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FISH FOILED BLACK-OUT—
AND WAS HE SURPRISED?

By PETER HAZELDENE

ISHER T. FISH hustled into

the Rag the otlter evéning,

grinning all over his hatchet

face and rubbing his bony hands
Eﬂ?;etht?:r with pglee.

‘Where's all the guys who been
yawpin® for toreh gbntteries?" he
asked, "I guess I've solved their
problem—some ¥

“"Mean to say you cam gob bat-
teriea?” yelled Belsover major in-
credulously.

“I'll say 1 got batteries—and I
don’t mean mur;ht,“ answered Fighy,
“I guess I'm aeceptin’ orders right
now—cash only. You takin' gix?"

“What's the idea? asked Bol-
sover suspiciously. *“Bome profitecr-
inF dodge ?"

‘Nope” Bhop priees only—as con-
trolled by your own Governmeni. A
guy ean't say fairer than that, I
guess. Who's buyin’? Don’t all
speak at omee !

“Look here, Fishy, we know jolly
well you're ne more able to get
batterice than anyone else,” said
Wharton, “If you really have a

then there are only twe

SNpp % B ot -
possible anawkrs to it—either they're

pinched or they're duds!”

“Waal, I awow! An' that's the
gratitcod I get for tryin’ to do you
galoots a turm,” said Fishy, dis-
gustedly. “My battexiea are the
Elc::ds. F'll tell the world! Every ome

nd noo, and full of juice. ¥You
got my word for it—aim’t that
enough ™

“Not exactly,"” smiled Wharton.
“Where did you get them?”

“Right from the factory at Lam-
tham. I made a pal of a guy whe
works there, an’ he let me have
some—see ? Who wants ?” finished np
Fish, brandishing his notebook and
pencil.

“ Put me down for three flat ones,
then,” eaid Bolsover major. “If
they're dude I'll jolly well whop

ni”

“0.KE. with me, bo!" grinned
Fishy; but it was noticeable that
his grin was a somewhat wry one.

Orders soon flowed in, each order
accompanied by & hair-raising threat
about what would happen if the
batteries were not all that Fishy
claimed for them.

Fishy was pleased at the rush of
orders, though at the same time he
wore & slightly anxious lock, Most
of his customers had a feeling that
he was selling them old batteries
warmed up, and there was general
agreement that if their suspicions
proved well founded Fishy would be
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warmed up
baiteries.

But when the batteries were dished
out the fellews were pleasantly sur-
prised. They were all obviously new
and unused.

The strange thing about it was
that Fishy made himself scarce as
soon a8 he had fulfilled his orders—
just as though he was afraid of
complaints.

A crowd of well-satisfied customers
found him barricaded inside Study
No. 14, When they banged on the
door Fishy gave them a defiant yell.

*8ay, you guys, you travel! If
those ba{teriea am’'t the goods, I
guess you can put it down to the
war |"

“But they are the g 1" voared
Bolsover major through the keyhole,
“They're jolly fine batteries, and

even more than the

we'd like more if you can get ’em I”
Fishy unlocked the door and looked
odt. He was guite pale,

“Mind sayin® that over again?”
he asked.

Bolsover major said it—and proved
*his words by flashing his torch.

Fiship‘ was knocked all of a heap—
literally. He collapsed into a chair
quite faintly!

It wos not till the following day
that we found out why. Then a
hageard-looking citizen turned up
for Fishy, and was heard to tell him
that a ghastly mistdke had been
made. - '

Instead of sending Fishy the con-
signment of uscd batteries he had
ordered, he had accidentally gent
him new omes!

For all we krow, the two con-
spiratoys are still arguing over
what's poing to bo done about it
In the meantime, the Hemove are
once more using their torches!

THIS WAR'S TOO TOUGH
FOR TEMPLE!

Says DICK RAKE
SP.!._EE a thowght, my ’earers, for

the war-time sufferings of the
Upper Ten'!

To chaps like you and me, unused
to the luxuries of life among the
gilded rich, patriotism costs next to
nothing. We can be as patriotio as
we like without the slightest incon-
[ venience. y

It's a very different thing to be
patriotic when you're a really posh
person. If ‘Iqu want to know what I
mean, ask Temple !

To this aristocratic ornmament of

the Upper Fourth, the war has been
a mon-stop record of hardship and

| self-sacrifice. )
r  The first blow was petrol ration-

ing. Temple had to get used to
doing without his pater's Rolls on
balf-holidays. Just imagine a chns
like Temple having to &pen
“halfera * without o Rolls at his

command! Awful!

Was Cecil Reginald dismayed?
Not he!

“It's part of the price we have

to pay, by gad!” he told Dabney and

. ".Ing it's jolly well worth it
to get rid of that frightful outsider
Hitler. What?r”

Dabney and Fry supported. the
motion with a hearty * Oh, rather!”

T&:tn came the news that h]i:r

t-money was going to
F;dﬂmeﬂ. ln’stead of receiving fivers
at frequent intervals, Temple was
told he would have to make shift on
o fiver now and again.

If the shock caused Temple to sag
st the knees, it was not for long. He

ritted his teeth and clenched his

ta, and told Dabney and Fry he
meant to endure it without com-
plaint.

Bhock followed shock in violent
snccession, and ‘Temple took it all
with indomitable fartitude. The ex-
quisite bath-salts he used were no
longer obtainable; with scarcely a
flicker of an eyelid, Temple bought
an inferior article. At home in the
hols., be could no longer follow the
hounds, He represgsed a shudder and
| went for a cycle ride instead.

As he confided to Dabney and Fry,
a fellow had to take hard knocks and
| kecp his chin up at a time like this,
Dabpey and Fry duly remarked:
“ Ok, rather!”

Of course, there are limits.

Recently, Temple was told that the
elegant ‘wilk {ica with which he
adorns hie n were running short
and micht not be replaced. He was
vigibly shaken.

“8till," as he told his faithful
henchmen, “one cam hardly expect
thinge to go on just the same durin®
a war like this.”

D. and F. made their helpful com-
ment.

; But Lﬁhi}:xk it's t’::i-dliﬁt straw now,
spot im yes staggerin
out of his tailor’s shop :In ﬂuErt-ﬁeldE,
looking as white as a ghost. Dalmey
and Fry were holding him up to pre-
vent him collapsing 1n a lifeless heap

on the pavement.

The tailor, I learned afterwards, in
breaking the news that he was
winding-up the business, had just
told Temple that luxury tailoring
was shortly to be abolished in favonr
of standard suits for all—and in
doing so he shattered all Temple's
stern resolution. .

Cecil Reginald has put up with a
lot, but when it comes to standard
suits he is going to find the war just

r

a trifle too tough.



DONE IN THE DARK!

FRIARS MASTER IN THE BLACK-OUT!

COKER ASKS FOR IT |

¢ CVHAN'T ¥ said Coker.
It was not dignified, It
was not really worthy of a
Fifth Form man of Greyfriars School.
It was such a reply as a fag in the
Second Form might have made to
another fag.

But Horace Coker, at the moment,
was not thinking of dignity. Coker
was angry and excited. His rugged
face was red. He glared defiance at
Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of
Greviriars, as he hooted * Shan’t !*

And there was a buzz of excitement
from about twenty fellows in the
Rag !

1t was raining out of doors. That

was why most of the Remove had
gathered in the Rag after third
school. Leapfrog was pgeing on

round the big table, when Coker of
the Fifth stepped in.

Fellows had to do something. Lord
Mauleverer was content to lounge
elegantly in an armchair. Billy
Bunter was content to get as close to
the fire as possible, and concentrate
on a stick of toffee. More strenuous
fellows required something more
strenueuz. Bob Che started the
leapfrog going—Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent, Hurree Singh and
Johnny Ball, joined up—and a dozen
Remove fellows followed suit. And
there was some noise—which was in-
evitable,

Had Mr. Lamb or a Sixth Form
prefect, looked in and said: " Less

(Copyright in the Tnited States of America.

The gleam from the flash-lamp revealed the Lamb’s face, red
It revealed his clothes smothered with mud.

with rage.
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was suddenly seized—overthrown—struek ! *’ gasped the Form-
master.

noise there ! to hear would have
been to obey.

But when Coker of the Fifth looked
in and said * Less noise there!” the
juniors heard, but did not dream of
obeying.

oker of the Fifth was nobedy.

In his own estimation, Coker was
somebody, if not, indeed, everybody.
To the Eemovites he was nobody
less than nobody, if possible. Instead
of ceasing leapfrog at Coker’s behest,
the Famous Five shouted, with one
voice :

“Get out, Coker !”

And Herbert Vernon-Smith backed
up that injunction by buzzing a
cushion at Coker, catching him on his
rugged nose,

ven Billy Bunter left off chewing
toffee, for a second, to equeak defiance
at Coker. For a Fifth Form man to
throw his weight about in the junior
room was quite intelerable. No
Remove man was going to stand it;

HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS, in Another
Exciting School Adventure,

for one moment. Everyone was
anxious to tell Coker where he got
off.

Leapfrog continned, while Coker
ruhbeg the nose on which Smithy's
missile had impinged. Then Coker,
grasping the cushion, swept it right
and left among the leapfroggers.

After which there was not “less
noise there,” as Coker had directed,
but a great deal more. Leapfro
stup]éed—uml the leapiroggers pil
on Coker. The din became guite
deafening. It was no wonder that
Wingate of the Sixth stepped along
to the Rag to put a stop to it.

Harry Wharton & Co. released a
dusty and dishevelled Coker, as the
Greyfriars captain stépped in. Coker
stood spluttering and gasping. Win-
gate rapped at him :

“@Get out of this, Coker!”

It was then that Coker made the
retort which electrified the Rag.
Glaring defiance at the captain of the
school, Coker hooted “Shan't!"—at
the top of a powerful voice.

Even Coker, at a calmer moment,
would have realised that he could not
hoot “Bhan't!” at a Sixth Form man
who was mnot only captain of the
school, but head prefect—a great man
who was, in the general estimation,

Tae Macxer Lisrart.—No. 1,671
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only a little less important than the
Head himszelf !
But Coker was not calm. He was

angry, exasperated, and indignant.
He was at boiling-point. He boiled
over !

“0Oh, wmy hat!” murmured Bob
Ehmuj.

“Ain't Coker the man to ask for
it #"* murmured Smithy.

Wingate stood staring at Coker.
He secmed hardly able to believe his
cars. Nobody had ever seaid
“Shan't!” to the captain of Grey-
friars before. Coker was making

history.

“What did you say?” ejaculated
Wingate, at last. “I told you to get
out of this, Coker! What the dickens

do you mean by coming here and
kicking up a shindy in the junior
room

That question, of course, only added
to Coker's wrath.

Coker had not come there to kick
up a shindy. He had come there to
sea that the fags made less noise.
Coker, for some reagon known only to
himself, fancied himself as a man
hiwinﬁ' authority, saying “ Do this!"
and he doeth 1t! It never even
occurred to Coker that he was an
obstreperous, interfering ass! .This,
well known to the rest of Greyfriars,
wae hidden from Coker !

“Don’t be a fool ! said Coker.

‘Wha-a-t "

“A fool! The fags were kickin
up a row! I came 1n to stop them!

ow you know "

Wingate gazed at him.

“Has the Head made {'ﬂu a prefect,
by any chance, without happening to
mention it to me?” he inquired.

“If that's meant fo1 sarc, you can
pack it up !” retorted Coker. “Don’t
E:)u butt in, Wingate! That's all!

n't butt in !

“Coker, you ass!" breathed Harry
Wharton.

“Draw it mild, Coker!" advised
Johnny Bull.

“Shall we chuck him out, Win-
gate?” asked Smithy.

“I'd like to see anybody chuck me
ont!” said Coker. "“I'm going to
whop you for buzzing that cushion
before I go, you young sweep !”

:EW told you to go!” said Win-
rate.

“And I've said I shan’t !” retorted
Coker. “So you can put that in your
pipe and smoke it !”

“Do you want to bend over and
take gix ?"” asked Wingate.

“Don’t be an idiot!” was Coker’s
reply to that.

Coker could not guite see himself
bending over and taking six from
a prefect’s ash. The mere idea was
ludicrous, to Coker.

It was true that Fifth Form
seniors, just like Lower Fourth
juniors, were liable to bend over
at a prefect’s command. But it
practically mever happened. Coker
could not imagine it happening to his
]ﬂf»tg self.

ingate drew a decp, d

There were Sixth Form ects who
rather funked Coker. Coker was so
big, and burly, and brawny, and so
unthinking and obstreperous, that
some of the prefects preferred to leave

Tre Macner Lisrary.—No, 1,671.
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him alone. Leder of the Sixth had
often been tempted to exercise his
whopping privs om Coker, but the
burly Horace was quite likely, in a
state of angry excitement, to push
Loder’s nose through the back ot his
head if he did !

Coker, certainly, would have been
expelled for such an exploit. But
that would not have restored Loder's
nose to its grmper place. So a prefect
like Loder treated a fellow like Coker
with tact.

Wingate was made of sterncr stuff.

He raised his hand.

“Get out of this room at once,

Coker ! he said. “Go to my study to
be who :
“Don’t be a goat ! said Coker.
“Are you Eoin e
“Haven't I said nof”
That did it!

Big and burly as Horace Coker was,
he erumpled up in the grip the Grey-
friars captain laid on him. How and
why he flew through the doorway,
Coker never knew !

But he did! He went out of the
Rag with his arms and legs flying in
the air, and landed in the passage
with a tremendous bump,

*Oh I roared Coker as he landed.

Wingate followed him out. The
doorway was packed with breathless
junmiors looking on. The Greyfriars
captain glanced down at the sprawl-
ing, breathless, gasping Coker.

‘I'm going to my study !” he said.
“I shall expect you there, Coker!”

Wingate walked away.

Coker sat up.

He was feeling jarred by that bum
on the old oak. He tottered to his
feet. He rubbed various ts that
had established contact with old oak
planks. He gurgled for breath. He
gave the sea of faces in the doorway
of the Rag a glare. But he did not
return to the attack. Perhaps he
realised that twenty fellows were
rather long odds, r perhaps that
bump had taken some of the ginger
out of Horace,

He moved away.

But he did not go in the direction

of the Sixth Form studics. He went
to the stairs, o go up to his own
.stmg).
* Coker, old man ! called out Harry
Wharton. He wae feeling quite con-
cerned for the reckless Horace,
“Wingate's waiting for you !

Coker did not answer that.

He tramped away up the staircase
and disa red.

Eviﬂmﬁy, Horace Coker was going
to disregard Wingate's order as a
trifle light as air.

Such an order could not be dis-
regarded. Coker, if he disregarded
it, had t-ugﬁ up to the Head to be
sacked, t these considerations,
clear to everybody else, were not clear
to Coker’s solid and impenetrable
brain. Coker tramped away to¢ his
own study, regardless—leaving the
juniors in a buzz of excitement.

SMITHY IN A SCRAPE !

& MITHY '™
“You asa !
“Get out of sight!”
Three members of the Famons Five
exclaimed together.

The rain had stopped after dinner,
end Harry Wharton & Co. were get-
ting & spot of fresh air in the quad.
The{ﬂwera sauntering along the path
by the Form-room windows when they
sighted Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of QGreyfriars.

The chums of the Remove were, at
the moment, discussing Coker. Tho
great Horace was a general topic.

It was known that he had not gone
to Wingate's study to take six, as
cOmman to do. Since them, at
dinner, Coker bad been seen at the
Fifth Form table, with a grim ex-

ression on his 1m face, which
iinted at anything but sunrrender.
Wingate, at high table where the
refects sat, had taker no notice of

mi

But the captain of Greyfriars
could not, of course, let the matter
drop. Everybody—except Coker—
Enew that.

Whether Coker had yet been
reported to the Head, whether he
was boo for a painful interview
with Dr, Locke, no \ knew. Thoe
matter, it seemed, was 1n abeyance at

resent. Wingate was well known to
¢ a good-tempered and good-natured
fellow, and it was fikely that he was
giving Coker a chance to come to his
senses, as 1t were. But it was certain
that Coker either had to take that

whopping or go up to the Head
before the day was cut—and every.
body was curious to know what the

upshot was going to be.
But the Famous Five forgot Coker
they spotted Smithy of the

as
ERemove,

Smithy’s head and shoulders
appe at the window of the

move Form-room—in the act of
getting ont.

It was some fiﬁsh move in his
campaign against Mr. Lamb, the art
masgzi-. Smithy had set himself the
task of making Mr. Lamb sorry that
he was taking the Remove in the
absence of Mr, Quelech—and in that
task the vengeful DBounder was
tireless.

He gave the five faces below the
window a sneering glance.

“Don’t yell,” he said sarcastically,
“I don’t want half the school to seo
me getting out of this window !

““You utter ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “We passed Lamb a
minute ago—he’s coming this way!
Get back—quick I*

“Oh!” ejaculated Smithy.

He disappeared from the window
in a flash,

Mr. Eamb was the very last person
be desired to see him getting out of
that window, considering how he had
been occupied in thé Form-room.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked back
anxiously along the path. Lamb was
coming that wag'. ut, as yet, a
corner of the building hid him, They
had been in time to give the Bounder
warning.

A few seconds more and Mr. Lamb

appeared round the corner, coming
along the path.
Even in the quad, as well as in the

Form-room, the Lamb wore the velvet
coat, trousers, and blue tie
which contrasted so strangely with
Mr. Quelch’'s severe and scholarly



appearance in cap and gown. Lamb
was an art master, and he affected
an arty ap ance, which led most
of Greyfriars to look on him as rather
s sgilly, if harmless, ass!

But there were fellowe in the
Remove who knew that Mr. Lamb
was anything but a harmless ass.
It was true that he did not often
sbhow the cloven foot, and rarel
handled the cane, but when he did,
he handled it in & way of which Mr.

EVERY SATURDAY

_ Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
in silence.
They wondered what Smithy had
doing there, and whether the
Lamb would spot it, whatever it was,
from the window, and whether he
would spot Smithy himself. The faet
that Smithy had ieen going to leave
bﬁ the window looked as if he had
P ;ﬁd some trick with the door—
bly a booby-trap. If so,
b could not fail to spot it.

Quelch would never have dreamed. A i im, hard look came aver Mr.
And he had a ver ial down on Lamb’s face as he looked in. He
the Bounder ofJr :Erejfriam—and dropped back from the window, his
Ha Wharton & Co. were glad €yed glinting over his glasses.

ITY . A
that they had happened along in
time to give Smithy warning.

Mr, Lamb peered at them, in his
owlish way, over his gold-rimmed
glassez, as he came. he juniors
moved along, anxioms not to draw
his attention to the fact that the
Form-room window was open.

But Mr. Lamb's es—kecn
enough in spite of his owlish look—
turned on the open window at once.

“Wharton!" le called,

“Oh! Yes, sir!”" The captain of
the Remove stopped.

“Wharton ! is window is open!
Did any one of you it?"

*No, sir,” answe the Famous
Five, with one wvoice,

Mr., Lamb at them sus-
Eiciﬁmly. Obviously, the window had

en opened by someome, and the
Famous Five were on the spot, and
no one else was to be seen. 1t looked
as if someone had entered the Form-
room by the door, and for eome
reason left it by the window. That,
indeed, was what would have hap-
pened had not Mr. Lamb come
along.

The little art master turned to the
window. It was high from the
ground, and he was not tall enongh
to look in. That he suspected that
gsome trick had been played in the

Form-room was clear., It would oot
have been the first, many a one—
and generally the Lamb was

tolerant in such matters. But he was
never tolerant where Herbert Vernon-
Smith was concerned—and perhaps
he was thinking of the Bounder
now !

