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Sensational Short Story.
(It cost us a dallar!)

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

BAZOOKA THE BRIGAND!

AZOOEKA the Brigand lived in a
cave in the Gorron Mountaina,
and I guess po citizen in those

parts was more feared than that
guy. I'll say he was hated worse
than a bad smell. He and his posse
of tough yeggs swooped om any
galoot who came ncar the mountains,
and hove him in the cave till his
pards. raised a ransom for him. If
they wera slow in conghing up the
dust, Bazooka would cut off a coupla
cars or & finger or two to remind
‘em.

Yessir, there were no flies on
Manuel Bazooka, and though the
Government had offered o reward of
a million pazeozas for him, dead or
alive, no wise guy durst fool areund
Bazooka's territory, or he'd have beon
towed home with a skinful of holes.

But Silas K. Chewball, an Ameri-
can tourist, kinder laughed when
they tried to warn him off taking
a-trip round that way.

“Feed that stuff te the goats,” he
said. “I guess I paid my dollars for
an auntomobhile frip round the
Gorgon Mountains, and I calculate
I'm mkin% that trip right now. Yon
can’t pull anything over Bilas K.
He's kinder wide !

There's only one thing can happen
wlhen a Noo York citizen makes up
Iiis mind, and that's what he makes
up hisz mind about. Silag K. and his
ante were half-way to the Gorgons
hefore they knew what had hit them.
Silas smre euju(:rlyvd that leetle drive,
with erags and precipices, and such
all-fired ?hings round the landscape,
but I guess he was mighty surprised
when a bullet came along and took
off his Homburg. Hz sure swallowed
iz cigar as Bazooka himself took a
nose-dive from a low cliff and landed
in the auto, with a canuon prodding
Silas in the midbit.

“Da hands well up, cef you plees,”
said Bazooka. “Ecf you toucha da

hip-pocket,, I Llow do hole in you
pronte. Dat is righta! I {'ank
you !

“Bay, whereja -get this stuff?” de-
manded Silas hotly. “I guesa this
ain’t your party. You mesey outa
here, willya?®

“Ae, I not mosey. I am Bazooka!
Dees will cost you o lotta moncy,
Mccester Shooball. Stop at dat cave-a
cef yon plees”

In the brizand’s eave, Silas was
welcomed with ironical bows from a
gang of yeggs, who sat him on the
Boor and chained his feet.

Bazooka grinued all over his fat
face as he lit o cheroot and blew a
smoke-ring at the roof,

“Weleome to my poor abode.n,
Meeater Shooball. Eot ecs not alla
pame as da Park Avenue drawing-
room, but dat capnot be helpa !

S You're telling me " snorted Silas.
“Say, Oremscpot, ain't you guys
never heard of a central-beating hot-
water system? I guess I'm Earo-
peen agent for the Slicker Systom,

and I sure can offer you the best |
terms. Now, sce hyer, I can pro-|
vide and install a complete hot-water
system 1n this li'l old cave for seven
hundred and fifty bucks”

He took some booklets out of his
pockets and dished them round to the
guys, and then he shot off his mouth
and told-"em sgquare what they were!
missing. He hoadu't been talking
more'n about four houra wheni
Bazooka caved in and eigned on the!
dotted line,

““Dees ccs verra onpleasant,” he

{ Keys.

A GAY DOG!

(The author of this prefers, for ob-

| vious reasons, to remain anonymous}

By rISHER T. FISH :

IDNIGHAT in Friardaole FLanel

I am iramping coutiously
forcarvids GOreyfriars, having

been out ' on the fHles "' at the Cross
In an abnosphere Hiel: withh
tobooco and spirifts, I hove plaped
billiards and lost all my money. My
head is aching furiously ; I am fHred
and pregogy ; ey throgt 8 kot akul

furred with simoke.  Life gecans Tardly
worth living.
I i piteh doark in the lane. T have (o

pick ey way with card, thougl my
eyes mic 50 tived and strained that I
fuat reant to shat them and slecp like o
Iog. Every nmvemcent in the buxslics
starilcs me. - I amm not really a funkl:,
but flheve are often bod characters

grumbled. “I do not weesh to talk
about da hot-wattn scestem. I brin
you here for da ransom. It vee
costa you ten t'ounsand pazoozas, and
den some, or I ent off your ecara, you
EAVYyL

“Bure, that's all right, but I gotta
just tell you pguys you ain't seen
nothing, way up bere in this cave, I{

uess 1'm & world agent for Slicker's
seli-Adjusting Electrie Motor, which
you can fit right hyer on the spot for

twenty-two hundréd bucks. A guy
simply ean’t cxist these days with-
out electric light. Why, gee, look

at what it brincs

vacuum-cleancrs, electric toastors,

u—clectric { guad.

about the distriet of a night, and what
chawce should I have afjainst a poacher
or a race-course lough, armeod with a
cudgel 7 My heart is in iy mouth
the whele way back.

I could swecar I am being followeed.
I'm wretched suspense I slop a mmement
to listen for o stealthy footdtep behind
me. The wind rustles tha frecs, and
it sounds lilke somcbody creeping
through the grass. Swddenly an orwl

| hoots right aliove mp head. I ncarly

Jiemp oul of ey shin. Sich wilh
terror I hasicn on 1o the sehool,

The sinking feeling tnside nte groms
decper vather than less, after I have
clitmbed the wall and dropped into the
Suppoze Quelch or somme other
beak has forwnd Iam oul of mipy dora 2

cleetric hair-driers, electric fires— )Swuppose a prefect is on the prowl,

and all onta that one 1i°l Slicker Self-§looking jor night birds ?

Adjusting, which runs for s month
on & pinta oil. Now here’s an order
form—sign  there, willya? And,
mind, it's a knock-ont price !”
Bazooka grumbled a bit, but he
signed up.

" Now, about da ransom—"

“Never mind about that, sonny.
We
think of right now. S'pese you
the ransom—what would you do with
it? Buryit? I gucss what you need
more’'n anything is a Slicker Sensa-
tion Crimeproof Safe.

Now, I'm an} out.

S Hra
rvislhs I am faliding crord on e ng 1
ftake my stealthy course o the box-
roont weindore.

Perhinps somconc has shat e
window. No, thank hearens, it's shill
apen. ¥ olivmb in and crcep np te bed,
but not fo zleep. Lighis seem o
dance in front of my strained cpyes ;
gy heml is throbbing ismally @ T ane

got more important things to feeling sich from the dingy smell of
= ot § cigars aud spirits.

And I ant dismmally
regretting the mnoney I've lost. It is
an howr or more before I drop into an
uneasy sieep.

In the movning I am ulferly woashed
I am irritable and wseless. I

agent for them safes, and I gnarantec| bungle my constrie in class and reap

‘em. Five thousand doliars gpot

an  impotf. The black depression

cash, and another three Lhundred for)hemgs over me all day long, aond

transit. Sign here.™
The brigand signed mournfully
withont a word, and while be was
eigning, Silas sold him n wasghin
machine. After that he up and ﬂaﬁi
him a  sclf-contained
system, a radiocram, a colla
Lookease, and o bread-oven.

mixer, Bazooka shook his head.

“1 cannot buy cct. I connot buy
nozzing more. I am broka.”

Silas was disappointed, naturally,
but he had to put up with it.

“Well, gee, it seems there ain’t
no use my hanging round an

fellows tell me I am e a bheor weith o
gare head,
But I ain simply a ** gay deg.”
Perhaps 1lis little sketch of a goy
dog's veal feelings will pour cold
weater on some other fellowe's iden of it.

drainage ) Belicve me, it°s not worth it.  School
ible { life grows a bit bering at times; and
Then { fools like mpself get the old hankéring

he started in to scll him a conercte- ) for @ night ont.

vt please don't eney
the gay dog.

As a rule there's nobody more zovry
for him than he is,

T T N N W Ty
RIDDLES

What's the difference between a
bottle of medicine and the haund of

longer, bo' I he said, as he tied the(friendship?

paroozas in a bundle. “I guess I'll

One you ehake beforc talking, the

call back when you're flush agen. So) other you take before shaking.

Imif, Greasopot [

e tooled off with the brigand’s
life savings, and Bazooka jumped
over a precipice in despair. So that
was the end of another wize puy. I
fﬂ.ﬂﬁﬁ these brigands can’t pull any-
hing over a galoot who had his cye
teeth cut in Noo York!

Why docsu’t Coker like to be away
from Aunt Judy?

Beeanse he is fond of lier preschce
(prescnts).

When does
hands?
When lie donbles hiis fista,

Bolsover Tharve fonr



GERALD LODER, THE BLACK SHEEP OF THE SiXTH, IS ASKING FOR TROUBLE

AGAIN!

WILLING TO OBLIGE!

&

AND THE FAMOUS FIVE AND VERNGN-SMITH ARE ONLY TOO
BUT THEY BLUNDER—AND

BLUNDER BADLY!

{ .. Ilr =|' 1 A

o e e

RICHARDS

In the hla,nknes_.s_ut the night the door of the lnl;by opened and a figure stepped cut. Armed with
an open sack and a coil of rope, the Greyfriars Removites waited !

SLIPPERY !
& AVE!” squcaked Billy Bunter.
C The warning passcd un-
Lecded.
“1 sgay, you fellows! Loder's

coming ' howled Bunter,

2till the Removites did not Licar or
heed.

The Greyiriars Remove were enjoy-
ing life after third school. It was a
cold and frosty morning, and it had
been freezing all might.  There was
snow banked between the old elms
and the school wall—and the elms,
leafless as they were, screencd the
spot from general view, The suow
was frozenm hard as rock. Bo 1t was
in the nature of things for o erowd of
juniors to make a slide there—for-
getting, or preferring to forget, that
slides in the quadrangle wore strictly
jorbidden.

A merry crowd were
whizzing.

Harry Wharton & Co., and ihe
Bounder, and a dozen other Remove
fellows, whizzed down the slide one
after another, jumping off at the end
and cutting back to slide again.

Billy Bunter watched them through
his big spectacles. He was not
sliding—such exertion did not appeal
to the fat Owl of the Remove.
Bunter was, in fact, waiting for the
Famous Five to come off, in *he hope

joviully

(Copyright in the Tnited States of America.

of touching some member of the
Co. for a small spot of cazh, to be
cxpended in light refreshment to tide
him over till the dinner-bell rang.

So it happened that Bunter was the
only fellow who noticed Loder of the
Sixth appear in the offing.

Loder was a profect, and it was a
prefeet’s duty to stop sliding in the
quad. Loder was a whale on duty,
when it eonld be made unpleasant to
anybody. 8o, as Gerald Loder ap-
proachied the spot, with his official
ashplant under his arm, and an
agercssive lock on his face, Billy
Buuter squeaked a warning.

But the Removites went whizzing
down the slide unheeding.

Billy Bunter rolled nearer to the
glide. He¢ wavell a fat hand and
roared at the top of his voice :

“I say, vou fellows I

“Come on, Bunter ! called out Bob
Cherry. " Juin up, old fat bean! A

i | - | ol v ;- | |- | S - - - | -

Enthralling Long Complete Story

of Sehoolboy Adventure, featur-

ing HARRY WHARTON &
C0., of GREYFRIARS.

1 | | R ST | T

spot of exercise will do vom good!
Get an appetite for your dinner i
Billy Bunter did not need to get an
appetite for his dinner ! His appetite,
as usnal, was in first-elass form.
“You silly ass!” welled Bunter,
“Loder’s coming
“0Oh, my hat!" Bob looked round
and spotted Loder of the Sixth in the
distance. “Cave, vou fellows! "Ware
pre's i
“Blow
Bounder.
“Better cut!” said Frank Nugent.
“You can blow Loder all on your
own, Smithy! T don’t want six!”
“Soame here I agreed Johnny Bull.
“0Oh, ret ' Herbert Vernon-Smith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars, was
alwavs ready for trouble. “Let's roll
him in the snow if he barges in ™
“Fathead !” said Harry Wharton.
dolling a Sixth Form prefeet in
the snow was one of those agrecable
things that might be suggested, but
conld not be done. Nobody wanted
six from Loder’s ashplant—and per-
haps Smithy, on second thoughts,
didn’t ! Anyhow, there was a rush of
footsteps, and the forbidden slide
was snddenly deserted, the whole mob
of juniors seampering off along the
wall, hefore Loder could arvive on the
spot.
Tie Magwer Tisninr.—No. 1,667,
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Loder ! erowled  the
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Billy Buuter was left standing by

the slide on his own. .

He blinked round at Loder through
iz big spectacles. Bunter hadn’t
becn sliding. He was merely, like
Shakespeare’s Duke, a looker-on in
Vienna, so to speak! 2o Bunter saw
no reason for getting into rapid
motion.

Loder quickened his pace as the
crowd scampered off, He had only a
hrief view of vanishing backs—and a
more leisurely view of a fat face and
a big pair of spectacles. It was
rather a disa&pnintmeut to the bully
of the Sixth, who rather liked
handling his ash. However, Bunter
was thore!

“You young sweep!” said Laoder.
He pointed to the slide with his ash.
“Don't you know that’'s against the
rules "

“Eh? Obh,
hlinking at him,
sliding, Loder i”

“Only just Etaudingg;!

ves ! said Bunter,
“I haven’t been

about to get

your feet cold, what?” asked Loder,
with a grin.
“Eh? Oh, no! You sec—"

“Y see ! agreed Loder. “ Bend over
and touch your toes!”

“I—I—1 say—" stuttered Bunfer
in alarm. “I wasn’t—I never—I
didw’t—I wouldn't—I—"

“I said bend over!” remarked
Loder. He slipped his ashplant down
into his hand and swished it in the
air.

Billy Buuter jumped back out of
reach,

Really aund truly, Billy Bunter
hadn’t been sliding—he was too fat
and lazy! Bunter was innocent as
n dove! But Loder, cvidently, be-
lieved that he had, and was going to
whop the only one of the shders he
had caught! Which was fearfull
unjust and bard lines on the fat Owl.

But, in jumping bhack out of
Loder’s reach, Bunter had forgotten
that the slide was just behind him.
He was reminded of it the next
secoud, as his fect suddenly flew from
under him.

* Waooaoh ¥ roared Buntcr,

That slide was well worn and ex-
tremely slippery. One of Bunter's
feet flew to the north, the other to
the south; and Billy Bunter sat down
o the county of Kent with a bump
that nearly shook that county.

“Yarooh ' bellowed Bunter,

“Ja, ha, ha!” reared Loder.

T.oder zecmed amused.

Bunter was not anused. He sat on
the slippmg slide and roared.
“Ow! Oh! Oh ecrikey!

Wow ! Oh scissors !”

“Get up ! grinned Loder,
waiting for you, Bunter !

It was pot easy for Bunter to get
up! He scrambled and scrambled,
and slipped and slid. Bunter never
Found il casy to get up at the best of
{imes, having a lot to lift. It was an
inusually difficult performance on
slippery frozen snow. 1

‘EIHF Buuter scemed to be making
frantic efforts to turmn himself iuto
a catherine-wheel and tie himself in
=aitlor's knots,

Loder, by way of assistance,
Liim a lick with the ashplant.

Tue Macser Lisrary.—~No. 1,667,

Qoooh !

fi’IJ‘m

ave
hen

THE MAGNET

Buuter, with a really terrific effort,
heaved himself up.
He gained his feet, only to lose

them again. For a millionth part of
a second the fat Owl of the ove
stood Earpendiﬂular-afmr that brief
space his

fect shot awayhhenmth him,
and Bunter plunged hcadlong for-
ward—right at Loder!

Crash !

Bi!l;g Bunter’s bullet head hit
Loder’s waistcoat like a cannon-ball,

It came before Loder of the Bixth
kEnew that it was coming. It kmocked
every ounce of breath out of Gerald
Loder, and he folded up like a pocket-

knife and sat down,

* Ooooogh 1* £ Bunter.

“Urrrrggh ' gurgled Loder. “You
— groogh—you—oocogh—you—wooogh
—you—urrrrrggh I

“Oh crikey !”

Loder, gurgling, pressed both

hands to his waistcoat. He had no
wind there, but he scemed to have a
in instead. His gurgles were
orrible.
Billy Bunter blinked at him in
horror. How long Loder was going

to sit there Bunter could not guess—
but what Loder was g to do when
he got up, the fat Owl could guess

only too easily,

Bunter did not wait for Loder to
get up! He shot away along the
alide, as the quickest mode of retreat.
He rolled off the end of the =slide,
scrambled up, and bolted—leaving
Loder still sitting it omt, uttering
mumbles, moans, and gurgles that
might have moved a heart of stone,

THE INVISIBLE OWL !

& LEASE, sir—"
Mr. Lamb, at the head of
the Remove table, in Hall,
glanced along that table over hie
gold-rimmed glasses, as the fattest
member of his Form addressed him.

Mr. Quelch being still absent from
Greyfriars, Lamb, the art master,
was still in nhar%e of the Remove,
and he took the head of the table
with his Form, as Quelch had been
accustomed to do.

“Did you speak, Bunter?” asked
Mr. Lamb in his mild, bleating voice,
remember that I left the tap running
i1 the Remove passage, sir.”

That statement, from Billy Bunter,
drew the attention of all the Remove,

There was steak-and-kidney pie for
dinner. Bunter revelled in steak-and-
kidney pic, when he had the ]:n.p]i]
opportunity. Bunter had had only
two helpings—and he was always
good for as many helpings as he could
get, It was not merely unusual but
utterly unprecedented for Billy
Bunter to leave off eating before he
had to. Yet here he was, asking for
leave out of Hall with dinner still
unfinished—and pie yet to come!

It was amazing ! ;

Moreover, his excuse was a flimsy
one. A careless fellow might leave
the tap at the sink in the Remove

assage turned on, if he washed his
Eanda there in a hurry. Bunter was
carcless enough—but the washing of
his fat hands was not a frequent pexr-
formance! Indeed, the most casual

rlance at those podey pawa revealed
that they had not bP:un recently
washed, though they wundoubtedly
needed it.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Lamb., “That
was very carcless, Bunter! You may
go at once and turn off the tap!™

“Thank you, sir !

Bunter jumped up at once.

“We're dreaming thie I murmured
Bob Cherry. “Is Bunter really cut-
ting tiffinr*

‘hasn’t scoffed enough for two
yet !” said Frank Nugent, in wonder.

It was really mysterious. Bumter
could have had a third helping of
steak-and-kidney pie, if wot a fourth,
And there was apple tart to follow.

Regardless of steak-and-kidney pic,
and ﬂpgtu tart to follow, the fat Owl
rolled doorward.

An eye from the Sixth Form {able
followed him as he weht. At the high
table, where the prefects sat, was
(erald Loder. That, if the Removites
had known it, was the reason for
Billy Bunter's amazing aection in
quitting a table where there were
eatables still uneaten!

Since Bunter had butted him over
by the slide Loder had not seen the
fat junior till the school came in to
dinner. Bunter had taken care of
that! At dinner, Loder could net
deal with him—but his eye was on
him, and it was painfully clear to
Buunter that Loder was going to deal
with him when the school went out
of Hall.

Hence the fat Owl's ear]; retreat—
in spite of the almost irresistible
attractions of steak-and-kidney pic.
Even at the awful cost of leaving a
mea! unfinished, Bunter wanted to
keep clear of Loder of the Sixth,

Bunter rolled out of Hall.

Loder's eye was on him, but Loder
was not disposed to leave his dinmer
unfinished.

The fat Owl rolled away to the
stairs and ascended the same to head
for the Remove passage. There was
ne tap turned on there; and if there
had been, Billy Bunter would not
haye clambered up two staircases to
turn it off. But he had to find cover
bhefore Loder came out of Hall.

Loder, if he looked for him, would
draw that cover first of all. And
Bunter had a decp and dark fore-
hoding that Loder was going to look
for him. 8o, with deep artfuluess,
the fat Owl did not head for his own
study, No. 7, but rolled into Study .
¥o., 1, which belon to Harry
Wharton and Frank u%ent.

