


g Ve

T S L

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

touched on  the daos
plorable exhibition of
gambling he hoad scen
at Mopte, .

“'How can one vigit
such places,” he boone-
ed, " withoot belng
Elﬂ'ii&:tnd.hy thwe dlght 3
At thw table whore |
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of vou here who put
mupey on e table
withint shaking bamds

THIS WEEK BY

CEDRIC HILTON,
of the Fifth Form.

and were in the last
extreme of nervoms
excitement, Pah! It
I wid puparalleled ! J

anly wish | had those
two wyouths In my
Form here ar Greys

~Hi% shudt be a page o confessions and
impressions. 1 bave #o rtleular
yearning to write either Detion or
poerry, atul prodwmbly could oot do eo,
anyway. | like rending the clansles, and } can
admire poetry , bub § bmve never felt the u
to write. ‘Therefore, | have vo scheme wha
ever lor fiiing this psge, and shall put down
anyvihing that cones into my | .

MY WORST EXPER]IENCE.—]1 think m,s
woret expericnce was when a conviet escape
trown prison one Christmes and got lnto my
hemre, Hilkon Holl  He wos o desporate mam,
amd in l’iﬁillﬁ the paters desk for money he
found an old oarwy  revelver, Lally :
When the warders arrived te went to earth in
an upetalrs rooio—if thet's not an " Lekshilam
~and took pot shota from the window. How-
ever, the warders hagoed him eventoally, with-
out any bloodshed on efther side.  But it was
o eloee gbuve.

The cxpertenee wiich really scemed  the
worat—* My Moment,"” Fou -might
say-—huppened at Monte Carlo fast Easter. |
Wi thore tor a few days with my stndﬁ*_matg,
Stephen Price. And -ince it i3 part of one's
ciducation to vizit the Casing at Momte. Prico
and | dropped 1n-to play roulette.

There are two wavs of staking ot roulctte.
You may hack tho colours, ned or blnck, but i
you win you only get the amonnt of money you
atake ¢ thus you atake five Intoes to wm ve
franca. W wou baek the numbers amd your
lucky oumber turna up. Fon get thirty-five
times yvour stake. We e four numbers and
backed them each time. and at about the fifth
game—Mllle tonmerea'—Number Twelve came
up, and we raked I 350 francs.

And B was fust then that Price gripped my
ar.

* BDon't look round 1™ he hirsod in my énr,
“ Qo on playing—turn your eoliar ap—doo't
look ouend |7°

Not greatly perturbed, | 3;1;. my stake: on
Twelve and Thirty-one for next garpe, ot
the same time shooting 2 side glanee at the :E
mirror o the wall. Goshl | nenrly sho
atraight into the alr Hke o rocket. T could bear
somebody breathing ke a gram behind
me, anrd the mirror showed e whe it woas—
Paul Prout, M.A., the Fifth Form beak—my
own Form-master |

Don't bmagine Prout was wasting hda snb-
stance at the tables. He was tooking on with
a bleek apd disapproving frown because, as 1
#0F, it 13 part of nnc's education to sce the
Lasino.

He had nov spotted our dentity. Yon must
remembaer thek we were not wearing our sehool
elothes in tho vac—wo were both dressod in
cvepkng “ clobber,” like everyone else. He
cottld sce the backs of two heads in ordinary
cvening-dyeas., But if we had turoed ronod—

The next ten mingtea were Ly fay the most
thrill-packed I have yot experienced. To play
rolette under Lhe very oves of your beak = a
erand tonle for the norvea. Mephanically we
pnahed stakes on the table—we had no idea
o what we were hacking, Omce, T think, we
won again, for the money reémained on the
square until it was gathered in by a jewel-
covered old woman opposite, and all those

round the table od as thongh exgcﬂ;}a L]
to object to auch arrant rnhl:rc-ri?. it if the
money wWas ours, we know nothing abont ite--
we didpt cvoen Enovy what nmumbers we'd
backed.

Then Prout sauntered away, and o few
winates Eater, helped

Hi‘l.i_]l fng, RO
rach other out of the Casino and stapgersd
into the nearcat eafé for a strong torme.

I that wes my warst moment I think my
bieat was next term, when Pront was telling na
in class about his hothiay cxperiences, and

o
think ol Jocelvn W

friars !

Wherest  there was
taughter in the Forni—
apd pone lmuphed louder
than tho two youths in guestion.

Before ' I leave Greyfriarm 1 shall remnind
Prout of that lacident oand tell bime the Eruth.
I waut to-ece bis Face,

TALKING OF CLOTHES—

Toiking o clothes, 1| am reminded of our
picture gallery at Hilton Hall, For cieoturies
the Hiltons: eeern to bave  boen Devon sca-
dogs of the Franels Drake brand, and most of
oty portealta are of Captaln This or Admiral
That. (You won't get e
an the sea. though, | may
he o Hiton.and | 'may, bep
Devonshive man, but no sin
for me. It's thne my iogmil
had ‘& change. and I'm
IT 1)

Anyway, the tamily pr-
traits ahow a pretty collen.
tiom  of costtnes  from
carly 1800 to Great-Annd
Anpabel in Full Victorian
robes, My cousin, Captain
tlarratt, always laughs at

anceators and calls them
“Doogeld weer old
johneical ™ ut I some-
times think my cousin a2
rather o doogid oueer
johony himeell. _

Ino this little pictur

ane ri[ii:ta in showy clgthies to the other zex ¥
Hang it, the warki's gquite doll endugh at tincy
without onr mournfinl drcaes |

As o rule, mgle birds have far mom
hrlllant Pmmuﬂe thﬁ Jemales.  The sama
fa true of enimals and, tn a lesser degrae, of
tlowers. Well, then, let’s stick up for bright
clothes, [ shintl have my oext sult made in
arange brooade, | my tallor can atand the
rhock, {(Wonder what Prout would say—
unparaileled or unprecedented ?)

PLEASANT DREAMS!

Among my many quaint fdeaz 1z 2 belicf in
dreanis.  No subject camges greater argumont
thun dreams, Some say dreama are maerely Ll
stared memories of the past Hltt-in? In strangled
ghapea through the brain while the mind I8 st

: hut this | can't believe. U toll you
why 1 can't believo i,

One night, here ot schood, 1 dreamed I waa
walking towsrds my bowe in the deep dosk of
ap avtumn night along Passfeld Lane—whicl
if n sunkeu Ikn W teru-covered hanks,
iem;g;ﬂ fn& Hitgm Hall, Suddenly a bright light

bla my. e, B oturmned ook Lo he an
cloctric toreh, omd was held by a policeman
standing in the shadows. He swite ik -Erlf‘

oand sakd, * Good-night, sir | " as I passed-—Dby
which | fnmninm a eanwvict had cacaped. |
A minute later, in the narrowest and darkest
part of the lane, a car ewnng madly round the
corner with headlights gleaming.. The Hights
seomed to feap at me—1 had o scoomd s-vigion
of apinning wheels, and then all waa blank., 1
woke, shivering. s
It was not Bwo munths later that the Lhing
actuzlly heppored—at least, the first part. In
that very spot fn the lane the paiceman shone
hiz torch at me and wizhed

me. " Good-night, siel"™
Bnt 4 dkin't paes on.

* Look -out, thera's a
car coming | " 1 muttered.
And. In five minutes i
CATIE—3 lige car—ani
drew -up  beside us whth
prinding brakes,

Qneer  things, dreama;

"'.-'E::l'y c;lu-::t.p. s polleemmnn
LAl had  wonderfolly
heen ears to hecar a car u
mille away.

*1 didn't hear i, I
dreamed it,"" was mi,r'h:' ]y,
Ent he merely choekled
indulgently, and agaln sabl,
* GQood-night 1 ™

If & dreamed that
night at sehool, 1 wonder

I've drawn vyou ¢an it 1 =hould be writing this
e Captain Joeelyn Rilton (1655, with page nowd Well, that’s the lobl Qnl-
in Garratt (1939}, and I really dow't bye, all, and—pteasant dreamia |

muchr funnler - than
the modern captain do you?

You know, | don't see any reuson why men
ahould now have to dress in dull eolours and
plafy auita. Until one hundred vears or 0 ago
f man coukl wear ;J].lllll-tﬁimlﬁ'li velvet, or

ink or silver or bott c-fvrcen, atd sport rinffles,
cg, and fine lnen. hy have we resiened

Qur contributor for next week Is

PERCY BOLSOVER
{Major).

= = -, — A sloocf, | e Dreaks away and joins in
f-o M5 Prokase Tt his Aaendd, Eﬂh;;‘ and ecricket  with
L v * Sricd RE, undell, bui Price Eeeps
A JJ@M?jiﬂmrnmij’ him  pretty well amder his
: g% ﬁm‘f’ @+ | wing, for Hilton has plenty
Iy | jLind caest el | of casi.  His home, Hilton
(¥ v, HES qai ot grec 4-";@;3 all, fs in Devonshire, within
7 b= Becasse &t port| IENE of the great conviet
izl ¥ _,m prison of Blackmoor. (Henece
g ’ 70 cloor | this  cartomm.)  Cedric  is
B For nia by Troendy, rather a  dandy, but  has
% . plenty of sonse and la, in the
i " main, a very gpood-lomonrod

M_ fellow.

W 1\

veep down, there are the
mukings o @ real  good
telw in ilton of the Fotl,
MaL ne 13 0o much swayeu
F uy his stulymate Price, amog
H he goea on following the
cod ol the Fliith he will cng
in bad trouble. Sometimes

" {Cartoen by H SKINNER)




THE MYSTERIOUS MARAUDER has prowled his last. It only remains for Jack Drake, Furrers
rascal’s wrists 1

DRAKE GETS His thnll

Locke’s clever boy assistant, to elick the handouffs on the

By FRANK R
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“ Crocker ! ** exclaimed the headmaster of Greyiriars, as Jack Drake whipped the muffler from

the rascal’s face.

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
First Of April !

e LUM cako——"
“ Yos—with

top {3
“Hounds nige!™

“Terrifically nice 1

“Quelch has gone out, tool What &
chance I sighed Bob Cherry.

Billv Bunter, the fat ornament of the
Bemove picked wp his plump ears,
Jiunter was interes

The mention of a doughont, or even a
single, solitary bullseye would have
interested Billy Bunter.

Much more, therefere, was he inter-
ested In & plum cake, "with MATrZIpAN
on top. Bunter liked plom cakel He
loved marzipan! If there was a plum
cake, with marzipan on top, somewhere
i the efing, Billy Bunter wanted to
establish contact with the same.

It was & sunny afterncon, the first
tday of the mﬂrr;}" month of April, If
was ‘also a half-holiday at Greviriars
dchool.  No doubt for these reasons
Harry Wharton & Co. were feelin
merry and bright. Certainly they ha
cheery, smniling faces as they talked in
a group in the old guad

They did not look mnnd when Billy
Bunter rolled up. y did not seom
to ohserve that the, f-El:t- Owl of the
Temove was lending a podgy ear to the
conversation, Bunter, as a maiter of
fact, was ]-:-,ndm%hm podgy ears—both
on the strain]  Bunter wanted to hear
more  about thag
marzipan o Lop.

marzipan on

plum cake with

(Copyright in the Tnited States of America.

““ You, the prowler-—you, who was expeiled

ago for pilfering! Youl'™

#Yon know those ten-bob eakes from
Chunkloy's—" went on Bah.
“Don't wet™ agreed Harry Wharton,
“The nicefulness of those ten-bob
cakes i3 torrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh. “*But the
esteemed and venerable Quelch is not
fond of even such terrifically nice
cakea” ]
“Can't be going to oot itl1" sand
dJdohnny Bull,
“No—I1

“Hardly ! grinned DBob.

P P PP P PP PP PP Pl PPy

Super 35,000-word School
and Detective Thriller, featur-
ing HARRY WHARTON &
CO., of GREYFRIARS, and
JACK DRAKE, the Boy 'Tec.

-:'!cm t. think l%i.lﬂlnh is likely to cat that
caka| Bat has a kid relation he
bﬂt‘ida things to sometimes, you know.™

“And he's gofic out?” asked Frank
Nugent.

“Oh, yes! I've just been to his study
to take in my linest Of course, I saw
what was on the table.”

“Well, don't let Bunter hear about
i1 gaid Harry W hartnn lnug‘hmf
“Ha wonld head for Quelch’s study li
o shof [

Billy Bunter grinned.

from this school twenty years

e hoad heard enoughl

Bunter _had been approaching ihe
Famgus Five, with the intontion of
mentioning the sad cirenmstance that a
postal orden, which he had been expect-
ing, not yet arrived, and en-
deavouring to touch some member of the
Co. far a bob to sce him over s stony
periad,

Now, instead of carrying out that
purpose, tha Owl of the Remove
revolved on his axis and headed for the
House.

Then the Famous Five appeared to
become awara of his fat existenca; for
they looked round at & podgy baok and
emile udibly.

“Ta that fat fsh hooked?" pgrinned
Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 wonder,” wont an Bob thought-
fully, *“whether Bunter fancied, from
what we wore saying, that there’s &
plum cake on tho tablo in Quelch's
atudy 1"

“1 wonder " chortled Johnny Bull.

“We certainly never said so 1 argued
Bob., I said I saw, what was on the
tabla. 8o I did—a pile of papers and
a Greck lexicon.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“All the sameo, I think DBunter musk
have got the idea into his head,” said

Bob. “I can’t help suspecting that he's
headi for our dear KForm-master's
study thia bleased minutel I dare say

he will remember that it's the First of
April when he gets therel”
Tae Macwer Lasiany.—No. 1,685,
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“Ha, hiy, ha 1" reared the Co.

Billy Bunter, st the moment, did not
remember that it was the First of April.
His fpt thomghts were concentrated om
s phim ecake with marzipan on top.
Nobody, certainly, had actually said
that there was such an article in the
study of Mr. Quelch, the master of tha
Remove.  But from the remarks he
had heard, Billy Bunter cortainly
dedugad that there was! 1

His oyes gleamed bebind his spee-
tacles, and his extensive mouth fairly
watered as he rolled into the Houso
and headed for his Form-master's study.

That plum cake—Bunter had no
deubt—was on Quelch’s (able. And
Quelch had gone out! What could have
been more fortunate? .

It was known that Quelch sometimes
sent sych thinga to a kid relation
domewhere or other, On this oceasion
that kid relation was booked to go
cake-less! Bunter was not bothering
about Quelch's kid relations | Bunter's
fat thoughts, as usual, were centred on
wW. . Bunter.

Bagging & cake from a Form-master’s
study was rather 'a risky business
Even Bunter, who would bag anything
eutable from anywhere, would have
hositated had Mr. Quelch been any-
where about. But Quelch had gone out
—so that was all right! Quelch would
never know who had had that cake!
Bunter was not going to leave any
evidencel Not a plum, nor & crumb,
nor 8 spot of marzipan, was going to
reinain as cevidence L

Hea rolled into Masters’ Passage. He
reached hizs Form-mastey’'s door. He
blinked cautiously np and down the pas-
sage. Then he opened the door and
mﬁzd in, and shut it behind him.

That cake—if any—was at his mercy
“ﬂ-“"! - ] 4

With eapger eyes hehind his big spec-
{acles, Bunter rolled across to the study

table. He blinked at that table! He
stared at it! He beheld s pile of
papers.  He beheld o Greck lexicon.

He beheld an inkstand, Ho hehald a

nﬂzndar. But he did not hehold a plum
cake | ,

“Where the thump—"" gasped
Bunter.

He blinked round tho study., Bob
Cherry had described a plum cako with
marzipan on top | He had said that ho
had seen what was on the table. What
could be clearer? Yet no cake was
visibla! Whero was that calia?

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ bawled a
voice at tho window.

Bunter spun round. _ .

The window was wide open, lettin
in the fresh brecze and sunilght 0
April. Five faces looked in; a grin-
ning row over the broad stone sith

“Oh ™" ﬁﬁspad Bunter. “I say, you
fellows, where's that cake?”

“ Looking for anything " asked Bob,

“Yes—that colg—""

“What cake?”

“Oh, really, Cherry! Look here, I
heard what yvou fellows were ﬂa:.rmf in
the quad. I—I eame hero to—io lock
at that cake! I'm not going to toudh
it, of eoursal 1 hope I'm not the
fellow to snaflo a cake! But—but
where is 181"

“Ha, he, ha!” _

“ Blessed if I seca anything to eacklo
ot 1" roared Bunter. “lLook here, I
can't hang sbout in o beak’s study.
Where's that cake?”

“"Looked on the tablei”

“Yes: it min't there.”

“Looked on the calendar?”

“Fh? What's the good of looking
on_the calendar? The cako ain't on

Tne Maorer LiBRARY.—XNo. 1,020,
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the calendar, you =silly aszs!  Wharrer
you mean

“Look on it, all the samo i elimellod

Bob., “Then you'll kpow what I
mearr, old fat man ¥

“Ha, ha, hal” ‘

And the Famous TFive, chortling,

strolled away from the =tody window
—leaving Bunter to ldok at tho
calendar |

The perplexed faot Owl torned. to the
table agoin. He looked nt the calendar.
It was one of those calendars fuomn
which a leaf is torn daily, leaving tho
due data on view. Bunter looked at

it. Ho blinked ot it! And he saw:
“APRIL L™

Then, at long last, the fat Owl
understood.

“0Ohl” gasped Bunter, " Hceastsl"
First of April! Swabs] There—thero
ain't any cake! Rotters! Cads)
Beasts! 0Oh log* Y

Billy Bunter rolled to the window,
He shook a fet fist affer five hends in
the distance.

“Beasts 1" hoe xroared. ]

“Ha, ha, ha!” came floaiing back.
“Tirst of April, old fat man!”

“¥ah! DBeasts!”

Breathing fut_‘g Bunter rolled across
to the door. There was 8 sound of
the floor ecreaking im the passage
under an eclephantine tread. M
Prout, the master of the Fifth, was

assing. And Buonter, still breathing
ury, waited for Old Pompons to get
clear before he ventured to emerge from
Mr. Quelch’s study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Who Was The April Fool 2

ié UCK 1"
“YVps, Bmithy !
“Looking for you, old
bean."

James Duck, the new fellow in ila
Greyiriars Remove, was leaning on one
of the old elms, his hands in his pockets,
surveying the quad mildly through bis
steel-rimmoed glasses.

Quite o little crowd of Remove fellows
were bearing down on him, headed by
Horbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars. Most of them were

rinning. But there was no suspicion
in the mild pglanco that James Duclk

ave them., gerhapa he, like Bunter,
ad forgotten that it was ihe first of
April | o

Smithy had n box in his band. It
was o small cardboard Lox, neatly tied
with a ribben. It boro the in:eeg::rplmn
“Aeid Drops,” and had ovidently
heen obtained at the tuckshop. A label
was atteched to ik, On thoe label was
written, ¥ With Best Wishes From—"
a blank being left for a name to be

addad,
1 birthdag

“Thit's =&
explamed Smithy.

“Thank you so mach!” said Duck.
“Tt 15 not my birthday, Smithy, hut I
am very much obliged to you, all the
saina——" _

“Not for yom, you ass Smithy
jerked the box back., “It's a birthday
present for Hacker 17 .

“It's Hacker's birthday, rou know!”
snid Skinner. )

“I didn't know !" said Duck simply.

“Well; you know now | raid Vernon-
Smith., “Wea've gﬁnt s littlo present for
1iacker, being his birthday, see®™

Whether it was tho birthday of My,
Iloraen Hacker, the master of tha Shell,
Smithy really. did not know, Iaeker,
natarally, had a birthday cevery yeax

prezent 1

!:1

ke oiber peopte; so there was in fael
ang ehanee in three hundred and sixty-
flve that the first of April was Hacker's
tirthday. . .

But whetlier it was Hacker’s bhirthdey
1:- -:g?i, it wns undonbtedly the fircst of
Anril,

ikowise, il waa a fact that Mr.
Hecker, who was an extremely tart
tempered  genileman, was  generally
called the Acid Drop.

acker wns aware of that cireum-
stanee, and cxtremely annoyed by it
''lio mero casual mention of acid drops,
by & fellow passing him in tho quad,
was enough to make Hacker glare.

It was probable that the present of
a box of acid drops would make IHacker
Jdo  something wmere emphatio  than
plaral

“T gee 1™ assented James Duek,

“Well, look heve, we've going down
fo the footer,” ocxplained Broithy.
“Will you ent in and leave ithiz
Hacker'a stndy for him? He's gono ows
with Queleh, and we want lum to find
it there when he comes in™

“Hacker's fond of acid dvops, xyou

know I" gnid -Bkimner,

“How wvery thoughifnl of yon,
Smitthy 1" bleated James Duck. "I am
suro that Mr Hacleer will be very, very
pleased.™

“Pleased as Puneh " soid Bmiiby.
“Leave 1t ont his table; and by the
way, lill in your namo on tho label,
You econ use Hacker’s pen. Then he
will know that it comes from ihe
Remove, sec "

A dozen fellows looked at James Duck
ahnast breathlessly, as Bmithy said that.

Smithy had no doubt that James was
fool enongh for anything—hwt soma of
the f{ellows wondered whether aven the
duffer of the Remove was dulfer enovgh
o fall for this. _

“1 gec!” assented Duek inmaocenily,
“1 suppose any fellow’s namea would do,
=0 long as it’'s a Remova name."”

“Exaetly 1 gasped Smithy,

Skinner  gnegled. Bnoap neayly
riploded.. Bolsover major erammed ks
handkerchief into his mouth, to keep
barde o yell. Other fellows turned iheir
facos away. Their emotions were almos
too- much for them, :

What wonld happen when ihe Acid
Deop came in and found that box af
acid draps on his study table, with {ha
inseviption on it “*With best wishes from
Jamez Dueck * they renlly did not know,
But they knew that it would be some.
thing- in the nature of o voleani
cruption. Whether it was Ilachker's
birthday or not, that peculiay presenr
was certain {0 make Hacker po . olf ac
tho deep end.

Whether Hacker wonld secize  the
nearest eane and go in search of James
Dueck ; or whother he would gral Janes
and march him of to Queleh was
sneertain, What was quite cortaim wis
ihat the follow whose name was on thas
box of acid drops would be booked foi
a hectio time.

But James seemed fo have no sus
picion. Ile took the box from Smithy's
hla.mi and detached himself from b
elm.

“Get on with it, old bean !™ gaspuedl
ihe Bounder, ]

“F will go at once, Smithy 1" Lleaio|
Duok, and he ambled off to ilio Housze,
with the box in his hand,

“Oh erumbs 1 gasped Bkinner, as e
waonk,

00 seresors V7 purgled ITazeldenn.

“Oh, my hat! Is he really lool
enough to ]m:nd peid drops on the Acid
Drop, and stick his name on the hox 1™
broathed Snoop. :

“Ten't he fool enongh for anything 7
geleod Smithy,
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“Ha, ha, hal”
“This sure iz the bee's knee!”
frinned Fisher T. Fish, “I'll tell a
man, this is the opossum’s eyelids.™
“The asg—"
#Tho fathead=———"
" Hacker will scalp him———"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came & cheery
roar. * What's the jolly old joke?™
The I'amous Five, sauntering ewaoy
fromn Quelch’s etudy window, came on
the bappy group, and stopped to learn
what the merriment was about. James
Duck had disappeared into the House,
Ei;i: It's one E;.n h?ﬂu-:-.kl" i uhuﬂkl;d
nner, * Bmithy's 1 the
First of April,

blithering idiot's leg.
you know."

“ But what's the joke?"” asked Harre
Wharton. Wharton knew, if no other
Remove follow did, that tho duffer of
the Remove was not the duffer he
looked.

Five or six voices ecxplained.

“0Oh  crumbs!” _ ejaculated Bob
Cherry.  “Even Duck st idiot
enougn—"

B ';.lE"fE]l that chump o
ull.

“Isn't he?™ chuckled the Bounder,

“He's gone to do it! I wonder what

Hacker will do to him when he comes

in end finds that presentf®

“Ha, ha, hai” ;

“It's rather roiten, on a benighted
aea like Duek 1 said Frank Nugent.
“Not much of a joke _:;utting a fellow
into & row with a beak.™

“Think not " said
ehrugging his shouldors.

“Hnacker will be as mad a3 o
hotier 1" said Johnny Bull, “He will
toke the skin off Duck, or rag Quelch
intoe_doing it." .

“To him good [ said the Bounder.
“Tlo's comes hero to learn, hasn't ket
Well, ho's learning 1"

“He'll loarn all right when Hacke=
gets on his trail!” chortled Skinne-.
“Jevver hear of such an asst”

said Johnor

Smithy.
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1 say, any more eggs ? ** asked Bunter anxlously. * No, that’s the lot, fathead !
’ only six here [ ** sald the fat Removite, :

“Hardly gver!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hero ho
Hazoldene,

James Duck resppearcd from the
Flouse. He cama out withont the box.
Fividently hio had landed it in Hackeor's
study, as requested.

The crowd of juniors stared at him,
with grinning faces,

He ecame over to the group, his

and mild as

sheepish faco as meak
ever, and quite devoid of suspicion.

“Done it1"” gurgled Skinner.

H0h, yesl have. left the box on
Mr. Hacker’s table!” bleated Duck,
' He will seo it at once when he comes
in.'

“You didn’'t forget the labell”
E‘Smﬂh}r wanted to make guite sure of
na

“0b, no, I did not forget the label,
Boithy 17 snid Duock. "1 was very
careful to write a2 Remove fellow’s
namo on the label, so that Mr, Hacker
would know that a nice present of acid
drops, that he is so fond of, came from
the move. Yon said an SMove
fellow's name would do, dido't you?™

“Yos, thot's all right.”

“T am suro Mr., Hacker will bo vory
pieased with you, Smithy—"

“With mo?™ repeated the Bounder,
with a stare,

“Vos, ns I wrote your name en tho
Iabel ”

*Wha-a-t 2"

“As the present really camo from
vou, Smithy, and a8 vyou said &any
Remove fellow’'s name would do, I
thought I had beiter write your namo
on the label,” bleated Duck.

