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WHILE GREYFRIARS SLEEPS, MR. LAMB, THE NEW MASTER OF THE REMOVE,
IS WIDE AWAKE—WATCHING AND LISTENING!
QUS AND PUZZLING TO VERNON-SMITH, THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS!

IT'S ALL VERY MYSTERI-

THE INVISIBLE DOG !

i OW-WOW! Wow!”

B It was quite a surprising

sound, in the Remove Formn

room at Greyfriars School.

Mr. Lamb, the master in charge of
the Remove, jumped,

Maost of the Rerove fellows stared
round.

Billy Bunter sat and griuned.

Billy Bunter, the fat Owl of the
Remove, was almost the only fellow
who was not surprised to hear a dog
suddenly bark in & Form-reom where
class was going on.

“My pooducss!” cjaculated Mr.
Lamb.

Geography wos going on in the
Remove, A big map was uurolled on
the blackboard., Ay, Lamb, with a
pointer in Lis hand, was pointing out
nnpronounceable places in Eastern
Eurcpe. But he ceased to do so at
once as that dog suddenly barked,
and spun round from the blackbeoard.

The Greyfriars Remove at  the
moment werve nobt giving Mr. Lamb
a lot of attention.

Had My, Quelch, their old Form-
master, heen in charge, their atten-
tion would have been concentrated on
that map, as if they loved geography.
Quelch was the man to keep his Form
up to the mark. _

But the Pet Lamb was an easier
proposition than Queleh.
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Vernon-Smith gave a start as the lower sash of Mr. Lamb's

window was pushed up, without a sound.

Dim as it was, the

Bounder perceived the head and shoulders of his Form-master !

Harry Wharton & Co., in low tones,

were disoussing a coming Soccer

match. Lord Mauleverer was yawn-
fﬂ§+ Billy Bunter had becn chewing
toffec all through the lesson, till now
—having come to the end of his
supply of tofiee. Other fellows scemed
to be interested in anything but
reography. Few were absorbing
geographical knowledge,

But the Lamh did not scem to
mind. Except on the rare occasions
when lhe flew into a fearful temper,
he lived up to his nickname of the
Pet Lamb.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, had been making signs
to Billy Bunter—till the dog barked!
Then the Bounder grinned and
ceased to make signs to the fat
ventriloguist of the Hemove,

All the Remove fellows knew about
Bunter’s ventriloquism. His old
Form-master, Quelch, had known.
But Mr. Lamb, being new to Grey-
friars, did not know, and did not
drcam of suspecting,

“Bow-wow ! Boo-woo! Wooooh !
came the bark again.

Mr. Lamb stared round the Form-
room, over his gold-rimmed glasses.
Some of the Remove fellows, catch-
ing on to it that this was one of

Billy Bunter's ventriloguial tricks,
chuckled. But so life-like was that
bark that many fellows, not thinking
of Bunter, fancied, like Mr. Lamb,
that there really was a dog in the
Form-room.

“Wharton !” exclaimed Mr. Lamb.

“Oh! Yes, gir!” answered the
captain of the Remove.
“There is a dog here! Someonc has

bronght a dog into the Form-room !
Please drive it cut at once, Whax-
ton !

“Qh!
Harry,

He rose to his feet. It was not cas
to carry out Mr. Lamb’s command,
and, having caught the fat grin on
Billy Bunter's pm!gg face, he guessed
that there was no dog in the Hemove-
room—only the bark! However, he
went round the room, looking for the
dog that was not there.

Gurrrrrg ! came a sudden, horrible
suarling growl.

It came—or seemed to come—from
directly behind Mr. Lamb, as he stood
watching Wharton in scorch of the
non-existent dog.

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Lamb.

He almost leaped clear of the floor
in his surprise aod alarm. That
gavage pgrowl sounded ns if it ecame

Ye-c-es, gir!” stammered
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from a wvicious dog, about to snap—
and Mz, Lamb did not wont his calves
sampled. He fairly bounded, his
clbow coming with a bang against the
bMackboard.

The easel rocked. There was a
torrifie erash as it went over, eascl,
blackboard, map, and all.

Crash! Clatter! Crosh'!

“Ha, ha, ha!” wyelled all the
Removo.

Most, if mot all of them, had
tumbled by this time.

The Remove fellows knew that the
Bonnder, who hiad a feud on with the
new master, bribed Billy Bunter with
jam tarts and doughnuts to play
ventrilognial tricks on the unwa
Lamb, they guessed that the fat
ventriloguist was at it again. Lamb's
startled bound, and the erash of the
blackboard, made them yell. This
wns better than aphy !

“He, he, he ! gurgied Billy Bunter.

“Ol!” pasped the Lamb, “ Where
—where is that dog? Where—" He
atored round him; but that dog
seemed to ave borrowed the cloak of
darkness of the ancient giant-killer,
for it was completely invisible.

“Ha, ha, ha :

“Wharton! Can you gec the dog?”

“N-n-no, siy "

“Y¥What boy bromght a dog into the
Form-room ? I demaond to know his
name 2t once ! exclaimed Mr. Lamb.

The Pet Lamb’s usual aminble and
docile look liad vanished from his
face. His brows were knitted and his
cyes glinting.

He was sunoyed and getting oxas-
perated, and at such times the Lamb

could be very unpleasant,

Generally, the XRemove ra
almost as much ns thoy liked. Mr,
Lamb was art master at Groeyfriars,
and he was only taking the Remove
during Mr. Queleh’s absence, The

Nemove rather considered themselves
entitled to rag a master who wore a
velvet coat and his hair long—nnd, as
& rule, the Lamb was amiable. But
when his temper did break ont he was
more like a tizer than a lamb—and
his look showed that it was breaking
ot now.

“ Bow-ow-ow !” bark
agnin.

Mr. Lamb glared round.

Bob Che gave the fat vrcutri.
loguist o nudge, The danger signals
were plain enongh to be seen, and in
Bob’s opinion it was time for 1he fat
Owl to chuok it.

% ‘;JShut up, you fat ass " whispered
ob.

“Yah!” was Billy Buntor's clegant
reply.

“¥You're making the Lamb fearfully
wild ! whispered Frank Nugent.

“ Who cares !” grinned Bunter,

“Lamb may spot you!” breathed
Johnny Bull,

“Qh!”

Mr. Lamb, pointer in land, was
going round the Form-room. His look
indicated that that dog—when ho
found it—was going to got a terrific
swipe from the pointer, In the circum-
stances; however, he was not likely to
find it,

“Carry on, Bunter!”
Vernon-Smith.

came  the

whispercd
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*“1—1 say, Smithy, suppose—"
“ You fat ass, it's az snfc as housecs.
Carry on!"

_Billy Bunter blinked at Mr. Lamlb
through his big spectacles. The art
master was n:mbi{_ilg. round lﬂm F'ﬂn:;l-
room, puzzled and angry, glaring into
every corner for thﬁggnémurj ﬂﬂ&;

He was not cven looking at the
juniors., Clearly, he had not the
faintest suspicion that that bark was

produced by n member of bis Form.

Enmurnlgc-d by that certainty, the
fat ventriloguist carried on.

“Bow-wow-wow !” eame the bark
ngain, It was cxactly the bark of
Br. Locke’s Yorkshire terrier; though
how that tcrrier could have wandered
inte . Form-room, and where he was,
if he had, mystified Mr, Lamb.

This time thoe bark came—or, at
least, appeared to come—from behind
the Form-master's high desk,

Mr. Lamb made a rush towards the
desk, and rushed round it, the pointer
uplifted. _ :

The Nemove watched him, with
grinning faces.

The wuplifted pointer did not
descend. There was nothing, cxce
the Form-master’s high chair, for it
to descend upon! It remained sus-
pended in the nir, while Mr. Lamb
stared blankly. '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bolsover major jumped up.

Excitement in Plenty for HARRY
WHARTON & CO., the Chums
of GREYFRIARS.

“8hall we look for the dog, sir?” he
cxcelaimed. This was a chance of
turning the Form-reom into a stato
of wild confusion that wns not to be
missed.

“Yes, shall we, sir?” exclaimed
Paoter Todd.

“Yes, let’'s!™
dozen fellows.

There was a rush of a mob of Re-
movitos ont of their places. Bolsover
major barged into the high chair at
the master’s desk, and sont it over
with n erash! That was the begin-
ning !

But, as it happened, it was alse tho
end! The Lomb was in one of his
tantrnms by this time! As the chair
crashed over, o whirlod ronnd the
peinter, and it came across Bolsover's
shonlders with a terrific awipe!

“ Ynroooocop!” ronred  Bolsover
major. His bellow rang far beyond
the Form-room.

“Go to your places!” thundered
Mr. Lamb.

“Wo—wo're looking for that dog,
gir,” stammoered Peter Todd,

Bwipe |

“0Oh ernmbs !”

Toddy shot back to his place. 8o
did tho othor fellows. ith the
Lamb handling tho pointer in that
atyle, it was wi&eﬂtl{ no time for a
rag. Mr. Lamb was lcft to hunt for
that mysterions dog, unassisted by
members of his Form.

exclaimed half a

MYSTERIOUS !

1. LAMB gripped the pointer

M in hig lhand, breathing
; hard.

The Remove fellows, sitting in

their places now, watched him euri-

ﬂmHly.
erbert Vernon-Smith had a sneer
on his face.

The Bounder had f£allen foul of
Mr. Lamb the first day of term, and
Lamb had dealt with him with o
heavy hand. Smithy's was not a for-
giving nature.

RBeally he had a grievance. Lamls,
as a rule, scemed go doeile, and such
on amiable nss, that fellows wen
really encouraged to rag him. Goner-
ally thoy got by with it. A man
Lad no right, according to Smithy,
to be a tame rabbit oune minute and
a tiger the next,

In fact, the keen and suspicious
Bonnder deelared that ml’'s

-amiable simplicity was only a posc

f from beginning to end-—and
that nnderneath it he wos as sharp n=
o necdle, and had a savage tomper.
Though why the art master shomld
take the trowble to play n part, even
H!IE_ Bounder did not profcss to ox-
plain

how, it was clear that the I'it
Lamh was now in one of his rare hut
EAVAQZO tnmll;ers. That dog, if the
ongry Lamb found it, was not to he
cnvied. With the pointer gri&pcd in
his hand AMr. Lamb scarched througzh
the Form-reom, ready to ewipe at the
tervier as soon as that terrier was
spotted.

He came at length to the wall-cup-
board at the cnd of the Form-roomi- -
a cupboard in the wall, that extendxd
from floor to coiling, where rolled
maps and the blackboard and eastl
were kept when not in use. It was
the only spot he had not secarched,
and it scomed as if the dog must bhe
there. But that cupboard was
locked, and the key was missing,

The Tamb tried the hoandle, anid
breathed harder. Then he turned
and looked at his watching Form,

“YWho has taken the key from thi<
cupboard #*

O ONSWOT,

“Someone has locked a ﬂﬂ%
cupboard, and taken away the ker ™
ED.EI Mr. Lamb. “Who was iti"”

Romeone, it was eclear, lLad al-
gtracted the key from thoe lock,
whether he had locked a dog in the
cupboard or not! And that the dog
wus in the cupboard scemed to be de-
monstrated the next moment by o
bark from the interior—or which, at
all covents, sounded as if it enmw
from tho imterior of the map-cup-
board.,

;mﬂdi;ww.wn?wﬁh i i o

mb’s ¢ in over his geld-
rimmed IE;:E

“Wharton !* he rapped.

“Yes, gir|” answered Ilorry.

“Do you know what has become «f
the key of this cupboard ®”

“No, sir ¥

“You sghonld know, az head boy,
Wharton. You will take a hundred
lines.”

in this

Wharton compressed Lis
lips and said nothing. Ie had mnoe
"k Muswer Lipnane.~No. 1,666
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doubt that the Hounder had found
nn opportunity of abstracting that
key, as a. part of his scheme in set-
ting on the Remove ventriloguist to
worry the Lamb, But he certainly
did not intend to make that sugges-
tion to Mr. Lamb. i

e

“ Bow-wow-ow-oo0h 1"
bark a%ila:iu.

Mr. mb grasped the handle of
the cupboard door and gave it a
powerful wrench. Bul he could not
wrench open a locked door.

“ Bow-wow-wow 1"

Crash !

Mr. Lamb bhrought the pointer
down on the cupboard door—perhaps
to scare the troublesome dog in
gilence, or perhaps in sheer temper.

There was n chuckle in the Re-
move.

“I say, vou fellows, ain’t he
shirty 7 gurgled Billy Bunter.

“The shirtfunlness is terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jameet Ram Singh.

“He, he, ha!*

Mr. Lamb spun round from the
cupboard. He seemed to be almost
foaming by this time. The Remove
became grave again at once, as his
angry cyes glared ab them—with one
cxception.

Billy Buuter was grinning from one
fat ear to the other, as Lamb’s cyes
fell on him.,

“Bunter [”  ra ]Eu:-xl Mr. Lamb,
striding towards g e Form.

“0Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, ceas-
ing to grin on the spot. “I—I eay,
it—it wasn’t me, sir—I never—I
wasn't—I didn't——"

“You are laughing, Bunter!”

“Oh! No, sir! I—I've never
Inughed in my life!” gasped Bunter.
“ J—I—I mean to say—— Yarooooh 1*

Swipe !

H Yﬂun-hnnn-unlp 12

Swipe, swipe !

Mr. Lamb’s pointer establiched con-
taet with the plumpest shoulders at
Greyfriars.

Billy Bunter roarcd on kis top note.

The Lamb, seeming- to find solace
in it, swiped, and swiped again, and
the unfortunate fat Owl bounded out
of his place, gﬁ]ling.

“Yarcoh! Stoppit! Oh  erikey!
It wasn't me—— Yarooh! I never
—whoop! I say—— Oh scissors!
Whaooolh-ooop 1*

There was a tap at the Form-
room door, and it opened,

Dr. Locke, the headmaster of
Greyfriars, appeored there.

Mr. Lamb, striding after the yell-
ing fat Owl, stopped suddenly.

Billy Bunter went on yelling. He
had 311 r:ntg of cause to well, and he
velled, and put his beef inte it.

Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows.

This was the first time he had seen
My, Lamb in onc of his tantrums. It
seemed to surprise him, and evidently
did not please him.

“Mr. Lamb!” said the Head
coldly.

It was astonishing to the juniors to
see how suddenly aud swiftly the art
master chonged back from a tiger
into a lamb., His face had becn guite
furious; but even before the Head
finished speaking, that look vanished
ag if wiped off a duster, and he
was the meek Lamb again.

Tne Maicwer Lrerary.—No. 1,666.
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“The mnoise from this Form-room,
Mr. Lamb, e¢an be heard in other
Form-rooms,” said Dr. Locke. "Are
on having trouble with Mr, Quelch’s
ormr”

The Head gave the Remove a look.
If it was a rag on that simple new
master, Mr. Lamb, that had called
him away from the Sixth Form room,
the raggers had a bad time coming.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-0w " (mma from
Bunter, crescendo.

“Be silent, Bunter!” snapped Dr.

Locke.

“Yow-ow-ow! Yes, sgir! Yow-
ow! I'm fearfully hurt, sir——r0
Wow!l I've got a fearful—wow—

pain, gir | Wow 1*
“I shall cane you, if you are not
silent, Bunter I*
“0Oh crikey !”
Billy Bunter contrived to be silent.
“Now, Mr. Lamb, what—"*

“I am sorry, eir, that you should
have been disturbed by noise from
this Form-room !” bleated the Lamb
—quita the old Pet Lamb again.
“There i8 a dog locked in the cup-
board——"

[ £ What?ll

“I think it must be your Yorkshire
:&rrier., gir—it certainly gonnded like

- my word! Have you actu-
ally heard a dog bark from that cup-
board, Mr. Lamb?"” cxclaimed the
Head.

“Yes, air, eeveral times, and—"

Dr. Locke stalked majestically
across to the cupboard at the end of
the Remove room. He graspad the
door-handle. Then he made the in-
teresting discovery that the door was
locked.

He turned, and surveyed the Re-
move with majestic wrath.

“Where is the l;? of this cup-
board #” he thundered.

“There’s a key on the floor, sir”
said Vernon-Smith, pointing to it.
The Bounder did not add that he had
kicked it along the floor to where it
lay.

Z‘li’«llasﬁt 'my soul!” exclaimed the
Head. “Mr. Lamb, will you kindly
hand me the key?”

Mr. Lamb kindly haoded him the

key.

c&:hﬁ Head inserted it in the cap-
board lock, The whole Remove
watched him breathlessly., Lamb had
told him that there was a dog in that
cupboard, as he believed there was,
All the Remove knew that there was
not. They wondered what the Head
was going to say when he looked into
an emléty cupboard for a dog that
was not there.

Dr. Locke pulled the door open.

“Peter! Peter!” he called. Peter
was the name of the terrier.

Peter, had he been there, certainl
would have scampered out. Bu
Peter was not there to scamper.
There was no response.

“Peter!  Peter!” repeated the
Head.

Silence from the cupboard.

Tir. Locke, puzsled, put his head
into the cupboard. He pecred into
roomy recesses. He moved several
Tol wall-maps that stood on end.
But he failed to discover Peter, or
any other eanine quadruped.

He breathed rather hard, as he
turned towards the art master.

“There is no dog in this cupboard,
Mr. Lamb,” he said distinctly.

“My dear sir!” exclaimed Mr,
Lamb. “I heard the barking—it
interrupted my class. There cer-
tainly 18 a dog in the ecmpboard—"

“Will you kindly look, Mr. Lamb?"

Mr. Lamb locked.

The m:Freaﬁinn on his face was quite
extraordinary when he w
into every corner of a cup that
certainly did not contain a dog.
Having explored that cupboard, hﬁ.
Lamb blinking blankly.

“I—I—I—" he stammered.
“There certainly was a dog in the
Form-room, and I—I certainly
thonght—-"

“Lvidently a mistake,” said the
Head icily; and he majestically
paced back to the Form-room door
and d "

Mr, ub blinked into the cup-
board again. Then he shut it and
turned to hislfdmr;ﬂ He was cvidently
A Very punzsz perplexed man.
In silence, he sét up the blackboard
again, and geography was resumed.

Vernon-Smith made a sign to Billy
Bunter; but he made signs in vain.
The fat Owl was wriigling painfully
from the pointer. unter was not
%ﬁing to risk Eﬁlttiug any moro of
hat pointer. ere were no moro
mysterious barks and growls in the
Remove room that afternoon.

ANY PORT IN A STORM !
¥ R AIN!" gaid Bessic Bunter,

miserably.
Heavy spots were falling.
“Who's got an umbrella?” asked

Bessie,
Nobody had!
“Isn't that like boys?” inguired

Miss Bunter, in crushing tones,

Five boya in the happy party made
no reply.

Beally, the Famous Five of the
Greyfriars Remove could not gquite
see why it was any more like boys
than like girls. Nobody had an
umbrella. Really and truly, um-
brellas were more 1 a girl’s line than
a boy's line! Seldom, if ever, did
Greyfriars fellows take their walks
abroad on half-holidays armed with
umbrellaa !

Nobody had esupposed that it was

ing to rain, least of all Bessie

unter, who would not have been a
mile from Cliff House School on an
unsheltered path by the cliffs if she
had suspected that rain was to come,

It had been a fine though cold
January afternoon when Ha
Wharton & Co. walked over to Cli
House from Greyfriars. It had been
quite fine and, indecd sunny when
Marjorie Hagzeldene and Clara
Trevilyn joined them for a walk by
the cliffs. Not having met since the
Christmas holidays, the Famous Five
Were v glensﬁﬂ to sec their girl
friemlue:f liff House again, and if
not equally joyful to see Miss Eliza-
beth nter, they wert at least
meticulonsly polite to that attractive
and plem yuunillad].

Bessie Bunter had enjoyed the walk



so far. Bob Cherry lhad tome pro-
vided with a box of chocolates, for
light refreshment during the walk.
Miss Bunter had offered to carry the
hox—mnay, insisted upon doing so.
Having generously supplied the
whole pmﬁy with one ecach, H‘.tss
Bunter had dropped bchind, enjo
ing her own cotipany and that of tho
box of choeolates. So the walk hLad
been quite a snccess so far, from Miss
Bunter's point of view.

