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THE IMPATIENT
PATIENT!

BY THE EDITOR

ESTERDAY the other members
of thie Famous Five and myself
bhad oceasion to bump Coker

of the Fifth under.the elms. We often
do these kindly little actions for old
Coker, but he's not very grateful.
He jumped up and burled himself at

us.

We dodged away through the elms
towards the sanny, but Coker ﬁhbe&
me by the collar of my jacket. I
tried to break free, and tore my
jacket across the shoulder. Where
upon, we booted Coker out of the
pieture.

Mrs. Kcbble, the matron, was
standing at the door of the sanny.

“0Oh, look at your jacket, Master
Wharton ! exclaimed the good eoul.
“You'd better come in and let me
etw it for you.”

“Thanks awfully, ma’am !

There was no patient in the sanny.
I took off my j taudaatnnabeg,
while Mrs,
matron’s room to do the repairs,

While I was sitting there, Dr. Pill-
bury paid his morning visit.

"ﬁalln, oung man'! Where's Mrs.
Kebble?” he said, ing his bag
and taking out a stethoscope.

“Bhe won't be a moment, sir, if yon
wouldn't mind waiting.”

He nodded and ped a ther-
mometer into my month. I gobbled
fraxtically, trying to tell him I was
nntﬁ-lelé t und to

“Keep it under your tongue, my
boy,” he said, opening the neck of my
shurt and pus iu% the stethoscope
on :m% chest, “Now just breathe
normally and sit quiet.”

He listened gravely for a few
minutes, then took out his watch and

felt my pulse.

“H'm! Excited irregular action,”
he commented. “You must stay in
bed and keep perfectly q;:liet t'a
look at your temperature.

He removed the thermometer and

allowed me to speak.

“I—I say, sir, I'm not ill—"

But ke interrupted me.

“My dear boy, you must allow us
to know best about a thing Iiké that.
It's not eerious,” he said cheerily,
“but we must take great care of you.
I sghall put you on a diet. Ol, Mrs.
Kebble,” he said, as the matron came
in with my jacket, “we shall need to
fuke particular care of this case! I
will ribe a tonic—"

“But, bless my heart, the boy's not
il] I* cried Mrs. Kebble, in surprise,
“ He was sitting there while T mended
his jacket !™
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“Ah! H'm! Quite so!” gasped
the doctor, in confusion. “ A delicate
boy—he: ought to be careful—I don’t
like the look of him at all.” And he
faded away, with a shake of his head.

Delicate my foot! He can't pall
my leg like that?

Yours wisely,

HARRY WHARTON.

EN—

DICK RAKE TELLS OF—

THE STATUE MYSTERY!

Big Hall at Greyfriars is a fine
place with a raised platform at one
end, on which the master stands to
call the roll. Sometimes, of course,
this platiorm is used for o more pain-
ful pose. The Head stands on it
to some wretched Inuf,h who is
spreadeagled on Gosling’s back. Thie
wiag the case not so long ago, when
Kenney of the Upper Fourth was
honoured with a public flogging for
vigiting the Three Fishers.

Now a public flogging i= a very
solemn occasion. Nobody feels cheer-
ful about it, because they all wonder
uneasily who will be the next to go
through it. But at Kenney's whop-
ping there were loud and persistent

iggles from all parts of the Hall.

¢ Head was greatly shocked.

“How dare you?" he stormed. “If
there is any more of this unseemly
laughter Really, Mr. Pront, is it
possible that you are laughin po

“Far be it from me to laugh, sir!”
gasped old Pompous, red in %he face.
“Far be it from me to see anything
amusing in such an outrage, sir. Are
you mot aware, sir, that ﬁle Wryeliffe
statue has been tampered with g“

At the side of the platform, ont of
view of the Head, stands a marble
statue, sn to be of Jahn
Wrycliffe. ow or why it is there
nobody knows. Wycliffe is shown as
o bearded figure, dressed in a loose
gown very like a maeter’s. He has an
open book in his left hand, and his
right ﬁ:ﬂ ésﬂtniseﬂ in & sorf of
passiona ure.

Now some criminal had stuck an
0ld mortar-board on his head, and put
a large birch in his npraised hand.
He looked for all the world as though
he were about to administer a public
flogging on somebody, and this
ludicrons sea‘ra‘.lme waz 80 apposite
that we couldn’t help ling.

*“'Bless my soul!” exclaimed the
Head, stepping down from the dais.
“Who has ventured to commit this
outrage?”

“1 have no idea, sir!" spluttered
Prout. “Doubtless a junior—ha, ha!
I mean doubtless some reckless boy in
the Remove.”

“MNothing of the kind, sir!” said

Quelchy hotly. “I am convinced that
my boys are incapable of such an
act.” -

I wasn't convinced myself—in-fact,
1 could have given Quelchy half a
dozen likely names—but it wasn't my
place to say so0.

The Head removed the birch and
mortar-board and then resumed opera-
tions on XNeuney. After which, be
soid : _

“And now I command the bey who
touched that statue te step forward.”

Prout turned lobster-colour and
Quelch emiled gently as Fitzgerald of
the Fifth stepped out. It isabsolutely
impossible for Fitzgerald to lose the
cliance of a practical joke. He speuds
his entire life in trouble bBecause of
this weakness,

“Bure, I did it,” he confessed dole-
fully. * Bedad, sir, I've been wanting
to do that same cvery toime I see the
vuld etatue, and I just couldn't help
it, j'ﬂﬁ;liw:-lf g

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And ever since then, poor old Fifz
has been writing lines. He lopes to

et his imposition finished about
uly, 1944.

A POEM BY PENFOLD

HARD LUCK, BUNTER!

See Bunter to6 the house is bound,
He doth not wait nor tarry,

He bath a cake so large and round,
As much as he can carry.

“Now who be ye who cross this quad,
Just like a barrel rolling#

Thus cries the worthy Peter Todd,
As bhe is idly strolling.

“Oh, really, Toddy! Let me go!
I'm rather in a hurry,

This isn't Coker’s cake, you know;
It's mine, old chap—don't worry!

But Coker’s seeking me, I fear,
So let a fellow travel,

For if the beast should eateh me here,
My blood would stain the gravel !

“0h, haste thee, haste ! the Porpoise
cries.

“Don’t be a heartless joker,

I'll meet the raging of the skies,
But not an angry er !

Too late, alas! For Coker comes,
They hear a roar like thunder.

The Owl can only say : “ Oh crumbs !”
Before he's trampled under,

“0Oh, Coker, stay thy heavy hand !
But none heard Toddy speaking.
Sgid Skinner : “Listen to the band !

At Bunter’'s frantic squeaking,
For Coker’s boot came into play,
And Bunter, sore repenting,
Saw Coker take that cake away,
While he was left lamenting.



WHAT STRANGE SECRET IS HIDDEN

BEHIND THE GREEN

DOOR OF THE

DUGOUT AT SEA VIEW ! THAT'S WHAT HARRY WHARTON & CO. WANT

QUICK CURE !

13 OW much?”
*0h, really, Cherry——"
“How much?" roared
Bob Clerry.

Bob stood in the doorway of Study
No. 7 in the Greyfriars Remove,
with & large basket in his hand.
Billy Bunter sat in the study arm-
chair and blinked at him through
his big spectacles.

That basket was about half-full of
scraps of paper.

Since tea, Bob had been earrying
that basket from study to study in
the Remove passage; and at cvery
etudy, till he came to No. 7, there
hiad been contributions to its con-
tents—in the shape of torm-up news-
papers, old cxercises reduced to
tragments, and all sorts of literoture
in small scctions.

Which was in preparation for the
Remove paperchase on the morrow.

Scent for o paperchase was mnot
g0 casy to come by as of old. There
was rather a shortage of material.
Newspapers and other publications
were to be had—but they were sadly
reduced in size.

But there could not be & paper-
chase without scent. So it was a case
of all hands to the mill. Every
fellow in the Remove was cxpected
to get something from somewhere.
And every fellow did—with the ex-
ecption of Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter, sitting in the arm-
chair in Study No. 7, did not seem
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Greyfriars dropped it into the cavity beneath the floor !
Bob Cherry stepped inte the stwily

to be bothering about paperchascs
when Bob Cherry looked in.

Leaning back in the armchair,
with one fat leg crossed over the
other, Bunter wns consuming a
chunk of toffec. He turned his big
spectacles on Bob Cherry with an
indignant blink.

Bob held out the basket.

“How much?” he demanded, for
the third time.

“I haven’'t been able to get any,”
exploined Bunter, “I'm not coming
on the run to-morrow, you know.”

Super School Story, Starring

HARRY WHARTON & CO.,

the World-Famous Chums of
GREYFRIARS.

it Ll

in the DNomove is
auswered Bob  cheerily.
“That's official! Blackers will be
rooted ont and booted. Ewvery maun
has got to help provide scent, Get a
move nn "

“1 can't come!”
“I'm keen enough,
nothing 1 shonld
really!  But I've
ankle,”

“Lvery man
s

coming !

hooted Bunter,
of course—
like 8o much,
sproined my

and slammed the basket down on the
table. If Billy Bunter hnd spraincd
# fat ankle, Bob was prepaved to
be properly sympathetie. But he
scemed to have doubts.

“Roll out of that chair!” he said.

“I can't get up at present! I'm
resting that sprain.  The pain s
fearful.” Bunter screwed up his fut
features into an cxpression  of
anguish. “Like burning daggors,
old chap! It may be better io-
morrow. Bubt I'm afraid it won't he
well cnough for me to join in the
paperchase—keen as I am.”

*“Which ankle?”

“1 forget—"

“ What #*

“I—I—I mean. the—the rvight
ankle!”  amended Billy  Buuater
Lastily. “The agony is awinl! Yon

mizht tell Whar on that T shan’t Luw
able to join up to-morrow! ‘I'cll him
it's no good making a fuss—I simply
can't. With a sprained ankle, yon
kﬂﬂ“’—'—"

“You've eprained it to-day. all
ready for to-morrow?” asked Bob,

“Yes—I maean, ne—of course not !
I—I slipped coming upstairs, and—
and gave it o fearful cosh! 1 could
hardly limp into this study!™ said
Bunter pathetieally, *“The pain was
—was harrowing.”

Bob Cherry looked nt him,

TaE Macxer Laerary.—No. 1.669.
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"You can’t get aut of that chaip®
o asked.

“Wot at present, old fellow! I
may be able to limp about later, if
I give it o good rest. But 1 can’t go
rooting over the House aiter waste
paper! That's simply impossible,

he agony——-=™"

“Rough luck!” eaid Bob sym-
pathetically. “No good mﬁ:in% you
to como along to my study for o
spread, then? You'd hardly care for
jam tarts or doughnuts, in that
awful agony.”

Bob picked up the basket and weut
to the lcnlmr.

Billy Bunter fairly bounded out of
the armchair.

“I—-X a.a{, old chap, I'll come !” lie
casped. “I can get to your study all
vight. That's all right, old fellow !”

Bob Cherry turned back.

“1 fancieﬁy;ou conld if there was
a spread on!” he agreed. “Bub as
there isn't—"

“ What 2” .

“Nothing of the kind!” said Bob
cheerily. ;

“Why, you beast, you =aid thcre
was ! {uw]eﬂ Bunter.

“Not at l’::1.:11! I Hﬂﬂ it 114:':11:1!:1 fba
no goull agkIm ou my & or
a  apread. ]'i:.g v?un]ﬂn*t. would it,
when there isn’t any apread?” asked
Bob afiably.

Billy Bunter gave him a glare that
almost 1mperilled his tacles, and
sat down in the armchair again.

“Beast!” he snorted.

“8till, if you can get as far as my
etidy, you can get as far as some
other study, and bag some waste

per for scent!” chuckled Bob.

“T can’t! How can I move, with
this awful sprain?” howled Bunter.
B %lei‘t— ankle’s nearly busted——"

“ Your left as well as right?*

“J1 mean my right! I tell you, I
save it a fearful cosh, going down-

slaira——"
“0Oh, my hat! You must be like
Mr. PFacing - both - Ways in the

Pilgrim’s Progress, if you were going
downstairs when you were coming
upatairs 1*

“I mean when I was coming
upstairs! Look here, you leave a
chap to rest o sprained ankle when
he's suffering awful agonies!” ex-
claimed the fat Owl of the Remove
indignantly. “I can't get up! If
there was an air-raid warning this
vory minute, I conldn’t stir ¥

Harry Wharton, the eaptain of the
Ttemove, looked into the study.

“How are you getting ou?” he
asked. “@Got it full yet?”

“Not quite!” onswered Bob.
“Bunter hasn't done his whack!
He's sprained his ankle——"

“What #*

“He doesn't know which, but it’s
giving him fearful pains and awful
agonics. He did it going downstairs
and coming up at the same time. He
can't get out of that chair—so I'm
going to help him out.”

Bob Clierry grasped the back of the
armechair and tilted it forward.

Bunter got out of that armchair!
Ile got out guite quickly! He rolled
on the study carpet with a roar,

* Yaroooh [
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“Cai you get up nowr” asked Bob,

“B ! No! Roatter! Wowl
No! I can’t move!” roared Bunter.
“Why, you awful swab, if you roll
that armchair over on me, I'll—"

Bunter bounded.

Considering the weight he had to
lift, and the faet that he had
a sprained ankle, the activity he dis-
played was really wonderfnl.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton, at

the doorway. “That looks as if you
can move, Buunter !
“Beast !

“Can you walk out of the atudy,
Bunter ?” asked Bob.
“No!" yelled Bunter.
“Oh, all right! If
can't, and yom won't be able to
collect any waste paper. But I'm
going to boot you till tf-::vu do ™
Billy Bunter bounded again,

ou can't, you

“Beast! Keep off! If you don’t
stop kicking me, you beast, I'll—
Yarcoop |¥

It appearcd that Billy Bunter
could, after all, walk out of the
study. Not only could he walk—he
could run! And he did!

Before Bob Cherry's foot had
landed more than thrice on the
ightest trousers at QGreyfriars
School, Billy Bunter was sprinting.

Bob Cherry followed him from the
study, grinning.

- t come back without your
whack of waste paper!" he roared.
“More to come, if you dol” ;

“Beast!” A fat squeak flonted
back.

And Billy Bunter disappeared
down the Kemove stairedse—pgoing
strong, sprained ankle and all!

E————

WASTE PAFER WANTED !

6 ERNON-SMITH—"
V Billy Bunter paused as he
heard that name.

His fat hand was raised to tap at
the study door of Mr. Lambh, the art
master of Greyfrinrs., Bunter was in
search of his whack of waste paper.

Other fellows had already rooted
through most of the available
studies. Bunter had left it so late
that he had to glean, as it were, after
the others had reaped. That was
why he had rolled mp Masters’
Passage to Mr. Lamb’s study.

Lamb had lots of papers. Lamb,
the art master, did pen-and-ink draw-
inga for illustrated papers, of which
plenty lay about his study. Banter
ilid not see why Lamb should not let
him have a few. They were not, so
far ag Bunter conld see, of any value.

As Lamb, during the enforced
absence of Mr, Queleh, was taking
the place of the Remove master,
there was 1o reason why hLe shonld
not oblige a member of his Form,
Bunter was going to ask him, any-
how, A mle illustrated papers
would see Buntcr through. If he
found Lamb in a good temper, it
would be all right. And nine times
out of ten Lamb was found in a good
temper.

But as Mr. Lamb's voice reached
his ears from within the study, the
fat Owl of the Remove pau and

did not knock. Instead of using his
fat paw, he used his fat ears.

Lamb's voice was generally a mild
and inoffensive bleat. But when he
uttered the name of Vernon-Smith, a
hard note erept into it.

All the Remove knew that Lamb
had a very heavy down on Herbert
Yernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars. Moat of the fellows thunqﬂt
that Smithy had asked for it. He
had a feud on with Lamb—and if it
was true that Lamb had started it
with a savage outbreak of un ted
temper, it wos equally true that the
Bounder had Eciarrieﬂ it on wtlitth
systematic ragging ever since the
term had started.

And Smithy's rags were not of a
mild order. Tossing a bundle of
fireworks into Lamb’s window in the
middle of the night, and introducing
a bhulldog into the Form-rocom, wero
rather over the limit, evem in the
opinion of fellows rather given to
mg_f—ing. And the fact that Lamb
could pot pin the Bounder down for
these offences probably made him all
the more annoyed.

Billy Bunter grinned as he listened
to Lamb’s voice from the study. He
waa very curious to hear what Lamb
wag saying about the junior he dis-
liked. He wondered to whom Lamb
was saying it.

He knmew the next moment as he
heard the voice of Loder of the Bixth.
It was a Sixth Form prefect who
was discussing the Bounder with Mr.
Lamb in his study.

“I have no doubt of it, sir! I
have every reason to believe that
Vernon-Smith has gone out in the
black-out several times. I have not
actually a him, but I have no
doubt of it!"”

Lamb’s voice came again.

“ Vernon-Smith is the worst hoy in
my Form, Loder! I have heard that
he was so considered when My, Quelch
was here!™

“That is certainly so, air ¥

“I believe,” said Mr. Lamb, "that
he breaks out of bounds at night, I
may say that I am assured of ib
Such a bﬁ! should leave the school,
Loder! His influence over the other

must be bad. I think—"

door opened along Masters'
Passage, and Mr. Prout, the master
of the Fifth, rolled out of his study.

Billy Bunter’s fat ear was at onco
withdrawn from Lamb’s keyhole.

Bunter, sad to say, had no scruples
about nngziﬁngB‘ilu ormation by way
of a keyhole. But ke did not want
to be caught at it. The uences
would have been painful, %o. as
Prout appeared in the offing, Bunter
relinquished the keyhole at once and
tap on the door.

‘Come in !” came the Laml’s bleat.
The fat Owl opened the door.

Mr. Lamb was scated at o drawing-
board, with a brush dipped in Indian
ink in his hand. Loder was standing
by tém tabhle. Both had ccased to

“If you plessc, sir—" squeaked
Bunter,

“What is it, Bunter #** rapped Mpe
Lamb. The fat Owl could see that
Le did not like the interruption of his
talk with Loder.



“1f iun please, sir, we're having a

pﬂlper to-morrow, and we want
all the papet we can g‘et May I
have some of these, sir?” Bunter

indicated a pile of illuatrated maga-
zines on the table.

Mr. Lamb stared at him over his

ld-rimmed glasses. Perhaps, as

is drawings were published in those
magagines, he atta more value to
them than Billy Bunter did.

“No !" he snapped.

“I mean, as they're mno good,
gir—" n:}:!ain-ad Bunter.

“Take fifty lines, Bunter I”

I'I'E'h-FH'

“"Now gol”

“Oh!®

Billy Bunter went. He had not,
after all, been lucky enough to eatch
Lamb in a temper,

He shut the door
mured :

* Beast 1"

Lamb’s conversation with Loder on
the eubject of Vernon-Smith was
resumed. But the fat Owl had no
further chance of eavmﬂrnlapina
Prout was in the passage, talking
Mr, Capper, the master of the Fourth,
in his cﬁrtm}'.

Bunter rolled dismnﬂnlntel{‘ AWAY,

Lamb had let him down, like tga
beast he really was, in spite of his
usual soft and flufly ways. But
Bunter had to get waste paper from
somewhere. That unspeakable beast,
Bob Cherry, would boot him if he
went back empty-handed.

But the fat junior grinned as he
rolled out of Masters’ Passage.
knew what he was going to do.
Gerald was with Lamb—
Loder's study in the Sixth, therefore,
was unoceupied. Loder’s study, bein
unoceupied, was safe. Bunter rolle
off to the Sixth Form quarters,

He knew that there were available
ﬂuPrFHH there. Some of Gerald
Loder’s manners and customs were
better known to the juniors than to
the headmasfter, Bunter had no
doubt that a careful search of Loder’s
study would reveal two or three news-
pa of the “Racing Tips ™ and
“Bporting " variety, Loder
was a beast—he had often whopped
Bunter. It would be rather a lark
to bag his sporting papers.

