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With a quick move.
ment, Lo slapped o
right hook ioto Bad
Bill’'s grinping pan.
and leaving the
desperade  sprawling
on the trail, he seb
spura to his. bronco
and hit the horizon
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GEORGE TUBB,
Captain of the Third Form,

with =2 Jdull  thud.
The gong sped him
ou his way with
guarts of hot lead,
but though boollets
. wizzed round him like
hall, Tex never losk

BOUT time they gave a Third Form
man a chance, imh ihete,'i'm nfﬁ
goung to Hil uwp this poge Wi
drivyle, The gd aays: * Write

sometling  scnsible sbout  your home of
school lite or hobbies,”  Well, L nacheratly
write senz¢—every Third Form man does;
But 1 preter ficshion to fact, aod 1 there
four propose to write & few smashiong
torles,

Mind, 1 don't mean to be an author when
I leave sehiool, I'm going to injine-drive tha
Skoteli Express. DBut I could be an anthor
it 1 wagted, becawse & am partivkularly
gitéd with brains, and aonyone with an
oboee of sensé ean write stories.  There's
nothing n §E.

Unlerchunately the Bd won't let me {ill
up this izhew of the MAQHET with my storics,
and as b cou't cram them all inte a single
page, | shall have to make seeriala of them,
and kontimie tpem when my turn to w.oite
thiz page comes round agiin. Thyse yarng
are . fnll of the orthentic languoge and local
eolour, and maggazine editors who woull
like to publish them are rekwested to semd
applickutions, accumpanicd by cheques, to
., Tubb, Hanq., Captain, Third Form, Grey-
friars School, [:iBnL, Enﬂami.
 Theze stories are copyright by G. Tubb
in all civilised counteies and nlso America,
Any rotter who triea to liit them docs so
ab his own perril.

The charsckters in these stories are all
ficktitlons, and bear no reffercnce to any
living pesson,

{Now read on.)

THE BAD MAN OF
GRISLY GULCH!

A Supperb Story of the Wud and
Wooly West—begin here:

“Regeh lor the sky, sucker! 1 Rimda
guess you'll lay of'n your burdware o you
am't howin' ler a skinfal o' lead. 1 sure
allow that Dad Bili Buggins «don’t aim to
swﬁ.“twwu to any hombre round these
parts,

Lemderfoot Tex radscd his hands aod fixed

A gublering €¥e on the bad man wWho bad
stoppud, Nl cayise io the Grisly Guleh pass,
Baog Bill Bugginag was covvered with guns
and  piuples, and skowled all over his ugly
diwl. He bad just returned to his lair in
Grisly Gulelr acter shooting up & cupple of
sherriils and rifling the ocal post office
3avings bank, amd his jeans were stufcd
wity stolen dollars. His gang wasz lurkine
round bne corner, waiting lor their leader's
signal W make mincemest of Tex.
“You can't get away with this here,”
titssedd Tex, as the bad man rellieved him
o1 his shooting-iroms. "1 am oun my way
to Cactus Uity in answer to an advertize
ment in the paper for a new aherriff.”

*Ha, ha, ba!" roared Bad Bill. * Say,
that’s swell! 1-guesz that noos has sure
saved youl life, pard—for an hour of two.”

*How come?” demandeg Tex.

Bad Bill Bugging roared.

“Why, gee, it's a liddle babit o' mine to
sitoot up the sherriff in that thar eity, just
a8 5001 as he's appiinted. You go right
along and git that job, sen—and logk for me

ahont seodown, I'H be seein” youse! Ha,
he, hal"

Tex squared hiz  faw, shrugged hia
sholders, eorled Dis hHp, and raised his
tengallon hat.

“I'l be waiting {fer voun, DBad Bil}

Buggins,”™ he sald coldly, “And hring

his nerve. He mut
tered & skornrul
smile.

“¥You wait & blt, you bulldozers!™ sald he.

Cactus City greeted him with enthustasm,
When they beard that a pew tendagioon had
arrlved to try his luck at being sheretdd, the
cittizena and cowpunchers turped out to
cheer hin,

“What shall we put on  ¥r tomb,
sherrift" nsked Red Morgan, the rancher.
“We jen'ally tues that up lirst, in case o'
aecidents. * Be's now at rest, way down in
the West, i3 the wsual.”

“I guess you qﬂua ask Bad Bill Bugging
that,” retorted t:rm&l'y. “§. sure &m
layin® fer that hombre, he morns In this
figwfmuighta. Ie'll soon born out, fect-frst.

E Tr

“Ha, ha, ha!l” roared a well-known voice
like a foggern In distress—ond Bad Bi
Bupgins appeared &t the door " of the
Shricking Sheimp Saloon. " Waal, skecriff,
here we are! 1 %uess we're rendy to sguar’
our liddle account.™

Aml, gun in hand, Bad Bill sawntered
across the plaze towards him,

(On no account fiss the next instalment
of thiz thrilling story, if it ¢vor appears;
bt judging by the number of men who

have atill got take their turn ab writing
this page, it won't be for at [east two
yoora.)

THE BAD BARON OF
CASTLE CARBUNCLE!

A Magenificent Yarn of the Middle
Ages, by the pen of a genius.

“Hold, thou caitifi! 0dd swounds, I'll
split thee to the brisket in a trice. By
mz,;] h.:llhiﬂm. I'll have thy gore by the
sallon!™

dir Lauvpcelotte de Legge reined in his
palfrey- a3 2 mailclad warrior, in decpest
i mour, galloped fMrom the forest, lamce in
hapd, The newcomer was the dregded

Haronpn Bokoee of Castle Carbunele, who
killed churls by the thousand, and was so
formidable thal o man dared face him in
the touroey.

" Grammercy " exclaimed Sir Launcelotte
coldly. “I sm oot afraid of thee, thon big
stifft 1 will split theo like a partridge!”

" Bayest thoul" gkofled the barco. “'i'lr'hﬁ
are thou that darest iptrude on tie domai
of the Bad Baron? Thou shalt be hanged
to-the postern gate, thou saucy kpayel”

“1 am Sir Laoncelotte de Legge, and E am
the oew sherrit of Sherwood Forest, os
thou shalt tnd to thy cost.” ;

*In d saoth, thou tast split a bibfollY
rogred the baron. * Why, beshrew me, it 13
the custom of the Bokoes to cleave open
each sherriff like o split aausafe. I =hail
waib l.l-iﬂﬁll':l thee at sundown, thou scurvy
m erc!™ .

(Editor's note: This story seems familiar.
Where bave 1. heard it belore?)

“1 will bhie me hence,” retorted the
shertifl skornfully, " and I shall be Wwalting
for ¥e at the castie T

“P'faix, an' thou'lt not walt longl”

That might,- 8lr Launceloctey stood 4s still
a8 & statoo oo the cazstle keep. No sound
broke the silence save the hoot of aon owl,
the neighing of the palirey. apd the roaring
of the Bad Baron Dokoe.

“Where are thouw, knave!” came the roan
“! wich fto. break a lence on thy . eaftift
carcass, (dds 0abh, my atee]l shall drink ‘thy
life in two shakes of a npanoygoat's
rudder,”™ :

flr Laumcelotte smiled grimly.

The great bhattle wos aboid kommence.

{What will be the seqguel to thia thrilling
sichuation? See next instalment, i therc
ever i3 gne.)

NICK the HHIGHWAYMAN!
Grand Yarn of the Mights of the Open Road

“Your money or your litel™

Dick Dauotless pulled up short  and
anted. He was runping along tha Dovey
osd az the shades o evening wore about
to fall. Sudenly a sinister ngger In a binek
mask leaped oot at him, wod a pistol was
pointed at Lis srooi. The yonogster knew

at once that this was Hick the Highwayman.
“ Faith, I've no money,” he langhed breth-
lesaly. *“I am golng to town to get a3 job,

and ean't even rvoaise cnough cash for o
coachiare.”

Hick snarled feercely.

“What jobi?" ne hissed,

“Ods life, Master Hick, "tis like this here.
I was the best runner at my , 50 I'm
going o join the Bow Strect Runners as
Caplain.*

“HJayest thou =o0f chuckled Hick., "By
my faith, °tis glad 1 am bo hear it. I
always shoot the Captain of the Dow Street
Eonnera—"'

(Editor's note: That will do, Taubby! I
propose to let my readers guess the rest.
They're quite clever at it.)

o GEORGE TUBB

THIRD FORM

- The self-styled captain of tha Third
1s o  burly youth, good-natured,
full of vim, untily, aod a typical
lag. Ho ia not we.;p:hﬂd down with
too many brains, and bhas oo objection
whatever Lo being a hit grimf; Ink
stains and mud spots are not ferribly
rare o0 his face aud coliar, while his
barbed-wire hair does wot seem to
thave heep brushed since his frst day
at echool. Tt pleases SBkinner to
pretemd that Tobhy has to be bathed
by force and violenee, but the trath
iz he has as many bhaths as anyone
else. His trouble is that the effects
don’t last so lotg; im an hour his
ink-and-mud  trade-marks have ap-
poared -again, Tuhh?' playa foothall
ood cricket very well for a fag, and
i trememdousiy  keen om oubtdoor
games.  In general, b is a Jdecent
enongh  youmgster, with plesdy of
noise, but o vice.

(Coartaon bhv H SKINNER)




THE SCHOOLBOY DETECTIVE ! Late of Greylriars and now the right-hand man of Ferrers Locke,
Jack Drake returns to his old school—under 3 new name and
guise—to track down the mysterious prowler who for weeks past has been haunting the sehool !

the famous erime-investigator,
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A bright beam of light shone full on Harry
lay, handeuffed, on the landing.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Returned Wiithout Thanks !

ILLY BUNTER jumped !
. He jumped almost clear of the
gromnd, clapping a fat hand to
8 fat head, from which tho eap
badl Leon suddenly knocked,

It was cnough to make any fellow
Jump,

I was =0 utterly unexpected.

Nobedy was st hand, Bunter was
guite szlone, He was leaning on the
wall, under the windows of the Hemove
staelics high over his head,  Buntew
alwara leaned if there was anything at
hand npon which to lean.

With his hands in his pockets and a
meditative expression on his fat brow,
Billy DBunter was gazing across the
guadrangle through his ﬂig spegtacles
when 1t happened.

Burnter was thinking out o problem.
That problem was—which Remove
fellow to toueh for a small loan to tide
him over till his postal order came. It
wis nearly tea-time, angd tea was an im-
portant item io Billy Bunter's scheme
of things.

But ho forgot all about that wngolved
{‘:ﬂhle:m when  something  enddenly
anged on his head, knocking off his
s pain in its place,
“Owl"” roared Bunter. * Beast!”

Hie rubbed his head and blinked
rountd  him, wrathy and astomished,
MNobody was anywhere near him, The
nearcat fellow was James Duck, the new
hoy in the RRemove, and he was o dozen
vavds awny, and certainly could not
have given the Owl of tho Remove that
sudden and unexpeoted bGang on the

cap, and leavin
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nappee. There were other fellows in
sirht, bub thoy were farther off.

Some of them were looking towards
PBunter and grinning, as if amused by
the incident.

Bunter was nobt amused. He waa
annoyed and exasperated. Ilo was also
considerably puzzied.

Dut as bo blinked to and fro through
N E] h]g.?ecmﬂlea he digcorned nn objecl
thnt had fallon at his feet,

Bunter was not quick on the uptake,
Init be could muess thot this object had
Tallen on his head from above,

He evabbed it up and staved ab it. It

Enthralling Schoolboy Ad-

venture Yarn, Starring JACK

DRAKE, the Boy 'Tec., and

HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS.

was o small weoden Dbox, shut and
fastencd by a catch.

What it contained, or whelher it gon-
tained anything, Bunter did not know;
neithor -did he care. He knew that if
had banged on his head, and about that
he eared very mueh indeed. With the
box elutched in a fat hoand, he glared
up at the high windows ﬂ‘:’ﬂ‘hﬂaf

“That beast Bmithy 1" hizsed Bunter,

He was standing dircetly beneath the
window of Study No. 4 in the Remove
E-aesagn-—ﬂm study thot Delonged to
Terbert Vernon-Bmith, the Bounder of

T
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Wharton’s face and a hand grasped his shoulder as he
““ Wharton ! You fool, what are you doing here ? **

Greyiriars, That window was open,
Nobody was to be soen there, But what
had happencd was ‘}mrfeﬂiy clear—that
Least Bmithy had dropped that box on
his head from the open window and
then popped back, I that was the sort
of thing that Bmithy considered a lark,
Bunter did not agree with him. It did
not seem in che least like a lark to
William George Bunter.

“ Beast ! hissed Bunter,

It had been guite & hard kreck. Ie
had guite & pain in his fat khead, and
ho gripped the box in lus hend and
started tor the door of tho House,

The window was too high up for the
fat Owl to hurl the box back whenee it
came,  Dut he was going to hurl it
bacl, and lie waz going to the door of
Study No. 4 for that purpose.

Witk wrath in his fot face, Bunter
volled into the House and panted up
the stairs. Generally Bunter did steirs
to slow motion, having a lot of weight
to carry up. Now hg plmost flew,
Curgling for breath, he arrived on the
Hemove landing, whero five fellows
sfared at him, astonished to =ee the fat
Owl emulating the hare instead of the
tortoize,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !** exelaimed Bols

Choerry. * Loder after you, Bunter "
“That beast Smithy—" gasped
Bunter.

“ Bmithy,” repeated Harvy Wharton,
“Emithy's in his study.”

“1 Enow! The beast ¥ Bonter, like
ihe deep and dark blue ocean in the
poom, rolled on.

“ My estecmed Bunter—" exclaimed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Tre Maicxer Lisrany.—INo. 1,692,
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“1leld
XNngent.
“Quelch—" bogen Johnuy Bull,
Billy Bunter careered on, unheeding.
He fairly rushed into the Remove pas-
sage from the landing, leaving tho
Yamous Five staving. Buuter had a
pain i his napper, aud Bunter wanted
vengeaice, and he wanted 1t at onee.

Gasping, he arrived at Study No. 4
The door stood wide open. i

Bunter blinked in—a vengeful blink 1

Uerbert Vernon-Smith was full in his
view, standing with his back to the open
window. Buunter did not at the moment
ohserve another figure in the study.

His eyes and his spectacles, fixed on
the Bounder, and uE went his fat hand,
with the lictle wooden bhox in it.

* Bunter I shouted Iorry Wharlon
from the landing, In warning.

atop that ! %crmed Bobh Cherry.

Dut Bunter, if he heawd, did not heed.
The fat hand swung, and the hox flew.
Tuuter, at sueh oxploits, was what the
Remove fellows sometimes called eack-
Lignded : bnt at such a short vange even
Bunier could not miss.  That wooden
hox flew across the study, and landed
with o crosh, on Herbert  Vernon-
Smith's clan,

an .

" EI‘LE 1 roered Smithy, stoggerning
hack in surprise. .

Plonk! The box dropped at his feet,

“There ! gasped Bunter. There,
you beast! There's your box backﬂ you
awal | Chueking it at a fellow’s head,
you silly fathead! T jolly well came up
o chuck it back at you, you beast,
sLl—"

“Bunter [ .

“0h 1M pasped DBilly Bunter, at the
sonnd of 1lhat decp and unexpected
voice., Ila blinked round with popping
nyes, .
I“]‘lmn lie observed the secoud hpure in
the studr. It was that of Mr. Qacleh,
ihe mastor of the Remove,

The Bounder eplutlered and clazped
]lii.l 'U'lli! b .

Mr. Quelch gazed at Dunter with a
thunderous gaze.

“PBunter,” he repeated, “lhow dave
Foul® . -
“ 0L epsped Bunter.  “0h crikey 17

on!™  coalled ouwl  Iroank

Bad Luck For The Bounder I

M R. QUELCH gave Billy Bunter

Billy Bunter blinked back at

him in surprise and dizmay.

?ueluh was in Smithy's siudy. Quelel
Jdidl not often come up to the studies,
ng idea, The Famous Five, who knew,
had tried to warn him as he flow across
[ate.

Realiv, no follow ecould have gpneezed
simply amazing that Smithy had played
ihat 1rick of chueking a box down af
inhe oifing.

But tnere waz Quelel, slaving ot
sorgen. T

=mithye, still rubbing his chin, and
mixed in his face, neetly Ricked the box
nut “of sight under a <hair while

¢ Owl of the Remove. The Remove
mazter did not, ot the moment, oborve
nis fived ettention.

“Buntep 1 eleh's voieo was like

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
bis grimmest glave,

11c had not had the faintest idea that
and why he was there now Dunter had
the landing, as ho realized now, {oo
that a beak ywas in ithe study. It was
Bunter’s head with his Yormemaszsler in
Bunter with the petrifyicy clare of a
with an expreesion of rage and alarm
lL;,]lul:fﬂh‘s petrifying gaze was fixed on
thie nction., Iie was piviug the fat Qwl

Tue Micxer Lisniny.—No, 1,622,
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the roli o thander. “1 repoal, now
dare yon '
HUI=T—=1 didn't, sir!" gazped Buntern
"What? Under my very oyes you
burled & missile at Vernon-Smith's head
—it struck hiun ! thundered Mre. GQuelch,

S What do vou mean by thiz, Buntor ™

U I—=I—I—" stuitered Bunter, :

Mr. Queleh had a cane undor his
arm. He slipped itz down into his
hand.

“PBunter, bond over that chair! X
shall ezgne you for this” :

“J=—[—1 mever!™ gasped Bunter,
“I—I mean, I—I was only chuckiog the
box back at—at Binithy, sir. What did
e want to chuck it at me for i

“What? What do von mean, Bunter?
Vernon-Bmith did nothing of the, kind.
You'have only just arrived here. What
do’ you mean?”

“T.ook here, you tell him, Smithy,
yvou beast ! howled Bunter. %I ain't
going to be whopped beecansa yom
chucked that box at my head from your
window, and I came up and chucked it
back 1*

“From the window ! repeated Mr.
Queleh, starting. ; :

Vernon-8mith set his  lips  hard,
Harey Wharton & Co., who had coma
::.Jp'th_& passage {rom the londing, ox-

wnnged glaneces.

“ Smithy's for it now I murmnroed
Bab Cherry.

Thers was not much doubt about that.
The Famous Five eonld guess Low the
iaiter stood, though the fat and obiuse
Owl, =0 far, couldn’t.

Mr. Queleh turned to the Bounder,
There was a dangerous glint in his
gimlet ayes,

“*Vernon-Bmith 1™ _

“Ves, sir!™ breathed the Bounder,

“Did vou drop something from the
window

No snswer. )

Queleh glaneed at the gasping fat Owl
nEam,

“How long ago did this happon,
Bunter 7" 2

“ About » minute or two, sir! Lock
here, 8mithy, vou own up !” spluttered
Bunter. “¥You jolly well know you
dmp{:ed that box on my head, and that
T only came up to chuek it back at you.
What are you afraid of, you silly osa?
YVou won't get whopped for larking
with & fellow in the ?uadf‘

The Bounder gave him a deadly lool.
Even yet it had not dawned on Bunter'z
fat brain that there was anything more
than a lark in the matter. Bub he was
soon to learn that there was.

“ Vernon-Smith 1" The gimlet oyes
elinted at the Bounder again. “1 cama
n{!re, as I have told you, because I had
certain reasons to suppose that you had
cigarettes in this study. I noticed thai
vou were close to the open window as I
vittered, 1 did not then ottach any im-
portance to that circumstance. But
it appesrs, Vernon-Smith, that you
dropped something from the window,
and that it fell on Bunter, whoe chanced
to he below.”

“0Oh ! gasped Bunter.

Even Bunter began to underziand, at
long last.

“1 reguire to know,” continued 3Mr.
QQucleh, 1 a grinding voice, “what 16
was that vou dropped from the window,
Vernon-Smith. I have very litile doubt
ihat it was something you desired to
hm‘; from your Form-master’s eyos.”

‘The gimlet eyes scanned the {loor.

“Where:is the missile? T do not see 5
lave you put it out of sight, Vernon-
Smith, while v back was turped for a

ak

mament? I compnand you, Vernon-
Smith, to hand it over to me this
instgnt,”

Hezbert Vernon-Smith, in szveze

silence, roated out the wooden box from
under the chair and handed it te his
Form:master, .

“Ia this the article that dropped ob
you in the quadrasgle, Bunter 1

Bunter blinked gt 18,

“Oh! ¥Yes! Nol™ he stuttered,

Even Bunter could realise now that
thiat little box contained the supply of
smokes which the bad hat of the Remove
kipt in his study.

piithy had presence of mind, and was
a fellow for prompt action—as he needod
o be when he sot up to be a black sheep
in a Form that had s Form-master lilo
Henry S8amuel Quelch! ,

Quelech had been fairly at his door
when the Bounder had grabbed that box
of gigarettes and dropped it from the
open window=—his only resource in the
circumstanices. hed bhad ne time to
think—naeither could he have guessed
that & fat Owl was leaning on the wall
below that window. That was simply o
spot of bad luck.

“This box fell on you from this
window, Bunteri® emanded  Mr.
Queloh.

“¥Yes—I mean, no—that is, [==J—[——
Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter.

Tha realisation that he had given
Snuthy away was dismaying te Bunter:
Heally, he did not want to give any
fellow away—Bunter was no sneak!
Woarse than that was the horrid anticipa-
tion of what Smithy might do when
Queleh was through with ﬁim. Amithy
was not o man to be given awsy with

11’!1‘511“:“1,;. ) ;
Give me 2 plain answer, Bunter [V
rapped Mr. Quelch.

' I=]—=I1—1 mean to say, I-—-I thought
it came from Smithy’s window, as—as—
a8 I knew 1t did, sir!” stammerod

Bunter. “But—but I don't feel sure
now, I-I—I1 think it must have como
from some other window, sivr! 1 never
kaew there wers smokes n it or I
wouldn't lvave——"

“That will do, Bunter !*

Bunter gasped info silence. M.

elch, with a grim brow, El:tpﬁ-ed back
the catch on the box and opened the lid,
‘The interior was packed with cigareites.
There were at least thirly or forty. Evi-
dently, the black sheep of the Hemove
kept himself well supplicd.

* Poor old Smithy ¥ murmured Frank
Nugent.

Johnny Bull runted. Johony's
opinion was that if a fellow was a
smoky gwob he could teke what was
coming to him.

Grimmmer and grimmer grew Queleh’s
brow as he ga ab the cigarottes. His
look, as he turned to Smithy, made even
the iron-nerved Bounder quail.

“8o this is what I find here?” said
Mz, (%u-;-lrrh, in & voice that resembled
the filing of a saw. “DBut for an
acetdent, Vernon-Smith, you would havo
succecded in deceiving me. Fortunately,
the truth has transpired, and I shall now
deal with you as you deserve, Vernon-
Smith.”

The Bounder made no reply. His face
wai hard and sullen, He was for it,
and he had plenty of nerve io face the
musie. Nearly—very nearly—he had
escaped ; Lut for Bunter, guaich’s visik
to Study Na. 4 would have drawn blank.
But Inck had been against him; ond the
Bounder was ready to take his grucl
with cool hardihood.

Mr. Queleh pointed to a chair with the

Cone,
that

“Bend over
=rmith

Bilently, the Bounder bent over. Tho
cane roze and fell, swiping. The fellows
in the passage heard what sounded like
a succession of pistol-shota

Queloh often had a heavy hand, but

chair, Yornon-
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Cracker strolled to the study w

it wapa heavier than usual on  {lds
vocasion. Nob only had the bad hat of
his Form_becn caught out, but ho had
vory nearly tricked his Form-master inio
departing with the belief that there was
rothivg amiss in Btudy No. 4. That,
naturally, evoked Quelel’s wrath and
z2dded to the emphasis of the swipes.
Savage and silent, Vernon-Smith wenk
through it—a full six. Then Mr. Queleh
fucked the cane under his arm, and
emithy rose with a white and =et face.

"I trust,” rumbled My, Queleh, “that
this will be a warning to you, Vernon-
Smith! I warn vou that you ore it
danger of being sent to your headmasicr
for & Bogoing! Take caret”

With that, Mr. Quelch left the siudy
and rustled away down the azspgo, tho
box of cigarettes in his hand. Vernon-
Hmith stood breathing hard, Liz facs
pale, his tecth sat. ride would nes
allow him to utter a sound under ihe
swiping; bub it bad not Leen eaxy io
Leep silent.

When Mr. Queleh was gone, Smith: "
eves turncd on Bunter with a dzadl:
look in them. The fat Owl blicked o
him uneasily.

“I—I say, Smithy, you meedn’t be
shirl:r, you know I mumbled Runter, *]
never knew there were smokes in fle
bow—T thought you were larking——"

Bunter, as 8mithy made o movement
towards him, did not stop te finish, Il
ynade u rapid backward hop inte the
P ssage,

“I sax, you fellows, Lkecp him off 17 L
a-.]uﬂnkerf. in alarm.

The Bounder, with a fuvicus face,
fellowed him,

Harry Wharton & Co. promplis inlst
posed

“Hold on, Smithy! said Hares
ruictly. “ Bunter never mcant auyw
Larm—="

“You've anly

%h vourscli to blawoe 1
rrunted Johnny

ull.

indow anﬂ
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“Lot e pess, you fools!™ said {he
E::nmr.lm;} thickly., 1 tell you, let mo

HIAE
“1 say, you fellows—r>"
“Cut, you fat ass!?” enapped Beb

Chierry,
The I'amous Five Dblocked tho
Boundey's way out of the study. Billy

Punter pave the wlate, furious face s
terrificd blink ond shot awny down the
passago like a scared fat rabbit. He
:ad arrived in the Remove passapo ab
pmusnal speed. At still more unusual
speed did bo depart thercfrom !

Tie Bounder, breathing havd, stepped
Lacle into the study and elammed 1o
cloor 1 the faces of the Famous Five,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Sporisman Looks In!
D'ﬂ. LOCKE, the leadmaster of

Groviriars, laid down his pen
rose from his writing-table, an
stepped to his study window,

A Dizz of voleos from the quadrangle,
floating mto his study, drew his atiern-
tiom, and he glanced from the windoew
1o sep whak was on.

Thio kind, benevelont face of the Groy-
friars headmaster quite lost its bene-
violent expression as ho looked.

