







































































“Yes,” answered Bunter. ‘‘ No end
of it. He seems to have been cut all
over the chivvy g .

‘“ Look here, Drake, is that jolly
old magic, or what?” asked Bob
Cherry.- ““ You couldn’t have seen
that the'man’s face was cut, under all
that mud, when you saw him in the
wood ! How the thump did you
know he had put anything on his face
after he washed it ? "’

The Famous Five stared at Drake.
He had not seen the airman since the
Greyfriars fellows had brought him
out of Friardale Wood. This seemed
to them, as Bob put it, rather like
magic.

‘“ Well, I sort of guessed it would
be sticking-plaster,’”’ said Drake, with
agrin. ‘‘ What else could he put on?”

“You knew his face was cut,
then? ”

“No; I knew it wasn't|”

“ Eh l ”n

“ What ? ”

‘“Wandering in your mind,
chap ? "’ asked Johnny Bull.

““ The wanderfulness must be terri-
fic.”
Drake chuckled.

“ I've got to see the man,” he said.
¢ Take me along to his quarters, will
you? I must see him before he
leaves.”

‘“ He won't leave yet,” said Harry.
“ T heard him ask Quelch if he could
rest here for the remainder of the
afternoon o

“ Yes, but it gets dark early.”

“Eh! What? What’s that got
to do with it, ass ?

‘“ He might prefer to leave after
dark,’’ explained Drake. ‘ But it will
be dark in an hour from now. Lead

on, old bean—I want to see him.”

“ But I don’t know whether you
can, old chap ! ” said Harry Wharton,
perplexed. ‘* If he’s resting 2
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“ IT've got something to tell him,”
explained Drake. ‘ There’s a man
coming here to see him—and he won’t
be long after me.”

““Oh, I see!”

‘ Come on, old chap ! " said Bunter.
“I'll take you to him! I wonder if
he’s finished all that grub yet?
There was lots and lots.”

Jack Drake followed Billy Bunter,
and the Famous Five followed Drake,
more than a little mystified. They
arrived at the door of the room that
had been assigned to the airman.
Drake tapped at the door, and it was
opened by Mr. Quelch, who was there
with the flying-man.

“ What is it ? "’ he asked. ‘' You
boys should not come here o

“ Drake has a message for the air-
man, sir,’”’ said Harry.

‘““Oh! In that case, you may come
in, Drake.”

Jack Drake entered, the other fel-
lows remaining at the door. They
looked across the room at the man,
with considerable interest. The mud
had been washed from his face ; but
it was, as Billy Bunter had said,
covered all over with sticking-plaster.
It was as difficult as ever to see what
his features were like, except that he
had an aquiline nose.

The remains of a meal—an exten-
sive meal—were on the table. The
man had, apparently, disposed of the
whole of the large supply that
Bunter had seen Trotter taking in.
Obviously, he must have bcen very
hungry.

“ This lad has a message for you,
sir,” said Mr. Quelch courteously.

The man sat upright suddenly, his
keen grey eyes glinting among the
strips of sticking-plaster. He seemed
startled by that simple announce-
ment.

“ A message—for me!”
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Diake put his hands in his pockets
and fumbled. His left hand came out,
with an envelope in it. He stepped
across to the man and held it out.

The airman stretched out a hand
to take the envelope.

What happened next passed in a
flash—so swiftly that the eye could
hardly follow it. As Drake handed
over the envelope with his left hand,
and the airman took it, his right
whipped from his pocket, with some-
thing in it that gleamed. With the
same movement he flung himself on
the man in the chair, and there was
a sudden click !

Mr. Quelch gave a startled cry—
echoed by the juniors at the door-
way ! In that split second Jack
Drake had grabbed the wrists of the
airman, dragged them together and
snapped the handcuffs on. It was so
unexpected and so swift that the
man was taken utterly by surprise—
as utterly as the Remove master and
the Remove fellows !

For an instant he sat as if stunned |
Then with a roar of rage, he leaped
to his feet, wrenching madly at the
handcuffs. ’

“ Drake ! ”” shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“ Drake ! " yelled the juniors.

‘“ Oh, crikey ! " gasped Billy Bunter
his eyes nearly starting through his
spectacles.

Drake smiled—grimly !

“ Sorry to startle you, sir!’ he
said. ' But the man carries an auto-
matic—and I couldn’t give him a
chance of using it | Your game’s up,

Julius Drew | ”

THE NINTH CHAPTER
HOW IT WAS DONE !
4 uT how " gasped Harry
Wharton.
It was half an hour later—in No. 1
Study in the Remove. Drake was

ready for tea—Billy Bunter more than
ready | The Famous Five, however,
were not giving much thought to tea
in the study for the moment.

They were in a state of almost
dizzy amazement.

