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2 A line to your Editor is a'twa)s we'come!
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“THE GREYFRIARS DAY-BOARDER!"
By Frank Richards.

EXT Monday's long, complete
N :-inr;f of Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyiriars, introduces a new
boy at the school, who loses no
time in sﬂnwing his entire sympathy
with Skinner & Co. and their shady
ways. The new boy possesses a pretty
sister, who, under somewhat peculiar
circumstances, does Harry Wharton and
Nugent a good turn. The captain of the
Remove more than wi out the obli-
tion, if it can be called such, for he
ater rescues the young girl from a
decidedly perilous  situation, Then
Wibley—whose admirable impersona-
tions of all and sundry are a by-word
amongst the Remove—comes into the
limelight. Helped by the Famous
Five, he succeeds in pointingd out to
the new boy the error of his “doggy "
ways, and the scheme he employs o
attain this object makes very interest-
ing reading. A fine story this, my
chums, in Mr. Frank Richards’ own
imimitable style.

“THE BLACK BULL OF BAREDA!"”
By Owen Conquest.

Ferrers Locke and his redoubtable
young assistant, Jack Drake, decide to

take a holiday in Spain; but hardly do
they set foot upon Spanish soil, when an
adventure of a very thrlling kind comes
across their path. Mr, Owen Conquest
gives us a glimpse into the pageant of
the bull-ring, and introduces a likeable
character in Bombetto, the bull-
fighter.

A dark and shady plot is afoot to
injure the old toreador, but the eminent
detective proves the right man in the
right place. He turns the tables upon
the villain of the picce, thereby earn-
ing the everlasting gratitude and devo-
tion of Bombetto, the bull-fighter.

——

PETS !

Ha Wharton and his merry men
have hit upon the right subject in their
next supplement, and some of the con-
tributions will send you into roars ol
merriment.  Billy Bunter's article on
“(Croolty to Ammals” is certain to
make a big hit. Don't miss the com-
ing supplement—it's the real goods!

COMPETITIONS !
I am pleased to sco that Magnetites

| are devoting their energics to the two

simple eompetitions appearing in their
favouriie paper. That's the stuff to give
'‘em?!  The foregoing rewark issued
from the mwouth of my centhusiastic
oflieo-boy, and thinking that it hit the
right nail on the bead, I suffered it to
enter my Chat. Dut returning to the
subject.  The handsome cash prizes
awarded in our Grand Cricket Compe-
tition and in our Simple¢ and Entertain-
ing Limerick Competition are really
worth trying for. Stick to it, my
chums! Your name may be amongst
the lucky omes in mnexi® Monday's

bumper programme.

A WAGER !

I would deem it a great favour if my
loyal chums would hand this copy of
the MacNET to @& non-reader when
they have finished with it. ‘Think of
the good turm you would be doing the
next fellow! There is no need to ex-
lain at great length the value to be
ound in your favourite slory-paper.
All you nced do is to point out the
number on the cover—i.e.,, 800. If that
doesn’'t prove to the unimtiated the

popularity—and  popularity 18 never
attained in the fiction world without
real good value—of the good old

Macxer, which, incidentally, is always
new, then I'll eat my hat—and I don’t

fancy that kind of mmeal, I can tell
yvou |

BIG CASH PRIZES
FOR WIRELESS ENTHUSIASTS!

Those of you who are interested in
Wireless would do well to turn to page
23 of this iszne, where you might read

{ of something to your advantage.

THE “MAGNET" LIMERICK GOMPETITION!

NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.

First Prize

&1

and

1s. 0d.

CONSOLATION PRIZES OF 2/6 FOR ALL EFFORTS PUBLISHED.

Is order to win one of the above prizes all you have to do is to supply the

last line of the

verse given below, taking care to see that your effort bears some apt relation to the theme.
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7.—This competition is All Readers
Companion Papers, bat the result each week wai| appear only

“You've not bad a bath for a year!”
Sail Gatty to Tubb, with a sneer.
Then he picked up a hose,
And shouted, * Here goes!™

||||||||||

THIS EXAMPLE WILL HELP YOTU.
‘"A ‘dry ’ joke!” chuckled Tubb, springing clear.
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At the height of his fame—Frank Richards!
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A bright and breezy story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
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_ Frank
~ Richards.

rops s o . s

of the Greyfriars Remove, under

canvas, with an intriguing mystery plot which will hold your interest at a high pitch.
Told as only vour favourite author can tell a school story.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Many Complaints !

o ESSONS will now commence,”
I said Mr., Quelch,
But they didn’t.

Scarcely had the Remove

master spoken, when a large lump of

plaster descended from the ceiling of
the TForm-room, alighting with a thud
on Mr. Quelch’s mortar-board.

Mr. Quelch gave a jump.
“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated. “Is
it possible that some boy has had the

audacity to hurl a missile at me?”

“It wasn't one of us, gir,” said Harry
Wharton. “A lump of plaster came
down from the ceiling.”

“Oh!"

Mr. Quelch gazed up at the ceiling.
There were cracks and small holes in
its surface, and it looked as if more
laster would be coming down shortly.
Alr. Quelch wisely decided to move his
desk out of the line of fire, so to speak.
It would not be pleasant to have lumps
of plaster descending upon him from
above.

e beckoned to Bolsover major, who
sat 1 the front row.

“Pray assist me to move my desk,
Dolsover.”

“ Certainly, sir!”

Bolsover delighted in showing off his
ability as a weight-lifter. He took
hold of the desk at one end, and heaved
it clear of the floor without apparent
effort. Mr. Quelch, on the other hand,
was panting and puffing and straining.

Between them, master and junior
moved the desk a matter of two yards,
And then Mr. Quelch repeated his re-
mark: * Lessons will now commence!”

But tho ceiling of the Hemove Form-
ropiml  was in a perverse mood. It
sperned determined to delay the start of
morning lessons.

The patch of ceiling immediately
above Mr. Quelch’s head loocked quite
innocent. Thera was a faint crack, it
is true, to which Mr. Quelch attached
no importance, But, suddenly, the
faint crack began to widen, and
Qwish! Swooosh! A further consign-
ment of plasler came rushing down. It

| scaltered itself over the Form master's

!

gown, and the class tittered.

“Qilence!” thundered Mr. Quelch,
with a frown. “The fact that the
ceiling is breaking up is not a matler
for merriment. It is in a shocking
state of disrepair, and will have to be
apen to. The floor-boards, too, are very
loose.”

They cerlainly were. The juniors had
played many merry games of leap-frog
upon them. and Billy Bunter had been
bumped upon them many a time and
oft: and no flosr-boards could withstand
such treatment.

#1 guess this one-eyed show is going
to rack and ruin,” muttered Fisher T,
Fish.

Mr, Quelch looked up sharply.

“ What did you say, Fish?”’

The transatlantic junior repeated his
remark.

“Tt's just the same in our study, sir,
he added. “ The ceiling is always shed-
ding plaster, and the floor-boards are
fea.rh:ﬁy wobbly !

“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch. “1s
that the case in any other studies?”

Instantly there was a chorus of com-
plaints,

Harry Wharton said that Study No. 1
was becoming a perilous place to live
in, owing {o the state of the walls and
flooring. Bob Cherry declared  that
things were just as bad in Study No, 13.
Tom Brown said that the walls of Ne, 2
were beginning to ecave in. And Billy
Bunter, who was not io be out-dene,
declared that a huge lump of plaster
had fallen on his head in Na, 7, and
nearly brained him. At which, Mr.
Quelch observed, somewhat dryly, that
it would he quite impossible to brain
a yvouth who was brainless.

Practically everybody had complaints
to make concerning the state of their

T

studies, with the exceplinn of Lord
Mauleverer. Mauly's study was the
moat modern and up-to-date in the
Remove. Ceiling and floor and walls

wera in perfect condition,
Mr. Quelch listened to all the com-
plaints, and he looked very thoughtful.
“ My inquiry has revealed a shocking
state of affairs.” he eaid, at leneth,
“It is guite obvious that the Remove

quarters are in need of repair and reno-
vation. I will mention the matter %o

Dr. Locke.”

At this stage, the Head himself came
into the Form-room. He was greeted
by a large lump of plaster, which
alighted on his mortar-board and tilted
it to a rakish angle,

“PBless my soul!" murmured the
Head, stepping back in alarm. “The
ceiling of this room appears to be hreak-
ing up.”

“That is so, sir,"” said Mr. Quelch.
“ From inquiries I have just made, I
find that the Remove guarters are in a
bad state of disrepair. 1'm afraid, s,
something will have to be done, and
that speedily.”

“We must have the workmen in,™
said the Head., *“I knew the place was
in need of repair, but I was hoping to
defer 1t nnliF the Summer Vacation,
when the boys would be away.”

“The matter is urgent, sir,” said Mr.

Quelch. “The repairs should be
executed at once, or we shall be having
serious mishaps!”

Dr. Locke ,nodded.

“] quite agres with you, Mr.

Quelch,” he said. ** Hum! If you will
come along to my study after lessonas,
we will talk the matter over.”

“Very good, sir!”

And the majestic figure of the Head
rustled out of the Form-room, leaving
a buzz of conversation behind him. The
disturbance, however, soon became
quelled as the gimlet eyes of Mr. Quelch
swept over his class.

Lessons commenced and proceeded
without any further mishap. As soon
na Maessicur Charpentier came into the
Form-room to take the Remove 1o
French, Mr. Quelch made his way to
the Head's study.

“ Al sit down, Mr. Quelch,” said
Dr. Locke, as the Form master entered
his study, “and let us talk over this
matter of repairs to the Remove quar-
ters. A perusal of the adverfisement
columnn in this morning's paper offers,
I think, a solution, which, if a little out

Tue MaGNET Lisrary.—No. 800.
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of the beaten track, overcomes the diffi-
culty of the Remove continuing leesons
whilst the workmen are in.”

Mr. Quelch looked interested.

“1t appears,” continued the Head,
*“that there is a completa open-air camp
for hire—for a fortnight—somewhere
on the coast at I’inehaven which, as
fou are aware, i3 not a great distance
rom here. According to an advertise-
ment in the newspaper here, it trans-
pires that a troop of Boy Scouts char-
tered the camp complele from a large
firm of contractors and are now, owing
to unforeseen circumstances, unable to
complete their side of the contract. The
camp, complete with tents erected, is
now for hire——""

“Ans you propose, sir,” broke in Mr.
Quelch *“ that the boys in iy Forin go
under canvas for a fortnight?”

“That see* . to be the anly way out
of the difficulty, if the Remove quarters
are to be repaired at once,” said the
Head slowly. *““What do you think of
the scheme, Mr, Quelch?”

It did not take the Remove master
long to arrive at a decision. A fort-
might under canvas appealed to him
as much as it would to his pupils.

“An excellent idea, sir!" he re-
marked,

“VYery well, Mr. Quelch,” said Dr.
Locke, “I will niake the necessary

arrangements with all speed.”

The Head did not allow the prass to
row under his feet. All the morning
@ was busy sending telegrams, and
Tinging up various people on the tele.
phone; and, by the afternoon, the
arrangements were complete,

At the conclusion of afternoan lessons,
Mr. Quelch addressed hia class.

“Mv bovas,” he began, “Dr. Locke
has decided that on Monday next youn
are to wo into camp at Pinchaven, a
small wvillage situated on the coasl a
few miles from here—"

“My hat!”

“Loud cheers!”

“0Oh, good!"”

Tt was as much as the Remove could
do to refrain from an outhurst of choer-
img. The news came as a bombshell—so
ntterly unexpected was it. The juniors
hung on the Form master’s next worda,
KEvery faca was radiant: every eve
gleamed happily.

“1 shall accompany you, of course™
continued Mr. Quelch. “There  will
also be two prefects, for disciplinary
purpoges—Loder and Walker have been
selected.”

. This was not
juniora loaked

rocdd. And the
for a moment.

E0
ghun

|

Some of them had been
enough to s ppose they would be on their
own 1n the camp, and that they would be
able to do as they liked, and come and
go as they chose. The presence in
camp of Mr. Quelch, Loder, and Walker
;:uu:li rather take the gilt off the ginger-
read.

“1 do not want you to imagine,” went
on Mr. Quelch, *that you are going to
camp with tho sole ohject of enjoying
yourselves, Lessons will proceed as
usual, in the open air.”

Bob Cherry groaned.

“1 knew there was a catch in it some-
where!” he murmured.

“You will, of eourse, have Wednesday
afternoons and week-ends free,” said
Mr. Quelch, noting the disappointment
on the faces of his pupils. * And yom will
find open-air lessons yuite pleasant. Two
motor-charabancs have been engaged to
call at the school on Monday morning.
You will have all your belongings in
readiness by breskfast-time. The class
is now dismissed |"

Great was the excitement as the juniors
trooped out into the passage.

Bob Cherry embraced Harry Wharton,
and started to waltz hima up and down.

“A whole giddy fortnight in camp!”
chortled Bob. “Isn't it grreat?”

“Hellup!” gasped Wharton, as he
found himself swept fairly off his feet.

“Leggo, you ass!”™

Bob Cherry released his c¢hum, and
leap-frogged gaily over Billy Bunter,
who was stooping to tie his Dbootlace.
The suddenness of Bob's action caused
the fat junior to overbalance, and he
erashed to the floor. As falls the giant
oak, so f[ell Bunter.

“Yarooocoh!” reared the Owl of the
Remove. * Cherry, you rotter, lI've a
jolly good mind to lick you!™

“Don’t!” pleaded Bob., * Consider my
frail and delicate constitution!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was joy in the Remove that
evening, and for several evenings to
come,

The juniors were only too eszer to bid
good-bye to the stuffy Form-room, and
to take their lessong in the apen air, with
the breeze from the sea f[anning their
faces. They would have preferred to take
no lessons ot all; but that would have
been expecting too much,

The Ilead paid a flving vizit to the
camp at Machaven on Sunday afternoon,
and reported, o his return, that every-
thing was in readiness.

““Magnet ”’ Limerick Competition (N. 3).
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Sportsmen all—Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Camp by the Sea !

ONDAY morning dawned bright
and clear,

The charabancs arrived at
Greyfriars after breakfast, and
the Removites boarded them with their
belongings. Mr. Quelch hurried to and
fro, directing operations, and he was

assisled by Loder and Walker,

As the charabancs rumbled away
through the Close, they were followed
by the envious glances of those who re-
mained behind,

*“Lucky beggars!” growled Coker of
the Fifth. *“The Remove get all the
plums !

Bob Cherry waved his hand to Coker.

“Good-bye, Bluebell!” he sang out,
“Mind you behave yourself while we're
away!"

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker made a reply, but it was not
audible. The charabancs were swallowed
up in a cloud of dust,

It was a pleasant journcy to Pine-
haven, and the juniors experienced a
thrill when they caught sight of their
camp. It was pimhmr in a wide, green
meadow, which stood high above sea-
level.

Therea were about a dozen bell-tents
and a margquee. There was “n open-air
kitchen, in which two members of the
Grevlriars domestic staff were already
working. They bad come over te Pine-
haven in advance.

“What a glorious spot!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton, gazing with sparkling
eyes af the little encampment,

“Jolly bracing up here, too!” said
Vernon-Smith. ""The air's like cham-
pague !

“I'm not so sure about that, not
having tasted champagne,” said Tom
Brown., *Suppose we say that the air's
like Mrs. Mimble's ginger-pop?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The charabanes approached as near to
the camp as possible. Then they halted,
and the jumors clambered out with their
baggage. Mr., Quelch addressed a happy
throng :

“This being the first day in camp, my
bays, there will be no lessons.”

“Hurrah !

*You will need a day in which {o settla
down,” Mr, Quelech went on. “Now,
there are to be four boys in each tent,
and I will allow you to make your nwn
arrangements.  But there must be no
squabbling.”

There was an instant stampede into
the mieadow,

Tho tents were in two rows, and they
were numbered,

Harry Wharton took possession of
No. 1, and Frank Nugent, Bob Cherry,
and Jolinny Bull joined him there.

“Pity there isn’t room for Inky,” said
Nugent., ‘' He'll have to fix up some-
where ¢lse.”

“Do not worry on that score, my
esteemoed chum,” said Hurree Singh, "I
amn going into No. 2 with the worthy
Linley, the noble Mauleverer, and the
ludicrons Wun Lung.”

The juniors had no difficulty in sarting
themselves into fours, Most of them
managed to get with their chums, and
it was amusing to see how the birds of a
foather flocked together. Skinner, for
example, shared a tent with Snoop and
Stott and Trevor. Russell and Ogilvy
were in the same tent: and so were Tom
Redwing and Vernon-Smith,

The tents soon filled up, and there was

speaks for itself !



Are you any good at

one fellow left over. That was Billy
Bunter,

There were ten tents available for the
temove, and there were forty-one
follows, Forty were already suited, and
the forty-first was DBunter,

Nobody was keen on the fat junior’s
company, He had tried to fight his way
into Peter Todd's tent, but Teddy had
kept him ab arm’s-length. The occupants
of the other tents did the same.

Billy Bunter thrust his head into the
opening of No, 1, and pleaded with
Ilarry Wharton & Co.

“1 sav, vou fellows, I'm in an awful
fix. 1 can go nowherel”

“Well, hurry up and go there, then!”
said Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Qh, really, vou might do the decent
thing, and take me "

“YVou've taken us in often enough,”
gaid Nugent: “but we're not eager to
return the compliment!”

Billy Bunter glared at the grinning
juniors,

“"Look here, I've got
where!™ he exclaimed.

“But you said just now that you could
go nowhere,” said Johnny Bull, “So
buck up and gol”

“] meant, I couldn't go anywhere!”
howled Bunter.

“Well, whether you go anywhere,
somewhere, or mnowhera, you're not
eoming in here!” sald Harry Wharton.
*Dash it all, you'd take up every squarc
inch of room! You'll have to sleep in
the marqguee, or else in Quelchy's tent!”

“T can’t!” said Bunter.

perhaps  Quelchy

to po =ome-

“YWell, wouldn't
object to your Keeping him company,”
said Dob Cherry.  “1f you azk hun
nicely, he might let you dig in with
him. "'

I*ut Billy Bunter was not anxious to
share  the Form master's sleeping
gquarters.  He saw gquite enough of Mr.
Quelech by day.

“What about
MNugent.

“1 can't sleep there,"” sad DBunter.
“That's the refreshment-marquee.”

“ An ideal place for you to sleep in, I
shiould have thought," said Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I shouldn't object to sleeping
there,” sawd Bunter, “but I expect
Quelechy weuld! I say, you fellows,
don't be hard-hearted beasts! I've got
nowhere to lay my head!”

“Try sleeping in the open,” suggested
Bob Cherry. ‘'They say it makes you
fit. "
t“[-_:rﬂﬂl!”

Billy Bunter saw that it was quite
nzeless to elamour for admission to
No. 1 tent. It was equally uscless to
apply to No. 2, or No. 3, or any tent,
for that matter. Nobody loved him;
nobody wanted him,

Bunter rolled away, blinking wrath-
fully at the occupted rows of tents. He
felt fed up and far from home. Like
Achilles of old, he would have sat sulkily
in his tent—if only he could have found
a tent to sulk 1in.

Standing  apart from the Remove
tonts was one which was oceupied by
Loder and Walker of the Sixth,

The idea of sharing a tent with two
prefects did mnot appeal to Bunter.
=till, the sitnation was desperate, and
something had to be done.

The fat junior was carrying a suitcase,
into which he had stuffed his belongings
before leaving Greyfriars that morning.
Dragging the heavy case along, and per-

the marguee?”  said
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Crash !
Loder.

spiring profusely, he rolled away to-

wards the prefects’ tent.

Loder and Walker were within, un-
packing their traps. They were kneeling
upon the tent-boards, thus engaged,
when euddenly a suitease was thrust
throngh the tent entrance,

“What the thump——"" began Loder,
in astonishment,

The suitcase was dumped into the tent,
and then o fat face appeared in the
aperture,

“Room for a little one in here, isn’t
there?” said Bunter pleasantly.

And he was about to scramble into the
tent, when the expression on Loder’s face
made him pause.

“You—you checky young rascall”
booted Loder. “ What do you mean by
barging in here liko this?"”

“1'vo coma here to sleep,” explained
Bunter, “It will be company for you,
vou know.,"”

Walker gave a snarl. A hairbrush
came sailing through the air, and 1t
smote Billy Bunter in the chest.

“Yaroooooh !

“Now clear off 1" growled Walker.
“When we want your company, we'll let
youn know !

Billy Bunter fell back from the tent
entrance, and sat down violently in the
prass. Loder picked up the fat junior’s
suitcase, and heaved it out after him,

Crash !

“Don't you dare to come poking your
nose in here again!" shouted Lioder.

Billy Bunter sat in the grass, and
roarsad. s spectacles had fallen off,
and his suitcase had burst open, shedding

Billy Bunter feil back from the tent entrance and sat down violently.
Loder picked up the fat junior's suitcase, and heaved it out alter him.
“* Don't you dare come poking your nose In here,’’ roared
(See Chapter 2.)

the contents over ‘he ground. It was a
scene in which an amateur photographes
would have gloried. As a matter of fact,
Squiff was already taking a snapshot of
the amusing spectacle from his tent.

“Boy! DBunter! What are you doing
in this zemi-recumbent attitude?”

It was the voice of Mr. Quelch, who
had come striding on the sceno.

Billy Bunter tottered to his feet.

“I've been chucked out of tent after

tent, sir,” he wailed. *Nobody will
have me. I can't find anywhere to
sleep.”’

Mr. Quelch frowned. ;

““ Restore your belongings to your suit-
case, while 1 look into this matter,
Bunter,” he said,

The Remove master walked away, and
made a tour of tho tents. He gfraz}m:d
into every one, and saw that it contained
four juniors.

“Bless my soul! I appear to have
made a miscaleulation,” he murmufed.
“There are forty-one boys, and only ten
tents. 1 shall have to have another feut
erected, for the benefit of Bunter.”

This was seon done, and Billy Bunter.
ta his jov and relief, found himself in a
tent -::S is own. But when the silent
watches of the night came, he would pro-

bably wish that he had company.

Dinner was served in the refreshmant
marquee, and a surprisingly good maal
had been prepared. The hungry juniors
did full justice to it, |

They spent the afternocon in exploring

the outskirts of the camp,
Pinchaven was a wild and lonely spot.

