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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

op all .nght with bhim,
He hbads hie owd
opimon o mes, amd 1
heve my own opibun
ol hltmi mpil wie uﬁsﬂj
Ariin gy dvaive £ at L

‘ﬂ"'ﬂ-!"—'"; BN He's not like Al
A FEY .7 A T, who o alwoays
trigs [0 Felofm Bie.
Last- Lime bhe wis
al Greylnars, Lonzy
ot me B L
sty and talued a0
Yery, Very oirituly
o me thatl my eyes
were opemed  asd |

o
L .

THIS WEEK BY
HAROLD SKINNER

fow [y crpor= OF my
ways, and actuolly
wept over my  past
e, ‘Louzy wan
VEry, Yery pratined,
alid wWeul w0 (6r 85 Lip
ity ey Lo Gen Witk

s

S oa bk o awW bRy apoe, LNCE Pene
vl fral hu:ljul: of hlling bhis page
C Wik o sevhiicd  pocms and alleged
JomEs. b dred Lo aliw gL CHIs BlUFLS.
ervbin allu b sbuw Leat he bour, oL, Joom
wab bhilkibpg abd HEY goodd wias cooked. o
Il D 06 dediese  nappy duys with a
Ly LU B SN
lue ‘editol caure dowd Lo Greyiriars and
wiied Ul i o bed decided to el every
Pkl Lame’ 3 bl BL wriilibg M3 Own pags
ol o, and’ auggestod 1 maght do the car
sl w04 wsil. | baat o abog; |oaBresd.  Lhe
uel resud st Loas, bouow gel obe thubdering
gusd ululby @ week cexceplt When 1. have
o ‘Oghuey by Jdrawisg a bcvobd Form jag.
Sy obby UL 8 Lbaul bue suuny S
alwiys  aeiiel sl pescesal, and a icllow
vl gul @ sdadeay wieh (Le matron buzises
ull. Dol Wy spae’ v 2 Wass o cold cuids,
iy o - week o bwo- | oshoal bave to draw
Bosover -wapor; » ditGee luwer, Coker 13 en
the biab. - Woeatns apd foral tributes should
Le scBit care w bie odilor O F—

Wou Lo G man i eolarges
The slZe 91 Bob Lheniy s g feot,
They may e 0 vouple of ba.ges,
ful disw Chern guite Jdaluty and neat;
Ur Lowvery will give you a thrashing,
With wesping abd wailing amd goasbing!
You'd hardiy bellewe, it you saw ‘em,
The ieatures o Bolsover's lacel
Bur woee L tue tan whoe must draw “em,
He'll roun. b a hospital case!
For Bolsover thinks it Invidious
When 1ehows poing out thut he's hideowa!

Tom DButtou 13 deal, and oo hearer;
He cuanuol Jdistingaish a word,
But Tom hax 3 punch like Chroers,
. Aml drawiugs are seen znd pot heard!
8o, as be coull hear oo excuses,
Be left me o bundle of hroises?!

And Uoker will give me no guarler.
To draw him 13 -absolute cheek

There'!l he nuweh a horrible slaughter
1 shall not wake up lor a week;

No matter, a8 dng as it's fmony,

And yon get & lmigh for your mencyl

"l

CONFESSIONS OF
A CAD!

Do 1 smoked Alas, my young friemds, I
have iodeed Lasted o toe soTladden herb.
ito L play canls? | weep with shame, but
I cunnot deny it; I bave handled the guilty
pasteboards. Am | acquainted with the
interior design o the Three Fishers Tavernt
§ can nardiy speak the words, bat ¥ am.,

1 bave cvew, vad Buat 1 &am, chepb Tom
my dormitory ab the witehing bour of night
and have gone worth ;ﬁ:ﬂn w razzle, Hnch
copdoet i3 ubparaileled and unprecedonted,
but it bas happeped. : : :

What have | to offer in mitigation of this
ftaﬂdmh% wElli} i d&l;: thnwl mth i
Eve ap £ mue EX -nat. raDCT
like it. Afte. all, wbat’s the good of rules
nnless somebody breaks them? The other
fellows wouldn't get any klck ont of bein

unless there were a few bad an
gay drgs about the place. What's the good

of hei if evervone's alw Food?
The Lit amﬁﬁufiuhmﬂyﬂm 1

really owe their couselous virtee to sad

casen -like me. Not. that 1 really dislike
Wharton: be"s no friend of mine, but I get

himo, as a relormed

el neleT,
*Th-tuanks awinlly,

"LAOUEY . 1 aobiwed.

*H ccome with ppleand.s; amd we'll have
a little - grgume o1 h-hanker allereands
ahall wet™

In vaze any olBier dear iremls wapt Lo
do me o Lt o goed, § may say thal Pm
Qubite awad, e Cligb bacINE Dosds 16 & MUg 3
game. 1 Know | sumn loze my characler,
amd, what's worsg, my muooey. kbow Ll
Jocy Bangs practically ives ob o legows hike
me aml sZmitny. s ool Che slighBest gooed
appealing Lo oUr cOMMUD SeDie. bed ause we
Epow ag woll as xou o whal losds we are.

Bub—we JdoB L play loe goul lor bhidaueds,
bul wor spurt. lod are Ke.bh o5 00Ul afdd
cricket. Higbt-bw»! 1 Bappen o e Eeeh
on billjigrds amd racing.  Josl 8 matber of
taste, chat's all. | may thind yon're s poor
prum? to waste your pioe chasing a moddy
looter about o beld. You may thing me
& dingy swep O waste my. Lime ip seln-
brintix spots ke the Three Fighers, 6 hap-
pens that the Powers  That think &g
aome as you do. Well. that's hard luck,
but what abwout it I1 were canght, we're
gacked, aod thal’s that. You're oob sacked
fonr- plﬁjfgg ipter, bot that's simply yoor

WK,
Eh?

FRIEND O MINE!

Uentle weurgie wwvest Bl Kind  teachers.
Personally, | bawe "wm like poison; bul, as
| snir, tagtes diler. There is l:l:l'll.!' one: of
‘tm § think o1 g3 a Triend, ami thut's Prout,
1 love Proat!

He's a woble chbaracter, and practically
unparali¢hal. What wouhin't | give Lo Lo
a persoeal frivod o1 this man, apd have the
advantage oI his delightfnl - conversation?
Have you heand the thrilling talea ol his
exploits in the Rockies, in the year beforo
the Flood? He was a terrific bunter.  His
elanghter of rats, mice, aguirrels. end other
vermin i3 still wmprecedented.

My vavonrite yarn is ile obad where Prout
bad zHpped on 3 precipice amd dropped bia
rifte imtu the yawning abyas. (1 msupposo
he'd wen talking Lo the ahyss—that's why
it war yawnine.r Uparmed, Prout stag-
gered away Lowards his orountain hut, when
round the eomer came a monstrous griezly
hear.

Figure the tion! HBe was standing om

a two-loob-whly ledge of rock, with tha
ahvasa aLill yawning fwoeath him. The bear
was o froml al him. Wa3 N0 ¥5-

S P.oaan's ke was but hia
vonrage wad etill Brm. In an ingtant be
mawte up his mimd Tapping the bear on
the shoukler. he said:

“A word with you, my dear hear! Leb
us bave s ulight chat oo the fntermalional
situm Bit Jown here, my gpood felowl™

WeH, of epurse, that woo thé finish. In
bwo bours  the r was cold and stif—

talked to Jeath.. They bhuried him in &
cavera Dear by, and upen his tomb they
wiote: ™ He 1;::: more chinpe:d against than

R,

poar bear!

r—

I DESHIE Th FowiT OUT, MY PEAR
PEAR, TUAT TuE SITuATion 15
PurE UHPAﬂn._LLi'Lm

chinning 1~

SKINNY-RIDDLES

What » tie dilerener between Bunter and
n burglar?— Abont two feed ronnd the waist,
thxt's all.

W im Coker like a mule with slomach
ache?—Prohally berause be was born that

way.
ghﬂ 18 lfhm'g pﬂl}hi:; cricket ke Frout
osit shooling '—When is ont for & duck.

What in emall and. [Bght and not hot, and
{lal Prenl ean't- bobhl R for two seconda?—
in Liogni.

Whet's Lthe dJifervpee belween a fellow
who speaiks to Dutton and a slice of bacon?
—{ne’s rafh., the other rasher.

Ounr contributor for next week is
CEDRIC HILTON.
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REMOVE FORM  STUDY N iﬂ

shwper, Lbe muost  people, s &
yueer mixture o good aod bad--bat
in hiz case, the bad predominates. He
haa plenty of viees, such as mean-
oess, gumnbling, breakivg cules, malice,
and envy., Ope feel: it is impossible |
lor Skiuncr to po straight, just a3 it
is impossible for Johbopy Bull to do
abything else. His own queer twist
of character makes him spitefnd, rin-
ning, breachersas, apd  jealous.  Yeb
he 13 extremely clover and witty. He
ihamuﬂ ready Lo make . Thouglh
t jokes are pot A¥YS  good-
natured. He in as keen an a razor,
could be & hrillisnt scholar i he ¢cver
took the trouble, asd has qoite a pift
for drawing. Ia thy outdoor
sport be Is pot in the least inter-
ested, and oo good at it. Nome Lhe
less, Bhinper eontrives toe make plenty

of fun
pepnlar

in the Remove, and is not un-

on that aceaust. He has
net % himeedf in this cartoon—
which ia in Eeepimg with hia charaeter.

e




Someone has robbed Dr. Locke’s study, and leff a clue behind him—a clue that does not need 3

detective to follow it up.

Do the tell-tale foofprints spell the capture of the mysterious prowler who

has been haunting Greyfriars for so long past ?

P (LUE +/%-PURPLE FOOTPRINTS!
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Mr. Quelech advanced, bent double, his gimlet eyes seanning the purple stains on the oaken floor.

** This way, sir,”’ he said.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Sharp !
1 AT 13 that, Bunter 1
“Oh!" gasped Billy
Punter.
“ W hat—->

“Oh, nothing, sir "

“¥oun have something in your hand,
Buntor.”

“0h1 No, gir!”

Billy Bunter'zs answer was unusually
truthful. Heo had nothing in his fat
hand. A moment ago he had hed a bent
nn fn it. But at the sharp rap of his

ovm-master's voico he had dropped it
like o hot potato. . :

‘I'he Bemove were taking their places
for school. WNobody had sat down yet.
Home of the fellows near Bunter wero
grinning. Mr. Queleh suspected that
Ponter was the cause. He was certain
ibiat that fat member of hia Form had
something elutched i6 hiz podgy hand.
‘hnowing Bunter’s manners and customs,
he suszpocted toffee.

Ho come s step mearer to thoe form,
and his gimlet eyes glinted suspiciously
at the fat Ow! of the Hemove.

“Hold up your hands, Bunter [”

“Ohl Yes sir[”

Cilly Bunter held up two fat paws—
Loth certainiy in need of a wash, but
raontaining nothing. Quelch stared at
them. Obviously, they were empty—
winch was guite uncxpecred.

“Yory fmﬁl; you may sit down I” said
Mz, Quelch.
1}hil,:r Bunter did not imumediately =it
down,

Copyright in the United Siates of America.

keen and eager.

e had come provided with a bent
in, which he was going to place on the
orin beside him, for the next fellow 1o
g1t upon.

The next fellow to Bunter was James
IDuck, the new boy in the Remove. e
was tha only fellow near Bunter whe
was not grinning--not being in the
socrot.

A bent pin, for a fellow to sit upon,
was Billy Bunter's idea of a jokel
Duck, the duffer of the Form, was the

e

Thrilling School and De-
tective-Adventure Yarn,
starring HARRY WHARTON

& C€0.,, of GREYFRIARS,
and JACK DRAKE, the Boy
"Tee,

HUW

victim of a good many practical jolkes.
Now tho fat and fatuouz Owl was join-
ing in the game.

Bui without the pin, which lay on tho
floor at his fect, Bunter could not carry
on. He had o have that pint

S0, with great astuteness, the fat Owl]
pushed a Latin grammar olf his desk,
and it Ropped to the foor as Mr. Quelch
torned away.

Bunter stooped to pick up the Latin
gErammar. At the samo moment he

““You can see where the prowler irod.’”” *° Quite !”’ said Dr, Locke,

recaptured the pin with his other fat
hand.

The pin he placed on the form behind
James Dueck. The grummar he placed
on his desk.

“ Bunter !

“0Oh crikey ! T mean, yos, sir 1” gasped
Bunter.

“I think yon picked up something,
Bunter.”

Billy Bunter wondered whother Quelch
had eyes in the back of his head, Resally,
it scemed somectimes that he had.

“0h, no, sirl Only my Latin
grammar, sir " ?

“I think you picked up something
with the other hand, Bunter.”

“{h, no, sir! Look!”

Dunter displaved an empty paw, That

aw had placed the bent pin*behind
James Duck, but had, naturally, been
hidden by Duck, so Mr. Quelch bad
scen nothing of the pin,

But ho was clearly suspicioua.

“If wyou have toffec, or any such
comestible  about  you, Bunter—"
rumibled Mr., Quelch.

“Ohi Mo, sirl”

“Hrand out before the Form, Bantor,™

Dunter rolled out beiore the Form.,
He rolled out confidently. e had no
toffco about him.  Quelch woa on &
false scont. Tuck in the Form-room was
strictly forbidden; but that was & rule
which Billy Dunter passed by like the
whle wind which he regarded not—when
e had any tuck! Oo the present
oceasion he hadn’t! So that was all
right.

Twe Maexer Lobrart.—No. 1,021.
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Butk e Remove naster was sUspieions.
Flo ecould szee that zometihing wozs up.
nless it was tolfee he did nol knosw
what it was. o was going to ascertain
whether it was toffec! In which case,
Billy Bunter was booked for 2 swipe
from hiz Form-master’s cono.

“Fou will turn out your pockets,
Fonter 1 rapped Mr. Quelch.

“¥es, siri” =atd Bunter cheerfully.

Often and often such an order would
havg loed to the revelstion of toffes, or
batter zootch, or bullseyes. Now it led
W the revealing of  grubby, sticky
lining—merely that, and nothing more.

There was a sudden chuekle among tho
Removites,

The fellows wha saw il beat pin on
the form behind James ack expected
to see him sit down on il without look-
i vound.

nstead  of which, e did glance
reniud, through his steel-vimmed F aszoe,
and pushed the pin along the form.

Tt was now in Dunter®s place, waiting
for the return of the fat Owl.

“Jh, my hat ! pmnrmured Bob Chovry.
“That chap ain't such a fool ag fe
louks 1

“ Not quite ! crinned Johnny Dall

AMr, Queleh glanced round sharply,

“ Bilence in the Foomn!™ he rapped.
He turned back to Bunter. * Bunter, I
am gesured that you picked up some-
ihing you had dropped, ond that you
dropped your Latin granmnar as anp
exeuse for doing eo.*

“0b crikey 1¥ gasped DBunter.

This seemed rather like magic to the
fet Owl.

“What is it, Donlex 7

“Oll Nothing, sir!
anything in my hand when you spoke
to me, siv, and 1 never dropped it, and
T nover picked it up agein, and it wosn't
& mn,” pasped Duntor,

** Ha, Em, L 1™
A pinl? exclaimed Mr,  Quelch.
“Silence ! Did you say a pin, Bunter ¥

“No, sir! Nothing of the kind,”
dulterod the confused fat Owl “1
never had @ pin, siv. Besides, fellows
are allowed to have pins, sir
wos going to pin in & looso paze in my
Latin grammar, sir. Not that I had a
pity, sl added Bunter cautiously.
“You can ask Bkinner, sir. e knows—
o gave it to me””

“You utterly stupid hoy——-=>

“{h, rcally, sir—-~"

“(io to your place, Dunler 17

“fh) Yes, sir "

Dally Bunter rolled back fo his place.
Tha Remova [ellows took therr scats.

Bupter blinked at Jawes Duck in
aztonishiment. Duek had sat down—on
ther bent pin, so for as Bunter knew !
But he did not jun:{); ho did not well;
ho did nob stir! Unless James Duck
was made of cast iron, DBunter could
not nnderatand it! Ho stood blinking
xb him through Lis Lig spectacles,

“Buntor

“Oh! Yes, sirl®

“Bit down ai once "

“¥rey, siel”

DBunier sat down!

Mo reposcd o the old enk form for
about the millionth part of o second!
Thenr he bonnded ap, as if the [lorm waos
red-hot |

“Faroooh ! roarved Duonter.

“Ha, ke, ha ™ shvicked the Bemove.

“"Oow! 1'm punctured! Yarooh!
Wow 1" roared the fat Ow), wrigglivg
with enguish,. “"Oh evikey | Wow ! Uw !
Whoooop I

Bunter's roor rang through the Form-
roan. It cchood out into the passages
Tho celebrated Bull of Bashan Lad
nothing on Dilly Bunter at ihat moment.
He roored apd roared. ITe wriggled
and equirmed, and alimost daneced.

Tre Macxer Lisraky.-—-No.o 1,624,

I nover had
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THE MAGNET
" Nunter P exclaimed Mr, Quclch,

Ia '!'l;l"“ tmp E:III

“How dare you make such absurd
noises in_the Form-voom ™ ehiicked the
masier of the Remove, * Bilenceg—"

“Yow-aw-woop M

“Ha, ha, hei”

“Is anything tho mattor, ‘Bunieﬂ"
asked Jamo: Duek, in his mild wvoins,
inrtning his steel-rirnmed glassez on the
fat Owl.

“Wow! Vow! Wowi?

“Ha, ha, hai”

“Hilence in the Form !” hooted Mr.
Queleh.  “Bunter, what do you mean
by thizs? What—-"

“Ow! Wow!l I'm punctored! Wow !
I zat on the pin! It's stuck right iute

ma | Varocoocoh ! howled Bunter., “Oa
erikeyl Oh! Owl Ogook [

“Ha, ha, ha

“Upon my word 1™ exclaimed Mr.
Queleh.  “Bunter, this pasees a1
aticnce ! You have brouglit & pm

into the Form-room and sat on it} For
what resson. Bunter, have sou plaged
so uttorly stupid o triclk ¥

“Yarcoh | i

“You will toke n hundred HLnes,
Bunter, for bringing that pin mto the
Form-room—"'

“Owl Wowl!” ) )

“And ancther hundred lines for sit-
ting on iti"

*“Ha, ha, hal”?

“* Biloncal”

“Owl Oh erikey! Wow—"

“And if you utter another sound,
gun;:.ui:', I shall cane youl” hooted My,

neleh,

And Billy Buntor, with heraie efforts,
colttrived not to utter anmhber syund,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Some Jape I

i ALT.O, hallo, hallo ™
H “Flhat fat ozl
“What on earlh’s Dunier

np toi”

Ilarry WE:ern & Co, wern saunters
ing i the quad after class. "They wera
not thinking of Billy Bunter,  They
Liad, in fact, forgotten his fat existence.
But they were reminded of himy, sod-
denly, and uncxpeactedly.

A fat face, and o big pair of spec.
{acles looked out of an open stndy win-
stow.  Billy Dunte.  was taking a
cautious—a  very eautious—hlink iutg
tho quadrangle tromn the window, And
ihe Famous Five camo to & hal, and
stated at him.

That stady belonged to Mr, Las
celles, gnmes master amd maths master
at Creyiriars. Iilly DBunter had no
Lbusiness there.  Bunter, it was true,
was very often found where ke had no
business.  #$1ill, it was rather a puzzlo
1-.115.1. e was up to in Larry Lascelles’
study.

'J'Eifm study being on the ground door,
and the window-sll rather low, aoy
fellow could glanes in In passing if
so disposetl. Az the window wasz open
any fcllow, indeed, could have clam-
bered in,  DBunter, 't scomed, had done
s0. Now lLe wos taking o vory cautious
~urvey of the quad, evidently {o ascor.
tain whether he had hooen observed.

“Oh 1" ejaculated Dunter, as his oyes
and his speetacles foll on five surprized
faces staring at him.  Ila jnmped.

The I'gmous Tive camoe up *o ilie
window,

“What are vou doing there, yeu fak
223" asked Harry Wharton.

“1 sav, sou fellows, is Quelch
about?”? asked Punter anxionsly.
FQuelehy’s gono our,”? answerad
Cherry.

&

*Oh, good ™

" But what—"" asked Trank Nugenk,

“It's & jape, you know,” grinned
Bunter. ™ ﬂ.«oﬂh

_There wis something in Bunter's fal
right hand. The Famous Fiva stared
at it, It was & sods siphon. Evidently
it waa the properts of Mr. Lascelles—
or had been, It was Bunter's now.

“A jape!” repeated Johnny Bull,
glaring at the far Owl  “If you're
gﬂ:ugi to jape Larry, we'll scrag youl”

“The scragfulness will be terrific i
declared Hurree Jamset Rama Bingh.
“Japing the esteemed end absurd
Larey iz harred.”

“Not Lascellea, wou
Duck 1" cxplained Bunter. .

“Duck I” repeated the FFamous Five,

“Vou follows saw tha rotten trick
he played on me in the Form-rooms
this morning—with that beastly pin,
apd—="

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Oh, cackle I” snorted Bunter, "I'm
jolly well going to pay him ont for it
You wait till Lhe comes into this study.”

“Ja Duek coming to that stodyi™?
asked Frank MNugent blankly

“Ile, he, hel Yes, rather!” Billy
Duntor chortled. "I've got Skinner to
tell him that Mr, Lascellea wants him
in his study. He'll thiuk it’s something
to do with maths, of course—zec? Ilo
he, hel"

“You howling ass=——" began Iub

silly ascerd

herry.

“Yah! You wait till he opens that
door 1" said Bunter. “I'm going to led
him have this right in thae chivey)
AMake himn jum?wwhaﬂ"

“0Dh crumbs!™ gasped Bob Cherry.
“¥ou dapgerous mapige, SUPDO=D
Larry comes back to his stody—"

“Ho won't,” grinned Bumter, “Tho
heaks ara at tea in Common-room—
we0?  Bafo cpough for holf an hour,
Think I'm » fooli” s

“What-ho 1" said the Famouz Five,
with ane voice o ;

(i that point their opinion was evis
dently uranimous.

“¥Yah! You'll seel” eaid thn [at
hwl "Il show that fathead Ducl:
whether ho can make a Jellow =it an
hig awn pin b

“Ha, hg, hat*

“Oh, do stop cackling! Vau'ill gt
a crowd Dherel’ yapped Bunter. 1
say, vou fellows, wou can stand there
and watch, ifr you like, and sea thsat
idiot Duck got it right on the beezeor |l
Yeou just wateh till he opens tho door.’?
: “Lgnk hers, Bunter, yon =tlly Owl,

“Yah! You just watch me jspo thal
foo), Duck 1™

Billy Bunter wae not to be reasoned
with. He was still feeling fwinges
from that bent pin, on which he had
unintentionally zat. Likewise, ho had
two hundred lines from Quelch hang-
ing over his fat head, Billy Bunter
was on the trail of wvengeance, and
James Ducl, the dufier of the Remove,
was the doomed wictim. DBunter, the
japer, was golng elrong.

The fat Owl turned from the window,
and rolled across to the study door.
Tha Famous Five outside wetched him.

Bunter planted himself behind the

o0L,

IHao lifted the soda siphon in both {a3
Lauds, a podgy thumb on the nozzle.
In that strategic position he was pre-
parcd to swecp Duck fore and aft, sz
it were, o3 he opened the door and
grme in, Ha grinned over the soda
giphon, his little round eyes twinkling
through his big round spectacles,

All ‘was safe—so far as Buoter coild

g0, A
With Al Lascelles at tea wi

th the
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As the study door opened, Biiliy Bunter ﬂpén&d fire with the soda siphon. Swish! Swoosh! *“Oh! Oooogh!* came

a startled howl. * Oh, gad

What——?* Buntier stood transfixed with horror, ¥ was not James Duck who had got

the soda-water—It was Mr. Lascelles, the games master.

othiey beaks in Common-room the coast
was elear—quite clear,

All Bunter hed to do was to weat
till James Duck, spoofed by Skinner’s
iossogo, came to the study. That was
only & matter of minutes, Jamoes
Duck would be left swimming with
sodo-water, and Bunter would dro
from the window. It would be all
uver long before Larry Lascelles came
back from Common-room. It was safe
as houses—to Bunter, HReally, the beat-
planned jape ever.

It did vot seem quite so safe to tho
juniors outside the window Somebody
cleo might come to the study. Larrcy
himself might be early away from
tea. Duck might fail to fall to
Hdkinner’s spoof.  All sorts of things,
indeed, might heappen that had not
ovecurred to Billy Bunter’s fat and
obtuse intelleot.

“Oh, my hat! Heroe he comes
breathed Bob Cherry,

Looking sacross the study from the
window, the Famous Five saw the
door-handle  turm. They  watched
breathlessly.

The door opened.

“Qh 1™ ga:gad the five together, as
{hoy glimpsed the figure in the door-
way—hidden from Bunter by the door.

t was not James Duck!

It was & much taller figure than
Duck’'s—a very athletic fgure. It was,
in fact, Mr. Lawrence Lascelles, the
games master of Greyfriars, who had
not, cvidently, lingered over tea in
Common-room.

But there was no time to interveno,
ar even to call 8 warning word to the
fat and fatuous Owl., lLiven as they
gazed at him in startled horror, Larry
Loscolles stepped into the study.

Swishil Swoosh |

iunter was ready—too ready. [Ilc
was only waiting for the newcamer

Ld ]
!

to pass the edge of the opencd door.
He let fly at once with the soda siphon,
and o stream of soda-water landed on
the games master.

“Oh1” camo a
Mr. Lascelles.

Ho jumpod. Dunter had szid that
o sudden stream of soda-water would
make the newcomer ﬁ'ump, He was
right, It did. Mr Lascelles not only
jumped ; ho fairly bounded.

startled how! from

Swizgh, swish]! Swoosh! Splach!

“He, ho, he! pgurglod DBunter,
breathlessly, as he swished and
swonshed.

“0Oh1 CQoogh! Oh gad! What———7*"

Mr. Lascelles spun round towards the
fat figure with the eodas siphon, Then
Bunter saw.

“0Oh1” he stuttered.

