled. He wonderod whopre
Pyveeroft and his men were: he won-
dered, too, where Th, Fourstanton had
got to; and he little liked tho pecniiar
cxpression on the faees of the throe men
whose job it was, apparently, to load the
cargo.  Why did they continually plunce
at the floor of the shed and then eye
cach other =0 peuuliar];;?

Something was “on,” Drake was posi
Ave on that score.  And the face of the
watchmoan who entered the shed and as
swiftly withdrew "The more the Loy
slenth looked at this individus! the more
convineed was he that the man was
afratd of somethimz, iz whaole attitude
was that of a crinnnal who feared Jdeteg-
tion of something he had done.

While rake was summing thingz up
the skipper was engaging the men in
eonversation.

Suddendy to Invake's keen enrs came
an oft remeated knocking on the fleor
liewwenth hine, More sensitive than ever
uow, his enes heard o peenlisr =onnd as
of fowing water that alo proceeded
fromn bencath biin,

He eved the three men apprai=ingly,
saw them glance o an wneasy anner
at the foorimg, and savw ihem lick 1heir
lips, Then Irake acted. With a shaep
jerk of the hand hiz revolver Jashed
fromy lus Jacket-pocket.

Y Hands up the lot of you " he rapped,

The men started vielently, and made
as if to show zomie rezistunce. Dot thero
wans nat a quiver ef the vouthful land
that held the vevedver pointed at them
Sharpling, too. senszing  the sltuatiop,
hrougzht an ancient looking weapon fvom
hiz Lip-pocket, and brapdished 1t theeat-
eninglr,

“What's golng on down helow?? de-
manded Deake, Al there was soffi-
clend menaer in his volee to shoke tha
pliek of the handifs

Y0 nnthing I erowled one of tha moen,
el b= ;_'ulr|11:|:|'|i-tj:|||.~: noddod assent 'u"Lg'{;r-
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Lt the reluctant and wnconvineing
answer mnade Threake keencr than ever,

“ Listen,  =kipper,”™ he  exclaimed,
“Bend down and pot vour ear to these
Aoor bnards while 1T keep our [ricods
coverad.”

Bill Sharpling did 20, For over a
minute he knelt down, his car taking in
every sound, Then lie jumped 1o his
feot with an exclamation of hovrow,

" Bomoone's imprisoncd down there 1Y
he roared, vhechng sharply ad facing
the Bandies with a terrilving expression.
“And thie watee's pouring in. I know
these sheds, Direake” he added. ¥ Be-
neath thiz floor 3 a cellar. and most of
these cellars luve shuiee gates. This one
bz, anvway, The overHow of the tido
15 pouring i below, There's noe inise
taking the sovmd”

Hiz words had gone home. The ban-
dits looked at cach other guiloly, and
then turned their attention to the vouth-
ful figure whe covered them with that
deadlv-looking  revolver, But Drake
had not taken hiz evez off the scoun-
drelz, He had an idea. now, that he
cold explain Preerafe & Co.'s abadnee,

“mick, Bill!” he exclaimerd. “ EKeep
these rogues covered while I—"

“Don't get excited,” said the skipper.
“Just vou haul on ihat lever. Heckon
that'll open up the floor,” he added, in-
dhieating a bar of steel protrading from
a metal socket a few (oot Lebind Dhrake,
ST keen these seomulerels under obser-
vation, Guwess UL move off that part of
the floor wineh caves in, iough.”

Drake davied to the lever and pulled
on it. At first nothing happened. He
pilled  Larder,  Then, suddenly, the
major poriion of the floor of ilie shed
sepmied 1o collapse, In vealiry n rrtion
af it =eoarake from the resb Linaed
dawnward: ond inwards at an angle of
forry-five degroes,

Frut it wasi't that extraordinery oceur-
rence that amwazed Dreake, for he saw
that the edoes af the flooving rested an
a surface of water, And bebween the
rap in the fooring, that part wloch re-
vouled The presence of waier, three
Fousiod head: come into view.,

A pazp of horroy left Drake’s lips as
bies :-m-ggu't.t:od ene of e faces, for the
bosceching eves of Inspector Pyeerofr
of the C.LIM peered ool of him from a
countenance pale as death.

“apod heavens ™ Por the monent
Drake was vobbed of all power of aciion,
sa dumbionnded and horror stricken was
he at the sieht, Little did he necd tell-
ing what a nareow czeape from o fearfud,
lingering deatlh Pyveeroft and his btwno
rodleapnes had experienced,

“Quick 7 pasped  the CULTL man.
* Alleroft and Dooley are neavly done!”

It was trpical of Pyecroft that los firss
thiourht was for his subovdinates, With
a ¢ry of encourngement Drake leaped
aeress  the fooring and  drageed  at
ooley's outstreiched hand.,  Ile haoled
him 1o =afelv, To vesene biz companion
wae bul ilwe work of another moment,
and then 1 was Pyeoralt’s furn. .

Tun g.'i_:i-].!ril][_!. sopnl-conscions heap the
trin of police officers sprawled on the
flooring, drinking 1n great gulps of air.