Over 15 years of unrivalled success—the MAGNET !
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The scencry was glorious, but the rail-
ways did not serve that part of the coast,
80 that holiday-makers seldom penetrated
to Pinehaven,

The Remove camp counld not have been
pitched in a better place, for there were
facilities for sport of every description—
fishing, swimming, boating, cricket, and
so forth. Pinehaven was also a happy
hunting-ground for the explorer,

The day passed pleasantly enough, and
the junmiors were fagged out when dusk
came, When supper was over, they
were glad to turn in.

“No larks to-night,” said Pob Cherry,
with a yawn.  “We'll curl up in our
blankets and sleep tho slecp of the just.
Good-night, all 1"

“Good-night, Bob!

The drone of voices in the Remove
tents died gradually away, Darkness de-
scended like a pall over land and sea, and
the schoolboy campers were soon in the
arms of Maorpheus.

Pleasant dreams ™

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Mystery of the Night !
P]HEI[.&?EN Camp lay still and

stlent under a starless sky.
A distant church clock chimed
the hounr of midnight.

Everybody in camp was asleep—even
Walker and Loder, \*.'Em had sat up fairly
late, playing cards by candle-light 1n their
tent. It has to be recorded to their
credit that they were not playing for
nmoney,

Mr. Quelch, in his tent, was asleep on a
camp bed. He was breathing deeply,
and there was a placid expression on his
{ace.

Presently the silence of the encamp-
meint was rudely disturbed. There was
no sound of revelry by night; but there
was certamnly a sound. It was the noisy
babel of quacking ducks. ¥

The entrance to Mr. Quelch’s tent was
cpened by invisible hands, And then an
army of ducks took the tent by storm.
The leader of the tribe, quacking loudly,
waddled in first, closely followed by his
feathered hrethren.

Quack-quack ! Quack-quack ! Quack-
guack !

The tent was in an uproar.

Sound sleeper though he was, it would
have bheen impossible for Mr. Quelch to
have slept through that din. The noise
was sufficient to awaken the celebrated
Seven Sleepers of Ephesus.

The Remove master sat up in bed with
a start. All was confusion, and commo-
tion, and pandemonium. And the in-
tense darkness only made matters worse,

“LG-g-good gracious!' pgasped Mr.
Quelch., “ What ever 18 happening 7"

e groped for his electrio torch, and
gwitched 1t on.

The scene that met Mr. Quelch’s gaze
fairly staggered him. There were ducks
to right of him, ducks to left of him,
ducks before him and behind him!

The tent entrance had been closed
dgain by unseen hands, and the ducks
were prisoners., They flapped and flut-
tered round and round the tent, trying
to find an exit. And the noise they made
was truly appalling.

“Bless my soul! How did these birds
gain access to my quarters?”’ muttered
Mr. Quelch. *“There must be at least
a score of them! It appears that some
misguided boy has been playing a trick
on me. '’

The ducks continued to career round
and round. Mr. Quelch got out of bed,
with the object of letting them out.
To remain all richt in a tent, with

quacking ducks for company, would be,

inpossible,

Mr. Quelch’s movements threw the
ducks into a greater flutter than ever.
Their quacking grew louder and louder,
and Mr. Quelch was obliged to stop his
ears.

The Form master stepped to the tent
entrance, and opened the flap, and
drove the ducks forth into the night.
Evidently they helonged to the farm
near by. But they could not have got

into Mr. Quelch’s tent of their own
accord. The Form master was certain
of that. Somebody in the Remove, he

veflected, had played a practical joke at
his expense, and he was very angry.

The ducks disappeared in the dark-
ness, and Mr, Queleh went back to bed.
He did not intend to investigate at that
lata hour.

“I will hold an inguiry in the morn-
ing,” he murmured, before he dropped
oft to sleep.

When the morning came, Mr. Quelch
was very much on the warpath. His
frown was as fierce and forbidding as
that of Jove of old.

There was going to be trouble for
somebody.  The juniors gathered that
from the Form master's manner.

The Remove had been awakened
sharp at seven o’clock by a bugle.
Johnny Bull was the bhugler. He had
volunteered his services for the fort-
raigiiilt, and he played the reveille very
well,

When they had washed and dressed,
the juniors were assembled by Loder
and Walker, in accordance with instruc-
tions from Mr. Quelch.

“There's a storm brewing,” said Boh
Cherry, “but I'm dashed if I can guess
what it's all ahout!”

“Quelchy looks awfully waxy,” mur-
mured Nugent. *“ Somebody must have
made him an apple-pie bed, or same-
thing of the sort.”

“Silence!”  thundered Mr. Quelch.
“1 have called you together, my boys,
because T have been the victim of a
nractical joke, which was perpetrated at
midnight.”

“My hat ™

There was a buzz of amazement in
the Remove ranks.

“I was awakened at the hour in ques-
tion,” went on Mr. Quelch, “to find
that my tent had been invaded by a
horde of quacking ducks. Do not dare
to snigger, Cherry! This is no langhing
matter, as the perpeirator of the out-
rage will shortly discover!™

Bob Cherry repressed his smile with a

creat effort.

“Those ducks,” continued Mr.
Quelch, “could not have effected an
entry to my tent of their own accord.
Somebody must have opened the en-
trance, let the ducks in, and then closed
it again. The boy who played this
trick on his Form master wiﬁ stand
forward 1"

Everybody locked at his neighbour,
but nobady left the ranks.

Mr. Quelch pursed up his lips. His
eyes, which had often been compared
to gimlets, on account of their penetra-
tive powers, were more stecly and
searching than ever.

“1 call upon the culprit to come for-
ward and confess!” said Mr. Quelch.

No one stirred.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, after
a long pause. “Since the perpetrator
of the offence will not admit his guilt,
is there anyone here who can throw any
light on this matter?’

“If you plcase, sir—"" began Harry
Whartan

“Do you knrow anyihing of

Wharton 7"

“No, sir. I was about to say that I
don’t think it could have been anybody
in the Remove, sir. You see, we were
all dead beat last night when we turned
. We simply couldn’t keep our eyes
open, Not one of us would have been
fresh enough to wait up till midnight and
then play a jape on you, sir.”

The captain of the Remove spoke sin-
cerely enough, and Mr. Quelch could

this,

not doubt the truth of his remarks. But
he was very puzzled,
“But if it was not a Loy in the

Remove, who could it have been?” hLe
exclainied.

Harry Wharton shook his "head.

“It's o imystery, sir,” he said,

* Not much mystery about it,” growled
Loder of the Sixth, *“It must have been
one of these young rascals, sir, who
plaved that trick on you.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“I have yet to find Wharton out in
a lie, Loder,* he said. *1 believe him
when he says that evervone was too tired
last might to think of playing =such a
trick. Moreover. I must ask you not
to refer to the boys in my Form as
young rascals, Loder!™

The prefect scowled, and said no more.

“I can only econclitde,” Mr. Quelch
went on, "that this outrage—for it cer-
tainly was an outrage—was perpetrated
by someone outside the camp. Wharton
has satisfied me that it was not the work
of a member of my Form. You will now
dismiss, and adjourn to the refreshment
marguee for breakfast.”

The Hemove dispersed  willingly
enough. And there was a great deal of
conjecture as to who had heen respon-
sible for the mudnight jape.

“Must have been a farm lahourer with
a sense of humour,” said Bob Cherry.

And Dob’s opinion was shared by
many.

“I say, you fellows,” piped Billy
Bunter, “I believe il was a spook that
played that jape on Quelchy !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, you can cackle,” said the fat
Jjunior, “but I'm wpretly certain I'm
rigrht.”

“Spook be blowed !™
Bull, in his blunt way,
such things.”

“Aren’t there, though? T =aw one
with my own eyes last night. It limepm]
into my tent about midnight. hap-
pened to wake up, and 1 saw a grinning
face peering in at me. I'm not a
nervous fellow, as you know, hut I jolly
nearly screamed. It was so uncanny.”

“My dear old porpoise,” said Peter
Todd, *“it's a clear case of nightmare.
You ate too much supper overnight.”

“Oh, really, Toddy M

" Did the spook come into your tent?™

said Johnny
“There are no

asked Nugent, with a grin.

“No. The face just hovered in the
opening for a minute, and then dis-
appeared. If it had come into the tent

I should have grappled with it in mortal
combat 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The idea of Billy Bunter grappling
with a ghost was too much for the
juniors. They fairly roared,

" Bunter's talking bosh—as wusual,”
satd Tom Brown. *““He's heen seeing
visions and dreaming dreams. Ha, ha!
The pleasant aroma of esgs cnd bacon
grects my nostrils.  Who says brekker 17

And a score of voices chanted in
unison :

“ DBrelker !

Keep your eyes open for next Monday’s magnificent school—
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Plot Thickens !

REAKFAST was a merry meal.
B The bracing air of Piehaven had
given the juniors good appetites.
And Billy Bunter's '
despite the scare he was supposed to
have had in the night, was as healthy as
cver. After breakfast, Johnny Bull was
requested to blow the bugle for morning
lessons,

It was a glorious morning, and nobody
relished the prospect of lessons. There
was & holiday spirit in the air. Fortu-
nately, Mr. Quelch became imbued with
it, and he let the juniors down lighily.

There were np desks, and the Hemov-
ites sat on the dry grass. They were
ranged in a circle, in the middle of which
rtood Mr. Quelch., The Remove master
had not forgotten to bring his cane to
camp with him, but he had no occasion
to use it that morning, The Remove
were as good as gold.

History books were served ouf, and
then Latin primers, And both lessons
were gob through satisfactorily.

At half-past eleven—half-an-hour
earlier than usual—Mr, Quelch dismissed
the class,

“If you always behave as well as you
have done this morning, my boys,” =aid
tha Remove master, “the fortnight in
camp will pass very pleazantly.”

Harry Wharton & Co. went for a dip
in the sca before dinner, and thoroughly
enjoyed i1t, The sea was as =mooth as
» millpond, and the sunlight danced on
tha water. The juniors came back to
the camp looking as brown as berries;
and their appetites  were  almost
Bunierian.

The ¢ooks had prepaved sleak-and-
kidney pie for dinner, followed by apple
dumplings. It was a delightful repast,
and it fortified the juniors for afternoon
lossons,

These, hiowever, were of shori dura-
tion, At four o'clock the juniors were
free for the rest of the doy to do exactly
as they chose, o long as they were all in
camp by eight o'clock.

“1 vote we go and explore the old
smugglers’ caves,” =aid Frank Nugent.

“We might come across an old oak
chest full of doubloonz and pieces of
cight,”

“Not much chance of that, I'm

afraid,” said Harry Wharton, langhing.
“8ill, it's a happy wheeze of  yours,
Franky. VFellow your leader!”

And the Famous Five =ot out on iheir
expedition,

The old caves on that reclkhound coast
were full of interest. No trocasures were
discovered, but for all that, the juniors
thaoroughly enjoyed themselves.  They
irooped back to camp in the twilight,
tired, but screnely happy.

Supper was served at eight; there was
a roll-call at half-past; and a2t nine
n'clock Johnny DBoll sounded the Last
1'o=t,

(nee arain the littls camp lay silent
under a starless sky.

Whilst the Famous Five had been ex-
ploring their schoolfellows had been play-
ine cricket., And all were dog tired.

Mr. Quelch went from tent to tent.
{o see that everything was al! right, and
to bid the juniors good-night,

The KHemove-master was the lazt to
vetire. Ile went into hiz tent and found
everything in order,

“1 do not think I shall be disturbed
to-night,” he murmmured,

And he stretched himself out between
the coo! sheets, and was soon fast asleep,

—story, entitled ¢ The Greyfriars Day Boarder 1’

appetite,

But Mr., Quelch was not destined to
enjoy a night of tranquil repose. He
awoke about midnight, with the curious
feeling that he was not alone in the
tent.

Sitting up W bed, the Remove-master
blinked around him in the darkness.
But he could distinguish nothing, Yet
he seemed to hear a slight rustling sound
cloze at hand,

Mr. Quelch was in the act of groping
for his electric torch, when swift and
sudden ecalamity befell him.

It seemed as if an earthquake was
happening.

The cenltre-pole of the lent was up-
rooted, and the whole structure came
crashing down on to the Remove master,

Mr. Quelch found himself struggling
nnder a heap of eanvas, The tent had
come down on top of him, and he fought
fiercely to free himself.

The more he struggled. the more ¢n-
tangled he became,

“Help! Help!"

The ery of the unhappy Form master,
although muffled, came to the ears of
Harry Wharton and Co., whose tent
happened to be nearest to that of Mr.
Quelch’s.

Bob Cherry sat up in bed with a stari.

“ Listen, you fellows!"” he ejaculated.

The others were awake, and they sat
up, listening intently.

1] IIE]P 1”

“That's Quelchy’s vowe!”
Harry Wharton.

“Sounds as if he's being sirangled!”
mutierad Nugent. “Come on! Let's
see what’s happening.”
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The juniors threw on their dressing-
gowns over their pyjamas, and hurried
out of the tent.

Ilarry Wharton led the way with a
lighted bioycle-lamp.

“Great Beott ! he
“Quelchy’s tent 13 down!”

In the rays of the bicycle lamp the
wrecked tent could be seen with some-
thing struggling bencath it.

The juniorz rushed to Mr, Quelch's
aasistance, and havled him clear of the
wreckago.

Mr. Queleh totlered to his feet,
was panting for breath.

“Thank you, my boys, for coming to
my aszsistance!” he said, as soon as he
was able to find his voice. I have had
a most unpleasant cxperience. This is
the second night in svecession that a
trick haa been plaved on me, But for
vour timely aid I should never have
managed to extricate myself.”

“It mightn't have been a trick, sir,”
ventured Harry Wharton.  “The tent
may have blown down.,”

“Impossible!” said Mr. Quelch, “Tt
is a perfectly calm night.  There 13
acarcely a breath of wind., 1 am con-
vinced that I have been the victim of a
trick or ° jape,’ as you would call it. Be-
«ides, I thought I heard someone moving
about just before the tent was wrecked.”

“Tt wasn't one of our fellows, sir,”
said Bob Cherry. “If a jape had been
planned we should have known all about
jt.l.'

“An outeider

shonted.

He

must have broken into

. S,
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the prefects’
The

tent. Bulstrode stayed where he was,

cricket=stump had fallen
(See Chapter 5.)

The apparition seemed to glide across the grass in the direction of

and watched,

from his nerveless grasp.

It’s ripping 1
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the camp,” said Nupent. “Would Y ou
sike us to look round, sir$”

"Yes, yes,” =aid Mr. Quelch. Bv
all means, I am only too anvious that
the offender should be brought {o book.”

Mr, Qr!{:lch looked a Iudicrous ﬁ[_;ur's-
in his p;‘i:unns, and the juniers found it
difficult ‘net to smile. Fortunately, it
was a warm night, o Mr. Quelch did
not  suffer suech inconvenience as he
might have done.

Harry Wharton & Co. spread them-
selves out, and scoured the-camp. Bui
therg was fio sign of an intruder. If
romeonc had indeed hroken in, as Frank
Nugent suggested, he must have made
good his escape.

After a diligent but fruitless eearch
the juniors returned to Mr. Quelch.

“There’s no sign of anybody, sir”
eaid Wharton.

“Not so much as a shadow,” said
Johnny Bull.

“This is most extraordinary!” said
Mr. Quelch. “Would you be good
encugh to help me reconstruct my tent,
my boys?”

“ Certainly, sir!”

Many hands made light work, and the
tent was soon erected,

Mr. Quelch thanked the juniors, and
they returned Io their tent, discussing
the mysterious affair,

The Remove master went hack to bed,
but not to sleep. At least, if he did sleep
it was with one eye open, so to epeak.

Mr. Quelch hoped that the practical
Joker would come again, so that he
might catch him in the act. But the
remainder of the night passed peacefully
without further disturbance.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Secare for Bulstrode !

T was a very tired and sleepy-oyed
Form master who conducted open-
air leasons next Morming.

The day was Wednesdav, and the
Juniors wera free to do as they liked
after midday.

“I've arranged for Highelifo io
hring a team over on Saturday,” said
Harry Wharton, *so0 we'll it in some
cricket practice this afterngon.™

The ericket nets had been brought to
the camp and erected in the adjoining
meadow, which made an excellont
cricket-ground when the grass had been
rolled.

Harry Wharton & Co. were at the
nels all the afterncon, and they eame in
to tea with healthy appetites. Their
faces were tanned by wind and sun, and
they looked wondsriully fit and cheery,

Mr. Queleh presided in the refresh.
ment marquee, where tea was served,
The Remove masier had Leen dozing in
& deck-chair all the afternoon, to make
up for his lack of sleep on the pPrevious
night.

After tea Mr. Quelch had an announce-
ment to male.

“I am determined to put an end te
these practical jokes which are played
in the night,” he said. “The first night
we were here my tent was invaded by a
horde of noisy ducks. Last night it was
wrecked, T am satisfied that these out.
rages were not committed by anybody in
my Form. Somebody outside the camp
15 responsible.”

“I don't agree—" began Loder of
the Sixth,

“I am not asking you for your opinion
of the matter, Loder,” sajd Mr. Quelch
testily.  “Now, in order to prevent a

Hallo, hallo, hallo }
THE MacNET LIBRARY.—No. 800,

recurrence of these outrages, I have
decided to adopt the plan of having
night sentries to guard the canip,”

“ My hat!"

“We shall be losing our beauty sleep
over this business!” muwrnared Beb
Cherry,

“1 have drawn up a list of sentries.™
Mr. Queleh went on. *“Two boys will
be appoirited to kéep watch cach night,
and those two boys will be excused
lessons on the following dav.”

The Form master consulted z list in
his hand,

" To-nighi’s sentries will be Bulstrode
and Mauleverer,” he said. *“They will
patrol the camp, one on each side of
the meadow, from sunset till reveille.”

“Help!” groaned Bulstrode, And
Lord Mauleverer, the slacker of the
Remove, looked decidedly glum. If
there was one thing that Mauly disliked
it was missing his sleep.

“Of course,” said Mr. Quelch, “ihe
scntries need not make a hardship of it.
I do not expect them to keep on the
move -the whole night through. They
may rest at intervals, but they are not
to go to sleep at their posts, They may
refresh themselves from time to time
with cake and coffee, which they will
find in the refreshment marquee.”

Billy Bunter jumped to his feet.

“Please, sir, may I do sentry duty
to-night?” he asked eagerly,

““Ha, ha, ha!™

Mr. Quelch smiled,

"I fear that if T allowed yau to take
sentry duty, Bunter, yon would epend
the whole night in the refreshment
marquee,” he said.

“Oh, really, sip—0™

“Do you clcaq% understand what is
expected of you, "Bulstrode and Maule-
verer?” asked Mr. Quelch,

“Yes, sir.”
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Blackpool's record has been a prolonged
struggle with fAnancial misfortunes. The

town’s summer population is enormons, huat
when the foothall =eason hegins, Blackpool
is eomparatively deserted. The Club has had
grme orand players, but has been unable to
retain them.
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“Yaas, begad!”

“Very welll  Sheuld any untoward
incidermt occur during your vigil you will
immediately give the alarm.”

The afternoon merged into evening,
and the Remove retired to their tents, as
usual, with the exception of Bulstrede
and Lord Mauleverer,

Bulstrode wasn't a bit keen on the idea
of patrolling the camp in the darkness.
Not that he was afraid, but he didn’t
like the idea of sacrificing a night’s rest.

“Just like Quelchy to hit upon a hare-
brained stunt of this sort!” growled
Bulstrode.

Lord Mauleverer yawned.

“It's going to be a beastly fag, walk-
in’ up an’ down all night,” he said. “I
notice you're carryin’ a cricket-stump,
dear boy. What’s that for?”

“In case of emergency, of course. T
sha'n't hesitate to use it if I sce anybody
break into the camp.”

Bulstrode spoke grimly. Much as he
disliked the idea of Leeping guard, he
meant to do the job thoroughly.

“Which side of the meadow would you
like to patrol, dear boy?” asked Lord
Mauleverer.

“The side nearest the sea will suit
me,” said Bulstrode. “Yon take the
other side, And don’t forget to sing out
if yon see anything suspicious. ™

The two juniors parted company,

A drone of voices from the tents
showed that the Remove were not yeb
asleep. Gradnally, however, the droning
died away, and the little encampment
became silent and still,

It was a dark night. There were a
few etars shimmering overhead, but they
did little to lighten the darkness. Thera
was scarcely any breeze, and the air was
sultry.

Bulstrode, tramping to and fro in the
gloom, became drowsy. But he fought
against the feeling, and kept going.

Not o Lord Mauleverer. His lard-
ship, having paced the lenglh of the
meadow once, threw his raim:nat—-w_hic'h
he had thoughtfully brought with him—
on to the grass, and curled himself up
on top of it.

“I'm not goin' to sleep, of course,”
he murmured, “T'Il merely rest my
limbs for a bit.,” _

But the warm night was conducive 1o
slumber, and Lord Mauleverer was soon
in the arms of Morpheus. Had an in-
truder broken into the camp on that
sile of the meadow he would have had
nothing to fear from Mauly.

On the other side of the camp Bul-
strode continned to pace up and down.
ITe imagined that his fellow-zentry was
doing likewise; but he imagined a vain
thing. For Lord Manleverer, curled up
like a doormonuse, was now fast asleep,

The hours dragged slowly by,

It seemed that an eternity had passed
before a distant clock chimed the mid-
night hour.

Bulstrode stopped short in his stride,
and listened, and peercd around him.

For a moment he could hear nothing—
and he could see nothing.,

And then Baulstrode received the shock
of his life,

Through a gap in the tall hedge, not
a dozen yards away, emerged a weird
hgure all in white.

Bulstrode's heart pounded against his
ribs. He stood stock still, unable to
move or cry out.

Bulstrode didn’t believe in ghosts, but
his testh were thattering now, and he
would have given a term’s pocket-maney
to have been safe and sound in bed.

aning crawled f‘h."ﬂ‘:ﬂ_'h the gap in

you one of the prizewinners mentioned above ?
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the hedge, the nocturnal visitor stood
upright. Ile was draped in a long white
cloak, and his face was hooded. For a
moment the figure stood still, as f taking
stock of its surroundings. Then 1t
uttered a sort of ghostly cackle which
made Bulstrode’s flesh creep.