Punter stood tranzfixed with horror.
It was not James Duck. It was Mr.
Luoscelles! Unfortunately, Bumer waa
ge petrilied with horror that ho never
even thought of shutting off the siphon.

ted to the floor, blinking st Mr.
Lascelles with horrified eyes through
his big spectacles, the potrified Owl
went on ewishing and swooshing, and
the jet of soda-wator splashed full into
the games master's faco as ho glared

at Buntor.
Swoosh ! Bplash!
Bunter h intended to let James

Duck have the lot. Unintentionally,
ke let Larry Lascelles have the lotd

Mr. Lascelles staggered back as tho
strearn eplashed in his face. That
stream eplashed on his nose, then en
his chin, then in his neck &and then
down his waistcoat. The last spurt of
soda-water drenched his trousers, Ho
staggered back against the study table,
gasqing and spluttering.

“What—— Bunter, how dare you!
Boy I roarcd the games master. Ho

dabbed and clawed ot sodo-waler,
“Boy, are you mad? What—"

“Oh crikey |7

Crash | ‘

The sods siphon dropped from
Bunter's nerveless hand and erashed
on the floor. Outside the window five
fellows stood aghast. Bunter, blinking
at the drenched gamos master, was moro
than aghast. Larry Lascelles, stagger-
Ipg  against tho table, Eusped fur
breath, and glared at Billy Bunter with
8 pglare equally amazed and cnraged.
Larry Lascelles was a good-temperad
young man; he had never heen known
to lose his tempor But undoubtedly ho
looked as if ho Lhad lost it now.

“Oh, hat1” murmured
Cherry, “That blithering Owl
asked for it this time 1™

“The askfulness is terrific!” pasped
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“Bunter !” Mr. Lascelles” veoico was
a roar. “Bov, aro you out of youx
senses §  What——"

“Oh erikoyl Is—is—iz it you, sirf”

Bob
lias

S

gtuttered Bunter. “0Oh lo'l Ol

crumbs [ h scissors! [ sav—— Oh

crikey | I=I thought it was Duck—"
“What 7"

“I—I—1 thought Duck was coming to
the study!” gasped Bunter., *I—I—I
Lthought it was Duck corming! Oh lor'!
was going to let him have it—
Ob crikey | I—I—1 thought you were
in Commen-roomt Oh scissors [

“You uiterly stupid boy!” gasped
Mr. Lascelles.

“Oh! Yes sirl C-c-ean I go now "
stuttered Bunter. “I—I say, sir, [—I'm
awfully Eﬂl‘.‘?. sirl I—1 never meant it

for youl I—=I—I hope you ain’t wet,
sic ¥

“What! I am drenched! You—you
—you—"
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Words scemod to fail AMe. Laseciics,
o pracecded to actions, Ho priabbed
Dilly Buntor by the collar, and, with
ong swing of a sinewy arm, landed him
arross Lthe study table.

Bunter reared as he landed. He eould

gurss what was coming nest. Ile
guessed right. It camned
With his {rce hand Alr. Lascelles

grabbed wp & cane. It rose in tho asr
and descended on the tightest trouscrs
at Greyfriars School.

From thoso trousers the dust rose.
From their owner a yell vose which
woke the ochoes far and wide.

“*¥Yaroooooogop I

Whaek !

*“¥oo-hoooop 1"

Whack !

“0h erikey! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow
roared Bunter, “I say— Wowl I
say—— Oh erombs ! Yaorooooh !

“Thero [ gasped Mr, Lascelles,

He threw down the cane, and Rilly
Runter, roaring, rolled off the table
He rooared, and roarcd.

“Ow?! Whw! Oh crikey! Wowl?

“Loave my stady ab onec !

“Dw!l Wowl w ™

Mr. Lascelles made a movenient fo
pick vp the cane sgoin.  Billy Bupler
whot to the door. Bounds of woe ond
lamentation  died away down the
passage.  From 1he window come

anather sound.
“Hun, ha, hal®

pax
H

Mr. Lascelles glanced round at ihe
windaow,

“ What—" L¢ bogan. .

Tive faces disappeaved as if Dby
MAFIc, )

“That fat ass asked for 1t aml gob
it goid Hayry Wharton, when ihe

huma were at o safe distance,
“Tha gotfulnezs was terribe ™ ue-
wmured Ilurree Bingh.

THE MAGNET

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Fiva On The Spot !

1 I1E Head 1
*Dh, my hat [
“Cover 1™ brenibed

Cherry, :

It was morming break the following
daf at Greyfnars School.

n that all-too-hricf period between
second and third school fellows were
free to disport themselves ps the spirib
maoved them anywhere within the pre-
cingta of Greyfriars. But they were nob
allowed out of gates. Only thosa high-
and-imighty personages, the prefeets of
the Sixth Forin, were allowed to walk
out of getes im break. Such freedom
was not for the smaller fry.

Mo fellow under tho Sixth ought to
have been out of gotes in break. But,
sad to relate, there wero fellows ab
Greyfriars who sometimes did, rather
thoughtlezsly, what they onght not to
have done. .

The culprits on this occeasion were the

Boh

Famous Five of the Remove. They
were out of gates in break,

They had net walked out nt the gate-
way. (rosling, at his lodge, would haveo

spoitted them:, and if he had not stopped
them would have reported them to their
Form-master. But there were moro
ways than one of killing o cat. The
chums of the Remove had dropped over
the Cloister wall in & gquict corner,
unseen and unnoticed, Now they wero
taking a little ramble. ]

Really, there was no great harm in
it. It was a fine spring morning which
temnpted fellows into the open spaces.
. where was the harm in a littlo trot
along Frisrdale Lane, where troes and
hodges showed the glistening green of
the spring-Ligme?

That was true. But it was alz:o truo

] - - | S S U S U ] S O - U - - T | - S i -

The BOY WHO CAME BACK/

Bn

It comes os o shock to
Tom Merry & Co. when
cirecumstanecs compel
Ernest Levisen to leavo
Bt, Jim's. But thoy littlo
guesa  that they haven't
scon the leat of Levison.
who returne to the school
as unexpectedly s ho
went. oun cannot fail
to enjoy ewvery word of
thia drametie, long com-

ploto yamn. R

-fert? th

\ School Yarn
that mrff?

enthral §
oul o2 &

Ly -
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that there was o striet mle en ke
szbject, and that juniors breaking that
rule were booked for trouble. 0, o8
the chums ol the Remove spotted a
muajesiic figure m tho offing, they took
the alarm.

Dr. Locke, the headmaster of Grey-
frisrs, was a benevolent old pentleman,
Ilc always had & kind smile for all and
sundry, But, kind and benevolent as ho
was, the Famous Five did not want hira
to spot them out of gatcs in break.

Bo, as they discorned that majestic
ligure coming slong from the aal,
prompt cover was the only resourco.

. The juniors at the moment were pass-
g the Abbot's Spinney, st the corner
of the lane, in wiew from the school
gates 1f anyone had looked omt. On
that spinney was the hut occupied by
Randolph Crocker, cld boy of Groy-
friars; who had been oxpelled in dis
grace from the school many years ago,
and had rturned up again hke a pad
penny.

It was not the spot that Harry
Wharton & Co. would willingly have
selected for cover, for visits to the place
by Greyfriars fcllows were forbidden
with terrific strictness. Getting out of
gates in break was a mere trifle com-
vared with entering tho gquarters of thas
isreputable old boy. :

But it was o case of any port in a
stormm. The Head was approaching,
and in o few moments more he would
have spotted them. And notlung was
to be seen of 8portsman Crocker; thoe
hut was closed, there was no smoke
from the chimney, and it looked as if
tho Bportsman was absent.

Bob Cherry pitched -::fc_n the grte in
the fence and cut in. Harry Whaetos
and Frank Nugenf, Johnny Bull and
Hurree Jamszct Bam Singh followed iu
agfter him, ‘They vanished abmosi ke
ghosts ot cock-ecrow from Friardale
Lane, It wos quick work.

Almoest 1n a moment they wero on
the inner side of the spinney fence, with
tielr heads ducked down. There they
were out of sight of their respected
headmaster when ho passed. Clearly he
Yad net scon them already, and it was
vulikely that he would spot them
tivough the narrow interstices between
ite palings.

“O.K.1” murmured Bob Clhweiry.
“Keep your nappers down! The Bz
Beak won't sec us 1 i

" Bix of the best, 1f he does, o lere J”
gaid Johnny Bull.

“Ho won't. Keop mum [

Holy pecred through the palinss, 1o
Locke was quite near at hand now, but
his glanee was not divected towards i
fenee. A frown had come over his kimld
face, ns if spmething had evoked &is
displeasure, though the Removites eov-
tainly were not the cause of it. Appar-
ently, his eyes had fallen upon someons
coieing uwp Friardale Lane from tie
opposite direction, the sight of wlam
Jdid not plense lns majestic cyca

Boly gi;ma:ed in the other dircction
tewards the village.

Ok erumbe ¥ e murmured.

e spotted the fipure that tha 1lesd
had alveady eeen. It was o well-Gnown
figure—that of Sportsmoan Crocker—-
with a spoited mutler round his neck,
a hat drawn low over his brows amd
littla of his fnce to bo scen bevomd a
uosa and o thick, bushy, ragged mous-
tarhe.

“That eweep 1 muttered Nugont,

“ Coming back from the Cross Keyal”
grunted Johony Bull. " What foul
luck ! Io will spot us here beforg the
Head’s gono 1™ :

“ The rottenfulness of the luck is trwly
tevrifie ! murmured  Hurreo  Jamses
Itam Binch. “The gamefulness iz upl”



Harey Wiharten peered throvgl the

lings, Crocker was not o near as the
Flend, buk he was walking o good deal
faster. _

%80k tight 1 murmuared the captain of
tie Remove. “The Hoamdl may pass
Lefore tlint brote comes m 17

“Let's hope so1” Dreathed Nugent.
“If ho sces uz liero before the Head's
gone wo're done M ]

Iz wans rather an awkward predica-
ment for the chwns of the Remove
{‘rocker came in at the gate before tho
flead was cut of =ipht it was going to
o stormy weather. Hoe would spot
them the moment he came in, and they
ad no consideration to expect from
that old bov of their school, They had
had troubde with Dondolph Crocker
more fan ofes,

Slewly frorma tho direction of the
gchocl eama the Head, Mere rapidly
from ile direction of the wilnpi'u eanm,
the Sportsiann.  He reached the gale
in the fence, while Dr. Locke waa still
nt o litile distance. And, as his shadew
Fell ever the gate, the jnniors ducking
tinder the fence gave up hope of pulling
through undiscovered. .

But, to iliviv great relief, Cilrcuc]mr did
ot pusi: the pate open and step an.
Ho cﬁnmu: fto a Fim]i, and they bLreathed
egain,

Instead of cntering, the Sportsman
leaned ow the gate, looking up the road
townrds {he school,

Ilis vyes were fixod on the approach-
ing Leadmasler, his old headmaster,
whe Lnd cxpelled him from Groyfriara
twerdy vears ago for bad conduct which
had culminated in pinching.

He did not glanee within the fenee,
or i coplninly taust have seen thio five
Jutarers  deekitng there. They  wero
Lordly fheoee vards from him, and they
vepdeloett Lt breathlessly., 10 ho did
ned steot Lhom 478 Dee Locke lind passed
on bis vay, it wae oll right !

The bheadianster of Greyirvinrs, with

slow pod majeatie motion, came  on.
‘Whrovgls tae interstices of the fence, tho
funior: conld see liim—and they saw tho
expression of cold dislike and disdain
it came over his kind old faco at the
right of the Bporfsman lounging st the
b,
E Aparl from thet icy glance, Dr. Locke
tock no lwed of the man, But, as ho
came up, Crocker stepped from  the
gato and barred his wayv.

“Moreing, old bean!” ho eaid

I'r. Locke came to o halt.

e certainly did not wish to slop, or
Cta exchange  words with Randolph
Crocker, once of the Creyiriars Sixth.
Hut his way was blocked bi_‘,' the grin-
ning, sacdonie roseal, and he had no
cholee in tho mmatter. ,

Heo did not answer Urocker's mocking
preciing.  le gave him a look of con-
tempt  whichh might have pierced tho
tltiuﬂt*ﬂ- of skins, But it had no effect
en the wnetime Sportsman eof Grey-
friars, Contempt, the Oriental proverh
gays, will pierco tho shell of tho tos-
toise. But Rondolph Crocker scomed
thiclker-skinned than a tortoise.

“Stand  aside, pleaze!” said Dr.
Locke icily.

“"Mot n word for an old bor, dear
¢ld headmaszter ¥ grinned Crocker,

“I have nothing to sav to youw, Mr.
Crocker! Lot me pass immediately [
vapiped the Head,

Crocher pointed to the
wonden gt over the fenco. That sign,
which  arnounced  that  Randelph
CUrecker, formerly of Greyiriars School,
waz prepared to repair boots and shoes
with promptness and despatch. was &
sianding offenee to Greyiriars

painted

Every fellow knew that Crocker never
mended boots and shocs, and was too
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bl aned shiftless 1o have done g0, oven
if he had had the ability. Hizs game
secmed to be wholly and solely to draw
the attention of the neighbourhood Lo
limself and his peculiar procecdings—
for no reason that anyone could guess,
except to annoy the headmaster whao
had cxpellod him =o long ago.

“I'm still leoking for trade, dear old
Lean [ grinned Crockér. “ You could
put quite a lot iy war ! What about
i

“Btand aside 1Y

“ Cought that pincher yet?"

Pr. Locke gave a vielent start

“Whati” he ¢jaculated.

Crocker chuckled. ;

“(rh, I've heard the news!” he said,
“Twenty years age you eacked mo for
pinching ! Think I’ don't konow that
pinching is going on in the dear old
school now? I keep my cyea and my
cars open, old bean—being such a close
ne:{ghlmnr]” o

r. Locke's face sct.  Within the
echool, tho UCireyfriars prowler was
the thome of constant diseussion. But
it had not ceourred ta the Head =o far,
that the strange and mysterions ex-
ploita of the prowler had reached ears
ourside the school,

The startled nand deeply displeased
leok on his face coused the Sportsman
to chuekle pgain, ,

“ My dear old headmaster, it's gettin
ta bo tho talk of the place,” ho said.
“I've heard about it at the Cross Keys
in Friardale, and at the Three Fishers
up the river! You can't keep o thing
like ihat dark wecks on end”

Itarey Wherton & Co., behind the
fence, oxchanged glances, 'They had
kuown that Crocker hknew about the
Cireyfriars prowler, and that probebly
n good many other outsiders know. But
they ecould esco that it was a shock to
the Ilead.

1 command vou to stand out of my
wav " exelaimed the headmaster of
Greviriars, “Let me pass at once!”

“What's tho hurry ¥ grinned Crocker.
“1 don't often get o chavee of a chat
with my dear old beak ¥

Dir, Locko, without replying, stepped

asidde, to wellk round the grinmng
rozcal, Crocker had a stick under his
arm, FHo slipped it down into his
hand, and made & sudden swipe.

Thoe silk hat flew from Dr. Locke's
head. It spun in the air, flew over the
gpinney fence, and landed there.

“Oh1* gaspoed Dr, Locke.

“Ha, he, he!” roared Crocker.

I}r. Locko passed a hand over his
silver locks. o hardly seemed to
renlise what had ecome of his hat!

“Y¥ou—yoen—" he gasped., * You—
vou rufian! You dare——"

Crocker roared with langhter.  The
Sportsman was fond of o shindy; »
taste that the headmaster of Greviriars
did not share in_the very least. More
than onco he had barged into tho
sohwool for no apparvent purpose but to
kick up a row! It was twenty years
gingo Dr. Locke lhad expelled him—but
the Bportsman’s malico was as Leen as
cver. He advenced towards the head-
master, the stick in his hand.

Dy, Locke bached quickly away., The
Bpartsman, grinning, followed him up.
Then the juminors ducking behind the
fenee suddenly slirred.

Whether oven that mgi;lm rnsoal
would have ventured io swipe the Head
with that siick, they did not know—but
they were ndt going to give him the
chance. Boeb Cherry leaped to Lis {ect.

“Caollar that end '™ he roared.

And there was o rush!  The next
mofment, Bportsman Crocker was rolling
head prer heels in the dust of the lane,

‘FTHE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Larry Takes A Hand !

1 I1 erikoy I gasped Billy Bunter,
Bunter's eoves Jooked like

popping through his spectacles,

The Owl of the Remove, 1n

h}'enk, way adorning the gatewny with
his-fat person, He was Llinking out
into the road through lus big spectacles
when that sudden, exeiling scené trans

pired at the corner of Frinrdale Liane.

Ay tho sight of the Head's silk hat spin-
nmﬁ off, under thoe swipe of Crovker's

stick, Bunter fairly jumped.
That disreputable old bor had made
himself ohnoxious in every possible

way since he had camped at the hiker's
hut on Abbot’s Spinney. He had rowed
with Greyiriars follows—he had punched
Prout, the master of the Fifth; ho had
ovenn pulled the majestic noso of Mr,
Queleh, Bunter's Form-master.  There
seemed to be no limit to his impudenco
and auwdacity, and to his desire to be
troublesome and offensive to the school
thet had, so long ago, cast him ot in
disgrace.

‘But this was amazing. To & Crey-
friars fellow, it was almost vnthinkabla
that any man could drecam of romising
his hand te the Leadmaster. And
Crocker had knocked off his hat aa
coolly mss Bob Clerry might bave
knocked off the hat of Coker of the
Fifth! And he looked like following
up that awiul action wilh actions siill
more awful, when the Famous Fivo
sudclenly jumped out from bebind tho
fence and grabbed him,

“Oh erikey | guy, ¥ou fellowst
Took!” yelled Bunter. *“Ile's knocked
the Big Beak’s hat off1 Ol erikey!
That man CGrocker—oh scissors ¥

An athletic young men wlho was
Etﬂ-l’ldlﬂﬁ spoaking to Goosling ot hia
loders plancad round at Bunler. Ti was
Mr. Lascelles, tho games master of
Greyfriare—more often called * Larry ™
among the juniors,

Bunter's yell reached n dozen fellows
in the quad, who eame speeding up.
Fut Mr. Lnoszcolles was lrst. In hardly
more than o second, Larry Lascellea
was looking out at the gatewoy,

One glance was coough for Lim.

Tho sight he beheld, at o litllo dis.
tance, waa  startling  enongh.,  Dr,
Locke, with & dizey expression on his
face, stood h&mhﬁﬁml, the spring sun-
ghineg gleaming on  kis silver Lair.
HRandolph Crocker was rolling on the
ground in the grasp of five punting
juniors.

M. Lazeelles shot our of the gaieway
like an arcow from o bow. s {eet
gecmed hardly to touch the ground as
he wont.

Larry was on athlele; o plaved
Soccer with the Bixth, and was a. great
man among tho foothallers.  Io was
the youngest and most popular member
of the staff; admitted nono the less
becauze it was rumourcd thiat he had
beenn o boxer before lie come to Groy-
friars as games master. Yo had ¢ torn
of speed on the footbull ficld that lefr
cven old Wingate, the captain of Grey-
{riars, standing, Put L had nevor run
up a Soceer beld so swiltly os e now
cut across to the corier of Friardale
Lane.

He was on ilie spot oelinest in a
twinkling.

Dir. Locke, in quiic o dazed slate,
leaned against tho {ence of the splaney,
Beforo his oyes was a clond of dust, in
which arms and leps wildly thrashed,
as the Famous [U'ive prappled with
Crocker.

Into thot dusty clond Larey Lascelles
reached and grosped a collar, Tt was
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Crockor s enllars  Mis sinewy arm
wrenched, and the old boy came out of
the miz-up almodt Tike u cork from a
b aito, 1 o, hallal” d Bob

allo, halle, halin gaspe
Eherr}*, as hu scapgered up, “YIt's
arry——="

“3tond Lock, yvou boys!® rapped the
gamcs master.

The I'amaus Five, dusty and breath-
lges, stopd back. They were quite
willing to leave the Sportsmen in the
able handa of their games masteor.

Larry was the only man on the
stalf who couhkl have dealt with that
hefty rescal. But they had ne doubt
that Larry was able to deal with him.

It looked lika 1t; for Crocker, wrench-
ing savagely at his collar, was unable
to get away from tho games master’s
i,

“Let mo, you fool ™ roared Crocker,
rid. with ragn, twisling and struggling
savagely.

Larry Lascclles, unhbooding, hooked
him along to the opem gato in the
fence, and with a twist of his arm sent
him epinning threugh.

Crocher eollapsed on the muddy path
within, and lay sprawling.

Mr. Lascelles turned to tho Hcead.

“1 am corry, eir, thot that raseal
thould have annoyed you!” he seid.
“Please leave lum te me 1

“Bless my soul IV ed the Head
digztly, “I—-1 lessa my soul!
Whera is my hat? J—1 think my hat
was—was knoocked off | Bless my soul I”

Bob Cherry eut in at the gale, past
the sprawling and panting Crocker, and
picked up the hat. He ran back with
it to the Head,

“Hera 1t is, sie]”

“Oh! Thaok wyml!®” gesped the
Head. “Bless my soul | That ruffinn-—-
Duaar me!” He dusted the hat, and
roplaced it on hiz vonerable head. "1
—f have a proat mind to—to presecute
that—that ruffian, but—but—  Bless
my soul !

“Ha will trouble you no further,
sir 17 eaid Mr. Lascelles quietly.

Dr. Locke glanced at tho old boy
in ‘tho spinney. Crocker had scrambled
to hiz fcot, and was eveing the games
master cvilly. But he showed no desire
to come to closa quartcrs again, Larry
Lascelles was a very diffcrent proposi-
tiaﬁ. from the clderly members of the
atafl.

“Thank you, Mr. Lascelles I” said the
Head; and, still in o state of consider-
ablo confusion, th”.“i}““'m“ gfg\tlenmn
procecded majestieally on  his  way
towarda Friardale.

IIc did not geem, in the confusion of
the moment, even to have noticed the
juniors—far  which  thoy were duly
thankful. They had shown up, In
defence of their beadmaster, but that
did not alter the fack that they were
ont of gotes 1in breakt

Neither did the ;iamm master leed
them. He stood Jooking after Dr.
Locke till the headmaster turned the
bend of the lone. Then, with an
extremely grim oxpression on his face,
he stepped 1 at the gate of the spinney.

“Ob gum " murmured Bob. *Ho
isn't through with that sweep yet! Io
was waiting for the Head to clear !

“And now—" said Johnny Bull,
with a happy grin of anticipation.

Randolph Crecker eyed the games
master with evil eyes. He was in a
gavage temper; but, ready as he
generally was for o ehindy, he seemed
uncertain about carrying the matter
further. Ho was going to learn now
that that was not o matter of choiee,

“Now, my man—" gaid M

Lascelles quictly.
Tas Mwener imnmr.—ﬂn. 1,624,
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“ (retout 17 sparled Crocker, " You're
trespassing here! TPve chucked out a
Greyfriars master onee for trespassing
here, sud [ darc say you know it 1”

“¥au had hetter take off your eoat,
Mr. Crockar ¥ said the games master.

“ And why 1"

o use I am going to thrash you
sald Mr. Lascelles. * You have insulted
Dr. Loche—a gentleman whom even a
lawless and disreputable rascal like you
might be e:tpecttg te treat with respect,
You eould be prosecuted, bit you take
advantage of the foct that the head-
master of Greviriars does not want the
nama of the school to be d in
the mire. Tako off your coatl I am
going to thresh you within an inch of
your life, Mr. Crocker!”

AMr. Lascelles’ votee was guict, but it
was very distinot. Ewidontly he meant
every word that he uttered. The
Famons Five exchanged blissful locks.
It was time, in their opinion, that
Sportsman Crocker got what he bad
asked for eno long! They had ne
doubt that Larry could ﬁi?ﬂ it to him.

Crocher had pitched Mr, Hacker, the
master of the Bhell, over lus gate like
a bag of bones. He lad doubled u
imrﬂy old Prout with one punch. a
1ad  grabbed Quelch’s nosel But
Larry Lascelics was the man to pub
paid to him—the chums of the Remove
had no doubt sbout that !

“You'd betier clear, voun cheeky
voutig cub ! snarled Crocker, for once
unwilling for a shindy., “You may
have heard that I was a boxer at
Creyfriare—and I've been in thoe ring
sinee then” i

“Bo have I!" said Lascclles coolly.
“Will wou taske off that coat, Mr.
Craocker, u.ncL put up vour haods? Or
shall I kuock you down first?” .

Crocker’s coat came off. Ho threw it
on a bush, and his hat after it. Then,
with & sudden rush, le came at the
gamos master of Greyiriars, his teeth

[e8

set under his shnggx monstaehe, his
eyes gleaming from s hard face, The
next moment they were fighting,
THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Some Scrap !
1 THAT—" gjaculated Mr.
aleh.
*What———" exclaimed Mr.
Frout.

“What——" snapped MMr. Hacker.

The three masters all spoke at once,

They were in the quad in break.
They were discussing a matter which
was an  endless fopie  ab Greviriars
School=the prowler. That mysterions
prowler, atill undiscovered, wos getiing
on the nerves of tho staff.

Hacker was strongly of opinton that
the assistance of the police should be
called in. Prout scouted that idea, but
declared that something cught to ba
done—without  speeifying  what  tho
something was., Quelch agreed with
Prout. But all three inosters foirgob
about the prowler all of s sudden and
stared towards the gates

Iy break, Sixth Formw prefeets wero
gllowed to walk out, if the spirit moved
themy to do so.  CUhtzide their select
ranks, uno Greviriars man was per-
mitted out in bresk. So b was quite
an astonishimyg sight to seo a whole mob
of fellows, seniors and juniors, pelting
down to the gates and streaming ou,
just as if no laws or rules existed on
the subject.

“ Hobson 1 shouted Mr. Hacker, as
Hobson of tha Shell torve by.
If Hobby heard, he di

He shot on.

not heed.

Y Vernon-Bmith) Todd! Field ! Red-
wing I hooted Mr. ﬁ:ﬁkh, s thosp
wmembiers of hizg Form flow by

“* Goker 1 opmed Mr, Prout
“Patter! Greens |

Coker and Potter and Grecne of the
Fifth raced on.

“Upon my word!” ezclaimed Mo
Prout.

“Wingate ! ealled ont Mr. Quicleh,
as the captein of Greyfriars wes seen
ﬁlg;;ll_.:lgt 'ﬂn;-}rn to tho gates liko & fag.
ik

Wingate carcered on. As u profect,
he had a right te gg out it he liked,
whicl: lesser morta hade'tT 1o

seemed in too great o hurry te lavo
tima to ui:mwer theh Remove maoster. ¢

"Something i3 hoppening out o
gates I said Mr. .'P'r-::nmf:‘ﬂEr

* Evidently 1* said Mr. Hacker.

“It is cxtraordinery!” ssid Dlr
Quelch, * Perhaps we hud bettor =eo
what it sl ogeibly  that rullian
Crocker creating a distorbance "

And the three beaks progressed pate-
ward.

