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Aanyway, 1 climbed
330  feet up Mount
Cook, and decided to
leave the odd 12,000
until some other time,
The scencry bafles
even such a girted
pen as mine.  It's
simply snperb.  Great
precipices, lakes, aml
glaciers—it makea an
ordinary  fellow feel
abont the size of a
flen.

I expect ¥ou DIED

LI P E -

THIS WEEK BY

TOM BROWN,
Study No. 2, Remove

have hezrd a 1ot
abput New Zealand's
natural  &Cenery.
Pepple may  difler
affout our clfies or
our onstoms or Qur
munners, bub |Vry-
pne agrega that our

ESHEEW me, but "tis o pleazont thing
to write a seript withal, unless per-
<hince And

reader, think'st 1 talk through miee hat, I
don't ﬁ:iud-a-dmiuiug that LUve caught this
style of specch from Ehakespeare. L'm cast
a8 Bas fa Wibley's production of " The
Merehiant of Venice,” and 'tis goodly sport, 1
faith, though Wib bags most of the Dfﬂ-:-‘
himueli.

Wit is Bhylock, amd I think thal’s wrong.
He should have given that part to Fishy.
If there is one part in all Shakespeare which
Fishy could play to faction, that part is
Shylock. He'd only have fo be uwatural.

at about this for the

TRIAL 3CERE?

‘tia lines, if thow, O

rontry:  Is your oame Shylock?
SHY : Yep, shiylock. Sure, bol .
I'OR. 1 Aud do you claim the forfeil of
this tond?
SATLOCK: 1 kimda guess god calculate, O
Judge,
That eyvery dollar in thiz guy's
Poss€s3i00 )
Iz lorkeit Lo my suit.
PoR.: Then must the Jew be merciful.
BHYLOCK : Hayest, thou! No, not this baby,
For wmercy, mark ye, Judge, is
kimda soft;
And in Noo Yark we pever have
been lett,
S led ez guy cough up the bond
and guit.
Por.: Suylock, H thow wilt now forego
thy bond,
There's thrice thy oromey offerad
thee instead.

SAYLOCK (joyiully): I kimda guess that hits
me where 1 live, )
For who would be a bovebead big
enoitgh

To clwese a pound of flesh notb
worth a cent

Instead of dollars—do not moke me
langh !

Yet, by my beard, I guees it’s not
enough

To pay a guy a mere three times
hix bond

I that galoot would save lis
pesky flesh

I ghess he's gofta pay his last red

Ba

And maybe I will let bitm owe the

rest.
{Cellapse of FPortia.)

ive me all he's got, O learned

HOTCHA, HOKITIKA !

Have you ever been to Hokitika? Nice
little ];ﬂ!acﬁ. You take the Hrst on the left
down ardate Lene, and it’s about 11,900
miles farther along on the right. It'a in
Westland, South Island, New Zealand., I
;o0 want a spot of mountaibeering, try the
%mmum Alps, They would make you gasp
“Alp!” (Jokel) )

I once decided T would climbh Mouwnt Cook
{12,350 feet), named alter Captain Ditto,
who did a lot of exploring rouml New
Zealand ontil e was eaten by nativea. (No,
we didn't ent bim—the Hawaiion cannihals
did that. [ den't kKnow whether they ccokeu
Captain. Coor.) In New Zealand his name 13
commemorated by the Cook Strait, Coak
Talandz, ete. The Maoria elaim to bave dis.
covered Mount Cook 3 [ew thousand years
before the captain was bers, and they call it
Aorangi—but that's simply their iforance.

geenery f3 without
rival in the world,
Honest! There's 350
muthﬂf it, hanﬂ it's
all so varied, There are ploces where youw
might be in England—little tree-hordered
streaims with eattie-grazing in the meadows.
There sre places whera you might be In
Dante's famous book ™ The Inferno "—great
angry clefta of black rock with eparting
geyzers, like nothing else on earth. )
nth Island's my favoarite, because I live

there.  Many people prefer North Island,
with its famous Lake Rotorua and the
Wairoa Geyser. I like my own alps and
goml old Hokitiha, Hotcha, Hokitika—I'lE be
seeing you in seon!

That's 21l for to-day about New Zealand,

nts—and don't blame a fellow for boosting
i3 own couniry. It's good to be patriotic,
if you don't become a bore!

PUZZLE CORNER

Mo, I'm not going to =0t eny puziies, such
as *“ How many beans make five? or “ Why
did the chicken,” ete.
Ny pt'::zatﬁ‘a qultdi
diferent, bocanss
don't know the
anzwer to it

I'm & sports  re-
porter of the " Grey-
triars Herald."
wrote & really good
report of our last
matel  with  Rook-
wood,  Judge of my
amazement when
Wharton returned it
with a curt mote:

“The Editor regrets

he iz unable to uee this type of bilge, and
would be obliged i contributors kindly
stick to the truth. BRats!—THE EDiToR.

Now, whaddya think of that? I'll' print
part of the report here, and H any reader
can thiok of any reason why thiz particularly
aceurabe report was turned down 1’1 be most
impoasihly obliged to him.

“"GREYFRIARS, 4 ROOKYWOOD, 1.

“Ureyfriars defeated Rookwood with un
expected cate, owing chicfly to their sound-
nes3 at right-back, wherd Brown broke up
the enemy attacks with amazing skilf. Kick-
ing off with the wind in their favoup, (rey-
Trigrs were soon on the atteack, and) thanka
to 3 lopg, accurate pasa by BRﬁWH.F Vernoi-
Smith scored the dret gool within three
minutes. This goal seemed to upset Book-
wood, who played wildly for itlﬂr‘_ﬂﬂd
were unable to - get past the Friara right-
hack, who seemed G- posscss uncanpy skill.
Alter some good work by BROWXN, Wharton
cedred o gramd goal just before half-time.

“In the ééeond ball Rookwood launched o
zeries of hot ratds, and would heve broken
thirough the Friars left fank Bad not Brown
come to the rescue of his harassed pariner,
Bull, Time and again hé retileved Buil's
errors—due to the intensity of the attacks—
byt was ugable to prevent CONEBOY getting
through on the left, while Bull was out of
poeition, and redircing the arrears, He soon
opened the game for his forwards, bowever,
and, thanks to BROWN, flrst Wharton and
then Penfold put on goals, to give Greyiriars
the victory.”

There! I can't imagine why Wharton
rejectead & report like that, any more thar T
tnow why Johnoy Bull wanted to fight me.

EBarmy, both of ‘em-=thal's the only
explanation !
—

RADIO REPAIRS

If yonr radio emits an unearthly shrick and
hecomes dumeb §t means that the ereaturs 13
in a bad way. First take out all its innards
with a screwdriver, Then put as wmany as
possibile back and twiddle the krob, Then
shut the etudy deor and tell the radio set
exactly what you think of it in a few crisp,
unt, wel-chosen words, Now have 2 louk

at the condenzer—if you don't know which

is the condenser, look at the scireened-grid or
the amplifying valve or anything else—the

Brown taking a photograph of Farmer Cobb'a bull.

regnlt 15 just Lhe ssme.  Pol the condensar
on the foor and jump om it; at the same
time, tear your bair smartly and ubter any
words that may occur to: you. Twiddle the
knol». Now ther up the set amd place it
carefully on the foor and retire three paces,
ol then Kick & a3 hard a3 possible in a
norvthi-easterly direction. Now twiddle the
kooh, Pick it up and hash it as hard as you
can on the table, aml! after tlvab bisect it
with & hatehel. Twididle knob ogain.  Xow
#o0 mad aml] Jdance roumd and round the
study, wvttering West Indian yells. If the
ri:ld%& gtill doezn’'t go, ting up the ncarest
ilealer.

Youn might as well have dope that in the
first place, Fou know,

TOM BROWN

Form 12 a eheery, lightiwarted, but sensible
=on of New Zealand. He has as much
COMIONn sense ws auy man o bthe Form, goed
is certwindy one of the most decent and
reliahle fellows af Greyiciars,. A mighty
athtete, he iz o brilliang foll-beieck at footer
aml g engoing slow-modinm bowler at cricket.
Were e ambitions he would make quite a
coind Form eaptoin oamd did, mnlesd, 1111 thet
roler for oo time wlen Wharton  had  been
depersed, Il raclio zet is the only ome in
the Bomwve, Tom is Reen on radio, il s
alway s investiguling iz =¢L Lo improve jb—
amed somietimes does?! Withewl beinge ph™
Tome does hia hest 0 kecp Hazehlene, his
stintymate,  Trom  plaving  the podt--not
always with sueeess. His father owns o huge
shecp farm in New Zeatamd, and, thaough Tam
i% not wealthy, lte sele enoagh woney ™ (o Zo
an with.,” Beown fa alzo Xeem on
plintopraphy.

{ Cartoon by H, SKINNER.}



REVENGE IS SWEET ! Kicked out of Greyfriars in disgrace, Randolph Crocker turns up agaln,
determined to get even with Dr. Locke—the headmaster who expelled him !
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““1 have here a fragment of blade broken from & penknife which was used to force open a drawer

in my writing-table, Wharton,’* said Mr. Quelch,

knife,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunier’s Big Idea!

&l LD Queleh—"
Mr. Quelch, the master of

the Cireyfrinrs Remove, gave a
frown lnitted his
Bunter's fat squeal

sfart.
brows as Billy
reached his ears

That fat squeak floated out of ihe
open window of the Rag. .

In the bright spring morning, M,
COuelch was tﬂ;km? & walk in the quad
after class, Blowly and majestically he
peregrinated along the path under the
windows of the junior room. Near one
of those windows he had stopped, ond,
leaning on an  ancient buttress, sur-
veved the quadrangle, the grey old
school buildi and the beauties of
Nature generally—thinking of anything
tut Billy Bunter, the bright ornamenc
of his Form.

The fat squeak that floated to his ears
reminded him of that attractive youth.

Some Remove fellows had come info
the Rag. One of them was talking—
Bunter, naturally., Bunter was geney-
ally talking when he was not esting,
and often when he was, The window
was wide open, to let in the fresh air
and the spring sunshine, Thus i1t hap-
pruced  that i}illy Bunter's remarks,
addressed #o ears within, reached ears
without.

Mr. Quelch turned his head a little
and glared at the window.

Ho was naturally a.nnn{ed, In ihe
first placo, “Old (%unlelh was a dis-
respectful way of alluding to a Form-
moaster, In Lho socond place, it waa &
misstatemont of faot—Queleh not being
old. He had, no doubt, reached a ripe

F'E‘ﬂ“d. of life, but he was not old—far
rom it!

“What about Quelch, fathesd 1" came
another voice—that of Bob Cherry of tha
Hemove,

“I gay, you fellows, he was fearfull
ratty in Form this morning! I say, Q?}:
can tell you how to make old Quelch it
up for giving us lines.”

Mr. Quelch breathed thard; he
breathed deep! His glare at the
window resembled the petrifying glara
of the fabled basilisk.

Quelch was strungh' tempted to put his
head iu at that window-—in whish case

Enthralling Long Complete
Story of Sehoolboy Adventure,
featuring HARRY WHAR-
TON & 0., of GREYFRIARS,

Billy DBunter would have been wvery
nearly petvified, if not guite.

Buat Cneleh was not & man to take
oflicial note of careless words not in-
tended for his cars. He was very par-
ticular in such matters. S0 he merely

lared at the window: but it was a fear-
nlly expressive glare,

Hea had & glimpse of five heads near
the window inside. Bunter's remarks
wers addressed to Harry Wharton &
Co. But as none of the Famous Five
was looking out, none observed Quelch
in the offiug,

“T can tell you fellows, it"s some
jape ! went on Bunter's ¢heery squesk.

““*The broken segment fifs exactly with your
What have you to say?’” The junior capiain gazed, dumbfounded,

"I suppose you know why Queleh was so
ratty 1n Form—"

“The way vou did your can, old fat
man 1" sgald Harry Wharton, “It was
enough to make any beak get his hair
G.E‘. 1

“Quelech hasn’t much hair o pet off.
He, he, hel But 1 say, you jolly well
know why he was shirly: it's because
he's worried about that prowler who
?QEB prowling at night and pinchin
rom the studies. And he jolly well
takes it out of us, sec ”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips hard
as he heard that.

It was true—only too true—that ho
was worried and perturbed, and, indeed,
exasperated, by the myster of the un-
known person who prowled the school
at night, and had never been caught,

But he was quite unconscious of
having taken it ont of his Form!
Possibly, of course, he had done so un.
consciously, ‘

“Rot 1" came Johnny Bull's voiee,

“0Oh, really, Bull, vou jolly well know
it as well as I del Well, look here,
they've never caught that prowler, and
I don’t suppose they ever will They
fhought it was Smithy at first, but it
turned out that it wasn't, and they
don't even suspect anybody else. The
beaks nre a lot of fatheads, vou know."

“Trot along to Common-room and tell
them 50, suggested Frank Nugent,
“They'd be frightfully interested to
hear what vou think of them, Bunter.”

“Well, loolk here, as they’ve never
found that prowler don’t you fellows see
what 8 jolly good chance it is for
japing Queleh, and making him sit up

THe Mae¥ET LIBRARY.—INO. 1,620,
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for taking it out of uz in {(he Form-
voom I said Billy Buntor cogerly.
“Supposo  somethung  happened 10
uelgﬁ’s study—what would they think?
Why, that that prowler had been on the
iob again, Seei Safe as houses fou
the fellow whe did it

“QOh 1 .

The Famous TFive ef :
nitered that ejaculation  together,
Bunter secmed 1o have surprised them,

“Ben? repealed the astute fat Owl
“That jolly old prowler has done a lot
of things alrcady. Well, suppose he did
one more? You fellows lnow that
Queleh keeps cash in a special drawer
uf his desk., Suppose some of it was
Hiissin H

“What i® ; ;

This time it was not an cjaenlalion,
it was o yell, from the Famous Iive,

Quelch, outside, jumped,

IIo hind been abount {0 resume his
stroll, and lose iho furviher conversation
of the fat ornament of his Form. Now,
hiowever, ho gave a jump, and then stood
etill, staring at the window of the Rag
with quite an extroordinary exXpression
o his faco.

“8tartled you—what?”’ come a fab
shiekls from Bunter, * Some jape, you
[ollows, eh? You'd never have thought
nf ik, I betl I've got braing you
khow 1" 1

“The hrainfulness must be terreific 1™
gasped Iurreo Jamset Ram Singh, the
-.Iuai:;r member of the Co. :

“I" think of things, veu lnow,” said
Bunter. “Faney old Quelch, when ho
found Lthat drawer broken open and the
rachh gonal Wouldn't he raizo Cain?
H Eu%w, ha 1:(’ - . -

*You : ifHing, perneions -
poize 1 F?uspsgdl} Huhg Cherry. Yoo
frabjous, frumptions fatheod——"

“0h, really, Cherry! Don't you fel-
lows see what & topping jape it 157" de-
manded Bunter, “Queleh would (hink
it was that prowling pincher again, safo
as houscs, Stands to reason he would.
4o would never dream ihat it was &
Remgve man. Well, woe snaflla  his
cash—" )

“We—we—we suaflle Tis cash ! re-
peated Harvy Whavton, like a fellow in
3 deeamt. ' We snaffle Queleh’s cash ¥

“That's it! We snafle the cash and
hido it in his Bunday hat—-"

¥ Oh erikey 1”7 y .

“Woll, o won't find it there 1ill next
Snnday  All the week he fhinks tho

rowler has had it—see? Alake him
ecarfully wild—what ¢ Bunter chuckled
a fat chucklo. “Mad as o hatller, yon
bet ! And faney his face, on Hunday
morning, when he puts on the topper,
andt all hizs money comes down in a
shower ovor his napper—what? 1le, he,
he

Billy Bunier went off inio & roar,

Evidently Williom  George Dunler
{hought that this was o fcarfully nmus-
ing udea ! .

unter had that opinion to himself,
howaver, _ )

Havry Wharton & Co, gazed at lim,
not laoking at all awu=ed,

“Yon==yon=you blitheving Lloaley t”
gazped Bob Chevry.,  “Is that what you
call o jape ¥

“Yes, rather! Jupe of tho season ™
zaid Bunter. “The big idea of ihe
term | Don't vou fcllows think sof™

"QOh erumbs! And suppose yon wore
caught pinching from Quelch’s desk?”
shrieked Beb, “Think the beaks would
helieve that vou were deing it for a
vajty ake I

“1 shouldn't bo canght.”

“ Suppase you were, faithead 7™
“Buat I conldn't be”

“ Why couldn't you, idiot?”

- Toe i!m:cr:'r Linant.—XNo. 1,620
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“I mean to say, I should leave ithat
part 1o one of yon fellows” explained
Bunter, “I couldn’ Do coppuad if I
wasn't there, could 177

“Oh 1 gasped Bob.

“T mesn, I think the thing out—ihat
necds brainsg—but vou follows could do
the donkey-work,” explained Bunter.
“But vou needn't be funky; zyon
wounldn’t be copped You've only got to
be careful.  Jt'z bonnd to be put down
fo the prowler. Ile pinched currency
notes from the Head's study, and some-
thing from Queclel’s room, so r'url'lelil it
happens they'll all thick it's the
prowler again. Don’t you =ee?™

“You howling asg—"

“0Oh, rcally, Wharton, it's abouk a=
safe as anything could be!” urged
Bunter, "I thought of it in Form tns
morning, when Quelch waz ragging s,
I suppos¢ you want to make the beast
sit up, same as I do?  Now, what do
yvou fellows think of the ideat’

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
¢aid Bob Cherry, I think we'd better
maka it guite elear 1o Bunter what we
think of that big idea, Don't let us
}ur-‘:a:l.ne;:j him in any doubt albout it. Bag
1m 2

“I say, you follows—lcggo !™ came a
vell of surprise and wrath from the fat
!’.J*-:L of the Hemove, * Wharrer you up
p him ™™ ;

! Yaroooh! Will you leggo ™
shroked Buntor.

Dump ! i

Mr, Quelch stepped 1o the window
and looked in. No one =nw or heeded
lim therr—ihe fellowa in e Rag were
husy. Billy Bhunter was wriggling and
rosring in the grasp of five pairs of
heuds, and Harry Wharlon & (o, were
bumping  him on  tho {oor-—leaving
him in absolulely no doobit aliout what
they thonght of the big idea.

Hump, Lwnp, bump!

* Yaw-ow-ow-ow-ow 1 o

Mr, Quelch smiled faintly. Unwilling
as he was to take noto of words net in.
fended for his majestic cars, 1tk was pro-
bable that he would have intervened,
after what he had heard, to discouvage
Punter from procecding wiil such a
very extraordinary jepe. Bub bis n-
tervention was not needed.  Bunier
was gotiing all the discouragement {hat

was necossary—and  perhaps 3 little
maro.

Bump, ump!

“Oh erikey | Legoo! 10 say,  vou

follows=—— Yoo-hooop ! roarved Billy

Bunter. “1 say—— Deasiz-—drar old
chaps=—rotters—=— Yarooolh "
Bump !

Mr. Queleh walked away, Trom the
open window of the Rag wild roavs fol-
lowed him.  The Famons Five were

still  disconraging  Dunler—and  evi.
tenily doing 16 thorouglly.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Goal !
&« ALLO, halle, hallo! What's
ilua game ™
“Tlon’t you Imii in!"
“PBut  whai's e pame,

Smithy 7 asked Bob Cherry, “Tralling
tliat new kid's leg again, you aesi?

“Shut up ! spapped Herbert Ver
non-Smith. ]

There was o lillle crowd ontside ihe
doorwoy of the changing-reom, when
Harry Wharton & Co. came along alter
dinner.

That afternoon 1ho Creeyfrvines Tirst
Bleven woere hooked io play the first
cloven from Iligi_lmliffu Sehool, and all
the foothalling follows in (be Remove
were poig lo join the crowd lo watch

ihe game.  Tha Highclilfe {cam had
not wvob arvived; but Wingate, 1he
(ireyiviarz captain, and most of lhis
men, werse already in the changing-
rO0I,
The door stood wide open, and out-
sida o nounher of Remove fellows had
sthered. Among them was Herbers
crnon-Srith, the Bounder of Greg-
friarve, with an eld Beecor ball under
his arm, A dozen other juniors had
pathered vound, most of them with
pring on iheir faces.

One face, howover, was quile scrious.
—that of James Duck, the new fellow
m the Remove. Duck was listening
attentively lo what the Dounder was
saying to Lhim, when the Famous Five
Came Uk

The new junior, wiith his raiher long
hair, his bushy eyebrows, and his steel-
rimmed glasses, had bfeome rather 2
buit 1 tho Remove, in the weelk he had
been at Croyfriars

Jolmny Bull had remarked that,
since Duck had arrived, Billy Duntey
was no longer the biggest ass 1 the
Remove. And really the sheepish sim-
plicity of the new junior made 1L almost,
too easy to pull his leg,

““Mow, what you havo 1o do iz this”
satd Vernon-Smith., “It's ibe regular
test for a new man here 1o see how hin
shapes at fooicr. You have fo poce
exactly tweniy paces from 1hat door-

wn_x;gat that ¥
' , thank you ! sand James Duck,

3

“Then you place the ball, und kick
it through the doorwany. You have to
send it as far across ibie changing.
room. 45 you can,”

"Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob, .

“Will {yuu shub up, Cherry? Thivk
vou could do it, Duock

“T think I conld,” said James Duack,
while the juniora round him gurgled
“But there ave somo of fhe Sixih and
Fifth Iorm in the changing-remn—will
thoy mind o

“Qh, no! They'll like it.!®

“Bmithy, vou ass——" exclaimed
Havry Wharton, .

“ Bhut up, Wharton | NoTw,
Duck—"

¥ But suppose (he ball soruck ono of
the sentora 1 that room ™ asked Duck,
inrning his steel-rimmed glasses on e
Dounder in pmoeent inguiry, " Do yon
nol, think that perhaps he would bo a
lifile annoyed ¥

“Aly dear chap, he'd just Javgh ™
assured ihe Boander. * Now, measure
off the disionce and pei going 1V

The Famows Iive, and cvery olher
fellow there, gazed at James Duclk,  le
was really difficult to belicve that tha
most «imple and unsuspecting new kid
could have his inmocent leg pulled to
this extcnt. L

It was cerfain that any jonior whe
sent a sudden Soceer ball whizzing
among ihe seniors would bo azking for
more trouble than he could haudle—
especially if it banged on some high-
and-mighty Sixth Form man in franail.

DBut Jomes Duck seemed to have no
doubt, :

Under the slare of a crvowd of grin-
mng facea, ho walked across o ihe
door to meosurc the distance aa the
playful Bounder had directed him.

From the deorway he starled pacing
hack carciully counting tho paces.

“Took here, Smithy, it's oo bad i
pull & young ass’ log like ibat’” sail
Havry Wharvion. “Give it o miss,”

“Teats 1" yetorted tho Bounder

“My osteemed  Bmithy—" .
mured Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh,

“ Shut up, will you .

“Don't spoil & jape, you men!™ zaidld
Skinner, with o chuckle, et the
howling ass got on with it! HMe may
land that ball in Wingate's eye—"
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“ Don’t you fellows see what a topping jape It is ? ** Billy Bunier's [at squeak Hoaled out of the open window of the Rag,
f* We snaffle Quelch’s cash, and hide it in his Sunday hat ! ** Mr. Quelch stood still, staring at the window of the Rag, with
quite an extraordinary expression on his [ace.

“Ha, La, ha!" .
“Loder's in there, too!” said
Skinner. “He mavy pget Loder in the
ear! Then we shall get a spot of ox-

¢itement.” ‘

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Feter

. "lr pity him if he gets Loder

with it.”

“It'a too Harry,
“HBhut up ! snapped Smithy.
“1 think that is right ! said James

Todd._

bad ! said
Iau%!\ing.
Duelz, coming to s halt. “That iz ex-

actly twenty paces, I think. I am
ready.”

“ Here's the ball [”

Vernon-Bmith dropped the Soccer

ball at Duck's feet. The juniors backed
te give him room, and Duck blinked
at the doorway, through his steel-
rimmmed glacses, and then at the ball,
atid prepared to kick.

That any fellow, at such a short dis-
tance, could send a Soccer bali whiz-
zing tlnmuﬁ:h a large wide-open doo:-
way seemed certain enough, i he could
kick a footer at all, Nobody doubted
that Joames Duelk, duffer ss he was,
would bring off such an easy shot.
What they were interested in was what
would follow—when the ball shot
among the Sixth Form men inside !

“(20 it ! said the Bounder.

“On the bail ¥ chuckled Hazeldene.

“Put vour beci imto 1if, old man!"
grinned Skinner.

Dack kicked.

Dk the shot, easy ns it looked, did
not seem easy to the duffer of the Re-
wove, His {oot grazed the leather and
sont it n:-]lingba couple of feet—inio
o puddle left by rain.

The foot flew into the air, past the

ball. and Duck tottered, and very
nearly eat down, He hopped on his
left lep, and recovered his balauce.

There was a howl from the onloolkers,
“"Ha, ha ha "

Rome lkiclk 1™

“Good man for the Remove eleven,
Wharton !” remarked Squill. “A chap
who can kick like that—"

“Ha, ha ha!®

“Oh dear!” sanl James Duck.
“Where i3 the ball? Oh, here it is!
I will try sgain. Am I allowed to fry
a second time, Vervou-Smith i

“Ohl Yes. Go it!" gasped the
Dounder.

“Certainly I will! My dear Uncle
Perey always said to me, if at first you
don't suceced, try, try, try againl” saud
Duack, with s siaple, cheerful smile.

The crowd of Removites gurgled.
But their merriment did not seem to
warn  Duck that his Jeg was being
pulled. Ho rolled the Soccer ball, wet
and dripping with mud, out of the
puddle, and placed it again for a kick.

Then he took a little run and kicked.
?.“his time the leather Hew from lus
oot.

