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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Sensational St. Sam's Story, Starring Jack Jelly & Co.
By DICKY NUGENT.

Bright, the chums of the

Fourth Form at 8St. Sawm’s,
stood on an old rustick bridge and
lissened to the mermer of the River
Ripple, as it glissened in the cheory
sunshinge :

“8pring’s om the weigh,
chaps 1* cried Jack Jolly.

"llt's a topping afternoon, auy-
way,” said Frank Fearless. “ Every-
thing seems so peaccful and quict
and—-"

Clatter! Bang! Crash!

“Great pip! t's that?”

The chums gave up thirking about
the passing of winter and zave a
spring in the air instead, It

ed like a larry-load of tim cans
overturping behind them.

Whea they looked round, t SAW
that it was only Dr. Birckemall, the
revered and majestick headwaster of
St. Bam’s, riding up to than on his
gomywhat apcicnt bievycle.

“ What oid irom " mermored
Jeolly, sotio verey.

“What's that yon =y, Jolly?™
snapped the Head, as he dsmounted.

“Ahem ! I was saying you looked
like a mice old lion!” grinmed Jolly.
*1 wan just payiag vou a vondiment,
aiy I*

“Condiment or not, I must konfess
I feel rather like & lion at presént—
and a lion on the warpath, tool”
erowléd Dr. Birchemall. “Has any-
body here seem Barrell ?”

*Yes, rather, sir !”

“0Oh, good! “Where did you sce
Lkim, Fearless?”

“In the Form-reom, this mopning,
rip 1"

Jolly, Merry, and Bright chuckled,
and the Head glared.

“You footlin Tun fathead!
What's the of telling. me that
when I want him now?"

“@Five it up, sir—I'm no good at
conundrums ! lied Fearless, with
a wink at his chums. “What has
Tubby bLeen deing now, sir?”

“Yon may well ask, Fearless!”
suorted the. Head, " The yung raszkal
Lias snaffled over a hundved jam tart
rataon coupons from the cook’s cup-
hoard I

“0Oh croms !¥

“There will be preshus fow cruma
left if Barrell uses those coupons!™
remarked the Head, with grim yew-
mer. " Unforchunitly, he happens to
possess the wherewithal o use them
—having just won the first prize of
omé Po in the Ugliest Face Com-

J'DLLT, Fearless, Merry, and

Tou

petition, at the Mugoleton Picture
I’allis 1"

“It's more than e deserved, sir!”
cried Jolly indignantly. *There are
plenty of people who could have
licked him hollow., Take yourseclf,
sir 1"

“Wha-a-at?”

“Your face wonld take first prize
for ugliness anywhere, sir, and if
Tubby had had to contend with you,
there would have bLeen o  very
different story to——"

“Bilence, %'m: disrespectiul yung
welp P roared Dr. Birchemall, culler-
ing fewriously. “How dare m
sujjest that I have an ugly face w
[I'm as handsome as any film star?
Stick to the subject under diskussion,
which is—"hem ! Blessed if I haven't
forgotten it now !"

““‘Has anybody lere
Barrell 7’ ¥ erinned Fearless.

“Ah, yes! Barrell must be stopped
at all costs from gettimg imto town
with those ration compens. Omce he
finds a shop where theyl fake those
compons, it won't take him long to
sloff the entire school’s jam tart
rations for a week 1™ gaid the Head,
with o skowl. < The problem is to
nab him befere he gets there, 1
have all the toaads covered b
prefects, but Barrell may sn
throngh the woeds, or Teach the town
by some other—— My hat !™

To the i the jumiors,
Dr. Birchemall suddenly flung away
hie jigger, rushed to the side of the
bridge, and looked down at the river.

en Jack Jolly & Co. joined him

they soon saw why he was so egg-
hs

e

BCON

sited. Rowing down the river fowa
the bridge was the very person
was looking for—Tubby Barrell of
the Fourth !

“Got him'” muttered the Head,
with a leer; then he bawled out:
“BARRELL !

The effect of that cry on the fat
Fourth-Fermer was clectrick, Barrell
dropped his oars aund jum[lnxl up ia
the bhoat, rocking it violently.

“Ow! Ye-es, gir !” he gasped, look-
ing up at the Head with an egg-
spression of sheer dismay on his {ace.

“Fet out of that boat at uvmce!™
roared the Head. “You are coming
back to 8t. Sam’s with me to be
birched black-and-blue for the crime
of smafling jam tart coupoms! Do
you hear, Barrell ?”

The next moment, Dr. Birchemall’s
commands changed inio a yell of
alarm as be lost his balance and
started diving bead-first .into the

River Ripple. At the same instant,
to make things worse, Tubby Barrell
made a b at one of his oars, over-
turned the boat in doing so, and fell
into the water with a fearful splash !

As things tuwrned out, the dubble
calamity ended quite forchunitly.
Jack Jolly & Co. managed to klutch
at the Head’s ankles just in time to
stop him finishing his diving act; and
Tubby Barrell, coming to the surfiss
below the bridge, was able to seeze
the Head’s beard and save himself
from drowning !

“All together, you fellows!” cried
Jack Jolly. " Heave!”

The Co. gave a long pull and o
stron ull, and EI.IIIW]{ hauled
Dr. Birchemall back to safety—with
Tubby Barrell following on behind,
clingimg like grim deth to {he Head's
wiskers §

It was by no means a comfortable
jerney for Dr, Birchemall, and he

elled feendishly till Tubby's

ntehes were at last velaxed. After
that, however, the jumiers were plez-
zantly serprized to find that the old
i‘%egﬂ mood was quite a jeenial one,
The reason, they soon learned, was
that e saw in this imsident the
chance of bogsting himeelf as a hero!

“Is the boy quite safe?” he asked

atronisingly, “Good! It’s mice to

ow that suzxess has crowned my
dawntless heroism !

“Qrate pip !

“Many a man would have slunk
away rather than brave the fearsome
dangers I faced!” grinned Dr. Birch-
emall. “Not so me! I think I
deserve a medal for this—and I shall
sce to it that I get one, too !

(1 Yﬁ gﬂdﬁ l?l

“Wow we will take Barrell back to
St. Sam’'s for a change of clobber,”
went on the Head brmiskly, “I will
averlook your crime, Barrell, in view
of what has llapl]iyemﬂ, To-nite, boys,
I shall assembull all Forms and give
g thrilling account of my amazing
act of curridge; amd the whole
schiool shall pive me three rousin
cheers and join in the strains of * See,
tlm! Conkering Hero Comes®! Let's
ﬂ'ﬂ .!I
° The Head then led the way back to
St. Sam's: and the Fourth-Formcrs
followed—stuffing their handkerchiefs
into their mouths to stifle their laxfter
over Dr. Birchemall’s Brave Deed !

Do You “ Tumble ' To This?

“The nightly broneco-riding con-
test at the Courtfield Empire is
tremendounsly popular,” writes Tom
Brown.

And yet we've been told on good
autharity that {he aundicnces are
“fulling off 1"



FUN AND ADVENTURE WITH HARRY WHARTON & CO.! VERNON-SMITH,

THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS, HAS GOT THE BOOT!
THINGS HL_IH BEFORE HE GOES!
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THE REBEL OF THE REMOVE !

ERBELT VERNOX -SMITH
wilked along Masters” I'as-
gage  abt Gureyfriars  School

with his hands in his trouscrs pockets
—whistling.

Smithy's whistle was
musical, but it was loud.

nok  very
It could

Le hearvd at a great distance. It was
audible i every study in  that
passage.

A dozen Ilemove fellows from the
el of the passage watched Smithy
with bated breath.

“Ain't hce a card?”
Boly Cherry.

“Ain't he the
Johnny Bull.

“Smithy’s last kiek!” said Harry

rurmred

limit ¥ grinned

Wharton. “Smithy's going with his
cars up !
Lowd and sharp sounded that

whistle in the sacred precincts of the
masters’ studies.

Probably in all the history of
Greyfriars, no junior had ever been
heard to whistle in that passage
before.

Whistling in any passage was side.
duly punished by six from a prefect’s
ash. But in that particular passagc
it was unheard-of—undreamt-of.

Juniors never came to that passage
at all unless tlmﬁ wore sent for.
When they were, they were cxpectiod
to tread lightly. Any fellow going
to a master's study walked delicately,
like Apag of old.

Smithy, with hizs hands in his

kets, walked with a swagger—and
whistled. The skies might have
been expected to fall when any
Greyfriars junior did that,

Even the Bounder of Grevfriars,
teckless and cheeky as he was, wonld
never have dreamed of such a pro-
ceeding—but for one reason.

Smithy was going that aftcrnoon.
Smithy was sacked. Bmithy had
nothing more to fear from anyhody.
Yo Smithy was letting himself go.

Doors opened in the passape.
Amazed and indignant faces looked

Lamb on the side of the face.
his balance,

Whiz ! Veinon-Smith flunz the school-book and caught Mr.
‘“* He, he, he 1 »* gurgled Bunter,

BUT HE MAKES

The art master tottered and lost
“* Watch him

bump ! **

out. AMr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth, %la!‘ﬂd speechlessly at Smithy.
Prout had retired to lus study after
lunch for his usual forty winks in a
deep armchair by the fire. That
loud shrill whistle outside his stud
roused ont Prout. Like Macbeth, it
murdered slecp.

“Boy!” boomed Prout, as soon as
he found his voice.

Bmithy came to s halt and gave
him a carcless glance,

“Hallo, old bean! What's biting
vou?” he asked.

" Mr. Prout gazed at him.

Prout was g senior master. He

was portly, he was pomponz. His
importance, in his own eyes at least,
was practically wunlimited. And
Smithy addressed him as an old bean,
and asked him what was biting him.

The Fifth Form master doubted his
cars,

Never before had Mr. Prout been
addressed as an old bean. . Never
before had any Greyfriars fellow
ingquired what was biting him.

“What?” gasped Prout. *What?
Do I hear arighte”

There was a chuckle from the cod
of the passage.

Tee Macxer LiBRARR—No. 1,673
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Harry Wharton & Co. and half a
dozen other Remove fellows were
gathered there, looking on. Most of
them were gorry that the chopper had
come down on Emit]g and that he
was going, But the Bounder did not
scem to be in want of sympathy. He
peemed chiefly bent om making a
sensation before he went.

"Qetting deaf, Prout?”’ asked
Smithy.
“ Wha-a-t ¢

"An’;rﬂ::ing biting you, Old Tom-
pous?

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr,
Prout.

Prout may have known that he was
called Old Pompous in the Fiith,
but certainly he had never expected
to be so addressed.

“You — you — you
young rascal ! spluttered Mr. Prout,
“I shall report this to your head-
master. I shall request Dr. Locke
to expel you for this insolence,
Yernon-Smith 1™

“Too lake!” grinned the Bounder.
“I'm sgacked already! Think I
should be talking to you like this if
I wasn’t, you old donkey?"

“ Wha-a-at #

Prout gurgled. He stood in his
study doorway, speechless, gurgling.

Herbert Vernon-Smith walked on
and left him to purgle.

“You impertinent youmg rascal!”
Mr, Hacker, the master of the Shell,
was looking out of his study and he
barked at the Bounder. *Leave this
passage at once, Vernon-Smith!*

“ Forget it, Acid Drop!” answered
Smithy.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the ond

of the passage.

Mr. Hacker's bony face flamed.
He made a cluteh at the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith ﬂﬂdéed that clutch

and walked on—whistling again.

The Acid Drop glared after him

with deep feelings.

From a doorway farther up the
assage, Mr. Lamb was looking out,
s eyes fixed on the Bounder, glint-

ing over his gold-rimmed pglasses.

Smithy, it seemed, was heading

for his study. He came to a stop
outside Mr. Lamb’s door, and gave
t];:l art master of Greyfriars a cool
ot

“How dare you come here, Vernon-

Smith " exclaimed Mr, Lamb.

Lamb, who was called the “Pet
Lamb” in the Remove, generally
spoke in g mild voice, not unlike the
bleating of that animal. Now, how-
ever,-his voice came hard and sharp.

“Why not?" asked the Bounder
coolly. “I'm bunked! Can’t I
speak a word to my Form-master
hefore I go?”

“You have nothing to say to me.”

“Oh, lots!™ answered Vernon-
Smith. *Not that you're my Form-
magter, Quelch is my Form-master,
and you're only a rank outsider who's
butted in where he isn’t wanted !”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

The Bounder's loud voice came the

impertinent

length of the lﬁfaaage, It was in-
tended to be heard by all within
range.
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"Lamb will skin him before he
goes |” murmured Frank Nugent.

“The skinfulness will be terrifie |”
grinned Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 eay, you fellows, the Lamhb looks
shirty, don't he?” chuckled Billy
Bunter.

Mr. Lamb did not look merel
ghirty, His face was red with wm‘tﬁ
and his eyes glittered.

-Vernon-Smith watched him warily.
He was well acquainted with the
savage temper which the art master
generally concealed under a fusav,
amiable manner,

“You've got by with it at last,
Lamb " went on the Bounder coolly.
“You've heen trying to get me
sacked all this term—mow you've
done it! I gave you a chance and
you jumped at it—what?*

Mr. mb Flnnceﬂ back into his
study—probably for a cane.

In an hour's time, Vernon-Smith
was to be taken to the station by a
Sixth Form prefect and put on his
train for home. Mr. Lamb no doubt
considered that a whopping before he
went would de him good. Half a
dozen other masters, ﬁ:mking out of
their study doorways,
agreed with Lamb.

“Nobody to kee}.;u
when I'm e!” continued the
Bounder. " Nobody to spot your
giddy secrets, Lamb! You'll be glad
to see the last of me—what?

Mr. Lamb, with set lips, turned in
his doorway to step to his study
table for a cane.

The Bounder's next action made
the group of juniors at the end of the
passage {:mp. It made the staring
masters bound.

Smithy made a sudden spring and,
ag Lamb turned his back, butted
him suddenly between the shoulders,

The little art master went flying
in at his doorway to sprawl head-
long on his study carpet with a
bum h:ﬂid a yell,

“0h crumbs I

“0Oh scissors!”

H:smithr Iﬂ'

I.]-amh'a j’i‘.‘tll; as 11:.& lanﬂuﬁl Licadlong
on his ca » Tang down the passage.
_ The Borﬁder stg d lar:lrif’tlja in at
the doorway. He grabbed the ke
from the inside of lock, jﬂmmtﬁ{
it in the outside, and slammed the
door. The key turned on the outside
with a swift click.

The next moment it was pulled
out and disappeared into the
Bounder's pocket. A moment more,
and there was a wreuching at the
door-haudle inside.

But Mr. Lamb was too late. He
was locked in his study!

“Open this door, Vernon-Smith !
came an cnraged roar through the

kevhole,
o tho

‘Bow-wow !
Bounder.

He turned and walked down the
passagc,

Half o dozen masters in the door-
wa azed at him as if mesmerised,
Only Mr. Hacker had the presence of
mind to jump out to stop him.

“Give me that key!” snapped the
Acid Drop, g‘raapinF Yernon-Smith
by the shoulder. “Give me— Ok 2

probably

an {'F'E! on you

answered

Quelch had always been.

Mr. Hacker had mnot czpected
Em:thg o return grasp for grasp;
though, rcally, might have

anything of the sea ace
of Greyfriars in g!m present el.::i of
affairs.

Vernon-Smith gripped him, hooked
his leg, and gent the Acid Drop
spmmlﬁ;o

Mr, ker measured his length on
the floor.

Vernon-Smith walked round him,
and walked dowa the passage.

ey

2 1 b o erry.

“Smithy, ygu mg!‘f 'bmathgd

Harry Wgartﬂn.

The Bounder laughed.

“What’s the odds?? hLe drawled.
“They can’t sack me twice over, I
suppose? May as well leave the beaks
somethin’' to remember me by !”

Mr. Hacker staggered to hia feet,

“Stop that boy!” he spluttered,

" Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Hurree
Singh, Bull, Bunter, uleverer—
stop that boy—stop him!” Hacker

came cutting down the passage,
spluttering wrath..

“Cut, Smithy, old man !” murmured
Lord Mauleverer.

Vernon-Smith, grinning, cut away
—nobody stopping him. He had dis-
appems before Hacker, panting,
reached the end of the passage. From
Lamb’s study came a sound of loud
knocking on the inmer side of the
door. m Mr. Prout came a deep
T SS—

mazing ! n ented! TUn-
paralleled Ig’

Prout was right—it was! There
was no doubt that Smithy’s last kick
was givirji the beaks something to
remember him by !

WHERE IS SMITHY ?

“Y SAY, youfellows—Lamb's late ™
chuckled Billy Bunter,
And the TRemove fellows
chuckled, too.

The juniore were gathered at the
door of their Form-room, waiting for
Mr. Lamb to let them in for class.
They had been waiting some minutes,

It was by no means uncommon for
Mr. Lamb to be a litile late. He was
nothing like so0 punctual as Mr.
Seldom, or
never, had Mr. Quelch kept his Form
waiting. Lamb often did.

But on the present occasion, all the
fellows knew why. Mr. Lamb was, or
affected to be, a little absent-minded,
a8 became an art master with an
artistic temperament. But it was not
absent-mindedness this time. Lamb
wasd locked in his study—and the key
of that study was in Herbert Vernon-
Smith's ket. And nobody knew
exactly where Smithy was.

Wingate of the Sixth, the captain
of Greyfriars, was looking for the
Bounder. He was due now to start
for Courtfield to ecatech his train
home. Wingate was hunting him
high and low—and it looked as 1f that
train would be lost. Plainly the rebel
of the Kemove was give all
the trouble he could before he finally
went. .

“Lamb will have to get out of his



study window!” remarked Bob
Cherry. “Or else stick where he is!
Ain't Smithy a card #"

“The cardiulness of the esteemed
Smithy is truly terrific!” chnckled
Hurrec Jamset Bam Singh.

“Where the dickens is he mow?”
asked Harry Wharton.

“Keeping doggo somewhere, to give
Wingate :ﬁnm 1** gaid Frank Nugent.
“Goodness knows where.”

“0 where and O where can he be?”
sang Skinner.

“Poor old BSmithy!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “It’a rough luck on old
Smithy! I wish old Smithy wasn't
Ig.q}in‘..ﬂ'

“Same here ! agreed Johnny Bull.
“But if a fellow ever asked for it,
Smithy did! Sat up and begged for
g 1

“Yans—but—" Mauly .shook hix
hiead. “Smithy's got his ways, but
Iie ain't o bad sort. He owned up like
a little man, when he could have left
it all on me—lots of fellows wonldn't
Lave, I'm afraid.” _

“Smithy's one of the best ™ said
‘Tom Redwing. *It’s a rotten shame
to sack Smithy."”

Nedwing was looking pale and
troubled. He was losing his best
chum, and he seemed to be harvder
hit than Smithy himself.

“Well, T don’'t see what clse the
Head could do, Reddy ! said Ilarry
Wharton. “8mithy’s been jolly near
it a mood many times—now he's gone
over the edge. He owned up to becak-
ing open Lamb’s desk to get at a
letter from a racing man that the
Baa-Lamb had picked up in the quad.
A man couldn’t stay on after that.”

“I know! But—that fool Lamb
fancied Mauleverer had done it—and
“mithy could have held his tongue,
if he'd liked.”

*Yaas, it was frightfully decent of
H“mithy,” said Lord Manleverer. “But
they couldn’t let a man stay after
what he did, all the same.” Manly
shwook his head again. *“They just
couldn’t! But it’s rough on poor old
Smithy '™

“Hallo, Lhallo, halleo! Here comes
Wingate!” exclaimed Bob.