They heard a roar from Coker of the
Fifth outside.

MCome on, you men !
ping 1"

*“Good old Larry I yelled Hobzon of
the Shell,

**Bless my soul gﬁﬁpﬂd Mr. Prout,
“Is it possible that Mr. Lascelles—"

The three masters followed at ihe tail
of an excited swarm. They passed
Gosling in the gateway. The cld porter
was staring across ot tho spinney, with
a grin wrinkling his goarled visage.

“He's getting it,” said Gosling, "and
wob I savs 1s this “cre~it's "ieh timo lo
was 'andled 1

The spiney at the corner of the
lane was ouly & short diztence from tho
gales, The whole length of the fenco
was cranuned with Greyiriars fellows,
Harry Wharton & Co., being the first
oin the zpot, had fromt places. Round
thern surged  Removites, Fourth
Formers, S8hell fellows, hig men of tho
Fifth and Bixth, Fifty fellows wera
speaking at once; excitement reigned
SUpreme,

“{ao it, Larey !

“{iood old Larry[™

“ Hurevahk 1" .

“I say, you fellows, did vou sec thot
cosh? Right in his eyel Oh erwmbs i
I say, did youn see it t™

“Ihd we?” chortled Pob Cherry,
"Did we noti”

“He's got him beat! Oh, good oll
Larcy 17

It was not casy for the inasters to
make a way dthrough lho surging
thiopg, But they puzhed on.

“Don't ghove, vou ass!” rapped Boh

Thoy'ra ecrap-

EJ]‘

Cherry, as he felt a bhoand on his
ghoulder,

“Cherry 17

“ih ' Bob jumped at hiz Form-
master's  voiee and  looked  round.

in

“Borry, sir; I dide't know
“ Do you know what this means?”
exclaimed Mre. Queleh. " That is—is—
is Mr. Lascelles engaged in combat with
—with that rofliani?
“He knocked tha Ilead’'s hat off,

=1r )" saad “Larry's_ giving him
a lesson! I mean, Mr. Lascelles is,
eir !’

* [le—lie—he knocked the Head's hat
off 1" gasped Mz, Prout. *Is it possible
Is it umaginable? DBless my soul ¥

“He won't do it again in a hurry,

after FEarry's through with him
chuckled Vernon-Smit “Can Larry
box, you men?”

“Can he?” chortled Bob, “0Oh, my

hat | Look 1" _
*Alan down I'" roared Gwynne of the
Sixth.
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The scrap in tho spinney was gnipﬁ
gtrong. Crocker was a good man wit

his handa; he knew how to box, and he
was active, quick, and wiry And he
sk up with savago desperation to the
voung master who had started to thrash
him. But it was plain to all eyes that
%lﬂr.ILnsﬂcllea was getting the upper

and.

He was not geiiing off unscathed.
His noso sireamed red—his lip was ent
—one of his eyes winked. Crocker was

etting in some ones. But Larry's
Jamages, comi{are.d with Crocker's,
were as moonlight unto sunlight, ase
water anto winal Crocker was getting
io be quite o picture. .

The games master of Greylriars was
clean and fit all through, The Sports-
raan was for from belng in the samo
condition, Late hours, cigars and
cigarettes, whiskies-and-sodas, did not
make for fitness. Any other masier on
the Greyiriars staff Crocker could have
handled like an infant. But he was
crumpling up under Larry's steady and
unspering attack, For every jolt
Crocker put in, he rcceived back three
or four or five, and every one was o
jolt such ns might have come from the

ind leg of a mulel Larry had said
that ho was going to thrash him for his
insult to the headmaster—and Larry
was doing it, with drastic thoroughness,

Mr. Quelch amiled. He rubbed his
nose, which had once felt tha ni;; of
{rocker's impudent fingers, and smiled |
Frout almost grinned ] Prout had not
forgotten the punch that had doubled
him up. Even Mr. Hacker, who seldom
smiled‘.? and Iﬁneraﬂ looked quite acid,
beamed | cker had not forgotten
being dropped over Crocker's gate like
a bag of bones|

“Man down!”

“Get up, Crooker ™

“You're not licked yet 1™

s

Y
‘I. ._.__.

Crocker rushed at the ﬁrﬂ:.r!rlan games master like a tiger,
“ Good old Larcy 1™ An upper-cut, that came like the erash of 8 mallet, falr

EVERY SATURDAY

=

o 2 _"E:‘

. -
— H.
W

wins | * yelled Harry Wharton & Co.

*(io it, Larry |”

Mr. Lascelles did not heed, or glanco
at tho swarmige crowd aleng tho fence.
Flis attention wop3s concentrated on
Rnndaifrh Crocker, and on the perform-
ance of tho task he had set himself.
Crockor was going to learn to treat tho
headmaster -::? Groyfrinrs with respoct;
and Larry was going to teach him that
much-needed lesson. And he was doing
it, with terrific vim.

Tho Sportaman sprawled at his feet,
panting. DBut Lo scrembled up and
came on again. Elis eyes were blinking,
his mose & crimson IumE, his face
darkening with bruises; but he was
gamo—or, at loast, he was so savagely
enragod that it spurred him on. He
camo ot tho games master of Greyfriars
like o tiger, and was met with left end

right.
Cosh 1 gasped Bob.
“Tho coshiulnoss 18 forrific 1™

chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

H8omae serap !” grinned Johnny Ball

“In my younger days,” Prout was
hooming, “in my younger doys, I would
have gont with  that scoonndrel in
precizely the samo way.”

"Good old Larey 1V

ic Bfﬂ.fﬂt"

Uirocker had elosed iv on ihe games
master, clutching. An upper-cut that
came like the erash of o mallet fairly
lifted him off his fect and he erashed
down on_his back, : :

Larry Lascelles stood panting a litrle,
Tough ns he was, the tussle had told

on him But it was over now. That
last tervific jolt had done if.
Crocker  sprawled on his  Lack,

groaning ! Ilo was knocked out—and
nover had a man been o thoroughly
and effectively knocked out! Ilo
gronned, and panted, and blinked up at
the games master with hali-closed, evil
&)oL,

and was met with left and right.

ly lifted Crocker off his

“Cosh I ™ Bob Cherry.

“* Greyiriars

=

“Greyfriars  wins!”  grinned Dob
Cherry.

“Hurrah \” :

LIII‘I.‘}' gtood looluvg down ot the
sprawling rascal for o frw noments.
Then he stepped towards him.

“IPm done!” panted Crocker.
“Hang soul! I['m donel”

“Quite | said Mr, Lozcellez. “I have
only one word to say fo you, Blr,
Crockor. You have had a lesson; it
will be repeated, if you ever venture to
commit one action or uller one syllably

disrespoot to tha headmaster of
Greyfriara. It will bhe for yonr Lenefit
to hear that in mind.”

A groaning oath
BNEWET.

Mr. Lazcelles, unhecding Lim furiher,
put on his hat and siepped back to tho

ate.

Ia:Tlmn the masters seemed {e wake up
to the fact that it was hreak, that nearly
evervbody at Greyfriars was out of
gates, and that thoe bell for' third school
waa ringing unhecded.

“Boys' OGo back at once!” comman-
ded Mr, Quelch. * You should not have
come ount, bul— Go back at once !

“Hurrah ™

And the Greviriars erowd cleared off
to the schoal. _

Randolph Cracker erawled 1o his feet,
and standing unsteadily, seowled after
them.  Then he toltered inle the hut
and elosed the door after Lhim with a
eavape slam.

was (O'rocher’a

L ]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

e RAKE!"
D “Yea, sirl"
James Thick, the duffer of

thie Remove, stood in his head-
masier's sindy. ;
e MacxeEr LIBRART.--No. 1,624
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Ur. Locke sat at bhis writing-table,
drumming thereon with his slim white
fingers, with a somewhat uncertain
expressign on his face. Mr., Quelch
stowd Ly the table, upﬁ?ht 85 & ramrod,
giioey as 8 gorgom, and leoking anything
bl uacertain,

i tho matter row under discussion
in the headmaster’s study, it was plain
that Mr. Quelch had made up his mind,
though it scemed that the Head had not
guite made up his.

James Duck's face did not wear tha
eheepish  expression to which  the
Nemove fellows were mecustomed.  And
e was locking at the Head without the
nid of his steel-rimmed spectacles, which
lie beld in his band. In the presonce of
the headmaster and the Remove master,
wheo knew his identity, Jack Drake was
lrimsclf again, so to speak. Apart from
s headmaster and Forme-master, only
vne fellow i the school knew that
Jawes Duck was Ferrers Locke's assist-
ant, Jack Droke—and Harry Wharton,
who knew, was keeping tho seecret.

But Wharton, who knew that the
duffer of the Remove was the famous
detective’s assistant, and at Greylriars
19 track down the mysterious prowler,
rometimes wondered when, if cver, the
wh?nihuy detective was going to get ob
witls it.

Mr. Quelch had ceased to wonder |
1liz mind was made up that the school-
boy detective b taken on o task
bevond his powers | With every passin
day that brenght no discovery Queir:ﬁ
was growing less and less patient; and
be was mow firmly of opinion that an
older head was required to deal with
the problem. ,

*You have pothing to report, as vet,
Dieakei” ashed the Head slowly,

‘"As yet, no, wizr.”

“¥You still adhere to your belief that
the person called the prowler is some
Lmtﬁun outside the school, amd does not

Jong to Greyinara®”

“Yes, sir,” answored Drake quietly.

* All tha evidence is to the contrary /¥
hroke in Mr, Quelch. *“This appears to
1o, Lo little mora than obstinacy,
Drake.™

“1 am sorry yvou should think so, sir. ¥

“It cortainly doea & . said D,
Locke, “that the prowler is some Grey-
friars hoy whe has taken to bad wavs.
1 should be glad, very glad indeed, to
Lelieve that did not belong to the
schoal. Bat—->"

."IIIG does not belong to the school,
Bir B

There was a sound like a grunt from
Me, Quelch, The Head drunamed on
thn table agam.

“The fact i3, Drake, that time
resscs i he said.  “This merning I
ward something that shocked and

sfartled me very much. It appears that
the uffair has now epread outside the
school; that it is talked of in the
neighivourhood—that the faet that thefts
are oceurring at Greyfriars is a matter
of local gossip.™

“That can hardly ho helped, sirt!™
said Drake. “Every fellow in the
schouol is talking about the prowler; and
it was bound te leak our”
"Moo doubt! Nao doubt! But if the

THE MAGNET

rascal bad been caught——" The Head

used. “Drake, you are sware that
it was upon Mr. Queleh's advice that.I
asked my relative, Mr. Ferrers Locke,
to let you come here to investigate thia
matter. Mr., Quelch iz no loonger of
opinion  that—that——" Dr. Locke
hesitated.

“Not at all 1" gaid Mr. Quelch grimly.
Drake set hia lips & little, but ie did
not speak. He was well aware that the
Remove master had lost all faith in his

owers a3 8 detective, much as he had

oped, at first, from Forrers Locke’s
asgistant.

"I understand also,” went on the
Head, aiter o pavse, *thay though you
have failed here, Dreke—"

“I have not yet failed here, sir.”

" Please let me finish, Drake,” aazid
Dir. Locke, with a touch of acerbity, “ 1
understand that, though you have as yet
failed here, you are useful to Mr.
Ferrers Locke—indeed, he may really
be in need of your services, in the case
upon which he is now engaged——"

“That is quito ecorreet, sirl Mz,
Locke is engaged in tracing Rupert
Crook, the conviet who ecscaped from
Highmoor Priron, and he has not yet
traced him. He is kind enough to think
that I am of some use to him 1" added
Drake, with an inflexion of sarcasm in
hiz wvoice,

“Well—very well—in
Dirake, aa nothing has come of your
presence  here, the identity of the

rowler being still quite unknown, per-
aps it would be as well for you to
veturn to Baker Btrect. You are, in
fact, wasting your time here, my boy.”
Jack Drazke drew a deep breatl,

“Older heads are reguired, Drake,”
said Nr. Quelch, not unkindly. *1I
admit that 1 expected 1oo much of
you. It was imy error,™

*Now that the matier liss spread be-
vond the school, other steps must be
taken,” said the Head. He coloured
a little with vezation ag he spoke.
Crocker’s taunta lingered very unples-
santl? i his mind, ™ Inspector Grimes,
at Courtfield, would, I em sure, be
glad to give me his assistance—>="

“I do not consent to that, sir!”

i Ehr!}

[1] 'fh'li'l'hﬂt?:ﬂ-

Headmeaster and Form-master ejacu-
lated simultanecusly.

They stared at the schoclboy detec-
tive; the Head in lofty surprise, the
Remove master in angry astonishment.

“1 have a right to say so, sir 1" said
Drake quietly. “This case was placed
in my hands. I decline 1o return to
Ela:k?r Streot and report failure to my
chief,”

* Drake ! rapped Mr, Quelch,

“ Really—" murmured the Head.

“¥ou have eaid, sir, that the
prowler's identity 1s still unknown,*
continued Drake., “That is not the
case. I have slready spotted him, out-
side the school, and he 12 perfectly well
known to me™

“Then who—" exclaimed the Head.

“1 can say no more, sir, till wy case
18 completed. It is now a malter of
proof-—that 15 all—and I see my way
clearly 1o obtaining

that  ecase,

-—
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“None "

“This makes & difference,® Me,
Queleh V' sdid the Hoad, with a glanco
at Brtlhe ':If.ueriﬂmre master,

r. Quelch gave a shrug.

“ Posasbly, stg Drake con make s plain
statement,” he said, * Unless he can
give us the name of the man to whom
he refers, 1 ehall continue to belioveo
that he relios rather upon imagination
than actunl facts.”

‘I can sa3 no more now, sirl* said
Drake. “The merest hint—a look, if
not 3 word—would ba cnough to put
the rascal on hLis guard. o might
take the slarm and leave the neigh-
bourhood. I can run no such risks.”

Grunt sgain from Mr; Quelch,

“It is your wish then, to carry on
hera ! asked Dr. Locke slowly.

“And wy right, sir1™ said Drake.

Tha Head coughed.

“1 shall oot refuse you permission (o
dﬂ' w,” he eaid. " Bute—-"

“But,” said Mr. Quelch, as the 1Tead
paused, “a definite decision must bo
reached. It is somo time pow sineo tho
prowler has boon setive. At his next
appesrance, #ir, steps must bo takon,”

1 agree to that,” spid-Dr. Lecke.

“During these wecks,” eaid Mr.
Quelch, “he has prowled and pilfered
undetected. It is the talk of tho school
—it 13 now becoming tha talk of the
neighbourhood.  Suspicion has {fallen
upon ingecent persons—boys of my
Form 1 First, WVernon-8mith, who
cime very near to being  oxpolled;
then Wharton, my head boy; and then
Cherry. No one can tell upon whom
suspicion may pext fall—and whether
upon a guilty head or an innocent ono.
JThis must end, sirl™

"1 agrea!” said the Head again,

_ "d'hat there will bo {urther pilfer.
uigs by ‘this nnknown rascal I have no
doubt,” continued Mr. Queich, It is
abvious that he 13 oncouraged by suc-
cess and impanity. I suggest, sir, that
Drgke should be allowed to carty om
until the next incident. If ho has by
ihen made no discovery, we must take
other measures.™

“I agree!” said the Head, for tho
third tume.

il¢ turned to Drake.

“You will understand, my bov, that
1 have no altcrnative,” he said. * Thore
are probably clues to this unknown
depredator which escapo your eyes—do
not think that I blame you, but doubt-
less such 1s the cage.”

Drake smilad faintly,

“*I have =all the elues I want,” he
said. “It is only o mattcr of waiting
til T ean pin the rascal down.”

Another grunt from Mr. Quelch.

“And in the meantime suspicion may
again fall upon an innocent porson |”
he rapped.

“I have no doubt of thot, sir!” was
Drake's answer. ™ And—little faith as
you have now in me, sir—I could namo

the person on whom suspicion is next
likely to fall.™

“What "

i D!‘akﬂ lll

“T shall not give the name™ sand
Tack Drake eoolty, “But I shall, I

Y.
think, prove what I sav. May I tako
e sheet of paper and an envelopo from
vour desk, sir?”

"Eh? What? Certainly!”

The two masters Eﬂﬂﬂd at Drake as
he stepped to the headmaster’s desk.
They saw him take a shect of paper
and a pen. What ha wrote on the
paper they could not eee, mas his back
was to them. He folded the paper,
placed it inside an envelope, and
scaled the envelope.

Then he Erlm:mfethﬂ envelope on the
Head's writing-table,



“You will nob open that, sir, uniil
tie next ncident!™ he said quietly.
“I shall leave it in your hands, sir,
to be opened then.”

“ But what—what—what does it con-
tain, Drake?” excloimed Dr. Locke, in
astonisliment.

“A name, eir—tho name of the
person upon whom suspicion will fall
when the prowler next prowls. I ask
vou to keep that cnvelope 1m your

ckot- o

“Drake!” pasped Mr. {uelch.

“DBless my eoul!” said the Iead
Llankly.

“Phat is all, siri” said the school-
Loy detective quietly. "“If matters go
my way, I shall have the handcuffa on
the prowler when he next prowls; but
if T do not %‘fet him, suspicion of his
actions will fall spon the person named
i that envelope—na person as innocent

ns Vernon-Bmith, Whaorton, oF
Chierry 17

Newber of the masters  replied.
They gazed at him.

Drake quictly left ilwe study, and

Ir. Locke and Bir. Quelch were laft
staring 1n silenee ot the senled envelope
cn the table. Elowly the Head picked
it pp and placed it in his pocket-book.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mustard For Bunter!

(1 SAY, yon follows, tea’s ready (¥
“Liood 1

S1x juniors came into Skody

~ No. 1, in the Eemove. Ono

junior==the fattest ono at Greyiriars—
voas plready there.

ey come in hungry, and woro glad
to hear that tea was ready. They had
Leen ot football practico, and that, in
i Lkeen March wind, had given a
Lealihy edge to their appetites.

Billy Bunter hadn't been ot foot-
Ball, as it was not a compulsory ocea-
<ion, and his appetite did not need a
March wind, or anything elso, to give
it & keen edgo. Indeed, jammy smenrs
o1 Bunter's fat visage hinted that he
had already been taking a snack or
two to go on with,

Bunter was o guest to tes that day
m Study No. 1. He had invited him-
soli and accepted the invitation!

S0, while the other fellows were on
rire foothall " ground, Bunter was in
Study Noo 1 getting tea ready. Iew
things in the nature of work appealed
to Billy Bunter; indeed, ho would take
twice a3 long to dodpe a job of work
a3 he might have taken to get it done.
But he was always ready--too ready—
to handle foodstuffs. e would gladly
Lelp any fellow get tea. The draw-
back was that thero was likely to bo
very little tuck left after Billy Bunter
bkod finished helping to get it roady.

Rut on this occasion there was plenty
-~Study No. 1, for once in & wey, was
like untn a land Howing in milk and
honey. A hamper from -Aunt Amy, at
Wharton Taodge, had arrived for
1larry Wharton, stmultoneously with
n handsome tip for Johnny Buil from
iz uncle in Yorkshire, and a ten-
ehilling note for Bob Cherry from has
poter.  So there was going to be n real
cpread in Study No, l—and lotz and
lets  remained available, oven  after
Bunter lhad got tea ready |

There was & boaming grin, as well as
several smears of jam and crumbs of
cake, on Billy Bunter's plump counten-
urice. +Buntey scemed to bo 1n 8 very
Lmcked mood.

“You fellows hungey " ho asked

“Hungry as a hunter, or o Banter |V
answered Dol Clierry,
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“Fou lhuanzey, Duck?” grinped
Bunter. )
“1 have o vory afl  appectito,

thank you, Bunter!” bleated Duck, in
his mild voice, :

“Begin on the sandwiches," said
Buntor. Ile [ifted a plate from tho
table. “Here you are.” i

Bunter could make  eandwiches
There was a pile of them, and they
looked wvery nico and very tempting.

Bob Cherry reached out for one,
and, to his surprize, Bunter jerked the
plate back - suddenly. _

“Waoit a bit—let Duck help himsclf
Nrst 1" spid Bunter.

The Famous Five and James Duck
stared ot Bunter. There was no special
reason, so far as any of them could
see, why James Duck should help him:
gelf first fo & sandwich,

Moreover, even if there was, it was
rather unecxpected for Billy Dunter to
concern hitnzelf about James Duck,

Iia

Bunter was shirty with Duck.
was feariully annoyed with Duck., He
Iad set out to play practical jokes on
the dud of the Form, and those pracii-
cal jokes hod recoiled on his own fat
hmdl like boomerangz. He had sat on
his own bent pin in the Form-room—
which was bad enough—and he had
drenchied Lavry Lascelles with soda-
water, and eaptured a3 whopping for
the same--which was worse, Bunter
had been heard to confide to about =
dozen fellows that he would make that
swab Duck sit upl So his hospitable
concern for James Duck at the present
moment was rather Eurprisng.

“Take one, old chap!™ chirruped
Punter. **The fact is, the top one 1s
the best of the lot; I made it specially
for you. e, he, ho b

“You are very kind, Bunter!” said
James Duck, blinking at him owlishly
through his steel-rimmed glasses.

“Oh, don't mench [* grinned Dunter.
“1 sav, eat it, old chap! It'a fearfully
;:ic_{:: take my word for that! Ie, he,
E 1¥

Five faces melted into grins. The
I'amous Five did not need telling now
that there was something unusual about
the top sandwich. They doubted very
mach whether James Duck would enjoy
that sandwich.

It looked very nico. Ixeellent ham
was cnelosed between two neat thin
slices of bread-and-butter. 1If thero was
anyvthing el=e as well a5 how 18 was not
to be observed. )

James Duck took the top sandwich;
and Billy  Buanter's eyes twinkled
merrily behind lis spectacles. He stood
watching Duck with almost breathless
CAERFNCss.

f James Duck had been the dud and
duffor that the Remove supposed hium
to be he conld hardly have failed te
pucss that something wos on.  Bug
as there was an extréemely keen brain
behind James Duck’s simple, sheepish
faoco there wazs no doubt that he did.

Ho lifted the sandwich to his mouth—
and DBunter fairly %qaped with eager
antictpation. Then his fat face fell as
Duck laid it on his plate.

“1 eay, ain't you going to cat it old
chap?” excloimed Bunter. 1 say, it's
awiully nricel Help yourselves, yon
follows ! These others are all right—I
mean, they're all all vight, of course—
espectally Duek’s.™

“Ha, bho, ha ! roared Dob Cherry.

Bunter blinked at him,

“ Bleased if 1 sec aunything lo cackle
at 1 he cxclaimed, “*What are you
ecackling at, Cherry?” )

At Lo ﬂmlrr'.-"" rinned  Dob,
“Ain't he a jolly old Machiavell?
Ain't ho & dack, deep plotter?  Aln't

Lie the wonderfullest japor cveri”

11
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i

“1Ia, ha, hal”

“1 wizh you wouldy't eackle whenever
a fellow opens his mouth I* eaid Bunter
peevishly. “You'll make Duck fancwy
there's something wrong with that sand-
wich—and, of eourse, there isn't.”

The Famous [five, chuckling, helped
themselves to sanndwiches, Duffer as
Duck was supposed to be, if was not
surprising that he was slow to begin on
that eandwich. Billy Bunter’s deep-laid
Flﬁt was a little too palpable.  The
famous ive strongly suspected that
there was an over-dose of mustard
hidden in that sapdwich. If James
Duck did not share that suspicion ho
must have been an ¢ven more cgregious
gs& than the Remove supposed him to
2.

Billy Bunter helped himself liberally.
When the sandwiches bad gone round,
four remained—and Bunter annexed thae
four. Three he laid on his plate to be
in readinesz, and ong he immediatelr
arked in his capacions mouth. But,
or once, DBunter was not wholly in-
terested 1o the foodstuffe; he was deeply
and keenly interested in Duck.,

“I say, do begin, Duck[” he urged.
“YWhat are you waiting forf”

“Oh dear!” cxclaimed James Duck
guddenly, * Look et that planc!” He
pointed to the stody windew, *Is it
coming down io the guad ¥

Every head turncd towards the
window af onee. [ a plane was coming
down in the gquad it was rother
startling,

The moment the heads were turned
James Duck whipped tha sandwich off
is plate and reached out to Bunter's.

Alirost in the twinkling of an exne
hat sandwich was exchanged for the
top one on Bunter's £Eﬂte.

“Halle, hallo, hallol Where's that
plane 7" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

He ran to the window, while the
other fellows stared at it. Nothing like
on acropiane was to be scen,

“1 say, yvoun fellows, I can't scc any
plang——"

“Thera 1sn't any planc ! said Harry
Wharton, Ile stered round at James
Duck, who now sat with a sandwich in
his hand., *“What the dicken: do you
menn, you ass? There isw't any plane
over the quad.”

“Fathead I'" said Joliumr Dull.

“ Ass ! said Prank Nugent.

The junioers sat dowe agein,

i timt what you call a joke, Duck ¥
asked Boly Cherrr, staring et the new
juLior. )

James Duck smiled amiably.

“¥eu, that's what 1 call a joke,” ho
admitted, :

“Well, vou silly ebump!™ said Lob.
“If that's what you cull & joke you'd
better not take to joking. Where's the
joke, you footling nss®”

“Oh erikey I gasped Dunter

Bunter's eyes and spectacles wero
glued on James Duck, who was now dis-
posing of hig sandwich.

Unawaro of the cxchange that lad
talen place behind hiz podgy back,
DBunter watched the duffer of the Re-
move with & fascinated gaze.

Duck ate that sandwich sedately.
Wonder grew in Billy Bunter's fat face,
Having packed & lﬂrgﬂ spoonful of
mustard inte the sandwich specially
prepared for James Duck, Bunter was
prepared to sce him explode rather like
& bomb as saom as he tool: the first bite.
Inatead of whicly, Duck polished off that
sandwich with evident relisl.

“How wvery nicel” bleated Duck.
“YWau make very bice  eandwiches
indeed, Bunter.”

“0h criambs!' gasped Durnicr.
I1--1 say, d-d-did vou like it?"’

Tur Magxer Iarpant.—No, 1,033,

£ l__'



12

“¥Yoo, very much indead ¥

* W.w-wasn't it hot ¥ gasped Dunter.

“1 didn't notice it.”

“Oh erikey IV

Buanter wondered whether ihe neyw
junttor's neck was lined juside with zine,
Really it seemed like it. IHow a fellow
could swallow a speonful of muostavd
without showing a8 sign was a miystory
to Bunter. Ha did net vet know that
Duck hadn't.

