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                  BUNTER IN THE DARK! 
  “WHAT ass—” 
  “What fathead—” 
  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent uttered those exclamations simultaneously. They came out of Study No. 1, in the Remove at Greyfriar, into a passage that was black as a hat. 
  Somebody, apparently, had turned off the light in the passage. Which, if it was intended as a joke, was the most idiotic joke ever. The switch was at the end of the passage, and a fellow had to grope along in the dark to reach it. And the landing at the end was as black as the passage— the light had been turned out there also. 
  “What blithering, howling ass—” 
  “What benighted dummy—” 
  “I say, you fellows,” came a whisper from dense darkness. “I say, shut up! He’ll hear you!” 
  It was the fat voice of Billy Bunter. Somewhere in the darkness plus, out of range of the glimmer from the study doorway, lurked the fattest figure in the Greyfriars Remove. 
  “Bunter, you ass—” 
  “Bunter, you owl—”
  “Don’t make a row!” came the whisper from the dark. “Lamb may be up any minute now!” 
  “Lamb!” repeated Wharton and Nugent together. 
  “Yes, that beast Lamb: I’ve got an egg here—” 
  “An egg!” stuttered Harry Wharton. “What the thump are you skulking in the dark with an egg for?” 
  “Lamb!” chuckled the unseen Owl of the Remove. “You wait till he comes up! I’m going to get him all right! You just wait!”
  Billy Bunter, it seemed, was on the warpath. Apparently, he expected Mr. Lamb to come up to the Remove passage. The art master of Greyfriars was booked for a surprise when he came. 
  “You dangerous maniac!” breathed Harry Wharton. “Lamb will take your skin off, if you buzz an egg at him—” 
  “Think he can see in the dark? That’s why I’ve turned out the light. He won’t know it was me, of course. Smithy ain’t the only fellow that can rag Lamb, I can tell you. You just wait. But keep quiet. If he heard us talking, he might guess that we were here.” 
  “He might!” gasped Wharton. “Quite likely, I think!” 

 “Take that egg to your study, you fat ass!” said Frank Nugent. “Don’t you know better than to waste eggs in war-time?” 
  “This ain’t a good egg!” explained Bunter. “Catch me wasting a good egg on Lamb! It’s a jolly old egg— a pre-war egg, I think, and foreign at that Mrs. Mimble was going to chuck it away, when I bagged it—it was too old even to sell! Lamb will like it, perhaps—he, he, he! I’ll bet it’s got a flavour!” 
  “How do you know Lamb’s coming up?” 
  “Don’t I?” chuckled Bunter. “He’s after Smithy! He’s always after Smithy! Smithy’s got lines that he had to take in to Lamb at seven. He hasn’t taken them in. What do you think Lamb will do?” 
  “Oh!” said Harry Wharton. “Ten to one he will come up after those lines, and bring a cane with him.” 
  “Sure to.” agreed Nugent. “He never loses a chance at Smithy.  Smithy keeps on asking for it.” 
  “May be up any minute!” chuckled Bunter. “Just you wait till I hear him! He’s getting this egg right in the chivvy! The beast whopped me this afternoon. He made out that I was playing tricks in his study, just because he copped me there, and there was a drawing-pin on his chair. I. told him I only camp in to look at his pictures, because I thought them so jolly clever.  He was cad enough to doubt my word.  That’s the sort of swab he is!”
  Billy Bunter gave an indignant sniff. Bunter did not like having his word doubted. He felt insulted. 
  He gave me six, and never sat on the drawing-pin, after all!” continued Bunter. “Well, let him wait till I get going with this egg, that’s all. Just wait till it squashes on his boko!”  
  “You howling ass——” 
  “You burbling chump——” 
  “I say, you fellows, do be quiet! I believe I can hear him coming!” hissed Bunter. 
  There was a sound from the direction of the staircase. 
  The fat figure in the dark turned towards the landing. The egg was grasped in a fat hand, and Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. 
  It was impossible to see who was coming—but it was easy to hear. Bunter was going to aim by hearing, not by sight! 
  Certainly, deep as was his wrath against Mr. Lamb, the fat Owl would never have ventured to let Lamb sec him buzzing that egg. 
  “Bunter—” breathed Harry Wharton. He groped—but his hands met only empty spacp. Bunter was out of reach. 
  “Bunter, you mad grampus!” hissed Frank Nugent. 
  But answer there came none. Billy Bunter, on the dark landing, was 
giving all his attention to those footsteps on the stairs. 
  His fat paw was uplifted, with the egg in it. Mr. Lamb, the art master, was going to be sorry that he was taking the Remove in the absence of Mr. Quelch, with such a deadly dangerous customer as William George Bunter in the Form. 
  Wharton and Nugent remained silent. 
  They were feeling disposed to collar the fatuous fat Owl and jam his egg down the back of his fat neck— which any fellow deserved, in their 
opinion, for playing such trick as buzzing eggs in the dark. But, if it was Mr. Lamb coming, they did not want to give Bunter away to him. 
  Lamb, who was nicknamed the Pet Lamb because he was so soft and mild, had a tough temper, when he let it rip—and an egg squashing on his boko was fairly certain to cause him to let it rip. If Lamb spotted Bunter larking with that egg, Bunter’s fate was going to be unenviable. 
  But was it Lamb who was coming? 
  There was a doubt. 
  Ten to one, as Wharton had said, Lamb would come up after Vernon- Snith’s lines if they had not been handed in on time. Smithy’s feud with the Lamb had, perhaps naturally, caused the little art master to have a very heavy down on Smithy. Lamb never lost a chance of making the Bounder of Greyfriars sorry for himself. Ten to one he would come up—with a cane. 
Still, anyone might come up at an unlucky moment. Any Remove fellow, who happened to be downstairs, might come up to the Remove studies. Billy Bunter s powerful intellect, concentrated on Lamb and vengeance, did not seem to have considered that possibility. Wharton and Nugent could not help thinking of it. 
  “The potty porpoise—” muttered Wharton. 
  “Better keep quiet!” muttered Nugent. “If it’s Lamb, Bunter’s going to get skinned, if he spots him!”
  “But is it?” 
  “Goodness knows.” 
  They listened, with painful intentness in the dark. The footsteps were audible—but they had slowed down. Someone, coming up the Remove staircase, seemed surprised to find the landing in darkness. From that darkness came a sudden sound. 
  Crack! Squash! 
  It was the sound of an egg breaking on a human countenance. 
  Bunter had got his man! Bunter was no marksman—but at a short range even Bunter did not miss. 
  The smash of the egg was followed by a fearful yell. 
  “Yarooooh—ooop! Ooogh! What the thump— What’s that? Oh gad! Oh crikey! What—what—Whoo— Ooooogh!” 
  It was not the voice of Mr. Lamb— which was rather a relief to Wharton and Nugent, if not to Billy Bunter. It was the voice of a junior—that of Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars. That voice was heard on its top note. 
  A dismayed squeak from the fat Owl followed. 
  “Oh crikay! Is that you, Smithy’ I thought you were in your study! Oh lr’ !” 
  “Urrrggh!” gurgled the eggy Bounder. 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Harry Wharton. “Smithy! That mad chump—”  He hurried to the landing, and groped for the lighting switch. 
  Lamb was not on the scene—if he was coming, he had not yet come. Smithy had come up—as any Remove fellow might have done! Smithy had got the egg! 
  The light flashed on, illumining the darkness of the Remove landing. It revealed Billy Bunter, blinking like an owl through his big spectacles 
—and Herbert Vernon-Smith, clawing frantically at egg. 
  Egg smothered his face, and ran down his chin and his neck. And the scent that floated on the air told all too plainly that it was pre-war egg— probably a pre-the-Great-War egg! It was absolutely nothing like attar-of-roses. 
  Vernon-Smith clawed and gasped and choked. Billy Bunter blinked at him—and Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent burst into a yell.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 

                  NON-STOP! 

“OOOOOOOOGH!” 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith spluttered as he clawed and dabbed. A spot of that egg had gone into his mouth. It was not nice. 
  “Oh gad!” The Bounder grabbed at a handkerchief and dabbed at his eggy face. “What—who—somebody chucked an egg. It’s an egg—it smashed on my nose—in the dark! Oooogh!” 
  “Oh scissors!” gasped Billy Bunter. 
  Had the victim been Lkmb, Bunter’s programme was to cut up the Remove passage in thp dark and vanish before there was a chance of identification. Had it been Lamb, Wharton certainly would not have switched on the light. 
  Now, however plus, it was on—and there was Bunter. 
  Bunter’s little round eyes fairly popped through his big, round spectacles at Smithy. He was annoyed—that egg had been wasted on the wrong man! But he was more alarmed than annoyed. 
  The Lamb, no doubt, would have been in a very bad temper had he got the egg. But Smithy’s look indicated that the Lamb had nothing on him when it came to bad temper. 
  Smithy dabbed, and dabbed, and sniffed, and choked. The scent of that egg clung round him almost like a blanket. 
  “Who buzzed that egg?” he roared. Wharton and Nugent made no reply to that. Three or four fellows, drawn by the sound of the Bounder’s yell when he got the egg, came out of the Rpmove studies. They all stared at Smithy. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! What on earth’s up?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Somebody been spilling scent!” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “The scentfulness is truly terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Who buzzed that egg?” yelled the Bounder furiously.  “I’ll smash the silly ass! Wharton—Nugent—if it was you—” 
  “Don’t be an ass!” snapped Wharton. 
  “If you can help it.” added Nugent. The Bounder’s furious glare turned on Billy Bunter. 
  That fat and fatuous youth backed away in great alarm. 
  “I say, Smithy, it wasn’t me!” he spluttered. “D-d-don’t you fancy it was me, you know. Besides, I meant it for Lamb—”
  “You—you fat idiot!” roared Vernon-Smith. 
  “Oh, no! I never turned off the light because I thought Lamb was coming up. I never thought he was coming up at all—I never thought about him. I—I’d forgotten he was at Greyfriars!” gasped Bunter. “I—I think it was Coker of the Fifth buzzed that egg at you, Smithy. I saw him—”
  Vernon-Smith was not likely to believe that the fat Owl had seen, Coker of  the Fifth buzz that egg—in the dark! He made a jump at Bunter— who gave a yelp of affright and dodged round Wharton and Nugent. 
  “I say, you fellows, keep him off!” he yclled. “I never meant it for that beast—I meant it for the other beast! I say— Yaroooh!” 
Vernon-Smith’s grasp was on the fat Owl. 
  “Ow! Rescue!” yelled Bunter.  “I say, you fellows— Yaroooh!”
  “Hold on, Smithy!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.  He caught the Bounder by the shoulder “That fat chump meant it for Lamb—” 
  “Let go, you fool!” roared Smithy. ‘I’ll smash him!”
  “The silly ass was only following your lead, Smithy. You’re always ragging Lamb!”
  “Let go, dummy!” 
  Thp Bounder wrenched himself free. Bunter, at the same moment, jerked himself loose and flew across the landing to the stairs. The Bounder shot after him. 
  Billy Bunter made a jump for the Remove staircase. The Bounder jumped, too and grabbed a fat neck. 
  “Ow!” roared Bunter. “Leggo!” 
  Bang! 
  Grasping the fat Owl with both hands, the enraged Bounder banged his head against the banister. 
  Bunter’s head was hard. But the banister was harder! The banister did not seem damaged—Bunter did! His frantic yell rang far and widp. 
  “Ow! Leggo! Leave off! Beast! I tell you I meant that egg for Lamb! I thought Lamb was coming up!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Shut up, for goodness’ sake!” exclaimed Harry Wharton, as he caught sight of a head rising into view on the lower stairs. 
  Mr. Lamb was coming up—a little late for Bunter’s egg. 
 “I say, you fellows, make him leggo!” yelled Bunter. “Leggo, Smithy, you beast!” 
  “Cave!” called out Bob Cherry. 
  Vernon-Smith, about to bang Bunter’s head a second time, paused as he spotted the art master coming up. 
  Mr. Lamb, in his velvet coat, with his hair worn rather long, looked, in the opinion of the Form at present in his charge, a silly ass—and very often he acted like one. There was generally an amiable smile on his face. 
  But there was no smile on his face now—and there was a cane under his arm. Smithy could guess for what that cane was intended. His lines were unfinished in his study—and Lamb was coming up for them. Lamb was never likely to give that member of his Form a minute’s grace. 
  The Bounder, setting his lips, released Bunter and stepped back. Why he did so, Bunter did not know—not seeing Lamb. But Bunter was not losing this chance. 
  The moment the Bounder’s grasp was off him Bunter flew. 
  He did the study landing rather like a flash of lightning, and shot down the lower staircase like an arrow from a bow. 
  “Look out!” shouted Harry Wharton 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  “Bunter!” yelled Johnny Bull. 
  “Stop!” raved Nugent. 
  But Bunter was going too fast to stop—even if he had thought of stopping—which he did not. With the enraged Bounder behind him, Bunter was not likely to stop. He shot down the stairs. A stone from a catapult had nothing on Bunter as he shot—and Mr. Lamb had absolutely no chance of getting out of the way. Bunter was on a non-stop run! 
  Crash! 
  “Oh!” gasped Mr. Lamb. He went backwards. 
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   “Oooogh!” gasped Bunter. He staggered and rolled. 
  Bump, bump, bump, bump! 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  The Removites rushed to the banisters, to watch that catastrophic descent of the lower stairs. 
  Lamb rolled down to the middle landing with bump on bump! Bunter rolled after him, bumping! Lamb yelled as he rolled—Bunter, rolling, roared! 
  The art master distributed himself over the middle landing. Bunter, arriving the next moment, distributed himself over the art master. 
  “Oh gad!” gasped Vernon-Smith.  He forgot even the egg as he watched.   
  “Oh scissors!” 
  “What-ho, he bumps!” murmured Skinner. 
  “Yrrrrrggh!” came a horrible gurgle from Mr. Lamb, as he wriggled under the weight of the fat junior. “Yrrrrgh!”
  “Oh crikey! Ow! I—I—I’ve fallen over something!” gasped Billy 
Bunter. “I—I say, you fellows— Ow! I’ve fallen over something! Ow, ow! I say— Oh crikey!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter knew that he had fallen over something on the stairs. But he did not seem to know what. 
  He discovered, however, as Mr. Lamb hurled him aside and scrambled to his feet, spluttering with rage, his gold-rimmed glasses slanting down his nose, his long hair tousled, his collar hanging by a single stud, and his necktie round the back of his neck. 
  “You—you, Bunter, you—you—” Mr. Lamb was almost foaming. “You 
—you— Where is my cane? Bunter, go to my study—go at once! Do you hear?” 
  “Oh crikey! I—I—I never saw you, sir—” Bunter sat up on the stairs, set his spectacles straight on his fat little nose, and blinked at the art master in horror. “I—I—I say, sir— Oh crikey! Leggo!” 
  Lamb stooped and grasped him by the collar. With a strength of which the little artistic gentleman did not look capable, he jerked the fat Owl to his feet. 
  “Go to my study!” he thundered. 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  The fat Owl went spluttering and gasping down the lower staircase. Nr. Lamb went spluttering and gasping after him—evidently forgetful for the moment of Vernon-Smith, on whose account he had come up. 
  It was ten minutes later that Billy Bunter crawled up to the Remove again. He came bent almost double, and the sounds of woe preceded him. 
  “Ow! Yow!Wow! Yow! Wow!” 
  Bunter evidently had been through it. 
  “Had it bad, old chap?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Ow! Wow! Yow!” 
  “How many?” asked Peter Todd. “About a thousand!” groaned Bunter. 
  “What?” 
  “Well, a dozen, at least Ow! Wow! Yow! Ow! Wow! I say, you fellows— Ow! Wow! Ow! Wow! Ow! Yow!” 
  Billy Bunter moaned and groaned his way to his study—the object of general sympathy. Clearly, the Lamb had laid it on. Even the Bounder thought that Bunter had had enough! 

                  SMITHY’S SCHEME! 

