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By TOM EROWN

DEMAND and SUPPLY!

REALLY couldn't believe m

vars. It was the most astownd-

ing thing [ bad ever heard, and
I thought I wmust be suffering from
vrave defeets of the car-drumns.
I meun to say—I wos Joitering in
the quad.  Wingate and Gwynne
were chatting neavr by. DPrezently
Lord Mauleverer driffed up like an
antumn leaf, and spoke to Wingate.

“Excuse me, Wingate, but would
yon Jdo a fellow a favour?®”

Wingate stared primly.

* That depends,” he said, on what
sort of favour a fellow wauts done,
and whether I can de it.”

“You can do it quite ensily,” said
Mauly. “Would vou mind givin® me
2ix 2

* Wha-at ¥

“Six 1”7 said Mauly.

P nearly fell down. Wingate and

Gwynne gased at him blankly.
“Is that o joke?” demanded
Gwyune.

“Far from it,” sighed Manly.

“Then why d'vow want six, yon
younr gss "

“I don’t? T should simply hate
it! But a fellow always gets gix
for cuttin® gamea practice, and I'm
woln” to cut it this aftermeen. Fm
Feelin® tived. Sa if soa’ll give me
the six vew, T can got nver it durin’
divmer, and zo to sleep thiz afternoon
with a clear couscienee. That's the
itlea1?
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“Ha, bha, ha!” I yelled, till Win-
gate turned and withered me with an
eye,

“Well, Mauleverer,” said the cap-
targ, “I think I can oblige you. I'm
an obliging sort of fellow, Bend
over 1

Mauly sighed again and Teaned
over gracefully. Wingate started
work with the ashplant, while
Gw?uue and I looked on, grinning.

Mauly cmitted a couple of Yoo
and an Ow, and then, after thank-

ing Wingate polifely, bhe turned to
“1

hobble AWAY.

“Not so fast!” said Wingate,
shall expect to see you om the footor
ground at three o’clock sharp. Don't
be late, or I shall rome and look for
you I

“But—but, begad, that’s not fair 1
complaived our born-tired aristocrat.
“¥You've just punished me because I
shan't be there!"

“Not at all! I punished you as a
favour. You asked me to give you
six, and ¥ did so. Nothing to do
with games practice. I hope,” said
Wingate qmetlg, “I shall never
punish a junior for something he has

ok done—unless he aska me to, as a

personal  favonr, of course. Yom
haven't cut practice vet, so I can’t
puwnish you for it. Now clear off—
and don’t forget to turn up at three I

e walked away with Gwynne, who
was  langhing  loudly. oor  ald
Mauly! He had to twrn up at
practice after all.

But, at any rate, ke got what he
asked for!

Our Great Scoop!

POPPER ON THE WAR!

By CQur Special Reparter
WILLIAM WIBLEY

At great persowal risk, I obtnined
an ipterview with Sir Hilton Popper
this week., The effect of a Greyfriars
juior on Sir Hilton is that of 3 red
var on o bull, so I stuck o moustache
an wy upper lip and donned a tweed
snit.  Laoking about forty, I asked
the Loxrd of Popper Court for an
imterview ouw “behalf of a world-
Fuaous paper.” ,

“ Certainly, covtainly, certainly !™
he said affably, leading the Way mto
the library. " Delighted fo give the

Euhlin my views—what? Will you
ave a whisky?
“Crooh ! I wean, no thauks!™ I

replied hurriedly. "I don't «rink !
"Gail! Iz that s0? Well, have a
chrar I
“Nunno ! I don't smeke )™
Vopper breathed bard.
"Well, 13 there anything

you
would lke?” he asked,

e | ;;mipu!:: you haven't a douzh
nut #* [ asked, ot very hopefully.

“A. dud-deughout?  Good Gad!
No, sir, I have net!”

“Qnite sa! HmMm" 1 felt a bit
fAlustered, and made o note in my book
te conéval the fact.

“My dear siv,” exclaimed Popper,
*you surcly do not propose to tell
the public my views om the matter
of doughouts? So trivial. I would
prefer to talk about the war.”

“0Oh, do ™ I said, grateful for the
hint. (The fact ia, I was so acared
of the old bean, that I wanted to
dodge every time Le moved. It was
munervize to be so close to him,
| without reom to retreat.)

“Al, yes, indeed—the war! My
dear sir, I can assure you that if
they would leave thia war to me, L
cowld fimish it in o week 1™

“Is that so?”

Y Delinitely. I have plans of action.
I have the whole thing mapped ont.
Aud reb,” said l‘::};ﬁ-r. lighting a
cigar, ""the Wayr e  has poak-
poohed my suzeestiona.  Pooh-poohad

Fthem, siv. That's ihe way this

country is governed i

“Secandalous ! I said, trying uof
te speeze as cigar-smoke curled
round my nose.

“Opnly last week I went up to
London on gurpm to interview a
man at the War Office. I told him
ke was ar incompetent fool. My
plans, I said, provided for the in-
stant apnihilation of Germany and
any other country that ::elg t be
thought necessary. He raised some
trivial objection about the cost—said
it would take a thomusand million
pounds to cover the expemse. In

short, he pool-poohed the whole
dcheme, and I—— Why, what the
dooee 1™

1 could net contain the suecze.
Out it came like the blast of a
shell, and blew my moustache slap
o Popper's face. 1 myself went
out by way of the french window. I
could hear Popper roaring,

“Gond Gad! Dmsguised, by Jove!
The man's a spy! Stop him—hold
him! A spy after my plans, by

lﬂﬂd 13

“Oh erumbs!” 1 gasped, as I Lit
the wide open spaces.
Luck was with me, and I got away.

SRS

Poet's Parade

COKER’S PROBLEM!

(NOTE: Instead of letting Pen-
fold bag this spuce, we are givin
another poet a chance SHINNE
is the guilly party. Judging by
hiz rhymes, he—deserves a life sen-
tence.—ED.)

When Coker was a cluld

It made his pavents wild

To try and get the fool

Accepted at a school!

The mistress of St. Brrdq&t'ﬂ
ltefused to take 1n idjits?

The Board of St. Cecihia’s

Conld not accept gonllias!
“We're sorry,” sard St. Harvict's,
“We eannot take poll-parriets i”

“ His features,” said St, Lydia’s,
“For us are far too hdeous !
The Head of St. Valeria

Wins stricken with bysteria,

Aud also at 56 Mimam

He gave them all delirium !

The Collexe of St. Vivian
ﬂﬂnﬁigﬂﬂﬂﬂ him te oblivion,

They jabbed him at St. Reynolda's
With peneils, pins, and penholders !
The deorway of St. Rosabel

He swiftly fouud waa closable !
The scholars at St. Barbara
Puvsned Irim all round Scarborough !
The Sehool of Gloria Domine
Retuzed him with izneminy.

Then Greyiviars, out of charity

( Though not withont hilarity),
Reluctantly aceepted him,

And ever sinee have kopted him !



FOR SOME WEEKS FERRERS LOCKE HAS BEEN WORKING TO TRAP “SLIM

JIM,” THE MYSTERY CRACKSMAN,

WITHOUT SUCCESS.

BUT WHERE THE

BAKER STREET DETECTIVE HAS FAILED, VERNON-SMITH SUCCEEDS!

HOT STUFF !
i UNTER !
B “Dh! Yes, sir!"

“Be silent!”
1 wasn't speaking, sic! I was
only asking Cherry for u pen nib
Silence !

Billy Bunter, in the Bemove Form
room at Greyfriars bahnal was silent
—~for about a minute !

But it stftmed impossible for
Bunter to remain in roposc that after-
noon.

The Bemove were busy with Latin
{m pers. Mr. Lamb, Hlttm%' at the
vigh desk where M. Que].{,h g been
accustomed to sit, glanced occasion-
ally ot his class over the gold.
rimmed glasscs that slunted om bis
HOSE,

Several times his attention had
heen dreawn to the fattest member of
the Greyiriars Remove.

Billy Bunter scemed wnable lo keep
still or to keep silent.

First of all, ke had leancd over his
desk and pﬂkﬂﬂ Harry Wharton in
the back, apparently to draw his
altention, A few minutes later he
Lad veached out with a fat leg and

siven Frauk Nugent o jab, causing

upent to utter s startled “O0h!
Then he had made signs—unfor-
tunately incomprehensible—to Johnuy
Bull. lhen F{* had given Hurrce
Jamset Iom Singh & nudge. Now
Lic had beem whispering to  Bob
Cherry.
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Vernon-Smith, from the high iree, waiched Mr, Lamb dart in at
the gate of Sea View and make for the direction of the air-raid
shelter !

From ail ¢f which Mr. Lamb natur-

ally enpposed that Billy Buntey
wanted ";: with his Latin paper,
to save gwmg his own fat intellect
any unnecessary exertion.

But that was a little error on the
part of the art master, who wus
taking Qucleh’s place in the Remove
room,

Buuter was not thinking of iz
Tatin paper,

Bunter's Latin paper was, so ior,
a beautiful blank. A much more en-
grossing matter oceupied Bunier's
mind.

Qkiuncr, when he sat down a1 Jew

laces  away  from  Bunter., hod

ropp+d a whipped-vream walnut, Tk
had rolled towards Bunter—but not
uear encugh for him to pick up.

Skinner did not seem to have
noticed his loss. But Billy Bunter's
cyes, and spectacles, were on that
whipped-cream walnut at onee.