Dut it did not fly at the doorway of
tho changing-room. EKasy as that shot
looked, it eeemed ftoo tough a proposi-
tipn for James Duck. he ball flew
at an entirely unexpected angle—almost
a richt angle from Duck.  The next
instant there was g terviic crash, as
the wet and muddy football landed

fair and square in the middle of
Herbert Vernon-Smith's features.

Bang !

£ g-h t” !ﬂ

“{raat pi

“Ha, ha, ﬁ:r. L

Smithy staggercd back two or three
puces wnd sat down, with o heavy
bump. The footer rolled down him,
leaving o trail of mud.

Mud clothed his face and almost hid

his fealures, He sat and spluflercd,
while the Removites howled.

It would have been funny, from the
general point of view, had James Duck
landed that muddy ball ameng the
geniors in the changing-room. But it
reomed  funnier  still—to  all  except
Vernon-S8mith—to land it in the visage
of the fellow who was pulling his leg.

“{xoal 1" roaved Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hmithy’s got it ™

“One for his nob ! chortled 8kinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good gracious” James Duck stared
at Vernon-8mith through his steel-
rimmed glasses. *“Did—did the ball hit
vou, Vernon-Smith " :

“Urrggh!” gasped the Bounder. [Elo
spat ouwt mud. “You dangerous
maniac——  Urrgh! I'll boot wou
afll over the guad-——— Grooghl Oh
crumbs!  You  blithering idiot—
Oaoch 1™ i ;

“You asked for that, Smithy I” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. ™ Keep your
temper, old man! You knew the chap
was a silly asse—"

“TIl  smazh  him ! howled the
Bounder. Ho scrambled to his feet,
rod with rage. “Look ab me !

“Ha, ha, hai”

The juntora looked at SBmithy, and
roared as they locked. There had been
plenty of mud on the ball after it had
rolled in the puddle, and the Bounder
was almost smothored.

"I am so sorry " murmured James
Duck. “But 1 will try againl Is it
gllowed to try again, Vernon-Smith #

“Ha, ha, ha 1" shricked the juniors.

Smithy did not answer the new boy's
question. Ile was not thinking of pull
ing Duck’s leg now; he was thinking
of ptmnhinnig his head.
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But the Famous Five prompily inler-
posed o3 he made a jump at Janwes
Druek. They pushed i bocle.

“Chuek 1, SBwmuthy ¥ =aid Ilarey
Wharton.

“T'H smash him i® yelled Smithy.

“You jolly well won't 1" chuckled Bob
Cherry. “¥You've got the wrong end of
the joke, old manl Make the best of
i.h Il‘l

“Laugh 1” chortled Johamy Bull. “It%s
fonny, if you could only sce it, Smithy |
Why don’t you lavgh

“Fla, ha, ha!”

The other fellows were laughing, bui
Smithy did not scom disposed to join i
the perriinent. HHe charged at  the
Famous Iive to get at Dueck, and tho
o, collared and held Lim back by main
forco. Swmithy, in their opinion, had
asked for what he had received, and ho
was not poing to punch the new follow
if they could step 'hi.rll. And they could
~-anel did !

“Oh dear ! said Dnck, Lhinking at
ihe envaged DBounder, as the Famous
Iive held  him, s'crl;n_:rlg::lingr “1 hope
you are not annoyed, Vermon-Bmithi™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Cut, wou ass!” soid Bols Cherey,
rasping with merviment. ™ Hook 1t, fat-
head ! Can't held him for ever ™

“Ila, ha, ha !

And James Dueck faded oub of tho
picture, leaving the Bouuder spluttering
with vage—and mud—aud the other
fellows yelling with laughter.

THE TRIRD CHAPTER.

Bait !

L. QUELCLI stood at his study
window, his eyes fixed on a
junior who was coming to tho

House.

Other fellows, in crowds, were lLicad-
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g for the football ground. llighehifie
had arvived, and Wingate and his merey
wen were gn Big Side with them, Tho
lirst eleven match was about te start,
and crowds of fellows,
juniors, weve packed round the field to
watcl. Greyiriars fellows turned up in
great force, and among thom  were
bunches of Iligheliflians who lhad fol-
lowed their team over.

But James Duck, the new junior, did
not secm  intercsted—almost the only
follow who waa not. IEven Lord Maule-
verer had taken the trouble to walk
down to the ground; even Billy Bunter
was rolling in the same direction. DBuk
Duek was sountering towards the Houze,
and Mre. Queleh, from his study window,
watehed bim, with a rather grim brow.

Anyone zocing Queleh at that moment
could have discernod that he was nob
pleased with that new member of hia
Form.

No ono would have been surprised ab
that, for James Duck scemod as much
o duffcr i Forin as out of it. 1lis con
wasz seldom rootl, and often bad, and his
miztakes were many.

But no one would have guessed that
it was for guite other rcasops that
Lenry Samucl Queleh was displeased
with the new junior. Nobody at Groy-
frinvs Bchool, excopting Mr. Quoeleh and
ithe Head, knew that James Duck was,
in point of faet, Jack Drake, the boy
assistant of IFerrers Locke, the famous
dotective.

The fellows whe had known Diake
best when he had been a Greviriars boy
never dreamed of guessing that they
ad ever seen “James Duck ” befdre.
Certainly, no one was likely to svrmize
that the blundering duffer of the Form
was, in reality, a cool-héaded and keen-
witted detective who had worked with
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goniors  and

Ferrers Locke 1m many 2 dangerous and
Jditiicult case.

Alr. Quelch did not exactly frown, but
hea looked very grim as he watchied the
boy; and, as Drake passed out of his
lina of vision going into tho Iouse, tho
Remova master ghook his head az he
tnrned from tho window.

A fow moments later there was & tap
at his door, and James Duck cnicred.

Ha closed the door carefully behind
himy, and then allowed the steel-vinened
glasses to slip down his nose ond looked
at his Form-master over them,

Quelel glanced at him with  grim
Enaquiry.

“What i3 it, Drake?” he asked. *1
sppese you are aware that it would Le
iudicions to aveid coming lo my study
unnecessartdy iF you arve to keep up the
appearanze of an ovdmary schoollboy
hora B

Prake coloured faintly.

“1 quite nnderstzmci{ that, =" he
answerca. " Dut everybedy e¢lse i-
gaoing down to the football new, and it
15 & good opporfumity to speak o yun
unnoticed ¥

“Wall #° said Mr. Queleh envily.

“Y am afrnid that I have disappobnt el
vou so far, sir,” said Texrevs Locke's
assistant,

“X shal. not deny that that 1z ihe cnse,
Drake,” answered Mr. Quelch. “Yon
wora sent {or Lo investigate tim ey =bein
of iho wnknown Grc;.' riars boy who
prowls the House at night and commi:=
thefta 1 tho studies. 'Lhe Ilead natuy-
ally shrinka from ealling m  official
assistance from the hee; but the
youmg razeai must be detected amd scis
away, and it was upon my advies ihae
Dr. Locke called you in. But—"

Alr. Quelel pavsed.

I amr aware that My, Terrers Laocke
places great faith in yon, Drake,” he
said, " On that 1 founded n:t:i; hopa that
you would be of assistance here. Cer-
tainly you have suceceded in keeping
your presence here unknown; vou play
youy part as o new boy an oy Form
very successiully, But——"

" But——" said Droke.

"1 will be frank,” said Mr. Queldh.
*The prowler cannot possibly suspece
that thero 13 & detective in the Honse
watching for him; =0 far oz that poes,
vou lave succecded. But nothing has
come of it."?

*Fome was not butlt in a day, siv.”

“TF ilia affair is to take as long s
ino building of Rome, Drake, xour
presence here will not be very uszeful |
said Mr. Quelch dryly,

Devake did not answer thabt. Ile re-
membered, Irom his schooldays at Crey-
friavs, that Mr. Quelch had a sharp
edge to his tonguo. He was gelling the
penelit of if.

“Yeou have been here a weel,” con-
tinned AMr. Quelch, “ During that {imw,
ag I fully expected, the prowler has ven-
turced to appeair again, unaware ihas
a deteclive was hera on the watch, Ha
ELEFEEI‘EL! in eirgumstances very favouy-
able to you, actually entering the
Romove dormitory to make an attemns
to pilfer Mauleverer's notecase at night.
Fuortiver, you were actually owakened
and  came inte gomtact with  lim.
Yot—-+

Yot he eseaped, unscen and mrecos-
nised, as he had doewe before,™ said Jack
Drake quictly.

“Precizely I Such & favouralle appor-
tunity is not likely to oconr again, In
the meantime, the mystery 1s unsolved.
and the matier is growing more anl
wern mtolerable,” ssid Mr. Quelch.

His eyes glinted for a moment.

“Tt 15 possible,” hoe went on, “ihat
zomie other unserupulous boy might fake
cxampin from his ueceossful raszealiiy.




There is, at least, one thorouglhiy bad-
hearted bor here, and his identity is
witerly unknown, But ib is known to all
the school that he hog pilfered success-
fully and remained undiscovered. I
dread what the result might be if
there should be other unsuspected bad
characters in the school.”

“I know, sir. But——"

“Only this morning,” said Mr. Quelch,
*] heard & foolish boy talking of
imitating the prowler for the purpose of
playing a stupid jest. 'Dnl%‘u jest was
mtended; but if such a thing should
oceur—and the same idea may have
ocourred to others—-"

“I have already told you, sir, my con-
clusion that the prowler is not a Grey-
friarz boy st all,” said Drake.

Bua]ﬂh made an iit‘i%ﬂieilt gesture,

That is nonsense. Drake, and 1 beg
you not to repeat it ! he sand.

“Vaory well, sir  But though I have
disappointed vou so far, you must give
ma g chance,” sald Drake. 1 had &
veason for coming here now——-="

“Ohy, ecertainly 1 said Mr. Quelch.
IIB“:tl__JI

He paused a morment.

“I understand, DYrake, that DMr.
Ferrers Locke is engaged in the pursmt
of the econvich upert Crook, who
escaped from Highmoor soma time ago,™
he said. *“It was at some inconvenienco
to himself that he sent vou here at the
request of his relative, Dr. Locke.”

“That is correct, sir.”

Mr. Qualch mu%wi

“fn t case, Drake, a4s you appear
to be useful to Mr I , and do not
seem to be so here, I should raise no
vhjection to (i;nur return  to Baker
Strech,” lil]q E:Ii!.i: s

Droke bat hae lLip.

It wps as good—or as bad—as a dis-
missal. It was clear that Queleh was
convinced that he had hoped for too
much from o detective who was, alter
all, only & boy; and that ho would not
have regarded the departure of Ferrers
Locke's assistant as a disaster |

“*1 am very unwilling to go with my
work undone, sir!” said Jack Drake
quietly. “Neither am I willing to re-

ort f)aihlm to Mr, Locke! As vou sent
or me, sir, I think you are bound to
let me carry on.” : :

“(h, certpinly, certainly ! said Mr.
Quelch. “I have little expectation of
results, after what has happened; but
if vou think that ¥our presenco here
will serve any useful purpose, I shall
hnf:e for the best.” Tm—

Ie made a gesture, dismissing the
suhjcck.

“What did wou
about ¥ he askedd.

Joack Dreke took a little leather nole-
case from his pocket. He opened i,
and extracted a small wad of currency
notes in an elastic band which he laid
on the Remove master's table,

Mr, Quelch stared at it.

“What—" he began.

“There aro five Ecrunli notes there,
sir 1” said Drake. I have telken tho
numbers, 1 wish you to lock them in
the drawer in which you usually keep
logse cash-—and leeve them therea; and
leava Fyour study door unlocked at
mﬁht.” i

A trap?” zaid Mr. Quelch.

“ Exactly, eir! If those pound notes
fall into the hands of the prowler, they
will be put into eireulation, and thers
will be & chanco, &t least, of tracing
hira through -them. I shall leave them
lhiera as bait, sir.”

“I am bound to acceds to your
auggcsl:lqn, Drake. I will do as vou
ask,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Very well, Please note
numbers,”

wish to ses me

sir | the

EVERY SATURDAY

Ay, Quelch unlocked o drawer of his
writing-table, dropped the little wad of
pound notes inside it, and velocked the
drawer,

“That is all ¥ he asked.

“That is all, sir!”

And Jack Drake left the study.

BIr. Quelch gazed after him as tho
door closed, and shook his head.

The mystery of fthe prowler was
rather getting on Quelch’s nerves—and
his disappointment in the schoolboy
detective was deep. And what he had
heard from the fat and fatuons Owl of
the Remove that morning had put new
and disturbing thoughts into his mind.

If some other fellow, either in jest or
in earnest, followed the example of tho
mystery prowler, the situation, already
troublezome enough, would grow more
troublezome and complicated.

Tt might lead—and, indeed, unless a
discovery was made, must lead—to the
presenca of the police in the school—a
thought af which the Remove masier
shuddered: His hope in Fervers Locke's
assistant was very faint now,

Hg turned to his window, and stood
looking out into the spring sunshine.
James Duck passed in his view again,
heading for the football ground, now
that his interview with the Remove
master was over,

From the direction of the foolball
field came a roar, The first eleven
match was going on, and Wingate of
the Sixth had put in the ball for Lis
gide.

“Goal!™ came in & roar to Mr.
Quelch’s ears; and he saw James Duck
guicken his pace,

Then, as he glanced at the crowd in
the distance, Mr. Queleh’s expression
suddenly changed—his lips set, and his
ayes ghinted.

Overtopping the schoolboey crowd was
a face he knew—and at the sight of
Handolph Crocker, old boy ,of Grey-
friars, within the school precinets, Mr.

uelch forgot all about Jack Drake and
the secret prowler.

Il crossed his study to the door, with
an expression on his face that boded
anything but a pleasant greeting for
that uldg boy of Crevirars!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

On The Football Field !

113 SAY, vou fellows—"
I “Don’t boather, ass!”
“It's hun ! said Bunter., “I
say, it's him! What a cheek to
come here, wvou fellowsl 1 =ay, itz
him !

Billy Bunter disregarded grammar
rocklessly. “Him,” whoever “him”
was, id not interest Harry Wharton &
Co. so much as the football mateh—and
they disregarded Bunter, keeping their
eves on the held. .

Wingate and hiz moen wore ﬂ.ﬂ&ﬂklhf,
and the Higheliffe men strenuously
defending, ang an eager crowd wa-l:ci;ﬂ’l.
The Famous Five stood in s little
crowd, with two junicrs from Iighcliffe
Sehool—Courtenay and the Caterpillar,
who wers old friends of the Co. Other
Higheliffe fellows were there who were
not their [riends—Ponsonby, Gadshy,
and Monson—sianding at a lLittle dis-
tance.

Pon & Co. were gonerally too slack
to play foothall, or to waich thq EAME ;
but they had come over to see this game
—possibly having some bet depending
on the result!

Billy Bunter was not the only fellow
to notice the man who came sounlering
on to the ground, though most of the
crowd were too keen on the game to
glance round at him,

7

The Famous Five did not turn ther

heads as Bunter squeaked the news that
it was “lhim.” Who “"him 7 was, they
did not know, and did not want to
Lnow.
“I say, you fellows™ Billy Bunter
blinked through his big spectacles at
Me. Randulgﬁ Crocker, and poled
Harry Wharton in the vibs. I sur, he
ain't allowed here, you know—"

“Don’t puncture me, ass!”

. "I mean to say, the Abbot’s Spinney
1s out of bounds since that man Crocker
set up there!" said Bunter. “And I
know tha Head's ordered him to keep
clear of the school?! Lake his cheek to
barge in "

“Pack it up !

“0Oh, really, Wharton——-—"

“Deon't bother !

“Goal '™ roared DBob Cherry, as the
ball went in. “ Good old Wingaite! One
for Greyfriars—hurral ™

“{zoal 1V

The Greviriars crowd roared ana
cheered. Bob Cherry, in his happy
exubarance at secing first blood drawn
for Greviriars, grabbed off his cap and
waved it round his head — rather
thoughtlessly, perhaps! Therc was a
sharp and angry exclamation almost ag
his elbow as the waving cap crashied on

a face.
“Oh! Oh gad! You silly, clumsy
voung ass! Oh!"

Bob ccased to brandish that cap ak
once, and stared round, It was Mo
Randolph Crocker, and he was clap-
ping & hand to his nose, where the
waving cap had smitten.

“0h, sorry!” ejaculated Bol.

“He, he, he ! from Bunter.

“You clumsy vyo fool I snarled
Randoiph Crocker. “ Haven't vou any
sense ! What did you bapng me in the
face for, you silly young idiot? Keep
vour cap away from my gnce, o fogl 1™

“Keep your face awany from wmy cap!”
retorted Bob.

“Hea, he, ho! I zay, vou [ellows, Bob
banged him right on  the boko—
Lic, ‘he, ha " chirruped Billy Buuter.

All the Famous Five looked yrownd
now, despite the attractions of the

ame,  They eved Randolph Crecker
ar from amicably.

That old boy of Greyfriars, who had
disgraced his school and had been ex-
pelled, many long years ago, for pinch-
Ing, was not welcome at his old echool,

He was, in fact, strictly prohibited by
the headmaster from entering the pres
cincts of Greyiriars, Constdering why
lte had been sacked, and that cvervbody
knew why, it was really surprising that
he cared to show himself there.

But here he was—lounging on the

football  ground, tf].;:parent]:.f having
come along to watch the brest eleven
matel:.

Members of tho public were permitted
fo wateh Greyfriars football matches
if the spirit moved them s0 to do; and
more especially, any old bor of the
school was welcome. But that did not
apply te Randolph Crocker—whoso
mere presence, o view of his record,
was an offence—and was, evidently, in-
tended (o be offensive.

“*What do you want heve, DMr.
Crocker ** asked Harry Wharten, very
gquietly.

Crocker gave his nose another rob,
scowled at Bob Cherry, and then
glanced at the eaptain of the Remove.

“Can't an old boy of Greviriars watels
a OCreyiriars match?” he sncered.
“Twenty years ago, I was playing on
this ground.”

At that remark, Courtenny and the
Caterpillar looked at him rather
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curioutly. Pen & Co. cought the words,
und glanced round, S

Harry Wharton compressed Lis ips.

With the Higheliffe fellews locking
n and hearing what was said, be did
qob want 4 row te sfart. It was bad
onougl, for ihat disreputalds old boy
to have ever Been a Groyirigrs man at
all, without drawing tho atteation of
follows who belonged io another seliool
to him.

But the grins that eame over the faces
of FPonsonby, Gadshy, and Monson
showed that they had heard of Sports
man. Crackéy, ones of the Greyfriars
Sixth,

Poiy winked at his friends, snd they
edged a little nearer.

Jobnny Lull opencd his lips with a

rim look at Crockeér, but he closed
them sgain and turned away his head.
The less that was =aid, with Highcliffe
fellows about, the better, Crocker, old
Public school nian as he was, was
elways ripe for e row—and he had had
more thap one row with Greyiriars men
sinca he had set up on the Abbot’s
Spinney  within  sight of the scheol
gates.

Rowing with him under the staring
ryes of a crowd would have been play-
mg into the hands of that peculiar ofd
boy whose chicf object secined to be to
bring disgrace o his old school.

Billy

“He, he, he! came from
Bunter, “I say, you fellows, the Head
will be waxy if he sees Crocker hora”

“Shut op ¥ muttered Frank Nugent,

“But ¥ sar, ho will be waxy!” said
Bunter. Y1 nean to say, yoir know
what Crocker was sacked for, donkey's
years ago—-"

“Ring off, fathead [?

_Courtenay and Rupert de Courey, the
Caterpillar, turned to the game agein

ab once, and very cavefully avoided
s:EFearmg to notice Crocker. Prob-
zbly they bad heard of him, for ha was

talked of up and down the whole neigh-
hourhood ; and they could guess that it
was o discomforting matter for their
Greyfriavs friends,

‘Eulﬁ Ponsonby & Co. had no scruples.
Poun & Co. were going to cnjoy this, as
it was obviously disa .!‘E'I}ﬂ-h{ﬂ to their
¢ld foes, the Famous Five,

“Exenso me,™ said Pon very politely.
“Are you Me, Crocker—the chap we've
heard so much about lately 1

“ Just that ! answered tho Sportsman.
“HRandelph Crocker—I was in  the
Sixth Form here when I was sacked.”™

“What did they bunk you for 1” asked
Pon, with a very curiows lock at the
old boy. ) .

Pon had a fairly thick skin himself;
Imt hoe couldn’s help thinking that thia
fellow must have & hide like a
rhinoeeros,

Obviously, Crocker did net care a
straw about letting the world know theat
ha had been sacked from school. In-
deed, Harry Wiharton suspected that he
had walked in specially to cause a scone
under tha eyes of strangers,

“Oh, I was a bad hat 1" said Crocker
cheerfully, his loud voice reachin
dozens of cars. “My dear old head-
master sacked me for breaking out and
backing horsce, and that sort of thing
—and they fancied thot something was
missing, &0 I wos missing soon after-
wards,

"Oh gad!” gasped Ponsonby, while
CGadsby and Monson simply stared.

Johnny Bull locked round over his
shoulder.

“Shut up, you rotlem rascal;” he
growled,

Crocker did not heed him.

“1 dare say you've seen my sign up
at the hut on the spinpey,” he went on.
“I'm a eobbler now—boota and shocs
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suled and heeled with prompiness and
dispatlch, for cash! I've set up in
business near iy old school, expeclting
to get & good deal of trade from Grey-
friarst k at tho number of boots
and shoca Here that want repaiving now
and then} DBub would vou believe it—
I've not had a single order from here”

“Oh crumbs I said Gadsby.

“ My ol headmaster has put my liltle
shop out of beunds!” sajd Crecker,
shaking his head. “I alinost think that
he doesn't like to zce me about tho
place—old boy of Greyfriars as I am.”

“He, he, he ¥ from Billy Bunter, *I
387, lyl:ﬂ.: fellows, here comes Quelch—
he's looking feariully 3hi:-:tiy."

There was a struggle for the ball
oing on in midfield, %iut a good many
ellows looked away from the Boccer as
the tall fgure of Mr. Qiuelﬂﬁ appeatrad
in the ofing. Evidently, the Remove
master had spotied Randolph Crocker
from the distance and had come down
onn_his account.

Pon & Co. grinned joyiully.

A rhindy between & Form-mastay and
that blagkguardly old Loy would be aa

all and wormwood to the Greyfriars
ellows—and therefore, extremely eater-
taining to Pen & Co.

Fellowa made way for Mr. Quelch as
he strode upon the spot. Even the fuot-
ball wasz almost forgotten, _

Randolph Crocker glanced at the
REJ_'IHJ‘FEI masier and gove him a cool
1exl.

AMr, Gueleh did not return his nod.
Ho gave him a gorgon-like glare.

“Go [* lie rapped.

" Bpeaking to wme, Quelch?” drawled
Crocker.

“ Leave these precinets this moment !
snapped Mr. Quelch. “You are well
aware that vou have no right to bo
herel Will éau go ab once??

Randolph Crocker laughed.

“Pye dl'ﬂp?l}l} i to see my old
school E’rﬂ-{ oothball * he explained.
“Ta tell the truth, Quelech, I've got a
quid on ihe match with a pal at the
Cross Keyzs! I'm seeing it tﬂ‘;ﬂugh‘”

“Will sou go?” breathed B3Ir. Quelch.

“No!™ answered Crocker coolly, "1
won't1” And ha turned hiz boek on
Mr. Quelch and stood with his hepds
i his evercoat pockets watching the
gamg,

rT——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Fulling Guelch’s Nose !

R, QUELCII stood, breathings
Liard.
He had coma there to order
Crocker off. Cracker declined
ta be ordered off, )

A scene on the Greyiriars ground with
farty or fNifty fellows from  another
school on the spot was the last chin
that Alr. Quelch would hLave desired.
But he was avware that a scene was nob
io bo aveided—for the =imple reason
that Sportzman Crocker had come there
with the miention of causing one !

The man scemed to hove no sense of
shame whalever—or, f he had, bo dis-
regarded 16 in his malicious desive to
persecute  the  headmaster who had
sacked him so many yoars apgo.

Few fellows whoe had been expelled
fromn school would have cared to turn
up therc againl A fellow who had
been sacked for stealing might have
been expected to hide himeelf as deep as
lia could from all who had known him.
Crocker, for whatever reason, zeemed
to want to parade his disgrace.

The whola neighbourhood was talkin
of him, of his cobbler’s shop st the nlg
spinney, and the signs he had sct up
over tho fenee there, visible from many
windows in the schocl. 5o far {rom

seching o avoid attention he drew ik
(o himself by every possible means.

Now he had walked in for a vow; a
proceeding that was really gquite une-
thinkable to & man like Mr. Quelch—
and with which he was not likely to
have any patience,

Queleh’s  gimlet eyes  glinfed  at
Crocker’s back—turned on him with
copl disregard. But he seemed, for e
moment, at a losa,

Urocker was speaking aspain—and his
words fell on at least fifty pairs of cars,
He was addressing Pon & o, who
wers gringing.

" ¥es, they booted me out I he said.
“Bomething was missing, and they pus
it on mel They don’t make me
weleomeo here pow ! But, from what I
hear, there's pinching going on in ihis
school now.” )

“0Oh, my hat !** cjaculated Pon,

“ Mot really ¥ =asped Monson.

“Oh, yes—it'zs leaking out!” :taid
Crocker. “Can't Lkeep that sort of
thing dark for long, you know, They
don’t scem zo particular_about it as
they were in my time, From what [
hear, it's been poing on for wecls™

“Oh gad ! mormured Gadsby.

Mr. Quolch stepped to the  eool
rascal and tapped him on the shoulder.
He had had cnough of this=—railier too
much.

“Come with me ! zaid Mr. Quelch,

“I'm nov gpoing yet, Quelch, MHaven's
I told you I've got a quid on this game?
I'm seeing the finish.”

“You are going at once.”

“Torger it I drawled Crocker.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips and
glaneed round.

“ Coker—Greene—Loder—Carnc I 1o
called to four big seniors who wero at
hand. * Please como here and assist mo
in sccing this maen off the premises™

“YWhat-ho [ said Horace Coker of the
Fifth Form promptly., Coker of the
Fiith had hind one row with Crocker
alrcady, and he was ready for anotirer.