“Mum-mum-my = name l” stuttered
the Bounder, You blithering idiot,
vou've written my name on thet label |
Oh gad ¥

“Smithy's name 1" shrieked Bkinner.

0L erumbs ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

Herbort Vernon-8mith

comes 1"  murmured

stood as if

/
A
ut there’s

rooted, staring at the duffer of the
Bemove. He scemed duombfounded.
The other fellows yelled.

“Ha, ka, he!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Your name, Smithy ! Hacker will be
nfter you to thank that
present.”

“Ha, bhe;, Linl™

“*You—vou idiot=—you—yon chump—
Fou—Fou—you " gosped Bmithy.
~James  Duck  blinked  round
innocently.

“Have I done anyilung wrong ' he
asked. “I thought it was best to write
Smithy's name, 23 the present really
came from him—"

“Ha, ha, ha " yolled the juniors.

“0Oh, ray hat!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Who's tho April fool, Bmithy "

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Vernon-8mith made s sudden rush

* answerted Bob Cherry. *¢

“ Aln’t you fellows going to have any, then ¢ *

vou for

out of the crowd, The juniors yelled
i:ta ho went. Hmithy had no lime to
[ul:

If Hacker, when he come in, found
that box of scid drops on his siudy table
the label thereon was not going to read
“With best wishes from Jomes Duck ”
—it was going to read “With best
wishes from Vernon-Smith " ! Nﬂthinﬁ
would happen to Duck. Much woul
heppen to Smithy ! There was only one
thought in the Bounder's mind—to got
that  birthday present away from
Hacker's study before the Acid Drop
came in from his walk,

Smithy sprinted !

Ho had to qe:t that Lirthday present
awav, and ho had to get 1t away quick,
Ha fairly few. A howl of laughter
followed %im as Ire shot away.

Duck blinked after bhim in mild
Bl.ll'p['iﬂﬂ.

What i3 the matter with Smithy ™
ho asked. “Ho seems excited about
something. Is anything the matter

But nobody answered Ducl. Swmithy,

Tre MaogNer Liprany.—No. 1,625,
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oing
eavig
laughter,

strong, vanichoed into the House,
the Removites rocking with

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Quite Surprising !

UZZ 1
Billy Dunter grabhed
receiver at the fivst tinkle.
It was fearfully annoying to

tho

Bunter. i
Bunter did not want to be spotted in
hiz Form-master's stady, where he hod
no businegsz, Fellows were not allowed
in beak's studies unless sent  for
Having waited for Prout’s elephantine

tread to die away, the Owl of the
Renrove had been about to emerge when
there was again a sound of footsteps

outside the study.

Had he been aware that they were
the footsteps of James Duck, carrying a
box of acid drops to the Acid Drop's
study, it would have been all right.
But Bunter, of course, could not see
through an oak door, oven with the aid
of his big spectacles. 3

To Buunter they wero just footsteps,
and he was vory careful not to open the
door. And then the telephone bell rang.

Bunter  stopped it fast  enouzh.
Queleh was out, bubk gsomebody would
come to take the call if tho bell went
on buzzing—Prout very likely, ss he
was in the offing, That bugz was shut
off very quickly.

“ Beast I murmured Buntor,

Ho alluded to the unknown perzon
who rung up on Mr. Quelch’s telephone.
Who it was he did not know or care:
but whoever it was he was a Dbeast—for
was he not disturbing the fat comfort
and sercnity of W, . Bunter?

It was no use puiling the roceiver
back; the pell would have runz agein,

THE MAGNET

bringing semebody there before Bunter
had time to clear. The only rocsource
u.;s to take the call and shut the beast
[431 %

“Mr. Queleh?” ecame an inquiritg
volce—a  clear, incisive, but  rather
pleasant voice—as the fat Owl clapped
the receiver to a [at ear. *Is that My
Quelch, pleasei”

The voice sounded rather familiar to
Bunter. He was sure that he had heard
it before somewhere, though probably a
long time ago, for he could not recall
whoze 1b was.

But whosa 1t was did nfiof matier so
long as Bunter chut the beast off ! 'Thag
was ecasy enough by answering as Mr,
Guelch, saying ho was busy with
examination papers and cutting off | Bo
Bunter was about io pgrunt “Yes
into the transmitior when he checked
himself.

He did not stop because the stote-
ment wasn't trae.  Clonsiderations liko
that never stopped Bunter! He stopued
because it occurred to him that the man
ut the other end might know Quelch’s
voice—in which case, ho was not likely
to mistake Dunter’s for it.

But that was s difficulty casily dealt
with. DBunter coughed into the trans-
mitter (0 begin with, Thon he snorted,
This was 1o indicate that Mr. Quelch
had & cold, which would aceount for a
difference in the wolece. Then he
grunted in his huskiest tones:

“VYes; Mr. Quelch speaking. Sorry
I've mo time to speak now—fearfuily
busy with examination papora™

And BDunter replaced the receiver.,

Heaving dealt with the caller in that
masterly manner, thp fat Owl rolled
aeross 1o the door again. He reached 3t
in time fo hear footsteps oncoe morel
_ This time, had Bunter only known it
i+ was Jdames Duck " rovivning after
landing the box of acid diops In the

WHO IS HE ?

Who is e mys-
terious  cracksman
working near and
arovnd Greyiriars P
It is a problem that has got the police
guessing.  But what the cracksman
dacsn't know {8 that Mr. Stecle, the
master from Seotland Yard, is close
on his trail, and #1 has & sensational
outceme for Greyiciarzs, Read and
enjoy this thrill-packed  story of
Haorry Wharton & Co,
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Acid Drop’s study!  Unhappily une
aware of that, Bunter ramained where
hee was, breathing wrath,

The foslsteps gjad awWaYy.
buzz !

It wes that boastly telephone again.
Bunter sprang at it almost like & fizer
and-fairly wrenched tho recciver off.

“Mr. Quelely," came that clear vailce,
“I am sorry—truly sorry—to inlerrunt
you if you are busy, as I have no donbt
you arc. But I feel sure that you will
excuse me when I explain—-="

Billy Dunter glared at the tolephone,
Ho came near telling the man at the
other end what he really thought of
him! However, he remembered thas
he was, for the moment, Mr. Queleh,
and that Mr, Quelch had a cold, anl

o wheezed buskily into the mouih.
pleeo

* Another timoe—I am very busy now
—1I have a number of lettors {o write--

ICAD, Evme  examination papevs,
Good-bye 1"

He cut off again. Onee more he
rolled to the door.

There he listened with holla fab cara.
If only the coast were clear ho could
dodge from that study and cut befors
that cbslinate, persistent beast vang up
again,

Hurried footsteps in the passezo fell
on his fot cars. Bunter, of course, could
not guess that they wera Bimithy's as
the Bounder hurried to Hacker's study
to rotrieve that birthday present Lefore
it was too late| They were, as before,
just footsteps, and they kept him a
urisoner in Quelel’s study.

Buzzzz |

It was that beast again at the tele-
nhong! OF ell the beasts that had evoer
heeir beastly this was the most per-
sistent beast Bunter had aver heard of.

1io breathed hard and he breathed
deep as he jumped ab the telephone gndd
onca more hooked off the recerver.

* Lol here——"" ho hooted.

“1 mmst apologise, Mr. Queleh, hut
really the matter 1a urgent,” cames tho
clear wvoice, "1 thought you wonlkd
Lnow my voice, hut apparently you ave
ungware that it is Ferrers Locko
speaking.”

Bunter jumped.

He Lkoew now why the voice had
wounded fumiliar. He had scen Feorrers
Vacke, the famous detective of Baker
Htrect, more than once. Ferrers Locko
was a velative of Dr. Locke, the head-
praster of Greyiriars.

“Oh P pazped Bunter.

e wondered what on ecarth the
Baker Sireet detective could have to
fay to Queleh, the Remeove master, Ho
gt hrave run? up Dr. Locke, as a
vefative, but he had pothing to Jdo with
Qunleh, 30 far o3 Bunter Kuew.

“1 regret very much troubling sorw,
A, Quelch,” went on Forrers Locka
froca the Baker Strect end, “bat as it
13 @ half-holiday ot tho school I should
very much like to spesk to Drake,”

Bunler could only stare.

Ifo know the namo of Duvake, «of
course.  Jack Drake had been in the
ErreyEviars Remove, and all the fellovs
kuew hun, Ho had left and joined il
stalf of Ferrers Locke, in Loodon.
Evorybody knew that the formes
Roemove boy was beéing trained as o
dotective by Ferrers Locke. But—from
whot Locke said—he scemed to think
that Drake was still at Groviviars,
which, to DBilly DBunter, was incomt-
prehensible,

“Are vou there, Mr. Quelch?” came
tho voiee, as Bunter stared bLlonkly ac
th telophone instead of replying.

*Yes!  Grooghl” added DBunder
iastily, remembering that he had fo
have a cold. “U;‘fh! Yes! QOoooghl''
L am sorry to hear that yoo have a

And 1hen-—



eeld, MMe Queleh. So many Eaur.&& now
Liove a spob of influenza

HUrrerk! Yesl Horridl Gorrgh!”
gurjgle Punter. “Did vou say Droke?
He's not bare now 177 :

Eeally, Baunter
Licclke to know that withont bein
2ili, a= he didr't scem to know,
rolde hira.

“h! FHas ho gone oubi™ nshked
Tocke's voice. It had a disappointed
tere, o doubt, on a half-holiday, X
ar really sorry to bother vou siv; but,
zs yon know, I am a very busy man—
1 have only just returned te T.ondon

expected  Ferrers
tald.

unfcr

niter & rather long absence, and
should have been plad to speak to
Drake. No discovery has been made

vet, I preseme, or 1 should bhave
receivod o report from Drakoi”

“Oh, no!" gasped  Bunter,
vrderstood this less than ever,

Vor soma reason, far boyond Bunter's
comprehenzior, Ferrers Locke seemed
to suppose ihat Jack Drake was at
{Uireyfrinrs Bchool, and wos expeoted o
wnnke some discovery thore!

It was very puzeling, and it was get-
ting rather inmreslin_f,r to a fat Owl who
toak o deep and abidiog interest in tho
affairs of others.

“I had hardly expecied Draka to bo
coecipied so long in such o matter, Mr.
Queleh, I shall not, of courae, think of
recalling him until he has completod
his task, though I admit that I should
ka glad of his assistatce in the task I
have now in  hand—searching for
Foapers Uropl, the cscapod convict of

Highmoor,™
I Bunter. “Yos!
added thouglhtinlly.

Iio

SR gasped
Girooogh ! ho
“Oooogh 1™

“I am afraid you have 8 very bad
cald, Mr. t%ll'l:"-ll',!h——”

“Wurrggh 1 TUrrgh 1"

“8c 'I will sot cocupy your time
further. With your permission, I will
ring up again on  Monday-—after
classes, of ecourse. It would hardly
be judicions for a boy of your Form
to be called away n]ringi class to
answer the tolophone, in tho eircum-
stances. Can speak to Drake on
Monday "

This made Bonter feel almost dizzy.

Wot only did Ferrors Locke scem to
fancy that Joack Yirake was at Groy-
friars, but he seomed to faney that he
was still in Mr. Quelchi’s Form there—
a scheolboy as of old. It was renlly

astoundig.
“Clan you henr me, Mr. Quelch "
“Oh, Urrgh! Yea!"  pasped
DBunter.

“T ain BOFEY ﬁc-u have sich & bad
eold, Mr. Quelch, One word more—
apart from Drake having as yet made
no discovery—l presamo that matters
Aare  goitp o 1n 4 gatisfactory

mannar " )
Urrgh! Yes! Quite!™

“Oh |

“I had ro doubt that he would
sicceed in disgeising his identity, well
known a3 he 18 to the other Romove
boys,” said Ferrers Locke. “I think
I can punrontes that ne hoy in your
Form, Mr. Quelch, has any idea that
he has ever seen James Duck beforas,”

Bunter nearly dropped the receiver.

“Dick 1" he gasped. hi"

#If wou bhave gnything to tell me,
Mre. Queleh—"

T [}h, I'H}!?

“Then, with your permission, I will
ring up azain aot, say, Gve o'clock on
Monday.”

“0Oh, yes—do!"” gurgled Bunter.

Ho did oot care & boiled bean when
Yerrers Locke rong up again, so long
88 ho rang off now,

“Thark you, Mr. Quelchl Cand-
hj'ﬂ' :‘H-
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U"]E-g-gand-byn * pureled the amazod
wl,

Ho roplaced the recciver at last
He stood blinking et the tolephone.
Fis fat brain was gquite dizzy with
astonishment. Ho could not make
ead or tail of what Forrors Locke
hnél said, .

till, the beast was dono with now,
and that was the chief thing. Tho
telephone bell had coased from troub-
bing, and tho wenry Owl was at rest
Ile rolled across to the deor again,

ITo listencd. 'This {ime there wos
silence, and be caviionsly opened the
door. g

The passage was clear, and Dilly
Funter, at long last, ﬂmni:i'ni_]:r rolled
aut of his Forin-maoster's study.

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
One For His Nob!

'] AT raseal—"  said Al
Oueleh.
" gnid Mr.

“Thot rogue!
IMacker.

Guelel, master of the Remove, and
Hacker, master of tho Shell, wero not
always in agecement.  They wero not
often in agreement. Dut on tha pre-
sent ooeasion it was u casd of two
sonls with bni a single thought; two
hearts that beat a3 ane,  They wero
i1 complete agrecment that Randolph

e e P i i it i B e e (P i e P

PLEASE NOTE!

Owing to the Easter Holi-
days, the next issue of the
MAGNET will be on sale
THURSDAY, April 6th.

Crocker, old bor of Grexinars School,

was 0 ropue awd o rascal !

The iwo masiera wers roturning
from their walk, They were passing
the corner of Frardale Lane, whera
lay the old Abbot's Spinney. And
they pauvsed, to bestow disfovouring
stares on o sign on fho spinnoey fence,

which announced, o all whom it
might  concern, that  Randolph
Clrockor, formerly of  Greviriars
School, was prepared to mend boots
and shoes with promptness and
dispatch.

hiat sign had been up for weeks—
over since thag disreputable old bor
lind hired the hut on the spinney from
the estate agent at Courtheld, snd
set np there—not assuredly to mend
boots and shoes, but to annoy and
persecute the headmaster who Lhad ex-
pelled him twenty vears ago.

From tho gate ran a muddy path
to the wooden hLmg, buili on the site
of tho ancient abbot’s cell that had
once stood in the spinner. In the
open doorway of that hut sat a man
a6t o bereh,

I'ew would Lave guesied him to be
an old boy of Greviriars on Lis looke,

ITiz hard foco was adorned by a
large, bushy, strapggling, untvinmed
monstache, wineh  almiost  hid  his
mouth. Ilis chin was blue from lack
of shaving. ITo was dressed in a
dingy sult of overalls, with an old
Lat oo his licad.

o had a boot in Lis hand, and
nnother lay on e Lbeneh at Lis elbow.
FBut he was not at work, DNMobodr
had ever scen Landolph Croclker at
worlk. Dut when be was not at the

7

Cross Keys in Friardale, or at the
Three Fishers up the river, or at the
degs or the races, Croeker was
genorally to be seen sitting at thar
bench, meking & show of working =t
his pretended trade. Villagers some-
times gathered to stare at him.

I'or many miles round, the chief
topio of local gossip whs that old box
of Greyiriars, who had set up o3 s
cobbler in sight of the gates of his
old school,

Evervbods round abont Lnew that
lhie bod been oxpolled from Greviriars
many years apo. All ihe school Lknew
that he had been sacked for pinching.

But Crocker did not scemn to mind.

He secmed (o like to mpke himself
na conspicuows as possible, ond to
want all the conntryside to know thar
Sportsman Crocker, once of Grexiriars
Bchiool, was thero.

Ho glanced out as the two maostors
pauscd ab the gate, and prinned. Ho
ﬁm up from tho bepel, and waved 1he

oot at them.

“Any booiz and shoes fo mond ™
Le called ont.

hir. Quelch glanced at him, but did
not deign to reply.

“0h 1™ ejacnlated My, Hacker.
“Thero is tﬂu———the ruffinn! Perhops
we had better walk on, Queleh.”

Hacker did mot like the Sportsman’s
loolks,

Crocker stepped ont of the doorway
of the hnt. It wos more than likely
that he was bored, and readr for n
row to reliove the monotony., FHr was
well known fo bo alwars rvipo for o
shindy.

“Come, Quelch!” murmured Ilacker.

Hacker had a vivid and unpleasant
recollection of an occasion when he
had injudieiously stepped insido the
ewinney, and Crocker had dropped
him over the gate like o bundle of
lrones.  Tho Aecid Drvop wanted to
walk on—quickly !

GQueleh was ‘made of sterner etufl

The mere faet that Crocker was
coming down thoe path with a
threatening leor on his sinbbly face
made Queleh guite determined not to
stir o step until he chose 2o to do.

Guelch, likoe Hazker, had an un.
weasant reminiscence of that old boy.

rocler had ones pulled Quelch's
majestic noso.

That awiul action had faken Quelch
go utterly by surprize at ithe lime that
C'rocker  had ﬁ‘pt away with #, and
gone off, laughing.

It was & bitter memory to Quelch.

Ever since that occasion Mr. Quelch
had carvied a stout stick under his
arm when ba took his walks aboard.
Crocker was not likely to pull that
mijestic nose agein wilh impunity,

“Uome, come, Quelch!” murmtred
Hackoer uneasily, “That—ihat dotest-
nbla ruffian is ripe for a distarbanco.
You can egee a3 mieh—"

Henry Samuel Quoleh siood like a
rock. 'The stick under his ovm  was
ready to slip into his hand. Queleh’s
face was colmn, but ib waz grim.

“Tvery subject of King George the
Sixtl, Hacker, hias a rigld to use this
public highway,” he said. “1 shall
certainly not be deierred from exer
¢ising my vight by any low, lawless
raflian !

“Oh, nol Cerlainly not!  Dot——"

“1 -g:imll remain here.” said Quoelely,
“precisely so long as [ desire io re
mmin hove, Hacker. Yon mar please
yourself,”

Hacker proceeded fo pleaze himself.
It pleased Ilackor fo walk on fo the
echool gates only o shert  disianee
BTAY.
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In thet gatoway & munber §f fedlows
lizd colicersd, the Famons If1ve awon
them. They woro locking across, with
interest, - ab the little sceno ot the
corner of I'riardale Laone. ]

“Tlat sweep Crocker looks Like
kicking up another shindy,” vemarked
Bob Cherry. : A 2

"[‘%};ﬂﬂh iz azking for it!” grioned
the Dounder.

Mr. Ilacker passed the juniors and
woent i Mr. Quelch remained stand-
ing cxacily where e was., Randelph
Crocker came slouching down the path
fromy the lut, reached the gate in the
spinpey  feuce, and stepped out mto

tha lane.
Quelch "

“Waitine for
grinmed., .
llenvy Samuel Quelch gave him a
look of disdain and storn that ouglc
really to have wrthered Sportsman
Urocker. Dut it did not produce any
withering elfect on the impudent old
hoy, Ho pgrimned, and canw nearcr
to Quelel, who stood like s ramrod.
The juniors, watching breathlessly,
uessed Lis intention o had pulled
ueleh’s majestic boko once. He was
roing {o pull it again, ucleh

me, fie

puessed, it Jdid not seem o perburb
him. o.stood immovable.

The Sportsean made a3  sudden
crab.

“Liob him 1" gasped IHarry Wharton,
~But Crockér had not got him. As
Cracker grabbed, Mr. Quelch mado a
wiinleden hackward step. .

At ihe samo instant his hand shot
vpn with the stout stick in it.  That
~1icle  whipped through ihe air like
Lerlrining.

(vasit

Urennedy !

" Yono-hooop ! ecame a wild yell
from Sporiswan Crocker,

“IIa, ha, hia ! came g roar from the

schnal ratos,
velled DBob

“Well  Iat,
Lheerry,

“Cozh 1 goasped the Bounder.

“One for his nob!” chuckled Johnny
Dall.

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

‘That baug had landed full and fair
on Crocker’s old bowler hat.

Quelch put 2 lot of beef intg it.  And
Oueleh, though bony, packed guite a
lot of musele, as fellows whoe had
wrigeled vnder Lis cane could testify.
That hat was zmnasbed down owver
Urocler's eavs.  IF was badly damaged
—aml ta judge by ihe Sportsman’s
franfic voll, the head inside was rather
damagml, Loo.

Yhe Sportzsman slaggered back two or
thres paces, yelling, and sat down o
the pateway of the spinney, o sab
and yelled, and grabbed at the squashed
hat on his head !

e velied and grabbed, and grabled
ﬂl‘ld:};?]lcti, while the mireviriars fellows
rodlcd,

Alr. Queleh tnelked the stick under lis
arm and walked om towards the schoal.

He walked neitheor faster nor slower
thap was hiz wont, Ilis maoanner was
calm. Probably his ears were on the
alert, however, for a sound of pur-
sulng tlops behind him—and o was
veady to turn and handle that stout
stick again, if needed |

But there were no pursning sleps
[chind Gueleh.

Sportsntan {rocker, 2t the gate of
tho spiuney, staggered to his foct. o
stooil with s batlered hat in one
ianel, rubbing iz head with the other.

o did not follow Quelch! Ripe as
e was for a :hindy, that tervific cosh
on the crompet scemed all the Sports-
man watnes D, and a litile over. Clearly
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he id nop want, (lie nixture 4s bifere !
Lo stood wud stared, and glaréd, and
uttered a series of remarks, swhich for-
tunately did not reach the schoolboys
at the school rates. They were not
siiikable words for young earst
“LMurrsh '™ voared  Bob  Cherry,

“That's the =tull ta give ‘oin!
Ingral ¥

“Cherry ¥

“Oht Yes siri™

“You should 1ot shout at 1ha schoal
rates, Cherry! Take one  howdred
lines for shouting at the school gotes!”
satcd Mr. Quelch m_verr:!p_.

01 gasped Bob., Y¥'Yes, siri¥

Mr. Queleh walked in. ‘Fhere was a
faint, frosty smile on his severe fade.
That twealk of his majestic nose, wecks
ago, had been pald for—with intofest,
ITencelortly, that majestio boko. was
sulo from -2 elwiching hiand )

—_——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Suspected Man !

L OOK. here, Drake-—"
* Shut up, ass!¥ '
*Well, look here—"" said
Harry Wharton.

1t was after third school, on Monday
morning.  Harry Wharlon had come
up to Study No. 1 in the Remove for
au old footer to punt about belore
dinnor.

But he forgot tho
slepped into the study,

James Duck, the new fellow in the
Remwove, was there. It was Duck’s
stucdy, s well as Wharton's and
Nupgent’s, so there was nothing sur-
prising an bGnding him there. But his
oeeupation was a liltle surprising.

IIe was leaning out of the q.tu‘l:]]:;
wittlow, his elbows resting on the sill,
a pair of field-glasses clamped to his
vyis. The glasses were directed to
somo - spot otutside the wall of Grey-
{rinrs School. s

Wharton stared at him for & moment,
and then stepped to the window.

Duek’s field-glasses were fized on the
hiker's hut, on the spinney; it was the
quartcrs of Randolpl Crocker that he
was waleliing.

Greyiriars fellows were, of course,
considerably interesied in that old bo
—-lie was o constant topic in the school,
as well as up aud down the country-
side. But for any fellow to wateh his
Mace from a high window, with a pair
of flield-glaszes, was rather singular.
But in Harry \Wharton's mind, was a
suspicion  that eccounted for  that
singular fact. .

James Duck turned quickly from the
window, and suapped tho glasses shut,
az the captain of the Remove spoke to
i,  He was relieved when hoe saw
ihat it was Wharlon whe had come into
tho study. YWharlton already knew the
et boy's secret, and was keeping 1t

“I1f you call me Drake again, Il
jolly well punch vour head ! grunted
Joames Duck, Do you want it all
over the school that there's o detective
at UGroylriars hunting for the prowler ¥

“*Pve said nothing,” said Harry,
“tlrongl it's beasily keeping a scerct
from mwy Jriends—"

footer as  he

“You shouldu't have discovered if,
then ™
“1 couldi’t help that, fathead! But

lank here, Dralke—I mean, Duck s
“There your, go azaim P prunted Jack
Thake, He kicked the study door shut.
“1f yow Dluried (hat owt  before
LBaniep——"
“That's all right; 'm ecareful,” =aid
Ifavvy. “1Us mere than a fortnight

sineg I bowled you eut mnd nobady
knows yef.”

Harry Wharton was looking curjously
gt the new junior who wna caflsd
Jamez Dueck at Greyfriara, Qftep and
often, he had scanned the sheepish face,
with its bushy eyebrowa and steel-
rimmed glasses, since ho had, by acecl-
dent, discovered that James Duck was
Jack Drake, formerly of tho Groviriars
Remove, now assistant to Ierrers
Locke, the famous detectivo,

‘But he never found cven o flecting
resetnblance to Jack Drake in Duck's
visage. None of his friends had the
slightest snspicion that that new fellow
had ever been seen at the school before
James Duek came.

“F =aw what you were watching with
those glasses ! said Harry.

“ind you? grunted Drake.

“You were watching Grocker's hat,
on the spinney.”

“Pon't tell all Greyirnars.”

“I'm not going to,” said ITarry,
* bt—*

“DBut what?”

“Ithink I'd better speak ont 1™ said
the captain of the Remove slowly.
“"You're here for the prowler—tho
Gr&]}('f riars prowler. ¥You've been hera
weeks, and you haven’t put salt on his.
tail yet. 1 understand why now——
Up to a few days ago, everybody aup-
posed that the prowler who pilfered in
tha studies was a Greyfriars man ‘who
had gone to the bad—"

* Not everybody U prunted Drake.