B T T i ]
Exeiting School - Adventure
Yarn of the World - Famous

HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS.

mnmmm‘

Tnfurtunately, it was out of his
reach.

Billy Durnter did not want to draw
Skinner's attention to it. Bunter had
Bis own nefarious designs on that
whipped-ceeam walnut, Half a deozen
other fellows: were near enough to
rive ik a ehove with n foot and push
1t within Bunter’s reach. Hernce the
anties of the fat Owl of the BEemove.

He was apxious not to let Skinnev
diseover that Le had drl}pl':nﬂ that
cream walnut: ke waz anxions that
Mr. Lamb should not observe it:
he was anxions to get hold of it and
{{aﬂc it in the largest mouth in the

cmove., In such o state of anxiety.
Bunter was not likely to give mmuel
well to o Latin paper.

He st and blinked at Mr. Lamis
through Lis big spectacles.

Lamb, at the master's desk, wi-
giving some tonches to a penvnnﬁ ink
:,lmwmu while the Form worked atb
the Latin papers. Billy Buate
wished that he would concentrats on
it a little more.

About a minute having t’"l'il{}&&{],
a fut whisper again brokc the silence

of the Form-room.

o I 5¢ Wharton—""

Iii.mh looked up ogain, The
]"et I.amh was in a good tﬁmp«:r that
Trg Macwer Laskarr.—No. 1,675
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afterncon ; but Bunter seemed to have
an irritating effect on him,

“Bunter!
“Oh dear! I mean yes, sirl”
“H you s in class again,

Bunter, I shall cane you!”
:rI mnrt L
“Bilepce ™
Billy Bunter sat and breathed
hard. Lamb was eﬂ;minnnnuyeﬂ—
and all the fellows ew what
Lamb's temper was like when he was
annoyed, e was liable to change
all of a sudden from an amiable Pet
Lamb to an extremely bad-tempered
man, with a heavy hand with a eane.
Billy Bunter realised that he had
better not whisper again.
He went so far as to dip his
in the ink to give Mr. Lamb an im-
pression that he was getting busy.
But it was a sheer impossibility for
Bunter to bestow any attention om
I..%n with sticky sweetstuffs in
sipht.
is and his spectacles lingered
on thn:jr:ﬂhi -nreaPIE: walnut on the
Form-room floor—so near, yet so far.
He had to have that cream walnut,
Any minute Harold Skinner might
i-:i-:-i round and spot it—it was rea liy
surprising that he had not noticed it
Bunter's fat brain worked

already.

Bill
at full pressure.

He could not leave his place and
grope after that eream walnut with-
vut an excuse. He had to invent an
excnse. Five minutes of severe intel-
lectual exercise evolved one.

Bunter gave his Latin grammar a
bang with a fat elbow, sending it
whiuing off his desk.

Thud !

It dropped to the floor.

“Bunter ! Mr. Lamb looked u
again. “Is that you, Bunter

ofg—"

“My—m? grammar’s fallen off the
desk, gir ! iped Bunter. *“M-m-
may [—I pick it up, sic?”

“¥You may do so, Bunter, and if
sou disturb the class again I shall
cane }Jlu:-u E
“0Oh yea sir! I mean no, sir!”

Bunter rolled out of his place. He
stoo among the desks, With his
right hand he picked up the school
book; with lis left he grabbed the
whipped-cream walnut.

It was his, at last, It had been
Bkinner’s, but it was Bunter’s now.
Possesgion was pine inta of the
law, and Billy Bunter did not bother
his fat head about the tenth point.

Lamb’s eyes were .on him—he knew
that. But the fat Owl of the Remove

THE MAGNET

at his desk apgain and met the eyes
of Mr. Lamb.
IM'IL]:E art {jlnaater ].:?ﬂ him a severe
» awd dropped his eyes again to
his drawing. i
Billy Bunter bent his head over his
Latin paliler, with a happy, fat face—

his mouth full.
Crunch |
Ecstatic enjoyment for a moment

was depicted on Billy Bunter's fat
face as he cranched that large
mouthful.

The next moment enjoyment
vanished. A strange and startling
change came over Bunter's fat face.

He had wondered why Skinner had
never noticed dropping that cream
walnut. Now he knew! He had for-
gotten that Skimner was the practical
};ker of the Remove. Now he remem-

red—as he crunched that cream
walnut. He had had no time to notice
that there was a hele in it by which
cream had been carefully scooped out
and replaced by mustard, e had
not thought for a moment of mus-
tard, or anything like it. He thought
of it now.

There was a sudden yell in the
Remove Form Room.

“Yargooh !

Billy Bunter bounded to his feet.

Lamb stagted up and stared at
him ; the whole Form stared round in
astonishment. Bunter did not heed
them; he heeded nothing but the
mustard that had been ked se
mmfpu‘l?‘]f and iniquitonsly inside that

whi -cream walnut.

o gh!" spluttered Bunter.
“@rocogh! Atchoooh ! Beast
Wooocogh! Ow! I’'m bib-bob-bub-

burning! Yaroooooch! Ow! Ooogh!
@errroococh 1
“Bunter!"” exelaimed Mr. Lamb.
“ Y cooooooh 1V

“What the thump ' ejaculated Bob
Cherry.

“ Yooooooooh I*
“Anything the matter, Bunter®"

asked Skinner blandg+
“ Gurrrroococogh ! t! QOooh!™

Mr. Lamb picked up Quelch’s cane
and came away from his desk. Every
% E;r the Bemove was fixed on Billy

nter.

Buntarl htetzded nnna] ];-f them. He
stood spluttering, vyellin g,
snorting, and sneezing, clg;uing? al}.nﬁa
mouth, gur iin%ﬂmustard, and feel-
mz a8 if the top of his head was
being blown off.

A ROW IN THE REMOVE

L YTISHOQOO

kmew how to be strategic. He turned A “Bunter!™ exclaimed
hiﬂ back to Lamb to get back to his Mr. Lamb, '
place. “Oooch! Ooooh! tishooo

With bis back to Lamb Billy snoesed.  Bunter.  “Atohoch! At
Bunter ened a large mouth and choop !
popped the whipped-cream walnut  Bunter sneezed frantically.
mte it—whole! The mustard was getting into his

It wonld have been rather a large
mouthful for any other fellow; it
was, in fact, rather large even for
Bunter. But Bunter liked large
mouthfuls of that kind The whiprpt%-
cream walnut disappeared from
sight, Bunter's capacions mouth
closed over it

There was no sign of it when he sat

Tne Macxer LisRARY.—No. 1,675.

little fat nose—attacking it in the
rear, a8 it were. He coughed and
spluttered and sneezed,

Mr. Lamb, cane in hand, stared at
him blankly., All the Bemove stared
at him. They counld not make out
what was the mafter with Billy
Bunter. Only Harold Skinncer knew
—and, of course, Bunter. Buunter
Inew only too well,

“Urrggh! Oh  eorikey! TUrrgh!
Aytiehoooh !” Bunter’s frantic sneeze
fairly roared through the Form-room.
It was a Gargantuan sneese! It was
& Brobdingnagian sneeze ! It was an
ontsize in sneezes,

“ What—" exclaimed Mr. Lamh.

Fragments of whipped - cream
walnut, hastily ejected, surrounded
Bunter. But he counld not get rid of
the mustard.

“What is the meaning of this,
Bunter ! exclaimed Mr. Lamb.

“%Ftﬁ?wm I

“ Will you explain yourself P

“Yurrooogh ! l%irmgh! I'm hib-
bob-bub-burning — m mim-mum-
mouth's on %H‘u{-ﬂ;e " gurgled
Bunter. “It's mim-mom-mym-mus-
tard—groogh ¥

“Mustard [” repeated Mr. Lamb
him?ly. i

“Yurr Oh gum! Oh scissors!
Oh crikey! Ocogh! That beast,

Atchooch! Ay-
Ooogh "

5 what—" shrieked Mr.

“Ok crikey! Sus-sus-somebod
fetch me some water!” howl
Bunter. "My mim-mom-mouth’s full
of mim-mom-mustard—ooogh 1"

“Mustard I* repeated Mr. Lamb,
peering at him over his glasses.
* Did you say mustard, Bunter? My

ess |

“@Groogh! It was in that whipped-
¢ream walnut! wailed Bunter,
“That beast, Skinner, ped it on

for me to pick np—I joll
Pwe]} know that mwp—” g
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“And it was stacked with
mustard !"'
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove,
“Upon my word " exelaimed Mr.
Yamb. “You have been eating in
class again, Bfntar! You greedy,

foolish

“Ocogh! Ow! My mouth’s all
burnt " howled Bunter. “I didn’t
know there was—groogh '—mustard
in it—oooogh !

“Ha, ha, ha I*

“You utterly absuyrd Dboy!” ex-
claimed Mr. Lamb. “Take your placo
at once! I shall cane you if.youw dis-
turb the class again! Skinner, you
should mot play such tricks, if you
have done so. Bunter, sit down at
once I

Mr. Lamb turned to go back to his
desk.

Billy Bunter gave Skinner a glare
through his epectacles, that almost
eracked them.
. This was one of Skinner’s practical
jokes—what SBkinner ecalled a joke!

¢ kmew that Billy Bunter could not
resist a whipped-cream walnut—or
an{thiug elae of a sweet and sticky
nature.

Judging by the howl of langhter in
the Remove, the other fellows seemed
to think it funny. It did not scem
i'unn;r to Billy Bunter.