The man in the handcuffs had gone.
Inspector Grimes had arrived from
Courtfield not long after Drake. With
great satisfaction, the inspector had
taken the prisoner away in a taxi—
and fellows who had seen him go,
had scen that the sticking-plaster
was no longer on his face—neither
were any cuts revealed by its removal.
That Terrers Locke’s boy assistant
had made no mistake was proved by
the fact that Inspector Grimes had
taken the man into official custody,
and by the fact, now known, that
seven thousand pounds in banknotes
had been found on him, as well as the
automatic that he had used, more
than a week ago, in the hold-up at the
Capital and Suburban Bank. But the
chums of the Remove could not begin
to understand how Drake had done it.

“ How " they all demanded to-
gether.

‘I say, you fellows, I'll cook the
sosses L

“ Shut up, Bunter!’ roared five
voices.

‘ Oh, really, you fellows——'

‘“ Now, look here, Drake, how——'

“ Tl tell you while Bunter cooks

)
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the sosses,” chuckled Drake. ‘‘ Get
on with it, old fat man.”
“ What-ho | "’ said Bunter. And

he got on with it. He was interested
in the remarkable exploit of Ferrers
Locke’s boy assistant, but not to the
same extent, naturally, as he was
interested in fried sausages | -

“ I suppose you had the blighter’s
description,” said Bob. “ But you
couldn’t have recognised him with all
that mud on his face 2
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‘ That’s why the mud was there,
old bean | ”” Drake smiled. ‘‘ You see,
it was at least a quarter of an hour
after that parachute fell that the first
man arrived on the spot. That gave
Drew time.”

“ You mean that he was

‘“ After what happened to Bunter’s
doughnuts yesterday, I never doubted
that he was somewhere around!”
said Drake. ‘I went out for a walk
this morning, with a picnic-basket in
full view, in the hope of drawing
him. I had no luck. But if he did
not spot a schoolboy with a picnic-
basket this morning, he could hardly
fail to spot a falling ’plane, and an
airman dropping in a parachute, if
he was anywhere about. I fancy he
marked the spot where the airmen
fell, and ran for it.”

* But why =

“The man was desperate for a
chance of escape—still more desperate
for food,” said Jack Drake. ‘‘ I've
no doubt that as soon as he saw the
airman dropping he saw his chance.
I didn’t think of that at the time, of
course—I was only thinking, like you
fellows, of helping a fallen flying-man.
But when I saw him &

“We all saw him, and took him
for the airman,’”’ said Nugent.

“ You haven’t worked with Ferrers
Locke,” smiled Drake. ‘ From the
way the parachute was crumpled on
the tree, it looked as if the pilot had
had a fall 1

“ Yes, Johnny noticed that, but—"

‘ But he was unhurt,”” said Drake,
“and his face was smothered with
mud. Where did the mud come
from ? "’

“ Eh ? "

‘ If he fell where the parachute fell
—as the airman must have done—he
fell on grass. You fellows did not
look round for a muddy spot ? "

"

“ Nunno | ”

“ I did—and there was none ! Our
friend could not have collected all that
mud on his face in falling and rolling
over—he had collected it carefully,
and smudged it over his face b

‘ To avoid recognition, of course | ”
said Harry. ‘I see now.”

“ And his first request was for a
sandwich,’” said Drake. ‘“ An airman
might be hungry after an unexpectedly
long flip, but there was no ‘ might’
about it with Julius Drew—he may
have had nothing for days except
Bunter’s doughnuts.”

“ But, if you knew—"" gasped Bob.

Drake shook his head.

“ I didn’t know,” he said. ““ If I'd
known, I'd have got him then. I took
him, at first, for an airman, same as
you fellows did. Then I began to
figure it out. By the time you walked
him off I had it pretty clear in my
mind—but I had to make sure. It
was only theory so far. But if the
theory was correct, that brute had
pounced on the fallen airman imm_ech-
ately he fell, and got rid of him;
overpowered him and got his clothes
and outfit, and obviously the poor
chap could not be very far away.”

““You looked for him ? "

“ At once. Not only to get proof of
my theory, but to help the poor chap
without delay,” explained Drake. “ I
was a quarter of an hour finding him—
you fellows were back at Greyfriars
with your man by that time | 1 found
the flying-man, bound hand and foot,
gagged, and crammed into a deep
hollow under the roots of an old tree,
hardly a hundred yards from the spot
where you found that scoundrel in his
outfit.”

“ The brute ! ’’ breathed Bob.

‘“ A desperate brute,” said Drake
quietly. * You can bet that the
flying-man was jolly glad when I got
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him. ITe had had a nasty knock when

he dropped, the parachute crumpling

on the tree, and was nearly senscless,
and unable to help himself when Drew
pounced on him.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“If you hadn't been here, Drake ;
if you hadn’t spotted the trick and
found him It

“ He would have had a night in the
wood to-night, with goodness knows
what results ! " said Drake. ‘‘ Assoon
as I got him, of course, I knew who
the man must be whom you had
brought to the school. I cut into the
village, sent Police-constable Tozer
and a party to bring him in, and
telephoned from the village post-office
to Inspector Grimes at Courtfield.
And then I walked home,” added
Drake, with a smile.