“ Not yout” ssked Hsrry.

il hn!JJ

"Well. all the school supposed so—
iill Bunter saw him one night—and
gave his deseription. He was not a
tireyfriara fellow at all, bus a man;
and though he had s rag over his face,
and Bunter couldn’t sce what ho was
like. in fcatures, he saw enopgh to
prove that he did not belong to the
school.  'There's nobody here with a
big, thick, ragged moustache all over
hia mouth.”

Wharton paused,

What Bunter had scen had como as
a greab surprise to all Greyinars,
Nobody hed ever scen the mysterious
prowler, wheo had prowled the school
for woeeks and weeks, till the fat Owl
of the Ilemmove had that glimpse of
him, and it was known that tho mystery
man did oot belong to the schook

That, 1o most fclows, made the mys-
tery of the prowlor deeper.-than ever;
for, outsider as ho was now known to
be, the prowler had the run of the
school, coming and going as he chose,
and never leaving o trace behind him
of entrance or exit.

“Geo on!” eaid the schoolboy detee-
tive, with a sharp glance ot Wharton.
“What have you got 1n your mind?"

“Wo know now that the rotter who's
prowled for weeks and pinched from
the studies cotncs from outside Grey-
friars, though how he gets in and out
heats me hollow ! said Harry. “ And
now we know that—I rather think that
I know something else, Drake.”

“Well 77

“"You've been found breaking bounds
at the zpinmey—we've hooked you off
tho place once or twice.” said Harry,
“Thinking vou were a silly, simple sss,
folling inte the hands of a rotter like
Crocker, w :

“Fathead 1

“Well, you've kepb it up pretty well
that you'ro o blithering idiot, in the
Remove,” said Harry, “I know why
now, of course—it was part of your
gatne to keep it dark that we had a
deteetive here.  But—ithae ign't all—a
fow «axys ago, when Crocker was out,
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# By gum 1 » ejaculated Jack Drake, as the flag-stone In front of him'sank from his sight. e fashed the light into the
black darkness of the orifice, and there, revealed to his eyes, was the opening of an underground passage.

wo found you reoting in his place—"

“Well " grunted Drake.

“It puzzled us how you got in—as he
always locks up the hut when ho leaves
it, DBut I suppose & detective knows
how to handle a loek.”

“1 shouldn't wonder 1 said Drake,
witle @ prin,

“Well, never mind that,” said Harry.
“I.ook here, Droke! Now that we all
know that tho prowler is o man outside
Greyfriars, it seems to mo that it cx-
plains your intercst in Crecker and his
rlace”

Dirake breathed rather quickly.

“Think sot" he asked. _

“That man is s bad cgg!” =aud
Harry. *“Ho was expelled frem Grey-
friars twenty years age for pinching,
Hea's set himself up close to the school
to worry the headmaster for having
sacked him. Ho's a malicious brate, 1
know: but it's jolly gqueer that even o
malicions brute should have turned up,
after so many years, o pay off an old

rudge, Ferhaps he had another ob-
ject in setting up there—mow it's come
out that the Greyiriars prowler is o
men gutside the school.™

“ Perhops 1" murmured Drake.

“ Peopides, what does he live ont®
went on Wharton. “Ho com't have
means of hiz own, or he wouldn’t be
camping in & hiker's hut and living in
such & way. He sponds money at the
races and thoe pubs, but he jolly well
doesn’t carn seny as o cobbler—that's
all spoof and humbug. But he gets
money from somewhere™

“ Quite 1" agreed Blake,

“And he's got o hig thick, rnggﬁ-_d
reoustache  that  almost  hides i3
reouth,” added Wharton. *All that
Bunter saw of the prowler that night
vould fit him."

“Bo you've thought of that?"”

“Well, I chouldn't have, if T hadn’
LEnown that you wero a detective, and
taliine a special interest in tho man ™

&

enid Iarry., " DBub, sinco i!;} como oub
that the prowler is an outsider, and as
I know went are here to trail cfuwn the
prowler, 1 eould hardly help putting
iwo n.nci two together,”

Jack Drake nodded slowly. ;

“T'vo heen wondeving wheiher i
wonld davwn on you,” he eaid.

“Well, it Las ! said Hdarry.

“Y eee that 1t Liast™

“Then Crocker's yonr mani” azked
(ke enptain of tho Bemove,

“For the love of Mike, not a word
about it1" breathed Drake. “Yes—
you've got it right; no good beating
about the bush now: he's the man, Ile
was 0 pincher twenty years sgo al
Greviriare—and lLe's a pincher now—
he pays his way at that hut on wWhat hio
dalfera from the =iudiez in the echool
v that much all ent and dried.”

“Mhen why dJdon’t you get him?t”
nsked Harry blantly.

“It's not o cpsy as all that!™
runted Drake. “I've pot fo search
s place, ond find what I want—and,
to far, I've been besten {o it"

“ Dlessed if I know what you expeck
to fingd thore, then,” soid Harry. “[.’:l‘-yt
I suppose you'vo got something in
view."

“Tt's  harely possible I
Dirake, with a pri.

“And wvou're suro he's the mant”
psked ¥aorry., “T1 rmean, it’s not only
o suspicient T conld seo that you sus-
pec him, bu i

“Ieo's the man!”  gronted Drake.
Then he langhed, " You see, ho was
glad to get hold of a silly ass, who was
willing to back losers, He gave me a
pound change from a fiver to put four
pounds on o loser for me. That pound
note had the samo number as one that
had beon pinched from Quelcl’s study.”

“OhV" exclaimed Harry.
gee. Dut couwldr't you nail him on that
- stolen nofor”

#Nol Ilo might have said that he'd

nzacnted

got it in change—might have eaid that
he'd got it from o Greyiriars man—-it's
pretty  well suspected that he's had
tlealings with some of tho sporling men
herve; and I know for o fack that ho
has, the rascal! It was proof to mic—
Lbut not enough to go on. I've got 1o
nail him in the act!i™

“When he's prowling bere, do you
mean '

“Phat's i6 1™

“1at how thoe dickens will search-
ing his hut help wyou there” ashed
IHarry.

“0h, 1t might 1" zaid Drake vaguciy.
“Look hore, Wharton, you know moro
{than I wanted any fellow here (o know,
till tho case ended: but I can frust you
not to jaw, What Jid von come up to
ithe study for?”

“That footer,”

“Pake it and eul 1

IMarry Wharton laughed.

“ AN right [” Me picked up the icob-
ball, and went to the door, and Jack
Irake opencd the field-glasses egain,
to fix them on the hut on the spiuney.

That he was watching to sce whether

Crrocker lefe the hut, Wharton Lknow..

If ke did, no doubt the echoolboy detec-
tive was going to cut tiffin, and pay
the lmt o visit in the Bportsman’s
absence,

But what hic hoped, or expectod, fo
discover there. was guiiec p mystery to
the captain of the Demove.

Ile wont down willh tho fooler and
leftk Drake to it.

Once more the scihoolbor detective
leaned ont of thoe study window, his
¢lbows resting on tho :ill, the feld-
Eiasses clamped to hiz eyes

But Drake, it zeemed, bad no lusk
aiter his potient watching, e did no
ent tiffing and he turned wup with the
Romove that afternoon  in class
¥orrors Locke's assistaul was still wait-
inc for his chance.

Tir AlagxyT Losmanr.—No. 1,625
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THE S1XTH CHAPTER,
Ducks And Drakes !

1% UNTER 1

Bunter jumped at the sharp
voica aver his fat head |

Bunter, at the moment, was leaning—
Bunter always lecaped when there was
any visible means of support at hand—
on & buttrezs near the Hemove master's
study window. .
The 0wl of the Remove had a special
rcason  for seléecting  that Eprtmu!ar
Luttress upon which to lean his podgy
back. :

Bunter was chewing toffee, That
toffce was Bunter’s—nowl A short
time aga it bad been Herbert Vernon-
Smith’s. .

Smithy having gone to tho school
shop for supplies for tea with Redwing,
Bunter had c¢sst a glance into the
vacant study and spotted toffee there,

Buater hoped that Smithy weuld not
raiss that toffeo. Heo hoped that, if
Smithy did miss it, ho would not guess
that o fat Owl had had 1it.

But it was, a3 Bunter often said,
simply sickening the way fellows sus-
pected him 1f tuck happened to be

Missing.

B0 FEunter for strategic vcasons,
sclected that 'Euutl‘:msa close by his Form-
master's etudy window to lean on while
ho disposed of the toffes. Quelch was
in_hia study. )

The pruximity of his Form-master
did neot, as a rule, add to Bunter’s com.
fort. But on ilus occasion it spelled
safotv, If Smithy did miss that toffce,
ard 1f ho did suspect Bunter, and if he
looked for Bunter to inguire piter the
toffee, which was just hike the beast
he conld not boot Dunter right under
Quelch’s window ! It was o haven of
refuge to thoe fat Owl, until the toffee
had gone the way of all toffen .

But, as Mr. Quelch’s sharp voice
rapped  from the window, Iunter
jumped, and very nearly swallowed n
chiunk of ihe toffee that had been
Smithy’s. ;

He spun round and blinked up at the
face locking from the window.

“Qhl Yes sir! Groooogh!” gaspoed
Dunter, *I'm net cating toffce, sivl”

“What?" ; ‘

“I mean, it sin't Smithy's, sirl”

“Verpon-Smith's1” .

“Yes, sirl I mean no, sir! I mean
to say, Smithy gave it te me because—
becauso he docsn't biko toffee, sir!

“PDo you Lnow where Duck s
Buntex i

“Duck 1" stammered Bunter,

A guilty conscience needs no accuscr.
Bunter hnd fancied that Quelch was
mterested in that toffeel

Now ho realised that Quelch wasn't,
It waa for some other reason that
Quelch had looked out of the window
and called to him. It was, in fact,
beeause ho was thoe nearest fellow ot
hand.

“Find Duck at once, Dunter—"

“Oh, yeas, sirl”

“Tell himm to come to my stody at
once to take a teleplione call M

“ A-a-tut-tut-telephone call 7 pasped
Bunter. “0Oh crumhs ”

ive o'cleck had just ehimed from the
clock-tower. At five o'clock., on Mon-
day, as Bunter knew, Ferrers Locke
was to ring up, for the cxtraordinary
urpose of spraking to a fellow who
Eaﬂ left Greylriars ever so long ago.

Buuter had puzzled over that mys-
terious uatter soveral times without
being able to make head or tail of it.

That man Locke seemed to think that
Jack Drakoe was still at Groyiriars,
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though he was of all men, the man whao
ought to have known best that Jack
Drake wasn’t! o scemed to be mixing
him up, somehow, with the new fellow
Duck, which was gquite perplexing to
Buntor. L

In name, thers was a certain sini-
larity between Drake and Duck! Lhere
was no other similarity that DBunter
knaw of,

Now, it was clear, that telephone-call
had come!l Ferrers ke was on the
phone, asking for Drake! And Queleh
was sending for Duck !

“ Did—did—did you say D-dud-duck,
sir?" stammercd Bunter.

M. Quelch stared down at the fat
junior, Ho saw no reason whatover for
the goggling surprise in Bunter's fat

face,

“I id1"” ha rapped. “*Go and find
Duck at once, Bunter, and tell him to
EDW?"W my sindy to take a telephone
i1

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gpasped Buonter,

He rolled away, slipping the remnant
of Smithy’s toffee inte s pocket, out
of sight.

Ie rolled in amazement.

In some oxtraordinary way, Ferrors
Locke seemed to be mixing up Drake
with Duck ! Now Quelch secmed to be
doing the samo.

Quelch knew nething of Bunter's sur-
reptitious knewledpe of the matter
Dut Bunter knew what he knew, so to
speak,

e proceeded to lodk for James
Duck. )

He found that sheepish yvoulh under
the elms, ]

James Duck turned his steel-rimmed
rlasses on Bunter's fat face curicusly as
he rolled up., Ilo could see that the fat
Owl was excited ahdéut something,

“1 sayw, Dun‘:!:; you're  wantad 17
gasped Bunter. "I =ay, do vou kihow
o man named Ferpers Lockg i

Jack Drake had himself, as a rule,
quite under control; but at that start-
hng and unoxpected question from the
Chwl of the Remove, he fairly bounded.

“What?"” he gasped.

“He's a detective,” explained Bun-
ter, blinking at Duck. “A relation of
?I}u i‘]'::_1’131:4.{1, you know. Ever heard of
vim

“I=1 think I've heard the name!”
stammered Drake. “What on earth
arg vouw driving at, you fat a=ss?"”

“Oh, really, Duck—"*

“What do you me ou howling
chump #** l'.iisﬂne-:fi'-]:'-‘t*mlin:.'nﬂj’Il1r ’

“1 don’t sco what vou want to call
o follow names for, Duck. I'm blessed
if T can make this out!” said Buntoer.

“Mako what out, idieti*

“Well, I mean to say, vou're Duck,
not Draj:u;, aren’t . you” said Bunter,

Drake jumped again

“What ?*” he gasped.

“It beats me,”: said Bunter. * There
was & chap named Drake here once. He
was in the Remove. That was beforo
you camo. you know. DBut I dare
say vouw've heard the fellows speak of
him. He was in Oggy's study—="

“You burbling b 15131:&.:*, ﬁmt do you
knew about nim, or about TFervers
Locke " hissed Drake. His first natural
thought was that Harry Wharton had
been indiscrect and that Buntor had
heard some hint of what Wharton knew.

“That chap Drake is with Ferrers
Locke—a kwt detective, you seal”
explained Bunter. “5o far as T know,
he hasn't come back to the school. But
that man Locke scems to think that
he's here—and the funny thing is that
old Quelch sends for you. when Locke
wants to sprak to Drage—" '

“Whaa-a-t 7

“He's on the phous now,”™ said

Dunter. *Quelch told me to send you
to his study to take the call®

“Oh!"” gasped Drake.

“Fuopny, ain’t it? said the puzzled
Owl. Mind, don’t you mention to
Quelch that T know it’s Ferrors Lockae
on the phone. Queleh doean’t know that
I know—and I—I'd vather ho didn’t.
But ain't *t funny for Quelch to send
for you. Duck, when Locke wants
Drake? Can you make it out ™

Jack Drake had no difficulty in
making it out |

As Ferrers Locke was waiting on the
telophone he had no timo to waste on

Bunter. He delayed only to grab the
inuuum; by the collar and bang his
ho against the nearest elm. That was

Bunter's reward for knowing too much
—in whatever way he had come by his
knowledge.

“Yarcooh I” roared Bunter, in indig-
natwon and anguish., “ Why, you beast
—leggo—1 say, Duck—— Whooop |

Bang |

“ ¥aroocoop 1

Jack Drake eut off to the House at
a run, leaving Billy Bunter rubbing o
fat head with two fat hands, and glar-
ing after him with a glaro that almost
cracked his epectacles.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Spotted !

Y YE, ho, ha |
TLu.a_ Bunter.
Bunter cachinnated.
He was amused.

He knew! .

Billy Bunter's fat brain moved ip
mystorions ways, its woenders to per-
form.  Apy other fellow, probably,
would have guessed how the matter
stood long ago.. Really, Ferrers Locke's
remarks over the wires had left litile
doubt on the subject to an intclleet less
cbtuse than Bunver's. ]

Bunter knew now, anyhow! His fof
intelicet worked slowly, it worked
laboriously; but it did work! When a
thing was absolutely obvious Billy
Bunter could see it} :

Even Buanter could reslise that
Ferrers Locke was not likely to In_m:j
that his assistant was at Grt‘zgirmr_a
School, if his assistant wasn't. And he
had seemed to be mixing up Drake with
Duck ! - Now Duck was sent for, when
Drake was asked for! And he had
banged Bunter's head for nothm T,

rather, because Bunter had found him
out |
“ Duck—Drake | Bunter chuckled.

“Qh erikey! Making out he was a
new fellow, and sticking specs on! He
he, he! I wonder what he's hg}pjﬂr#
Ha's here, all right—Locke said s0.
Nobody knows he’s here, that's s cert!
Now they've sent for Duck to take
Drake’s call! He, he, ho 1"

Burter ¢achinnated, with great gles

He had spotted a secret !

That that sceret had been staring him
in the faco evar eines he had taken that
call on Saturday he did not realise. He
rather fattered himself on his astute-
ness in having spotted. it. )

“He, he, he! I've found him outl”
chortled Bunter. " He, he, ha!l. Ducks
and drakes—he, he, hel That's why
he had the photograph of that conviet
in his writing-case, that I saw by acci-
dent! Of course, he would, being a
detective] I wonder what he’s up to
hera? ke said he was after that
convict, Rupert Crook I wonder if
Droake's here after him? By gum, thet's
why he s vat on hall-holidays all
by himself, making out he's a school-
boy hers while he's huntine for that
convict | He, Le. be |



Bunter chortled! He felt mdre astyte
tzan ever in having guessed this one

“* Locke snid something about his not
having made a discovery yet! He, he
he| That's why he's hére! And I
jolly well know 1
_ “Hallo, hallo, hallol What's the
_E}ll}' old joke, old fot man?” asked Bob

‘herry.

Bt-hj,r on his way to the tuckshop for
eripplies for tea, epotted the fat Owl,
hubbling with glee, and stopped to
Inguire ihe cause.

Rilly Bunter gave him a grin.

“I sav, old chap, you never knew!”
be exclaimed.

“Which and what?” asked Bob.

“hat chap, Duck—— Hgo, heo, he!”

“Duck | ‘hat about that duffer?”
azked Bob, “B3milly been sending him
with any more birthday presents to the
Acid Dropt™

“ He, he, lie!
e  looks !
raken all you fellows in!

Ie ain't such a fool as
rinned Bunter. “He's
e can't tako

e 1l m owide I

“You are!” agreed Bob,  “Wider
than most, anzhow., About two yards,
isn't 1™

“(Hy, really, Cherry! I say, I'sve
found him out.” s
“He hasn't pone out! He's just

rassed me going into the House |”

“1 don't mean that. I mean I've
found him out—spotted him!” sawd
Bunter triumphantly. “I say, you'd
pever pguesa! That chap Duck ain't
Duck at all !”

“Wha-g-t 7"

“Buarprises you, oh!” asked Dunter,
grinning.

There was no doubt thet Bob Cherry
wag surprised. He stared st Bunter
Llankly, as if wondering whether the
fat 0wl had gone off his rocker.

“Duck ain't Duck #** he ropeated.

“No fear! He ain't himself ot all,”
explained Bunter, “Heo's aﬂmebaﬂ:,f
else all the timo [

“What " stuttered Bob.

“ Faney that!” gargled Dunter.

“*1 tﬁnl:t quite fancy it, Hu*k'cilyml
gono polly; or Are you trying to pull my
leg, or what " howled %-Dh.

**1I mean to say, you thought he was
him, like ﬂver}'imdy else, but ho
wasn't,” said Buntor. “I jolly well
know ikat he ain't him ot alll Ho's
qﬁutn another chap—not himeelf, at
n 1..1‘!

“0Oh erikey ™

“"You'd never have guecssed that!”
saidl Bunter,

“No” gasped Bob, I don't think
I should ever have puossed that one!
A chap is generally himself, and hardly
ever anybody elsal Hadn't you better
see & doctor

“QOh, really, Cherry—"

“Does thia ruan i1n your
Bunter "

“ Look here, I fell you I've found him
out | roared Bunter. “It waa all
through you fellows sending mo to
Queleh’s study on the First of April—
that's how 1 came to take the calll
Ducks and drakea! e, he, he! I
wonder I didn't think of it that minute,
now I come to think of it. Bul when
ueleh sent for Duck, that made it
phlaiﬂ enough, didn't it? Hp, he, hal”

Eob, staring blankly at the gigpling
fat Owl, really began to wonder
whether Bunter's brain—such as it was
—was failing him.

“Ha banged my head,” said Bunter,
rubbing the same. *That was becanzc
bo was sghirty at me finding him out.
I sce that now. DBut I say, Cherrey,
fancy a. fellow that we've known for
weelks turning out to be another fellow,
not the fellow we know at all, you
know, but quits another chap, not at
all like him ! Faney that ¥
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“You're not mad? asked Dob.
“0h, really, Cherry—"

“Bure you're not mad
" ¥You cheaky beast—"
" Well,

- if you're not mad gou*m
trying to pull my leg!” said Dol “I
can't quite seo tho joke, but I'll tell you
what—sit down and think out o better
one 1

Bump !

“Yaroocch ! roarcd Bunter, as he sat.

Bob Cherry, grinning, went on to tho
tuckshop, leaving DBunter sitting and
roaring.

Bunter sof and roared till Bob camo
along ngain, ‘with a pareel “under his
arm. t the sight of that parcel
Bunier realized that he could fergive
him everything, and he rolled into the
House after Bob, with his eyes—and his
spectacles—on that parcel.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Revelatlon |

OB CHERRY tramped into Slody
No, 1 and slommed the parcel
down on the table.

Four juniors were already
there.  Duck, who belonged to that
study, had not come wp, being ceccupied
elsewhere. There was a sound of crack-
ing as the pareel landed on the table.

“What the dickens 2 pxelaimed

Harry Wharton.
“Oh, my hat!

epgs in 1—"
“Oh, you ass!”
“0O.K.! Scrambled cgms are ol

right |” said Bob cheerily, “We'll

scramble ‘em!  What's the odde s

long as youw're ’appy I
Bob proceeded to unpack the pargel—

discovering some of the eggs it con-

tained in an exceedingly scrambled
condition.

“I say, you fcllows—2 A fat squeak
cama in at the door.

“Iallo, halle, hallo! Roll in and
scramble these epgs, Bunter ! Anybody
geen the frying-pan?™

“On  the aleshelf,”
Nupent.

“Franky, old man, it's frightfully
untidy to keep a frying-pan among the

O E—

“You loft it thera vesterday™

“Oh, so I did! Well, it's a handy

lace for a frying-pan. Hero you are,

unter. Fry those eggs; and if ot first

* you don't succeed, fry, fry, fry again t”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“And don't zcoff those tartz to begin
with——"

“I was only looking at them——"

“ Look at them with your specs, then,
not with your paws! Get going |7

* 1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, old fat mani
voared Bob.

“But, I say—about Duck ; zou follows
will bo fearfully intercsted ito licar
abiout Duclk—*"

“l?‘-’hﬂt about Duck T asked Johnuy
Bull.

“Ehut up, Bunter, and frr! Nothing
onbout Ducl:, Johony; only Bunicr wan-
dering in his mind. Bit sucprising
that he's got one to wonder inm, isn't
3t

Rilly Bunler commenced opcrations
with the frving-pan and the eges, but
hoe was too full of stariling news fo
keep it bottled up, and his votce run on,
to an nocompariment of sizzling.

“I ain't, you fellows. It's tiic about
Duek, Ilo ain's Duék at all, but
npnother fellow altogéiber, "Quile a
different chap entirély. " What do you
think of that i

“Whati" voared Johuny Duli,

I forget there were

answered

[:IJ

Fry

term,” went on Dunter,

il

“ Which I ejaculaied Nugent, _

“ My esteemed and idiotio Bunier, ie
the pottifulness terrific?” asked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton did nef speak. Hec

ave a sudden start and stared at tho

wl of the Remove. Bunter's amazing
remarks had a meaning for him that
they had not for the other fellows.

“I mean it 1" said Bontor, blinking
round with o reddened fat face from tho
fire. “I've spotied him! I've got him
tabbed! Not so jolly easy to iake mo
in as it is gan fellowal Fancy a fellow
heing a different fellow altogether, you
fellows| Funny thing is that he doesn't
look like himsclf at all—=

“He doesn't lool: like himself 1 re-
peated Johnny Bull blankly,

“Not-a hit?" said Bunter
any morg egga "’

“That's the lot, fathead ! :

“But there's only six here!l” said
Bunter. “Aw’t you fellows going lo
have any 1

“0Oh erikew M

“Well, I can do wilh these if yon
fellows don't care for egga. But, 1 say,
I never knew Duck wasn't Duck till I
spotted him., Kf he'd locked like hum-
self, you know, I should have known
him at once; I'm pretty ehiarp, But ho
looks quite different. 'Those specs, vou
know—-="

“Thoss spocs | repeated Harvry.

“¥es—Drake never had specs i

“Drake " gasped the eaptain of the
Llemove,

* ¥en, Don't vou remember that
chap Drake who uszed to be lhere? Ilo
vent away beesuse Lis people wero
hard up, fbchwc. and Le had to do
something—— e, he, he! Terpers
Locke took him up, You've heard of
Ferrers Tocke; he's o relation of tho
old Beak's——"

“What is that blitherer blithering
about?"’ asked Johnny Bull, staring at
Bunter in great astonishment.

“ Besides,” we'vo seen him onee this
“Don't you
fellows remember he came and played
football ono day? 1 remember I waitod
for him at tho gaie when I heard ho
was coming, and ucver saw him como
in— He, ho, ho! I know why now.
I waited to see him go, too, and nover
saw him go. Ile, he, he! Don't I
know wh;r nowi You ece, e never
COIm

“Heo never came—-" gasped Bob
wherry.,

“No fear! Ile, Lo, ho '™
; “'me ailly ass, e played Football
O ——

“¥e, he, he! I know Le did! But
he never came, and hie never went "
chuckled Bunter, “1le was here nll tho
time | Ile, he, hel Pulling our leg all
round ! I say, he's on the telephone
now, tolking to Terrers Locle in
London.”

“Who 137" shirieked Bob.

“Iht Drazke, of coursel”

“Drake isn't paying us another visif,
iz he!” nsked Nugent., “I've lLeard
nothing sbout it.™ ) i

“He, he, hel Ele's in thiz stody i
gurgled Bunter. * I say, thesze eggs aro
done. I'll begin on them-—="

*Jock Drake's in this siudy ' yelled
Boh.

“Yes, rather ¥

“¥Yon potty porpoise, {herc’s nobody
in the study but ourselvess-—"

“I don't mean he's in this sindy! I
mepan he's in this study.”

“Wh-at ¥?

“I mean to say le belongs fo thia
study!, You never knew—— He, lie,
el You see, he's Duck t”

“Duele I'* roared four fellows.
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“¥ez! Pucks and drakes— Hpe,
he, he! 1 aag, bave you made the
toast i O, 1 Bix will do for mo,
Daon't yoa fellows want toast?”