All eyes turned on the Greyiriars
captain as he came striding up the
corridor with a knitted. frowniog
brow. Hunting for the clusive
Bounder did not seem to be improving
George Win%nte’a temper,

He glanced over the crowd of Tie-
wmovites—perhaps expecting to spot
Vernon-8mith among them.

“Not here, Wingate ! grinned Bob,
“Tven old Smithy wounldn't turn up
for class alfter being sacked!”

“Any of you kids know where
Vernon-Smith  is?”  demanded  the
prefect.

“Haven't the foggicst !

Wingate pave a grunt and atalked
away. He left all the Remove grin-
ning—uwith the exeeption of Tom Red-
w“in%, Redwing’s heart was too heavy
for him to derive any entertainment
from the Bounder's last kick.

“Herc comes the giddy Baa-Lamb !
murmured Peter Todd.

Mr. Lamb appeared on the sccne at

last.
Generally, Mr. Lamb locked
amiabl eserving his nickname of

the Pet Lamb in the Bemove. But

EVERY SATURDAY

he did not look amiable now. The
Bounder's latest proceedings wetc
having a I.fuari:11:t'l:||i|.'lg effect on the Pet
Lamb. No master could have liked
having to clamber out of his study
window because a reckless fellow had
locked him in.

His eyes glinted over his glasses at
the waiting juniors—the look in them
warning );iu Remove that it was no
time for merriment.

He P;ammed the key into the lock of
the Form-room door and opened it.

Billy Bunter grinned from one fat
ear to the other ind Mr. Lamb.

“1 say, you fellows, ain't he
ﬂllil“lﬁ ?” whispered the fat Owl of
the Remove.

Mr. Lamb spun round.
“What did you say, Bunter?” he

T :

E?ﬁg' Bunter jumped. Hce had
rather forgotten that the Pet Lamb'a
CATs Were very keen.

“Oh! Nothing, gir!” bhe
“I nover said a word! I—I don't
think Iyl:m look shirty, sir! Not at
all! I—I think Iy«:n.l ook v o00d-
tempered, sir! I—I—yarocoooh I

Smack !

Billy Bunter roared! That sudden
smock on his fat ear made his fat
head ring.

Evidently, Lamb was very shirty.
Some of the juniors gave him pgrim
looks—Lord Mauleverer’s lip curled.
Fellows' heads were not smacked at
Greyfriars—but this was Lamb, all
over. He was, as Lord Maulevercy
described it, not pukka.

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow !” roared Bunter.

“Silence ! sna Mr. Lamb.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !

“If yonu make another
Buuter, I shall cane youn.”

“Yow-ow—I—I mean, , sif!"”
gasped Bunter. And the fat Owl
made an cffort to suppress the sounds
of woe.

Lamb threw the door open wide,
and the juniors marched in to take
their places, Billy Bunter rubbing a
fat ear in anguish.

“HRotten cad!”
Manleverer. "By
Ouelch was back.
that outsider!”

*Oh crikey ! exclaimed Bob Cherry
suddenly.

His eyes fixed upon an uncxpecied
object in the Form-room. _

At the end of the room was the tall
enpboard in which maps and easels
and such-things were stacked. The
top of that cupboard almost reached
the high eeiling., And on the summit
—packed between that top and the
celling—was a fellow -who grinned
down nt the Remove.

Mr. Lamb, who had gonc to his
tlesk, stared round at Bob as he
uttered that startled ejaculation at
the sight of the Bounder.

“Cherry! Take a hundred lines !”

“Oh! Yes,sir!"” gasped Bob.

“0h, my hat!” murmured Harry
Wharton, as he spotted the missing
Bounder on top of the Form-room
cupboard. *“Smithy!”

mb had net seen Vernon-Smith—
yet! There was a suppressed chuckle
in the Remove as the juniors looked
up at him.

The mystery of the Bounder's dis-
appearance was explained now. He

asped.

sound,

murmured Lord
ad, I wish old
'm fed-up with

-ended him.

5

was in the Remove Form room, Laving
cvidently obtained admittance by the
window., That was where he had been
keepin ﬂu%]gﬂ while the captain of
the school hunted for him all over
Greyfriars.

r. Lamb eyed his Form with a
frowning brow

His back was to the cupboard on
top of which the Bounder was
ensconced, aud he had no suspicion
that thc missing junior was in the
Form-room. But he counld sce the
suppressed merriment in the Remove
and was not pleased thereby, in his
present angry and irritated temper.

“Cherry !" he rapped.

“Yes, sir!” stammered Bob.

“You seem amused!” said Alr.
Lamb grimly. He picked up a canc
from his desk, and stepped towards
the class. “The Form-room, Cherry,
is mot the place for jesting and
langhter! Step ont ore  the
Form !

Bob Che
the spot.

censed to be amused on
is face was guite grim as
he stﬂpl)ed out. This, agnin, was
Lamb all over; ic was taking it out
of the first vietim that came to hand,
because the offender was ont of hiz
reach. No doubt he wonld rather
have laid that ecane round Hoerbert
Yernon-Smith.

"“Bend over that desk, Cherrs!”
said Mr. Lam}p harshly.

Bob, in silence, bent over.

The cane swished in the air as AMr.
Lamb swept it up for a ewipe.

Whiz!
From the top of the bookense a book
suddenly shot. It came across the
Form-room like a bullet, acenrately
aimed for Mr. Lamb's head.

Cragh !

There was a atartled yell from Mr,
Lamb! That sudden and wnexpected

knoek on hiz head completely wup-

He staggered, stumbled, and
pitched over, falling on the floor with
a resounding  bump! The eanc
dmlfln‘pef] from his hand—the hook fell
beside him. He sat and spluttercd,
And from all the Remove camc a
TOAT ¢

“Ha, ha, ha ™

——

LIVELINESS ON THE REMOVE
FRONT !

R. LAMEB sat and blinked at
his Form.

He put his hand to his
head and rubbed it. The astonish-
mi]nllt in his face made the juniors
yell,

He scrambled to his feet at Iast,
red with rage, clutching up the cane
with onc hand, the book with the
other,

“Who threw that book " he roared.

The Greyfriara Remove conld
hardly recoguise their Pet Lamb at
that moment. All his mild and flufty
aminbility had vanished. Mr. Lamb,
jnst then, looked exactly what he was
—n man with a fierce and aat'?u
temper, now guite uncontrolled. His
eyes blazed over the ld-rimmed

agses that slanted en his nose.

The laughter in the Torm died
away. obody was keen to catch
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those gleaming eyes. DBut nobody
answered.

Lamb, still ignorant of the

Bounder's presence in the Form-room,
naturally sup that the book had
been thrown one of Bob'a friends,
to interrupt the whopping ! He glared
in tutn at the other members of the
Famous Five.

“YWharton !¥ he roared.
throw that hook #¥

“No, sir.”

“Did you, Nugent ?”

“No, sir.”

“YWaa it you, Bull#”

“No, sir.”

“Was it yoi, Hurree Singh 7"

*No, esteemed sahib!”

"It was one of you!” snarled Lamb.
“Apd I shall very soun ascertain
which one it was!”

He grabbed open the bock in his
hand. All school books at Greyiriams
had to have their owner's name
written on the fiyleaf. Lamb glared
at the name written in that algebra,
and started. The name he read there
was H. Vernon-Smith !

“Did you

“Oh 1" he ejaculated. “This book
belongs to Vernon-Smith! He shounld
have packed his hooks! Some boy

has brought thiz book, belonging te
Vernon-Smith, inte the Form-room,
I order that hoy to stand out.”

Nobody stood cut.  All the Remove,
who could see the Bounder crouched
on top of the high cupboard, kmew
who bad brought that book into the
Form-room—Smithy himself! Other
fellows had brought their books in for
the lesson. -Smithy, it seemed, had
brought his for ammunition.

But Mr. Lamb, with his face to the
class and his back to the cupboard at
the end of the room, was still bliss-
fully unconscious of the expelled
junior’s presence.

His eyes glinted over the Form,
Whoever had brought that book inte
the Form-room had buzzed it at his
head, but he could not guess which
member of a numerous Form it was.
But he had no doubt that it was one
of Beb Cherry's pals, and all the
Remove knew that Lamb never waited
for proof when his angry temper was
excited.

“Wharton, Nugent, Hurree Singh,
Bull, stand cut before the class!” he

ragped.
our members of the Co. joined Bob
Cherry. The rest of the Remove
looked on breathlessly, wondering
how long it wounld be before Mr.
Lamb spotted the Bounder. Nobedy,
certainly, was going to tell him that
the sacked emovite was there.
Smithy's last kick was a-ﬂdin%a wels
come spot of excitement and hilarity
to lessons in the Remove room.

“*Unless you tell me at once which
of you threw that beok, I shall cane
you all!” snapped Mr. Lamb,

“None of us, eir " answered Harry
- Wharton,

“IDo not tell me palpable false-
hoods, Wharton ™

The captain of the Remove looked
the art master full in the face.

“I am doing nothing of the kind,”
he answered, " and you have no right
to eay a0, Mr. Lamb."

“1 see that Vernon-Smith’s example to

Tree Maigser Lrany.—No. 1.673

THE MAGNET

of mutinous insubordination is
Ema&ing in this Form!” said Mr.

mb, between his closed lips. “For-
tunately that rebellious young rasecdl
has mnow been expelled, and is
gone—"

There was a sudden giggle in the
class.

Billy Bunter could not help it.

Lamb evidently believed that the
Bounder was gone, It was long past
the time that he had been to
start for the station, It struck
Bunter as funny—with the Bounder
there in full view of his little round
¢yes and his big round spectacles,

Lamb's eyes shot round at him.
“Bunter! Stand out before the
Form I

“Oh crikey ! I—I wasn’t laughing,
sir! I—I was only coughing. ?——I’va
got a bad cough, sir—"

“Stand out at once!"

“QOh, really, sir! I never laughed,
sit. I—I never felt more serious ‘n
mf life, sir!"” groaned Billy Bunter,
“I—I was only eneezing, sir——"

Swipe !

Mr. Lamb reached over, and the
cane landed.

Billy Bunter yelled, and hopped out
of his place in a great hurry.

Other fellows in the Remove were
careful not to laugh! Lamb, evi-
dently, wis not to be trifled with now.

Six delingquents were now standin
out before Mr. Lamb. He fmﬁ
them, gripping the cane.

“Now that Vernon-Smith is gone, I
shall do my best to eradicate his in-
flnence in this Form!" he said.

“Wharton, I shall cane you first!
Bend over that desk !”

The Bounder was stirring again.
He had another bobk in his hand—
this time a large and bheavy
dictionary. Some of the Removites
were watching Lamb—others watched
the Bounder in breathless intentness,

His arm swung, and the dictionary
flew through the air—accurately
aimed, aod timed, to fall on Mr.
Lamb's head from above, as if it had
dro Ifrum the ceiling.

ng!

“Oh.gum !" gasped Bob Cherry,

“ Ha, ha, hagil"‘ pe .

The dictionary dropped fairly on
Mr. Lamb’s cranium.

That craniuvm was not even pro-
tected by a mortar-board. Lamb did
not wear cap and gown in the Form-
room like Quelch—he wore his velvet
coat and blue tie, looking, in the
opinion of the juniors, an a
ass! Perhaps Mr. Lamb, for good

reasons of his own, liked to be taken .

for an arty ass! But at that
moment a mortar-board would have
come in useful,

As it was, the heavy dictionary
clumped on Mr. Lamb’s rather lon
hair and banged hard on his head,
caunsing him to eit down suddenly on
the Form-room floor for a eecond
time.

Bumgl

The dictionary fell on his knees as
he sat. There was a shriek of irre-
presgible merriment from the Hemove,

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Even the fellows who were waiting
be_whopped joined in the roar.
Mr. Lamb's sudden downiall was

quite comic—from the point of view
of the spectator. To Lamb himeelf,
probably, it did not scem funny.

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Ocogh! What—
who—ah! Oh!” gpluttered the art
master,

“Ha, ha, ha *

The Lamb bounded to his feet. He
glared at the dictionary, and then at

you throw

the clags.

“Did that book,
Mauleverer #* he roared.

“Oh gad! No, sir!” gaped Lord
Mauleverer.

“Then who was it? You must have
seen who it was, if it was not you,
Mauleverer, Give me hiz name at
onee ™

Lord Mauleyerer did not give Mr,
Lamb a name., He gave him a look
of cool contempt.

“ Do you hear me, Mauleverer 7

The enraged Lamb almost raved.

*I hear you, sir!"

“Will you give me the name of the
boy who threw that book?”

“No, sir "

“What?” spluttered the Lamb.

TF w-h-ﬂt?”

“Not done, sir!" explained Lord
Mauleverer calmly. “We don't
spneak in the Remove! Not done!”

Mr. Lamb gave Lord Mauleverer
one look, and made a .etrike at him,
cane in hand.

As he did so, 3 Latin grammar
came with a whiz and a deadly aim,
catchinﬁ Lamb fairly on the back of
the head.

He pitched forward and fell acrosa
Mauleverer's desk, the crown of his
henf.l tapping Mauly on the waist-
coat !

“Oh gad !” ejaculated his lordship.

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the Re-
move.

Mr. Lamb sprawled across the desk,
spluttering., en, ‘whirling round,
he stared behind him.

That missile, having struck him on
the back of the head as he faced the
class, evidently came from behind
him, and Lamb realised that it could
not, have come from a member of the
Form,

He¢ understood at last that some
extraneous person must be in the
Form-room, and he glared round for
him, in a state of infuriated exas-
peration. But as he did not, for the
moment, think of looking upwards,
he did not see the Bounder.

“Who was that? roared Mr,
Lamb, “Who is here? Wharton,
you are concerned in this!| Who——"

“Hsa, ha, ha ¥

“Will you answer me?”

“Ha, ba, ha!* .

“0b ! exclaimed Mr. Lamb. Fail-
ing to spot any extraneous person in
the Form-room he lifted his gaze at
last, and beheld the grinning face

£ looking down from the high top of

the cupboard.

Hiu eyes almost po at the sight
of Herbert Vernon-Smith who, up to
that moment, he had believed to be
catching his frain at Courtfield
Station,

The Bounder, cool as a cucumber,
winked at him.

Mr. Lamb, clutching his cane,
strode towards the cupboard. He

lared up at the Bounder—several
eet above the head of the little art



master, and gquite out of reach of his
CANG.

“Vernon-Smith | You young rascal !
Come down !” he roared.

AT CLOSE QUARTERS !

EEBERT VERNON - SMITH
H remained where he was. He
grinned cheerily down at the

red, enraged face of Mr. Lamb.

The Bounder of Greyfriars was en-
joving this. His last kick before he
went was likely to be remembered in
the Remove. The Bounder had

always loved the limelight—and he
was getting it in full measure now.

e

lil-'li"'l-'!!l.:. i i i :
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“Go it, Lamb!” encouraged the
Bounder: “Take that to go on
with ¥

Whiz !

Mr. Lamb took the whizzing volume
—on his nese! He stagfemd back,
foaming. A squirt suddenly ap-
peared in the Bounder®s hand.

Swisssgh !
A gudden jet of ink from the squirt

caught Lamb full in the middle of his
features as he staggered. It splashed
and spread over his face, transform-
ing lhim with starfling suddenncss
into a very good imitation of a
native of Central Africa.
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another cut. But thizs time the
Bounder ecrammed himself back

against the wall, and escaped the
swipe of the cane.

“Will you come down?” roared
Lamb,

“Not a lot I grinned the Bounder,
“I'll keep this up as long as you do,
Lamb! Hadn't you better go and
get a wash?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Lamb stood glaring up, dabbing
his inky face. Another scliool. beok
came hurtling down, landing on that
inky face, and the Lamb yelped.

He rushed across te Lis desk and

L 4

“t Have you anything to say ?*' exclaimed Mr. Lamb. *‘Oh, lots ! ** answered Vernon-Smith.
** You're not my Form-master—you’re only a2 rank outsider who’s butted in where he isn’t wanted ! *

He had to go—there was no help
for that. But he was packing a lot
of excitement into his last hour at
Greyfriars School.

“Will you come down at once,
Vernon-Smith ?” roared Mr. Lamb.

“Not at all, old bean!” answered
the Bounder politely. “Come up for
me, if youn want me !

“Oh crumbs!” breathed Bob
Cherry.

The Remove gazed on breathlessly.
It would not have been casy for Lamb
to reach the Bounder without a
ladder. They would have enjoyed
the view of Lamb trying to climb up
—with the Bounder above shoving
him down! Smithy had another

volume in his hand—ready fm
Lamb !
Crash! went tlie came as Mr,

Lamb, standing on tiptoe, swiped at
the Bounder.

But the cane only lashed the top of
the cupboard; it was easy for Smithy
4o keep back out of contact.

(LT

“Urrrrrrgpeh spluttered  Mr.
Lamb. is monuth was open—and
some of the ink went inside. * Googh!
Qoogh ! Groogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove.

Lamb turned a black and- furious
face upon them for a moment. As he
did so another jet caught him in the
back of the neck. It streamed down
inside his collar, and Lamb spun
back towards the Bounder.

“Youn—you—" he gasped. “I—I
—I will—"

He made a jump, and lashed with
the cane. The little art master
seemedl as active as a kangaroo; it
was gquite a high jump, and the cane,
this time, landed !

Vernon-Smith gave a yell.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Remov-
ites. The sight of the art master
jumping like a kangaroo to get at
the Bounder was too much for them.
They howled, and yelled, almost in
hysteries by this time.

Lamb jumped again, and made

ﬁgahbnd the high chair that atood
hind it.

There was a buzz of excitement in
the Remove as Lamb earried that
high chair towards the cupboard.
Mounted on that chair, the Lamb
would be within easy swiping dis-
tance of the juhior on top of the
cupboard. His look showed that the
swipes were going to be hard and
heavy.

“That tears it!” murmured Bob
Eherr;r. “Smithy's number's up
now !’

“I guess the Baa-Lamb will sure
cinch that guy this time !” remarked
Fisher T. Fish.

Smithy 1

“Look out,
Bolsover major.

Mr. Lamb paid no heed to the Re-
move. He was concentrated on the
junior on top of the eupboard.

His eyes had a deadly glint, as he
planted the chair in front of the
cupboard door and mounted npon it.
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The Remove watched with breath-
lees  capgerness. Lamb  had  the

Bounder within range of the cane
now. His arm was flung back for a
terrific swipe.

Whiz ! came a zchool-book from the
Bounder, catching Mry. Lamb on the
pide of the face. It was a Jjard
knock—and the art master tottered.

Tottering, on top of a high chair,
was a-dangerous business. ¢ chair
raocked and tumbled over,

“Oh pum ¥ gas Bob Cherry,

“1 say, you fellows, he's going!”
gurgled Billy Bunter, “He, he, he!
I EBE;L you fellows, watch him bump !*

ump !

Hr‘.PLamh landed on the Form-
room floor, The chair crashed and
Lamb crashed, and both lay at full
length. TLouder than the bump on
the floor came Lamb’s yell as he es-
tablighed contact with hard old ocak
planks.

But the little art master was n
like a ?ac't-iwthe—bﬂm He bounde
to his feet, frahbe:d the chair, and
set it up, and fairly leaped upon it.

This time there came no missile
from Vernon-Smith. He had come to
the end of hiz ammunition.

Swipe !

The Bounder strove to dodge—but
the cane landed across his Jegs.

Smithy gave a yell.

Swipe !

- The cane landed a second time.
Lamb had the Bounder now where he
wanted him. TUnder awipe after
swipe, the rebel of the Remove had
no c]iimina but to jump down from his
perch.

