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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

EDITOR

HE following extraordin
letter arrived at our palatia
offices (Study No. 1) this week.

We print it without comment :

Higheliff College,
S Gﬂugriﬁe]d.

Deer Sir,—] am a new boy in the
Third Form at Highcliff. arrived
last Wensday. felt verry im-
portant as I atepngled into the Hack
at Courtfield Stashion, ayd told the
driver to drive me to the Skool. I
thnufht Highcliff was the omly big
Skool in this vissinity, and had never
heard of Greyfriars until the Hack
dumped me down at the Gates. The
Porter, & narled and anshunt man,
gave me a sour look.

“Wot I ses is thizs *ere, who are
you #*

“I'm a New Boy for the Third
Form, sir.”

The Porter replide with a Gruat:

“Ho? Then you'd better report
verself to Mr. ig%inﬂ. Go into the
'"Quse and ask the Page to slow you

where he 18"

I did this, sir, but Mr. Wiggins
was out, so the Page, whozse name was
Trotter, told me to leave my Bag in
the house-dame’'s =oom, and come
back after tea. He said I could
either have tea in Hall, or buy some
myself in the Tuckshop. I chosze the
latter orlternative, as I had Ten Bob
from the Pater.

Outside the Tuckshop I met a very
fat fellow, with giglamps, who
wanted to know who I was. I told
him I was a new boy in the Third.

“That’s all right, I'll leok after
voun, kid,” he said benmnevolently.
“You want a fellow to show you the
Ropes, and o0 on. What about Tea?
If you’re peckish, come into the
Tuckshop—my treat. I was just
going in myself.”

I thought that was verry descnt of
him. We had a nice Tea, but I never
in all my Puff saw any fellow who
could cat like this fellow did. He
simply wolfed donuts and jam tarts
like a starving horstrich and I
thought he’d need a deel of
mungey to pay the bill. But he said
that all his titled relations were
mill ires, which” was a Bit of
Luck.

After the feed, the Tuckshop Lady
asked for the munney.

“Great pip!” he exclaimed. “I've
left my let in my studdy. You
pay the bill, kid, and I’ll give you the

munney later on.” And he rolled
out and left me to get on with it.

The bill came to 17s3. 6d., which
took all my Ten Bob, and left me
owing seven-and-six, and the Lady
spid [ must pay before the end of the
weak, or she would complane to Mr.
Wiggins. 1 said it was all right, as
the other fellow wias going to give me
the munney; but she just sniffed.

In the Tuckshop I met a fellow
named Tubb, who said he was Ca
tain of the Third. He looked critick-
ally at me, and said I didu’t look up
t0 mutch; but he supposed he'd have
to put up with me, and then he said
I'd better stand the Third a bit of &
feed, in order to be poppular. But
when 1 Eonfessed about ‘the fat
fellow, he grew very angry, and he
and some other fellows
and said I was a Green Iddiot.

But another fellow, who overheard
the konversatiom, told me privately
that he wounld be glad to lend me a
Quid, if I wanted one. He seemed to
be an American fellow, because he
said: “I guess you'll get into a
Rockus if you've no spondulics in
your jeans. Jest sign this paper,
and the gquid is yourn.” I didn’t
understand what he was talking
about, but it was Jolly Good of him,
I think, He-lent me the Quid, and I
hought some Tuck, and we had a feed
in the Third Form Room.

The fellows were then wery desent
to me, and Tubb said :

“I hope you can play Footer, be-
cause we've got » match against the
Higheliff fags next week, and it’s a
tough game, because we always rag
Higheliff kide baldheaded when we
katch them.”

This was a very disagrceable sur-
prise for me, because up till then 1
tlmuﬁght I Was at Higheliff. It gave
me Food for Thought. I could ace I
had come to the rong Skool, so I told
the fellows I had to go and report
to Wiggins, and then I sneaked off
q]uietiy and grabbed my Bag and
sloped out of a winde., The Gates
was shut, sc I shinned over the wall
and Bunked.

I got into trubble at Highl:liﬂ' for
being: late, but that didn't matter.
What I rite at all for, sir, is to tell
the treoth about what happened, and
to appollogise all round. I am verry
sorry I went away with the American
fellow’s Quid; but I enklose a postal
order for two-and-six, and he can get
the other seventeen-and-six from the
fat fellow, who owes it to me.

Yores sinserely,
Ouivern Simmiwgron BEeTrTs,

We handed Fishy the said postal
order, but, somehow, he seemed dis-
satisfied. In fact, after he read this
letter, he was completely dazed, and

umped me,

back imn his chair muttering:

la
“That fat clam! Seventeen-and-six !
Oh, wake snakea and walk chalks!
Seventeen-and-six I We left him to
it.

We then looked for Bunter and
ave him a sound bumping, but we
idn't quite slaughter him. Fishy
will want to do that.

LANGUAGE LESSON!

The other night a burglar tried to
break into the school, but P.-c. Tozer
spotted him in the act. Next day he
called and told the Head about it.
And this was part of their dialogue:

“And what did yoy do when you
zaw the man climbing the wall, Mr.
Tozer #*

“Pinched *im, sir.”

“Indeed? Why did you do that?”

“Why, it's the lor, o’ course.”

Do ‘i&u mean to tell me, Mr.
Tozer, that the law inetructs you to
pinck a burglar?  What possible

reagon is there for such an act?
Where did you pinch him

“On the spot, sir.”

" Which spot, Mr, Tozer? Do you

mean his leg 2"

“I pinched all of 'im.”
“You mean that you
all over? Did

him let go of the wall?*

“Nunno, sir. You ain't got me,
I knocked ‘im horff.”

"You knocked him off the wall ?*

“You got it, sir.”

“And what did you do when you
had knocked him off the wall?”

“Knocked 1m horff, sir.”

“Exactly! But after wou had
knocked him off—"

“Pinched ‘im, sir.”

“I rcally cannot understand this
&mnﬂur&. Will you be more lucid,

r. Tozer? What do you mean,
exactly, by pinching him #*

“Snafled 1m, sir.”

“@Goodness gracious.! Are you
serious, Mr. Tozer? Why. a snafle
iz a horse’s bit. You cannot possibly
mean that you fitted a snafle on this
man ?*

“Nunno, sir. I put 'im in qued.”

“In the quadrangle?  But why
did you put him in the quadrangle,
Mr. Tozer? And why did he stay
there—unless you mean that you
gecured him to a tree or bench——"

“Nunno, sir. I pinched him.”

“You took him into the school
quadrangle to pinch him? This is
positively bewildering——"

And so on, for about an hour.

It seems that between the English
spoken by the Head and that spoken

by Mr. Tozer there is a great gulf
fixed,

inched him
u pinch him to make



MR. LAMB HAS GOT A DOWN ON VYERNON-SMITH—AND THE BOUNDER

HAS
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A SUDDEN SNOWFALL!
H;&RRY WHARTON jumped.

“You fat ass!” he roarcd.
Dilly Bunter did not heed.

Bunter was in a bhurry,

Harry Wharton was seated at the
table in Btwly No. 1 in the Remove.
He was writing lines, after morning
school. He had a hundred to do for
Mr, Lamb, and he wanted to pget
through before the dinner-bell rang.
His pen was racing over the paper,
when the study door suddenly opencd
and the fattest member of the Grey-
friars llemove shot into the study.

Billy Bunter rushed across from
the door to the window. He did nof
heed the eaptain of the Remove, To
bumped into a chair, banged against
the table, and rushed on regardless,

'The table rocked. A shower of
hlots fell {rom Wharton’s pen on the
sheet hie had just written, completely
spoiling the same. It was a sheer
waste of no fewer than thirty lines!

Billy Bunter did not beed the
damage he Liad done. He did not
evon sce it.  He reached the study
window, and grabbed the catch back,
Then he grabbed the lower sash to
push it up.

“Yon mad ass!” roaved the captain
of the Remove, “Look what you've

done U
Runter «id not look.
He was  concentraoted on  the

window-sash, e gprunted and gasped
in his ecfforts to shove it upwazxd.
That was not very casy. Qutside, the
window-sill was thickly banked with

(Copyright in the United States of America.
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The removal of the drawing revealed the nolepaper on which was
written, in block capital letters, the words : ** WHO'S NOBBY 27’
Mr. Lamb gazed at the paper, his eyes scintillating over his glasses.

snow. Snow was piled against the
lower panes, Snow had been falling
all night. It had ccased to fall in
the morning, and there was a bright
grleam of wintry sunshine; but Grey-
frinrs School was almost hidden in a
mantle of white. That window-sash
geemetd rather jammed by the
acemmulntion of snow on the sill,

“Whot are you up to?"” howled
Harry Wharton.

He almost forgot the damage to his
impot in lns amazement at the weird
woeeedings of the fat Owl of the
i{,cmm-a. Billy Bunter was an ass,
and was never cxpeected to act other-
wise than as an ass; but why cven
au ass like Bunter should rush into
apother fcllow's stwly and grab
frantically at the window to got it
open was quite a mystery.

Billy Bunter blinked round over a
fat shoulder {hrough Lis big
spectacles.

“1 say, this window's jammed—-"
Iie gasped.

SENSATIONAL SCHOOL-

ADVENTURE YARN OF

HARRY WHARTON & (0.,
OF GREYFRIARS.

“You blithering owl—"

“Lend me a band with it guick !

“Are you off your rocker? What
do you want my window open for,
you potty porpoise

“I wish you wouldn't jaw and
waste time! Lamb may be gouc any
minute. Do help me with this
window !**

“ Lamb ?*

“He's just underueath easped
Bunter. “I'm going to push the snow
off the sill right on his napper, sec?
If you waste time, the beast may
walk away. Lend me a lhand—
quick !

Bunter the window
again,

There was no time to be lost. If
Mr. Lamb, the art master of Grey-
frinrs, who was taking the Remove
in Mr. Queleh’s absenee, was nnder
that window, obviously lie would not
remain o permancnt fixture on the
spot. Bunter did net want to losc
such a golden opportunity of landing
a cargo of snow right on My, Lamb’s
napper. It was really the chanee of
a E};}f{-timn But monients were

¥
"

shoved at

precious.

The fat Owl gave the window o
tremendous heave. The sash shot up
at last.

But at the same moment Harry
Wharton jumped forward. grabbed

Tue Blacxer LigrAny.—No, 1,668,
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the Owl of the Hemove by a podgy
shoulder, and slung him back from
the windew . before
the stacked enow on the sill.

Billy Buuter spun as far as the
table, humped into it for the second
time, and sat down with a concussion
that almest shook the study.

“Ow!"” he roared,

Harry Wharton put his head ouf of
the window end glanced down over
the stock of snow,

Wintry sunshine gleamed on spot-
lesa snow. 'There was snow almost
everywlhere. But some of the paths
had been swept clear. And on the
path below  the Iemove study
windows Mr. Lamb was taking lis
usnal trot hefore lunch, :

Mr. Lamb bad been walking up
and down that path. Now, however,
Le bad come to a Lalt almost directly
under the window of Study No. 1 in
the Remove, and was speaking to
Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth.

Prout wng booming, as usual.
Little My, Tamb was listening to
himm with the wmild politencss that
was the et Lamb’s way.

%o long as 'vout kept him talking
—or rathior, listening—Lamb was at
the mercy of any fellow who chose
to shove the aceumulation of snow off
the window-sill Ligh over his head,
Which was a happy chance that Billy
Bunier did not want to lose.

He hed sclected Harry Wharton's
window beciuse Wharton's window
was over Lomb's head. But Wharton,
nalurally, had quite other views on
the subject. e did net want Lamb
to come raging up to that study
Meck and mild as the Pel Lamb was,
the Remove fellows had learned that
he hadl a tewmper and a heavy Land
with o cane when lis temper was
ronzed.  And the mildest temper
might liave been roused by the
sudden descent of a heavy wass of
snow on an unsuspecting head.

Harry Wharton -drew gilia head in
aml grasped the sash to close it down
again,

illy  Bunter up
gm‘;‘i‘:lmd In;s arm, _—

“Btop it, you Fathead!” pas
Bunler,  “LU'm moing to H]lD‘l’E tﬁaﬂ
snow down on his napper, you silly
asg 1

1 Fﬂtllﬁﬂ.-".] [u

“Beast I Will yon stop wasting
Ltime 2" hissed Bunter., “Te may go
any minute-—the beaks always get
away from D'ront as fast as they can
when he starts jawing ! Gerrvout !”

The Tat Owl dragged at the eaptain
of the Rewove, Precious moments
were flying,

“Ton bLenighied oass!™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton. *“Chuck 1t! Lamb
will be up here like a shot if he gets
ithat snow an his napper !™

“Well, I shan’t wait for him !
answerad Bunter., *That's all right.
e won't koow it was me, as it ain't
my stwdy 17

“it's my study, you Dblithering
chump! Do you think I want him
o my track #¥ hooted Whartou.

“Well, yon ean eut, too! Isn't he
a beast 2" demanded Bunter., “Look
how he makes out that he's a soft
ass and let’s fellows rag him, and
ihen all of a sundden geots inlo a

Tux Aaexner Lispany,—XNo, 1,668
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e could push at in
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fcarful temper and whops a chap!
He w!mp}ncamn in Form {his morn-

g just use I dropped o book on
hia foot—and I told lim 1t was an
accident, too! I'm going to get
llim].l’:_"

“You're going to get out!”

* Beast !" voaved Bunter. “Leggo 1™

“Travel I

The eaptain of the Remove whirled
Bunter towards the door.

Billy Bunter spnn ont of Study
No. 1 iuto the Remove passage like
a fat humming-top. He bumped on
thoe opposite wall and roared.

Harry Wharton turned back to the
window to close it. He supposed that
Bunter was done with,

But that was a mistake. Bunter
was not done with, Bunter came
ﬂharﬁlg back into the study like an
exei hippopotamus. ¢ come
across the study at full speed and
crashed into the captain of the
Remove as hoe stood at the window,

That window was still wide open.
Harry Wharton was pitched at it b
the sudden charge in his back, an
his face, shoulders, and arms crashed
on the pile of snow on the sill,

“Ooogh I* aspluttercd Wharton,
That pile of snow was, of course,
immediately dislodged from ihe eill.

It tipped off and descended in a g

mass,
A sudden, startled howl from below
announced that somebody had got it.

“He, he, he!” pgasped Bunter
breathlessly.
Harry harton, smothered with

snow, turned round on the fat Owl.
He seraped snow from hiz face and
hair and eyes and ears, gasping for
breath,
= IIIc,lhiﬁ_ﬁc 1
nreled Bi
ﬁ—?m. he,

Yaou've done it now !
Bunter. “Lamb’s got

¢! You've jully well
done it !
iy %-'ui Yon fat idiot—oogh!
I'll—
“He, he, ie!” gureled Bunter.

He shot out of the study. He was
finished there now. Prompt retreat
was the next item on the programme
before Lamb came up to inguire,

Harry Wharton stood seraping off
snow. But it dawned npon him that
it was unwisc to linger. He threw a
blotting-shect over lines on the
table and hurried out of the study.

Bunter had already disappeared
into Study No. 7. Wharton cut
ulong to Study No. 14, and Study No.
1 waa left vacant to grect the eyes of
the Pet Lamb, if liec came up to
inguirc—as there was little doubt
that he wonld.

—

THE BOUNDER’S BAD LUCK !

ERBERT VERNON.-SMITH,

[_] the Bounder of Greyfriars,

come out of his Study No. 4

in the liemove, and glanced up and
down the passage,

IMe had heard bhurried tootsteps
pass his door, and wondered whether
anything was up.

Nobody was in the passage, how-
ever, and the Bounder walked along
to Study No. 1 ond went in,

The door and windew of that
atmlg were both wide open.

“No football to-day, Wharton—-"

Iie began, before he noticed that the
study was cmpty.

Then ho broke off, with & grunt.
Hea wanted to speak to the captain of
the Remove, and Whartonm had been
there, writing lines, ever since third
school. Now, it seemed, he had
chucked it, and was gone.

tElIiui‘lihy glanced curiously round {he
study.

An icy wind blew in at the o
window. On the floor were patches
of enow, scraped off Wharton's face
and hair, two or three minutes ago.
From outside, below the window,
floated the sound of excited voices.

Smithy stepped to the window, put
out his hea ,Pﬁn& looked down. F‘Ilt
scemed that something had hap-

pened.
A portly ficure was visible on the
path below. Three or four o

were to be scon, gathering round,
Prout's voice was booming.,
“Ooog! Upon my word!
Oogh! 1 have some snow in my
—actually inmy eye! Oooogh! And
some in my mouth—groogh ! Prout’s
boom was interrupted by a splutter.
“What ever cam have caused the
suow to—ooogh—fall so eunddenly—
grooogh ™
The Bounder grinned as he looked
own,
The faces surrounding Mr. Prount
wore emiles. Prout su d  that
there had been a snow-slip. Others,
who counld see that the stacks of snow
remained undisturbed on the rest of

the row of sills, probably pgucssed
that the snow had J?een tippﬁf‘:]nwn.
He

Mr. Lamb was not to be seen.
had got most of the snow, having
been  directly wunder the window.
Lamb had given one look up ot that
window, and then shot away to the
door of the House. Smithy did not
even know that Lamb had been on
the spot at all.

He grinmed down at Prout. The
Fifth Form-master's mortar-board
was aslant, with a rather intoxicated
look. There was snow in his portly
neck. He grabbed and gouged at
snow. He boomed and spluttered.

Vernon-Smith, grinning, drew back
from the window. Eamegodr—Whar-
ton, he supposed, as Wharton had
been ia the study—had tiﬁeped the
stack of smow over Prout. Ba
decided not to let Prout sce him, if
Prout looked up! Prout might have
fancied that the mnag party was
guilty, if he had seen Smithy at the
study window.

The Bounder crossed to the door
again,

AT& h;a dtludtu D, ﬂmr; wﬁ: a tread of
rapid foo s in the Hemove -
age, Mr. ]}.mnh appeared ihpiﬂlfa
doorway of Study No. 1.

The Bounder almost walked iuto
him, but he stopped in time.

Lamb’a eyes, over his gold-rimmed
glasses, fized on the junior in the
stud{g.

“You!” he said. “You threw that
snow down on me, Veroon-Smith !

Smithy gave a start. Lamb's face
was set with anger, his eyes glint-
ing. There was a powdering of snow
all over him. The Bounder rcalised
that Lamb must have been with
Troat, and had got the consignmen’

Oh!



from the m‘:u:%y window-sill, ns well
as the Fifth Form master.
“No, sir!” he exclaimed. I

never even knew—"

“You are here!” said Mr. Lamb,
“I lost no time—I came up at once,
to catch the young rascal who throw
down the snow! I have found yonm
hﬂlrféu t 1 into the study.

stepped into the study.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith's face sct.

Ile knew that hard glint in Lamb’s
eyes, He kncw that, under his lamb-
like exterior, Mr. Queleh’s substitute
was pe hard as nails, and eruel as o
cat. Ho had had a deal of cx-
perience of Mr. Lamb’s peculiar
temper since that term had started.
And hie was rather in a hurry to ex-
plain that ho was not the culprit—
though he might casily have ;
for Smithy had o foud on with Lamb,
and seldom lost on opportunity of
ragging him.

“ﬁ: was not I, air!” gaid Vernon-
Smith. “Yve only just come into
the stu I never even knew you'd
been nuder the window.”

“Who clse was here?”

“Nobody was here when I camo in,
I came in to speak to Wharton about
the football, but he was not here——"

“Quite-so I said Mr. Lamb grimly,
“Nobody was herc—but you, Vor-
unon-Smith! You neced say no more.”

There wos o foots in the pass-

EVERY SATURDAY

say mo more! I shall punish you
severely for this.”

“1 tell you—"

“Bo silent ! ]

The Bounder stood silent, almosk
choking with zage.

He was going to take siz when
Nugent came back with the cane.
And he knew that that six was going
to be tongh. He bad not done it; but
certainly it looked as if he had, and
Lamb did not choose to inguire into
the matter. Perhaps, remcembering
that it wns Smithy who had tossed a
bundle of fireworks into his window
once in the middle of the night, he
did not think inguiry nccessary.

Frank Nugent came back in a fow
minntes with the eane in his hand,
Ho was o very nawilling messenger,
but there was no cheice in tho
mattor.