Evidently, somchow, Bunter's jape on
James Duck ’bzad missedd fire. Bunter
simply couldn™ understand it yet. He
was going to shortly | -

He picked up the top sandwich from
is plato, ;

James Duck watched him wiith in-
terest through his steel rippned ghazses,

The sandwich was small; the mouth
was Iarﬁm It went in whele; Buanter
cranched. i

It was then that the bomb czplosion
tmpgencd. s

“*QOoooogh I’ came o fraptie splutior
from the fat Owl. " Wooooogh! Ielp!
Yarooop 1” i

Bunter bounded from the fable.  Tlis
chair went  flving  backwards and
crashed. Bunter grabbed of hia mouth
and gasped and spluttered and yelled
and howled.

“Oh! Ah! Theegh! FPin buent!
Yargoop! Uh cnkey! Ow!™

“What the thump—"" exclaimed Bob
Clwrry.

YOow! Wowl et mo

Gurregh!
somie vater! Guarrghhb ! %& ¥ ITTL TR -
mouth's on fuf-fuf-fire! Yoocooght”

Apluttering frantically, the fat Owl
grabbed and clawed at his mouth. A
E‘uinanic eneezae shook hine from head to
oty

The IMamous Five gazed al him. What
was Lhe maiter with Bunier, they could
nat for the moment imagine. Then 1k
dawned on them,

“Oh, my hat! Has he got the wrong
sandwich ' gasped Bob.

u;[m} hﬂ,. ha

“Owl Wow! I'm burut!” yelled
Duanter. “ Mum-muam-my  mum-mums-
mouth—— Yaraoh! Atchooooh! Mum-
mum-mume-mustard | Ooooch ! Grococh !
I've suz-sus-swallowed a ton of muim-

romn-mustard ! Gurrrreggh !

ha, ha! yelled e Famous
Five

" urrrrrogh 7

Billy Bunter rushied for the door. He
forgot oven the sproad. What Lhe wanted
was water to waﬁh ont. 1hat _mttstarcfj
Spluttering, gurgling,  sueezing,  an
gf;g;fl'mg, “the j::I'a.tj‘;'l".'l“.vc'l tove out of the
study, leaving the Tamous Five yelling.

“Dear me " sawd Jumes Docl, blink-
ing at the Famous IFive threogh his
stocl-rimmed  glaszes. ¥ Bunter zeetns
to have put too much wostard in that
satedwich, I think he muost have put a
zreat deal too much in ik, e seems
to have found it very, very hot

“Ha. ha, ha "

“Did you ehange ithe sandwiches while
we were looking for that plare ¥ asked
Harry Wharton, laughing,

i :Pil " exclaimed 1leb. *Was that
it

“Iia, ha, ha

And the Famous Tive velled again,

A guartcr of an bhour later Billy
Bunter reappearved at the deor of Soady
No. 1. Ie was still gasping, his cyes
were stifl winking and watery, and his
fot fave Lad a pale, worn ook, But
the feast was over, and the punlors
gono. . . :

Buntor, with deep feclings, bhinked
mto an empty shwdy or o bare table,
Jteally the Owl of the Remove seemed
to be gotting no luck in his caveer as
s practical joker!

Tur Mruwexer Limnant,—No. 1,624,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On The Watch :

AMES DUCK grinned.
Randolph Crocker scowled.
The Bportsman’s su:-.}whuE) face
was clearly visible to Jack Drake.
But the schoolboy detective was n-
visiblo to the eyes of the scowling rascal
who eame out st the door of the hut on
the spinney. He was pot more than a
dozen yards away, but he was parked
in the branches of o beech-tres in the
hedge of Friardale Lane, and through
the interstices of the branches he had
a bird's-cye view of the hut and the
EpImIeY, ]

It was two or three d&f sinee
Crocker had been seen. DProbably it
had taken him some time to recover
fromt the terrifie thrashing he bad
received from Larcry Lascelles. He was,
indeed, far from recovered vet—so far
s looks went. DBoth his eyes were
darkened, Liz nose had a red, sguashed
logk, amd there wore shady bruises o
his hard face. Hence James Duck’s
grin az he loocked down at him from the
branches of the becel.

Crocker locked the door of ihe hut,
put the key in hiz pocket, and tramped
down the path ro the gote an the lane.
Aud Jack Droke's eyves gleamed over
James Duck's glasses. .

It waa his chance at last, for which
he had watched agein and agamm_ In
vain, but at last Euncﬂssfull)}’; The
Sportsman was leaving the hut, no
doubt to walk down to ihe Cross Keys
at [Iriardale, his f[avourite resort. It
wasz only when be was abzent that the
schoolboy detective had n chance of
searching the hut—and this was his
chancg.

That Randolph Crocker was the Grey-
friars prowler, Drake knew. That he

cnefrated, unseen and undiscovered,
inte the school by way of n subter
ranean passage from the spinney he
mora than suspected. ﬂi_ll‘lﬂl‘ the
ancicnt Hagstones of the abbot’s cell, on
the site of which the hut was built, lay
the secret—if the schoolboy deicetive
could find 1t.

From the branches he watched the old
bay kiek open the gate and tramp out
into the lane. Lhere he stood, with his
oves fixed on the school gates ot o little
diztance.

Tn the gateway t(wo masters s gl -~
I*rowt, the master of the Fifth, and Mr.
Laseelles, It was upon the latier that
the Sportsman’s eyes were fived, and
Dirake felt a chill as he read the bitter
hatred and revenge in the hard, dis
figured face.

That black and bitter look told how
litele the Sportsman was likely te stop
if a chavnce came his way of taking
vengeance for the thrashing the games
mnster had given him,

As Crocker stoord by the gate in the
fenee, watching, the {wo masters came
out, 1t was a half-holiday at Cirey-
friers, and Prout evidently had cap-
tured Alr. Lascelles for a walk.

Prout waz talking es they canwe by
the corner of I'riardale Lane, Larry
Lazcelies  palitely  listening. DProut’s
conversation wazs one-way trallie: he
never liked the other fellow to have
mauch of tha talking, DProut's fraiy
voice rolled wvp to the jumor in the
beeoh,

“1 cannot agree with Hacker,” Proat
was saying, 1 dislike extremely the
iden of policenes u the school.  And
veb if no discovery is made, and if the
prowler i

Exvidently Prout waz on the old, old
tepe,

But the master ef the Fifth broke oft
sharply as he =saw the scowling faco of

the man lounging ot the gate of tha
spinney.

He fixed his eyes on Randolph
Crocker with an exprassion of conten:pt
and disdain that was really tremendons.

Drake, unseen, watched curiously. At
any other time that scornful glare from
Prout would probably have drawn some-
iling more emphatie thnn a glare back
from the disreputable old boy. Crocker
hiad gimnhed Pront once, and cortainly
would not have hesitated to punch him
again,

But his handling of a fow days ago
had given him the lesson he needed.
Hed Prout been alone, no doubt his ovil
terper would have broken ont. But the
presciice of Larry Lascelles put a brake
on it. The Sportsman did pot want to
repeat that painful experienco.

“ah 1” snorted Prout.

That snort expressed hia contompt,
seorn, disdain, repugnance, and other
feelings of the same kind for the man
who had disgraced his school in earlicr
years, and had returned in later years
1o disgrace it agau.

Crocker’s discoloured eyes glittered at
him. He made a povement, but
checked if.

“¥You old fool !"™ he saud, between hia
teeth. “ Yeu fat old fool 17

Prout purpled,

3 ot dare to address me, yon
razcal 1" he boomed., “How dare you
address we, you impudent rogue 1™

Crocker clenched hiz hand., Buat {or
the gamrs master’s prezence, PProut
undoubredly would have been booked
for a jalt.

i Mr. Lascelles stepped quictly belween

TN,

“Stand. back 1” he rapped.

Randolph Crocker smprmcl hacl.

I1is handa were clencied alinest con-
vidsively, It was plnin that he could
hardly restrain himself from springing
at the games master. Even the cer-
tainty of another record thrashing
hardly Lield his evil tonper and bitter
hatred 1n check.

Mr. Laseetles fixed his eves con-
tempiuously on the scowling Bportsman.

Y Listen 1o e, Mr., Crocker,” ho saul
quietly, but very distingtly 'l have
dealt with you for your insult to the
headmaaster, ond I desire te have
nothing further to do with you. Bug [
warn vou to keep clear. of anyone
helonging to Greyiriars! You are a
rullian, o bully, and o brute, and yveu
will not be allowed to moelest anyone !
1f I hear of anythung of the kind 1 shall
call upon you unmediately afterwerds
amd deal with vou amam?! It will be
for vour advantage io remember that 1Y

“U'll remember ie!™ Crocker’s voicn
came husky with vage. " L'l remomber
it-and other things, tool And you'll

lave something 1o remember before
foug, Larry Lascelles?” _
The games master shrupged  his
shoulders,

“L am not s keen on shindiea as
voul appear to be, Mr. Crocker,™ ho
answered, " But if vou Jdesire to try
sour luek agair, you have only to say
the worid—or to make yourself olmoxious
1o any of my colleagues i

“Phere's more ways of killing a cat
than choking it with cream i said tho
Sportsman. " You walt a bit 1Y

“As long as yon hke!” smid Alr,
Faseetles, withh 2 smile; and be walked
on with T'reut, whe glanced back and
ey anolner =nert gz he went,

T Urocker stond watching shem as they
wort dowin the lane Tron the beech
Jack Drake watched Crocker,

Anyone laoking at the ¢vil face could
liave read that the Bportzman’s thonghta
were of vengeanse. But the schoolhoy
detecrive could read mere hon that,



N

-
-

ao W

R

e i

L LY

T

\\“‘i?‘ul—

AT
)

e
A

EVERY SATURDAY

Buntar’s little round eyes almost bulged through his spectacles at the sight of a face amera:ln% from the doorway of Study

No. 1—a face streaked with ink, and with a mortar-board slanting
“Ti's Quelch I ** Bunter ! ** gurgled the Remove master,

for ke had no doubt of the scheme that
worked in the ovil mind of the man he
knew to be the Greyfriars prowler.

YWhat he had done once ho was plan-
ning to do again, and Forrers Locke's
assistant had no doubt of it; he had had
no doubt of it since the day he had seen
the rascal crumple up under Larry's
lashing fists, : i 2

It was some weelts since suspicion had
fallen for a time on Harey Wharten, tho
captain of the Roemove. The brokon
blade of his penknife had been found
in the drawer in Mr., Queleh’s study,
from which.n bundle of currency notes
had been Eiifered by the prowler. It
was, though Wharton was not aware of
it, through the schoolboy detective that
e had Eecn cleared; and it was still
s myetery, though almost forgotten,
why tho secret prowler had tried to put
suspicion on him.

ut Ferrers Locke's assistant knew,

Thera had been & mggmg at the hut
on the spinney, and Wharton had given
the Bportsman six with a cricket stum
a3 & reward for tweaking the majestic
nose of the Remove master.

Not for 8 moment had it occurred to
Wharton that thera was any connection
between tho batting of Crocker and the
planting of the broken penknife in

ueleh’s desk. But that connection was
clear to the schoolboy detective, and he
had not forgotten. And, unless J ack
Drake was mistaken, the same trick was
likely to be played agnin when next the
prowler prowled, but with a different
vietim, )

Indecd, the words Crocker had jush
uttered, which eeemed an idle threat to
Lorry Lascelles, were as good as proof
to Jack Drake.

Ho dared not lift his hand to tho
games master again; but he was brood-
g over vengeanes, and there was only
oneg wuy'—nnﬁ. that was the way.

Crocker stood lounging by the gate

Over one ear.

in the fenee, scowling after the two
Greyfrisrs masters and smoling o
gigarette. Apparently, ho intended fto
go in the znme direction, but was wail-
ing for Larry Lascelles to get clear.

A fat junior, with epeetacles gleaming
in the spring sunshine, rolled glong
from the schiool. Billy Bunter, as ho
sighted Crocker, grinned—an ¢cxpansivo
grin.

The very visible signs of damagoe in
Crocker's face scemed to entertain the
fat Owl.

Crocker glanced round at him.

Ther ho gave a quick glance down the
lane. Lascelles and Prout were out of
sight beyond the bend. Probably tha
evil-tempered rascal was glad to see o
vietim at hand upon whom to wreak his
wrath, or perhaps Billy Dunter’s fab
grin 1rritated him. Ie made a jump
at the fat junior, and Bunter, with a
equeak of alarm, junped back.

“J—I—I say—-=" gasped Dunter.
“Yarooh [

Smack |

A terrifie smnek on ove car sent the
fat Owl giumbling.

Smack | 1

Another on the other fal car righted
him sgain. ;

Bunter's frantic yell rarg far end

wide.

“Ow! Bepst! Yarcoh! OQOooghl
Oh crikcj'!" . _

A third smack just missed ns the fat
Owl flew. Iilly Bunter headed for
the school like a runaway locomotive.
Ha wvolled apd roared as flave.

Crocker, = grin replacing his scowl,
turned, and slouched away down tho
lana towards the village.

Ile disappeared in ono direction as
the howling Owl disappeared in the
other.

Tho const was clear at last for Jack
Drake. Ha slithered down the trunk

** Oh crikey

" gasped the fat Removite.
“* You did this | »*

of thn beech, cut up the path to the
hut, and stop nt the door Crocker
had carefully locked after him. Locked
re it was, the door did not stop Ferrors
Locke's assistant more then & moment
or two, and then he was inside the but,
the door locked apain afier him.

A few moments more, and the schoaol-
boy detective waa in the back room,
on his knees, ap electric torch in his
hand, scanning the old stone blocks
with searching eyes. It was his change
at last—Crocker safe for the afterncon
at the Cross Keve. And if thero was
6 secret hidden under the old flag-
stones, Forrérs Locke's assistant was
poing to rool if .out.

o e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Calling On Crocker !

i W
“Go it 1"
[T W'uw l”

* Keep it up!” ;

Billy Bunter did not nead telling to
go it, or to keep it up. Ile went it,
and fmpt it up—on his top noto.

“Owl Wow! I say, vou fellowse—
Qooht Ow, my ocaral Wowl
papper's simply spinningl Wow, the
beast | Oh crikey! Ow! I sny, you
follows, the beast smacked my head—
twice | Wow-ow-ow ("

Y Smacked your head?" asked Bob
Cherry.
“Ow! Yes! Wowl”

“Perhaps he was only
Wﬂﬂd EEP l“ck.l!‘

“Ila, Lo, hat”

“DBeast] Owl
wow "

‘I'he Famous Five wore in A group
by the gates when Billy Bunter rolled
ontinued on pane 16.)

T'ue Mucxer LisraRi.~— No, 1,524,
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({Continued from pege 13.)

in, his fat hands pressed to hiz Iat
cars, and his large mouth wide open,
emitting sounds of woe and lamenta-
tiomn.

There was o footbell match with the
Fourth that afterncon, which thoe
heroes of the Remove were leaving to
the smaller fry. They were debating
what they were going to do with the
half-holiday, when Bunter appeared in
the offing, in that state of anguished
WO,

“ Smacked my head | gasped Bunter.
“Smacked it hard! Tﬁ:&rly knocked
me aver! The beast] Ow (™

“Anything: in it to damage?” asked

Johnny BRul

“Beast1" moaned Bunter. “Ow
Wow! I pever did asnything, you
know, but he jumped nt me like a
tiger, and—wow! Owl Wowi"”

“Loder of the Sixth?" nsked Bob,
“Loder's not & prefect now. If he's
sinacked & Remove man's head, we'll
jﬂ"i well rag him !

*“Hear, hear!” said Frank Nugent.

“MNo! He's & worsn beast than
Loder " groaznaed Bunter. “That beast
Crocker— Owl Wow!| Oh crikey!
Qooh 1"

“Crocker 1" execlaimed the
Five all together.

“I mever did anything ! moaned
Bunter. “ He was at his gate—ow! I
may have smiled—wow! He looked &

Famous

icturs, you know. Larry's made his
F&m look like a Turkey carpet—ow!
Wow 1"

“Bo Crocker's getting his ears n
again, 1a ha?"* asked Cherry, wi{f;
a warlike lopk, “If he haen't had
cnough from Laerry, there are fellows
here ready o give him some more.”
“And the morefulness will be ter-
rific I declared Hurree Jamset Ram
SBingh. “Let us give him tit tatfully,

and smack his esteomed and cheeky
head.™

“Let's,” agreed Harry Wharton.
“The cheely cad isu't going to smack
Foemove follows' heads! If he wants

to smack a head, he can smack Larry's
—not Bunter’s, Come onl”

“Out of bounds!” seid Johnny Bull

“0h, blow bounds!" =aid Pob
Cherry. “Quelch is safe. He's in the
library, digging into his jolly old
manuseripts. Look here, are we going
to lot that cheeky cad smack a Removo
cinap’s head whenever ho jolly well
likes "

“No fear!” sgreed Johony, " Chance

it 1

“Ow!  Wow!” moancd Bunter.
“Smacking a follow's head, right and
left, you know! I'd have knocked the
cad down, only—only—-"

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Famous
I'ive, quite enleriained st the ides of
Fxlmtnr knocking down that befty old
.!L.1:ljh

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
al! Ow!] Wowl My napper! Owi”

“Come and help ws handle him,
Canter I" grinned Bob,

THe Maicxer Lasmany.—No. 1,624,
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“Oh, I—=I'd come like a ehot, old
chap, but—but—but I haven't dono my
lines for Quelch—-"

Dilly Bunter rolled off to the Houso
—though probably not in & hurry to
do his lines for Quelch. Bunter had
had enough of the Sportsman at elose
quariers, and did not want any more.

But the Famnous Five were made of
‘Thay had been undecided

( art of it,
least, in impressing on HEportsiman
Crocker that he could not smack Re
move fellows' heads with impunity.
They strolled away into Friardale
Lane with an pir of casual ecarcless-
niss, lest any eye .should be upon their
movements.  In the circumstances, they
fele justifhed in over-stepping bounds;
but they did not expect Eycmis or pro-
fcets to agree with them on that point.
“Ha's gone in,” remarked DBob, as
they passed the fence of the spinney.

Bunter had stated that Crocker was
at his gate, but ho was not to bo seen
there.

“Wea'll give him a call,” said Harry
Wharton.  “Better go round to the
back. Anybody may pass hero on a
half-holiday.”

“Cut acrosz the meadow,”
Bob.

By a meadow footpath the Famous
Five left the lane, and reached the
rear of the spinney. At the back, to-
wards the river, there was no fence,
cnly & hawthorn hedge, through which
they pushed & way.

They were now behind tho hut, and
they carefully kept it betwoen them
and the lane as they ocut towards it.

Unea behind tho building they wero
safo from . the eyes of passers-hy in
Friarvdale Lane.

" Here we are—here we sre—hero we
arc again!” sang Beb Cherry cheer-
ful}!g;:. “Now for the Crocker bird(™

gave a heavy thump at the back
door of tho hut.

Bang |

“Ile's there,” said Bob, ns ho heard
“Iallo, hallo,

now they decided to expend

agrood

a movement within.

hallo! Called t6 sco you, Mr.

Crocker.™ '
There was no reply from the hut.
“Deafi™ rosred Bob. “We've

called to smack your head, Randolph,
same as you smacked Bunter's! ot
that 7"

Tho hut was silent. Thore was no
answer, and no movement, and the
deor did not open.

The juniors might hove fancied that
Crocker had gone out, but for tho
movement they had heard when Bob
first knocked. But they knew that
someone was there, and it could hardly
be anyone but Crocker, and his silence
puzzled them.

Bang, bang, bang! went Dol’s
thumping on tho door.

“Hallo, halle, Lallo " he roared.

“Bhow up, you rotter!” shouted
Johnny Bull.

Bung, bang |

“Cheeky cad!” said Dob, desistin
from thumping ot last, “I jolly wcﬁ
know he's there! Ho doesn't seemn to

want to seo distinguished visitors. HMe's -

going to have Iis  cheeky head
smacked, sll the same! Bauca for the
goose is sauce for the gander.”

It was rather perplexing to the
Famous Five. True, on a provious
occasion  when they had  handled

Crocker, they had ducked him in the
ditch. Hefty as he woz he wes no
match for the wholo bunch of thom.
Novertheless, he was generally so keen
en o shindy that they quite expeeted
him ta show up.

Bob Cherry moved along to the back

window. That window, which had
been broken, was boarded over inside.

He rapped on the boards.

“¥ou there, Cracker?” ho bavwled.
“Wo've called to soo ggu! 'ﬁ;:q'm
going to give you & tip about emecking
a Greyfriars c{mp's head ! Gone deaf!
Oh, graat pip-—" Bob broke off with
a voll of astonishmont.

There was a elit between two of the
boards nailed over the window,
Through that elit he could sco into the
back room. What he saw there made
himn jump clear of the ground in his
amazement.

“What the dickens—"" asked Harry.

“Crocker there?” asked Nugent.

“Nol” Bob fairly stuttered. “It's
Duck 1

“Duck!” howled Jdolinrny Dull
“That ass, Duck—thero with Crocker ™

“Crocker’'s not there—only Duck |
That fathead! ‘That booby! That
dud ! What the thump is Duck doing

thore #"
“Duck ™ repeated Iarry Wharton
blankly.

“That_idiot, Duck !"
The Famous Five stood utterl
amazed. They knew now why thoro hnﬁ
been no reply from Crocker. Ho was
not therel Crocker had gono out—it
was not the Sportsman they had heard
—it was Jomes Duel, the duffcr of the
Remove, who was in the Lui on the

epinney.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Coma Qut !

ACE DRAKE breathed Lard.

The schoolboy detective had
seldom been so exasperated as ho
was at that moment.

For daya he had waited and watchod
for this opportunity; and now it had
come—only to be interrupted. Ho had
not been twenty minutes in the hut when
the bang came on the back door.

After the first startled movement he
had remained «quite efill and. siloot,
hoping that the new arrivals would go
away, and leave him to carry on, Then,
as Bob Cherry's startled exclamation
reached him, bhe knew that he was dis-
coverad. i

At that moment—much as he liked the
cheery Bob—he would have been rather
pleased to punch his head !

Crocker, it was likely, would be gone
for a couple of hours or more. In that
time he had every hope of discovering
the secrpt hidden under the old fla
stones of the abbot's cell. If they leit
him to it——

A scetion of a ruddy faee appeoroed at
the slit between the boards at the nailed-
up window.

“Hagalle, hallo, helle!™ roared Dob.

“ Ducky ¥

“¥ou fathead!” breathed Drake
“8hut upl Do vou woant to bring
i&'ﬁ'm‘_'rhm'lj in the county round this
it ¥

“What are you doing there "

“Minding my own business ¥ snapped
Druke, “Uo away, and do il same ?

“Crockor’s not there '

“Can't yvou sce ho isa’ti™

“Well, come out of it ! eatd Dob.

“(h, get out 1 . .

“Look here, Duck, this won't do!”
said Bob auietly, “We booted you oft
the spinney onde, when you calne Lere
to see Crocker. You're not here to sce
him now; he's pone ot You'ro root-
ing over this place whila he's gone.
Crocker’s a rat and a ead oand a bully
and & bruts, but that’s no renson why
a fellow should pry into his place. You
cen leave that kind of thize to Danter
ang-——~"

“0Oh, vou durmmy !



™ ArC you coMilng ouk i Snilj'rpf“;h} Daly,

“ Mo, you fathead! Go awayl

“I'll go away fast onough—with ﬁ
on woi't come out 1"l

nt the tos of mfy boot I exclaimed
fimt sort of thing ain’t

wrathfully, I
hook you put.

Greyfriars rel:;iTe, and you've going to
chuck it, and I'm jolly well geing Lo sco
that you do. 'Fhia {sn’t good enough,
you worm 1”

“ Hoear, hear 1™ zaid Johony Ball.

Four members of the Co. wero in
agrectment.

At one time it had scemed that Duck
waa taking up the manners and customs
of the Bounder, snd the Famous Five
had booted him off the spinney to kee
bim out of bad company. Now it looke
as if ho wae adopting the manners and
customs of the Iecping Tom of Grey-
friavs—which, a3 Bob said, was
not l,imﬂd cnough. Bead and unserupulous
as they knew Urocker to be, no fellow
had a right to root secretly in his place
while e was absent—so far, at all
cvents, as the Co. could see

Harry Wharton did not speak. He
kuew Drake’s seeret, and the thought
crossedd hiz mind that pernaps 1t was 1o
his eapacity of detective that Drake was

thero,  Croclier was a doubtful char-
acicr.  On the otlicr hand, Drake was
at the echeool to track down the

prowler, and he could hardiy be looking
for clues to the prowler ontside the
cgates. Whavton havdly know what to
think, and ho eaid nothing as Boh
stopped to the hack door owd banged
araiin.

Bane! Tang!

“Will you step (lat row?’
Drake, throngh ihe window.

“*Not till you onen the door

“"You fool, you'll @t a crowd hove!
That row can bo leavd from the lane,™

“Better open the  deor, then.”
retoried Bob ¢coolly. ™ You're not stick-
g in there, You caw't help boing a
fool, but vou czn help beoing o prying
WOLKT, an I'm going to help von help
i !

“Oh, o fathead P groaned Drake.

Bang! Bangl cpme on ihe door.

Liob Cherry put his beef into it. There
was little downt thas if that loud bang-
ang weub on b would dJdraw atiention
from people passing along Friavdale
Lono.

“Botter coma ont, Duacky g:ri:mﬂl
dobinny Bull, at e window, = Whas,
do you want 1o root over Crocher’s place
for, anyhow 7

* Idiot ¥

“Bame to yon, with koch: on! Como
out of 1t 17

“Thoe come-ontfalizess 15 the proper
coper, my estecemed nozoy Duek 1™ said

gaid

X

shoutnd

Hurree Jamsct Bam 2:urh.

“Como out, Moy LDarker!”
Mngent.

Houg, hang, barg! on the door.

“Coming out, Peeping Tom ™ voared
Tigly Cherry. "1f yon don’t open thia
door I'll eut ronwsd to the front Jdoor
aixl hoolr you ont that way 1

“vh, you fnthead i beeathed Deoke.

“How tha dickas did be eor in,
thoush ¥ ashed Jobuny Buell. * Urocker
et have bocled up when be wenre, 1o
waulda't leave the placs open.”

Divake zet his lips asz e Lheard that

“Ho's conung ont, anyhow 1 said

Yol “Now then, Pan] Pry—"

“Will .ou elear of, and mind your
own business ¥ hizsed Droze,

Nane, bang !