That the Bounder did—but with a
result rather unexpected Mr,
Lamb. He swung by his hands and
dropped, and crashed into the high
chair on which the art master stood.

The high chait rocked aver a
second time, and Mr. Lamb went
headlong on the floor, roaring.

As he aprawled, the Bounder
grabbed the cane from his hand.

Swipe, swipe, swipe |

The Remove fairly gasped. This
was the limit. They gazed, as if
mesmaevised, at the sight of Smithy
caning his Forni-master |

Smithy got in three—all good ones!
He did not stop for more. He threw
the cane aside and then cut across to
the Form-room door. Even Smithy
seemed to recognise that it was time
he went. And he went swiftly.

“Hook it, Bmithy " gasped Bob.

“Cut, old man!” breathed Lord
Mauleverer,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Mr. Lamb staggered to his feet.
His inky face was comvulsed with
fury. lie Form-room door was
ﬂﬁﬁﬂ — the Bounder disappearing
through the doorway.

Lamb rushed after him.

Herbert Vernon-Smith disappeared
from sight—Lamb ﬂiﬂﬂp]peared in
pursuit. The Remove were left yelling
with laughter.

It was nearly half an hour before
Mr. Lamb came back—and he came
back washed clean. Whether he had
caught the Bounder or not, the
juniore did not know—but he had evi-
dently realised that he meeded a
wash, and had stopped for the same.

TEe Magxer Lirary.—No, 1,673

THE MAGNET

And he did, not gome back in a %ﬂﬂ'ﬂ
temper. The cane had mnever been
given so much exercise in the Kemove

Form room as it was given during
the  next.hali-hour,

John Robinson, the -Head's new
chauffenr, came out of the garage.
The. rather lomg and jean chauffenr
touched his cap to Wingate and cast
a curious glance at Herbert Vernon-

From the bottom of their hesris, Smith

the Qreyfriars Remove wished . that
Ferrera Locke would succeed in
tracing their kidnapped Form-
master, and that Mr. Quelch would
come back to his old place. They
were more thar tived of the Pet
Lamb.

———d

GONE |
i OU young sweep !”
af-:-r?; Wingate of the
Bixth Form made a rush
and prabbed the Bounder of Grey-
friars by the shoulder.

The school had long been in class;
but Wingate of the Sixth was
B ng out. He had to find Vernon-
Smith and take him to the station;
and he had been hunting the elusive
Boundexr all over the school. The
taxi whick had been waiting had
waited quite a long time, and at last
driven away. But the Greyfriars
vaptain spotted the elusive jumior ut
last.

He spotted him on the window-sill
of Mr. b's study.

Apparently the expelled junior had
designs on that study. But he had
no time to carry them out. Wingate's
rush wae swift and hia grasp not to
be argued with,

“Oh!” ejaculated BSmithy. He
stared round at Wingate's frownin
face as he was graapeﬁ, “You've go
me, old bean—no need to crunch my
shoulder 1

Wingate jerked him down from the
window-sill. % %, ik

“You young rascal! growled.
“I've a ;fulij good mind to give you
six before you go! Now, come with
me !*

The Bounder grinned.

“We've lost that train,” he said.
“The taxi’s gone, too! Are you walk-
ing me to the station, Wingate?”

“No " grunted Wingate.

He .walked the Bounder away in
the direction of tke garage—still
with a firm grip on his shoulder,
Now that he had captured the young
ragcal he waes not pgiving him a
chance to dodge again.  Smithy's
extraordin aeﬂinia on his
last day at CGreyfriars had an ex-
hilarating effect om the Remove—but
Sixth Form gr&fectn did not see eye
to eye with the Lower Fourth.

“Taking the Head’s car?” asked
the* Bounder. “Think the old bean
will like it, with petrol rationed, and
all that? I shouldn’t mind walking.”

Wingate made no reply to that!
He had no doubt that if he walked
the Bounder to Courtfield the elusive
rascal would find an opportunity of
dodging on the way. And the ¥-
friars captain was chiefly anxious to
gee Herbert Vernon-Smith safely
landed in the train for home, when
his respomsibility would end,

They entered the garage yard;
Wingate’'s grasp atill oo the
Bounder’s shounlder, .

“Robinson ! yelled out Wingate,

*Here, sir "

That John Rebinson, chaunffeur,
was in reality Ferrers Yocke, the
famous detective of BHaker Street,
Wingate did not kuwow, any more
than Smithy did. The olive-skinned
chauffeur, with his dark hair and
slightly foreign look, bere mno
resemblance to that relative of Dr.
Locke who had been often seen at

GreF‘rm‘ 8,

“The car’s wanted,” said Wingate,
“I've the Head’s leave, Robinson—E
bhave to take thie jumior to the
station.”

“Yes, air!" said John Robingon,
“I'm sacked, old bean !” said the

Bounder coolly, “This is lagt
trip! The Head lias lost his taste
for company.”

“I am sorry, sir,” said Robinson,

His keen, dark eyes, as they
scanned the Bounder's face, had a
compassionate look in them.,

TUnder the reckless bravado of the
scapegrace of Qreyfriars, Ferrera
e could easily read other feel-
]i;ga—he knew that the junior had
1ad a hard knock and that his heart
was heavy, though he wae deter-
f:‘;m:}tnut to let it be seen if he counld
e .

t the Bounder had been asacked
wag hardly-a surprise to Locke, who
had seen a eal of him ginee he
had played the part of the Head’s
chauffenr at Greyfriars School,

Once, while keeping his vigil in the
dark hours for Slim Jim, the mystesy
cracksman, he had caught Vernon-
Smith out of bonnds after lighta out.
He knew the ways of that particular
member of the Remove, and he conld
not be surprised that the chopper had
come down at last.

But be was sprry for him. Ferrers
Locke could read the Bounder'a
character like arn open book. Ha
knew that under his recklessness, his,
mutinous rebelliowsness, his spot of
blackguardism, the juniofr good
qualities—that the good in him far
outweighed the bad.

And it was from the Bounder, too,
that Ferrers Locke had gained the
clue that had placed him on the track
of Slim Jim, the kidnapper of the
Remove master. The Bounder's foud
with Mr. Lamb had had resulta of
which the Bounder never dreamed,

“1 am really B{IT?' that it has come
to this, air ¥ aaid John Robinson, *I
will run the car out at once, Mr,
Wingate.”

“Will yom fetech Vernon-Smith’s
box to put on the car?” said Wingate.
“I will wait here with him."”

“Berl:.ainlg, gir 1™

John Robinson went for the box,

Wingate waited in the garage yard,
etill hnldiu%hTmnnﬁmith by the
shounlder. e Bounder gave one
wrench—and then pave it np! He
had no chance of getting away.

Win “tgih?; a matter ::1 fa.i'&, m
sorry for young rascal who
come such a mucker at school. But
he had a prefect’s duty to do. He



was not lettin the Bounder till
be had him safe in the. car.

The chauffeur returned with the
box, which was placed on the ear.
Then the Head’s car was run ont of
ﬂr garage and Bobinson opened the

“Get in !” saad Wingate,

He pushed the Bounder to the opoen
O orhan Smith stepped in and th

ernon step in a e
prefect released him.

He stepped in after Vernon-Smith,

As he did so, the Bounder turned
swddenly on him and barged him full
in the chest! Wingate went over
backwards like a ninepin. Ho
sprawled on his back on the ecarth,
taken utterly by surprise.

Vernon-Smith made a rapid bound
from the car—jumping clear across
the astonished senior as he sprawled.

Another second and he wonld have
been in full dight—to carry on with
his last kick at the achool before he
was rounded up again.

But in that second John Robin-
son's arm shot out and a band of iron
gripped the Bounder by the collar.

With o single swing of that
powerful arm, John Robinson ewnng
the Bounder back into the car,

Vernon-Smith plumped down on a
gcat inside with a gasp.

“Borry, sir!”" murmured John
Robinson.

“0Oh 1 5&3;}&& the Bounder. “Oh!
You meddlin® rotter I

“1 understand, sir, that there is p
train to catch !” aaid John Robinson,
unmoved. “ Why waste time, sir?
That can do no good.”

“Mind your own business,
fool I” roared the angry Bounder.

Wingate gcrambled up.

“Thanks, Robinson!” he gasped.
He brushed dust from his clothes and
stépped into the. ecar. “Vernon-
Smith, you ch young rastal—"

“Like to send Robinsom for yomr
ash ?” asked the Bounder coolly. *I'll
wait in the car while he fetches'it, if
you like.”

“If yom weren’t sacked,” said
Wingate, “I'd give you the whopping
of your life! You young . zraseal,

yon

yon'd better be thinking of what you 8

will say to your father'when you get
home, ;nstaad of playing the goat up
to the last minute.”

“I should have to use the Atlantic

hone to say anything to the pater
thrn 1 pet-homo !" regl;arbed Yepnon-:
Smith, “And I don't enp thie

pater wolild care to pay.for the call
to hear the happy news that his son
has been sacked from school I*

“Get off; Robinson ! said Wingate,
sitting down beside the Bounder.

*“Yes, sir "

Robinson started np and the car
drove out of the yard,

As it turned into the road the
Bounder cast a look back at the.grey
old buildings of Greyfriars and the
ancient tower against the blue sky of
gpring, Then he shrugged  his
shoulders and set his lips.

He was sacked—he. was going
home ! He was not going to see his
father—Mr. Sammuel Vernon-Smith
wag absent in the United States oni a
war commission of the Government.
2mithy was glad of it—bad nciws
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could not be too long in travelling.
But he was glad of it, too, for
another reason{ BSacked and taken to
the station by a prefect, Smithy was
not done with Greyfriars yet, There
were thoughts in his mind which
Wingate did not dream of guessing.

The car bowled rapidly along the
Courtfield road.

It stopped at last at the station,
and Wingate step out with the
expelled jumior—taking hold of
Smithy's arm.

John Robinson touched his ca

e ally to the Bounder an
Wingate ‘marched him into the
station.

Not until he had landed Vernon-
Smith in a carriage did Wingato
Tet his arm. n he shut tho
cafriage door and stood waiting out-
side it till the train started.

The Bounder prinned st him from
within. He let down the window and
lenned out.

“Not ﬁi?ing me o last chance, old
bean ?' he asked.

“I've pot to sec yon off I answered
Wingate.

“Sorry I'm poing?” prinned
Smithy.

“I'm sor u're sacked !”

“Perhaps Lamb will be sorry, too !
anid the Bounder. “It's what he
wanted, and he's ﬂ:-t- by with it at
lagt. But he may be sorry before the
finish ! Halle, we're off ] Good-byc,
old thing! Go after your hat!”
The Bounder reached out and
knooked the Greyfriars captain’s hat
off, aa tho train moved on.

Wingate made a plunge after his
hat. The Bounder’s mocking langh
rang back from the train as 1t moved
out ‘of Courtfield Station,

The Greyfriare eaptain breathed
hard as he recaptured his hat and
jammed it on his head.

He pot back into the car and sct
off on the return journey fo Grey-
friars School—sorry for the expelled
?mmr, but not sorry, perhaps, that
1w had seen the last of the reckless
young rascal !

And certainly he did not dream of

nessing that when he sbgpﬁd. out
of the car at Greyfriars, the der
wos Hteg:-ping out of the train at Iled-
cl tation.

Herbert Vernon-Smith was gone.
Greyfriars knew him no more; and
fellows who thonght of him, thought
of him as gpecding away in fhe train
for home. He was in the minds of
all the Remove ; but not a man in the
Form gnessed how near he still was,

50 NEAR. YET 50 FAR !

¢ T F you please, sir—"
“What is it, Bunter?”
Mr, Lamb spoke in
accustomed mild bleat.
It was the day after the Bounder's
departure, and the Pet Lamb scemed
guite the old Pet Lamb again.

In second school he was taking the
Rtemove in geography, and he was his
old amiable self—cven more so than
nsual. He was, indeed, hard to
recognise as thé some man whose
snvaee temper lad broken ont so

his

9

uncontrollatly in dealing with the
Bounder.

Perhaps it was a relief to him
that the rebel of the Remove was
gono at last,

If be bhad, as a good many fcllows
5 » desired Vernon-Smith to
be “expelled, and done his best to
bring 1t about, it could not, at any
rate, be demied that Smithy had
asked for it and left his headmaster
little choiee in the matter.

A fellow who reccived notea from
racing men knew what to cxpect . if
he was found ont. But that was not
all that Smithy had done. He had
burst open a drawer in Lamb’s desk
in his study te get at a note from
Bill Lodgey which had fallen into
Lamb’s hands, It was. bhavd to
blame any master for thinking that
snch a reckless young rascal ought
to leave the school.

Even Tom Redwing, bitterly as he
missed his. chum, eould not say that
Smithy’s sentence was unjust, Hows
:;c:r miiufh Lamb llmli wanted hiﬂm

or personnl reasoms, ho
mu!ﬁuver have succeeded in getting
any Greyfriars fellow expelled, -
less that fellow had piven offeneo
thot lis - hendmaster comld mnob
Emsihljr overlook. And that Smithy
ad done.

All the Remove missed Smithy—
Bedwing most of all. ‘And the cap-
tain of the Remove had to think of
thao E:P left in the Remove eleven.
He had lost onc of his Dest men.
3till, nobody could maimtain that the
Bounder had bhad undescrved hard
measure.

Lamb that morning lLad his old
nﬂinhlr: ﬁmile m;‘, and seemed theo
old good-tempered. uwnsuspicious ass
that the Remove kneirplsﬂ well.
Bolzovér major banged his desk lid—

by aeccident, of coursc—and made
bim jump—without getling cven
lines. ~ Wibley projected an ink-ball

which caught Bob Cherry in the car
and made Bob utter a sudden howl
—and neither Wibley nor. Bob was
ealled to account. Lord Mauleverer
yawned in class, unrebuked; Skinner
and Snoop whisperéd, and Lamb did
not seem to lear.

Which encoura
Bunter had a special reason that day
fdr"dmirinf; to wander forth in thoe
House while everybody else was in
class—a reason not nnconnected with
a hamper recently received b ker
of the Fifth from his Aunt Judyr.

So when geography began, Buater
carefully shipped his map uunder his
desk, held up a fat hand, amd
squeaked. All the Hemove had beén
told to bring in a ma}] for that
lesson, and they had nll done so.
But with Lamb in- this happy state
of unsuspicious amiability the f£at
Owl of the Bemove saw his chance.

“If you please, sir, may I go and
fetch my map?” nsked unter,
blinking at the art master.

“Dear me! Have you forgotten

nr map, Bunter?” asked Mr.

mb. *'¥Youn must be more thought-
ful, Bunter! You may go =2 feich
it, but losé no time, Bunter *

“Oh, yes, eir!” gasped Bunter,

Billy Bunter.

‘Thardly believing in Iis good Lick.
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He rolled to the door. )

Fellows near Bunter, who had
geen the fat Owl slip his map under
his desk, grinned.

“Jevver see such a pf-oo'h?” mur-
mured Fisher T. Fish. “I'm tell

n that that gny Lamb is the goo
rom Goofsville ¥

“Soft as butter!” agreed Hazel-
dene. _

Harry Wharten looked curiously,
and rather mntemptuuus]ly; at t
art master. He did not believe for a
moment that Mr. Lamb was a goob,
or that he was soft as butter.

Wiarton had been unwilling at
first to share the Bounder's belief
that Lamb was playing a part—that
he was a hard, determined miay, who
for some Teason known only to him-
gclf preferrved to give the im on
that he was a harmless ass. But the
captain of the Remove Lad bhad to
admit that Smithy was Tight—that
ke Lad read mb’s character
correctly.

Why the man took the trouble to

lay such a part, Wharton did not
Enuw—an;qr more thau he knew why
Lamb sometimes left the school
secretly at nightw—n fact that the
Bounder had discovered—or why he
paid visits to Sea View on the cliff
road to see the low-browed ruffian,
Nobby Parker, who was careta
there. But Harry Wharton knew
that Lamb was, as Smithy had
declared, a man with seerets to keep,
and he knew that bis fluffy softness
was a sham. Now he was playing
his part again, that was all.

Little cared Billy Bunier what
Lamb’s motives maght be as he
rolled away from the Form-room
and headed for the stairs,

The Fifth were in Form—the Fifth
Form studies deserted —and in
Coker's study was the hamper from
Aunt Judy. That was Bunter's
objective. _

e fat Owl heaved his weight up
the staircase and rolled along to
Horace Coker's etudy. His fat face
was wreathed by grins of bappy
anticipation.

Coker’'s Aunt Judy, always
thoughtful for her dear Horace,
feared that dear Horace might feel
the effects of rationing—dear Horace
having a good and healthy appetite.
Not for worlds, of ecourse, would
Miss ©Coker have exceeded the
rationing laws by a bair's breadth;
but there were all sorts of enticin
things that were unrationed, and o
suck things Horace was never likely
to0 go short. [Neither was Billy
Bunter—if he could get at Coker’s
hamper !

Coker was an open-handed fellow—
he fed his friends royally, so long
as the pood things lasted. Bunter,
unfortunately, was not one of his
friends—though Bunter would have
been glad to extend the heartiest
friendship to any fellow who had a
hamper in the lean war days.

Bunter’s prepent visit was a
friendly one, in a sense. He was, at
all events, going to have a whack in
that hamper, just like one ef Coker’s
friends !
© TeEe MsoNer Lmeany.—Nm, 1,673

THE MAGNET

He rolled into Coker's study, and
shut the door. -

His eyes behind his h%g 8 les
gloated at the hamper. It in a
corner of the etudy. It was one of
those big, round ha f huge
gize, If Aunt Judy had packed. 1t
full of good things, she had provided
enough for a whole brigade of
Horaces.

Bunter shot across to that hamper,
Yisions of cake, ];a.m-apuuge, creams-
]‘i,u.ﬁ'a, _chicken jelly, all sorts of

elightful thin floated Thefore
Bunter's fat mind, Lamb was likely
to haye to wait a long time for that
member of his }I:'n;-ni; ;i Bunter once
got .gaing on that hamper!

The flas lid was shytb.

Buiiter grabbed it to lift it, Then,
as the poet remarks, a change came
o'er the. spirit of his dream

The lid did not lift.

There was a clink of a ock on
a chain, that was a]l. Billy Bunter
blinked at that padlock with a
blink that almost cracked his
spectacles.

“Beast " he hissed.

Who ever thought of padlocking

a hamper? Perhaps, owing to war
conditions, Aunt thf[ii hacf fancied
that a -hamper of tuck would travel

more safely with a padlock on it
Angrhw, ¢ it was. The hamper
had a padlock, And Billy Bunter

blinked at that padlock with the
deepest feelings.

He could have wished at that
moment that ke had the skill of Blim
Jim, the mysterious cracksman, who
had been active for weeks in the
vicinity of Greyfriars School. Slim
Jim could have dealt with that pad-
lock at a moment’s notice.

But William George Bunter did
not resemble Slim Jim in any respect.

“Beast !’ hissed Bunter again.

It is much to be feared that the fat
Owl was referring to that estimable
.'Iad._y, Miss Judith Coker!

“Oh ::r.’u{l:a]! Beast !" breathed the
disappoin fat Owl. *“Suspicious
beast—padlocking it, just as if some-
body might get atter the tuck! Yah!®

‘Bunter stood blinking at that
hamper. The good things inside were

within reach—if he cotld have
reached them—eo near, yet so far!
His capacious mouth watered for
those good things. But the thick,
strong cane lid of the hamper was not
to be penetrated ! The ock, which
would have been child’s play to 8lim
Jim, defied Billy Bunter,

Slowly, sadly, the fat Owl turned

a.wmg{

en he turned back and grabbed
the hamper. Quite a desperate idea
had come into his fat brain of carting
off the hamper whole, and parking it
in a box-room till he could deal with
it. In matters of tuck, Billy Bunter
was Bimp]gr a Bolshevik—the rights of
property did not appeal to him in the
v least.