Meantime, the skipper was “ slanging
the trio of tofians before him, and the
skipper's vorabulary was an  extensive
anl cxprossive one, if a trifle vulgar.

Sheepishiy the trio of bandits sub-
mitted themselves to the indigmiy of
handenfiz. what time DPyecrolt regaled
Thwalke with an account of his exper-
R,

“ Jove, tliat was a near thing.” panted
Pyecrofr, looking vp gratefully  into
Dske's  Llne eoves.  “aAnother  five
minute: and our numbers would havé
Lbeen up, my lad, Good job you heard
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Between the gap in the flooring, that part which revealed the presence oi water,

three tousted heads came into view.

A gasp of horror left Drake's lips as he recognised one of the [aces, for the beseeching eyes of Inspector Pyecroft

peered out from a countenance pale as death,

{Nee

me knocking the floorboards with the
bett of my revdlver.™
“The scoundrels!” growled the b
sleuth savagely. " For two pins I'd give
them a taste of their own medicine.”
Suddenly Pyecroft raised himself upon
his elbow.

“The chief!™ he gasped.
is he, Jack !

Dirako made an expressive gesture with
his hands.

“ The chief alome knows," he said rue-
fully. - " Haven't seen a sign of him
vound here ™

Pyveerolt mufttered someithing  upder
his breath and scrambled to his fect.
e glowered at the trio of rulhans be-
gj-:-re him, and then wheeled sharply on
Fis heel.

“W-where

“Where's the whtchman?®™ he de-
manded fercely.
“He went ouistde when we came

along,” said Drake. “Why, is he one

of the gang!”

“Ile walked us into this little trap,
gangster or no gangster,” grunted the
21D, man. “And he's gomg {o pay
for his temerity.”

But Pyeeroft was to be disappointed,
for uponn exploring the ouler sheds of
the wharf everything pointed teo a
horried flight of the watchman.

“Never mind, we can wait for him,”
said the LI, man. “ What I am con-
cerned about chiefly js——"

“The chief,” said Drake humorously,
“Peatz mo where on earth he could
have got to.”

The slsinper, who was mounting guard
over the prisoners, took a turn in ihe
conversation.

“ Btrikes me ag bein’ likely that Four.
glanton is on board his yache, Iying off
Gravesend—" he hegan.

Pyecroft slapped ns thigh.,

“Great Scoit, I forgot to ask wvon,
Sharpling, where the carge was bound
for.”

“The Water Lily's the name of the
vacht,” said the skipper slowly, “ That's
where I was to vnload., Can't you——-"

But Pyceroft was already pushing his
way dver to a telephone instrument on
the side of Lthe wall., In less than two
scconds he was  phoning  through Lo
Gravesend. The name of the yacht was
given over the wires, that 1t was owned
by & Dre Fourstanton was also corrobo-
rated by the official at the other end.

“Nood I grunted Pyecrolt into the
transmitter, ™ {Get busy with a sguad of
men, superintendent, and  boavd that
yvacht.  Arrest overyonc on hoard, d’you
hear "

There was o startled gasp from the
aother end of the wire, but the superin
tendent was well acquainted with T
spector Pyecroft of the C.1.D. He gave
& reassuring answer to Pyecroft, and
rang off.

“That's that!” said the C.I.D. man,
passing a weary hand over his forchead.
“We spread the net once agamn. This
time wo shall catch Mre. Fourstanton, or
I'm a Dutehiman,™

But the C.LIY. man was far too opti-
mistic.  While the police net was heing
cast, whilst every port was being closely
watched for anvone answering to the
deseription of the wanted man, a certaim
individual, whose head was covered in
bandages, in the Richmond Inhrmary
stivred from the deen sleep be had fallen
into and opencd his eyes,

Had cither Pyecraft or Thrake been
present to see the sinister expression in
those cyes they would have sustained
the greatest shock of their lives, For
the man was Dr. Founrstanton, the man
whose identily was heing broadeast 1o
every police-station in the kingdom, the
men whe was known 1o he the chiel of
the notorigus motor bandits.

The wheels of fate grind slowly. Towr-
ztanton was a free man, And vet, the
wheels of fate grind surely., His hour
was at hand !

The Man in the Basket !

page 22.)

OFR a lortnight alterwards an un-
F successful chase went on to round
up the Jeader of the motor
bandits. Ilis  accomplices had
all been identified and taken priconer;
for the raid en the vacht, Water Lily,
had delivered seven of the wanted men
‘nto the hands of the police. The seven,
tagpeiher with the three Jack Dreake had
bheep instrumental in cepturing in the
shed ot Wapping, brought the number aof
bandtisz up to ten; there remained now
to caich the master mond, the leader of

the oFpanisation.

“ Teats me entirely where on carili he
eould have got to,” sald Precroft to
Jack Drake as he sat puffing away at o
pipe in the cosy comfort of Drake's sil-
Ling-room at DBaker Strect.