There was nothing homan about the
sound of that laughter. It was miost un-
canny.

Bulstrode was too startled to do any-
thing but stand and stare. To put it n
vulgar parlance, he had the wind up—
and badly.

Presently the apparition moved-—not
towards Dulstrode, but away from him,
Bwiftly 1t seemed to ghde across the
gprass in the direction of the tent which
was occcupled by Loder and Walker of

the Sixth.

Bulstrode stayed where he was and
walched., ‘The ericket-stump had fallen
from his nerveless grasp.

[ie could see that the apparition had
designs on the prefects’ tent, and he knew
that he ought to mterfere, but he felt
utterly powerless to do so,

“It's a spook—I'm jolly certain of
that!”  muttered Bulstrode, with a
shiver., " A plaviul spock, T expect; but
a spook, for all that! And it's going te
wreek that tent !V

Scarcely were the words out of Bul-
sirode’s mouth when there was a sudden
uvheaval,

The mysterious intruder had loosened
all the tent-ropes, and the next moment
the tent came crashing down upon its
unsuspecting occupants,

AMuilled vells eame to Bulstrode's ears.
Straining his eyes through the gloom, he
could distinguish a heap of canvas on the
ground, with a couple of struggling forins
beneath it.

As for the “spook ” who had wronght
this appalling havoe, it did not wait to

soep the result rlri' its handiwork. It was
already  speeding  away  oeross  the
mendow, Idat instead of crawling

through the gap, it cleared the hedge
with a Aying leap.

Bulstrode gasped.

“(Oh, my hat!" he muttercd.
a jump !

The hedge was well over five feet high,
and that amazing leap had almost taken
the junior’s breath away.

*“ 1t couldn’t have been human ! mur-
mured Bulstrode, "I'm jolly certain it
was a spook !

“Help! ITelp!”

The muflled shouts of Loder and
Walker served to remind Bulstrode of the
plight they were in, and he hurried to
their assistance. He stooped down and
heaved the mass of canvas clear of the
strugeling figures,

Loder and Walker staggered to their
feet. They were breathing threatenings
and slanghter, and they were much teo
furious to think of thanking Dulstrode
for his assistance,

Loder pointed to the wreckage.

“Who did this " he demanded fercely.
““Was 1t you 1"

“Me?" echoed Bulstrode, forgetting

“What

his grammar in his indignation. * No,
it wasn't!"”
“Iid voun see who did 1t shouted

Walker, grasping the junior by the
collar,

k4 1."’[!'_:'3. LR

“Then give us the fellow's name at
once | "

“It wa=n't a fellow,’
“It—it was a spook!
tion in white !

“Bpook ! Apparition! What are you
babbiing about ¥ growled Loder. 1t
was one @0 the voung raseals in  the

" gaid Balstrode,

An awful a Par:-

. v .L_'_ i

."I# I .“H. . : .hlr_
TGN _-“_?.t'w‘l‘ﬂ:‘[-l’lir,-,f;‘t‘i!ij-:l,‘_%‘_’_!jm'a:._u'*ﬂ!f v AR

R E.

_-I-'I..

Bob Cherry.

Horace Binns crashed into his tutor, who was already in full flight
from the Removites, and the two rolled over on the ground, the little

man shouting and protesting volubly. ,
(See Chapter B.)

‘+ Good riddance !'"" growled

Remove. Yon know it, and are trying
to shield him! L'll jolly soon get to the
bottom of this business!”

So saying, Loder groped amongst the
wreckage of the tent until he fonund his
dressing-gown and an electrio torch. He
hurriedly donned the former, and, taking
the latter in his hand, started offt on a
tour of mspection,

l.oder flashed a light into every tent
and took stock of the oeccupants. IHe
found that every tent had its full comple-
ment of juniors, with the exception of
those to which the two night sentries
belonged.

The prefect was puzzled, He felt con-
vinced that the prank had been played
by a Removite. Yet all the juniors were
slumbering soundly.

Loder went farther afield, and explored
the outskirts of the meadow. Ilere he
came upon a recumbent form—that of
Lord Mauleverer,

Loder prodded the junlor in the ribs
with a stockinged [ool.

“Wake up, you young rascal!” he
roared. “Is this what you call keeping
guard ?  Asleep at your post, by Jove!
if there was a war on, you'd be shot for
thus !

“Ow-ow-ow
to his  fect,
Loder ¥V

“Trouble encugh!” growled the pre-
fect. *“"Somebody’s broken into the
camp and wrecked my tent!”

“OUh, begad !”

“1f you had been wide awake you
might have spotted him,” said Loder.
“A fat lot of use you are as a night

(L

groaned Mauly, getting
“What's the troubls,

‘Bulstrode.

And Dulstrode's iTa

_ worsne !
declares 1t was a spook that Jdid the mis-

zonlry !

chief, 1 shall ask Mr. Quelch to choose
a couple of reliable sentries to-morrow
night. How ean the eamp be properly
guarded when one sentry’s fast asleep,
and the other’s wandering in his mind "

Lord Mauleverer yawned long and
deeply. '

“Can I go to bed now, Loder?" he
requrested.

“No, you can’t! You'll stay at vour
post till reveille, and if you go to sleep
again there will be serious trouble !

So saying, Loder strode away.

The prefects’ tent was re-erected, and
Bulstrode, looking very white and
shaken, returned to his sentry-go, He
had had a scare that night from which
he would not scon recover. Loder
and Walker had pooh-poohed the idea
of the intruder being an apparition; but
Bulstrode was convinced that he had
seen a ghost that night for the first time
in his career,

He could not be guite certain whether
ghosts were in the habit of crawling
through gaps in hedges, or wrecking
tents, or trying to lower the record for
the hizh jump. He could only conclude
that the spook which had visited Pine-
haven Camp that night was one of the
playful sort of which he had read in the
newspapers—the same kind of spook that
threw furniture about in farmhouses, and
made mysterious rappings at doors and
windows.

*“The fellows will laugh at me when I
tell them what I've seen,” mutlered
““Nothing will conviuce me

Look out for some topping treats, chums ! There are bumper programmes ahead :
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that the thing was human! Hope it
doesn’t turn up again to-might, that's
all 1

Bulstrade’s hopes were realised. The
remainder of the night passed without
meident,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Terror by Night !

k¢ ALILO! Hallo! Hallo!”
Bob Cherry unfastened {he

HBap of No. 1 tent and stepped
out
niotning.

Bob's boisterous greeting was intended
for Bulstrede. That *junior, his vigil
over, was going to his tent, with a view
1o turming s,

i ‘Bulstrode halted as Bob Cherry hailed
1m,

" Watchman, what of the night ?" said
Bob. ‘" 'Was it peaceful and serene, or
have there been any more ructions 17

“TLoder's tent was wrecked in the
middle of the night,” said Bulstrode.

“My hat! Who was the merry
}x're;r::kﬂr? Not one of the fellows, was
it

““No,” said Bulstrode, flushing a little.
“It was a ghostl”

““What " -

Bob Cherry’s shout of astonishment was
echoed by Harry Wharton, TFrank
Nugent, and Johnny Bull,

“Are vou irying to pull our legs,
Bulstrode "' asked the captain of the
Remove.

““Not at all. I'm not telling you what
I fancied I saw; I'm {elling you what 1
actually did see. It came into the camp
while I was keeping watch, and I thought
my heart would stop beating !™

“Did it have clanking chams, and utter

mto the glory of the

blood-curdling screams?” asked Bob
Cherry, with a grin.
“*No, it didn't have chains. But it was

all i white, and hooded, and it gave a
queer sort of cackle, that fairly made my
flesh creep "

The juniors laughed outright.

"My dear chap,” said Nugent, “you
went {o sleep at your post, and had
nightmare,™

“Nothing of the sort!” declared Bul-
rirode indignantly. “I've been wide-
awake all night.”

“And you saw this spook wreck the
prefects’ tent?” said Harry Wharton in-
eredulously,

L | YF__I'!._’J

“Well, there may be some gullible
aszes who might believe you, but we
don’t 17

Bulstrode clenched his hands.

M If you say I'm & liar——"
wrathfully.

“No, I'm not saying that. What 1
think 1s that seme outsider broke into
the camp, and Le was pot up like a
ghost.”

. “"One of the lads of the village, play-
g a midnight pravk,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Exactly 1" :

Bulstrode shook his head.

" You see that hedge over there?” he
eaid.  “Well, the spook took a flying
leap, and cleared it. That wants a bit
of doing!™

“Well, it’s certainly a bit steep—like
vour story!” chuckled Nugent,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Bulstrode clearly saw that he would
never be able to convince Harry Whar-
ton & Co. that he had seen a ghost, Se
he turned his back on the juniors, and
went along to his own tent. After his
long night's vigil, he was glad to get
eome sleep,

he began

it

Mr. Quelch was imnformed by Loder of
what had happened in the nig!{lt-.

The Remove master, like everyone
else, scouted the 1dea of a ghost,

“It strikes me wvery forcibly, l.oder,”™
e said, ““that one of the villagers is
responsible foer these outrages., Doubt-
less he donned some ghostly garb, n
order to scare the sentries. 1 will detail
two reliable boys to keep guard to-mght

—hoya whom I can confidently trust.”

“That's the idea, gir,” said Loder.
“ Bulstrode and Mauleverer were useless,
UOne went to sleep, and the other was

ml-flrc{] out of his *wits for no rcason at
E. .??

The task of guarding the camp the
next night was allatted to Tom Brown
and Dick Penfold., DBoth could be
relied upon to keep awake, and not to
lose their nerve in an emergency,

It was just such a night as the previous
one—very dark, with only a few stars
gliimmering in the sky.

Tom Brown patrolled that side of the
neadow which Bulstrode had patrolled
previously. The New Zealand junior
was very much on the alert. Ha was
armed with a cricket-stump, which he
meant to use on any intruder, whether
human or supernatural. Tom PBrown
had a sort of half-belief in ghosts, but
he was not afraid of them,

Midnight arrived, and thero had heen
no disturbance—no sign of an intruder.

Tom Brown gave a shrill “Coo-ee!”
and & moment later he was joined by
Dick Penfold,

“All quiet on your side, Pen?"” he
asked.

“Yea, Not a mouse stirring,”

“Then I vote we go slong to the re-
freshment marquee, and make ourselves
a brew of coffee,” said Tom Brown.
“It's beginning ta get chilly.”

The sentries retired to the marguee,
and by the light of bicycle lamps they
prepared a pleazant snack,

““Not likely to be anything doing to-
night,” eaid Dick Penfold, sipping his
COILea,

“Doesn't seemy like it,” agreed Tom
Brown, " Still, we'll kesp our peepers
open. It would be awful if we were
caught napping.”
~ Having finished their snack, the two
junrora extinguished the hicycle lamps,
and stepped out of the marquee
together.

Suddenly Tom Brown gave a shout.

III‘GGI{ I!I‘

Dick Penfold had already caught sight
of the object which had attracted his
companion & attention,

Through a gap in the hedge, on that
sitle of the meadow which Toin DBrown
had been patrolling, emerged a white
figure. It stood out in clear relief
against the dark backgreund,.

There could be no doubt that this was
the same apparition which George Bul-
strode had seen the previous night. It
was clad in white, and the face was
hoodedy It stood peering around in the
darkness. as if trying to get its hearings.

Tom Brown's grip on his cricket-
stump tightened instinetively., And Dick
Penfold, who had been badly startled at
first, pulled himself together.

The two juniors had the advantage of
Bulstrode. They were together, and had
the mmp&ninnsﬁip of each other. Bul-
strode had been alone. They could well
understand why he had been nervous, as
they stood and gazed at that weird
figure.

Presently a shrill laugh echoed across
the camp. It might have been a human
laugh, but it didn't sound like one. [t
was tha same sort of uncanny cackle

T:e Story paper with fifteen years of reputaiion behind it!

which had given Bulstrode such a scare.

“What s hideous row!” muttered
Tom Brown,

Dick Penfold caught his companion’s
AT,

“What are we going to do?”
whispered,

“Follow your leader!” was {he reply.
“We'll jolly soon sca whether it's a
spook or not! If it turns out to be one
of the villagers, we'll give him such a
lamnung that he won't come within a
mile of the camp again!"

Tom DBrown raced away across Lhe
dewy grass, with Dick Penfold hard at
his ﬂenh_

The apparition—if indeed it was an
apparition—saw the juniors coming,
brandishing their cricket-stumps as they
ran. Instantly it turned and fled,

The juniors felt more confident when
they saw that the intruder was afraid of
them,

““Come on, Pen!"” panted Tom Brown.
“Put the pace on "

Suddenly the white-clad figure leapt
high in the air, clearing the tall hedge
with & magnificent leap.

The juniors halted in sheer amazement,

o

They knew that they themselves counld
not have cleared an obstacle of that
height.

But there was a gap in the hedge, and
Tom Brown darted towards it.

“We'll collar him,” he panted, “if we
have to chase him five miles}”

They wormed their way through ihe
gap, and when they emerged into the
adjoining meadow they saw that their
quarty was already half-way across it,
and running like tﬁe wind.

A stern chase followed.

Both Brown and Penfold were splendid
sprinters, and they wemt all out.

IFast as they ran, however, the figure
mm white ran faster. Whether man or
ghost, human or supernatural, the flying
figure in front was certainly a wonderful
athlete.

The juniors found that the distance
between them and their prey was widen-
ing. They were not able to clear hadgoes
and jump ditches in such a nimble
manner as their gqnarry. Morcover, the
darkness hampered their progress.

Suddenly there was a splash, and Dick
Penfold foand himself wallowing in a
deep and miry ditch. Tom Brown had
perforce {o stop and fish him out—an
operation  which lasted a couple of
minutes,

“Groo!” gasped the unfortunate Pen-
fold. “I'm covered from head to foot
in beastly slime!”

" No use going on,” =said Tom Brown,
“The beggar’s out of sight now., Jove,
how he ran!”

“The question is,” said Dick Penfold,
as the juniors retraced their steps to the
camp, ‘‘have we been pursuning a giddy
phantom, or a thing of flesh and blood "

Tom PBrown locked very thoughtful.

“It's hard to say,” he remarked.
“Beveral things point to it being human,
and vet lhere was certainly something
ghostly about it, That awful laugh,
f'rinstance. It was more like a sereech
than anything else. Then, again, look
how easily it outpaced ns. We pelted
along at top speed, but we couldn’t gain
a vard.”

“Shall we wake Quelchy, and tell him
what we've seen?”

“No, we won't spoil the oll bird's
beauty sleep. We’'ll tell him all about
it in the morning.”

“There's been no practical joke to-
night,” said Penfold.

“No. We nipped it in the bud. I
don’t think the merry joker will come

Let me have your opinion of this special camping story |
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again to-night, but I shall keep my |they laughed the whole thing to scorn,

weather eye open."

“Same here.”

The sentries kept strict watch and
ward for the remainder of the night,
but nothing happened. And when
reveille rang out on the clear morning
air, Tomm Brown and Dick Penfold made
their way to Mr, Quelch’s tent, to report
their adventure.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Match with Highcl.Te !
b OOD-MORNING, my boys!”

G sald Mr. Quelch. “1 trust

there was no untoward inci-
dent during the night?”

“We saw the ghost, sir, and chased
it, but it was too nippy for us,’ said
Tom Brown,

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“What nonsense 1s this, Brown? Do
you suppose 1 am gullible enough to
believe that it 1s a ghost who 1s respon-
sible for these nightly outrages?”

“Weall, sir, it was a figure in white,
anyway,” sald Tom DBrown. “If it
wasn't actually a ghost, it was the
nearest approach to one that I've ever

seen. DPenfold will bear me ﬁlut.hl
“Brown's quite right, sir,” chimed
in Dick Penfold. *1 saw it as well,

and helped to give chase. The thing
wore a long white cleak, and its face
was hooded. It gave an unearthly
sort. of cackle, too.”

“What time did you sea this fear-
some apparition?’ said DMr. Quelch,
with erushing sarcasm.

“About midnight,
PBrown.

The Remove master’s
ance thawed into a =mile.

“Our nerves are not at their best at
midnight,” he said. *“We are inchined
to imagine all sorts of things. 1 do
not doubt that you saw a white figure,
What 1 say is—and I say it most em-
phatically—it was not a ghost that you
saw. I am convinced that one of the
nalives of Pinehaven has been making a
series of midnight visitations, for the
purpose of playing practieal jokes. It i1s
a preat pily that you allowed the person
to pet away."”

“We chased it as hard as we could,
sir,”” said Dhek TPenfold.

“ Do not refer to the intruder as
Penfold " gaid Mr. Quelch sharply.

Dick corrected himself,

“We chased him over several fields,
sir,” he said, “but he scemed {to be a
wonderful athlete, He jumped hedges
and cleared ditches with the grealest
of ease.”

Mr. Quelch gave a kind of snort.

“Why «did you not wake the pre-
fecta?  They would have caught him
easily enough.”

“I'm sorry to disagree with wou,
sir,” said Tom Brown, “but the pre-
focts wouldn't have stood an earthly.”

“Well, well,” said DMr. Quelch. “1
will not enter into an unseemly argu-
ment with a junior., I have no doubt
we shall lay the intruder by the heels
on some future oceasion. You had
better go to bed now. You both look
very tired."

Tom Prown and Dick DPenfold
to their tents.

gir!" said Tormn

stern eounten-

i 1

went
Both slept badly—partly
because they were not  accustomed to
sleeping in the daytime, and partly
because their weird experience had
unnerved them a little. They saw the
while-cloaked fizure in their dreams,
and kept waking with a start. Harry
Wharton & Co. had heard the zlory, and

“1 thought Brown and Penfold had
nerves of cast-iron,” said Bob Cherry.

“1 didn't think they were fanciful
fellows, who imagined they saw ghosis.”

“They'll be saying that the camp 1s
haunted next!” said Nugent.

“Wall, it certainly seems rather
weird,” said Harry Wharton, “I'm
locking forward to a turn at seniry-go
myself "

“You don't believe this silly yarn of
a ghost, eurely?” exclaimed Johnny
Bull.

“No; but I'm anxious to get to the
bottom of the business. It's clean upset
Bulstrode's nerves, and Brown and Pen-
fold seem a bit upsce by it, too. They
say they weren't scared at the time, but
it affected them afterwards.”

“So long as it doesn't affect their

ericket, I sha'n’t mind,” said DBob
Cherry, * Higheliffe are coming over
to-morrow, and it's up to ws to lick
them, yea, even to a frazzle!”

That night, the two sentries were
Peter Todd and Mark Linley. Both

reported next morning that they han
seen the mysterious intruder, and both
seemed badly shaken up.

FEven Harry Wharton & Co., doubt-
ing Thomases though they were, began
to realise that there must be something
in it. A cool, matter-of-fact fellow like
Peter Todd wouyld not allow his nerves
to be upset over nothing. Neither
would Mark Linley.

Billy Bunter declared that it was a
ghost all right, and that he was the
only fellow in the Remove who wasn't

Give him the tin! 11

afraid of ghosts. Dunter pleaded with
Mr. Quelch to let him take a turn ag
sentry-go; but the master ot the
Remove was not having any. He knew
Bunter. The fat junior would have
buried himself in the refreshment mar-
quee, and stayed there all night.

After dinner that day, the High-
cliffe eleven arrived. They had c}'tﬁad
over to Pinehaven Camp, and they dis-
mounted with cheery smiles.

All the old familiar faces were there,
Frank Courtenay, and his chum De
Courcy—commeonly called the Cater-
pillar—and Denson major and minor,
and Smithson, and the others. The old
Highcliffe eleven, under the captaincy
of Cecil Ponsonby, had been done away
with, and 1t was a keen and clean set
of players that now represented the
school. They were sure to give the
Remove a good game. .

“Welcome, little slrangers!” said
Bob Cherry, going forward to greet the

Higheliffians, * Are you ready for the
fray?”

“Ready, ave, ready!” answered Frank
Courtenay, with a grin. *“I say, what
a ripping little camp this is!”

“You fellows are in clover, an’ no
mistake!” drawled the Caterpillar.
“Wish they'd suddenly discover that
our guarters at Highelilfe needed re-
pairin’ an’ pack us off to a jolly little
camp by the sea. Some fellows get all
the luck.”

“This camp’'s all right in the day-
time, but it’s no catch in the night"
said Peter Todd, “The blessed place
secms to be haunted!”
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Suddenly the canvas parted at the entrance,
stared at the apparition as il mesmerised. _
the aperture, and at the same time a terrifying voice exclaimed, ** Ha,
I am the ghost of Pinehaven Camp

Billy Bunter sat and
A hand was thrust through

I!l
&

(See Chapter 9.)
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12 The best day

The IHighcliffe [ellows stared at the |

speaker In wonder.

“You mean to say there's a spook
hera?” ejaculated Frank Courtenay.

“¥Yea. It breaks into the camp every
night.”

“My hat!”

Peter Todd deseribed his uncanny ex-
periences, and szo did the other fellows
who had seen the nocturnal visitor.

“In my opinion,” said the Cater-
EiIIar, when he had heard the story,
‘you fellows are being japed by one of
the natives.”

“That's what Quelchy thinks,”™ saud
Harry Wharton, * Anyway, we impﬂ o
lay the ghost by the heels soon. The
rotten part of 1t 13, it seems to have

upset the nerves of several of our
fellows.™

“Tt would have upsel yours, too!”
said Tom Brown grimly. “You can

thank your lucky stars you weren't on
sentry-go the night Pen and 1 saw it.”

“Oh, bother the ghost!” growled
Johnny Bull. “Lel's get on with the
cricket !

A special marquee had been erected,
to serve az a pavilion. The cricketers
wended their way towards 1t,

Everyhody in camp had turned out
to see the match. Mr. Quelch reclined
in a deck-chair, gazing dreamily across
the green meadow. The fellows who
were not playing disported themselves
on the cool grass. _

Loder and Walker were the umpires,
and there was an ironical cheer as they
strolled on to the pitch in their white
coats. Neither of the prefects was
popular. They had refused to umpire
at first, but Mr. Quelech had reproached
them for their unsportsmanlike conduct,
s0 they felt bound to take on the job.

Frank Courtenay won the toss. It
was a good wicket, and he wiscly
decided to make the most of it.

“We'll bat!” he said.