Lamb almost snatelied the cane
from him.

" Now, Vernon-Smith——"

“I tell you I never did it!” said
the Bounder betwcen his tecth.
“You've no right to cane me."

“ Bend over that table !

Herbort Vernon-Smith drew a deep,
deep breath, Smithy was n mutincer
Ly natnre, and always more or less on
tho verge of rebellion. Now, in his
rage and resentment, he went over
the verge.

“T1 won’t!” Lhe answcred savagely.

nge, sud Frank Nugent looked in. He “I won’t bend over ™

had come up to see whether his chium _ “Smithy, old man! nxc!aimm‘l
had ﬁniahuf liis lincs, and be glanced Frank Nt nt 3 anxiously. El'ﬂr
in surprise at his Form-master aund goodness’ sake don’t play the goat!

the sullen-faced Bounder.

Mr. Lamb "glﬂnmd round at him,

“Nugent ¥ e rapped,

“Yes, gir!®

“Go down to my study and fotch
the cane you will find on tho table.”

“Qkh! Yes, sir!"

Frank Nupgent went back to the
staircnse.

Mr. Lamb stood in the study dust-
ing off snow. Generally, the Lamb
looked meck and mild—some of the
Remove fellows said that he was too
eoft to say “Boo ” to o goose. The
Bounder knew him better than that.
Certainly he looked neither meek nor
mild now. I{ was not often that the
Pet Lamb displayed bad tempor—
but when he did, it was wery bad
indecd. And it was vory bad now.

The Bounder's brow grew blacker
and blacker,

Ho knew that he was for it. Ho
Lad been for it a many times
that term—his feud with Lamb had
carned him more whoppings in o
couple of wocks than he would have
boen likely to teceive from Mr.
Queleh in a whole torm. And from
paiuful experience, he knew how that
mild-looking little gentleman comld
lay it on, on the occasions when the
irlf}n hond pecped out from the velvet
glove.

“1 never did it, sir!” said Vernon-

Smith quietly, though his voico was
almost trombling with rage. “I tell
vou that I had only just como into
the sbud i3

T—-——

“That will do!”

“Tf you choose to inquire—"

“1 do not ¢hooso fo tako your word,
Vernon-Smith! I know precisely
how much it is worth " answered Mr,
Tamb contemptuously. “Tou need

The Bounder did not heed him. His
ﬂﬂtﬁ were fixed in angry definnce on
the art master of Greyfriars.

Lamb’s face, already angry, grew
almost deadly in its expression,

“7 have ordered you to bend over
that table, '\'ﬁtnnn—%mit‘u 1 he said,
in a low, distinet tome. “I am wait-
ing for you to do so!”

u I wﬂn?t_ !J?

All the dogged defiance in the
Bounder's nature was roused now. He
had said that he would nof, and he
was determined that he would not.

Thore was a tense pause in the
study.

Frank Nugent looked in from the
doorway with a scared face. Defy-
ing o Yorm-master was a thing that

conld not bo done; but the Bounder,
when his obstinacy was roused, was
the fellow to do things that could not
be done. :

The panse was brief. Mr. Lamb
made o stride at the Bounder, and
grasped him with his left hand. Mild
8g. he generally looked, fluffy as the
juniors thonght him, the lLittle art
master wae as strong almost as a
horse, ns Smithy well knew. That
iron grip had been laid on him
before, and he remembered it. With
one twist of that stromg arm M.
Lamb twisted the Bounder over the
study table.

Swipa | _

The cane came down with a erack
like a pistol-shot.

The Bounder gave a yell, and
kicked out backwards,

Then it was Mr. Lamb's turn to
yell, a8 his ghin wns hacked,

Ho staggered back, letting go the
Bounder.

Frank Nugent goazed on in horror.

5

Smithy had hacked the master's shin
—probably in his excitement and
rage, hardly realising what lLe was
doing. But he had donc it.

Mr. Lamb stood for a long minute
wriggling his hacked lep, whick had
a rather severe pain in it. The
Bounder stood looking at Lim, still
sullenly defiant, but perhaps a little
scared at what he had done.

Then the art master threw down
the cane and gras Yernon-Smith's
shoulder in his right hand—with a

sp 80 bard and tenacions that the
ounder, strong as he was, had neo
more chanee than an infant of throw-

in_g it off.
I shall take you to vour hcad-
master, Vernon-Smith ¥ said the

Lamb in low, concentrated tomes.
“You will be expelled for this!
Come [

Frank Nugent stood aside from the
doorway, and the art master passed
him, his hand still on Vernon-Smith’s
{H-l].lﬂ'l.'lldﬂl‘. tEfengtEhEd t!m:lnén h]n:liijk

ismay as isappearcd down the
a‘taimgsn together. e

HARRY WHARTON IN A HURRY !

AERY WHARTON looked out
'1}\! ’l::ll;a doorway of Study

In that study, which belonged to
Johmnny Bull, Sguiff, and Fisher 1.
Fish, he had found only the Ameriean
junier, when he dodged in to hunt
COVCL,

Fisher T. Fish was engaged in an

occupation that often happily whiled
away his leisure moments—counting
his modgﬁy.
He did not even look up when the
cnptain of the Remove came in—
being  deeply absorbed in  that
entraneing occupation.

The fact was that Fishy was a
penuy short in his accounts. It
worricd Fishy, and he had to it
right. He was on the trail of that
penny, like a dog after a bone.

Really, it was a mystery what had
become of that penny. He coumld
hardly have lost it—Fishy never lost
anything. He counld not have given
it nwagr-thn,t was impossible! Tho
bare idea of giving anything awny
would have made Fisher ‘T. Fish feel
faint. Bo with grim determination
Fishy was going through his accounts
over and over again, puessing and
calenlating that he was sure going to

ot wise as to what had become of
fhnt pes nny,

Harry rton had intended to
keep dngﬁu in that study till the
dinner-bell rang. But o sound of
lond and excited voices iu the Bemove
passage caused him to open the door
and look out. 3

To his relief, there was no sign of
Lamb in the passage. But a erowd
of Remove fellows had gathcred
there, with startled and exeited faces.
Clearly something had happened.
Wharton wondered if it were the
snowfall on the Lamb's head that
was the causo of the excitement,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” called out
Bob Cherry, as Wharton's face
n red at the door of Bindy No. 14,
“Have you heard—"
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Wharton came out of the study.

“Anything happened ?” he asked,

“The ha ulness is terrific!”
gaid Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh.
“ The estéemed and ridiculons Smithy
is getting it m his absurd neck I

“Smithy ! repcated Harry. "I
haveu't seen him since class ! hat's
up with Smithy?”

“The sack " said Johnny Bull,

“* Wha-a-at #"

“He hacked the Lamb’s shin ! said

Nugent. “Lamb's marched him off
to the Head, It will be the sack this
timﬂ-”

“The mad ass!™ exclaimed Whar-
ton in dismay. “Are you sure—->"

“I saw lm!” answered Nugent.
“Lamb got him in our study; and
orabbed him becanse he wounldn’t
bend over. And Smithy kicked out,
and got him on the shin!”

“In our study! What was he
doing in our atuﬂgﬂ‘u’:’

1, you know ithi!“ said Bob
Chicrry, “It’s his fatheaded feud
with the little Baa-Lamb! He ti
a stack of snow over the Lamb’s
head—--""

“What ?” yelled Harry Wharton,

“ Nothing surprising in that, is
there #” asked Johnmy Bull, staring
at him. “It's just ome of Smithy's
mad tricks—" o~

“Yes, but he never did it I gasped
Harry. “ Mcan to say that Lamb got
him for tipping the suow from my
study window—"

“Yea; he rushed straight up to the
study and pot him there!” said Peter
Todd. “Smithy must have been an
ass not te elear! He might have
oyessed that the Lamb would come
wp—".

“But he never did it!” gasped
Harry.

“He did it, all right! He was
there, and the Lamh got him—on the
spot—

I:I.:::I.‘Eu:: mist bave zone to the study
for comething ! He never did it !”

“How the thump do you know he
never did it?" asked Skinner,

“Beeaunse I did it

“Oh erumbs !

“It was an accident—that fool
Bunter barged me at the window, and
then it happened ' g d Wharton.
“Is Smithy with the Head now?”

;:IYEE.‘ Lamb's taken him there,
and——-"

Harry Wharton stayed to hear ne
HIOTC,

He ran down the Eemove Pﬂﬁﬂfﬂ
to the Inm]ing, as if he were on the
cinder-path, leaving the crowd of
Remove fellows in a2 buzz,

If Smithy was up before the Head
on account of that snow-fall from the
window-sill of 3tudy No. 1, the Head
had fo bear the facts of the matter
without delay.

A fellow who hacked a master was
bovked for the sack, short and sharp;
but if auything could save Smithy it
would be the fact that Lamb was
punishing him without cause—and
the sooncr Dr. Locke knew that the

btﬂ*ﬁ' Bunter, still keeping d
illy Bunter, still keepin

in Study Neo. 7, little dream n?%ﬁg
unexpected outcome of his fatuons
jape on the Pet Lamb, Harry
© TueAlsexcr Lisrart.—No. 1,668,
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Wharton fairly raced across the land-
ing to the stairs.

Coker of the Fifth was on the land-
ing, talking to Potter and QGreene.
As the junior came hurtling across
to the staira, Potter and Greenc
stepped out of the way. Not so
Coker !

“Here, stop that!” rapped Coker.
“What the thump do you mean b
racing about the place like that? My
hat! I wonder what these fags are
coming to! Stop that at once, Whar-
ton, and—— Yarocoooop !

Coker no doubt cxpected the junior
to stop, as any junior should have
done at the behest of 2o great a man
as Horace Coker. But the junier did
not stop! He did not cven pause,
He came on at top speed, and as
Coker was in his way he crashed into
Cokor.

Coker went spinning,

He spun two or three yards, before
ho crumpled up and collapsed on the
landing with a heavy bump. Whar-
ton stagpered for a moment from the
shock, then recovered himsclf, and
went down the stairs two at a time.
He had no time to atop and ask Coker
whether he was hurt. Besides, le
knew he was! He raced on, regard-
less of Coker.

Coker sat yp dizzily.

“Oh ' he gasped. “Ow! Oh!
]i!]y hat! Why, I'll spiflicate him—
I'll  pulverize him—I—I—I'll—
Where is he?”

Coker staggered to his fect! But
he glared round in wvain for the
cheeky junior who had had the un-
cxampled mnerve fto barge over a
Fifth Form man. That junior was
already at the foot of the staircase.

Harry Wharton cleared the last
three stairs with a last jump. He
was darting on, when a sharp voice
rapped :

“ Btop [

It was Loder of the 8ixth this time.

Loder was a prefect, and counld not
be barged or disvegarded like a Fifth
Form fellow.

Harry Wharton came to a breath-
lers stop.

“I'm in a hurry, Loder!” he
gasped. “I've got to sce the Head,
an G

“You've not got to race about the
House as if you were on the football
field 1" evapped Loder; “aud you
know that without my telling you!
Stop ' added Loder in & roar, as the
captain of the Remove ran on again.

ut this time Wharton did not
stop. He had no more time to waste
on er than on Coker—Sixth Form
prefect as Gerald Loder was!

But as he ran on, Loder rushed
after him and grabbed him by the
shoulder. Less than this was cnongh
to rouse the wrath of the bully of the
S on elioek »

“You checky young sweep ! ex-
claimed Loder. *Stop, and rt

“Let go!” panted Wharton.

“I'll let go when I've given you six
for wyour cheek!” pgrowled Loder.
Loder was never displeased at the
opportunity of giving six to anmny
member of the Famous Five.

Harry Wharton panted,

“Let go, you fool I’ he shouted,

In those very moments Smith
might be getting the chopper, an

Wharton was ftoo anxions and toe
excited to measure his words,

“ What?” gasped Loder.

“ Will you let go, you idiot *”

“By gad! T'll— OW!” roared
Loder, aa the captain of the Remove,
in sheer desperation, hooked his leg,

Bump !

Loder of the Sixth sat on the floor.
He sat in a state of dizzy amazement,
tHg, p?!ﬂ Bi:tthFuruﬁ& prefect, had bﬂng
Tip un a Remove junior; an
there he was, sitting on the floor!
It was really hard for Gerald Loder
to believe that this had actually
happened? But it had—for there ha
was, sitting ! He sat and spluttered.

Harry Wharton did not give him o
ﬁ]nnﬂe. He raced on, heading for the

eadmaster’s study.

“Here, Wharton—" [t was Win.

ate of the SBixth, the captain of
reyfriars, who called. ut cven
Wingate’as voice was nunhecded.

Without a word, or even a look,
Wharton ran on, and turmed iuto
Heoad’s corridor, and arrived, breath-
less and gasping, at the door of
Dr. Locke's study.

- m—

AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR!

R. LOCKE eat at Lis writing-
table in his study with a grim
frown upon his brow,

His were fixed on the Bounder
of Greyfriars.

Vernon-Smith stood before him, his
face etill sullen but a little pale, and
with a sinking at his heart.

Mr. Lamb stood by the table, rest-
ing one hand on it as if for support.
Perbaps his hacked Ieg felt a little
uncertain, or perha 1ic Laimb was
making the most of his injury for the
Head's benefit

The Pet Lamb, who was regarded
as a fluffy little ass by almost all
Greyfriars, was implacable so far ns
the Bounder was concerned, Smithy
knew—he could feel—that the art
master was glad of thia chance—that
lie would be glad to sec that cial
junior sacked from the school. No
such thought. ccrtainly, could have
occurred to the headmaster, but Her-
bert Vernon-Smith bad not the
slightest doubt of it.

Emi Lhe told Limself bittcrly that
Lamb- had his reasons. Lamb was o
man with scerets to keep—according
to Smithv—and he knew, or sus-

ected, that Smithy knew more than

carced for any Qreyfriars fellow to
know. It would be a relief to him if
Smithy went, and the Bounder, in his
heads recklessness, had given
him thia chance. He could have
kicked himself harder thar he had
kicked the Lamb for his folly.

“Upon my word !” said Dr. Locke.
“ Yeruon-Smith, this passes all
bounds! You have actually
ﬂ.ﬂ.rﬂd‘--'—'-'-"

The Head paused as if the enormity
of the offence was really hq:yun?l
words.

The Bounder licked his dry lips.
This was not the first time he had
been up before the Hﬂﬂﬂ'—hm mm
a onc.— More than once Smithy
had a narrow cscape from the sack.
He could hardly hope to eseape this



time. But be was going to say what
Lo could

“I mover meant to hack Mr, Lamb,
gir. I—I aected without thinking. I
was esecited, sir, at being punished
for nothin -

“How dare yon say that you were
E]umﬂlmd for nothing f* exclaimed tho

cad wrathfully,. *“You wece the
most troublesome boy in the Lower
Fourth Form, Vernon-Smith, whcn
Mr Quelch was here. Mr, Lamb has
Llﬂﬂ]i‘ consented to take charge of
the Lemove duri Mr. Quelch’s
abscnee, and if I had one fault to find

with M1 Lamb it would have becn
his oxcessive mildness in  dealing
with Mr Queleh’s boys. I am very

well oware that Mr Lamb has had a
great deal of trouble in the Remove
owing to his mild methods of tlnuimg
with boys who require a stern hand.”

“Yes, sir, but—but—"

The Bounder stammered. What the
Ifcad said was quite corrcet—Lamb
was ragged almost as much as the
French master, and the whole staff of
Greyiriars rcgmdml him as a tame
rabbit who could not kcep boys in
order.

But Smithy could hardly explain to §

the headmaster that he believed—or,
rather, Lknew, that that wns only a
part that the Lamb plaved for some
purpose of his own—and that under
it he was n bard and implacable man,

“And you dare to tell me that Mr.
Lomb, whose only fault is a dis-
jnclination to use neccssary severity,
was administering an unjust pums]h
ment 1™ EREIEI.IIIIL‘:% Dr. Locke. i |
will not listen to this, Yernon-Smith !
What vou have done admits of no
eXCUsT. You will leave this
echool 3

Vernon-Bmith caunght the glitter
that shot into the Lamb’s eyes over
the gold-rimmed glasees.

*Will you let me spenk, sir?” he
exclaim *I never did what Mr.
Lamb thmlght—l was in that stndy
wholly by chance, and never knew
that anything had happened to him
at all till he came np—=-=>"

Dr Locke rlanced at Mr. Lamb,

“There is no doubt in your mind,
Mr. Lamb?” he asked.

“None whatever, sir,” bleated the
Lamb. In the Head s prescnce tho
man with secrets to keep was the
meek and mild Lamb, looking as if
hutter would not melt in his mouth.
“1 am sorry for this——very sorry—but
I cannot help thinking, sir, that it
woltld be for the %K::nd of the Form for
thiz incorrigible boy to go.”

The Bounder gave lum a black and
hitter look. Whether it would be for
the pood of the Form or not, it wonld
be for the good of the Lamb if the
junior who suspected him went.

“I agree,” said the Head. “Yom
;rill leave Groviriars, Vernon-Smith !

ﬂu P

“I tell you 1 did nothing,” breathed
the Bounder. “Bome other fellow
maust have been in the study, and cut
hefore 1 went in, I wae being caned
for nothing at all—Mr. Lamb could
have found the right fellow if he had
But he

chosen to look for him.

wonldn 't
“Be silent !” smapped the Head.
But he gave the ounder’s exeited

face a very keen ook, There was a

EVERY SATURDAY
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Pitched: forward by Bunter, -
Harry Wharton crashed on the
pile of snow and dislodged it
from the sill, A sudden, startled
howl from below announced that
somebody had got it !

overwhelmed by the sentenco he had

TRV roceived.

fish f-f::"-'..f cxclaimed Dr. Locke,

“YWuarton ! What does this mean #”
“How dare you

#f 1ush into my study in this way—'

ring of sincerity in the junior’s voice

that had its effect on lum.

He zlanced at Mr. Lamb again.

“You had no doubt whatever in
this matter, Mr. Lamb, when you
punished Vernon-Smith ?” he asked.

“Not in the least, sir, There is no
room for doubt in the matter,”
bleated Mr. Lamb. “Nope whatever,
EIP"JF

“That decides the matter,” said Dr.
Locke. “T have no more to say to
vou, Vernon-Smith! You may leave
my study and gcr to your dormitory
and pack your

“L tell you I du.l nct‘]uu%‘c

“Yon nced say no more ! ave my
study ™

There was a rush of hurried foot-
steps in the corridor outside, and a
sharp knock at the door

It opened the next moment, and
Harry Wharton entered, crimson and
breathless with haste. He was pant-
in as he came in.

-, Locke turned a severe glanee on
lmu Mr Lamb stared at him over
hiz glasses, The Bounder did not
even leok at him. He was stonding

“It—it's about Smthy, eir!”

" panted the captain of the Remove,

“J—1 heard that he was here, gir, and

y came at onee—"'

“You are not concerncd in this
matter, Wharton! You——*

“1 came to tell you that Mr. Lamb
was mistaken, sir—8Smithy never
tipped that snow from the study
ﬂmﬂuw [* ras Harry.

The Lamb’s face hardencd at once.

“Nonscnse!™ he exclaimed. “You
kEnow nothing of the matter,
Wharton' How dare you come hl:-rn '
and waste your headmaster’s “time?
Leave the study this instant !

The Bounder’s cves were on
VWharton now eagﬂrh He realiscd
how much thisz might mean to him.
8o, he could sce, {]u:l the Lamb—and
the Lamb would have been very glad
to get rid of Wharton unheard. But
the captain of the Remove was mot
to be got rid of unheard.

He did not heed Mr. Lamb'’s sharp
snap! He did not seem fo hear him.
Hoe stood before the Head's table, his
eves on Dr. Locke, regardless of his
Form-master

“It's true, sir!” he exclaimed.
“As soon as I heard that Smithy—I
mean, Vernon-Smith—was here, be-
cause of that I eame at once. Smithy
had nothing to do with the snow
falline on Ar Lamb—bLe was not in
the study at all, when it was pashed
off the window-sill——"

“De you mean to say that yom
know who did this, "Wharton, and that
it was not Vernon-Smith®” asked the
Head.