“TPhe ecarth must have opened and
swallowed him up,” satd Drake whim-
sically.  “"Anyway, i it's a game of
paticnee, I think we can stay the course
as long as Fourstanten,” he added,

“Well, we—or, rather, you've—pot
the rest of the gang safely under lock
and  key ™ replicd Pyeeroft, with a
glance of admiration at the boy slenth.
“And most of the swag has been re-
covered, Those  packing.cases  were
chock full of loot, my lad.™

“1 don't doubt it.” answered Drake.
“By the wayv, we shall have a lot of
chinwagging to do te-morrow,” he added
with a smile.  *They're hurrying for-
ward the trial of the bandita, T hear.”

“They are,” erpted the C. 1.1
man., “The Chief Commissioner wanis
to make an example of them in ease any
other misguided folk should take it into
their heads to become bamdits. He's
horried  forward the irvial purposely,
Anyway, it's only a matter of form, for
without exception all the =coundrels
lave pleaded guilty.”

“Splondid 1" smiled  Drake. “1
wish There! It's no good wish-
ing! We shall have to possess our souls
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in patiense. The chief is bound &6 come
out into the open soonsr or later. - He
can't hida for ever, you know, old man.”

“Don’t think he's coramitted suicide,
do you?" suddenly asked the C.L D.
InAat,

“Why, ro

“Don't look so incredutous, my ladl
admonished Pyeeroft, exhaling & deep
pull of smoke. “He wouldn't be the
first cornered crook to cheat the ends of
tustice that way."

“1 supposa he wouldn't,”
Drake. **Look here, old scout, T don’t
want to appear inhospitable,” he added.
with. a Jangh, “but U'm thunderipg tired
after to.day's running backwards and
forwards. I want to turn in"”

“Ho vou shall,” raid Pyocrolt, lazugh-
ing., “L'm a selfish brote, really. Be-
cavie I can make do will six hours’ rest
a night, I take it for granted rhat
yvoungsters can make 1k do also. 11 go

"

pre
.

quigtly," he added, with a whine, "It
a fair copl™ , X
Drale good-naturedly pushed his

visitor out of the roem. He heard his
heavy footsteps descending  the stars,
and then the bey sleath sougle his own
FOO.

He was up with the lark on the
nworrow  fully shive 1o the f{ack that a
grim-visaged judge woald ply him wiih
inges=ant  guestions  wher the bandits
came up for trial.  Tie muade ont his case
in writing in ease mewory should play
tricks with him, and then he seitled
down t3 2 healthy Greakfast, “Lhe court
opencd at ten o'clock, which meant that
he had stifl two hours of lewsure Ieft to
him.

11 wns about to don his coai and cap
and take a sharp stroll toward:s West-
minster when the telephone Lell whirred
ont its imperious note,

“[lallo. hallo?! Drake—yes, my name
is Drake,” =aid the boy sleuth. i answer
ta the queries from the speaker at the
other end of the wire. * Richmond In-
firmary? What on earth for? Oh, 1
gsop—-the pationt thinks he knows me,
eh? Right-ho! I'll come along now [™

With a puzzled expression on s
bayish featurss Drake replaced the re-
ceiver and walked over to the mantel

jece,
i/ That’'s rummy.” he mused. *Fellow
in Richmond Infirmary has been

unconzeious for days. Heard to babble
in his delirium the guv'nor's name and
mine. Thumpini strange.  Dloc. savs
the man’s lost his memory. Yonder
who on earth he can be ¥

The boy sleath was all evriosity o sec
the patient who knew him by namne.
Without' delay he made tracks for the
garage, and within five minutes was
ceated astride hiz motor-bike and speed-
inge towarda Richmond.

Within half an hour the Loy slenth
had pulled up before the arched door-
way of Richmend Infirmary, outside
which & laundry van was drawn up.

The superintendent of the infirmary
came down to meet b,

“You are Mr. Drake ™ he asked, with
a genial smile.

“Iright first time, sir)” said Rrake
cheerily. “"Now, what's all this about a
mian who's lost his memory 3"

MHe's o ompddle-aged man we'lve liad
in the institution for over a fortniglt-—
gob smaszhed up in & motor accident and
lost his memory.”

“In a molor accidernt,” said Drake
sharply, suddenly recalling the man in
the I]'}:Lirnler car whe crashed into the
motor lorry on the oceasion of that fast
rupn up to town in
Roll:-Royee.

“Yas, let me goe, he was admitted on
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‘the car divect]

the: Wednesday—yesterday  fortnight,”
said the superintendent, ltaking Drake's

-arny and leading him inside the building.

“He appears to know vyou, or know of
yon and Mr. Ferrers Locke, for he men-
tioned vour names continuously the first
three nights we watehed over him.”

“That's etrange,” said Drake. "I
rather fancy, too, sir, that T was in
belrind the one in which
this 1Adividuel was when he crashed.
Now I come fo remember ik, he was
taken inte this hospital. I'in rather
keen to ses the gentleman, sie™ he
added,

“Come this war,” added the supevin-
tendent.  “We pub him in 2 ward by
hnnself when he began to rccover, buc
he seoms entirely to have lost  his
momary. Perhaps von will be able to
identify him so that we can pet inio
touch with hiz relatives.”