Dozens of fellows in the quad wero
slaring at o inan who had sauntered—
o, rather, swagpgered—in at the golcs
and was coming towards the Iiouse,

i Head knew lum, only too well,

Tweuty years ago he gﬂ{i cxpelled
tandolph Urocker, of tho Bixth Form,
from Groevivinrs Bchool. He hed never
ervpeeled Lo see him agein, Certainly he
Yyl lwsped never to do so.

But he had, of late, seen much of Lim,
and licard morve.  Fvery day that old
1 vl Greviriars was tolked of in the

1.""..:I

A raised his howler hat, with mocking politeness, to Dr. Locke.
t¢ hear I'm golng on my travels ? * he asked. ‘;Jnduubtgﬂ&hia ** answered the Greyfriars Head coldly. ** I shall
very g ’

L 1] Ehd

gchiool, and Lis name was Landied up
and down the countryside,

Decp and dark gi:-pw the headmaster's
frown as ho fixed his cyes on the swag-
pering figure, How a man who had been
cxpelled for dishonesty could have the
nerve and impudence to turn up agait
at his old school was beyond the Head's
understanding. But not only had Ran-
dolph Crocker done so, but for wecks ha
had Luunied tho vicinity of Greyfriars,
living—or, rather, camping—at the hut
on the Abbot's Spinney, at the corner of
Friardale Lane.

With that Dr. Locke could not inter-
fore, Ile had to tolerate it. But hoe
could, and did, intervene when Crocker
had the neek to mtrude within the
precincts of Greyfriars. And now, with
i deep frown, he throw open his window
ip bid thoe impudent rascal begone., A
doven volees reached his ears oz the
window opened.

“1 sov, you foellows,
Craclker 17

“.}'IHHG, hallo, hallo ! Lel's barge Lim
out ™

“Cliecky cad 1*

“What o neck 7

“Darge Lam 1™

“1lerve cownes Wingate ™

Wingate of the Sixth, tho captain of
Greyfrinrs, spotted the impudent rascal
and cut across to intercopt him,

Crocker came to o halt as the big
Bixth Form man blocked Lis way,

“8top " rapped Wingate, “Get out!
You're not wanted boere, Crocker! You
know that [ Cet out, sharp P

Crocker, with impudent coolnoss,
gave Lhim 2 nod and & grin, He re-
moved the cigarette that was sticking
ot of a hard mouth, half-hidden by the
thick, ragged moustache, and blew out
a cloud of emoke, adem at in tho face of
{be Greyfriars captain.
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“Keep your woel eopn, kid!® he
drawled.

“Do you want to be threwn out?”
BUAD Wingate.

Ia;ll hink you could do it 7" grinned the
o ¥.
“T'I try, at any rate,” zaid Wingate

rimly, “And if 1 want any help,

ere’s plenty here”

“I'll land a hand 1* growled Coler of
the Fifth. *“3ore than ready.”

“And eo =ay all of us!” grimned Bob
Cherry.

“Bag him 1™ exclaimed Hobzon of the
Shell.

" Boot him ¥ roared Johnny DBull

“Don’t you thirk you'd botter go,
©Mr. Crocker 1 nsked Wingate, wa.wnﬁ
back the crowd as it surged roun
Crocker. " Yon can go on vour feet, or
your neaolk, J;ust as you choesa: but
you're going.”

The Head leancd from Lis window.

“Hemove that man at once, Win-
gata 1™ he called.

“¥es, sir; certainly.”

“Hold en 1" Crocker made a paafic
gesture. *I've called this time to say
good-bye to my old headmaster|! I'm
sure bhe will be glad to sav good-bye to
me ! Don't you think so?®

Y0k 1M said Wingate, paunsing.

Some of the Grevfriars
grinned.

Whether Dr. Locke wounld be glad te
gay good-bye to the rascal or not thero
was no doubt that he would be glad 1o
gee the last of him.

“Just 8 word of farewell to the dear
old Head, and the dear old school, an:

fellows

the doear associates of innocent wouih i

drawled Crocker.

Wingate glanced round towards the
headmasier's window,

“#T'he man says——" he beogan.

0 ..__..': L
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“I heard himm, Wingata! Let him
come herel He may not be admitted to
the House! Crocker, if you are speak-
ing the truth, you may come fo this
window. "

“Thanks, dear
drawled Crocker.

And, his way no lomger barred, he
zstrolled to the study window, watched
by a hundred pairs of eyes. He raised
lis bowler hat with mocking politeness
it the headmaster, who looked down on
him with an unrelaxing frown.

“Zlad te hear I'm pgoing on my
travels 7™ he asked.

* Undoubtedly | answered Dr. Locke
coldlv, “ You were a disgrace {o your
school, when you were here many years
ago; ¥ou have returned to disgrace it

old headmaster |

again. I shall be very glad if you go.”
*1 pguessed that one!” agreed
Crocker. "1 don’t mind telling you,

my dear old Head, that I've done
precious little business since I set up as
a cobbler st the corner of the lane, I
expected to do & good deal in the way
of mending boots and shoes for the
fellows hera—"

“You expected nothing of the kind I
rapped Dr. Locke., " You are too idle
and shiftleszs te carry on your pre-
tended trade. If that is oll you have
fo say—>" )

“My only conselation,” continued
Crocker, “has been to live within sight
of my dear old schoel and t &n
occasional sguint at my dear old head-
master.”

“Gol” said the Head.

Crocker mada & gestitre towards the
taring crowd of Greviriars fellows,

A word in private—"" he said.

The Head hesitated a moment. Then
he signed to the crowd of fellows to go,
and they dispersed. UVrom a diztaree,

e

...........

Grey Shadow
Strikes o o o

In the days of the Great
War no one was more feared
by the Germans than the
clusive British Secret Service
man known as Grey Shadow,
Peter, his boy assistant, and
Scotty, the famous air ace,
are with him bekind 1he
enemy lines—and their hair-
breadth escapes make 1his &
bock in a thousand !
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Lhowever, they still had their ecver on
rtaman Crocker. Several  other
Sixth Form prefects—Walker and
Gwynne and Bykes—had joined Win-
gete—and they were ready to come .up
and eollar Mr. Crocker at a sign from
the Head.
“Be brief I” said Dr. Locke. He was
only anxzious for that peculiar and
disagreeable interview to terminate.

Crocker leaned negligently on thoe
broad stone window-sill, cigarette be-
vween finger and thumb. He grinned
up at the Head.

“¥ou'd like me to clear i he asked.

“¥Yeou kpow it

“Pve guessed harder ones!” agread
Crocker, with s ned. “Well, the
cobbling businéss seems slack, and tha
horzes and dogs have let me down; and
zll T want is a spot of dough to set ma
coing.”

“0Of whoat?” ejaculated the Head.

* Just dough 1

“1 do not understand yvou ! said Dr.

Locka coldly. Dr. Lecke knew moeny
languages; but there were certain
phrases  with which he was  un-
acquainted. “If you mean that, after
pretending to be a eobbler, you mean
to pretend to be a baker—-*

“A  baker?” repeated Crocker,
stanng.

“Ih:-ugh, I believe, is used only by
bakers | said Dr. Locke. “If that 1s

your intention, you will certzinly receiva
uo assistance from me.”

Crocker stired and burst into a laugh,

“Ha, bha, bal” be roared. *Oh,
suffering cats! Ha, ha, ha!”

“What do you meau?” exclaimed the
Head angrily. “How dare you bursi
out laughing in that manner! 1 H

* Excuse me,” gurgled Cracker, “you
don't quite get my meaning, dear old
revored headmaster. I know as much
shout baking as I do sbout cobbling—
which iz sbout az much os vou know
about anything except Latin and Greek,
I'm not going to st up as & baker—
Tia, ha, haV

“Then fer what purpose do  %on
vequire dough?' snapped the Iiené;

“Spondulics 1  explained Crocker.
“Rhino! Tin! Brass! The necdful |
The ready! Get me now? You won'g
find those words in the Latin dictionary
or the Greek lexicon, bui you have
heard some of them | Money makes tho
mare gaol Cash !

“0h1* ejaculated Dr. Tocke, *1
wnderstand you !
“Gratters 1™ said Crocker. “There’s

ot much a schoolmaster understands as

a rule!  But you get me now! ['m
ready to F} on my travels!  Fifty
pounds will sce me on the road! What

about 151"

“You dare to azsk me—"

“Worth your while, old bean ! -said
Crocker persuasively. "“You'd like to
zhift me out of my palatial residencs
at the eorner of the lane. ¥ou can't do
it! I knaw you've pot in touch with
Pilkins, the cstate-agent=but ’'ve gof
my agrecment, signed and witnessed.
You can't move me onl JTsn't it worth a
epot of dough to see my bacl 7*

“And what pguarantee,” said the
Head icily, “shall I have that you
woitld really ccase thia disgraceful
nersecution ¥

“Iem't an old boy's
encugh for youi”

Dr. Locko’s lip curled contemptuously.
Whether he might or might not have
given the rascal what he demanded to
ha rid of him, he was not likely to trust
to the word of Sportsman Crocker,

“ 8o that i3 what you had to =ay to
mae 7 he said. "Ea? no moret Go!™

= Eﬂthing doing 1 asked Crocker.

wd aﬂl”

1]

word good



The Bpdrtsman gave him an evil look.
Probably he had counted on snecess
from the Head's well-kitown desire to
see the last of him, Though whether he
would have kept the compact was
onother matter. Bandolph er,
once of the Greyfriars Bixth, was a
rascal all through.

“That's your last word?” he asked.

*Yes; gol”

The Spertsrean made s sudden move-
ment. The distant gazers gave =
general jump of horror as he suddenly
grazped up at the headmaster,

Gnee the impudent rascal had pulled
Mr. Quelel’s nose, when the Remove
master hod ordered him off. It was
almost inconceivable that the most out-
rageons ruffisn could contemplate pull-
ing the nose of the majestic Head!
Yet, inconceivable as it was, that was
exactly what HRandolph Crocker was
going to do—and would have done had
not & backward movement of the
majestic countensnce saved the majestic
noge from his clutch,

“Bless my soul I fasped the Head.

“Collar him 1” yelled Bob Cherry.

Therce was an instant rush. In hardly
more than & momeént the Greyiriars
crowd swarmed round Crocker and over
him. His arms and lais flaw into the
air as he was grasped by innumerable
hands,

“ Bless my soul1” repeated the Head
fointly. He shut the window.
~ There was B roar in the quad. Emrﬂ
felloww wanted to get hold of Randolp
Crocker—they struggled for a grasp at
him, There was not room on the
Sportsman for half the clutching hands.
But every hand that could clutch,
elutched—and the Bportsman, yelling,
went whirling back to the gates,

He left the gateway, whizzing! He

a3 crashed. Wingate waved
the oxcited crowd back and followed
Lim into the road. He did not spesk-—

he kicked; and kicked again, and yet
again, till the Bportsman scrambled up
and fled.

It was & dusty, dismal, and dilalpi-
dated Sportsman who almost crowled
back to the hut on the spinney.

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Up Against it !

I3 SAY, you fellows 1
Smithy "
EBilly Bunter asked that ques-
tion anxiously.

Bunter was, in fnck, anxious.

It was tea-time—past tea-time
really. Every other fellow in the qita&
was talking about Handolph Crocker,
pnd thinking about him—but Billy
Bunter wasz' thinking of something
rauch more urgent—teal Other fellows,
in & moment of exciternent; might for-
get teal Not Buntorl

Seon

“Bmoithy 1" repeated Bob  Cherry,
“ Bother Smithy 1"
“But, I say, have you seen him? Is

ho shirty 7" azked the snxious Owl,

The Famous Five grinned at that
q_ucatiﬂn. As it was only half an hour
since Simithy had had six of the best,
the probability was that he was shirty
—vary shirty | .

“¥You pee, I want to go in to tea!”
¢xplained Bunter plaintively, " Mauly's
expecting me to tea. Ho was going
to ask me to tea, only he forpot. But
I can't go up to the Hemove if that
heast £
te pounce on me like a tiger.”

“Ha, ba, bal™ _

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at!” hooted Dunter. "“What is there
to cackle at in & fellow being kept

Bmithy is watching for me, ready
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away from & spread, I'd like to
know,™

“Well, if your leck’s out, Maule
verer's 18 ind”? grinned Bob, “Mauly

won't weop briny tears if you don't
turn up to tea."

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“What did you give Bmithy away
For, you fat ass?” said Frank Nugent.
“You can't expect him to like getting
toco from Que!%h."

“I didn't!"” howled Bunler indig-
nantly,. “How was I to know that
there was a beak in his study and
cigarettes in that box? I thought the
beagt was larking, chucking it out on
my head. If I'd known there was o
beak in his box—I in  his
stud g

“Bunter!”  James Duck, the new
boy in the BRemove, canie up an:cl
blinked at the fat Owl through his
steel-rimmed glasses,  “Do you want
to gee Smithy I

“Eh? Nol No
Bunter. .

] think he wants to see you!” said
the new junicr. "“He 18 asking fel-
lows if they've scen you——m"

‘: Oh orikey !

2N,

fear I goasped

thought The looked rather
annoved about something ¥  bleated
hick. “Indecd, he looked wvery cross
when he came down from his  study.

Ho geems very anxious to sea youw.™

“Oh lox' 1"

“Better lmnt cover, old fat bean!”
said Bob., “Smithy will get over it in
time—better give him timeo."

“1 say, vou fellows, don't go away1”
howled Bunter. 1 say—"

But the Famous Tive were going.
Tea called them, though not so
urgently as it called Bunter, and they
went into the House.

Jamez Duck ambled away to the

ates, where ho stood locking out into
the road. .

Billy Bunter stoed blinking towards
the House.

Gladly _he would have followed the
Famous Five in. But he dared nét,
after Duclk's wurmg that Smithy woa
looking for him. He had thought of
creeping past Study No. 4 on_tiptoe
and gotting safe to Btudy No. 12
—where Lord Mauleverer had a spread.
But that, evidently, would not work, if
Bmithy had come down and was look-
in% for him. . ]

t was a sad and distressing sitpa-
tion for the hapless fat Owl,

If he delayed much longer,
would be over in Mauly's study.
would be over in all the Remove
studies, and so the poor dog would
have none. Tea in Hall would be the
only resource—hbut even from that last
resource of the stony Bunter was cut
off, if the ven%eiul Bounder was vooting
through the Housze after him.

“RBeast 1" groaned Bunter.

Ie did not approsch the House. Ho
rolled away to the gates and joined
James Duck there. . The new junior
gave him a glance through the steel
rimmed glosses—a mild glance. Every-
thing about James Duck was mild, if
not mook. Ila was considercd, in the
Femove, the biggest ass that had cver
struck  Greyfriars—even exceeding
;ﬁfiiliam George Dunter in iho asinine
(Rl

Billy Bunter blinked at him hope-
fully. Cut off from tho Ilouse, Bunter
had to have his teal! A fellow whe
was reputed to be an absolute ass, and
the biggest duffer that ever was, was
raally ti(; kind of follow that Bunter
wanted to mect av such a distressing

moment,
“I ear, Duck, old

ten
It

chap,” said

7

Bunter, *like te come along io the
hun-shop in Courtfield for teat”

“That wounld ba vory nice, Bunter I
bleated Duck. .

“Lots of time bofore lock-up, if we
take the bus both ways,” said Bunter.
#I'll stand the spread, of course”

“How very kind of you, Bunter!”
eaid Ducl. :

“The only difficulty 13" pursued
Bunter, “that I've been disappointied
aboyt a postal order.”

“That 15 very sad 1" remarked Duck,
“I have heard that you bavo had
many such disappointments, Bunter|

ieve me, I sympathize very much."

Billy Bunter gave him a enspicious
blink. That soundad, to hiz fat ears
ag if the now fellow was pulling hi:
leg! But Duck's face was simple and
innocent.

“It's coming to-morroew morning ¥
said Bunter.

“That will be verr nice”

“But—temporarily, of course, I'm
rother short of tin. I suppose wyom
could let mo have the tem hob and

tako tho postal order when it comes.
Thero's no doubt about it, of course
—it's from one of my titled relations.
And Il stand tca at the Lun-shop,

gep§™ ‘
Bunter blinked eapeely ab Duck™s
This wuas un cvasy and

simplo face.
quite agreeable wuay out of the diffi
culty—if it worked !

“1 ghould be so glad—" rurmurcd

uck.
*“That's all right=shell oul. old
chap, and we'll—"

“But my Uncle Poroy—="

“Blow your Uncle Perey!” said
Dunter irritably. “I mean, never mind
your Uncle Percy now! I vowve got
the ten lLobe—"

“But my Uncle Perep—="

“Look here, that beast Smithiy may
be after mo any minuic. I miean, I
want to show you the bun-shop at,
Courtfield, as you're new here—ripping
place! Como on

“But my Uncle Perey savs ncither
a borrower nor a lender be!" Duack
Dleated on regardless. “You remem-
ber what Bhakespeare szys on that
subject, Bunter-—"

“0Oh, blow Shakespoore.”
Bunter.

“But he was such a very great poet,
and what ho says 13 so very, very
wigs 1" wrged Duck., *“*Ilc smre—0-"

“Look here—-"

T Neither o borvower nor 8 looder

for loun oft lozes Loth itself and
friend, and borrowing dulls the cdge
of husbandey I"* guoted Daek.

" Beast 1

The fat Owl glared at James Duck.

Whether 18 was tho advice of lus
Unele Perer, or the wizdom of Shakoes-
pearve, that influenced Duch—or some
other veason—it seemed thal Bunter
was nob going (o extract ten beb from
him.

But the noxt moment Duniter {forgot
the ten bob ond the bun-shop, und even
tes, &3 he spoited a red and wirathful
foce bearing down en hLim.

“0Oh crikey 17 gasped Buntes.

The Rounder camoe down to the
gates ab o rapid runl o Lad spotted
the fut Owl there, and Lis look ehowed
plainly what Bunter had (o oxpect—
something quite as painful as Baithy's
six or rather more so.

o say, keep off, vou beasti®

1a

howled

ey

hooted Bunter. “I eay—-—

Smithy shot at him like an arrow
from a8 bow. In zheer ceaperatiom
Billy Buntor mado & sudden prab at
Jomes Ducle, and, taking bim by sy

Tee MAGKET Lispasy.—No, 1,622,



B

pl‘fﬂh husled him in Bmithy's way.
hey crashed,

“Ob1” gasped Duck.

" Googh 1 spluttered Smilhy.
Vernon-8mith weat over backwaids,
and DPuck i;:ivruwiad over him as he
eprawled.
to sce them sort themselves out. He
flew out of getes and headed down
I'riardalé Lane, like & runsway sleam-

angine.
The Bounder was*left yelling.
“Qorvolf! You fool, I'l punch

you! Gerroff1” : o !

Duck serambled up in a sitfing posi-
tion on  Vernon-Smith’s chest. Ha
seemied in rather a dizzy state, after
the crash, as was only to be expected
of & fathead like Puck of the Remove,
Ife did not seem te realise that he was
pinning Smithy down on his back as he
eat-on him. But he did pin him down,
and the enraged Bounder struggled in
vain to pitch him off.

“You idist! You dummyt! ¥ou
goat! Gerroff1” raved Smithy. “Will
you.lemme gerrup, you born idiot !}

Duck gave him a blink. _

“Oh dear 1” he bleated. ™ I—I think
T fell over—"

“Geb off 1 shrieked the Bounder.

“Did you run into mei”

“Yemme gerrup—" )

1 -think vou must have run into me,
and. I=I thirik Bunter puyshed me”
bleated Duck. “I am quite breath-
less— Yaroooh !™ ,

He gave s howl as the Bounder’s fist
lashed into his ribs. Then he got off,
and Herbert Vernon-Smith scrambled
hraathIe;lef to his feat.

“You silly chump!” he roared.

“Oh, my goodness!” paid Duck.

“You—you—you—->  gasped
Bounder. =2

But lhe siayed no longer to tell the
duffer of the Remove what he thought
of hin. He shot out of gates i1n pur-
suit of Bunter.

James Duck dusted hia trousers and
blinked after him through the steel-
rimmed plasses with a grin. Tt did not
acceur to.the Bounder that the fathead
of the Remove had been deliberatel
delaying him to give the feeing fat Ow
a start. He did not suppose that the
dud of the Remove had sense enough
for that, or for anythin alze. But
there was more in James Duck than mes
tha cye, and he grinned as the angry
Bounder rushed after Bunter—now a
good way ahead and going strong.

the

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Bunter Buits In!

ILLY BUNTER stopped af a
gate, leaned on it, and pumped
in breath.
Direath was always rather shiort
with Bunter.

It wos the gats in the fence of the
Abbet's Spinney on which the panting
fat Owl leaned, though for a moment
he did not notice it; he just wanted
something to lean on while he panted
and pumped.

It was the sight of Randelph Crocker
that apprized him of the fact. He had
forgotten the Sportsman, but he was
reminded of him now. apoing on the

ate, the muddy path that led up to the

ut was in front of him—and on that
path was the Sportsman, just srriving
at lis door., The Sportsman had got
away from Wingate’s boot at a good
gpeed; but he had soon slowed down,
being in no condition for a foot-race
gfter his handling in the _Gﬁrggfrinra
Tie Magner Liseany.—No. 1,622,
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guad.  Now he had just got bLome—
ulmost crawling,

Buntor saw him, bubt gave him ne
heed.  Crocker went inte the hut,
slammed the door savagely after hinm,
and -disappeared.

The fat Owl leaned and gasped and
panted and pumped.

Having recovered a spot of wind, he
blinked back in the dixection of the
school gates, then he gave a startled

squoalr,

Homebody had shot out of the gale-
way like a pip from an orange. At
tho distance the short-sighted Owl could
not vecognize the Bounder, but he know
that it was he, Tha* beast was gtill
after him!

Bunter detached himsclf from the gato
and made a step, but he pansed. Bunter
was ot of much use in o foot-race with
Smithy.

He darted back, dodged in nnd shut
the gate, and squatted Deliind the ad-
joining fence. )

There he crouched and palpitated,
hopipg that the Bounder would pass
without suspecting that hoe was there.

It was quite a likely chance. The
Abbot’s pinncy, since Randolph
Crocker had set up his residence there,
was sirictly ont of bounds—and Bunter
wes not, as a rule, a fellow to take risks
in breaking bounds. Squatted behind
the fence, he listened, with his fat ears
on the strain, to thoe patter of runmng
feet. : -

To his immense relief, that pattering
vassed along the fenco and down the
lane. SBmithy had not gucssed that he

waz there, :
Bunter grinned. .
All he had to do now was to wait

till the besst had ?t to a sofe distance,
and then walk back to the school, leav-
ing the Boundor still hunting for him
up and down Friardale Lane; and there
was still time to be a gneﬁ—a.l_bmtf‘éan
uninvited one—at the spread in rd
Mauleverer's study.

But slas for Bunter | The sound of a
calling voice reached him beyond the
trees in Friardale Lane.

“&een Bunter, Skinner1”

HHG.J'.I-

“Hasn't he passed you

“ Haven't seenr him.”

“ Beast 1™ hissed Buntor,

Skinner of the Remove evidently was
coming up the lane. As he bad not
scen Bunter, the Bounder knew that the
fit- Owl had not fled onwards towards
]tjlmkwllage. Smithy wonld be coming

ack,

“Help me root the fat sweep out,
Skinner! He's dodged mto thess ireee,
I think,™ ] :

“Any old thing, Smithy 1"

BEilly Bunter quaked. Smithy sccmed
{o think that he had dodged inte the
thickeis by the lane farther on. But he
was tryving back, and it would not bo
long before ha was back at the gate of
ihe spinney, and then Then it was
all up with the hunted Owl,

Bunter blinked round him. IHe cast
a longing blink at the door of the hut
that lay back from the road. That waa
a safe cover if that beast Crocker lei
him 1n. ; y :

Then quite & bright idea flashed into
Bunter’s podgy brain.

That sweep Crocker mado out that he
was & cobbler; he had o sign up over
the fence announcing the fact. Io pre-
tended that ho wanted boots and shoes
to mend. Everybody knew that it was

ammon, and only doue to annoy tha
geaﬁnms_ter of Greyfriara, But a fellow
had a right to ignove that if he liked,

A fellow could walk inte a cobblor's
and tallk boots and shots if he liked; &
fellow ceuld spin out o talk about boota

aud shoes till & beast who was huniing
him had eleared off.

It was really quite a bright idea.
Bunter was prepared to go even fo the
length of having a shoe repaived whila
he waited to keep clear of the Boundey,
1t was true that it would have to ba
dlone on tick, but Crocker would net
know that till the end of the tran:-
action.

With that bright idea in his a4
mind, Bunter shot up the path to the
hut. Hardly stopping to tap, the fat
junior grabbed at the deor-handle,
turned it, and barged on, to push in as
ihe door opened,

Unluckily, the door did not open.

Baog |

“Wow !” howled Bunter.

He had taken 1t for granted that thoe
door was on the lagteh. It was hardly
more than ten minutes since Randolph
Crocker had gone in; so, obvigusly, he
was 4t home, and there was no reason
whw he should leck his front deor, that
Bunter could imagine.

But the door was locked, all the same,
and Bunter's fat litile nose tapped on
it—hard ]

“Ow! Beast!” pasped Bunter. Ha
rubbed hiz nosc: then he knocked on
the door and called: 1 ERY, let me int
I say, Mr. Crocker, lot me i, will your?
I want some shoes mended [

There was no answer, and no sound
from within.

Billy Bunter drew back a fat fist {0
bang on the door, but he did not hang.
He¢ remembered that a bang mighs
reach the ears of the Bounder, vooting
for him along the lane.

Crocker, it seemed, was not in iho
front roorp, or he would have heard;
but there was another door at tho back,
and Bunter seuttled round to it,

On the back door he thumped. It was
fastencd within,

Thump, thump, thump !

