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t, who is also a Keen reader of the MAGNET, was Induced to

uaintance with hundreds

urselves, he produced this detailed

q
and one which will repay very

“ This map Is astonishingly like

School.’”’—Your Editor.

have been received from time to time from MAGNET readers for
KEEP IT BY YOU FOR REFERENCE!

will show the lle of the land around Greyiriars School
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THE MAP YOU HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR!

Frank Richards’ own comment s :

A clever artis
take on the task of producing such & map. From his own intimate ac

of Mr. Frank Richards’ stories, and aided by data supplied by o
which, I think you will agree, is a very fine plece of work,

The innumerable reguests that

the publication of a map which
my own idea of the vicinity of Greyiriars

satisfied 4t last |
plan,
careful study on your part.
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EVER SINCE MR. LAMB HAS BEEN IN CHARGE OF THE GREYFRIARS REMOYE
HE HAS BEEN ANXIOUS TO GET RID.OF VERNON-SMITH. AT LONG LAST.
HIS GREAT CHANCE HAS COME!
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As the two juniors followed Mr, Lamb to the Head’s study, Lord Mauleverer gave his companion

& nudge.

BUNTER—AND A BEAST )

6 HAT beast Lamb—--"
I “Bhut up!” hissed Bob
Cherry, of the Greyfriars
Remore,

“Eh®” Billy Bunter blinked at
Lim through his big spectacles.
“Ain't he a beast? That beast
Lamb——"

“Quiet !” breathed Harry Wharton.

“Yah! You jolly well know he's
a beast! Quelech was a beast, but
Lamb is a worse beast than Queleh.
What deo you think he's done now?"
demanded Billy Bunter indignantly.
“He's asked me for my lines! On a
half-holiday—just when I was going
out, too! Cateh me doing lines for
the beast! I'll wateh it!”

Billy Bunter, of the Greyfriars
Remove, had a pair of little romnd
eyes in the front of his head, but,
naturally, none in the back of his
head. That was why he did not see
Mr. Lamb.

Bunter had rolled into the Ra
a state of great indignation. As ing
a fellow for. lines on a half-holiday
was thick, in Bunter’s opinion—very
thick indecd, Standing with his
widgy back to the doorway, Billy
}]unter told tha Hemove fellows in
the Bag what he thought of Lamb—
Lhappily unconscious the fact that

** Hook it, Smithy, vou ass ! ** he whispered.

the Head, old bean !’

Mr. Lamb had come along, and was
locking in at the door.

Other fellows in the Rag could sec
Mr. Lamb leoking in. _ Bunter,
having no eyes in the back of his
fat head, couldn’t. So Bunter ran on
rngarrlle*as,

“Little beast, you know—cheeky
little beast! I wish old Queleh was
baul..' I can tell you fellows, I'm

ed-1 ‘i"i.ttl'l that little Least Lamb!™ m

ﬂ 's just behind you!” breathed
Frnnk Nugent.

*0h, dﬂn t be an ass! Think you
can puH my li:*ig?” grunted Bill
Bunter. “You fellows jolly well
know, same as I da, that he's a little
beast! What did he give me those
linez for? He made out that T was
fmtmg toffee in elass! I told him I
hadn't any toffee about me!  He
couldn’'t take a fellow's word. As

ood as cn]hnE a chap a liar, you
Enuw Then he made me turn ‘out

et and I had to chuck the
'f:ﬁft'ee in the wastepaper-basket !

i i O

Exciting School-Adventure Yarn

Starring HARRY WHARTON &

C0., the World-Famous Chums
of GREYFRIARS.

“*You can’t do me any good by comin’ to

Billy Bunter breathed indignation,

Kot only had Le Lhad his word
doubted, which was insulting, but he
had had to part with the tofiee, which
Was worse.

It was no wonder that Bunter was
wrathy, and that he was blowing off
steam !

“And now,” resumed the fat Owl
of the Eemove—"now he asks me for

my lines—on & half-holiday! The
little beast !

Harry Wharton & Co, gazed ab
Bunter, and at Mr. Lamb in the doox-
way. Lamb. was gazing over his
gold-rimmed glasses at the back of
the Owl's fat lhead. Bunter was in
the middle of the room, but it was

clear that all that lhe said
reached Mr. Lamb’'s ears.
“Now he wants those lines,” said

Buuter. * Catch me doing them ! No
jolly fear! I've got to go as far as
the cliff road this afternocon to sce
my sister Bessie! Cateh me puttin
her oft to please that little beast!
I'l jolly well watch it! I say,
Smithy—

“Shut up, you I;.hthu:-rmg goat "
snid Herbert Vernon-Smith.

“Look here, I've got to gni:. ouk
without the Dbeast seeing me,” said

Billy Bunter. “He's cad enough to
HE MAGSET LIBRARY.—No. 1672,
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call me Back and ask me for those
rotien lines again! You're always
laying tricks on Lamb, Smithy!
Luk here, suppose you and tell
the little beast that the Head wants
to sce him jn his house? That will
get him safe away while T clear!”
The Bounder of Greyfriars grinned.

He was oot likely to accede to that
request—in the hearing of Mr
Lamb!

The little art master of Greyfriars
gtepped imto the room. Five or six
fellows were making signs to Bunter
to shut up.

Bunter did not heed them. Bunter,
bursting with indignation, ran on:

“Well, I'm going! If the little
brute butts in I shall jolly well tell
him where he that's all!

- gets off,
After all, he ain't my Form-master—

he's only barged in while old Quelch
is awa I don't think the Head
ought let him take the Remove—

let him stick to his drawing-boards
and his art-class, and his er rot,
and let the Remove alone! We jolly
well don't want him in the Bemove,
and I shall jolly well tell him so!l
You fellows hear that? I'm jolly well

ing out, and if that little beast

mb stops me I shall look him in
the eve and say——  Yarocoooh!
Leggo my ear, you beast!”

unter rnareg as a finger and
thumb that felt like a pair of pincers
were laid on a fat ear from behind.

The fat Owl of the Remove spun
round like a humming-top, roaring.

“Ow! Le my car, Toddy, you
beast! Oh gc%?‘keﬁ le—is—is tiat
ou, sir?” Billy Bunter almost col-
apsed as lLe saw who had grasped
his fat ear. “Oh crikey! lor*!
Oh erumbs 1¥

(13 B“ntfr 1k

“0Oh jiminy "

“I heard every word yom eaid,
Bunter *"

“Oh! I—I never said anjthing,
sir!" howled Bunter. “I wasn't
speaking at all, sir! I—1 never

nFeued my mouth! You can ask any
0 il:eae tellows, sir—they all heard
me I?

“You will eome to my study,
Bunter,” said Mr. Lamb.- “I shall
cane you—"

Y= wasn't callin

2w 10T

you a beast,
sir I goroancd Bunter. “I—I was
speaking of another beast, sir—quite
another heast—unot you at all, sir!™

“1 sghall cane youn,” said Mr, Lamb,
“and {au will go into the detention
class this afternocon, Bunter.”

Mr. Lamb rveleased that fabt car,
“Follow me, Bunter!” he said.
“Qh lor*!”

Neow was the time for Billy Bunter
to tell Lamb where he got off—to let
him know that he was not wanted in
the Remove! But Billy Bunter
didn’'t! He seemed to have férgotien
his deadly threats.

He blinked at the little art master
in delorous dismay, aud rolled out of
the Rag after him.

There was a chuckle in the Rag as
the fat Owl disappeared.

The juniors compassionated the un- po

fortunate Owl—booked for szix in

Lamb’s study, and then for deten-

tion in the extra French class—on a
Tie Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,672,
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fine sunny afterncon which was also
a half-ho itgzz. But, really, no fellow
had ever ed for Muite 80 em-
phatically as Bunter '

“Puoor old Bunter!” sighed Bob

Cherry

“The howling ass!” said Johmny
Bull.

“The terrifie fathead!” aaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Lamb shouldn’t poke his nose into

this room " remarked Lord Maule-
verer. “Quelch always let a chap
know he was comin’ Quelch was
pukka! That man Lamb isn’t!”
“ Rotter all through,” spid Vernon-
Smith. “He doesn't seem to like our

old porpoise. He doesn't like me,
either.”

“And youw're both so nies!”
murmured Skinner,

T Eﬁ, hl, ha )"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ ejaculated
Bob Ch ., @& few minuics later.
* Bunter’s signature tune !

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! came from
the passage.
Sounds of woe heralded Billy

Bunter’s return.
“Ow! Wow! Obh crikey! Wow!
Yow! Wow!”

TTI Ch llﬂl" lf ﬂ‘;‘; ! o
wriggling fat figure appeared in
the doorway Billy Bunter followed
his signature-tune into the Rag.
He came in wriggling like an eel,
and almost doubled wup.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !’

“Had it bad, old chap?* asked Bob
Cherry sympathetically.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !" was Bunter’s

reply.
%\gidtly, Billy Bunter had had it

-bad !

THE LOST LETTER !
i H gad!”
O “What's up, Smithy?"
asked Tom Redwing.
The two juniors were in quad.
hEerHﬂ &muuaﬂtpig, h_wit.h his
ands driven deep in ia Ebuclreta,
and a frown on his face, rather con-
trasted with his chum, whose looks
were bright and cheery.
The Remove were playing a pick-

‘trlp game that afternoon, and while
om Redwing was thinkin

of Soccer
to come, the nder was thinking of
a less agreeable wmatter—his feud

with Mr. Lamb, the art maoaster of
QGreyiriars, now in charge of SBmithy's
Form.

Vernon-Smith came to a sudden
halt, with an ejacnlation of dismay.
He stood running his hands throung

his pockets, Bedwing watching him i’
surprise.
"ﬂ}l gad |" repeated Smithy. “It's
e ¥

He drew out the lining of a pocket.
There was a rather lafge rent in the
lining. The pocket was empty.

“1 knew that it was in that
pocket I he muttered. “Look! It’s

gone !
“ Anything specialf” asked Red-
wing, puzzled. “You don’t keep

mnn%g in & jacket pocket, T sup-
ge P
“Don't be an ass! I had a letter
in that ket! I never kmew there
was & hole in the lining.”
“From your father?*”

“ Idiot !*
Bedwing amiled faintly. He waa
chummy with the Bounder, but he

never expected politeness from him
when 8mithy was disgruntled.

He could not see why Smithy was
8o deeply disturbed, Even if a letter
was lost, a schoolboy’s letter could
hardly be a matter of the greatest
importance; moreover, it was fairly
cettain that someone would find it, if
it had been dropped about the school.
And a lost letter, found by someons
else, would either be handed back to
the owner, or etuck e1:;1'9 on the notice-
board to be réclaimed.

Vernon-Smith stood scanning the
Frﬁmﬂ with cager, anxious eyes. No
etter was in sight.

Then he glanced across at a little
figure in & vwvelvet coat, ba
trousers, and a blue tie—Mr. Lamb.

Lamb wae walking in the quad that
sunny, spring afterncon, He was
walking along the path the two
juniors had been following, but he
was some distance away, and was
not looking towards them.

“1If he found it——" breathed the
Bounder.

“My dear chap,” said Redwing,
“even if Lamb's all you make him
out to be, he wouldn't pinch your
letter. Let's go and ask him if he's
seen 1t

Tom Redwing's face became grave.
It dawned on his mind that the loat
letter was one that the scapegrace of
Greyfriars would not care—or dare—
to let a master eee.

“Look ! hissed the Bounder.

Tom Redwing looked. The little
art master stooped to pick up
something from the ground. Whether

it was a letter or not, the juniors
could not-see. But, as Lamb straight-
ened up again, they saw that he was
looking intemtly at whatever it was,
he had picked up.

“That tears it 1" muttered Herbert
Vernon-Smithk. “‘That little rat has
been after me all the term! He's
tried to me sacked becanse ho
jolly well knows I've apotted some of
ie rotten secrets! And now i
' The colour wavered in the Bounder's
ace.

Redwing uﬂught his breath.

“Smithy ! on wad ass! For

oodness’ sake what was in that
etter 7" he exclaimed anxiously.

The Bounder gave a hard laugh.

“Enongh to get me bunked a dozen
times over, if it could be fixed om
me,” he answered. “It's from Bill
Ludgey. An £

“Oh I Redwing. “Have
you been fool emough to let that
racing rotter write to you here?"

“Don't he a goat! Think Lamb
wnu]&g’tpl:}::g & ':E}Eﬂ aﬁlﬂtter thk‘?{!!;
came gey tipped a
to handy it to me I got it just after
dinner. I put it in my et—this
pocket—qfter Teading it. I was

ing to deal with it after the
ooter. Now that epying cur—"

The Bounder gri his teeth.

Redwing did not tell him that it
was 3 Form-master's dity to super-
;.iaa the corres nd:tp.ua ﬂffzﬁ i.nﬁhia

orm—especially a oW 8
Smithy! Whatever Lamb was—and,




according to Smithy, he was a man
with shady secrets of some sort—it
was his duty to look into such a
matter. Tom Redwing bore, as
patiently as he could, with that kink
of blackguardism in his chum; and
he was only anxious for Bmithy’s
gafety. He could hardly deny that
Smithy deserved to be bunked, but he
did not want his chum bunked !

“Was there anything—" he
began.

‘Only a tip about a gee!” eneered
the Bounder. “Lodgey was putting
me on to a good thing.™

“Oh " breathed Redwing. "“Oh,
Smithy, you ags ! But was there any-
thing to show the letter was yours?
;[Ei;i Lodgey mention your naome in
1 1F

“He's not such a fool as that! I'm
trying to think whether it conld be
fixed on me!” muttered the Bounder.
“If it ¢can, you can bet that Lamh
won't logse this chance! He will get
shut of me this time—the fellow who
Lkoows that he hikes out of the school
gecretly at night—who knows that
he's fent something on with that
gangater, Nobby Parker, at Sea View
on the clif road—the fellow who
knows too much about him!”

Bedwing did not answer that,

Whatever Smithy knew, or fancied
he knew, about the mysterious secrets
of the little art master. did not affect
this matter. If a letter from a racin
tout could be proved to be his, he h
to go up to the Head. Any master
at Greyfriars School, who had found
such a letter, wonld have taken action
at once.

Mr. Lamb locked round, sighted
the two juniors, and came towards
them,

“Come on!” muttered Smithy,
**Don't ulcb him think we're in-

Tes

They moved on.
" Vernon-Smith ! came the bleating
voice of the Lamb.

The Bounder came to a halt again,
his heart sinking. Either b
knew, or he guessed, that that letter
was his. '

“@et on 1" he muttered to Bedwing.
“Your face will give me away, you
ass! Leave me alone!™

Tom Redwing moved on, while the
Bounder turned back to meet Mr
Lamb. The art master came up, with
a letter in his hand. Smithy did not
need telling that it was his lost letter.

He was cudgelling his brains to re-
member whether there was anything
in that letter that could identify him
as the owiner, If there was, he was
done for. If there was not, it conld
only be & matter of suspicion, and he
ﬁigit ull through yet, if he kept

is :

The Bounder’s heart was beatin
unpleasantly, but he was quite cool,
as the art master came up.

“Have you lost a letter, Vernon.
Smith?” asked Mr. Lamb, his eyes,
over his gold-rimmed glasses, glinting
icily at the Bounder.

erbert Vernon-Smith was not to
be caught so easily as that! He
anawered coolly :

“A letter! 1 think not, eir! I
bad a letter from my father, but I
don't think I've lost 1t!”

EVERY SATURDAY

“Do you deny, Vernon-Smith, that
this letter is yours?r*

“May I see it, sir? I can hardly
say whether it is mine or not, withont
looking at it.”

“You may look at it!” said the

Lamb ]igrimljr. ]
He held it np for the Bounder to
see. But he did not give Smithy a

chance of enatching it, if Smithy had
thought of s0 desperate a measure.
Vernon-Smith read that lctier
cagerly emongh. He could not re-
member it word for word ; and he was
Elad enough to read it over again,
t was a rude scrawl on a half-sheet
of notepaper, with a stain of beer on
the corner.
“Deer sir,—Yon want to keep your
eye on Buhbiv Martin for Saturday.
om what I car, he will run, and
walk away from the ole field. Take
my word for it, he's a good thing. If
u want to be on, any time up to

idey nite. B. L.”
The Bounder drew a deep breath.
There was nothing in that half-

i]lﬁihl& scrawl to identify him.
nt letter might have been
written to any man at Greyfriars—of
similar ways, There were few, per-
lml;a—hut the Bounder could have
reeled off half a dozen names—Loder
or Carne of the S8ixth, Hilton or Price
of the Fifth, Angel of the Fourth,
and one or two others. All that that
letter proved was that there was some
reckless young rascal in Greyfriars
School—more than that was only sus-
picion.

“Well #* rapped Mr. Lamb.

“1 hope, sir, that there's no fellow
in the Hemove who has ever received
such a letter as that!” said Vernon-
Smith calmly,

“I eannot share your hope, Vernon-
Smith!” eaid Mr. Lamb, with grim
sarcasm. “I am informed that when
Mr. Quelch was here, he had to deal
with you for precisely such a trans-
action as this, and that {uu VEry
nartowly escaped being expelled from
the echool in comsequence.”

“Xea, sir—that was & lesson to
me !"” sald Vernon-Smith, “I have
been very careful indeed since that
time, gir; and I am sure that Mr.
Quelch will have nothing to complain
of when he comes back.

“I have not the slightest doubt,
Vernon-Smith, that this letter is
yours."

“Indeed, gir!”

“1 shall keep this letter and in-

vire into the matter!” said Mr.
mb. "I have wery little doubt of
being able to trace it to.its owner.
The matter will then be placed before
vour headmaster.”

Mr. Lamb put the letter in his

ocket, and walked away to the

ouse. He left the Bounder of Grey-
friars looking after him with a black

brow,
1
I “Still feeling the pinch, old
fat man ¥
"Ow! Yea! Wow! That beast
laid it on, you know! But, I say,
n . fellows, I've got to go in
xtra at half-past two.”

VERY IMPORTANT !
SAY, vou fellowg—  Ow ¥

5

“Why not tell the Lamb where he
gets off 7 asked Skinmer.

“Tell him we don’t want him in
the Remove !” suggested Hazeldene.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“1 say, you fellows, don’t cackle!
I say, which of you is going down to
the cliff rond to tcll Bessic I ean’t

come P

-HE'h?JI

“What?"

Billy Bunter blinked inguiringly
round through his big epectacles.

It was clear that Bunter had

entirely given up the idea of tellin

Lamb where he got off, or eprainiu%
to him that he was not wanted in the
Remove. He was going in to Estra
French at half-past two! The
nllfpnmtment with Bister Bessie on
the sea-road obviously could not be
kept by Brother Billy.

“You see,” explained Bunter,
“Bessie_ will have started by this
time! I cant lenve her hangin
about waiting for me, you know!
Will you ent off and tcll her I can't
come, Bob?”

“Boccer ! said Bob Cherry.

“Will you, Wharton "

* Soccer I

" Will you, Nugent?”

“ Boccer 1

“Will you, Inkyp” :

“Soccer, my esteemed fat Bunter |

“Will you, Bul]?"

it Emm !H

*Don’t 'kee”p on Eu rroting
Soccer at me! lled the fat Owl, in
great exasperation. "I suppose one

of you ean stand out of the footer
when it's important like thisf”

“Ha, La, ha!”

The. Famous Five did not seem to
agree with William George Bunter
on that point! Even the pleasure of
seeing Miss Elizabeth Hun;gcrﬁif ANy
—would nof, it appeared, console
them for standing out of a football
match.

“Well, you'll go,
Toddy r” aszked Bunter.

“Boceer 1 grinned Peter Todd.

“Oh, you idiot! Will you go,
Squiff ¢ oo

“Boccer!” said Sampson Quine
Iffiey Field. 5

“What about you, Browney "

*Boccer 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a certain samencss in the
replies Billy Bunter received. But
they were all unmistakable. Nobody
who was booked for footer was goin
to walk two miles to tell Bessie tha
Billy couldn’t come.