He led the way into 2 small, eosily-
Furnished roomy, prepared fo inlroduce
Jack Drake o the patient. Dut he
pauzed on the threshold in Blank dismay
a3 he saw that the ronm was empive—
that the bed was nnoccupicd.

“Bless my soul!” he gnsped.
he's not here '™

Dreake was mildly amused at first, until
a sudden wild Might of imagination came
tee him.

*He—

“lrreat  Seott ! he oxeclaimed sud.
denly. *T wonder——="

The superintendent  wasz  obvipusle
agitated,

“Perhaps his reason has gone, too”
he muttered, nndecided liow to act, “1
wonder if he's wandering round  the
building?”

He summoned a nurse who was pass
mg, aned spoke to her in low fones,

“The patient was therc a quarter of
an hour ago, sir,™ =aid the norse. 1
left him reading the newspaper white I
hurried off to check the lavndey, sie”

The superintendent furned to Drake.

“This iz mest strange®” he saul
apologetieally. “I have instructed the
nurse to look for the patient. Perhaps
we shall find him and-——"

He Lroke off as he noted that the
patient's clothes were gone, even o the
shoes and hat.

Drake watched him, half afraid to put
the guestion that came to his mind

“You—you have seen the newspapers
lately 7 he asgked at length. * Do—do
vou think for one moment that the
patient eould be Dr, Fourstanton—Eihe
nran for whom all the police in the coun-
try are looking T

he superintendent shook his head.

T hardly tlhunk 30, he szaid. “ DBut
really I am not in a position to saw, for
the man's face has been practically
obscured by bandages ever since he's
been hers, ™

“Dut his clothes,” said Drake caserly.
“Surely you noticed them?™

“I could . deseribe them,” smiled the
superintondent, “but there again I am
afraid. they are similar ¢lothes to what
the average ciky man wears”

“ Frock coat, striped morning frousers.
palent leather shoos——" bezan Drake,
remambering in what attive he had last
seen the chief.

“Exactly ! The only thing aboul the
patient that gave promize of enabling us
to establish his identity was a piece of
paper  bearing  the nanme Villiam
Sharpling. But there must Le hundeed:
of people with that nane,”

“Toam ! Drake, who could hawdly
vostrain hiz excifemont, zirolled over ko
the bed and picked up the newspaper
Iving on the rumpled pillows,  He
started a little as he noted that it was
opened at a page wherein o lonz account

given, and a lengiby deseription of Dr.
Fourstanton hinself.

“Funny that the palient should be
reading that particular piece of news’
fie muttered, half to himsell, * And
William Sharpling—"'

He wheeled charply a: the nuvse came
hurr%'iug into the ward. She spoke ex-
citedly to the superintendient.

“The patient haz not been seen o
leave the building, eir!” zhe exclaimed.
“I've inguired everywheve—I've looked
everywhere, too, sz, 1ot there’s no
sign of him.”

“Excuse me,” esaid Drake, coming
forward. “But was thern by anv
chance a laimdry basket in heve ready 1o
be collected o

“There wasz, e, saul the
ruinbey Thivteen basket, =™

0T Deake’s eves opened  wile.
Hiz  theofy  was  gaining steength.
“Then there 12 no Hine to be loe 27

He had been studying the floor, aml
was more than interested in {wo paral-
lel, fairly decp impressions on the
polizhed hinoleum. signifving that some-
thitng heavy had been dragged over tho
floor-,

“Was: there very much laundry in
the hasket!” he azked suddenly.

“INo, sir,” was the reply. It was
only half-full.”

“Roowing that, mis:, would vdu nok
think it strange that o half-filled baskek
could make those impressions on the
floort" said Drake, indicatiog tho
sorateh-marks,

The nurse looked at them and started.

“That's very 7 g sald.

TR

strange !
“Looks to me as if——"

“The patient became a bundle of lann-
dry for the oceasion--eh " said Drake,
now feeling sure of his ground.

It docs, sir,” 2atd the nurze. * And
I wasn't prezent fo zee thoe men bring
the basket out of this particular room
either, for 1 was at the other end of
the passage.”

“Did Dr. Fourstanton—I mean, did
the patient koow that the lawndrymen
1.1;01:.1?1 be calling at this room?" asked
Dirake.

“"He did, sir,” was the answer,

“Bless my soul!™ pasped the azfon-
ished and shecked superintendent. * The
man rousk have lost his remson——"

“Mot on vour Life!” said Dirake
grimly., " Your patient was none other
than Dr, Fourstanton, I'll wager. INo
wonder he lost hizs memory @ it waa moat
convenient for him that he should., Buk
I'll spoil hizs game vet. Those baskets
were locked, weren't they, misal?”

"*“They were,” answered the nurse.

“"Good F*

And to the astonishment of the super-
intendent and the nurse, the boy sleuth
swung out of the room and jumped the
first Hight of stairs m about hall &
minute. The pext, and he was racing
towards the main door of the institute.