In that st the artful Owl backed
the armchair into a corner. A fellow
could sit in that armchair in case and
comfort, and )221} behind it at the
sound of a footstep!

This looked to Bunter. It was
a half-holiday that afterncon—and
gitting in an armchair was, according
to the fat Owl's ideas, a very lmpillr
way of spending a half-holiday. All
he required to while away the lagging
moments was something to cat!

Fortunately, there was a tin of
toffees in the study cupboard. It was
not, perhaps, fortunate for Wharton
and Nugent that Billy Bunter found
it there—bnt it was gquite a windiall
to Bunter. ) ]

He sat in the armchair, with the



toffce-tin on his knees, chewed toffee,
and listened for an alarm of the
enemy,

A guarter of an hour later, there
wore footsteps on the Remove landing
and in the passage.

Billy Bunter heaved his weight out
of the armchair and squeezed inte the
corner behind it—not forgetting the
toffce-tin. He did not know whether
it was Loder coming or mot; but in
ehe perilons cireumstances, it was
¢vident that a fellow counld not be
too carcinl.

The study door apened.

There woas a tramp of fect as five
fellows came in together., Then from
the passage.came a well-kuown voice :

* Wharton I

“Yes, Loder.”

“Is Bunter in the studies®”

“I haven’t seen him.”

Billy Bunter's mouth, behind the
armechair, was full of toffce. But he
did not venture to chew it. He hardly
ventured to breathe., The Famous
Five were in the study, and Loder of
the Bixth was looking in at the door-
way. Billy Bunter was thankful that
e was out of sight.

“I've looked in his study !” growled
Loder, with a suspicious glare at the
chums of the Remove. “He's mnot
there! Do you know where he is?”

“*Haven't the fogricst!” answered
Harry.

“I kEnew he came np! Look here,
if you young sweeps know where he
is, tell me at once!” growled Loder.

From Loder’s look, and the fact
that he had hiz ashplant ready in his
hand, the Famouz Five could guess
why he wanted Bunter., They could
now guess, too, why Bunter had dis-
appearcd carly from Hall. So, had
they Enown where the fat Owl had
parked himself, they certainly would
not have been dispesed to tell Loder.
But they did not know—little gness-
ing how near at hand he was—and
Harrs  Wharton, Frank Nugent,
Jolinny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Hurree
Jomsct Ham Singh all shook their
heads together,

Loder pave them a glare, and
atepped back from the doorway.
Then he tromped up the passage,
apparcatly to draw the other atudies
for Bunter. His voice wna heard

from up the pn&asng;{:-l_:
“Mauleverer ! ave you secn

Bunter?”

“No, Loder !

Harry Wharton fhrew shut the
door of Study No. 1.

“Toder scems to be after that fat
asa!” lic remarked. "I suppose he's
dodeinz out of sight somewhere, I
wonder—"

“I say, you fellows!"

The Famous Five jum anil
starcd round at that nwnex voico.
From bchind the armchair in the

corner, o fat face rose into view and
a big pair of spectacles glimmered
at them.

“Bunter!” howled Bob Cherry.

“I gay, don't yell !” hooted Bunter,
“1 don't want that ead Loder to come

back lhere! I say, I en 2 you
don't mind me having thfsgmwﬂgnus.
Wharton =~

“What ¥

“I'1l stand vou another tin when
mv pestal order comes! I think I

EVERY SATURDAY

told yon I was cxpecting a postal
order, That's all right, ain’t it”

And Billy Bunter sank down in the
armchair  again, blinked at the
Famous Five through his big spee-
tacles, and chewed toffce,

E——————

QUICK WORK !

ARREY WHARTON & CO.
gazed at Bunter,

Bunter chewed toffee clieer-
fully and blinked round him.
~ Loder of the Sixth, having looked
mto that study and passed om, the
fat Owl was feeling safe, It wons o
great relief to Bunter’s mind. Loeder
was welcome to keep up the search as
loug as he liked nutfsquint into ever
stuily at Grerfriars, so long as he di
not squint inte Etm‘l;l' No. 1.

“You fat villain!® said Harry.
“We're ﬁniug on the cliffs this after-
noon, and we were going to take those
toffecs—"

“Well, I wonldn't be selfish 1 gaid
Bunter. “I'v: got to stick in this
study, with that beast hunting me—
I Eﬂplmﬁﬂ you wouldn't like me to
HH“-.-I.: were for hours with nothing to
eat?”

.~ That's femiully important, isn't
it # rewmarked Frank Nugent sarcas-
tically.

“Yes, old chap! I say, it was all
your fault, you know, for makin
that slide! I slipped on it and butt
Loder in the tummy ! I think he had
& pain in his tummy—he gurgled like
anything. T say, yon fellows, if that
beast butts in here again, den't you
say anything—I've got to keep clear
of him, I say—"

“Hallo, halle, halle!" ejaculated
Bob Cherry. “'That sounds like jolly
old Loder coming back again !

There waa n sonnd of angry, atamp-
ing fect coming down the Remove
passage.

“Oh erikev !” masped Bunter.

He whipped out of the armchair
and deodged behind it again. Once
more the fat Owl waz invisible.

He was only just in time.

The study door was thrown open
and Loder of the Bixth stared in
again.

is face was red and angry. Loder
still had a lingering pamm in the
region which Bunter described as his
tummy, and it scemed fo produnce a
deteriorating efect on his temper—
never good, at the best of times.

“Look here, I can’t find that young
sweep in the studies !” rapped Loder.
“If you've got him here——"

It was rather an awkward poasition
for Harry Wharton & Co. A short
time agoe, they conld have answered
that Bunter wasn't there—not know-
ing that he was. Now they couldn’t.

“ He's hiding somewhere I” growled
Loder. *I shouldn’t wonder if he's
in this study! Is he?”

“I haven't got him in my waist-
coat pocket, Loder!™ answered Bob
Cherry gmﬂ-}{ﬁ

Loder gave him a glare.

“Is he here?” he Toared.

Loder, cvidently, was sunspicious.
The Famoeus Five were just the
follows to stand by a fellow in
trouble—ns indecd they were deoing at

5

the present moment. Loder sus-
pected that Buunter was parked in
that study.

“Well, I'll look'!” hie snapped.

He stamped in.

There was not much cover in a
jomior study. The study cupboard
and the corner belind the armchair
were the only possible places.

Loder stamped across to the cup-
board. It was a Dbig cuphoard,
extending from the floor. ™ Loder
dragged the door open and stared
" Billy B h

illy Bunter, in his corner, palpi-
tated. Bt

Vernon-Smith looked in from the
passage.

“You fellows seem Bunter®” he

“Oli, my hat! Does everybod
want Bunter?” ejaculated Bo
Cherry. “Bunter’s getting a rush

of custom fo-day!”

“I've pot detention this afternoon,”
grunted the Bounder, “and I want
that fat ass—" He broke off as he
aaw Loder. “Obh gad! What docs
Ioder want here®

“Bunter ! grimned Bob, “Buuter's
in demand !

Gerald Loder turned from the study
eupboard. He stepped ncross towards
the armchair and glanced over its
bigh back into the corner.

Oh!” he ejaculated.

_An upturned fat face with two
little round eyes popping behind a
pair of big round spectacles met Lis

VICW.
Billy Banter gave a gasp of
afiright as Loder’s eyes iixef grimly

on him,
“8o you're here!” said Loder.

“Ol, no!” gas Bunter, “I=I
ain't hore, Lo%erli?‘d

“Come ont of it!" Loder stored
vound at the Famous Five. “You
oung rascals, yon told me that you
wdn't secn Buater !

“We hadn’t when we told you so,”
answered Harry Wharton curtly,

Loder grasped the armchaiv and
twirled it to one side. The invisible
D;}T was revealed, Loder swished his
ash, !

“Come ount of it, you fat sweop!
Now bend over that chair ! said the
buliq of the Sixth grimly,

Billy Bunter came out of it. DBut
he did not bend over the chair., He
backed away from Loder and Lis ash-
plaxnt.

“I—I—I say, Loder,” he gasped.
“I—I—I—="

“Bend over!” roarcd Loder.

“You—youn see, I—[—"

Loder made a stride at him 1o
grasp a fat shoulder. But the look
O er’'s face, and the ashplant in
his hand, were too much for Buuter.
He made a bouund for the doorway.

“Stop!” roared Loder.

Bunter did not stop—he flew! An
arrow in its flight had nothing on
Bunter as he ghot past the Bounder
at the doorway,

Loder shot after him.

Bunter would have been grabled
in another moment, But in that
moment Herbert Vernon-Smith put a
foot in Loder's way., It was rather
a dan s game to trip a prefect;
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but the Bounder of Greyfriars was
always reckless.

Loder etumbled over that foot
hefore he saw it, and went over im
the Pa.aaag-e on his hands and knees,
He‘ m!irlg h;lalﬁed as he Bn‘:'md.

) , Iy 1> 'EI:!T-

Bunter was Bcud%ing for the stairs,

Loder serambled up in the passage,
apl‘nt-teriu% with fury. He made s
jump at Vernon-Smith, lashing out
‘Wié]l the ash. .

wWipe, Swihe, BW1

He })aeuded gﬁ:ee hEPFﬂ].‘-E the Bounder
cscaped up the passage.

Billy Buuter, meanwhile, was in
full flight. He charged across the
Remove landing  like a frantioc
rhinpeeros.

It was rather unfortunate for
Fisher T. Fish of the Remove that
he was Eﬂmiﬂg. up the Remove stair-
case as Billy Bunter charged down,

Fishy hardly kuew what hit him,
It felt like a runaway lorry. Fisher
T, IPish went hackwards to the lower
Janding with a crash that shook u
every bone in his bony person. Fis
yelled wildly—unheeded by Bunter,
who flew onward to the lower stair-
ease, leaving Fishy for dead, as it

were,

“Aw! Wake snakes!” roared
Fisher T. Fish. “Aw! Carry me
lLiome to die! Eay, you %lmt_say,
you mad mugwump— Yarooooh !*

But Bunter was gone,

Tha mnext mioute Loder of the
Sizth came out of the Remove pas-
sage at a run, But he had lost a
minute swiping the Bounder, and
Bunter had a start. The fat Owl
was at the bottom of the staircase by
the time Loder reached the top.
Loder went down two at a time.

But he did not find Bunter. Once
more the Owl of the Remove had
vanished into -space.

DOGGO !
L H crikey !” breathed Billy
Bunter,
Vnder a study table in

Misters' Passage the fat Owl gasped
for ‘hreath, ly in a case of
desperate  extremity would Billy
Bunter have thought of taking
refuge in a master’s study. But it
was, after all, about the safest spot
e could have chosen, for wherever
Loder of the Bixth looked for him,
he was not likely to look in My,
Lamb's study.

Mr. Lamb was going out that
alterngon, Bunter kmew that, be-
cause he had heard him say so.
Smithy of the Remove was booked
for detention ihat afternoon, and as
Mr, Lamb was going out, the new
master of the Remove had spoken to
Winzate of the Sizth on the subject
—pot trusting Smithy 1o remain
kept in unless an official eye was
open. Billy Bunter had heard him—
Bunter's fat cara often heard what
was not addressed to them !

So, as Lamb was going out, Bunter
hoped that he was already gone when
he headed for Lamb’s study. He
fouud that study unoccupied, whether
Lamb was pone out or not, and
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{immptl - parked his fat on under
he table. Loder was not likely to
look in—and if Lamb did, Bunter
was out of sight.

As goon as he was sure that Lamb
was gone, the master's armchair waa
at his disposal. -But he was not sure
yet—and, in the meantime, under
the table seemed the safest !

Under that table the fat Owl kept
$Eat Tamb wae sot yot gone, i
was definitely apprised thic sound

of the art master’s bleat in the
passage.

Why tho heast was nol alread
gone, if he was going, Bunter di
not know. Anvhow, the fupitive
Owl was safely hidden if he came
into the study.

“Yea, Mr. Hacker, it is such a fine
afternoom, though cold—indeed, very
cold ' the Lamb was saying just
outside the study door. Evidently he
was speaking to Hacker, the master
of t[]:;e Shell. ae

“If you are going my way, :
Lamb——" c¢ame back the sharp
voice of the Acid Drop.

“Which way are you walking, Mr.
Hacker 7

“I1 was thinking of a walk across
the common to Courtfleld.”

“Ah, T am sorry!” bleated the
Lamb. “I shall be walking down by
Friardale to get a whiff of the sea
air, Mr. Hacker !*

“My dear fellow, it is immaterial
to me,” said Hacker., “I shall be
glad to take a walk by the sea. We
may sece something of the mine-
sweepers,”

There was a moment’s pause. Then
the amiable bleat of the Lamb came
again.

“That will be wery mnice, Mr.
Hacker—very nice indeed! I will
join you in a few minutes. I have
to step into my study to put away
some drawings.”

“1 will wait for wou at the
Common - reom  door,”  gaid -Mr.,
Hacker.

Bunter heard Hacker's footsteps
depart. Then the door-handle turned
and Mr. Lamb came into the study,
shutting the door after him.

“Fool!” he breathed aloud.

Bunter, for a second, dreaded that
he was discovered. Mr, Lamb could
hardly be speaking to himself—and
Buuter was the only other person in
the study. And the expression he
used seemed applicable to Bunter.

But Lamb did not approach the
study table. He turned his hack to
it, stepping to the desk by the
window,

Bunter had a view of legs and the
tail of an overcoat. mb was
already dressed for soing out when
Hacker had caught him.

From what he had said, he had
to put away some drawings before he
went out. Buot he did not put away
any drawings. He took the receiver
from the telephone that stood on the
desk. He was going to phone,

It seemed rather gingular to Bunter
that he had told Ha that he had
drawings to put away, w in
reality he was going to use the tele-
phone. What Mr. Lamb said on

t{lii,;.‘- instrument scemed more siugular
atill.

“Is that you, Nobhby?*

Bunter did not hear the answer
fream Nobby, and Mr. Lamb’s voice
went on :

“I shall be late! A troublesome
fool is going to walk with me—I can
hardly object! I may be an hour
late | '

Billy Bunter grinned under the
tahle.

Hacker, evidently, was the
“troublesome fool.” The Acid Drop
would bave liked that, Bunter
thought, if he could have beard it!
’_l‘h&hn_taatnr of the tEthil T{.f::n Igegtn'?'-
ing his company rather 1810}
unglittla HE. Eamb, littyﬂa ﬂmnm?n%
what his feelings were, under his out-
ward docile politeness.

Bunter waa rather amused.

Lamb was going to meet sdmebudiy,
and was putting off the meeting till
he had got rid of his undesired com-
panion In his walk. So much was
clear, from what Lamb said on the
telephone.

Something came through from the
other end, which Billy Bunter could
not hear. Then the Lamb spoke
again.

“It cannot be helped. I have to
ptug upI, Nobby. No, no, that is all
right—I gave the young rascals a
severa caning, and they are not likel
to come near the place again. I shall
be careful, of course, but that is all
right! O.K., Nobhy!”

r. Lamb put up the receiver.

To Billy Bunter's relief, he went
straight to the door, without even a
glance towards the table.

Bunter was glad to see a pair of
legs and the toil. of an overcoat dis-
appear out of the doorway and the
door shut after them.

Mr, Lamb was gone to join Hacker
at the door of Commion-room and
start an that afterneon walk, He
had come and gone without the
slightest suspicion that a fat Owl was
under the study table. Which was
very fortupate for Bunter, who re-
membered that Lamb had given the
Bounder a tremendous licking omnce,
when he had caught him in his
study.

It wasz all clear now.

Billy Bunter crawled, at last, out
of his retreat, and volled over to the
study window. KEeeping carefully in
cover of the curtain, he peered out
through his spectacles and had a
view of Mr, Lamb and Mr. Hacker
going down to the gates.

Lamb was safe off the scene now.
From what he had ssid on the tele-
phone, he waa going to be out most
of the aftermoon. Nothing could
have snited Bunter better.

The two masters disappeared. A
few minutes later, Bunter caught
sight of Vernon-8mith roaming about
the guadrangle as if in search of
somebody. He heard Smithy call cut
to Skinner:

“8Been that fat ass Bunter P”

“No!” answered Skinner, and he
went on: “It's nearly two, Smithy:
Haven't you got detention at two "

“Yes: I wanted to see that fat fool
firat 1 growled the Bounder, *1



suﬁ[mse the blithering idiot 1s still
dodging Loder "
ernon-Smith strode away angrily

to the door of the House. At two
o’clock he had to report himself to
the head prefect for detention, his
Form-master having gone out.
ex ion on the Bounder's face did
not indicate that he intended to re-
main in detention, however, if he
found a chance of cutfing.

A little later, five cheery faces
assed in Bunter's view. Harry

harton & Co. were going out.

Then the portly form of Mr. Prout,

Le gale

EVERY SATURDAY
PAYING OUT PARKER !

& ALLO, hallo, hallo!
Smithy!” roared Bob

Cherry. _

The Famous Five all locked round.
They were sauntering down Friar-
ane, to take the path to the
cliffs, when there was a E‘r;ttﬁr of run.

m.

ning footsteps behind t
erbert Vernon-Smith, who was

supposed to be in detention in the
REI:]H}FE Form room, overtook them
breathlessly.

The chums of the Remove were not
wholly surprised to see him. Break-

L

7

time to let him ont. I’m chancing it,
anyhow."”

“Risky, old man!* gaid Frank
Nugent, shaking his head. "“The
Lamb’s got a down on you!”

“I know that!” eneered the
Bounder. “I've got a down on kim,
too. He's got his knife into me for
nnthiutgh *

“Nothing 7" asked Jnhnni Bull.
“Is sticking a jam tart on his face
nothing, Smithy ?"

“He shouldn’t pretend to be a soft
ass that can be ragged!” retorted the
Bounder. “Think I should have

IMr. Parker threw open the gate and ran nt, flourishing a stick. As he did so, the Greyfriars juniors
let fly, with deadly aim, and snowballs erashed and smashed all over the stocky man !

the master of the Fifth, appeared on
the path wunder the windows of
Masters' Studies, walking with Mr.
Capper.

Billy Bunter promptly retreated
from the window. He did not want
to risk being spotfed in a master’s
etudy.

He plumped down in Mr. Lamb's
armchair and put his feet on Mr.
Lamb’s fender, and, having thrown
gome conl on Mr. Lamb’s fire, settled
down comfortably. There was, un-
fortunately, nothing to eat in Mr.
Lamb’s study; but it was a comfort-
ing reflection that he had bolted most
of the toffees before he was rooted
out of Study No. 1 in the Remove,

Loder of the Sixth was probably
gtill looking for him, He was not
likely to look in Lamb’s study.
Later on, when the painiul shock
his tummy had quite worn off,
Bunter hoped that Loder would be in
a better temper—and that be might
let that little matter drop.

Bunter had a hopeful nature!

ing dctention was o rather serious
matter; but it was not the Bounder’s
way fto think much of the conse-
ucnces of his actions. It was Mr.

mb who had detained him, and
against the Pet Lamb, Smithy had
a deep and bitter feud He was not
likely to spend a half-holiday in the
Form-room at Lamb's order, if he
could help it.

“Bo wyou've cut,
Harry Wharton.

The Bounder cast a swift look back-
wards before he answered.

The Famous Five were half a mile
from the school; and Smithy ap-
peared to have run all the way. But
there was no sign of pursuif in the
lanc.

“Yes, I've cut!” gaid Vernon-
Smith, “Lamb's gone out, and ten
to one, Wingate won't look into the
Form-room again! I let him march
me there, and eclear. I wasn’t five
minutes after him, He isn't a spy
like Lamb—he won’t po nosing into
the Form-room after a fellow, till it's

Smithy 1* said

stuck a jam tart on Queleh’s face?
Lamb asks to be ragged by making
out that he's a silly soft ass—when
he's nothing of the kind !”

“And is chucking a bundle of
crackers in at his bed-room window,
in the middle of the night, nothing 7~
inguired Johnny Bull.

“The rotter asked for that,” eaid
Smithy, "“and he got it! And I'd
like to know why he turned out in the
middle of the wight and opened his
window, too! I was going to break
a pane if he hadn’t; but he did! And
why did he want to keep it dark?”