WILLIAM WIBLEY of the Remove waved an impatient hand as his study door opened, without even looking up to see who was coming. 
  Wibley, at the moment, did not want to see anybody. Wibley was busy. 
  The president of the Remove Dramatic Society was sorting over the contents of his property-box—and was surrounded by moustaches, beards, whiskers, wigs, false scalps, artificial noses, grease-paints, and allsorts and conditions of garments. Nobody was wanted in his study when Wib was thus occupied, and he waved off his visitor like an intrusive chicken. 
  But the Bounder of Greyfriars was not to be dismissed like an intrusive chicken. He came in, regardless, and shut the door. 
  “Wib, old man—” he began. 
  Then Wibley looked up. 
  “Don’t bother!” he yapped. “Don’t tread on those whiskers, you ass! Can’t you see where you’re going? Mind those beards! Mind—” 
Vernon-Smith carefully avoided the whiskers and the beards that were distributed over the study carpet. Wibley’s props were not easy to avoid—they covered nearly the whole study when he was sorting out his property-box. He sat on the corner of the study table. 
  Wibley gave a yell. 
  “Don’t sit on my grease-paints, you ass!” 
  “Oh my hat!” 
  Smithy shifted promptly—thinking, perhaps, more of the damage to his trousers than the damage to the grease-paints. 
  “Don’t knock over those bottles!” howled Wibley. “And don’t tread on that moustache! Think I can make up as Hitler after you’ve trodden on the moustache?” 
  Vernon-Smith carefully avoided the bottles and circumnavigated the Hitler moustache and retreated to the mantelpiece. 
  “Want anything?” demanded Wibley. 
  “Yes, ass! I want your bottle of brown skin-stain!” 
  Wibley stared at him blankly. 
  “What the thump do you want it for?” he asked. “You can’t have it! But what do you want it for?” 
  “The brown stain you rubbed on your silly face when you made up as a gipsy in your play last term.” said Smithy. “It’s exactly what I want.” 
  “Rot!” said Wibley. 
  Why Smithy wanted a bottle of brown skin-stain, Wib could not imagine. Smithy was a member of the Remove Dramatic Society, but he was not fearfully keen on amateur theatricals. William Wibley lived and moved and had his being in theatricals, and his leisure hours were largely spent in practising impersonations of various characters. Nobody was surprised, looking into Wib’s study, to see Wib made in as Hamlet, or Herr Hitler, or Monsieur Charpentier, the French master of Greyfriars, or even as Mr. Quelch. But the Bounder was not given to such amusements. 
  “Rot!” repeated Wibley. “You can play Soccer, Smithy, and you can rag the Lamb—but you’re no good at this game! Fat lot of good you trying to make up as a gipsy! Rot!” 
  “You silly ass!” said the Bounder “I’m not thinking of anything of the kind. I want that stain for a jape on Lamb!” 
  “Forget it!” said Wibley. “Why, I had to get that stain down from London—you can’t get it locally! Go away, Smithy!” 
  “But I want it!” 
  “You can’t have it! Go away!” 
  “It’s the only thing that will do,” persisted the Bounder. “I’ve thought of ink—but Lamb might spot ink! He’s as sharp as a razor!” 
  “Oh rot!” said Wibley. “He’s a fluffy ass—he never spots anything!” 
  The Bounder gave an angry grunt. He was sure—or rather he knew— that Lamb’s fluffy ways were spoof. Almost all the school looked on Lamb as a harmless little ass. The Bounder knew that he was hard as nails and keen as a razor. But few fellows in the Remove shared Smithy’s belief. They took the Pet Lamb at face value, as it were. 
  “I’ve got to have it, Wib.” he said. “You see, that brown stain is about the only thing that wouldn’t show up on an oak floor—the only thing I can get hold of, at any rate.” 
  “An oak floor!” repeated Wibley, staring at him. “You want to spread it about for the Lamb to tread in?” 
  “That’s it! You see—” 
  “You idiot!” said Wibley. 
  “Will you let me explain?” howled the Bounder. 
  “You dummy! If you think you’re going to waste my skin-stain on an idiotic prank like that—” 
  “Shut up and let a fellow speak!” hissed Vernon-Smith. “It’s not exactly a jape—it’s a catch! I’m going to daub it outside his door— after lights out. If he comes out of his room in the middle of the night, he will tread in it—he can’t spot a brown stain on an oak floor, even with a light! And if he treads in it, he will leave a trail wherever he goes!” 
  Wibley blinked. 
  “Mad?” he asked. 
  “Lamb goes hiking out at night.” said the Bounder. “I’ve proved that!” 
  “What utter rot!” 
  “You know I chucked a bundle of crackers into his window one night at midnight. He had opened the window. I was going to crack a pano and make him open it—but he opened it of his own accord—and I jolly well knew, when I thought of it afterwards, that he was going out!” 
  “I can see a master hiking out of a bedroom window in the middle of the night!” said Wibley sarcastically. 
  “Another night, we were laying for Loder of the Sixth at the door of the Sixth Form lobby—and we got Lamb in the dark by mistake! He was letting himself out quietly at midnight!” 
  “Why shouldn’t he, if he likes?” said Wibley. “Couldn’t sleep, perhaps. No bizney of yours, is it?” 
  “Don’t be an ass! I don’t know what his game is, and don’t care much—but I know he prowls out at night, and I’m going to catch him at it!” said the Bounder. “He’s a wary as a badger, and he won’t use his window again, or the Sixth Form lobby, either. I want to find out the way he goes—and then—” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  “Then, when I know the spot, somebody will be waiting for him to drop out.” said Vernon-Smith. “Bit of a surprise for him—what!” 
  “Bosh!” 
  “All I want is to spot the door or window he uses!”
  “Piffle!  ” 
  “I tell you I know it!” hooted the Bounder. 
  “You don’t!” said Wibley “You’ve got a feud on with Lamb because he smacked your head at the beginning of the term. He’s the most harmless little ass that ever was, except when he breaks out into one of his tempers. You fancy all these things because you don’t like the man!” 
  “You silly ass!” hissed Vernon-Smith. 
  “Look what a song you made about his knowing the caretaker, Parker, at that place Sea View on the sea-road,” said Wibley. “And it turns out that he knows the man because he was employed oncp at a school where Lamb had a job before he came here!” 
  “That’s all gammon!” snapped the Bounder. 
  “Oh, everything’s gammon if it doesn’t suit you!” said Wibley. “You’ve got your knife into Lamb because he smacked your head, and he’s made it warm for you this term. Quelch used to make it pretty warm for you when he was here! You ask for it, Smithy! You’ll tell us next that Lamb got Quelch kidnapped to get his job here!” Wibley chuckled. 
  “Oh, don’t be a fool! I tell you I know that he mooches out secretly late at night, when the whole House is asleep. I’m going to fix it up with somebody to wait for him, when I know the place!” 
  “Rot!” 
  “Will you let me have that stain?” 
  “No fear!” answered Wibley, emphatically. 
  “I’ll pay for it, ass—double, if you like!” 
  “Bosh! Go away, Smithy! Leave Lamb alone, and he will leave you alone! Shut the door after you!”
William Wibley turned to his property-box again. 
  Wib had no desire whatever to enter into the Bounder’s feud against Mr. Quelch’s substitute; and he certainly did not believe for a moment that Lamb was given to leaving thp school secretly at night. And most certainly none of his precious props were going to be used for pranks on Lamb. 
  “Look here, you silly chump—” exclaimed the Bounder. 
  “Bow-wow! Go away, old man— I’m busy!” 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith gave Wibley’s back a glare. He was strongly inclined to grasp him by the back of the neck and jam his head down in that box and bang the lid on it. Wibley, unconscious of danger, did not even look round. 
  But the Bounder, as ho stepped away from the fireplace, glanced at the bottles on the table. One of them was half-full of a dark brown fluid. Smithy’s eyes gleamed, as he scanned that bottle. 
  “Oh, all right!” he said carelessly. If you won’t, you won’t!” 
  “Exactly!” assented Wibley, without looking round. “Buzz off!” 
  The Bounder stepped towards the door. Passing the table, he picked up the bottle of brown fluid, and slipped it into his pocket. He opened the door and looked back at Wibley kneeling at the box. 
  Sure you won’t let me have it, Wib?” he asked. 
  “Quite! Go away!” 
  “I’ll pay for it—” 
  “Go away!” 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “Oh, all right!” he said. And he stepped out of the study, shut the door, and walked down the Renove passage—with Wib’s bottle of brown skin-stain in his pocket. 
  Wibley, happy to be relieved of his company, went on sorting out props, and packing them in order, blissfully unconscious of his loss. 

                  A STRANGE TRAIL!

HARRY WHARTON started, and awoke suddenly. It was a shake that awakened him, and he opened his eyes, blinking in the gloom. 
  It was not yet rising-bell. The Remove were fast asleep—Billy Bunter’s snores waking the echoes. Outside, in the quad, was the glimmer of a dim February dawn: but in the Remove dormitory, all was dark. 
  “What—who—” exclaimed Harry. 
  “Who’s that?” 
  “Little me!” 
  “Smithy!” Wharton peered at the dim figure at his bedside. He could make out that the Bounder was fully dressed. “What’s up?” 
  “I am!” grinned Smithy. 
  “It’s not rising-bell—” 
  “Not for nearly half an hour yet!”
  “Well, what the thump—” Wharton stared at him, far from pleased at being awakened half an hour before rising-bell. “Have you been out, or what?” 
  “Out of the dorm, yes! And I’ve spotted something I want you to see!  Turn out, and don’t be a slacker!” 
  Wharton sat up in bed.  It was a cold dawn, and though the captain of the Remove was far from being a slacker, he was not keen on turning out.
  “What on earth’s the game?” he asked.
  “You’ll be interested!” assured the Bounder.  “Don’t wake up the whole dorm! Just turn out and come along.”
  “But what—”
  “You’ll see! I tell you, you’ll be interested!”
  “Oh, rot!” grunted Wharton.
  However, he turned out of bed and dressed himself in haste.  What Smithy meant was a mystery to him, but he was rather curious to know.
  But he followed the Bounder quietly from the dormitory.  Vernon Smith led the way down the passage to the landing.  A faint glimmer of dawn was stealing through the blinds; the twilight was dim and ghostly.  There was not a sound in the sleeping House.  Vernon-Smith and Wharton were the only ones who had risen so early.
  “Look here, Smithy, what’s the game?” he demanded.  “We’re not
allowed here—and if Lamb or Prout or Capper should turn out early—”
  The Bounder gave a low chuckle.
  Lamb won’t turn it early for a cert!” he answered.
  “I don’t see how you know!”
  “Man who has been out half the night will want all the sleep he can get, before he turns out!” grinned the Bounder.
  “O, rot!” said Harry uneasily.
  “Come on, and don’t make a row!”
  Astonished, and not at all easy in his mind, the captain of the Remove followed Vernon-Smith up the corridor.  All the doors were closed.  From Mr. Prout’s roon, as they passed it, the sound of a snore was heard.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith stopped within a few feet of Mr. Lamb’s room.  He flashed on the light of a pocket torch, concentrating it on the floor.
  “Look!” he whispered.
  Wharton looked.  He stared at the old, worn oaken planks, glimmering in the light.
  “What—” he began.
  “See anything?”
  “Only the floor, you ass!”
  “Touch it with your finger!” grinned the Bounder.
  “What the dickens—”
  “Do as I tell you!”
  Wharton, in astonishment and impatience, stooped and touched the old dark oak with his finger.  To his surprise, a brown stain appeared on the fingertip.  He stared at it, not understanding.
  “Now come back!” whispered Smithy.
  In utter wonder, Wharton followed him back down the corridor to the landing.  At the head of the stairs, the Bounder concentrated the light on the floor.
  “Look at that!” he said.  “Use your eyes this time! It’s not easy to see, unless you look for it—but it’s there!  I turned out an hour ago to look for it, and found it!”
  Now that he knew what to look for, the captain of the Remove was able to discern it—an almost imperceptible stain on the old oak.  Certainly no casual eye could possibly have noticed it.  But, searched for, it could be detected—and Wharton detected it.
  “Got it?” grinned Smithy.
  “Yes—but what—”
  “Come on!”
  The Bounder led the way down the staircase.  On the study landing below, he concentrated the light on another spot, and Wharton was able to detect another almost imperceptible sign.
  “But what—!” he gasped.  
  “Come on!” said the Bounder again.
  Harry Wharton, lost in astonishment, followed him down the moor staircase.  During the next three minutes the Bounder made three halts—each time concentrating the light on similar signs.
  Evidently, he had been over the ground already, and it must have taken him a great deal longer to pick up such a trail.  Now, however, he knew where to look, and he led the captain of the Remove on the trail without a pause.
  He stopped, at length, at the door of a study in Masters's passage—Mr. Quelch’s old study, untenanted and unused during the absence of the kidnapped Form-master.
  Quietly, Vernon-Smith opened that door.  He shunned the light in the doorway, and Wharton detected another sign.
  Mystified, he followed the Bounder into Quelch’s study.  Vernon-Smith closed the door, and stepped across to the window.
  That window was, of course, shut and fastened.  The bounder turned his light on the floor immediately inside the window.
  Harry Wharton started, as he picked up the side again.  Here it was much more plainly marked.
  The Bounder grinned at him.
  “Got it now?” he asked.
  “I can’t make head or tail of it!” said Harry.  “Looks as if somebody has stepped in something and trodden it about, but—”
  “Exactly! What he stepped in was a trap!” chuckled the Bounder.  “You see, I borrowed a bottle of brown skin-stain from Wibley’s study—and after lights out I stayed awake—”
  “What on earth for!”
  “To wait till the beaks had gone to bed.  And then,” said the Bounder deliberately.  “I trickled out of the dorm, old man, and daubed a brush full of Wib’s stain on the floor outside Lamb’s door.”
  “Oh!” gasped Wharton.
  “See the point?” grinned Smithy.  “You know as well as I do that that man hikes out in the middle of the night—”
  “I know he did once!  But—”
  “Last night,” said Vernon Smith, “he did it once again! I wanted to know just where he got out of the House.  Now I know.”
  “Oh!” Wharton gasped again.
  He understood now! And he realised that there could be no doubt about it.  Only Lamb, coming out of his room, could have stepped into the daub of stain and picked it up on the soles of his shoes.  He had left a trail, invisible until searched for, but unmistakable; and that trail led downstairs and into Quelch’s old study, and stopped at the window.  The more marked sign under that window told its own tale.  The man had stood there, opening the window.
  “Oh!” said Harry, for the third time.
  “Got him now!” grinned the Bounder.  “I can’t make out what his game is at that place Sea View, or what secrets he’s got hidden in that air-raid dugout in the garden there.  But I’ve got it proved now that he hikes out in the middle of the night.  How often, I don’t know—but I know that he does and I know that hp went last night—and so do you!”
  Wharton was silent.
  It was true enough—he knew it now.  For what imaginable reason Mr. Lamb left the house in the small hours, when all Greyfriars slept, he could not begin to guess.  But there was no doubt about the fact.  That the art master desired his mysterious nocturnal excursions to remain a dead secret was plain from the surreptitious way he went.  It was clear that he had gone by the window of Quelch’s old study, dropping from that study window in the darkness.  It was amazing.
  “Look here, Smithy, I don’t like this!” said Harry, after a long silence.  “It’s queer enough—I can’t make it out—but it’s no bizney of ours! You ought not to have played that trick with Wib’s stains.”
  “Think not?” grinned Smithy.
  “I tell you, it’s no bizney of years what them and us.  What’s the good of it, anyhow, now you know?”
  “Lots!” said the Bounder.  “Next time Lamb drops out of that window, he’ll get the surprise of his life! See?” 
   “Don’t be an ass!” Are you thinking of breaking bounds night after night, and watching for the man, and getting sacked if you’re caught at it?” snapped the captain of the Remove.
  “Hardly!” he mayn’t go again for a week, for all I know! I can’t watch for him personally!” grinned Smithy.  “But I might tip somebody else to.  See?  Somebody else who can get out any time he likes.”
  “Oh, rot!”
  Wharton moved to the door of the study.  He liked the Lamb very little more than Smithy did; and he could not help thinking that the art master was, as Smithy said, a man with secrets to keep.  But he had no desire whatever to penetrate those secrets, whatever they were.  Neither, indeed, would Smithy have had, but for his feud with Lamb.
  The captain of the remove was, in fact, feeling rather annoyed at having been led into following that trail.  And he had no sympathy whatever with Smithy’s scheme of tipping somebody employed about the school to watch that window and play some mad prank on Lamb, if—and when—he went again.
  Smithy followed him to the door.
  “What do you think pet lamb will feel like next time he drops from that window, if a light is suddenly shone on him and somebody takes him for a burglar?” he asked, with a chuckle.
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton.
  “Think he will sit up!” asked Smithy.
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “Yes, but—”
  “That’s what’s going to happen!” said the Bounder.  “Lamb’s given me a tough time this term—next time he hikes out of Quelch’s window he’s going to strike a tough spot himself!  It will be all over the school the next morning—nice for our fluffy little Pet Lamb, what?”
  Wharton made no reply to that.  He left Quelch’s study and made his way quietly back to the Remove dormitory—the Bounder grinning as he followed him.

          THE MYSTERIOUS VOICE!