And a moment later he and the Cater-
pillar walked out to the wickets
together. _

arry Wharton allotted his men to
the wvarious positions. Wharton was
looking rather worried. Peter Todd
and Mark Linley seemed hall asleep,
which was hardly surprising, seeing that
they had been up all night. Bulstrode
and Tom Brown and Penfold seemed
off-colour, as well. Their experiences
were slill preying on their nerves.

“Pull  wyourselves  together, you
fellows!"” said Wharton, “We shall
bave to be at our best to win, you
know."

Hurree Singh and Vernon-Smith were
put on to bowl. And runs came slowly
enough at frst.

The dusky nabob sent down some
deadly deliveries, and the batsmen took
no risk. Vernon-Smith was dead on the
mark, too.

The batsmen took nearly half an hour
to collect ten runs. And the onlookers
grew restive.

“Buck up, there!”

“ Put some ginger into it!"

The Caterpillar grinned at his partner,

“We'll take ‘em at their word,
Franky ! he said. “Lay on the willow
good an' hard, old sport !”

Frank Courtenay obliged. He sent the
rext ball clean out of the meadow—a
mighty hit for six,

‘“Bravo !"” boomed the voice of Benson
major, of Highecliffe.

After this matters becama very lively,
Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar
opened their shoulders to the bowhng
and flogged it to all parts of the field.

They took risks, sometimes running

of the week—Monday; it’s MAGNET day!

nearly, half the length of the piteh to
meet the ball.

The spectators hegan to wish. they had
sat tight and said nothing. They had
not bargained for such a hurricane
display of hitting.

With the score at 35, the Caterpillar
clean missed a swerving ball from
Hurree Singh, and Bulstrade, behind
the sticks, smartly stumped him.

“Tow's that *"

The answer was ohvious, for the Cater.
pillar was yards out of his crease. Had
it heen a closer thing, Loder would have
given a verdict of “Not out.,” But he
could not dispute that.

The Caterpillar was londly cheered as
he rvetired, He had made 20.

Benson major followed an, and there
was a further bout of lively hitting.

Henson'’s batting was of the rshe
aorder. lle hit hard and high. When
permitled to do so, he hit offen. OUn
this occasion he was badly missed in
the ships by Peler Todd before he had
seored,  After this he was missed agamn
by Tom Brown, usually a sure catch,
And Benson staved to make 15 before
he was eventually bowled by Vernon-
Stnith.

“I don't like the look of this at all!™
saidd  Bob  Cherry, “Sixty for two
wickets, by Jove! We shall have to
gird up our loins or pull up our socks,
or something "

“Toddy and Brown
bumped for missing
growled Wharton.

“It was a case of nerves, T expect,”
said Nugent. “*They were thinking of
what they'd seen in the night.”

tdesarve to  be
kR

thosa s=silters!

“Well, T wish to goodness they'd
forget 1t !"
After DBenson major's departure

matters took a brighter turn for the
Remove.

Of the remaininy Higheliffe batsmen,
only Smithson gave any trouble. And
the side was evenlually dismissed for 89,

“Well, if we can't make ninety runs,”
said Vernon-S8mith, “*we ought to be
jolly well pulverised! What's that gong
going for?”

“Tea, of course!” said Boh Cherry.
“And I can just abont do with it! 1
don't know which i1s worse, my thirst
or my appetite !”

A plump fignre could already be
seen scuttling towards the refreshment.-
marquee. It was Billy Bunter, And
the cricketers, flushed {from their exer-
tions, followed in his wake.

THE EIGHTH CHAP'CER‘
A Close Finish! _
‘b B[{{]’Wf\}' and Bulstrode will pgo

in  first,” announced Harry
Wharton.

The captain of the Remove
was adopting the wise policy of keeping
the d wine till last,

The Highchffe fieldsmen had taken
their places. They were on tiptoe in
their eagerness to capture wickets.

Soveral outsiders had strolled into the
meadow to watch the match. Among

-them was a tall, fair-haired youth, whose

face bore a striking resemblance to that
of Coker of the Fifth. In other words,
it was utterly unintelligent !

“That chap looks soft!” was Bob
Cherry's comment.

“A regular loony!” agreed Nugent.
“Wheo's that meek-and-mild httle man
with him, I wonder "

““His keeper, 1 expect!”
Bob.

chuckled

““Ha, ha, ha!™

Dilly Bunter rolled up to the couple
and got into conversation with them.
He was s=een talking earnestly to the
soft-looking fellow—apparently trying to
raise a loan on the strength of an
imaginary postal-order he was expecting.
But the fair-haired youth, although he
might have looked eoft, was not soft
encugh to be taken in by Bunter’s guile,

The fat junior rolled away at last,
lnoking very disgusted.

“Mean skinflints " he muttered.

“Who are those people, Bunier?”
tnepuired Harry Wharton,

“Fellow called ITorace Binns and his
private tutor,” growled Bunter. *And
they're as mean as they make 'em! 1
explained to them that 1 was stony,
pending the arrival of my postal-aorder.”

“Phe one that has been coming ever
since the Flood ! asked Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—— 1 pointed
out that I was short of funds, and I
said that a loan of five boh would bo
very accepltable. The tutor said he was
in the same boat as myself—broke to
the wide—and that his pupil had all the
maneyv, So I asked Thnns to advance
me five bob, and he said that if T didn’t
buzz off he'd advance me a thick ear
instead [

““Ha, ha, hal”

“It's nothinr to
Bunter wrathfully.
he added, glarniog
Horare DBinns and

Sucdidenly there
Johnny Bull,

“Halla! Bulsirode's out!”

Bulstrode’s wicket had been captured
by the wery first ball sent down. The
batsman was canght 1n two minds.
First he made as if to play forward at
the ball; then he jumped back, but too
late to save his wicket. The stumps were
spreadeagled.

[Tarry Wharton groaned.

“A brilliant start, I must =ay!” he
said.  ““ You're next, Penfold. Keep
vour end up, for goodness' sake!"

Dick Penfold could usually he relied
upon to collect a few runs. But he failed
hadly now. He scraped miserably at hia
firet. ball and scooped it in the air. The
wicket-keeper ran forward, but just
failed tn hold the catch.

It was a lucky letoff for Penfold.
Rt he did not snrvive long. He called
his partner for an impossible run, and
was ran ount.

Two wickels
scored !

Harry Wharten & Co. had good cause
to look glum. And the behavionr of
Horace Binns at this juncture did not
have the effect of cheering them up.

Binnes made a megaphone of his hands,
and shouted at the retiring batsman:

“Yah! Call vourself a ericketer®”

Dick Penfold looked daggers at the
tall youth who thus hailed him. It was
bad enough to be run out, without
having insulting epithets hurled at him
by a stranger.

“Play up, Higheliffe !" roared Horace
RBinns. *“ You've got 'em hopelessly
hieked I

Harry Wharton frowned,

“For two pins I'd wipe up the ground
with that fellow !” he growled. e |
don’t mind him sticking up for High-

cackle at!"™ =aid
“SBlingy beasis !V
grross  at  Master
his private tutor.
was a shout from

down and not a run

cliffe, but I wish he’'d show better
manners !’ _
Peter Todd was the next man in.

Peter went to the wicket as if he wera
sleepwalking. He was fagoed oot after
being up all night. True, he had

(Continued on page 117.)

Next Monday’s school yarn introduces a new character at Greyfriars |
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By H. VERNON-SMITH.
R

I Sea, we enjoyed a capital day's

sport. Mr. Quelch was master of
the ceremonies, and he not mﬂ:," pre-
sonted the prizes, but provided them,
which was jolly noble of him.  They
were splendid prizes, too, and inclpded
vest-pocket camerns, penknives, fountain-
pens, and wrist-watches,

b
o

N the spacions meadow which adjoins
the Remove Camp at Pinehaven-on-

E * -

There wans an enormous entry for the
100 vards’ race, and it had to be run off
in  heats. Whartoy, Cherry, Nugent,
Hurree Singh, and mysell reached the
final heat, and a splendid struggle was
witnessed. Hurree S8ingh won by inches.
His time was cleven seconds dead. B
this T don’t mean that Inky was dead,
though he was certainly pretty puffed!

» - -

Mark Linley won the mile. He has a
habit of doing this sort of thing., None
of us cmt'lﬁ get near hiin.,  The
Lancashire lad streaked along in great
style, and finished a dozen yards in front

of Wharton, who eame in second. Bravo,

Linley !
& L L

The three-legged race proveked roars
of merriment. We had to run in pairs,
with handkerchiefs tied round our
ankles. Theré were a pood many spills,
but Russell and Ogilvy ran together
with a perfect understanding, and won
fairly easily. Cherry and Linley were
second, Bunter and Fish were disquali-
fied for tyving their handkerchici so that
il wonld ecome undone, and allow them
the free use of their legs. The artful
d{rdgl_'ra -

P i LT s =

EDITOR

Week ending Juna 9th, 1023

Bolsover major proved a penius at
throwing the cricket-ball, and he won
this event with a mighty throw which
none of us could approach. When it
came to Billy Bunter’s turn to throw the
ball, he threw it backwards instead ol
forward, and the sphere struck Loder of
the Sixth on the noese! The ddumsy Owl
of the Remove would have been mas-
sacred, had not Mr. Quelch been present.
Loder i3 now going about with a nose
like & toy balloon !

“ L] -

Frank Nugent then caused a sensation
by winning three events off the reel—the
high jump, the long jump, and the
ﬂhstm'[)e race. Nugent is very mmble
on his feet. He seems to be on springs.
Besides being a good athlete, he ought
to make a very fine dancer,

w * *

Bob Cherry won the quarter-mile, and
Harry MWharton and Mark Linley
fought a desperate d el in the Marathon,
Both were exhausted at the finish, but
they struggled on gamely, and the ecap-
tain of the BRemove just managed to
breast the tape first, He was given a
great ovation, Before presenting the
prizes, Mr. Quclch made a happy little
epeech, and the sports were brought to a
fitting conclusion by a sumpluous
banquet in the refreshment marquee.
Billy Dunter had lost every race, but he
hadn't lost his appetite !

BRIEF R_:PLIES.

R. H B (Windsor).—"1 have been
pining for weeks for a Special Camping-
Out Number.”"—Pine no longer, It's
here !

“Curious " (Chelmsford). — *“"How
many doughnuts could Billy Bunter con-
sume at one sitting ?""—We shouldn't
care to finaneo such an experiment in
order to lind out, Our week's pocket-
money would wvanish, as well as  the
doughnuts!

K. J. H. (Wrexham).—* Is it better to
ba healthy or wealthy ?”"—A combina-
tion of both—good health and plenty of
dollars—is the ideal.

R. H. V. (Walthamstow).—" How do
you pronounce the name Ponsonby?
My pal and I have had an argument

about it.”"—The name 1z pronounced
Punsonby. Similarly, Monson 13 pro-
nounced Munson.

“Merry Japer” (Wandsworth).—

“We don't hear much of Bkinner these
days,”"—Derzonally, the less we hear of
Skinner the better wo like it

K. L. (Liverpooll.—"What is the
watchword of Bob Cherry, your Fight-
inr  Editor?”—*1f wou have fsts,

prepare to usze them now!”

“ittle Tich ™ (Bath).—* Dear whar-
ton, i am only 8 years old but 1 can read
the  grevfriars herald = right threw and
nnderstand all the big words,"—Bravo,
little "un !
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$ By HARRY WHARTON. |
SN'T" it curions how pgreat events
sometimes spring from mere triflea?
on Mr. Quelch’'s head in the
Remove Form-room, we should not now
Pinehaven-on-Sea, ‘ :

We are having a glorious time 1
We described our experiences to Mr.
Frank Richards, who has placed them on
Library.

I think it was Scott who said “One
age without a name." We are having a
good nmany crowded hours down here,
The uncanny part of the business only
makes it all the more adventurous.
rooms, or fettered to office stools, will
sigh wistfully when you read this
your summer holidays to come, so thab
you can enjoy the pleasures of camping-
is nothing so jolly as a fortnignt under
canvas. There are drawbacks, we know.
whon the wind blows your tent down on
top of you. But every fellow who 13
adventures with a cheery smile. ‘

The “Greyfriars Herald " has this
tent having been allotted to us for an
editorial sanctum. The conditions are
No. 1 at Greyfriars, but it is all very

el and delightful.
nos g i
a hearty vote of thanks to that lump of
plaster = which produced  this happy

If a lnmp of plaster hadn’t fallen
be enjoying ourselves under canvas at
camp, but a rather uncanny one as well.
record 1n this 1ssue of the DMAGNET
crowded hour of glorious life is worth an
crammed with sport and adventure.

Lots of you who are chained to class-
Camping-Out Number, and will long for
out for yourselves. To my mind, there
When it pelts with rain, for instance, or
worth his salt will greet these little mis-
week been prepared in camp, a special
not quite so comfortabls as in Study

Hurrah for the joys of camping !
result | ;

HARRY WHARTON,

is Croolty to Animals ! ’—Billy Bunter’s contribution—next week !

Supplement {.]
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S soon as Mr. Quelch heard that !
I was supposed to be a genius at

blowing a bugle he summoned
me to his tent,

"I wonder if you would care to take
up the duties of camp bugler, my boy "
he said,

I told him I would be charmed,
Whereupon Quelchy handed me a
hattered instrument, which 1 expect he
had picked up at a secondhand shop.

“Now, I wish yéu to sound the
Reveille each morning at seven o'clack,”
he said, " and the Last Post each evening
at nine,”

“Very good, sir,”

“You will alse sound the bugle-calls
for meals. Breakfast will be at eight,
dinner at one, tea at five, and supper at
seven-thirty,”

“Do you want me fo sound ' Come to
the Cookhouse Door, Boys!' sir?’ 1
mquired,

“Yes, I think that is what the tune is
called,” said Quelchy,

“I'm a bit out of practice, sir,” T con-
fessed. * You mustn’t mind if I make
rather a mess of it at the start. 1 shall
soon get into the way of it.”

I marched off to No. 1 tent with the
bugle, and started putting in some
practice,

At first the only sounds I could produce
were deep and mournful grunts, like
thosa of a persan in pain.

Wharton and Cherry and Nugent were
in the tent, and they stopped their ears.

“Whoa, Johnny 1"

“Chuck that row, for gandnees’ sake !

“But I'm the camp bugler!” I pro-
tested. “‘I've been specially appointed
by Quelchy. And I've got to get my
hand in.”

" Well, T wish you'd go and practize in
some lonely meadow about a mile from
the camp!” growled Wharton, “ We
can't stick this appalling din!”

I persisted with my practising, with
painful results. My comrades fell upon
me as one man, and bundled me out
of the tent without ceremaony.

I crawled away to a corner of the camp
in order to practise. Presently [ heard
howls of wrath, and a volley of missiles
came whizzing in my direction. Lumps
of turf and eggs which were long past
the flower of their vouth, were hurled
at mwe, and I was obliged to desist,

I began to realise that the life of a
camp bugler was not a bed of roses. 1
became very unpopular with my school-
fellows, who haoted me and pelted niso
whenever I tried to put in some practice.

Finally T had to take Wharton's
advice and seek out a secluded meadow
far from the madding crowd. Here I was
able to practise without interruntion,
until T sounded all the calls successfully.

That evening I played the TLast Past.
I thoroughly enjoyed it, but nchody else
did. Instead of patting me on the hack
after my performance, as I hoped he
would, ISueIahy informed me that there

was Iots of room for improvement in my
playing. And when I got back to my
tent I was the subject of a hostile
demonstration,

I was still more unpopular next morn-
ing, when I turned out at seven to sound
the Reveille.

The fellows were tired, and they didn't
sce the fun of getting up in the middle of
the night, as they called it. Dut there
was nn more sleep for them after the
bugle had gone. The din I made would
have awakened the Seven Rlecpers.

But 1 leapt into popularnty again
shortly afterwards, when I “sounded
" Come to the Cookhouse Door, Boysl ”
There was no cookhouse door to come to,
becanse breakfast was helil in the refresh-
ment marguee, But the fellaws were
hungry, and the eall was very inviting.

I got on very well that day until it
came to the evening. I was in the act
of sounding the supper ecall when the
bull in the next meadow took exception
to the music. The animal became ver
restive, and when I was hall-way throu E
the call it came charging through the
hedge and into the eamp,

The bull was snorting furiously, and T
verily believe it would have sent me
spinning into space, bugle and all, if I

had given it half a chance. But 1
promptly iook to my hecls, and the
wrathful beast chased me round and

roand the eamp,

The fellows all turned oot of ilieir tents
to witness the scene.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! THeie's Bull
being chased by his naimesake ! shouted
Bob Cherry.

““lla, ha, ha!"

It was no langhing maticr so far as 1
was  concerned.  Panting and  almost
breathless, T stumbled between the two
rows of tents, with the bull hard at my
heels,

It was Loder of the Sixth who saved
me from a terrible fate.  Loder was
standing just outside his tent, wearing a
red blazer. The sight of that brilliant
carmient  made  lthe bull temiporarily

q TR L T T I P T el R
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I promptly tock to my heels and ran 1

Don’t miss our special ¢ Pets’’ number |
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By JOHNNY BULL.

forget me, and he turned his attention to
Loder,

With a vell of alarm the prefect sprang
to one side, and the bull went charging
full into his tent.

Down came the whole hox of tricks,
and a scene of the willest panic pre-
vailed,

As soon as the bull had sorted itzelf
out from the wreckage a number of
fellows sprang towards it and pluckily
securaed 1t by its rope. It calmed down
a bit then, and they were able to lead it
back to the adjoining meadow,

A furither misadventure befell me next
morning.  When I went to =ound the
Reveille T found that some practical
joker had stnffed the bugle with paper,
s0 that I shouldn’t be able to blow it!
I tried to remove the obstruction. hut in
vain—and the fellows enjoyved an exira
half-hour in hed.

I am still “earryving on ” under Jifli-
culties, and I shall stick it out, whatever
happens. But the next {ime we B0 awav
to eamp Mr. Quelch will have to £l
another bugler !

THE WANDERING PORPOISE !

By BILLY BUNTER.

I know not where to lay my heal,
The outlook's dark and drear;
“This tent is full,” Boh Cherry said.
“No room for you in here.
You're such an awful size, old chap;
You'd simply push us off the map!"

To Toddy's tent T made my WaY,
And poked my nose inside:

I felt fagged out, and far from gay—
In pleading tones I cried :

“Room for a little one in here "

But Toddy promptly shouted : “ Cleap '™

And then T had a fearful tiff
With Bulstrode, Field, and Brown :
“RBy sleeping in this tent,” said Squif¥,
“You'd bring the whole thing down.
Clear off and find another tent
That can be borrowed, hired. or lent."

“Oh, Skinner, take me in!" T wailed,
“1 don't know where to sleep.”

And then I fairly quaked and guailed
As Bkinner pave a leap,

And smote me with a cricket-stump.

(My crantum bears an awful bump!)

I went {0 Quelchy in despair,

With shoulders stooped and hent
“Sir,” I exclaimed, “it isu't fair,

I cannot find a tent.
I've asked the fellows, one by one,
They all replied, * It can’t be done!’ ™

So Quelchy had a special tent
Prepared for me alone;

And to that snug retreat T went
At dusk, without a groan,

At last 1've found a happy honie,

Na lomger need I hunt and roara !

it’s next 1
[Supplement it
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HE Greyiriars Remove wera

I camp at Pinchaven-on-Sea,

It was a cool, calm evening, and
tha sun was sinking over the
western hills,

There were no scowling faces in camp,
except one.  And that was the face of
Slanner,

The cad of the Remove came out of
Mr. Quelch’s tent, squeezing his hands
tightly together, and looking far from
happy.

“Ow-cw-ow ! moaned Skinner,

A group of juniors near by glanced
cnrionsly at their schoclfellow.

“What's wrong, Skinney!”
Bolsover major,

“Tacked ! pmntlered  8kianer, who
ccomed to be trying to fold himself up
likier & pd_’:.l']-;l_"L-hH[fL’_‘, “Fancy alid thl'li‘hj.-‘
bringing his cane to camp with him ! The
old tyrant | 1le lad it on good and hard,
tan !

“What was it for 7" asked Snoop.

“Oh, nothing mach, 1 happened to be
jawing to some fellows, and 1 referred to
Quoelchy as an old Luiter, e cnme up
behind me unawarves and overhcard me,
*“What Jdid you eall me, Skioner hi
asked in that sharp way of s, * A kind-
hearied old gentleman, =tv," Isaid, " That
is a lie!” barked Quelchy, *1 distinctly
heard won allude to me—your Lorm-
master—as an old bnffer I’ 7

“And then the old buffer made yon
enlTer 1 saidl Lick Denfold, the poet of
the Hemove.

Skinner was siill zqueczing his hands
together whon Alonzo Tedd happencd to
drift tawards the group,

Alonzo arrived on the seene just in
titne to hear Skinner say:

“Onelchy wants toking down a few
peges 7

Alonzo halted, and loaked curicuszly ot
Skinner,

“ oes he reallv. Blinner 77 Le asked in
his meck and niild way,

“Yee,” said Skinner savagely. **The
roaner somehbody takes (hielehy down a
few pegs the better 1

Alonzo passedd  an,  looking very
thoughtful. e was evor on the look-out
o la somebody a geod torn, and here, it
secrned, was an excellent oppertunity.

“ 11 A, Quelch really wants a few pegs
taken down—presumably from his tent—1
chall he delighted to shlipe him ! muer.
mured the guatleless Alonzo,

The Dulter of the Bemove hatd com-
pletely  mitsunderstood the meaning of
Skinneie’s remarks.  Alonzo alvwayvs teok
everything literally, IF you teld him to
go and eat eoke, he would promptly
go to the coal-cellar in search of some. 1i
vou fold him to go and chop chips he
would start looking avound foran axe and
some wood., I don’t suppose he wounld go
to the extent of frving his faceif requested
to de so. He would draw the line at
that. But it seemed perfectly reasonable

inguirved
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in 1 that Mr. Quelch should want somebocy

to take him down a few pegs.

Alonzo was pondering on the matter
when his cousin Peter hailed him.

“What do you say to a game of chess,
Lonzy 1"

“ A capital idea, my dear Peter !’
Alonzo.,

And the two cousins adjourned to their
tent and played chess until the hght
becarne so bad that they could not sce
what they were doing.