Now there was a change. The
chocolates bad gone—the rain had
come! And there was no umbrella
within o mile!

“Yen didn’t think of bringin
umbreila, any of yon?” asked m
Bunter, surveying the Famous Five
through the big spectacles that were
so like her brother Billy’s.

“Neover thought of it,” admitted
Bob Cherry. _

“The thinkiunlness was not terrifie,”
confessed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“We don’t Ing umbrellas about, as
a rule,” remarked Johuny Bull,

“And it didn't lock like rain:i"
said Frank Nu

“Lovely afternoon  when we
started,” remarked Harry Wharton.

Miss Bunter smiffed.

“ And you never brought one, Mar-
joric " she said.

“ No, Bessic,” answered Miss Hazcl-
dene. "It looked so fine—"

“And you dida’t Clara?" con.
tinned Miss Bunter. “You haven't
got an mmbrella, ﬂiam'-""

“Not unless I sli 3} onc into my
bag and forgot it,” snid Miss Clara.

Whercat there were smllm Hlsa
Clara’s bag was about la enn-u
to liold a couple of han emhm
The remark, ovidently, was sarcastic.

“We had better walk fast,” sug-
gested Marjorie.

“Run ' suggested Clara.

“If won think I can run—2"

hooted Bessie.

There was a pause. Nobody really
thonght that Bessie could run—uot
very far, at anﬂ rate. Bessie, like
Brother Billy, had a lot of weight
to eArTy.

“It's coming down,” said Bessie,
ns more drops fell and splashed on
the chalky eliff road.

“Can't expect it to go up,” rc-
marked Miss Clara—"rain never
ﬂﬂﬂﬂ jar

“Cat!” snid Bessie.

“Hem!” said Harry Wharton.
" We'd better walk as fast as we can!
After all, it’s only a mile back to
Cliff House.”

“If you think I can walk a mile
in the rain, drenched to the akm,
and my hat spoiled, I think you're a
very sclfish boy.” eaid Miss Bunter.

£ Dh IJI

“Ruining cats and dogs, and no-
body—not oue of you—thonght of

bringing an umbrella!” said MAiss
Bunter, with ineffable scorn.
“But you didn't, either,” said

Frank Nugent—a rather nnfortunate
romark. It was true that Miss Bunter
hadn’t; but swect reasonablencss was
not counted among Bessie's gifts,
“That’s like a boy,” said Miss
Bunter. “Arguing while we_stand
spaking in the rain! I expect I shall
ml'chl a cold! Of course, nobody
eaves "

EVERY SATURDAY

“What ahout looking for n shelter
till it blows over?” En;"cst::ﬂ Harry
Wharton.

“Where is therc anything?” de-
moanded Miss Bunter indignantly.
“Therc’s nothing that I can sce.™

“Let’s look for ome.”

“Lot of pood looking for one when
thera ism't onc! I suppose that's
wlm‘}a!b:r calls nummnﬁknmh:n::g 5

“Well, wo've got to walk t
the rain or clse find a shelter,”
peinted out the captain of the

GREAT HEAVYWEIGHT
CONTEST !

Bunter Beats Snoop!
TERRIFIC SCRIMMAGE!

HE great fight behween Bunler
and Snoop (over a slight
matter of tico taris and a

doughnut) wus staged in the gym
Test night. Runicry was pushed
fnto the ring by a doven felloars
anud Snoop was dragged in fo mect
him by a doezen muore. They bacfed
areay in order to give cach other
plenty of clboe roomm. HDunifer
sald: “Xah!' and Snoop said:
“ 'l slanghter him 1"

A great crowd cheered voci-
Ferously as the Dell went for

ROUND ONE.~—Buntcr and
Snoop both hurriedly left the ving
and were pushed baceli. Snoop
cireled vound Eunter. Dunter
cireled vound Snoop. They both
cireled round cach other. Bunfor
panuscd fo tell his adnvivers wwhat
fte proposed fo do to Snoop in half
a minwte. Snoop squirmed about
by Rimsclf in a corner and had a
ghori consullationwith his scconds.
The gong wwent af this point.
Honntd evcu.

ROUND TWO.—Runifcr opcned
aup o large gash in the aimosphere
teith a vight hook, which ftravelled
in fhe opposite direction from
Snoop. DBunler's glasses weore
knochked off by this and he spent
the voest this round looking jor
themi. Snoop was being Theld in
the wing ULy his scconds. RRownd
CreN.

ROUND THREE.—Buntcr an-
morenced that e toas goeing to malie
Snoop cringe. He sidled cautiously
up to Snoop, who sidled arcay and
let out o half-swing, tekich Bunicr
cusily dodged. Tﬁcy both sidled
gicay from cach obther and remained
for some time af opposile corncrs

Iiemp\'u. “I con't think of anything
clze.”

“Do boys cver think at all 2 asked
Bessic.

“Hem! Come on!” said Harry,
hastily.

Even Bessio Bunter scemed to
realise that ne uscful purpose would
be served by standing still, with the

rain coming down more i:.hmklj ove
minute,  The party turncd bae
towards distant Cliff Honse.

Boyond tho edge of the chalky cliffs
the sea boomed on the beach, and a
misty vuponr thickened over the
North Sea. The weather had changed
emphatieally for the worse, and twe

5

ef three fizhing-boafs could be seen
runuing for the bay at Peag, Foar
out at sca q trawler, probably en-
aged on  mine-sweep ng, loomc:!
imly throngh tho mist. A stcame
was half-seen like o ghost on e

misty horizon,

Inland, thete were ficlds, strebel-
ing away from the cliffs to Friardals -
Wood, and the village of Friardal.
and Greyfriars School.

No buildings were on that road.
save a few summer bungalows dottei

of the ring, fighting ficreely will
the surrounding air.

AR R S5 VD S S s M.~

ROUND .F'!.'iI UR.—XNothing of any
note occurred in this round, which
fnished cren.

ROUXND FIVE.—As far as could
be seen, there was no aclivity on ?
either front. Bugter scemed fo
be asleep. Snoop was felling o
yeporter wehat e proposcd to do
teith Bunter. Even.

ROUND  SIX.—Runicr was
meakencd amd fought g0 furiousiy
that he tripped over himself and
sprarcled on the floor. e stopped
there, Snoop had not Ieft his
corner. Round even.

ROUND SETVEN.—Snoap como
for Bunier, weho vebreated hvryviediy
until, bronght fo bay by the yopos,

e tirned on Snoop, 1wlho Hen
also refiealed. No Bow had been ;
struch rehen the gong wwent.

CECH i

ROUND EIGHT. — Snoop |
adopted a doubled-up posturoe and
crept about the ving like a lcopand
teaiting to powmece. Dunfcr sfood
and  walched Nhim. There wcere
moments when it secmed that the
firo reould come into contact, Lul
the danger passed and e round
finished crven, wcithoul violcnce
from either side.

ROUND NINE (AXD LAST)—
Stimulated by the offer of o jeed
if he beat Snoop, Hunfer yushed
aoross the ving and hit Snoop
into fthe dressing-rooan: for sir.
Unfortunatcly, thc gong for the
start of the vound had nwof yet
sounded, so Ihunler wax dis-
qualified and Snoop, when he
recorcrs consciousncss, weill be the
winncr.

Inferviciced aficy the fight, My,
Skinner, the winner's sccond,
remoavked ;¢ Ouwr mun had the
fight in his pooket the wchole fime.
He was suving himself wp mag-
nificently, and was nof cven winded
once. JIf he wecovers, we shall
mnateh him with Dolsover major.'!

One oo almost hope he icon’t
recorer—Jfor his own sake !

Rowencd

e N e e iy e

L

about, all locked up in the winter.
It really was not a nice spob to be
cﬂ‘l.lE}.ll'- in a sudden downpour of rain,
with a total absence of umbrellas,

So far as scven memberas of the
party conld sm the situation was not
to bLe m:fl I:rg erousinr.  Buob
Miss Bunter seemed to find some com-
fort in it.

“I'm getting wet!” she annonneed,
when the tml ers had covered about
fifty yards

“What we really wanted was some
dry rain,” remarked Miss Clara.

“Cat!” said Bessic crossly.
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“What about walking a little
faster ?” murmured Marjorie.

“I can't race!” said Bessie. "I
think somecbody might find a shelter

i really think that! But dom’t

mind me! It doesn't matter if I
catch my death of cold! I know
that!”

Harry Wharton looked round
through the dropping rain.

It was not very bad yet—Dbut

clearly it was poing to be bad. The
}‘amuﬂs Five and two of the CIliff
House girls would have preferred a
rapid scamper back to Cliff House.
But rapid scampers were not in
Bessie's line—she marched along at
her usual easy rate, and the eral
pace had to be accommodated to that
of the slowest of the party, And, at
any rate, it was clear that the ‘pﬂﬂ:{
wero going to be caught in a fearfn
downpour hefore they were hali-way
to Clif House, So if any sort of a
shelter was available, it was a casc
of any port in a storm. o

“W}i:mt about that chalet—t 1s
called Sea View—somewhere along
this road " asked Marjorie.

“Shut up at this time of the year,”
answered Harry.

“I'm not Blllil.'jl; of that! I've heard
that men were there digging out an
air-raid shelter in the holidays.” said
Marjoric. “That locks as if some-
body was going to live there, If
aug%ody was there, they'd be sure to
let us step in out of the rain.”

“It’'s some distance off the road,”
gaid Harry, daunbtfuolly. “May as
well try, I suppose—there’s nothing
clse anywhere near here.”

“Buck up " grupted Johnny Bull.
“The scomer the better, if we're
roing to!”

The party moved on. They stopped
at last at a roadside fence, which
encloged about am acre of pground,
dotted lere and there with trees and
thickets of hawthorn.

Lying a considerable distanece back
from the rond was a timber build-
ing, built in imitation of the style of
W Swiss chalet, with a big wooden
veranda in fromt, that in fine weather
rave a wide view over the cliffs and
the scq,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Somcbody's
there !” exelaoimed Bob Cherry.

He peinted to o spiral of smoke
fhat rose from a chimuey in the
stecply slanting roof.

“Qh, good !” said Harry. “We'll
try it on:"

There was a gate in the fence.

llarry Wharton opened it, and the
purty passed through. The Inth up
to the house was wet and muddy, the
gravel that had onece covered it hav-
ing sunk away in the earth. It was
lined on either side by poplar-trees,
tow weeping in the rain

The damp rty tramped and
squelched wp that lu-ng}m]imth. and
reached i1he door of the et, which
eave on the veranda,

Bob Cherry grasped the knocker.

Bang !

Bob never had a very light touch.
His bapng on ihc knocker rang and
ethoed throngh the house, over the
rardens, and along the cliff road.

Any occupant of that building
must have heard, unless he was stone
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deaf. But the door was not opened,
and there was no sound of a move-
ment within.

Bang, bang!

“@o it | eaid Johnny Bull. “Make
'em think it's an air raid, and bombs
dropping ; then they may come out
to cut into their shelter!

liﬂ_ﬂt t‘ﬂ

“Fathead !"” said Bob.
make them hear, if they're at home !*

Bang!

It seemed that the tenant of the
chalet was not at home. If he had
ears to hear, he could hardly fail to
be aware that somebody was at the
door—if he was there! Apparently
he was not.

The party looked at one another.
Under the slanting veranda roof the
were out of the fallin
the wind from the sen
of wet on them. But the idea o1
getﬁng shelter at Sea View was, ovi-

ently, off.

“Nobody at home!” said Harry.
“ Better I on ™

“Bhan't !” said Beasic,

“Ohi”

said Bessie Bunier. “I'm not Eoing
to take another step in the rain! So
thoere 1

the

And the party, in a group
door, sheltered by the roof, wa
while the rain came down thicker and
faster, till at last it was falling in
phecte; and the hardicst member of
the party was plad that he was not
p]uﬁging through it on the open cliv
Toad,

ME. PARKER OBJECTS!

6 ALLO, halle, hallo!* ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.

The party had been a
guarter of an hour or more in the
veranda of the seaside chalet. Th
got as close to the door as they counld,
as the rain blew in on the wind.

Bob, who generally found it diff-
cult to keep still, moved about,
tramping on wet planks. He was at
the end of the veranda. at the side of
the house, when he canght sight of a
figure in the wet gardens.

Not ten ga‘r{la from the chalet was
a bunch of poplars, and among the
trees was what looked like an exten-
sive mound of earth. Turf had been
laid over it, but it was easy to gee
that it was not a natural mound, but
of recent construction.

Bob was glancing towards it, when,
to hia surprise, he saw a man emerge
from apparently nowhere, under the
weeping poplara.

For a moment he stood quite
astonished.

Then he understood. That turf-
covered mound of earth was cover
and camouflage over an air-raid
shelter. He remembered what Mar-
jorie had said—and had no doubt
that what he wae looking at was the
air-raid shelter—and that the man
who had se snddenly aﬁpeared in
sight had emerged from the dugout.

He was a stocky man, with pimples
on his face; mot very agreeable to
look at. Bob wondered whether he
waa the tenant of the chalet. If so,
his reappearance on the surface of the

rain, thuu% d
lew in plenty

carth waa a spot of Iuck for the party
ca%iht in the rain,

e man gave a grunt,
which Bab heard, as a splash of rain
descended on him ; then he turned up
his coat collar and came towards the
building at a rum, evidently anxious
to get out of the rain.

b stepped back ta his friends.

“Somebody's coming|” he said.
“The jolly old tenant was down in his
gﬂg old ﬂugout. getting ready for

itler's mnext, I suppose. Hcere he
comes,”

The stocky man came up into the
veranda so quickly that he did not
see the party sheltering there till he
almoat ron into them. He had a key
in his hand, ready to unlock the

00T,
But at the sight of the little crowd
of scheolboys and schoolgirls, he
atap;g-t]ad dtiim]&mﬂtp{;;in it 121&1:;
angrily, an P the key bac
into his pocket.

*Who the dickens are you?” he ex-
elaimed tuﬂe‘l{‘. “\What do you fancy
you're doing here?”

“Sheltering from the rain, if yon
don’t mind ! answered Harry Whar-
ton politely.

“1 do mind !™

“*Sheltering from the rain, all the
same !” said Johnny Bull grufily,

The stocky man looked at him.

“Don't give me any lip!” s

rupted. “I dom't want you herc!
et out of thia!”

The juniors looked at him and ex-
changed glances. Marjorie com-
pressed her lips—Clara cheerfully
turned up her nose. Besafe Bunter
gave the man a glarc thmu%% her
spectacles that almost cracked them.

“Shan't !” said Bessie.

* What #"

““Think we're adgning out into that
rain ¥ demanded Miss Bunter, “If
you weren't a brute, you'd ask us in-
side the House I”

“ Bessie dear !” murmured Marjorie.

Clara chuckled.

The stocky man scowled.

“I've said get out!” he grunted.
“I've hod some of my chickens
pinched! I don’t want a mob of
echoolboys around here!”

“Think we pinched your chickcna P?
hooted ﬂt:l]uuqr Bull.

“I shouldn’t wonder if you did!
Somebody did! Get out of it!™ said
the man with the pimples harshly.

“My dear man,” said Harry Whar-
ton guietly, “we'd like & shot, but
thg rEiﬂﬂ can’t go through this rain.”

o business of mine! Get
coin

IJI

“Hold om!" said Johnny Bull.
“Before you give orders, my man,
we'd like to know whether the place
he]u:fa to you. You don’t look to
me the sort of man to hire a place
like this.”

" t.gou want your head cuffed ?”
asked the stocky man,

“Yes—if you can do it!™” reto.ted

Johnny. “Cuff away—and sec how
long it will take me to push your
cheeky nose through the back of

your cheeky head

"“Yon bhaven't amswered the ques-
tion, my man !” said Harry Wharton,
as the stocky man glared at Johnny.



“If you dou't belong lhere, we've as
much ﬁ%ht here as yeu have!”

“T'm the carctaker!” grunted thoe
stocky man. “Namc of Parker, if
you want to know! You can ask the
tradespeople of Friardale, if you ain't
sutisfied. Now get out of it! I
ain’t having any more of my chickens
pinched

“They don’t msually have care-
takers 1n these seaside bungs,” said
Jolnny Bull.

HWell, there's ono here, and I'm
him 1" pranted Mr.. Porker. “XNow
will you pet out of it ?”

¥ No!" said Bessie Bunter.

EVERY SATURDAY

was gelting pungry, He made a
movement. fowards tho cheery Bob,

“Hit liim in the eye, Bob ! advised
Miss Bunter.

“Eh #*

“Kick him !” said Bessic.

“Ia, ha, hat™

“If he wasn't & beast, he would
ask us inside to sit down, till the rain
stops I said Miss Bunter. “I dare
say he only wants a tip! Give him
ha f-jt-cmwn——-l' would, ouly T haven't
one,’

The, stocky man glared round the
arty. Them he glanced out at the
cliff path that ran before the chalet

7

¢, Tain or no rain. Not so Bessie

unter! Bessie wasn't poing ount in
the rain! If that mion was brate
cnough to want to drive schoolgirls
out into a heavy rain, Bessiec was
prepared to hurl defiance in his
tecth, so to speak.

“I'm not pgoing gaid Bessie
firmly, “If I were a boy, I'd kuock
him down. If my brother Billy was
here, I'd ask him to thrash him. I'm
not going, at any rate! I'll scratch
him if he tries to make me, so there !”

As Bessie distinctly and definitely
refused to budge, it was clearly im-
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Mr. Lamb swiped and swiped, and Billy Bunter roared on his top note. Suddenly the door opened,
and Dr. Loecke appeared. It was the first time the headmaster had seen Mr. Lamb in one of his

“Terhaps we'd better go,” snid
Alarjoric,

“Yon can go if vou like!” said
Bessic. “I'm not going out in the
rain. If hie tries to make me go, I'll
serateh him !

The stocky man stared ot Miss
Bunter and grinned for a moment.
Bessie gplared defiance at him.

“We won't ask this sportsman to
let ns git down inside,” eaid Bob
L‘]mrri. “He docsn’t scem fricht-
fully hospitable. But, my dear chap,
we're doing ne harm in your jolly
old veranda.”

“I don't want wyou about my
place ¥ grunted the stocky man.

“What & coincidence !™ said Hob.
“We don't want yon about the place,
i1f you come to that. It's really worse
for ns than for yon—we're cver so
much nicer than you are.”

"The stocky man's eyes glinted, He
was surly and inhespitable; and he

tantrums !

at a distanee, Then he turned back
to the party, scowling,

“Look here, you've got to go!” he
gaid. “I don’t want yon here, and
I won’t have it! Get out, before I
turn you ouk!”

“Let us go, for goodness’ sake !
said Marjorie,
“Shon’t!* said Bessie. “Why

don’t you punch him, Bob Cherry?
You're big cnongh to knock him
spinning !

Bob Cherry was feeling rather like
acting on Bessie's advice. Mr.
Parker was asking for a punch—
begging. for it. Still, if he was care-
taker, in charge of Sea View, he was
within hia rights, surly and in-
hospitable as he was. Punching him
would have bheen rather a high-
handed proceeding.

To aveid a row, the Famous Five

wonld have rvisked the rain, and
Marjorie and Clara were noxious to

possible to go. But the stocky man
was getting angrier and angrier.

Why he was so surly was quite a
mystery, for even an inhospitable and
bad-tcmpered man mi%htr have
allowed a party of schoolboys, and
especially schoolgirls, to remain
under the shelter of the veranda roof.
He could have gone into the house
and left them to themselves, if he
did not want their company indoors.
The man seemed an unreasonably
bullying brute. But whatever was his
objection to the Par‘t-y remaining, it
was plain that he was determined
about it.

“Last time of asking !” he snarled.
“Going or not?"

“We can’t go and leave a girl here,
and Miss Bunter won't go!” said
Harry Wharton quietly, “Have a
little scnse |

“Catch me going!” said Bessie
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*Hit him in the eye, Bob! Kick him-

off the veranda!” :

The stocky man made a stride at
Harry Wharton, and grasped him by
the shoulders.

“You first ! he snapped.

Evidently, his idea was to pitch the
schoolboys out, one after another, no
doubt suﬁpoaing that the schoolgirls
wonld follow.

But it was not so casy as he ex-
pected to %ftch the schoolboys out.

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed as
the man grasped him.