Skinuner grinned in
Bunter's glare,

The fat Owl shook a fat fist at him.

“Beast I’ he hissed.

Mr. Lamb turned back.

reply to

“Bunter! Be gilent! Bit down at
once 1"’
“Urrg Yoes, sir! Yurrggh!”

L!
Billy ﬁuﬂt&r sat down at his desk



and Lamb furved away again, But
that grin on Skinner's facc was too
much for Bunter, ]

He grabbed up his Latin grammar
and hurled it.

That Latin grammar, lauding in
the middle of Skinner's features,
would give him something else fo
grin at, Bunter considered.

Whiz !

Unfortunately, Billy Bunter was
no markeman.

If he wanted to land Lis missile on

Skinner's features, Bunter reslly
ghould have aimed at &umething else,
a few yards off. Then he would have
had o sporting chance, at least, of
vetting Skinner.
" But he aimed at Skinner—and
missed the mark by a couple of feet.
The Latin grammar flew high over
Bkinner’s grinning face—and flew
on! The aim was ; but there was
plenty of force behind that missile—
Bunter had put all his beef into hurl-
ing it

Crasli !

Every bullet has ifts billet. That
Tatin grammar, whizzing high over
Skinver's head, canght Mr. Lamb in
the back of the neck, as he was re-
turning to his desk.

It caught him hard.

“0Oh gum ' gasped Bob Cherry, as
the volume landed, fairly crashing,
just over the back of the art master’s
colior.

“Oh!” howled Mr. Lamb,

The wnexpected ceash from behind
threw him guite off his balance. He

tip forward and fell on his hands
and knees.

Bump !

“Man down!” murmured Peter
frmlg.] key ! ped Buut

“0Oh crikey!” gas uiter,

“Ha, La, pee £

For a second Mr. Lamb rcmained
there, on his hands and koces, in a
state of great astonishment. Then
he leaped up.

Up to that moment the Pet Lamb
had been good-tempered. Butb that
painful bang on the back of his neck,
and the crash on the floor, had made o
startling change.

Lamb had been nearly s term ab
Greyfriars, in the place of the absent
Bemove master, and all the Bemove
knew that his temper was very un-
certain, nand that, when it was roused,
it was a very bad temper indeed. His
face was quite furious as he whirled
round at the yelling class.

“Who——" he roared.

“0Oh scissors! It—it wasan’t me,
sir!” howled Bunter., He almost for-
got the mustard, as he blinked at the
terrifying expression on Lamb’s face.
“I—1 never—I—I say—yaroooh I”

T.amb made one jum%a : him,

With his left hand he hooked the
fat junior oug of his place~with his
right, he laid on the cane,

hack, whaeck, whack!

Billy Bunter roared. He quite
forgot the mustard mow. The canc
fairly banged on the tightest trousers
at Greyfriars. Bunter wriggled and
squirmed and roared with anguish.

Whack, whack, whack !

"Ow! Ohl E‘-'tuPplt! Yarooop!
Help! Leave off! Oh B+
ronted Bunter, “Ow | Wow! Yow !”

Whack., whack, whack !

EVERY SATURDAY

_ Laml: Iaid it on as if he was beat-
ing a carpet.

Laughter died away in the Remove
now. All faces were serions; some of
them contemptuous. The Bounder
of Greviriarsa had always said that
Lamb's amiable temper was only a
ane—-t;hat he was in reality o hard,

arsh moan, with a savage and cruel
temper. The Remove had had somu:
samples of it—now they had another.

hack, whack, whack !

“Ow! Oh! Stoppim!” yelled the
unhappy Owl. "I say, you fellows,
stoppim!_ I say—yarooch !

Tom Rm:lwi;ug L%'“m ed up and
caught hold T. mb's arm.
Bunter had had a dozen—but Lamhb

seemed bent on going on.
“Let Bunter alene, sir ! exelaimed
Redwing.

“What ! roared Mr. Lamb.

He was nothing like the mild, ami-
able, flufiy Pet Lamb now. His face
was crimson with rage. But he
seemed to realise that he was letting
his temper ge too far.

He released Bunter's collar and the
fat Owl staggered away, yelling on
his top mote. Lamb turned his at-
tention to RBedwing, dragging his
arm fiercely nway from the junior’s
grasp.

i wing !
panted.

“You've no right to cane a fellow
like that!” rctorted Redwing. “Mr.

lek would never have done any-
thing of the kind. The Head would
not allow it, if he knew.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.
“0Ow ! he added, as Mr, Lamb’s cane

How dare you!” Le

come with a swipe across his
shoulders. “0Oh I Ow!™

“Look here, sir—" exclaimed
Harry Whazton.

“Bilence! Redwing, bhend over
that desk! You appear to be bent

on following the mutinous example of
Vernon-Smith, who has been expelled
from this school. I sh#ll cane you
scverely.”

Tom Redwing set his lips. Quite
unlike his chum, Herbert Vernon-
Smith, whoe had been cxpelled from
Greyfriara, Redwing was the guietest
and most orderly fellow in the Form.
But he scomed, for the moment, bent
on following the example of the ex-
pelled- rebel of the Remove.

Then, slowly e bent over the desk
and took his six. But this time Mry.
Lamb stopped af six.

Redwing went back to his place
with » sct face.

“Ow! Yow! Wow! Yow! Ow!”
come from Billy Bunter,

“Bunter !” snapped Mr. Lamb.

“Ow! Wow! Yes, sair! Owl¥

“If you make another sound, I
alinll ‘cane you again !”

“Oh crikey!  Ow!  Yes, sir!
Wow! Oh lox"! Yes—ow!"”

Mr, Lamb went back to his desk.
Billy Bunter strove hard to repress
the sounds of woe.

“What o bargee !” murmured Lord
Mauleverer.

H"i{fﬂtfcn brute !" muttered Johnny
ull.

*“Terrific toad !” murmured Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh.

Mr. Lawmb loo up.

“If there is not silence in this
clagz, the whole Form will be de-
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tained en Suturday afterdecn!” he
shapped.

And there was silence in the Re-
mtgvel _ m:u‘lt th:im junicrs gave -their
attention to tin 8 apain.
But never Lad the (E:?F;Friumglt&-
move wished so much thet their old
Form-master was back at the school.
They had Lad mere than ewcrigh of
the Tot Lawh, '

P S —

DEEP !

HYPRR
“Yes | About n gallen
“Whick !" ¢jacnlatzd Bol
ﬂherg in amazcment,

HWell, 8 pint wonld do!™ said
Billy Bunter. “But a gallon would
be Detter. 1’ like to give Lim o
gallon 1”

The Famouz Five of the Domove
blinked at Willinmn George Buntew,

It was the day following the row
in the Demove Forta Room—Friday,
to be exact. The Famous Five werc
in 8tudy No. 1, at tea, when tle
fattest figure at Greyfriars Schoo
rolled in at the doorway with a large
tin bowl, apparemntly pinched from
the kitchen gquarters, in a fat hand.

Harry Wharton & Co. were nol
surprised to see Billy Bunter roll in
at tea-time. Indeed, as they had a
cake for ten, they would have been
rather surprised had he not. Bunte
had a really wonderful scent fau

such things.

But they were surprised by the
sight of the tin bowl—and still more
by the fat Owl's request for ink°

t Billy Bunter wanted with s
gallon of ink wae a mystery—even if
such guantities had becn obtainable

in junior studies.

Bunter, it seemed, wns not after
cake—he was after ink! He did not
seem even to notice the cake onm the
table!| He was concentrated on ink'

“Thirsty ¥” asked Bob Cherry.

"EH; h“. Il-i[l !”

“Eh? Don’t be an asz, yon
Enow [” squeaked Bunter. *“I say,
von fellpws, let me have nll the ink
youw've got! It doesn’t matter about
the colonr—red ink will do just as
well. Marking-ink, ‘tﬂ{r—'—ﬂniyﬂtin :
Marking-ink will be best, really—the
beast won't get it off very casily.
gea?”

“What beast?”
Nugent,

a mb!ﬂ

“Oh!" said the Co. all together.

They nnderstood now! The ink
was required for the art master—the
Owl of the Remove was on the trail
of vengeance,

“Yon know how le whopped me
vesterday !” breathed Bunter., His
little round eyes pleamed behind hie
big round spectacles. “I've been
thinking it over ever since—how to
pay 'tl'l.'th beast out! Well, now I've
oot it Y .

“You'll get it all nght, if wou
swamp 8 gallon of ink over a bheak!”
said Johnny Bull, staring at the fat
Owl. “It won't be a licking—it will
be the sack—you'll be sacked like
poor old Bmithy *

“He, he, o
E:BE Micxer LsRany,—No. 1.675.
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To the surprise of the Co., Billy
Bunter emitted a fat gig&!e.
“Think it's funny to sacked ¢”
arked Harry Wharton, mystified.
“Do you want Wingate of the Sixth
to ta{m ou to the station, like he

did Smithy ?”

“He, he, he! That's all right!”
erinned Bunter. “I'm not going to
e copped! I've got it all cut and
tdvied ! You see, I've got brains—"

“You bave?” ecjaculated Bob, in
astonizhmeut.  “Fist 've heard of
it 1"

“Ha, ha, ha”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Well, if you've got any, why
haven't you cver used them all the
time vouw've Deem at Greyfriara?”
asked Bob. _

“Look here, dow't be o silly ass!”
hooted Buuter. *I've thonght this
out, and I can tell you it's a winner.
Of course, I don’t want to be zacked

like Smith{. But they won't aﬁc_}t
n:u:’! They'll think it was Smithy did
it.”