Billy Bunter blinked round him
very cautiously through his big
spectacles, saw that the coast was
clear, and whipped into Loder’s study
in the Sixth.

Nothing in the nature of a racin
paper was to be seen at a casua
glance. Loder was not so incautious
as that. But the Peeping Tom of
Greyfriars knew a lot about Loder.
From under the cushion in the arm-
chair Bunter disinterred a pink
paper with the atiractive title of
* Bporting 3.” From behind a
row of school books on a shelf he
extracted a *“HRacing Calendar "—
guite a thick volume with a lot of
waste paper in it. From beneath the
blotter on the table he jerked a dail

tJmthall pn-:}lz

paper, open at the

fore he mur-

E?Hg&. Grinning, the fat Owl stuffed too

lunder under his jacket, and
left ]Eoder"a study as cautiously as he
Lad entered it.

Loder, discussing that bad boy,

EVERY SATURDAY

Vernon - 8mith, with Mr, Xamb,
remained in blissful ignorance of the
loss of his m;;fp&orting literature.

Billy B r, a8 he rolled away,
had mo doubt that Loder would
fearfully wild when he discovered
the loss. But he had no doubt,
either, that Loder would bear that
loss with silent resigmation, Racing
Eaperﬂ were not the kind of things
hat could be inguired after 9

Iﬂuﬁﬁn of 1:]1:_3 Eﬂh. iagnin far

after m 3
Loder w%uld not dare to a mﬁ:ﬂl‘ll:?lr:t
they were his if they turned up.

So the fat Owl felt quite safe as
he rolled away to the Remove passage
with his plunder,

———

IN BLACK AND WHITE !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!®
“Bag him [*
“Bump him !”

““Scrag him 1"

There were geven fellows in Stndy
No. 1 in the Remove when Billy
Bunter's fat face and, big spectacles
glimmered in at the door.

The Famous Five were there—and
Vernon-8mith and Tom Redwing,
On the study table stood the basket
—now full nearly to the brim. But it
gtill lacked Billy Bunter’s contribu-
tion—hence the remarks with which
the fat Owl was greeted as he blinked
into the study.

“1 say, you fellows——" began
Buunter.

“Yon fat, frowsting, frabjous
frump !” said Harry Wharton, “If

ou don’t shove your whack into the

ef—m-" ;

Bob Cherry rose to his fcet.

“Turn round, Bunter!” he said.

“Eh? Wharrer you want me to
turn round for?”

“Havent you come here to be
booted

“0Oh, really, Cherry—" Billy
Bunter jerked a pink paper in haste
from under his waisteoat, “I've got
lots! Look here!”

“Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Frank
Nugent, staring at *Sporting
Scoops.’” *“ Where on carth did you
dig up that rag?”

Better not let a beak sce you with
it " grinned Jolimny Bull,

“I'll watch it!” gaid Billy Bunter,
“I expect if it was found on me,
Loder would make out that it wasn't
his at all!”

E L3 MEI !JI
Wharton.

“I got it in Lis study ! explained
Buater, :

“ Does
Bounder.

“The knowfulness is probably not
terrific !” chuekled Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Well, he waz jawing with the
Peot Lamb in his study, so it's all
right,” said Bunter. won't make
a fuss about it—he, he, he! I've
anuvther ;:aper here—looks as if Loder
goes in for the football pools! That's
hmT!” And I've got something else,
Bunter produced the
Calendaz.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry, staring at it. *‘That must

exclaimed Harry

he know?” grinned the

" Racing

5

have cost Yoder three or four
ghillings.”

“Well, it's waste paper, ain't it?¥
sald Bunter.

"EEE, rathagh—if tlwar thi'.:'ie B‘l;ni
was aper, that is!"” agre b.
-II'B“tiPH g

“Let's have a look at that ! said
Vernon-Smith.

He jerked the *'Racing Calendar”
from Billy Bunter's fat paw.
ﬂl_Hmithj" waate‘intezﬂﬂate

ings—ns interest
Loder was.

Tom Redwing frowned as Swnithy
?Er.-nﬂd the volume and glanced into
i

in snech

as  Gorald

That kink of blackguardism in his
chum was irksome to XRedwing;
though, as he had a great capacity
for minding his own busincss, he said
little or nothing on the subject.

‘“‘Sporting Scoops ¥ and the foot-

ball poois paper were guickly re-
duced to nh,qu and mixed up with
the other contents of the basket.
Then the Famous Five looked expres-
sively at E‘]:Il-.‘.lﬂ:{

Bunter's methods of obtaining his
whack in the scent did not perhaps
wholly meet with their approval
Btill, Loder was better off without
such pernicious rubbish; and the
gooner a racing volnme was redueed
to fragments, the better for cverys
body concerned.

# d it over,
Hatrz Wharton,

But Smithy was not in a hurry to
hand it over.

He was gazing very intently into
that volume.

“I eay, you fellows, Loder was
with e Pet Lamb!” grinned
Bunter. “I heard them talking
about Smil:h{é]’;

Vernon-Bmith looked up

“ About me ?” he exclaime

“He, he, he! The Lamb’s got his
knife into you, old chap!” chuckled
Bunter. “I'Il bet you he knows it
was you who got that bulldog inte
the rm-room the other day—he
jolly well guesses, anyhow! He
jolly well knows that it was you who
chalked * Who's thb’{?' -on the
blackbonrd., Think e docsn't
guess P

“I meant him fo, so long as he
eanﬁ’t fix it on me!" gnid Vernon-
Bmith coolly. “If a Greyiriars
master chooses to be acquainted
with a ruffian like that man Nobb
Parker, he must expect to have it
rubbed in—after emacking a fellow’s
hend! But what about Lodcex?”

“I'll bet youn he’s getting Toder to
cop you!” said Bunter., “He was
telling Loder you break out at night!
So you jolly well do! You're an
awful blackguard, Smithy,
you? Ain't he, Redwing ™

Ledwing did not answer that
question. But  the  Bounder
answered, by picking up a cushion
ang]whiiuing it across the study.

0

Thepcm;hian enddenly cnveloped a
fat face, and Billy Bunter staggered
and sat down with o startling end-
denness.

Bump !

* Ooopoooogh 17 spluttered Bunter.
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“Took here, Smithy!” exclaimed

Harry \Wharton.
“Ow! I say, you [fellowsg—ow!®
roared Billy Bunter. “You beast,

smithy, wharrér you fancy you're up
to? ast 1”

Billy Bunley scrambled to his feet,
red with wrath., He grabbed up the
cuzhion, with a deadly blink behind
his big speetacles.

Buuter had been kuvocked over by
that cushion! Smithy was tgﬁiug. to
have it baek, as hard as Bunter could
send it.

e backed into the dn{:-rwnj-—-rf.-a%
for instant retreat as scon as he h

bugzed the cushion. Then he buzzed
it, good and hard.
I+ flew, and crashed! It missed

Vernon-Smith by about a yard, and
caught Johnny Bull under the ear.
Bunter was rather cack-handed in
these matters,

There was a fearful roar from
Johnny as he rolled off his chair and
dlistributed himseclf over the carpet
of Study No. 1.

“Oh erikey !’ gasped Bunter. And
le fled,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.

“Ogogh!” Johuny Bull sat up
dizzgily. “‘Ow! Woooh! Why, I—
[—I'll slaughter that mad ass!
Pil—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Johuny Bull serambled up.

But the mad ass had not remained
to be slanghtered. Billy Bunter had
vanished. _ _

Johnny glared round at six grin-
ning faces, Johnny did not scem to
see anything at which to grin. He
yubbed places that hud established
sharp contact with the floor, and
srunted,

“ Look here, hand over that muck,
and let's geb it torn up, Smithy !
exclaimed Horry Wharton, “Pretty
set of cads we should look if it was
seen in our study.”

The Bounder gave a jeering laugh,

“'This belongs to er !” he said.
*“And Loder’s after a ch:tp for kick-
ing over the traces. Precious sort of
i EﬁHnw to come the prefect, isn't
he:

“Loder's a rank rotter ! answered
Harry. “He would be jolly well
sacked if Dr. Locke knew what two
ot three dozen follows could tell him.
But never mind that—chnek that
muck over, and let’s get rid of it 1"

The Bounder grinned sourly.

“I'm keeping a page out of it as a
rouvenir ! he apswered. “Look at
that I

He beld out the spen volume for
inspection.

The Famous Pive stared at what
they saw. On the open page was a
list of horses. On the margin was
something written in Loder’s hand-
writing.

Evidently the bhlack sheep of the
Rixth had been stodying that
volume. Loder, among his sportin
friends in the Sixth, prided him
on knowing all about geegees. The
volume was well thumbed—Loder had
oiven it a lot of attention at various
times. And on that special page, he
had made some notes for his future
suidance. Loder’s notes ran;
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“Blue Bas’s a dork horse. Four
gnﬁes” thivd, three times second.
‘Harry Wharton blinked at that
crjrrlg.‘t;c inscription.

G hat's that—a puzzle? asked

. Ila, ha, ha I gelled Smithy,

“Well, if it isn’t a puzzle, what is
it?”" demanded Bob grufly. “I can’t
make head or tail of it.”

“You wouldn’t!”?
Bounder., *“Loder’a
Bag as a winnin e, you ass,
He's come in third four times, and
he’s come in sccond three times, so
jolly old Loder thinks it's time he

inned the
icked out Blue

came in first—and won! So he's
0414{1'.;3 hilril to back.” " 5
e incy saweep! rrunte
Johnny Bull. z
“ For ness’ sake tenr the rub-

hish uP.” exclaimed Frank Nugent.
*That’s enough to Loder sacked,
if the Head saw it ™

“Quite !” agreed the Bounder.

He coolly tore out the page with
the written-on margin, folded that
page, and packed 1t away in his
wallet. Then he tossed the volume
on the table.

“Get on with it,” he said.
done with, that—mow.”

The juniors looked at him—rather
grimly.

Tom Redwing's face was crimson.
He did not speak, but Harry
Wharton did, emphatically.

“You've no right to keep that,
Vernon-Smith.”

“Think not?” encercd the Bounder.

“You jolly well know you
haven't !” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Look here, let's tear that page up
with the rest.”

“T'll watch it!”

Harry Wharton rose to his fect.

“You can't keep that page,
Vernon-S8mith !” he said quietly.
“It's a dirty trick. It serves Loder
right to have his dingy rubbish torn
up, but keeping that page is dam-
gerous to him—and it's no bizney of

urs what a Sizth Form man does!

and it over!”

“No bizney of mine?” repeated the
Bounder, with a sneer. “Not when
our dear little Baa-Lamb has sct
him to cateh me ount, if he can ¥

“He can't catch you out if you
don't do anything to be canght out
at! If you play the goat, you can
take your chance.”

*“*Eo can Loder!” szaid the Bounder
grimly. “I've got it, in black and
white. Let Loder trail me all he
likes—lic may find a surprise at the
end of the trail! I'm lookimg after
Number One, and if you don’t like
it__"

“T don't!”

“Lump it, then !” said the Bounder
coolly.

He walked to the study door.

The Famous Five made a move-
ment, all together—half-inclined to
eollar him. But BSmithy Eh:]iﬁd
quickly out of the study, and walked
up the passage.

Redwing, with a crimson face, fol-
lowed him; and Harry Wharton &
Co. were left alone in Study No. 1.
They locked at one another.

ke Ilm

“No bizney of ours, I suppose
said Bobh Cherry at last.

And the remainder of the “Racing
Calendar ™ was reduced to fragments,
and added to the contents of the
basket.

JUST LIKE BUNTER !

¢ I erumbs ™
“That ass!”
“ Look IV

The whole Remove fairly gas
Every_ eye in the Form turned on the
blackboard and the chalked inscripe
tion thereon.

Only one member of the Form did
not seem startled. That one was
Billy Buuter.

_ Bunter grinned—like a fellow cn-
joying a joke.

“You blithering asa!” Peter Todd
w];l;is ;ﬁd in a fat car.

“You pott rpoige 1" mmttered
annnn-ﬂtpnitﬁ HERoN

“0Oh, rcally, Smithy—2>*

“Look out for squalls!” grinmed
Skinner.

“1 say, you fellows, I never did
it1” breathed Billy Bunter, in alarm.
sl ; don't youn get making out
that I did it !

“ Ass 1" gaid Bob Cherry.

“ Beast !"” hissed Bunter,

Mr. Lamb had let his Form in for
third school in the morning. Ho had
gone to his desk and so had not seen
what was on the blackboard, as it
stood on the casel facing the Foru.
He wounld zee it in a3 minute or two,
that was certain. All the juniors saw
it as they took their places. And—.
with the exception of Bunter—they
aw it with alarm.

In big sprawiing
chalked om the
words ¥

“WHOO'S NOBBEY, I'D LIEE
TO NO#

There was only one fellow in the
Greyfriars Remove capable of putting
up spelling like that Bunter was a
real ﬁlmiua at that qnme. If it was
possible, barcly possible, to misspell
a word, Bunter was not the moan to
migs that possibility! Bunter would
ask o fellow how many “k's " therc
were in " cacumber,” and put in two,
or even three, to make sure!

S0, as soon as they saw that
chalked inseription on board, all
the Remove kunew, of course, that
Bunter had done it.

Evidently, the fat Owl had got into
the Form-room in break, and left
that ﬂlﬂg on the blackboard to greet
Mr. Lamb's cyes in third school.

It was Bunter all over,

Smithy had been finding it no end
of a rag to rub in, as he called it,
the curious circumstance of Mr.
Lamb's uaintance with the man
Nobby—whose surname was Parker,
and who was caretaker at the chalet
Sea View on the cliff road, the other
side of the village of Friardale.

Parker was a stocky, pimply, un-
pleasant sort of man, low-browed and
surly and disagreeable. He looked,
in the Bounder's opinion, like a
gangster. He was certainly a curious
acquaintance for a Grevfriars master.

capital letters
?Joard, were the



But the Bounder lLad scen Mr
Lamb visit the sea-road clialet; hLe
had seen him po down into the nir-
raid  durout there with Nobby
Parker, and Le had bheard bim ad-
dress Mr. Parker by the familiar
nickname of “ Nobby.”

The fact that Mr. Lam)h was a man
with secrets to keep wonld not have
interested Smithy speeially, baut for
the fact that he hm{' a feud on with
the art master, who had started that
term  with Smithy by lozsing lis
temper and smacking Smithy sehead,
In the circnmstanees, it interestod
Smithy very much, and be made the
mast of it.

EVERY SATURDAY

So the fat Owl saw no reason what-
ever why he should not give Lamb a
taste of the Nobby of whom he dis-
liked so0 mnch to hear.

The juniors took their placcs—but
Bob Cherry, always pood-natured,
paused. A duster was hanging on the
peg of the blackboard, and Bob won-
dered whether there was o chance of
petting hold of it and rubbing out
tho inseription before it met the
Lamb's eves. Any other fellow conld
have chalked on the board without
heing spotted, but it was elear that
Bunter was going to be spotted,

“Oh, you fat chuwmp!” muttered
Bob, “You'll zet six for this, and

7

“Yon fat champ!” breathed Eob.
“I tell you—"

“Don’t you butt in, you checky
beast 1™

Bob jerked at his slecve.

Bunter held on to it. He wasn't
poing to let s inseription on tho
boord be wiped ont! Not Bunter!
So far as Bunter could sec—which
was not very far, even with the aid
of his big spectacles—it was as safe
for him to jape Lamb like this as it
was for Smithy! Bunter wasn't
going to have a checky ass butting
in!

Mr, Lamb glaneed up as Bob

lost his footing, and ianded with a terrific splash in the ditch !

The disconeerting question:
“Who's Nobby " hind been found on
the blackboard once before, It had
been found writtem on a sheet of
paper in Lamb's studv, It had been
calledd in at the Forw-room door,
And there was noe doubt that it made
the Tamb wild: That was why
Smithy did it!

It was like Bunier to follow the
Bounder's lead and give himszelf away
by &0 doing !

Lamb was o beast., He had given
Bunter fifty lines mercly for asking
him for waste paper He had doubled
those lines as they had net been
handed in.  Lamb did not ecem to
like Bunter much—whichh was re-
markable, Banter being such 0
charming fellow. But there it was—
lie did not like Lim !

Often and often the Tamb forgot
to ask a fellow for his lines. But he
never forgot to ask Vernon-Smith,
and he seldom forzot to ask Bunter.

vou know low the Lamb lays it on
when hie's shirty I

“He won't know who did it—
hesides it wasn’t me, you know. I
never eame into the Form-room in
break. The Lamb didn’t leave the
door unlocked, and I never.opened if
when I came in—I mean, when I
didn’t come in—"

“I'll rub it ont, vom fat nss, if
there's time ! whispered Bob.

He plapeed towards Mr, Lamb.

The little art master was taking
papers from his desk. He was not, at
the moment, giving his class atten-
tion.

Rob resolved to risk it.

He made a movement to cross to
the blacklLoard.

Billy Bunter grabbed Lim by lis
sleeve.

“Took here, you leave that alone !
ho hizssed. “Lamb won't know who
did it. It will make him sit up.
You leave it alone—"

jerked and Bunter pulled! He peered
at Lis elass over his glasses.

“Qrder, please!” he bleated.
“DPlease keep order, my boys! There
iz too much noise in this Form-room,
It has been complnined of! Cherry,
sit down at once.”

That did it!

Bob Cherry sat down, and the fat
Owl had to be left to his fate!

Bunter grinned at him triumph-
antly.

“ (hecky ass 1™ he whispered, * But-
ting in—yah !”

There was a chuckle among the
Form. Most of the Remove thought
that Bunter would soon bhe wishing
that he had let Bob butt in,

But it was too late now; Lamb had
left his desk, and was coming to-
wards the class. His look was quite
amiable—he was the Pet Lomb, mild
and ﬂu%]mt he generally was.
But the ove knew that the Pctb
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Lamb’s amiability was liable fo
break down very suddenly, and to
allow a “Eeﬂm temper to flash
out. And they expected it to happen
aa soon as he eaw what was on the
blackboard.

And they were right! As he came
within view of the front of the board,
Lamb glanced at it, and his face
hardened like iron, his eyes gleaming
over his glaeses.

He gave Bunter's inscription one
look, and ped back to his desk for
his cane. en he came towards the
Form again, and his hard, glinting
eyes fixed on the Owl of the Eemove.

“ Bunter !" he rapped.

Bunter jumped !

The beast was picking on him, after
all, Bunter did not know why.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” he gasped. “It
wasn't me, sir——"

“8tand out before the Form.”

“But I never—"

“8tand out at onee!*

“0Oh lor’ "

In the lowest spirits, Billy Bunter
crawled out before the Form., Evi-
dently it was not so safe as he had
supposed to follow in the footsteps of
the Bounder.

GETTING SMITHY !

R. LAMB swished the cane in
the air.

His eyes were fixed on the
pa!};it-nﬁng Owl of the Remove, with
a glint in them that gave the un-
ha Owl a chill.

'The Remove looked on — the
Bounder with a sneer on his face,
The man who ?IﬂjEﬂ the part of a
mild and lamb-like master, who was
looked om all through the school as a
silly ass, was giving himself away, in
Smithy’s npinion—ﬁ;)in away his
real natare, as he o id when his
angry, bitter temper was roused.
The wretched fat Owl blinked at him,
rather like a fat rabbit fascinated by
a particularly dangerous snake !

r. Lamb pointed to the black.
hoard with the cane,

“Yon chalked those words on the
board, Bunter ™

“QOh, no! gasped Bunter. “I—I
haven’t been 1in the Form-room, sir!
I—1 couldn’t get in, as the door was
locked——*

“The door was not locked.”