“Hands off, please!” he said, still
quietly. )

Mr. Parker did not take his hands
off. He wrenched the captain of the
Remove towards the fromt steps of
the veranda. That was enough—more
than enough—for Harry rton !
His clenched fist flashed out, catching
the pimply man on a pimply chin!

Crash

Mr. Parker went over backwards,
as if he had been shot !

He thumped down on his back on
the wet planks, spluttering.

Marjorie and Clara looked on
breathlessly; Bessie Bunter gave a
squenk of delight. The Co. gathered
round, with grim faces.

“That's the stuff!” esqueaked
Bessie. “Give him some more! Roll
Lim out in the rain! Kick him!"

For nearly s minute the man lay
spluttering, evidently astonished and
enraged to find himself where he was.
Then he scrambled up, his face
ablaze with rage. But he checked
himself, as he was sbout to spring at
the captain of the Remove.

The Co. atood ready to collar him,
aud it was borne in on his mind that
if the juniors chose to resist he had
no chance whatever of haud]mg them

—indeed, there were some 1n the

party that he ecould not have handled
singly. He stood panting and mutter-
ing; and then, turning away, drew
the key from his pocket again, un-
locked the door, and went into the
house, slamming the door after him.

“Food riddance to bad rubbish!”
gaid Bessie Bunter.

And that was that!

R L—

TROUBLE TO COME !

L [CE man !” remarked Bob.
N “Cheeky cad!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Well, he's 1 gaid Nugent.
“Blow the rain—it's still coming
dowa 1"

It was a rather uncomfortable
situation for the party. They would
have been glad to §u—rery glﬂfl.
But the rain was etill coming down
in torrents—and whatever the rest of
the party wapted, Bessie Bunter was
not going out in the rain,

Leaving the charming Elizabeth to
herself was obviously impossible, so
everybody had to stay. But, really,
nobody was keeu on putting his head
out into that heavy rain,

“I suppose we're tresgzﬂssing: here,
in a way [ said Harry. " But it can’f
he helped! We can’t leave Bessie
hera ¥
. T'me Magser Lisrart.—No. 1,666.
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“1 should jolly well think not1” ex-
claimed Bessie indignantly. *And if
you think I'm going out in this rain,
you're silly, even for a boy.”

“Well, it can’t last for cver !” said
Bob Cherry. “But I'm blessed if it
docsn’t look as if it's Eﬂi?ﬁl tol”

“Blow " said Johnny Bull,

“The blowfulness is terrific ! mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Will this blessed rain ever stop?”
asked Nugent.

Really, it looked as if it wonldn’t!

There was a sound of an upstaira
window ing. The juniors glanced
up, but roof of the veranda was
in their way, and they could not seo
the wpper window, or the man who
had opened it. They did not hear it
shut again.

“Must like fresh air, that -:-.hn.R, if
he's sitting at the open window I re-
marked Bob Cherry. “Not much of
a view to-day.”

* Blow the rain I*

“Bless the rain !

“Have you got any more choco-
lategz" B8 ﬂdiulgiaa Bunter,

[ rrr_m

“Any toffee?"

«Any anything?”

- anythin

i HQJ!'# F g

“Oh dear!” said Bessie.

The juniors looked out anxiously
into the rain. Really, this was not a

happy afternoon.

Ep figure came in sight from the
direction of Friardale, plogging
along under an umbrella,

It was the first pedestrian they had
seen on the road over the ¢liffs, which
was lonely in the winter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed
Bob. *I believe I know that chap ™

“J think I've scen him!” gaid
Harry.

They could see little of the man
coming up the road, but there was
ﬁumet.l%ing familiar in his aspect.

They watched him till he rcached
the gate in the fence, and then he
turned towards the gate, and they all
saw who he was.

The Pet Lamb !" exclaimed Bob.

“The Pet Lamb!"” repeated Mar-
jorie. *“Who is that?”

Ha Wharton laughed.

“It's a Mr, Lamb, really—we call
him the Pet Lamb ! he explaived. “I
eay, he ecan't be coming here, can
he?ﬂ

Mr. Lamb stood looking over the
gate, with a sharp glance over his
gold-rimmed glasses.

He must have seen the pimply man
at the upper window, though Mr,
Parker was out of the juniora’ view,
They saw that his glance was upward,
at first; then he fixed his eycs on the

up on the veranda.

At the distance, from the road, and
in the shadow of the slanting veranda
roof on a misty day, they were not
easily seem, and Mr. Lamb did not
geem to have noticed them at first.
But he noticed them now.

“1 daresay he's wondering what
the dickems we're doing here!” said
Frank Nugent.

“He can guess, if he’s got an
sense !’ grunted Johnny Bull.
suppose he’s noticed that it’s rain-
mg-u“

The juniors, secing that Mr., Lamb

had rooofniwd them, capped him
respectfually. ’

Mr. Lam stood for several
moments, staring at them hard—then
he walked on, in the direction of
Pegg, where Cliff Houze lay. In a
few minutes he disa nup the
cliff road in the rain.

“ Blessed if I didn't think he was
coming here for a minute ! remarked
Bob Cherry. “I su we haven’t
frﬁtﬁen&ﬂ him off, :f he was?"

o window above was heard to
close,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's
another jolly old walker who likes the
rain ¥ exclaimed Beb, 8 minute or
two later.

From the direction of Friardale—
the direction from which Mr. Lamb

come—a second pedestrian

had
R s b, wi

e was wrapped in o raincoat, with
a hat pulled low over his brows. He
passed the gate without a glance
towards the chalet, and evidently did
not notice the juniors there.

But they all saw him, gotting o
clear view of his profile; and they all
Inew him at once; that olive-skinned
face was not to be mistaken.

“That’s Robinson !” said Bob.

“The Head’s new chauffeur!?
assented Harry Wharton,

“That’s the second chap from Grey-
friars who likes & wilk in the rain!”
remarked Bob.

Robinson disap towards
Pegg, as Mr, Lamb had done, The
clii road was left solitary aud
deserted again,

The rain still came ﬂutwin heavily.
The unha party in the veran
waited wpﬂ)ﬁ'a the long minutes
crawled 1;17

Presently the sound of the radio
came from the building. The stocky
man had closed thé wupper window
after Mr, Lamb had passed. Now, it
seemed he had turned on the wireless
—probably a great relief to the soli-
tuge to a caretaker in such a lonely
spot.

Half an hour dragﬁzﬂ wearily by.
Then at long last the heavy rain
thinned down, and gradually stopped,
and a glimmer of sunshine came out.

Then, at length, Miss DBunter
annonnced that she was prepared to
move. The rest of the party were
glad to hear it.

ed

The front door of the chalet open
and a pimply face looked out. The
stocky man scowled at the Grey-
friars fellows.

“You're still 'era, are you?” he
grunted.

“Just going, old bean!” answered
Bn':;ilafab y. “Thark you for having

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yon're a funny young cove, ain'f
you?” grunted Mr, Parker. * P'r’apa

u won't fe¢l so funny about it when

complain to your schoolmaster of

this here tres nd hitting s
covey ! You trouble to come, and
you can lay to that!”

“Brute ! said Bessie Bunter,

“What "

“Pig I” said Bessie. .

“Oh, my hat—come on I gaid
Harry hastily; and the party trooped



out of the veramda, the pimply man
scowling after them as they went.

ITalf an lLour more, and they were
at Clif House—where ten 1n the
schicol-room comforted them for the
tribulations of the walk on the clifia.
And as there was a cake, o pot of
jelly, sud two kinds of jam, i
Bunter benmed over the festive board
and was in the best temper.

e N i

A RIFT IN THE LUTE!

o OU fat ass—"
i “0Oh, Ieallly, Smithy——"
“You footling funk ™

* Look lievre—"

“I've a jolly good mind to boot
vou [

“Bﬂﬂﬁt I:"}

The Famous Five, coming up to
Nemove studics after their return
from Cliff House, heard that cheery
dialoruo in the passage.

Herbert Veruon-Smith was address-
ing his compliments te William
Gteorge Bunter, who was blinking at
him uneasily through his big
upectacles.

The Bounder was given to onthursts
of temper rather like Mr, Lamb’s,
vuly o good deal more frequent.

Billy Bunter was uneasy—but ho
was obstinate. And Smithy was get-
ting ongricr and angrier.

“Yon fat, foorling, frobjons, fat-
headed frump—" went on the angry
:IIBG“]EIIEL “You footling, funky
10—

“Took here, you cheeky heast—"

“\Will you do it or not ?" hooted the
Bonnder.

“No, I won't 1" hooted back Bunter.
“Why, I've snid I wonldn't! Think
I could tell o lie?”

“What ! gasped Smithy.

“Qh, my hat ¥ moancd Boly Clierry.
“ flold me while I faint, yon fellows !

“Ha, ha, ha !

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
Famous Five. The;i{ gurgled. Cor-
tainly they approved wholeheartedly
of a fellow not telling lics. But they
could not help thinking that it was
n eudden and startling change in
William George Bunier.

George Washington, according fo
Lis own nccount, could not tell o lie,
Bui Billy Bunter had never, so far,
drcamed of following George's shin-
ing example, Billy Bunter not only
could, but would, and dJid-—often
and often, Indeed, he was belicved,
in the Remove, never to tell any-
thing clsec. When it came to fibbing,
Gocbbels wos a mere also ran 1n
coraparison with Bunter!

“*1 say, yon fellows, blessed if I
ree anything to cackle at!™ said the
fat Owl indignantly. “You fellows
mayn't be so partienlar—but if yom
think I would tell a lie—"

“ Telp 1

“Besides, I ghomld get whgppnﬂ e
added Bunter, blinking at Smithy.
“0f course, I don’t eare so much
about that! Btill, I don't want to
bo whopped "

“There's the cat out of the bag 12
remarked Johnny Ball.

“But what on earth’s the row?”
asked Bob. “What's ap
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“That fat ass iz funking pulling
Lamb’s leg with his putrid ventrilo-
quism " snarled the Bounder,

“Oh! That's sense!™ said Horry
Wharton, “Enoungh’s 0s good ns a
feast, Smithy !

“Tain't exnectly that!” eaid
Bunter. “I'll make a dog bazk, or
a ¢nt mew, in the Form-room, as
often ns Smithy likes. But I ain’t
going to trot out Quelel’s bark any
more, It's too jolly risky!”

“Oh! Bits the wind in that
quarter " grinned Bob Chorry.
“Bunter scems to have more scnse
u, Smithy!”

flabby funk!”

than
[£] 1¢

growled

BOLSOVER ON
CHIVALRY'!

Shock for Interviewer

_ UR Special Infervierver found
O Itolsover muojor in the qguad,
and oasked if he had any
opikions about anything, and if not,
rehy not.  He told Bolsy he wanded
fo give our readers an idea of the
viciwrs and opinions of a beastly
Duliy.

Hho's a Bally 7" bDawled
Holsy. “ As a moatter of fact, I
can't bear bullying. I think il's
disgroceful. I know it goes an
heve—=in fact, there's an crample
af # going on ovcr there now.
That ygoung ruffiorn Tubb, of the
Third, is Kicking young Mpers of
the Sceond. "Sonse me a minute.”’
Me went over el dragged Tubb
awray from his vietim.

‘O If therde's one thing that smalies
iy blod - boil,”™ he continned,
getting Tubb's head info chanecry,
i’y =meecing a fellowr bullying o
smalcr chap than himself. This
young sweep ought to be ashamed
of himself,”” he olded, fhrowing
Tubhx to the gronnd and kicking
i in the slats. * He rwmasn™t
even fighting the Rid—hc wwoas kicl: -
ing hint. Nowe that’s a thing that
ought ncever fo be allowed.™

Tle picked Tubb wp and dusfed
the ground with hiz inert form.

“ In the days of chivalry,”! he
said, as e bashed Tubb's frame
on the ground, * any mon of ronour
reonld lhave stepped in at once fo
prevent o stronger and bigger man
attacking a fair maiden. I Enowo
Myers isn’t a fair moadden, but the

Smitby. “It frightens Lamb ont of
his seven scnscs when he hears
Quelch’s voice about the place—and
that fat idiot can imitate it to a T\
You know it scares Lamb!”

The Famons Five were well awaro

of that. For whatever mysterious
reason it might be, they knew that
Lamb had been startled out of his

wits by the fat ventriloguist's repro-
duction of the missing Form-mastcr’s
voice. It was all the more astonish-
ing, beeause Lamb was supposed
never to have met Mr. Quelch and to
bﬂiﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂm’ nnacquainted with his
volce.

But astonishing as it was, there
was no doubt obout the fact, The
sound of Quelch’s voice, giving the
impression that Quelch was at hand,

hatd on several occasions praduced
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the most extirnordivary effect on the
Lamh,

It was the Bounder's idea to earry
on with that stunt, having discovered
eo uncxpected a weapon against the
master whom he Lad set out to rag
in every possible way,

_But the Remove ventriloguist was
jibhing,

“It's too jolly risky!” eaid Bunter.
shaking his head. "Besides, I said
I wouldn’t. That deteetive cha 3
Ferrers Locke, is hunting for old
Cueleh, and they told him abont it,
and he came here to look into it. 1
don’t know liow he spotted me, but hu
did, and he knows it was me!”

principle’s the some. And,? e
wrent on, Hvewcing Tubb’s remains
infe a litler-basket, * I intend fo
sec fhat ne man at Greyfriars hits
a fellow smaller than himself.

“ At the same time,’ he con-
tinned, turning and clutching hold
of Myers, Y must say I don’f
think Tubl would have booted
Ehis kid wnless e had been cheeky
or something. I Lnow these goung
siceeps are cheeky. They're some-
titnes ocheeky o mel!?* IHe
pomnded awnd  prummelled. *xX
Brclieve in being absolutely fair fo
cvcryone, if possible. I've slanugh-
tered Twubb for bullying, bGul I
shan’t allow fags to be cheeky.

“ Nowe there are some felloawcs,"
he wrent on, kneeling on Mycrs
and  fedaring him aportd, * wcho
thovowughly eonjoy selting abowt
fogs. I'm not lilke that. This sort
of thing,"" he said, booting wchat
wns Ieft of Myers inte the litter-
hashct, * painsg me fterribly, but
I feel that chivalry reqguives if to be
one,.  IE's r»eally fo protect smaller
Feliows—that’s all. For instance,
pgon arve mnch smaller than T oo,
and I jeel it wvould be good for you
to Irarve some sort of lesson against
mecusing fellowws wunjustly of being
bullies—if youn see wwhat I nean %'

At this point, ke grasped Onry
Special Interviewcer, and we had to
pick this meanuscript ont of the
remaing in the LiHer-basket. Bwuf
goiting news iz always an arduwons
bnsinecss, and wre're uscd fto it

5. —MWe have a vacancy on oNy
staff for a Speeial Intervicreer.
Soalevy, Two dowghnuts per arech
an«d commission. Applicants
sghonuld siale age, weight, previous
crpevience, and measurenent of
musclics. Don't all apply af once.

“Locke’s gone back to Londen
long ago!” grunted the Bounder.

“gi'm;. But if it happened again,
they’d tell him  again!”  argued
Bunter. “And then I should get
landed with the Head. I should gct
a flogging! Not that I care much
about that. but having told Locke I
wonldn’t «do it any more, of courze
I ean't. It would be telling a lie!”

“Buuter conldu’t do that, Smithy,”
said Bob Cherry g‘mvels.

“Of course I couldn’t!” agrecd
Bunter. *“I mever have !

“0Oh erikey !¥

“Anid I never willl” snid Bunier
firmly. “I'm a bit more partieular
about such things than BSmithy!
Auythilig else—not that !

The Bounder glared at Billy
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Bunter as if he could have eaten
him.

“You fat funk, you mean you're
afraid of a whopping !” he snarled.
“@o and eat coke, you flabby freak1”

Vernon-Smith stomped into his
atudy. Whether it was because he
conldn’t tell a lie, or because he was
afraid of a flogging, it was clear
that the fat ventriloguist was not
roing to reproduce the kidnapped
TForm - master’s voice Aany more.
Smithy—much to his disappointment
aml chagrin—had to give up that
stunt for good.

Billy Bunter rolled to the door of
Rtudy No. 4 after the Bounder. He
blinked into that study.

“1 gay, Smithy—" he squeaked.

“Get out 1 _

“1 say, old chap, doen’t be shirty,
you know!” ur Bunter. “I'm
not eeing to frighten the Lamb with
qucr-:h*:ﬁmrk any more, but anything
clse—"

“ Shut that door !

“But I'm tea-ing with you, old
chap!® cxclaimed Buuter, “I'm
aoing to—— Yoo-hoo-hooooop ™

A cushion swiped in the doorway.

Billy Bunter staggercd across the
passage, roaring.

There was a chuckle in the pas-
sage.

Billy Bunter had tea'd in Smithy's
study rvegularly every day since
those ventriloguial stunts had
started. Now the horn of plenty
had suddenly run dry. If there was
going to be no ventriloquism, there
was going to be no tuck!

“QOw! Ok crikey! Beast!” gasped
Bunter.

“"Ha, ha, ha ¥

“I say, you fellows, faney that!”
cxclaimed Bunter indignantly. “I've
a jolly good mind to into that
study and mop it up with that cad

Smithy ¥

“Do ! urged Bob, “We'll wait
here and gather up what's left of
you—if there’s anything I

“Ob, really, Cherry! I say, I
haven't had my tea!” said Bunter.
“My postal order hasn't come! I
was cxpecting a tal order to-day
from one of my titled relations, you
know "

“That’s the chap who cannot tell
a lie '™ remarked Bob,

“Ha, ba, hal”

“IWell, it's pretty thick Smith
letting me down like this, after all
I've done for him!"™ said Bunter.
“Which of you fellows is going to
lend me half-a-crown till my postal
order comes P

“The whichfulness ig terrifie !®
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Beasts !" snid Bunter.

He rolled back to the doorway of
Study No. 4  He blinked very
cautiously round the door, ready to

dodge. s i
mithy, old chap—
Beast ¥ %

Bunter's fat
back just in time, as a cushion flew.
The cushion missed by am inch,
whizzed across the passage, and
dropped at the opposite wall.

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind
his spectacles, vidently there was
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head was jerked
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not the faintest hope of tea in
Smithy's study that day.

But the indignant Owl knew how
to get even with the uugrateful
Bounder,

“Vernon-Smith 1" bleated a voice
g0 exactly like the Lamb's that. it
made the Famous Five jump as _g-:j‘
heard it. “ Vernon-Smith! W
dare you throw a cushion at a boy in
the passage? Take a hundrced lines,
Vernon-Smith ™

“Qh, my hat I gasped Bob.

Real'l , it waa weird to hear the fat
ventriloquist reproduce the Lamb's
bleat, as accurately as he could re-
produce  Quelel’s  bark! Bunter
could do these things.

There was an angry grunt io Elmvrli
No. 4. The Bounder cvidently too
that voice at face value, so to speak,
and had no doubt that the Lamb was
there.

“Do yow hear me, Vernon-Smith#

hleated Bunter, “Anpswer me at
once, u ill-mannered and disre-
spectiul boy ¥ :

“Yes, sir!” came almost in a hiss
from the study, and Harry Wharton
& Co, grinned.

“Take those lines down to my stud
before preparation, Vernon-Smith !
bleated the Lamb's voice.

“Yery well, sir.”

The under’s scowling face ap-

cared at the doorway of Study No. 4,
ooking out. He almost fell down
with astonishment as he aaw that Mr.
Lamb was not in the passage.

“What——" he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd the Famous
Fi“‘%h* Smitl tch

1" gas mithy, catchingz on,
“Bunter Eg Tﬁ;, I't—"*

“Oh crikey! Keep off, you beast I”
yelled Bunter, in alarm. “It wasn't
me——  Oh crumbs! I =say, you
fellows, keep him off I

Billy Bunter dodged round the
Famous Five with the angry Bounder
in pursuit.

e chums of the Remove grasped

him, grinning. -
“Hold on, old bean!” chuckled
Bob. “You were asking Bunter for

a spot of ventrileguism—uow youw've
got it. What are you pgrousing
about "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let go, you fools ™ yelled the
Bounder.

“I say, you fellowg—"

“Better cut, Bunter!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

That advice was too good not to be
taken. Bunter cut—and vanished
ont of the Remove passapge, while the
Co. held Smithy. After which thé
Bounder favoured the grinning five
with the blackest of scowls, atamped
bhack into his study, and slammed
the door with a slam that rang the
length of the Remove passage.