X Certainly, sirl” said iod::r of tho
Sixth,

“SBhall we help,
Cherry eagerly.

“Kindly stand back, Cheryy! XNow,
Afr. Crocker, will you come with me
nuietly, or do you prefer to be removed
by forcei" asked My, Quelch.

Coker and Greeno of the Fifth and
Loder and Carno of the Sixth drew
nearer, the junlors making way flor
Lthem.

Randolph Crocker glanced at them.

Crocker was a fairly hefty man, and
e was said to have been o boxer at
Greyfriars, But he had no chance in a
tussle with four hig scnior men; and
the whole mob of jumiors were ready to
join in if further help was needed.
Crocker was there for o scene, but not
for a rough handling,

1o shrugged his shoulders,

“You haven't changed, Quelch ! Lo
remarked. I was in your Form here
onee, you know ; and you wers the samo
crusty old stick then. You were always
a bit of a gorgon, Quelch I

“Ha, he, hol” frr.:m Bunier,

Mr. Quelch glanced round ot {be
cachinnating {at Owl,

“ Bunter 1™ ho mpped.

“Oht Yes, sirl” gasped Dunter,
“I—1 wasn't lapghing, =tr? I—I was
coughing, sir—just coughing——"

“Go to the House, Bunter, and writo
ma two hundred lines of Virgil|” eaid
Mr. Quelch grimly, ]

“Oh crikey! Bat I wasn’t laughing,
sir—I was only sneezing—"" gazpod the
dismayed fat Owl. :

“Gel” hooted Mr. Queleh; and Billy
Bunter jumped, and weont,

siri? azked Nob
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* Put your beef into it, old son ! ** grinned Skinner. Duck kicked. But the shot, easy as it looked, did not seem easy to the

duffer of the Remove. His fool grazed the leather and shot into the air.

Any other fellow who had felt in-
clined to snigpger at Croclker's impudence
was very earciul not to do so.

Mr. Quelch turned to Randelph
Crocleer apgain, and took him by the
arm.

“Come 1" he snapped,

“You'te so pressing, Queleh, that I
hate to say ‘No'l" drawled Crocker.
“ Besides, it's a pleasure to take a walk
with my old Form-masteri Do you
still enap the fellows' heads off in the
Remove-room, Quelch, like you used to
do in my time?"

“Come 1" repeated Mr, %:mlch. drag-
ging at the man’s arm.  And Crocker
wallked away with him, there bemmg no
help for ik

“Oh gad!” gazped Ponsonby. “I1'm

Iad we never missed this, you men!
That old boy is a credit to his school—
whati" .

“We don't have old boys like that at
Higheliffe !’ grinned Gadsby,

“Hardly 1" chuckled Monson.

Johnny Bull glared round at the knuts
of Highcliffe.

“Shat -up,” be grunted, *or you'll
get shut up i’

“ Backed for pinchin',” went on Pon,
unheeding, “and he's got the neck to
show up again! I suppose they don't
mind pinchin® here! From what he
gays, it's still goin' on.” )

“rfhis is the place for it'" grinned
Monson, “Who's doin’ the pinchin’
here, Cherry "

“I'm going to do some,™ said Baob,
with a glare at him, “like this!”

He grabbed hold of Monson’s arm!
The pinch he pave that aym elicited a
loud and frantic yell from Monson.

“Ow! Yow! Leggo, you rotter!
Oh!™ .

Monson jerked his arm away, squeal-
ing, and Bob made a movement towards
Pousonby, But Pos hastily moved off,

tottered.

and Cadsby Monson  hastiiy
followed liim,

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch and Crocker,

anel

side by side, wers walking towards a
distant pate. A good many eyes
followed the two fizures. Pon & Co.

would have been glad for the scenc to
continue; but everyone else was anxiouns
to see the last of Randolph Crocker.

They reached the gate, and DM
Quelch opened it, and waited for
Crocker to pass through to close it
bohind him. -

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I" ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Lool !

“Oh crumbs!™

Fifty pairs of eyes, at least, were
fixed on the two figures at the distant
gate. So far, Crocker had gone quietly;
but he was now out of reach of the
Groviriars fellows. Now he made o
sudden movement towards Mr, Quelch,
and, bofore the Remove master could
euess his intention, grabbed hiz nose,

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly.

Crocker's finger and thumb closed ou
Queleh’s nose, and pulled it! That any
man, however rafbanly, and however
reckless, could, or would, venture to
pull the majestic nese of their Form-
master, was a really impossible thought
to the Bemove fellows! Crocker was
doing it, under fheir eves!

118 h'llﬂ'

“ Look !

“Great pip Y

“He's [}ttlﬁng Quelch's boke—"

“Oh scissors

The loud and startled
Lroke from Mr. Quelch as his noese was
pulled was heard far and wide,

The juniors gezed, spellbound.

Mr. Quelch thrust out both hands,
pushing Crocker off. o

Crocleer, releasing that majestic nose,
gririned, and walked through the gate-
Way.

howl that

** Ha, ha, ha ' yelled the onlookers, as Duck

The gate clanged afier lhim. M
Queleh was left holding botl hands 1o
3 Ccrimson nose ! ; .

Fe scemed petrified! Amaning as 1t
was to the Retnovites to see their Forin-
master's nose pulled, 1t was shill more
amazing and dumbfounding to Henry
Samuel Queleh himself!  He scemed
unable to believe 1!

Crocker disappeared!

Queleh stood holding his nose!

Then, as if comng suddenly to him-
self, Mr. Quelch walked guickly awax
—his face as crimson all over az has
nose

“(Oh, my hat!” hreathed Bob Cherry.
“(h, sufferinz sardinez! Did—did—
did you see what hed did—Quelcl’s
beezer——" .

Hurr?f Wharton's eves glinted.

“We'll make that brute sit oup for
that!"” he said. “The cad would never
have dared lay hands on Quelch if we
had Leen near enough to chip 1™

Y Halle, halle, hallo! There goes old
Wingate 1"

And attention was turned to the foot-
bhall mateh again; and Randolph
Crocker was, for the time being, for-
rotten by the Rewovites, if not by theirv
Form-master. My, Quelch, caressing a
painful nose in his study, was nor likely
to forget Handolph Croclier in o hyery !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Remove On The Warpath !

i ENTLEMEXN, eliaps, and
sportsmen——"
“Hear, hear!”
“0n the  bawl!™  saul

Skinner. .
“ Shut up, Bkinner !
“Carry on, Whartou !
roared Bob Cherry, ]
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There was a mumerans meeting in the
HBag afler class the day aiter the IHigh-
dliffe Brsk eleven mateh,

Almost all the Remove had gathered
there. llarry Wharton, captain of the
Form, stoad on a ehair to address the
meeting.

" Gentlemen, and he
recommenced,

“Ha, ha, lal”

“This meeting has been called to deal
with that cad, that swab, that worm,
Crocker, whe onee upen s time dis-
{,r"r,-l:-&::} Groyfriars School by belonging
o 1k

“Hear, licaz !

“¥You all know what that rotter has
done—" went on the captain of the
Remove, 5

“No need to tell us in that casel”
interjected Shinner. “Tell us =zome-
thing wo don't know !

“T'Il tell vou something wou don't
scem  to know, Skinner! You'll got
booted if vow keep on interrupting.
Gentlemen, that man Crocker was at
this school once, and he used to go
Wagging—breaking out at night, and
that sort of rotten thing——="

“ Awiul I" e¢jaculated the DBounder.
“Thank goodueza there’s no noughty
bovs likn that here now 17

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Tn fact, ho scems to have been a good
deal like Smithy,” went on Wharton.
“Smithy all over, I believe™

“Ha, ha, hat" _ ]

“But he eame, ot the fimsh, to pinch-

Skinner—"

ing, and was spotted and turfed out,”
c:j?:r{iuued Wharton, “Smithy ham't
coma. to that.”

“¥on cheeky azs!™  yelled the
Bonnder

“Fh¥ You bhaven't, have 7Fou,
Sinithy "

“Ha, i, ha!" velled the meeting, as
the Bounder #laved at the speaker on
the chair, as if ho could have bitten
him.

“If he had a rag of decency he would
steer clear of Greviviars after that,”
said the captain of the Remove. * But
has he? XNeo, ho hasn't] Ha's hired
that hut on the Abbot's Spinney, and
set up there to worry the Head—"

“And we're such nice boys, and love
our headmasier so much ! sighed
Skinner.

“Hick Skinner, somebody ™

“¥Yarocogh " roar Skinner,
somebody obliged,

* Yosterday,” resumed Wharton, ¥ the
cad came on our football ground, just
to make a sc becausa g‘:l]ﬂws from
another school were here. He dis-
graced Greyirviars when he belonged to
it—and ho's bent on disgracing it as
much a3 ho can now. And he pulled
our beak's noso—"

“1 gay, you fcllows, I'm jolly glad
that man Crocker pulled old Quelch's
boko, after he gave me two hundred
lines for nothing——"

“ Teiclk Bnntor, somchoady t™

“Yow-ow-onw-ow ] Wow [V

“We're not standing it ! went on
Wharton. - “It's tha jolly old limit!
Quelch 15 a bit of a Vartar in the Form-
room these davs—"

“A big bit 1’ remavked Hazolidene,

“Quite a large bit '’ said Peter Todd.
“In fact, a whole Tartar, and =omoe
over.!

“ Tut that rank outsider =0't going to
handle our beak 7 sard Hul'rfi “The
Remove are zaing to make that clear
to him.™

“ Hear, heay 1" .

“The hearvhearfulness is terrific '™

“ Has Quelch ashed you to take the
mutter up 1" inquired Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
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“ Quelch is our heabe——" said Harry.

“And he pulled our beak'’s beak 1?
said S8kinner. “Nobody here ever
wanted to pull it 1?

“8lut, up, Skinner 1™

“We're going to give the cal a
leszon ' zoid Harry, e can't be
turned off the Abvot’s Spinney, a8
he's taken the Lﬁlnm from tho estate-
ggent in Courtheld,. But ho c¢an be
warned off the Greyfriars pround; and
we'ro going to warn him off. He's not
going to pull our boeak's noso and get
gway with it .

“But he never got away with ibl"
zaid Bkinmer. " Quelch hod it on, as
usual, in the Form-reom to-day 1”

“I_fa, lia, La 1™

“Shut up, you funny assl He's not
gul-ting away with this!™ said I rey.
“Who's game to come along to Abbot's
Apinaey and give that rotter whot he's
asked for?" .

“Out of bounds old man!” said
Hauiff. “Forgotten that the Head's put
the spinney out of bounds eince Crocker
st up there ¥

“That cont be helped! Whe's
coming 1  demanded Wharten, I
Quelch gives us lines afterwards we can
stand 1t. That cad has insulted our
Form-master, and he's going to have six
on the imisr—”

“Oh crikey I”

“From a ¢ricket stump!
to hand them gver.” ]

“Think he'll let yout” grinned
Bkinner. “That chap knocked out
Coker of the Fifth when e wepnt along
hunting for trouble.”

“Yes, I think hoe will let mo,” said
Harry. *“I think ha won't have any
choive about it. ['ve got tho crickot
atump here, and I'm going to give
Crocker zix of the veri best as a warn-
ing ta keep hiz chee i paws off our

I'm going

beak. Any fellow who's funky can
atamed out,  The rest will como with
me. "

“Hands up, everybody who's com-
ing I'” shouted Bob Cherry.

uite a forest of hands went up.
Skinper put his hands in his pockets,
but almost every other hand went up.

James Duclk, the ncw fellow in the
Form, Emt up his hand with the rest;
even Billy Bunter put up a grubby paw,
and Lord Mauleverar took the troubla
to get out of an armehair to put up ihe
whitest and best-cared-for hand in the
Remove,

Evidently there were plenty of fellows
ready and willing to give Sportsman
Grme:d er the lessom for which he had
asked,

Harry Wharton stepped down from
the chair. .

“Come on I ha said.

“PBetter not let Quelch know,"
chuckled 8kinner, “I ean tell yon men
that Quelch won't be grateful. Move
likely to whop you all round.”

Nobody heeded Bkinner, though it
was quite probable that he was right.
Mr, Quelch’s feelings towards the old
bhoy of Greyfriars were very likely
bitter enough, but it was very unlikn?
that he would approve of such proceed.-
ings on the part of hisa Form. But the
Famous Five hagd made up their minds
on the subject, and where they led the
Remnve gonerally followed—and they
{uilewsd oy in a crowd.

Shinnet and Sncop and Fisher T, Fish
were the only Remove fellows who re-
mained in the Rag. Even Billy Bunter
inarched forth with the Hemove on the
warpath. _ Bunter, however, slowad
down on the way to the gates and de-
cided on the tuckshop as his desting-
tion instead. Bul the rest went out in
a rather excited cvowd end headed for

the eorner of Friardale Lane and the
old spinney.

At tho fence of the =pinney thero was
2 halt. Beyond that fence was out of
bounds for ell Greyfriars fellows, and
the place was so close to the school that
the ¢éye of authority was likely to fall
on transgressors at any moment.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not hesi
tate, however. ‘WWharton threw eopen
the gate and walked in, followed hy the
Co.; and the Bounder, who was always
veady for ony kind of trouble wend in
with them. Peoter Todd, Tom Redwing,
%uiﬂ’, Russell, Duck, Ggil}?;‘; Lovd

auleverer, w'ihlf!.f, Micky smond,
and Tom Brown followed on, but a good
i_nanj of the erowd stayed outside tho
ence.

But sixteen fellows walked up the
path to the hut that stood over the site
of the ancient abbot’s cell on the
spinney—more enough to handle

andolph Crocker if he tg&?a trouble,
as there was little doubt that he would.

The door of the hut was wide open,
and Randolph Crocker was lounging 1

the doorway, smokic, a cigarette.
. He stared at the crowd of Greyfriara
juniors.,

“What the dickens do you wanti” he
asked. *“Have you come here to have
your boots and shoes mended 7

“No: we've come here to have your

manners mended, Mr. Crocler,”
anawercd ITarry Wharton, Ile drow
the stump from under his coat

“ ¥Yesterday you barged in at Greviriars
and insulted our beal—"

Crocker grinned.

“How 18 Quelch’s nosei” he asked.
* Red and raw, like Manian's—what 7"

“Never mind that! Yow're going to
be. whopped for your check,”’ explained
the eaptein of the Remove. * Will you
bend over that bench of yours, or would
you rather be chucked over it 1"

The Sportsman stared at him blankly
for a moment, and then burst into a

laugiil]. _
“Run away while you're safe,” he
suggested,

“Collar him ' gaid Harry tersely.

There was s general forward morve,
watched with excited interest by the
fellows who had staved at the fonce.

Handolph Crocker threw aside has
cigarette, and the derisive grin on his
hard-featured face changed into in
T ——

“ et out ! he yapped. .

“Come on, you fellows 1™ said Harry.

He led the way: and Randolph
Crocker’s clenched fst lashed cut too
suddenly for the captain of the Remove
to guard. That fist crashed on Harry
Wharton's chest, hifted him off Lis Ieet,
and sent him spmmnf backwards.

He gave a gasp as he fell.

But even ns he went down the Co,
jumped at Crocker and g ed him.
A quick jolt from the old bay's hefty
fist sent Bob Cherry spiuning; but tho
other three bore Crocker kwards,
and he went down heavily.

Harry Wharten and Beb Cherry
serambled uwp and piled in, and the
grasp of a dpa:rzen other hands was coon
added.

Bonch and chairs, boots and shaes,
all zorts of things went erashing right
and left as SBportsman Crocker rolled
and swayed and heaved and struggled
and yvelled and kicked in the grazp of
many hands.

_

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Six For Crocker !

% OT him 1”
(J “Hold him ™
# &1t on his head I

Randolph Crocker, etill wrig-
gling, sprawled in the grasp of the



GrovEviare juniors: he pasped ana
panted and gurgled for breath.

There were 2 pood many signs of
danage among tw f[ellows whoe held
hitn : but they had him at 1ast, and they
held him, and the Bportsinan was
powerless,

Harry Whavton, panting, glanced
round far the cricket stump which he
had brought for the benefit of Sports.
muain Crocker, but which had been
dropped in the tuszle; it lay on the old
stone-flagged {looy, among a litter of
other  things that had  fallen from
varions poclkets as the juniors rolled
over i e strngele with the Sporteman.

Lovd MAlauleverer's  wrist-watch—the
strap broken—lay there, and a eigar-
ette  ease belonging 1o the Dounder
beside if; a big pocket-kunife that be-
longed to Boby Cherry, and a silver-
kondled penknife that was Wharton's;
Peter Todd’s foudain-pen, and James
Duck’s steel-riumcd glasses: and many
other smnall srticles. In the midst of
the scatteved litter from many pockels
lay the erickes sturap, aud Harry Whar-
ton caught it np.

“Bend him over!™
lesel v,

“What-ho ! gasped Bob, )

“Bhove him acvoss that bench ! sald
Bmithy. “@tick that hench up and
stick him neross it 1"

The cobbler's bench had gone over in
the wild and whirling shindy. Two or
three fellows grasped it and set it up
apain; then Randolph Crocker, swung
off the floor in innumerable hands, was
pitched seross it face down.

He struggled and kicked and yelled;
bt his arms and legs were gripped, an
he had no chance of getting away.

“8ix on the bags!” said Bob., "It
will remind him of old times at Grey-
friars—what %"

“kHa, ha, ha "

“You can fancy you're in the Remove
ngain, M. Crocker,” grinned Lord
Mauleverer, *and that Quelch is givin'
vou six—what " )

“Stand clear!” said the capfain of
the Remove, swinging up the cricket
stump.

“Go it1”

“If vou dare—" shrieked Crocker.
He could not wrench himeelf loose, buf
e twisted round his head and gave
Harry Wharton o deadly glare. “ You
dare to touch me—="

e said breath-

“Didn’t you dare to lay your paws
on Quelch?” answered Harry disdain-
fully. “0ld Quelch eouldn't handle a

hefty brute like you, or youw'd never
have dared to check him as you did,
You're going to be whopped for 1t—and
yvou're going to be whopped hard !
Whop [ )
The ericket stomp came down with a
vipging whop that rang like a pistol

shot through the hut on  Abboi's
Spinney.

From Crocker came o yell of rage
and anguish. Probably he had been

whopped a good many times in his old
days as & Grevfriars man, but probably
he hoad never liked it—and he liked 1t
still less now. He made a frantic effort
to tear himsclf loose, but the Removites

jammed him down on the bench,
Whop |
Another wyell from Crocker. He

twisted his head round again, and his
face was white with fury as he glared
at the captain of the Remnove.

“11l make you sorry for this!™ ha
hissed. 1 .

At present I'm making you sorry
for handling Quclch,’ answered Harry
Wharton. “You're going to learn to
Leep vour cieeky paws to yourself, Mo
Crocker.”

VWhop 1
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Yell!

Harry Whaorion was putling plenty
of beef inte it.  Even Loder of the
Hixth had never handled the ash with a
heavier hand.

Wlm;:1

Crocker made so desperate an cffort
that Le almost stcceeded in breaking
locse; but grasping Yands jammed him
down agzin. and he writhed and panted
on the cobbler's bench.

Whop !

Crocker yelled again frantically., LHe
dragred a leg loose from Lord Maule-
verer, who was grasping it, and kicked
put,

He did not care where the kick
landecl, and, as a matter of fact, it
would have landed on Mauly's aristo-
eratic features, and done considerable
damage there, had not James Duck
snatehed at the ankle, and dragged the
kicking foot down in fume.

“Oh gad ' gpasped Lond Mauleverer,
“Thanks, old bean!”  Muauly rubled

H

Dut he knew what Lo expecl if he did,
and he controlled his fury. He stood
panting, wriggling from the swipea of
the cricket stump, and glaving like
some eavage animal. -

“¥ou young hounds, you walt &
Bit 1" he gasped, m a choking voice.
“1'11 make yvou sorry for this!”

“YWhy make ns wait?' grinved the
Bounder. “Go ahead, Crockes ™

“Lift a finger. and we'll collar vou,
and give you another six, Mr. Crocker,”
said the captain of the Remove, with
cool contempt, “There's only oue way
to deal with a rotter of your kind, awd
that's the way."

Crocker's cyes glittercd at ihe cap:
tain of the Remove. But he made no
answer. e stood leaning on the door
of the inner room, panting aud ga-p-
]“n‘_ .

Lovd Mauleverer bad  picked up
Duck's spoectacles, and he handed them
back to him.

(Continucd on next page.)

lis mose, which had
been hardly an inch
from Crocker’s heel
when Duel; dracged
tha foot down so
promptly. “Got
that hoof =afe?™
“T've got itt"”
grinned Duck.
Mauly gave him
rather a curlcus
look. Duck had
acted with a
promptness  rather
urprising in the
duffer of the Re-
move. His glasses
lay on the Hoor, and
he scemed to have
forpotten them; but
he also seemed to
see quite well with-
out them. As if he
read what was n
Maulv's mind, the
new junior aodded
quickly:
*1 say, keep an
evae open for my
spece, will you? I've
ropped them some-
where, Don’t tread
on them. I've got
thia sportsman  all
right. 1 say, look
for my specs, will
you?™
“Yaas"
Maulx.
Whon 1
The ericket stump | |
came down for the I
i
[

seaid

{Please writein B

gixth time with a
resoundi whop,
followed by a roar
from BRandolph
Crocker.

How did he manage it? Easy !
He just asked Mum to let him
have the coupons out of the
EBournville Cocos tins, He only
needed 28. When he had saved
them he sent them to the Gift
Dept.,Cadbury, Bournville, ask-
ing for Gift No. 1084 and in a
day or so the postman delivered
it! Why not do the same your-
self 2 Post the form below and
you will receive a free coupon to start
you off and the new Bournville Cocea N
Gift Book illustrating lots of other £

grand gifts

POST COUPON FOR YOUR FREE COPY
To GIFT Dept., CADBURY, BOURNVILLE,
Plegze send me the age Book of Gifts with free coupon.

NAME.......cinniiinne
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Dark in pwpeaiod

Faiiin I
N g e L I

“That's six " said
Harry. He put the
giump nunder his
arm. “HRoll that
brute off tha bench |
That's the lot 1"

Crocker wons
rolied off the benah.
He rolled on  the
stone fogs and

46-47,

Yif wvou own a Riley
Table. 8/- DOWN brings delivery. Dalunce )
monthly. Send for Catalogue Lo show Dnd. %
E. 4. RILEY, LTD.,

ACCRINGTON, or Dapt. 30,
Mewgate Street,

YOUR CHUMS WILLA

E€NVY YOU

HHome ™ Billiard S8

Belmont  Works,

London, E.C.1.

serambled up with a
face of fury.

Flia hands were
clenched, and his

Australia

_ = kA seeks Boys (i4-18 years) for farm
31':';‘_. t[;lnm;‘g; }‘;‘5 work. Training in England. Outlits
tam;:tcdy to mﬂ; al provided. Assisted Passapges. Particu=-
the crowd of Grey- tars : Emigration Seeratary, BSalvation
friars fellows, hit- Army, 103, Queen Vicloria Street,

ting out right and

left. or

London, E.C.4, 203, Hops Street, Glasgow,
115, Mount

Pleasant, Liverpool.
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James Duck adjusted
blinked at his lordship.
“Thanks " he =aid,
they weren't trodden on. zay, whom
do these things belong to? I zuppose
that cigarette-case belongs to Crocker.™
“Buppose  osgain!”  grunted  the
Bounder. “Haund it to me, you silly
ass!” he added, as James Duck picked

1t up.

Dick blinked at him.

“Yoursi"” he asked.

“¥Yes, fathead ! .

“(Oh, good gracieus!” said Duck.
“I was told that fellows in tho Re-
move were not allowed to smoke™

“Tdiet ! was thae Dounder's reply
to that.

“SBmithy does things that are not
allowed, old bean,' grinned DBob
'f:'fl:l!lrri:r “Ha can't help h!rEuE n silly
ass. 1fallo, halle, hallo! That's my
pﬂckut-huii’a i Bob picked up his
pocket-knife.

“That's my penknife,” said Harry;
amd Duck picked it up, and handed it
1o i,

Quite a lot of loose articles had been
seaticred in the wild siruggle on the
floor, and thoe wvarious ownors soried
them out, snd picked them up, Crocker
watching them with a savage scowlin
birow. Among  other things, Duc
picked uwp a [olded, crumpled racing
paper.

“That's yours, too, Vernon-Bmith?"”
he ashked innocently.

¥ No, iliotl” snapped the Dounder.

them, and
“Jolly lucky

Even (o gcapegraco of the Remove

did nobk carry racing papers in lus
pockeis,

HThat's Cracker's, T suppase,”™ said
Havey Wlharten, *That’'s the sort of
cobbline e does hers ™

Duck gave Crocker a blink through
his elaszcs,

“Ia this yours?” e asked,

“Yez, you feoll” sparled CUrocker.
Dok laid the racing paper on the
Licuch.

“AWill rou voung scoundrels got out
of my place?™ szaid Crocker, belwecen
his teeth, *I shall complain o your
Lheadimaster about this ™

“NFou can  please  yourielf about
that,” zaid Ilarry Wharton, ™ But
voir'd belter take that six as a warning
to  steor  clear of Grevfriacs, My
Crocker. You'll gep some more if vou
ask for 1LIY

“Lots 1™ prinned Dob.

“The lotiulness will be terrifie, my
csteemed  and execerazble Crockept’

And the Greyfriars fellows trooped
out of iho hut, Randolph Crocker
scowling savamely after them as they
went, his  bitter glare singling out
Harry Wharton {rom tho rest,

That look showed plainly enough
what the captain of the Hemove had
to oxpect from Crocker, if a chance
over came the raseal’s way.,  But Whar
ton, 1f he noticed it at all, did not
haed it :

The Greylfriars crowd walked back
to tha school, aquite satisfied with the
way thev had dealt with that eold bov,
though by ne means sure that My
Euelell wonld be equally satisfied 1f he
heard of it.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A False Alarm !