But the back door did nob open any
more than the fromt door, neither wos
there any reply from the hut

In dread of the Bounder hoaring him
from the lane, Billy Bunter ccased fo
thump. He blinked fiercely at the door.
For the time he was screened from view
behind the hut; but Vernon-8mith could
not be far away now, and when Lo
guessed that Bunter had taken vefugn
in the spinney, out of bounds would not
stop him. Almost any minute he might
come cutting round the hut, locking for

Bunter. Bunter hod to get into that
hut'l
The beast inside heard bLinmi—much

have heard him. Yet, though the beask
made out that he was a cobbler, he did
not take tho trouble to open his door to
0 Customer. :

There were only two rooms in the
wooden hut that had been built on the
gite of the ancient stone cell in the
epinney; Crocker hed to be in one or
the other as ke was in the hut

Bunier moved along 1o tho hback
window; he tapped on the glass, The
man within could not fail to hear hun
and answer. _

But thera was no answer.  Either
Crocker did not hear, or he did not
choose to snswer. The window was
covered by a thick blind, and DBunter
could not see into the interior; but he
iad no doubt, of eourse, that Crocker

was thern,
“Oh, the beast 1" groaned Bunter.

Hisz bright idea scemed rather a fizale
if the beast refused to let & customer in.
That was puzzling; for the old boy was
well known to establish any contaet ho
could with Greyfriars boys in further-
onca of his malicious schema of persc-
cutimg his old headmaster. Why he was



nol now acting in hi= usual way Dunter
did not understand.

A distant voico
spinney.

“Ie's gone in herel He must have I

“Oh criltey ! gasped Bunter. The
avoriger was ab the gate! Only the hut
hid Bunter from hbis eyes. )

The fut Owl tapped on the window
pEain. thers was no reply, he
tapped harder—and there was a loud
crack as the pane went. TFragments of
glass dropped into the room clattering
upisily on the stono finps that formed
the floor.

Bunter {ully expected to see an angry
fuce glare from the window.

Ilo was proparved to offer to pay for
il Lroken pone=-to offer or promiso
anything—to got inside before Smithy
came round the hut. But, to his
ampzement, there was eiill no sound
from within. The Sportsman, who had
uot heeded knocking ot the door, or
tapping at the window. did not heed
tho clalter of broken glass falling on
the old stonc flags.

“1 say 1" sgueaked Bunter. On the
wineiple that a fellow might as well be
{mng or & shieep as & lamb, he barged
a fat eclbow at the broken pane and
eorit o frosh ghower of glass clattoring
within, and, putting & fat hand through,
grubbed the blind and !urked it aside.
“I say, Mr. Crocker—"

Buntor could see intoa the room now.
it e blinked in, in vain, for Randelph

floated over the

Crocker. L'he back room of the hut was
cmpty,
“0Oh crikey " gasped Dunter.

lhere was a door between the two
rooms, slt.  Had Crocker gone back
inte tho front room and shut the door
after lam{ That seemed the only ex-
planztion to Bunter, though it was sur-
prising that he had not heard the man
wove within. The old stone flags were
not boarded over, nnd covered neither
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In sheer desperation Billy Bunter made a grab at James Duck and hurled him In Vernon-Smith’s way. The two erashed.

“ Oh !** gasped Duck, * Oooogh !' spluttered Smithy. Bunter did not wait to see them sort themselves out. He flew
ont of the gates ke & runaway sieam-engine.

with carpet nor linoleum, and Bunter
would have expected to hear the man
walking about 1f he did walk about.

But Crocker was not fo be seen. And
from the front of the hiut came sounds of
the Bounder. He was cuming—-::.ﬂdent]ﬁ
wise to it by this time that Buntcr ka
dodged into the spunnoy. )

The fat Owl cast o desperate blink
vound him.

Thers was no cover at hand. Long
ago tho encient spinney had been
stripped of its trees.  In dread of seeing
the Boundor coming round the corner,
the fat Owl reached through the open.
ing in the window, grabbed the catch,
and jerked it back, The next moment
he had the window open and was scram-
bling in. :

Bunter was not much of o climber.
But the thought of Herbert Vernon-
Smith close at hond behind him gave
him almost the activity of a chim-
panzee, Ho was in af that window in &
twinkling, drvopping inside, jomming it
shut, and jummin% back tlie catch.
Thon, letting the blind fall back in
place, ho erouched under the window
and listened, with thumping heart, to
tlie footatops that eame rownd the corner
ab the bacl: of the hut,

— =

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Man Who Vanished !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
tramped round the hut with a
grim brow and o glinting eye.

In the hour or so that had
assed since 'Iiuelﬂh bad laid it on in
tudy No. 4, the Bounder of Greyirinrs

Lad neither recovered from the cftects of
the whopping, nor recovered his tomper.
He was  fecling painful, indeed
anguished iwinges, and s tomper waa
the worst ever

ITe wanied Bunter, and he wanled

him badly. Heo was going to punch
Bunter ar if Bunter had been a fat
punch-ball.

all.  His chum, Tom Redwing,
was waiting tea for him in Study No, ?1
but Smithy did not give a thought to
that. Neithor did he give s thought 1o
bounds, as ho rooted round Crocker’a hut
after Buntor. The recckless bad hat of
the Remove was not much ;i‘i'mn to
thinking of conseguences when Lis
temper led Liim asteay.

o was suro that the fat Owl was
there—lie had searched back along thoe
lane withont finding him, and reached

spinney; he did vot doubt that
Bunter had dodged in there, and ho
went in after lam—the more prudent
Skinner waiting outzide the pate,

EBmithy fully expected to sce Dunfer
Lidden belind the Lt when he camo
round the corner. Two minutes earlicy
lmhwmﬂ{l have eecn hita, Neow he did
1T,

He scowled inlo emply space,

Whethor Crocker was ot home Swmithy
did not know or care. e gave him no
thought ot all. If the man came ont
and ordered lLim off, Smithy was reacy
io enap defiznes ot lim. 1fe was after
Bunter, and did not ¢are & sirew about
Crocker, and whether he liked it or not.

But Bunter was not to bo scen, and if
sinithy  noticed tlint » window was
Lroken, he certainly did not think of
puessing what i indieated.

At a distance from the bnd in {he rear
were o few romaining trees, with whiel
the spinpey had once been thickly
clothed. The Bounder eut towards {lem
gt 8 run, suspecting that Bunler had
taken cover ihere.

* Doooh Y gasped Dunder, ne be heard
the sound of roceding footfalla

He roso to his feet, drew asido a
corner of the blind, and peered ganti-
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ously out. T¥le had & back view of tha
Bounder disappearing among the trees.

" Beast {” breathed the fat Owl.

He did not need telling what Smithy
was up to. And he could guess that,
when the Bounder had searched the
trees for him in vain he would come
back past the hut; it was his only way
back to the lane. There was no ventur-
inﬁ out for Bunter yet I

ut he waa safe—except from pos-
sibility of trouble with Crocker, for
having ontered his dwelling so uncerc-
monicusly,. Leaving the window,
Bunter blinked round him, more and
mora surprised that Rendolph Crocker
had not put in an appearance,

Unless ha was stone deaf he must
know that someono bad entered his hut.
But thers was no sign from him. |

The back room was a kitchem, with
nn oil-cooking stove and a swinging

araffin lamp; neither gas nor electric

ight being availablo on that spot. But
it scemed to be a bed-room also, for
there was o camp-bed at one end of the
room, and a few articles of furniture.
That old boy of Greyiriars was camp-
ing in very rough and primitive
fjuarters,

floor was bare; )
blocks of ancicnt stone, many centuries
old. Mpr. Pilkins, of Courtfield, when
lie had put up that hut to let to hikers
in the summer days, had not gone to
any unnccessary oxpense. It was, In
fact, o building of the very cheapest
construction.

Here and there, temmnants of tha
ancient stone walls had been built inj
but tha greater part of the building was
of wood—it was one thosa ready-
made huts that are delivered in sectiona
for orection. Of the old ebbot’s cell
that had onco stood there, little inore
then the stone-Bagged Hoor remained.

Crocker certainly was not in the back
room with Bunter—so the fat Owl,
puzzled as he was, d only conclude
that he was in the other—and he went
to the communicating door and tapped
on it softly, lest the Bounder should bo
i the offing agnin.

“1 say, Mr. Crocker ™ he squeaked
unessily.

There waos no answer and no sound.
Bunter turned the dmr—hand!u,khut the
door did not open. Tt was locked; the
key in the lock—and the fat Owl almost
fell down in astonishment as he saw it

Crocker could not have gone back
into the front room and locked the
door after him, leaving the key on the
bed-rasm side.

That, of course, was impossible.

“Oh crikey ! gasped Buniler.

Ha blinked round him again, Cracker
assurcdly must have been in the back
room to lock that middle door. He
could not have left it by that door, for
the front room. Tt zeemod 1
ithat ho could have deft by the back
door on the fisld without Bunicr hav-
in,g scen something hfm.

ut that, the astonished fat Owl
could only conelude, was what he must
have done. Ho blinked round at the
back deor—and his eyes fairly goggled
bohind his spectacles. The back door
was bolted. i

Bunter staggered against the wall in
his stupefaction.

Ho could hardly belisve either his
eyes or his spectacles.

Crocker had been in that room, or o
could mot liave locked one door and
shot the bolts on the other. DBut with
one door Jocked and the other bolted,
ho could not have got out of it. And
ho was not there.

He wns not there, that was cortain.
Bunter cast a dizzy blink round him,
as if fancying that i

a might have over-
Toe MaGser LIBEAEI.—E’E. 1,622,
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impossiblo-
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looked him there. Dot he ceriainly
was not there,

Had he, for some utterly unaccount-
able reason, left hid own dwelling by
the window?  Bunter knew that he
hadn't. The catch had been fastoned
inside the window—DBunter had had to
reach through the broken pane and un-
fasten 1t to get in. It was quite a
annftﬂ, common cetch; but nohody
could bave fastened it from outside the
shut window.,

“(h erikey ! gurgled Bunter.

It was so sir s0 weird o myster
that the fat Owl felt his plump ﬂcsg
almost ereop.

Where was Crocler?

He had been in that room. He could
not have got out of that room. And he
was not in that room. Bunter was alone
in that room.

With o vnﬁue idea that the man
might have fallen down in a it perhaps
behind something out of sight, the fat
junior mgved at last about the room,
blinking into cornere, under the tabla,
and even under the bed.

Mobody was there.

Bunter was alone. Yet, unless
Crocker could pass through a keyhole,
ho simply had te be there. Dut he was
not there.

_ There was something eerie, uncanny,
in the disagpcarance of the man who
had been, and who ought still to have
been in that room. Billy Buntor felt a
thrill of fear at his fot fmarh

rolled back to the window. The
sooner ho was omt of that room of
strango  mystery, the better Dilly
Bunter was going to like it.

But a3 he moved the blind and peered
out ho spotted the Bonnder—coming

back from the treea with so savapes an

expression on his face that the fat Owl
dropped the blind back at once.  Tho
mysterious room was getbing on his fag
nerves—but it was not =0 bad as an
snicounter with Herbert Vernon-3mith
at close quartors.

He heard the DBouwwdler {rump past
tha hut, bhack to the lone. From the
nlitl-imliml of the gate he hesrd Skinner
call s

H'Env!} !III

The Bounder quickened his steps
Bunter pulled the blingd aside again.
Smithy had passed the corner, and was
out of sight. Bunter quickly had the
windew open, eclambered ont, and
jammed the window slmi after him.
BSmithy evidently had given it wp as a
bad job, and was going. The fai Owl
crept to the corner of tho hut and
blinked caufiously round.

“{Ih scissors [ he murmuved.

Nothing was to bo soen of Skinner.
But at the gate stood a bony figure
with sharp oyes fixed on Herbert
Vernon-Smith.

“The Acid Drop!” breathed DBuntor;
and he popped his hoad back.

It was Mr, Hacker, the master of tho
Bhell—and Bmithy was fairly spotiod
out of bounds! Bunter heard the sharp
VOIte

* Vernon-Smith i

“Well 7 growled the
which was not a respecilul
iknEwWelr Any m&ﬂiﬂlﬂ

“Fou oro out of bounds, Vernon
Smith.™

“No need fo. tell me that, sivl 1
happen to know.”

“What! You are imporiinent,
Vernon-8mith! I shall report this (o
yvour Form-master !V

“No need ko tell me that, ciiber”
retorted the Bounder coolly,

"o bhack to the schoe
hooted Mre, Hacker,

“Fou're not my TForm-master, sir)
You can report me to Quelch, if vou
like=—but you can’t give mo orders 1

NRounder:
wiy 1o

al onoe ™

Y Vernon-Smith 1 Ea:gﬂd A, Tateor,
i U]ig;: my word 1 shall report your
msolence to Mr., Queleh as well zs
your tronagression,™

“ Please yourself I

Billy Bunter, behind tho corner,
grinned. Smithy was the man to %’m
;?Im [meddiing Acid Drop what ha azked
or

Bunter listened for more. But thera
was no more. Hacker, apparently, bad
gona on his way, leaving Vernon-2mith
to go back to the school at his leisure.
A mioute later, Bunter heard the gatlo
open and shut. 3mithy was gope—litila
dresming how ncar hia quarry was oll
tha time. And the nstute fat Owl gave
both Bmithy and Hacker plenty of tima
to :ilqt clear before he ventured to depars
m
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In The Dark !
gonl 1”  murmuare]

£ LESS my
Bl .,
IHe gazod into darkre:ss,

The spring dusk had fallen,
It was still light in the gued; but in
Head's corridor it was dark; apd the
olectrie light, of course, should have
been on. It was Trotter's duly to sco
ta that; but cither the Honse page had
forgotten his duty, for once, or.elio
somecne had since turned off the light,

Turning off the light in & corridor
was 8 lark somctimes indulged in by
unthinking fags. But it wos hardly
belicvable that the most unthinking fag
would venture to turn off the light in
Head’s corridor.

However it certainly was off. That
old ecorridor, one of the most aneient
parts of the bailding, with ita oak-
penelled walla black with agoe, was as
dark as inzide of a bat,

There waz a switch ok the corner
where it joined Masters’ Passage; but
that was ot some little distanco, Nearer
at hand was the green baize door that
led to the lead’s privato bouze. Dr.
Locke knew, of course, every inch of
that old corrider, which his feet had
trodden for meore than o guarter of a
contury.  So, though he blinked inlo
the darknoss in surprise, with a spot of
annoyance, ho stopped out of his study
Ents:skt.hﬂ darkness and went slong in tha

ﬂr &

To reach the green beize door thak
was his objective he had fo pasa an
alcove in tho old wall. In that alcova
was o settee on which membera of the
=taff sometimes sot while waiting to sea
the Head. There was al:o a buolb,
vhich should have been liguted; but
which, like the other, waos ont.

But 2s he passed that alcove in tha
dark it eertamnly did not ecour to tha
headmaster of Greyfriara that thero
was danger in the ﬂl%ng.

He had not forgotien the prowler of
Greyiriars, the mysterions  night-
walker whose strange activities had
pxcited the school for woeks and whao
had never yet been dizcovercd, although
Ferrera Locko had sent his I;ﬂ:.r p.es1sks
ant, Jack Drake, to the school spacially
to root out. Much had been expectad
of Drake, trained by (lhe famous
Baker Btreet detective; but, so far, the
schoolboy detective had not gob  his
mer,

So far from having forgoticn iha
prowler, Dr. Locke had Leen thinking
of him in his study; debating in his
mind whether the prowler was, ns Draka
believed, an outsider, or whether b
was some Greviviars senior who had
gone to the bad, like Randolpl Crockerx
g0 MANY yoears a%m

But, though tho mystery man was
actually in lys thoughts at the mament,



Dr. Lockoe never dreamed that he might
Le nt hand,

2o {ar the prowler had prowled only
at night, after the whoele schoel had
gone to bed, prowhing in the deep dark
hours ofter midnight. It did not ocour
to the Head that, with the lights off,
that dim old corridor was as dark as
midnight conld have made it, and that
tho prowler might prowl earlier than
was hus wont.

He could not have imagined any
reason why the mysterious rascal should
have done so.

But as he passed thet alcove, black
with darkness, his gown rustling as he
pasged, there was o sudden movement
i the dark.

In the same moment & sudden grip
was laid on the headmaster.

It was a powerful pgrip.

Dyr. Locke, silver-haired as he was,
was ne wonkling; but in that powerful
grasp he crumpled up helplessly.

In utter amazement he collapsed in
the prasping hands. It seemed te him
wore like some horrid dream  than
realily, More amazed than alarmed, he
could scarcely believe that this was
happening,

omcthing was banged down over hia
head. What it was the Head did not
Lnow. It was hard, and it scraped his
tose as it was banged down, and its rim
rested on bis shoulders, But for his

confusion of mind he might have
Euelﬁtaed that it wa: & wastepaper-
asket.

It was not a w}ri large basket! It
fitted Dr. Locke’s head fairly closely,
and Jammed rather tight.

“0Oh " came a splutter from inside if.

Dizzy with amazement and herror,
the Head bepan to struggle. But the
powerful grasp on him took no heed
of hus resistance.

His hands wers dragged behind him,
Lis slender wrists held in the grip of a
single hand. There woz a tearinﬁ and
rending sound. Then the Head felt
something whipped round his wrists
and knotted. Dimly he realised that
his echolastic gown had been rent to
furnish bonds for his hands.

e could see nothing! Even had it
been light, he could have scen nothing,
with the wuastepaper-basket jammed
over his face.

Inside tho basket ho gasped wildly.

Ha heard 8 sound of hurried breath-
ing closs at hand. That was all he
conld hear of his assailant.

Suddenly he realised that he was
alone !

That mysierious assailant, unseen,
almost unheard, had pone—vanishing
in darkness and silence.

Pr. Locke tottered. He collided with
the wall and leaned on it, gasping for
breath under Lis strange mask,

“Urrrggh I came from the interior
of the wastopaper-basket. “"Trerghl
Bless my soul! Wurrggh !V

He pulled himself together a little at
last. Ile collected his scattered wits!
Leaning on the wall, -he tried to call for
help. His wvoice came gasping and
muffled through the thickness of the
basket. It was doubtiul whether he
would be heard. Few came to Ilcad's
corridor unless bidden therc,

Detaching himself from the wall, the
headmaster tottered along the corridor.

With Lis handa tied behind him, he
could not prope his way., Ile bumped
into one wall, then into the other.

liﬂ:t
¢

Then, at last, a glimmer of
came dimly through the basket.
had emerged from the dark corrider,
m'in_} %-Iaad:-:rs’ Paszago, where there was
o hghl.

““IHeip!” pazped ihe Head, “0Oh!
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Muffled, his gasping veice camo from
the interior of the basket,
“LHelp! Oh! HMHelp!™

S

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Waming For Smithy !

L ERNON-SMITH !
‘f‘ My, Quelch’'s wvoice was

stern_ and his brow was grim.
“Yes, sirl"
Bounder sullenly. )

Hea was standing before Mr. Quelch 1n
the Remove master’s study. He had
been called into that study immediately
he reached the school., The Acid Drop
had lost no time in reporting him to
his Form-master,

“] am informed, Vernon-Smith, that
you have been out of school bounds and
in & spob that is specially forbidden by
the headmasicr to all Greyfriars boys 1™
said Mr. Quelch sternly.

The Bounder scowled and stood
silerit, Smithy was not very particular
about the truth in dealing with a beak;
but 1t was no use denying 1t :

“1 must deal very severely with this,
Vernon-Smith 'Y zaid the Remove
master. “To & thoughtless boy of a
better character than your cwn I might
be lecnient. But you—="

muttcred the

believe that statement, Vernown-Smith,”
he answercd coldly, *You had bLeticr
gay no more.” :

*1t's the truth, &n.”

“Bav no morel I have noe choice but
to send you to your headmpster,” eaicd
Mr. Quelch. “I have cancd you once
to-day, Vernon-Emith, for having cigar-
etbes n your study. Within an hour
of your punishment you have been seen
out of echool bounds, at the residence of
a bad character, I have no doubt that
Dr. Locke will administer a Aogging, if
he does nob take still more scvero
measates,”

“1 never woent into the hut, sir—and
never saw Crocker——"

“That will do ™

“I can tell vou why I wend, sir!™
said the Bounder. He certainly did not
want te tell his Form-master that he
had been in vengeful pursuit of the
fat Owl on account of that =ix in his
study. Bub anything was beiter than
being sent up to the Head. Fellows
who were sent u[l to the Head had tho
d?ﬁnger of oxpulsion looming in tha
offing.

Mr. Quelch mterrupted him sharply.

“1 ecannct take wour word, Vernon-
Smith! You are too well-known to be
unserupulous in suely matfers. I am
perfectly well aware that you would
not hesilate Lo deceive me”

(ontinued on nemd page.)

“T'va done no harm[” muttered
Smithy.
He lknew whl}t
was in Mre, Quelch’s
mind. There had
becn rumours—

more then rumours
—of reckless fellows
getting  mixed - wprd
with that disropat-
able old boy, Han-
dolph Crocker.
Sporting  transac-
tions wero sugpected
—or mote than sus-
pected.

One Remove boy
~James Duck—had
been given a heavy
impot and detention
for visiting Crocker
and this, in spite of
the fact that James
Duck was in reality
Jack Drake, Terrers

Locke's nasistant,
who was ot ihe
seliool te troack
down thoe scerct
prowler.
The Doander’s
reputation was far
fromm  good.  Mr. | start you off !
Queleh had mno
doubt why he had

gone to the hut on
tho spinney.

Dut, for onece, the

: ' =t
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“I've dﬂlna no
harm!® he ro-
oo mit e e < HAVE YOU GOT
saw Crocker, and 3 ,
never went there to ” ﬂs *
gee him. 1 noever

thought of him"

Mre. Quelch's lip
curlod. 1

Yo will hardly
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siithy Lk his lip. Therp were
ctrtain drawbacks te his system of deal-
ing with beaks. Put he made another
attentpt.
]1'“ Bunter knows, zir, if you caroe to ask
.

“Bupter ?”” repeated Mr  Quelch.
“What has Buntor to do with ity
Yomon-Bmith 7

“I was after him, sic.”
“After him[®  said My, Quelch
Llankly.

“I wasz going to rag him for giving
mae away in my study this. afterncon,”
said tho Bounder desperately. " He
senttled out of gates un-:t-dad]g&d me 1in
Friardale Lane, and I lhuuﬁ it he had
dodged into the spinney, as I could not
ii]u[d” him. I woent after him. That i3
all.

“Tpon my word !" eaid My, Quelch.

“ Bkinner knows—he was helping me
lock for Buonter ! Duck knows—he saw
n_m1-|:ut- after him! That's tha truth,
El].' FRL]

Mr. Quelel’s brow was like thunder,
Ilo conld see that this was the truth,
but 1t made him angrier than before.
Ilainly 1t was the truth, when 1t was
only neccssary for the Remove master
to refer to Bunter, Duck, or Bkinner
for coufirmation or otherwise.

“Vernon-3mith ! You dare to tell me
ihat you intended to rog; as you call it,
the Remove bey who, quite by accident,
caunsed the discovery of your delin-
quency to-day. You do not, it appears,
lay the blame upon your own bad
conduct.™

The Pownder did not answer that.
What he had admitted was enough to
make Quelch coxtremely angry; but ik
was not & matier for eganding him to
the Fead. He could see thot he hod
escaped that.

“T hardly know what to say Lo you I™
eontinued Mr. Quelch. “Had nat
already “ennod you, and only o shord
time ago, I should now cane you most
severele, Vernon-Smith, I accept your
statement, though I =hall eértainly
mgitire iote its troth. Boat—"

“You'll find it's true, sirl” muttered
Smithy.

“No doubt! For what vou liave eon-
feszed, Vernon-S8mith, you will take an
inposition of a whole book of Virgil.
You will be detained for extra French
on both half-holidays this week.”

Bmithy breathed hard. It was better
than heng sent up to the Head; but it
was a heavy pumishment. Only in ex-
ceptioual cases were fellows given such
gn impot a3 o book., And detention
on Wednesday nnd Saturday meant
entting the foothall, Smithy, with all
his faults, was a keen footballer, and a
valued man 1 the Bemove eleven.
Atill, it was betler than going to the
Head !

"And mark this® went onm Quelel,
“I shall keep this matter under observa-
tion, Vernon-8mith. I shall, if neces-
zary, questton Banter, If I find that
vou have laid & Gonger on Bunter—if I
find that you have given him any
irouble whatever—I shall take you to
your headmaster and request him not to
Hog you, but to expel you from the
school. Tnlesa you desire to leave Grey-
friavs, Yerpon-Smith, you will lkeep
vour revengeiul and arrogant tomper in
check 1"

Amitky did not =peak.

“Now leave my study | rapped Mr.
Glueleh.

And the DPounder; in sunllon silence,
left it.

As he stepped [rom the doorway, a
strange figure totterod jnto the passage
from the corridor cornar, a little farther
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up. It uttered strange sounds as it
tottered.

Vernon-Bmith fairly jumped.

“(Oh gad ! he gasped, * What——"

He stared blankly at the strango
figure with the wastepaper-basket
jammed down .over its head and its
hands tied behind in the tail of the
gown | That it was a master he could
gee, but he did not realise at tho
moment that it was the headmaster,

“Oh scissors ! gasped Smithy.

Mr. Quelch stared across the study at
him in the doarway.

“Vernon-8mith! I have told you to
go! What——"

Amithy turned a grinning face round
to him. Then, as the mumbling, muffled
voics called for help from the interior
af the basket, tho trath dawned on him
and his grin faded suddenly away.

Had it been Hacker or Prout it would
have amused Smithy, but even the reck-
jess Bounder respected his headmaster
and was really horrified aa he realised
that this was Dr. Lecke.

“The Head ! he gasped.

And, without answering Mr, Quelch,
he shot towards the etrange ligure to
i‘ﬂg&iér ‘Eﬂ?iﬁ” ] 14

r. uaje staring, Crosse Lho
study to the door. Then, at the sight
of the stariling form, he almost fell
down,

" What—what—who——" he stutterad.

“Help! Pray assist me! Help!®
came muffled from the inverted waste-

paper-basket.
“Dr, Locko!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
And he rushed after Bmithy to tho

roseno of the Head.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Unprecedented !

({3 ALLG, hallg, halle ™
H “Who is it 1"
“What iz 1t

“Ha, ha, hat*

“Is it the Acid Drop i+

“Oh, my hat! Hs, ha, hai?

It was close on leck-up, and fcllows
wers coming into the House when the
news spread that something woas on in
Masters’ Paszage.