“"T—I thousht it was, when—when
T turned the handle, sir! T mean, I
never turned the handle! I was in
the tuckshop at the time. I—I've
never heard the name of Nobhy, sir!
Never in my life.”

“Who told you to chalk those
words on the board, Bunter?”

Yernon-Smith’s lip curled. The
Lamb was thinking of him, of course.

He was ready to let Bunter off, if lLe
could Eet. at the Dounder.
“Oh!  Noboedy, sir!” moaned

Bunter. “You sce, I never did it!
Besides, it was only a lark! T never
knew it would make you wild, sir!”
“You are the most stupid boy in
thiz Form, Bunter! I have no doubt
that some other boy induced you to
do this. Give me hiz name at once !”
Bunter blinked at him helplessly.
Nobody had put him up to it. He
hod perpctra that jest all on his
Tee Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,660,
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own. It was true that he had only
followed the Bounder’s example.
But the Bounder had known nothing
of it. Had he known, he would cer-
tainly have warned the fat and
fatuous Owl to steer clear of japing
the Lamb.

The Remove sat silent, but some
of them looked contemptuous,
was, in point of fact, asking Bunter
to sneak—a thing that Mr. Quelch
would never have dreamed of doing.
Not for the first time, the Remove
compared Mr. Lamb very unfavour-
ably with their old Formi-master.
There were many Ffellows in the
Form who wished fervently that
Ferrers Locke, the detective, would
succeed in finding their kidnapped
Form-master; they had had enough
of his substitute.

Mr. Lamb swished the cane again.

Billy Bunter's podgy knees knocked

er

You had better tell me the facts,
Bunter!” he said grimly. “I am
quite assured that you did not think
of this yourself.”

Lamb was ql:lita right in that.
Bunter had picked up thig jape from
the Bounder; certainly it mnever
;ra?ai‘fjld have evolved out of his own fat

“It—it wasn't nobody—I—I mean,
anybody!” groaned Bunter. “Be-
sides, I never did it, sir! I was in
my study when I came here—I mean,
when I never came here. I—I didn't
want to make you wild because yon
gave me lines, gir! I—I like lines!”

Mr. Lamb watched him like a cat.
All the Remove could see that he was
not going to cane Bunter if he could
get at Vernon-Smith. Otherwise,
certainly the fat Owl was for it, good
and hard.

“ Who mentioned this name to you,
Bunter 7" asked Mr. Lamb, indicat-
ing the name on the blackboard with
the cane.

“N-n-nobody, sir!
heard it before.”

“That name,” said Mr. Lamb, “is
the name of a man who was empl
as a gardener at Oakshott School
when was a master there. His
name is Parker, but he was nick-
named Nobby by the boys. He is
now employed as a carctaker at some
geaside house. For some reason,
some boy in this Form thinks it is

I—I're never

annoying to me to repeat the man's
name. It has been done on several
occasgions.™

The Remove listened to that with
attention. It was a simple enough
cxplanation of the fact that Mr.
Lamb was unainted with the care-
taker at Sea View.

But the Bounder had a mocking
look in his . In his view, it was
the best Lamb could do to explain a
circumstance that could no longer be
kept a secret, as he had desired.

“Now.,” went on Mr. Lamb, “I do
not intend to permit this impertin-
ence to continue. Tf you have been

uilty of those repeated tricks,

nter—"

“{Oh, no!” howled Bunter in alarm.
“It wasn't me last time! This i1z
the first time I've done it, sir—and I
never did it, either! Never thought
of such a thing, I was in the tuck-

Lamb ga

ghop when I was in my study—1
mean, I was in my study when I waa
in the Form-reom—that is, I—I
mean—-—="

“It was not you who wrote similar
words on the blackboard last week #2
asked Mr, Lamb.

“No fear! I—I mean, no, sirl?
Bunter. “I never did, and I
wish I hadwn’t now——Oh lox’ I

“Then who was it?” asked Mr.
Lamb.

“T—I—T don’t know, gir " eroaned
Bunter. “I—I haven't the guggieat
iden ! I—I think it was a—a—a
fellow in another Form, sir! Perhaps
it was Loder, or—or Coker, or—or
somebody, sir !

“1t is perfectly clear to me, Bunter,
that this foolish trick was put into

%ﬂur foolish head by another hng
ou have merely followed his
example.”

“Oh crikey!” Buntor,

blinking at him. This seemed rather

like magic to Bunter., He could not

imagine how Lamb had guessed that.
“1a that the case, Bunter??

“Oh, yes! I mean, no! I never
knew Smithy—->"

“Vernon-Smith " Lamb snapped
on the name,

“Oh, no! I never meant to sa

Smithy, sir I gasped Bunter, in su
a state of terror and confusion by
this time that he hardly knew what
he was auging at all. “I never knew
it was Smithy—I never heard him
tell Skinner. Did I, Skinner?”
Harold Skinner anawered that
question only with a deadly glare.

“I think we have arrived at tha
truth now,” eaid Mr. Lamb grimly.
“Bunter, as you have only followed
the ezample of another boy iv your
usnally foolish manner, you may go
back to your place.”

“Oh!" pasped Bunter. He almost
bounded back to his place.

“Yernon-Smith, you will stand out
before the Form ! said Mr. Lamb.

Vernon-Smith gave the fat Owl of
the Remove an expressive look, in-
dicative of trouble %o come, and
ste out.

Lamb fixed his eyes on him,

“I shall not ask wyou, Vernon-
Smith, whether it was you who
I]]!ijfﬂ these re]:‘ented impertinent
tricks,” he said. " You would answer
me untruthfully, as I am well awarc,
The fact is established now, and I
shall punish youn.”

He pointed to a desk with hiz cane.

“Bend over that desk, Vernon-
Smith | His voice came in almost
a snarl, and he swished the cane.

The Bounder, in savage silence,
bent over the desk. The fact, as the
Lamb said, was established now—
what he had euspected before, he
knew; and Smithy bhad to face the
music.

Six strokes rang through the Re-
move room; they rang loud and
sharp. Mild little man as Mr. Lamh
generally looked, he packed a lot of
muscle. He put most of it into that
awipin%

Smithy was hard as pails, but his
face was white when it was over.

uelch had never laid on the cane
like that in the Form-room. Smith
certainly had asked for this; but



there was a streak of cruclty im the
Lamb, and it eame out in that whop-
ping. When it was over, the Bounder
went guietly back to his place—with
a white, set face.

Mr. Lamb laid down the cane, took
the duster, and wiped the blackboard
clean; then he turnced to his Form—
the amiable Pet Lamb again.

“Now,” saxid Mr. Lamb, “we will
commence. We have lost time; we
wust work all the hirder for it—
what ?”

Most of the jumiors were relieved
to see the Pet Lamb his mild and
docile self again. Third achool went
throngh without another spot of
trouble—only the Bounder sitting
with a pale, savage face.

When the Form went out, after
the hour, Lord Maunleverer ambled
into the quad after the Famous Five.
His lordship had a very scrious ex-
pression on his face.

“That man’s a rank rotter, you
men ! gaid Mauly, shaking hiz head.
“He's the limit! He’s the ountside
{‘."dgﬂ! He makes me ill !

nd Mauly ambled on, having de.
livered himself of that opinion.
With which opinion Harry arton
& Co. were in full accord.

THE PAPERCHASE !

¢ EEL fit, Smithy "
F “Why not?” snapped the

Bounder,

“Oh, all right!” anid Harry Whar-
ton nmicably. *“But if you'd rather
not run as har¢-—"

“I'mn going to rum !”

“0.K.1” said the eaptain of the
Hemove.

Harry Wharton earcefnlly took no
notice of the Bounder's unpleasant
manner. It was some hours since
that eavage whopping in the Form-
room, but it was quite plain that
Herbert Vernon-8mith was still feel-
ing it.

Smithy and Wharton had been
sclected as hares in the paperchase;
and some fellows, perhaps, might
hove gwfﬂrﬂd to be excused ofter
what Smithy had had that morning.
But he was wolcome to have his way.

“Think I'm made of puttyr”
growled Vernon-Smith. I enan stand
a licking, I hope, without doing o
song and donce abont it !"

“It wos a bit tough——"

“Yes,” said the nnder, between
his tecth, “it was tongh! The rotter
made a point of that after frighten-
ing that fool Buater into giving me
away. I'll get even with him !

“He's a rotter!” snid Harry.
“Even old Mauly can't stand him. 1
wish old Quelch was back !

“0Oh, we shan’t see Quelch again
in o lurry!” sneered the Bounder,
“That mau Ferrers Locke is supposed
fo be in search of him—and it's well
known that he was kidnopped by
Slim Jim, the eracksman—and Locke
can’t do a thing. Last week there
was nnother crib eracked near Conrt-

ficld—Slim Jim at it again, Locke
must be a fool !
“Hardly that,” said Harry, “But

he doesn’t seem to be having much
luek, if he really is at work on the
case. Slim Jim isn't easy to catch—

EVERY SATURDAY

nobody has cver seen hia face, excopt
poor old Quelch—and he's taken jolly
care that Quelch docsn’t get a

chauce of pointing him out. ell,
it’s about fime we got going. Win-
gate’s poing to a%nrt. us at the

g‘.ﬂtl:'ﬂ £

“Hold on 2 minnte!” said Vernon-
Smith. “Mind if Reddy runs with
me—and you in the packs”

Wharton pnused a moment.

“0.K., if you like, old bean!” he
gaid, “I'll tell Redwing. He's a
goo(i man on a run—and I'd just as

soon be with my friends.”

Wingate of the Sixth started the
run at tho school gates—which were
to be “home ™ after the run. Harry
Wharton had marked out the course
of the run, and it did not occur to
him that the Bounder had any iden
in his head of changing that course
after he had started. That the
Bounder counld do if he liked, if his
fellow-liare made no demur—the pack
had to, follow the paper trail wher-
ever it led.

All the Remove gathered omtszide
the gates, even to Fisher T. Fish,
Skipuer, Bneop, and Billy Bunter.
Every man in the Remove had tfo
join np. But it was probable that
the wenker brethren would tail off
fairly carly. Billy Bunter certainly
WaB {ikeljr to disappear at the very
first favourable opportunity. ‘Ten
vards was about as much as Bunter
wanted—ten feet would have snited
him better.  Peter Todd had pro-
miscd to run behind him and hel
Lim with his boot, and the fat Ow
wns already watching for a chanee
to dodge Toddy's cye.

Yernon-Smith and Tom Redwing,
with their bags of scent slung over
their shonlders, stood ready. _

At the sigmal from the riars
captain, they started at a swinging
trot down Friovdale Lane.

Ten minutes’ start was allowed.
Then Wingate's signal sct the pack
in_motion.

The whole Remove went swooping
down the lane—the Famous Five anc
other stronuons fellows in the lead,
guch as Saquiff, Tom Brown, Mark
Linley, ﬂgit;{, and Penfold. After
them streamed the rest of the pack—
Billy Bunter ﬂraniug immediately to
the rear—and Peter Todd dropping
after him and giving him the
womised arsistance which restarted
hﬂ].'lfﬂr to the nccompomiment of n
fiendish yell,

The hares, out of sight in the
winding Iane, ran on lightly. Tom
Redwing’s face was bright and

cheery. e was enjoving tie run in
the Lkeen, fresh aiv on o fine after.
noon_with a touch of spring about,
Emithy's face was not so bright. - He
was fecling somo eharp twin
Mr. Lamb’s ecane, and there wore
Littcr thoughts in his mind and
bitter feclings in his heart.

“This woay, Smithy!” called out
Redwing, as they reached the stile in
the lane, which gave on the footpnth

throurh Friardale Wood. The
Bounuder was running on  towards
Friavdale.

“Come on!” called out Vernon.
Smith over his shoulder.

Redwing cut after him.

“ Wharton mapped it out by Pegg

from Y
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and up the other side of the Bark to
the bridge, Smithy ™ he said. .

“I've mapped it out again since
then.”

“Qh, all right !”

“We ean get to Pegg by the sea-
road,” said Smithy, us they ran on
towards Lthe village.

“Well, that’s not so * gaid
Tom, rather perplexed. “There's a
wind from the sea, and the trail may
get seattered on the open clifis.”

“They can take their chance of
that !™

“Well, yes; but—"

“0Oh, come on!” the
Bounder.

It dawned on Tom Redwing that
Smithy had some special reason for

oing by the sea-rond. He did not
or the moment eness what it was.

They trotted omn, skirting the
village, laying the paper trail across
the meadows. From the meadows
they cmerged into the cliffi road—tlio
sea on their left shining blue in the
winter sunshine, On their right, ns
they ran, was a fenee, barring off
fields from the road, and here and
there the garden of some seaside
bungalow,

Yernon-Smith slowed down as they
eame abreast of the gate of Sea View,
Eﬂck from the ruittl stood 1-hl:i chalet.

stocky, pimply man who was
smoking a pipe ipu the veranda stared
across at them, and scowled.

Mr. Parker, the caretaker of Sca
View, knew Vernon-Smith by sight.
Some distance from the house, farther
back, was the grassy mound that
camounflaged the air-raid dugout
among the hawthorns and poplars.

“That’'s the place, Reddy !" eaid
Vernon-Smith, *“That's the dugont
where I saw Lamb go down with that
man Parker—whom le calls Naobby!
That’s the blighter in the veranda
yonder! Looks the sort of acquain-
}mguc fur n Greyfrinys master, docsn’t
e

“Well, if he was employed af a
gchool where Lamb had a job, I sup-
posc Lamb would speak to the man
1f he saw him.” ;

“Do you believe that yarn?”
snecved the Bounder,

“Well, yes, I sup 80."

“Then you're a silly mug I

“All right, Let's get on; we'rvo
wasting time,” said Redwing, with a
glance back along the sca-rond. *'We
den’t want to pet caught half-way
out, Smithy.”

"ﬂﬂlﬂﬂ on ™

“Bmithy,” shouted Tom Redwing,
as Vernon-Smith coolly threw open
the pate and ran inte the chalet

avden, “stop! Yon can’t go across
there! It’s trespassing, Bmithy—and
you know how savage Lamb was when
Vharton—"

“Come on, I tell you!”

Giving the house a wide berth, the
Bounder ran on towards the air-raid
dugout, seattering the scent as he
went,

Tom Redwing nnderstood now what
was in his chum’s mind. Eimpl;tr
beeause he was convineed that Lamb
desired to his saequaintance
with Nobby as dark as he could
Smithy was going to lead the whole
Itemove across the gardens of Bea
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View—for where the trail led, the
hounds had te follow. 'There was
gﬂing to be a rush of custom, so to
gpeak, that aftermoon at the usually
lonely chalet on the sca-road by the

clifs.
“Smithy,” Redwin tEI‘lﬂlltE{] in the
s, If his chnm

gateway, “ come

The Bounder ran om,
did not follow, he war going omn alone.

But Hedwing, after a brief pause,
followed. Actually, there was no
barm doue in crossing the acre of
round that surrounded the chalet.
+ was uncultivated, cxcept in one
spot where the carclaker grew vege-
tables, and in awvother where therc
was o chicken run. Still, it was
private ground, and Smithy certainly
ought not to have enfered it without
leave. Neither would hie have done
g0, but for hiz feud with the Pet
Lamb.

Redwing ent after his chum at to
speed. The sconer they were out o
those forbidden precinets, the better,

From the veranda of the chalet
came a roar of wrath as Mr. Parker
beheld the two schoolboys one after
the other, streaking acress, right
under Lis cyes,

My. Parker threw down his pipe
and rushed down the steps from the
;rcirnmln. rather like a lion from his
|,

Tom Redwing put on a spurt and
rejoined his chum, And affer them,
with his pim§]3’ face crimson with
wrath, came Nobby Parker, raging.

UNPLEASANT FOR PARKER !

HE Bounder chuckled breath-
lessly aa he looked round over
his ahoulder.

“Come on—quick!” panted Red-
wing.

“This way!” grinned Bmithy.

He did not head diveetly across the
ground to the hedge of the meadow
on the farther side. He trotted round
the mound that covered the air-raid
shelter.

Redwing ran b
and impatient, e was anxious to
et away as quiekly as possible.
The Bounder was not., The red rage
in Mr. Parker's foer, astern, did not
worry Smithy; it only amused him.

- Bmithy laid the paper trail round
the clump of poplars that w round
the dugout. On the farther side,
away frowm the road, e came to a
halt. He pointed to a green-painted
door, sunk in the side of the mound,

Lhis side, angxy

“That's the colranee,” he said.
*“'Fhat’s where I saw Lamb go down
with Parker ™

“For woodness’ gake, come on 1”

“ 0k, that blighter won't catch us
in & hurry ™ said the Bounder coolly
'Uhe juniors could hear the panting
hreath of Nobby ecoming reund the
viound after them. But the great
mags of earth lid iim from sight for
the moment. “Take him  round
awain, shall we?”

“Let’s got outl”

“What's the hureys”

“Yon utter ass!” exclaimed IRea-
wing. “ man will report this at
the school. He did before, when
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Wharton and his friends wore here,
though they only took shelter from
the rain in his veranda.”

“Let him report! Hallo, here he
comes ™

Parker came panting round.

The Bounder waved a cheery hand
at him aud storted off again,

_The juniors ran on, completing the
circle of the mound. Then the
Bounder struck off towards the chalef.

“Smithy " panted Redwing.

_The Bounder laughed and cut on,

his reluctant chum with him.
Parker, in his turn, left the mound
behind and rushed after them.

The stocky man was fairly active,
but the schoolboys were casily able
to keep ahead. They ran pmst the
front of the house, scattering the

per trail, and circled cntirel
round the building. If the pack
followed the trail—as they must—
Mr. Parker was booked to see guite a
lot of the Greyfriars Remove that
afternocon.

Parker, ting and spluttering,
raged ou the track of the hares,
Having circled the house, tha
Bounder at last cut off fowards the
distant hedge at the back.

* Oh, my hat!" he ejaculated, as the
hares drew near it.

The hedge was thick and high. On
the near side of it was a wide and
d ditch, half-full of flowing water
and thick with mud, From the road
that ditch was uot visible. But it
th&ag:;me visible as the hares drew near
o it.

“Oh, you ass, Smithy !” exclaimed
Redwing, “We can’t jump that
with the hedge on the other side I

“We've got to pet out somehow !
Parker doesn’t look as if he wants us
to stay !” chuckled the Bounder,

He ran along the edge of the ditch,
looking for a practicable crossing.
But this lost ground, and gave Mr.
Parker n chance of cutting across
and ﬂgeti;ing to close quarters.

“Here you are " exclaimed Smithy.

He stopped, spotting a gap in the
hedge on the farther side of the
flowing ditch. By taking a little run,
it was possible to leap ncross at that
point.

But there was now no time cither

for taking a ram or a jump!
Mr. Parker was arriving on the spot,
full pelt.
He roshed straight at Vernon-
Smith and grasp him by the
shoulder.

The Bounder, without the slightest
hesitation, struck at him, thumping
him on the chest with a thump that
made the stocky man stagger.

“Handa off, you rat!” snapped

Smithy.
“Keep back, my man " exelained
Redwing. “We're going——>"»

Parker did not heed him. Ifo
ataggered back three or four paces
under the Bounder’s hefty thump;
and then, recovering himself, rnshed
at Vernon-Smith again, his clenched
fists up his face flaming with rage.