In the excitement of the game Alonzo
had clean forgotten his resolve to do Mr.
Quelch a good turn. It quite slipped his
memory, and he went to bed and thought
no more about it.

In the silent watches of the night, how-
aver, Alonzo awoke, And he remem-
Lbered 1n a flash what Skinner had said.
Somebody ought to take Mr. Quelch
down a few pegs,

“T will do it now, while it is fresh in
my mind,” murmured Alonzo,

* maid

s -

%

“Todd! Are you responsible for this scene

of devastation ? " thundered Mr. Quelch.

e gal out of bed and shipped into
some clothes, taking care not to disturb
his tent-inates.  Then he undid the flap
of the tent, and stepped out into the
darkness.

All was peaceful and serene. The
Gireyfriars camp was wrapped in slumber.
The white tents showed ap like ghostly
=eptinels against the blackness,

Alonzo groped his way in the direction
of the tent which was occupied by Mr.
Chieleh,

Propress waas difficult owing to the
darkness, and Alonzo stumbled once or
twice, getting his feet entangled mm guy-
rapes. But he persevered, and at last he
had the satisfaclion of reaching his
destination,

The pegs of the tent had been
hammered firmly into the sol, and
Alonzo found that he could not shift
them. For a moment he was dismayed,
And then he remembered that there was
a mallet in the spare tent close at hand.

HERALD,
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Alonzo fetched the mallét, and started
to attack one of the pegs. He knocked
it this way and that way, until it was
quite loose. Then he pulled it up with
his hand.

“ 1 fear I am making rather a noise,” he
murmured. *“I hope it does not wake
Mr. Quelch, I should not like him to
sce me doing him a good turn. I prefer
to do good by stealth.”

Alonzo passed from peg to peg, up-
raoting cach of them in turn. It did not
scem to occur to him that he was taking
away the supports of the tent, and that
ihe latter was in danger of coming dowmn.

ITaving removed half a dozen pegs,
Alouzo desisted from his labours,

“1 think that will be sufficient,” he
minsedd, “Why Good gracious!
What iz happening 7"

The tent began to cave in on all sides,
And then, with a fQuttering of canvas, 1%
fell.

There was a muffled yell from within.
Mr, Quelch had been sleeping peacefully,

hut he was wide awake now! And he
wondered if  an  earthquake  was
happening,

“Dear me!" murmured Alonzo, sur-

veying the wreckage. “This 13 most
alarming 17 ‘
A pyjama-clad figure came crawling out

from the chacs. It was Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master staggered to his
[eet. Peering through the gloom, he
caught sight of Alonzo Todd.

“Todd! Boy! Are you responsible
for thiz scene of devastation?" he
thundered.

s o | " faltered Alonzo.

“What are you doing
mallet 77 roared Mr. Quelch,

“T—-T've taken you down a few pegy,
sir,” stammered Alonzo,

“What !

“T heard Skinner say that somebody
ought to take you down a few pegs, sir,
so I obliged.”

Mr. Quelch glared speechlessly at
Alonzo for a moment. Then he broke
forth in tones of thunder:

YW an utterly stupid boy ! Did you not
realise that Skinner's remark was mevely
a figure of speech? 1 can see that you
acted from a mistaken sense of kindness,
and therefore I shall not pumish you.
Pray help me to reconstruct my tent. As
for Skinner, T will deal with hin in the
morning for having made such an uoper-
tinent remark ™

Wiih his brain in a whirl, Alenzo
assisted Mr. Quelch to put up the tent,
After which he returned to his own tent
a sadder and wiser youth.

Next morning Harold Skinner received
a further swishing from Mr, Quelch., And
the cad of the Remove began to wish
more fervently than ever that Mr. Quelch
had not brought his cane to camp!

THE EXND.

with that

¢t Fishy and the Donkey ! '*—a screamingly funny story by Tom Brown—next Monday !

Supplement 11i.]
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= CAMPING NOTES! of the eleven made ““ducks” in the
= = | matech with Higheliffe; and Dr.

(Quelch’s tent was invaded by ducks—of
the feathered variety—in the middle of
the night., Quelchy had to get out of
bed and ehase the intruders away, and
it was quite a wild-goose chase—or,

rather, a wild-duck chaze!
* * *

FRANK NUCGENT, our tame artist,
was painting a picture of the Remove
(lamp the other day, when a bull came
charging up and bowled Franky over,
knocking his canvas on top of him. A
caze of being ““under canvas,” with a
vengeance !

E

E & ]

BOLSOVER MAJOR appears to be
so serenely happy down here that he
has not once been heard to remark that
he would “like to fight somebody.” 1
verily believe that if his luggest enemy
gave him a punch on the jaw, he would
turn the other cheek.

- w

By Bob Cherry.
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ILLY BUNTER complains that | Penfold with a desire to spout poems
B when he came into our tent— { from morn iill 1zigh1'.._ He siis ar!d
No. 1—with a view {o taking up | admires the surset, pencil and paper in
his quarters there, he was verv | hand, gaiming inspiration  from  the
much “put out™! And one stormy | beauties of nature. These poet

merchants get it bad under canvas, take
it from me. iz tent-maates have
awakened on meore than onoe oceaszion tn
hear Penfold  veeling  off versea  of
noetry in his sleep—hut that’a bolter
than waking to hear Dunter’s sunves!

nmight, when he was sleepine in his own
tent, he was “econsiderably upset !
Poor old Bunter! Camp life doesn't
agree with porpoises.
# » *
OPEN-AIR lessons in camp provide

raro fun. Mr. Quelch omiticd to bring * * "

a blackboard and easel to camp wit' | ALONZO TODD has put in a con-
him. But he didn't forget to bring hi: | -iderable amount of his spare  time
cane ! Rather a shame, don't you think | i butterfly-catching — gmie an ex-

hilarating pastime for the gentle Alonzo,
Tia Unele Benjamin has been the daily
recipient of an umpteen-page epistle
deseribing  the weird and wonderful
antics of these insecta, and Alonzo, n
turn, has received a lotter by the first
post  every morning 1in whiech  Ius
avuncular relative repeatedly expresses
tho advice that Alonzo shonld be eare-
ful not to cateh eold, and not io sleep
next to the damp ground, eteclera,

AW W W oW W WAV T eV

considering  we  had already  beer

“tanned " by the wind and sun'!
* & *

THE grub we are getting in camp is
top-hole. The cookz: have worked like
niggers, and when the eamp breaks up
we intend to have a whip-round on their
behalf. They certainly deserve a good
fat tip as a reward for their labours.
There have been no complaints—not
aven from Billy Bunter!

WA
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"THE JOYS OF CAM

By DICK PENFOLD.

e

When the camp begins to rally at the sound of the roveille,
And the lark 1s gaily singing overhead; :
When the prospeet’s bright and sunny, and wvou're fluslied with health--and
money,
And you kneel upon the boards and roll your bed;
When the day goes swift and cheery, and you're never stale nor weary,
And there's nothing that's depressing, dull, or dutliﬁing;
When you’re happy as a sandboy, full of music as a bandboy,
You will never fail to bless the joys of camping.

When you scent the fresh sea breezes, and when every prospeet pleases,
As vou romp and leap and revel in the sun;
When vou toddle to the wicket, and indulge in thrilling ecricket,
With a frenzied crowd to cheer you as vou rvun;
When you're bathing in the briny, in the waters clear and shiny,
Or along the pleasant by-ways briskly tramping,
You will hum a merry ditty, and consider it a pity
That you cannot taste for aye the joys of eawmping.

When the sunset’s rays are streaming, and you're lyine down a-dreaming
Of the jolly and the joyous things of life; m
When you're far from din and bustle, and the uever ending hustle
Of the big and busy cily’s whirl and strife; '
When your comrades, having found you, come and spread themselves around
you,
And when no one is a-raving or a-ramping,
But when all is bright and jolly, not a tinge of meclancholy,

You will taste the deep and dear delights of camping.

HERALD.
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MY HAPPIEST DAY
IN CAMP!
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= By Various Contributors.
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BOD CHERRY :

Fvery dav has been gloriously happy
so far, and I can't honestly say that one
dav has been better than another. Any
fellow who doesn't feel happy In camp
= an incnrable pessimist !

FRANK NUGENT :

My happiest day in camp was the day
on  which we  played  Higheliffo  at
cricket, and T had the good foriune Lo
make the winning hit. 1 thoroughly
cnjoyved every minuate of that amazing
match; but 1 can't say T enjoved the
ovation 1 received afterwards. In their
excitement, wmy comrades nearly tore me
liinh from himb, and T felt inclined to
agree with the chap who wrote: “Save
me from my friends [

DBILLY BUNTER :

1 feel jolly mizzerable in camp, =0
there ! Don't talk to me of happy days!
The grub 1s glorious, but 1 con't pget
cnuff of it, and 1I'd rather have kwantity
than kwallity, any day! Another thing
that makes me mizzerable 15 that I have
to sleep in a tent all on my lenesome, Tt
13 nol good for man to be alone, the
ancient profit tells us; and it certanly
1sn't good for a prize porpuss to ke alone,
The sooner this camp brakes up, and wo
gi back to Greyfriars, the better 1 shall
ke 1.

LORD MAULEVERER:

Afraid T haven’'t had a happy day in
camp yvet. There's too much hard work
knocking around! I have to get up
every morning with the lark, and serub
the tent-boards, and make my bed, and
wash in icy eold water, and lots of other
unpleazant things, “Anything for a
aquiet life " 18 my motio, and you don’t
get a quict life in camp, not by any
means ! All this physical exertion 13
wearing me away to a shadow, begad !
HARRY WHARTON :

My happiest day was tho day of the
Camp Sports, when I managed to beat
Mark Linley in the Marathon Race,
after a strugele which I shall remember
till I'm an old beaver of cighty !

MR. QUELCH :

Lvery new day in camp brings its
quota of happiness. It makes me feel
quite young again to live in the open
air. 1 have brought my iyvpewriter to
camp with me, in order that T may con-
tinue my Iistory of Greyiriars. 1 have
also brought my goli-clubs, with a view
to challenging all the leecal sportsmen.
And I did not emit to bring my cane—
much to the dismay of my pupils.

If you want a good, long laugh, look out for our next supplement !
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'THE HAUNTED CAMP! |

(Continued from page 12.)

enatched a conple of hours’ sleep that
morning. but he was not fit for cricket.

The Highelife fellows, having cap-
fured iwo wickets, were bent on adding
more =calps to their collection,

The Caterpillar was bowling, and he
was puiting plenty of vim into it. The
Caterpillar was. a . tired mortal, as a
rule, but he always woke up when there
wis a ericket mateh on.

Peter Todd pulled a ball round to leg
rather Iuckily, and the batsmen crossed
twice. The Remove cheered, and so did
ihe objectinnable Horace Binns—only,
hiz cheer happened to be ironical.

With the next ball Peter Todd tried
to repeat his performance. But the ball
somehow  eluded the bat and thudded
against his pad.

“How's that?"”

“ Ot ! eaid Loder promptly,

And Peter Tadd retired, saying nasty
{hines under his breath about the Lb.w.
rule.

Tom Prown was slill batting, but he

had not scored yet. He and Mark
lLinley became associated, and they
managed to  take the total to tewn.

Then Tom Brown, playiug back to a
fast ball from the Caterpillar, knocked
down his wicket.

There was a yell of lavghter from
Iaorace Binus,

“11a, ho, ha! Of all the =illy duffers !
FFaney knocking down his own wicket !

Itab Cherry clenched his hands,

1 feel like committing assault and
hattery on that fellow,” he said., * What
right has he got to crificise our players,
I should like to know ¥7

All the spectators were glaring at the
tall. fair-headed youth by this time. And
Mr. Queleh sat up in his deck-chair and
glared too.

“If that person continues to make un-
complimentary vemarks I shall have him
cjected from the ground ! muttered the
master of the Remove.

When Mark Linley's wicket fell, with
no addition to the score, Horace Binns
gave a further shout of dernsion.

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet and ad-
vanced grimly towards the disturber of
the peace.

“1 must ask vou to keep guiet,” he
said sternly.  “*Otherwise I shall order
your removal from the ground.”

Horace Binns inerely threw back his
head and laughed, It was the loud laugh
ihat spolke the vacant mind.

““Hao, ho, ho! Remove me, would
you? I should like to see you try it on !”

“Pray be silent, Ilorace!” said the
meck-and-mild little mian who stood at
the youth's side. Then he turned to Mr,

Quelch.

“1 trust you will overlook Master
Binns' conduct, =ir,” he said. “He is
—er—mnot quite respousible  for  his

aclions,”

“Pless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Am 1 to understand that he iz mentally
defictent 7"’

“Flush!™ said the tutor warningly.
“T1g not say such things in his hearing,
or he will become violent,”

Mr. Quelch stepped back a pace. Ile
looked quite alarmed.

“T am Master Binns' tutor,” explained
the meek-and-mild little man. *I am
doing my best to keep him in order, but
with scant success, 1 am afraid. How-

¥

Easy money !

again,”

“1f he does,” said Mr. Quelch, “I shall
ask some of my boys to eject him. I am
allowing visitors to come in and see the
match as a special concession, and I
expect them to behave themselves.™

So saying, Mr. Quelch went back to
his deck-chair.

The game was proceeding mernly—
merrily, at any rate, for the High-
cliffiane,

Five Remove wicketa were down, with
only ten runs signalled on the board. 1t
looked as if Highcliffe would have a walk-
aver.

Harry Wharton and Vernon-Smith
were now together, and they offered a
sturdy resistance to the bowlimg. Iive
men had been skittled out hike rabbats.
Bui Harry Wharton and his pariner were
mude of sterner stutf, They were neither
tired nor nervy, as ihe other batsmen had
been,

Runs came at a steady pace. IHarry
Wharton drove with great power, and
Vernon-S3mith  displayed a delightiul
variety of strokes.

Between them they carried the score to
40, And matters looked more healthy
for the Remove now,

Wharton was out to a glorious catch
at deep square-leg.  Smithson had to leap
high in the air to get at the ball, which
was travelling at express speed. Hia
fingers closed over the leather, and he
toppled  backwards with his vight arm
upraised.

“(h, well held, sir!™
l‘: Rats! Any fool could have caught
that 1™

It was Ilorace Binns again with his
bellowing roar.

Mr. Queleh frowped, and made a sign
to same of the juniors who reclined on
the grass at his feet,

“1 ruust ask vou to eject that rude
person from the ground,” said the IForm
master.

Instantly Bob Cherry and Johnny Bul!
and Frank Nugent sprang to their {eef.
This was what they had been waiting for.
The derisive shouts of Horace Binns had

got on their nerves, The half-witted
youth had slanged the Greyfriars
cricketers, but the Remove were not

going to sit idly by and hear hun abuse
one of their guests. Smithson’s ecatch
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ever, 1 will entreat him not to transgress | had been a real beauty, and it was rank

bad form of Horace Dinns to deprecate
ik,

“Hi!  What's the little gamel”
shouted Iorace Binns as the trio of
juniors advanced grimly towards hun.

“This 15 where you go oui on your
neck !” growled Johnoy Bull. “We're
fed-up with you and your blessed interrup-
tions ™

With the odds at three to one it seemed
an easy matter to eject Binns. Bui it
was one of those things which are easy
enough in theory, but difficult in practice.

Horace Binns showed fight. He
clenched his big fists, and fﬂﬁt*n.i Frank
Nugent and Johuny Bull with a couple of
F'i_'?".".-’{‘.-t'fl..l[ drives. They were bowled over
ike ninepins.

Bob Cherry closed with Binns, and a
hammer-and-tongs battle ensued, Bgob
hit hard, as he always did; bui Dinns hit

harder. The fellow seemed to make up
in muscular power what he lacked m
intelligence.

Bift! Thud! Biff! Thud!

Ta and fre the combatants swayed, and
Bob Cherry was gradually yelding
ground. DBut Frank Nugent and Jehaony
Bull regained their feet and rushed to the
asmstance of their chum.

Slowly but surely Horace Binns was
hustled towards the exit. And suddenly
he received a shove which sent him
sprawling. He crashed into his tutor,
who was already in full fight, and the
two rolled over on the ground together,
the little man shouting and protesting
volubly.

After volling in the lane for some
moments, with their bodics interlocked,
the couple sorted themselves out and
staggered to their feet.

Horace Binns looked as if he meant to
re-enter the meadow where the natch
was being played. But hLis tutor pleaded
carnestly with him, and at last the big
fellow turned and slouched away, with
the little man following al his licels hike
a faithful lap-dog.

“Good riddance!”  prowled  Bob
Cherry, mopping at his nese with a
handkerchief. “ The fellow’s an absolute

imbecile. He knowss how to  hit,
though !”

“The ddickens he does!” groaned
Johnny Bull, caressing his jaw.

“Man in!"” sang out soinchody. “ Bob

Cherry’s next !”
Bob searched for his favourite bat, and

found it, and went to Ijﬂill Vernon-Smth
at the wickets. He felt a bit shaky after
his gruclling fight with Horace Binns,

and he left the hitting to his partner,

Vernon-Smith  was playing  sound,
forceful cricket. The score rose from 40
to 50, and from 50 to 60. And the hopes
of the Remove rose with the score,

Bob Cherry fell a prey to an innocent-
looking %rmg!y which the Caterpillar sent
down., That was the worst of the Cater-
pillar's bowling. You never knew whak
sort of ball he would send down next.
[First a leg-break, and then a deadly
straight one, and then a googly.

But the Remove only necded 30 runs
now, and Nuvgent and Johpuy DBull and
ITurree S8ingh had to go in. Morcover,
Vernon-Snmith was well set, and complete
master of the attack.

“Play up, Franky!” said Beb Cherry
as Nugent passed him on his way to the
wicket. *The bowling’s fairly easy. All
the sting’s gone out of it. You'll have to
keep an eye on the Caterpillar, though.
He sends down sowme funny stuff.”

IFrank Nugent was a graceful batsman,
and hiz neat strokes won him heaps of
applause. lle kept the ball on the carpet,

Turn to our cricket competition on page 27 !
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never giving the ssmblance of a chance.
All the Caterpillar’s wilea were wasted
upon Nugent, ] _

Vernon-Smith continued to hit, but
with 10 runs added lis gilorious innings
came to*an end. He was caught on the
boundary line. Frank Courtenay had to
run like a hare in order to get the ball,
but he got to it and hugged it to his
chest, and there was a roar:

“Well caught, sir!”

Vermnon-Smith came in for a great
ovation. He had made 44. The fields-
men clapped him as he walked out, and
the Greyiriars fellows cheered him to the
echo.

“Twenty wanted !” said Harr
ton. “Ii's going to be a close thing.”

Johnny Bull buckled on his pads and
went to join Nugent. IHe hit his first
ball clean out of the field, and there was
a sensation. But Johnny was too ven-
turesome. He hit out rather wildly at
the next ball, and failed to get the full
face of the bat to it. The ball shot off
the edge of the bat into the waiting
bands of short-slip.

“Fourteen wanted, and Inky to bat!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. ““ Win this match
for us, Inky, and half my kingdom is
thine !"

“I will do my bestful best,” promised
Huree Singh.

“Well, that's better than your worst-
ful worst, anyway,” said Boeb. “Go
forth and prosper!"

Hurree Singh walked to the wicket
amid a profound eilence. Fortunately
the Nabob of Bhanipur was not a nervy

rson. His was a big responsibility,
Eﬁt. he was quite equal to it.

(One more ball remained to complete
the over. Hurres Siﬂg.h stopped it dead.

Now came Nugent's turn. And he
made the moat of it.

The first ball was sent to the boundary.
80 was the seeond. And the silence was
broken by loud and prolonged cheers,

¥ 8ix wanted!” chortled Bob Cherry.
“And we shall get 'em! 1 feel it in
my bones. Franky's playing the game
of his lLife!”

The nexi three balls were very good
ones, and Frang Nugent had to be con-
tent with blocking them.

The last ball of the over, however,
happened to be a half-volley. The bats-
man smiled as he went forward to meet
it.

Crack!

There waa a sound of bat meeting
ball, and the latter went soaring away,
high over the heads of the fieldsmen—
onward and upward, finally to drop on
the far =ide of the hedze which skirted
the meadow—a lost ball!

It was the winning hit. In spite of
their disastrous start the Remove had
pulled the game round and won on the
poat.

It had been a eplendid match, and
Highclifie, though defeated, were not
disgraced.

Frank Nugent was carried shoulder-
high from the playing-pitch by his
exuberant chums. And thus the curtain
went down upon one of the pgreatest

games in the annals of Greyfriars
cricket.

Whar-

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Return of the Ghost [
BILLY BUNTER was hungry. Tt

would have been surprising if he

wasn't. Bumter was always in a

state of semi-starvation, accord-
ing to his own account.

The Remove had turned in for the
night. Billy Bunter lay wide awake in
his tent, with his thoughts centred on
one topie—grub,

Supper had been a frugal affair, con-
sisting of biscuits and cheese.

All right for some fellows, reflected
Bunter, but not a bit of use to a fellow
who had the appetite of a boa-con-
strictor.

The fat junior was conscious of an
aching void in his interior, and he
'U*EFH.I.’I to wonder how he could fill 1t.

‘There's plenty of grub in the re-
freshment marquee,” murmured Bunter.
“A big supply of cakes and pastries
came in to-day for to-morrow’s tea.
Wonder if the sentries would spot me if
[ went on a raiding expedition?”

The two sentries that night happened
to be Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing.
Both were wide-awake fellows, and
Bunter would have to tread warily. But
he was so ravenous that he meant to
take the risk.

1t did not occur to the fat junior that
to raid a refreshment marquee was the
equivalent to stealing. Bunter was far
too rStuse to take that view of the
matter. He argued that the food in the
MAarquee was ﬁne common property of
the Remove, and that he was entitled te
his share, also that his share ought to
be at least three times that of anybode
else, owing to the fact that he had three
times as big an appetite.

The more Bunter thought about the
scheme the stronger it appealed to him.
He would wait until he heard the distant
church clock strike midnight, and ther
steal forth on his expedition.

It seemed ano age before midnigh'
came. More than once Billy Bunter fell
into a half-doze: but when at last the
clock ehimed he was wide awake.

“Now for it!” he muttered.

Cautiously he stepped out of his tent

It was a pitch-black night, well suited
to Bunter's purpose.