“Did he?” grunted Johnny,

“He said nothing about it—only
Eept an eye on me like a cat, and
canght me out for something else!”
said the Bounder 'bittﬂfm “I
wonder what secrets he's got to keep
—the rat!”

“Bmithy doesn’'t love our Pet
Lamb, and no mistake ! said Bob
Clerry, with a grin.

Tnz Macxer Lisripy.—No. 1,657,
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“The lovefunlness is not terrific!®
agrecd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“You fellows going anywhere?”
asked Vernon-Smith.

“Yes,” said Harry, “and if youn'd
like to hike along, O.K. But—"

“But yon don't want the compan
of a fellow out of detention ' snece
the Bounder. “All 1ight—I'll
clear ¥ .

“Don’t be an asa !” said the captain
of the Remove quietly. "I was going
to say that this is riskier than you
think. Ten to one the Lamb has
asked Wingate to keep an eyc on the
Form-room. You’ll be missed.”

“I shouldn't wonder! 1 dom’t
care!” grunted Vernon:Smith, “If I
could have found that fat idiok,
Bunter, I'd have fixed it up with him
as 1 did on SBaturday—jyou know, I
locked him in the Form-room, and he
spoofed Lamb, through the door, with
his putrid ventriloguism, makin
Lamb think I was inside. It woul
have done
to-day; but I couldn’t find tho fat
u]lunﬁp anywhere,” .

“He’s still dodging Loder’s ash!”
grinned Bob.

“*The fat fool!” growled Vernon-
Smith. “I.hunted all over the shop;

but he’s parked himself somewhere
out of sight. Where are you fellows
going

iE

wn to the clif roud,” said
Harry. “The fact is, we're on the
warpath, Smithy—if you're ripe for a
row, as usual.”

“Youn good little Eries hunting
trouble #* exclaimed the Bounder, in
sareastic surprise. “ You surprise and
shock me, Wharton.”

“QOh, don't be & goat! Last Wed-
nesday we were cought in the rain,
with some of the Clif House girls
with us, and we took shelter at a
chalet along the cliff road, ealled Sea
View,” explained the captain of the
Remove. “'There’s a carctaker there
—a surly brute named Parker—and
Le refused to let us stay.”

HWhF ?!!

“Goodness knows—just a surly
brute, I suppose. e couldn’t Iet

the girls out in drenching rain, so
we stn% —and he cut up rusty, and
I punched him.”

‘Good for you!” said Smithy.
“Are you going back now to punch
him again?"

Harry Wharton launghed.

“No! You see, he complained at
the school, calling it tres and
an act of violence, and Lamb ecalled
us up and gave us six cach—fearfully
hard !

*“ After which yon stiil thought he
was a nice filufiy’ little Lamb who
wouldn’t lhurt -a fly?” asked the
Bounder sarcastically. .

“No; we thought he was a savage
brute !” gaid Harry. ~“I don’t believe
in lis soft wdays any more than you
do, Smithy.  ‘Even if he had to whop
ug, he needn'§ have laid it on as if he
was beating a carpet.”

“Blessed if I know why he did,
cither 1" said Nugent. “Weo ex-
plained why we had to stay there
under shelter; but 18 made no differ-
cnce,

“Were you asses enough to E’giwz the

TaE Maexer LiBrary.—No. 1,667.

ually well for Wingate

THE MAGNET

man your name?” asked the Bounder,

“No fear!”

“Then how the dickens did he re-
port Tﬂﬂﬂ: at Greyfriars

“The Lamb happened to pass while
we were there!” explained Harry.,
“He was taking a walk in the rain,
and passed Sea View, %aing along to
Pegg. So when that brute’s report
came in, Lamb knew it was us. It
was rotten luck! If he hadn't hap-
pened to be passing the place, we
should have been all right. Well,
we're walking round now to see if
that brute Parker ie about.”

“There's been snow since last
week !” grinned Bob Cherry. “Tons
of it on the cliff road. If we get a
sight of Parker, there will be snow-

balls flying !”
“No trespass this time!” said
Johnuy Bull. “We're keeping on the

safe side of th jnllz old froutier. But
snowballs might whiz anywhere!”

The Bounder grinned.

“T'm on!" he said.

He walked on with the Famous
Five, and they reached the open road
which ran along the cliffs, in view of
the rolling sea. There was, as Bob
had said, plenty of snow on that road.
All the Elramuua Five were keen to
make the obnoxious Mr. Parker sit
up for his sins, and there was any
amount of ammunition lying about—
if Parker was o:;pntted*

The chums of the Remove were far
from vengeful, as a rule—they had
none of the Bounder's bitter memory
for an offence. But the man at the
seagide chalet had been inhospitable
and offensive—and from sheer surl
temper, so far as the juniors coul
sce, he would have driven them omt
into the rain, with three girls in the
party, and he had tried to pitch them
out when refused. And the
whopping Lamb had handed out had
been one to be remembered.

Mr. Lamb had told them t{hat it
was a warning to keep clear of Sea
View, and have no more trouble with
the surly caretaker. But, as a matter
of fact, it had produced exactly the
opposite effect on the juniora. It had
made them determined to give Mr.
Parker something for himself at the
firet opportunity. )

“Here's the place, Smithy!” said
Bob, at last,

They came to a halt where therc
was a gate in the wooden fence along
the inland side of the road. On the
other side of the road were the open
chalk cliffs, dropping steeply to the
beach below. In summer it was a
very pleasant spot; but in Januari
it was cold and misty, windy an
stormy; and of all the scaside holi-
day buildings along the road none was
inhabited—and only one had a resi-
dent caretaker; the rest were locked
up and deserted.

Sea View stood at a counsiderable
distance from the nearest of the other
buildings. It was surronnded by a

ood acre of
horn thick and lars, The
chalet stood well back from the road
—and a dozen yards from it, in the

en at the gide, and still farther
ack, was what Harry Wharton
& Co. knew to be tnhu nir—lrnid shelter
—a dugout among the poplars, camou-
flaged g?::y an Eﬂﬂﬂ?‘gﬂ mound of

und, dotted with haw- P

grassy earth. The entrance to thedug-
out could not be seon; either it waa
at the back, or it was comouflaged
like the reat.

Farther back from the road were
wired chicken-runs, with a fowl-
houze. And in that direction, a man
with a thick-set, stecky figure could
bc seen.

thﬁ;ﬂc had been attending to
the chi . _ He was coming back
towards the house, as the juniors
looked over the gate.

“Is that the sportsman?"” asked
Smithy.

“That's the blighter ! grunted
Johnny Bull,

“He looks ralher a toad !*

“The toadfulness is terrific.”

The carctaker at Sea View did not
Iﬁﬁ p%afnagnt man. _]Ii;: clﬂi_n was
8 ,» his face was pimply, his eyes
narrn“{ shifty, and furtive.

Catching sight of the schoolboys at
the gate, he stared at them—and «
dark and threateming scowl came
over the pimply face. Evidently Mr.
Parker recognised his visitors of a
week ago—and was not pleased to see
them again.

“Collar him and roll him in the
snow !* sugpgested the Bounder.

Smithy was entering whole-
heartedly into this campaign; pro-
bah}lﬁ chiefly from his love of a row.

“My dear chap, wo mustn’t tree-

881" paid Bob. “'We got whopped

or trespassing. We've got to attract
him within range.”

The stocky man had come to a halt
and stood staring at the group of
juniore,

Bob Cherry placed the thumb of his
right hand to his nose, and extended
the fingers. Then he placed the
thumb of his left hand to the little
finger of his right hand, and extended
the fingers of the left hand also.

The other fellows chuckled.

Bob’s action was not dignified. It
was not really worthy of a Remove
man of Greyfriars, ky little faga
in the Becond Form made such disre-
spectful gestures sometimes—scrubhby
little rascals like SBammy Bunter and
Nugent minor. But thcey did not do
such things in the Remove. They
were above it—miles above it.

But Bob made an exception in
favour of Mr. Parker. The carctaker
of Sea View had to be attracted with-
in range of snowhalls somehow. That
was.the idea! Bob’s action was not,

erhaps, attractive in itself, Never-

heless, it had the effect of attracting
th: stocky man. He gave Bob an
angry glare, and came towards the
ate at a run. There was a stick in
is hand. It looked as if Mr. Parker
intended to use that stick.

“Go. it!”"  murmured
Wharton.

On either side of the gate snow was
soanked high and thick. While Bob
continued to extend his fingers from
his nose, attracting the enraged Mr.
arker, five fellows = and
grabbed snow, and rapidly kneaded
snowballs. They rose, each with a
snowball in ecither haund, as Mr.
Parker arrived at the gate.

Bob Cherry jumped back as Parker
made a iick At :lhm with ﬂﬁmatmir.
The stocky man threw open a
and ran out, flourishing the stick.

Harry



Ag he did so, five snowballs flew with

depdly aim, crashing and smashin
all over Mr. Parker. He aw
Five more snowballs erash and

smashed the next moment, and Mr.
Parker, spluttering, rolled -over
under the fusillade and sprawled
headlong in the snow on the chiff road.

ROUGH LUCEK !
"Oﬂnum}m“ spluttered M.
Parker.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“@ive him a few more!” grinned
the Bounder.

"Eﬂ it EJ‘J

“Urrrggh |” gurgled the caretaker
of Sea View. “Urrgh! You young
‘ounds—— QGrrrrggh ¥

Whiz! Crash! Smash! Squash!

The plm%!E man sat up in the snow
dizzily. p stick had fallen from
his hand and the cap from his untidy
head. He aplutberre?l wildly.

Six fellowe surrounded him, at a
little distance, whizzing snowballs.
The Remove fellows were warmit:ﬁltu
the work, With wonderful rapidit
they grabbed up snow and w
the missiles at dizzy, splutterin
Mr, Parker. Snowhballs crashed an
smashed sll over him.

Mr. Parker, in the opinion of the
Famous Five, had asked for this—
indeed be for it. A surly brute
who refused to let a Earty of school-
boys and echoolgirls shelter under his
veranda roof, in a heavy dowanpour of
rain, and who got five fellows a
severe whopping for trespassing in
such circumstances, deserved all that
came to him. And what came to Mr.
Parker came thick and fast. It
secmed to Mr. Parker that the air was
full of smowballs—that he lived and
moved and had his being in a world
of snowballe! Every eecond they
smashed and squashed on him,

Bellowing like a bull with rage,
Mr, Parker got on his feet at last,
grabbed up hia stick, and charged.

The infuriated expression on the
pimply face showed that Mr. Parker
would have done some damage with
that stick, if he had got to close

uarters.

But the cheery Removites did not
intend to let him get to close gquarters
with that stick. They were & good
deal more active and nimble than the
stocky man, and they dodged him
pmﬂupﬂy, scattering from his angry
rush.

As fast as he got after one of the
party, the rest ¢ osed in behind him,
pelting him with snowballs.

Mr. Parker alipped. and went over
again, sprawling in the snow, fairly
yelling with rage by this time.

“Man down !" chortled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Have a few more, Parker?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The pimply man scrambled ug
agnin with a fury in his face tha
was positively deadly.

Vernon-Smith landed a enowball
under his chin, and it burst all over
his bull neck. He rushed fiercely at
the Bounder, who jumﬂed promptly
back—and bumped on the fence.

Another moment and Parker would

-

EVERY SATURDAY

have had him pinned against the
fence,

The stick was uplifted, and had it
landed on Smithy, it certainly wonld
have hurt him rather severely.

But the Bounder was swift. He
put & hand on the fence, and vaulted
over into the garden, as FParker
swiped.

There was a terrific crash as the
stick struck the fence with such force
that it was jorked ount of Parker’s
hand.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob breath-
lessly.

“Collar him !” roared Johnny Bull.

Mr. Parker was getting dangerous,
That terrific swipe would have done
real damage had it landed on Bmithy.
No fellow there wanted his nut
cracked by Mr, Parker—and as he
stooped and clutched at the fallen
stick, the whole Co. rushed him down,
grabbed him, and rolled him over in
the snow. 4

Johnny Bull canght up the stick
and whizzed it away over the -cliffe,
It dropped a dozen yards away, in
ENO gross, safely out of Mr.
Parker’s reach.

Spow was kicked up in clouds as
Mr. Parker rolled in it. He atrurggleﬂ
and kicked and hit in a perfectly
frontic manner. In the breathless
excitement of the tussle, the Famous
Five did not notice a figure coming
up the road. |

The Bounder, on the inner side of
the fence, ran along to the gate, to
emerge and join in the fray again.
But, as he did so, he spotted a figure
on the road which was unnoti by
Harry Wharton & Co.—and which was
now coming on at a run,

It was Mr. Lamb. )

Lamb had, apparently, got rid of
Mr. Hacker—at all events, he was
alone now. As he saw what was going
on' outside the gate of Bea View, he
broke into a rapid run.

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Vernon-
Smitlh.,

He gave a shout of warning,

“Cave! Look out, you fellows—it's
the Lamb !*

“ What—"

“0Oh erumbs "

The Famous Five, at the Bounder’s
ghout, released the stocky man and
stood breathless, staring down the
road. They etared in dismay at their
ap‘yrnmhing Form-master,

Lamb ! exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton.

“0h, what rotten Inck!” breathed

Nugent.

It was dismaying for the Famous
Five. And it was quite une ted
and surprising, The previous Wednes-
day, Laomb had happened along and
spotted them at that spot. Now he
had happened along and spotted them

nin at the same spot! Nobod
conld have expected such a coincid-
ence.

It was useless to eut. The Lamb’s
eves were on them, and he knew who

were. stood panting for
breath and waiting for him to come

upk. =

PBub the Bounder backed swiftly
behind the fence again.

Lamb had not seen him, as he was
within the gate, Lamb was nof.going

9

to sce him—out of detention—if
Smithy conld help it. Parker knew
nothing of him, and could not give
his name.

Bmithy was quite ready to stand
his share of the row for rageing
Parker; but breaking detention was
& more serzous matter. He was guite
aware that the Lamb would report
him to the Head for it, and that
meant a flogging. He was going to
kcﬁﬂnu_t of sight, if he cmﬂi

Ducking his head, to keep out of
view from over the fence, the Bounder
cut across the extensive gardens of
the chalet. He headed for the snowy
mound that covered the air-raid dug-
out, and eut behind it. Nobody was
likely to come there, and it was safe
cover till the coast was clear and he
could pet away, after Lamb was gone,

Meanwhile, Mr. Lamb arrived,
panting for breath after his sharp
run, and with an expression of cou-
centrated anger on his face, remark-
ably wunlike his wusual lamb-like
expression,

Mr. Parker sat up in the snow,
spluttering.

“What does this meanP” asked
Mr. Lamb. His voice was hard and
concentrated, nothing like his usual
peaceful bleat. “Last week I caned
you—all of you—for trespassing at
this place and annoying the carve-
taker! Now I find you here again,
engaged in a scuffle with him. What
does this mean, Wharton? You have
been trespassing here again——"

“Not at all, sir!*” answered Harry,
“This iz a public road. We have not
been inside the gate.”

“ What are deing here at all#"
*Thijs road iz not ont of bounds on
a half-holiday, sir! We have a right
to be hera ! answered the captain of
the Remove.

Mr. Lamb's eyes glinted over his

gold-rimmed glasses.
3 Urrrggh! came & gasp from My,
Parker. “The young ‘ounds! BSnow-

balling a bloke! ‘11 go to their
‘cadmaster about it! Urrgh!”

“I am & master at Greyfriars, mv
man !” said Mr, Lamb. “I shall denl
with these boys! Yom have snow-
balled this man, Wharton ?*

[ 1] THJ -Bnir.!”

“Because he reported you for fres-
pass last week, I presnmer”

“Because he was a surly, brutal
hooligan, and wanted o lesson!"
answered the capfain of the Remove.
“Actually, he started the row by
coming out at us with a stick.”

“Di n come here intending to
snowball him #*

There was only one answer to make
to that. Mr. Parker had actually
started the row, unless Bob's fingers
to his nose could be considered the
gtart. Nevertheless, the Famous Five
certainly had come there to smowhall
Parker, as & well-merited punishment
for his sins.

“¥es, gir !” answered Harry. ;

“That iz emough!” said Mr. Lam?’
harshly. “You will return immedi-
ately to the school. You will join
Yernon-Smith in detention, and rec-
main in the Form-room wuntil 1
returnl 1 Eh““fiih"“ deal m!:ﬁ :,rm;
severely. riars boys will no
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be allowed to act like hooligana, dis-
turbing the public peace—mot boys
in my Form, at all events. Go back
to the echool at once!™

In silence, the Famous Five cheyed
that order.

They tramped down the road
towards Friardale, Mr. Lamb wateh-
ing them, as they went, over his
rlasscs.

Parker scrambled to his foet,
scraping off snow and bestowing
savage scowls at five departing backs,

“There was another of ‘em!™ he
grunted. “He got over the femce——"

Parker stared over the femce. But
the Bounder had had ample time to
find cover, and there was nothing to
he seen of him, “He’s ’ooked it—but
there was another of "em !”

Mr. Lamb did not reply. He stood
watching the juniors disappearin
down the road, his eyes glinting an
his lips set hard,

Harry Wharton & Co. tramped
away, with grim faces. It had been,
perhaps, rather a thoughtless ex-
pedition ; but they had never dreamt
that Mr. Lamb wonld come along, as
he had done the previoms week, It
was rather an wunfortunate coincid-
snee for the Famous Five,

“Where's Smithy?” asked Bob,
when they were safely out of hearing.
“Lamb hasn't spotted Smithy!”

“That’s a spot of luck for Smithy !*
said Nugent. “He would get it a
gpood deal worse than us—being out
of detention !”

“He must have cut across the Seca
View gardens to the fields!” said
Harry. “I expect we shall find him
at the school when we get in! Lamb
won't know he's been out—lucky for
Smithy !*

But they did not find the Bounder
at Greyiriars when they got in. They
went to the Form-room, as bidden;
but Herbert Vernon-Smith was net
there. ‘The Bounder, whercver he
was, was still out of gates,

THE GREEN DOOR !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H caught his breath.

On the safe eide of the
mound that covered the air-raid
shelter, he was out of sight from the
vroad, und had, as he thought, onl
to wait. Lawmb, he supposcd, would

on lhiz way, and he did not care
whether Parker saw him apain or
not, when he came ont of his cover, as
Parker did not know his name to
report at the school,

ut a sound of shufling fect in the
sitow, now approaching the dugout,
warned the Bounder that he was not
s0 safe as he supposed. For a moment
he gnessed that Iarker still suspected
that he was within the grounds of Sea
View, and was lookine for him. But
the next moment he knew that two
men were approaching the air-raid
shelter from the farther side, and
that one of them was Mr. Lamb.

“There was 'arf-a-dozen of them!™
He leard the pruff, surly voice of the
pimply man. “One of them nip
over the fence when I licked at him
with my stick !
Tne Macxer LigrinT.—No. 1.667.
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“He must have gone, Nobby.
Perhapa yowr had better look round
and make sure |

The Bounder, for a momcnt, was
gpell-bound.

Mr. Lamb, art master of Greyfriara
School, kiiew that pimply man at Sea
View—he was so familiar with him
that he addressed him as “ Nobby "—
evidently a nickname, And for some
utterly inexplicable reason he was
coming to the dugout with Parker—
certainly not because of any air raid
alarm—there had been nothing of the
kind.

But the Bounder, amazed as Lle
was, wag quick to act.

The entrance to the dugout was on
the inner side of the monnd—Smithy
had already spotted it—a door
painted green, set in the side of the
carthern mound. Smithy was stand-
ing within a few feet ug it when he
Leard the voices of Lamb and Parker.

He did not lose a second.

Close at hand were hawtihorn
bushes, among which slender poplars

oTEW,

The Bounder backed swiitly into
the hawthorne and crouched down out
of sight, half-smothered with snow.