The Bounder side-stepped with
lightning rapidity. He was standing
almost on the cdge of the ditch.
Parker, checked himself, on the very
Terga..

ut, as liec checked hiz rush and

med on E!iekllnung]er, Iﬁ“ﬁ'ﬁmﬂ
& a quie n i
again, gtgzting ﬁbﬁ Parker un}:lm:'
the chin.

Parker recled back, lost his footin

on the muddy edge of the ditch, an
fell in backwards.

‘There was a terrific splash as he
landed iz the ditch. The water flew
up almost in a water-spont,

“Oh!” gasped Redwing, aghast.

The Bounder gave a hreathless

laugh.

“fl"]mt’n that!” he panted. *“ Come
on [*

Mr. Parker, rolling over in the
diteh, spluttered and howled. There
was a good foot of water, over a foot
of mud, and Parker sat up in it,
streaming.

Redwing stared at him in dismay.
The man was a surly brute, but that
did not alter the fact that the school-
boye were crossing his land without
leave, and laying a trail for about
twenty other fellows to follow.,

“0Oh, Smithy, you ass!” breathed
Bedwing, “There will be a fearful
row about this—-"

“Think I was going to let that
ruffian lay his paws en me?” ana!pPEd
the Bounder. “Don't be o fool P

“Yurrrooogh!' came spluttering
from Mr. Parker, as he strove to drog
himself to his feet, squelching
fmnti{:allly in mud and water.
“Uyrrgh! I’ limb yer! Urrgh!”

“Arc you coming, ?Bedr}y, you fat-
head 7"

The Bounder, heedless further of
the spluttering ond squelching ecare-
taker of Sea View, took a guick run
and cleared the ditch with a bound.
He landed in the gap in the hodge,
and then ran into the meadow.

“Come on, you dunimy!” he
shouted. waving his hand Roed-
wing.

Tom followed him, leaping the
ditch and landing in the gap.

Vernon-Smith, grinning, looked

hack through the gap at Nobby
Parker.

Parker was crawling out of the
ditch on the other side, gasping for
breath, streaming with water, and
breathing mud snd fury.

He stood up, locking a deplorable
object, wet and muddy, clothed in
mud as in a garment.

The Bounder laughed lond and
long. Mr. Parker, in%:i_a opinion, had
got just what he had asked for; and
as for possible consequences, the

recklezss Bounder dismissed them
from his mind.
Parker went sqguelching away

towards the chalet, leaving a tvail of
mud on the grass. §

Smithy, locking after him, was
still langhing.

Suddenly he ceased to laugh, and
canght Redwing by the arm.

“Duck ! he whispered.

“What——"

“Quick 1"

He dragged Redwing down into
cover of the hedge.

Redwing sfam%lp ab him in amazed
inquiry.

Smithy pointed through nn inter-
stice in the hedge.

“ Look I he breathed.



*But what—"

“The jolly eld Lamb

“Oh ¥ pasped Tom.

He looked across the field, past the
chalet, towards the sca-road,
figure was visible on  the wond,
stnppi‘l_:g at the gate. The sunshine
gleamed on gold-rimmed glasses.

It was Mr. Lamb, the art master of
Greyfriars. 2

The Bounder gave 0 sneering
Inugh as Redwing starced through the
ledge at the distant fignre of the
T'et Lamb.

“He’s here again ! he said, “This
seems to be his favourite walk on
Jalf-holidays! He seems to like to
see that pimply blighter who was &
pardener at Oakshott when he was

there—what?  What's his gawme,
Teddy 2"
*No business of ours—for goodness’

sake, let's got ont of this I” muttered
liedwine. “By gum, thongh, the
other fellows will be coming on—

—"

“Niee for Lamh!™ grinned
Bouader. “His visit won't be very
private this time—lc's dropped in,
right between the bares and the

ck! Half the Remove will gec him
iore this time! Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Ol, come on !” muttered Redwing.
He wus quite dismayed at the ont-
come of hie chum’s recklessness,

“Keep vwour head low!” eaid
Smithy. “The hedge will cover us!
'That ruflian Parker doesn’t know oue
names—I don't sce how he’s going to
report ma at Greyfriars; but if Lamb
gpotted nse—*

“Comc on "

Keeping theiv heads low as they
ran, the two schoolboys ent acvess the
mendow, dropping scattered paper
Lehind, and in a few minutes,
serambleld over a stile inte o Inne.
"Then they trotted on—the Bonnder in
gpreat glee—Iledwing wondering what
on ecarth wonld Lappen when the
Greyfriara pack arrived at Sea View
and enme on Mr, Lamb there!

e —

MR. LAMB HUNTS COVER !

M Ii. LAMBE, at the gate of Sea

View, mnttered an exclama-
There was a st

tion of annovance.
wind from the
sca, blowing rather hard on the road
along the elifis, and—for some reason
miknown to Mr. Lamb—it was
seattering fragments of paper, scveral
of whieh blew inte hiz face.

Lamb had not come from the diree-
tion of the school, threngh Friardale,
Had he doue so, he would doubtless
have scen something of the hares or
the honnds.

He had come from the opposite
dircetion—from the village of Yegg,
ou the coast, That meant that
Mr. Lamb had walked across to Pegg
first, and storted towards the chalet
from the Pegg end of the sca-road.
Whicl, if anyone hnd obscrved it,
would certainly have borme out the
Bounder’s belief that Lamb desired
to keep his visits to the lonely chalet
» secret. He had lefé the schiool im-
medintely after lunch and taken n
roundabont conrse, which covered at

Mr. Lam
there'll be a crowd bLere soon, and -

tlie.

EVERY SATURDAY

lenst three miles instend of ome and
a half.
0f the Ilemove

perchase ho
Lkuow nothing, unlesa

romemberoed

A Billy Bunter’s request for wasto

Certainly ke

aper the day before.
rap ¥ that

wonld mnever have gu
Smithy was leading a paperchase
across the field surronnding Yiew
—after several fellows in the Remove
had been severely punished for tres-
]‘mnﬁing at that apot.

®o Mr. Lamb had ne idea why
fragments of paper were flying about
in tho wind from the sca, only he wasz
anuoyed wlien they blew into his
face.

Ho opened the gate and went in,
letting the gote swing shut behind
him. Then his eyes fell on o dismal
and bLedraggled fignre coming across
the field.

He staved at the muddy Mr. Parker
over the golu-rimmed glasses, wldch
really did not scom to
nevil to improve his vision,

* Parker was coming away from the
diteh, squelching mud at every step,
aud clawing mud from his face as he
CHINC,

Mr. Laml hurried towards him,
He noticed, though without specially
Leeding. that o lot of those fragments
of paper were blowing about the
field. He broke into a run and passed
the air-raid shelter, meeting Mr,

sarker on the farther side of it.

“What hos happened?” snupped
Lamb. There was no trace of the
amiable I"'et Lamb about lum now.
'Chat ontward aspect was kept for
Grreyiriays. :

Parker spluttered.

“Two of them young rips!™ he

asped. “One of them “as been hexe

fore—I know his face, though I
don't know his name. Not onc of
them five that t{lﬂu copped—the one
that was with them and got away!
He's ti pped mo into the ditch—
urrrggh! Look at me !”

“A Greyfriors Doy!” exclaimed
Mr. Lamb. “A Tlemove boy if he was
with Wharton and his friends that
day! Where is he now? I saw nmo
one on the road—~"

Parker pointed to the hedge at the
back of tho ficld.

“That's the way they went—two of
*om, blow 'em! One was a quiet lad
enough—Lut the othor—I'11 limb him,
if I pet my "ands op him! Tipping a
covey into a ditch—"

“I shall inquire iute this at the
school 1 said Mr, Lamb, between his
closed lips. “Wharton and Lis friends
Lave already taken warning not to
come here again—I shall see that
others do the same.”

“1 fancy there'll be some more of
them coming along!” grunted Mr.
Parker, as e clawed nt mud.

“What ! Why ?” snapped Mr, Lamb.

“Jt's 0o rchase!” grunted
Parker, “Ain't you scen the trail
across. the field? There'll be a 'ole
crowd along ‘ere soon, yon can lay to
that !”

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr, Lamb.

His eyes shot round towards the
ropl. At the same time, he made p
morement to get inte cover, placing
the dugont mound between him and

3

the road. If a whole erowd of Grey-
frinra fellows weore about to come
whooping nlong thnt road, Mr. Lamb
did not want to be & couspicuous
object on the landscape when they
came.

The road, for the moment, was bare
and deserted. But, ns he looked,
bobbing heads over a low fence in the
distance eaught his eye.

A number of fellows were running
up the road, thougzh the femce hid
them from sight, se far, with the ex-
coption of the heads that bobbed into
view from moment to moment.

Mr. Lamb starcd for a moment or
two, Lis fenturcs sctting hard, lie
ﬂrei plintine, his teeth shutting to-

er,

He knew now what had happened ;
the paper trail led from the gale,
across the field to the hedge at the
back. In a minute or two, the Grey-
friars pack would be at the gate—
and whether they entered or not, they
would have o full and elear view
nerogs the field. Unless he kept in
cover, he would bLe scen. Dozens of
eyes wonld spot him therce—which

r. Lamb, for good reasons of his
own, desired to aveid.

He backed farther out of view,
behind the grassy mound. His face
was dark with rage. But he had had,
ns » matter of fact, a lncky cscape of
being spotted already. - Had he been
a minuto or two later « b the gate, he
must have been seen by the pack
streaming up from Friardale.

“'Ere they come ! Parker left off
seraping mud for the moment. “You
can "ear thom now !”

“They will' not cross the ficld
muttered Lamb., *They know that it
is trespassing, and—"

He broke off. The hares had dis-
regarded that comsideration, amd it
was only too likely that the hounds

(L]
.

wounld do the same. ‘They had to
follow oun the trail, or clse give up the
run half-way out. The hares, cer-

tainly, should not have laid the trail
where they had laid it. But they
had done so—anidl a keen k were
not likely to turn back—all the more
beeanse there obviously was no harmn
in crossing a weedy, unenltivated
field.

“They'il come, all right!” grunted
My, Parker. *“Cut across to the
'‘ouse, and lic low till they've gone!”

“Fool " was Lamb's reply to that.

He noted, at a glance, that he had
ne time to cut across to the chalet
and dodge indoors before the leaders
i}l!_' the pack reached the gate and saw

im.

“They'll be “ere in n matter of
minntes!” grunted Parker. “That
young rip laid his trail vight round
the dugout, and round the ‘ounse, too
—they’ll be coming right round this
"Erﬁ_""_'_”

Lamb Lreathed hard,

“T will make them sorry for this,
later !" he said, between his teeth.
“But they must not sece me here—it
wonld make too much talk. It is
ras Eunugh—I will go down, and you
follow and tell me when the coast is
clear, I have to po down into the
dugout, in any easc—it matters
little.”
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“O0.K. 1" said Mr, Pavker. "“But I
tell you, if they come in at that there
gate, some of them will be sorry for
themselvea when I lay my 'and on a
atick !

Pavker hurried across to the house.

Unheeding him, Mr. Lamb stepped
down to the green-painted door, and
nitlocked it. It scemed that he had
a key to the air-raid dupout at Sea
View, as well as the caretakor,

Quickly he opened the door.
Within, all was black, hut the
rlimmer of light from outside re-
vealed the head of o wooden stair-
case,

The door snapped shut with a
spring lock. Then Mr, Lamb touched
a awitch, and an clecirie light shone
out on the wooden staircase.

The dugout was supplied with
clectricity, by 2 sunken wire from the
chalet. 'i‘he art master of Greyfriavs
descended the wooden stair, passed a
door that was locked and helted on
:he outside, and cntered o swall room,
with wooden matchboard walla.

If Herbert Vernon-Smith, whoso
suspicions of the art moster werve
dleep though vague, had heen able to
wituess his next action, Smithy's sus-
picions might have taken a wmore
definite formn. For Mr. Loamb’s next
action was to pull aside a square of
carpet, unscrew a short section of
board in the wooden floor, and then
to take a packet from an inside
voeiet, which he dropped into iho
cavity heneath the flooy.

et e

A SPOT OF TROUELE !

L HAT cheeky ass—"
“That ehump—"-
“*That tevrifie goat-——"

The Famous Five were decply
ruasperated,
They gathered at the pate of Sca

View, whoere the paper trail had led
threm.  They stured over that pate,
with deep feelings. More and move
vellows came streaming 11‘}] the road,
and joined them there, There was o
veneral hald at the zate.

At that distanee from the school
the pack had thinned down.  Billy
Bunter had been the fixst to dedge,
the mement Toddy's cazle cye was off
himi. Ekinner and Booop and Fisher
T, Fisl had not heen long after lim,
Uther fvllows had dropped out. Bub
twenty juniorvs were atill on the run,
anid most of thom rathered at the
rate—starine over it ot the paper

trail that led acress  forhidden
eonntry.

“The  dummy ™ said Hany
Wharten. “That's why he wanted to

drop me and take Redwing, 1 should
have stopped Lim at this -ame.”

“YWe can't zgo aeross ! said Frank
Nugent. *‘That surly brute Parker
will iz fromble, and it means
anotiier row with Lomb ™

“The terrvifie o2ss ought fo e
hooted I said  Hurree Jamset Roamn
Singh. “DBut the chuckiulness of the
ran i3 nob the proper caper !

“No fear Y sand Jonnny Bull,

“We've got to keep on 1™ said Peter
Tadd.

“Can't chueck it at {hiz 1" deelared
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Tom Brown, “Dash it all, there's no
harm in  cutbing across—nothing
growing in the fields but weeds—"

“Come on !* said Bquiff, putting his
hand to the pate.

Harry Wharton stood angry and
uncertain.

This was just one of the Bounder's
wild tricks, He had deliberately led
thie chase across Sea View, beeause he
knew that Lamb had some reason for
wishing Greyfriare fellows to sicer
clear of the place. O, rather, he did
not know it, but only suspected it.

Certaiuly, the Famous Five be-
lieved that the Bounder was right on
that point—Lamb did object, for
some mysterious reason. He had
punished the whole Co. with
vory unusual severity, on a
complaint from Parker,
though they had only taken
shelter from the rain under
the veranda roof.

But that was all the more §
reason for steering clear of
the place. The Famous Five
were mobt  secking trouble
with Lamb, if the Bounder
was.,

“Can’t go round and pick §
np the trail again,” said Bob B

werry.  “Might as  well
chuek up now, as try that
on i

“We've got to keep on!
arowled lsover  major.
“Why the thump not?
Nothmg in that ficld to
damage that I ean sce ! _

“1 know that!™ prunted |
the ecaptain of the KHemove. [
“But it's the garden of ihat iij
chalet, though it's only a '
rough field. The earetaker
will make a fuss, and it
means a row with Lamb.™

“Blow the caretaker [
rrowled Bolsover major.

“Aund blow Lamb!®
Ooilvy,

“There’s the man!” said
Harry, aa My, Parker camc
in sight from the house, with
a big stick under his arm.

“By gpum! Looks as if he
wants a wash ¥ said Russell.

“Logks as if he's had one,
in mud! grinned
Cherry. “1 wonder if that
wad ass Smithy has been haviog
trouble with him?"

"Smithy all over!” said Nuwent,
“Tf there's any trouble lvinge ground,

said

frust Smithy to pick it up. Ave we
going on
“I1 jolly well am!” declared

.Belzover major, and he threw open

the gate and tramped in. “We're
doingr no harm—Ilet that rotter say
what he likes!™

“Oh, come on!” exclaimed Squiff.
“We're not chucking up! If Smithy
can lead the way, we can follow.”

ITarry Wharton made up his mind,
The pack were getting rather out of
pand, in any case. And, little wish as
the Famous Five had to follow the
Bounder’s lead inte  roeckless
eseapades, it was a point of honour
f::-:i' 1e pack to follow where the hores
ed,

“Go it!” said the captuin oi the
Brmove, at length. “We shall have
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to elanee it! The trail leads across
to that dugout. Bmithy may have eut
back to the road another Wy, Any-
how, we're going after him.

There was so sign of the hares 1o
bo seen. They haﬂgll;nm well ahead—
and the delay at the gates had given
them time to get still farther nhead.
Whether they had crossed the field to
the distant hedge at the back, or left
Sea View ot any other peint, conld
only be discovered by picking np the
trail—ond the trail was not so eleax
as could have been wished, owing to
the aca-wind having scattcered o good
many of the paper scraps.

The Famous Five i};ﬁﬂ the way,

putting on a good speed, hoping—

Harry Wharton jammed hi foot against the dool
Parker sh

shouted. *“*Push!*

thongh with rather a faint hope—to
avold trouble with Mr. Parker,

0f Tamb's presence they knew
nothing, and it did not cross their
minds that he wasz nearer to them
than Greyfriara School. That ho
would hear about it later, from
Parker, they did not doubt—but that
could unot he helped: the wilful

Bounder had landed them in that.

“'Ere, you stop!” shouted Mr.
Parker, cutting across from the housc
with o stick in his hand.

Mr. Parker looked as if hie was
roing to use that stick.

The Famous Five, unheeding, ran
on towards the mound, the rest of the
pack streaming after them,

Mr, Parker, instead of following
them round, eut round the other way
to meet them face to face as they
circled the air-raid shelter.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed the
trail round the wide, grassy mound.
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As they came vound (o the hack, they
olanecd at the suuken, green-painted
door—little guessing that only a fow
minutes ago it had closed behind the
I'et Lamb.

“That's where Smithy saw Lamb
with Parker, o weck or two apo, from
what he told us,” raid Bob Cherry.
“Halle, hallo, halle ! Here's Parker '

Mr. Parker came charging round
the mound from the other end, mect-
ing the Greyfriars fellows face to
face,

“Look out!” exclaimed Nugent,

“{h, my hat!"

Mr. Parker did not panse, and he
did not waste time in words. He ran

ugout,

oved frantieally, but to no avail,

straight at the juniors, lashing out
with the stick.

Nobby was in an extremely bad
temper. A dueking in a muddy ditch
had made 2 bad temper worse.
Nohby wanted to take it ont of some-
body ; and his idea, apparently, was
that with that big stick he could
drive the schoolboys hefore him like
a flock of sheep. He was chiefly
anxious that they should not scatter
out of reach bhefore he had bhad time
to get in a few good ones!

Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe !

The cxasperated Nobby did nob
goem to care where lns blows foll, so
lang as they fell on the schoolboys.
They landed hard and fast.

There were loud wells from the
Greyiriars fellows as they jumped
and dodged to cscape thosc savage
swipes.

“0Oh!” roared Bob Cherry, as the
gtick landed on the side of his head.

-1

** Come on, you fellows !

Lob went sprawling, hall-=tunned by
the blow,

The next moment, Peter Todd went
over, aud after him, Johnny Bull,

Nobby was quite reckless in the use
of that stick!
“Collar him!” shouted Iarry

Wharton, hir eyes blazing.

“Serag him !” yelled Squill.

Nobby lashed right and left. But
five or six of the juniors rushed him
down, heedless of the swiping elick,
and Mr. Parker went over, rolling
down the inecline to the sunken doov
of the dugout, dropping his stick as
he rolled.

He serambled up, panting, at the
green door.

The whole pack gathered
on the spot. Harry Whar-
ton belped Bob to hig fect.
Bob stood dizzily, hizs hand
fo lia head.

O he gﬂﬁ]['mﬂ. “The
roften  brute—-oh!  Oooh I”
He finmered a big brivise that
was forming under lhis mop
of flaxen hair.

Harry Wharton set his
lips. The hares and  the
paper-trail - were  forgotien

for the moment.
Hurree Jamset Itam Singh

pounced on  Mr. Parker's
stick, and snatched it up.

“Give him a few ! shoutled
Harry Wharton.

“Yes, rathee!” panted
Numrent.