“Htop that row———"

Hane |

“Yon fool, cheek if, omd ]l come
it 2 lnssed Droka from tie window.

“ Iight-ha 17 saard Boh cheerily, * Baek
np, Ducky ! Get ready to bo booted
Lack to e schoal I

Divake, with f[ceifgza too deep [or

EVERY SATURDAY

words, rrossed into the front room ond
pecred from the windew 1o aseertain
that tho coast was clear before ho let
himself out.

The coast was not, for the moment,
clear. A bony Ogure was passing along
ihe fonce on the lape-—-that of Mr
Hacker, the master of the Shell. The
Acid Drop glanced at the hut in
the spinney as he passed, without, how-
aver, spotting the watching face Lelnnd
the blind at the window. c

He possed on, and was lost to sight.

Then Drake hurried to the front door
ond let himself out, swifily locking the
door after him, Two or throe hats came
in sight over the fenco on the lane, and
i;a cut swiftly round to the back of the

uk.

“Oh, here vou are !” said Dob Cherry.
“"You zilly ssg—"

“What were you rooting in Crocker’s

Luk_for 7%

“Find out, fathead

“"Well, I don't specially want to
know,” =aid Dob cheerily, *Dbut I'm
going to boot you Here—stop ¥

Jack Drake cut off at a run towards
the trees et the back of the spinney, near
the towpath. He was only anxious to
%'r:t off the spot now that he had been
orced to give up his search in the hut.

“After him!” vonred Bob., i

And be rushed in pureuit. IHis
comradea followed himy, and they came
whooping ihmufh tha trees on the track
of the dulfer of the Remove.

Drake seudded through the trees and
reaclied the hawthorn lhedge at the
extieme edge of tho spinney whera it
abwttedl on the towpath.

Ho erashied throngh the hedgo and
stumbled ont on the towpath,

Lheve was & startled exclamation as
e did 0. Two Greyfriars Bixid
Formors, who were walling along the
fowpatl, stopped to slare ot him. The
next moment Dob Cherry «came erash-
ing through, with his comrades at his
heals.

Y Etop M

“0Oh, my Lot!* cjaealated Raob.

Tt was the voice of Wingate, the cap-
tzin of Gregfriars.

Tho juniors etared round at Wingatoe
ond Gwynne, prefects of the Sixth.

“Half o dozen of themi” remarked
Cwynne, with & grin. ]
“You voung sweepsi’  exclzimed

Wingate. “ You've been iy the spmney
—aut of bounds ¥

There was nothing {or {he juniors to
say. Obvionsly, they had been in the
sptnney, out of bounds!

“Well 7 replied Wingate.

“No larm done, Wingate,” =21d Dob

meekly. “Weo only went to smack
Crocker's lwead, becauze ke smacked

Bunter's 1

Gwynne clivekled. Wingate frowned.

“You wont thera to kick up o row
with that hlackguard I ho exclaimedl.

“{h, no: not to kick up a rew—just
(o -smock his hoad 1Y cxplained Bob.
*But hwe was gone out, so—="

“Ho there was no smackinlness,
aetoomed and venerable Wingato ! muoe-
nraved HTurres Jamset Bam Singh,

“Go back to the schooll” said
Wingate, “VYou're gated for the rest
of ihe «dag. And if I catch you at it
apain’ T'll report you to Queleh 1™

Bix juniors walked away to the schoal,
Dike spins, or anything clse out of pates,
wers washed out, for the Famous Ifive;
the head prefect’s word was law.  So
they went dewn to the football field,
to watch the seeond half of the Fourth
IForm mateh, and ¢o cheer the Remove
[ogtballors  when they beat 'Temple,
Dabney & Co. by threa goals to one.
Aftoer which thero was ted with thao
Bounder & Co. in Stady No, 4, and
Crocker was dismissed from thicir minds,

17

e was not eo easily dismissed from
Jack Drake's. ‘That opportunity, so
long watched for, waa gone; and the
schoolhoy detective could only wait for
another—oand wonder whether he would
have & chance of discovering tho sceret

of the hut on the spinney before the
Greyiriars prowler prowled sgain]
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Cosh !

1 HARTON hore®®
W “Yes, nss!™
“And Nugeoti”

" ¥Yes, fathead "

“That's all right, then!” eaid Dilly
Bunter. : ;

And he rolled into Btudy Neo. 4 in
the Remove passage at Greyleiars,
grinning. _

There was rather & crowd in Study
Mo, 4 alveady. Smithy and Redwmg,
to whom that study belonmed, hadl

ucsts 1o tea—ihe Famous Five of the

emove, Herbert Vernon-Smith was
standing one of bis spreads, and Iarey
Wharton & Co. were partaking thercof,
when Bunter happeued.

Smithy immedistely reached for o
cushion. He picked it up and took aiwm
at the fat fignre at the doorway.

“an ™ he said briefly.

“0Oh, really, Bmithy——"

“When 1 want o porpoise ta tea, Tl
menfion the fact 1 said the Doasde.
“Now hook 1t!”

Billy Bunter's spectacles turned on
hrme with a disdainful blink,

“If you tirimk I've butted in to tew,
Smithy—"*

“Haven't yvout” asked the Dounder
sareasticolly.

“No!” roared Dunter. “I've had toa
with Mauly! 1 mean, I'm not tho
follow o butt in ot a spread without
being asked, I hope | Blow your measly
spread ! L just wanted to sea whethice
\Eim rton aid MNugent weore here, that's
a

]i ik

“Wall, hers wo are!” suid Harry

Wharton, laughing. “Take a good
look, and roll awaw, lke 2 good
barre] 1"

Billy Bunter blinked at him. Then ha
blinked out into the poassage. Then ho
blinked at the tea-party, and grinned
again. It waz an cxtenzive and cxpon-
sive grin. It scomed to cxtend almost
from one of DBunter’s fat ears to Lhe
other, ]

“Aind you don't go to your studyl?
le said.

“Eh? Why not?™ psked TDrank
Nugent,. staring.

" Ho, ha, ho!”

Smithy put down the eashion, Dunter,
it scemed, had not after all osked him.
salf to tea, as the DBounder had natur-
ally suspected. Semething else scemed
10 be occupring the fat mind of the Owl
of the Remove, Whetever it was, it
scctned Lo amuse Bunter!

“1 say, vou fellows, it's a japo on
that fethead Duck 1" Buntor procecdod
to expluin, between chuckles. *Fhat
silly asz will be coming up to his stuly
coon—he, he, hol As it's your study,
to0, § thought I tip you fellowa o
Lheap cloar—he, Lie, hel 1 say, listen
for the erash ¥

“Phe ecrashi™  repesied  Iarry
Wharton.
“He, he, et Yoo, ratlher! There

will be o bit of 2 crash when ho pguls
a Latin die, a * Holidey Anonal’ and
an inkpot, on hiz napperl What do
vou think "
“{3h, my hatl”
Tee Magxer Lapniny.—No. 1,624,
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“You howling ass!"™ exelaimed Bob
Cherry. “Have you been fixing up a
boohy-trap in Wharton's study "

“He, he, he ¥

“And suppose somcbody else goes to
{he study, you blithering owl?™ said
Johnny Bull. *You got Larry the
other day when you were japing Duck.™

“That's why )I‘re come to tell vou,
so that you won't go ! grinned Bunter.
“I don't want you fellows to get it.”
Bunter chortled explosively.  * Duck
will walk right into it—yon know what
an as5 he igl He will get it right on
his napper—cosh! He, he, ho!”

The tea-party in Smithy's
grinmed.

Most of thom haed ne deubt that
James Duck, more often called the
Coose in the Remove, would walk
rvight info that trap, and never know
it was there till it dropped on him.
James Duek was regarded in his Form
us the biggest ass ever, and practical
jokeors in the DRemove had given Lo
quite a lot of attention over since ho
had come to Oreviviars, William
Ceorge Bunter had joined the ranks of
the practical jokers—ihongh without
much luck so far !

“It’s rather rotten on n silly ass lile
Duck ! said Bob Chorry,

“The rottenfulness i3 rather terrific,
my esbecmed Bunter ' remarked Hurveo
Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake of his
dusky head,

“Yah!” retorted DBuauter. “Ie's a
beast! I put a pinon the form for hin,
in the Form-room, atd he sliafied it
slong when I wasn't looking, and I eat
on i—and Queleh gave e lines for
sitting on it—"

“Blessed if I sce anvthing to cackle
at " sworted Bunter. "It was  jolly
sharp——>"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Smithy's tea-
pnr{i.'.

Billy Bunter gave the tea-pariv a
glare! Apparently he zaw nothing at
which to roar.

“Well, you just wait till he comes up
to his stucdy ! he said. “FHe will get it
right on hiz nut—cosh ! That will teach

study

hilm not o play rotlen tricks on a fellow
with a beut pin! I zay— Oht
Hark ¥

A sudden sound from the Removo
paszage floated in at the open doorway.

It was o starthng sound. It came from
the direction of Study Neo. 1.

Crazh !

Bump |

Yell !

“Oh crikey ! He's got 10" sgueaked
Billy Bunter, in great excitement, 1
say, you fellows, lLe's got it! I say,
coma and loek 1

Dunter, almost weeping with merri-
ment, rolled out into the passage.

Smithy’s fea-party  followed
prinning.

Bomebody, evidently, had walked into
that booby-trap, and had been knocked
over by the sudden and unexpeocted
doescent of a Latin dictionary, a ™ Holi-
day Annuwal,” and an inkpol, from the
top of the stwdy door.

Bome of the juniors thought it was
rather rough luck on such au utter ass
ag the new fellow, Duck. Btill, they
crowded out of Bmithy's study to sco
the entertainment,

“He, he, he!"”
breathless with mirth,
fellows—he, he, he!”

But the other fellows did not laugh—
not when -they had taken one glance
down tho passage towards the doorway
of Btudy No. L

figure sprawled in that doorway,
Toe Magwer Ligpany.—No. 1,629,

him,

Bunter was alinost
“1 say, you

THE MAGNET

All that eould be seen of it, for the
moment, was two long legs!

Tho shortsighted Owl of the Remove
did not observe. the length of those
logs! The other fellows did! The Owl
of the Remove had no doubt that James
Duck was sprawling under the cosh
from the Latin die, the *Holiday
Annual,” and the inkpet! The other
fellows had !

Those legs wero much too long to
Lelong to James Duck! They were
too long fo belong te any Remove
fellow | Indeed, they were too long for
a 8ixth Form man! They were as long
18 a‘ny‘lngs ab Groeyfriars, and though
tho juniors could not sce the rest of the
sprawler, they could guess at once to
whom those legs belonged.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Bunter's done it this time!”?

“The donefulness is terrific,”

:‘Elmtﬂr, you asg—"

;Buutur, you blith&ring chump—->""

He, he, hel” chortled Dunter, still
Lappily unaware of the awful cutas-
trophe. “I say, you fellows—lhe's got
it! Right on the napper! He, he, he !

“Hoe's got *it, and no mistake I
gasped Harry Wharton,  “You'll bo
gotting something  next, you  fat

t!uiﬁl!’ ?
“He, he, hal"

Stnithy's Laa.-?nrty stood spellbound,
staring at the long legs that wriggled
and thrashed in the doorway of Study
No. 1.

Billy Bunter rolled towards that
5nrrd_:.r, fairly brimming over with gleo.

"Gob you, you swab!” Le sgueakod.
“How did you like it? He, he, he!
You made me zit up in the Form-room,
yvou beast—now I've made you sit down !
He, be, he! I say——~o OQOh1”

Lhe length of those legs scomed to

dawn on Billy Bunter, and he broke off,
blinking at them through his bLig
gpocticles.

'he li::?‘a gathered themselves up at
last.  Then the rest of the sprawler
came inte view! Billy Bunter ceased
to grin. Ho ceosed to chuckle. Iis
listle round cyes almost bulged through
his spectacles at the sight of a face
emerging from the deorway of Study
No. 1—a face streaked with ink, an
with o mortar-board slanting over one
car gt an intoxicated angle—but recog-
nisable as the countenance of Henry
Samuel  Queleh, the maszster of the
Henove |

“ Bunter !
“Dh erikey
“Bunter!

Fprgled Mr., Quelcli.

You—you did this—you

dared—"

“Oh erumhbs 1?

“I came here,” pasped Mr. Quelch,
“to speak to my head boy! I will
speak to you later, Wharton.” Quelch

abbed at  an  inky countenance.

*Bunter! Follow me 17

“Oh lor' 1

“I shall administer severe—the rmost
sovere—punishiment for this—this out-
rage 1"

“I—I—I never did ig 1™
W gy P
“I—d=I—ch lor'—I—I never—oh

orikes ™

“I heard your words, Bunter 1 roared
Mr, Quelch. “Not only did you play
this dastardly trick, but you waore
netually reloicing in your success! I
heard. vou, Bunter !

“{M seissors 17

“Follow me at once '™ thundered My,
Quelch.

AMre. Queleh dabbed at the ink, =cf
his mortar-board straight, and swept
away Lo thoe stnirs

Billy Bunter blinked after him, Then
he blinked round at the other fellows

wilh a dismal, dismaayed dolorcus blink,

a say, you fellows, it—ibt wns
Quelch [ mosned Bunter, * I—T nicont
it for Duck, you know, I was japine
Duck.”

“Ha, ha, La "

* And—and—and Queleh gol it Oh
loe’ [

Quelch had bidden the fal Owl fullow
him at once. But Buiifer did uot. Ilis
fat legs refused to carry hinr alier
Quelch—with that expression on Queleh's
expressive face. mithy'a ts*.arglnrtg,
grinning, went back into Study No. 4
—leaving the fat Owl blinking
dolorgusly in the passage.

From the bottom of his podgy hoart
William George Bunter repented him o
having joined the ranks of the practical
ckers! He had had absolutely no
lugk ! He had sat on his awn bent pin
in _the Form-rooin. He had sguirted
soda-water over Larry Lascelles instead
of Duck. Me Lad searified Lis own fat
neck with the mustard sandwich. And
now—this was worst of all! "Thiz put
the lid on | Billy Bunter did not follow
his Form-master, Ho stocd in the
Eemove passage and greaned—ilic most
dusrru!;l and dolorous practical joker
CYCE

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Disappearance of Bunter ]

3 UNTER 1
No ‘answer,

* Bunter !’ bocmed L'rout for
the second time,

AMr. Prout wes calling the roll. Bt
when he came to the name cof the fab
ornament of Queleh’s Form, theve was
no reply to hizs boom,  Billv Bunter

was mizsing from the ranks of (hoe
Bemove,
Prout marked Furter nbeemt and

carried on.  Mr. Quelel:, fromy where
he stood, cust o glence in the divestion
of the Remove—where there were a
good many grinning faces

Several times between tea and caliing-
over Bunter had been inguired after.
All the Remove knew that Queleh was
very anxious to interview that bright
membor of his Form !

Quelch, indeed, secmed io be locking
forward to the inierviewl Bunter,
evidently, wnsn't! Bunicr was coyly
avolding it!

Ho had beerr bidden to fellow Quelch
to his study. He Ladn't, Inquiries did
not olicit any news of his whercabouts,
But everybody, of course, expected him
to turn up for roll. A fellow coukld not
cut roll.  But Bunter did not turn up.
He was conspicuous only by his abscnee,

“The howling as8!” remarked Bob
Cherry, when the school was dizmissed
after roll. " The blithering owl! How
long does he think he can go on dodg-
ing Cuelel

“Does he think at allf” grinped the
Bounder.

“ Anyhody know where he 15" ashed
Earry Wharten, “The sooner e turns
up the better! Queloch 13 gelting
madder and madder ¥

DBut nobody know whero Buonter was
All that the fellows knew was that he
had disappeared from sight. Ile had
not appeared at roll, he was not seen
in the passages; he was not in the
studies, In some deep lair, the fat and
fatuous Owl was keeping dogmo—
evidently too terrified to turn op and
face the wrath of his incensed TForme.
master.

If Bunter hoped that Quclel’s wrath
would dissipate in fime, it showed
that he had a very hopeful nature. A
Latin dictionary, n “ Holiday Annual,®
and an inkf)ot on his inajestic head had
roused Quelel's deepest 1re=and Lo had
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his stoutest eana all ready for Bunter.
And this extraordinary pr ng on
the part of the faot Owl was far—very
far—from dissipating bis wrath. Rather
it intensified it

Yord Maunleverer and two or three
other good-natured fcllows looked for
Bunter  aftar roll—it being only too
clear that the soonor Bunter turned up,
the better it wonld be for him But
they failed to fnd the fat Dwl, and
when the juniors went up to prep,
Bunter waa still missing, y

It was really almost inercdible that
n fellow, having eut roll, would venture
to cut prep also. But Billy Bunter did
not appear in Study No. 7—and Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton zaw nething of
Lim there,

The Removites really began to wonder
whether Bunter was going to turn up
that evening at all.  Still, it seemed
that he was bound to tuwrn wp for
supper, It was hoardly possible for
Banter $o miss a meal,

Prep was nearly at an end, when the
door of Bindy Neo. 1 was cauntiousl
opened; and Wharten, Nugent, an
ames Duck looked round at a fat faco
ond o ghimmering pair of spectacles,

“ Bunter, yor ngs——>

** Bunter, you fathead—"

 Bunter, vou champ—~"

The three spoke all at onca.

“I sov, vou fellows, don't welll”
exclaimed Bunter. *That beast %ueich
tay be about. 1 shonldu™ wonder i
he's looking for me. It would be like
him 1” added Bunier bittorly,

“You {fat Dblitherer, go down to
Queleh's study and get 16 over | said
Harry Whazxton.

“(h, recally, Wharion—"

“It  will mprove with
grinned Nugent.

“I =zay, you fellows, T soppose yon

koeping 17

iy

d round Hacker in & frantie aitempt to struggle
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looss,

eaw Quelech ot roll. Did he lock
waxy i” asked Bunter anxiously.

“Bort of 1” said Harry, laughing,
q“‘iou don's think he's getting over

“IHardly 1
“It waen't my fault, you Lknowi®
groaned Bunter. I fized up that
hooby-trap for that boohy Duckl I
thought the was_coming up to
tho study. How was I to know that

cleh would come up? I never
ught about Queleh. I'd forgetten
all about him 1"

“Iie hasn't {forgoiten about youl
Go down, and—"

{‘Bﬂ-ﬂﬂt lH'

“Fou can't keep on dodging lim,
fathead I

Groan from Dunter. Ie was aware
that ho could nob keep on dedging
Quelch, At the same time, he did not

it

want to sco Quelch, Very wueh indee
the hapless Owl did not want to sce
Queloh |

““It's only a licking 1" said 1tho eap-
tain of the Remove coeouragingly.

“You've had lickings before, old fat
man "

“But Lo looked so jolly flerce ™

roaned Bunter. “le scemied to be
carfully annoyed by %ﬂtﬁ.ng that Latin
dick on his napper. It was all Duck’s
fault. If he'd como _up to the study,
he'd have got it. Just like the ead
to let Quelch pet it, and get me nte
s fearful row. Dirty trick—just like
he did in the Form-room the other doy
with that pinl”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“0h, cackla ™ hootod Bunter., * ¥ou
wonldu't cackle if Quelech was after yiﬁu
like a—a tiger that's tasted blood|l I-—
I say, you IHg:ilt.ﬂ.-;reh. do you think Quelch
will have calmed down by supper-timo?
I can't miss supper—I'm fearfully
hungry now I*

& Wharton !

Mr. Quelch’s eane missed the fat junior by inches
and landed on Mr, Hacker’s eall, ** Yooo-hooop | ™ naﬂtmuﬂmmmw,mmrﬂhwnhmmﬁﬂm
ouse,

_ Billy Bunter blinked with enxious
mauiry at the juniors in Study Ne. I
Supper was & pressing question. He
wa _to miss auelch—'-hut he did nok
want fte misy supper.

With his head insida Btudy No, 1,
Bunter naturally did not observe an
sngular fignre that appesrcd on the
landing' at the end of the passa Ho
he remained happily unowore that his
Form-master woas coming up to the
Remove studies to inguire afte® him
onee more,

“I say, you fellows, what do rou
think " asked Bunter. "If that beast
is still in a bad tempeor, I can'd let Limn
cop me at supper. Have you got any-
thing in the study cupboard, Wharton "

“Can I bave it, old chapi”

“If you like!” _

“Qh, good! You're a splendid chap,
n! I alwaye liked you. If ]

ever sald you were 8 up aes, 1

nover meant it. Only oneo of n;y litila

f'crke,s, on know., I say, can I roally

rave what you've got in the oupboard ¥

*Certainly 1™

“What is it, old fellow 1™

TAn empty bisourbt-tin 1?

L whﬁ-'ﬂ-'t- -in'?u

“You can_have it!” .

“Beast! Hotter! Bwab!| Pulling a
follow’s leg when he's prociically dying
of bunger! ¥Yah! Rotter! Steck-up
cad ! orm "

“Ha, ha, hat”

“"¥You can cacklo ! hooted DBunter,
“Beasta] I shall have to turn up for
augper, and chonce it with that owiul
old brute Quelch 1

“ Bunter |

“Oh erikey [

Billy Bunter spun round in the dnop-
way. IHis gpectacles almost fell off in
hius horror and dismoy ot tho sight of
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the Remove master rustling down the
passege from thoe landing.

Quelch had brought a cane up under
kis arm. It was in his band bow.
The expression on his face was inex-
pressibly :::-:Fressi\'el Probably he had
not Leen pleased by hearing Bunter's
deseription of him.  Certainly, he
did not look pleased |

“ Bunter | ‘S,E:r et

“Yaroooh I

One glance at Queleh's face was
cnough for Bunter| Whether he
could keep on dodging Quelch or not,

he was going to ge bim now.
Bunter flow |

“Bunter '™ roared Mr.  Quelch,
“Btop! I shall cane you with the

greatest severity | Stop 17

That, rveally, was not the way to
make Bunter stop! It was the way to
mako bim accelerate! Bunter did the
Remove passsge st a speed that was
raally remarkable, counsidering the
woight he had o carr{&

“ Bunter 1 shrieked Mr. Quelch.

Bunter vanished up the box-room
talr.

" Bunter " )

But answer there came none! Billy
Bunter had vanished-—and he stayed
vanished! And he was #till in a
vanished state when the Remove went
io their dermitory.

[= S T E—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

In The Dark}
NORE |
S “Urrggh I
“Oh dear "
¥lad anyone passed along
Head's corridor st midnmight, which, of

course, ne one  did, thoso atrange
sounds would have becn heard in tﬁu
darknesa,

In that dim, dusky corridor, not far
from the door of the headmaster’s
study, thers was an alcove in the wall,
extending three or four fcet back,
panelled in oak, black with age, like
the rest of the old corridor.

And in that alcove was a long, wide
settee.  DMasters sat there sometimes
when they waited to sce the Head: but
no one over sat there at the witching
hour of midnight.

But as the last boom of twelve rolled
from the clock tower into tha wmild
spring night, & snore was heard in that

oep, <dark slcove. It was followed by
s mumbling grunt. Then by a dismal
ejaculation, as a fat figure that had
Ieen extended on the settee sat dismally

up.

“Oh lor’ ¥ mumbled Billy Bunter.

He blinked wearily through his big
speciacles 1nto deep darkness,

In the Remove dommnitory the rest of
the Remove were sleeping the sleep of
the just. DBut Billy Bunter was far
from the Remove dormitory.

He had found guite a safo refuge—
for the time.

Afier the Head had left his study
and gove to his own house, that eor.
ridor was dark and untenanted. Tho
settee in the aleove was broad and
cornfortable. To a fat Owl who dared
not show up, it waz a weleoma lair.
Onee the Head was off the scene,
Bunter was safe from discovery there.
3o there he was—curled up, fast asleep,
when midnight boomed.

And fast Esleq? he would probably
have remained till the rising-bell rang
in the dewy momn, but for the un-
happily vacant state of the inner
Bunter. ber generally came ecasy
to Bunter. Heo could have slept any-
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where—as soundly on that settce as in
his bed in the dorm. But he was
hungry when he went to sleep. Hoe
stirred and at last awoke—ravenous.
He had cut supper! Only too well
he knew that Quelch would have

copped him there, He had to miss
supper to miss Quolch, But it was
awful! It was fearful! It was heari-

rending |
“0Oh dear! Ow!l Oh erumbs! Ooohi”
mumbled the fat and unhappy Owl, as
he sat up and blinked.
“Dwooh 1" echoed back from the silent
gpaces of the ancient corridor, o
unter shivered and was silent.

What hour 1t was he did not know.
But he knew that it was late—that it
was very late! With still more cer-
tainty he knew that ho was hungry—
frightfully hungry 1

ut bungry as he was, other thoughts
were in his fat mind as his mumble
echoed in the dark silence. It was
ewfully dark and lonely there—and
Bunter liked neither the dark nor the
lonaliness.

Both hed o disturbing effect on his
fat nerves. He had not thought of
this at an earber hour—foresight was
not one of Bunter's gifta.  All he had
thought of was keeping out of Quelch’'s
way till Quelch had had time to cool

down, Bunter still hoped that Quelch
wcﬂﬂd iven time—cool downl
O,

owever, ¢ven Quelch and his
cane seomed rother less terrifying than
the solitude and the silenca, ﬁunter
wished that he had clhanced it and
gone to his dormnitory.

The thought of the prowler camo
most unpleasantly into his mind.

He shivered st that thought.

It was in the dark hours of the night
that the prowler prowled; and in
every moan of the wind, overy crack
of the ancient wainscots, Bunter fan-
cied that ho counld lLear o stealthy foot-
step.

“Oh loc’ I breathed Bunter again.

But he breathed it under his breath.
He dared not make a sound, now that
he had thought of the prowler.

Who that prowler was Bunter knew
no more than any other fellow. But he
knew, like the other fellows, that the
mystery man was & dangerous man to
meet in the dark. Onco he had been
collared by Loder of the SBixth—and
had given Loder a jolt that knocked
him out and blacked his eyea! It did
not matter very much about Loder—
but such a ha Emning to Bunter would
have been awl?l |

Sleep was i“c.ipDEEimE now. Bunter
was too scared, and too hungry, to
gleep ! He sat and supprezsed groans.

Ile thought of descending kitchen-
wards and scrounging foodstuffs, He
thought of ascending dormwards and
at least getting to bed with other
fellows vound sbout him. But he did
not stir. He dared not go groping in
the dark—at the risk of butting into an

unscen, lurking form, if the prowler
s}_mﬂd chance to be prowling that
night.