Lamb had told the stocky man to
look round, and make sure! But he
wonld have had to look very carefully
to spot the Bounder now.

e Bounder cronched silemt and
still, heedless of cold and chilly dis-
comfort,

Two figures came round the
carthen mound, Through the tangled
hawthomns,
glimpse of the Lamb, with his gold-
rimmed glasses glimmering in the
winter sunshine, and the stocky man
with Lis suxly, pimply face.

Mr. Lamb atcpgeﬂ to the cutrance
of the dugout, byt did not enter.
He stood there, his back to the door,
scanning the extensive garden to the
hedge that barred it off from tho

fields behind.
Parker moved om, {ramping
through the hawthorns—and the

Bounder held hizs breath, as the man
passed within three yards of him.

For several minutes, Parker moved
about the grounds of Sea View, while
Mr. Lamb stood where he was, wait-
ing and watching,

t was clear that both of thoem be-
lieved that the sixth member of the
Greyfriars party had cut off, and
that this search waa only to make

sure.

Why did they want to make so
sure? Parker, no doubt, would have
liked to lay bands on any member
of the party. But what was Mr.
Lamb’s interest in the matter?

The Bounder's brain was almost in
> ity !

Alr ic was vaguoely suspicious
of Isumh? He had said tia.tuﬂ’m Pet
Lamb of Greyfriars was a man with
seerets to keep. There were many
curious incidents in connection wwith
the man that Emhﬂ other fellows,
as well as the Bounder, though they
interested nobody but Smithy.

Smithy was, perhaps, a little sus-
picious by nature. His bitter dislike
of the b eha ed his sus-
picions. It made him rather liable

to exagrerate trifles,

Vernon-Smith had a P

But what was happening now,
under his eyes, was no trifle. It was
utterly strange and perplexing,

What conncetion could there pos-
sibly be between the art master of
! riara and that low-browed,
surly brute at Sea View? That con-
nection, whatcver it meant, was a
scoret—and it explained why Lamb

ad so severely punished the Famous
Five for visiting the place a week
ago. It explained why he had twice
happened to be on the apot on half-
holidays. But what did it, and could
it, mean?

Parker came back, at last, and re-
joined the Lamb at the dugont.

“All clear, I reckon ™ he said.

“What waa the ‘hu‘{ like 7™ asked
Mr. Lamb., “I shall inquire into
this, if you can tell me what he was

liko.™
“Jest one of them mhmlbnjs,”
grunted Parker. “I never noticed
special—a young bloke with an ugly
mug, that's all I*
“Well, he iz gone, at all events!
I am gorry that I did not see him—
I would bave given him a lesson
about butting in whore he has mo
business. But it matters little—get
the door open.”
word came clearly to the
cars of the Bounder.
Parker dpmdnmﬂ & key from his
pocket and stepped down to the little
door, which was half below the
surface of the ground.

The door was opened, and Parker
yassed through. Mr. Lamb fol-
lowed him, and both of them dis-
a red from Vernon-Smith’s sight.

e heard a click as the door closed
and locked behind them.

Smithy drew a deep breath and
cmer from his hiding-place., He
stared at the sunken green door,

behind which the caretaker of
View and the art master of Grey-
friars had disappeated. He was
utterly amazed,

Mr. Parker's duly, as caretaker,
might be inspectinf the air-raid
shelter and kecping it in order. But
for what imaginable reason had the
art master of Greyfriars visited it?

If the Bounder had been suspicious
of the Lamb before, he was dounbly
suspicious mow. Yeb his suspicions
conld take no definite form. Lamb
was a man with secrets to keep—
strange sccrets—but what those
seerets were, the Bounder had not
the remotest idea. Why, in the name
of nll that was inexplicable, had the
art master of G riars poune down
into the locked dugout with the care-
taker of Sea View?

For a loug minute, Vernon-Smith
stood staring at the half-hidden
green door. Then he turned away.

The coast was clear now; he was
able to po unseen, and he had plenty
of time to return to the school befora
his detention was up. He tramped
away to the road and headed for
Greyfriars—and as he went, bhe
puzzled, and puzzled in vain, to guess
what strange seeret might be hidden
by the green door

Whatever was taking place there,
only the art master of gmyfriurs and
the surly Parker knew.



THE SECRET OF THE DUGOUT !

R. QUELCH, the kitlnaéjpcd
Remove master of Grey-
friars School, laid down his

book and rose to his feet.

A single electric bulb burned in
the matchboard-walled room, where
the Remove master was a prisoner.

How many weary days had passed
since he had fallen into the bhands of
S8lim Jim, the cracksman, Quelch
hardly kncw.

They seemed endless.

On that night, many weeks ago,
when the Remove master had seen
Slim Jim without his mask, he had
been plad of the chance that had re-
vealed the features of the mysterious
crook, and enabled one man, at least,
to identify him, if he could be found.

Not for a moment had he dreamed

of what would follow—the suddem YO
swift kidnapping that placed ¥t out
of his power to put his knowledge to

use.

One man, and one man alone, knew
the face of Slim Jim, and that man
was a prisoner in a dugomt, hidden
from the eyes of the world.

ﬁw long his imprisonment was to
last, he could not tell. It was to last
at least as long as the cracksman’s
gafety demanded it. Weeks had
passed—Christmas had come and
gone—and he was still a prisoner.
Ferrera Locke, the famous detective,
was in scarch of him—he knew that.
But he had little hope that evem
Ferrers Locke would ever find a clue
to hia hiding-place—an air-raid du
out, in wha%—wuntrf Quelch did not
know.

It was the umboltin
of the door that ca Quelch to lay
down his precious Euripides—his sole
comfort in his atrange prison—and
rise to his feet.

At the open doorway, he had a
glim-pse of a stocky man with a
muffler over a pit?]y face and a etick
in his hand. nt this man, the
gaoler whom he often saw, did not
enter.

The man who entered was a man of
glight stature, his face covered by .a
black mask. The face under that
mask, Quelch knew—it was the face
he had seen that night at Popper
Court. But the erook never revealed
it on the rare oeccasions when he
visited the kidnapped Form-master.
Perhaps his ided was that Quelch's
recollection of that face might grow
dim with the passage of time. Or
'ﬁzrha;m it was merely the crook's

bitual eaution.

Mr. Quelch fixed his gimlet eyes on
the masked face., He did not speak,
but his look spoke volumes,

“You are still safe, my friend I¥
gaid the masked man, in a tone of
amused mockery. He stood just
within the door, his eyes, from the
ave-holes in the mask, fixed on the

move master of Greyfriars,

“You did not come to ascertain
that ! answered Mr. Quelch con-
temptuously, “You know that there
is no escape from this hidden den ™

“One cannot be too sure !” said the
masked man. “It is safer to give

ou !t%el once-over now and then, Mr,
c .l]
“That is not why you came!” re-

and openin

£" has

E Ferrers Locke.
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ted the Remove master.
en & hiding-place of your
as well as of your prisoner?
The marked man gave a slight
start,

“You are a very keem man, Mr,
Quelch I* - he said, after a pause.

“Ia tius
JL!:pll.mu:'haﬂ:

“Perhaps Jou are too keen for your
own good !
The Remove master gave a con-

temptuouns snort.

~ “Pah' It is plain enough to me,”
he said. “I have seen you three
times since I have been a prisoner in
this dugout. I have no doubt that
on each occasion Blim Jim had been
at his nefarious work before you
came. TUnknown as you are to the
police, yom must run some risk in
ecoming here, where your prisoner is
hidden. You come with loot of
ur thefts 1”

The masked man gave a low laugh.

“Perhaps !” he said. "“But if you
dream that Ferrers Locke will ever
follow my trail to this dugnut, you
had better dream again. 5nu I
tell you that only a few w&&g 0
I met Ferrers Locke and talked with
him face to fuce?”

Mr. Quelch gave a contemptuous
shrug of the shoulders. It was evi-
dent that he did not believe that
gtatement

“It is true,” said the man in the
mask, “and Mr. Locke's jon of
me, if he remembers my existenca at
all, is that I am one of the simplest
and most innocent men with whom he
ever spoken. Nevertheless, 1
have made i1t a point to keep myself
acquainted with the movements of
It is some time since
he has been seen at his place in
Baker Street. He is said be on
the north-east coast——"

“On the north-east coast!”
peated Mr. Quelch.

“In these days there are foreign
spies to be trailed !” said the masked
man. A matter of more urgenc
with Ferrers Locke than the searc
for a missing Form-master from a
school in Eent. I do not think, Mr.
Quelch, that I have much to fear
from Ferrers Locke!” A laugh came
from under the mask. “I leave you
with that piece of information for
your comfort.” _

“I do not believe it,” muttered Mr,
Quelch. “I am assured that Ferrers
Locke would not abandon me——"

“ Aftor all these weeks? If Locke
ever took up the case at all, he has
thrown it up. I have means of find-
ing out what I want to know. Ferrers
Ia:mtg is mow very differently en-

aged 1"

» ith that the man in the mask
stepped back through the doorway,
nne'ﬁ' the door was immediately closed,

Mr. Quelech heard the bolt shoot
into the socket outside.

There was a tramping of footateps
on a wooden stair, and then silence—
gilence as of the tomb, to which the
prisoner of the dugout was wearily
acenstomed.

Mr. Quelch stood with a wrinkle of
thought in his besow, after the man in
the mask had gone.

Little as the masked mon guessed
it, what he had said had brought a

re-

leam of hope to the imprisoned

orm-master of Greyiriars.

Ferrers Locke was no longer scen
at Baker Street—he was busy else-
where. The cracksman was satisfied
that if the famous detective ever had
taken up the case, he had realised
that there was nothing to be donc.
But Mr, Quelch was a very keen man
—keener, probably, than Blim Jim,
cunning as the crook was.

If Locke was, at last, on the trail
of the man of mystery, a report might
ba spread of aetivities in another
quarter, to throw dust in the eyes of
his quarry, It was ible—it was
even likely—and this might mean
that Locke was at last on the track.

It was, at least, a glimmer of hope
to the prisoner of the dugout.

HOW TO TAKE A WHOPPING !

i H E, he, he!”

Billy Bunnter seemed
amused,
Fiva fellows on the Bemove Jand-

ing were anything but amused.
Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Hurree
J’amaa{ Ram BSingh stood in am un-
happy up—only too plainly having
been through i\l:!jr Herbert Vernon-
Bmith a leaning on the hanisters,

his hands in his pocke uite at his
ease. The Bounder had not been
through it like the Famous Five.

He had been back in detention in

time. Ashe had h . Wingate
of the Bixth had not taken the trounble
to visit the Form-room and keep an
eye on him, taking it for granted that
a junitr in detention would remain in
detention.

So when Mr. Lamb came in the
Bounder was already there, and the
Lamb did not know that he had been
ont, Smithy had been curtly dis-
missed, but the Famous Five had had
six each before they were dis-
misgsed. Mr. Lamb was evidently
determined to impress upon their
minds that it was more judicious to
keep at a eafe distance from the
chalet on the cliff road. _

Five juniors were wriggling very
painfully, and unttering n series of

asps and ejaculations, when a fat

gure came up the Remove staircaso.

Billy Bunter blinked at them
through his big spectacles, and
rinned.

That scene of woe seemed to strike
Bunter as funny.

“1 say, you fellows, have you been
whu'Ffe ?" asked the fat Owl.

“The whopfulness was terrifie,”
murmured Hurree Jamset RBam Singh.

“Don't make a fuss about it,”
advised Bunter.

“What?"” came a deep growl from
Johnny Bull. '

The Famous Five were not really
making & fuss, They could stand a
licking, but six of the very best were
calculated to make the hardiest fellow
wriggle and gasp a little.

“Brace up, you fellows!” snid
Bunter breezily. “I shouldn’t make o
fuss about a licking ! Take it in your
stride, yon know!

“EKick him, somcbody!” groaned
Bob Cherry.
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“0Oh, really, Cherry! 1m only
advising you for your own good,” said
Bunter. “Hemove men are expected
to be a hit t-:m;_rih, you know. A fellow
onght. to be able to stand a licking I

“SBeen Loder yet?” asked Frank
Nugent.,

“Eh? Oh, no!” Billy Bunter gave
a quick blink round him. “I say, you
f.:rlqlc-wa, think that beast iz still after
me?  His tummy must be all right
again by this time! It was rather a
cosh, I know!"

“Orw 1" mumbled Bob Cherry, with
a ‘Paiuful wriggle.

I had to get out of Lamb's study,”
sald Bunter, “I've been there this
afternoon. But I spotted him from
the window, so I thought I'd better
get out " before he blew into the
stndy——"

“Lucky for you you did, you fat
chiump ! said the Bounder. *Lamb
would have given you six if he'd
”"-'I"II’*["‘] you there.”

"He jolly nearly did before he went
out,” grinned Buuter. “But I was
under the table, you know, so it was
all right. I wish Hacker could have
heard him on the phone as I did! He,
he, he 1™

Bunter chortled.

“I eay, you fellows, what do you
think? The Aecid Drop stuck on to
him for a walk, and Lamb came into
the study to phone some man and put
off seeing him till he could get shut
of Hacker! He, he, hel*

Harry Wharton & Co. did not heed.
Their thoughts were quite occupied
at the moment. But Vernon-Smith
heeded very promptly,

“You heard that on the phone in
Tamb’s study ?” he exclaimed.

“T jolly well did !" grinned Bunter.
u ’Wis?l ﬂiek&r could have heard ! He,
e, he! He eaid he was a trouble-
some fool—he, he, he! I say, that
man Lamb is an awful humbug, you
fellows! He was as nice as pie to
Hacker—and then he poes and tele-
phones that he was a troublesome fool,

aticking on to him like that! T say,
vou fellows, have gnu ever heard of
anybody named Nobbye"

The Bounder jumped.

“Nobby!”" he exclaimed. Very
clearly indeed did Smithy remember
that name, applied by the Lamb to
Mr. Parker, at Sca View,

“Yes—Nobby !"” said Bunter. “That
was the name—he was speaking on
the phone to somebody named Nobby.
Oneer name, ain't it

“By gum ! murmured the Bounder.

Clearly, the Lamb's visits to Sea
View were very sceret, as he had had
to delay his visit there because Mr.
Hacker had started out on the walk
with him,

“LEver heard of him, you fellows:"”
asked Bunter. " Who 18 he? Jolly
gueer name, I think."

“Ow ! gaid Frank Nugent.

“Wow ! said Johnuny Bull.

“ Oooooooh ! mumbled Bob Cherry.

“He, he, he! I say, you fellows,
vou're doing a song and dance about
it, and mno mistake!” said Billy
Bunfer. “I'd brace up, if I were
vou! After all, what'z a licking 7"

“You fat, footling, frabjoma fat-
head ! said Bob Cherry, in measurcd
tones. “Shut up I
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“Oh, really, Cherry—-"™"1

“Wow ! ﬂrrj’rg]lﬂttﬂﬂ uttered a
gudden ejaculation, There was no
doubt that the Lamb had Iaid it on
hard !

“He, he, Le!”

Billy Bunter cackled. Five fellows
understudying contortionists un-
doubtedly entertained William George
Bunter. y :
: liuh Cherry made a motion with his
m ¥

The fat Owl promptly backed away,
He grinned from ome fat car to the
other.

“If you fellows knew what a funny
lot you look, wriggling like lot of
eels, you'd langh " he said. “If you
take my tip, you won’t be soft. Dash
it all, a whopping’s unlg a
whopping | oun wouldn't
hear me
and chance it!
licking, I hope!”

“Ha, ha, ha!? roared the
Bounder.

Bunter blinked round at
him. i y
“Blessed if I see anything
to cackle at, Smithy!” he
said. “I mean it—I' can
atand a licking without doing
a song and dance about it .”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Why Herbert Vernon-Sm ith
was laughing Bunter did not
know. “ﬁ‘e could not sec what
Smithy could sce over the
banisters.

What Smithy could see was
the head of Gerald Loder of
the Sixth Form rising iuto
view on the staircase.

“Well, wvou can cackle!”
suorted Billy Bunter. *Buf
if I had a licking I can jolly
well tell you that I should
take it like n man! 1
shouldn’t wriggle like an eel,
and I jolly well shouldn™
squeak and squeal, either.
I've got grit, I hope, and—"

Bunter broke off at a sound
of hurried feet on the atairs.
Loder of the Sixth had heard
the fat voice on the landinge
above, and accclerated.

Bunter blinked round—too

late!
Loder came with a rusht!

nealing like that,
o Igu::nn staud a : [

i;| m |I| .

“0Oh crikey!” gas Bunter.

He made a bound for the Hemove

850 too late! A grasp was on
auia4 ;:- lar. 5o

" Now—-" pasped Loder.

“Yaroooooh !

“Bend over and touch wvour toes,
Bunter."

“Yoo-hoop! Teggo! T say, you
fellows,  rescue! Oh  ecrumbs!
Yarooh [
Whack !

Holding Bunter by the hock of his
fut meck with his left, Loder laid
on the ash with his right.

The ashplant landed on the tightest
trousers in the British Empire, with
a crack like a pistol-shot.

Whack !

Bunter bellowed,

Whack !

“ Yaroooooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
“Take it like a man, Bunter! Don't
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do a song and a dance like- other
fellows [*

Whack !

** Wloo-ooo-hooooop !

The Famoug Five grinned. Bunter
was doing a song and a dance—a
song on his top note and a perfectly
frantic donce. He seemed to have
forgotten his advice to the Famous
Five on how to stand a whopping.
He danced, he pranced, he bel c-wqg,
and bhe roarved.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Oh crikey! Oh crumhs! Will
ou leave off, you bheast?” roared
nnter. “I'll o ta Quelch—T mean
Lamb—I'll go to the Head—I'll—
Yaroooh "

Whack, whack, whack!

The Famous Five were wriggling very painfully v
** Brace up, you fellows ! ** said the fat junior bre
Take it in your st

Whether Loder’s tummy was all
right again or uet after the shock of
the morming, it was clear that his
temper was not all right. Forgetting
the immemorial rule that six was the
limit, he whacked and whacked and
whacked, and Billy Bunter bellowed
and bellowed and bellowed.

Loder seemed tired at last—though
not so0 tired as Bunter., Breathin
hard after his exertions, he tuck
Lis ashplant under his arm and went
down the staircase. He left the Owl
of the Remove uttering frantic
sounds of woe.

“Brace up, old fat man !” advised
Bob Cherry.

13 fﬂl"ﬂﬂl} l"

“If you knew how funny you look,
wriggling like an eel—" remarked
Frank Nugent.

“Yow-ow-ow |

“You'd langh!” grinned Johony
Bl.l.llb.
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‘hen Billy Buntfer came up the Remove staircase.

mily, *“* I shouldn’t make a fuss about a licking !

“Ow! Wow! Yow! Wow! Yooh!”
“Dask it all, a whopping’s only a

whopping, Bunter!” gsaid Harry
Wharton. “What about taking it
like a man?*

“Ow! Yow! Wow! Ow! Yow-

ow-o0w ! howled Biily Bunter,
Evidently Billy Bunter's good
advice was of no wuse fo himself.
Hilly Bunter was making more fuss
than the Famous Five all put to-
gether—about fenm times as much.

SHADOWED IN THE NIGHT !

OHN ROBINSON, the Head's
new chauffenr, opened the door

at the side of the garage,
etepped out into blackness, and closed

\

E

+ide, you know "

the door behind him without a
sound.

Had it been less dark, and had
there been an ecye to see, that e
would not have recognised John
Robinson, or Ferrers Locke, the
detective of Baker Street,

The man who emerged from the
private door of the garage was
muffled in a thick dark coat, with a
hat slouched over his face, and most
of that face was hidden by a thick
beard.

All was dark in the Greyiriars
uadrangle, when the Baker BStreet
gete:ctiva glided like a shadow in the
night.

It was cleven o'clock, and at that
hour all Greyfriars sl Even had
a light been burming, it would have
been hidden by the black-out. Locke
made no sound—he was a silent
shadow among shadows. Even Ferrers
Locke's keen eves were of little use

in the gloom—but his ears were
equally keen, and they were on the
strain.