CAUGHT !

%4 H gad!” breathed Vernon-
Smith,
Hizs lheart jumped. He

shut off a ﬂaah-!at:ﬁ} awiftly.

It was rotten luck for Smithy, He
wag in Mr. Lamb’s study. He knew
that the Lamh was out. Otherwise,
he would not have bheen there,

Smithy was a cautious fellow on
the warpath. He had ascertained,
before he paid that surreptitious visit
to the Lamb’a study, that the Lamb
had gone ont that afternoon and that
he had not yet come in.

The carly winter darkncss had
closed down, and all QGreyfriars
fcllows were within pates, and the
school gates were closed and locked.
But masters were a law unto thems-
selves, and Lamb, of course, as o
master, had a key to the masters’
private gate. He might come in any
minute—but the Bounder did not

ced many minntes in his study, and
it looked like g ﬁod chanece,

In his pocket Smithy had » bundle
of Chinese crackers, which Le had un-
earthed from his study ecupboard.
That bundle he was going to pack
into thé study fireplace, where the
fire -was laid, ready for the Lamb to

ut a match to it when he came in,
ast term Price of the Fifth had
B]:.};ed that trick on his Form-master,
ut, and Smithy remembered it,
when he was turnin
ways and meana ©
the Lamb,
But Smithy’s luck was out.

tHﬂ was rather ilndi ]::h:tmill{n]:md I}:ﬂt
ye ng wi & ck, when
he ff:rs thné.l Lamb’s bleat in tho
outside.

mﬁaigfmﬂg the Lamb had come in—
at an unlucky moment for the
Bounder. He bad done nothing in
that study so far, which was so much
to the good in the circumstances; but
when the Lamb found him he could
hardly fail to guess why lLe was
there,

And Smithy did not trust to the
Lamb’a doecile temper at all. He had
had a sample of Mr. Lamb’s temper
at its worst—which was the cause of
his present feud. Smithy believed
that Lamb’s simple and amiable out-
ward aspect was mercly a pose, w].m:h
covered a hard, sharp, and bitter
nature. Certainly the b’s temper,
when it did break out, was distinetly
unpleasant.

mithy expected trouble, if the
Lamb caught him there. Lamb might
pretend, if he liked, to be an amiable
asa; but Smithy, as he fancied at
least, knew him better than that,

So the sound of the Lamb’s bleat in
the passage was alarming.

“I very disagreeable afternoon,
Mr. - Capper—very !” the Lamb was
saying. I was caught in the rain—
fortunately, verjl fortunately, I had
my umbrella. am somewhat sus-
ceptible to the weather. It was very
fortunate that I had my uvmbrella.”

“Very I" came Mr. Capper’s reply,
in the slightly amused tone in which
the other members of the staff often
addressed ;:Es innummﬂidt L:mb't :tI
am very glad you did not get wet,
Mr, Lamb.”

“The fact ia, I did get a little wet,

over in his mind
getting back ab

notwithstanding the umbrella,” said
Mr, Lamb. “I am going to change
my ehoes at once. I think it is alwaya

best to be very careful im such

matters—I am so susceptible to colds.

I am not a very strong man. I have

often envied you your robust health,”
The Bounder's lip curled bitterly

?13 he heard that from outside the
mr‘



- IIe had felt the nngry grip of the
Lamb in ope of Lis tempers, and it
had been a grip of iron. The Lamb
was twice as strong as Capper, and
the Bounder knew it, if the master.
of the Fourth did not.

Ho hoard Mr. Capper laugh.

“Lose no time, my dear Lamb—
you coannot be too careful, ss yom
say,” Ie said. I must not delay
you."”

The Fourth Form master went on
down the Tsaug&

Lamb's hand was on the door-
handle the next moment. And in
that moment the Bounder, withont
ﬁi;nppi.ni to think, ducked behind a
hig desk thot stood across a corner
of the study.

If Lomb was only coming in to
change his shoes, and then goinr to
Common-room to tes with the other
masters, it was likely that hie would
be only a few minutes in the study,
and the Bounder had every chance of
remaining out of sight for those few
minutes and remaining undiscovered.
It was o chance worth tryin&. l:-ﬂ' o
fellow whoe had experienc oW
Iicavy the Lamb’s hand could be when
he was in one of his tempers. -

The door opened, and the Lamb
stepped in and ewitched on the light.
¢ shut the door after him, ond
atepped across to the fireplace. There
Lie stooped and applied a mateh to
the fire—which crackled up. Fortu-
nately—as Smithy was still in the
study—the crackers were still in
Smithy’s pocket and not where he had
planned to place them.

But the Lamb did not zit down to
change his shoes, He stood for some
minutes before the fire, doubtless to
worm himself, after being ont in the
bitter January weather. Then, to tho
Bounder's horror, he ateppecf NCTOGS

to the desk,

It was a big desk, and screcned the
junior behind it completely. It was
a new addition to the stndy since Mr.
Woosey’s time; Lamb had had it
bronght there. It was a heavy and
massive oaken desk, with plenty of
drawers, large and small; in the
larger of which the art master kept
portfolios of drawings. Behind that
desk Smithy was eafe out of sight, if
Lamb did not look over it.

Had he sat ot the desk to write,
Smithy would have been safe, so long
ag he kept as still as a mounse. But
the Lamb did not sit at the desk.

On the flat top stood the telephone.

Smithy, peering up, saw a hand
arasp the receiver of that instrument.
Lamb was going to phone.

For o moment longer Smithy still
Lhoped that he would remain wunde-
teeted. Lamb was mot a tall man—
iam]] the :Ilpgnp of ;hi ﬂefk was m::-:lar
righ. ut tha ui
vanishod. e

The art master picked wnp the
reeciver, and leamed over the desk.
And, in doing so, he could scarcely
fail to sce the Removite ducking be-
hind hia desk,

There was a sudden, sharp exclama-
tion oz Mr. Lamb’s eyes fell on
Vernon-3mith, He jammed the re-
ceiver back, with a violence that made
the instrument rock. The glare of
roge that came into his eyes gave the
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Bounder, reckless as he was, somo-
thing like a chill.

Ho knew at that moment that it
was not only finding him there so un-
cxpectedly that enraged the Lamb.
Smithy, if he had remained unsecn,
wonld have licard what was said on
the tclephone. And he knew, by a
sort of instinct, that Lamb did uot
want him, or anyone, to hear; amid
that it was the narrow escape of
being overheard that enraged him to
such an extent,

“Come out of that, Vernon-8Smith !"
gaid the Lamb, in a hard, conccn-
trated voice, very unlike his wusual
amiable bleat,

Vernon-8mith, breathing hard,
stepped out, without a word. c
was fairly canght, and he knew that
Lo hind to go through it now.

“So you were spying in my study !”

Lamb’'s voice came hard, sharp, and
Liz face wons black and bitter with
rage. He was so evraged that his
hands were trembling, as if he conld
scarcely keep them off the junior.

Smithy's heart was beating rather
unpleasantly. He did not aunswer,
but stood watching the man’s angry
face in silence.

It was hard to belicve that this was
the snme man who had been bleating
E innucﬂn;;_i]lj and nmia}:!:; to Mr.

pyer in the a few minutes
age. If Emitﬁ ]{:ﬂ not already
divined the man’s real nature, lie
would have done so now.

Angd in his mind was a strange and
sguspicious thonght. What econld
Lamb have been going to say on the
tnlcqhmm that it mattered so much if
a fellow happened to hear? What
was thcre to spy on in his study?

Smithy wns there for a jape—he
had taken it for granted that the
Lamb wonld know at once that Lo
was there for a jape—yet the Lamb
did not scem to think anything
of the sort—he asked Smithy if he
were epying. What was there in an
art master's study to be spied upon?

Mr., ‘Lamb seemed, for somo
moments, to be about to grasp the
Bounder and box his ears right and
left, as he had dome twice beforc.
But he checked himself, turned to
the table, and picked up 2 cane.

SBmithy drew a deep, deep breath,
Hc knew, by the grip on the canc
and by the eruel gleam in the man’s
eyes, that he was going to have it
hard. :

But he had asked for it—he was
there, in Lamb’s study; and Quelch,
in the old days, would bave caned
him—though not as he could see that
the Lomb was going to cane him.

Lamb pointed to a chair with the
Cone,

“Bend over that chair, Vernom-
Smith 1

In rim silence the Bounder
ste towards the chair. In silence
e bent over it.

Then came the six !

The savage force that Lamb put
into the swi made the Bounder's
flesh almost cringe. He wonld not
utter a sound—he shut his teeth to
keep back yells of pain; but never,
in his days as a reckless hunter of
trouble, had Herbert Veraon-Smith
bad =0 severe a caning hefore.
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Even Mr. Lamb, savage a3 hie was,
etopped at the accustomed sixz. He
threw down the ecane,

“Let me find you in my study
again, Vernon-8mith, and you shall

regret it !” he said. “Now go ™
n ‘silence, with a white face, the
Bounder went.
HARD HIT!
ARRY WHARTON pave =0
jump,

“Smithy, old man!" ke
exclaimed,

He was on the Remove landing
when Vernon-Smith came up—and
the Bounder’s look startled him.

Smithy's face scocmed as white az
chalk, He was breathing in gasps,
and le walked unsteadily. At a
g‘l}ne:mi it could be seen that he had

through it hard. The captaiu of
the Remove was not always on the
best of torms with the Bonnder, and
he had little sympathy with his feud
againast Lamb. But he could not hely
fecling concerned at secing any fellow
in this state.

“YWhat on earth's happened,
Smithy ?” he cexclaimed. He touched
the Bounder’s nrm as he passed,

Vernon-Bmith did not speak., He
tramped on without a word, looking
neither to the right nor to the left,
to his study in the Remove.

Wharton stood looking after hLim,
coneerned and ﬂis_may:g, and then
followed hLim up the passage. He
Leard the startled voice of Tom Red-
wing, the Bounder's chnm in Study
No. 4, as Bmithy entered.

"Il%f' dear chap! What—".

“That cur!” ¢ Bounder’s voice
came clmkm% “That brute—that
hooligan—that spoofing rat, Lamb !”
tH{tTIj" Wharton stepped into the
study.

Ledwing gave him a dismayed look.
Vernon-Smith stood leaning on the
mnutuli:lecr:, breathing nnevenly. He
gave the captain of the Remove a
glnre,

“What do you want?” he snarled.

“Nothing, old chap, if you don’t
want me ' said Harry quietly, and
he stepped back to the doorway.

“You needn’t * snid Vernon-
Smith, ashamed perhaps of his savage
snap, for he could read only friendly
concern in Wharton's face. “8hut
the door, thongh—I don’t want to put
up an cxhibition to all the Remove !

Wharton shut the door and stood

it.

"“Did Lamb—" he asked. He
contld see that the Bonnder had had a
savage beating. Likely emough, he
had asked for it; but that was no
cxcuse for going over the limit.

*Yos ¥ said Vernon-Smith between
his teeth. *Lamb—the Pet Lamb—
the dear Baa-Lamb—the brute and
ruffian ! gad, I'll make him sorry
for it, too! Queleh unsed to lay it on
hard when his back was up—but
Quelech was mever a cruel brute.
That man is—a ernel brute !

“But why—>"
The Bounder gave a scoffing langh,
followed by a gasp of pain le counld

not re;%rma.
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“He caugiht me in his study ! he
said  “Queleh would have given me
six. Have you ever seen me crnmpled
up like this, after gix from Quelch #”

“No!” gaid Harry. “That msa’s
wot 4 savage spot in him, Smithy!
Did you J‘.‘Bi[ his study, or what#”

“"No—I hado't time! I'd done
nothing, only "—the Bounder sneered
—*I ducked out of sight, and if he
hadn't spotted me, I should have
heard what he was just going to
sph::-a.k into the tclephone. ‘'T'hat was
why."

“Why should he care about that?”
asked Hedwing, staring. “Even if
he were poing to speak on a private
matter, there couldn't be mueh harm
done, if a fellow happened to hear.”

“He's got his scercts!” said the
Bounder, *“He asked me if I were
spying in his study! What is there

tu spy on f
“Groodness knows!” said Harry
blankly. “Bunter might lock into a

man’s letters, like an inquisitive ass
—but he couldn't fancy wou wonld.
Are you sure that was what lie snid "

“Yes, that was the warﬂ-—-s]; ing [
said Vernon-Smith, “I'd like to
know what he waz afraid I might sec
there—and what bhe was afraid o
fellow might hear on the telephone.”

“*Afraid, old chap——" said DRed-
wing,

g i’es, afraid—as e was afraid of
meeting Quelch, as you jolly well
know. He slammed a door once when
he heard Bunter put uF Guelch's
voice in the passage—and he’s just as
afraid of a fellow spotting something
in his study! He's gpot secrets o
some kind.”

Wharton and Redwing made no
answer to that. They could hardly
picture an art master at a school
having secrets that were of much con-
sequence. The Bounder was keen,
but he was suspicious, too; and his
heliefs were coloured by his feelines,

Vernon-Smith gave a shuddering
wrirele, He was in pain, though,
with his nsual hardibood, he kept it
under, and would eladly have re-
nressed every sign of it, if he could.

“If the Head knew what a crucl
brate that man was, he wouldn’t let
him take charge of the Hemove—or
Htﬂi at Greyfriars at all!™ he said.
“The Head thinks he's soft, as all
the heaks do. I kvow the brute—it's
spoof from begiuning to end, though
why e plays such a game, I don't
know, Think the sort of man Lamb’s
tuken to be would cive any fellaw
what I've just had#”

“He's got a rolten temper when he
letg it rvip ! said Harry. “What the
thickens did vou ro to his study for?"

“Because he was out! I was going
to park crackers in his grate, as Price
of the Fifth did with hiz heak last
term, But he never knew that—
never kuew anything, except that I
was there. By gad! He's soing to
ait the crackers, all the same—not in
his study, though.”

The Bounder’s cvesz glintod,

“Don't Le a mad ass, Smithy!”
said Harry wncasily.  “AMuch better
to steer clear of the Lamb M

“1'll wateh it! He won't cateir me
when Lo oets the erackers to-nicht

said the Bounder. "
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“Lo-night'” repeated TRedwing.
“Smithy, you ass, if you went to a
beak’s room at night with crackers,
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“Oh, I shan't po fo lis room ™
sneered Smithy. *He keeps his door
locked at night——" ;

“How the dickens do you know "
askod Harry.

“Because I went to hia door onc
night with a squirt, that’s: how I”
sneered Vernon-Smith. “No getting
at him by his door. But he's got a
window,”

“His window’s twenty or thirty
feet from the ground,” said Wharton,
staring, “All the bed-room windows
are. o vou faney you could climb
to his window and chuck in
crackers, ron ass?

“No! I ean chuck a
stone through a pane,
though—"

“Smithy !” gasped Red-
winge, aphaat,

“I think that will rouse
him  out:™ said Smithy.

“And when he shows up at
the window, he gets the
erackers in a bundle.”

“You mael ass!” ex-
claimed Harry., “You'll be
gacked like n zhot if any-
thin$ of the kind comes
out ™

“1I know that: Are you
going out for a pre. when 1
et ont of the dorm to-
night?” jecred the Bounder.

“Don’t talk rvotl”
answered Wharton grufly.
“It's frightfully risky—
aud look here, it's not the
sort of thing a fellow can
do——"

“Ism't 1t:" said Smithy,
between hiz fecth. “You'll
gsee!l I shan’t sleep a lot
to-night—I shall be fecling
this all night aud all to-
morrow, too. I shan't nced

calling at wmidnight, I
vipeet.,  You'll sve!™

“For goodness’ sake,
smithy—"

“0Oh, chuck it! I'll make
that vicious little vat jump

THE MAGNELI—E)

to his work. His black hrow showed
that e was broodine over his resent-
ment and his schewe of vengeance.

After Em ., Tom spoke to his chum
before the Remove went down,

“Look here, Smithy, old man—"
he hegan.

The Bounder gave him a dark look.

““Are vou poing to spout pi-jaw?*
he asked, *If FOU are, you can save
vour breath!™

“I wish you'd chuck it!”

“@ive us o rest ™

“But look here—"

The Bounder slouched out of the
study, leaving Tom Redwing to finish
hiz sentenee to  the desert  air.
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uut!:;rf his skin! Wait and s ai S ) A e
"UNWell, T think yowre an  Crash! Harry Wharton’s elenched fist flashed ¢
ass ! Parker toppled backwards as if he had been sho}

“And I think you're a
fond I

The captain of the Remove left the
study without veplying to that. He
was sorry for smithy, and SY 1l
pathetic; but he did not want to
listen to wild schemes of vengeanee.

He rathier hoped that when the first
effecty of that li:‘-]-.:i:r:;r had worn off
Smithy would thiuk better of it, and
eive up that reckless scheme—for
there was not the slightest doubt
that such an act would cause a terrifio
connmnotion, and that it would mean
the sack for the perpetrator if he
wis  discovered.

What Harry Wharton hoped, Tom
Redwing hoped still more earnestly.
He was alavined for his wayward
chum in his present mood. But he
knew only too well that argument
was wasted on the obstinate Bounder.

At prop that cvening in Study No.
4 Verpop-Smith gayve Tii'_ﬂf: attenting

““ Give him ¢

Evidently, =withy's mind was mada
up.

CLUE OR NO CLUE?

OHN ROBINSON, the Head's
new chauffeur, stood in hia
room over the parage—a room

of which the window was carcfully
blacked out, not only for reasons of
ARP.

Joiin Robinson would mnot
liked an eye to fall on him.

The dark-haired, olive-skinned
chauffeur was rather strangely ncou-
ied. He was, in fact, taking off his
ark hair, revealing a close crop of
brown underncath it

Which undoubtedly would have
astonished any inhabitant of Grey-
friars School, except the headmaster,
who alone knew that Johm Robin-

havo
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son was Fervers TLocke, the ecle-
brated detective of Baker Street.

Havine placed that black hair in
a box, John Tebinson next proceeded
to remove his olive complexion.

iz face was thoughtful as he
worked.

Ferrers Locke, since he lhad been
at the school in the pguize of the
Head's chaufieur, had been a bus
man. True, in days of ratione
petrol, the car was not so much used
as of old. It was by night that the
Baker Street detective put in most
of hiz work, secking for a sien of
Slim Jim, the eracksman—known
to be working that neighbonrhood.

put, catching the pimply man on his chin.
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“ That’s the stuff ! ** squeaked Bessie Bunter.

some more IV

et

Scotland Yard had hunted Slim Jim

for years. More than once, Ferrers
locke had thought of taking up the
trail of the mysterious and elusive

cracksman—and now the ki{]n:mpin%
of Mr. Quelch, the BEcmove master o
Greyfriars, made it necezsary for him
to dn so, since Dr. Locke had called
him in to search for the kidnapped
Roemove master,

Only Mr. Quelelt ad ever seen that
man of mystery unmasked., Quelch
had been kidnapped for the cracks-
man's safety. Where he was hidden
away it was impeossible to surmise,
buf if 5lim Jim was laid by the heels
the rescue of the kidpapped Form-
master wonld follow.

Who was Slim Jim?

A dozen times or more he had been
gcen, but always with a black mask
coverine his face, His name was ag

unknown as hizs louks, Slim Jim
was merely o police nicknanie, applied
to him beeausze he was koown to Lo
able to wedzn his way into o building
by small windows, to which ke seemed
to climb a3 actively az o eatb.

In hia daily life ke might have
been  auvthinr—thn only certainty
was that bhe kept up  rvespectabie
appeavanecs o he would have been
suspected hefore this,

What was he?

There had never boen a clue—till
now! Was ihere o clug now?
Ferrers Locks was not sure! Dut he
was coing {0 be sure.

It was slim Jim’s way to centrc on
zome vicinity, eracking crib after erib
within n wide radius, then
suddenly ceasing after a
row woeks or months to be
heard of there—or to be
freard of at all till his well-
kuown slyle was detected in
anuiher neighbourhood, per-
liaps o hungdred miles away.

Bid that mean that he
was n man who teock up
some post of a temnporar
lind, nud vemained in it till
his term of engagement
expired—-leading an unsus-
pected life outwardly while
in the dark of the night he
donned the black mask of
the safe-cracker?