“The ratherfalness is
terrifie.”

Mre. Parker pglared up at
the angry crowd of school-
boys. lle wuas going to get
gome of the same, and he did
not like the prospeet. Flo
siatchod o key [rom  hia
pocket, and swittly unlocked
the peeen door, "

“Bag h'm !” roared Joluny
Bull, a3 Vuarker pushed open
the door, aml plunged into
the dugout.

Harry Wharton made a
rapid spring. Mo reached the
green  door  hefore Pavker
could clese it, and jammedd
his foot agaivnst it.

“Come on!™ he shoutod.
“*Iush 1

The whole crowd of juniors vushed
to back him up.

Inside the precn door, DParker
shoved frantically to pet it shat, for
the ﬁg{ring lock 1o suap and fasten.
But Wharton’s foot was in the way—
and five or six fellows, cathering
round him, pushed on the door.

Mr. Parker could not get it shut!
Neither could he prevent the Groy-
friors fellows from pushiog it farther
open.

The stocky man exevted all  his
strength.  But the weight outside
was irresistible, and the preen door
flew open at last, and a crowd of
juniors rolled in over Mr. Parker.

HARD PRESSED !
"W ENRY SAMULEL QULELGCH,
the master of the Greyfriars

Remove, stood with a eoffee..

wt in one hand and a steaming kettle
in the other.

I3

The kidnapped Greyiriars masler
waa nhout to make coffeo,

Whis was one of Mr. Quelel’a fow
comforts in his weary imprisonment
in a dugout, he did not know wlere.

An cleetrio light hong from 1l
wooden eciling of the dupont. ITn
corner was an clectrie kettle, near o
tap. Whelher that durout had been
tlesigned for shelter in air raids or
for the reception of a prisoncr, it was
well-cquipped.

But Mr. Qucleh paused and laid
down ketble aml coffec-pol, as {here
wos a sound at the door of the voum.

TIe heavrd a bolt withdrawn, That
sonnid meant that his gaoler was
erming--accompanied, perhaps, by
the man in tho mask whor the He-
move master knew to he Blim  Ji,
the cracksman.

Sinee hie had been in his presend
gquarters, the Temove master had
spen his gaoler onee or twice cvery
ilay, amd on three or four sccuaons
he had seen the man in the mask.

e suspected that that aiv-raid
shelior avas not only used to Ieep him
a prisoner, but that it was a hiding-
place for Slim Jim’s plunder, stowed
there in secrct (311 it eonld be dis-
posed of, That was why the masked
man came—Llhough overy time le
came, he looked in on the kidnapped
Form-master (o satiafy himsell fhad
hiz prisoner was s4ill safe,

The door opened.

1t was the man in the mask who
entercd.  The stocky man who aeled
as pracler waz not fo be seen.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes plinted af the
man in the mask. Nof sinee that
nirght at Popper Court, Tong weoks
ago, hol be =een Slim Jim's  DGoee.
But if the eracksman hopod thad s
memory of Lot faee wourld prow din.
it was a delwsive hope. Tivory
feature of it was elearly  imprinted
o Lhe Iemove master’s mewiory.
Open e was Free—il over e was Prowe
asatn-—he would e able to wdenbify
the man as seonr as his eyes fell npo
him.

The maxked man dil nok, For the
moment, take heed of the kidoapped
Greglviars master,  Ie stood in the
open deorway, listening— perhaps for
the expected step of his associate,

But he stopped in at last, leavinge
ihe door ajur. The eyes, from the
eycholes of the sk, fised on Mr

Cuelch.
“Ho you arve here again ! =aid Lhe
Memove  master,  beealbinge  band,

“Doca that mean that anciher rab-
bery haa heen perpelratod, and thad
yiuu have loot to hide in Lhis seceel
den 7

There was o laurh From under 1he
mazk.

*You've suessed ik, Mre. Qocleh!
But this time you will enjoy wmy
company a little lomger than wsual.
I shall have to wait here  come
minntes, ab least”

The Nemove master gave bim
gquick loak. Ilis one hope, in his
weary  caplivity, was thut Terrers
Tocke, sooner or later, woull ot on
the track of the elusive craok, nud
that the arrest of Sl Jim wonld
lead to his awn release.

“You are watched [
hl'{.'i:"l.ﬂllli'.".‘i!-i-l;.
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The masked man laughed again,

He read the eager hope the
Form-master’s face, and it secmed to
amuse him, -

“Not at all!” he answered. “If
yon are thinking of Ferrcrs Locke,
}‘nu may as well abandon the idea.

have reason to believe that
Locke is at least three hundred miles
from this dugout. Even if he were
at hand, is there anything suspicious
in an air-raid shelter to draw his
notice? ‘The country is spotted with
them—this is only one of the scores
in this very distriet. No, my dear
sir, I am npot watched! I Lave mever
been shadowed yet—and I do mnot
think that it is ever likely to ocenr,”

“Yet yon are gkulking here!™ said
Mr. Quelch. ;

“For a few minutes only! I desire
to avoid the eyes of cortain partics
who know me only in my daily aspect,
and who might be surprised to see
me in this quarter! That is all, I
assure you."

A sound came from above, and the
masked man pave a violent start.

Mr. Quelch made a step nearer the
door, to listen _

It was & sound of scuffling from the
top of the wooden staircase that led
up to the surface of the earth,

A muttered oath came from nunder
the mask. Clearly the man in the
mask was alarmed.

He ste mlu-d closer to the door to
listen. f’ninly, from the top of the
stair, come scuffling, tramping,
gasping !

Then came a trampling and bump-
ing, as if o number of persons were
rolling over in a wild, scrambling

strugple.  Then a voice came in a
shout :

“We've got the rotter! Collar
him !

Mr. Qucleh fairly bounded.

He knew that voice.

It was the voice of Harry Wharton,
the captain of the Hemove—his head
Im% at Greyfriars,

or a second he stood utterly
amnzed, Then he made o rush to-
wards the door where the masked
man stood.

The man in the mask turned on
lim with a snarl. A savare blow
that landed on the Remove master's
chest sent him spinniug backwards,
to fall with a erash on the planks of
the floor,

Kot even glanciog at him after he
liad struck, the masked man turncd
to the door, snatched the key, and
slammed the door shut.

He jammed the key into the inside
af the lock and turned it, Ile was
no more than in time, for a bumpin
and erashing on the stair showe
that others werc coming

With the door locked on the inside,
he turned to face the prisomer again,
hig eyes gleaming like a snake’s from
the eycholes of the mask.

Mr. Queleh staggered to his foet.

He was no match for the masked
man—not half & match for him. The
man was amall in stature, but he was
a mass of musele, twice or thrice as
strong as the REemove master, though
Qnel-:-.rﬁ was tough and wiry.

HBut if he had no chance in &
gtruggle, one shout woulll bring help.
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Harry Wharton was there; how and
why, %ﬁlch could not begin fo
tesz.  But-he was there, and Quelch
ad heard his voice; and it was plain,
too, that he was net alone.

From the Form-master's prison
no shout could have reach the
upper air with both doors at the to
and bottom of the stairs closed. But
'I:I}':u G riare fellows were With:l“
the u doot; they were on the
stair, laJnlE-:Irth ““IEF hear.

If they could not save him, th
could tell where he was to be found;
they could hear a shout through the
door. It was such a chance as the
grisnner of the dugout had pever

ared to dream of.

But even as tho Remove master
staggered up, the masked man was
upon him with the spring of a tiger.

An iron grasp forced Quelch to the
floor again. Two hands that seemed
to have fingers of iron gripped his
throat.

The Remove master struggled with
all his strength, but his strength was
like an infant's in the p of Slim
Jim. He strove to cry out—to send
forth one shomt that would have
saved him—but the throttling grip
on his throat choked him into silence.

Helpless, silent, in the desperate

rip of the man in the mask, Mr.

elch hcard trampling footste

and exclaiming voices outside the
loc door—voices that were
familiar to his ears. He heard them
—without being able to wutter a
sound! Only a door separated the
master of the Ilemove from his boys
—and he could not let them kunow
that he was there.

i———

DOWN IN THE DUGOUT !

L H crumbs !
“Look out!”
“0h, my hat!*

Bump! Thump! Crash!

It was dim within the green-

inted door of the dugout. The
reyfriars fellows hardly saw the
stairs. DParker, in the midst of the
mob of fellows who had fallen over
him when the door flew open,
strnggled frantically—not so much to
escape what was coming to him as in
alarm at what might discoverced
below.
rolled down the steep wooden stair,
three or four of the juniors rolling
with him, in black darkness.

There were bumps and thumps and
¢lle as they rolled. A heap of
umanity brought up at the foot of
the stair, and excited voices velled
on all sides. Every fellow who had
rolled down had collected damages in

transit.
Harry Wharton rolled aEaimrl:- n
door. He scrambled up dizeily. He

in the blackness,
owls and yella all

could sce nothin
but thero were
round him.

The captain of the Remove gasped
for breath. As he staggered against
the door his hand came in coantact
with a switelh on the wall, Immedi-
ately he switched it on, and there
was a sudden flood of light in the

dugout.
ﬁbdimlﬁsﬁﬂ a startling scenc.
Mr. Parker sprawled at the foot

P of this!

In that frantic struggle he &t

of the wooden stair, with thrce or
four juniors sprawling over him.
From the top of the stair a dozen
fellows, crommcd together, gazcd
down,
Parker strove to struggle up.
“Leave po!” he panted. “Gcet out
on ‘car me? Get out of
this! Yon out of this 'ere!”
“Collar him !” snap Wharton.
“Leggo!”  yelled r. Parker,
struggling in many hands. “ Leggo !”
He stroggled and wrenched in fury.
But the Greyiriars fellows were too
many for Mr. Parker. And more
and more swarmed down the wooden
gtair now that the light was on.

Mr. Parker was pras on all
sides and epeedily reduced to help-
lessness. ‘I'l?:bnnﬁled ge at the
foot of the stair ewarmed with
breathless juniors.

Some o them looked round
curiously.

At the cnd of that bearded passage
wns a small room. of which the door

was half-open. Closer at hand, near
the foot of the stair, was another
door, but this was shut.

There was o bolt on the outside,
but it was not fastened.

Peter ‘Tadd turned the door-handle,
but the door did mot opem; it was
locked. .

That it was locked on the inside,
naturally, did not occur to any of
the juniors. There was mo sound
from the locked room, and they
naturally supposed that it was kept
locked by the carctaker.

Mr. Parker, wripggling in the grosp
of many hands, gavc a of sheer
terror as he saw Peter turn the door-
handle. But, as the deoor did net
open, bie realiscd that his confederate
had taken warning in time, ITe knew
that the man in the mask must be on
the other side of that locked door, and
that he must somehow be keeping the
prisoner silent.

But every moment, in such a situa-
tion, was fraught with terror for the
caretaker of Sca View.

“Will Jou get out of ‘ere? he
panted. * You'rve trespassing 'erc, and
vour 'cadmaster will know all abont
it, as soon as I can tell him ¥

“You rotten ruffinn!” gunswered
Harry Wharton. “ You're iﬂin to

a taste of your own stick! Yom
could be run in for landing out with
& stick like that, yon raseal I”

Bob Cherry rubbed the bruise on
hiz head. '

“It wonld serve the brute right to
erack his nut--he’s jolly nearly
eracked mine!” he cxclaimed. " But
we'll give him six—of the very best!
He can tell Dr. Locke if he likes—
and I'll show the old bean this

bruise '

“Look "ero———-"

“Tip him over!” said Harry
Wharton. “Where's that stick#”

“ Here you are, my csteemed chum !

rinned Hnrree Jamsct Ram Singh.

e handed the stick to the captain
of the Remove.

“Leggo ! yelled Mr. Parker.

But nobody heeded Mr. Parker. He
was tipped over, face down, en the
staire, and held there. Then Harry
Wharton started with the stick. M.
Parker had handled that stick not



enly brutally but dangerously, and
he was going to have a lesson on the
ungﬁmt nlrf bandling sticks!

pe

The stick came down on Mr.
Parker’s trousers with a terrific con-
cussion.

Parker’s frantic yell rang {ar
heqund the dugout.

“@Go it!” grinned Bob.

Swipe |

Harr{.' Wharton put plenty of beef
into it!

Parker wyelled frantically—the
juniora little dreaming whose ears
i]mae frantic yells reached on the
other side of the locked door.

Swipe, swipe, swipe !

Parker struggled and yelled and
kicked. He was going ugh it,
though certainly he was not ing
what he had handed out. But he was
gegtiug :.'ll'l.lvl:'-].'l more than he wanted.
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“Yooooooo-hooooop ! toared Mr.
Parker.

“That’s the lot!" aaid Harry
Wharton. “You may think twice

before you handle a stick on fellows’
heads again, you rotten rascal I

“ Qovooogh ™ ped Mr. Parker.
“Ow! Oh! I’Igalgmh er! Oooghl”
“Chuck him out of the way!” said

Wharton.

Mr. Parker was bundled off the
stair {;::1:1 Fit;ﬁ:_-.ﬂ ont of ;Em way. He
sprawled, spluttering an ng, pn
tﬁe pmn.gg floor, Ehilﬂ ghazpiuﬁiafa
tramped u]‘:;- the stair again.

The spluttering rascal was only too
olad to see them go. Glad, too,
was the masked man in the locked
room, to hear the sound of receding
footsteps on the stair.

But it was with a heart like lead
that Mr, Queloeh listened—and knew
that of the crowd of fellows on the
other side of the locked door, not ono
had @ suspicion that there was a
prisoner in the dugout—not one had
the remotest idea that he was only a
few yards dislant from his Eidnapped
Form-master.

Little dreaming of what they left
behind them, Harry Wharton & Co.
streamed out at the u deor into
the open air again. rker was left
spluttering, the juniors giving him
o further heed.

Wharton tossed the stick away.

“*Come.on,” he said, *“ we've lost no
end of time—all the fault of that fat-
head Smithy for coming this way!
We've not got an earthly of running
them down wow—but put it on !

Onece more the pack started off on
the paper trail.

A few minutes more, and they were
outside the precincts of Sea View,
streaming across the mendows, put-
tin% their best foot foremost on the
trail. But, as the captain of the
Remove had said, too much time had
‘been lost—and they did not ecatch
sight of the hares again till they
were home at the school gates.
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R “You silly assg—™"

“0Oh, rot ¥

There was a warnn argumeut going
on in the Rap after tea. Fellows in
the changing-room, after the run, had

LET OFF!
oT 1™
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aFread that Smithy had mucked it np.
ow they were telling him so.

The Bounder did not scem to care.
He bad gained his cbject, which was
to cause the whole Hemove to swarm
over the place which Lamb preferred
Qreyfriars fellows to aveid. If there
were a4 row about it, it would draw
more and more attention to Sea View,
and Lamb’s strange acguaintance
with the low-browed, pimply-faced
caretaker of that seaside residence—
and the more the place and the man
were talked about, the more Lamb was
irritated, as Smithy very well knew,

80 he listemed with cquanimity
while the annoyed pack told him what

thought of him.

“You call that a win, I supposec?”
growled Squiff. “We should have
bad you all right if you hadn’t—"

“You ought to have bhad more
sense, Smithy |” said the cmlit.ain of
the Remove. “You know jolly well
that a paperchase can’'t be run over

ivate land, withont the owners

ieking up a fuss,”
“And coming to 1lic Head|*
rowled Tom Brown. “The Head or

mb will hear of this before Elm 2

“Oh, give us a rest!” sai e
Bounder. “ Hares can run where they
jolly well like; and the pack can take
ita choice about following on. If you
funked a row, von could have tunrned
round and walked home.”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Peter

Todd. “Look at this bump on
nap from that ruffian Parker's

atiok 1"
hooted Bob

m:'..!.nd

“Bﬁd on mine, too!” gnorted
Johnny Bull, *“Threc of us with our
nute nearly cracked and half a dozen
other chaps hurt, because you wanted
to p;a’? a gilly trick om the Pet
Lamb.

on mine!”?

“And a terrific vow to come when
the Lamb begina on us!” said
Nugent. "“"He was wild when a few
of us were there—what is he going
to ua{htu the whole Form swarming
over the place?”

The Bounder laughed.

“That's what I wanted!” he
answered coolly, “But you mean to
say that you didn't sec the Lamb
there? He was there when I left.”

“We never saw him ' said Harry.
“If he had been there, we couldn’t
have crossed that field at all=he
wounld have seen to that.”

“Think he'd have stopped you?™
jeered the Bouuder.

“0Of course he would.”

“Well, he wonldn’t! Ho wouldn’t
let a crowd of fellows see him there,
as I jolly well know, if he could kelp
it 1 sneered the Bounder., “ He must
have dodged into cover before you
ecame up——"

“If he were there at all ! snorted
Johnny Bull.

“Well, he was. Reddy saow him,
too—"

“Yes, he was there!” said Tom
Bedwing. “He wounld have spotted
Ese:] if we hadn’t kept low behind the

“Blegsed if 1 know what became
of him, then,” said Bob Cherry,
puzeled. “We weren’t so very far
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behind you. But he wasn't in sioht
wlen we got there.”

“Cut into the house, or the dugout,
to- keep doggo,"” jeered the Bounder.
“ He never kvew we saw him—and 1
dare say he thinks he's kept it quite
dark that he was there at all!”

“He wasn’t in the dugout,” said
Bob. “We went down, affer that rat
TYarker, and nobody else was there.”

“0Oh gum ! exclaimed Peter Todd.
“Remember that locked door? Think
Lamb parked himself in thore?”

“Oh, there was a locked door, was
therc?” grinncd Smithy. “Bet you
Lamb was behind it, then, keeping
dﬂﬂ' u IIJ

“But why the dickema—" asked

Qgilvy.

“He’s kteping'hiﬁ Nobby dark—as
dark as he cau ! said Vernon-Smith.
“Don’t I know i§? CGoodpess knows
what the game iz at that place—Dbut
Lamb doesn™t wautl it shonted from
the: lLousetops! By gum! We've
got him on toast, if you fellows pla
up! A man isn’t allowed to crac
fellowe’. heads with a big stick. What
about Enmg io the police station
about it ?”

HWI].H-tIP”

“Think of Lamb's face, if a bobby
called on his Nobby!" grinned the
Bounder. “Think he'd hke it?”

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked
Billy Bunter from the door. “I sav,
the Lamb’s coming !

The hubbub of veices in the Rag
dicd away, as Mr. Lamb appeared iu
the doorway,

One glance at him showed that he
was not, for the moment, the mild
and fluffy Pet Lamb that he usually
appeared, His face wos cold and
hard.

It was clear that he had heard that
the lia.pe:chasers had retmrned, and
that he had come to deal with them,
But for the fact that they knew from
Smithy that he had been on the spot,
the juniors wonld have wondered how
e knew so soon what had happened
a couple of miles from the school. It
was ¢lear from his look that he did
know.

The Bounder faced him with per-
fect coolness. But a good many of
the fellows felt uneasy. They knew
that look on the Lamb’s face, and
they knew what it portended to delin-
quents. He had a cane in his hand,
and it was plain enough that that
caue was going to be pgiven somc
oxtensive use:

There was a deep silence in the
Ragz, till Mr. Lamb spoke.

“1 am given to understand,” lic
zaid in a low, hard voice, quite unlike
his acenstomed bleat, *that a number
of boys in my Form trespassed this
afternoon at a scaside-homse. Scveral
boys were puuished a week or two agu
for this very thing: now, I am Lold.
it has occurred again on & larger
scale”

The juniors looked at him in silence,

Lamb’s words vonveyed, and wern
evidently meaut to econvey, that the
maticr had been reported fo him.
Yol they knew, from Smithy aud Bed-
wing, that he had been on the spoi,
and had personal knowledge of it.
If Mr. Lamb was not exactly lying,
what he said was povilously near il.
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Mr. Lamb paused a moment or two,
eyeing the silent juniors with glint-
ing eyes over his glasses.