“You have not been in the Form-
room, any of you?"” he asked, scan-
ning the Famous Five.

“Not since third achool, air!”
answered Harry.

“It appears that someone has,” said
Mr. Lamb.

The Famous Five did not answer.
It was clear that someone had.
Really, Mr. Lamb should have been
cnrefnl to kesp his Form-room door
};ﬂﬂ]iﬂd, if he was particular about

Mr. Lamb turned to the window
again. The juniors could see that
he guessed that the intrnder in the
Form-room was still there. Had
Smithy had time to escape, he wounld
have down the sash after him,
The fact that it was still wide open
indicated that the intruder was still
ingide—if it was not one of the
fellows on the apot.

Mr. Lamb put his hands on the
broad stone eill and pulled himself
up, to look in at the window.

%‘lnnc_ round.
; e distance, Wingate of the
Sizth conld be seen, walking with
Gwynne of that Form.

“Wharton! Please over and
ask Wingate to step here!” said Mr.

Lamb,

Harry Wharton reluctantly cut off
on that mission,

In a couple of minutes Wingate of
the Sixth was on the spot.

“My dear Wingate,” bleated the
Lamb, “I think that some Remove
boy iz in my Form-room withont
leave! Will you be kind encugh to
remain at this window for a few
minutes while I go and investigate?”

‘;Eertamlj, gir,” answered Win-
gate.

He remained by the window, while
Mr. Lamb trotted away to the door
of the House.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
dismayed glances.

There was mo escape for Smithy
now. Lamb was going to the Form-
room door, while the prefect
remained on guard at the window.

“Got him this time,” murmured
Bob . *I'll bet he guesscs that
it’'s Smithy in the Form-room ! .

“Not a hard one to guess,” said
Harry Wharton. “But what on earth
has Smithy been up to? If it's any-
thing serioms——"

He ateraped towards the window.

Wingate stared at him as he
caught at the sill, and pulled him-
self up as Lamb had done,

“Here, stop that, Wharton !” ealled
out the CGreyiriars captain.

Wharton was already looking into
the Form-room.

Smithy was not to be seen there.
Evidently, he had taken cover in
case Lamb should look in at the
window. Probably he was out of
sight behind the master’s high desk.
Anyhow, he was out of sight. Whar-
ton’s glance went to the Form-room
door, and then he knew.

That door steod a few inches ajar.
On top of it was piled a stack of
books resting against the lintel over
the doorway. It was a booby-trap,
all ready for Mr. Lamb when he
opened that door to let his Form in.
It was impossible for Smithy to pet
out by the door without first un-
loading that stack of books. He was
still there—and Lamb was coming to
that door.

As Lamb, looking in at the window,
must have seen what Wharton now
saw, it was not to be expected that
he wonld fall into that trap.

“Wharton! Get down, you young
ass 1” came Wingate's voice,

Harry Wharton did not heea.

He
In
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His eyes were fixed on the Form-
room door! It was opening. Lamb
had arrived.

As Mr. Lamb knew that the booby-
trap was there, Wharton expected
him to push the door to let the pile
of books fall, keeping elear, and then
enter.

To his amazement, Mr. Lamb did
not do so!

Apparently in ignorance of that
booby-trap, which he must have seen
from the window, Mr. Lamb pushed
open the Form-room door and walked
in as it opened—and the whole stack
came crashing down on him.

“Oh!” gasped Harry Wharton.

Bumg!

Mr, Lamb, overwhelmed by falling
volumes, went with a bump to the
floor. He sprawled there, spluttering.

Harry Wharton dropped back from
the window. He was utterly amazed.
Lamb knew—he must have known—
that the booby-trap was there; yet he
had walked right into it and had
been knocked over the crashing
atack of bookse, Why he had done it,
Wharton could not imagine. But one
thing was clear—the Bounder of
Greyfriars was for it now.

CAUGHT !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
caught his breath,

e was crouching, out of
sight, behind the Form-master's
desk, invisible from the window,

He had had no time to close that
window He had had barely time to
dodge out of sight before Mr. Lamb
came along. He waited breathlessly
for a chance to escape when Lomb Lad
passed on. He knew that he conld
rely on getting a signal from the
fellows outside, when the coast was
clear.

But the const wns not clear: and

Wharton & Co. could not help
him. The Bounder conld only wait—
and, as he waited, there come that
sudden crash of the falling volumes,
the bump of the art master on the
floor, and howl on howl from Mr,
Lamb, who seemed to be damaged.

“Oh gad!” breathed the Bounder.

He hugged cover.

Mr. Lamb sat up in the doorway,
amid a sea of wvolumes. His loud,
startled howls rang far and wide, and
did not fail to bring others to the
spot. Portly Mr. Prout, the master of
the Fifth, rolled up the corridor to
see what the disturbance was,
followed by Mr. Capper and five or
gix Greyfriars fellows.

Prout blinked at Mr. Lamb, sitting
in the Form-room deorway, amid the
seattered books.

“ What—what — what——" boomed
Prout.

“Oh! Oh denr! My goodness!”
bleated Mr. Lamb. What has hap-

cned? Something has fallen on me!
Eoodness gracions !

“Are you hurt, my dear fellow?”
asked Mr. Capper.

The Fourth Form master gawe
Lamb a helping hand to rise. It was
clear that the innocent Lamb lad
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walked into o booby-trap, thongh he
did not scem to grasp it yet.

“0Oh dear! Thank ou, Mr.
Capper!” gasped the Lamb, as he
staggered to his feet with Capper’s
asgsigtance, “I—I am quite confused.
I—I bhave had & wery unpleasant
shock—dear me! These books—where
did all these books come from P

Pront and Capper exchanged a
smile.

Behind the desk in the Form-room,
the Bounder sneercd bitterly. Lamb
was playing his part of the un-
suspicions ass—a part which the
Bounder was quite sure was assumed,
But if the Bounder could sce throungh
Lamb's affectation of fuffy, fusay
foolishness, other eyes were mot 80
keen, ar perhaps not so suspicious.

“My dear fellow, I am afraid it was
what “the boys call a booby-trap,”
said Mr. Capper.

“Shocking 1 said Prout. “Really
shocking! No Remove boys would
have veutured to play such a prank
when My, Queleh was here.”

The Lamb gasped for breath.

“1 am afraid that I do not suceced
in maintaining order in the Remove
to the same extent as Mr. Queleh!”
he bleated, “But this—this is too
mueh! The boy who has done this
ghall be taken to the headmaster.”

“J should certainly rccommend it,

Capper,

sir " boomed Prout.

“If,” emiled Mr. ] ”ﬁm
succced in  discovering Iim, X
Tamb! As the window is wid¢ open,
I conclude that the young rascal de-
parted that way.”

“ Dear me!” said Mr. Lamb,

He crossed to the Form-room
window, and looked out.

Wingate loocked up; and the
Famous Five, a little favther off,
looked up also.

“ Wingate ! blcated Mr. Lamb,

“Yes, giz!” .

“Has any boy left this Form-room
by the window ?”

“ Nn, sir 1" _

“ Thank you, Wingate !”

Mr. Lamb turned back from the
window. L

Prout and Capper were standing in
ibe doorway—belind them, half a
dozen fellows—Dotter and Greene of
the Fifth, Temple of the Fourth,
Hob=on and Hoskinz of the Shell, and
Billy Bunler of the Remove. They
were all grinning, evidently amused
by the cpisode of the booby-trap;
thongh T'rout and Capper, bein
masters, politely strove to concea
their smiles.

“Ts it passible that the boy is still
heve # bleated the Pet Lomb.

*1 should hardly think so !* smiled
Mr. Capper.

The ITB:Hc:mﬂl-:'lr:1',. behind  the desk,
gritted his teeth. It was borne in on
hig mind that Lamb knew that he was
theore ! He knew, at all cvents, that
the delinguent was there. whether he
gnessed that it was Smithy or not.

“No ! hoomed Prout. 1 hardly
think it probable, Mr, Lamb! The

onng 1ascal would not be likely to
?ingﬂr."

Frout, of course, had ne idea that
Lamb had spotted the booby-trap
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from the window and left a prefect on
guard.

“ Perhapas you will look round the
Form-reom, my dear Prout!” bleated
the Lamb. “I am feeling so upset—I
am quite out of breath—I have had a
very unpleasant shock—if you will
Hndlg look—"
£

“0Oh, certainly!” said Prout.

He rolled into the Form-room to
look.

There werc only two Flanm where
an intruder could possibly have been
hidden from sight—behind the Form-
master’s desk, or in the map-
cupboard. Prout glanced behind
the master’'s desk first. Then he
gave o jump.

“Upon my word!"” he cjaculated.

He stared at Herbert Vernon-
Smith.

The Bounder rose to his feot with a
black and bitter look on his face.
He was fairly caught now.

“Oh crikey!” ejaculated Bill
Bunter, as Smithy emerged from his
cover. “I say, you fellows, it's
Smithy !

'~ “That checky young ass, Vernon-
Smith ! said Potter.

“Bless wmy =oul!” exclaimed
Mr. Capper. “Then the boy is still
here! This is the author of the
bhooby-trap, Mr. Lamb!”

Mr. Lamb fixed his » aver his
&riaﬂacﬂ,, on the Bounder. He had

nown it: at least, he had felt sure
that his puess was accurate! And
he had the Bounder now, Herbert
Vernon-Smith could rcad the ruthless
glint in the eyes over the gold-
rimmed glasses.

“Vernon - Smith!” bleated the
Lamb. *““So you are here !

“You knew I was here !” said the
Bounder sullenly. “Do you think I
don't know P¥

Lamb’'s lips sct hard.

“It was you who placed that pile

of books over the door, Vernon-
Smith 7

“You know it was!” answerod
Yernon-Smith.

“I know now, certainly!” said
Mr. Lamb. “I am afraid, Vernon-
Smith, that I am not equal to dealing
with such a boy in my Form.
Mr. Queleh may have been able to
kneE you in some sort of discipline—
perhaps I lack his Etl’l’."'l‘}%th of
character, I cannot deal with you.
I shall refer this matter to your
headmaster.”

“I expected that!” sneered the
Bounder savagely.

“Do not add impertinence to your
offence, Vernon-Smith ! I shall

lace this matter in Dr. Locke's
iands. Go to your leadmaster’s
study at once, and await me there !”

The Bounder, in savage silence,
left the Form-room. He was for it
now, with & vengeanee, Mr. Queleh,
had he been in his old place, would
have dealt with such a prank with a
very leavy hand; but that would
have been the end of i, Lamb was
not losing a chance of sending him

up to the Head,
illy Bunter rolled after the
Bounder, as he tram aAwWay
savagely to the Head’s study.
“1 say, Smithy ! he sgucaked,

Yernon-8mith gave him a glare.

“I say, hadn't you better pack?F™
whiepered Bunter. “You'll é'et a
Hcad's whopping, you know ! Hadn't

yca better pack a dictionary in your
hﬂga?"

“You fat idiot !"

“0h, really, Smithy, I waa only
advising you—"

“Idiot !

“Beast | hooted Bunter, as the
Bounder tram o1,

Really, the fat Owl of the
Ilemove hod wmeant kindly; and
Smithy's onswer was far from
orateiul.

Billy Bunter rolled away with the
news {hat Smithy was up for a flog-
aing. Which dismissed Coker of the
Fifth, as a topic, in the Remove.

A NEAR THING !

& ALLQO, hallo, halle ™
H Herbert  Vernon - 8mith
was waiting in lis head-

Y master’s study. Dr. Locke was not

yet there, and the Bounder had to
wait. He slood at the window, look-
ing out into the quadrangle while he
waited with a black w. The
Famous Five saw him there and
came up.

“For it?" asked Frank Nu
“I'm waiting for the
answered Vernon-Smith. “Lamb's
making the most of this. He got the
booby-trap. anyhow ; that's a comfort

—the fool walked right into it.”

Harry Wharton's face was very
grave.

“He walked right into it, Bmithy,”
he answered, “but he's no fool ! e
mew that the hmb:-trﬁp was there
when he walked into it.

“What rot!*

“He looked in at the window before
1 did, and he must have seen it,”
said the captain of the Remove
quietly. “I know now that he
guessed that you were in the Form-
room, oand that's why!"

The Bounder stared.

“Think he wanted a stack of books
on his napper?” he snecred.

“Yes, exactly—he thought it was
worth that to land yom with the
Head,” answered the caplain of the
Remove, “ You've got his rag out to
that extent, Smithy! For ess’
sake, be on your guard when the
Head comes, and don’t be mad enough
to uiheck himg“ " L "

“I ean stand a whopping !” grunte
the Bounder. ;

“It may be worse than that, you
ass! You've said yourself that Lamb
would be glad to get ehut of wyon
from the school. For goodness’ sake

nt.
ead 1"

be carcful—don’t play into his
hands ™
“Oh!” The Bounder started.

“Thanks for the tiﬁo They can't
sack a man for a by-trap; but
that little rat would work it, if he
could.” _

The Famous Five walked on, leav-
ing the Bounder staring moodily
from the window. He expected a
flogzing as a matter of course when
the matter was put up to the head-
master. He wond now whether
it was the sack that he had to expect.

Only too well he knew that th
would be glad to sce the last of him
at Greyfriars.



He had been a thorn in the gide of
Mr. Queleh’s substitute ever since the
beginning of the term. 'The blame
was on Lamb, in the DBounder's
opinion. A master should not pre-
tend to be a silly ass who could be
ragged to any cxtent, and then break
out into a savape temper and smack
a fellow's head right and left on
account of a rag. That had started
it; and Smithy’s feud had gone on
ever since. He had given Lamb all
the trouble he could that term.

But that was not why Lamb wanted
to see the last of him. Fussy and
fluffy as he affected to be, he was
more than capable of dealing with o
mutinous member of his Form.

I

i
it "'--N}
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Lamb.

But the Bounder kuoew, or sus-
pected, more about Lamb than the
art master liked.

He knew that Lamb was a man
with scerets to keep. He knew of
Lamlb’s visits to Sea View, on the
cliff road, and Lis acquaintance with
Nolbiby Parker there; and he had
made that little matter, which Lamb
desired to keep seeret, the talk of the
Rermove. He knew that Lamb some-
timez left the school secretly at
night, Lamb certainly could not be
aware that he knew that—but he wns
aware of coough to make him wish
that Herhert Vernon-Smith should
stay mo lomger in the scheol. A
keen, suspicious fellow watching for
chances to secore over him was no
comfort tc a man with secrets fo
I-:ee]iL .

The Bounder knitted his browes in
anery thought

He suspected Lamb—of what, he
hardly knew! But for the feud, he

g, iy - i e
o o T

** What—what—what——"* hoomed Prout ;
““ What has happened ? Something has fallen on me—goodness gracious !’
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would have taken little heed of him,
and that was Lamb's fault.

The man had secrefs—but what
were the seerets? What was his con-
nection with the low-Lrowed ruffian
at Sea View? Whry, when he went to
that lonely place on the sea road, did
he descend into the air raid dugout?
Why did he leave the school asecretly
in the small hours, when all Grey-
friars slept? Smithy could not under-
stand, but more and more it had been
borne in upon his mind that there
was much more in the Lamb than met
the eve—that there was something
ghady, something perhaps guilty,
hehind the secrets he so carefully kept.

If it came to the sack—

| -

r
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“Oh! Oh dear!

He shrugged his shoulders angrily.
It was no use telling the Head, if it
came to that, that Lamb had perscnal
reasons for wanting to pet shut of
him—that the man had something fo
hide. To the headmaster it would
appear nothing but a malicious in-
veution.

In Quelch’s time, the Bounder had
been called the worst boy in the
Form. Queleh had more than ouce
thought that he ought to go. What
wonder that the new master took the
same view?

To the Head, Lamb was a fussy,
gimple, yet capable man, who had
come to the school as art master, and
who, in AMr. Quelch’s absence, had
kiudly offered to take the Ecemove,
thus saving the headmaster a good
deal of trouble.

To the Head, Lamb’s only fault
was that Le was too mild and un-
suspicious to handle a Form like the
Remove as efficiently as Mr. Quelch,

7

He waz not likely to believe that
the man was, as the Bounder knew
him to be, as- hard as nails and as
keen as @& DbLawk, under his fluffy
exterior.

It was useless fo speak out to the
Head—worse than useless. The
Bounder realised that only too clearly
—anel in realising it, Le realised also
that in his headstrong recklessness he
had played into the man’s hands.
The Euﬁ' ass that Lamb affected to
be would never have spotted him in
the Form-room—but Lamb had made
sure enough of him,

He waited with a black brow and
de%:; uneasiness in his heart, ]
ere were footsteps in the corridor

1 i
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My goodness !’ Dbleated Mr,

at last, and the deoor of the Head's
study opened.

Dr. Locke came in with Mr. Lamb.
The Bounder faced them, his heart
beating unpleasantly.

The Head’s face was stern. Evi-
dently he had received from RMMr.
Lamb au account of what had hap-
pened in the Remove room.

“You are before me apain, Vernon-
Smith ! =aid Dr. Locke, his eves fix-
ing on the scapegrace of the Hemove.

“1 am sorry, sir ! said the Bounder
meekly,  Wharton's advice had not
been ozt on him.

“It appears,” snid the Head, “that
vou have made up your mind, Vernon-
mith, to make Mr. Lamb's task here
as diffieult as possible. He has very
Lkindly consented to take charge of
Mr. Quelch’s Form during Mr.
Queleh’s unaveidable absence, and I
will certainly not allow him to be
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]
unnecessarily troubled by wunruly
hugs in that Form."”

It was only a lark, sir—* mur-
mured the Bounder.
Dr. Locke raised his hand.

“This is not the first time, Vernon-
Smith, that Mr. Lamb has bhad to
report you to me. He tells me that
he does not feel equal to dealing with
such a boy in his Form, and I cannot
be surprised at this. I remember very
clearly that Mr. Quelch found wvery
great diffienlty in dealing with you,
and that on more than one occasion
1 have come very near to sending you
away from the school.”

The Bounder’s heart sank. It was
plain now what Lamb intended to do
—if he eounld! This was why he had
deliberately walked into that trap!

“I am for this, Vernon-
Smith ! bleated the Lamb. There
was o cold, hard glint in his eye that
did not indicate that he was sorry,
however “You are beyond me—I
confess it! I cannot deal with such
n boy! I am sorry—but if your head-
master decides that you better
leave Greyfriars, I can say nothing
against it—nothing !”

The Bounder breathed hard. He
had nothing to hope from that hard,
cold, implacable man, and he knew it.

If only because the talk about
Nobby Parker at Sea View would die
away when the Bounder was gone,
the Lamb wanted him to go. But he
could see that the kind-hearted head-
master had not yet made up his mind.
And he had a card to play {ai:c

“When Mr. Queleh comes back, air,
he would not like to find one of us
missing !” he faltered. “Mr. Lamb
may not be taking the Form much
longer, sir, and as I am not in the
art elags, he will have done with me,”

“That iz true, certainly !” said Dr.
Locke. “But—" He paused.

Mr. Quelch was not only a member
of Lis staff, but an old colleague and
friend. For long weeks he had becn
missing—a prisouer in some unknown

lace, in the hands of kidnappers.
ery day the Head hoped that
Ferrers Locke, the famous detective,
would have news of him—but day
after day passed and there was no
news. Mr Lamb’'a charge of the
Remove had lasted already much
longer than the Head had expected
it to do.

But some day—and it might be any
day—Mr, Quelch would be back in
his old place. And certainly the
Head did not wish to greet him with
the news that a member of hiz Form
had been expelled in his absence.
And when he came, Mr. Lamb would
be relieved of the boy with whom he
professed himself unable to deal.
I'he headmaster stood silent—think-

ingr.