“Yes,
Hnrr

]mt""
"It wne really an accident, siv)
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explained the captain of the Remove
breathlessly,  “I was closg to the
window wheu a fellow barged me, and
I fell against the snow on the sill
and sent it toppling. I would net
have done it if I could bave helped
it—but it waa I who did it.”

“Nonzense !” Lamb's veice was
hargh, “Yon were not in the atudy,
Wharton, when I came wup im-
mediately. Vernon - Bmith was
there—" _

“1 knew you wounld come up, sir,
and that you might not believe that
it wons ap accident,” eaid Harry., “1
gat pway at once. But as soon ns 1

eard that Smithy was up for it 1
came to tell Dr. Locke.”

“That was a very proper proceed-
ing on your part,” said Dr. Lecke,
“and if the incident waz, as youn say,
aeeidental, I am sure that Mr. Lamb
will overlook it.”

Evidently, the IIead bad no doubt
of Wharton's statement, whether
Lamb had or not. He could, in fact,
gee that it was the trath.

“I nm sorry sir!” said Harry, look-
ing at Mr, mb, “that is HMFB{
how it happened, and Vernon-Bmi
had nothing to do with it. He was
not there at the time at all.”

Mr. Lamb made no reply. But the
cold, hard glint in his eyes vevealed
to the Bounder, at least, what his
feelings were like. ;

“Very well, Wharton!” said Dr.
Locke. “I am glad that you have
told we this—yon may lcave the
study, my boy.”

Harry Wharton left ibe study,
hoping the best for the Bounder. As
the door closed om him, Dr. Locke
fixed his eyes again on the scapegrace
of Greyfriars, He scemed rather in
doubt, and there was o long silence
in the study.

. He turned to Mr. Lamb at last,

“As it appears that a mistake was
made, Mr. Lamb, there is perhaps
gome slight excuse for Vernon-
Smith's act in a moment of oxcite-
ment,” he said, "I think that per-
haps a flogging will mect the case.”

Lamb's lips set hard for a sccond.
But hiz voice had its accustomed
docile bleat as he answered :

“Very good, sir; it is for you to
decide !

He left the study, leaving Vernon-
Smith to the Head.

The Bounder left it fen minutes
later—wriggling. But he was well
aware that he had off cheaply;
and he was aware, too, that the
Lamb was disa }lmh‘:tr.-r.l. which was a
comfort to ﬁmii}hj for the flogging.

NO LUCK!

K. LAMB bent over the draw-
ing-board, in his study, after
dinner,

He was giving the finishing touches
te a drawing pinned on the board.

As art master at Greyfriars, and
as he was taking the Remove in the
place of Mr. Quelch, the kiduapped
Form-master, Lamb had plenty to do
—but he still found time for pen-and-
ink work. Illustrated papers on the
table in Common-room coutained
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drawings by Mr. Lamb; and Remove
fellows had seen chc%uﬁs lying about
on his table—Mr. Lamb being, aa
was only to be expected of an artist,
carcless in such matters.

Fisher T. Fish, who was dceply
interested in all matters of money
whether it was his own or not, npine:i
that Lamb did drawings for the
Press to eke out his salary as art
master, and would have been glad to
know exactly how much he made by
it. Art masters, Fishy gucssed and
caleulated, weren't paid so much as
Form-masters; and Lamb looked
pretty , anyhow. His old velvet
coat, which he wore on almost all
occasions, had evidently seen a lot
of service

Only the Bounder had o fixed sus-
picion that Lamb’s docility, and his
velvet coat and his long hair, and his
affected artistie carelessmess, wore all
part and parcel of a ipm'i; that Lamb
was playing—though for what rcason,
even the keen Bounder did not prefess
to be able to explain.

He knew that the man had seerets,
He knéw that he paid visits to the
chalet, 8ea View, on the oliff road by
the sea, secretly; that he knew the
caretaker there, Parker, and called
him by the nickmame of Nobby. He
had watched*him, once, enter the air-
raid shelter in the garvden of Sca
View, with Poarker; and Smithy had
wondered o t deal what sceret
might be hidden behind the green-
painted door of the dugont.

Lamb was not aware of it. But he
was aware that the name of Nobby
had become known in the Hemove,
and Smithy knew that it startled and
disturbed him. Which, of course, led
the vengeiul Bounder to rub in the
name of Nobby for the further start-
ling and disturbing of the art master.

h%r- Lamb, having given the finish-
ing touches to his drawing, removed
the drawing-pins, and lifted it from
the board.

Then he gave a sudden jump.

The removal of 1he cardboard
revealed a half-sheet of notepaper
that had been placed under 1t.

On that half-sheet was written, in
block capital letters:

L;‘WII(}'E H{_:I'HBBT g ;

Mr. Lamb gazed at that paper, with
his lips shut in a hard line, and hia
eyes eecintillating over his glasses.
The Remove would hardly have
known their DPet Lamb at that
moment. The rage on his face was
black and bitter.

He picked up the paper at last and
to it into the fire, Then he stood
breathing hard,

Whatever might be Mr. Lamb’s
mysterious connection with the chalet
on the sca-road, and the stocky,
pimply man who was caretaker there,
it waa not o matter he desired to have
known in the school. But this was
another proof that something of it,
at least, was known.

He could guess who had written
that paper and slipped it uuder the
card on the drawing-board.  There
was no proof; and it would hardly
have doue to call Herbert Vernon-
Smith to aecount for it—especially as
he had had to admit, that day, that
ke had already punished the Bounder

for nothing. But he knew that this
came from the Bounder — whose
vengeful mmil:-g he had carned, at the
bheginning of the term, by one of his
E“-I;:'EE! outbreaks of temper.

P

The black, savage look disappeared
from Lamb’s face, as if wiped off by
a duster, as a knock came at his stud
door. Instantly he was the amiable
little Lamb again.

“Come in ! he bleated.

Harry Wharton entored the study.

Mr. Lamb gave him a emils. If be
had been annoyed E Wharton's
intervention with the Head, he gave
no aign of it now. His manner to his
Head Boy was ﬁte kindly.

“'What is it, arton #* he asked.

He glanced, in some surprise, at
Loder of the Bixth, who followed the
junior into the study.

Loder had his official ashplant
under his arm, and a very unpleaznut
expression on his face,

t was Loder who answered the art
master’s question.

“This junior has come to you, sir,”
he said. *I was about to canc him for
]{nmkin& me over just before dinuer,
and—

“1 have a right to appenl to my
Fn:m-ﬂ_runst;ré“ s:lt‘id Whnfrton.thf'l'n‘:
not going e w or nothing.

“ﬁm me ! sai r. Lamb. He
was still looking amiable, but his
¢yes, as thl:t;f rested on Wharton, were
vory cold. * Please explain the matter
to me. I am to sce you,
Wharton, m? Head Boy, resisting the
authority of a prefeet of the Sixth
Form! I fear that the rchellious
example of Vernon-Smith may be
ap ing in the Remove, This will
not do, harton.”

“I was in o burry to get to
the Head’s study, sir—"

“The Head’s study !”

“While Smithy was there, sir! 1
told Loder I was in a hurry as I had
gof to ece the Head, but he wouldn't
listen—-"

“Indeed !” said the Lamb grimly.
“Am I to understand that you, a
junior, take it upmg{yuuraelf to decido
whether to obey a Sixth Porm prefect
or not#”

Loder emiled. He could sce now
thiat Wharton had not benecfited him-
self much by coming to his Form-
master.

“Pleacse let me explain, sir!™ said
Harvy. “As you know, sir, there was
a mistake about Vernon-Smith, and
he might have been expelled, if I had
not g}nma to the Head at once. I could
not let Loder stop me, and as he

rabbed me and would not let go, I
ﬁmkad his leg. 1 don’t see what else
I could have dome, as I could not
waste a moment—"

The Lamb’s eyes glinted.

Wharton's intervention, in the
Head’s study, had saved the Bounder
from the sack. But for him the
fellow who knew about Nobby would
have left Greyfriars School. - Harry
Wharton was far from rvealising that
this was the very worst thing he could
have said for himself to the smiling
Lamb.

“Indeed!” said Mr. Lamb again,
“]I fail to see any exouse for your
action in this, Wharton! Yom appear

L



to have resisted a prefect of the Sixth
Form by actual violence, I am quite
assured that Mr. Quelch, if he were
here, would uphold nothing of the
kind.”

“But in the ecircumstonces, sir—
Smithy might have been eacked !” ¢x-
claimed the captain of the Bemove,

“Did yon, or did you not, resist the
aunthority of a prefect of the Sixth
Form to the extent of causing him to
fall?” asked Mr. Lamb.

“Yes, I did; bot—"

“1 am afraid 1 can admit no “ but*
in such a matter,” said Mr. Lamhb.
“Loder is fully entitled to punish yon
for such an act—indeed, it is his duty
to do so—and I should be very sorry
to sece a prefect of the Sixth Form
allow such an sct to pass un-

punished,”
“Thank yon, enid Loder
He

smoothly,

Harry Wharton stood eilent.
waa quite certain that Mr. Quelch,
had he becn there, would have stood
by him. But it was eclear that
Mr. Queleh’s substitute was not going
to stand by him

“1 regard this matter as very
serious, Wharton!” went on the
Lamb. “I am a very mild man—I
fear that 1 do mnot deal with the
Remove as Mr., Quelch was accus-
tomed to do, and I fear that they take
advantape of it. But an. act of
forcible resistance to a prefect 1
cannot possibly pass over I think
that you deserve very severe punish-
ment.”

Wharton sct his lips, and eaid
nothing.

“You will bend over the table,”
sald Mr Lamb, “and Loder will
administer six strokes in my presence,
I shall be obliged to you, Loder, if
vou will make it perfectly clear to
this jumior that the untmost respect
must be shown to prefeets by Lower

hnﬁ.{;'

cr was not likely to lose that
chance. He was ready to make it
clear to that junior—painfully clear !

Wharton, in silence, bent over the
table.

Under Mr. Lamb’s approving eye,
Loder laid on six, and cvery ome
Wwas & swipe.

Harry Wharton went through it in
silence, but with deep feelings,

“You may now lcave my study,
Wharton ! said Mr. Lamb. “Let
there be uo repetition of this unrul
condunct. One moment, Loder —
shotuld be glad to speak to yon before

gir!*

you go."
*Certainly, sir ¥
Harry rton left the study in

orim silence, and shut the deor after
Lim. Leder remained, wondering what
the Lamb wanted.

The Pet Lamb pecrcd at him over
his glasses

“I beliove, Loder, that o certain
boy in my Form, named Vernon-
Smith, has more than once come v
unfavourably under the votice of the

fecta,” he said.

“That is certainly the ecase, sir!”
answered Loder, “Mr. Queleh always
looked on him as fhie worst boy in the
Form.”

“Bo I have beard,” said Mr. Lomb;
“amd I have renson to fear that this
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boy, Vernon-8mith, is a very bad in-
fluence in the Remove. I have reason
to suspect that he even breaks out of
bounds at night. I should be we
much obliged, Loder. if you woul
Ekeep thiz boy under some observation,
and ascertain whether, in fact, his
conduct is such that he should be ex-
peiled. 1 am very uneasy on the
snbject.”

*Certainly, sir!” answered Loder.
“The t{mmg aweep has been npear it
more than once, as I know very well !
I will certainly keep an eye on him
this term, air.

“Thank you, Loder!”

The Lamb smiled when his study
door closed on Loder of the Sixth.
But it was not a pleasant smile.

. — ——

A SURPRISE FOR JOHN ROBINSON !

OHN ROBINSON, the Head's
new chouffenr, was cleaning

down the Head's car in the
garage yard.

It was a bright, sunny morning,
There had been a thaw, and the snow
was gone; and there was almost a
touch of spring in the air.

John Robinson’s olive-skinned face
was sedately cheerful that fine morn-
ing as he went about his work.

But le frowned a little as 8
Remove junior came round from the
quad and ssuntercd coolly into the
vard.

John Ilobinson, though a wery

olito and pleasant-spoken chanffeur,

id not like visitors at his garage.
He was, a3 old Gosling deseribed it,
rather gtand-hoffish And the garage
was not in bounds for the schoolboys
—a circumstance that  Herbert
Vernon-Smith disreparded with Lis
usnal carelcesnese of such things,

“Good-morning, Robinsen!™ said
the Bounder, with & cool nod to the
chaunffenr.

John Nobinson looked at him.

“ Good-morning, sir!” he answered.
“Please do not come iu here! It is
not permitted.”

“No beaks or pre’s about!” said the
Bounder carclessly. “That's 0K,
Robinson.™

“Not quite, sir! I have to pay
attention to my employer’s instruc-
tions. Please go away at onmce !

The Bounder stared at him raising
his cyebrows. The millionaire’s son
did not expect this sort of thing from
a chanfieur.

A sardonic sneer came
Enﬂ:litn}_ui'? ratlier hard face.

alf-n-crown any use to yom,
Robinson #* he uskaf

“Not in the least, sir !

*“What about five bob, then?"

“Nothing, sir!”

The Bounder began to look nn{fy.
Five shillings was a handsome tip;
and Swmithy was almest the only
fellow in the Greyfriars Hemove who
could afford such tips without miss-
ing them,

ertainly it had never occurred to
Smithy that the dark-haired, olive-
faced chauffeur was anything but
what he looked.

All the Bemove had heard that
Ferrers Locke, the famous detective
of Baker Street, was in search of

over
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their kidnapped Form-master, My,
Quelch! But nobody drcamed that
Ferrers Locke was at Greyiriars
School in the guise of the Head's now
chauffeur ! at was a decp scerct
between the Baker Strect ective
and his venerable relative, Dr. Locke,

“Look here, don’t be a checky ass,
Robinson !” snapped the Bounder.
“I want to borrow your telephone,

-gee P

“1 am sorry, sir—"

“Williams used to be willing
enough to let me use it when he was
here I” snapped the Bounder. “YWhy
can’t youp”

“It is apainst the rules, sir!™ said
John Reobinson, shaking his head.

“Never mind that! I want a
phone badly.*

“Irobably your Form-master would
allow you to use his telephone, sir, if
you explained to him that it was
urgent.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Smithy.

The frown cleared off his face, and
ilp burst into a roar at that sugpes-
ion.

The chauffeur looked at him in sur-
prise, He could see nothing in his
suggestion to evoko that outburst of
merriment.

“Really, sir——" he said.

“Oh, don’t be & goat!” eaid ihe
Bounder. “T con seo myself asking
Lamb! You sce, I'm going to phonc
tﬂ Iﬂm 'I:Il

“I do not quite understand, sir,
Why should you telephone to a
master when you ean go to his study
and speak to him ?*

The Bounder chuekled.

“If I went to his study and said
what.I'm %ﬂ:it? to say on the phone,
I fancy I should get some skin taken
off I he answered. *“QGot it now#”

“Oh! Yes, I think so, sir!” said
John Robinson. “You mean that
you are going to be impertinent to

our Form-master, without letting

im know who is speaking. You eccx-
tainly cannot mse the garage tele-
phone for any such purpose.”

“He's mnot my Form-master,
really | prunted the Bounder. "0ld
Quelch is my Form-master—oaond not
a bad old bean, either, though I had
rows enough with him! He's worth
a thousand of that rat!”

John Robinson, who was about fo
turn back to the car, paused, and re-
mained locking at the Bounder. Io
secmed to have become intercsted in
the Remove fellow’s romarks.

In point of fact, anything concern-
ing Mr. Lamb interested Forrers
Locke very deeply. For it was npon
My. Lamb, the art master of Grey-
frinrs, that his suspicions were
closcly concentrated.

“Indeed, sir ! aaid John Robinson.
*1 should have thought that M.
Lamb was very popular—such a very
mild little gentleman——*

“You haven't scen mnech of Lim ™
snid the Bounder. “Thai's only on
the outside—he's a cat, all eclaws
underncath! It suits him to make
out that he's a flufiy little lamb: but
he's as hard as nails, really! If yon
ever get on s wrong side, you'll
know it.”

“I trust I know my place too well,
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sir ! said John Rohinson. But hia
ea were very keenly om the
g:mndnr‘a face.

Smithy did not know with whom
he was epeaking; but Ferrers Locke
knew the Bounder very well indeed.
Smithy was keen, acute, and suspi-
cions. It interested the detective, in
view of his own suspicions of Mr.
Lamb, to learn that there was a
fellow in Lamb’'s Form who had pene-
trated beneath his carefully assumed
ontward aspect of amiable sim-
plicity.

“Well, he's a blighter, and I'm
going to pull his leg1” said Vernon-
smith. “I'd like to make him sick
of the Remove! I suppose you never
saw Quclech—he was a tough old bean,
and had a pretty heavy hand; but a
fellow knew where he stood with him !
He was straight as a string. But this
cur “—the Bounder’s eyes gleamed—
“mnothing stroight about him !*

Jolin Robinson ought rcally not fo
have listened to all this, about a
member of the staff of Greyfriars.
But FPeorrers Locke was deeply in-
tereated.

The Bounder's angry dislike of the
man ¢ame ont with a rush—though he
was speaking to the chawffour with
whom he had hardly spoken twice
since he had first seen him about the
school. But Smithy did not care who
heard bis opinion of Mr. Lamb.

“ Crooked as a corkserew, all over !
anid the Bounder. “ILook here,
Robinson, I've got to have a phoue,
and I can’t get out of gates in the
morning. If I bag one in the House
I shall get spotted, ten to one—I tell

ou that man Lamb, with all his

uffy ways, is as sharp as a razor—
just as sharp as they make them. He
pounces on a fellow like a hawk.”

“He does not look it, sir!” mur-
mured Johu Robinson.

“No: most of the fellows think he's
the higgest ass cver!” snarled the
Bounder. “I've mot him down all
right, though. Gooduess knows wh
Lie does it, but it’s all spoof. 1 wis
Quelel: was back, by gum! I dare
say you've heard that old Quelel was
kidnapped "

“Was he indeced, asked
Ferrers Locko.

“Yon must keep your cars shut if
vou haven’t heard all about it,” said
the Bounder, staring at him. “It's
leen the talk of the school this term.”

“I gencrally attend strictly to my
duties, sir,” =aid John Robinson.
“But I have certainly heard Mr.
Queleh mentioned, and I understand
that he is absent from the achool this
term—kept away by something, I
think—"

“Kept away all ri%irh 1* evinned the
Bounder. *“And the ‘zomething '
that keeps him away ia called Elim
Jim, and he’s a cracksman. I sup-

e you look at the pa gome-

imes, and you kpnow there's a cracks-
man cracking cribs onee a weck, at
least, in this neighbourhood ¢

“I have certainly heard of Slim
Jim, sir!” gssen Jolin Robinson.
““He iz very much talked of at Court-

field.”
“Well, that's the blighter who
snafled Quelch,” eaid Smithy.

e Macxwer Lienany. —No, 1,668,

Eil" ?H

THE MAGNET

“Everybody knowe it—except you, it
seems. Qmelech dropped om him, get-
tin'f away from a hur%lln one night,
and saw his face wit ge mask off,
which nobody had ever done before.
That was why Quelch was grabbed.
He's never been eeen sinco—the
blighter has Fﬂt him parked somie-
where jolly sate.”

“Indeed! That is very intcrest-
ing, sir!” eaid John Robinson.

“I've heard that Ferrers Locke is
after that cracksman, on Queleh’s
account,” said the Bounder.

““Who is Ferrers Locke, sir " asked
John Robinson.

“Oh, gad! Where were you dug
up?  exclaimed the  Bounder,
“Ferrers Locke is a tremendous big
gun in the detective line, aud a rela-
tion of ﬂxg:i hm&masttii: here,  I've
seen it in the at he's on
work on the n!:rurli:chmmt' coast; hu?%
shouldn’t be jolly surprised to hear,
some day, that lhe's a good deal
uearer than that—with an eye open
for Blim Jim in this quarter.

John Robinson’s lips set o liktle.
The Bounder's kecnness was not
wholly agrecable to the Baker Strect
detective.

“Not that hie’s doing much i
went on Smithy, “8lim Jim is still
cracking crfbs, and Queleh is still
%mrkeﬂ goodness knows where. I
ancy Ferrers Locke has met his
wateh this time. But look here, I
didn’t come here to jaw about that.
I want your phone!”