“What nbont you, Hazel?” asked
Bunter.

“Soccer !” grinned Hazeldene.

“1 say, Linley—"

“SBoccer 1" said Mark Linley.

“Penfold, old chap—"

“Soccer ™

“I say, Wib! Look here, Wil, you
don’t want to be mucking about with
g;::lr theatrical props this afternoon,

once—"

“No!” agreed William Wibley.
“Not for once.”

“Then will you go?”

“Soccer !” chuckled Wibley.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You, too!” howled Bunter. “ls

TrE MagxeT LBRART.—No. 1,672,
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every silly idiot in the Bemove play-
ing footer this afternocom? hat

about you, Bolsoverr” _
“Soccer | chortled Bolsover major.
“1 say, Ogilv 3
«Sooter 1" aid Ogilvy.

“ Russell, old cha %
“Soccer ¥ chuckled Russell, old
chap !

b Hp hﬂ, h’alu .

“Yon silly goata !” shrieked Bunter,
“Think you're playing Rugger?”

1 Hﬂ, hﬂ-, hﬂ !u

No fewer than fifteen men had
answered the fat Owl’a appeal. They
all said Soccer; but, really, it
sounded like Rugger. s

“You see, old fat man,” explained
Harry Wharton, laughing, "it's a
Form pick-up, and twenty-two men
are playing.”

“(h crikey !” grunted Bunter. The
Greyfriars eiTlemave WHS 3 NUmerous
Form; but twenty-two men took a
very large slice out of it.

‘ﬁm were good-natured fellowe
among the footballers who wounld
have taken the trouble to hike over
to the sea-road and save Miss Bunter
from hanging about in vain for her
lump brother. Bunt Seoccer was

er—ao they couldn’t!

Billy Bunter had to find a non-
footballer—and it was rather un-
fortunate that the slackers of the
Form were, as o rule, rather less

%'oodunntured than the footballing

raternity. The footballers had some-
thing to do and couldn't go; the
slackers had nothing to do, and

wouldn't go!

“1 say, Skinner, will you trot over
to the cliff road?” squeaked the
worried Owl,

“] can see myself doing it!” re-
marked Skinner. The answer was not
“Zoccer ™ this time, but it was just as
bad.

“Will vou, Fishy "

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“1 guesa not !” he replied.

"'Will you, Snoopey "

‘“Ask me again next
suggested Bidney James Snoop.

“ Where's auly? I =ay, Eﬂu
fellows, kave you seen that silly idiot
Aauleverer? He]::“fml Enuu h tg”dn
anything for an y! Seen him!

‘r[Ha. %13.. ha.‘.)‘r" shricked the whole
Rag.

Lord Manleverer was reposing
elegantly in an armchair, abont ten
feet from Bunter. But the Owl] of
the Remove bad not observed him
there.

Hia lordship smiled
heard Bunter's remark.
in the Haz yelled.

““RBleaserd 1f | see anything to cackle
at'"" hooted Buunter. “Look here,
somebody’s got to go. I can’t keep
Bessie hapging about all the after-
noon in this cold weather. Mauly
would go, if 1 asked him—if I knew
where the silly idiot wag—-"

“Ha, ha, ha

“Ta he up in his study?” asked
Bunter “T'11 bet that lazy beast is
sprawling on hia sofa—that’s how he
likea to spend a half-holiday. the
frowating alacker! I say. you fellows,
one of vou eut up to the Hemove and
tell Mauly I want to speak to him.”
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“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Ee-
movites. o

The high back of the armchair hid
most of Lord Mauleverer from view.
But every fellow in the Bag could see
him there—except Bunter |

“1 say, you fellows, I've got to get
along to Extra soon !” lnn:n-u:a.é::gltI Bunter,
“1 don’t want to be late—that beaat
Lamb might whop me again—some-
body’s got to and meet Bessie!
What sbout chivalry, you beasts?
Think a girl can be kept hanging
about all the afternoon? Look here,
1 jolly well know Mauly would go
if 1 asked him—you know he's soft,
and——"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Will one of you go and tell him?"
roared Bunter. “You kEnow, I don't
like fagging up all those stairs! I
never saw such a | lot 1”

“Ha, ha, ha ! shrieked Bob Cherry.
“I'll go and tell him if like,
Bunter! What shall T tell him "

“Tell the silly idiot I want to
speak to bim, and it's important [*

“Right-ho !”

Bob Cherry started—mnot towards
the door, as Bunter expected. He
walked round Lord Mauleverer's arm-
chair, Bunter blinking after him in
astonishment. There he delivered the
MEessage.

*8illy idiot ! Bunter wants to speak
t-uﬁraﬁ,T E.nd it's important !" he said.

gﬂ.ﬂéged illy Bunter. “Is
Mauly there
“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.

Billy Bunter rolled round the arm-
chair! He blinked at the reposeful
fi of his | lordship.

auly gave him a gentle grin.

“I—I—1 say, Mauly, I—1 never
Eﬂﬂlﬁ" yon were here !” gasped the fat

wl.

“1 guessed that one!” murmured
Lord Mauleverer, i

"“I—I1 mean, I—I don't think you're
soft, Mauly—what I think is, that
you're a jolly decent chap, chivalrous,
and all that—the kind of fellow who
would take any amount of trouble to
gblige a lady! Think of Bessie hang-
ing about in this cold weather, Mauly,
ol

fellow—"m""

“0Oh dear!” sighed Lord Maule-
verer. He rose reluctantly from the
armchair.

“You sillz owl!”
“Are you going?"

“Yaas !” sighed Lord Mauleverer,

“After what you've heard from
Bunter

1] TH—HE.”

“Well, I think yon're a fool 1" said
Skinner.

“Thanks much " murmured
Mauleverer. “If you think I'm a
fool for doin’ it, old bean, I feel sure
I must be doin' the right thing.”

“Ha. ha. ha!®

“Well, look here, you'd better get
off—you'll be late, anyhow,” gaid
Bunter briskly. “Walk up the cliff
road, and you'll see Bessie—if she's
ﬁt there, she'll be waiting opposite

at place called Sea View—you
know the place—where Smithy led
the paperchase, and where Wharton
had a row with the caretaker——"

LE] Ym j“

“Don’t dawdle!”

sald Skinner.

&0

added Bunter.

“Yon know what a slacker you arel
m don’t dawdle, you ean
by the time I get out of extra
French. And for Eoodnm' sake
don’t lose the toffee!
“The—the what?” ejaculated Lord
Manleverer.

“The toffee! They've been makid
toffee at Cliff House, and Bessie mis
she would bring me some. Barbara
Redfern made it, and Bessie said it
was jolly geod, on the phone. She's
bringing me a big wedge of it, she
said. Mind you don't lose it, Mauly
—you know what a fool you are, you
know.”

Lord Mauleverer gazed at the fat
Owl of the Bemove. From
nthe: fellow came a howl of merri-
ment.

Billy Bunter's anxiety that Bessie
should not be left hanﬁ about was
fully fained mow. It was mnot
chivalry ta the fair sex—it was not
brotherly love—it was toffee |

“Ha, ha, ha!" vyelled the Re-
mavites.

“You yow—yon fat, frowsy, frab-
ous, Lord

footling fraund,” gasped
uleverer, EI'
not to go I”

“0Oh, really, Mauly! I say, I'll
let you have a whack in the toffee [”
urged Billy Bunter. “And you can’t
keep a girl waiting about, you know.”

"lj)?l,l " gaid Lord ﬁauleverar.
“But I think I'il kick you firat,
Bunter! Turo round!”

you bheast!

“Eh? Youn keep off,
Wharrer you ﬁﬁtt.ing ghirty about?Z
mluinlmdf Bi TBunﬂm “You—
a 'I!

rd Maunleverer took the fat Owl
by the collar, twirled him round,
and kicked. Then he ambled out of
the Rag.

“Beast !" roared Bunter, amid a
howl of langhter.

After which the fat Owl rolled off
to Extra French, the footbhallers
headed for the changing-room, and
Lord Mauleverer ambled reluctantly,
but resolutely, out of the gates to
keep that La{pp-ninl:ment on the sca-
road with Miss Elizabeth Bunter,

ve a jolly good mind

NOT TAEKING ANY !

6 OME on, SBmithy !
“Leave me out!”
“W h a t?" exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Don’t 1 speak plain English?”
grunted the Bounder. “Leave me
out! You don’t inlly want me in
a pick-up game, I suppose?”

The capfain of the Bemove looked
at him. The rest of the footballers
were in the changing-room, but
Smithy had not arrived there. \Jhar-
ton found him in the quad with a
scowl on his face,

“You silly ass!” said Harry,
measured tones. “No—you're not
specially wanted in a pick-up, if you
come to that; but it was fixed for you
to captain one side, and now it’s the
last minute—and you’d have given
us a song and a dance if you'd been
left ut. What the dickens is the
matter with ;nu g

“Find out!” grunted the Bounder.

" Another rag on Lamb?” suapped

in



the captain of the Remove. “Some
ailly trick in his study while he's
gone out? Asking for it again?”

“Has he gone out?” The Bounder’'s
lock became eager. “He nearl
always goes on a half-holiday—and
believe he generally goes over to that
place on the sea-road to see his pre-
cions pal Nobby ! But has he gone—I
want to be sure?”

The captain of the Remove gave an
angry grunt,
S0 that's it!* he snapped.
“You're chucking footer to carry on
vour fatheaded feud with Lamb—and
you wonder that the man wants to get

““ Oh, gad ! ** ejaculated Vernon-Smith, turning out the lining of a pocket.

pocket, Redwing, ond it’s gone !

o sacked and hawe done with you.
o wonder when you never give him
a minute’s peace, if you can aelp it."
“ That's not the reason he wants to
et shut of me!” sneered Vernon-
hgnith _ “1t’s because I've spotted

im—"

“0Oh, chuck it! Come and play
Soccer, and forget all about it [” ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove
impatiently.

“Do you know whether he's gone
out or not?” snapped Smithy,

“No, I don’t, and don't care a
boiled bean whether he has or not!
He generally does, that's all I know.
Let him rip, and come—-"

“0Dh, rats ™

"Then go and eat coke, you silly
ass !” enapped the captain of the
Bemove. “I'll bag another man,
and ask Browney to capiain your
side—and you can go and play the
fool, and get another floggping, and
be blowed to you I”

EVERY SATURDAY

And Harry Wharton tramned away
to the changing-room, leaving the
Bounder to hizs own devices.

Vernon-Smith did not heed him.

He was keen enough on Soccer, and
he wanted to play, c&ﬂeciull as
EhEPEr of one side in the pick-up.
But he had a worry on his mind, of
which the captain of the Bemove
knew nothing.

He had to recover that lost letter,
if he could.

Whether it was because the Pet
Lamb had secretz to keep, and be-
canse Smithy had spotted some of
them; or whether it was because,

Look !
up something from the ground.

as Wharton said, the rebel of the Re-
move never pgave him a minnte’s
ace, it was an undoubted fact that

r. Lamb wanted to see the last of
Herbert Vernon-Smith at the school.
It was a fact that he never lost an
o pc;:tunit;r of sending him up to the

eadl.

That letter, if Lamb could fix it on
him, would work the oracle. Smithy
had been in trouble too often to
escape, if a transaction of that kind
was pinned down on him.

Most of the Remove, and all the
school ontside the Remove, regarded
Lamb as a harmless arty ass, as soft
as butter. Smithy knew that he was
as hard as iron and keen as sharp
steel. If that letter could be fixed
on Smithy, Lamb was the man to fix

it. He would not be long in dis-
covering for what name the initials
“B. L.” stood. He might get in

touch with Bill Lodgey himself. The
Bounder would have had mnothing to

7

fear if that letter had not been his;
but it was his, and he had everything
to fear from a man whose disl for
him_ was, as he believed, tinctured
with uneasiness, if not fear.

That letter had to be got rid of,
somehow,

If Lamb carried it abont with him,
there was no chance. Likelj];enmlgh
he would put it in the desk in his
study—it was not the sort of docu-
ment a master would care to keep in
hie pocket.

If Lamb had, az unsual, gone out
that afternoon, Smithy had no leisure
for football ; he was going to look for

*“1 had a letter in that

Tom Redwing looked in time to see Mr. Lamb pick

that letter in Lamb's study. But
had he?

The Bounder had been ku::epinﬂhis
eyes open; but he had not secn Lamb
Zo. mi%lgt, however, have gone,
unseen by Vermon-Smith. On the
other hand, Lamb sometimes put in
an afternoon in his study at pen-and-
ink work—he did work for illustrated
papers—adding a little to his salary
thereby. The study might be unoc-
cupied, if the Bounder visited it—or
he might find Lamb there, pen or
brush 1n hand,

It was ¢asy enough for a Remove
fellow to wvisit his Form-master's
study, with some pretended question
to ask. But Smithy did not think of
adopting that simple device—Lamb
was sharp as a razer, and would gucss
at once what his interest was in that
study.

The Bownder hung about for soma
time unndecided; but he walked away
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1]
at last, in the direction of the garage.
A shout from Little side reached his
ears a8 he went—the Remove fuot-
ballers were getting busy in the pick-
up. The Hounder gave an angry

runt; he wanted to Lo playing foot-

all, not hanging about with an t-‘lyr.*
on Lamb and his study. But he
tramped on to the garage.

John Hobinson, the Head’s new
chauffenr, was in the yard,

He gave Herbert Vernon-Smith a
curious look as bhe came up John
ERobinson had seen a good deal of the
Bounder zince he had been Dr
Locke's chauffeur. He was inter-
cated—for reasons of his own, un-
suspected by Smithy—in the
Bounder's feud with Lamb, and his
suspicions of that artistic gentleman

Smithy had seen the celebrated de-
tective, Ferrers Locke, a good many
times, when Locke came to the school
o visit his veocrable relative, the

headmaster; but he had never
dreamed of recognising Ferrers Locke
in the olive-complexioned, dark-

haired, quiet-mannered chaunffeur. To
Smithy, as to the rest of the achool,
John Robinson was the Head's
chauffeur—merely that and nothing
more.

He nodded to John.

“1 want to use your phomne, Robin-
son !" he said.

“Indeed ' said Jobhn Robinson
dryly. “You made the same request
some time ago, Master Vernon-
Smith, and I refused it.”

“ Look here—"
“On that occasion,” said John
Robineon, “you dodged into my

rooms, and used the telephone with-
out my consent, locking my door
against me.”

“It's not- a jape on Lamb this
time ! said Vernon-Smith. *“ Keep
your wool on, my man! 1 simply
want to find out if he's in his study
—and a phone call will do it.”

“I am afraid, sir, that it would not
be consistent with my duty as Dr.
Locke’s chauffeur to let you do any-
thing of. the Ekimd.”

“You've no use for half-a-crown?”
sneered the Bounder,

“Thank you,. no " answered Ferrers
Locke. “Please leave this yard at
once, sir—schoolboys are not allowed
here.” )

The Bounder gave him an evil
look.

He was poing to use the chauffeur’s
telephone, if he could, as he had done
on a previous occasion, and the man
could like it or lump it!

On the qtre'iricrus occasion, however,
he had taken the chauffeur by wur-
prise This time John Robinson had
a wary eye on the reckless scape-
grace. Ferrers Locke, whe suspected
the art master of Greyfriars much
more deeply than the Bounder bim-
gelf did, had no desire for Mr. Lamb's
attention to be drawn in the direction
of the garage

The Bounder turnmed, as if to walk
away; then, suddenly turning again,
he eut across at a rapid run for the
gide door of the garage.

Rapid as he was, he was not quite
so rapid as the chauffeur. The lvan
figute of John Robinson shot after
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him like an arrow from a bow.
Smithy was not getting by with this
a second time !

The Bounder had not reached the
door when a grasp of iron closed on
kis collar an 'arted him back.

* Liet " he roared furiomsly.
* You cheeky rotter, how dare yon laﬂ
your paws on me? -Let go, I te
vou !

Instead of letting go, John Robin-
son walked the Bounder away with
that iron grip on his collar.

Vernon-Smith struggled savagely
and kicked ont, Hie temper broke
ont- uncontrolled as he was marched
ﬂlﬂﬂg in the chauffenr’s grip.

“Ohb }” ejaculated John binson,
as a sav heel hacked his shin.

“Take that, you rotter, and now let
go my collar ' reared Vernon-Smith.

John Robinson had taken it, bvt
he did not let go the Bounder's
collar. Inetead of doing so, he
twisted Herbert Vernon-Smith over
by his collar and., with his other
hand, smacked—hard !

Smack

It rang like a pistol-ahot!
“0Oh " roared Vernon-Smith.
Smack !

“You cheeky rotter I shricked the
Bounder, fairly foaming with rage at
being smacked on the trousers. “ You
—you—you—>"

mack !

John Robinson released his collar.

“Now you had better go, I think,
Master Vernon-Smith ! he said
evenly. “I will not report your im-
pertinence to your headmaster; but
please go at onuce or I shall certainly
smack you again, and harder !

Vernon-Smith stood glaring at him.
He had asked for it—Smithy waa

always asking for it! He clenched
his fists, more than half-inclined to
hurl himeelf at the long, lean

chauffeur, hitting out right and left.
John Robinson smiled faintly as he
read that thought in the Bounder's
furious face.
“Better not, sir " he said gently.
“1 am sure you do not wish me to
take you away by your ear! Please

go ¥

“You ﬂlwekly rotter ! snarled the
Bounder. *I’ll pay you out for this,
Robinson, you cheeky ruffian !

“Thank you, sir—will you kindly
go?” asked John Robinson,

And the Bounder went—not locking
very kindly as he went!

BEAUTY IN DISTRESS !

CEEAM !
Lord Mauleverer gave quite a
start.

His lordship had walked through
Friardale and reached the road that
ran by the ecliffs.

At the other end of that road was
the village of Pegg and Clif House
School. alf-way -along it was the
seaside chalet called Bea View—the
loneliest building on the coast, stand-
ing in an acre of unkempt grounds.

The chalet, with its high, slantin
roof, was in eight when Lo
Mauleverer was suddenly startled by
that shrill and thrilling scream.

“Oh gad ™ ejaculated his lordship.

He quickened his pace.

A geream seemed to indicate beauty
i distress. Mauly was the laziest
man ever; but if there was beauty in
distress in the offing, he comnld exert
himself. And he did,

In the middle of the road, a short
digtance from the gate of Sea View, a
plump figure a .

From the plumpnesa of that figure,

and from the l:-iE ir of spectacles
that adorned a chubby face that waa
ruddier than the cherry, Lord
Mauleverer discerned that this was
the Clif House schoolgirl he bhad
come to meet—no other than Miss
Elizabeth Bunter, sister of William
George of that ilk.
_If Miss Elizabeth Bunter was in
danger or distress, Mauly was the
man to rush to the rescye like a
knight-errant of old. Lazy as he
was, no effort would have been too
great for him. Whether the damsel
in distres» was pretty and graceful
like Marjorie Hazeldene, or built on
the lines of Billy Bunter like Miss
Elizabeth, made no jot or tittle of
difference to Mauly, who was habitn-
ally as courteous t{o a charlady as ta
aidmnnt-eﬁﬂ. S0 he rushed to render
aid.

At the same time, he was rather
puzsled to discern where the danger
and distress came in.

Miss Elizabeth Bunter was quite
alone. A achool cap was visible at a
distance—a Higheliffe cap. But—if
there was anything terrifying about
a Higheliffe junior—that junior was
too far off, so far as Maunly could eee,
to be the canse of Miss Bunter’s
fearful scream

And Mies Bunter was still scream-
ing ! Twice and thrice she screamed
a8 Mauleverer came panting up.
“My dear Miss Bunter ! exclaimed
Mauly, as he raiged his cap. *“ What's
the matter? Is anythin® the
matter P

“Do you think I was sereaming for
nothing 7 demanded Miss Bunter.