Slim Jim might believe, as he did
believe, that the Baker Street detec-
tive had abandoned the case of the
kidniﬁpe& Form-master. But Mr.
Queleh, in the prison dugout, had

uessedd more correetly.  Ferrers
iockc was very far from having
abandoned the ease. But whether he
was on the trail, as Mr. Quelch
hoped, the detective could not he
sure,

That 8lim Jim was still in the
vicinity was known—at least, once a
week his activities were traced.
Under what name—under what out-
ward aspect—he ,» ho one knew
or could guess—unless Ferrers
Locke had at last put hie
finger om a clue. It was upon
Mr. Lamb, the art master of
Greyfriars, that his suspicion
was fixed—and yet he had to
admit that the circumstances
that had led him to fix hia
attention upon Lamb, though
worth. following up, were far
from clear or certain.

And yet—

That night last week when
Lamb had opcned his window
at mianight, what had been
his tntention? If it had been
to leave the House by that
window, he had givem it u
when Vernopm-Smith ha
played his reckless trick of
tosging a bundle of fireworks
in at the window. Since that
night the Baker Street detec-
tive had watched many nights
—in vain.

If the man was Slim Jim,
one alarm of that kind was
enough for him. He would
never use that window agai
a2 8 mode of egress. ;jlhﬁ
remotest chance of being
observed would stop that.
But if he was indeed the
mysterious c¢racksman who
worked with a masked face,
he had to leave the school at
night. By what window or
door, among hundreds?

Only patient waiting and
watching could answer that

uestion. But the Baker
Street detective was patient. His

atience had been unrewarded, so
ar—but it was, at length, to be
rewarded., For as he moved, silent
az a shadow in the darkness, a faint
gound came to his ears in the gloom,
and he knew that it was the sound
of a stealthily opened door.

Locke stood quite still, his heart
beating for a wmoment. Then he
moved quickly,

It was a quarter-past eleven, and
someone was leaving the building.
Swiftly, but silently, the Baker
Street detective moved in the diree-
tion of the sound. He guessed—and
soon he knew—whence it had come—
the door of the Bixth Form lobby,
which opened on to the quad. @
heard the sound—soft bt unmistak-
able—of that door closing again, and
glimpsed a dark muffled figure that
moved away from if.

. mlﬁ.-m- :

L3

I3

. That muffled fisure moved away
quickly in the dark.

Locke followed silently.

Who it was—whether man or hoy—
he could not tell in the dark. It was
not, at all events, a junior, like that
reckless young rascal who had spoiled
everything by his trick with the
fireworks at Lamb’s window. . The
figure was at least as tall as Lamb’s
—it secmed a trifle taller, if any-
thing. It was impossible to make a
gaess ab its 1dentity.

Locke followed siﬂuﬂp

The muffled figure headed for
masters” gate, near the big gates.
To that private gate, masters and

feets at Qreyfriara had keys.

mb, a5 a master, had a ke Aud
whether the muffled ficure was
Lagh’a or wot, he was going to that
ate,
gLuckﬂ heard a «click. The gate
had opened and shut. Whoever it
was, he was now outside in the road.

There was no click as Ferrers

Locke ned and shot the little gate
in his turn. The detective had a
key.

Quteide, all was dark. But Locke's
eara told him what his eyes could not
sec, and in another moment he was
following that muffled figure through
the dark.

If it was Blim Jim, the direction
he was taking was unexpected. It
was Friardale Lane, which led to
the village and to the clif road

hc{znﬂ.

cke would have expected Slim
Jim to head for the town of Court-
field, or for one of the wealthy man-
sions in the meighbourheood. But lie
followed.

If this was Lamb, he was going to
know Lamb’s business ontside the
school in the dark hounrs of the night.
If it was Lamb—and if Lamb was
the mysterious masked cracksman—
Slim Jim was going to crack his last
crib that misty night—and the
rescue of the kidnap Form-master
would follow the arrest of the kid-
napper.

At a little distance from the school,
the mufiled figure, hitherto cautious,
seemed to neglect caution. He made
no further attempt to move silently—
and Locke was easily able to pick up
the sound of his footsteps on the
frozen carth of the lane,

Apparently, the muffled man was
heading for the vill where there
cortainly was no &rib worth Slhim
Jim’s while to crack. But he atnp]ﬁ]
before he reached the village at the

ate of a building a little back from
513 road.

No gleam of light came from that
building; but Locke knew the Crosa
Kevs—a far from savoury resort.

he muffled figure moved up the
lane beside the inn, sto and
tapped at a side door,
ke, with a feeling of disappoint-
ment growing in his heart, stood in
the darkness and watched.

Was this S8lim Jim? Was he there
to meet some confederate in secret?
For it was certain that the man of
mystery had confederates. Was he
there hand over the loot of his
lagt midnight raid to other hands?
Locke watched in gilence.

TeE Maguer LisRary.—No, 1,007.
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The side door of the inn opened.
A gleam of light came from the door-
way, revealing a beery man in shirt-
slecves.

‘That gleam of light fell on the face
of the mufled fipure—revealing it to

the keen eyes of the detective watch.
from the dark.
Ferrors Locke gritted his tecth.

Ho knew that face. It was not the
face of Lamb. It was the face of a
Sixth-Former of Greyiriars School—
whose name he knew—QOerald Loder,

The Baker Street detective’'s fecl-
ings were deep. He had left his
watch — left lim Jim, perhaps,
emerging from door or window while
Le had been led on a wild-goose
chase by a young blackguard break-
ing bounds at might,

‘here was a mutter of voices.

Loder of the Sixth stepped in at
the doorway; the door was shut, and
the light shut off. And Ferrcrs
Locke was left in the dark with
feclings that he could not hawve
expressed in words,

A LESSON FOR LODER !

IDNIGHT bhad passcd when
Loder of the Sixth let him-
gelf in at the gate and trod
guictly across the dark guadrangie.

There was little danger in the
gilenco of midniﬁ‘ht. but the black
sheep of the Bixth was very cautious.
Discovery meant that Loder of the
Sixth would take an early train home
in the morning, and that Greyfriars
dchool would sec him  no more.
Breaking out at night was the most
serious of offonces—moest scrious of
all in a Sixth Form prefect who was
trusted by his headmaster,

With stealthy footsteps Gerald

er approached the door of the
Sixth Form lobby, by which he had
let himself out an hour agoe. Loder
was fecling, at the moment, in a very
satisficd mood.

He had scen Mr. Bill Lodgey at
the Cross Eeys; he had been in time
to pet on—and if Blue Peggy won on
Thursday, Loder was poing to make
quite a %umlmt, having backed Blune
1‘-35{;3' at five to one in quids. Five
gquids in a lump would come in very
uscful to a sporteman who had not
found the “peegees * o very profitable
speculation so far,

But as he drew near the lobby door,
Loder gave a sudden start, and felt
an uncomfortable thrill, as a shadow
loomed in the darkness,

It loomed and disappearcd, and
Loder came to a halt, his heart beat-
in%, aumpiuﬁenlmﬂsl: into his neck.

ad lLe en mistaken, or was
someone out there in the guadrangle
in the darkness of midnight?

He could not have been missed. He
had locked his door after him when
he crept out of his study—which, in
the Sixth, was also & bed-rcom at
night. But was some beak on the
prowl? Or Wingate? He knew that
the hiead prefeet had a rather dubious
eye ou him.

Loder's heart thumped as he stood
listening.

Another thought came uncomfort-
ably into khis mind—Slim Jim, the
cracksman, said to be busy in the
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neighbourhood, and who had paid
Greyfriars one yisit on a dark -night
weeks ago. He remembered that
Vernon-Smith of the Remove had run
into: the masked cracksman that
night and given the alarm in time.
Lodoer had no desire whatever to run
into & masked cracksman—he was
very far from possessing the iron
nerve of the Bounder.

For a long minnte he stood. Then
he moved on stealthily, with thump-
ing heart, towards the lobby door.

At almost ¢ step he glanced
uneasily over his shoulder. bad a
horrid feeling that someone was
stalking him in the dark—someone
who had been near Masters’ Gate
when he let himself in with his key.

It could hardly be a prowler of the
night like Blim Jim, whose game
would have been to hunt cover if he
spotted anyone up and abroad at that
hour. Still less could it be o master,
whose hand would have dropped on
il;ﬁuhouldcr at once. Who could it

Loder’s teeth shut hard as another
::ha came iﬁ;ﬂ hig mind. Onee it hﬁ

appencd that eome young rascals
the Remove, having known that he
was out of bounds, had eollared him
as he came in, and ragigm] him—in
rotalintion for some of his high-
handed proceedings with the ashplant.
Waa that it?

Looking over his shoulder, he was
sure that he saw a shadow stir among
shadows. It vanished instantly.

Loder hurried on. Whoever and
whatever it was, it’ was somebody or
something, and his nerves were jump-

ing.

%ﬂ reached the lobby door and
fumbled with the key at the lock, As
he did so, a sudden grasp was laid
on him from behind.

Loder let out a gasping howl of
terror.

The key dropped from his hand, the
door not yct umlocked. Loder spun
over, and went heavily to the ground.

Terror so overmastered him that he

‘hardly kmew what was happening.

Hands were on him in the dark, and

he was rolling on the earth—and his

lhicad was su ﬂenihy djmmnd into a
o

maﬁs of snow that piled np by the
wall.
He gurgled and spluttered as his

liead went in. Head and hat and face
were buried in snow.

Then the unseen hands that had
grasped him released him as suddenly
as they had fraapnd

Loder was left to squirm out of the
snow on his own.

He sat up dizzily.

Nothing was to be seen in the dark,
he heard no sound. Whoever had
eeized him and jammed his head into
the snow had vanished. Whether it
was one, or more than one, he could
not tell, so suddenly had it happened,
and so utterly confused and con-
founded had he been.

He scrambled to his feet, snow
amt}tilﬂri::,g his face, sticking in hia
mouth and ears and neok. is hat
was pone, his hait drenched with
enow. He d for breath and
glared round him.

Confusion and terror gave place to
rage. Such an act could mot have
been performed by a master or a

fcllow-prefect—satill less by a night-
prewling cracksman. It was a rag,
and he owed this to some of h
enemies in the Lower School—those
oung villaing in the Remove, most
ikely !

In all his surmises on the subject,
Loder was not likely to guess that he
owed it to a detective, whose task was
complicated by a young rascal break-
ing out at night, and who considered
that such o lesson mipght cause him
to think twice before breaking out

again.
Breathing fury, Loder stooped and
hunted for his hat. He found it at

last, buried in snow.

Then he hunted for the dro
key. That was a deal more &
cult to find, for he dared not furn
on the slightest gleam of light. H¢
was already dreading that some wake-
ful ear might have heard the startled

howl he had unttered when he was
seized,

For long minute after minute,
Gerald er d, peerpd, and

scraped, hunting for that key. It
was 8 good tem minuntes before he
found it,

He unlocked the lobby door at last.

From his assailant, or assailants,
there had been no sign—he, or they,
had gone. But Loder was glad to get
ont the safe side of the door and lock
it, Iaffnin af&er ll:un. = :

Hafe inside, he groped away in the
dark for his study. ’

re he paunsed. If, as he firmly
believed by this time, his assailants
had been a gang of young raseals in
the Remove, they had had to leave
their dormitory and get out of the
House. If there was still a ehance
of catching them ont——

But he shook his head. They had
had ample time to get back—they
must have been in their dormitory
again lon afoi There was nothing
doing in Eha line.

With gritt&ﬂ teeth, Loder unlocked
his stu i door and went in, and
towelled hie damp head in the dark.
He was going to make some investipa-
tions on the morrow and find out w

had been guilty of that midnight rag
—and make them extremely sorry for
themselves. :

In the meantime, there was nothing
for Loder to do, but postpone venge-
ance and go to bed—and he went to
bed, in the worst temper ever.

In the room over the garage John
Robinson alse was going to » his
vigil for that night ended! And
after that lessom to Loder, John
Robinson hoped that he would not
arain be interrupted in his night-
watch by the black Bhaelp of the
Sixth going out of bounds!

WHO IS NOBBY?

6 HAT rot!” said Billy
Bunter. :
The Bounder scowled.

“You fat idiot—"

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Do as I tell you |” growled Vernon-
Smith. “The Lamb hasn’t spotted
your rotten ventriloguism yet——"

“Do you mcan my wonderful ven-
triloquism ?* asked Billy Bunter,

“You fat owll”



*¥ah!"

Herbert Vernon-Smith gave the
;lel: of the Remove a most unpleasant
W *

Billy Bunter responded with =a
defiant blink.
That weird gift of ventriloguism

possessed by the fat and fatuous Owl
of the Remove was very uscful to
Smithy in his campaign against Mr,
Queleh’s substitute. Smithy had lots
of money, and he did not grudge
having to bribe the fat ventriloguist
with tarts and doughnuts. But Billy
Bunter, finding that he was indis-
pensable, naturally swelled with im-
rtance—which was Bunter'’s way.
¢ was given to arguing—and when
he argued, the irritated Bounder
could hardly refrain from kicking
him—which was not the way to get
ventriloguism out of Bunter!

“If you mean my wonderful ven-
triloguism,” said Billy Bunter calmly,
“you can say what you mean. If my
ventriloguism’s rotten, it's no use to

you! BSorry I can’t stop, Smithy—
I've got to see Mauly before the bell
zoes.”

““Hold on!” The Bounder con-
trolled his ungrﬁ temper. *Come and
talk it over in the tuckshop, Bunter.”

“0Oh, all right!” agreed Bumter
promptly.

Bunter never needed asking twice
to turn his fuﬂtﬂtera in the direction
of the school shop ! )

He rolled away cheerfully with
Smithy.

“But it’s rot old chap!” he went
on. “I don’t mind making that beast
Lamb sit up, with my wonderful
ventrilpquism—seo long as he docsm’t
apot me, of course. I'll make a dog
bark in the Form-room, or I'll make
a cat mew—I'll make the bust of
Socrates talk to him, if you like ! But
your idea is rot——"

“Rot or nob, that’s what I want
you to do!” smarled the. Bounder,
“You can make your silly voice sound
as if it comes from the door—"

“My what?"” asked Bunter.

“I mean your veice,” said Vernon-
Smith, barcly refraining from kick-
ing the fat Owl, “and you can make
it sound as if it isn't your own!”

“I'm not guingeto put up Quelch’s
voice again! There was a row, and
the—-"

“0h, shut up! Any old voice will
do, so long as you make it say what
I've cold you.”

“But it's ret!” said the pmzzled
Owl. “What's the good of saying
* Who's Hﬂ-’l:-h;.r? * at the Form-room
door? Nobby's the name of the man
Lamb was phoning to yesterday——"

“That's why |

“Well, I don’t sec anything in it !
said Bunter, “I’ll make a wasp comae
buzzing, if you like! I played that
once, ont Queleh, and he never spotted
itl.-ll'

“Yes: it would be like you to make
& wasp come buzsing in January!”
grunted the Bounder. “Do as I tell

ou !”

T Well, I don’t understand—""

“You're not expected to, with a
brain like g I

“Look here, yon nhmk; heast—"

“Coming in or not?” demanded
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Vernon-Smith, at the door of the
tuckshop.

There was only one
to that question—in
Billy Bunter rolled in.

And, though Bunter failed to aee
anything in the Bounder’s latest
wheeze worrying Mr, Lamb, and
considered it rot, a plate of jam tarts
gufficed to banish doubts and objeec-
tions on Bunter’s part—especially as
there was a promise of a bag of
doughnuts after third school, over
and above !

The fat ventriloquist was sticky,
but ready for action, when the bell
rang and the Remove trooped to their
Form-room.

The Pet Lamb looked as amiable
and docile as ever when ke let his
Form in. He looked, in the eyes of
the juniors, an ass—in his velvet coat
and his hair worn longer than was
customary. They were used to
Mr, Quelch in cap and gown, and they
thought that even an art master
ought to have gumption emough not
to wear a velvet coat in a Form-room.
But that, of course, was in in
with the Lamb’a gencral fatheaded-
ness,

Some members of the Form, how-
ever, no longer regarded the Lamb as
soft, or docile, or fatheaded. The
Bounder had :Eﬂtted the hard nature
under the soft exterior—and Harry
Wharton & Co. had becen drivem to
admit that Smithy was right in that

nd, though they were far from
suspicious, they had to admit that
what Smith ﬁ‘:acl told them of his
adventure at the dugout at Sea View
was very curious and very queer, Tt
looked as if Smithy had been right,
too, in his assertion that the Lamb
wag » man with secrcts to keep—
though what those secrcts were the
Famous Five could not gues:—and
did not specially want to guess,
though the Bounder did.

era waz a atreak of catlike
cruelty in the Lamb, as the chums of
the move knew now, and their
liking for him had quite faded away.
They were, in fact, rather disposed
now to back up the Bounder in hia
feud,

Yet 30 well did the Lamb play his

rt., a8 & rule, that it was hard to

lieve that it was an assumed poaxt
at all,

Therc was o loud Lang of a desk-
lid to begin third school. Bolsover
major let it drop with o ferrifie con-
¢ussion.

“Quite an accident, sir!” said
Bolsover blandly, as the Tamb
peered round over his gold-rimmed
elasses.

“Do please be more careful,
Bolaover |* bleated the Lamb. “Lam
afraid that you arc a clumey hoyw,
Bﬂﬁi‘;:.wltl

s Deﬁr me! Wiho was that?”

“8o sorry, &ir!” ssid Hazcldene.
“Quite an accident !

Bang !
"Figld, he more eareful ! T shall

gzible answer
¢ affirmative.

give you lines! I shall really give
you lines!” bleated the Pet Lamb.
Bang !
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“Upon my word! Take fifty lines,
Russell ! am eorry to give wou

hnes, but really, really, I must keep
order in this Form-room! Fifty lincs,
Russell 1

“Thank you, sir!* said Russell;
and there was a laugh.

Nobody in the Remove minded
%a‘tt-mg lines from the Lamb, He

ardly ever asked for them to bo
shown up. Whether it was forgetful-
ness or good nature, the Lamb was a
VeTY easy-goang man—except on rare
occasions! But the fellows who had
cxperienced the sharp edge of his
temper on those rare occasions re-
garded him with a very distrustful
Fﬂ-tﬁe“rh&?m tiu most ?]i‘ the Form, and

0 B encrally, he waa “that
il : d :

wever, the dropping of desk-lids
ceqseﬂ at last, and I;:hagﬂemnvc gob
going on third lesson—which was
destined to be interrupted.

The lesson was geﬂgm » and the
Lamb was telling hiz Form how to
pronounce “ Przemysl *—not an casy
task—when the interruption came.

There was a sharp tap on the.door,

It was caused, in point of fact, bv
the Bounder, who gmimted o small
round pebble from finger and thumb,
taking advantage of a moment when
the Lamb’s back was turned. That
pebble shot like 4 bullet and struck
the oak with a Ehﬂl:ﬂ tap.

But it sounded like a tap on the
door from outside, and Lamh
turned towards the door.

“ Come in ! he bleated,

Billy Bunter gave a little {at
cough.

e Form-room door did mot open.

All the fellows glanced at it,
wnnderi';ldg why it did not, after the
tap! o one had ohserved the

Bounder's action, except his chum,
Tom Redwing, who was near him. So
the Form, as well as the Porm-master.
supposed that someone had tapped at
the door.

“Come in!” repeated the Lamb, in
a louder key.

5till the door did not open, But a
voice replied. 'To ever{(.hdj in the
Remove-room it sgemed to come from
the other side of that door, on which
attention was already concentrated.
The voice said :

“You there, Lamb ? Who's Nolily #

SIX FOR SMITHY !

R. LAME gave a sudden jump.

His ecyes secmed to pop

over his gold-rimmed glasses,

On the occasion when the Hemove
ventriloguist had played tricks by

imitating the wvoice of the ahsout
Quelel, Mr. Lamb bad been fearfully
startled. But he zcemed even miore
startled now.

He stood as if transfixed, storing at
the door with popping eyes.

“Who's Nobby ?* came the voice—a
voice that mo one in the Porm-room
could recognise, “Cough it up, Lamb!

