


Grand Sea Story
PATCH THE PIRATE!
By BOB CHERRY
XTCH THE PIBATE was the
P fiend of the SBpanish Main. He
was called Putch because he
had a patch over one eye and an evil
light in the other. Hoe strode up and
down the quarter<deck of hie ;
the Laughing Lohster, rolling his
cyes apd gnashing his teeth.

*Sink me!”™ he muttered savagely.
“If something don’t turn up pretty
SO011, We shall cither have to make
holes in the water or else weork for
cur livi
wuet.
this moon, and she turned out to be
a merchantman, full of cocounuts and
sdcks of sugar and cases of soa
which will fetch ahout fiftecn bo
when wo pell ‘em. G-r-r-r!?

He leamed over the
rlared at his biack-hea ETEW.

“1 say, fellows!™ he bawled.
“ Splice the mainbrace three points to
loo’'ard and tell Horrible Herbert to
bring up the prisoner !™

n!-a-j,-I| “I! ﬂp1“ !;u

Patch paced the guarter-deck, and
then the half-deck, and after that the
whole-deck.

“Bust it!” he hissed. :
that bally merchant ship bad a hidden
treasute on board, and her eapian
knows it. I'd give a ferm’'s _
moncy to foree the trmth out of him,
Lut the rotter treats mc with silent
disdain. But I'N show him what's
what. I'll make him talk, the beast !”

Horrible Herbert, the mate of the
pirate lugger, approached, leading
the prisoncr, who was ironed from
licad to foot. }

Patch glared bitterly at him.

“Well ?* he smarled. “Have you
thﬂg!lt better of ]!1,‘0111: docision, cap-
tain? I mean to have that treasure,

so you needn’t think I don’t. I've
captured your ship. Your crew have
gone. Gore has been apilt by the

allon. If yom want to save r
%n-::un, vou'd better tell me ﬁ:ﬁ

you've liidden the treasure—see??
“Go and cat coke!” growled the
captain fearlessiv.

Patch turucd as white as a peony

with rame. .
“Yon refuse to speak?”

“liats 1V

“Yery woll'™ lissed the pirate.
“You shall be dropped inlo the
ballast-hold until you have written
me a million lines of Virgil. And
on won't get nuffink to cat but
read, except water !¥ o
“'Ere, "old on, mwastér '™ exelaimed

Horrible Herbert who had a vepul-

, and I dunno which is;
Only one ship have we fomnd

ail and 1

“% believe { 1o
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give face, but a kind heart. “You
dash it! Don’t torture a covey like
that !~
Pateh, picking up a marline-spike.
“I'd jest as soon bust you one as
not, ou're too kind-‘earted for a
E::;ate, my lad, and you'll come to a
end. Now take -that prisoner
below 1

“Shan't!” said Herbert staunnchly.

“Then take that!” yelled Patch,
landing out with the spike.

A fearsome clout across the features:
lifted Herb clear of the deck and
dro him into a barrel of tar.

atch roared with laughter, and
so did the black-hearted crew, for
they all sncered at the mate’s kind
heart, They were ruffians of the
deepest dye, like their master, and
duzi Eié.njurﬂd secing the mate stop a

Pﬂﬁ!’arudnh 1” yelled Herb, from the
tar barrel. “Oh crikey! Yon—you
retter! Look at me! I shall "ave to
wash new, and we don’t mever wash
on this ghip. I don’t believe there’s
a bit o" soap anywhere on board.”

“We took some'cases of soap off the'
merchant ship,” erinned Pateh, “You
can use it ail, ou'll need it! Ha,
ha, bal- Away with this cad, yvom
fellows 1™

The prisoner was fluyg down Delow,
while Horribie Herbert crawled away
the nearest bath-roomy, whiclh was
used as a zail-locker,

Patch gritied his tecth as he looked
at the dismnantled merchant ship, now
being towed behind the pirate.

“Hang it! Blow it! DBust it!”

ted the pirate. “I know there's
reasure somewhere on that ship.
Where the merry thump could they
have hidden it? I've combed that
old Ingger from stem to sterm. I'd
hetter and comb lier from stern
to stem. Avast there, you lubbers!
Bring me a comb and fallow me ™

But the scarch was fruitless.

Patch stamped back to his ship and
went below. Horrible Herb was still
busy with the tar. He had used a
dozen cakes of soap already.

Pausing only to kick him in the

{ribs with 8 sca-boot, Patch went to)

the prisouer.

“I'N give you ten bob if you'll
spill. the beans!” he snarled.

“Go aud chep chips!”

“Well, look lhere, old [fellow—
halvea!” whispered Patck ecagerly.
“I'vse been  disappoiuted about a

tal order, otherwize I wouldn’t

ther you.Z ; ]

“Nothing doing ! said the captain
-::1:‘.!1;1:1 s

if
e

take two million lines, and
‘re not handed .in by tea-time,
be donbled.” )
next day and the next thie

can’t dothat there 'ere. Be yooman, |

“You shut up ¥ snarled the brutal

scene was repeated. The prisoncr
refused to divaloe the sceret, and
Patoh grew {rantié with fury. He
vented his rage on the lnckless Herb

who, it appeared, spent most of his
time scrubbing tar. He practically
lived in the bhath-room. It was

observed, too, that his poc:ets seemed
to bulge morc every day.

In faet, he went an scrubhiug until
he had wsed np the enmtire cargo of
soap, and hiz pockets bulped like
balloons. After which, Le pgrew
rather thoughtful, and one morning
he was missing. A ship's boat was

also missing. was a tock-lramper.
“ Deserted, by gum {* snarled Patch.
“ Well, good riddance to bad rubbish !

He was a weak-hearted rat, and
what's worse, he'd into a awful
'abit of washing ‘issclf. We don’t
want no blokes who wash theirsclves.
¥t ain’t ‘caithy.”

He bawled to his crew to bring up
the prisoncr.

“Now, you rotter!® he said, when
the captain-appeared. ™ We'll finish
you for pood, unless 591.1 spill the
news. Where are the diamondas you
had on that ship?:

“Find out ™

“I'm poing to!” said Patel, scleet-
ing lis stoutest canme. “Bend over
that stanchion! You ghall Lhave six
dozen to start with, and cvery onc a
gwipe !”

~Whop! _

“Yoooop!” shricked the eaptain.

“Oh ernmbs! Bteoppit! I give up,
blow you! We hid the diamonds in
those cakes of soap.-

* Wha-a-at?"

“Now leggo, will you! If you cut
open the seap, you'll find a diamond
i every cake. And I bope they
choke you !”

Pateh drew a deep breath.

“From this day forward,” he hissed,
“I\l never, never, never trust a bloke
who washes 'issclf. Great pip! I'd
pgive a quid note to meet Horrible
Herb for five minutes !

But hie never did !

COMIC COMMENTS!

A reader writes: “ When we think
of the many wonderful inventious
which have come since the year 1900,
we can't belp wondering what will
have come by 2000 A.p.”

Bunter's postal order, we hope!

“Hands, knees, and boowps-a-
daisy 1" is the title of the latest
dduce-song.

It's also a good description of
Coker's football.

Hurree Singh has a great liking for
washing his face at frequent intervals,

Perhaps he wants to find out if

| theve’s any ink on if,




VERNON-SMITH, THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS, HAS RECEIVED MARCHING
ORDERS! BUT HE'S GIVING THE MASTERS SOMETHING TO REMEMBER HiM

“* Vernon-Smith ! ** gasped the Head.

BY BEFORE HE GOES !

and
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You have been expelled ! ™’

“ I'm goin’ now, old bean,”” drawled the Bounder, ‘ unless you want me to give Lamb a few more

THE CHANCE OF A LIFETIME !

64 H ! gasped Billy Bunter,
O Bunter’s eyes almost

popped right throngh his
bigr round spectncles

After third school. that Monday
morning, the fattest member of the
Greyiriars Eemove was adorning the
school gatewny with his podygy person.

That was how he came fo observe
the cer's man deliver a box to
old Gosling, the ancient Greylviars
porter, at his lodge.

It was o wooden box. 1t was not
very large, but it seeme«:[ heavy. The
man from Uncle Clegg's carried it on
his shoulder to Gosling's lodge, and
dumped it down with relief when he
vob 1t there,

Billy Bunter was generally ip-
terested in what did not concern lum.
still, he would mnot have been
spmmllv interested in a wooden box
delivered at the school {mrtm s lofl e
had not his eyes and his spectacies
spotted the inseription on that bLox.

The words stencilled on that box
were, to Bunter, thrilling., The
sublimest poetry could not  have
moved him so deeply. For the words

wWere :
“SLIVERS JAMS.”

Those words went to Billy Bunter'a
hieart !
His eyes and his speclacles were

attentions ! '

glned ou that box as the man from
Unele Clegg's landed it in Gosling’s
doorway.
“That it?" asked Gosling.
“That's it, Mr. Gosling! Twelve
wound pots! Mr. Clegg ain’t got the
L pots in stock, owing to the war.”
TAl right !” gaid Gosli ing. “Twelve
]muudu is twelvo pmmds, whether it's
i1 one pot or a dozen.”
Billy Bunter's
throbbed. "
Twelve pound pots of jam ! Enough
to keep Billy Bunter happy and busy
for twclve minutes at least!

The man {rom Friardale went back
io his ecart. Billy Bunter did not
waste a blink on him. He gazed at
that wooden box. Gosling shut his
door—shutting off the beatific vision !

“Greedy beast!” breathed Bunter.
“Twelve pounds of jam in one whack !
‘That's hoarding ! It's food-hogging!
Serve him jolly well right to lose it !

Really, it looked vather like
hoardiug !

0ld Gesling had reached an age

plump heart
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HARRY WHARTON & CO.
of GREYFRIARS in Another
Exciting School Adventure.
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when jam did not appeal te him as
it did to Billy Bunter. Whether old
Gosling was sixty, or scveunty, or
cighty, nobody kucw—many fellows
thought that ho lad made his
u;:f,-ntur:,r Whatever his age was, he
conld not be 5115: osed to be fearfully
keen on jam, is looked, therefore,
as if he had ]mf‘l in a Eupplv for the
whole duration! If that was not
hoarding, what was?

Bi]iy Bunter was down on hoard-
Least c:-f all wounld Bunter have
imarded jam! Jam, in Bunter's pos-
session, never lasted longer tham it
took to convey it to a large mouth
on a tablespooun.

Buuter made up Lis mind on the
spot that old Gosling was not going
to hoard all that jam if he, Wi liam
George Buntnr could prevent it!

It was » patriotic duty to stop
hoarding. Likewise, the jam was very
attractive !

Billy Buuter stood for o minule in
thonght. His fat brain did not
always work quickly. Now, under
the inflnence of jam, it worked af
full pressurc.

He rolled up to Gosling’s door and
knocked.

Giosling opencd the door,

The wooden box still lay where the

erocer’s man had land it. The
I'ne Maeser Lisrary.—No. 1,674
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magic words “Slivers’ Jams” leapt
to Bunter's eyes.

“Well 7" grunted Gosling, staring
at Bunter.

“1 say, Gosling, Mrs. Mimble wants
you to step across to the tuckshop!”
squeaked Bunter. |

“0h ! said Gosling. “Thank yonu,
Master Bunter.”

Gosling took his ancient hat from
a peg, placed it on his ancient head,
and came out of his lodge. He closei
and latched the door aiter him, and
walked away in the direction of the
sthool gshop in the corner of the guad.

Hillg unter grinned at the old
porter's back as he went. Gosling
was gone—utterly unsuspicious of the
fat Owl’s nefarious designs on that
consignment of a dozen pound pots
in a wooden box.

Bunter waited impatiently till
Gosling had disappeared.

Then he turned the door-handle and
opened the door of Gosling’s lmi?e.
Once more his eyes and his spectacles
cloated on that box from TUncle

H —

But Billy Bunter did not waste
time in gloating.

It was a time for antiun—‘gxlmpt
action! It would not take in
many minutes to reach the schoo
shop. There he would learn that Mrs.
Mimble had not sent him any mes-
sage. He wonld learn that his ancient
leg had been pulled and would return
—and it behoved Billy Bunter to be
safe off the sceme, with the jam,
hefore Gosling reappeared in the
offing !

So Bunter lost no time.

He clutched up that box !

It was rather heavy. Twelve pots,
cach containing a pound, were a good
weight, and there was the wooden box
in addition. BRBilly Bunter was no
athlete. But he braced himself mau-
fullzlly to the weight.

e heaved that box ountside and
shut the door. Then he heaved the
hox on to a fat shoulder.

He gave one wary blink round
throngh his hig spectacles. He did
not want to be spotted walking off
with that box.

Gosling, when he missed it, was not
Jikely, Bunter thought, to make much
juss. He would not like to proclaim
hiz hoarding to the whole school.
Fellows would chip him about food-
bogging—the Head would be dis-
pleased—it was, in fact, the sort of
thing a man would keep dark.
Gosling would be fearfully annoyed,
but probably he would realise that
the less said, the better.

5till, Bunter did not want to be
spotted. Masters would be down on
hoarding—but were not likely to
rove of Bunter's method of deal-
with it!
ut no one was near at hand. Red-
wing of the Hemove was walking at
a little distance, but he wae in ﬁEe[:r
thought and taking no heed of Bunter
—probably thinking of his chum
Smithy, who had been sacked. Mr.
Lamhb, the art master, could be seen
talking to Mr. Prout—but neither
master was lu:rki::ﬁ towards the gates.
Coker of the Fifth was in the offing,
but Coker of the Fifth disdained to
take notice of Bunter—Eemove fapa

TEE MAGxET LiBRARY.—N0. 1,674
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ana their proceedings were far below
Coker’s notice,

The coast, in fact, was clear—it
was all right for Bunter. After one
cautious blink round, Bunter started.

He rolled off towards the House
with that box on his fat shoulder. He
made good speed. He gasped for
breath. He panted, But he did not
pause, And he disappeared into the
House before Gosling, with a frown-
ing brow, emerged from the school
shop.

NOT JAM !

i ALLQO, hallo, halle!”
H “ What on earth’s that?”
“Moving job?”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Re-
move were coming downstairs as Billy
Bunter came up. They met on the
middle landing.

And the Famous Five regarded When

Bunter with astonishment.

Bunter was seldomr geen fo exert
himself. He objected on pr‘im:igta
to exertion in any shape or form. He
digliked Mr. Lamb unse the art
master, who took the Remove in Mr.
Quelch’s absence, made a fellow work,
just like old Quelch! He loathed
stairs, and ke hated carrying any-
thing.

So the sight of Billy Bunter, pant-
ing and gasping his way upstairs
under the weight of a heavy box, was
surprising.

“Qooooh !" gasped Bunter breath-
lessly. “I say, you fellows, lend a
fellow a hand, will you? I say, this

[

is rather heavy!

“Jam!" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
spﬂttin the stencil on the wooden
lid. “Is that & carge of jam, you
guzzling gander?”

“The jamfulness is terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Hoarding, you fat frog 7 grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Catch Bunter hoarding ! chuckled
Frank Nugent. “Bunter does all his
hoarding inside his waistcoat !

“I say, you fellows, you might lend
a fellow a hand ! gasped Bunter. “I
want to get this box to my stud
the dinner bell may go any minute!
Lend a hand, will you?"

“Where on carth did you get

all that jam?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.
“Qooogh!” Bunter dumped the

box down on the landing and mopped
a fat brow. “It—it's just come!
From Bunter Court, you w! We
don’t get enongh jam here, so I—I
aak?d my pater to—to send me some,
geef”

“@osling would have carried it in
for you, you fat ass!”

“Oh! Yes! No! I—I didn’t want
to bother Gosling I ﬁgsped Bunter.
“He's—he's rather old, you know,
and—and it's heaq. A fellow has to
be considerate—

“Well, my only hat!” ecjaculated
the captain of the Remove.

If it waz surprising to see Bunter
staggering along wunder a heavy
"H"Eigiet]: it was still more surprising
to hear his reason for so doing. This
was the first time ou record that

Bunter had shown such consideration
for others.

“I'm going to whack it out, of
couree | went on Bunter, “ othin
mean about me, I hope! I've go
lots! Twelve pounds in pound pots,
the man said—"

“What man?”

“]—I—I mean the pater said so,
in—in his letter. This jam hasn't
come from Uncle Clegg's in the
village!” explained Bunter hastily.

“It's from nter Cﬂurt-jjuat de-
livered from the railway——'

“Without a label on it 7 asked Bob

“Yes—I mean, no! I m{, dym: fel-
lows, we shall have to cut down to
Hall in 8 minute. Lend a fellow a
hand! I'll stand g;u a pot each, if
you like! One for Toddy, too! That
will leave me six pounds. I never

was ?]‘mad o
Bi ie ganter could be generous
had lots! And six pounds of
jam was enough for Buntef—con-
sidering that dinner was almost dune!
“Bear a hand !” said Bob Cherry.
Bob and Harry Wharton picked up
the box between them, and carried it
up the upper staircase and across the

& \? landing.

“1 say, you fellows, come on, all of
you!" urged Billy Bunter. *I'm
going to whack it out, you know !

He rolled after Wharton and Bob
Cherry, and the other three members
of the Co. followed on.

The box was carried up the Remore

and dumped down at last in
tudy No. 7.

“I say, we've got to get the lid off !
I don't see why that idiot old Cl
wanted to 1 the lid!® grun
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha1*

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I say, you fellows, get a hammer
or a chisel, or something !*

Bob Cherry went aleng to Study
No. 13, to get a hammer and chisel
from his tool-chest. .

Billy Bunter waited impatiently for
his return—the Co. with less im-
patience. They were not so keen on
jam as Bill}r Bunter. Still, in a time
of war rations, pots of jam had an

appeal.
Jolly good jam, old chaps!” said
Bunter. “Qur cook makes splendid

jam, you know 1*

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the four.

Billy Bunter belonged to the class
that, proverbially, ought to have good
memories! But Bunter had a very
bad one.

“Did Uncle Clegg nail on that lid
at Bunter Court?” asked Johnny

Bull.
“Oh!"” gasped Bunter. “I—I—I
mean—no, Eh'a didn't—I mean it was

the butler, or the of the
chamhem,nwhu nailed it om, I

e:yﬂct— .

And sent it on the railway with-
out = label!” remarked Frank
Nugent. “Lucky it got here, what ?"

L1 a‘l ]m, ]].ﬂ !u

Harry Wharton &
had no idea how Billy Bunter ha
obtained possession of that box. But
they knew it was from Uncle Clegg’s
in the village, not from that Fa’tatml
eztablishment, Bunter Court

Co. ecertainl



If Billy Bunter happened to be in
fnuds, it wonld be like him to expend
the same in jam—and like him. also,
to declare that the consignment came
from Bunter Court.

Bob Cherry came back with hammer
and chisel.

Bunter grabbed them from him—he
was too impaticnt to wait for Bob to
get to work on the box.

Bang, bang, bang, baug!

The fat Owl of the Remove inserted
the chisel under the wooden lid, and

banged onr it with the hammer. He
banged hord and fast.  The dinoer
bell was almost due, oaund Buanter

wanted to sample that jam bulerce
¢inner,

Bang. bang, bang !

“Yarooooovh !

Billy Bunter gave n sudiden 1oar.

dropped hammer and chisel: awnl
leaped clear of the floor.

“Wow ! e roared, “'Ow! Wow!
Xow ¥

“'What on earth——"

" What the thump-—.—"

“Ow ! H:ilr thumb ! I've banzed
my thumb!. Wow! Yow! Ow!
Wow |” roared Bunter. “'Oh erikey !

Wow ! Wooooogh I

Bunter jammed a fat thumb iato
nl;nrgu mouth, and sncked it frantic-
ally,

“Trrgh! Wow! I say, you—wow :
—fellows, there’'s nothin to—
ourrgh !—eaekle at! Think it's—
wow .—fuun? I Yow-ow-ow-ow !

“Ha, ha! Not at all, old Ffat
man !* gasped Bob Cherry. * More
haste, less speed, yon know! Leave
it to me.”

Bol took the hammer and chisel
and started on the box.

Billy Bunter sucked his fat thumb
a3 ene:;geti.cnliy as if it alveady had

some of the jam on it!
Bang, bang, banz! went the
hammer.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !” went Bunter.

Five or gix fellows gathered round
the study doorway, attracted by tho
din, and stared in.

“What's the game?” asked Hazel-
dene.

“Breakin' up the happy home?®" in-
fuired Lord Mauleverer.

“Bounda like anh air raid!” re-
marked Skinner. “Oh, my hat! 1s
that jom? Where did you pinch all
that jam, Cherry?”

Bob, in the act of delivering
another bang, looked round.

“You cheeky ass——" he beran.
“Oh! Yarooop!"

Hammer and chisel went to the
floor o second time, and Bob bounded
up with a roar.

