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weeps!  Say. ain't you
got any pesky busi-
acss  men  in this
mouldy old island? A
guy can't rook &
sucker ontava  Cent
but what there's 4
yell,  Ower there, 1T'I
tell the world  you
have to sew up Your
pockets  amd  walch

Hyin

Rt L TR T TP [

that somcone  don'k
inch  your  pants,
ﬁ'ﬁl. busineza fromn the
word “Go!” And you

THIS WEEK BY
FISHER TARLETON FISH,

the American junior.

don't sgucal to the
eppa if a gny rooks
yous, because the cop's
already got his rake
off of the profit, and
e just slams you ar
the button and saya:
O yoeur WwWay.,

TTABOY !
Ed. for two doilars to write this
age, and I'fl tell a man I wonldn’t

Fve just stuck up the

; o it for less. He sure scemed to
think T oughta work for nix. Did I lauvgh,
ar did 1 laugh? I guess 1 ain't wo ruch
arpery sucker a8 he . allows,

I got him oo Quelcl’'s phome after his
letter canne. . )

“Hay, about thia hyer Page,” 1 3aid,
pretly erisply. “You sure forgolt Lo men-
tion sump'n abogt payment, hat’s your
waunal rate?”

*Iraviment!” He sortz choked.
ay Ureyfriars feblows.  They
"

Can you beat that?

“Forget (10 1 scoffed. ™ This baby's eye.
feeth ore ewt. IV you get & page of ¢copy
outa me for nix, Pd sure like to be bbere
to see you do il, Think 'm kioda dally,
hali? You golta "oollier guess on blee way,
sir—yep " .

He chewed up the phone and got rid of
sime hard names.

“Ehoot off your mowth zll you want,
Laby,” I aaid ealmly. ™ Take it oud in talk
amd pet your money’s worith. 1 oping bhe
only talk that Lita me is dollirs, So come
across with your propozition and let’s talk
turkey."

29 I peeled ten bob off his wad, and left
him as sore as a gumboll, I should smilel
I guess no pesky Livitisber can bulkloze this
infant into playing the gooh. Not s0's You d
potice it!

“1 never
do it Lor

OVER THERE!

L'l tell the world thiz ofd islaml of gourn
is a8 slow as a lame 3nail. Over there, in
Now York, we Blmla lhustle. Look at yoor
railroad service. Gee, it musta dlied about
ten years ago, aml nobod¥'s noticed it yet.
A puy waits at the depot while the tichet-
clerk gets his afternods nop and the station-
master digs potatoes, and the whole =he
hang is as busy as bthe Habars Desert on a
wet Wednesday. .

Over there our trains go so fast you can’t
s 'em. Boy, we got service! Why, gee
there's =0 many [olks in the station that
von can't gel near it, aml we gotta platoon
of porters to pack “em into thu trains, aouo
when you do geb in, the crowil's so thick s
guy can't get ounb pill Bix milez past Tz
depot. That's hustling, big boy!

Look at vour antos! Carey me homeg to
die! A posky obld thirty-mile =peed Himig
throuzh the town! Can you Lic LY Why,
oy, over there we reeken weie doinT hiack
warls at thirty mriles an b, We got =0
many cars that Chey pack solid inte thi
pown, and can't move for o oeonpla lowrs,
Yoil ain't seen uothivg Gill vom see our
braftic. "

And then there’s your copil Say, what
are ther, apywiar? Where oo they oot that
way? They zpend all day in thetr gardens,
ar proppiog up 2 lampejeest. [5 Lhet proe
wress? o on, ask el

Over there we ran bhinga kimda JilTorent.
tar cops move, They have to he =liek, or
they're shiflled off the role with a sKinful o
warim Jead.  Sce ‘em serecching abaog sl
Gyrr town  in the  copeamottie-bor,  itTs
gieat! We go in for funs and toaraons,
aml make our cops earn thelr gaft, 1
rockon you won't fmd & e0p Qver thite
propeicg up o lamp-pott—he makes o i)
a target. Yessl=t

Ag fur youp besipess

ideag—moy,  one

apeker !

XNow that's the place
for teal  go-ahead
hustle, My pper
made a million dollars in two years. 1 guess
he left ‘em standing. The race is to the
swift. out there, and my popper hustled In
first and left the other guys to jump outava
forty-fioor window. Get on or get oul is our
motto! You beteher!

HUSTLE!

That dumb clock Skinver allows he can
draw. Well, meblee! 11 a guy likes to take
six hours on 2 sketch, he onghter show
sump'n Ior his trouble, I guess life's too
fast to waste, The sketell on this page
took me three minutes, That's hustle!

It shows the way we hustle in business
over there. A guy foll off the roof of a
forty-story buwilding, He hal a Jife insar-
ance policy with o firm o the first foor--
amd they handed him his dollars as he
pasaed the window. Weo don't waste time
over there!

ADVERTISEMENTS

{Rates 10 cvnla per wond., Apply B. T, F,
Remove Study 14, {reyrriars.)

COADILER CLECG.

The Friardale Tuckshop.

NHot or Cold Drinks, Homemadce
Cakes—m

EWhat the——  Would you helieve jt?
XNot content with “bullioxiog * me out of
ten bob, Frehy iz actually raising the wind
by selling his Yage to local tradesmen at
10 centa a wond! Does he think he’ll get
away with it? Not zo's he'd notice it! We
cut our eyé-testh too early in Londonl—
EDITOR.)

AW rets,

THE FIRM OF FISH

Here's o great opportunity for guys with
doliars. The modern go-ahead firm of Fish
are ready to issue 100 shares of 1 dollar
each to the first galooty who apply. Study
the prospectus and then rofl up with the

acks. A safe investment, personally
guaranteed LY F. T. F.

THE FIRM OF FISH.
Ma nmglg‘ru.g'h Director:
Fisher T. Fizh, Esq., U.5.A.
Dankers :
The Fish ¥ew York Bank, Study 14 Branch,

Anditora:
Messra. Fisher, Tarleton & Fish, Lid.

OBJECTS OF THE COMPANY.—To
acquirte as rapidly as possible as many
dollars as possible from as many galoots as
pussible.

BUSINESS., The Firm of Figh, buy, sull
or lend aeything that will sepatate jaye
from their dollars. ‘This new loan ia floated
to Increase the fiem's profits by extending
its operations Lo other branches of trade,
among which are:

(1) FISH, EGG AND POULTRY SUPPLY.
—Givs are allowed to keep pets In the -oll
stables, and the firm propose to huey o doicn
hens as peta, selling the eggs at the highest
price to suckers in the sehool. The firm
will also buy cheap foreign egga in Court-

field, and advertize them as Wew Laid From
Jur Own Fowls—thas elearing top prices.
{2} PIsH'S RLENDED TEA.—We propose
to =ell packets of tea ab prices which will
mwelerent Are, Mimble, and yet leave a alge

profit. The tea will be obtained by collest-
g tea-leaves from v teapots and drying
them, and putting them up in neéw packets,
thas leaving the whele price az clear profit,
pxeept for Lhe packets, )

{3) THE FIsH 'E{‘IEHQLBI}DK LIBRATY.
=1l is proposed to lay in a cowplete stock
of sehoo] books aed hire 'em oiit £06 fnys
who peed them, st the rate of 3d. per vol.
per day. Galoots have their own books, ol
course, hat these will be hidden doriog the
duy, and some galooks will be necding hooks
cach cvening for prep.  Xext day the hidden
bosnks will Lo Jeft somewlhere handy, and Lhe
hooks of some other gnys bidden—amd =0
cn.  sShountd skow o oo proft!

IT IS5 UNDERATOOD that the fecs amd
expenzes of the Alanaging Director will be
paid FIBST oot of the profits (i any), amd
the rest divided up among the sharcholders.

Boll up, you jays, ansl zet rleh!

FISHER T FISH,
Study No. 14, Remove.

Fisiiv. comes froam Lthe ereat US.A—=from
N Yark icsetf. Mo thisks 2 lot of Now
York, and it iz & great pikty he ever’ left
thatt wonderful spot. It maf be said with
treth that there is no fellow Greyfriars
conbl more easily sparve. To him, money or
dnllarst-i» the begiuning and end of all
Lhipss, He i3 pever tired of thinkiog up
~windivs to part fellows from their mioncy.
Hi will buy amnd sell anything from ald
honka to hirveles, praviding he can makeo ot
least. 200 1[.n1~r cent profit on  the arbicl:,
Shylock had onthing oo Fishy in that line.
Mg [emls money ab interest to fags of thc
Hpeomd and Third, amd rooks them of overy
ecent. He has been flogeed, kicked, l.-!lm?*:cl
and ducked for swindiipe, and he looks fop-
ward cagerly to the thoe whea he can leave
school and reburn to New Vork, thore to
hegin wors on tive widow and orphad.

{Lorioon By HAROLD SKINNER.)



UNHAPPY HORACE!

than when he’s dealing out punishment to some offender.

Horace Hacker, master of the Shell Form at Greyfriars, is never happler
But this week he wakes up the wrong

passenger and it spells Trouble—with a capital ‘T ** |

Wllo SA(:luzn lIAchn?

Hl% I
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The two masters gazed spellbound at the moving sack and the twao slippered feet amarging therefrom.

“Oh!* gasped Mr. Quelch.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Listen To My Taie Of Woe!
Wi Wow! ¥Yow!”
“Bunter's signaturo tune,”
remarked Bob Cherry.
*Ha, ha, hat”
Billy Bunter could bo heard coming.
Harry Wharton & Co. were chatting
in a group by the door of Study No. 1

in the Remove when the sounds of woo
preceded Billy Bunter up the Remove

stRircase.

“Owl Yow! Wow! Woooh! Owi”

It sounded asz if Bunter had hit
trouble—and kit it hard.

Ho rolled into view acraoss the Eemove
landing, and the Famous Five regarded
hu‘n smilingly. They were not ub-

sympathetic, but they knew their

upter Judging by the far junior's
sounds of woo, he might have been
through something lingering, with hoil-
ing oil in &t. But Billy Bunter was tho
man to make the biggest possible noise
about tho smallest possible damage.

“Owl!"  Bunter blinked at
smiling faces through his big spectacles
and meoaned. “1 say, vou fellows—
Ow! Wow!®

Burnter was holding a large ear with
a fat hand. That ear, it seemed, had &
pain in it  Apparently it had been
pulled

“ Beast 1 proaned Bunter.
Roster 1"

“Telking about wourself, as usual®™
asked Bob Cherry.

" Bwaht

five

** Gig-gig-goodness graclous ! *’

“0Oh, really, Cherry | That, cad—that
rotter—that—that—that— Words
seemed to fail Booter., ™ That—that—

Ow! Wow! Lupging at a fellow's carl
Wow ! Tuggiug at 1t Wow [
“ Loder " asked Harry Wharton.
“Owl Nol Wow! Nort Loder; a
beak 1 moaned Bunter 0w ¥

"Rot 1" said Johnny Bull. * Beaks
tlr_m t pull fellows’ ears1”

“0Oh, really, Bull! I suppose T know
whether he pulled my ear or notl”
voared Bunter. “I've got a fearful
pain in 1it! I thought the beast was

B o e i e a e

Exeiting School Story of
HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
of GREYFRIARS, and JACK

DRAKE, the Schoolboy
Detective,
PR R e R R R L e B i e b
going to pull it off 1 T've a jolly good
inind to go to Quelel and say——  Ohw |
Oh ortkey ! Wow 1™
Bunter rubbed that large ear ten-

derly. Probably there was an exrensive
pain in it, for it was a0 oxtensive oar
and gave & good grip
“Put who—"" asked I'rank Nugent.
“Ow! ‘That beast—that ewab-—that
cad—thnt rotter—that  hbeastly Acid
Drop 1 moancd Bunter

stuttered Mr. Prout faintly.

“{3h, Hacker!"

Mr. Hacker, the master of tha Shell,
was celled tha “"Aecid Drop™ in his
Form. It secemed that it was Hacker
who had pulled that fat ear.

The Famons Five sat up and took
notice, as it were, as they heard that.
Hacker was well known to be a Tartar
in the Shell; but., whatever ho did in
his own Form, he had no right to pell
Bemove ears.  Billy Buntey’s car, no
doubt, was the least unportant ear in
the Remove. 8till, 1t was & Remove car,
and no Form-master but his own was
entitled to introduce & pain into it

“The cheecky ass!” said Bob Cherry
warmly.

“The checkfulness is terreific!™ de-
clared Hurree Jamset BRam  SBingh.
* Bur whyfully—"’

O ‘\Imhr I® groaned Dunter,
“You know Hackerl o pitches into
fellows for nothing. I've heard that he
whopped Hobson in  the Fc:rm -rooIm
to-day for hm*mg a bag of bullseyes
under his desk Ie snooped the bulls-
cves and chucked them into the waste-
peper-basket. 1 heard Hobson talking
about it. Owl! That's the sort of—
wow I—beast he 15! Yow-ow "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“"Fellows aren't supposed {o take
bullseyes into the Form-room,” ho re-
marked. *Quelch would give a {ellow
lines for that.”

“The Acid Drop whopped him. Ow|
Now he's lugged at my ear. Wow! I

Tae Maguer Liprarv.—No, 1,621
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did nothing—abzoloteliy rnoibing, mind!
I suppoze & fellow ean welk into o
Form-voom if he likes and wo harm
done ' moaned Bunter,

“Our Form-reom 1" asked Nupent,

“Owl No; Hacher'ss Wow! Of
course, 1 never knew he wasz aboul,
You know that creepy way he has of
going about and not letting fellows hear
him coming. He copped me in the Sholl
Forin Room. Wow ! 1 told hun U'd only
gone in beeawse a fellow threw my cap
i at the window and [ had to go after
it. He wouldn't helieve me—-"

“Well, Hacker's & suspicious sort of
eweep,” said Bob, “ But I don't see why
Le shouldn’t have Lelieved that, Why
didn’s he?” :

“Well, you sde, I hadn't my cap with

i1

Wig—

“What " yelled the Famous Five.

“Bo hoe made out I wasn't telling the
iverth——"

“Oh, my hat1?

“Like him, isn't it1" hooted Bunler.
“Ile never takes a fellow's word!
Heastly  suspicious tickl Making a
fellow out to be o liar, you know! He
thought 1 was after something, and I

hadn't been near the wastcpaper-
baskote—

“The wastepaper-basket " veponted
Mavey Wharton.

“Oh erumbst  The fat villain waos
after EHobby's bullseves!” exclaimed
Bob, *Waa thoet it, you grub-raiding

goezleri”

“No, it wasn't[” roarcd Bunter. "I
nover heard Hobson say anything about
e bullseyes, and I'd forgotten what he

said, too. Desides, why shouldo’t o
follow got Hobby's bullseyes back for
him ? ind action, I call it] Ow P

“JTlabby would see a lor of those bulls.
~yex if you got them back for him—I
Jon't think I grunted dobnuy Bull,

“Did Hacker know z::u wore after
ihe bullzeyez?” grinned Mugent,

“Ow! Ne. Luckily, he'd forgotten
all abont the bullseyes. He just fancied
1 was up to something in his Form-
room. Besidea, I wasn't after them.
I've told von so. 1 hope you're not
going to makc o fellow out a Har—like
Hackoer 27

“(Oh erikey ! :

“He grabbed hold of my ear [ hissed
Bunter. * Grabbed it—clutched it like o
vice] Dup his beastly finger and Iis
beastly thumb into it and led me out of
his Form-room—by the ear, you know !
Wow !l I was just going ont, too, when
he butted in. 1 should have been gone
in another sre. Wow! 1 never heard
him coming! Wooch! Look at my
car "

The Tamous Five looked at the ex-
tensivg ear. It waa searlet.  Evidently
Nacker's finger and thumb had elozed
on that fat car harvd and fast.

“1f Hacher did that for nothing you
cﬁuhgu to Quelch abount it,” said Johnny

ull.

“Weil, =0 1 jolly well would, only
guelch mght want to know what I was

ping in the Shell-room  No good say-
ing I wasn't there. Hacker would inaka
out that 1 was as he copped me there™

* Make out 1 gasped Harry Wharton.

“Yes.  He's mean epough.,  Bot, 1
=ay, vou fellows—ow-wow !—fancy the
shell beak hiaving the nerve to pull a
Bemnove man’s ear [or nothing! He
gught- to he linllz.* well ragged! What
about you fellows shipping his study?
Ile's gone out.”

“1 can zee wus shipming
sindy ¥ gasped Bob Cherry.

“Well, he jolly well ought to be made
w it up for pulling a Remove man's
ear=—lugging and tugeing at it ! hooted
Bunter. “1f vou !?un shipping his

Tre Macxer Liemini.—No. 1,621
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study, wlhat about tipping his inkpob
inlo his armeliir? Ten to one he would
sit in it before he spotied it—what B
“Ha, ha, ha!™
“1 say, you fellows, yeu rog Hacker's
study, and I'll jolly well whack out tlhe
bullseves! There IV
“The bullseyes 1" stuttered Bob.
“FYes, 1 nean 101" Billy Bunter
ceazsed to caress that crimson ear and
jerked a paper bag of buallieyes frem
12 pocket, Y Pair whacks all vound if
vou rag the Acid Dvop's study | See ™
“ Hobby's bullseves 1 roared Johony
Bull. "Then you did bag Hobby'a bulla.
eyes out of the wastepaper-basket ¥
“Eh? Oh, no! | mean—— Wharser
You up io? Cimme my bullseyes, you
beast 1 roared Bunter, az Harry Whar
ton, reaching at the vag. _im-hmlyit. from
ithe fot paw. * You're not going to have
the lot, you greedy pig! Look here——"

“You fat brizand, Hobby's poivg to
have the lotl” said Harry Wharton.
He tossed the bag of bullseyes through
the open study doorway and landed
them on the table.

“They win’t Hauby'a  bullseves:
they're another lot ! gasped Bunter
“1 had them in o letter from Bunley
Court this morming=—I mean, in 2
parcel.  Basides, T got them from the
Shell-room to give back to Hobby, I'm
roing straight 1o hi~ <ludy to take them
to him now. Gimme those bullseyes.”

* Bow-wow 1™

* Beast [ roared Bunter. e seemed
io forpet even the paip in his fat ear
in his consternation at the sudden loss
of hia loot. Ile advanced towards tho
studly doorway; but the Famous Five
blocked i, grinning—packing their
moad, az it were. "1 say, vou fellows,
let a fellow pass ™

“Pasa on, brieod—and all's well 17
=aid Bob Cherey cheerily,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“I—=I say, I=—1 want to
study and—and speak to

“Duck i:n't in the study.”

“1 mean, T want to look out & word
i vour Latin dic old chapl I've lost
mine—it's not on the shelf in my
el yily "

“Ha, ha, ha™

“Blessed 1f I see anything to cackle
at! Look hare, vou beasts, if vou joll
well zuoop those bullseves, I'll jolly we
tell Hobson ]yﬂn’va gat thew I'" vroared
Hunter, “I' jally well go straight to
Habzan, and say—— Yaroooh AAVE
off kicking me, yon beast |

“Srand steady 1" said DBob Cherry.
“1'm "gﬂing to give you a few more
o

T E[‘.‘.ﬂ.!‘-’! 1]:-

Billy Bunter did not stay Tor a few
ntore ] Owne was enough! William
George Bunter did not always know
when e had had enough: but on this
occasion, bLe had po doubls; and he
departed in Laste,

iy :nln”ﬂm

u_

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Qut Of Boyunds!

i oy 1"

B My, IHacker, tho master of
ihe Shell, ropped out timc
word lilee a bullet fvom a ritie.

IHzckey pevcrally  rapped. Hacker
was & zharp zentleman, e had a
shavp nose, o sharp temper, and a sharp
TOIeD.

James Burk., fthe new boay in
Romove, looked vound.

Duck had a simple. sheepisit faoe,
adorned by bushy evebrows, and & pair
of steel-rimmed elasses,  He blhinked
throueh those rlasses at thie master of
e Shell,

Hacker, coming alonz from the school

the

waios, had spotied him at the corkey of
Friardale Lane.

AT the corner lay the Abbot's Spinney,
izt which, o few weeks ugo, Greyfriars
‘vllows had been permitied to rozm as
ihey pleased. ow, however, tho
Abbot’s Bpinney, and the hut which
stood on the site of the old stone cell
there, was strictly out of bounds for the
school.

Regardless, apparently, of tha fack
that 1t was out of Lounds, James Duck
was n the very act of pushing open the
gate o the fenee, when Hackey
Imfpmued.

evidently he was goin

But ho stopped as

i,
Jacker's eharp

volge rapped at him.

Haclker came to a halt, and eyed him
with severity,
“¥ou are one of Mr, Quelch's boys§™?

he rapoed.
“Yes, Elr!” said the new junior
meekly,

“"Your namet”

“I"tn Duck, sir.”

“Duck 1" vepeated Mr. Hacker. Ha
stared at the sheepish face Ie had
seen the new boy, but never heard his
name. “Duck? Did you say Duck ™

“Yes, =ir, Duck 1"

“¥our namo is Duck” rapped Ay,
Hacker. It was, no doubt, an nneom-
mon name; and perhaps Mr. Hackey
suspected the new junior of pulling his
leg. Hacker was a suspicious man,

“I'm not always called Duch, sir.*

“What? What do you mean? You
must be called Duek, if Duck is your
name, I =uppose "

“SBometimes they call mo * Goose,” in
the BRemove, sivr DBut my name tsa's
(ioose !" said the new jumor innocently.
Mr. Hacker ruuwﬂ].

“It is singular, If
Dick.” he said.

“"Oh, yes, sir, it is singular,”™ said
Duck, “If it were pluval, it would bo
Ducks, of course.”

Mr. Hacker staved at the pew junior
very  hard.  But James Duck only
blinked at him with checrful simplicity.

your name is

“T odid not mean =ingular in that
sonze,” grunted Mr Ilacker. It is
singular if your name iz Duck, Nok
long a there was a Bemove boy
nomed Drake. Both are odd”

“0h, no, sir—even!™ snid James
Duck,

“What? What do you mean by

even 1" yvapped Mr. Hackern

“Two are even, sirl” said Duek
zimply. “One would be odd, but twe
even, Three would be odd, but four
even, I think that ia right, sir. The
[ellows don't think me very bright in
elass, but 1 know that nmf:ﬂl”

Mr. Hacker breathed hard,

“If you ars really so stupid ss you
appear to be, I do not envy your Form-
master I he said. "' But, listen to me,
Duck—if your namao is Duck. You have
not been at Greyfriarvs long, but yon
must be aware that this place s out of
boumds. No Greyfriars boy 13 allowed
to speak to the disreputable rascal who
bas taken up his residence in that hut”

Alr. Hacker pointed with his walking.
stick towards the hut on the spinney-—
which hod been bwlt by an enterpris
ing cetale agent in Courtfield for the
aceonnnodation of hikers in ‘summeor
days.

It had never befove, in the winter
i, had a tenanc: but it had one now,
who was lounzing in  the doorway
smoking a cigarctio,

“Indeed, strl” murmured James
Duck. “1Is it rveally out of bounds,
gir?"”

“As g new boy you may not have
been aware of it,” snapped Mr. Hacker.
“But you aro awere of it now that 1
have told you, Duck 1 Thore iz a notice
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on the board, signed by the headmaster,
g‘im:ing the Abbot's Spinney out of
punds, and forbidding any conununica-
tion with that man, Randolph Crocker.”
1 “?-Mustn't I go in and buy a bootlace,
E!.]" ¥

“A bootlaea 1" repeated Mr. Hacker.

# Y{:_aj. sir; a5 the man is a cobbler,
i The man 15 not a cobbler I" snapped
Mr. Hacker, “He is an old boy of
(treyfriars, who was cxpelled in dis
graceful circumstances, and who has set
up here to annoy the headmaster,™

“But it says on the =ign on the fonce,
gir——"" James Buck pointed to the
sign on the fence. and read out the
mseription  thereon: “ ' Randolph
Crocker, formerly of Groyiriars School
—Boots and 8hoss soled and heeled.” ™

“Bilence |" ra.ﬁpged Mr. Hacker. " Go
awey at once, Duck! Greyfriars boys
are not allowed to loiter heve.”

“Have you becomo master of tho
Demove. =sri™

“What? No! I am mmaster of the
Shell ! What do vou mean, yvou stupid
bor ¥ exclaimed Mr. Hacker irritably.

“Oh! I thought that perhaps you
had, sir, as I am & Hemove boy, and
oun are telling me what to do!" said
uck innocently o

“Upon my word!l Is that stupidity,
or impertinence, Duck 1" exclaimed Mr.
Hacker. *I shall not allow any Grey-
friars boy. whether in my Form or nof,
to go out of bounds. I shall report you
to Mr. Quelch.’ 2

“JIt i3 very kind of you, sir, to look
after Mr. Quelch's Loys for him.” said
the innocout Duck. * I suppose the boys
in the Shell don't need locking after,
az vou have time to look afrer the
Remove as well?"

Mr. Hacker had doubied. so far,
whether Jamecs Ducl’s replios wero
diciated by stupidity or Imperuncnce.

e T = e
By e
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“ You gotting out, you old bag of bones ? ™ snarled Crocker. *Stand back ! I— I— 1 shall charge you with assault and
Oooocooch [ ** spluttered Hacker as the hefty sportsman grasped him
““ Oh grikey | ** gasped Bob Cherry.

graclous ! Oh |
and tiltea him over the gate.
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Now ho was sure, or almost sure, that
it was impertinonce ! e glared at tho
sheepish face

“Gol” he thundered.
the school at once

“But mustn't I get a bootlaco, siri”

The Acid Drop's eyce pglinted, He
made 8 movement with his walking-
stick, ;

James Duck, whether Le was stupid
or not, was not stupid enough to remain
within reach of that walking-stick, He
h::rg; ed out of range with swilt activity.

‘ Eetu.rn to the school at omce ("
hooted Mr. Hacker,

“Very well, sir!l” murmured James
Duck meekly.