Who's Nobby?”
‘The Removites simply stared.
Nobody but the Bounder was think-

ing of Bunter and his ventriloguism.
And why anyone in his senscs should
Tre Masxer Lisrany.—No. 1,667,
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tap at a Form-room door and call out
“Who's Nobby?"” wns a mystery to
the Remove. :

The Bounder was watching Lamb
like a cat. _

He read the startled amazement in
the man’s face, and he read, too—
he was certain that he read—fear.
The Lamb was not merel; startled—
Le was scared, if Smithy's keen eyes
rend his face aright.

Lamb seemed rooted to the floor for
long moments. Then, with & snarling
face, he rushed across to the door,
and tore it open.

All the Remove looked to see who
was there. But there was nobody to
be seen.

Mr. Lamb stepped out of the door-
way and glanced up and down the
agsage. Then, swiftly, he ran alon
the nearest cormer and look
round it—again seeing mo one.

“What qn earth is this game?”
asked Bob Cherry. “What silly ass is
playing that fatheaded triek?s”

“He, he, he t” i

“That fat ass Bunter!"” exclaimed
Harry Wharton,

“He, he, he ! chortled Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat! The giddy ventrilo-
gquist again!” exelaimod Bob.

“I say, you fellows, did it make
him jump!” chuckled Bunter. “I
thought 1t was a roiten idea when
Smithy told me—but, I say, it made
him jump!
wonder who Nobby is? He, he, he [*

“Who the thump is Nobby " asked
Peter Todd.

There were six fellows in the Form
who could have answercd that

uestion. Billy Bunter only knew
that “Nobby” was the name Mr.
Lamb had ﬁpuken to on the telephone
in his study. But Smithy and the
Famous Five knew that it was the
name, or nickname, of the stoc
man at Sea View, on the cliff road,
with whom the Lamb was so mysteri-
onsly acquainted.

“Lamb seemed fearfully startled !”
said Lord Mauleverer, smiling. “You
shouldn’t make our little Ban-lamb
jump like that, Bunter!”

“He, he, he !”

“The jumpfulness was terrific!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I guess it's the bee's knee ! gaid
Fisher T. Fish. "I'll say it's easy
to make that guy hnE’! Who the
John James Brown is Nobby £~

“Cave! Here he comes!”
pered Ogilvy.

Mr. mb came back into the
Form-room. He was breathing hard
and quickly, and his eyes were glint-
ing. There was no trace of the
docile Pet Lamb about him now, The
hard and bitter temper, generally so
carefully concealed, was very plainly
to be read in his set face.

He closed the Form-room door, and
the juniors watched him in silence.

Billy Bunter felt a little trepida-
tion. He was safe from discovery—
Lamb had not the remotest suspicion
of him. But that lock on the art
master's face made Bunter feel un-
easy, all the game,

Lamb's eyes glinted over a silent
Form.

“Someone has been playing foolish
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tricks at the Form-room door!” he
gaid, in bard, guiet tones. “I cannot
allow H]& puch interruption of
lessons. n any boy here tell me
who it was#”

No anawer.

*“I have no doubt,” said Mr. Lamb,
“that some boy is out of his Form-
room, and playing tricks. Yom all
heard him call in at the door. It is,
I suppose, what you wounld call & rag,
Do youn know anything of this,
Yernon-Smith P

“1, sic!1” ;jacnlated the Bounder,
with an air urgrim “How could
I, gir? I was sitting I did
not call in at the door.”

“I am aware of that, Vernon-
Smith,” said Mr. Lamb, his eyes very
ge;etmtmglj on the Bounder of

riars, “But I think it very
probable that you have arranged this
matter with some young rascal in
another Form."

“I haven't qtm_lc to any
another Ferm to-day, sir!
the Bounder.

“I have not been at this school very
long, Vernon-Smith, but I have been
liere long enough to learn that your
word cannot be taken!” said Mr.
Lamb.

Vernon-Smith crimsoned.

It was true cnough—the Bounder
was guite unscrupulous in his deal-
ings with beaks. Still, it was not
leasant to hear.

“This is not the first time,” went
on Mr. Lamb, “that tricks of this
kind have been played on me since I
have been in charge of the Remove.
I have mno doubt that.you have a
hand in it, Vernon-8mith.”

The Remove sat silent, )

Lamb.had no proof—mot a s of
proof. He did not even suspect that
there was a ventrilognist in the
Bemove. But he had put his finger
on the spot, as it were, all the same,
He was well aware of the Bounder’s
feud; bhe had had o great deal of
trouble with Smithy; and he jumped
to the conclusion that this latest 1ag
came from Smithy—and the concln-
€1on was correct, as all the Remove
knew.

*““Will you give me the name of the
boy who called in at the Form-room
door, Vernon-8mith, so that I may
report him to his Form-mmster #*

illy Bunter guaked.

But he had nothing to fear from
the Bounder. Vernon-Smith could
sce that he was booked for trouble:
but not to save himself from six, or
eixty, would he even have thought of
giving away the fat Owl. 3

“How can I give you the fellow’s
name, sir?” asked the Bounder. “I
can’t see throngh a shut door!”

Mr. Lamb’s lips set in a hard line.

“I will listen to no more prevarica-
tion, Vernon-8mith. I am convinced
that you have arranged this trickery
with a boy in another Form.”

That was guite correct, except that
the boy was not in another Form.
But it was not correct in that par-
ticular.

“I have not done so, sir ! answered
Yernon-Smith.

“For the last time, will yon give
me the boy's name?”

“I'm afraid I can't, sir,"

here!

fellow in
answered

“Very well!” gaid the Lamb, be-
tween his shut lips. He to
his desk and picked up the cane.
*Stand out before the Form, Vernon-
Smith ¥

Smithy, breathing hard, went out
from his place.

He was for it, he knew that, and
he Enew that cruel gleam in Lamb's
eyes. He knew, too, that it was nob
the trick at the Form-room door, but
the startling discovery that the name
of Nobby was known in the school,
that had romsed Lamb's bitter
temper. But there was no help for
it—Lamb had chosen to pick on him,
and Lamb was master of the Remove.

“Bend over that desk, Vernon-
Smith [

The Remove, in deep silence,
watched the swishing that followed.:
It was severé enough; but, though
there was no grm;rf against Smithy, it

conld hardly be called unjust, for all
the Form knew that 31(1][“]] bad
guessed right.

8ix strokes camk down hard and
fagt; and the Bounder, tough as he
was, could not suppress a gasp.

‘When it was over, he went back to
his place, with set face and burning
eyes. There was no more ventrilo-

nism; the sight of the Bounder's

cking- was more than enough for
Billy Bunter. But the mb’s
temper did not improve,

Perhaps he suspected that others,
as well as Smithy, were concerned in
that }Jeculiar rag. Or perhaps he was

merely disturbed and angry. Any-
‘how, he was hard and sharp through
third school—so unlike the Pet Lamb

that the Remove fellows hardly knew
him. When Bolsover major drop

8 book, a rap on the knunekles that
made Bolsover wriggle with anguish
rewarded him, and Bob Cherry, for a
whi in class, was called out and
caned. After which, the Remove
were as wary as they had ever been
with Henry Samuel Quelch—and they.
were glad enough ‘when the bell rang
and they were able to get away from
that very un-lamblike iamh.

 rree—

HANDLING LODER !

b ODER!” ejaculated Harry
Wharton.
Nugent stared
_ After eclass that day, the two
juniors had come up to their study.

They were surprised to find Loder
of the Sixth there. They eyed him
rather warily as they came in. What
Loder wanted there, they could not
guess; but they had had plenty of
trouble with the bully of the Sixth,
and did not suppose that this was a
friendly call.

Loder cortainly did not lock
friendly. His brows were knitted,
and his eyes glinted at the captain of
the Remove.

E"Wnnt anything, Loder?” asked
arry.

“Yes. I want the names of the
Remove boys whe were out of the
House after lights out last night{™
auswered Loder grimly,

Two blank stares answered him.

If any Remove fellows had been out
of bourds the previoms night,



Wharton and Nugent knew mothing
about it. Had they known, they cer-
tainly would mot have dreamed of
telling a Sixth Form prefect.

“Well P rapped Loder.

“Was anybody out of the House?”
asked Harry.

“I fancy you know !”  eneered
Toder., “I've mo doubt onc of them
was you, and, in fact, I know it was.”

Hiz eyes were keenly on Wharton's
face as he spoke. In the rag of last
term, Wharton had been the leader,
and Loder, who had given the matter
a good deal of thought that daj,
could think of no one else who was
likely. But if ho watched Wharton’s
face for signs of guilt, he was dis-
appointed. He read nothing there
but contemptuons surprise.

“Well, if you know, it’s no use ask-
ing me, is it ?” said the captain of the
Remove coolly., *But if you don’t
know, I will tell you that I never left
my bed till rizing-bell this morning.”

“Then whoe was it?” demanded
Yoder.

“Nobody, that I know of | If I
knew I ghouldn’t tell yon. You've no
right to ask a fellow to inform omn
angther fellow. But I don’t know
anything abont it—and I don’t be-
lieve anybody was out of the House.”

“That won't do !” said Loder. *“If
it was not you, it was some other
young rotter in your Forpi! You'll
oive me his name, or youn'll take the
Ticl:ini yourself—and you can take
your choiee about that I

Loder slipped his ash down into his

n +*
Harry Wharton stood looking at
him steadily.
Loder, as a prefect, had whopping
rive. If he whopped mnot wiscly,
t too well, that was a matter for
hig own judgment. But there was a
limit to even a ect’s power and
privileges; and er was stepping
over the limit now. And the cap-
tain of the Remove was the fellow to
tell him exactly where he got off.

“I shall not give yom any mame,
Loder, and I shall not take o lick-
ing !" said Harry Wharton, very dis-
tinetly. *Got that clear?”

“Will you tell me whe was out of
the House after lights out?”

“I don't know; and if I knew, I
wouldn’t tell you!”

“That will do! Bend over that
table I

Loder was fairly sure that he had

ot his man—or, at the very least,
that Wharton knew who the man was,
In cither case he was going to hand
out a swiping six, as a reward for
what he had gone through the pre-
vious night,

But Harry Wharton did not bend
over the table. He step to a
corner of the study and picked up an
Indian club that stood there.

Loder watched that proceeding in

an amazement.
id you hear me?” he rapped.

“Yes, I heard n.!” answered
Harry. "I won’t bend over the table,
and if you like to report me to the
Head, I'll go to him with pleasure
and ask him whether a rotten bully
is allowed to whop fellows just as he
pleages.”
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what 7"
Loder,

“A rotten bully !”

Laoder made o stride towards him,
gripping the ash. He did uot intend
to take Wharton to the Head to
report him for disobedience to a pre-
fect’s order. Punishmeut without
proof or a jot or tittle of evidence
il;;ght be pood enomgh for Gerald

er, but it would hardly have done
for the headmaster. It would have
been more likely to cause Dr. Locke
to dispense with Loder's services as a
prefect !

stuttered

BOB CHERRY tells of

Coker’s Common Sense !

THE ather morning Franl:

Nugent and I wore walk-
ing olong the Feaks' Grind—
tefvich ia the conumon name for
the path wunder the study
ivindows. Paris of the sehool
are being redecorated, and o
ladder was resting against the
school wall, On top of the
laddey a worlinan was painting
the window-frames.

“ Hold on!" said Franky, as
we teere about to pass under the
ladder. * I don't like the look |
of that =-ot of greem paint |
balanced up on the window-sill.
Safer to give it a wide berth.'

S0 we walked wrownd the
ladder instead of under it. A

Coleer, of the Fifth, camoe up
at that moment. Old Horace
stared at us wilh a reavy frown,
and mised his hamliko hand.

‘* What do I see 7 °* he asked
dramatically.

“ER T I was puzsled.

“ What do T gee T Two zilly
younyg i{diols being super-
sHitious. ¥You con't deny 0t}
¥ou took all the trouble to wealk
round that lodder.”

g ———

ity e

S il i e e o

yots o7 ashed
Coker, with curling lip, ** that
superstition iz the sign of a
socak tnind 7 Savages are supor-
stitious becouse they don't
now any belter, but any fellow
with o serap of common senso
knotos it's all vof. DBy going
rouwnd that ladder,”! declared
Coker, * you publicly admitl that
gyour braing are weak. You
showp the world that you've no
comnton sense,'?

“ Iaaee 77

“ Can’t gou see that you do 7
if you spill sall, I suppose you
thyow some over wyour left
shoulder. If you break a mivror,
I dore say gou think gou're in for
seven gears’ bad Inck. That's
the sort of footling rot you fags
believe ! I'm ashamed of you!**

“ Don't say that, Coker,”

 Ashamed of you !’ bawled
Coler. ** Any fellow with o
grain sense  Fmows beller
than that. Silly Little idiots!
Well, I'l walk under the ladder,
and you can sec for yourselves
if any bad luck comes to me.!

Coker wwalked disdainfully
under the ladder.

And, at that moment, the pot
of paint overbalanced and come
dlovert.

On Colier’s head !

Well, I mean, i a Jellow
WILL ask for it—]
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Loder was taking this into his own
hands, If Wharton did not hend
over the table, he was going to take
him by the collar.

At least, that was his intenticn.
But he atﬂpwd his advance quite suid-
ﬂ;!l‘%j', as harton swong up the
club.

“Stand back, you bully " enapped
Wharton, 4 Y RF

“1ut that down !" reared Loder.

“You handle that cape, and I'll
handle this club!” said the captain
of the Remove coolly. “I mean that,
Loder.”

“I'm backing yom up, old chap”
eaid Nugent. And he picked up a
ruler irom the study table.

Loder paused a moment. He was
exceeding his powers—as Loder often
did. ¢ dared not take such a
maiter to the headmaster, But even
if he had felt disposed to retreat—
which he did not—bhe could hardly
have backed down before the defance
of Remove juniors.

“I've ordered you to bend over,
Wharton I he snapped.
~ “You can order till you're black
in the face !" retorted the captain of
the Remove.

“Will you or not?" roared Loder.

“Not I' answered Wharton tersely.

That was enough for Loder! He
rushed, lashing out with the ash, It
was not going to be six now—it was
%‘amg to be such a whnﬁpihg as

Vharton would remember £ill the end
of the term—if Loder got by with it,
He was not going to atartled out
of his wits in the middle of the night
and bave his head jammed in snow
for nothing !

ttE:lt Loder bad ot got by with it
w -

The Indian club jammed on his

waistcoat with terrific foree. At the
same moment Nugent'a ruler rapped
on the hand that held the ash with
a loud crack!
Loder ;iave a roar and staggered
back, The ash ﬂrﬂsped from hLis
hand, and he sucked hiz knuckles
frantically.

“Oh ! gasped Loder, “Oh! Ow ™

Harry arton ptly kicked
the ashplant out into the passage.

“That's that!” he =aid. “You'd
better go after your ash, Loder! Got
out of my study !*

Loder stood sucking his knuckles,
with a face of fury.

The two juniors watched
rem?]li' for another attack.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo |” came a roar
in the doorway. “What's up?”

A dozen Remove fellows were
coming along the passage to sce what

him,

wag up.
Buhpﬂhetry stared into Study No. 1.
“Loder _ playing  the oat 1"
answered Harry. “The fool fancics

that some Remove man was out of
bounds last night, and that he can
find him in this study.”

“ Billy ass " said Johnny Bull.

Some of the fellows in the passage
looked round at Herbert Vernoxn-
Smith,

If any Remove man had been out of
bounds, it was most likely 1ihe
Bounder. But Smithy, for ouce,
had a clear conscience. He laughed,
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“Are wyou gelding out, Loder?”
asked Harry. “You're not wanted
here, you bully ¥ _

Loder's answer was & gpring,
rather like that of a tiger.

The Indian club banged again, bub
this time it did not stop Loder. He
grasped the captain of the Remove
with both hands, The next moment
he yelled with anguish, as Nugent’s
ruler eracked on tﬁ: side of his head.

Thump, thumF, thump !

Loder had lost his ash. He
thumped iostead, and Wharton

asped under those hefty thumps
?rum a Sixth Form senior. He drove
his fist under Loder's chin with &
force that made the senior’s head
spin, and wrenched himself loose,

Loder staggered, and Nugent
hooked his leg as he staggered, and
the bully of the Sixth went over on
hiz back. He landed with a terrifie
bump on the carpet in Study No. 1.

"&nwh I” spluttered Loder,

He sprawled and gasped for breath,

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh pushed into the study.
They were ready to lend aid in
handling the bully of the Sixth. But
Loder was not in a hurry to be
handled again. He lay on his back
in & dizzy and breathless state,
saspitg.

“I say, you fellows!” came a fat
squeak from the passage. *Here
comes Lamb ¥

“0l, my hat!”

“Yvare beaks ¥

“Look out, you fellows!”

It was not much use the fellows in
Study No. 1 looking out. The uproar
had drawn & master to the scene, and
they had to face him.

Loder was still sprawling on his
back, Harry Wharton standing pant-
ing for breath, when the Lamb’s gold-
rimmed plasses gleamed in the door-
WAY, an«% the master of the Remorve
looked in.

“YWhat is all this®" bleated the

Lamb. “You can be heard all over
the House! What is this disturb-
anee #*

Loder staggered to his feet.

LODER GETS BY !
hl]’;}+ LAMB glanced from one o

auother,
The juniors stood silent.

They were in the right, if it came
to that, but handling a Sixth Form
prefect was a fearfully serious
matter, all the same.

Loder ﬁ?luttereﬂ for breath,

“Loder " exclaimed Mr. Lamh.
“SWhat are you, a prefcet, doing
here? YWhat 1z all this about #”

Loder swas in an awkward pesition.
He eould hardly explain to a Form-
master that he had been going to
whop a junior on bare suspicion, The
bully of the Sixth wished himself well
out of the study! DBut it was too
late to wish that, and Loder had to
¢xpinin somehow,

“1 came here to guestien YWharton,
sir I he answered. “In—in faet, fo
give bLim siz for breakimg out at
uieht.™

Tle Lamb started.

“Breaking out at right!” he ex-
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claimed. “Is it possible? That is a
very, very serious matter, Loder!
Whartop—"

“It is not true, sir!” said Harry
Wharton. *“1 never left dormi-
tory last night. Loder seems to think
that someone did, that's all. He has
no right to snppese that it was L”

The Lamb stepped into the study.
His face hzrdencd. Faces in the
passage grew serious. It was elear
that 'ﬁ_m Lamb was going into this.

Breaking out at night was, of
course, a serions matter. It wos not
surprising that the Lamb took it very
aermuslg'ﬁ

But the Bounder, as lhe watched
him, wondered sarcastically whether
the Lamb had any private reason of
hlilﬂ own for getting his teeth into
this !

Smithy had not forgotten that mys-
terions incident of the Lamb’s win-
dow opening at midnight, and his
suspicion that Lamb had been
intending to leave the House qluietlgi
in the night for some unexplain
reason. If such were the Lamb’s
manners and customs, it was certain
that he could not want Greyfriars
fellows breaking out at night—at the
risk of running into him on ome of
Lis mysterions ezcursions !

Certainly the Lamb looked grim
enough, For whatever reason he was
going into this, he was going into
1t deep.

“This must be explained !" said Mr.
Lamb, and his voice was very sharp.
“If a Remove boy has been out of the
House at night, I ghall deal with the
matter very severely, You are sure
of this, Loder?”

Loder hesitated a moment. But his
bullying temper had placed him in &
position from which there was no
esCape.

ter all, he told himself, he was
geurc! Tt was some Bemove raiger
who had handled him last night—
most likely Wharton, or, at any rate,
some of his pals. Loder had to
stretch a point to save his own bacon.

“Yen, gir ! he answered. “It was
certainly Wharton.”

The captain of the Remove looked
at him. He could see that Loder
believed it—or, at least, comvinced
himself that he believed it. But he
was making a false statement to get
himself out of a serape, and Whar-
ton’s lip curled with contempt as he
looked at him, ‘

“When did you sce this boy out of
the House, Loder ?* asked the Lamb,
in a dangerously quiet tome.