“Eh#”

“¥What #"

Bunter had surprised the Famous
Five again. It was a week since
Herbert Vernon-Swith had been ex-
pelled from the school. So how any-
one was to suppose that it was
Smithy was quite a puzzle,

“I tell you I've got it all cut and
dried,” said the fat Owl. “I've got
a feud on with Lamb now, just the
same as Smithy had. Only he ain’t
gﬁin to get me sacked like he did

mithy ! I'll wateh it! You fellows
know that Smithy came back here to
et on with his feud—he stuck in the
garret next to the box-room, and

nobody kuew he was in  the
school 7

“He's gone npow, fathead ™ said
Harry.

“Yes—but suppose Iie came back
again ! erinned Bunter. “He stayed
in that garvet for days, and got out
every now aud then to jape Lamb!
Well, he might do the same again,
seer"”

“He couldn't, ass!” said Harry
Wharton. “Smithy had to clear
when he was spotted—and the beaks
will take jolly wood care that he
doesu't play a gume like that over
again, I've noticed that Lamb's
come up to ithe hox-reom once or
twice since—and that shows that he's
vob an eve open.”

“That heips!” priuned Bunter.

“Eh? How:"™

“If vou'd listen a minute, instead
of jJawing, I'd tell you I said Bunter.
“I've fixed it up with my wminor,
Sammr, fto say =omething for Lamb
to hear—"

“What the dickens—-"

“Sammy iz going to say—where
Lamh cau hear him—* I wonder who
that was looking out of the Remove
hox-voom window®  He will say it
to another fao, =ce, where Lamb can
hear im ! What do you think Lamb
will dor”

“He will pop up to the lLox-room
like a shot, to sce whether that ass
Smithy 13 2t his zamea again ¥ said
Bob., .

“Just that!” chuckled Bunter,
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“And I shall be waiting on ile land-
ing with a gallon of ink to mop on
his head over the hanisters aa he
comes up.” Billy Bunter prinned
from one fat ear to the other. “ And
then,” he added impressively, "I

shall shout ont: ‘Look out,
Smithy "

13 w t Pn

“0Oh, hat 1*

“And mrﬁ'hnt will Lamb think?”
gigrled Bunter. “Of coursc, he will
hear, and he will think that Smithy's
here again and has got him with the
ink! What!”

“Well, my hat!” eaid Bob.

The chums of the Remove !gumﬂ at
the happy Owl! Evidently Billy
Bunter had been setting his fat wits
to work to some purpose !

Really and truly, this was o deep-
laid scheme.

It was a fact that the Bounder of
Greyiriars, after he had been sacked,
had got back sceretly into the aschool
and kept doggo in the garret for
days and ni ﬁt&—ﬂmerging occasion-
ally to jape %lis old enemy Lamb!

Now he was ne, and it was
known that Lamb was keeping a
sharp eye open lest he should at-
tempt to play the same game over
again. It was guite ihle that the
expelled Bounder might make such
an attempt—Smithy was well known
to be a sticker,

If Bunter carried out this masterl
scheme, there was no doubht tha
Lamb would think that the Bounder
was back again—and the fat Owl
would have the happy eatisfaction of
drenching him with ink, and getting
off absolutely scot-free!

“It won't hurt Smith grinned
Bunter. “He's a hundred miles away
—they can't get old Smithy for it!
They'll think he did it—same as he
painted Lamb’s study one night, and
chucked an old boot on his napper
one day! Bec? They'll be huntin
all over the shop for Smithy—they
won't cven think of me. I've thought
this oug!”

“What a brain!” said Bob.

“The brainfulness is truly tervi-
fic!” declared Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh,

“I'lf make him sit up ! said the
vengeful fat Owl. " Pitching info a
fellow like that, yon know! He jolly
well knew I meant that book fow
Skinner—and he got shirty simply
because it hit him in the back of the
neck wnd knocked him over—"

“Ha, hha, ha!™

“T ecan still feel that l\']lﬂ!r’[}iﬂg,
though it wns yesterday!" sand
Bunter, with a reminiscent wriggle.
“1'll show him! I say, you fcllows,
lot me have all the iuk you've pot!
I've got about a pint alvealy—up
and down the studica. T'd lLike o
gallon !”

“Better clinck it, old fat man !
anid Harvry Wharton, shakine his
head.

“I'm going to—over Lamh! Look
here, don’t jaw—gimme all the ink
you've got ! It's time I wns waiting
on the landing.”

The Famous Five were
dnbions,

It was truc that Bunier's scheme
was deep—in fact masterly. And it

Lt
!

g from

¥ would

rather

was true that Lamb deserved all tha¥
Bunter could give him for that tre-
mendous whupgi:agk the day before.
But inking a was a fearfully
gserions enterprise. There was no
doubt that if the perpetrator was
ﬁﬂcd, he would go the way tho
under had gone.

But argnment was wasted on
Bunter. Bunter knew what he was
guliug to do—and he was going to do
it !

He emptied the study inkpot into
his tin bowl. He nunix&d a bottle
of gum, and cmptied that in also.
Then he blinked round the study.

“(Got any morer” he asked.

“No. at's more than enongh to
rot 'E'm sacked !” said Frank Nugent,

“Yah!” retorted Bunter.

And he rolled off with the tin bowl
—in scarch of further supplies in
other studies, Lamb, evidently, had
got it coming !

INKY !

P SAY, wvon fellows!
coming "
[T Hﬂ't- Iﬂt‘ '[.1:

“Blow him! Just like the beast to
kncpﬂ: fellow waiting !”

“Ha, ha, ho!”

Half the Bemove, at least, were

athered om the landing., News of

illy Bunter’s intended cxploit had
epread in the studies, and quite a
number of fellows were curious to aee
the vengeful Owl get on with it.

Billy Bunter stood mnear the
bamisters, the big tin bowl in his fa
hands,

It was nearly full; Bunter’s search
for ingredicents had been successful.
It was not all ink. There was a good
deal of ink, of various colours; but
there were alse gum, and liguid
glue, and a spot or two of blacking,
and odds and euds like tea-leaves
stud teapots, and coffee
grounds. Altogether, Bunter's mix-
ture was not attractive, amd it was
quite certain that anyone gntti(r;?
it on the head was not to be envied.

Five or six fcllows were glancing
over the banisters, down iute the
decp well of the staircase,

: were 1eady to give the fat
Owl ?fim tip ut tﬂe a:igit. vf Lamb
coming up.

The gquestion was, whether le
come. If Sammy Bunter
played the part assigned to him by
his major there was little doubt that
he would, The merest hint that the
expelled junior, Vernon-S8mith, was
on the secne again would be cnough
for Lomb.

sZix or eovem fellows were ready
to shout “Look out, SEmithy!” as
oot as the ink went, to back up
Bunicr's masterly strategic scheme.

Really, 1t eeemed quite o sale
stunt! Lamb would hear that shout
a3 hie got the ink, and would be abso-
lutely convinced that the Bounder
was on the scene again, What clso
was he to think?

1 say, you fellows, ain't he comin
vet #” asked Bunter anxiously., *
say, I can hear mmehﬂdg.:

‘It's Redwing !” said Bob Cherry,
eering over the banister,
im 1" mrunted Bunter,

Is he

who was
“ Blow



Tomw Redwing came
lanced at the prinning erowd on the
move landing, but did not pause.
He went on up the Bemove passage
to his study.

Sinee his chum, Vernon-Smith, had
left, Redwing had not tea'd in Study
No. 4. He did not care for tea in
the study on his own, and at such
times he missed his absent chum
sorely., Smithy had been a bad
hat, and even Tom could not deny
that he had asked for the sack—as he
liad asked for it many a time before.
But Tom missed him as much as if
e bhad been the best fellow breath-
ing, instead of the wildest young
rascal at Greyiriars.

up. He

ey
an e

o B

“‘ What is the meaning of this, Bunter ? ** exclaimed Mr. Lamb, picking up his cane.
I'm bib-bhob-bub-burning ! ** spluttered the fat Removite,

"1  say. Redwing!”
Bunter,

Tom turncd back in the passage.

liWh“t_H

“Did you eee Lamb downstairvs?”

“"Lamb? Yes. I think he's coming
up,” answered Redwing., “He was
coming towards tho staireasec,”

“0h, good I”

Redwing went on to his stndy. He
could see that some sort of a jape
was on, but he was not interested.
Since Smithy had left, Redwing’s
hieart had been heavy, and he was
in no mood for joining in japes, He

went inte Study No. 4 and shut the
door.
Billy Bunfer’s e¢yes gleamed

behind Lis spectacles. Lamb was
coming-—and Bunter was ready for
him.

“By gum! Here hie comes ! whis-
prred Skinner,

[l

pqueaked:

EVERY SATURDAY

“Here's the giddy Baa-Lamb!”
chuckled Bolsover major.

“Ready, old fat man?” gurgled
Wibley.

Bun{er was ready! He moved o
little nearer to the banister and

rested the tin bowl on the rail.
dﬂatween the banisters he blinked
own.

Other fellows backed away from
the banister. Nobody wanted to
catch Lamb’s eye, if be looked up.