“Ia that fat ass qoite potty 1" gaspod
Johtny Bull. * What does he mean by
saymg that Drake's Duck "

“He jolly well is!™ grinned Bunter,
“le’s made himsclf look different, but
he ean’t take me th—not now I know,
you knowl I faur.? he put specs.on to

a

make  himself ok  different—not
tahﬁrﬁl ?}'P improvo his looks—"

“Of course, & fellow looks a bit more
distinguished in B’ﬁeﬂa—j’ﬂu'm ‘noticod
that. I've often thought that it's the

3, to somo extent, that give me my
istinguished appearanee—"

“h crumhbs 1™ '

“iut I think very likely he shoved
them on just to look different,’” said
Bunter sagely, ' Besides t.he;i; don’t
me'se him look diutinguiaﬁcd like they
do we. There's a manner of wearing
thingz, you know. Same with clothes
I can wear c¢lothes; you can’t, Cherry !
If vou paid twice as much for your
cl-:i-'i:;l;cr a3 I do you'd never look like
mao.

“0Oh scissors] I hope not—"

“That's meve jealonsy ! said Bunter,
“You have to have o figure. Have.you
got o ﬁ;}mm like mine?™

1

“Not half |

“Ha, he, hal”

“Then his oycbhrows—they'ro all
bushy,” went on Bunter. “ He fixes

that uyp, of ecourso; Drake never had
liushy -eyebrows, And his haiy, tgo—he
WORTS tﬂ&t g bit long, like Hoskine of
the 8hell. Dreke always had a cloze
crop. You fellows wounld never have
spotted him in & month of Bundays.
I'vo got him down all right. Flis com-
sloxion secins different, too; I don't
inow Liow hw's worked that, but he has.
I zay, you fellows, what are you going
to have for iea ? I can do with the toast
and oggs, but’ L. don’t sce what youn
fellows are going to have, Anything
in the cupboard ¥

There wes & step at the door, and
James Duck camz inte the study.
Evidently he wos through with his talk
on the telephone. There wes a rather
worricd expression on his face, doubt-
less caused by what Bunter had said
te him when he brought Queleh’s
MeEsA g,

“Bunter hera P'* ho asked. " Oh, herve
You_are, you bloated blitherer 1™

“Hea, he, he ™

The Famaus Five all looked at Duck.

Harry Whacton had ‘said nothing,
and hiz c¢huma did not guess that he
could Liave confirmed Bunter's startlin
revelation.  Not that they beliovec
thpt revelation; thoy only wonderad
what had put such a fantastic idea into
the fat Owl's fat hend

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! Come in,
Ducky | Come in and hear Bunter's
[atest 1 said Bob Cherry. “What do

vou think 7 Fe's discovered that you're
bot & duck, but o dra o

“ What 1

“Ho.ho jolly well is,” hooted Bunter,
“and I'm iﬂiif well going to tell all
the fetlows and——"

Slam |

James Dueck elosed the study door
hurricdly. ]

Then I{e staod, breathing hard, facin
ithe staving fellows in the study. Anc
the Co., as they looked at him and
loocked at Bunter and looked at hum
again, began to realise the truth. Omly
too clearly Duck did not want anyone
outside the study to bhear Bunter's
latest, .

“Wharton 1 His eyes gleamed as
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tho captain of the Remove. “You
dummy "

‘Don’t be a silly ass!™ snapped
Wharton, “Do you think I've said
snything to the fat fool 1"

“He must have heard——*

*Nothing from me”

“Then how does he knowi™

* Ask -me snother

“How does he know ?” repealed- Bob
Cherry. He gasped. " Mean to say

Ch ¢nkey ! Is 1 truet”

He did not necd an answor to that
aquestion. He stared round at Harry
Wharton.

“Vou knew i he asked.

“¥Yes, IPve known for two or three
weeks,

ﬂ"'E}h I:Iili;[l-? I::H

And the juniors starcd blankly av the
sthoolboy delective in amazed silence,
broken by a fat cachinnation from
Bunter.

“Ie, ho, he!®

e,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Keep It Dark !

ACK DRAEKE breathed hasd.
For ‘ongo- the coel and self-
pyzessed Schoolboy dotective was
eeply perturbed-and irritated.
One fellow had known hisTscerot—a
fellow :he could trusk. Now six fellows
Linew it—Bve of whoms he had no
doubt, he could trust. when the matter
was oxplainad, but one of whom could
only be trusted to proclaim his amaz-
ing discovery from the bousctops!
Anything that Billy Bunter knew was
fairly certain to be known within &
short time by every fellow who was
willing to weste a few minutes Hsfen-
ing to the fat Owl's chinwag. It was
utterly disconeerting to the investigator
whose work at Greyfrinrs was not yet
done. 1
Bob Cherry spoke at last. His face
was curious, %}ut it was o little grun in
CXPression, oy
*If it's true, what does this trickery
mean? You camo here as Duck, & now
fellow, taking everybody in. Is it some
sort of o jape, or what ¥
A Ass 1Y answerod Duck,
“PDoea Quelch know 1 asked Nugent.
* Fathoad I )
“If he doesn't ho's going tol” said
Johnny Bull gromly., on't know
what this spoofing means, bu
“Idiot 1™
“T say, you fellows, 1 faney Queloh
knows,” said Bunter—"1 mean to say,
e sent for Duck when Dralke was
wanted on the phone. That's how I
knew.” )
Drake’s oyes turned on the eaptain
of the Remove again. But he realised
nlready that Wharton was not to blame.
The Pﬂﬂpiﬂ% Tom of Grayiriars had his
own wavs of nequiring information.
“Sorry, Wharton !” he said quietly.
“I know youw'd have said nothing, of
course. Dut how that prying porker
nosed it out beats me.”
“0Oh, really, Duck—I mean, Drake,
[— Ileg, he, ho!” )
“If you call me Drake, Bunter,” sald
the schoolboy deteetive in o low, quict
tane, “I’Il whop you till you nearly
burst 1 .
“PBeast] Of course, I'm not going
to say anytbing if you wang me to keep
it dark! I never was the man to give
away & pall I might mention it o a
few friends in confidence—"
“You'll get 'badly damaged if vou
do!” said Jack Drake. “T'd better
explain to you fellows now you know.
I'm here on professional Dbusiness.
Wharton spotted me by accident, and
had to promise Lo keep it dark. Queleh

knows, of course, and the Head; and
Larry Iascelles has been told. But
nohody else knows, or must know,”

“Might alarm & convict if it Sob
put I grinned Bunter.

Drake stared at him.

“That what?”* he exelaimed,

“Think I don’t know ¥ cliuékled iho
far Owl., “I jolly wel know w
ggu’re here pretending te ba a school:

oy agdin, Duck—Drake] Yen're afltur
that convict Crook, same as Ferrers

Locke 18"
stared and emiled

Drakeo
Feintly.

Bunter knew too much already, Tha
less he knew tho better. Evidently it
had not cccurred to his fat mind that
Drake was at Greyiriars to track down
the prowler, though why he fancied
that Drake was there on accoynt of
Crook, 'the Highmoor convict, Drako
could not-even guess. However, Bunter

then

. was more than welcome to that fancy.,

"I_éﬂﬂf well kpow 1™ grinned Bunter,
" Locke mentiored him, and you had
Biis photograph in that writing-case .of
Yours, too, that T saw when it camo
open entirely by accident. T jolly well
now |
. “How do you know anything about
it st all, Bunter?® asked Harry

Wharton very quietly.

“Ch, I'm pretty wide, you knaw !
said Bunter cheerfully. “ A bit brightcr
than you, follows, you know, Not so
casy to take me in.’

“Was Bunter in Queleb’s study whila
he was out on Haturdsy, do you fellows
Enow # asked Drake.

“No, I wawit!® said Bunter

promptly, “Don’t you get maki
h

out that I

took- Quelch’s calll (i:mlr.fﬁ
wotld be fearfully shirty if he fnew.
I was out of gates ab

o time, miles
&way——

“He was there,” gaid Beb. "“Wo
made an April fool of him, and sont
him there after a cake—*

*“Rotten trick 1 said Bunter. * Thero
wasn’'t & cakel Not that T'd have
touched it if there had been1 I'm n bit
more particular than some chapal”

“Locke has just been speaking to mo
on the phone,” said Drake. “He mmen-
tiowed that he rahg up on Baturdar,
and Quelch told him I'was out. "Quelch
never -mentioned thst he had rung up
before; and I wasn't out 'on Saturday,
g0 it's pretty clesr—->

“That fat villajn=—*

“By gum, Queleh wonld skin him !

1 never did it 1" exclaimed Buntéps
“Don't. you fellows get making out that
Tdid! Mean, I eall it! The telephone-
bell never rang while I was there ot
all. Besides, I had to stop ih}lnr same-
body would have come to the study!
Suppose Quelech had heard that I was
there ! Heo might havd fancied thot I
was prying into hia papers! He did
before, just hecause he esught me read-
ing a letter ot lns desk., Buspicious
benst, you know !™

“Ho.you took the eall I

“Oh, na! I wa=n"t there [

“¥ou blithering bloater!”

“You can call a fellow names, but
vou're not going to make out that I
took Quelch’s phone ecalll” declared
Bunter firmly. “ He would be as had
as a matter—I mecan, as mad as &
liatter if he knew. Besides, I tried tn
shut the beast off, and he would keep
on ringing | What was s fellow o do?
Lucky I thought of pretending to have
a ¢old, or that beast Locke would have
known that it wasn't Quelch! He, e,
he! I took him in all right! He
thought he was talking to Quelch I”

“go you own up that you took the
eall and pretended to be Queleh on the
phone 1 exclaimed Bob,
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& Luuﬂh-ﬁm. Duck,” said Bunjer, *'I owe you flve bob,

EVERY SATURDAY

5

The postal order will be for ten, Suppose you lend me the

cther five, and take the whole postal ordot when i comes 7 ¥

“h not I—I went down to Court-
tield on Saturdsy aftorpoon I
« 31l him, somebod

F. :Jl
“0h, reslly, Cherry—"

“That fatheaded, prying fat fool has
got on to itl” said Jack Drake. “It
will do a lot of harm if it is babbled
uf; and down the school! That gab-
bling ass has pot to be kept guiet for
a few dsys, at least |

“Oh, T can Eeep a secret all right!”
said Bunter. “Rely on me, old chap,
if you want it k?t dark | 8ilent as
the tombi You don’t mind if I tell
Toddy? He's a pal, you knowe—"

Jack Drake set his lips.

“If Quelen knew thot you hoad teken
that telephone call, Bunter, and spoofed
Mr. Locke into thinking thet he was
B a_l:m% to you he would take your
sxin off 1* he said.

. "Don't I know 187" agreed Bunler.
“That's why I nover did—I mepn——"

“Well, if you gabble Queleh will
know how vyou found out, and you can
look for the licking of your life”

“Oh, of course, I shan’t eay a word
—mnot 6 syllablel Rely on me,” said
PBunter. “I don't want Qualch to know
—I mean, I'm not a follow to gabble, I
hepe. I don't go aboub wagging my
chin like these chaps! Stropg and
gilent i3 my line, you kpoowl I say,
vou fellows, you don't mind if I begin
tea, do you? I'm rather hungry.”

Bob Cherry reached over, hooked
away the dish, and divided the same
into geven equal portions, .

Eilly Bunter viewed that proceeding
with rizing indignation.

“If you're going to be a greedy pig—
s set of greedy pigs—" lo began, his
voice guivering with indignant scornm.
“¥ou heard me say I'm hungey! If
you're going 1o be beastly sel 4

hiud |

“Yaroooh | Keop
from me, Bull, you

h——

our hools away
cast! Asking o

follow to tea, and then—— Yoo-hooop |
Stoppit | '

Billy Bunter sat down to his portion
of toast and eggs. His feelings were
deep and his look mdignant,

But the clouds rolled by as some
huppgﬂthﬁught crogzed his fat mind.
He bolted that mcagre meal in a
matter of scconds opod rose. Hoe
grabbed & jam tart, crammed the major

ortion of the same into his mouth, and

13- dulcet tones cameo muffled through
jam and pastry.

“Y say, you fellowg—"

¥@3hut up ™

“This isn't much of 2 spread! NWot
the sort of thing a follow expects
'ivhﬁn-l’pllmgﬂ press h%im to Iftny to ton.
'm-going down to the tuckshop”

“Go and be blowed 1"

Bunter annexed nnother tart to go
on with,

“All right! If you fancy I'm
lkeen on & measly spread like that
you'ro 1;011,3.’ well mistakeni Dut I
Bﬂ ——

Don't 1"

“1 esay,” roarcd Dunter—*I zay, my
postal order never came fo-dey!
There's been one of thosa rotten
deloys in tho post again. I think I
mentioned to you fellows that 1 waa
expecting a postal order! Well, in

circumstances think Duck—I
moean, Drake—might cash it for mo!
I'm not going to say a word—not

because I'm afraid of old Quoleh, but
just to oblige Drake—and 1 think he
might let me have the ten shil-
lings=——"

“Think againl” suggested Drake.
“I mean, the five shillings!” eaid
Bunter, moderating his transports.
“The postal order will La for five shil-
lings, and 1 shall hand it to you as
soon as 1t comes—="
The Famous Five
Jack Drake gaze

azed &fiﬂuﬁtﬂ]‘.
at hinr aond

oxtracled
A1)
‘" Heore you are,” he said.
The two half-orowns dropped into
Billy Buntor's fat palm, no doubt to
mnﬁ:pendcd in tho school tuckshoy
I.
“Thanks, old chap!” gaid Dunter
breczily. “Raly on thnt,pmtn! order

two balf-crowns from his

to-morrow, you Lkmow-—'

“Rely on the biggest licking wyou
m-ﬁz_hud, u_rﬂ dfrc:n.rﬂ:;fd of, if you
gabble, you s1 ot chump |’

Bunter rolled ont of the study.

Jack Drako knitted his brows, De-

tweon the coshing of his celebrated
postal order on the opo hand, and his
terror of & whopping from l.’iuﬁlch on
other, it was possible thet tho
tattlor of tho Remove might be kept
from tattling for & timel But it was
rather & frail reed on whick to lean.

Drake glanced round at five faccs
that wora regarding him curiously.
“Now that fat chump’s gones, fg]l toll
you fellows why I'm here,” he said.
“Wharton knows already. I'm after
the prowler IV

“Oh!” ¢jaoulated four fellows to-
gother.

“ And—now you fellows know, and it
can't be belped—you can help me, if
on [ike, 've gob to get through
cforo that blithering idiot tells
world, and the sconor the better 1*

“We'll help if we can,” raid Harry.
“But hnw-—p" ’ o

“The helpfulness will be terrifie, but
tho bhowiulnoss—" remarked Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh.

While thoy finished tea, Jack Drale
explained. And after tes the Famo
Five wenbt out together, Jamu'ﬂuai:
lfmkingh as sheepich ns over, ambling
aftor them a few minutes later.

{Continued on pope 16}
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Catching Crocker!
RﬁHBGLPH CROCKER, lounging

in the doorway of his hut on
the spinney, scowled nt ' five

cheaery juniors who sauntered
along past tha fence on .the lane,

They smiled at him in return.

“The sweep’'s at homo!” remarked
Johnny . Bull.

“We'll give him something to eurs
that scon ! =aid Bob, with a chuckle;
dnd the jumiors walked on.

Crocker’s  scowling stare followed
them till they dizappoared.

The 8portsman was not in & good
temper. Perhaps he still had a linger-
ing twinge from that cosh on the
crumpet that Queleh had handed over
o couple of days ng&. Parhaps tho
horses or the dogs had let him dows.
Perhaps ho had other things on s
mind of which the Greyfriars follows
knew and swapected nothing:  What-
ever the cause, he was in a scowling
had temper, and in a mopd for a row
—if & chance for a row came dlong.

For which reason he was nobt dis-

leased when, about ten minutes later,
%ﬁh Cherry came back without his
friends.

Ho had loft them, it secemed, up the
lano.

The Sportsmon stepped out of his
doorway. It would have relieved his
disgruntled feelings to smack some-
body's head, and he was thinking of
smacking the cheery Bob's.

When -the five wero together,
Croclker did mot want trouble; the
whole bunch could handle him with
¢ase, a3 he had learned on tho oceasion
when they had ducked him in a ditch,
Dut ono member of the Co. on his own

wag., easy to deal with; and Bob
really seemad to be asking for it.
Instead of passing on his way, he

stopped at the gate on the spinney and
srailed across at the scowling rascal at
the hut.

“How's the crumpet, Crocker?” he
colled out.

“What?"” roared Crocker,

“Did Quelch damage 1t¥
anything in it to domage (™

Urocker brosthed rage.  Ho came
down the path towards the gate, his
eyes gleaming from his hard, stubbly
faco. He.was anxious to grab that
cheeky junior bofore he could cut off
to the school.

off to the

But Bob did not cub
gchool. ol ; :

Heo had his right hand behind hkim.
Crocker was not &ble to sce that thero
was an egg in it! But thero wasl

¢ T'va trotted back to give you some-
thing, Mr. Sportsman Crockert” went
o goh. “Hera it comes|”

His right hand suddenly appeared in
Niew.

YWhiz !

Bmash!

Crocker uttered a roar of surprise
and rage. That egg—not o new Inid
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egg—crashed his nosa  amd
smashed theral Fggshell and yolk
plastered his features and draggled
over his thick, rniged moustache,

_Ff_::_r a moment | a_s_tagfemﬂ-theu,
with the rage of a tiger in his
ho rushed down toe the gote io get
of Bob Chetrry.

Bob ranl

Ilad he eut off towards the school,
whera there was pleniy of lhelp,
Crogker, in his fury, would have . fol-
lowed him.  But. he did not cut off
towards the school. "He cut off vp
Frinrdele Lane towarda the village.

Croekor could have asked for nothing
Letter | e tore in pursuit of the Grey-
friars junior, spluttering egg and egg-
shell as ho tore.

Bob ran bhardl What would Impl:?r.-n
to him if Crocker's hands fell on

On

face
hold

; | im
1 the Bportsman’s presernt mood
hardly bore thinking of! Bul every
rapid step  took Xob farther and

farther away from the school, and the

bend of the lane hid (furauer and pur-

sued from sight of

: revfriars,
It was fortunate for Bob

£ w ) b that he was
6 sprinter! KEyen with his best efforts,
he énly kept his distence from the en-
raged ruffian racing om ‘his track,

tHe looked back breathlessly, and
glimpsed the eggy, infuriated fnee,
and scrambled up the bank from the
lane into Friardale Wood.

The Sportsman serambled aftor him,

_ Heé could only coneclude that the
3_1;:1:-:;1:‘%13 ed to dodge him in the wood

; Job was {i)]acmg himself out of
sight and sound of possible help by
taking to the woodland. - the
going was slower emong the trees and
thickets, Crocker was gaining fost
HOW.

Suddenly Bob stumbled.

Ile went over, sprawling, by the
edge of a thicket of hawthorns, and
Crocker, with %lﬁnmmg eyes, rushe
down on him. He had him now!

At all events, he Lhnd no doubt that
he had! But that, as it turned out,
wn:h a little crror on the Sportsman’s
fra

As he came speeding along by the
hawthorns, reaching within six feet of
the spot where Bob Cherry sprawled,
four figures leaped out of the thicket.

Before Randolph Crocker know what
was heppening, he was over, and the
four were serambling over him. And
Fob Cherry, jumping up, ran back to
join them,

“Got him " panted Jolinny Bull

“Pin the brate

“Bag him "

Sportsman  Crocker faizly yelled
with rage as he struggled in the grasp
of the Famous Five.

Ho had been taken utterly by sur-
prise; but he could guess now—it was
not  hard to guess—that Bob hed
deliberately led him into an ambush
where his friends were waiting,

iz struggles were fierce and furtous.
But tho Famous Five had him down
~und they kept him down! They
pinnod the enrnged rascal in the grass,
with a knee in tho small of his back
and all hands grasping him.

Thoy bad their li‘mnda full for spmoe
minutes. He ge-l!e-:l snd heaved, and
struggled  and  twisted, But his
efforts left him breathless, and he lay
at last panting and gasping, & powe:-
less prizoner, . X
“T'ake it easy, old bean '™ said Iob
Cherry cheerfully, “We're not going
to hurt you, cimppg" Only wani your
pleasant company for a bit”

“ Wait £ill %et loose, I—I—T1'1l—"
Crocker choked with rage. *“Your
schoolmaster won't know ¥ou again
when I'm dome with you!™

d his feet, Bob gaveo b

“That sounds as if he's shiriy ¥ re-
mnr[l:-e_d Bob. *Are you annoved abonit
anything, Mr. Crocker "

“Ha, ha, ba ¥

*“Don't keep on wriggling lilic that,”
admonished Bob, ns the ruffian heaved

fiercaly again., “Koep still! With all
thy faults, I love thee s£ill 17
djJ—f—" gurgled  Crocker

“You mad veung ruffans, what do you

mean by this? Wait il I get o fist

logsg—" _
“Do you kocw, you fellows" said

Bob.  “I fgncy ho wau El do somo

damage with those fists -of his, i1f he
b them locsel

¥

: :‘:.ir!i’ﬁ it qu:-k:-'}; thiﬁ!‘:-
've got some whipcord in my pochet
“T%::?a lnckfuiness is f:\?rri:lﬁizﬂ'.'’P{»L

:: %[i:i;d Iif I,!ﬁi-:: rour fins, Crocker i

“We can't keep on lolding you!
You wriggle too muck! Never saw
such & wriggler! TYou'ro like the
farmer of Hythe, who sat on o sc:ff._hfii

and did nothing but wriggle an
writhg—"

“Will you let me gol?™ ehrieked
Crocker.

“He's tired of our company, you
men—and we're so nice " sighed Bob.
“Much nicer chaps at Greyfriars than
it yvour time, Crocker™ ]

The Sportsman heaved. again, fran.
tically. . But he was pinhed down, and
kept pinned down. And in spite of
his breathless struggling, his wrists
were cdragged together, and Bob
knotted & whipcord ropod them.
Really it was a necessary precaution,
for if Crocker had got a Land loose,
somebody would have stopped & jolt
like the kick of a mule,

But when bis hands were secure, the
Famous Five released him.

He eat up, glaring with
epeechless fury,

But as he attempted to scramble to
im e gentle push,
and he sat down again.

* Keop sitting, old bean!” said Bob.
“We'rc not so tired of your company
as you are of oursl”

Crocker, panting, ecrambled clumsily
up mgein. Apain o push tﬂﬁpled him
over, and he sat down—hard and
heavy., After that he remained sitting.

Almpst  as  much  surprised as
encraged, bo glired at the smiling fiv
who lesned on the trees near by nn%
regarded him with amiling faces.

‘What do you mesn by this?” he

nted. * Have you gone mad, or what

ghall go to your school about this—"

“Ohbh, do!” eaid Bob. “You're so
popular ‘there—you've made yourself
popular, with your chiarming ways 1"

Ha, ha,
do vom want?” wvelled

“What
Crocker., **What do you meani"

“HKeop cool, and I'll tell you the Lig
ides i said  Bob cheerily,  “You
smacked a Greviriars man's head theo
other day! I dare say you remember
it—the fattest head at Greviriars—
Bunter's! We've sentepced you to two
hours' imprisonment for easzault and
hattery—"

“What 1" gurgled Crocker.

“Without the option cf o fing=——?

You mad soung fool I"

“Mustn't esmoock Greviriars

nappers !’ snid , shaking his head.
A Mr. Crocker, and

almost

“Just sif there,
meditate on the error of your wayas,”

Randolph Crocker glared at  the
i:}]}mrjf Bob o3 if he could bave bitten

ITM.

That these young rascala intended to
keep him a prisoner in the wood for a
couple of hours becausa he had smacked
Billy Bunter's head a few days aghn,
he could hardly believe. Certuinly he
had smacked Busnter's faf head, and



wmacked it hard; but reslly, this was
a mast surprising and extracrdihary
kind of roprisal.

But whother the chums of the
Remove were coneerned aobout the
emacking of Bunter’s head, or whether
they had any other reason for ha

Randolph Crocker, he found that they
were in carnest,

Leng minute followed minute, the
Sportsman'’s fory intensifying all the
time, till he was fairly iling  with
rage, But every time ho struggled to
his fcet; s push sat him down again;
and in a state of bresthless rage, he
gave in at last, and =at scowling and
gh.rmg', waiting til the Greyiriars
ellows chose Lo let him go.

i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Way Of The Prowler !

AMES DUCK glanced up and
J down Friardale Lane, whipped
through the goto in tho spiomey

fence, and cut up the muddy path
to the hut.

He had watched Bob Cherry and
Crocker disappesr wp the lame, and
lost no timme. :

The door of the hut was locked;
Crocker never left it without locking
it, even for a fow minutes, But the
lock did not step Ferrers Locke's
assistant more than a momcent or two;
then he was inside, with the door
locked again after hm. He cut across
at once inte the back room of the hut.

James Duck slipped the etool-riminad

lasses from his nose, and his slicepish

ace was keon anid eager-and alert. He
had his-chance at last of exploring tha
but on the epinney, and discoveriug s
secrei—if, as ho fclt certain, it had a

secret. _ ]
Randolph Crocker was out of the
way. for the time; Drake knew that he
could rely on the Famous Five. They
were poing to koep Crocker out of the
way till 1t was time to retorn to the
school for calling-over, and that gave
him ample time for what ho had to do.
He turned on a flash-lamp, and, bent-
ing down, scanticd the grimy old floor,
he ancient stono Aags looked as. af
they had never beoen ﬁsiﬁt-urbe-_i sLOCG
th.a{' hid been laid, long centiries ago
to form the floor of the old abbot's cell
that had once stpod om the spot.

More than onco already the schoolboy
defgcrive had penetrated into the hut
to searchk for tha secret exif that he
was sure existed. Ewvery time, till now,
ke had bedninterrupted in his search,
Now, at last, he had ample time, and
oo fear of interruption.