%amb’s lips set in a hard line, But
}1-3 f.i[] not speak. The Head spoke at
ast.

“1 shall give you one more oppor-
tunity to amend your ways, Vernon-
Smith. Mr. Lamb, I can only ask
vou to miake one more effort to be
patient with this foolish, reckleas,
and headstrong boy.”

" You have only to ask, sir!” said
Mr. Lamb semoothly.
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“But let-thia be clearly understood,
Vernop-8mith,” said Dw Locke. “If
Mr. Lamb is compelled to send you to
me again, you will take the conse-

uences, and they will be very severe,

n this occasion I shall administer a
flogging, and I trust that it will he
8 warning to you to amend youg con-
duet. Take care that you are not
sent t0 me again.” -

“Yes, sir!” breathed the Bounder.

He had ezcaped—and he knew that
this was a defeat for Lamb. That
was a consolation to the Bounder for
what followed.

Mr. Lamb left the stady.

Vernon-Smith left it tem minutes
[atcr—wriggiinf painfully as he went
down the corrider. But the Bounder
was tough. He could, as he said,
take a whuptpgug! The Lcaub had
not got E{Em it this time—and that
was all that the Bounder cared about,

TO GO, OR NOT TO GO ?

ICHARED NUGENT of the
Second Form came up the
staircase after class with a

grin on his checky face.

On the study landing he glanced
round him, and gave his major, Frank
Nugent of the ove, a cheery nod.

ost of the Remove fellows were
coming up to the studies to tea. The
Famous Five were on the landing
when Nugent minor arrived there.
And they looked at him with some
interest—Nugent minor being fag to

Wingate of the Sixth. They won-
d whethor he had come up with a
message for Coker—who had not, so

far, paid that necessary visit to the
head prefect’as study.

“Hallo, Franky! called out
Nugent minor. “Seen Coker?”

Frank Nugent langhed.

“In his study, I think,” he
answered. I believe he came wup

after class.”
“Is it a message from Wingate,
young ‘un?” asked Bob Cherry.
“What do you think?” prinned
Dicky Nugent. “I eay, that fathead
ker is up for a whopping, and he
thinks lhe's too big a gnn to be
whopped! I say, Wingate's pot his
ash on the table all ready for Coker!”
Aund Dicky Nugent, grinning all
over his face, marched up the
Form passage to Coker’s study.

The Famous Five smiled at one
another.

“Coker hasn't gone, then!” said
Johnny Bull,

“ Poor old Coker ! sighed Bob. *Ile
ean't get it into his head that he can
be whopped like any other man, Of
course he's got to go.”

“I suppose this is his last chance,”
snid Harry Wharton. “He can't
expect Wingate to wait for ever!
He's had all day to think it over.”

“The thinkfulness is not the
esteemed Coker’s long suit!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

The Famons Five moved across the
landing and glanced up the Fifth
Form study passage. Th were
curious to see what Horace Coker was
going to do, and a little concerned

or the hot-headed, unreflecting

Horace.

Yifth €

_Coker of the Fifth had to toe the
line like any other fellow at Grey-
friars School. But Coker never
geemed to be - able to that into
his solid head. The fact that pre-
fects like Loder and Walker steered
clear of tronble with him helped to
make Horace bumptious. But when
he came up against a prefect who
would stand no nonsense, Horace had
to toe the line—and if he did not, the
consequences were dire. Nobody
wanted to sce old Horace sent up to

the Head and flogged or sacked.

The chums of the Remove hoped
that old Horace would reflect in time,
and that they would see him coming

down the passage.
But there was no si of him,

Nugent minor had gonc inte Coker’s
study, but Coker not emerged
thercfrom.

In that study there was, as on the
banks of Tiber of old, tumult and
affright. Coker's pals, Potter and
Greene, were arguing with Coker.

Ar ent was wasted on Coker,
and they were aware of it; still, they
were doing their best. Coker listened
to them with calm disdain.

Whehi the captain’s fag came in,
Potter and Grecne, knowing what it
portended, were really alarmed. They
realized that this was Coker’s last
chance,

"%uker, old ma:il—". said Potter.

“You sece, old chap—" gaid
Greene.

Coker interrupted them.

“What does that fap want here?”
he demanded. “ What the thump are
{}Ju butting into this study for, young

ugent 7
ingaﬁr.:'a sent me!” explained
Dicky. “You're to go to his study at
once.”

Coker was sitting in the armcLair
with his long legs crossed. He looked
round at Potter.

“Eick that cheeky fag out, Potter !*
he Eﬁm-d i 4

“My dear chap——" urged Potter.
He was not likely to kick out the
captain’s fag when he came om an
official message.

“Kiek him out, Greency!™ said
Coker.

“Look hore, Coker, don't be =a
goat!” said Greene. “You've got to
0, and the sooner you go, the better.”
“Don't be a fool, Greene!*
“Wingate’s  head ect, you
know,” urged Potter. “] should have
to go if he sent for me, Coker.”

- “You might!” said Coker. " Who
are you:s”
L1 Eh ?J.l
“Nobody in particular that I know

of ,” said Coker. “It's a bit different
with me. I've got my position in the
Form aud the school to comsider. 1
can't see myself bending over for a
8ixth Form swab! Hardly!”
“You've got to go, old man !
“Doun’t be an idiet, Potter!”

Dicky Nugent grinned from ear to
ear. Potter and Greene were in a
state of alarm, but Richard Nugent
of the SBecond was only amused.

“Well, you'd better hear the rest,
Coker ! he said.

“I don't want any more cheek from
you!” said Coker. “If I take the



tronble to
know it!"

“Wingate said—"

“Pack up the rest and get out, be-
fore I boot you !*

“Will yon let the kid speak,
Coker?" howled Greene.

“No, I won't!” said Coker. “I'll
boot him if he gives me any more lip!
Get out of this, young Nugent!”

Dicky Nugent retreated to the door
before he finished the delivery of the
message.

Coker was rising from the arm-
chair, and Dicky did not want to
return to the passape at the cnd of
the biggest boot in the Greyfriars
Fifth.

Grioning in at the doorway, the fag
went on:

“Wingate said you're to be in hia
study under five minutes. Otherwise
it goes to the Head | That's the lot.”

ker made o stride to the door-
way, and the fag cut down the pas-
sage at a run.

He slowed down as he the
Famous Five at the corner, and gave
them a grin and wink.

*“0ld Coker’s for it !” he remarked.

“Ain't he coming ?” asked Bob.

“Too jolly high - and - mighty
grinned Huggnt m%nur. “He wE:tl get
something soon that will cure all
that!” And Richard Nugent went
grinning down the stairs. '

In Coker’s study there was some-
thing like consternation. FPotter and
Greene exchanged hopeless looks.

Horace Coker did not sit down
again. He stood with his hands
driven deep into his pockets and a
frown of grim defiance on his rugged
brow.

“The cheek of it ! he said. “The
nerve! Whop me! I'd like to see
him do 1t!
across his study if he tricd it on

“You get bunked for punching a
prefect ! said Greene,

Coker did not answer that.

Perhaps it was dawning even on
Coker's solid and impenetrable in-
telleet that he had taken up an. im-
possible position.

Profects were prefeets, and behind
thie prefects was the whole authority
of the*hecadmaster. Coker was, in
point of fact, entering into a contest
with the Head, in toking up his
present ntfitude. '

Fven Coker knew that he was not
np to the weight of that adversary °f
the state of affairs once bocame clear
to his obtuse brain.

“Look here, old chap, I'd. go—~
pleaded Potter.

“You would, I dare say!” agreed
Coker. “I'm not likely to kuuckle
under o a Sixth Form ass!”

“The Head backs up the prefects !
urged Greene. “ You don't want to be
sent up to the Head!”

Coker breathed hard.

“Think Wingate would have the
cheek to go as far as that?” he asked
slowly. Evidently the true state of
affaira was dawning, slowly but
surely, on Horace Coker

“What eclse could he dof” eaid
Totter. “If he lets onc man cheek
him_it won't be lonz before he's
cheeked by evervone else. Wingate

get ont of this chair, you'll

L
-
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Why, I'd knock him Cok
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can't let this drop now. The whole
House is jawing over it.”

“ His gldd{ _prmt{iig-e is at stake,
you see,” explained Greene.

Coker breathed harder.

“ After all, if he wants to see me
in his study, there’s no s
why I shouldn’t go!” he remarked.
“0Of course, a whopping is out of the
question. I shouldn’t think of allow-
ing that. Wingate would bardly
have the nerve to think of it, when
it eame to the Pinch. But I don't see
why I shouldn’t drop into the chap’s
:g“.flf‘ as he’s sent his fag to ask me

Potter and Greene carefully sup-
pressed a desire to smile. _

They were only too glad and
relieved to see Coker coming to his
senses, as it were, before it was too
late. A smile might have sent old
Horace off at the deep end again.

Coker gave them a searching,
suspicious look. Perhaps he sus-
pected those carefully concealed
smiles !

“I'm not giving in to the fellow !
he said. “I don’t think much of the
Sixth, and never did! I'm not the
man to knuckle under to,a Sixth Form
E.Bﬂ.”

“Of course not,” agreed Potter
bypocritically. “I'd just go.”

I might go!” admitted Coker,

“I'd ci;v,«:n now ! hinted Greene,

“I don't see that there’'s any
hurry,” answered Coker. “I'm not
in a hurry at all, so far as I'm con-
cerned. Still, T might as well go,
if Wingate wants to sec me, aiid get
it over hefore tea,”

And Coker went.

_Potter and Greene did not emile
till he was safely out of the study.
Then they smiled—from ear to ear!

Coker tramped down the passage.
er ‘was mnot going to Ei:e
whopped. He was still quite clear
on that point. He did not even admit
to himself that he was poing down
to '_ngutc's study before the time
limit of five minutes expired! He
was just going, that was all. How-
ever, he went quickly enough to do
it within the five minutes.

Harry Wharton & Ce., at the
corner, were glad to see him pass on
his way. ey, like Potter and
Greene in the study, suppressed their
emiles. They were glad to seec old
Horace toecing the line that he had
to toe! Coker gave them a glare as
he passed, not unmindfol of the row
in the Rag, which had been the cause
of his present distressful position.

He tram down the stairs,

Not till he had disﬁﬂpeared below
did the Famous Five chuckle.

COKER TAKES IT !

; INGATE of the Sixth pgave
Coker a nod as he came in.

He was glad to see Coker.

It was a relief to the eaptain of Grey-
friars to discover that the headstrong
Horace had a saving spot of common
sense somewhere in his thick head.
The contest baving once been
entered upon, it wae impossible for
the prefect to give way if he was ever
going to carry on as a prefect after-
wards, But, really, he did not want

ial reason T

to land the fathend of the ¥ifth in
a row with the Head.
“Oh, here you are, Coker!” gaid

Wingate. He rose from his chair,
and picke l:tng the ashplant from his
tahl;:. o over that chair, will
ﬂ“. ¥

Coker stood and looked at him.

“Nugent mi. said you wanted to
ece me,” he said stiffly.

“Yes; you know why! Don’t waste
time !*
“I think it's you that’s wasting
time,"” remarked Coker., “You don’t
want to see me about the football ¥
“The football ?” reﬁma Wingate,
“*Why the dickens should I want to
see you about the football Coker?™
“Well, yon might have sense
enough te put a good man into the
first eleven,” supgested Coker. *“I
don’t expect it of you—but you
might."”
ingate gave him a fixed look.
“That will do, Coker!” he said
briefly. “I've sent for you to take
s1x ! Will you bend over that chair?*
“You fancy you can lick a Fifth
Fﬂ:f?[n man i” as %kem
won’'t argue that point with

you," said the Greyfriars captain,
Will yon bend over that chair or
not? 'vé no more time to waste
on you! You can please yourself—
as every fellow can! If you don’t,
the matter goes before the Head, and
ou’'ll deal with him instead of me.
'd be glad to have done with you.
Now, then, yes or nof”

Coker looked at him.

He did not bend over the chair--
he did mot stir.

Wingate waited a moment or two,
and_ then laid the ash on the table
again.

o E]{:EEEI thHat !: hﬂat sagd. "I'lfﬁn can

i er ead’s study at half-past
E:";. Shut the door ai'{ar jrmli”m

Coker of the Fifth gave him a look
—=a long look. He turned to the door,
But he did not arrive at the door.
He turned back. j

“If you mean this, Wingate—"
said Coker very slowly.

“Leave the study, please.”

“If you mean this—* choked
Coker.

“Will you get out of my study?”
asked the Greyfriars captain.

Coker gave a sort of gasp. Now
that it had come to the pinch, Coker
realised the fact, The fact was that
he had to bend over, like any other
fellow, lest worse should befall him.

“If you mean it, I—I—I'll bend
over!” he gasped.

“Well, don’t waste any more time,
for poodness’ sake!¥ said Wingate.
“YWhat a long-winded chap von are,
Coker I

He picked up the ash again.

Coker, with deep feelinge—the very
deepest—bent over the chair. It was
an nnimaginable position for Coker—
Horace James Coker of the Fifth
Form ! But there it was!

Even yet, bending over the chair in
the captain’s study, Coker could
hardly believe that the captain of
Qreyiriars was going to have the
l::ht;:}]'ﬁ, the nerve, the audacity, to
whop him.

But the captain of Greyfriars was!

Difficult as it was for Coker to
THe MuGrer Taerany.—No, 1.6TL
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nnderstand it, the Greyfriars captain
regarded him only as a cheeky,
obstreperous fellow, whose cheek had
gone beyond the limit, and who had
to be whopped. It was a little matter
that Wingate would dismiss from his
mind after the execution. It waa far
from seeming to him the tremendous
affair it was to Coker, To Coker,
thiz was almost apn epoch in the
history of Greyfriars; to Wingate it
was a trifling matter all in the day’s
work.

Whop, whop, whop!

The ash came swiping down on
Coker’s trousers.

It was like an awful dream to
Coker. At the same time, it was
real—painfully real! They were real
swipes—only too real!

hop, whop!

If ker of the Fifth had beco
asked, at the beginmng of the term,
whether he would bend over and take
six from o grefmt*ﬂ aszh, like a fag,
Coker would have langhed at the
idexn,

Now he was doing it.

Thus were the mighty fallen.
Seldom or never were Fifth Form
seniore whopped like Lower baoys.
Most Fifth Form men had sense
enough not to ask for it. But if a
Fifth Form man lacked that scnse,
and asked for it, there it was, for
the asking. Now Horace was getting
that for which he had asked.

Whap!

The final whop came down., Win-
pate did not lay it on very hard.
Still, a whop was a whop!

Not that the actnal whopping
troubled Coker very much. It was
the blow to his dignity—the jolt to
hiz prestipe—the knock-omt to his
gclf-estcem. It was the shocking dis-
covery that he, Horace James Coker
of the Fifth, could be whopped like
young Cherry of the Remove, or
young Temple of the Fourth, and the
rrim realisation that, when it came
to the pinch, he was not going to
knock "‘.’Fingntr: across the study—he
was going to take it just like any
other fellow did.

Wingate threw the ash on {the
tuhle.

“Cut!” he said, jusl as he might
have told Billy Bunter or Sammy
Bunter to cut after an execution.

Coker rose to his feck.

He gave Wingate a look. That look
revealed volumes of indignation and
wiath and fury—it was o devastating
look. Upfortunately, it was wasted
on Wingate, who had turned to take
a book down from the shelf, Being
thirongh with Coker, Wingate had a
spot of work to do before tea, and
he was gotting BEuripides down for
that purpose.

Coker's concentrated look of indig-
nant fury was a total wastc on tltrre
back of f:'is Lead.

Coker moved slowly to the door.

Wingate did not look at him again.
He sat down at the fable.

Horace Coker passed out of the
stndy. His hand lingered on the
door. He was going to slam that door
with all his force to show Wingate,
at lcast, how little he cared for him
and the Sixth generally.

But he paused before he slammed.
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Coker’s brain—perhaps spurred on by
that whopping—worked in time, Sup-
pose Wingate called him back and

ave him another whop for slamming

the door? He might! He was
evidently cheeky emough! He had
the nerve!

Coker decided, guite rapidly, that
it would be more dignified to leave
in a quiet, scornful manner, without
slamming the door.

He closed it -?il.iﬂt]]l'. and went.

Loder and Walker were in the pas-
sage. They grinned at Coker, as ho

assed. vidently, they knew what

ad happened.

He passcd them with Dburning
cheeks. At the foot of the ataircase
he passed Billy Bunter, who favoured
him with a wide pgrin and a fat
giggle.

unter barely dodged Coker s hoot,
and the Fifth Form man went up the
staircase. On the study landing,
Hobson of the Shell called to him.

“Had it bad, old man?”

Coker disdained to heed the gues-
tion or the questioner. He went on
to his study.

Potter and Greene eyed him as he
came in. They could read inexpres-
gible feelings in Coker’s rugged
face,

Coker threw himself into the arm-
chair. Then he rather hastily jumped
up from it again. For a little while,
Coker preferred to stand.

He stood, leaning on the study
mantelpiece, surveying his chums
with a gloomy look.

Potter broke a
silence.

“What about tea?” he asked.

“Tea !” said Coker bitterly.

rather painful

Evidently Coker despised tea!
What was tea, in such an lhour of
tragedy?

"Well, it's tea-time!” remarked
Greene.

“I've been whopped !” said Coker.

His voice thrilled as he said that.
It thrilled with inextinguishable in-
dignation. But it was easy to sece
that Potter and Greene did not
realise how serions the matter was.

“0Oh, {:u‘ll soon get over that!®
said Potter.

“1 don’t auﬁupnse Wingate laid it
on hard, did he?” remarked Greene.

Coker's feciings were beyond
apeech! He simply glared. There
was another long silence.

“Well, if we ain't going to have
tea—" said Potter, at length,
restively.

“Don't talk to me about tea ! said
Coker.

He breathed very, very deep.

“Lot him wait I he said. “Just
let him wait. I’ve been whopped !
Well, if a fellow whopa me, I who
him! Let him wait! That's all !

Coker, it seemed, was thinking of
retalintion—of vengeance !

Potter and Greene left him to
think of it while they went to
scrounge a tea in Blundell’s study.

Coker was left brooding!

AN ALARM IN THE NIGHT !
FERREHE LOCKE opened the

gside door of the Greyfriara

garage and stepped out into
the dark, closing the door softly
behind him.

P chau

The bhali-hour bad chimed dully
through the dim, damp February
night. Had there been any eyes to
observe the Baker Street detective
at that late hour, such an observer
would hkave expected to see John
Hobinson, the Head’s chauffeur,
emerge from that doorway when it
opened, as John Robinson was the
only resident in the rooms over the
garage,

But the man who emerged did not
look like the dark-haired chauffeur;
neither did he look like the lean,
geﬂanﬂaiaavm Bhinﬂ;:ger Btreet lrl-a#.mtiw.

ad a shaggy complexion, a
mﬂ, sandy moustache, and thick,
y eyebrows.

Greyfriars fellows would never
have recognised him as John Robin-
son, the chauffenr. Even the hawk-
eved crook, Blim Jim, wonld never
have known him as Ferrers Locke.

None but the Head knew that
Ferrers Locke was at Greyfriars
School. And even the Head did not
know that Locke's suspicions had
fixed on Mr, Lamb, the art master.
Ferrers Locke was keeping hiz own
counsel till his case was complete.

Thers were mo to eec and no
eara to hear at half- eleven at
night! The Baker Street detective
ghided silently through the gloom
and stopped at length at a door. To
that door he had a key, to give him
admission to the House whenever he
desired to enter—though the Head,
certainly, never dreamed that his
quest of Slim Jim the cracksman
could ever lead him into the House.