“It must have been near midnight,
gir 1 answered Loder. *JI heard a
noise in the guadrangle, and guessed
that someonc was out of the House,
and came out to look.”

That was the beat Loder could do
to explain the fact that he had
himself been out of the House! Cer-
tainly he could mot explain that he
had on his way back from the
Cross Keys, where he bad backed
Blue Peggy with Bill Lodgey !

“And you found Wharton?" asked
Mr. Lamb. His eyes turned on
Harry, with a cold, lmrd gleam in
them.

“1 was suddenly scized in the dark,
sir, ond tipped over,” said Loder. "I

think there must have been more than
one of them. I am certain that one
was this boy, Wharton.”

said Harry

“That is a liel®
Wharton coolly.

Loder’s face became almost livid.

“Wharton!” rapped fthe Lamb,
“How dare you use such an expres-
sion to & prefect of the Sixth Form 7"

“I have said that it was a lie
because it was a lie, sir,” snswered
Hnrrf. “I1 dare say Loder thinks it
was 1, but he cannot be sure, for he
cannot have seen who it was, or he
would know that it was not I.”

“Do you deny having been out of
the House?"

“Certainly I do!”

“You are eure of what you have
stated, Loders”

Loder could hardly say that he was
not. He was committed to it now!
Ho was sure enough, anyway.

“Yes, sir,” he answered. *“There ir
no doubt whatever about the matter !

“That is decisive,” said Mr, Lamb.
“Yon may leave thiz matter in my
hands, Loder. Eindly hand me your

cane 1"
Loder stepped out of the study,
picked up the ash, and handed it to

the m of the Bemave.

Half the Remove were crowded
round the doorway now, and they
locked on breathlessly.

Harry Wharton's lips were set.

“1 have told yom, sir,” he said,
“that Loder is not telling the truth.
I was not out of the House!™

" “I am afraid, Wharton, that I
cannot listen to you,” said Mr, Lamb.
“I am bound to act on the positive
statement of a prefeet, You will bend
aover that tabhle, Wharton !*

“T tell Tﬂﬂ—"

“I have said that I cannot listen fo
von, Wharten! I am, I hope, a mild
master—indeed, I have con=
sidered too mild. My colleagues in
Common-room have told me so more
than once. But such a matter as this

I am bound to deal with aeveml;.

You might be expelled for this,
Wharton., No doubt it was only for
what you call a rag that you left the
Hougse—"

“I did not leave the Honse,”

“No doubt it was with more or less
harmless intentions,” continued the
Lamb, as if Wharton had not spoken.
“I do not suspect you of bad com-

duct—only of a thonghtless act,
which, however, you must learn not
to repeat.”

“1 did not!"”

“I have told you to bend over that
table, Wharton! You appear to have
tesisted a prefect’s authority—I trust

‘that you will not think of resisting

that of your Form-master. If you
are go ill-advised, I shall take you to
your headmaster with a request that
ou shall be immediatcly expelled
rom the school for rebellion against
authority! I am waiting, Wharton !*

Harry Wharton drew a deep, deep
breath,

Loder had lied!  Nevertheleas,
Lamb was bound, as he had said, to
act on a positive statement i:mm, a
Sixth Form prefect., And resistance
to the anthority of a Form-master
meant expulsion from Greyfriars.

In silenee, his face pale with rage,
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The Pet Lamb’s eyes opened wide at the sight of Loder sprawling on his back and Harry Wharton

standing over him with elenched fists and panting for breath.

“* What is all this about ? ** he bleated.

1 came here to give Wharton six for breaking out at night ! ** spluttered the prefeet,

the captain of the Remove bent over
the table.

A Dbreathless crowd looked on as the
Lamb laid on six—with a hard and
heavy hand.

Loder, from the doorway, watched
the punishment, not wholly with
satisfaction. He was certainly glad
to sce that checky young rascal going
through it; but bhe was not quite
satisfied with his own proceedings in
the matter. Loder hasf some sort of
conscicnee,

There were six swipes jn the study
that sounded like pistol-shots. Then
Mr. Lamb handed the ashplant back
to Loder. '

“Thauk you!™ he said.

Loder walked down the passage,
with his ash under his arm.

There was a higz in the Hemove pas.
sage as be went,

‘*Silence, please!” said Mr. Lamb.
“Let this be o warning to all of you
—I shall deal with anything of this
kind in the most severe manner.” His
elance dwelt for a moment on Herbert
Vernon-Emith, *Take warning from
this, Wharton, and all of vou—any
recurrence of such conduct will be
dealt with with the greatest severity.”

And Mr, Lamb walked out of the
study and followed Loder of the Sixth
down the staircase.

Harry Wharton stood leaning with
one hand on the table, his face white.

“Rough luck, old :ﬁmp 1* mumbled
Bah.

“The roughfunlness is terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I—I suppose the Lamb believed
that cad, Loder,” said Nugent.

“Did he?” jeered the Bounder. “I
fancy he didn't care much. He’s
going to take jolly good care that
nobody breaks out at night, if he can,
He's got his reasons ¥

“That eur Loder I Harry Wharton

choked. “He was Iying—he knew he
was lying! It's what happened last
term that put it into his head! He

was lying, the cur! By gum, I'l
make Loder sorry for this somchow !”

“And we'll jolly well help,” said
Johnny Bull,

Frank Nugent shut the door of
Study No. 1. There was tea in that
study, but it was not a happy tea!
Four fellows sat down—one preferred
to stand And there was one topic
over tea—it waz agreed that Gerald
Loder had to be made to sit np for his
sins, and the only question was—low?

—

SOLVING THE PROBLEM !

" SAY, yvou fellows—— Ow ¥
EBil i) Bunter came into the
Rag with a woebegone, fat face

and a fat paw to a fat ear.

Apparently, that fat ear had a pain
in it.

“I say—ow! Wow!” continued
Bunter. “My ear—wow ! That beast
Loder—— Woooh! Wow ¥

“Loder?” said Harry Wharton,

looking round.

It was the following day, and most
of the Remove were in the Rag after
class, The Famous Five, in a group,
were diseussing a matter of deep
interest to them—their “state of

war ¥ with Gerald Loder of the
Sixth Form.,

Loder was going to -get that for
which he had asked—that was settled.
But so far the chums of the Remove
had not discovered how.

After the lapse of twenty-four
hours, Loder probably regarded the
matter as over and done with, He
was gomng to discover, sconer or later,
that it was by no means over, and far
from done with. But how remained
a3 yet a problem.

“The beast pulled my ear !" moaned
Bunter. “Fancy pulling a fellow’s
ear—my ear, you know! “Wow!
Beastly bully! Wow! Wow! As if
I'd listen to a chap talking to a

Wow—wow I
“You fat frog!” erowled Bob
Cherry. “Serve you jolly well right
if Loder caught you spying !
" How
what he said to

“I wasn’t!” roared Bumter,
stopped to look

conld I help hearin

Walker when I ha

ount of the window? If they choose to
talk while a fellow's looking out of
a window just behind them, it ain’t
my fault, is if. you beast? And he
pulled my ear !*

“I hope he pulled it hard!™ re-
marked 50]].1111] Bull.

“Beast 1"

Bunter rubbed that fat, sufiering
car, and moancd! It secomod that
Johnny’s hope was well founded—
Loder had pulled it hard.

“I've a jolly good mind to go to
the Head and give him away!” said
the fat Owl! “Only perhaps the Head
wonldn't believe it of a prefect! I

T'ue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,667,
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wontler what the Big Beak would
think of a Sixth Form man—a pre-
feet, too—breaking out at night?
Wow I

“Breaking out at night?” grinned
Yernon-Smith. “By gad! Lamb
would like to hear about that!™

“Well, Lamb ain’t his beak!” said
Bunter. “ Besides, he mightn't be-
lieve me. Lamb's rather a cad! He's
often doubted my word—just like old
Queleh, you know! Ow! Loder saw
me suddenly, you know, and made out
1 was listening to him and Walker.
Of course, I wasn't! I never heard
a word they said, and if I did, I sup-
pose a fellow can stand in a passage
and tie up his shoe-lace if he likes.”

“You found out that Loder’s break-
ing out at night without hearing a
word they saic%?" asked the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

““'-I:‘,li. he ]{}1!%1';‘2” iz, ﬂ.ﬁ‘j"hnw]"
hooted Bunter, “ He told Walker that
Blue Peggy had let him down, I
don't know what he meant by that !

“Ha, hnﬁllm !’i_’mai'ed the Buandr:r.
“I fon ne Pegoy ia a gec!™

“0Oh '!:?suid Bunter. “I see! Shady
rotter! He said Le had to see Lodgey,
and he was going to-night! w !
Wow! Then he spotted me, and I
never heard any more—not that T was
listemng, you know. Not the sort
of thing I would do! I shomld think
that a fellow can stop to pick up a

encil without a fellow suspecting o
cllow of Wow! Wow!”

“Bunter’s pot wonderful ears’”
remarked Bkinner. “He hears all
sorts of things without listening!”

“Ha, ha, ha !"

THE MAGNET

“HBoenst 1M

Billy Bunter rolled to an armchair
and p umEed thercin, mumbling and
rubbing that fat ear. Bunter seemed
to expect sympathy—but he did not
receive very much! FLoder was a
bully and a bit of a blackgnard, but
nobody blamed him wvery much for
yulling a fat ear that had been
istening surreptitiously. )

The Famous Five resumed their
discussion, heedless of the indignant
fat Owl.

Vernon-Smith had a very thought-
ful expression on his face. He
came over to the group by the
window.

“Got it yet?” he asked.

“Got which?®” inguired
Cherry.

The Bounder grinned.

“Think I don’t know what you're
conflabbing about? If youm haven't
pot it yet, I'll give you a tip I

“Go it, Smithy!" said Harry
Wharton at once. “We're going to
make that lgin? cad Loder sit up,
and if you can he 2 .

“You heard what Bunter said?”

“Blow Bunter ! grunted Jolnny
Bull.

“Don’t be an ass!” gaid Vernon-
Smith. *“This is the chance of a life-
time. You can’t handle a prefect
without asking for the sack—except

Bob

in very special circumstances.”
“What  eircumstances®*" asked
Nugent.

“Such as copping him out of
bound: Iate at night I grinned the
Bounder. “Think Loder would kick
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i:ip a row if we got him out of the
ouse in the middle of the night?®”

“Oh '™ exclaimed Harry.

“He might take it out of some of
us afterwards,” said Vernon-Smith,
“but that needn’t worry us a lot—he
does that, anyhow! May as well
have the pame as the name.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Loder spun a yarn of hearing a
noise and going out to see what it
was,” continued Smithy. “He had to
say something! I know jolly well
that he was out of bounds himself—
that's why he was out of the House
at the time.”

“I—I EIIPEOSD so 1” agreed Harry.
“I hadn’t thought of it, but I sup-
pose it's plain enough really.”

“The plainfuloess is terrific !
agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur, with
a nod of his dusky head.

“If we get him, it'e O.K. !" gaid
the Bounder. *I’ll come—it will ho
no end of a lark! Somebody secms
te have ragged Loder last time he
went on the tiles, and he put it down
to the Eemove, and got you a who

ing from Lamb, Well, let it be the

emove next time, what—little ns*”

“What-ho 1 said Bob.

“He fancied, last time, that some
of us got down from the dorm and
laid for him in the dark,” snid
smithy., “Well, this time some of
us will! WWhat?”

“smithy, old man, you're the right
man on the right spot I” gaid Johnuy
Bull. “This iz where we come iu,
you fellows I

There was a general nodding of
heads. The Bounder's happy sug-
gestion solved the knotty problem.
Obviously Loder, if e was caught
out of the House late at night, could
not come the prefect!

“Easy as f-li}]ing off a form,” said
Nugent, *“We know how he goes out,
the dingy worm! The Sixth Form
lobby is only a step or two from his
study—that’s where we caught him
last term.™

“That's the spot " agreed Harry
Wharton. His cyes gleamed. “By
gum! All we've gob to do is to got
down from the dorm and wait out-
side that door——*

“And grab him as soon as lie’s ont-
gide ! gaid Bob.

“Once he's outside, we've got
him I" said Nugent, “II he kicks up
a row and wakes the House—"

“Catech him doing it!* said
Smithy. “Whatever happens to him,
he will want to keep quiet! That

yarn he spun Lamb was pretty thin

—think he could spin the same thin
arn twice? Loder won't want to

wve to explain to the Head what hie

was doing out of the House at nieht.”
“Hardly I grinned Bob.

The Bounder’s cyes were dancing,
This was a scheme in full accordonce
with the reckless nature of the
scapegrace of Greyfriars. And—in
the cireumstances—the Famous Five
were az keen as the Bounder,

“Loder's got to have a lesson,”
went on Smithy. “There’s an old
sack in Gosling's wood-shed—"

“What?*

“It bhad coke in it omee,” aaid
Smithy. “Bit grubby, I fancy. bul
good cuough for Leder! We have



that sack ready and slip it over his
head —"

" Oh, my bat "

“And tic a rope roumd it!™ said
the Bounder., * Then we leave Lim to
ﬂhj{g his night out! What?"”

“0Oh erumhbs
“We ecan't leave
all night in Janunr;'f‘

“Why pot?” said the Bounder

cﬂulg.

“Well, there’'s a limit, old bean!
But we can jolly well leave him in
the lobby! When they find him in
the morning, he can explain what he
was doing there—if he wants to! I
fa.nc? he will keep it aa dark as le
can

“1'd leave him ont—"

“0Oh, raia! Youn wouldn't! But
we'll jolly well park him in the lobby
and leavae him to be found im the
morning ! Trotter will find him, and
I'll bet he will tip Trotter to keep
it dark 1™

“Het he won't dare say a word !”
gaid Johunny Bull. “If the Head
Eknew him as we do, he would be
sacked ! He wounldn't risk it 1”

“That’s that!” said Harry. “He
may think twice next time, before he
accuses a fellow and tells lies to back
it up! Loder's going through it
this time, in a way he won't forget
in a hurry !

And, at the idea ‘of Loder of the
Sixth passing the night in a sack in
the lobby, and tipping the paga to
keep it dark when he was found, the
juniors chuckled lond and long.

Loder had asked for it—begged for
it—and Loder was going to get that
for which he had asked, and begged
—and the chums of the Remove
charitably hoped that it would be a
lesson to him !

WATCHERS OF THE NIGHT !

T AS that—-"
Woes,
“1 thought I saw some-

thing !” said Harry Wharton,
“Too jolly dark to sce anything !
“ Quiet I

It waas dark—black as a hat! It
washhitterlj' cold—a freczing January
night!

or the darkness and the cold, the
six fellows who were out of the House
cared nothing., But there were other
things for' which they lhad to care—
the penalty for getting out at night
was aevere. And as Harry Wharton
fancied that Le saw a shadow stir in
the dark, the whole party came to a
halt, peered round, and listened.

Six s were empty in the Remove
dormitory. Six fellows had dressed
guietly and left the dormitory with-
out waking any of ihe rest of the
Form. One by one, they had slip
out at the window of the Remove
box-room—Ileft unonfastened for their
rethrn.

Now they were stealing quietly
round the school buildings in the
dark, heading for the spot where
they were poing into action,

ithy had a folded sack wunder
hiz arm—it had been parked in the
bhox-room ready. Bob Cherry bad a
coil of cord over his wrist,

Il Loder of the Sixth emcroed from

ras Bob Cherry.
[Dlgg.'iﬂttﬁ of dm?u ﬁﬂdﬂ“
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the Sixth Foem lobhy that night, he
was going to be thoroughly sorry,
for omce, that he disregarded the
rules that. as a prefect, he was so
keen to enforee.

“Nothing ¥ snid Nugent, at last,

there was no sound from the
“Come on !”

And the six trod softly on their
way.

They were very wary of beaks and
prefects, or of old Gosling prowling
about. But certainly it did not

Arnother
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BES.I’DE the unpolished boots
e Degy,
Far down the Liftchen
atair
His cyes were closed in slumber
sveeet,
For nobody eas there
To sce our page-boy's inky face,
Our Troiter's grimp hafre.

Wide through the landscape of
hiz drcams
Iliz favourite herocs stride ;
There's Sic-gun Sid of Grisly
Gulek,
IVith his canrnon at his side,
Sﬁumﬁt hiz mugtang o’cr the

IFhere the Roughstuff Rustlers
rice.

He changes into ¢ pirafe bairque
IFith the sign of the Skull and

Baones.
i [lamstring e dogs ! ' shouls
Bl RBert,

In harsh and sinister fones.
The cannons voar, and the
Spanish ship
oes gliding to Davy Jones.

Then Hickson Hawle, the fanmous
sleuth,
Comes prowling on the scene,

Investigating all the clues
In the Case of the Bloodstained
RBean !
Amel runs the crinminal down fo
earth
With the ease of an ailed
machine.

So Trotter dreans, and pays no
heed
To the housc-dame’s angry
shoul,
Tl Myg. Hebble comnes 1o seg
What the stupid boy's abouf.
Then Trotler wakes, und his
carhole’'s red
From a swift ard sudden
clout !

occur to thom that John Robinson,
the Head's new chauffeur, was likely

Ped ¢ be abroad in the dark night, They

did not even remember the existence
of John Robinson.

As they crept on, the
know that a dark shadow

did not
stalked

them. Neither had they any idea of
the exasperated feclings of Ferrers
Locke—again interrupted in his

watch by Greyfriars fellows getting
out at night!
“Here we are!” mnrmured Bob.

The darkness was deep by the door-

2

w:]y of the Bixth Form loblr. It wa-
balf-past ien, and most of Greyiviar:
was asleep iv bBed. But if lights still
Lurned they were hidden in the
black-cut.

That Loder, if he went, wonld go
’ulgly the door of the Sixth Form lobby.
the juniors had no doubt. He had
been caught doing so omece, amd it
was the quickest and casiest way out
and in for a Sixth Form man.

Naturally, it did not occur to them
that, after the ]mp}wning on Thurs-
day mnight, of which they knew
nothing. Loder had decided to give
that door a wide berth, in case of
another such happening,

In point of fact, if they had omly
known it, Gerald Loder was making
quite different plaus.

But they did not know that, and
naturally did mot guess. They

athered in the deep gloom by the
obby door.

The Bounder unrolled the sack
and opened the ncck of it, all ready
for Loder. Bob loosened the coil of
cord in readiness,

“Let’'s h he won't he long:!"”
murmured Nugent. “It's a bit parky
out here.”

“The parkiness is terrific :®

“May have to wait till eleven,"”
said the Bounder. “Loder has to be
jolly careful at this sort of game ! He
would hE sacked like a shot if he was
8

“Pity he isn’t!”
Bull. " The sooner the blackguard is
kicked out of Greyfriars the better.”

“Well, he's going to be sacked—
though not by the "Head I ehuckled
the Bounder. ™ We're jolly well going
to sack him—with this sack.”

And there was a chiuckle,

“Bomebody must have larked witl
him, last time he got out ¥ said Bob
Cherry. “I wonder who it was?”

An unseen figure, lurking in the
dark, and listening to every whis-
pered word, could have answered that
guestion. Bub Ferrers Locke made
no sound.

There was a faint smile on the face
of the Baker Street detective,

He knew now who the bunch of
fellows were, and he knew why they
wera there, He had hoped that the
lesson he had given Loder would keep
the black sheep of the Sixth from
breaking out again at night. It had
not had that effect; for it was clear
that these juniors kmew that Loder
was getting out again—and  were
going to rag him when he did!

In whicli Ferrers Locke had nu
desire to intervene. The more Loder
of the Sixth was disswaded from get-
ting out of the House at night, the
better it was for the plans of thu
Baker Strect detective.

Having satisfied himself as to what
was going on, John Hobiuson glided
away silently, to take up his vigil
in other quarters—leaving the juniovs
in happy ignoramce that anyone had
been near them at all in the dork-
ness.

They waited.

Tt was cold, it was dark, it was ol
comfortable. But ‘I:ill.‘.i waitud
patiently till eleven o’clock.