That ene of those ancient. lags would
stir in its place and reveal the opening
of & secrct ¢dit, ho wos assured, It
waa' by that way that the Greyiriars
prowler camee and went., He was sure
of ity and ho was there to Gnd it

It was net easy to find.

Frem cone grimy old flag to anothar
he moved, scanning, testing; but every
ancient bleck secmed as solid &z the
golid carth beneath, :

But Drake's eyes gleamed suddenly,
0 hri&htl}* as the fesh-lamp, aa he
stopped at a stone close by the ancient
velitiant of a wall that had been built
into the hut y

That stone lay in & narrow space
between tho weil cooking-stove and the
wall. un a2 casual glance it was exactly
like tho others. ut Tirake's glance
wge far from casual,

A close’ and keen examunation
revealed that, though 'it_a;ﬂaayed to
touch the sprrounding ‘blocks, it was
ot conndcted with thom.

‘It would have been easy

EVERY SATURDAY

Every other crack in. the old floor
was thiek with aecumulated dirt; - but
the cracks round that stone wers plear,
. to pags tha
blade of a pocket-knife between it and
the next.

* Eureka I* breathed Drake.

He knew that he had found ‘the
s0CTet DOW. . ]

What remained was to discover how
the stone moved. Now that he had
found it, that wias only o Guestion of
patient and eareful examinotion.

Clasa by the corner of tho flag was
& littls hollow. It was not, as a casual
observer might have ~éxpected, fillad
with an atcumulation of grime.

Drake groped in it—and there was
just room for his hand:; 2

Something stirred under his fingers,

It was the top of an iron rod, sunk
in. the fcor, and absolutely inwisible
to the eye. But it moved: ms Drake

ressed, and & Jow  whirring sound
ollowed.

“Oh 1" he ejocuiated suddenly.

Ho started back as the flag:stone in
front «f him sank fropA his sight—
einking down from the foar, leaving a
gap :gcut two feet in-extent, There
was & crosking, grumbling tound of
old rusty irom in motion.

“ By ‘gum |" breathed Drake.

He fBashed the light into the black
darkness of the orifice. :

The stone had sunk to z depth of
about seven feet.

Below, revesled to his eyes; was a
narrow stone arch;. evihlently the
opening of a Eamgq-unﬁﬂrﬂ'rﬁuu&;

Drake. breathed guickly, He glanced
at  his watch; ho had been _an hour'in
the hut on the spinney., DBut he was
through pow.

That subterroncan tunnel led wander
the earth to-some outlet within “the
walla of Greyfriars School. There was
no doubt about that, All lic-had to do
now was to follow it to the outlet at
the other end; and the sccret of ihe
Greyiriars prowler was lns

e lowered the flash-lamp on a
length of twino to the sunken stone,
and Ict it lio there. Then, holding on
carcfully, he lowered himself till his feet
tovched the sunken stome,

It was firm, and evidently could move
no farther, He let ii'ﬂ; and. dropped,
gnd picked up the lamp. Lamp in
hand ho stepped off tho sunkén stone
into the narrow nmhwai.

But he had to close the stone before
he proceeded, unless Randolph Crocker
was to find out that his scevet had- been
discoverad. And it was no part ot
Drake's game to put the Gregfriars
prowler on his puard.

By whatever ancient machinery .tho
einking stone was worked, it was hidden
from sight.

Above, the pressure. on the rod, n
foew inches from the moving stong, zct
it in motion. Drake had: to lind out
how to clase it. :

Flashdamp in hand, he scanned the
stone shaft down which it had sunk.

In the side 'was n squate cavity; and
in that cavily, a rusly on ring
fastencd 4o tha stone.

Drake, as he scanned the ring,
grinmed—thera were plain trpces of
grasping fingers to.bo detedted in the
rust. It was Crocker's hand that had
laft those traces. I

Drake grasped the ring, in his tyr.
He pulled it, with no resilt—fthen haé
twisted it round, and again thefd was
a rusty whire.,, The  subKen -itenn
stirred, and roso slowly. to its’ former

lace, in the floor of thi abbot’s eell.
Eralm was sint of from™ihe hut:i and
above, all was "loft he¢ Sportehan
Crockor hadleft it . _

Flashing the light before him, (he
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schoplboy detective pushed on through
the tunsel to which the arclway ﬂd%e
edmiwancs.

It -wos narrow. and low; handly faté
fodt wide ifid the ‘stene roof only’ st
over hiz head. At -a short distanca e
came t'b-ateghthaﬁ led high down; from

8

thi foot of tho ateps the tunuel stretched
on, seermingly endlessly, ime dens
darkness.

Hﬁ:}ru-‘;nnd thore, as Ei we}n;- <
notéd cwgarette-stumps,thak kay- whoro
they had been thrown-here aud there
a burnt wateh. They marked the way
the Gmgfrmn prowler had s often
come and gone,

By counting his steps Drake wae able
to caleulate the dists and by tho
time he had covered two red yards
he had no doubt that he was under the
sehool buildi if thet tunnel led to
Greyfriars, as he was sure that it did. ..

It ended suddenly in a flight of stono
spiral. steps that led upward. The
spiral stair was narrow; his elhows
touched op either side as he steppod up.

and up, and u%.
Drﬂ%‘:ﬂ was breathing o litile herd
when he re the summit of  the
narrow stair, He flashed the light
round & small square landing of anciens
stone, hardly.three feet acrosa.

. On the farther side was & stono wall
in which was a gap. He flashed the hight
into it. It was closed by black oak.

He knew that he had reached the
outlat into the schobl now.

Thet spiral stair was built in the
thickoess of .one of the. ancient walls,
and it opened into some part of Grex-
friars where tho centuries-old . ook
panclling remained, umhmged' from
the duoys.of the old abbote of Greyfriavs.

With the lemp in his left hand, be
gmﬁqd qger-_ the ogk with his right.

‘Fhat, thero was some secret spring by
which a.panel opened he Eknew, and
suddenly he found it

With a faint click the cak pagel in
front of him stirred. It opened towards
him liké a door, and as it opened »
sound camp to hiz gars, the sound of o
VOIL0.

* Pray come in, my dasy Quelch ['*

It was the voice of tho headmaester of
Greyiriars!

Drakeo started and, canght his breath.
He pushed the pspel shut, all but an
inch, and listened. The familiar veice
of his Form-mastor ﬁﬂﬂhﬂd him, follow-
ing the words he had heard. :

; o IJLI sm not interrupting gou, sir,
- “Not at all; pray step in.

There was a sound ofp a closing door.
Drake could gucss that if was the doer
of the headmaster's study. It wads in
Tead’s coyridor that the socret panel
opened

Hea listened intently, but there was no
further sound, and he drew the pane!
open again and step through. He
did not need his flash-lamp now.

He
was . standing in the aleove in the
& fow yvards from the

corrider, o _'[-f'
door, of the Head's study. ;

Quietly he shut the panel, He shpped
the fash-lamp into his pocket. Lhen
guietly ho walked away down the
COrTIGQr.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
0.K.!

ke "ATLO, halle, hallo!” roared
Bob Cherry. )
“CGoodoess gracious 1" ox

claimed James DPuck.

The new junior of Greyfriars come
smhbling into Friardale Wood, aoml
stopped oand stared throwgh his stecl
:iﬁliﬂﬁa Q‘Iuﬁﬂ'ﬁ- st tho strange EI%EE of
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Randolph Urocker sitrin
and the Yamous Fiva
trees round about him. ;

The chums of the Bemove eyed him
curiously.

Even now that they knew that James
Dack was Jack Drake it was not easy to
got it really inte their heads,

Duck, as he came mooning on, looked
the duffer they had always known him
io be, blinking at them in owlish
ENTDT1EE. g

“(Goodness gracious ! repeated Duclk.
“YWhat is this game? Don't you fellows
lirow that you're not allowed to speak
to that man Crocker?”

He blinked at Crocker.

“PDear me, his hands are tied I he
bleated. * Have you fellows been lark-
g with Crockoer 7"

“Sort of 1" said Harry
laughing.

The Famous Five had been prepared
io keep Crocker there till it was timo
ic reburn to the school for calling-over,
io give the schoolboy detective all tho
fimie possiblé for his search of the hut
¢n filg spunney.

They understood now that Drake had
nok needed so long and that he had
come to relieve them of their tasl,
thoueh certainly the Sportaman was not
likely to guess that.

James Duck locked as if he had
wandered to the spot quite by chance
and was surpriscd by what he saw
taero,

“The larkfulness has been terrific, my
esteemed Duck 17 grinned Hurree Jam-
=oi - Ram Singh.

“Mr. Crocker looks
annoyved ! bleated Duck.

‘I'hat was under-stating the casel
Sportsman Crocker’s face wes crimson
nng his eyes burning with rage. For
considerably more than an hour he had
sat there, and by that time his fury was
really inexpressible in words.

Elarry Wharton & Co. wera plad
rniough to see James Duck. They wero
‘willivig to oblige, but undoubtedly they
wore getting rather tired of kesping
puard over the scowling, infuriated

in the grass,
canirg on tho

Wharton,

vary much

Sportsman.

“PDuck thinks you'rs very much
anngyed, Crocker{” remarked Bob
Cherry. “Are you very much

annoyed 1 .

If logks could have slain Bob Chorry'a
clieery carcer would probably have
come lo o sudden termination at the
glare Randolph Crocker gave him in
veply. Fortunately looks couldn’t,

“Is tho annoyfulness tercrific
csicemed and disgusting Crocker " in-
quited Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

That deadly glare turned on the
Nabob of Bhanipur, without, however,
gdisturbing his dusky eguanimity.

“I don't want to butt in,"” bleated
Duck, “but don’t you fellows think this
ia rather thoughtless? X'm not at all
gitre that dear Mr, Quelch would bLe

pleased.”

Baob Cherry chuckled.

“Think he's had cnough, you
feiiows?” he asked. *““Ho isn't really
voog company, and his best pal
wouldi't say that ho was nice to look
at!  Think you've bhad enough,

Urocker?” ]
James Duck gavo the scowling Sports-

man & blink and ambled through the
irees,

Crocker did not heed him,

That that ambush had been planwmed

bw that mild-looking scheolboy in stesl-
rimmed glasses, and that he had turned
vp there to give the Famous Five the
fip that it. was no longer nedessary to
ikeep Crocker away from the but, e
was not likely to guess.
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-_mmegd Daﬂ:du&n;}ledh ﬂé‘r and dis-
appeared unheedod by the Sportsman.
P'?::‘.?ili you bo a good boy if we let
you off ¥ continned Bob.
The 8portsman’s look was eloguent.
“ Mustn't smack Greyiriars chaps'

%{:%ﬂa, vou know! Naughty " said
D [}

Crocker secemed on the point of
choking.

H W:ﬁl Lill T get my hands Iooze 1" ha
casped.

Evidently the Sportsman was ripe for
more trouble once he was loose. But
the Famous Five were not alarmed.
There were more than enough of them
io put paid to Sportsman Crocker if ho
hunted for more trouble. .

Bob: Cherry bent over him and jerked
the whipecord loose from his wrists.

Crocker bounded to hia Teet.

He did not speak. ile made a spring
like & tiger, lus fists clenched, his eyes
blazing. In hia rage he seemed to have
overlooked the fack that five fellows at
once wera rather too large an order.
But he was quickly reminded of it as
the Famous Five grasped him on all
sides, upended him, and landed him on
tire earth with a heavy bump.

Ile roared as he bumped,

Put ho was not finished vet! Fao
scrambled up, with deadly rage in his
face, This time he did not get on his
feet; ho was grasped again before he
could gain them, and five pairs of hands
swung him clear of the earth.

(rash

With a swing the Famoua Five scnt
hiim whirring into the hawthorna,

There was o franktic yell as he landed
mmong théem. How many thorns he
landed nfi Bportsman Crocker did not
know, wut they felt like millions.

Yell on yell came from the hawthorn
thicket as he scrambled and squirmed.

Leaving him to it, the chums of the
Remove walked back to the lanc and
sauntered along to Greyiriars,

Once or twice they glanced back, half
expecting to see the infuriated Sports-
man in pursuit, asking for more, Buf
Bportsman Crocker seemed to have had
s much as he wanted. He did not
annar from tho wood, and the chums
of the Remove saw no more of him.

At the gates of the schiool they over-
took James Duck.

He gave them an  owlish blink
through tho steel-rimmed glasses.

“All serenc?"” asked Bob.

“ Qe

“You'vo been in the hutf™

Nugent,
"gBurt of.¥

i E:uurlnlr] what you were looking for 7V
es |
“ Blessed if T can puess what it was 1Y
said Bob.
“The guessfulness is not terrifie.”
James Duck smiled, but did not
AEISWT,
Hearry
ruriously,
“Then it'sa O.K, 7" he asked.
“OUI 1 andwered Dralee,
~And no more was said as they went
1 af the gates,

askod

Wlharton glanced at him

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunier, Too !

It. QUELCE, in sccond school,
the following morning,
%Ianned at one member of his

'OrIn H"E"l.'i."l'ﬂl times,

OlLer fellows were glancing at James
Dualk.

Duck was supposed to be o dunes 1n
the Form. "The Yamoeus Five, now
that they bknew who Duck was, koew
that thub was only o part of his game

to conceal his identity: for the Jack

Drale they had known hod been any-

thing but a dunce. Buf, dunce a3 he

appeared, Duck had always been, at

least, careful and attenfive in class.
Now he was neither.

What was the matier with Duck on
that particular morning waoas rather &
puzzle. He looked, and secmed,
slecpy.

But why o fellow should be specially
sleepy that morning was noé evident.
Duck, of course, had gone to bed ab the
usual time with his Form.

If he had not remained in bed, no-
body knew anything about it. Yet
plainly, Duck found 1t difficult to sup-
press his vawns, and every now and
then his head seemed to nod, and ho
gtarted like & fellow almost dropping
off to sleep.

Smithy gave him one or two sar-
castic looks and winked ot Blinner.
The Bounder thought he knew what
was the matter with Ducky!

Once, af least, it was known thak
Dyck had left the dormitory after
lights out—and what Le had donc once,
he might have done more than once.
It was rumoured that he visited the
Bportsman at the hut on the spinney—
and a fellow who visited the Eporismaon
could have only one resson, so fmr os
the juniors knew—io back his fancy
in the sporfing linel

So Smithy had no doubt that Duek
had been out after lights out the
night before. Bmithy knew what a
fellow felt like in Form in ths morn-
ing &fter having heard the climes at
mdnight. 8Smithy had been there, so
to speak |

arry Wharton & Co. did not shara
Smithy's  sardonic suspicion,  They
wondered whether the schoolbory detec-
tive had been up hlmﬁiu% the prowler,
Yet why he should have zelected
Monday night specially for thal purpose
they could not guess.

Anyhow, it was plain thai Duck was
tired and sleepy, and that hiz Form-
master's attention wag drawn at lust to
the fact, That fact was so evident thab
cven Billy Bunter noticed it.

“Duck " said Mr. Queleh ot lust.

“Oh!l Yes, sir|” bloated Duck, =it-
ting sudden!y upright and colouring e
Littlo, ’ ;

“You do not seem quite yoursell this
morning, Dugk 1" i
*I did not sleep very well last night,
sir 1" zsid Duck., “I—I think I missed
& lot of sleep. Berry, sirl”

i I':ér. Quelch gave him o rather keen
ook.

At onea time, the Remove mastor’s
faith in the schoolboy detective hal
wavered—in fact, it had disappearcd.
But that time waa past; Queleh’s faith
in Ferrers lLiocke's assistant had re-
vived, and he was in hope every day
of hearing that Drake had made &
discovery—and that the prowler, who
had prowled so long with impunity,
was brought to book at last.

The Remove master probably fuessed
to whet canzo Duck's want of slecp the
previous night was due.

“Very well, Duck, in that caza yon
moy leave the Form-room for a time,”
he said. .

“Thanlk you, sirl”

James Duck rose from his place and
left the Form-room.

A good many of the fellows stared.
Eilly Bunter cast an envious blink
nfter Duck through his big spectacles,

Bunter would have been very glad to
leave the Form-room glso. Tho Removo
were dealing with Datin grammar just
then, and worst of all with deponent
verbs; those miserable verba’which are
pussive in form, Lub sclive in meaning,
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* Accidents will thpﬂn,

hen rat-poison is kept on the same shelf,™

EVERY SATURDAY

sqid Bob Cherry.
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“ What rotten luck for Bunter

to get hold of that very caka ! ™ exclaimed Nugent. Horror froze on Bunter's face as he sipod Ustening outside the door.

and which were a bhight on Bunter's
young lifo! Bunter thought it preity
rotien to have to stick in Form, while
another fellow was allowed to mooch

olf.

“Is Quelch geotting soft ¥ murmured
Bkinner, in wonder. “First time be's
ever let & fellow off for rodding in
clazs. At this rate, Maul,}r cught to be
let ofl lessons altogether.™

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
Queleh would not have let him off like
that; such signs of drowsiness in Smithy
wonld have been miore likely to dause
Quelch to fix o searching and suspicious
eye on him, Some fellows, the Bounder
rcfeeted, had all the luckt .

But the Famous Five understooq if
the rest of the Form did not. Now
that they were in the secret they eould
guess easily encugh that it was not ss o
schoolboy, but zs 8 detective, that
Jack Drake was let off class,

That fact, clear to Harry Wharton
 Co., did not, aven occur to Dilly
Bunter's fat brain,

Bunter had nnui:od, like the rest, that
Duck séemed half-asleep; but it did
not dawn.en his podgy intellect that
it might be dus to defcctive work in
tho small hours allowed for by Queleh.

30 far os Bunter could sce, a-follow
bad been let off olass bevause he was
slecpy—and  if one. felldw could get off
begause he was sleepy, another could,
or at leost might! With Quelch in this
unusually -gracious meod, it was worth
trying of.

Bo about ren minutes aiter the Form-
room door had closed on Jomes Duck,
deponent verbs in the Remove were
in'gzrruph:-d by an unaccustomed sound.

3nore |

All- the Removo started and logked
round. ;

Mr. Quelch started and fixed his eyes
on Bunter, with a mest unpleasant
glint in them.

* Bunter |

“Ohl Yoz sicl®

“Be silowt ] How dave youi™ rambled

Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! I did net sleep very well lost
night, eir!” said Buuter, blinking ot
i “J think I missed a lot of -slnaﬁz-i"

What!®  cjaculated . Mr.  Queleh,
while a chuckle rippled along the
Hemove., ;

Bunter blinked hopetully at his Jopm-
master.  He had repeated James Duek's
very words. Natuvally he expected
them to produce the same coffect on the
measter. The _pext itemy ou’ the pro-
E}:&mmﬂ wus Tor Quelch to tell Bunter
iindly that o might leave ihe Fonu-
room for o time.

i Instead of which Queleh Flored at

i,

It was horribly unfair, Dunter
thought. Ho hadu't glared at Dick,

Dick had got by with it'T It 'did not
scern that Bunter was going to get by
with it ;

“I~Fm fearfully sleepy, sir I” Bunter
ventured to proeced. " I'in sorry, sir,
hecause what yow're eaying i8. 2o
interesting. Buk I—I fecl =0 Et‘:rf‘! y, BTy
owing to having missed o lot 'of sleep
in the night that perhaps you'd lot
me leave the Form-room for a time,
sir.”

“Shut up, you asz!” whispored Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—

“You ma bo silent, Cherzy!”
rapped Mr. Queleh. “ Bunter, you will
not leave the PFormeroom. ou will

altend to the lesson, and I warn you
not to interrapt it againl rou
have not been listening to me—"

“I'm so—so—sleepy, sir, owing to
wmissing o lot of slee o

“Have you been attending to tho
lesson  or not, DBunteri” demanded

ueleh, in a voice that made the fat

wi IE:u.n};;:n.

“On!  Yes, sicl” gasped Bunter,
Fe hedn't. but that was a trifle light
as air to Buonter. “A—a—a doponent
vorb lg—ig—ig——=-"'

“Iz what?” enapped Mr. Quelch,
. “H's proper in form, sir, but—but
mipraper 1o meaniog 17 gasped Duaoler.
T Wlhat ¥ stuttered Mr. Quelch,

“I1a, ha, ha|” yelled tho Remova.

This. was uncommon] od cven fer
Bunter ! Thoe fat Owl blinked rowul
hine in dismay  Really, even Bunter
huew that.a deponent verb was passive
in form; but sective in meaning—if he
had had time to think a minute! Bub
Quelch’s glare disconcerted hing.

"“I—=I=1 mesn, sir—>" EI':EDE-&I
Bunter. He could sce thas be iu it
wrong, but ho had fﬂrg’uttﬂ-u what was
cight:  “B=F megn—

“What do you mean?” thundeped
Afr. Queleh.

* [—I—I mean, it's—ib's somelhing oF
other in forn—"

“Whas i
) "ﬂﬂ{i whot d'your ezll it in mcan-

12

“T1a, ha, L™

“Bilence ! Dunter, after class you
will writa out a hundred times that 2
deponent verl is passive in form, but
active in meanming,”

“0Ohb crikey 1

“And now give your attention to the
leggon, Bunter 1™

Bunter suppressed o groan. So far
from egeaping from thoso putrid de-
poanent verbs, hia Iast state wos worse
than his first,

Duck had got off sumply becauze ho
was sleepy | Bunter couldn't get off,
though he had actually enored in class,
which Duck cortainly had not done.
That, Bunter reflected bitterly, was tho
sort of justice a fellow got ot school |

Bur Bupter was not beaten yot. Teor
ten minutcs or &0 he contrived to give
mere or less attention to Latin grammar
in its most offensive form. Then
Bunter's fat chin drooped on his podzy
chert, and he snored again.

“ Bunter I hooted Mr. Queleh.
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This time the {at Owl did not answer.
.__He knew a trick worth two of that.
He was going to be fast asleep, If o
fellow was a.ctuall;{ fast msleep, cven
uelch, surcly, would let him off, after
having let off s fellow merely for
looking slecpy. It seemed sound to
EBunter.

“Bunter |

Bnore |

“Doy 1" shrieked Mr. Quelch.

Snora |

“{Oh crikey1” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Oh, my only spring bonnet! (h
dear 1™

“¥la, ha, ha {*

Snore | .
Bunter was going strong. The
Flemove ware almeost 1n convulsions.

Mr., Quelch glared and glared with a

rgon-like plare.  Bunter did not
aeed,  With his little round eyes shut
behind hiz big round spectacles, ho
snoretl, waiting for Quelch to be con-
vireed that he was fast asleep, and to
]EE him off class as he had let Duck
Qll.
He was prepared to wake up inztantly
Queleh =aid: "“You may leave the
Form-room for a time, Bunter !” ;

But Quelch did not say that. Ho did
not say anything. He stepped to his
desk for a eane, and stepped towards
Bunier with the canc gripped in his
hand,

Swipe |

“Yaroooh I came a fearful yell from
e fat Owl.

Ic awoke quite suddenly,

swipe !

“Wow! Owl Oh cerikey! Owl®
roared Bunter.

“Are you still sleepy, Bunter?”

asked Mr. Queleh in a tone of almost
ferocious sarcasm.

“Oht! Yeg—"

Swipe!

“?nrmup! I mean, no!” yelled
Panter. “I'm not sleepv at all, sir!
N-n-never o wide awake, sir!l Ul
¢rumbs! Not a bit, sir! Oh, no—"

“Hga, ha, hal”

“Qilence |  Bunter, if veu are no
longer sleepy—=" _

ol & TUN ol Wow! No! Ow!
Wour I

“Thon we will procoed IV said MMr.
Queleh gr:m‘lé.

And he laid down the cane, and pro-
ceeded, :

Funter showed no further sign of
deowsiness that morning.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.,
A Good Thing For Bunter !

(11 RAEKE, old chap——"

“You fat fool [V

“Oh, really, Drake—"

Jamez Duck looked at
Willlam George Bunter sz if he could
have eaten William George.

After elass that day Bunter rounded
up James in the quad. He addressed
him a3 Drake-—perhaps from forgetful-
ness of the fact that there was a secret
to bo lmist-. But thero was a sly twinkle
in the little round eyes behind Billy
Bunter's big round apectacles,

“Will you keep your gilly head
et breathed Drake,

Bometimes in the amdg Harry
Wharton had used the schoolboy detee-
tive's real name. He was very careful
indeed not to_do so when other ears
were about, Bunter did not scem to
realise that such care was necessary.
There were dozens of fellows at hand,
t]:mna‘h not exactly within hearing.

“Oh|” Bunter grinped. “I forpot,
oid chap! He, he, he I*

Tre Maower LiBRARY.—DNo. 1,625,
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“1f vou forget again I'll hang your
kead on a tres|* hissed Drake,

* Better not " advised Bunter. * That
would only make me forget all the
more| He, he, hel But, 1 say, old
chap, I mentioned to you that I was
expecting a postal order this morning.
I was géing to sottle that five bob out
of 18, you know. I'in fearfully sorry
that it hasn't come ¥

Dreke stared at him, If Billy Bunter
was sorty that he was unable to square
» loan, 1t was the first time that such
sorrow had becn known to wvisit him,

“Is that 1¢? Well, never mind,” aaid
Drake. . .

“But I do mind I said Bunter Srmly.
*I'm not the sort of fellow who borrows
money nnd forgets te pay, I hope.
Somo  fellows ain't ;:-a.rtmuiﬂr about
such things, but I am—alwayas wasz.
thought I'd bebter tell you that that
postal order hasn't come yet, and you
may have to wait a bit for that hve
hob."

“All right ¥

Drake turned away.

“Hold on, old fellaw! I say, den't
walk away while a chap’s talking to
you I hooted Bunter. " Stop a minnte
—Drake ¥

Drake did not scem disposed to stop.
But he stopped at once as Bunter
forgot again not to use that name. He
turned back, breathing hard.