ARRY WIIARTON opened his
oves in the darknesa of the He-
move <ormitary, and
his head en his pillow,

The captain of the Remove avas uot

gleeping 30 peacefully as usval.
In the oxciiement of dealing with
Rondolph Crocker at the hut on the
Tue Afsgyer Lipmant.—No, 1,020

turicd

THE MAGNET

Abbet’s  Spinney  he  bad  hawdly
noticed the heliy jele dthar Crocker had
Fl'l-'l‘_'l'.l him. But he had 10 notice it
ater, as 1t had lelt a rather painful
bruize which caused him o good deal
of dizromfart,

Several times that night, since rthe
Remove had drepped off io sleep after
lights out, Wharton had awakenaed,
though he wvery soon went to sleep
BEail,

Now, a3 he turned his head on the
pillow, he heard the last stroke of
twelve dying away, and, following ir,
n faint sound in the dark.
sounid his eyves, which had been about
to close, widened, and he peered into
the shadows of the dormitory.

Sinee the myvsrery man had started
prowling, any unusual sound at night
naturally brought the thought of the
prowler inte the mind of any fellow
who heard it.

Unly a few nights ago the prowler
hadd wisited the Remove dormiiory, an
Lord Mauleversr's noteease had had a
narvow cseape from his flehing (ingeya.

Nothing hod been seen orhheard of
hin since, but every fellow wondered
whether, and when, he would prowl
again, And Wharton, certain that he
liadd heard some famt sound of a move-
went, sat wup in bed, and peered in
the dark, listening intently

It seemed to him, thouph he could
not he eevtain, that he saw a darker
patch of blackness in the gloom than
moved even as his eves glimpsed it
With the movement ecame a  faint,
Lbarely auwdible sound as of a stealthy
footstep.

Wharion did not. hesitate. I+ might
be a faney, -or it might be some fellow
out of bed, bug it noght be the secret
prowler. And the captain of the Rae-
move made a :wift spring from his
bed, and leaped in the direction of that
dim, shifting shadow.

ITis owtstretched hands touched only

empty space.  1f the prowler was
there, e was dedgmg away in the
darlkness,

Harry Wharion ran quickly across
towards the door. He was guick; but
tha prowler, :f he was there, was
quicker,

It seemod to Wharton that he heard
a sound of the door softly ugmbing ang
shutting, A moment later hie reached
the doov: bnt it was shuet and latched,
If the prowler had been there, he was
gone.

Instantly he tore the door open. He
flung it wide, and ran into the pas-
sage. L'we or three voices called from
the dormitory; several fellows had
been awakencd by the sounds he had
made,

“What the thomp's that?™ excloimed
Herbert Vernou-Smith,

“Haulle, halle, halle I¥ murmured Bob
Cherry. “Whe's upi”

A bright flash of light came like a
stab in the dark. Uno fellow had leaped
out of bed with an electric torelr in his
hand, Tho bright Leam Ouzhed round
the dormitory. W

It was James Duck, the now junior,
who had leaped up so swiftly at the
first sound in the silence of the night.

Ta snatch the torch from under his
pillow and flash it on as he sprang out
of Lhed oecupied Jack Drake less than
a second.  The light gleamed on tho
open door, and Drake cut across swiltly
1o the doorway.

“Who's thati” ealled out Jobuny
Bull. A dozen follows were awake now,

Drake did not fieed,

The door was wirde open, which meant
that soreeone had left the dermitory.

The schoulboy detecrive flaxhed (o
light nww ihe passage.

At that,

have

e almost dropped it o los astonish-
went ab the sight of larey YWharton
there! Ie was only a fow momenis
after the captain of the Remove,

“Wharton! Ts that you, Whartoni®
he exclaimed,

Whartorr Blinked in tho fashing
light. Ile was torming back to the
doorway when Drake veached it from
within, lle had heard and scen nething
in the passage, and the prowler, il ho
had been there, was gone.

*Yes—don't blind me with that light,
you ass!” he answered. “Who i3 it—
oh, you, you fathead! Nothing to be
afraid of thas time, yvou duffer t?

“What the dickens are vou doing out
of thae dorm ™

::%} hrlmughl: I heard somebody—=»

Harry Wharton came back into the
dormitory. Ile was uncertain of whal
he had seen and heard, yet ho was
almost sure that someona nad boen in
the room.

Drake stopped back, and shut off the
hight, and Wharten closed ithe door.

“Is that vou, Farry?” came IFrank
Nugent's voice,

“¥ea! Bhow that hight agan, Duek
—and eome along to Mauly's bed,” said
Harry Wharton, “I'm almost suve thak
somebody has been hove—and if he has,
it's Mauly's notecase he was aflter”

There was a sleepy chuckle [rom
Lord Mauleverer's bed.

“Nothin® doin’ thiz time, okl bean ™
said his lordship, “I've parked iy
notecase in a safe spob in case that
jolinny ealls again! If he's been rootin'
thmuf;h my  clobber, he's had  his
trouble for his jolly old pains.”

“Tet's see!™ exclaimed the Bounder,
and he jumped out of bed.

Several other fellows followed his
axample,

James Duek turned one the  light
again and shone the beam on  Faord
Mauleverer's clegant clothes folded at
his bedside. ‘

On the previows occasion,
clobber had been disturbed and scat-
tered by the prowling pincher, But
there was no sign of disturbanco now.
Mauly's clothes had net been tonched.

“Nobody's beent hore ¥ zaid Vornon-
Smith. “Not after Mauly, at any rate”

“Mauly's the man he would be
after 1 sard Skinner. “He knows that
Mauly is eaked with dough”

“Teiter look at vour own fogs,
Srithy * said Peter Todd, *“He may
en through your pockets this

Alauly’s

tiumne.”

“Show that lLight here, Duck [ saild
the Bounder quickly.

But there was no sign of Verno-
Smith’s clothe: having been disturbed.
‘I'hora was, in fact, no sign of anyono
having entered the dormitory at all
Some of the fellows wore grinning.

“Wighimare!® yawned Skinner
“Don't wake me up next time wyou
dream that the prowler has been here,
Wharton.” ) .

*Wharton's getting nervy [ giggled
Bnoop.

“Shut up!” growled Bob Cherry.

HMHavry Wharton bit his hp with vexa-
tion. e was neot in tha least nervy,
but it certainly did look as if it had
been a false alarm and the juniors dis-
turhed for nothing.

“I thought I heard somebody, and I
thought I saw something movel” e
said quietly. I may have been mis
taken—but il the prowler butts in here
again, we want to get him, I suppose.”

“Yes, rather!” seid Johnny Ball
“And you necdn't snipger, Snaopey---
if vou thought Tw was here, you
wouldn't jump out—you'd dodgze vndep
the bedelothes,™
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“*Well, nobody's been here!” granted
tho DBounder, “It's rather fatheaded
to walie everybody up for pothing.™

*You woke evervbody up the oiler
right, thinking it was the prowler,
when Bunter was playing a fool tricl 1™
snappoed Wharton,

“Well, it was somcbody, at any rafte,
and this time it's nobody Y snecred
Vernon-8mith, *“ Nobeody's been here,
and it's just nerves——"

“Oh, don't be =z fool!”
Whorton's Llempoer was rising.

“I'd rather be a fool thon a funk ™
retorted the Bounder.

“You checky cad—

“Bhut uwp, Bmithy, for goodpnosy’
gale 1" came Tom MNedwing’s voice.
“Can't you ever open your mouth with-
out ragging somebody ¥

“Rats to you!™ snapped the Bounder.
“There was nobody hers, and Wharton
Lnows it as well as I do, and T said it
was fatheaded to wake ws ell up for
nothing, aml =0 it is. We'd betler switch
tho light on, if Wharlon's getting
scarved of the dark.”

“¥Fou're asking to have your cheeky

Harry

1y

nosa punched, Bmithy ¥ said Dob
Cherry. “You'd betice shut wp I
“ Rats 1"

Vernon-Smith went bacl to his Led.
Tha other follows followed his example,
and Iarry Wharten turned in, in angry
silence.

The Remove fullows were soon asleop
azatn, but Wharton did not sleep
goundly. That painful broiss where
Crocker’s Lnuckles had struck him was
troubling him, and he was in an angry
and irritated mood which did nob con-
duce to balmy slumber. Bot his eves
closed at last,

It was at a later hour, though at what
timo lia did not know, that he woke
with a vague impression that soracbody,
or something, was stirring,

Ile lifted his head and listened: but
if there had been a sound, e heard

The door of the Rw:—mﬂve—rum sdﬂenl:,r opened, and Wing
Greyiriars capiain, staring at the startling scene,
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nothine more—and he laid lis head on
fhe pillow again.  Afier one false
alarm, he did not want to cousp
onobher and hear Skinnes's gibes and
the Bounder's enieers over agatn.

He clozed his eves and =slept againg
and if, indeed, the prowler had visited
the Remove dormitory, Lo came awd
wenb unseen and undiscovered,

Bt —om

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
What Happened In The Night !

i UCK I s
“Yos, sic!l”
“You will go to my study ¥

“Very well, sir!l”

Me. Queleh's faca was set and sovere.
It had worn its most unpronusing ©x-
pression  all through breakfast, and
after brekker ho addressed James Duck
in & voico of ice.

Many Remove [ellows had noted that
James Duck did net seem to be 1n
Quelch’s good graces of late. They
attributed that to the fact that ke was—
or, at least, appeared to be—rather a
donee in Form.

Now 1t was casy to see the Romovo
master was far from pleased with him,
and the fact that he had orderved him
to his study indicated that there was
trouble ahead for the duffer of tho
BRemove,

James Duclk did noi share ithat
opinion, however; for Jack Drake had
no doubt that Br. Queleh had some
communication to make to him in the
study; and he wondered whether any-
thing had been seen or heard of the
secret prowler durving fhe night. In
ihat cose, Queleh was bound to apprise
Fervers Locke's assistant—little faith os
e now seemed to lave in hamn,

Whila the rest of the BRemove went
out of the Floose, Dalie went to his

/ %/f Y6

._,:'I,-" , =
ate of the Sixth strode in. ** What the dickens ! ** exclaimed the
“* Is this a Form-room, or a bear-garden 7 Stop that, you young sweeps ! ™

Iorm-master’s study, and blr. Quelch
followed him there.

Flis face was grimmoez than ever as he
closed the door and fixed biz gualet
eves on Drake's inquiring face. Il was
clear enough o the schoolboy detective
that something had harppan&d.

“You have something to tell me.
sir 7" asked Drake wvery quietly.

“Yea!” Quelch seemed 1o bite off
tha word.

“The prowler—="

L1} "E:I'EE [42
“In this study "
oTr P
o8 L
Drake’s glance shot round. Ona
drawer in Mr. Quelch’s writing-table
was open. It was the drawer in which

he had placed the Little bundle of
curreney notes on Wednesday afterncon.

The rchoolboy deteclive's oyes
gleamed. e could guess now that that
wad of notes had disappoeared.

“I am bound, Drake” said DMMe.
Quelch, in the same 1oy tones, “to in-
form vou of what has ccenrred, as you
are here on Ap. Ferrers Locke's in-
struetions to itavestigate. In  secord-
ance with your requeszt, I have left ray
sbudy unlocked at night since the notes
woro placed in that drawer., Last night,
the study was entered and the noles
taken.”

He pansed o moment.

“I discovered thiz as soon a3 I came
down this morning.” ke went on. "1
have, 50 far, saul notling of the matler,
nnd evervthing has been lofi as T found
it for vou to examine.”

“Thank yvou, eir!” said Drake,

“You will find that that drawer has
heen  foreed  open,”  continued Mr,
Cuelch., “ Other drawers alzo have been
forced, but nothing iz missing except
the notes, ns no other money was left
liore.  ‘Lhe  thief appears to  have
attempied to open the derawer with a

(Continurd on page 16,)
Toe Magser Lisnsny.—XNo. 1.620.
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{Centinued frem page 13.)

peaknife, as vou will gee that there is a
frogment of a snapped-off blode there—
Luit gome stronger instrument raust have
been uwsed alterwavds, judging by the
condition of the woodwork—probably &
chisel, or same such nstrument, from
a schoolbor's tool-cliest,”

He poused again.

“Rome deys ago, Drake, you stated
to mo vour belicf that the prowler was
gome persat froem outside the school™
he sad.

“Yos, siv!”

“Eome person,” said Me GQueleh,
with a saveastic note in lus voice, ™ who
confrived to enter endd leave without
leaving a trace bebipod him?

Drafie did not answer that,

“I told you at the tune that such an
iden was nonsense,” sald Br. Quelels.
“and this ocenrrence is a proof of it, if
proof i necessary.  Obviously, this is
thwe worll of someone inside tho Houge”

“I had reason for what I said, sirv!”
Drake’s volce was cool and guiet, *The
vight the prowler came to my dormi-
rory, I goi lold of him, and though he
caeaped unscen, I know that he carried
thie miarks of my knuckles on his nose.
Ivo sucl: nearks were found on any face
i tlwe schiool, and sg—"

“Obviously, you were mistaken,”
sabd Mr. Quelch, “and T trust, Drake,
that yeu will dismiss that absurd iden
from your mind, and moke some cndea-
veur to discover the miserable boy whao
Las Leen here, The matter 13 dis
tressiang beyand words, It is impossiblo
1o astertaine whetnar this 12 the work
of the unkoown rescal who is referred
to a5 the prowler, or whoether somo
other wretched boy may have followed
iz example—or even whether it i3 a
foolish, insensate jest by zome slupid
bov like Dunler.”
h'i'i{m Bemove master breathed wery

ard.

He was decply disturbed and dis-
tressedd;  and he evidenily expected
iikrle from Ferrers Locke's assistant,

Matters had, in Fack, pone from bad
to worse singe the arrvival of Jack
Drake ab his old school, under the
nane of James Duck of the Renove.

Urake coloured a litile.

“1 wili do my best, sir 1" he said. *1
am still convinced that the prowler is
vot an ingate of the school—"

*1 have said that that 13 nonsense I
saicd BIr. Quelch grunly. “and L repeat
that it is nonsense, Drake. Can you
really faney for one moment that a
crook capuble of entering and leaving
a building without o trace would use
a common penknife 1n an attempt to
open a droawer—or that he would need
to force it so clumsily as that drawer
Lias beon foreed? Such men have im-
ploments for theie nefariows frade.”

alr, Cueleh pave an irritated grunt.

“Such a man would clear out the
Leadmaster's safe, not a drawer in a
writing-table in 2  Torm-master’s
stnde,” he eaid. " Neither would he
visit the samo building half a dozen
fimes in snecassion.  Plonse Jdo not talk

Tue Macxer Lagmany.~—=No. 1.620
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nonsense, Urake—but make any exam-
ination you wish to male here. I am
bonite, in the clreumatances, o give you
a free hand: though I frankly admit
that I expect little in the way of
resnlis”’

Drake, in
writing-table.

Every drawer in it had been foreed,
doubtiess in search of loose cash. The
one from which the notes were miss-
ing remained opon.

hers wore papers th the deawer, but
they lay undisturbed. On the lop sheet
lay & fragment of steel; half of tho
blade of a penknife. It had snapped
oft short, apparently in an attempt to
foree the drawer apen with it i

Drake picked it up, and examined if
curtously. o

Thoe Hemove master watched lun in
grin silence.

In silence alse the schoolboy dekec-
tive eontinued his examination.  But
thers  was nothing more lo be cise
covered.

“Kindly hand me that fragment of
metal,” said Me. Quelch. as Drake
turned from Lhe writing-table at length.
“l do not share vour extraordinary
belief, Drake, that this is the work of
soma  law-breaker from  outside the
sehionl,” he added, with grim sorcasm.
“I have no doubt that a penknife be-
longing to some Greyiriars boy has a
portion of a blade mussing, and it may
lia possible to dizcover lim from that
cireumstance,”

“I don't get it, eir!” said Drake
slowlr.,

“ What do you mean?”

Drake shook hia head.

“FT am afraid, sir, that von have lost
Faith in e Dt 1 have worked with
Feyrrers Locke, and I know my busi-
nezz,” he said quietly. *Thero is eome-
thing liere that beats me—something
out of (he usual; something unlike
what has gone before.”

“1 fail to see it.™

“Why should the prowler, whether
schoolboy or outsider, have atfempted
to open that drawer with & penknifa,
when ho had clearly eomic more power-
ful foploment, which he had to vze lo
get ik -:a'%:en # gnid Drake.

]

gilonice, {urned to the

" Roal I cannot say ! answered
Mr. Quelch. * Neither does it appear
to me to be of any conseguence. It is
abvions that he- did so, and that is
enough,”™

“And why,” pursued Drake unheed-
ing, “did he leave that fragment of
steel where it fell in the drawer?”

“Probably ho did not even notice it,™
answered Mr, Quelch., * You have zeen
for yourself that it was left there,
Drake.”

“Yes; and I cannot understand why.
He must have notieed that the blade
snapped-—why ehould be leave a clue
behind him ¥

Queleh gave an impatient shrug of
the shouldevs.

A voong razeal, eommitiing such an
aclion in thoe small howrs, would natur.
allv be in o state of nervous uneasi-
ness ke answered. “He may have
heard some sound, oy toaken alarm for
FOIIE  IORSON=—— Reallif,‘, Dirake, vou
disappoint me morve and more, by ate
faching imporiance (o such treiffes.”

Mr. neleh very earefully slipped
the portion of Llade iuto his waistcoat
pocket. i .

Drake’'s eves followed it curiously
i1ll it disappeared.

“You think that that may be usefol,
it e nsked.

Alr. Quelch stared.

“Certainly I do, Drake, if the pen-
inife can found, from which this
portion of Dblade has broken off,” he
snapped. “That is the line that my

ingquiry will lale. and T trast that it
may lead ne o (e culprit.”

“Bl.lt. sip—"

“You have finished hera ¥ asked Mr.
Oueleh, ruthlessly  intervapting  him.
“Do yon still adhere, Drake, to your
bolief that the thief came from outside
fne school %

“More =0 than ever, sirl” said
schoolboy detective quietly.

" Then we need zay no wore. [ shall
conduet the inquiry inta this eccurrence
myeelf, beginning with my own Torun,”
sald Mr. Quelch. “ You may go™

“VYery well, sir.”

dJack Drake left 1he study. Ilo loft
it in a sorely perplexed frame of vand.
What eeomed clear to the llemove
master seemed very far fvom clear 1o
Drake, and be realised, thoush AMr
Cuelch did nob, that he was 1o deep
witers.

b

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Tha Clue!
(41 ONTER ™ :
“Oh! Yes. sir ! zasped
Dunter.
“Stanwmd  out  before  Lhe

Form !

“Oh lor' 1"

All the Bemove kuew that thiere was
irouble in the air that morning. Mr
Quelch had been in consullation wilh
the Hoead, uotil the bell rang For class,
and his face was grave when he came
to take his Forin—exceedingly grave.
And as class did not, as usual, begin,
it was ¢clear that something elze Liad Lo
come fivst, .

It was quite dismaring to William
George Bunter [o sce the gimlel eye
fized on him specinlly, and o hear the
sharp voice rap his name.

Bunter rolled out apprelhiensively.

Which of the many sins on his fot
conscience had become known to s
Form-master, e did not know; bul Le
grpposed that one of themn hag, as Lo
was called out,

“It wasn't me, sir ¥ said Bunier, hy
way of beginnivg his defeuce. He did
not yet lnow whet was coming; but
that seemed & safo opouing.

“Bunter ] I have to refer {o words
uttered by vou, which reached my cars
by occident on Wednesday morning 1*
said Mr. Quelch. “As e rule. I should
take no note of such words—ueither
have 1, so far, dore s0; but T am now
compolled to refer to the matier.™

TOh " mmnbled Dunter, bhinking at
him through his _hEF spectacles,  and
tryving to cudgel his fat brains into re-
memboring what he might have said on
Wednesday morning that Quelch might
have heard. :

Bunter was not blessed with a pooc
memory ]l Ho had already forgotien
the big iden Lie had propounded to the
¥amous Five in the Rag after ¢lass on
that particular worning.

Their reception of the same had been
discouraging. Bunter had dropped it
like o hot potalo—and_two davs was
rather a long time for Billy Dunter 1o
vemember anything.

“J refer,” said BMr, Quelch. ¥ilo a
harebrained, stupid, obtuse, and utterly
disrespactfui scheme you apparvently
formed, Dunter, and communicated to
otlier boyz in the junior room, afier
class that morning.”

The Famouz IMive sat up nnd took
notico at that. Thev, of course, kuew
now to what Queleh referred, though
it was news fo them that Quelch head
heard what the fat Owl had blabbed.

“Oh " repeated Benter. Ho remen-
bered now. *“I—I wasn’t in the Rag
piter class on Wednesday wworning,
sir 1™



“What 1 exdlaveed . Moy CQuelch,

I wasn'r, pealls v d? :apd Bubnter
earerlv., *You van axk Wharton and
Boly Chorvey, sir, amd—and other fellows
—they wore heve, toe I

“They were there, too,” repeated Mr.
Quelch, *Bunier, T warn vou to desist
from voie vsusl provecications, This
matter 13 serions—yvovy «epious,”

Hlz—ix—izs i, =it atammered
Dunter,

“I was passine fhe « indow, and heard
what vou :aid 0 Wharton and Ilns
fricuds® said Me, Queleh., I was clad
to seo that they ireated vour absurd and
dhsrespectful sugpezbion in a way thaf
unmistakably showed their disapproval”

“I—I--1 never—*

“Yonr suggestion, Bunter, was thab
gomne  dizvespectin]  prank  chould be
played 1n my siudy 10 give an impres
sion that the unkoown person called the
prowler had been at vark there. You
were o utter]ly obiuze as to suggest that
money should be taken frow wy desk
undd hicdden m a hat!”

There was o chucklo among  the
Kemove fellows. .
Reatly, ihey conld sot help it That

any fellow could be howling ass enough
to play practical jokes with woeney was
hard {0 believe, oxeept in Bunter's case,
But William Georpe Bunter was rapable
of that, or of anjthing else, It was
Bunicr all aver

For whalo werks the school hiad been
distarbed and perturbed by the prowl-
ings of the mystery man. It was a
serigns  uatter—a terribly  serious
matter. DBunter saw in it Lhe ]l'mﬁ-slbﬂ it
of o japa on his beak, and ha ha
I;Iumm:] to snaflla Quelch’s cazsh and
ide it in o hat, It was encugh to makg
the Remove chuckle—indecd, it might
have made & stoue image smilo!

But Me. Queleh had no use for
cliwelles, Ile gave his Form a glare
that eaused 1he Civckle ta dio away with
gront suddeimess.

YBunter,” resumied Mr, Quelch, "I
hiave now to ask yon whether vou have
ventured to carey out faab inscusata
Hh‘ﬁﬂ"‘h , S

“Oh enikey !’ masped Buanter,

 Answer mne th'ecﬂr 3

i, ne! I—I den’t know whether
ihe other fellows Gid, siv, but I didn’t ™
gasped the alaymed fas Owl, “I—I
wouldn't, sir?  I=I never <aid anything
of the kind, I—I mean, I—T was only
joking—just a jig-jig-joke, sir ! Besides,

never meant to do it mivself, sir! [—=1
-1 wouldn't ¥

“Did vou leave your dormitery last
night, Punter

“Oh crumnbs! XNo!” howled Bunter,
- terror. .

All the Remove koew by this fime that
something had bappesed in the night.
It was casy for them to guess that tha
prowler had been ob work again. Billy
Bunter fairly émipitah:d with terror.
His fat jaw dropped, and his eycs
almost p&gpﬁd through his spectacles at
My, Queleh.

“Did.you enter oy ctucy last nipht,
Bunter ¥ )

“Qw!l Nob* shricked Bunter. “J—I
never woko up ab all last night, sirt T
tept lilie a slop———

“What 1™ ]

“JI mean, I zlopt like o top! I
riever opened my eres il afice rising-
Lell, sie. Bob Chervy woke moe up, lug-
ring ot my ear.” _

“It was your sugeoestion, Dunter, to
abstract money from my dezk and hide
it. Ilave vou dome soi”

“Nol1” howled Bunter,

There was a {hrill in the Romove.
Obviensly money was mussing from My
Queleh’s eindy. It was the prowler

grenin 3 :
Mobody Delieved that Bapter was the

it out,
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man. Ile was asa encugh te plan
such a fatwous scheme for paying out
tuclehy, but he was not the man to corry
_ Moreover, he was o very un-
likely fellow to turn out at night, and
tha fellows who had been awakened re-
membered that they had heard his shore
going on, melodious and uninterrupted.

My, Quelch, in fact, did not think that
the culprit was Bunier; but e had te
azcertain wheilker it was aor not,

“If you have done so, Bunter—"

HI—=I=I ain't!” yelled Bunter., * I—
I pever! I wasn't—I mean, I wouldn't )
I was fast aslecp all night, sir ¥

“1f you have dene zo, Bunter, I shall
take the view that vour action was in-
tendded as o foolish jest, and if you
return tho currency notes mnnediately I
shall eane you, ang the matter will be at
an end.”

“1 never I wailed Bunter., “I'd for-
pollen all about it, sirl I didn't walke
up onco ! Oh o' 1M

“lave yon a penknife, Bunter §

“Eh? Ob, yes, sir Y gasped Dunter,
guite aslonnded at that sudden change of
sihjeef,

" Hand it 19 me at once 1

The astonished fata(hwl fombled in his
poclets and produced a penknife.

It was not a wvaluable penknife.
Bunter had beught it for sixpence {rom
Ficher T. Fish of the Remove, who had
given a fag a penny for it It had
originally had {wo blades. Now it had
one and a hialf,

Mr. Quelch started a litilo as Bunter
handed over that peitknifo. The fact
that one blade was snapped off short
caught his eve at onee, _

Grimly le opetied the broken blade,
but a glance at it was enough, Ha did
not need to take the Lroken piecca from
his waistcoat t4 compare it with the
remnant of the blade.