“I am sorry, sir—"

“Oh, elmck that!” snap the
Bounder. “I'm going to have it!
Yon must he better off than most
chauffeurs, if five shillings is no good
to you!”

errers Locke smiled faintly, Un-
doubtedly Lic was better off than mest

chaunffeurs.
o asked Smithy,

“Is it o

“No, sir; I con™ allow it,” said
John Robinson., *“I am sorry, but I
must not do anything of the kind.”

“Oh, go and cat coke, thon!™
suap Bmithy,

John Robinson turned back to
cleaning & mudguard.
Yernon-Smith ~ did

garage yard.

The refusal of the chauffenr to let
him use the telephone seemed sheer
cheek to Vernon-Smith, He was

oing to wuse it, disregarding Johm

binson’s refusal: and John Robin-
son could make the best of it.

He strolled appavently aimlessly
across the yard. At the side of the
garage was a private door that gave
on a staircase leading to the rooms
above, occupicd by John Robinson.

With o casual air, the Bounder
drew nearer to that door.

The chauffenr glanced up again.

“Will you please leave the yard,
zir #” he asked in his vespectful way.
“You really are not allowed lere”

“Can I use your phone?” snap
the Dounder, elose to the door now,

“No, sir !

“Well, I'm going to, and you can
like it or lump 1t!” retorted the
Bounder. And he whipped towards
the side door, opemed it, and shot
throngh a sccond after the words had
left Lis lips.

not leave the

“Stop !” shouted John Robiuson.

He ent acroes after the Bounder
with almost lightning ' speed. But
Emithy bhad time., He slammed the
door. The key was in the lock inside,
and be tu it rapidly.

A moment more, and Johu Robin-
son’s knuckles were rapping on the
outside of the door.

“Open this door at once!” he
shouted,

“Guess
Bonnder.

*1 ghall report this to your head-
master |*

“If you do, you'll

again ¥ anawered the

get me a flog-

ging, Robinson! TYou don’t look
such a rotter as that ¥

“You deserve it, you young
rascal !*

“If we all got what we deserved,
who would escape whiﬁin . a3 jolly
old Shakespeare remarks?” chuckled
the Bounder. “I’'ve done yon, Robin-
son! Take it smilin d I'l] stand
you five bob when I'm through on the
phone !*

And the Bounder, takine ne further
notice of the angry chaunffeur outside
the locked deor, ran lightly up the
staircase and into the room above.

A CLUE FOR FERRERS LOCEE !

VERNON-SMITH
f,:r-inneﬂ as he reached the
ittle landing.,

He had, as he d said, done
Robinson, and he did not believe
that the chauffeur would go to the
length of reporting him to the head-
master. With his usnal recklessness,
he was ready to take the chance of it.

Two rooms opened off the landini
—a bed-room and a sitting- Lo |
was the latter that Vernon-Smith
entered — making direct for tho
telephone.

e did not pay much attention to
his surroundings, but he noted that
the room was wery clean and neat
and orderly. Ome object struck him
—a tall pier-glass, in which the full-
len figure could be seen reflected.
That was a rather unusual article of
furniture to be found in a chauffeur’a

nartera, and the Bounder noticed
'i.};, though certainly it did not occur
to him that it was required by a
detective when he changed hizs out-
ward ap?mranm.

The te QEhnne was near the window
which looked over the garage yard.

Smithy picked up the receiver,

He glonced down from the window,
expecting o aee an an face look-
ing up. He was rather startled to
sea Jo Robinson with a ladder in
his grasp, which he was placing to
the window.

The Bounder laughed carclessly.

John Robinson seemed determined
to root him out of his quarters. Bat
the Bounder had time. knew that
My, Lamb was in his study in the
Honege, and it would not take him
lm:g to get through.

e rang up at once.

Head and shoulders appearcd out-
gside the window. John Robinson's
olive face was set and angry. It did
not, of course, occur to the Bounder,
but he had plenty of reasona for not



desiring intruders in his quarters.
Smithy knew that the Pet Lamb was
a man with secrets to keep, but it
never occurred to him t the
Head’s new chauffeur was also a man
with scerets to keep.

The top sash the window was
open for ventilation. The catck was,
therefore, unfastencd,

John Robinson, standing en the
ladder, pushed up the lower sash to
cuter.

The cool-headed Bounder com-
pletely disregarded him. He did not
care o boiled bean "r the chauffenr’s
cxasperation. Lamb’s voice was
mmm% throngh on the telephone,
nnd crnon-Smith gave all his
nttention to his rag =7 the Lamb.

“Ia that Mr. Lamb?? Le asked,
ndagting as ¢ ep a voice as he counld
to disgmse his own tones. Smithy
could not &lﬂg vocal tricks like Billy
Bunter, t at ventriloquist of the
Remove. But he succeeded in making
his own voice unrecognisable.

“Mr. Lamb apeaking ! came back
the bleat of the Lamb.

“Who's Nobby?” nsked the
Bounder, m the same disguised tone.

“What !”

“Nobby " grmmned the Bounder.

There was silence over the wires.
Smithy could picture to himself the
startled 221 enra
Lamb in lis study in the House.
This was another spot of retaliation
for the flogpging in the Head’s study
a fow doys ago. Smithy had a long
memory for offences.

That Mr, Lamb desired to keep his
copnection with Nob Parker a
secrct, ..¢ Bounder knev, though he
did not know why. But the cffect
of tle nome of Nobby on the art
raaster had surprised bim. Dimly,
vaguely, th- Bounder realised that
there was—that therr must be—
something fishy behind all  this,
Otherwise, why should the name of
s peculinr acquaintance at Sea
View atartle Lamb so much? Why
ghould it—as the Bounder was sure
it did—scare him?

What it all meant, Smithy did not
know: but he kpew that Le was
giving Lar:b a jolt, and that was all

e carcd about.

Lamb’s voice came throngh again
at last. It hnd lost its -ontle bleat
aud camc hard and sharp.

“Who is speaking P”
gﬂu was not likely

Emithy grinped.
to tell Mr. Lamb that.

“Are you there?” came Lamb’s
sharp volce again.

“Oh, ves, I'm here! Who's
Nobby £”

“Ia that Vernvn-Smith?” eame in
decp. concentrated tonea.
Lamb bad guessed it.

The Bounder cared little, ‘There
was no proof that he had becn on the
phone—unless John Robinson gavo
him nway Lamb conld ' nnthiliﬁ—
excopt take every opportunity that
oceurred to make him feel the weight
of his :mfry temper. And that he
did already.

“Who's Nobby*®" repeated the
Bounder mockingly.

The window-sash was up now, and
John Robinson standing in the room.

Ferrcrs Locke had entered by the

face of the p
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window with the intention of takine
Yernon-Smith the collar and
marching him down th. stairs and
out without delay But now he stood
still, watching the Bounder with a
curious cxpression on his face.
_Bmithy chuekled, ae a sound on the
line told that the man at the other
end had jammed down bis receiver.
Lamb had heard enough about
Noblby. * Smithy had ne doubt that
he was leaving his rtudy in haste to
discover which of the school tele-
hones had been used for that call.
bably be would investigate first
in %uech’ﬂ old study, where the
tclephone still stood. though the
study was not used in the absence of
the Eidnapped Form-master. Any-
how, he was not likely to think of
the gavage.
Grinuing, Smithy put up bhis
receiver. He gave Johm Liobinson a
wink.
“Yon ncedn’t have tronbled to do

ur burglar aet!'™ he remarked.
‘I'm rcady to go. Do you want
that five bLob?”

“Thank you, mno!” said John
Dlobiuson qumietly

“Yonw're not going to pgive me
away ¢ asked the Bounder. “Don’t
be o rotter. you know' Lamb would

skin me alive very nearly if he comnld
ut this on me!

Joha Robinson's cyes narrowed
keenly.

“I do mot sec why Mr. Lamb
should be very much annoyed nt what
vou said,” lLe answered “What did
you mean by it?”

Bmithy laughed.

“Lamb knows a man he ealls
Nobby,” he answered “He docsn’t
want the whole school to know. I

drop on it by accident—a fellow
heard him wuse the name on the
phone, and I heard him speak to the
man, too. It was quite a windfall
for me—it makes the blighter sit up
no end [¥

“Why should it?” asked John
Robinson.

The Bounder shrugged his

shotulders.

“Ask me nnother!” he answered.
“A low-browed, pimply blighter who
looks like a gangster is a precions
queer acquaintance for n Greyfriars
master—that's all T know! Anyhow,
Lamb wants to keep it dark—that's
why I'm rubbing it in! He me
2 ﬂuggiu% a few days ago, the vieious
rat, and I'm going to feed him up to
the chin with his Nobby! Are you
going to give me away #¥

“No !* aaid John Robinson.

The Bounder langhed, and ran
down the stairs.

John Robinson did not return im-
mediate‘lﬁz) to cleaning the ear in the

ard. r quite a long time John

binson remained with a decply
thonslitfal look on his face.

His auspicions were alrend
centrated on the art master o Elﬁy-
friara Now he learned that Mr.
Lamb had an naintance—a low-
browed pangster, by Vernon-Smith's
description—whose cxistence he was
anxzious to keep dark at the school.
In conncction with that man of
mystery, Slim Jim, all was dark—
but this came like o glimmer of
light!

COnN~-

The Bounder had told John stobin-
son that Ferrers Locke was mﬁaged
on the case of the missin 'orm-
master. little dreaming that he waos
speaking to the Baker Strect detce-
tive himself! And as he left the
gam e, grinning. be pever drenmed
hat he bad helped the famons detec-
tive to lay his finger on another clue
in & case 11 which clues were scarce
and hard to find.

SMITHY'S LATEST !

(1] LE:‘_EE_'_J?

“What "

“Please may I be let off
this afternoon r”

Harry Wharton frowned, and most
of the Remove fellows in the Rag
prinned.

It was Tucsday, and on Tucsdays,
as a rule, there was games practice in
the afternoon till school at half-past
three. That practice was, of conrse,
compnlsory ; otherwise the time would
have becn -:rn-:'lllspiml in acquiring know-
!Ie:lge in the Form-room.
Nevertheless. it was in the r of
the Form captain to let ony fellow
off for good rensons given.

Billy Bunter; that aftornoon, had
already pleaded that he had o
sprained ankle; and, the sprained
ankle having missed fire, as it were,
that he h a fearful in in his
ingide! The fearful pain i his inside
having been as ruthlessly disregarded
as the sprained ankle. Bunter had
developed a terrific headache, whieh
quite incapacitated him for football
practice. But even the terrific head-
ache proved a frost, and the fat Owl
sadly made up his mind to change for
footer, instead of spending a happy
afternoon frowating over the fire.

Skinner, who preferred smoking
cigarettes in his study to “urging
the fying ball.” told the captoin of
the ove that he was pgetting a
bit of a cold. To which his Form
eaptain replied that he hoped that o
spot of footer would do it good; and
Skinner, like Bunter, gave 1t up.

Now the Bounder was beginning.

Smithy certainly was uo slacker.
He was ns keen a footballer as any
man at Greyfriars Sp the captain of
the Remove was surprised by his re-
guest, ns well as irritated by the
wnly he put it.

The Bounder's manner was ironi-
eally meek as he asked. Bmithy hated
asking favours. and if be had to ask
one, could not help making himsclf
disagrecable in the asking.

He was on friendly terms with the
captain of the Hemove. Indeed, he
had been really grateful for Whar-
ton's intervention before the Hend,
and be Lnd said so  Nevertheless,
as he bad to ask Wharton to let him
off games practice, he enrcastically

‘assumed the manncr of a small boy

asking a favour of a master, eansing
the captain of the Remove to frown
nud the other fellows to grin.

“Will you please be so kind as to
let mo off #* he asked, as Wharton did
not answer. “I'll go on my knees
if Jou like ”

Shut up, Bmithy, you ass!™ eaid
Bob Cherry, grinning.
Tae Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,668.
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“"No!” said Wharton sharply

“I've got an important cngage-
moent,” pleaded the Bounder.

“At the back door of the Cross
Keys?” asked the captain of the
Hemove sareastically.

“No; I want to go to Courtiicld.”

“No races at Courtfield, ave there?¥
asked Johuny Bull.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 really muet get ofl I said
Vernon-Smith. “I've paid you the
compliment of asking yon, Wharton—
but I'm going, anyhow."”

“You can do as yon choose,” said
the captain of the Memove. “You
know I have to give a list of all
fellows who eut practice {o Wingate
of the Sixth. If you want s51x from
Wingate, you've only got to ask for
it.”™

“T don't!" eaid the Bounder.
“Look here, don’t be a goat—it's
veally important, amd you can give
me leave if yom like.”

Harry Wharton paused. The
Bounder's manner irritated him, but
he did not want to be disobliging.
Smithy was no slacker, like Bunter or
Skinner, but if he wanted to geot
away, it was quite likely that his
cngarement might be something of
n questionable character. On the
other hand, e mirht have o good
reason fo pive.

“Well, what is it?” asked Harry.
"If you mean that your father is
coming down to Courtlield, or any-
thing like that—"

Bmithy paused a moment, But he
shook s head, With beaks or pre-
fects, the reckless DBounder paid
little regard to the truth. nut
among his own Form-fellows he dis-
dained to lic.

“It's a jape on Lamb,” he said.

“Well, dou't he an ass, then,” said
Wharton gruffly., “Like me fo tecll
the captain of the school that I gave
you leave from games practice to jape
vour Form-master 7"

“T guecss that guy Wincate wounld
sure stare a few !” ehuekled Fisher T.
Fisl.

“YWash it out, Smithy!” said Boh.

“But what's the jape, Smithy?”
asked Bolsover major., *Loamb ain’t
aroing to be in Courtficld lo.day that

've heard of.”

“I'm g;lin to old Tazarns,” ex-
plained the Bonuder. He was more
than willing fo admit the whole
crowd to knowledge of the intended
iope on Laml. I noticed something
in his window last weck, and I fancy
it will come in for pulling the Lamb’s
ler, with the help of that fot idiot's
ventriloguism.”

“Oh, reaily, Smithy i

“What on carth is it. then ?¥ asked
Frank Nugent.

All sorte of things were displayed
for sale in the window of My. Lazarus,
the sceond-hand merchant at Court-
field. Apparently the Bounder re-
membered somethine fhat he had
seen  there useful for lhis  present
purposc.

Smithy’s mind was gencrally run-
ning on ways and means for making
the Pet Yamb sit up. Bunter's
ventriloguism had served his turn
mora than once, Lamb being in bliss-
ful ignorance of the fact that there
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was a ventriloguist in the Greviriars

Remove,
“It's a stuffed bulldog,” eaid
Smithy. “Quite a jolly good one,

and looks as life-like ns anything.”

“TI've seen it,” said Skinner. “0Id

us wants a guid for it. Joll

cheap at the price, too. It's worth
more, if anybody wanted it.”

“Well, I want it,” satd Smithy.

“Fools and their mouey are soon
parted !” remarked Johnny Bull sen-
tentiously. “Catch moe blowing a
quid to jape Lamb I

“I'd blow three or four guids if
they were needed,” oanswered the
Bounder.

“The quidfulness of the estcomed
Smithy is terrific ! prinned Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“But what the thump are

u going to do with a
stuffed bulldog if you get
it?” asked Hazeldene. ™ You
can’t make it bite Lamb, 1
suppose #**

“I'm going to stick it

THE MAGNET—,

It irritated him to have to ask for
leave, and it irvitated him still more
to be refused.

Tom Redwing touched his arm.

“Leave it till to-morrow, Smithy,”
he said. “You don’t want to cut
games proctice, with the matches
coming on.”

“BSuppose the dashed thing’s goue
to-morrow ™ grunted the Bn%mﬂer.

“It's not likely, old man.”

The Bouuder grunted again. But
he had to admit that it was nof
likely.

“Don't be a goat, Smithy, old
man,"” said Bob Cherry. * Look what

a ripping day it is for footer—the 5t..

Jim's mateh isn't far off. You want

i
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in  the Form-veom, and
Bunter's going to make it
wl,” answered the
ounder. “The fat asas
can't do anything else, but
he can do those fricks——-=="

“Look here, you cliceky
beast——" I
“When Lamb lets us in
to-morrow morning he's go-
ing to find the way barved

by a ferocious bow-wow,
growling ot him! Won't it
be funny f”

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“By gum, I'll bet he
won't dare pear it!*

roarcd Bolsover major.
“When he finds out after-
wards that it’s only stuffed,
and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton langhed.
His own experience with
Mr. Lamb made him quite
disposed to back up the
Bounder in ragging him.
And the idena n? the Pet
Lamb being kept out of hia
Form-room by a stufied
bulldeg was undoubtedly
entertaining.

“Now you know,” said the
Bounder. " Now I've thought of this
stunt, I want to get hold of that
bow-wow before it's smapped up by
somebody else.”

“It's beonn in the window a weck, at
least,” answered Harry, “and it
wonldn't be marked so cheap if it was
likely {0 go in o hurry. You can get
it to-morrow, Smithy—it's a balf-
holiday."

“T'm going to get it to-day.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Don’t be a goat, Smithy! You
know perfectly well that I can't let
you off games practice for any such
refason.”

“T ghall cut, then 1™

“Youw'll get six from ““ingate if
you do. It’s your own affair.™

With that Herry Wharton cut
short the discussion by walking out
of the Rag.
h_The Bouunder cast a black look after
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As Mr. Lamb swished with the eane, the Bounder g:

It was the Form-master®s turre

to be in form for Tem Merry’s lot
when they come over.”

That was an unment that
appealed to the Bounder.
“Come on,” said Bob. “Time we

ot to the changing-room, you men.”
The crowd of Removites pﬂujlr'eﬂ out of
the Rag.

Vernon-Smith was left with
angry face, Redwing with him.

Figher T. Fish lingered by the
door, his keen, narrow eyes very
curionsly on the Bounder.

Fishy scemed to be keenly
interested im this, though the
Bouuder did not notice it, or take
any notice of him at all.

v Smiﬂ;ﬂd old c]l&.p, come onl*
urged wing. “Soccer comes
before japing Lamb, and that dashed
stuffed dog won't walk off before to-
morrow. It's time we got changed—

an
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and Wingate will be ou the field,
tm__lj

“Hang Wingate !”

"I guess you sure can't hang the
captain of the school, Smithy, old-
timer | remarked Fisher T. Fish.

The Bounder starcd round at him.

“You pack uﬁ your chin-wag!” he
answered, “ Who wants to hear what
you think about it, you bony freak ?”

“I puess—>"

“0Oh, shut up 1*

“Look here, Smithy——" urged
Redwing, “After pames practice
you can ring up old Lazarus, if you
like, and tell him to keep the thing
for you. That will make it safe for
to-morrow."

B

S Sy

wve a yell and kicked out backwards, ** Oooococh ! *
to yell, as his shin was hacked!

“Oh, all right!” grunted Smithy.
He was unwilling to yield the point—
the Bounder always hated yielding
any point. But he had to
acknowledge that Redwinf:'s
sugrestion washed ount the difficu trg
in the matter, if there was one. An
he really was keen on footer on o

kecn, cold day—and keen on keeping
in form for the match with 3t. Jim's
when it came along.

So he gave in, ungraciouwsly, and
went out of the Hag with Redwing.

Fisher T. Fish grinued at his back
as he went.

“I guess,” Fisher T. Fish remarked
fo an empty space, “I surely guess
that this is where I come in! T'11 tell
a# man "

And Fishy, with a bony grin on his
bony countenance, followed the other
fellows to the changing-room.

SOLD !

o H
Billy Bunfcr roared.
Fisher T. Fish velled.

The Ilemove men were ab practice,

Wingate of the Sixth was on the
eround, giving that practice his

ersonal supervision—and the

ounder was rather glad that he had
turned up, after all. He really did
not want six from Wingate's ash,
Moreover, e was as keen as any man
in the Remove, and e had dismissed
Mr. Lamb and his intended jape on
that gentleman from his mind till
after the praclice was over.

Billy Bunter—after the succecssive
failnves of a sprained ankle,
a pain in the inside, and a
headache, a3 excuses—was
there. Bunter was never
likely to make a foothaller;
but undoubtedly it was
better for the fat Owl fo be
Eetting gome exercize in the

ecen fresh air than frowst-
g over a lire, or rooting
through the Remove studics
in search of toffee or dough-
nuts, or other such uncon-
sidered trifies.