“Yaas! I mean, no! What—"

“My toffea !

“ Tut-tut-toffea 1"

“Yes, my toffee I”

Lord Mauleverer gazed helplessiy
at the plumpest member of the
Fourth Form at Cliff Hounse School.

He knew there was toffee about—
from Bﬂg Bunter. And he could see

thera been toffee about, from
Bessie Bunter! If Bessie had been
waiting for Billy, she had not been

idle while she waited. Smears on a
fat chin, on two plump cheeks, and
round a rather extensive mouth, in-
dicated that Sister Bessie had been
consoling herself with toffee, and

lenty of it, while she waited for

ther Billy.

8till, this did not explain the
riddle. Maunleverer still did not
know what was the matter or why
Miss Bunter had been screaming,

“My toffee!” repeated Bessio
Bunter. “That brute—"

“Eh, what brate? asked Lord
Mauleverer dazedly.

“That brute Ponaonby.” Miss
Bunter pointed a plump and sticky

forefinger at the Highcliffe cap in the
distance towards Pegg. Cecil Pon-
sonby of Higheliffie School waa



strolling along with his hands in his
kets, his back turned. “He fook

t away from me——"

“0Oh !” gasped Mauly. He thonght
he unders now, “That Bcliffe
cad's pinched your toffee! I'll go
after him, and——" Mauly started.

“8top ¥

“QOh I* Mauly turned back.
“Yaas?”

“He hasn’t got my toffee! Don’t

be silly I said Miss Bunter.

“Qh! Yaas! No! Quite!”
his bewildered lordehip. “Might a
fellow ask what you were screaming
for, Miss Bunter?"

“Boys ¥ remarked Miss Bunter,
“‘never have any sense ! But I should
think even a gtznwnuld have sense
enough to know that I was screaming
to make some come.”

I mean, yaas, quite—I
understand !

But—but is anything
the matter?™

“Do you think I should stand here
and scream for nothing #* asked Miss
Bunter ind tly. “That brute
tock my toffee away——"

“But—but you said he hadn’t got
it_l]‘

“He threw it over this fence.”

“Oh ' ejaculated Lord Mauleverer.

He bad got it at last! Ponson
of Highcliffe, who was cad enoug
for anything, had evidently snatched
Beasie's toffee in passing and tessed it
over the fenmce of Sea View. Ewen
Pon was uot, perhaps, capable of
'ginehing toffee from a schoolgirl;

ut he was malicious enoungh to play
any mean trick when no danger was
incurred thereby.

“It's on the other side of the fence
nnw_Il‘;*l said Miss Bunter. “I can’t

it

“There's a pgate—" murmured
Lord Mauleverer. He did not guite
gee why Miss Bunter could not have
E&}e in at the gate and retrieved the

E'Ei

“There’s a beastly man there | ex-
plained Mifss Bunter. “A brute
named Parker, who made an awful
row when we took shelter from the
rain once under the veranda. He's
the caretaker, and a bad-tempered
brute! You can see his ugly faea
from here—he's sitting in
veranda now.”

Lord Mauleverér glanced over the
gate of Sea View,

Over the gate, he could see the
chalet, and the grassy mound that
covered the air-raid dugout at a little
distance from it. Im the wooden
veranda in front of the chalet a man
sat emoking—a stocky man with a
pimply face.

“Ia that Parker?”
Mauleverer,

“Yes, that's Parker! He made a
fuss when we went in for shelter that
day, and Harry Wharton ?unnhm!
him ! said Bessie Bunter. "I wish
he had punched him harder! If I
were & boy, I'd punch him! Pd give

“Ob gad !

asked Lord

him a binge on the boko!”
“Oh!” pgasped Mauly. “ Would
!-l}'l:l?‘“

“1 jolly well wonld !” declared Misa
Bunter. “If my brother Billy were
here, I'd ask him to. hasn't he
come? I had some toffee for him."”

“Bunter's got detention!” ex-

the with a very ugly

EVERY SATURDAY

plained Lord Mauleverer. “ He asked
me to come and tell you.”

“Well, you go in and get the
toffee | said ie, “It's a big

ket—the toffee I hLad for Billy.
f that man Parker says anything,

'_n;:u:h him on the nose, as Wharton

id.”

“0Oh!” murmured Lord Mauleverer.
“I—I say, our beak made a fearful
fuss about that, Miss Bunter—the
man complained of tr ing, and
Mr. Lamb handed out a whopping,
and——"

l;‘l]iq h;?
whopping ?"

“SE, En! But——"

“Then go in and get my toffee, and
if Parker interferes, hit him in the
eye !” said Miss Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer paused. The man
Parker was watching him, and had
half-rizen from his seat. Apparently
he was wary of more trespassing.
Certainly, there was no harm in step-
ping into the garden to retrieve that
packet of toffee; and Mauly was pre-
pared to deal with the caretaker, if
necessary, but he did not want to
land in tromble with Mr. Lamb.

However, there peemed no help for
it, and he put his hand on the gate to
open it.

Parker started to his feet in the
veranda.

Hil" he shonted.
that I

“Mayn't I come in just a minute
to get somethin® that's been thrown
over the fence?” called out Lord
Mauleverer politely.

“I’'ll goon shift yom, if you do!”
retorted Parker, and he came down
the steps of the veranda and towards
the gate. _

“Punch him in the eye!” advised
Miss Bunter.

“Yaas!” murmured Mauly,

He pushed open the gate and

in.
rom the ?tewa , Miss Bunter
watched him through her big spec-
tacles, apparently prepared for the
sight of a battle between the Grey-
friars junior and the surly caretaker,

Parker came bk ing down the

weedy, unkempt path to the %'atﬂ.

lock en his face.

Then suddenly, from a distance, came

a rancous, wailing note—the wail of
& girven !

Parker stopped suddenly.

That wailing, raucons blast on the
siren at Pegg was followed by another
and another. It was the air-raid
alarm signal! Parker turned and
bolted like a rabbit towards the air-
raid shelter, grabbing at his pocket
for a key as he ran, From Miss
Bunter came renewed ecreams—
écream on seream !

Are you afraid of a

“Eeep out of

IN THE DUGOUT !

E. QUELCH, the Remove
master of Greyfriars, started
to his feet.

A gingle electric bulb burned in
the air-raid dugout. By its light the
Remove master was reading—it was
fortunate that Mr. Quelch's tastes
were for the classics, for Euripides
was the only volume he had to

9

console him in his long and weary
1mprisonment.

Mr. Quelch was a great admirer of
Euripides, but by that time he would
B:!’ﬂhblj" have been glad to exchange

im for Sopliocles, or perhaps for tﬁe
lighter pages of Aristophanes !

t was a hurried tread outside the
door—the door that was always locked
and bolted on the outside—that
caused Mr. Quelch to rise and throw
Euripides on the table.

Outside that deor, as he knew, was
8 wooden stair leading up to the sur-
face of the earth. The air-raid shelter
was deep down. Generally, he did
not hear his ﬂgl'u.uler’s sgteps till the
man reached the door of the room in
which he was kept a prisoner. Now
he heard them, in wild haste and
hurry.

Queleh’s heart gave a jump.

The man was coming in haste—in
wild haste. Did it, could it mean

- that at long last rescue was at hand?

It was clear that there was an alarm
of some kind.

Mr. Quelch had not forgotten the
day when he had heard the voices of
Greyiriars juniors on the other side
of the locked door., They had been
mixed up in some shindy with the
8 man who guarded him in the
dugout. Slim Jim, the man in the
mask, had held him silent till ¢
were gone—and they had departed,
never dreaming that their missing
Form-master was a prisoner so mear
at hand.

But from that, Quelch knew that
he ¢ould be at no great distance from
Greyfriars School—within range of a
cross-conntry run on a half-holiday.

It was a comfort to know that he
was not far from Greyfriars—it did
not help him, but it seemed to make
the solitude less solitary, the im-
prisonment less dreary. And there
was always a hope in his heart that
Greyfriars fellows might, rhaps,
come that way again, and lIJ;'EI.mi.: ¥
bappy good fortune they might
stumble on the secret of the dugout.

But since that day, nothing had
happened—nothing but the regular
visits of his gaoler, and the rare visits
of the man in the mask—S8lim Jim,
the cracksman whose face he knew,
and who was keeping him a kid-
naﬂpeﬂ prisoner because he knew it.

ut now—— Mr., Quelch’s face
fiushed and hiz heart beat as he heard
that hurried tramping on the wooden
stair—the sound of a man hurtlin
down, rather than demndinf, in m
hasgte. Conld it mean that Ferrers
Locke had made some discovery—that

the police were at hand?
He heard a bump and a cursc
through the locked door. The man

had hurled himself down the stair in
guch haste that he had fallen.

Then came a hurried withdrawing
of a bolt; the prind of a key in the
lock. The door opened, and the
stocky, pimply man burst in, red and
breathless with haste

Quelch’s eyes fixed on him. Every
time the man had come hitherto, he
had had a muffler tied over his face—
& precaution against identification,
when the prisoner should be at liber
again. ow, in his baste, he ha
forgotten it, and the Remove master
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had a full view of the stubbly, pimply,
unpleasant face of his gaoler.
The map did oot heed him. He
slammed the door, Eut in the key on
the inside and locked it, and then
thrust the key into his pocket.
Then he stood dwnting for breath.
u

“Well?” Mr. Quelch's voice cut in
sharply. " What does this mean, you
I"ﬂﬁl:ﬂ.ig Are the police coming—at
last #*

The ﬁtﬂ-ﬁ:kﬁ man turned towards
him. From his coat pocket he jerked
a short loaded stick.

“Pack it up, and keep your dis-
tance !” he grunted. “You give a
covey a spot of trouble, and I'l] erack
your nut as soon as look at you!”

He bent his head to listen But
the dugout was too deep down for
gounds from above to penetrate,
unless they were very pear and very
loud. There was silence, save for the
man’s own panting breath.

Some-

Mr. Quelch watched bim.
thing had happened—that was plain;
he conld not make out what. If it
was Ferrers Locke—if it was the
wolice—the man was corncred in that
flugout. But was it?

The stocky man looked at him with
an ugly aneer.

“Don’t you worry!” he said.
“Mobody ain't coming 'ere—and I've
locked the top deor, if anybedy docs!
You're safe, you nre—unless them
hlinking enenry raiders get the pair
3f us! And I faney this shelter's
decp encugh to save our skins !

“Oh!" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

He understood now, It was ap air
yaid, and the alarm signal had sent
the stocky man pelting down in
frantic haste to the shelter of the
dngont.

An air raid would not have kept
My Queleh in that dugout hac he
iwen able to emerge. ut he was
powerless. He might bave been equal
m a struggle with the stocky man,
hut it was quite plain that the ruffian
would carry out his threat, if pushed
to it; and onec blow from the loaded
stick would have stretched the Ee-
move maater senseless on the planks
of the floor.

Mr Queleh elenched Lis hands,

He conld have hoped that a fallin
homh would wreck the shelter; ris
of life and limb would bhave been as
nothing compared with a chance of
cseape.  But, as the man said, the
Jugout was too decp down to be in
much danger. Evon a direct hit
would hardly have damaged it, under
tho high grassy mound over the top.

“An air raid!” said Mr. QI]E!ER+
13 that it?”

“¥You got it!" gruutcd the stocky
nman.

He listened at the door with
{everish attention—perhaps to pick
ap the sound of the siven, perhaps for
a falling Domb.

The Remove master cyed him with
cold contempt. Lxplosivea were ui-
nleasant neighbours, but he had only
contempt for o man who trembled for
his skin,

“Qooool I came a sudden alarmed
aasp from the man listening at the
o JOOT.

Crash!

“ Oooooh i rasped the man,
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“Take courage,” saut Mr. Quelch,
with bitter scorn, “that was not a
bomb' That waa a knock at the
upper door '

Oh ! gasped the stocky man.
Crash ! ang ! Crash ! came
echoing down.

For the moment it was clear the
ruffian had dreaded that it was a
bomb. Loud and sharp came the
heavy knocking on the upper door.

“Your confederate, perhaps!” eaid
Mr. Quelch. “ Had you not I;:'etter go
up and admit him ¢’

The man gave him an evil look.

Whether it was Slim Jim at the
upper door or not, it was clear that
he had no intention of leaving safety.
As likely as not, the air-raid signal
was a false alarm; but if bombs were
falling, the stocky man preferred to
remain where he was.

Bang! Crash! came the furious
Enocking,

_ 8o heavy and so savage was it, that
it secemed that the upper door must
yield under the strain.

The stocky man, as he listened, set
l:gﬂ tﬁthi |.Lnurlin like a wild animal.
Mr. Quelc with glintin &3
and decp-drawn breath. gDml Efgm
fallin mbs waa nothing to him—
less than nothing, compared with see-
ing the doors open, seeing the light
of the sun again—seeing a chance of
escape ! From the bottom of his heart
he hoped that the upper door would
break in under those crashing blows
—he would have weléomed a bursting
bomb that had driven it in,

Crash! Bang! Crash!

NO ADMITTANCE !

ORD MAULEVERER satared
after Nobby Parker, runnin
like a rabbit for the air-rai

sheltet, and then cut back to Bessie
Bunter.

Loud and wailing came the blasts
of the alarming siren—and Miss
Bunter screamed and screamed and
screamed, as if in competition with
the siren,

“Bave me!” shricked Bessie, b-
hing at Lord Mauleverer. * ﬂau’%?ﬂu
hear the sirem—"

“Yaas; but—"

Heream !

“1 say. Miss Bunfer——"

Scream |

“Keep cool, you know!” urged

Mauly. “Ten to one there's nothin’
in it—there hardly ever is, you
know ™

Secream !

There was a patter of feet on the

gea-rogd. From the distance, Pon-
sonby had turned, and he came
running back.

Mauleverer did not glance at him—
Ie was fully occupied with Miss
Elizabeth Bunter.

An air-raid siren was = matter of
which any sensible fellow was bound
to take heed. Quite probably it only
meant “unidentified air *—but
it was only common sense to get into
safety until those aircraft had been
ideutified. But it was not a matter
for excitement or for losing one’s
hend., Lord Mauleverer was perfectly
vool. Beasic Bunter was not—and she

elutched him with both podgy hands
and screamed—perhaps realising that
this was an occasion on which she
was perfectly entitled to soream, and
not wishing to waste a golden oppor-
tunity !

“Look here, it’s all right ! gasped
Mauly. " Look here, I'll get you into
the air-raid shelter—lots of time
before they butt in, if they butt in at
all, and ten to one they won't, vou

ﬂWI

Seream |

There was mist over the sea. From
the mist came a droning and throb-
bing from npseen aireraft.

The hoots of the siren ceased. but
following came the boom of punfire
down the coast. Gunfire mn the die-
tance was an almost daily experience
at Greyfriars School, and even Billy
Bunter had long ceased to take any
special notice of it.

Patter, patter, patter! came Pon-
sonhy s feet on the road.

The dandy of Highcliffe was run-
ning like a deer, hiz face white as
chalk—a good deal mure frightened
than Bessie Bunter.

Pan, no donbt, was heading for Sea
View and the air-raid shelter there—
there was no other, except at a great
distance ; and he coun on being let
in, as a matter of course. Few pro-

rietore of air-raid shelters would
ve refused hospitality to anyone
when the alarm signal had sounded.

Lord Mauleverer drew Bessie in at
the gateway.

Bessie seemed to be of opinion that
screaming was the one thing needful.
However, she allowed his lordship to
lead her in, and thei started at a trof
acrosa the rough field towards the
gﬂm? mound in the distance.
Patter, patter ! came behind him,

Ponsonby had been at a good dis-
tance, but he bad covered the ground
almost like lightning. He cut in at

the gate, and rd Mauleverer
and ie in their race for the dug-
out. Misa Bunter, like Masater

Bunter, had a lot of weight to carry,
and thuulﬁh she put on as much speed

as possible, progress was rather to
alow motion.

Lord Mauleverer helped her all ha
could. As Pon flashed by, he shouted
to him :

“Here, Ponsonby! Take Mies

Bunter’a other arm, will you?"

Ponsonby did mot apewer or even
look at him, Por was not thinking
of rendering aid to others—even to
beauty in distress! Pon was think.
ing wholly and solely of his own
skin! He sghot by and raced on.

“Oh, you cur !’ gasped Mauly.

He piloted Miss Bunter onward

after Pon.

The dandy of Higheliffe rooted in
breathless haste round the grassy
mound, looking for the entranee,

which was on the farther side. He

disappeared from view.

Boom, boom, boom ! came the heavy
guns from the distance.

Lord Mauleverer put on all the
speed he could—with Bessie! Much
mere serious than E_Jueai’b'le bombs was
the danger of falling shrapnel, He
had to get Bessie under pholter as
guickly as lhe could—and hc -was



thankful that thﬂrehaw?!a an air-raid
dugout so close at hand.
ﬁreathlm with hurry, Bessie
ceased to scream, which was a relief
to his lordship, whose eardrums were
guffering considerably from Misa
Bunter’s voeal efforts. They panted
tound the extensive mound at last,
and reached the farther side, where
the entrance door was sunk below the
level of the earth at the bottom of a
sloping pit.
& hugag, thump, thump! greeted
em,

Ponsonby was beating frantically
on the door. Evidently, it would not
open.

““Here you are, Miss DBunter
gasped Mauly.

e led Bessie down the slope to the
door. Ponsonby stared round at him

with popping eyes.
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“Y] can’t get in!” he spluttered.

“They won't the door! They
must be inside—there must be some-

bod ”

”EEat man Parker’s inside!”
answered Lord Mauleverer. “1 saw
him cutting off here ten minutes ago.
He's gone in——"

“The villain! Why doesn’t he let

a chap inP" gas Ponsonby.
“What has he lD&Bﬁhe door for?
I've got to in I”

He beat frantically on the door.

As there was no T from within,
he glared round, picked up a heavy
stone, and, taking it in both hands,
beat on the door with it.

Thudding and clanging made n
terrific din. The door was of thick
wood, partly protected by metal. The
crashing of the stone must have been
heard in the farther corner of the
dugout below—it could have been
heard at a great distance along the
eea road. ]

“Open that door, will
scrcamed Bessie Bunter. “Maule-
verer. why don’t you open the door ?*

"Puﬂuun!':}r’a doin® his best, Miss
Bunter——

“Will you get that door opent?”

“Oh, the rotter ” panted Ponsonby.
“The villain! Leaving a fellow out-
side in an air raid! TI'll report this
to the police! I'Il—"

“Would yon mind shuttin® up, Pon-

on ?”

gonby ?" asked Lord Mauleverer
politely. “If you can’t help bein’ a
rotten funk, you might at least try to
remember that there’s a dy
present——"

“0Oh, shut

ﬂp, you fool !” snarled
Pnnam;ll;y- “Help me beat this door
in! e've a right to in for
ghelter—everybody has, in an air
raid.”

“Yanas, but—"

“Help ' screamed Miss Bunter,

“My dear Miss Bunter—"

" Help
“We'll get you in if we can——"
“Help!

Bessic being stationary again, re-
gtarted screaming, as her contribu-
tion towards e solving of the
problem

Lord Mauleverer involuntarily put
hiz hands to bis ears for a moment—
but he dropped them at once. Some-
thing bad to be done.

Ponsonby beat and beat on the door
with the stone, but it did not stir.
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Either the man within was afraid to
open the door, or he did not care for

e peril of others. Pon squeaked
and equealed with terror as he
pounded.

Whether refugees from an air raid
had a right to force a way into an
air-raid shelter was a lega int on
which Lord Mauleverer’s noble mind
was a blank. It had never occurred
to him that anyone would be brute
enongh to refuse admittance. With
the screaming Bessie on his hands, he
decided that he was getting in—if it
could be mnnu.%ed, regardless of
knotty legal points.

But Ponsonby's pounding with the
stone was producing no effect.