This was the first time that Locke
had entered to k watch. Many a
night, since he ayed the part
of chaunffeur at the school, he had
watched the building, waiting and
watching for the suspected man to
emerge. Now he was, at length,
getting to closer quarters.

Ferrers Locke knew now that Slim
Jim was an inhabitant of the school.
Only a few days ago he had watched
sud followed a dark figure that
drop guietly from the window of
Mr. Quelch’s old study in the dark,
and very nearly had he snapped the
handeuffs on the wrists of the little
man in black at the scene of his
latcst robbery.

But Slim Jim had escaped—a nar-
TOW escape. And sinece that niglt
the Baker Strect detective had

watched for him in vainm.

It was from Vernon-Smith that he
had learned that Mr. Lamb left the
House at nﬁht by ch’s study
window. ¢ Bounder had little
dreamed what it meant to John
Hobinson when he had told him that!
Emit!éy'a idea had been to tip the

cur to catch the art master in
the act one night and show him u
as a night-prowler! Ferrers Locke's
ideas on the subject were very
different !

But after the narrow escape of the
mysterious cracksman that night at
Hogben Park, Locke had watched in

vain the study window. Night
after night he had watched, but that
window had mnever opened.

And then came the newe of another
erib cracked, a mile from the echool.
Locke knew then that the eracks-
man—Mr. Lamb or not—had anothoer



mode of egress. He must have left
the House gnd returned some other
way while the Baker Street detective
was watching that study window iu
vain.

The man was as wary as a wolf.

That he was watched at Greyfriars
lie conld have no idea, no suspicion.
He had not known that he been
ghadowed from that study window.

It was from hig habitual caution
that he changed his mode of egress
from time to time. There were in-
numerable windows and doors to
choose from—and he had chosen
another way,

Several times, Locke suspected, he
had used the door of the SBixth Form
lobby; and twice, at least, the window
of Queleh’s old study. But it was
like the cunning rascal to break fresh
ground every now and then, guardin
agajnst the merest possibility
obzervation or suspicion.

80 far, Ferrers Locke had waited
and watched outside the House. Now,
at last, he was going mnearer his
qUATrY.

He let himself into the House with-
out a sound.

There was no glimmer of light; the
black-out curtains shut out pale
glimmer of the few stara in the murky
sky. But Locko seemed to be able to
find his way in the dark like a cat—
and he knew his wa
about the interior of the House. John
Robinson scldom or nmever entered it;
but Dr. Locke's relative, Ferrers
Locke, bad visited freyfriars often
enongh.

He paunsed at the foot of the stair-
case and listened.

All was dark, silent, and still! At

half-past eleven the last door had
closed, the last light had been extin-
guished

Locke trod softly up the stairs.

He paused again on the dormitory
landing to listen. More than once,
in his vigﬂs for Slim Jim, he had en-
conntered breakers of bounds—and
he had to be wary.,

But there was no sound and he
crossed the landing on tiptoe, grop-
ing his way to the passage where the
mastors’ rooms were situated.

Mr. Lamb's room was the last in
that passage.

That the wanted man was Lamb,
Ferrers Locke was assured. He had
so far mo actnal proof; but the cer-
tainty was fixed in his mind. He
could not have said that the dark
figure that had dropped from Quelch’s
window at night was Mr. Lamb’s, but
he did net doubt that it was.

There could be no doubt if he
gpotted Lamb actually emerging from
his room in the small hours, and
shadowed him ont of the House., And
that, if he conld, he was going to do.

At the end of the passage was a deep
window heavily curtained at night
for the black-out. All he had to do
was to reach that window and take

cover behind the thick, heavy
curtains.
From that point he could not see in

the dark, but he could hear, and he
knew that he would be aware if Mr.
Lamb’s door opened at an hour when
all Greyfriars alept and all was silent
and still.

The blacked-out window a$ the end

-0f the

well enough:
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passage was not more than
three yards past Lamb's door, the last
in the :

Ferrers Locke was treading lightly;
but he trod more lightly than ever
whend he had the other doors
and approached Lamb's.

The man, if he wae stirring that
night, was not likely to satir before
midnight or later. 8lim Jim was &
late worker. But if he had planned a
raid for that night he was not likely
to be sleeping. And if the little art
master really was Slim Jim, as Locke
believed, he was as cunning as a fox,
as alert as a badger. The least sound
would be sufficient to alarm him.

Locke made no sound—till he was
within six or seven feet of the art
master’'s bed-room door.

Then, for a moment, he hardly
knew what happened.

It was pitch dark in the age.
He was moving along quickly but
noiselessly, in the middle of the pass-
age, when his feet suddenly caught
in something,

That a cord was stretched across
the passage in the dark, a few inches
from the r and fastened on either
side, was not likely to occur to him
—or to Lamb, if he had come out of
his room.

He did not, for one atartled
moment, know what it was. All he

knew waz that hie feet suddenl

caught, and that he pitched forwar
headlong.

He made a desperate effort to retain
his balapce—but in vain ! He dro
heavily on his hands and knees,
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hands saving his face, which had a
narrow escape of tapping on the old
oak- planks,

Bump !

Locke panted.

He was up in a twinkling. His

alms had slapped hard on the oak,
is knees had Eangod; but he did not
heed the pain in hands and knees.

He listened,
There was a sound of a movement
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in the room he had nearly reached !
Lamb was 151; !

That sudden bump in the pamﬁe
vutside, loud in the silence of the
night, had reached his ears, as it
could hardly have failed to do, even
if he had been asleep, unless he slept
very soundly.

Locke shut his tceth.

Some young rascal had played this
trick—doubtless to catch ill.-m:nnLl:.tI

As Lamb's was the last room in
the passage, no other master was
likely to stumble over the cord.
Lamb could not come out of his room
without stumbling over it, if he came
in. the dark.

It was a schoolboy ja n Lamb;
evidently by someone who knew that
he might come out in the dark—
Vernon-Smith, most likely. It could
not have happened more unfortun-
atelg for the Baker Street detective.

The alarm had been given! Lamb
—whether he waz Slim Jim or not—
was awake. He had heard. His door
would opan !

Locke groped with his foot for the
cord over which he had tripped,
stepped over it, and shot down the
passage to the landing. From two
other rooms he heard sounds of
stirring. Two other masters, as well
ag Lamb, had heard that sudden,
heavy, startling bump in the passage.

Locke had been just in time! There
was & blaze of sudden illumination as
the electric light was switched on in
the passage he had left. It shone out
across the landing. Voices came to
his ears.

“What—what was that?” It was
Mr. Prout's boom. *“Is that you,
Mr. Capper? Did you hear—"

“I certainly did!" came Mr.
Capper's voice. “A sound like a
heavy weight falling in the passage.”

"]E goodness! What is the
matter ?” It was the bleat of the Pet
Lamb. “Is it an alarm? Is it an
air-raid? Was that a bomb?”

“No, no!™ Prout’s boom had a
note of contempt. “Nothing of the
kind, Mr. Lamb! It was certainly
not a bomb! It sounded like a fall—
yet no one is here! I fail to under-
stand—— Yaroooooooh

Bump !

Ferrers Locke started. Then he
smiled! Prout, evidently, had found
that taut cord with his feet—not
observing it, even when the light was
on! A roar followed the bump!

“Oh! Ah! Oh! Ooogh! What is
that? I—I have stumbled over—over
something ! Whoo-hoop !”

Prout had becn approaching Mr.
Lamb at his door—perhaps to re-
assure him on the subject of bombs.
He bhad walked inte the cord.
Prout’s weight, emiting the old oak,
sounded like the delivery of a ton of
coals in bulk. His roar sounded like
that of the Bull of Bashan, of olden
time, who was famed for his roaring.

“Oh! Ah! Oh! Ooooh!” roared

Prout. :

" pon my word! There is a
cord " came Mr. Capper’s excited

ueal. “A cord across the passage!
Bless my soul !

“My goodness !” came the Lamb’s
bleat.
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“Oh! Qooohi! Ow! Woooooooh !
roaved Prout. “Who laz done this?
T'his is a trick! This is & prank—a
dastardly prank! Who has—wow !—
done this—oocooh 7

Ferrers Locke slipped silently down
the stairs. The three masters were
loft to elucidate the mystery of the
cord on their own, The Baker Street
detective lost no time in clearing off
the spot, lest their investigations
should extend far afield.

1t wus not in the best of tempers
that John Robinson returned te his
rovms over the garage,

S5IX FOR SMITHY !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
was up before rising-bell in
the morning.

The Bounder leit the Remove
dormitory while the rext of the Form
still slept, and went quictly down to
the landing and across 1t te the
passage that led to the masters
100ms,

At the corner he stopped and cast a
keen glance up the dim passage. All
was silent, no master waa yet up, and
the Bounder tiptoed up the passage.

He halted suddenly, suppressing a
whistle,

There was no
stretched across the passage mear
Lamb’'s door. Smithy lost no time in
eetting out of that passage!

He grinned as he wenl baek to the
Remove dormitory.

For three or four nights Smith
had left the Llnrmitm'%' silently an
fixed up that cord after all Grey-
iriars slept. Every morning he
turned out before rising-hbell to re-
move it before it was discovered.
Sooner or later, the Bounder had no
doubt, that cord would inake a catch.

Now he knew it had made one! It
had been removed—thal meant that
someone had tripped over it in the
night, and he had no doubt who that
someone was! That trap had been
laid, night after night, for Lamb,
and who but Lamb could have fallen
inte the trap?

Tom Redwing was awake when the
Bounder came back into lle dormi-
tory. He peered at Smithy in the
eloon,

“8mithy, you ass—" he began.

The Bounder chuckled.

“Luck at last, old man ™ he said.
“The cord's gone! The dear little
Baa-Lamb came a cropper last night,
I fancy M

“TFen to one he will suspeet wou,
Smithy.”

“Fou mean a hundred to one 1” said
the Bounder coolly. " What is he
roing to do if he dors? He can't
rove an{thin . to begin with—and

¢ you think he wautz to shout out
all over Greyfriars that he trots out
of hiz room after midnight fo eneak
secretly out of the House? Not in
vour lhifetime, old scont! He wnever
said avything the night I chucked
crackers imte his roeom when he
opened lis window at wridnight ! He
won't say anything now ! I et richt
away with this I

And the Bounder laughed glee.
fully.
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“I've got to be careful,” he went
o, "The ecur's watchio for &
chance to send me up to the Head

and get me bunked—and why?
Because he knows I've got an eye on
him—because I've found out some
things, and he's afraid I may find
out others. Well, now he's fripped
over that cord he may gucss that 1
konow more than he fancied—but
what can he do#"

And the Bounder laughed again.

Vernon-8mith was in great apirits
when the Remove went down that
morning. That someone had taken a
tumhble on that cord was certain, and
he had no doubt that it was Lamb!
This was something back for the
ﬂﬂ%giu of a few days ago.
And if Lamb guessed, from
that incident, that someone
in the House suspected his
night prowlings, it would be
a jolt for him—and Herbert
Vernon-Smith's mission in
life at present was to give
Lamb all the jolts he could.
That it wc:u:id make the
man's e¢nmity more bitter
and wunsparing he cared
nothing.

He glanced curiously at
Mr., Lamb at the Remove
table at breakfost, If Lamb
had taken that tumble, he
showed no signs of it—but
Brmithy did not expeet him
to; he expected him to keep
the incident dark. It could
not possibly suit him for
his nocturnal ramblings to
become Enown in the school.

Mr. Lamb took no special
note of Vernon-Smith. He
was the good-tempercd
little Baa-Lamb at break-
fast, scemingly quite undis-
turbed.

“I say, ifc-u fellows "
Hl'allﬂﬂ.kl‘.'ﬂ Billy Bunter,
when the Remove went out
“Reen old
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after breakfast.
Prout?”

“Prout?” rcpeated Bob
Cherry. “What about
Prout 7"

“He, he, he! He's pot a
same leg!” chuckled
Runter. “I've seen him—
dot-and-carry one !

Which eaused the Famous Five to
look round for the Fifth Form master
and note the fact that Prout was
limping. He did not secm exactly to
have a game leg, as Bunter
deseribed it, but he had a limp, as if
one of bis plump knees had sus-
tained damage.

When the Lamb let his Form into
the Form-room  that morning
lesgona did not immediately begin.
Mr. Lamb picked up a cane from
hizs desk, and stood facing his
Form with ithe cane in his hand.

“My boys,” bleated the Lamb, “a
very disagreeable ineident occurred
last night—a very serious wmatter
which I cannot possibly overlook.”

d'he Bounder canght his breath,
Was the man going to make a fusa
about it after all? But if he did,
what conld he prove?

“Some bov,” wemt on the Lamb,
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“appears to bave left his dormitor
at a late hour and fastened a cor
across the p e Near my door,
Mr. Prout, unfortunately, fell over
it, and was somewhat hurt.”

“Oh ! breathed Vernon-Smith. It
was not the Lamb he had caught,
after all.

“From the position in which this
cord was placed, I have no doubt
that it was intended for me to fall
over when I came out of my room
in the morning,” resumed the Lamb.
“Aaz it happens, Mr. Pront was
awakencd, and come out during the
night—and fell over the -:c-rg. I
have promised him that the offender
ghall %}s strictly punished.”
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Coker's vietim went down, an

swipe, swipe !

The Bemove sat sileut. Some of
them knew the offender; the others
could guess,

Emitlﬁ's face szet sullenly. He
wondered savagely what had cauaed
that old goat Prout to turn out and
sF-;-iI everything, He was sure that
if Lamb had fallen over that cord in
tis night prowlings he would have
ept the incident dark. Now, how-
ever, he had no reason for keeping
it dark.

“Some Remove boy was guilty of
this reckless trick !” said Lamb. I
command that boy to step out before
the Form."

There was a brici pause.

“Yernon - Smith ! rapped
Lamb,

“Yes, gir |” muttered the Bounder.

“Btand out before the clars,
Yernon-Smith [

The Bounder. breathing hard,
stepped ontk.  There was no prooi—

the

A frantic yell pealed
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not a jot or tittle of proof. But the
Lamb scemed to intend to dispense
with it.

“T am assured, Vernon-Smith, that

this was your work!” said the
Lamb, rivg at him over his
lagses. “X shall cane you, Vernon-

mith !

The Bounder's cyes gleamed,

“You've no right to pick on me”
he said sullemly. “It might have
been any fellow in the House.”

Mr. Lamb nodded.

“Quite I he assented. ““And if
you prefer the inatter to go before
your headmaster, Vernon-Smith, I
ghall accede at omee, I shall state

e AR

1 from the recipient of those swipes !

my belief to Dr. Locke that you are
the gulty party, and leave 1t to

Lhim to investigate and judge. You
may take your choice, Vernon-
Smith.”

‘The Bounder did not answer that.
He knew that he was, so to speak,
in a cleft stick. He did not want to
%a before the Head again, after
Jr. Locke’s warning at his last
intervicw.

The Lamb emiled—a grim smile,

“If you desire your headmaster to
be the judge, Vermen-Swmith, I will
take you to him now,” he said.
“(therwise, you will bend over that
desk.” ‘

In savage silence, the Bouuder
bent over that desk.

Six swipes ramg through the Form.
room like six pistol shots, The
Lamb put plenty of beef into it.
The Bounder went back to his place,
choking with rapge.

THE MOUSE AND THE LION!

i LL right in blacker!” said
Horace Coker.
“Eh? aaid Potter.

“What*" asked Greene,

Coker of the Fifth had been think-
ing, This unaccustomed process on
ﬂnifr's part had led ultimately to
the remark that puzzled his study-
mates.

Coker nodded, as if in assent to his
own thoughts, whatever they were.
Tea was over in Coker's study.
Already the February ovening had
set i dim and dark. Black-out
reigned, or blacker, as the Groy-
friara fellows ecalled it. Coker, it
seemed, was plauning some-
thing in blacker.

That, of course, was like
Coker. No fellow was
allowed ont in the black-out
withouf gpecial leave, But
Coker of the Fifth was a
law unto himself,

“I dare say,” went on
Coker, in a sarcastic tonpe,
“that you fellows fancy
that I've forgotten Win-
wate’s cheek.”

“Well, dash it all, you've
oot over that whopping long
ﬂ.%ﬂ!” zaid Potter. " Why,
it's days sinee you were
whopped, old man !”

“I den't cxpect you fo
understand, Georze Potter,"
said Coker. “You're too
dense. A fellow like me
can't be whopped, Wingate
took a rotten mean advan-
tage of being a prefect and
whopped me! What did
zay afterwards?”

“Eh? Did you say Enf-
thing ?” asked Greene. If
scemed that Coker's pals
lad forgotten Coker's subsc-
gquent remarks—which, of
course, was like them !

“1 gaid let him wait!”
sald Coker. *“That’s what
[ said, Billy Greene! Well,
now I've thought of a way.
[ should prefer to walk into
Wingate's study, grab his
azh, and whop him with it !
But what would happen if
I did ?%

“Early train home,” said Potter.
“You can't whop a prefect ™

“Exactly,” =said Coker. *'Win-
rate's got me there! Being a
prefect, and taking » mean advan-
tage of it, he’s got me all along the
line. Well, I don’t want to he
bunked! My Aunt Judy would be
upset, for one thing!
think of the achool, too!”

“Oh ¥ gasped Totter and Greene.

“ Besides  that,”
g::a.%kiy, “ T den'’t want to be buuked.

e P

Potter- and Greene admitted that
they saw,

“All the same, if a fellow whops
me, I whop him!” =said Coker.
“That's a fixed and scttled thing,
like the laws of the Swedes and
MNasturtiums, you know. Tou can
take that as read, Well, how do I
de it? Wingate'a goinp to be

ve got to ©

added Coker ©
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W.l'“l}li"*l- If he kuvows I whopped
him, et bunkcd. What do I do?
I whop him without him knowing it
was me? Sep??

This time Yotter and Grecne did
not ece,

They gazed at Coker in bewilder-
maent.,

" Burprised you?" asked Coker.

“Well, just a few!” purgled
Greene, *“Ave you going to ask
Wingate to open Lis mouth and shut
his ﬁy::ﬂ while you whop him?"

“Ha, ha, ka ! roared Potter.

“Thon’t be an idiob, Qreene! Don't
cackle like a turkey with the croup,
Petter! I'm going to get Wingate
in blacker I

“0Oh, my lat 17

“Will he sce who whopped him in
blacker# demanded Coker.

“You're going to ask him to walk
out of the House in blacker to be
wlhopped #” asked Potter. “Are you
xoing to mention that it's so that he
won't Enow you did it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Greene.

“Don’t be a pair of gurgling

idiots !" said Colter. "It means
strategy, of course. I'm the man
for strategy, I think! Thoe Head's
in his house after tea. He comes

back to hiz study later. But he's
there now, and will be there for some
time—he always 13, or gcncrally.

Sup he wauted to see Wingater”
“1a often does, Wingate l}eing his
head prefect,” said Potter. “ But

what the thump—"

“He ecnds o mesgape,” said Coker.
“When Wingate's told that the
Head wants to speak 4o him, what
docs he do? Naturally, he goes ont
—in blacker—and walks over to the
Head's housc.”

0 said Polier and Greene.

They gazed at their great leader.

Coker had been thinking—to some
Eurp{:ae. A deep and deadly scheme

ad  evolved from the depths of
Coker's solid brainm.