There was no sound—the door had
pot opened. Nothing had stirred.

nE Aaoxer LisrarY.—No. 1,667.
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“By pum,” muormured the Bounder
at last, *if that fat idiot Bunter got
it wrong, I'll jolly well serag him to-
noerrow.”

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Bob, "This
is a mice time of day to thiuk of that,
Smithy !

“Doesn’t scem ag if he's coming
mumbled Johnny Bull,  “Still, he
might be late——"

“The latefulness is better than the
neverfnluess I remarked — Hurree
Jumset Ham Singh.

“Htick it out !” said the Bounder.

“We're going to stick it out !” said
Harry Wharton quietly. “Anything
might have delayed the cad—he has
to be julli;' careful! I'm not going
hefore midnight, anyhow, if we have
to wait as long as that.”

“Good for you!” said the Bounder.

It was weary waiting—and the cold
seemoed to grow more and more bitter
as the vight grew older. And there
was 1o dounbt that they were sleepy.
The minutes scemed to crawl,

But they. were determined! They
had not expected to have to wait so
long: but they were going to wait
till Loder came, or, at least, umntil
they had to give up hope of Loder
coming | Having set their hand to
the plough, as it were, they were not
going to turn back.

It was possible that the fat and
fatuous Owl of the Remove had got
it wrong—though they did vot think
s0. It was more likely that Loder
had somo renson for being specially
cautious, and was leaving it late.
Wingaie might be still up, and the
Llack sheep afraid to pass his doov
till he turned in. Anyhow, they were
woing to wait.

Certainly they did not guess that
Toder had & reason for choosing
another mode of cxit, and still less,
that while they were waiting there,
the black sheep had left the Housc
by a back window—as ignorant of
their wateh on the lobby as they
were of his departure.

And still less did they guess that,
as midnight approached, the sports-
man of the Sixth had returned,
coming nowhere near the spot wherc
they waited; that he had climbed in
again at that back window, and had
now gone to bed. Not the faintest
suspicion of that crossed their minds,
a8 they waited with grim patience at
the lobby door, _

Midnight passed.

“I—1 say—" whispered Bob
Cherrr, stilling the chattering of lis
teeth., “I say, think he can be
coming ¥

“It's frightfully late!™ muttered
Nugent. “Look here, you fellows, if
Loder's giver it up for the night——"

There was a rather dismal silence.
If Loder was not coming it was ob-
viously nseless to wait there longer in
the cold. On the other hand, it was
fearinlly annoying to have waited =o
long for nothing—especially with the
kiowledge that, if they went, Loder
might emerge a minute after they
were gone |

“Blessed if I know!"” said the
Bounder at last, “ What do you think,
Wharton ¥

“Blessed if I know, cither!” said
Harry. “I—"

Tue Magxer Lispany.—No. 1,667,
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THE MAGNET

He broke off suddenly as there was
a sound in the silence of the winter
night.

Evﬂﬁ heart beat. The sound came
from the lobby door, and it was tho
souud of a key that tnrned back
softly and stealthily.

SACEED !

YT ARRY WHARTON & CO.
stood silent, still
: It was so dark that they
counld Lardly sce onc another, and the
dovrway of the lebby was pitch
black. * Ounly their ears told them
that the door was opening, and the
sound was so faint that they would
not have noted it had they not been
listening intently.

In the blackness a blacker patch
lovmed—hardly visible, but cvidently
a figure that bad stepped silently
out. The door closed, and there was
a faint snap as it locked again.

Another moment and the dark
figure would have becn gliding away
in the night.

But in that moment the Bounder
made a swift movement, He had the

sack already raised, the neck open--

and with instant nickness e
elammed the open neck of the sack
over the head of the half-scen figure
at the door.

There was a sudden gasp of startled
afiright—shut off by the sack as it
descended and enveloped the figure.
A clink sounded sharply as o key
Grgppcd on the stone doorstep.

ive pairs of hands, almost at the
same moment, were laid on the
figure struggling in the sack—for the
struegle began on the instant. With-
in the enw.?luping; sack the prisoner
was wrenching wildly.

But he had ne chance—not a spot
of a chance. The sack, so suddenly
and unexpectedly sli orver his
head, descended to hiz knees. The
j'imfliura were gripping it all round
vim. His head, his shounlders, his
arms, were all imprisoned in the

sack, rendering him hel%uess,
“Got him E"gbruaﬂml b Cherry.
“Yonu bet!” chuckled the Bounder.
They had got him, there was no

mistake about that! XNever had any-
one been so efficiently and com-

pletely got !
Muited gasving came from within
the sack., The Bounder coolly

jammed the sacking close over the
ace inside to stifle a wyell, if the
prisoner thought of yelling.

Loder of the Sixth could not want 9

to wake the House and call general
attention to the fact that he was out
of boundas at midnight. But in the
alarm and cxcitement of the moment
he might do what he did not want to
do—and Smithy took care that he
didn’t. Whatever might happen to
Loder if he was spotted, it was cor-
tain that severe tronble would happen
to juniors discovercd out of the House
at midnight. There was not poing
to be any alarm by Loder—inten-
tional or unintentional.

Only a faint gurgle came through
the thickness of the sacking, as
Smithy jammed it on the unscen face.

“The cord !” whispered Smithy.

The strnggle in the sack was
furious. Thick and stronp as it was,
it almost scemed a8 if the sacking
would be wrenched asunder by the
desperate, frantic efforts of the
prisoner within. Fven sacked as he
was, the juniors had plenty to do to
hold him,

They would nover have guessed that
Gerald Loder was so hefty.

Not for a moment did it occur to
any of them that this was not Gerald
Loder., They had .been waiting for
Loder—and someonc in the dark had
come. creeping stealthily out of the
door where they wai for Loder,
Who else could it be—who but Loder?
Not a doubt crossed their minds.

Bob Cherry whipped the cord round
the sack, and knotted it round thoe
knees of the prisoner inside. Then
he whipped oamother length of it
round the arms that were wrenching
within, and if the prisoner had had
any chance of bursting the sacking,
that put paid to it,

“Safe a3z  houses!™ murmured
Johnny Bull.
“The esafefulness 1is terrifie!”

chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It was worth waiting, after all 1™
gaid the Bounder. “ We've got him
—got him where we want him [”

Shove him in!"” gaid Bob.

Harry Wharton turned on a spot
of light and picked up the dropped
key. He nnlocked the lobby door and
pushed it open,

The sacked figure was lugged into
the lobby, and the ecaptain of the
Remove shut the door and locked it
on the inside. There was no need for
the raiders to go round the House
again and climb in at the window of
the Remove box-room. They had a
shorter cut home now.

The sacked figure lay wriggling on
the floor, in the dark. The Bounder
was no longer holding the sack closc
over the prisoner’s mouth. If Loder
Jiked to “‘T:ll now, he could—the
raiders could get clear before anyone
came. But no ycll came from within
the aack.

The Bonnder gave a low chuckle.

“Dear old Loder doesn't want to
wake the House !” he murmured. “On
second thouehts, he'd rather not
bring the beaks and the prefects here,
to ask him why he went out to henr
the chimes at midnight.”

And the Famous Five chuckled, too.

They could quite understand that
the prisoner in the sack, as goon ns he
got his wits back nfter the first shock,
was as keen as themselves on keeping
There was too much to be explained
if the whole affair came to light. He
knew—he must know—that he was
the victim of a rag, but he could not
have the faintest idea who the
raggers were, FProbably he hoped to
squirm out of the sack and get away
wlm Lic was left to himself.

At all cvents, there was no sound
from the interior of the sack, except
that hurried, breathless gasping.
There were two or three holes in t
old coke-sack, over the prisoner’s
face, and his gasping was plainly
Jieard. But there was no other somnd

from him. :
“Think Loder will be a bit grubby



when be gzets out of that, in the
morning "’ asked the Bounder,

There was a le of merriment.
The interior of an old coke-sack could
not have been very clean! It was
highly probable that the prisoner
would be more than a bit grubby
when he emerged at last.

“Come on!” snid Smithy., “We're
through here.”

“Hold on a minute I” eaid Bob.

Ho turned on a flash-lamp.

The juniors grinned at the wrig-
gling sack at their fect.

Bob, who was always considerate,
hooked down two or three coats that
were hangiog in the lobby, and threw
them over the sacked figure. It was
a cold night!

“Like to put a pillow under his
dear little head ?7 asked the Bounder
sarcastically.

Baob grinned.

“Why not?” he answered; and he
folderd another coat and shoved it
undar the head in the sack.

“Now kiss him -night on his

Laby brow ! jeered Smithy.
“Fathead "
“Come on, soun ass, if you're

through !
The jmmiors moved away, with a
gpeck of lizht to guide them,

Harry Wharton paused a moment
at the inner door of the lobby, and
looked back., But he sct his lips hard,
Loder did not deserve compassion.
He had lied—he had made a false
charge and stuck to it; and even yet
thoe captain of the Remove could fecl

the twingea of that six in Study

No. 1!

Lamb had been a brute; but it was
all due to Loder and his lying! He
fleserved what he had got, and more,
and he could take what came to him !

Harry Wharton followed his com-
rades, and the sacked figure was left
in the lobby.

Softly and silently, the six juniors
trod through a slecping House, and
agoended t-gn staircase to the stud
landing. There five of them waited,
while one cut away to the Remove
bhox-room to refasten the window,

Then they crept quietly up the
sccond staircase to the dormitory.

All was silent when they entered.

Wharton closed the door with
hardly a sound,

Quietly, they threw off their clothes
in the dark,

“Mum’s the word!” said the
Bounder. “ We're rather Jate to bed—
but I ean tell you fellows, I shall be
up at the first tinkle of the rising-
bell—I'm fearfully keen to szce dear
old Loder again ¥

And the Romove raiders chuckled
and turned in.

THE MAN IN THE SACK!

i ODER 17
I : Six fellows mnttered that

name all at once, Six fellows
gtared, in puzzled astonishment.
'Those six fellows had turned out
at the first clang of the rising-bell in
the winter morming. They were first
down of the Remove,
Naturally, they were keen for news
of Loder. Trofter, iley supposed,

EVERY -SATURDAY

must have found him already—and
released him—it was practically
certain that the House page would be
the first to find him. ter his un-
comfortable night in a sack, Loder,
they supposed, would be in a fearful
tem Il the more fearful because
prudence would restrain him from

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

. N interesting letter, and one I
really must answer this week,
comes from Robert Yuunﬁg, of

Ezeter. Apparently, “ Bob” thinks he
has caught me ont, He asks; When
was Greyfriars founded? He says
that he has read that it was founded
in 1716, and yet he has read a story
about Greyfriars in 1657 ! Curiously
enough, both statements are correct.
Greyiriars, as it now stands, was
founded in 1716. It was originally
used as 4 school for poor but studious
boys, whose parents conld not afford
to have them educated, in 1551.
Fifty ycars later . an extensive collego
was built for gentlemen’s soms. The
only reminders we have of the
original building are now in com-
plete ruin.

The next letter comes from Charles
Woburn, of Reading, whose praises
regarding the Maoxer are indecd
highly flattering. He writes me to
say how he wishes the Old Paper
could be published at least twice o
week, and then goes on to say: "1
would never tire of reading stories of
Harry Wharton & Co. at @rnﬁﬁm.”

I wonder if my chum is aware of
tho fact that a spanking fine G5,000
words story of these ]{ml;nlnr chuma
appears in the “Schoolboys' Own
Library ¥ every month?

And now for two
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to readers’ querics.

Whal Has Happened to “Kipps 1
%" Conjurer,” of Cornwall).—Kipps,
he conjurer, is still atGreyiriars, and
going strong! I shall endeavour to
¢t Mr. Frank Richards to introduce
im again in a later atnri.

Who ts the Best “ Fightin
in the Qreyfriars Remove?
man,” of Shropshire).—Bob Cherry.

2" Man

I sufipn-se you are all wondering
what I have in store for you next
week. Well, yon'll certainly enjoy :

“THE JAPER OF GREYFRIARS ! ™
By Frank Richards,

arn in our grand scrics
featuring the mysterious Mr. Lamb.
“Crooked aa a corkserew *is Vernon-
Smith’s opinion of the new Remove
master, and the Bounder of Grey-
friara is more determined than ever
to carry on his fend and make the
Lamb sick of the Remove. As to
what nﬁtnalIf Ihappens in this ex-

the next

citing yarn I leave you to learn in
due course. Believe me, chums,
yon'll find it a real top-notcher !

Cheerie until next time,

YOUR EDITOR.
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making public what had happened,
But now—-

There was Loder, walking in the
quad with Walker of the Sixth.
Nothing scemed to be the matter with
Loder!

Certainly he did not look like a
fellow who had been through it to
such -an extent as the Removites
s#p . He was chatting with

alker as he walked—obviously uot
in the least in a perturbed state.

They gazed at him.

That slil;Frlﬂeni' ed stare of six pairs of
eyes caused Loder to take notice. Ho
glanced nt the jumiors—and then
stared at them. Clearly, he did not
know what was the comse of their
E_xml and concentrated interest in

im,

Ho gave them a frown, and walked
ot with Walker.,

He left them dambfounded.

Nothing had happened to Loder. It
was perfeetly plain that nothing had
happened to Loder! That fact
leaped to the eye! TYet, in the dark
of the n.i%]hl: they Lad collared Lodex

—or somcbody—and headed him up in
a sack! Tt made the juniors feel
quite di

ZZY.
*Oh gaz " breathed the Bounder.
“It—it muost have been Loder!”

stammered Bob. “We got him all

right.”
“We gof lim
muttered Nugent.
“He dﬂﬂﬂn"}i ].E;JI{ it I
“By gum—he doesn’t I"
- Jﬁ—.‘ﬁ'ﬁ expected him to keep it
dark ; but—b but he was bound to
show some signa of it!™ gaid Harrv

Wharton. “He couldn’t carry it off

liko that if—if—if—*

“But it wpa the esteemed and
ridiculous Loder!"
“It must have been! But—=*"

in {the sack!”

“We mnever saw. who it was!”
breathed Jo Bull. “But no
clze could have been sneakine ont liko

that on tiptoo in the middle of the
mght‘"
*One of his pals going, instend,
perhaps—" muttered Smithy.
“0Oh erumbs !
“Was that it? But—"
“Blessed if I make this out!” said
Bob. " Whoever it was, he jolly well
deserved what he got for getting out

orts. | 46 1i ht; but, dash it all, it must

have been Loder! Only—ouly it looks
as if it wasn't ¥

The chapel bell rang, aund the
school went in for carly prayers.

+8ix fellows in the Remove looked
over the Bixzth Form wifh interest—
wondering. whether it was some pal
of Loder's who lhad got that sack Ly
migtake in the dark.

But all the Sixth were present; and
none of that Form showed an
unusual signs of perturbation. Only
one porson was missing at prayers
that morning, and that was a
master—My, Lamb.

“Well, it beatsa me!” said Bob
Chorry, when the juniors came out
into the quad again. “We got some-

body—"

# {Ve did ! grinned the Bounder.
“YWhoever . it: was, we got him all
right! Xo doubt on that point, my
beloved *dorers 1

Tne Macxer Liprany.—XNo. 1,667,
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“But—but who—? stammered
Nugent,

“Let’s ask Trotter!” -suggested
Boub: Cherry, at last. “It must be

Trotter wlio found lnm——*.l.r- can entch
Trotter after brekker—

The Famous Five went in . to
breakfast in a distinetly .worried
mood, Who was it flint they had
collared and sacked in the dmL‘-‘
More and mores 1t was borne in upon
their minds thint it was not, as they
had never dreamed of donbtinge, Loder
of the Sixth.

After hreakfast they looked for the
House page.

Trotter was found., and beckoned
into the Hag—vacant in the morning.

Bol shut the door.

Yernon-Smith opened the proceed-
ings hy dropping a half-crown intoe
T mtfet s wﬂlimg palm.

“We want you to tell us something,
Trotter . said Harry Wharton,

"T.'Ea-un it

“And we want vou to forget tiult
we asked yom!™

IT.F‘}I T:F .
" Mum's the word 1 explainod Bob
Cherr
i‘t{*r inned.
“TEE:.I Lre anawered.

“Did you find anyehing ont of fhe
comaofi'in the $i%th Form lobby this
:!?mfﬂillb's" asked tho Bouhder.

jumnped.

"‘ﬂh."" j] gped. ""ﬂ‘h Master
Yeornon-Sinith, was 1% ‘Ol dear’!
Don’t you &3y any nw sy,
Tamb was terribly angry, #H‘*—-—" i

“Lamh neeﬁn"i wOTTY..M sn‘i’d
Jolinny Bull. “Heé's got !l.::lthmg to
db with it. Took There, '!Ei-u‘tﬂer did
you find-semebody i a sack ?”

“Yessiv!™ gawped Trotter. “I
was that sucprided, I alntost fell
down, &it, when I gsaw him!
Wnnghug 'm the suck, he was! And
hie wasi't top pleqsnl, citler, when I
got him out! I El'an!t think- he liked
anyhody secing him like that! Never
g0 much as said *thawk jgou,” he
didn't! Jugt glared, and Tushed off
as soon as he got ove of the sack—

“It wasn't Lodey ?7

“Eh? Nol”

“That settles it!” gaid Smithy.
“0Of course, we don't kimow anything’
about this, Trotter—you understand
that-——7"

0, "\[ﬂﬂtﬂr Vernon-Smith ™

“But we've got a sort of idea that
some fellows thought they were head-
ing up Loder 'Df the Sixth in a sack!”
H:r.tﬂ smithy, “If these fellows made
a mistake in the dark—and it seems
that they did—we're rather curions

- em———

BOYS!
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to know whom they got! Who was |

it
“Mr. Lamb, sir I”
W hat #*

Six fellows gasped,
“Mr. Loamb, sir!” shid Trotter. |

“And I can tell you hic was wild!” |
“Lamb ! moaned Bob Cherry. !
“Oh, my hat! Lamb!™

“Fut‘get that we asked vou aboubd
it, Trotter!” said Harry.

“Yessir; yon rely on me, sir [ said

Trotter, nnd he went ont of the Rag,

leaving the Removites gazing ot one
auother. _

The Bounder’s eyes glittered.  He,
at least, was not sorry to hear that
it was the Lamb who had been
sacked. And; after the first shock,
he wns no longer surprized. [t
seémed 4o crystdllise all his vague but
deep suspicious of the art master of
Greviriars.

“Thie Lamb !” he said, between his
teeth. "I suspected it before—I was
jolly stire—now we know ! The Lamb
sneaks out quietly at night !
I told you he was n man with scerets
to keep! But now—what ?*

“What ean it meaw?” said Harry

Wﬂm‘tﬂn “What——" _
“m -going to know!” said the
Boruder. “There’s sométhing fishy

about that spnrtamun—tm:- jolly ﬁshy,
atid I tell p:ru I'm gmng to know.”

L a L] L

Mr. Lamb was not scen. by the
Remove till he came to let his Form
into the room . for first school. And
in the Remove room_ that morning he
was not the mild and decilée Lamb the
Removites knew. Quelch in. his
sternest mood had never begn any-
thing like what the Lamb. was like
that mornin Hacker, who was
called the Aeid Droyp 'hm‘,l mever been
like it! The Lamb s bitter; savage
temper was rather an cye-openet to
the Greyfriars Remove Hint morning ;

and only six fellows in the" Fnrmi_

knew the reason, “And it was a ﬂﬂhl"

fort to those six that the Lamb's eye

did not specially single - them out !
“I say, vou fellows” squeaked

Billy EITIltEl wlhien tlig Il'emcwe went §

out “in break, “1I
Quielch was back !
wishing Quelch was back, yon know !
But I ecan tell you T jo]ly well do!™

And; for once, all: the CIMOve were
in agreement with Billy Bunter I

THE EXD.

(Special  for —next week:
JAPER QF GREYFRIARS!"

jelly well wish

“THE
Don't

Cgenerall to

Why 2 §

cveling,

Fancy any fellow }

misx it -t‘h!lmﬁ‘ f'.J
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