The wretched Owl was still awake,
still blinking wearily into the gloom,
when the stroke of one boomed.

Then he knew what time it was! It
was fearfully late—or, rather, it was
fearfully early! For the first time in
Liig fat carcer Billy Bunter was longing
for the sound of the rising-bell.

Suddenly, a few minutes after the
boom had died away, he heard a
sound—not one of the vague sounds
in the corridor, but close at hand.

tle started, with his fat heart leaping
almost into his mouth.
~ He had heard sound after sound as
he sat there: but he hknew, all the

nd %mwicr had pilfered

time, that they wera dues fo Lis ferri
fied imagination. But this time, ho
knew, it wes not imapgination—it wos
e real sound, close ot hond.

Dumb with terror, Bunter sat frozen.

Was it the prowler?

He know that it must bel! Whe
elsa would bo in Head's corridor at onc
o'clock in  the mﬂruiuﬁ Bunter
thought of what had ppeoed  to
Loder of the Sixth in the dark, and
his fat heart olwost died within him.

That alcove was quite rear tho door
of the Head's study. Once already tho
in thot study.

unter had no doubt thab that was lus
object now. Ele must have come up the
corridor—though it sounded to Bunter's
frightened ears as if the unzeen figurce
was actually in the aleove closo to
him |

There was 8 faint, brushing sotnd-—
the sound of someone moving, uticrly
invisible in the deep darknesa,

It wes no mistake—no trick of a
scared  imagination—somecno  waa
moving within three or four feot of
the frozen, fat Owl, At that moment
Billy Bunter would have changed his
situation, gladly, for o caning from
Quelch, with a Head's ging thrown
in. Never had the Owl of the Nemove
been so utterly scaved.

To his immense rclief, the brushing
sound faded away—in the direction
of the Head's stndy. He keard a click.
A door had been unlocked, Evervbody
knew that on previous ocecasions tho

rowler had used a key that fitied tho

ead's door.

Bunter heard the lock elick as it
opened,

What might happen in the Lead-

n:!aatar’a study, now that the prowling
ilferer was there, did not worry
unter. What worried him was what
might happen to him if the prowler
butted into him in the dark.

That worried Buntar a let. Jlo had
grinned at Loder's black eyes. Buat he
did not feel in tho least disposed to grin
at the idea of stopping o similar jolt
himself.

Slowly, silently, the fat Owl liftad
himself from sthe settee.

The unseen figure had been terribly
near him once—but had passed him
unseenn in  the dark. Onpe parrow
escape was enough for Bunter. The
brute, when he came back, might grope
about, or even flash on a pocket-torch !
Buntar had & chanee to get clear while
he was in the Head’s study.

He crept away in the opposito dirce-
tion, whﬂh led him to tipm COENCr on
Masters' Passage. Trembling in everw
fat limb, he reached that corner and
stumbled round it.

Cautious as he was, probablr lis mode
soma sound. Suddenly, from tho dark
corridor behind him, a bright beam of
light shot out. :

unter, fortunately, was already
round tho corner. 'Tho light, shooting
down the corridor, fell acrosa tho pas-
sage, which was at right-angles to it,
A moment earlier it would have fallen
onn Bunter!

He stood still, hardly breailiing.

He knew that the piliering rascal in
the Head's study roust linve heard, or
suspected, gome sound, and wa3 now
standing in the Head's doorway, flash-
ing & light aleng the corvidor, to ascer-
tain whether anyone was there.

Only for & brief instant the light
gleamed, then it was shut off, leaving
the darkness darker than before.

In silent terror, Bunter listened, Dut
there was no sound. The prowler seemed
gatisfied, and had turned back inte the
Head's study. _

Bunter stirred and kept groping along



tho possago wall. ‘Lbere was oply one
thought in the fal Owl’s mind—to hunt
cover hefore the prowler came out.of the
Head's study. a groped. to the door
af Queleh's study and twrped the handlo.
The. door waa locked. Quelch carefully
locked that deor ot mizht since the
provler’s last visit.

Bunter groped on.
was  locked—so  was A

nsieur Chaypenticr’s, Then, to his
great relicl, a study door opencd as he
turned the handle, and le rolled thank-
I’u{l\y in apd shut the doer aftor him.

hozo. ttudy it was ho did not for
the momeiit know, and did not care o
long aa ho,was safo inside.

a was safo now-—safe from iho
mysteriona prowler of the night, ' Iia
stood hlinking reund him in o gleam of
gtarlight from tho window,

A pair of boxing-gloves lying on the
table caught his eye, e was in the
ganmes master’s stady—that study where,
a few days ago, he had waited for James
Duck with the zoda-siphon and greeted
Larry Lascelles with a dronching! But
he did not care whose study it iras, so
long as he was safé inside it ‘while the
prowler piowled, _

With a pasp of relicf, he sat down in
Larry’s armechair and: wiped the beads
of perspivation from his fat brow.

Hacker's door
Frout's—so was

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Man With The Moustache !

Ll O00CGO0OH 1" breathed Billy
O Bunter suddeuly.

He wos listening—his fat
cars o the strain.

So far as Bunter could make cutf, the
prowler had reached Head's corridor
way of Masters’ Passage. If that waos
the case, doubtless be would return tho
same way. Bunter was listening for &
sound of ﬁtnﬂ.lthi( footsteps outside the
study i which he had taken refuge—
droading to hear them, but hoping to
hear them pass, _

Whether the prowler was going back
to 8 Sixth Form study or to one of the
dermitories he could not guoss—but he
was feverishly anxions for him to be

ne. In his toerror of the prowler,

unter had almost forgotten that he was
hungry.

Onee he was sure—quite sure—that the
coast was cleay, he eounld scout for the
box of biscuita that he knew Larry kept
in the cupboard under his bookcase; he
had scen it on the oecasion when he had
borrowed 8 soda-siphon. Then he
could go to sleep in Larry's armchair
But he did not vonture to stir till he
was sure that the prowler was gonel
And now, to his straming fat ears, came
a sound from tho passago.

He listened—his fat heart thumping.

It was o stealthy, creeping footstep
that Bunter would nover have noti
had not his fat ears boen on tho strain.
But he noticod il now |

It wos epproaching ilie study door,
and he listened, to hear it pess. It did
not pass! It gtopped ! There was a soft
sound of zroping over the outside of the
door.

Billy Bunter started fo his feot, his
cyes almost popping  throvwgh  his
spoectacles,

The prowler Lad finished in  the
Head's study, bhut Lo had not finished
for the night. Ile was coming to another
study—the games moster’s study—tho
stucdy in whiech the hapless Owl had
taken refuget .

Not for a moment had it crossed the
fat Owl's mind that such a thing might

happen. i
Even had he thoupht of it, he would
never  Dave  eupposed that  Lavy
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Lascelles’ abady was tho one the prowles
would select, There was ing thera
to tempt & pilferer, unless he had a
taste for mafhematical books or for
boxing kloves and feneing foils,

But he liad stopped at the door,

For once’in his fat life, the Owl of the
Remove acted swiftly, Terror sharpencd
hia fat faculties, The night prowler was
at the door—it was o matter of moments
befora he would be in the study. For
once Billy Bunter understudicd the hare
instead of the tortoise.

Larry’s armchair was in the corner
by the windew. A etreak of !igiixt:nm
had nothing on Bunter ns ho backe
behind the high back of the srmchair
and eranched down.

It did not take him a split eccond,
Ilo wasz squatted, palpitating, behind
ihe armchair, when thers was o sound
at the deor-hendle,

He did not Lesr the door open, but
he knew that it had apened. The famntest
of foint sounds told him that it had
closed egoin.

From the darkuess came a sound of
breathing.

The prowler was in Larry's study—
not ten feet from Dunter, Bunter tried
to still his breathing and the thumping
of his fat hLeart. Only two er three
inrda from him was the brutal fist that

ad knocked Gerald Loder senseless in
the dark ! Bunter made no sound.

Thero was a stealthy sound of foot-
steps. To Bunter's horror, they ap-
proached the srmchair.

The brute could net know he wes
therel How ecould he suppose that any
fellow was in a master’s study after one
in the morning? Even had it not been
dark, the ormchair hid Bunter. Yet
ho was coming directly towards that
armchair !

But he passed it & few foot away., It
was the window he was approaching.
And, sz he stood at the window, Bunter
gaw Lim |

There was o space between the back
of the armchair and the wall udflﬂmm
the window. From that space, the Ow
of the Remove stared—with eyes glazed
with terror: For o long moment tho
prowler—noever bofore scen by any eyo
at Greyiriare—was full in his view,
the gleaming starlight.

His Emﬂh was towards Bunter, Only
one side of his face was visible to the
fat, Owl

Bunter was too terrified to be conscious
of nstonishment.  But had he not been
overmastered by fear, he certainly wounld
have been astonished at what he now
50,

The face of the midnight prowler was
covered from the cyes down to the
mouth by & muller, bownd round his
head to sorvo as a mask, 'Two irregular
gaps in it served as eyoholes. )

t was impossible to recognise him.
Seeret ond stealthy as he was, it was
ovident that he had taken precantions
angajunst chanee eight and reeognition,
Had soma wakeful master or prefect
flached o light on him, he could not have
known who he waa or what he was like.

But thet was not all,

The muffler, which hid the face, lcft
the tip of tho noso and the mouth freo
for breathing. And tho mouth was
almost hidden by a thick, bushy, strag-
gling moustacha,

Bunter hardly noticed it and did net
heed it at the moment—hoe was too
scared for that! But he saw itl

Thoa prowler was reachi at the
curtains over the window. n%hm‘a was
o swish of rings en a rod and tho thick,
dark curtains were drawn acrosa, leaving
the room in the blackest darkness. The
prowler was invisible agnin.

Bunter understond. now,
needed 2 light=—and hv had covered the

The rascal

[=N!

winduw botore he ventured to put en a
light in tha atudy.

t was not likely that o Iig:f}ht in iha
room would be noticed at such an hour
from without, but it was possihle, and
the prowler was taking no chances
Seme wakeful eye might have glanced
fram another window—and certalnly o
light in a room downstaiis at one in
the morning would have given ths
alarn.

Safe now from cheervation, tha
prowler turned on tho light in the study.

That he had not the remotest enspicion
that anyone was in thoe room was plain.
Ho did not even cast a glance towards
the armchair. He stopped abt  the
mastor's table.

Bunter heard a faint olick, Fla koew
that a locked drawer had been unlocked.
Thers was a sound of fumbling.

If the prowler waa after loot, ho was
not likely to score. Larry Lascclles was
far from a weaelthy men. And whatever
spare cosh he had was probably in his
pockets io his room above.

Bunter listened.

There wore indefinable sounds from
Lorry's study table. Then Bunter hoard
a drawer close and lock.

The light was shut off suddenly. The
curtainas swished back on tho rod.

Almost soundlessly, the etudy dJdoor
opened and closed. The prowler was-
gone=-Bunter was alone in the study.

But he did not stir. The barest pos<i-
bility of tho prowler comning back wcs
more than enough to chain him in his
hiding-pluce.

But the fot Owl's fat wits were work-
ing now. Terror wae giving place to
argazemont.

Who tho prowler was, was a myster
at Grayfriars, It was genorally mnmdc—ﬁ
that ho must be_a senior—some hefty
Sixth or Fifth Form mar—from tha
strength’ he had displayed in handling
a prefect and o master. That ho was
not & Greyfriars man at all, but camo
from outside the schoal, was o sonvnd
known only to Jack Drake—and doubted
bf' the Hesd and Mr., Quelch, to whom
olone he had told it. DBut Bunter knew
IO .

It was p man he had glimpsed in thae
gleaming sterlight at Larry’s window,
Bo far as size and height went, he mighs
have been some Sixth Form man. ﬂua
that shaggy, rag_]g ., straggling, bushy
moustache settled that meatter. It was
na schoolboy, senior or junior; it was a
man who prowled the school at night—
and not & man who belonged to the
building.

Every master ot Greyfriars, with the
exception of Monsieur Charpenticr, wag
cleanshaven. Mossoo had o  black
moustache and a blaek, pointed beard.
The mman.Bunter had seen in the star-
light was not & member of the Grey-
friars staff—ncither, obviously, wes he
a manservent.. In utier, hewildering
amazement, Billy Buater. realised that
ho had, unexpectedly and unknowingly,
put his fat bnger on o sccref, nnsue-
pected in the school—so far es ho knew,
at least |

The man he had heard and scon was
the Greyiriars prowler—there was no
doubt obout that! But he did not
helong to Groyfriars Schooll Whoever
he was, he came from outside the
school 1 _

And Dunter, as he realised that, folt
2 eold shiver run through his fat hmbsa

He had dreaded a jolt like Loder's,
from some Greyfriars man_desperate nb
the risk of recognition, Now he knew
that the man who had been 50 near hin
i the dark was some crook—some law.
vreaker who had penetrated into tha
sechool in tho hours of darlincss, That
was o terrifying thought to tho {at Owl
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He did not stir from his hiding-place,
till the hour of two chimed out from
the clock tower.

Then, at last, the cramped fat Owl
erept out of thoe corner. Hvon Bunter
feit sure, by that time, that the prowler
would not come hack to thot study, aven
if ho was still in the House, which was
not likely.

Bunter didd not venture to turn on a
light, In tho starry glimmer from the
window, he seronnged Larry’s biscuits
from the cupboard and devoured. them
to the last erumb. Then he settled down
in thoe armechair onee more,

Two or threo pounds of biseuits had
at least taken the keen edge of his
appetite—and he was able o sleep at
last, The thought crossed his mind of
stealing up to his bed in-the Remove
dormitory. Put the dark passages and
staireases, with the remote possibility
that the prowler was still prowling, did
not appeal tn Bunter, Larry's armchair
was deep and comfortable, and Bunter
was sleepy—and in about a minute after
the last hisenit had gone on the down-
ward path, the Owl of the Hemove was
slecping—and snoring !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whop !

LANCG, clang.
‘ : The rising-bell was ringing
when the door of the move

dormitery  opened sand  the
grimmest of grim faces {ooked in.

Mr. Queleh’s gimlet oyes shot fo
Bunter's bed.

That bed was ompty | i

It had not, evidently, becn slept in!
And Quneleh, breathing hard, put his
canc under his arm. It was not wanted
yet. He had felt aseured that Bunter
would bs therd, But Buntpr was not
. there, : ]

The Remove follows looked at their
Form-master—somo of them suppressing
grins! The wild and weird anties of
the fat Owl amused the Remove much
more than they amnsed Mr, Quelch !

“Wharton ! said Mr., Quelch, in a
deep voico, )

“%’m, gir 1" said Elarey.

“Has not Dunter been here " )

“1 think not, sir; 1 haven't seen him
here.”

“Very well 1"

Mr. Queleh closed the door and
doparted. There was a ripple of merri-
ment up and down the dormitory.

“That fot chump is keeping it up!”
remarked the Bounder, * By gum! T
don’t envy him when Quelch gets within
reach with that cane.”

“Where on carth can the howling ass
bet" asked Bob Cherry.

“Camping out in one of the studies,
¥ suppose V"' chuekled the Bounder, * £
Queleh wallks round and listens for z
snore, e wili soon spot lim.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Queleh was walking ronnd—
wlhether he was listering for a snore
or not!l Having drown the Removo
dormitery blank, ho tried the Remaove
studies—drawing them blank also. Then
he decided to scareh on the ground floor
—and a3 he stepped on the stairs, hoe
had 2 sudden view of a fat figure below
—at the foot of the staireasec.

I1is eves glinted doWwn ar Bunter,

The fat junior had, apparcntly, passed
the night romewhere on tho ground
flogr r. %uelnh Suﬁnpﬂsed that the
riging-bell had eaused him to turn out.
Ay s matter of fact, Bunter had not even
heard tho bell He had lost teo much
sleop overnight Lo wake at the sound of
a bell. But he had besn awakened, all
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the same—byr an early housemaid with
B duster—who was quite startled by tho
sight of a2 fat junior curled up asleep
in Larry Lascelles” armehair.

That astonizshed maid had shaken
Bunter into wakefnlness—and he had
cleared out of the study., Now, at tho
foot of tho stairs, Bunter was dchating
whether to cut out of the House, the
door being wide open, or to go up to
the Remove studies- in the hope .of
serounging foodetuffs in study cupboards
before the fellows came down. Thus it
was that the gimlet eyes spotted him
from .tho landing above.

Bunter was undecided, so far, whether
he was going to turn up for breakfast.
That depended largely on the state of
Quelch’s temper that morning. Hoe
hoped to get news, whon the fellows
camo down, on that urgent subject.

If. Quelch had ealmed down a bit, he
might risk turning uwp--he had to turn
up socner or later | 1f—as was only too
possible—Quelch was in a state of exas
peration, prepared Lo pgive him the
whopping of his life, he jolly well wasn't
going to turn up.

That doubtful problem was suddenly
decided for him, as he spotted a figure
in cap and gown coming down the stair.
case rather I%iim a thunderstorm.

“Oh 1" gasped Dunter,

He gave that descending figure one
terrified blink! Even the prowler in the
night had hardly been more terrifving.
Quelch’s-faco was rather like that of the
Alpine young man in the poem—his
brow was set, his cve beneath fashed
like a falchion from its sheath! And in
his hand, his cane was gripped almost
convalsively,

What was going to happen when ho
rcached Bunter waes only too clear!

Bunter forgat breakfast! He forgot
serounging  foodstuffs, ns A precaution
ngainst missing breakfast! He gave
Quelch one blink, and revolved on his
axiz, and bolted for tho deoor on the
quad.

“Stop " bawled the Remove master.
Dignity was thrown to the winds.
Quelch bawled! #8top! You young
raseal ! SBtop !V

Bunter raccedl GQuelech raced! Bat
Bunter had a startl It was then that
Mr. Hacker appearsd in the offing.
Hacker stared at the chasa,  Queleh
bawled—or rather, bellowed :

“*Mr. Hacker! Btop that boy ! Blop
him 1"

“Oh! Certainly 1" said Mr. Hackor,

Ho cut in to intercopt Bunter ! [e
grabbed him by the collar [ Bunter was
going too fast to stop  IHis momentom
carried him onward—hbut as the master
of the Shell had a firm grip on his
collar, he Heow round Hacker, instead
of flying past him.

“Vyurroop 1" spluttered Banter, “0h
crikev| Leggo! Ow!l"

“Hold him, IHacker!™ panted Nr.
Quelch.

Hacker held him! Quelch did the
remaining statrs in two bounds, and
reached the spot! Up wert the canc!

Quelel pur his beef into tho swipe!
Anger, oxasperation, indignation, so
long boitlad up, found vent in that
terrific swipe! ¥t was such a whop as
Quelch, in calmer moments, would never
have administered.  Thab cane came like
a flail l

It was fortunate for Buanter, though
somewhat unfortunate for the master of
the Shell, that at the same moment, the
fat Owl wriggled round Hacker in o
frantic attempt to struggle loose,

The cane missed Bunter by inches.

It did not misa Hacker !

It should have landed on Bunier's
trfi'r:j:e-ra, It did land on Mr. Hacker's
Call |

Mackern beunded |

The vell o gave as e-bovnded wnder
that terrific swipe cp his bony leg wolo
cvery ccho of ‘the House, 1o Ict po
Bunter's collar, to clasp his cplf with
both hands—standing on the other leg,
stork-like.

“Yooo-hooop 1" resred Mr. ITacker.

Heo fairly danced o Lis single
available leg. _

. Gmdiﬁ'c-arl'-gnm!nnsf. gracious iV

ed Mr. Queleh, utterly aghasf-ak
what he had donc.
Hacker——"

Billy Bunter belted into {ho guaid
Quelch hardly noticed it go, in his
borror of what he had donn to Hacker,

SOk roared the Acid Drop. V0w ]

Oogh! Are you mad, Quelel? Woooh !
Arc you entirely out of yow—wooogh —
sensea? Ow! Ohl Wow "
, My dear fellow, ¥ am sorrv—ii woa
intended for Punter—that wretchicd boy
maoved [—=I—"" }1zlcnn  alwost
Babhbled.

“Fool 1" shricked e masier of tho
Shell. Mo danced sedd wriveled in
anguish, *“ Foal ™

“ Hacker ™

11 le lJ‘I‘

Mr. Queleh enmpressad s lips, Tlo
could foel for MHacker—he could mako

“ HMacker—my dear

allownnees.  EBut this’ was rather too
mieli, ;
“Hacker! Piegse moderaie  your

language I ho rapped. **An aceident—
an unfortunate pecident-——-"

“Idiot 1™

“Really, Hacherom—"

' B‘ﬂlt AL

Hacker, ovidvntly, was ned polog lo
moderate his lengungs  Llis sinls waa
too painful for that.

Mr. Quelck left i fo it and hvreied
to the door—with ar exprossion onchis
face which would hove woarnod Billy Lo
dodge, if he had not dodged sleends,

But Burnfer had done somio quick
dodging.

Queleh glared eout into the sunny
guad ! But he saw no sige of Tunter !
Bunter, just ihen, would es soon have
faced a tiger in the jungle as his Form-
master, Buuler, once thove, had vane
ished: ard czoa mera L siaved
vanishod !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Clue Af Last!

i R. LOCEE—" i
“Mr. Qeelcho—

wApain——"
T Aprain ! seied fue lead.
After  Lreakfast  {hat  raoitang—at
which Billy Bunter kad net appoared--
Me. Queleh had been ihinking cliefly
of that member of his Form—till be
recoived n message swmnioning him o
his chief's study. New bhe forgel all
nbont Bunter nnd his antics.
Qacleh,

“The prowler!” eaid MMr.
with a deep breath,

“Tha prowler I sold {he Ilvaa.

“Phen=—lazi nighi=--—"

“ It appears s0,"" sabd Do Locke, #1
was at breakinst when may scerclary
came 1o tell me thet somothing had
happened here.  Mr. -Wooscy soy= that
the door was locked, as I lefi it lase
night—he epered 10 with Bis kew. I
caine BE once, {04 SRW—WLAb Fou ECO
now.”

Me. Quelch’™s cres were fixed on tho
hepdmaster's desk by tho window, Lho
desle hed been foreed open.  loterior
drawers had been wrenched oul, Papera
of all kinds were scattorved over the II}]EEEE{
and on the floor. Ink, spilt from an
upset bottle, fowed over sowe of them,
dripping from e desk,

The Bemove roester’s face set hared.
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Larry Lasceiles stared like 8 man In & dream, as Mr. Quelch counied
ptudy last night, Dr. Locke | ** sald the Hemove master.

Two or three weeks ago he would have
called in Jack Drake at once. Now he
did_net think of doing so. His faith
in Ferrers Locke’s nzsistant was guito
gone.

He siepped to the dismantled desk
and geanned it serutinisingly. ‘There was
a glint in his gamlet cyes,

* Anvthing of value, siri* he nsked.

“ Unfertunately,  yes!™ said Dr.
Lacke. “That desk has a lock which
would defy anyene; but o professional
eracksman, and I havo regarded it as
safo, oven if the person called the
prowler should revisit my study. I did
not foreseo such violent measures ag he
has used—noise must have been made—
iha lock has beeon forced with a ¢hisel,
or some sueh instrument———"

“What has been taken, zir?¥

“ A pumber of banknotes, Mr. Quelch
—s1x five-pound notes thot were in tho
monecy-drawer with some loose change.”
Dr. Locke paused. *“Drake!”  le
added.

“] foar that he is uscless, sir! Unless ink

wo can ourselves succced in tracing tho
author of this ouwtrage wo have no
vesource but to call on the aid of the
police 1 said Mr. Quelch,

“} fear that you nre right, Mr.
Quelech!  This connot confinuel
But—=" The Iend paused again.
Obviously the. idea of calling police into
the school was very repugnant to him,

“ But,” said Mr. Quelch guietly, “let
us use our own cfforta first, siy; % hopo
—1 believe—that on this occasion we
may succeed in discovering the young
raseal whe has prowled the school so
long with nnpunity.”

He pointed to the streaming ink.

“'hat, sir, iz a bottle of purple
marking-ink, used for a rubber stemp,”
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before you

he sard. *Mr. Woosey must, 1 think,
hoave left it uncorked when last lio used
the stammp ot this desk—and ver
fortunately so, aa the Exlfumr knocke
it over in his rough handling of the
desk.” )

“1 do not quite see, Mr. Queleh—"

“A stain from such ink, sir, 13 very
difficult to remnove, Look at this pool
of it on the fHoor, sir! You can see that
it has been trodden in”

Dr. Locke stooped and gazed at the
swmudgy pool of spilt purple ink on the
oak. floor.

“No doubt!™ he said, “No douht!l
Do you think, Mr. Quelel, that that
wmay enable us to trace the enlprit?”

“1 think it is extremely probable,
siv1”  Quelch’a eyes were gleaming.
“This matter, eir, does not roguire
cither a detective or & policeman—it is
o very simple matter. It is practically
impossible for that prowler to have
avoided leaving traces behind him
wherever ho went after stepping 1o thal

el

“Oh 1 said the Head. ‘
Stooping and scanning the floor with
alert cyes, Mr. gueleh moved townrds

the door, the headinastier watching him.
“Look |* breathed Mr. Quelch.

The Head looked again. In ihree
separate places between the desk and
the door appeared purple stains on the
onk—obviously left by the shoe that Lad
stepped in the marking-ink.

“ Plags my soul ! sard the Head.

Mr. Quelch stepped out of the study
into the corridor. His face was keen
and cager. For the first time since the
prowler had prowled st Greyfriars he
had left & clue behind him—a clue
which, as Quelch said, did not need a8
detective to follow it -up,

the potes. ** These are ike banknoles stolen from your'
* The Emtrh:s prowler Is now discovered, sir, and he stands

The Remove master's poneirating
oyea scanned lhe old oak floor of the
corridor.  [le fully expected to fnd
faint staine of purple ink on the ocak.
Dut the siaips, when he spotted thom,
were not faint—they almost leaped to
the eye whon they were loohked for

“JHo turned this way, sir !’ said Mr.
Queleh, * He went towards the mosters’
studics. Ho may have rifled some other
etudy, though we Lave not heard of is
go fanr”

“'True!
{races——"

“1 bave no doubt of i

Furthor traces were cazy fo find,
Purple stoins were picked up on the
caken floor along the corridor, past tha
aleove, past the green baizo door that
led to the Head's house, snd as far as
the corner on Masters' Passage.

Quelch advanced, bent double, his
gltmlet cyes scanning. He was more
than cager on the scent now-—rather
like a bloodhound tracking bis prey!