He moved off slowly towards the gates
of Groviriars, visible at a little distanco,

Mr, Hacker frowned after him, and
then turned & bitter glance of contempt
on that peculiar old Loy of Grey
friars in the doorway of the hut on the
splnncy.

Randolph Crocker’s presence in sight
of the school gates annoyed all Grew-
friars, and especially tho Head and his
stalf. L

Hacker was probably more irritated
than any other, because he was move
irritable, i

But if Horace Hacler cxpected his
contemptuous glance to produce any
cffect on the old boy, he was disap-
pointed. Sportsman  Crocker’s  skin
was rather too thick for that.

Crocker weved his cigarette at the
master of the Shell, leaving a blue trail
of smoke in the sir, )

“Trickle in, old bean, if yvou've got
any boots or shoes you want repaired !
he called out.

“ Impertinont rascal!” spluttered Mr.
Hacker.

“Calling o man names!” asked Mre
Crocker, coming out of the doorway.
“0Old Prout eame along tho other day

“Go back to

L

and asked for a jolt. Ep got it! Aro
vou peking for one of the samoi"

Mr., Hacker did not answer that,
He turned hia back and walked away
quiaklyﬂciuita quickly. He did not
want & jolt from the man who had been
s boxer in his Groeyfriars dave, and was
said to have figured in the ring since
Very much i Mr Hackér didn’t,

Sportsman  Crocker  laughed, and
lounged back into the hut,

Mr. Hacker walked on at a ra-fpad
pace. But he did not walk vory far.
Af the first wayeide trees that screened
him from the spinney he stopped and
stood looking back through the trees,

Hacker, who was always suspicious,
was suspicious of that new boy, Duck.
He had a wvery strong suspicion that
that junicor had only affected to go back
to the school, and, as scon as the
master's back was turned, would ro-
trace his steps towards the forbidden
Epot.
pWhinh, in point of fact, was exactly
what James Duck did!

Watching thmuﬁh that clump of trecs,
Hacker spotted him. He was out of
sight, and Duck, no doubt, supposed
that he had walked on to the village, as
had been his original intention. The
Acid Drep'’s sour face became sourer
and grimmer as he saw the jumior in
the stecl-rimmed spectacles coming back
to the gete of the spinney, opening the
same, and walking through.

“Upon my word!” cjaculated Mr,
Hacker. )

Fairly under his eyes, though uncon.
reious of it, James Duck had deliber-
ately gone out of bounds |

It was up to Mr. Hacker, at thas
stage of the proceedings, to make a
note of the fact, for report to Duck's
Form-master, Henry Ssmucl Quelch,
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But that was not Mr. Hacker's way.
Interference was his long suit more-
over, he had been deeply annoyed by
Duck. . .

Instead of going on his way, and
leaving Mr. %u lch's business for M.
Quelch to mind, Horace Hacker strode,
or rather hurtled, back to the gate of
the apinney. ) o

Duck was i'uz-t disappearing in at the
:iuurwui of the hut up the muddy path.

“Dhuck 1" hooted Mr., Hacker.

If the new juntor heard, ho heeded
not. He disappeared from view within
the hut, and the door closed after him.
And Mr. Hacker, fairly gurgling wrath,
flew up the path afier him—with the
fell intention of grabhing him by the
car and leading hum out of that hut, as
he had led Billy Bunter cut of the
Zhell Form Room half an hour sgo.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Admitiance !
] H&LLD, hallo, halle I exclaimed

Bob Cherry.
Knock, knock!
“Hacker I” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, in amazement.

Knock | ‘

“The estcemed and ridiculous
Hacker !” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Knock ! Bang! Knock!

“The dear man's going it '™ remaorviced

Johony Bull. “But what the thum
rloes ho want with that blackguar
Urocker 17

“He may got what he doosn’t want,
if that ruflian comes out to hLim "
chuekled Frank Nugent.

Bang ! Thump! Knock!

Mr. Hacker certainly was going if,
Btanding &t the door of the hut on the
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Abbot’'s Spinney, he smote that door
with his walkipg-stick. He smote it
often, and he smote it hard.

The knocking and banging on the
door rang up and down Friardale Lane,
and far aecross ficlds and meadowa.

Harry Wharton & Co., coming along
from the school gates, stopped to gaze
at Hacker! He interested them!

The Famous Five were taking a walk
befors tea. But they forgort all about
that walk!  Hacker's performance
chained their attention.

The master of the Shell had his back
to them, But they glimpsed his face
now and then, and eaw that it was red
with wiath,

Hacker, clearly, was in 2 state of the
greatest annovance and irritation, That
was not an uncommon state for Hacker
to be in. Very small offences weroe
sullicient to rouse Hacker's ire. Only
that day he had whopped Hobszon, the
captain of tha Shell, for having bulls-
cyes in clazs=—an offence for which any
other beak at Greyiriars would have
given poor oid Hobby lines.

It was not surprising to see Hacker in
a shirty state. But it was quite sur-
prising to see him kicking up a shindy
—especinlly  with Sportsinan  Crocker,
the man who had been sacked from
Greyfriars long years since, and had
now tmrned up again like a bad pennpy.

Everybody ?mcw that Crocker had o
hefty Iguun-::}'n—;a.rnu_l nobody needed telling
that Hacker had no use whatever for
hefty punches |

do thizs was not merely surprising—it
was astornushing ! And the chums of the
Remove woere not going-to miss it. Thoy
forgot=—more or less—that Greyfriars
{ellows were [ovbidden to loiter at that
gpot, amd stood in & cheery row at the
gatewny, watching Elacker.

Bang ! Knoek! Crash! Bangl

WHO IS HE?

i

Whe is the mys- }
ferions cracksman
working near and
around Greyfriars?
It i3 a problem that has got the police
guessing.  But what tho cracksman
doesn't Hoow is that M. Steele, the
master l;u'm Scotland Yard, is elezc
on his Lrail, and it has o zensational
outcome for Greyiriars, Read and
¢njoy this thrill-packed stery  of
Harry Whartan & Lo.
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"That walking-stick will pe, i1 de
keeps that up 1" remarked Buirﬂ Cherry.
“1 wonder wh;.f Crocker doean’t open
the door! Ho's generally ripe for a
Tﬂr—aﬂd Hacker's jolly well asking for
it.

“He is—he aral” grinned Nugent,
“Let's watch, and carry home what’s
left of Hacker after he gets what he's
asking for."

And the Famous Five chuckled and
watched,

Bang, bang, bang | went the walking-
stick on the deor,

Bob Cherry's prediction was suddenly

verified, A terrific bang cracked the
‘n'l-'i'ln'ﬂtl'-E{-?EEl:G!‘i i two—one half Hew
through the air and dropped in the

thickers of 1l spinney—the other half
remaining in Ilacker’s grip.

0O 1 the juniors heard Mr, Facker
gasp.

Still the door did not open.

It emazed the juniors. Randolph
Crocker had once been a Greyviriars
man, it was truc:; but he was not o
creditable specimen of what the old
school turned out. He liked a row—and
he had been mixed up in several rows
since he had set up his remarkable
eastablishment necar the school gates,

He had rowed with Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth—Prout had almiost
had to be carricd home afterwards, Ha
had walloped Coker of the Fifth, who
had ealled on him in scarch of troubls,
and found more than he could handle,
He had butted in on the football féld
at Greyfriars, to make a scene there—
and had pulled the majestic nose of My,
Quelch, whe had ordered him offl He
had rowed with the Famous Five more
than once—but he had not been lucky
i his dealings witls those cheery youths.

. On one occasion, he had been ducked
m a diwch; on another, whopped with a
cricket stump.  But he was always ready
for more trouble—indeed, it was faicly
plain_that be delighted in rows and
shindies—perhaps a3 a relief from the
monoteny in kecping up his pretended
business as o eobbler,

Ho why he did ndt open his door and
hurtle forth at Hacker like a lion from
his lair was quite a puzzle, He could
have handled Hacker with ono hand—
and he was generally willing to handle
anybody, whether Lo could or notl

“Can't be at home!™ suggested
Marry.

“Must e " answered Bob, “ Hacker
woulde’'t stick there, banging at his
door, 1f e was out I

" No—I zuppose not! But—my hatl
ITacker will be jolly sorry if he rouses
him out.™

“Tho sorrowfulness will be terrific I
chuckled the Nabeb of Bhanipur.

. "Hallo, hallo, halle! Hachker's turn-
iug o his chin, instead of his walking-
stick | Hark !

The sharp, shrill voics of the master
of the Shefl came loudly.

“Open this door ! T insist upon ontey-
ing! 1 know perfeetly well that a
Gireviriars boy 1z there! [ know his
name! 1 insist upon taking that boy
away ! Will you open this door, oF
not ¥*

No reply from the hut.

Bang! Knock, knock!

Hacker restarted after the interval
with what remained of his walking-
stick,

Bob Cherry gave a low wlistle.

“He's spotted somebody theré 1™ la
murmured. " Some Shell-fish 15 booked
for a fearful row, if Hacker gets him 1M

“What the dickens would a chap
want to be parked in there with
Crocker for?” asked Nugent, puzzled.

Harry Wharton gave g shrur of the
shotlders,



“Tho man's n blackguard,” he =aid.
“He was a suady blackguard at Grey-
friars twenty years ago, and he's the
sama still. He was sacked for blagging
and pinching, and he's the same sort
now ! He's seen ofton enough ar the
{'rozsa Kevs and the Three Fishers and
Wapshot races. And ['ve hoard—"
UBy gum, I've heard, 1o0,” said Bob.
“ Just the kind of blighter to do betting
stunts for a black ﬁhm?—i heard a chap
say he'd scen Vrice of the Fifth sneak-
ing in there, and yvou know Price.”

I've seen Angol of the Fourth hang-
ing about=—and you know Angel ! spid
Harry Wharion deyiy.

“Well, if there’s o fellow in there
getiing Crocker to put money on horses
for him, more power 1o Hacker's
clbow 1 growled Johnny Bull

“I suppose that’s why he docsn’t open
the door!” said Nugent, with & nod.
“Ho doesn't want his jolly old client
spotted.”

“That's it, you bet 1" said Bob.

Bang, bang, bang ! went the stump of
Mr. Hacker’s walking-stick, The master
of the Bhell was growing more and
more excited and nngry.

“Will you send that boy out!” he
thundered. "I order you to send that
boy out at once! I shall take him back
e the school with me ™

No answer,

“Duck 1™ shoured Mr, Hacker.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped DBob Cherry,
and the Famous Five fairly jumped.

. That there was somoe Groyiriars fellow
m the hut, and that he was there for
EOMO  Sporting  transactions with the
Sportsman, they had gurssed. DBut the
name of Duck—the shy, awhkward,
clumnsy, sheepish new junior, made them
jump. James Duck was about the last
follow at Greyfriars whom they would
have dreamed of suspecting of taking
the slightest interest in racing matters,
“Duck 1" repeated Harry Wharton.
" Duck can’t be there | That duffer——"
- That noodle!” said Johnny Bull
"That silly ass!” said Nugent,

“That terrific fathead " ejaculated
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Like Hacker's check to pet after
n Remove man, if it is Duck,” said
Bob., “DBut it can't be Duck.  The
fulinw hnsti’tl nnrim cnough iu say bo
0 & gonse, let alone to back gee-pens
with & bad hat." i

“Puck 1” ecame Mr Hacker's roar.
“Duck, ¥ know you are there! [ saw
you enter! I order you to come ount
this instantl | shall take you back
to the school—te your Forme-mastor |
Emerge at once |

Eneck, knock., knock !

Mr. Hacser fairly belaboured the
door with the remman: of the walking-
stick. Ho knocked, he crashed, and
he banged.  His face was crimeon, and
hiz eyes glinted. This disregard and
defiance, from a boy whom he had zeen
wallk out of bounds, was Ffearfully
exasperating to Mr Hadker

“Duck 1" he shovted. or rather
hooted. * Duck, 1 repear that I know
you are therel If you do not emerg
I shall wait here for you! 1 Ehﬂ.?i
wait till vou come our, Duck! 1 chall
wait any length of tine that may be
necessary.! Do you hear that, ﬂu.ﬂ{,
vou youug rascal?"

“That cught to fetch him f he's
theve,” murmured Bab. “'Tain’t ver
long ta calling-over now Duck will
have Lo come out™

“Hore he comes [

The door of the hut swung suddenl
open from within. DBut Duck, if Buci
wsia there, did not appear

t was Randolph Crocker
appeared in the doorway

The juniors’ eyes fixed on his hard

who
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faco, with 1ts thick rugged moustache.

There was angry arritation in  that
face.
Mr. Tlacker made s sudden siep
back.

He wanted Duek
want him badly

He Cspomred 1o
But he did not wam

Crocker. He backed sway from
Crocker quite rapidly.
“Now, then, what do yvou want,

banging at n man e door?” demanded
Sportsman Crocker aggressively.

*1 have nothing to say to you!"

gasped Mr. Hackor  “A Greyfrinrs
boy 1 within, and I insist upon taking
him back to the school with me! 1

zhall not allow him to remain here one
mowment 1"

Crocker made a  forward stride;
i:lr. Hacker made a backward hop.
The Elmrt:-.man'a jaw jurted and his

cyes gleamed—his look was altogether
ilg.‘lﬁ:'. Hacker plainly did not like that
LHk.

“Keep your distance 1™ he pgasped,
“1f you dere to assault me, I chall give
you into custody ! Je—

Urocker made another stride. Hacker
made another hop. Then thers was
another stride, and another hop. And
the Famous Five at the fence watched
with great interest and entertainmoent,
Hacker was coming down the path to-
wards them, backwards, 1n a serics of
hops, the Sportsman following him up.
with jutting jaw and & threatening
scowd,

“Keep your bands off, you—you
ruffian 1" pasped Mr Hacker. “1 de-
sairg no words with voeu—none what-
ever " Another backward hop! I
insist upon taking away that Grey-
friars boy-—-"

. He reached the gate
jwmmed on it
inwards,

and his back
As the dgate opened
he was corncred there—evi
dantlcv: he did not care to turn his back
en Crocker. He had tho livelicst
E?é:.lclpatfﬁﬂ of a boot landing if he

“You pottin
bones " Eh&rlcﬁ

“Stand back!

out, you old bag of
Crocker
I 1—'—1I shall charge
ou with assault gnd—and battery !
Goodness  gracions! Ohl
Oooooph I spluttered Hacker, as the
Lefty Bportsman grasped lom, and
tilted him eover the low gate, with
hluirdly an effort, dropping him out-
Sle,

Dump |

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bob.

Crocker opened the gate,

“"Now beat itl" he sasid. "I give
vou half & minute to beat it, gand if
you ain't gone, yon old bony freak,

I'll boot you sl! the way to your
school 1"
“You won't, My, Crocker I’ said

Harry Wharton quir,-tl;;.

And the Famous Five lined up be.
tween the master of the Shell and the
sggressive ruflian at the gate.  They
did not like Hacker, and had more
than once had trouble with the Acid
Drop, but they ware not g'mnf to see A&
Greyfriars master manhandled by a
blackguard like Crocker

The old boy of Gresiriars gave
them & surly glare. Dut e remained
insicle  the gateway, Two, or even

umors, he might have
handled, but i‘.!:I.E.' five were too many
for him, as he had learned on the
occasion when he bad been dipped deep
inte the ditch,

But though the Spartsman was barred
off, his threat seemed cnough for Mo
Hacker. The Acid Drop scrambled ap,
panting for breath, and, without a
look at either Crocxer or the juniors,
hurried off to the school.

“You'd better clear you checky
young rascals!” growled Crocker.
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“Wao shall clear exacile when we
plense 1" retorted Harry Wharton.

Crocker gave him a scowl, tramped
up the path ro the hur, and went in,
slamming the door aftey him.

The entertainment boing over, the
Famons Five walked on their way.
Whether Jamer BDusk was, or was not,
in the Bportsman’s hut on the spinnoy,
they did oot Lknow: but if he was,
there was no doubi tiat bad trouble
awaited him when he returned to ‘the
school.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Makes Discoveries!

ILLY BUNTER stopped at the
door of Study No. 1 in tho Ro-
nove

Like Moses of old, he looked
iiris way and that way, and, like
Moses, saw pno man.  And he rolled
irte thet study, end shut the door
after him.

He blinked round the study through
his big spectacles.
Bunter was after the bullseyes.

The Fomous Five having gone out,
and Jaines Duck, who shared that
study, nat vet having come in, the
const was clear for the fat Owl, [t
was a chance for Bunter to recover
possesston of Hobby's bullseres, and in
matters of this kind, Bunter was not
the man to let his chances, liko the
sunbeains, pass him by.

His first eager blink was at the stude
table, on which Harry Whearton bhod
tossed tho bag of bullseyes

But no bag of bullseyes was to be
scon thera

Evidently the eaptain of the Remove,
before poing out, had transferred tho
loot to a safer :Eot. to remain till it
could be returned tuv the owner.

“ Beast " hissed Bunter.

He rolled across to the etudy cup-
borrd.

It was drawn blanl,
reposed therein,  Neither was there
an:ﬂ:hmg else in the shape of tuck, cx-
cept a few biscuits 1 & tin.

The biscuits ccoupied Bunter lardly
a minuto.

Then he resumed his quest,

The table-drawer, and the box-zent
under the window, were also drawn
blank, likewise a box, and a desk, ond
goveral other receptacles.

Billy Bunter breathed bLard, Ie
breathed dnag. Hig littlo round oyes
gleamed with wrath behind his big
round spectiacles,

Those bullsoyes wore his=—at least,
they bhad been his by nine points of the
law, Possession was nine points of tho
law, ond Bunter did not bother about
the tenth point. Ho wanted his bulls-
eves.  Ho wanted them very much.
And they were gone from Lis paze,
like & beautiful dream.

Heo stood blinking round the study,
with an exaap&rnluﬁ blmls.

A dreadful doubt was in his fob mind
that the Co. might have caten those
bullseyes before they went oul.

If that was thc caso, they  were
clearly gone hﬁgand recovery.  Buooter
could not passibly have tracked thom
down to that destination.

It was an awful thought.

But Bunter wa: nov going to Leliove
the wourst, while & chance remnained, If
those bullseyves, happily, were still in
the study, Bunter was going to uncarth
them.

Only ono receptacle in flie study still
remeined unopened. This was o
leather writing-caso that lay on (lie
shelf.  DBunter had not looked nto it,
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for the ragson that it had a lock
on it, and the lovk was locked.

Now he took it in Hie fat hands and
examined it. It was rather a bulky
writing-cace, and there wap Elent:.- aof
room ingide it for 8 bag of bullseyes,
as well as letters, envelopes, notepaper,
and so on.

Bang |

Bunter dropped it

ot the foor—

hard | Ho hoped that the bang an tha
old cak might make the | coma
opern—by accident, as it were. -

But it didn’t, He picked it up

again, and blinked as the tock. It wae
intact, It was, in fact, g very strong
lock fﬂi ga.theg unususl design—quito
proof against bangs.

Whether it heltrng;ad to Harry Whar-
ton or to Frank Nugent, Bunter did
not know. Heo did not remember bav-
ing seen it about the study before. It
was possible that it belonged to the new
bov, Duck; but there wos no namo on
it. . '

Pang I T

Bunter dropped it again, or rather,
he swiped the floor with it. But there
was nothing doing. That strong, lirtle
steel lock came up smiling, as it were,

'd by the bang. ——

undamaged

“ Beast | breathed Bunter. 7
ing up a writing-case—thinking a
follow might boe after the stamps, per-

ps. Yahi”

The, fat Owl sorted two or threo
keys out of his pockets, Ho tried them,
one after aiwther, on that lock,

But he tried them in vain. Not one
of them camo near fitting _

With the leather case in his fat
hands, Bunier paused and ocogitated,
1f that case wax Duck’s 1t was not
likely to conceal the plunder, for ne
doubt Duck bad leit i locked. Ii, on
the other band, it was Wharton's, or
MNugent's, it was a very hhkely spot.

unter had to know., There was =0
much at stake :

He sorted a bread-knife out of the
study cuphoard. Tt was clea? that if
the Eullﬂﬂj'ﬂs wero in that study at all,
they were locked up in that case. Tha
lock defied Bunter's efforts, but the
leather round it was amenable to a
knife.

He hemtatod. i

Billy Buntor was not much given ﬁﬁ
COTES T CONSCQUINCos, EEF’E‘EIII- ¥
when hanfls on the track of fuck: but
aven Bunter realiszed that the owner of
that case would be fearfully exasperated
if he found it gashed open. ]

Still, he would oot know that it was
Buntar who had dono it.  And if he
was hiding Bunter's bullseyes away from
him, tha damage would serve him jolly
well right |

The fat Owl of the Remove hesitaled,
but the lure of bullseycs was too strong,
and he jabbed at the leather with the
bread-knife.

He jabbed and jabbed and jabhed.

He got through at last. Jabbed and
sliced and slashed, the writing.case
came open in his fat hands.

Engerly ho examined the eontenta

There were—alas!=—no hullsoyea. That
feather eaze 'was not the hiding-place of
the lant, and so it was clear that the
hullarses were nat in tho study at all,
and Bunter was driven to the dismaying
conclusion that those beasta, aftemr all
must have seoffed them i

Notepaper ond envelopes  did not
intorest him much. Neither did stampa,
ag ho was not, at tho moment, 1n want
of any; but. having the wroiting-caso
apen in his fat hands, it was like
Bunter to pry through it Inguisitive-
ness was his besetting sin.  Anything
that did not concern Billg Uanter in-
terested him deeply .
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v erikey 1" he ojscalated, as ho
corred out 4 newspaper cutting.

He blinked at at.

It revealed the photograph of a hard-
faced; clean-shaven man. {Tnder the
Elctum was o paragraph referring to

upert Crook, convict, who had esca
from Highmoor Prison, and was still at
large,

HBunter had heard of that clusive
character.

Muape than gnee the missing man of
Highmoor had been mentioned ip the
news given, out on the radio, and Bunter
had seen him referred to in newspapers,

But why any Greyfriars juniar should
cut out his photograph and keep it waa
uite a mystery to Bunter., It was not
the sort of thing that might be expected
to interest any schoolboy.

_ Bunter, at all events, was bpot
interosted,

. He blinked at the picture of the miss-
ing conviet in astonishment at fnding
it there, and shoved it back into the
cAsD.

But something else was of mueh more
ifiterest to the prying Owl., It was a
ifuldﬂd pago fromt & newspaper of pink
G,

Bunter unfolded it and fixed his eyes
and his spectacles on it, his eyes growing
wider and wider behind the epectacles,

It was a page from “Racing Tips.”
It gave lists of harses entered for the
races at Wapshot, a few miles from
Greyfriars S3clhool, with selections by the
Lipsters

Against ane name was a peneil mark
Peep o Day. That looked—and, in
fact, could only mean—that the owner
of the writing-cas: had picked out
Peep o' Day to back,

“Oh erumbs {” gasped Bunter,

Had that locked writing-caze helongnd
to Loder of the Bixth, to Price of the
¥ifth, or to Angcl of the Fourth, Bunter
would not have been surprized., Some-
thing was known, and more was sys-
pected, about those sportsmen. But it
was quite an amazmp  dizcovery 1o
Study No. 1.

One of the threa fellows ithere waa
dabbling in racing matters—the kind of
fthing for which a fellow was sacked iF
Lie was found ont.

Which one was it? .

_Bunter did not even consider the pos-
zibility that it was James Duck—the
duffer of the Remove; more or less a
butt in the Form: shy and sheepish and
generally fatheaded. He would have
grinned at the idea of that moon-faced
azz dabbling in racing matters

Wharton or Nugent! Which? Whae-
ton, of course! Nugent was too soft—
indeed, in Bunter's valuable opinion.
rather a milkshop. Wharton had plenty
of g::- in him, though eertainly 9f litx go
had led him in this particular direction
it was rather a surprize.

“0Oh, the awful rottert™
Dunter

Evidently, to Bunter, that Teather caze
was Wharton's, and this was why he had
kept it so carefully locked—hecause
some of the contenls were enough to got
him sacked, if seen,

“Shady cad !” murmured Bunter,

There seemed nothing else of inteyest
in the case—no letters for Bunter to
porpse.  But that pink page interestod
Iim deeply That beast who had taken
his hullseves was backing geo.goes—just
like Vernon-Smith—and he had alwars
made out that he was down on the
Bounder’s inoey manners and on=toma.
Trizhiful humbug. Bunter thought!

“"He, he, 1" anckle Bunter
suddonly. | _

?I,uiie n bright thoughy penetrated his
pedgy . breain, ~ The byllstves were not in
that leathor cases; he had slieed it open
for nothivg. Tho beast might tot guess

eosped

that hn had done it; but, on the other
hand, he might. It was simply sickan-
ing, in faet, the way fellows suspectad
Htﬂ:tﬂrl;if things | 4 2
But:that pink page would put paid te
him if ho made a fuss—as he was ouly
too likely to do when he sew that
tlashed and dismantled writing-onse.
_ The fat Owi slipped the pink page
vito his poelet.
_ Then he closed the case and replaced
it on the shelf. He piled several books
on top of it, so that the damage would
not immediately meet the eye of mmy
fellow coming into the study. The later
the discovery was made, the lesi likely
Bunter was to be suspeeted, -
Then he rolled out of the study, dis
appointed in the matter of the bullseyes.
but guite bucked by the pewer that was
now in hiz fat hands to make the caps
tain of the Remove sit up and squirma—
if he jolly well chose!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows Whal He Knows !

DAUM I bleated James Duck,
as his name was called in
Hali. _

Several  Remove
glanced round at Duck,

Ha had come in in time for colhing-
over, and was in his Fllacu in the
renks of thea Remove. ¢ looked as
theepish as ever and owlish, in his stecl-
rimmed glasses,

Looking at him, Harry Whorlen &
Co. conld hardly believe that Hacker
had been right, and that that moony-
locking nass rea.ﬁi',' had been out of
hounds, in Rande Crocker’s hut, in
reckless defiance of Dr. Locke’s orders
on ihat svhject,

Otner fellows looked al Duck, being
aware that the Acid Drop had corie in
some time ago I a raging bait, and
one to thlﬂﬁﬁh.' and that M, guei‘uh_
12d immediately ingquired for Dn

Duek. it scemed, was up for a row,.
though what that burbling ass coulid.
hava dono to land in a row was hard
tn goess,

T say, ald chap, you're for it Billy
Bunter whispered to bimn.