Bunter barged into every-
hody who came mecar
Bunter! But now, as it
happened, Fisher 1. Fish
barged inta Bunter.

Both went to carth.

“Oh! Ow! Ocoooch!™
roared Bunter as he landed.
“Wooonoh! Beast!
Whooooop 1™

“Aw, wike snakes!™
proaned Fisher T. Fish.

Three or four fellows

heaved Billy Bunter to hLis
fect.

The fat Owl spluttered
for breath, and glared at
Fighy, who was still sprawl-
ing.

‘Yon bony, blithering
goat!”  roared  Bunter.
“Wharrer ];fnu meau by
harging & chap over?”

"Bnrgiu% is  Bunter's
privilege, Fishy!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. * Bunter likes
to be the barger, not the
bargee I
“Ha, ha, ha !

“Here, pet up, Fish ! Wingate of

the Sizth came to the spot. “You're
not hurt, I su e
Figsher T. Fis gave & groan.
“My pesky laig!” he moaned.

“Help him up!” said the Grey-
friars captain.

Bob Cherry and Squilf took hold of
two bony arms and jerked Fisher T.
Fish to his feet.

The junior from New York stood
unsteadily on one leg. The other, it
seemed, was damaged.

“I pguess I got a sprain!” he

ed. "I'l1 tell & man, it is
erce! Aw nuts| My laig!™

Wingate gave him rat a sus-

icions look. He did not quite trust

is Fishy! But if Fisher T. Fish
was malingering, he was playing his
part very well! His skinny face was
twisted, as if in pain, and he secmed
unable to put his foot to the rround.
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“Help him off ! said the Greyiriars
captain at last. And Fisher T. Fish
was helped off tha ground.

“Like a hand as far as the House ?*
asked Bob.

“Oh, T'll lug him along!® said

uiff.

“Aw! T guess I can limp it ! said
Fishy. He tested his leg, leaning on
it lightly. “Yep! I guess I can
lmp it! You guys get back! But
I'm telling you, it iz sure fierce,”

“Shove some embrocation on it, old
bony bean,” said Bob. “Lots in the
changing-room! Come on, Squiff |

An ob and the Australian
iqniﬂr went back to the field, leaving
Pisher T. Fish to limp into the
changing-room.

Fisher T. Fish limped therein: but
ouce iuside his limp left him all of o
sudden, and a sly grin replaced the
Eainful expression of anguish on his

ony face.

“I'll say,” murmured Fisher T.
Fish, “that they sure are boneheads
in this pesky old isl:md—th? sure
are booba from Boohaville! fruess
it's cruelty to animala to fool them
sich all-fired jays!”

Grinning, Fisher T. Fish procceded
to chango.

His next proceeding was a very
curions one, for a fellow who had
been lamed only a fow minutes ago
on the football field, He hurried
down fto the bike-shed, wheeled out
Lhis bike, and disappeared up the
Courtficld road, as fast as lie could
drive his machine, If Fishy really
ad had a game leg, it was the
swiftest recovery ever!

Somé of the Remove men probably
suspected that Fishy was spoofing, to
aeb off early from games practice,

ut Fishy was no use in gawes, and
nobody in partieular, anyhow, so his
cxistence was very soom forgotten.

Nobody, certainly, was thinking of
Fisher T. Fizh when the practice
cinded and the juniors came trooping
back into the changing-room,

Herbert Vernon-8mith was looking
quite checrful as he changed. He
was glad, after all, that he had
tuirmed up, and was fecling all the
better for it. And there was time to
oot a phoue-call thromgh to Mr.
Lazarus® shop in Courtfield before
the Removites had to arrive in their

Form-room for maths with Alr.
Lascelles.

When he left the changing-room,
the Bounder strolled away to
Masters’ Passage to look for a chance
of slipping inte Mr. Quelch’s un-

occupied study to uwse the telephone
there. He had not ventnred to use
that telephone in playing his trick
on Lamb—the garage telephone had
licen safer for that., But Quelch’s
tclephone served his present purpose.

He soon found his eopportunity and
slipped into the deserted study,
shutting the door after him,

Then he stepped to the telephone
and rang up Mr. Lazarus in Court-
field.

That old gentleman’s voice came
back. : )

“YVernon-Smith speaking from

Tre Maicyer LiBraRT.—No. 1.608.
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Frevfriare Bchool!” said the
Bounnder. ;

“Yeth, Mithtor Vernon-Smith,”

said Mr. Lazarus. “ What can I do
for you, thir?"

“I wapnt you to reserve for me
something I saw in your window the
other day, Mr. Lasarus!” said
Smithy. “I can’t get out to-day,
but I'll run down on my bike to-
mmrow afterncon and take it away."

“I shall be very pleathed!”
answered Mr. Loazarus. “Vat is it
that you vant me to reserve, Mithter
Vernon-Smith 7

“That stuffed bulldog——"

“My cootness !

“You know what | mean—a stufled
bnlldog, priced at a quid—*

“Yeth; but I am very thorry—it is
thold !”

“8Bold ! howled the Bounder.

“Ycth; it was thold only half an
hour ago! I am very thorry, Mithter
Verpon-Smith!  That article has
been in the vindow over a veek, and
I hardly expected to thell it at all.
But thith afternoon——"

Herbert  Vernon-Smith  slammed
Lack thie reeciver with a savage slam,
without waiting for the old gontle-
man at Conrtfield to finish.

His Lrow was black and savage.

It had been unlikely, as Reﬂwiﬂg
had said But the unexpectced ha
happened, He was too late! Stuffed
bulldogs were not, so to speak, overy-
body’'s money. That article might
have remained in Mr. Loazarus' duosty
window for weeke or monthe or years
without finding a buyer even at the
low price of owe pound Yet, just
when the Bounder wanted if, it had
heen engpped up—only half an hour
Lefore be phoned for it. It was
enough to nunoy a good-tempered

fellow, and it cxasperated the
Bounder intensely.

He left Mr. Queleh'’s study
frowning

In his anger and annoyance, he
rather forgot his usunl eaution.

Mr. Lamb was coming down the
pagstge as he emerged.

The Bounder saw him the moment
Lo stepped out—then it was too late.

“¥ornon-Smith '™ came a rap from
the Lamb.

“Yea, gir!” hreathed Smithy,

“YWhat are you deing in that
study? No Romove hﬂ{{ iz allowed
to cnter that study in Mr. Queleh’a
absence. as youn Enow very well !

“T went in to look out o word in
My Queeh’s Tatin dietionary, sir—
I have mislaid mys own.” answered the
Bounder., Swithy did not eare what
answer Lo msde to o beak so lone as
it sorved his pnrpose.

“Tudced ™ said AMr. Lomb, un-
pleasantly " And what was the word,
Yernon-Smith 7

If Mr Lamb Loped to catch the
Bounder with that gquestion, he did
not know lLow gquick Smithy was on
1he uptake.

“Tarca, sirv”
Smith conlly.

Mr, Lamb gave a vielent start. Iis
eyes scemed to hurn

It was possible. of conrse, that a
junior woanted to look out a Latin
adicetive. and it was possible that tho
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adjcctive he wonted was parca—
meaning frugnl or thrifty.

But 28 parea sounded exactl
like I'mvker, Mr. Lamb, who ha
already fheard e0 much ahout
Nobby, was not likely to belicve
that Smithy bad wanted to look out

that special adjective

He was not likely to believe that
at all. He knew at once that Smithy
was dcliberately using that word bo-
eanse it sounded like Parker—
coolly lettine him kEnow that he Enew
Nobby's other name!

Vernon-Smith stood quite calmly
waiting for him to speak again. He
Enew that Laml kunew that he was
giving him a jolt, but that it was
impossible for Lamb to pin him down
on it, as it were A jumior could
mention any Latin ndjective he liked
—whether 1t sounded like Nobby's
surname or not. All Lamb could do
wai to punish bim for cntering
%ue]ch’a study-—and that, he Enow.

b wos going to do in any ease.
_For o moment, Mr. Lomb looked
like grasping the Bounder and boxin
his ears right and left—as he ha
doue more than once before But ina
moment he was-himself again

“Indeed,” be smid, I need hardly
gay. veroon-Smith, that 1T do not
believe your*statement, knowing you
to Le untruthiul But since yon arve,
by your own account, so interested in
one bLranch of your studiea here, I
ghall encourage von. Yon will write
out Parcus, parea, reum  five
hundred times, and bring vour im-
position to mv stndv this cvening. ™

“¥Yes, sir.”

And the Bounder went, Mr, Lamly's
cyes gleaming at him over his plasscs
as he went:

A RISE IN PRICE !

6 QU fool I
“Thanks 1™

“You idiot!"

:g'hﬂnksazm'"d £ 0

've a Jolly mind to punc
your silly ncn!”gm

“Go it 1"

The Famous Five were at ten in
Study No 1 after elass when Herbert
Vernop-Smith looked in at the door
and addressed those polished remarks
to the captain of the Hewmnove.

Vernon-Smith had been disgruntled
ever sinee that talk with Mr Lazoarus
on the telephone, True. he had
scored over Mr TLamb with his
parca, but a lheavy imposit. n
rother dashed hia satisfaction in
that maticr He bad been  dis-
respectiul to Mr  Tasecllea in the
maths elass, and as Larrv Lascelles
was uot the man to be cheeked by a
disgrnniled juunior. be had  been
rowarded with a rap over the
knunekler tuat qunite wazhod ount any
further eheek  So now bere he was,
tellineg the ecantain of the DRemawe
what “':[le thousht of him—and more
than hal{-inelined tn step iuto the
study and punch him.

“ Anvthing biting wou, old bean?”
asked Bol Chierry

“Is the bitefulucss torrific, my
catoomed  Smithe?”  ipguired the
Kabob of Bhanipur,

“8hut that door, Emithy!™ said

Frank Nuecent.

2 "Take your face
nwa% first 1™
“Yon

dommy!” went on the
Bounder. *“You've dishcd my jape
on Lamb now! When 1 got old

Lazarus on the ghune that stuffed dog
was gone !

“Borry !” answered Harry Wharton
politely. “Think cut another one' A
man can’t cnt games practice to go
aihﬁ]}ping az you know as well os

ﬂ.li
. "1 eay, though, 1t’s jolly queer that
it's gone,” said Bob. “I shouldn’t
have thought such a thing would aell
in a year It's a pity—it would have
been o jolly good joke on the Baa-
Lamb! Arc you sure Smithy?”

“Lazarus said so0.” growled the
Bounder. “It was sold only balf an
Bour before I him on the phone.”

S Hard Inek I said Johnny Bull.
“But if you think Wharton ought to
have let you off games practice and
told Wingatc some lic about it, you're
a fool I"

“T've a jolly good mind—"
breathed the Bounider. with a plare
at the captain of the Remove.

;Ew Im;;u'l:, nlﬂl clgﬁp," said Bob.
“Judging your looks, you've pot
a jelly bad one! Change your mind !”
There was a chuckle 1 Study No.
1. Really. the disgruntled Bounder
coutld not expeect to impress that study
with his black looks

Smithy bestowed o glore on the
whole tca-party, stepped back from
the doorway, and slammed the door
with a slam that rang from one end
of the Bemove passage to the other.
Then he tramped angrily up the pas-
sage to his own study, No, &

He kicked the door open—that was
onc of Smithy’s ways when he was in
o bad temper It was not withont
rcason that the Bemove had nick-
named him the Bounder He tramped
into the study rather surprised to sce
that the light was on, ns Tom Red-
wing was down in the Rag

But he saw the next moment that
the stndy was not unocenpied. Fisher
T. Pizh was there

Fishy's bony person was sprawling
inelegantly in the Bounder's arm-
chair. Apparently, be was waiting
there for Smithy.

The Bounder scowled at him e
was angry and anooyed and had little
civility to waste on any fcllow—Icast
of all.on the bony., weedy, greedy
Fishy.

“What the thump do you wantp?
he demanded nngracinusly.

“Jegt a chin with youn, old tulip,"
answered Fisher T. Fish amicably.
et %:msa 1 got something to sell—"

“0Oh, chuek it!" anapped the
Boundey.

Fisher T, Fish always had some-
thing to sell, Lut Smithy was in no
mood for the Ilemove merchant He
did not want to sec & pocket-knife, or
a fountain-pen, or a comera that the
spry Fishy had got off vome hard-up
fcliow for a quarter of its value.

“I'm telling you——"" said Fishy.

* et out !

“Yon don't want te buy o stuffed
dawg P” ssked Fishy.

Vernon-Smith ztared at him

“What do yon mean? If you mean
that stuffed dop at Lozarus', it's sold,




Bomebody snapped it up this after-
noon."”

G 8 it was a guy about n&y
gize,” explained Fisher T. Fish, He
pointed to a large bundle that lay on
the floor beside the armchair.

“You!” said the Bounder blankly.

“Surest thing wyou know. I
reckoned I'd make sure of that dnﬂg
for you, Smithy, as you couldn't cut,”
said Fisher T. Fish,

“Oh!” paid Smithy.
eleared. “I n% t was pretty
decent of you, Fishy., I knew you
were spoofing on the Soccer ground,
but I never thouzht—— By gum!
Hﬁ? you really got it?"”

ep!”

Fisher T. Fish jerked the parcel
open.

P‘E‘he Bounder's eyes gleamed at the
sight of the stuffed bulldog.

There it was| It was a fearsome-
looking animal. Tt looked abaolutely
lifelike, and in life it had evidently
been an animal that few would have
cared to approach too mear. It had a
sget of that were itivel
Lorrifying to look at, and it h
olass eyes that seemed to glint with a
vicious, threatening expression.

There was no doubt that anyoue
who came suddenly on that bulldeg,
and -supposed it to be alive, would be
considerably startled. And the
Remove wentriloguist was able to
supply it with exceedingly lifelike

wis and snarls. Billy Bunter, with
is “farmyard imitations,” as Bob
Cherry m]{e?'.i his ventrilognism, was
quite equal to that.
Smithy's eyes donced. He had not
loat that article, after all, to an um-
known buyer, and he could carry on
with his jape on Lamb. ‘

But he was pugzled. It was quitc
unlike Fisher T. Fish to take all thie
trouble on another fellow’s account.
Fishy, as a rule, concentrated wholly
and solely on Fisher Tarleton Fish:

“Well, I'm jolly glad you got it,
Fishy,” said the Bounder. “Ind you
pay for it?#” 1
%isher T. Fish ned. .

“Can you see old Lazarus letting
me walk it off, if I hadn’t?" he in-
quired. “That dawg sure is bought
and paid for.” ]

i Eht-hn I* gaid Vernon-Smith.
“Here's the quid.”

He took his wallet from ks pocket
—the Dbest-lined wallet in the
Remove, if not in all Greyfriars,

“The what?” repeated Fisher T.
Fieh, eyeing the der narrowly.

His brow

“Ihd you say the ﬁuid, Smithyf I
ouess that dawg will cost you thirty
shillings.”

“Rot! It was marked a

und ™
gaid the Bonmder. “I saw ifoin the
window, with the ticket on it! 0Old
Lazarus iz an honest man—he never

diddled you like that! What do you
mean 7

“I puess I'm speaking plain
Amurrican! That dawg will cost
you thirty shillings! d worth
more |* said Fisher T. Fish warmly.

“*Tain't everybody that wants a
stuffed bulldog, I allow; but a guy
that wants it could npever get it
cheaper! Why, I gave & qud for
that dawg myself! You figure that
I biked down to Conrtficld this after-
noon, and lugged it home on my
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é}ggﬂ, for fresh air and exercise?
ou want to guess again I”

The Bounder looked at him,

He understood now.

It was not from good nature that
Fisher T. Fish Lad made sure of
securing that stuffed specimen for
him. Fisher 'T. Fish, as usual, was
on the make.

He had cut in to secure that stufied
bulldog simply because the Bounder
wa-ntelf it, with the intention of
making a fit on the transaction.
Fisher T. I'ish saw nothing mean or
ohjectionable in doing this. This
was what Fishy called cute, and
apry, and business from the word
go. Fisher 1. Fish had been
raised in Noo Yark, where a smart
51:3 corralled the dust and the lame

nck went under—and Fishy prided
himself on it.

He knew, of course, that bhone-
headed fellows in a mouldy old island
did not lock at these things as he

did. That was becanse t wera
boobs, and goobs, and lgte , and
jays ! Remove fellows oiten called

ishy by quite unpleasant names—
such as skinflint, and Shylock. Fishy
did not mind. Hard words broke no

bones, and money was moncey.

“You worm !” said the Bounder, at
last, “ You mean, sneaking, scroung-
ing skinflint! I'll give you the quid
for that thing!”

Fisher T. Fish rose from the arm-
chair, and yawned,

“Forget it!” he said. “If yom
ain't buying this dawg, T guness I'l]
kecﬂp it on hand till I find a buyer.”

e stooped to pick up the parcel,
Fishy was %itc well aware that the
Bounder, who had lots of money,
would not let ten shillings stand be-
tween him apd the gu?a he had

lanned on Lamb. mithy would

ave bought that dog from Mr.
Lazarus at twice the price, without a
second thought. His objection was
to being done by o mean worm.

“Leave that parcel alone!” eaid
the Bounder, in a savage, growling
voice, that really might have come
from the bulldog itsclf.

“You buying?” asked Fishy
airily.
The Bounder paused. Fisher T.

Figh had bought that stuffed dog
from Mr. Lazarus, snd it was his!
The meanness of the transaction
made no difference to that. If the
Bounder wanted it he had to buy it
from Fisher T. Fish, at Figher T.
Fish’s price! And he did want it.

Slowly he drew a ten-shilling note
from wallet, and handed it teo
Fisher T. Fish along with the pound
note,

Fishy grinned cheerily as he re-
coived the notes., Black did not
WO him—and contempt, which is

gaid to pierce the shell of the tortoise,
did n etrate Fisher T. Fish.
Money being the beginning and end
ﬂﬁf all things, Fishy was quitc satis-

ed.

“The dawg's yourn !” said Fisher
T, Fish breezily.

And he went to the study door and
opencd it, to jerk out into the

P“mg]f'
Az he stepped into the doorway,
the Boundee, with gleaming eyes,
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stepped behind him. His foot shot
out, and crashed on Fisker T. Fish's
tronsers almost like a battering-ram.

There was a fearful yell from
Figher T. Fish as he shot out of the
doorway and flew across the passage.

Fisher T. Fish had not ted
that! Really, he might have, but he
hadn’t! He roared frantically, as he
erumpled up on the ge floor,

“ Aw—wake snakes!” gelled Fishy,
“Why, you gol-darned galoot—you
pesky pie-faced mugwumg', wlarrer
you figure you're at? ou figure
that you can kick a free Amcrican
citizen on the trousers?

The Bounder evidently figured that
he could, for he ste out into the
passago and kicked again.

Fisher T. Fish let ont another fear-
ful yell, bounded up, and flew,

16 Bounder rushed after him, and

t in three more before Fisher T.
fish escaped into Study No. 14, and
slammed the door,

Then he went back to his own
study, fecling better. The stuffed
dog was well worth a nd; and he

had taken the other ten ehillings’
worth out of Fisher T, Fish.

Fishy, as he Euitmud and wriggled
and moaned in Study No. 14, felt that
he had earned that ten shillings.

NO ADMITTANCE !

ABRRY WHARTON & Co. eyed
the Bounder rather curiously
when the Remove gathered at

their Form-room door the following

morning.

They had hcard that Smithy was,
after all, in ion of that stuffed
bulldog’, au d him to carry
on with the jape on the Pet Lamb.

But the Form-room was usually
kept locked; so t]:ej{) did not quite
sce how the stuffed object could have
been introduced inte the room, to

reet Lomb’s eyes when he let in his

orm.

There was a grin on the Bounder's
face. Therc was a still wider grin on
the fat countcnonce of illiam
George Bunter.

The Remove ventriloguist was
ready to go into action.

Bunter had already PIETHJ a good
many tricks on Lamb, with his weird:
ventriloqunism, and Lamb had never
dreamed of ug him. So tho
fat Owl felt quite safe in carrying
on. That was rather important—for
Bunter had experienced Lamb’s heavy
hand with a cane. Even bribes in
the shape of jom tarts and dough-
nuts wonld not have made Bunter in-
clined to take risks. 3

The fat Owl was in high feather
now. Bunter liked showing off lis
weird wers as a ventriloguist,
When it came to ventriloquism,
Bunter was the goods, and Bunter
liked being the goods

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" cjaculated
Bob Cherry. “The key's in the
door !”