That fvagment was lesz than an inch
long. Bunier’s blade had lost more than
an ingh. Moreover, the bireak was evi-
dently an old one, and was sticky with
the remnants of a bullsaye.

All eyes in tha Remove Form Hoom
wera on Mr. Quelch, as he examined
Bunter’s penknife, Jack Drake knew
what was in Queleh’s mind, and the
other fellows could guesa that o penknife
was i1 some manner connected with the
theft that had taken place in the Re-
move master’s siuly ever-night,

Quietly Mr. Quelch handed the pen-
Lknife back to Dunter.

“A-mn-may I go now, v mumbled
tho fat Owl

“¥or the present, Bunter, you may go
Leek to your place.”

Bunter volled back 1o his place in
great relief.

Me. Quelel’s gimlet eves glinted ovor
five members of his Form.

“Whorton, Chorry, Bull, Nugeut,
Huvree E;J!p{']l 1

“?‘E% E‘El':”

“From the wmanser i which yon

recelved Bupter’s fatuous suggestion, I
can hardly suppose that any of vou
actet upon 1" said M. Quelch,
= Nn:vm'tllmlmﬂ, I mms=t ask you if you
Lnow anythine of this matter.”
“Nothing, sir," said Harry Wharion.
“%ou will jlildurst&nd,“ gaigl A,
Gueleh, *that f wlink has geecurred in
my study hould be nothing mere than a
copseloss  practical  joke 1o ecans=e a
foolizh sensation, the seoner (he mailter
iz cleared up tho better, I feel sure that
DBunter js the only bov in my Form
foolish enough to think of playing so in-
gengate & prank; nevertheless, T st
ask each of you Lo give me a plain
answer,™ : y
Each of the Famous Five gave a plain
answer  in tuen, They had  never
dreamied for a moment of avything of
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the kind. They koew nolliing of what
had happened in Quelel’s sudy, and
they zaid so.

Saished upon that point, Me Queleh
paused, But all the Remove knew that
more was to come, though they Jdid nob
kunew what it was,

“You are now aoware,”™ zaid My
Queleh, at length, *that a theft was
committed in_ my study last night.
From what I had heard Bunter say, I
hoped that it might prove & less sevions
matter than it appearcd to be. T am
now driven to the concluzion that it was
the work of the person called the
prowler, or clse of somo wretched boy
who las been led by his miserable
example to tread the path of dishonesty,
ciconraged by his sueeess in avoldivg
discovery.” _ :

The Remove were silent,

* Fortunately,” contimed Mr., Queleh,
*there exists, in this instance, a clug to
the perpetrator which did nob exist mn
wevions instances, This olue 15 in my
iands, and, by Dr. Locke's instructions,
I am to inguire inte the matter through-
ont the school, beginuing with my own
Fovm.™

Theve waa a deep silence.

Only Jack Drake knew of the clue
that was in Quelch’s hands, and his gvn
opinion on that matter differed from
Cuelch’s. But James Duck zab silent,
Liia speetacled face cxpressing nothing,

“AMost of you, I think, possess Pl
kuives,” spid Mr. Quelch, “Every boy
who has a penknife will lay it on his
desk before hini.™

There was a general stivring as handa
proped in pockets. Quite o large aswarl.
et of penknives came into view.
Thoey w-:m%u.id oo tho desks.

“Wharton 1"

“ Yoz, sir " .

“Kindly colleet the penknives and
bring them to me.™

* Yoz, sir b

The head boy of the Remove went
along the desks, collecting a harvest of
senkiives, He came across fo Ale
éuﬁlch’s high desle and laid them down
i Then ha went back to his place,
the breaililess gazo of the
Remove, Mr. Quelch examined pevkuifs
after penkuife. Buddenly bhe was scen (o
give a vielent start, : :

“Henry's on to something ™ wlis-
prred Bo Elmrrlyn

It was clear that “Henry ™ was,

The juniors watched him open & pen-
knifo blade. They saw that it was
snapped shovk.  They saw him take some
tiny object from his pocket and fit it 19
the l:»mjl-:en Blade. They saw him draw
a deep, decp breath.

Then, with a faco lilke iran, he held un
the penknife, the silver handle glimmnr-
ing in the spring sunshing from U
Form-room windows,

" Wheso is this ponknife? he azhed,
“ It has the monograin * ILW." engraved
o the handle” .

“Aine, sir I said Marry Waarton,

YT,
Under

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Gulity !
THERE was a deep, <dead silenco

in the Remove-room,
Every fellow in the Form-
room felt o thrill of exeileinent.

Alany eyes turned on the capiain of
the Yorm.

Harry Wharton had
Torim-master’s gueslion
quintly; auite unaware of what was
fmplied in that question,  DBué he conld
soo that there was samething in this
that he could nor.anderstad, amd ho
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answored tho
prompliy  aad
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look on Quelch’s face was startling.
The captain of the Remove felt g rather
unFIeamnt benting at his heart.

‘or & long, leng moment, silence
reigned,  Then Queleh’s voics camo
arain, hard as iren, and cold as ice.

“Wharton! This i3 yvour penknifel
One of the blades is broken.”

: Is it, sirt™

ou wera aware of that Whar
ton 1
“Wo, sir!”
M, Ho

Qi":l?-lt.:h compressed his lips.

lefe his high desk and came towards the

breathless Form, the ﬁilr(r::-lmn:]lﬁd
nkoife in one hand, a section of a
rolen blade in the other.

That penknife was Wharton's. It
kad been, in fact, & New Yoar's gift
from a relative, and all or most of the
Remove fellows had seen it, at one
time or enother. It had a silver handle
on which his initials were engraved in
the form of o monogram. One blade of
the twoe was open—Mr, Queleh had
opened it. All the junicrs could soc
t-l;f&t: sbout an inch had been snappod
o1t ak,

They did not wet know tha terrible
import of that eircumstance; but they
could all guess that something hung on
it—zomething  very  serious. Al
Queleh's face left no doubt on that
a0int,

: “Wharton ! This blado iz broken!
Are vou telling me that yvou were un-
aware that it was broken ¥

“1 was guite unaware of it, =ir, and
I cannot understand it," said Harry.
“I did not notice it, as the knife was
shut when I took it from my pocket a
few minctes age. The blade certainiy
was not broken vesterday, becausc I
used it in the drawing-class to shavpen
a pencil. I have not used 1t since—or
looked at it, except when it dropped
from my pocket afier clasa yesterday,
and Duck picked it up and handed it
back to me.”

“he blade is broken, Wharton.”

‘1 can see that, sir.”

“1 have here,” said Mr. Quelch,
“the fragment that was broken from
the blade, It fits exactly, Whartonl
You may look for yourself.™

He lzgid the penknife, and the broken
section, on tho desk before his head
boy. Fellows craned on all sides to
leok at them, .

Harry Wharton mechanically ftied
the two together. There was mo doube
on the subject. They Hhtted exactly;
and the broken segmoent was obviously
the missing part of the knife-blade.

“Yon do not suggest, Wharton, that
{lii3 portion of o blade 15 not the por-
tione broken from your kmfe?” asked
Mre, Quelch primly,

“MNo, sir! It's the piece that was
Lroken off 1" said Harry., "I don't sce
havw it matkers.”

“"You will sce very shortly., Whar-
tan ! said Mr. GQuelch, in the =ame
erim tone, Y You can guess, probably,
where that broken portion was found.”

“I Lkave no idea, sir."

“That portion of a blade,” said Mr.
Quelcly, in a deep voice, *was found in
a drawer in the writing-table in my
study,  which tho J]:n-tzenla'.nik:z;: had been
weedl to forco open.’ .

Havry Wharton gazed at him dumb-
founded.

“1 found it there,' said Mr. %Lleleh,
“when I discovered that the drawer
hiad been forced open and money taken
from it; a packet of five pound-notes ™

Wiarton could not speak. He could
anly gaze aft his Forme-master, dwmnb.

“That blade,” continued Mr. Quelch,
“was snapped off in forcing open that
drawer, the broken-off portion  re-
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mained in the drawer., What have you
to say now, Wharton i

¥arry Wharton found hiz volice.

“1 don't understand if, sirl I never
even knew that a blade of my pen-
knife was broken! I ecan't understand
how the Piﬁl}} came to be in vour sbudy !

haven't even seen the kunife since
Duck picked 1 up yesterday and
handed it to me—until I took 1t from
my pocket a few minutes ago.”

“Haa that kunife been out of vour
possession, Wharton, and returped to
you by -another bow Y

"Mo, siri”

“You have not lenkt it
whom vou can nome?"

I Hﬂ 1

“You vwere one of the bovs to whom
Bunter made that stupid suggestion a
couple of days ago, to perpetrate some
prank tn my study in imirtation of the
prowler. Ifave you acted on that sug-
gestion ¥

“T'm not a [ool like Banter, sic?”

Answer me, vos or ne”

Elarry Wharton's eves gleamed,

“I've already answered no, wlen you
asked me!” he said. " If you cannot
take my word for it, you must piease
vourself, "

“1 regquire no impertinence, Whar-
ton! Your penknife, which has not
left wour own possession, was used by
the dishonest boy who commitied a
theft in my study last night. In view
of what I heard Bunter sar, and of the
faect that you were one of the boys fo
whom he was epeaking, I hope and
trust that fhiz may prove no more than
a foolish eond Aisrnﬁpcm‘ful jest—
though vou have not the exeuss of
Buuter's stupidity, Is that tho case?"

“I've answered you, eir.”

“Take care, Whartont If vou deny
that you have been so foolish as to play
% stupid prank in my study—"

“I've denied it."

“Then the only possible conclusion is
that a theft has taken place, in imita-
tion of the wretched boy who has never
been discovered. You are aware,
Wharton, that that is the only possible
conclusion.”

“1 know nothing about it, sie”

Harry Wharton's face was pale, but
lie was calm. KHis heart was beabing
with a disagreeable excitement; but he
was more angry Lhan alagmed.

The other fellows were gilent; the Co.
with dumbfounded expressions on thelr
faces.

“This,” said Mr. Queleh, at last, “is
a great and terrible shoek to me. It
was my intention to investigate until I
discovered a penknife in the school with
a broken blade to which that portion
fitted. I never dreamed that such a
discovery would be made in my own
Form—least of all that it would lead
me to my head boy, whom I have
trusted., PBut there i3 no doubk in ths
matter—there 15 no room for a shadow
of doubt.”

Wharton did not speak.,

Y Wharton, thizs penknife was broken
in my study last mght, in forcing open
the money-drawer in my writing-table,
You admit that it has not been out of
Your possession. Have youn anything to
Ea.': 7 Ed]

“Only that I koow nothing about it,
sir”

“1 eannot listen (o such statements as
that, Wharton. That you may not have
noticed the breaking of the blade at the
time is possible. I have no doubt that
von were labouring under exciterneunt
nivid fear while so engaped—and it i3
cerlain, at all evonts, that sou over-
looked the portion of the broken blade
that was leit in the drawer. Diut you

o anvone

can scarcely deny that vou were in my
gkl y——""

“T was not in your study, sir!”

“ Wharton was not in vouy study last
night, sir!”™ exclaimed Frank Nugent,
iz face crimson with indignation.
* You cannct think that it was Wharton
who—wlige——""’ .

“You may be silent, Nugent! Tha
ktown facts speak for themselves!™
snid Mr, Queleh. T have no denbt that
this is as great a shock to my Form as
it is to me; but the facts are there.
You left your dormitory last night,
Wharton.' .

Harry Wharton opened his lips—and
closed them again as he remewmbered
the ineident of the night.

“Oh erikey 1" came o startled squeak
from Billy Bunler. Billy Bunter had
slopt through the alarm in ihe Bemove
dormitory; but he had heard talk o
the subject in the morning, and he
knew that Wharton had been up. He

oggled through his big spectacles at
the captain of the Remove.

“Bunter !" ]

“Oh1 I dido't speak, siv!™ gasped
Bunter. . .

“PDo vou know anvibing about {bis
matter, Bunter "

“Oh! No, sir] Nothing at all! 1
was fast asleep last night when Whar-
fon got up, sir=—" ;

“Bhul up, you fat ass ' hissed Peter
Todd. i :

“Oh, really, Toddy, I ain’t going fo
tell Quelch—"'

“Bilence ! Wharton, do you, or do
you not, admit that you left your dormi-
tory during the night "

All eyes were fined on Wharton: and
there were curious looks on many faces.

The captain of the Bemove breathed
very hard.

“Plenty of fellows hore lkunow what
hoppened in our dormitory last night.
gir ! he said steadily, “I was woke up
by something, and thinking it might be
the prowler again, I jumped out of bed,
I thought 1 heard the door open and
ghut, and ran out of the dormtory-——
but I was only out & minuie or go.
saw no one, and went back at once.™

“You were oub of vour dormitory o
the knowledge of the Form®"

“ For about a minute.”

Mr. Quelch glanced over the Liemove,

“Was any boy here awake when
Wharton got out of bLed and left his
dormitory *™ he asked,

Bilence.

“Can any Loy here tell me how long
he waes abzent @7
gtill zilence from the Hemove.
It was Wharton who spolie.

“Some of the fellows woke up when
I ran out; I think they heard the doov
bang open. Dock got up with a light.
He saw me in the passage, comung
back—"

“Did he see you leave¥”

“MNo. I suppose he was asleep.”

“Did anyone sce you leaveI”

“1 suppose nob.” _ .

“You cannot call on any boy in this
Form to substantiate your statement
that i{ﬁu were only out of vour dormi-
tory for & minuta or so!”

“Mo, I can’t.” ;

“I think we teed say no more 1™ gaidd
Mr. Queleh ieily. “¥Your penkniie was
used to break open a moncy-drawer in
the night, and you were out of sour
dermitory. I fail to see how anyiling
could be cleaver, shocking and distress
ing as it is. Wharton, I apim&l to you
for the last time If you have taken
the money from iy study for a foolish
prank, tell me so while there is yet
timme, and restore the woney, atd vou
may be exonerated from tne dreadiul
charpe of theft. I require vour answer
here and now I”
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“ Schoolboy or not, I am a deteetive,” sald Jack Drake, coolly.

must stand even before a headmaster’s.

Harry Wharton's faco set stubbornly.

“J know nothing abeut what has hap-
pened, and I cannot restore monoy that
I have uever toucncd or even seen,” he
abhswered.

“That 13 all yoa havo to say??

“hat's gll, except that my friends
will take my word, if geu do not 1*

“Eunough! Leave the Form-room aud
go to my study! Remain there till you
ero sent for ¥

IHarry Wharton's pale face fushed
red. Lo left his place guietly and, with
a firm step, crossed to the Form-room
door and went out.

There was a deep, deep breaih from
ll};u Remove as the deor clozed behind

i

e . R

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

A Row In The Remove !
SAY, you fellows, fancy it being

(1
I Wharton ail ihe timel” .
Billy Bunter squeaked with
exotoniont.

Afe. Queleh had left the Form-room.

He had gone, as all the fellows knew,
to speak to tho Ilead—to apprise that
augusk perzonaze that a discovery had
been made. pec, . .

Queleh bad Left his Foym, with a strick
injunction o keep vrder and to rivet
their attention on Latin papers while
e was gone. MNobedy in tho Remove
thoneht of deing cilher.

Excitement reignad in the Form-room.
Four members of the Remove—-the

fanous Co~—wers ulterly overwhelmed

with  amazement _and  Jismay. One
mepther, James Duek, 2at alent, In
deep thoughit—itio only fellow whoe kept

Kia place, i )
YA hoapion 1 said E-]imnm:. “Onr
giddy  panjapdrim | Who'd bhavae

thought 157" . :
“Wharton—all ihe ipe M 2p1d Snoop,
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“Blessed if I'd ever have guessed it was
Wharton I

“Well, you never know a fellow till
you find him out!® snid Skinner
gracularly. “ 8till, I admit that this is
rather a jolt.”

“You cheeky fool ! said Bob Cherry,
his face flanung. ‘““Are you going to
say that Wharton did what Quelch
thinks 1"

Bkinner starcd.

“Dida’t he ! he asked.

“No; and you jolly well know he
didn’t ™ voared Bob.

“F don’t know, old bean! If you do
you'd better tell Quelch and put him
wize before Wharton's sached for itl”
grinned Skinner, ]

“By gum, it looks a clear .ase!” said
Vernon-Smith. * Wharion had that pen-
knife on him yesterday: ho ean’t make
out that anvbody clso fmf} it. We all
saw it when it dropped in that tussle
at the spinney in Crocker’s hut. I saw
Duck pick it up.” | ; :

“ And ho was out in the night,” said
Hazeldene. “1lla said he fancied that
the prowler was in the dorm, but——"

“J guess he had fo spin come yorn
when we woke np and he was spotted
out 1* remarked Fisher T. Fisl.

“J say, you fellows, fancy Wharton [
squeaked Billy DBunter. “Did you
Enow, Nogent 1 -

“¥You blithering idiot 1™

“Well, you're iiﬂ 1," said DBunter,
Llinking at Frank Nuogent. *Aean w
say you never knew i

“Shut up, vou babbling ass[®

“Yaas, shut up, Bunter I urged Lord
Mauleverer. “You're askin’ to be
kicked, old fat man I

“0Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Don’t vou bhelieve it was Wharton,
Mauly ¥ asked the Bounder, .

“BEh? How could any fellow believe
such rot? Don't be an ass, Smithy !”
vawned Lord Mauleverer
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“ And as far as detective work is concerned my judgment
1 insist wpon Wharton being totally exonerated from all accusation or suspiclon | **
Mr. Quelch gazed speechless, while Dr, Loclte coloured fainily.

“Who was it, then 7 asked Bkinner.
“How should I know, fathead?”
“And how did Wharton's penknife
come to be busted in Queleh’s desk 77
“How should I know that, either?®

“You always were an ass, AManly!®
said Vernon-Bmith, laughing., “Can't
vou ses that Wharton's up for the sack
fer ib 17

“"Yaas. 8o wero vou a few wecks
agol” retorted Lovd Maunleverer. “ Loder
fixed it that you were tho l}:mwlar.
Smithy, and he still believes that you
were the man., It was as clear against
yoeu then as it is against Wharton now,”

Smithy started.

“By gum, Mauly's talkin’ szenze for
once I Do remarked. 1 came so near
the sack that it tock my breah away !
I wonder-—>"

“1 don't wonder ! snapped Tom Red-
wing. *Wharton never did anything of
the kind, any more than you did,
Smithy 1 It's ulter rebl”

" Queleh doesn’s think so.™

“ Blessed 1f ¥ can make it oni ™ saild
Toter Tadd, shaking his head. * Wharton
ian’t a fellow like Dunter to play potty
tricks, and still less a follow to take cash
1hat ‘i-:nﬁu’t belong to him.  But i

“ But———"" said gqu]ﬂ.

“How did his penknife get therei®
asked Wibley. “llow the dickens clidl
hiz penknife get broken in Quelcl’s desk
unless—"

“Somehody olse  had
Johnny Bull.

* Nobody clse bad it,” said Vernon-
Smith. “Wharton had it in his pochet
whon he came down this movning, 49
we all know.”

Johuny Bull suorted again. DBut he
made no answer tp that. Everybody
knew that the silver-handled penkmife
had been in Wharton's possession, ag ho

T Msexer Lisnapy,—No. 1.620.

it1*  snorted



20

hiad turned it out in sight of the whele
o,

“Rlessed i 1t doest’'t look a clear
case ' anid Tom Brown, “But I shan't
believe it unless the Head savs so0.”

“And nobody but a siily ass will
believe it then!” bawled Bob Cherry.
“Nobody but o prize idiot will believe
it at all I* .

“Is Queleh a prize idiot ' asked the
Bounder. i

“Oh, shint upt Tl jolly well punch
vour ehecky head if you don't shut up,
Stoaithy 1 :

“Better punch Quelch’s!” grinned the
Bounder, “Ile's said 1t; I haven't.
But, by gum, I wonder why Wharton
vaized that falee alarm last mght? He's
not & fellow to be nervy. It looks—-"

"He was eoming back from Quelch’s
study, of course 1" said Skinner.

Smaek ! y

Boly Cherry fairly jumped at Blkinner
and sinacked,

Harold Skinner

went  slaggoring

across the FForm-room, bumped nte
a desk, and rolled ever on the floor,
velling,

" Now

et up and say that Eiﬂin!”
roared Bob, his eyes blazing at B
like blue flame. )

“Ow! Wowow!” pasped Skinner.
“You rotter! Owl”

Tz that how wou're going to prove
that Wharton ngmr dig irtl.? Cherpy ¥
asked the Bounder sarcestieally.
“Hadn't vou better smack Quelch’s
head next # )

Bolby glarvad ot him.

“1 can't smack Quelel’s head,” ke
roared; “but I can jolly well smack
vours, amithy, and I'm gommg o 1V

And he did, with a smack that rang
like a pistol-shot through the TForm-
TOOT.

Smithy yelled and staggered, but he
did not go down like Bkinner; the
Bounder was made of sterner sltuﬂz. He
leaped at Bob Cherry like & tiger, and
in a moment they were fighting furiously.

The Removites gathered round in an
excited erowd,

James Duck rose from his place and
slipped guictly out of the Formeroom,
wnnoticed in the peneral exeitement.
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“Clo it, Bob!” rearcd Johany Bull
“Whop him ¥

“PBack up, Bmithy " pasped Skinner,
dragging himself, panting, to his [eet,

Johnny Bull spun round at him.

“You want some morai” he roared.
“Come on, thent”

" Keep off, vou foel I Bkinner backed
away promptly. “I'm not going to
sﬂrag with you, you duminy !”

*"You are " retorted Johnny.

And Skinner did, having no choice in
the matter, as Johnny rushed on him,
hitbting out right and left,

There was a wild uproar in the
Remove room.  Bob Cherry and the
Bounder were fighting fiercely, while
Johnny Bull had Bkinner's head in
chancery, and was punching his features,
to the accompaniwent of Rendish howls
from Skihner. Evervbody was talking
all at once. The door of the Remove
room suddenly opencd, and Wingate of
the Bixth came m

“What the dickens!” exclaimed fhe
Crreviriars ecaptain, staving at  the
startling scene.  “JIs this o Form-room
or & bear-garden ? Stop that, wou
young sweeps! Take vour places!”

The Removites scuttle to  their
pleces at the voiee of authority; with
the exception of Bob and Smithy, who
were going too streng to heed even
the captain of the school,

“Btop that!” roaved Wingato,

And aps the exeited combatants did
not “stop that,” the prefect weighed in
with his ashplant, swiping both of them
imnmpartially till they scparated, velling,
and went breathlessly to their places.

After which, there was something
resembling  law  and order in  the
Remove-room.  But  there was an

incessant buzz up and down the orm.

Whether Farry Wharton had, so to
speak, taken a leaf out of the prowler’s
book, or whether he was, as his friends
were determined to believe, innocent in
the matter. were exciting guestions—ito
which the Remove fellows found many
and varying answars. Dut one thing, af
least, seemed fairly certain, even to the
friends who did not think of losing
faith in him—that Harry Wharton, the
mp;:.nin of the Remove, was up for the
sack |
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Before The Big Beak !

E. LOCEE sat in sileuce with a
stern and it expression O
his kind old face.

On the table before him lay
the silver-handled penknife with the
snatrf:ged blade—and the [raginent that
had been smapped aff.

Before him stond Harry Wharton.
quict and calm, theugh his heart was
beating.

Blr. Quelch stood by the Head's table.

The headnaster had been called fromn
the Bixth Formm Roeom.  Wingate bad
been sent bo tele charpge of the Remone,
This was & matter that would not wait :
the Remove master had placed it beiote
his chief, and Dr, Locke was to decide
and judge without delay.

“Wharton,” =zaid Dr. Locke at last
after a long silence, * 1 must hear what
vou have to say. You do nob deny
having left vour dovmitory during the
night?” ] i

“Tor only a minute, sir, and for the
reason I have explained.” said Havey.

“¥ou admit having left it*"

“Yea, sir”

“No other boy was aware of the time
vou left, but only of the tine you
returned ' o

“1 suppose go; though T think it was
the noise I made that woke the fellows
up. But they did pot see me go.”

“The lenpgth of time vou were abzert
from the dorumtory, therefore, cun only
ba known to yourself,” said the Llead.
“Whether you were, or woere not,
absent long enough to go down to M

Queleh’s study remains unknown u
others.”

“Yeos; I suppose s0.”  Wharton
coloured. “Mr, Quelch is not in the

habit of doubting my word, sir. I am
his head boy, and he has trusted me.”

*In other cireumstancez, Wharton,
vour word wonld be taken unhesita.
tingly; but after what has happencd, it
it a matter for roof, not for
assertion 1Y said Dr. Locke. “That 13
vour penknife®™

“Yes, sir.”

“It was broken in forcing opea a
drawer of Mr. Quelch’'s desk.”

*1b secmns so. siv” .

“1t had not left your possession?”

“Not to wmy loowledge, sir!”
apswered Ilarry.

“Then it was you who wsed it i b
Queleh’s study last night.”

“1t was not, gir! T never went down
the staivs st all last pight! 1 never
went, or thowght of gmng, anywhere
near the masters’ studies. 1 thoughs
thet the prowler had entered my dormi.
toer, as he did once before, and
fullowed him out, as I thougli—and it
I had seen anyihing of him, I should
certainly have followed him dowi the
staira, DBut I did not.”

Wharton paused a moment,

“T have said that that peoaknile was
not out of my possession to my Lnow-
ledge, sir "' he went on, " But it must
have been out of my possession without
my  lknowledge, or 1t could not have
been used in Mre, Quelch's study., It
seems certain that it was there—so
someone clse must have taken it there,”

“Tt was in your pocket this morning

“¥Yes, sir.™

“Thern, if some other bor  had
abstracted 1t from your pocket durving
the night, 2% voa infer, he must have
veturned it before dawn”

“1 suppose 0.7

Dr, Locke raizsed his evebrows a littlea,
Mye, Queleh’s face was distressed, This
statement zecmed, even to Wharton
himself, an incredible one! It was and
had to Lo, true, for Wharton knew that
he had not been in Quelell's study in the



nizht. Yeb fven in
ronncled absurd; for whay thould any
{jre?rfriara follow pave .one anylihing
of the kind?