Prout, the master of the Fifth, waa
soen running—and it was seldom ihat
the pﬂﬂl{r rout was seon im quick
motion. Monstenr Charpoentier, at thae
corner of Masters’ Passage, was gesticu-
lating with hands and arms, and slmost
with his legs, in his excitemcent, and
cjaculating “Ciet! Ciell Ciel I Other
amazed voices were heard, exclaimimg
and ejaculating.

Masters” Passage was o sacred spot,
whore it was unheard-of for a crowd to
gather. But o crowd gatheved ilicre,
almost in the twinkling of an eye.

Harry Wharton & Co., and about Gy
other gelluws, crowded and ovamoeed,
staring at the strange scone. Wingate
and Gwynne and other prefects waved
the excited juniors back.

But they could all see what was en.
A tottering fipure steod full in view,
with a8 wastepaper-basket jammed eover
its head, Vernon-Smith was gra]gjpiin__
with the knots round the wrists ehing
that strangs hgure—2Ir. Guelch was
endeavouring to get the wastopapor-
basket off. Hacker was there, helping
him, and rather getting in the way-—
Mr. Capper and Mr. Wiggine were
looking on, with distended ayes. From
Mossoo, wavi excited hands, came In-
cossantly, “Ciel!l Maon Dicu! Cipl!”

It was not ensy to rescue the Head!
That wastepaper-basket fitted close and
tight; it seraped on the Head's majestid
no=g as Quelch :trove to extract it

Muilles; gurgling sotuds ecame from
within,
“Who ia it1"” g:mgmd Harry Wiarton.
“"Tain't Hacker I exclaimed Hobson
of tho 8hell. “There's the Acid Prop—
with Queleh.”
“But who—>"
“The Head!”
whis

(11

cama a thrillisg

r from somehody.
he Head ™ was repealed m horris
fied wecents: and the sound of ehinckling
died away at once. If the victim of this
onteage was the Head, oo

amazinﬁ :
fellow had any inclination to chuckle.

“The Head!” said Harry \Whartou,
almost dazedly. “ Whe'd dare~—s"
“It can't be tho Headl” gasped

Nugent,

“It jolly well i1 Dbreathed DBob

wrry.,  * But who—and how—whai
mad ass can have been ploying pranks
with the Big Beak 1%

“(Goodness gracions! Is somelhing
the matter ¥ bleated a mild voice, os
James Duck came pushing through the
crowd,

“Don't barge 1™

“rerrout ¥

“It's tho ITead |®

“But who ean have done thist" siut-
tored Bob Cherry, “It's the Head all
right!" But who—"

“Tha jﬂﬂg old prowler again!” sawld
Bkinner, kinner was ihe firet 1o
guess. " Bet you it's the prowleri”

“The awful rotter ! breathed Llavry
Wharton.

“The prowler—earlier than uspal ¥
said Bkinner. “ Davlicht raid by the
jolly old prowler, my beloved ‘earers.
e got Quelch, and Hacker once—now
he's got the Head 17

“The prowler ™ passed f[vomm one
fellow to another. As soon as the
prowler was mentioned, they had ne
doubts, It was the unknown mystery
man of Greyiriars who had done thisl
Never before had he prowled, except-

ing by might. For the first time, -ho
had prewled at an' carly hour, But
nobody doubted that 1t was the
prowler |

“ Look I”* breathed Coker of the Filth.

The wastepapor-basket came off ot
last. The Head was revealed—his faco
crimson.  Smithy, finding that he eould
not deal with tho knots, used his
socket-knife, and the lhoadmdster’s
rands came free.

Dr. Locke paszsed "a hand over his
forehead. He blinked dizzily. Hao
tottered, end Mr. Quelch's strong arm
supported him.

“ My dear sir!” gasped Mr. Queleh.
“My dear sir!” Ho supported tho
Head with one hand—with the other ha
gestured (o Vermon-8mith to go, and
the Bounder jeined the buezzing crowd
down the passage.

“0Oh1” pasped the Head, *Al(®

“Who has donc this?” boomed Prout,
'rout was purple with indignation,
“Who can have—who would dare—-"

" Who—" gasped Mr. Hacker.

* Guprecedented ! boomed  DProul.
“Inparalieled.”

"Monn Dieul
Mon Dien |7

“I was seized.” The Head was ealne
ing himself. "The lights had benn
furned off, and I was seized in tha
dark=—undoubtedly by the unknown
person  whe 18 called ‘the prowler.
Mr. Queleh, kindly assizt me to My
house.™ ]

Leaning  rother leavily on AMr
Oueleh’s nrm the Head moved slownly
away,

Lights had been switched on in tha
corridor ; olready Wingate and geveral
other ' prefects wero hunting for somis
sign of the aszailant, but without nuch

Mais cola—cola————



Billy Bunier drew aslde a corner of the blind and peered cautiously out,
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He had a back view of Vernon-Smith disappearing

among the trees. ** Beast [ *’ breathed the fat Removite. He did nof need telling that the Bounder was searching for him,

Lopo of finding auy. Dr. Locke dis-
gppeared from the starg of 1numerable
Cyes.,

My, Quelch opened the green haize
door in the corridor and passed through
with the Head, and it closed behind
ithom, Pr. Locks, in o vory ug;;tutmi
state, was led away to his houze by the

sympathetic Removo mastor.
The Greyfriars crowd were lefl
buzzi

i Tﬁmard of I* boomed Prout! “Un-
precedented 1Y Prout waved plump
handa at the buzzing crowd. * What
nre all these boys doing hera? This is
no place for a crowd!l Co away! Dis-
perse at onco |

The bLell was rpinging for call-over,
The crowd dinpnrasﬁdu in o alate of cx-
citeinont  that conld not have been
cxpreszed in words—though they wore
brying to cxpress it in innuwmerable
words,

It  was, a3 DYroubt declared, un-
precedented.  'Thoe seoret prowler  had
prowled and pilfored, and 1n the courso
of Lis prowlings and Ei::ilfqringa Le had
handled a prefcot and o master, Bul
that he would over venluro to lay dis-
respectiul honds on the Hend, no ono
had ovor droamed. 'They could. hardly
Leliove it now thot it bad happened,

In Hull, thero was o ccascless buzz of
voiecs, Queleh did not appear there
apparontly vemaiuing with the agitate
headmaster. Mr. Hacker took the roll.
"Whe prefecta in voin ealled for silence;
Hacker's voico could hardly Lo heard
through the buze that continually went
o,

It wos ot the lask mownent, beforo the
doors wore shut, that a fab guful*ﬂ
pqueczed in and joined the ranks of iho
Remove just in {ime. Billy DBunter
blitked uneasily ab the Bounder as he
jolited up,

He bad loft it (il ibe last minute to
dodge 1hat beast, bl he Lad 2erious ap-

rehenzions of what might
im afier roll.

To his surprise, and his rclicf, tha
Bounder took no notice of him. Ile did
not even give him a scowl,

The bhopeful fet Owl hoped that
Amithy had gobt over hizs tanitrams by
this tima. With a beok on hand,
nnd twe detentions, it was unlikely that
Bmithy would get over lis tantruma in
a hurry! But he was mindful of Mr,
Cueleh’s prim warning, and the fat Owl
was safe from the punches and thumps
Bmithy bad had in store for him.

“1 say, you fellows, is anything on¥®
whispered Bunter, 83 he realized that
Lo was in the midst of an atmosphere
of thrilling cxcitement.

Bunter, for opce, had miszed
nows !

Whilo the whole sclioe! thirilled with
it, from tho head of the Sixth down to
tho smallest and inkiest faz in  the
Seceond, Billy Bunter was  blissfully
unaware that anything out of the nsual
had ocourred |

It was probabiv fhe first timo on
record thot Willimn George Dunter was
ilig last man to hear the news!

“ What's up?" breatied Bunier,

“*Haven't you heard, fathead?”

“Wol What—"

“The Head's been yagged—"

“Wha-a-t "

" Bonneted
Liasket—"

- 0Oh erikey !

“By the prowler—-"

ﬂﬂ !:".l

Billy Dunter glared at the Dounder,
ITo had missed this—seen nothing of it!
It was the most thrilling sensakion that
had ever thrilled Gr@gﬂ;iara Sehool,
end through that beoast ithy, Bunter
had missed it all1 Billy Bunter would
havo miven n whole bag of jam taris
just then to boot the Bounder from ono
ciud 0 Elall Lo the other!

bappen Lo

tho

with @  waslepayper-

THE TENTH CHAFPTER,
Ticked Off !

AMES DUCK, the following morn.
ing, tapped on Mr. Queleh’s study
deor, opened the same, and looke
in—over his steel-rimmed pglasses,
Mr. Queleh looked back at him

grimly.

He did not bid the now junior enter.
Apparently he did not want lun 1o
Cnter. R

Regardless of what his Form-masicy
might or might noi wont, James Duck
stepped into the study and zhut tho
aoor after him.

“Well?” rappod [r. Quelch, “ Why
Liave vou coma here. Drake* I have
not scut for you”

The schoolboy  detective compicesaed
his lips. Ferrers Locke's assistant was
at Greyiriars School to desl with the
mysterious case of the sccrot prowler.
?uefch_ seemed rather to havo forgotien
that circumstance,

“1 expected to bo sent for before this,
sir!” he answered gquietly. :

fail to seo why.”

Drake locked nt hir, :

Outside, in the bright spring eun-
snine, Havey Wharten & Co. were punt-
ing a footer till the bell for class, The
window was open, and iley glhmpscd
James Dock in the etudy, in passing,

“That ass ix for it again!” Bob
Cherry remarked. “I wonder what tho
gilly duffer's done this timei"

And the Famous Five all folt a spol
of sympathy for the duffer of the Re-
move, nothing doubting that it was for
somo fatheaded blunder or other that
that ass Duck was on tho carpet!

James Duck, otherwize Jael: Dralo,
did not glaneo at the juniors as they
passed momentarily in sight, His eyes
—which looked keen encugh when tho

(Continwed on page 16.)
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proviler, so ealled, i= an occupant of
this building, a3 was suappozed from the

firzt.”

“"Vory foar from it, sir,” spid Druke

auietly,

=
i "

I-pd:;a 13.}

. 3
gt &' t

{Continued ,f.l‘l:;i-l'ﬂ

lid
thern—were fixed on Queleh’s eola, grim

legl-rimmed glasses no  longer

face. There was a brief silence in the
studey.

“Did you eay you fail to sce why,
+ir i he noied ol lust

“X did ! said Mr. Quelch.

“You have hardly forgotten, sir, that
I cm here as o detestive—that it was
by your advige that the Head nsked Mr.
Locke to send me here—and that Me.
' Locke consented to do so, though Lo
required my assistonce in the search ho
i3 now meking for the escaped conviet,
Rupert Crook.” Drako’s voico was
quiet, but it was vory distingt,

“1 bave forgotton nothing 1 said Mr.
Quelch. " But if it is the fact that you
would be of assistence to Mr. l.ocke in
his search for the man Urook, I would
sigzest that there 1s no reason why ho
hould lack that assistance any longer.”

Dirnke drew a deep breath

“That means that you have lost faiih
i e, sirF”

“ Precizely 1 said My, GQuelch.

“May I ask whyt”

“ Certainly.” Quelch's voico was grim,
with &8 touch of sarcasm. " You have
now Leen here some wecks, Drake, and
you have discoverad nothing—but a
sories of mare’s nestsl You actually
came in eontact with the prowler onc
wight—but he cecaped. You gave him
a blow of which you fancied that he
wonld bear the mark—and as no euch
marle was traced on any face .in the
school the next day, you deduced, 23 I
think you would eall it, that the prowler
vame from outside the school—*

“There is no doubt sbout that, sir(”

“Theve i3 more than doubt wbout i
now, Drake. Your tracing the eurrency
noles taken from my study outside the
sthool certainly gave colour to it.  Dut
now—-="

“Now, sir, that tho headmaster Lios
beon attacked by the rasca] I expectod
{0 be ecalled 1o consultation et once.
Iustead of that, 1 have heard nothing
from you, aud o I hoave come here—"

““And I rﬁfoat- that I feil to sce
why,” said Mr. Quelch. *“I did not
intend {0 send for you, as it 1z clenr
now that it 1s of no use, Drake, Will
you maintain that the prowler is somoe
man outside itho school, after what
happened in iho Head's corridor last
prening ¥

“You girl”

“¥ou mapintain,” said Me. Quelcls,
raising his woice a little, “that in the
daylight—for at tho timo it was still
davlight out of doors, though dark
wihbin—in tho daylight o stranger
enterecd the school unseen, penetrated Lo
ihe Howze, lurked and waited there,
and aflterwards escaped unseen—thouglh
vven then it wasz not yob guite dark avd
many boys were out of the House 17

Theake did nob speak.

“If you maintain that, Drake, you
ean  only  do  so, think, from
cbslinagy,” ssid Mry, ?u&lch. “It is
now  unmistakably clear that  the
“Tie Macxer Laseany,.—INo, 1,622,
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B immensc  relief fo

Mr. Queleh made an irritated gesture.
“Tho Head and 1, ho eeid, * were
Lty your positive statement to
believo that you had made o dizscovery
—n valuabla discovery, for it was an
lieve that the
dastard was not a Greyiriars boy. ¥You
were in error—what has now occurred
proves clearly that you were in errvor.™

“I do not think so, sie.”

“Dao you doubt that the attack on tho

headmaster was the work of the person
called the prowler?” cexelaimed Mr
Quelch.

“MNa, sir; I do not doubt that.™

“You do not suggest that it was a
schoolboy prank, as i the ease of Mr.
Hacker a few days azoi?™ said DMy
Guelch sareastically.

“ Impossible, air."

“Quite! I am glad you can sco that,
at least! Wow, Drake, it i3 clear Lo my
voin bave been, all this time, on o false
Sty e

Drake interrapted the Remove master
without ceremony. As a schoolbdy in
the Remove he would have heositated to
do 50, as Iervers Locke’s assistant, at
Crreviviars on professionnl busziness, he
did not hesitate.

"¥ou are mistaken, sie”

“What " exelaimed My, Quelch.

“Mistaken, r1” said Drelo calmly.
_ Gueleh’s cyes glinted. They strayed
in the direction of the cane on his table,
o remombered in tine that he was
spealitng to a debective, not to a school-
Loy | ub that did nobt wake L less

annoyod.

g Q‘x.;'c-u havo been on a falso =scent,
Dirake. It i3 sheor obstinacy not to
admit it. Tho mero fact that the
grow]-::r has, for once, appeared earlicy
han usual, instead of prowling late ot
night, i3 proof of it Obviously his
itention, on this cccasion, was to make
that rascully and ruffianly attack upon
the licadmaster, Dr. Locke goes to his
own houso ab night, and at night, there-
fure, he is safo from the prowler, if Le
belongs to this school. Butb if he were
an outsider, ns you fancy, he could enter
the Head's privale houso as casily as he
cun enter the School! House.™

Drake did not snswer thak.

Indeed, to Quelch it scomed un-
answerable,
HUThoe prowler took risks—unusual

risks—in appearing at an carly Lour,
whilo it was yot light out of doora and
in sotne pirts of tho House,™ L said.
“QObvicusly it was beeaunse he planned
in attack the Head frem some fecling
of malico, and the Head i3 not here at
mghb." )

o ¢ ’I’mm no doubt of that, 2ir, But
1

“The prowler,” suid Mr. Quelch with
grim emphasis, “1s a CGreyiriars senior,
#3 yeb unknown! You have been
ubtterly in error, Drako. Of that I am
now convinced.  Belioving that your
cfforts here are useless, I sce no reason
for diseussing tho motter with you—or,
indeed, for you remaining here any
greator length of time.”

Drake set his lips, vory hard.

“This latest outrage,” continued M.
Quelch, “ia the climax. This cannot
continue, Drake. Either the police must
be aslked to assist, or & private detectivo
—older and more cxperienced—must be
called in.  That matter iz now under
ponsideration.™

“Will you give mo the details, sir, of
what occurrcdi™ asked Drake through
Liis set lips.

“1 sco mo ]i:lur;lmm in that, Drake.
However, T will tell vou, "The prowler—

zsome Lirevloiar: sonior, as I have aaid—-
turned off the lights in the corridor on
which the Head's study opens, and
waited in the dark. Neo one knows who
he was, but, plainly, only eomeone
belonging  to @reﬂrmm conld have
spproached the spot without being
specially noticed.”

Drake etood silant.
~ *The wretch appears to have waited
in tho alcove, near the door that leada
to tha Head's private house,"” went on
Mr. Quelch. " Dr. Locks was suddenly
seizad as he passed--and that is all that
18 known,™

VIt is not all that may be surmised,
sir, at oll ovents [ May I be given leave
from class—""

“Nol Y sce no purposs in it."

“I am lLiore to investizate, sir—""

“I have said that I regard vour in-
vostigpations as futile, Drake, leadin
only to misapprehensions, crrors, an
wild surmiscs. 8o long as you are here,
in the Itemove, you will attend Form
like other Eemovae bovs. your leisure
hours,” ndded Mr Queleh, *you may
make oll the investigntions vou desire.”

“This is hardly treating me quite

fairly, &#ir,” said Torrers Locke's
aszistant, colouring uwnder Quelch's
BAYCAZI,

“I do net agrecl Yen have had
every oppoctunity, &nd nothing has
come of 1t. If you chooso to remain, I
ehell nob send you away, Lut I cannot
affect to believe that your cfforts here
are of any uze. Please Jeavo my study,”
Jack Drake opened his lips; but he
shut them uﬁum. _He left the Hemovo
nrastor’s sto without onotiher word,
and heard Mr. Queleh grunt ex-
presaavely as hie clozed the door,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter The Bold !

i CIIEEK‘E’ cad 1"  eaid Dilly
Buntce.
And-as the poet has put it

—all the weorld wondercd |

After class, in Rog, there werc a
good many Remove fellows gathercd;
many of them discussing the starltling
ovent of the provions duy; others moro
intercsted in matters that wore uewrly
cencerned themsslves,

Among  the latter wero Ilarey
Wharton & Co., who wero chiefly
interested in the fect that they were
playing the 8hell ut football on Wednes-
doy afternoon, and  that  Herbert
YVorpon-83mith bad to be left ont of tho
team. _

The Bounder was savezo in inood,
bitterly incenscd, and resentful, and
Harry Wharton was intenzely 1rritated
and sanoyed.

Smithy was & man who knew lis
value, and was rather given to putiing
on a spot of swank in cousequence.
Thet was quite enough for a foolball
ekipper to tolerate. Rcally, it was in-
tolerable for the follow to have fo cul a

ame in which bhe was wanted to pluy,
or no reasonn but tho reckless indul-
genco of an arrogant temper.

“Y¥ou fathead!” the captain of tho
Remove was saying, when Billy Bunter
rolled inte the Rag. "You crass ase!l
You had to get dotained 1"

“Think asked {or detenbiont”
snarled the Bounder.
“¥es, I dol” enapped Wharlow.

“FYou wonldn't pot it if yon dide't o«
for it1 Aro you poiur (o eslk meo io
bolieve that Quelch lhas given you
detontions for nothing 7'

"It was that fet fool Bunior's foult ™

And it was then that Billy Buutey
woighed in, To tho general nmazo-
ment, Duater rolisd vp to the angey



And irvitated Bouudes, Bxed his big
spectacles on him with o scorniul blink,
atnd called him & cheeky cad!

Vernon-Smith made a movement of
rage—but he checked himself Ie had
to keep hig tc.mEmr with Bunter mnow,
whatever might have been the case the
Jay before. He Jdid nob want lo be
walked off to the Head to be sacked |

“Worm "' continued Bowicer, blinking
defisnce.  “Rat 1™

“You fat fool—"" heeathed Smalhy.

“Don't bo cheeky, Bmiihy 17

“I—I—I—" gaspcd the Boundor.

“Hold vour cheeky fongue!” Bunter
ndionished.

To the amazeineni of all ihe Rag, the
Bounder held it! 1lis face was almost
convulsed with Fary.  But ho =tood
silent. .

The Famavs Five Isoked ot him and
at Bunter, Other  Remove fellows
looked frant ane to tha other, and from
thoe othar to the ene. Temnle, Dabney &
Co., of the Fourih, whe were in the
Rag, gpave attention. Iiilly Bunter, so to
spanls, had the hopsa ! _ .

It was really  astosshing—indeed,
stnpefying !

All ihat day Dunter had been care-
fully and sedulously avoiding the
Bownder, Cavefully as he had kept ont
of his wav, he had becn expecting
“mithy o hong for him, and had been
groatly relieved that Siwithy hadn't.
MNow, however, all hiz Jdread scomed to
have departed,

The Toundey was al {he moment in a
distinelly savagn temper.  Bunter might
have been oxpected w give him a wider
berth than ever, i

Instead of which; G fat and fatuous
Owl marched up to hiti as bold as
brass and called bhiwy naomes!

Really, it seomed time for the skies
to falll And the moest amazing thing
was that tho Bounder kept his hands
off the fat junior who thus hurled
defiance before o crowd of fellows.
Unly too elearly, Bwithy was in a mood
to punch somebody. et o did not
punch Bunter ! .

“Hallo, halle, Lalle?®  ejaculatod
Gob Cherey. " Gono batehy, Bunter?”

“0h, roslly, Cherry-——*"

“The batchfulness must be terrifie [”
said Hurree  Jzmset Ram  Singh
“You aro asking o be slain slaughter-
fully, my estesrned idiotic Dunter 17

“(h, eeally, Inky ! Think I'm afraid
of Smithy 17 snoered Bunier disdain-
tully, “You may bal LU'd pull his car
a4 snonr o3 look at lam1?

“Ob eriler ™ ejacualated Skinner, in
wonder, " Mad az o hatter 1

*Cheeky cadi®  repeated DBunter.
*That's what vou are, Smithy, o cheeky
cad ] Chazing a follow like a mad dog
beecause Quoleh pove you zix for having
vour filthy =mokes in the siudy ! Well,
vou try 1t an azain, that’s alll  Juss
ey it wnl”

Every feilow in the Rag cxpected to
seer Herbort Vernon-Bmith hurl himself
at the fat Owl like a fhniderbolt. But
Mmithy i pot i, 1is faco was
crimson witlt fory, but ho did not stir,

* Funliy=—what 7 epoeved Bunter.

And st the Bounder did not stir.

“Well, ihis Dbeats Banagher I =aid
Dol Cherry, " Reddy, ¢id man, have
vou heen téacking Bpuihy to keep his

temper 17

Tom Redwing only stared.  The
previous day be had counselled hiz hot-
Licaded chum to leava %un_i‘ar alone, and
lad received only an angry snarl for
answer. Teaching Sinithy to keep his
femper was a task far bevond Heddy's
powers. Redwing understood ihis scere
it:] nice that any other fellow in the
nilin.

Punter grinned vicwrieusly,
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Whatever was the mysicrious cause of
the fat Owl's sudden and sirange rock-
lessnezs, evidently Ins fear of the
Bounder waz gouc. Bunter was full of
beans |

“I say, you fellows,’™ went ou the fat
Owl, “wyou saw that cheeky cvad get
after e yesterday—because q:;_e che
gave him six for his putrid smolang !
Chasing & fellow all over the shop! 1
had to dodge inte Crocker’s place to
keop  elear  of hum—Hacker nearly
spotted mae  ihere when he spotted
Smithy !, Hunting a icllow all over
the shop—that's the sort of cheeky cad
he is! I'm jolly glad the Acid Drop
spotted him—he, he, heo 1"

“8o that's why you've gob deten-
lions, Vernon-Smith " cxclaimed tha
captain of the Romove angrily, * Ask-
ing for if, as ususl .

“Co and eat coke!™ snarled Bmithy.

“That’s whv,” prinned Bunter, * and
serve him jolly well right! Do you
hear that, Bmithy, you cad? Serve you
jolly well right1”

The Bﬂunﬁer’ﬂ ercs burned.

“Next time,” pursued the cheery

Owl, “I won't keep ecloar of you,
Smithy !  Next time I’ smack your

cheeky head! CGot that?

“You fat, foothng sdiot—"

“Bhut uwp!” interrupted Ponter, 1
Jui't  want apy  cheek  from  vou,
Herbert Vernon-Bmith ! Fve wo use for
your tantrums, I can tell you!”

“We're dreaming this 17 said DBob
Cherry. : :
. “You can ﬁﬁ'ﬂ Redwing vour checky
jaw I sneered Bunter. e will stand
it—1 won't! I'd smack wour head as
gsoon a5 look at you!l Beal”

“Why dov’t you smasit hiwr up,
Smithy ?” psked the wondering Bkinner,
“Find out!” grunted the Bounder.
“He, he, be! Let him lay & finger
on me Y chuckled Bunter., ““lle jolly

well don't dare?! He, by, he i

Really, it looked: as if the DBounder
did not dare! Anyhow, he Jid not lay
a finger on the grinning Owl. Obvicusly,
he was ::m;I}l_v,r :f-:-arm% ko boot Buntey
all round ihe Rag. ut he did naot.

Slowly, he turned away and, with g
crirnson face, walked out of the Rag.
Every ecye followed him, till he was
gone, ‘Then every eye turned, with one
aceord, on Bunter, The juniors gozed
at him in wonder,

Bunter grivned complacently.

“Just sz well for hiny he’s cleared
off V" e remavked, “I had a3 jully
poodd mind to smack his head 1™
M What on carth,” asked Boh Cherry,
“has come over that fat frog? Whai's
come over Sntithy 7

“He, he, Lhel?

“"Goodness  Lnows!? said Harry
Wharton, mystified. “Where have you
veked up all Lthis cheek all of a sudden,

unter i’ .

“Oh, rveally, Wharlon! Thivk I'm
afvaid of s cad like SBneithy ¥ asked
Bunter contemptuonsly.

“¥es, rather I

“Yah! I'll jolly well chow Lim
wlheither I'm afraid of lum or net!”
declared Dunter.  *There’s fellows in
this Form afraid of Bmithy’s rotten
temper.  I'm not one of ihem, I can
tell yont Lot I cave for lus lemper !