Between the banisters, Bunter had
a glimpse of a head! Lamb did not
wear a mortar-board, like other
masters; he wore his hair rathex
long, as became an artistic gentle-
man, a soft collar, a bluc tic, and

o —

rZ,
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There was a sndden startled
frantic yell from the art master.

He staggered on the stairs and
clutched at the rail, yelling! Inky
mixture streamed over hiz face, down
his neck, over hiz velvet cont, and
hiz blue tie—and no doubt his long
hair got » full share, with the inky
bowl upside down on it{ He velled
and yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha

“0Oh gum !*

Then there was o rooar:

“Look ouf, 8mithy!*

A dozen fellows shouted all al
onee.

Dozens of coars bLelow Leard that
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a velvet coat. Being artistie, no
doubt he liked to look arty. “Thero
was no possibility of even the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove making
o mistake. Lamb was unmistakable.

At the turn of the stairease he was
directly below the Remove banister.

Bunter tipped the bowl over.

He had intended to tip the cou-
tents—about three guarts of voried
fluids—over Lamb’s nut, It was like
Bunter to Iet the tin bowl slip, and
tip over, aloug with its contents.

“Qh!” Igns ed Bunter as it went.

Swoosh ! ng !

Even Bunter could not miss, when
he merely had to drop the flood on
a head dji'ﬂtl.‘-ﬂj' below.

Three gquarts of fluid descended on
Mr. Lamb’s head in a drenching
shower. The banz of the bowl im-
mediately followed. It fell fair amd
square on Lamb's head, and fitted
like o tin hat!

““ Ooooogh !
clawing at his mouth,

shout! Lamb, as he stagpered. awl
spluttercd, and yelled, heard it!

“Look out, Smithy!” equeaked
Bunter.

“Look ont, Smithy!" shouted o
dozen other fellows.

Then they scndded.

Nobody wanted fo bLe caunglt on
the landing. Nobody remained there
—or in the possnge.  Stndy doors
closed swiftly on grinning juniers.

Nobody was going to  Enow
anything about that startling hap-
pening.  Smithy—uoe doubt seventy
miles away, at the family mansion
in Courtman Square, London—was
safe enough from reprisals; as
Bunter said, it would mnot hurl
Smithy ! Lamb could put it down te
Smithy, and ne harm douc.

The Remove landing swiitly
cleared. But the stairease Lelow, ol
the same time, wos getting crowded.

Tae Macxer Tapnany, —No. 1.675.
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Lamb's yells drew a large audience.
Wingate of the Sixth ram up the
stairs. Coker of the Fifth ram up

after him. Mr. Prout and Mr. Capper
came hurrying up. A score of others
followed. They all gazed in amaze-
ment at the art master, clinging to
the banisters, streaming with ink,
and wearing what looked like a tin
hat !

“ What——" hoomed Mr, FProut.
“ What—who—what—who is that?”

“ [g—isz—is that Lamb?" gasped
Mr. Capper.

“Lamb ! gurgled Coker. Oh my
hat! Ha, ha, ha !*

“8hut wup, Coker, you ass!”
breathed Wingate.

Clang !

Lamb clawed off the tin bowl and

Lurled it onm the stairs. It rolled,
and clanged, and banged from stair
to stair till it found a resting-place
in the hall Lelow.

The removal of the tin hat revealed
n foace as black as that of the
davkest inhabitant of Central Africa,

Lamb was scarcely recognisable.
His face, his ears, his hair, were
drenched in ink. Ink streamed all
over him, Through the curtain of
streaming ink he gibbered with rage.

“Mr. Lamb!" cxeclaimed Wingate,
‘;Wh.ﬂ——'"

“That young scoundrel!” Lamb
clawed at ink and panted. *“ Vermon-
Smith—he has done this!”

“That boy!” boomed Prout. “Is it
possible—is it imaginable—that he
has had the audacity to return here
T —

“I think I heard his name called,”
said Mr, Capper, glancing up. “Yes,
I am sure I lLieard his name called,
and .

“He iz here—he is in .the echool
again!”  Lamb choked with fury.
1 will deal with him. I—I[—"

The enraged art master made a
step up. But he paused. Even to
root out the Bounder and deal with
bhim, he could not earry om as he was,
First of all, ho needed o wash and a

change.

In the Remove satudies fellows
listened {for Lamb’s step.
Billy Bunter, in Study No. 7,

listened most anxiously of all! DBut
Lamb’s step was not heard! For the
next half-honr Mr. Lamb was busy
with soap and hot water—and he
péeded plenty of both.

YWhila he rubbed and serubbed, and
ascrubbed and rubbed, Mr. Lamb was
thinking of Herbert Vernon-Smith,
and did not bestow a single thought
upon William George Bunter. Bill
Bunter, as a rule, was no strategist,
but this time his strategy had worked
like a charm,

SMITHY AGAIN !

£ EDDY, old man ™
Tom Redwing fairly
jumped,

He Lad expected to find Study
No. 4 empty when he entered it, and
it had appeared to be so. He shut
the deor and threw himself into the
armechair, amd sat with o clouded
brow.

The stuwdy looked just the same as
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of old; none of thce Bounder’s ex-
pensive furnishings had been ve-
moved. But it was not the same to
the eyes of the Bounder’s chum.
Smithy had had his faults—more

faults than Tom cared to remember— ¥

but he had had his good qualities,
too, plenty of them, and, whatever he
was, Tom had liked him better than
any other fellow in the school. Red-
wing was friendly with almost every
fellow in his Form, but he knew that
the Bounder's place would never be
filled.

He was thinking of his chum,
wondering what Smithy was doing in
London. He could not have seen his
father yet; Mr. Vernon-Smith was in
the United States. It was going to
be unpleasant enough for Smithy
when he met his pater.

It was trone that Lamb had been

lad to get him sacked; that the man

ad watched and waited for chances.
But that did not alter the fact that
Smithy had asked for it. A fellow
who had a letter from a racing man,
and who busted a master's desk to
get it after that master had found it,
could not expect anything but the
sack.

Lamb waa the master concerned,
and no doubt he had dome his worst
for the junlor he disliked and per-
haps feared, But Smithy had been
booked, anyhow. Tom knew that Dr.
Locke eould have dome nothing else.
He could not blame the headmaster,
who had dome his duty; he could
hardly blame Lamb, much as he dis-
liked and distrusted him. But he
wished from the bottom of his heart
that Smithy’s luck, proverbial in the
Remove, had held good once more—
whether he deserved to be bunked or
not! Evern yet he could hardly
realise that the old Bounder was gone
for good, that he would never bar
into that study or tread the old quad-
rangle again.

e voice of the fellow of whom he
was thinking made Redwing bound
from the armehair.

For a moment he thought it was
fmm{ He stared round the study
blankly.

A pgrinning face looked over the
screen in the cormer,

Redwing stared at it.
“Smithy ' he gasped.
The Bounnder eyfriars lounged

out from behind the screen. e
laughed at Tom®s astonished face.

*Burprised you?* he grinned.

“Yes " pgas Tom. “Smithy,
you're back again I

Herbert Vernon-Smith threw him-
gelf into the armechair from which
Tom had risen. He leaned back,
crossed one leg over the other, and

smiled at his chum.
“1 thought I'd dodge out of sight
when the door opened,” he drawled.

“Can’t be too careful, Reddy, old
bean 1 He chuckled. “Qlad to sce
me ?"

“You know I'm glaﬁ to see yom,
Smithy, old man!” said@ Redwing.
His face was brighter, but he was
anxious. " How—m-"

“Easy enough! I got in while yon
were in class. I’ve beem waiting here
ever since for yom to come up.
You've got to help me, old man ¥

Redwing’s face becamoe very grave,

“Does that mean——" he began,

“It means that I've come k”
gaid the Bounder of Greyfriars
""“;'t},],f' “I'm not through with Lamb

Rédwing stood silent., He was glad
to see his chum—glad to see him at
any time and in any circamstances.
But he was uneasy and a little
alarmed.

“I came back after I was sacked 1"
drawled the Bounder. *I thought I
could get Robinson to put me up at
the gara I'd have tipped bhim
pretty high—but he refused! I
parked myself in the garret, and but
for that fat owl Bunter I should have
stuck it out and never been spotted—
till I had spotted Lamb! Well, I had
to go—now I've turned up again, like

a bad ny 1"
; He mgged at Redwing's grave
ace.

“No news of Quelch yet " he asked.
“No news while I've been away?”

“No,” answered Tom.

The Bounder ghrugged his
shoulders.

“And Ferrers Locke’s in search of
him all this time, and he hasn’t
apotted him,” he said. “I fancy that
jolly old detective is overrated. And
they haven’t pot that cracksman,
Blim Jim, who's been cracking cribs
around herc for weeks on end. No
news of that, cither?”

“Not that I've heard,” said Tom.
“Never mind all that, Bmithy.”

“But I do mind,” grunted the
Bounder. “It's well known that it
waa that crook they call 8lim Jim
who kidvapped Quelch because our
julgg old beak saw his face one night
with the mask off. If they got Slim
Jim they'd find out where he has
parked old Quelch. And if Quelch
was back—

Tom Redwing read the thought in
his chum’s mind. He ehook his head
slowly and sadly.

“Quelch wouldn’t like a man in his
Form being sacked while he was
away,” argned the Bounder. “Ha
wasn't a bad old bean, though I had
trouble enough with him when he was
here., He might put in a word for a
fellow—— ike me to come back
next term, if it were possible?”

“You know I would, Smithy.
But——"

“But you don’t think Quelch would
butt in if he were here ?”