“Tako care what you =av, Wharton 1
gnid Dr. Locka very q‘alimi:.a. “ Somo
Loy—ryonrsell or anotner—plonned a
theft in Me, Queleli’s study. You might
very probably have uied vour own pen-
knifn before finding that 8 stronger
nplement was required, as proved to
be the cose. Tut if i3 extremely im-
rrobable that a boy eccking an imple-
ment would select a small penknife
[rormm enother boy’s pocket.”

Flarey Wharton stoad silent.

It sounded not inerely improbable,
but impozeible, and he know it,

“Bueh a hor, ccoking an imploment,
wolnld have sought seme tool, caszily to
ho faund in a junior sindy i said the
Head, “Can yma sugpeest any reason
why le zhom]d have docided to try o
penknife—and yonrs eepecially ¥

“ No, sirl™ enid Haeey in a fnw voioe,

“Admitling the poszibility that he
might have done zo, improheble as if
SRCING, £on TOW sugxest apy reason why
he should lave retirsed it to its placeo
—taking the risk of & iecond visit to
vour dormitary 2

“Na, siri?

“You ore, thepefore, fzking ma to
Lielieve sumeibing widch you admit to
b dmproballe and unzecountable 17

Wharton «id not answer that, e
ditl not, in fact, Jinew what to say.

A pillerer might very likely have
friet his own penknife, and, failing,
looked for a mere effective implement.
Put a pilferer looking for an implement
in the fret place would =carecly have
picked out 2 rpenkanife, It zeemed
nbaurd on the face of it

“You hove nothing te answer 7 asgked
ihe Head.

“No, zirl Unlesg—

“TIoless what §”

“Unless the fellow wanied {o put ik
aon another [cllow, and picked on me,”
eaid Harry.

“You refor fo the
called the prowleri™

i .EHE 1:r

“This pereon,? said the Ilead, “re-
mains undiseaverad, if indeed you are
not he. Ile has not, on previons
occasions, made any attempt o ,plﬂcu
ihe guilt npon nnocent shoulders,’

“I know.”

“One hay, Vercan-Smith, was s
pe[*.*tud; Lug ihis WEe dua 10 his own
actions, not fo any a#otion on the part of
the prowler.”

“1 Enow ! repeated Harry,

“If you are mot he—-"

“1 muzt  speaik, sird?  zaid  Alr
Ohclch. I am  absolulely  assored
that Wharton ja not the boy who has
prowled ihe House at night all these
weeks. ©On the ceeazsion when 1
struggled with kim in_ the dark he
exercised o strongih far beyond that of
nny junior celicolbow. IE is guite im-

oegibla that it esmld have heen a

amove boy on that occaszion.’?

Dr. Locke nodded.

“On your azsuranes on that point,
Mr, Quelch, we mnst 1ako o0 much for
pranted ! bhe ralll., “Wharton is not
ihe person called the prowler. The

uestion iz, whether Ye has liniteted
that person’s ucfaricus aets”

“That i3 what I have feared might
happen et m*.g time, sirl"” spid Mr,
Quelch. “And I fear that it has
happened new. Mz only hope is that
Wharton may yet admit rhat his action
was intended as o stupid jest, ond
rostore the morey taken. Ile was one
af {he boya of my Form to whom
Bunier mada that feclizh suggestion.”

“Do you admit {kis, Wharton I'2

(1 }:'D- iir iH'
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“You deny all knowledge of ihe
matter?™ .

“Yes, zir, ontively !

“Wharton,” said My, Quelch in an
agitated voico, T advize you, T entreat
you even, g sprak frankly, Cannot
you s=ee that otherwise vou must be
adjudged puilty of thefi ¥

Harry Wharton zet his Lipa.

“Y can only tell the truth, sic!” he
answered. “1 mever knew aoything
about what had happenod in your
study till you told uwr in the Forms-
roon.” :

“That,” said ihe Ilcad quiclly,
“oliminates the guestion of practical
joking, however stupid, and leaves us
to deal with a question of theft.”

“1 fear so, sic!" eaid Alr. Quelch.

“You have nothing 1o say, Wharton,
except to suggest that the prowler may
have taken your penknifo to  cast
suspicion in your dirveclion though he
has never dono anythine of 1he kind on
carlier oecasions™

“1 ean't think of anvy olher reason
why he should have taken it, sie”

“¥You are not aware of hia denfity 7V

*Of course not.” '

“You have not, thepelove, given him
crsonal offence, which might induce
iim to act in so wicked a way?”

“Not that 1 know of. Az I Jdon'k
know who he iz I ma.f have had
troublo with him, foy all I know™
"It is established,” said Dr. Locke,
“that the prowler 13 a well-grown aud
very powerful person; undoubiedly,
according to  your Iorm-master, a
FCTIION, %’ﬂu do not come very murh
m contact with senior bors mn your
Yorm. Is there o senior boy with
whom you are on such ifl ters that he
ught aet towards you as you suggesk
that ho has donei®

“No, =ir.” Wharton spoke slowly.
“I've had lota of rows vwith Coker of
the FFifth, but he weulin't g;lhéf a4 mean
trick on anybody. I've had troulle
with Loder eof the Sixih; but he
wouldn't do anyihing of ihe kind, of
coursec—besides, wo Lknow that he pot
hold of the prowler once, and was
knocked out by him. I ecan’t think of
any man at OGreyfriars, senior or
jtintor, who would do such a thing.”

Dr. Locko looked at him.

“You ask me to beliove that soma
Greyfriara boy has done a thing that
you cannot yourself believe that any
tireyfriara boy would de ! ho said,

Harry Wharton erimsoncd.

It was tewne; but it sounded simply
idiotie, even to lumself.

“1 thinl,” said the Head ieily, “that
wn aro wasting ftime. The facts are
sufficiently obvious.”

“I'va _said that I'vo deons nothing,
gir,” said HMarry. I can't imagino
why the prowler took my penknife, un-
foss it was to pub the thing on me—hut
I know that ho must have—I know that
I never went near iny Forme-master's
study last night. I know now that
ihere really was somchody in my dorm
when I thought I I'pnaﬂ'}' hinr=—and X
know, too, that when I woke later and
heard something, it was vory likely
the same fellow coming back wiih the
prnknifa to put it back into the pocket
he had taken it from. I know no more
than that."”

Dr. Locke raized hia hand.

“Wharton—" he began.

Tap ! : ar

Dr. Locke broke off wiih an wreifaied
grlance nt the door. 1t opened, ond
Jamea Duck of the Remeovo looked in,
thraugh hia steel-rimmed glagses,

“AMay I speak to you, siri" he asked,
in his meeck voiee,

Harry Wharton slaved at Duck. e
cxpécted lo sce the junior ordered away

2l

sharply, fer having inferrapied il
haadmaster at such a moment.

To hia surprise though, Alr, Queleh
looked mnnoyed. Dr. Locke’s frown
cleared awny, and he signed to Duck e
enter,

I am busy at the moment® said {he
Head, * but—wait please in the passage,
Wharton, and I will call you when you
ave wanted,™

And IHarry Wharton, in great azion-
1shment, left the hoadmasior's sludy,
and the door shut on him, lcaving
i! Inm;s Duck with Mr. Quelch and the

cud,

e ey T —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Jack Drake Puts His Fool Down !

AMES DUCK, otherwise Jack
Drake, slid off his steol-rimmed
glasses, and tho sheepish ex-
pression thet seemed habitual fo

his faee left it at the same moment.

It was Jamca Duck, the sheepish new
boy, who had entered; but it was
¥Worrors Locke's keen and olert nssist-
ant who stood before the headmaster.

Alr. Quelch regarded him pgrimly;
but the Head's glance wos kind and in-
U,

“Vou have something to (lell me,
Drake i he asked. ]

“Yes, sir, or I should not have in-
terropted you,” said Drake. ]

“On the subject of the occurrence
Mr. Quelch's study last night ™ asked
the Heoad.

“Yos, sir.™

“Please proceed ot once. You ave
no doubt aware that Whatton ia under
fhe suspicion, or rather the certainiy,
of having committed that act,” said Dr.
Tocke. vou have discovered
definite proof—"

“Nothing of the kind, eir. I am
here 1o state my  conviction tihat
Wharton had nothing whatover {0 do
with it,” said Drake earnestly.

Mr. Queleh opened his lips—but =hut
thiemm apain, without speaking.

Dr. Lockoe raised his eyebrowa,

“Tf ihat 15 correct, Drake, I am move
than glad to hear it,” he said. 1 have
feaved that some wunprincipled hﬂ:i
might follow the miserable example o
tho prowler, cncoursged his sue-
cesay bt it is a very painful shock to
mo to find that a boy liko Whay-
{on=——"

“There ia no doubt in my mind, sir,"”
sald Drake. ™1 have not heon guilo
idle since 1 have been here, oand
although Mr. Queleh doca not agree
with my conclusions, I am sure that
Farrers Lockoe would do go.”

Dr. Locke glanced nt tho Remove
master,

Queleh frowned.

“Prake bhas stated certain opinions
which seem to me nonsensical, sir [* lio
gaid. “I have no doubt that you will
form 1he samo opinion, when you hear
them."

“1 will, at all events, hear thom!”
gaid Dr, Locke. “My relative, JMr.
IForreva Locke, has complete faitly in
this lad's sagacity, and bo should be o

good judge.” " :
“No doubt, sir. But it iz Drake’s
belief  that the person called e

ar fon

prowler ia not o Greyfriars ]mf' :
immmata of Gureyfriars at  ell—which
appearg to me pure honsenso,”

“That would be very welecome news,
if correct,” said Dr, Locke. “I shonld
e glad to {hink eo—if possible.
But—" .

_“ But it is wnfortunately nob possible,
siT.”

“Certamnly it secind nob™ =aid the

Trr Macxer Liprany.—XNo, 1.690
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Head, " Neveriheless, tell me why you
have forvinel this opinion, Drake¥”

0 the night the prowler came to
ithe Rewove dormitory last week, sir,
I grappled with him in the dark, and
struck Lin 1o the strugele, His faea
was, and must havo been, marked. No
face in the school showed any =ign of
damage the fellowing  morning,”

Do, Lawke pursed his lips.

“In the excilement of the moment,
perhnps you faneied,” he said slowly,

Divake smiled slightly.

“Bo Mr. Queleh thinks, sir. But if I
had fancies like that, Ferrers Locke
would have liftle vse for me. What I
state 18 & fact.”

Dr. Locke drummed on lis table with
Bis glien fingers.  He was silent and
thoughtful for. o long moment,

Certainly he could have received no
better or inore welcome news than that
the prowling pilferer was some un-
kivown oulsider and did not belong to
the selwol. But he found it. like Mr.
Queleh, bard to beliove. It scemed
mere likely to him that a mere boy, in
a breathless struggle in the dark with a
fellow inore powerful than himself,
was nistaken as to what might mctually
have hapf{'.il.t'{i.

Ho broke the silence at last.

“1 hope that you may prove to be
vight, Drake,” he said.” “If your in-
Trsnlglatmns should lead to some culprit
outside the walls of Greyfriars, I should
be glad indeed that yon came here.”

There was s sound rather like a
grunt from Mr, Quelch.

“At the moment. sir,” he said, “we
ave not dealing with the affair of the
prowler. Wharton iz not suspected or
accused of being that porson himself,
but of having followed his example.”

“Thal is true,” said the Head., “On
this subject, Drake, have vou anything
1o tell e

“Certainly, sir. I knew Wharton
vory well when I was o Greyiriars boy,
and 1 knew him 'then, &llﬁykﬂﬂ‘ﬂf him
now, to be quite incapable of anything
like what has been done——"

“Mr. Quelch had the same opinion,
Diake, but the evidence has forced him
to change it. This is not o matter of
opinion, but of fact.™

“I agree lo ibat, of course, sir] But
that is not all, Last night, I was ono
of the first, if not the very first, to
wake and Juinp out of bed, when thero
was an alarm in my dormitory, I
thought of the prowler instantly, and
ran 1o the door with o light, hoping to
spot hun. if he was there—the door waos
opet. Al I saw was Wharton coming
1R |

“You had not seen him go®” asked
the Head gquickly.

“No, siv; though I think it was the
nowse nade by the door being flung
open that awakened me. I was sur-
prised to szee him, of course——"
1“i1‘~:*-:- doubt ! interjected Mr, Quelch
dryvle.

“But he explained that he had heard
soineodne, atd cut alter hin” continned
Drake. ™I had then, and have now,
no doubt that it was correct. I have
no  doubt that the reason  why
Wharten, and no one else, heard him,
wis owing to the fact that he was close
by Wharten's bed, groping for the pen-

bl |

knife. 1 knew ithis, as zoon as I Lknew
1!1&1'.' ”'m‘!r'hartun’s penknife hed been
usl,

“You mean you surmised —"
Mr. Gueleh coldly.

“No, sir,"” said tha echoolboy deleg-
tive., "1 mean that T knew—and that
osuy delective, sir, would have Lknown,
what I know, a3 spon as he saw that
pbrolien fraction of a blade in the
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darawer wm vour desk. It was placed
theve intentionally”

“Drake I

“I wean at, sir!” saud Drake. “A
detective has to kuow how lo spot o
false cloc, when iv is left to delude him
—and I am convineed that that was
what it was.”

“And why " asked the Head.

It seewed wunaccountable that the
pilferer should vse so fragile a tool as
a penknife to open a locked dratver
when he mwust have had a sironger -
plement at hand—"

“No -doubt he looked for a stronger
itnplement, after the penknife failed
him P said Mr. Quelch.

“That would mean, sir, that he left
your study after enlering it, and had
to return with o new implement. That
he came in 1he fivst place, knowing that
he had locks to deal with, and yet
wilth nothing but a penknife to do the
work, That, sir, 1z surely very un-
likely, on the part of & person who
must have been all the time in fear of
dizcovayry,”

Mr. Quelch did not answer that., If
seamed to give him food for thought.

“Add to that, sir, that he must have
heavd the snap of the blade when it
biolie, and known that the broken por-
vion was there. Why should he have
left it? The drawer was open, under
hiz eves; he took the currency notes
from it. e must have had a light,
and that piece of steel must have caught
the tht shining into the derawer, Wh
should he have left it lying there? I);
did not take me long, siy, to decide thac
he left it theve with a purpose.”

Do you mean that the pilferer de-
liberately nsed the penknife in order to
sngp the blade and leave a fragment to
be discovered in the morning, Drake 7™
asked the Head slowly,

“1 mean exactly that, sir.”

“ Bless my sonl! But why—™"

“Obvionsly, sir, to put suspicion on
the wrong track,”” said Drake. * What
hgtppmmﬂn last night was the work of
the same prowler as before, bug he
chose on this occasion to give the 1n-
Eression that it was the work of =zome

oy who had been encouraged hy his
succesa to imitate his dishonesty.”

“ Bless my soul !” repeated the Head.,

“I had no doubt, sir, that some pen-
kuife would bo found in the school to
which that piece of steel would fit,”
continued Droke, " and I was quite cer-
tain that when the knife was found it
would belong to some fellow who was
not the pilferer, but whom the pilferer
has some speeial reason for disliking.””

“Wharton has already siated that
theve 13 no boy at Greyfriara whom he
lumself ean suspect of such treachery,”
said Mr. Quelch,

*Quite 2o, #ir; and I have no doubt
that be is vight., I have exactly the
same opinivi.  The rvascal came from
outside the school.”

My, Quelch gave an imnatient shrag
of the ehoulders.

“ Really,

“That again!”? he said
Drake—"

“1 will put it in & nutshell, sir, 83 I
have worked it out—to my own satis-
faction, at least,” szaid the schoolboy de-
tective, “The pilferer is an outsider;
he has allowed a sufficient time to alapss
since his last vaid, and waa ready to get
to work agam. Whartoen, perhiaps quite
unconscionsly, has  given him  some
offenice ;. for this reason, allhough he
caine provided with the implement with
which he had to work, he erept to the
Femove dormitory and obtained the
penkuife, spapped the blade in  the
drawer, .
back to replace the penknife where he
had found it."”

atid mfier the robbery erept

“*Bless my soul ! said the Head. Do
vou  think that this is posstble, M
Quealeh 77

“T vannot sayv that i 1s impossible,”
satc BMr. Quelel: “but it sounds lo me
nonsensical.”™”

Dy, Locke
again.

“1 think, Drake,” said Me. Queleh
dryly, “thet you had betier leave the
ptudy and leave this muiter to your
headmaster.”

“1 am sorry I cannob agree, siv,™ said
Jack Deake voollv. I am o schoolboy
—a juniov in your Form, sir—but I a
at. the same time the assistant of Ferrers
Loclke, scting under s instructions, 1
was to be given 2 free hand here, siv—
and I claim a free hand. 8choolboy or
not, I am the derective called in to deal
with this cose, and so far asz deiective
worlt is conccrned, sir, my Judgment
wnst sknnd before yours——"

“ What

“And even before the headmaster’s,”
gaic Drake,

(1] BDF !.U‘

T mean overy word of thai, sie”
satd Yerrers Locke's assistant, T have
saied {hat the vesalt of my inveshigation
iz to convinee e that Harry Wharton
ia an innocent vietlim in this matter,
and I insisf——"

“YWou insist I gaspecd Mr, Quelch.

%oz, #ir, [ insist upon Wharlon
being tolally exonerated from all ae-
cusution or suspicion; and I am quile
sure, sir, that vou will be glad of it
before I Liave finished here.”

Mr. Quelch gazed at him, speechless.

The Head {-aﬁuured faintly, : :

“1 have a right to ask that, sir,” said
Drake.

“*You have ne such right ! gasped
Mre. Quelch. “Fou are Tmperiinent,
Drake 1"

YT am sorry yon should think so, eir
I e & deteclive, and 16 15 my duty to
help the imnocent even more than lo
discover the guilty. Wharton knows no
more of what happened in your study
than vou know vourself, =sir; and if I
fail to prove that before T leave Grey-
friars School I shall tell Ferrers Locka
that I am no use o him and ask him to
sack me. I am only askiug for a
chance to prove that a ihoroughly
decent fellow 1= what you liave wuntil
this morning always believed him lo
be." :

“Leapve my study now, Drake” said
the Head hastily. “1 will consult on
this matter with My, Quelch.”

*Wharlon is wailting in the passage,
May I take him back to the Fovm-room
with me "

Mr. Queleh’s expression at that ques.
tion was very expressive, bt he did not
speak ; it was for the Head to decide,

Dr. Locke hesitated

“PDrake,” he said at lenglh, “ vour
theory seerns to me very fanciful, snd
you have so far proved nothing—"

“T shall prove my case, sir, when [
have completed it, In the meantime, I
claim the free hand vou promised me.”
said Jack Drake., *“That includes
handling the present incident in my own
Wﬂ-:'irn"

Dr. Locke breathed vather havd, Mr,
Queleh pazed at the boy from DBaker
Street rather like o Gorgon. Tt waa o
long minute before the headmuster of
Greyfriars spoke agoin.

“I am bound te stand by an nuder-
taking I have given,” he said. "I have
no choice but to sccede to what vou
nalk, Drake, in the circamstances. I can
only hope and trust that you ave right.
You may fake Wharton bark to the
Form-room, ond tell him that for the
present the matter is closed.”

“Thank you, sit.”

depnnned on the table
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of course, but as Wharton doesn’t mind, I should think he would spend it
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n my study,’” said Bunter. ** I wouldn't pinch the money,

What are you keeping it for, Wharton ? **

“ What ! ** roared Wharion, jumping to his feet,

Jack Drake aquictly left tho stwdy—
leaving Mr. Quelch with a red spot
slawing in either check, and the Head
with knitted brows.

For the time, at least, it was clear
that FPerrers Locke's assistant was not
popular in thet study.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER,

Not Guilty !

ARRY WHARTON, waiting in
the corridor, glanced round as
the Head's door apened and the
new junior in the Hemove camae

onit. Wharton's face was pale and
harassed.

He had had time to reflect upon his

sition, and e more he reflected own
it the moroe overwhelming it seemed.

What it looked like—what 1t must
ook Like—tio others, ho realised only too
clearly.

Suspicion had beeon east on him and
it scemed that it must bave been done
intentionally by a malicious hand, Yet
in all the school he did not himsclf
believe that there was one fellow
capablo of such an act; and yet for him
to bo cleared tho IIecad had to belicve
n:tactl;t,- that,

ko had the f&ﬂIing of o helpless bird
caught in the fowler's net. How it was
going to end he could not imagine,
theugh it was impossible to believe that
innocence would be condemned as guilt

As thoe pnew junior came out of the
Head's study and closed the door helrind
himy, Wharton made a movement towarda
ihe door, suppesing that be was now
wanted.

James Duck interposed.

“"Tt's all neht, eld chap Jaines
Duck, onee more the sheepish new hoy,
blinked at Wharton threougl lhis steel-
vimmed glasses, “ You're to come back
o the Form-roomn with me.”

Wharton stered at him.

“d the ITead =ay sof™ he ashad

bBlankly.
T Y‘?_F*}J
“But I don't wnmdersland.  They
ihink——"  Wharton choled for a

moment. “I suppose yon kvnow what
they think, Duck—fathead as yon arc!
Are you pulling my leg, you axs &

“No! It's all vight, T tell vou. The
whelo ilung 13 done with, =0 f{ay a+
vou're concerncd,  Offieial [

*What vat I

“(ffcial, T tell you 1™

“WWell, if that's so, I'm jolly glad!
But I'm going to hear the Icead say so,
at any rale,” said Ilarry; and e
stepped to the study door, tapped, and
openod i

A murmur of volees within died awoy
a3 ho opened the deor and looked inio
the study.

The grun Iook he rveceived from A
Quelch did nok indieate that, as Duck
had said, the whole thing was done with.
Neither was the Ilead’'s glance so
benevelont as usnal,

“What 15 it, Wharton "' aszked D
Locka sharply. “Hava you noi been
tald to go back to your Form-room "

“Duck has told me so, sir,™ zaid
Mervy : * bat—="

“Yery well; go at once.”™

The Iead made an impationt gesiure
of dismissal,

Tlarry Wharton did nol stir {rom the
dunrway; his faco flushed and his nyves
gleamed and his whole look told uf
sbnbbornness,

“ Duck 5:.:,'15 that the whele ihing is
dono with,” he said; * but——"

“That 1z correct. Gol®

“T don't undersiand,” said ITarvey;
“and Uve o night to wsderstand, s
I've been called here on a rolien sus.
el on——>"

“Whati'

“ A roiten and disgragefol suspieion ¥
said the captain of ihe Remove, his excs

flashing, “I’ve a right to know wheilier
it has been elearcd up or whether I g
be considored wnder suspicion siill [

“That 132 not the way to speak (o your
&cat}n’m’smn Wharton [¥ rappad  Me

uelech.

“Yon will exeuse me, sir; but it i3
ithe woy I must speak to any maw.
Leadinaster or not, who suspests me of
being a pilfering rascal 1Y exclainied
Harry Wharten hotly,

* Bilenes M

“I'va a rvight to know 1" zaid Whaor
fon stubbornly.,  “If my headmasior
beliaves that I have touched money nak
my own, he ought to kick me out of the
scltonl ; but whether I'm cxpelled or nof.
E ghall net stay here under suspicion.”

“Wharton 1" exclaimed the Head.

“Unlesa you tell me, eir, that T am
cleared of suzpicion of having touched
the meney i1 Mr, Quolch's study, I 2hall
naot g0 back to the Formi-room—1I shall
ra home,” cxclaimed Wharton, “oand
nobody shall stop mo. ¥ shall let v
uncle know at opee what I'mr nccnzed
of, and I know'that hoe will =tand by
me. I ehall not efny here o b
snepocted.”

My doar chap—" murmnred Dock,
at his elbow,.

“shut np, and leave me alena ™
snapped Whartou. “Don’i barea in
here, you footling ass!”

Wharton, wha had been slanding in
iita dearway, made & step inde the
study.

There was a very curions exprossion
ant the heacdmaster’s face as ho gazl
gt the angry and indignant junioe—
reflected on the grim eountenanee of
Mr. Quelch,

“I want to know, and I've a right in
know 1 zaid Harry, facing tho two
masiters. “ Fither 'm cleared or T'm
nr'nl;_ {'.Is:jm'cﬂ, ond I've & right to know
W R,

“That ia ecrininly true” said De.

Tne Masexrr LiBBarY.~IN0. 1,620,
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Locke tlowly. He paused, and then
vent on: “There are certain eircum-
stances, \Wharton, as you know, which
have to bo explained, but I hope, and
indeed believe, that you are innocent
iy Lhis matier. Now leave my study.”

“ Does my Form-masier say the saine,
sir b

Mr. Quelcl hesitated.

*[ do, Wharton I” he said at lengih.

“ Vary well, sie”

Wharton left the study and shut the

daor.
Dr. Locke looked at Mr. Queld and
e, Quelch looked at Dr. Locke.

An angry and indignant owtburst
from & junior schoolboy was very muehi
aut of place in the headmaster's study.
Nevertheless, it had produced on effect
that could wever have becn produced by
caliulation ;

Tite Head broke a long silence:

“Ar. Queleh! I believe—I cortainly
believe—that Dvake is right—that this
Loy of your Form 13 an innocent victim
in this matter. I cannot help thinking
so. in spite of lhe evidence.” ;

“The evidence is conclusive, sir,” said
afr. Quelch.  * Yet—-"

“MNot ko TFerrers Locke’s assistant,
8ir. Queleh; and, boy as he i3, we are
Lbouad to respect the judgment of ane
in whom the most famous detective of
ont times places his trust ™

“I agree, sir!” said the Remove
master slowly. _

“Dirpke was sent for to elucidate this
strange mystery,” said Dr. Locke, “and
if he is the means of preventing in-
justice, I shall be very thankful indecd
that you advised mo to ecall him in."