“Oh dear!™ eaid Duck,
think so, Bunterp?"”

" Hacker's heen 1o Oucleh about vou,”
grinned DBunter.  “Evorvbody khnows,
I sav, what have vou done to the Acid
'I:l;.'q_'p!:?” -

“MNothing that I Loow of.™
“He, e, el . sesios folink yon

13

fellows

“Do Tou

hase '™ chuckled Bander “Look ot
Him 17
Jowies Doek’s  cleelrimmed  zloztes

rurned on Mre. Tlacker at a diztance,
The master of the Shell was lookiug
at him with a fixea grim look.
Hacker’s look indicated only fae
plainiv thai Duclk had pgiven  dive
offence. and that he was going to hava
as warm a time as Hacker coull:
arrange tor hiz bencht, )
“Lools shirty, don’t he?' prigeed
Bunter. *0Of rourse, ho's always shirty.
Beastly temper! He grabbed me by
ithe ear this afternoon, fairly luggnd ak
it, nearly lugged it off, the swahl F's
been ragping them i the Shell to-day.
Look at old ?lnbh}.r 1 He, he, he !
Hoheen of the Shell wans glancing at
his Formn-master, with & -look almost as
grim as Hacker's at James Puck
Hobby. no doubt, still felt twinges of
the eane, end was not, at that moment,
one of those nico bays who love theip
feachers
Hobby's honest, rugged face was, in
fFact, fearfuly savapge, and it was just a3
well for Hobby tlat the Acid Drop's
attention was fixed on James Duck, ang
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" Oh crikey ! ** ejaculated Bunter, as he held up the photogra
Crook, convict, who had es

that he did not nolice Hobby's expres
pive looks,

“I say, I hope vou made the beast sit
up somehow 1" enid Bunter. ¥ But I
eay, what did you do to him?®"”

F8ilence {” ealled ont Wingate of the
SBixth, and Billy Bunier's burbling died
aWAY

The roll finiched, and as the school
wore dismissed, Mr. Quelch made Duck
a sign ko foilow hior

Duck followed him, and some sym-

asthetic glances from tbe Removites

Hlowed Duck.

“ He's for jt ! remarked Bob Cherry.

“&nrve him jolly well right, if he was
blagging with that blackguard
Crocker |7 grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, I don't know,” said Harry
Wharton thoughtfully “The follow's
such an absolute &ss, he doesn’t seem
to know cnough to il-::- in when 1t rains!
Such a blithering 1diot—-"

“Every fellow Enows right from
wrong ! grunted Johnny, who was
perhaps. o trifle rhadamanthine in his
judzments on the weak and erring.

“Yes; but he's such a fool!” said
Mugent. “TLook at what he did the day
he came. Smithy told him to eall
Quelel * Henry,” and he went and did
it !J?‘

“Iia, hia, hal”

“A fellow who would do that would
do anything,” said Bob. “If he's got
wixed up with that cad Crocker it's just
idiocy, poor chap.”

“Oh, rot 1” growled Johnny. I know
ha's o fool—a bigger fool than Bunter,
even, if possible 1

- Wot possible 1" grinned Bob.

“But, feol or not, he knows that
decent chaps don't go hla?giug with
shady rolters. And that's why he went
to Crocker’s, if he went ar all.”

“1—I eunpose  e0,”  eaid Harry
Wharton slowly., “But he's such an
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ass—— I hope Quelch won't scalp
him ¥

“The sealpfulness will probably be
terrific I remarked Hurree Jamszck Do

Sin%h, shaking his dusky head,
“1 say, you fellows—"
A fat squeak intervened

" Hallo. hallo, halla?! I never finished
bootiug you, Bunty; you clesred off eo
quick this aflternoon ! exclaimed Bob.
“Have the rest now 1"

“ Beast—T mean, look here, no larks,
old chap! 1 say, you fellows, if you've
got any of those bullseyes left——"

Billy Bunter blinked anxiously ap the
Famouns Five. He sull pourished a
faint, faint hope that all thoso bullscyes
nu[ﬁnt not have gone on the downward
path.

“"You far ass!™ said LInrr;l,r Wharfon,
laughing  “They're all left! I'm
going to give them back to Hobby [

“hl Haven't gﬂn seoffed  them I
cxclaimed Bunter, s fat foce brighten-
ing. *“They were in your study—"

“Ha, ha, hal®

* Blessed if I see anything to cackl:
at | What have you jolly well done with
them if you haven't jolly well scoffed
them 1" demanded. Bunter “ I jolly well
know you never left them in the study 1

“B8o vou rooted in the study nfter
them I chuckled Nugent.

“Oh, nol I pever went near your
study, cld ehap!” said Bunter hastily,
es he remembered the damaged writing-
caze. “The fact is, | forgot all about
the bulizayes, and I—I've only just
remembered thom. [—1 want to take
them back to old Hobby, you Lknewl
Where ara they!”

“Ha, hs, ha 1" ‘

“ Look here, stop that silly eackling,
and give me those bullseyes to take hack
to Hobby 1" yapped Bunter.

“Wouldn't dream of giving you the
trouble, old fat bean!” said Haorry
Wharten, laughing., © It might take
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and read the inscription underneath which referred to Rupert
from prison and was still at large.

vou a fearfully long timo to carry thoso
bullseyes back to Hobby! In fact, they
II.HF%{ never reach him at all 1Y

“The mightfulness 13—

“Terrific I chuckled Bob.

“Look hers, Wharton “—Billy Bunter
gave the captain of the Remove s
devastating look—"look here, this won't
do! I'm not having this! You've got
my bullseyeg—-="

*Whosze 1

“*I—1 mean, Hobby's! Yon've got o
hand them over, and you've ol to do it
now=—seo i

Harry Wharton stared at the fat Owl.
Bunter's mauner was guile aggressive
and threatening. This was rarher new
from Bun:er.

“Or else—" gaid Bunter, still more
ﬂggreuwﬂlyi

“Or olse you're going to vwhop me?”
asked Harry.

“Han, ha, ha®

“I wouldn't soil! my lhienda cn you 1"
said Bunter contemptuously. “I'm
rather particular whom 1 tovch ™
" Wha-at P

“I romember the fellows =ail yoo
went pub-haunting at the beginning of
the term 1” said Bunter. 1 eeo you're
Lecping it up 1™

“What t* yelled Wharton.

‘ “Mind, I'm no sneak 1™ said Duntes
'‘I'm not gpoing to give you awLy to
Qllmlﬂh__,g g to give y

“Give me away to Quelel ¥ repeated
the captain of the Remove, alinost
dazedly

“1 wouldn't,” zaid Bunter “T'm net
that sort.  5till, I know what I know!
You ean*t deny thet ¥

“Js rhe knowfulness terrifle, v
psteemed fot Bunter,” tnquired Hurrec
Jamset Ram Bingh, gazing at the Owl's
fat face 1in wonder.

“What does the howling ass mean "
askad Johnny Bull.

Tur Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,621
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*Wharton jolly well knows what 1

mear 1 sueered  Bunter.  “I'm  nol
geing to say anything, but he jolly well
knows! [ wonder what leh would

say if he knew? He would jolly well
be ragging you instead of that fathaad
Duck if he jolly well knew. and you
inlly well know 1t 1™

“If ha knew what " howled Wharton,

“What about Peep o Day?* jeered
Bunter.

“Pecp o Dayi”
hlunkly.

“Your horsg—"

“ Mum-rum-my  horse "

“'The horse you're backing at Wap-
shot, as you jolly well know®

“The horsa I'm backing st Wap-
shot ¥ repeated Wharton, like a fellow
in & dréam.
porpoise! I don: know who's been
pulling vour eilly leg, but you ean’t be
allowed to gabble that stuffl Bit
down 1

Bump |

“ Varooop ! Beast 1* roared Bunter, as
Lo ogat. “I'1 jolly well tell Quelch—"

“1o ahead ¥ =rid the captain of
ihe Remave. “Tell him at the samo
!_Enm that I pulled your silly car—like
that—"

“Yarooh ™

repeated  Elarry

FRL
L]

“And the other &lly ecar—like
shat——" .
“Yoo-hoop! Lesgo! Vhoop !V

The Famous Five walked on, leaving
1illy Bunter sitting and roaring, and
rubbing two fat ears. It was like hus
«ad experience of the afterncon over
again, only worse—in fact, twice a3 bad.
Hacker had pulled only one fat ear:
the captain of tho Remove had pulled
two ! And Bunter, with a pulled ear on
cach side of his fat head, 2ot and roarad.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Called On The Carpet!
M R. QUELCH stood by the desk

in his study, his eves fixed on
tho new junior in lus Ferm,
hia face set and stern.

Jarues Duck let  his  steel-rimmed
wlasses slip down his noso n Little, and
Inoked at his Form-master over them
with a pair of cyes that were s keen
az an cagle’s.

Mo fellow in the Bemove suspected
that Duck's specs were of plain glass,
and worn w make him look as different
as possible from Jack Drake, formerly
a member of the Greyfriars Remove ;
now the amsistant of Feerevs Locke, the
famous detective,

Mo éne at Greyfriars, apark from the
Hemove master and his chaef, koew that
Jack Drake had returncd to his old
sehool, under a new name ond a new
guise, to investgate the mystery of the
prowicr of Greyiriara,

“Drake I When tl.m{1 were  alone,

o

safe from other ears, the Remove master
always addressed the schoolboy detoc-

tive by lus real name. o
“Yes, sir,” eaid the new  junior
rpieily.

“1I have received a repord from Alr.
Hacker, the master of the Shell, that
troubles and shocks me very soverely I
zaid Air. Quelcl.

“1 hope, sir, that you have faith in
vie, and can rely upon me to play tho
game while I am at my ald school and
i my old Formi” said Jack Drake.
[ ean assare you, sir, that James Duck
5 exactly the same as Jack Drake, and
that Ferrers Locke would have no use
for Jack Drake if he were not a decont
fellow. ™

"1 ha

Tne

so—1 trust so!1” said My
oNer Lisrany.—No. 1.62].

“Oh erumbs! You potty

THE MAGNET

fQucleh.  “But ne doubt your experi-

enees, Drake, have been very different
from thoze of a UGreyiniars boy since you
joined Mr. Locke in Baker Street.”

Drake smiled faintly

“Very I" he snid.

%1 had not, perhaps, fully considered
thia when I advised the Head to send
for you,” said Mr. Quelch. “I was
thinking of you, naturally, as the boy 1
had known in my Form—Ilittle older now
than when I kpnew youn a3 a Remove boy
—and certasinly, at that time, a credit
ic your Form in all ways”

*Thank you, sir '’ smxd James Duck.

“¥ou have been here now somme
weeks,” continued the BHemove masier.
* [ will adont that | was to some extent
dizgppointed-—and, indeed, am sull so
at your failure—or, at least, delay—to
detectk the secret wler who has
haunted the school almost all this term
and pilfered in the studies undetected.”

“%1 have not been wdle, siv.”

“1 know=—1 know! You have made
at lemst one discovery—and a very
gratifying one —that the prowling
pilferer docz not  belong to  Grey-
friars,” said Mr. Quelch.  “ By tracing
the currency notes that were taken from
my study, and ascertaining that they
woere in the hands of some man outside
the school, you have made your case
fairly elear in that respect; and it is
. great relief, both to the Head and
to wysclf, to know that there is, after
ull, no dishoneat boy 1w the school™

“That iz semething, sir, if only to go
oti with,” murmured Drake.

" Quive 1* said Mz Queleh. " But——"
Ila paused. *“ Here, Drake, you oare
knnown by another name han your own,
aned no Greviriars boy knows that vou
ligve ever i},;o:cu here before. To Mr.
Hacker, of course, you are sinply @ new
inmioy it the Lower Fourth Form.”

“Mr, lacker, sir, has nothing to do
with.  the Lower IPourth Form!”
.~=.||,-:,-{:,r|:~s'rcd Drake. ‘

“That is correct, of course; bk any
masier seeing o reyiviars boy gomng
ot of hounds wonld have no choiee bat
to intervene | Yonr conduet this after-
noon appears to have involved him in
a very unplepsant seene

“1f My Hacker, =iy, had been
satisticd with reporting mae io my Forni-
wiaster, uo sceno need hove cecurred.”

“That also is quite correct, Drakel
But now=I must speak plainly—
whether Mr, Hacker was justified in
intervening to the extent that he did,
or not, that dees not alter the fact that
you went out of bounds, under his
oyoss—"

Drake smiled again.

“A Remove boy, sir, ouzghit not to go
out of school bounds—but & detective
wuat have s little more scope!” he
aunicl. " You, yourself, sir, mentioned,
when I first came, that school bounds
would not II-PEI}' to we; or even lock-up
or lights cut.

“ Parfeetly sol” s=aid My, Queleh.
“As Perrers Locke's assistant, acting
her: os & detective, you have an abso-
Intely free hand; but it was understood,
or at least, should have bren understood,
that this freedom wes within certain
limite—the limits of good conduct.™

Dirako coloured.

“You visited,” went om Mr, Queleh,
“tho Abbot's ﬁpimm}r, placed strictly
out of houndas by the headmaster. You
are guiie aware fhat Randolph Crocker,
who hos impudently set up his residenco
there, 15 20 old Grovlfriass man who was
cxpelled from this school for dishonesty,
many years ago. His presence in this
neighbourbood is an offenco to evory
decont mind.'”

[ know, sir!"

“He iz 2 wan of extremely doubiful

character,”  went on  Mr.  Quelch.
* According to his own tale, lhe bas
spent many yvears, since he [eft chia
¢chool, .n America—but [ do not trust
his word, in that or anything else,
do not know where ha has been, or how
he has been occuped—but I greatly
fear thai after leaving school he went
from bad to worse. Indeed, I have no
doubt of it."
“It 13 more thao likely, sr™

“Although he effects to coory on o
caobbler's business, it is woll known that
he does no honest work,” continued My,

uelch. * He haunts the low resorts of
the neighbourhood—he has been scen ag
the races at Wapshot, and at the grey-
hound races at Lantham—he ia, in fact,
the same gambling blackguard that he
was in youth, as a Sixth Former of
Greyfriars.

“1 know, sir

“And yot you have disregarded tha
known orders of the headmaster and
vigited this man ! cxclomed Mre
Quelch, " You do not deny that you
were seen o onter Lhis hut on the
spinney 1"

Y Mo, sir I

“1t is already suspected,” went on
Mr. Quelch, "that this unscrupulona
man ha: had dealings with Greyiriars
boys. Whether there iz any boy 1n thoe
sthool who would enter into disgraceful
transactions of & so-called sporting kind
with himm I do not know—huat there ia
suspicion abroad to that effect,”

Drake looked at his Form-masier,
suppressing a smile,

AMr. Guelch did not know: but Drake
could have told him that there weras
severn] such black eheep in the Grey-
friars eommuunity.

think

He did wnot
however. . )

Heo was at Greyiriars to dizcover the
seeret of the night-prowler, not to sneale
about Greyiriars fellows., Little as ho
liked Loder, or Price, or Aubrey Angel,
ho certainly did not dream for one
moment of giving them away te a boak.

The prowler was his game; matters
of school d:s::i%liim did not concern him,
Exeepting his hunt for the inystery man,
he was, in all respects, a Remove junior
on tho same footing as nther Removites,

My, Quelch looked at him sharply, but
read nothing in the face of Ferrers
Lecke’s assistant. 2

“1 am distuvbed and troubled by this,
Drake,” he went on slowly, “I repeat
that as a detective vou have a free
hand ; but as a Bemove boy, I am res-
potsible for you. I must, thercfore,
question you, asz if you were an ordinary
member of my Torm. What dealings
Iiave you had with this disreputable man
Crocker?"

Drako was silent

“Am I to understand "—Quelch’s
volce roze a little—''that you have h
any racing transactions with this man,
Drake 7"

3till Drake did not answer.

The Remove master breathed hard,

“1 must have a reply ™ he said.
“You must answer me fully and
frankly, Drake.”

“1 can only give you ene answer,
sir 1" said Jack Drake quietly, * When
the time comes, I shall render a full
repork; but until that time 1 cannot give
account of my asctions, I ask you to
trust me.™

“1 do trust you! I gannot think that
Fervers Locke would have sent vou hero
unless he at least helieved that wyou
were to be trusted. Yet 4

" Ferrers Locke i3 not often mistaken,
EiT,

“That is trua ! Bul—I require you to
answor the questions I have put to yous
Drako I

of doing so,




“*1 can make no othér answer, £ !

Me. ?uelnh‘n face, which had been
stern already, assumed an exprossion
that was almost petrifying. Hce [airly
rlared at the schoolboy detective.

For a im:g momant there was silence.

“Drake I gaid Mr. Quelch ot last.
““This will nor dot Your detective work
liere. iz o marter for your own coucern;
vour conduct, a: a schoolboy, is my
conecern. Unless you satisfv mo, you
must take the consequences.™

“I liave said alfl that I ecan, =icl®
gaid Drake quietly.

Quelel’s hips set hard.

“You have ro more {o say?”
nsled,

“ At present, no, sir.”

“Then [ fear,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly, “ that you must expect the treat-
ment of any other Remove boy whe
disobeys his headmaster’s injunctions.
1 shall mive you an imposition of five
hundred lines, Drake, and wou will be
detaived on Wednesdoy ofternoon.”

ho

Jack Drakc looked at lim. IHe did
not spealt.

“And if this conduct should be
vepeated,  Prake, [ shall have no

resonree but to cane you, with great
sovertty. Bear that in mind! You may
now leave my studyg."

Jack Drake left his Form-mastor's
5tuchv in silence. Heo was breathing very
hard as he wont down the paszage.

Mr. Quelch was left frowning. He
was annoved with Hackeor, and annoyed
with things generally.  One thing was
guite cerrnin—Peorrers Locke's assistant,
en long rs ho was in the Romove at

ircyfriars, was going to too the line;
and IHenry Samucl Queleh was poing to
gee that be didl

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER

No Bullseyes For Buanfer !

ABRRY WHARTON and Frank
Nugent wore in Study Noo 1,
sorting out their books for prep,
when James Duck cane in.

1f Jack Drake had been discoueerted,
or irritated, by his peculiar interview
with Quelch, the simple, sheepish face
of James Duck gave no sign of it.
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Ho gave his study-mates an owlish
lance as lie came in, and both of them
ooked at him mquiringly.

“Had it bad?” asked Nugent.

“No, thanks{"™ bleated Buck.

“MNot o licking ¥ asked Whartomn.

[ Dh, ﬂf}!u

* Look here, yon ass!” satd the caf-
tain of the Remove. *I'vo wery litrle
doubt that vou were at Crocker's—
Hocker can’t have been mistaken about
that, jumpy old ass as he i3, I you've

ot off with Queleh, I'm glad—it would

¢ cruelty lo animals o whop a
blithering dulfer like yvou! But you
oan't carry ob with that kind of thing.”

“Don't you think so?” asked Duck,
with an owlish blink.

“That man Crocker iz a bad cgp all
through * anid Harry  “IF he lots you
mta his place, ho's oo the make.
konow perfectly  well that he has
smuggeled cigarertes for at least one
fellow—and I've a pretty clear idea
that he has raken bors with some fellows.
Was that vour gamo?”

“Where did I put my Viegil ¥ smd
Dok,

“Never mind your
minure—""

“But I want it for prept™

Harry Wharton looked at him,

“Docs that mean you want mo to
mind my own business. Duek?" he
nskad.

“1It means that I've pot to do my

rep.”

“Well, leok hero, I'm making this
my business,” said the captain of the
Bemove angrily, “If vou wers & follow
like Swmithy, with all your wits about
vou, it wc-i.gi{l be different—-but 1t's u
to any sensible ehap to stop a born foo
when he's heading for trouble,”

“Are yon heading for trouble ¥'" asked
Duck meckly.
“If Wol

mean

“1 mean, if you were, I'd stop you,
if I could, as you szay it's up to any
sensibla chap—"

i I:‘rﬁnl: Nugent burst itte a swdden
augh.

Harry Wharton looked at the simple
new junior &s if he could have eatem

Virgil for =
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*1 suppose thai's meant for cheak ¥
sald Wharton, sfter o pause. * Woll,
lock here, Duek, 1 happen to be caprain
and head boy of the Form, and you
happen to be a new kid, and the biggest
fool that over came Lo Greyfriara. ['m
going to see that ou're not kicked
out. Let me eatch you playing the goat
apain, and 'l give you something that
will -stop you If you haven't senso
enouph to ateor clenr of bad. trouble, and
it's pretty elear you haven’t, I'll ece
what o boot can do to Leep you out of
it. MNow shut up 1"

And Wharton, with a rufiled brow,
gat down to prep.

James Duck went to the shelf to tako
down his books.

Having taken them down, he natur-
elly observed the leather writing-casoe
that lay under them; and the state of
that leather case was not likely to
ascape his eve.

Ho uticred a sharp exclamation, and
grablbed up the caze. He turned on his
studymates with an expression on his
face that was quite unlike the usual ex-
preszion of the duffer of the Removel

“Whao did this?” he shouted.

Wharton and Nugent, starting, turncd
round from the table to look at him in
astonishment.

“ Who did what?” inquired Fronk.

Duck held wup the gashed, elashed
case,

“That 1" he snapped,

The two juniors staved at ik,  They
know, of eourse, though Billy Bunter
did not, that thar leather writing-casc
belonged to the new junior.

“By gum[” Nugent whistled, *That
looks a bit damaged—"

“Who did it?”

“How the dickens should I kpow$”

“Io you {ancy that cither of us pried
into your caso?” snapped Harry Whae-
ton disdainfully. “1've noticed that
sou always kecp it locked—l daro say
vou have something there you don't
want seen, after what's  happened
to-day. Buat if you fancy that either of
us—"

The new junior controlled his anger.

“No, of courso mor,” he said. ia

{(Continued on nert page.)
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atunal manner liad  retervoed  dmoned:-
atoly, 1 feol sure you wouldn't.”

“ Al} the better for you !™ snapped the
ecaptain of the Rowove. " IE vou don't
foe] guiic sure, I'm repdy Lo jam your
eilly head in the coal-locker till you do.™

“Plense don't trouble, thanks; [ do
fecl quite sural But 1 want to hknow
who did it, all the z:amn.”

“Better  find  out, then!”  grunted
Wharten, and he turned back to s
JITep.

James Duck made no  rejoinder do
that, IIe sat down—uot at the table—
witle the leather cazo on his knees, and
procecded to make an examination of
the contents.  These, with onoe oxcep-
tiow, were idactk Duack muassed the pink
PARO Ot onee.

Wheover had gashed open the leather
easo had rvemoved that racing paper
page from id.

Why, even tho keen-witted boy detec-
tive could not fathom,

A masierr or o prefect, of conrse,
would hiave snaffled soch o thing if he
had seen it, but no master or prefect
wonld have drepmed of gashing open
a locked writing-case. This could not
have becn done by an oflicial hand.
This was the work of some junior—and
a partienlarly obtuzs and unthinking
juntor at thar,

The loss mallered Dhiitle or nothing.
Dralke needed that pink page, or some-
thing similar, for reference, in tho pecu-
lior game he was playing with Sports.
mian Urocker. But it was casy enough
to roplace it

Bul he very carcfully removed the
newspaper photograph of Hupert Crook,
the conviel, from the case, and pacled
it safe inio bis pocket-book., Evidently
it was not safe in that case, carcfull
lockad am the latter had been. Aix
Dirake had no desire for his mterest in
the Highmeor convict to transpive.
Until he had come to Greyfriars he
had been engaged, with IFFerrers Locke,
it: the szearch for the missing man from
Highmoor, but thal, of course, was a
circumstance that James Duock
gired té keep strictly to himself,

He roplacod the gaszhed case on the
shelf, and fal down at the study {able
to prep.

Preparation in Sthudy No, 1 was not
over when the door opencd and o {at
face looked in.

Billy Dunter, 1k seomed, had evt prep
rathor short,

“I sny, you
Bunter.

“Oh, eut ! rapped Wharton.

“About those bullsevesg—"

M ¥ou fat owll® ropred Wharkon.
"Gu‘t. hefore 1 oclingl the Latin die at
yan ¥

Bunter prepaved to dodge the Latin
Jictienary. But he did net cut.

“"Look here, soun made ost that yoo
hadn't seoffed them ! he expostulated.
“Well, if you haven't— "

& BI.]E.E.!"

“H von havent, wlere are idiny? I
want to Lake thew back B old Hobby—
they're hia, oin't dhes ™ demanded
Buntor. .

“If thai’s what you want, o}l fizht);
'm going to take them back fo Tlobby
after prep.”

“I'll iake them, old chap! The fact
ig; Uve chucked prop, just o take ihdm
back to Hobby-—"

“You'll get wour hair combed, if
Tou'ra spolted our of your study in
H:'F"p[i'”

“Fll ehanca that, old ecliap, just to
%‘ﬂl‘ old Hobby's bullseyes hack (o bt !
Yhere are they? Has Bob got them

“ Ask Inm 7
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“Beastl  I've  asked
climeked a book at me.”

“I'l chuek another,
chear 17

*I know they sin't in ilna stndy
gaich. Bunter, “1 know that nll right.
Ave they in Bob's study, you beast i

Whiz!

Billy Bunter dodged just in iime, and
the Latin dictionary hit the doov.

Bunter dedged out of tha dearway.

“ Beast!” he roared. * Rotter ! Swab !
Gimme my bullteyes! You can't pub
them on Peep o Day, you beast 1 Yah!
Who backs horses ot Wapshot 17

Herry Wharton jumped up. Dut
before ho could reach the sindy door
a voico was besrd from the passage,
nnd he stopped. 1t was tho voico
Walker of the Bixth, whe was keeping
an oflicial eyo—more or loss—on the
Hemove ta prep.