“All that’s necessary,” countinued
Coker, “is for Wingate to get that
TLESST Sce? That’s where you
fellows come "in 1"

o E]i ;'IH

“ W hat "

“Of coursc,"” explained Coker, “I
dare say you can see, dense a3 you
are, that it would be me nse my
riving Wingate that message person-
ally. He might smell a rut. He's
vather a fool; but he might puesa
afterwards who woas laying for him

in blacker if I gave him the
messagal”

“He might!” gazped Potter.

“Oh crikey, yes, he might!”

urgled Grecue.

“That's where my strategy comes
in,” gaid Coker. *“Omne of you fellows
oives him the message.”

“Wha-a-t #"

“T don’t mind which,” saild Coker
liberally. “One of you, You can
settle between yourselves which, I
don’t mind at all!”

Potter and Qreene looked as if
they minded a little, But they did
not speak. They only gazed at the
great Horace.

“I dare say youw've heard the fablé
of the mouse and the licn.” went ol
Tre Maower Lipgary.—No, 1,671
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Coker. “In this case, I'm the lion
and one of you fellows is the mouse,
#ee—the little animal that helps the
monarch of the forest, you know!”

Coker did not heed the expressions
on, the faces of his pals. Had he done
80 he might have discerned a marked
lack of enthusiasm. They did not
look keen at all on lnﬁn% the part
of mouse to Coker's lion. But Coker
never paid much regard to the
thoughts or feclings of lesser
mortals.

“One of you gets this message to
Wingate,” said Coker briskly. “He

out in blacker, and I'm waiting
or him with a cane! I know how
to borrow old Prout’s cane—that'’s
all right! I bag him in the dark
and whop him. There the whole
thing ends !

Coker made a gesture, as if dis-
missing the matter.

“You—you—yon ass!” gasped
Potter. " Don’t I keep on telling you
that you'd be sacked for whopping a
prefect#” >

! Euﬁposc you can't help being a
fool, old chap!" said Coker, “I
mustn’'t expect too much of you. I've
explained that I shan’t be spotted—
leave it at that! If you ean’t under-
stand, never mind! No need for you
to understand—all you've got to do
ie to carry out inatructioms.”

Coker rosge.

“Now it's settled,” he said.

“Settled ! gurgled Greene, *Is it
settled

“Yes—now it's settled, I've got to
pinch old Prout's cane and get out
of the Honse, read{ for Wingate !”
said Coker. “Don’t give him that
message till half an hour from now,
to give me plentj' of time.”

i ut L

“Don't jaw, Potter!” exclaimed
Coker impatiently, “You're like a
sheep's head—all jaw! It's half-past
six. Give Wingate that message at
seven.”

T B“E "

“Not before seven!” enid Coker.
“The darker it iz, the better. It's
rather important for him not to see
me, as I dare say even you fEll{:ﬁ_'ﬂ
can understand. Have you pgot 1t
clear? You're not to give Wingate
that message before seven. Under-
stand that?"

“Yesz: but——"

“That's all, then!" said Coker.
“Settle it between wonrselves which
pives him the message—I don’t mind
which, as T said.”

“But——" shricked Grecne,

It was useless for Greene to shrick!
Coker was tired of uscless jaw, when
he had given his instructions with
perfect clearness, and there was
really nothing more to be said. He
went out of the study and shut the
door. Potter and Greene were left
razing at one another helplessly.

“The ass !” said Potter, at last.

“The idiot!" said Greene.

“The dummy ! said Potter,

“The frahjous chump!” said
Greene.
“Which of us is going to pull

Wingat{a's !eihaml get him out in
blacker, fur that dangerous maniaec
Tue Macxer Lisragy.—No. 1,671,
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lhimself sacked ?” asked Potter.
“ Which ! grinned Greene,

Coker of the Fifth was %gt'bing hold
of Pront’s cane—and get out of
the House in blacker wit reat
caution. Coker, evidently, had no
doubt that the mouse was poing to
lay up, as directed by the lion!
took that for granted. Coker

often took too much for granted.

At seven o'clock, while Coker
lnrked in the black-ont with Prout’s
cane in a deadly grip, Potter and
Greene were in tlge games study,
talking Soccer with other Fifth Form
men. ey did not think of secking
the Greyfriars captain and sending
him forth to his doom with a spoof
message from the Head! They did
not dream of it! If Coker fancied—
as evidently he did—that Potter and
Greene were going to play up in this

to

remarkable scheme. oker  had
another guess coming.
As seven chimed. Potiter and

Greene remembered Coker—and ex-
changed a grin.

They wondered how long he would
linger in the damp and dismnl shades
of the black-out, waiting! Coker
was o sticker—he might wait half an
hour—a whole hour'! Potter and
Greene charitably wished him joy of
it.

SAFE !
¢ CNAFE enough!” said the
Bounder.

“You ntter idiot.!”

Tom Redwing spoke in measured
tones. He could hardly control his
nnﬁr]r impatience.

er Vernon-Smith laughed.
He was standing in the doorway of
Study No. 4 in the Remove, glancing
up and down the passage

At the landing end, the Famous
Five could be seen, in a group. In
the doorway of No. 7 wns the fattest
figure at Greyfriars School. Coming
down the e was the bony figure
of Fisher T. Fish. So the Bounder
waited—he did not want eyes on him
when he made a move,

Redwing, in the study, was
addressing the back of Smithy's head.
Smithy looked round at him, laugh-

ing.

Elhm’t- be an ass!” he gaid. *It'a
safe as houses! Think anybody will
spot a chap in blacker?”

“You dummy!” said Redwing.
“Lamb's watching you like a cat!
What happened the other day about
that booby-trap shows that he wants
to get shut of you—"

“Beeause I've spotted some of his
secreis !” sneered the Bounder.

“All the more reason why you
should be carcful, if you're right in
that! Anyhow, he’s fed up the
back teeth with fyou, and he will get
vou turfed out if he can! Yom know
it.”

“Don’t 17" agreed Smithy.

“And now you're gi\ring him a

chance! Suppose you're spotted out
of the House in the black-ont?
Sup you're missed—"

fe enongh till prep. And I'm
not going far—ounly as far as the old
spinney, to speak a word to a man.”

Redwing gave a grunt of disgust.

“ Bill gey, 1 suppose—or Joe

Banks !* he ana . “Haven't you

any sense, Smithy? If g:u can't be
u  might

decent, carefual !
Suppose b comea up to the
etudies—he does at times You've

said yourself that he comes up on the
chance of catching you out.”

“I'm wise to that!™ grinned the
Bounder. “But Lamb won't be
coming up to the studies this time.”

“How do you know?”

“Because he's dhing with the
Head this evening!” answered
Vernon-Smith. “Even Lamb can’t
pop off from the Head’s table to keep
an eye on me."

“Oh ! said Redwing.
sure?"”

“Quite! If you used your eyes,
you'd have noticed that he had his

iled shirt on at roll. Lamb will pe
in the Head’s house—and I shall be
back long before he’s back! What
about that, you old croaker?”

Redwing was silent. Smithy was,
after all, not so reckless as usual; he
had timed this escapade for the
evening when Lamb would be in the
Head’s house, safe off the scene.

It was riaki enough—it was always
risky to break out after lock-up; but
Lamb, at all events, had not to be

reckoned with,
go, Bmithy !" said

“You're a fool to

Tom, at last. “It's never safe—and
it's a rotten game, as you know with-
out my telling you. I can't under-
stand a fellow risking getting booted
out of his school for the sake of
dabbling in putrid blackguardism
like backing horses 5

“Man must have a spot of excite-
ment !” yawned the Bounder. “I'm
on to a g:ud thing, too! Lucky Lucy
is sure win on Saturday—weathe:
permitting.”

“0Oh, chuck it!” exclaimed Red-
wing, in di t. “Youn ought to be
jolly well ashamed of yourself !

“Taken as read!™ grinned the
Bounder, and he step out of the
study.

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone
downstairs—Billy Bunter had rolled
after them—Fisher T. Fish had dis-
appeared; and the passage was, for

¢ moment, vacant.

Smithy cut along to the bex-room
atair. Plenty of fellows in the
Remove knew all about the manners
and customs of the scapegrace of
Greyfriars; but it was safer, all the
same, to have no eyves on him, when
he went. He disappeared up the box-
robm stair.

Tom Redwing left the study, with a
frowning brow., He was an with
his chum—but anxions for him, too.

Mr. Lamb's bleat came to his ears
as he came down.

He glanced over the banisters, and
aaw the art master talking to
Mr. Prout.

Lamb, as the Bounder had de-
scribed it, had his boiled shirt on:
he was in evening clothes, and the
spotless shirt gleamed out from under
his overcoat, which he ‘'waz buttoning
as he tolked to Promt.

“Did you say ten minutes past,
Mr. Prout?” he bleated. * Dear me,
then I must be moving—the Head

*“Are you




dines at half-past, I thiuk, Yes, I
am sure it is half-past—is it not "

Prout smiled indulgently. In u
patronising way, Prout was kind to
that little ass, Lamb. It was like
that artistic little man, with his
mind deep in “arty” matters, to
forget the time the great man dined!

“Yes, that is right, Mr. Lamb!”
gaid Prout. *Half-past seven! Youm
have ample time—it is little more
than ten minutes s

Mr. Lamb nodded.

“I must not ba late,” he bleated.
“1 am sometimes late, Mr. Frout—I
am, I fear, a little absent-minded at
times—just a little absent-minded.
But I must not be late on such an
occasion as this—I really must not!
The Head would be displeased, I am
sure! No, no, I must not be late.”

Redwing ed the two masters
unheeded. It was difficult, listening
to that fussy little man, to believe
that he was not gennine—that he was,
under that outward manner, hard and
cold and relentless, as the Bounder
believed. Yet towards the Bounder,
at least, he was relentless—Redwing
knew that.

Tom went into the Bag. He was

lad that Lamb was now gommg—

ernon-Smith had already been

ten minutes or more, and if it hod
goeenrred to Lamb to eu t him, and
look for him, he would have heen
found missing from the House. How-
aver, that was not likely, as Lamb
was now due to start for the Head’s
house.

““Hallo, halla, halle!” called out
Bob Gheng,-, as Tom came into the
Rag. “Where's Smithy? We want
Smithy to make up four.”

Boxing-gloves were piled on the
table in the Rag. There wae going
to be a four-handed mill, and the
Famous Five, Squiff, and Tom Brown
were ready.

Redwing coloured. Smithy was not
available: but he did not feel disposed
to explain where Smithy was—on his
way to the old spinney in Friardale
Lane to mect a sporting friend about
a horse !

“Jen't Smithy coming down?”
asked Harry Wharton.

“No; I'll take his place if you like,"
said Tom.

- Lght.-lm! Shove on the mittens,
then.

There was rather a noise in the
Rag, with four pairs of boxers going
strong. But that did not prevent the
juniors from hearing a sudden sound
that came from outside.

It wae a loud, startled yell.

“I say, you fellows, what's that?"

squeaked Billy Bunter.
‘;:What the thump—" exclaimed
Bob,

The boxing stapped at once. Yell
on yell came from the quad. There
was a rush to the window,

“Remember black-out!” called ont
Harry Wharton. .

And the light was shut off before
the juniors dragged the blinds aside
and opencd the window, to stare out
into the dim, dusky quad, wondering
what on earth was happening there.
Something evidently was, for wild
yell on vell enme from the darkness.
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0.K. !

ORACE COEER grinned.
It was o vengeful grin,
His grip closed harder on
Prout's cane! Coker of the Fifth
was ready—ready and watching, wait-

ing for his man. And now lns man
was coming ! _
Coker was some etrategist!

Strategy, Coker thought, was his
long euit! Wingate had whopped
him, and Wingate had to have that
whopping back—that, as Coker had
said, was as fixed and immutable as
the laws of the Medes and Persians.
Coker sim lwuld not rest till he
had hand k that whu&:lgm%;c
Now he was going to hand it back.
It was dark ! Coker had chosen the
darkest spot. Wingate, when he got
that spoof meesage from the Head,
wonld walk across to the head-
master’s house. There was nothing
unusual in that—no reason why Win-
gate should amell a rat; no reasom
why he shouldn't come, if Potfer or
Greene had faithfully delivered that
spoof message as directed by their
great chief.
He would cnter the Head’s garden
ate, and walk up to the Head's
ouse, That garden gate was deeply
chadowed by trees—leafless, but very
shadowy on a dim February might.
In that darkest spot lurked Coker.

Wingate was not likely to carry a
light. He knew the well-trodden way
aa well as he knew the back of his
hand; moreover, A.R.P. rules were
strictly enforced at Greyfriars. Win-
gate would come in the dark.

How was he going to know thatb it
was Coker who collared him all of a
jnqﬂd;n, up-ended him, and whopped
11m

He couldn’t know !

Coker, as ho had said, would have
preferred to do this deed in the light
of day! Greatly would he have pre-
fi to etalk into Wingate's study
and whop him there with his own agh,
But that meant the snck—and Coker
did not want to be sacked. The deed
had to be done in darkmess, if dome
at all—and it had to be dome—that
was fixed like the laws of the ancient

ple to whom Coker referred as the
S?edfs and Nasturtinms,

And here he came!

Coker, of course, could not see him.
Coker was no cat, to see in the dazk.
But he beard him!

From the direction of the School
House came footsteps, heading for
that gate! “Whose footsteps but
Wingate's—dispatched by that spoof
megeage that the Head wanted to see
him in hiz house?

Coker, never doubting for a moment
that the mouse had played up to the
lion, as directed, never doubted that
it was Wingate coming ! Coker knew
nothing of the art master’s appoint-
ment to dine with the Head that
evening. Coker hardly noticed the
existence of the art master at Grey-
friars at all, and certainly knew
nothing of hiz engagements or move-
ments.

All, a0 far as Coker knew, was
going according to plan. It did not
even oceur to him that neither
Potter nor Greene had delivered that

i5
spoof message to Wingate. Had he
n]?}‘;ﬂdireﬁteﬁgi';hem 80 tﬂgt?ui’

So Coker grinned—a vengeful grin,
and gri;ped Prout'a cane. He peered
in the dark. Something like a black
shadow loomed up in the darkness.

That was enough for Coker.

He rashed.

A sinewy, muscular arm was
thrawn round a coat-collar, and the
dim figure was instantly up-ended. It
was tipped over om its face. Bo
sudden, so0 mnuex ,» was that
attack in the dark, that the wariest
fellow could not have been on his

uard, and could not have failed to

taken utterly by surprise.

Crker's vietim certainiy was! He
guve a startled gasp as he went down.
Then he was prone on the earth: and
Coker was pgetting in some quick,
solid work with Prout’s cane.

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

A frantic yell pealed from 1le
recipient of those sawipea. They
lauded on the tail of an overcoat, but
they landed hard. landcd fear-
fully hard, Horace Coker had plenty
of beef, and he put it all into thoese
terrific swipes.

Swipe, ewipe, swipe !

Yell on yell roared out in the dark,

Coker darted away.

He had handed out six—a rapid six
~—the same that Wingate had handed
out to him, Coker was satisfied.

Prompt retreat was indicated as the
next move. Those fearful, frantic

ella must have been heard in the

use! 'The sooner Coker was off the
scene, the less likely Coker was to
catch an early train in the morning !
ker flew.

Flying, in the black-out, was an
uncomfortable businc¢ss, Coker
oraghed into o tree, then o fence, then
into a wall, then stumbled over a
buttress, and rolled. But he rallied
every time and rushed on.

In the distance a door had opened,
A flash-light %Iﬂameﬂ into the dark-
ness. Those wild yells, evidently, had
been heard.

Coker cut round the buildings. He
stumbled, bumped, and banged—but
he kept om, regardless. He recached
the back window that he had left
open for his return, He tumbled in
Leadlong.

He closed that window, and strolled
away—he could stroll now.

Very likely they womld hunt for
any fellow who was ont of the House
in blacker. 'Thera might be a roll-
call, to ascertain if any fellow was
out! Coker's promptness had made
him gafe! He was not out—he was
in! Hc was, in fact, going to be very
much in evidence, in readiness for in-
guniry !

“ Anything up, you kids?” asked
Coker, as he came on several startled
juniors coming down the astaircase.

“Didn't you hear?* asked Temple
of the Fourth. “Something’s hap-

ening out in the guad—an accident
in blacker, I think!”

Coker nodded, and went on up the
gtaircase! He pgrinned as he went.
He found the deor of the Fifth Form

ames study open, and some of the

Blundell called out to him.
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“Hallo, Coker ! Enow what's up?”

“A fag's just told me something’s
hap to somebody out 1o
blacker,” answered Coker carelessly.

Potter and (Greene looked at him.
They looked at him in silent, horri-
fied, dismayed inguiry.

Coker gave them a wink.

“You fellows coming to the study ?”
he asked,

They came !

Inside the study, Coker closed the
door, and smiled at the chums,

“(Q.K |" he said.

“You — you — youn—"Potter
babbled. *“ Have you—— Oh crikey'!
For the love of Mike, Coker, what
have yon done?”

“Worked like 8 charm!” said
Coker. “I dida’t have to wait very
long. What are yon fellows blinking
at? You knew what I was gg:si:% to
do! Didn't I make it clear in-
gate's had it!”

“He—he—he's had it!” gabbled
Greene.

“Yes; your message sent him alon
all right, and I was ready for him!
He's bad six on the bags—with
Prout’s cane! Easy as falling off a
form! I faney I c.ugegut up a little
strategy when required I eaid Coker
complacently. ‘"He's had it—same
as he gave me—a spot barder, per-
hﬂ IJI

‘I’}Ffuu — Tou — you've
w'lmp{wd ingate, the captain of the
school I eaid Potter faintly.

“Didn’t I say I wonld? Wharrer
you mean? You knew what he was
going to get when you gave him the
messa i

“You born idiot, we mnever pgave
him the message ! hissed Greene. “ I
you had the sense of 3 bunny rabbit

ou'd know we wonldn't.”

Coker started.

“You didn’t!” ke ejaculated.

“No, yon and No, you fathead!
Ko, 3{01: chump! No, you blithering
burbler !

“Well, that’s pretty thick,” said
Coker. ‘“Letting 8 man down! Not
that it matters, as it's torned ont—
he came all the same. The Head
mnst have sent for him if you never
gave him the message—he came all

actually

right, and I got him."”

“You got Wingate?”

“Yes. Tipped him over, gave him
gix of the very best, and left him
yelling I

“Oh erumbs I

“Oh crikey !”

“Keep it dark!” said Coker. “I’d

rather Wingate knew, really; but,
as I've said, it wouldn't do! Owing
to the swab being a prefect, I can't
let this become known, You've let me
down, not giving him that messape,
but as it’s turned out all right, I'l]
overlook that! T got him—0.KI*

Potter aud Greene just gazed at
him; they could not speak. ker
seemed to have dumbfounded them.

Coker smiled at them cheerily.
They had let him down—failing to
lay mouse to his lion But, as it
iad turned out all richt, Coker could
afford to overlook that. Coker had
no doubt that it had turned out all
rizht.

otter and Greene,

ndging by
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their looks, seemed to doubt it—but
from Horace Coker's point of view,
at least, it was O.K.

ONE MAN MISSING !

1] SAY, vou fellows! It's Lamb!"

I “0Oh, my hat!”

“What the thump—"

The juniors, crowded at the window
of the Rag, glim a figure that
loomed up 1n the dusky quaﬁ, coming
towards the House. A hihl‘;lgleameﬂ
Eﬂ it—a flashlamp in the of Mr.

apper.

at gleam revealed the Lamb's

face, red with ra It revealed his
clothes, smothered with mud.

Something, it was clear, had hap-

pened to the Lamb.
“YWhat on éarth-——" breathed Bob
Cherry. :
“Taken a tumble in blacker,” eaid
Skinner. “Must be an ass! {._‘—uﬂpur
oughtn’t to be showing that light—

and him a jolly old Air Warden, too !~

He r.'mght to run himself in for that
light !"

r. Prout loomed up, and the
startled jumiors heard him boom.