“ And yeli—" said Mr. Quelch, “and
j'-l,'*l'—'-'-'-'—"

“If Drake 1s
Lbepomes  inove

the matter
mysterious  and  in-
cxplicalle than ever—and I almost
despair of discovering the facts1” said
bir, Locke., “But I shall tale the view
e has taken, that Wharton is innocent
in {he matter—and I trust that you will
de the same.™

right,

And, after a pause, Br. Quelch
nodded.

“1 shall de so!” he said.

Meanwhile, Iarry Wharton and
James Duck were going to the Form-
room  fogether. ere was a faint

sintle on Duck’s face as ho walked by
the side of the captain of the Rembre—
who hordiy glanced at him and seenred
to have forpobien his exisiencc.

“All serene mow. old bean!™ mur-
vyaredd Duck as they reached the Form-
Civrn toor.

“I suppose #0," said Harry,  Ile
stopped and lonked at Duck. *1 can’t
make it ont=—they zeem to have changed
their mainds while T was waiting in the
passage. I don't know why, 1 suppose
vou ¢an’t have hod anything to do with
bbors

“IM gjaculated Duck.

“Wall, X 51‘:}&;}&5& you can't have—but
they seem to have changed their minds
while you were in the study: end 'in
Blessed if I know what veu barvged in
for [ said Havey. ®56il), I suppose the
[lead wouldn't listen 1o apyvihing from
2 duffer like you, Duck !

“Ts it likely 17 murmured Ducl.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Hardly,” he said.  “5till, you secm
to have brought me ?md luck—1 jolly
well believe I was up for the sack before
ot butted in. Anyhow, I sapposc it’s
all right now."”

Whavton went into the Form-room
and Duck fellowed him in.

There was & general buzz from {he
temove at the sight of the caplain of
the Form.

“Keep vour plages, you | young
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gweeps I called vat Wingate {rom By
(guelch’s desk. .

But four members of the Form did
not keep their places, Frank Nugent.
Bob Chercy, Johnny Bull, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh rushed, or rather,
bounded, to mect their chum as he came
1m.

“Ts it all right? exelaimed Bol.,

“Raght as rain 1" apswered Harry.

“Oh, what luck ! Bul what—what (o
they think—about that mouldy pen-
konife *" exclalined Nugent. )

“Blessed if I know! But it's all
ri%'lht.—nght as rain! I supposa you
fellows never thought——"

R““Dnn’t be an ass)” grunted Johnoy
utl.

“IHd the Head send vou back here,
Wharton 7" asked Wingate, with o very
curious look st Harry's bright face.

Y Yes, Wingate,”

“Well, I'm glad! Perhaps vou kida
will allow me to mention that 'm =up-
posed to be keeping ovder here ™ re-
narked the Grevieiavs captain, with a
pleasant sarcasm. ““Are you going to
tnke your places, or are you waiting for
the ash ¥

The juniors took their places,

_ Ten minutes later, Mr. Quelch came
in, and Wingpate went back to the
Sixth Form-room.

Harry Wharton's eyes fixed on Lis
Form-master,

e was amazed, indeod hewil_derﬂﬂ bx
the happenings of that morning, and
he did not kuow what to expeet from
Quelch

But Mr, ‘%Llf.!hﬂl had deeided in con-
sultation with the Head on the line he
was going to take; and it was, in point
of fact, & relicf to him to take that
oo, Hiz manner to hiz kead boy was
ihe same as of old; and no one could
have gouessed from it that there had been
any occnrrence out of the uswal that
HIOTIING.

When the Eemore were dismiszsed for
breals, the head bov remaincd behind
for o moment to speak to iz Forim-

masier, y
“MWhat 15 i, Wharton?" asked Nr.
Cueleh. His manner was guite kind.

“Only—only just & word, sirl” said
Ifarry, colouring. “I1—I hope wvou do
not think me disrespectiul for speaking
83 I did in the Head's study—but—but
I give you my word, sir, which you
always wsed to take, that I never knew
anything about what happeued in your
stiedy last maghe”

“T believe vou, Wharton I” =ald Mr.
Guelch quieily,

And Marry Wharton went out inte
tire sunny quad with a face as cheory
us the spring sunshine.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Was It Wharton 2

1 SAY, old chap ™
Billy Bunter was watting for
the caplun of the Remwove when
he came ont of the House,

e grabbed Harey Wharton's arm
witlht & fat and grubby paw and grinned
at hun with o far grin,

“You got by all right ' he asked.

“Th—yecs! Let go, fathead!™

“Bat I say, what have you done with
them ¥ nsked Banter,

“Done with what, nss?”

“YIhe pound notes, of course!™
EBunter blinked at him. *“1 say. have
vou hidden them in Queleh's Bunday
lat, as I sugpeated 7V

Harry Wharton stared at the fat Owl,

Bunter favoured him with o fat wink,

“I sav, you were a silly ass o try
your penkunife on Queleh’s desk,” he
saidd.  “Anybody could have told you
that was no good., You could have pot

a chisel out of Bol's toolcliest—in [act,

suppose you did, after vour knifc
busted, as vou got the drawer open all
vight. Still, 1t was fatheaded —"
“You pilHling, piefaced, pernicions
porker ' razped arry Wharton. *1
bad nothing to do with it ¥

“{Oh, don't be an ass, you know!”
nrged Bunter. “That's all right far
Guelech and the Head—but I suppose
you can trust o pal. Blessed if I know
how you pulled through, after leaving
B bit of your penkuife there; still, I'n
rlad you did! DBut about the pound
notes—Queleh  said  there were live
outil notes  gone, you know—what
ave you done with them

“Are you aszking me to boot vou, sou
podgy idiot "

“Eh? Nothing to get shirty about.
is there?” asked Bunter. "What I
mean is this—it's no good sticking them
in Queleh’s topper now it turns owur
that he koows—he'll look there fivst

thing ! See?”

Harry YWharton drew a deep breath.
Evidently the fat Owl of the Remove
was under the impression that he had
carriecd out that rar on Quelch, and
was rezponsible for wlhiat had happencd
ir the Form-master's studs.

“Did you sick them in Quelch’s
topper ¥™ asked Bunter.

“No, ass! No, fathead! No,
chump "

“Well, that was sensible, as be seems
fo have heard me talking to vou m the
tag the ather day!” agreed DBuuter
“But you necdn’t call a icllow namecs,

only want lo know wher you put
them ! T won't tell Quelch, of course—
as if T would ™

“You blithering chump! [ never
had anvthing to do with tt! It was the
prowler whe busted Quelch's desk last
night—can'y you get that inte yeur silly
head ¥

"“1le, ho, he !

“What are you .slﬁggc'l'ili% al, Tou
gurgling pargovle?” hooted Wharton.
“Well, don’t be a silly ass, you

know " armned Dunter, "It would
have been put down to the prowler,
just as I said, if yor hadn’t been ass
enough to give voursell sway—but
every man in the Remove knows that
vou did it. If youw'll take my advice,
vou' jl—"

“Tdioe 17

“If vou'll take my advice, vou'll let
Quelch find those pound notes pretey
guick I said Bunter. *I mean to say,
now he koows vou did i, 1t ain't safe
to bhang it cut too long! You sce
that 1™

“Pamme 1"

“When are vou going to let him find
ithom 7" asked Bunier.

“Tdiot I" ;

“% gnv, vou don’t mean that you ain't
poing to let him find them ot all¥”
exclaimed Bunter, with guile a ]umr.
“1 say, old fellow, that’s too awfully
thick.

“You—you—you—
Lom.

“You can't do it, old c-ha.lE!” said
Bunter, shaking hiz head. Iiash it
all, it's fearfully thick! I mean to say,
if it was a cake, or a bapg of dough.
nuts, it would he different—but  you
can't enaflle cash! You cau't, really 1™

Twoe or three Remove fellows, listen
ing to the fat Owl, chuckled, The ex-
pression on Harry Wharton's  face
rather entertained them.

“ILeep vour hands from picking and
stealing, and all that, you know 1™ said
the fat Owl zericusly. * You can’t du
it, old chap! I suggested this as o jape
on Quelosh, to pay him out for ragging
w3z in the Formeroom! OF course 1
never meant Ehat his money was to be
pinched—="

Why, it's pinching "
* gasped Whar



*You babbling, havbling  owll”
relled Wharton. * Can't you nnderstand
that I know no more about it ilan you
dot” 3

“You didn't do it for o
Oneleh 77 asked Dunter,

“No, you poity owl ™

“Well, I wonder vou've got the cheek
to_own up to that ! declared Bunter,
“Do you really mean to pinch the
pound notes?”

“0h, my hat! I—-I-TlI—"

“You necdn’t yell at a chap!” said
Bunter warmly. * 'm speaking to you
for vour ovn good! I say, was it you
whao did the prowling all the time? It
Iooks like it now, if youw'ra going to
kf:n}:r thoso pound notes you bagged last
NIy ——??

Biily Duonter got no further.

Wharton's patience was exhausted;
which was mnot, perhaps, surprising.
o grabbed the fak ﬂwlph the collar,

“thwt I =ay, leggo!™ yelled Bunter,

Bang!

A fat hicad banged on the wall of the
ITonse, and tho bang was followed by
a fiendish yvell (rom the fai Owl,

“¥Yarooooh ™

Bang |

“Yarooop ! roared Dunter, " Deast ]
Leggal I say, you leggo—I won't fell
) uclnh vou've pinched fI:I:S pound noles

I

Bgingl : %

“ Yoooo-hooooop I

“Now, you potty chump ! howled

14na on

Wharton, “Can you understand that I
n'efs;;:r? JLuuthct.i anything 1n  Quelch’s
~tndy '

“Owt Nog—"

Bang | 3

“Wowl ¥os! Ow! Wow! Yesl”
roared DBunter, “0Oh erikes! Yesd

I know you never did what
raraooh |
ovw-ovw |

t3f course!
vou did last night, old chap
Leggot -Oh, my napper!
Whaoooop i

Harry Wharton released the fag Owl'a
collar and tramped away with a face
crimsonr with wrath.

Billy Dunter was left roaring and
rubbing the fattest head at Greyfriars
schaol.

“Owit Yowl] Wowt Ow!™ howled
Bunter, aa he rubbed that fat head,
I say, you fellows, did you sce that?
Yow-on-ow! Dangine a fellow's head
hecanze o fellow was giving him good
advice ] Wow ! Owl Youw™

“1a, ha, hat”

“NBlogzed 1f I ean zee anything to
cackle at! Owl Wow! My napper!
iwl I say, you fellows, hie never did it
for a jape on Queleb~—he's snaffling the
cash-—fancy that!  Sticking {o  itl
Wharion, yon know=—"

“1 wonder ™ murmuted Skinner.

“Pon’t bhe an ass, Skinner
Tom Brown, ;

“Don't be a cad. you mean!” saul
Lord Mauleverer., " Shut up, Shkinner]
You're not a fool like Dunter—m-u"

“0Oh, really, Mauly——"

“1 know what Quelch thought, when
Lie natled Wharton | retorted Shinner,

“And you know he's been up o tho
Head, and it's all right—*"

“1 ean’t make that outl DBut—="

“1 sav, vou fellows, we all know that
Wharton had it1” howled Bunter
“Now he owna up that it ain’t a jape
o Quelehi ! So it’s plain enough 1

“Yooka like it to me |” said Skinner,
wiih a nod.

“Wharton han=ed Banter’s head for
saying that, Hikinmer " remavked Lond

sald

Mauleverer. “lle’s not hera to bang
voura, g0 I supposo it's up to me to-da
it for him "

“You silly mss, lot pol” velled

Skinner; as his lazy lovdship, display-
ing sudden and very unusual activity,
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canght him by the neck.
fool, youe—— Ohl Owl
an

“Logro 1" ghriolidd Skinner,

“Yaacs~but shut vpl You talk oo
mueh, old bean! said Lord Maule-
verer, and he walked away,

Skinner made an infuriated sirida
after him=—but stopped.  Skinpner amd
Bunter were left rubbing twa banged
licada; and thoe other fellows laughing.

But iha banging of heads did not stop
the wagping of tonpues; rathew, 1t
accelerated the same, That dav, Harvy
Wharton's name was handied up and
dawn the Remove, with all sorts of sup-
mises; and many fellows gave Jum
peewliar looks,  James Duck  had

wlled him throogh, with tha ITead;
it i the Remove he did not seem
likely to have a happy time—uniil tho
prowler was dizeovered,  And of that,
there seemed as 1ittle hopo ay over.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light At Last!

L ON'T _worry, old chap '™
“Fasier said than dove ™
mntiered ILIarey Wharlon.

And Bob Cherry was silenh,

The Famous Five were ab fea In
Study No. 1.

James Dock, who was a member of
that sindy, was there—hardly noticed
by tho Co. 'The sheepish new bhoy was
tolerated good-naturedly in tha study,
but he was a fellow of no consequence;
and even his existence waas oflen for-
Totten,

Harry Wharten's face was clouded,

His friends did not look their nsual
cheery. selves. )

Wharton had taken 1t for granted,
when ha so mmexpoctedly pulled throngh
with the Head and his Form-master,
that the wroetched episode was at an
end ; but ho had vory zoon realized that
e had taken too much for grantoed,

Ilt was very far [rem bemg at an
&3l

Billy Bunter—not in the least euved
hy the banging of iz fat  head—
Labbled and burbled up and down tho
Form. Skinver made the most of if,
with the nssistaves of Spoop. Bunter
did not matter very mueh; neiiher dil
SBkinner and Suwoop; but beiter follows
than ihese were, at least, puzzled and
dubioza.

Somn members of the Ca. showod
eigng of recent warfave. Dob Cherey's
naze was red and raw—hut Dolsover
urajor was groaning in hiz study over
a tremendous licking,  That had been
the outcome of an arguuent on the
subjnct, -

“Ti's all rot!” seid Frank Nugent
uncomfortably.  *1 shouldn’s bother
about it, old chap.” i

“I think vou would, Frank!™ said
Marry Wharton, with a faint smile.
“I'ho fact i3, I can sce what it looks
like, as clearly as any other fellow can,
And 1 can't begin to uwuderstand i,

“Zomebody clse bageed that pen-
knife i zaid Jeohnny Dalll  “That's
clear enough”

“To us-=but not to othor follows ™
snid ITavry. “Why should any fellow
do it? It was the prowler, of courso—
Tt why should he want to siick it on
o ? Lhaven't the forgiest idea who
he is=he must be an awful toad, bhut
why should he be speciotly down on
me 77

“Godduess knows I

“1 kuow now that I heard somehody
in the dorm last night,"” went on llarry,
“anid I Lnow, too, that I heard him
sneaking back later. But why should
he do'it—it beats me hollow '

“IThe bDeatfulness ie tervilic ™ said

“You cheeky
Leggo '™

)

tlurvee Jamset Ram Bingh, :haking
Lis idushy head dismally,

“I'veo mnot trodden on any fellow's
eorns to that extent that I know of,”
continued Harey, “and oven if T had,
T can’s think of any Groyfriarg man
who wonld be moean worm enough lo
play such a volten trick.™

“Blessedd if I ean, cither ! confessed
Boh, ®“8ul, there's somo Greviriars
mah whe's & fcarfully mean worm.
The prowler is a Greyfviars man, you
know, though nobody kvows whe he
]ﬂ;,l

“Tabk why should he pick on net”

“I give that one up.”

“I eay, vou fellowz?” A fat face
looked in at the door. "I snppose you
fellows have got a proity good spread
hore 37

N0, assl  Get ong !V

Dilly Bunter blinked at ilie fon
table. That table was, as & matter of
fact, rather frugal, asz funds wern a
Inilo shovk inv the study—a thing thac
often happened in junior studies,

“Ain't you having & beller spread
than that 7 ho asked,

“No, blitherer!  Travel I

HWell, 1 ehould have thowght {hai
Wharton would stand something preiiy
decont, now  he's  got  pleniy of
money,”  yemarked Dunter,

“What 7 roaved Wharton.

“You neodn't yell at a chap,™ saud
the fat Owl peevishly, “1 jolly well
know that if I had five pounds,
F-ill.'il_!l-lr]”ﬁlﬂl'ld a jolly good spread in my
aily.

1farry Whavton rose to his feet,  Tho
expression on his foce waa quite alarm-
ing, had not the Owl of the Remove
beon too short-sighted to observe it

“1 mean to say, I wouldu't pinch ik,
of course,” said PBunter Lt as
Wharton doesn’t mind that, I should
{hink he would spend it. What are
yvou-keeping it for, Wharton ¥

Janies Duck caught Wharton by the
arm as he jumped towards Buanter. It
seemed to him that tho fat Owl was in
danger of sustaiming consideralda dam-
age ot thiat moment.

“Let go, you fool ' roarcd Whar-
ton, wrenching a% his ann.
“(ut, vou fat idict ™ exelaimed Bol

Cherey hastily.

O, n:-alis'. Cherry, i3 Wharton
durty abont  something?”  asked
Bunter, blinking at the captain of the
Remwove, “I eay, what are you geiting

into & temper abont, Wharton?"

Horry Whearton did not answer thot
guestion,  Ie gave Jemes Duck s
shove that sent him staggering, amd
jumped at Bunter, ; :

Then the fat Owl recalised lis dan-
gror, amd tnrned to flee.

A boot landing on his trouscrs shot
him through the doarway like a bullet
from a ritie.

Thera was a terrvilie bump as he
landed in the paszame, and a still more
werrilie yell.

Harry Wharton slammed the study
door after him, and went back to lus
chair, eritnzon and breathing hard.

“Ow?! Oh!l Beast!” came an infuni-
ated roar from the Romove passage.
Then there was o fat squesk through
the keyhole: )
“Yah! Beast! Pincher! Yah!”
That Parthian =hot was followed by

g

a rapid patler of footsteps in hurricd
flight. Iaving thus harled deliance
through tho keyheole, Billy Dunter fled

for s fat lifcl
The Famouns Iive fimshed {ea in
silenee, and left ihoe study, Dol Cherry
verarking that there was still cnough
Hght for n spot of foothall,
Tuie Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,620.
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hﬁamnﬁ Dk was lefl alone in Study
vo. L.

He closed the door after the chums
of the Remove, and sat at a corner of
the table, with a pencil in his fingers,
and a sheet of paper before him.

There wae a worried frown on
birow,

The schoolloy detective was op Grey-
friara to discover fhe prowler, but ho
was more concerncd at the moment to
elear the captain of the Roemove of the
clond of suspicion that was growmng
intolerable for lim,  But it seemed that
oie depended on the other.

But. though to the Head and Mr.
Quelels  the ineident of the penknife
seemetl to make the mystery deeper
and darler, 1t did not secom so to Dor
rers Locke's anssiziant,  I'rom the de-
teetive’'s point of view, that incident
nagrowed down the ficeld of search.

Drake procecded to scribble on tbe
i L

hiisg

“The prowler is an oulsider, not
Uelonging to Crevfriars.

“Yhe prowler 15 2 man who has a
epecial down on IL Wharten,

"The prowler 13 &8 man who knows
that he carrics a penknife in his
pockets, and crept into the dorm spedi-

ally lo get ic”

ITaving written this much the school-
hoy debtoctiva sat staring at it ke
had now three facts to work upon.

The fivst he had known for & week.

The second and the third had come to
ks Lknowledge only that day.

Some man living in the ncighbour-
hood was the man he wanted, for the
prowler had prowled for weeks on end.
‘That man had been given bitter
offence, in some way, by Harry Whar-
ton, That man had seen a penknife
in his possession. What man was it?

The thought of Ponsanby of High-
cliffs  passed vaguely through Jack
Drake's mind, but he dismissed it with
a shake of the head. It was no junior
echoolboy who had handled Loder of
the Sixth on one occasion, and Mr.
Queleh on another. Moreover, rotter
azs Pon was, ho could hardly be sus-
pected of theft—and the prowler was
a thief.

But who?

Harry Wharton hag execited his bitter
animosity—how, end when? Recently,
it appeared, for tho prowler had
prowled half & dozen times before

without 1a§ing any such trick, when
it would have been just as easy as last
i‘u:zhit. In the last Few days, most
iely,

“By pum ! gasped Dralie suddenly.
e jumped to s feet, his eyes glint-
ing with excitemnent.

“By pgum 1" he repeatad.

He crumpled the sheet of paper and
tossed it into the study fire. Then he
left the stedy and stopped 1o speak
to Peter Todd, who was on the Remove
landing.

“1 e&ny, Toddy, when did that
prowler  start  prowling about the
school "' he asked. “1do you happen

to know? It was before I came, wasn't
it 2
: Efes, Es.?" answered Peter
‘Long before—quite a mont
First week in Februarv."

James Dauck went down the stairs.
He sauntered down to the gates, where
imlfcmml Gosling in the doorway of hiz
ocge,

“1 say, Gosling, 15 that man Crocker
still_at the spinieyi” he asked,

“Which he i3, grunted Gosling.
“And dont wvou pgo along  there,
neither,  It's put out of bounds by
the "Ead.”

Tue MacseEr Lisrary.—No. 1,620,
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“ITas he been there a long fimel™
asked Duck,

“Weeks,” pnswered Gosling, * And
wob I savs 13 this *ere, if 1 was the
‘Fad I'd shift "im somehow.”

“Did you see him when he first
came, Gosling 3"

*Which I did.”

“I've heard that it was in the first
weele in Felbirnary., Was it

“¥es, 1t waos,” answerad Gosling.

James Duck strolled owt of gates,
his hands in his pockets, his face as
sheepish as usnal, But there was a
gleamm in the eves behind the steel-
rimmed glasses,

In tho first week in Febraarvy, Ran-
dolph Crocker had taken up his abode
at  the Abbot’s Spinnev, and the
prowler had begun prowling in the
school.

Harry  Whartan had  whopped
Crocler with a ericket siump, and in
the straggle in the bt on (he spinney
tha silver-handled penknife had fallen
from bis pocket, and Urocker had seen
it picked up and handed back to him,

It seerved to Ferrers Locke's assistant
thai he saw land at last

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rumber XOO0IX 2470 !
RAE’QBUL[“II CROCKER, loungin

itly against the cobbler's hench

ir. 1he hut on the spinoney, with

8 cigarette 1n his mouth, and
a hazo of bluish smoke about him,
glanced through the open doorway at
the figure that camwe up the path from
the lane.

He grinned as he looked.

Hp had seen James Duck before, two
or three times, but had taken no par-
ticular notice of him. But he thought
that he had never seen so silly and
sheepish-looking a young ass as that
particular new boy at Greyfriars,

Duck was blinking round owlishly
through the stell-rimmed plasses as he

camno wp to the doorway, There he
stopped and blinked in,

“May I cotne in,  please, M.
Crocker 2" he asked timidly.

“Boots aud shoes to mend ¥ grinned
Crocker.

“th, no!
don't mind. ™

“You can trickle in, 1f you Like"
grunted Crocker.

He was wondering what the sheepish
junior could possibly want therve; but
he remembered that he had been with
the raiding-party, and was more than
half-inclined to boot him out as soon
as he stepped in.

Duck cast an uneasy blink over his
shoulder, as if nervous of being secn
entering a place out of boumds for
Greyiriars fellows, Then he stepped
;'n. and moved our of sight from the
nne,

“Thank you, Mr. Crocker ! he said.
“Urrrgeh I [le coughed in the cigar-

aomelhing eolse, if you

cite-smoke  that  clonded the room.
“Fxeuse mo: 1 am not uwzed o
tolacco."
“What do svou want?™ gronted
Crocker.

“I thought that perhaps ron wonld do
something for me, Mr, Crocker,” said
Duck, with an owlish blink at him. “1
have heard a lot of talk about ¥you in
tha school, of course, and I have heard
that you hknow all about horses and
racing, amd such things.™

Crocker starad at bim blankly.

He had known “all about horses, and
racing, and such things,” from an ex-
iremely early age, and that knowledgo
had chiefly been his ondoing. It had
caused Bportsman Crocker to come a
mucker &t school, and many another

mucler since, If James Duck wanted
to hear anything on that subject, he
had come to the right shop.  But it
astonished Crocker to hear such a topic
from that simple and sheepish new kid
of Grevfriara,

*“1 thought you wouldn't mind telling
me if you know anythidg about Blue
Pigeon,” bleated Duck,

*Oh gad I” said Crocker,

Of course, you won't mention to
anyone that I eame here and asked
you,"” said Duck, stammering nervously.
“ It would got o into o row, vou know.
But I heard a senior man in the school
talking about Blue Pigeon, and he said
he was running 2t Wapshot at five 1o
ong. Do vou know ¥

“Oh gad ! repeated Crocker.

He could not help grinning; buat his
manner became more cordial at onee.
1 a silly young asz was heading for
trouble, Bportaman Crocker was not the
nwnt to stop him on his way.

“Right as rain®™ he sald.  “DBloe
Pigeon is running to-morrow at five io
ane, at Wapshot.  What about it #”

" You—you don’t mind wmy asking
you ! stammered Duck.

“Not ab all—go shend ™

“1 mean, vou know all gbowt it, fram
what the fellows say,"” said Duck. ¥ I—
I should like to put somothing on him,
but I don’t know how. I suppose vou
know $# )

Crocker chmekled,
nnll_v ton well t
I eonld manage that for yon, if von
liked,” he said, with a very curious
look at Ducl. “I shall be at Wapsho
to-morrow aficrnoon,™
o Okl That is very kind of yon, Mr,
Crocker ! oxelaimed Ducl. " Would
you really de it for me?" He smiled
with simple satisfaction. “You see,
Mr Crocker, I have had a Gve-pound
note from my Unele Perey. T I pus
four pounds on Blue Digeon. and he
wins, I get twenty pounds, at five 1o
one, don't I

“Just that!” said Crocker,

“I should like to win twenty
pounds,” said Duck. I should be able
te buy a new bicvele for the summer,
aud a camera, too-—I have always
wanted a camera.  And the fellow 1
keard speaking enid that Plue Pigeon
was sure to win”

Randolph Crocker suppressed  hia
merriment. If this voung fool was
cager to throw sway four pounds, the
Sportsman was the man to relieve him
of that sum. In his career as a rolling
stone the Sportsman had gathered wery
lictle moss, and all was grist thor came
te his mill.