Locke believed that it did.

It was to be in the centre
of Slim Jim'as prescent
Jmnting-ground, unsuns-
nected, that Locke Thad
taken up his quarters as the
Hcad's chauffeur at Grey-
friars School. That Slim
Jim, in his outward, re-
«pectable  charvacter, had
vigsited the school at least
ouce, he suspected—the kid-
vapping of Queleh scemed
to indicate as much. But
that the sceret cracksman
was to be found at Grey-
friars was an idea that had
neyer crossed Locke's mind
~£1ll now.

But now—

Now he did not think it
probable. But it was pos-
Mr. sible—and the remotest clue
was worth following up.

Billy Bunter —all un-
knowing-—had given Locke
that elue—if it was a elue. The kid-
napped waster’s voice had been heard
in the scliool—and Dr. Locke had
reported it to the Baker Street detee-
tive—with the result that the fat
ventriloguist had beer discovered and
warned off.

If that had been all, Locke wonld
have dismissed the matter from his
mind. Bat it was not all. From
Bunter, Locke had heard of the
Bounder's campaign—and that Lamb,
for somc inexplicable reason, was
alarmed when Quelch was sunposed
to be in the offing.

There was one man, undoubtedly,
who hod cause for fear if Mr. Quelch
came in sicht of him—Slim Jim,
whose features the Remove master
knew,

And Mr. T.amb had been known to
lock Liz door when Ouneleh was sop-
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ozl owing to the trickery of Billy

unter, to have got back to Grev-
friars, and on another occasion I«
had slammed a study door whrn
Queleh’s supposed voice was leprd
in o passage, .

Why?

Wazs he, as he looked, a nervous
little ass, liable to be startled by
anything out of the commaon? Or was
it poseible that Le had & reason of his
own for fearing to meet the gimlet
eyes of Henry Samucl Quelch?

Was this the clue Ferrers Locke
had so long and so patiently sought?

Sinee that interview with Bunter,
Locke had made a few disercct in-

wiries, Lamb was & pew man at

reyfriars—he bad arrived on the
very day that Quelch had been kid-
1na 3
ad Elim Jim then scen the mon
who kunew his face, realised that lc
was a master in the school at which
he had just taken up & post, and
struck his blow promptly to avert
danger?

If so, he must have seen Quelch
without Quelch having seem Dim.
That was likely enough. At the first

limpse of the man who kpew his
ace, the ecracksman would be in-
stantly on his sunavd,

Was it possible?

The Lamb looked the part he
played—an amiable ass, unmrrci-
tully raiged by the junicrs. But
Ferrers Locke had not forgotten one
oceasion when he had come on
the Lamb whopping Billy DBunter
so savagely that he had felt called on
to interyeme. There was an anovy
and ernédl temper hidden under the
docile exterior of tho little mt
master,

And he was a man below the
medinm size. 3lim Jim also was o
man below the medium size. He had
taken up 8 post in this district—the
distriet that Slim Jim was working.
A erib had been crocked during the
Christmas holidays; Mr. Lamb had
spent part of the helidays at the
school.

Ferrers Locke had been keeping an
eve open for Mr. Lamb for some days.
That afternoon he had scen 3Mr. Lawmh
leaving the school; and the Head's
chaunflenr had taken a walk in the
some direction.

Harry Wharton & Co., when they
stood sheltered from the rain under
the veranda at Sea View, had little
?'IIEEEETI that John Hobinson, when
1e passed the gate, had heen shadow-
ing the art master, who had passed o
few minutes carlicr.

But that shadowing had told the
detective nothing, Mr. Lamb Tiacd
walked the length of the <liff voad.
He had walked into Pegz and stopped
for shelter and a eup of coffec at the
Anchor Inn thers. Then he had
walked hack to Greyfriars Scheol.
And that was all! Certainly he Laid
met no person of a suspicious Rind.
Tlc hind met no one at all. Cevtamly.
too, e had net been surveying the
eround for futurc operations by Slim
Tim. His walk had taken him by the
unoccupicd bungalows on the cliff
road. If he had gone out with any
intention but that of taking a walk

he had changed that intention,
Tite Awewer Lipmany —n. 1 £R5
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though e certainly did not know that
he was being shadowed—Locke was
sure of that.

Ferrers Locke was turning it over
in his mind, as he removed his out-
ward appearance of John Robinson
and assumed another disgunise—hia
fuce disappearing under a thick beard
and moustache and heavy, shappy
¢yebrows,

One thing, at all events, was clear
—if by any chance the new art master
at Grevfriars was Blim Jim, he had
to get out of the school at night to
carry on the crackeman game.

For several nights Locke had con-
ventrated on the window of Lamb's
room. That window was high from
the ground—but there was an old
oak closo by it, and Blim Jim was
known to be an active and nimblen
climber. If he left the school ot
night, that would turm a vague sus-
picien into something like certainty
—and if he did, it was most likely by
that window, in the shadow of the
hranches of o tall trec, that he wonld
lenve.

Whether he wae at last on the trail
or not, Ferrers Locke did not kanow.
But he was going to give Mr. Lamh
his very special attention until he wos
sure about him, one way or the other.

He switched off the licht, and in
darkness step down the staircase
at the side of the gnmgﬂ building.
With hardly a sound, he let himeelf
ont at the door into the dark night.

A ahﬂrgcwin& and a epot or two of
rain greeted him, Silent as a shadow,
he moved away in the ploom.

There was no light from any
wi}l{lmfl in :31& El-:hml;fii]_m] l:lack—;:'g
reigned 3 not & gleam of light esen
from the buildiglg.

Ferrers Locke reached the spot at
the back of the house where Mr,
Tamb's window looked out into the
branclies of an ancient oak. He took
up his position behind the trovk of
the trec—a great trunk, more than
thiee foct in thickness.

From that cover, the detective’s eve
wasa on Mr, Lamb’s window—wet and
rlimmerine  faintly in” the gloon.
For scveral nights he had watched as
he was watching now—and nothing
had happened. But he was icily
paticnt.

And if an'_r,'tllin¥ was going to
bhappen, 1t was likely to happen soon,
he knew that. Slim Jim's last exploit
in the erib-cracking line was more
than a week old, Seldom did he nllow
a longer period to elapse between two
jobs when he was working a special
neighbourhood.

Locke, a dark shadow Llotted out
in darkness under the tree, waited
and watched, indifferent to the long
minntes that dragged slewly by,

He was early on his watch, but le
hardly expected anything to happen,
if auything happened at all, bhefore
midoieht. Slim Jim—if the man was
Slim Jim—conld swing himself down
easily by way of that tree, high as
the window was—and the spot was in
deep ploom, XF he eame at all, he
would come that way—unlesz he took
thic alarm—and the detective was not
likely to give an alarm,

Dully through the dim, damp night
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came the chime of twelve,
midnight.
e waited.

His eyes were fixed on the fointly
glimmering window,

There was no movement at that
window., But suddenly a sound came
to the detective's ears—the sound of
stealthy approaching footsteps.

He gave a start.

He had been on the watch for over
an lhour. Lamb's window had not
opencd. Lamb, whether he was sleep-
ing or not, was in his room. Who
was approaching softly and stealthily,
ntfcrmg in the silence and darkncss
of the night?

Ferrers Locke atilled his breathin
as a dork, muffled figure loome
dindy in the gloom and stood under
the shadowy branches, staring up at
Mr. Lamb's window !

From behind the tree, Locke’s eyes
fixed in perplexed surprisc on that
sliadowy figure!

Evidently the Baker Street detec-
tive was not the only person at Grey-
friavte who was interested in Mr,
Jamb’s window at the silent hour of
midniglht !

It was

THE BOUNDER'S JAPE!

HOE cold wind blew, with a
sprinkle of raindrops, in the
face of the junior who opened

the window of the Remove box-room
as the boom of midnight echoed dully
through the gloom.

The Bounder of Greyfriars looked

out into the winter nipght.

He wos warmly clad in coat and
muffler, with a cap pulled low over
his forehead, but the January might
was bitter. The leads below the box-
room window glistened with wet,

It was not an attractive expedition
on which Smithy was bound—a cold,
wet night, and the absolute certainty
of expulsion if he was found out. But
he did not think for a moment of
hesitating, If ﬂnlg because he had
said that he wonld do it, the Bounder
was determined to carry on, reckless
of danger, and reckless of consc-
gnences.

He had crept quietly from bed, and
dressed silently in the dark. Not
even Tom Redwing had awakened.
He Lad crept down to the Remove
passage, and was now in the box-room
at the end of that passage—by the
window of which the scapegrace  of
Greyiriars had broken hounds many
a time and oft, It had been casy
enough for him to keep awake that
night—aching from that tremendous
licking in the Lamb’s study.

For a minute he stood looking
from the window, then quietly he
clambered out.

Standing on the leads. he shut down
the sash to within an inch or so.

1t was s]it.g on the wet Ieads.
He trod cau ﬂ'llEij' to the edge, where
a rainpipe gave a rather perilous
desceut to the earth,

Carefully he lowered himself,
grasping the rainpipe, and descended
hand below hand.

There was hardly a glimmer of
gtars in the rainy sky. But the
Bouunder knew his way well enough in
the dark.

He skirted the bmildings, and five
minutes later &tood wunder the
shad branches of the big old oak,
under the Lamb's window.

He stared up at that window,
faintly glistening, his face set and
bitter. is hoand in his overcont
pocket rested om the bundle of
crackoers,

His plan was ent and dried. With
o nerve that no other fellow at Grey-
frinrs posscesed, ho was going to fling
a stone up at that window, breaking
a pane. That was sure fo bring the
occupant of the room to the window
to see what was happening.

It was sure, also, to earn the
Bounder a sentence of expulsion, if it
was discovercd that he had dono it!
But to that, in his present bitter and
vengeful mood, he gave not a single
thought,

Lamb, if the Bounder calculated
correctly, would open the window and
look out. There could hardly be any
doubt about that. As soon as the
window was open, Emith{hwna poing
to tonch off the fuse of the crackers
with a match and hurl the bundle
into the room above. The sudden
roar of exploding crackers in his room
in the middle of the night could
hardly fail to make the Lamb jump
ont his gkin, as the Bounder ha
expressed it.

Vernon-Smith stood there for some
minutes, watching the window—little
drcaming that behind the trunk of
the oak, only a fow fcet distant,
another prowler of the night wos
watching him !

Ferrers Locke made no sound.

He was wutterly amazed by the
arrival of the shadowy figure he was
watching. But from its height, if
nothing else, he soon discerned that
it was a schoolboy—and althoungh e
could not make out Vernon-Smith
in the dark, there was something
familiar in the fizure—he knew that
it must be some Greyiriars junior he
had seen before.

Why he was there at such an hour
was an utter myﬂ‘tc;i( to the Baker
Street  detective. e waited, and
watched, in gilence.

Vernon-Smith stirred at length,
He stooped and groped on the ground,
and rose with a stone in his hand.

But a3 he turned his eyes on the
window again, he pave a start. Ho
didd »ot necd that stome, after all.
The window was opening.

In blank amazement the Bounder
stared up, unscen himself.

It was past midnight. But the
lower sash of the Lamb’s window was
pushing up without a sound. Dim as
it wns, Smithy conld make out a head
and shoulders at the open window,
leaning out, looking down, and
apparcutly watching and listening.

To Smithy, thisa was utterly uan-
expected and surprisi A breaking
ne of glass certainly would have
rawn the Lamb to ‘the window, But
nothing had happened—there had
been no alarm of any kind. For what
mysterious reason was the art master
of Greyfrinrs opening his window in
the middle of the night, when all
others ale'pt'?
Smithy’s hcart beat faster. Could



the man suspeet him—did he kuow or
¢ was there?

guess that

But it wos impossible! How could
the Lamb know? It was not om
account of Vernon-Smith that he had
opened that window. To Smithy, it
was simply a puszle.

To Ferrers e, it was not. He
had half-expected it! It was com-
firmation of his suspicion. Amnd the
detective set his lips hard.

If Lamb descended from that
window by way of the old cak, all
he had to do was to shadow him and
he would know all—if that schoolboy
had not bees on the ! IThat was
likely to spoil everything

Fu{ a long minute, Vernon-Smith
stared up at that shadowy bead and
shounlders at the window. To him, it
did not occur that Lamb had any idea
of descending from the window. He
only wondered why the man bad
opened ‘it at all, at such an hour and
on auch a night. )

But that mattered nothing to him.
This was his chance! He dropped
the stone quietly, and jﬂl‘kﬂd the
bundle of crackers from his pockets.

About a  dozen repeating
crackers were fastenmed together in a
close bundle, the fusea intertwined.
Keeping well back in the shadows,
Smithy scratched a match, touched
the fuse with the flame, and almoat
jn the same moment hurled the
bundle up at the open window.

It shot through window, a foot
from the art master's head, and
landed in the room within.

He heard a startled exclamation
from the man at the window. That
whizzing past his ear warned Lamb
that someone was below. Iuntan;tjs,
the head and shoulders disappeared,
and the sash was shut down.

But the fireworks were already in
the room. Following the sudden
shutting of the sash came the bang
of the explosion.

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang,
bang !

In the silence of the night the din
of the exploding crackers {fairly
roared. The sound rea the
Bounder's cars, even at the distance.

Bang, bang, bang, bang ! _

Vernon-Smith chuckled, He pic-
tured Lamb dancing round and splut-
tering in the dark, startled out of his
wits by that sudden, deafening explo-
sion in his room.

Bang, bang, bang!

The Bounder stayed no longer. Ie
cut away in the dark—he had to get
back to hiz dormitory as rapidiy as
he could. It was quite ible that
the whole House might be roused b.]r
that roar of fireworks in Lamb's
To0In.

Ferrers Locke stood gritting his
teeth.

Until it happened, he had not had
the remotest 1dea of the Bounder’'s
intention. Now it was too late!

Lamb, it was certain, would never
emerge by that window now—if such
had n hia intention—mnot now he
knew that someone had been below—
and might still be below. If Lamb
wag Slim Jim, he had been warned
~—he would never use that window as
a means of egress again. What other
window—among hundreds T

Locke breathed hard and deep.

EVERY SATURDAY

He had been on the verge of mak-
ing a discovery—of learning the
truth, whatever it was—of either

inF Slim Jim, or eliminating
mb from the case Now he was
leit where he had started!
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PROCLAMATION
BY THE REMOVE!
OYEZ! OYEZ! OYEZ!

WHEREAS William Gcorge
Bunitcr, Esguwire, hercinafter
called the Fat Frawd, oid on
Wednesday last pick up in the
Ouadrangle a wallet containing
a flve-pound notie, the properviy
of Cedric Hilton, Esquire, of
the Fifth Form—

AND WHEREAS he did not
immediately wrefoon the =said
wallel to its owner, but did firat
of all feloniously and with malice
aforcthought exhibit the said
Aver about the Remove 03 o
remitiance fromn  Rhis  paler,
William: Samuel Bunter, Es-
quive, of Bunier Couri—

AND WHEREAS he did then
secretly return the fiver to ils
owner. at the same Hme in-
viting hiz guileless comrades
in the Remove lo o fecd at the
Courtfield

AND WHEREAS he did take
halfthe Form, with considerable
steank and much patronage,
to the Bupshop aforesaid, ond
therve ordered foodsiuffs right
and [eft without regard {o

Crpense—

AND WHEREAS ke did Iim-
self wallk into the lion's share
of this feed, and conswmed
enough tuck to keep a healthy
elephant for a forinight—

I?IJND H’?-HEREAE ig did tran-
gpive, wohen the bill tcas pre-
gented, that he had only four-

in his pocket, and that the
fver aforesaid was the properiy

o Fifth Form man—

AND WHEREAS his gucsts

then had the pleasure of paying

six pounds fourieen shillings
and £ for his misdeeds—
NO BE I'' ENOWN that

the Grand Council of the Re-
move in conclave assembled
have indicted the said Fal
Fraud for malicious and whole-
sale spooflng, and have resolved,
under the Great Seal of the
Form, io make his fat life a
mizery ag from this date.

THEREFORE it iz herechy
rommeanded that all loyal and
faithfud cilizens of the Remove
do al every opportunity impress
upon the said Fat Frawd the
decision of the Grand Council,
by means of Bumpings, Rag-
gings, Duckings, Bootings, and
B of the Ege.

HEREAFTER FAIL NOT AT
YOUR PERIL.

Sigmed for the Grand Council,

PETER TODD,
Attorney-Gencral.

He suspected—but he did not know
—the chance, or rather the cerfainty,
had been dashed away by a wild and
reckless schoolboy jape. There was
nothing for it, but to exercise
paticnce—for John Robinson to ca
un,+t:1lt the garage, and watch an
wailt !
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Little did the Boumder of Grey-
friars guess the harm he had done, as
he scuttled back to his dormitory, in
the dark, and plunged into bed.

A PUZZLE !
_s OU assI”
i Harry Wharton made
that remark, to the
Bounder, after breakfast the mext

morning.

Smithy grinned,

“Heard any news?" ‘he inquired,

“Well, yes, as the whole House is
talking about it,” said Harry. "It
was you, I suEpn-aed—-—-"

“I wonder!” drawled Smithy.

“There’s l:ring’ to be a row, you
can bet on that!™ said the captain of
the Remove. “As far as I've heard,
Lamb’s said nothing, blessed if I
know why. ]3'4.1\1;1.d{:r1m:|153r of people
E@E':Illitttu have heard that bavg in the
night.”

g'It- was lowd enough to be
heard !” agreed the grinning Bounder.

“You howling ass! I've just heard
Prout saying to Capper that le
thought it was bombe, when it woke
him up.”

“0Oh, my hat!” ejacnlated Smithy.
“Did old Pompous think Hitler was
afteirthim?t : ha]; ha 1* ;

“It's not a laughing matter, you
fathead [* said ‘rghaﬁun, fl'{l"i'F;:lijl;g.
“A fellow's expected to have more-
sense. The Lamb’s such a nervous
little ass, it might have startled him
out of his wits’”

The Bounder laughed

“He isn't the nervous little ass lic
makes out,” he-answered. “'That’s

ell spoof! He's as hard as nails,
under it 1"

“Oh, rot! There’ll he a row!"
said Harry. “It's the sack if it
comes out !

“It won't!” said the Bounder
coolly, “I've covered up my tracks
pretty well. They can't prove any-
thing—eéven if the Lamb suspects.

And it looks to me as if he doesn't
mean to say anything. I've heard
talk about a bang in the night, but
nothing about the bang having lLap-
pened 1n Lamb’s room. He doesu't
seem to have told anybody that.”
“Yee, that’s so I admitted Harry,
uzzled. “But he's bound to raise

ain about it all the same—any beak
would I*

“I'm not so sure !™ sneered Smithy.
“Lamb may not want to step into the
limelight! There's a few thin
about the jolly old Lamb that mﬁ
me quite a lot—and he ma nu‘ap want
the whole school puzzling about them.
For instance, it's a bit uncommon for
a beak to turn out of bed and open
his window after midnight, isn't it "

Harry Wharton started.

“Very, I should think,” he
answered. “I've heard that old Prout
sometimes rolls out, when ke can’t
sleep, but I can’t see him opening his
window at midnight on a rainy
January night. Do you mean to 2ay
that that was what the Lamb did ™

“Just that! I was going to erack a
pane, to make him do it, but he saved
me the trouble opening  the
window on lis own.
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“At midaight !’ ejaculated Whar-
ton.

“ About a guarter past.”

[ A“ﬂ. Fm‘___'“_tl

" Lamb having been so oblizing s=
to open the window, I shied the
crackers in 1" eaid the Bounder coolly.
“He shut the window the mnext
moment, with the crackers inside.
If e kicks up a shindy about those
crackers, he will make a lot of fellows
wonder why his window was opened
at midnight."

Haorry

“Yow're sure?”
blankly.

“G@o ronnd and lock at the window !
You'll sec that it's not broken! But
the erackers went in all right.”

“Well, I'm bleased if I can make it
out!” said Harry. “ May have wanted
a spot of fresh air .if he conldn’t
sleep, but a rainy and windy night—
it's gueer.”

e looked rather suspiciously at the
Eounder. ) ]

“You're not pulling my leg?” he
asked.