Mauly touched the terrified dandy
of Higheliffe on the arm.

“That's no good ! he said. *“Cut
off to the house and see if you can
scrounge an axe or a chopper or
somethin’—-2>"

“You fool!” snarled Pounsonby.
“Think I'm going out into the
open?” There was an arch of
cnrrn-gate& ironm over the doorway,
and Pon was careful to keep under
it. Pon did not want any fragments
of shrapnel on his aristocratic nut!

“You funky worm!” exclaimed
Lord Maulevercr. *“You make me
feel ill! Look after Miss Bunter
while I go.’

Seream from Bessie.

“Don't you leave me !

“Oh dear! I must go and pget
somethin’ to bash in that putrid
door—"

“Don’t leave me !" screamed Bessie,
.g'rahbin

Don’t! Let Ponsonb
afraid to &tﬁ here wit{l
Dot pon o b it

ill you go, Ponsonby?”

“Neo, you fool ™

Lord Mauleverer's right arm was a

risoner in Bessie's frantic grasp.

is left was ree 'With hia left he
gave Ponsonby a terrific clout on the
side of the bead, which made the
dandy of Higheliffe stagger and yell.
The stone went with a crash to the
earth.

“Now will you go®” roared Maule-

go! I'm
a coward!

VErer.

“You fool— ruflian—youn—
you—" gpluttered Ponsonby.

“ Will you go?”

“No!” yelled Ponsonby. "1 won't
take a step! I— Yarcooh!™

Bmack !

Ponsonby rolled over, yelling.

“There! That makes a fellow feel
better I gasped Lord Mauleverer,
“Stay there, you cor—if you get up,
I'll knock you down again !

Ponsonby, spluttering rage,
scrambled up’™ Lord Mauleverer’s
knuckles landed on his nose and he
went down apgain. This time he
stayed there,

ow, Miss Bunter, do let me go !*
pleaded Lord Mauleverer. “I can
et somethin’ at the house to bash in
t door. I'll be back in a jolly old
jwm:::* you leave me !*
“But I say—"

“Don't you ad
“Then 1{: aﬂll have to stay out-
“I won't stay outside—"

side—->"

Lord Maunleverer's arm.

“RPut—>

“Help "

“1 say, Miss Bunter, really

“Help I

“Ob gad ! groaned Lord Maule-
Verer.

Ponsonby sat wp, with a war
on Lord Mauleverer, He sat and
held his hand to his nose, which bad
8 rather damaged look.

From the dugout came no sound
and no movement. The inmate,
evidently, intended to leave them
where they were—from heartless
cowardice, as Mauly supposed; never
guessing what secret reasons the
stocky man nhad for pot admitting
strangers to the dugont.

What was to be done was simgl
B mzatcr;r to Mauly! It was probable
that an implement could be found in
the house for breaking in the door
of the shelter—but Bessie would not

let him go, and Ponsonby was afraid
to go. en a welcome sound came
to his ears.

The long-drawn hoot of o siren was
not melodious' Nobody could have
mistaken it for the music of the
spheres! But never had any sound
been so welcome to Lord Mauleverer
as was that hideous long-drawn wail !

“All elear " he execlaimed.

“Wha-at?"” gasped Bessie.

“That’s the allclear! Ko danger !
All serene—0.K.! Cheerio! Right

as rain! Nothin’ to worry about!
Enemiy ne—if there were any! All
clear ! i

“Oh " gaid Bessie, She ceased to
scream., “Sure it's all clear? 1 can
never tell one from the other.”

“Yaas! The all-clearfulness is
terrific, as Inky would say ! assured
Lord Mauleverer. “ Everythin’ in the
garden is lm'elg. Aireraft passed
over—] expect they're scootin’ like
I}illE-oI: with fichters on their tails,

ushed for time to get home for tea.

Efe never lose any time whep &
fighter goes up to take a sguint at
them, They get off the mark before
the word go. I dare say they're as
scared as Pon.”

Ponsonby picked himself up at last.
The danger was over; and Ponm,

giving Lord Manleverer a bitter and
evil look, tramped up the slope.
“EKick him " said Miss Bunter.

“Eh? Oh, yaas! Certainly!”
Thud !
Ponsonby, with a yell, disappeared

at a run.
‘
I Bunter. “Hark! Ob crikey!
I eay. come on !”

Bunter started.

Billy Bunter was seldom quick off
the mark. Getting into motiom was,
as a rule, a slow process with the fat
Owl of the Remove. But if there was
anything that could make William
GFeor en%untat change the leisurel
habits of a porpoise for the rapi
activity of a kangaroo it was the
siren sigual of hostile aircraft. On
such occasions a flash of lightning
had very little on Bunter.

The football match was over aud
the Remove fellows in the changing-
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voom,  Herbert Vernon-Smith had
joined them there in the most dis-
srnuetled mood ever—cexasperated by
the outeome of his visit to the %:zmge
and his interview with John Robin-
on, ol ﬁualiy exasperated at
aaving missed the gome for nothing,
Billy Bunter, released from Lxtra
French, had rolled in, chiefly anxious
ty fmd sowe Remove wman who was
cager for weod company at fea. But
At the wail of the siven from afar,
Billy Buater forgot cven tea! Billy
Bunter wonld mnot have delayed a
moment to piek up 4 plum eake with
marzipan on tep.

Bunter flow.

'-B: Hallo, hallﬂlel::ilu 2"’1]:.-5{;1&}11{115

h Cherry. ° t's the gignoel!
Where's my other ghoer”

Coker of the Fifth put his head in
ab the door.

“Mow then, keep cooll” roaved
foker. “Do yom hear? Keep cool!
Don't lose yowr heads, you fagal
Reep order ! Eeep ecol! Reep—"

“shut up, Coker I”

“ Take your face away .

“Dry wp, Coker—you're dvownivg
the siren ¥

K cool, I tell you ” rwoarcd
Coker, 1n o state of great exeitcment.
“T'll see yom safe ! I'll—— Yarooh i

A footimll boot. landing on Hovace
Coker's chin, ent short hia cloqtenee
quite suddenly.
~ Fliere was o regulur rule at Grey-
‘riara om thoze nlorming occasions.
Being mear the south-cast coast,
“Greyfrines got rvather move than its
fair zhore of alarma, @Generally,
nothing came of them—and the all-
clear fullowed automatically. Never-
theless, it was obviously possible
that somcthing might come of them,
and something cxtremely nupleasant,
and Dr. Locke waz not the man to
lot hiiz hoys take nunecessary chances.
=3 when the siven sounded it un-
melodious note, the prefeets rallied as
ope man, the maosters rallied also,
andl the whole school mavehed down
into the ancicnt vaults—deep Delow
tlic old school.

It was like Cokor of the Fifth, who
wever eonld mind bis own busipess,
to take matters in haad. Cokoer
thought that he could manage theso
things belter than the prefects. His
~yatem was f{o pct into a state of
terrifie exeitement md tell everybody
ra keep eool.

But the Removites were guite cool
aned did net need Coker of the Fifth
tu o]l them to keep so; and they had
o wse for Cower, anyhow.

2o that football oot interrupted
Coker., It interrupted him snddend
witd unpleasantly., Coker of the Fiftﬂ
~at down with the football boot rest-
inz on bis kneez, and spluticered.

“Man down | chiortled Bob Cherry,

~Ha, la, ha ¥*

“Ouoozh ¥ spluttered Coker, " I--
[ -1 Qooogh

“Come on ™ said Harry Wharten.

“Where's wmy uecktier” howled
Julinuy Bull. “What swal's got my
wecktie:”

“Fegave it for the cuvemy, old man

eome o

I not going without my necktie,
Brow the ohemy i

i Fagvet ooty - No

LBE

"Now, thou—" It was the voice
of Wingatc of the Sixth, captain of
Greyfriars. “Get a move on, you
kids—yon know the rule 1”

Johuny Bull, fortunately, found his
necktie. The juniors marehed out.

Wingate staved at Coker.

“What tho dickens are you sitking
there for, Coker?” he asked. “ Tired?
Haven't you heard the signal? Get
i Move oll, you ass

Coker of the Fifth, with deep Ecel-
s, gol o move on. He rubbed his
damaged chin as he tramped out of
the chavging-room.

In an ovderly procession the Grey-
friurs fellows Lieaded for the door of
the school vaults, But onc junior
wa3 missing from the ranks.

This was ihe chanece
Ferpon-Bmith  wanted—an
nunexpected chance which he
was not geing to lose.

It was casy cnough for
ono fellow {o slip away in
the erowd-—and the Bounder
nuietly slipped oway.

All the masters who were
within the gates had turued
up for the procession, but
among them Mr. Lamb lad
not appeared.

Either lic waz out of
gates, or e had not heeded
the alaym sigual, In the
first case, his study was at
dmithy's merey; in  the
sccond, he had a pgood
cxcuse for going thero-—to
tip Mr, Lamb that the air-
raid signol had sounded.

The under cut rowml
cornera, onmd reached
Masters” Passapo.  Breath-
less, D tapped ot Mr,
Lamh's door and opented it.

“The signal's gone, sir,”
he called nto the study.

There was no reply.

The Bounder grinmed,
and stepped into an cmpty
study.

Ho shut the door aiter
him. Lamb lad, after all,
cone  ont—when, Smithy
did not kuow, but he was
ot  now—and this  was =i
Smithy's chabee,

Whoerever he was, Lo was
net likely to return until
the all-clear sounded. Obviously,
he would take shelter somewhere till
then, Even if he returned, he would
not come to his stndy—he would head
for the vanlts, like the rest of the
school. o L

Smithy had a free hand iu his stud
—if he n’%msc to ﬂi.HI."Elg{IT{]. the possible
peril of au air roid! : _

He did so choose; hie did not, in
fact, give that peril a single thought,
Ho was ouly too glad of this chanee
of retrieving lia lost letter.

Lamb's velvet coat was hanging on
i ingide the door.

The Bounder gave oue glance round
and then pomuced on that coat. It
was inte o pocket of that coat that
he hod scen Lamly thrust the letter
from Bill Lodgey.

Swiftly, ho scarched the poekets.
But tho letter was not there—and ho
Lardly cxpected to find it there—ho
was only making surc. :

He tutned towards Lamb's desk in

i : | s
y toffee ! ** screamed Bessie Bunter. She poi
who was strolling away.
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the corner by the window. He had no
doubt that the letter was in that
desk. Lamb was not likely to carry
such a letter about with him—still
less likely to change it from pocket
to pocket whencver he chanped his
cont. Ten to one it was in that desk.

It was a hoavy, strong desk, which
hod been p in the study after
Mr. Lamb's arrvival: it had not been
there in the time of hie predecessor,
Mr. Woosey. The larger drawers
opened to the Bounder’s hand—they
mostly contained drowings., In A
finished and unfinished state. The
Bounder glanced carelessly through
drawcr after drawer—he did not ex-

peet to find that letter in an unlocked
drnwer.

“* That hrute took it awa:

Only  one drawer, iz fackt, was

locked.

If the loat leftex was in the desk
at all, it was in that drawer.

Vernon-Smith did not hesitale.

What he was going to do, what he
Lad detcrmiuved to do, at the first
chance, was not merely risky—it was
wildly foolhardy. BSmashing open a
locked drawer was p procceding of
which certainly no Greyfriars fellow
but Herbert Vernon-8mith would have
dreamed.

Neither, indeed, would S8mithy have
drepmed of it, reckless as he was, had
the ease hecn less desperatc. But
everything was at stake.

Sooner or lator—probably sconer
rather than later—Lamb wounld
sueceed in tracing that letter to him.
It waz nobt o master doing his duty
that the Boundor had to fear—it was
an cnomy =ecking to drive him away,
from the school. Tt wae oo man whose
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mted

a plum

seerets he partly kuew, and who
feared that he would discover more.

That was somo excuse for his
action. [If Lamb pinned that letter

down on him, he would be expelled
from Greyfrisrs—Lamb would get by

with it at last! Smithy was not going

be sacked if he counl
had to have that letter.

There was a basket of oak logs by
the fiveplace. The Bounder picked
vout one of a handy size.

He peered out at the study door for
# moment. No one wae in sight—no
vne was at hand. Only a distant hum
of voices reached him from the crowd
f_r'uh;g' down into the shelter of the
vanlts,

kelp it. He

he needed only one. Taking the lo

in hoth hands, he crashed it with al
FFis strepgth on the lock of the locked
drawer.

It was a stroug drawer and a strong
lock. But that tremendons erashing
Mow kuocked the frout of the drawer
rizht in.

The Bouuder panted. It was a
tleaperate act—it madeo his heart jump
a3 that crash cchoed through the
study,

Iut e Jost no time. He dragged
open the broken drawer, It was a
vood-gized drawer, and contained
many things. There was a leather
wallet, locked, containing what the
Bounder did not kmow, and did not
care. But e was swrprised to hear
a elink of metal from it as he moved
it to prope for a lettev. Appavently,
there were metallic implements of
some kind in that locked wallet,

= o el
p and sticky forefinger at Ponsonby,
y fromme 1°* ** Oh !’ gasped Lord Mauleverer.

No one would hear the crash—and

The next moment be had the letter.
There it was, in the drawer, as he
had expected. He grabbed it up in
haste, gave one glauee at Bill
Iﬂﬂﬁej’a scrawl, and then cut across
to the fireplace.

He thrust the letter into the emboers
of the fire, stirred them, and watched
the letier consumod in the Hames.

Then he hurried ont of the stady.

He had succecded ! Lamb, when he
came in, would know what had hap-

ed—that the owner of that leter
ad taken desperate measures to get
it back. He would euspeet t
Bounder—but what could he prove?
His teeth were drawn—at least, so far
as the letter iteelf was concerned.

Hreathlessly, the Bounder cut away.

He bad been hardly five
minutes in Lamb's study.
Half a minute after leaving
it, he was in the corridoer
from which the door of the
vaults opencd. Five or six
late-comers, called up from
various dirvections, were
hurrying there—Smithy
hurried alopg with them.
Mr. Prout, a
the wvaunlt otaircase, waa

E-
“Twee no timo! Come,

come ! Lose no time!”
Vernon-Smith and the
others went down. Mr.

Prout remaived at the door.
Wingate and two or three
uther prefeets were looking
for strays, and two or three
more montes elapsed before
they arrived with balf a
dozen breathlesa fags. Then
Mr. Prout followed them
down, and the heavy door
wag shut,

Mr. Prout valled the roll
in the dimly lit vaults.
Some fellows were absent—
they had been omnt of pates
when the alarm sounded.
But most of the school
answered “ Adsum " to their
names—amotty the rest,
Herbert Vernon-Smith.

And the Bounder grinned
az he sang out ** Adsum !
Heo was there, with the rest
—as pood an alibi as a
fellow could have wanted.
Lamb counld suspect what he liked,
but he could prove nothing—the air-
raid alarm that sfternoon had saved
the Bounder's ekin,

——

PUNCHING PARKER !

R. LAMB gave a start.
The art mastor of Grey-
friars was coming along the
cliff road, from the direction of
Friardale,

He had left the village behind him
when the siren rang its note of
alarm, and he quickened his pace,
doubtless thinking of the dugout at
Sea View, the necarest shelter. He
was i1 sight of the gate of Bea View
when the all-clear boomed oui, and
he slackencd pace again. ‘Then, as
he drew nearer to the grate, he started
a8 he saw a schoolhoy emerge there.
from,

It was not a Grevfrines fellow—

the door of th
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Lamb had never seen him before. But
he kuew the Higheliffe cap if he did
not kwnow the wearer. His oyes
ghuted at Ponsonby as he came on.

Pon did not glavee towards bim.
He started in the dircction of Pegg,
and walked quickly away.

Mr, Lamb arrived at the gate o fow
minuntes later, with knitted brows.
Mr Lamb, as some of the Remove
fellows had learned by painful experi-
cnce of his cane, objected wvery
strongly to trespassing ot Sea View

But he could not deal with a High-
cliffe fellow. The art master horried
in at the gate and glanced towards
the chalet, where a stood widc
open on the veranda, but there was
no sign of the carctaker to be sceyp.
Mr. Lamb hurried acrosa the mound
over thoe air-raid shelter. He had
no doubt that Nobby Parker had
taken refnpge there at the sound uf
the alarm, and was atill there,

A3 he eame ronnd the mound a voice
from the other side fell on his cars.
end he gave another start. That
Highcliffe junior, it seemed, waa not
the only ouc who had dodged in
era werc others.

Mr. Lamb set his lipe
nised the voice of a ars fellow
—a mcmber of his own . Wiih
a Bemove fellow, at lesat, he conld
deal, and the cold glint in Bis eyes
told that Lord Hauﬁwerer had some-
thing to come, 4

"My dear Miss Bunter —Maunlc-
verer's voice came clearly to his ears
—“it's all over—all clear—0.K.—
right as rain! May I have the
Elueaau;?’ of seeing you hack to Cliff

nse

“That brute— —" came
Bunter's indignant voice.

“Yaas; bpl—"

“He ought to have let us in!"

“Oh! aaa! But—"

“Wait till he comes ont!” said
Bessic Bunter, “Y'm going to tell
him what I think of him "

“Oh gad! I—I say, he's rather an
ill-tempered Johnny to talk fo!"
urged Lovd Mauleverer, ** Smithy ealls
I:‘Hi"i a gangster, and, really, he look-
1% 2

"Arc you afraid of him?™

“Oh, no! But—"

“Well, if he's cheeky, you hit hiw
in the eye!”

“0Oh gad ?

“If my brother Billy were here.
I'd SEI: Lim to thrash him }*

“Oh scissors!” ga Lord Maul.-
verer. He could u%t%c gcoe Brother
Billy acceding to that reguest.
Brother Billy would have bad a lot
of work on hie hands if he had started
thrashing the stocky man at Sea
View ! ;

“'Wait till he comes out!” said
Bessie Bunter, "' If yow've afraid, you
can run away! D'm not afraid of
him! If he cheeks mo, T ahall seratels
him !*

*“Oh dear "
HMl;..m L::.lmh _calnm ;-:;:gnd }.lsu mh-gumi.

¢ staved grimly at the plump Te:
of Miss i'gimhgﬂi Buntor nungtIh--
slim figure of Lord Maulevercr stand-
ing near the door of the air-raid
shelter.

Lord Mauleverer alavted a litkle at
sight of him. All tho Remove hae
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Leard Smithy's talk of Mr. Lamb’s
visits to Ses View; but Mauly, who
had a great mﬁnitg for minding his
own business, had taken no interest
in the matter. But it was a little
startling to him to sce the art master
there.

He cap Mr. Lamb respectfully.

Bessie Bunter hiin];‘cd at him
through her big speetacles.

o W%ﬂ'ﬂ thntg” Ifh?:* asked.

“Mr. Lamb—my beak at Grey-
friara!* murmn Lord Mauleverer.

“What are you doing here, Maule-
verer?” asked Mr. Lamb, in a cold,
cutting voice. “I have received so
many complaints of Remove boys tres-
passing here that I came in this direc-
tion this aftermoon to aanert?in
whether the caretaker was being
annoyed sgain. I should not have
been surprised to find Vernon-Smith
here. 1 am am]i:iﬁed to find you—
generally a well-bebhaved boy.”

“You sea, sir—"

“I see yon herc!” said Mr. Lamb.
“It appears thai hooliganism is
gpreading in my Form, from the
example of Vernon-Smith. Er:w ﬂ.]:ru

ou trespass on private property when
{he mﬁak&r Pnt t-l:ig lace has
already complained several times to
your headmaster?” 3

“There was an air-raid warning,
sir, and I was trying to get this

upg lady into shelter!” explained

rd Maulovercr.

“The brute wounldn't let us in!*

neaked Bessie. “I'm waiting for
him to come out to tell him what a
brute he is!”

“Am I to understand., Mauleverer,
that you have not only trespassed
here, Eut that yon are waiting for t]m
man Parker, in order to dreate a dis-
tarbance ¥ exclaimed Mr., Lamb.