But that desperate expedient proved
futile. The hamper was very lar
and heavy. BSo far from carting it off,
the fat jumior could not even move
it. It was big enough for a fellow to
get inside!

Gasping v breath, Billy Bunter
gave 1t up. :

And the fat Owl, still hungry,
rolled out of the study and rolled
slowly and sorrowfully back to the
Eemove room.

Mr. Lamb peered at him over his
glasses as he came in.

__“Dear me! Where ia your map,
Bunter?” he asked.

“Eh?* Bunter had forgotten by
that time his excuse for getting out
of the Form-room. “Oh! I—I—

“You have not hrduﬂt guur map,
Bunter !” bleated the Lamb,

“I—I—I ¢otldn't find it, sir!”
stammered Bunter. “I—I've looked
ev here! J—I don't know where
it is, sit—all I know is that it ain't
under my desk !”

“What ! ejaculatéd Mr. Lamb.
_'Theré was a chuckle in the Bemovo,
Mr. Lamb joinéd in it!

“Bunter, you absurd, untruthful
bﬂjf',' go to your placei” he gaid; and
Billy Bunter, glad and relieved that
the Lamb was in éuch a good temper,
rolled to his place and sat down.
tﬂEut he ﬂ.ié}l not give mfnch ﬂtenti:m

geography. ig fat thoughta
linge:eﬁn ker's ham a.ndgtEm
contents thereof, till the end of the
lesson. Though, as it happened, he
was destined to have something to
think of, after that lesson, which wds
%‘ning to drive even Coker’s hamper
rom his mind.

THE BOURDER’S BIG IDEA !

OHN ROBINEON raised his eye-
brows.
 Ferrers Locke was not easily
surprised, but the sight of Herbert
"i"qrnnn-ﬁmﬂ':ih istrtt]r:lmg into 1
garage yard in the sunny spring
morning surprised bim.

John Hobinson, like everyome else
at Greyfriars, took it for granted that
when the expelled junior was gone, he
was gone for good. Certainly he had
never e d to see him at Grey-
friars School again. Now he saw him.

The yard had a gate on the lane
that ran by the achool wall. It waa
llg' that gate that the Bounder came
in. No riars cye was likely to
fall on himt there, except Johm
Robinson's.

Hea inned and nodded at the
asﬁun'wﬁa:l chauffeur.

“@Good-morning, Robinson!® he
drawled.

“{}md-murnini:l gir ! answered
Johnr, tonching his hat respectfully.

“May I ask, sir, whether you have
igsion to come here?*

“That's an easy one,” answered the
Bounder. “No!”

The car wae in the yard, and
Robinson was removing ks of mud
from a mudguard. Hes with the
rag in his hand, gazing at the
Bounder.

Vernon-Smith stood with his hands
in his , facing him,

“Have you not been home, sirf?
asked Johm at last. Ferrers Locke
was really concerned about that reck-
less schoolboy. - o o

“] wasn't specidlly anxious to Bee
Larkin !” drawled the Bounder, “The
jolly old butler,” he added.

“But your father, sir? You should
have gone to him.”

“The pater’s in the United States,



ing planes for the Government. 1
hardly think he would expect me to
make the Atlantic trip—with all those
jolly old submarines about, teo!”
grinned Bmithy.

“If yon are seen here, sir—-"

“Don’t you worry—I shan’t be seen
here,” answered Vernon-Smith, “I'm
sacked—I'm done with Greyfriars—as
a school! I'm not dome with it 2
in some other waya! I've a s
husiness to put h here before
1 disappear over tha giddy horizon."”

“X don’t quite understand you, sir.”

“I'll make it clear. ve been
sacked!” The Bounder gritted his
teeth for a moment, “I’m not whinin'
about that! I've risked it often
¢+nough, and I always banked on my
Inck to pull me through. This time,
it's let me down with a bump! I've
got no kick comin’—I asked for it,
and pot it! I've got sense enough to
se¢ that the Head couldn't do any-
thin’ élse,. once it all came onut.”

Ferrers Locke nodded slowly.

That- was the practical view he ex-
pected Vernon-Smith to take, from
what bie had seen of him.

Smithy had taken chances—long
chances. He had gone his own head-
strong way, regardless of aﬂyﬂ:ﬁng
bunt his own wilfal will. e ha
known what he was risking, and faced
tho risk. He was not the fellow to
whine and fancy that he had a gricy-
ance when the knock-out came.

But if that was the way the expelled
Removite was taking it, it was all the
more puzzling to see him back at the
school, He was done with Greyiriars,
and Greyfriars was done with him,

“Then
Hobinson.

“Think Fve come back to crawl
and whimper?” sneered the Bounder
scornfully,. “The Head wouldn't
listen to me if I did—and if I would!
Think I ean’t take a knock, you ass

“I am glad to hear that you can,
sir ! said John Robimson. " But may
I ask why you are kere—and in my
quarters ?”

“Last night,” said Vernon-Smith,
“T put up at an inn near Redclyfic.
I've walked across this morning to
gee you, Hobinson, and ask if we can
fix :up an arrangement. I dare say
you've heard that I've got plenty of
dough.”

John Robinson smiled faintly.

“I have heard that you have a good
teal more money than is good for
you, Master ernon-Smith,” he
answered.

“I shouldn't wonder!” said the
Bonnder coolly. “Anyhow, I've got
it! I don't know what your screw
is ‘here, Robinson, but I'll give you as
much as the Head pays you, if you'll
stand by me.”

“If you will be a little moro
explicit, sir——"

Vernon-Smith waved hiz hand
towards-the rooms over the garage.

“Yon've got your gquarters there,”
lo said. * Nobody-else ever butts in.
You've got two rooms—sitting-room
and bed-rcom—I've been inside, you
know, the time I bn%fd your tele.
phone to rag Lamb. - There's a smnll
room, too—sort of hﬂ:-rmm,_.l'aa,?_-
pose, opening off your landiag, . I*ll

ﬂaj'- you anything you like to let me.
a

ve it for a week or two.” -

of-

why——" began John .

EVERY SATURDAY

John Robinson’s eyes opened wide.

“Board and lodging !” grinned the
Bonader. “I1 won’t worry your
rations—any old thing will do for
me. Bed and board—and a still
tongue, see?”

e Head's chauffeur gazed at him.

He understood now why the ex-
pelled junior was there—ammntl.y
to remain secretly at the achool; his
presence known only to the ghaunffeur,
who was to put him up at tlic garage.

Whether any chaunffeur that Dr.
Locke had ever employed could have
been bribed to accede to such an
astonishing proposal or mnot, it was
not likely that Ferrers Locke conld!

“That’s the bif idea !” said Vernou-
Smith, “XI'll tell yon why! That cur
Lamb got me sacked! I've owned up
that I asked for it, and I'm not whin-
ing. The Head did his duty! Lamb
did not! Lamb had his own personal,
private reasons for getting rid of me
—not &choolmaster reasons at all.
Three or four times already he has
done his best—or his worst—to drive
me out of the school, when I hadn't
asked for it. It was not o matter of
fdnty with Lamb—it was a dirty
trick, becanse he’s afrnid of me!”

“Afraid of you. sir!” murmured
John Robinson.

“That's it, in a nutshell! I've told
yon some things about that man!”
eaid the Bounder, with bitter em.
phasis. "I told you he left the school
secretly at ﬂi%ﬁ.t, and offered you a

dl tip to catch him at the window

e used to sneak out by when every-
body was asleep! You never did it.”

Ferrers Locke did not speak.

He was not likzlf,r to tell Smithy
that he had watched, and that he had
shadowed Lamb in the darkness of the
night, and that he had found almeost
conclusive proof that the art master
of Greyfriars was the man who, with
n mask on his face, was the man
Enown to the police as SHm Jim,

Smithy, deep as his suspicions were,
did not suspect that, or drenm of sns-
E.lcﬁn% it. All he knew was that

mb had some mysterious game on
that would not bear the light.

“YWhat the man's game is I don’t
know,” went on Vernon-Smith. “But
he's up to Eﬂmﬂthinﬁ'--_ﬂllﬂ something
pretty shady! I know that!l Art
masters, as a rnle, don’t sneak out of
windows in the middle of the night—
they don't have gangt&r acquaint-
oances like that man Nobby Parker.
They don’t turn as white as chalk if a
drawer in their desks is busted open.

im, I wish I know how to get in
tonch with Ferrcers Locke [”

“With whom, sir?” murmured
John Robinson.

“¥Yon've heard of Ferrers Locke, the
detective! He's supposed to be hunt-
ing for- our Form-master, Quclch,
who's been missing all this term. 1
dare say he's chucked .it, though—
he's not been seen here this term-—
and old Queleh has never been fonnd.
I an e the man’s over-rated——"

‘t Indeed, sir!”

“But L'd like -to ak to him-—-
abont Lamb, and sec what he. thinks,
as o debpetive,” sald the Bounder, be-
tween -his teeth. "I fancy a detective
would- want to know what Lamb was

upto-if -he knew as much abofit: him.

as I know.”

Ferrers Locke made no reply to
that. It wos an undonbted fact that
he did want to know, very keenly ins
deed, what Mr, Lamb was up to.

“I'm poing to give Lamb tit for
tat—a Roland for an Oliver,” went
on the Bounder. “I busted the drawer
in his desk to get my letter back.
There were other things in it—I
never took any notice of them—I'm
not a np{. But think the enr would
belicve that? He was frightencd ont
of his wits ‘when he saw that drawer
cracked open. I've Liad that from
Mauleverer; the fellow who was in

the study at the time. What was in
that wallet, I wonder &

“That wallet?” repeated Joln
Robinson,

“There was a leather wallot in the
drawer with a lock on it, Hoe fancied
I had been handling it—he wonld!"
snecred the Bounder. © Little enough
he carcs whether I bad a letter from
& sporting man or not! He wanted
to get shut of me, to Lkeep hiz own
rotten secrcts, whatever ther are!”

John Robinson stood silent, He
was thinking .of a durk night when ho
had shadowed a shadowy figure that
crept away from the Honze, to bide
a locked leather wallet in a rceess of
the old Cloister.

He knew now from the Bounder
w_l:lz Blim Jim bad found that new
hiding-place for his cracksman’s
onthit.

“Now do you understand*®”
manded the Bounder.

kicked out of this schoal,
the H

de-
“I've  been

S0 far n=
ead » I deserved it, and I've
got no kick coming. So far as Lamb
goes, I've been like o fly in the grip
of o spider—lic got me where he
wanted me, and got shut of me. No-
body left now to spot his secrets, ov
to keep the fellows talking about Lix
precions Nobby Parker, and about bis
midnight januts. He feels safc now !
He's not so safe as he thinks, He's

oing to be kicked out—same as I've
Eeen! Seg 2"

“Oh ! exclaimed John Robinszomn,

“You needn't worrv.” added the
Bounder, with a sneer. “ When 1 got
that rat tabbed and show him up, the
Head will be glad enough te know
what kind of a man Le is. ‘'fhink
lﬁ:’{i hav;z him .in the school at all if

T +l § ]
EEE?EEW. Well, he's going to know !

Ferrers Locke did net speak.

“He got the Head to sack me—I'm
gn_lngvtu get the Head to sack him,”
881d Vernon-S8mith. “Ounc good turn
descrves another. I'm going to watch
that villain till I spot ns game, what-
ever 1t is, and-sbow him up to the
whole achool. To do that I've got to
keep at Greyiriats for a time! Got
it now ™

“Yes, sir,” snid Johm Robinsen
slowly. “But—"

“If he's an honest man; he's pot
nothiner to fear from me, or. from
anybody else,” .sneered the. Bounder.
“Honest men don’t have anything to
fear. If lLie's mot, the sooner he's
shown up, the better:”

Logke smiled fainkly,

He conld understand the cxpelicd
junior's feelings, mnd, to a certain
extent, sympathise with them. Bat
certainly he .did not want a veageinl
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fellow on the spot butting into his
difficult task. It was necessary,
above all, for 8lim Jim uot to be
put on his gnard if Ferrers Locke was
to suceced in tracking him.

If Mr. Lamb, ag Locke believed, was
the mystery cracksman, it was very
necessary indeed for Mr. Lamb not to
take the alarm.

“Well, iz it 3 go?" asked Vernon-
Smith, *“I've got sense enough to

keep it dark t I'm here—mot a
soul will know., I'm sticking on till
I've shown that man up in his true

colours, Nothing agamst your jolly
old conscience in helping a chap to
show up a rogue, I'll make it worth

our wEile. ag I’ve said. Is it a go,

ohingon 2"

John Robinson shook his head.

“1 am afraid that I could not con-
gent to anything of the kind, sir,”
he answered.

“0h, don't be a fool '™ snapped the
Bounder. “Where's the harm? I'll
stand you anything you like, within
reason, to help me out in this! Will

on "

“I am afraid, sir, that—"

“Yea or no!” snarled the Bounder

savagely.
sgaid John

*No, airh®
quietly.

The Bounder stood looking at him
with a dark brow,

He had thought out this plan, and
bhe had counted om Johin Robinson's
co-operation. He could, as he had
said, have made it worth the man's
while,

But there was nothing deing, John
Robinson's manner was very respect-
ful, but it was very firm.

“Hang wou, then! snpapped the
Bounder savagely at last. “I'll
manage without you, Robinson. And
if you give me away——" He paused.
“I've been speaking fo you in confi-
dence, Robinsom. I suppose you're
decent enongh not to betray a chap
behind his back.”

Joln Robinson coloured a little,

“I certainly feel hound mnot to
repeat what you have said to me,
Master Vernon-Smith,” he answered,
" Bat—-="

“You can eut out the buts!”
snarled Smithy.

And he turned his back contemptu-
ously on the chauffeur and walked
away,

But Le did not go as he had come—
by the gate on the lane. He went in
the direction of the gquad—and John
Robinson stood looking after him as
lie went with a kuitted brow.

Haobinson

BAD LUCK FOR BUNTER !

R. LAME gave guite a jump.
Having  dismissed the
Remove, the art master had

gone to his study.

His face wore 1ts amiable expression
a3 he came up the passage, and he
paused onece or twice to exchange
remarks with Mr. Hacker and with
Monsieur Charpentier. Then he went
into his study—and jumped !

Had Herbert Vernon-Smith been
ztill at Greyfriars School, Mr. Lamb
wmight not have been so surprised at
what he saw., But he did not, of
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course, think of the expelled junior,
who had been sent away from Grey-
friars the previous day, in connection
with what he beheld in his study.

Mr. Lamb stared over his gold-
rimmed glasses, and the amiable look
faded off his face as if wiped off by
a duster.

Someone had been in that study
doring class. Tt had been in its
usnal order when Lamb left it to go
to the Remove room. Now it was far
from being in its usual order. A
ragger had been at work.

On Mr. Lamb's table lay several
sheeta of Bristol board, which he
used for his pen-and-ink work, Most
of them had unfinished drawings on
them. Lamb, who was
known in the Remove to do
illustrations for picture
Eapers, geuerally had half a

ozen drawings in various
stages of progress. Lamb
was a clever artist, and 1t
was Tumoured in  the
Hemove that he made more
by work for the Press, with
pen and brush, than he
made as art master at Grey-
friare. Often and often
fellows who had come to the
study had seem cheqgues
ljrizxgl'1 among the drawings—
which, according to the
Bounder at least, was a
part of Lamb’'s affectation
of an artistic, Bobcmian
sort of character,

Lamb had left half a
dozen unfinished drawings
there—now some unknown
hand had finished them for
him.

The hand that had
finished them had not bheen
an artistic one!

That unknown hand had
{liliped a brush into Indian
ink and daubed the most
absurd daubs. A j;ict-um
of Herr Hitler had been
finished off with a fop hat
in Indian ink. A sketch of
a milkmaid had been
adorned with a pair of huge
moustaches. A drawing of
a agr{:up of Army ryecruits
I had all he faces
blacked out, transforming
them into negroes. Every
one of the drawiugs had been daubed
in more or less the same way.

Mr. Lamb stared at them—he
rlared at them!

Who had done this?

It did not take him long to guess.
It had been done during class—and
only one Remove fellow had been
abzent from class during lessons.

But for that absence of Bunter's,
Mr. Lamb would have been driven to
believe that he was the object of the
enmity of some fellow in another
Form—Tfor he certainly did not think
of Herbert Vernon-Smith now pre-
sumably at home in his father's

mansion at Courtman  Square,
London,
But, wnaturally, he thought of

Bunter at once. Bunter had been out
of class—on an untruthful excuse.
Bunter had done this!

With set lips, Mr. Lamb stepped to
the study window and threw iE open,
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The Remove fellows were out in
break, and Mr. Lamb beckoned to the
nearest, who happened to be Hazel-
dene.

“Hazeldene! Find Bunter at once
and tell him to come to my study !
rapped Mr. Lamb.

"Yes, sir,” answered Hazel—and
he went off in search of the Owl of
the Remove.

Mr. Lamb stepped back to his table
and picked up a cane. He gripped
that cane hard as he waited for
Bunter to appear.

In & few minutes the fat Owl came
rolling in. He blinked rather un-

easily at Mr. Lamb through his big

spectacles. Bunter had lines overdue
—he pgenerally had! He supposed
that he was sent for on account of
those lines.

“I—I—I haven't had time yet, sir,™
stammered Buuter, before Mr. Lamb
could speak. “I was going to do
them last might, sir, only the fellows
woere making such a row in the
passage—"

“Bend over that chair, Bunter!”
Mr., Lamb swished the cane.

“Oh crikey! JI—I was really

oing to do the lines, sir!"” gasped

unter, “I—I—I mean, I—EI id
them, sir! I did the whole hundred,
sir, only—only Toddy used them by
mistake to light the study fire, and—
and som—"

“Now that Vernon-Smith has been
expelled, Bunter, I shall certainly
allow no boy in the Hemove to imi-
tate and repeat his conduct!" said
Mr. Lamb grimly., “Yon have done

Vernon-Smith barged Wingate full in the chest
Bounder made a rapid bound from the car—jumpir

as he sp
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and sent him sprawling on his back.
1 g clear across the astonished captain of Greyiriars

prawled I

Yo serious this
+B

[} C—

Bunter jumped !

“This study, sir! I haven't been
in this study I he stuttered. Bunter
realised that it was not the matter
of the lines,

“Indeed ! said Mr. Lamb, in the
same prim tone. " You did not make
that untruthful exeuse about your
map, Bunter, in order to visit this
study during class and damage the
drawings ou my table?”

“Oh crumbs! No, sir!” gasped
the bewildered Owl. “I—=I never
went near this study, sir—I went up-
stairs to Coker's—I mean, I—I never
went to any study at all.”

damage in

R

“Then who,” gaid Mr. Lamb, point-
ing to the disfignred drawings with
his cane, “did that#”

Rilly Bunter blinked at the daubed
drawings! Bunter was no artist;
but he could see that something had

happened to those drawings.

*I—I don’t know, sir !” he %aspgd.
“J—I never came here at all. I never
came near the study! I—I—*

“1f you were the most truthful boy
in the Form, Bunter, instead of the
most untruthful, I should hardly
helieve that statement,” said My,
Lamb. “This was done during
class—"

“I—I didn't—I—I wasn't—I—I
never——" howled Bunter,

For once, the hapless fat Owl was
telling the truth, 1t was not a thing
that often happened; still, even Billy
Bunter told the truth sometimes, and
he was doing it now.