For the second time the hammer
hind established contact with o thumb.

“Ha, ha, ha ' came a vell from the
doorway.

“Ow 1 roared Bob. “You blither-
ing oass, Skinner, moking a fellow
look round when he's hammering—--*

“Hn, ha, ha 1"

“I1 say,- you're wasting tiwme,
Cherry. Are yon pgoing to get that
hox open?” hooted Billy Bunter.

“No!” roared Bob. “Blow the
box! Bother the box! T'm going to
punch Skinner's cheeky head, that's
what I'm geing to do!”

Harold Skinner disappeared down
the passnge,
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Johuny Bull, grinnine, took up the
hﬁmmm'raml& Elligﬂl and took a t.ui:n at
getting the box open. The wooden
lid cracked up atb last,

“That's all zight!" exclaimed
Bunter cagerly. “I ean manage it
now !

And Bunter pgrabbed at a loose
wooden slat, to jerk it off.

The next moment a fearful yell re-
sounded the length of the ]{Em{'r'lfl.:
PAEINEC.

“ Y oowo-hooooo-hooo 1™

“What the thump’s the matter
now #" exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“Yarooh! There's o nail iy it—"

“Ha, . ha!”
Yow! Wow !

“Ow!  Beasts!
Ow 1

“The more the hastefulness, the
less the speedfulness, my esteomed

Bunter ! chuckled Huriee Jameet
Ram Kingh,
“Ow! Wow! Beast! Will you

ﬁ::t thut beastly box open before the
1l goes?” howled Bunter.

Harry Wharton, laughing. jerked
off - the wooden slats that ﬁﬂ(‘f been
carefully nailed onr top of that box
by Unele Clegg.

Twelve pots in eclose arra
revealed. The eaptain of the Hemove
gfve them n surprised stare, and then

irst into a yoll.
They

woere

They were not jam pots!
were paint pots! ‘Twelve pound pots
met his startled eyes, ond on each of
themn was the inscription :

“GREEN PAINT!"

— =

NOT EDIBLE !

L A, ha ha!” yelled the eaptain
of the Eemove.

“Great pip!” cjaculated
Bob Cherry.

“Oh, wmy hat!” gasped Johuoy
Bull.

The Famous Five stared inte that
box. There were the twelve pound
pots—twelve pounds of green paint!
There was no sticky feast aliead of
Billy Bunter! The fat Removite
coild ent almost anything, but even
Bunter would have jibbed at green

paint :

“I say, you follows, what are yon
cackling at?” exclaimed the fat &wl
impatiently. “I say, hand those pots
of jam out, will you ?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famons
Five,

They counld all see that the pots
were paing pots ! Bunter had not yot
made that discovery.
vision was limited, * He could sce
twelve pots piled in the box, but the
nature of those pots had not yet
dawned on him,

“Are you going to scoff that lot,
Bunters” gosped Hazeldene, in the
dootway. _

“Ek? I'm whacking it ont!”
answered Bunter. “You ean have
some, if you like, Hazel I

“Ha, hn, ha 1" yelled Hazel. “No,
thanksa!”

“1 say. you fellows——"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“0h, shut up!” roared Bumtcr.
“Gerreut of the way and let me un-
pack ‘the box, if you're touw jolly
Iazy i

The fat Owl'z Gos

5

Buanter dived a fut hand into {he
box and jerked out the nearest pot.
Then he jumped ! Even Bunter dis-
ccrned what it was when he elutched
it out in a fat paw,

His eyes almost popped throngh his
spectacles.

“Oh crikey!” he gasped. “This—
this jsn't jam!”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“That nirl_ ass Uncle Clegr must
have shoved in a pot of Pﬂil‘lg ]Ey mis-
take! The silly old ass!”

Billy Bunter hurled the paint pot
to the floor and elutched up another.
Then Le gave another jump.

“Oh erambs! This is paint, tou!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter bent over the hox. He
scanned the contents. Then he gave
v roor of wrath and dismay.

“1 say, yon fellows, there ain't any

jam at all—it's all paint pots !
“Ha, ha, ha! shrieked the
Removites,

Billy Bunter glared at that box.

The awfal truth dawned on him, He
had been surprised at Gosling hoard-
ma jom, The ex];blnnafinn was simple
‘Gosling hadn't!  Gosling had

ordered twelve pounds of grecn paint
from the village stores. Unele Cle
had run out of the big pots, ae Li=

man bad told G‘ﬂﬁ]i%g, and scnt o
dozen pound pots. For convenience
of tramsit, he had packed them in
an empty box that had omee con-
tained pots of Slivers’ jams!

It was quite a natural thing for the
village shopkeeper to do. Uncle
Clegg, like most shopkecpers, kept
cmpty boxes by him for just such
1'-#?‘5‘

But that Lnd not oceurred to Billy
Bunter. Slivers’ Jams was sten-
cilled on the box. That had been
ene h fgi B:'l:ltﬁh 0%

crikey [ gasped the dismayed
fat Owl, oy *

_He had raided that box from Gos-
ling's lodge—to find himself in

ession of twelve pomnds of paint.

His fat jaw ﬂmlpppd. Paint was of
no use to Bnnter! Gesling had sheds
or fences or semecthing or other to
paint. Buanter hadn't.

“Oh lor’!” proanced Bunter.

“It’s all right, old fat man ! said
Bob Cherry eonsolingly. “Old Clepg's
sent you the wrong lot, that’s all.
You can get him on the phone mmd
tell him he's made n mistake——"

“You silly idiot{”

"Hl?"

*I—I--1 » you fellows, which ol
you is going to get that box back to
ling’s lodge ?” gasped Bunter.

“No need for that,” said Harry
Wharton. “TUnele Clegg's man cun
take it when he hrinﬁa e jam-—-""

S You silly dommy !

“*What?”

“He—he—he ain't sending me any
jam, yon idiot !” pasped Bunter., “ I—I
thought there wos jam in it, or—r
I shonldn’t have sunfiod it from Goe-
linkg;;? lodgo— —"

“What?” roared the Famous Five,

“Ha, ha, ha!" came a shrick from

the passage.

“E«s gﬁmt belong to Gosling #”
gasped Harry Wharton, “Why, you
fut, footling, frabjous fraud, have you
pinched that box from Gosling 7

Twe Macxer Lmmny.—No. 1,674



6

“I—I thought it wae jam! Who
wouldn’t? It's got jam stencilled on
it—it's had jam im it! How was a
fellow to know that that old goat had
poacked paint pots in a jam bex ?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows, it's got to be
got back!” pasped Bunter. “Stick
the lid on again.”

“The lid's in a dogen pieces! It
will want some sticking on again’!”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Better take it back as it is,” said
Nugent. “The sooncr the better, you

fat chump ! _ .

“I'm not poing! " Gosling would
complain to Lamb—1I should get six!
One of you fellows take it—"

“Think we want six from Lamb?"
grinnedt Nugent.

“Well, I wonldn't be sclfish, old
chap——"

“0Oh, my hat!™ _

“You see, I—I thought Gosling
wouldn't dare to make a fuss about
it, as it was hoarding,” pgroaned
Bunter. “But it’s paint, so it ain’t
hoarding, and he’s sure to make a
fuss about it—"

“The surefulness is terrific.”

“I ain't going to take it back!
Gosling would make out that I'd had
it if he saw me with it—"

“Oh crikey "

“You know what he ia! If he saw
me taking this box back to his lodge,
e wounldn't helieve that I'd mever

touched it—"

“Perhaps not!” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“The perhapsfulness is preposter-
ous "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, you're wasting
time ! The dinner bell will be going
in a tick. Wheo's taking that rotten
box back to Gosling’s lodge?” howled
Bunter. “You can tell him wou
opened it to save him the trouble,
Cherry, if you fake it! Look here,
you can tell him anything you like
so long as you don’t mention me, you
know. That's important.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

There wans a sound of a clanging
bell from below. It was the dinner
Lell, and at that sound the Removites
in the passage scudded away for the
stairs. ;

“Hallo, lalle, halle! That’s
tiffin !"" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Come
on, you men !

“1 say, you fellows!” yelled Bily
Bunter, as the Famous Five scam-
pered out of the study. “I say—
rtop ! You've got to get that back
hox—I mean that box back! I say,
don't you clear off while a fellow’s
talking to you! Isay—beasts!®

The chums of the Remove vanished
down the stairs. Billy Bunter was
left alone with the box of paint.

But he did not linger. Green paint
had no attraction for Bunter—dinner
bhad! Bunter was not going to carry
that box back—it was only teo pro-
bable that Gosling, if he saw him
with it, would refuse to believe that
he hadn't touched it. Besides, dinner
called!

Billy Bunter rolled down to dinaer.
The problem of what was to be done

with that cargo of preen paint had
THE MaGNET immnr-—rm 1,674,
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to be left till after dinmer.
things came first!

First

CALLED TO ACCOUNT!

R. LAMB, the art master of
Grevfriars, had an amiable
emile on his face as he let

the Remové into their Form-room

that -afternoon. .

Since Herbert Vernon-Smith had
been expelled, and Greyiriars knew
Lim'no more, Lamb had become, omee
more, the “Pet Lamb ™ that the
RBemove kEnew.

There was no doubt that the

Bounder of Greyfriars had been a
thorn in his side, and that it was a
relief to. him to see the last of the
seapegrace of the school.

'].gfut, rcally, was not to be won-
dered at. Mr. Quelch, when he had
been at Greyfriars, had looked un
Smithy as the worst boy in the Form,
and had had plenty of tronble with
him. In Quelch’s time, the Bounder
had come very near the long jump.

It was not sur]:;rising that Lamb, in
his turn, was fed up with him—
especially as Smithy had a special
feud with Lamb, and all that term
had set himself to worry him.

Lamb was art master—he had taken
on the RemdVe, in Quelch’s absence,
to obli _ :
guessed and caleulated that he made
an extra salary thereby; certainly,
he had won the m opinion and kind
regard of the master. In Dr.
Locke’s opinion, he had only one fault
—he was rather too easy and amiable
and unsuspicious for a Form like the
Remove wi;m required a strong hand,

The Head was happily unaware of
the fierce and savage temper that
occasionally broke out from under
Mr. Lamb’s amiable mildness. But
the Hemove were well aware of it, and
ragging in the Form-room, which had
been incessant at the inning of
the term, had almost died out—the
lamb was so liable to turn suddenly
into a tiger!

But since Herbert Vernon-Smith
had gone, Lamb had been his old soft,

ood-tempered self, and the more
thoughtless fellows were tempted to
let themselves go a little.

Bolsover major, whe had not banged
his desk-lid for some time—once hi
daily habit—restarted after the in-
terval, so to speak,

“Bang !” ran through the Form-
room, as the juniors were taking their
places.

Mr. Lamb, at his desk, looked up.

“What was that?" he cjaculated.
“Dear me! Was that a gun at sea?”

There was a chuckle in the Remove.

Guns from the sen were often heard
at Greyfriars in the war days. This
was the old Pet Lamb—the nervous,
fluffy little man of old.

“Oh, no, sir," said Bolsover. “That
was & fog signal, sir!”

It was a clear, bright EEring day,
with not a spot of fog on the horizon,
on land or sea. But Bolsover’s answer
seemed good enough for the innocent
Lamb.
out of his desk.

Harry Wharton gave him a very
curious look.

The Bounder had always said that

the Head. Fisher T. Fish.

He resumed sorting papers d

Lamb was as hard as nails, as keen
as a hawk, and as crnel as a cat,
Many circumstances had made the
captain of the Remove believe that
Smithy had read the man correctly.

But if he was, as Bmithy had de-
elared, playing a part, he played it
like second nature. Wharton won-
dered -whether, after all, the man was
what lie looked, and whether it was,
after all, the Bounder's incessant
hostility that had got his goat and
roused the worst part of his nature.
Quelch had often been at the very
end of his patience with the Bounder,

Yet there were certain facts that
Wharton could not dismiss from
mind. Smithy had never heeded the
art master when he first came—Lamb
had started that feud by a sava
outburst of temper that had taken the
Bounder surprise and evoked his
bitter enmity.

And it was certain that Lomb, as
Smithy declared, had secrets—Smithy
had proved that he often left the
school secretly, late at

night: and
the fuct bt Ha visitel N

Nobhb:
Parker at Sea View on the cli
road had heen made the talk of the
Remove. That talk was likely to die
away, now that Emithi was gone—it
was Smithy who had kept the topic
alive, simply because it irritated and
cxasperated the Lomb,

Bang !

It was Hazeldene’s desk-lid that
went next, Hazel following Bolsover's
cxample, as it seemed safe.

Mr. Lamb looked up again,

“What was that?ﬁa exclaimed.

“Another fog-signal, =sir!” said
Hazel.

“Dear me " said Mr. Lamb, “The
weather must be bad at sea !

“He, he, he !” from Billy Bunter,

Bunter was the next! Bunter had
had a few examples of the Lamb’s un-
certain temper, But Bunter’s memory
was short.

Bunter lifted his desk-lid. He was
happily unaware that Lamb, who had
heard his fat giggle, was lookin
straight at him, over the gold-

rimmed glasses that slanted on his
nose,

Bang !

Blm%ﬂ‘ put plenty of heef into it.
He put both fat paws to the desk-lid
and ed it with all his force. The
bang rang through the Form-room
like a cannon-shot,

“Bunter !" exclaimed Mr. Lamb.

“Oh! That was another fog-signal,
sir ! gasped Bunter,

“Hao, ha, ba!” came from all the
Remove. Every fellow—but Buntor—
had seen the Lamb watching the fat
Owl, as he banged.

£13 MF neﬁﬂ- EJJ
Lamb, " Bunter!
untruthful boy! TYou will take fifty
lines, Bunter !”

“Oh, really, sir ! protested Bunter.

This ecemed fearfully unjust to
Bunter. Bolsover major and Hazcl
had got by with it! Now he was
picked on, .

“1 eay, sir, I never banged m

-lid I exclaimed the fat Owl.
“You can ask Toddy, sir!. He's
gitting next to me, and he saw mel”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“That will do, Bunier !

exclaimed the
Yon are a most



“I never touched it, sir! T had my
hands in m kets all the time,
gir!” pleaded Bunter. < Besides, it
was entirely an accident—it “slipped
through 'my fingers 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ™ howled the Remove.

“I say, you fellows, I wish ﬁ:u
wouldn’t cackle—you’ll make Mr.
Lamb believe that I banged my desk-
lid!” exelaimed Bunter indignantly.
“1 naver .did, sir-——I never touched it:
I had my honds behind me——"

“You will take another fifty lines
for untruthfnlness, Bunter !

“0Oh crikey [*

“Now say no more!” snid Mr;
Lamb—still mild,

EVERY SATURDAY
visit was not mnconnected with green
paint.
Grosling 2"

“What is
Mr. Lamb,

“YWot I says iz thiz ‘ere, sir!”
answerel -Goshng, “I want that
there paint.”

“That what?"

“Twelve %‘runﬂ pots of paint !” said
Gosling. “Pinched from my. lodge,
sir{ Green paint what is wanted ?gr
a fence to be paionted this ‘cze after-
1001 As ever was, sir, and took from
my lodge.”

There were grins on o number of
faces in the Remove. Bunter evi-
dently had not restored that cargo

it, asked

e |
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“He comes and tells me Mrs,
Mimble wanted me in the school shop,
sir " he said. "I pgoes to sec Mrs.
Mimble, and she savs, savs-she. she
never sent me no messnge, she saves !
When I come back, that box of paint
is gorn 1"

“Bunter ! Why did rou take snch o
moessage to Gosling #”

- It—it was all a mistake. sir!”
gasped Bunter. " I—I thought M=,
Mimble wanted Gosling, sir. and--
and being an obliging chap, I—I went
and told him, eir! I—I'm always
doing these obliging things !”

“Oh, myv hat!" murmured Bob
Cherry.

'“IH'.L =

Al

“‘ Yarooooooh ! *’ roared Bunter, dropping ﬁﬁmmar and chisel, and leaping clear of the floor. “* Ow !

I’ve hanged my thumb !

Billy Bunter said mno more—n
hundred lines were enough for him.
But he gave Mr. Lamb ferocious
blinks through his big spectacles.

LThis, as he whispered to Toddy, was }

as good as making a fellow out a liar
hefore all the Form—just like that
swab Lamb!

The lesson commeneed in  the
Remove  Form-room—uninterrupted

any more desk-banging. But it
was destined to be interrupted in
anofher way. A quarter of an hour
Iater there was a tap at the Form-
room door, and it opened to reveal
William Gosling.

Mr. Lamb glanced round at him.
Visits from the school porter during
clags were unusual; and Mr. Lamb,
like most of the Bemove, wondered
what the ancient gentleman wanted.

Billy Bunter felt a sudden inward
quake! Bunter guessed that Gosling’s

Wow !

Yow ! ™
it frantically.

of paint; and i1t scemed that Gosling
was on the track of the fat raider.

“Iear me !” said Mr. Lamb. “Do
yonu mean that a Remove boy has
aken spuint from  your {uﬂgﬂ,
Gosling £ !

“I know it's gorn, sir!” answered
Gosling surlily., “If it wasn't Master
Bunter what took it, I'd like to know
who did.”’

“Oh lor' ! breathed Bunter.

“Bunter! Have yon taken paint
from Gosling’s lodge ?”

“Qh, no, sar! I never knew he had
any paint!” snswered Bunter
promptly. “I—I've no use for paint,
gir! I—I never use paint.”

“Paint is & wvery extraordinary
thing for a Rcmuw:'guy to take from
your lodge, Gosling ! said Mr. Lamb,
“Are you sure of this?”

Gosling pointed n horny forefinger
at Bunter.

He jammed a fat thumb into a large mouth and sucked

“Did you take a box of paint from
Gosling's lodpe®”

“0Oh, no sir! Never saw it "

Billy Bunter hardly scemed cou-
scions of the fact that this was
natruthful, When Bunter was in 2
serape, he would say the first thing
that came into his fat head to oet out
of it. A fellow in a scrape had to
think of getting ont of the scrape—
and a fellow couldn't think of cvery-
thinz at onee. So Buanter did not
think of the truth!

Mr, Lamb looked at him.

Had he been aware that those pots
of paint had been packed in o box
marked jam, he might have guessed
that it was o case of mistaken
identity! Being unaware of that. he
was puszled,

Paint, it was certain, was not the
gort of thing a fellow would be likelw

Tre Macxwer Liearny.—No. 1671
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to pinch. No fellow in the Remove
d be mpgsed to have any use for
twelve pounds of paint! : ‘

“If you have been playing foolish
tricks on Gosling, Bunter—" said
Mr..Lamb, after a pause.

“0Oh, no, siv! —I like him too
mneh ! asserted Bunter, "1 -::ertnml;v.r
never touched the paint! I wasn't
there when the man brought it from
Uncle Clegg. and never knew any-
thing about it. I mever touched the
hox, sir, and it ain’t in my study
now."

“ Wha-at!” gasped Mr. Lamb,

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“My eye!” said Gosling, staring at
the fat junior.

“1 think,” said Mr. Lamb, *that
yon had hetter come with me to your
study, Bunter. You will come qlnu.
Gosling, to take away the paint!
Wharton, I shall leave you in charge
of the Form for a few minutes.”

“Yez, sirl?

“But I—I say, s=sir, I—1 mever
tonched it 1" gasped Bunter. “I never
knew anything about it! It—it's no
good goimg to my study, sir; it—it
ain’t there—I never left it there when
I went down to dinner, sir—-"

“ Follow me at once, Bunter !”

"Dh. ]-ﬂt-J !rj

Billy Bunter rolled dismally out of
the Form-room, after Mr. Lﬁ::ph.
Gosling, with a suort, followed him.
Az the door closed after them, there
waa o roar in the Form-reom.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

iy

A MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE !

ILLY BUNTER'S fat face was
B lum and gloomy as be heaved
ﬁiﬂ- wii!g t up the stairease in

the wake of Mr. Lamb. )

TLamb went ahead with his light
and springy step; Bunter heaved and
grunted after him; Gosling, snorting,
brought up the rear,

From the hottom of his fat heart,
the 0wl of the Remove wiched he had
never snafled that delusive hox
marked Slivers’ Jams — or alter-
natively, as the lawyers say, that he
had taken it hack where it belonged.

That he had not veutured to do—
and he had asked fellow after fellow
to do it, without finding any takers.
He was, in fact, still asking fellows
to do it, when the bell rang for class,
and the subject had to be dropped.

Now he was going to be counvicted,
beyoud hope, "as the raider—that
wretched box would meet Lamb’s eyes
the minute he stepped into Study

~a. 7. .
the

The procession arrived
Komove passage.

Mr. Lamb pushed open the door of
Bunter’s study, and entered.

Billy Bunter turned his big spec-
tacles on (osling with a petrifying
Ilink.

“Beast !” he breathed.