“I can't very well leave Miss
Bunter, sir!”

“1 ghould jullla}" well think not!™
exclaimed Miss Bunter. “I'm going
to call that man a brute, and a beast,
and a coward, and a vat, and if he
says anything, I shall scratch him!”

“You had better go away at once,
you foolish girl!” snapped Mr. Lamb.

Bessie blinked at him.

“Whe are you?” she inquired.

“Eh? 1 am Mr, Lamb, a master
at Greviriars—"

“1 mean, who arc you to order me
about #” demanded Bessie. " Does this
place belong to you?”

“To me¢? No, certainly not!”

“Then mind your own business!™
said Miss Buunter.

“Wha-a-t#"

“You can order me about if Miss
Primrose takes you on at Cliff House,”
said Bessic. “Why., voun might be

Miss Bullivant from the way you
talk! Who are von? See? ho
are youf”

Bisa Bunter Llinked defiance at the
art master of Gueyfriars.  Lord
Mauleverer Hﬂ%ﬂl‘ﬂﬁﬁ-lﬂﬂ A grin.

“You foolish, impertivent girl!”
rasped Mr Lamh.

“You foolish, impertinent man!”
retorted Miss Bunter. “I'd like to
sce you order me about !

r Lamhb gave her n look. It was
an expressive look. Then he turned
to Mauleverer. Really. he eould not
deal with HBessic; and wunless he
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claimed to be the proprietor of Sea
View, he had no right to order her
off. But he could deal with a junior
in hiz own Form

“Mauleverer! Go back to the
school this instant! Wait in my
study until I roturn!” he rapped
harshly.

“Yaas, gir! Please come awny now,
Miss Bunter.”

“8han't!” answered Bessic.

“I've got to go, yon know—Mr.
Lamb’s my Form-master while Quelch
iz away.” uzﬁ‘ad Lord Maulcverer.

“Well, I shan't! I'm going to tcll
that man——*

Miss Bunter was interrupted by the
opening of the green-painted door.

Nobb E Poarker emerged, and
snapped the deor shut behind him.
He pave a jump at the sight of three
figures close at hand.

“Wot——"" he n surlily. He
glared af Lord Mauleverer. * Was it
you banging on that there door. you
chee ang ‘ound #*

“Brute ! exclaimed Miss Bunter.

“Wot!" ejaculated Nobby Parker,
staring at her.

“Pig ! aaid Bessic.

ﬂEh?:

"Beastlpy coward! Why didn’t you
let us in? Skulking down in o ug
out, and leuvinF other ple o
blown to bhita!” exclaimed Bessic

“You onght to be run
in! TIf I were a man, I'd knock you
down! Rat!”

“Look ‘cre!” roared Nobby Parker,
“That’s about enough! Yon roll off,
you young barrel of lard 4

“He's calling me names ! shrieked
Bessie  “Punch his head, Maule-
verer!”

“Well, ain't you been calling me
some names?” hooted Nobby Parker.
“You jest get out of it, sec:”

“Brute !

“Look 'erg-—"

L B—Eﬂ.ﬂt !l.l

Mr. Lamb stood quitc vonplussed,
his face red with angry annoyance,
but evidentlljr not knowing what to do
with Bessie! Parker secmed to know
what to do' He made a stride at the

lump Fourth-Former of Cliff Housc

I, with a hand upraised,

“Out of it, aforec I smnck your
‘ead !" he moarcd.

Scream !

Whether Mr., Parker actually would
have smacked Bessie’s head or not,
did not transpire! Lord Mauleverer
did not give him a chance! He came
at the low-browed, pimply ruffian
with a jump, and hit out, catching
Mr. Parker on his pimply chin.

There was a lot of strem in
Mauly's slim arm! The stocky man
gave n bowl and weut over back-
wards, rolling down the slope to the

n deor and bringing up against
that deor with a beavy Lump and
another howl.

The vext woment, Br, Lamb

rabbed Mauleverer's shoulder and

ragged him round, his face flaming

* Mauleverer! How dave you! You
shall be severely punished for this!
Leave this place at once! I will see
you off the premises! Come with
m?‘."

“Counldn't let that brute smack a
lady's head, sir! Eesides, all she aaid

indignantly.

was frue—he i & brute and a coward

and a rat!”
“Bilence! Come!”
Mr. Lamb dragged Mauleverer

away !
Miss Elizabeth Bunter gave a

scornful blink through her big s
taclea at the aplEtteﬁ gru&?:r;

sprawling at the gresm door, and
followed.

“Let go shoulder, please, Mr.
Lamb!* gaid" Leord uleverer
quietly,

Lamb compressed his grip instead
of letting go, and dragged him on.

Mauly, with a sudden twist,

wrenched himself loose and jumped
clear.

Then he walked out at the gate.
Bessie Bunter rolled out after him.
Mr. Lamb stepped out into the road.

“Go back to the school at once,
Maunieverer |” he breathed. “I cannot
deal with you here—I shall desl with
you at Greyfriara! Go!”

“Yaas, sir!” said Mauleverer
calmly. *“Good-bye, Miss Bunter!”

Hie lordship raised his cap politely,
and started down the road towar
Friardale,

Miss Elizabeth Bunter gave Mr.
Lamb a concentrated blink of ang
scorn, contempt, and dislike, an
rolled off towards Pegg and Cliff
House.

It wae not till Mauleverer was ount
of sight that Mr. Lamb turned and
re-cntered the gate of Sea View—
doubtless having some business there.
And it was not till Lord Mauleverer
had got as far as Friardale that he
iﬂl&lﬂ!ﬂh&l‘ﬂﬂ that he had forgotten the
offee !

THE MAN OF SECRETS !

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
Bob Che came to &
halt and stared at the

window of Mr. Lamb’s study. His
comrades stopped also.
All the Famous Five were swrprised

to see Lord Mauleverer standing at

that ntud{ window, looking out
placidly into the spring sunset.
“ Anything up, Mﬁuly?" asked

Hﬁlﬁi}_mﬂﬂn.

“Well, what's up, fathead?” asked
Frank Nugent.

“1 am—for a whnggriu’ 1* answered
Lord Mauleverer. he dear little
Baa-Lamb has got his
Frightful outsider. what¢”

“The friglhtfulneaa is terrific, my
cstegmed auly ! apreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “But what is the
absurd rowfulness?"

“Lamb's out, isn't he?” asked
Johnuy Bull. “Did {;J.:El butt into the
Baa-Lamb out of gates. Mauly?”

“Yaas."

“But what's the row?” asked
Hnrr_t. “Yon're never in & row, old
ohap.

Lord Mauleverer, sitting in the
window, placidly explained. He had
been waiting some time in  Mr.
Lamb's study, and he was rather glad
of a chat with hizs fricuds as he
waited

Lamb had ordered him to wait in
that study till his return, and Mauly
was carrying out that order—but he

rag outl!



ad not see why he shonld not talk to
bis friends at the window, as they
bad happened along.

_ Hetbert Vernon-Smith came up and
i{-!ined the group. He eyed Lord
Mauleverer very curiously, wonder-
ing whether Mauly had noticed the
damage to the desk in the study. But
it was not likely, Mauly never
noticed anything t did {wt con-
cern him.

“What a rotter that man is!” said
the Bounder, when Mauly had told
his placid tale. “I’d like to know
what’s hia jolly old connection with
that ruffian at Sea View. A precious
pair of them !*

__"He said- that hé came along to sce

if any Greyfrairs men were ftres.

rassin’ again!” remarked Lord
ulfeverer.

The Bounder gave a scoffing langh.

“Did you believe that?” he sneered.

“Well, no!” said Lord Mauleverer,
after a moment or two of considera-
tion. “Not quite. He’s up to some-
thin’. No bizney of mine.”

“I'll make it my business, if I can
epot it!” said the Bounder venge-
fully. “I'l show that =& n
hnmbug up, before I'm through wit
him

“I say, you fellows, is that
Manly 7" Billy Bunter rolled up. “I
say, Mauly, what are you sticking in
Lamb’s study for? I say, have yom
got the toffee?”

** Borry—no I

“What ! yelled Bunter. “Why
haven't you got it? Mean to say yon
ate it Mﬂiiﬂﬁ back ?"

“Oh gad!™ Egaaped Lord Maule-
verer. “No! Not at all! Airraid
alarms, and punching a man’s face,
and all that, put it right out of my
head. For all about it, old fat
hEED TJI-

“You forgot it !" stuttered Bunter,
“Forgot a packet of toffee! Mad?”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at I howled Bunter. * Look here,
Manly, I know you’re a fool, but you
ain't such a fool as that! No fellow's
fool emough to forget a packet of
toffee! Look here, where is it?#"”

“Inside the fenge at BSea View,
where that Highelifie cad Pon-
sonby chucked it!" answered Lord
Mauleverer. “But saw  Miss
Bunter all right—and told her yom
couldn’t come—>"

“Don’t be an idiot! I want that
toffee I* roared Bunter. “Why, you
gilly ass, there was no need to go a
all if you weren't gﬂiﬂﬁ;m bring the
toffee back! Mean BAY YOu've
trapsed a mile and a half ont and a
mile and a half back and forgotten
the toffee?”

“Yaas 1"

“You—you—you  idiot!”
Bunter. “You—you dummyg !

ty piffler! You %lithering goat!

ou—you—you—  Look here, you
heast, if you've left my toffee behind
31::1!? can jolly well go and fetch it,
m L5 ]

“I'm waitmmg for Lamb—"

“Blow Lamb! Bother Lamb!
Leaving a fellow’s toffee behind !”
gasped Bunter. “T say, you fellows,
one of you could cut over on a bike
before lock-up——"

%Y eant sce us doing it!" agreed

£as
o1

t plaints from the caretaker.
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Bob Cherry. “Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Here comes the giddy Baa-Lamb!”

The juniors clea off from the
window as Mr. Lamb was seen com-
i.u% towards the House.

illy Bunter shook a2 ¥at fist at
Lord Mauleverer’s placid face as he
went. The other fellows were feel-
ing rather concerned for Mauly, vho
was up for & whopping. Bunter's
thoughts were concentrated on the
toffee—the happy anticipation of
which had consoled him all throngh
Extra French, and through half an
hour down in the school vaults. That
hapﬁy anticipation was never to be
realised mnow. That unspeakable
idiot, Mauly, might as well never
have gone at all—as he had come
back without the toffee,

Lord Mauleverer—seemingly not at
all distressed om the subject of
toffee—turned from the window and
waited for Mr. Lamb to enter at the
door.

The art master came into the study
a few minutes later.

Lord Mauleverer watched him as
he came in calmly. Mauly never tock
the trouble to dislike anybody; but
he had a repugnance for Mr. Lamb.
The man was not, as Maunly put it;
pukka, as Mauly knew by iunstinet
rather than by observation.

Whether Lamb had secreta or not,
as the Bounder declared, Mauly did
not care 8 straw: but he felt a calm
contempt for & man who had a cruel,
cattish temper under an outward
show of fluffy amiability.

Lamb was mnot loo inE amiabla
now. His cyes over his glasses

linted at the calm face of the school-
Eo;r earl,

‘I shall punish you severely for
your conduct this afternoon, Maule-
verer,” be said harshly. “1 am very
much inclined to re you to your
headmaster for having assaulted the
man at Sea View."”

“Yaas, gir " said Lord Mauieverer,
*But, really, I couldn’t do anythin’
but try to find Miss Bunter a
shelter in an air raid—>

“There was no air raid!” snapped
Mr. Lamb,

“There was an alarm, sir, and you
never know how 4it’s goin® to turnm
out., The general rule 18 to head for
the nearest shelter.”

“That is a mere excusa " gaid Mr,
Lamb. “Again and again Remove
boyas have trespassed at that place,
and I am tired of receiving com-
one
oceasion a paperchase was led across
the grounds. I am determined to
put a stop to this! I shall—*

Mr. Lamb broke off suddenly. His
eyes fell on the desk in the corner,
and on the broken drawer half-open.

Mauleverer had not noticed it—he
had not even glanced at the desk
while he was in the study. The Lamb
was rather more observant. His
fixed on the broken drawer, and the
colour faded from his face, leaving
him so white that Mauleverer gave a
start as he saw it.

Then he made a spring towards the
desk, Mauleverer watching him in
wonder.

Manly Beard him give a
breatk of relief as he
locked leather wallet that lay 1n the

panting
a
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drawer—there was a mefallie elink
as he grasped it. That wallet disap-
peared ao &umklgamintd an inner
ocket of Mr. b’s coat that
Mauleverer hardly saw it.

The art master turned ou him, His
face was still pale, and it was sc
tranafigured with rage that it startled
Mauleverer.

“You young scomndrel ™ Lamb's
voice came hoarse and busky. “¥ou
—you have dared to break open my

L

rd Maulev
Lord Mauleverer gazed at him,

“I have done mothin' of the kind,
Mr. La.m'l:!!" he said, in a distinct
tone of quiet scorn. " Don't you know
that the auggestion is an insult?”

“You were here—vyon—if it was not
you, who was it?” roared Lamb.

“Haven't the foggiest!” drawled
Lord Mauleverer. e

~ Lamb's hands were twitching, as
if e could hardly keep them off the

jumior. But he tun to the drawer
againp.
Why he had been alarmed, or

rather terrified, by the sight of that
drawer broken open, was quite a
uzzle to Mauleverer. Anger would

ve been natural; but he had read
terror—blanching terror—in the art
maater's face.

Whataver it was that was cop-
tained in that locked leather wallet
was something that Mr. Lamb desired
to keep deep “II: secret—that was very
clear. What had he to fear if it was
seen ?

Man.everer’s lip curled. He knew
new that the Bounder was right—this
man had secrets—dangerons secrets.

Lamb egrope.! in the drawer, Then
he turned to Lord Mauleverer again,
a black and bitter look on his face.

“The letter ia gone I” he said veno-
;:gg,ulgi “What have yow done with
i

“What letter?” Mauleverer stared
blankly,

“Do not bandy words with me! 1T
knew that the younpg rascal to whom
that letter belonged might make
some attempt to recover it; but I
never dreamed of euch an action as
this! What have you done with the
letter?*

“I1 Enow nothin’ about any letter I”
answered Lord Mauleverer con-
tem ummlg.

r. Lamb paused a moment.

“Do you mean to say that this
drawer was broken ggen before wou
came into this etudy?” he ﬂemaﬂﬁd,

“1 know nothin’ about it.”

“You will hardly expeet me to be-
lieve that!" said the art master be-
tween his closed lips. “I conclude
that {uu have deatroyed the letter.
It makea little difference—you will he
expelled for this, Manleverer.”

Lord Mauleverer raised hia eye-
brows.

“If you fancy that Dr. Locke will
believe that I've pinched s letter fyom
your desk, Mr. Lamb, you're making
a mistake ¥’ he said. “The Head's a
gentleman.”

“You have broken open this drawer
—youw have taken the letter—your
own letter from a disreputable racing
man il:l

Lord Mauleverer gave him ohe
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look, ste to the door, opened it,
and walg.eﬁut of the utud??n
“Stop ! roared Mr, Lamb.
Mauleverer shut the door and
walked away.

FERRERS LOCKE IN LUCK !

FERRERS LOCKE stood very
still.
The man with the sandy

beard, who looked as wunlike John
Bobinson as he looked unlike Ferrers
Locke, stood elamped against the
dark trunk of a tree in the darkness
of the night. He stilled his breathing
at the sound of an opening door—a
faint sound, but audible to the keen
ears of the Baker Street detective.

It was midnight—dim and dark.
John Robipson’s rooms over the
garage were vacant, Ferrere Locke
was keeping watch and ward, as he
had done for many a long and wintry
night—patient, tireless, indomitable.

Once, at least, he had had luck,
when he had shadowed the dark figure
that dropped from a window—
ghadowed it to the scenc of one of
Slim Jim’s nocturnal raids, though
the cracksman had escaped him. But
from that, the Baker Street detective
knew beyond doubt that the mystery
cracksman was an inmate of Grey-
friars School—and ke did not dombt
that the man was Mr. Lamb. And
NOW-—

A dark shadow passed in the dark.

It was no breaker of bounds—at
midnight—not some reckless semior
like der of the Sixth, or some

oung rascal like Vernon-Smith of the

emove. A breaker of bounds might
be returning at midnight—hardly
setting out at such an hour!

This was his man !

The dark figure that had crept
stealthily ont of the House at past
midnight was Slim Jim—and Ferrers
Locke kpew it! That it was Lamb,
he did not doubt: but he could not
gee, and be could not be sure.

That dark fignre made little sound

as it glided through the night.
Ferrerﬂ%unke made none at all as he
followed.

The detective’s eyes were gleaming.

If he succeeded a second time in
tracking Slim Jim to the scene of a
robbery, the cracksman would not
escape him again. Once his grip was
on l?he man, he would take care of
that—and the mask would be torn
Away, rew:al:inf the face that, so far,
was known only to Mr Quelch, the
kidnapped Form-master. And if the
man was not bound on another raid,
why was he going, at that hour?

But to the detective’s perplexity,
the dark fiure did not head for the
masters” gate, to which Lamb, like all
the masters, had a key, and by which
the might prowler had %nne on the
Emviuua occasion.  Locke shadowed

iz man into the old Cloister, at a
distance from the school bmildings,

Was he intending to clamber over
the wall there, like some fag going
out of bounds? Or was this, after
all, some voung rascal like Vernon-
SEmith—whom Locke had ecaught one
night at that very spot? Surely not
—so late '
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Locke made uo svund; and his ears
were on the alert as he trod lightly
and softly on the old flag-stones of
the Cloister.

A rustling sound came through the
dark. He knew that it was the rustle
of ivy on the old wall. The ivy waa
stirring ; but it did not sound as if a
climber was ¢clambering up the wall.

Locke was simply puszied.

The man ahead had come to a halt
at the ivied wall at the end of the
Cloister. But he was not climbing!
He had come to a halt there—and
that was all' Whyt?

Locke listened intently

He could see nothing but the dim
mass of the wall, overgrown with
thick, ancient ivy. The man was
fumbling in the ivy, close by one of
the old atone buttresses of the ancient
wall. Did it mean that there was
some hide-out in some cranny of the
old wall, or what?

Locke could not tell! He could
only listen and wait.
rustling ceased ! A faint foot-

fall was heard. It was coming back
—towards the detective!

Bilently, Ferrers Locke backed be-
hind one of the old stone pillars of

the Cloister, and the dark figure, half
seen, passed within a yard of him.

Ferrers Logke set his lips as he fol-
lowed again. It was not's raid that
was scheduled for that dark might—
the man had emerged from the house
at midnight, erept to the old Cloister,
and was now returning. What it
meant, the Baker Street detective did
not know.

Five minutes later. in the dark

nad, Ferrers Locke listened to the
aint sound of a stealthily closed
door.

The man—Mr. Lamb or not—had

ne in and shut the door after him.

at was the end of his nilght prowl—
and Locke was left alone in the dark-
ness, perplexed

For several long mimutes he waited,
but there was no further sound.
Then, quietly, the Baker Street de-
tective trod back to the Cloister

Unless there was some hidden recess
in that old wall, under the ivy. which
Blim Jim used for his own purposes,
the man’s actions were inexplicable.
And even so, it was difficult to under-
stand why bhe had paid the spot that
brief vizit at midnight. But Locke
was going to know.

He reached the spot at the end of
the old Cloister, where the dark
figure had stopped a quarter of an
hour ago. .

The man was safe back in the House
—probably in bed by that time
There was no danger of observation.
Ferrers Locke turned om a spot of
hgfl'ﬂ: from a flash-lamp

the light he ezamined the ivy
with searching eyes. It clothed the
old stone wall in clustering masses.
It was thickest in the corner where
the buttress jutted from the wall.
Locke's arm was thrust into the
tangled masses. and he groped and
groped.

is heart gave a sudden beat.