“I've heard that it's a sure thing.”
he drawled. “I'll get your maoney on,
if you like. Yow'll have to leave tho
cash with me—you can’t do these things
on the nod.”

“Oh wos, of course.” said Duck beam-
ing. “[ have myv five-pound note in
my pocket, Mr. Crocker. f course,
vou will not say anything about 1t, will
vat ? ghould get into trouble in
schoal 1if you did”

“Rely on me ! said Crocker.

James Duck fumbled | in his pocket
and produced a little notecase, from
which he extracted a crisp five-pound
note—all it contained.

Crocker’s shifty cyes
greedily.

He was more than ready to take
money off & young fool like this;
though he certainly had no intention of
putting it on Blue Pigeon, a gee that
had not the remotest chance of gotting
anywhere, All he had to do on the
morrow  was to tell Duck that Blue
Pigeon had lost—as he was guite cer-
tain to do, and that would be that

“You will put four pounds on for me

He did lLnow—

fixed on it



and take ithe winnings for me,” said
Duck. “I should liko to put on the
whole five pounds, but I heve lo pay
for some things, so I camot do that.
Wil you give me change, DMr
Crockex i

“ Here you are!”

The Sportsman jerked a wallet from
his pocket and detached » pound nate
from four or five that it contained.

Buck, beaming, handed him tho five-
pound uate,_unﬁ took the pound note
1y exchange. It was an  exchange
equally satisfactory to both parties,

“1 am so much obliged to you, Mr.
Crocker | bleated Duck,

" Oh, don’t mench I drawled Crocker.
“Drop m here any time after five to-
morvow, and Tl let yon know the
resnle.”

“Thank you so much!”

James Duck ambled out of the hut,
Leaming with fatuous satisfaction. Ho
left Randolph Crocker girf nning. Four
pounds was a very welcome addition
to the Sportman’s funds for hia visit
"to the vaces on tho morrow.

But glad as the Sportsman was to
tuck away that fiver in his wallet, he
was not 20 glad az Jawes Duck was to
walk off with a pound note from the
hut on the aEinn .

James Duc nrﬁg’lcti away, the pound
note in his pocket. Ho went down to
the towpath, and, out of sight of all
eyes behind the boathouse, took the
pouid note from his pocket and a frag-
ment of paper, on which was written
w list of numbers. Thoze numbers were:

KOOTX 2468
XOOIX 2463
X0OOIX 2470
XO01X 2471
X00IX 2472

Theze were the numbers of the live
pound notes that had been placed in
AMr. (fueicli’ﬂ desls,

IDuek compared the note  from
Crocker, witlr the list. Crocker's note
had the number XOOIX 2470,

It was, thervefore, one of the pound
notes that had been taken from Mr.
thielely's study the previous night.

Juck  Drake's eyes  gleamaed
Jawes Duck's spectacles,

The note was one of five he had
aced in his Formemasier’'s hands, and
which Mre. Qneleh bad locked i the
ilrivwer.

The stolen note had been in Crocker’s
[ MIRECSRION.

Suspicion was pow cortainty.

Jack Drake knew now that the lates
theft. in the school had been commitied
by that disreputable old boy of Grey-
fraavs, who had schemed to throw sus.
peion on Harry Wharlon in revenge
for the thrazhmg with the ericket-
spp,

i that point there was no shadow of
doubi. Hitherto, the prowler had
prowled not only undetected, but un-
sispecred,  That base schome of venge-
ance had given Ferrera Locke’s assist-
ant the clue he wanted-—and now he
knew ! The wretch’s own unscrupulous
wickadness had brougat about the dis-
I.‘l_ll'l.'ll'!l'}

“ By gomn ! murmuread Drake,

iz eyes were gloaming,

How tle man came and went tn his
prowhings  was still 4 mystery; one
that 1he schoolboy detective had yet to
lneidane. He had yot to cateh the
rascal tn the aect, anci" prove his guilt
bevond the shadow of a doubt—to pin
him  down heyond the possibility  of
ving and  shuffling  and  wriggling
PBut hiz eve now was on the man he
nanfed—and the Hme was at  hand
when tho prowler of Gregfriara would
prowl no more.

i
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EVERY SATURDAY
THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise For Quelch !

It. QUELCIH did not look
pleased when James Duck
tapped at his study door end
enterod.

IIis hope that the schoolboy detective
would succeed in solving the mystery of
sroyfriars was pgrowing fainter and
fainter. His own opinion was that the

27

sooner Jack Drake rejoined lus chief
and lent his assistance in the search for
the elusive Ruport Crook, the better.
_ Hs gave tho junior a glance of sharp
1nguiry.

“Well 17 ho rapped,

Duek closed the door and came across
to his Form-master’s writing-table.

* Please look at that, siv I ho said.

He laid a pound nota on the table.

(Continued vn next page.)
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was crowded out of last week's

issue of the Magwer. I know
how you all look forward to this little
pow-wow, and, after all, it’s the only
chance we have of keeping in touch
with onc another. Times come, how-
ever, when My, Frank Richards? varns
run out a little longer than usual. To
eut these yarus to squeeze in a Chat
might please some veaders, but it
offends others. In future, then, when

SDHR}T, cliums, my little corner

there’s no Chat, yon’ll kuow the
reason why.
Believe me. chums, it's net all

honey being an Editor. Fortunately,
“Magnelites © as a whole are a gramd
cirele of loyal pals—realising that in
the Maaxer they always oot their
money's worth—as the vast pumber
of appreciative letters that reach me
prove. ©F course, there is an ocea-
sional  “erouse,” say, when some-
body's favourite character has not
been mentioned for a week or two.
Again, there is the type of reader it
seems impossible to please, although
they stand by the Old Paper year in
and year out.

“Old suldicrs never die,” so the say-
ing guoes, angl weither will sach
popular characters as Harry Wharton
& Co., of Greyiriars, ond Tom Merry
& Co., of 8t. Jim's. They've come to
atay !

Talking of Tom Merry & Co. re-
minds me of the super story featuring
these cheery chums in this week's
“Gem.” It's entitled :

“THEY CALLED HIM A DUFFER!™

and I have po hesitation in sayine
that it ts one of Maviin Clifford’s real
masterpicees. I you are not already
a reader of the “Gem "—1 kuow most
of you ave—take my tip and sample
this week™ issuc. In addition to the
rrand long yarn of Tom Merry & Cao.,
it contains a aplendid series of stovies
telhine of Prank Richards® school-
thavs,  You'll absolutely tevel in 'em,
helivve me ! There are other intorest-
g Peatures as well, but space pre-
cludes me frawn giving the details
bere. Auwyway, the proof of the
pudding's in the ecating; get a copy
of the “Gem ™ to-day; you'll be more
than pleascd with it,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
" Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Led.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.C.A.

An old reader of the Masxer—Jack
Bouny, of Windsor—writes to tell
me that he is shortly going out to
Australia, where he mtends to take
up farming. It will be a bit of a
wrench to leave Eugland, he says, not
to mention parting with all his
friends. T feel sure all “ Magnetites
will wish Jaeck a “hon voyage,” and
every success Im his new venture,
But, Juck, don’t run awdy with the
idea that you will have to lose all
your chums. Opbe of your pals—
namely the MaaRer—will be with you
“down uunder,” as siaunch and as
strong as ever. \Wien you've settled
down in your new guarters, chum,
maybe you'll find time to drop me a
line and let me kuow how things are
progressing with you. It shouldn’t he
long before you chum up with some of
onr Colonial readers you’ll find plenty
of them in Western Auvstralia whero
you say you're bouud for.

Time is getting short—as the wire.
less apnouncer often rvemarks—se 1
must get down fo nmext weck's pro-
Framme.

“ WHO SACKED HACKER? "

is the title of famons Frank Richards'
next varn of Harry Wharton & Co.
at  Greyfriars, nd it's a top-
noteher ! Horace Hacker, master of
the Shell Form, and more commonly
known as the “ Acid Drop,” takea a
delight in upsetting other people’s
“applecarts,” But thizs week he re-
ceives something for his pains—and
he just ean’t grin and bear it !

When T tell you that Fisher T,
Fish has been detailed to take over
the “ Ay Page ™ feature, you'll realise
that you're in for some veal good
“atuff.”  You vemember how well the
euy from “Noo Yark ™ did his work
when he ““took over ” the *Herald ™
during  Harry Wharton’s absence.
You'll rear with langhter when you
reiteld his contribution next Saturday.
The “Greylrinre Herald,” with itz
tuteresting  nutshell news of Grey-
friars, iz well up to standard. Don't
tail om the end of the gqueme, chum;
he one of the first to get your Magxer
next Saturday morning,

Until then, chin-chin,
YOUR EDITOR.
Tre Macxer Lieminy.—No. 1,620






IRON NERVE WANTED
WHEN HIKING
WITH FAGS!

Enough’s As Good As a Feast
—says PETER TODD

Last Soturday alterncon, when out
hiking on 1y lonely own, I fell in with
Nugent minor and Gatty and Myors,
the bright young leaders of the Second.

“ Coming my way, kida " 1 asked
them, genially. “I'm making for
Courth Common, and then back
throuph Friardale.?

“That'll do wus,” grinned Dicky
Nugent. ' Bure you don't mind being
geen with Second Form chaps 77

“ Not a bit. TPcople will tell at a
glance that I'm looking after you
youngstera and keeping you in order,”
I answered, *° Step it out, kds!"”

Ancd off wo went.

Now, my idea of hiking iz a nice,
ateady fcurmilesanhour,
cnjoying  the scencry @ celiEs
and chin-wapging on all e
manncr of th:in%s. to ong’a Pt
companions, That was
what I had in mind on
this c¢ceasion—with =&
notion alsothat I rhonld
he able to do most of the
talking myaelf, to tha
edification and improve- »

mentt of a frio of f;}
respectful young 4
listeners.

Baut it Jdidn't happen
that way at all. My three
follow-hulera, I soon dis-
woverad, had quito other o
ideas of what & hiking cxpedition
ghould ho.

For iustance, the speed they favoured
waa not four miles an hour, but ahout
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sudden spurts - - ik e SR AR L o VAT st P ey L (L i T
and starts, L e

varied by long pauses and  bouis | thoughtfully fishing in the Sarlk, they I made o grab &t E} youte demons.,

of wrestling by the wayside.
Then again, their idea cf cheery con-
versation cn rouie was to yell rude
recmarks and catezlis at  all  the
podestrians wo pasaed.

When we camg across some cows,
grazing peacefully in o field, nothing
would satisly my young eclleagues but
to mount threo of the bLeasts and go
rough-riding.

When we spotted some sheep a

7

few moments later, they had to hold
sheep-dop ‘trials, toking the part of the
sheep-dops themsolves.

When we act o solitary angler,

felt it up to them to ercep 28 near him
aa they could under cover and throw
stones into the water. The angler
loat his tempor and chased them ; and,
in preference to stopping and explaining
that I really didu’t belong to them, ¥
took flight, too.

A doshed undignified and uapleasans
experience, that ; but worsa still was
to follow, After leaving the river,
wo ron into P.-¢. Tozer. e Friardalo
villsge constable was sitting on a stile,
writing in his official notebook. Young
Nugent and his pals found him
irre=igtiblo.

“*What's the betting he’s making
out hia football coupon?® ushed
Dieley,

“Might be a crossword puzzle,”
Catty said, cautiously.

“{an't be much more,"” grinned
Myeors, ‘ Old Tozer doesn't have a
case from one year's end to another.”

“ Yog, it's sad about Tozer,” sighed
Nugent minor. ** Wo should be deing
him % good turn if wo gave him a caze
to put down in that notebreok, Think
wo might do it 7"

“ L.ook here, you young idiots 1" I
gasped.

“Let’'s knock off hia holmet and
punt it down the lane,” sgid Nugent
minor, unheeding, * Quistly doce it.”

I LET THE SIDE DOWN!

Deplores H. Vernon-Smith

It's & sorry story I have to tell this
weolke—and 111 admit right away that
the villain of the picce is myself !

W hoever conld have forescen Ryl-
cornho School Grammar lcking us, just
when wo wore well en the way to
making our place at the top of the
table rcally esecure ' Why, the idea
would have been laughed to scorn at
Greyiriara a week ago: bubt lowly-
placed Ryleombe licked us all the same
—and on our own ground in the
bargain |

Just ta rub solt inio the wound,
St. Jim's went end beat Higheliffo
end displaced us from the position we
had fondly hoped to hold without a
breals for the rest of the scason!
It's o black week for the Greyfriavs
Lower School, this, pals, and no mis-
take ahout 1t !

When I admit to being the villain
of the picee, I am not shouldering
the responsibilities of the rest of the
tenm. Uthers contributed to our down-
fall as well.

Ryleamblo ecaught us, in fact, on
ong of our rare " off ™ days, and the
wholo tean fell Inmentably short of tha
high standard they had previously
maintained sinco the Christmas vae.

The pitch woas heavy from reeend
roing and our sglick short.-passing zamo
wag sean early in the game to bs less
cffeetivo  than tho vigorons, [ard-
kicking methods of our opponents.
Ryleombe, who seem to ba born ml-

Intkera, found their feet in no tone, ' that appalling maskiel 3 but, oo the § 1 Claremont 16

while we were still trying to overcome
the difficulties of playing the same style
of football as we have played with
such auceass on drier pitches,

When CGordon Gay put Rylecombe
one up in the first ten minutes, we be-
gan to get rattled. Our play de.
generated and for a quarter of an hour
we were on the defensive. By degrees,
wo bogan to regain our COmposurs
but even eo, Hylecombe still had the
upper hand, and we could hardly
eomplain when Frank Monk scoved
o second goal just before half-time.

Inn the second half, we wont all out
to make up arrcars. Play improved,
and after ten minutes, Tom Hedwing
seored for Greyfriors. Our hopea began
to riso.

But Ryleombe had made up their
minds not to yield an inch ; and as wo
forced them more and more into their
own ferritorv, they made o real job
of it sl brought back almost tho entire
tecam to keep us out ! Again and azain
wo attackod, and cach lime they come
through tho ordeal sacecesafully.

And then, {ive minutes from time,
came the incident where I et down the
side. Wharton, hard-pressed by three
REyleombe men, tapped the ball over to
me. I trapped it, beat the Rylecombe
right-back, and ran Jur tho goal. The
poalic eama out, I sworved, end leli
Lhim stwuling, then kicked tho ball
at an open goal

And, helicve it or aot, T missed by
THIEE.

Contlemen, ¢hapa ol fellows !
Moy I remind yon that to ery ia hmsan
=i forgpive diviee ¥ L frankly sdmit
that there ia pouitively no exeuse for

—,

other hand, T have seen professionals do
exactly the same thing !

That goal, hed I scored it, would
have saved us a point and kept us in
the top place on goal average. Asit is
—wall, I'm wearing sackeioth and
ashes now and shall keep on wearing
them till I make up for what 1 have
dona *

Wa nre left now with two “ away
games—at Abbotsford and Bagshot—
and the last game of the season,
agrinst 8t. Jim's, on Littlo Side.

Can wo win these threo formidable

ames and rcgain ¢ur lost leadership ?
fter what has happened this weck,
I dare not prophesy. I can ondy hope !

IesorLTs.
(Howme teams are shown first.)
Wedneasday.
Bagshot 2 Redelyfia 0
Claremont 3 Abbotsford 3
Greviriars 1 Byleombe G.5. 2
St. Jim's 3 Iigheliffe 1
Soturdey.
Claremont 1 Rooltwood 4
Higheliffe 2 St. Jude's 2

CHAMPIONSHIF TABLL.
PF. ™. D. L. I. A. PTA.

1.8t Jim's 1512 1 238 10 25
2, Groyfriars 15 10 4 1 48 11 24
3. Rookwood 13 0 3 3 34 18 21
$ Bogshot 15 8 3 4 24 17 19
5. Hipheliffo 16 &6 4 7 23 31 14
0. Abbotefordls 4 4 7 23 32 12
7. 86 Jude'a 16 4 3 8 231 32 11
3. R:,r&rmﬂnhu 13 4 3 81232 11
9 Reedelyfe 153 3 2 10 12 32 g

1 510 12 4% 7

Having missed thep hy yards, I turned
tail and fed for dear life.

The last ¥ saw «f Dicky Nugoent &
Co. they were drikisag P.-c. Lozer’s
helmet dewn the lase, while the portly
puardian of the hiw lumbered alter
thery, shaking his fist and uttering
wild, incoherent jells. That wvision
canset mo to ;Im:- o gpeed. T didn't
stop runuing till I kad put 8 good milo
botwween mysclf and my follow-hikers,
And yom cen {ake sy word for it, old
pals, T was jolly~glad to finish my
ramble on my own

I'm no hero, and you apparently
need g nerve of iron to go hiking with
Secomd Form foge. I shan't bo gomng
hiking again in & hurry with Dicky
Nogent and his £dends

OLD CLO’!

Mr. Lozatus wolling! Duy your
elothing at knool~sud prices from my
brand now secomhand d tinent.
Why go elsewheni. to be robbed<
Coms to met Hsearded top-hats,
13, upwards. Immekse range of second-
hand aspits, I gumramtes to givo you
all fita '=LAZARUB, Courtfiell.

*

SCENE-SHIFTING FOR WIBLEY NO JOKE!

Declares MICKY DESMOND

Sure, aud it's no joko being a seene.
ghifter for Wibley at all, at all! It's
miyeelf that's wishing 1'd never signed
on for the job. And I never would have
dona it, cither, it I hadu't hiad at the
back of mind that it might one day
lead to the nomoe of Aicky Desmond
shining in bright lights all over tho
West 1Xnd of London !

It was the lure of the footlighta that
wont 0 my head eerly this term, boys.
Soys I to myself, * Micky, my bog,” I
saya, ** you'll always find in the end
there's nothing like beginming at the
beginning. It that epalpeen Wibley
wou't make you a star, then it'a no nas
mooning around over it. Away vou
run and tell him you'il toke any other
job that's zoing 1™

So I upe and sees him ; and that's
how ¥ started on the peene-shifting job !

And what a job it i3, to ba suore,
bova ! Carrying of this and that here
pnd thero—fixing up cardboard trocs
and canvas hedpes and Eﬂﬂ{llmﬂﬂ kniows
what clse Desidea! It's a rough old

life, boys, is tho Hfe of a scenc-shifter
—and there’s moro kicks than ha'pence
i1t it when you're working for Wibley !

Bure, I nover knew o boy &0 par-
ticular. II it’s the wrong side of the
stage I put o chair, hie's ramping like
a man demented ! I its upside-down
1 fix a canvas hedgo, ho'll shout enough
to bursh any ear-drums !

At o dress rchearsal this afternoen
I had to balance myself on a ladge over
the stage and sprinkle paper down on
the actors to make it seem lko ennwy
weather, Was it my fault my pailful
of paper dropped on to Wibley’s head ?
Dickena of o bit of it ! Was it my foaull
1 leaned over In my excitement and
{;Etc‘hm‘! down ou top of the company 1
Vell, boys, ask yoursclveal

But there's no arguing with Wibley.
Little mishapa like theso are all in the
day's work to me; buat Wibloy's tho
tadd for taking life seriously.

Sure, it’s o finoe actor he is, and he's
the broth of a boy at that : but scene-
shifting for Wibley's no joke !

&

tT'vo

bean,"” Squsfl iecl cosis

Sauiff didnt turn o hair.

.blinking.

SQUIFF'S BROADCASTS

ARE REALLY

UNIQUE!

Eye-Opener for Johnny Bull

When I d into
Study No. 14 to getlny cap,
the other afterraon, I had

uite & shock. The Tuniture
hqud all hoen !'Eki"‘:’lgﬂd,
gtronge-looking gadgbis were
lined up on iha
Bquili’s gramophem, which
haa lain at the betten of the
euphoard for a acuple of
terms, was installel on a
home-made  stend  thet
moved about om robber
Tunners, :

From the ceiling hung a
catdboard sign boarig on it
the laconio ngtico:
“ BILENCLE. In “Mo mid-
dle of the room, ataiding in
front of a microphope, wos
Bouiff. :

stood] in the duorway,
While g,did so,
Squiff spoke &.) tho
[ 1] milw k]

“ That, lodies ap™ gentle-
men, concludes the . d-
gast from Btudy No,, 14,
Remove Passare, Qfeyiriors

Bohool,” ho anid -in- secents

just liko thoee of the B.B.C.
announcers over tha wiveless
—only much moreran! .1

hope that you havesujoyed-

the programme, and wonld

e, and

-

lilte to remind you to tune.in
again on  Yrday even-
ing for another hali-
hour of mirth mud
molody, starting ot
seven-thirl y.

* I shall be happy to
have reports from
listeners as to reception.
Posteards should be
nddresged to 3, Q. 1,
Field, Groy fiiars School,
Friardale, Kent,
England,

“That coneludes thoe
programamae  and  the
station is now cloming
down. Good-afternoon,
sverybody | M

Squiff turned a
switth from " On ™ lo
“ OH,” then grected
me with a satisfied nod.

i Hallo, Bull! Been
listening long # ¥

I mbbed my cyes to make
sure I wasn't dreaming, As
the room remained un-

changed, I eoncluded it was

quite real,
“ Look here, whol’s the
idea, Squif?™ I sabed.

“ Ilow long has this been
woinz on 722
“ Only a week or two, old

ally.
job of it, don't you
think ¥ *

“ You've made a nost
mesa of the study, if that's
anything to Jdo with it,” I
said frankly., * But who
told you you eould run a

riddy broadcasting station
from thia study

answer e d
*“ Then all I coan say ia

cheerfully.

you're asking lor troublo.
Why, it'a & punishable of-
fence to broadeast without a
Government licence. You'll
be getting six months in
chokey—that's what people
goet for bt ™

* Oh, that's all right.”

& pretty

“ I'mx only putting in a bit
of practice ?

“ Practice or not, you'll
be in the soup if anyboedy
hears about 16! oes it
really work, though? 1
mean, do peopls really
listen-in to you all over the
world %

* Oh, rather! I get
listeners in  China, Peru,
Canada, Russia—or, ot least,
I ehall get them when I
reelly get going. OF course,
it'snot actually running yet."

I etared.

“ You mean to say you'ro
tending 1 I pasped.
* Well, yves—at the mo-

. ment,? Squiff said reluct-

antly. * I wouldn’t Tun o
atation until I got a licence,
of courza: and I howven't
been able to get one yel.
But I shall be all ect
when I do get one—ihat is,
of course, if I pet onai™

“ My hat! ‘Then at pre-
sent, vou're only imoagining
|3 B

“ ¥a.ca, I suppose Lhat’s
all it does omount to at
present 1 But what do you
think of it, so far a= it goes? ™’

“ Just pgreat!™ I said.
“"As o broadeasting station,
I shoulid think yours is
uniguo !

And you can't get away
from it—it is so! Hguili's
broadeasting atation raust
ba the only one in tho world
that never brondeasts, It's
absolately unirue !

YOUR EDITOR TO DEFEND
THE TITLE OF REMOVE
BOXING CHAMPION!

Tao the small army of readers who have writlen
me lately, inquirving when
title of Remove boxing champion which I won
some thue age from Bob Cherry, I am ot last able
to pive o satislnetory reply.

A Yorm mecling wos held this weelkk to disenss
gports malters
under review I a
- to call for the names of men who were

I propose to defond (he

enerally, ond whoen boxing camo
ed Mauly, who acted ns chaimman,

willing to box in climinating contosia
with a wview to seelecting o challengor
to mect me,

Mauly at once put up the idea to
the meeting, and omid loud cheera five
fellows promptly nominated themselves
for the honour—namcly, Rusasll,
Bulstrode, Vernon-Smith, Bolsover
mijor, and Bob Cherry.

At this stage Mark Lmley roso to
sugpest an amendment to the cifcet that
ihe meeting should regard Bob Cherry
aa tho lepitimate challenger without an
climinating contests, but Bob, in his
eustomary sporty way, would hear
nothing of this and even threatened to
withdraw his namo if the amendment
was carricd.  Linley, therclore, dropperd
tho idea, though, spoukiug for mysslf, 1
must epy I think that Bob has pror
claims to anybody else to bo regarded
a3 ithe proper challonger,

Before wo weont on to pair off the
ecandidatea for the first contesta, there
was o gensgation. DBilly Bunter roso anid
nsked the chairman to add hiz name {o
the list of challengars |

When the loughter had died dowi
sufliciently for Bunter to be hecard,
Bunter said that only modesty hal
Emvuntﬂd him from taking thia step

efore, but he had now decicded that tho
timme had como to teach & lesson to those
jealous beasta who had hitherto refused
to rocognise him as the best bozer in
the Form:. He edded that when the
scraps started, they would all jolly well
sen thot his claims had some weight—
s picce of unconscious humour that
simply convulsed the Remove !

T]i‘.m ballot was then taken and resulted
in tho following pairings :

H. Yornon-Smilh

(i. Dulatrode T,
W. G. Bunter V. P. Bolsover
1. Chorry v, Il Russell

Locka aa if Bolsover hos been given
a “* walk.over " for this round | As for
the other contcsts—well, with all due
regpect to Dick Russell, who is certainly
& tine fighter, Bob Cherry should beat
him, while the Bulstrode—Smithy affair
will be anybody’s fight. I wouldn't like
to attempt a forceast of the result of
this particular battle }

There is a good deal of iutercst in the
school generally over this new effort to
zolve the problem of who ia the bhess
boxer in the Remove, and many fellowa
bolonging to other Forms have stopped
me to tell me they think my days aa
Form champion are numbered. Why
so many perfoctly pally people should
seemm g0 cheery at the prospect of my
losing my titls I really don't know, but
1 con assure you that's how most of
them react to 1t |

I intend to do my best to hold the
championship, anyway—whocver proves
to be my opponent, Whether I can Jdo
g0 or not remains to be seon.!

Tom Redwip, our Asaistant Spori-
ing Editor, wilﬁ report on the eliminn.
tin contests in  next  Saturday’s
#* Horald."”

All the hest, chvmea 1

HARRY WHARTOXN,