“YOU will go on, Vernon-Smith!”
  “Rats!”
  Mr. Lamb jumped.  So did most of the Remove fellows.
  It was not Smithy who uttered that disrespectful monosyllable.  Cheeky as he was, and mutinous as he was, even the bounder would hardly have ventured to make such an answer to a Form-master in class.
  It was first school, and Lamp was taking the remove in Latin construe.  Art master as he was, Mr. Lamb filled Mr. Quelch’s place quite well, and was quite equal to the work of the form.  His knowledge was not so profound as Quelch’s, but he could take a junior Form in the classics.
  Most of the Remove liked con with Lamb better than they had liked it with Quelch.  They were, of course, properly sympathetic towards their missing Form-master, a prisoner in some unknown place in the hands of the mysterious crook, Slim Jim, who had kidnapped him.
  Lamb was easy going!  He would smiled indulgently that mistakes.  Fellows sometimes ventured on absurd translations, just to pull his leg.  Peter Todd had even ventured to construe “Est in conspectus Tenedos” as “He was conspicuous at tennis” —without any result but a smile from Lom and a laugh in the Form.
  But tame as the Lamb was, he was not tame with Smithy.  Whether it was the fact that the Bounder gave him more trouble than the rest of the Form put together, or whether it was because Smithy had made his curious connection with the caretaker at Sea View the talk of the Form, he certainly had a very heavy down on the Bounder; and when Smithy was told to go on, all the Remove knew that if Smithy made mistakes, he would get lines, detentions, or whops!
  But before the Bounder could begin, that strange interruption came.  From somewhere at the back of the class a voice barked “Rats!”—and Lamb jumped and the Remove stared round.
  Mr. Lamb peered over the class over his glasses in his owlish way—though, owlish as he looked, his eyes seemed very keen.
  “Who was that?” he exclaimed.  “I cannot allow such interruptions! Who was it that spoke?”
  No one answered.  No one, in fact, had recognized the voice—it did not sound like the voice of a Remove man.
  “Come, come!” said Mr. Lamb, still good tempered. He was, as the Bounder sarcastically noted, playing his part of the easy-going, harmless ass—which was, in Smithy’s belief, merely a cloak for his real nature.  “This will not do!  Silence, please! We must work here!  I do not desire this Form to have lost ground, my boys, when I handed back to Mr. Quelch on his return.  I am sure you will back me up in this.  Let us proceed! Go on, Vernon-Smith!” 
  “Rats!”
  It was the voice again.
  “Well, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.  “What silly ass is playing that fool joke?  Lamb will skin him.  His temper’s rising—I can see it in his eye!”
  “The skinfulness will be terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But who is the esteemed ass?”
  “I have told you to go on, Vernon-Smith!” snapped the Lamb, taking no notice of the second interruption—except to watch the class like a cat in the hope of spotting the offender. 
  “Yes, sir!” said Smithy, and he went on: “Notissima fama insula, dives opum—a famous and wealthy island—” 
  “Rats!” came the voice. 
  Lamb’s eyes glinted over his glasses. The temper, as Bob Cherry had remarked, was rising. 
  Sometimes the Lamb could be unmercifully ragged. Sometimes he couldn’t! It all depended on his temper—and perhaps his temper was not good that morning. Anyhow, his amiable look had vanished, and he was beginning to look dangerous. 
  “Who spoke?” he snapped. “I will not allow this disrespect! The boy who spoke will step out at once.” 
  That invitation was not accepted. The Remove fellows were staring at one another. They did not in fact, know who had spoken, any more than Mr. Lamb did. The voice was quite strange to their ears. So far as the Remove fellows knew, they had never heard it before. Yet it seemed impossible that any stranger could be inside the Form-room. 
  But Harry Wharton, as he caught a fat grin on the face of Billy Bunter, suddenly guessed. It was the Remove ventriloquist at it again! 
  He made Bunter a warning sign. The fat Owl replied with a wink! 
Bunter was feeling quite safe. Quelch had known all about his weird ventriloquial trickery, but Lamb knew nothing about it. It was safe for Bunter to carry on. When there was no danger, Bunter was as bold as lion. So he carried on. 
  “Rats!” came the voice again, from a different direction. 
  “Shut up, you fat ass!” whispered Peter Todd. Toddy had caught on now. 
  “He, he, he!” gurgled Bunter. 
  “Bolsover!” exclaimed Mr. Lamb. The last “Rats!” had come, or seemed to come, from the spot where Bolsover major sat. “Did you speak?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” exclaimed Bolsover major, in a great hurry. He did not like the look in Lamb’s eye. 
  “Was it you, Skinner?” 
  “Certainly not, sir!” answered Skinner, in equal haste. 
  “Cherry—” 
  “I never spoke, sir!” said Bob. 
  “Rats!” came the voice again, from yet another direction. 
  Lamb’s eyes were gleaming now. He went to his desk and picked up a cane, and came back towards the Form. 
  Then he stood surveying the Remove, scanning face after face, sepking to pick out the offender. But he hardly glanced at Bunter’s fat face. Lamb’s experience of Bunter was that he was the densest fellow in the Remove, and certainly he would never have suspected him of being able to do ventriloquism, or anything else. 
  “Rats!” came the mysterious voice. “Bull! It was you who spoke!” exclaimed Mr. Lamb. He judged by the apparent direction of the voice.   
  “Oh, no, sir!” answered Johuny Bull. 
  “Then it was someone close by you! Who was it?” 
  “I don’t think it was any fellow near me, sir!” 
  “I will not tolerate this!” said Mr. Lamb. “Three or four boys, at least, are concerned In this foolish trick, and—” 
  “Rats!”
  “Who spoke?” roared the Lamb. There was no doubt that he was in a temper now! 
  “Nobby!” came the answer. 
  Mr Lamb gave a jump! Nobby was the name or nickname of Parker, the caretaker at Sea View. Everybody knew that Lamb was annoyed when that name was uttered in his hearing. This was not the first time that the fat ventriloquist had caused it to be heard in the Form-room. 
  Mr. Lamb’s grasp closcd almost convulsively on his cane. 
  His eyes fixed on the Bounder. But even the Lamb could not pick on Smithy now—it was perfectly clear that Smithy had not spoken. And Lamb, naturally, did not know that Smithy had bribed a fat ventriloquist with jam tarts to play this trick in class! 
  Cane in hand, the art master came among the forms, his gleaming eyes searching the faces of the juniors. 
  But his investigation was futile. The voice was not heard while he was close at hand. As the voice had come from several different directions he had no doubt that several fellows were concerned in the rag—but, sharp as he was, he had been unable to spot one of them! 
  He stood, at length, facing the class again at a loss. And as he stood, a voice from the back of the Form came again: 
  “Rats!”
  “It appears,” said Mr. Lamb, “that my Form are amusing themselves this morning! I shall give them an opportunity of making up for lost time this afternoon, as it is a half-holidny. The whole Form will come in to Extra School this afternoon, from three to five.” 
  “Oh!” gasped all the Remove. 
  “Oh lor’!” breathed Billy Bunter. “And if there is any further waste of time,” continued Mr. Lamb grimly, “the Form will be kept in till six instead of five.’ 
  “Oh!” 
  Expressive glances were cast at Billy Bunter. But Bunter did not need expressive glances! Wild horses would not have dragged the fat Owl into any further ventriloquism that morning. No more time was wasted in the Remove room—not a second! 

                  JAMMY! 

“TRICKLE in, Bunter!” 
  “What-ho!” said Billy Bunter. 
  He beamed all over his fat face, and trickled into Herbert Vernon-Smith’s study. 
  It was half-past two! At three, the Remove had to go into Extra School—the whole Form! That had been a worry on Billy Bunter’s fat mind—Bunter did not like any school, and especially Extra School. Lessons, at the best of times, were beastly— extra lessons beastlier! But the sight of three jars of jam banished even Extra School from Bunter’s fat mind. 
  It was not so very long since dinner—and Bunter had done very well at dinner. But the fat Owl of the Remove always had cargo space— especially for jam! Bunter liked anything that was eatable—but more specially did he like jam—his first love, so to speak, to which he had always been faithful. 
  Having seen the Bounder conveying that unusual quantity of jam to his study, Bunter, naturally, had followed on, in the hope of snapping up the crumbs from the rich man’s table. But he had not expected to be asked to trickle in—he had only hoped. Hs hope was fulfilled—and he trickled in promptly. 
  Smithy was not in the best of tempers that afternoon.  He liked Extra School no more than any other fellow. And he had been the recipient of many plain remarks, and many unpleasant ones, from the Remove. 
  It was all very well for Smithy to have a feud on with the Lamb and to put up Bunter to playing ventriloquial tricks. But when the whole Form got Extra in consequence, it was altogether too thick, in the general opinion. It might or might not be funny to rag Lamb and make him wild—but it certainly was not funny for all the Remove to lose a half holiday. 
  A pick-up game had been fixed for that afternoon—which, of course, had to be washed out, which was rough on the football fraternity. Other fellows had other things in hand—all washed out now. That half-holiday was a goner—and nearly every fellow in the Remove had told Smithy what thcy thought of him and of his potty feud with Lamb; and some had promised him a ragging if he did not chuck it. 
  So, as the Bounder was undoubtedly very shirty that afternoon Bunter was quite surprised by being told, genially to trickle into Study No. 4. Which, of course, Bunter took as an invitation to do his deadly work on the jam! 
  “Shall I open the jar, Smithy?” asked the fat Owl. 
  “Go it!” said Smithy. 
  Bunter was not long getting a jar open. 
  “Like a tablespoonful?” asked Smithy. 
  Bunter blinked at him in sheer astonishment! Bunter liked a tablespoon with jam! He liked taking a cargo aboard in bulk! But this really was very surprising! Bunter with a tablespoon and a pot of jam was a happy Bunter—but he did not quite see where Smithy came in. Smithy could hardly be going to derive pleasure or satisfaction from the sight of a fat Owl guzzling jam with a tablespoon! 
  But it seemed that he meant it! 
  He took a tablespoon from the table drawer and handed it to Bunter. 
  Bunter grabbed it. 
  “Thanks!” he gasped. He jammed the tablespoon into the open jar. 
  “Hold on a minute!” said Smithy. 
  “Eh?”  Bunter held on unwillingly. He blinked inquiringly and uneasily at the Bounder—wondering whether, after all, there was a catch in it! 
  “We’re going into Extra School at three!” said the Bounder quietly. “I just want you to put in another spot of ventriloquism, Bunter.” 
  “Oh crikey!” said Bunter. “I—I say, that means being kept in till six instead of five, Smithy! I—I don’t mind, but—but you won’t like it, old chap—” 
  “And I want you to put on Quelch’s voice!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  He realised now that there was a catch in it! Pots of jam were not to be had for nothing! 
  “You know how it made Lamb wild when you put on Quelch’s voice before.” went on Smithy. “He’s got some reason for not wanting to meet Quelch—it startled him out of his wits when he fancied he heard Quelch’s voice. In fact, it scared him, goodness knows why! But it did! I want you to play that game again—and give him tit for tat for his Extra School, see?” 
  Billy Bunter shook his head and relinquished his  hold on the tablespoon . Even jam—three pots of it— could not induce Bunter to play that trick over again. 
  It was true that it gave Lamb a jolt, and Bunter liked giving Lamb jolts. But it was too awfully risky. 
  The supposed voice of the Remove master, who was known to be absent, in the hands of kidnappers, had caused altogether too much commotion. The Head had reported the strange circumstances to Ferrers Locke, who was in search of the missing Remove master—and Ferrers Locke had spotted the fat ventriloquist, and warned him off. A dozen jars of jam would not have tempted the Remove ventriloquist to repeat that startling performance. 
  Vernon-Smith stepped between the dismayed fat Owl and the doorway. More than once he had tried to induce Bunter to repeat that trick—in vain! He was determined, this time, to have his way. 
  “Now you fat ass, you needn’t funk it.” he snapped. “Lamb hasn’t the faintest idea you had a hand in it—it’s as safe as houses.” 
  “But that man Locke spotted me!” gasped Bunter. “If it happens again, he will hear of it, and then the Head will know! Think I want to be sent up to the Head?” 
  “Locke’s nowhere near Greyfriars now! Some fellows think he has chucked up hunting for Quelch—he’s had no luck at it, anyhow! That’s all right.” 
  “Is it?” said Bunter, very doubtfully. 
  “Right as rain! You’ll do it?” 
  Bunter blinked at him.  He was quite determined that he was not going to do it! Smith might say, and think, that it was right as rain; he was too keen on jolting Lamb to give much thought to any other aspect of the matter. But Billy Bunter doubted very much whether it was as right as rain! 
  “Yes or no!” snapped Vernon-Smith. 
  Bunter blinked at the jam. His fat heart yearned for the jam! It was hard to tear himself away from the jam! But— 
  “I—I—I kik-kik-can’t, old chap!” he gasped. “I—I—the fact is, old Quelch has been away so long, I—I’ve forgotten what his voice is like! I—I couldn’t imitate it if I tried.”
  “Yes or no!” snapped Vernon-Smith. “If it’s yes, you can scoff that jam—If it’s no, I’ll stick the lot of it all over you, and shove it down your neck!” 
  “Why, you beast!” exclaimed Billy Bunter, in great indignation. “I jolly well won’t, so there! It’s too jolly risky! You say it’s all right, but you don’t care a bean if I get a flogging! Shan’t, so yah!”
  The angry Bounder made a stride at him. Billy Bunter backed across the study. The Bounder grabbed the tablespoon and jerked it out of the pot, loaded with jam!” 
  Billy Bunter watched him through his big spectacles in great uneasiness. Bunter liked jam—inside; he did not like jam outside. It was good jam—quite good jam. But Billy Bunter simply hated the thought of having it down the back of his fat neck. 
  But the angry Bounder evidently meant it. It was high-handed—it was, in fact, very near to bullying. The Bounder was too angry and annoyed to think about that. He came at the fat Owl with nearly half a pound of jam loaded on that tablespoon and a most unpleasant look on his face. 
  “I—I—I say, Smithy,” gasped Bunter, “you beast! I—I—I ain’t going to Keep off, you beast! If you stick that jam on me, I’ll— Oh crikey!” 
  Billy Bunter jumped back to dodge the jam. 
  The Bounder followed him up. He was not going to get the ventriloquism he wanted—so Bunter was going to get the jam he did not want. 
  But the fat Owl was desperate. Smithy and the jam were between him and the door. In sheer desperation, Bunter clutched up a cushion from Smithy’s armchair and hurled it. 
  It crashed on Smithy’s waistcoat—taking him by surprise. He had not expected the worm to turn. The Bounder staggered back and stumbled over under the shock, falling on his study carpet. The jam-spoon naturally fell from his hand as he threw up his hands in falling. It dropped—in Smithy’s neck. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at him for a second. 
  Smithy, sprawling, on his back on the study carpet, had the jam-spoon between his collar and his chin, and nearly half a pound of jam oozing down his neck. 
  Bunter gave him only one blink 
  Then he bounded. 
  He was out of Study No. 4 and streaking down the passage by the time the Bounder sat up. 
  Vernon-Smith scrambled to his feet. He dabbed at his collar—with jammy fingers. There was jam inside that collar—lots of jam. It was horribly clammy and sticky. 
  Almost foaming, the Bounder rushed out of the study after Bunter. He had a glimpse of a vanishing fat head on the Remove landing. Then Bunter was doing the stairs two at a time—fortunately not meeting anybody coming up this time. 
  Smithy did not pursue him. He was too sticky and clammy. That jam, which would have been quite nice and pleasant inside the neck, was absolutely horrid outside the same. Smithy, breathing rage, tramped away for a wash and a change—leaving the fat Owl to seek the open spaces. 
  The Bounder did not see Bunter again till the Remove went in to Extra School—Bunter took care of that. And there was no ventriloquism in Extra School. 

          A WINDFALL FOR PERRERS LOCKE! 