“You zeemed lo care just o cpob
vesterday I grinned Bob Clicrey., “'Wae
L b han Aenitiy whalis e, Talted 1=

“And ihe bolifulucss was lerrific”

“Well, I'll jolly well show hio (™
suid  DBuntor. I shew  the  cad
whether I'm afraid of him oy ngt! 1
never was airaid of anybody, i you
come to that - K

“ Mot even Tubb of the Thivd, when
hie chased you up fo the Reomovei™
a-foed Pranlk Nwzernd,

h¥ ]

“Ha, ha, ha ™

2 W‘:}h, I ain’t afraid of a swanking
cad like Smithy | IH show him! I've
got  pluck ! said Bunter. “All s
fellow needs to do is to stand up to a
chirty brate Like Smithy snd tell him
off | Tt simply needs a littla pluck'!
Well, I've got o little pluck 1™

“¥ou have!” agreed Bob, “Very
little, in fact!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Yehl TYou've heard mo gl
Smithy where lhe pgots off 1" sgid
Bunter. “Hes pot off—lw, he, he!

Let him get after me again, that'a alll
I'll thow him! Mind, Quelch hasnt

catd  anything 1" added Buntex
coutiously,

“ Queleh I*

“Wot o word! spid  Buaunker.

“Queleh hasn't intorfored in this matier
at all, He never spoke to me ghout it
after clasg!” )

“Ol!” wvelled Bob Cherry. “That
accounts for the milk in the ecconut!
What did Quelch say, Bunty?”

“Nothing! Not a werdl Newer
mentioned it! He didn't say a word
about it when he called me hack after
class, In fact, he never called me back
after class. 8o far as I know, Queleh
knows nothing about it. He never raid
that he had warned Smithy to leave e
alone”

“Oh I

“Nothing like it 1” said Bunier, “I
you fellows think he asked me whether
Smithy had been alter me, yvou're guite
wistaken. Ho never said that he was
going to sce that Vernon-Smith Jdidu't
pay me out 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” ] o

“Queleh knows nothing about it. I'm
not the fellow to hide behind a beak,
1 hope!” said Bunter, with digmity.
"T]lw faet 15, that Bmithy's afrard of
nie *

“Ha, ha, la!” yeled the juniors

“You can cackle!” said Bunter
“You'll sen! Smithy will jolly well be
taken to the Head if he lays a finger
on me, I know that! I mean, I shopld
puneh him in the eye if ho had the
cheek to ]&E o finger on me! Hi It in
the eye! I'd give him a pair of black
eyes, hike Loder got from the prowler |
"That's what lwo's afraid of ! Did you
fellows notice him trembling ¥ -

“Ha, ha, ha ™ ]

“ Blessed if I see Egn:,rl.Innig to cackls
at!  You waik a bit! Tf he comes
back into the Rag I'll smack bis head
as soon as he comea inl” declared
Bunter valiantly.,

At whiel the jumors wvelled.

Fortunately, Smithy  did npot come
back into the Rag! But it was prob-
:nh]'g]aal fortunate for Dunter as for
manthy

L

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

Doubting Thomases )

i DEER, ain't 1it?%
“ Frightiully queer 1™
“The queorfulnesza is
terrifie 1™
“Quecrer still, if 1t was tene 17
James Ducl, as he came Lo Situdy

No, 1, bheard those remarks from
witlif.

The new junior locked his usual sny
aid sheepish self, bubt s face was not
quite =0 cheery as wsual, Mr. Quecleh’s
words, that morning, lingered in the
se¢hoolboy dotectivie’s mind  nob
pleasantly,

Harry Whavten & Co, were alrcady
at tea in the swdy. and the table wey
graced aud adoveed by the fat ii;mr-a
of William George Bunter. Five faccs
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wore broad smilee—Bunter's was jammy
anet_ serious. ]
“I say, you fellows, it’s truc!” said

Bunter, with his mouth full. *It's

fearfully queer, but it's guite true !
“Bounds truo!™ said Boh, “Hallg,

halle, hallo, Ducky! VYon're lato!

{1oll Bunter over., and take hiz chair!™
“0h, really, Cherry——"

“This bex will do for me, thanks!™
=41 Duck, 1in his mild way, and he
drew o box to the table, pnd sat down
o tea. )

“Yowve missed Bunter's lalest 1” gaid
Bobh, with a chuckle. * But the fat old
Lbean will sing it over again, if you
wankb to- laugh ¥

“1 tell you it's truc I'" hooted Bunter,
_*Now, how can it bot'" nzked Bob
Cherry in an argumentative tone. It
come from you, old fat man. So how
can it be true "

“Beast™ Bunter blinked round the
lable. “ Any more jam?”

: ‘I"Iﬁﬁ* you cormorant; you've had tho
1uh

“Well, you fellows know I like jamn!
[ think you might get in a spot of jan
wien vou ask M

a fellow to tea—

“Nobody asked you, sir, she said !
zanz Bob,

“Weoll, I can 6l up on eake, I sup-
¥ e

“Buck up, Ducky, if you want any
cake | Tt won'l last long1”

“I say, you fellows——"" Billy Bunter
filled his copacious mouth to capacity
and spoke in  rather muffled tones
through & barrage of cake. “1 say, 1t's
truo,
but  1t’s—groogh !—true.
Crocker just wvoanished
trocooogh I

“Like & what "

“Oogh! ILiko & spectre! How he
rot out of that room I don't koow., But
w did! You see, he wasa't there, o
g 1musk have I

James Duack turned his stecl-rimmed
uslusses on Bunter.

Jock Drake was decply interested in
anything that unnunrnclf Crocker, iio
man he suspected of being the sceect
prowler of Greyfriarvs.

*Crocker 7 Le asked. “That man at
the spinney 7"

“¥ou know anll about him, Dueckyr”
grinned Bob. " Quelch gave you a de-
wention for going to sgee Lim, end we
litlied you back when wvou went thero
last Balurday. Silly asses mustn't kecp
bad company.”

“But whet about Crocker?™ aslked
Tk,

“He seems to have performed a won-
dvriul vanishing trick, if Bunter's got
iz right,” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
v, “Of course he hase’t !

“I tell you he did!” hootcd Bunter.
“1f you go and look at the hut you’ll
sce that tho back window's broken—
where 1 got in, to keep clear of that
icast Bmithy. Think I’'m stuffing youn ™

“No; 1 think you're trying to.”

“Iave you cver known me tell a lie 3
demanded Bunter indignantly,

“0h ertkey 1V

Fan me{”

“Help I”

“0Oh, reallv, yoa follows, it's o bit
hick fo doubt u pal’s word like this|
[ know it’s queer, but it did happen 1

“1 don’t think!®

*I tell you,” hooted Bunter, I saw
him go inte the hut; so I thought Lo
waa there, of conrso. As he didn't seem
to bo in the front room I went round to
ihe back. Xe wasn't there, either. And
I toll yvou the back door was bolted ou
iho inside, and the middle door was
tocked, with the key on my side. So
Low did he get out 1
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"That’'s an easy one!” grinned Bob,
“He didn't! You were in o blue funk,
old fat man, and fancied it all.”

“I didn't!” howled Bunter. *“I
looked all over the shop. The middle
door was locked, and there was the key
staring moe in the face. The back door
was bolted, and there was the bolt. The
window was Fastencd on the inside whoen
I busted it, He must have been in the
room to fasten both doors and tho
window. But how did Le zot out after
fastening the lot?”

“Echo answers that the howfulness 19
g_rrilﬁu 1" chuckled Hurrce Jamset Ram

ingh.

E Pn_rhnyﬁ he got up the chimney !
suggested Bob, “Sovt of thing he might
do—perhaps [

“He couldn™t!' answered Buanier
“It's too small for o man to get nto.
Desides, why should he? T can tell you
it beat me hollow.”’

Buuter gobbled cale, and the Famous
Five laughed. They did not, of course,
believe & word of it

Even when Bunter related what was
possible he did not always find be-
lievers. Now he wasz relating whot was
impossible. 8o ik was no wonder that
five doubting Thomases chuckled at his
statements,

For once, as it happeucd, strange s
bis story was, Bunter waes telling the
truth. But ne Bemove fellows could
be expected to guess that one.

“That sounds wery cxtroordinary,
Eanter ! bleated James Duck.

“A bit too extracrdinary!” chuckled
Bob. *‘That man Crocker may be ablo
fo disappear into space like a Boojum,
but I'd rather sec him do it bLefore I
guite believed it

“He, Lia, ha 1"

“0Of course, he couldn't have disap-
peared into space,” admitted DBunter.
“But whero was he? e was there,
vou kuow, but ho wasn't ithere, Aan'i
that quece ?”

“Oh, feavfully IV

“Hu, ha, hal” )

“Neverﬂ?murd of anvihing quecerey,”
said Jeohnny Bull.  * When o fellow's
there ho's gonerslly there, or there-
abouts. What are you telling us this rot
for, Bunter i

“0h, really, Bull—" .

“Come on,” said Bob, rising from
the table; “still time for & spot witl
the footer., Coming, Ducky #”

“I haven't finished tea yet.”

Harry Wharton & Co. woent ont of the
study, leaving James Duck to finish his
tea, with Billy Bunter for company.
They did not guess that it was rather
Bunter's company than tho unfinished
tea that kept James Duck there. For
once in a way, there was a fellow keen
and eager to hear what the fat Owl had
to relate.

“Peasts 1" remarked Duonter, as the
Famous Five went. “Making ocut a
fellow's Epun-ﬁﬂgt T sny, Duclk, 1t really
Lappened, you know. Tﬂdd{ laughed,
just like those beasts, when I told him
vesterday. But it did really happen.”

“It scems very curious indeed,
Bunter,” said Duck, blinking at him.
“1 should like to hear all about it. It
ig really vory interesting.”™

Bunter needed less encouragement
than thuat to wag his podgy chin. Be-
{ween pobbles at the coke he related ot
lengith hiz etrange adventure of the pre-
vious afternoon.

James Puclk listened with a really
flatiering interest. Every mow end then
ho bleated a question, ovidently quite
interezsted in the strangoe tale.

“And that’s how I came to miss sce.
ing the Bip Beak with the wastepaper-
basket on his nut,'” eaid Bunter. “All
ithrough that ead Bmithy ! You sce, that

prowser ot the Head while T was com-
ing back afterwards. I had to wait for
that benst to get clear,  But, I say,
ain’t it gueer about Crocker ¥?

“Indeed it e raurmuered Duck.
“Very queer indeed, Bunter |

“And nobody  bolieves it said
Bunter. “They all think I made it up.
Me, you know=—as if I'm the fellow lo
make anything up 1’

The. last crumb of eake being gone,
and DBunter having finished the few
lnmps of sugar that remained in the
sugar-basin; the fat Owl rosoc to depart.

James Duck looked deeply thoughtful
when be had rolled out of Study No. 1.
Ilis eyes pleamed over Lis steel-rimmed
glassea.

Of El]]i the fellows who lad heard
Bunter's remarkable story, James Duck
was the ouly fellow that believed it.
And he Leheved it without o doubt,
because it lct in o new and unexpected
Hg-ht' onn what had puzzled and Eaﬂ!ed

.

That Randolph Crocker was the
prowlcer of Greyiriars he knew: but how
Crocler penctrated inte o locked and
bolted house at night without leaving
a trace he did not know. Dut a light
Wis Ellmmn'.-ring into his mind now—ii
Rendolphr Crocker really had disap-
peared from a room. of which all the
exits were fastened inside.

Obviously, if it had happened, there
was smne seeret way out of that room,
Lthough that faect had not dawned an
the fet ond obtuse inielleet of DBilly
Bunier. And where did tlat scerel way
lead?

To Greevlriars School§

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Who Goes Down ?

114 TS E;ﬂing?"
" Nobody 1#
IHerbert  Vernon - Smiih

asked the gquestion alter
Iighis-out in the Remove dormitory.

%-Ia,a'r;.' Wharton answered it curtly,

Wingate of tho Bixth Lhad scen lights-
out for tho Remove and left the juniors
to repose. DBut the Removites, so far,
were not repozing. Even Billy Bunter’s
snore- had not yet begun to rumble.

“Waobody like the idea of a dormitor
eproad 1 inguired tho Bounder from his

‘: *

"'E'esj. ralher I came promptly from
Bunter's,

“Rot 1" said Harry Wharton. “ No-
body's going fo leave the dormirory
after lights-out} Who wants to bo sus-
pected of being the prowler?”

“0h, ithat's all right 1" said Smithy.
" Tyeryvbody Lknows that the prowler
gin't in the Remove; he's a senlor.”

“Well, I suppose lic must be a scnior
from the way he's handled prefects and
masters. the same, any fellow
prowling out of his dorm would get
asked a lot of quostions.™

“That's why I'm not goin’!” yawned
the Bounder, * Loder of the Sixih still
has it fised in Lis silly head that I'm
the man. I'm not takin' any riske till
that énliy old prowler huas been snaffled.™

“Nor any other fcllow 1™ sald Johnn
Buoll, “I'd like a dorm spread as muc
as anybody, but it's not good enough.'’
“1 say, you fellows—" comc &
fat squeals from the darkness. ]

“Hallo, Lallo, halle! Bunicr going
to voluntecer®"” asked Bob.

“¥a, ha, hal”

“Nummo!  But, I say, what obout
you poing, Bob " ]

“Nothing about mo going, old fak
man! Less than nothing, if possible,™

“What about youn, MNuzeni?
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** The Head ! ** gasped Vernon-Smith, hu
“ What—what—who-——** he stuitered.

# athead 1™ .
“] su.yi Bull, old <hap, you've gob
uc

lots of Y k1" eoid Bunter. *York-
thiro chaps always Lave pleaty of
pluek.  ¥eu go.”

“I'll wateh it 1" grunted Joluny Bull,

“Toddy, old fellow—viill you goi®

“I'll it up and wait wkile you go,
old fat bean.”’

“HMHa, ha, hal?

“I say, Squiffi—you ale’t  aslecp,
Field, wyou bheagt—I zay, being an
Australien chap, you've got toms of
nerve. You'va got norva enough to go
down to Bmithy s study, Squiff.”

“Lots!” agreed Bampson Quiney
Ifley IField, with a chuekle. " But I'in

sork of staving in bed, ;.;111 tha same.™

“I zay, Browney——

“Bhut up, asa, and go to sleen ) aid
Tom Brown.

“Mauly, old mape——>

“Give us a resk!” sighed Loed
Manlevarer. “You talk too much in

tho deytime, Bunter]l Don's talk o

uights ps well®

“¥ah! I zav, Hazel—"

L1} ‘&53 1”

“ Wibley———!?

“Fathead | 2

“Well, of all the rotten funks!™ said
Billy Bunter o disgust, " Here's
3mithy offering to stand us all o splen-
did spread, and nobody has uerve

onongh to 313) down and get the tuck
from his study. I'd go mysclf, enly—
only it's go jolly col L

“(Cold feet:™ asked SBkinuer

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Beast] I've a jolly goed mind to
o [ zaid Bunter. “If we wait a bit,
ihere won't bhe any beaks or pre’s about.
I say, Smithy. what have you got in
vour study ¥ Ts ilwea a cake

“Yez, A jollr big e i answered

e Lavegsade s,

lﬂfiﬂlf E;?;m‘ds the strange
(1] t
inverted wastepaper-basket,

“Any jam tarts i

“Three dozen.”

“Oh erikey! Any cream puffsi?

“ Liots 1

“1 say, you follows, I think one of
yeu might slip down to Smithy's abwdy
and snoop  that tuek1?  exclaimoed
Bunter. "I think it's up to wvou,
Wharton, as captain of the Form, and
hoad boy, and all that.”

“I don't Lhinlk OQuelcl: expects his
licad boy to go down at night smugpeling
iuck I'* answered Harry, laughing.

“Blow Quelch! I say, they'd never
suspeet you of being the prowler, you
know, even if they copped youl” urged
Bunter. * Besides, you wouldn't be
copped. And think of H—cake, and
J?ﬂ? tartﬂ and ¢ream puils! Just think
"U‘ ]t' kil

Bunter's mouth, evidently, was water-
ing for ihat spread! It sounded wery
attractive to many other fellowssy but
no fellow had the least idea of geing
down {o smuggle it yp to the dormitery.
Even the Bounder himsclf, rceklets as
le was, did not scem to care to breaic
dormitory beunds; and no other fellow
was likely to tako the risk of being
caught prowling at night—and pozsibly
suspected of being the prowler.

“8hut op, 22, and go to sleepl?
ndvised Peler Todd. * What the
dickens did you want to lell us about it
for, 8mithy ! You jolly well know that
nobody would go down for it,”

“Go  vourscl, Bmithy !  suggested
skinner. : :

“Oh rals 1" gaid tho Bounder, “ Wash
it out, and forget all about it. It's
too jolly risky for me, and if nobody
clze cares for the risk, wash it out.”

“J say, you fellows, I really
thinl-——"

“Rhuat up, Bunler ™

#Look here, TI'll jully well goi®

g
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io render first-aid. Mr. Quelch stood spalibound,
Pray assist me ! Help I ™ came Dr. Locke’s muffled voles from ths

exclaimed Bunter, eitting up in Ged.
“Even if I was vopped, they woeulln's
think I was the prowlep——="

 “Ha, ha, hat!" came a ripple alarg
iha bﬂli&.

Bunter, really, was in no dangoep in
that direction. The most suspigious
person at Greyfriars was not likely fo
suspect the fat and fajuous Owl, in eny
circumstances whatever, of beinz thae
hefty prowler who hod handled Lydew
of the Biuxth, and the master of Lie
ltemove, and bonneted the Heoad |

Recally, eo far as that went, it was
safést For Bunter to go. He was alsu-
lutcly above the possibility of suspicion
of being the mystery man who had
performed such strenuous exploits,

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1" yapped Bunter. “I've got pluck,
if you fellows haven't! Tl jully weil

Eﬂ' Ili‘
“You jolly well won't{” =aid 1he
caplain of the Remove.

*“0h, really, Whartoy———="

" Nobody's going out of this Jdormi-
tory I” said Harry, *“¥You rell ovi of
ihat bed, fathead, and I'll roll you wack
and give you a spot of bLolster I¥

“ Beast 1" howled Bunier.

I 0o to sleep. old fat ass, and Jeemn
abont it 17 said Bob Cherry.

'] Yﬂ.h -IH'

Billy Bunter did not zo 1o sleop,
With a vision of almest wilimited tuck
Jancing before his eyes, ¢ven sleep did
not attract him. Eating cume beforn
i]FE}:ing, in Bunter's list of the ju.~ of
e

“T say, Smithy 1" Lo whispored.

“Well1™” grunted the Bounder,

“T say, it won't be safe 1o go down
befora ten—might be pre’s abunt
I drop off, call me at ten, nnd 'l gn”
‘Ine Maoxer Lisnauwy.-- No, 1,622,
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“1f Sinithy calls vou ak ton, Bunter
I'{l turn out with a bolster for both of
youl” called out Harry Wharton,

“Beast 1" roared Bunter.

Vernon-3mith made no answer. The
Remove fellows sottled down to sleep—
with the unaceusiomed exception of
Billy Bunter. Bunter remained awake
for at least ten minutes, s fat thoughts
dwelling on that delightful stack of
tuclk in the Boonder’s study. Then
Bunter nodded off, and his snore at
Fength ewakencd the echoes as was its
wont. :

Onece asleep, Bunter was nof likely o
wako |

Weither would he have done eo, but
for a jerlt at his fat head at & much

later hour. He came out of slumber
with & jump.

“Oooglht!* he gasped. * Who—
what "

" Quiet, you assl”

*Ta that you, Bmithy, sou beast?”

“¥ou asked me to weke vou at ten.”

“Oh1" Bunter sat up, *Is it ten?”

“Past1” eald Vernan-Smith; which
was certoinly true, for it was nearly

twelve, )

“I—I say, it's k-k-kik-cold!" stam-
mared Bunter. 1 asay, what abiout you
going, Smithy "

74 R&-tﬂ- ll#

The Bounder went back to Tus bed.

Billy Bunter sat and blinked in the
darkness. He did not want to leave his
warm bed—but having awakened, he
was, of course, hungry. He thought of
the teek in Smithy's study cupboard
wilh longing and vearning.

After all, it wos safe enough. Nobody
went near the Remove stndies at night;

and even in the unlikely event of

being copped, Bunter could never have
heon suspected of being the prowler, as
other fellows might have been.

Ho hesitated—but the lure of the tucl:
was too strong. There was o speecial
pdvantage in being the fellow whe went
down for the tuck—it was & caszo of
first come first served. When Bunter
ecarried that supply of tuck up to the
dormilory he was certain tfo carry as
much inside a3 outsidel

He rolled out of bed at last,

The Bounder grinned, a sour grin, as
ha heard the fat Owl dressinpg in the
dark. Ho chuckled softly as he heard
the dormitory door open and shut,

Bunter had gone down—and it was
Bmithy's idea that by the time he
veached Btudy No. 4 in the Remove,
lLie would realise that there were, g0 to
speak, moro ways of killing a cat than
choliing it with cream !

Bmithy, with a book to write out
barred from football for the weol, ang
cheeked 1n the Rag before all the
follows, could not give Bunter a single
ponching  or booling—with Quc!ci*a
warning in lba mind, TFor which reason
the vengeful Bounder had baited o trap
for the f1t Owl into which Billy Bunter
was now unsaspiciously barging!

b

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Booby-Trap For Bunter!
BH,L"E' BUNTER blinked

gm%nd.

The deep darkness and the
deep silence rather puzuled and

ﬂ!,TStE.‘:’EI;;I e fat QOwl,

Cortainly he did not want to Lle
EEE"“{I' s0 the darker and more silent
tha Hovse was, the safer it was for him.
But darkness and silence wero not, in
themselves, pgrateful or comforting.
Also, Bunter hed not expected jt—undor
tlmrlrupmasmn that it was mot much past
ien

11E Maexer Lisnany.~No. 1,622,

and

THE MAGNET

Unexpectedly, the school was as davk
and as silent as ot midnight=-which fact,
though unsuspected by Bunter, was
accounted for by ihe eircumstance that
it actually was midmght ]

Not a gleam of light came from any-
where, ¢ave & glimmer of stars from
high windows. But it did not oceur to
Bunter's fat brain. that it wes much
later than he had supposed. S

Had he guessed that it waa mldmﬁht,
no lore of tuck would have drawn him
from the dormitory. At thet late hour
thera was the Bgsaihility of
mysterious prowler being on ihe prowl;
and not for & mountain of cake, or o
lorry-losd of jmm tarits, would Bunter
have risked an encomnter with tho
prowler.

Puzzled and fustered, but lured on by
the onticing thought of the tuck in
Bmithy's siudy, Bunter blinked and
groped on. He ﬁrs:-peq over the dormi-
tory landing to the stairs that lod down
to the study passages, and groped down
the banisters of the staircase.

The window over the Remove landin
gave himo a glimmer of light. He gro
mto the Remove passage.

It was dark there, very dark; and he
gmped and counted doors, to arrive at
tudy No. 4. ) .
He arrived ab it at last. His proping
fat hand found the study door ajar—it

was, indeed, nearly a foobt open.

Bunter pushed 1t farther open, step-
FLLLE L

What happened next, Lo hardly know.

Life is full of surprises, and Bunter had &

fiad surprises in his time, but never,
probably, had he experienced such a
startling surprise as now.

Something, he did nobt know what,
erushed down on his head. Something
clse, still he did not know what,
smothered him from hoad to foof,
choked and slmost blinded him.

“Qooogh ™ gurgled Bunter,

Ho stagpered 1mn the doorway. He

urgled, gasped, and ad. Had
there beon eara ab hand, certeinly those
sounds of revelry by night would bave
betrayed Bunber. i

But the junior studies were too far
from all sleeping-quartevs for the gurg-
gmg I:‘_:;:111:] gugeling of the fat Owl to be
JRLEIA i

Tottering in the darkness, ho purgled
and spluttered, d-lﬂﬂﬂ wondering what
on carth could have happened.

It zeomed to be solme sort of powder
that had smothered him. Some of it
had goue into bis mouth, and he knew
the taste—it was fAour! How o cargo of
flour -could have landed on him suddenly
in Bmithy's deorway was for some time
an ulker mystery to Billy Bunter.

But his fat brain cleared a little after
soveral minutes of spluttering and gasp-
in§, dabhbing and clawing.

In understood! It had seemed, at first,
as if that mass of flour had fallen from
the ceiling like maung from the shy on
ihe ancient Isrpelites. But it dawned on
Bunter’s fat brain that it had fallen from
the top of the study door!

It further dawned on him why that
door had been left ajar! Still further
it dawned on him that that booby-tra
was the reasen wl:ge Smithy had tafkeﬁ
about a spread in the dormitory!

DBunter leaned on tho door-post,
paspad and sneezed and purgled, and
breathed flour and fury,

“Beast! he gurgled. “Beast! Cad!
Swal:! Rotterl {ﬁ'l cn'i-:a;! Pulling a
fellow'z leg! Oh! Beast?

That unﬂrpcakubiu beast Smithy had
known perfectly well that no Remove
fellow would go down for iliat spread—
except Bunter! Only Bunter was ass
enougl. IIad any othor fellow wunex-
neeledly  volunteered,  Smithy  would

the

have stopped him. Thet booby-lrap was
for Bunter to walk into—and Bunter had
walked iuto itl "That was why Bmithy
his-:l :mlle-d him after he had gone to
aleap!

“Doogh! Doast!
Bunler.

Beally, Buntor would have done well
to remmembeor the ancient warning,
Timeo Danacs—to [ear the Greeks
when they camo wilh gifts in their
hands?

But the thought of a dormitory spread
ad, naturally, banished =all other
thoughts from his fat mind.

WNow he had got it!

But he rolled into the at.u-'.lg at lask.
Hoe stumbled over a basket, and
EIaughed through a sea of ecatlered

our, giunting and gasping. Ha shut
the deor and turned on the light. Then
he jumped ab the sight of himself in the
glass, and squeaked,

Jioy
L]

Groogh!” purgled

TFor & moment he almost faucied that
ho was socing a g in 8mithy's study

He was white as the driven snow from
head to foot! Flour covered him like &

arment. His spectacles glimmered
rom a mask of Hour. He was smothered,
or rathor cake], with Hour.

“ Beast " groaned Bunter.

He shook, and shook, and shook,

scattering clouds of flour. It was some
spot of comfort to Lkhnow that he was
scattering it all over Smithy's studyl
But it was no use trying to shake off all
tho four. e remainad spectre-like when
o oeased to shake.
Fow fellows, after such an exporience
and in such a state, would have given
much thought to tuck! But Billy
Bunter's ruling passion was tuck, and he
had not forgolten it.