“ Number thirteen laundry-basket,” he
mublored az lie ran forward. * And
number thirteen on the list of the ban-
gdits. -What a uigmificant coincidence!
Dyake, my lad, vou're in luck's way, I
never gave it a thought before, but it
now secins fairly safe to theorize that
the chief was the man who erashed in
the Daimler. To think that swwe’ve been
hunting high and low for the Jdoctor
this last fertmight, when I shoold hava.
known, svith & bit of luck, that I had
followed directly bebhind him in that
run up from the country.”

He tavghed at the refloction. It cer-
tainly was an ironieal fate that had
drageed him as a witness to the motor
smash, and vet had not allowed him a
glimpse of the injured man,

The light of cxcitement was gleamin

of the coming trinl of the beadits was from Drake’s blue eves as he reache
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the pavement,  The Jaundry-van had
gone, hat the boy :sleuth canght zight
of it disappearing i the distanee,

Nith & grim chiuckle he mounted his
motor-cycle, aud followed in ils wake.

A sudden brain-wave flashed inte his
head whieh nearly resulted in a spall,
for Drake began o laugh at tle -
penaeiy of ir, and laughter 13 a2 had
thing io combine with motor-eyeling.
He righicd the machine, however, ond
|'m*%ml o, Lhree munuies pter he was
within arm’s length of the tailboard of
the laundey-van.

It ztopped in fromt of a larpe res
Laurant.

Prake did likewize,  Tasiily serawl-
ing a few wonds on a bLlank piece of
paper, the bov slewth seranbled off his
<achdle, stuck lhe picce of paper in a
position whers it could be secen, and
made tracks for the lauwndry-van., The
iote ran !

“OLH A E —3orry (o pineh vonr van.
You'll nd iv ouiside the Old Bailey.™

A plance at the exterior of the van
shawed Diralie that it had been fastencd
wp fromt the outside. Well and good.
Another glawee at the van, and Drake
raw, to lus greal relief, that hoth men-
the deiver and his assistant— were clame-
beving from thetr seat in the front and
preeparing to ender the resfaurant.

“Lood 1 cjacalated Deake.  © While
thev are eollecting the washing, Pl col-
fect. iy biged.?”

And thie moment the (wo lanndrymen
were oult of sight, he jumped inte the
driving seat of the wan, threw m the
cluteh, and started off at 2 great burst
of spood towards Londan,

A fow podestrians stopped and gared
at tlie van suortiog ils way 1]11-1:-ug1-'1 th
egh =troet, nnd not o few of them
wished that theiv laundey was brought
Lackwards and {forwards with the zame
deapatel.

LDt Ihile suspicion if any followed
that daring exploi of the boy sleuth.

“Thiz iz prime ™ he muttered, as he
dodged by about half a second a police.
man who was ahout to hold up the
traffic.  ""Thi<'ll be a surprise for the.
folks at the Old Bailew, Fourstanion
will have the lit of his hife. ‘That it is
our worthy friend inside number ihir-
teen bDasket, I'd wager my reputation,”
he added. " Who else would want to
hicle himsell o oa laundry-hasket ¥

He drove on, humming a gay tune,
{ﬁ-:':lm'ing to hirmself the little surprise
e had planned for the erowded courl
at itlie Old DBatley.

“Lemme see,” he mutiered, eonsulf-
ing his watch.  *The trial will have
been on exactly ten minutes by the time
1 reach the Old DBailey. Splendid (™

The old Ford laundry-van fairly rat-
tled its way through the seven-mile
journey, and at last, snorting in pro-
tost, came o a standstill outside the
waorld-famous criminal eourt of law.

A umtformed police-oflicer ecame hurry-
ing forward in answer Lo Dwvake's
beckoning gesture.

“What do you want? he demanded
suspictously, and then recognisimg the
Loy slenth’s features, apologised. * What

s i, sir®

“wash '™ cautioned Drake. “TFeteh
Pyecraft aml lwo helly fellows, will
vou, constable. There's something inside
this van I want to deliver—io deliver up

ter jusbice,”
he wondered whether the boy

steuth was talking * through his

hat."
"But Inspeclor Pyecroft iz enpaged

RBun to Earth!

HT. policoman sevatebed his head
in wondermeant, For the moment

e e b 2 L] rle
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at 1The moment, =ir,” he said., “The
trial's beguan. Mr. Justice Darling
opened up five minvtes ago.”

xever wond, oflicer,” zimiled Drake.
" You do as 1 ask you, you'll not regret
it.™

The constalle furned on hiz hieel aud
disappeared within the big, gloomy-
looking building. He returned five
minutes later with Inspector Pyecroft
and two other uniformed policemen in
tow,

The €113 man waa red in the {ace
and obvieusly annoyed.