But, really, Mr. Lamb could hardly

Then the

ba expected to TDelieve Bunter. A
fellow who had just told him that he
had not had time to do his lines, and
that he had done them, and that
Toddy had used them to light the
study fire, could hardly lock for im-
plicit faith in his statements. And
the fact that Bunter had been out of
class, and no one else had, settled
the matter.

Mr. Lamb swished the cane again.

“I am waiting for yon to bend
over that chair, Bunter ! he rapped.

“But I never did ! wailed Bunter.

*“I mnever—I didn't—I wasn't—I
wounldn’t—I—I—— TYarooook !"
Whop !

Bunter yelled as the cane rapped on
pn:u:liy knuckles.

That was a hint that
Mr. Lamb was tired of
waiting for him to bend
over, The unfortunate fat
Owl bent over the chair.

WhﬁP, whop, whop!

“Oh ™ roared Bunter, "I
never—yarcoh! I didn't—
yarcop! I wouldn't—wow ["

Whop, whop, wh-:q:-!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow "

“You will po into Extra
School thie afternoon,
Bunter I said Mr, Lamb,
as the fat Owl wriggled
away from the chair after
the final whop.

“Ow! Wow! I was in
Extra School on Wednesday,
sir |" moaned Bunter. “Ow!

I tell you I never—=u

irﬁ_ﬁ ‘;J-

“But I never—"

Whop !

* Yooo-hoop !

Bunter departed—in
haste.

He went wriggling down
the passage. He yowed and

wowed as he went, Bunter
had had Extra on Wednes-
day, now he was getting
Extra again on Saturday—
and he had been whopped—
and he had dome nothing—
except go after Horace
Coker’'s hamper,

~ The fat Owl rolled out
into the quad in a state of
inexpressible woe and in-
dignation —and durin

break that morning, he di
not bestow a single thought on
Coker’s hamper—he spent break in
wriggling and twisting and telling
other Kemove fellows what an mnn-
apeakable beazt the FPet Lamb was,

HELP REQUIRED !

e OOR old 8mithy !" said Harry
Wharton.
“Ass to get himself
sacked ! grunted Johnny Bull.

After dinner that day, the Famous
Five were thinking of football,

There was a match due with the
Shell that aftermoon, and Hobson
& Co. of the Shell were rather a
tough crowd for a junior Form at
Soccer, There was no doubt that
Herbert Vernon-Smith was going to
be missed from his acenstomed place
in the front line. The Bounder was a
good man at Soccer—one of the best
in the Remove.
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"It's rotten ™ said Frank Nugent,
and he spoke sincerely enough,

though it was settled that he was to
El;j' in Smithy's place, and he was
B enough to get a place in the
Remove eleven. " Poor old Smithy I
“The rottenfulness ia terrifici”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“We shall miss Smithy!” sighed
Bob Cherry. “Not only at Soccer,
either ! He was a good chap—in his
ovn way! He never really cared for
that horse-racing muck—it was onl
a sort of wrong-headed swank! 'E
olly well wish he was back at Grey-
riars.”

“Bame here!” agreed Johnny Bull.

“Quelch won’t like it, when he
comes back, finding 8 Remove man
sacked,” said Bob. “5till, I sup-
pose it might have happened just the
same if Quelch had been here in-
stead of that little beast Lamb.

Smithy risked it oftem emough in
Quelchy’s time. Blow Lamb, any-
how !"

“Well, we've pot to make up our
minds to it,” said Harry, “and we
shall have to fill Smithy's place at
Socepr——"

“I say, wyou fellows—> BRBilly
Buuter rolled up to the Famous Five.
"I gay, I'm in Extra this afternoon.”

“We've heard that one ! answered
Bob.

“Qh, really, Cherry! It's fright-
fully unjust, you know ! said the fat
tﬂhwl.I" hat beast LEEI]J- ma&iu out

at I was ragging in his study—"

“And 1|.||rna-r\nﬂ,-|1g§1 yfu?" d

“No!" roared Bunter. “I told him
g0, but the man was cad enough to
doubt my word. These schoolmasters
are & suspicious lot. Quelch used to
doubt my word, just like Lamb.”

“I wonder wh;iy?” said Bol Cherry
thoughtfully. ‘Can any of yon
fellows guess why a beak shonld doubt
Bunter's word ?'

“Ha, ha, ha I
“Blessed if I see aunythine to
cackle at! I've had six, and I've got

to Etéck in E’xtga. Atmi];.' EE;;“ id
an ing—an ine at all. aven't
thgt faintest ifltéa who ragged Lamb’'s
study this morning ! asserted
Bunter. *“Must have been &4 man in
another Form."

“Likely, isn't it?” remarked Bob.

“I hope you don’t doubt my word,
like that beast Lamb, Bob Cherry!”
“Hopeful nature, Bunter's!" re-

marked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha I*

“Beast! I never did it " howled
Bunter. “I'd like to rag the cad

all right, but he ain't safc! Makes
out that hes a purring kittem, and
then changes all of a sudden into a
scratching cat. I wish Quelch had
never been kidnapped !”

“Not really !” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes, really!” declared Buunter.
“It seemed rather a stroke of luck
at first: but Lamb turns out to he
a worse beast than Quelch !”

“Ha, ha, ha

“0Oh, cackle!” snorted the in-
dignant fat Owl. “I can tell you
it's pretty thick if fellows are Igniug
to be whopped for mothing. ve o
jolly good mind to go to the Head
about it! I could go to the Head
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and say— Don’t walk away while
I'm talkiug to you, blow youl”
Buuter rolled after the Famous
Five,
“1 say, vou fellows, do listen to a

chap !I” he nrged. “I'm for it, and
vou might be a bit sympathetie.”
“Btony !" answered Bob sadiy.

“Beast! I say, you fellows, how
wonld yon like a stunmping feed—oold
chicken, and jelly, and cakes, and
jom, and sponge, and all that 72

E.I'Eh:'_',].'l

“What

“1 know where to get the stuff,”
said  Bunter, blinkin at !
astonished five. “I'l fair
whacks—nothing mean about me, 1
hope! AR I want is somebody to
carry the bamper to the box-room
for me.”

The Famous Five regarded Billy

Bunter with surprise and some
interest.

War-time rations were quite
sufficient for health; but cold

chicken and jelly, cakes and jam: Un-
doubtedly they were prepared to lend
a hand with the hamper if that was
all that was required in order fo share
in such a feast of the gods.

“Where's the hamper ¥ asked Boh.

“In Coker's study—" _

“ What?" wyelled the Famous Five
in chorus.

“Don't yell at a fellow,” said
Bunter vishly, “Making a chap
jump ! eay, you fellows, what deo

von think? Therve's a padlock on the
hamper, s0 I couldn’t get it open
when I went to the study this morn-
ing in second school—"

“You went to Lamb’s study in
wecond school, you fat frand!™

“Don’t T keep on telling you I
didu’t 7 howled Bunter. I went nup
to Coker’s study. The hamper was
there all right, bnt it had a pad-
lock on it! Coker's aunt must be
a  suspicious old cat, you know!
She must have fancied somebod
wonld be after Coker's tuck. Low,
call it!”

“Eh? You've just said that you
were after it ! pasped

“Oh, don't jaw; I've got to
into Extra soon. Look here! Potter
and Grecue are playing Soccer this
afternoon with the Fifth—I've seen
their names up. Al you've got to
dp is to keep an eye on Coker him-
sclf. If he pgoes to the study, ome
of vou can tell him that Promt
wants to soo him—see?’

The Fomous Five pazed at Bunter,
They understood now where that
hamper was obtainable—and whose
it was. "Their looks did not secm to
indicate that they shared Billy
Bunter’'s Bolshevistic proelivities,

“Well, one of you kecps Coker ont
of the way and the other four grab
that hamper and get it off to the
Remove x-room!” explained
Buuter. “It's a bit heavy—but four
of you can manage it easily enough.
Bob had better take his tool-chest to
the beox-room—Ffor the padlock.  you
know ! Mind, you're not to atart on
thic stuff {ill pet ont of Exira!
Start fair, you kmow!"

“You fat, frabjous, foozling fat.-
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head——" began the eaptain of the
Remove.
“ %i_h, I’Eﬂ:j' W_h]?r.tpn—-"k ;
on pifting, pilfering er——
said J{IHI':]]JF ﬁui? e

“Look here, I think you ought to
do the fair thing!” argued Bunter.
“1've put you on to this, It's onl
fair not to begin on the tmek till
come. Equal whacks all round!
Ain’t that fair?”

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sports-
men,” said Bob Cherry, “it’s ne good
talking to Bunter! esides, actions
apeak mlnudef than words! Get
ing !

And the Famous Five weat into
action.

“I say, you fellows, wharrer you

up to?” roared Bunter. “I say——
ﬁmuh 33 .

Bump !

“Oh erikey! Legpo! I say—"
*Bump !

“Ow! Beasts! T say, you can

begin on the hamper before I come,

if you like "
mp |
“Yaroooh! Will you leggo?”
shrieked Bunter.
Bump !

Hary Wharton & Co. walked away
to the changing-room, leaving Billy
Bunter sitting on the hard, unsym-
pathetic q and rearing.

Why the Famous Five had bumped
him was not elear to Bunter’s fat
intellect. But it was clear to him,
at least, that he was not going to
get any assistance from the Co, in
n;in&:r:ing that hamper from Coker's
study.

it was hard. Extea School would
not have scemed eo dolorous had
Bunter been able to look forward to
Coker's hamper when it was over,

As it was, it was a dismal fat Owl
that rolled into Extra School. That
Extra was fearfully umjust, which
was bad enough—and it kept him
away from Coker's hamper, which
was worse. Bunter counld only h
that he would have a chance at that
hamper after Extra; and, if he had,
Bunter was not the man te let his
chamecs liké the sunbeams pass him

P

THE HAMPER RAIDERS !

6 OTTEN slackers "
Coker of the Fifth made
that remark.

Coker, coming acress the study
landing . to D?ﬂ downstairs, glanced
at & group of Remove fellows idling
by the banisters.

Skinner, Enoc;p, aud Btott were,
undoubtedly, slacking—as they
generally did when they had a chance
so to do.

Skinner and Snoop stoad lcaning on
Ahe banisters; Stott steod with his
hands in his pockets, facing them.

They. were talking when Coker
of the Fifth appeared in thic offing,
apd at Lis remark they looked round
at him—not pleasantly.

Certginly they might. bave found
something better to. do on a. bright
spring afterncon than leafing and
lounging about indoors. Still, it
was no busines of Horace Coker's;

though old Horace acpmed to snffer

from: the delusion that everything
that went on at Greyfriars 00i
was more or. less his conecrn,

“Get out of it! went on Coker,
?ﬂusung to address the three slackers
or their own good. *“Can’t yom get
into a ‘fag game, J;r something ¢

“We're not big games men like

, Coker!'” yemarked Skinner in
is sarcastic way; and Bnoop and
Stott chuckled.

Coker frowned. :

The Fifth were playiug the Bixth
that afterncon, and both Coker’s
chums, Potter and Greeme, werc -in
the Form eleven. It was well known
that Coker had jawed Blundell, the
captain of the Fifth, almost blind
and deaf in Lis endeavours to wedge
into the team. Coker famcied him-
{Ef'r}if as a footballer—but nobody else

id.

Coker was going down now io scc
how the footballers were ing on.
He was going to tell er and
Greene- later low rottenly they had
played. Bnt at Skinner's sarcastic
remark Coker'turned away from the
staircase and came towards the three
slackers of the Remove. Coker had
no use for cheek or sarc from juniors.
He had a short way with fags when
they were cheeky.

“That's enougeh from on,
Skinner ! aaid Coker. “Get out of
this! I won't sce fags loafing about

in this slack way on a half-holiday !"

“Can’t you mind your own busi-
ness?” ingmired Snoop.

Smack !

It was a natural question, in the
circumstances; but Sidney James
Snoop rather wished that he had not
made the inguiry the next moment.
Coker had a large and heavy hand,
and it smacked hard. ]

Snmpk yelled and dodged the mext.

“Look here, you bmlly—" begnn
Skinner. :

Smack !

“ Yaroooh I”

Skinuer dodged also. ¥

“Now, then, you -want some?¥
demanded Cokeér, glaring at - Btott.
“I've told you to get-a move on!
Btop this frowsting, see?”

“Yon meddling ass—" began
Btott, glaring back at him. Frederick
Stott was rather tongher than his
two associates, and he glared
defiance. :

Coker had no use for defiance from
a fag. He reachod out to smack
Stott's head—nand smacked. At the
same time, Stott punched—Ianding
epe on Cpker’s rather prominent
Uo0sc,

“Oh!” gasped Coker.

The next moment, Frederick Stott
was strewn on the landing,

Coker,. very -much- annoyed by that
tap on. his nose, rushed at Skinner
and -8Snoop. grasped one in either
hand, and-distributed them, yelling;
over. Stott.

Three juniors sprawled and yelled:

Coker grinned.

“That's a tip for. you!” he sgaid

nially; and, leawing it at that,

orace Coker-went down the stair-
case—only pausing & moment half:
way down tocnff Billy Bunter, whom
he. encountered on the middle land-
ing. Not that Bunter had done any-



thing, but Coker’s idea was that
cuffing was good for fage, éspecially
fat and lazy onmes,

“Ow!” reared Bunter. “Benst!”

Coker, smiling seremely, dis-
appeared down the staars.

illy Bunter rubbed a fat ear and
resumed his ascemt.

The frown on his fat face clanged
into a grin at the sight of Blhinner
& Co. sorting themselves out on the
study landing, in a state of red
breathlessness and fury.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.

Three savage glares were turied
on him,

“Boot that fat frog!” snarled

Skinner.
“Look here, let's go after that
swanking sss Coker and collar hitn

alt to er I exclaimed Stott.

“Oh, don't be an as ! Coker’s too
big !” spapped Skinner. *But that
giggling, gurgling gargoyle—"

“1 say, you fellows, that beast
Coker's just smacked my head [
exclaime ‘Bil]f Bunter hastily., “I
say, I can tell you fellows low to
get even! I say, now the Deast’s
gope out,
study! I say, he's got a hamper
there—simply stacked with things!”

Billy Bunter blinked eagerly at the
three.

Bunter had just got out of Extra,
and he had been heading for Coker's
hamper like a homing pigeon. This
looked like a chance to the fat
tuck-hunter of Greyiriars!

He needed aid in dealing with that
hamper if it was still padlocked, and
Coker could not have smacked the
heads of Skinmer & Co. at a more
ﬂp.pnrtune moment—for Bunter,

*Oh ! gaid Skinner. " Sure?”

“I've seen it " said Bunter cagerly.
“Only it’s got a lock on it. I say,

on fellows, nobody’s about in t

ifth now; they're all down at the
football. You help me get that
ham away to our box-room, and
we'll all go equal whacks all round
—what

“I'm on !¥ said Stott at once.

And Skinner and Sncop nodded.
Coker had smacked their heads all

round--and they could not handle
the 'bi%, burly Fifth-Former. This
looked Ii

own back on Coker. unter
had found the aid he needed at last.

“Hold on, though !’ said Brinmer.
“Make sure the coast’s clear| We
don’t want to run into any Fifth
Form men "

The four crossed the landing to the
Fifth Form study-passage. e door
of the games study at the end was
open—nobody was there! Nobody
was visible in the passage. Never
had the ecoast been so clear—Coker,
in fact, had been the last man up in
the studies, and now Coker was gone.
Eleven men of the Fifth were playing
football and most of the others were
wabtching them do it.

“Come on !” said Skinner, and he
trod lightly up the passage to Coker's
study.

Stott and Sncop followed him, and
Billy Bunter brought up the rear,
grinning,

Once more the fat Owl's eyes and
spectacles dwelt on that huge

ke a chance of gmii;ini their
illy

there's nobedy in his pass
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hamper. Skinner & Co. exchanged a
joyous grin,

"By gum what a whacer!” mur-
mured Snoop. “Coker does well in
the food-hogging line I

“We'll give him food-hogging !I”
said Stott, Tubbing his head. * I sup-
pose that’s from his old sketch of an
aunt "

“1 say. you fellows, buck up I*

“8hut up, Buntcr ¥

“QOh, really, Skinner! I say, Price
might be iz his study—he often
smokes in his study on a half—he
might come out—"

“@et her moving ! said Skinuer.

That hamper was large. It waa
heavy. But three fellows together
made easy work of it!

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott grasped
it and swung it to the door.

“S8ee if anybody’s coming, Bun-
ter 1" breathec{ Skinner.

Billy Bunter rolled back to the
corner of the passage. The coast was
still quite clear, and the fat junior
made signs to his confederates to
come On.

They rushed the hamper down the
age to the Janding. In hot haste,
they rushed it up to the Remove
landing and into the Remove passage.

There, at a more leisurely pace, it
was carried up the passage to the
box-stair at the other end.

Up that etair it went, to the little
landing above. From that landing
opened the Remove box-room, and a
disused garret, which was never
entered even by a housemaid with a
broom, and which was kept locked,
The garrét, like the boz-room ad-
joining, had a window looking out
over Mr. Mimble's kitchen-garden at
the back of the school buildings,

Skinner & Co. dumped the hamper
down on the box-room landing and
paused for breath. Then Skinner
gave a little start and locked round

auddenly.
“Nobody about here, surely!” he
exclaimed. “I thought I heard—"
“I say, yon fellows, come on——"

“Nobody in the box-room,” said
Snoop, lmkig in at the door.

“It sounded like somebody in the
garret !

“Only spiders!”
*“*Come on ™

There was no further sound, if
indeed Skinner had heard a sound at

all.

The juniors grasped the hamper
again, beaved it into the box-room
and shut the door.

“1 say, I don’t know about busting

1

a P%Idnn oc.k 1 gaid Stott dubiously.

said Bunter,

t you?” jeered Skinper. “Bit Lyn.

late to think of that, my pippin!
Got mgthing to bust it with,
Bunter?

“There’s an old poker in the graze
here,” said Snoop.

“ Good—hband it over I

Skinner wielded the poker.

After several attempts he succeeded
in jamming it into & adlock and
wrenching the lock open. He chuckled
ag he threw down the poker.

“That’s that " he remarked. “Dear
old Coker may be sorry for smackin
Remove fellows' heads when he fin
this hamper here—empty | - We don't
know anything about it, of course !
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“Not a thing I chuckled Snoop,
“I say, you fellows, let's get i%

Billy Bunter. Hé
gasped {id with two fak

But he did not.lift it! He paused
and stared round at the door. On thé
box-room stair sounded the burried
tread of repidly ascending feet ! The

fat Owl gave a suppressed squeak of
terror.
“Oh crumps! 1 say, you, fellows,

is—is—is that Coker coming?"
Skinner & Co. did not reply ! They
had no doubt that it was Coker—on
the trail of his hamper—and theyp
stood staring at the box-reom door im

dismay—waiting for it to open and

reveal the wrathful and avenging
Hor_ce !

ROUGH LUCKE!

i H ! gasped Mr. Lamb.
O “Oh™ repeated Ms,
Hacker, like an echo.

Lamb's hat flew.

Mr. Lamb wore a goft hat with a
slonched brim on his rather long
head of hair. That hat had been
safely hed in its accustomed
place—till, a8ll of a sudden, it flew in
the most remarkable manner.