“What are yvou doing out of your
study, Bunier ™

“Oh! Nething, Walker! I--I camo
io borrow Wharlen's Latin dig—--"

"Taurh wvour toes.™

“I-=1 zay, Walker, I=—T had {9 come
out of my study.” wailed Bunes, “I-—1
lost my WVirg:l, Walker, and 1 was
guu}g‘ to borrow Nugent's—.*

“Did you henr me say dooch vour
fors " ingnired Walker.

“Dh crikoyt®

Whop !

“ Yow-ow-ow-owoow 1"

“IF youre not back 1w jowe stady
under a gecond——" said Walker,

There was a hurried pattor of Teet.
Gilly Bunter was back in Study No. 7
under tho second |

Wharton sat down apgain, snd prop in
Stndy No. 1 went on to ihe {inish,
After which Harry Wharton went along
to Study No. 13, Bob Cherry's study,
for the bag of builseyes that had been
nparked there, to convey tkemn hack to
their rightful ewner—much to the satis-
faction of Hobson of the Bhall. Thero

were, alter all, no bulleove: for Dunter !

and ha

Jon't

i,

il yom

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Hard Cheese For Hobby !

i AV o bullseye?” =aid Hobson.
It was morning break—a

bright and eunpy speing
mOring.
There were many faces i {he old

Greyfriars quad, as bright as the sping
sunahine, and one faco that was as
clondy az & November sky.

That one was Mr. Hacrer's.

I'he Acid Drop was in one of ins most
acid tempers.  That disrespoctful and
imperiinent Remove boy, Duck, had
caused Mr. Hacker to go through a
quite unpleasant and inful seene at
the spirney the day beforc—or, at least
Hacker's own ioterfercnce had {raus.aii
1f.

To Ilacker’s mind, only the maost
eovere and condign punishment eould
przsibly mert the ense

Instead of whichk Dutk had zn impot
andd a detention—a mere drop in tha
ocean comparcd with what be deserved,
11 _Hacker's acid opinion.

This ahnoved Hacker extremely. Ho
had, indeod, remonstrated with ;
(iuh:lrl-, liowvever, had pointed out that
the unplessant scene at tho  epinpey
ueed not bave occurred at all had Mr
tlgcker been contented to roport that
Rempve boy to the Remwove master,
imstead of interveéning personally. This
only annmoyed [Tacker all the morae!

Hacker was thinking this over—ue
had a way of thinking over disagree-
abda  incidents and rhal or faneied
afleneea lopgr aller any other man wonld

ueleh.

Bave forgotten them. His face wan
clouded, frowning, snd extremely acid
and, za-Hobby’s voiee reached himy, ho
slanead round unpleasantly.

Hobbhy had been eaned yesterday for
taking bullseyes inte the Form-room.
Haobby's woards reminded Hacker of the
olffence,

Threo Shell fellows were standing b
one of the old elms, not looking towsrds
Ikaeker, and not seeing him.  Hohson,
takity o bag of bullseyes from his
pocket, was  offering the same to
Hoskirs and Stewert of the Shell,

“ Hava some | said Hobby hospatably,
“I've got lots.”

Mr. Hacker did not suspect—at tho
nmmctit—that thesa were the very bulls-
eyes that he | taken away from
Haobby the previous day, and tossed into
his wastepuper-basket. So far as Hacker
knew, that lot had been thrown away
with tha wastepaper.

But Mr. Hacker, in the objectionable
way fto had, gave car to what canwo
next, 0 o mwade a discovery.

M What-he I said  Stewart, helping
famself from the bap. “Don't len
Hacker cop you with this lot in tho
Form-room, in third school, old man.”

“F take jolly' good care of that!™
sail Hobson, “He won't get hold of
tuem again, 1 premise you.'

“Eh? Ti:u.:;r pin’t the same lok, arvo
2y i azked Hosking

"Thoay jolly  well ape!™
Hnobson,

Mr. Hacker stopped dead. Already
ennoyed and disgruntled, this was mora
than enough to rouse the Acid Drop's
deepest ire.

n3 boy of his Form had, ovidently,
recovered possession of confiscated tuck !
Ho must havo got thoso bullseyes back
from the wastepaper-basket in the Form.
pooar. It was  disrespact—it  was
dafianen of authority—it was, indeed,
:n Hacker's dlﬁgrumlyr;lnpi:liﬂn, a daed
of darkness almost ealeulatod to sot gods
and men aghast |

“Tlobson [ hooted the Acid Drop.

0Ok erikey IV gasped Hobson, spin-
vang vouid in dismay, at tho rap of that
famriliar voice, that rather reecmbled
the musie of o zaw on wood.

“1lobson ! T hieard what you said fo
Hoshins i Mr. Hacker strode towards
the dismayed threo. “I heard eversy
ward, Habson.™

Y1l didn’e know you wers listening
betinsd e, sir 1 stammered Hobson.

'_I.‘]ra:-.t was putting it rathor unforis::
alel,

“Whant”  hooted  Mr. Hackew
“What? llow dare you, Hobsenl &
reperat, how dare youl! 1 beard vou by
chanse, a3 ¥ was passing ] How daro
FOR_suEges :

v || ——

sy e

mean——"  gtammered o
hopless Llolhy,

“iFive me that bag of diegusting
avaciveais ot oneg IV

In <ismal silence Hobeon paszed over
i har of hullsayes,

“Hehaon ! You entercd the Form-
raoin aiel took this bag cf—of—of hulls
eves away after I bad confiscatod 10

“Ohl No, sir}” gasped Hobby.

I} net Jave to prevaricate, Iloh-

ot

Y I'sa telling the troth 17 anorted Tlob-
gon, his patiesce and ecaution nesyly
failisng lnm.  "A WRemove chap a8
tham, without my knowing it, and zavae
thasn back to me, that's all™

“A Removo boy i His pame I

No answer.

"Was it Duck iV

Mr. Hacker really hoped that it was
Duck ! If 0, Duck surely was booked
far the w}uun’piug ha o richly desopveds

Mo, #ir )
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“f [t's up to any sensible chap to stop & born fool when he’s heading for trouble ! ™ said Harry Wharton angrily. ** Are you

heading for trouble, then 2 ** asked Duck meckly.

“Then who was ¥ spapped Mr.
Haoclor

Hobzon did not enswer.

“"Will vou answer me at onee
ITobson T

Hobby'a rogped faco reddened, and
he shut his teeth  His friénds looked at
him uncesly and anxiously. Hobby was
not gowng to give away e fellow who
had done hium a d turn. He was
teady to face pumishment himself; he
was not going to land it on the Remove
fellow who had handed that bag of bulls-
eves over to him after prep the night
before. ]

Often and often, Hobby's friends had
heard him declars that, some day, ho
would tell the Acid Drop what he
thouglt of him! Now he looked as if
Lo was going to do it—which was more
than enough to make his pals anxious,

“ Do you hear me, Hobson? T demand
to kuow the name of the Remove boy
who abstracted a confiscated article from
my Form-room, go that I can imme-
diately lay the matter before Rir
Quelch. His pamoei™

Hobby was primly silent.

“Was it Bunter?” demanded MMr
Hacker, remembering his encounter with
the 0wl of tha Remove the previcus
afternoon in his Form-room,

“Nol” pruntod Hobby. It was Harry
Wharton who had handed over the bulls-
eyes to Hobhy, and he hed not men-
tioned the Remove grub-raider. 8o
[lobhy was unawaro of Bunter's part in
tlio matter.

“Then who was 16? Give me his
name ut onco!"  Mr. Iacker's acid
voice rose shrilly. “Hobsonlt Do you
darc to refuse to answer me?”

“I'm not going to give a chap away 1*
eaid Hohson stubbornly ;

“Puless you immediately give me the
name of the Hemove boy concerncd,
Iobeon, 1 shall order you to follow me
to my etudy and cane yon severely.™

“¥ou'll do as you like, sir!” zaid the
gonded Holiby ™ No other master hero
would listen to what a fellow was saying
behind Lis back 1™

Hoskins and Stewart alinost groaned
Hobby had done it gow ! Often and
often Lic had said that ho vould | Now
bo had !

Mr, Hacker stood as if petrified. He
gazed at the captesin of his Form—he
gﬁ%glnd ot him, as if thunderstruck.

w Acid Drop, to de him justice, did
not realise how his peculiar methods
appoared in the oyes of his Form. He
would have been quite surprised and
shocked had anyono called hini an eaves-

drﬂlpen
"Mr. Hacker despised cavesdroppers as
much as anvbody, snd nover realised
how very closely his own manners and
customs rozembled eavesdropping.
“Hobson 1" he gasped at last. “ Boy |
How—how dare you?! Yoou—you—yon
dare— Upon my word! Follow mo
to the House at once, Hobson ("
Almost trembling with wrath and in-
dignation, Mr Hacker whisked away to
the Ilouse. ]
Hobson followed him, accompanied by
his dismayed friends, .
Hoskins and Stewart waited outside,
while Hobby went in, at Hacker's heels.
They waited with glum faces,

“Paor old Hobby{" murmured
Haoskins. .
“Somebody will punch that swab

Hackor, one of these days!” breathed
Stowart fierecly. “Oh erumbs! [f it
wasn't for tho sack, wouldn't I, justI™
It was five minutes before Hobeon of
the Shell came out. His face woa quite
pals when ho came: his lips were set,
and he was breathing hard His sym-
pathetic friends did not need telling
that ho had been through it severaly.
They walked kim awsy across the
quad, in silent sympathy )
Hobzon did not utter a word till the

“1If so, I'll stop you, as you say it's up to any sensible chap !

bell was ringing for third school. Thea
Lo spoke, 1n 8 low volce:
" Hao's goi

“Haclory

“That lstening worm ! Ies going
to have it] I w0l veu, Le's going to
have it1" Iloblsy cholicd. " You wait a
bit—you'll see!™

“It’s rough luck, old un, but don't
be a goat!” said Bloewart aoxiously.
“Yon can't get back on a8 beak.™

“Can’t I eawd 1lobson. * Yonu'll
see ! It won't be the sack—1 know how |
I've thought of it bLefore—since that
prowler, whoever be 13, got Quelch and
tied him up mt his blankets! ['vo
thought of it, more than once—now I'm
going Lo do 6! Yoo woit and see [V

“Buat—" muttered Hoskins,

“ Ile's going to have 1t 1" said Hobsou,
in o wne of fAnality.

Iu the Shell, in third school, Hobby
sat very wncomfortably. Dut he drew
consolation, s his rathier worried friends
could see, from the prospect that Hacker
was poing to bhave it--though what
Hacker waz going to [mve was as yet
known only to Ilobby.

1hR

ng to liave ib!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Sack !

AMES DUCK — otherwise Jack
Drake—sat 11 tho Remove Form
Room, that afiernoon, on  his
lonely own.

fle was not looking happyx

That Wednesday sficrnoon, o halis
holiday, was a fine spring aftcrnoon, ond
every fellow, or nearly every fellow. felt
the call of the open spaces

Even Lord Mauleverer had toddled
ount for & walk: cven Billy Bunter was
not frowsting over the fire in the Rag.

{Continued on pape 16.)
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_ James Duck was probably the only
junior in the House just then.

Harry Wharton & Co were playing
football. Jack Drake had been a foot-
baller, in his former days in the
Remove, but James Duck had to give
the game & nuss, in playing his part as
duilfer, and dud, and geueral fathead.

Dnake had adopred that part in com.
ing o Greyiriars not only to differ as
much az possible from the Jack Drake
who was well known to the Bemove
fellows, but in order to wake mssurance
doubls sure thar the prowler would
nol be on his guard against him,

He bad, when he came, supposed, as
all the school supposed, that the night-
prowler was & Greyfriars man, who ﬁad
taken to bad ways, hke Bportzman
Crocker in earlier days. And it was
very necessary oot to let the mysters.
man suspect chay there was o detective
in the school. No one, certainly, wonld
have dreamed that the dud of the
ftemove was 8 keen-witted boy deteciive,
trained by Ferrers Locke.

Drake had made discoveries sinco then.
Ile had discovered that the prowler
was not 8 Greyviriars man at all. Now
he suspected, or, rcather, knew, the
prowler’s identaty—ehat ho was, in point
of fact, Rendolph Crocker, the old Loy
who had set up at the hut on the Akbot's
Spinney.

That knowledge he was keeping to
himsel{—waotil he had his man pioned
down! And the pinmng-down progoss,
he hoped, would take place as soon as
the myviterious prowler prowled again.

It was for that renzon that Drake, who
played the part of a dud in the Bemove,
played the part of a simple gull at the
Sportzman's hut

In Crocker's eyes, ho seemed a fool,
with moro money than was pood for
him—just the fellow the BSportsman
wanted to mect, in factl

The rascal was quite unaware that, in
-:-haniung B five-pound note for that
simpleton, who seemed to have a fat-
headed fancy for backing losers, he had
cnabled & detective to get hold of a

ound note, of which the number was

nown to him=—a pound note that could
be identified as one of a bunch that had
been pilfered from a Greyfriars study |

That the schoolboy detective suspectcd
Crocker, that he was watching him, AMr.
Queleh did not knew and did not dream.
Drake had no intentiaon of telling hin,

That would have cleared him of doulbt
and suspicion in his Form-master's cyes,
but it would have been very far fromn
helping on his work as a detective. And
Ferrers Locke's assistant was o deteclive
first and s schoolboy afterwards.

But it was as a schoolboy that he now
eat in the deserted Form-room: under
detention, with Latin lines to kcep him
COTHpUTY,

Queleh, from hi= own pomt of view,
could hardly be blamed. Deteclive or
not, ne Greviriars boy could be allowed

‘I'me MaeNel Ligragy.—Nn. L621.
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to mix in disreputable and undesirable
COINprany

Bur 1t was rritating enough to Lirake.

Joames Durk  could not join  the
Remove tootbellers, though Jack Drake
would, have been very glad to do so,
But he would have been pled enough o
be out of duvors Lke the uther fellows;
end he had his own work to do—not
school work., but the work of cornering
o law-breaker

That atterncon, he had learned,
Urocker was going to the races, and he
had intended 1o scarch the place while
the Bportsman wa= gone,

1'hat was kuocked on the head by his
sentence of detention, and had o be left
for another opportunity. Mr, (Queleh,
who had been the cause of the boy
cetective commng o Greyinars, litle
cdreamed that be weas placing obstacles
in the way of his success.

Drake was, deed, templed to dis
regard the order of detention and carry
on i hus ewn way  But if he were (o
remain  in Queich’'s Form he ecould
bhardly disregard Quelch's authonty.
Now here be was sitting at his desk,
grinding out Laun lues, as f he
aciually was # schoulboy and had never
joaned the, stall of the famous Baker
Srreet detective.

Five hundred lines was a heavy impot.
Atill, he had pleuty of tuue for it. as he
was detmned unul five o'clock.

Not in the cheerest of moods, or n the
bhest of tempers, he seribbled line afrer
line, griuning onee or twice as he
wontlered what Ferrers Locke would
have thought had be seen him atr that
oceupation.

Quelch had gone ont that afternaon
for a wall with Mr. Prout, thoe master
of tho Fifth. Hacker and other masters
had gone ont. The House seeined silent
and deserted. Shouts fromn the football
field came floaung 1n through the open
window, that was all.

Plop 1

That sudden
cetamned jumer.

Something rather heavy had Hown an
at the open window and dropped on the
floor—such an wausual happemng that it
made hint jurtnn and scatter two or three
blots from hie pen.

sounnd  startled  the

“What the thump—" cjaculated-
Drako,
He sloved rownd.

1Ic eould hardly Lolieve hiz oyes at
what he zaw.  Un the Form-room floor,
just instde the epen window, lay s large
sacl |

It was an vcinpty sack.
several esuch sacks in Gosling's wood
shed, and apparently it was from that
guarter that this parteular sack had
come But way eny fellow should get a
sack ouwt of Gosling's woodshed and
chuck it in a1t a Form-room window was
o mystery.

Drake blinked at it.

Leaving his desk, ho went to the
window, pulled himsolf wp, and locked
cut into the sunny qguad. Peering over
the broad stone sill, he had & glimpse of
three heads.

Threo fellows were there, though ho
could not sce who they were, having a
view dnly of tho taps of their capa.

But ho could puess, a5 a voice reached
his ears—that of tlobzon, the captain of
the Bhell.

“Phat's that i

“All right so far]®
Siewart’s voico. * But—"

“Nobody spotted uns with thaet sack.
But somebody would lave epotted it,
vou can bet, 1f we'd carried it into the

louse."

“You bet !
pow. **But—

“1z all right,” said [lobson. “ A bhit

There wern

This was

5:'[1::51-:1113 was tho speaker

of luek tndivg a Form roony window Teft
Open ot A Imif-hu]i-.]n._v—'.wlmi,‘-.’"

“But we've pot to gl it out of the
Formeroom you n==!" said Stewart.
“That's the Hemove-room and Quelel
always locks hes orm-room. ™

"1 know that=-und | know ho hangs

the key up o hs sindy I retorred
Hobson, *“aAnd 1 know he's gone out
with "rout ! What's to siop mie from

bagging the key and gretting in and put-
tiug it bock sgoin?™

Jame- Duck granned,

For some my:werovd reazon or other

tobson & Co  wanted to smugpgle that
big vavk wunseen fngo the House,

Hobby—Dhke the okd ass that e was—
tancicd L was luek to bnd o Forvm-rooin
windew left open—nol guessing, from
that circuroataee. that tle Forme-rooin
was geeupied, bali holday as it wast

That was old Heoby all over. Hebby
was one of the best fellows breatlong,
and evervhody bked lom, but oobody
had ever fancied that be was very bright
i the inzellectua! Line,

Adames Duck pulled houselt a higle
birher and leamed his fece over the sill
=0 that he contd seo the Shel) fellows.

“I say=——"" lLic sard 1 hiz eenked, meck
voroo.

Thres fellows jumpoed as jU they bhad
been eloctnficd,  Three startled {aces
stared suddenly up at the ample laco
looking down at them with uts stecl-
runtred glasses,

O crikey 17 pasped Hobson,

“Oh sescors ! ejaculated  Hoslkins.
Bemebody 5 thero 17

“Unly a tag ! said Swewart, o celief.
“That pew  Lid—that booby  Duck?
Ay body clse thicre, Duack ¥

U0, no T Lleated Baek, “ But I say,
vau necdn't po to omy Form-mosier's
stoedy tor the key, Hobson--the door
alu’t locked I'm in detention here”

YOR " said Hlobson, “Good 1M

Lrealie, prinng, reguened to his desk
ard his Lincs,

What Hobson & Co. were up to he
did pot know, and did oot care wery
wuch; but he was more than willing to
give thet popular old ass fobby a help-
ing hand, Hobby, if he had gone to
Queleh’s etuedy for the key, was the
fellow to walk right inte another beal,
or to knerk over a chair and bring sowme-
body to the study. or to come away with
the wrong key!l It was quite probablo
that that spot of information from tho
window had saved old Hobby from a
row.

A few minutes later the door of the
Remove-room  opencd  cautiously, and
Hobson came m.

Ho glaneed at James Duck, who gave
hun o ned and a grin. Ilobby crossed
to the window, picked up the sack,
folded it nes small as possible, put it
under his avm, and went back to the
dour.

There he stopped, and gave Duck
another glance.

“Keep thiz dark, kid 1" he eaid.

*Oh, yes! Certainly I eaid Duel:,

“¥ou're a bit of a boaby, o what I
hear, but you've got sense enough not to
give & man away,” sawd Hobson.

“ I won't say & word,” sssured Duck.

“I'"ll punch your head if you do,”
=a1(l Hohaon.

“But I won'|”

“AMind vou don't 1 said Hobson.

And Le disappeared from the Form-
rooin, with the zuck voder his g2rm, and
shut the door.

Drake stared after him, wondering for
a minute or two what old Ilobby could
possibly be up to with that sack. Then,
as he vesumied grinding Latio lines, he
forgot all about Hobsen and the sack—
though he was destined to be reminded
of both later. aml in & very startling
WAY.



THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Knocked Qut!
L ID I mention that ¥ was expodt-
ing & postal order?” asked
BI"! ‘hE"iEan

"1 think I did,” said Bunter

EHarry Wharton stared at hin.

“Yes," he ogreed, *1 think you did !
I can't remember exactly how many
times, but 1 fancy it was somoewhero
near the millhion mark.™

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Are you gomg to mention b for the
milhon and first ©oime” gquiced thoe
captain of the Remove, “or what ara
¥ou driving at, you fat asaf”

“ 1t hasn's come 1™ said Bunter,

“1 could guess that ono I
" Il;l” want a pal to lend mo the five

L] n
“Then why the dickens not buzz off
and look for a pol instead of waggin:
vour podgy old cliu at me " suggeste

W hartou,

“What I mean is this—I'm not tho
fellow o stick a fellow for money I
<an't pay, a2 you know——>"

“Yo gods1”

*“But 1f you hand mo the five bob, you
iaka the postzl order when it comes n
the morning  That's all right, sin®t 1§

Harry Wharton lapghed. It did not
zoer 1o Dim all mghr—unot quite !

Bt he was puzzled. He had heard all
thiz heforg=—not vnce, but many timoes.
But though Billy Bunter’s tale was not
new, there was mmmhiu‘g now in tha
manner it which ha told it. Thero was,
m fact, a cortain determination, a spos
of approssivenoss abowt Bunter that was
rather new and rather puzzling.

The foothall match was over, Thao
Remove had beaten Temple, Dabney &
Co, of the PFourth by a comiortablo
margin of four goals to one. Harry
Wharton, conung out of the changing.
roown, had heen nobbled by the fat Owl,
F’hﬂ had avidently been on the wateh for
yini.

How hie was hearing about Billy
Buntor's celebrated stal order once
more; a subject with which he was well
acquamtad—toe  well aequaimted, in
fact. Really and truly, he did not want
t0 hear ooy more about that postal
ordur,

“There's no doubt abeut tho postal
order coming to-riorrow,”  went on
Bunter. “You npeedn't worry  about
that! Ii’s from ono of my titled rela-
tions—and it's all right—as right as
rain. L shall hend it to you innnedi-
ately it comes. But I'd like the five
boh now,

s that che lot 3" asked Harrew.

*¥ez, that's all.”

“*Thank gondnesz ! Now roll off, like
» mood harrel.”.

“1 want that five boly, you as=s |”

“I's a free countyy, obld fat man!
U0 on wanting, as long as yon like ¥

O Al right ! csaid Dumter
*You refuse to oblige a pal ! All righy |
You pinch iy bullseyes one day, and
rofuse to lend e five bob the noxtl
All mghe! 1 shan™t keep wour shady
secrers for you, after that! You con't
axpect il

Harry Wharion,
away, turned back.

He had fargotten Bunter™s remarks
aftor calling-over the previcus evening;
and his equally mysterious reforences
io Peop o Day at prep. Now ho was
reminded of tho same. ]

“You fat chump !’ ho said. * What
Jo you mean

1 kuow what 1 know ¥ said Bunter,
with dignity. “I'm not the man to
zive o Fal away! Kindest friend and
noblest foe—that’'s me, and always was?
But if s follow doesn’t treat o fellow

who was turaing
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as & pal. a fellow can't expect & follow
io keep a fellow's shady secrets. and &
fallow——-~"

“Never mind all thoss fellows—tel]

me  what you mean, you bloated
blogter ¥
“Who's backing Peep o Day at

Wapshot 7 sneered Bunter.

“Nobody that 1 know of sou bur-
bhing image ! Angel of the Fourth may
bo, %m* aﬁ I know.

Or Price of tho
Fifth, Or Smithy, perhaps. Have you
got it into your silly head that ['va
done anything of the kind?"” asked
Harvy, half-angry and half-amused.

“Oh, cowme off P jeered Bunter. A
fellow docsn’t take a list of horses and
mark one of themn with a pencil unless
he's picked out that horse to back
‘Think I'm o fool ¥

“¥es, rather[”

“Oh, really, Whartop—-" _

“But what do you mean about n list
of horses?™ hooted Wharton, *Aro
voy dreaming, or are yvou making all
this up out of your fat head !

“Dh, pile it on!" jeered DBuntor.
“SBtack it onl You've made out more

than once that I'm ancruthful,  You
needn't deny it—you know you bave!
Now hark at youl” .

Harry Wharton looked at him., Iia
was getting less amused and more
angllg as Bunter proceeded. But he
could seo that the far Owl, for some

mysterious reason. had the ides in his
head that he had been backing horscs
in gencral, and Peep o' Day in par
ticular It was really mystifying.

“Has Skinner been pulling vour leg,
vou fat ass?™” he aakw.f .

“Bkinnor doesn’t  know  anything
about it. Nobody knows, so far, except
me,” said Bunter., “I haven't told any-
body, except that I mentioned 1t to
I‘ocﬁi;- in the study last evening—-"

“You'vo told Petar Todd that I've
been backing horees " gasped Wharton,

“1 just mentioned it, 1 never told
him all about it, l.hmlﬁh—-ﬂm beast in-
terrupted me, chuc inlg o Latin
grammar at my head, don't know
why. 1 may have mentioned it to one
or two other fellows—only Just men-
tioned it. As I said, I'm not the man
to give a chap away.”