“Well, I dou’t gec how he could,”
said Tom honestly. “Lamb was down
on you, old chap, I know; but look
what you did. it had been Quelch
iratead of Lamb you would have been
sacked all the same.”

“Only it wasn't leh,” said
Smithy, “and he mightn’t like a
dashed substitute master getting one
of his boys sacked while he was away,
That's human nature! Might be a
spot of 3 chanece—if Quelch were
back !1”

He shrugged his shoulders again,

“But he isn’t—and that’s that!"
he said. “That man Ferrers Locke
must be a real dud. Fat lot of use ns
a detective! I'd like to get a word
with him, all the same, and ask him
his opinion of Lamb.”



“He hasn™t been here all the term,
that I know of,” said Tom. " Looks
to.me as if he's dropped the case.”

“Well, I'm here,” said BSmithy,
“and I'm sticking. I can’t camp in
the Farret again; they're wise to
that ! But I'm sticking. Lamb got
me sacked. You needn’t tell me I
asked for it—I know that! That
wasn’t Lamb’e reason. Hr'd have got
me sacked, if he could, for nothing.
He was afraid of letting me stay on
here.”

lﬂ‘But_M

“I tell you e was afraid 1” Enapgoed
the Bounder. “I'd found ount too
many thi about him. Where docs
he go, » when ho sncaks ount of
the school quietly at midnight? I've
proved that he does! What's his con-
nection with that gan ster Nobby
Parker at Sea View y does he
go there? And why does he go down
inte the air-raid dupout when he
goes? I've watched him—I know !*

“But—" gaid Tom again.

“I tell you he's up to something—
something shady,” said Vernon-
Smith. “He's got seccrotes—
dangerous secrets! That's why le
wanted to get shut of me; he's tried
it on two or three times, and he
'zjumperl at the chance when I was

ool enough to give him one. That
man’s breaking the law, BReddy !*

“Smithy I”

“He's hranking the law,”
Smithy quietly. *“I don’t know how,
but I know that! I found omt somec-
thing more while I was keepi
ﬂngﬁo here. ‘Member how I bus
his desk to get at that letter? Well,
there was a leather wallet in that
desk, with a lock on it and something
in it that clinked when it was moved.
He was as mad as a hatter at that
wallet being scen. What the dence
was in that wallet, Reddy #*

“What does it matter, old chap?”

“1 fancy it matters a lot—I've seen
it again! He had it hidden behind
tho 1vy in the Cloister. He must have
fancied it would be safor there. He
ran into me in the dark one nighé
near the spot, and the next day I
spotted him—getting it away! He
never saw me—I saw him! I'd like
to know what was in it. Somecthing
Lie wonldn’t eare to have a fellow sec,

1 fancy !”
Redwing did not speak. It scomed
to him that Smithy, in his intense

dislike of the art master, was letting
his imagination run riot. Redwin
knew that the Bounder had roo
out many 'ﬁt-‘mnﬁlla and scemingly sus-
icious circumstances connected with

r. Lamb. But it was not easy to
picture the art master as o breaker of
the law.

“What's his game?” went on
Vernon-Smith. “Whatever it is, I'm
here to spot it; Reddy—to show him
up and to get him sacked, as hol':g-ot
mo sacked. I'm not quitting till I'vo
done that. Groyiriars won't see the
Iast of me till it seeas the last of that
man—a roguo and a rascal of some
kind, Reddy.”

“I don't like him,” said Redwing.
“Mauly says that he’s mot '.Ifuma-
and I think Mauly's right-. —"

“I tell you the man’s a vogue! I

can't make him omt, Lut Enaw

gaid °
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‘.F:hl: tt!;s t-ll::ﬂid‘ Ie;nrnn-ﬁmith h&twemtl

. "And I'm goin Epo
him and show him up, Re&%ijr. And
I've got to stay here to do it! Amnd
you're going to help me to keep

ﬂﬂggﬂ g5
"T'll stand by wyou, Smithy—any-
thing I can. But—"

“Here I am, anyhow,” said Vernon-
Bmith. “Nobody knows I'm in tho
gchool again, except yom. Nobody's
going to know. And

b -
The Bounder broke off suddealy.

‘There was a footstep in the Remove

at the door of

Bsage, stoppin
ga %’ernumsmith knew

tudy No. 4.
that footstep!

In a eplit zecond Le was out of the
armchair and belind the sereen in the
corner again.

He was only just in time. He had
hardly disappeared when the door
wag flurg open, and Mr. Lamb stood
in the doorway, staring inte the
study.

T

SPOTTING SMITHY !

k. LAME glared at Dedwing,
and then glanced round the
study.

Hc acanned the room, and then his
kecn, angry eyes returned to Tom
Redwing’s startled face.
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that owing to the Easter
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Redwing's leart was  heating
ql-.:cinkl;r. Of what had happened on
the Remove landing he knew nothing,
but he could sce that Lamb mwtq&l
that the Bounder was there. o art
master’s first words proved it :

“RBedwing, where i3  Vervon-
Smith P
“Vernon-Smith, sir?” stommered
Ledwing.

“You are aware of what he has
done ! thundered Mr. Lamb.

“I—I don’t know that he's done
anything, sir!” stammercd Bedwing.
[} hnt u I_J

“You were not one of the boys who
shouted a warning to him *” snapped
Mr. Lamhb sarcastically.

“If No, sir! I don’t nnderstand.
I've been in this study for the last
half-hour. What—"

Redwing could sce that something
had happened, though he did not
know what.

“Vernon-Smith is in the House!™
enapped Mr, Lamb. “I have becn
drenched with iuk—flung over mo
from the landing hy Vernon-Smith,
“ﬂd-—”

“ Whea-at?”

"His presence lhere is known to a
number of the boys!™ exclaimed the
art master. “Five or six, at least,
called ont ‘his name, warning him,
when the ink was flung over me.”

Redwing stared at him i sheer
bewildermoent,

9

Whatever Smithy might have done,
Redwing knew that he had not flung
ink over tha art master from the
Remove lﬂndmég. He had last seen
Lamb at the foot of the stairease;
since then he had been in his study,
and the Bounder had been there.

“You were not on the landing?”
asked Mr. Lamb,
I've been in this

“0Oh, no, sirl
study.”

Lamb gave him a gharp glanee,
Then he turned to glance into the
passage,

. Beveral Remove fellows were look-
mg out of theie studies.

“ Wharton ! rapped Mr, Lamb.

“Yes, gir 1™

“Have you acen
here 2

“ Vernon-Smith ?

“Are aware that he is in the
school again, Wharton ¥

“Not at all, sir. I've seen nothing
of him,” answered the captain of the

“Cherry, h v

erry, have you seen Vernon-

Smith P”ﬂr &

“No, sir.”

“Have you, Maulevercr?2

“No, sir,””
in the Housc.”

YVernon-Smith

No, gir!”

“He is certainl
snid Mr. Lamb, through his closed
lips. “He is concealed in one of the
studies, or in the garrot above as
béfore. He is certainly here—
What are you laughing at, Cherry #

“0Oh, mnothing, sir!" stammerced
Bob.

Mr. Lamb scanned the faces in tlu
3 ge. He was assured that several,
at least, of the Removites knew that
Herbert Vornon-Smith was in the
Eﬂmi

Billy Bunter's strategy had
worked. Not for a moment did the
art master think of the fat Owl: he
was quite certain that that shower or
ink had come from the expelled
Bounder,

He counld see signs of Euppressed
merriment in o d many faces.
None of the fellows in the AT
had the faintest suspicion t the
Bounder really was in the Housc.
They were amused to see Lamb fol-
lowing tho wrong trail, as planned by
the strategic fat Owl.

Certainly it had never oceurred to
Bunter that Vernon-Smith might 1«
apnywhere near the spot. Bo far as
Bunter knew, the Bounder was at
home. Quite unconsciously and unin-
tentionally, the Owl of the Remove
had set Lamb on the track.

“Some of you,” said Mr. Laml
mwngeliy, “know that Vernon-Smitl
is here! I heard his name called dis-
tinctly by several.boys !

“Did—did wyou, sirf" munrmured
YWharton.

“Ho, he, he!” eame from the half-
open doorway of Study No. 7. Billy
Bunter was rejoicing in the snccess
of his deep-laid scheme.

“ Bunter !” rapped Mr. Lamb,

“Qh! I—I wasa't langhing,
sir—" gasped Buntor.

“Have you seen Vernon-Smith,
Bunter ?*

“Oh, mo, eir! I'd forgotten nll
about him !

“Yery well!” said Mr. Tamb, “IX

Toe Macxer Lignary.- No. 1,675
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ghall scarch every atud{ in this
passage! 1 shall in here, Red-
wing, as this was VYernon-8Smith's
atudy, and you, ¥ bave very little
ﬁgubli_, aro oeting in collusion with

m "

Redwinge made no answer to that.
Ha was u r]g dismayed.

Somchbody had played a trick on
Lamb, and Lamb supposed it was
Smithy, and that had set him search-
ing for the Bounder, whose presence
he certainly bad not hitherto sus-
pected.

Smithy's game was up now,

Lamb stepped iuto the study.

He glan to and fro, and then
step to the sereen in COTRET,
A dozen fellows gathered round the
:It:r::r:'wi'iv,g;L

Not having the faintest suspicion
that Smithy was there, wWere
entertained to sce Lamb searching
Smithy's old atudy,

Bob Cherry winked at the other
fellows, and there was a suppressed
chortle,

But, as Lamb grasped the screcn
and jerked it away, there was a
general exclamation of astonishment,

“Smithy !" rasped Bob.