JOHN ROBINSON, the Head’s new chauffeur, was polishing a lamp in the garage yard, gazing at it in a meditative way, as he polished. 
  In the days of petrol rationing, the car was not used so often as of old, and John Robinson often had time on his hands. But he generally found something to do—being an industrious and dutiful chauffeur. The Head’s car was kept as spick and span as a car could be kept, 
  And—though no Greyfriars fellow ever thought of observing the manners and customs of the chauffeur —John often put in an unoccupied afternoon having a long nap. For though he was far from overworked by day, John Robinson was often up and very busy by night. 
  Only Dr. Locke, in all Greyfriars, knew that John Robinson was, in fact, his relative, the celebrated detective, Ferrers Locke. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had often seen the chauffeur about—without the remotest suspicion crossing their minds that the dark-haired, olive-skinned John Robinson was an old acquaintance. 
  It was a February morning, with a spot of spring sunshine. John Robinson sat on a bench in the garage yard, polishing the lamp and thinking. 
  He was thinking of Mr. Lamb, the art master of Greyfriars—whom he suspected, or half-suspected, of being in reality Slim Jim, the mysterious cracksman, the kidnapper of Mr. Quelch. But if Lamb was other than he seemed, the Baker Street detective had to confess that Lamb played his part so well that, so far, he had him beaten. 
  Night after night, Ferrers Locke watched and waited in the darkness—but he had no luck. In a wide radius of ten miles or so round Greyfriars School, the mysterious cracksman cracked crib after crib— and if Lamb was the man, it was certain that he left the school at night, silently and secretly, on every occasion that a crib was cracked. 
  But if that was the case, Locke watched and waited in vain. The winter darkness cloaked the crook and saved him from the keenest of eyes. And all the while there was a lingering doubt in the detective’s mind— whether he was after all, on the right track. 
  And the days were passing—and the kidnapped Form-master was still a prisoner in some unknown spot. The only man who knew Slim Jim’s face without its mask had vanished from all human knowledge. A glance and a word from Mr. Quelch would have told Locke all he wanted to know. But it was not likely that Mr. Quelch would ever be found until Slim Jim had been laid by the heels. 
  Twice had the detective’s hopes been raised in the night darkness by spotting a dark figure secretly leaving the House. But each time it had been a disappointment—each time it had been a breaker of bounds—the first time, Loder of the Sixth, the second time, Vernon-Smith of the Remove. If Lamb went and came, he went and came unknown to Ferrers Locke. 
John Robinson looked up and frowned as a junior came into thp garage yard. Third school was over, and the quad crowded with Greyfriars fellows One of them had come round to the garage—Vernon-Smith. 
  Locke frowned at the sight of him. This was the young rascal who had got out at night and given him trouble for nothing. By way of a warning, he had grasped him, and rubbed his face in a puddle. And the bad hat of the Remove had been glad enough to get back into the House— probably greatly perplexed to guess who his unseen assailant had been. 
  Certainly it never occurred to the Bounder to guess that that assailant had been John Robinson, the new chauffeur. 
  Smithy strolled into the garage yard, his hands in his pockets, and gave the chauffeur on the bench a cool nod. 
  “Don’t tell me I’m not allowed here, Robinson.” he said, before Ferrers Locke could speak. “Speech taken as read!” 
  He sat down on the end of the bench. 
  Locke looked at him expressively. 
  “Last time I came, I wanted to borrow your phone to pull Lamb’s leg.” went on the Bounder. “You said I couldn’t—I said I would— and I did! But I haven’t come for your phone this time. Look here, Robinson is a quid any use to you?” 
  “I think, Master Vernon-Smith, that you have more quids than are for your good!” said John Robinson. “Please go away, and take the quids with you !” 
  “I want you to do something for me.” explained Smithy, without moving. “It’s a thing I’d rather do myself—but I couldn’t work it. Look here, I can make it worth your while—and if a quid isn’t enough, you’ve only to say so. No harm—only a jest on a man who, I think, jolly well ought to be shown up!” 
  “Are you speaking of your Form-master again?”
  “Lamb’s not my Form-master, as I’ve told you. He’s only in Quelch’s place while the old bean is away! That ass Ferrers Locke—” 
  “Who?” 
  “That ass of a detective, Ferrers Locke, is hunting for old Quelch— but he can’t do the trick!” said Smithy. “Over-rated man, I fancy! The Head thinks a lot of him, because he’s his relation, I suppose. Looks to me as if the man is a dud!” 
  “Indeed.” said John Robinson. 
  “But never mind that. Look here, it’s a lark on Lamb!” 
  “You must be a very foolish boy, Master Vernon-Smith, if you suppose that your headmaster’s chauffeur would enter into anything of the kind!” 
  “Wait till I’ve told you!” said Vernon-Smith. “You can, do it—and nobody else can, as it means sticking by a window at night and watching. 
No harm in it. A man who sneaks out of a place secretly in the middle of the night jolly well deserves to be shown up, I think!”
  Ferrers Locke gave a start. 
  “I do not quite understand you, sir.” he said quietly. “If you will explain what you mean—”
  “I’m going to. That man Lamb is a queer bird.” said the Bounder. “He makes out that he’s a fluffy ass, and under it he’s as hard as iron and sharp as a hawk. There’s a good many queer things about him. But the queerest is the way he hikes out of the House secretly at night!” 
  Ferrers Locke sat very still. 
  “No bizney of mine, I suppose you’re thinking,” went on Vernon-Smith. “Well, I loathe the man! He’s a cur and a rotter! MIind, that’s not just dislike—it’s a fact; and other fellows could tell you the same. Wharton could, if you asked him—he’s had some samples of the brute. But for Wharton chipping in, I might not be here now—I came jolly near the sack! That man is going to get me sacked, if he can, because he knows that I suspect that he’s got secrets!” 
  The Bounder’s face was black and bitter as he spoke. 
  “Indeed!” said Ferrers Locke dryly. “I can hardly imagine Dr. Locke expelling any Greyfriars boy unless he deserved it.” 
  “Perhaps I do,” said the Bounder coolly. “but that’s not what worries Lamb. He wants to get shut of me for his own reasons. I can’t make the man, out—but he’s up to something, and it’s something jolly queer. I’ll bet you the Head would sit up and take notice if he knew that one of the masters drops secretly out of a window in the middle of the night, and hikes off goodness knows where.” 
  Ferrers Locke drew a deep, deep breath. 
  “If that is the case it is very extraordinary.” he said. “Perhaps you are letting your imagination run away with you a little.” 
  “The night before last he went out about midnight, and I could prove it if I liked,” said the Bounder. “I know the way he went—by way of the window of Quelch’s old study on the ground floor. I know that!” 
  Locke’s eyes glinted. 
  “What his game is I don’t know, as I’ve said, and I can’t guess.” said the Bounder. “But I want him caught at it. I can’t get out night after night to watch for his next jaunt— and I couldn’t let myself be seen out of the House after lights out, of course. I’ve been trying to think of someone to play my game for me— and I’ve thought of you. I’ll make it worth your while.” 
  Locke looked at him in silence. 
  “Easy enough for you—you can do as you like.” said Smithy. “What I want is this—you keep watch on Quelch’s window and spot him next time he drops out 
  John Robinson smiled.  After what Vernon-Smith had told him, there was no doubt that the Baker Street detective was going to keep a very careful watch, at night, on the window of Mr. Quelch’s old study. 
  “How often he goes I don’t know.” went on the Bounder. “I know I’ve spotted him three or four times, at least, and suspected other times this term. Easy enough for you to nail him next time. All I want you to do is to catch him at it and turn a light on him. No harm in that, I suppose? If he’s got any good reason to give for sneaking out of the House by a window at midnight, he can give it, and no harm done! If he hasn’t, he ought to be shown up!” 
  Locke made no comment on that. 
  “You happen to be walking round at night and hear a window open and turn on a flash-lamp—see?” said Vernon-Smith. “No harm in that, is there? Nothing to get you into a row with your employer?” 
  Locke smiled. 
  “Quite so.” he agreed. 
  “It will, show him up.” said Vernon-Smith. “Why shouldn’t he be shown up? Is it the sort of thing a Greyfriars beak ought to be doing?’ 
  “I should hardly suppose so.” said John Robinson. “Really, it is a very extraordinary action on Mr. Lamb’s part — if you have it correctly.” 
  “You can bank on that!” said Vernon-Smith. “And that’s all I want—turn a light on him when he’s dropped out of the window and let him know he’s spotted. That’s all. If you won’t do it, I’ll find somebody else.” 
  Locke was silent for a moment or two. Certainly he did not want Herbert Vernon-Smith to find somebody else to butt into this very delicate matter. 
  “Yes or no?” grunted the Bounder. “You can see there’s no harm in it 
—it’s just showing up a man who’s up to some queer game, unknown to the Head. I dare say I could find somebody else, but— Will you do it? I’ve said that I’ll make it worth your while.” 
  Smithy looked anxiously at the chauffeur.  He was very keen for John Robinson to oblige him in this matter—it was not very easy to find somebody else.  He did little dreamed how keen John Robinson was.
  “Yes, sir!” said John Robinson, after a pause.  “If matters are as you say, the thing is so very odd, so very curious, that I think it would be consistent with my duty to my employer to look into it.  I suggest but you should say nothing on the subject, and leave it in my hands.”
  The Bounder laughed.
  “I’ve told nobody but Wharton about spotting him, and I haven’t told anybody at all about coming to you.” he said.  “Think I don’t know how to keep my mouth shut?”
  “The closer it is kept shut in such a matter, the better.” said John Robinson.  “And I will say this—you may rely upon me to be on the spot if there should be a recurrence of this very peculiar conduct on the part of Mr. Lamb.  Really, it seems to me a matter that ought to be explained.”
  “I should jolly well think so.” said Vernon-Smith.  “I fancy Dr. Locke would make him explain fast enough if he knew.”
  “I have no doubt of that!” said John Robinson.  “I shall be very glad to oblige you, Master Vernon-Smith, and you may safely leave it in my hands.”
  The Bounder grinned as he rose from the bench.  It had not been easy to find an assistant in his scheme for showing up Mr. Lamb, and when he had thought of the chauffeur he had not felt that all certain that John Robinson would oblige him.  Evidently, however, the man was willing to oblige.
  “A quid when you’ve spotted him—two if you like!” he said.
  “We will speak of that afterwards, sir!” said John Robinson.  “Please go now, sir—schoolboys are really not allowed here.”
  “O.K!” said the Bounder—and he lounged away, satisfied.
  He left John Robinson still more satisfied.  What had been suspicion in the Baker Street detective’s mind had now crystallized into something like certainty.
  There was no doubt that a very vigilant watch would be kept on the window of Mr. Quelch’s old study— and that very keen eyes would be upon Mr. Lamb the next time he emerged in the dark from that window!  This was a windfall for Ferris Locke!

               WIBLEY IS WANTED! 

“GET out!” 
  William Wibley snapped those words.  He gave Herbert Vernon-Smith a glare as he snapped.  The sight of Smithy looking in at his study door did not seem to please Wib. 
  “What’s biting you?” asked the Bounder, raising his eyebrows. 
  “Think I don’t know you snooped my bottle of stain!” snapped Wibley. “
I’ve missed it! Think I didn’t know?” 
  Vernon-Smith laughed. 
  “I’ll stand you another!” he said. 
  Snort, from Wibley. 
  Wib, at the moment, presented a rather curious aspect. He was standing before the glass in his study, making himself up with white whiskers and wrinkles—apparently for some part he contemplated in the Remove theatricals. The face he turned towards Vernon-Smith looked about seventy years old—which had rather an odd effect, as the rest of Wibley was quite youthful. 
   Smithy came in and shut the door and stood looking at him. 
  “Blessed if I know how you do it, Wib.” he said. “You seem to be able to twist that mug of yours into any shape you like. Any chap might take you for your own grandfather now—it’s really wonderful!” 
  The soft answer turneth away wrath. Wibley thawed. Soft sawder was always useful in dealing with Wib. Wib had an artistic nature. He liked his flattery in chunks, like pineapple.
  “This is a thing I can do!” he remarked complacently.  “I mayn’t be able to kick goals like you, Smithy—but could you do this?” 
  “Not to save my life!” said the Bounder.  “You’ll knock ‘em on the London stage one of these days, Wib.”
  “What-ho!” agreed Wib. 
  “It’s just marvellous,” went on the Bounder. “Remember the row there was once when you made up as Mossoo? Quelch took you for Froggy!  Mossoo nearly took you for himself.” 
 Wibley chuckled. 
  “And I’ve seen you made up as Bunter—and you looked his twin,” said 
Vernon-Smith. “I’d like to know how you do it.” 
  “It’s a gift, of course.” said Wibley. 
  “A rare gift.” said Vernon-Smith. 
  Wibley nodded, swallowing that whole, as it were. He quite forgave the Bounder for having snooped that bottle of stain. There was no doubt that Wib was fearfully clever at making-up in character parts. He was almost half as clever as he thought he was. 
  “And that time you made up as Quelch.” went on the Bounder, enthusiastically. “Of course, as Quelch is a foot longer than you, you had to sit it out. But seeing you sitting, didn’t every chap take you for Quelch?” 
  “Of course they did!” answerpd Wibley. 
  “It’s really weird.” said Smithy. “Quelch’s nose is twice as long as yours, but you had his nose all right.” 
  “I could wangle anybody’s nose,” answered Wibley. “Poor old Quelch! I wonder where he is now? I wish he were back.” 
 “Same here.” agreed the Bounder. “He was a tough old stick; but a fellow knew where to have him. He wasn’t a purring cat one minute and a scratching cat the next, like Lamb!” 
  “Oh, Lamb’s all right!” said Wibley “You’ve got on his wrong side, old man. You’re rags are a bit drastic—fireworks and bulldogs and all that! I’ve ragged him a good many times, and he’s never cut up rusty with mp.” 
  The Bounder sneered. Wibley, like most of the fellows, did not see through the Pet Lamb as Smithy did—or fancied that he did. 
  “Safest man to rag that I’ve heard of!” went on Wibley. “He’s been here weeks now; but he still believes that Bolsover major bangs his desk lid by accident—regularly every day! Soft as butter!” 
  “Well, I’ve got a stunt for a jape on him, and I’d do it myself, like a shot, if I could pull off theatrical stunts like you, Wib! You could do it on the back of your neck—if you’ve got the nerve.” 
  “It doesn’t need a hot of nerve to rag Lamb! And I’ve got as much nerve as you have, Smithy, and a spot over!” grunted Wibley. 
  “You remember how startled he was, and scared, too, when Bunter put up his tricks imitating Quelch’s voice!”
  “I don’t see why he should be scared,” said Wibley. “But he did jump, no mistake about that! Queer, too, as he’s supposed never to have met Quelch! But it looked as if he knew Quelch’s voice all right when that fat ass put up his ventriloquism. 
  “Yes, there’s a lot of queer things about Lamb!” said the Bounder sarcastically. “ He’s supposed never to have met Quelch, but he jumps almost out of his skin at a voice he takes for Quelch’s.  He knew that voice, and I suppose he never met Quelch’s voice, without Quelch being along with it.” 
  Wibley chuckled. 
  “Hardly!” he agreed. 
  “Well, now suppose that he sees Quelch himself?” said the Bounder. 
  “Eh? Quelch hasn’t come back!” said Wibley, staring. “That kidnapping  blighter has get him parked somewhere. What do you mean?” 
  “You can make yourself into Quelch’s double—sitting down!” 
  “Oh!” said Wibley. 
  “Suppose he found Quelch sitting in his study when he comes in?” grinned the Bounder. “Sort of surprise for him, what?” 
  “Has he gone out!” 
  “Hp went out after class with Hacker.  Hacker’s dragged him off to the A.R.P. lecture at Courtfield. It’s over at six, so you can guess what time they’ll be back.” 
  Wibley looked thoughtful. Anything in the nature of a jape, displaying his wonderful skill in impersonation, appealed to Wibley. In such matters Wib was want to display an unthinking recklessness that had often landed him in trouble.
  “Easy enough to slip into his study and take your stuff with you.” said Smithy. “ You make up there! Quelch’s old gown and cap are still hanging in Quelch’s old study.  You can bag them easily enough—see? Sitting down, you’ll be Quelch to the life when you’ve fixed up that face of yours. You want about another yard to do Quelch standing up—but sitting down, you can make yourself into Quelch’s twin!” 
  “Easy as falling of a form—to me!” said Wibley. “But—” 
  “Watch him jump when he comes in and finds Quelch, as he thinks, sitting in his study!” grinned the flounder. “ Bet you he will turn tail and bolt like a rabbit — he did when he heard Quelch’s voice— though he’s supposed not to know it if he hears it!”
  Wibley laughed. 
  “That’s all right.” he said. “But I jolly well don’t want to be cornered in Lamb’s study got up as Quelch! You know what a fearful row there was when I was copped got up as Froggy.” 
  “You’ll get away all right! You can drop out of the study window if there’s anybody in the passage— safe as houses in the blackout!” said Vernon-Smith. “You could get in again at the box-room window.” 
  Wibley nodded thoughtfully. 
  “But if he sticks in the study—” he said. 
  “Hc won’t!” 
  “That’s all very well, Smithy, but if he does?” 
  “Well, if he does, you carry on, and I’ll come to the study with a message that the Head wants him.  Then you can clear.”
  “You’d get six for that!” 
  “I’ll chance that! Look, here, it would be no end of a lark.” urged the Bounder. 
  “I tell you he will jump clear of the floor at the sight of Quelch, and he will bunk like a bunny rabbit! Bank on it!” 
  “I’m game!” said Wibley. “If he sticks in the study I’ll talk to him— as Quelch. I could take in the Head, let alone hat ass Lamb! But you’ll have to get him away and give me a chance.” 
  “That’s understood! It’s a go?” 
  “It’s a go!” agreed Wibley. “I’m on!” 
  And Wibley, quite keen on the idea, as he always was on any impersonating stunt, began to sort over his property-box. 
  Ten minutes later the schoolboy actor went downstairs with Smithy, carrying a package under his arm. 
  It was tea time in Common-room, and Masters’ passage was deserted. In five minutes more Wibley had borrowed Quelch’s cap and gown from Quelch’s old study, and had them safely landed, with himself, in Mr. Lamb’s study.
  The door of that study he prudently locked on the inside while he got on with the make-up that changed his appearance in a most remarkable way.  The Bounder left him to it and walked away grinning
  Two Wibley, this was a jape—one of the practical jokes in which Wib delighted.  To the Bounder it was rather more than a jape. 
  Strange and inexplicable as it was, the Bounder knew that Lamb had not only been startled, but alarmed, when he had heard the voice of Mr. Quelch, as he supposed.  The sight of Quelch himself was calculated to produce an even more startling effect—it was certain, in fact to give the Lamb a tremendous jolt; a much more severe jolt than Wibley dreamed of.  The Bounder was, in fact, and making use of the unreflecting Wib to carry on his campaign against Lamb, and he had no doubt that this was going to be a hard and knock, though even the Bounder did not guess how hard that knock was going to be. 