“EYnu burbling cuckog—" :

“You can call a fellow names” said
Bunter, “ but you know jolly well what
you'd get if Queleh knewl 1 ain't
going to tell Queleh. But there’s puch
a thing as gratitude, though you don't
geetn to know it. One good turn do-
gerves another.  There's been talk of
fellows poing round to the Abbot's
Spinney, :mg m:ﬂdnf bets with that
blackguard Crocler, I fancy you're one
of them—"

“What 1 yelled Wharton,

“You needn't roar ar me. I supposo
you don’t trot over 10 Wapshot and deal
with tha bookies there!™ said Bumer
sarcastically. “ You have fo ger some-
hmi:i,; to lay the money an for you, don't

ou ™
I Wharton did not enswer that. Ila
stared, with gathering wrath in  his
brow. Bumptor evidenmtly had thia weird
ides. fixed in his fot head. What had
put it there, the captain of the Re
move could not guess. But his inclina-
tion was to knock it ourl

“Yon pmched my bullsayes yesrer-
Jday !” went on the indignant Owl
“You know you did. Now I'm stony,
becausa my posral order never eiane to-
day. Now you vefuse to lend me o fuw
bob, though you jolly well know m
pestal order’s coming’ te-morrow !l All
right ! ¥ you want all the fellows in
the Form to know about your backing
Peep o Day—all right] You can’t ex-

mo  to keep  your disgracelul
soerets, Wharton, I shan't toll Queleh

ghrieked Bunter, “I'N jolly

H

—but F'm gowg straight to th2 fellawa
Im Eh?’ Rag, to say—— Yaroobh! Yoo
wop I

BFH_? Bunter roared, es tho exaspar-
ated caprain of the Remove grasped
him by o far neck

“Leggo ™ roared Bunter.

“¥ou've got the idea in ynur heod
ithat T back horses at Wapshot I eaid

Harry. "I'im going to knock it out.”

Thera was an old stone buttress
handy. Billy Bunter's fat head tapped
on it. It tapped rather hard.

Bunter's yell woke the echoes

" Hallo, halle, helle™ The Co. cama
ont of tho changing-reom. “ What's
that ga.mu, old bean? T;Eing to damn-

age Greyfriars property

“Yarooh! Make him leggo ! rosvi)
Dunter,

Tap!

* ¥oo-hoop 17

__q“llarrjr,- old chap——" exclaimal
e !] ]t"l

“It's all right!™ said Harry.

“ Bunter's got a y idea in his put,
nn{l I'm hnocking it outl”

‘ap !

“Yow! Ow! Wow! Oocp?

“ Btill got it?" asked Harry.

“Ow! Yes, you beast] Ow! Lergo ™

Tap!

“Oh crikey ! Wow P’

“But what the thump! exclaimed
Johnny Bull, “What has the fat ass
got in his head, you dulfer! What Jo
you moeanf?

“Hag's got it into his head that Fvo
been blagging, like Smithy I’ explainesd
Wharton, “Goodness knows how, or
why; but lhe has! Haven't you,

Bunitor ¥
“Dw!l ¥eal Beast! Ow ¥

Tap!
“ Y%nmnnap I

Tgipi _
“Yoo-hoop! Helpl Wowl”

‘I'm going to keep this up, till Fve
kuveked that idea out of your wut!
Tell ma when s gone”

Tap!

“ Beast 1?

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Owl Wowl Will  you

legpa i
woll o
and tell Quelch if you don’t leggoi®

“&till pot it 1 your nuti™

“¥Yes, you he&at.{”

Tap!

“Ow! I mean, no!” roared Bunier,
in anguich. “No! I meanr—— Yar-
opooli! Nol .Net at alll Leggel”

“ Sure you'va got rid of it ¥ inquired
the captain of the Remove. "I'm get-
ting tired of !mngiqﬁ your silly head:
but I'l] !-:eg;i_[il; up til} you'ro guito sure
it's gone! How about it¥”

“QOw! Yes! Nol! Beast! Wow!

Leggo I

“gﬁg#ﬂ I been backing horzesi?

&l ?'Eaf"_'“”

Tap! :

“1 mean Haol Certainly notl
Nothing of the kind-1* yelled Bunter.
“Ob, my napper! 1 don't Enow what

know—I mean, I never found 5ﬁu
out—  Yarcoh! Leggo! Nal Ohl
Nal Nothing of the rort} Wow I?

“Good| If I've knocked it out of
vour nut, alk right1 Mind, f you get
it hack there, 1 shall knock it out
again! That’s a tipl”

And Harry Wharton walked away
with the Co., leaving Billy Bunter rub-
Iing o far head! and blinking after
him with & perfecily perrifying blink.
Whether that idea waa still insido
Bunter’s st head or not, it was tho out-
side that warried him now—and ha
rubbed the ourside, and gurglad wrath
awd indignaiion.

Tez Magner Liseapy,~No. 1,51
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THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Hoarrid For Hacker!

R, HAKER gwoke.
M The hour was late.
It was very dark; but dark
a3 it waa, r. Hacker could
gee the thne, on 8 elock with luisinons
figures at his bedside. It wasz half-
past eleven
At thet hoar there should have beon
no zeund in the House to disturb the
slpmbicrs of the master of the Shell.
Dut there had becn & sound—
eoveral  sounds. Soands were  efill
asudible as Mr Hacker sat up in hed,
The zsounds proceeded from his door.
Fle door-handle was being turned, 1t
rauttled ms it turned
1acker liztened, and felt & thrill of

excitemaent.  He did not soppose that
it was a I.mrﬁlnr He guessed at onca
ihat 1t was the prmﬂer‘

It was some rime sinco the prowler
of Greyfriavs had prowled. Duat no.
loily supposed that he bad given up
prowlhing for good.

Whocver the mystery man was, he
was an  unserupulons rascal, and his
object in niglt prowling was pilfering.

EHe lind piliered from the Ilead’s
stuglv, and from Quslch's study. e
bhad pilfered 1 Queleh’s bed-room, and

ant that ocegsion he had eollared tho
master of the Remove, rolled him in
Lits blankets, and left him tied up.
At the sound of his door-handle, at
half-past eleven st night, Hacker, of
course, had no doubts—it was the
prowler apain, and this time he had
selected the master of the Shell as his
gestmed vietim.

Hacker’s first thought was that he
was glad la had locked his door. Ilo
kad locked it every might since what
Lad happened to Quelch. Hachker was
npot the man to mn unnecsssary risks.

The door-handle rattled again, The
prosler, perhaps, had oot expecied {o
find the door locked on the inside.
Ile secined to be trying to apen it in
spite of the faer that it was Jocked,
unlesz, indeed. he wanted to wale up
the Acid Drop, which did not zeem
probalde.

I'or a long minute Haclkoer zat, his
heart beating rather uncomforiably.

That vrowler. whoever be wns, was
snpposctd 1o be a senior. amd & very
powerfnl senior from the strenpth he
Lad displayed in handling, en oue
otcasior  Loder of the Bixth, mud on
another the Bemove master. Horaco
Hacker did not lke, in the least. the
idea of cuming to grips with him.

Jack Drake's discovery that  the
prowler was a man outside the school
wis known emnly to Quelch and the
Head,  His discover, that the man
wias Randalph Crocker was  known
only to Lunsclf, To all the rest of
Greviriars the prowler was somo hefty
man  in the [Fifth or the Sixth.
Hacker had looked over many mem-
bers of both Forms with o suspicious
cve, but he had never been able to
puess whe it was

Wow the prowler wos within o few
vards of him i the dark—a locked
door bBelwern

[lacker stepped from bez bed, e
deaped  lumself in & dressing-gown,
nned pur on his slippers. Tl he
stepped 1o the door

There he paused, to listen.

Tie deor-handle c¢cased to  rattle.

Ferbaps the prowler bhad heard hi,
or poerhaps he had reslised that the
clopr was locked and given It up as
o had job
My Hacker breathed hard.
He did not like. in the wvery least,
Tir AagNET LIERART.—NO. 1_.1321.
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tie idez of encountering that midniﬂ}t
prowler, who had been too strong for
Chielch, and would undoubtedly have
boen too strong for Horace facker.
F:ut he waa very keen on discovering

.

Tha mysterious prowhng hed gono
on for weeks, There had %}oen saveral
undetected  pilforings, Any membeor
of the sraff who eucceeded in reveal-
ing that prowler's idontity, and thus
enabling rthe [lead to deal with him,
would bave been sure of Dr. Locke's
gratitude and esteem

Hacker was o member of the staff
whom the Head, somehow, liked least.
He did not know why., He would have
been very glad to earn his chief's
favour and esteem. It had alwaya
sarprised and annoved Hacker that the
Head seemed to regard Queleh as his
right-hand man—rather & friend than
a subordinnte The Acid Drop would
have been very glad to oust Quelch
from that favoured position, which he
folt e deserved more than Quelch did

If he sueceeded in elearing up the
strange and troublesome’ mystery of
Groviriars, and puiting an end to the
prowlings of the prowler, undoubtedly
it wonld give him a lift in the desired
girection

On the other hand, he did not like—
in fact, he hated the ides of running
intog that hefty prowler.

He stood uncertain, listening,

In the deep silence of the night he
cought a sound from without—that of
stealthy footfalls going up the passage.

Hocker's eves gleamed in the dark,
rather like a car's.

IFrom that sound he could draw only
one econclumon—that the prowler, find.
ing his door locked, had given it up,
and passed on to another.

Ha was, iherefore,
Hacker's door

Hackoer listencd intently.

There was no s=ound of roturning
footzteps.  Ile allowed a long minute
to pass, and another  Still no sopnd !t

COther masters, he knew, did not
bother about  locking  their doors
Doubticss the prowler was already in
another room—Prout’s or Capper's, or
I-r;rlmps Queleh's again. Mr. Prout,
indeed, had been heard to declare in
Common-room that he hoped—he only
haped==that the scoundrel woald ven-
ture o vistp his t}lmrl-}rs, as he had
once  visited  Queleh’s. Prout  was
portly, but he was pugnaciovs.  Uer-
tainly Prout had not locked his door
Az likely as not-—more likely than not
~—the prowler was now in Proat's
TOCT.

Hacker, slowly nnd silently, torped
Lack the key o the lock.

Slowly and silently. he opened the
door & few inches.

Bilence, and dense darkness.

He opened the door a few more
itches, and put out s head, rather
lilte o tortolse fromm a shell.

The darkness wrs deop, the silence
was unbroken. Obviously it was zafe
to venture owt, nz he was guite ocor
trin thar those stealthy footsteps had
not veturned

Hacker was as unwilling as ever to
encounter the prowler He was, in
fact, determnined not to do =o0, Bt it
locked szafs  To step silently 1o the
electrie =witch a1 the end of the pas
sape, o swirehh on the hght—that wae
the iclea

The prowler, 1n whichever room he

gono  from

was, would doubtless rush out to
eseape  when the light flashed on
Hacler could not fail to see him  EHis

identity would be no longer o secret.
1f he did not rush sut, he would beo
eornered in the ronm e bhad entercd.

In cither case, or any ease, his gamn
was up, end Haclker was the man who
would have =zolved the mysiery

And  whatever st prowler did,
Hacker was going to take the greatest
care not to establish personal contact.

(nee +he passage light was on  tho
fellow's gaine was up, and if he went
for Hacker. which was unlikely ofter
he had been recognised, Hacker Lknew
how to dodge.

With hardly o sound. Hacker set his
door wide open, and stepped out into
the passage. With outstretched hands
in the dark he gmrnd along towards
the corner where the lLighting switch
was.,  And then——

Ther it happened.

Hacker hardly koew what happened.
From the darkuess something suddenly
dascended over his head.

He bardly knew that he was cn-
veloped i n lavge sack, tuverted over

hime, and. descending to Iz kneea. Ho
hardly Lknew that a slip-knot was
rugged tight round the =ack’s neck,

which eircled his bony knees, knotting
tt round his legs. But he knew that
he was suddenly and wnexpectedly
tmprisongd inside somethinge, and that
liis arms, as he threw them out, met
with resistance. and wero pinned down
to his rides The next thing he knew
was that he was wp-ended, sprawling
on the passage floor

He gasped!

He gurgled |

He howled!

Bur his gasps and
came muffled through the thicl sack-
ing, ond were choked off zs e was
rolled bodily back into his room. Half-
euffocated, wholly eeared, breathless,
dizzy, Horace Hacker rolled in the
sack, helpless in the hands of the Grey-
friare prowlor—if, indeed, his sudden
azzaitant was the Greyiriars prowler.

urgles and howls

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Sacked !

R. PROUT, the master of the

[Fifth Form stirred, and his

portly nose ceased to rumble

with thea lboonun soutid

which svnonnced, to all within forty
vocds, that Prout was slumbering

Pront was disturbed.

For some t{itme in the mzts and
shadows of sleep, Prour had had a
dreaning impression of vogue sounda
from somewhere. and now that he had
awakened, he heard those sounds. and
realised that they were real

Lie was quite perplexced.

Bwitching on his bedside light, he
dizcerned the faet that of waz half-past
twelve. No sonnd should have been
disturbing tha =tilly might. but somo
stronge sound ecertuinly was.

It sounded, to Prout, like bumping
Who, or what, could be bumping about
al half an hour after midnight wes
yuite mysicrious
Sitttng n]'p in bed, listening., Pront
blinked and wondercd., His room was

nexi to Mr Hacker'a, and it scemed
to him that those strange sounds came
from Hacker's room

Bump, bumpl

Frout bheard it cistinerly

It was hardly possible 1o belipve
that the muster of the Shell had turned
out tn the muiddle of the might to bummp
on the wall that zeparated his room
from Prout’s

But that was what it zounded hke.

Bump came apgain. Bump!  Thod |

It sounded like o fafl

“Bless my soul " mwrmuored
amazed  Prout. “How very,
gingular !

the
VOIy
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Billy Bunter's fat head {apped rather hard on the stone buitress and his yell woke the echoes. ** Hallo, halio, hallo 1 ™

Inquired Bob Cherry.

“Trying to damage Greylriars property 7’

“It's all

bt ! ** said Wharton  * Bunter’s got

a potty idea in his nut, and I'm knocking it out ! **

Bump! came from the next voomn—

undoubtedly from the west room. Tt
was—it must be—Hocker—Hacker,
bumping about and around in the

middle of the night, amazingly amd
inexplicably.

Prout {twned out and encased his
partly form in a dressing-gown. This
midnight mystery was extraordinary,
It had to be in-

amazing, inexplicable.
1 clearly, was

vastigated.  Someihing,
wrong with Hachker.

Prout omerged from his room into
tho passage.

But he did not immedialely roll along
to Hacker's voom. The thing was so
strange, so moxplicable, that he felt the
need of Ecrmpan;%h&fclre he started his

inveﬂtjgatim. a 5!3]’;]11@{1 along 1o
Queleh’'s room, avd called the Remove
miaster,

“Quelch! My dear Quelch—"

Quelch awoke at once.

n ul'.hﬂt""'-"

“Bomoething is wrong with Hacker! 1
faar that he iz ill or—or something.
Will you come with me?”

“Bnt what——"" cameoe Quelch’s voice,
not in its pleasantest tones. :
“He seems to be rolling about his
room, Quelch !
(18 “F hﬂ:ﬂ"‘ﬂ-‘t-.?j’ ]
“ Hurling himsclf against ihe wall——"
" Prout !

*¥s it not amazing, Quelch? But such, .

I assure you, is the case. I you step
out of your room you will hear him from

the passage.” . .
uelch was not long in slepping out

1S TOO.

In the passage, by tho side of the
agitated Prout, he could hear the sound
from Hacker’s room—a distinet sound of
heavy bumping.

: iliitump, bumpl Then thud! It was a
a
* Condoess gracious!” breathed Quelch.

of

“Had we not beller go to Hacker,
Quelch ™

** Most demdedif,”

They hurried along to IHaeket's door.
It was closed, but not locked., It oponed
lo Quelch's hand.

Within, all was dark, From ihe dark-
ness came u bumping, squirming sound,
and now that the door was open the two
masters counld hear another sound—a
strango sound of half-suffocated gurgling.
It was amazing and alarming.

Quelch reached in to the lighting-switch
inside the dootway and switched on the
clectric licht.

Then tho two masters had o view!

They gazed at it with popping eyes.

What they saw firat was a large, well-
filled- sack—merely a sack, which seemed
endued, however, with a principle of life,
for it was in active motion. At the first
rlance it was amazing Lo sce that sock
shifting about of ita own accord.

But two thin calves, a ipair of bony
ankles, and two slippered feet emerging
from the neck of the sack explained that
mystery. There was someone inside the
sack, covered by it down to the kneas!

“Oh! gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Gig-gig-goodness gracious!” stultored
Mr. Prout faintly,

They gazed spellhound.

The sack and its contenta seemed to be
rolling over. Bub the feel picked them-
selves up, as it were, and the sirange
object stood on end. Then 1t bumped
itself against the wall—Prout’s wall!

That was what had awakened Prouni,
though not immediately. The prisoner in
tho sack, unable to escape, was bumping
on ]t.he wu.l;: in ?Irdﬁﬁ' :.}u n;trm:-lt. ntt:&n%iun
io his plighi! IHe had, alter long delay,
5un~nw!:edg.

Bump, bump! went the sacked hgura
on the wall! Thud! as it stumbled, and
came down on the floor.

“QOoogogh!™ came 8 gasp from within
the sack.
_ “Is—is—is that Hacker?" hreathed
Frout. "Can that be Hacker? In the
name of all that is absurd, Quelch, why
has Hacker got into thet sack? What,
Quelch, can be the mesning of thess
amazing, these extraordinary antics. ot
such an hour of the night?

Quelch was rafher guicker on the up-
take than the portly Prout. He stepped
inte the room.

“Hacker!” he exclaimed.

“Urrggh 1" came from the sack.

“I am here, Hacker—pray keop stilll
I will releass you  immedialely!”
exciaimed the Remove mastor.

“Gdrerrggh !

Tha figure tn Lhe sack remained whera
it had tumbled. Quelch bent over it and
wrestled with knota

There were quile a number of knpis
with which to wresllee. One cord waa
knotted on the neck of the sack, round
the victim's bony knees. Another was
knotted round the occupant’a waisk,
anather round his shoulders. Wheever
had sacked Hacker sesmed to have
tnken plenty of care that the Acid Drop
ghonld not emerge frem the sack un-
aesisted.

Knot alter knot was dragged loose.
Mr. Prout, standing and watching the
untying process, almost like a man in a

roam.
“Blees my =zoull” It dawned on Prouk.
H8omeons bas—someons fins dono this!

Clan it bo that the prowler has attacked
Hacker, Quelch, as he attacked you one
night a ¢ouple of weeks ago?”

“I shopld think thak that was suli-
ciently clear, Prout!l” ml_nflpad ihe
Remove master, labouring with knots,

“Goodness gracions!”

“Please pive me assmtanea with this
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gack, Prout! Tt is not easy to remove it 1"

“(h, cortainly! Bless my soul!”

Tho two mastors grasped the sack, the
eords  having been  unloosened, and
dragged at . I was dragged over
Hacker's head.

Tha Acid Drop was roevealed at last.
The fuco rovealed wus crimson with fury
thowgh the crimson was partially masked
by dust from the intertor of the sack.
EHacker, in the worst lomper ever, gasped
for breatl.

“Hacker '™ purgled Prout. ® Who did
Eloia 2

“¥y dear Hacker—"

“ Wurrgegh 1™

“No doubt the prowler,™ sad Mr.
Crout. " Undoubtedly, in fact, the
prowler ! But did you see him, Hacker "

*1 am nct a cat!” hissed Tlacker

“A cak? 1 fail to comprehend sou,
Hacker T did not suggest that you
were o cat, or any other animal.” said
'rout, Llinking at him. " If your mind
is wandering o little, my dear fellow,
after that harrowing expericnce, pray,
pray calm vourself-—"

“Hacker means thot he cannot see in
the dark, I imugine!" interproted Mr
Quelch, suppressing a smile

“Oh!" said Mr. Prout

“I eaw no one. The sack was anddenly
thrown over my head!™ hissed Hacker.
“It was, of course, the prowler, and [
have no doubt that he has ﬁﬂf-ared my
room winle 1 lay helpless That 15 tho
time? Cood heavens—a gquarter to one!
I have bren more than an hour in that
dreadiul sock ™

“Poor fellow!” boomed
pathetic Proul.

“It i= almost inconceivable to me,
Prout, that T did not succeed in attract-
ing your atiention gooner. I counld do
nothung but bump on your wall—1 hoped
to awaken yo »

“But why did you not come out of
the room, Hacker? You could move—
and the door was not locked——"

“And how could I unlaich the door,
I’r-nut.; with my hands imprisoned in that
eack " hissed Hacker.

“Dear me! I did oot think of that! I
really regret that I did not awaken
goomner—"

“You do not regret it so much as [
do,” said Mr. Hacker bitterly. “I have
boen o prsoner over an hour, in a state
of the most dreadful discomfort. In that
time the prowling rascal has had ample
opportunity to escape. Ho is zafe now
—vith his loot! 1 really think—--"

“Perhaps you had [I'chltr_:r RECOTLALD
what, if anythin has Leen faken,
Hacker,” Euggnst&dghlr Quelch. T fear
that, after such & lapse of {ime, it i3
futile to think of looking for the
prow ler ™

TIf 'rout had awakened sooner—*

“Really, Hacker—"

Snort from Hacker! Bul he proceeded
withoul deluy Lo ascertain, as Br Quelch
sugpested, what, if anything, was miss-
ing. Teo his surprise and relief, nothing
wag missing  There was a nolecase in a
pockot—untouched ! There was loase
cash in o drawer uncpeued.  The

vowler, it scemed, had pone wilh emply

the sym

anda.

“Nothing 1B missimg? asked DMr.
Queleh, pnzzled.

TNothing! 1 suppose Lhe scoundrel

and left at once after
It is odd, for certainly ho
But it 1= for

was alarmed,
SECUTINE 1. i
had every opporiunity
tunately the case.”

“I you do not feel disposed to sleep,
Flacl:er, nfter this painful experience, I
will remain,” satd Mr Pront. *I will
git in this chair, and perhaps a little con-
versgiion———"

1 ghall lock my door and go back
to bed,” said Mr. Hacker, who probably
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did et expect te dertve much ecomfort
fromr Prout's conversation.

“Oh, very well!” said dMr. Pront, wilth
dignity.

And the {wo mosters left Hacker—to
lock his door and go back to bed:
lh:.';:uglh after an hour of painful wrig-
gling in the sack, and in g state of fury
to which words could never have douo
Emm’ it was likely to be long beforo

neker’s oyes closed once more in balmy
slumbor,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Thrilling !
i SAY, vou fellows! Heard ™
Billy Buunter sgueaked with
cxoitoment,
 "Which and what?  asked
Fioli Cherey.
The Famous Five were punting a
fuoter Leforo breakiast, and if theve

was news they hod not heard it vet.
Bur Dunter evidently had |
“The prowler I gasped Bunter,
“Fhe jolly old prowler at it ogain
oxclaimed Bob. My hat! What has
he bagged this tie—your rolled-gold
warch 1™

“Oh, really, Chevryl 1 say, iho
howler bagged Pracker—="

“What?"

“I mean the prowler bagped

Hacker I gaspoed DBunter. " Got him in
his room last night, just as he did
Gueleh once. I haven't seen ilacker
et; he's fearfully injured, from what I
ot R
“ Hacker
Wharton, )
“Cougl 1t up!" said Frank Nugent.
Tho Famous Five left the footor
where it was and gathered round Bunter
for news—as did a dozen other fellows,
Among them was James Duck., whao
cyed the fat Owl euviously through his
steal-rimmed glasses. Ivery fellow was
interested in the latest news of the
Brm;icr. but none guite so much as Jack
rako.

“I've just heard ! Bunter liked to be
the fellow with the news—and no news
cver lost its thrill when told by Bunter.
If it wast't thrilling, DBunter could
always make it zo. “I heard Quelch
and Prout jawing they know all about
it. It was preuy awial, from what 1
hear, They were woke up in the middle
of the night by fea ful screams from
Hacker's room——-"

“ammon ! said Yernon-Bmith.

“Oh, really, Smithy—-=>"

“Blhut np, Bmithy ' Getr on with the
washing, Bunter ! exclaimed Johnny
BEuall., *YWhat -Im?pﬂned to Hacker "’

“ilas anything happened to Hlacker ™
It was Hobson of the Bhell who asked
that queztion as he came along with
Hosking and Stewart and joined the
group in the guad.

Tlhere was a lurking grin on Hobby's
vugged face. ns M he saw something
amusing in something having happened
ta Hacker.

“Yes, rather!” gasped Buanter. It
seems that Quelch and I'vout woke up,
heaving bloodeurdling  shricks  from
Hacker's room——"

“AVhat rot P said Tlobson.

“Perhups vou Lknow more sbout it
than 1 do 1™ hooted Banter. “1T tell vou
I heard the benxks talking about it
Mwiul, fearful screams in the silenco
of the night, vou know! Prout and
Cuelelr jumped up ot onee—"

“Queleh may bave!” agreed Bob
Clherry. “Prout eouldn’t] Too much
weizht to Dife ™

“Bhut up, Cherry |
DBuanter "

“They yushed o Haecker's room,''

i=?"  cxclaimed Harry

Get on with if,

conlinued Punler  “Thew looked ip,
and thers was Hacker weltering i i
EU!"{""—_'—'"

“h“'elierinag in kis which? gosped

“Gora " suid Bunler Erml;’. “ From
what I hear, ho waz fearfully injuredh
He lay speccliless st their feer, calling
for holp—""

“Oh criley !

“Ha, La, ha'”

“Tho sprechlcssness st have lLeen
terrific.”

“1 mean to sar, he was neasl v speechs
Less; not guite, of courze, or Le couldn's
have called for help. Covertd wiil
blood—" )

You fat, frabjons frwmptious, foot-
ling fathead!” roared Mobsoon of {he

Shel.  “8Btop telling whoppers 1"
M you know what's happened,
Hobby 7 azked  Harey  Wharto:

“Bunter's telling whoppers, of conrse,
but something taust bave happened.”

“Oh, [~I-I haven't been told any-
thing wet!” staininered Hobson, appar-
ently a litle confused by thoe question,
“Bat T joliv well know that Hacker
wasn't  Haiet ! Why should anvhody
hure him §"

I jolly well Lkuow all abent it, and
vou Jolly well don't!” hooted Bontes,
“I tell you the prowler got Hacker and
feirly smashied ]!eim—”

“Ife didn'u!" voared Hobson.

“How do youn koow he didr’i 27 de-
manded DBuntey. “"You don't Loow
anything abool ! Iackor cut prayers
this morning—yon fellows ozt Lawve
noticed that—he never does! 1o can't
stir a limb.”