The fat junior could hear the
measured tread of the sentries as they
paced to and fro on each side of the
maadow. But he could not see them.
It was too dark for that, The charm of
it was that they could not see him.

Bunter had to grope his way towards
the refreshment marquee., Once he
tripped over a tent-peg, and went
sprawling. With difficulty he repressed
a yell, knowing that it would have been
heard by the sentries,

Picking himself up, Bunter continued
to grope his way through the blackness.

Presently the white outline of the re-
freshment marquee groeted his gaze.

Bunter stealthily ecrept into the
marquee, and started to explore its dark
interior.

A sort of sixth sense enabled Billv
Bunter to find out where the grub was.
The fat junior’s hand closed over a dish
which contained doughnuts and cream-
buns. Then he discovered another dish,
on which were assorted pastries.

“Good!” murmured Bunter. “This
will be enough to go on with, I think.”

He carried the spoils back to his tent
It was a slow and difficult journey,
despite the fact that DBunter's tent was
situated fairly close to the refreshment
marguee,

Faintly from the distance came the
tramp-tramp of the sentries,

“They can't see me and they can't
hear me,” chuckled Bunter softly.
““That's a blessing."’

He halted at last outside his tent,

Place your order for next Monday’'s MAGNET early!

balancing the dishes one in each hand.
The entrance was unfastened, and the
fat junior wormed his way in, and eet
the dishes down on the tent-boards. He
fancied he heard footsteps outside, and
for a moment his heart beat wildly. But
the sound did not recur, and Bunter
breathed easily again.

“Now for a joliv good tuck-in!" ha
murmured. “It's dark in here, but I
can just manage Lo see what I'm doing.
I can feel, anyway!” he added, as his
fingers closed over the sugary surface of
a doughnut,

Bunter sat up in bed and dug his
teeth into the doughnut. He was just
beginning to enjoy himself when again
he heard [ootsteps outside.

It was not fancy this time; it was fact.

The footsteps halted outside Dunter's
tent.

Bunter gave a gasp of alarm. Had
someone seen him raid the refreshment
marguee, and followed him back to his
tent? Was one of the sentries outside,
or was it a prefect, or Mr. Quelch?

Suddenly the canvas parted at the
entrance, and a hooded face was thrust
into the tent.

Dark though it was, Billy Bunter
could distinguish “the apparition. He
would have welled with fright, but his
tongue seemed to cleave to the roof of
his mouth.

There were slits in the hood, and
behind those slits gleamed a pair of eyes,

Then a hand was thrust through the
aperture, and at the same time a ternify-
mg voice exclaimed:

“Ha, ha! 1 am the ghost of Pine-
haven Camp!”
Billy Bunter sat and stared at tho

hooded face as if mesmerised. He
wanted to yell for the sentries, but he
was in such a state of panic that he was
tongue-tied.

“Verily, "tis a hungry ghost 1T am
continued the voice. **Thou hast food
in here, plump knave! 1 will trouble
thee to hand it over!”

Billy Bunter had never heard of a
ghost being hungry. He had always
mnagined that ghosts lived on air. But
this particular spook seemed to be pos-
sessed of a Bunternian appetite,

Bunter was in a state of mortal terror
lest his uncanny visitor should come
right into the tent. Anything to keep
him at bay, Bunter reflected. And he
picked up the dish of assorted pastries
and passed it with a trembling hand to
the intruder.

The hooded face withdrew, and there
was & champing of jaws. The ghost
appeared to be not only hungry, but
ravenous. Having demolished all the
pastries on the dish he came back for
more,

“Thou hast further supplies in here,
varlet! Prithee hand them over!”

It nearly broke Billy Bunter's heart
to have to part with the doughnuts and
eream-buns. But he dared not defy his
midnight visitor.  Hastily he snatched
up the other dish and passed it to the
g host.

There was a further sound of champing
jaws, and then the ghost gave a grunt of

1:‘1

satisfaction which  sounded almost
human. .
“1—I say,” faltered Bunter. 1 hope

you'll go away now that I've fed you.”
The hooded face appeared again, and
the two empty dishes were passed back
into the tent. Then the ghost spoke.
“1 thank thee for appeasing my
ghostly appetite! I will now leave thee.”

Harry Wharton distinguishes himself in our coming school story—
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'hank goodness ! muitered Bunter,
with a deep breath of rehel.

*Sleep in peace, thou plump porpoise,
Farewell 1"

“Groogh !

'The hooded face withdreow.

Bifly Bunter was not likely to sleep
n pesce pliter what he had geen. His
teeth were chattering, and his hair stood
slino:t on end, He hoped he would

ey e h!l.".'H F.-'!ll'llll ik wiorrd exX[Hriendd
wgam.

Shortly aflter the ghoet withdrew a
vhallenge rang out,

“Who goes there?”

It was Vernon-Smith's voice, e

happened to be passmg Bunter's tent,
amd hiz attenlion was arrested by the
white-clad fizure,

A mocking laugh followed WVernou
Smith’'s challenge, and the apparition
sped swiltly away across the meadow,

Vernon-8mith gave a shrill whistle,
and in an instant Tom Redwing was at
his side.

“"Anything wrong, Smithy!” he
panted.
“Yes! Follow me—quickly!"

Vernon-Smith set off in pursuit of the
white-elad figure, and Tom Redwing fol-
lowed hard at his heels,

But they were outwitted, just as Tom
Brown and Dick Penfold had heen out-
witted on a }'n't"l.’iﬂl]!% OCCASION,

The ghost cleared the tall hedge which
Lounded the camp, and sped away over
the meadows, 1:il.lk}t1|.; his way with un-
crring skill in the darkness,

Tom Redwing came to grief in a diteh,
and his companion sprawled on top of
him. Dy the time they had sorted them-
selves out, the ghost was not in sight.

“No go!" grumbled Vernon-Smith.
“ll» was foo nippy for us!”

“It wasn't a4 ghost, of course?” said
Redwing, but there was a strange lack
of conviction  his tone.

Vernon-Smith lavghed grimly,

Y No, b wasn'e ! he sand, * 'When he
was running, e white cloak was caught
up by the wind, and 1 distinetly spotted
nw parr of tfrousers. Nobody's going to
tell me that [j]rtmtr; wear bags "

“Ho you think it was one
villagers, Smithy "

“I'd wager a term’s pockel-money on
LY The pity of it all is, he was too
last for us. He knows the ground better
than we do—all the pitfalls, and that sort
of thing, whereas we go and take a
header ta the first ditah we come to.
Ush! 1I'm eovered with slime! We'd
better go and changa onr togs. I don't
sippose our friend will come back to-
night.”

And he dJdidu’t.

Next morning Vernon-Smith and Tom
Nedwing deseribed their experiences,

Billy Bunter had a harrowing tale to
tell, tno. He declared that a ghost had
come into his tent at midmight. and that
he had grappled with it 1 deadly com-
bat. The fight lasted over an hour,
according to Bunter; and at the end of
tbat time the ghest crawled away, shed-
ing a traill of gore behind it. Which
<howed that it must have been a very
human ghost. Needless to state, nobody
believed Bunterc's fairy-tale,

The two sentries were believed, thaugh,
It was quite clear that the mysterious
joker had paid yet another visit to the
camp.  And when eertain supplies of
food were fommd te be missing from the
refreshment - marquee, the midnight
vivader was held respansible. Which was

cxtremely fertunate for William George
Lunter!

of the

|
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Russell grabbed at one of the flying legs, and the big fellow came down

heavily, and sprawled in the grass,

plumped themselves on top of him,

former friumphantly.

Instantly Russell and
“Got him !’ shoufed the
(See Chapter 10.)

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Laid by the Heels !

‘e O-NIGHT'S the night!”
I Bob Cherry’s eyes gleamed
with excitement as he spoke.
It was a glorious night. The
gsky was spangled with stars, and a
crescent moon foaled shyly acress the
heavens,

The ocrupants of Pinehaven Camp,
with exceptions, were asleep, The four
members of No. 1 tent were wideawake,
as also were the two centries—Dick
Russell and Donald Ogilvy.

Harry Wharton had proposed a mid-
night dip in the sea, and the idea had
canght on,

The night was warm, and there was
something alluring and romantic in the
suggestion of & midmght swim.

“It's geiting on for twelve,” remarked
Nugent, glancing at the luminous watch
on lhis wrist, ‘““We'd better be on the
move., Have you told the sentries what
we're up to, Harry? We don’'t want
them to start belaying ua with ericket-
stumps ™

“I've put them
-H-f_lﬂma 'D.Il!"

Armed with towels and bathing-
costumes, the jumiors quitted the tent
one by one,

Noiselessly they passed between the
white rowns of tents, till they reached the
camp exst.

Dick Rossell saw them go,

oo Wislk 1 could join you,” he said.

But I must stick to my post, 1 suppose.

wige,” said Wharton.

[Tope you have an enjoyable dip, yeu
fellows. Don’t go getting cramp, of
butting your nappers on reehs, or ARy
thing silly like that!”
" Oh, we can take care of oursclves alf
right!”  said Bob Cherry, laughing,
“So-long, Russell ™
It was not a far ery to the shore, The
juniors undressed in a sandy cave, and
donned their costumes. Then they linked
arms, and ran down to the water.
Although the night was warm, the
water was icy. DBut the hardy junioms
did net mind that. They plunged in all
together, and struck out strongly.

" This is ripping !” panted Bob Cherry.

“1 fecl hke swimming the giddy
Channel 1™
Swimming abreast, with strong,

vigorous strokes, the juniors weot far out
tad sea. It was not until the shore was
almost invisible that they thought eof
turning bhack.

They had to battle their way against
the tide on the return journey, and thewr
progress was not so swift,

Frank Nugent was the first to tire, but
he stuck it out gamely, and reached the
shore at the same time as the others.

' “That was glorioual” said Jahnany
{ Bull, as he towelled himself vigorously m
the shelter of the cave, ::l#d hike to

do a stunt like this every night!"”
“I'm afraid we ﬂhmr] be spotted, M

we did ¥ too often,” said Harry Whar-
ton. ‘“‘Russell end Ogilvy are decest
fellows, and they won't give the ganie
away. But some fellowa would blab—
Skinner, for instance.”

—and a certain young lady is saved from a perilous situation I
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Having dried and drezsed themselves,
the juniors sprinted back to the camp.
And they were soon glowing from head
to foot with the exertion.

As they neared the camp Dob Cherry
wave a shout:

¥ Fallo, hallo, hallo! What's all this?"

The juniors halted.

Coming towards them, running at top
speed, was a white-clad figure. And n
couple of juniors, armed with cricket:
setumps, were tn hot pursuit,

“Why, it's the merry ghost!"” ejacu-
lated Frank Nugendt. “Now's our
chance "

The midnight marauder had once again
visited the camp. Dut he would find it
difficult to avoid capture this time. He
was between two firea, so to speak.
Russell and Ogilvy pursied him from the
vear, and Harry Wharton & Co. were
waiting for him in front.

The ghostly figure uttered a cry of
alarm. He t‘ﬁ'ﬂrlgn.‘d his course, and shot
off at a tangent. But Harry Wharton
& Co. were after him in a Hash, It was
g long and desperate chase. The white-
clad bLigure seemed to be posséssed of
wings, so fast did 1t fly. But Harry
Wharton & Co. were splendid runners,
and they gradually gained on thenr
quarry.

Presently the figure in front came to
a five-barred gate. He prompily vaulted
it, but in doing so he caught his foot
against the top rail, and came down
heavily on the other side.

This gave the pursuers the chance they

wanted, They covered the intervening
distance in a twinkling, and hurled

themselves upon the white form as it was
in the act of rising.

They soon discovered that it was no

host that they grappled with, but a
flurna.n being, and a very powerful
human being at that,

The fellow seemed to be possessed of
prodigious strength. Hoe shook the
juniors from him as if they were flies,
and started to run on again,

But Russell and Ogilvy had reached
the spot by this time. Russell grabbed
at one of the flying lezs, and the big
fellow came down with a crash, and
sprawled in the grasa

Instantly Russell and Ogilvy plumped
themselves on top of him,

“Got him! shouted Russell trium-
phantly.

The fellow in the white cloak struggled
desperately, He would have unseated
Rwasell and Ogilvy had not the rest ol
the juniors come to their assistance,

At last the giant was overpowered, and
he lay panting and helpless in the grass.

“(Cut off and get a rope, one of you”
paid Harry Wharton, “and we'll tie his
arms behind his back. Then he won't

ive us any more trouble.”

Frank Nugent sprinted off in the
direction of the camp, returning shortly
afterwards with a length of rope.

The victim roared to be released, but
the juniors paid no heed to his angry
shouts.

“Take off hia cloak and hond, and
let's Linve a look at him,” said Bob
Cherry. “1 seem to know his voice.”

The cloak and hood were prompily

removed, revealing the face and form of

lorace Binns—the fellow who had made
himself so objectionable at the cricket
match !

“Bo 1t's you?” said Harry Wharton.
“You're the merchant who has been
playing pranks every night since we
came to the camp?”

“Yes,” was the reply. “Let me go!”
“No jolly fear!” said Dick Russell,
“You're our prisoner, and we're gou
to take you back to the camp. You'll
appear before the magistrate in  the
morning — the magisirate being DMr,
Quelch.”

Horace DBinns made a last desperate
hid for freedom, DBut his arms were
nromptly secured behind his back, and
ha was helpless,

The burly Binns was marched back to
the camp.

*““What are we going to do with him
irquired Nugent.

* Better ehove him in our tent for the
remainder of the night, and keep gnard
over him by turn,” said Harry Wharion.

Horace Binns was bundled into No. 1
tent without ceremony. And he was
given no loophole of escape.

When morning came, there was quiie
a sensation in the camp,

Mr. Quelch was very pleased to learn
that the practical joker had been laid
Ly the heels at last.

“1 suspected all along that 1t was
someone from the wvillage who was
responsible for these outrages,” said Mr.
Quelch; “but I httle dreamed that it
was thizs half witted youth. 8o il was
you, Binns, who imported a tribe of
ducks inte my tent¥"

“Yes, it was,” said Binns sullenly.

““ And it was vou who wrecked my tent
on the following night?"

“Right again!”

“I have a very good mind to hkand you
over to the police as a trespasser,” said
Mr. Quelch sternly.

Horace Binns changed his tone to one
of pleading.

“No, don’t do that, sir! DMy pater
would be furious. Me's already threat-
cned to send me to a mental home, and
I believe he'd do it if he got to hear of
this business."

“Does your father live in  the
distriet 7"
“Yes., He lives in that big house

down by the beach. Oh, crumbs!"

Ibinns broke off with an ¢jaculation of
dismay.

A tall, powerfully-built
striding across the meadow,
armed with a hunting-crop.

“That's my pater!” said Binns, with a
croan. “Don’t give me away, sir!” he
added, turning to Mr. Quelch

“1 shall certainly inform your father
of your outrageous conduct!' said Mr,
Quelch,

'The man with the hunting-crop came
striding up to Tent No. 1. He addressed
the master of the Remave,

“1 am looking for my son, sir! He
has absented himself from home all
night. 1 have reason to believe that he
is here, in this camp."

““He is in this tent, sir,” said Mr.

Quelch,

man <came
He was
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Don’t miss next Monday’s ripping Greyfriars yarn!

On catching sight of his slern parent,
Horace Binns had slunk back inloe the
tent as far as he could go.

“Come wont, =sir!"” thundered Alr.
Binns. * It 15 useless to =kulk in there.
Come out and receive the thrashing vou

deserve 1"

“1 suppose you know, sir,” queried

¥

Mr. Queleh, *what your =son has
done ¥"
“Eh? I know that he has been alisent

from home all night.”

“The matter is more serious than that,
Your son has visited this encampment
every night, attired as a ghost, and he
has played o number of wanton praciical
jokes upon myself and others.”

The Remove master proceeded to
describe the nature of the praclical jokes,
and Mr. DBinns grew more and maore
wrathful as he listened to the recital.

“1I must apolegize to you, sir,” he
said, when Mr. Quelch had finished, * for
my son's behaviour, The fact 1z, there
L 11]]!5!‘:‘1 “'I:Il."[i I'I{_'! H:ﬂri'l‘“!:{ SQeIns vespaotl-

sihle for his actions, He has n positive
maria for playing practical jokes on
poople—particalarly on campers. A

number of Doy Scouts camped in tlhas
meadow last  suwmmer, and my =on
victimiscd them in the same way. 1
will purish him here and now, for his
aborainable  behaviour,  Come  out,
Horace !™

Binnz refused io budge. Whereunpon
Harry Wharton & Co. were nstrucled
to bring him forth to the slanghter,

The juniors untied the rope which
bound the burly veuth’s arms, and then
they hustled him out of the tent.

Crack, crack!

The hunting-crop came into play, and
Horare Binns danced and roared as it
fell about his shaulders,

The onlockers had no sympathy fer

Master Horace. _lli.-_a 1'|L:]£:n{11~':-} at Lh_l}
cricket mateh still  rankled o their
minda,

** He's getting it in the 'neck good and
proper,” muttered DBob Cherrey, " And
[ must say it serves nm right.”

“* Hear, hear !

Mr. Binns wielded the hunting-crop
until his arm ached, And the vietim was
moaning and groaning, and making

woird contortions.®

““Let that be a lesson to you!” panted
the irate parent. “If you get up to any
more miischief, 1 shall seriously consider
the adwvizsability of having you sent to a
place where you will be kept under strict
supervision."

“Ow-ow-ow " wailed Dinns,

“1 wish you a geod-morning, sir!™ sail
Mr. Binna, turning to Mr. Quelch.
“You may sleep soundly in your bed 1n
future. Come, wretched boy!”

And Mr. Binns marched his erring sun
out of the camp.

The mystery of the midnight outrages
was a myslery no lenger. The identity
of the “ghost ™ had been established,
and the little encampment at Pinehaven,
vwhere the Greyfriars Remove were
spending such a jolly fortnight, would
no longer be known as the Haunted
Camp !

-

e T by fur
= frig. b« i
| 'I.I|.-'

H! |J|I!|:J.-I e

| IR e
Tk A l_
| ]

Tor MacyxeET Lisrany —No. 800,



Tips for the Camper-out! Glance below!

------
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SOME PERSONAL HINTS BY “OLD HAND"” ON A PASTIME
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WHICH IS FAST BECOMING THE VOGUE

“Who }!athh ?Emelt wood-smoke by twi-
izght

Who hath heard the Lirch-log burn-
ing ?

Who is quick lo read the noises of the

night ?
Let him follow with the others, for
the young men’s feet are turning

To the camps of proved desire and

known delight.”
J. H.
AMPING-OUT as a sporl is be-
coming the vogue all over the
globe, wet it 1z a sport which
iz only in its infancy, with a
tremendous future before it. Fellows
are beginning to realise that there 13
more in ¢amping than meets the eye,
and when they bepin to realise this fact,
ithen one ecan look out for questions.
"Thus 1= sown the seed of the ""camping
fever,” for when a little 1s found out
about it, desire to acquire more advanced
knowledge follows, and—well, you can
CUeEs the rest,

ITas it ever struck vou in this way!
Have you ever experienced ithat keen
Jdesire to pack a rucksack and tent and
get out into the Great Outdoors? IHas
not the magnetic influence of the camp-
fire drawn vou into its comforting
i_'l‘l:':'l]lgl‘. (_'j.l"ﬂ!":"-?

If vou have never packed a little gruby,
rolled a tent into a haversack, slung a
vconple of blankets over your shoulder,
and made tracks for the open road, listen
in what I have to say. Put on your
think-cap and take counsel with me, for
1 am going 1o tell you something which
will open your eyes wide. I'm going to
lend you the helping hand—*"tip you
the wink,” as they say on the road.

When the snring comes round it is
a warning for mo to pack my old ruck-
<sack and hit the trail. 1 feel restless,
T have that must prei-oul-and-do-some-
thing feeling in my bones, That is the
camn fever coming on.  And it has got
a michty tight grip, too. 8o off I go
back to the open every week-end, and
every other holilay which comes my
way. Mavbe you chaps feel like thad
sometimes, and you would like to do
the same, but you are not quite sure
aof vour feet?  Well, that is where 1
come in, lsn't it?

How to Make a Start !

A gpood start is half the thing accom-
plished, they say. You will wani to
make a great success of your first camp,
of course. Every camner wants {o. You
want to become a good backwoodsman
from the very first day, in which case
vou must take careful heed to follow
what i1s written down here. And don't,
whatever you do, skiimp over anything.
Do it thoroughly. That is a good
camper' s motto,

1 propose that vou start with a week-
end camp, and do not go loo far from

home. Take a glance over the map,
and finid out where the open spaces are
—commons, heaths, woods, and moors
—and make a mental note for future
reference,

The first item on the outfit list is the
tent, and perhaps the most important
thing to consider is: * What kind of
tent shall I use?” That question 1s
easily answered. You will want a small
one-man tent, after the pattern of the
one illustrated in the heading. This
is called an “ A " tent, and is the most
convenient tent to carry about. It is
lizht, easy to pack away in any odd
corner of she rucksack, and quick to
pitch, Next you must have a ground-
sheet to sleep on. It is dangerous to
lie on the bare ground—very dangerous.
S0 remember to add this itkm to your
camping outfit.

Then the following
required !

Two blankets, a cooking-pot or billy-
can—this latter can be bought at any
sports outfitters for one shilling—knife,
fork, and spoon, a bottle of matches,
toothbrush, comb, towel, soap, pyjamas,
a good stout ash-staff, notebook and
pencil, map, and, last, but not least,
food.

All these go into your haversack 1if
packed carefully, and the blankets are
rolled in the ground-sheet and worn over
the shoulder bandolier fashion. That
completes the outfit. Now we come to
the actual pitching of the camp,

will alsn be

In the Camp !

We have decided on the week-end
camp. Start oult as soon as possibie,
and do not waste time in getting to the
ground. Never camp on private land
without permission. If you do you are
asking for trouble, and also spoiling
other fellows' chances of camping there
if they have the forethought to inquire
for permission,

When you arrive at the pitch, select
the spot where the fent is to be putl up.
Payv close attention in this, Never pitch
under trees, hut a few vards away from
them, and the door of the tent shonld

faco the =outh or south-east. Note
which way the wind 1s blowing. In
this country the prevailing wind 1s

generally west south-west, Next dig
the latrine about fifty yards from the
camp, sheltered by the trees.