          A SURPRISE FOR BILLY BUNTER!

“I say, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag, where most of the Remove were gathered, after tea. 
  Bunter had a bottle of gum in a fat hand and a grin on a fat face. 
  “I say, Lamb hasn’t come in yet, has he?” asked the fat Owl, blinking round at the juniors. 
  “No.” answered Harry Wharton.  “He won’t be in yet.  I heard that he’s at the A.R.P.  lecture at Courtfield.”
  “Good!” said Bunter.  “Safe enough to nip along to his study—what?”   
  Herbert Vernon-Smith looked round. 
  “Keep clear of that study, you fat ass!” he said. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy!” Billy Bunter looked indignantly at the Bounder. 
“Think you’re the only chap that can jape Lamb? I say, you fellows, I’m jolly well going to give Lamb a surprise! He, he, he!” 
  “You’ll get a surprise yourself if Lamb catches you in his study!” said Bob Cherry. “ Lamb don’t like fellows rooting about his study.” 
  “Well, he can’t get in yet—it’s only just turned six!” said the fat Owl. “And it won’t take a minute. I say, Lamb uses Indian Ink for his pen-and- ink stuff—I know where he keeps it!  I’m going to put gum into it!” 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  Billy Bunter chuckled.  Bunter had long since recovered from the whopping he had received after the collision on the stairs. But he had not forgotten it. Bunter was quite as keen as Smithy on making the Pet Lamb sit up. 
  “Think it will make him wild?” he chortled. “ I say, won’t he get his hair off when he sticks his pen into that ink and it comes out all gummy —what?” 
  “The wildfulness will probably be terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The whopfulness will also be great!” 
  “Well, he won’t know who did it!” said Bunter cheerfully. “I ain’t afraid of Lamb, I can jolly well tell you. I mean, I ain’t afraid of him if he doesn’t spot me, you know.” 
  “Give it a miss, you fat ass!” said Harry Wharton. “Lamb’s a good deal sharper than he looks.” 
  “Keep away from Lamb’s study, you chump!” growled the Bounder. 
  Considering the arrangements he had made in that study during Lamb’s absence, the Bounder did not want the fat and fatuous Owl butting in there. 
  By that time he had no doubt Wibley was all ready for Lamb to step in. He would be sitting there, in Quelch’s cap and gown with his face a twin to that of the missing Remove master. 
  Nobody was wanted to butt into that study before Lamb came in. 
  Billy Bunter gave the Bounder a defiant blink. 
  “Yah! You mind your own business, Smithy!” he retorted. “I’m jolly well going, and you can go and eat coke, see!” 
  And the fat junior turned back to the door. 
  Vernon-Smith hastily stepped into his way. 
  “Stop!” he snapped. 
  “Why, you cheeky beast, gerrout of the way!” roared Bunter, in great indignation. “I say, Toddy, shift that cheeky beast out of the way, will you?” 
  “No bizney of yours specially, is it, Smithy?” inquired Peter Todd. And, without waiting for a reply to that question, he barged the Bounder out of the way, and Bunter, grinning, cut out of the Rag. 
  The fat Owl hurried along to Masters’ Passage. He blinked along that passage, and ascertained that the doors were shut. Then he rolled along to Mr. Lamb’s study. 
  As Mr. Lamb was in Courtfield, Bunter naturally expected his study to be unoccupied. He turned the door-handle and opened the door and rolled in, shutting the door quickly behind him, in case any beak should come along. 
  The next moment Billy Bunter jumped. 
  In fact, he bounded. 
  The light was on in the study. And it was not unoccupied. In Mr. Lamb’s armchair by the fire sat a figure, at which Billy Bunter’s eyes almost popped through his spectacles. 
  Bunter stood transfixed, his eyes popping at Mr. Quelch. 
  Wibley had completed his transformation, unlocked the door, and sat down in the armchair to await Lamb. As the door opened he supposed that it was Lamb coming in—till he saw Bunter. 
  Wibley’s nearest and dearest relative would never have dreamed that it was William Wibley sitting in that armchair. His figure was concealed 
by the folds of Mr. Quelch’s gown. Quelch’s mortar-board was on his head. His face was Quelch’s to the life. How Wib did these things the other Remove fellows never knew— but Wib could do them! His features seemed to be elastic, twistable into almost any shape he liked. There he sat—looking at Bunter with the grim frown that Bunter might have expected to see on Quelch’s countenance, when he bolted into the study without knocking. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  He stood rooted, his eyes popping at Quelch’s double, the gum bottle clutched in his fat hand, his podgy jaw dropping. 
  Bunter had not had the faintest idea that Quelch had returned to Greyfriars. It almost made his hair stand on end to see him sitting there so unexpectedly in Lamb’s study. 
  “Bunter!” said Wibley, in a deep voice, a very passable imitation of Quelch’s. “What are you doing here, Bunter?” 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “What do you mean by that absurd ejaculation, Bunter?” 
  “I—I—I— Oh lor’! I—I never knew you were here, sir!” spluttered Bunter. “I—I never knew you were back, sir! Oh scissors! I—I wasn’t going to do anything with this bottle of gum! I—I never even thought of pouring it into the Indian ink, sir!”
  “What!” 
  “I—I never did, sir! I—I didn’t know there was any Indian ink in the study, and I never knew that Lamb kept it on the shelf, and—” 
  “Bunter, you came here to play a foolish trick on Mr. Lamb!” said Quelch’s double sternly. “I shall cane you, Bunter.” 
  “Oh crumbs! I—I never—” 
  “Hand me that cane from the table, Bunter.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “Do you hear me, Bunter?” 
  “But—but I—I say, sir, I—I wasn’t—I mean, I didn’t—that is, I—I never—” gasped Bunter. 
  “Hand me that cane at once!” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Billy Bunter slipped the bottle of gum into his pocket, and handed the cane to the occupant of the armchair. He did not guess that that seated figure had the best of reasons for not getting up himself. Had Wibley risen to his feet, even Bunter would hare guessed that there was a catch in it somewhere, on beholding his Form-master a foot shorter than usual. 
  But Wibley did not rise to his feet. He took the cane from Bunter, and swished it, still sitting down. 
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   “Bend over and touch your toes, Bunter!” he said, in a deep voice. 
  “I—I—I say, sir——” gasped Bunter. 
  “Bend over at once, Bunter!” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Billy Bunter bent his fat figure over. From the bottom of his fat heart, he wished that he had let Smithy keep him in the Rag! 
  But who could have guessed that Quelch, supposed to be a prisoner in the hands of kidnappers far from the school, would suddenly turn up in a Greyfriars study in this unexpected and astonishing way?  Certainly Bunter couldn’t!”
  Swipe! 
  “Yarooooh!” roared Bunter. 
  Swipe! 
  “Whooooop!” 
  “Now you may replace the cane on the table, Bunter, and leave this study !” said Mr. Quelch’s double sternly. 
  “Yow-ow-ow!”
  “If you make those absurd noises, Bunter, I shall cane you again.” 
  “Ow! Wow! I—I mean, yes, sir! Oh crikey! Ow!” 
  “Go!” 
  Billy Bunter went. He was glad to go! He wriggled out of the study and shut the door after him, leaving Mr. Quelch frowning—and quite unaware that, after the door closed, Mr. Quelch chuckled 

          NOT AS PER PROGRAMME! 

WILLIAM WIBLEY sat up, in Mr. Lamb’s armchair, at the sound of footsteps and voices outside the door. 
  Lamb and Hacker had returned from Courtfleld. Through the door he heard the bleating voice of the Pet Lamb. 
  “A very good lecture, Mr. Hacker—very good indeed! I am very glad that I did not miss it.” 
  “It was worth the walk, Mr. Lamb!” came Hacker’s voice. 
  “Oh, quite: Quite!” bleated the Lamb. 
  Hacker’s footsteps were heard going on towards his own study. Mr. Lamb’s hand was on his door-handle. 
  Wibley, sitting in the armchair, fixed his eyes on the door about to open. He was not feeling in the least nervous. Wib’s faith in his own powers was unlimited; he knew that he looked exactly like Quelch— sitting down—and he was not going to rise so long as Lamb was in the study. 
  If, as Smithy believed, Lamb really knew Quelch, and did not want to meet him, there was no doubt that he would jump when he saw him sitting in the study. 
  If, on the other hand, he didn’t, Wibley was quite prepared to introduce himself as Quelch, and carry on till the Bounder came to the rescue by calling Lamb away from the study. This, from Wib’s point of view, was a lark—which he was going to tell the other fellows about afterwards, amid laughter. 
  He was quite cool and composed as the door opened. 
  Mr. Lamb stepped in. 
  He paused for a moment, surprised to see the light on in his study. Then, the next moment, his eyes fell on the figure in the armchair. 
  Wibley had wondered whether the effect on him would be anything like that anticipated by the Bounder. In a second more, he knew. 
  Lamb stared at him. 
  Every vestige of colour faded from his face as he stared. The sudden terror in his face struck Wibley almost like a blow. 
  Never had a man looked so utterly thunderstruck; so paralysed by sudden fear. He stood rooted, staring, white as a sheet. 
  Wibley felt his heart beat unpleasantly. 
  Smithy had said that Lamb was scared by the idea of Quelch being back at the school. But scared did not describe that look on the art master’s face. It was sheer terror. 
  And, at that moment, Wib repented him that he had allowed the Bounder to drag him into this. He was almost frightened himself by that look on Lamb’s face. 
  For a long moment Lamb stood gazing at him, his hand still on the door, at if petrified. Then his voice came. 
  “You!”
  He shut the door suddenly. To Wibley’s surprise and alarm hp turned the key in the lock.  But
  Taken utterly aback, Wibley sat and stared, quite at a loss.  Not for a moment had he dreamed of producing this paralysing effect on Lamb. The schoolboy actor wished himself well out of that study. 
  Lamb came closer to him. 
  The terror had passed from his face. It was succeeded by a hard, desperate look, that sent a chill through the unhappy impersonator in the armchair. 
  “So you are here!” Lamb’s voice came in a low hiss. I find you here, Mr. Quelch!” 
  Evidently the Lamb knew Quelch. 
  “I—I—” Wibley stammered. This amazing development deprived him of his usual presence of mind. 
  “I—I—” 
  “You!” repeated Lamb. “And here!”
  His eyes seemed to devour the figure in the chair. 
  Evidently he was not going to bolt as the Bounder had predicted. So far from bolting, he had locked the study door, making Wibley a prisoner there. 
  All that Wibley could do—if he could—was to play up, till the Bounder knocked at the door with a pretended message from the Head to call Lamb away. 
  But before he could speak, Lamb’s voice went on again, in low, concentrated tones. 
  “So you are here! You did not know that I was at Greyfriars—you could not! Only a Mr. Lamb— whom you had never met! I understand! You would not have been alone in this study if you had known whose face you would see when Mr. Lamb came in! I understand!” 
  His lips parted, showing his gritting teeth. 
  Wibley sat dumb. 
  He was too astonished and terrified to do anything but stare at Lamb. That impersonation was not going according to programme!”
  “You know—now!” went on the low, savage voice. You knew, as soon as I stepped in—as soon as your eyes fell on me, Mr. Quelch! You will not spread your knowledge further! I shall take care of that!” 
  “I—I—” stuttered the hapless Wibley. 
  “Silence!” hissed Lamb. The next moment his grasp was on Wibley—a grip on his throat that choked him into silence. 
  Wibley gave a gurgle of sheer terror. 
  It seemed to him that Lamb must suddenly have gone mad!” 
  He was taking Wibley for Mr. Quelch: there was no doubt about that! The impersonation had succeeded only too well! Wibley knpw now, even better than the Bounder, that Lamb knew Quelch, and that Quelch knew him, and that for some mysterious reason the art master dreaded to see Quelch at Greyfriars. 
  Now—believing that he was Quelch—the man was gripping him by the throat t prevent him from calling out! Unless he had taken leave of his senses, Wibley could not begin to understand what it meant. 
  He struggled frantically. 
  He was not thinking of keeping up the impersonation now! He was only anxious to get out of that choking, terrifying grip. 
  As he struggled, the mortarboard fell from his head, and with it the scanty locks that were part of his disguise. His own close-cropped head was revealed to Lamb’s astounded eyes. 
  At the same time Quelch’s master’s gown, which had been carefully arranged to conceal him as he sat, was torn aside, revealing a boyish figure in schoolboy garb. 
  Lamb gave a spluttering gasp of amazement. 
  He released his grasp on Wibley, and stood staring at him with bulging eyes. 
  Up to that moment he had not doubted that it was Mr. Quelch in the study. He could see now that it was a schoolboy, not a schoolmaster. 
  Wibley, sprawling in the armchair, gasped and gasped for breath. 
  Lamb stood for a moment dumbfounded, staring at him. With a single swing of his arm—a very powerful arm, slight as the art master looked—he spun Wibley out of the armchair. 
  The hapless impersonator staggered against the table, 
  On his feet, he was still more plainly not Quelch. The Remove master was a good twelve inches taller than Wibley. 
  “Who are you?” panted Lamb. “What trickery is this?” 
  “Urrggh!” gurgled Wibley. 
  “Who are you?” roared Lamb. He still could not recognise Wibley’s face,   “Are you a Greyfriars boy? How did you come here? What does this trickery mean? Answer me.” 
  “Grooooh!” 
  Lamb clutched up the cane from the table.
  There was relief in his face. Ho had been completely taken in— Wibley’s impersonation had been quite successful, so far as that went: though it had had results of which the schoolboy actor had never dreamed. It was plainly a relief to Lamb to find that it was not, after all Mr. Quelch in his study. But it was equally plain that, whoever it was, he was booked for a hectic time. 
  “I—I—I say,” gasped Wibley.  “It—it was only a joke! Oh crumbs! 
I—I—I—” 
  “Who are you?” roared Lamb. 
  “I—I—I’m Wibley! I—I—— —!” 
  “Take off that gown, you young rascal! Now bend over that chair! 
Lamb swished the cane. 
  “I—I—I say, it—it was only a lark, sir!” gasped Wibley. “I—I—Yaroooh!” 
  Lamb did not wait for him to bend over! He grasped Wibley by the collar with his left, and laid on the cane with his right!” 
  Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe!
  Wibley roared. Wib had landed in trouble often enough, and he had had a good many lickings in his time. But he had never had a licking like this before! The cane came down with terrific vim. 
  Swipe, swipe, swipe! 
  Wibley howled, and roared, and yelled!” 
  If he had not known before that Lamb had had a severe jolt he would have known it now from the extent to which Lamb was taking it out of him. 
  Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe! 
  It seemed as if the enraged Lamb would never stop! But he stopped at last, unlocked the door and grabbed it open, and pitched Wibley into the passage. 
  Wibley went staggering, and the door slammed him. 

                  SOME FOR SMITHY! 