“By guin'!"’ "o
he did i

“He did!” agpresal Nugent,

Billy Buuter blinked triumphantir al
Hobson of the Shell. Bumier scuved
there. Plenty of fellows kuew that
Hacker had cut prayers, contrary ta his
usual custom. This pave eolovr Lo the
fat Owl's thrilling story.

“He can't move: he's 2o fearfulls in-
jured,” declaved Bunter. “Ile's |ying
in the Honse—-""

“While vou're Ivirg in the quad!™
said Bmilhy,

“Beast! Tle's Iving dilapidated --1
mean, dizabled- absolutely knocked ot
&E‘Id :‘-ﬂmshi:{l vp by that awbal villa:
u —

“That whal*” exclaimed Holison, Ia
made a movement fowards the Owl of
the Remove, but Stewart hastily couglit
Ins sleeve and pulled him back,

“That pwinl prowling seowmudvel ™
said Bunter. “ Afier smashing Hacker
hoe pinelied leotz of money h

*He dide't " shricked Hobzen,

“He did 7 yvelled Bonter, © Hundreds
of pounds[”

*You fat frealk, he never pinclied any.
thing,"” roared Ilchaon.,

“Bhut up, Hobby, vou ass!™ hizsed
Stewart in his car. And Claude IToskin:

rabbed Hoblo'’s olher arm. Both

Lobby’s chuins secmed fo be needod o
keep  Lim from hurthing Limecelf ot
Bunter.

“Bureled toe reom, all over ile
shop.” pursued Buuter, “ Bmoshed open
lacks and drawers, all =oets of things;
the room was o wreck.,  And in the
micst of the awfel wreek lay Hacker,
weltering  in lis  gore!”  eoncluded
Bunter cinnatically

“By gurwe! I-I-T{—%
FHobsor.

“Bhat up ! hizeed Sewari again,

L tcll youe—="

“Shut up 17

“They mav be obie (o frnee e miss-
ing bauknotes,” added Bunter, “byv the
bloodstains o fhem 1™

S0k erilipy t

geaid the Bounder

gasped



“How does he do it1"" asked Peter
Todd, “¥ =iv, I wonder 1f anyithing's
happened to Hacker ¥

“Ha, ha, ha t'*

“i3h, really, Toddyl
gegn i this morming IV
Bunter, *“Has anybody zeen
yet 17

Nobody hadl  Hacker had cus
prayers, and had not been seen. Bome
of the fellows began to wonder whether
Bunter had got it right, after all.

Tho prowler, it was well known, was
not & fellow to stick at triflea if in
danger of being spotted. Once he had
knocked out Loder of the Biith, ledv-
ing him with two black eyes. Once he
had banged a door on Prout's majestic
pose, (nee he had tied up Quelch in
his blanketa,  There really was no tell-
ing what the prowler might do next.

“You won't sec him at brekker,” said

Has snybod
demande
Hacker

Bunter. "1 fancy he's been put in
sanny—in._fact, ¥ know he has. The
doetor’'s been sent for—I mesn, the

doctor was rung up in the night, and
came buzzing over from Frardale in
hie car. Didn't you fellows hear the
car? It woke me up’” .

Bunter's thilling tale was improving
as he wont along.

“Well, thero's the bell for brekker,”
said Harmy Wharton, “We shall scon
gec whether the Acid DProp doesn't turn

“He jolly well won't "' said Bunter.
" Being in sanny, with his nut cracked

and his collar boae fractured., fFou
know——"" s
“You fat idiot!” raved Hobson.

“His put ain't cracked snd hia collar
bono am's broken—-="

“1t is~—and hiz leg, too!” retorted
Bunter. “‘And one arm—I mean, both
ATINS, an At

“Hacker will want glueing ether
agsin, at this rate,” remarked the
Bounder, * ¥You Shellfish will have a

good time if Bunier’s got it anything
Itke right. 5till, I expect we shall sce
him at brokker—""

“I say, vou fellows, I tell you—-=""

* Bow-wow 1V

Bunter rolled in to breakfast with the
Remove fellows, considerably annoyed.
His startling tale had not made the
proper bmpression, in ipite of its thrill-
ing details—or, porhaps, becouse of ifs
thrilling details.

And that My, Hacker was not laid
up in sanny with a variety of dislocated
bones was clear as soon as the jJumors
came into Hall ; for there they saw him,
standing talking to Mr. Capper, the
master of the Feourth,

Hacker looked pale and upset, and
was clearly in lus bitlerest humour;
but octherwize there seemed nothing
amizs with Hacker.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned as they
sgaw himn, aware now that a very con.
siderable discount had to bo taken off
Bunter’s stivring story. DBut_the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove did not sce
Hacker and he rattled on.

%I sav, you fellows, you won't geo him
herel You can bet on that! I tell you
he was knocked out—smashed upl
Can't wove a hmb—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

To the fellows who could see Hacker
standing enly & dozen paces away this
iformation was rather entertaining
than hﬂ-l‘l‘ﬂ‘i‘l_fili%'.

“ Bleossed if i ses anything to cackle
atl” exclaimed Bunter warmly. “I
ton’t lika the Acid Drop any move than
you_do, bute—" )

“Dry up, you born idiot |" breathed
Bob Cherry, as Mr. Hacker, catching
the words, glanced ronnd. Hacker was
not unaware that he was often alluded
1o as the Acid Dron.

EVERY SATURDAY

M Bhan't ! rotorted Bunter, 1 call
it unfeeling  sniggering while old
Hacker 1z Enocked out and smashed up,
and all that! I don't like the brute
any more than you fellows do. Look
how he grabbed my ear the other day,
and tuggsd at it, the 3“'?.61 But now
the poor brute’s had his bony not
eracked, I really must say— W

What seemed like a pair of pincers
closed on Bunter's fat eax,

He roared.

“Wow! Ow! .Leggor Who—
Ok crikey "  Buanter's eves almost
g:rp ed through his spectacles at

acker. “Oh, I say—— Oh crikey!”

Hacker twisted tiat fat ear. He

twisted it even more energetically than
be twisted 1% in the Bhell Form Room

on Tuesday. _
Bunter howled. Ha Hgo
rascal 17

squealed,

“You impertinent young |
Twist. “How dare you—" Twist!
“I shall report this insolenee "—
twist I—'" to your Form-master "
Twist 1

“Yarocooh 1

Bunter got his ear loose at last, and
rolled to the Remove table, squeaking,
and clasping a fat hand to that suffer-
g car. Hacker, it seemed, was not,
after all, knocked cut and smashed up
and all that1 But Billy Bunter, as he
rubbed that fat ear, really wished that

Hacker was !

roared.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tweniy-four Hours !

i RAKE 1
“Yes, airl”
“James Duck " woas in My

; Cuelch's study  after breal-
ast.

By that time the prowler's latest ex-
plﬂi{ was all over the school, and from
the SBixth Form to the Second the
fellows were buzzing with excitement
over 1k,

Hacker, theugh plainly upset, and
still feeling the effects of his wild night,
hed breakfssted as wsual, and was
going to take his Form as ysual., There
was a rumour that he had rtequested
the Head to call in official aid from tha

lica station at Courtfield, which, tho

cllows agreed, woas just like the Acid
Dropl )

Nobody wanted the police in the
school rooting after a Greyiriars man,
even such a bad hat as the prowler

Others had suffered at his hands with-
out wanting to squeal for aid outside
the school. But if Hacker really had
made that request, Dr. Locke was not
likely to accede to it
had to take what came to him like
anyone else,

jut Mr. Quelch, eyeinz the szchool
boy detective in his study, had a gruo
brow. His faith in
assistant had wavered; but had been, so
to speal, revived again by Drake’s dis-
COVELY that the prowler was somo un-
known outsider, who in some unknown
way penetrated into the school to carry
on his prowlings and pilferings. Now
he wavered again, and doubted.

“¥You koow what ha FEned fast
night, Draket” said ;. uelch
sbruptly. * You have, of course, heard

i"""""'r_"

“Only as much as the other fellows
s far, sir!"” said Drake.

“ As Mr, Hacker has not been informed
thet vou arc here as a detective, Drake,
vou can scarcely ask him for details.
I have therefore learned all the detaile
from him te repent to you”

“Thank you, sir”™

“And 1 am bound to say,” continuved
Mr. Quelch, **that what has occurred

oW IFJ'.
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castyh very considerable doubt on your
theory that the prowler e some un-
known person worliung from outside the
school.”

“That- 15 not a theory, smir!"” answered
Drake quietly. *“ It iz a fact "

Grunt from Mr. Quelch,

“*It would appear so from the cir
cumstances that you traced thé notes,

Hfered from my study, outside Grey-
riars,” he said. “ Novertheless, it
seemns now that too much haa been
taken for granted. You would suggest,
1'suppose, that thera aro two persons
outside the school, engaged in this
nefarious work,”

“*Certainly not, sir|”

F“There were two persons, if not morae
than two, engaged in the occurrence of
last night, Drake.”

Drake-did not answer that,

“I will repeat,” said Mr. Quelch,
“what 1 learned from Mr. Hacker. He
waa awhkened by & noise at his door—
thﬂldparmn was tryihg to onter, buf
could not do so as door was locked,
Mr. Hacker, listening inside the door,
heard him move away in the direction
of Mr. Prout’s room. In the beliof that
he was pone, Mr. Hacker unlocked his
door, and stepped out, intandin,:; ta
switch on the light in the passage.’

Mr. Quelch paused o moment.

“Understand me, Drake! Mnp,
Hacker iz quite eertain that the prowler
hdid gone. He heard him go, and did
not hear liim return—and it is searcely
pogsible that he cen have been mis-
taken on this point. Ha would not have
gponed his door had he bheen in any

oubt,™

Jack Drake smiled faintly.

:;iI have no doubt of that, sir{™ hg
said.

My, Queleh gave him o sharp look.
Then ha went on:

“The person Mr. Hacker had heard
at his door was gone—that is definito.
Yot, when he came out, be was nnmo-
diately seized by seme unscen person
in the dark, and the sack throvm over
his head, Obviously a second person
was on the spot.”

“The prowler works alone, sir.”

“Really, Drake—"

“He iz 8 man -outsnide the school—and
he works alone | repesated tho -school
hug[ detective calmly.

r. Quelch breathed hard. )

“I repeat, Drake, that obviensly
there was a second person on the s
who waited in the dark with the sack
in his hands after Mr. Hacker had beon
deluded by the sound of departing foot-
steps. The man could not have efept
back: so noiselossly. that Mr. Hacker did
not hear & sound—in the silence of mid-
night, and with his ears on the strain,
Is that what you think?"

“No, zir!"” said Drake, after a paueo,
“That is not what I think "

There was a slightly perplexed ox-
pression on the schoolboy detective’s
face. The details he was learning from
Mr. Quelch seemed to give him food
for thought.

“If the person who cropt away did
not return noiselessly, and wait for Mr,
Hacker outside his door, there mush
have been another person on the spol.
Drake.” i

“It would seom so, mr."”

Drake spoke slowly,. He knew
Hacker; and he could not doubt that
the Acid Drop had listemred like a catf,
and made absolutely certain ‘that the
prowler was not at hand before he ven-
tured out of his room. )

But, if that was the case, it was clear,
as Mr. Quelch said; that a second per-
son must heave been there, unsuspected
by Hacker.

Yet, ¥ the prowler was Randelph
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Crooker, me Drake Delioved, he worked
alone! That tho Sportsman had
mitted any associate to such a secret,
Drake did not belicve for one moment.

Apart from his natural caurion snd
cunning, he was under no necessity to
do so. He did not need aid in his
prowlings and pilferings: neither, cor-
tainly, could he have desired to share
the loor with another: the loot was,
after all, little in amount, hardly more
than encugh to keep the hard-up Bports-
N going,

Drake was, for the moment,
plussed, and he stood silent,

“What I have feared, and what the
headmaszrer has fearcd, appears to have
hoppened ot fast 1™ said Mr., Quelel.
“Bome oiber boy has now followed tha
cxample of thar unknown raseal, and
seems to have joined with him.”

Drake shook his head,

Ho did not think so. He was suro
that it was not so. But, for the
imoment, o hod nothing to say.

“What was taken from My, Hacker's
room, eir?"” he azked.

* Nothing ™

Dieake ratsed his ovchrows,

"Nothing ¥ ho repeated.

“The rascals appear to have taken
the alerm, and., after sccuring Br.
Hacker in the sack. left innnediately '
explained Mr., Quelch. “It was an
hour before Mr, Hacker succeeded in
awakening Mr, Prout by knocking on
the wall betweean their rooms, By that
time, of course. it was futile to search.™

“Mothing was taken?" said Drake
again. **Was thove anvthing to take 7"

“There was—loose cash, Mr. Hacker
Faye, Amounting to about ton pounds,
if they had staved for it.”

“Amd he—or they—did not ™

" As T have said. nol But that 13 an
imemnterial point,” sumd Mr, Quelch.
“There can be oo doubt, Drake, chat at
least {wo persons were engaged o the
affair. What now becomes of your
theory, an which vou jed me to place
veliance, that these pilferings were tho
work of some wman outside the school ¥

Drake drew o deep breath.

“1 can only repeat. zir, thar thar s
nok a theory, but a faet 1" he answerpd.
“Of what hapﬁmmd last might. I can say
nothing until 1 have investigated. Bbay
I be oxcused from first school this
morning

“Oh, certainly ! pad Mr, Quelch
“Yonr school work lere must oot be
plloved to interfere with your detoe.
tive work.,” Thero was a sarcastic
note in Mr, Quelch’s voree that brought
ithe colour to Drake's checks,

Evideutly the Remove master’s faith
in him ‘was down to zero agein!

“You may, i ﬁu chooze, make any
investigation in Mr, Hacker's room, "
continued Mr. Quolch. Mr. Hacker
will be in his Form-room. BEwerything
Ihas beon left as it was left last night.
Mr. Hacker hopes that the hoadmaster
may consent to call in police assistance,
and bie has very carefully left every-
thing that might nssist an  offieial
detective.”

He paused.

“Drake,” he went on ot last, “tho
matter has now become too serious for
further delavs, I had faith in vou, and
in Ferrers Locke's opinion of you. Tt
does not zeem to bave been justified,
Mr, Hacker is convinced that official
nssistance should be called in. He s,
I may sav, somewhat obstinato on that

int, and. indeed, 1 hardly know how
e can be refused.”

Drake set his lips. a little.

“Eeervone here,” said Mr. Quelch,
“shrinks from the thought of calling in
the policg—"

“lExeopt Mr Hacker,” said Drake

Tur Macser Lisgany.—No. 1,081,

norn-

THE MAGNET

Mr. Queleh coughed,

“ Except, in the eircumstances, Mre
Hacker,” ho sanid. *“Dr. Locke dislikea
the iden as much a5 anyone. But what
1% he to say to Mr. Hacker? For the
moment no such step is being taken: but
unless a discovery iz made, Drake, Dr.
Locke vannot permarently refuse what
is, after all, & reasonable request, and,
in fact, this miserable mvstery must
somehow be cleared up. To be brief,
you hava twentv-four hours, Drake.”

“ Indeed, sir ¥

“1 am bound to speak plainly,” said
Mr, Quelch. “If you would prefer to
resign the matter at onee, and leave, I
siiall raize ne objection, and the head-
ruaster will raise no objection, If other
wise, you have an interval of fwenty-
four hours in which to deal with the
matter. If by to-morrow morning you
cannot place the facts before Dy, Locke,
the case will pass into other—and older
—-hands,”

“Very well, sir,” said Jack Drake
guietly. “Leave it at that, sir.”

He left Mr. Quelch's study with a
rather st face, There was & {ime-dimit
now, and if he failed within that time-
limit, he had to return to Ferrers Loclo
and repore foilure.

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,

Detective Or Schoolboy !

1 ATHEAD " szid Bob Cherry,

“Assl"  remarked  Harry
Wharlon,

“Chump

eaid  Johnny

Bull.

“Hurt 77 asked Nugent.

It was, of course, just like that duffer
Duck. Some of the juniors were punt-
ing & ball while they waited for the bel)
to  ring. That eclumsy ass, Duck,

stumbled aver the ball and went down—
whop 1

He tottered to his feet, limping.

“Ow 1™ he mumbled. “Wow ! Ow [V

O all the clumsy asses that fellow
takes the cake 1" =aid Herbert Vernon-
Smath. " What did vou fall over that
batl for, Dueck

Yy

“Well, a silly as3 can’t lielp being a
silly ass 1" said Bob Cherry tolerantly,
“Wobt hurt, are you, kid?"

“T've kuocked my aokle™

“Made of putty ?” asked the Dounder
derisively.

“Oh, shut up, Bmithy!" said the
ood-uatured Bob., “If the lid's had a
noels, he's had a knock. and he can't

help being soft if he's soft. Cuat off to
the house-dame, kid, and ask her for
something for 16"

Duck limped away to the House, most
of the juniors laughing as e went. They
were not unsympathetic, but really
James Duck seemed the limit for elums-
ness, fatheadedness, and sofiness,

blany of them grinned when the bell
rang znd they went into the Form-room
and found that Duck’s place was
vacant. That soft ass, it seemed, was
making the most of a little knock.

JAs Mr Quelch made no remark on
his absenee, it seomed that he had been
excused from first schoel. Most of the
Roemovites rather prided themselves on
being tough, and they grinned at the
idea of that noodle Duclk sitting in the
house-dame’s room. having  altention
given to some inconsiderable tap of
which cven Billy Bunicr would hardly
have taken heed,

But that noodle Duck was not sitting
in the house-dame's room, That noodle
Duck Lind changed into that keen-witted
youth, Jack Drake, a5 soon as tho
Cireyiriars fellows were in their Forme
TOOINS,

And hiz lwop bad quiie deappearead
when Lo went up tho glairs and Licaded
for the measters’ rocins,

Hacler., in the Shcll Form Hoom, was
thinking more of his wild night than of
imparting knowledge to Hobizon & Co.
Ho was thinking of the probability that
Dr. Locke conld searcely continue to
refuse his request to call in the official
aid of & police detective. Dul certainly
he was not thinking that a deteetivo
was already on the spol, investigobing.

That, however, waz what was
happening.
ames Duck entored Me. IHacker’s

rosn—the seene of the Acid Drop's
harrowing experiesce of e night
beforeo.

Everything, as Mr. Quelch hind told
him, had beetr left untouched. That, of
couree, was necessary if o police detec
tive was b Le called 1n.

On the floor lay the sack in which the
hapless Acid Drop had been encased,
wriggling, fer over an hour. By it lax
the three cords that BMre, Queleh had
lll]ti[‘d lo velrase the prisoner from tha
sack.

What n );:r]fm’: deteetive might have
discovered from these clues was doubt-
ful, Possibly he might have traced
finger-prints on the sack, for it could
ha::dll',- be supposed thel o Cirexfriars
man had worn gloves for his nelarious
work like an experienced erool.

But whatever dizcoverics o police
detective might, or might not, have
wade, Ferrers Liocke's assistant Jid not
need to tearch for finger-prinds, or any
other such ¢lue.

He staved at the sack.

His eyes bulged az he starved af il

“0h, my hat!” ejaculated Deake.
# 0l oy ouly hat!™

Aud, what would probably have sur.
{H‘IE-EI[}. Mr, Queleh very much, lad ha
wen there, he burst inte a langl.

“Ha. ka, ha!”

Drake's lavgh rang merrily (hrongh
Mr. Hacker's room. He laughed and
langhed, and langhed again.

¢ knew thal =ack !

It was the sack that had bLeen losscd
in &t the Remove Form Rotin window
while Jamwz Duck Lad szat iliere in
detention the previous afterncon |

Tt was the same sizo; it was (he samo
shape; it was the samo material and the
sama huwel And there were stencilled
letters on it—they were the same. It
was Hobsan's sacli !

L, my hat 1Y repeated Drake,

He chuckled explosively.

He had no doubt now that “at least
two persons ™ had been engaged in the
sucking of Hacker. Probably there Lad
been three, ss Hobson, Btewart, and
Hoskins of thie Shell always went about
in_a bunch.

Dirake had been puzeled the previous
afternoon to know why old Hobby had
secretly smugpled that sack inio tha
House. He kpew now!

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Dreke.

Everybody knew how old Ilobly had
F-D-nﬂ throvgh it the previeus day nt the
wands of the Acid Drop Drake now
knew what had resulted, Old Hobby
had got lds own back, astutely taking
sdvantage of the existence of the
prawler In order to cover up his (racks,

Divake chortlec.

Hog pictured thoe threo vouns raseals
creeping oub of their dormitory in the
gilent watclies of the nmight, tricking
Heacker out of Lus room by the simplest
of deviera {0 overcome the obstacle of
the locked door, thes sacking him and
tying him up. and leaving lim, like the
voung man of lythe, to wriggle and
writhe

“Oh eriley 1™ murmnured Drake. Hao
chuckled again, “What a jolly old
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“Wow! Ow! Leggo!
I say— oh crikey ! *
Twisi !

mystery for Tnspector Grimes to handle !
e, hz, ha ™

He turned to the door, His investiga-
tronis in Hacker's room had not taken
Fervera Locke’s assistant long.

But he turned back.

He had clucidated the mystery of the
aktaek on Haecker quite easily and
rapidly., But the Eie-em:ery he had
made was not one that he could report
to the headmaster,

Draxe was a detective, but he was a
gchoolboy, too; and no consideration
would have mduced him fo give oid
Hobby away.

Hacker, no doubt, had asked for it,
but it meant expulsion for old Hobby if
he was found out. He would be bunked
from Greyiriars like a shot—likely
cuough, Hoskins and Stewart, tao. That
was not the kind of work Jack Drake
was at Greyiriars to do.

Neither waz it going to he done by
anyone else, 1f ho could help it

f Hacker had his way, and a.polica
detectiva was called i, 16 was very
likely that that sack would he tracked
down to Hobson of the Shell. Nobody,
so far, scemed to have puessed that it
was ouc of the old sacks from Gosling's
woodshed, But o poliecinan, of céurse,
would soon root cut fncts like that.

Likely enough, Hobby might have
been scen prowling round that wood-
shed on Wednesday oftevnoon., Artful-
ness had. been left out of poor old
Hobby's composition, and he might
have scattered clues right and left.

Llobby, no doubi, was [ueling absa;
Iutely secure; but. Jack Drake did not
foel that Llobby was secure, by eny
HpCaAnS,

He did 1iot -hesitate. Ile picked up the
sack, folded- it inte the smallest possible
compass, and put it under his arm. The
cards he put in his icxkets. 2

Then ha left Hacker's- room—leavin
aa clun of any kind to assist an officia

Who— oh erikey ! **
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investigator if called in by the Acid
Drop !

A minute later he was in his etudy in
the Remove passage., 'There the cords
were carcfully burned in the study fire-
lace.

After which Drake put on an overcoat,
roomy enough to conecal a sack parked
under it, and went out of the House.
Had fellows been about, no doubt some
of them would have noticed that ihero
was something under James Duck’s
overcont. But with school on nobody
was about.

Gosling, in the doorway of his lodge,
at o distance, staved at him, no doubt
surprised to see & Remove boy out of
clazs, But James Duck did not linger
in Gosling’s view.

He disappeared round the buildings
and arrived at the door of the woodshed,
Thoe door was locked, but a shed lock
did not give Ferrers Locke's assistant
much trouble. He was very soon in the
shed ; the sack was unpocked from
under his coat and placed at the bottom
of a heap of half & dozen others of &
stmilar kind.

When Drake left the woodshed the
door was Jocked again after him, and
he strolled back to the House, smiling.

A few mimtes later ho entored tha
Remove Form Room.

My, Qualeh glonced ot him, but made
no remark; and he went 1o his place,
many grinning faces turning towerds
him as he did so.

“ 3l got a pam, Goose ' wilnzpered
the Bounder, _

“He, he, he ! from Billy Bunter

James Duck sat down in his place.
Ha was, after all, only twenty mnutes
late for class! In that twenty ininutes
he had dizcovered that the prowler had
not, after all, prowled, as everyonoe else
believed, and it was proballe that he
had saved old Hobby Iom getting
bunked.

Mr, Quaclch's glanee Lingercd on Inm

Bunter's eyes almost popped through his s
* You impertinent young rascal ! ** raved the master of the Shell.
** I shall report this insolence *"— Twist—** to your Form-master 1** Twist !

lacles at Hacker. *‘Oh !
st ! * How dare you?

gaveral times, and probably Quelch wea
not feeling satisfied. But the schoolboy
deteciive, at all events, was satisfied,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.,
Once Too Often !

HIZ |
uash |
Billy Bunter liked jam tarts,
But it was in his capgcious
mouth that he hked them—rnot on his
fat hitle noso,

On that fat little nese he disliked them
—extremely.

I+ was on his noss that Bunter
received that jam tart]! It equashed
there, sticky and clammy.

At tea-time Bunter looked into Biudy
No, 1. 'That besst Wharton had beon
unpleasant of late. But Dunter wae not
the fellow to remember grudges—at tea-
time, at all events! Bunter I-:flf:w that
jam tarts gramd the tea-table in Study

a. 1, and he looked in, prepared io
forget and forgive everything.

Apparently he was not  porsona
grats in that study ! The Famous Fivo
planced round ot him, and Havey
Wharton picked up a tart from the digh
and hurled it with unerring aim.

Billy Bunter tottered back intg tlie
snssage with tha jam tart plastoring Lis

at face, gurgling,

“Ohl gBeaEﬂ];E Ow | Beast1™ splut-
tered Bunter “"Wow ]l Beast1?

“Have ancther?” ecalled out the
captain of the Remove,

“Beast | roared Bunter. " 8wabl

Rotter I'* He dabbed and clawed ot
jan.
There was a chortle from fellows in
the Remove passage.
Bunier extracted a handkerchief from
s pocket. It was already sticky—and
Fyp Macner Lisgany.—No. 1,621,
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goon it was stickier. A foot inside the
study lLicked the door shuat  Billy
Bunter did not open it again. e did

aot want any more of those jam taris—
not in the same way !