“Not nt all, old bean! I ean’t
make that man out!” said Vernon-
“mith. *“He's as Lhard as nails, az
savage as a wolf, and he puts up a
show of heing o tame bunny rabbit.
He gets the wind up at & hiné that
old Queleh has comé back—yet he's
suppesed never to have met Queleh !
Never met him, yet khows the old
Lean's voice as well as wo do! Mo
pitchies into me like a hooligan, be-
couge I mearly heard him on the
phene. What was lLe goine to say
that was so fearfully secret? And he
turns out of bed at midnight and
opens his window, Why? Was he
going out#”

"Going ont—by the window ¥

“I never thought of it at the time.
I've wonderell since,” said the
Bonnder coolly.

“If he wanted to po out, I shounlkl
think Le would go out by the door!™
said  Hairy harton, laughing.
“Teople generally do.”

“Unless it was o sceret—as sccret
as what lic was going to eny on the
phonc, when he spotted me behind his
desk.”

“But why ¥

“No rood nsking me that! I've
zaid that Le's got his seercts—I don't
knew what they are.”

*Well, T think you're an ass—and
rou'd better not tell that story up
and down the Remove!™ said Harrr,

“What will you bet that he'll sax
nothiage about those crackers having
rore off in his room ¥’ asked the
Bouunder.

“Fathead! I jolly well konow he
will make a row about it.”

“And if he deesn’t?’ persisted
Smithy.

“If he doesn't, it will look jolly
gueer ! But be will 1”

“Wait and see!” grinned Vernon-
Smith.

The bell for classea ealled the
Liemove to their Form-room.

Marry Wharton gave the Lamb a
very curious look when he let the

asked

Hemove in.
'The Lamb presented his  usual
amiable aspect. Ho bleated his

naual rood-tempered pood-morning to
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liix Form. If he had any suspicion
that the jape of the previous aight
had been trated by n member
?tf his Form, he made no nllusion to
it.

He did not ecem unduly disturbed.
If he had jumped out of his skin
when those crackers banged in his
room, ho had guite recovered.

Twice or thrice, however, Wharton
noticed that his eyes fixed on the
Bounder in a very penetrating way,
anrd he wondered wlgﬁthr:t Lamb sus-
pected Smithy. It was probable
caough, in view of the whugping he
had given Smithy in his study.

At all events, nothing was said on
the subject,

Wharton was more puzzled than
ever when the Remove went out in
brealk.

But Lhe was not only pussled, but
quite startled when, o little later,
coming intoe the House, he
Mr. Lamb and Mr, Capper at the
door, and gome of their words floated
to his cars as he passed,

“No one,” Mr. Capper was saying,
“scems to know exactly what oc-
enrred. Prout fancied at the time it
was enemy raiders.  What did you
think, Mr. Lamb?*

“I am afraid I heard nothing !
gaid the Lamb. “I am a very sound
sleeper—very sound indeed. And T
had a longr walk yesterday afternoon
—a very long walk, which made me
unusually tired, so perhaps I slept
more soundly than usual.”

“I heard it most distinetly ! =zaid
Mr. Capper. "I should have said
that it came from one of the masters’
ropms. But I ean léarn nothing
about it. You actually did mnot hear
it at all, Mr. Lamly?"

“No, as I sleep so soundly—"

Harry Wharton heard no more as
he passcd on. He went up the stair-
case in guite a bewildered frame of
mind,

smithy was right—the Lamb in-
tended to say mothing. Such an oe-
currence might have been ex

to causc a terrific commotion. Yot
the Lamb was not only going to say
nothing, but he was taking the

trouble to conceal the fact that the
firework explosion had oecurred in his
room. Why? Did he, ns Smithy
snggested, er not to draw atten-
tion to the fact that Le was up at
midnight, and had opened his win-
dow? But again, why?

It was a puzzle. But the captain
of the Remove could not help think-
ing that it backed up Smithy's sus-
picion—that the Pet Lamb of Grey-
{rinm was o man who had secrets to
Zeep.

— e

TROUBLE !
“P SAY, you fellows—1"
“Don't " interjected Bob
Glmr‘?r.
“Eh? harrer you mean?” de-

manded Billy Bunter,

“Don’t say anything! You say too
much! Give that gy chin of
yours a rest ! Chins ain’t supposed to

- non-stop !

“You &illy asz!” roaved Billy
Bunter, "1 say—-=

“rTlmre you go again! Pack it
“ +IJ

E'-Tlm sayfulness is terrific,
esteemed awful Buoter ! inmed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “Erpﬂmh-
fulness is silvery, but silence is the
bird in hand that goes longest to the

well and saves a stitch in time, as

the English proverb remarks,”
“1 8a " roared Bunter.
“He's wound wup!”  remarked

Johnny Buall.

“1 say—" ahricked the fat Owl.

“ Bow-wow [*

The Famous Five, in the quad aftor
dinnor, wero talking football, and
that topiec secmed to absorb their at-
tention, leaving them with no desire
for Billy Bunter’s conversation.

Harry Wharton waved a hand at
the fat Owl.

“Go and talk to Fishy!" he sug-
ﬁ-atm]. “If you must wag your chin
shy will let yow talk if you lot

Lim talk twice as much.”

“Good egp!” said Bob heartily.
“Cut off, Bunter! There's Fishy
]l::?m: by the clms—go and eay it to

im."

“Yon H-ill?" ass!" roared Billy
Bunter. “It's a8 messape from the
Baa-Lamb

“Oh! Cough it up, then!”

“And you’'re jolly well going to be
whnppuﬂ?ntnn, the Ii:}t of j*uui.f” gaid -
Billy Bunter. “And if gnu ask me,
it serves yom jolly well right !*

“'Nobody asked you, sir,’ she
gnid " chanted Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha I*

“Well, you've got to go to Lamb's
gtndy !" snorted Bunter., “He'z just
told me to find you and send yon
there. I expeoet it's 8 whopping—in
fact, I know it is. And I shall jolly
well laugh when yon come out wrig-
gling—so yah ¥

And the indignant fat Owl rolled
FI‘W-. "

o q“.?lmt the dickens does Lamb want
;lm lot nil uhaJ for ¥ n.alkeﬂ Frank

‘ugent, “ Nothing's up, 1 supposer”

“Can't be a vﬁmpp?ug, anyhow,*
saitd Bobh. “Lamb was all right in
Form this morning. Blow the man
—let’s go!”

And the Famous Five, wondering
what was up, if anything was, re-
paired to their Form-master’s study.

Mr. Lamb was at his drawing-
board, with a brush dip in Indian
ink in his hand, when they presented
themselves. He laid down that
brush @s the jumiors entered, and
stepped to his table—on which lay a
canc.

Ten eyes turned om that eane—
ratherr uncasily. Five conseiences
were quite elear; but it certainly
looked as if the cane was going to be
featured in this interview,

Har Whaton wondered for a
moment whether the Lamb suspected
the Co. of having been concerned in
the firework episode of the previous
:u]ight. He could think of nothing
else.

“ Bunter said you wanted us, sir!”
aaid ]Iurxg.

“Oh! Yes! Quite so, Wharton |
bleated the Lamb, Ewring at him
over his glasses in his owlish way.
“I regret—I regret very much—that
it is my duty to punish you."”



“Indeed, sir! May I ask what we
have done?” inquired Wharton.

“Certainly, certainly! This matter
ias been placed in my hands, as your
Form-master I explained Mr. Lamb.
“I dislike administering punishment
in my Form, ae 1 am sure you all
realise—l do not think I hawve ever
imd occasion to pumish any of youw &o
AT—"

“Why break the record, sir?” sug-
gested Bob Cherry affably. ;

“Eh? What?" The Lamb blinked
at him. “I am sorry, Cherry—very
gorry; but 1 cannot pass this matter
over—sluch a very serious matter as
trcapassing on private pro;;eﬂj, and
assaulting the caretaker of the pre-
mises—a very serious and disgraceful
mﬂttﬂr—ﬂ l

“0Oh!” pasped the Famous Five,
all together.

They understood now what was up.

They. had, az a matter of fact,
almost forgotten the row with the
pimply man, and Mr. Parker's threat
of II;J.rm.f!:ulr: to - come. But now, it
gecmed, Mr. Parker had earried out
his threat of complaining at Grey-
friars of the trespass. .

“Will you please let us explain,
gir?” asked Ha Wharton quietly.

“There is mnothing to explain,
Wharton., A complaint has been re-
ceived that five Greyfriars boys tres-
passed yesterday afterncon, at a place
called—what was it—Ocean Prospect,
I think o

* Sea View, sir I said Bob.

“Yes, yes, yes, Sea View !” assented
the Lamb., “Sea View, certainly.
No names could be given, ouly the
number of the boys concerned; but
as it happens, I chanced to walk in
that direction yesterday afternoon,
and I saw you at some building——"

“Yes, sir; but—"

“I do not know whether that build-
ing was Sea View, but I have no
doubt that it was, in the circum-
stances—please tell me, at once,
whether it was at Sea View that 1
saw you—"

“Yes, it was! But—" i

“Then that settles the matter,” said
Mr. Lamb.

“If you will listen, sir—"

“Certainly, certainly [” said Mr.
Lamb nm:ia{d “ According to the
report that has been received, the

caretaker, a man named Barker——"
“Parker, air!”
“Waa it Parker? Waell, well, the
earetaker, at all events, ordered the

boys away, and they refused to go
anﬁﬂ one n::f them ck him. I;
that ecorrecte™

The Famous Five looked rather

grim. Put like that, it really did
sound rather scrious.

“That is correct, as far as it goes,
gir " said Harry. “But please let
me explain. You will remember that
the rain was falling heavily—"

“No doubt, no doubt !” agreed Mr,

Lamb. “1I was aifraid that I might
catch a cold. Furtunat&!;, I did
not! But go on, Wharton.”

“ There were three Cliff House girla
with us, sir. We got into the
veranda for shelter from the rain.
The man Parker was not there when
we arrived—he come out of an - air-
raid shelter in the parden, after we
were there. We asked him civilly to
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let us shelter from the rain, and he
refused. We counld not take the girls
out into the rain, sir—one of them,
in fact, refused to go out in the rain,
and we could not leave her there. The
man was a surly brunte——"

“No doubt! No doubt! But
trespass——" Mr, Lamb picked u
the cane. “ And striking a blow——"

“1 punched the mon, sir; but not
till he laid hands on me!” said the
captain of the Remove,

“Y am afraid, Wharton, that what
oll say is no excuse! A caretaker

as & legal right to order tres s
off his premises—indeed, his em-
ployer would doubtless expect as
much of him—and he has, I believe, &
right to use force if such trespassers
refuse to leave. Trespassing 18 a very
serious thing—it is an actual infrac-
tion of the law.” :

“We were not trespassing!”
grunted Johnny Bull. “Anyone in a
civilised country has a right to ask
to stand under a veranda roof, in a
downpour of raip.”

“We should have left, but for the
girls !” said Harry. “We couldn't

them drenched to please that

surly brute I* .

“Quite so, quite so!” said Mr,
Lamb. “I understand perfectly—but
the fact remaine that o trespass, and
an act of violence, were committed,
and that this man Barker—or Parker
—actually threatens to report the
matter to the police, which would be
very disgraceful to the achool. It is
very unfortunate; but you most cer-
tainly should not have trespassed, and
still ‘more, should not have struck a
man who was only doing his duty to
his employer. You will bend over
the table, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton drew a decp breath.

So far as he could make out, Parker
must have complained to the Head,
and Dr. Locke had left the matter to
the Lamb, as the Form-master con-
cerned. The Lamb had not said so,

but that was the impression his words
ave
¢ The Famous Five were to ke

punished, as if they were a mob of
young hooligans who had trespassed
snd kicked up a shindy. It was un-
just; and Wharton's anger
and resentment were rising fast.

“Do you hear me, Wharton?” said
Mr. Lamb.

“Will you kindly tell us, sir, what
else we comld have done when there
were three girls in the party, and the
rain was coming down in torremts?”
asked the captain of the Remove, his
eyes flashing.

“1 think, Wharton, that you ehould
not have tres in the first
place,” said Mr. Lamb. “I am bound
to impress upon you that such things
must not occur, lest there should be
any reeurrence of this disagreeable
episode. I advise you to keep a dis-
tance from Ocean View—I mean, Sea
View—aa the caretaker is, as yon say,
aurly. Bend over the table, please.”

In silence, with deep feelings, the
captain of the Remove bent over the
atu.dg table.

VWhat followed was rather a surprise
to the Co. Lamb was said merely to
flick on the rare occasions when he
did use the came. Certainly he had

i7

made & very marked exception in the
Bounder's case.

But he did not flick now! He laid
on six strokea with a heavy hand—a
tougher six than Mr. Quelch had ever
handed omt to any member of his
Form.

Wharton made no sound, but hia
face was a little pale, and his eyes
emouldering, when it was over, and he
stﬁgsped back.

ne by one the other four went
throngh it. And in each case it was a
full six—and every stroke well laid
on. Seldom, if ever, had the whole
Co., together, pone through it like
that,

Mr. Lamb laid down the cane.

“1 am Eﬂl'l?' for this[” he bleated.
“¥ery sorry! I dislike very much
administering punishment. a not
let anything of the kind occur again.
You may leave my study!”

The Famous Five left the study in
silence, With deep. feelings, they
went down the passapge.

At the corner, a grinning fat face
greeted them.

“He, he, he! I say, you fellows,
did it hurt?” inquired Billy Bunter
agree-nhlg. “1 say—yarooooh [*

Bob Cherry kicked Bunter, and the
Famous Five passed on, leaving him
roaring. They went out into the
quad in grim silence.

Harry Wharton broke the silence.

“Smithy’s right about that man |”
he said. * His fluffy ways are all put
on—he's a brute !

And the Co. nodded a dismal assent.
So far as the Famous Five were con-
cerned, the Pet Lamb’s popularity
was down to zero.

THE IRON HAND IN THE
VELVET GLOVE |

ANG !
B It was a desk-lid dropping

suddenly, It sounded hke a
rifie-shot,.

Bolsover major was the enlprit.

It was Saturday morning in the
Remove Form room, and Bolsover
seemed dis for a little fun with
the docile Lamb.

= ﬂy goodness I The Lamb peered
round over his gold-rimmed glasses.
“What—what was that?”

“Sorry, sir—quite an accident!®
yvawned Bolsover major.

“You must be more careful, Bol-
sover—you must really be more
careful I” bleated the Lamb, “You
startled me very much. I am sure
that you did not intemd to do so,
Bolsover—but, actually, I was very
startled. Please, please be more
careful !*

Bolsover major winked at Skinner,

Evidently that soft:ass, the Pct
Lamb, was in one of his most amiable
and unsuspicious moods. This was a
chance for everybody,

Bang!
It was Billy Bunter next,
Bolsover having got by safely, the

fat Owl was following his shining
example. Bunter banged his desk-lid
as hard as he could,
“Dear me! Was that
Bunter?” exclaimed the Lamb.
THE Alaexer L1sRARY.—No. 1,666,
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0N, no, sir! Not me, sir!” said
Bunter hurriedly, He remembered
that the Tiamb, when he-did got
shirty, had & heavy hand.

But the Lamb did not secm shirty
now,

“ Do not let it oconr again, Bunter,”
ke snid mildly.
“0Oh, ves, sir! I mean, no, sir”

The lessona wentb on.

Harry Wharton gave the art master
a ourions look. If this was a part
that Lamb was playing, as the
Bounder suspected, and as Wharton
half-suspected, he played it well.
Certainly be looked, and acted, like a
master who was easily deccived and
casily ragged.

Bob Cherry made a movement, and
the captain of the Remove gave lim
a warniug glave. There was a foot-
Lall match that afternoon with the
Shell, antl Bob was wanted. It was
‘no time to play trioks on-so nncertain
a customcee as the Lamb. Bob desisted
in time,

Bang!

Wibley's desk-1id went. . Mr. Lamb,
who was c-xp!niiﬁn% gome  of  the
heantics of Engligh literature to his
class, was interrupted amnin,

“Willcy! Wibley! Do please be
more carefall” bleated the Lamb.
“These- constant intcrruptions are
very disturbing.”

“Oh, certalnly. sir!” said Wibley.

Bange !

The Bounder’s desk-lid went with
o quite tervific bang, Smithy, gener-
ally the leader in a rag, was following
on,

Mr. Lamb turped towards Jim,
lewering his book. There.-was a ghint
i the oyes over the gold-rimmed
wrlasses,

“Vernou-Smith! I will not allow
this! I will Eeep some order in this
Forw-room! You will br detained
this afterrcon, Yermon-Smith. Come
to my study at two o'clock for a deten-
tion toask.”

The Bounder did not answer.

He sat Lreathing rapc.

He had asked for it! Fle was fairly
caught!  Bolsover, Bupter, and
Willer had eseaped with impunity—
the Lamb had (Fmpped O ]?im like
a shot., Too late, the Bounder
realised, or at least guessed, that the
;{!nﬂ had been waiting for a chance at

im.

Ile knew, or suspected, who had
flung that bundle of erackers into hia
room o fow days ago. For reasons of
iz own, whatever they were, he did
not care to make inguirics after the
delinguent, But he suspected
Smithy, and had an ¢ye on him—and
he jumped at his first chance, as the
]‘-u::ﬂgf.- Bounder saw when it was too

ate,

Harry Wharton pave the Bounder
a lovk of mingled anger and dismay.

Emithy was inside-vight in the
Nemove team that was playing that
afternoon, and he conld not be sparcod,
In a maich with the Shell, the Lower
Fonrth peeded their best men, and
Smithy was one of the best.

Wharton weondered whoether the
Lamb was aware of that. Ile never
seemed to take any interest in games;
pot ence had he turned np on Little
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Bide to watch the Remove play.
Wiether he was aware of 4t or not,

‘he eould not hiave piven the Bounder

a detention at a2 more nnlucky
moment. A caning wounld not have
mattercd—a detention mattered very
much in the circumstances.
Somctimes, when the Lamb gave a
fellow lines or extra school, he forgot

it afterwards, or a red to do so—
which was in kecping with his lamb-
likoe character, But Smithy knew

that he would not forget this time—
and the cumin of the Remove was
sure of it, .

Vernon-Smith sat with a black brow
till third school ended. When the
Remove went out, the Head Boy of the
Form lingercd to speak to his Form.
master before he went.

Mr. Lamb, at his high desk, gave
him_an amiable, inguiring look.

“What is it, Wharton ¥ he asked

leasamtly., The Lamb seamed to
ve forgotten all about that who

ring in his study—though the Famous
ive had not forgotten it.

YWharton hesitated s moment. He
eotild not help suspecting that thesc
was 1 eruel, oat-Hke nature under the
Lamly's fluff, ns the Bounder called
it. Bnt Lamb’s pleasant manncr cn-
conraged him to proceed. Ho was
football cngtaiu in the Bemove, and
had a right to speak.

“It's about Vornon-S8mith, sir!”
said Harry. “We're playing football
thisz afternoon, sir—-"

“I am glad to hear it!” said the
Lamb, beaming. “A very healthy
game—n manly game—a game that
will help to fit you to take wour
places when some day you are called
upon to serve your country. I hope
¥ou will have a good sgnme. my boy."

“Thank you, sir! Smithy is in the
team !” said Harry. *I dare say yon
haven't noticed our list—it was posted
np yesterday.”

“I am afrnid I may have over-
lookedl it,” said the Lamb blandly.
“Is Vernon-8mith’s name in ity I
am sorry you will have the trouble of
scleeting another player; but uo
doubi there are many boys in the
Remove who will be glad to play in
Vernon-Smith’s place.”

“0h, yes, sir, nearly all the Form !
Bn‘E that isn't quite the point,” ex-

lained Harry., “We're playing the
Shell, an older and bigger Form, and
we want onr hest men. Smithy’s onc
of the best. If he's detained——*

The Lomb raised his eyebrows.

“1id you eay *if *P” he inguired,
with an air of mild snrprise. “You
heard what I said to Vernon-Smith,
Wharton, There is no question ahout
the matter. He is detained.”

*Yes, sir; but perhaps you wonldn’t
mind giving him a detention one day
next week instead of to-day, as he is
down to play—"

“1xar me!” said the Lamb. “De
you mean to imply, Wharton, that
Vernon-Sraith’s action in class was an
accitient? Is that your meaning?