“Huh ! grunted Gosling. “Wot I
says is thia ‘ere, Master Bunter—you
sneaked that there paint from m
iudﬂge when a man’s back was turneg,
and—"

“Bunter ! called Mr. Lamb from
the study.

“Yes, sir!” mumbled Bunter.

Tne Mieser Lisrany—No. 1,674
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“Plenee come in, and point out the
box ' gaid Mr. Lamb.

“Eh?” ejaculated Bunter
astonishment,

He blinked into the study. That
wooden box containing twelve pound
pots of ]faint wasz large enough to be
seen. He had cxpected it to catch
Mr. Lamb’as eyes firat thing,

The fat Owl blinked and blinked
again, his eyes almost bulging
throungh his spectacles.

“Oh!” he gasped.

The box of paint was net to be
scen !

It had been left standing in full
view. It was not in full view now.
It was not in view at all!

Billy Bunter could hardly believe
his or hia spectacles. He had
ex that box to leap to the eye
as soon as the stndy was entered.
What had become of it he could not
begin to guess.

very fellow whom he had asked
to carry it back to Gesling’s lodge
had refused. It had not been taken
back. Then where waa it?

It was a deep mystery to Bunter.

That wooden box secemed to have
ﬁiﬁh&d like the ghoat of a wooden
“Have you concealed it in this
study, Bunter?” demanded Mr, Lamb #®
impatientl¥.
“Oh! No, sir!” pasped Bunter.

“Then where ia it?”

“I—F don't know, sir!”

Quite by accident, as it were,
Bunter was telling the truth. He did
not know where that box of paint
was. He had not the fainteat idea!

He stood blinking about the study
in amarement. ogling, snortin
more emphatically than ever, sta
in at the door. WNeither of them dis-
cerned even a spot of paint.

Mr. Lamb moved about the study—
Le looked under the table, behind the
armchair, and into the ecupboard!
But there was no wooden box of
green paint to be found.

“The paint is not here, Gosling !*
said the art master at last.

“Huh!” grunted Gosling.

“I—J—IT zaid it wasn’t, eir [* stam-
mered Bunter. Bunter was going to
make the most of this amazing and
utterly unexpected stroke of luck.
“I—I said it wasn't in my study,
sir.”

Mr. Lamb gave him a searching
look. _

“What have you deme with it,
Buuter?" he asked.

“Nothing, sir! I—I never touched
it! I—I think it's rather rotien of
Gosling, sir, to make out that I

inched his paint, when I only gave

im that message to oblige him!”
exclaimed Bunter indignantly. “As
if I'd touch his pdint! What counld
I want paint forr”

“It is certainly not here, Gosling,”
said Mr. Lamb. “And, really, I can
hardly imagine any reason why this
boy. or any other I&mmre boy, should
want paint—"

“Where’s he put it, sir?” asked
Gosling. “Yon answer that, Master
Bunter! Wot I says is this 'ere—
you've parked it somewhere.”

“I haven't !” roared Bunter.

Snort, from Gosling! It waa fear-
ful cheek, of zourse, for a school

porter to doubt the word of a Pubkie
school man-! But Gosling did!

“You did not ses Bunter take the
paint, Gosling?” asked Mr. Lamb
mildly.

“*Ow could I see 'im, when he sent
me off to the school shop, making ount
that Mra. Mimble wanted me?”
grunted Gosling, “He sneaked that
paint while a man’s back was turned.”

Gosling glared at Bunter: Bunter
glared back at Gosling. The fat Owl
was feeling safe mow—owing to the
mysaterious disappearance. of the
gaint. There was no avidence againat

unter—the evidence had vanished!

“Look here, don't you be cheeky,
Gasling !” admonished Bunter. “This
sort of thing won't do ¥

Smort ! '

“Making out that a chap has
snafled your paint!” exciaimed
Bunter indignantly. “What's the
use of a lot of pant fo me? As if
I'd touch your paint!?

Snort !

“Really, Gosling——2 said Mr.
et ada. of i

A ve pounds of greem paint,
what is wanted to paint a femce!”
said Qosling. “’'Ow's that fence
going %o be painted without the
int, sir ?"

“1 think,” seid Mr. Lamb, “that

ou had hetter look elsewhere, (Gos-
ing! Bunter, you may return to
the Form-room."

“Yes, sir!” chirruped Bunter.

He rolled away to the stairs. Mr.
Lamb followed him. Gosling was left
grunting

Gosling gave a searching glare
round Bunter's study. But the most
expressive glare eould not discern a
box of paint that was not there!

Gosling tramped away at last,

mmrt.ingﬁ
Rill unter rolled back cheerfull
he Remove room. Mr, Lam

into
followed him in.
The Famous Five and other fellows
greeted Bunter with commiserating
lances. They expected the cane to
featured in the next scene—havin
no doubt that the purloined paint h
been discovered in Study No. 7.

To their surprise, Bunter rolled
cheerfully to his place; and Mr. Lamb
resumed the interrupted lesson with-
ot iﬁkingﬁ:}: his cane.

“1 say, dy ! Bunter whispered
to Peter Todd. “Did you shift that
paint out of the study, old chap?

“Eh? No!” answered Peter. “Isn't
it there?"

“Who did, then?” Burter gave &
fat chuckle. “I say, it’s gone—some-
body must have shifted it after I went
down to dinner—he, he, he! That
beast Gosling can’t make out that I
had it, now! He jolly well would, if
he muid—cruatjr cid rute, you know
—he’'d make out I was telling fibs,
if he could! I think the Head ought
to sack him—insulting old awab, yom
know, doubting a fellow’s word! I
wonder who shifted the paint,
though! He, he, he!”

It was quite a mystery to Bunter|
It was a mystery to the other Remove
fellows when they heard, after class,
how that cargo of paint bad mys-
teriously diaapﬁ . Somebedy, it
seemed, had shifted it—in time to



save the fat Owl from being copped.
But who, nobody secmed to know!
Twelve pounds of int had
vanished—destined, as it happened,
to turn up again in o most nu-
expectoed guarter !

.

FERRERS LOCEKE HAS A VISITOR!
NOCK !
K John Robinson, the head-

master's chauffeur, in his room
over the garage at Greyfriars, started
& little as ho heard the knock below.

It was evening, and black-out
reioned, and John was not expecting
callers in the black-out.

When John or the car was wanted,
the Head was accustomed to ring him
up; snd no one else at Greyfriars was
entitled to want either. _

The guiet-mannered, olive-skinned,
dark-haired lean man who E:ajred the
part of chanffeur at reyfriars
wchool wae very reserved, and did not
encournge visitors in his quarters.
While always civil and nhligil!ﬁ', he
never asked anyome in, and did not
seom to like anyone even dropping
into the garage yard for a chat.

The side door at the garage, which
gave access to the gtaircase to John's
roomas, was alwa kept locked.
Nobody who called could get at John
Fobinson withont knocking for admit-
tance.

The Head's new chauffeur hatl good
repsons for his reserve. At the
present moment, with his window
carefully blacked out, the chauffenr
was engaged in sorting over the con-
tents of a sunitease which he had un-
locked. '

That snitease wonld have astonished
the Greyfriars fellows if they could
have seen its contents. They would
have wondered what a chauffeur could
poseibly want with an assortment of
wigs, rds, monstaches, eycbrows,
and other disguises.

Enock! camc again at the deor,
nnd John Robinson frowned.

He conld not guess who was knock-
ing at the lower door.

closed the suitcase and locked
it. Then he glanced into a glass—
that reflected an otive face with a4
slightly foreign cast.

John Robinson often looked in the
slass—to make sure that his appear-
ance as John Robinson was unaltercd.
No one at Greyiriars guessed, or
dreamed, that John Robinson was
Forrers Locke, the famous Baker
Strect detective—no one knew, but
the Head. And John Robinson was
extremely careful that me one should
c¢ver know, or su till he had
laid Slim Jim hgu the heels and
tracked out the kidnapped master of
the Remove!

Having glanced in the glass, John
{]memie%l the stair to the side deoor
nnd unlocked the same. He o
the door about a foot and Mljfe ont
in the blackness of the black-out.

There waz a push on the door from
without. But it opened no farther—
Ferrers Locke's foot was against it
inside.

“That you, Robinson I came a low
voice that the disguised dctective
knew,
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Ferrers Locke compressed his lips.
“Yes, Master Vernon-Smith. So
it is you?" ,
Herbert Vernon-Smith, a dim
shadow in the gloom, peered at him
with a grinning face. g
“Wen't you let me in, Robinson ?”
he asked. :
“No, sir!” answered John Rebin-
son evenly.
The Bounder launghed.
“Not glad to sce me?” he asked.
“No, sir 1" :
“Ihd Jyou guess I was still in the
school 7’ '
“] wondered, sir.,” answcred John
Robinson guietly, “I have not seen
you gince the day last week, after you
were expelled ; but I wondered. is
is ¥ reckless conduct, Master
Vernon-Smith! If your father
knew——" : o, )
“The pater won't news In a
hurry, -:l:'ll:1| the other side of the
Atlantic,” answcred Herbert Vernon-
Smith coolly. “Look here, Eobin-
son, when I saw you the other daiy_ I
offercd to make it worth your while
to put me up at the garage here for
“.tm_._;_'___:“l
“ And I refused, sir,” eaid the chanf-
feur., *I am afraid that it is hardly
in acpordance with my duty to keep
presence here a secret.” _
“You can't give a chap away,” said
Vernon-Smith. “I told you what I'd
come back for—te keep an ¢ye on
that rotter Lamb and get him sacked,
same a8 he me. No harm donc,
Robinsen, if the man’s a rogue, as I
believe. If he isn't, I can’t do him
any harm.” -
If Dr. Locke knew yon were 1n
the . achool—"
“ He won’t know nnless yon tell him

—and yor can’t! I spoke to you in
c¢onfidence—yon can't betray a chap
after that.”

“Do you mean to say that you have
remained concealed in  the school
gince I saw you lnst?” asked Ferrers
Locke, peering curiously at the
Bounder of Greviriars in the gloom.

“Won't yon let me in for a chat?”
grinned Smithy.

“No, gir.” .

The Bounder laughed again and
leaned on the doorpest. John Robin-
son kept his foot against the door.

What the expelled junior wanted he
did not know ; but he was not letting
him in

The Bounder did not guess it, but
his continued presence in the achool
was A menace to Ferrers Locke’s

lans. So far as Vernon-Smith knew,

ohn Robinson was a chauffenr, and
nothing more. : :

“I don't mind telling you, Robin-
son,” drawled Bmithy, * Greyfriars is
a rambling old place, with & good
many disused rooms in odd corners—
and when you declined to put me up
here I looked for gmarters. I've

rked myself in a garret next to
the Remove box-room.”

“ And you have not been found?”

“Why should I be?” grinned the
Bounder. “That garret’s empty and
never msed—now the key's missing,
that’s all! Nobody fancies that an
expelled chap has barged in and bor-
rowed the garret and the kc;?ﬁ" He

ave a chuckle. “Some Remove

cllows know—they saw my face at
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the window on Sundar morning—five
fellows, to be cxaet! But Wharton
and his mob won't give a fellow
away."”
“They nm{l ret info troyble, Master
mit

1"911:1:-!1;.5 , if they are supplying
you with food and other neces-
sarieg—"

“They're not! Think I'd drag any
other fellow inte my serape ¢ sneered
the Bounder. “My best pal, Red-
wing, doesn’t even know I'm here—
he'd do anything for me, but I'm not
lanﬂing him in it. If it comes ounf
that I'm here, there will be a row—
but nobody else will be in it.”

“Then how do you obtain food*”
asked Ferrers Locke, He was
irritated by this strange stunt of the
expelled seapegrace of Greyiriars, but
he was interested, too!

“I've got enough for a weck or
twe-!” chuckled Smithy., “I cleared
ont a hamper of tuck that some
fellow carted np to the box-room. 1
hﬂg{fﬂ blankets and pillow from the
Fifth-Form dorm for camping. I
fancy the fellows think that some
practical joker has been Inrking
about, They won't gucss whe.”

“The eooner you go home, Master
Yernon-Smith, the better.”

“That's my bizney, not vonrs,
Bobinson,"” retorted the Bonoder.
“I'm spcked, but I'm not done w«ib
Greyiriars till I've downed that rat,
Lamb! I'm going te Enow why lc
snenks ont of the school secretly at
night! I'm going to spot what his
game is in connection with that gang-
ster, Nobby Parker, before I kick
the dust of Greyfriars from my shocs,
my man. Lamb's a ropue and o
rascal of some sort—I've told wou
lot about him. Don’t you believe su

urself #*

Ferrers Locke madce ne answer to
t]lfﬂltl

He was not likely to confide to a
schoolboy that e not only Lelieted
that Mr. Lamb was a rogue and a
rascal, but that he believed that bhe
was no other than Slim Jim, the
mystery cracksman, whose depreda-
tions in the vicinity occurred at least
once & week, and had so ecenrred ever
since Lamb had taken up the post of
art master at Greviriars School.

Even to the Head, Locke lad
breathed ne word of his suspicions of
that new member of Dr, Locke'a staff.

“What de wyou think, Robinson,
after all I'vé told wou about the
man?” persisted the Bounder of
Greyfriars.

“I prefer to state no opinion, sir,”

answered John Robinson. “I1 do not
feel, Master Yernon-Smith, that I ean
betray your presence here, as you
spoke to me, as you rg)llt it, in con-
ﬁﬂt:?m. But you certainly ought to
gﬂ!
“When Lamb does,” said the
Bounder, between his teeth. “Thai
blighter got me sacked, and I'm
giving him the same back.”

“I hardly think. sir, that Dr.
Locke bad any alternative but to
expel you when you have admitted
that you forced open Mr, Lamb's desk
to obtain a letter from a racing man
that belonged to you,” said Johm
Robinson dryly. :

“Oh, quite! sneered Smithy.
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“T've no kick coming where the Head
is concerned. But Lamb nailed me
because he knew I’d spotted some
things and was afraid I should spot
more! Don't I know it? I'm ed
—he’s going to be if I can work it."”
“Indeed! T hardly see—"
“Snppose that man’s s rogue-and &
rascal, as I believe—suppose I show
him up and put the Head wise? No
good spinning a yarn I cant prove
—but {,*m going to get proof some-
how. I'm sticking here till I do, and
in the meantime "—the Bounder’'s
eyes gleamed—"in the meantime, my
good Robinson, I'm going to give the
Lamb as high an old time as I can.
That's why I've come here now.
You've refused to Fut me up here—"
“1 certainly refuse!™

“What about to-morrow—just for
a single day?” asked the Bounder.
“1 specially want to be off the scene
to-morrow.’ .

Ferrers Locke gave him a rather
grim look. s o

“Does that mean that something is
scheduled’ to happen to-night, and
that you fear that a search may take
nlace to-morrow ?” he asked.

“Guessed it in one,” said Vernon-
Smith coolly.

“Y advise you to give up the idea
entirely—"

“Keep your advice till T ask for
it, my man, Yes or no?”
: *No!™ said John Robinson em-

phatically, _
The Bounder sbrugged  his

shoulders. _
“0.K! I'N think of something

else,” he zaid, “I could lie low here
for a time, but i you won't, you
won’t, Perhaps I'll take a night
stroll when I'm through, and put u
gomewhere. I can get out after dar
when I choose, and nobody the wiser.
I get out during the day, for that
matter—when the fellows are in class,
or at meals.” He chuckled. “I had
a- stroll through the studies to-day
while the school was at dinner, and
found something that will come in
useful to-night! Sure you won't put
me up to-morrow, Robinson?"

“Quite ! said John Robinson.

“I'll stapd you a quid.”

“You would be better off, Master
Vernon-Smith, without so man

uids,” said John Hobinsen dryly.
think too large an allowance of quids
has helped towards your undoing.”

“1 shouldn't wonder; but I never
came here for a sermon, Robinson.
I got out in the black-ont for a apot
of fresh air, and to see whether you'd
put me up to-mirrow. What about
two quids?”

“I think, Master Vernon-Smith,
that this interview had better
terminate.”

“No use for money?” sneered the
Bounder. - “Well, go and eat coke!
I'd punch your cheeky face before I
go if you weren't keeping my secret
for' me, you ninny! Rats to you,
Robinson !

With that valediction, the Bounder
of Greyfriars disappeared into the
black-out.

Ferrers Locke closed the dgor and
snapped the lock shut. He stood

frownine for some minutes in
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thought before he went up to his
rooms again,

The Baker Street detective knew,
better than Smithy did, that the
vengeful Bounder was on the track of
a ro and a rascal. But it was
awkward and irritating to him.

The Bounder of Greyfriars was
keen, wary, sagacious, and deter-
mined, but he did not Lknow what
he had undertaken. He was no match
for a cunning crook like Slim Jim.
His intervention might have awk-
ward resunlts, Eerhaps even alarming
the wary crock and putting him on
his guard.

Ferrers Locke would have been. glad-

and vrelieved had the expelled
Removite been safély at home. But
the junior had trusted him, mever
dreaming that he was a detective, or
specially interested in Mr, Lamb—
and he conld not betray his presence
in the echool.

But as he ascended the stair to
his rooms again the Baker Street
detective, though he intended to say
nothing, certainly hoped that the

secret occupant of the locked garret P

would not be much longer in getting
discovered. Mr. Lamb was relieved by
the Bounder’s departure, never dredm-

ing that he had returned—and
Ferrers e would undotbtedly
have been equally relieved to hear

that Herbert Vernon-Smith was gone
for good.
on!”

i I
“Looks like it !

“Lamb looks as mad as a hatter 1"

“Who's been ragging Lamh?*

“What the dickens iz up?”

All the Greyfriars fellows Imew,
before the breakfast bell rang in the
morning, that something was up.

Mr, Lamb, accerding to fellows who
had seen him, loo as mad as a
hatter. Sixth Form prefecta were seen
with grave faces. Masters clustered

in groups with an air of preternatural

—— e

A STUDY IN GREEN !
SAY, you fellows, there's a row

solemnity. _
“Ountra 1" Mr. Prout was
heard to . “Unprecedented !”
“Beandalons ! Mr. Capper was
heard to reply.

A remark made by Wingate of the

Sixth was caught up and repeatéd far
and wide-e -~ - :
“This is the limit! Somebody will
be sacked for this!™- '
‘Which intensified the excitement.
Something, it was clear, must have
happered in the night—something of
a fearfully serious nature. -
. Sackinge were rare at Greyfriars
School. %‘Ehem had been one expul-
sion that term—Vernon-Smith of the
Remove had been sacked.
happencd ﬂlﬂf a few da
another expulsi
days was unprecedented,
Prout might have said.

ago. For

as

in a buzz of excitement when theé bell
rang and they went into Hall to
breakfast.

All eyes in the Remove—and many

in other Forms—fixed onm Mr. Lamb.

It was generally known or gucssed

That had

on to follow 1n a few’

Mr.
- Most of the Greyfriare fellows were-

that what had happened had some
connection with the art master. -
Lamb seemed- t¢ have lost the
amiable look he had recovered after
the  Bounder's departure. His face
wag hard and harsh, his lips set, his
eyes glinting over his glasses. He
ave the Remove a dark look, and his
een eyes searched face after face.

However, he said nothing, not even
“ Good-morning I** B

Breakfast passed off in a state of
tension,

When Mr. Lamb rose, he spoke at
lagt. He ecanned the faces at his
table as he spoke,

“The boy who came down to my
study last night will follow me !*

“Oh " gasped the Remove,

Beveral fellows noticed—and stared
at—a smear of green paint onm Mr:
Lamb's sleeve. Lamb wore his velvet
coat—according to the "Remove fel-
lows, he lived in that old coat! On
the sleeve was a green amear. Lamb,
it seemed, had been in contact with
wet paint! So the jumiors guessed
that, whatever it was that had ha
ened, it had something to do wi
wet paint in Lamb’s study.

Mr. Lamb- waited a few moments.
But nobody seemred disposed to own
up to being the fellow who had come
down in the might to his study.

*Very well I gaid My, Lamb, be-
tween- his compressed lips, “you will
all go to the Form-room at once.”

ueak, from Billy Bunter.

“It ain't time for class yet, sir

Lamb seemed, to Bunter, o be
making a very serious mistake—tell-
ing fellows to go to the Form-room
before the bell rang for class.

“Take a hund lines, Bunter!”

“Oh lor’ ¥

“Go at once ! said Mr. Lamb.

The Greyfriars fellows left Hall,
and the ve headed for their
Form-room.

Billy Bunter ac%ueaked with indig-
nation as he went.

“1 say, you fellows, if that swab is
going to start classes before. the bell
gu-es, I ain’t going to stand it, see?

ou’d better en‘go to the  Head,
Wharton, as h 'h-g of the Form."”

“Fathead !” was Harry Wharton's

reil?'.