“I say, you fellows! Look at met”
pasped Dunrer, a: he dabbed at sticki-
ness. “Chucking jam tartz ar a fellow—
just logkl That beast Wharton—jush
beeaunse I fonnd him out, you kuow.’

“ You howling asa 1" said Porer Todd.
“Do you expeet a follow to lot you tall
such rot about him "

“*Tain't rot 1" bhooted Bunter. "1 can
tell you I know what I know! He
banged my head the other day just
Lecausp I'd found hum out! Now he's
chucked # jam: tart ot me when I was
going in to tea in o perfectly friendly

way—""

‘FHa, ha, ha "

“Blessed if 1 see anytlung to cackle
at! Look at me—all jammy ! hooted
the indignant fat Owl “I've a jolly

cod mind to toll Quelch. 1 would, only
§ ain't o speak | Tme all sticky! I ean
jolly well tell you fellows Wharton's a
shady Dlackguard just like Smiihy—"

“What's that?” came the Bounder's
voice from the deorway of Study No. 4,
while the juniors in the pas:age roarcd
with laughter Bunter, as usual, was
unaware of anything a few yards from
his fat noso, and he had not observed
Herbert Vernon-Smath in the offing.

He blinked round in alarin.

“Oh! I didn’t mean you, Smachy 17
he cxclaimed hastily. *“I-1 wonder
what made me say Smithy ] 1 meant
to say Skinner "

5 ?n 1" exclaimed Skinner, who was
almost at Dunter's elbow,

Bunter blinked round again,

“Oh! I didn't see you, Skinner, No!
What I meant to eny was, Wharton's a
ghady sweep just like Angel of tho
Fourth I

“Ha, ha, hat"

“He backs horses,” said Buntor.
“He was backing Peep o Day st
Wapshot the other day! 1 shouldn't
wonder if he's the chap they think
sneaks in at Crocker's | l.ooks Like it to
me, 1 know he backs gee-gecs——""

“You fat ass!” said Tom Redwing.
“He does nothing of the kind."

THE MAGNET

all you know!"” sncered
Bunter.  *“I've found him out—yon
haven't! I've got his list of liorses in
my pocket, with Peep o' Day marked.
1 found it in bis ssudy.  What about
that 8"

iy g;:hh]sh"!" R "

“0Oh, really, Bedwing—

“ Bunter, Fﬂlﬂ man, you talk too
much,” snid Lord Mauleverer. “and
yvou alwavs talk rott Why not shut up
till vou can talk sensa?"

“The old porpoise would never open
%i.:. r:;ﬁpua]: grain at that rate.” remarked

TEEdE.

“Yab! I }'D"_‘f well know "' enorted
Bunter. “I've got him spotted, tho
shady sweop! And I'll jolly well tell
him so, too ™ .

Having rransferrod most of the joam to
the handkerchicf, Bunter shoved it back
inte a sticly pocket.  .hen he stooped
to the koyhole of Study. No. L.

The Removites watched him  with
grinning faces.

Duuter was going to hurl defiance
throuzh the keyhole! ‘There was no
doubt that he would gor into rapid
moticn  at the sound of a [footstep
gpprosching the door from within. Dut
s0 long as that door was shut Bunter
was full of beans |

“I sav, Wharton," squenked Bunter
through the keyhole, ©1 know all about
you, you cad! Who backs gee-gees at
Wiopshat '

"iI}Im ha, ha " .

“Bhady sweep ! You'll gor bunked if
vou're found out, You'll be np befors
the Head when yvou got sported. Yab i

There was & footstep in the stady.

Buuter shot away fromn the door like
an arrow from a bow,

A fai figure bolted into Study Neo. 2
by the time the door of Study No.o 1

“That's

opened, and Harry Wharton's face
looked out.
In the passage & dozen fellows yelled

with laughter,
Harry Wharton glanced along the

e Where' freak?” k
4 W ‘izr;i-a ren a

ernanded,

“0 where and O where can ho bef
sangi.bkmnar.

“Ha, ha, hal”

that fat
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Wharton stepped bacelr info the stndy
and shut the door,

A minute later a fat tece omerged
from Siudy No. 2, and Bunter blinked
coutiously towards Study No. 1. )

There was a gurgle of merriment in
the passape a3 tho vengeful fat Owl
rolled out and rolled along o Wharnon's
door. Once more he stooped at the key-
hole. ‘Through that orifice he hurled a
defiant squealk

“¥ah! Pub-crawler! Who backs gee-
gnes? Who's ﬁmng to be sacked when

o's sported ¥ Yah !

Apatn there was & footstep in tho
study; but Bunter did not wait for it
te approach tha door. He shob into
Study No. 2 and vanished, leaving the
juniora shriekin wi'l,h.laugilmr.

Wharton's door flew open.  and
Wharton, red with anger, stared ont at
& dozen grinning faces,

“That fat swab—" he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Where has he gono?" roared the
captain of tho Remove.

*Ha, ha, ha 1"

The door of SBtudy No. B, which
bolonged to Tom Brown and Hazel, was

shut. Wharton passed. it and tramnped
along to Smudy Noo 7 which was
Bunter's quorters.  But only Tom

Dutten was fo be seen therc, and ho
tramped back, with & crimson face,
through a mob of laughing Removites.

Iic went into Study No. 1 again and
closed the door with a hang,

“By guun | What » giddy centerrain-
ment " chuckled the Beunder., ** 1alle,
licra’as the porpoise again !™

Eilly Bunter blinked out of Bwudy
No. & aud, sceing that the coast was
clear, rolled along again to Study No. L.
All eves were on him as he stooped to
the keyhole once more. Evervbody but
Harry" Wharton was finding ~ this
peculiar performance fearfully amusing.
- “Yah?  Bunter was squeaking
through the koyhols agam. “Cadl
Swab! Ilorsy cad! Who's going to
be bunked for pub-crawling? Whe's
going to bo socked for backing gee-
gees? Yah"

Bunter paased=—to listen.

A footstep would have sent him
senetling 1o hot -haste. But therc was
no Emm% from the study.

Thus encouraged, Bunter procecded.

“T've spotted you, you shady sweep |
I kpow all abour your little gamest
I've got vou tabbed, you pub-crawling
rotter 1 . I jolly well know ™

Still silence from the seudy. It looked
a5 if the captain of the Remove had
decided to take no heed of the iat
squeak at the door Bo that fat squeak
went on:

“Like me to tell Quealcht You'd be
up before the Big Beak if I did! You'd
be bunked like & shut! The sooner the
better, you swab! Yaht Who backed
Peep o Day at Wapshot? How much
did yoro pumt on him? What sort of a
ehady swabk do yon csll yourselfi 1

say— Oh "

There was no sound from the study;
but the door suddenly opened, and a
hand shot ous and grasped the fat neck

bent at the kevhole.

Bunter gave a vell of dismay. The
onlogkers gave a yell of merriment.
This time Wharton had not walked to
the aoor and put the fat Owl on his
uvard; he had cvidently tiptoed to the
oor, unheard by Bunter, and thue
caught him fairly in the act,

“Oh 1™ roarcd Bunter. “Ow

That grip on his fat neek hooked
Buntor into the study. There was a
bump az he landed on the carpet. The
door was slammed again, leaving
Bunter like Daniel in the lion’s den, and
the other fellows howling with laughter
in the passage,



THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Wharton's !

e OW, vou fat [rwnp " roared
Harry Wharton.

5 {Jmnugih *
“You blithering bleater I

“ Beast | ;

Harry Wharten stood glaring dovn ab
the fat Owl, who =at up on the floor
of §tudy No. 1, spluctering.

Bunter ¢ast o longing blink towards
the door  But thoe captain of the
Remove was between hine and the door,
aud he had, to Bunter's alarm, taken o
ericket stump from the shelf,

Four fellows sitting round the table
grinned  Harry Wharton was frown-
ing. What had put that extraordinary
idea into Bunter's head he did oot
know, but it was clear that he had not
knovked 18 out yet. Now he was going
{n try the effect of a cricker stump.

Billy Bunter totteved to his feet. Eo
eyed Wharton and the stump uneasily,
and basked round the table,

1 zay, sou [ellows, keep that beast
alf 1 gazped DBunter. "1 ain't mowng
to give himt away to Quelch—I ain't,

really 1% )
*¥You fat chump!” said Trank
Nugent. " There's nothing to give

oway, you frabjous foozler I

“That's all you know | Keep off, you
beast 1" yelled Bunter, dodging as the
captain of the Remove followed him
vound the table, stump in band. *TI'll
jolly well go to Quelch, and say—

cep off, you rotter! gl go to him,
and say—— Will yon keep off, you
cad? T'll cay you'vo been backing gee-
gees—and I’ﬁ jolly well prove it, too—
if you touch me with that stumpl
Yarooooh | added Buntor in a frantic
roar, as Wharton touched him with the
stuup—rather hard. “0Oh  erikey!
Wow |”?

“Hold on!™ said Bab Cherry, laugh-
ing. “Look here, somehody must have
been pulling that fat idiet’s leg. Whe
wasa 1t, Dunter "

" Nabedy! 1 jeolly well growl”
roared Bunter. *“Jf that beast whopa
me again I'll go to Quelch I”

Whop

“¥Yarooooh ¥

Whap |

“Oh erikeyt Wow!" Bunter flaw
for the door; but he was headed off
from the door, and he went round the
table again, with the stump close behind.
“Oh! Ow! Rescus! Yaroooh!”

* Ha, ha, ha "

“I tell you I'll go to Quelck 1” roared
Bunter. “I'll show him your list of
horges! You just warkl You'll be
sacked! Wow ™ .

“You'll show him what?” exclaimed
Wharton.

“Your list of bovses, you beast[”
roared Bunter. “Think Quelch won'
know what you've been up to when he
sees it, samoe as I did ™

“What on carth does the fat Owl
mean 1 asked Johnny Bull. “Nobody's
had a hst of hovses in this study, I
suppoze )

* Fathead I answered Harcy politely.

“Wharton hazl” roared Buntee
“I'va got it in my pocket now! I jolly
well know 1 Oh erikey! ¥ou keep that
stump away, or I'll go straight to
Quelch 1"

“"Vou found a list of horses in this
stucly ¥ roared Wharton.

“Yes, you bheast! You jolly well
thought it was safe, locked up in that
writing-case, didn't you? Well, I found
it, and I jn‘I]F well know ¥

*"That writing-case 1" gasped Harry.

“So it was Bunter ¥ oxclaimed
Nugent. “You [at scoundrel! What

EVERY SATURDAY

di2 ;ou burst open that wrilipz-case
for
"1 was looking for the bullseyes! 1T
jolly  well found Wharton's hist of
horses, and Peep o' Day marked, too!
Yah”

“Oh ¥ paspad Wharton.

He understicod now,

“You keep off, yon heast 7 Bunter
oyed him warily across the table, “ You
keep that stump to yourself, you cad!
I could get you sacked of I liked! T've
only got to say a word, and you'd bo
bunked out of the school! ¥Yah!®

“Yon fat, frabjovs, foouling frump ™
caid Harvy Wharton ©That writing-
cate doesn’t belong to me, you footling
fathead 1™

“Lh

* Apything vou found in i 1=n't mine,
you porly porpoise I

“Oh ! gasped Dunter. "Is that
straight { Fancy Nugent backing
horses

"1t ejaculated Frank Nugent.

“ Well, it’s yours if it ain't Wharton’z |
I thought it was Wharton's, of courze,
as youre oo seft for that kimd of
thing—-="*

“You fat idiot 1

“8ull, o it ain’t Whartou's, il'a
vours [ said Bunter “I thought it was

el

Brig.  But if it's yours——"
“You burbling  idiot1”  roared
Wharton.  “That writing-case you

busted belongs to the new kid 1

Bunter jumnped.

“ Duck 1 he gasped,

“¥es, Duck, fathead!”

“Gammon! You can't get out of it
like that!” Bunter shook his head.
“'That moen-faced booby don’t in for
backing horaes1 That's rot! It's yours
or Nugent's |¥

“Give me what you have taken from
Duck’s ecase at onee!?” snapped the
captain of the Remove.

“ Bhan't !

Whop | .

“I—I mean, here it 131 I 1t's yours
you can have it} yelled Bunter. *I
waa Just going to give it to you, you
beast | Keep off I Wow |” ‘

A crumpled, rampled, rather sticky
pink page was produced.

Harry Whartan cauﬁht it from
Bunter's fat paw and looked at it. Hia
friends looked at i1, too, in surprise,
Wharton's hrow darlrened‘,

“By gum ! said Bob Cherry, with a
whistle. “¥You romember Hacker
spotted that booby at Crocker’'s the
other day, and now——"

“Pretry clear!” said Johnny Bull.

“¥You found this in Duck’s writing-
case I demanded Wharton,

“In yours—" .

“¥You howling fathead I I tell you it's
Duck’'s! Did you find thia page from
& vacing paper in 17"

“¥ea; 1 jolly well did1”  hogted
Bunter. *“And 1f 1 was Duck’s, how
was I to knowi Who'd have thought
that booby——" X

“You spying, prowling worm

ST wasn’t M howled Bunter. "1 was
leaking {or those bullseyea! I couldn’t
find themn anywhere else in the study.
You took my bullseyea! 1 was looking
for them! never saw anything io the
case ] 1 wasn't looking for anything but
the bullseyea! 1 mnever noticed that
there was & photograph of the convick

! e
BVt 2

“1 never noticed anything at all; I'm
not & fellow to prib I el 1 was
looking for my bullseyes. How was I
to know that you kept racing papers in
Duck’s casa

“It's not mine ¥ shrieked Wharton.

“Well, Nugent's, theni¥”

“It's not Nugent's, you blitherer [
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“Well, 1t mu=l bo one of youl® de-
clared Bunter. *I don’t believe that
bonby Duck has anything of the hind.
Lot ke knows albout gec-mecs! Yah!
Andd I can tell you this—I think it's
pretty mean of you te land that sort
of thing on a hoohy like Duck ! Supposn
it was spoited on him?  Not playing the
pame, | thigk t"

“I tell you that neither of us has cver
seen it before I welled Wharton,

“(h, really, Wharton—>~"

The ecaptain of the Removo
round the table.

Bunrery shot doorward. ‘The stump
landed  three times on  the  tightest
trousors at Greyfriars before he reached
the door.

Ii. landed again a3 he got the door
cpen. For a hfith time i landed, with
a terrific whop, as Bunter shot out, A
sixth whop bavely missed, as he flew up
the passage.

Harry Wharton shut the study doar,
and. throw down the stump. His brow
Wwias rlIvy. .

“That settles 1£!™ hoe =zaid. “That
fool, Duck, has got mixed up with that
vascal, Crockor—this paper proves it
plainly encugh.” He threw the pink
page 1to the study fre, " 'That's that!
The fellow's s fool, but ho would be
Lunked, all the same, for thiz kind of
thing, 1f it came out.”

“Ho's o fool all right 1" said Johmny
Bull. “But he must be 3 good bit of a
sweep, as wall as & fool

“Well, he's an utter idiot, and that
man Crocker is 8 cunning rascal. We're
not letting this go on!” zaid Harry,
“Puck had detention on Wednesday,
and ['ve no doubt it was becavze tho
Al Drop spotted him at Urocker’s.
He may be bunked next time! We're
going to stop it.”

To which the Co. agreed—all of them
E}unn concerned about that nasi James

uck, who seemed to have fallen info
bad hands—though doubtless they would
nor have been so concerncd had they
known a little more about that ase
Puck |

CHRIIY

—— =

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Drake’s Report !

i RAKE! You have somcthing
to tell me !
“Yes, sirl]™

Dr. Locke laid down lus
en. Mr. Quelch, standing by the
ead’s table, gave the achmﬁmy detee-

tive a scrutinising loo

“ Does that mean that you have made
a discovery, Drake?” asked the Romove
master,

*Yes, sirl”

“Veour headmaster will be glad te
hear it,” said Mr. Queleh, a little dyyly.
He did not scem much impresscd,

dJack Drake asmiled. He had arrived
at the Head's study, while the Ramnove
fellows had mostly gone to their own
quarters to tea, in order to avoid draw.
ing atiention to the fact that he was
seeing the Head. He could bave re-
ported that discovery & good degl
earher, otherwize,

“Mr. Queleh was kind enouch to give
me leave from class this meorning to
investignte what happened in_ Mr,
Hachker’s room last night!” he said, “1
did not onced to be very late for class,
gz it heppened.”

Mr. Queloh started,

“ Do you mean, Drake, that you made
this discovery, whatever it is, during
the gquarter of an hour or By

“Yeai gir; it was not o diffienlt
matter,"”

“Indead I Quelch’s tone wna dryer

Tee Magwer LisRART.~—No. 1,621,
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than cver, “Then perliaps you ean tell
your headmaster the namo of the boy,
or boyvs, concernod in the attack on Me,
Hacker.”

%I ecertainly could, sir(®

= Bless my soul 1 said Dr, Locke, T1s
that really so, Dieake¥™

“¥oes, sir! But—"

“Oh " said Mr, Quelch, “It appears
fhat there 15 a ‘but.'” The BSBahars
desert had nothing on Mr. Quelch's
manier for dryness!

“Ome mwoment,” said the Head., ™ No
doulit vou are aware, Drake, that, for
the firsi rime singe this strange mystory
has wroubled our peace of mind, the
person called the prowler has acted in
the day-timge—"

"1 was certainly not aware of that,
e

“Buch 13 the case, Drake! Mr.
Hacker informed me, earltier in the day,
that the sacl in which he was enveloped
last night has been removed from his
room——""

L3 Dh 1)1

“Ir was left, g8 I think you know, to
pzaist in official investigation, if I de-
cided to mccede to Mr, Hacker's request
to call in & police detective 1™ said Dr.
Liocke.,  ““Mr. Hacker hoped that some
such eluwe as Guger-prints might be ob-
tained—and doubtless this may have
oocurred to the mind of the rascal him-
self—for when Mr. Hacker happened to
go to lhiz room after lunch, he found
that the sack and the cords had dis
appearcd.,  This, of course, was not
foreseen, as hitherto the prowler has
only scted in the hours of darkness,”

ack Drake did not reply to that.

It was, in fact, rathor a difficult
mpatter to make & reply.

“This incident,” said Mr. Quclch, “is
as clear a proof as could be - desived
that the prowler is an inhabitant of
Greyiriars.™

“De you think so, sir?” asked Drake
demurely,

“I cannot doubt it! You would not
siggest  that some unknown outside
person walked inte the school, in broad
daylight, and remeved tho sack from
Mr. Hacher’'s room, unobserved!” eox-
claimed the Bemove master.

“No, sir!” murmured Drake. *I
cortaindy should not sugpest that!™

“YWhat, then, becornes of the thepre
vou =stated with so much confidence ¥
exclaitned BMre, Quelch.

“Jet Drake tell us what he kas dis-
covered,” interposed Dr. Locke, “If he
can give us the name of the offender,
that 15 all we dezire.™

“I am placed in o rather difficult
position, sir!” said Dralke. ™I koow tho
pkﬁe.nder‘a name, but 1 cannot give
1 _:IJ

“Drake!” exclaimed Mr. Guelch.

“1 am here, sir, as a deteetive, but
I am also here as a scheoiboy. I am
bound to report to vou any discovery I
make with regard to the prowler,
whether he iz a8 Greyfriars man or not,
but 1 am bound not to report to you
any breach of discipline that may come
to my knowledge in tho courso of my
investigations 1” said Dralke.

“That is certainly correct!” said the
Head, with a stare. *1 should be very
aauch annoyed, Drake, if vou supposed
that I desired you to act as a spy on the
boys in this school—apart from the
person who has been guilty of dis
honesty.” |

“ Exactly, sirl So I can tell you
nothing, unless you give me vour assur-
ance that no breach of discipling, even
o seripus one, will be inquived into or
puniahed if it should reach you from
tne.
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“Yoau do not need such an assurance ™
gt il . Locke. * I should never dream
of ncting upon any information that
renched mo in that way.”

“Moy 1 take that as an assurance,
gir Y

“Llertainly, yvou may Y

"Vere welll mir!” saidd Drake. 1
can now speak freely, [ visited Me,
Haclker's reom during firse school this
merning, and in a very fow minutes
learned all I wanted to know., It was
not the prowler who prowled last
night—="

“Draket™

“What was done, was done br either
two, or three, Greyfriars boyva!™ said

Drake. “It was what they wounld call
a ragl”
TA rag?” ejnculated Mr. Quelch.
“AMr. Iacker wns  deliberately

awakened, gir, and tricked into coming
olit of his room. Ile was headed up in
the sack, and leit. Notlung was taken.
INothing was intended 10 bo taken. Had
it been Lhe prowler, there woald have
been  the usual pilfering. It was
nothing of the kind.™

Dr. lLocke and the Remove master
stared blankly at the schoolboy detee-
tive. There was a long silence in tho
study,

“HBless my soul ! gaid the Head, st
last. *“Such an ouirage—a member of
my stalf—bless my soul! Do you kunow
the names of the boys concerned,
Drake "

“*Yoez, siry but you will not ask me te
give them™

“Clertainly nok! In the <ircum-
wtances, most certainly not! But—upon
my word—such an outrageous action [
Tflem wias thunder in the headmaster’s
brow., “¥You arve suve of this, Drake?®

“Quile, sir!™

“Lhen—then it was some Grevfriars
boy whe removed the sack from  MMr.
Hacker's room to-day——"

“Undoubtedly, sirl”  Drake sop-
preszed a grin, “Cerlainly 1t was not
anyvolre from outside the school—least of
all the prowler.”

" Then—then—then—vou think that,
had a deteehive been called in, as Mr.,
Ilacker desired, and had he found
finger-prints and traced them to some
Greviriars hoyv, 1t wonld have led, not
to the prowler, but to seme foalish and
nnthinking boy who was, as yvou eall i,
YR EEinge—"=

“T am certain of that, sir! That is
the fact,” satd Jack Drake, “and that,
sir—a schoolboy rup—iz fnot o matter
for the police ™

“Certainly not! [ am glad that I did
not accedo to My, Hocker's request, if
the malter is as vou siate! Since the
eack has dissppeared, and no clus
remains, Mr. Hacker no longer desives
tho police to be called in, sz obvionsly
thore is nothing that they can de. But
—hbut—these  disrespectful  boys——"
The Head pauscd.

“You have given me your assurancs,
sir | N{:thi_ngi‘ i3 lo be said on the sub-
ject, especially to Mr. Hacker—yon
would not place mo in the position of
having epied and informed!™ said
Drake.

“Nothing shall be said! I am bound
to take no disciplinary measures, on in-
formation supplied by you tnust
accept your ?mmw-atatemem, Dirake,
that this is what happened Inst night.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Drake.

He lefe the study, leaving Mr. Quelch
and the Head exchanging glances.

“You believe that Drake iz right in

this matter, Mr Cueleh® azked the
Iead.

“1 do nmot teel ut oil zure, sir

“We are bound, at all evemts, to

acocpt Lis stafemoent, and it seems to Le
berne out by the fact that nolhing was
taken from Mr. Hacker's room.”

“That is certainly true!” agreed Mr,
CGuelch.

Mr. Queleh left the Head's stndy in
a very thoughtful meod. There were,
e realised, mapy circumstances that
bore out Drake's explanation of the
night's happenings. He had—if he was
right—solved that little mystery, well
within the time limt set him ! But Mr,
Queleh did not feel sure, s he paced,
in a deetpl;.' thougbiful mood, in the
gquadrangle.

A sound of laughter reached his cars,
and hoe glaneed round. Threo Shell
fellows, walking under the elins, were
laughing and talking, not neticing the
Lemove master in the offing.
~ "Dudn't T say he was going to have
il " chuckled Hobson.

Mr. Queleh turned guickly away.

His manners and customs wera quite
different from Hacker's; nothing would
have induced him to listen to words not
intendsd for his enrs, or Lo take note of
such words, ecarclessly uttered. But
there was a very curions expression on
Liz face as be walked away. Iie knew
exactly how popular the Acid Drop was
in the 3hell; ard he had noticed Ilob-
son, the previous day, in & state of wor
and anguish after a sovers whopping.

It was no business of Quelch's, and he
was, moreover, bound by the Head's
nssurance to Drake, Hut though, a few
rtnntes &Eo, he had not felt sure that
Jack Drake had it right, he was fecling
sure now |

— e T

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

A Ducking For Duck !

i OING out ™
wE 'I,‘1"‘.:3 !:J
“Like o fellow to come ™
1 Dh I”

Bob Cherry pgrinned, and winked at
Liia elivmsz  Frank Nugent and Hurree
Jamzer Ram SBingh prinned, too.
Johnny Dull grunte:."[, and Ilarry
Wharton frowned.

On Saterday afternoon, James Duack-=
spectacled and moon-faced as usual—
ambled down to the gates, obvieusy
gomg out  Ho ecemed a lirtle discon-
corted when Bob Cherry bailed him, in
lizz cheery volce.

“I'm guite good company, old hean 1”
assured Bob. “Lﬁuit& the best! Fellovwe
compete for walks with me.”

“'Elm poodinlness of Bob's estecincd
company is terrific, my absurd Dwek 1"
grinned Hurrce Jamset Kam Singh.

“Oh! You are really very good!”
satd Duck *"But ain’'t you going 1o
play foothall 7

“h, I'd cut games practice, with
leasure, to trot along with a nice chap
ike youl” declared Bob  *That 15, of
course, 1f you're not poing out of
bounds We bar that !

“0Oh! I—thank you so much, Cherry;
it's really very nice of yon,” snid Duck.
“I shall tell my Unele Perey when I
write to him what a very nice boy you
are, Chorry 1"

“Oh " pasped Bob., YDol [ should
like Uncla Perey to have a really good
opimton of mel No end! Well, shall
vo walkt”

“ It would be delightfal I' saad Duck.
“But now [ think of it, T think I had
better do  that problem  for  Me
Lascelles before I go out. Perhaps son
would like to eome nnd help me with my
wathematies ™

“Lot of perhaps about that!” =aid
Bob

James Duek ambled back to the
House, leaving Bob pgrinning cheenly,



Beb's offer to accompany him in his
walk had caused him to change his
mind ah-uu’t.ﬂg'n-i:lg out:!