8mithy, Least as he was, was not the
fellow to tell whoppers—except Lo heaksl
The tuck was thers! DBunter had no
doubt about that!

And he wvengefully rosolved that he
would nob take a spot of it up to the
dormitory after this! He would sit in
&mithy’s study and oram in all he had
room for—which was quite a lot—and
park the rest in a safe spot in his own
study! That would be one way of pay-
ing the heask out!

With that veneoful intention, Bunter
rolled across to the study cupboard.
then, as the t remarlks, a change came
o'er the spirit of hiz dream!

No doubt the tuck was there! Smithy
could be relied on to that extent! But
tho cupboard door was locked! The key
wos gona! Bunter had no more chance
of laying his fat hands on that tuck than
if he had remained in bed in tho Remove
dormitory !

It was u crushing blow!

Bunter proaned aloud.

“0h dear! 0Oh crikey! Beast!"

He blinked—a floury blink—at the
cupboard door! Almost was he tempted
to take the poker, and hack his wa
through! Ho groaned—and pgroan
again! And sz bhe turned dismally awa
from the locked cuplboard he ha
another shock! His blink fell on the
clock on ihe mantelpiecs! It indicated a
guartor past twelve! Buanter gazed at
it in horror!

o had wondered why ull was so dark

and sileut just after ton! Tt wasn't just
aftor ten—il was jJust after twelvel
“{Oh ;iminy ™ gazped Bunler.
IIe almost forgob the tuck and the
flour i his disinay and horrorl I was
past midnight: and he was down there
alone, every other soul in the House fast
asloop and, for all he knew, the prowler
prowling!

“Boast I¥ preaned Bunter. )

There was ouly one thought in Ins fot
mind now—io gel back {o the Remove



dormiilory just &% Tasb o3 he possibl
could. He turned off ihe iight, -J..'rlmneg
the door, and ﬂn%hed t.hruugéta flour
seain. He w ong {o the Remove
landing, groped up the staircaso to the
dormitory landing above—learing a train
of flour spotted ahozt.

He roached the upper lxading. Buk
he did not roll across it. For as hiz
floury figure—which he had forgotten
was white and ghost-like in the gloom—
cmerged. on tho landing, thero came a
gtartled, gasping veice from the datk-
Hness,

_ U What =- good gad!  What — what—
is Lhat $*

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier The Ghost!
UNTER stood stock aiill
Ha stood frozen.
Ide was too territed to aliy.
That sudden, startled oxcizma-
tion from the darkness of the wide land-
ing almost froze the blood in his veins.

Someonie was there—:iomaone he could
not see; though that someone, evidenily;
could sco him!

e did not need felliug who it was!
It rushed instantly inte his scared mind
that it was tho prowlec! It sounded to
hiz frightened cars like a man’s voice.
Certpinly it was nab any voice with
n‘l{irf:_lh ho was. f&miliai.;m —

'ith popping eyes behizd his bhig spec-
facles, Eg stood reoted o tho landing
the most thoroughly f{rizhiened Owil
that ever was!

Dimly he made out a glinimer, and
Lnew that it was the plimmer of staviug
eyes! The nnseem mue wis staring at
hirn, probably as  startled, Erinps
searcd, as Bunter himseli; though it did
uot oceur to Bunier that, clothed in
whito from head to foot, he looked like
o ghost in the darkness.

But only for 4 malior of zoconds did
those startled, staving eves gleam amd
glitter like a rat’s in ihe dark.

They vanisied, and thers was z sound
of running feed,

Sonledne, unseen, was mnning along
the landing to the other siaireaze on the
other zide. _

Bunter vealised it. He could sco
nhothing, but ho could hear! The patter-
ing [ootsteps died away Jdown the main
E‘;Eﬁ'ﬁ.‘:ﬂﬂﬂ. od ul f
_ Bunter stood where he was, gaspin
faintly. But in the silence '*.hatjfxﬁ!nggucﬁ
he realised that his way wvas clear; and
suddenly he bolted and shot up the pas-
saze to the Remore dormilory.

EHe was not thinkive of caution now.
o did not care ¥ he pwakened the
whole House. o cared for ouly one
thing—to got to & snio distance” from
that unseen, lurking figure in- the dark.

The doar of tho Remove dormitary
lew open as if a bomb had hit it. The
fat Owl vushed In, enlultering aud
equeaking,

“I say, you fcllows, Lelpl T sav,
keep him off ) EAF—— orikey 1*

Eo rushed for his bad, stumbled over
a chair, kicked it flying, and rolled
VL, roaring. |

“You hewling
Bounder’s  vaoice,
wake the House

“¥Yarcooh I*

“What the thump=——" TIIarry Whar-
ton started up in bed. BEvary fellow in
the dormitory was awakenad.  “ What

tho—"
that 7 cxclaimed Boh

“What's
Clieryy.

- Bunier®™  chuckled the
“He's been out, and he

“Only
Bounder.

apoems to wounl cverrhodr ‘o know he's
gome home.™

{:]-..155” I+ was the
‘Pq sea wank o

turned on a dash-lemp.

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Buntep———"

“ W hat——

“Woke snakes!” ecame o  stactled
howl from Fisher T. Fish, as Bunter
serambled to his feet and Joomed white
in the gloom. *Bay, is that o ghost?
Wake snales 1

““1 say, you fellows—"

“Is that somo mad 2ss ploying
ghost i exelaimed Harry W;i:;m-tum
wa ":'Tli,-lu-". ??h k I I

‘1 say—oh eri I=1 sav, koop him
off ] He's after m?l” lmwlgd Emﬁer.

James Duck, the fivst out of bed,
Tn its light the
floury fat Owl wes revesled. Plenty of
fellowy boen giving the ghostly
figpre startled looks, but as the Houry
fat junior wastrevesled there was a
vipple of laughier up and down the
dormitory,

“Ts that Bunter 7™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥ _

“Been to the baker'st*

“You've looking pale, Bunter ¥

“Ha, ha, hg ¥

Vernon-8mith hastily -t seross to the

door and shut it E-nhmj did not wank
muasters and prefeets brought on the
SCONE,
"1 say, wou fatlows, turn en the
light 1™ sqn-enkgd Buntcr, “I say, get
h"’!‘f, of something; that villain's after
ma ¥

“What villain, Jou howling ass?®

“The prowler ¥ pasped Bunter. *Ti
mist have been the prowler. I nearly

ran into him on the landing, O
crikey | He—he nearly had mel I-—=I
think he—he <came after me.  Oh
dear 1#

“Fathead

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

T Did vou ﬁetlscnrm] in the dark, vou
fat foozler?" chuckled the Bownder.
“X rather thought you would I*

“ Beast 1" proaned Bunter,

“How the thump did vou pick up
that flourt?? demanded Bob Cherry.
“Where on carth have you beent”

“0h dear! I've Leen to Smithy's
stiuly,” groaned Bunter, “ and the beast
had fixed up a booby-trap—>*

“0Oh, my hat !

“Ha, ha, ha |®

“The beost meant me to walk inte it,
and I—I—] did !” groanecd the fat Owl,
“I'tn all floury: Look at mel”

The Remove fellows looked at him.
Bunter really was worth looking at.
‘They chuckled and chortled as they
looked. Even the mild Duck was grin-
m‘uF as he kept the light on the Houry

Oy

“You loock a picture!” chortled:
Bkinner. “Did you lind anything in
Smithy's study exeept fHour

“Tho beast had lecked up ilie enp-
board 1"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Bleszod if I =2ee anglhing fo enckia
at! Oh lor’! Leck at mo!” moancd
Bunter. “Just look at mo

“Leook here, Smithy, that was a rotten
trick fo dplu.lj' on & fool like Bunter!”
m-;v!a_uime the capfain of the Remove
angrily.

"Think s0 T yawned Bmithy, * Worso
than giving me away to Quelch and met-
ting we six from the old goat 1

“I didn't, 3ou beast!”? groaned
DBunter. *1 say, you fellows, 8mithy
has deno this Lecause Queleh won’t let
him piteh into mel I've a jolly good
mind to go to Quelch about it—

“And tell him you went oot of
dormitory bounds at midnight I*
grinned thoe Bounder. *Oh, dol¥

“Beast I hizsed Bunter. He vealised
that Bmithy had him there. Smithy
had pulled his fat leg, but it was
Bunter who had broken rules right and
loft. It really was not & matter that he
wanted to mention to Qucleb,
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“Motten trick Smithy!” said Locd
Mawleverer,

“Thenks[* Jlrawled the Bounder.
“If a fellow gives me awny, and then
hides behind a beak, he can tako what’s
coming to him. T generally manage to
get my own back, one way or another,”

“It came wallop down on my head i

moancd Bunter, .
It's too thick, Smithyl” mutered

Tom 'Redwm?.
“Bunter's head? I agree.™
“ Ha, ha, haI*
“You'd better got 8 wash mnd .a

hrush-up. and_go to bed, old fat floury
hean,” said Peter Todd. *And next
t{m?t :{r}?_u re going after tuck at night—
FEOTE ;

“I thought it was only ton,” groaned
Bunter. *“That beast Smithy said sa
when ha woke me."”
. I didn't. T said it was past [en. So
it wasz 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“I wouldn’t have giﬁm:t if P'd known,?
mumbled the fat Owl. “I should have
known I might run into the prowler, I
say, you fellows, hadn't you !l).}fzttm-: lock
the door? Buppose he comes herp—~"

After your rolled-gold wateh?"
asked. Bkinner, “Or do wyou think he
knows that youw're expecting o postal
arder ¥

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Beastl He ecame aftor Mauly'a
uotecase once. Ha might have been
after it again when I buited into Lim
on the landing.”

"Did vou really buit into anybodsy,
Bunter?” asked James Duck, hLis oyes
very curicusly on the fat floury face in
the light of the flash-lamp.

“Owl Yes! Oh deari”

J“Rot I* said Johnny Bull. “A funk
E]Ikﬂk ou would fancy anything in the
ark,

“Beast! T tell you he was there.
He called out something when ho saw
me. Now I come to thick of it, e was
P contan’t 1 i

“He ecouldn’t have seen yvour foaiurea
in the dark,” said Ekiuﬁcn “Why
elioiald he be scared 77

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

o Waﬁ}. ho jolly well was scared; and
chanee it I sajd Bunter,

Safe in the dormitory, the fat Owl was
recovering from his fright, and it was
dawning wupon his f!!,i:.+ mind that the
prowler had been es frightened as him-
sclf. Omnly .that could account for the
i}ntterm;f of footsteps in retreat that the
at Owl had heard.

“He ran away—"

“Pile it on " said Bob Cherry.

“He jolly well did 1"

“I cen gee him doing it!” cluekled
Skinner, “That prowler punc Loder
of the Bixth, and mopped up Quelch,
and he ren away from you—I dox’™

ihink I

“Well, he did—just bolted,” eaid
Bunter.  “I hardly noticed it at the
& bit startled—"

time. being—hein
“Being in a ligluﬂ funk, yon mean,

cdon't you 1™

"o, you beast, I don’t! Idie:-lijr well
know that he was there, ond that ho
was scared and cut off down {he
siaira ¥ hooted Bunter.

“0Oh gad!” cjaculated TLovd Maule-
YOrer, “Did he teke Buntoy for o

host in the dark? Ilo must have
Emked ) R

SOkt exclaimed Harre Whaslon.
“ ¥ suppose he would hove beon stariled
if he wae there at all”

“He was!” hooted Bunter. “T jolly
well frightened him off ! T say, Yo,
fellows, who's gning to brush all this
Honur off my clobber T

“Pon't all speak at onee, sow e’
zatd Skinner.

Tre Maaxer Tasniny.—Nn, 1,022,
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“Ila, ha, ha!”

Nohody. it seensed, was going to brush
oll that four off Bunter's olobber. He
threw off that clobber, Boury ss it was,
anc plun%eﬂ inte bed.

James Duck shut off the light of the
flash-lamp and went back towards his
cwn bed, Dubt James Duck did not turn
in. Jamecs Duck dressed as quickly as
he could in the dark put on a pair of
jjluhher shoes, and trod gquietly to the
LIGOr.

If*the prowler was sbroad that night
it was a night for Ferrers Locke's
azaiztant to be abroad also.

{‘areful as he was, the slight sound of
ke opening and shutting door could uot
fail to reach some ears. when all were
wakelful.

that#”

“"Wlho's
Wharton.

Without replying, Jack Drake chul
the dormitory door and hurried away
down the dark passage to the landing
where Dunter had spotted the prowler,
ancdl where the prowler had spolted
fianter, and taken him, as it seemed,
for some flitting spectre of midnight.

called out Harry

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Handonfied !

ARRY WHARTON had becn
about to turn in again, but he
did not do so. He knew that
somo  fellow  had  left  the
tormitory, though, in the darlk, he
could not sec whag fellow it was. _
““Show that light again, Duck, will
vou?” he called ouk
Ne reply from James Duck.
"“What's up?” asked Bob Cherry.
His head was alrcady on his pillow.
“Homebody went out of the dorm.
Ducle! Thaot fathead ean’t be asleep
again already ! Duck ¥
Ducley

“ Hallo, hallo, hallot
Thicky ! Duck 1" called out Bob Cherry.
“Show o gl]im, Ducky! You've gof a
flash-lamp ™

But there was etill no answer Erom
Dek.

“Can't Le Duck that's pone, surely 17
exelnimed Nugent.

There was & chuckle from Skinner.

* Wight the prowler eame hero, Duck

ot seared, and bolted out of the
dorm ! he said, * Has he got another
sopre f

“That's rot 1™ said Harry, “If it's
Duck, e hasn’t got a scave this time!
But, by gum, I shouldn’t wonder if it

was Duck ! Anvbody gobt a match ™
‘ESmitI:;.r Lhag, you bet!” echortled
Skinner. “What's the rood of a8 cigar-

cile without a match?” _

“ Here you are!” said Vernon-Smitl,
1le sat up, reached for a matehbox in o
peclket, and struck & mateh,

Hary Wharton toak it from Lis
finrers and ran quickly towards Jaraes
Tuck's bed. Tt was, az he suspected,
vinpty.

The match went out,

“That blitherimg idiot 13 gons!™ hLe
said. "By gum! I'll walk him back
Iy his silly neck ! Even Smithy doesn't
bresk bounds ot this time of night!

1;.‘--.1': Duck is idiot enough for any-
ihing. ™

“Yon don’t think—" exclasimoed
Lol

“1 don’t think—I know !”" growled the
captain of the Remove. Ho was bund-
ling hurriedly into trousefs and jacket
m;g slippers. *“ We booted him back
whent he went to see that rotter Crocker
ipk tl;?. day-time—and what does it look

ike

“The silly ass!" said Nugent.
B”I;Hm howling idict!Y said Johnny

ull.
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“The terrific fathead!” ejaculated

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“@h, the Dlithereri™ said Bob
Cherry,

The Famous Five had little doubt; if
any | They knew of James Duck’s
visitz to Urocker, at the hut on the
spinney ; they knew that he had had a
racing list ih the study, the same havin
been unearthed by Billy Bunter; an
the only conclusion to which they could

ossibly come was that the dud and fat-

ead of the Form had fallen into bad
hands,

For which reason they had, a few
daya uﬁo, snaffled him_ at the apin-
ney, ang chased him back to the school
—as a friendly warning to keep to the
straigpht and marrow pathl

Instead of which, it now seemed the
fathead was breaking out at night—
the sort of thing that was dangeroos {or
a fellow like the Bounder, and sure to
be disastrous for an utter nss like Duck !

““If that chump has gone out of
bounds, sou’ll be too late to catch him,
if you're fool enough to go atter him 1"
said Vernon-Bmith. ] ]

“Fancy the Goose playing the giddy
ox !" chortled SBkinner. “Can't be any-
thing clss, if he's gone! By gum!
Crocker must make a good thing out of
that born idiet if he's got hold of

him ¥

Harry Wharton did not speak,. He
hurried on a few clothes, and ran to
the door. He was quite determined to
catch the fathead of the Form, and walk
him back to the dormitory.

He closed the door quietlyy and
hurried down the dark passage.

Duck had a glv:l{':rd start, and Wharton
had no doubt that he was heading for
the Remove box-room, from the windew
of which it was easy to descend by way
of the leads. That was the way Smathy
went when he risked such reckless ex-
gursions, snd there was no doubt that
IDhick had heard of it.

MNeither did Wharton think that he
would be too late! That benighted ass,
Duck, was not likely to be rapid in his
movements—and more likely than not
to stumble over something in the dark;
indeed, Wharton would not have been
surprised to hear him tumbling down
the stairs |

James Duck had pgiven the Remove
the impression of being the biggest ass
ever; and no fellow, so far, suspected
ihat he was anything else. Still less
that 1t was ?r&nisa'ly that impression
that hwe desired to give, for geod reazons
of lis own,

To let such an utter duffer land in
serions trouble, led thereinte by an un-
rcrupulons rascel like Crocker, was not
Wharton's idea at all. Bad hata
like Smithy could take care of them-
eclves, or take what came to them; bub
s blithering idiot like Duck wanted
looking after—and the captain of his
Form was going to look after him—per-
haps with a rather heavy hand.

Hc was, in facy, ﬁuing to collar him,
wille him back to the dormitory with a
grip on the back of his neek, and then
give him six with a elipper, as another
warning not to imitate the ways of the
Bounder. X .

He reached the dormitory landing,
and thers he slowed down snd mov
meore cauticusly.

From that landing there was a pas.
snge leading to the masters' rooms; and
he did not want to risk awakening
Quelch, or Hacker, or Prout.

Quietly he stepped across the extens
sive landing towards the staira,

_ Suddenly
ing with a sudden jump. Thers was a
faint sound near him in the darkness.

He had forgokbten, in his haste in get-

2 .E.i'upp&d, his heart beat- Duck

ting after James Duck, Bunter's story
of the prowler on the landing. But he
remembered it now, as he heard that
faint, steslthy sound,

Heo stood guite still in the dense dark-
ness, listening.

I what Bunter had stated was
correct, the prowler had been there, and
had been startled into fight by the
sudden sight of a ghostly figure 1 the
dark. But if that was the case, it was
not likely to take him long to recover
from such a fright; and 1t was quite
litkely that he had returned. It was not
a pleasant thought, as Wherton remem-
bered that er of the Sixth, grap-
Eliu with the prowler, had n

nooked out and left with two black
ayes b

He listened
heart.

Somegone wad there !

It could not be Duck—he had been
gone more than fve minutes, and less
than one would have been enough for
hima to pass the landing snd go down
the staircase, Who was 1k f

Only the prowler, if it was anyvone—
and a sound of suppressed breathing,
close at hend, showed that someone was
there.

It seemed fo Wharton that a darker
shadow loomed in the darkness, and in-
gtinctively he threw out his hands to
ward off an assailant

The next instant a sudden grip was
on him. Almost before he knew what
was hoppening, he was grasped, and he
went heavily to the floor. As he
struggled, blindly, nothing doubting
now that he was in the grip of the
Creviriarz prowlor, his wrists were
soized and dragped together—he felt a
cold contact of metal, and there was a
sudden click!

His asseilant rose, bresthing hard,
but etill with a grasp on him—as Harry
Wharton, dizz wi _amazement,
sprawled on the landing, with handcuffs
locked on his wrists,

infently, with beating

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Mutua! Eseape !
BRIGHT beam of light shot from
the dark.
It was thoe sudden gleam of a
flash-lamp, shining full on Harry
Wharton's face, blinding and dazzling
him with its glare.

One hand grasped his shoulder as he
lay, handeuffed, on the landing;: the
other held the flash-lamp as his captor
bent over him. )

Wharton could not sce him—he could
see nothing but that blinding light. Bug
from behind the light came an exclama-
tion, in tones of stupefied astonishment,

“Wharton! You fool, what are vou
doing here !

Harry Wharton druiged himself up
a3 the grasp fecll from his shoulder.

His captor, evidently, had made a
mistake 1n the dark—taking him for
gomeone ¢lse. Tt -was not the prowler
who had ecized him. He knew that
now. Who it was, he guessed, though
it seemed so strangely and wildly im-

robable that he ﬂuufd not believo it,
F['he- BIETY ¥YOICC Came agiin:

“You! You mad fool, you!®

Thera was deep and intense anger in
that voice,

But Wharton was angry, too—as engry
as amazed.

“Is that Duek?” Ha panted out thae
warda;” “It can't be! But—it's you,

“Oh, you fool! What are yon doing

Lere?" )
Yharton oalmed himself a little. His
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The two juniors, hardly ﬁ

i
et

yard from him, crouched, suppressing

thelr breathing. *'I am certain I heard something,”” muttered the Fifth Form master. **I1f I could only get within reach

brain was almost epinning with amaze-
ment, Hendeuffs were on his wrists—
and it was James Duck, the duifer of
the Remove, the fathead of the Form,
who had fastened them there—with o
swift deftuess that revenled that it was
not the first time that he had handled
such thinga.

How could it be Duck—that fool, that
ass, that chump, Duek, who had dono
this! But it was—Wharton knew that
it waa!

H*You've Duck !¥-he panted,

“ Fool 1"

“You cheeky dummy! Take thoso
thingz off me! How dare you put them
on? How did you hove such things?
Are you mad?™

“Fool 1" repeated the voico. “Fool!
What are vou doing here? Why
canldn’t vou keep clear? Did vou want
io be taken for the prowler, you fool?”

Whavton started. )

“The prowler! You idiot, did wou
take mo for the prowley "

“ What clze—lurking here in the davl,
you dummy "

“Oh!” gasped Harry., “1 teol you
for him when I heard you=—"

“Why are you herel”

“Can't you guess, you dummy? 1
found you'd left the dormitory, and fol-
lowed you to fetch you back. I thought
you Wero jr_om ou iy

* ¥You idiot | .

H"What was I to think?” snopped
Wharton. “Wa stopped yon g}:ﬁing to

t ﬁ Ay~

that rascal Crocker's place in
time, s0 I thought—" He broke off.
“Take these things off me! Do you
hear ¥

The light shut off. In the dark,
Wharton felt a groping ot his wrists,
and the grip of the cold metal was
gone.

His hands were free again. He stood
panting, amazed, angry, bewildered.

Duck, the fool of the echool, had

with this goll elub ! *

hamdeuffed him, taking him in the
dark for the Greyfriars prowler., Duck
liad not, 3 he had naturally supposed,
crossed the landing, and gone down
the stairs. He had waited there in the
dark=—wailing and watching, Like
Wharton, he had guessed that the
mystery man might return. It was not
to break bounds and wvisit the hut on
ihe epinney that Duck had left the
dormitory—it was to hunt for the
prowler of Ureyiriars. I ntter bo-
wildermeont, Whaorion wnderstood that
now.

Mot only to lLunt for the mystery
man, but with bandewils ready to soop
on Rim, if canpght. Handewils, in the
posacssion of o schoolboy, and that
schoolboy the fathead of the Remove!
It was too bewildering for under-
standing. )

“You've pot to explain this, Ducle.”
Wharton found his wvoice. ®“You've
ot te esplain what this means”

e heard a deep bLreath o il
darkness,

Jack Diake realised, only too clearly,
that he had te explain—that that wmis-
take in the dark had knocked sky-high
the game he had played succossfully
for weeks—of conecaling his identity,
and his object at Greyfriars, nunder the
otttward semblance of James Duck, the
duffer of the Removae.

Wharton peored at him in the gloom.
ITo knew that it was Duck, incrediblo
as it seemed. DBut the fellow who had
gripped Dhim and hesndcuffed him so
swiftly, so deftly, was a very different
fallow from the Dwk he had knowmn.
Fven his voico was different—guite un-
like the mild bleat of the dud of the
Form. Bewildered as he was, Whar-
ton quite understood ithat there was,
that thera must be, something behind
this=that James Duck, whatover e
was, was not what Lo had hitherto
appearcd {o be.

“You hear me, Doek? What—-- "

“emiet, old mant™ Joack Dealic'a
varce came calinly now,

That briet spasm of anger. 0 his
surprizea onil  disappoiniment,  wis

Tarno.

“*Why ¥ gnapped Wharton,

“The prowler may uot be far nway’

“Yon mean that yoa're after lom™
Whavion dropped his voice.

“Hadn't vou guessed that?™

“Yea But I can'ti moderstand. That
night the prowler cama to our dorn.
woeeks age, von wore scared, amed yow
oul. of the dori.  And now-—"°

Wharton broke off as Le heand a
soflt langh.

“Oh!™ ho gaspoad. *“*I—I =co now.
Yo mean that you wero after himn
that time, when we nll thounght you'd
lo-t your head and eenitleds——"

“Bort of,” murmured Drale.

“1 see. DBut I dont undersiand.
You've pob to explain this. What busi-
ness is it of yours {o hunt for hine?
What tho dickens do youn mwean Iv
having handcuffs about you like =
policeman or a detective?  What have
yvou taken us all in for? You've nol
the fool vou've made veurself ont ¢
be. I ecan sco that now.” !

“Quiet! I want yon to keep ihis
dark, Wharton. I'm eorry I collared
vouu as I did. Dot what was 1 o
ih.ini-:l,} except that I'd got my man ar
last ; ! = g

“Your man? What bizncy iz # of
yours Tt

Drake did not answer that,

“Come back w the dorm now,”
ann Harry.

“Fathiead ! T've told yvou T'm afier
{he prowler,” muttered Drake. *ITn
was scared by secing that fat ass, white
as n ghost, in thoe dark. Buat that’s
not likely to keop him away—not® for
lone, If thore's no alarm, ten fo o
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he will come back, end if he does, I
got him."

“You're mming back to the dorm.”

“1 tell you—"

“¥ou're not tellin
you ! said Har arton coolly, *1
came after you, because I thou ht Yol
were & silly fool going out of %ouncia.
I was going to run vou back to the
dorm by your neck, Now I find you're
& silly fool, meddling in what doesn't
concern you, L'm g‘mt‘lg to run you
back to the dorm just the samo.”

“¥ou're not, you silly ass ™ breathed
Drake.