“Oh ¥ exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Skinner chuckled.

“Did anybody bag that key from
the Lamb’s study, and unleck this
door this morning ?” he asked.

“I wonder !” sald the Bounder.
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“I scem to remember that some-
hody was late for brekker!” grinned
Hageldene. “What made you late
for brekker, SBmithy ?”

“Not dropping into Lamb’s study
for a key?” chortled Bolsover major.

“Not at all. I was admiring the
secnery, and didn’t notice the bell,”
answered the Bounder. :

“Y say, you fellows, Lamb's going
fo t a surprise when he comes
along ! chuckled Billy Bunter. “I
say, ‘m poing to make him jumll;‘!”

*Lamb'a Tom

late,” remarked
Brown, “Looking for that key, per-
haps.”
“Ha, ha, ha!l”

There was a chuckle from the
temovites, Other Forms had pone in
by this time; the Lower Fourth were
still waiting. It was not the first
time that Mr. Lamb's leg hod been
pulled in tins way Once, indeed,
the Remove had got
because Lamb could not find the key
of the Form-room.

This time, however, Lamb was not
very late. He came bustling alon
the corridor, in his fussy way, an
peered at the juniors over his gold-
Timmed classes.

“Good-morning, my hoys he
bleated. “My goodness, the Ley is
in the door. I have been looking for
the key! I must have left it in the
door! How odd that I should leave
it in the door. I am a little absent-
minded sometimes. Dear me!”

The juniors grinned, and winked at
one another! is was the innocent
Tct Lamb all over! He fancied that
Iie had left the key in the Form-room
door, when all the Remove knew that
Vernon-Smith had stayed late for
brekker, to pinch it from his study.

The Bounder encered. He knew, he
wns absolutely certain, that this
fluffy foolishness on the Lamb’s part
wns sheer humbug—a part that the
Loaml played for some renson of his
own, He chose to be considered an
innocent and harmless ass, when he
was nothing of the kind, Smithy did
not doubt that he kmew pericectly well
that the key had been abstracted
from his study and put in the door
by one of the fellows present.

But most of the Remove took Mr.
Lamb at face walue, ns it were!
Few of them gave any heed to the
Bounder's opinion that, under his
Hiuffy manners and customs, he was
deep as a well, shavp as a razor, and
Liard as naile

Certainly, if the Lamb Flayﬁ] a
part, he played it well. If lLe was
not an ass, he looked one, with his
velvet coat, his rather lonpg hair, his
glasses slanting on Lis nosc, a smear
of chalk on his slecve, and a smudge
of Chinese white on his necktie.

The juniors made room for lvim to
npprench the door, and he put his
hand to the key in the lock.

Billy Bunter gave his little fat
cottgh. Then everyone but Mr. Lamb
knew what was coming.

Gurerrrerrrh !

1t was a vicious dog’s growl, and it
snme, or, at least, scemed to come,
from the Form-room.

Mr. Lamb gave a sudden atart,

2o lifelike was that growl that cven
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the Remove teliows, who knew Bunter
and his ventrilogual trickery so well,
could hardly believe that it was pro-
duced by the fat ventriloquist.
was no wonder that the Lamb was
taken in.

“0Oh!" ¢jaculated Mr Lamb.

Heo paused, with his hand onr the
Eey, and glanced round ot the
expectant crowd of juniors. He fixed
his eyes for & momcnt on Herbert
Vernon-Smith, who looked elaborately
nnconscions.

“Dear me!” eaid Mr. Lamb.
“There is a dog in the Form-room!
Has some boy here taken o dog into
the Form-room again ?*

‘Fhere was no reply. Nobody bad
ever taken a dog into the Form-room,
as a matter of fact; but undoubtedly
a dog's growling hod been beard there
more than once.

Mr. Lamb, nntumﬂgﬁﬂﬁiﬂ not sup-

that the growl been there
withont the dog. On previous
occasions tho dog had becn quite in-
visible—but it was going to be visible
this time.

Tamb gave the Form a suspiciona
look and then turned to the door
again and unlockeq 1t. He threw it
open, but did not immediately enter.

¢ Remove had aiready learned that
Mr, Lamb, did not like prowling dogs
at closc quarters. He looked into the
ToOI.

Gurirh !

It was a horrible, savage growl.

“Oh 1” cjaculated Mr. Lamb again
ns his startled eyes fixed on a really
terrifying object in the Form-room,

It was a eavage-looking bulldop.

It squatted facing the door, its eyes
glinting, its partly opcoed jaws
revealing a gleam of tc-etﬂ":

All oyes from the doorway fixed on
it. The juniors knew that that bull-
dog wus quite harmless, they knew
that it was stuffed. Buat had they
not known, few of them would have
cared to enter the Form-room with the
ferocious-looking beast erouched there
watching the doorway and growling
horribly. - In life that bulldeez had
plainly been a savage brute, and it
atill looked it.

Mr, Lamb stood in the doorway.
Clearly, he did not want to cnter, in
defiance of that growling hrute.

He cyed it very uneasily. So far
from entering, he was ready to grab
the door shut in a hurry if the bull-
dnﬁuattankﬁd.

t the fierce brute romained
motionless, watehing the doorway, It
did not stir—it only squatted and
watched. But the eyes seemcd to
move, catching the sunlight from the
Form-room windows.

A long minute passed. Mr. Lamb
waa at a loss—and the Remove waited
for Mr Lamb to make a move.

“Chervy " said Mr. Lamb at last.

“Ol! Yes, sir!” gasped Bob,

“ Please into the Form-room,
and drive that dog out.”

00

That wns pretty cool on the part of
Mr. Lamb! He did not want Y-

turc near those dangerous fangs bim-
self. ITe assigned the task to Bob
Clherry! Sowmething, certainly, had
to be done. Form-master and Form
could not remain for ever at the door
of the Form-room starine in.

It b

5 i‘.n.h ".'Iﬂie wWAa3
that bulldog—in
Driving it out,
owever, was a matter of some diffi-
culty, as a stuffed bulldog lacked the
rower of locomotion.

“8hoo !" said Bob, waving a hand

Bub Cherry step
not at all nervous o
the circumstances!

at it. “8hoo! Good doggic!
Shooh 1
Gurrrrrggh!  ¢ame o horrible
growl.

Bob bounded back to the doorway.
Cortainly he was not scared by a
rowl from a fat ventriloguist! But
e looked as if he was All the
Remove were ready to play up to the

Bounder’s jape.

“Oh! ]EEEIPEI” roared Bob, as he
I{:EIIE'IFEEI “Keep that dog off!
He leaped back into the passage.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Bilence ! exolaimed Mr. Lamb
testily, “This is not a laughing
matter. Cherry, you shounld nuﬁl:: 50

frightcned of a dog!”

“Wasn't it going to bite me, sir?”
asked Bob,

““It has not even stirred ! snapped
Mr. Lamb. “I do not think that the
ﬂﬂ& is really dangerons—->

urrrrh !

Mr. Lamb compressed his lips. If
that savage brute was to be shifted
out of the Form-room, obviously it
was up to the master, not to the boys,
to undertake the perilons task.

But Mr. Lamb had ne intention of
undertaking it. He had too much
regard for his calves, to place them -
within reach of those horrible teeth.
Still, something had to be done.

“Wharton I”

“Yesa, gir! I—I'd rather not drive
that dog out, sir!” said the captain
of the Kemove.

“If you are afrnid of 3 dog,
Wharton——"

“He—he looks so fierce, sir I*

“The ficrcefulness is terrifie I mur-
mured Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

* Bull—"

“8Shall I come in with
asked Jolmny Bull. "I
following you in, sir!”

Mr. Lamb gave Johnny an ex -
give look. He did not want nn]lt)v:?]aj'
to follow Lim in! IHe was not going
to lead the way!

“The boy who led that dog into
the Form-room will be severely
punished.” said Mr. Lamb. His
temper was showing now. *Was it
you, Vernon-Smith 7

“Certainly not, gir!™

That answer was truthful enough.
Smithy certainly had not led that do
into the Form-room. He had carrieg
it in, under his arm! That bulldor
could hardly have been led.

“To whom does that dog belong ?*
exclaimed Mr. Lamb. *'I have never
scen it before. Does it belong to the
schiool at all?”

“I've never scen it sbout the school
before to-day, air,” said Peter Todd.

“PFirst time I've ever scen it, sir!”

said Squiff.
dog

on, sirf”
on't mind

“It 18 extroordinary if such a
can have wandered into the school !
aunli)jpud Mr. Lamb.

There was a gurgle in the passage.
Knowing what they did alout that
doe, the juniors would have thourht



it very extraordinary indeed, if it
had wandered into the school!
Stuffed dogs were nof, as a rule,
given to wandering !

“Wharton! Go and feteh Gos.
ling !* cxelaimed Mr., Lamb, at last.
“Tell him to htinF a large stick!”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped the cap-
tain of the Remove,

And ke went, leaving the
Removites in a state of suppressed
hysterics, wondering what wnviﬂgnin
to happen when Gosling arrvived wit
Eﬂ large stick to drive out a stuffed

gll

BEWARE OF THE DOG !

ILLIAM GOSLING grunted.
W He arrived—with a large
stick! But he did not seem
keen—after a glance into the Form-
room—to get going, with that large
stick!
eyed that dog—and

Old Emtingh
that dog, with its glase eyes, Evcd
Gosling—and the more William Gos-

ling eved that dog, the less he scemed
to like the prospect of going nearer.

“Please go in and drive away that
dog, Gosling ¥ said Mr. Lamb im-
patiently. *“The class is already a
qunarter of an hour late! What are
you waiting for, Gosling ?”

Goaling Igawr him a look.

“Wot eays is this ‘ere,” he
answered. “I don’t like the looks of
that there darg! I don’t want his
teeth in wy leg, I don't!*

“You have a stick! Drive bim
away with the stick! The dog scems
very quiet. He has not moved since
I oponed the door.”

“Don’t I know “em !” said Gosling.
“A bulldog don’t do & song and a
dance afore he gets hia tecth in!
Quiet as you like, and then—snap!
Too quiet for my liking, sir!”

“T cannot wait bere,” said Mr.
Lamb. “@osling, go inte the Form-
toom at once, and drive out that

dog! Boys, stand aside, and give the
dﬂg room to run on 2
“Ha, ha, ha!” )
“Silenee 1Y Mr. Lamb, guite angry
now, glared ronnd at langhing faces.
He saw nothing funny in his remark,

but the idea of a stuffed dog running
out made the juniors yell. *Silencel
Now, Gosling—" ]

Gosling hesitated, eyeing fhat fierce
bulldogy dubionsly. However, le
made the venture at last, with the
big etick uplifted ready for a swipe,
if the bulldog sprang at him.

Gurrrrrrgh! came &  hideous,
horrible growl, as Qosling almost
reached the crouching  brute.
Gurrrrrrrgggh | .

It was too much for Gosling!
Naturally he cxpected that ferocious
growl to be followed by a deadly
spring. :

@Gosling made a backward jump,
covering quite a good distance, wit
an activity very creditable fo a man
of his years. Indeed, Gosling jumped
like a jack-in-the-box! He came
down with both feet in the doorway—
one of his feet, unfortunately, land-
ing on one of Mr. Lamb’s.

Enaﬁng’n weight was cousiderable !

Mr, Lamb's toes wera not squashed,
but they felt, for the moment, as if
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they wera! The art master let out a
yell that woke many echoes,

He gave Gosling a violent push in
the back, to get him off that foot in
the shortest posaible apace of time.

Gosling, overbalanced, went stag-
gering into the Form-room again,
and tumbled over on his hands and
knees.

He landed with his head only
inch from the bulldog’s jaws !

“Look out, Gosling!” yelled the
Bounder.

“He’ll get you, Gosling!” roared
Bolsover major.

“Jump for i, Gosling!” howled
Bob Cherry.

*Beat it, old-timer!” yelled Fisher
T. Fish.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gosling did not lose time. For a
fraction of & second he starcd imto
the terrifying face so close to his own
—then he bounded up as if he were
made of india-rubber, and flew to the
door. The biz stick was left on the
floor of the Form-room.

“Buck up, Gus]ingfr."

“He'a behind you !

“Look out for his teeth !

Gosling, gasping, careercd out of
the Form-room. That bulldog had
not bitten him, and was net, in fact,
likely to do so, but the Greyfriars
porter could nlmost foel the terrible
tecth closing on flesh ond bone!
Gosling knocked three or four of the
juniars right and left as Le bounded

an

out into the anhlﬂéE.
“Cor I” g;n osling. He spun
round, an<d was relieved to sec that

the bulldog was not in pursuit. “M
eye! That was a narrer escape, an
no error! My eye!”

“ Noarrow squenk, old man !™ gosped
Bob Cherry.

“The parrowfulness was terfific !”

“He nearly had you, Gosling !”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Gu gh! came from the bull-
dog. He had not stirred from his
ace, but his growling was really

errifying.

Mr. Lamb was not the amiable
Pet Lamb now! His face was dark
with anger. He lim on the foot
on which Gosling had landed. Prob-
ably he had a pain there! Hie most
unpleasant expression was on his face
now. And the Lamb could look very
unplcasant when his temper was
aroused.

“@osling! What do you mean l?;
this?” he exclaimed. “ Are you afrai
of a dog, you blockhead ? ive that
dog away atonce! Do you hear mer”

Enﬂling breathed bhard, and he
breathed deep.

“Yes, I ’ear yon, Mr. Lamb,” he
retorted, “and I ain’t no more afraid
of dnrgs thap you are! Wot I says
js this "ere—it ain’t my dooty to drive
dorgs away—that ain’t part of a
pan:r's dooty, that ain't—and I ain’t
going to get my legs tore, sir, not to

lease you, nor to please anybody!

hat’s wot I says, sir !

“How dare you be impertinent,
Gosling! Take up that stick and
drive that dog away at once I*

“P'r'aps you'll ‘and me the stick,
sir 1" soid Gosling sarcasticolly.

The stick lay midway between the
door and the bulldog.

Mr., Lamb looked at it. But he did

7

not etep im to pick it up. A hand
stretched out to that stick would have
been within range of a sudden EmaP,
and it did not seem good eunough to
Mr. Lamb.

“@Gosling! Will you—"

“Yon ’‘and me the stick, =zir, and
I'll try it on ag'in!” said Gosling—

uite a safe offer, as it was quite clcar
that Mr. Lamb was not Igomg to get
one inch nearer that bulldog.

Mr. Lamb breathed anger. With
a pain in his foot, and another pain
in hig tmilfer, he was Bet-‘ti.ng less and
less like the amiable Pet Lamb every
moment. He was in fact, in the
Bounder’s opinion, letting his real
nature come to the surface.

“Qosling] If you are insolent I
shall report you to Dr. Locke!" ox-
claimed Mr. b. “Go in at enco

and——"
Eiurrrrgghl I
He's springing!” yelled {lic
Bornder. *Look nut!"’y
“0Oh, my eye !* Gosling. Ic

did not wait to see whether that hull-
dog really was springing or not.
shot away down the passage.

Mr. Lamb jumped away from the
doorway. If hnt}:m![ﬂﬂ was spring-
ing, he did not want the%mt-h to take
o sample from him.

There was & roar of langhter in tho
passage. That bulldog, of course, was
not springing. There was no springe
in that inﬁdng. [t was a false
alarm! The Removites roared.

Gosling disap 1 round a corner.
He did not return. Evidently Gosling
had had enongh!

Mr. Lomb stopped at a little dis-
tance. As the juniors were still
gathered round the doorway and yell-
img with laughter, he realised that
the bulldog could not be putl:ing up
an offensive. With a crimson -
and his eyes glinting with wrath,
Lamb came back to the spot.

He glared into the Form-room. If
that lldog had stirrcd—as Mr.
Lamb naturally auppesed that it had
—it had gone back to its place! There
it was, crouching, looking as if it had
never moved at all! It glared at Mr.
Lamb, and Mr. Lamb glared at it—
quite at a loss.

COKER TO THE RESCUE !
L HAT the thum " cjacu-
lated Coker of the Fifth.
The door of the Fifth
Form room opencd, and a member of
that Form come out. It was Horace
Caoker, and he stared at the crowd of
Removites as he came down the
passage. _
Mr. Lomb glanced round at him
suurl;r,
“It you please, sir, Mr. Prout sent
me to ask for less noise!” said Coker
of the Fiftl.

It was not surprising that the Fifth
Form master had sent one of his boys
with thot message to the Remove
room. The buzzmg of veicea and
howls of langhter in the passage must
have caused considerable interruption
in other Form-rooms.

“Nonscnse!” spapped Mr. Lamb.
He was too angry for litences,
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cither to Coker or to his Form-master.

Coker stared at him, -

“Am I to tcll Mr. Pront that, sir?”
he asked.

“You may tell Mr, Prout what you
please, and if you arc impertinent, I
#hall box your ears!” smapped Mr.
Lamb.

Coker looked at him very expros-
sively. He was a head taller than the
little art master. He eould not guite
sco Lamb boxzing his cars.

“What the thump's up here?” asked
Coker, nddressing the ove crowd.
“Why ein’t you in your Form-
room £

“Wo're all frightencd !” explained
the Bounder.

“Eh? Frightened of what?”

“There’s a fierce bulldop—"

“What rot!” said Coker. “Thero
isn't a bulldeg at En;yfriu‘m! If
there was, are you kids frighteued of
a dog P

“Fearfully !” answered the Bounder,

“The fearfulness is terrific.”

“e growls like anything, Coker [”

“He, s, hel”

Coker stared at the jumiors, starcd
at Mr. Lamb, and, finally, stared into
the Remove room. He gave quife o
jump at the sight of the bulldog
there.

*“ Oh, hat!” exclaimed Coker,
“Where did that brute spring from?”

“Wandered in, and wandered into
the TForm-room!” answered Vernon-
Smith.

“Ha, ha, kat” ; :

“Well, you must be s mingy lot, if
vou're afraid of o bulldog!” jeered
Coker. “1 daresay he's quite pood-
tempered | Why don’t you drive him
onte™

“We're afraid to!™ esplained Dob
Chorry.

“Bhaking
Skinner.

“You should hear him growl,
Coker | said Ogilvy. “I can tell you,
that grow! came from o Erightfully
unpleasant beast!”

® Oh, really, Ogilvy—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker snorted with contempt.
Coker at all events feared no foe, on
two lees or four! MHis snort was
addressed as much to Mr., Lamb as
to Mr. Lomb’s Form! It was prett
sickening, as Coker told Potter an
Greene afterwards, to see a Form-
master sticking out in the passage
with his Form becaunse there was a
dog in the Form-room. It got Coker’s
goat!

“Tike me to drive that dog out,
sirt” he asked,

'tat was toa good an offer for
LomU to refuse! )

“Vleage do so, Coker '™ he said.

“I say, Coker, look out for his
tecih—" '

“Ife nearly had Gosling—"

“Look out for his spring—m-=~"

“Mind your legs ™

“Not!” snorted Coker. " Wait till
T got hold of that stick, and I'll show
vou !*

Coker of the Fifth atepped into the
Remove doorway, o8 bold as brass.
Hc was going to grab up that stick
aitd drive that dog ont, just to show
that he could do 1t!

Gurrrrggh ! come a horrible growl.
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Coker made s sudden backward
movement. That hideotis growl was
really startling.

There was a chuckle in the passagoe,

Coker did not seem, on second
thoughts, to like that bulldog at closc
qu 3 muech more than Lamb did.

“0Oh gum !’ breathed Coker. "He
looks pretty fierco! If he got his
teeth on a fellow’s band—by gum !”

Gurrrrirggh !

“@o it. Coker !”

“Don’'t mind his tecth !

“Carry on, Coker!”

Enconragement from the Remove
did not seem to encourage Coker very
much. He paused—a long panscl
I'cthaps Coker wished, at that
moment, that he had not taken the
job on! It was like Horace Coker
to act firet and think afterwards!