The fire should be lit—not too close
to the trees—so that the wind does not
hlow the smoke inio the doorway of
the tent. A very important thing, this
fire question, It is one of the arts mn
the great sport of camping. As I have
not room in this article to tell you all
about fire-lighting and fires generally,
I can only give you one or two hints,
Just remember this:

Cut out a piece of turf about twelve
inches square and two inches in depth,
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and carefully keep the turf to replace
when youn strike the camp. Tear up
some paper into fairly small pieces and
place in the centre of the square fire-
place. Round the heap of paper pile
up a handful of small dry twigs in the
form of a cone. Then apply a match
to the paper, and when the wood has
started to burn, place larger sticks round
the blaze in the same way as you did
the smaller one:. When the fire 19
burning brightly, add small logs about
one inch in thickness, and break up a
pile to keep near at hand to feeqd the
fire every now and again.

Whilst the fire is * getting up steam,™
as they say, you can finish unpacking.
Place your ground-sheet, rubber surface
downwards, inside the tent, and lay the
blankets, folded in iwo, on it. Do not
throw them anywhere. Having done
this, dig a snmﬁ trench all round the
outside of the tent to act as a drainage
in case of rain.

By this time you will be fecling a
little peckish, In fact, you will find
that the open air will have put a very
keen edge to your appetite. Get out
your grub, and put on a pot ol water
to h{]ﬁ.

Now, as regards the food question,
for a week-end camp I suggest you take
with you:

One tin of cocoa-milk powder, one
little bag of tea, one bag of sugar, one
tin of condensed milk, two tins of bully-
beef, a little salt, half a pound of butter
or margarine, half a pound of rashers
of bacon, one large loaf of bread, two
or three bars of plain chocolate, a little
pot of jam, and a tin of some kind of
fruit. 17 yon are camping near a farm
you wall propably be able to obtan
fresh eggs and milk. .

Do not eat for the sake of Ea.tm?'.
That is a good point to study. Satisly
your appetite, of course, but do not
overdo it. IHave one good midday
meal, and the others need not be ver
large. If possible, make all your fooc
purchases at a village near the camp.

If you leave the camp to take a stroll
to the village, or into the woods at the
back of the camp, I advise you to lace
up the tent firstt Not to prevent any-
one running away with it, but as =
precaution azainst dogs or cats. These
animals have a nasty habit sometimes
of strolling into an unfastened tent door
and sampling the grub.

As the evening draws near and the
gun sinks in a golden ball into the west,
and the deep shadows of the frees
lengthen across the meadow, then is the
time to stir up the red embers of the
fire and pile on a few logs. To sit round
a crackling pine-log fire in the twilight,
with the stars twinkling above, is the
camper’s one great joy. There 1s
nothing so comforting and soothing as
a log fire, with its mystic influence.

Take to your bed fairly early, and
sleep with a thickness of blanket under
you as well as over. Most first-nightera
will find the ground somewhat hard at
first, but if vou dig a hip-hole with
your jack-knife you will find this very

much better. There 13 one l'i1‘|in
almost forgot to tell you to do. Blacken
all guy-ropes before turning in. Other-

wise it is quite likely that you will have
the tent down on ton of you in the night.

When vou strike camp, leave 1t 88
clean and tidy as when you came. A
tidy camper is a good camper. Replace
the turf you removed for the fireplace,
and then trek on over the broad highway
Back to your home,

THE END.

Look out for Wibley’s remarkable impersonation—next week I
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Look out for next Monday’s sensational detective yarn!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Find in the Tunnel !
ERRERS LOCEE hung up the

F telephone-receiver and rose to

his feet as a good-looking. well-

built lad stepped brisk!y into his
conszulling-room,

“ Drake, my boy,” said the detective,
“1 want you to take a journcy with me,
We will cateh the six-eighteen tvain to
Jl'hl]"li‘}' Junction.”

“Very good, sir!”

“We've plenty of iime.  Our old
friend, Inspector Pyeroft of Seotland
Yard, bas run up agaiust a brick wall.
He's just rung me up lo request iy
assistance  with  the case he's now
engaged upon.’”

“The Duckworlthh mystery, sir?

“That's right. You remewmber T read
a newspaper account of the affair 1o you
at the breakfast-table this morning.
But let us get ready. Wo can take a bus
to the slation ; that's so much pleasanter
than riding 1in o taxi.”

Neither Locke nor Drake took more
than ten minutes to prepare themselves
for their impending journey. KEach
dropped an avtomatic pistol in  his
pngEﬂt. There were olther things with-
out which they never embarked on an
adventure, Among these were a jack-
knife, some string, an electric torch, and
a whistle. In addition, Locke himself
took a powerful magnifying-glass and a
small but very excellent camera.

According to the arrangement Locke
fiad made over the telephone with
Pycroft, they canght ihe six-eighteen
srain, and arrived at Burlev Junction,
some [orty miles to the south of Laondon,
by a quarter to eight. A mile before
reasching DBurley, the slouth called
IPrake’'s attention to the tunnel:, in one
of which had been found the lifeless
bodvy of William Duckworih,

The burly Secotland Yard iuspector
was at the junction to meet themn.

“It 13 mighty good of you to come,
BMr. Locke,” he said, afier the usual
greatings. ““I've got to admit that the
oflicial force iz slap up agaiust 1t for
once,”’
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smile flickering at the corneis of s
Lips,

“1t fant often we get info an absoluie

Blind alley,” said Pyoroft, pulling his
choeks out. = But we've struck a cul-de
cac in this Duckworth case. I thought
vou wonldn't miud jnst having a lonk
nver the pround.  Working on &
ditferent method from ours, it'e  just
possible you might bump across some-
thing which might be of some help to

1
113,

S delighted to be of a<aistance, my
dear Pyeroft. Iz the body of Duck-
worlh 15 the minrtuary here?”

“Yyea 'l fake vou along 1o view it
The mortuary is only a couple of
minutes’ walk from the station.  Fr—
I ought to tell you.” added Pyerofr,
“that sinee phoning {0 you, iy supers
intendent at the Yard bLas sept moe a
mossage to return (o fown for a consulia-
tion with him. I've threequarters of
an hour at my disposal before 1 need
cateh the train. Then TUm afraid I shall
have to leave you to 1t

“Right-ho, Pyeroft!”  =aid  Tocke
cheerfully.  “You may rest assured
that Drake and T will do our best for
you. Is there anything you can tell me
about the case which has nol appeaved
in the papers?”

“There's praclically nothing to tell
wore than that,” replied the mspector
ruefully,  * As you know, the body of
Duckworth was found by pletelayers in
the main line tunnel, a mile tn the north
of this place.  Duckworth was lying
close to the wall with a fractured skull,
arnd was quite dead.”

“DPuckworth was a prominent land.
awner  in theso parl=®" murmured
Liocke.

“ % es hie owned thonsand
acres Lo the north-east of Burley, Some
of them are laid out in farms and
market gardens. He also owned all the
cottages in the village of Denhursi,”™

“The pavers stated he was  well
known and well lLiked,” said Ierrers
Locke. *Is- that true, Dyeroft?”

“H'm! Well, not  exactly,” re-
nlied the 1nspector. “ Duckworth
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An enthrallin% mystery story, show-

Conquest.

A

ing how, by following up an nfpar-
ently insignificant clue, Ferrers Locke
hands over to justice two criminals

who had baffled the cutest of
Scotland Yard officials. ‘,j
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was a rather queer kind of cove,
it seems. He was generous in solne
wavs, aud almost incredibly mean in
others. Ile was a confirmed bachelor,
and lived guietly in a small house neur
Denhurst, I've. chatted to his house-
keeper, @ motherly old soul named Mrs.
Menzies, She was greatly upset at the
tragic end of the old man. But some of
hiz tenants were not. Ii was general
knowledge, vou know, thal Duckworih
had made a will leaving a number of
tenants poriions of his estates”

“1 see,” said Locke thooghtfully.
“Then here we have a possible motive
for ihe crime. By the death of Duck-
worth qiite & number of people would
lind themselves hetter off,”

“Of course, Seotland Yard has con-
sidered that aspect of the case. Mr.
Iocke,” returned the inspector. “W¥We
have made inguiries, and there is not
the slightest reason for thinking thal
any one of the tenants of Duckworth
went tno London  yesterday. Whai
pctually happoned, so far as 1 can make
out, was thi=: William Duckworth wen:
t London in the morning on business.
That we have definitely established
through his bankers in Cornlull.  He
had intended returning home that night,
for he took no bag with lum, and—"

“Mrs, Menzies expected him home,
eli “" interrupted Locke,

“Qhe did, She knew he was going to
town, of course.  But on  previons
neeasions Duckworth has altered his -
tfentions afterwards,  Apparentiv, while
in London vesterday, he conceived the
idea of catching the nine twenty-three
train to Dover, where lives a married
sister of his.”

«“ ALyt He's done that before®™
“That's so. Duckworth was a mai of
monds, When he felt lonely he would

go off to Dover to see this sisler. of
whom he was very fond. So yesterday.
as I figure it, he caught the nine
twenty-three fast train to Dover, and
found himself in a carriage with one.
or possibly two, other travellers, He
was attacked. robbed, and thrown oui
of the train on reaching this tunncl a

mile from here,”

Ferrcrs Locke figures prominently in a well-known—
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tThat scems the obvious conclusion Locke in a business-like tone, i _
make a thorough examination of this| trace in that

to draw,” assented Ferrers Locke. “It
stnted in the papers that his pockets
had been stripped of their contents.™

“Yes; his money, his watch, and his
private papers had been taken from
him. 8o we must presime the motive
for the erime was robbery. DBut here
is the mortuary.”™ )

T.ocke and Drake followed the inspec-
for into the sombre brick building, and
the great private detective examined
the body of the slain man. It was clear
to Locke, as it had been to the doctors
before  him, that Duckworth  had
yeceived two distinet blows, One was at
the side of the head—apparently made
by some blunt weapen. The other was
at the back of the head, where the
fracture of the skull was, and which
had proved the fatal blow. _

Before leaving this grim building,
Ferrers Locke took a series of finger-
prinis of the deceased. These prints on
a specially prepared type of thin paper
he earefully placed in his nacket-hook.

“Now, my dear Pycroft,” he said,
when they were outside arain, ' can you
shaw us the spot where this crime was
committed? If recessary. 1 can have a
chat with Mrs, Menzies later.”

'he inspector nodded,

“Yeg: T shall jnet have time to take
yor 1o the tunmel.” he said, “There's
% paraze vear here, and we can hire a
taxi which will run us near the spot,
Then T shall have to fly back to ecatch
mv train to town.” .

Pveroft snom arranged for the hire of
the taxi. Then the three drove out to
the seene of the crime.

The driver of the cab, il‘nﬁh‘lltfﬂf] by
tha inspector, stopped near a railway
hridege a couple of hundred yards distant
fram the tunnels.  Pseroft dismounted,
and. follawed by Locke and ]_:'.!rake,
scaled a wooden fence and made his way
down the railwav embankment.

“Von will nafice,” remarked Pyeroft,
tiihat there are two distinet tunnels.
The main line {rom London to Dover
runs through the one to our right., The
so-called *local’ line from London to
Burlev and other conntry places in Kent
yuns throngh the left-hand tunnel.”

v [Teww  long are these  tunnels,
Pveroft "

“ Ahout a hundred vards, Tha small
hill thev cut through is called the

Sheep's Back.™

Stepping brizkly along by the side of
the railway line, Inspector Pyeroft
entered the gloomy main line tunnel.
IFrom his pocket he iook an electric torch
to light the way.

After proceeding for a distance aof
about thirty yards he stopped suddnn'ﬁv,ﬁ

“ Ah, here we are!’ he =aid.  *This
is the spot where the platelayers found
the body of Duckwarth., If you won’t
be more than a few minutes 1in examin-
g the place, Mr. Locke, T'll wait for
ron.,””
> “No, don't you trouble, my dear
Pveroft,” replied the sleuth. “You mp
off back to Burley and catch your train,
We sha’n't want the taxi. Drake and 1
will examine this place at our leisure and
walk back.”

“Right wvou ware, Mr. Locke. It's
mighty good of you to have a look round
for an old pal. I expect 1 shall return
to Burley Junction to-merrow. If any-
thing transpires in the meantime you

can put through a trunk telephone call to |

Seotland Yard., Good-bye !V
Ferrevs Locke switched on his own
electric torch as the burly inepector
wended his way out of the tunnel,
“Now, Drake, my boy,” said Ferrers

“lat us

place.”
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There's not the shghtest
main line tunnel that »
body struck the wall. Supposing

generally.

heavy

By the aid of their electric torches | that Duckworth was not killed in that

both Locke and his young assistant care-
fully looked over the ground and the
walls of the tunnek )

It was a grim, grimy place. The up
and down main lines showed like four
bands of gleaming silver. But the
ground between the ties and the walls
of the tunnels was of dirty gravel, and
the brick walls were thick with soot and
dank with mildew and moisture, o

“ As I suspected,” said Locke, “1t's
utterly impossible to pick up any clue
from what footmarks there are to be
geen. The gravel doesn’t show the marka
well, and a number of people have been
in here since the body was discovered.™

“It'e a queer thing, sir,” said ~].'.'Im:'u.ll'.ln.?:
thoughtfully, ‘‘that Pycroft wasn't able
to show us where Duckworth struck his
head when he was thrown from the
train. The inspector gave me the 1m-
pression as we were coming along in the
taxi that he believed the fracture of the
gkull was caused by the old man striking
his head against the wall of the tunnel.’

“That is what the doctors thought,
too, my boy,” returned Ferrers Locke.
 Duckworth couldn't, in my opinion, be
hurled out of an express train without
there being some marks on the walls
of the tunnel. The body was found at
this spot. That means to say he was
hurled out on the side near to the tunnel
wall, Otherwise he would have been cut
to pieces hy another train had he been
pitched out on to the up hne.”

For fully half an hour the sleuth and
Drake endeavoured to discover some clue
upon the begrimed tunnel wall.  Then
INrake's torch grew dim and went out

.He fitted in a refill, but was unable to

renew the light. _
“This refill must be a dud,” he said
ruefully. “What a beastly nuisance!”
“Never mind, my boy,” said Ferrers
Locke. *I don't think it is any use
staying here longer. Let's get out into
the fresh air.”
The detective went ahead with the
light while Drake followed at his heels.
Suddenly Ferrers Locke stopped and
gwung round,

“What i1a it, sir?"” asked Drake. “A
train " -
“No: an idea! By Jove! Supposing

they're all mistaken !” _ . ‘
Jack Drake looked at his chief with

wide eyes. i . o
“ Bupposing who are all mistaken, sir!
“Why, Pyeroft and the police

w=ly
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JACK DRAKE,
Forreras Locke’s young assistant.

~—Spanish bull-ring next week !
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tunnel at all

“ But he was found there, sir,” Drake
reminded him. ‘It was known he was
up in London, and he must have
travelled down ﬁ_v train, Therefore, it’s
reasonable to suppose he was thrown
out, seeing that the eXxpress
through the tunnel, and Duckworth was
found by the line.”

“It is the obvious thing to suppose,”
said Ferrers Locke. ““There may be
more behind the death of Duckworth
than appears at frst sight. There ia
the possibility that the old man waa
killed elsewhere, and his body carried
into the main line tunnel.”

“Carried there!™

“Yes; to throw the police completely
off the scent. Just consider. There
seems no particulir reason why Duck-
worth should have suddenly conceived
the notion of going to Dover yesterday.
He was in town, but the railway
officials did not see him leave the
London station as far as the police could
discover. Robbery may have been the
motive for the erime, iut I am not »
sureé now. Anyway, come with me an
I'll put my new theory to the test.”

aving the main line tunnel the
sleuth and his assistant turned sharp to
the right and entered the ‘'local”
tunnel.

Hardly had they done so than there
was a slight rustling noise among some
bushes above the railway embankment.
Then & broad-shouldered countryman,
with a serubby beard, emerged and
wriggled his way down by the tunnels.

He was out of sight ﬂ.? the road and
of the signal-box, and he moved through
the deepening dusk with the stealth of
a hunter on the track of his prey. And
his evil eyes glinted with hatred, mingled
with a deadly, soul-consuming fear!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Clue of the Chaff !

FTER entering the “local™
A tunnel, Ferrers Locke and Drake
kept along the wall to the right-

hand side,

“I overheard someone on Burley
Station say when we arrived, Drake,”
remarked the sleuth, '‘that trains from
London usually stop or slow down in
thie tunnel. If last night's eight-fiftesn
train from London slowed down here
it would have been possible for the
crime to have been committed on that
train.”

“You think, sir, that Mr. Duckworth
may have caurht the eight-fifteen train
from town to return home to Burley 1"

“There is the chance,” said Locke.
“The times of the slow and fast trains
i3 an 1mportant matter. The slow
“local * train leaves London at eight-
fifteen and arrives at Burley Junction
at ten-thirteen. That means that it
passes through this tunnel at about ten
minutes past ten. The fast train leaves
London for Dover at nine twenty-three.
Thus this express train would pass
through the main line tunnel at about
ten-twenty."

“My aunt! Then you think, sir, that
Duckworth was attacked on the slow
train in this tunpel? Then, having been
hurled out, his attackers got out of the
train in the tunnel and carried him
round into the main-line tunnel "

“That is my theory. But it would
have been necessary for last night’s
train to have slowed up cgnsiderably I

Keep your eyes on him |
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ihis tunnel. That is a fact we can
establish later. But while we are here
we will have a look for anv clues which
mjght lend confirmaticn to my idea.”

As he walked along in the fetid tunnel
the detective shone his eleciric torch
on to the black wall. Both he and Drake
searched keenly for eny untoward marks.

Then of a sudden Locke halted and
gave an exclamation.

“By Jove, look at thiz!” he said.
““ Do you see that jutting brick, my boy?
It is stained crimson!"

“PBlaod ! mutiered Drake. * It looks,
sir, as though your theory were the
correct one!l”

Locke made no reply. He had tsken
out his powerful magnifying-zlass, and
was examining the brick and the ‘unnsl
wall below it. Then he carefully ex-
amined the gravel between the railway-
line and the wall,

Stooping down, he picked up some-
thing and held it in the palm of his
hand. All that Drake saw were some
tiny, dirty pieces of what he took to
be gravel.

“ What is ib, sir?"” he asked.

“[fold my torch, my boy," said the
alenth.

Drake look the light and shone it on
to the pieces which Tocke held in the

alm of his hand. The sleuth, through

iz maznifving-glasa, inspected them as
theugh studying some strange insects.

After o, ccuple of minutes’ silence he
Ep-ﬂl-.:{-.

“This may prove to be an important
clue, my boy,” he said. *These dirty
bits in my hand are chaff—the husks of
grain, you know. There are quite a few
lving about here, whers Duckworth's
body must have fallen.”

I[?m put the bits of chaff in an envelope,
which he stowed in his breast-pocket.
Again he returned to an examination of
tha tunnel wall.

There were a number of marks on the
grimy wall, but one clearly deflined set
of finger-prints particularly attracted his
attention. He compared the finger-prints
he had taken of the deceased man with
them, but the prints on the tunnel wall
had not heen made by William Duck-
worth. That much was clear,

Taking out his camera, Ferrers Locke
took a close-up flashlight photograph of
the prints. Then he turned to his young

¥

assistant,
HWa will et back to Burley, Drake,”
he said. “The discovery we have made

has put an entirely different complexion
on the Duckworth mystery. I must
now go and have a chat with Mrs.
Menziea, the housekeeper of the old
man. Come!”

e started to walk along towards the
exit of the tunpel, when Jack Drake
clutched him by the sleeve.

“Look, sir!” whispered the boy.
“There's something moving beyond the
far line just down the tunnel!”

Locke swung his torch across the
metals. TFor onea instant he caught a
glimpse of a cringing form against the
black wall of the tunnel. Then there
was a flash of flame and a deafening
report. Locke felt his right band jerked
back as though kicked by a mule, and
the glass bulb of his electric torch
shattered into a thousand fragments.

Locke hurled himself face downwards.
'A bullet fired from the revolver of the
unknown man in the tunnel had smashed
his torch and plunged the place in dark-
ness.. But Locke's manceuvre was not
a fraction of a second too soon. Again
there was a spurt of flame, and a bullet

flattened itself against the wall above Lhe
sleuth’s head,

Locke and Drake leaped forward. To
their right front they could hear the
sound u% ronuing feet.

“'Phe murderous fiend!” grunted the
sleuth,  “We must catch the fellow at
all costs, my boy!"

IBut hardly had he spoken when a
wild shriek echoed throughout the black

tunnel.
EIA

“Crumbs !
train 1"’

With a rattle and roar a down train
was coming through the tunnel. The
boy tried to leap back against the wall;
but his foot struck against a sleeper,
and he went sprawling full length
between the rails.

Locke turned and dashed to the side
of his young assistant. Then, siooping
down, he canght the boy round the
bedy and threw him clear of the metals
towards the up line, and staggered clear
himself just as the shrieking engine of
the train flashed past.

Directly the train had gone by, Drake
;ﬂbﬁd to his feet and sought his chief’s

and,

“Thanks, sir,” he said quietly.

“You've twisted your ankle, my
boy,” said Locke. “That is awkward.
Anyway, it 13 now hopeless trying to
eatch up  with that fellow we were
after.”

“YVou go ahead, sir," =aid Drake.
“I'll keep along by this wall, in case

gulped Drake,

of any other train passing on this
line.”
“Very well, my boy. Wait at the

spot where' Pycroft stopped ihe car.
I'll try not to be long.”

He left Drake to limp mlong by the
wall, for Locke knew well enough that
avery second’s delay now made the likeli-
hood ef tracing the rogue who had fired
the shots more difficult.

Lerving the tunnel, he found that dosk
had given place to darkness. A crescent
moon hung low in the sky. Looking
about him, he tried to decide on ihe
most likely path which the man would
have taken. Ile decided to strike off
in the direction of the village of Den-
hurst and try fo pick up the trail.

But it soon became apparent to the
sleuth that he was on a wild-goose chase.
Not a soul did he see of whom he could
make inquiries. He was too late. The
man had got a good start, and the
chances of picking up his tracks were
remole.