“I jolly well am!"” Wharton made
s movement towards the dim shadow
in the dark. *And in the dorim you're
jolly well going to explain what this
game 1z, and what you'rs doing with
handeuffs like a policoman 1™

Drake breathed bard, Ie made no
movement of resistance as the captain
of the Hemove grasped his arm.

“Quiet ! he muttered. “Wharton,
listen I ]

“il’:” listen in the dorm, you checky
83

“Listen now |” breathed the school-
boy detective, “I ean trust you with
a =ecret. I've got to, anghow, Listen!
I'm here for the prowler.”

“I kopow that."

“I mean, I'm at Greyfriars for the
prowler. That's why I came. I was
sent for by the Head and Quelch, Now
do vou understand

Wharton's grasp dropped from the
schoolboy detective's arm.

“What? Rubbish! What—""

“Do you remember Jack Drake, who
used to be in the Remove, and joined
Ferrers Locke (™

“Eh? Yes whate—=<"

“I'm Drake.”

me; I'm telling

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Secret To Keep !
H.ﬁRH? WHARTON stood dumb.

He was too astonished to
speak.
He stood like a fellow in a
dream while the low whisper ran on
in his ear.

THE MAGNET

“RKeep it dark, old man! It will
spoil everything, if it should get out
that a detective 1s hers hunting for
the prowler. You understand thati'

Wharton did not speak He could
not.

He was frying to grasp it.  That
Jemes Duck, the duffer of the Form,
was not what he bhad appeared to be—
he already knew. But that Duck, the
moon-faced booby, with hiz owlish look
in his stesl-rimmed glaszes, wag Jack
Drake, the fellow ha had known as well
as he knew Frank Nugent or Bob
Cherry, was altogether too astounding,

He gave a pgasp; but he did not
speak. Drake's faint whisper died
away. In the silence came a sound,
and the echoolboy detective tenszed at
once.

“ Quiet 1" he breathed. *“You're in
this now with me, Wharton. Quiet!”

From ihe silence came the sound of
a footstop. But it was not a stealthy
footstep. It was o heavy tread—almost
an elophantine one, A light glimmered
fram the distance—the passage that led
to,the masters’ rooms.

Prake set his lips.

For a second he had thought and
hoped that it was the prowler again.
But he kpnew now what it was. Onoe
of the mastars had beewr awakened by
the sound of the brief struggle on the
landing.,  More likely he had been
awake, and so the noise had reachied
him. Anvhow, one of the masters was
up now, and coming to investigato.

The elephantine tread revealed which
master it was, Only Prout, or an
escaped elephant, ecould have trodden
g0 heavily.

Drake griﬁp&ﬂ the arm of the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“Quiet ! Tf that old ass spots ws—"

Harry Wharton pulled himself to-
gether with a jerk, Detective or not,
or all the more if he was & detoctive,

James Duck did not want to be caught
out of his dormitory at night. Neither
did the captain of the Remove. Brealk-

ing dormitory bounds after midnight
Was & very serious matter.
¥ Cut for the dorm,” whispered Harry.
Drake's grip tightened on his arm,
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The light catried by Mr. Prout was
already gleaming out on the dark
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landing.

i Eﬂt 1¥

“ Quiet 1" . ‘
Jack Drake ncted with the quick de.
cision natural to Ferrers '8

assistant, though far from expected in
James Duck.

_ By the balustrade of the wide land.
Ing was & setteo, and in an instant he
drew Wharton behind the settes, be-
tweon it and the bansters

He srouched there, dragging the cap-
tain of the. Remove down by his side.

They were only i fime. Hardly s
momont later the light gleamed on the
spot where they had been standing.

It would have picked them up with-
out fail had they cut for the dormitory
passage. Now they were out of sight—
for the moment, ot least, safe.

Prout's heavy troad came on.

He had an electric torch in his hand,
and he circled the light over the long
landing. Obviously Prout was sus
picions.  Prout had heard something,
and he had, of course, thought of tho
prowler gt once, Prout was the man
to lackle the prowler, if he had a spot
of & chance. Prout was a plucky man.

ears had increased his elrcumferenco
without diminishing his spirit.

He halted by the end of the settee,
flushing the hfhl: round him. The two
juniors, hardly a gyard from him,
crouched, suppressing their breathing.
Prout's voice came 1n tha silence.

“I heard something. I am assured

that I heard something, No one
appears to be here; but 1 am certain
that 1 heard something. By gad, if

I could get within roach of that prowl-
m% scoundrel with this golf club I'
The two juniors hardly breathed,

Prout waz keen to get going with tho
;i:::!f club clutched in his pertly hand.

hey were far from anxious for him to
get going with it |

Round and round the light circled.
Prout shot the beam down into the
deep, dark well of the staircass, Ho
spotted nothing on the stairs. Tho
prowler, if the prowler vet lingered im
the House, was not likely to continuo
to linger, now that a master was up
with a light.

If he had not been scaved away by
the ghost of Billy Bunter there was
little doubt that he would be scared off
by Prout and a light, and would
pone his intended pilierings for a [ater
and safer oceasion. Nothing unusual
was to bo seen on the stairs; and Prout
cireled the light round the landing
again.

That he would be satiched when he
gsaw nothing, and would return to his
l'm:nmt,] was whak the cornerved juniors
hoped.

it Pront was not saiished.  ITia
fruity voiee was heard again.
“BSomcone was up—at this hour! Of

that I am assured! If that scoundrel
13 ahoute——*"

The light circled again.

Harry Whartoan pgave up hope of
avoiding discovery now, Prout’s plump
brain did not work quickly; but, as ho
was assured that someone was, or had
been. on that landing, it was fairly
certain that he would flash the light
behind the settee. to ascertain whether
the anseen one had dodged out of sight
there.

And he was so close at hand that there
was not the remotest chance of dodging
away undiscovered. :

Wharton waited for the circling light
to gleam on him and reveal—not, cors
tainly, the suspected prowler, but two



Remove lellows out ou their dormitory
lﬂl;f‘ after mdnight,
e felt hiz companion move,

Wharton did not stir, but DPrako
who was mnearer to Pront, moved
swiftly and silently.

Prout had hiz back to the balustrade
as ho stood at the end of the long setice.
Any second he might revolve on his
Em'tly axie, nmd flash the lght round;

rake had to take the chance of that as
Lie rose silently behind the Fifth Form
maEsicr, ) .
“_Then Prout had the swrprise of his
ife.

An  unsean hand, reaching from
behind him, gave his portly arm a sud-
den sharp rap—sending the torch spin-
uning from hiz hand, te erash on the
landing. s

That erash  sounded almost like
thunder in the deep silence.

Instant darkness  [ollowed;
gasping howl from Prout,

“What—who—:zscoundrel 1 ,

Prout whirled round. Ile graznod in
the dark, and his plump fingers clozed
on a dodging shoulder,

“Raseal 1" pasped I'rout.
voul Seoundrel 1?

FProut had no Jdoubt that he had the

rowler ! It was rather fortunato for

rout, perhaps, that that was an orror.
The ruffian who had knocked out Loder
of the Sixth, and blacked his oyes,
would hardly have hesitated to knock
out the master of the Fifth; and I'rout,
though full of pluck, was altogether too
plutnp and {ime-worh for hand-te-hand
warfare !

Very luckily for Prout it was not the
prowler! No hefly jolt camo from the
datkness to up-end: Prout,

But the unseen figure in his grasp
wriggled like ap eel, and Proui’s portly
leg was suddenly hooked.

rout sat down, -

He shook the landing, and alinost
shook Gureylriars School as he sat
Prout’s weight landed with a  heavy,
resounding bump oo the floor.  Eis
grasp on the unsecn one was lost. 1le
sat and gasped. ;

“Oooogh! Goodness gracious! Wooh !
Booundrel—groogh [

Harry Wharton felt a sudden grhi o1
his shoulder. He followed Droke's lead
in the darkness. : :

They cut across the landing; behind
them, the breathless Pifth form master
spluttering and beooning.

“QOoogh ! Scoundrel! Help! Quelch!
Hacker — Lascelles—Wigging — ”’ﬂ,lppnr
—groovgh! Help! The prowler—he is
here ! Tielp—nmgh 1*

Two swift Sgures reached the door of
the Remove dormitory, while Prout
still boomed, They sh?ped in stlently
and shut the door, snd the boom was
shut off in the distanee,

Drake chuckled softly, At that momoent
he was a schoolboy, not a deteetive )

“All sergne I he whispered.

“Prout will wake the whole House 1"
gasped Harry,

“Let him! Betier not let him wake
uzl Tarn in, quick ¥

James Duck cut along to his bed.
Most of the Bemove had gone to sleep
again; but & drowsy voice came from
Bob Cherry :

“Hallo, halle, hallo! That Wharton?
Got the ailly ¢chmmp 7

“E‘dh, yos! Quiet! The beaks are

ami a

“T havo

up |

“*You've got bim back?” asked
Nugent.

il E'a. uiet 1”‘

Harry II?h’hmrl;«:m turned into bed.

Vague sounds from the distanee: told
that Prout had called up other moem-
bers of the staff, and that 5 seavch was
going on. It was not likely to cxtend
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io the Remove dormitory, however, =o
that all was right,

But it was long before Havry Whno-
ton ¢losed his eyes,

He was thinking of the strange aml
startling discovery of that night—that
Jack. Drake, the Loy detective, once of
the Remove, had veturned to his okl
Form at Groyfriars; and no one lad
known him there! James Duck, fhe
moon-faced Jduffer of the Bemove, was
Jack Drake. the assistant of Ferrevs
Locke, the. famous detective!  Fellows
bhad wondeved why the Heod had made
no move to root out the mysiery-man.
Evidénily, now, he had made o move—
and this was it !

There was a delective in the school,
vooting after the prowler! And it was
Jack Drake, whom Wharton knew well,
and wonld never have dreamed that bo
would not know arain, at onee, if ho
saw him! Thoe captain of the Removo
lingd o socvet to keop now.

‘He slept at last; and did not reopen
his gyes till the rvizing-bell was clanging
in the moming,

He romembered, the moment he
wolie, and sat up and rubbed his hleell:;;
i;yﬂf. He rlanced along towards Duck’s

ag

“Dear me ™ James Duck was bLicat-
ing. “Where did I put my trouscrz? T
wonder where I put my trousers| Ilas
anybody seen my trowsers?

There was a lawgh in the dormitory
as the new éumnr, hl;i:kinli'thmugh his
stecl-rimmed glasses, looked for his
trousers—and found them right under
hiz nose!

Wharton could only stare.

James Duck was James Duck again,
the dud and duffer and fathead!

harton almost wondered whether
he had dreamed the happenings of the
night,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Some Deiective !

L UEECHY 1" murmured Dol
Cherrey.
Mr. Queleh was standing at

the head of the staircase when
the Remove came along to go down,

Esprgnﬁ sunshine was stveaming in at
the windows, but its brightness was not
roflected in the faco of the Remove
master., That face was grin.

“ Good-morning, =ir!" said somo of
ithe Removites, wondering why Quelch
was therel Ile secmed to ho 1.1'&iting
for hizs FPor to coms from their dormi-
tory.

*Good-morning [" snid Me %ﬁﬂ];rh
fvostily. Ho beckoned to Jamoes Duck.
“¥You will remain Lere for e fow
minutes,”

“¥ez gir!” bleated Duck mecklys,

The rest of the Form went dowy.
Duck was told to stay behind, and they
wondered, from that, whether guelcrh
Lnew that he had been out of the dorm-
tory over-night. In which case, they
supposed that he was booked for a row.

 Poor old Ducky ! murmured Bob
Cherry. “He always scons to be ask-
ing for it! Jevver see such an psst”

“Hardly ever ™ said Johnny Bull.

“But if they've spolted bim, thoew
may have spotted you, Harey " said
Frank Nugent uneasily. “Queleh
docan’t scem to want you, though”

“1 don't think they Lknow ﬂ.]l:,’thinﬁ

ahout Remove wmen  being  oubl
answered Hapvy. e was pretty sure
of that.

“Then what does Quelch want Ducky
for?"

Wharten did vot answer. Now that
he knew Duck's scerct, he wonderel
whether it was oz a detective (hat Jack
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Diake was told to stay hehind.,  Ile
slanced back at hin as he went dowir;
bt i the sheepish face, with iz bushy
vyebrows aid stecl-vinuned glassez, he
conilid see no trace of the Jack Drake Jie
haed known.

“That csteemed ass alwavs scoms {o
wt it & row 1 remarked llurree Junser
Ram Bingh, -

“ I zay, vou fellows, if Queleh fancies
that T went gur of The dorm last uighi.
P want rou fellows 1o stand by e "

snndl Billy Buoler anxiously,  “Thoy
iy %tm'u- soen flour about, o some-
flikp

| saly, of course you'll nll tell
tuelch that 1 hever even got out of Bed
last might, il ho asks yon!l [I'll do 1he
same for vou, yvou kpow, any T, ™

“You fat fibbing frog—"

“Oh, really, Cheriy ! Yon know wharg
Queleh is=hie won't take my word?”
«aidd Bunter. " Why, I don't know: hm
I know he won't. I he ashs you—-="

* Fathicad !™

" Beast 17

Quelch’s eye, liowever, did not furn
on Bunter, That was just ns well for
ihe fat Owl; for though ho had shalken
and banged his clothes very induostri
ously  thet morning, there were il
loury traces lingering. Quelch’s atten-
rion was fixed on the one mrmber of
hiz Form: whom only Harry Whavion,
in. the Bemove, know to be other ilhan
what he zeomod,

Drake waited. Dot his Pprm-masier
flid net  onmodiately  speak. Other
fellows wero going down, as well as the
Remove; and Mr, Q:ll!‘.]{'h waited (il
tha last lind gone before be addressed
Drake,,

Then, at length, he spoke, In e
{ones,

“There was an ivcident azain Jast
niznt, Drake.”

~ Indeed, elr ™ murmuced Drake, ITe
had no intention of confiding 1o My
(Jueleh whiat ho knew of thei incidend.

“Mr. Prout was awakened, and camn
from ltis room,” continuca ibe Remove
master.  “On this landing he was
witacked—though fortunately no injury
was done ! The prowler hrs heen here
again—though, {hanks to Mr. Prout, lie
wis Fl‘ﬂ‘l"ﬂnto{i from carrving out his
nefarvious intentions.™

Deake did not reply o that, Ilc was
aware that it was thanks to Billy
Bunter and his ghost-like ospeck in Lis
garmcnt of four that the prowler had
Ieen intervapted in his prowling, Bat
that was not an ilem te be reported Lo
My, Quoleh )

“The razeal, as uvsual, dizappearoed
uneeen  and  undiscovered ! resumoesd
Mr. Quelch—not, of course, snspecting
for a moment that there had been {wo
rascals concerned, and that one of thew
was now standing before himn, pasing av
i over James Duclk’s glasscs,

“Tndecd, s 1

“Yes, indecd!™ snapped Me, Queleh.
“And if you desire to make any nvesh-
ratlong, Drake, pray proceed o do 0.”

Drake colonred at the sharp sareasm
in Quelch™ voica. Only too clearly, the
Remove master had 1ozt faith in Feyress
Loecke’s assistant, from whom he liad
hoped o 1much.

“I ghall be very plad,” ndded My
Queleh, in the same tone, “io sce the
reault, if any 1Y

“You bave no further faith m ome, T
fear, =il said Drake,

“Yery little, 1 acknowledgy
Ar, ?ucis;h. “Very little,
Draka [

Drake bit Lis lip. Then a faint gria
dawned on lhis  face=—vounishing -
stantly, bowever, ns Mr, Qucleh Toched
at him wvery shavpli.

Quelelr’s  saccasmr  was ook very
tleazant to the cars of the schoolliny
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detective. He was ilempled to give
Quelifh a BRoland for his Oliver, so Lo
speak.

“If Ferrers Logke were here,” went
on M. Quelch, “I have no doubt that
he would be able to discover some clue.
That is a detective's hnsiness. If wou
can do so, Drale, I shall be vory glad.”

“Very well, sir1” said Drake guietly.
He had made up his mind, by that
time, to pull Quelch's majestic leg in
return for his sarcasm.

3 He moved ahqut the extﬂr}siﬂe land-
ing for a few minutes, ﬁiﬂ.m‘:mg to and
r

fro and peering behind the settee at the
balustrade.
Mr. Quelch watched him  with

sarcasm, intensifying in his expressive
eXpression,
"Well I he rapped.

“Bhall T tell you what happencd here
last night, sir?” asked Drake demurely.
Mr. Queleh stared at him. ;

“You obviously cannct do anyihing
of the kind, Drake!” he answered.
“Beyond what I have told youw, you
know nothing.”

“Indeed, sl
hear—"

“(Oh, procecd ™ said Mr, Quelch.

“Last mght,” eaid Jack Drake
calmly, “one of the masters—you have
told me it was My Prout—came out of
his roor. with a lipht—"

“With a light?” repeated Mr.
Quelch. *Yea, certainly Mr. Prout had
a hght—an electric torch. If that is a
dednction, Drake, it was & very easy
thing to deduee,”

“Ho stopped by the end of this
selfee—" continued Drake.

Mr. Quelch started.

Drake, certainly, could have guessed
that Prout had a light. Buat he could
not have guessed that the Fifth Ferm
mazter had stopped at the end of that
settes, That could not possibly be

uessworl | That was knowledge.

*rout had told the other masters what
had happened. He certainly had not
saitdl a word in Drake’s hearing.

I{ you do not care o

“Indeed 1 exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
rather blankly. “De you think eo,
Drake "

“I do not think—T1 know I answered
Drake calmly. “Mr. Prout stood on
this spot, at the end of the settee—this
end—and flashed the light to and fro
about the landing.”

“That is eertainly correct, from what
Mr. Prout has told me 1” admitted Mr.
Queleh, very much puszled.

“Somecne—who must have been
hidden behind the settee—rose behind
him and struck the light from his
hand " added Drake.

veleh fairly jumped,

That was exactly what had happened,
from Prout's tale. But how the assist-
ant of Herrers Locke had deduced it
was & mystery to Quelch,

“Mr. Prout was left in the dark,”
continwed Drake with cheerful calm-
ness, “but he grappled with his assail-
ant,

“ Drake 1

“Is not that correct, sir?®”

“It is quite correct!™ admitted Mr..

Quelch blankly, “But I fail to see——"

Mer, -‘%uel-::h stared round him in
search of the signs, or clues, that had
led the schoolboy detective to this
remarkably correct conclusion. Quelch,
keen-eyed as he was, could detect no
such signs or clues! The landing told
him nothing, whatever it told Jack
Dralke—perhaps !

“Mr. Prout was then overturned b
his assailant,” continued Drake. “{
think,” he added, with & very thought-
ful look, *that hiz leg was hooked! On
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that point I will not speak positivery,
b p——"

“This iz amazing ¥ Quelch fairly
gasped. “It is perfecily true, from
what Mr. Prout has said, that his leg
was hooked [rom under him, and he

fell—*

“In falling, sir, he lost his heold on
the unseen person he had grasped,”
said Drake *That person escaped.”

*Thiz iz precisely what Mr. Prout has
told me.” said the Remove master. “1
hardly understand this, Drake.” :

“It is perfectly clear to me, =ir!”
gald Drake, with a facc as serious as
that of a stone 1mage. “What I know
further, sir, I must—for the present, at
least—keep to myselfl That is ‘all,
sir.”?

And Jack Drake went down the stairs
—leaving Mr. Quelch gazing after him
with an expression of astonishinent on
his face at which Drake contrived not
to grin till the bend of the staircase
hid him from the Remove master's
sight |

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

For On¢ Occasion Only !

ARRY WHARTON glanced at
James Duck quite a number
of times in Forin that morning

Every tine he glanced ab
him he felt more and more puzzled.
James Duck was, he had said, Jack
Drake! But, even now that he knew
the captamm of ithe Remove seeme
hardly able to get it down, as it were.

_ The fellow was utterly unlike Prake
in looks, in ways, in_speech, In every-
thing. Mot a suspicion, hitherto, had
crossed Wharton's mind, or any other.
Was it true?

He felt that it was, and must be; yet
he doubted. Duck, it was certain, was
not what he seemed to be; yet it was
not casy to believe that he was a fellow
to whom he seemed to bear no resemb-
lance.

Other fellows in the Remove, as in
other Forms, were ralher excited on
the subjcct of the reappearance of the

prowler. But Wharton hardly gave
that mysterious person’s latest exploit a
thought, His thoughts continually ra-

turned to the strange secret he had
learned—rather to the detriment of his
leszons that morning.

There was another matter on the
mind of the captain of the Remove—
rather an urgent matter, too. Vernon-
Smith was under detention that after-
noon, and his place had to be filled in
the Remove eleven for the match with
Hobson & Co., of the Shell.

In a2 mateh with the 3hell the
Eemove had fto put their best foot fore-
most, a3 1t were, and the loss of the
Bounder was a heavy loss. But even
that did not occupy Wharton's mind so
11'!11{]-.1]; a5 that strange discovery of the
night.

After class that morning he left his
friends and looked for the new junior.
James Duck was mogning in the
guad, in his usual sheepish way, looking
like anything but a keen young
detective, the right-hand man of so
famous & erime-investigator as Ferrers
Locke. Wharton could not help doubt-
ing all the more, as he looked at the
sheapish face.

“Liook here, Duck " he said abruptly.
Then suddenly, as he uttered the nome,
it struck him. “0Oh, Duck—Drake! Is
that why you called yourself Duck

The new glu_timr grinned,

“*Yeos—and to keep the same initials—
thingz are marke you know,” he
snawered. “You're keeping it dark, of
course [

“Yes—if I'm surel But—" Whar-
ton stared at him, hard. “You're
darker in complexion than Drake was."”

”%uite 1

o ¥our hair's longer,” said Harry.
EJI'-'r:r.l-:a never had those bushy eye-
oW

“That's why I have 1” grinned Duck.

“Oh! He nover wore glogses—-="

“That's why I do.” &

“Oh! He never bleated liko a silly
shipe prea——7"

Drake chuckled.

" Look here, old man, I've piven it to
you etraight ! he said. I had to tell

you—and it’s up to you to say nothi
about it. Are you still duuhti;lg
wiether I'm me or not 7

“Well, it's jolly queer!™ said Harcy
slowly. “I can't make you out | You'ro
not what you've made yourself out to
be! I know thet! But—Drake was as
keen as a razor, and you—well, you
know what all the Form think of you,
Drake was a first-class foothaller—and
you fumble worse than Bunter. I sup-
pose you'rs trying to make vourself
!::-lf!f_‘-'m different-—if  you're Drake—but
1 .___-_._Ij

Droke's eyes danced, behind Duck's
steel-rimmed glasses,

“Like me to prove it?” he asked.

: Well—yes 1*

. lexl*re;: hardﬂup' El?r HE man this a.][tn::r-
on—that ass Bmi avin xin-

self detained—" Y § got

“]Efewi n&ind that now—"

“But o mind I grinned Jamea
Duck. “Jack Drake rnii-ht drop in &t
Greyfriars this afterncon to sec his old
PB]E‘_"—”

“What "

“James Duck will diaapﬁenr for the
afternoon. Jack Drake will drop in on
& visit. If he does, how would you like
to put him in Smithy's place #*

“Oh!” gasped Wharton.

“You've just said that I was » first-
class footballer I” grinned James Duck.

I've kept up the game, of course. I
should do you credit. .&nd—h%_' g,
I'd be glad of a game! Tve had to
gteer clear, as James Duck—but T'd be
Jolly glad to put in—for one occasion
un(l‘:.r—as Jack Drake! What?”

Oh ¥ gasped Wharton again,

“I'H tell 'vou this much,” went on the
schoolboy detective i{uiﬂt-lj', “I've got
my eye on the man 1 want—it's only a
matter of getting hum pinned down.”

“Ob! came 8 third gssp from
Wharton, R

“Until 1 gat him, I've got to keep
up this Duck game. But—even if he
WAas On spot—he wouldn't get wise to
anything from an old Greyfriars man
dropping in for the afternoon. Even if
he saw me, which isn't likely—consider-
ing who and where he 1z=—he could guess
nothing from it, as Jack Drake will be
gome again immediately after the
game.

Wharton stared at him.

“If von mean 1t—if
Drake—"

“Doubting Thomas [ grinned Drake.

you're really

“Look here, I suppose you can believa
your own eyes. If you see Jack Drake
walk into -room this after-

e
noon, will that setti-a it ™

“0Of course! But—"

“Then don't fill Smithy's place—that
is, of course, if you'd like .!Pa.u::l.: Drako
in the team, like old times—="

“I'd jump at 1t 1” sard Harry. “ Draka

was always as g a man 88 Smithy
Eit would be & regulsr windfalll
nf—o="

. “Jump at it then, instead of keep-
ing on butting like a billy-goat!”
chuckled Jack Drake. “I've not 8
lot of practice the last few weeks, but I
can tell you I'm in form-—and simply
pining for s game., Loave the place



n' till your old pal Drake walks in?

hat T

" But—" stammered Harry.

“Cut out the buts! Is.it a gol”

Wharton paused a long moment.

“Yeal” he said at last,

ﬂGuad man I

“Mum's the word—here's Smithy 1

Herbert Vernon-8mith came up with a
scowl on his face. He was feeling keenl
his exclusion from the football ma
that afternoon, and ho was deprived
even of the consolstion of booting
Bunter.
. “MWhat are you going to do about
inside-right?** he asked, taking no notice
of Duck. “I've got to stand out, but
Redwing’s a good man—" Smithy
?‘:-'ldenltj' wanted to put in a word for
s pal.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Good; but a good many better,” ho
answered. “We've pot to beat the
Shell if we can, Smithy.”

“Who, then” grunted the Bounder.

“I've just heard. that an old pal of
Wharton's is visiting the school this
sfternoon, Smithy," f{!‘ﬂ.tf_‘{] James Duck.
‘Wharton's geoing to play him. JTsn't
that so, Wharton

“Ohk, yes! I think—"

“PFellow named Drake,” said the new

iunioz, L‘r]in]s.i]']?k at  Vernon-Bmith.
“ Ever heard of him? Ha left before 1
cama.™

“Heo left long before vou blew in,
ass 1" said Vernon-Sinith. “T'd be glad
to see him agein—he was a decent sort
of chap. Is he coming, Wharton®

“I—1 think so—"

“Well, he's a d man, if you want
one!” said the Bounder. “If he furns
up you can't do better. Ii unot Red-

wing a the man you want.”