On the earth, packed close in the
corner where the buttress jutted, com-
pletely hidden by the thick massea of
ivy, an object met his groping fingersa.

It lay in that dark corner, hidden,
never be discovered save by the
man who had placed it there—had
ot the detective been on the watch

that night! But Locke had found it.
The ivy was so thick at that point
that only his finger-tips touched the

object, at armslength. He thrust his
hand in farther, and grasped the
hidden ebject, and drew it out into
the light.

His eyes glinted.

It was a leather wallet—locked.
The Baker Street detective stood look.
ing at it for a few moments—guess-
inig, perhape, what it contaiped. A
minute later, the lock was open—the
detective was almost as skilled in
such matters as 8lim Jim himself.
He opened the wallet,

Then he drew a deep, deep breath.

He had guessed the contents—and
he was n§ t! He knew the use of
that set of bright eteel implements |
This was Slim Jim's outfit of cracks-
man's tools |

Ferrerse Locke stood breathing
deep. Had he needed proof that the
cracksman was an inmate of Grey-
friara School, he had it now

He could understand the man's
actions mnow. That wisit to the
Cloister at midnight had been to

lace the wallet where Locke had
ound it. There was no trace of damp
on the leather. It had not been lon
in that dark corner. [Locke st
thinking hard,

This was Slim Jims outfit—the
toole he needed for his night raids.
He was not accustomed to keeping
them in this hiding-place—that was
clear! He had left the House speci-
ally that night to place them in hid-

ing.

%it.herm, that tell-tale outfit had
bheen in the House—uo doubt =afe
under lock and key! Something had
happened—eomething must have hap-
pened—to cause the man to fear that
a discovery might be made if the
outfit remained in its accustomed
place. Somehow he had takem the
alarm and found a safer hideout ont-
gide the House.

Something must have

happened—.
the detective could not

ess what it

waas. It was nothing in connection
with John Robinson—the man had no
suspicion that the Head’s new

chauffeur was other than what he
seemed.

Whatever was the cause, Slim Jim
had determined to k that outfit
outside the House—and he had hidden
it in that remote cormer, to remain
hidden till wanted again for his
nefarions work. That much, at least,
was clear.

A grim smile came over the face of
the Baker Street detective.

He closed and locked the wallet
again, and pushed 1t back into the
spot where he had found it. He left
nothing to indicate that it had been
touched—that the spot had been
visited and ored Then, quietly,
the detective glided away in the dark
through the old Cloister.

It was in a satisfied mood that John
Robinson went back to his rooms over
the garage.

Ferrers Locke's task, hitherto, had
been difficult—to watch in the night a



building with innumerable doors and
windows, any one of which might be
used by the night prowler. More
than once, he knew, the man had gone
and returned, unknown to him, in
gpite of watchful vigilance. But now
his task was simplified.

Now all that he had to do was to
watch, in the dark hours, in the
Cloister—to watch and wait till Blim
Jim came for his tools—as he must
come, the next time he planned a
raid. That single spot was all that
it was necessary for the detective to
watch now—and sooner or later he
would have his man !

John Robinson turned in that
night in a satisfied mood—feelin
that the end of that long, long tral
was almost in sight,

SENT UP TO THE HEAD |

“ M AULEVERER "
go to the

“ Y aas, gir |*
“Yon will
‘head master’s BtudFr after twolve.”

“Very well, sir IV

All eyes in the Remove turned on
Lord Mauleverer aa Mr, Lamb made
that announcement in the Form-
room in morning school.

Mauly's face was calm and imper-
turbable.

Being sent u[; to the Head was a
new experience for Mauly. Even Mr.
Quelch, who was rather a severe
master, had never found any faults
in Mauly, except laziness and ferget-
fulness, Lamb, hitherto, had ta
little or no note of that member of
his Form. Mauly never ragged—he
was always quiet and respectiul ; and
if he hacf & mild dislike and a mild
contempt for Mr. Lamb, he never gave
expression to such feelings. This was
the first time that he had come into
conflict with Mr. Queleh’s substitute,

Now, however, all the Remove knew
that Lamb bad concentrated on him
—and that Mauly was booked for
trouble.

They all knew the cause—Maul
had told his friends of what had hap-
pened in Lamb'a study the previcus
afternoon. All the Hemove were in
sympathy with Manly. Even fellows
who took the Pet Lamb at face value
and looked on him as a Huffy, harm-
less little ass, now agreed with the
Bounder that he was a rank outsider.

Mauleverer did not secm at all dis-
turbed Buf then Mauly pever was
disturbed. His patrician calm was,
&80 to speak, undisturbable.

Mr. Lamb gave him a look—a
darker and more bitter look than he

had ever given even the Bounder.
But he said no more, and the lesson
went on,

When the Remove were dismissed

in break, Harry Wharton stayed

behind.
Lamb, who was arranging papers
at his desk, gave him a sharp look
“What 13 it, Wharton?” he
snapped. “You may leave the Form-

TOOI.

LL] -:H.E.
bﬂ:i' nfy
quietly

“Be brief !

“It’s about Maunleverer, sir—"

1 speak to you, sir, as head
the Remove?r” asked Harry

has secrets——"

EVERY SATURDAY

“You need say nothing on the sub-
ject of that young rascal !

“You have not been very long at
Greyfriars, sir,” said the captain of
the Remove. “And 1 dare say you
haven't taken much notice of Mauly.
But any fellow in the Form could tell
you that he is not a rascal—that he is
the best fellow breathing, and that
you are making a mistake.”

“ How dare you, Wharton I

“I'm bound to speak, sir, as head
boy of the Form,” said Harry.
“We've heard about it from Maule-
verer. Somebody forced a drawer in
your desk, to take away a letter from
aome racing man—is not that correct,
sir ?"

“ Quite ! snapped Mr, Lamb.

“Mauly wouldnt be found dead
along with a racing man—he’s never
had such a letter in his life—and if
he had, he would no more think of
breaking open somebody else’s desk
than of %reaking- into & bank ! If you
knew Mauleverer as we do, sir, you'd
know it was impossible.”

Mr. Lamb gave the captain of the
Remove a very searching look.

“The evidence is conclusive ! he
said “ Mauleverer was in my etudy,
and the desk was broken open—the
letter gone. That is conclusive.” He
paused, and a glint came into his
eyes. “"When 1 picked up that letter
in the quadrangle, Wharton, I had
little or no doubt that it belonged to
Vernon-Smith. If you are aware of
anything of the king 2y

harton set his lips a little.

*1 know nothing about it, and if I
did, I should not tell !"* he answered,
“All 1 know is that Mauleverer
knows nothing of it. It might belong
to any one of a dozen fellows—not in
the Remove at all, if it has no name
on it to identify it.”

“It belonged to the boy who broke
open my desk to recover it !” said Mr,
Lamb “That boy was Mauleverer.
I have no doubt Mr. Locke will expel
him from the schocl. You may po,
Wharton.”

The captain of the Remove left the
Form-room. It was useless to say
more. He found Lord Mauleverer in
the guadrangle, ambling along by
the elms with his hands in his
pockets, his noble visage quite unper-
turbed.

“That tick has got it fixed in his
mind, Mauly!” said Wharton.
“You’'ll have to go up to the Head
after twelve.”

“Yaas. Frightful cad, ain’t he?”
drawled Mauly. :

“1 can't make out why he's so
bitter about it,” said Harry. *“You've
%nt his goat, instead of Smithy now !

f conrse, any beak would be annoyed
by a fellow breaking open his desk—
but that isn’t all.”

“No.” said TLord Mauleverer
g;:;:ﬂy “He's as mad as a hatter

use that particular drawer was

i7

*Smithy’s got the nail vn tne head
—he has! He grabbed a wallet out
of that drawer, and it disappeared as
fast as it he was doin” a conjurin’
trick. Somethin’ in it he was fright-
fully particular about. Of course, I'd
never even seen it till he grabbed it !
But the fellow who busted the drawer
may have given it the once-over—
that’s what he thinks, anyhow. And
that's the milk in the cocoanut!”

“ But what—"

Lord Manleverer
glim shoulders.
“I don™t know!

shrugged his

I don’t want to

know:! . But that’s it! He's gof
sccrets—and pretty j:uin?_' onea, I
should think, from this! Smithy’a

right abount that! Not that I care a
boiled bean for his secrets. But"—
Maunleverer’s lip curled—"he wants
to see the last of the fellow who may
have handled that wallet! Yonu
should have seen his face—white as
challe: He thinks I'm the fellow—he
will boot me out of Greyfriars if he
can.”

“But what the thump can be in the
dashed wallet for him to be so upset
about " exclaimed Wharton. “What
was it like P”

“A pood-sized leather one—I think
it had a lock on it, but I only saw it
for a second—he was a quick worker !”
sald Lord Mauleverer. *“Somethin’
in it made of metal, that's all I
know.”

“How do you kunow that, Mauly*®"

“It clinked when he grabbed it u
in such a hurry. He was frightencc
out of his wits for a minute.”

“But why?

“Better ask Smithy—he's keener at
spotting secrets than I am,” grinned
Lord Mauleverer. “But he had a bad
jolt—a blind man could have scen
that. I can’t make it ont—and don't
want to. I’d rather not know any-
thin' about his affairs—even if I
could pguess, which I can’t do. But
the fellow who touched that wallet is
booked for the long jump, if Lamb
can wangle it. And he thinks it was
little me—the cad!”

“But who the dickens was it ?” said
Harry.

“Better ask Smithy that, too !” said
Lord Mauleverer dryly. “From
Lamb’s description of the letter, it's
the sort of chit that Smithy might
get from a sportin’ friend outside the
school.”

Harry Wharton drew a deep breatl.

“Bmithy’s about the only man at
Greyfriars with neck emough to bust
open a master’s desk !” he said slowly.

“Don’t mention it. Bet you Smithy
covered up his tracks pretty well, if
he did it. No bizney of onrs to give
a fellow away.”

“If the Head backs up Lamb in
this, you're for it, Mauly !*

113 YEHS.J,
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afraid may have
been seen.”
“Oh!™ ecried
Harry. “Smithy’s
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“It may come to the sack, old
man."”

“It will-if Lamb can work it
He's givin' me his attention now,
instead of Bmithy! What a life !”
sighed Lorxd auleverer.  “All
through some kidnappin’ blighter
baggin' old ch and causin’ the
Head to let loose that arty swab on
the Remove! Most schoolmasters are
pukka — Lamb’s a omiserable ex-
ception. Bother the man! It's a
hore to be sacked ! said Lord Maule-
verer plaintively, ““Horrid bore for
a fellow who asks nothin’ of Fate but
# quiet life, what?"

rd Mauleverer was still imper-
turbable when the Remove went back
to the Form-reom for third school.
He was still imperturbable when the
juniors were dismissed again—and
then, it being after twelve, his lord-
ship made hizs way to the Head's
study—still imperturbable,

IN DOUBT !

R. LOCEE’S face was very
D ETAvE.
His ¢ were fixed on the

calm face of Lord Mauleverer,
standing before the writing-table in
his atudﬂy.

Mr. Lamb stood beside the table.
His eyes, over his glasses, were also
fixed on Mauleverer with a hard glint
in'them. Mauleverer did not 1 at
him, He was standing where the
Bounder had stood on more than one
occasion, knowing, as Smithy had
known that there was no mercy to be
expected from the man who chose to
play the part of an amiable ass, and
who, under it, was as hard as steel.

“Thizs i8 & ¥ inful matter,
Mauleverer,” gaid the Head, breaking
a long silence. “You have never been
before me hitherto—and I find it
difficult to believe——" He paused.

“%uite, gir ¥ sgaid Mauleverer
calmly. "“The faet is, Mr., Lamb’s
dreamin’, sir I

“Wha-a-t "

“Must be dreamin’, sir, if he
fancies that I pet letters from racing
rotters and bust open desks to get at
them,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“You deny that the letter was
vours, Mauleverer?”

“0Oh, yaas!™

* And that you forced the drawer in
Mr, Lamb’s desk to recover it?”

“Isn’t that rather an insultin'
question, gir?”

“ Answer me at once!" rapped Dr.
Locke.

“Yaas gir, I deny the whole bag
of tricks ! said Lord Mauleverer. *1I
never even noticed that the drawer
was hroken. Why shounld I

“It was under tf'-::nur eyes for more
thian an hour, and you never noticed
it?" snid Mr. Lamb.

“Yaas!" Maunleverer pglanced at
him. “I'm not in the habit, sir, of
takin’ notice of things that don't
concern me.  But rhaps wyou
wouldn't understand that!™

Mr. Lamb’s lips set. Mauly looked
at’ the Head again.

“Mr. Quel would mnever have
dreamed of suspectin’ me of this, sir,”
he said. *Quelch is no fool I”
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The Head coughed.

*This is & matter for evidence and
f, Mauleverer,” he said. “If you
¢ indeed deceived me, and others,
to such an extent, you must leave
Greyfriars, Mr. Lamb, I must ask
n whether it is established In{udnd
ubt that no other boy would hdve
done this before Mauleverer entered
your study yesterday afternoon?”

“I have, naturally, made a very
striet investigation,” said Mr. Lamb.
“1 may sa at when that disgrace-
ful letter fell into my hands, I never
thought of this boy for a moment—
my suspicion furned in quite another
direction. But I nave ascertained
beyond ibility of doubt that no
one but Mauleverer can have entered
mﬁﬂtﬂﬂj‘ yesterday afternocon.”

auleverer raised his eyehrows
slightly.

e could see that Lamb believed
what be said., But it was obviously
an error as that drawer must have
been forced before Mauly entered the
study, as it had not been done after
he entered. It was clear, however,
that Lamb was convinced that Mauly
was the man.

“I understand that you were out
niiﬂgates, Mr. Lamb,” said the Head.
*“ Mauleverer, it seems, waited in your
stmlrv an hopr before youm returned.”

“1 left the House at half-past
three, sir,” said Mr. Lamb., * Mr,
Prout, at the time, was reading his
newspaper in the window-seat at the
end of the pnsanﬁn-—the sunny
window, sir, where . Prout often
gits. He has informed me that he did
not leave that till the air-raid
signal sounded. n he joined with
the other masters in seeing the boys
into safety in the wvaults. While he
was there, sir, he could not have
failed to see anyone enfer my study.”

“But afterwards ?"” asked the Head.

“ After the school came up from the
vaults, sir, Mr. Prout returned to the
game spot, where he had left his news-
paper, and he was still there when I

came in. Only one boy had passed
him—Mauleverer, going to my
study 1”

The Head’s face became praver.

“Then, unlesa that act was done
during the air-raid alarm, there can
be no doubt that it was Mauleverer's
act,” he said.

“Precisely, sir! Mr. Prout called
the roll in the vaults, according to

rule. Certain 8 were absent—it
has been ascertained that they were
out of gates at the time, and took

shelter elsewhere. I may add that
the boy on whom my first sus-
icion fell was not one of them.
ernon-Smith was in the wvaults with
the rest, and answered to his name
when the roll was called.”
Maunleverer gave a start as he
heard that.

Buch an act as had oceurred had
brought Smithy's name inevitably to
his mind, But if Smithy had been
down in the school vaults, and had
answered to his name there, that
geemed to eliminate Smithy

Mauly’s face set a little,

It was evident that Mr. Lamb had
made very careful inquiries, It was,
in fact, certain that he was keen to
dizcover the actual fellow who bhad
foreed his desk—if Mauleverer was

not that fellow, he had no animus
against Mauleverer. It was because
ke believed that Mauly was the man
who had handled that mysterious
wallet that Mauly was up before the
Head,

Mauleverer realised now, more
clearly than before, the ition in
which he stood. That wild and reck-
less act in Lamb's study must have
haptp-eneﬂ during the air raid alarm—
that was clear to him now. Yet,
from what Lamb had ascertained, it
seemed that it could not hawe hap-

ned then.” That left it on
auleverer.

Dr. Locke’s face was growing grim
nOW.

“Nothing could be clearer,” he

said. “ Mauleverer, it is now estab-
lished that no ome but yourself
entered Mr. Lamb's study yesterday
afternoon. What have you to say?™
't"(}lnl:;,r that I know nothin’ about
it, sir.

“Mr. Lamb's desk was ferced to
TeCOver ion of the letter,” said
Dr. Locke. *“That is eclear! It
appears that no ome but you can
have done thias, Mauleverer. The
letter, therefore, was rs.”

“Not at all, gir! I'd never even
heard of it till Mr. Lamb mentioned
it to me,” said TLTord Mauleverer
calmly.

Dr. Locke looked at him. Evidence
cdould hardly have been more com-
plete—yet he doubted. Mr. Lamb did
not doubt, but the man who had
dangerous secrets to keep did not
judge with the calm detachment of
the headmaster. There was a very
long silence in the study.

Dr. Locke broke it at last.

“1 shall take time to consider this
matter,” he said Elﬂwtj:; and Mr.
Lamb com his lipse hard as
he heard. “The facts would seem to
be clear—but I cannot forget that
i'otl: character, Manleverer, has

itherto been—or has at least seemed
to be—irreproachable.”

“Thank you, sir.”
“1 shall myself make the closest
investigation,” snid the Head, “Buat

I must warn you, Mauleverer, that if
ne further discovery is made_ I. shall
have no alternmative but te act on
the evidence now before me. For the

present, you may go!”

o nngo you, ﬂit%" said Mauleverer
again.

And, still imperturbable, his lord-
ship left the Head’s study.

A CAST-IRON ALIBI!

ERBEET VERNON-SMITH
leaned back in the armchair
in 3tudy No. 4 in the Remove,

crossing one leg over the other, and
looked at his study mate, Tom Red-
wing, with a scowl on his face

Redwing did not look at him.

He was doing some algebra, but not
givin%'] it much aftention. His
thoughts were elsewhere, as Smithy
knew. But he did not speak, and
there had been a long silence when a
tap came at the door, and the captain
of the Remove came in.

Harry Wharton’s face was very
grave.

There were 8 good many fellows in
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 Pack it up !’ grunted the stocky man.

the Remove who looked unusually
gerious that day. Everybody knew
that Lord Manleverer was up against
trouble—and everybody knew that he
was a gniltless party, simply because
he sa.idg 80.

Even Skinner, who rather prided
himself on never believing anything
sr anybody, did not think of doubting
Mauly’s word. Even Billy Buster,
whose ideas of truth and untruth were
extremely vague, took it as a matter
of course that old Mauly never de-
parted by 8 hair's breadth from the
straight and narrow path of veracity.
Every man in the Remove looked on
Lamb aa a tick, a swab, and a rank
outsider for not taking Mauly’s word
on the subject. They were not sur-

rised that the Head hesitated to
gﬂli?er judgment. They had ratler
cxpec him to dismiss Mauly with-
ont a stain on his character, as it
WERe. .

“Want anything?” yawned the
Bounder, as Wharton came in and
shut the door after him.

“Yes, Bmithy,” said the captain of
the Remove verff T:ietljr. “I sup-
gpse you know that old Mauly's up
tor the sack?”

“I've heard the rumour,” assented
the Bounder. “ Rather a bad break
of the Head’s—one would expect the
old bean to have a little more sense.”

“He doesn’t seem to have settled it
yet,” said Harry, “But I don’ see
what a headmaster ean do, except act
on the evidence. Unless something
turns up, Smithy, Mauly will have

to go.”
Iﬁ Bounder breathed rather hard.

EVERY SATURDAY.
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* What does this mean, you raseal ? > exclaimed Mr. Quelch. ** Are the police coming—at last ?
** You give a covey a spot of trouble, and P’ll crack your

nut as soon as look at you !

“Rongh luck!” he remarked.
“Think Mauly did it?”
“I know he did not! Mauly isn’t

the man t{o have any dealings with
racing touts—and as for foreing a
master's desk to get a letter,
such a thought would never enter his
head—and you know that as well as
I do, Bmithy.”

The Bounder yawned.