1 the Remove, except Bunter,
understeod that they were to be
guestioned. Whatever it was that
had ha in Lamb's study, was
attribu to a member of tha
Bemove, as a matter of course.
Lamb was gol to &pot that
member—if he could !

" Lamb did not go with his Form.
He was seen to head for Dr. Locke’s
etudy. That apparently meant that
the Head was to take part in what
was to follow—which showed that it
was awfully, fearfully eerious.

The: Remove ered at thelr
Form-reom door, waiting for Lamb to
come -and let them in. There was a
buzz of excited discussion as they
waited.

“What have you been up to,
Bunter #' asked Skinner.

Bunter blinked at him,

EL
L]

he

“Eh? What? Nothing !
howled. *Dan't gtm get' making out
tiat I had anytiiing to do with it,

Skinner, you beast !



“You hadn't?” grinned Skinner.

“No!” roared DBunter, in alarm.
“1 don’t even know whau's happened,
vou swab! How ahould I know, auy
more than any other fellow?”

“What the dickens do you mean,
Skinner?” asked Tom Redwing.
“ Why should Bunter be supposed to
Enow anything about it?”

Harold Skinner chuckled,
I fancy there’s wet paint in
Lamb's study!” he said. “ Didn’t

on spot that smear on his sleeve?

unter bagged a cargo of paint from
Gosling’s lodge yesterday.”

“Oh "™ exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“ Bunter, you ass—"

“I--I—1 didn't ! gasped Bunter.
“I never tonched the paint! I never
kad anrything to do with it{* Besides,
I thought it was jam, as you fellows
jolly well know.”

“Ha, ha, ha'!” _

“Just like Bunter!” remarked
Snoop. "Fu]luwinig' in Smithy's foot-
sleps, now Smithy’s gone !"

“I didn’t—I wasn't—I ncover
yelled the alprmed Owl. *"Lamb said
somebody came down to his study last
night! Well. think T turned out of
bed? Is it likely?”

“The likelincss is not terrifie !”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

"Look here, I'm jolly well g'uin%otn
see what's happened ! exclaimed Bob
Cherry. * Ens;' ennuqh to get a
siyuint in Lamb’s study !*

Bob left the crowd of Removites,
and cut away for Masters' Eﬂ“"‘ﬁ-

In that passage he sighted Mr.
Prout, Mr. Capper, Mr. igg, and
Mr. Hacker, in a group outside the
open door of Lamb’s study.

They were staring into that study,
with horrified faces. Evidently, the
interior aspect of that study was
startling.

Lamb was not to be seen. He was
with the Hepd. Bob hurried up the
passage to the spot where the four
masters stood.

They glanced at him.

“This, perhaps, is the boy!”
boomed Prout. “'Cherry! Was it
{uu who committed this-un];nrulle]ed.

his unprecedented outrage?” .

“Oh! Neo, sir!” gaaped Bob. “I
just came to see——"

“The Bemove,” said Mr. Hacker,
“were an unruly Form when Mr,
Quelch was here. They have de-
Efll:iamteﬂ eince then. Such an act as

ls_'ll

**Beandalous !” said Mr. Capper.

“Unheard of !" said Mr. T'wigp,

Bob looked into the study, Them
he jumped. It wus no wonder that
the masters were shocked and horri-
fied. Bob -<could hardly believe his
cyea at what he saw.

The smell of paint came thickly
from the open doorway. The window
had been get wide open, and the
breezz from the sea came in, but it
did not clear off that heavy scent. The
study 7reeked with paint—green
paint ! '

It had been painted—but not as a
house-paihter would have painted it!
Taubs, or rather, slabs, o int had
been Inid on by a heavy hand. A wvost
quantity of paint had been used—and
it loecked as if it had been laid om
with a whitewash brush.

jr
H
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That study was a study in green.
- Walle had been sfreaked and
daubed. Tables and chairs had been
painted. The looking-glass,.the desk,
even the telephone, had been painted
green! Green blotches adorned the
rug. There was a pool of green in the
seat of the armchair. Sheets of
Bristol board; which Lamb mnsed for
his drawings, had been criss-crossed
with strokes of green. Pictures on
the walls had been almost obliterated
]EJ’; green paint, wet and reeking.

mpty paint-pots were strewn abouk
Bl Cie

1Ty gasped.

It was thFe gw.illf}]‘ﬁt, maddest rag
that had ever happened at Greyfriars
School. That study was quite un-
inhabitable. Lamb, it was certain,
would have to find fresh quarters till
that study had been set “to rights—
and it was likely to take time.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bob.

Who ever had done that, it was
certain, wonld be sacked as soon as
e was spotted. It was only a ques-
tion of spotting him.

Bob hurried away to carry the news
to the Remove. He rejoined the
erowd at the Form-room doorway with
wih:%y excited face.

 What——" began a dozen voices.

“Lamb's stugg 1"  gasped Bob.
"I"gi"ilt);pip-pip—-—"' he stuttered in his
excitement,

“What 2

“Pip-pip-painted !
“Painted green.’
Muckéd up! Horrid! Wet paint all
over the shop! Green paint!”

“Oh, my hat !

“Green paint!” grinned Skinner.
“And Bunter doesn't know anything
about it !"”

gasped  Bob.

“You mutter idiot, Bunter!" ex-
claimed Johuny Bull. "“Is that what
you did with ingﬁs paint P

“No!"™ sahrieked nnter. “I

L]

nover——
“What's hecome of the paint,
then?® asked Nugent.
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“It was in Bunter's atudr!
chuckled Skinner. “It's in Lamlys
study now. Poor old Bunter! You'll
catch the same train as Bmithy.”

*“I never——" yelled Bunter.

! ¢ eRE had the int,"
remarked Fisher T. Fish. “I'll say
that the beaks won't look farther
than the guy who had the paint.”

“0f course, it was Bunter.” said
Bolsover major. *“Blessed if I know
where he got the nerve. though.”

“It wasn't——" howled Bunter.

“Who bad the paint?” grinned
skinner.

“I didun’t—I never—I wasn't never
—I mean I never wasn’t—I mean—-"

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here comes
the Head !

Dr. Locke, stern and majestic, came
down the corridor with Me. Lamb.

There was sileuce in the Remove.

Billy Bunter blinked at his head-
master in Falpitating dread.

Every fellow present believed, as a
matter of course, that Bunter had
dome this—Bunter Lad had the paint.
Obviously, it was the some paint—
and Bunter had had it.

Nobody doubted that Lamb was on
his track. Lamb could hardly have
forgotten Gosling's visit to the Form-
room the previous day.

Mr. Lamb unlocked the Form-room
door. .
The juniors went silently in, few
doubting that during the next few
minutes the fat Owl of the Remove
was going to be deteeted, sacked, and
gent the same way that Herbert
Vervon-Smith bhad already gone.

NOT BUNTER !
& UNTER!"
B “Oh lor'!”

“You will stand out before
the Form, Bunter,” said Dr. Locke.

“ O crikey !™

Billy Bunter almost erawled out of
his place.

Evidently suspicion had centred on
him at the start.

My. Lamb had acquainted the head-
masgter with the cirenmstances, and
left the matter in his majestic hands,
It was too serious a matter for a
Form-master to deal with.

It was a mattcr for expnlsion—
immediate expulsion of the reckless
offender. Evervone in the Form-room
conld guess that—and the Head's
atern look showed that thev gucessed
correctly.

Billy Bunter stood before his head-
master, with his fat knees kuocking
topether.

‘he trail of tuek had oftem led
Bunter into scrapes—but never had
it led him into so awful a scrape as
thia.l ﬁ.{l Eliis was dLu'e to that old
ass, Unecle Clegg, packing paint pots
in a box that %mcl contained Slivery’
Jams! It did not occur to Bunter
that it was due te his own Bol-
shevistic propensaities. Buuter, as
usual, was blameless.

Dr, Locke gave him a fixed look.
uaked under it. Then the
Head planced over the breathless
Form.

“My boys,” he said quietly, “an
unheard-of outrage has ocenrred—a
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master’s stmdy has been painted—or,
rather, drenched—with green paint,
The boy who has done this must have
left his dormitory during the night
and descended to Mr., Lamb's study
to carry out this extraordinary prank.
That oy will be expelled from Grey-
friare—he will leave the school this
morning !”

Dead, silence.

“I ghall question you first, Bunter,”
said Dr. Locke. “ There appears to
be some reason to believe that paing
—pgreen paint—in large guantities
was in your possession yesterday.”

“Qh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I
never went uear sling’a lodge
yesterday, sir. I—I waa quite sur-

prised when he came to the Form-
room and said that the paint was
gone.” :

Mr. Lamb gave him a look.

“1 dismissed the matter yesterday,
mir,” lie said, “as there appeared to
be mo definite proof, and it scemed
improbable to me that any boy would
Temove & Dczluuntitty of paint from the
porter'a lodge. could not imagine
any use to which it could be put by a
Bemove boy, Now, however—"

“Now,"” said the Head, "it iz only
too clear to what use it was intended
to be put. Bunter, you say that you
did not go near Gosling’s lodge
yesterday—-"

“ Nowhere near it, sic!”

“Did you not tell me, Mr. Lamb,
that Bunter gave the porter a mes-
sage which caused him to leave hie
lodge for a time?”

“1 did, sir,” said Mr. Lamb grimly.

“0Oh! I—I—1 only wanted to oblige
Qosling, sir!" proaned Bunter.
“[—I'm such an obliging chap, sir—
I'm always doing these good-natured
things."

“I warn vou to speak the truth,
Bunter,” said the Head sternly,

“Oh, yes, sir! I—I always do, sir!
I—I can’t ever remember having done
anything else, sir!*

“What a memory!" murmured
Skiuner; and the silence in the
Eemove was broken for a moment by
a suppressed chuckle.

“Bunter! You have said that youn
went nowhere near the porter's
todge——"

“Nowhere at all, sir,
my study at the time.”

“You admit that you gave him a
message i exclatmed the Head,

“That was only to oblige him, sir!"

“Bless my soul !” said Dr. Locke,
razing at that remarkable member
of the Hemove, “are you impenetrably
stupid, Buuter#"

“Yes, sir, I—I mean, no, sir!
C-¢c-can I po hack to my place now,
sir?” asked Bunter auxiously.

“"You have admitted,” said the
Head sternly, “ that you went to Gos-

I was up in

ling's lodge. TYou gave him a
spurious message, hile he was
absont—a matter of onl a few
minutes—the paint was taken away.

There ean he no doubt, Bunter, that
it was taken by wvou.”

“T1t wasn't, sir—I mean, I pever—
that is, I didn't!” gasped Bunter, 1
~—I couldn’t have carried thé box, sir
—it was too heavy., TYou ecan ask
Wharton, sir—he knows I couldn't
et it past the middle landing.”
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* Wha-a-t?*

“And the other fellows, sir—Bull
and Cherry, and Nugent, and Inky—
they all know | gasped Bunter. "It
was too jolly heavy for me—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence !” exclaimed the Head.
“Then you admit, Bunter, that you
took away the box of paint and con-
veyed it as far as a landing in the
House——"

“Oh! No, I never touched it!"
howled Bunter.

“Upon my word!"

“The matter a
gir ! said Mr, Lamb.

“Quite!” szaid the Head.
“Obvionsly, Bunter abstracted the
paint from Gosling’s lodge, and no
doubt placed it in conceal-
ment, as it was not found in
his study. From his own
words, it appears that other
boys saw him in the act of
taking it into the House. It
is clear that that is the paint

rs to be clear,

that was used to distignre &

your study last might,

and 4 ii'?
“It wasn't me, sir!”

4

ghricked Bunter. “1 never
took that hox, and I never
left it in my study, and some-
bedy clse took it away while
I was downstairs, too. Mr.
Lamb knows, sir—he looked
for it and it wasn’t therc.
And I asked a lot of fellows
to take it back, only they
wonldn’t—and I'd have taken
it back myself, only if I had,
Gozling wounld have made out
that I had prigged it—and I
didn’t. I never touched it
at all ™

“Bay no more, you stupid
and untruthful 1 paid

Dr. Locke. “The matter is
quite clear now, and for such
an offence—m—-=*"

“I mever " moaned
Bunter.

Harry Wharton exchanged

a glance with his friends. It
was settled, in the Head's
mind, that Bunter had an-
nexed that paint—as, indeed,
he had. As it was the same
paint that had been daubed
over Lamb’s study, he could
not doubt that Bunter had
taken it for that purpose. The thing
seemed absolutely comclusive. But
there was a point in Bunter's favour
of which the obtuse and terrified Owl
had not thought.

“May I speak, sir?"” asked Harry.

D, ke glanced at him.

“Certainly, Wharton, if you know
anything ﬂg:iut this mattcer 1"

“I think I ought te tell you, sir,
that Bunter did not know that there
was paint in the box when he fook
it,” said Harry. " What he may have
done since, I don't know—Dbut he never
took that paint intending to play
tricks with it in Mr, Lamb's study.”

“Y do not sce how you can know
thiz. Wharton."

“A lot of fellows know,
Bunter tlmught it was jam—"

“ Wha-a-t?"

“Yam, sir!”

“What do
Are you deli

gir !

ou meanp, Wharton?
rately wasting my
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time?” exelasimed the Head. “How
could even a stupid boy like Bunter
mistake paint for jamp”

It was in a dozen small pots, sir,
packed in a wooden box!" explaimed
the captain of the Remove, “The box
had contained jam pots at one time—
it was an old empty box that Mr.
Clegg used to pack the paint pots in.
Bunter saw ‘ Slivers’ Jams® marked
on the box and fancied it contained

jam pots.”

“T1 didn’t 1" yelled Bunter. “I never
touched it! As if I'd take Gosling's
jam! Besides, it was hoarding—">"

“ Be silent, you utterly stupid boy !
exclaimed the Head. “Cannet you
see that Wharton is speaking in your
faveur #"

— Ay b

" e
i'l'.ll'? J
-

e NN
W “

il S

Vernon-Smith, peering round the stone pillar, wa
was withdrawn, and there was something i

“He's making out that I had it,
and I never——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Be silent! Wharton, if you can
give me some evidence of what you
say, it will show that this foolish
boy did not take the paint with the
deliberate intention of disfipuring his
Form-master’s study.”

“A lot of fellows kuow, sir!
Bunter thought it was jam, and
offered some of us a whack—"

“A what?”

“I—I mean a share, sir! He was
knocked over in a heap when the box
was opeiled and it turned out to be
paint.”

I wasn't!™ yelled Bunter. "I
never zaw it at all!”

“SBilepce !" thundered the Head,
“Will you be silent, Bunter?”

“Yes, sir; but I ain’t going to
have Wharton making out that I had

that box in my study—="
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:hed the man gropi

it.

“He silent! Were other boys
vesent at the time you speak of,
Vharton 2"

“Yes, sir! A whole crowd |™

"“"We opened the box for him, sir "

said Bob Cherry. “ 'We all thought it
was jam, as Bunter said so—"

“1 didnp*s 1™

“We never knew he had snaffled it

from Gosling, sir,” said Johnny Bull.
" But we all thought it was jam, and
Bunter did—"

“1 nover A

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.
“This places a very different com-
plexion on the matter, Mr, Lamb I”

“Quite s0, asir !” agreed Mr. Lamb,
“If it in a fact that Bunter did not
know that the box contained paint.”

- S
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“That fact appears to be estab-
lished,"” said the Head, " Bunter must
he exencrated from having obtained
the paint de]ih{-mtﬂr. Thank wyou,
Wharton—I am glad you have
spoken. Bunter!”

“It wagn't me, sir.”

“ After you had found out that the
box contained not jam, but paint,
what did you do with it?"

“Nothing, sir! I—I never saw it !”

“"Grant me patience!" gasped the
Head. “Wharton, do yon know what
Bunter did with the box ?*

“It was left in his study, sir, when
the dinner-bell ravg. After that, he
was asking fellows up and down the
Remove to take it back.”

“¥You are sure of this, Wharton ?”

"He asked more than half the
Form, sir!" said Harry. *He didn't
want it, as it was paint!”

“Of conrse I didn't!" wailed
Bunter, “I shouldn’t have touched

ng in the ivy. The man’s hand
The Bounder saw it—a leather wallet !

it, only 1 thought Gosling was hoard-
g jam! It wasn't the jam—I don't
care for jam—I've never liked it! I
was only going fo stop him hoarding
—-:&nd tﬂen it turned out to be paint,
an o

“Ha, ha, ha ™

"What became of the
Bunter 7’ demanded the Head.

“I don't know, sir! It wasn't in
my study when Mr, Lamb went there
to look for it! I thought Tm-ucl-u:l.;r had
shifted it, but he said he didn’t! Not
that it ever was in my study ! added
Bunter anxiously. *I've never scen
it, and I—TI never heard of it till you
mentioned it, sir.”

Dr. Locke gazed at him, He gave
him quite a long gaze. Then he
turned to the art master.

“Mr. Lamb, this foolish
boy has placed himself under
suspicion by his greed and
stupidity,” he said. “But I
think it will be necessary to
look farther for the emlprit.”

“1 think so, too, sir!"” zaid
Mr. Lamb, his eyes glinting
aver the class,

) It was, in fact, clear now

- that Billy Bunter was not the
culprit. He had bagged that
paint by mistake, and he had
tricd to get other fellows
to take it back where it
belonged. That was fairly
clear evidence that Bunter
¥ had had no use for the paint.
F It dawned on all the Re-
¢ move, and was clear to the
headmaster, that the un-
" known painter had bapgged
, that box of paint {from

Bunter's study for his own
purposes.

“Some other boy in this
Form," said the Head, " must
have taken that paint and
used it in the night in your
study, Mr. Lamb. It rémains
to discover that boy!"

There was a long pause,
Suspicion against Bunter had
faded away—but against any
ather fellow there was not a
spot of suspicion. It might
have been any man in the
Remove. There was no clue.

“There must be the strictest
investigation, Mr. Lamb!™
said tﬁﬂ Head, at length.
“Buch a matter cannot be allowed to
rest! You will deal with Bunter for
having taken the box from Gosling’s
lodge. In the meantime—"

*1 shall make the very strictest
inquiry, sir!” said Mr. Lamb, “I
have ne doubt that I shall discover
the offender.”

“T shall leave the matter in your
hands, Mr. Lamb—and you will
report to me when a discovery is
made ! said Dr. Locke,

Then, toe the relief of the Remove,
the Head left the Form-room.

Billy Bunter eyed Mr. Lamb un-
casily as he picked up a canc from
his desk.

“"Mum—mum—may 1 po to my
place, sir#” mumbled Bunter.

“You may not, Bunter !” answered
Mr. Lamb grimly. "I shall cane you
very scvercly for having taken the
box of paint from the porter’s lodge.”

“But I—I—I didn’t, sir—*

box,

—

i3

“Bend over and touch your toes,
Bunter [

Billy Bunter had six—all goed
ones! Considering that he had had a
NAYrow esca of the sack, Bunter
really was in luck—but he did not
seem to regard lLimself as a lucky
man! Those six swipes were delivered
to the accompaniment of six fiendish
vells which woke the echocs far and
wide—and for quite a long time after-
wards Billy Bunter, like Rachel of
old, mourned and could not be com-

forted !

— e —

GONE FOR GOOD !

& MITHY #*
“Yes ' said Harry Whar-
ton.

*But——"

The captain of the Remove had a
very thoughtful expression on his face
when the Form came out after third
school. He had been doing some
thinking that. morning—with . the
result that he had guessed the solu-
tion of the mystery that puzzled all
the Remove, as well as their Form-
master.

“Look at it!" he went on quietly.
“We know that Smithy came back
here after he was sacked—we saw him
at that garret window on Sunday
morning. He can only have come
back for one reason—to get on with
hiz fend with Lamb 1™

Bob Cherry whistled,

“You think he's still here?” he
asked. :

“I'm pretty certain he is! And if
he is, he doesn’t stick in that garret
all the time!” said Harry. “He can
get out easily enough without being
spotted, if he chooses his time. When
the school's at meals in Hall, or in
class—nobody about to spot him,
then.”

“Bunter had
Johnny Bull

“It was snafled from his study
while we were at dinner yesterday—
that's pretty plain! And Smithy did
it " said Wharton. "I'll bet he
jumped at the idea of pointing
Lamb's study as =oon as he saw that
cargo of paint.”

*He wounld ! agreed Bob, “1 sup-
pose he was wandering about, while
the coast was clear, and spotted it.
But——" ]

“We can't give him away ! said
Nugent.

“No! But this won't do!” said
the captain of the Remove. "I think
we'd hetter root him out and tell him.
This isn’t his first trick on Lamb—
there was a rag in the Pet Lamb's
study omne day, and DBunter was
whopped for it, and he said he had
nothing to do with it——"m"

“PBunter would say anything ™ re-
marked Johnny.