“Ever who was at Bea View
this afternoon will stand to one
gide !” he rapped out, pointing with
the cane.

The Famous Five quietly moved to
the side of the room indicated. Billy

Buanter promptly relled to the other
gide.
Peter Todd, 8Squiff, Tom Brown,

and Mark Linley followed the five;
and then, one by one, the other
fellows joined them. Redwing went
with them, and the Bounder followed.
Plenty of fellowe could have stood
ont, for Lamb obviounsly could not
know how man% had been there, and
which fellowa they were; if he had
geen some, he conld mot have seen
all; and certainly he had not seen
_ the hares, however many he had seen
of the pack. But Smithy was not the
man to stand out while other fellows
took the pruel. Moreover, the
Bounder lhad an idea in his wary
mind which he rather fapcied was
going to alter the aspeet of things
shortly. ;

There were about twenty delin-

uents—rather a large order for
%am‘b, if he were going to whop all
the offcuders.

“Very well {” said Mr. Lomb, when
the juniors had sorted themselves out.
*“1 ghall cane every ho{ who tres-
passed this afterncon. I sghall eane
cvery boy with very preat severity;
and I E]{ﬂﬂ gend him in to Extra
School for the mext threc half-
holidays.”

The juniors heard that in silence.
Lamb was coming it atrong—plain
proof enongh, in tie general opinion,
that Smithy bad it right about his
dislike of Greyfriars fellows going to
that particular apot.

Vernop-Smith broke the silence.
There was a mocking gleam in his
cyes.

“May I speak, sir?” he asked
meckly.

“I have no doubt that you were the
ringleader, Vernon-Smith !” aaid Mr.
Lamb. “I shall cane you first.”

“Very well, sir!” said the Bounder
in the same meek tome. "But we
want to ask you first, sir, as our
Form-master, to telephone the police
station and ask a constable to come
Licre.”

Mr. Lamb gave a violent etart.

“What " he exclaimed. “What do
you mean, Vernop-Smith?”

*The man at Sea View attacked
some of the fellows with a atick,”
said the Bounder coolly. “Three of
them have bruised heads, and we
think that that ruffian ought to be
reported to the police. It is for the
Head to decide whether a charge shall
be made against him, I suppose, sir?”

Mr, Lamb set his lips hard.

“How dare you make so ridiculons
a suggestion, Vernon-Smith?"” Le
gald harshly. “The man Parker has
told me that he was assailed, aud that
he defended himegelf against a maob
of achoolboys.”

“He can tell you what he likes,
gir " gaid Vernox-SBmith. “But every
fellow here is a witness t. what
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really happened. Will you telephone

for a constable, sir ?*
“Certainly not !” ra Mr. Lamb.
" Yery well, sir, I will ask the Head
to do so0.”

Lamb's eyes scemed to flame for a

Y Torbid you to d hing of the
orbi o anythin

kini, ?cmF:I;l- Smith !Eﬂ.r heg enid,

breathing hard. “Nothing ecould

have occurred, but for your trespass

on the pr{:Pertr of which this man is

caretaker.
But he  paused. The Bounder's
face was obstinate, his eycs mocking.

He meant what he said: he was
ing to Dr. Locke—if Mr. Lamb
ndled that cane!

If Mr. Lamb did not want his con-
nection with Sea View made known
to the headmaster, he had to cut out
that caning! ' Lamb, it was clear,
was quick on the uptake—he read
clearly in Vernon-Smith’s face what
was in his mind. :

It was rather a long pause.
Probably Mr. Lamb realised that the
man Parker was a dangerous ruffian,
with a stick in his hand, and that
some¢ of the juniors had rather
serious damagces to show. He did not
want those damages displayed to Dr,
Locke's gaze.

; “Whartgn !¥ said Mr. Lamb at
ast.

“Yes, sir 1 said Harry quictly.

“Is it a fact that injury has
sustained by any boy concerned in
the scuffle with the carvetaker at Sea
View "

“Yes, sir—three fellowa  Thave
bruises on their heads—and three or
four othcrs pretty Lard knocks. If

ou think we had better go to the

ead about it, sir, we will at
once ! added Wharton demurely.

Mr. Lamb breathed very hard.

“¥What has happened is caotirely
our own fault,” he said. “ You have
L.sen warned to keep away from that
place, and not to annoy the caretaker
there. I trust that what has ocenrred
will be a lesson to you, and that
there will be no more of this lawless
conduct. In the circumstances, I
shall dismiss the matter; but any
recurrence of such conduct will be
dealt with very severely.”
hw%ha thaﬁ-, Mr. I.-mlltlh walked ?_ut of
the —his e ingering for a
mume‘.lltgun Eﬁrhjgt Terg:urllt- mith as
hET;:n‘E:': der laughed jeeringl

ounder lan eeri .

“We're let nfl‘l“ghe siliﬂ. ngﬁamb
doesn’t want it to go before the Big
Beak! I fancied he wounldn’t !

“He doesn't, by gum!” said Bob
Cherry. “We're in luck!” He
rubbed the bruise on his head. *“But
he's got it in for you, Smithy! See
that squint he gave you when he
went #”

Bmithy shrugged his shoulders.

“I've got it in for him, teo!” he
said coolly. “Anyhow, we've let off
—he doesn’t dare carry it any
further.”

Whether Lamb dared carr
further or not, it was the end of the
matter. Huthing more was eaid
about the paperchase, or the row at
Sea View; but some of the fellows
wondered what Lamb would be like
in the Form-room next morning ! But

it no

in the Form-room next morning he
was the mild, fluffy, amiable Pet
Lamb again, scemingly having dis-
misscd e whole affair from his
mind—which the Bounder, at least,
did not belicve for a moment.

i ——

A MYSTERY OF THE NIGHT!

ERRERS LOCKE stood still in
the darkness and listened.

The night was dark—a dark
February night. At eleven o'clock
all Greyfriars School was—or should
have been—fast asleep! But a sound
had come to the detective's ears—the
sound of a window that was softly

and stealthily opencd.. '

The Baker %tr&et detective listened,
He wondered whether this was luck,
at last, after so many nights of
watching and waiting.

It was wecks since Ferrers Locke
had taken his place as “John Robin-
son,” the Head's now chauffeur, at
Greyfriars. And whether he was yet
on the track of Slim Jim, the detee-
tive could not be sure.

Ever since his suspicions had fixed
on Mr. Lamb, the art master of Grey-
friars, Locke’s activities had been
almost wholl confined to the
precincts of the school. His sus-
picion had grown deeper and stronger
—many little circumstances, trifling
in themselves, pointed to the same
conclusions,. But he could not be
sure—and there was only one way of
becoming sure.

That the mystery cracksman had
some post in the vieinity le was
certain, in which the man led a daily

life that was open to inspection and
above suspicion. Was that post the
post of art master at Greyfriars,

where Mr. Lamb had taken the place
of Mr. W » who was away till
the end of the term? Was that
little, mild-looking, spectacled,
artistic gontleman in reality the
eracksmoan whom the police had
never beer able to trace? It seemed
unlikely; it secmed, indeed, almost
impossible; yet conviction wns grow-
ing in Locke's mind.

If that convietion was well-
founded, there was one way of

ving i1ts truth—for if the man was
lim Jim he had to leave the school
in the secret hours of the might to
carry on his raids—which oceurred
with almost monotonous regularity,
seldom less often than ouce a week.

But almost any door or window,
among hundreds, might be his mede
of egress; likely cuough he had gone,
and returned, more than onece in the
dark hours while the detective was on
the wateh—3f indeed he was theo
wanted man. Patience was necded—
untiring paticnce; but of that the
Baker Street detcctive had a good
share.

Standing in the darkness, Locke
looked up. A window had opened, he
knew tlat, though he could see
nothing in the gloom. Someone, at
that late Lour, was leaving the
House—by a window !

But Locke remembered the night
when hia hopes had been raised by a
dark and silent figure that crept ont-



and he had shadowed Loder of the
Bixth to the Cross Eeya!

There were two or three young
rascals in the school givem to break-
ing out at night—a complication in
the detective’'s task. So that even
now, a3 he heard the cautious sound
of the window and knew that some-
one was getting out, he ¢ould not be
sure that it was the man he wanted.

His lips set at the thought that it
might be Loder or some similar black
sheep giving him unnecessary trouble

in a task already sufficiently difficult.

That window, he knew, was the
window of the box-room at the end of
the Bemove passage. Was it a thief
in the night who was secretly leaving
the House? He could not tell—yet!

Under that window were flat leads,
from which a rain-pipe gave access
to the ground. It was no easy or safe
task to clamber down in the dark—
but Blim Jim, as was well-known,
was a3 active as a cat.

The detective, standing silent,
listened to the brushing, scufflin
sound, made by a Iy-seen dar
figure that clambered down the rain-
pipe and landed—only a couple of
yards from him in the gloom,

He heard the panting breath of the
fellow who had climbed down. In the
gloom he had only & dim glimpse of
the figure. It looked about the same
height as Mr, Lamb—but then, Lamb
was 2 small man, and there were
fellows in the Remove nearly as tall
—fellowas in the Fifth and Sixth a
good deal taller. Bo far, it might be
anybody.

Locke made no sound.

The figure, after standing panting
for a minute, moved away quietly.

Locke shadowed it silently.

If it was Lamb, he expected the
man to head for the private gaic to
which all masters had a key. Baut it
was in the direction of the old
Cloister that the stealthy figure went.

Ferrers Locke had* studied his
ground carefully; he knew, as well as
any breaker of {loundu at Greyfriars,
a certain spot in the Cloister wall
where it was easy to climb over and
drop into a lane ountside. He knew
now where his quarry was heading.

Was it the man he wanted, avoid-
ing Masters’ Gate and intending to
climb out like some truant schoolboy,
or——

There was a gleam of sudden light.

In the black darkness, it was not
ensy to find the spot for clambering
out. And at that distance from the
Housge it was safe to turn on a t
of light It was a ﬂaahlamp fﬁt
gleamed before the detective’s cyes
only two or three yards distant.

The light flashed on an old stons
wall and clusters of damp, fresty ivy.
And the detective, at length, had a
glimpse of the figure he had followed
—and his teeth ghut hard!

It was another disappointment;
whether Lamb was Slim Jim or not,
this was not Lamb! This was a
junior whom the detective knew well
enough—Herbert Vernon-Smith of the
Remove,

The light was shut of when the
Bounder found the place he wanted.
A rustle of the old ivy fovllowed as he
climbed.
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Locke stepped quietly forward. He
had given er of the Sixth a
lesson, the night he had caught the
Sixth Form sportaman out of bounds,
There was another lesson in store for
this young rascal.

Vernon-Bmith had his chest on top
of the wall when he gave a sudden
startled cry as his legs were grasped
from below.

He was dragged bodily back; and
only a grip on his collar saved him
from bumping down on the old stone

ﬂags.

Oh ped the Bounder. He
panted wit e as he struggled in
that grip. “Loder, you apying cur—
did b set you to watch me, you
rotten hound ?*

The Bounder had no doubt, for the
moment, that it was Loder. But in
another moment he rcalised that it
was not. _

He could not see who had grasped
him: the darkness was intense and
the iron grip on his collar prevented
him from turning his head even had
there been a light.

That Enl:f forced him away with a
strength the Bounder had mo chance
of resisting; a resistless strength
that told him that it was not Gerald
Loder in whose hands he had fallen.
He was forged to walk back along the
Cloister the way he had come,

“Lamb ! he breathed. *“Oh, you
rotter, it's you! TYou've been watch-
ing—this is your game, is it— Oh,
you rotter !*

There was no reply,

The Bounder’s beart was like lead
as he was drivem back to the House
in that grip of iron.

He had no doubt now that it was
Lamb—he had felt the powerful grip
of the man who, on hiz Iooks, few
wonld have suspected of essing
great strength. Lamb, he knew only
too well, would be glad of a chanco
0£aiatting him sacked ; and his dingy
reciklessnesa had placed him in the
man’s power. With Loder, he might
have made trrms—that page from
“Raecing Calendar® with Loder's
fist on it was a trump card he had to
play. But he was at Lamb’s mercy—
the man had only to walk him back
to the House caught ont of bounds
late at night; the sack would aute-
matically follow. A hundred times
he had risked it—and his luck had
failed him at last.

But, to his amazement, the man
who gripped the back of his neck did
not wu.lpk him to the door of the
House! He walked him round to the
back of the schoel buildings.

Slowly but surely it dawned on the
Bounder’s mind that this could not be
Lamb!

It was not Lamb in whose grasp he
was! It was not some other master—
any master would have taken him into
the House. It was not a prefect—a

fect, of course, would have donc
he same. Then who was it—mnot old
Gosling, or Mr, Mimble, the gardener
—who, in the name of mystery, could
it be?

Vernon-Smith felt something like a
chill of terror as he realigsed that he
wae in unknown hands—in the hands
of a man at whose identity he counld
not even guess! And what was the

i7

Wwas u

= are you?” he hiased, at last.
“ What does this mean? What game
are you playing? Who are un?"

He received no reply. e wns
marched on resistlessly till he reached
the wall where the rainpipe was
clamped, the way he had ded
from the Remove hox-room window,
It dawned on him that he was
intended to go back into the House
by the way he had left it. But who—
who could it be? The Bounder was
utterly bewildered.

ﬂergﬂ.ml ,» it never cccurred to him
to at he was in tle grip of
«ohn Reobinson, the chauffenr—or in
that of Ferrers Locke, the detective,
of Baker Street. He was uttefly
puzzled and lexed.

“Who are you :i;'" he breathed.

But there was no answor; and the
Bounder made an effort to drag the
flash-lamp from his pocket, deter-
mined to see, if he could, who it was
that held him,

But it did not appear that the um-
kuown man wished to be seen; for
the Bounder’s arm waa instantl
twisted, and the flash-lamp went wit
a cerash to the ground, Vernon-Smith
uttering a gasp of pain.

He made a desperate and frantic
cffort to wrench himself loose; but
the irom grip on the back of his
collar did not relax for a second.

Then suddenly he was twisted over
and forced to the ground. A faint

limmer on the dark earth showed

im that hia face waa over a puddle
left by rain. For a moment he did
not understand what was intended—
then, az his face planged into water
and mud, he knew !

He gurgled wildly.

His struggles were desperate, hut
they did not avail him  The iron

ip on his collar forced his head

own, and his face was driven deep
into the Euﬂtﬂe, fairly wiping up the
mud with his features.

Half euffocated, coated and
drenched with mud, the Bounder
was jerked up apain. He panted amd
Eaapad and spluttered, mud all over

ig face, in his ears, and in his
month.

man's osc? What did he fancy h
rut L8

“Urrrggh! Urrrgeh! Ooogh!”
ﬂaapelllr the Bounder. “Oh gad!
rr ’

The griﬁ on his collur suddenly
relaxed. e did not hear a sound,
but he knew that he was left alome.

Clawing ot the mud on his face,
the bewildered Bounder stared round
in the gloom.

His assailant was gone. Whether
he was still at hand, haps watch-
ing him, Smithy could not tell—it
was likely enough, For a long minute
he & clawing and gouging at
clinging mud, und gasping and pant-
ing for breath in a state of rage and
fll‘li'{‘ mingled with terror.

en he clambered up the drain-

ipe.
. ?g Soapy Smith was expecting him
at the Three Fishers, SBoapy had to
be disappeointed, Obstinate as tho
Bounder was, he did not feel disposcd
to carry on in his muddy state, and
with that mysterious and sinister
Tre Migwer Lisriny.—No. 1,660,
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figure lurking in the darkness, per-
haps ready to pounce on him again.

erbert Vernon-Smith was glad to
get back inte the box-reom—and, in
a state of enraged bewilderment at
the strange happening, he crept back
to the Remove dormitory.

Ferrers Locke smiled grimly as he
heard the box-room windew shut.

He was not at Greyfriars to inter-
vene in matters of school discipline
—he e¢ould not hand that young
rageal over to his headmaster. Bub
he thought it very probable that,
after that startling experience, the
Bounder of Greyfriars would think
twice, if not three or four times, be-
fore he wventured to break out at
night again. And in that the Baker
Stfeet detective was right.

NOT OUT OF BOUNDSE !

ARRY WHARTON opcened his
H eyes with a sudden start,
He blinked in the light.

He sat up in bed, staring round
him in astonishment.

What tho hour was he did not
know, but he knew that it was very
late. The lizht had swddenly come
on in the Hemove dormitory.

He stared towards the door. It was
wide open, and in the doorway stood
Mr. Lamb, lecking in over his
olasscs,

The eaptain of the Remove stared
at him blankly, He could not begin
to gucss what had brm-'efght the Lamb
there, in the middle of the night.

Several other fellows awakened
and lifted their heads frem  their
pillows.  One—who was already
awake—did not stir. But that one—
the Bounder of Greyfrinrs—felt his
hﬁmﬁ beat with an uncomfortable
throb.

Smithy had been bhack in bed
Larely three or four minutes. But
for the strange incident ont of the
House, he would now have been on
his way IILHIE towpath to the Three
I'ighers, fl there wns Lamb, stand-
ing in the doorway of the dermitory,
looking in.

The Lamb stepped in. His glance
zhot up and down the row of white
beda. :

“Is an]ﬁli%gh the matter, sir?”
asked Harry arton. He wondered
for s moment whether there had been
an air raid alarm.

“I fear so, Wharton !” blented the
Tamb, “I am afraid I have reason
to believe that a boy belonging to
this dormitory has pone out of
bounds.”

The Bounder's heart skood still.

“Oh!” exclaimed Harry.

His eyes turned at once on Vernon-
Smith's bed.

If any fellow in the Nlemove had

one out, after lights out, it was
airly certain to be Bmithy. And if
Smithy was out of bounds. at that
late hour of the mipht that was
likely to be his last night at Grey-
friara School. Only too well, hie knew
that the Lamb would not spare him.

But, to Wharton's relicf, he made
ﬂuu:tl the form of a slceper in Smithy’s
bod.

That, however, was not wholly re-
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assuring, If the Bounder was gone,
it was likely enough that he had loft
a dummy i his bed to decéive a
casual glance,

The Lamb looked his amiablo
sclf. But Harry Wharton could read
the cold, hard glint in his eyes. The
man did not fear that a Remove boy
wns ont of bounds—he ho that
Vernon-Smith was! He had not,
after all, forgotten the affair at Seca
Yiew.

“I don’t think anyome is out, sir,”
said Harry.

“I hope not—I hope not!” bleated
the Lamb. “But I certainly heard
gomcone on the landing—I am sare
of that. I am assured that some boy
is out of his dormitory.”

Wharton's face -set.

“I don’t see why you should think
it was this dormitory, sir,” he said.
“It might be anybody——"

“Oh, quite!” smiled the Lamb.
“But this dormitors is under my
supervision, Wharton—this Form is
in my care, And I greatly fear that
tlicre is, at least, one boy in this
Form who is enpable of such con-
dnct.”

Wharton did not answer that.
was cortainly truc, as the captain of
the Memove, knew better than Mr.
Lamb did.

“ Vernon-Smitli 1” ealled out Mr.
Lamb loudly.

No answer.

Tom Redwing was gitting up in
bed, his face pale. :

He conld see the fizure of a sleeper
in lis chum’'s bed, but he could not
be sure that it was genunine. His
heart was heavy with the fear that

Smithy was out of bounds, and that

his enemy had canght him ont.