“That's right!* grinned Bunter.
“Don't clear off, old fellow, when
we're having such a pleasant chat.
Now, about that postal order—-"

“You fat Owl—-"

“About that postal order,” pursued
Bunter calmly —*it hasn’t come.
There's been one of thiso delays in the
post. PBut, look here, would you mind

‘waitipg till to-morrow? It's absolutely

certain to come to-morrow. It's from
one of my titled relations, you know.”

“You footling frump ™

“It will be for ten bhob,” continued
Bunter. “MNow, my idea is this. I owe
ou five bob, The postal order will be
oF temn. Slt[;{pc-sn vou lend me the other
five, and take the whole postal order
when it comes "

James Duck looked at the grinning
fat facoe long and hard.

Billy Bunter waited
cXpectation. . .

Slowly the now junior’s hand elid into
his pocket. Bunter's cxpectant grin
grew more expansive,

Bunter, to do him justice, did not
realise in the least thot he was screw-
ing cash out of the fellow who had a
secret to keep. Bunter believed, more
or less, in that postal order, Bunter
had a wonderful way of believing any-
thing that he wanted to believe.

Ho belicved implicitly jo his_own
good looks, regardless the evidence
of the looking-glasst  He belioved that
he was the cleverest fellow in the
Bomove, regardless of Quelch’s exactly
contrary opinien. So he believed that
that postal order was mmingﬁ and he
gaw no reazon why a fellow should not
oblige him by cashing it a day or two
before it came, especially a fellow
whoso secrets hie waz keeping,

?wn half-crowns dropped into a fat
palim,

“Thanks, old chiap I”* purred Bunter.
"1 zay, coma along 1o the tuckshop and
linve o ginger-pop | My treat 1™

“Lio nnd cat poke 17

(£ T’ﬂrli !IJ

Billy Bunter rolled off happily te the
school shep, When Bunter had any
cathi his footsteps were irresistibly
drawn in that direction,

In a few minutes Billy Bunter was
happily disposing of refreshmonts,

in cheerful

lguid and solid, to the czaet value of
five shillings.

Five ehillings” worth of tuck wonld
have eatisfied most fellows, T4 satise
fied Billy Banter—for s time. Ilo
rolled out of the tuckshop, lecking
happy and shiny and sticlky.

But a little later, when the Demeove
fellows went up to the studies to tea, &
fat faco looked in at thg door ol SBtudy
No. 1, with & cheery prin.

"1 say, you fellows—" gsgucaked
Bunter.

“Hoolz it1”

Bunter had fea’d in that studr the
day before. Poszsibly his fmscinating
soviety had palled on the study. Tho
Famous Five ard James Doack wore
there, and six veices addreased the Owl
of the Remeovs at once.

He Linked

Bunter did not hook if.
cheerily in.

“I say, vou fellows, Weddy's gone oul
to teal” ho remarked. " You Luow
what Toddy's like when he teas oub;
ho mever thinks of another chap in
the study. I was thinking of tﬂn-m%‘l
with S8mithy; but if you fellows woul
like me to tea bere, I dor’t muind.”

“Buzs off 1"

“Beat 1Y

“(h, all right ! said Burter breezily.
“1 paver was a fellow to bufl in where
I'm not wanted, I hopa! T dare say
Bmithy will be inferested in & litile
chat over ten. I hope I ghan't lct any-
thing slip abeut wyou, Drake. I'll try
not to, but I've got o rotten mcemory
in gome things, and I never was nsed
to keiaping seercts—ioo syrupstitions for
mo |

Billy Bunter turned ownay from the
doar,

He expected to bo called back., Eo
he waa. : : -

“Roll in, you blithering barrel I' saig
James Duck. :

Bunter rolled in.  Grim  glances
greeted him., Crim glances had no
effect on Billy Bunter, Every fellow
in the study was yearning to koot him
into the passage. Bunter did not mind
go long as they didn't do it Aed,
in the peculin® circumstances, they
couldn't,

Bunter sot down cheerfully,

“Not much of & spread!” he re-
marked. “I'll stand vou fellows o
better epread than this wien my pestal
order comees! Iaven't you got any
jam? You know I like jam! What
about borrowing a pot of jam along the
passage 1  Bunter blinked reund the
table. “Who's going 1™

Hilence. o

* Anybody going 7" asiied Buxntes,

Still silence, ] _

“0Oh, all righi! T Jdrop in on
Smithy—I dare say he won't bo as
moan as jou fellows!™ zaid Bunter
cheerily.

Harry Wharton, in silence, left the
study, and returncd with a borrowed
pot of jom, .

A sticky fat Owl rolled happily out
of the study after tea. Wiilinrn Georgo
Bunter was feeling quite bucked. How
long Jack Drake was going to stay at
Greyfriors wnder the name of James

ck, Bunter did not know, but he
Loped it would be till the end of the
term ! This looked like heing a good
thing for Bucter!

e ——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Splash |

11 UCR ?
“This way, Duely !”
“Come ond help uz old

chan [

James Duek gianced ronnd through
his stecl-rimmed elassczs with Bis uzual



gimple, shoepish blink, as his nume was
called. Then he ambled over to the
Remove fclows stauding by the foun-
tain in the guadrangle, )

All the fellows were grinuing. But,
as usual, grinning faces did not scem
to put the dulfer of the Remoyve on his
guard. e blinked inquiringly ab the
Remavites as he joined them.

“What is i£?" he asked. “ L should
bo so pleased to help you, my dear
follows, if there’s anything I can do.
But what—*

* Smithy’s dropped n half-erown into

the founteinl” explained Bkinner.
" He can't sce 1t Sea if you can spot
ik’

“0Oh, certainly I said Duck.

With guileless simplicity, he &p-
proached the pranite rim of tho basin,
which was full almost to the brim.

The juniors watched him with braath.
less iuterest. Harry Wharton & Co.
came along and stopped to look on—
suiling |

It was the oldest of old tricks—the
most palpable of cateches ! Duck was to
lean aver the water, peering into it for
the half-erown that was not there! A
tap on tho back of his head was to dip
hia faca in the waterl

Skinner's jape was so palpable that
he was not quita sure that even that
ass Duck would fall for it. But Duck
seemned to have no suspicon.

the

Krowing what they koew,
Famous Five certainly did not expect
him ta fall for it!

Numberless practical jokes had been
played on the dud of the Form, bt
gencrally they had, somechow, turned
out against the jokers—and Harry
Wharton & Co. now knew why.

But to the other Removites, Jamoes
Diick wes still the fool he was so
earcful to look. Still, it seemed to the
merry Romovites almost too géod to be
truc, when Duck clambered on tho wide
grapite brim and bent his sheepish face
and steolrimmed glasses over the
waker.

“SBee it 7" grinned Vernon-Smith.

“Not for the moment, Smithy!”
answered Duck., * But——"

“Look a bit closer I” grinned Bkinner.

“(h, certainly, Skinner!™

Duck bent his facc closer to the sur-
face of the water., He was now in
such n position that the lightest push
would have sent him toppling in—and
Harry Wharton could only
wonder. Thin time it certainly locked
gz if James Duck was going to be the
vigtim of the practical jokers.

“I connot see—"" Duck waoas zaying.
“{ht QOooooghl”

Splash !

“ ifa, ha, hal” .

The game had becn to dip Duck’s
head in. Even Skinner had not thought
of carrying the joke further than that.
But that tap on the back of his head
had the effect of Duck losing his
balance, and. he went head-first into the
flnutétain, the rest of him following hia

cad.

There was a mighty splash, as the
duffer of the Remove wallowed bodily
in the granito hasin.

“(h erumbs!® gasped Bob Cherry.

“He'll get wet!” grinned Johnny
Iiall.

“The wetfulness will be terrifie!”
There was a wild splashing and

spraying, as James Duck struggled up
in the water, spluttering for breath.
“Urrggh! Ocoochl Groooogh !
“Ha, ha, ha!”? yelled the Removites.
“ODoocht T am all wet—woooogh !
“Ha, ha, ha I
“ Better get out!” chuclkled Nugont.
‘IHere comes a pre

EYERY SAPURDAY .

* 0l goodness grasious [

.Ilsmm.-;;E Duek struggled and zplashed
out of the water, and dropped frem tho
granite rim as Wingate of the Eixth
calne siriding up. Iﬁe. stoad drenched
and dripping and blinking before the
Ureyfriars capiain,

“You young assl” gaspes Wingate,
“What did you do that for#*

“ Groooogh I

“A precious state you're int  You
voung noodle, don't you know ihat
junigrs are not allowed to climb on the
fountain ¥ rapped Wingate.

“Urrggh | splutterad Duck.
“Gurrggh! Oh dear! Qoogh!™
*ia, ha, hal™

“PDid you push thet young idiot in,
Skinner "

‘I exclaimed
s rprise.

“I gaw you touch Lim

“1 was trying to save him!" ex.
plained Skinner, *I was afraid he was
Euing to fall, and I tried to pull Lim

ack! I was just too late!”

“Groogh! My own fout, I am
afraid, Wingate I bleated James Duck.
“Thank you so much for trying te save
me from fslling, Bkinner! It was
really very, very kind of vou! You
are such a nice boy.”

“Oh scissors1” gasped Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Look here, stop these tricks on ihat
silly young ass!” said Wingate, half
laughing. “Cut off to the House and
change ot once, Duck, or you'll be
catehing o cold 1”

“ Atchoooh !  Aytishoo 1

“Oh gad! You'ro  catching one
already! Cut off 1" exclaimed Wingate.

“Yeg, Wingatel Aytishool ?ruﬂg’hi
Oggoch ! Atehtoooh I sneezed Duck,
and he ent off, leaving a watery {rail
behind him.

Wingate gave Skimmer a look, and
walked away,

The group by the fountain were left
gurpling, as James Duck iraled off,
dripping. 3

“ Jovver sco such a blithering idiot 1™
said Vernon-Smith,

“Hardly ever!” said Skipner. " So
sad that I wasn’t able to save him—"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The juniors roared.

“Qf all the fools—" zaid Vernon-
Smith.

Harry Wharton looked curiously at
the Bovnder. BSmithy was one of the
keencst fellows at OCreylriars. Dut
clearly he had not the shightest sus-
picion that Jamea Duck was other than
what he zeemed; not tho remotest idea
that he was anything but a dud and a
duffer, and that he had fallen inte
that palpable trap from sheer clumsi-
ness and fatheadedness.  Smithy was
shrugging his shoulders in contemptnous
deristor,

The Tamous Tive walkal away,
leaving the other fellows laughing.

Bob Cherry glanced oddly st his
chuma,

"1 suppose we didn’t dream what
that fat chump Bunier told ws about
Duck, yvou fellows!” he sand,

“TFathead [V

“Well, I ean’t make it oub! What
did he let Skinner play that frick on
him for? He knew what Skinner was
up to, as well as we ddid! 1 suppose
he can't like being {ipped head-fiest
into cold water!®

“ Blezsed if I make him out, eithor!”
confessed Ilarry Wharton, “He must
have been wiso to it, and he let Skinner
get by with wt—Dblessed if I know why—
unless it suits his game somchow.”

“Heo's acted this time just as if he's
the fool he logksl™

SQlkinner, in pEroot

L

2l

': g:eﬂy_ we kpow pow that he snit!”

i Beats me hollow [ said Baob.,

The Famous Five were quito puzzled.
They did not see Duck againi ho hadl
hurried into the House, no doulit 1o
got the g¢hange he nceded, after thas
drenghing to the skin. Duat when they
went in, & little later, Billy Bunter moet
them, with a grinning fat face,

“1 any, you fellows! Heard about
Duck #* he squeaked. “He, he, el I
savy he'a. been packed into sanny ™

"Banny |” exclaimed all the amous
Five together,

“He game in sneezing lus headd off 17

rinted Bunter. "™ You sghould have
weard him—going off liko a fophorn!
He, he, he! He's got o fearfnl cold !
Qielech has walked him off to sanny,
Poor old Duek 1™

That Bunter's information was well-
founded was soon lLnown. Jamcs
Duck did not appear at calling-over;
iz name was not called by 3lr.
Harker, who took roll. And when the
Remove went up to the studies to prep,
James Duck did not join them.

Jamez Duck was in the echool zana-
torium, end the Remove wera not
likely to see him again for some time.

“Rotten luck|” said Frank MNugent,
at prep, in Study No. 1. " Looks like
putting the kybesh en Drake's detee-
tive stunts, Harry—ho wen't got the
jolly old. prowler while Le's laid up in
sanny,”

“1 wonder!” eaid Ilarry Wharlon
slowly,

MNugent stared at him,

"He's laid up,”™ he said, *“I've Lieard
from half a dozen fellows that hoe cane
in with a fearful cold, nfier that dip
in tho fountamn,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Why do you think he was =0 leepy

in “Form this morning, Irauk*? le
n shked.

2 P after tho prowler, very likelr,
and lost his beauty sleep,” wnswered
Nugont,

c ctly I Wharton nodded.  “ And

“Well, now—" asked WNugent,
puzzled.

“He's got somo reasen for furning

out at mght and watching for ihe

prowler, since ho got on to soemething in

Crocker's hut yesterday. Dut he can'g

scout at night and eit in Form by dar.

A fellow must have some sleen ! 1 fancy

that's why he has gone to sauny.®
“Oh 1 ﬂju.r:u'lu.t.{:dg Nugent.

“Tt gpota him ont of eclasees withaut
anything being said. Fellows would
jolly soon begin to wonder if he nodded
in the Form-room every day and Gunlch
let him off elasa™ Harry Wharton
laughed agoin. “ Ile's no more caught
cold than I havel [Bet you lo was
trying to think out some geod excnse
for cutting clnss  without aquestions
asked whon Skinner played that jope on
him, and he _1urr.n]:n:n:fl gt the chunce”

“Oh1”  repeated 1'~Eugr=n t TTa
chuckled. “Bkinner fancied he was
pulling his leg, nnﬂ Drukie  was

making use of hun

“Phat's it !*

Harry Wharton had hiitle doubt (hat
o had got it right. Skinner, ciuim
uneonsciously, had come in usciul in
helping tho schoolboy detective to carry
out -his planasl  That night_James
Duel’s bed wns empty in tho Remove
dormitory, and most of tho fellows enp-
posed him to be in an unhappr, enece
mg Etate in sanny. Which, o3 Iarvry
Wharton puessed, was exactly what ln
wanted thom to suppose, as ha waiied
and watched for tho prowler in i
silent hours of the night.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Sympathetio |

Y BAY, you fellowsI”
COhuck 362"
WaS gol to say-
“Waell, dnn'ﬁ" )
“ Abont Drake—" continued Billy
Bunter calmly.
5illy Bunter had a narrow escape, at
that moment, of being collared, up-
endnd, and fandm;'l, bumping, on the
hnvd, nnsympathetic earth |
Tt the Famous Five controlled their
feelings. Bumping Billy Bunter was
riot, at the moment, practical politics.
What was required from Bunter at
present was silence; and bumping him
would not have caused him to be silent

—rather, it would have made him
eloquent. :

“If wvou say Drake again—*
broathed Harry Wharton,

“Drake again {” grinned Bunter.

And still the captain of the Removo
did not fall-upon him and smite him
bip and thigh |

They wore in the guad, and there
were plenty of fellows about. Indeed,
Bkinner was near enough to catch what
Bunter said, and bhe was glancing
iowards him curiously. The name of
Drake was remembered in the Remove,

“1 was going to say——" resumed
Bunter.

“Will you shut uwp!” mutiered Bob,
“Coan't you see that Skinner's stretch-
ing cut his oari”

“Well, I don't mind!” said Bunter
cham'fu!f}'. “This keeping secrats is n
syrupstitious sort of thing. I dare
say you fellows don't mind being syrup-
stitiona! I don't like it myself; but
then, 1 always was a bit mora particu-
lar than some fellows, But 1 was going
10 say—0>"

The Famous Five moved awey to got
out of range of Bkinner's ear.

Dilly Bunter rolled after them.

*“If you fellows aren’t interested I'll
speak to Bmithy about it," he eaid.
“It's rather important.”

They gazed at him. The Famous Five
were very careful to keep Jack Drake's
secrot, a3 & matter of ecourse. They
realised clearly enough the harm that
might be done by the presence of a de-
teetive in the school becoming known,
If it was talked of up and down Girey-
friars, it was wery likely to reach the
cars of the suspected man, and with
2portsman Crocker thus put on his
gunard the schoolboy detective's task
w{:ﬁ.m be rendered infinitely more diffi-
€n

Billy DBunter might, erhaps, have
realised this alse had he given any
thought to the subject. Bunter, cer-

tainly, did not mean any harm. But
if happened—as was pot unusual—that
Bunter's podgy ughts were wholly
concentrated on W. (. Bunter.

“I mean to say,” continued Bunter,
whila they lgqaad at him in silence,
“tho chap's laid up in sanny now. It's
& bit awkward.”

“The awkwardness is  probably
terrific I agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, with & dusky grin. *“He is now
ont of the reach of the borrowiulness.”

“Oh, really, Inky! The fact is, I
W llmmf to ask the chap to cash o
postal order for me, and I don’t mind
Ha}'mjg- 50, said Bunter. “I don't see
why he shouldn't. If hasn't come this
morning, after all, as I e-:xiqcteq, but it
will bo here to-morrow, which is prac-
tically the same thing. But—"

“Ts ho wound up?’ asked Bob
Cherry.

“But I'm not bothering about that
saul Bunter with dignity. “I'm not
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thinking shout myself at all,
over 1

[13 Eh_?ﬂ

“I'm thinking about poor old Drake.
laid up in sanny I’ said Bunter. “You
know my sympathetic nature—"

“Ohy “goally, Ch -,

really, erry! I've ashked
Quelch for leave to sg him in sannv,
just to sihow my sympathy, you know,
but he’s refused. ou know what a
stony-hearted boazt Queleh is! I can't
go and ses tho poor chap —"

“And so the poor dog had none!”
murimured Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Blessed if 1 see anvthing to cackln
atl You fellows were pally with
Drake, and you haven't asked to go
and see him in saony—"

“We don't want_to borrow anything
off him " snorted Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! Well, as I was
savin i

“Haven't you finished yot 7

“Nol” roared Bunter. “I haven't.
You fellows can stick about with your
hands in your pockets, whilo o chap
we know 1z stuck in sannv, living on
gruel, and 'broth, and all sorts of
mucks, and the doctor giving him medi-
cine to make him worse. I've got a
eympathetic nature, T'm jolly  well

ing to stand by the chap now he's
down on his luek! Buppose a follow
smuggled in some decent tuck for him ¥
Plenty of time before dinner !

* Fathead !

“I mean to say, I know the room he's
zot M anid Bunter. “I've been asking
Trotter. Te's got that room on the
ground floor, with & door on the Head's

Do 1

garden. I suppose thet’s so that ho
con wall in tﬂa gardén when he fecls
up to it

Harry Wharton & Co. made no com-
ment on that.
. They were not surprised that the
invelid had a room in sanny with a
door opening on the garden. They had
no doubt that the schoolboy detectivo
put in a good deal of sleep in that room
in the daytime, and that the door in
the garden was very convenient for him
to get out ot night and let himself into
the House, to keep watch and ward
thore. ]

But they were hot likely to put Billy
Bunter wise on that subject. The less
Eilly Bunter knew tho better.

_ “Well, you see, a_ follow could slip
into the Head's garden syvrupstitiously
and tap at the door,” caxplained Bunter.
“Bea? I'd do it—for that poor chap's
soke! Doctors make out that jam tarts
snd cakes aro bad for & chap when he's
ill, but that's only their rot, of course!
If T were ill T should jolly well want
all the cake I could got hold of, and
jam tarts, too! I believe they do =
nlmf& f Iint more good than medicine I

E1 E'i- £y ]

“Doctors don’t know much!” said
Danter, shaking his head. “Look at
the National Iitness Campaign, for
instance ! That’s becanse theré’s too
many doctorz about ! There never wern
B0 manv doctors as thero are now—and
there never was any need of & National
IMitness Cainpoign before ! It wouldn't
be needed now if woe could only get shut
of the dectors.”

“0Oh, my hat[*

“What o chap wants,” pursued the
fat Owl, “i1s to feed B cold! Whoen I
had a cold at home, the doctor shut
off my grub at once. I'd have told him
what I thought of him, only, of course,
ko wwould have put something extra
onn tho bill if T hed! Well, vou can
jolly well bet that the school nurse
won't let poor old Drake feed his cold,
if sho ean lmlij it.  Nurses always
Leliove what doctors tell them, and

dociors always talk awial rot! A big
calia——

“You want ora of us 40 smugele in
a cake to Dack? asked DIlob.

“Oh, co; I'm gaing to fake all tha
rial I

“Ha, La _

“Oh; pacf-:[sfi Cackle, while poor old
Drake i3 l;r'nﬁ: fearfully huhgry, and
having to swallow doctor’s muck ! said
Bunter scornfully. “ Hoad's garden is
out of bounds; and sanny’s ai the lower
end of the garden. [t wanis somn
nerva to cut in there and take n cake to
& chap! Well, I've got the norve, if
vou fellows stand the cale!™

“Wow wo're coming to the millk in
the coconut!” remarked Nugent.

“One of those fivebob eakes at tho
tuckshop 13 my idec!” said Daonter,
“It will only be a bob each for thn lok
of you, That's ok much! I stand
the Bve bob myself if vy posinl order
had como. But it hasn't. You fellows
stand the cale and I'll do {he rest™

he

“Is that the lot? azked IHarry
Wharton,
“Yes, Now let's go and get the
calko—""

“Jo and eai coke, insload!™

“0Oh, all right!” said Punter ealmly.
“If you fellows ara ﬁumg fo be mean,
gll right! Other fellows ain't mean.
Smithy would stand the Give bob like o
shot it he Lknew it was Drake who wos
in sanny——"'

“If you sar a word to Bpulhy, or
enybady  else, about Dzake—"
breathed Harey Wharton. .

“ 1 don't see how it's to he helped IV
explained Bunter, “8Smitky don’t caro
two sbraws about Duck—but he would
be fearfully sympathetic i he Linew it
was Drake! T shall have to tell him,
unless you fellows do the right llnn;lzl
Dash it all, don't be mean—afier all,
Drake's o pal, and five bob woen'c ho
much 1" ; ;

“What about drowning him in iha
fountain ! asked Bob,

“Dh, roally, Cherrye=—*

“Poot himt all over the quad!™ sug-
grsted Johnny Bull

Bunter backed out of reach. ]

“1 say, Bquiff,” ha sguebked. hilink-
ing round at. Sampson Quiney lfley
Field in the distance, *“seen Bmithy "

Souiff glanced round,

“E}n the tuckshop ! he answered.

“Oht All rightt”

Billy Bunter rollad off to the tuck-

shop.

I-Farr:,f Wharton & Co. exchangod
glances—and followed him there 1 They
realised that there wos no help for it—
if Drake's secrck was to be kept!

With Jdeep foelings, ther followad
William (George Bunter into the school
shop | )

Bunter Blinked
juniors there, 2

“I say, vou fellows, Smithy heret”
he squeaked.

“Here |” answered the Bounder.

“I've got semethipnz to (ell yon, old

oyver tho erowd of

ap

“Tell somebaody elze !

“Oh, really, 8mithy— Ow! Who's
that grabbing me?” hooled  Bunter,
blinking round as & grazp fell on tho
back of his fat neck, Legg_a, Cherry,
you beast| 1've gob something to say
to Smithy-—-"

“What ahout that cake$™  lhissed
Bob.

“0Oh! Al right!” _

Two minutes later B:lf;r' Frunter

rolled out of the {usckshop with one of
Mra. Mimble's serumptions five
shilling calkes packed under a fat arm,

It was improbable that that cake
would got very near to the invalid in
sanny ! It was wuch more probable
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Crocker tore himself
said Dr. Locke,

_.H.i.--'\.
; i

that it would tide Dunter over till the
dinner-bell rang 1 :

The fat Owl departed with_the ceke;
and the Famous Five, with really
wonderful self-restraint, did not hoot
him as he departeds

r——tmrerr—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Beastly For Bunter |

it ON'T tell Bunter!”
D “For goodness’
don't "

“No good his gccing 2
Jdoctor 1 He doesn’t belicve in doctors 1Y

“Poor old Bunteri”

“Well, it can't be helped now ™

Billy Bunter came to & halt outside
Study Neo. 1 in tha Hemove, It was
wa-time, and the door of that study
was lolf-open; and the voiees from
within told that the Famous Five were
ail there.

At the words: “Don’t tell Bunter,”
Bunter naturally thought, fGest of all
of lending s fat ear to that conversa-
tipn. 1f thers was something they
weran''t going o tell Dunter, the iak
Uwl wanted to know what it was,

Tauckily they did not seem to have
heard lum coming] ‘That was, per-
liaps, & litle odd, for Bunter's step was
not light; likewise, the sscent of a
staivense made him grunt for breath,
and his fat grunt announced him like a
signature-fune.

Obviously, howover—toe  Bunter—
they hadn't heard him, for they werc
woing on talking seorets, oblivious of
the fact that he was just outzide the
half-open  door—every word reaching
his fat cavs,

Bunter could hear threugli that door,
But he could not, of course, seo throngh
it. So be remaindd happily unawaro

eale,

from Idr.-‘hﬁ&]]es’ gTasp, and leaped like a tigerat Jack
‘ Mr. Lascelles, you will be kind enough to keep guard.
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police ¢ *

that five faces wore wreathed in gring,
though the veices were serious, ndeed,
owiully solemn.

“But how could it have happened 1"
asked MNuogent.

“Well, accidents will happen, when
rat-poison is kept on the same shelf,”
said Bob Cherry.

“Yea, but how could a bottle of
I{illnmqtlink got mixed up in a cake!”
. “Might have got wupset, or some-

wune™

“What rotten luck for Bunter to get
hold of that vory cake I ;

“Worso etill, 1f he'd really taken it
te Drake! Fancy poor old Drake
sealfing a dose of Killemauick.”