“Yes: but there was a boot chucked
at Lamb’s napﬂrer from a window, and
Skinner and his mob were whopped
for it—and they all sa
hand in it. Now this has happened !
Smithy will be getting all the Eemove
whopped in turn, if this goes on.”

“QOr sacked, by gum!” said Bob.
“If you hadn't spoken up for Bunter,
hﬁ_""'”
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the paint!” said

they had no
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Harry Wharton nodded.
“YWe've nothing fo do with

Smithy's stunts, and we've kept clear
of that garrot, and said nothing !” he
answered.  “But this won’t do—and
we'd better tell Bmithy so plainly!
This morning we all thought that
Bunter had played that mad trick
with the paint, and Lamb cerfainly
thonght so—only I remembered that
the fut chump had soaffled it, think-
ing it wps jam in the box. But for
that——" .

“If it wns Smithy, he's jolly well
wat to chuck it ! said Bob decidedly.
“ And the seoner we tell him so, the
better I™

“Let's ! agreed Nugent.

The Famous Five went up to the
Remove ge.

They strolled along that passage in
a casuul sort of way to Johnny Bull's
study at the end. It was nccessary
to he cantions, in order not to draw
attention to the vicinity of the box-
roon.

If the Bounder, as Wharton
belicved, was still hidden within the
walls of Greyfriars School, they cor-
tainly did not want to give him away.
They waited till no one was in sight
and then slipped quictly np the box-
room atair.

‘I'he door of the little garret, ad-
joining the box-room, was shut. Ko
kev was to be secn. As that garret
was never used, or entered, no onc
was partienlarly interested in the
kev: but suy fellow who had noticed
thut it was missing would naturally
have m;&pnsﬁl that it was in charge
of the house-dame. But the Famous
Five had their own ideas about that.
The expelled jumior certainly had
been in that garret a cnu}ﬂe of days
ago, whether he was still there or
not, aod they koew that he must
lave locked the door on the inside,

Harry Wharton tapped lightly at
the doer.

There was no sound from within.

(]

“ Better let him know it's us!
aurmured Bob. “He might faney it
was the Lamb or a pre. on the prowl 1
; %—Inrr;r Wharton steoped to the key-
1D,

“Smithy ! he whispered.

There was no auswcer.

Auy occupant of the garret must
have heard that whisper and recog-
nised the voice. But if the Bounder
was there, he did not choose to reply.

“Smithy !” repeated the captain of
ithe Remove, more loudly. * Yon can
cpen the door, fathead—we're not
zoing to give Jou away ' We want to
spenk to you!"
Bilence

“The silly ass!
anawerr” muttered Nwugent.
must know it's safe with ns!”

“After all, wo're mot sure he's
there ! yemarked Jﬂhnn’; Buil. “Yon
haven't tried the door!

“It was locked,” said Harry. He
turned the door-handle, and breke ofi
suddenly as the door opened to his
hand., “Oh!” he ejaculated.

On previons ocensions that door
had GLeen locked. But it was not
locked now. It opened. And the
chims of the Remove pushed in, star-
ing round them.
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The Farrnt was cmpty.

“Oh ! repeated Harry Wharton,

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Not here, old man!” he snid.

“The herefnlness does not scem to
be terrific!” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows
as he stared round the empty, un-
furnished little room. He felt
certain that he had solved the mys-
tery of the painted etudy; he had
been quite assured that the expelled
Bounder was still lurking in the
school, carrying on his foud with the

But there was no sign of an occu-
paut in the little garret. If Vernon-
Smith had béen there since the morn-
ing they had seen his face at the
window, he was gone now.

“False scent, old man!” said
Johnuy Bull. “He was here a couple

‘of days ago—we saw his chivvy at

window ! He ain't here now !
“No,” said Harry slowly. “He
wans here—he must have meant to
stay! We jolly well know that he
anooped the tuck out of the ham

in the box-room, and he bagged the

blankets from the Fifth Form dorm !
Eﬂt must have meant to camp here.

n i

“A chap would goon get fed up!”
said . Bob.

“Well, yes; but Smithy is a sticker.
Look here, if he's gone for good, what
has be done with the blankets and
things #*

“Not here, anyhow !” said Bob.

“He must have parked them some-
where, In the box-room, perha
they counld have been put out of sight
thexre !”

The juniors left the garret, closin
the door after them. They atﬂﬁ
into the adjoining hnI-l'-nﬂEl‘; re
were 4 good many empt Xes
trunks in that a rgml:-.nt,
Wharton looked inte omne after
another.

“Oh, my hat! Took!' he ex-
claimed, as he lifted the lid of a big
trunk that belonged to Lord Maule-
VETer.

“BSmithy's larder ! chuckled Bob.

Mauly’s trunmk had been empty
when it was placed in the bex-room.
It was not empty now. It contained
a roll of blankets and some other
articles, cvidently thosc used by the
Bounder in camping in the garret,
as well as a stack of tius, packets,
cartons, and other containers of food-
stuffa.

“That's where he's hidden his ont-
fit!” gaid Harry. “He may have
faneied that there would be a search,
aiter what happened in Lamb's study,
and cleared off for a time!™

“Or fn%ﬁnod 1¥ gaid Bob.

Harry Wharton closed the lid of the

trunk.
“1 don't belicve he's
ood,” he said. “He wouldn't have
othered to put those thi ent of
sight unless he thought he wonld
want them again—he could have left
them in the garret. I bélieve he's
cleared off, in case Lamb got sus-

icious and there was a search. He

new there wounld be a fearfnl row
about pointing that st 1%

The Famons Five left the box-room.
Whether Smithy was gone for a time,

and
and

e for

or gone for good, they conld not tell;
but Harry Wharton, at least, was
convineed that they had not scen the
last of the expelled Bounder.

But wherever Smithy wns, and
whatever might be his intentions, he
was not on the spot mow—that, at
least, was certain. The Famous Five
went down—and found most of the
Remove discussing with grent intcrest
and considernble cxcitement that
Amazil rag in Lamb’s study, and
}li?ha‘;:mg who was going to be sacked
or it.

The chums of the Remove had little
doubt that the fellow who had
painted Lamb's study had Theen
aacked already. But on that subject
they said nothing—they were care-
fully keeping Smitliy's sceret!

P p—

SMITHY ON THE TRACK !

ERBERT VERNON -SMITH
caught his breath suddenly.

e old ivy rustled as the

Bounder dropped inside the ancient
Cloister wall,

The "hour was lnte—-..ugpmnl-.ing
midnight. The Bounder had left it
late before he returned to the schoof,
He did not want to run the elightest
risk of his presence at Greyiriafs
being discovered,

Jolin Robinson kucw; bunt Le was
assured that the chauflenr wonld
not betray him. Harry Wharton &
Co. had glimpsed him at the garret

window a few da ago; but he
know that he could d on their
silenee if they guessed that Le was

still about the school. But the fewer
who knew, the safer he was. And
had the eyes of a master or a prefect
fallen on him, hie game w&ulg have
been up at once,

In the late howrs, after all Grey-
friarts had gonc to bed, no cye was
likely to fall on Lhim. Unless, as the
Bounder cynically reflected, it was
Lomb’s—if he chaneed to ran into
the art master on onc of his mys-
terions nocturnal exeursions!

He was very wary as lie clambered
over the Cloister wall and drop
within, and stood listening, nfter the
rustle of the ivy had died into
silende.,

It was a ecalm, clear night of
B])l‘iﬂ%, with a glimmer of moonlight
that fell in silvery pools among the
old stonme pillare of the Cloister.
Black shadows alternated with
patches of wilvery light. And it
geemed to the Bounder, as he stood
watching and listening, that =&
shadow stirred, He canght hia
breath, his heart beating.

No one counld ke in the old dim
Cloister at that hour—unless it was

Lamb, creeging cautionsly ont of the
school, as Smithy knew that he had
often crept.

In his days as n seapegrace in the
Remove, Smithy had more than onco
broken out by way of the Cloister
at the very spot where he had now
climbed in, where the old vy
clustered thick round an nncient
stone bmttress of the wall. But net
at that late howr. The most Tock-
less black sheep in the schoel could
hardly be getting out at searly mid-
night. Tt was Lomb, or nobody—



for, so far as Smithy knew, there
wad no ome clse at iriars likely
to. be out of bed when midnight was
about tor chime. Smithy . knew
nothing of the activities of the
Head’s new chauffeur in the small
hours.

. He' stood . listening . and watching.

There was no sonnd—and if a
shadow had stirred, as he fancied, it
did not stir again. Yet he had a
feeling that the old Cloister was not
untenanted—that he was not alone
there,

If it was Lamb, he had scen him—
he.stood in moonlight within the old
wall. What would the man do? If
he collared him, he womld have to
admit that he was out of the House
at that late hour—a circumstance
that certainly he would prefer to
keep wseeret. But was it Lamb?
Was it anyone?

For several long minutes Vernon-
Bmith stood watehing and listening.
The silence and stillness reassured
him at last—mo one was there!
And at length he trod softly away.

Keeping 1n the shadow as much as
he could, the Bounder crept to the
back of the school buildings. To
aet back into the House, lie had to
climb to the garrct window, which
Iie had left unfastened.

Heo stood, at last, at the foot of
the wall, looking up. The moon-
light olimmered on two windows
high above his head—those of the
hox-room and the gorret adjoining
it. A rainpipe gave a rather pre-
carious access 1o the leads of an out-
building under the windows,

He was wondering as he looked
up whether there had been a search
for the painter of Lamb’s study, and
whether the garret had been visited.

It was net likely, but it was pos-
sible, that Lamb might suspect whose
hand had been at work—and if he
did, there certainly would have been
a search. If it had taken place, the
Bounder had left nothing to betray
hig sojonrm. Nobody was likely to
look into Mauleverer's trunk in the
box-roomnt.

If there had been any search,
nothing had been discovered—Smithy
had left o sign, and he had spent
the day at the Three Fishers, up the
river, at o safe distance from the
echool. -

He stood looking up at the parret
window—gleaming like a sheet of
silver in the brightness of the moon.

Where he stood, at the foot of the
wall; he was in black shadow; but as
goont as he climbed on the out-
building below the window, he would
stand ount clear in the bright moon-
light. He was little likely to be seen
at that hour, unless Lamb was out,
and near the spot. But Herbert
Yeruon-Smith was too cautious to
take risks—discovery meant the end
of the strange game he waa-plaiil;g
at-the school from which he had been
expelled. He waited for a clomd to
drift over tlie moon before he started
his climb.

He had long to wait. The sky was
clear and fine. Clouds were drifting
from the sea, but they moved
slowly. But Smithy was pnﬁuni.
He leaned on the wall, his hands in
his overcont pockets, and waited

EVERY SATURDAY
while one long minute Jfollowed
another,

Nearly half an hour had passed, and
the moonlight was atill bright on the
hiﬁh window, when the Bounder was
suddenly glad that he had been eo
cautious. From. the silence of the
night, a faint sound came to his ears.

It was a soft, stealthy, almost in-

audible sound ; but the Bounder knew:

that it was a footfall.

His heart beat !

This time it was not fancy—it waa
certainty ! From somewhere at the
hack of the building that footfall
came—soft and stealthy. Someone
had left the House door or
window, at midnight, and was creep-
ing awa.ly—atrepping lightly, nlmost
noiselessly.

A dark shadow fell across a pool of
moonlight.

Vernon-Smith craned himself back
against the wall, dece in dark

adow, his heart throbbing, and
watched and listened.

A figure passed within a few yards
of him. _

Hiz eyes pleamed at it. His first
feeling was one of disappeintment.
It was not Lamb, as he had expected
—Lambh T;l-ﬁ E ]ittlg ma:]l. and this
was B bun n & heavy over-
coat and alguchﬂmhat. "

Had it been Lamb, the Bounder
knew what he was going to do. It
was & chance he wons not likely to
miss, of shadeowing the art master on
one of hia mysterious night-
prowlings, and discovering what it
meant. That was what he was at
Greyiriars to discover if he could.

But that bulky figure was mnot
Lamb’s.

He watched it keenly. The face
was hidden by the turned-up collar of
the big overcoat and the slouch of the
hat-brim. It was mot Lamb—who
was it? But was it not?

It came into the Bounder’s mind
that the big hat, the thick great-
coat, and the heavy boots, would give
the little art master a muech more
bulky appearance—indeed, it was
likely emough that the man would
calenlate on that, in ease a chance
eye should fall upon him in his
prowlhngs.

The figure remained in sight onl
for a few moments, then it paaseg
into shadow again,

Whether it was Lamb or not, the
Bounder could not tell. But he did
not hesitate. He t on ti in
the direction the stealthy ficure had
taken.

Twice, thrice, he glimpsed it again
in the moonlight, though it seemed
to hug the shadow wherever possible.
Hardly a sound came back to the
Bounder’s intent cars. He followed,
creﬁgini even- more stealthily than
the dark fizure ahead,

Once more he glimpsed the fizure
in the moonlight; then it disappeared
into the darknesa of the old Cloiater.
That, then, was the man’s way out—
whoever he was! It was Lamb—it
must be Lamb! Who else could be
stealthily leaving the school at mid-
night? Where was he going? What,
in the name of all that was mya-
terious, was his game?

‘The Bounder could not guess. But
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he was going to know. And he cre
silently into the dark Cloister on the
trail of the sterious figure that
had disappeared.

'TWIXT CUP AND LIP!

ERRERS LOCEE did not stir,
as a faint footfall on the old
stone flags of the Cloister came

to his keen ears.

Within a few yards of the spot
where half an hour age Vernon-Smith
had climbed in, the Baker Street
detective stood close in the shadow of
an old stone pillar.

Locke had been on the spot over an
hour when the Bounder had come!
And he had set his lips with anger
and hugged closer cover, when he
saw the scapegrace of Greyfriars drop
from the ivied wall,

That reckless schoolboy’s felly bade
fair to ruin all his plans.

Night after night, for long, weary
hours, the Baker Street dotective
had waited and watched, in that
spot.

Ha.nyh days and nights had passed
since the might when he had seen a
dim form creep into the Cloister and
hide the leather wallet containing the
cracksman’s outfit under the ivy by
the buttress.

During that space of time Slim
Jim not been at work—there had
been no report of any fresh raid by
the mystery cracksman. But soomer
of later it must come—and when Slim
Jim marked down his next crib to
erack, he would need that outfit
—and when that time came, Ferrers
Locke was going to be on hand.

Night after night he had waited
and watched—and now, at last, the
time had come! The faint footfalls
mmingeug the Cloister warned him.

Locl id not stir—he watched!
Half an hour had passed since he had
seen that reckless schoolboy elimb in.
Vernon-Smith, he had no doubt, was
safe off the ecene long ago. The man
who was coming was the man he
wanted. And the detective's eyes
glinted as a bulky figure in greatcoat
and slouched hat emerged into the
moonlight and stooped to grope under
the ivy by the bu a

Like the Bounder, he had no doubt
that it was Lamb, bulky as he looked.
Lamb or not, he knew that it was
Slim Jim._ '

But he did not stir.

His ¢ue was to shadow the man—to
track him to the crib he had planned
to crack, and catch him in the act.
It was futile to seize him now—worse
than futile.

Lamb—if it was Lamb—might find
it difficult to explain his movements,
but there was no proof, It was pioof
that Ferrers Locke wanted—proof
sufficient to clap the handcuffs on the
man’s wrists, to place him in the
hands of the ce. TFhat proof
awaited him—when he tracked Slim
Jim to the scene of robbery.

There was a rustle of the old ivy as
it stirred ; the man tﬁ:ﬂ;’lng ander it,
behind it, was in eep recess by
the buttress.

Suddenly, the arm thrust into the
ivy was withdrawn; the hand came
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out empty, as the bulky figure rose
sharply to ite feet, with a catch of
breath that reached the detective’s
PATS.

The man stood staring into the
darkness of the Cloister, the way he
had come!

Ferrers Locke's lips sef. For a
moment he imagined that Slim Jim
had suspected a watcher near -at
hiand.

But it was not that! 1t wns some-
thing at a little distance that bhad
alavmed] the crook.

‘The next moment, Ferrers Locke
knew what it was, as a faint asound
came. The crook had heard it firat—
liis ears were as kecn. as those of n
wild onimal. Someonc was coming
softly up the Cloister—and the man
kuew that he had heen followed.

For a long moment the man stood
staring. listening. Then, suddenly,
he moverl.

That he was supected, that he was
watched, -Slim Jim could hardly bave
rupposed ; but he knew that someone
was theve. _

By whatever chance it happened,
smeone was coming.

With !ightnin?-lilm snddenness,
the man in the slouched hat darted
ont of the moonlight into the dark-
ness under the old arches of the
Cloister. '

Crash !

‘There was n startled cry. _

The crook, undoubtedly, had in-
teuded to dodge away unsecn, un-
heard, in the dark: but in the dark
he had crashed into an unseen figure.

Tervers Locke gritted hiz teeth.
He heard o cry, and a heawy fall,
then, for a moment, a sonnd of run-
ning fect. His chance wns gone—the
crook had taken the alarm, and was
linuting ecover—hunting his hole like
a scared rabbit! Slim Jim weuld
crack no crib that night !

From the darkness under the old
avches, Locke heard a sound of pant-
ing breath, and n scuffting sonnd ns
someone dragged himsclf to his feet.

Slim Jim was gone—bmt the un-
known into whom he had crashed
had gone sprawling over under the
zhock, Who was 1t? The Baker

sirect  detoctive thought that he
vould guess.
“Oh gad:!” he heard a breathless

exelamation.

Then stumbling foofsteps came ont
into the moonlight.

Locke, from hia cover, saw the
Bonnder of Greyfriars.

Vernon-Smith stood panting, star-
ing about him dizzily. He had been
taken utterly by surprise by that
sudden crash in the dark, and had
gane over like n ninepin,

That the man ahead of him had
stopped, that ke bhad any reason for
stopping, Smithy, of course, did not
kunow. He lhad, not ecounted on that
sudden rush back of the man he had
heen shadowing, For some moments
he hardly realised what had hap-
pened.

“Oh
lessly.

Locke made no sound, but Lis look
was very expressive as he watched the
Bounder of Ghreyfriars.
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The Bounder's intervention counld
not bave come at o more unfortunate
moment for the detective. But for
that, Blim Jim would have been on
his way, the Baker Street detective
shadowing him to his destination.
Now all was over—for that night, at

lenst.,

“The rotter!” He heard the
Bounder mutter the words aloud.
“He must have heard something—I
was cloger on him than I thought—
the wary rat! He was pgoing ount—
I'm certain of that! He's chucked it

—the rotter! By gum, I'll get him

. another time "

Ferrers Locke's eyes glinted in the
darkness, but he did not stir.

For n minute or two longer the
Bonmder stood sta about him,
then he went. Not till he was clear
of the spot did Ferrcrs Locke stir—
and it was an intensely angry chauf-
feur that went back to his rooms over
the garage.

Smithy, sorting his blankets out of
Lord Mauleverer's trunk, and cam
ing once more in the locked garret,
z:littie- dreamed of the harm he had

one.

BUNTER KNOWS !

i BAY, you fellows!”
I Billy Buunter squeaked un-
heeded.

There was a crowd of Remove
fellows in the Rag after third school

the next day; they were discussing

what was now the chief topic in the
Bemove and in Greyfriars penerally
—the painting of Lamb’s study.

‘ Hf-thody, so far, had been expelled
or it.

Nobody had been found out.

That was not for want of effort on
the part of masters and prefects. The
hunt was up, so to speak.

The Head had made it clear that
that offender had to be discovered.
Such pn outrage could not be over-
looked, or for n, or allowed to
rest. It was a together too outrage-
ous for that!

Lamb's study was uninhabitable.
He had ghifted his quarters to Mr.
Chuelch’s old study while his own was
in the hands of the decorators.
Almost every fellow at Greyfriars had
vigited that green-pain study, to
stare nt the daubs and agl;mhes of
paint, and every fellow who saw it
agreed that the unknown ragger was
some lad.

Had the Boundcr been still at
Greyfriars, he wonld certainly have
been suspected in the Remove. gmithy
was the only man capable of such
things.

But as the Bounder was gome, it
seemed to be the handiwork of some
wild and reckless fellow, bent on fol-
lowing in the Bounder's footsteps.

And he had not been spotted !

The Head had gone to the length
of enlling the prefects specially to his
study and impressing upon them that
the offender had to be found. All the
prefeets were on the 1. Al the
masters, as well as LE::. Lamb, were
keenly on the gui vive. As Prout de-
cla in Common-room, snel an un-
precedented and unpa
an tunsult to the whele etaff.

ralleled act was
The

perpetrator had to be discovered and
expelled from the school, of which he
was & disgrace, Prout declaved; and
all the beaks agreed with Pront.