There, in the cormer, revealed by
the removal of the sereen, stood the
Bounder of Greyfriars, hia brow
black, his eyes glinting, his fists
clenched.

The Removites stared at  him
blanklw., That discovery was utterly
nnexpected, so far as they were con-
cerned.

*Smithy !*
Wharton.

“The

stuttercd Harry

rsteomed  and  absurd
Smithy ! breathicd Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh.

“Oh crumbs! Then he was here !
murmured Nugent.

Only Mr..Lamb was not surprised.
He had been assured that Vernon-
Smith was in the house. And there

Lhe was!

“80 I have found you, Vernom-
Smith I said the art master grimly.

The Bounder's t.g'u glittered at him.

This was a sudden and unexpected
ending to Smithy's latest scheme.
His return was to have been kept a
deep and dark seeret. Hilly Bunter,
;tx?il] tunknnwingl*j, had put paid to

“ (]

“You rotter!” muittered Vernon-
Smith, “How did you know?*

“How did I know?” repeated Mr,
Lamb. “I could hardly fail to know,
you insclent young raseal, when yom
drenched me with ink on the stair-
case !”

“E did nothing of the kind, yon
fool I anarled the Bounder.

Lambh’s tip curled. He did not, of
course, belicve that astatement; he
was not likely to do se, in the cir-
cumstances,

“Redwing,” he snam;od, “you have
been hiding this expelled boy here!
You will answer for it to your head-
master !”

Redwing did not speak.

“ He has been doing nothing of the
rort ! said  Vermomn-Smith., “He
found me in this study when he came
up, and never knew I was here till
I showed up.”

“That will do, Vernon-Smith 12
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Mr. Lamb had & cane under his
arm. He had brought it with him in
his search for the Bounder, ready for
use. Now hbe slipped it down into his
hand.

“This is the gecond time, Vernon-

Smith, that wyou have had the
audacity to enter this school from
which

Jou have been expelled!” he
said. “This time 1 shall give yon 80
severc a lesson that I think you will
not repeat the exploit!”

“Will your” eaid the Bounder,
between his teeth. He clenched his
fists hard. “I ehall hit back, you
rat I¥

“Bend over that table,
Smith !

“Yon fool!” retorted the Bounder.
“1 don’t belong to Greyfriars now!
Do you fancy you can give me orders?
Think again!®

“You will learn not te enter a
school to which you do not belong,
Vernon-Smith!* said Mr. Lam

rimly. “If you do not immediately

d over that table—"

“{#0 and eat coke!”

Mr. Lamh said no more. He made
]r;‘gtride at the Bounder and grasped

im.

The next moment the cane was
lashing.

But the Bounder was desperate
now. All his plans had fallen to frag-
ments like a house of cards; his game
was up, and he hod to go. He was
not, at all events, going to be
thrashed before he went, if he could
help it.

mb’s grasp on him was like iron,
Slight as he looked, the little art
master was very strong.

YVernon-

Vernon-Smith did not struggle ip
that grasp; it was useless. He hit
out, and his clenched fist came with

n crash om the point of the art
master’'s chin.

It was a crashing blow, and it
coused Lamb to stagger and loge his

grasp.
In an iostant the Bounder sprang

away from him.

“Oh crumbs !” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Hook it, Smithy !

Vernon-Smith did not lose time.
Lamb staggercd against the wall, but
in hardly more than a moment he was
whirling back at the Bounder, with a
face of fury. Thal moment was
enough for Vernon-Smith ! The crowd
at the door opened to give him room,
and he flew,

* Stop that boy !* panted Mr. Lamb.

Not a hand was raised to stop the
flocing Bounder. He raced down the
Remove passage, towards the stairs.

Lamh, gripping the cane, shot out
of the study 1n pursuit

“0Oh, my hat!” breathed Harry

Wharton.
“Come on ! gasped Bob,
Smithy, with the enraged art

master almost at his heels, raced
across the Remove landing.

The juniors followed at a rush, to
watceh the breathless chase.

From the landing they saw Smithy
::lpﬂneudiug the stairs—three at =n
ime.

Lamb, elose behind, lashed with the
cane,

“Put it

Smithy !" gasped
Johnny Bull,

an,

L

say, you fellows! Ta thuv
Smithy? I say, was he really here?
Oh crikey ! ac}iﬂeakad Billy Bunter.

“@Go it, Smithy

“He's got him—no, he hasn’'t! Oh
crumbs, there’s Prout!”

Mr. Prout appeared at the foot of
the stairease, gtaring up.

Prout, no doubt, wanted to know
what the disturbance was. He
learned, ciuita suddenly! He had a
glimpse of the Bounder, for a second
—then Vernon-Smith craghed, like a
thunderbelt, and Prout went over

backwards.

“QOoooh !” gasped Mr. Prout.

He landed on his portly back with
4 heavy bump. The nder jumped
over him and flew on. Lamb was
only & moment behind—and he
stumbled headlong over the Fifth
Form master.

“Oooh ! repeated Prout, iz an
anguished gurgle. “ Wooooook 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ¢came a roar from
above,

Lamb, gritting his teeth, scrambled
up. l;-ta:m.rim:%1 rout prostrate and
spluttering, he rushed on |

But that brief delay had been
enourh for the Bounder! He was
already out of the House, and sprint-
ing across the quad.

here was a roar of astonished
voices a3 he was seen—a crowd of

Greyfriars fellows stared at him, and

at b! But Lamb did not get
near enough to handle the cane again.
He ha!teg, panting, in the school

g:tewny, and stared after the
under, vanishing down the road
towards Friardale.

Smithy was gone!

NOTHING DOING !

L OBINSON I*
Ferrers Locke started.
“John Hobinsom,” the

Head’s chauffeur, was coming out at
the side door of the school garage,
early in the sunmy iﬁfnih muming.
There was a shade of eﬁ oughtiul-
ness on the olive-skinned face of the
chanffeur—his brows were knitted,
and his eyes had & glint in them,

John Robinson—otherwise Ferrers
Locke, the detective—was nsually the
moat observant of men; but in that
mood of prim and disagreeable reflec-
tion, he did not immediately notice a
figure in the gara ard.

t wasa that the Bounder of
Greyfriars—and Herbert Vernons
Smith looked very curiously at the
chauffeur, rather wondering what was
the cause of that dark and thought-
ful frown on the usually impassive
and almost expressionless face of
John Eobinson.

Ferrers Locke had, in point of fact,
plenty of food for thought.

He had just come off the telephone.
Over the telephone he had learned
from Ins r Grimes, at Courtfield,
that Slim Jim had been at work
again, this time at the Conrtfield and
County Bank,

Once a week, at least, there was
news of a raid by Slim Jim, who was
working that neighbourhood in his
well-known therough style—eracking
crib after crib, and enapping his



dugers st the police and at the Baket
Street detective,

It was irritating cnongh to Locke!
He koew, at least he was sure, that
he was on the track of the mystery
cracksman. Yet the man, with in-
finite cunning, still beat him at tho
aame.

He Lad proved, to his own cov-
tainty, that 8lim Jim was an inmate
of QGreyirviars School. He was con-
vinced that he was no other than Mr.
TLamb, the new art master., And
surely Le had an advantage, as he
knew so muech, and Lamb, on his sidc,
had no snspicion that the Iead's new
chauffeur was a deteetive on  tho
watch for him.

Yet that advaniage had not served
Ferrers Locke.

He had watched with iofinite
poticnce—in’ vain! Twice, at least,
Slim Jim bhad bad & narvow escape,
but he had eacaped !

And then, when Locke had dis-
covered the wallet of cracksman’s
tools hidden in the old ivy in tho
Cloister, success had seemed certain
—he had only to watch that spot, till
the secret crook came for the wallet!
But again fortunc had been against
Lim—the mystery man had taken the
alarm, and tho wallet had been re-
moved—it was uscless to watch longer
in the Cloister,

Since then the Bakor Streot detee-
tive's vigilance had been unsleeping
-—vot now he knew, from the Court-
field inspector, that ho had failed
again,

Even while he had been on the
watch the provious night, the secret
crook mus(}) have ecrept out in the
dlaxkness, cracked the crib at Court-
ficld, and returned wunscen, un-
iscovered

TLocke's feelings were bitter enough.

He had as much proof as satisfied
himself—he had nono to justify an
arrest. And he knew, though Dr.
Locke said nothing, that the Head's
taith in his relative, the Baker Strect
detective, was wavering., Aod all
this time Mr. Quelch was a prisoner—
hidden in some nnknown spot, to kw-._p
his knowledge of tho cracksman's
identity n secret,

Cluelch had seen the midnight
prowler with his mask off. ‘T'hat was
why he had been kidnapped. Ono
word from Quelch, had Lo Leen at
liberty, wenld have been cnough to
lock the hondceuffs on the wrists of
Mr. Lamb—if, indecd, Lomb was the
man! But Quelch was not likely to
be found nntil Slim Jim woas taken---
and Slim Jim was not taken yet.
Would he ever be taken ?

With sueh reflection in his mind, it
was no wonder that John Robinson'a
face leoked-dark and grim as he eame
ouf of the garage, in the sunshine of
w windy March morming.

He did not motice the achoolboy in
the yard till Vermon-Smith suddenly
spoke, and then e started, and
glanced quickly round..