Dr. Locke followed him, tlow aad
stately.

tJuelch passed the corner and scanned
the adjoining passage. Then ho turned
to the left. .

“This way, sir—you ¢an sce¢ where Lo
trod—""

“ Quito 1M

Even the statcly old Head was keen
and cager now., Both masters had high
hopes that the myatery of Greyfriars
wag to be solved st last—the unknewn
prowler to be revealed. Juock Drake,
unting o feoter in the quad with other
EB!TN?I'FG fellows till the bell went for
school, did not cven know.that an lhmrEr
wag on! He was not needed ! %u.eh:
was more than equal to this |
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“Good gracious!” Mr. Proui, from
the doorway of his study, stared a%
Queleh, going up the passage bending.
“Mr. Queleh—what—what——"

“Mr, Prout, will you kindly sce thar
na ore cnters this passage for the
moment {7 sgid Dr, Locke. _

“Certainly, sir §** spid tho sstonished
I rout. ]

Quelch. unheeding, tracked on!

1le stopped at the door of Mr.

L_ns[rx;mllm’ gtudy. Thero Lo rost up-
right.
“lwook, eir] The raseal had ink on

hiz firgera as well as hie shoes! You
con seo——"

“ Undoubtedls 1" said  the Ilcad.
Near the door-handle thers wwas an
nnmistakablo smear of purple ink on
ihe wood.

“He entered this studsy, sic!”
*Unquestionably.” .
Me. E}ualﬂh tapped at the door. Then
ho opened it stucly was vecant;
Br. fascelles was out of thoe Hoeuse.

Quelch stepped in, and the head-
maater remained in the doorway, watch-
inxr him.

Tracez of the purple ink were easily
riclkked up in Mr., Lascclles’ study.
tbhviously, tho prowler had been there,
after leaving the headmaster's studs.
Tho table stood on & square of carpet;
and the carpot showed numerous troces
¢f tho inky soles that had pressed it
'[here was another smear of ink on the
table drawor—soon detected by Quelch.

But the drawer was locked.

Mr. Wueoleh stood locking at it, silent,
for a long minute. The Head looked at
Mr. Qunelch.

Quelch’s feeling was of puzzlement.
From the Hoad's study, which he had
pilfercd by hrﬂakmfg‘ locks, the prowler
had come to BMr. Lascelles’ study and
ttood where Quelch was now standing.
'hat was certain, The natural in-
ference was that he had come there to
perpetrate a sceond robbery—as Bunter,
the night befors, had taken for granted.

But the drawer had not been forced
open. It had been groped over—the
purple stain showed that! But it was
closed and locked! Why had the
prowler, who had not hesiteted to breals
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Yocks right and left in the Head’s etudy,
left that lock intact? He must have
come there and siopped there to open
that drawer—one wrench of hias chisel

would have opencd it DBut it as
intact,

The Hond stood looking et DMr.
Ceelel:,  Quelch stood with his eves

fixecdd on the table drawer, a strange
cxpression growing on his face.

here was a long pause, and then M.
Quelch, without & word, left the gtucly—
to carry his investigetions further, leav-
ioe the Head to await Ins return.

e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Prowler!

i EEX Larry ™
Wingate of the S8ixth Lad

come out of the House inguiring
for Mr. Lascelles.

Six or seven juniors leoked round for
the pamos master,

“Where's Larr';.r o

“Heen Larry 7 bawled Beb Cherry.

“7 think I saw him wolking under
the elma with Mz, Capper|” blcatcd
James Daclk. :

“¥alle, hallo, hallot Thero he 1sl”

Mr. Lescelles was soon found. He
wai walking and talking with the
master of the Fourth, and he glanced
round at Wingate as the Greyfriara
captain hurried up. _

*The ead wishes to sce you, sir”
geald Wingate. “In your study, sir.”

“In my study i repeated Mre, Las-
celles, raising lis eycbrows a little.
Evidently he was surprised,

“VYeaz, sir. Ilc fold mo to ask you te
go there”

“Very well,” said the games master;
and, with o nod to Mr. Capper, he
walked awoy to the House.

James Duek'’s steel-mmmed glasses
followed lum very euripusly as he went.

Mr. Lascelles was surprised that the
Tiead desired to sce him in his study
inztead of the Hend's own; but perhaps
James Duck was not surprised.

Day by day, since Randolph Crocker
had been t%rmsh_ud on  tho Abbot’s
Spinney, the schoolboy detective had

Widge woke with a sturt,

In 1ihe split second before full

consciousness returned, he made out a vague, dark shape that

loomed above him.

His gaze riveted to the staring, saucer-like

eyes of the Thing that straddied his body, gripping him so that
his arms were held fast., Those eyes, baleful and expressioniess,

werg
hair risi

of a great, scaly head, with bristling tufts of shovt
where the scales joined together,

And, sct below

two long feelers, were foam-flecked, gaping jaws.

BT =, g
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been waiching for the blow (o [all, .and
he wondered whethor it had fallen now.

GQuite unaware of James Duck'a
interest—1f he nouced the existence of
that mild youth at all—Larry Lascelles
went into the House and to his study.

The door stood wide open, and i the
room  stood the headmaoster and My
Quelcly.

Larry Loascellics started as he looked
nt them. Both faces wero -::x-:e-:tdeLy
grave, and ho did not need telling that
somothing was amiss, little as he could
Eucss wharn 1L was,

“"You wished to seo me, st " pzked
the games master

“Please como in and shut the deor,
Mr. Lascelles I said the Head in a low,
grave, quiet tone

Loarry como in and shut the door,

Queleh's gimlet ¢yes were fixed on
him with sn expression he could not
understancd ; no more than he ecounld
uﬁdurm;and why Quelehh was there at
all.

“Perhaps you will Mr.
Queleh,” snid the Head.

* Certainly, sirl”

“Has anything happencd 77 asked the
puzzled games masicr,

" Last mght,” sawd Mr. Quelch, *tho
perzon celled the prowler was abroad
again, and the headmaster’s study was
robbed.”

“1 am sorry to hear it, sirl If 1
can bo of any nssistance—="

“A bottle of marking-ink was upsct
by the pilferer, who, by & fortunate
chance, frod in it, and carried away
ithe stmins os he departed,"” savi Mr.
Quelch. *“I will be brief. rI'l‘.uzu'.ﬂu Btains
led me here, Mr. Lascelles.”

Laryy started sgan.

“This is rthe first time I've entered
the stucy this morning,” he said. *1f
pnything bas happenced herg——*

“The person with stsined soles stood
at your table there,” said Mr. Quelch,
“hut the drawer has not beef foreed.”

Mr. Lascelles smuled. :

“¥t contains nothing of volue, sir, if
it had beon—a number of old letters and

explain,

Papors, football programmes, and zo
Ol
“Every loek in  the headmaster’s

study was violently broken,” econtinved
Mr. Quelch. *“The pilferer refrained
from bresking this lock.”

“1 hardly understand why.”

“You lieard nothing in the night, Mr.
Lascelles 1

* Nothieg.”

“You werc not aware of anyono
entering your room abovel”

“ Mot in the least.”

“From this study,” said Mr. Quelch
in & low, clear, disinet veice, "1 fol-
lowed the traces of the fpur}_"i"" markiog-
ink farther, Mr. Loscelles.”

“Then I trust that it led to a dis-
covery,” said the young master, the per-
plexity growing in Lis face at Quelch's
strange tone. . .

“1 foar to think that iy did,” satd Mr.
Queleh. * Unmistakable troces led me,
Mr. Lascelles, to the back staircaszo
near Common-room door, which, as you
know, is nsed only by masters. ] picked
up several staina on those stairs, and
apain on the landing above, leading—"»

“To o dormitory "7

weloh. “To the

“MNa,” said Mr
o masters’ bed-

passage on  which
rooms open.”

“Is it possible i exclaimed Me. Las-
celles blankly.

“It is not only possible, but the faet,”
said Mr. Quelch, while the Head stood
Filcnt, his troubled eyes on Lascolles'
ace.

The games master stared from ono
to tho other.

“T'he traces ceased at your Led-room



door, Mr. Lascelles,™ continued tho
Remove master. “On the door-handle
was a4 etain of purple ink from inky
fingers. The prowler, obviously, went
directly up to your room after leaving
your study.” .
“If he entered, sir, I certainly did
not hear him. I was not awakened in
tho night. I ean scarcely understand
thism—" starunered Mr. Leccelles,

~“1 will enly add,” said Mr. Quelch
in A grinding voice, “that all the traces
[ have =0 fortunately been ablo to
ollow led in one direction. The stains
werg Ioft by the toes and scles of the
shoes, infallibly indicating the direction
taken,™

“Then if you followed them farther,
Slr'-'"-”

“They proceeded no farther, 3Mr.
T:ascelles, | have said that they ceased
at the door of your bed-room above.
There were no further marks, and no
return marks. The prowler did not
iass on or return from your door”

“Ho must have lefr, Mr. Quelch.™
“Hea did not leave.”
The games master paled a littla.

* Mr. Quelch, what do you mean ™ e
exclaimed,

“I mean exactly what I sayl” re-
torted Mr, Quelch. ® An unmistakablo
trail led from the headmaster's study
0 ths study, and from this study to
your room wbove, Mr. Lascelles, and
there it ended. 1 can only conclude
that, on renching your room, the
prowlor had finished prowling for tho
night.™

LTho games master understood at last.
He gave a violent start, end his face
reddened, and then paled,

M1s it possible, sir?™—his voice rose—
“is it imaginable, sir, that you sus-
pect me—me of being the Greyfriars
prowler I

“I have stated no suspicion so far,”
anidd Mr, Quelch. “I bave stated the
facts, which appear to epeak for them-
zolves,”

* I)r. Locke, you do not believe—~"

“Nao,” said the Head slowly. I do

nat, Mr. Lascelles. But these extra-
ardinary circumustances must be cx-
slained.”

™ They ecan be explained,” said Mr.
(uelch, pointing to the table, “ by open-
mg that drawer which the prowler—if
not Mr, Lascelles—so curiously did not
hreak open,  To all appearances, sir,
it was Mr. Lascelles who visited your
study surreptitiously in the night, who
removed the banknotes and bronght
them here to lock in his drawer, and
then went up to bed. IF that is tho
case the banknotes arse still there, and
uwpol that rests the proof; one way or
‘he other |

“Let mno speak!™ exclsimed Larcy
Lascelles. “{f what you have described
I uwnderstand nothing—or, rather, I
understand that a deliberata attempt
has been made to throw suspicion upon
me. Why, I cannot guess; bur, from
what you have said, the fact is clear.”

“Will you unlock thet drawcr

TCertainly I will'l It contains, as I
have said, old papers and letters, and
you are more than welcome to look into
it," exelaimed DMr. Lascelles. *Dr.
Locke, I beg you not to judge by
appearances [
~*Neither the lheadmaster nor I will
judge you by appearances, Mr. Las-
volles,” sand the Remove master. “ Yon
will be judged by what is, or is not, in

that drawer., 1 sin wailting to see it
opened.”
The games master breathed hard.

What it looked like was aa clear to him
as to tho Head or the Remove master.
Even in his anger and indignation,
Larry Lascelles could not help secing
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how clear it looked—that the prowier
was not a Greviriars boy, but a Grey-
frigry master, and that he was the mant
All depended on what was found in the
locked drawer.

But he had only to unlock the drower
to knock the whole thing into shreds
and patches—so, at least, ha believed.

He took out o key-ring and unlocked

the drawer. Then, with compressed
lips, ha ste back.
Mr. Quuﬁ: ulled the drawer open.

It was more than half-full of papers.

Nothing else was to be seen. _
Dir, ke breathed a sigh of relief.

“Mr. Queleh, 1 was sura—I1 felb sure
tha teeee?

“We are not finished yet, sir,” gaid
Mr. Quelch,

1o lifted the drawer out and over-
turned it on the study teble. A inass
of papera lay there when he laid the
drawer aside, He proceeded to szearch
ameng them. Thero was a sudden glint
in his eyes

Larry Lascelles, watching him, mado
. sudden forward movement as spme-
thing rustled in the Remove master's

fingers,

“What " he panted.

“Good heavens ' brosthed Dr.
Locke.

Queleh’s face had been grim before,
It was like a8 Gorgon's as he held up o

littla bunch of banknotes, tied with an
eleatie band.

Dr. Locke gazed at them, his kind
old face pale. Larry Lascelles stared
at them like & man in & dream., Mr,
Quelch, in grim eilonce, ¢ounted them,
There were six, and on slmost all of
them were stains of inky fingers.

“These, sir, are your banknotes, pur-
loined from your study last nmight,”
exid Mr, Quelch. “No doubt you ezn
identify them hiz the owmbers; but
Mr, lles, I think, will hardly
claim thot they are his property. The
Greyiriars J:mwlar. gir, in now dis-
covered, and he stands before you.”

A dead silence followad the Remowve
master's words. It was broken by a
tap at the study door.

o EmT——

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Drake Enew !

AP}
The study deor opcned,
T It was the face of James

Duck that appeared there, look-

ini t.hmuEh the steel-nnmmed glasses,
nrry Lascelles «did not heed him,
Ha was standing dumbfounded, horror-
stricken, incapable of movement or
speech.  But tho head glonced at himg
and Mr. Quelch turned a sharp, hard

gtare on him.

“If you please, sir——" hloated
Duck.
“(Go away at oncel” enapped Br
ueleh, “You are not wanted herel
Go 17
James Duck did not go. James

Duck had come there to sea whether
Jack Dirake was wanted, sod one
glance into tho study told him enongh,

Earry, white and dumb; the Head
deeply troubled and distressed; Quelch,
with a face like & gorgon, helding up
g bunch of banknotes he had evidentl

taken from the games master’s tablo.

drawer. That was enough, and more
than ecnough, for Ferrers Logke's
Bssistant,

Quelch said that he was not wanted,
Jack Drake did not agree. Ha ste
inside, and shut the door after him.

His Form-master's eyes glittered.

“I have teld you 1w gol” Lo
rumbled. 1 repeat——**
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“I think I have business pere, air,™
said Dreke calmnly. “Dr. Locke, will
vou tell me whethor there has been
gnother raid by the prowleri”

“Yes," breathed the Head.

“And suspicion has fallen upon Afe
Lascelles ™

£ ?E"—Ep"l

“Then I am wanted here,” said Jack
Dirake, “And I claim the right to be
hera, Mr. Quelch.”

Guelch et his lipa.

*"Dr. Locke, is it your wish=—=" ho
L.

" Let the boy remsain, Mr. Queloh.
As tho motter seems now to bo at en
E.m], in view of this terrible discovery,
"I am tho detective in this case,
sir,” s=aid Drake. “1I elaim the :iﬁht
io bo told, and to offer my view.

Soort! from Quelch.

Larry Lascelles seemed to wake as
from a trance. [Ie found his voice.

“Dr. Locke "—tha words came
huskily—"1 swear—I ]fi'm Fou Iy
word, sir—that I knew dothing of this,
I know nothing—="

The Hend gave a sigh, bub no other
answer,  Mr. pleh’s faco was like
iromn. ; :

Drake’s quiet voice broke in.

“I shall prove that for you, My,
Lascelles.” .

Larry glanecd round at him. To
him James Duck was merely 8 new
boy in the Remove, whom ke had
found clumsy at games, and denzo ab
mathematics.

“Mr. Lascelles must know now sir,”
said the schoolboy detective. “He will
eay nothing cutside this study. ¥Yeu
knew me once ss Jack Drake, sir. I
am Ferrers Locke's assistant, and here
as o détective,”

The gemes maoster could only stare.

“That is true, Mr. Lascelles,’® said
thoe Hend. *Drake is here to trace
out the Greyfriare prowler, though
this, I fear, has been done wathous s
aid. Vet I still hesitate to balieve
that———"

“The facts sgealr for themselvea, I
think, #ir,”” said Mr. Quelch. *1 am
amazed, shocked, but the facts——"

“"Please tell me Lhe facts, eir," eaid

ra

“Do so, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head
“Drake is here as a detective. Heo
has a ngbht to know. I pray that he
may be able to throw some doubt upon
what now sccms so terribly olear and
certain.”

“Very well, si,” said Mr, Quelch,
Letwean compressed lipa

And in a few snapped words ha re-
peated what he ]mg told the zames
IABLET.

Drake listencd quictly.

“And this,” he said, whon the Re-
move woster had finished, "has led
you to think that Mr. Laszeclles is the
Greviriars prowles '’

“It has led to the discovers that Mr.
Lascelles is the Greyiriars prowler,”
exid Mr. Queleh icily. :

"1 do not take that view, air."

Queleh’s lip curled sarcastically,

“Do you still adhers to your absurd
theory that the prowler eama from
outeicle the school—after this, Drake®"
he shopped.

*“More so than cver, sir.”

“Then you bhad better say no more.™

“On tho contrary, sir,"” said the
schoolboy detective coolly. "1 hawve
a grest deal more to say. T shall
now tell you my version of what won
have told me. The prowler pilfered
in Dr. Locke’s study last night for
gne  object, and ohw ebjrer only—
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rovenpe on Mr. Lascelles ! BMr, Lascelies
haa & bitter ememy——""

“f koow of none” said Mr. Lasz
cellea, )

“Lmckily for you, sir, I koow mora
than you do on that subject,” snid
Drake. “Let mo continne. The
prowler did not knock over & bottle
of purpls, markimg-ink by accident.
fHe knocked it over to appear acci-
dental, but for the pu of leaving
tha trail which Mr. Quelch followed.”

“Nonsense [ eaid Mr. Qualch

“He came to this study,” pursued
Droke, unheeding, “and placed what
il stolen in the drowor of that
table.”

“The drawer was locked.”’

“Locks are amenablo to skoleton-
kavs, sir. Io unlocked that drawer,
placed the banknotes insids, and locked
1t again.”

Grunt from ?ﬂﬁ!ﬂh. .

“Then he left this study, and laid
the trail of inky stainas to Mr. Lascclles
bed-room,” continued Drake. *Then
e removed the inky shoes, and left,
without leaving a trail”

“Oh 1" breathed Larry Lascelles

He was gazing st tho echoolboy de.
isctive, hardly oble to beliove that thia
really was the Jack Drake he had
known in Drake's days at Greyiriars.

“You—vou believe thiz, Drake®™
n=kod Di, Locke doubtiulls,

#1 shell prove ib, sir”

* Nonsense [ said Mr. Queleh, more
rimphatically than hefore.  “That n
prowling pilferer might bo base enough
.6 enst suspicion on another may be
possilile, but that he would part with
the whole of his plunder for that pur.
pose i3 simply ponsensn! Why should
ne take the risk of pilfering at nll—it
e Jid not desire o relain  his
plunderi™ . ;

*In this case, sir, hie obicet was not
plunder, but revonge.”

“¥ou have heard Mr, Lascelles stata
ihat he has no such enemy., Neither
14 it possible that anvone in the school
could—" :

“1 have teld youw, sir, that
prowler comes  from  outside
school.”

* Nonsense 17

“What proof do von offar, Drake?”
asked the Head. “Heaven knows I
should be glad, relioved, happy, to
irke your view, but—"

tli
the

*The proof is in your pocket-bool,
sir,” said Drake.
“What? I do not anderstand—"'

Hlour or five days ago, sir, I told
Vo, I fmu' study, that when next
she prowler prowled, suspicion would
e oast upon an innogent man."

Dir, Locke starved.

“I krew thon upon whom suspicion
wanld fall,” said Drake,

“Nonsenso 1" exelaimed Mr, Quelch,
I is impossible—"

“Dr. Locke, 1 wrote the name dawn,
ard ‘:{ﬁiﬂtﬁd it in an envelope, which I
asked vyon to place in your pocket-
fonk. Will you open that envelope "

“Rless T}J; soul 1" said the Jead.

Slowly be took own bhis pockew-book
avgl opened it. He cxtracted the en.
velops which, till Drake reminded him
af it, he _ImEl forgotien. There was o
toen silence as he elit open the on.
volope, and drew out the prper within,

He hold it up.  Ile looked ap it
Mz, Queleh stared at it; Larey Las-
relles devoured it awith his cyes. On
that papur, written davs ago in the
{land’s study Dy Jack Drake, sppearod

the words:

“When tho prowler next prowls, sus.
nicton will b cast upon Mr. Lascelles,
be gamns master.”
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Dr. Locke gazed at those words,
tambfounded. Mr, Queleh seomed un-
able to believe his oyes as he read
themn. Larry stood dumb.

“Bless my goull"” said the Head, at
last. " Then—than yvou know——"

“I knew, siri”

Mr, Quelch gave s gasp.

* That—that paper has not leit yovr
possession, sird

“No, Mr. Quelch ] Tt has been in my

ocket-book ever since Drake wrote ib
in nﬁ atudy.”

“Then—then——" Quelch stanunered,
Ho was utterly amzzed.

“1 think, sir,” gaid Drake quietly,
“{hat that makes the matter clear,
Nearly & week ago I knew that after
the next pilfcring cvidence would be
found leading to Mr. Lascelles. I knew
the man; I knew the offence Mr. Las-
celles ha;l given lum; I knew his gamo
from start to finish. I wroie down that
warning, =ir, to clear Mr. Lascelles
when the time came—as now it has
coma,”

“Good gad!” breathed Earry Las
celies, staving at Drake in sheer wonder.
: iBut, t'}ja man—who-— 1 have no
1lea 7

“That is my business for the moment,
gir. I intend to soy no more till I have
him pinoed down, But I think I have
proved my case.'”

Dr. Locke léoked at Mr. Quelch. Mr,
Ci_hmir:h lonked ot Dr. Locke. Both of
them looked apain at the paper in tho
headmoster’s hand,

The ease waz clear enoupgl The
matrer was exactly as Drake stated, as
was proved by the fact that he had fore-
told nearly & weck in advance prcmsehy
what had now occurred. The Head ad-
mitted it at onee.  AMre Queelch admitted
it more slowl~, but ho r g itted it

The Head was the first to apoalz, hold-
i{; out his hamd to Mr, Loscclles as he
did so.

“Mr, Lascelles, you will forgive me—
von will adomit yourself how terribly
convineing this looked—"

“I regrot——" hegan Mr. Quelch.

Jack Drake quieily left the study, Tho
bell was ringing for school, and Bob
Cherry shouted to him as he came out
of Masters® Passago.

You'll be late,

* Hallo, hallo, hallo !
Come on, fathead [

Thaeky 1

And James Duck joined the Romovo
going to their Form-room, where they
had to wait some minotcs for (heir
Form-mnazter to arrive.

£

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Happy Landing For Bunter !

£ SAY, you fellows—"
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Had any brekker, Donter £
(iroan|

Baunter, 1t ecemed, hadn’t had any
brekler.

wnter’s piace hod been vacant in
morning sciool. The haplesa Owl was
grill dodging his Form-master—though
even Buntcr probably was realizing by
that time that he was making matiors
vores, mstead of better. Now, after
thivd school, the Removiiea snw hum
AL,

Bince, eavly thal morning, Queleh had
delivered the whop which Mr. Hackes
had zo unfortvnately eaptured, Bunter
hnd been in o vacished siate—and no
dobt would bhave econtinued in  that
stato but for the paieful ergings of the
inner Buartor,

Ieliows who had wondered when and
where they would see the unhappy fat
Owl agrin ware, fot really surprised to
Ynd him Blinking in at the window of

the school shop when fhey eame ont.
That spot drew Bunter like a magnet
at all times, and especially did it draw
Lhim now—now that he was feeling as
H he had been several weeks in an open
boat at sea.

_ 1 eay, you fellows, it ain't a laugh.
mlg matter [ said the dolorous fai Owl,
“1—I say, is Quelch still shirty "

“Just & few 1" chuckled the Bounder.

“You don't think he—he—ha's calmed
down ! asked Bunter anxiously,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
t|“lf :.rlﬂu ]E:;:'el ﬁi;:mm, preparoe to shFiﬁ

wm when Que eta & grip on you
chortled Skinner. g _ grip ;

& ;'i-aaat{ I aﬁy, you fellows, I—1I mn‘%
go in and—and see whether my posta
order’s come | Who's going to fend 141
five bob? I say, I'm fearfully hungry!
I haven't had any brekker, and I can’t
go in to dinner, and—-"

“You blithering Owl!” enid Ilarry
Wharton. “Cuat in end see Quolelh—>"

“ Bapst 1*

“Where have you been all night, you
fat chump ¥* asked Bob Cherrs.

“] mot o snoore in Larry's study,”
rrogned Bunter. © But—"

"Where "' exclaimed Jamez Ducl.

“In Larey's study. I say, yvou follows,
I've had an awful time!” greaned the
tismal fat Owl, “The prowler ncarly
got me—"

“What "

“Which 3

“It was pwiull” mumbled Dunter,
blinking pathetically at the staring
juniors. “First he nearly got me in

cad's corvidor—I waa on that settec,
you know—and then, when I eut along
to Larry’s study and thought I was safe,
he eame there to pinch something from
Larry—— (h dear! If 1 hado't gof
behind the armehair he would have had
me and Lknocked me out like ho dud
Loder— Oh lor" 1"

“1s he making all this vp?? asked
Boh,

“0Oh, really, Cherry—-7~"1

“The prowler was up last night—no
mistalke about that!” said J-:-hlm,‘)[' Bull.
“1le bagged something from the Head's
gtudy again—I'vo heard that things
were_busted right and left—"

“ Nothing’s been sald about Larry’s
study, thoogh I” said Nugent. *Larry
hasu't had an]'l.hm¥ pinched or we
shiould have heard of it.”

“"Well, he iolly well came there!"
declared Bumter., “Ho opened the
drawer in the table—I heard the
Tnek———t"

“ O dreamed 18%Y asked Skinner.

“I tell you, I heard it!” yelled
Bunter. “He must have pinched some-

ihing from that drawer, or why should
Ie have opencd it? I can tell you
fellows, I was searnd=—I don't often gok
eeared, as you know——"

“Ha, ha, hal?

" Ruk whon I SRW hirn—"
“You saw himi? welled a2 dozen
fellows.

“Yos—he pulled the blind over the
window, sou know, heforo he torped on

the light, and 1 enw kin—— Oh
crikey I ;

“You saw  {he prowleri™ gasped
Whartoo.

“Yest Oh lar'!  Awful-looking
heastf I can tell you fellows, 1 had a

jollv norvow cseape—if he'd =potted oo
behind that armehair—— Oh  lof*
Billy Buntor shivered at the recollection.

The juniors stared at DBunter, almost
open-mouthed. Bunter—if DBuuter's 1ala
was tric—had scen the mystery map—
ihe only Groyiriars fellow who had §

“You—you—you actually saw himf"
ptitttered Bob Cherry.