“Dreke's coming |1 said IIarﬁ. Ha
had made up his mind about that at
last. "1 think ¥ can rely on Drake.”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's that
about Drake?” Bob Cherry camos up.

EVERY SATURDAY

“That ehap who used to be here—what
about him ¥

“Ho—he will be hers this after
noon—"" stammered Horry.

x Dh_r!ﬁgmgl First I’ve heard of -it,
I say, if he's in time, what about shov-
i;r; vim in Smithy’s place? exclaimed
A0

“That's the idea ¥

“Good egg! Ducky, don’t you miss
this game |* =aid Bob Cherry. “That
cha, rake is worth watching at foot-
ball. He used to be a first-class man, at
any rate. By Jove, T'll tell the fellows
Drake will be here—everybody will be
jolly glad to see him.”

The news was riot long in spreading
that Jack Drake, formerly of the Re-
move, was to be at his old school that

‘afterncon, and that Iarry Wharton was

going to give him ernon-Smith’s
vacant place in the Remove eleven.

~ Quite a number of fellows were look-
ing forward to seeing Jeck Drake again.
Among them was Billy Bunter, who
sagely considered that, after so long an
absence, Jack Drake might be HB to
touch for a small lean, which Buntor
needed rather badly, as his postal
order had not yei arrived.

After dinner, Billy Bunter adorned
the gateway with the fattest figure at
Groyfriars, to keep his eyes, not to men-
tion his speetacles, on the watch for
Drake's arrival.

But, in the clrcumstances, DBilly
Bunter was likely te watch, like Sister
Anne, i vain !

e

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
No Chanee For Bunter !

T ALLO, hallo, hallo 1
H “(Md Drake!™

“Trot in, old bean!”

Thoe foothalers were in {ho
changing-room. It was almost time to
go down to tho field, and they were
ready ; but Harry Wharton’s new recrnit
had nob yet nrvived.

| figure
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smithy—the most disgruntled fellow
ever—had gono - in to detention. Bul
plenty of other fellows were on the spot,
all keen and eager to 6l tha vacant
lace; and as the minutes passed, Harr
Nharton was move and more doubtful.
Then, suddenly, an athletie youthful
walked in—and he stared
blankly at Jack Drake, and thers was o

shout of welcome,

The Remove fellows gathored round
Drake—Wharton stared at him.

This was Drake. whom he know well
cnough, with his clear complexion, hiz
keen eyes—and no glasses over them—
hig alert manner, his wall-marked, but
not 1n the least bushy, eyebrows—a
follow who did not resemble James Duck
in tho very least,

Wharton could only stare. 'Was it
the samo fellow? It was, and must be
—yet—— Then hie noticed ona eircums-
stance—Drake's hair was a litile longer
than usual—as Duck’s had been, 1at
one detail the schoolboy detective had
not changed, as he had to become James
Duck again after the football match.

“Time to change—Wharton says
B}u re pleqrm% for us this afternoon,

rake,” said Bob Cherry,

“Yesz, rvather!™ said Drake—his
cheery voioe vothing like James Duelk’s
sheapish bleat. “Jolly glad to—somoe-
body lend me zome clobber?™

Harry Wherton found his voice.

“Hevo vou are, Dra i

“Duck's clobber,” said Bob. *“Duck
weon't want them——"

“Who's Duck ! asked Jack Dvake.

“New fellow, sineca your time—silliost
ass aver " said Bob. “You can borrow
his things—he secms to havo left thon
out alt mad;;. v gum—silly sort of
ass, always feaving things about, or
losing thepy—""

Harry Wharten lawghod.

M Pack inte them, Drake—you're ine
side-right I

“What-ho '*

{Continucd. on next page.)

CoMmeE INTO THE OFFICE, BoYs AND GIRLS !

Your Editor s alwaysy pleased Lo hair 'rom hs readers.

Write o him

Editar of the ** Magnet.” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd. Fleetway House
Farringdon Street. London E.Cd. )

i O Gerald Loder has lost his pre-
fecture at last ! writes Clem
Foster, of Basingstoke. Yes,

Clem, he sure has! But this is not

the first time the black sheep of the

Bixth Dhas been “reduced to the

ranks,” as it were. No doubt sonie-

thing will happen soon that will
bring about hiz reinstaiement—he's

s crafty as they make ‘em, you must

vemember,

MORE OVERSEAS PALS WIN PRIZES.

Here's the resnli. of onr Qetohor
Footer-Stamips "' Compotition :

PRIZES OF TEN SHILLINGS
FACH have heen awarded to the
tollowing two competiters with the
liizhest totals of “gzoals ™ scored:

Fong Ying Tuck, P.O. Box 82,
Kunala Lumpur, Malaya.

R. Wood, 94, Quecn SHrect, Port
lizabeth, 8. Afvica.

PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS
FACH have been awarded to the
following twenty competitors whaose
tetala of “goals” ranged from 157
down to 59.

Stan H. Beyera, Q. Box 1132,

Johannesburgy, Transvaal, 8. Africa;
Bion Dury, 1, Jalan lskandar, Green-
town, Ipoh, Perak, P.M.5.: W. H.
Hunneybun, 473, Prome Ioad,
Liniversity PP.O. llangoon, Burma;
Howard Hunter, 1468, De Villiers

Street, Kenilworth, Johannesburg, 8.1

Afriea; A. W. Husband, P.0O. Box
387, Balisbury, 5. REhodesia; M. M.
Ihrahim, 18, Battery Ioad, Singa-
pore, 8.8, ; David Klhiaw, ¢/o Boon Bee
Chan, Batu FPahat, Johore, Malaya;
Chew Kok Kheng, 64, Kelawer Tload,
Penang, S5.8.; Tan Meng Kiaf, 227-a,

Upp. Herangoon load, Bomapah
Estate, Singapore, 5.8.: L. D. Lerner,
Woodlands  Hotel, Main Road, Sea

Point, Cape Town, 8. Africa; V.
Moffat, efo I. Moffat, Mail Branel,
&.P.0., Brizhane, Guecnsland.
Australia: Ralph Muller, 20, Made-
leine Road, Durban, 8. Afriea: Archie

Rodwell, 24, Roos Street, Cape Town,

S, Afriea; Walter Schulte, Chureh
Btreet, Ladybrand, O.F.8,, 8. Africa;
Teo Tong Seng, 137, Moulmein Road,
Singapore, S5.3.; Moy Shelton, P.O.
Box 2002, Johamnesburg, 5. Afrien;
Victor 5. Shervin, 3, Reis Street, S.
Brisbane, 8.2, Queensland, Australia,
Jose. Thomas. 38-8th Street, N.1.5.,
%prings, Trapzvaal, 8, Africa; W. T.
Tolehard, IP.O. Box 6, Withank,

Transvaal, 8 Afriea; Tan Yeow Wha,
269, Charlton Road, Singapore, 5.8,

Well, T suppose you are zll aexious
to know somcthing about next week’s
programme—wlhat? Topping the hill
15 2

“ GUILTY GOLD ™
Frank Richards" splendid wyarn of
Harry Wharton & éo It tells of o
certalu sportsman at Greyfriars who
lands himself in debt with Rondolph
Crocker, the unscrupwlous, shift
ragenl who has been causing zo m‘unﬁ
trouble at the school of late, Crocker
—as no doubt youw will gather—is the
last man in the world %0 be “done ™
by a schoolboy. How the Greyfriars
sportsman is to get the moncy o
settle up with Crocker, and thus stop
the worthless fellow’s tomgwe from
wagging, is a problem until— But
there, you’ll learn all about it in next
Saturday’s grand story. Whe is the
Loxing clhampion of the Greyfriars
Bemove?  This and many  other
sporting gquestions will be answered
in our next issuc of the “Gueyfriars
Hevald,” in which will be found other
interesting and newsy artieles. Potter
and Greene have collaborated to pro-
dnee some really good “stuff " for ony
opening feature—""My Page” But
what of Coker, their stud?matu?—-yml
will ask. Wait and see! Have you
ordered your copy of the Masyer for
next weck yet?  If not, why sot?
YOUR EDITOR.
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MY AIM IS TRUE

WHEN 1 LASSO!
Says HORACE COKER

If Blundell saye 1'm po good with the
lasao, take my tip and don't beleeve
him !

I can toll you for a foet it's only
jellusy that makes him say such things.
Treat his beestly libels on my fars name
with the skorn and kontempt they
deaorvo !

Ever since I became an expert with
the rope, Blundell has been pooh-
poching my pre-eminence at the game,

He has pored cold water on the idea.
Hea has told mo again and again that it
will land me in hot water,

I have treated his remarks with icy
kontempt, though inwardly they made
me aimply hoil |

This week, 1 thought I would put him
in his place.

“If you think I'm such~a dud at
lassa-throwing,'' I said, with crushing
sarkasm, * just teke a stroll down to
the playing-fielda thia
afternoon. You'll sse
ma give a display of
lossoing that well
malie yourhare cur] !

Blundell grinned
shoepishly. Isuppose
he wmust have ex.

tenced a sneaking
%ﬂiﬁlmg of shame at
that momont, for ho
proceeded to tell ma
that he wouldn't miss
it for waorlda.

He duly ttll‘]mllﬂd
n te m 1Bpla
atter dinn-:.-i Eﬂspdiﬁ
a lot of other poopla,

#nobs may sneer and jellus cads
jeer, but I notico that whon I give
a show, I always mennidge to drow tho
erowd |

There wos o loud cheer when I
arrived with my lasso coilod ot my side.
I smilingly saluted my admirers and
mode o an bow, just for @« joak.

I was sorry 1 did so, the next instant,

————
————
I —— -

'

—
——

forI got ono
of my le

tangled upin
the lasso, in
doing it, and
went spraw.
ling on tho
turf. Some

“‘u

.
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of the on-
lookers at onee burst  into  lond
larfter—~though what there was to larf
at, I'm dashed if I ean tell you !

“ Do you want a target for your
Iﬂ.aaninglahmt., Coker 7 * asked Blundoll
after I had picked myself up. * If 80,
I'll offer mysalf,”

“ Well, I was thinking of lnsaoing
Potter,” I told him. * But, of courao,
if you would like me to seleck vou for
the honner——"

* Oh, it's not that, old szport,”
Blundoll said, with one of his weerd

M Matter of faet, I don’t
altogother liko the look of that lasso of
vourg ; and I'm only offeving myaclf
for the job beeause I know that if I'm
what you're amming ot, I shall have
nothing to fear.”

All the Filth Torm froeks cackled
like tho dickens over that. Don’t ask
me why, I really can’t tell you,

Lring,

I decided to ignors Blundell end
1nsso Potter, after all. Potter stood
near the pavilion and I stood at o dis-
tance and whirled the rope over my head.

It curled through the air and the
loop descended on its wvictim., The
next moment, I pulled the a taut.
With a thrill of joy, I reali that I
had mode a perfect throw and pinned
my pri s hands to his sides !

T]Eem wad o deffoning roar from the
crowd. It wes not, however, quite the
kind of roor I could have sished for.

“ Prout ! " they yelled. ‘* He's
laesoed Prout | ha, ha ¥

Everybody shrecked !

Jusat use Mr. Prout had n]ii]}!:ﬂl'ﬂd
round the pavilion and been lassoed,
.the milly fatheads gceraod to think I had
made a mistake !

Of ecourse, I had done nothing of the
kind Unexpected as Prouty’s sppear-
ance was to the others, I had seon him
with my hawk-like ayes and instantly
shanged my mind, Instead of lossoing
Potter, I had decided to lnaso Prout—
and I did it porfectly ¢

Afterwards, I felt wild with myself
for that sudden chango of programme.
Not only did it annoy Prout. It also
resulted in the idiots who were watehing
thinking it waa just an axxident ; and,
try 05 1 moay, 1 haven't yob been ablo to
konvinco thom otherwize !

Weil, m{ own conscience is cleor,
anyway. I know what n joenina T om
with the rope, even it nobody clae
knmﬁ it;q

Whatever Blundell may say, iny aim
iz trne when I lasao |

Harry Wharton Unearths
GREYFRIARS CHAMPIONS!

Among the miscellancous querics I
hiad to answor this week waa one from
a Sixth Form reader, as to who is the
beat darta player in the Removo,

Thoe angwer, I find, on consulting
Vornen-Smith, is Horold Skinner., I
mugt  admit that I never knew it
before, and I congratulate Skinner on
hia prowess ot the game. I must also
thank my inguirer—not only for
causing mé to add to my knowledge
of affaars, but alse for setting me off on
o senrch for other champions whose
foats have sc far fail to obtain
recognition in our eolumns,

I have uncarthed ruite a collection
of them !

To begin with, I found that Gatty,
of the Second, was chompion tip-cat
player of the fag Forms—and of tho
reat of the school, too, I should
imagine

Tip-cat, for the benefit of thoso who
do not know the pane, is played with
n atick and o pieca of wo-ml; a%c.ut. Ave
inches long, pointed af hoth ends. You
tap the wood into the air, and hit it
as hard as you can, aid the chap who
covers tho course in tho amallest
number of hits wins.

I am told that the game Ranvishol

i the Middle Ages: and I hear that it !

 pulling my leg |

continues to flouwrish in o spasmodio
way on the Fags' Sparta Ground. Jt's
nice to know that the heroes of tho
Second keep alive other traditions
besides the tradition that smoll boys
nover wash !

Bolsover minor, of tho Third, is
another champion whe has never
received publicity, Now he's going
to gic:t- it! Know ve all that voung
Hubert Bolsover s the uncrowned
king of the Groyfriars marhles playors !
[ watched him playing Tuabb in the
Third Form Room last nirht, and tho
uncanny skill with which he rolled his
“ glasa alleya " (I hope I've pot that
right !} was vemintseent of hilliords at
ils best.

Then thero ia rollersslating, In my
lamentable ignoranee, I had not even
Been sware that any Remove man
woent in for roller-skating serionsly, I
now know that Dick Ralo i on aecom-
plished shkater, and, during the holidays,
a regular ployer for o rink-hockey
tenm. Yell, wo live and learrn !

Other claimants to fume soon hogan
to appear when it beecame known thot
I was seasvhing for obzeure champions,
Poter ‘Podid infortmod mo that ho woa a
ju-jutsn champion, and that if ho
chose ho could break cvery bione in
my body, But he may have Leen only
Nugent minar tarned
up to announee that ho eoubl beat any
man in tho school at pin-table samea,

Judging bw the amoumnt of thne e

apent in amusement arcades when we
took him to Margate last veusr, 1
should zay that he eught to bo able
ta do so, anvway !

Thoro is also Dabney, of the Upper
Fourth, who sayvs he can stay under
wator longer than anyono olse in the
school, and Kipps, our pet conjurer,
who stoutly mainteine that he can slide
down the banistera in {he School
Houso in record time. Oh, yea, and
there’s Wingate minor. Young Win-
gate states that ho i3 an absoluto
genivg ok archery. I have an idea,
though, that in making this claim, he
may bs drawing the long bow 1

Altogether, my inguiry for unknown
Groyfriare championa has been quite o
revelation to me. I am afraid, never-
thelezs, that somo of these negleeted
record-breakers will have to remain
content with only o meagre amount of
publicity.

Cheerio, chums !

BARLY WIIARTON,

PITY!

An unidentified wisiter whoe was
shown round Greyfriers last week sur.
prised the Head Dy tho wormith of his
approval,

He turned out to be a new inspector
of reformatorics who hed lost his way.

Hao would have found out hiamistake
earlinr, had he not scen Lodey first and

jtmrped to conclusions !

CHERRY A) WHARTON TO MEET

IN THE RING!

Special Report by TOM REDWING
( Assiitant Sports Editor)
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GREYFRIARS and ST. JIM’S
NECK AND NECK!

By H. VERNON-SMITH

Ay ferceast last woek that St. Jim's and Greyiiias
would both win their next gemoe, leavieg the
championship t0 be decided in the last pame belween
the two on Little Side, has come true. Incidontally,
I fancy it's the only forecast of mino that hus come
true mnes the footer spasem started i

St. Jim’s, on their own ground, beat Clarcinont

Iy 3 goala to 1, while the team to which I have

Last week, I tcll you how the
eliminating contests for tho Removo
championship narcwed down the
challengers to three—VYernon-Smith,
Cherry, and Bunter 4 This week, I can
onnounce that oot™f the scleet trio,
Cherry hes qualified to meet Wharton

in tho deciding hm&ﬂ’
Bob Cherry's suc of course, was
fully expoeted by regular followors of

Remove boxing ; bub he had a hard

.

uut to erack, In
Veraon-Smith, who
is aa tough a fighter
aa you would find
aniywhere.

Bunter's omazin
luck held to the cnd.

Ho drew a bye
arul theeefore mot the winner of
Cherry-Vernon-8mith contest. I can
leave wyou to imagine the outcome!

Cherry’s scrap with the Bounder
wonb ithe full six rounds. It was a
virorous, hard-hitting affair, in which
no guerler was askhed for or given:

The biz crowd in the pym roored
their appreciation at the finish,

1t wa3s a descent from the sublimae
to the ridiculous on the following

evening to wateh the** baitle * between
Beb Cherry and Billy Duanter. DBob
naturally treated it a3 a joke ond, not
wighing to hurt the Porpoise, contented
himseli at first with o kind of shadow-
boxing. Unfortunately for Bunter, he
jumped to the coneclusion that his

onent was no mateh for him and
waded in with tho intontion of lunding
a knock-out blow. S0 Bob was
roluclantly compelled’ to tap {ho fut
chump ]iﬁ_htly on tho nose.

The offcet of that light tap was
amaezing. DBunter sat down with o
burmp, and was counted out.

Wharton and Cherry will meet onee
more, therefore, to decide who is the
best boxer in tho Form, Tt should be
a fine contest,

the heonour to belong won at Bapgshof
h;,; the impressive score of 4 gmﬁﬁ {0
nl.

‘To these bare facts, I should add that
St. Jim's didn't guito have tho wall-ovey
they had expeeted ppgainst Claremont,
while we, on the nil}mr hand, founct
Da,gahnt much loss formidable {han we
had anticipated.

Bagshot's defeat by Higheliffo last
woek moust have hod e dopressing effoct
cn the team, and they showed TV
littlo of tho brilliance they displayed in
tho Christmas term, when they dropped
only 3 peints in cight gomes. On the
other hand, wo found ourselves in great
fﬂru!, Wharton, in ticular, playing an
inspired game, rton, by the way,
performed the hat trick, the remoining

| zoal being scored by Redwing.
So everything now depends on the

BIG BROTHER BOLSOVER DOQES
HIS STUFF!

Shock for Highcliffe Cads

There hoz heen cquite an
¢pidemic of fag-ragding by
Ponsonby & Co., o High-
clifio, lately. Qreyiriars
fngs havo heen. boofed and
anrgad and even ducked
by the wasters of tha High-
clifio Fourth.

Wo necd ha 1aention
that the attacks have taken
placo only when tie faps
woere not in suffictently |
foree to dofend therosalves.
True fo theit repatation,
the natty knits oY High-
cliife have taken joMy good
cars not o cadoenger their
own skins in any way.
Thoy have given 4 wide
herthh to ony bumh of
youngsters wlro loohed able
to give o good acciunt of
themeelvos,

Indignetion at Gaeylooars
veached fover pitch lost
weelk, when Pom omd his
followers gave lklsovor
minor amnd two other Thind
Farmers a merciless ragging
and left them tied wp (o
trcea near the river. The
goneral opinion v adliot it
was gl {ime  somebody
put o stop to their little
capera. f

Fha prohlem was, how to
do it. Mozt Lower School
men have looter »~d other
engagements on balfors,”
and it iz no easy matier to
orsanizo o delenes aqued to
spend an aflernopn watchs
inz over foga

n any casz, Pon & Co,
would ecrtainly not venturo
near when they sav older
iollows in tho nedhbour-
haad 1

We are zlad to Le able to

tell vou that, notwithsiand-
ing tho diffieultics, tho prob-
lom was solved last Baturday
afternoon by Baolsover major
of tho Remoun.

Our hofiy eolleaguao rarely
fizures in onr colimns in
the role of a Ivro. The lost
timoe wo mentioned him, in
last weck's number, he was
beaten ot hoxing by tho fat
and fatuous Billy Bunter.
Weo cheerlully admit, Low-
ever, that that was just o
freakish result of Bolsy's
ovar-cagerness to deliver a
ko.; mud wa aro vory
happy to bo ablo to add
thot wo ean give him
full norks tor the
wny Lo handled the
knuts of Higheliffe !

Bolsover major i3
not o very aflecliion-
ate fellow ; aven his
best pals would grant
that mush, On tho
other hand, ks has
becen noticod on
1'.!-1'13'5."'1011‘."1 acczsons  teo
talke n brotherly in-
terest in Bolsover
minor. ‘Fhiz time ha
proved ibat infere:t
to bho (ho monuing
articlo. .

On Satuniry afller.
noon tho theoe Fhird
Formera who had
giffered af Pon's hands
tha previoua waoolk
wend out egain. They
wero  Bolzover mines and
Simpson and Lwun Thoy
wors Seouts’ vniformse and
thoy set cut, 09 belore. 1o Jdo
alittle seantiug in thoe wonda
by ihe river and cock

themsehens & weal over a3 d

camp-fire before roturning
to the school,

Ponsonby and his pals
appeared on the scone just
when thoy were lghting
their camp firg,

The cheery lads of High.
cliffo  smiled amidably, o=
they sauntered up to the
fags. Life iz rather o bere
to Pon. & Co., and oppor-
tunitics of ragging® small
boys e¢comes as welcoma
brogks in the monoteny ol
their clegant existenca !

Tho coast scemed clear.
Thera was nobody clze in
sight other than o be-
spectacled greybeard of an
artist, who was silting at
his eascl near the towpath,

amnting o river sceno ; amd

o looked harmless enouch.

Pon. & Co. accelerated as
they drew necar the Groy-
friars irio, and then made u
swoop, 'Thore were four of

thera and they were heavier
and stronger than the fagm,
Young Boleover and his pals

wora overwhelmed i o
matter of seconds.
But beforo leng Do &

Cow poccived the sl ob

|

result of tho zame againet St. Jim'a in
a fortnight’s time, It should be & really
greal. mateh. We may depend on it
that Bt. Jim's will go all out for 1ho
vietory that will make them champions ;
aid they will be strengthened by tho
kmowledgo that Rylecombe Grammar
Svhool beat ua on Eittle Side recently.
Needless to sny, we shall be just aa
anxious to gain the wictor’s crown.
Looking back on our record, who shall
say wero not pood envugh to do i ¢
‘There will not bo mony more changes
in thoe championship table now, as you
will seo on eaeting your eves down the
lict. ILighcliffe und R}rljcﬂmhr:r have
gompleted iheir programmo oud six
ethor teams have but one pame to play.
leaving only Abbotsford and Redelyile
with two ontstanding fixtures apiece,
Claremoni’s last hope of climbiog up
from tho bottom has now gono ; and ar,
the other end of tho list, Rookwood are
now sceure in third place.
Next week being entirely barren of
fuotor fixtures, I Il bo able to deal
fully with the Dhig open crvss.country

their lives. Thudding feot-
stepa on the towpath caused
them to look round. They
didn't werry any, when they
saw the old artist jolhmny
runking towards them ; but
they soon changed their
ideas,

Yor, as ho ran, tho * art-
izt © tore off lus beard ond
flunpg nsside his speca, and
revealed himsell ny Bolsover
muajor of the Remove. Dolay
had borrowed the disguize
from Wibley for the- pur-
posa of leading them wvp
the garden; aml hoe had
succccded adimtrably !

Tho next minute was very
excitiﬂi‘ for Pon., and his
puls, ot keceived a shat-
tering biff on the jaw,
Vavazsour a ferrific smaclk
on tha car, Gadsby a punch
on the noze, and Monson a

wallow on the loft evo that | T2¢¢ which will be decided on Wedneaday.
c]ﬂﬂ‘f it fm.ﬂ a ﬂ;jﬁﬂt :;'f I am told thot tho seniors are going io
days, uwko o great effort to prevent a repetition

of the lust ovent of this kind, which was
won, mirnculousty, by Lord Mauleveray
ot the Remove. The handicapper has
cneournged their hopes by treating the
lewding Lower School athletes rather
more sovercly than on the last cccasion.
But o good mon can always pgo one
boiter tlian the hondieapper, und we're
not grousing.

They drvopped the fngs
lilzo h:i{:r[; hrlijq.gfs ilien and
turned on Deolsover major;
and if ho had nobody to help
him, Lie would certainky have
gene through it. But, with |
a burly Remove man to help
them, the fags woere oble iv
put up a show, and they

piled in with such zest RIESULTS.
that the Higheliffo bLrigade (Home tecama are shown tirst)
weors eoon rendered Bors de | Dagshob 0 Greyiriars +
canthal, Higrhecliffo 3 Rookwood N

Monson and Gadshy teck ﬂﬁ{:nmim .5 4 St. Judo's 1
o t-III}ﬂ'EI’ E}::?{svi_u thao endd 3} St Jim's 3 Claremont b
but Peil an 4V, wore nod L ST e h - _-.
allowed to escapo  belomo CHAMPLONSHIP l‘mlfh,ﬂﬁ
!,1113],' wWero given o ducking P.W.D. L. 1',-_",1_1}*_‘
in tho river. 1. st Jim's 17 14 1 242 17 29

Hrglsvhﬂh attacks  on! o Grewfriars 17 12 4 1 56 13 2%
Croyfriars fopa are likoly | 3. Bookwood 17 o 4 4 37 22 22
to come (o o Eﬁillp[ﬂf.:’.l stop | 4, Bagshot 17 8 21 89235 25 19
aiter this litile affair, wo| 5, Higheliffe 18 & 3 7 36 35 17
faney 3 and wo offer our| i, 3¢ Jude's 17 6 4 3 5 27 14
Dozt thanks {o the Hemwove ! 5 Abbotsford 16 4 4 8 24 14 12
Big Brother whe weorked) 9, Ryleombo 13 4 4 10 276 42 12
the ovtele, G.A,

Well o, Belzoverl 9 DadelyHo M 4 21015 M4 Ty
EEL fort ! '3 Clavewpord 17 0V 3 17 17 14 7