Lamb was walking with Hacker
that sunny half-holiday. The two
masters were taking s walk round
the school precincts. At the moment
they were following a path which
skirted an extensive potato-patch
where Mr. Mimble, the gardener, was
at work with a hoe. A number of
Greyfriara fellowa, in sahirtsleeves,
were at work on the achool allot-
ments next to the B{:}tﬂtﬂ patch. In
the war daye almost every fellow in
the school took his regular turn at
work on the allotments. Most of
them, when they came to do it, found
growing food an interesting business
as well as a patriotic -:Iutg.

Hacker and Lamb bad paused to
lonk at the busy scene. It was then
that Lamb’s hat flew of under a
sedden impact.

The two masters ejaculated
simultaneously.

Something had struck that hat—
dislodging 1t. The hat flew two or
three away and dropped to the
earth. Something else ped at

Mr, Lamb's feet., It was the some-
thing that had stiuck the hat—
nothing more mnor less tham an
ancient, disused boot!

Mr, Lamb rubbed his head! The
hat had taken the force of the im-
t, but Lamb had had rather a
crack on the head, all the same.

“What——" exclaimed Mr. Hacker.
1 WE_H

He spun round and stared up at the
building ! ;

Mr. L%.mh did so even more mpi-:l[?-,
He did not need telling that that old
hoot bad heen dmige& out of &
window above—and was anxious
to :Eot the window and the dropper
of the ancient boot !

High up were two small windows—
one amaller than the other. The
larger ome was the window of the
Remove box-room, the amaller one
that of the Xisused garret adjoining.
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Lamb's eyes, over his gold-rimmed
plasses, glittered up at the box-room
window ! It was shut—but he had no
dowbt that it had been open a lew
minutes ago when the boot had been
tossed down. Some Remove fellow
who did wmot like Mr. Quelch's
sybstitute waa there—and he had
taken prompt advantage of Lamb's
appearing in the offing.

“Upon my word !” exclaimed the
Acid Drop. “Mr. Lamb, that—that
object must have been flung inten-
tionally—" )

“Y] am aware of it!” eaid Mr.
Lamb, between his set lips. *“ Excuse
me, Mr. Hacker—I must lose no
time 17

The art master bhurried away
leaving Hacker staring up at the
box-room.

Mr. Lamb ran fast till he reached
the guad, where he dropped inte a
walk, but a very rapid walk. He
was anxious to get up to the Remove
quarters before the boot-hurler could
aet off the scene,

He almost sliot into the Housze and
scudded np the stairease.

%o swift was Mr. Lamb that hacdly
more than two minutes had elapsed
after the hurling of the old t
hefore he was in the Bemove passage.

His cyes glittered along that
passage !” Nobody was in sight there.
{he Remove fellows were almost all
out of doors on a half-holiday—the
football mateh with the Shell had pot
yet ended. .

Mr. Lamb hurried up the passago
to the boz-room stairs at the other
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etid. He hoped that he was in time
to ecatch the culprit. If he found
nobody in the box-room, hie was going
t. make a very keen and searching
inquiry in the Remove! But it was
quite probable that the boot-hurler
might yet be on the spot, so swift
had Lamb's movements been. Mr,
Lamb trod swiftly up the box-reom
stair.

Had Herbert Vernon-Smith been
still at the school, Lamb would have
taken it for granted that Smithy had
hurled that boot. As Vernon-Smith
was gone, he had no doubt that it
was some pat of the Bonnder’s, Who-
ever it was, he was poing to pay
dearly for that crack on Mr. Lomb’s
head if the art master succeeded in
spotting Lim.

He tramped across the little land-
ing to the box-room door and hurled
it open. There was a startled squeak
as he did so.

“I say, it wasn’t me, youn know! I

never
Billy Bunter broke off suddenly !

He had expected Coker of the Fifth
to burst into the box-room., But it
was not Coker of the Fifth! It was
the Pet Lamb—with a look on his
face more terrifying than any ex-
pression that had ever been seem on
Horace Coker's rugged countenance.

Bkinner & Co, stared blankly at
Mr. Lamb. They werc glad that it
was not Coker, as they had dreaded;
but they could not guess what had
brought the art master up to the
box-room.

A Y S - S S [ J - M [ A (- - -

The Schoolboy Forger!

To his schoolfellows=—Harry Wharton & Co., of the Greyfriars
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‘ Lamb’s eyes gleamed from face to
ATe,

He did not take any notice of
Coker’'s hamper. Probably, if be
heeded it at all, he supposed that it
w#as an empty hamper left there with
boxes gnd trunks. He was not in-
terested in lLampers, but io boot-
hurlers.

“Was it you, Bunter?” he roared.
Suspicion fastened first on Bunter, as
the fellow he had whopped that
morning.

“Eh? Oh, no, sir !"" howled Bunter.
“I never tonched it, &ir!”

Bunter was alluding to the hamper
—supposing that Lamb was! Bunter
knew nothing abont a boot !

“Was it you, Skinner # hooted Mr.
Lamb. *“I find you all here—yon will
all be punished ! All of you follow
me to my study!” He rubbed his
head. “I should never have supposed
that any Remove boy would venture
upon such an outrageous action, now
that Vernon-Smith is gome! How
darc you?”

“It—it was only a lark, sirl”
stammered Skinncr,

Like Bunter, he mmpnsml that

Lamb was alluding to the hamper—
being blissiully unconscions of any-

-t.hj.n‘% to do with old boots.

hat 1* thundered the art master,

“I have had a severe blow——"

it Eh ?i?

“ What ¢

“I have been atruck on the head by
an object hurled from this window !™
roa Loamb. ‘I shall endeavour to
make you renlise that you will be wise
not to follow the example of - the
mutinous young rascal who has been
expelled. Come !

" But I—1 say—-" gaspcd Buater.

“We never——" stuttered Skinner.

The four pazed at Mr. Lamb in
dazed amazement. Certainly no one
of that quartet had thrown any-
thing from the box-reom window,
Somchody, it seemed, had thrown
something from some window, and it
had tapped Lamb's nut! Skinuer &
Co. certainly hadn't !

“Follow me!” roared Mr. Lamb.

“But we never—the window hasn’t
been apen !” gasped Snoop.

“We haven't e hahl?ler.’l Stott.

1 say, T never—"' yelled Bunter,

“"Enough! Follow me this in-
stant !

Mr. Lamb turned and strode ount of
the box-room.

Tlie fonr Removites, in astonish-
ment and dismay, followed him.

Lamb robbed his head as he strode
on in advance—it seemed that he had
had a rather painful crack there. It
was plain that the cane was going to
be featured in the next ﬁm‘:nqlﬂﬁmm
they arrived at the art master's
study. Even Billy Bunter fﬂrgnt
Coker’s hamper, in the astonishinp
and harrowing circumstances. They
trailed. dismally down the stairs.

Lamb led his uuhnpg:,- fiock into,
his study. There he picked np a canc
from the table.

“You first, Bkinner ¥ he suapped.

“1 never——->="

“Beud over that chaird”

skinner had six. He rose from
that infliction with n set, savage foec.
Skinner often deserved whoppings he




did not get; now he had got one that
he did not deserve. He stood panting
with rage and anguich.

lrsn_m i

“I mever did anything, sir—I
never knew- 2 :

“Bend over that chair instantly ¥

Hidney James Snoop took his six,
and stood wriggling ide Skinner
while Stott took another six. Then
came Billy Bunter’s turn.

“I1 say, sir, I never—nobody did—
there wasn’t nn{thing chucked from
the box-room [” led Bunter., "It
must have been some other window,
sir—"

“Bend over, Bunter !

“But it wasn't me, sir!” squeaked
the dismayed fat Owl. “I—"

Mr. Lomb made a etep towards
him, and the fat junior bent over
the chair and took his second six that
day. Four hapless juniors seemed to
be understudying the young man of
Hythe who was shaved with a seythe
and did nothing but wriggle and
writhe! But Lamb was not done
with them yet.

“Now,” he said, “I shall take you
to the Form-room! You will be in
detention until six o’clock.”

Yell, from Bunter,

* We shall misa tea, sir—"

“ Quite ! said Mr. Lamb grimly,

“Oh crikey !”

The hapless founr wriggled after
Mr. Lamb to the Form-room.

There they were left, with deten-
tion tasks to them fully occupied
till six o’olock. By which time, Billy
Bunter was wishing, from the bottom
of his fat heart, that he had mnever
heard of Coker’s hamper,

—— s

WRATHY'!

i EASTS I”
B i Eh ?H‘
& R-DH-EE’S !I'-J'

“ What #"

“Pigs I” yelled Billy Bunter.

Harry rton Co, simpl
stared. William George Bunter too
them quite by surprise,

The Famous Five were at tea in
Study No. 1, after the match of the
Bhell, They were discussing that
match, which had ended in a draw of
one all. They agreed, sadly, that
wit\h the old Bounder in the ranks the
seale would have been tipped in their
favour, and it would have been a win.

Hobson & Co. of the Shell perha
had a different opinion. ut the
heroes of the Remove had no doubt
about it, They missed Smithy, and
missed him sorely,

But Smithy and Soccer were quite
driven out of their minds as the door
of the study was flung wide open and
William rge Bunter appeared
there—in such a state of excitement
as seldom happened with the fat Owl.
Wild wrath flushed the fat face of
the Owl of the Remove and flashed
from his big & les. He bram-
dished fat fists at the astounded five.

What was the matter with Bunter
was guite a mystery to them. They
had not seen the fat junior since they
had bumped him for his sins before
the football match. They had, in fact,
forgotten that there was such a chap
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at QGreyiriars at all. So why he
suddenly raged and roared into the
study had them guessing

“Boasts! Pigs! Rotters!” roared
Bunter * pigs! Yah! Cads!
Beasgta 1™

“Mad?" asked Harry Wharton,
staring blankly.

“Is the madfulness terrific, m
esteemed Bunter ? inguir
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
wonder,

“Hand it over ! roared Bunter.

R

“Bome of it, anyhow! TYou ean’t
have scoffed the lot yet! Pigs!”

“Mad as & bhatter!” said Bob
Cherry. “Would you mind %\oing mad
in your own study, Bunter?”

“Beast! Where iz it?” shrieked
Bunter. "“You haven't got it on the
e—you can't have boited the lot.

tabl
Where is it?”
“Where's what, you potty por-
ise?” roared the captain of the
MOve.
“The tuck!” raved Bunter.
“Tack! What tuck?”
“QOh, you beast! Oh, you roiter!
Makihg out that you wouldn’t touch
Coker’s hamper—and then hnﬁmg
the lot. Look here, ia there any left ¥
yelled Bunter. *“There was tons of it
—tons and toms! I jolly well know
that hamper was nearly full—and
look at the size of it! You've cleared
it out to the last ernmb—-*

“Coker's hamper! You fat chump,
what on earth are you driving at?”
exclaimed the captain of the Remove.
“Do you think we've raided Coker's
hamper, you gorging, guszling
gander P”

“1 know you have.!” howled Bunter.
“And I've takem all the risk of

ing out of detention for it, and
1i's all gone and you've had it | Where
is the tuck, ;ﬂﬂ greedy pig? Do you
want the lot?”

Five or six Bemove fellows gathered
ronnd the doorway of Study No. 1,
drawn by Billy Bunter.

“What on earth’'s up ?” asked Peter
Todd. “Has that prize porpoise goue
batty, or what?” ]

“1 think he must have,” said Ha
Wharton, “The howling ass wan
us to help him. raid Coker’s hamper
thig afternoon, and wa bum him.
Now he seems to till:!ini we've done it—
goodness knows why.”

“&o you have!” roared Bunter; “I
tell you I've just been up to the box-
room, and there’s nothing left.”

“Jg Coker's. hamper in the box-
room ?” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “How
the jolly old thump did it get into the
D told. you I .

“I told you I was going to get it
there !” howled Bunter. “%‘hﬂ‘h’g how
yon knew where to look for it, you
swabs. I say, you fellows !” Bunter
blinked round at the gathering
Hemove fellows in the passage.
“What .do you think? They made
aut. that t]:? wouldn’t touch Coker’a
hamper-—and after I came out of
Extra, I got some other chaps to help
me, and we got it to the Eﬁ:l:-raqm;,
and—"

“0Oh gad !” murmured Lord Maule-
verer. “ Better not let Coker hcar
that, old fat bean! Coker might be
cross }2

in
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“Ha, ha, ha!®
“Blow Coker! I tcll you we
ot it there, and them that Dbrute
amb came made out we'd

up,
ch_-ltnke-:l-&nmethil:lg at his silly head,
took us down to bhis study and
whopped us, and then put ws in de-
tention,” roared Bunter, “and I
chanced getting out before six—and
that means a whopping if I don’t get
back before Lamhb spots me, an
and the;,"w cleared out that hamper,
and—"

*And so the poor dog had none "
said Peter a%lm%m.thetiea ¥-

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“ Everything gone!” roared Buater.
“The hamper’s still there, but it's as
em as a drum! They've scoffed
the whole lot! Bagped it all, while I
was in detention, and—"

“You potty ass!” roarcd Bob
Cherry. “We never even knew that
Coker’s hamper was there, and we
haven’t been there—and do you think
we're pilfering grub-huntérs like
yourself, you fat foogler?”

“It was you!” roared back Bunter,
x, th%g. se knew about the hamger,
except Skinner and Snoop and Stott—
and they're still in detention. I got
out first to—to—"

“To scoff the hamper!” grinued

uiff. “How much would have
left for Bkinner, Snoop, and Stott?”

“I tell you there was tona !’ howled
Bunter. "I'd have had it this morn-
ing, ouly it was too heavy to shift!
It's light Em“'fllale now — there’s
nothing in it! ve cleared it
right out!”

Bu'lii'i"c haven't!” bellowed Johnny

“Who lLas, then?? yelled Bunter,
“All the tuck’s gone !

The fat Owl glared accusingly at
the Famous Five..

It seemed clear enough to Buuter.
The Famous Five knew all about that
hamper, because he had told them his
Elans. They had snaffied the loot—he

ad no doubt of it!

And the fat Owl had taken the risk
of getting out of detemtion half an
hour before time was up, in order to
have a first at that hamper. He
had found it empty! No wonder
Hilli; Bunter was enra !

e brandished fat fists at the chums
of the Remove.

“Cads! Swabs! Beasts!” he
bawled. “Hand it over! Whack it
out ! Da_j'c?’ want the whole lot, you
greedy piga?”

Thenglmnua Five rose to their feef.

had forgotten Coker’s hamper

as completely az they had forgotten
Bunter, Now earned for the
first time that the grub-raider of the
move had obtained other aid in
annexing that hamper. Somehody, it

-geemed, had cleared it ouft while

Bunter was in detention. They cer-
fainly had not! What had become of
Coker’s tuck was a ing matter to
Billy Bunter. To the Famous Five,
it was not a pressing matter at all.
did not care a boiled bean what
had become of i, They did not feel
called u to deal with that matter
af all. But they did feel called u
to deal with William George Bunter.
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherrg
graaﬁj the fat Owl together. Wit
‘HE. Miongr LeArY.—No. 1,673



18

a swing of their arms, they tossed
him, face down, irko the study arm-
chair,

Bunter roared and kicked.

“Now get a shovel, Fragky !” said
the eapiain of the Remove. “We
warn this fat oyster to leave
Coker's tuck alone, and if he's snaffled
it. he wants another warning.”

“Here yon are!” Frank Nugent
handed over the shovel from the
fender,

“ Now, you fat frog—"

"1 say, you fellows, leggol”
shricked Buuter, struggling frantic-
ally in the armchair. "1 say, I'll go
fair whacks with the tock! I meant
to-let you fellows have some-——"

Whack !

“Yarooh! I say, I only want my
whack !” howled Bumter. *“That's
fair, ain't it—give mc a whack—"

“Here yvou arc!t” answeretdd Harry.

Whack !

“ Ha, ha, ha "

““Ow! Wow! Leave off, will yon?®”
roared Buuter. “I say, you fcllows,
vou can keep the lot—I think you'rc
# 50t of greedy pigs, but you can—
varogop !

Whaek !

" Now, vou guezling gargoyle,” said
the eaptain of the Remove, “that’s
three for miﬂing a Fifth Porm man's
tuck., Now

“Ow! Beast! Leggo!”

Whack, whack, whock!

“'That's three more—"

“Yarooop I

“For fancying that we had it.
Now chuck him out!”

Billr Bunter bumped in the Remove
passace, and the deor of Study No. 1
closed on him.

The Famous Five resnmed their in-
terrupted tea and their interrnpted
discnzsion of the mateh with the
Shell.  Qutside, in the passage, the
voice of William Georoe Bunter was
heard on its top nete.

L]

SKINNER SEES IT ALL !

KIXNER, Snoop, and Btott, sit-
ting at their desks in the
Remove Form room, looked up

rather unpleasantly as the Form-room
door opened and a fat fizure wriggled
1.

It was ten minutes to six. Bunter
had syuirmed out at half-past five—
taking the risk of being spotted out
of deteution by Mr.
Skinucr & Co. could gness why! Now
he squirmed in again—and they ex-
peeted to sce smears of jam on a fat
tace, indienting that he had had a
first and cxtensive whaek in the con-
tents of Coker’s hamper,

But there was no jam on Bunter's
fat face. There was vo trace of other
comestibles. ‘There was a frown—a
frightful, feacful, frantic frown, like
that of the Lord High Executioncr.

Bunter had come back in time to
Lamb.

ezeape being caught out b
ad been

But he did not look as if he
cajoving iife.

“You fat porker I growled Skinner,
“Have you left any for us?”

“Catelr him leaving anything
grunted Snoop.

“1'l1l jolly well scrag nim il he
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hasn’t !” said Stott, staring at Bunter,
“I'm fearfully hungry! Thére was
lots in that hamper.”

All the detained juniors were fear-
fully hnngry, having missed their
tea. were thinking with yearn-
ing of petting at Coker's hamper,
after six,

“I eay, you fellows!” pasped
Bunter. ‘.‘I‘t'g all gome!”
“What?" howled the three.

“1 believe Wharton’s lot had it!
Anyhow, it's all gone—the hamper’s
r:m)]‘;j::,'!” agped Bunter., “ Cleared
right ont !”

Ihe three gazed at him.

“You gormandising guzzler!”
goas Skinner. “Mean to say that
you've scoffed about balf a huandred-
weight of tuck in a guarter of an

hour#*
“1 hawen’t touched it!" howled
“It was gone when I

Bunter.
there—all gone! Wharton's gang
hﬂﬂ-——“

“0Oh, don't talk rotl” sna
Skinner. Skinnér knew, if 11y
Bunter did not, that the Famouns Five
would not have snaffled the purloined
tuck. “If it’s gone, I know who had
it, all right! T%ﬂt’ﬁ why yon sneaked
out, is it? T thought you'd gone to
start on’ it—but If yow've bagged
the lot—="

“Twok out, when we get ont of
here ! said Stott. “If you've parked
all that tuck somewhere, DBunter,
we'll jolly well make you cough it
up! Yon can't bave eaten it all.”

“I tell you—" shricked Bunter.

“Oh, pack it up!” eaid Snoop.
“Mind he doesn’t get away, you
fellows, when Lamb lets us out of

this! He's got to cough it up!”
“Yon bet!™ said gtinm:r, with
emphasis,

illy ‘Bunter blinked at them in
great  exasperation. He had sus-
peeted the Famous Five of snafling
that cargo of tuck which had so mys-
tnﬁnmly_disnppmmﬂ. Skinner & Co.
snspected him !

ndeed, it was more than suspicion.
They had no doubt of it! And the
hungry three gave him looks almost
like hungry wolves !

There was a footstep in the
cofridor.
Billy Bunter bolted for his desk

and grabbed np his pen!