“*Oh dearl As E-Ium na I sce yon,
jnzr for a minuge!™ pumbled Bunter,



*Lucky he didn’t ses me and knock ma
ant like be did Loder of the Sixth—"

A-1all and angular Bgure approached
the' crowd of exeited juniors.

M¢r. Queleh had spotied the pussing

member ol s Ferm from s study
eindow.  He was losing no tie o
sorusing that wmjpssing  member of his
Forml. Quelch came across from the
Houte' alingm at a run,
" Thie shori-sighted Owl did not observe
him. .No one elee heeded him—the
fellows were too keenly teresied in
Bupter’s amazing sratement.  They
crowded round the fat junior—every
fellow.. for once. being eager to hesr
whai dropped [rom his podgy lipa.

TEWhA 15 he, Buanter I

“Wha's the prowler?”

“If vou've seen him, who is he

“ Name I*

“Cough 1t up. Bunter™

It was a romr of eager voices. Tha
angular Ggure that was swiftly bearing
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down wpou the spot came to & cudiden
halt. 'ﬁkh stond as of wranshiged

“]1 say. you fellows, [ saw hium all
right 1Y mumbled Bunter. ™ You sve, |
thought | "was safe jo Larey's sroddy—1]
never dresined he would come there
after gosng w the Head's!  Con't he
much.m Lerry's sindy te pineh, | should
think | can tell you 1 jJumped when
1 heard hinm at the deor.”

“ Bul ‘whir—"" yelled Bob.

“1 gpor behind that arnnchair pretty

guick !  smie¢ Bunter 1 thought of
what the bheast did o Loder, you know
~—thar night Loder grabbed him and

thought i1 was Smithy and was knocked
out. You can ber 1 wasn't long in

petting behind thar armchar.™

“Bot on that I” grinned the Bounder.

“And he came into the study 7" asked
Wharton, .

“VYeu, and when he pulled the hlinds,
1 saw hiny, see? Then he turned on the
light and 1 hesrd him unlock the
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drawar 1w Larry's table—ha must have
inchid  eomvthing  there, 1 suppose!
ut b wasn't Ao vhere, and 1 can tell
you feilows | was jolly glad when ho
et O erikey i

“The gladiulness mwuat hava been
terrifie- 1" ertened Huorree Jamaet Kot
Singh

“Fur ot aoee saw hitm, yon fif asa, wha
iz ho?" yelled the Bounder

“Ohie w1 the Sixth? asked Skinper.

“Oh. o ! _

“Fifth?" asked Vernon-Smith.

“hh me! He waesn't & Greyfriacs
man 4 all®
“Whar "

“What was he hke. Bunteri® asked
Janns Duck, very quicily. -

“KEh? llow should 1 know i*

“You toothng Irabjous, [at-headed
frump " rosred Bob Cherry, “ Hoven's
you just =ard 1hat you saw him as plain
A% you see et

i entinned wh Rext page.)

Come INTo THE OFFICcE, BoYs AND GiRrLS !

Your Editor i» always ploased 10 héa rom N1 . saverg.

Weite Lo nuT .

Editor of Lthe ™ Magnet,"” Tha Amalgamated FP.ess Lid.. Flestway
House Farringdon Btrest London E.C.4.

himself A S. H.,, writes to

tell ma that when at schdol he
nad a really guoed voice, but on leav-
g, his voice suddenly broke. Think-
wng it war due to a cold, he took no
notice of this, but as, after a year
or so, there 18 no improvement, he
writes to. me for adviece
..When my chum’s voice first became
ilarse -1t - was simply. the changing
trom a boy's voice te a man’s voice;
i other words, A. S, H.'s voice was
preaking—a thing which always ocenrs
when a boy reaches about the age of
fifteen. After a few weeks, or per-
isaps months, my chum’s voice shounld
have develo isto a tuneful, manly
voice. As far as I can sce, this has
nut beenr the case.

The only reason I can give for this
i that while my chum’s voice was
undergoing the process of breaking,
instead of restiong it, he used it rather
excessively. While the voice is break-
ing it should always be rested, other-
wise you staud in danger of ruining
your voice altogether.
© A, 8, I should sing wp and down
{he scale several times a day Pist
of all his top notes will be somewhat
wheezy, but after a time they will
heeome quite clear. Then he should
sing the seale in a higher kejy.

THEY CALLED HIM A COCKNEY

Apother reader--F. H. {Wilts)—
wants to know why Cockneys are so
called. The precise origin of the
word, F. H., is “wrapt in mystery.”
A Cockney, of course, implies a
person born in Lendon within the
sound of Bow Bells, who has all the
imperfections of the Loudon speech,
And is ﬂl‘ﬁﬂlufﬂl}; i{;numut of country
enstoma, Some hold the opinfon that
it originally signitied a little coek, or
hantam; others that it mcant a pam-
pered child. Appareotly, however,
there. does not seem to be any cer-
tainty about the matter at all

Fred Griffiths, a ehum Hiom Lan-
cashire; sends me am  amusin
¢sample of the lemgths to whic

OHE of my readers, who signs

“alliteration "—that is, the use of
words all beginning with the same
letter of the alphabet—ean be carried.
I think it merits a smali space in this
chat. Here it is, just 2a Fred sends
it to me.

Son: “Tell me what that hig D
means in that window B™

Father. * Deeidedly.  That dis-
s]aj.rg}d. D denotes that the despairin
omestica of that detached domicile
degive that the distinguished dust
man, during his daily diversions,
should deem it his delightful duty to
deliberately dislodge all the dirty,
dusty deposit in his dilapidated dust-
cmllﬂ‘

Son : *Crikey I”

I have had several requests from
new readers of the Maewer for the
names of the jumiors in the Greyfrinrs
Remove. Here they are:

Harry Wharton, Tom Brown, Percy
Bolsover, Johnny Buil, George Bul-
strode, William George Iunter,
Robert Cherry, Fict Dalarey, Micky
Desmond, Napeleon Dupont, Tom
Dutton, Sampsop Quincey Liley Field,
Fisher °F. igh, Peter Hazeldene,
Richard Hilary, Oliver Kipps, Mark
Linley, Herbert Maunleverer, David
Morgan, Monty WNewland, Frank
Nugent, Robert Donald Ogilvy,
Richard Penfeld, Richard Eake, Tom
Redwing, Richard Busszell, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, Harold Skinner,
Robert Smith {minor), Sidoey James
Snoop, William Stott, Peter Todd,
Anthony Treluce, Herhert Trevor,

Herbert Vernon-Smith, Jimmy Vivian, YO

William Ernest Wibley, and Wun
Luug.

I will give the names of the juniors
in the otker Forms in subsequent

issues of the Maexmr.

A most intevesting query comes
fram Roy Walker, Sonth  Shields,
who aske my views about hoys having
girl chums.

My oider readers know cxactly the
upin%nns I hold about girl and bby
friendships. I feel they. can serve s
healthy and useful puFpese if they

are carrwd ou with the full approval
of the parents on hoth sides, provid-
ing wo foeelish thowznt of courtship
is indulucg in A lad feels there 13
gnmething in the friendship of a girl
chum that uphtts m, avd fills him
with the denive to live well, Eecep
steady, and do great deeds. And so
long ax hoth parties te the friendship
remiin true to themselves, I am suro
no fair-minded inan or woman would
wish to deny them the happiness they

enjoy

I think there’s just space for some

RAPID FIRE REPLIES

T. M. (Torquay).—A book-length
story of Harry Wharton §& %u.
appears l:'w.*.:F menth in the *Sechool-
boys' Own Isihrary.” The story on
aal? next 'I'humda; is eatitled * Billy
Bunter's Cruise ™ The other two
stories in thia popular library are
“Rookwood — Calling!”  featuring
Jimmy SBilver & Co., the popular
eltumz of Rookwood School, and
“Hidden Gold!” starmng Nipper &
Co., the hoys of St. Frank’s, :

oy Bonny (Princetown).—Alonzo
Todd left Greyfriara some consider-
able time bock, and there is no likeli-
hood of hia returning for the time
being, anywiy.

“Bos " Courrr {Croydon).—There 13
a First Form—more commonly known
as the “babes"—at Greyfriars,
although little = beard of them.

No room For more replica this weck.
Have I gol rvom for next weck's
programme?  Only just ]

“DRAKE GETS HIS MAN!”
By Frank Richards

is the title of the extro-long story of
ur old favouritea, Harry Wharton
& Co., and incidentally is the final
yarn in the series featuring Jack
Drake, the huiy ‘tec.  As the title re-
veals Drake “gets " bis. man. But

how? You'll be surprised when you
read ail about it oext Saturday.
Latest information about what'a

happening at Greyiriars will be found
in the interesting edition of the
“Herald,” while “ My Page ™ will be
taken over by Cedric Hilton. Sounds

good, chums, doesn't it? And it is
good, too, believe mo.
YOUR EDITOR.






GREYHOUNDS

NOT ALLOWED
AT GREYFRIARS!

By Our Pets’ Expert

VYernon-Smith made moe  amile
when ke called the other evening to
ask what I thought of tho idea of hia
keoping n jﬁayhnund in the school

METNEaric.

* ot a hunch you're
a lot of ‘Prim money, ol
ohafled, ** 1f 80, forget it | ™

* Rate to that!" Smithy retorted
cheerfully. * 1'm H.Eking you as the
“ Herald ' Pets' Expert. Think there'd
be any objection to my keeping =

oing 1o win
aport ¥ 77 I

grevhound 7
“1 don't think,
know!" was my
Pmmpt ANnBEwWer,
*¥Your reputation has
had just a little too
much publicity in the
rast, Bmithy, 1If
Yharton or somo-
hody like him
wanted to keep a
greyhound. the beaks
might allow it, know-
ing there'd be nothing
raore in it than that,
But if you kept =
greyhoond, they'd
at once suspect yon
intended racing it at
rome low.down racin.
track. Which, of course, yon would!"
“Well, 1 dﬁrﬂ' dﬁ{:u mlrueht fun in

OWning o ound without raci
the tEI EITEFgTuntEd the Hmmdt:r\'g.
“ It would have to be donce on the
etrict q.t., of course,™

depr mnan—T

T
= o=

“ Chuck it
old bean !"
grinned,

“If vou want
to go in for

= = : i “—%—.""f——*
= r
. J
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dingy games

of that kind, I adviee you to get t:cmr'l
pals down at the Cross Koys to Eﬂﬁ1
the dog for you, Don't mix it up wit
the menagerie hero, anyway ! "

Since then I have heard nothing
more of Yernon-Smith's grevhound, E]:
don’t suppese anvthing more will be
hoard of it, anvway. Thero will

have to be considerablo changes at
Greyfriars before we get racing grey-
hounds emong the school pets io iﬂe
“ menagerip."”

Meanwhile, bhowever, T ghould like

to say thot dog owners at Greyfriars

do sometimes experience the thrill
of racing their pets, though not, of
course, on greyhound tracls !

Yesterday, coming away from the
“ menagerie,” I barged into a erowd of
fellows having the cheericet timo
tmagminable, racing their dogs against
each other.

Buletrode was there with his wire-
haired terrier, Temple with hia bull-
pup, and Tubb of the Third with his
spaniel. These three owners stood in a
ine, whistling to their dogs, which
wore held by friends some distance
away,

At n aignal, tho dogs were released.
Boy, wou should hove scen those
hounds streaking across the tarf to
their masters ! %t- wae & treat to the
eyvo and no mistoke !

I watched it done three times
The bullpup won twice and the torrier
onee, while the spanicl finished v
last each time—by no means disgraced,
howaver, though well beaten !

Dop-owners evidently got plenty of
fun out of their hobby—which ex.
plaine why dogs are more plentiful
than any other kind of quadruped in
Pets' Corner at Greyiriars !

GREYFRIARS FOOTER TRIUMPH

WELL EARNED!

Declares H. VERNON-SMITH

Well, pals, T really think this is ono
of those rare occasions when my fellow-
foater players and I ean eit back and
wait for you to give uas three hearty
cheera wathout worrying about what
we have donn to deserve it ! We have
won our gama against St. Jim's—and
with it the league championship——and
to stop all poasible arpument, we piled
up five goals against o more singleton
trom Toin Merry'a team.

Yes, thinking it over fairly and
puarely and coolly and calmly, I am
of the opinion that just for once I
can allow you all to give us o cheer
without freling 8 blush of embarrass.
ment suffusing my pale and delieats
cheeks,

Thanks, old beans!
deafened mo !

Tho cpic story of the great match
really deserves a complete number of
the * Greyfriars Herald ™ to itself.
But we can’t manage that, I'm alra d,
g0 I must try to dao it justice in o few
pithy paragraphe. Here pocs !

First half. Stern, strenuous strugele.
Bt. Jim's giving nothing away., LDoth
tcama  slightly ragged—influence of
wildly exeited crowd to hlame. St
Jim'a goal threatenied soveral limes.
Improvement in play after hall an
hour. Speod and aricneo conspicuous,
Defenca on top.  Just belove half.lime
St Jim'a brak through., Tom Mueny
gcores.  Frentic cheers rom St Jim's

You nearly

home fane for a effort.

Second hali. Same
répid pacc as  first.
“Can’t keep on! Oone
of 'om will crack up!"
One of them does—35t.
Jim'a! 8t. Jim's slackon
noticoably, Greyfriars
atill fresh. Several fieree
Greyfrinrs raids on St. Jim's goal.
Finally — a  samashing goal from
Wharten, Spasmodic attacks by 8t
Jim's soon vield to sweeping assaults
on citadel by home team. Huorreo
Singh puts Greyfriara inlo winning
figurca with a fine * header” from
a corner kiek., Bt. Jim's wenkening
rapidly. Wharton scores again. St
Jim's incur ponalty kick for handling
in the aren. Wharton takea it and
seorca one more. Homo tcam's fifth
goal, scorcd just beforo final whistle,
oenly cmphagises warked superiority
over visitors,

Well, that’s oll the space that can
be spared for the preatest gams of the
scagon—and I ean only hopo that
you'll' manage to make senso of my
machino-gun method of reporting it.

By the wav, modesty slmost pre-
vented mo telling yvou that 1 scorad
the fifth goal mysclf, but I'd hetter
mention it or you'll all e writing in
to sk who did !

With the resulta tabmlated below
the championshio f(able, as you will
serr, attaing compiction, Thoe other
games wero all, 1 belicve, fought out
very keenly, but the results malie no
changes in the tihle, which was already,
in faet, pretty well set, apart, of
course. from tue lending positions,

supportors dnd generous applanse Hom

Rookwood fin"led & very anccessiul

srason with o 3 ! yvictory that

earried them within a sinzle point of
the 8t. Jim's goal average.

Bagshot made smends for recent
failures by & smart win ot Redelyffe,

Abbotsferd made a couple of draws
that leit them right where they started.
Incidentally, the sccond draw ocourred
on their own ground and the team
that hold them was Claremont—the
wooden aspooniste! The foet that
Claremont did this proves eonclusively
that their dismal leagueo record has by
by no means unnerved them,. Another
senson, maybo, we shall ace them right
at the top of the table. You never
can tell at footer !

Next week I hopo to comment
briofly on highlight and interesting
odds and ends about the footer scason
to which we shall all scon bo bidding
& fond farewell. Loolk out for it, pals !

RESTLTS.
Wodncesday
RedelyiTo 2 Harshot
St. Jude's 0 Abbotaford
Saturday

Abbotsford 2
Greyiriara G
IRookwood G

St. Jim's

3
1)
Claremont p
1
socdely o 1]

Coavriowemir Tanrr.

Cloals

P.W.ID. L.F.A. Pia.
1. Greylriare 18 13 4 1 61 13 30
2, 8t. Jim's )8 14 1 3 43 22 29
3. Rookwood 18 10 4 4 42 22 24
4. Hngshot 18 3% & 28 27 21
b. Héghclfffa 18 8o 7 36 35 17
6. St. Jude's 18 5 5 8 30 37 15
7. Abbotsford 13 48 B 24 33 14
8. Rﬂcgmhﬁ 13 4 4 10 26 42 12
¢ Redelyfle 18 4 2 123 157 42 10
0. Clavemont 183 1 6 11 15 4G 3

"on PE!I'][}I:!BE, of conr &

HARRY "™HARTON

CA'ZING

When  three  separato

reachod me by ono I;_Est this wcubE
or gardenors ’

feature, it reminded me rather sherply
that the pardoniug season is really

for o weckly ** hints

herao nfain !

Gordening is mdmittedly o subjoct
we rarcly touch oo, the columns of

the * Groyfriars ald.”

numhbher of our readers, nevertholess,

are keonly interested in it.

Wo have some fizsiordens at Grey-
friare—in particular, he Head's
garden, which i8 peparded a3 a4 very
beautiful specimen of the old-fachioned
kind of English gasdin, Nobody with
an eye for beauty:could fail to be

L

Apart from

rm]unsfa

applicatton,

e gnrdening
G

reculor

prh-‘ut.n

hoving ‘taters |

interested in {he setence which pro-
duees such happy efiects,

¢ ornamental gardens
and shrubborica to be scen in the
best-patronised parts of the school
grounds, there aro also somo miniature
gordens, tucked oway among the el
trees behind the porter's lodgo.  These
arg the echool ** plota "—anered to our
amatour gardeners.
school apart from fogs can havoe one on
But once a chap takes
one on, ho has to look after it proporly.

Tho readors who woot a weekly

article orm
royirisrs plot-holders,

I should very much like to help
them., But, with all the good will in
thoe world, I yeally ecannot start re.
serving valuable epace in this paper for
technical tips on pruning roge bushes or

thot
ful

Anyhody in the

all, I beliove,

woy.
thair

tho

I am not a gordencr myself.

I liko shady Jawns and colour-
owerbeds as much as the next
man, I have not yet acquired n taste
for actually making them.

Even if I
1 should hesitate o
turning the old " Herald™ into a
gardening manual.
gardencr at all, I can twrn it down
without any hositation !

f am sure, anyway, my gardening
chuma will. realise for themselves, it
they think it over, that it is impossible
for ua to help them in this
Wo of tho * Greyfriars Herald ™
certainly wish them woll.
hardy annuals
E'i.-'Ell"]i‘,‘FEﬂI,, that their roses win sl

ig prizes, and that their gisnt
INAITOWE Decome ever more gizan

Al-

wors o gardener, I think

ong timo before

DBut not boing a

icular

We hoe
orow hu.rdig:

tic.
Hanry WHARTOXN,

“MAULY AT BARBER'S PUT

WHIS.«iRS ON ME!”
Says SR JIMMY VIVIAN

When T bumped Eito my | supposed to dislike doing

cousin Lord Maulevaer cut-
gide Chunkley's «in Court-
ficld, I promptly swpested
tho two of us waking up tho
town.

* What about & for larka
with the tradesmes, th 17 I
breczed, * We -ocar turn
on the hose in thy fish-
monger’s shop—ag  jatally

g ad!"™ Mauly
gnapod, on his asoal note of
fuint horror.,

* Vo can chase eath other
round the grocer’s anlknock
over o few tine in doing

.lb—i-ﬂ----

it {}h, f;ﬂrd !'H

i ‘1?6 OTLIY ¥3

“ Borry, dear mpnt”™
gnsped Mauly, with iuspici-
ous haste. * 1'va:jpst ro.
memhbered I've pob to
into Chunkloy's ‘hainlreasin'
saloon to pet my “ees gut.
Bo.long, of’ boan 1 ° i"

** Thet's all r:',ﬂ,.‘ 1told
him choerfully. Ik come
with you and wait. }sou're

finished, ‘Thon can
have goma fun ™

I wouldnt * § "no™
for an answe: ; &M when

Mauly lounged imto Chunk-
ley’s barber shop, I marehed
with him,

Mauly's my couosjn and
I'vo pot o cousinly liking
for the chop. I dby't liko
icaving him to rool] about
on his own too much, It's
not healthy, X

Of course, 1 Ekoby Lie's

an:.-thing VOry enorgotio :
but that's juat the lazy way
he's got into, I felt suro once
we got going that he'd enjoy
8 punt round the tovwn look.
ing for trouble just aa well
a2 I'd enjoy it myseclf, So
1 sat down and read maza-
zince whilo Mauly had his
hair cut,

I little knew what I had
Iet mysell in for )

1 dou’t patronise Chupk-
ley’s for hair.euts
myself. Where I go
haj=-cuts arg hair-euts,
and that’'s gll there
is to it., The borber
usos on air of

and dipnified dance round

tho chair, cxamining wyour

brainbox from all sides.
Then hoe elaps his handa

and the boy starts whacking
hot towels oll over your
foatures,

The barbor sguirta liguids
and powder nt vou before
he beogins. Iventually, he
eterts work with relaya of
olectrio  elippers—Dbiz  once
first, then smaller and
siaalier, till ho gets down to
tho smalleat in stoclke, Then
he performma more i
with many paurs of scissors,
And aftor that with razors.

“ Coing to bs much lon-.
gor, Mauly 7" I called out,
aftor tho progromme had
lastod about half-an-hour,

Tha barber chap stopped

8CiSSO1S, BuArts 4 spray
OVOor Your nappor, and
brushes your hair
flat, and that finishes
it, The whele job
takea five minutes,

I soon found out
that o hairccut at
Chunkley’s is guito
different.

To begin with, yon
sit down in o glovified
dentist’s chair and an
overalled engineov
gives you a ride in
it till you xeneh tho
right height and anghe,

After about ten
mitutes, he fados
out and the barber
appears, followed by & bey
cariying boxea of elippers
and razors amd scissors and
Mlea of stesinie towgle,

The barber dacs o low

at theso worda and hurled

ms o look of reproach,
luckily without scricusly
damaging me. But theve was
na reply from Maeuly,

1 came {o the sudden

¢onclusion that the bounder

waa asleep |
It annoyod me for a
minute, I'll admit. I

stepped up to the chair nnd
tweaked his noge,

3 ﬁ?iilg to bo much lon.
gor anapped.

Mauly yelpapf

* Ow | Leggo, dear man !
Much lengor? No, not
much ! About o couple of
hours or eo, I s ot

I eagged at the koees !

“ A couple of hours 7"
I shricked, “ How can you
be a couple of houwrs, you
dummy, when thia chap has
nearly finishod eutling your
hair 7 "

“Oh, gad! That's only
the foundation worl, dear
mean | " Mauly replied. * Af-
ter thot, we really got down
to it. I have to have o sinpe,
of coursa: thon I usually
have an oil shampoo; aw’
then vibro.message ; then
I bavo clectrio treatment
for my flollicle#;  an’
thon—-""

“ And what do you do
while all thisis gﬂiﬂg onf"
I hooted. ** Sleop 1°

Mauly closod his eyes and
nodidod dreamily.

“ Yaas: that's tho idesa,
of eoursa! That'a why 1
como to Chunkloy's for my
haivecut., They toke thewr
tirme over it an' it gives o
follow o chanco of a niee,
%uial: BNOOZO AN-—3 Aroeoop !

w00 |

Mouly Gnished ap with o
wild yell, as ¥ stufled a hot
towel into his mouth amd
squirted a spray of boy rum
inta hiis eyes.

Alter that, I wallied out
and left him,

Mauly at tho harber’s had
praper!y  put whiskers on
o !

viriars Japers'
Saturday Iw??i.-h & Hourish of trumpets and closed

Ogilvy of the Remova.

Mauleverer in his gracious

JAPERS’ EXHIBITION

MAKES BIG HIT!

Triumph for Greyfriars Industry

Exhibition cpened on

with a dirge en the bagpipes, played by
at the back of it woa surnmed up by Lerd
speech at the opening
o In theso go-nhead days begad,” ho
said, * no chappie eoan afford to live in
the past. That goes for a chappie's
Jzpes as woll as anythin® else, Yans !

Time marches on: an' the chappio
who iz content to rely on the hoary ol
.}f:,pes bis pater played before him is
ikely Lo got soveroly left, begad |

“ After givin' this unigue exhibition
the once-over, no man will havo any
excuse left for relyin' on traditional
jepes to provide him with fun, On
the contrary, Le will have at his com.
mand such & wealth of material for
ouigmal japes thoat his only diffienlty
will be which particular jope to eclect
out of tho vmbarrassingly wide selection
at his disposal ! ™ :

Amid loud cheers, his lordzhip then
broke a bottls of gingar- Wp ovor tho
iunmpﬂ tile and deeclare tfm exhibition

n,

He afterwards subsided into s chair
which turned out to be oune of the
exhibita—a chair with rubber legs, Tho
m of & PIHUMEE izhn.r:-gud to roars ol

ughter when Mauly went sprawli
the floor ! v i
t.:aTha e-:__;.libifinn * hall,” which was n

mporartly wvacant preenhouse, kind
loaned by Mr. Mimble, wos o great Eﬁntrlyu
of attraction alt the weck, Kxperis
wore in oftendance to explein the show
to the visitors, and tho prosident of the
exhibition, Ilarold Skinner, personall
acted a3 puide to many parties. His
dry wit and attractive irony delighted
vigitors frain other schools,
. Tho latest and greatest ideas in
joping were on show. Dooby-traps that
cotld be fixed up in two suconds stood
side-by-side with luscious-looking jam
tarta that started howling as soon na
Fk: Eot your tcoth into them! Lifo.
i
COIn

imitation mice, beetles, and apidera
1 with wator-pistols and ex-
gllf;;}rﬂ'mgumttua {or the attention of thw
G
Bowe of the tricks on show srero really
too mgenicus for words. Thero was,
for instance, o picture of an old man
who appeared, if' you looked ot it long
enough, to bo eolemnly winking at you
and there was also a pillow which dis.
tinctly cricd “ Help!™ ot intorvals,
whenever anybody reeled on it.
Perhaps the most popular feature in
the exhibition wos the Advico Buroou,
Here you could obtain export advieo
on Japes, jokes, hoaxes, and leg.pulls.
For n small fee your ideos were sub.
jected to keen eriticism. For an
additional payment you were given somo
brand-new wheezes to work on. Fer
tive sum of ten-bob the burcau would takn
over the whele job and do it for you!

duch was the extent of thoe worlk
u:tdr:rt-qken .h tha burcau that wo under-
stand it will take thein most of tho

summeyr to clear it up !

Altogother, in the wondls of moro than
ano of the visitors, “ a trium}ph for
Groyiriars mdustry,” this Japes' Exhi-
bitionr, Our own view of it is that it
was o bright ond brecxy brain-wave,
AN TWaY.

It ought to bhecome o popular annual
institution, it the beaks give it a chanca
to survive. But you ean tuke it from
vua, they won't !