But o Fifth Form man could not
retreat—under the eyes of a mob of
juniors. Coker, at all events,
couldn’'t! He was landed now! He
Ihad to tackle that bulldog, after his
big words.

e made a step—a very short step
—into the Form-room, waving o
soothing hand at the bulldog

“Good dog!” said Coker affection-
ately. “Good dog—good old doggic!
Nico old doggie! Good dog!”

The bulldog took absolutely mno
notice of that! Coker's affectionate
toncs did mot diminish the ferocity of
his looks. He remained crouching,
with a fised and deadly glare at
Coker,

“Goodl old doggiel” repeated
Coker, advancing about another inch.

Grurrrrgh !

Coker stopped.

“Arc you goin
ont or mnot, Cokers”
Lomb, behind him.
afraid of the . B0 AWA
and do not be ridiculous !’

“I hopo I'm not afraid of a dog,
sir ! snid Coker with dignity.

“Tlopeful nature, Coker’s!" mur-
mured Bob Cherry. _

“Ha, ha, ha!* -

“Silence ! Guléer.h j’ﬂ‘l:ﬂi ridiculous
boy, if you are frightened, go away
imitedinrtgljr!" snapped Mr. Lamb.

A whole brigade of bulldogs would
nover have made Horace Coker admit
that he was friihtmmd. He wished
himseclf well back in the Fifth Form
room—but he was not going to admit
that he was afraid of that bulldog,
if it took a whole leg off him. Taking
his courage in both hands, as it were,
Cokor trod into the Form-room—his
heart beating most unpleasantly,
watching the ﬁug like a cat, ready to
dodge o spring. ]

But the stuffed bulldog did not
spring—though it was, perhaps, for-
tunate for Coker that it had reached
tha stuffed stage of its earcer!

Gurrrrg !

Coker's licart sank almost into Lis
boots. But he was not going to show
the white feathor. Grimly he
advanced, stooped, and elutehed up
Gosling’s Lig stick! In momentary
expectation of the bulldog springing,
guard—but still the bull-
dog did mot epring! Possibly the
bulldog was not so ferocious ns he
looked—anyliow, he made no 1aove-
ment.

to drive that dog
snarled Mr.
“If yom aro
at once,

“I%Jrira him out:!” soapped Mr.
mb.,
Coker drew a deep breath. Holding

the stick before him, ready, ho
stepped nearer to the crouching
brute,

“ Shoo I said Coker.

The Removites, ked round the
doorway, watched Coker breathleealy
—BSmithy with some wuncasiness.

Coker, 1f he got to close guarters,
was likely to do some damage with
that big stick—and Smithy did not
want to lose that bulldog. He made
n sign fo Bunter, and tho fat ven-
triloguist got %'oing again.

Gurrrrrrggh !

It was a borrible, threatening
growl, and it caused Coker of the
Fifth to feel such a einking in his
inside that be very nearly backed out
of the Form-room again! But not
quite! Coker |arizz|nlp!%‘_1 couldn’t back
out now—much as he would have
liked ton.

He paused—then he advanced
again.

" 8hooo 1” said Coker.

The bulldog declined to bo
shoocd. He did not stir an inch.
Still ns & graven image, he watched

Coker.
Coker waved the stick! That had
no effect on the bulldeg! At len

Coker ulpaked with the stick, gettin
the bulldog in the neck—and jump
back at once, to escape the conse-
quences.

But there were no eo NeNCes.
Even a poke in the neck did not etir
that bulldog into action.

Coker's  courage revived!
brute looked fiexce enmough—but he
wag tamer than lhe looked ! After all,
growls could not hurt a fellow. It
was the teeth that Coker objected to.
If the brute was not going to usc his
toeth, it was all right for Coker.

Gurrrrggh ! came another growl.

Coker did not heed it! He marched
right up to that bulldog and bran-
dished the l:-iF; stick.

“Now then!” rapped Coker. His
tone to that bulldog was no longer
soothing or affectionate. “ Now then !
Get out! Shift! Get going! Shoo !

The

Whaek !
Cokor gave the bulldog a real
whack—not very hard, for Coker did

not want to hurt him, only to set him
going. 8till, it was quite a whack;
and if the brute had been as fierce as
he looked, he would certainly have
turned omn Coker and made life
umn{nﬂxhla for him But, amazin
to relate, that ferocious-looking bull-
dog did not turn a hair! It did vot
stir! Iven a stick whacking on its
ribs did not disturb its equanimity!
It just equatted, regardless!

ack !

Enmnmﬁ'a:l, Coker handed over
another ! e bulldog did not attack
Lhim. But it did not go! It scemed
determined not to move, howsoever
much Coker whacked it with that
stick !

Mr. Loamb strode into the Forms

room! Obviously there was no
danger in that dog! A bulldog that
allowed itself to be and

whacked, without even stirring, was
not at all alarming! Lamb was in &
very much worse temper than the



to his coat tail like grim death.

bulldor. He was much more fievee.
He had a strong malicious desire to
igim that Dulldog toco; and as the

rute evidently had no bite in him,
Iamb was going to do it,

He grabbed the stick away from
Coker.

“1 say, teave him to me, sir—I'11
manage him—" protested Coker.

“ Stand aside !’ snapped Lamb.

He swung up the stick! It was a
thick and heavy stick, and Lamb,
evidently, was zoing to put plenty of
force into his swipe.

“Look here, sir—---
Coker indignantly.

Lamhb did not heed.

With all the stremgih of Iis arm
he brought that thick, heavy stick
down full on the bulldog’s head, with
what o movelist  wounla ecall a
dull, sickening thud !

Thud !

Lamb meant o hurt that bulldeg !
But cven Lamb was not prepared for
the awful damage be did—and he
jumped, almost elear of the Form-
room floor, as, under that terrific
swips', the bulldog's head fell off !

M exelaimoed

PAINFUL FOR THE PROFITEER !
i H'!"” pasped Mr. Lamb.

0 “Oh, my hat! pasped

Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha !’ came a shrick from
the mob at the doorway.

“0Oh erikey I

“1 say, you fellows—he, he, he !

The Removites rvoarved. That

gudden and startling catastrophe
struck them as the elimax,

EVERY SATURDAY

)

J

AL

‘ “"ﬂl.

oI T = e
ot . P e T e “—

* Qoooooch 17’ spluttered Mr. Lamb, as he sprang wildly at the branch, But the bulldog hung on
There was a sourd of rending and tearing !

Even the Bounder, who Jid not
want to lose that bulldog, having
anticipated further japing with its
assistance, yelled ns loudly as the
rest, The astounded expression on
Mr. Lamb's face was, as Skinner
remarked, worth a guninea a box! It
was, as Fisher T. Fish declared, the
bee’s knee, if not the clephant’s side-
whiskers !

Mr. Lamhb gazed at that dismantled
bulldog. Coker gazed at it, his jaws
dmphping with horrified amazement.

“You brute!” gasped Coker.
ﬂ']"ﬂﬂk___n

Coker broke off. Even on Coker’s
brain it dawned that it was unusual,
to say the least, for a bulldog’s head
to fall off when it was whopped,
Ihowever hard the whop! There was
something unusual about that bull-
dog !

'.Elr. Lamb grasped that fact more
rapidly than Coker! For a lon
moment he was astounded an
unnerved., Then, with a splutter of
lag}{{z, he jumped at that bulldeg to
make a closer examination.

Then he saw !

That animal had been well stuffed.
It had been held togethey well, But
no stuffed skin conld have stood up
against that fearful swipe that Lamb
had delivered with a big, heavy stick.
Now it was merely a wreek! From
gaps in split skin stuffing oozed.

Mr, Lamb had been kept out of his
Form-room for nearly half an hour—
by a stuffed dog!

He gasped with fury! Probably
any Form-master would have becn
extremely cxasperated by such an
occurrence. Lamb almost foamed.,

“Who brought this stuffed dog
here?” he roared, glaring at the
lm’:qg];:;? faces in the doorway.

Nobody answered that question.
Everybody knew  that erbert
Vernon-Smith had brought it there,
but nobody was likely to tell My,
Lamb so.

“ Stuffed ! said Horace Coker, ke

a fellow in o dream. “Stuffed! A--
a—a stuffed dog! Oh ecrumbs!
Stufilecd! Oh, my hat! But—bunt I—1

—1I heard it $me—I distinetly heard
it growl—"

Mr. Lamb glared at the bulldeg
again. It was stuffed—he could see
that now ! Bunt cortainly he, as well
as Coker, had heard it growl, morae
than once. It was, of course, some
sort of trickery—that was clear!

“There is some mechanical contriv-
ance in it, I presume!” said Mr.
Lamb, between his teeth. “'The whole
thing is a trick!™

Lamb was as far as ever from sus-
pecting that the growls bhad come
from a fat member of his Form in the
passige.

“Oh!” pasped Coker. *“Something
inside—like a squeaker in a Teddy
bear! Oh crikey! Ha, ha, ha!™

“What are you langhing at?”
snparled Mr. Lamb, “Go out of this
Form-room at once! At once!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker; and
he went! Now that he understood the
true inwardness of that bulldog, so
to speak, Coker seemed to think it
funny! He bellowed with mirth as he
went back to the Fifth Form room,

Mr. Lamb’s feelings did not seemn
mirthful! And under his glittering

Tre Macxwer LieRARY.—No. 1,668.
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eves, moerriment died away in the
Remove. At a sign from Lamb the

juniors marched into the Form-room
—mno longer kept out by that fierce
bulldog—and took their places—Lamb
watching them almost wolfishly.

The dilapidated stuffed bulldog lay
stretelicd on the floor—no longer an
object of terror! But Mr. Lamb, to
juclee by the expression on his facc,
was an object of terror himself now!
The Pet Lamb had turned inte a hig,
Lbad wolf! He stepped to his desk
and grasped a cane !

Then he eyed the Nomove with
clittering oyes. Those glittering cyes
ringled out the Bounder. It was plain
t‘.lm% he suspected Bmithy.

Vernon-Smith met his gaze wilh
cool hardihood,

“Who brought that stufied dogz into
the Form-room?” Lamb's veice camo
almost in o hiss, *I shall make the
boy who Lrought it here gorry for Lis
audacity ! That boy will stand out at
onee.”

He pansed. Nobody stood out,

“T ghall inguire into this,” said Mr,
Lamb, “until I find the offender! I
shall ""

He Lrake off angrily as there was a
heavy tread in the passage.

My, Prout, the master of the Fifth,
looked in.

Prout’s plump face looked as if he
was trying to subdue a smile, but
with little success. Evidently, Coker
had reported what had happened in
the Form-room and Mr. Prout lad
stepped along to see for himself.

Aamb gave him o hostile plave. o

[k =]
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was quite conscious of the absurdity
of the affair and the ridiculons figure
he eut, having been frightened out of
his Form-room by n stuffed dog.

“Bless my sonl !” cjaculated Prout,
gazing at the bulldog, *Is—is—is
that it, Mr. Lomb? Coker tells mo
that——"

“Please do not intorrupt now, br.
Pront! Enongh time has bheen wasted
here already !” snapped Mr, Lamb.

“But what an cxtraordinary
thing ! boomed Prout. “Did you
really suppose that that was a—a live
bulldog, Mr. Lamb? How cxtra-
ordinary !

Prout grinned. The portly, majestic
master of the Fifth actually grinned |
Ho scemed unable to help it !

“Dear me!” he said. “Ha, ba! I—
I mean, I have scen that bulldog
before, Mr., Lamb. I am sure it is
the same. Stuffed bulldogs must be
somewhat rarc—I am sure it must be

the spme——-"

Mr. Lamb took notice at once. He
was longing and yearning for a clue
to the owner of that bulldeg. He
suspected Smithy—but he Enew it
might have Leen almost any fellow in
the Remove who had played that
extraordinary trick on him, Te
wanted to get hold of that fellow and
give him the thrashing of his life!

“You have scen that—that object
before, Mr. Prout?” he exclaimed,

“ think so,” said Mr. Prout. “If
it is mot tho same, it is cerfainly
cxactly like a stuffed bulldog I have
scen for sale in a shop window at
Conrtfield—"
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“What shop#”

“ Mr. Lazarus', in the High Strect!
Yes, I am sure it is the same ! snid
Mr. Prout. “There conld searcely be
two——"

Lamb’s eyes gleamed! He had his
clue now ! Like Mr. Prout, he did not
suppose that there were two stuffed
bulldegs about! BSBome young rascal
in the Remove had got this wretched
object from Mr. Lazarus to play tricks
in the Demove Form-room! It was
¢lear ¢nongh to Mr. Lamb.

“But did yon really suppose it was
alive ?” asked Mr, Prout, “How very
extraordinary! Did you really—~

“Will you kindly close that door,
Mr. Pront? I repeat that sufficient
time has been wasted here !

Which was rather ungrateful of
Lamb, after he hnd obtained suel
valnable information from FProut.
But Mr. Lamb was not in a grateful
mood.

o Tcr;.' well, sir—but, really—
ha, ha!—I mean—ha, ha——-" Portly
Prout faded out of the Ilemove room
and closed the door, a gurgle fleating
back from him as he went.

Mr. Lamb eved his class.

“Yernon-Smith ! he rapped.

“Yes, gir?™

“Did you fcteh that stuffed dog
from Lazarus’ shop in Courtficld ¥

i Hﬂ; ﬂir !:r

Mr. Lamb sct his lips.

“Wharton, I leave you in charge
here for o few minutes I He hurricd
out of the Form-room.

There was o bowl of laughter when
he was gone! Where hio had gone,
and why, the juniora did aot know,
but they were glad of a chance to
indulge their suppressed cemotions.
Chey howled with merriment when the
door had closed on Mr. Lamb.

“It's the jape of the term !” gurgled
Bob Cherry, “Onc of your best,
Smithy !”

“Ha, Lia, ha I?

“I eay, you fellows, Lomb thinks
there's a fixture inside the bulldog to
growl, like a Teddy bear squeaking !”
gurgled Billy Bunter. “He, he, he!”

“Ha, La, ha 1

*That bulldeg’s a goner now ! re-
marked the Bouander. “But it was
worth it !"

“Worth double moncy !
chuckled Peter Todd.

“1f Lomb spots the man—look out,
Smithy I” saild Skinner. “The little
blighter's as mad as a hatter !”

“Yep! I’ll say he will make you
=it up n few, old-timer, if he 5 Wise
to it 1" remarked Fisher T. Fish,

The Bounder shrugged his
shoulders. He was quite willing {fo
take the risk of that.

There was o continuous buzz of
merrimerit in the Remove room till
the door opened and Mr. Lamb came
in again.

Then the Remove were silent, sup-
pressing their mirth. They eyed Mr.
Lamb rather curionsly. Ho picked up
his canc and faced the Form with o

rimly unpleasant expression on his

ace.

< Fish 1" he rapped.

“ELh?# TYep?” cjaculated Fisher-T.
Fish, in gurprise.

“Stand out before the Form.™

the



Fizher T. Figh stood out before the
Form. Mr. Lamb fixed his eyes on
him, glinting. Ficher T. Fish conld
see that trouble was coming, though
he did not know why, and he was
alarmed,

* I—1 say, gir, I never brought that
Feskg dawg into the Form-room, sir 1”
1e exelaimed. "I guess—"

“Bilence! I have said that I shall
punish the perpetrator of this out-
rageous actiom severely!” said Mr.
Lamb, between bis closed lips, “ Now
I shall do so! You will not, I think,
vepeat such an actiom, Fish! Bend
over that desk !

“But I sure never——" howled the
alarmed Fishy.

The Remove gazed on, amazed.
Why Lamb bad picked on Fisher T.
Fish, who was no jﬁlpcr at any time,
was a mystery to them, as well as to
Fighy! Evidently, he had! And as
Fizher T, Fish did not bend over the
desk, {he cxasperated Lamhb grasped
him by the collar with his leit hond
and Iaid on the cane with his right!

Whacek, whaek, whack, whack !

“Yarooop !” roared Fisher T. Fish,
wriggling (rantically. “I say—wake
snakes! I sa Yarooop |

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

“You young rascal ! said Mr.
Lamb. Whaek! “I have ielephoned
to AMr, Lazarus "—whack '—“and he
has stated *—whack '—" that he sold
you that stuffed bulldog *—whack,
whack !—“yesterday. As you have
done this, Fish "—whack | —" you will
take the consequences!”

Whack, whack, whack,
whaeck, whack!

“Yaroop! Teago! T guess I never
—I reckon I wasn't—I'11 tell a
man—-— Oh, preat John Joames
Erown—yaroooh !”

Whack, whaek, whack, whack!

“Jerusalem  crickets!” ghrieked
Fisher T. Figh, hopping {raptically
as the cane whopped again and again,
“Help! Tet up! I'm saying let up!
Yarovh! Whooop ¥

Whack, whack, whack?

“Yaoooooooso—hooooh

Whaek, whack, whack !

Ar. Lamb veleaged the yelling Fishy
at last.

Fisher T. Fish stood wriggling
wildly and waking the cchoes on lis
top note.

“Now oo to your place, Fish!”
breathed Mr, Lamb. “1 do not think

whack,

you will play such tricks again! IF
you do—"

“Doooooh ! Woooogh! Owl”

“Go to your place!”

Another lick of the cano started
Fislier T, Fish to his place. He went,
velling,

The Bounder winked at him as he
passed—Fishy giving bim a deadly
glare in response !

Fisher T. Fish collapsed in his
place, moaning., He had had it good
and hard !

Mr. Lamb, of course, had no doubt
in the matter! He had got it from
Mr. Lazarus that he had sold that
stuffed bulldog to Master TFish the
day before! Of Fishy's cute and
spry business transaction on the sub-
jeet, Mr. Lamb, of course, knew
nothing!  Fisher T. Fish had
broneht that stuffed bulldog to the

EVERY SATURDAY

school ! That was that! And Fisher
T. Fish. as he squirmed and wriggled
and moaned through merning school,
wished from the bottom of his trans-
atlantic heart that lie Lad not heen
snch a cute and spry puy!

The Bounder, on the other band,
was quite glad of it! Fisher T. Fish
was more than welcome to what he
had got by his cute and spry business
methods |
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BUNTER WANTS TO KNOW !
L OLD on, Smithy !*

“Ton’'t bother !

"H‘c‘gi:l on, I tcll you!
ra Harry Wharton.

E]i:ﬁ{; Bunter blinked round through
his big spectacles. Bunter, of course,
was interested. Bunter's interest
was deep in all matters that did not
coneern him,

It was nearly a weck since the
affair of the stuffed bulldog. That
episode was almost forgotien in the
Remove. Sinee that day the Bounder
had been walking warily and did not

geem to have been getting on with his 8

feud.

But wary as he was, that did not
gave him from plenty of trouble with
the Lamb. The Lawmb made a special
point of kecping a spceial eye om
that member of his Form; and there
were plenty of oceasions on which it
was casy to cateh out a reckless, re-
bellious fellow like Smithy. He would
have needed to change his usual
manuers and customs very consider-
ably to avoid giving Lamb an open-
ing—and he did not even think of
changing them. And the slightest
fault was enough for Lamb.

All the Remove knew that Lamb
had a down on Smithy—and really
they did not wonder at it. A fellow
could not carry on u feud with his
Porm-master without finding trouble.

Now, it seemed to Harr harton,
Smithy was bezging for it. Half a
dozen times at loast the Bounder had
gone out of the House surrﬂi;tiﬁnusly
in the black-out—which, of course,
was strictly forbidden. Now, as
Wharton spotted him going along to
the box-room stair, after tea, he cub
after him and called him to a halt.
He did not uneed telling that Smithy
was poing to slip out again by the
box-reom window, an he was
alarmed for him.

“You must be a mad ass!” ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove.

“¥You know Lamb has an eye on
£} ]
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move. “You're asking for it by
keepin up this rottem game.
Havent yon sensc emough to chuck

up pub-erawling when you're being
watched. 1 tell you that man
Lamb would be glad to scec you
gacked. He was as mad as a hatter
with me for gr:bt-in% ou off with the
Head ! I tell you, ow it.”

“I know it as well as yom!”
answered Smithy. “And I'm  w»ot
exactly idiot enough to play the giddy
ox now. Don't be a fool I

Wharton stared at him.