“Vernon-Smith I repeated
Lamb meore loudly. :

Still no answer, (S

Every other follow in the dormitory
was awake now. Even Billy Bunter
was sitting up and blinking  Only
the Bounder remained motionless,
and gave no sign.

“Smithy’s asleep, sir,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Indeed !” smiled Mr. Lamb.

“You can see that he is m bed,
gir,” enid Bob, staring.

“Indeed !” z‘elpm Mr. Lomb.
“If he is in bed, it is very singular
that he has not awakened when ever
other boy has done so. T have hea
of such tricks as making up a dummy
in o bed—what?”

“Oh!” ped Boly.

“By gum!” breathed Skinner.
“Smithy's cauglt out this time!™

Skinner knew of the Bounder's
planned excursion for that unight.

Vernon-Smith lay motionless. He
made no sound and no movement.
Hiz heart was beating very un-
pleasantly.

Ouly too clearly he realised low
terribly narrow his escape had been.
But for that strange happening out
of the House which had caused him
to return, he would have been fairly
caupht.

ow lhad Lamb known?

He had not heard Smithy om the
landing, The Bounder had made no
sound—and if he had done so, Lamb
could not have heard it from his

Mr,

It

room, Ye¢t he had known fhat some-
ene was out of bounds, and suspected
— probably  hoped — that it was
Yernon-Smith. But how?

Thoe Bounder knew, He wasz suro
that he knew. Lamb had been out
of the House himself,

Bmithy Iknew that the art master
sometimes left the school silently late
at night. Once he had seen him
open his window at midright. Once,
watching late for Loder at the door
of the Sixth Form lobby, Smithy
and the Famous Five had bagged
Lamb- in mistake for Loder.

Lamb had been out—Smithy was
gure of it—on one of his mysterious
nocturnal exewrsions—and be had
geen something, or heard something.
Perhaps bie had glimpsed that epot of
light in the Cloister. Anyhow, he
knew that someone was out—and-had
thought ot once of Smithy.

That must be it. That accounted
for his delay in coming to the dormi.
tory, which had given Bmithy time to
return, . Ile hoad had to get back into
the House himself—seerctly, silently.

He had postponed his night-prowl
on this chance of catchi the
Bounder out. Aund he would have
caught him, but for that unknown
lurker of the night, who had caused
the breaker of Lounds to return, Of
that Lamb ﬂhviuuﬂl; knew nothing.

“Vernon-Smith!"” eame Lamb’s
voice for the third {ime,

Still the Bounder did not stir,

He had Dbeen nearly canght—Llut
not. quite. Five minutes 'uﬁu his bed
would have been empty—and his game
up  Now he wos safe-—safe as houses,
He was in his bed in Lis dormitory.
And who was to say that he had. left
it since lights out

His heart was throbbing with the
narrowness of his cseape. But there
was o sardopic grin.on kis face,
hidden by the edge of the shect.

Hc was letting Lamb run on—Ilet-
ting lim believe that he hod made o
catch. His face would be worth sce-
ing when he discovered that it was
not & dummy in the bed, but the
Bounder himsclf.

There was a buzz ameng the
awakened juniors.

Nobody now doubted that Herbert
Vernon-Smith was out of bounds—
that the Lamb lad caught him at
last !

Plainly the Lamb thought o,
There was a smile on his face—not

n pleasant smile—as he stood looking
towards Vernon-Smith's bed.

#3 think,” said Mr. Lamb smoothly,
*that there is no donbt 1 the matter

now. I regret that it will be my
duty to report Vernon-Smnith to his
headmaster. I fear that Dr. Locke

will have no alternative but to expel
him from Greyfriars!”

He step nearcr to
Smith’s bed.

He was sure now. A fellow conld
havdly have remained nsteep after
his name had been cnlled londly
three times. Bot e was going to
throw back the bedelothes and reveal
the dummy which he had not the
slightest doubt had been packed there
to give the appearance of a slecper
in the bed. _

All eyes in the dormitory were

Yornons
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“ Urrrggh !

upon him, Smiling in a catlike way,
Mr. Lamb grasped the bedelothes
and threw them back. Every fellow
expeeted to see a bundle of coats ar
g revealed, as My, Lamb certainly
duel.

The Bounder sat up.

There was 2 gencral zasp.

* Smithy 1 _{Eflt-‘:d R%?h-}:'i‘ﬂg

“8mithy ! roaverd Bob Cherry,

“Oh erumbs, he's there [ stuttered
S2kinner,

“0Oh, my hat! Smithy!”

Mr. Lamb almost staggered. He
atood staving at Herbert Veraon-
Smith as if he could havdly trust his

eycsight.

The Bounder gave u yawn and
rubbed his eyes, like a fellow newl
awakened from sleep. He blinke

roumd drowsily at staving faces.

“What’s the row?” he asked.
“ Anything up? Has the siren gone?
I mnever heard it—I was sound
aslecp 1"

“*You must
Harry Whartou.
you three times!”

“The soundiuluess must have been
terrafic

“Did you want e, sir?” asked
Vernon-Smith immocently. “ Wharton
gsays yvou called me, Borry I didn't
hear you, sir; I'm rather a sound
slecper.”

Myr. Lamb dvew a deep, decp breath,
He knew that someone had n ont
of the House. He had suspected that
it was Vernon-Smith, Evidently,
however, it was not—unless the
breaker of bounds had changed his
mind and immediately returned, aftor

have Deen ! gasped
“Mr. Lamb ealled

Ooogh ! *’ gasped the Bounder.
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and his was

Lamb had aguttml a shadowy figure
creeping in the dark quad.

Mr. Lamb’s feelings were deep as
lie gazed at the innocent Bounder,

Someone clse was out of the House,
apparently. Not Vernon-Smith—for
here he was—Dblinking at his Form-
master !

Lamb found his voice at last.

“I am glad that you are here,
Vernon-8mith ¥ His wvoice did nob
gound glad. “It must lLave been
some boy from amother dormitory
that I heard—not a boy of my own
Form. I am glad of this!”

My. Lamb walked back to the door,

“ Good-night, my boys !”* he bleated,
and shut off the light. The dooxr
closed on him,

The Bounder gave a low langh
when- the door was shut, His eseape
had been narrow; but a miss was as
good as o mile.

“Were you really asleep, Smithy #”
asked Skinner,

“Not at all—only pulling Lamb’'s
leg ! answered the Bounder. “The
dear man rejoiced a little too soon—
counting his chickens before they
were hatehed ¥

“But who the dickens did he hear
on the landing ?” asked Bob Cherry.
“Can't have been jolly old Loder—his
room’s downstairs! Price of the
Fifth, perhaps !

“He never heard anybody oun the
landing,” answered ernon-Smith
coolly, “If he had, he would have
been here like a shot—before I gob
back !

“You've been ount!” gasped Red-

wing.
“gﬂﬂi of ! Lamb was hardly five

.

I.'lI'hFE]'I ﬂaep intc; the puddle.
“ Oh gad 1

Urrgh ! "

minutes after me!” grinned 1ho
Bounder. “He's been out himself—
that’s how! Anybody oble to guness
why Lamb goes hiking in the middle
of the night?”

“0Oh, rot ! said Bob.

“Hot or mot, that's how!” said
Vernon-Smith, “If 1 hadn’t come
back, he would have had me! He
won't get another chanee—I’ll watch
that! No more night-prowls for me
—while Lamb’s onr beak! Wasn't
hiz face worth a guinm a box when
e saw me in bed P

There was o chueckle in the Remove
dormitory.

Vervon-Smith laid his head on the
pillow again, and the Removites
settled down to slumber.

But it was long before the Bounder
slept. ' The strange ineident in the
dark haunted iz mind—and he
strove in vain to guess who it could
possibly have been who had erasped
him in the Cloister and mavehed him
back to the House.

But le could not guecss—lic conld
not even surmise. Whoever il was,
he had saved Herbert Vernou-Smith
from the sack—there was no doubt
about that !

Startling as that happening had
been, the Bounder hiad reason to he
glad that it had happened.

CAUGHT!
i H, the ass ¥ cjaculated Bob
Cherry.
“The terrific fathead!™

“The silly goat!”
The Sark was frozen Lard., Five
Tue Magxer lanrany,—No. 1,609,
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fellows on skates were enjoying life
in the keen frosty air, with scarves
flving in the wind and ruddy faces.

IIarry Wharton & Co. sighted the
Bounder suddenly. They had skated
up the frozen river as far as Popper’s
Island, circled the island, and werc
coming back in a cheery bunch when
they spotted Smithy on the bank.

Smithy, cvidently, bad walked up
the towpath from Greyfrinrs. As the
chums of the Remove sighted him,
he was stopping at a gate in a fence
at the back of the path.

He did not look up the river, and
did uot sec the bunch of juniors in
the distance. But they saw him
clearly cnough, and saw him open
the gate of the Three Fishers and
puss in.

But that was not all they saw.
Farther down the towpath, they saw
a Sixth Form man of Greyfriars
cmerge from behind a mass of frosty
bushes on the edge of Popper Court
Woods. And they saw the grin on
the face of Gerald Loder of the Sixth
Form.

Smithy disappeared into the inner
rarden,  Loder stood looking at the
eate by which he had entered.

“0Oh, the fool!” breathed Harry
Wharton. “The dingy fool—falling
into it head-first like that [”

“That does for Emithy!" said
Johnny Bull. “He can't say he
hasn’t asked for it! That's the lid
on [a-.l

Loder, on the towpath, glanced at
the juniors as they came whizzing
along. He grinned at them as they
passed, cvidently in a mood of con-
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siderable sntisfaction, He could see
that they had scen what he had scen
—the scapegrace of Greyiriars enter-
ing the most disreputable resort in
the distriet., They knew, as he knew,
that Herbert Vernon-Smith’s number
Wwas up.

Five ruddy faces werc clouded as
the juniors skated on.

Loder—not at all clouded—left the
towpath to take the short eut through
the woods back to the school.

Loder had reason to be satisfied. He
was very far from an irreproachable
chamcttﬁr Pima&lie_ckh;m he had i:n

or a esg junior who
Eﬂlﬁﬂlyhia bad ez:amplg. Vernon-
Smith was a checky young raseal,
and Loder had had plenty of trouble
;':iti:. him. Mr. ]i.ﬂmh had ]ﬁkﬂﬂ him
o keop o epecial eye on that youn
mﬂcn],F nndpainﬂerriaﬂ been anr%
than willing to oblize. Not alwa
a dutiful prefect, Loder had done this
particular duty with a whole heart.
And now he had been successful, with
a satisfactory report to make to the
young rascal’s Form-master.

Harry Wharton & Co.'s feelings
were quite different.

No donbt Smithy deserved to be
gacked. But they did not want to see
Smithy turfed out of Greyfriars, even
if he did deserve it. Smithy’s shady
ways were more or less a guse : he
lmt{ many good qualities, and it was
chiefly a reckless desire to kick over
the traces that led him to play the

oat. He was not, as they knew, a

Inck sheep like Loder himself. Had
there been a football match on that
afternoon, wild horses would not have
dragged Smithy away from it to the
Three Fishers. But Gerald Loder
would have preferred a Dbilliards-
room to a football field any day.

“The fool!” repeated Harry. “He
knows that Lamb iz watching him
like a cat—he knows that Lamb's got
TLoder to watch him! Yet he hasn’t
sense enough to keep clear.” :

“That cad must have followed him
from the school,” %Tunted Bob
Cherry, “and jolly well kept out of
Smithy’s sight while he was doing it !
The Head doesn’t expect his prefects
to epy on a chap.”

“The terrific toad!” said Hurrce
Jamsct Ram Singh. “But the cop-
fulness of the csteemed and black-
cuardly Smithy is a deadly cert, all
the same.”™

“Lamb will like this !” said Nugent
dismally. “Smithy’s made him sit
up a good deal—now it’'s his turn.”

“It’s the sack !” said Johnny Bull.
“How often has Smithy risked it?
Two or three times this term already.
If a chap can't run straight, he's
bound to get the chopper in the long
run.”

Which was true enough, though no
eomfort to fellows who did not want
to sce the Bounder sacked,

The Famous Five took off their
skates at the Gmifriars boathouse,
and walked up to the school. All this
while the Bounder was at the Three
Fishers—probably playing billiards
with Ponsouby & Co., from Higheliffe,
or arranging some dingy ttiug
transaction with Soapy Smith—an
never dreaming that a prefect had
spotted him and gone back to the
school to report. 'The chums of the

Remove could not help thinking of
the overwhelming blow that awaited
him when he came in.

Tom Redwing met them when they
came into the quad.

“Seen amything of Smithy?” he
asked.

“Um! Yes! We saw him up the
river I answered Bob. He did not
feel disposed to tell Smithy’s chum
exactly what he had seen, and what
was bound to follow. Redwing would
know scon enough.

“The ass!” said Tom. “I'm afraid
he's gone to that rotten show—as lic
seems to have been stopped last night.
He jolly well ought to be booted for
being such a fool !”

In which the Famous Five could
only concur—though they lad no
doubt that something much worse
than a booting awaited the Bounder
on his return,

The Famous Five went up to Study
No. 1 to tea—not in their cheerfulest
mood., Loder, they had no doubt,
was back by that time—and had gone
to Lamb with his report. The Lamb
would be waiting for Smithy—and
with all his mild, fluffy ways, they
knew how implacable he could be—
where the Bouuder was concerned,
Smithy would be taken to the Head
—and sacked | They were not even
sure that they would see him again
before he left!

HIt lmm a rather dismal tea in Study

0. 1.

CAT AND MOUSE!

& ASTER VERNON-SMITH !*
£ Hﬂuﬂ Iu
“Mr. Lamb’s study, sic I
aaid Gﬂ-s]ini, peering curiously at
VYernon-Smith, as lie came in at the
gates.

The Bounder stopped dead and
looked at the old Greyfriars porter.

Giosling’s words gave him rather a
shock—oconsidering where he had just
come from,

“Did Lamb tell you?” he asked.

"“Yessir ¥ answered Gosling.

“0.E. " drawled the Bounder, and
he walked on lightly towards the
House.

But his heart was beating un-

leagantly, His intended visit to
gnap_y Bmith had been stopped the
previous mnight by that strange
ocourrence that was still a mystery
to him. He had gone that afternoon,
and, so far as he kuew, 10 cye had
been wpon him.  What did Lamb
want him for? It was a rather dis-
concerting coincidenee that TLamb
wanted him—immediately on his re-
turn from an excursion out of bounds,

But his manner was quite cool and
ealm, as he tapped at the door of Mr.
Lamb’s study and entered.

Lamb Wusjircndiﬂg over & drawing-
board on which a drawing was
pinned. His pen was at work with
an easy facility. He did not look up
as the Bounder came in, and Vernon-
Smith waited. v

“(osling said yon wanted me, sir !”
said Vernon-Smith, at length,

“Yes; quite! agreed the Lamb.
“Please wait a few minutes

The Bounder waited,

Lamb went on with the drawing,
his attention concentrated on it.



Vernon-Smith set his lips as he
waited.

The man was interested in his
work, no doubt; but Smithy had a
feeling that Lamb was dehherately
keeping him in suspense, playing
with him like a cat with a mouse.
Only too well he knew that there was
n sircak of catlike cruelty in the
finfiy little Lamb—only too well he
Enew that Lamb had net forgotten
for o moment the shindy at Sea
View, and had been only awaiting his
chance.

It dawned upon him, as he stood
waiting, that the Lamb knew where
he had been—though how, he could
not begin to guess.

For five long minutes the Bounder
waited in silence, while Lamb added
touches to his drawing., Then, at
last, tho art master laid down the pen
—wiping the mnib, in bhis fussy,
methodical way, hefore ho turned
the Bounder.

“Ah! You have retnrned, Vernon-
Smith " Le bleated. He looked
quite the pleasant little Lamb; but
Smithy knew that cold, flinty look in
the cyes over the gold-rimmed glasses.
“ Where have you been?”

“A walk up the river, sir.”

“You have not been in any place
out of school hounds, Vernon-Smith?”
agked the Lamhb.

Smithy knew then, that Lamb
kncw. But he anawered coolly:

“Certainly neot, sir!”

Vernon-Smith made that answer
without hesitation. His view was
that a beak had no right to ask a
fellow to accuse himself. He was not
going to admit anything, if he could
ielp it. But he know, even as he
gpoke, that the vutrnth was useless,

“You did not enter a place called,
I think, the Three Feathera—no, the
Three Fishers?” bleated the Lamb.
“No? Come, come! I think yon
ave the most mntruthful boy in the
Remove, Vernon-Smith, except per-
haps Bunter—hut prevarication will
:mf help you.”

The Bounder coloursd. He had no
scruple about telling the tale to beaks
or prefects; but it gave him rather a
jolt to be classed with Bunter.

Lamb glanced at his wateh.

* At six o'clock, Veruon-8mith, Dr,
Locke will be in his study,” he said.
“1 shall then take you to him. I am
afraid that you must be prepared to
leave the school. The prefect who
saw you enter the Three Fishers will
Le present.”

The Bounder's heart sank almaost
into his boots, Wingate, or Gwynne,
or Walker—one of the prefects, at all
events, must have been up the Sark
that afterncom, and ecen him,

Then suddenly Loder’s name flashed
into his mind.

Was it Loder? He knew that Lamb
had set Loder to wateh him.

He drew a deep, deep breatl.

“T think, sir, there must be some
mistake,” hc said evenly. “If the
prefect you are speaking of is Loder,
Iie has offon made misgakes.”

Mr. Lamb smiled.

“I do not think that Loder has

made a mistake on this occasion,
Vernon-Smith,” he answered., *Ac-
cording to lis report to  me,

he was sianding npot more thon
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a dozem yards from you when
he saw you enter that disreputable
vesort, which you know to be strictly
out of bounds for all Greyiriars boys.
However, the headmaster will judge
the matter. For the present you may
go. Return here at five minutes to
gix, and I will then take wou to Dr.
Locke.”

“Certainly,
Smith.

Lamb gave him a sharp look.

There was o perceptible sneer on
the junior's face—a dancing light of
derision in his cyes. He did not look,
as the Lamb expected, overwhelmed.
Yet the case was clear—it could not
have been elearer. Loder had seen
him—watched him, and the head-
master had to act on a prefect’s re-

ort. The Bounder’s look puzzled
inn.

“I think Loder has made a mistake,
sir I gaid Vernon-Smith. “It’s a bit
misty this ai‘ternmn——’pcﬂ'-aps he saw
some other fellow——'

“That will do ! snapped Mr, Lamb.
“Leave my study ™
“Yeory well, sir ¥
The ]guunﬂ_er left the study, closing
the door behind him.

In the passage, he laughed.

Loder had spied—and Loder had
spotted him ! er's report to the

ead meant the sack for him—unless
Loder had made a mistake—and
admitted it.

In the wallet in the Bounder’s
lmcket was the page torn from the
‘Racing Calendar,” with marginal
notes in Loder's fist.

The Bounder laughed as he walked
down the passage. He had Lamb's
&py in the hollow of his hand.

sir ™ said  Vernon-

Langhing, the Bounder walked
away to the Bixth Form passage,
where he ped on the door of
Gerald Loder’s study.

UREXPECTED !
o ALLO, hallo, hallo !”

H *Smithy !”

Harry Wharton & Coa.

were on the Remove landing, after

tea, when Herbert Vernon-Smith
came up. )
Smithy was rather late for fea in

his study—owing to the time taken
up by an interview with Mr. Lamh,
and another with Loder of the Sixth.

The Famous Five hailed him at
once. He looked cheerful and care-
less—from which, they supposed, he
was still unaware of the sword of
Damocles that was suspended over his
head.