“My dear Lamb! What has hap-

c:ljr—what—-"

“I have been attacked!” 'The
Lamb’s voice came hoarse with fury,
very unlike its usual bleat, “J have
been attacked——"

“What ?” Prout.

“My dear fellow——" ejaculated
Capper.

“] was suddenly seized, over-
thrown—struck ™ The Lamb fairly
stuttéred. “Some boy—I think I can
ho—was lying in wait for
m‘E'—'—'”

“Good $rm:imm!” exclaimed Mr.
Capper. “Take my arm, my dear
fellow—let me nssis n—"

He shut off the light.

The three masters progressed
towards the door of the Honse, Lamb

luttering between Prout and

apper.
arry Wharton shut the window
of the Rag. Nugent switched on the
light again, e juniors gazed at
one another.

“Here's a go!” murmured Bob.

“I esay, you fellows,” squenked
Billy Bunter, in great excitemont,
“that ass Smithy—"

“8hut up, you fat chump!” said
Harry Wharton hastily.

The same thought was in his own
mind—and in a good many others.
If anything had happened to Lamb,
it was natural for the fellows to think
of Smithy at once.

“The mad ass!” breathed Nupgent.

“For oodness’ sake, mnot =a
word |” exclaimed Harry. “If that
fathead has made a fool of himself,
the less said the better.”

Redwing’s face was pale and
startled
“It wasn't Smithy,” he eaid.

% Smithy has nothing to do with it.”

“Where is he ?" asked Johnny Bull.
“If he’s in the House, the sooner he
shows up the better. You heard what
Lamb said—he was bound to think
of S8mithy first shot. Somebody got
him in the dark——"

“Call him at once, Reddy!” said
Lord Mauleverer. “The more wit-

nesses he has that he was in the
Houge, the better.”

Bedwing did not answer that. He
could not call Emithy—BSmithy wasa
out n; ]1;]1?1 “Euuae—un:h of *]t'lam achool,
too, if he gone to the old spinney.
But a doubt was creeping into Ra-
wing's mind. Had Smithy come on
Lamb in the black-out, and had this
followed ¢

All eyes turned on Redwing's
tronbled face.

“Ien't Bmithy in the House,
Reddy ?” asked the captain of the
Bemove quietly., “IF he isn't——"

“Least said, soonest mended,” said
Bob Cherry, as Redwing did not
answer. “If it was that mad fathead,
ke&& it dark if we can!™

e clang of a bell interrupted the
excited discussion in the Rag. The
door was thrown open, and Loder of
the Sixth looked in,

“Hall, at once!” he called out.

The bell was ringing for an extra
roll eall. All the juniors knew what
that meant, Names were to be called
to ascertain whether any fellow was
out of the House in the black-out. If
any fellow was, it wounld not be
necessary “to look further for Lamb’s
assailant.

“That tears it!” murmured Boh.

“Unless Smithy's got back!” mut-
tered Harry.

“Well, lge’a had time—it's five
minutes since Lamb started to yell.
Smithy wonldn’t let the grass grow
under his feet!”

“Bet you he's back, and ready to
make out that he's never been out,”
grunted Johnny Bull

The Removites joined the rest of
the school, assembling in Hall for
calling-over. Redwing’s heart was
like lead as he went—Vernon-Smith
was not to be seen in the crowd.

Surcly, if he had done this mad
thing, iﬂ would have givem up his
intended excursion and cut back at
once But he was not present.

“Not here,” whispered Skinner,
when the Remove were in Hall.
“Man missing, my beloved ‘earers!”

“I say, you fellows, Smithy ain’t
here !

“Qh, the fool!” muttered Bob.
“The silly chump !” :

There was a buzz of excitement in
Hall as the Formg goathered in their
placea. News was spreading of the
gtartling happenin 11 Greyfriara
knew that a master had been waylaid
in the black-ont. The whole selhool
thrilled with excitement, wondering
who was going to be bunked for
it. Somecbody, it was certain, was!

If the RBemove fellows had had any
doubt, it wounld have wanished when
Yernon-Smith failed to appear in his
lace. Only one member of the
Remove was missing, and that was
Herbert Vernon-Smith.

“Here's the Head,” whispered Bob.

There was a hush as Dr. Locke
entered by the upper door. His face
was very stern. r. Lamb did not
appear. But evidently the matter
had been reported to the headmaster,
and Dr. Locke had come in person to
call the roll. The prim frown om
his face boded no good to the offender
when discovered.

Most faces were excited. In the
Fifth two were ns dismayed as



excited. This news came like a
thunderclap to Potter and Greene of
the Fifth.
looked at Wingate, stand-

ing with the prefects, and certainly
not looking as if he had lately been
whopped in the dark guad.

But somebody had been whopped.

That idiot Coker had got the wrong
man in the black-out! It seemed
certain to Potter and Greene.

They looked at one another in a
hﬂ&tg port of way, and looked at
Eoker.

Coker seemed quite cheery and
self satisfied,

The awiul suspicion that had

occurred to his chumsa had evidently
not occurred to Horacoe Coker.

Potter breathed a whisper into
Horace’s large ear.

“Are you sure it was Wingate you
got?”

Coker stared at him.

“Don’t jaw about it here, you
ass!"” he answered. “Do you want
all the school to hear?”

“Arc you sure?” hissed Potter.

“Eh, of course.”

“He doesn’t look like it! Took
at him!”

Coker amiled serenely.

“I dare say he won’t mention it,”
he said. “Prefecta’ ewank, you know.
I dare say he won't shout ont all over
the school that he’s had six on the
hags o

You eilly owl, he would raise
Cain—any man would !*

“That's rot! You can see he
hasn’t! Looks to me as if he's %oing
to say nothing about it! Not that
care, if he does.”

“Did you get Lamb in the dark?#”
breathed Potter.

“Don’'t be an asa !”

“Did you?” hissed Greene,

“Don’t be a fool I

“But——"

“Bilence ! called out Wingate of

the Sizxth The Head was about to
call the rall.

“Silence ' echoed the other
prefects.

Potter and Greene were silent.

Ehn 1;I:u-'.uil a doubt—an awful, horrid
oubt.
Coker hadn't! Coker was quite

gure that he had pot his man! as
Coker tho fellow to make potty mis-
takes? Obviously not! If anything
had happened to Lamb, as well as
Wingate, it was morely a co-
incidence with which Coker had no
concern.

The Head’s deep voice called name
after name.

“Adsum ! came promptly to every
name—with one exception. Vernon-
Smith failed to answer when his name

was called
Dr. Locke paused, glanced over the
that name very

Remove, and re
distinetly. Still there was no answer.
With compressed lips, the head-
master woent on with the roll., Ii
finished—no other man was missing !
Then the school was dismissed.
Coker of the Fifth gave his pals
a sarcastic semile as they went out,
“Young Vernon-Smith!” he said.
“He's the man they want! Cheeky
little rotter! Fau:‘i pitching into
hiz beak in the black-out!”
Potter and Greenc did not answer
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that. Really, they did not know what
to think

If Wingate had had that whopping,
as Coker firmly believed, he showed
no gigns of it, and was evidently not
going to do a song and dance about
it—which was amazing. On the other
hand, a member of Lamb's Form was
missing—and must have been out of
the honse when Lamb was assailed in
the dark.

Whether Coker had mode an idiotic
mistake, or whether young Vernon-
Smith had been larking with his
beak, Potter and Greene really counld
not tell. They could only hope that
Coker was right !

SMITHY IS FOR IT ]

¢ Y 5 that you, Vernon-Smith #*
The Bounder's heart leaped
almost into his mouth.

He bad returned—utterly unaware
of what had been going om at the
school during his absence. Quietly,
he clambered in at the bhox-room
window and shut the window after
him. Then from the darkness came
that startling voice—the woice of
Wingate of the Sixth.

The Bounder atood quite still, peer-

ing in the gloom, his heart thumping.
& was caught !

Somehow he had been missed from
the Honse a search had followed,
and the wunfastened window dis-
covered. He understood that at once.
The head prefect had waited at that
window for hizs returnm. He was
caught as he came in—mnot that that
mattered, as it was cvidently known
that he was out.

Caught !

For a long moment the Bounder
stood ns if stunned—overwhelmed by
the outcome of his reckless folly.
But he pulled himself together. He
needed all hia cooluness mow,

“Is that youn, Wingate?” His voice
wae cool, though his heart was

*Yes—come !”

Wingate left the box-room, and
Vernon-Smith followed him down the
stair into the Hemove passage.

That ¥assnge was crowded with
Remove fellows, All eyes turned on
Vernon-Smith as he appcared at
Wingate's heels.

The Bounder planced at them.
They had known that Wingate was
waiting for him, having discovered
the unfastened window. They could
not have warned Smithy—not that it
:‘:t'iliﬂ have been of any use if they

“Follow me, Vernon-Smith !™ said
Wingate quietly,

“Hold on & minute, Wingate!”
The Bounder breathed hard. “I've
been out in blacker—you kmow that!
I know it's against the rules—but
it's not exactly a crime! Can't you
handle it?"

Wingate locked at him.

“I mean there’s no need to march
me to Lambl!" said the Bounder.
“Fellows have gone out in blacker
before and had six from a prefect!
I shan’t raise the roof if you give
me gix! I don’t see that yom need
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drnﬁ Lamb into it. Besides, as he's
d.i.l& 1I';‘lia'l:-ll‘_l the Head—"
“Perhaps vou haven't heard of the
51;&& distinetion for our beak,” said
a

under. He was quite cool now.
“X happen to know that he's dining
with the Head. Don't keep a report

in cold stor till he comes bhack!
Give me gix and have done with it !"

“Then you knew that Mr. Lamb
was ﬂmi::F with the Head this even-
ing 1" said Wingate slowly, “That’s
how g'uu knew where to wait for him,
i3 it?"

The Bounder stared.

“I knew—a dozen fellows knew,”
¥+ apmswercd. “It's no secret when
a8 beak dines with the Head, that I
know of. I don’t know what you
mean about waiting for him. Catch
me waiting for him.”

“You needn’t say any more! Youw'd
better keep it till you ece the Head,”
aui% the Greyfriars captain. " Come
Wl

“You're not taking me to the Head,
Wingate P

“Yes.”
The Bounder's eyes blaged.
“And why?” he demanded.

“Haven't fellows cut out in blacker
before? Is it the first time it's hap-
pened? What are yom making a
special mark of me forf”

“It'a the firat time that a young
rascal has laid for his beak in the
dark and knocked him over, I think,”
said Wingate dryly. “Follow me!”

“Enocked him over! Gone mad?”
asked Vernon-Smith in sheer wonder,
*Who's laid for a beak and knocked
him oveu ?*

Wingate did not trouble to answer.
He signed to Vernon-Smith to follow
him, and moved down the passage.

Vernon-Smith cast a startled look
round st staring faces. For the first
time he wunderstood that something
must have happened in his absence of

which he knew nuthing.
“Reddy! Has anything happened
while I've been ount?” he asked

Ehmg)ly.
“Oi  crikey!” ejaculated Bill
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, har
at him! He doesn’t know what's
ha!.\f-eneﬂ! He, he, he!”

“Innocent as a jolly old dovel?
murmured Skinner.

“Shut up!” muttered Bob Cherry.

“Yes, Swmithy!” Tom Redwing
apswered his chum.  “ Somebody
knocked Mr. Lomb over in the black-
ou 1am.l he came in smothered with

mud !

“Oh!” gasped the Bounder.

“Didn't you, Bmithy?”
Hazeldene,

\;ernun-hith gave Hazel a fierce
loox.

“No, I didn’t! I never saw any-
thing of Lamb! I never knew any-
thing had hi&}_}g&ﬁﬂd! Does the cur
make out I did it?”

“You were missed at call-over—
they had a special roll after it hap-
peued,” said Harry Wharton. " That
puts it on you, Smithy.”

“Qhi”¥ The Bounder caught his
breath. “Lamb wouldn’t lose a
chanee like this. 'What fool can have
pitched into him in the dark? Does

Tre Macser Lrary.—No. 1,671,
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he say he paw me?

does !

“That will dp, Vernon-Smith!"
interrupted Wingate. “Are you
coming, or do you want me to take
you by the collar?”

The Bounder's eves flashed at him.

It's a lie if he

“Answer me this!™ he slionted
savagely. “I tell you I never saw
Lamb—never went near him! T've

been ont in blacker, that's all—it had
nothing to de with Lamb! I thought
he was at tiffin with the Head. I
shouldn’t have gone out at all, but
for that. Does Lamb say he saw
me ?*

Wingate gave him a very eurious
look.

“Mr. Lamb has said nothing,
except that he was knocked over and
struck in the dark,” he answered.
“You're to go to the Head because
vou were out of the House at the
time, That's all; now come.”

* It wnsi't you, Smithy ¥ exclaimed
Ledwing.

“Of course it wasn't! Think I'd
rive the man such a chance at me,
when he's pining to see me sacked ?"
exclaimed the Bounder bitterly, “Did
it really happen, or is he telling
lics ?¥

“PDraw it mild, old man ! muattered
Bob Cherry. “He came in raging,
smothered with mud—we all heard
Irim yelling when he went down,”

“I never did it! I—

Wingate’s hand dreopped on the
Bounder’s shoulder.

“Come ! he said.

And Herbert Vernon-Smith was led
down the passage, and went down-
stairs with the Greyfriars captain,

The Hemove passare was left in a
buzz of excitement,

“This is the finish for Bmithy!”
muttered Bob E]mr:'iy {]ismall‘?n “He
must have been mad to do it!”

“He says he did nmot!” snapped
tedwing.

“What's the pood of talking rot?"
said Bolsover major. “You know
Bmithy did it, same as we all do!
He's been on Lamb’s track all the
term. Now he's gone a bit over the
odds—just like Emithy!”

“Of course he'd sny he dida't!”
chuekled Billy Bunter. “Catch any
fellow saying that he did !

“Not likely!” grinned Skinner.

“I'm afraid it’s pretty elear,
Reddy!” said Harry Wharton.
“Smithy was the only man out of the
House—"

*The man had plenty of time to cut
back! Smithy had plenty of time—if
he had done it! W
out and get s]imtted?

“Um! Yes! But—"

“Well, why was Smithy out if he
wasit’t laying for Lomb?" asked
Johnny Bull. “He knew where to lay
for him—he's let that out to Win-
eate. Why else was he out of the
House at all?”

“Not for that I muttered Redwing.

“Pub-crawling ?"  asked Johnny,
with a snort. “Well, it won't do him
much good to tell the Head that!
He'd bLe sacked as fast for that as
for knocking o beak over.”

“I say, you fellows,
number's up [™
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“The tast, long jump!” sighed
Skinner.

Redwing went into his study and
shut the door. The rest of the
Remove remained in the passage, in
an excited buzz, till prep., But when
they went into the studies to prep,
preparation was rather neglected
most of the Remove. Smithy reign
supreme as & topic—and there was
hardly a fellow in the Form who
doubted that this was his last night
at Greyfriars School.

err— r—

SACKED !

L ERNON-SMITH,
Wingate.
Smithy stepped into the
Head's study.

“Thank you, Wingate!” gaid the
Head.

The Greyiriars captain withdrew,
and closed the door—with rather a
compassionate glance at the junior as
he went. The fellow was a reckless
vonng rascal; but he was up for the
rack.

Mr. Lamb was with the Head. His
eves fixed on Vernon-Smith, with a
look in them like cold steel.

The Bounder faced the headmaster
at his writing-table. He was still cool
—realising only too clearly that he
needed all lis  coolness, all  Tis
presence of mind, now. But his beart
was heavy, Lamb, he knew, would
not spave him. And the Head’s ex-
pression told plainly enough that his
mind was made up. This was the last
time that the scapegrace of Grey-
friare was to appear hefore him.

*1 have but a few words to say to
vou, Yernon-Smith ! said the Head
icily. “The Inst time yom came
before me I gave you a very scrious
warning, which yon have refused to
beed, Now you are before me again—
on the most scrious possible charge—
that of actually attacking your
Form-master! You are expelled,
Vernon-Smith 17

The Bounder panted.

“I—" he began.

“Do not interrupt me ! But for the
lateness of the hour, I should send
you to your home to-night!" eaid the
Head sternly. “That is impossible—
but you will leave by the earliest
available train in the morning. You
will pack your box immediately after
breakfust fo-morrow. That 1z all!
You may now leave my study !”

“Will you let me speak, sir?”
anted Vernon-Bmith.
It is futile for you to speak—there
is no possible or imaginable exense
for wour action! You have given
Mr. Lamb incessant tromble ever
since he was kind enoungh fo take
Mr. Queleh’s Form. Ouly a fow days
ago, you were brought before me—
and I provailed on Mr. Lamb to do
his best to tolerate you in his Form!
I made it perfectly clear to you that
unless you amended your conduet, you
would have to lenve. Now—"

“1 never touched Mr. Lamb in the
black-out, sir.”

The Head gave a little start.

“Bless my soul I he ejaculated.
“INo vou mean that you are venturing

sir ™ said

to deny your own action, Vernom-
Smith ?”

“I never touched him—never knew
anything had happened, till I came
in, and was told!” exclaimed the
Bounder passionately. “Mr. Lamb
cannot say that it was I—he cannof
say that he saw me.”

Lamb peered at him over his
plasses.

“That is certainly correct,” he asaid.
“I saw no one in the darkness. I had
no doubt that it was you, Vernon-
Smith, a3 I do not believe that there
is another boy in this school capable
of such an act, But—"

“The fact that Mr. Lamb did not
Bea 1 is guite immaterial,” said
D ke. “It wes impossible to see
anyone in the black-out, and that
cbviously is the reason why the black-
ot was chosen for the time of the
attack. You need say no more,
Vernon-8mith.”

“1 never touched him, sir!
thought he was dining with
I shouldn’t have gone out in
at all.”

“Certainly, the person whe attacked
me konew that I was going to
Dr. Locke's house,” said Mr. Lamb
dryly, “otherwise, be could not have
waylaid me.”

The Bounder bit his lip. The Lamb
:l?d turned his own words agninst
1im,

Did the man believe that he had
done it?

There was little doubt that he did!
Indeed, the Bounder could hardiy
have expected otherwizse. The black-
out had heen picked for the attack,
g0 that the assailant could csca
unrecognised. Lamb, thevefore, could
not have scen who his assailant was.
It was natural that he should suspect
the member of his Form who I])f:d
carried on a feud against him from
the beginning of the term.

Suspicion, certainly, would not have
been enough in a matter involving the
expulsion of a Greyfrinrs man. But
Smithy had been out of the House at
the time. Hoc had been the only fellow
out—or, at all events, who was known
to have been ount.

Lamb, as a matter of fact, had a
vﬂsiue impression that it was a bigger
and buclier fellow than any in the
Remove who had grasped him in the
dark and pitched him over. But that
impression was vague, and he gave
noe heed to it.

I
on, or
lacker

As the Bounder had
bitterly said, he was not likely to lose
this chance.

- What was the hapless seapegrace to

say?

{Jr. Locke made a gesture to the
door. The matter was decided and
done with; he was waiting for
Vernon-Smith to po.

But the Bounder did not go,

“1 never touched Mr. Lamb, sir!”
he said huskily. “I swear I mever
did! I never knew it had happened,
or—="

“What were you doing out of the
House, Vernon-Smith?" asked Dr.
Locke icily.