“From what I hear, that letter was
a pretty dangerous one,” he said.
“Man might have a spot of despera-
tion when a beak got hold of it.”

“Yes, I agree with that! Did you
do it, Smthy?" asked the captain of
the Remove bluntly.

Redwing gave a start, but kept his
eyes fixed on his algebra,

Vernon-Smith raised his eyebrows.

“IM he repeated. “My dear
chap, you're not accusin’ me of bein”
in touch with wicked racin’ men, are
you "

“Oh, don’t be a goat! You’ve had
such letters a dozen timesz this term,
as e¢very fellow in the Remove
knows !" exclaimed Harry Wharton
impatiently. “You had something on
your mind yesterday afternoon when

ou cut the footer, Had you lost that
etter, and did Lamb pick it up?”

“@ive a dog a bad name and hang
him ™ said the Bonnder lightly.
“Don't yom think the Baa-Lamb
would rather get me for this than
Mauleverer? He geems to have
ﬂm to it that it was Mauly, as

auly was in the study. But think
he hasn’t been rooting about since
then, to make suref®

“1 suppose se—in fact, I've no

doubt he has! But you're mot an
easy fellow to spot, Smithy.”

i ¥ dear max, I've an alibi of cast
iron,” said Vernon-Smith. “You've
heard what Mauly says. Lamb’s got
it eut and dried that no other man
went to his study——"

“Did you?r*

“ Ask Prout ! grinned the Bounder.
“0ld Pompous was on the spot. If
he saw me goin’ to the Lamb’s study
he would mention it. Even without
Prout, 1've got an alibi that would
satisfy Ferrers Locke himself. It's
come out that Lamb went ount at half-
past three. Where was I then?”

“How should I know, when I was
playing football¢”

“1 was watchmn’ you do it, old
bean, and wishin' that I was in the
ame, Ask a dozen fellows if they
idn't sec me on the ground right up
to the final whistle—and I dare say
you noticed yourself that I camc
along to the changing-room with
your mob.”

Wharton looked at him. Suspicion
was strong in his mind.
“But after that?” he asked.

“Wasn't I with yom in the
changing-room when the jolly old
Ei’gna] sounded? Didn't I walk down
after you into the vaults?”

“1 remember you were there. But
—after that?"

“ After that, my young friend, I
went inte the gym—nine or ten
fellows about, aT] good witnesses,
When I came out of the gym, [ saw
you and your pafs talking to Mauly
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at Lamb’s window, and joined yom
there.”

Wharton was silent.

“Mauly had been in Lamb’s study
a jolly long time then,” added the
Bounder, "1 sup he knows
whetlier a fellow butted into the
study while he was there, or not [

Wharton remained silent.

The Bounder's alibi was, as he had §

aaid, cast-ironm, There could be mno
doubt that Lamb had made his
inquiries with a very epecial eye on

the Bounder, aud Lamb, evidently,
had becn satisfied,
“8o, even supposing that I counld

have walked past under Prout’s nose,
without Prout seein’ me, how and
when could I have done it?” grinned
Vernon-Smith. “Borry to disappoint
you, old bean—I know you'd rather
see me sacked than Maunly! But I'm
etickin' on.”

“I should hate to sce you sacked,
Smithy; but if you're the man, you
ought to get old Mauly out of this!”
gaid Harry. “But from what you
gay, you can't have been.”

“Every minute of my time
accounted for—even if Promt had
his eyes shut ! drawled the Bounder.
“And lie hadn't, you know! And
from what Lamb says, he was on the
spot all the time, except when we
were down in the vaults.”

“Pront's rather an old ass!” said
Harry slowly. “Somebody must have
gone to Lamb’s study after Lamb left
and before Mauly got there! Haul;
never touched Lambh's desk—so that’s
certain, It can’t have been you, I

auyggse—"

Bt rry ! said the Bounder ironic-
ally.
“0h, don't be an ass! It must
have been some fellow who dabbles in
horse-racing and such muck—and a
fellow with plenty of nerve, too, to
do such a thing to get the letter back,
If it was not you, it was not a
Remove man at all.”

“Carry your inquiries into other
Forms, my dear lad ! said the
Bounder. “Try Angel of the Fourth,
hE 1

“That rat hasn't the nerve !

“What abont Price of the Fifth#*

“He has less nerve than Anpgel!
Neither of them would have dared
crack a master’'s desk.”

“Get pgoing among the Sixth
éu%?::ste the Bounder blandly.
“What about jolly old Leder? e
know Loder's little games.”

“I—I suppose it's possible ! eaid
Harry slowly. *“Not much chance of
the fellow owning up. if it was any
of thosze you've named—they'd only
be thinking of their own skins, the

rottors ¥

Vernon-Smith winced. But he
lauwghed the next moment.

“And you think I wouldn't?” he
asked.

“Xe; you're not cur enough to lie
low while another man took your
gruel I said the captain of the Re-
move. “If it was you, Smithy, you'd
stand for it whem it came to the
pinch. That’s why I came here—to
let xou know how matters stand with
old Alauly ™

“Thanks I" eneered the RBounder,
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H Wharton left the study.
The under leaned back in his
chair again and put his hands behind

hig head, his eyes fixed on Tom Red-
wing, who had not looked wup or
uttered a word while the captain of
the Remove was present,

“Give it a name, Reddy I he shid
suddenly at last. “Don’t make out
ou're mugging up algebra—chuck
1t and give it & name "

Redwing rose from the table with
a flush in his cheeks. He stood look-

ing at the cool, sardonic junior in the
armchair. The Bounder’s look was
mocking.

“It was your litter, Bmithy 1" said
Tom at length. “You can’t imagine
I've forgotten that you ﬂrup?eg. it
through a hole in the lining of your
pocket and the Lamb picked it up.”

“Are you going to shout that out
all over the 17# jeered the

Bounder.
Redwing's colour deepened.
“I can’t say anything, and you

know it, Smithy! But—it was your
letter, and whoever cracked Lamb’s
desk was after that letter. Nobody
else could have wanted it, or Enown
au;t'hing about it, but you !”
Haven't you heard me recite m
alibi to his Magnificence, the Captain
and Head Boy of the FormP* asked
the Bounder. “Io yon want me to
sing it over a.gnin to yon?¥”

“If it wasn't you, Smithy—"

“Haven't I proved that it wasn't?
Think Lamb would let up on me if he
had a chance of pinnin’ it déwn on
me? Don't be an ass I” The Bounder
laughed. “I've sent the Great Pan-
jandrum away eatisfied—only to be
doubted in my own study—by mine
own familiar friend! Is that what
you call pally, Reddy?”

Redwing's look was doubtful.

“Maunly never did 15, Smithy—I
Enow that!” he eaid. “It was youmr
letter—and from what we've heard,
the letter was gone.”

“That isn't why Lamb’s shirty!
He's got secrets in that desk of his,
and he fancies they mu.hjr have been
nosed out!” grinned the Bounder.
“But whoever went to that desk
seems to have lifted the letter—unless
Lamb's lost it! No good askin' me
what’as become of it !*

Tom Redwing drew a deep breath.

“If you say it was not you,
Smithy, youf word’s good encugh for
me, and it will take a lot off my
mind ! he said.

“If proof ien’t good enough for
you, old bean, what's the of
addin’ my word? Don't talk rot !

“You never did it?"

“I've proved that I conldn't have.”

Redwing gave him a long, slow
look and left the study without
speaking again.

The Bounder ehrungpged his
shoulders as the door shut on his
chum.

He sat, with a corrugated brow,
for a few minutes. Then he took a
cigarette from his pocket and lighted
it. In a moment, however, he flung it
into the fire with an impatient
gesture.

He roge to his feet and began to
pace the study.

The sardonic mockery was gone

¥ Form—half-convinced

from his face now. His forehead was
lined, his lips hard set.

He was not going to be sacked!
Firgt and foremost, he was savagely
decided on that! He had covered up
his tracks; he was in no danger—
everything had gone like clockwork;
till everything was spoiled by that
fool Mauleverer Eeit-ing mixed up in
it. Mauly should have kept clear!

Nobedy but Mauly would have been
ass enough to walk over to the sca-
road to oblige that idiot Bunter.
That had caused it—the air raid
alarm had dome the rest and led
Manly into a row with Lamb. But
for that, he would have been nowhere
near Lamb's study that afternoon,
and Lamb would have had all the
school to pick the culprit from—the
Bounder himself safe ind a cast-
iron alibi! Fools had to suffer for
their folly—he, Herbert Vernon-
Smith, was not going to be turfed out
of riars  becamse that fool
Mauleverer had played the goat!

The Bounder shut his teeth on
that !

He was safe enough! Lamb did
not suspect him—he had convinced
Harry arton, the captain of the
dwing, if
He was perfectly safe,
ag he h lanned and ealculated.
If another fellow blundered into a
carefully-laid scheme, that fellow
could what came to him.

But though the Bounder was able
to make :.:1? his mind with savage,
dogged determination, lie was not
able to dismiss remorse and shame.
It was a dogged, but tormented
fellow who paced Study No. 4 with
wrinkled brows till the ovVe CAme

up to prep.
&l

I “Yaas !" sighed Lord Maule-

In the bright apxi

e brig BEpring morning,

Mauly's face, though calm and
placid, was not perhaps so cheerful
as nsual.

Unless something in the nature of
a miracle ha , that was going
to be Mauly's last day at Greyfriars,

It required all Mauleverer’s aristo-
cratic nonchalance to face such a

blow with undisturbed equanimity.

He hnﬁEFeen nﬂtiﬁ:;l that he was to
a X ore the dmaster in
a?fg? twelve. g

not wholly.

NO TOFFEE FOR BUNTER !
BAY, I.[n.ul;, old chap !

If, in the lapse of
twenty-four hours, fresh evidence had
come to light, there was a chance for
him. It was certain that Dr. Locke,
having taken the maiter personally
in hand, would leave no stone uns
turned.

But if matterse remammed as ﬂﬁh
were, Mauly’s number was up!
realised that very clearly.

And he had little hope of fresh
evidence coming to light, He counld
not even surmise himself who had
busted Lamhb’s desk and taken that
letter. The Bounder’s alibi convinced
Manly, as it convinced others; and he
had dismissed the thought of Smithy
from his mind. But if it was not
Bmithy, Mauly could not begin to
guess who the man was—probablv



some fellow not in the Hemove at all:
a black sheep in another Form.
Mauleverer knew. what was coming
to him, and he was ready to go
through with it without turning a
hair. But it was a hard knock.
Almost ev fellow in the BRemove
had sympathised and told Mauly that
it was rough luck—and when Bill
Bunter rolled up to him in the quad,
just before class, he Bu&puaed that
1]19 fat Owl was going to offer con-
dolences.
Condolences were not of much prac-
tical use, but Mauly was always irre-
roachably polite, and bhe gave Bunter
Eiﬁ head., Imstead of following his
ratural impulse to walk away when
Bunter arrived, he stood his ground
and let the fat junior run on.
“You're going into Form, Mauly?”
asked Bunter, blinking at him inguir-
ingly through his big spectacles.
" Yaas ¥
“Not much use, is it, if you're
going to be sackéd after third
echool 7 asked Bunter. )
Mauleverer looked at him. If this
was Bunter's way of expressing sym-
pathy, that way was all Bunter’s own.
“Not a ma of choice, old fat
man!” said Lord Maunleverer
Eat-iantt . “Pm not bunked yet, you
now. Somethin’ may turn up.”
“Well, I don't see haw it could!”
argued Bunter., “I hear that they’re
inquiring all over the school—the

Head's got all the prefects on the go.
But th gﬂ{:an‘t gpot anyhbody. Yuugl?ﬂ
for it, nlg*
“Thanks | =
“Well, what I mecan to say is, if
vou're going to be bunked after

twelve, what's the good of gning into
clags !’ argued the fat Owl. *Sup-
pose you cut class, Lamb can’t do a
thing. He can’t whop a fellow who's
' i to be sacked, that

X agreed Lord
Mauleverer. “In the flﬂ.ﬂ:i" cireum-
stances, I don't think even Lamb
would want to w a fellow—and 1
don't think I should let him, if he
did I

“Well, then, gee what a chance it

is 1" ur Bunter. “We get three
hours this morping, and you can cut
all three and nothing happen to you.

A fellow doesn’t of
like that!”

Mauleverer laughed.

“Thanks for the tip, old fat man,
but I'm not cuttin® classes!” he
answered. “I'm turnin’ up like a

little man, as usunal.” '

“Well, don’t be an ass, you know !
said Bunter. “Look what a lovely
morning it is—wouldn’t you rather
have a walk le the ﬂgnim ur]a El;in on

ur jigger, than go into class =
e Yaas.” :

“*Tain't as if you had any chance
ol sticking on, you kmow!” Bunter
pointed out. You haven't an
earthly, old fellow! If yom never
eracked Lamb’s desk, it must have
been dome during the air raid alarm
—and nearly everybody was down in
the vaults. Half a dozen fellowe were
out of gates—and every one of them
is going b a jolly old cross-
cxamination. nless one of them
gﬁgeﬂ in at the time and did it, who

get a chance

EVERY SATURDAY

Lord Mauleverer did not answer
that. It wos a mystery to him.

“And they've got it clear cnough
that no fellow wﬁg was out of gates
did dodge in at that time,” went on
Bunter. “So it must have been you
who did it, Mauly—and if i1t wasn’t
{lqu, goodness knows who it was, The

ead simply can’t do anything but
bunk you for it."

“Quite |

“Well, then, as wyou haven't an
earthly, why not make the beat of it
aud cut class this morning #* asked

Bunter. *Strike the iron while it's
hot, you know! And I'll go halves
in the toffee.”

ﬁEh?H

“Mind, I'm not going to sa -
thing now about you fu%* tini %Egt
toffee on Wednesday ! gaid Bunter.
“It was Eret;g thick—but you're up
against it, and I'm not going to rag
%ra;,ll about that. I can be considerate,

D -l.l

“Oh 1" gasped Lord Mauleverer.

It dawned on hiz noble mind that
it was mnot condolence that Billy
Bunter had to offer. He was not
urging him to cut classes as a sort
of consolation prize for being sacked.
Bunter, as usual, was on the make!
Bunter was thinking of the packet of
toffee that had been left inside the
fence of Sea View on the cliff road!

“Halves, if you get it, Mauly, old
phap ! said the fat Owl, blinking at
his lordship. “See? You'd likesome
toffee to eat in the train on your way
home this afterncon, whatr"

Lord Maunleverer did not answer,
He just gazed at Bunter,

“1 mean it,” pursued DBunter.
“Nothing mean about me, I hope!
Of course, you were a silly idiot to
leave the toffee there! ut never
mind that now! Ten to one it's still
there, all bjgfht! I mean to say,
there's no there but that man
Parker, and 1 don’t suppose he cares
for toffee, cven if he saw it. What
do you think, Mauly?f”

uly did not state what he
thought. He continued to gaze at
Bunter,

“If that man Parker's scen the

acket and pinched it, it can’t be

elped,” pursued the fat Owl. “But
it ain't likely | I'll-bet it's still lying
there, just where it was, see? The
weather’'s beem dry ever since—it
can’t have been harmed! TYou cut
classes thie morning, Mauly—safe as
houses, yon know, as you're going to
be sacked—and cut across to Sea
View—"

“Oh gad!” ,

“In the circumstances, as you're
going to be bunked, anyhow, it won’t
matter if that brute Parker com-
plaine about yom tr ing there!”
went on Bunter. “It's safe all ronnd,
see? Absolutely easy thing—and I'l

o halves in the toffee—honest Injun !

ut off now before the bell goes, old
ﬂhﬂ !u

“Oh gad!” repeated Lord Maule-
verer.

“Get o move on, you know—don’t
slack about!” said ter anxiously.
“You won't be able to cut after t
bell goes. Don’t stand there blink-
inihka a stuffed dummy, old chap!
I tell yom they can’t do a thing
you for cutting class, as you're going
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to be sacked, auyhow—and I say.
Mauly—— Yaroooh!"

Why Lord Manleverer grasped him
by the collar, swung him round, and
kicked him, Billy Bunter never knew.

It was quite a surprise to Bunter,

Mauly scemed shirty about some-
thing—Bunter did not knmow what!
It was guite an unexpected outbreak
on Mauleverer’s part.

“Yaroooooh ! roared Bunter, as

Hnul;,"s boot lavded. “Leggo! Yoo-
hu.;g. Gone mad? Yaroocoop!”
nd, thud!

“Oh eri I Legzgo! What's the
matter wi:;lyyﬂu ?”gsgl?ﬁeknd Bunter.
“I eay, I mean it about going halves
—I m<¢ ‘n—yoo-hoo-hooooop !

Thud, thud!

“Oh soissora! Yow-ow-ow! Whooo-
hooop !

Billy Bunter, roaring, jerked him-
self away and fled for his- fat life.
What was the matter with Manly,
Bunter did not know; but he seemed
dangerous at close quarters.

The fat Owl corcercd away at top
specd, yelling.

Harry Wharton & Co., at o dis-
tance, looked round at the careering
fat Owl,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Boh
Cherry. He grabbed Billy Bunter
and stopped him in his wild carecr.
“Hold on, old fat man, before you
burst a boiler!”

“Ooooh ! gasped Bunter. “I say,

you fellows—ooogh! I say, do you
think Mauly’s goae mad?”

"E-h?"

“ What?”

“He wmust be cracked!™ gasped
Bunter. “I sayv, he suddenly started
kicking me because I asked him to

cut class and go and get that toffee,
you know, though I told him it was
quite eafe as he was going to be
sacked .

“You—you—" gasped Harr

Wharton. “You——  Here, a
ether, you fellows!”
illy Bunter did not know why

Maunly had booted him, Neither did
gg know why the Famous Five booted

im.

But he knew that they did! There
WAs 10 ibility of doubt about
that! Yelling, the fat Owl careered
away again, u on by five boots
that clumped on the tightest trousers
at Greyfriars.

It was a breathless and bewildered
Owl that escaped inte the Honse
—wondering dizzily whether the
Famous Five had all gone mad, as
well as Mauly!

UP TO SMITHY !

6 OU will remain, Mauleverer !

Y said Mr. Lamb.

“Yans, sirl"

Third school was
Remove dismissed.

ANl the Form knew why Lord
Mauleverer was told to remain. Mr.
Lamb was to take him to the Head—
for hig final interview with his head-
master.

There were eclouded facez in the
Remove as they filed out. Hﬂrd]iaa
fellow in the Form believed that
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Mauleverer had done it: his word was
good enough for them, though they
could not surmise who had.

Mauly was pgoing up for the
chopper. Nobody, of course, could
expect the headmaster to overlook or
exense what had happened. A letter
from a racing man was serious
enough, but breaking open a master’s
desk was not merely serious—it was
bevond all thought of pardon. Buch
an act was the limit, even for the
reckless Bounder; only something
like desperation could have driven
evenr Smithy to such a step. The
fellow who lLad done that had to be
expelled; and whatever the juniors
thought on the subject, it seemed to
be proved beyond cavil that
Mauleverer had done it.

Many glances were cast back at
Mauly as the Removites went. Even
Skinuner felt rather concerned—even
Fisher T. Fish remarked that it was
the clephant's side whiskers! Even
Billy Bunter felt that he could for-
give Mauly the loss of th#t packet of.
toffee. Bob Cherry’s ruddy face,
nsually as cheery as the sprm¥ sun-
ghine, looked as long as a fiddle.

The Remove went out glumly
enough, leaving Mauleverer m the
Form-room with Lamb

One fellow lingered in the corridor.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, up to that
moment, had kept his dogged deter-
mination unshaken. He was not
going to be sacked—and if a fool got
mized up i the matter, that fool
could take what was coming to him—
s0 Smithy had said fe himself over

iHE MAGNET

ahd over again. But now, at the
eleventh liour, the Bounder lingered
by the door of the Form-room, Kis
brow black, his lips hard set.