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH stared. 
  He was loafing at the end of Masters’ Passage—waiting! He had been there since he had seen Lamb come in and he had watched Lamb and Hacker part in the passage and go to their respective studies. His eyes had been on Lamb’s door since —in puzzled expectation. 
  Wibley—in his Quelch outfit—was there! That he would take Lamb in with that outfit was not to be doubted—the Bounder was all the more sure of it since Billy Bunter had rolled back to the Rag and startled the juniors there by the statement that old Quelch was in Lamb’s study. But the programme was not working out as Smithy had anticipated. 
  Unless Smithy was mistaken, Lamb had some mysterious reason for dreading meeting with Quelch. Smithy was not alone in this opinion: other fellows had noticed the extraordinary effect on Lamb of the Remove ventriloquist’s imitation of Quelch’s voice on two or three occasions. It seemed to the Bounder, therefore, that if a mere hint that Quelch was in the offing startled Lamb so much, the actual sight of him should produce a still more startling effect—and he fully expected to see Lamb bolt out of the study almost as soon as he had entered it. 
  But the study door remained shut.
  Smithy was perplexed and irritated. If nothing happened, he had to go to that study with a pretended message from the Head to get Lamb away while Wibley escaped—which meant a severe licking afterwards from Lamb. He could not understand nothing happening. 
  Then, suddenly, the study door opened, and he knew that something had happened—the unexpected! 
  It was Wibley who came out—and the door slammed after him. 
  Vernon-Smith watched the unfortunate Wib as he came twisting and squirming down the passage. 
  He could see that Wibley had been through it—hard! He mumbled and moaned and grunted as he wriggled on his way. 
  “Did he spot you?” breathed the Bounder, as Wibley reached the end of the passage where he stood. 
  Wibley did not answer. He did not even seem to hear! He squirmed on his way, gasping and mumbling. 
  The Bounder, with a knitted brow, followed him into the Rag. 
  There was a buzz in that apartment as Wibley almost crawled in. All the fellows there knew what was on since Bunter had come back from Lamb’s study; the Bounder had had to let them into the secret. They were all wondering what was going to be the outcome of that extraordinary prank, when the hapless Wibley crawled in, mumbling and gasping and moaning. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is!”
  “Is that Wib?” 
  “I say, you fellows, that’s the beast who whopped me, making out he was Quelch!” howled Billy Bunter. “I say—”
  “Looks as if it’s been a frost with Lamb!” remarked Bob Cherry. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life, Wib?” 
  Groan! 
  William Wibley leaned on the table in the Rag and groaned. It was only too painfully clear that he was not enjoying life. 
  His face was still hardly recognisable. It was smudged with make-up; though the artificial nose which had imitated Quelch’s prominent boko had come off while he was wriggling in Lamb’s grasp. But the juniors knew that this was Wib—and they knew that he had not had his usual luck in his impersonation stunt. 
  Smithy followed him in, scowling. Something, clearly, had gone wrong. Whether Lamb had had a jolt or not, it was plain that Wibley had had one! 
  “Lamb spotted you?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  Groan! 
  “And whopped you?” asked Peter Todd. 
  Groan! 
  “I say, you fellows, serve him jolly well right!” squeaked Billy Bunter. 
“He gave me two swipes, making out he was Quelch, you know—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! I can jolly well tell you, the beast gave me two swipes—” 
  “Wib looks as if Lamb gave him more than two!” remarked Frank Nugent. “Had it bad, Wib?” 
  Groan! 
  “Did Lamb jump?” asked Skinner. 
  Groan! 
  Wibley’s replies were lacking in variety! But they were extremely expressive. It was clear that Wib had had it good and hard. 
  “But you generally have such luck with these stunts, old man!” said Harry Wharton. “How did Lamb come to spot you?” 
  Groan! 
  “Lamb’s not supposed to know Quelch by sight.” said Tom Redwing. “Smithy thinks he does, but——” 
  “Can’t you tell us what’s happened, Wibley?” hooted the angry Bounder. “How did you give yourself away, you ass? What did Lamb say when ho saw you!” 
  Wibley looked at him. Smithy had landed him in this! He had had such a whopping as he had never had before, or had even dreamed of in a nightmare! And that idiot Smithy had landed him in for it! He gave the Bounder an almost homicidal glare. 
  “You idiot!” he gasped. “You dummy! You dangerous maniac! I believe most of my skin is gone! Ow! Yow! Wow! I thought Lamb had gone mad! Ow! You born idiot! Ow!” 
  “But what—”
  “Tell us what happened, Wib—” 
  “Cough it up!” 
  The juniors crowded round the suffering Wib. They were all curious to know what had happened in Lamb’s study. 
  “Ow! Yow! groaned Wibley. “I was a fool to do it! It was that idiot Smithy’s idea! Ow! Of course, I never dreamed that Lamb would go off at the deep end like that! I didn’t half believe that he knew Quelch at all! Ow!” 
  And did he?” exclaimed Wharton. 
  “Ow! I should jolly well say so!” groaned Wibley. “He looked as frightened as if he’d seen a ghost— ow! He was taken in—he called me Quelch! Ow! He took me for Quelch all right! I wish he hadn’t! Wow!” 
  “Then he does know Quelch?” said Bob. 
  “Ow! Yes!I can’t make him out. Ow! That fool Smithy thought he would bolt when he saw Quelch. Ow! I’d have kept it up if he hadn’t collared me! Ow! How was a fellow to guess he would collar a chap he took for Quelch? Ow! But he did.” 
  “Oh gad?’ ejaculated the Bounder. “He took you for Quelch—and collared you. Then if it really had been Quelch he would have collared Quelch!” 
  “Collared Quelch!” repeated Bob Cherry. “Is the man off his rocker? Must be as mad as a hatter, I should think, if he would have collared Quelch.” 
  He grabbed me by the throat!”gasped Wibley. “I thought he’d gone batchy! Then my hair came off, and he saw that I wasn’t Quelch! Ow! I was jolly glad, I can tell you— goodness knows what he was going to do, if it really had been Quelch! Ow!” 
  The juniors gazed at Wibler blankly. Really, this was enough to make them wonder whether Lamb was batchy! 
  “Then he pitched into me, and chucked me out of the study!” groaned Wibley. “I thought he was never going to stop!  He gave me about fifty whops! Owl I believe he’s taken some skin off! Wow! That idiot Smithy—yow-ow-ow!” 
  “By gad!” said the Bounder, his eyes gleaming. “There must be some pretty steep trouble between Quelch and Lamb for him to carry on like that! And he makes out that he’s never met Quelch! The Head thinks he’s never met Quelch! We jolly well know now—” 
  “You silly idiot!” gasped Wibley. “I don’t care a boiled bean whether he knows Quelch or not—I know I’ve had a fearful whopping, and you landed me in it, you blithering idiot, with your fatheaded feud with Lamb! And I’m jolly well going to punch your silly head for it!”
  “Look here— Keep off, you mad ass!” roared the Bounder, as the exasperated Wibley rushed at him, hitting out right and left. 
  Bang, bang! came Wibley fists, and the Bounder yelled frantically, as Wib’s left landed on his nose, and Wib’s right in his eye. 
  He staggered back, and as he staggered, Wibley got him again, one in the other eye and one on the chin. 
  There was a crash as Smithy went down on his back on the floor of the Rag. 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “There!” roared Wibley, glaring down at the sprawling Bounder. “That’s some for you, you blithering idiot! You can leave me out of your rags on Lamb after this, you dunderheaded dummy! See?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The Bounder scrambled up, red with rage, and rushed at him. 
  The next moment they were grasping one another, and staggering to and fro in the Rag, punching at a terrific rate, surrounded by a crowd yelling with laughter. 
  But Harry Wharton & Co. rushed in, grasped the combatants and dragged them apart. 
  “Hook it!” gasped Bob Cherry. “You’ll have the pre’s here, at this rate!” 
  “I’ll smash him!” yelled the Bounder. 
  “I’ll smash him!” roared Wibley. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The laughing juniors kept the combatants apart; and the Bounder, with an angry snort, tramped out of the Rag.  He had an eye and a nose that needed bathing—and Wibley was left to wriggle and squirm and mumble— which he did till the Remove went up to prep! 

                  TRACKED DOWN! 

The February night was dim and damp. 
  In the dark, misty sky there was scarcely the glimmer of a star, and a thin sleet was falling. It was a night upon which few would have cared to be abroad; but darkness and cold and sleet made no difference to Ferrers Locke! 
  In the black shadow of a tree, muffled in a dark raincoat, a dark hat slouched over his face, the Baker Street detective stood on the watch, as he had stood every night since Vernon-Smith since had talked to John Robinson at the garage. Every night, in the long hours of winter darkness, the detective watched the window of Mr. Quelch’s old study—but night after night had passed and nothing had rewarded him. 
  Now, at last, the reward of his long patience was to come. It was after midnight when a faint sound from the window caught the keen ears of the detective. 
  From where he stood the wall and the study windows were merely a black mass to him. But he could hear; and softly as the window opened, he caught the sound of the shifting sash. It was the window of Mr. Quelch’s old study—from which, according to the Bounder, Lamb left the House at night; and now someone, in the midnight darkness, was leaving the House by that window! 
  The detective strained his eyes in the gloom. 
  Dimly, faintly, he made out a black shadow among shadows. He knew, rather than saw, that the figure that had emerged from the window was kneeling on the broad stone sill and closing down the sash. Then there was a light sound as that figure dropped to the ground. 
  It hurried past in the dark—within a yard of the detective. Ferrers Locke could have touched it by stretching out his hand. 
  He did not think of doing so! 
  Softly, as stealthily as the night-prowler himself, the detective followed in the wake of the dark figure. 
  Smithy’s scheme had been for a light to be flashed on Lamb when he came, taking him by surprise, and revealing him as a night-prowler. But the Baker Street detective had not the slightest intention of paying any heed to the Bounder’s instructions. 
  He shadowed the dark figure, by the path that led to masters’ gate. Whether this was Lamb or noi he could not yet be sure. Twice he had been disappointed by a young rascal breaking out at night; and he could not be sure yet that this was not some black sheep, like Loder of the Sixth, or the Bounder himself. But he was going to know. 
  There was a faint click in the darkness as, the private gate, to which the masters and prefects had keys, was unlocked. The gate shut almost soundlessly. It was quite soundless when Ferrers Locke opened it a few moments later and peered into the dark road. 
  A light footfall was enough for him. Silently be shut the gate and moved on, his rubber shoes making no sound. 
  The dark figure flitted away up the Courtfield road. The darkness of the night was made darker by the blackout; not a light gleamed from any direction. The shadowed man moved quickly, and at intervals his head turned and he glanced swiftly to right or left or backwards. But he did not see the shadower. Ferrers Locke was an old hand at that game, and he was not likely to betray himself. 
  At the corner of Courtfield Common the shadowed man turned off the road into Oak Lane, hurrying on towards the river. 
  Once or twice, the detective drew near enough to make out the dim outline of the man ahead, and he had a feeling of disappointment as he made out a bulky figure, larger, and seemingly taller, than Lamb. 
  Was it Lamb? 
  Lamb was a slight man in stature. It was well known that Slim Jim, the cracksman, was a slight man. In figure, at least, there was some resemblance between the two; though whether Lamb’s face was the face of Slim Jim, only Mr. Quelch could have said—for no one but he kidnapped Form-master had over seen the crook’s face without its mask. Was this bulky figure that of the little art master—of the slim little crook? A greatcoat and a large hat might make all the difference. Locke set his lips hard at the thought that this might be Loder of the Sixth again, or some similar black sheep heading, perhaps, for the Three Fishers on the river. 
  But the shadowed man did not keep on so far as the towpath. He was not, at any rate, heading for the Three Fishers. 
  He followed the road that circled Courtfield Common—a road on which stood a good many mansions, at a considerable distance apart. And suddenly, from the silence, the detective heard the sound of a creaking branch. 
  Hardly a moment later, the Baker Street detective stood close by an old stone wall, over which branches of trees projected from within—and a branch within reach of his hand was still swaying. 
  He breathed hard and deep. 
  There was no doubt now. 
  He knew the building that was enclosed within that stone wall. That wall shut off Hogben Park from the road. The man he had followed from Greyfriars School had swung himself over the wall of Hogben Park—for what reason, at half-past twelve at night? 
  Ferrers Locke knew now! 
  He was on the trail of a thief of the night. He could hardly doubt that it was Slim Jim. As little could he doubt that it was Mr. Lamb, the art master of Greyfriars. 
  The Baker Street detective stood silent and still. 
  It was Slim Jim, and he had marked down Hogben Park as the next crib on his list to be cracked. The nimbleness with which he had so suddenly and swiftly swung himself over the stone wall, as lightly and actively as a cat, told its own tale—Slim Jim’s cat-like agility was very well known. 
  Locke’s eyes were gleaming. At last, at long last, he was unmistakably on the trail of the elusive cracksman. 
  The man had disappeared in the darkness of the park within. Picking up his trail again was impossible. He was heading for the mansion that lay a good distance back from the road; that was all the detective knew. But Locke was not long in deciding on his course of action. 
  Less nimbly, but more silently, he swung himself over the atone wall and dropped without a sound within. 
  Standing there in the darkness, he listened, with straining ears. Several long minutes passed, and there was no sound, save the faint moan of the wind from the sea and the patter of thin sleet on frosty trees. 
The man was gone! By that time, probably, he was lurking close by the mansion; three hundred yards, at least, from the spot where the Baker Street detective stood. 
  Locke smiled grimly. 
  To hunt for a dark shadow in the darkness was vain. To give the alarm at the house was equally futile; at the first sound of alarm the elusive crook would vanish into, the night, leaving the detective with certainty in his mind, but not a vestige of proof for judge and jury. Locke was not thinking of that. 
  He had no doubt that Slim Jim, after the crib was cracked, would leave by the way he had entered. And he knew he could find proof, if that was the case, close at hand. From Mr. Quelch, and from other sources, the way of the crook was known—and Locke had not forgotten. 
  He stooped and groped by the inner side of the wall in the darkness. 
  He did not venture to turn on a glimmer of light. In the darkness he searched patiently—and it was only it a few minutes before his hands came in contact with a bundle close under the wall. 
  The sense of touch told him what he could not see. That bundle was a large, heavy greatcoat, wrapped round a soft hat and a pair of heavy boots. 
It was in his close-fitting suit of black, with a mask on his face, that the crook was carrying on his nefarious work. If there was an alarm, if he was seen, as sometimes hp had been seen, all that would be seen was a slim figure in black with a masked face. Afterwards, when the crook returned to the spot where he had left his outer garments, the mask would disappear, the black-suited, black-shoed figure would be encased in the greatcoat and the thick boots—and Slim Jim would walk away; safe, even if he was seen. 
  That, as Locke knew, was how Mr. Quelch had chanced to see his face on the night when the belated Greyfriars master had stopped for shelter by the fence of Popper Court. 
  Ferrers Locke knew enough now. He unwrapped the bundle and pitched the greatcoat, hat, and boots in different directions under the dark trees. Even if the crook eluded him, even if he succeeded in fleeing, he would have to flee as he stood—in Slim Jim’s black suit and black cap, undisguised. But he was not going to escape, if Ferrers Locke could help it. 
  Close by the wall, invisible in the darkness, the Baker Street detective waited. To follow the cracksman to the mansion was to give the signal for his escape!” To wait for him when he came back to this spot was surer. 
Ferrers Locke waited. 
  The long minutes passed. 
  During a long half-hour, his vigilance did not relax for a second. And then at length came a faint sound of footfalls, barely audible in the night silence! 
  The cracksman was returning—with the loot of Hogben Park packed on him! Ferrers Locke stiffened up— waiting! And as a dark, half-seen figure bent under the wall for the bundle that was no longer there, the Baker Street detective sprang. There was a sharp cry of alarm and fierce rage, and a slim, blacksuited figure rolled on the ground in the grasp of Ferrers Locke. 

                A NARROW ESCAPE! 