“ And that’s how you knew he’d
have sticking-plaster on his face, after
he'd washed it ! " exclaimed Bob.

Jack Drake laughed.

“ Well, he had to get a wash—he
couldn’t keep the mud on his face for

“That's him ! " exclaimed Bob Cherry promptly
and ungrammatically ; and the junlors rushed
through the thickets, to where a man in
airman’s garb stood leaning against a tree.

ever | " he said. “ And as his descrip-
tion is pretty widely circulated, he had
to understudy the shy violet, and not
let his face be seen—and sticking-
plaster was plausible in the circum-
stances, and a useful thing till he
could get some better disguise.”

“I say, you fellows 4

‘“ Shut up, Bunter ! ”’

‘“ But the sosses B

“ Shut up! Go on, Drake, old man.”

“ That’s the lot,” said Drake,
smiling. “ I fancy Drew’s first idea
was simply to get fixed up in the
airman’s rig, as a chance of breaking
fresh country undetected ; above all,
of getting a meal somewhere without
being arrested while he was scoffing
it! Then he suddenly found himself
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surrounded by forty or fifty Greyfriars
men, swarming up to help the airman !
He called for help when he saw that
the wood was swarming with fellows
and he could not steal away unseen.
And then, I've no doubt, he jumped
at the chance of being taken in as an
airman who had had a disaster—the
chance of a square meal, which he
wanted more than anything else—of a
safe hiding-place till dark—and some
sticking-plaster to put on his face
instead of a daub of mud ! ”

“ And he would have pulled it off
without a hitch if he'd only had Grey-
friars fellows to deal with,” said
Harry. ‘‘ We were all taken right in.’

“ And Drake—if he noticed Drake
at all—he took for a Greyfriars fellow
like the rest !’ chuckled Bob. ‘‘ He
didn’t know that that particular Grey-
friars fellow was Ferrers Locke’s jolly
old assistant | ”

“ 1 say, you fellows

“ Shut up, Bunter!”

¢ Shan’t | ” roared Bunter. ‘ Isay,
the sosses are done, and I'm hungry ;
I mean, Drake’s hungry.”

‘““ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Well, I'm done,” said Drake,
laughing, “ and if the sosses are done,

il
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too, well then, let’s have tea,
what ? "’
And, to Billy Bunter's relief and

satisfaction, they had it !

It was quite a nine days’ wonder at
Greyfriars.

Jack Drake, so long as he stayed,
was the cynosure of all eyes at his old
school.

Everybody was glad to hear that
the airman, thanks to his prompt
discovery by Drake, was little the
worse for what had happened to him.
Everybody was glad, too, that a
de~pemu hold-up nfan was safe at
last in the hands of the police. And
everybody was glad, also, when the
interr uptcd football match was played
over again on quuxday and Jack
Drake kicked the winning goal for the
Remove. Everybody was sorry when
Jack Drake at last left to rejoin his
chief in Baker Strect—except Billy
Bunter ! TFor Drake, perhaps as a
reward for the doughnut clue, cashed

Billy Bunter’s cddn ated po~ml order
before he left, the fat Owl solemnly
promising to send it on to Balker Street
as soon as it arrived.
did !

But it never

END



Lowther’s Lament

THOUGHT Kildare was pining,
As he looked so very flat,
So just to cheer him up
I put something like a cup
Of gum around the lining
Of his hat!
My little jokes, I've noticed,
Very often go awry !
He didn’t like my tricks,
For he promptly gave me six,
And there isn’t the remotest
Reason why !
When Blake was looking wistful,
Just as if his heart would break,
I bought a bag of snuff,
During tea I had the stufl,
Aud I put about a fistful
On his cake !
This trick I thought was pleasing,
It would make him bright and gay!
But he seems to be upset,
Though he hasn’t punched me yet
(For he hadn’t finished sneezing,
Sad to say!).
To-day I was disgusted
By the mournful face of Gore,
So I set some fun afoot
With a pan of ink and soot,
Which 1 carefully adjusted
On his door !
D’you think the brute was grateful
For this kind and tender care ?
Not a bit | It made him roar !
Then he rolled me on the floor,
And he rubbed about a plateful
In my hair!
When Glyn was doing syntax
How he shuffled on his feet !
Lynton gave it to him bad,
So to cheer the poor old lad,
[ put half a dezen tintacks
On his seat !

If he laughed, I’m hard of hearing !
Had I sold the ass a pup ?
He could not have been more wild,
For he scowled instead of smiled !
And [’m getting tired of cheering
Fellows up ! :
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