“Hold on, Smithy!” eaid Harry

Zl

ton. *“We were skating on the Sark.
when you—-"

“Did you?' drawled the Bounder.
*1 suppose youre not going to call
on his Nibs and tell lim what you
gaw. 7"

“Don’'t be a goat!” sard Wharton
grufly. “Loder saw you, too! Ha
was watching you—as you might
have expected, after what DBuntcr
told you the other day:. I don't scte
that there's :mythinﬁ tyﬂll can do—
but now you know what's coming, at
any rate.”

mithy
curiously.

“You're all lookin' as serious as a
family of moultin® owls,” he re-
marked. “Is it on my account?”

“Nobody wants to see you sacked,”
said Harry. “You jolly well deserve
it, if it comes to that, but—"

The Bounder chuckled.

“You know what jolly old Shake-
gpeare says,” he remarked. *‘ Give
every may his deserts, and who shall
escape whipping? ' Actually, I've

n up to no harm this afterncon. I
only dropped in to tell Soapy that I
gshouldn’t be seeing him again this
term—turnin’ over a new leaf and all
that.”

“Well, we believe you, of course—
but you can't expect the Head to,
with so much against you, in one way
and another,” said Harry. "I hope
the Head will believe that, Smithy!
But——"

“The butfulness is terrifie I mur-
mured Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Think I'd spin that to the Head ?"
grinned the Bounder. “Tt happens to
be true—but it doesn’t sound like it !
Sounds like the thinnest yarn a chap
could tell to wriggle out of a scrape.”

“I'm afraid it does,” said Harry.
“I can’t make you out, Smithy! You
know what to expeet, now ['vo told

ou—"

“0Oh, I knew before you told me !
gaid Vernon-Smith. *Gosling tipped
me to go to Lamb as soon as I ciame
]nljl

looked at them rather

“Oh! You've seen Lamb!”
“I've had that pleasure! He's
taking me to the Head at six! I've

just time to scrounge a tea before I
zo up for the chopper. What a life !”

"‘{uu know it will be the sack, I
suppose ?” cxclaimed the captain of
the Remove, staring at him.

“Think &0

“It is a deadly cert, my estecmed
Smithy " said Hurree Jamset Ram
E‘}ingh, with a shake of his dusky
head.

“0Oh, life's full of chances!” said
the Bonnder negligently. “IDid you

(Continued on next page.)

VWharton. 4
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*Anything up: :
he asked.

“Your number !
answered  Johnwy
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fellows nolice that it was a bit misty
along the rivers”

“Yes: whatv nbout it7”  asked
N genl, staring.
*Loder might bhave taken one

fellow for another—it was so misty !
He can’t be sure it was poor littlo me
that Le saw.”

“That's rot!” eaid Harry., “We
were farther off than Loder, and we
saw vou plain enough I

“Ir that’s what you're banking on,
Smithy. it's N, G.!"” said Bob.

“Well, I've nothin' olse to bank on,
have I7” said the Bounder blandly.
“T ghall have to bank on that. I've
always been lucky—I don't faney
that my luck is goin’ to lot me down
with a bump this time."

*Oh, here you are, Smithy " Tom

redwing eamo out of the Remove
passage. “IDlon't you want any tea?”
tedwing glanced at the faces of the
Famous Iive. “Is anyihing up?” he
added.

“Lots ¥ answered the Bounder.
There were o dozen fellows within
Lhearing, and they all leoked round at
Vernon-Smith, Smithy spoke loudly
enouzh for everyboedy to hear. Smithy
likedd an andience. *What do you
think, Neddy? I'm scent up to the
Head—"

“Oh ! pasped Redwing. " You fat-
head—you ass—I1 pucssed where you
had gone this afternoon. Do you
mean—="

“Don’t shout out your pnesses, old
man ™ said the Bounder, langhing.

“IDo wvou mean that you were
spotted ™ breathed Redwing.
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“Loder scems to think that Le
spotted me ! drawled Smithy. *“I'll
tell you exactly what happencd.
Loder, being a dutiful prefect—you
all know how dutiful he 1s——"

“He, he, he!” from Billy Bunter.

“Being so dutiful, he gave up
horses and banker for the afternoom
to keep an ¢ye on me ¥ continued the
Bounder.

Therc was a chuckle on the Remove
landing. A crowd of fellows werc
gatheringe round to listen to the
Bounder.

The Famous Five stared at him
blankly. 8o far as they could sce,
Smithy's number was np—he had no
chanee whatever of pulling through
this time. IHis luck was a proverb
in tho Remove—but they failed to sec
how his luck could help him now.
But, so far from appearing uncasy
or alarmed, the scapeprace of Grey-
frinrs scemed to be enjoying the
situation.

“No football bein’ on this after-
neon,” went on Smithy, “1I toock a
little walk along the river. Healthy
cxercise, combined with a love of
scenery, was the reason—"

“Oh crikey ! said Skinner, "Pile
it on, Smithy !*

“By an odd coincidence,” snid
Vernon-Smith, “Loder of the Bixth
took a walk in the same direction—
feclin®, like me, the urge for healthy
excreise, and perhaps bein' equally
interested in scenery.”

“Just about!” apgreed Skinner.

“But the oddest thing is,” said the
Bounder, “that Loder saw, or

How Jim
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fancied he saw, a Greyiriars man
%gring in at the gate of the Three
ishers,”

“Smithy I breathed Redwing.

“If he did,” said Smithy, "% can’t
begin to gness who it was! No such
bad character in the Remove, I fecl
surc! Wharton and his pals were
not far from the spot, it ecems—but
1t ean’t have been one of them!
They're above such things.”

“You silly ass——" began Jolnny
Bull,

“My dear rhu];n, nobody suspects
you for a moment ! said the Bounder,
“Even Loder wouldn’t! He knows
your high character—knows, as well
as we do, that you set a worthy
example to the Form, treading the
path of rightcousness, and looking
neither to the right nor to the left.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Johmny Bull gave the Bounder a
laok. But he decided not to punch o
fellow who was going up to the Head
to be sacked. He contounted himsclf
with a grunt,

“8o who it was is 2 deep myatery !
continued Smithy, “It can hardly
have been, Bunter—he couldn’t walk
so far without falling down dead—"

“0Oh, really, Smithy——-7"

“It wasn't you, was it, Skinncr:”

“Not quite I” snid Skinner.

“Well, Loder thinks he saw some-
body,” =said the Bounder. “The

ucerest thing is, that he fancied, at
the time, that it was me, you know !
Of course, it was misty on the river—
that may account for the mistake!
But a prefect onght really to be more

careful

“That chicken won't fight,
smithy !* said  Skinner. “Far

odness’ sake, think out a hetter

one than that !
“Bunter could do better than
that " remarked Peter Todd. “Help
Smithy out, Bunter—this kind of
t]:in}g is in your line ™

“Yah ! from Bunter.

“With this queer idea in Lis
head,” continned  Vernon-Smith,
“what does Loder do? He hikes back
to the school and reports to Lamb!
Lamb reports to the Head, and the
Head fixes six o'clock to sce me in his
study. The whole stage is prepared
for the drama. Lamb’s going to take
me to the Bigr Beak, lLoder’s to be
there to do hiz stuff, and then "

“Then the long jump 1" said Tom
Brown.

“I wonder! said Vernon-Smith.
“Pﬂasihltf' not! I still hope that,
after reflectin’® on the matter, Loder
may realise that he may have been
in error—to err is human, you know,
and Loder is human, or nearly——*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bounder looked at his watch,

“Ten minutes to go,” he said.
“Just time to serounge a tea—if

onw've got anything in the study,

cﬂﬂj, EH

The Bounder walked up the Eemove
passage to his study, with his dis-
mayed chum at his gide.

The Removites on the landing
stared at one another. Everybody
knew the Bounder's nerve, and knew
that 1f he had to go, he would go
with his chin up. But this scemed




the limit of bravado, cvem for the
iron-nerved Bounder.

"I say, you fellows, what has
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,

Smithy got up his sleeve ?"” said Billy
Bunter. “He's jolly well got some-} BQYS AND GIRLS!
thing up his sleeve.” {
o like it,” said Bob. *“Buty Y way of a change, this week I
what 7" ! B am publishing a letter which
The whole crowd followed along the} re me from Putney. It
passage to tho Boundei's study. 4is a sample of one of the many com-
The door of Btudy No. 4 was wide }plimentary letters I receive in the

open—3Emithy sittin
starting on a hurried tea. 4
He glanced up at the swarm of )
curious faces looking in, and grinned. }
“No charge !" he said,
And he went on cheerfully with his
tea, while the Removites stared.

at the table, {

s e M.

NO LUCK FOR LAMBE !

TJ!LI’!
Y“"Come in ! said Dr. Locke.
The clock in the Head's

study indicated six. That was the
time appeinted for Mr. Lamb to
bring the delinquent before him. ]
And the stern expression on the head- |
master's face showed very clearly |
what that dclir;%ueut had to r:::pm.'.tj
wheh lie appeaved. i

What lhe had to expect. was the |
brief sentence of the sack. Other!
fellows might have been let off more
lightly, but there was too much
against the Bounder already.

r. Queleli’s time, he had been con-
sidered the worst boy in his Form—|
and Mr. Queleh’s substitute ecemed |
to have the same opiniom of him—
even the meek and mild little art)
master | Nobody at Greyfriars School |
would be surprised to hear that
Herbert Vernon-Smith had heen
bunked—the surprising thing, to{
most fellows, was that he had not
been bunked already. Certainly he
had asked for it often cnough,

The door opened, and Mr. Lamb
came in—pecring over lis
rimmed glasses in his owlish way.

Herbert Vernon-Smith followed him §

in.

Inlj

gold-}

] cation,

course of a week. It reads:

“ Dear Mr, Editor,—Thiz is a letter
from a family of Maener readers of
twenty-five years’ standing, to thank
you and Mr, Frank Richards for all
the pleasure we have had from- the
Greyiriars stories. We very much
appreciate Mr. Frank hards’
powers of description, study of
character, and the good, clean, whole-
some tone of the stories. are
all enjoyable. Favourite characters
with us are Bunter, Coker, ILord
Mauleverer, and Wibloy. We can’t
offer any suggestions for improving
the Maexer, as this wonldn’t be
possible; but hope you will always
find some room for your ' Come Into
the Office——" it's so friendly.

“Whatever else we have to do with-
out in war-time, let us hope the good
old Maiawer will continue as success-
fully as ever.

“Please don't think that this is
just a lot of fulsome praise—we are
only attempting to show our appre-
ciation. Best wishea to yom and
Myr. Frank Richards {more power to
him) for the New Year. From

“Teree Purdey REaDERS.”

Thanks for the very nice letter, mi
Putney chums! Rest assured that I
will do all in my power to keep the
MagneT-on the high pedestal on which
it stands to-day !

As youw know, the Maaner goes to
Press some weeks in advance of pabli-
Sucli being the case, I have
beein unable—until now—to thank the
many readexs who kindly sent me

“Here is the boy, sir!” said Mr.}Christmas and New Ycar cards. To
Lamb. | write every reader personally would
Dr. Locke's glance dwelt on the {take np more time than I can possibly
Bounder with disfavour. He had seen ] spare, so I am taking this opportunity,

Herbert YVernon-Smith in his atudﬂ
often—too often, Fellows who were!
sont up too often were in danger of
taking a long leave of the achool. |
Now it was the finish. 1

The Bounder was cool and calm. |
His manner was very quict and re-
spectful; mutincer as hLe was by
nature, the scapegrace of Greyiriars
was very careful under the eyes of |
his leadmaster.
who respected hardly anybody or any-
thing, had a real respect for his h |
master, and would not lave wished |
to cheek him, even if he conld hmrej
ventured to do so. .

“Is not Loder lLere?” Mr. Lamb
blinked round the etudy. “I re-
quested Loder to be present at six
o’clock, sir, as it is necessary for you
to hear him."”

Tap!

“Come in '™

Loder of the Sixth enfered the
stady.

He comc in slowly, his manner
hesitating, and a flush in his checks.

Smithy, in fact, {

{NOW 1

E #

through the medium’ of this chat, to
thank you one and all, chums, for
your very kind wishes.

And now for next week’s grand

Y Greyiriars yarn, All you fellows who

have been usk:i%g for a mﬂﬂm

starring William Wibley, the achool-

boy impersonator, can look forward

to reading: ' -

“THE THIEF OF THE NIGHT .*
By Frank Richards,

it next Saturday’s MaewerT. You'Il

find thrills and chuckles galoré in
this s:p'lendid yarn. If you have not
already ordered yomr copy, do &o

YOUR EDITOR.

The Bounder did not look at him,
But he could guess that Gerald Loder
wished himself anywhere but in the
Head’s study just then.

In that matter Loder had no choice.
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The affair, having been rted to
the headmaster, had to be dealt with
h]'{ the headmaster. Loder had to go
through with it now. '

**Ahl Here is Loder!” said Mr.
Lamb. His eyes, for a moment,
glinted at the Bounder over his
glasses, “Loder, you will be kind
enough to repeat what you reported
to me this afternoon, and which I
have a'lmad'{ reported to Dr. Locke.”

¥Yes, sir!” mumbled Loder.

Dr. Locke. fixed his eyes on the
prefect. He could not quite under-
stand Loder’s hesitating manner,

“Loder,” he said, "“from what Mr.
Lamb has told me, it appears that
you saw thiz junior this afferncon
entering a disrcputable resort called
the Three Fishers.”

“Yes, gir ™ gtammered Loder. “I
—I thought so, sir—"

Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows.

“You thought so ! he ted. “I
do not understand you, er! On

your report to Mr. Lamb depends
whether this boy remains at this
school, or whether he is expelled
from Greyiriars in disgrace, is is
not a matter for uncertainty, Loder!
What do you mean by saying that
you thought so?”

Lamb's eyes gleamed at Loder of
the Sixth. He was as surpriscd as
the Head, and a good deal discon-
certed, too. .

“ Loder's statement to me was most
definite, sir ! he said.

“8So I understood,” said Dr. Locke.
“If, however, there is any doubt in
the matter—"

“There is no doubt, sir!” Lamb's
voice was sharp. For the moment lie
forgot his nsual circomepection. i

. Locke gave him a glance.
was rather a cold glance. :

“ Please let Loder speak !” he said.
“ Loder, cxplain yonrself at once. If
you have any doubt in your mind,

sa{ s0 frankly.”
oder's face was crimson.

“J—I—I certainly thought =0,
when I reported to Mr. Lamb, sir,”
be stammered. “ But—but since—"

“Well ?” rapped the Head,

“I—I—I'm sorry, sir, that your
time should be wasted like this, but
—but——" Loder gasped a little.
“But-—it was a misty afternoon, sir,
and—ahd I am afraid I made a
mistake.”

“Nonsense ' gaid Mr, Lamb,

“If there is the remotest maihi[itj
thiat you made 4 mistake, ep, the
whole matter ends here and mnow !

said Dr. Yocke eha .. “Rindl
make & {]ﬂin and definite ataterent.”
- "“It—it was a mistake, sir '’ . ed
Loder, “I—I gee it now—how 1've
iought over it.” & Teel swre, gir, that
—that it was not Vernon-Smikh that
I gaw. I=I feel bound to—sto tell
you, s0; siz—-~" |

“Most decidedly!” exclaimed the
Head, “Yon ghould be more careful,
Lodey, in so very serious a matter.
Nevertheless, I gm very glad tb hear

S this. Vernon-Smith, you may leave

my study.” : ;
"Thank you, sir!” said the
Bounder, with quiet demureness.
He left the Bhlﬂﬂ, aware ‘hat
Lamb's eyes followed him as hie woent,
Tue MagHeT LiBRARY.—No. 1.669.
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like o eat’s following an  escaping
Tk lg=er,

In the Head's study there was a
brief silewmee atter the scapegrace of
Greytriarvs had gone, The Head was
feeling  velieved; it wasz a poinful
duty to him to pass a sentenee of the
=uck on o Gieyfriars wman.,  Mr,
Loamb's feelings, whatever they woere,
woere not of relief! It was, in fact,
very difficult for Mr. Lomb to l:L'n:j}
tho=e feclings from showing in  his
fave.

“*You zlwmld exercize more enre,
Lader,” said Dr. Locke.  On another
oecasion I recommend you to reflect

before  not  after, reporting to a
L] i -
Forut-mazter, The matter 13 now
cnded.”

Dy Docke took up his pen.

Loder was already edging to the
door. He oot ont of the study as
quickliy as fie conld.

Mr. Lamb followed him out, shut-
ting the door after him.

“One moment, laoder,” said
Lamb. in the eorridor.

Loder eave him an uneasy look.
He was almost as anxious to get away
from Mr. Lamb as from the Head.

“"Yez, siv,” he mymbled, “I—I'm
gorry for the mistake, but——"

Lamb's cyes glinted at him like
cold steel,

“I do wot understand you, Loder,”
gnid My, Lamb., “But I know that
you have wasted my time, and the
Head’s lame, and caused me a great
tleal of trouble for nothing. Take
that !”

Smack !

“Ow " howled Loder, as he tock if.

Mr. Lamb walked awnay-to lils own
etudy, leaving him staggering.

Hubbmgz that burming car, and
gasping with rage, Loder tramped
away to his study. He went into that
st-ud:t',' anil banged the deor with a
bang that vang in all the other Sixth
Form studies, Mr. Lamb had found
solace in that smack, but he was not
likelvy to obtain any more services
from Loder of the Rixth,  Loder's
ferlings towards Lamb were deep—
amld wot fricndly.
I The door opencd again a minute
ater.

Hoerbert Vernon-Smith looked in.

Loder gave him a look.

“Tharks " grinned the Bounder,

He tossed a erwmpled serap of
paper i the study, shut the door, and
walked away,

Mr.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Lotler peunced on #hat serap of
paped. It was a page torn from the
“Hacing Calendar.,” with marginal
notes by Loder.  In o split sceond.
that scrap of |p:|1'|r-1' was tosscd 1uto

Lotler's study five !
1]
I comes [ velled Billy Bunter,
“Herve's Smithy !

“Sacked !

“Bunked I

Herbert YVernon-Smith eame up to
the  Remove passagpe,  langhing.
Almost all the Remove were pathercd
there, waiting for him amd waiting
to hear the verdict.

Tom Bedwing breathed more freely
az he suw the Bounder's laughing
face.

“Emithy, is it all vight ?” breathed
Redwing.

“Right as rain ™

“You don’t mean to say vou've gof
oft 7 howled Bob Cherry.

"Wy not?"

“Well, P'm jolly glad,” said Harry
Wharton. “I can't understand it—
I thought Lamb had you this time!
But I'm’ jolly glad.”

“Is Bunter here#”
Bounder, lookine vound. *Like to
do something for me, Bunter? Take
this ponnd note down to the tuckshop
and spend it on tuck., I'm standing
you & spread, comsidering what pals
we are!”

The other fellows gazed at Herbert
Vernon-Smith.

“What the thump!"” said Bob
Chierry.

“Don’t you think Bunter deserves
a spread?” asked the Bounder.
“*Bunter’s a stont lad! Look how he
bageed scent for ws in the paper-
chase!  "Member how  he bagged
Toder'#sporting literature? Some of
it came in jolly usefnl !”

O exelaimed Harey Wharton,

“My idea 18" sald Smithv, “that
cvery man in the Remove onght fo
stand Dunter a spread.  Buat for
Bunter yon might have lost me!
Think what vour feclings would have
heen like then !

And the Bownder, Tanghing, walked
on to his study.

THE ENT.

{Don’t miss “THE THIEF OF
THE NIGHT!'—nexl week's spank-
ing fine yarn of Harry Wharten £ Co.
I's hetter than ever.—Ed.)

5AY, you fellows, here he

azkoed

the |
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