SLIM JIM twisted like an eel in the grasp of the Baker Street detective. 
He had been taken utterly by surprise. The detective’s grip forced him to the ground; a knee was jammed in the small of his back, and his wrists gripped and dragged together behind him. In another moment the handcuffs would have locked on those slim wrists, and the cracksman who had eluded the law for years would have been a powerless prisoner. 
  But the crook, surprised as he was, astounded by the sudden and unexpected attack, was wary as a wolf, quick as a cat, slippery as an eel. And he was strong—amazingly strong for a man of so slight a stature. The strength in that slim, elastic figure was rather a surprise to Locke. 
  Even as the handcuffs were about to slip on his wrists, the crook made a desperate effort and rolled the detective aside, and the wrists were snatched away. 
  A split second more and a grasp, as strong as Locke’s own, was laid on the detective, and they were struggling. 
  Slim Jim was fighting like a wildcat. 
  The handcuffs went to the earth with a clinking sound. A wallet that was slung over the cracksman’s shoulder dropped in the darkness. Slim Jim heeded his loot no more than the detective heeded the handcuffs. He struggled and fought to break away. 
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  Not a word was uttered during that fierce and desperate struggle—only panting breath broke the silence. 
  Strong as the man was the Baker Street detective was, perhaps, the stronger of the two; he was taller and heavier. And he had the man down 
—he had the upper hand. But the slim figure seemed to twist in his grasp like an eel. 
  Somehow—Locke hardly knew how—they struggled to their feet, still locked in a fierce grip. Locke was struggling to hold his man—Slim Jim exerting every ounce of his strength to break loose. They reeled to and fro in that fierce and desperate struggle, but slowly, surely, the Baker Street detective was wearing his man down, and he knew that he had him. 
Then suddenly, as they swayed in breathless fight, the detective’s foot caught in something that lay on the earth. It was the wallet that the cracksman had dropped. 
  He stumbled. 
  It was the cracksman’s chance— his only chance, and quick as a flash he took advantage of it. As the detective stumbled, Slim Jim tore loose, and both his fists came crashing on Locke’s chest. 
  Ferrers Locke went backwards. 
  It was but a split second before he was leaping forward again, his hands outstretched to grasp. But that brief apace was enough for the cracksman. He was already springing away, and Locke’s grasping hands swept only empty space. 
For a moment a figure was dark against the sky, on the summit of the stone wall. Locke made a desperate swing and grasped—even as Slim Jim leaped down into the road and disappeared. 
  A swift patter of running feet died into silence. 
  Ferrers Locke stopped, with a knee on the wall. That dark figure bad vanished into darkness—running with the speed of a deer, a speed that Locke could not have equalled. 
  Where was he heading? 
  Locke did rot need telling that! He was heading for home—racing through the night,—like a hunted animal seeking its burrow. Locke could picture the dark figure flitting swiftly in the dark—dodging into shadowy corners at the sound of a footfall—then resuming the hurried flight. 
  There was no chance of heading him off from the school. And there was no proof against him now, even if he had been taken. Mr. Lamb—if it was Mr. Lamb—might find it difficult to explain why he was out and abroad at that late hour; but what proof was there that he was the dark, scarcely seen figure with which the detective had struggled under the wall of Hogben Park? Even if it had been possible to take him now, the accusation must have fallen to the ground with no effect but to warn the crook of his danger. 
  Locke was not thinking of that. 
  His game was a waiting game—till he could catch Slim Jim in the act, and until then, Mr. Lamb was to be given no suspicion that Ferrers Locke was nearer than Baker Street. 
  But the detective’s face was grim, as he dropped back from the wall into the park. He had come within an ace of success, but he had failed. 
  For some minutes he leaned on the wall, recovering his breath and his strength after the desperate struggle. But he stirred at last, and turned on the gleam of a flash-lamp. 
  He picked up the handcuffs that had come so near to snapping on the slim wrists of the cracksman, and thrust them into his pocket. Then he saw what it was that he had stumbled over—a leather wallet with a strap. He picked it up and opened it. 
  Slim Jim had escaped, but he had not taken his plunder with him. 
  The wallet was packed with bulky bonds, evidently from the safe at Hogben Park—to the value, as a single glance revealed, of over a thousand pounds. That, at least, was some satisfaction to the detective. 
  Locke slung the wallet over his shoulder by the strap, and clambered over the wall into the road. The cracksman’s loot could be dealt with later by Inspector Grimes of Courtfield. It was not Locke’s cue to appear in the matter at all. Until Slim Jim was in the hands of the law, John Robinson’s identity had to remain a dead secret. 
  He tramped away towards Greyfriars in the darkness and the dropping sleet. His face was dark and grim as he tramped. He had come so near to success—to laying the wanted man by the heels, and to tracing through him, the hiding-place of the kidnapped man who knew the crook’s secret—only to be defeated at the last moment. 
  Was the man Lamb? He was sure of it; but he knew now, at all events, that the man he wanted was an inmate of Greyfriars on that point there was no possible room for further doubt. And that was much to know. 
  He reached the school at last. By that time the man was long home— wondering, no doubt, who had watched and seized him at Hogben Park, but never suspecting that he had been shadowed from this school. That he could not know, or suspect, and that meant that, sooner or later, success would come to the Baker Street detective. 
  Silently in the darkness, Ferrers Locke crept to the window of Mr. Quelch’s old study. He tried the sash—it did not move! It was now fastened within! Slim Jim was safe back in his lair. Ten minutes later, John Robinson turned in, in his room over the garage. 

                SMITHY IN A TANTRUM! 

“YOU silly ass!” 
  “Chuck it!” 
  “You funky chump!” 
  “Buzz off!” 
  “I tell you—” 
  “Give us a rest!” 
  Half a dozen fellows, in the Remove passage, grinned at one another. 
  Billy Bunter gave a fat giggle. 
  “I say, you fellows, Smithy’s going it!” he remarked. 
  “Isn’t Smithy always going it!” sighed Bob Cherry. “Is there a man in the Remove he hasn’t rowed with, one time or another? Now it’s Wib’s turn.” 
  It was from William Wibley’s study that the two voices proceeded—one loud and angry, the other snappishly impatient. Neither Vernon-Smith nor William Wibley was in a good humour, that was clear. 
  “You’re afraid of a licking, I suppose!” went on the Bounder. “That’s whats the matter with you.” 
  “There’s the door, Smithy!” came Wibley’s reply. “Mind taking your face round to the other side of it? It worries me.” 
  “I’ve a jolly good mind to punch your cheeky head!” growled Vernon-Smith. “You silly dummy! After the way Lamb pitched into you, I should think you’d be glad to make the little rat sit up.” 
  “I’ve had enough of making Lamb it up! Buzz off!” exclaimed Wibley impatiently. I’ve got something to do, if you haven’t, Smithy! Can’t you go and jaw in some other study?” 
  “You can do it, and nobody else can!” snarled the Bounder. “If I could do theatrical stunts like you, I’d do it like a shot! It’s usefu1 to have an ugly mug that can be twisted into any shape.” 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  Smithy’s getting politer and politer!” he remarked. 
  The politefulness of the esteemed Smithy is truly terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Cheeky ass!” remarked Billy Bunter. “He don’t care what happens to a fellow so long as he gets on with ragging Lamb! He was jolly well going to jam me the other day because I wouldn’t pull Lamb’s leg with Quelch’s bark! I jolly well jammed him I can tell you! I knocked him down and jolly well jammed him! I’d do it again! Cheeky ass!” 
  “Look here, Wib!” The Bounder’s voice was quieter, but still quite audible in the passage, through the half-open door. “Look here, you can do it—it only wants nerve! You can sea that there’s something up between Lamb and Quelch—something steep—from what you say, the man flew at you like a cat, when he supposed you were Quelch, in his study. Don’t you want to pay him out for taking your skin off? Pull his leg again in the same way—” 
  “I’1l watch it!” said Wibley. 
  “Not in his study—in some place where a crowd can see him carry on, if he goes off at the deep end again!” said the Bounder eagerly. “Think what a show-up it would be for him.” 
  “And what about me?” demanded Wibley. “ Fat lot you care what happens to me, so long as you score over Lamb.” 
  “Oh, you’re a rotten funk!” 
  “That’s about enough! Buzz off out of my study!” snorted Wibley. “I’m fed up with you and your rows with Lamb! Blow the pair of you!” 
  The Bounder gave him a black took. 
  He was deeply and intensely annoyed. 
  The strange happening in Lamb’s study had caused a great deal of talk in the Remove. Some of the fellows thought that Wibley had exaggerated the scene—his description of what had happened was undoubtedly very startling. Very many curious looks had been cast at Mr. Lamb since by members of his Form 
  What it all meant, Smithy knew no more than any other fellow. But he had his teeth in it, as it were.  He had been assured that the sight of Que+lch would give Lamb a jolt. As it turned out, it had given Lamb a more tremendous jolt than the Bounder had dreamed of. He was anxious to get on with the good work, as it were! 
  But Wibley had had enough— which was not surprising, in view of the terrific whopping he had had in Lamb’s study. That whopping had worn off—but it still made Wib wriggle to think of it. Wib had sagely made up his mind to steer clear of Lamb—to give him the widest of wide berths. The Bounder’ persuasions did not move him from that wise resolve—and slanging moved him still less. 
  The fact was that, as Wibley said, the Bounder gave little thought to what happened to other fellows, so long as he scored over Lamb. Other fellows, naturally, gave it some thought! 
  “You rotten, funky fathead!” said Vernon-Smith. “Fellows have been licked before without getting the wind up! You—” 
  “Will you get out?” roared Wibley. I’ll jolly well boot you. Vernon-Smith, if you give me any more cheek!” 
  Bob Cherry pushed open the study door! It seemed to him time for somo fellow to butt in before there was a scrap. Wibley had no chance with the Bounder if it came to a scrap; and he was likely to find it a tall order to boot Smithy out of that study if he started on it.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob, cheerily. “Heard the latest news?” 
  “What are you burbling about?” snapped the Bounder, giving him as black a look as he had given Wibley. When Smithy was in one of his tantrums, every fellow was welcome to a share of his temper. 
  “It’s in the paper!” said Bob. 
  “Crackman’s job at a place on Courtfield Common—” 
  “Bother it, and bother you!” 
  “Latest local news, old man.” said Bob. “According to the report, old Grimey was on the spot and nearly got Slim Jim—” 
  “Blow old Grimey!” 
  “And got back all the loot—tons of stuff!” said Bob. “Like to read it up in the paper, Smithy?” 
  “No, I wouldn’t! I’d like you to shut up! Now, look here, Wib—” 
  “Are you wound up, Smithy?” exclaimed the exasperated Wibley. “I tell you I’m fed-up with you and your stunts! Pack it up! Put the lid on! Cheese it! Dry up!” 
  Wibley turned his back on Vernon-Smith. He had been sorting over his property-box when the Bounder came in. Now he resumed that occupation, taking no further notice of his unwelcome visitor. 
  “Look here!” roared the Bounder. 
  “Shut up!” said Wibley over his shoulder. 
  “Will you listen to me?” 
  “No, I won’t!” 
  “Look here, Smithy, chuck it—” urged Bob. “You can’t bully a chap like that—” 
  “Mind your own business! Wibley, you funky fool—” 
  Wibley did not answer or look round. 
  The Bounder gave his bent back a glare; then, his temper failing entirely, he stepped towards the bending junior, and kicked. 
  “Oh!” roared Wibley, as he pitched head-first into the property-box and his features were buried in wigs and beards and eyebrows and moustaches. 
The next moment he scrambled up, crimson with fury. He jumped at thp Bounder and grasped him. They reeled against Bob, sending him tottering into the passage. A moment later, the Bounder flew after him, hurled out by the enraged and indignant Wib. 
  “There!” gasped Wibley. “Now, you—” 
  He had no time for more! The Bounder came back like a bouncing tennis-ball. He was twice as strong as Wibley, who was more artistic than muscular. The schoolboy actor fairly crumpled up in his angry grip. 
There was a buzz in the passage. The door was crowded with fellows staring in. Wibley was whirled over and bumped on the study floor, where he sprawled, gasping. 
  The Bounder grabbed at the contents of the property-box and showered them over him. 
  Wigs and beards, moustaches and eyebrows, false scalps and artificial noses rained on Wibley as he sprawled and spluttered—followed by all sorts of garments and costumes, till the hapless Wibley almost disappeared under the stack of properties. 
  Then, as he struggled and scrambled under the heap, the angry Bounder overturned the box on top of the heap and him, and stamped savagely out of the study 
  Wibley sat up dizzily, gasping for breath in a sea of theatrical properties. 
A long, white beard had hooked on his hair, a pair of eyebrows on his ear. He sat and gasped and blinked, and there was a chuckle from the fellows at the doorway. Nobody approved of the Bounder’s outbreak of temper—but Wibley did undoubtedly look funny, sitting up in the midst of his crumpled props like Marius in the ruins of Carthage. 
 “Oooooh!” gasped Wibley. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I—I’ll—”  Words failed Wibley as he staggered up and looked at his precious props, heaped on the floor. 
  With inexpressible feelings, William Wibley proceeded to sort out those props. The Bounder had gone along to his own study. But Wib seemed to have forgotten the Bounder—his attention was concentrated on his props, which he sorted out and set to rights with loving care. 
  Not till the last precious prop had been carefully sorted out and lovingly packed away did Wib’s thoughts turn to lesser matters. 

              WIBLEY ON THE WARPATH! 

“I SAY, you fellows— He, he, he!” Billy Bunter gurgled. “I say— He, he, he!” 
  Bunter’s fat face was irradiated with grins. 
  To judge by his looks, Bunter was in possession of the joke of the term! His little round eyes twinkled behind his big round spectacles as he grinned into Study No. 1 after prep. 
  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent looked round at him. 
  “What’s the joke, fathead?” asked Harry. 
  “He, he, he! Wibley!” gurgled Bunter “He, he, he!” 
  “What about Wibley, ass?“ asked Frank Nugent. 
  “He, he, he! He’s going to fight Smithy!” chortled Bunter. “I say, he’s waiting for Smithy on the landing! He’s going to scrap with Smithy He, he, he!”
  “Oh!” said Harry, and he frowned. 
  After what had happened in Wibley’s study, it was not surprising news that there was a scrap on. But the news was not so amusing to the captain of the Remove as it seemed to Billy Bunter. 
  Wibley was plucky enough; but he was not in the same street with Smithy, either in muscular strength, or in knowledge of boxing. Smith was a tough antagonist even for Bob Cherry, the champion fighting-man of the Form. Wib had, in fact, not the ghost of a chance in a scrap with the Bounder—he was absolute1y certain to be knocked out, and the extent of his punishment would depend wholly on the Bounder, who could let him off lightly or knock him into a cocked hat just as he liked. 
  “I say, you fellows, Smithy could lick Wib with one hand tied behind him.” grinned Bunter. “He could whop him with one finger! He will make rings round Wibley! I say, you fellows, Wibley will have to be carried up to dorm to-night—he, he, he!” 
  “Is that funny, you fat ass?” grunted Nugent. 
  “Eh? Yes! Isn’t it?” grinned Bunter. “Fancy poor old Wib! He won’t get one in—Smithy will make a wreck of him, without getting touched. And the silly ass is waiting on the landing for Smithy to come out of his study—he’s going to cop him before he goes down! He’s fearfully fierce! He, he, he!” 
  Wharton and Nugent left the study. On the lauding at the end of the passage Wibley was visible—with six or seven fellows surrounding him, most of them grinning. 
  Wibley, as Bunter said, was looking fierce.  He was evidently determined and implacable. The damage to his beloved props was beyond forgiveness; Wib could have forgiven anything else, but not that! Wib was not quite aware that he could not touch the Bounder in the fistical line. Every other fellow was aware of it—but not Wibley. Whether he could or not, he was going to—and he was waiting to do it. 
  Harry Wharton glanced at him, suppressed a smile, and turned towards Study No. 4. He looked in at the Bounder and Tom Redwing. 
  Smithy greeted him with a scowl. 
  Smithy was, perhaps, a little ashamed by that tune of his outbreak of temper in Wibley’s study. But he was not the fellow to admit himself in the wrong or to make amends. 
  “Well?” he snapped at the captain of the Remove. 
  “I suppose you know Wibley’s waiting for you?” said Harry. 
  “Oh, yes! If he’s still there when I go down, he will be sorry for it! Go and tell the fool to forget it!” snapped Vernon-Smith. 
  “You ought to tell him you’re sorry—” 
  “Don’t be a fool!” 
  “Look here Smithy,” said Redwing. “I’ve told you a dozen times the same. You ought—” 
“Don’t tell me a thirteenth time, then!” snapped the Bounder. “If the fool asks for it, he will get it, and it may do him good!” 
  Wharton gave the Bounder an expressive look and turned away. It was useless to talk to Smithy. 
  The Bounder, however, did not leave the study. He was willing, at least, to give Wibley a chance of letting the matter drop. 
  Wharton went along to the landing. More and more of the Removites were gathering there, prep being over in the studies. Wibley had put on the boxing gloves—Morgan, his study mate, had another pair ready for the Bounder when he came. Bob Cherry was speaking to Wibley in persuasive tones. 
  “Look here, old chap, come down to the Rag!” urged Bob. “You’ve been going to give us some of your impersonations, you know—” 
  “I’m going to thrash that cad Vernon-Smith first.” 
  “Hem! Yes, but—look here, we’ve been looking forward to it, you know,” urged Bob. “You’ve been going to make up as Lamb—and I an tell you, every chap is keen to see you at it!” 
  “The keenfulness is terrific, my esteemed Wibley!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “That can wait!” grunted Wibley. “I can do that any time. I’m going to thrash Smithy first!” !” 
  “Think you could make up as Lamb?” asked Bob. “Not so jolly easy! Think you could do it really, Wib?” 
  “Of course I could, you ass?” snapped Wibley. “I could make up as Lamb and take the Remove in class, and you’d never be the wiser. Why, he just asks for it, with his silly velvet coat and his long hair and his blinkers slanting on his silly nose! I could do it on my head!” 
  “Well, l see you do it!” said Bob. “Bet you two to one in doughnuts that you couldn’t!”
  “I’ll jolly well show you whether I can or not!” exclaimed Wibley. “I’ve got all the things in my study. 
  “Come on, then,” said Bob, “let’s see you do it!” 
  Wibley made one step—then he stopped again. 
  Generally, it was quite easy to pull Wibley’s leg. Bob whose object was to keep Wibley out of that scrap with the Bounder, had nearly succeeded—but not quite. For once, he was not to be drawn. For once, he was less keen on theatrical stunts than on other matters. He was going to thrash Smithy—and that came first! 
  “Afterwards!” he said. “You’re a silly ass, if you think I can’t play the Baa-Lamb! I’ll show you— Now I’m going to thrash Smithy!”
  “Oh dear!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Some of you call him out of his study.” said Wibley. “He knows I’m waiting for him. He doesn’t seem keen on it! Cold feet, perhaps!” 
  “He, he, he!” from Bunter. 
  “I’m not waiting much longer!” said Wibley. “If he doesn’t come, I shall go and root him out! I’ll show Smithy whether he can butt into my study and chuck my props all over the shop! Looks to me as if he’s funking it!”
  At which there was a general grin. 
“You silly ass, Wib!” said Bolsover major. “Smithy’s giving you a chance not to play the goat? Drop it before you get hurt!” 
  “Is he?” hooted Wib. “Oh, all right, I’ll show him, then!”
  And Wibley, in great wrath, marched up the Remove passage, and the crowd of juniors followed him to Study No. 4. Evidently, William Wibley was on the warpath and he was not to be denied. 
  He kicked open the door of the Bounder’s study and glared in. 
  “You there, Smithy?” he bawled. Come out, you funk! Come out, you worm! Come out, or I’ll come in and hook you out!” 