Wharton eoloured.

“XNo, sir!

I'm not ¢xeusine Lim.

I only mean that he's specially
wanted tn football this  after-
neon——m-—"

*And ¥out mean that n junior foot.
Loll mnteh iz motter of more im-

portance than the wmaintenance of
order. and discipline in o Greyfriare
Form-room 7

“0Oh,nao! Baut—~

“If that is not your meaning,

Wharton, I hardly folow you ! .said
the Lamb amiably. “Ilease explain
yourself,”
- Harry Wharton breathed hard, Ile
had a strong feeling that the man was
ﬂ‘.llii playing with him, like a 2at
with a mousc—that he knew perfectly
well that Emithg was down fo play
that day, that Smithy was a keen
footballer, and that & detention that
afternoon was the most irksome and
disagrceable punishment that could
have been inflicted on him.

If that was the ecase, it was mot
very uscful to go on. But the n&lj-
tain of the -Romove made anofher -
cifort. o did not want to lose his
best forward, if ke could help it.

“I menn, gir, that it will be o

I hard knock for all of us, if Bmithy is

kepf in the Form-room this afternoon.
A detention on Wedneaday, instead of
to-day, would come to the same thing,
sr.”

“Not quite the same thing !” aaid
the Lamb, shaking his head. “Yon
are aware, Wharton, that I allowed
thrce incidents to pass without

unishment dunring eclass, ‘though I
doubted very mmuch . whether %hny
were accidental, At the fourth, Y
conld not help feeling certain that
defianco of authority was intended,
I am & very tolerant master, Wharton

==too tolerant, I sometimes fear—in-

deed, I believe I am called by an
absurd nickname in the Form, for
that very reason,” Fhe Lamb smiled.
“But I must be firm sometimes,
Wharton—I have to justify the head-
master’s trust in me.” )

“But, sir—"

“I regret,” said Mr. Lamb, “that
thero is . nothi more to be eaid,
Wharton. Yon may leave the Form-
room, my hoy.”

Ilarry Wharton left the Form-room
with set lips. Under the Laml’s
amiable monner was a nature ag hard

as iron. He knew that now. It was
the iron hand in the welvet glovo.
The Lamb had picked this chance,

and nothing would have induced him
to relax.

Bob Cherry was waiting for hia
chum, when he eame out, with a
rather anxions face. He ed why
Wharton had remained beﬂll?

“Nothing doing ?” he asked, as he
read the frowning face of the eaptain
of the emove.

“No! That fellow’s a cad!” said
Harry bitterly, “He's been watching
for thy, like o cat for a mousc.
He's stealthy! By gum, I wish poor
old Quelch could get back, and let
that blighter stick to his drawing-
bonrds and his dashed art class! o
makes me sick ™

“That ass Bmithy was bound to ask
for it !” grunted Bob.

“0Oh, yes, he can’t kelp playing the
goat, of course. All the same, that
man's & rotter to catel him like this.”

And Harry Wharton went out,
frowning, into the quad—angrily
turning over in his mind possihle
enbatitutes for his sclected inside-
right that afterncon.



Harry Wharton stumbled over the splnitering Mr. Lamb and, for a moment, sprawled across his
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face,
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Quiek on the uptake, Vernon-Smith shot out of the doorway !

BUNTER IS WANTED!

13 ‘M Flﬂ-j‘iﬂ "
“*“0Oh, don't be an ass ¥

“I'm playing !” repeated the

Bounder stubbornly. * That cur 1en’t

oing to ecatch me out hke this!

What man have you got to put in my

place 2

“Half a dozen!” grunted Wharton.

“ As good ?"” eueered the Bounder,

“No—you know that! Why can’t
you have sense enough not to rag mn
the Form-room—especially just before
a match?” exclaimed the captain of
the Remove angrily. “You might
have known that Lamb would not let
you off for what you did. He was
only waiting.”

“Yea, I know that now !” said the
Bounder, between his teeth. “'I shall
be on my guard another time”

“That won't help now.”

“I've said I'm playing !

Wharton shrugged his shouldera
angrily. After dinner, he waa etill
thinking out what name to put in the
place of Vernon-Smith's, already
scrateched out of the list posted up in

the Rag. He was not in a mood for
any tall talk from the arrogant
Bounder. :
“Lamb never takes any notice of
games,” went on  Vernon-Smith
guietly. ‘‘He's never looked at a

mateh, and never put his nose into
the changing-room. He won't have

the foggiest idea that I'm playing—

if I get out of D.T. without bein’
spotted.”

“0Oh, don't talk out of your silly
hat! You say you know yourself that
he has been watching for a chance—
now he's got it. Think he won’t take

joll d care that you don't walk
Enutr &%mthe Fnrm—ru{-m?“ snapped
Wharton impatiently. “Think he
won't give ;ﬂll a look-in while the
mateh 13 on? He won't trot down to
Little Side, but he will trot as far as
the Form-room—you ¢an bet your hat
on that!”

“I've got that cut and dried.”

l‘i'D_]]l mt_lu

lﬂ' You rlE:,'lﬂ }Eﬁ ithr-‘.}md mﬂdthig‘;j;m
playing !” said the Bounder doggedly.
“TLeave my name scratched out, in
case that stealthy blighter takes
another squint at the list. Pick
another man, if you like, for show!
But you'll find me in the changing-
room at half-past two.”

TE Hﬂt !J.l

“Well, T mean it!" said Vernon-
Smith curtly, and he turned and
walked away from an angry and dis-
gruntled football captain.

Wharton gave a grunt of annoy-
ance. Such a scheme was quite in
keeping with the Bounder's reckless
way. He would pull it off if he
counld.

But he could not, go far as Wharton
could see. If he left the Form-room
undetected, it was all right, provid-
ing he was not missed after he had
left. But that was an imlzussibilitj.
Wharton knew, and Smithy knew,
that the implacable Lamb would keep
an eye on the Form-room that aflter-
noon. Smithy had to go in half an
hour before the game started, and he
had to remain till it was over—and
the Lamb would see that he did.

There was a suecering grin on the
Bounder's face as he left the captain
of the Eemove. He looked round the

quad, spotted Billy Bunter,
beckoned to that fat youth.
“Come along to the tuckshop, old
fat man!” said Smithy
Bunter did not need asking twice!

It was only a gquarter of an hour
since he had packed away a good
dinner. But Billy Bunter always had
space to fill.

They went into the school shop to-

ether, the fat Owl grinning with

appy aunticipation.
erbert Vernon-Smith proceeded to
give orders. There were plenty of
unrationed articles, of a sticky
nature, at the disposal of any fellow
who had plenty of money—and the
Bounder had lots. A most enticing
Eﬂe gradually mounted up before the
ounder, on which Billy Bunter’s
eyes and spectacles fastened with
deep enrning‘;

But when he stretched out a fat
hand, the Bounder coolly knocked it
agide,

Bunter blinked at him in indignant
surprise,

“Look here, ain't this a spread "
he demanded warmly. “What have
ynu-luwged me here for if it ain't a
gpread ¢’

“Shove all that stuff into your
P’U{:kﬂt.ﬂ_”

“Eh

“And carry it to my-study for me,”

L1 Butl____‘lj

“Get going, fathead !*

This was rather perplexing to the
fat Owl. If those zood things were
to be devoured, Bunter could not sece
why theﬂ ghould not be scoffed on the
spot. e was ready—more than
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veady to horin!  Ilis enpacious
mouth wos watering, On the other
band, if iv- was not scheduled to scoft
the tuck, he certainly did not want
to fag at carrying it to Emithy's
shudw,

Still, the remotest chanee at such o
supply was not to be neglected,

Smithy paid for the goods—the
landsome snm of fifteen-and-six—and
Billy Buntey parked them in various
pockets  till  he bulged all  over.
Luckily, I was alie to fill his mouth
with bullzeyes, while the Boundev's
barck was torned fov a moment ! Lhat
was somcthinge to o on with.

UCome o Y snid Smitlir,

“Urewerh I Bunter rurglod throueh
billeexes,  “I'm--groogli—coming

ITe: followed the Dounder out of the
tuckshwp,  Uhey went into the House
togetler, and ap to Emithy's study
m e Romove.

Yernen=-mmith carefulle elased the
dlotr sl pointed to the armchair,

Burter sat down—blinking in sur-
prize.  Smithy did not (oll Lim to
turn out tlu: cavgo en the study table.
H:“ﬂtr sat down with his pockets
Full.

“Now, listen 1o me, you fat nss !”
said the Bounder guictly.  “I want
Tow to do semething—and it yon put
it theemah, you ean scoll all that
tuck—till vou Lurst ¥ '

“0Oh, realle, Smithy—m->"

“Yon'd like to sit in the Form-
ronm, senlfing inek, I suppoEe *

“I'd rather sit in my stody.”

“Well, yonr sfudy won't do!”

I st anywhere yen like, old

THE MAGNET

chap ! =aid the amazed Owl “If
you want my company while you're
it detention, I'll eome all vight—
I'll chance it with the Lomb—he's a
silly ass, anyhow !”

“Idiot

“Well, look here o

“Last week,” sald the Bounder,
“vou made that cad Lamb get the
wind up, by putting up old Queleh’s
bark—"

“I—I say——" Bunitcr
alarmed at onee. “I’'m not going to
put that up asain. I told Locke I
wouldn't, and T ean’t——"

“Shut up, fathcad! It's mnot
that! But if you ean do Queleh's
voice like that, yon can do somcone
¢lso's—mine, f'rinstanee.”

Buuter blinked at him, more and
more astonisled. ;

“Could you?"" snapped the Bounder.

“Ehr Of cuurs&& could I said the
fat wentrilogunist. I can imitate
any veice a bit out of the common—
any voice that lLias anything gqueer
abont it—-"

“What ?"

“Ixm't yell at a chap ! said
Bunter peevishly., “I mean, just an
orilinary voice with nothing about it
i=n't easy to imitate, of course. 1t
hazs fo be a bit out of the common,
like Cueleh’s bark, or old Prout’s
booimn, or Mossoo's silly squeal. Your
voice would be easy—it's a bit like
1 EAW What are you glaring at
a fellow for, Smithy ™

VYernon-Smith breathed lhard. He
knew {hat his voice was rather sharp
and strident, casily recognised, and

looked

L]
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STEAMBOAT BILL

When the old river-boat, * Ioarin' Jennie,"
chugged its way down the Sacramento,
it was a signal for excitement and strange
Lappenings.
gun skinc:r, his guns loaded and his faithful
Crew o

ready to meet and beat all comers.,

PRIVATE SIMON SIMPLE

In scarch of adventore, Simon (Ne. 704)
Simple left his old uncle’s farm, and more

(No. 703)

But Steamboat Bill, the two-

three all primed for action, was

uck fthan influence found himself a

soldicr, Then the funstarted in real carnest,
with
getting it badly in the neclk from
the simple soldier.
the laugh of a life-time when von
read this yarn!

vk Vecrsagent has kot comed in olock adk hiin lo otdes Bitu fot yov,

a ceriain  bullying sergeant-major

4;°

EACH

YVou're in for

But ho
like Bunter's de-

wnmistakable in the Ttemave.
did not sccm to
seription.

“Not cxactly like a saw,” said
Bunter thoughtfully. “Mors like o
file on a saw—a file that wants oiling,
if you know what I mean.”

You fat fool!” roared
Bounder.
“0h, really, Smithy—"

“¥ell, if vou can do it, let’s hoear
you, you blithering ass!” pgrowled
Vernon-Smith, “That's what 1
want."” -

“0.K.!” gaid the fat Owl cheer-
fully. “Just listen!™

He rolled out of the armehair and
opened the door, blinking infa the
Remove passage.

Several fellows were in the pass-
age, and Billy Bunter—keeping back
out of view—called :

“Fishy! I'd like to sec that pen-
Enife."

Yernon-8mith started. The voice
in which the fut ventriloguist ealled
was nothing like Bunter's own,
Whether it was like Smithy's, Smithy
could hardly tell, for no one knows
exactly the sound of his own voice.
He waited to wateh the vesult.

It was soon apparent. Fishier T.
Fish came seudding down the pams-
age, and put a beaming face into the
study.

Fishy always had something to sell.
That day he had been hawking a pen-
kuife up and down the Remove. It
was in his bony hand as be looked
into the study.

“Here you are, Smithy!” he ex-
claimed.  “ Yours for threc-and-six !
I'm tclling you, big bowy, that it's
worllt double — surest  thing you
know [

Evidently Fisher T. Fish belicved
that it was the Bounder who had
called out from the stndy.

“He, hie, he!” came from Bunter.

The Bounder Iaughed.

“Say, I ruess you ecan't do better'n
this, if yvon want a penknife, old-
timer ! gaid Fisher T. Fish.

“I don’t ! gaid the Bounder. “Only
palling your leg! Hook it l"

Figsher I I'ish gave him an e¢x-
pressive look, and hooked if, slnn-
ming the door after him with a
terrific slam.

The Remove veutriloguist grinued
at the Bounder.

“How's $hat ?" he inquired.

“0K.! Now listen, and I'll tell
you what I want you to do.”

And the Bounder proceeded fo ex-
lain his scheme—Billy Bunter listen-
ing, with his little round eves grow-
ing bigger and rounder, behind his
bir round spectacles, with astonish-
moent, as he listened.

tho

SMITHY'S SCHEME !

It. LAMB smiled.
M It was quite an amiable
smile: but there was a cold,
hard look in the eves which Herbert
Vernon-Smith did not fail to deleet.
He was wise to the Lamb and his
WATE NOW.
FPrompt at two o'clock Vernon-
Smith presented himself at his Form-
master’s stndy. Mr. Lamb had =2



Latin paper ready for him. Axt
master as he was, the Lamb was well
up to Queleh’s work; and the Remove
Enew, by his waya in the Form-room,
that he had acted as Form-master
before mow. BSkinner had sneeringly
described him as a Jack-of-all-trades;
while Figher T. Fish guessed and
reckoned that he was a puy who
cinched whatever job he could get.
It was, at all events, certain that the
Lamb, with all his lamb-like ways,
wag a very capable man,

He rose from his chair with a pa
in his hand, and came over to the
junior standing with a sullen face 1
the doorway.

“ Pleaze follow me, Vernon-Smith 1™
lie bleatad,

The Bounder followed him—sullen,
but not disrespeetful. He did not
want to rouse Mr. Lamb’s suspicions
that he had any intention to cut that
afternoon. ugh it was likel
that the Lamb knew Smithy we
enongh by thia time to guess that
that would be the firet thought to
come into his head. Lamb, whatever
he was, was no fool,

The ort master unlocked the door
of the Remove Form room and went
in, followed by the detained jumior.
No other Remove man was under de-
tention—other offenders had been let
off lightly, in the Pet Lamb's usual
way- ut he had no lemiency for
Smithy, and Bmithy could gness w;lg‘

“You mu{hait down at your desk,
Veornon-8mith,” eaid the Lamb. “I
ar. gorry I have been driven to detain
you—very sorry; but I'm sure you
will realise, my boy, that if you per-
gist in making yoursclf troublesome
to a master, you leave him no choice

—what #”

Smithy knew perfectly well tfo
what that was an allusion—the
bundle of crackers, not the banging
of the desk-lid. He sat down in
gilence, and the Lamb laid the Latin
paper on the desk.

‘Now, I think that will keep yom

umuﬁied, and very much to your
Lenefit, for a couple of houra, Ver-
non-Smith I” he said agreeably. “I

ghall expect the ipnger to be com-
pleted by four o’'clock.”

Smithy, who had no intention of
touching the paper, said nothing.

“Otherwise,” murmured the Lamb
softly, “I ghall have no alternative
but to give yom another detemtion,
Vernon-Smith, on the next half-holi-
ﬂa%, for you to mmglt::tﬂ the paper.”

o answer from Smithy,

“Do you hear me, Vernon-Smith ?”

“Yes, sir|” breéeathed the Bounder,
forced to speak by the direct
question.

“Very good,” said the Lamb. “ You
must not be. impertinent, Vernon-
Smith! I do not know how you fared
with Mr. Quelch as I wes not here
in his time; but I must warn you
that I, at all events, have no inten-
tion of tolerating impertinence.”

He turned Bo the door as the
Bounder muttered something in-
ahrtikﬁulate in reply. Then he glanced

ack.

“] shall return at four o’clock, B

Veruon-Smith! I mey pessibly look
in before then, if I find time, and see

how you are progressing with your

paper.”
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His eyes, over the gold-rimmed
glasses, were on the Bounder's face,
watching him,

Bmithy’s face expressed nothing.
He knew that the man had read his
intention, and expected to sec his
face fall. The man was like o cat—
there was o atrain of cruclty and
mockery in him.

He read nothing in Smithy's face,
and finally he left the Form-room,
shutting the door after him.

Yernon-Smith aat at his desk, star-
ing angrily at the Latin paper. He
did not intend fo touch it—hut, on
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secoud thoughts, lhe dippod nis pen
in the ink and startec -»u the st
question. Ie had time to xill, while
he waited for his scheme to get mov-
ing, and it was just ez well to put
in something to keep up appearances.

Mr. Lamb went back to Lis studi.

If he noticed that Bunter, of his
Form, was hanging about he did not
naturally take any particular notice
of that fat youth,

Billy Bunter, however, took very
porticular notice of Mr. Lamb. His
cyes, and his spectacles, followed the
art master till he went into his sludy
and shut the door.

Bunter remained blinking at that
door for a few minutes, The fat Owl
was very keen to carry on with the
scheme the Bounder had concocted
with him—the prospect of sitting in
the Form-room, scoffin ﬁf%een
shillings’ worth of sticky things, now
packed in his pockets, was very
attractive,

Certainly, he would have preferred
to roll into the Rag for that purpose,
and run no risks; but he conld hardly
venture to let Smithy down to that
oxtent. The consequences would
have becn altogether too painful.

But the fat Owl had to be satisfied
that Lamb was eafe before he carried
on. It was casy enongh to think of
an excuse for looking into his etudy
and ascertaining whether he had
settled down. Most likely ha was
doing some of his pen-and-ink stuff.
But Bunter wanted to know for
certain whether he was likely to
emerge from the study before he
rolled away to the Form-room.

He tapped at Lamb's door.

“Come in!” bleated the Lamb,

Bunter opencd the door and stepped
'i'HI

One blink satisfied bim; the Lamb.
was abt his drawing-board, busily
engaged. He was not likely to move
EE . But the Lamb was looking at
im inquiringly.

“What iz 1t, Bunter #” he asked.

The fat Owl had his cxense ready.

“If you please, sir, might I have.
your nm&m r, if you're done with
167" he asked. “I want to read about
the burglary, sir.”

“The what?"

“There was a burglary in Courtficld
last night, sir—that gap they call
Slim Jim again!” lained Bunter.
“Skinner says it's all in the paper.”

“Indeed! I had not heard of it,
Bunter !” said Mr. Lamb. “But.I do
uot approve of schoolboys reading
about such things. Newspapers are
not good readmmg for the young,
Bunter. You may go.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” said Bunter.

And he went—and did not grin till
he had shut the doer.

Satisfied that the Lamb was safe

now, the fat Owl rolled away to the
Form-room.
Vernon-Smith had been tlicere n
uarter of an hour when he arrvived,
and had worked ont the first question
on his Latin paper. :

Bunter stcpped in caukionsly, and
ghut the Form-room door behind hind.
The Bounder gave him a scowl.

“What have you been so- long
about, you fat freak ?” he grunted,

HE Madner LISRARY.—No: 1,0600.
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“I had fo be sure the beast
wonldo't be hangmg about !” grinned
the fat Owl, “If ho copped me here
he might give me six !

“Where 18 he now?”

“In hLis study 1

“0Oh, all right! Yon know what
vou've got to de!” grunted Vernon-
“mith. “I've no time to waste now—
kick-off is nt half-past.”

“Leave it to me !” said the fat Owl.
“AMind ven loek the doeor, thomgh—if
that heast copped me here—-="

“Tdiot

“Beast 1"

After that axo.ha:nf,m of compli-
ments, the Bounder left the Form-
room. Ile locked the door on the out-
sile and slipped the key into his
pocket. Then he hurried away to the
changing-room.