*What's this food's game, Drake " hic
demanded, as the boy sleuth came to
greet him with a cheery smite.  * Bar-
hng has just vented some of his wik on
my head—thinks a lady friend, or some-
thing of the kind, has called to see me.
YVou know what Lord Barling is!" he
added reproachfully., “He'll always
draw a langh where it's possible”

“Keep wvour pecker up, old scout,”
gaid Drake with a broad smile. " You'll
be able to get one back on $is lordship
i a brace of  seconds. Lasten! e
got some wonclerful news for you,” lLe
ndded,

Forthwith he explained.

The L1 man's eves opencd wide in
astonishient, as the lad proceeded with
his narrative.

“Well, T'I! o hanged '™
erofl’s conmment in conclasion,

A trifle miaxed, obd fellow,”

was 1’ve-

sl

e W aewr

Drake. *1t's Fourstanton who'll be
hangoed—or, at least, he cught to he ™

Yery cautiously, the C.1.13, man and
the two constables picked the lock ihat
hold the iron bar spanning the doors of
the van in place.

“Dan't be so confonndedly quniet,”
sa1d ]J;I’ltlil_‘.'} stap i forward, " Laun-
deymien dump  the Iim:tknfs about like
sacks of flonr. Bosides,"” he added, ' we
want to make absolutely eerlain that
Fourstanton i3 inside number thirteen
hasket, don't we? Give that basket a
hefty immilfug—--#nw:ﬁ"

The C.LIL man grinned.

“Yeou're a cute "un, Drake, my lad!”
be chuckled.,  **This i,-" too rich for
words., 'Lire, give us a "and, mate,” he
added, entering into the gpirit of the
thing and giving npumber thirtecn
hasket o violent shove.

“rPain't half "eavy ! growled ono of
the constables, who was gquick Lo caleh
an,

Nunher thirteeen basket dropped from
the tailtboard of the van, a distance of
four feet, It landed with a duil thud on
the zlone pavement n an up-chded
posilion,

From wilhin the basket came a suls-
dueed oxelamation of Rllrpri#ﬂ fiacd ]'m.i:i.
]'_:\.'Edu.:nt]:,- tha "‘-.*.'l:.-slé:ij'lg " lad  boen
caught napping. Ilrake, who was nos-
ing round the inferstices of the wicker-
vork, winked expressively at Pyeecraft,
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“It's Fourstanton, all right!” he
chuckled., “I could just catch a glitmpse
of his face, Get busy, old scout!”

Between them the C.LD. man and
the two constables Hited the basket and
rarried it into the court. There was a
roar of wonderment from the public
and the officials as the procession mmoved
down the aisle with Jack Drake bring-
ing up the rear,

Lord DBarling, the presiding judge,
nearly jumped out of his chair. His
eyes opened wide in astonishment; hia
hands trembled in righteous anger that
the dignity of a court of law should be
outraged o such s fashiow.

“ What—what——" he began.

Counszel for presecution and defence
secaned incapable of speoech or move
movemaont,  The officers of the court
were 1n o similar eondition.  Only the
prisoners in the dock were amused, but
their “surprizse packet ™ was to come,

Suddenly from the public pallery a
rancons peal of laughier foated out. It
waz taken up on the instant by a hun.
dred throats,

“Here comes the washing !V

“A change of linen for the prisoners !

" Haw,- haw, haw '™

Regardless of the grim looks of the
Iearned judge, Pyocroaft & Co. advaneed
up the aizle until they came within
three [get of the judge's bench.

Then the bashet was put down.

“What —what, in the name of all
that’s——" thundered Lord Barling.

“ My lovd, behold my lady friend I ox-
claimed the CULD. man in 8 ringing
vowe, that earried throughout the
eroweked court.

“Haw,. haw, haw !

Az bhe inspector spoke Jack Drake
whipped back the ld of the laundey
baskot,

£ m] Jra

The ejaculabion went up from & hun-
dred throats as there appeared from the
interior of the basket the hesd and
shoulders of a man—a man whose' de-
seription had been broadcast thmuﬁ:-
out the country for over s fortnight,
The man, in fact, who should have been
standing his trial with the rest of his
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vascally collenzues. In short, Dr. Lour-
astanton!

Had the provorbial bombshell dropped
‘midst the dumformded assembly the
result could mnot have been rore de-
vastating. Everywbere vose shrll cries
of amazement, Everfwhere appearved
gaping jaws, wide open, incredulous
oves,

The prisoners in the dock were almost
on the point of eollapse. They shot
their necks forward, unable to believe
the evidence of their eyes at ordinary
range. Dut there was no-mistake. Well
they recognised the face of their chiel,
though hithevto they had seen but hali
of it, on aceount of the mask he hbabitu
ally wore.

As for Dr. Fourstanton himself, it
would he difficult te God word:z to Jde-
sevilbe him. Ilis face paled and red-
dencd by turns, his cruel cves glaved
from one to the other of his captor-
his hands shook in impotent rage.

Finally his sinmster gaze rested uwpon
Drake's smiling face.

“Yon dog'” he screamed.  “You—
vou—""

His words trailed off, his long, taper-
ing lingers worked convulsively, amd a
teackio of foain flecked the corners of his
mouth. Dr. Fourstanton wa: as near
to becoming & madmean at that mement
as it was possible to be.