The Bounder could not {ell him, If
he told the Head that he had scudded
along to the old spinney to see Bill
Lodgey, and put a quid on Lucky



i

- —

Redwing gave his chum a quick look of inguiry.
muttered Vernon-Smith.

Luey, it certainly would not have
hclped him. What could he say?

“Fellows have cut out in the
blacker hefore, sir!” he faltered.
“I—I know it's acainst the rules,
but some fellows think i1t a lark.”

“Indecd [ said the Head dryly.

The Bounder's heart sank, He
knew that the Head would not
believe that he had cut out in
blacker for a lark—it was the best
he could say, but it waz no use. And
the truth lie dared not tell.

“If that is all you have to say,
YVernon-Smith——

“1 never touched Mr, Lamb, sir!
I never went near him—never even
Enew——"

Dr. T.ocke raised his hand,
“That 15 sufficient, Vernon-Smith !

he said., “Leave my study; and, in
the morning, carry ont the instrue-
tions I have given you.”

“Then I—I—I'm sacked?” stam-
mcred the Bounder.

“You are cxpelled from Grey-
friars! Now go!”

The Bounder gave him a last
look—and went! It was uscless to
linger—useless to repeat, again and
again, that he had not dome what
thic Head had not the slightest donbt
that e had done—what, in fact, he
might have done in a reckless
temper.

He did not look at Lamb—but he
knew that the man smiled as he
went,  The man believed this—but
whether he believed it or not, he
would make the most of it! Thia was
the end of his feud—the Lamb had
got shut of him at last.

Blowly—very slowly—the Bounder
went up to the Remove studies. The
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juniors were at prep by that time;
and he was glad not to see a crowd
awaiting him. He went gquietly into
Study No. 4,

Redwing was sitting at the table.
He gave his chum o quick look of
ingquiry.

The Bounder nodded, and Redwing
eaught hia breath,

“Sacked ?” he almost whispered,

“Yes!”

“Oh! Smithy!”

The Bounder threw himself into a
chair. His face was haggard; his
brow black and bitter,

“He's got by with it at last!” he
said. “The man with sccrets to
keep — he's got by with it at

last! I'm going—in the morning.”
He gave a savage laugh. “1 never
did 1! That makes no difference !”
“If you hadn't been out, Smithy,
and—" faltered Tom.
“If!” jeered Smithy.
ood saying that mow. I'm sacked!
hat rat has done me at last! He’'s
afraid of me—afraid of what I may
find out—and he won't be afrand—
after to-morrow ! He's done me.”
Bedwing sat miserably silent.
Lamb, no doubt, had not lost his
chance. But he could not have taken
a chance if the Bounder had not
iven him one. The Head’s judgment
ollowed, as a matter of course, when
it was known that Vernon-Smith had
been out of House hbounds at the time.
The Bounder could not explain where
he had been—the truth would have
carned him the sack, as surcly as the
supposed attack on the art master.
He could not say why he had got out
in blacker—so what was the Head to
conclude ?

“Fat lot of
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*“ Sacked ? ** he almost whispered.
“I'm going—in the inorning !*
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““ Yes 1"

Neither, as Redwing could see if
the DBounder could not, was the
gentence unjnst. If he had not, in
truth, attacked Lamb, he was sacked
for what he had not done—but he had
done enough ; his sentenee would have
been the same, had the Head known
that he had gone out to meet a racing
marn.

But the knowledge that his chum
had asked for it—that he deserved
it—was no comfort to Tom Redwing.

" Racked ' repeated the Bounder.
“What will my ];at]n:r say 7"

And he sat silent. It was too late
to think of that now: and, now that
it was too late, he was thinking of it.

ALL RIGHT FOR COKER !

i OU voung ass!” said Coker
reprovingly.

Vernon-Smith gave him o
glare. After prep the Remove fellows
were' coming dewn from the studies.

Smithy had done no prep—on his
last night at Greyfriars. All the Re-
move knew now that he was sacked—
it had come, at last. But the
Bounder's manner was ceol, and he
looked his usual self as he came
across the study landing. Many eyes
were upon him, and it was a matter
of pride with the Bounder to keep his
chin up. Whatever his feelings were
like, Smithy was not the man to wear
his heart upon his sleeve.

Coker and Potter and Greene of the
Fifth were on the landing. The two
latter glanced curiously at Vernon
Smith, .

They could not help having a horrid

Tre Magxer Ligrany.—No. 1,671
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doubt in flheir minds. It was such
an extraordinary coincidence for a
Remove man to have pitched into his
beak about the same time that Coker
had lain in wait to pitch into the
captain of the school.

=till, he had been out of the House,
and they had heard that that special
member of the Remove was always in
rows with his beak., He was just the
cheeky kind of young sweep to have
done such a thing. Anyhow, it was
up to the Head to judge; and if the
cung rascal had anything to say for
iimﬂﬁ]f it was certain that he eould
rely on hiz headmaster for justice.
Certainly it looked as if he had gone
out specially in blacker to lay for
Lamb—and End not had the lnck to
aet back before e was missed.

Horace Coker gave the Bounder a
severe look. Coker, as usual, was
tronbled by a constitutional inability
to mind his own business.

This sort of thing, Coker thonght,
was pretty thick—a kid laying for his
beak in hlacker, and }:Lit-:hir:ﬂr into
him, The fact that Coker lu_:ﬁ lain
for n prefect in blacker, with the
same intention, was on & very different
slane. Whatever Coker of the Fifth
%tid was, naturally, right in the eyes
of Horace James Coker! Cheek on
the part of a junior was a very
different matter.

“I suppose you're sacked, young
Vernon-Smith ! said Coker sternly.
“Blessed if I ever heard of such a
thing ! From what I hear, you
knocked wyour Dbeak over—actually
knocked him over. Are you bunked?”

The AUSS

(E AT HIGHCLIFF

by T. C. Bridgdes '
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“Find out, you fool !” was Smithy's
apswer.

Coker frowned.

“No lip!” he said warningly. "If
ow're bunked, I won't whop you—
ut no lip! What did you want to
itch into that tame little rabbit

mb for, you young ruffian? From
what I hear, he lets you kids do
exactly as you like—a bit different
from when Quelch was here.” .

“Qh, shut np !"* snid Vernon-Smith,
“Keep your jaw for the Fifth,
Coker !” )

“Things are coming fo something
in this school I” said Coker, address-
ing Potter and Greeme. “Prefects
faney they can whop Fifth Form men
—and perhaps they’re sorry for it
afterwards, too ! Bemove kids lay for
their beak in the dark and knock him
over! Pretty state of afflairs—this
school is going to pot, if you ask me.”

* It was you who pitched into Lamb,
young ‘un?” asked Potter. A doubt
still fingerr:& in the lack of his mind.

“Did the Head sack yon?" asked
Greene.

Vernon-Smith did not take the
trouble to answer—he walked on to-
wards the staire.

Coker reached fowards  him,
gmhhe& him by the shoulder, and
jerked him back.

“Can’t youm answer, you cheeky
young sweep?” demanded Coker.
“Think you can cheek the Fifth, as
well as knock your beak over? If
you're not sacked, I'll jolly well whop

vou for your cheek! f you are,
I'll— Yarooooop I

i .-#
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Thump !

Smithy, in his present mood, waa
not averse from a row. In fact, a row
came as a relief to his bitter feelings.
Certainly be had no patience to wasta
on the obtuse and obstreperons
Horace.

His fist landed om Coker’s brawny
cheat, taking him by surprise, nnd
Hﬁ‘ﬂdiﬂ% him Btaggering backwards.

“Oh ¥ gasped Coker.

Bump !

Coker sprawled on lis back.

“Have another, you cheeky -fool?”
asked the Bounder, his eyes glittering
at the Bprawlin{f Fifth Form maun.
“You've only got to ask I

"I—=I—I—" Coker s lutiereﬂ,_ as
he serambled up. “I—I—I'll spifli-
cate you! I'li—I'll—"

Coker hurled himself like a ten-ton
Tank at the Bounder. But he did
not reach him. There were a dozen
Remove fellows on the study landing
—and they rnshed to Smithy's rescue
ag Ohg MAN. .

The Famous Five grasped Coker in
a bunch. niff, Peter Todd, Tom
Redwing and Bolsover major had hold
of him the next moment.

Coker bumped on the landing
again, harder than before. He
bum and roared.

ere, stop that, you kids!™ said
Potter.

* Yes—stop it I* said Greene.

But they left it at that. They were
not keen on a shindy with a mob of
faga, if Coker was.

Bump him ! roared Bob Cherry.

“ Bump him terrifically ! exclaimed
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Urrgh—leggo—I'll pulverise the

lot of you! gzo! Potter—QGreenc
—yarooooh I roared Coker,
ump !
“Qh crumbs! Oh erikey! I'l—7
Bump !
“QOooooogh I spluttered Coker,
breathlessly.

r.l'.l'

“Come onh, Smithy, old man!” said
Bob; Cherry; and the Bounder, laugh-
ing, went down the staircase with the
crowd of Removites.

Coker sat mp, In a winded state!
He sat and gurgled till Potter and
Greene kindly gave him a hand up,
and he resumed the perpendicular.

“J—I—T'1l—" spluttered Coker.
“Where's that cheeky young
scoundrel? T'll mop him wp—I'll—
Where is he?” :

“Never mind him ! said Polter

soothingly. “Leave the kid aloue,
Coker—if he's bunked, he's pot
enough "

“Serve him jolly well right if he’s
bunked ! hooted Coker. * Nice efate
of affairs—a fag Eknocking his beak
over in blacker—* :

“Worse than Eknoecking a prefect
over?"” asked Potter sarcastically.

“Don't be a fool, Potter !”

“1 suppose ho did it!" muttered
Gireene ‘l-':'llEﬂEﬂE

“Think thé Head would bunk him
for nothing #” snorted Coker. “Don't
ba a fool, Greeney ! I've a jolly good
mind to go after him and whop him
and the lot of them! And if he isn't
bunked——— Here, vounp Mauleverer,
is that young sweep Vernon-Smith
bunked or not?"”

“Yans,” answered Lord Mauleverer
as he passed.



“Bunked for pitching into his
beak 7" asked Potter.
W Yaa.s."‘

“That settles it, I suppose!” said
Potter, as Maulevercr went down.
“But I couldn’t help thinking—it's a
dashed queer coincidence—the same
time, too, or mearly—it's dashed
queer,”

“The cheeky little rotter!” esaid
Coker. “Might have run into me ount
in blacker—cheeky little beast! I
never kmew any was out of the
House, of course—I might have run
into him. Micht have made it risky
for me!” added Coker indignantly.
“Blessed if I know what Lower boys
are coming to these days. This school
is going to the piddy bow-wows!
Well, the Head was right to sack him
for it—I will say that! I don't
always agree with the Head—but I'm
bound to say that he’s right this
time.”

“Which would buck him no end, if
he knew !” murmured Potter. And
Greene giggled.

“1 dom't sec au;g'l:hing to snigger
at!” said Coker, “Are you coming
down, or are you going to stand about
on this landing for ever?”

They went down. ]

At the foot of the staircase,
Wingate of the Sixth was standing,
talking to Gwynne of that Form.
Both of them had grave faces. They
were, as a matter of fact, discussin
the expulsion of Vernon-Smith—bot
of them feeling sorry for the reckless
young rascal who had come such a
mucker.

Coker winked at Potter and Grecne.
They walked on rather hastily—they
did not want to Enﬁ“ in the nﬂing,
if the prefects were discussing Coker’s
exploit. Potter dragged at Coker's
arm—but he dragged in vain. Coker
detached himself, and lingered as his
friends went on. Coker’s exploit 1n
blacker had to be kept a secret—a
deep, dark, deadly secret. Coker un-
derstood that! But old Horace had
his own way of keeping secrets.

“Feeliu% in the pink, Wingate?”
he asked blandly. _

The Greyiriars captain
round him in surprise,

“Eh? Yes,” he answered.
not "

“Oh, no reason why not!” chuckled
Coker. “No rcason at all! Ha, ha,
ha 1"

And Coker of the Fifth walked on,
chuckling, leaving Wingate and
Gwynne staring after him.

Why Coker had asked that ques-
tion, and why he chuckled, was a
myste to them—certainly they
never dreamed that it was because
Coker fancied that he had whopped
Wingate in blacker! As Wingate
had not been whopped, and had not
the fainteat ideanghat the egregious
Horace had ever planned to whop
bim, naturally he did mnot suspect
that.

“That chap Coker seems a bigger
idiot than ever! asaid Gwynne.
“What the dooce is he sniggering
about ¢"

clanced

“Why

“Ie he can’t help being an
ass ! sald Wingate,
And the two

'E‘reat men forgot

Coker's existence the next moment.

EVERY SATURDAY

Coker, that evening, was in high
feather. He had avenged that whop-
Eingeiu the captain’s a%u&{—ut least,

¢ believed that he had! If Wingate
chose to keep it quiet and mnot let
fellows know that he, George Win-
gate, captain of the school, had been
whopped on the bags, let him ! Coker
did not mind. He had done it, as he
had said that he would—and that was
that! That evening, Coker of the
Fifth was heard to chuckle and
chuekle, over and over again. But
he did not tell fellows why he was
chuckling. His exploit, grat-ifj:ing
a8 it was, had to be kept dark—he di
not want to catch the same train as
that young sweep, Vernon-Smith, in
the morning !

JOHN ROBINSON INTERVENES !

Ll O0OD-MORNING, sir!”
John Robinson touched
his peaked cap respectfully.
There was a faintly curious expres-
gion on the chauffeur's olive face as
he looked at Herbert Vernon-Smith.
The Bounder was tramping in the
quad, his hands driven deep into his
pockets, his brow black and knitted.
A less keen eye than Ferrers Locke's
would have discerned at a glance
that the schoolboy had had a knock—
and @ very hard kmock. Anger and
bitterness were in the Bounder’s face
—but with them was deep trouble.

The bell for first school had gone;
the Greyiriars fellows were in the
Form-rooms. Only the Bounder was
out.  Perhaps John Robinson was
surprised to see a Remove man
tramping in the quad, when all others
were in Form.

The Bounder, with his eyes fixed on
the ground, looked up at the
chauffeur’s voice, and though his face
did not relax, gave him a ned.

He tramped on without speaking,
John Robinson’s cyes following him.
John Robinson was standing near the
gate of the Head's garden—the spot
where the attack on Mr. Lamb had
taken place the previous evening in
the black-out. Some interest in that

t seemed to have drawn John from
the garage.
ile the school was in elass,
doubtless John had expected to have
that spot to himself. The Bounder
came rather unexpectedly into the
picture,

The Baker Street detective stood
looking after Vernon-Smith. He had
seen quite a dgnnd deal of that junior
while he had played the part of the
chauffeur at Qreyfriars. He had
learned some interesting details from
him regarding Mr. Lamb—the
Bounder, of course, being quite un-
aware that he was affording informa-
tion to a detective.

_ Locke’s opinion of that particular
unior was not, perhaps, very high.
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him for his suspicion and dislike of
a man whom tha detective himself
suspected to be the mysterious crook,
Slim Jim.

That grim trouble in the school-
boy's face touched Locke. Likely
enough, the reckless young raseal had
landed himself in bad trouble by his
own fault; at the same time, his look
showed that if he had done wrong, his
punishment was heavy enough.

Locke had been atmi‘ing on the
damp and muddy path by the gate-
way, when Vernon-Smith came along,
and he had straightened np at once.
Smithy had not noticed his occupa-
fion—whatever 1t was. Now the de-
«ective stood looking after the junior
—noting how his head drooped un-

-cnnscinus]{; After a few moments’
thonght, he hurried after Vernon-
Smith.

“Excuse me, sir!” he said, asg he
reached him.

The Bounder looked round.

“What the dooce do you want?” he
asked ungracimml?r.

"Nothing, sir!” answered John
Robinson civilly. “But if you will
excuse me, sir, you look as if some-
thing had happened to you—and you
are out of class! I hope, sir, that it
iz no very serious trouble.”

Vernon-Smith gave a bitter langh.

“QOnly the sack ! he answered.

“8o a8 that, sir?” asked Jolhu

Robinson.

“Yes—just w0 bad as that!"™
enapped the Bounder. “That man—
that cur—that rotter you've heard me
talking about, has got me at last—

ot me for eomething I haven't done!
ow yun know! It's partly your
fault, too,” he added savagely.

“My fault, sir?"” said John Robin-
gon, in surprise.

“Yea, %rlura ¥  snapped Vernon-
Smith. “Dido't I tell you that man
Lamb was a night-prowler, and ask

ou to watch for him at the window
e mused for getting out at night
;;Jenmt!y, a':;ld to 5]:&::3 himﬁu ? ’3
ave H u pretty well it you'
done itl.’jpewg; shounldn’t he be shown
up? If you'd done what I asked, this
wouldn't have happened—the Head
wouldn't have let a man stay here
who was in the habit of sneaking out
of the school at midnight. Think he
would #”

“I really cannot say, sir!”
answered John Robinson, eyeing the
Bounder very curiously. “But jou
said a moment ago, sir, that you were
punished for something you had net
done. If some error has been made,
sir, surely it may be possible to sct it
right?”

“Oh, my game's up here,” said the
Bounder bitterly. “I've asked for it
often enough—now I've got it for
nothing ! dare say it serves me
right!” I don’t blame the Head—he
thinks he's got the right man—I

(Continued on next page.)

ut he knew that,
along with an
arrogant temper
and a spot of
blackguardism,
Herbert Vernon-
Smith had some
good and sterling
qualities—mneither
could he condemn

SN
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don't see how le can think anything
¢clse. Even Lamb thinks so, I believe,
but he'd make the most of it, whether
he did or nat, to get me turfed oub. I
can't imagine, myself, who handled
the brute. I'd be glad to do it my-
self, but I can't think of any other
chap in the whole school who would.”

“*Someone handled Mr. Lamb, sir?”

“Yeos—Lkunocked the cad over, in the
black-out last night, and pitched into
him, from what I hear.”

“But in the black-out, sir, you
wolld be in the House, and surely it
would be easy to prove—"

“Oh, don’t be an ass! Think the
Head's a fool? I was out of the
House ! ﬂuapF&d the Bounder. “I
never konew what had happened till I
oot in. But who's going to believe
that

John Robinson smiled slightly,

“It wonld want some believing, sir,
if you were out in the black-out when
Mr. Lamb was attacked, and your dis-
like of him so very well known,” he
said.

Vernon-Smith gave him a glare,

“Think I'm takiug the trouble to
tell lies to yom, “Rabinson ? le
snarled. "“Think I care a hoot what
you think of me? Go and eat coke!™

He swung angrily away.

But the next moment Johu Robin-
son wias at his elbow aeain. It was

certain  cenough that Vernon-Smith
wonld not take the trouble to tell lics
to Jolm Robinson, chauffeur, from
which Ferrers Locke was able to draw
hiz own conclusions,

“One moment, gir ! said John.
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“0h, leave me alone!”

“Perhaps I may be able to help
vou, sir ! said John respectfully.
E‘The Bounder stopped and stared at

im.

“How the thump could you help?”
he snapped. “Don’t be an ass ™

“1 am only a chauffeur, sir,” gaid
John Robinson, in his respectful way,
“but it is said that two heads are
better than one. I believe what you
ga;re told me, sir, and if I could

E ¥

“You can’t!" grunted the Bounder,
“Unless you were out in the black-out
last night yourself, and ha];f:aued to
be on the spot, and can see like a cat
in the dark!” he added sarcastically.