Every man in the Remove had been
questioned and uestioned not
once, but many times. The eulprit
was in that Form—there was little or
no doubd about that. Lamb ques-
tioned them—other beaks questioned
them—prefects questioned them, one
after another. And absolutely nothing
came to light.

Every man in the Form declared
that he most certainly had not left
his dormitory on onday mnight.
Every man declared that he had not
the slightest comnection with the mys-
terion® removal of that box of paint
from Study No. 7 in the Remove. Ac-
cording to their own account, the
Remove were all as innocent as doves.

Five mcembers of that Form, ccr-
tainly, suspected that they could have
named the enlprit.

But they were not, after all, sure;
and, in any case, they certainly would
not have named him. Ha Whar-
ton & Co. said nothing of the Bounder
—and even Smithy's chum, Redwing,
had mno suspicion that the expelled
junior had reappearcd at the school.

Who was it? was the question
asked up and down Greyfriars—and
nobody conld find an answer. _

Everybody had expected that a dis-
covery wonld be made on Tuesday.
But no discovery was made on Tues-
day; and now it was after third
school on Wednesday, and yet no dis.
covery had-been made.

Prefects were gtill on the prowl.
Masters were still keen. The Head
was still determined. But it looked
as if all that prowling and keenness
and determination would come to
exactly mothing. Nobody had been

spotted yet, and it began to look as

it nobody cver would be spotted.

Some fellows, certainly, had linger-
ing suspicions of Billy Bunter. After
all, Bunter had su that paint!

The Head had been satisfied that
Billy Bunter was simply a howling
ngs, and not o desperate ragger.
Lamb secemed to be satisfied -also.
Still, as Skinner asked, if it was not
Bunter, who was it?

It was somebody. That, at least,
wns certain, Lamb'’s study had not
painted itself en. Who was the
somebody ? If it was uot the fellow
who had snoo that point from
Gosling’s lodge, which fellow was it?

On the other hand, thongh it was
an undonbted fact that Billy Bunter
had had the paint, it was another
undonbted fact that he hadn’t the
nerve.

It was difficult to picture the fat
Owl getting out of the dormitery in
the middle of the night and cm?ing
downstairs with of int, to
splash and daub a master’s s iam‘l
leave it strewn with cmpty paint-

[ftn
.—with the certainty of being sacked

if hie was ted !
Bunter, in fact, was the very last

fellow to have done such a thinﬁ-
e

e:tneiut, of course, thatlic had had
paint !

While masters and prefects took an
awfully scrious vicw of the matter,
many of the juniors regarded it os a



tremendous lavk, and wished the un-
known Ilngk! And it seemed
that he was going to be Jucky; for by

this time hardly any fellow -expecte

that a discovery would be made.

“He was some lad, whoever he
was!” Bolsover major declared.
" Smifhy’s style -all over; only even
Smithy would have drawn the hne at
it, I faney. Somc merve!”

“But who the dickens—2 eaid
Bquiff.

“Bet you they won't spot him
now !” said Hazeldene, “They've
been all over the school with a emall
comb and found nothinmg out. If it

really was a Remove man, I don’t see
why he can't let fellows Imow.
Nobody in the Form would give him
away.”

“1 say, you fellows—" equeaked
Bunter again.

Bunter had been listening to the
discusgion with a shade of unusual
thoughtfulness on his fat brow and
a sly twinkle in the little round :tvea
behind his big round spectacles.
Great thoughts, it seemed, were slir-
ring in Bunter's podgy brain, if any-
one had noticed—but nebedy did.

“Might be a chap in another
Form,” said Peter Todd. * They
Lamb rather in the art class. e
may have got rome fellow’s back up.”

“But who?” said Tom Brown.
“I'd have said that not a man at
Greyiriars had the nerve to play such
& mad trick, except Smithy.”

“I say, you fellows——"

“QOh, shnt up, Bunter!” said Bol-
sover major, taking heed at last of
the fat Owl's squeak.

“Oh, all right—if you don’t want
to know who did it!” smiffed Billy
Bunter.

At those words cvery eye in the
Rag turnmed on the Owl of the
Remove.

Even Lord Mauleverer sat up and
took notice. Even Fisher T. Fish
left off for & moment thinking about
money to starc at Bunter. The
Famous Five, who had been taking no
part in the discussion, all spun round
towards Bunter with astartled looks.
Billy Bunter's fat equeak really had
the effect of a thunderclayp.

“Do you know whoe 1t was?Z a
dozen voices exclaimed.

“Don't 17" grinncd Bunter,

1 Whﬂ was it-?”

“Was it & Kemove man 72

“Cough it up!”

“Shake it out!”

“Tell us who it was, vyou {fat
foogler !

Billy Bunter grinned—irom one fat
car to the other! He was the centre
of intercst mow—he had the house.
He was the cynosure of all eyes—he
had the spotlight! Bunter liked the
spotlight! This was a great moment
for Bunter !

“Guess ¥ he grinned.

“The fat ass!"™ snorted Bolsover
“He doesn't know o

major.
“Don’'t T just '™ -
“ Deeen’t Bunter know everything ?*
remarked Hazel. Y 'Whose
have you been at, Bunter?e”

“Beast! I jolly well know——"

“Cough it up, then, you fat frog!”
growled Bolsover.

“Better keep it dark!” exclaimed

Harry Wharton hastily, “If you've

keghole _
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really foand out, Bunter, keep it to
yourself 1"

Wharton was thinking of the
Bounder. If Bunter knew who had
painted Lamb’s study, it must mean
that he had discovered the Bounder's
return to G riars—or so it seemead
to the captain of the Remove, at least,
And that was not a matter to be
shouted from the house-tops,

But thers was a roar of protest at
once! Every fellow wanted to know!
Curiosity was wvery keem about the
identity of the own ragger who
had | rated the wildest rag in
the history of friars,

“Shut up, Wharton |

“Let him rip I

“Get it out, Bunter !

“Who was the chap?”

“Tell us, you fat ase!”

“The stillfulness of the tongue
shows the wisefulness of the esteemed
head, my absurd fat Bunter!? said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Shut up, Inky !

*@o it, ter 17

“ Whe waas it P

“Me !” said Bunter.

There was a general ga

i Eh;:»?" stuttered Harry

‘Me!

rton.

—— ——

BOLD, BAD BUNTER !

& ox 1+
Almost eve
Rag exclai

They at Bill
E:mlﬂd at him. ey goggled at

II.'I-

That unexpected and ungram-
matical answer from the fat Owl took
everybody by surprise.

Bunter, so far, had emphatically
denied any knowledge of the ﬁi‘;ltiﬂg
of Lamb’s study. He had th
paint, but he asseverated that he did
not know who had snaffled that paint
from his study in the Bemove; his
fat mind, according to hiz own
account, was & perfect blank on the

subject.
chiefly

fellow in the
at once.

Bunter. The

He had been believed,
because hardly a fellow supposed that
he had the nerve to perpetrate such a
rag. Skinmer and one or two other
fellows had a lingering suspicion,
that was all, The Head certainly had
believed him ; and the Head was lpopu-
larly mlpﬁmsecl to be able to tell at a
rlance whether o fellow was speaking
the truth or not. Lamb, who was
undoubtedly very keen to spot that
ragger, was satisfied that it was not
Bunter—or appeared to be satisfied.
And now——

Now Hunter owned up to it!

“You!” stuttered the Removites.

“What do you think?”" asked
Bunter, with a fat smirk. “Think
I'm afraid of Lamb? Think I'm
afraid of the Head? No fear!”

“It was—was you!” exclaimed
Harr;r Wharton. “You fat foozler, it

wasn't ™
“ Tt waa me ! roared Bunter.

“1 sup you mean ‘it was I'¢7"
Iemar Peter Todd.
“Eh? No! I don't mean it was

you, Toddy—I mean it was me!”
“Ha, ha, ha !*
“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
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at! Don’t %‘ﬂuldli dget making out thad

it was {m:, y—it was me !”

“That grammar wouldn’t do for
Quelch !” chuckled Peter, *“But if
yon mean that you did it——"

“Of course I did! It was me, all
the time!” declared Bunter.
“Lamb's been a beast to me, hasn’t
he? Making a fellow out a liar
before all the Form, and all that!
S0 I jolly well paid him ont! I got
that paint from Gosling, and I jolly
well painted his study !

“Didn’t I say it was Bunter?” re-
marked Skinner.

“I rather fancied it was, too!”

said Snoop.
“ Bor you'll be leaving soon,
Bunter |” grinned Hazeldene,
“Eh?” Bunter blinked at Hazel.

“I ain't leaving! ‘Wharrer you
mean :

“You'll be leaving as soon as thls
S By, yon Giiloms: 4

“I say, you fellows, don't you civae
a r:.l:apF gwa R ou huwjlrﬁ Eail:l
Bunter, “I don’t mihd owning up
to you fellows, now they haven't
found anything out—but I don't
want the d to know. Not that

I'm afraid of the Head—still, I'd
rather he didn't know.”

Harr{ Wharton & Co. gazed at the
fat Owl,

Wharton had felt certain that it
was the hidden Bounder who had
inted Lamb’s study His friends
ad thought it wvery probable,
Bunter’s claim to the distinction

True, they had all thought that it
was Bunter's work, like the rest of the
Form, when it first happened—from

J took them all by surprise.

the ¢ircumstance that he had had
the paint. But Harry Wharton had
not n long in guessing the truth.

Now, however, he was mnot certain

¢ that it was the truth he had guessed.

The Bounder had been gone, when
he was looked for. He might have
been gone before that painting had
taken place. In that case, it was
some fellow in the school whe had
done it.

“You fat ass!® exclaimed the
captain of the Remove. “Was it
really you, or are you gammoning—
as usual?¥

“0Oh, really, Wharton *

“Did wyom the paint on
purpose " demanded Bolsover major.

“Of course T did! As soon as I

spotted that box of paint in
ling’s lodge, I said to myself:
‘T'll jolly well paint Lamb’s stud

with that!’ ose very words!”
said Bunter hmenlii;

“You fat Ananias!” roared Bob
Cherry, “You thought it was jam I¥

“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You told us it was jam !” howled
Johnny Bull. “You thought it was
jam, right up to the minute we got
the box open!”

“8o he did!” exclaimed Nugent,
“We all know he jﬁtelﬁ well did! He
was trying to get fellows to take it
back, when he found out that it was

paint,”
gasped Bunter. “I1—1

i Dh !l‘.l
mean
“Well, what do you mean?’ asked
Wibley. “Did you do it or not, you
fat chump?”
Tre Macrer LmBiRY.—No. 1,674,
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“Yez, 1 jolly well did! This is
low it was,” exclaimed Buanter. I
snooped that box, thinking it was
jam-—bnt when I found out that it
was paint, I said to myseif-- I'lL
jolly well paint Lamb's stndy with
that!* Those very words.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“¥as it you who shifted it omt
of the study, then?” zsked Feter
Todd, eyeing his fat sthdy-mate sus-

picionsly.
“Eh? Oh! Yes! Of course it
wag! I—I hid it in the box-room,

ail ready for pnin'tin?‘ Lamb's study !
Aid in the déad of night,” added
Bunter impressively, “I came down
and-—and did it !”

“Where did you get the nerve?”
asked Lord Mauleverer.

“0h, really, Mauly, I've got tons
of nerve!” said the fat Owl. “Emithy
ain't the only man that can rag
Laml, I cap tell you! He's bheen &
beast to me all this term—now I've
vot back at him, see?”

“No, I don't quite see!” remarked
his lordship.

" Well, Bunter knows whether he
did it or met!” said Skinner, “I
tarecierl he did, all the time. He had
the paint.”

“1f you did if, you fat ass, the less
¥ou say about it the better!” said
Havry Wharton,

“"Whes afraid?’ demanded
Bunter, *“Fat lot I care for Lamb,
or for amy of the beaks, if you come
to that! I've pot more nerve than
voeu, old chap ¥

“You'll want all your nerve, when
yon get spotted!™ grinnmed Bob
Cherry. “You'll want a little more
than you've got, I faney.”

“¥Yahi” was Bunter's retort to
that.

Harry Wharton & Co, left the Ra
in a rather puzeled mood. They ha
felt sure—or almost sure—that it
was the hidden Bpunder who Lad
rageed Lamb's stndy. Now  they
were, uneertain,

Il that fat ass do 1f, or didn't
le?" asked Bob, as they went out
ivto the quad.

“1 suppose ho knows whether he
did or not!” said Johnuy Bull, “Is
cven Bunter idiot ewough to say he
did if he dide't?”

“The esteemed idictic Buuter is
idiot cnough for anything!™ re-
marked the Nabeb of Bhanipur.

“*Yes—but—="

“Goodness knows!” said Harry
Wharton., *“I certainly thought it
was Smithy! Still, he was gone—
and may have gone before it hap-
quﬂ, tor all we know, But—"

¢ shook his head. "“That fat ass
thinks that it's all safe mow, as
they've been unable to find anything
out. He thinks some fellow did it,
anil is going to keep it dark, and he
can claim the jolly old glory! He
wonld like fellows to think him a
tough customer, like Smithy! It's
all gammon !

“1 shouldn't ‘wonder | agreed Bob,

Whether it was gammon or not,
Eillyr Bunter was sticking to his
story. The glory, such as it was,
of being the boldest and baddest
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ragger cver known at Greyfriars
School was Bunter's.

Bunter was some lad.  Bunter was
a wild amd reckless fellow, who
did not care un boiled bean for the
beaks, the Head -included! Bunter
was, as it were, carrying on the
tradition left expetled
Boander. 1In the . Bunter was
surrounded by an excited crowd
listening to details of his daring and
desperate’ exploit—details which tle
fat Owl invented as he went along.

Bunter, for once, was the :

Bunter was the fellow who had

done what mo other fellows, howso- P

ever rockless, would have ventured
to do—even the Bounder, before he
wag sacked !

Bunter was a bold, bad ragger—na
devil of a fellow—in danger of the
shck, and not caring -a hang for the
danger. ' That was the character in
which the fat and fatuous Owl
fancied himself. Now he was getting
uw‘a? with it! _

hen the dinner-bell rang, therc
was guite a swagper about Bunter as
he rolled away to Hall. A 'bold, bad
ragger was entitled to a spot of
swhnk !

Temple of the Fourth tapped him
on a fat shoulder en route.

“1 say, was it really you?” whis-
pered Temple,

Bunter emirked. The news was
retting out—f{ellows in other Forms
were learning what a devil of a
fellow Bunter was!

“What do you think?* gsmiled
Bunter.

“Well, dash it, you've got a nerve,
dash it!"” said Temple.

“That’'s a thing I've never been
short of " drawled Bunter,

He rolled on, feeling rather like
the ancient gentleman in Horace,
who was like to strike the stars with
his sublime head. Cecil Reginald
Temple, the captain of the Fourth,
had told him that hce had got a
nerve, dash it! This was glory!

Neither was thiz all. As the
Ilemove went ‘into Hall, Hobson of
the Shell dropped a whispered in-
quiry into a fat ear,

“ Did you——" began Hobby.

“Didn't I?” grinned Bunter com-
placently. ,

“You smudged all that paint over
vour beak's study!” breathed

obson.

“Sort of ! admitted Bunter,

“By gum, you talke the whole
cake [ said Hobsom. “I'd do the
same for Acid Drop, only I don't
want to be sacked !”

“Who cares?”’ said Bunter
breezily.
“Well, you're the limit!" said

Hobby,

Never had Billy Bunter felt so bold
and so bad. In a lucid interval, as
il were, he wondered who on earth
really bad plastered that paint all
over Lamb's study.

Whoever it was, he was keeping it
vory dark—it was safe for Bunter to
lay claim to the exploit. Nobody -had
been found out—nobody was going to
be fonnd out—this was getting glory
on cheap terms—heing a devil of a
fellow with no risk attached! That
suited Billy Bunter admirably !

Even the expelled Bounder had
never. done anything quite so wild
and reckless ag' this in his time at
@Greyfriars, Bunter had—at least,
nearly. - everybody - believed  that he
lad—and Hobson, the captain of the
Shell, had called him the limit.

Billy Bunter, as he rolled to the
Remove table, swelled with such im.

rtance that he was almost in

anger. of snffering -the fate of the
fmﬁ in the fable and bursting!

r. Lamb, as it happened, was not
at the Remove fable as usual. A
Sixth Form prefect had taken his
lace there. Which was, perhaps,
just as walé E{:r_fﬂuljl:ntu, for thero
was a good deal of whispering at the
table, and felows - at othef tables

glanced at Buntor, facs of the Third
and Second regarding him with open-
eyed awe and wonder. Which was

pie to Bunter—but no doubt it was
Just as well for him that the Lamb
was not there to observe. it,

It had not yet occurred to Bunter's
fat brain that all this glory might
have the effect of drawing attention
to him, with uncomfortable results,
That was to oecnr to him Iater,

THE MYSTERIOUS WALLET !

L H! breathed Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder of Grey-

friars stood for a moment

startled —listening with knitted
brows and intent ears,

He was standing in the old
Cloister—having, in fact, just clam-
bered in by the ivy, The school were
at dinner, and Smithy picked his
time carefully for Lhiz goings and
comines,

As Bob Cherry had remarked, a
fellow was liable to get fed up with
such quarters as the expelled junior
had found in the school. Smithy was
a aticker, and e was determined.
He was gomng to stick on at Grey-
friars somehow till he had. found out
Lamb's secret game, whatever it was,
and shown him up, getting him, hc
hoped, sacked, as Smithy had becu
sucked. But he had to get out of
that garret sometimes, and it was
safe enough with eare and caution.

He ha al_ip]_ml' out while the

school were in Form unseen, un-
suspected. He was returning while
they were at dinner. From of old,
he knew that spot in the ancient
Cloister where it was easy te eclimh
the wall with tlie aid of t.ie ivy and
drop within,
. After ﬂrﬂ&piug in, he waited for a
few moments to watch and listen—
though it was uwlikely enough that
anyone wonld wander inte the old
Cloister at such a time.

A footfall on the old stone flags
came to his ears,

Unlikely as it was—im
he would have supposed i
was walking in the Cloister,

Who the dickeus it could be, the
Bounder could ‘not guess or imagine.
Every man at Greyfriars must be in
Hall at dimmer-time—it was not some
fellow like Loder of the Sixth, or
Price of the Fifth; sneaking into a
quiet corner for & semioke. Form-
masters sometimes walked in tho
Cloister—but at dinner-time they

ible as
omeona
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*“I don’t care a boiled bean for that cheeky little beast Lamh ! *’

to the largest mouth in the Remove.

sat at the head of their fables in
Hall. That footfall was ntterly un-
expected, and it warned the Bounder
that he was not so safe as he sup-
posed.

But he was prompt to act.

He backed away into the cover of
a stone pillar—the same, if he lhad
only known it, that had hidden
Ferrers Locke the night before,

He listened intently. He was glad
that he had acted so awiftly, for the
footfall was approaching.

It stopped at last at the end of the
Cloister, close h{ the spot where the
Bounder had clambered in a few
minutes apo. He realired how
narrow his escape from detection had
been,

He was safe ont of sight now—
unless the man, whoever he was, came
round that old pillax. If he sus-
peeted that anyone was there, he
would. But did he? Who was he,
anyhow, and why was he there?

The Bounder was puzzled. It
looked to him as if someone clse had
chozen this time.to ecome to that spot
when it was certain to e deserted!

But why? A fellow could not be
breaking bounds at dinner-time!
Who else?

He started as a rustling sound
came to his ears. It was the rustle
of the thick old ivy that clustered
on the wall—only three yards from
the spot where he stood behind the

illar.

It sounded like a fellow climbing
out. Anvhow, if he was bandling
the ivy, he had his face to the wall—

and, thervefore, hiz back to the
Bounder,

Vernou-Smith peered
stone pillar,

He barely suppressed a gasp at
what he saw.

He had a back view of a man
stooping by the wall, groping with
the full length of his arm under the
ivy where 1t was thickest at the
corner where the big buttress jutted.

He could only zee the man’s back,
but he knew Mr. Lamb at a glance.

He watched him in wonder.

It was to that s that he had
tracked the man in the greatcoat the
previous night; the man he was sure
was Lamb. The man had taken the
alarm and rushed back, knocking
him over in the dark—certainly
without knowing whom he had
knocked over. But why was he here
again—picking this moment when
everybody was in the House and no
eye could fall on him? He was not
going out—he was groping under the
1vy! He must have cut dinner in
Hall for this very purpose! What
did it mean?

The Bounder hardly breathed as
he watched,

The arm that was extended under
the mass of ivy was withdrawn, and
there was something in the hand.

round the

The Bounder saw it—a leather
wallet,
His eyes almost popped,

He knew that leather wallet b
sight. He had secn it when he ha
broken open Mr. Lamb's desk in his
atudy—the act for which he had been
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said Bunter.