                  SOME SCRAP! 

HERBERT VERNON – SMITH scowled at the belligerent Wib in his study doorway. 
  He was seated in his armchair, with one leg crossed over the other, and he did not rise. 
  The Bounder, generally only too ready for trouble, was not keen on a scrap with Wibley. Probably he had not expected Wib to call him to account for his high-handed proceedings. Certainly he had no fear of the outcome of such a scrap.  He could have handled Wib with one hand! 
  “Do you hear me?” roared Wibley. 
  “Oh, don’t be a goat!” snapped the Bounder. 
  “Are you coming out?” 
  “No!” 
  “Funk!” roared Wibley. 
  “You silly owl!” said the Bounder.
   “Take those boxing-gloves off! You’re about as good with the gloves as you are at Soccer! You can’t do anything but silly theatrical stunts—stiek to them! Not that you’re much good at them, if you come to that! You fancy you can do impersonations—but you only get spotted! You’re a blithering idiot all round! Go away and play marbles!” 
  Wibley breathed fury. 
  “Will you step along to the landing?” he roared. 
  “No, ass!” 
  “Then I’ll come in and thrash you!” 
  “Better not!” said the Bounder. “I shall hit you with my little finger! And what would become of you then?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came a howl from the crowded passage. 
  That was too much for Wibley; he rushed into the study. 
  Tom Redwing interposed. And the infuriated Wibley barged him aside and jumped at the Bounder. 
  A gloved flat met the Bounder nose before he could dodge. With a yell of wrath, Vernon-Smith bounded up and handed over a thump on the chest that sent Wibley staggering back to the doorway. 
  “Oh!” gasped Wibley. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Now, then, no bare knuckles!” exclaimed Morgan. “Here’s the gloves, Smithy—shove them on!” 
  The Bounder, with an angry snort, took the gloves and put them on.  It was going to be a scrap now, and it was not to be avoided.  Redwing pulled the study table height of the way. 
  Redwing pulled the study table out of the way. 
  Wibley, a little breathless after that thump on the chest, rallied at once. 
  “Who’s keeping time?” he gasped. 
  “No need for that. One round will be enough for you!” growled Vernon-Smith. 
  “You swanking ass! Who’s keeping time?” roared Wibley. 
  Harry Wharton stepped into the study to keep time. Nearly all the Remove crammed round the doorway, pushing for front places. 
  The adversaries faced one another in the middle of the study. Redwing sat on the table in the corner. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh and Nugent joined him there. Squiff and Tom Brown and Peter Todd wedged into the window-seat. The rest of the spectators had to be content with the view from the doorway. 
  “Ready?” asked the captain of the Remove. “Time!” 
  Wibley rushed at once. 
  Everybody expected to see Wibley go over backwards under a hard jolt from the Bounder. Wibley was a good man at playing parts—but he did not play the part of a boxer as he played theatrical parts! He waved his arms like a windmill as he rushed and left himself wide open to attack at any quarter. One jolt would have settled Wibley if the Bounder had chosen to put his beef into it. 
  But Smithy did not so choose. Rather to the surprise of the audience, he contented himself with defence. 
  Smithy was a good boxer. But he hardly needed to be a good one to deal with Wibley’s windmill tactics. 
  Wib’s sawing arms were knocked about he hardly knew how, and he came bumping on the Bounder chest to chest. 
  Smithy threw his arms round him, lifted him off his feet, and sat him on the floor. 
  There was a shriek of laughter. 
  Wibley sat on the study floor with an expression of great astonishment on his as if he did not know bow be had got there. He sat and blinked. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Man down!” chortled Skinner. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows—he, he, he!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Wibley. He clambered to his feet. “Oh! Call that scrappng, you rotter? By gum, I’ll—I’ll—” 
  Wibley rushed on again. 
  This time the Bounder retreated, backing round the study. 
  Wibley, feeling that he was gaining ground, followed him up, delivering terrific punches. One of the punches, if it had got home, would have made Smithy feel hurt. But not one of them got home. 
  How Smithy did it, Wibley did not know; but he brushed Wibley’s lashing fists aside every time, and every punch only hit empty air. 
  That seemed to satisfy Smithy; he did not hit back. He could have 
selected any spot to hit, but he did not take the trouble. 
  The scowl on his face had been replaced by a sardonic, derisive grin. He did not want to fight Wib. And he was not going to fight him—he was going to guy him till he was tired out. And that it was quite easy for the Bounder to do. 
  Wibley, unaware of his adversary’s game, pushed him harder and harder, and Smithy backed completely round the study twice over before the captain of the Remove called time. 
  “Time!” gasped Harry Wharton.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wibley was rather glad of the minute’s rest. He had exerted himself a lot, and he was breathless, and there were beads of perspiration on his brow. 
  The Bounder, who had not exerted himself in the least, grinned at him. 
  “Had enough?” he asked. 
  “Just you wait and see!” gasped Wibley. 
  “I’ll give you best, if you like!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from the passage. 
  Only Wibley could not see that the Bounder was simply playing with him. It was quite apparent to everybody else. 
  “I haven’t thrashed you yet!” gasped Wibley. “You’re not getting out of it like that, you swab!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Time came again all too soon for Wibley. He had bellows to mend, and they were hardly mended yet. But he stepped up briskly enough. Wib hkd plenty of pluck, if he lacked other needful things for a fighting-man. 
  “Go it!” roared Bolsover major. “Whop him, Wib! You’ll do it in about a century. Go it!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wiblpy went it. This time the Bounder did not retreat; he stood like a rock in the middle of the study, keeping Wibley at armslength. 
  Wibley attacked hotly. Hp put plenty, of energy into it. He fairly 
hammered at Smithy. But he could not got through the Bounder’s guard 
—that guard might have been a Maginot Line, for all the effect Wibley could produce on ii. 
  When Wibley came too near, the Bounder gave him a light tap on the nose, or on the ear, or on the chest. The taps were quite gentle, only enough to keep Wibley from closing in. 
  “Time!” gasped the captain of the Remove. 
  He was laughing almost too much to call time. 
  Wibley was almost staggering when he dropped his hands at the call of time. He gasped and gasped and gasped for breath. The Bounder, cool as a cucumber, watched him, smiling. 
  The fellows on the table, and in the window-seat, and crammed round the doorway, were almost in hysterics. Considered as a scrap it was not much of a show—but as an entertainment it was well worth watching. 
  Two rounds had almost exhausted the warlike Wibley. He had not had a single knock—neither had his adversary. But he was getting near the end of his tether. 
  “Time!” murmured Wharton. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “Go it, Wib!” 
  “Carry on, old man!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wibley gave a glare round at laughing faces. It was dawning on him now. He could not touch the Bounder, and he realised that the Bounder did not choose to touch him. 
  The fact that he was getting off lightly after tackling an adversary so much over his weight was no comfort to Wibley. It was not pleasant to be played with like an infant. 
  Wibley breathed fury as he started on the third round—hurling himself frantically at the Bounder’s impenetrable defence. 
  So fierce and furious was that attack that the Bounder had to hit. But, amid howls of laughter, he hit only at Wibley’s boxing-gloves. He punched those gloves alternately, knocking them out of the way into the air. 
  “This,” remarked Bob Cherry, “is as good as a circus!” 
  “Better!” grinned Johnny Bull. 
  “The betterfulness is terrific!” 
  “Go it, Wib!” yelled Squiff. “Scoff him!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wibley was going it, with frantic endeavours to get at the derisive Bounder. He gasped and panted, and gurgled for breath. A dozen times his punches came within an inch or two of the grinning, mocking face in front of him—only to be brushed away, Wibley did not know how. The Bounder stood as fresh us paint, while Wibley almost collapsed from sheer breathlessness. 
  “Time!” gurgled Wharton. 
  Wibley staggered against the wall. He was tired out, his face was streaming with perspiration, his legs almost refusing to support him. A minute’s rest did not revive him. He still leaned on the wall, and panted aud gurgled, amid howls of laughter. 
  “Time!” 
  “Give you best, Wibley!” said the Bounder, grinning. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You — you — you—” Wibley gurgled feebly. “You—you—you rotter!  I’ll whop you—see if I don’t! Groooooogh!” 
  “Get on with it!” chortled Skinner. 
  “Whop him, Wib!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  But Wibley by that time had had enough of that peculiar combat. He peeled off the gloves, threw them on the floor, and stalked out of the study. 
A roar of laughter followed him as he stamped into his own study and slammed, the door with a terrific slam. And the Removites, chuckling. streamed down to the Rag, leaving Wibley raging in his study, like Achilles in his tent. 

               WHOPPED—BY WIBLEY! 

“THAT rotter, Lamb—” 
  “Shut up, Smithy, you ass!” breathed Bob Cherry. “Here he is!” 
  The Bounder was speaking in his usual loud voice when the door of the Rag opened and a well-known figure appeared in the doorway. 
  Vernon-Smith scowled round at the little gentleman in his velvet coat— with a cane under the arm of that coat! He wondered whether Mr. Lamb had overheard him as he opened the door. 
  All the fellows in the Rag looked round as the art master came in. They wondered what Lamb wanted in the junior room and, as he had a cane under his arm, concluded that some fellow was for it. 
  He looked his usual mild self, blinking round the room over his gold- rimmed glasses, and looking, as the juniors considered, an ass in his velvet coat and long hair. He shut the door after him, after that blink round, and then fixed his eyes upon Herbert Vernon-Smith. 
  “Vernon-Smith,” he said, “a few days ago a most disrespectful trick was played in my study. Is Wibley here?” He peered round over his glasses. 
  “No, sir,” said Harry Wharton. “Wibley is up in his study.” 
  “Never mind, I dealt with Wibley at the time!” said the Lamb. “I dealt with him, I think, somewhat severely. I shall now deal with you, Vernon-Smith, for your part in that very disrespectful trickery.” 
  “What had I to do with it, sir?” asked the Bounder, between his teeth. 
The Removites looked on in silence. Every fellow in the Form knew that Vernon-Smith had put Wibley up to playing that trick in Lamb’s study. 
The art master peered at Smithy over his glasses. 
  “I am aware that you were concerned in it, Vernon-Smith!” he bleated. “I have no doubt whatever about that. I have no doubt that this is known to the whole Form.” 
  The Bounder was savagely silent. 
 “Wibley was punished with the greatest severity,” said the Lamb. “I shall now deal with you in the same way, Vernon-Smith.” He swished the cane.    “You will bend over that table, at once!” 
  Slowly. Sullenly, savagely, the Bounder of Greyfriars obeyed the order. 
Mr. Lamb’s cane rose and fell six times! 
The Bounder squirmed away from the table, breathing fury. 
  “Now, Vernon-Smith, I trust that this lesson will be for your good,” bleated the Lamb. “You will now go to your study, Vernon-Smith, and write out the whole of the verb sum, and if you have not completed it by bed time, you will be caned again. Go!” 
  The Bounder gave him a black and bitter look and went. He tramped out of the Rag to go up to his study. 
  The Lamb stepped to the door after him; and the juniors supposed that he was going. But instead of going, he shut the door, which Smithy had left open, and faced round at the juniors again. All the fellows stared at him, wondering what was coming now. It seemed that the Lamb had not finished with them. 
  “Cherry!” he bleated. 
  Bob gave a jump. 
  “Oh! Yes, sir!” he murmured. 
  “You owe me two doughnuts!” bleated the Lamb. 
  “Wha-a-t?” stuttered Bob. 
  “Doughnuts!” 
  Bob Cherry stared at the art master like a fellow in a dream. The whole crowd of juniors stared at him. Unless the Lamb had taken leave of his senses, this was inexplicable. 
  “Did—did—did you say did-dod-doughnuts, sir?” babbled Bob Cherry. He could not believe his ears. 
  “Certainly, Cherry!” 
  “Mad!” murmured Skinner. 
  “The madfulness is terrific!” breathed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  The juniors gazed at the Lamb as if fascinated. 
  “I—I—I don’t understand, sir!” stammered Bob. “I—I—I—” he broke off helplessly. The Lamb, it was clear, must be off his rocker! 
  “Do you not remember, Cherry, your words to Wibley on the Remove landing, hardly an hour ago?” bleated the Lamb. 
  Bob blinked at him dizzily. 
  I—I—no—yes— Oh, my hat! I—I—” Bob stuttered. “I—I—I didn’t know you were there, sir—” 
  “What? I was standing not three feet from you, Cherry!” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “You offered to bet Wibley two to one in doughnuts that he could not play the part, if he attempted to impersonate his Form-master!” bleated the Lamb. “Is not that thp case, Cherry?” 
  “Oh! I—I— Oh, gum! I—” 
  “As the tuckshop is now closed, you may hand me the doughnuts tomorrow.” said Mr. Lamb. 
  “But I—I—I—” gasped Bob. 
  “I told Smithy I would whop him, didn’t I?” went on Mr. Lamb in so different a voice that it madp every fellow in the Rag jump. “Well, I’ve whopped him all right! What?” 
  Under the amazed stare of the juniors, Mr. Lamb peeled off this velvet coat, revealing a jacket underneath. 
  Then he took off the gold-rimmed glasses—and then, amid a howl of amazement, the long hair, revealing a close-cropped head. 
  Then there was a yell. 
 “Wibley!” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “Wib, you ass—” 
  “Wib, you spoofer—” 
  “I say. you fellows, ‘tain’t Lamb at all—it’s that fathead Wibley!” yelled Billy Bunter. 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  William Wibley chuckled. 
  “Can I play the Baa-Lamb?” he asked. “Do you owe me two doughnuts. Bob, old scout? Have I whopped Smithy?” 
  “Wibley!” gasped Bob. “Why, you silly ass— Oh, my hat! You’ve whopped Smithy—and—and— and—” 
  “And Smithy’s writing out a Latin verb in his study now!” gasped Harry Wharton. “Oh crumbs!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Didn’t I tell Smithy I would whop him?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  There was a roar of laughter in the Rag. It might almost have reached Herbert Vernon-Smith in his study, where he sat writing out the conjugation of that interesting verb sum. But Smithy remained happily unaware; and he was still writing that conjugation when the bell rang for dorm. 

  Not till he came up to dorm and inquired why everybody was chortling did the Bounder learn that Wibley, after all, had whopped him! And then five or six fellows had to sit on Smithy till he agreed, at last, to make it pax with Wib. 
THE END. 



- .- 