He was decp in his detention task
when the Form-room deor opencd to
admit Mr. Lamb. He came across to
look at the papers.

Evidently, he did not suspeet that
one of the four had been out of the
Form-room, which was a relief to
Billy Bunter. The Pet Lamh secmed
to have recovered his temper by that
time. He pglanced careleasly at the
detention papers, and dismissed the
juniors.

Skinner & Co. carefully closed
round Bunter as they left the Form-
TUOm.

They were not letting the fat Owl
gct ont of their eight. Bkinner
slipped & hand under one fat arm—
Snoop slipped 8 hand under the other,
Stott walked behind, watchinl.

“1 say, you fcllows—" gasped
Bunter.

“Come on!"” eaid Skinner.

*1 teil you it's all gone—>-">"

“You’d better tell us next where
it's gone, then!” paid Bkinner pleas-
aﬁtl;g'. “You've. gotr & bad time
coming, if you don't !

“I tell yon Wharton and his
lﬂi-—‘—*‘-—”

“Oh, chuck it!”

Bkinner & Co. walked Bunter up
the stairs.

Ag they Teached the study Ianding,
they heard an cxcited voicc.from the
direction of the Fifth Form passage.
It was the voice of Horace Coker—
and they caught the word * hamper.”
0Old Horace, it scemed, had missed
that hampor.

Coker's voice dicd away astern as
they walked Bunter up the Remove
passage 4o the box-room stair. They.
walked him np that etair to the bex-
room. ‘They walked him into that
apartment.

There was the hamper where they
had left it when Lamb marched them
down. But now the lid was wide
open. One glanee into the interior
was cnough—it was empty!

Exactly what had been in that
hamper they did not know, but they
knew that it had been 4£ull of
enticing things—jars, bottles,
packets and packages, boxes and
cartons—all sorts of excollent thi::gs
in enormons quantities, packed by the
affectionste haunds of Aunt Judy for
her beloved Horace.

Bunter, it was certain, counld nob
have scoffed such a guantity. He
could not have acoffed a quarter of it,
or an eighth, Bunter, actually, was
not so big as that huge hamper—so it
was perfectly certain that even Billy
Bunter could not comtain the com-
tents of the hampei! His stowage
aprec was cxtensive, but even Bunter
had a limit—and he was net made of
clastic and eould net ‘streteh in-
definitely.

8o it was all clear 1o Skinner & Co,
—they saw it all! Bunter had
scoffed as much as he cowdd in the
time and parked the rest somowhere
for another feed later—that was his

me! And if Bunter fancied that
@ could play a game like that on
Skinner & Co., Bunter had another

1088 coming.

“I told you so ! sgucaked Bunter.
“Look ! The whole lot gone—not a
erumb. left ! Look I¥

“Where is it?” asked Skinner.

“How should I know?” howled
Bunter.

“I fancy you kmow better than
anyone ¢lse ! Look round for if, you
chaps,” said Harold Skinner. “He
may have parked it in some of the
boxes.”

Skinner ook a tight grip on
Bunter's collar to keep lim safc
while his comrades searched for the
missing tuck. They looked into
every empty box in the box-room;
they lookcd into every cormer; but
they found no tuck! They pave
Bunter grimmer and dgrimmer looks.

“What have yon done with "
demanded Skinuer.

“I say, you fellows, I keep on
telling you that I found that
empty when I ecame up!” wailed
Bunter.

“You can kecp on telling us thad
till you're black in the face; and if
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““ Who did that ? *’ rapped Mr. Lamb, pointing to the disfizured drawings with his eane.
don’t know, sir ! ** gasped Bunter.

won't make any difference !* said
Skinner. “Have you parked it in the
garret next to t is? Go and look,
snoopey.”

Sidney James Snoop went out of
the box-room. He was heard to rattle
the doorhandle of the adjoining

arret. Then he came back.

“It’s locked ! he zaid.

“The key's always in the lock
said Stott.

“It isn't now ! answered Snoop.

“So that's it!” said Skinner.
“Have you parked the tuck in that

arret and takem away the key,
%uuter.?”

¥t Hﬂ !H L3 I tE]]
?ﬂu_—_-l?

“That's npot it,” said Stott, *I
noticed that the key wasn't there
when we came up with the hamper,
Skinner—when you fancied youn
heard something——"

“Then he’s taken it down to his
study ! said Skinner.

“Todd ¥ wouldn’t stand for it,” said
Stott. He wouldn’t let that fat
tuck-pincher park it in Study Ne. 7.”

“Well, he’s parked it somewhere !”
gaid Skinner, “Blessed if I know
where—but Bunter’s going to tell us.
Where is it, Bunter? We're all
hungry "

“Leggo my collar, you beast! I
keep on telling you that it was gone
when I came up ! howled Bunter,

‘ ;‘;ﬁ.ﬂ: you going to tell us where it
157’

“How can I, when I don't know I
roared Bunter. “Wharton and his
gang must have bad it—they were

[RH
.

howled Bunter.

EVERY SATURDAY

“¢ T—I never came here at all,

the only fellows who knew that it
was here——"
“Scrag him ! said Btott.

“Scrag him bald-headed !” hissed
Snoop.

“Last time of asking, Bunter!”
said Harold Skinner grimly. “You
must fancy we're soft if Fou think
you can spoof us like this! Are you
going to shell out that tuek,
whacks all round, or not?”

nI f-"EH Fﬂu_”

“That's enough!” said Skinner.
“Tip him into the hamper, you
chaps! We’ll give him half an hour
to think it over—in the hamper.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" wyelled Snoop and
Stott.

“1 say,
ter. “Ite
Leggo, you beasts!
crikey ! Grooogh !

Bump !

Bunter was fipped inte the big
hamper. There was just about room
for Bunter, but it was a fairly close
fit. He blinked up at the three in
horror and dismay as Skinner grasped
the lid to close it.

“Ow! I say! Lemme out!”
raved Bunter. “I say, I shall be
suffocated. I—

Bang !

The lid came down.

There was no danger of suffocation
—there were plenty of interstices im
the plaited canework of the big
hamper. But it was fearfully un-
ecomfortable. Bunter was packed
tight! He welled frantically az the
lid banged down,

“1 say, you fellowsg——-"

air

on fellows ! howled Bun-
you—l say—— Yaroooh !
I say— Oh
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(1] I_._'_I
I never came near the study ! **

“Are guu going to tell na what

you've done with the tuck?" de-
manded Skinner.
“Ow! Beast! I haven't——"
“That does it ! said Skinner. He

adjusted the padlock, fastening the
lid. That gaﬂlmk had been shap

open; but Skinner secured it with a
piece of wire from his pocket. It
was left as secure as if still locked.

From the interior of the hamper
came a frantic roar.

“I say, you fellows! If you leave
me here I'1] :__rell till the whole House
comes up——"-

“Te!* zaid Skinner
“Coker’s looking for his hamper now,
and I dare say he will be glad to find
it! Get Coker here by all means.”

“0Oh crikey !” gasped Buunter.

He decided mot to yvell! He did
not want to see Coker of the Fifth—
in that hamper! If Coker of the
Fifth found that hamper, packed
with Bunter in lace of tuck,
Bunter's last state was likely to be
worse than his first!

“Think it over, old fat man !’ said

genially.

Skinner through the lid of the
hamper., "WE'%.]. come back in half
an hour !

“Beast I groaned Bunter.

“And if yon own up, we'll let you
out! If not, you stay there till
I'll'ﬁp !‘I’J

“Ow! Beast! I tell you——m—-"

“Own up what you've done with
the tuck, you greedy pig!” growled
Stott.

“1 tell you, I never—"

“Come on,” said Skinner, "he's

Tre Macuer Lisrary.—XNo. 1,673
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jolly  well  sticking inside that
hamper till ke owns up; I know that !
Good-bye, Bunter I

“1 say, you fellows
vell from the hamper.

The sound of the closing door in-
terrupted Bunter! Skinner & Co.
were gone. Billy Buuter was left—a
prisoner in the hamper—with feclings
that eould have been expressed in no
known language.

EL

camc a8

A SHORT WAY WITH FAGS !
OEKER of the Fifth breathed
C wrath.

His pals, Potter and Greene,
were almost as wrathy as Coker.

Potter and Greenc did not always
sttt eve to eye with the great Horace.
But on this occasion they were at
one with him, They missed that
Lhamper ns much as Coker did. Foot-
hall en a keen March day gave a
fellow an appetite.

Potter and Greenc had been playing
football. Coker had been looking on,
thinking how much better he could
have done it. All three had come in
with good appetites from the keen
fresh air.

Generally when Coker pot cxcited,
Fotter and Greene bore with him as
patiently as geible on the old
principle of suffering fools gladly.
Now they pot as cxeited as Coker.

“The neck! said Coker. “The

cheeck—the nerve—the neck! Taking E

the whole hamper, you know—shift-
ing the whole cavgo—lock, stock and
barrel ! But I fancy I can guess who
did it.”

“Let's get after him I said Potter.

Coker had been talking for a
gnarter of an hour since the discovery
that the hamper was missing, and his
fricnds thought that it was time to
get down to action.

"Whoe was it, then ?” nzked Greene,

“Some Hemove kids, I fancy ! aaid
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Coker. “I smacked their heads for
slacking about just before I came
down to the footer. Well, they Iﬂﬂi
have done this to get their own bac

on me—they’'re cheeky enough. That
voung scoundrel Bunter may have
had a hand in it—you kmow him !
And I remember I cuffed him on the
stalrs ?

“What did you cnff him for?”
asked Potter, staring at the great
Horace.

“It docs fags good I

Il ﬂ]l (o

“Well, come on!" said Coker.
“They can’t have [f-:;-t- the hamper
open—there's a padlock on it, you
know ! They can't have got at the
stuff, I think. But the sconer we get
it back, the better.”

Potter and Greenc heartily con-
curred imn  that! They followed
Horace Coker from the study and
headed for the Kemove quarters.

At the cormer of that passage the
Famous Five were talking in a group
after tea, and they gave Coker & Co.
inguiring looks. They wondered
whether old Horace was on the track
of that hamper.

“Want anything, Coker?” asked

Harry Wharton politely.

“I want my hamper!™ yapi)ec‘!
Coker. “My hamper's been pinched
from my study. Scen anﬂhing of it¥
It was big enough to secn—bhig
enough for one of you fag shrimps to
et inte”

“The secefulness has not been

terrific, my esteemed Coker!” smiled
Hurrec Jamset Bam Sipgh.

The Co. certainly had not secn that
hamper, though they had heard of it.

Coker, pglancing up the passage,
nttered a sudden exclamation.

“There they are! Come on!”

From the box-room stair at the
other end of the passage three
Remove fellows appeared—Skinner,
Snoop, and Stott.
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the Seven ¢

They were the three whose heads
Coker had smacked that afternoon,
and wupon whom his suspicions
centred.

Coker started up the passage at n
rush. Potter and Greene foHowed
him. The Famous Five gazed aftcr
them.

“Look here, Coker's not going to
throw his weight about 1 our
passage I  grunted Jobhnny Bull.

“What about booting him out?”
Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Coker's got a right to his
hamper,” he said. “We can’t stand
for grub-raiding in Fifth Form

studies. Let Coker rip!”

“Well, no!” admitted Jolnny.
l'tBut_u!!

“According to Bunter, there's
nuthh:g left in that hamper!™ re-
marked Frank Nugent.

“Then we'd better let him hawve
Bunter ! said Bob Cherry. “What
isn't in the hoamper must be in

Buanter.”
“Ha, ha, ha!™
Skinner & Co looked rather

startled at the sight of Horace Coker
coming up the passage like a
thunderbolt, with Potter and Greenc
at his heels. This looked as if old
Horace: was on the frack of that
hamper !

Still, there was ne evidence that
Skinner & Co. were connected with
the disappearance of the hamper! No
eye had fallen on them during the
annexation of Coker’s property.

“Where's my -hamper?” roared
Coker, cyeing the three belligerently.

“Hamper!” repeated Skinner, rais-
ini his eyebrows. “ What hamper,
Coker #*

“Didn’t yon bag a hamper from
my study because I smacked your
head for slacking " demanded Coker.

“Never cven knew you had =a
hamper !” answered Skinner airily.
“Didd you fellows know anything
abount it?”

“Never heard of it,” said Snoop,
with a shake of the head.

“What sort of a hamper was it,

Coker ?" asked Stott, with an air of
polite interest,
Coker looked at them! There was,

in Coker's opinion, presumptive cvi-
dence against these three! Actual
cvidence, there was none ! But Coker,
as he oftem told his friends, had «
short way with fags!

He made a sudden grab at Skinner
and got him by the collar.

“Now, where's my hamper?” he
roared.

“Here, leggo, you cheeky rotter!”
howled Skinner, in alarm. “Leggo!
Why, you swab! Yarooooh!™

Bang !

Harold Skinner’s head tapped on
the passage wall. It tapped hard!
Skinner’s frantic yell awoke all the
echoes.

“Kow, where’s my hamper?” de-
manded Coker.

“Ow! Leggo!
Skinner.

From ile landing cud of the pass-
age, Harry Wharton & Co. looked on.
From half a dozen study doorways.
other fellows watched.  But there
was no response te Skinner's call for
rescue. Everybody knew that Skinuer

Resene ™ yelled



had pinched Coker’s hamper, and he
mﬂlf not expect the Remove to rally
in such a cause.

Bang !

“Ow! Yoo-hoop! Stoppit!™ raved
Skinner. * Oh, my napper! Oh, my
nut! Yow !”

“Here, hold on, Coker, old man!”
rasped Potter. “There’s no proof
that that kid knows anything about
1t, and—""

“Don’t be an ass, Potter 1”

“ But look here ! exclaimed Greenc.

“Don't be a goat, Greeney 1"

Coker, it seemed, was satisfied with
his own methods of aecquiring in-
formavion. He banged BSEkinner's
suffering nut again,

“Now, where's my hamper?” he

reared.
“Ow! Wow! Tp in the box-
room ' shricked Skinner. “Ow!

Leggo, you awab! Oh, my nut! It's
in the box-room! Wow!"

“0h ! grasped Pottcr and Greene
together.

oker's methods, high-handed as
they were, seemed to have got him
there, so to speak.

“What did I tell you?” grinned
Coker. “Didn’t I tell you that I jolly
well knew they had it? Come on!”

Coker released Skinner’s collar,

iving him a spin that sent him
tottering along the passage. Skinner
staggered against the wall, rubbing
his suffering nut, and spluttering.
Snoop and Stott dodged out of reach.

“Come on!” said Coker briskly.
*Wo know wlere it is now—come and

et it out !

Coker tramped up the box-room
stair, Totter and Greene followed
him up. Coker hurled open the box-

Ioom Jdoor.

“Look ! he roared. *“There it is!
Look !

Coker pointed to the gigantie

hamper.
There it was! It was, as Coker had

eald, big enough to be secn! Im fact,
it leaped to the eye!

Coker & Co. tramped into the box-
oo,

In the Remove passage, Harold
Skinner rubbed his head and splut-
tered. But Harold had one consola-
tion—there was wothing in  the
hamper but Bunter—and Coker was
weleome to Bunter !

— —

JACK-IN-THE-BOX !

ILLY BUNTER hardly breathed.
B At the sound of footsteps,
the fat Owl of the Remove had
hoped that it was Skinner coming
back to let him out, Horace Coker's
werful voice, as he spotted the
}:gmpﬂr, a]::priﬂed him that it was not,
The fat junior suppressed a squeak
of terror.

He would have been glad to hear
anybody coming up to the hox-room—
except Coker. But not Coker! It
wag fearfully uncomiortable inside
the hamper. But Bunter had a
feeling that it would be still more
uncomfortable outside—with Coker
there !

S0 William George Bunter under-
studied that wise animal, Brer Fox,
and “lay low and said nuffin.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“Here it ia, all right!” Coker’s
werful voice boomed through the
mper. “I jolly well knew they had
it! What?®
“Looks like it " agreed Potter.
“I fancy that fat young scoundrel,
Bunter, had a hand in it, too,” said
Coker. " You kpnow what he is, after
a fellow’s tuck! I've booted him no
end of times for scrounging tuck in
my study. If you sce him while we're
getting this hamper back, boot him !
“Beast !” breathed Bunter silently.
“Get liold ! gaid Coker, “ The threc
of us can handle it casily cnough.”

Bunter barely repressed a squeak as
the hamper moved. He realised that
Coker & Co. were going to cart it
back to their study !

As the padleck was in position, and
the lid fastened, Coker supposed that
it Lbad not been opened yet. It was a
natural supposition. Certainly, Coker
never drecamnd that it had not only
been opcacd, but that its former
contents had becn cxchanged for a fat
Removite,

Bunter was not likely to let him
know !

All Bunter could hope for was a
chance of dodging away when the lid
was unfastencd! Until it was un-
fastoned it, was Billy Bunter's cune
to continue to imitate Brer Fox and
keep his presencc a sccret!

“You fellows take that end—I'll
take this!” said Coker. * Now, then,
all together 1

“By gum, it's lLeavy!” gasped

“ A hamper this size is bound to be
heavy, Greency ! Those tins of biscuits
in it are pretty heavy stuff I”

“It seems a good bit heavier than
it was before !” said Potter.

“Well, don’t be a silly ass, Polter!
How could it be heavier than it
was before?” execlaimed Coker im-
patiently. “Those fags haven’t even
got it open—but if they had, think
they'd put anything into itP”

ell, I supposc not ! But—"

“{Oh, get going!” wvapped Coker.
“Put a l:’;ﬁi\t- gnf beef into it! You
fellows fancy you can play foothall—
well, let's see if you can shift a
hamper.

Coker & Co. heaved at that hamper.
They heaved it up and got it to the
door. 'There they allowed it to rest
for & moment or two,

“By gum !” said Coker, in surprise.
“It does seem heavier ¥

“Didn’t I say so?” grunted Potter.

“Well, it can’t be heavier—that
stands to reason !” eaid Coker. "It
does scem so—but it can’t be, and you
know it as well as I do! If you fellows
put a spot of beef into it, it won’s
seem so0 jolly heavy! Get going!”

They heaved the hamper out on the

landing. _ . .
Amazing as it was—incxplicable, in
fact—that hamper did scem heavier

2]

her dear Horace needed provisioning
for the duration of the war. But,
heavy as it had been originally, it
geemed amazinﬂy heavier now.

But, really, though it seemed so, it
was impossible—for how could it hove
ot heavier? Even if the raiders had
got it open, their dealings with the
contents would have been in the way
of subtraction—uot addition! And it
appeared that they had not even gof
it open !

That heavy hamper bumped down
the box-room stair.

It made a good deal of neisc as it
bumped from step to step, and Coker
& Co.’s trampling feet made a good
deal of noisc also. That was why
Coker & Co. did not hear suppressed
gasps and squeaks from the unhappy
inside passenger. The prisoner of the
hamper was not enjoying his journey !

At the foot of the stair, the three
Fifth-Formers stopped for aunother
rest.

Coker mopped his manly brow,

Skinner, still rubbing hisz head,
stared at the hamper. He had c¢x-
peeted Coker to make a discovery in
the box-room.

Apparently Coker hadn’t. As le
realised that Billy Bunter must he
still inside that hamper, Skinver

forgot the pain in his nut, and
velled,

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Oh erikey !” gasped Snoop. “Ha,
ha, ha!”

Coker gave them a glare. But he
was getting rather breathless with
that hamper, and he had no ecnergy
to spare for cheeky juniors.

“Come on!” he grunted.