: The door opened
suddenly, and Mr. Lamb stepped in. A fat hand grasping a doughnut remained motionless, hali-way

Bunter seemed petrified !

expelled. He had known that Lamb
had becn intensely angered by that
wallet having been seen. It had
some conuection with the man's
mysterious secrets,

he man whose back was turned
to him rose to lhis feet. Evidently,
that wallet was all that he wanted—
that was what he had come for!

_ Vernon-Smith backed swiftly out of

sight, in case he sghould turn. A
faint sound told him that Lamb was
thrusting that wallet out of sight
under his coat.

The hidderi Bounder stood in
amazement. For some reason inex-
{Jlmable to him, Lamb lad hidden
hat leather wallet in that obzcure
corner. Now he was taking it away
from its hiding-place,

It dawned on Smithy why, It was
because of the alarm of the previous
night.

ad he, the previous night, in=
tended to take that wallet with him
when he went? Was that why he
had stopped at the wall? But what,
in the uvame of wonder, coull it con-
tainf Smithy could net begin to
ouess,

Whatever it contained, Lamb had
evidently decided te remove it from
its presemt hiding-place. That alarm
in the night had been enough for him
—someone unknown had heen on the
gpot, and the man was caution itself.
He would never-come that way again,
in case of a similar happening. But
what was in that mysterious wallet?
Yernon-Smith could only wonder,

THE MagNET LIBRARY.—No. 1,674,
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Tieceding footfalls came to lus ears,
Lamb was ing. He pecred out
avain, and had a glimpse of the
mwan's back as he disappeared.

“By gum!” breathed the Bounder.

Heo was deeply puzzled, but his sus-
picions of the man, though voague,

were deeper, sharper than ever. It
scemed to Vernon-Smith that he
alimpsed guilt behind all this, But

of what was the man guilty?

He did wot knuw—ge could only
make vague guesses. He would have
riven much to know what were the
contents of that mysterious wallet,

He waited o quarter of an hour
before he stirred from cover. Loamb
was long gone, when the Bounder
crept away from the Cloister and
matle his way cautiously to the back
of the Honse, to regain his hiding-
Mace in the garret.

What was tho
seeret ?

It was a secret of guilt of some
kind—the Bounder was sure of it—
lie was convinced of it. The man who
had got him expelled had a puilty
secret—he know 18! What it was he
did not know and could not guess—
hut on one point he was grimly deter-
mined—he was going to know before
Greviriars School saw the last of
hiimn !

man's strange

RECKONING !
HN
“Cheeky little

AFTER THE FEAST, THE
OT Bunter:"
*Yoes—Bunter 17
satidl Coker of the Fifth.

sworp 2
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. The news was getting to the seniors
by tea-time. Potter of the Fifth had
heard it from Greene, who had heard
it from o man he knew in the Shell,
who had been told by a Fourth Form
chap, who had had it from a fricend
in the Remove. Thus dJdid newa
travel.

“Cheeky, if you like,” said Potter.
“But what a nerve! From what I
hear, the young sweep pinched that

‘paint from Gosling's lodge—pinched

it on purpose to paint his beak’s
astudy—and told the other fags that
it was o box of jam, to keep it dork!
P'retty deep !

“Aud the prefects haven't spotted
him,” said Coker, with contempt.
“They can’t apot anythmg-—they'ro
a lot of duds! A Ilemove fag paintz
his beak's study—"

“Shush !” breathed Iotter, as Mr.
Lamb came out of the House, passings
at a short distanee.

Lamb, of course, was to hear
nothing. Nobody was going—in-
tentionally, at least—to say any-
thing in the hearing of n beak.
Though, with so much talk going
on, it was very probable that somc-
thing would be said unintentionally,

“Eh?" Coker did not notice tho
art master for a moment. “ What do
yvou mean, Potter? The pre’s ought
to have spetited Bunter long ago—he
did it on Monday night, and now it's
Wednesday afternoon!  Think I
wonldn’t have spotted him if I'd been
a pre? I-—"

“Dry up!” breathed Potter. “ Do
vou want to got the silly kid sacked #*

“What—" began Coker. “0Oh!"

- T T
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he added as Mr. Lamb dawned om
him. And Horace Coker dried up.

Mr. Lamb, in passing, glanced at
the two Fifth-Formers, Therc was
o rother grim expression on the
Lamb's face az he walked on.

The hunt for the study painter had
died down.  Prefects had prowled
and prowled, but had found ont
nothing, They were keen encugh,
eapecially as the Head was so anxious
for that reckless offender to be dis-
covered and prﬂ]i:frg punished. But
what was even the kcenest prefeet to
do without the faintest clue? Mr.
Lamb, who was a good deal kcener
than most prefects had been equally
baffled—till now.

But that afternoon Lomb had heard
the name of Bunter repeated a good
many times. Fellows would be speak-
ing of Bunter, and would stop sud-
denly if they saw Lamb. But half a
dozen times, at least the Lamb had
caught the namo of Bunter, and no
doubt he had wondered why that fat
member of his Form had become such
an interesting topie,

Now Coker's lowd voice had told
Lim more,

He knew now why Bunter was
talked of far and wide—he had, or
was believed to have, painted Lamb's
study green. Perhaps a suspicion had
lingered in the Lamb’s mind all the
time; after all, Bunter certainly had
had the paint. Now, it sccmed.
Bunter, the study painter, was a
general topic. Was it Bunter, after
all, who had followed in the footstips
of the expelled Bounder ?

Lamb's face was grimly thoughtful
as he walked on. As he passed the
fountain.in the guad a voice flonted
to him from the other side—the voier
of James Hobson of the Shell.

“Home lad, that man Bunter of the
Liemove 1

“But did he—"
voice.

“Oh, it’s O.E.! I asked Bunter
himself just before tiffin, [-—"
James Hobson's voice died out as he
spotted Lamb.,

A group of Bhell fellows remained
silent till the art master was gone.

Mr. Lamb walked into the House.
His lips were tightly compressed.

The inevitable had happened—not,
of conrse, foreseen by Billy Bunter,
when he had jumped at that glorions
chance of getting the reputation of a
devil of a fellow, who did met carc
a hang for the danger of expulsion.

S0 much talk on the subjeet had
been bound, sooner or later, to reach
official cars. Now it had reached
them !

Mr. Lamb threw open the door of
the Bag to sce whether Bunter was
there, He wanted Bunter. The lazy
voico of Lord Maunleverer was audible
as he did so.

“Gammon! Nothin' in it!™

“You're a silly ass, Mauly,” said
Skinner. “I jolly well knew it was
Bunter all along—and now he owns
up to itl”

Sudden silence as Mr, Lamb was
scen at the door.

The art master glanced round over
the gold-rimmed glasses slanting on
his nose,

“Is not Bunter here?” bleated the
Lamb., “Where is Bunter?”

It was Hoskins'



“VUp in the studies, I think, sir,”
answerced Skinuer. .

'"Thank you, Skinner "

Mr. Lamb left the Rag, leaving a
dozen fellows staring at one another.
They fancied they could guess why
the Lamb wanted Bunter.

“That fat ass has got :slpcntt.ﬁd!"
murmured Skinner. “Lamb’s on his
frack—you can see that!

“Poor old Bunter!” said Hazel.
“He should have gone on kecping it
dark—he did at first.”

“0Oh, he conldn’'t help swanking
about it!" grinned Skinner. “B
gum, though—fancy two men sack
from the Form in one term! Bunter
won’t be here to-morrow !

Mr. Lamb—with very little doubt
in his mind now, if any—ascended the
staircase to the Remove astudies.

Three or four fellows on the
Remove landing were talking, and
suddenly ceased to do so as the art
master came in sight. The Lamb
could guness now what had been the
subject under discussion.

¢ passed them and went up the
Remove ge, heading for Bunter’s
study—No. 7. But he did not walk
so far as Stud{y No. 7—a fat squeak
floating out of Study Neo. 1 stu;yed
him, In that study the Famous Five
were at tea—and it seemed that they
had a distinguished guest!

“1 say, you fellows, it wanted some
nerve, I can tell you!”

The door was a foot open. That
fat and fatuous squeak came to Mr.
Lamb’s ears with the greatest dis-
tinetness.

“Yes—if you did it !” came Harry
Wharton's voice.

«“Qh, really, Wharton——"

“Wéell, did you?” gruated Johnny
Bull.

“You jolly well know I did!” came
an angry squeak. “Didn't I bag that
paint from Gosling’s loedge? Who do
you think did it if I didn’t? Think
I'm afraid of Lamb? Blow Lamb!”

Mr. Lamb stood in the passage, his
face growing grimmer and grimmer.

“Fat lot I care for Lamb !” went on
Bunter, “I'd do it again as soon as
look at him! Who's afraid of Lamb,
I'd like to know ?”

“You are, you fat fraud, if he could
hear you !” said Bob Cherry.

“Yah! You fellows may be afraid
of Lamb,” said Bunter comtemptu-
ously—"not me! I've a jolly pood
mind to paint his new study, same
as I painted the old one—and so I
jolly well will if I have any more of
his old buck! I don’t care a boiled
bean for that cheeky little beast
Lam'h_rll

The door of Study Neo. 1 was pushed
open.

Mr. Lamb abegped in.,

“0Oh!” pgasped the Famous Five
together.

ey %um ed to their feet.

Billy Bunter did not! He remained

ag if glued to his chair. A fat hand

mg o doughnut remained
motionless, half-way to the largest
mouth in the Remove! Bunter
seemed E‘etriﬁeﬂ. There was a big
E:S in that doughnut, where Bunter

already taken an extensive
bite. He did not take another. The
doughnut remained suspended, like

Mahomet’s cofin, between the heavens name I? |

EVERY SATURDAY

and the earth. Bunter was paralysed.
He knew that Lamb must have
heard him. His fat brain fairly
BWAn.
He had stated that he did not care
a boiled bean for Lamb! Judgin
by his look now, he cared many boil
beans—whole bushels of them.
“Bunter ! said Mr. Lamb quietly.
“Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter,
“Follow me at once !"
“ [—I—I never——" moaned Bunter,
My. Lamb glanced round at the dis-
mage-d faces of the Famous Five. His
look was hard and grim.
~ “I conclude,” he said icily, “that
1t 13 common knowledge in the lower
school that Bunter was guilty of the
outrage in my study on Monday

night.”
Wharton & Co.

ATry
reﬁ‘lg
ere was no denying the fact. It
was common knowledge, not only in
the lower school, but in a good deal
of the npper school. Nearly all Grey-
friars was talking of Bunter's ex-
ploit. Lamb, evidently, was aware
of it—the hapless fat Owl's swank
had come home to roost, as it were.
“Bunter, follow me at once ! said
Mr. Lamb. “I ghall take you to your
headmaster. "
“Oh crikey! I—I never did it,
sir I gasped Bunter. “I—I don't
know who did, sir; but I never——"

made no

I——

“What! I have just heard you
say that you did !”
‘Oh lor'! I—I—I meant that I—

I—I never!” gasped Bumnter. “I—I
mean, that was only a—a figure of
speeeh, sir. What I—TI really meant
was that I—I never had anything to
do with it, gir.”

If Billy Bunter had had a recputa-
tion for telling nothing but the
frozen truth, Mr. Lamb would hardly
have believed that etatement. But
Billy Bunter's reputation was far
otherwise. Certainly the Lamb did
not think for a moment of believing
him.

“Follow me!” he rapped. “You
will be expelled, Bunter !”

Yell from Bunter:

“]—I—I say, J—I—I never—"

“You will be expelled, as Vernon-
Smith was expelled. Now follow me
to your headmaster’s study !”

t was not a bold, bad Bunter that
limped out of the study after the art
master. It was a deflated, dismal,
doleful, terrified Bunter, limping
along with -his fat knees knocking
together, and an expressiom on his
fat face that might have moved a
heart of stone.

Boldness and badness had com-

letely evaporated. Like Lucifer
gon ﬂg the Mgnmin ; Billy Bunter had
fallen from his high estate, and great
was the fall thereof. He fairly

crawled after Mr. Lamb to the Head's
study. Harry Wharton & Co., forget-
ful of tea, were left looking at one

-gack. It was rather too
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“Wow I®

A crowd of Remove fellows waited
on the landing for Billy Bunter’s re-
turn. They all spoke at omee wien
the fat Owl crawled into view again.

Bunter's replies were not very in-
telligible. ut his looks epoke
volumes.

Never had the fat face of William
George Bunter worn an expression o
uttl:r%f dismal, doleful, and deplor-
able. It was plain that the chopper
had come down.

“Is it the sack, you fat ass:™ ¢x-
claimed Harry Wharton.

“Oh lor’! I—I never did it:!”
wailed Bunter. “I told the Head I
never did. I don’t kmew why he
wouldn’t believe me. Oh lox"! He
—he—he says I'm sacked! Fancy
that, you fellows! Me, you know "

“What on earth did you expect:”
asked Hazel. “Didn’t you know
you'd be sacked for it, if you were
found ount:”

“I never did it ! moaned Bunter.

“0Oh, draw it mild![" grinned
Bkinner. *“You've been bragging all
day that you did.”

“Beast I moaned Bunter., “I—I
never ! I told the Head I never! He
seemed to think I had domne it, be-
cause Lamb told him I said I had.”

“Ha, ha, ha I”

The juniors were sympathetic.
They were sorry for poor old Bunter
getting bunked like this. But,
really, they could not blame the
beaks for taking him at hiz own
word,.

Billy Bunter had been swanking all
that day as a bold bad mgger, who
didn’t care a boiled bean for beaks,
and didn't worry a han$ about the

_ ate for him
to declare that he hadn’t done it.

Lamb could hardly want any cvi-
dence more conclusive than Bunter's
own statement on the subject, neither
could the Head. Really and truly,
a fellow could hardly complain of be-
ing condemned on his own evidence.

“QOh, cackle " moaned Bunter. “I
never did it !

“You said you did, you howling

ase ¥ exelaimed Harry Wharton.

“Well, I—I may have said s0,”
moaned the unhappy fat Owl. “ But
—but—but I—I never! It was a—na
—a jeoke, rcally.”

“Did wou tell the Head that?"
asked Bob.

“Yes. I told him I only said it

for a joke, and I told him that I
never said it at all, but—but ke
didn’t believe me.”

“I wonder why?" remarked Johnuy
Bull sarcastically. )

“That’s what I can’t make out!”
groaned Bunter. “I mean to zay,
‘tain’t as if I was untruthiul like
some fellows.”

I:I'Eh ?JJ

(Continued on next page.)

another in silent
consternation.
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“] mean, if it was one of you
chaps, it would be different; but I
think the Head ought to take my
word. This wouldn't have happened
1f Queleh had been here,” monned
Bunter. “1 wish now that old
Quelel never had been kidnapped.
It seemed rather a cabtch at first: but
I wish now it had never happened.
Old Quelch would stick up for- a
chap. That beast Lamb iz down on
me like a ton of bricks. I believe
Ie thought it was me all along, be-
cause I had the paint; and I told him
I never took it, and that I thought
it was jam when I took it—"

“Ha, ha, ha

“Cackle ! moaned Bunter. “Fve
ot it in tho neck. The Head says

I'm gacked. That's what they call
justice here !”
“You blithering chump!” said

Peter Todd. “What do you expect
the Head to think, when wou eaid
vourself that you did it#"

“Beast I”

Billy Bunfer lcaned on the
banisters of the landing, and
groancd,

He did not look some lad now,
Temple of the Fourth would never
have remarked now that he had got
a nerve; neither would Hobson of
the Shell bhave said that he was the
limit., The unfortumate fat Owl
crumpled up under the disaster he
had brought on himself,

“When are you going?” nsked
Bob.

Groan from Bunter.

“The Head says I'm to po and

pack my box. He says there's a
train to-day. 1L'm to take it. I—I—
I say, you fellows—" Bunter

blinked round at the crowd of faccs
with a faint hope. “I say, d-d-do
¥on think he was just—just joking¥*

“Oh erumbs I

“ Hardly !

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“It's about time for the fellow whe
did it to own up,” remarked Lord
Maunleverer. “That fat chump has
asked for it—begged and prayed for
ii_dbut he never painted Lamb's
o u +JJ

“Hot ! gaid Skinner.
along that he did !

“1 snppose he knew whether he did
it or not, Mauly,” said Squiff. “He's
becn telling everybody that he did.”

“I kncw all

“He wpever did! said Mauly,
shaking his head.
“I—I—I &ay, Mauly, was it

vou®" asked Bunter eagerly. “If it
Wwas, 1yt:m ought to own up.” .

‘Oh gad! No, old man!" gasped
Lord Mauleverer.
“Well, look

vou—-=>"

“It wasn't, ass !

“I fanev it was,” said Bunter.
“You say yvou know it wasn't me—
well, then, how could you know, if it
wasi't you? You ought te own up.
I saw, vou fellows, you make Hnu}:r
own up, if he did it !

“You howlin' ass ! gasped Lord

here, if it was

Mauleverer.
“You eau ecall me aames,” said
Bunter hotly, “but I think it's

pretty mean to let a fellow get it in
the neck like this when you did it.”
Tur Macwer Lispary.—No. 1,674,
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“You . burbling chump, Mauly
never did it I roared Bob Cherry,

“Eh? Was it you, Cherry?”

“Me? Ob, my hat!”

“Well, if you're so jolly certain
that it wasn't Mauly—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“You blethering, h]itherinfl, he-
nighted bandersnateh !” oxelaimed
Harry Wharton. . "Try to tell the
truth for omce—did you do it, or
not "

“No!” howled Bunter. “Did yon "

“Ha, ha, ha I

Harry Wharton gave the fat Owl
a fixed, searching look.

He had had strong doubts of the
fat junior's claim to be a bold, bad
ragger on Smithy’s lines. Certainly
Bunter looked anything bLut a bold,
bad ragger now.

But if the fat Owl, as he now de-
clared, was mnot guilty, Wharton
knew who the wanted man really
was,

He¢ quietly left the crowd on the
landing, and went up the Remove
passage,

If, as he had suspected, the culprit
was the hidden Bounder, there was a
chance. for Bunter yet—if Vernon-
Smith was still within the walls of
Greyiriarg School.

Leavinge the other fellows crowdcd
round the unfortunate Owl on the
landing, the capfain of the Remove
hurried up the passage, and ran up
the box-room stair.

He stopped at the door of the dis-
used garret, and turned the door-
handle.
secret quarters that door would be
locked again. It was locked.

Harry Wharton tapped lightly.

There was no sound from the
garret. He stooped and whispered
through the kevhole:

“Smithy! It's Wharton here—all
safe! For goodness’ sake open the
door, if you're there, Smithy ¥

There was n pause; then the kev
clicked on the inside of the lock and
the door opened.

SOMETHING LIEE A SURPRISE !

ERBERT VERENON-SMITH
looked out—with a black
scowl on his brow. His eyes

gleamed , at the captain of the
Hemove.

“You fool I he muttered.

Wharton drew a deep breath of
relief. BSmithy was there again—he
had not, after all, gone for good.

“You fool ! repeated the Bounder,
in low, savage tones. “ What have
vou come here for? I knew you'd
spotted me. Haven't you sense
enough to keep elear and leave a
fellow alone?”

“Yes; but—"

“Get out of it, then! Xeep clear
and held your eilly tongue ! snapped
the Bounder.

“I've kept clear—and I've held my
tongue I answered Harry Wharton
quietly. “But I must speak to you
now, Smithy! Look here. was it yvou
who painted Lamb’s study on Mon-
day nightr”

“You've guessed that, have you:"
aneered the Bounnder.

If Smithy was back in hizs I

“Yes, I priessed it—I thought it
was Bunter at first, but S00MH
gueased. You got the paint from his
study—it was yon?”

“Well, what about it?” snap
Vernon-Smith, *“That's only the
ginning—I'm be%'oin to make Lamb
tired of life before I'm through with
him. Yon're not going to give ma
away, I sup gt

“ Bunter’'s .ulir or it 1"

“Wlat rot! What silly idiot
fancies that Bunter had the nerve to
do it*” snapped Vernon-Smith con-
temptuously.

“The fat ass has been bragging
that he did it ™

“Oh gad!

“He fancied it was safe, as mo-
body was found out—now he’s nailed
on his own fatheaded brag! He's
sacked 1™

“Backed repeated Smithv
blankly. “Bunter sacked! Well, it
won't be much loss to any I

Harry Wharton looked at him,

“You can’t let that silly idiot got
it in the neck, Smithy, old man,” he
said.  "“A word from you will sce
him clear.”

The Bounder set his lips.

“And give nup my game here—
ehuek it all up because that fat fool
chooses to gln:r the giddy ox? No
fear!. I'm here to wateh b—I"1ut

oing to land him—I'm going to got

im kicked out of Greyfriars, az ho
ot me kicked out!” said the

ounder savagely. “And I can tell
you I've got on to something, too—
know more about him than I did !
That man's breaking the law some-
how—I1 don't know. how yet, Dut 1
know that much !