What Harry Wharton had told him
in his study was true—he could not
gtand for it! He was safe—his alibi
was a cast-iron one; but he could not
skulk behind it, and let ancther man
take his gruel. For what others
thought the- Bounder of Greyfriars
cared little; but bhe could not face
self-contempt.

Redwing glanced round and came
back.

“What—" he began. Then he
broke off,

He had been half-satisfied by what
Smithy had said in the study. Now,
as he looked at his chum’s face, he
knew.

“QOh, Smithy ! he muttered.

The Bounder gave a hard langh.

“Cut off I he said. “I'll sec you
again to say good-bye !” _

“Smithy ! repeated Tom misex-
ably.

“A chap never had a better alibi 1V
said Vernon-Smith, with a sour Ein.
“That air raid alarm came like a
windfall—saw me right through!
Cast-ironn, old man—if it was any
use! Think I'd better stick behind
it, and let that ass Mauleverer get
the chopper *” :

“No!” gaid Tom, in a low wvoice,
“I can’t think that, S8mithy! But—
but——" His voice faltered. "I'd
rather Mauly, or any man, went than
vou; but you've got to do the right
thing! You meant to—"

Here'’s a tall one
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*1 never meant to!"™ answered the
Bounder coolly. “I had it cut and
dried to stick it out, and save my own
gkin! But—" He gave an angr
shrug of the shoulders. “Cut off,
Reddy—and tell Wharton and his pals
that they needn’t pull such long faces
—it's only me who's going, not
Manuly ”

He finished with a bitter langh.

Bedwing went slowly down the
corridor, Tea'.'ing the Bounder stand-
ing by the Form-room door. His face
was dark, and his heart heavy, but he
was glad that Smithy was poing to
{13}" uﬁy. Perhaps he had a hope, too,

hat the Head might go easy in view
of the Bounder having owned up.

Smithy had no such hope—he knew
that there was none! He was not the
fellow to deceive himself with false
hopes. A fellow who had eracked a
master’s desk had to go—it was not
an act that could be condoned.
Whether he was found out, or whether
he confessed, euch a fellow would not
be allowed to remain in the school.
Herbert Vernon-Smith knew that, and
.}md no illusion about what he had to

ace.

A minute or two later, Mr. Lamh
came out of the Form-room, followed
by Mauleverer.

Mauly's face was serious, but quite
calm and cool. Both of m
glanced at Smithy.

“Do not loiter about heve, Vernon-

Smith I rapped Mr. Lamb,

He signed to Mauleverer and
walked away in the direction of the
Head's study.

Vernon-Smith coolly walked after
him, with Mauleverer.

Mauly glanced at him again, rais-
ing his eyebrows a little.

“Better totter off, Smithy!'” he
murmured. “You're gettin’ the Baa-
Lamb’s rag out.”

“Fat lot T care!” said Vernom.
Smith.

Mr. Lamb glanced round, at the
sound of voices behind him. His eyes
gave a cold glint at the Bounder,

“What does this mean, Veérnon-
Bmith #* he snapped. “ What are you
doing heref"

“I'm going with Mauleverer to the
Head, sic!”

“My dear chap——" murmnred
Mauly.

“You will do nothing of the kind,
Verpon-Smith !” snapped Mr. Lamb.
“Take a hundred lines, and go away
at once!” ;

The Bounder looked at him mock-
ingly. In the pass things had come
to he cared nothing for Lamb: the
man had no further power over him,
after what was gﬂil:lig to happen in
the headmaster’s study.

“Do you hear me?"” rapped My
Lamb, as Soiithy did net go.

“I'm not deaf!" answered Vernomw
S8mith. “I hear you perfectly well,
Mr. Lamb—there’s nothin’® whatever
wrong with my hearin’.”

Mr. Lamb stared at him. <Quite
unaware of what was in Vernon-
Smith's mind, he was puzzled.

“You've told me to take a hundred
lines, and to go away at once,” con-
tinued the Bounder, “I shall not
take a hundred lines, and I shall not
go away! I'm pgoing to Dr. Locke



with Mauleverer! Is that clear, Mr.
Lamb p"

Mauleverer simply blinked. Why
the scapegrace of Greyfriars was ask-
ing for it like this was as great a
puzzle to him as to Mr. Lamb.

Lamb’s face reddened with rage.

“Vernon-Smith! Go to my stu
this instant, and wait for me there!™
he snapped. “I shall deal with yon
later.”

“Will you? sneered the Bounder.
“I'm not poing to your study, Mr.
Lamb. I'm goin® to the Head's study
—like it or Tump it!”

Lamb made o s towards him.
The Bounder stood like a rock, his
¢yes gleaming, and his fists clenched.

Lord Manleverer gazed at him.

“Smithy !” he g . “For good-
ness' sake chuck it, old man! Do
you want to be bunked along with
me, or what, you ass?f”

“I'm uing to the Head, and that
man isn’t going to stop me I* gaid the
Bounder coolly. “Hasn’t a fellow a
right to go to his headmaster

‘Yaas: but—"

Mr. Lamb, for a moment, seemed
about to lay hands on the rebel of the
Form. But he restrained himself.

“Very well, Vernon-Smith!” he
said. “I shall report this insolence
to your headmaster, and Ez:u will take
the consequences. llow me,
Mauleverer.

_ He walked on, followed by the two
m:um. As they npproached the

r of the Head's study, Mauleverer
gave his companion 3 nudge.

“Hook it, you ass!” he whispered.
“ What's the good of askin’ for 1t like
this? You can’t do me any w by
comin’ to the Head, old bean !*

“You never know!” grinned the
Bounder. “‘Suppose I've got some
new evidence for the old bean to
hear—something that will ses you

clear?
“0Oh ad!  Honest
breathed Mazuleverer.

“Honest Injun I*

“Good man !*

Mr. Lamb tapped at tho Head's
door and opemed it. The two Re-
movites followed him into the study.
_ Dr. Locke was seated at his writ-
ing-table with a Eknitted brow. The
task before him was not an agreeable
one; but he had his unpleasant duty
to do. The strictest and keenest in-
vestigation had revealed nothin
and the matter had to be eettl
and there was only ome decision to
which the Head could come.

He raised his eyebrows at the sight
of Vernon-Smith.

"“Why is this boy lhere?? he asked
sharply. “Onmnly Mauleverer was
sent for—why is Vernon-Smith- here,
Mr. Lamb?*

Injum ?*

“Vernon-Smith has persisted in
forcing himself here, in company
with Mauleverer, against my orders,

sir 1" answered Mr. Lamb. “I can
only leave it to you to deal with this
rebellious and mutinous boy.”

“May I speak, sir?” azked Vernon-
Smith meekly. *“I have come here
with Mauleverer, because I have
something to tell you. I happen to
Enow that it was not Manleverer wlho
eracked the desk in Mr. Lamhb's atud
on Wednesday, and I thought that E
ourht to tell you, sir.”

EVERY SATURDAY

IME flies! And don't I know it!
I've been wading through my
mail and reading the many
letters you fellows have lbeen good
enough to send me. To be candid, I
opened the first letter about 9.30 this
morning. I've just come to the last
letter in the bundle and, believe it or
not, the clock outside has just etruck
twelve! Unless I get a move onm,
there will be no chat for this week's
Maexer, and that won’t do, will it?

“I hops I shall be reading the
Magwer when I'm ninety,” is one of
the passages in the letter I have just

rused, and which comes from P.

ason, of Til I hope so, too,
my chum, or your letter of enthu-
slasm is distinctly encouraging, and

u appear to have adopted our set of

friars characters for keeps.
Splendid fellow !

A Birmingham chum wanta to
know if there is a Scout patrol at
Greyfriars. There is, there are! as

Greyiriars chums would say.

And if there is, continues my Bir-
mingham correspondent, may he look
forward to seeing a special scouting
arn, featuring Harry Wharton

Co.? I will diseuss your sugges-
tion with Mr. Frank R‘ic{aﬂla, chum.
No doubt I shall be able to oblige at
some future date.

="

Here are two rapid-fire repliea fo
readers’ fueries :—
(Carshalton).—

J. HOUGHTON
Quite a number of readers have been
“Magpetites " since the very first
issue of the MaenerFebruary 15th,
1808—and enjoy reading it now every
bit as much as they did in their
younger days. Defy all attempts to
make you give it up! The average
age of the Greyfriars Sixth-Formers
ig 17§ years.

C. ELDON (New Zealand).—
Copies of the *Schoolboys’ Wi
Library * c¢an be obtained from

London at the price of 5d. each, post

&

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers,
“ Magnet,”” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

VWWrite to him : Editor of the

E.CA.
paid. Ac:t.ual]?', there iz no reason
why you should not be able to pur-
chase the partienlar stories you

require from your newsagent in the
ordinary way. If you get "let down ™
aﬁﬂin, ¢t me Enow your mewsagent's
addr

What do you fellows think of the
map of Greyfriars on page 2 of this
issue? An excellent piece of work
—what? Take my HE? and keepr it
by you for reference. You will enjoy
future yarma of Harry Wharton &
Co. better than ever with this map
in front of you. When mention is
made of such places as Friavdale,
I’up%:‘;a Island, Chunkley’s Stores,
the Cross Keys, and the many other

laces frequently mentioned in the

reyiriaras yarns, a glance at the map
will give yon the necessary bearings.
Mr. Frank Richards'  eays that,
though the ecnte “ Magnetite” may
find some little detail not quite
accurate, the lay-out of the map is
astonishingly like his own idea of
the vicinity of Greyfriars School.

So much, then, for the map. Now
for a word or two about:

“ VERNON-SMITH'S LAST FLING!™

Frank Richards has let himself go
“all out ™ in next week’s great Grey-
friars yarn which, for i::-u:i%emenh and
enjoyment, has all other schoolboy
stories “ licked to a frazzle.” Vernon-
Smith has got to leave Greyfriars—
thanks to his enemy, Mr, Lamb. But
the Bounder is determined to pack
a lot of excitement inte his last
hours at Greyfriars—with the result
that the “Baa-Lamb ™ ig booked for
a very warm time. ou'll enjoy
every line of this yarn, chums, be-
lieve me! Take my tip and ask your
newsagent to deliver or reserve o
copy for you. There’s bound to be a
rush for mext Saturday’s Macxer.

YOUR EDITOR.

T N w

Dr. Locke stared at him hard.

“If that i= the casec, Vernon-Smith,

certainl ou have done right in
s g‘.""i"ii’h:li:

coming to me,” lhe said.
does this boy know about the matter,
Mr. Lamh#*

“Nothing, sir!” answered Mr.

Lamb, between hie closed lips. “ His
conduct now is simply of a piece with
hiz acenstomed iuselence and dis-
respect.”

“1f you have anything to tcll me,
Vernon-Smith, I must hear you,”
said Dr. Locke. "Sn;gr what you have
to say, and be briei.

“Very well, sir!” answered the
Bounder. “It was not Mauleverer

who eracked open the drawer in M’:
Lamb's desk, aud took awavy the
letter. That was dono before Maule-

verer went to the study by another
fellow.”

“From Mr. Prout’s cvidence on the

subject, sir. what Vernou-Smith
states is  impossible!” said Mr.
Lamb.

“It wonld seem so,” said Dr. Locke,
“but T must hear what the boy has to
say. Proceed, Vernon-Smith.”

‘The fellow I meantioned went to
the study during the air raid alarm.”
said the Bounder coolly. * He was in
the changing-room, with a crowd of

Tie Maaxer Ligrany.. Na, 1,672,
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others. when the sisual wenl—and
atarted with them for the vanlts—bot
I dudeed away for a few minutes—
nobugly noticing him in the crowd.
He oot back ﬁrfurv evervbody had
Zone down, agd went down with the
Liast of the erowd. and answered to his
nwme when Mre, Prout ealled the roH
in the vaults™

Dt', I‘,l;l:ﬂ,"kﬁ hlfr!ﬁ'ﬂ at him ﬁ"'iil?ﬂl:r

“1o von mean to say., Vernons
Smith, that a bpy had the reckless
awdacity to think of such an act, to
carry ont such an aet, when at any
moment enemy bhombs mighi have
been fulling on the school?” he ex-
clatmed.

“Yoa; sie !

“Preposterons I snapped  Mr.
Lawraly. .

“1 ean deaveely believe thisx I -said
the—Head., "“But if it 1s teue, if
cerfaiily oxonerates  Mauleverer.
But—"

T can prove what I say, siv!” said
the Bounder. ]
“Nonaense '™ zail My, Lamb.

“ Please let the boy speak. My
Tamlbr! Of what proof do you :ENH{.
Vernon-Smith 7" demanded the Head,

The Bounder drew n deep, deep
breath. .

It was I, sir V" he sakd

There was a dead silence 1u the
Headl's study for a lomg moment. Dr.
Locke secmed.  thunderstruck—My.
Lamh stared at the Bounder with
bulging eyes. Lord Mauleverer gave
a gasp, He understood at last.

“Oh! Oh gad! Smithy!®

The Bounder's lip curled.

“Think I was going to let you
stand the vacket for me, you asse”
e stapped. “Don't be a geat!™

“Tpon my word!” De. Locke
apedl a0 litgle, Vernon-Smith !
oo fesg—-""

“Yes, sip!™

“Mr. Lamb! You have told me

that it was upon Vernon*Smith that

onr suspicions first 1ell when you
ound the letter. It appears now
that it was, in fart, Vernon-Smith
to whom the letter belonged. Do you
confesz this also, Vernon-Smith ?7
"You, gir!”
The headmaster sot his lips.

“Mouleverer! You may leave my
gtudy, ™ be said. "I am servy my
boy, that what seemed like irrefrago-
able tvidenee placed yon under such
a suspicion. . Yerwon-Smith's state-
ment cumpletely exonerates you--you
may go.” :

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Yaas, sir!™ satd Mauleverer, in o
low voice.

He heditated a moment, leoking. af
the Buunder. )

Smithy gave him a sardonie griu.

“€ut, old man !” he said. “It's up
to me now !

“Sorry, old  chap!™ said Laord
Mauleverer, and he quictly left the
study and shut thie door.

There was another long  silemee
after he had gone. The Bounder
wiited—lie kunew what was coming—
whak must comc.

Lamb's faece had set like iron. He
had not suspected this—lhis own in-
vestigations had cleared the Bounder.
But the glitter in his eyes told -that
he was glad to get Bmithy., Mawle-
verer mattored nothing te him, if
Mauleverer wps not the right ina.
It was, after all, Vernon-Smith—the
rebel, the mutineer, the fellow who
suspreted him. whoe waitchied him,
wha was a danger to him. By the
Bounder's own act, the man liad Lim
at last where he wanted him.

Lamb looked at the headmaster.
But e did not need to speak.  Dr.
Locke's faee was seiting grim and
hard.

“ Vernon-Bmith ! he saul. “In
other ¢irenmstanees, I conld give cun-
sideration to your act in coming heve,
of your own aceovd, to tell the truth
—though ouly at the last moment. T
will zay, at least, that [ am glad that,
bad as yone conduct haz been, you
ghrank from the hascuess of allowine
another to sufler for your offemce.
But what you have done admits of no
pardon—ny excuse—no possible  ex-
tonuation. You must leave Grev-
friavs.”

The Bounder knew it, and expected
it. But the words came like o knell
to his cars., He paled o little; but
vave no other sign.

Dr. Locke raised s hand.
“You arve  expelled,
swmith ™ he said guictly.
the school to-day, Now

And Herbert  Vernon - Smith,
still  wilent, with o lweart _like
load, but with hiz chin up. walked
out of the Head's study—sacked !

¥ oriod-
“You lenve

Rﬂ m

{Vernon-Smith has gob ihe orvder
of the boot at last! Rui the ™ Rua-
Lamb ™ hax not seen the last of the
Rounder, by any meanz! Look oul
for more excifing sifuations in:
“"VERNON-SMITHS LAST FLING !
—nert Saturduy's great Greyfriuvs
yarn.)

“MAGNET"” PEN PALS

A free Jealure which brings fogetler
roeeders wlf oper the worlit for (he pur-
PHIE u{ exchenging ricws on mattevs of
muloerd fnderesl, ff wou wish (o reply
te o -notive. publizshed Rere yow ot
weite fo the Pen Poul diveet, Noticek for
“pahiivetion - ghavld be weeowm panicd by
the enfpon on thix pege, and posted e
the MAGRET Pen Pualn, Fleetway Houke,
Fureingdon Street, Lomdon, E.C. 4

J. Wall, White Lilac, Chistlelurst Loadd,
Petla Woodd, | Orpington, Keat; piel corie-
spomdents; 15-17;7 all letters answered.”

B, (7 Newmaii, 29; Béechwood Avebue,
Gt.. Albgns, Herts; 15-15; uscroplanes;
‘Englumml, !

Alifs, 527, Long Acre, Necliclls,

Birmingham; gitl corvespondents; 1516,
auywiere, : :

E. . Bowland, 45, Carlyle Read, Manor
Park, E.12; girl correspondénls; 13:.15;
apywlrere, ) )

Blizss’ J: Bafnes, oo East Lodge, Totbloy-
worth Park, -Broml Ouk, Heathiield, Sussex;
1519; cyveling, stamps, books, aml outdeor
gporta; prefefably U.%.A.

- Miss J. Kirkhope, 463, Calder  Rowd,
Sighthill, -Edinburgh ;- 16-18; Nhns, -keitling,
sONEE and . genarn topivs: anywiwre. :

Miaz * M, Collis, 229, Carlyle Ilowd,
Luzells, Birmmghamy 135.-16; d@nimals ool
general tupics, i ;

Ip. Atkins, 56, Tinnewz Croft, Larras
Heatly, Goventry; 15-17; hiking and camp-
ing; anywhere. % .

AT J. Humphreys, 1878134, 5 Wing,
B Company,’ ATS. (Boys),Chatham, Kenlg
girl correspondents; 15-18; hobbies, spork,
ated Himms: anywiere; all letiers answvered,
OB, Watdon, T2, -Ashburphom:  Raad,
Southend-on-Sea; 9-11; Meccuno, railways,
atel views; Palestive, Tudia, or Cannda
LAliws I Donse, 58, - Harbeck  Avimig,
Groal-UBarr, Birmingham, 22;' 14-1t%; al¥-
where.. . £

J. Feeney, 312, Moss DRowd, Shicldlal),
Clakmow, B.W.1, Seolland; 15 ; aviation wdl
cartoups} all letbers "amswerad,

. Willer, 35, Thrush Streel, Walworth,
S.EAT; 1317 ucroplunes, radiv, wml iiloes,

. ¥comang, 7, Wing 'z Terrave, S Eldwsg,
Dxford: 12-14; British Colowies; slamps,
avinbion, eyeling. and general topica,
~Miss I, Rirkbope, 463, Calder  Bosd,
Sighthill, Edinburgh; gzivl corvespomdents;
12-14; knitting, reading, films, il general
topics; anywiere,

N, Morris, 39, Coinwall  Bogqul, Hamda-
worth Woaul, Birmingham, 203 girl corre-
spotdents: 16-18.

1), Ris=onz, 9. Breamore Conrt, Goadl-
mayes, E38ex | wirl correspondents: 15-17;
e, “remalime, mosie, apd =post; Boghaml.

. Wall, 15, Parkhurst  Romd,” West
Derhiy, Liverpool, 11; 14.17; anpwhere;
pictnres aml magazines, )
T Tt Smith. 24, Ella Roml,  West
Brideloril, MNotts; boy  eorvespomdent«;
13150 foothall amd Wlme; anywire except
England. :

Misr B Rewwscll,  Mogerhabger. Pork
Ranabtorivm. nwenr Bedferd; 14-156; reading,
needlework, ned flms; anywhere] all Jctlers
answersl,

MAGNET
PEN PALS

COUPON

—

ﬂH EL 35 CATALOGUED 13/, invl. ROY AL VISIT

. CANADA COMDILETE SEU, TOLOXTALE. .. to
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