“The game has beco played to a
fimish,” sa1d Drake coolly, “ You've lost,
doctor. Take vour defeat like a sports-
man."”

ITis words roused the cgroered chiel
ta a fury. Defore any could guess his
intentions he leaped from the basket, his
tong Ningors clutching wildly at the boy
sleuth’s throat,

The court was in an uprear, MNever in
all the history of eriminal frinls, had
such a scenc occurrcd beiore.

Jack Drake found himself falling back-
ward under the weight of that sudden
onslaught; the Tweath was being
squeezed from his body., But help was
at hand. Inspector Pyecrofi, with & bull-
like roar, cherged down upon the bandit
chief. Iliz doubled fist took Dr. Four-
stanton full upon the peoint of the chin,

Eprom, SURRLY,

Diristo

and, with a muffled geoan, the beaten
scoundrel collapzed.

The handeuffs were on his wrists in the
twinkling of an eye, and be was taken
below stairs to the cells.

Then Lord Barling, to whom Pyecroft
lurviedly explained the whole affair.
soothed the agitated cvowed with o few
well chosen words, in which he Jauded
the prowess, the grit. the tfenacity of
Engiainl’s voungest detesfive,

He shook Jack Drake Ly il bhand
as he concluded hiz short speceh, and lis
action was the signal for an oathurst of
wild cheering from the public —a trans-
gression of the luws of an Unglish conrr
that was for once allowed (o pass un-
vherked,

Soever will the boy slenth Target that
proud moment. It more than conipen-
sated him for the dangers he had under-
gone, He was congratulated Ly one of
England's dleverest judges, his name was
beinge shonted to the old oak raficrs by
a erowd of appreciative Englishmen.

“ England will not forget thiz service,”
added Lord DBarling. :haking Drake's
band vigorouwsly., “We are proud of
vou, and appreciative of the splondid
work vou have done. In a few hours
the whole country—the whole world—
will be ringing your praiacs. Well done,

13

rov bad b Well done !

L] - L ] L] L .

For weeks aflerwards the name of
Jack Ilrake was on  cveryone's  lips.
wherever hie went someone was sure o
recognise him, which meant handshakes,
cheers, and the hundred and one ways
in which English men and women like
to pay their bomage to a hero.

In addition to this coniinual round of
fesing Dvake received fromm the Govern-
ment o handsome sum of money, which
would enable him to live in comfort and
idleness for the rest of his days.

Bt that money went straight into the
bank. Tdleness and too much comfort
were nob related to an encrgetic youth
like Jack Drake.

What was more to his credit still was
the fact that his “head ™ remained the
same.  Pyeeroft, who, in his innermost
Licart cxpected fo find a changed Jack
Drake when he called at the rooms in
Baker Street a fow davs after the =zen-
sational affair at the Old Batles, was
relieved to see his young colleapue as
hospitable and upasswning as ever.

*“Hallo, old scout!” grinned Jack as
the C.LD. man advanced with out-
stretched hand., ™ You come at the right
moment, I've just heavd [rom the
guvnor—"

The C.ILD.
clear of the floor.

“F-from the guvinort
“Tink poor old Locke——"

“Not so much of your ‘poor old
Locke,” " grinned Drake cheekily. * One
only talks like that when referring to
the dead.”

“Dut poor old Locke—" persisied
Pyecroft.

“Is very much  alive”  exclaimed
Dirvake, slappiog the C.LY. man on the
back, “Just throw your blinkers on Io
this cablegram.”

In hurried words the ey sleailh ex-
platned” the case vpon which VYerrers
Locke had Leen enpaced, and which had
demanded o much secrecy. Pyecrolt had
another shock,

“Well, 1I'm—"

Words failed him.

mag  almost  jumped

b

he pasped,
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JACK DRAKE,

“U'l read yau il cablegram,” snid
the: boy slewl, whe was thoroughly cn-
Ioyving ihe situation, * borause there's
now v need for secrecy. Liston:

“* [Tearty rcongratulaiions, Jack, on
vour suceess.  Shall be back in Lendon
four houra after you receive this. My
cise also suneeesful, DPut poor old Pye-
croft out of his mizery at once.

Yl FenanErs Locxe' ™

T Well, Prv——"" hegan the C.1.1), man
in bewildernwent.  “If thiz docan’t take
the  biseuit!  ‘Toor  old  DPrecroft,
idleed .

Mo snorted, until, secing Drake’s
crinning face, bhe. too, hroke inte n
heavty [it of laughing.

Drake crossed to the sideboard pnd
ponred out his visilor e " relreslier.”

“Here, old seout,™ he said.  * Drink
fhaz 177

The CID. man raised las glass awd
clearéd his throat.

“I'm going to propoge a ioast,” he
siieh. * Thoere's no one to drink it except
mysclf, but it's a genuine toast, for all
ihat. 1 propose the very good health and
continued  suecess  of  the  Deputy
etective [

THE EXD.