He liked the cheery Bob; but he did
not want his company that afterncon.
There were races on again at Wapshot
that afterncon, and he was fairly sure
that Kandolph Crocker would be absent
from ths hut on the spinney, In the
dportsman’s ahsenee, the schoolboy
detective had certain investigations to
make; but that, of course, was not a
matter he could confide to Remove
fellows. He left it until the Famous
Five should have joined other fellows on
the football ground.

“Deep cavd, ain’t ho ¥* prinned Bob,
whent he was gone. “'Guess where he
was golng, my mfants i )

“Not much guessing reguired |* said
Harry Wharton, frowning. " He was
going to the spinoey, of course.”

“Of course " agreed Bob., “And he's
going to do maths for Larry, i1l wo're
out of the offing. Perhaps he's found
some more gee-gees, since Bunter nobblad
that list out of his writing-case. Bort of
philanthropist, helping that tick Crocker
to live without doing any work.™

“Well, what about games-practice?™
asked Johnny DBull.

“Wash 1t out!” answered Bob.
“Haven't we all agrecd to keep that
potty nincompeoop out of mischief ™

“We can't hang about watching for
the fathead to go ocut, and stop him
m'eri{' time 1" grunted Johnny Bull,

“No fear~—capecially as he won't go
sut g0 long as we're happing about.
But we can go out Brst and wait for
him st the gidd}' vendezvous

“Oh! It's out of hounds at the
spimney——"

“We can streich o poing, to keep that
silly sheep from wandering out of the
fold! T'm sure our kind teachers would
approve |7 grinned Bob.

Harry Wharton nodded,

“Let’s!” he said. “There's not
mveh doubt where he was going—and
that brule Crocker isn't gomg to be
allowed to flence him—and Duck isn't
§:{nng to be bunked, to amusc Lhe swab..
.ot's get along to the spinney—and 1f he
tnrns up theve, we'll give him a lesson
aboit going into bad company.”

* Hear, licar ™

And he Famous Five wolked out of
eates, and turned inte Friardale Liane,
whrere they stopped at the corner and
lovked over the fence of the spinney, at
the hut tenanted by the old boy of
Liveviriars,

Doars and windows were closed, and
there was no zmoke from the chimuer,
(frocker, when ha was there, was
generally on view; he liked to make
bitnself conspicuous, apparently, as a
part of his sivange game in annoying
and perseeating his old  headmasmer.
S0 the Famous “Five concluded that he
lad gone out for the aflernoon.

“(Coast's  clear ! romarked Bab
Cherry. Looks to me as if the rotter’s
gone oul—Duck wouldn’t be able 6 see
him 1f he came. He'll see us instead-—
gnd I"'m sure every fellow present will
agree that we're much nicer.™

The janiors glanced up and down, and
round abont, before they ventured into
the forbidden precinets. Good as their
intentions were=—really, such as their
Form-master might have approved—that
did not alier the fact that they were
eoing oil of bonnds: which meant lines
if spotied.

But there was ve one, at the manent,
at hand; amd they pusced through tha
gateway, and cub along to the hut. In
g fow moments they wera round the
gorner of the waeden onilding, cereeted
from zight frem the lane.

it was a bright spring sfternoon; but

{Continued on next pegh.)

EVERY SATURDAY

ST il
YERY large proportion of the
readers who have written me
recently make favourable men-
tion of our mew feature under the
heading of "My Papge.”  Thanks,
chums—glad you like it! I've got
another interesting poge feature “in
the making "—but T'l} tell you more
about it later.

It isn't often I publish a reader’s
letter, but by way of a change I
th{-ught I would this week. It comes
from Johu Rice, of Coventry, and is
typical of the many I receive. John'a
letter, which is not very long, runs
as follows:

“Dear Editor,—Having been a con-
stant reader of the Maawer for o
number of years, I feel that I must
write and let you knmow what a preat
pleasure it is to me to look forwamd
to every Saturdsy, whem I can bu
my copy of the Maawer. I read it
and cannot put it down until I have
read it from cover to cover. I think
the storvies of Harry Wharton & Co.
arc ideal for resting one’s mind after
the day's work i done. I hope the
0ld Paper will earry on the good
work for all {ime, for amonge all the
books puhlished to-day I caunot find
a story to interest me so much aa
those dealing with Harry Wharton
& Co. I have suceeeded in petting
many & new reader, and all my
friends join me in thanking our
Editor for givivg us such wholesome
reading.

“I remain yours sincerely,
“Jorw Rice.™

Thank you, John. My hest wishes
to you and your reader pals.

In reply to J. Witcombe (Bourne-
mouth) and others, we have no bind-
inr schemes under which we under-
take to bind readers’ copies of the
Maauer. I suggest you pef a loeal
bookbinder to do the work for you.
If you bave any difficulty in this
direction your regnlar newsagent will
be pleased fo nssist you.

Almost cvery week T receive a letter
asking me to run a " Pen-Pals™
Corner in the Maaxer. I regret that
spaece makes it impossible for me to
run this feature.. I sugrest my chums
aet a copy of the “Gem," our coms
panion paper, in which they will find
g coupen cenabling them to insert o
notice in the “IPen-Pals® Corner in
that paper. Whal's more, they wiil
be able {0 czjoy reading the ratfling
fine yarn of Tom Marry & Co., of 8L
Jim's, to he Sound in the “Gem.”
This wark's gara, “Cardew Culbs

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
" Magnet,"” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.C.4.

Looge!” is a real notcher, The
other splendid features are well worth
reading, too.

“T.A. (Birmiszgham), who has
omitted 16 send me his address,
wants to know how to stop hias eyes
watering after he has been reading
for a while. It ia evident that my
chum's eyes arc rather weak, other-
wise they wounld not water. He
should have his eyes tested by somo
lccal eye specialist—the nearest
hospital is the best place to go for
this I?utpusﬁ—hmause it is possible
that his cycs have some structural
weakuess which spectacles might
remedy. If they are mercly weak
eyes, and perfeetlg right in other
respects, bathing them in cold water
night apd morning should prove
heneficial. The method of doing this
in to fill a basin with clean, cold
water, dip the face into it, and open
and shut the eyes under the water.,

— i —

Space is running short, so I can-
uot reﬂl}ly to any morc gueries this
week, but I must thank the following
readers for their kind letters and sug-
gestions: L. G. Stevens (Birming-
ham, H. King (Luton), Irincess
Sunita Warksmanaka (Calentta), To
Baty (Surrey).

Room for a ward about next week's
programme?  Just about, I think.

“ HARRY WHARTON'S SECRET ! "
By Frank Richards

is the title of the Greyfriars yaru,
Bly a strange and startling discovery,
Harry Whorton learns that James
Pueck is none otlier than Jack Drake,
and also for what reason Ferrers
Locke's assistant has come to Grey-
friars. But Harry does not "spill the
heansg *; he knows only too well that
if apyone can track down the mys-
terious prowler who has becu causing
so much trouble at Greyfriars of
late, it iz the famous crime-
investigator's right-iand mansDrake.
Don't miss next week's exciting
eventz, whatever you do. Georgo
Tubb, the inky-fingered, self-styled
captain of the Third Form, has been
asked to dabhle in a spobt of literary
work, so look ont for his effort in
our openitg feature under the head-
ing of “My Puge.” To wind up this
bumimr programme, there will be
annther suaII v issue of the “Groy-
frinra Herald,"” in whieh will be
chronicled:-the exeiting ovents of the
weok nt Greyfriars, Take my tip
and order your copy of next Batur-
dey's Maeser early, chum.
YOUR EDITOR.






LAST MATCHMAYDECIDE
CHAMPIONSHIP!

Will Greyfriars Do The Trick?
Let’s Hope So!

Says H. VERNON-SMITH

Thank goodness wo got back to
form this week! Another lapao
like last week's and it would have
beon all TP, with our chances of
pulling off the footer championship.
But wo meade no mistake about
Abhotsford, and even our sternest
eritice must agreo that our 4—I1
win on the Abbotsford ground waa
fully deserved. .

Tharton read ocut the rot act
in the Abbotsford dressing-room
beofore tho game ataited.

“If we come usstucly to-lay,
the chances are that we shan't be
ahle to malke up for it,” he told us.
“8t. Jim's are giving nothing
away, and if I'm not mistoken,
they’ll win at Rookwood to-day.
Defeat for us, therofore, might
mean that we'd be three points
down en the table—and, barrmg a
miracle, wo could nover hope then
to be champions. We etmply must
win!”

I don't often find mysclf in
aavecment with His Megniticence
—gapecially when he's in o lectur-
ing mgul.  On thig oceasion, how-

.
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in my [heart, ki it e— F__ e — and aobusive,
and I went out 5 o
the fald full of derermin- § cnd in, retalinting swith in-, without suffering dvfeat. Wl ] numo to aveid taling the full
g?iﬂu ?m aL:nq,.r ﬁan in the team. {rmmu?ig?i our, and the result was | tried, Rookwood ! - BUNTER WINS BIG FIGHT! cousit,
The piteh was just a8 we could | never really in doubt. But mow—whot of Bt. Jim'a Bolsaver had, howover, only

heve wizhed it, and we were in the
mnoil Lo play any team right oft
tieir foet. After the first ten
minutoa, we had taken the measure
of Akhoteford, oad, though we
had to wait till just hefors half-
timo for our first gounl, wo nover
had any doubt that it would come.
Whearton scored it, snd it was a
smasher, scored on the ron from
just outside the penalty area,

In the second half we set about

completing the job with a good
heart, and three moro Ia wero
added before half an hour hod

pagsed. Towarda the finish Abbots-
ford etaged o revival and attacked
fuito at-rnnglzr, seoring their soli-
tary goal five minutea from [ull
time. When the whistle went,
howoever, we wers back at the other

Well, thot was that ! When tho
rosults cameo through, loter in the
day, wo found that Wharton
Bl beon a true prophet, 85t Jim’a
boawing won on  tho Rookwood
sround—Dby the narrow morgin,
ho ik esid, of 1 goal to nil. Bo the
Saiuts wero still ahead of ua'!

With their defcat on this oo-
castoil, Rookwood's last hope of
wimning the championship goes
wost. Lot uvs pausg, follow aports-
men, in passing, to raiso our has
to o vory gollunt team. Jimmy
SBilver'a lods, aofter o dizastrous
start last Beptemaber, worked with
splondid resolution to got very near
to the top of tho tablo ; and before
meoting their Waoterloo at the hands
of St. Jim's this week, thay hoad
played  tem  consecutive  gomes

SLEUTH SOLVES MILK
MYSTERY!

Nanny-Goat Owner’s
Secret Exposed

Dick Penfold, the poet who adds
rariety Lo life by donug o oscosional
spot  of detective work, added
another feather to ks cop this
weok, when e solhveddl the Great
Alilk Mystery.

Fellows with a liline for facta
and figures have been puzzling
over this for wecks,

How was it, thoy asked thew-
solves, that Fisher 1. Vish was
selling ten times a3 rouch goat's
itk 23 when he tirst bought las
panny-gouat, with only that samo
zolitary nanny-zoat to mupply tho
itk ¥

High-prossure  saleamonship by
the lad fromy New Yark had somt
u‘{; the salea tremendously. Half
thao chaps in Lhe sehool were faking
Jaily deliverica of a bottle of goat’s
rilk—*" the  all-food  drink  for
athletes,” as Fshy's ads put it
Yer Fishy had not, 28 you would
have expected, porchared anolher
dozen nannv-gogata o meet  the
imerensed demand.  Not a hit of
it! He still went down toe the
school ' mensgorie ' every morn-
tog with the samo mithpail on his
ann.  The only difference was that
he filled about & bundred bottles
with milk in=tead of o mere ten
or 8ol

Really, it was quite surprising,
when vou eamo to think abont it
Az Bob Cherry remarked, it
reroinded you of the wick vou so0e
performed by Husioniata on the
stage when they pour unhmited
quantitics of drink ouf of ope small
jre.

Penfokl made vp hia mind to
solve the puzzle. Bisgliising him-
solll neatly a8 a Inurel bush, ono
moerning  this weol, he watched
Fishy mitk tho gost. DBy the time
the opcration was over, the
amateur milkman had just about
guflicient mills to supply ten of hia
customenrs.

When Fishy proecoded to fake
the milk to e shied at the back of tho
playing-fields, the myatery
thichened., But that's more than
vou coukl say aboui the milk, for,
in bottling it, he just put a fractional
drop in oach bottle and filled up
the rest of the boitle with water !

Finally, Ponfold sew him edd
a spoonful of sder to cach
bottle.  The powder ho tool: from

roarked
Essonee,™
under o pile of junk in the corner
of the shed after using !

“Goat’s  Milk
which Le carefully hid

o Lin

FPenfold, grinning chearfully, then
shed his disguise and amnounced
himself.

“Dowg well out of the old
nanny-gaat Wishy 1% ho pekad,

Frhy pampe:d,

“ 8oy, what's the bip idea, you

moeseyin®  mround  hyer 1™  he
yawped., Y Can't a guy sce to his
mille  trada  without  interforin’

pgulosts hornin' in this way 1"

“ My dear old chap, swely you
don't mind a food inspector giving
yvour doairy tho once-ovor 1" Dick
Penfold said chidingly, * You've
ot nothing to hwde, have you ¥
Your milk®s pure ond unadulterated,
isn't it ? ou 80y &0 in your ada,
anywoy !

“I'I say I do=—an' 1it's Jake, 1
cuesz,  Wanl, what’as funny about
thet ? " Fighy protested, as Penfold
besan to road.

* Nothing much ! " gasped Pone
fokl. “Only T think your ought
to chonge your labels. Inatoad of
colling the siuflf you sell * Puro
Goat’s Milk,” you should ecall it
* Puro Water with o dash of Gost's
Alilk ond Powder®! IHa, ha, ha @™

The gamo, Fishy saw, was up!

Our tronsatlontio fenius  tried
tn aave tho business by offering
Uenfold o partnorslup.  But there
was tiothing doing,

“ I3 too good o ovarn to keo
Lo mysclfy old boan,” Penfold miﬁ
hime, ** And, beandez, I've got o
eumscbaen 1Y

Tisher "I b omado the best
ol & bad joln  He unloaded the
stoek on to his unsuspecting clients
Before the teuil enme oud wul oven
manoged to eolleot most of his
onfslonding debis,  Then e made
Tl seareo,

What Fishy's customors  have
Leen telling him sinee the troth
ecamoe  oub woubkl il an  entio
mmmber of tho * Hold "—3f it
wero printable.  But Fighy takes it
all I}_I;ilnsuphifmﬂy.

**Hard words brealk no bones,™
a3 he mayd.

Mo i3 now tecining the nauny-
goat to draw a midget eorriage for
children. We ean sco him making
a lot of money on Porg Beach
whep the spuinwy comes !

and oursclves 7 Which of the two
is going to finish ap at tho tep
t. Jim's are undoubtedly in a

happier position than Greyfiiam
at the moment. Their game agalnst
Claromont next weck i an absolute
giﬂ;; it's qr&cﬂcn]ly imposskhlo
or them to loso it. On tho o
hond, in playing Dagshot away,
wo ahall Lo visiting o team wlich
has dono E}nrtimlarly well at homea
all through the moason. Qur gresl
consolation i thot Higheliffe mt
thom decisively this woek.  What
Higheliffo have doue, suroly we,tan
do! Apainat this, it must be
romembored  that Higheliffe aro
the first team to heat thom on
their own ground this scason.

Let's supposs, anyway, that wo
do it and that Claremont aro beaten
at 8t. Jim's. Tha championship
in that casn will be decided in the
lpat league gare between G-
trionre ond St. Jim™ on Little SBigs ;
and a draw or a win for us will ghen
do the trick, thouch on the basi
of o draw we should be champions
on goal average only. ;

This timo noxt weck we ool
kriow how wo stand—seoe w ich
out for this coluran! But whit a
gramo it will be, if it turns out s I
thinl !

RESULTS
{Homo tcams are shown firaf!
Saturday.

Ryleombe (1. 8. 2 Hedelyile 3
Wodnesday.
Abhotaford 1 QGrovfriars 4
Rookwood 0 BtJim’s 4 1
Bagshot 1 I-Ii;ihclifﬁl o 4
8t. Jude's 4 Ryleombe 1

fr. &,
Crraxrioxsure TAnLE. !
Goals
T, W, D L. Fo a4, M8
-St. Jun's 14 13k 2 59 16 7
Greyfriara 16 11 4 1 562 12 P46
Rookwood 16 0 8 4 34 19 B1
Bagahot 16 83 52521 19
Iighehffe 17 6 4 7 33 3: 16
St.Jude'a 16 &6 3 8 26 33 13
Abbotsford 16 4 4 8 24 34 |2
Hyle&n%h{: 17 4 310 22 33 11
Redelylfo 16 4 2 10 156 31 {0
Claromont 16 1 5 19 12 4}s

S——— ™
IS IT TRUE THAT~

When Temple puita on hia legsl
fancy 0 oxpensively  sconled
brillianting, Dabuey and Fyy put
on thoir gas-masks ¥

Loder’a fog  bought him  the
wrong size in collnrs, ond was
promptly rowanded with a couple
of cuils,

Coker's prowesza a3 a fishernjan
ia proved whon he's an urmrsmqga-
hy the rocord minvher of * erars
ho coteloa ¥

By TOM REDWING
{Assistant Sporting Editor)

‘Lhiz roally is the biggest
sonsation of the term. chaps !
Bunter has won hia  fight
erainst Bolsover inajor in the
climinating contests to find an
aoppononttochallenge Wharton
for tho Form championship !

Tho way he won it made the
big erowd that osssembled in
tho gym rock with laughtor.
But win 't he did, and he
won't let us forret it in a
hurry, oithor |

The Bunter-Bolsover clash
wrs the last of the three
kouta arranged tor the even-
inz, and before wo came to the
bigr laugh, wo had the pleasure
of watclung two [first-claes
conteats  belween  Dulstrode
and Vernon-Smith and Cherry
and Rusasll.

The firat fight wont the full
gix rounds—but only just !
Although  Smithy  did net
adminiater the .., ho had,
by thoe sixth round. reduced
Bulstrode to o protty sorry
plight, end the bout could
ecarcoly hove lasted another
round, anyway. Mr. Larry
Lasoalles, who acted as judge,
awardod the fight to Smithy
without hesitation, and thoe
verdict wau ted with loud
El;wrs—ﬁhilu: Wore lis:-t!nwfgd

e ud o use for
Hu]rati'miﬂyfﬂr hia L'I::Pry rHueky
effore !

The mateh hetween Bob
Chorry and Dick Ruseell,
which [ollowed, was o :atirrhlﬁ
affair between  two  gkitfu
exponents of the nohlo art.
Both used tho straight lolt,
as Larry put it aflerwards,
“atrictly occording to tho
book,” aund, in defoneive
tacties, it wos diflieclt to say
which was tho better rasn of
tho two. Cherry, howover,
began Lo show to advantago
in thao seeond round, and in
the third sessiontt couldelearly
be sran that he had superior
stretirth ns well as  Apecd,
Theendenme halfeway through
the fourth ponnd, swhen Cherry
finished up a strong attack
with o jorring blow to tho
jaw that sont Huossell dewn
or thoa full count.

1loh’a win, of coursc, wos
tremendously popular, ond he
recoived o great ovation for
bis tine display of boxing.

And then como DBunter v,
Bolzover !

To do justico to this oxtra-
ordinary encounter, I shonld
noed thn pen of a Stophen
Loseoelk !

kicl-alf,

|45 TR Nunter

reponicd of his rosh cutey
inte tho eompotition and said
ho couldn’t go into the rin
becanze of an attack of severn
alarming disoases, coupled
with o number of minor
disabilitica such a3 epramed
sikles and dislocatod elbows !
Hia seconds, Poter Todd and
Tom Dutton, however, troot-
g 8 awe-mspmring 8ymp-
toms with remarkable light.
ness, pushed him foreibly into
the ring on tho sound of the
gong, and tho fun begon!

];uﬁt.paned the nawvil hour.
Jumping up in o fury, he
chasod Bunter round the ring
till he eornercd him.

Ho maode roadvy to knock
the Porpoize right into tho
middle of next week., DBut
before he could do o, an
amazing thing  happened.
Bunter, in sheor dﬂapﬂmiﬂn.
E;tr:d his podgy fist and lot
And, by sheor Blind luck,
he landed on the point of
Bolsover's chin and kuockod
khirm out i renl camost |

Thero can be no two pointa
nfl viow ahout whethe= it wos

Bolsover, rushing in with o
tigerish grin, promptly reduced
Bunter to such a stato of pante
that ho turned with o howl
ond fled; and for the next
bolf-minute, the boxiog-ring
was turned into a raco-
track !

To the accompaniment of
ghrisks of mirth from the
erowd, Bunter oaventuall
turned and dived botween his
opponent’s lepa, This me:
sent Bolsover spinning across
the ring lilco a top, and whon
e did como to st agoinst
the ropes, his exertions had
mado him puff like a grampus!

Buntor took advantage of
tha interval to try to cliwob
out of the ring, hut o pin,
inserted in his anatomy by
Toddy. made him changa hia
mined, ol I leaped back
into the ring again, yelling
fiendishly.

This happened at tho exact
moment when Dolsover. hav-
tng got back his breath.
atarted another bull-likoe rush.
Az o result, the two met in the
middle of the ring with a
concusaion that shook the
gym. Dunter hounced back
to the ropes and hung on to
thom gasping.  Balgowver. who
got more of tho shoek, eroshed
to thoe bhearda and lay there,
half-stunned, till the eall of
“eixht ' orvouscd Lim st ia

o fluko or not. It was! But
it wns a knocl-out, all the
anmo, and roars of checrin
minzled with the roars -|:§'
ianghtor, a8 DBunter rolled
dizzily out of the ring—the
victor of the funnotest fight
ever scen at Groyfriara !

30 the search for o chal-
lengzer o Wharton is narrowed
now down to three mon-—
Vernon-Smith. Cherry and
Bunter—and one of these will
~ventually mect the prosent
holder of the ochampionship
with o view to wresting it
from him,

Next weck, I hope to tell
youn which ot the threo wins
tho right to the challengze—
and how he wins it}

ANSWERS TO
CORRESPONDENTS

G.H. (Shell)—"I am told
that Johony Dull i3 vary
blunt,”

Ye3: and, strango aa it may
seemn, he’s also  oxecodingly
sharp !

H.J.C. (Filth)—"Do you
take me for a phool 77

MNothing of the kind, you
phathead! Wo only think

you'ro o phumy  phroak,
Phoet *

CRITIC’S CRITICISMS!

Your Editor’s Reply

An Editor hos to put up with a lot of criticisw,

mind it myself — eopecially whon the
is= of the constructive knd. When

turne into personsl sbuse, however, I

This wool, I have received an anonymous letter,
to the contonts of which I object wvery strongly.
In the n‘.:rrtl.murl‘v

way, a8 the letter is anonymous
should not trouble to mention it,
- The writer, however—who is, 1 su o
Greyfrinrs man, the postmark on the
envolopo being * Friardale "—raises one
or two points on which 1 happen to bho &
littln touchy. Bo although bhe ien't reslly
worth it, I am going to reply to him.

Tho i.lu;inta in question are eontaingd in
thesn three guestions :

“ Why do wou trest the bharmless omid

noccasary pastime of ocigarette-smoking
08 o dea Ity sin ¥ Why do you turn vp your
noso ot follows who play penny nap f

And why, in goneoral, are you o0 dashod
superior 2nd condescending to tho rest
of tho achool ¥ 7

Hore gré my answors :

L I certamnly do oot treat eizarctln
smeoking aa o deadly ain; 1 look on it
simply as & silly.-nes method of apeing
prown-ups, indulged in by chaps who
heven’t suilicient intelligence to appooe
Egru:vn-up in any other way. Furthonnore,

roefugo to admit that it'e * harmloss cnd
neeoazary.” On the contrary, I think it's
very harmful and most uonoeessory in
fellows of my ago, whatever it may be to my
olders.

2, 1 sincoroly hope I den't " twrn up
my noso ” ot anybody, though T admit
that I am riot sttracted by the particnlar
act at Groyfriars who ¢an think of nothing
better to do with their spare time than play
cards for monoy. 1suppoes there'’s nnl.}: inz
vory tervible about loeing or winming o
few coppoers in o game of chanee, ao lone
pa it poes no further than that. The
trouble is that it vsually dees go furthoe
than that: and, in oaBa, it Boemna o
shoer wasto of timo which eould bo apuint
much more profitably in the gym or on tho
footer field or in one's study, reading o
bzluk—ﬂr oven juat talking with ono's
pals |

3. If I really am *“dashed superior and
condesconding " to the reet of the school,
then I'm genuinely sorry. This particular
?uaaﬂnn rather touches me on a raw epot,

or I know that I suffer from a quick terper

ond ps ot times o little arrogance,
On the other hand, 1 am sure that these
characteristica only show themsalves at
rare intorvals whon I have e jolly fgnnd
reason for fecling anmoyed. Most of the
time, 1" just & normal Lower School man,
with as friendly an outlook as the noxt chap
and with no consciousnesa that I'm bottor
than anybody olzo |

30 that's that—and I bhopo I'vo niow
dealt with my critic’s eriticisms effectively |
Whether I havo done o oF not, I can at
any rate dorive satisfaction from tho fack
that, as skipper of the Remove, I enjoy
tho confidence of most fellows in the Form.
Even meore important than that, as X
ean tell from my gonthz:ﬁ_, I hove tha loyal
support and friendehip of countless readers
of the * Greyiriars Herald "' all over tho
world—and that 1 wvalue moro highly
than anything else [ possesa.

Meet you oll again pext week, chume,

HARRY WHARTON,

THIS WEEK'S DOMESTIC HINT

Feitows entortaining Mr. Quelch o ten
should rcmember that he has a peculiar
horror of tea-leaves in his cup.

Mr. Queleh’a wen should
strained—if wvou want to

refora Tm
avord o

optrained " atmosphoro !