“Never mind Lamb now——"

“I'm here for Lamb ! sparled the
Bounder. *Think I like camping in
a mouldy old garret? I'm herc till
I get Lamb! That fat fool can take
what's coming to him !

“You can't do it, Smithy ! said
the ra.ll);t.ain of the Remove quictly.
“You know you can't, without my
telling you I’

The Bounder gave him a black
lock.

There was a long moment of
silence. Then, without speaking.
Herbert Vernon-Smith stepped out ot
the garret.

Wharton dill not speak; he Lknew
what that meant. A n“:iy cost to the
puccess of his vengeful plans, the
Bounder of Greyfriars could not let
the fat and fatuwous. Owl take tho
consequences of what he had done.
His brow was black, his eycs glinting
with savage temper; but he knew
what lie had to do, and what lre was
going to do. He came out of the
garret slowly; but Lo came. "

|

He paused outside the door.
seemed to hesitate.

“Thiz knocks it on the head I he
muttered. “If I let out that I've
been here, the game will be up—I
shall have to clear !

“It's the right thing, Smithy!”
said Wharton guietly.

“Oh, rats !” snarled Smithy.

He paused—but notfor long. Then
Le tramped down the box-réom sbair.
Entl Harey Wharton followed him

own,

ed



Vernon-Smith was scowling as he
tramped down the Remove passage to
the landing at the end. But the
pcowl left his face and le pgrinned
sardonically at the sitare of utier
amazement that grected him when he
arrived on the Eemeve landing,

“Smithy !” yelled a dozen voices.

“0Oh gad !* exelaimed Lord Maunle-
verer. Y Smithy 17

“Bmithy here ! gagped Skinner.

“I—I—I  say, yom fecllows, it's
Smithy ! stuttered Billy Bunter, his
cycs almest ing  through his
spectacles in astonishment.

“Smithy !” exclaimed Tom Red-
wiirg, e ran towards his chum.
“Smithy, old man, how—where—

Low——"

“It'a me—mot my ghost, old
hean 1" grinned tha--ﬁ-und&r. “You
mer didn't knmow that you've beem

cntertdinin® an  angel unawares,
what?"
“But what—how gasped Red-
wing blankly, ’
He was utterly amazed by the un-
cspected sight of hia chum in the
school from which le had been ex-

pelled the week before.
“1 conldn't tear m

Y

If away from

Lamb [* said the under -airily.
“Yon know how fond I am wof
Lamhb 1”7

“How long have you becn here?”
grasped Peter Todd.
*Since last Baturda

1H

“Oh erumbs! Then—was it
you—-=->"

“Exzgctly I _

“I say, you fellows, I shouldu’t;
worder -if it was BSmithy painted
Lamb's study, as he's ~here!™.

squeaked Billy Bunter:

“What a brain!” said Smithy,
“Faucy Bunter gucssing that !

“You beast, I've got expelled for
it I" yelled Bunter. :

“Berve you jolly well right I

FF

2 W-]&y,w Euu—rﬂu—gﬂu

TAn v liave you shown up now,
Smithy?* asked Skinner., “Nobody
knew you were here, e

“Oh, I've t tired of that
gariet,” drawled the Bounder, “and
I want @ chat with the Head—
always cenjoy a pow-wow with the old
bean! Sorvy I can’t stop—I've got
to go down to sce the jolly old Beak !
I'll kick Bunter before I go !

“Yarooh! TYou stop ki-l‘.:lﬁn% e,
you beast!” roared Bunter. " Why,

on rotter, you kick me again, and
‘Il—vyarooooooooh !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bounder, with his hands in his
pockets, sfrolled acress the landing
to the stairs.

All eyes followed him. On the
study landing, three or four Fifth
Form men stared at him blankly, On
the staircase, Temple of the Fourth
almest fcll over at the sight of him.
A buze of voices followed him—and
another bues from below greeted him
as he appeared.

“Is-—15—is that Vernon-Smith 7

It was the Lamb’s voice.

Mr. Lamb, at the foot of the stair-
case, was talking with Mr. Prout.
Both the masters atared at Smithy—
they almost zoggled at him. _

“ Amazing ! boowed Prout: “ What
is this bey doing heye? This boy has

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Editor i always pleassd to
hear from his readers. . Write to
him: Editor of tha MAGNET, The
Amalgamated Press, Lid., Flestway
House, Farringdon 5t., London, E.G.4.

WO lectfers I have read this
morning, coming from readers
living iles away from one

another, and béth keen readers of the
Magxer at that, make me realise
more than ever how careful an Editor
must be in his selection of stories,
The first corrcspondent likes the
series of yarns of the *
like Yernon-Smith, Hazeldene, and
Skinuer & Co. These characters, he
says, are really trae to life, and Mr.
Ritliicds in s very best when
writing stories arouwnd tlem. The
yarns starring Bunter, my chum
m{s. are very funny, but not quite so
satisfying. that as it may, the
angwer to my chum is that a fat and
fatuous l_mgf like William
George Bunter is highly entertaining.
Correspondent No. 2 states wi

f;i:.t eut]lilusiaam his fnﬂﬂnegﬂhfnlﬁ tlllm
i , humorous yarns with Billy
Bunﬁ: “getting up to his funny
tricks.” He states that he prefers
these to the serious stories featuring
the scapegrace Bounder Vernon-
Smith, zeldene’s temptations, and
the caddish antics of Skinmer & Co.
Neverthelesa, these two chums assare
me that they read every Maower
yarn, whether it is about' their fav-
ourites or not. If wé had no other
type of achool story each week
but a serious yarn, or the ppposite, a
“Bunterish ™ one, the Maoxzr

wonldn’t stand so high in the fiction

world as it dops y.  Variety,
after all, is the spice of life. Still,

gay dogs "—

73

i'm grateful for these two friendly
lettera,

The next letter comes from I
Parkington, of Horsham, who wauts
me {o tell him how to miake shocs
waterproof. His reason for making
this nest is that he has to cross
two fields on his way to schgol, with
the result that the dampness G
trates: his shoes, A very excellent
remedy, my <hum, is to get a tin of
dubbin and ruhb it well into the glocs.

Space is running short, so I cian-
not re_gly to. any more queries this
week, but I must thank the follow-
ing readers for their kind letiers
and suggestions: A, J. ontman
Bussex); John le Vierge riiet) ;

. H. Tritt (Notts); “J. 5. (Bivken-
head); T. ard (5t. Leéonards-on-
Sea)s A, Bear gnrdrnp Place); and
B. Benwett (Stoke).

Ln-ukingl forward to next week's
arn, mma?  Good! Frank

ichards has eertainly writfen a real
top-notcher for yom im:

“THE BOUNDER'S TRIUMPH ! ”

the finsl yarn in our series telling of
Vernon-Smith’s determination to get
even with his encmy, Mr. Lamb, the
mystery master of the Remove.. Up
to now, Ferrers Locke has been no
match for the cumnmimg crook, but
where the Baker Street detective hae
failed, Smithy resolves to sucoeed.
As this is ope of the best yarms our
pepular auther has yot given us, I
strongly advise all “ Magnetites " to
slip along to their newsagent at the
firet opportunity and him to
reserve -n copy of next Saturday’s
Maaxer. You'll feel like kicking
‘yourself if you miss this smashing
yarn of Greyfriars,

' YOUR EDITOR.

beon expelled! What is he doing
here 2"

“Vernon-Smith !” stuttered Lamb.
“It—it—it is you !

“Sort of!” drawled the Bounder.
“Bid you like the style of painting
in' your study, Lamb? I'll give it
another coat some other {ime!

“Ain't he a ecard?” gasped Bob
Cherry.

The crowd of juniors staring down
over the hanisters chortled.

Herbert Vernon-Smitlh  walked
away, Lamhb staring .aftey him as if
petrificd. A buzz, or, rather, a roar
of amazement, followed the Bonuder
as he went.  Swithy's ?umﬂ was up !
But Smithy loved the limelight, and
perhaps the sensation can by his
unctpected reappearance in the
school was a consolation to Liim.

“Come in " gaid Dr. Tocke.

T The .deor of the Head's

atudy opeuncd.

Dr. Locke gave an almost  convul-
give jump ! His eyes scemed to hutﬁe
from his majestic conntenance as the

— oy

GONE'!
APY

Bounder of Greyfrinrs walked into his
study. _ .

Never had the beadmaster of Grey-
friars School becn so astonished. Heo
stared at Herbert Vernon-Smith with
almost unbelieving cyes.

Emith}v gave him a cool nod.

“How'sa thinga, old bean?”
asked.

“Wha-a-t P stuttered the Head,

He rose from his chair in wrath.

“Verpon-Smith! How dare wum
come bere! You have betn expelled
from this school! How dare you
enter its precincts! I canmet woder-
gtanﬂ’.jhﬂw you have been admitted !

e dear old bean——"

“Wha-a-t 7

“My dear old bean, I've boen here
for days—parked in a garret!”
drawled the Bounder. “I'm goin’
naw, unless you'd like me to stay and
rive Lamb's study aunother coat of
paint I

“What! Was it you?"” gasped the
Hcad.

“Guegsed it in one!™ agreed the
Bounder. “I painted Lamb's study,
old tulip, and 1'd have dene the same

- tor his-new study, but——"
Tuwe Maorer Lispany.—No. 1,674

lie
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“You—you have bLeen here -you
liave been concealed in the Howse—
j’uu-juu—-ﬁu were - gudlty of that
outrage in Mr. Lamb’s: siuﬂv-—

"'lhg-ht ot the nail! I'd ‘give him
a few more attentions, if I had time,
Lbut I judge from your look that
you're rathér keen to speed the part-
ing gnest—what #? drawled h]lilﬂ.‘lj"-

"Bless my soul!. I-—[—-

““MAGNET” PEN PALS

A free foeturc which brings fogether
veaders &l ooér” Uid woilil for the pur-
pore’ of ‘exchangiviy vickes on’ matfers of
mrutual interest.” If wou wish to reply
fo & "notice Pub.‘" tshevl “hiere pon sl
write to the Pen Pal :Itrfri, ‘olrece for
?mﬁhmtmn m?u:m{f.' e abcompanied by
the eowpon on dhis page, and posteli do
the Matekr Pen Pals, Flectway .Hmuc‘,
Farringdon Strect, Landoi, 204,

A Westmorlamd; 117,  Shirley  Road
Sputbamplon, Hants 15. 16 slamp:, maga
zines,  nlma, awd books.

. A, Graves, 37, Pmul.{-lds Eoad, Tolladine,
Hm'ca’ltﬂ, ‘wviation “Bnd naval pi:.tures all
Iel-t.ﬁa answered prompbly.

k. Uunningham, 15, Bediord Street, Stock-
I::udge, Edinhurgfl 10-1%; swimming, read-
ing, Hima, Toothall, And avintion.

iz B Hpem.cr, o Shgtehllu Lane, Tonug
Sticet, " Dudley Hm - “Bradiord, Yorks;
16-18; =napshota, cyﬂmn’. and. Swimming
Beatland of Sobth of "England.

L. ‘Holladge, 22° Howbury Koad, Nunhead,
SE.15; il correapondents an}rwheru

F, " Ghoves, 74, Hampden - Crescent,
Harrow Hoad, Paddington, W.2; stamps,
reating, and photos; Eo land ' caly.

Misa E. {}rhnaimw 9 Ti:mg Street,
Dudley HEM, i. 13- 13.
hobbivs, flm atars, ’ﬂﬂr]mtnmg, cj'cling. and
an;‘pﬁlml,s, Beotlind or U.B.A.

5 P, -Eastlake, Delle ' Ve House,
Tepby, Waleg; 16- 19‘, htui}}m. Nims, swinds
ming, and gencral- b nrwhsﬁn

FEOW. Kieh J;, FL. ]3 Lmu A T.S, Boys,
E'hat.!la'lm, Kent; films, - hookt, "aul
goneral” tﬂplﬂﬂ* nﬂ;whl}re, all I.LM-E!'H
answered,

;L. - Harding, 29, Guildford Strect,
Chitrteey, Surrey: gu:l eofrespondenis; ’ﬂ[ﬂﬁ.
ddica-music, and genetal tépics; all leti.ﬂfs

ﬂnmcr{-d

A ~Mewdelsohn, 5424, Tlutcehison Street,
Montredl,  Que., Canada; 14 upwords;
slomps &l #owspapera; all i'al,t{-l
answered, = i

R oAittle, 3B6; Darkimg fload,: East Ham,
E.6; 17-20; anﬂ.lung; un:-'u!uu

1, . K. Mudson, « 75, Norwaad: Beverley,
Yprkshire; 1&55 ks, writing, thealre,
aid- filiez; not. ]]rit.is!l Bales.,

K. = mnlm{m, 67, - Woodhonze  Road,
Danoaster; 12 16, elamps, p_ltlnn:: sl -
capdz, - anl Mn:m, arivwherd; * all  letters
answerel.

- AW Parkinson, Somth NMicw, Dark Road,
Hnle, ﬂhti-htrt: 10-12; Iangiages,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Tlieie was a hur¥iad foetstep iu the
rassage,
Mr, Lamb. almost breatlidess, shot
into the sludy,
“Dr. Locke!
Ii11\1‘;1%]1—]1-: has had the andacity—
“Io is here, Mr. Lamb ! iie Iﬂs
confessed that it was he who: perpe-
irated the ontrage in your study
indeed, I should have known as much,

That bey—Vernon-
J!I

Misz M., Horrockz, 45, Loarchview Lomd,
Moorelose, Middieton, near Manchestier; 15;
girl correspomients; anything; aoywhere
except Brivish Isles. )

J. Delnero, 10a, Walton Strect, Exford]
153-17; painting, foctball, and Glms; -4ni=-
whore.

D, Regal, 183, Vaughan Noad, Teronto,
Ontario, Canada; 14- 16; tropival fish, model
acraplanes, hmh{mq, ‘apil stymps; anywhere
excepl North America.

| o .’trll.Egc, -32 ilrmlmg {-retn I'oane.
Clerkenwell, G-12: Doyal Navy -aml
.ut. nmwhem.

C Wilkinson, 18,  RBellingham  Boad,
,!u,ndﬂ Westmorland; 15-1%; -chemistry,
lml:iks,'.sp{-rh'- and  sbumps;  British- Isle:;
HI] letters ‘amsworad. ]

F, G. 3Silovens, * 8k Margarets,” Green
Lane (53, 'UCathierington, Portswouth,
Hante; 14-15: sportzs and general tap‘i-.f-,-
J_’L: itish- Empire or U.5.A.

1. Cullen, 15, Dixon oml Crozshill,
Glasgow; 13-14; scouting, camping, Ef'lli"i‘ﬂi
topics; New Zea fand, Australin, Canada,

P. Oshorne, 338, Hrtblnmh Hoad, Norwich}
girl’ correzpondents;’ 16-197 hnhhma. miodel
aeroplanes, and Aying; hﬂﬂ:}lk diztidet, .

D. K. Carter,” 22, Westhourne Grove,
Darlington, Co. ﬂ-urhir.rh atroplanes, pets,!
and  stamps, 3

B. Gibeon, 77, Washway WRoad, Sale,
Manchester; 14-15; LU.58.A, or Canada,

A, B, Grater, 85, hhukespcﬂre Avennae,
‘ﬂe]lsm;.. Bath, Enmmer.* 12-16; stamps,
srlemoe, :wiaticm, oF ||]I]'|b. anywhere; all
letters answered.

Miss. . J. Cooper, 27, Orchanl Avenug,.
Witidsor Lnﬂe,*Humlmm, Bucks; 12.14;
statps,- pets, amd gencral topica; anywhere
exceplt Eug‘lmulp

W. AL Brod, 5. East Avenue, (il. Rankey,
Warringten,” Lanes; 11:13; stamps  and
general tofiea; E‘:-un.mls}. nnd L.5.A.

G Smith, 40, Beashani Avenue, Gateshead,
G, I:lmha_mi 14-16;  stamps' angl. general
topics; anywherd ex ‘ntl‘l'il;- Hritiall Jalcs,

Misa© 3, . Rolfe; UHE Hedices,”, Upfield;
Torley, Surrey; ~ 115157 Tl =£ars * s
penernls togdes;  catvelicted o all o o loliters
answeread, . '

A Browshe, 15 Cypresa Terkace. Heglley,
near Donpaster;” <Limf=, tifareile a-unls,
amd aviation; oy where :

A, Balkow,. “Withok" 70, hlrnrm Rail,
Tramsvaal, 5 Africa; -spprls minl J_L_-,n-.r.ti.
Ellfiil"'-',_illl'lu'l-"ilt'll.| ull IeLlﬂJ 3% nlesilerel.

AL UL Ulitfond) -209 " Westoombin ™ 1Till,
Bl.lnhhtath 8.E.3; L0y corrlspondinls - e

. flin=, nmlhu:,' atild | auimals) eini-li
.'l~||||-|1g am] LS

I, Jlardy, .4, I‘h.,r'rn Lo, Lurten.on-
Trt;ﬁm] ﬁt.ltft ..1-|4 «163 1{5.‘15&:, nernplﬂgf:: MAGMNET
and ships; pn}w [T L it T2 W ey T
I, Bacon,. - 104, +Ml. anmnﬂmn - RBiried, PEN P:é‘i ¢§ VFoN
Buf!mm‘l’fﬂnt; in. 140 riding, © nature =
M,ula._ty,' oml stampes '.|'Lﬁ§lrlii-1 o
s e B, Co S O TR e o A Lk, TRy
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HAVE YﬁU A RED NOSE”

Al ﬂ ‘slamp and Fou W learn iow to rid yoursell of El_.lz-ll
terrible aMliction free of charge. :

A ¥ P i3 in mmju}.-*n:t T. J: TEHEFLE,

House,” 72 0xiord Ht-:rnp'.-.* ! G ancinﬁst,
When' muwbrin; lﬂrutmntn Please, ”HH‘U.EH 1-;.!“ Elnﬂn !

thats

L1 dilf, = Habs-uman, -
‘||.L1=rm |fxr —ﬂ-‘lll‘.'lc f.

At

B,

4 gras

et bn!u”hm

"~ FOR ONLY

- IEE s ITISH Col i.la L‘.u"'i. B,
'EE FAEHET F'H‘EE! ﬁ:ﬁlll -nﬁ.a.ﬂmﬂmd ﬁiqn;irm i .&H{i‘i{‘
ﬂ

lad 1 beew aware thal he was com
cealed in the sthool! 1-- o=
“I will remeve biw, giy:”
dray do so st once, Mr. Lamb?
T liave never Tienyd of ‘sucly impudenee
sneh candacity—such  effiontery ]
q'lkﬂ him awa¥ nt oncoe!?

Lamb ﬁt{*ppr:& towards the Bonnder.
His face waz grim. and bis evesglint
ing. Ilo did not look mucl like the
Pet Lamb now,

“1lands off, Lamb!” said  the
Bounder coolly. “I'm goin’. I onls
came in to ehin foi o minute witl tlic
old bean ¥ -

“Hemove him 1™ gasped the Tlead.

Mr. Lamb grasped the Bounder Ly
the ghonlder and led him to tho dvor,

At tho door, Vernon-Smith sud-
denly tnrued on the art master,
ed him, and hooked hia leg! So
suddenly was it done, that M. Lamb
went over befere he knew what was
happeningr,

umy!

“OL ! gasped the ead, as the ave
master  sprawled  backwards amd
landed on the carpet with o heavy
lmm 3.

w!" roared Mr, Lamb,

Thn Dovnder grinned ‘in al the
doorway, at the sprawling avt master,
and the gasping llead, for a moment,
Then he was goue. And o roar of
voices and langhter from the quud
showed that nearly all Greylriars was
scg:mg ﬂm Bounder ﬂﬁ'f

Billy ]]unt-‘:r, ztt'i.er all, was not
Luuked,

Bunter, in spite of his own asscr.
tions, hadn't painted the Lamb's

study. All Greyfriars knew now that
the Bouudev had been hidden in the
school cver since he had lieen ox.

pelled, and that Le had done it! It
was the biggest sensation of the torm
at E}rt‘t’i’ri-.us#“mlth} & HAIC Was on
every-tongue ;and, if he was gone at
last, e had left his old school plenty
to remember him by,

“But.is he gone?” Bob Cherry
asked witl @ chinekle. Old Smithy's
b _:-sf._rn:rimr—nuc el of a eticker! My
eloved "earers, vou ean bank on it
that we  haveu't scen the last of
Hmithy heve and Lamb hasn't seen

1ho last ol hinm ¥

Wiiich prove Al quite ap accurate
prediction !

TUE YEXT

(The fiuwal yen in dhis  popular
seviea i enlifled " THE BOUNDER'S
TRIUVMIPHY' ~ Watelt out for it in
MacyNEY, ey,
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