“Bure he didn't take it to Drakei™
asked Harry Wharton, “ He said he
was going to, you know.™

“That's as good ns proof that he
wasn't going to ™

YOht Yesl So it was )™
" Beaides, he was all erommy ik
dinnrr !l Crumbs all over him! And

Lo didn't eat raore than as much as any
four fellows, so something must bave
taken away his appetite.”

“Igor old Bunter !

“No good telling him!" said Iob.
“1% would frighten him {fearfully, as
ha doesn’t think doctors are any good.”

“Mayn't do him any harm, after alll
Bunter can oat practically anything 1

yemarked Johnny Bull, “He may got
over it.*
“Well, I hope so—awiful to loze

Bunter!” -
“Tha awinlness would -be terrific.’
Rilly Bunter stood outside the door

of Study No. 1, rooted | Horror froze

him therel This was the awlul secret
those beasts were keéping from hrm !

Not for a moment had Buuter ews-
peeted that thers was anything wrong

with that ¢ake! It had been a scrump-

b

il
2. S

_u’fdifﬂ "_’jhr ” o -ll

his manaeled hands upraised. * Enoughl®®
r that man—Mr, Queloh, will yon ring up the

tious calie | It had tasted all right! If
Mrs. Mimble had accidentilly mixed
the contents of a bottle of Killemquick
with the ingredients of that cake, there
was nothing abeut tho flavour to put
tho consumer on his guard |

Bunter had finished that cake to the
last ¢rumb and the last plum ! He had
enjoyed that cake! He hed thoughi
of it sinca with happy satisfaction. o
haid hoped that there would be another
like it'st ten in Study No. 1. If there
wam‘:Il he was pregamd to suggest that
aona should be added to the festive
boayd=and to make that sugpgestion
\'n]r}:r firmly.

Ut NOWe—— :

“After all, he's not been ill yet, so
far as I'vo noticed!” said Bob, "It
may be all right! Ostrichcs can bolt
any old thing, and Bunter's a goud bit
like on ostrich, you knowl I the
Killemguick was working, he wonld
have some fearful pains—rather like
daggors, I think! Well, we should
have heards——"

“Yaroooh |
“Hallo, hallo, hallol What's thati™

“Ow! Helpl Scnd for a doctorl
{th crikey 1"
The door of the study was pulled

wilde open, and Harry Wharlon & Co.
looked out. S

They stared at Dunter, staggering in
the passage, with two fat hands pressed
o the best-filled waisteoat at Greyfriars
Bchool.

“ Anything the Bunter ™
arked Harry.

* Qoooggoh ™

“Not ill, are you?”

“Yoooogh! Help! Send for a
doctor 1" shrieked Bunter, “I'm pip-

ip-pip-poisoned | I'm duddid-dod-
gy‘m | YaroopI” i}

"%H,E Maoxer Liprany.—No. 1623,
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“Got a pain?"” asked Dob,

“Owl Yesl Like daggersi Wow "

“ Oh ecrikey I T

Billy Dunter had a fertile imagina-
tion. Hitherto, he had felt no painz
n: o result of eating that cakel But
with the belief 1n his fat head that he
had consumed Killemquick along with
ithe cake. ho immediately imagined
Paing.

“Like daggers—burning daggers!”

selicd Bunter, “Yarooh| I say, you
foilows, help! Will you send for a
doctor? Ow! Wow 1™ _

_"DBut you don’t believe in doctors,
o—""

. “Beast ! roared Bunter. “Get s
doctor, you rotter! Ow!” Bunter's
disbelief in dootors seemed fo have
vanished all of & sudden! *“1 say, vou
fellows, do gut & doctor guick!

Quiek 1™

“What on carth’s the row?" asked
}?’.‘I’ﬂﬂﬂ-ﬁmlth, leoking out of Btudy
2w, G,
A dozen_fellows came out of the
studics ot Bunter's frantic vells.

“I'm ill " velled Bunter. * Smathy,
vou ain’'t a beast like thoso beasts, go
and get a doctor, will you "

“1 don't think (™

“Beast! Hottor! TYarooch! I'm
n:'!m;l-dldndud-dymgi Yoo-hoop | Help ™
%nﬂccl Bunter, “I say, you fellows——
Coopogogh | v s

“Is anything tho matter with him*"
nsked Bkinner.

“Nothing that I know of | answered
Bob Chorry.

. “Heast [ roared Bunfer. “Yon
know there was Killemguick in that
coke—I heard you say z0! You weren't
going to tell mo, you beast! Ow!”

“"Killemquick 1” gasped the Bounder.
0wl 8l Mre. Mimble mixed it
in the cake! Wowl Ow !

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

‘Help | Send for a doctor | shrieked
Bunter. “Ow! I wish I hadn't eaten
that cako now ! What are you cackling
at, you beasts? Helpl I'm pip-pop-
posoned ! There was Killemquick in
the cake——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors

They were not likely to belicve tha: f

statemont,
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“Owl Helpl”

There seemed to be no help for
Dunter on the spot. The Removites
werg doubled up with merriment. Even
the Famous Five, who knew the tragic
circumstances, were yolling with
lnughter like the rest. :

Bunter made s rush for the stairs.
Ha had to have help: he had to have
s doctor. He carcered across the land-
ing velling.

* (Oh, my hat [ gasped Bob. “Bunter,
hold on—=2 -

" Beast! I'm. going to Quelch——
Yaroooch! Ile will get 8 doctor——

Uwl Woooh! Oooh! Beastl”

“ Stop, you fathead I” roared Bob.

But Bunter did not stop, He did the
Bomove staircase two at s time
tore down the lower stairs. Thore wos
no stopping Bunter., In his haste ho
did the last half-dozen stairs in one,
and landed with a bump and a roor at
the bottom.

But he picked himsell up and flew
orn. It was only a matter of seconds
before he was hurling open the door
of his Form-master’'s etudy; ond BMr.
Quelck fairly bounded as the door
crashed open and a fat Owl huriied in.

“Bunter " Quelch almost roarved.
“Bunter, what—"

[ T IIE’IP 1JJ

“What?” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“I'm pip-pip-pip-pip-pip—"

“Are vou oub FOUr BENSCS,
Bunter 1" .
“Ow | Nol I'm  pip-pip-pip-
isoned—"

“What?” shricked Mr. Quelch.

“It was ia the cake 1" howled Bunter
—*“Mrs. Mimble’s cake., She mixed a
bottle of Killemauick with the kik-kik-
kik-cake—— TI've swallowed the lot!
I've got buin daggera all over me.
Yarcooh! Bend for a doctor, sir! O,
send for a docto uick | Ow "

“8ilence 1" reoared Mr., Quelch.

“Yarooch 1"

Mr. Quelech did not cluteh st the
telephone o ring up & doctor; he
clutched at o cane. o came towards
Bunter with that cane in his hand and
a perfectly terrifving expression on his
ace,

“ Bunter, vou havo, s usual, been
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you mrae 3ll—>"

. “0Owl Nol There was KEillemquick

in tho coke—--"

“Nonsense |” roared Mr. Quelch,

heard the fellows eay o, sirl

Owl Wow! A whole bottlel Ow "

velled Bunter.  “It was mixed up in

bob cake. And I—I

the cake—a five-
ote 18 all, Owl*

“¥ou have eaten a whole five-shilling
cake I oxclaimed Mr. Quelch. *No
wonder you feel ill} Bo silent [**

“Yarooh "

Wlhack |

“Yow-ow-ow-ow | roared DBunter.
It was not an imaginary pain thut he
fclt when Quelch's cane {ande-:L

“Now be silent !

¥ ooo-hoooop ¥

Whack !

“Ow!l Oh crikeyl Ieave off whop-
ping me when I'm pip-pip-pip—-="

“Thera is nothing the matter witl
vou, Bunter, but over-eating,” said Mr.
Guelehi. *Such an accident as you have
described cannot poasibly have hap.
pened; and if you heard anyone eny 20,
1t was obviously only a thoughtless jost
on & grocdy—indeed, disgusting—boy i
Now be silent—-"

“ But—but—but-—- QOh, really, sir,
I—I—*" pgasped Bunter. O s
wonder 1f hoso beasts knew I was out-
side the door all the time? Oh-crikey!
Pulling a fellow's leg, the boasta—'

“If you have eaten a whole five.
siilling cake, no doubt you do not feel

well,”” said Mr. Queleh. " You must
have no tea, Bunter—anothing #ill
EHPEI‘—"H

L1 ‘t.tidl

“And in order to make sure that you
eat nothing for a time I sholl give you
u detention—-—"

“What t”

“UCome with me

“ Buy, 1—I—I say, eir, I—1 foel beller
now |¥ pasped Bunter, *“I—I'm hungry,
sir. I—1 was ing to tea with some
chaps, sir. '1Ezr?a}rm waiting for 1oe
now; they'll miss me, sir—"

“Come with moe at oncel” rapped
Mr. Queich.

“Oh lox’ ¥

The Remove master marched the fat
Owl out of the study and along to the
Form-room.

Billy Punter sat down at his place
there in the lowesi of spirits. Ilo no
longer faneied that he had consumed
o bottle of Killemguick with that
calto; but reslly his last stote was
nlmost 83 bad as his first,

“ J—I—1 sav, sir—'"" gasped Dunter,

“You need say nothing, Bunter!”
said Mr. Quelch. “You will writo out
the whole of the conjugations of four
Latin verbs, ono in each conjugation.’

“Oh erikey 1"

“You will remain in the Iorm-room
until yvou have dene so.”

“Oh erumbs 1" . ]

“And if you cat anyibing again
before supper I shall cane you mosl
severely M

“ Dk soissors [P

Harry Wharton & Co. did not enjoy
Billy Bunter’s company at ice. ut
perhaps they enjoved bis absence; »g
that was all right.

ll]‘

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lagged At Lastl

ACK DRAEE listencd, his hoart
beating quickly.,

J

Fe stood in the blaclkest
darlingse, )
it was pearle midnight, and the

schocl was silent and sleeping. Long
rgo the lnst door hed closed, the lasc
ligii hod been extinguished,



Iu all the great building ne one was
wakeful but tho schoolboy detective,
and perhaps another—another who
came with creeping footstops,

Drake stood in the aleove in Head's
corridor, his elbow leaning on the end
of the sbttée there. There was no
glimmer of light; he woauld have been
invisiblo at a foot's distanco,

Since the hour of ecleven had struck
he had been there—silent, patient,
watching, wakeful, and making no
sound, no movemcnt,

It was the third night that, he lLad
kept such a watch. Bo far it had had
no result. But lie was prepared to keep
it up night aficy night till the result
came==knowing that it st come.

The discovery of the secret passage
from the hut on the spinney hﬂé made
all the difference,

Now ho knew ihe spot at which the
prowler enteved the school ; now he was
able to guard the one spot ot which the
mystery-man brolke cover,

Only by that way could the rascal

eome, and sooner or later he would
ﬂ&m&—g}l'ﬂbﬂh!}’ rather  sooncr  than
Iater,

or with every day that ﬂlﬂtpﬁﬂﬂ
rince s past prowl the seeret mlferer
was likely to be in more nced
pilferings,

He would come: and wwhen he camae
Prake would be on the spot—now he
knew ! ‘L'wo nights he had watelied in
vain, but now—-

That cold which had caused James
Bluck to bo sent into sanny was, as
Harry Wharton had guessed, epmoun-
lage. In that room in the sanatovium
the schoolboy detective slept by day—
s he-had to wateh by night.

From that room, at a late hour, he
et himself out by the door en the
Head's garden and entered the House
by the door on Masters’ Passage with
o key that made no sound.

Of what he planned and what he o=-
seeted Mre, Quelch and the Head, so
far, knew liitle: but they gave the
sehoolboy deteetive a free hand—all the
more willingly because they knew that
Ferrers Lochke's aszistant had made
some discovery that gave hope of get-
ting the prowler at last.

Long hours of waiting and watching
i the dark were tiresome enough, but
Brake had learned patience. Two long
nights had crawled by without result
But the prowler would come egsin—
ooner or later he would come—ond
only paticuce wos needed.

‘And now, ns bo stood listening 1n the
dark, Drake heard a fnint sound, and
knew that his patience was to be
vowprded,

It was a faint seuffiing sound behind
the old ook wall af the hack of the
alcove, It might have been. a rat
sehiftling ; any other cay that had heard
it would have talien it for that.

Drake knew that the sound was at
e seeret panel, and he knew that it
was not a rat behind the ocak—or, at
afl events, that it was a human ratd
[n his mind’s eye he could seeRandolph
Crocker dmf:-pum from thoe cavity in
tho floor of the old abhot's cell, stealitig
along the underground passage, mount-
ing the spiral staiv in the thick old wall
nf  the corvidor, pausing behind the
oaken panel, and groping for the
spring.

Click |

It was o foint sound, but it was un-
mistakable. The secret panel in the
ileove wall had epencd.

The darknesa was unbroken: but in
1fro davkness & darker shadow seemed
fo loom, flitting past the schoolboy
drtbctive,

The Greyfriars prowler was on the
prowl again.

EVERY SATURDAY

Drake made no souwnd, no movement.
The shadow flitted by ; there was a =oft
sound of a stealthy footstop.

It died down the covridoy; and then
Drake stirred, and, without a sdund,
followed even more silenidy than that
stealthy shadow,

It was not the Head’s study that was
tha prowler’s objective this time. e
turned from the Iead's corridor into
the adjoining passage, where the
masters’ studics were,

Drake stopped at the corner, watch-
ing and listening,

A tiny gleam of light from a small
flash-lamp sparkled on a door a little
way down Masters’ Passage—the door
of Mr. Prout's study.

The master of the Fifth, so far, had
lost nothing fo the prowler; now it
scemed that he was going to have his
turp.  [f there was anything of value
in Prout's study—as very probably
there was—it was at the mercy of the
prowler.

A faint elicking sound reached Drake.
Prout’s door was lacked—Dbut the lock
did not stop the prowler.

The light was shut off ; tho locked
daor opened and shut again after the
man who had passed into the study.
Prout, in his room above, sleeping the
gleep of the just, may have been
dreaming—but c¢ertainly be was not
dreaming of what was happening below
in his study.

But for the watchfulness of the
schoolboy detective, there would have
been another pilfering in the night—
another spot of exeiting news in the
morning! But this time Ferrers
Locke’s assistant was watching, and it
was going to be the prowler's last
prowl,

Dirake tiptond down the
towards Prout’s study doar.

From the keyhole there was a. {aint
glimmer, The light had been turned
on in the study. Drake could guess
that the window had been carefully
covored first. He heard sounds within
~—faint sounds, but easily recogniscd-—
the wrenching open of a locked drawer.

Ha listened |

Locks did not siop the prowler!
Suspicion had once fallen on the
Bounder becanso he had abstracted the
key of the Head's study, and that study
had been opened with & key by the
prowler. But more had been learned
since that time, Drake knew that the
prowler had opencd at least one lock
with a skeleton key—though the
prowler did not koow that he knew.

Just as easily, he could have picked
the lock of the desk-drawer that he was
now forcing. PBut he did not choose to
do so; his gamo being to give the
nnpression that the prowling and
pilfering were the work of apn inmate
of the school. _

A  Greyfriars fellow might bave
abstracted, or found keys that would
open study doors. But no Greyiriars
fellow could be supposed to possess keys
that would unlock privato locks on desk-
drawers. Such & follow would have
had to force loeks. It was for that
reason that the prowlor did so. Ifc
waz leaving no trace behind him that
the work was the work of an ouiside
hand | _—

Crack, crack, came from within the
study.

Drake put his ecye to the keyhole.
He could see across Prout’s study-—io
the fegura that was bending over
Prout's desk. :

That figure was wrapped in a long,
dari coat. The face was almost hidden
by o muffler bound across it, from the
forchead to the upper I&p, with cve-
holes cub for sight., Under lho cige

pazsage
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showed &  thick, bristly, rogged
moustacho that almeost hid the mouth.

No one could hava recognised the
man, if scen. No one could have
identified Tiim s the man Drake knew
hum to be. Becvet and stealthy as wero
his miduight prowlings, the mystery
man was on his guard against a
sudden flash of light, an eve falling
on him by chance,

Bending over an open drawer in the
desk, the prowler was groping in its
contents,

Drake caughe o sudden gleam in the
eyes  through the oycholes in the
mufflar,

The thievish lhand came out, with a
bundle of currency notes in it—and the
mystery man stood ﬂ_ickiug the edges
with his fingera, counting them.

Most of the Grevirviars staff were

careful not to leave cash im their
stedies sinee the prowler had prowled.
But it was like Mr. Prout io be forget-
ful. It was an wnvsually rich prize for
the prowler. So far as Drake could see,
there were fiftcen or twenty notes in
the wad—possibly intended for Prout’s
cxpenses in the Iaster vacation, now
close at hand.
_ The little wad of noles disappeared
inte & pocket. Then the prowler turned
te another drawer of tho desk, aud
again there was a cracking sound aw
it was forced open,

Drake stepped aside from the door.
His plans were cut and dried; and
thers was nothing like {ear in his heart.
Ho knew exactly what he was gﬂi:}g to
do—when the prowler omerged from
that study in the dark

Ha waited. )

Thore was silenco in the study again.
The glimmer faded from ihe kKeyheole;
the light had been shuot off.

The study door opened softly.

The passage was i1n thick darkness.
In the darkness, there was & loom of a
black shadow before the eyes of the
schoolboy detective. A clenched fist
shot to & stubby chin, and the prowler,
taken utterly by surprise, went over
backwards with a heavy orash.

The

He had no time {o recover.
schoolboy detective was on him even
as he crashed, grasping wrists and
dragging them fogether.

Click 1

The man hardly knew he was hand-
euffed for the moment, Utterly dazed
by that sudden jolt Trom the dark that
had wup-ended him, he sprawled.
panting, gasping, spluttering.

Drake leaped up.

Swiftly he switched on the passage
light.

right light filled Masters’ Passape,
doazziing the eves that glared from the
eycholes in the muffler. There was a
savage wrenching of manacled hands,
amd the prowler staggered up—panting,
wrenelnng, wrenching madly.

But he wrenched in vain. Tho Grey-
friars prowler was caught at last, and
thero was no escape for him,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Of The Prowler !

i ROCKER !
“Randelph Crocker!™
“That raseal Crocker

The Greyiriars rowler
stoodd leaning against the door of
Prout's study, panting. QClose by his
side stood Larry Lascelles, the games
master of Greyfriars, with & band on
Tis arm.

A eall from Drake had brovght the
cames master quickly to the =pot
Tie Magner LIBRARY.—No. 1,023
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Then Me Queleh had been called—and
he had called the Head from his house,
with the welcome news that the Grey
friars prowler had been caught. The

rest of Greyfriars slumbered on. |
Jack Drake whipped the disguising
muffler from the rascal’'s face—reveal-
ing Randolph Crocker, the old boy of
Greyfriara, white with rage. Eaid
CaCl.

“{rocker ! repeated the
“Randolph Crocker 1"

“Moe, you old fool 1" snarled Crocker.

“Silence, rascall” said Mre Quelch
stornly.

“Hang you——' ]

The games master compressed a grip
on his arm.

“That will do1” ho said.

“Youd!” enid the Head. *You, the
pmwlinf pilferor—you, who were
vxpelled from this school twenty years
ugo for pilfering! ¥Youl”

Crocker’s eyes turned on Jack Drake,
is-;tli: volumes of rago and fury in his
ook,

Yet he was a8 much amazed as
cnragoed.

To his cyes, this was James Dack,
{he sheepizh new boy "at Greyiriars—
vet it was Duck who had lagged him—
bad elicked the handeuffs on his wrists,

“Lrocker I said Mr, Quelch. Tliere
was & grim satisfaction in the Remiove
master's  faco.  “So the prowling
pilfercr was Crockerl Drake, I onco
gave vou § dotention for visitinz {lar
man’s hnt——"

Drake smiled.

“You did, sir 1

“1 had ne idea—no suspicion-——
Mr dear bow, I mitust suppose now that
vou were then on  the  raszcol's
track—-"

T Y’E-Eg- 51:_[' !u

“You love dope well, Drake ' said
{he Ilead. *““Ferrers Locke will be glad
to hear what you have done,”

Crocker gavo a violent start. Boih
those names, it was clear, were guite
famiiiar to him.

“Dirako!” ho repeated hoarsely.
“"Forvers Locke! Who ia this boy ¥

“No secret now, Mr. Crocker ! said
Truke, with o cheery grin. *Jack
Dirake, assistant to Ferrcors Locke—at
vour serviee '’

“Trapped 1" muttered Crocker,

y: ﬁuitn I” agreed Drake.

“ But how,” said Mr. Quelel, * haow,
Drake, did this rascal obtain admit-
tanee  to tho Houwse? Iave you
discovered how this pilfering rascal was
able to ecome and undetectod i

“I recall,” said Dr. Locke slowiy, *1
recall, that in Crocker's daya here, hin
was sngpected many times of beeaking
cut at night, beforo the end eame~—tus

THE MAGNET

watds I suspected that he might be
neguaiited with somo secret way, onc
of the secrets of this anecient place,
unknown to others, Is that the case,
Crogher ¥

“Tind out 1" snarled Crocker.

“No nced to find out!” said Jack
Droke, “It's found out already. There
i3 o secret pessage from the abbot's cell
on the spinney, sir, to this House—I
searched the but and found it, on
Monday M

Crocker gritted his teoth.
*On onday !  While—m" Hg
chokod,

“While my friends kept you in Friax-
dale Wood 1” smiled Drake. * Exactly,
bMr, Crocker! Evory night sinee I've
been waiting for you to call.”

“If 1 had my hands loosp—
breathed Crocker.

“Bhall I ring vup the police station
ot Conrtfield, sir, to take this man into
custody 1" ua'li:‘:n:l Mr. Queleh,

“Coertainly 1" said the Head.

Crocker goave o sudden start.
vorwee came hoarsely :

“Dr, Locke, stop! I am an old boy
of Greyfriars! You will not hand mo
aver fo the police] Think of the name
of the schooll I will go! I will ro
at onee! You shall never see me
arain!  This very night I will go!
(rive mo this chance [

Ir. Locke pausced. Mr, Quelch’s faca
sob grimly.  Crocker started forward,
his eyes fixed on tho headmaster. Tho
rage in hiz face had given place to
terror. Ho was white as chalk.

“Think of the school [” ho panted.
“Ho long as 1 go—sc long as I nover
return—is not that enought? Give me
ouge chanee ! Order that boy to take
tiwese hondewifs from my wrists! You
=iall mever sce me again—necver hear
1y nare M

‘Lhe Ilead looked at Mr. Quelch.

“I—I0 think—-" gaid Dr, Locke
slowly.

Tioe  three masters hod  for  the
moinent forpotten Jack Drake. Now
they wero reminded of the assistant of
Ferrers Liocke.

“This man mnust be handed over to
the police, sir!™ said Jack Drake,
£jH iﬁ_J,E; and distinetly.

*rake

“ ot only for pilfering in tne school,
sir,” snid Drake. “Tor that alone he
must pay the penaliy like any other
vascal caught breaking the law., Dut
that is not all”

“What olse? What do vou mean ¥

“This man, sir, is Randolph Crocker,
an old boy of Greyfriars,” eaid Jaclk
Take. “But what clso he has been
in the twensy vears sinee he left the

L]
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it could never be proved—and aftes- school you de not know—and I do not
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Disaster on the lron Road! I

}

|

|

‘ The crest of the slope swooped up to Dick and Timber, and they topped
it with a fierce rush, Then, staring ahead, both gasped at the same

i moment—and Dick smacked the regulator handle bac

i

i

!

In front was Six-Mile Bridge—an

¢oach showed back of i,
* Brake ! '* Dick yelled.

i Every Saturday -

its middle was a tangle of wrackape !
They could see the last coach of old Bill's train dipping down into the gap.
The engine itself lay on its side, half in water, the remnants of one crushed

“ Brake—or we’'ll be intoit!"
the vacuum brake lever and simashed it round ics little black dial,
happened. The brake was not working ! |

That’s just an extract from the great ru‘lway story:

|
|
| THE WRECK AT SIX-MILE BRIDGE, by Alfred Edgar
|
i

You'll find this and five other first-rate stories in this week's MODERN
BOY. Remember, that’s the paper you've got to ask for—

?_ MODERN BOY

Lo zero.

He grabbed at
Mothing

- Price 1d.

Enow vet, Dub the police may know
when e 15 in their hands—"

“ But—"

“Yon have believed, sir, that it was
from sheer malice, to persccute you for
having expelled him 80 many years ago,
that this rogue returned here and set
up near the school gates,” said Drake.
“But I. have never thought that that
was all. That was a part of hia
motive—"

“Rilenee, you I lissed Crocker.

“But that was, I sm assured, ouly
o part,” said Drake. “He had more
reasons than that—muoch more powerfo!
reasons—for making himself conspicuons
and causing the whaole neighbourhood
to tallk about Randolph Crocker.  And
his chief reason was thot everybody
shonld kpow that he was Randelph
Crocker, go that nobody should puess
that he was someono clse”

The Head starad,

“I do pot understand youn, Drake.
Ho is certainly Randolph Crocker, wlin
was well known to mo as o Greyfriaes
boy, and is woll known to me now.”

“Quite so, siv, But if he has been
Lknown in otiier ploces under another
name—a namea by which ho 13 known
to the polico—von will seo why he was
50 cager fto make the name of Ran-
dolph Crocker known far and wide.”

“0Oh 1" excleimed the Head,

“If the police,” said Drake, “are
locking for a man of another name he
is safe from them as Randolph Crocker,
and living in a place where a crowd of
people know him as Randolph Crocker.
And I suspect—more than suspect—that
thiat was hid chicf motive In coming
hero ‘at ell”

“0h ! repeated the IToad.

“If Mr. Queleh will ring up e
police station—"" said Drake,

“Certainly | said My, CGuelch.

“QOnee in their hands, they will get
at the facts,” saicd Drake. *Io would
look very riiifm:ent, for instance, with
that big moustache shaved off, and—"

Crocker, with a yell of roge, tore
limself from the games master's prazp
and leaped like a tiger at Drake, his
inanacled hands upraised.