{Bc surc and read the apening chap-
feirg of “The Folden Pprontid!P—e
super story featuring Ferrers Focke, e
srorid-femovs deteefive, and young Jaok
Drake, iz assislant, Starts next weekt)

eladimed Dr. Lo e,
i vou return ¥

(Fmt i from jar.'_r_u.' 204

Bless iy soni ™ ex.
“Lodee ! When ol
Anb=and whail ase vou
doing with that—that oy ™

Gerald Loder veleased Duonder’'z ear,
elosed the door, amd twerned 1o face the
Head arain, 1o and DBilly Buntes
formed o striking contrast as they =tood
side by side, only  their faces  were
equally pale. Loder, shm and set of
face, was frigidly calm.  Boater, faf asid
wiwieldly,  was heaving  convalsively,
ke a mountain of LBlubber set in an
vartbiquake zone.  William Duonter was
- afraid.

Twice Loder licked bis dey lips. b
the words did wob come. Dy, Locke
waited patiently,  Ag la<t the prefect
found his tonguie.

*Ive come here to confess, sin,” e
saic. " I've come to make a clean breasl
of evevyvthing, The stenin and worry of
the last few days have wnearly killed
me. Aad when I heard this fat bheast—
cr—I mcan Bunter—telling the fellows
in  the Common-room that Monsicur
Vevy was really mvself, T dectded to
throw the spengo in™

“Bless mo! Do you mean to tell e,
Loder, that you hail the effrontery to
coefurn to Gresfriars School i the 10le
of a I'vench master?™

L

" But—but what's the meaning of ilus?
Was that your mlea of & hoax ¥

“XNo, 51,77 sald Loder calmly., "1 ve-
furned to Greviviars School to find a
spanner of mine which was kicked wader
yonur earpet on the night thet Monsiceur
Charpentier waz laid out in this room,
I—T was afraid that it might be thought
that I bad struck him with that spanner,
Of course, I can’t cxpect vou to beliove
me now, but T didn’t=—T swear I didn’t—
sirike Monsieur Charpentier with that
spanner !

Now the prefeet’s face was ushed, and
Ivis cyes flashing, as he spoke wehe-
mently.

Dr. Locke scaled himself at his desk
and placed his '.l:'n%er-tipa together.

“Calm  voursell, Loder™ he  said
“Am I to understand that you admit to
being in this study on the night when
Monsieur  Charpentier  was  uncon-
seious P

Cioml geacions !

[ put t.

“I wa~, sir, Dechaps, thoagh, Duonter

| wonld Jike to explain everything fivst,

aml I'l1 make myv confozsion afterwards.””
Thiss exhorted, Bunter was foreed to
inake his <taterment.

Thirler the keen examination of the
Head. the fot junior admitted bhe had
heen invduelging i o trance in the Com-
nwen-roourt again, He had done so on
aveount of the dizcovery and his putting
twa sl two logether. lle took all the
credit of the deductions to lumself, keep-
g Alonzo Todd out of the preture alfo-
el

When the Owl had made his state-
mwent, T, Focke turned again to Loder.
There Cierall] Leder inede E:liri confraaton.
The Bixth-Forner told how he had been
afvaid  lweanse Souwbh Pogsley, the
bookie, had Wackmailed him. He told
how D had secen the letter addoessed in
the puomle ink placed an the Head s desk
by Coshing. He desecibed bow be had
raken the letter fromm the Dlotting-pad
in the =cmi-darkness,. and afterwards
destrayed if, without opening it, i g
sty -

“Fon see, <ir, " =aid Loder, T knew
I could't prove thef 1 didn'i owe
Pugsley any moncy. If wyou had seen
that letter fromy him, wreitten in the
purple ink, yon would have believed I
was =till gambling with him. and have
expelled me from the school.” .

“One mowent,” snil 2, Locke, “You
say vou destroved that letter, Lodert™

=1 did, siv”

* Are you postitive 1t was that particu-
b lettor 97

“I—I think so, sir. I took .l from
your blotting-pad, where I saw Gosling
It was dark when | took ik and
F did't lonk ab it particulacly befove 1
burnt it * Bat " ;

“Bocause 14 appears ko ome, Loder™
2gid the headmnster,  that you took the
wrong letter from my cesk. The letter
vau destioyed waz one which 1 had
written and bad forgotten to post. For-
tunately, ¥ remembered 1t in London,
oud rewrote the letter. The missive
written in the purple ink actually came
te my hand.”

“Then vou knew about Mugsley’s
claim against me, sied”

“MNo, Loder. As o matter of fact, 1
lappencd fo turn that fetter over, and I
aaw that it was nn anonyinous note, As
is invariably my custom in these cases, 1
destroved the letter without reading it.™

“ Ry the way,” put in My Quelch, *1
saw i the newspaper vesterday morning
that & ran named Snob Pugsley was
arrested for blackmail in Ramagate.”

“That's the fellow,” said Loder. " His
honne 15 in Ramsgate,’™

“Then your case as regards the black-
mail would appesr to be proved, Loder,”
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