The footballers were already gath.
croedd there,

Tom Redwing, who had been
asgigned Smithy’s place in the front
line, stared at his chum as he came
i,

“Smithy I he exelaimed.
vou in detention #”

“Do I look like it?”

“But Lamb said i

“Bother the Lamb ! Ready, Whar-
ton®" said the Bounder, with a
sarcastic grin at the captain of the
Eemove. “3hall I change?”

“Not if Lamb is coming after you
to hook you off the field ! anid Harry,
frowning. “Docs he know?”

“No—and he won't!” jeered the
Bounder. He held np a key. “Lamb
will find the Form-room locked when
ho gets there., He will think I'm
::ns:r; ¢ and that some fellow locked me
in.

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“You aza! Of course he won’t! He
will eall to you——"

“1 know that! And my voice will
answer him ! grinned Smithy. “TI've
parked Bunter there to do it.”
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“0Oh !” casped Wharton.

“Got it now ?” %mreﬁ the Bounder.

“0Oh, my hat!” e¢jaculated Bob
Cherry. “‘What a lark!”

“The larkfulness is terrific I
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“It's awfully risky, Smithy,” said
Tom Redwing uneasily.

“Do you mean that you don't want
to stand out?”

“0Oh, don't be a rotter ! gaid Red-
wing grufily.

The Bounder was already starting
to change.

Harry Wharton had a dubious ex-

ression on his face. But he wanted

mithy in the team—he wanted him
badly; and he certainly had mno
objection to Smithy scoring over the
man whe had canght him like a cat
catching a mouse.

“ All right ! he said. “Chance it—
and come on !”

And the Bounder went down to
Little Side with the Remove foot-
ballers,. And a few minutes later,
facing Hobson & Co. of the Shell in
the field, he forgot about the Lamb
and all his works!

BN R

ALL RIGHT FOR BUNTER!

ILLY BUNTER gave a start.
“Gurrrrggh !”
He choked.

It was an unfortunate moment for
Bunter to be startled by the sound
of a footstep approaching the Form-
room door.

For half an hour the fat Owl had
gat in the Hemove room, steadily
travelling through the cargo of
various sticky things parked in his
pockets, Without that inducement,
Billy Bunter certainly mever would
have fallen in with the Bounder's
schome, With that irresistible induce-
ment, the fat Owl was happy to
oblige.
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As a footstep stopped at the Form.
room door, and the door-handle was
turned, Bunter had a capacions
mouth packed to capacity with choco-
late-cream! The sound at the door
made him start, and some of that
consignment went down the wrong
way.

The fat Owl choked and gurgled.

The door-handle was sharply rattled
from withont. Then came f‘I::w Lamb's
voice, in & tones, '

“Vernon-Smith! Have you locked
this door? How dare you lock this
door, Vernon-Smith? Open it at
once !

“Wrrrggh 1

“Do you hear me, Vernon-Smith ?”

* Grooooooogh [

Bil Bunter, with an effort,
cl his fat neck! It was time—
high time—for the fat Owl to weigl
in with his ventriloquial effects, He
gave a final gurgle, and a fat little

Then he spoke. But Lamb, cutside
the door, certainly could have had ne
suspicion that it was the fattest
member of his Form who was speak-
ing.

“Vernon-Smith !” came the Lamb’s
angry voice. “ Will you answer me?”

“Yes, sir!” came, at last, the
sharp, strident voice of the Bounder,
from the Remove ventriloguist. “I'm
sbrry I can’t open the door, sir—1I've
been locked in.”

“Do mnot talk nonsense, Vernon-
Smith! I did not lock you in!”

Billy Buater grinned. The Lamb's

reply showed that he had not the
fain suspicion that his ler was
heing pulled.

“0Oh, no, sir!” he answered. “1I

heard a fellow lock the door, sir—I
couldn’t see him, as the door was
shut.”

There was a grunt from the master
outside !

Billy Bunter sat with a grin on a
eticky face, his eyes and speetacles
fixed on the door! Lamb ecould not
see through solid oak—and it was
lucky for Bunter that he couldn’t !

“Isn't the key there, sir?” called
out Bunter artlessly, and still in his
masterly imitation of the Bounder's
voice.

“No,_ it is not I” snapped Mr. Lamb,
“Whoever locked you in must have
taken it, Vernon-Bmithi! You do
not know who it was?»

“I couldn't sce him thromngl the
door, sir ! T just heard the key twin,
that's all.”

“You had better tell me, Vernon-
Smith, if you Ikmow who it was!
Otherwise, I may not be able to let

ou out of the Form-room when your

etention is np.”

“I couldn't see who it was, sir.
You sce, the door was shut when he
locked me in.”

sdh well!  Tf the key is not
replaced by four o'clock, Vernon-
Smith, you may have to remain
longer. It is of no consequence.”

-15.‘2 Lamb walked away.

Billy Bunter suppressed a  fat
chackle as hizs footsteps died away
down the corrider.

The Lamb, as Smithy anticipated,
had come to the Form-room to ascer-
tain whether he had cut. Had he



discovercil the Bounder abseut, there
was not the slightest doubt that he
would have gone direct to the football
field and ordered Vernon-Smith offi—
which would have been rather a
catastrophe to the Remove eleven in
the middle of a foothall mateh,

But he had departed without the
#lightest doubt that Herbert Vernmom-
Smith was in the Remove room. The
sagacious Bounder had Eut paid to
the Lamb this time—with the assist-
ance of the fat Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter, left in peace once
more, resumed after the interval, so
to speak! From one pocket after
another he disinterred sticky things,
which followed omne another on the
downward path. _

Bunter prew stickier and shinier,
and began to breathe with a little
difficulty. But he was enjoying life!

How Smithy could be such an ass as
to play football when he might have
been sitting in  the Form-room,
scofing those delightful things him- |
gelf, was a mystery to Billy Bunter. |

Still, he was glad from the bottom |
of his fat heart that Smithy was §
snch an ass. ; il

Seldom had Bunter enjoyed a half-|
lioliday so much as he enjoyed this!
one. This was ideal. Thiz was life.
This was a_complete answer to the

westion: Is life worth *living?

briously, it was.

But' everything comes to an end.
Ag the poet has remarked : " Happi-
ness too swiftly fliea!”

Bunter came to the end of his
supplies at last. Eeamhu_lﬁ through |
pocket after pocket, e failed to dis-
cover so much as an anisced ball,

Bunter still had space to flL ]
Bunter always had space to fill. He
could have done with another bag of
bullseyes, a few more bars of
chocolate, and a few more whipped- |
cream walnuts.

Perhaps it was just as well, how-
ever, that Bunter had no more. He

really bad done remarkably well. It}

was even ble that he had over-
done it a little already. He sal and
rested after his labours, breathing
rather stertorously,

Four o'clock chimed out.

At four the football match should
be over, and at four the Lamb was
coming to the Form-room to release
Vernon-Smith from detention.

Billy Bunter listened for the foot-
steps of the Lamb.

fafew minutes later he heard them.
The door-handle was turned.

“ Yernon-Smith [

“* Yeg, sir 7’ answered the Bounder's
voice.

Bunter, having finiched his proven-
der, was ready for action this time.

“The key ias not here, Vernon-
Smith ! snap the Lamb,

“Jan’t it, sir?" Bunter contrived
to make the Bounder's voice register
dismay. “It's past four, sir!”

“Y cannot let you out without the
key, Vernon-Smith!” ena Mr.
Lamb. “I shall have to make some
inquiry, I suppose. Tou must wait ]
until ]gm key is given up.
finished your task@”

" Yes, sir—I mean, no, sir—not—
not qguite !” ;

“You had better complete it while

| reference pu
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you are waiting, Vernop-Smith!”
said the Lamb grimly. “If it is not
finished to my eatisfaction when I
open this door youm will be detained
on Wednesday !”

Billy Bunter grinned. The Bounder
evidently did not care if he was
detained on Wednesday, so long as
he played in the football match on
Saturday. Neither did Bunter.

“Oh, yes, sir!” he answered. "It

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

HAVE received a number of

letters this week asking for in-

formation regarding the chums
of Greyiriars. or instance, Fred
How g
Frank Richards was the originator of
Harry Wharton & Co.

The answer is “Yes.”

Frank Richards wrote hi= first story
of the chums of Greyfriars in
Febrnary, 13908—nearly thirty-two
years ago—and has been going strong
ever since !

A Glas
self “Jock,” nsks me if it is
to obtain a copy of the first
| the Maaner.

I am afraid it is not possible to bu
oue how—nnless some old reader still
has ome in his possession and is
willing to part with it. Anyway, if
my chum particularly wants to read
the first issue of the Old Paper, he
¢an do so if he a visit to the
British Musenm, 1n Londeun. All that
is neccesary for him to do is to apply
for a reader’s ticket. Once that is

w reader, who signs him-
ible
ue of

Y obtained, he can consult all the back

' numbers of the Maoxer. Full in-
formation as to how to obiain per-
mission to consult back issues for
ses can be obtained
from the Museum Reading Room
aunthoritics.

AM afraid I must hold over a
[I number of replies to readers’
} neries until next week, other-
wise I shall have no space to tell you
about mnext week's story. Frank
t Richards has turned in a real top-
notcher, entitled :

r “SIX ON THE WARFPATH [ ”

{an‘d it’s one of the beat tales of the
Greyfriars chums I have yet had the
 pleasure of publishing. As the title
suggests, six juniors—the Famoua
Five and Vernon-Smith—are on the
warpath. Gerald Loder, the black-
gh of the Sixth, faiily asks for
tromble, and the Removites are only
 too willing to oblipe. Unfortunately,
it’s not Loder they “bag,” but—
No, I will not spill the beans ! Wait
until you read this spanking fine yarn
next Saturday. It will hold your
intcrest from first line to last, and, as
usual, it is packed full of fun—and
thrills !

Don’t miss it, or you’ll be sorry |

Have you made a slanding order
with your newsagent to deliver ﬂﬁ

not, why not?

YOUR EDITOR.

, of Accrington, asks me if-

3
—it’s rather hard, sir! I'm doing
my beast with it!”
‘I shall expect it to be completed,
Yernon-Smith !”

"“"Yea, sir
‘There was a grunt from Mr. Lamb
and lie depa again,

Billy Bunter grinned from one fat
ear to the other.

But the grin faded off his fat face.
Lamb was going to inquire after that
key. He was not, haps, much
concerned abomt the jumior he dis-
liked; but he obviously could not
leave Vernon-Smith locked in the

Form-room indeﬁnitﬂ[]g+ His in-
quiriea were most lkﬂlﬁ to be
among the Hemovites. in the

coursa of them he came on the

Bounder——
“Oh crikey ! murmured Billy
Bunter, as that dismaying idea

came into his fat mind.

The Bounder would not care a
straw—after the football match was
over. But Billy Bunter cared a

cat deal. Bufiter did not want to

found .out, and he did not want
siz. Very much indeed Bunter did
not want eix. It had beem a happy
hralf-koliday—a really glorious after-
noon—but the fat Owl of the Remove
sat now in & state of comsiderable
trepidation, waiting for the door to
be opened, and in uneasy doubt
whether it would be opencd by
Smithy or by the Lamb.

SMITHY’S NARROW SQUEAK !
¢+ £ 00D old Smithy!”

Smack! oy i ped €h
ss ¥ gas the
Bounder.

(L] Ow I
The crowd in the changing-room
were in Freat apirits. Having %mten
the Shell by two goals to one, the
heroea of the Remove had cause to
{iql satisfied ]iwiﬂ: themselves and
inga penerally. _

And as the %mmdnr had kicked
the winning goal. right at the finish,
with only eeconds to go, the Bounder
was naturally a fellow whom the
rest of the team deliglited fo honour.

Bob Cherry homeured him with a
terrific smack on the shoulder, which
happened to be bare at the moment—
eliciting a howl from the footballer
thns honoured.

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Right on time!” he said, “It
was guing to be a draw. Bui was it
a draw, you men? Did Smithy pot
the pill just in timef™

“The juat-in-ﬂmefulneaa was truly
terrific ! agre&d Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “It was a hoonful blessing
t];aE_!thn esteemed Smithy waz oa the
gpot.1” _

“What-ho!” apgreed Harry
Wharten “Thank goodness you uﬁ
clear, Smithy! Get changed as qb
as you can, old man—and get back
to Evlu-. Form-room ! If you're spotted
now, it will mean a lof of trouble!"

*“It will mean a Head's flogging I
paid the Bounder cwolly. “The
Lamb’s got it in for me! WéH, let
it—wifve licked the Shell!”

“You're not ,gnin% to bag a flog-
ging, you ass !" gaid Harry anxiously.

Tae Micner Lisnary.—No. 1,666
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“1f Bunter's ;la?ﬂ'-l up as you fixed
it, it's all right

“He's plaved _ up,- or the Lamb
would have butted in while the game
was going. on!” answered Vernon- o
Smith, *TFhat was all-rvight! But
tl Lamb was gnmg to let me out
at four—and -it's past four now!
Goodness kuows how it will turn out!
Not that I care o boiled bean, so
long as the rotter was kept away till
the end of the game—and he was!”

‘Tom Rm.hmg Tm]ir:[i in at the deor
of ;the changing-xoom. There was an
ﬂua.lqus and startled look on hig face.

“Smithy, o¢ld man—" le ex-
cluimed. “Look out! The Lamb's
coming lere !

-EF D]!l gﬂ.&!”

Smithy was dressed now—ready to
oo 1if the coast had been clear. The
‘orm-room key was-in his pocket; he
liad only to get back and change
places with Bunter—if there was still
a chance. But the Lamb was
coming.

Vernon-Smith cut across to a wash-
basin and’ bent ‘over it, taking up a

sionge and. a PﬁiFng it to.lus nose
—az if that feature needed "Eatl.tmﬁ
after a knock in the game, as might
casily have happened.

¢ was none too goon. The Lamb,
a moment or two later, stood in the
duorway, locking on over his gold-
rimmed glasscs.

All the other Remove fellows faced
the doorway, rather breathlessly. It
scemied to them cruel Iuck, if the
Bounder was copped now, after kick-
ing the winnlng goal in the match.

1]1& Lamb, certainly, -had no sus-
picion that Em:t]l;l,r was there—yet!
He believed that he was locked in the
Form-room. And there was onl
back view of Smithy as he bent over
the basin, :

“Wharton ! bleated the Lamb.

“0Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Harry:

“Somecone has locked the door of
the Form-room, and taken away the
kéy,” said Mr, Lamb. “There is a
Remove boy dn detentiom, as you
know. I must have the key at once,
"L‘khcr has taken it?"

“We—we—we've been playing foot-
ball, sir!” stammered the captain of
the Remove,

“"No doubt,” said Mr. Lamb., *“But
all 'the boys here have not been play-
iinz foothball—most of the Form setms
to be here. The boy who has the ke;
must h'mr.l it .over to me at once.
will excuse him if he does so imme-
diately ! .added the Lamb amiably.

That was a good offer, and had
soine practical joker, as the Lamb
supposed, locked SEmithy in the Form-
rotim, no doubt he would have handed
over the key at once. Bat the ke ey
wag ' in  Herbert Vernon-Smith's
weket—and e certainly counld not
wnd it over to the Lamb.

There was no replv.

“Gome, come " gaid Mr. Lamb, I
cannot . have my time wasted like

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

El:'ﬂl.l' n stamp and you will learn how to rid yourself of such a
.= terrible aMiction free of charge.
%n:li:t- 32,

..-'Ir-f-'.lrrﬂ Iri mu#q'i'rm:r T. J. TEMPLE,
:H_n T, ﬂx!ard Btreot, I-'l}ll'].'l-ﬂﬂ
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this! I must have the key imme-
diately. I——"

The Lamb broke off suddenly. His
eyes fixed on the junior bending
over_the basin, with a spouge to hl;s
face. Most of the Remove believed
the Lamb to be uncbservant and
abgsentminded. Smithy and Whazton,
at least, knew different.

That the Lamb was far from wun-
observant was very plain-at this
moment. A glint shot into. his e%t’s
as le fixed them on Smithy.
could see. only the Bnunderﬂ back,
but something familiar evldently
struck him.

The .amiable expression ‘FI'.EIEI one
from his face, as if wiped.away by a
duster. He made a quick stride into
the changing-room.

It seemed impossible that Vernon-
Bmith could Le there, out of deten-
tion, when Lamb, as he believed, had
talked with him through a locked
door, But his face was full of
sudden suspicion of a trick.

In utter dismay, the footballers
watchéd him. Another moment, and
his hand on Smithy’'s shoulder would
havé spun him round, so t]mt his face
could-be scen.

In that moment, Bob Cherry
slip on the foor—which un-
doubtedly was rather wet from a
good- fdeal  of - splashing—stumbled
riwer and crashed against the Lamb’s
eors
QR gasped Mr. Lamh.

He staggered-and almost fell.

Ha¥ry Wharton rushed to his aid—
somehow nimping against him as he
did so0, and causing him to fall right
over.

The Lamb rolled on the floor aplut-
tering.  Harry Wharton stupibled
over 111m, and for a” moment or two
sprawled across the Lamb’s face.

One moment was cnough for the
Bounder, who was always guick on
the uptake. He dropped the sponge,
and shot out of the doorway. Tom
Brown grabbed the sponge, and bent
over the basgin in-Smithy's place.

It was quick work—the Remove
men playing up automatically, as it
were.

Oh!

“0Oh!
Lamb.

- Wharton serambled off him, and he
and’ Bob lent the axt master a help-
ing hand each, and Mr. Lamb stag- °
gered to his fect.

**Cherry ! You clumsy boy !
a lmadred lines ! he spluttered.

“Oh! Yes, sir!"

Mr, Lamb gasped for breath. But
as he gasped, he stepped towards the
Remove man who was bending over
the .basin  with the s[mngn and
grabbed his shoulder,

-That Eemove man spun round an&
Lamb stared at him. Tom Brown
oava him an mqlmm? lock. ~ The
New Zealand junior’s face was quite
imnocent.

“Oh!" said Mr. Lamb.

Oooh 1* came from the

Take

e

STAMPS

Evidently he had been mistaken!
It was not Vernon-Smith !

“Whao has the key of the Form-
room?” snapped Mr. ELamb., His
temper was Tising. " QGive me the
key, at once, whoever has it!”

“I'm surc no one here has it, sir!”
said Harry Wharton.

Mr. Lamb gave an angry glance
round the crowded chunging-room.
But as no one admitted the poasession
of the key, he gave it up and went
out.

*I lm]?e goodness Smithy's got
through'! hreathnd Wharton.

& IEE{: won't let the grass grow under
his feet!” said Bob,

?nmun-ﬂm:th certainly was not
letting the dgraas grow under his feet.
Fnci& ¢1.1t31 the changing-room, he
alr

'.E[e rmched the Form-room, pant-
ing for breath, unlocked the door,
and threw it open !

There was a startled squeak as he

crikey ! that-—— 'D]J

Tan in.
“Oh Is
crumba! Ys that you, Sm1tl:|{r?
thought it might be that beast |
went ufter the key, and—

‘Bunter gasped withi relief.

“Get out, quick!” panted the
Bounder. “Lock the “door after
you !

Bunter jumped out of the Fo
room, He locked the door on the mlt-
side and scudded.

Vernon-8mith sat down at his desk
and his detention-paper. He grinned
breathlessly as he started on the
second guestion on the paper. About
an hour liter; hie heard the Lamb at
the door.

“ Vernon-Smith ™

“Yes, sic!” answered the Bounder.
“I have not been able to obtain the
key, and yow—— Oh, it is here in
the lock! Séme young rascal —"
- The Lamb unlecked thie door,
openéd- it, and came intoe the Form-
room.

Vernon-Smith rose respectfully to
his feet.

‘The Lamb gave him a sour look.
But it was clear that he did not
know that WVernon-Smith had been
outside  the Form-room that after-
noon.

“You-have not finished vour Latin
paper, Vernon-Smith !” he snapped,

ou will be detained on Wednesday
afternoon. Now you may go.”

“Thank you, sir!”
Bounder demurely.

And he went.

A few minutes later the Lamb
might have heard voays of laugliter
from the changing-room, ~where
Smithy had rejoined thefootballers.
But if Lamb heard, he certainly did
not gucss the cause !

THE END,

(The next yarw in this splendid
sepies is . entitled: “SIX ON THE
WARPATH!” Don't miss it, what-
ever you del)
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