Not having a light now, Locke was
nnable to examine the railway-banking
for footmarks, and so he went back
swiftly to the place where he had
arranged to meet Drake.

He was plad to find that the boy's
foot was not troubling him E'I'Eﬂf-:{-'}’,
But Locke insisted on giving his young
assistant a pick-a-back to Burley.

“Now, listen to me, my boy,’ said
the detective, when they arrived there.
“I'm going to the local chief constable,
and get him and his men to try to get
on the track of the rascal who pumped
lead at us in the tunnel. It is possible
that the police can pick up the trail
on the grassy railway-bank, and at least
find the direction the man took after
making his get-away from the tunnel.

SETECTIVE

MAGAZINE @

HE CWLY MACATINA OF ATE HIMD 1M THE WEALD

¥

I am pgoing along to interview Mrs,
Menzies."”

“ And what about me, sir?’

“You must take things easy, my boy.
If you like you can toddle down to the
<tation and make a few inquiries. Ask
the stationmaster and the porters for
the names of any local folk who
travelled on the line yesterday. That
information might possibly prove ol
soma use to us.’”

“Yon don't know what time you'll
return, sir?”

“No, If Mrs. Menzies provides me
with any further cloe wLir:lu I can
follow up, 1| may not return for some
time. However, when you've done your
job, go and book rooms for ourself
and me in the Badger Iotel, close by
the station.”

“ Right-hio, sir!”

Drake hobbled cheerfully away. Locke
thereupon nade inguiries as to the
quickest way of reaching the house in
which Duckworth had lived. Learning
that it was only a quarter of a mile to
the north of Burley, he strode out to
the place, and was glad fo see that a
light gleamed in an upper window.

He gave a sharp rat-tat on the door.
A pause ensued, and then he heard
shuffling footsteps descending the siairs,
Tho door was opened a couple of inches,
and the face of a stout woman pecred
out.

“ Are vou Mrs. Menzies,
inquired the detective politely.

““ Ay, that's me!” replied the woman
coldly. *What do you want coeming
here just as a homest body's going to
bed? © You're one o these bothering
plain-clothes policemen, maybe®™

“] am a private detective, madam.
My name is Ferrers Locke.”

The woman's eyes opened to their
fullest extent, and she drew the door
wider.

“Bless my soul!” she said. *“Then
vou're the man what sent my first
husband to the seaffold eight years
since! Jem BSanderson his name was.
Maybe you mind him?®”

Ferrers Locke stroked his chin. The
situation was an awkward one. Ile re-
membered Jem Banderson well, a
seonndrel who well deserved his fate.
But it looked as though it were going
to complicate this present ease, finding
that Jem's widow and Mrs. Mcnzies were
one and the same person.

“[—I"m very sorry if Jem was your
husband, madam,” began the sleuth;
“but—="

“ No more sorry than T was,” retorted
the lady sharnly. “Put you needn’t
apologise. Jem was no good, anyway.
The folk round here don’t know nothing
about it, and T'll beg you'll be good
enough not to say anything, Mr. Locke.”

“ Trust me, madam,”

Mrs. Menzies stood aside to allow the
detective entrance to the house.

“Ng,” sha murmured, as she did so,
tT've allus told everybody that Jem fell
off a scafiold and broke his neck.  That
was true. DBut people have got the idea
he was a house-painter. But what 15 1t
you want with me this time o’ night?”

“ Tuet a little information about the
tenants of the late Mr. Duckworth,” re-
plied the sleuth. “Were any of them at
enmity with the old man, do you know?™"

The woman dabbed her eyes with a
handkerchief.

“The mention o' poor Mr. Duckworth
allus makes mo weep, sir,” she snd.
“T pan't think o' the sufferings of a
fly without crying. It's having a

1

madam?"’

The ¢ Tiger ** proves to be the right man in an emergency—
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svmpathetic heart. My mother used to |
cay when 1 was a girl ”

Ferrers Locke gently repeated his
question, and at last Mrs. Menzies was
consirained {o answer.

“ Enemies, sir? I haven't never heerd
any o' the tenants actually threaten Mr.
Duckwaorth, so to speak. But some may
have done, you know."

Locke's next question was a rather
curious omne.

“Are there any millers among the
tenants on Mr. Duckworth's estates,
Mrs., Menzies?”

“*Ay, two! There's James Reid and
Joe Porlock, who've got the water-mill
half a mile from here on the stream they
call the River Edan. A precious pair
they are, too! 1 don’t like 'em. Rogues
I call '"em 1™

“¥You never heard either of them
threaten Mr, i

Duckworth?

“ Rr—mno,” =aid the woman; * though
they never got on well with him. Sorry
I am that the old mill will go to them
now! Mr. Duckworth was a good-
heartedd man, and I've heerd him say
openly that Reid and Porlock, as well as
a lot more o' the tenants, would own
his property after he was gone.”

“How interesting I murmured Ferrers
Locke. 1 suppose you don’t know what
Reid and Porlock were doing yester-
day? Working—eh?”

“Not they ! said Mrs, Menzies, who
prided herself on knowing everybody
¢lse’s business. ““ They're a pair of lazy,
rood-for-nothings. 1 allus  told Mr.
Duckworth so. They went to Toncham
Fair yesterday.”

Ferrers l.ocke did not betray the
gatisfaction he felt. Tonehamm was the
next but ane station norith to Burley
Junetion. The slow train on which he
believed Mr. Duckworth had travelled
from London stopped there.

After thanking Mrs. Menzies for her
fnformation, he mentioned that he was
going to make a few further mquiries
amone the tenants of the estates.  Inci-
dentally he diseovered the exact situa-
tion of ihe house and mill rented by
Janiezs Rewd and Joseph Porlock.

Bidding Mra Menzies good-night, he
left the house and sct off along the
darlkened road towards the water-mill, a
keen, cager expression on his strong face,

THE THIRD CHAFTER,
The Peril of the Mili!

ALKING bLriskly along, Ferrers

‘:‘;‘ lLLacke ryuminated upon the

cvening s discoveries, The

more he thought about the
Duckworih case the more he was con-
vinced that the theory he had conceived
was hkely to prove the correct solution
to the mystery.

By this time the wind had sprung up
considerably.  But the crescent moon
etill shed an eerie light uvpon the
countryside, although at times it was
obscured by racing black clouds.

With the gaunt form of the old water-
mill in sight, Ferrers Locke proceeded
more cautiously. Leaving the road, he
crept along behind hedges, until he came
to the house which he knew to be the
one occupied by the millers—Reid and
Porlock. There was no lhight visible on
any side of the place, and he came to
the conclusion that either the men had
turned in or that they were not in the
house,

Then, suddenly turning in the direc-
tion of the mill again, he discerned a

momentary gleam of yellow. It was but
& glhimpse that he o**aned before the

old mill was in darknees again. DBut it
was sufficient to give the sleuth a hint
as to the whereabouts of the millgrs.

“That was a light or I'll eat my
boots!” he muttered to himself. “If
Reid and his partner are in the mill,
what the dickens are they doing there at
this time of night? They can't be so
busy as to have to work till eleven
o'clock,”

Making his way down to the bank of
the stream, he went forward to the mill
in the deep shadows of the weeping
willows. Ahead of him was thée pie-

turesque old water-mill, with its wheel"

revolving to the accompaniment of the
steady creak-creak of its axle and the
swishing of water, The swirling stream
below appeared like a torrent benecath
the pale maonlight.

The door of the mill was open.

Locke crept up to it and wailed,
listening. Hearing no sound, he peered
in cautiously. The place was lighted by
a lantern slung from a rafter, and con-
tained only an array of sacks filled with
flour,

The sleuth removed his boots and put

them behind a large boulder mear the s

outer wall of the mill. That done, he
stepped inside the place. A few startled
rats scurried to their holes.

Stopping to listen again, Locke heard

the sound of gruff voices from some-
where higher up in the old building.
Without hesitation he made for the
stairs,

In his stockinged feet he hardly made
a sound. If a board creaked on the
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“Oh, you make me tired'!” was the
response. ' Left to yourself yvou'd upset
everything for the sake of a few quid.
Let's shift some of those sacks of flour
below and take up the stones. Pick up
the stufl and come on down.”

There was a movement of feet above,
and Locke cautiously descended the
stairs, He had hoped to hear some con-
versation which would definitely estab-
lish the guilt of Reid and Porlock of
the tunnel erime. DBut he had gathered

no further evidence which could be used
against the millers,
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As Porlock thrust himself forward and put a keen-hladed knife to the rope

Ferrers Locke hurled himself headlong through the air.

He struck the racing

river with a resounding splash below the mill-wheel, and the waters closed over

his head.

(See Chapter 3.)

rickety stairway it was not likely 1o
occasion any alarm to whoever might ho
in the mill. For the strong wind whirh
was blowing provided some eerie creaks
ind groans in the old structure.

Half-way up the slairs Ferrers Locke
stopped and remained perfectly still.
I'rom this point of vantage he could
distinctly make out the conversation of
the gruff voices.

“1t's half an hour's work, I tell you,™
came one of the voices 1n-a peevish
tone. “Besides, I don't see why we
couldn™t malke something on the stuff.”

However, he had heard just sufficient
to further arouse his suspicions, The
men were about to descend to the
ground floor of the mill where the flour
sacks were arrayed. He presumed they
were going to take up the cobble-stones
with which the place was paved. What
for? And what was the “stuff " to
which the men had referred? Thesa
were questions to which Locke was de-
termined to find an answer by watching
tha men.

Reaching the ground floor he looked
about him. He dared not get behind

—and he makes a life-long friend in Bombetto, the hull-fighter 1
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any of the sacks lest they were the oncs
the men wished to remove, He fearcd
it would be useless to go oulside as the
men would close the door probably.
There seemed no other place of con-
cealment.

And then, just as foolsteps sounded
at the top of the stairs, Locke noliced
a heavy, wide shelf on which were sect
a [ew vegetables,

Now the footsteps wers descending the
stairs. The detective decided to take a
risk. Stepping across the sacks, he
drew himself up on the shelf, Rolling
back across the vegetables he snuggled
as close to the wall as he could and
where he could not sibly be seen by
anyone below. Hnrcﬁ? had he got into
his place than two men entered the
ToO0lmn.

“8hut the door, Jim," said one of
themm. *“The wind's mighty powerful,
and’'ll bang it to in & minute.”

The other chuckled.

“You're right, Joe. And we don’t
exactly want no one looking in.” He
ahut the door and swung round with a

start. “What was that crealing
sound "’

“ Oh, rats!”

“Qame to you!" retorted the first

man, in & surly tone.

“1 said it was rats, you dolt,” replied
Joe. “ But let’s get on with the job!”

Ferrers Locke, lying on the shelf, could
not see the men, nor did he try to
obtain a glimpse of them. He knew
perfectly well who they were—Jim Reid
and Joe Porlock, the millers. To be
ready for any emergency, however, he
decided to take his automatic from his
pocket.

He twisted slightly and reached for
his jacket pocket. s he did so there
was another creak, and a loud crack as
one of the wooden supports of the shelf
snapped. Next instant, Ferrers Locke
came hurtling off the broken shell in a
shower of old vegetables!

“ Snakes!”
_ Joe Porlock uttered that exclamation
in & tons of alarm, and whipped out a
spanner from his pocket. The detective,

rawled on Lthe sacks, tried to get at
his gun. But, reaching over, the miller
gave him a savage blow with the spanner
on the side of the head. Without a
word Ferrers Locke fell back and lay
inert upon the flour sacks.

When about ten .minutes later he
opened his cyes again on his first return
to consciousness, he found himself in
another room. Hia wrists and ankles
were tied with cords; a gag made of
sacking was fixed between his teeth and
held in position with a strip of canvas,
A candle stood on the floor, affording the
only illumination of the room. The
floor itself was strewn with husks of
grain.

It was the sight of this chaff on the
floor that brought Locke’s thoughts back
with a jerk to the case he had been en-
gaged upon.

Standing close to him were the two
millers, James Reid and Joseph Porlock.
The former held the detective's auto-
matic pistol in his hand. Reid was a
rather slight man with a drooping mous-
tache and shifty eyes. His companion,
Porlock, wore a scrubby beard and was
broad of build.

“Hullo, you've come to, have you,
Mr. Ferrers Locke?’ said Joe Porlock,
with an evil grin. “ We heard that the
Scotland Yard ’tec was fetching you
down. I watched you when you went
into that first tunnel, but I didn't get

=S

rolling stone gathers no moss’

the wind up until you started nosing | ling it firml

about the other tunnel.”™

Locke glared defiance, being unable to
rotort owing to the presence of the gag
between his teeth. So this was the
scoundrel who had tried to shoot him-
self and Drake! Not a doubl remained
in his mind now that here before him
were the two scoundrels who had killed
William Duckworth.

“ Well, yvou were mighty cute, Mr.
Locke,” went on Porlock. “But in
case that young cub o' yours—Drake,
isn’t his name?—knows where you've
come do-night, we're going to put you
out of the way. He won't find you
when we've done with you.”

“Ng chance!” said Reid, with an un-
casy langh. *There's a secret well be-
neath the cobbles on the ground floor
of this water-mill. You're going down
it, together with some personal %e]nng-
ings of our Iate-lamented landlord.
‘ome, Joe, blow the candle out, and lot's
sot to work. The sooner the job’s done,
the safer I'll feel. We'll come back and
fotch this nark when we've shifted the
cacks and taken up the stones.”

Porlock stopped and blew out the
light, leaving the helpless detective in
total darkness. Then the two rogues
lumbered out of the room, shut the
door and turned a rusty key in the lock.

But even before his captors had
reached the bottom of the rickety
stairs, the sleuth had wriggled to his
feet. Inch by inch he worked his way
to the small open window and looked
out. With a feeling akin to blank dis-
may he saw that this room he was in
was on the second floor of the old build-
ing. Far below glistened the rushing
waters of the stream. The mill-wheel
was revolving directly beneath him.

Never had the sleuth been in so des-
perate a predicament. He had twenty
minutes—possibly half an hour of life
before him. Af the expiration of that
time he would be relentlessly lowered
into that secret well beneath the mull
floor—the well which the men were even
then engaged in uncovering.

At first he wondered why Reid or
Porlock had not settled his hash by a
knock on the head before leaving him.
But he did not wonder after a few min-
utes of groping about the room. Beyond
a piece of old rope there was nothing
in the place. His bonds were too
securely tied for him to work them loose.
He tried rubbing the cords against the
wooden window-sash but could not make
the slightest impression on them. e
only rubbed his wrist raw.

Turning. he tried to pierce the dark-
ness as he heard & scampering A&cross
the floor. A shiver went through him,
though he realised that it was only a rat
bent on a nibble at the tallow candle.

But the thought brought another to
his mind. Lyving down, he squirmed
his way until he found the candle. Get-
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between his fegt, he held
it fast while he bent forward and
vigorously rubbed the cords which hound
his wrista on to the tallow. That done,
he rolled over upon the candle and lay
as still as an image.

Soon he heard the scampering sound
again. One after another, rats began
running about the floor. He could nol
sec them, but at last he felt one nibble
at the tallow-covered bonds on his wrists.
Controlling his inclination to draw his
hands away from the vermin, he kepl
still, scarcely daring to breathe,  His
lifo depended on the success of his plan,

Speedily he felt another tug at the
cords, and then another. Once he almost
cried out as a set of razor-hke teeth
gripped his wrist,

But he did not shrink, and soon the
work of the rat was done. With a sudden
jerk Locke tugged his hands apart, and
the half-eaten cords snapped, the rats
secampering back to their holes,

I'everishly the sleath set to work io
untie the bonds which bound lus feet.
This he accomplished without much diffi-
calty. His most dangerous task was still
ahead of him.

Unarmed as he was, he had not a ghost
of a chance of resisting Reid and Porlock
when they returned to the room. As he
removed his gag ha'ﬂmught ol shouting
from the window. But even if anyone
heard him it would be too late to save his
life. The most likely thing was that he
would merely attract the attention of the
millers by this means, There was but
one thing to do.

Groping quietly about the room,
Ferrers Locke found the length of old
rope, and made one end fast to a rusty
staple near the window, The other end
of the rope he tossed out of the window.
If the rope would not bear his weight he
would be dashed to instant death on the
revolving mill-wheel below,

Getting out of the window, Locke
gradually put his weight on to the rope.
Then he descended hand over hand.
When his feet had reached the full length
of the rope he was still some ten fect
above the mill-wheel.

Placing his toe against the wall, the
sleuth began to swing the rope. Perspira-
tion broke out on his brow, The strain
was great on his arms, but he feared
every moment that the rope would break,
then all his work would have been for
nought. He must throw himself below
the mill-wheel. If lie fell either on 1o 1t
or in front of it he would most probably
be battered to death or drowned.

Like a great pendulum the rope swung
out more and more. The leap Locke pro-
posed to take was one requiring the nicest
judgment. Then suddenly he heard the
creak of a lock and voices in the room he
had left. Locke sent the rope swaying
more vigorously. A few more swings and
he could make his leap for life!

Glancing upward, he saw the gleam of
a lantern and heard a hoarse exclamation
of disinay. Next moment the head of the
man Reid appeared at the window. He
looked down, took in the situation, and
raised the automatic pistol. Instantly he
was hurled aside by Porlock,

“Don’t fire! I've got a knife!”

But as Porlock thrust himself forward
and put a keen-bladed knife to the rope
Ferrers Locke hurled himself headlong
through the air. He struck the racing
river with a resounding splash below the
mill-wheel, and the waters closed over his
head.

Instead of comiung to the surface, he
swam under water for about Lwenty
yards, Then he came up and struggled

e

Printed and published every Monday by the Propristors, The Amalgammted Press (1922), Ltd., The Pleetway Houss, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Advertisoment ofices. The Flestway House, Farrino
. par aanum; 5=u,
Australiy and New Zealand: Messrs., Gordon & Goteh, Ltd.; and for Can

rates: Inland amd Abroad

don #treet, London, B.O.4.
Bole

. Tor miXx momths. :,'.fm“ or BSonth Africa:

stered for transmi
s, The Imperial News Co., Ltd. {Oanada)—Saturday, Juno 9th, 1

n by Canadian ina Ppst. Subscriptlon
s Central News Agency, Ltd. Bole agenta lor

a23,



—but the MAGNET gathers readers by the thousend! It’s the BEST! 27

to the bank and dragged himeelf out of
the stream by the roots of a willow-tree.
A shot rang nui but Locke mercly gave
a low chuckle as the bullet missed him by
vards,  Slithering up the bank, bhe
crawled inlo the shelter of some bushes,
and, rising, set off at a steady 1rot back
to Burley.

It was one o'clock on the afternoon
following Locke’s adventure in the old
water-mill. At a table in the Badger
ITotel at Burley sat the great detective
and Jack Drake. They had just begun
their luncheon when Inspector Pyeroft,
of Beotland Yard, was announced.

The inspector’s red face wore a beam-
ing smile as he heartily shook Locke and
Drake by the hand,

“We've got "em !" he zaid. “We've
got 'em—thanks to vou fellows?! James
Reid and Joseph Porlock were taken by
the police in Toncham less than an hour
ago.”

“IIave some lunch, Pyerofi,” said
Ferrers Locke, smilinp, as he resvmed his
seat at the table. *“ I thought, after send
mg wires and telephone messages -1!l GV er
the country, the police would nail “em all
right,™

+“But 1t’s a fair knock-out to me,”
admitted the inspector, after he had
ordered a plate of soup from the waiter.
““How did you light on the truth of the
matter ?*

“Tt was simple, Pyeroftl,” replied
Locke. “'The fact that there was no
mark at all to indicate that a body had
beon thrown fromn a train in the main line
tunnel struck me as peculiar., It seemed

more likely that Duockworth would have
travelled on the slow train back to Burley
instead of going to Dover as  you
imtagined. In the local tunnel Drake and
I found a blood-stained stone. Moreover,
we lit upon two important clues,

“One of these clues teook the form of
bits of chaff. The other was a set of
finger-prints, which I photographed., As
I tigure it, what happened was this.
Duckworth caught the eight-fifteen slow
train from London. This train stopped
at Toneham. Here Reid and Porlock got
into his carriage., Before reaching the
tunne! they laid hnin out with a spanner
or some other instrument. 'Chat was the
imnjury to the side of his head. 'Then
they hurled- him out of the train as it
passed slowly through the tunnel, killing
him outright.™

“Then they must have got out them-
selves,” suggested Pycroft,

“OF course. The train was procecding
slowly., The tunncl is nearer their home
than Burley, so they scized the oppor-
tunity of decamping.”

“ID’yon think they intended {o shift the
bady, Mr. Locke?”

“ Poszibly, though they might have
thought of that afterwards. It was quite
a brain-wave, It was might-time,
remember, and no one would be about.
By taking the body into the main line
tunnel it looked as though it had been
thrown from the express. Heid and Por-
lock determined fo remove every trace of
suspicion from ihemselves. It was known
that they had gone 1o Toncham, There-
fore they couldl mnot possibhly have
travelled on the nine twenty-three train

-

from  London, Furilhizer 10 delract
suspicton from themselves, they cleared
out their victnn's pockels, Thus the

crime inok on l!m appearance of }mvlng
been committed to secure the old man's
personal belongings,”

"In.u:tvml of any property nfter hia
death,” commented Pyeroft. * That, of
course, was the real motive of the mgues
They knew after Duckworth had gone
that they would secure the freehold of
the water-mill, their house, and the land
about the place. But how d'you reckon
that chaff got in the tunnel ?”

“One of the miillers wore his working
suit. Some husks of grain were in the
pockets. [Possibly he pulled out a hand-
kerchief or something of the sort in the
tunnel, and the bits of chaff fell from it,
The p::n]im found some of Duckworth’'s
property down a freshly opened well at
the water-mill this morning. Aund we
shall probably find that the finger-prints
which are revealed in the photograph I
have in my pockel corvespond cither with
those of Reid or Porlock. Anyway,
we've already got enough evidence to
send « both -of the scoundrels to the
gallows,™

Subsequently, the finger-prinis ware
found to correspond with those of Por-
lock. And, as Locke had surmised, tho
evidence against the millers was ainple to
send both the scoundrels to the fate they
g0 richly deserved !

THE EXD.
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tncludca another detective thriller by
Owen Conguest, entitled * The Black
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