But he was pgrasped ai once anud
dr g'ﬁod' hack, struggling and panting

d kieking.

“Enongh ™ eaid Dre. Tocke. “ My
Lascelles, vou will be kind enough to
I:c_h.elp guard over that man. Mr. Quelel,
will you ring up the police?”

An hour later Randolph Crocker left
his old school once more, and for the
last time—siftting in a ear,  with
manacled handg, with a police constable
ab his side.

And the desperate rage in his facc
a5 he went told—if Drako had not sus-
pected it already—thet he bhad a secrct
which would remsin & sceret no longoes
once e was m official hands.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Man Who Was Wanted !
' BAY, you fellows——"
I “We've leard ! grinned Theb
Cherry.
“Put I say—->"

“Don't tell us whot we Luow !

Greyfriars School was in o bozz of
excitemnent that morring,. The Gres-
friars fellows had come down to hear
startling news.

Everybody knew by this time tha:
the Grerfriars prowler had beén cangli
during the night, and that he was Ran-
dolph Crocker, the disreputable old boy
of thoe hut on Abbot's Spinney. The
Famous Five knew-—or, at all events,
they conld gucss—that it was Jnack
Drake wha lhad got, him. Bo when

imuter relled up in the quad they did



not want to hear ihe nmovws {rom Huntor
—jé]lc}' really knew merve than Bunter

id,

*But i say—" [ﬁ:raiamd Bunter.

“Don't,” grimned Bob. “We know.”

“The knowfulness is terrific ¥ grinned
Hurree Jamser Ram Stngh.

“Will vou let a fellow speak % yelled
Bunter 1 zsay——"

“0Ob, we kwow! They'vo got the
prowler,” zaid Johnony Bull

“And he's jolly old Crocker,” said
Nugent,

“And he bagged something out of
Prout’'s study, and Prout's no end
bucked at Fetting it back,™ eaid Harvy
Wharion

“And they'se hiked him off to tho
police starion,” said Bob,

“ And we'ro dane with him for good,”
zaid Mugent
hlh And the donefulness is & boonful

B5511k M

“ WiEi you let a fellow speak®”

e

i OW many letters do I receive
H during the weeck?” msks -a
Magner rearer, who signa

bimgelt * Inguisitive.™

Well, chum, the number varvies; but
wlhen I tell you that most of the office
hoy's time is oeccupied in opening
Felters, it will give you some idea as
to.the number that passes through my
hands during the course of a week.

letters reach me from every corncr
of the earth, some from recaders who
have wuewly become “ Moagnetites,”
and others from readers of very long
standing, and all of them pay tribute
to the jolly old paper.

The top letter on to-day's bateh
comes from “Jimmy* Glead, who
writes from Alexandria, Certainly it
wias most cheery to get his letter.
“Jimmy " informs me that he feels it
his duty to let me know how popular
the Maaner is in Exypt. “It ia ap-
preciated everywhere,” he says, “but
you have to place an order in advance
to make sure of getting a copy !™

Talking of ordering the Maaxner in
advance reminds me of the fact that
next week's issue will be on sale
Thursday, April 6th. This is owing
to the Easter Holidays. Make 2 note
of this in your diary, chums!

By the way, have you made up your
mind what you are going to do this
Baster? Some of you who are for-
tunate enough will [going away to
the seaside or country for a few days.
IIere’s hoping it will keep fine for
youn! For those less fortunate, who
have not the wherewithal to pay for a
holiday on these lines, there is no
better way than going on

A HIKING TOUR !

You need have no haggage to

EVERY SATURDAY

roared Bunter. 1 wesa't going to tell
you ‘about the prowler Blow tho
prowler!: 1 was going to ask you about
Drake.” Bunter gor 11 our at last. [
hear that Duck—1 mean, Drake—is out
of sanny. Fellow said v «aw Drake—
1 mean, Duck—this mormin Well, if
he's out .] want 1o see Druck—[ meamn,
Dakel 1 want to see hun specially I

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

The Famou- Five roared

Billy Bunter was still happily un-
aware that Drake had been at Grey-
friara after the prowler He srill had
the wdea frmly fixead v his far head
titat Drake was afrer thar elusive con-
vict, Bupert Crook .

B0 lelfjr Bunier wus as yet ubnawarn
ihat lns knowledge of rthe schoolhoy
detective's identity was & chicken that
would no longer fight.

“RPlezsed if 1 zer suything to cackle
at " hooted Bunter 1 don't know
whether Duck—1  mean. Drake—will

(Come nv0 7. (e,
s Bovs - anp Gieer s/

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamaced Press Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.C.4.

bother you. Al you waut is a baver-
sack in which to carry a few ncces-
saries—such as toothbrush, washing
utensils, ete.

1 well remcmber when I was a

oungster and set off on a tong hike.
The weather was absolutely ideal,
with the result that 1 slept out for a
fow nights The very first evening I
ran against a farmer who put we up
for the night in a barn He was a
real gnuﬂ sort, and invited me into
his house the next morning for break-
fast. As a matter of [act, [ spent the
rest of the day with him, and belped
him in the work. His one regret was
that I could not stay on with him for
a week., Nd; I had set my mind on
hiking, and that was an end to it !

It is fine to sce the country like
this, chums, and cspecially to listen
to the birds ip the ecarly wmorning.
And if you've wmot your bathing
costume with you, and thera’s a river
near at hand, what's hetter than a
dip? It will certainly give you an
appetite for breakfast.

During my hike I havdly saw a
main road, but stuck fo the byways
all the time. When I saw a feotpath
I took it. I kuew that the owner of
the land would not object, providing
I was careful where I walked, and did
no damage to his property. It was
the cheapest holiday I ever had, and
when T at last returned home, I was

feeling fit for anything., A walk in
the country is abont the hest reviver
to be found. You can take your time

over it and enjoy the scencry, while
ou are taking in fresh and helpful
ideas at cvery turn of the lane. If
you only manage to get on the fringe
of the country, you ean still enjoy a
ramble. Put the idea np to a pal and
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come into Form, 50 I want to sce him

before  the bell rings. It's rather
nuportant ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 wmean to =AY, stal order

won't be here befare break,” axplained
Bunier. 8o I want to see Drake—-u7

“Hallo, hallo, hallot Here's jolly
old Dueck ' repred Bob Cherrvy.

James Duck came our of the House, n
cheery grin on his faee, and a twinkle
in the ayee behind thoe stoot-cimmed
glauses,

* You've heard the jolly old nowsi”
ho asked

“Yos, rather! Gratters, old chap i

“The gratrerfulness is terrific |

“1 Buv. you fellows, do let me speak
o the chap! § wish you wouldn't hutt
in when | want to epeak to a chap! 1
say, Droke—]1 inean, Duck, of course—
he, e, be !—I1 say. can you let mo have

(Continued on next page.)

ece what he thinks about it—unless
you do az I did and go on your own.

e N

In last week's Chat 1 zave you the
names of the juniors in the Greyfriars
Remove, Thgs week T am publishing
the pames of those in the Fifth Form.
Here they are: George Blundell
{captain of the Fnrmg), Bertram
Bland, Horace James Caker, Terrenee
Fitzgerald, William Frederick
Greene, Cedric Hilton, George Potter,
Stephen TPrice, Edward William
Smith {:ﬁnj&r}, Thomas TFomlinson,
and Frank Wavery. Walch out for
the names of the juniors in the other

Forms in later iasucs.

Next week will see the first of a
rattlin new eeries of yarns dealiug
with the Easter Holiday adventures
of Harry Whartou & Co., which T am
confident will surpass amy yet pub-
lished in the good old MaGrEeT.

«BILLY BUNTER’S EASTER TRIP!"
By Frank Riehards

tells of how the Ow! of the Qreyfriars
Remove, by amazing trickery, sue-
ceeds in hooking on to Vernon-Smith
for the holiday, only to find himself
landed and stranded—together with
Harry Wharton & Co.—on a desolate
island off the Cornish coast. TYou'll
find fun and thrills galore in this
grand holiday-adventure yarn,

Dicky Nugent, you will be pleascd
to learn, has fully recovered from the
“writer’s kromp." In next weck's
special edition of the *“QGreyfriars
Herald,” you will find another of his
thrilling and dramatie tales of the
famoua characters, Jack Jelly & Co.,
and Dr. Alfred Birchemall, of St
Sam's. You'll roar with launghter
when you resd it.  Our opening
feature wiiler the heading of “My
Pare,” will he taken over h{ Percy
Bolsover, s0 you can cxpect some-
thing uwnusual in the way of literary
work. Don't miss this tiptop issue,
chums ! And dean’t forget the pub-
lishing date is Thursday of next
work.

Till tliéu, ehooviol

YOUR EDITONR.
Tur AMwexer Lasnany.--No. 1,625,






YOUR EDITOR—

HARRY WHARTON— Yo
CALLING! %3¢

Aro von any zood ab solvin
codes, chums ¥ If you are, 1 coul
certaindly havo done with you in
the editorial offico thia week 1

The puzzle bogan when T receivod
the following messago on a slip
of paper irm  &n  anonymous
corrcspondent :

“ Alidplay sure sand pal T says the
sece maiar hote,

Beat a verse oh hwm bull the snow
Plays lie comb.”

I read ond  re-read  thaot
mysteriona measage, Pazzle over
it n3 I would, I could not read
sonse o it.  And yet there was
something  ashont it that  wos
vaguely familiar. What was it ?

Beforo T had arrived at the
solution I reesived another strango
note whieh read a3 follows :

“The bosstcd oh nether burn $n
ks,

TFhen Naul et hymn add flayed
Thicf .'..:Emc the tcll ltter bat 6ll's

rech

Shown row din ear kerd Leoad.”

I pondored and pondered over
thot remoerkable effusion. Not a
ray of light conld T get on it, and
vet nagnin thero was something
vaguely lamiliar about it |

Thent came thia third weird amd
wondeiful eomposition :

W Ewer alpha the will yuim,” Hicy
ferivrears's bead,
“dren’t yore hairy speak wmber
fie wait
Avney ate chewing Sezame’s tandem
fron rod—
Jewr thing eal you
LN

ray  Fillers

Whero had I heord those lines

lelore ¥ Homewhero, ¥ feld sure—

and  wet  they
gcemed just com-
plotoly mad |

In a state of
irvitaiion  ond
bewildermont X
ghowed all thieo
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caln,
pointa.
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notes to my ed.
itorial assistanta,
Bob Cherry, Tom Brown, Frank
Huganb} al Dick Russell 1‘}“2‘:’-!{*13
over them for a ling time without
arriving anywhere.  Even Nugent
minor, who takes plonty of liberties
with the English language himself,
had to admit defeat.

And then I dragged in Vernon-
Smith.

The Bounder can alwaya ho
relied on to sce things in a twistod
way. Ho glanced ob the notes and

inned,

“ Can't vou think of anything
harder ™ he inquired.

“ You don’t mean to say you've
rumbled them already 7' I nshed,

raother mnettled, The DLBoundor
nodded.
“YWhy not? The fhrst, of

coursa, ia * Home, Sweel Homo ' !
“ VWh-a-aeat 7'

4 Wid pleasures aml palaces thowgh
We WY TOIM,

fe it ever so hnble, thers’s no pdace
like home.

“ Quite simplé: ™ grinned Smithy,
“ You just talm tha soiiul of the
words and tum themy inio oflwr
words. Hea i

* Great Scothb ! " T gusped.

I glanced through the fixst note
agnin. I could sco ot onco thaot
Smithy was right, * Midplay sure
aand ' was “ "Mid pleasures and ™
—and 0 on! I could seo now
why it had been so fomiliar to me !

“ Tho sccond one,’’ went on
Sithy, * is, of eourse, * The Boy

Stood on .the Buorning Deck "1™
“NYopgoda! Taiti"

‘‘ The boy steod on the burning
deck,
Whenee oll but hiin kad fled ;
The flaine that Lt the battle’s wreck
Shone round hine o'er the dead.”

* (et the idea?” grinned Smithy.

“ My hat ! And the third 7™

b, that’a from * Alice in
Wonderland,' " Smithy answered
carclessly. * Youremember thelines:

“t¥ou are old, Father William™
the young man said,
' end your hair has bocome vory
white ;
And et ?‘au incesgantly stand on
gowr faid—
Do you think, al your uge, i i
vight 3 7

e -

i
1

“ Great pip! I eeo it all noy
I pasped. ** Thanks wvory s 3,
Smithy. You're awfully cleves.”

“ Don't mention it 1" grined
tho Bounder. * I wonder who soint
them in ? "

I wondeored, too, for a time,
Eventually I decided that it 'must
have beon Vernon-Smith himsell b
(f courso, he wouldn't admit it
He only said, * Now, I woouer
why vou should think such a thing
as that

Smithy shows o weird songg of
humour ot times, but never s he
ghown a weirder sense of humour
thon on thiz oceasion !

Try working out one or tv.jfor
yourselves, now. It's quite a lark
—but thero are no prizes offind,
I'm afraid !

Moro chinwae next weel, elioms !

HARRY WHARTON.

HOBBIES UP TO DATE

Cigarette Cards Is One of 'Em
Says HAROLD SKINNER

To start o colleetion of cigarctte
corida, all vou have to do is to stand
ab the Dhottom of the School House
stops, poorly clad, and osk the
passers-Liy : Please, sir, have
you gob any eigaretto cards 7

Within bulf an hour, yon should

THEY TELL HIM HE’S WILLIAM

TELL!

Is Fifth Bowman A Wonder-Shot?

Wiiliamn Greeno of the Filth has
heen practising like mad with his
bow and arrows.

The Fifth say he's nn obsolute
wonder at it,

“ Man's & marvel—no getting
awny fom it!* Bland told a
Y Greyiriars Herald @ represen-
tative last weeli.,  * Tallk about
Willima Tull ghooting an applo
off his younz hopeful’'s napper !
Why, Williomn Greene eould knock
spots oft him } ™

“ Drow it mild ! our represen-
tative protested. *f Why, dash it
oll, man, William Tell's exploit
stenda supremo as tho world's
oreatest feat of marksmanship !
You'ro not scriously saying thet
{ircene's as good 17

“ Absolutely ! ™ replied Bland,
aquite cheexfully. * If yon don't
helicve me, trot down to Big Side
this afternroon ond see for yourself.
Just to prove it, he's pgoing to
shoot 2n apple off Potter's head | ¥

The invitation was too good tn he

=,

X
i

I

declined, That
alternoan, our
ropresent o bive
duly turned up
to  watch the
wonder bowmaen,

Sarronnded by
ndmiring fricnda,
Grecne was examining his bow,
Potter had alreaddy tolen hia stamd
about 50 yoards distant,

To listen fo Grecac’s Nicnds,
Fou would have thought thers was
noe possible chance of Grecue
missing his mark. Bub Patter hiad
talken precoutions just in case of
accidonts. Ho was diessed in o
suit of armour, with tho visor
pulled well down over his face.

Creene swageored forward, sim-
E];l.- nozing self-assurauce. Mo lifted

is bow, fixed an arrow, drew it back,
took coreful obm, and then fired.

The arrow whisiled thvough the
air amid an admiring buze from
Freeno’s pals,

e

went through the apploe like a kuife
going through butter,

But truth compels us to state
that it didn’t !

Amazing ag it must have scemed
to Greene's fricnds, that orrow
actunlly missed the apple—mizzcd
it completely !

Of courso, it wasn't far out. Well,
wot wery far, anywoy. To be
aceurate, it tinished up in the trupk
of & tree about 20 yards to the right
of Pottor,

Leaving Greene busily prepuaring
to fire another shot, our represen.
tativo hurricdly left. It ocourred to
him that he mizht be =afor indoors,

Cirecno may be o wonder-howman

It would be nice to soy that it —~Dhut you pever can = Tell ™ |

have the basis o a
pood  collection’ in
your pockets !

It’'s really e
ing how easily
hotlled  beaks  fall
for this ic-wut
plea. It must roming
thom, I think, of their long lst
youth.

When I tried it on one day, the
first person that chaneed alang
was the 1iend himasslf.

* Pleaso, eir,” I whined, ™ hLave
you got any cigaretie eards ™

The HMead stopped. I saw 8
kindly tear glimmer in his aye.

Why, coertainly, my little Lg,"
he said ; ond his lips tremble - as
ho spoke. ** Toke it and welr <"

I¥e Jdropped a card into my =n
palm, patted mo on the head, and
then hurried away, sighing du%'*];.r,_

o

a8 ho went.,
Mr. Qugeh

A little
appearcd,

© ot any fag eands, guv'nory?
I asked. * Giveusone, o ow®

I saw g lump rise in his thye t—
Baw it with my own cyes !

“ Grantod ne soon o asked!™
he muttered, with o strangled wh.
* Horc—toko them both 17

He detachod o couple of cyrds
from his notccasp, pressed t
into hand, and fled. i

After years of patient effe;
now have cigarette cards in my
desk. locker, study cupbear,
trousers pockets, and almost ¢ sy-
where else I can think of,

The wvalue of thom must) e
enormous. I havoe refused =, 2
than one offor of five shillisva,
But moncy doesn’t comoe inta it
when you got a colleetion liko n:ines,
I shall twrn evory offer down dat,
unless someone comes along ww's
prepared (o go up te sevensind-
sixpence,

Look out for more thrilline
articlea on hwobbica [rowa my n-
! apired pen ! *

3.
A

later,

EGGS? BOSH!

When clhaps tell mo that
skoolmastera don’t like Easter
egpy, it roolly makes rae lorf.

ou can take it from mo,
decr readers, that such o
staternent is sheer ‘hosh !

I've had onc or two illew-
minating egraperiencea lotely,
and I con speak with e
nollidze of the facta, And you
van take my word for it that
there is nothing in which the
greed of our so-ealled masters
18 more clearly shown than in
this matter of Easter opgs.

Take Queclechy, XNow the
average Remove chap will toll
u that Quelchy suffors
rom india-gestion. Nothing
on earth, he will assure you,
would induee Quelchy to
touch a chocklit Easter cgp.
Beosh ! That's my answer !
When Quelehy eaught ne
iwtchiug one of Unele Clegz's
threepenny  chocklit  cream
cgra out of my desk tho other
morning, tho greed in hie eyes
was positively sickening.

Ho farely licked his chops
when he came slinking over
to me, Ile pounced on that
Eastor epgg like o tiger pouncing
on s proy.

“ This article of kon.
fectionery ia konfiseated,
DBunter ! " he soid, with a
gloating leer. And he took
it back to his desk in triumf
and prosecded to gobble it up
ravvenously |

Tho eothor fellows all soy
ho didn’t touch it, They tell

marines ! I know botter !

Then thero's old Prout. One
dlir.:,r la&f Tcek, when I was in
the tuckshop, trving to e
plain to Mrs. %!Hi‘:gublts 1E$

rate businessezs have been
uilt up on eredit, in comes
Frout and buys a whaeking
grato ecge filled with simply
serunplius  eweets,  Beleeve
it or not * he poid soven-and-
sixpence for it !

* It's for my younyg nephow,
Mra, Mimble 1" he said. * I
miend to send it on to him

by post ! *
i3 youne nophew, yvou
Lnow | What o vamn !

I followod him to his study,
uat -£o provo to myself that
1e wasn't sending it off to this
vaunted nephew of his, Did
ho emerge later on, with the
egg tied up in & parecl, ready

fur posting ¥ Not  likely!

BEAKS DISLIKE EASTER

Declares BILLY BUNTER

When he came out,
hiz hands woere empty.
“You greedy old
fogey ! T mermored
to myself. * Fancy
inventing a  blessed
nephew, just to cover
s up your own greed-
mees!  You jolly well
deserve to lose that egg 1™
_ And, just to teach the old
josser o lesson, I wvenchered
into his study and nabbed the

cmr |

%& lass | Before I could got
away with it, old Prouty re.
tuirm!ad—wﬂ-nd copped me prop.
erly

You'll never konvinco
mo that ony esane man
would go into the fearful
rage that seezed Prout @
just then wmeerly on ge.
count of an DBaster ey
intended for his nephow !
When o chap loses his
teraper liko Old Prout
did, you can bet your
life he's thinking of his
own toek—not his bleased
nephew’s !

rout marched me off

to Quelchy with a mer.
siless grip on my ear.
Quelchy gave me six. 1
suppoese ho had o follow
feoling towards old
Frouty. It woso case of
one Easter egg skoflor
aimperthising with another !

Since that unforchunit affaic
I have made it my business to
find eut the attitude of the
heaks generally to Easter eogs.
What I have discovered,
deor reeders, is enuff to shock
tho conscience of the sivilised
world. In the last fortnite,
there is not a Groyfriers
master who hes not konfiscuted
at Ieast a cupple of Kaster

Wkat do you suppose has
happened to ihat vast hawl

I wouldn't mind betting, if
¥ou bad peeped into Mostera®
Lommon-room  any unite in
tho lest two weaks, yon would
have scen the beaks gorging
away to thero harts’ content
on konfiscuted chocklit egps !

Beaks dislite Easter cggs,
indeed | Tt makes mae %ﬁf
to think about it—a grim,
hollow, merthless, sardonnick
laxf 1 That yam may be all
right for some chaps; but
for o braney chap Il}i&kﬂ e,
it’s not quite good enutt' 1
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Coming Events!

When detaching a tin from
a top shelf, Mrs. Mimble dis-
lodged a number of dusty eir-
cular objects. Shoe told her
customers they were stonea
colloeted Dy MMr, Mimblo for
decorstive work in tho garden.
But wa haveastrong suspicion
that they arelast year'ssurplus
stock of hot crosa buns, stored

Using Up Your

Hot Cross Buns!

What do you do with your
surplus hob cross buns, after
the season has finished ¥
Be honest, now 1

Elh ¥ Yousling them away
into the wastoe-paper basket ?
Coward ! Why don't you
face up to your dilemma like
a man and make up your
mind to find a use for theso
discarded delicacies ?

Let yvour Unele Dob bring
his mighty brain to bear on
the problem and offer wou

some bright solutions., Here
gocs !

Solution No, 1. Use thom
as paper-weights, Tastefully

painted swel varnished, hot
crosg buns make o scusible

mo that what he was gobbling | ogas o duy ! in readinesa for this season.
up was an indin-gestion tablet,
They con tell that to the —— e

Land ermamental addition to

any fellow's dealk,

_ Solution No. 2, Cut slits
i the surfreo of fho bhun, which
can then be utilised o8 o pen.
nib wiper.

_ Solution Xo. 3. Storo them
int heaps on the study mantel.
peco, and you will always
have sormcthing to throw at
Cokor when he calla,

Solution No. 4. Stick them
on the wall round your dart-
board. They will provide
useful protection for the
wallpoper,

Solution Neo. 5. Nail them
to your shoes, They moke a

ripping substitute for rubber
heels,

Solrtion No. 6. Soak them
in paraflin and uso as f(ire.
lighteos,

Well, T think that will do

te o on with,

. LOOKING BACKWARD—A
GREAT FOOTER SEASON!

By VERNON-SMITH

Sow that the tumult snd the ahouting have dJdied
down, and wo've
ions, we can look back on the
judicinl eye and size up ita most intoresting

got used to being Losgue chammp.

t season with 8

The most noleworthy feature about the com.
pleted championship table, I think, s tho wide
diserapancey
the top and ihoso at the bettom.

tween the rocords of the tcoms at

Groyfriars, at the top, fnished up with
) points. ﬂl&r&mcﬁlt, at t!mp ivot.
had & meve 8. Tho differenco is quite a
startling one and its reality ie confiymed
by tho respeetive gonl everaces of the
two teams,

Another matter of great interest {o
studonts of footer form is the remaskable
congistency with whieh runs of good or
bad luck tend to pemist once they get
started. 1o the muddle of the sesson;
for instance, 8t. Jude's played seven
losing games right off tho 1eel. Yot out
of tl;mr last eight gumes, they lost enly
one

Abbotslord, again, played their first
soven games without carning themselves
a single powt. Yot they losk bubt one
goame out of the next cloven matehes |

Abbotsford, by the way, sharo with
Claromont  the distinetion of having
drawn one-third of their matches. At
the other end of the tahle, Bt. Jim's
played only one drawn game out of the
orghteen,

Tho biggest score of the scason was
our 8—0 against Abbotsford on Little
Bide. Next best was also ours, on the
occasion when we defeated Redelyffo
to the tune of 7—1 on the Redeljfls
gronnd,

The most dramatic revorsal of form
wis probably 1iyleombo's 2—1 win
over the Greyfriars tcam at Qreyfriars
—a result that staggered everybody
and nearly cost ua the championship |

Onoe of tho most promising teams in
the first hall of tho season was Bagshot.
Qut of their first eight games, Bagshot
collected no less than 18 points—s total
that would have pained them first place
m most league tables and only failed
to do so in this case because of the non-
stop run of successea achicved by St
Jun's and owselves, Bagshot de.
teriorated a little during the second helf
of their league programme and suffered
a8 number of somewhat heavy defeats
that sadly altered the look of their
hondsome  early-season goal average,
They finished up an essy fourth on the
table with 21 poinis—which may be
regarded a8 very satisfactory, due
allowance being made for the high
perecntiges achieved by Greyfrinrs and
St. Jim's.

Rookwood finished up third with 24
points and their record speaks for itsslf.
Fhey made & moderate start, losing
three gomes out of the first five on their
fixturo list: but o ﬂmnshing' 10
win ot Ryleombs put them m the
winning vein ond after that they nover
lvoked Dack,

Looking througl the season’s resulis,
I find that on tho whole the old rule
still held good—teans mostly won at
home and lost away. I should mention,
however, that not one team in the leagne
remained unbeaten on their own native
heath.

Three tcums were beaten only once
at home—CQreyfriara by Ry be
Grammar School, 8t. Jim's by Grey.
friare, and Rookweod by St, Jim's.

Well, that's about all there is to be said
about i, you eports! We now ring
down the eurtain on the foolor seagon,
Leoking back on it, I think we can

truly say thot it was a great ouwe,