And the three Fifth Form men
heaved wup that amazingly lheavy
hamper and bore it, gasping, along
the passage. o

Almost all the Remove walched it
in transit. From necarly every stud
rude remarks were niade as Coker
Co. laboured by.

Skinner & Co. knew that there was
a fat Removite parked inside that
hamper. The other fellows did not
know. They supposed that the con-
tents of that hamper were the usual
contents of a hamper, and the sight
of three senior men staggering under
a cargo of food in time of war
rationus muaturally moved them to
indignant and sarcastic comments.

“ Food-logs !”  roared  Bolsover
major.

“ Greedy Pigs 1” velled Hazel.

“0Oh gad!” exclaimed Lord Maule-
“Coker, old man, am't fhat
Ain't you

verer.
rather over the limt?
afraid of gettin’® rum in?”

“Hallo, halle, halle ! reaved Bob
Cherry. “Here comes Coker with
his pantechnicon of grub!”

“Ha, ha, hia!”

“Phe grubfuluess must be fraly,

(Continued o next page.)

than before—
much heavier !

It had hEE_n
heav when 1t
had 1 landed in
Coker's  study—
Aunt Judy had

acked that

mper as if she
had faneied that
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terrific ! execlaimed Hurrce Jamset
Lam Singh.

“Food-hogs | hooted Johnny Buli,

“ Dash it all, this is pretty thick!®
eiclaimed Harry Wharton, stam
at  the ]mmpc-l: as it approached.
“How the dickens did such a cargo
as  that pass the House dJdame?
Better not  let Prout sce  that,
Coker ™

“Hoarders!” shouted five or &ix
vopiers,

“Mind vou don't pet spotted,
Coker "  cxclaimed Feter Lodd.

“They'd lave you up before the
Head for food-hogging like that!”

Coker paused, with a ferocious
olare at the Bemove erowd. Coker
was a patriotic chap. Nothing would
have induced him to hog food in
war-time,  Really, he was quite
innoecent in the matter. But, un-
Et_mhtcdly, appearanccs wore against
1m.

“You checky kids ! gasped Coker.
The weight of that hamper was tell-
ing on him. “There’s nothing in
this hamper, but a few things my
aunt sent me. Think I'd break the

ration laws, you little checky
awabsr”

“A few things!™ said Frank
Nugent. “Only a few! What size

wonld the hamper be if she'd eent
you a lot:”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“It's the hamper itself that's
heavy chicfly, I think,” said Coker.
“Nothing in this lamper that veu
can't by at any shop. Nothing at
all that's rationed., Come on, vou
men, let's get out of this!™
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They heaved onward,

Fotter and Greene were crimson
with cxertion and with annoyanee.
Heally, that leavy hamper looked
like food-hogging on a prand scale.
It was rather unplepsant. They
hurried that hamper out of the
Remove passage as fast as they could.

Yeclls and cat-calls followed. A
whole mob of Removites followed
them down the passage, hooting and
hissing.

“Yah! Food-hogs!”

“ Grub-scroungers 1"

“Look out for the pre's!®

“Mind I'rout doesnt spot you'l”

“Who lLog- grub®”

“*Coker does! Yah !

Coker & Co. were glad to get out
on the landing. They heaved that
heavy hamper across the landing,
and left the Ilemove behind at last.
They heaved it up the Fifth Form

passage,
Thn;r landed it at long last in
Coker's study. Then they stood
panting,

Coker wiped perspivation from his
brow,

“Blesged if I canl understand it !™
he said. *It does seem heavicr.
can't make it out. It can't be, you
know. Well; now we've got it back,
we'd better get mmﬂthiﬂ[?r out for
ten. I'm pretty sharp set!”

“Same bhere!” agrecd Potter.

“Hallo, what's the matter with
this padlock? It's been wired! By
gum, it's been Imsted and fastened
with a Dbit of wire!” cxclaimed
Coker, in surprisc. “Have they had
it open, after all?”

Coker blinked at that surprising
padlock.

“Well, they can’t have taken any-
thing out, judging by the weight !”
saidd Greene, %1‘-::1: it open, old
man "

A fat junior huddled wup inside
that hamper quaked. He could hear
Coker fumbling with the wire with
“’hi:!]t Skinner had fastened the pad-
lock.

In o minute or less that bi
be lifted —an
Bunter rovealed.

What would follow, Bunter could
gll('ﬂ!i.-

There would be no grab in that
hamper for Coker & Co.—but there
wou I Bunfer! Bunter was
booked for the most exciting time in
his fat carcer, if Coker's grasp fell
on him.

It was an awful prospect. Bunter
had te get out of that hamper the
moment the lid was up. He had to
escape the grasp of Coker’s powerful

aws. Fresence of mind was not

unter’'s long suit, but his fat brain
wis working at full pressure now,
uoder the spur of dire terror.
Buuter knew what e was going to
do as soon as that lid was wun-
fastened. He guaked, but he was
realy.

Coker jerked the padlock loose and
threw it aside. He grasped the edge
of the lid to 1ift it.

Then aw amazing thing happened.

That big flat 1id shot up of its own
nceord, apparently. It shot opem
suddenly, propelled from withini. An

rounid
Billy

earthquake could hardly have fakem
Coker morc by surprise.

Coker had opened many hampers of
all shapes and wizes in hiz time.
Never had he dealt with one of whicl
the lid, when unfastened, shot up of
its own accord.

Bang !

Coker, leaning over the big
hamper, got the edge of the lid just
under his nose as it shot up. It
nearly lifted Coker's nose off,

ker pave one wild howl of
amazement and anguish and tottered
backwards and sat down, bumping,
on hiz study floor, Potter and
Greene, astounded, pazed transfized.

The lid fell back, and an un-
expected figure bounded up like a
jack-in-the-bhox,

Potter and Greene pgazed, spell-
bound, petrified.

Coker, sitting on the carpet, fnirly
eibbered.

That moment of stunued amaze-
meitt gave Bunter his chance.

One frantic bound and Le was out
of the hamper. Another, and he
was at the study door. Another,
and he was in the passage, running
for his lifec.

Potter and Greene still stood spell-
bound. They wondered whether
their eyes bad deceived them. They
gazed ot the doorway; then they
inte a luge, but empty

asped Coker. He
1ig8 hand to his nosc,
“Oogh! What was that? Who was
thaty Was that Bib-bob-bub-
Bunter ?*

He gave the cem hamper one
glﬂm, then he bounded te the door.
‘attering fect died away round the
corner at the landing, Billy Bunter
was goue. The Owl of the Remove
had vanished like a fat ghost,

Coker & Co. wore left with an
empty ham;}er—gn:inﬁ into it—and
Coker dabbing at a thin red stream
that cozed from a damnaged nose.

szed
ﬁa'{n&z

é‘h I!I
stagpered up,

MYSTERY OF COKER'S BLANKETS !
WINHE!‘E of the Sixth, stand-

ing at the deorway of the

Remove dormitory at half-
past nine tiat evening, glanced
round him down the passage and
frowned.

Up that passage from the dormi-
tory landing came s burly fipure.
and a red and wrathful face dawned
on the captain of Greyiriars,

Wingate was seeing lights out for
the Remove. He did not e to
see Coker of the Fifth, and he did
not want to see Coker of ‘the Fifth,
Fifth Form men had no business in
the junior quarters. So he frowned
at lum,

“What the thomp do you want
here, Coker #” he demanded.

There was a startled squeak with-
in the Remove dormitory. The name
of Coker was a sound of alarm fo a

pair of fat ears in the Remove.

“T say, you fellows, it's Coker
coming ! Hﬁ' keep him off I”
squeaked Billy Bunter.

“0Oh, m t 1" exclaimed Bob

Cherry, “Ic COoker coming heref



We'll give him all he waunts if he
butts in !*

“And a little over ! said Johnny
Bull.

That crening, Billy Bunter's chief
eccupation lhad been ing out of
the waoy of Horace Coker.. Twice
had Coker striven to cstablish con-
tact. Ouce e had invaded the Re-
move passage in search of Bunter,
and a dozen Remove men had helped
him ont again. Onec he had charged
into the Rag, and nagain a dozen
Remove men had assisted him to
depart.

Sinee then, Coker, so to speak, had
nsed no other. In the urmilm;_y,
Bunter had considered himself safe.
Now Coker was coming !

Iemove men were gquite as ready
to hnrl Coker out of their dormitory
ag out of their passage or the IRag.
The Famoues Five and six or scven
ﬂﬂlkt::;.l.' fcllows lined up rcady for

r.

But the Greyfrinrs captain’s stal-
wart form interposed as Horace
arrived at the doorway. He waved
Coker back.

“Out of this, Coker!” he rapped.

“Look here——" roared Coker.

“Cut, you ass! Do you think you
can come hero ragging in a dormi-
tory? Get out of it!” snapped
Wingate.

“0Oh, let Lhim .come in, Wingate !”
called ont Bob Cherry. “We'll help
kim out 1*

“The helpfulness will be terrific I

“Come on, Coker !”

“Trickle in, old bean!”

Coker glarcd inte the dormitory.
Evidently, he would have cha in,
but Wingate blocked the way, waving
him off. But Coker of the Fifth was
nat to be waved off like an intrusive
cat.

“Go to your dorm, you ass!” said

Wingate. “You'll have Prout on
ur track! Now buzz off 1"
“Think I can go to bed without

any blankets ?* roared Coker.

“Eh? What?"

“I'll spiflicate them!” roared
Coker. "“Bagging a man’s hamper—
and then bagging the blankets off his
h’f& !IJ‘ r

Wingate stared at him. So did the
Removwites !

This was quite unexpected. Ap-
arently, it waz not the affair of the
amper that was worrying old Horace
now ! Somebody, it scemed, had been
larking with hiz bed in the Fifth
Form dormitory !

“Oh' crikey!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. *“Bunter cau't have bagged
his blankets! Even Bunter ¢an't eat
blankets !”

“0Oh, really, Cherr i

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“All my blankets gone!” roared
Coker. “Think I'm going to bed
withont blanketa? Think I don’t

kuow it was these young sweeps?

=

“The blankets ave gone off your
bed 1 exclaimed Wingate blankly.
“Yon'd better go to the House dame
about it, then 1™

“I've come here!” bawled Coker.
“Think I dJon't know it whs tliese
Remove kids?  All my blankets gone,
and Polter's as well—and Greene's
pillow, too! Fve come to take them
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hack, see, and to smack the youn
sweep's head that snaffled them, ap
you’'re not going to step mel”

Wingate looked in at the grinning
Remavites.

“Have any of you young rascals
been larking in Coker's dormitory ?”
lie demanded. :

There was a general shaking of
heads. DRemove men were rather
given to larking with old Horace;
but certainly they had never thought
of raiding hia blankets. Coker, ap-
parcutly, had made that discovery
when the Fifth went up to their
dormitory: and perhaps it was
natural that he should suspect that
the practical joker was to found
in the Remove, Awnyhow, he did sus-
pfq:t it—or, rather, lio was cortain
of it,

“Who's got those blankets?” he

roared.

“He, Le, he!” from Billy Bunter.
“1 say, was it you, Skinner?"”

“No, you fat ass!" grunted
Skinner. “I’ve been wmowhere near
the Fifth Form dorm !*

“Try some other dorm, Coker!™
snggested Harry Wharton, “ Nobody
herc’s got i1:":!'1.11' blankets, old bean !

“I'm not going without them !
roared Coker. “I jolly well know

some of you bad them! Half a dozen
blankets and a pillow! Where are
they "

“Go down to the House dame, and
she’ll find you some more for to-night,
Coker,” said Wingate soothingly.

Coker did not take that adrvice.
Coker was not in need of advice—
ha did not want advice: he wanted
blankets, and vengeance !

With a sudden barge he pushed
Wingate out of the way and charged
into the Remove dormitory

The Greyfriars captain stageered.

I“]'fuu unhen]:;[ ass I” Dhe gasped.

“Collar him [* roared Bob Cherry.

“Look here,” roared Coker. “I
want those Manketa! If you don't
hand them over this minute, I'll—
Yaroveop !

Coker’s remarks were continned in
i breathless gurgle, as a dozen
Remove men collared him. Coker's
burly form smote the floor of the
Remove dormitory. Then Coker was
rolled over deorward.

He rolled over and over, splutter-
ing wildly. He rolled out of the door-
way; and was landed in the passage
in a gurgling heap.

“Ioll him home!™ ghouted Bob
Clierry,

“Go it 1"

“Ha, La, ha ¥

“Stop that!” pasped Wingaic.

“Get back into the dormitory at
onee ! Wingate had his official ash
under his arm. He slipped it down
into his hand. Three or four whacks,
distributed impartially among the
rxecited Removites, drove them back
into the dormitory.

Coker was left gurgling. He sat
up, still gurgling.

“Now get out of it, Coker!”
suapped ingate. “Your blankets
aren’t horo——-"

“Oooch

“Go down to the House dame——-"
“ Ooogh 1

23

“Io you hear?

“Urrirgh I*

“Are you going?” snapped the
Greyfriars captain, “ um, if
you re not gone in twa ticks, I'll lay
the ash round you! Now, then[”

Coker stagoered to hia feet.

“I tell you—" he spluttered.

“Are you going

“1 tell you—"

Whn]i‘l !

“Oh ! gas Coker. He decided

to go! And he went! i

A chuckle from the Remove dormi-
tory followed  Horace Coker as lic
departed in speechless wrath.

No doubt hec obtained a new supply
of blankets from the Housc dame; at
all events, he did not come back tao
the Remove dormitory inquiring for
blankets. Coker scemed, at last, to
have had enough of the Remove.

THE FACE AT THE WINDOW !
i HO'S the joker?” asked Bob
Cherry.

*“Echo answers whel”
said Harry Wharton,

Y Esteemed ccho remarks that the
whofulness is  terrific "  observed
Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh.

The Famous Five were puzeled. So
were o good many other fellows,

They were discussing the puezling
happenings of tho previous day, as
they went round to the scheol allot-
ments in the sunny spring morning.
It being Sunday mormng, the juniors
were free after an hour at divvers,
and instead of the accustomed Sunday
walk of peace-time, they were going
to put in some useful hoeing among
the vegetables. BSo there they were,
cach  with a hoe under his arm—and
upaware of an cye that was upon
them from a high window at the back
of the building as théy came.

“Somebody’s "up to something ¥
1Hrgm. “Blessed 1Fi' I

saig Harry
can make it out! Like Smithy—if
Smithy wasn't et

“Just like!" agreed Frauk Nugent,
“ Bunter still makes dut that he
never larked with Lamb's drawings
in his study !

“Bunter wouldl - make out any-
thing '’ remarked Bob. “Still, it
scems that ho was .after Coker's
hamper, not Lamb’s- jolly old works
of art, when he got out of the Form-
room in the morning. And it wasn't
Bunter got Lamb with that old boot
from the box-roorn window.™

* According to Skinmer, Sncop, and
Stott, it wasu't any of them !” said
Horry Wharton. * But Lamb didn't
fancy that boot on his nut!*

“Somgbody clse, from another
window ! said Bob. “Tlhe seme some-
body who cleared out”that haniper in
the box-room. Somebody had al])? the
tuck out of that hampér—tons of
tuck, I hear”

“And somebody pinched Coker's
blankets from his dorm !” said Frank
Nugent. “But who the dickens—"

“It's weird !” said Johmny Bull.
“Some silly ass has set up as a prac-
tical joker and iz keeping it dark.
It's the same man all the time, of
course! - ‘First he rags in Lamb's
studvy—then he gets the Baa-Lamb

‘I'ne Magxer Liprany.—No. 1,673
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with a Loot on lis nut--then ke
pinches the grub out of that hamper
—then he walks-off with blankets and
a pillow from the Fifth Form dorm!
It’s the same man all right.

“But who?"

“Goodness knows !”

It really was a puzzle. Bunter had
Leen whopped for that rao in the et
Tanb's study—Skinner & Co. had had
it oll rvound for the episode of the
Loot from tlic window—Ubut they knew
uo more than anyone else who the real
culprit was!

Aund az Billy Bunter hiad not been
scen looking sticky or junmy sinee
the eleariog-ont of the hamper,
skinner & Co. were convinced at last
that 1t was not the fat Owl who had
sniafled that cargo of tuck—though
Dilly Bunter atilﬁmd a lingering sus-
picion that it was the Famous Five!

And who hiad raided blankets from
the Fifth Form dormitory was a
mystery.

“If old Smithy wasn't gone—"
salidl Bob.

“But the pgoncfnlness of the
estepmed old Bmithy is terrifie [ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Bomebody following in his giddy
footsteps '™ said Johnny Bull. “ Must
e a Hemove man or e wouldn't
have spotted that hamper in our box-
rooni.”

“But it's jolly queer!™ said Bob
Cherry, coming to a halt and gazing
up at the high window of the Remove
box-room. " Lamb thought the boot
came from that window, but Skinner
and his mob swear they never buzzed
it and that wnobody did while they
were there! And tliere’'s no other
window on that wall except that little
garret: window—-"

“Somebody might have been there,”
snid Nugent.,

“But it was locked. and the key
gone, Skinner says!” answercd Bob.
“Nobody could have got in!  It's stil]
locked—I've looked at it. But if the
oot never came from the box-room
window, it simply riust have come
from that pgarret winhdow, and—-
Hallo, halle, bhallo?? Bob ‘broke -off
wifh- o startled yell.

“What * exclaimed hLis chums,
all together.

“*Laook ! gasped Bob.

His glanee had passed from the
box-room window to the little garret
window a few yards from -it! And
his eyes fixed there, glued in utter
amazcment on that garrct window !

“What the thuwmp——"
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“Look !
His comrades followed his gasze.
“Oh!” gasped Harry Wharton.

“Olr" erwmbs !” stuttercd Johuny,

Bull.

Bmithy ! _

A face was pressed to that window,
inside, looking down! Five pairs of
amazed eyes fastened oh it!

Harry Wharton & Co. knew that
face! It was a face they had not
cxpected fo sce at Greyiriars School
arain—sinee the Bounder had been
sacked.

In utter nmazement, {hey stared up
at the Bounder of Greyfriars.

“Bmithy !” breathed Boh.

They saw the face at the window
méve suddenly.

Herbert Vernon-Smith had not ex-
peeted to be spotted—but he, could
sec that the chums of the Hemove
had spotted him now !

For n moment more the face re-
mained in sight—the finger laid on
the lips, in sign of silence.

Then it disappeared.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed up at
the wind.nw—nuﬂliuﬁ' was to be seen

LY

there now! Then they gazed at one
another.
They understood—now.

“Smithy—that mad ass!” gasped ¢

the captain of the Remove.  “Sinithy
he—hie—he's there! It was Smithy
who—-"

“That's why he suaffled that ’.Imml:rﬁ:tr
of grub ! gurgled Bob Cherry. “He
can't come down to Ilall for mcals
i.'l.S-'_——-'-"

“And Coker's blankets—camping
ont in that garret!” murmure
Johnny Bull. “Smitliy all tlic time!”

“Keep it dark!” said Harry
Wharton, “Not a word—we can't
give him away! But—well, this heats
it

“The beatfulness is terrifie !

Three or four fellows eame round
the corner of the building, and the
Famous Five turned hastily awar.
They did not walit to draw attention
to at garret window. BSmithy's
sceret had fo be kept—though what
was to come of the amazing return of
the mn]ﬁgrue of Greyfriars to the
school, rry Wharton & Co. could
only wonder,

THE END,

(“BOUNDER AND STICKER!” is
the title of next week’s exciting yarn
of the chums of Greyfriars, And it's

a real corker, chums! Don't miss il,

whatever you dol) .
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