“I am certainly aware that some-
thing oceurred in the Dblack-out
yesterday, sir!* said John Robinson,
“I heard loud cries from the direction
of the gate of Dr. Locke's garden, and
came out of the garage. But there
was nothing to be seen when I
came—-="

“That was Lamb yelling when the
fellow pot him,” grunted Vernon-
Emith. “He was heard as far off as
the House—a dozen fellows heard
him. DPity you didn't see who it
was,”

“I heard someone running, sir, but
did not sec anyoue. I am not a cat,”
said John RBobinson, with a smile.
“It appears, then, that Mr. Lamb

was attacked by some wunknown
person near the Head's gate.”
“Yes—and I'm fized for itl*

orunted Vernon-Smith., “I'm eatch-
ing the ten train at Courtfield—with
a prefeet in tow! I'm sacked—I
don’t go into Form again !
it was wou heard running was the
man ! odness knows who it was—
I can't even guess.”

“It was not you, sir!”

“1 don't see how wou know it
wasn't " reforted the Bounder. “I
wish the Head knew! How the
thump do you know it was not I, if
you never saw the chap?”

“I have that opinion, at all events,
sir 1" said John Robinson, “It is
very unfortunate that you were out
in the black-out! Perhaps, sir, you
may derive s lesson from this, to
observe the rules of the school more
carefully in the future.

“You checky ass!” said Vernon-
Smith. “Do you think that I want
a sermon from you? And what the
thump are the rules of the school to
me, when I'm going by the ten
train? Mind your own business!”

With that, the Bounder tramped
away, furning his back contemptu-
ously on the chauffeur.

This time, John Bobipson did not
follow him.

He stood for a long minute looking
after the Bounder as he tramped on
aimlessly, savagely, killing the weary
time till he had to go and catch his
train. e turned at last and walked
AWAY.

He walked back fo the gate of the
Head's garden, wunheed and wun-
noticed by Vernon-Smith. At that
spot, Joln Robinson etooped and
scanned the ground—and for ten
minutes or more he remained there,
scanning aud searching. Then, once
more, he straightened up and walked
away to the House.

Whoever

In the BEemove room, the Remove
were in Form with Mr. Lamb—many
of them thinking of the Bounder,
whom they did not expect to see
again, In the deserted quad, Vernon-
Smith i-mm%ed and tramped, wearily
and savagely, anger in his face,
despair in his heart. Not one was

thinking of John Robinson, fhe
Head's chanffeur—little dreaming
how much depended on John

Robinson.

SAVED EY FERRERS LOCKE ]

i Y dear Ferrers!® exclaimed
Dr. Locke.
The chauffeur was stand-
in% in the headmaster's study.

r. Locke, called away from the
Sixth Form rpom, eame in eagerly.
He ehut the door and fixed his eyes
in keen inquiry on the chanffeur.

“News?” he exclaimed. “News of
Mr. Quelch?”

“I am sorry—not yet, sir.”

Dr. Locke's face fell.

“I suppose——" he began., "Is it
some other matter that you have
to speak to me about, Ferrers?

“ Quite another matter, sir—but one
of some importance, or I shonld not
have ventured to interrupt you im
class ! said Ferrers Locke.

“8it down, my dear fellow.”

Dr. Locke sat down, but the
chauffeur remained standing. John
Robinson never forgot for a moment
that he was a chauffeur at Grevyfriars.

“Y am here, sir, a5 a detective, to
frack down Slim Jim, and through
him to discover and release T.
Quelch,” said Ferrers Locke. “I am
not here to intervene in matters con-
nected with the school. Yet, in the
present circumstances, I beg you to
allow me to do ezactly that.”

Dr. Locke locked puzzled.

“I do not quite understand,” he
said. “But pray proceed, my dear
Ferrers”

*1 learn, gir, that a junior here is
under sentence of expulsion for an
attack on hiz Form-master.”

“Yes; Vernon-Smith of tha Re-
move,” sald Dr. Locke. *But I quite
fail to see—"

“T feel sure, sir, that if an uun-
intentional act of injustice has
oecurred, you would be glad to learn
the facts—and forgive me for butting
into a matter which is not really my
conecern.”

“Most certainly,” said the aston-
ished headmaster. "“But you cannot
mean, Ferrers, that you know any-
thing of this matter and that you
have a doubt of Vernon-Smith’s
g‘ull‘ﬁ-P"

“That is my meaning.”

Dr. Locke’s face became very grave.

“1 must hear wyou, of course,” he
said. “But, actually, there iz no
doubt in the matter, Ferrers. Thie
boy Vernon-Smith has had the
aundacity to set himself against Mr.
Lamb in everg possible way. He has
been Tpu.nishe again and again for
it, Now, at lemgth, he haz earried
his rebelliousness to the extent of
actually laying violent hands on a
master.” _

“If he has done that, sir—-"

“He was ont of the House in the



black-out when the incidcut occurred.
He was able to give no explanation
of any kind. The facts are perfectly
clear. Really, my dear Ferrers—"
The Head spoke rather warmly.
“That this boy has foolishly, reck-
legsly, and mutinously placed himself
undd suspicion is clear,” said Ferrers
Yocke. “But it is not the fact that
he was dhe person who attacked Mr,
Lamb at your garden gate, sir.Z

“If this is a matter of vour actnal
knowledge, Ferrers, I must take
notice of it.”

“Let me explain, sir! I did not
know at the time that it was Mr.
Lamb—but I heard the loud cries
when the attack occurred. It is my
business here to take unote of any
unusual occurrence. I came out of
the parage at once.?

*You saw—"

“Nothing, sir! I heard someone
running in the distance for a
moment. A few minutes later all was
quiet, and I rcturned to the garage.”

"-W'E]-I?" .

“This morning, sir, I have looked
further into the matter, with the
assistance of the daylight,” said
Perrers Locke. “It was a puzslin
oceurrence which I intended to eluei-
date. I have done s0.”

“I quite fail to see—"

“Yon are a schoolmaster and I am
a detective,” said Ferrers Locke, with
a smile. “Your natural line of in-
vestigation would be quite diffcrent
from mine. You may have noticed
that these February days are damp,

and——-"

“Eh? Yes! But—"

“And the earth retains very per-
ceptible traces of footprints —
eapecially of heavy ones!” eaid
Ferrers ke. "“The path by your

garden gate, sir, is somewhat muddy
1in this damp weather.”
The Head gazed at him.

“This morning I have reconstructed
exactly what happened last night
by that parden gate,” said Ferrers
Locke. “Some person waited there
for some time—evidently waiting in
cover in the shadow of the trees.
Someone clse came along later and
fell over—or, as I know now, was
knocked over—the spot where he fell
is easy to trace.”

“That iz precisely what occurred,”
said Dr. Locke. “Mr. Lamb was
coming to my House, and Vernon-
Smith was lying in wait for him.”

Locke shook his head.

“1 traced, sir, with great accuracy,
the prints left by the person who
waited,” he said. “ He moved about
from time to time—but most of the
time he waited under a tree, leaning
against the trumk.”

“Unless you are a wagician,
Ferrers, how do you know all this?

“Very easily, sir! At the apot
where EE stood leaning on the tree
the prints of his boots arc perfectly
plain—the heel-marks very deep,
showing that he was leaning back—
and in the bark of the tree are shreds
of some rough material rubbed off
from & thick overcoat.”

“Ohl!” egjaculated the Head,

“I feel sure, sir, that you will not
doubt my capacity in my own line of
business !” said tgc Baker Street de.
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NE of my readers, who signs
himself “Black and White,”
tells me that he wishes to be-

come a Dblack-and-white artist, his
ambition being to draw for the Iress.
I wonld advise you, “Black and
White,” to join a drawing-class—I
have no doubt there is one somewhere
unear you—where the art master will
soon discover your talent, if you have
any, and you will do well follow
his adviee. If the art master de-
cides that you have the makings of a
black-and-white artist, you should
stick to your work, and when you
can begin to think of submitting
apers, you must care-
fully study the market you intend to
appeal to. You can either send
your sketches by post to the Editor
of the paper you think you arve best
suited for, or you might endeavour
to obtain am interview with him.
Most Editors will be plensed to sec
you and inspect your work. The
will probably find little faults with
your sketches, but if you follow out
the instructions they give you, I
have no doubt that you will achieve
success. Go ahead, “Black and
White,” I trust that at some future
date I shall have the pleasure of see-
ing some of your work,
ﬁ"a]king of drawing, reminds me
that I have a pleasant surprise for
ou fellows. In next Saturday’s
AeRET I am publishing a map of
Greyfriars, and the surrounding
district. As thiz map will sati a
much-felt want—hundreds of readers
have asked for it—I should advise
regular readers of the Maexer to
make sure of their copy by placing
an order with their newsagent to-
day. This map will prove of great
use when you are reading future
stories of Greyfriars, and will give
an added interest to the exciting ad-
venturcs of Harry Wharton & Co., _bz
enabling you to follow them up wit

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers, Write to him : Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

E F’:‘I‘I-

geographical accuracy. This map
will be something to keep by you per-
manently, both E:ar use and as an in-
teresting souvenir.

Now for a few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIE3
to readers’ queries :

P. THORP (Leeds)—Bob Cherry
has the biggest feet in the Remove,
and Jimmy Vivian—with the excep-
tion of un Lung, the Chinese
junior—the smallest.

R. DANIELS (Beading).—Billy
Bunter has worn check: trousers and
a bow tie ever gince he has becen at
Greyfriars. Wf?r shouldn't he?

J. HUDSO (Bournemouth).—
Man thanks for gettine uew
readdrs. Harry Wharton & Co. are
truc-to-life characters—created by
Mr. Frank Richards himscli.

Judging by the numbers of letters
I receive cach week, complimenting
me on Frank Richarde® grand storics,
they are getting better aud better.
It takes some doing to keep a
rcader's interest unflagping for so
many years, doesn’t it? Frank
Richards has %ﬂt heaps more treats
for you yet. Take next weck's yarn,
for instance!

“THE ELEVENTH HOUR!”

There are the right amount of
thrills and chuckles in it to suit
everyone's taste. For some weeks
now Mr. Lamb has been trying to get
Vernon-Smith kicked out of Grey-
friare because he knows that the
Bounder has spotted some of his
secrets. Next week, an opportunity
comes the “ Baa-Lamb's " way.
he take advantage of it?  Betyer
life! Look out for an unusual twist
in this latest masterpiece by famous
Frank Richards in next Saturday's
MaexET.

And so, until we meet again,

Chin, chin, chums,

YOUR EDITOR.

tective. * What I have now told you
i8 definitely the fact.”

“I do not doubt it for one moment,
Ferrers! But how does it affect
Vernon-Smith ?” asked the fer;}lexeﬂ
Head., *“It i1s known that he waited
there——"

“I will tell you, sir! The person
who waited left clear tracks, as I
have said—and his tracks were those
of a person whose fect are wi{n nearly
twice the size of Vernon-Smith's!™

“0Oh!” exclaimed the Head again.

“I have scen Vernon-Smith this
morning, sir, He is walking in the
guadrangle, and I had the curiosity
to notc some tracks he left in some
patches of mud. I have searched for

similar tracks near your gate. Not
one is to be found.”

“Oh!” said the Head again.

“There are many footprints, sir—
those of Mr. Lamb and those of the
unknown person who waited for him.
Had Vefnon-Smith been on the spot,
e could not have failed to Ileave
similar traces. He left none! He
was not there, sir!”

There was a long silence in the
headmaster's study.

Ferrers Locke broke it at length.

™1 have little doubt, sir, from what
I lLave obscrved, that I could tracc
the culprit!” he said. “But that is
not my duty here. I will only sny

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—XNo. 1,671
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that it was a wnel Ligrer person
than Vervou-Swmath, Certainly it was
not YVernmon-Smith, and eannot have
Leew. ™

There was apother long silenee.
Thiz tuue 1t was the Head whe bivke
it

“I um bound to accept vour con-
clugion=. Ferrers,” he =uid.  *What
vin bave told me s o epmplete =
prize. I lave not heard from My,
Lamb that any other Loy has such
a molivions antipathiy towards him
—I coiot  imagine who cun have
done  thiz unless 1t was  Vernen-
Emith,”

“1t was not Yernou-Smith, siv.”

“He was absent from the House in
the back-out at the fime,” said Dr.
Locke,  "His own conduet has cou-
demued him. But on your assurance,
Ferrers, I must conclude that Lis
absciee was only & coincidence, [
will 1ot ask vou if you arc surc of
what vou say o

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“1 ltave some little reputation as
a deteetive, siv. T wilt stake 1t on
the acenraey of what I lave told
youl'

“Tlhien I can only thank yon.” saul
I'v. Locke, " Thir boy lronrht his
sentence upan himself by rebellious
and headstrone conduet, and by a
vecklezs  disreoard  of authority.
Nevertheloss, I am glad—niore than
alad, tlatt you lhave told me this in
time--that he is, in this mattor at
least, guiltless, I shall, of ceurse,
yoseind hig sentence. Thank you, my
dear Terrers”

Amd Dy, Locke shook hands with
hig cliauffenr.

A fow minutes later John Robin-
mon, an his way lack to the parame,
paszed Vernon-Emith,  The Bounder
eave him a acowl as he saw Tim.
Jolin Bobinson smiiled as lie went on
to the garage.

» - L] + L3

Hervbert  Vernon-SBmith  wondered
whefher hie was dreaming.

When lie was called into the head-
master’'s atudy, the Bounder sup-
posed that it was to be handed over
ta n prefeck, to be taken to the
station. Instead of which-—r

Y ernon-Smatl ! Certain  facts
have come to my kunowledge which
cxculpate you 1n connection with the
outrage in the black-out last night,”
said D, Locke. “I - lLave explained
thiz tv Mr. Laml. Your sentence is

caneedled, and yon will now go for

vour Fuorm-voom.”
The Bounder Llinked at fhe Head
M sREpLisc, '

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“You bove rwourscif to thauk- fur
YOI very warrow eseape [rom expul-
stoir,”  sald  lhe Head,  “In the
circumstances I shull overlvok vour
reckless cxeapade in goine out in the
Llack-out, awd I have asked Mo

© Lamb to do so. I trust that this max

be o warnming to you! You may pow

.... ‘!:‘J

The Boeunder
i o dreeanmn. _

How the Head Lad discovered  that
he liad not deae it hie conld wot bewin
to guess, . Evidently the Head had,
The sudden change in his prospects
minde him feel almost widde.

But he pulled himself together. A
eprin dawngd on his face nz he made
1z ‘way to the Remove Form-room.

There was a shartled buzz in the
Remove reom as the door opeied, and
Herbert Yernon-Smith came in.

Billy Bunter gave an  excifed
squeak @ :

*1 say, you fellows, here's Smithy !
1 say, ain't yvou sacked, after all,
Smithy 2 _

“Gratters, wald bean!” cexclaimed
Boly Cherery, foreetting that he was
in elogs.

“RBilenee in the elass!™ thundered
Me. Lamab. “Cherrr, toke o hundred
lings ! Bunter take a Tundred Jnes!
Yoernou-8mith, go to vour place this
ivstant

“Yes, air ™ said the Bounder,

He went to his place, smiling.

went—like o fellow

& ] &> - ]

Nobody in the Remove knew how
Smithy Lad pulled throungl. Ilia
luck, which was a proverb in the
Form, sceraed to have hefriended him
again, But everybody wos glad-—
exeept Mr. Lamb.. %

'Eulker of the Fifth, when he heard,
declaved. that it. was rather thick to
let the young swoep stick on after
knocking over Liz beak ip the blacke
out! otter  amd Greene anrmised
that there must, after all, have heen
a Blunder in the davk, and thet Win-
mite hadn't had that whopping, and
that Loml had, aund that the Head
had somechow got wisc to it.  Still,
pothing happened to Coker—and old
Horaee liimself, at all cvents, had no
doubt=. It was vather fortunate for
old Horgee that John Rebinson did
not consider it his duiy to carvy his
investigations o little forther.

THE EXD.

(Neirt week’s yarn of Harry Whar-
fan & o, is Detéer than ever. Nofe
the title: UYTHYE ELEVENTH
HOGUR!. The wixe veader will ovder
his copy fo-duph

“MAGNET” PEN PALS

A free feature which brings together
rewders aff gver the world for the pur-
Foze gf crchanging ticis on muliere of
wndwal fnlerest. If you wish to repiy
fo @ nelice puldisfictd fiere pou mast
rerite to the Pen Pal direet. Notices for
publication shouwtd be accompunicd by
the coupon on this page, and posted To
the Magxer Pen Palr, Fileetwey House,
Farringdon Streel, Loeadun, E.C

Lo In Alexonder, 12h, Millbourne ool
Judith's Vaart,” Jobatoeshurg, Transial,
South Afrlca; 1518 grogtaphy, scmiwe,
athletics, amd misziomsery work; anywherc;
all ‘letbers answered. 2

Miss Mary Cilmore, 40, Thorn Dank,
Bacup, Lanes; 14-17; anywhers, preferably
Heotlamd. ;

J. W, Mansfleld, 6, Lefevre. Terrace.
Lefevie Iload, Ohi- Ford, “Bow, E.3;. girl
corregpondents  preferred; anywhers; all
letters auswered, :

-1, Handley, 33, Bent Sireel, BHrierley
Hill, Stafe; Loy ecorrespoirdents; 14.163
boxing, Tpotball, and other sports; Scotlamd
amd Wales, o
“Miss (3. Owen, 139, Silkstream Road,
Burnt® Oa%, Middlesex; “15.20; - avietion,
reading, -atnd mosic; anywhere. . :

Aliss M. Guord, 116, Cannen  Street,
Shirley, Southampton; 15-28; stamps, pbsl-
cards, phologriaphy, aml reading; abnywWhetc.
"Miss J, Richards, 15, Gold Street, Koatl,
Cardifl, Soulh-Wales; 14-16; sports, pels,
ptid sLamps; anywhere, . ;

Gi. Barpett, 8, Sxiner Road, Stoke New-
ington, London, M,18; 13-18; sports, lilms,
uwd stamps; anywhere except Great Britain.

Mizs J. Uooper, 153, High oad, Epping,
Ewex; boy corrgspoindeils; 13-14; pels,
sports, and fllms; asywlhere,

F. Gigoves, 44, Hamelen Crgicent, Hoarrow
Powl, Paddinglon; 12-15; slainps, aviation,
tilms, aml hooks; Enpgland only.

J.  ('Malley, 1469, Cromwell Streci,
Kechells, Birmingham; girl correspondepls;

15-14; staps, coycling, owd flms; aoy-
where.
“Mizz B, Dridgman, Pavilion Xo. T,

Mezrnskirk Hospital, Newton Mearn: Hen-
frewshirg; 14-16; films. =poris, masic, and
general  tapies;  snywhere;  all Jelters
enswered.

D. E. Astbury, &5, Gate Lane, Dolemere,
Button Coldlleld; Warwickshire; sirl vorre-
spondents; 13-15; games, jars, Tikmis; any-
where; all letbers answerad,
Miss T, Barrou., 10,
Walker CGate, Héweastle-on-Tyne, B3
reading, sports, atamps, ad gem:!rni
anywhore,

F. Weaver, Gladron, Lianwrst Toadd,
Upper Colwyn Day, Wales: 11-15; stamps,
vycling, hoblies, and lilms.

Miss Stewart, 75, Oglander Toad,
Peckham, 5.E. A5 members of hiz Majesty’s
Forces; 19-23.

E. Enizht, &, Tnverncss Looad, Brighton,

Yauxhall  Toad,
13-15;
topiva;

Suszex; 13-15; feolball, sport, fAlms, and
general topics: anywheré, ' i

Mins J, Clark, 41, . 0lvia Drive, Leigh-on-
Sea; 10-13; anywhere except DBritiszh lzalvs.

MAGHET

PENR PALS' COUPON
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