“I know yon've been out in the
black-out three or four times, at
least,” he said. “Now you're going
again! Do you think anybody is
going to believe that you sneak out
of ﬂ.iﬂﬂk window for the amusement
of walking about in the dark®"

“So you think I'm going out of
bounds?” grinned Smithy.

“What's the of talking rot?
I know you are !” spapped Wharton.
“And I think youn must be an utter
fool to do it.”

“Buppose I tell you that I'm not
oing outside the school at all#*
“0h, don't be an ass!
breaking House bounds—and that's
scrious cnough. You're not deing it
to walk in the quad.”

“Hardly ! I might be doing it to
walk round to the kitchen gardens,
though.”

“0Oh. don't talk such rot!”

The Bounder chuckled.

!."!‘

“Honest Injun!” he said. “I'm
going no farther than that”
“If that's all, vou could walk

round in the daylight.”

“Fellow might spotted in the
daylight,” grioned Smithy. “l've
chanced it, once or twice; but it's
gafer in the dark.”

Harry Wharton looked at the
Bounder's grinning face in doubt
and perplexity.

“If that's true, what do you want
to walk round to the kitehen gardens
at all for?” he asked. “You're net
helping Mimble with lus  winter
eabbages, I suppesc?”

“I'm making a pal.”

“A—a—a what?”

“He's rather bad-tempercd! E'm
seeing him every day to get bim ta
likc me! It's not easy work—but
I'm getting on! I hope I shall soon
have him feeding from my hand.”

Harry Wharton gave him a look,
turned on hi':E[F‘]hE:L nu&'l w&l?&d up :}’m

ssage. 1at  reply from the
2 ag&'mtinued on next page.)
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“Don't 1
apreed the
Bounder.

“1 hbeliecve he'a
apoken to Loder
about you, too!
I've seen Loder’s

C o you more
tﬂgn once.

“Sam:  herel”
erinned  SEmithy.
“I'm wise tao
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Bounder seemed to  him  sheer
mockery—Smithy's way of telling
him to mind his own business, He
walked away and left the Bounder to
his own deviees.

Vernon-Smith langhed and went up
the box-room stair.

Billy Bunter, whose fat cars had
taken in every word, blinked after
him, astonished and inguisitive.

If Smithy's purpese in his
mysterions  cxcursion out of the
1Iouse in the black-out were to mect
some unknown pal, Bunter could not
imagrine who that pal comld be—
unleas ik was some betting man from
the Cross Keys or the Three Fishers,
But cven the reckless Bounder could
hardly have Leen so utterly reckless
ag that.

Bunter was deeply and intensely
curious. e wanted to know! He
always wanted to know !

He made a step to fellow the
Bounder up to the box-room. But he
stopped again. Bunter was going fo
kuow=—if he could find out—but
clambering down from the box-room
window, casy cnough for the active
Bounder, was far from casy for the
fat Owl.

Bunter revolved on his axis, and
rolled away to the WHemove landing.
He descended the stairense. Bunter
was poinge on a voyage of discovery—
but e was going to look for an casier
way out.

A eautious Llink up Masters' Pas-
sage having revealed that the coast
was clear, the fat Owl slipped into
Mr. Quelch’s old study.  As that
study was on the ground floor, the
window was ensy for even Bunter to
nerotinte.

The fat Owl shut the deor and
opened the window,

Outside, all was dark—not a gleam
of light coming from a single window.
Only the stars were shining rather
brightly—regardless of AR.P.

rTHE MAGNET

Biliy Bunter elambered out of the
windew and dropped. Even o ground
floor window scemed to have a spot of

[liﬂ]cult{l for Bunter—he slipped
over as ke landed and sat down, with
a bump.

“QOooogh 1 pasped Bunter.
A shadowy figure loomed up.

“Who's that?” ealled a sharp
voice from o distance.

It was the voice of Loder of the
Sixth.

Billy Bunter quaked. ITe had not
expected o prefect to be on the prowl
in the black-out. But Loder, it
seemed, was out of the House and he
had heard Bunter bump.

The fat Owl sat quite still. Under
the window he was invisible in the
dark, and he Loped that Loder would
pass on without spotting him.

He heard footateps in the dark.
But to lis great relief, they died
away. Loder had not come near him
—and now he was gono.

The fat Owl heaved himsclf to his
feet and groped away almost on tip-
toc.

About a dozen times he barged
intoe walls, or buttresses, or trees;
Lut Le was round the school build-
ings at last and blinking over the
open spaces of the kitchen gardens,
which were under the care of Mr.
Mimble, the gardener. Mimble, of
conrse, would not be on the scene
now—omithy was safe from him. But
where was Smithy?

A tiny spot of light pleamed in the
dark, and Bunter grinned ! He bad
spotted Smithy !

That light glinted on the door of a
shed, which was used by Mr. Mimble
for stacking agrienltnral implements,
the loft above it being used for
storing apples.

Bunter wondered, for a moment,
whether there were any a%mplns left,
and whether Smithy was after them !

PLAY IT AT

Disney Flims

F

onE 26

tntroducing all the famous
choracters from the Walt

MICKEY'S FUN FAIR
is the ideal parly pame.
Hurry and buy a pack!

Yon've scom Mickey Monse
and LbLis fricnds at tho
pletirmcs—now  F0U  cAn
play with them by sour
fireside wwith the help of
thig jolly now eard pame,
Mothers and fathers, as
woll as the children, all
oojoy MICKEY'S FUR
FAIR, which introdaoes
all the favourlte Walt
Disney eharactera, (rom
Bmow Whito and the Eoven
Dwarfs. Ionald Duek and
Morace Horsecollar fo
Goofy aod the Big DDad
Woll.

MICEET'E FUWN FAIT:
conglsts of A double pack
of apcuratels  eolobrcd
cards  roproduced  (rom
Walt Dizsney paintings

Publizhed by Castell
Broz,, Ltd., London and
Glasgow.

of TFalk
I eney-Alckel Blouse, LIdA.
All geed  gtatiencrs and
:Ju}raa 1] Mfichey™s Fun
air

It permizzion

T

88 CARDS IN FULL COLOURS

He crept closer, his eyoes and
speetacles fixed on {he spot of light.

That shed was kept locked; and
how the Bounder was going to get in
was rather a mystery to Bunter. To
his surprise, the key was in the lock
and the Bounder turuned it, opened
the door, entered the shed, and shut
the dopr after him.

Bunter was left Llinking.

He was more and more surprised,
and more and more curious. Mr.
Mimble must have left that key in
his shed door for the Bounder to enter
when he liked; Smithy must have
tipped him. But that washed out the
idea of a betting man from the Cross
Eegs—Mr. Mimble would never have
stood for anything like that! Dut
what?

What indeed? It was utterly
amazing to Bunter, and he wos
simply boiling with curiesity. Cer-
tainly he was poing to know

He waited, shivering in the cold
wind, his ecyes ond speetacles glued
on the door.

It scomed to him that he caught a
murmuring sound of a voice from the
ghied, but e dared venture noe nearer.
Smithy might come out any minute,
and the fat Owl knew what o expect
if the Bounder caught him spying.

It was about ten minutes before the
door opencd again. The Dounder
camg  out, locked the door, and
walked away—unsuspicious of Bunter,
Evidently, lis mysterious business,
whatever it was, was over: and the
most astonishing thing was that lLe
had locked the shed after him., e
could not have met somchody there
and left him locked in the shed, Yet
he must have had some renson for
going to the shed—what?

Bunter waited till Vornon-Smith's
footsteps dicd nway. Then le crept
to the door pf the shed and unlocked
it in his turn. He groped in his
pocket for a matchbox. He was going
to sce what extraordinary mystery
that shed concealed. :

Within, when the door was opencd,
all was black as a hat. Bunter starcd
into the darkncss. He heavd a faint
sound of a movement, as of some
animal stirring. Could that Le the
explanation—had Smithy got a pet
of some kind which he was tippine
the gardencer to house and care for?
That did not scem much like the

. hard-shelled Bounder.

Bunter struck a mateh.

He Leld it up and blinked into the
shed.

Two glenming spots of light met
his nie-s—-iaml he jumped !

“QOh erikey !* he gasped.

But the next moment he was re-
agsurcd. By the flame of the mateh
he made out the figure of a bulldog
lying on a heap of sacking,

It was about the same size as tho
stuffed dog of the Form-room, and
much the same in its general aspect.
After the first jump of surprise,
Bunter grinned.

He understood now—or thought he
did! That etuffed dog—or what rc-
mained of it—had been handed over
to the dustman. Smithy had got it
back and got it vepaired—or else he
had bought another just like it. And



he was keeping it in Mimble’s shed
till wanted !

Bunter had found out the E:cl:i:nt_

now,

Or had Le?

As he grimned at the crouchin
bulldog, unothing doubting that i
was as stuffed and lifeless as the one
that had startled Mr. Lamb in the
Remove room, the bulldog made a
movement | Tts jaws opened, and
from its throat came a deep and
terrifying [,ilmw].

Gurrrrgeh !

Billy Buuter fairly bounded !

It was not ventriloquism this time !
It .was a gﬁnuiua growl! And it
dawued on Billy Bunter's fat brain
that this was not another stuffed
bulldog, but the genuine article—that
be had disturbed it, and that it was
about to spring |

Lightning lLad nothing on. Buuter
for rapidity the next second. In
about a billionth part of a second,
Buuter dropped that match and
sprinted.

He did not stop to shut the door.
He did not even think of it. He raced
away across the kitchen gardens,
regardless of damage to Mr. Mimble'a
crop of winter cahhﬁa. He carcercd
wildly—he whizzed—he flew !

Whether that bulldog was after
him or not, Bunter did not know—
and he was not likely to stop and
ascertain, As a matter of fact, the
bulldog, after lumbering to the ghed
door and emitting a deep growl into
the black-out, lumbered back to his
bed and went fo sleep again. Bunter
was uoaware of that. Bunter rpictt_l.md
gﬂpiﬂg jaws just behind him ! Bunter
raced !

How Le got back to the quad Bunter
never kunew., But he back. He
did not panse there. If that fearful
beast waa behind him, he was not safe

until he got into the House! He
carecred oun frantically.

Bump !

“What the dooce—" came an

ANgry roar.

ﬁﬂﬁtr of the Sixth rceled from the
aliock. Then he grasped at the figure
that had charged into him in the
dark. He got hold of a fat ear.

“0Ow!* welled Bunter. “Leggo!
He's after me—rvaroch! I say, Imﬂ:)r,
leggo

oder peered at him. Perhaps he
had thought for a moment that he
had caught that young rascal Vernon-

Smith. But Bunter's roar enlightencd

Liina,
“Is that Bunter? he snapped.

“Oh! No! ’'Tain't me, Loder!™
gasped Buuter. “I ain’t out in the
black-out! I—I—I mean—"

“That will do!” grunted Loder.

By a fat car, he led Bunter to the
House. He let him in at the door of
the Sixth Form lobby. Then he
slipped bis ash down from under Lis
arm into hiz hand.

“Touch your toes!” he rapped.

*I~-I—1 say—" A lick from the
ash interrupted Bunter, and he yelled,
beut over, and touched his foes,

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

*Yow-ow-ow 1"

“Now cut!” grunted Loder.

Billy Bnufer cut—squeaking and

squealing !

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

ELL, how do, chums? All
merry and bright? Good!

You will remember I

made eome mention in our New

Year's issue of duuh]inq'f the circula-

tion of the Maawner. That, at the

time, seemed a rash resolution. I am

pleased beyond measure by the way

my thousands of loyal chums have
put their shoulders to the wheel, The
0Old Paper is going great guns; every
weelk brings o {irésh crowd of
admirers to our banner. But there’s
still room for more improvement. I
repeat what I eaid in an earlier
issue; I intend to bring before the
notice of “every boy and girl in this
little island of ours the wonderful
value, the clean, wholesome litera-
ture to be fonnd in the Maiewer—the
pa that has stood the teat for
thirty years and more, and has never
been found wanting. My chums are
going to help me-—of that I feel
g;rf&ctl confident. To those who
1aVe aﬂ‘mﬂy done so, I offer m
heartfelt thanks. It's a great wor
this, and worthy of the great body of
“Magnetites,” whom I like to refer
to as my chums. Eeep at it, boys
and girls |

Next Saturday’s magnificent story
of the Greyfriars chums:

“THE SECRET OF THE
DUGOUT ! »

By Frank Richards.

iz bound to make a big hit with my
thousanda of rcaders. The central
figure in this coming treat is Vernon-
Bmith, whose feud with the mys-
terious Mr. Lamb is going on as
strong as ever. Space will not permit
me to tell you anything of the plot;
but you can-take it from me, chums,
that this story is a real corker—one
of Mr. Frauk Richards’ best!

YOUR EDITOR.

' on the

Bunter had wanted to know ! Now
he knew! But he had uot really
enjoyed the pursuit of knowledge |

THE GENUINE ARTICLE !

B. LAMB came along to his
Form-room door on sSaturday
morning. He found the

Remove gathered there, rcady to be
let in.

He¢ found, too, the Form-room key
sticking in the oufside of the lock.
For tlie second time, some playful
junior had pinched that key from his
study early in the morning.

However, the Pet Lamb made no
remark upon it. He unlocked the
door of the Remove room-—most of the
Remove watching him rather breath-
leasly.

He threw the door open.

Gurrrggh !

Ale. Lamb gave a start. Then he
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stared in at the open doorway! And
then a frown of angry annoyance
came over his face.

His eyes fixed on an object lying
rm-room foor, at object
was a bulldog.

It lay crouched, itz eyes fized on
the doorway. Those eyes had a most
unpleasant look in them,

Lamb glared at the dog. This trick
had been played on him a week ago,
and he had taken the bulldog for a
real live one! He was not likely to
be taken in like that again !

It looked life-like cnough—fearfully
life-like! 8o had the stuffed dog a
week ago! It growled in the most
eonvineing mauner. So had the
stuffed dog—some contrivance in the
interior, Lamb supposed, that counld
be wound up for the purpose.

Mr. Lamb—like Bunter when he
had looked in at the gardener’s shed
—had no doubt that some youn
rascal had got that stuffed dog ba
again, and repaired it, to play the
same trick over apain a second time!

But if the young rascal supposed
that Mr. Lamb was going to take that
dog.for a live one this time, he was
mistaken !

Mr. Lamb stepped into the Form-
room.

Gurrrrgh ! came from the bulldog.

Mr. Lamb paid no heed to the
nerve-racking growl., He bhad been
there before, so to speak. He had
had some! That low, d growl
passed him by, like the idle wind
whicl he regarded not!

*“@Gu to your places ™ he rapped.

“But —but that dog, sir—"
stammered Bob Cherry.

::gzk!t:_ a hnudred. lines, Cherry I

- '.'.E'u}.:.are P:-rfmtly well aware that
a foolish trick is being played here
again " snapped Mr. Lamb. “I have
very little doubt that it was wom,
FVernon-Smith, that ecarried that
gtuffed dog here.”

“I certainly did not, sir1” answered
the Bouunder.

That was assuredly true. Verpen-
Smith had led that dog there, while
the school was at bre st; he had

not carried it !

“I gave iustructions,” said Mr.
Lamb, “for that object to be handed
over to the dunst-collector, Home
has recovered possession of it I éha
take care that no such thing happens
again. This time I shall break the
wretched thing to pieces.”

Mr. Lamb stepped to the Form-
room grate and picked up the long,
heavy poker from the femder. With
the poker gripped in his haund, and
an ﬁll%l‘f frown on his face, he stepped
towards the bulldog.

Mr. Lamb aimed-a swipe at the
bulldog. That stuffed dog was not
going to be used for any more
trickery in the Remove room ! This
time Mr. Lamb was going to make
sure of that!

- Bwipe !

The hulldeg, hitherto quite quiet,
fairly bounded! A swipe from a

oker was more than enoungh for that

ulldog.
HE MiGxEr L1BRARY. — X0, 1,668



24
It was not a growl, it was a yell
that came from the bulldeg as 1t

bounded.
affright, came from-Mr. Lamb! He
realized, at that awinl moment, that
thiz was .not, after all,
Lulldoy over ﬁgaiu—it was a live
spreimen of the species !

He velled, and bounded to his feet
as fost a8 tlm bulldeg ! The poker
clanzed on the Form-room fluor. Mr.
Lawb shot to the door.

After him sghot the bulldog!

He was not a good-tempered bow-
wow at the best of times. It had
taken the Bounder a weck to get
sufliciently friendly with him to hc
able te lead him about. But- cven
the Lest-tempered bulldog mirht have
been aunceyed and a little cxeited by
a swipe from a poker!

Cleavly that {nﬂldng was annoyed
and excited ! He wanted Lamb!

The Remove fellows seattered back
from the deorway. Lamb shot out of
tlie Form-room. The bulldeg shot
belhind him, like an arrow from a
how. He tovk no notice of the
juniors. It was Lamb he wanted !
And he wanted him badly !

“Help!” roared Mr. Lamb, as he
want.

Gurrrrggh ! onswered the bulldeg,
as He followed.

“Come on!” lled the Bounder.
“ This is too goed to miss !”

Mr. Lamb shot for the open door-
way of the House. A terrific set of
teath gleamed close behind him,
Pursued and pursuer shot out into
the quad—and after them rushed fhe
whole Remove, wheoping.

Lamb was putting on pace. But
tlig bulldog scemed to have a good
turn of speectl-!

Lamb was half-way across the quad.

when tlre bulldog got him! He was
heading, a.]“‘parentlg, for a tree! But
#x he reached the tree the bulldeg
reached him'!

* Oovovooph !
¥ell from Lamb.

He sprang wildly at a branch. He
caught if, and swung off the earth’!
H-ut the tevth had closed. Fortu-
nately, they lhad only eclosed on {he
tail of his velvet coat. But the bull-
d"!i‘ hung on like orim death—as
bulldogs do!

Tamb swung on the branch, hold-
ing with both hands! The bnolldos
swnng on Lamb, holding with his
teeth !

“0Oh erumbs I

L] J’ "“'.L [R5

“11.1, ]1:-1, ha!

[ EL)

came a spluttering

Another yell, of startled

the stuffed:

fine :;am of Havry Wharton & Co.)
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“Help!” yelled the Fet Lamb.
“Drageimoff ! Help ™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

The art master clung d'-:spemlfulf
to the branch. The bulldog Linwg on !
Ther there 'was a sound af rending
and tearing.

‘Phe bulldog dropped to the ground
-with a section of a vr:lw:t coat in his
jaws! He settled down to chew it

Lamb swung and yelled.

“Take that dog away !
tlurr off | Help!”
Hﬂ.* ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith rushed forward, He
slipped a lcad on the dog's collay and
led him away. Smithy had tipped
Mr. Mimble to mind that dog for him

Drive that

Linrry to tip him to get it away as
spon as possible !
bulldog disappearved — Lamb, still
clinging to the branch, unaware that
the animal was pone—having no eyes
in the back of his head !

- “Help! Will you drive that dog
away !” roared Mr. Lamb. * Whartou
—Cherry—eall Gosling—eall Wingate

you hear me—help !

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“He's gone,
Cherry.

“Gouc! Are yon sure he is gone ?”

“Yes, sir—qguite gone!" gurgled
Buh

*Oh 17 gasped Mr. Lamb.

He dro pped from the Lranch at
last! He glared round him. The
bulldog was gone! Whether it was

ne for
urking ab:}ut for anotlier chance,
Lamb did not know. He was nnt-

sgir I" pasped Bob

—lcaving the Remove shrieking !

Mr, Lamb did not take the Remove
that morning, after all. PPerhaps he
was  too upset.  Or perbaps  he
fancied there might be still a bulldog
about. .'Lug.rlmw he pave the Roemove
a misg, amd Monsicur Chavpentier
took them in extra Freoch instead,

Mossoo had a werry elass that
morning,  He might veally have sup-
poscd there was something fearvfulle
chtertaining in the French lanounge

tfrom the ipcessant chuckles and
chortles in the Hemove.
THE EXD.

{Ternon-Smith plays another fat

part e “THE SECRET OF THE
DUGRUT!” next week's spanking

for a. week. Now he was in rnthﬁr 4

Smithy and the

—call Loder—get that dog away ! Do |-

l;md or whether it might be

giving it -another chance, at any
ratc! He shot back into the House
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