His frown deeponed at the sight of
the Bounder of Greyiriars.

“You!" he snnpfmd,

“Little me|” amiled the Bounder.

Iwocke gave him a grim look.

He had not forgotten that it was
from the Bounder of Greyfriars and
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owing to his feud with Lamb that he
had picked up his first ¢lue, which
had concentrated his attention on the
art master. But tho strange gamo
the expelled junior was playing was
awkward ond disconcerting for the
detective.

More than once the Bounder kad,
L{;lit-l.‘l unconsciously, barged in and
disconcerted his pla mithy, of
course; having not the sligh Bils-
picion that John Robinson was any-
thing but a chanffenr, or had any
duties ontside the garape.

“What are you doing here apaln,
Master Vornon-Smith?” asked John

Robinson sharply. “I heard that you 9

had been found in the achool and
turned out.”

“Right on the wicket !” agreed the
Bouwler. “Did you think you had
seen the last of me, Robinson 7

“I think that you are a very foolish
and headstrong boy, and that the
sooner you go home the betier I

“Thanks! Is that all ?* asked the
DBounder sarcastically.

“Leave this yard, at all ovents!”

“Any lhurry?* drawled Smithy.
“TLook here, Robinson, I've dropped
in early, to hove a word with yen
before anyone is abont. I asked you
more than a week ago to put me up
1 ¥our garnge——"

“That will do !

"Tired of my conversation?
grinned the Bounder. "“I'm going to
nsk fnn again, Robinson.”

“1t is mseless. Pleaso go.”

“I'll go when it euits me!™” said

£ g

Herbert Vernon-Smith coolly., “Not
too much chock, Robinson, please!
Look here, I told yon why I came

back—I've told you that I suspect
that man Lamb of being some sort of
o rogue. I've told you that I'm
going to spot him, and get him ancked
as he got me aacked—""
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“You need not tell me again,
Master Vernon-Smith!” said Jehn
Robinson,

“I've tried to plant myself out in
the House—twice [ said the Bounder,
unheeding. “That game's up now--
ne pood trying apain. Leok here,

bi.usm. is a tenner any good te
you "

“Thank you, no!® said TFerrevs
Locke dryly.

The Bounder sct his lips.

*“ Name your own fipure, then !™ lLie
anidl BH.TTIE\B!{. “I'va got plenty of
money, and [ ean get ns mugh more
as I want! I'd throw away every
vid to get a chance at that rat! IT
you want to do your duty to yonx
cmployer, you ought to be glad of
rogue being ehown up, who must have
taken the in, to be here at all.
Nothing to worry your precious con-
acienea in that, HRobinson! Look
here, if you'll fix it up for me to keep
doggo in the garage, I'll staud you
anything you like! T've only to ask
for fifty pounda if I want it.

The under watched the chani-
fenr’s face eagerly.

It was his last chance of remaining
in the precinets of Greyiriars, and.
a8 ho had said, he had plantg of
money ond could get more it he
wanted it—and he was prepared to
spend it like water to carry out lis
obstinate purpose.

But if any other chauffeur ever cm-
ployed by Dr. Locke might have
fallen to the offered bribe, Ferrers
Locke was not ilkely to fall.

He did =not oven answer
Bounder.

He erossed the yard to the gate on
the lane and threw it open. Then
he looked back at Vernon-Smith.

“Please go!™ he eaid.

“Will you answer me, you checky
rotter ?” “anarled the Bounder, hix
oyea blazing with anger.

“I have answered Fou, Master
Vernon-Smith!  Will you go thisx
moment, or shall I take you by the
collar?"

“Do so, if you dare!"

The next moment a lean hand was
on the Bounder's collar.

With a flaming face, Vernon-Smith
struck full at the dark-complexioned
face of the Head’s chauffeur. All his
rage and disappeintment were put
into. that angry, savage blow.

But it did not reach the mark: The
grip on his collar swung him back
cven ns he struck, and his fist swept
cmig the empty air, .

errers Locke emiled faintly, With
a swing of his si arm he hooked
the Bounder to the gate, With another
swing he tossed him into the lame,
anl Vernon-Smith sat down there

with a bump,
“Oh!” ho panted. “You rotter--
Maater

oh !

“You had better po,
Yernon-Smith,” said John EBobinsou
calmly, Ih wnr;li l:l now that if
you return here L 6 report yonr
presence to Dr, Locke.”

The goate slammed shut,

The Bounder of Greyfriars stag-
pered to his feet., His face was red
with rage.

His last hope of remaining within
the precinets of the school had failed
Tug Mgxer Lisrary.—No. 1,675.
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him—ilds was the fimizh of his 1n-
tended campaign at Greyfriars. With
a black and Litter brow he tramped
away down the lane.

And John Robinson hoped that he
hoad seen the last of lhim. The
Bounder's strange campaign in the
school from which he had been ex-
pelled was altogether too mueh in
the way of Ferrera Locke.

SMITHY ON THE WATCH !

& ALLO, halls, halle I*
H " Bmithy !
Five cyclists slowed om

the eliff road.

On Saturday afternoon, Harry
Wharton & Co. were pedalling along
the road from Friardale to Pl:f , in
a checry buneb, when they suddenly
gightrd the Bounder.

Their way lay past the gate of Sea
View, the chalet facing the clifis,
where the man Nobby Parker was
carctaker. But they had not intended
to stop, Mr. Lamb had been so ex-
ceedingly sovere upon trespassers at
that spot that Remove fellows were
careful by this time to give it 2 wide
berth,

But they slowed down at the sight
of Vernon-Smith standing at the gate
and looking across it towards the
chalet—a good distance back, the
grassy mound which covered the air-
raid dug-out being still farther back.

“8mithy, turming up like a bad
R-E'J!I]'I:I ppain!”  pgrinned Frank
{ugent,

¢ Bounder looked rownd. His
face wore an amgry frown, but it
cleared at the sight of the Famous
Five, He pave them a pod and a
grin, and they jumped down.

“So you're still about, Smithy,”
said Ha Wharton, with a curious
look at the expelled Removite.

“Look here, we're going to CLif
House—trot alonp with ns, old bean.
We'll wheel the jirgers from here.”

" The esteemed and beauteous Mar-
jorie will bo terrifically yleaﬁcd to
see you, my absurd Smithy,” re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“And I bLelieve there’'s going to be
a cake for tea,” added Bolb Cherry.

The Bounder grinned.

“Thanks ! he said, "I won't come
—bhut thanks all the samc! I've pot
something on—here [

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Another row with that man
Parker?” he ssked. “Well, Lamb
can't get on your track mow for hut-
ting in at Sea View, Smithy.”

“Not coming back fto Grevfriars
opain?” asked Bob, with a grin.

The Bounder shook his head,

“That chicken won’'t fight,” he
answered. 1 belicve I should have
nailed that rat if I counld have stayed
on—but my Iluck was out.”

“You gave Lamb a high old time
while it lasted,” said Bob.

“Do you think I came back simply
to jape Lamb?” grunted the Bounder.
“1 gave him all T could—but that
wasn't why I got back to the school,
I came back to keep an eye on him
and catch him at hiz pame—whatever
it ial”
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“Oh!" gaid Harry Wharton. " But
what—"'

“You know as well as I do that
that man Lamb is a 1o and a
rascal of some sort,” said Yernon-
Smith.

The Famous Five did not answer
that, They knew that there were
many peculiar eircumstances con-
nected with Mr, Lamb, but, like Hed-
wing, th rather thought that
Smithy's hitter hostility coloured his
opinion of the art master.

“He got me sacked,” said the
Bounder, “I'm pgoing to get him
sacked before the school sees the last
of me!”

“That's a big order, Smithy."” mur-
mured Bob,

“What's he up to?” said the
Bounder bitterly. “ What's his game
here, with that low-browed gangster,
Nobby Parker, who plays at %-eing
caretaker at this place? Not ancther
chalet or bungalow aleng this road
has a resident caretaker in the
winter—it's only a pretext for the
man being here,”

“Um!" said Bob,

“Why does Lamb come here—why
does he go down inte the air-raid
dugout when he comes—as I've
watched him do®" encered Smithy.

“Goodness knows,” said Harry.
“ But——"

“ What sceret have they got hidden
there—Lamb and his gangster pal®”
went on Vernon-Smith, “Nobody's
ever let into that shelter., You
remember that afterncon when Maule-
verer waa along here, with Bessic
Bunter in tow, and there was an afr-
raid alarm. There might have been
hombs  fallin an minute—hnt
Parker refn to admit them into
the dugout—one of them a scared

schoolgirl!  Well—why ?
“It's queer,” said Harry slowly,
“The gueerfulness is  terrific,”

agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“You remember, too, the day I led
the paperchase across here,” said the
Bounder.

“Just to worry the Pet Lamb”
grinned Bob.

“Yeg—just to worry him! Yom
fellows had a row with Parker, and
chazsed him down into the dugout.
Some of the fellows said there was a
room in the dugout with a locked
door.”™

“That's so0," said Harry.
about it, Smithyr™”

“I'm poing to kmow what's behind
that IucEed door,” said the Bounder.
*1 shall get a chance sooner or later
—amd then I may spot what Lamb’s

ame is. He docsn't sneak out of the
school at midnight for nothing, and
he doesn't come here for nothing.
What's the secret?”

The Famous Five could only shake
their lheads.

It was puzzling enough, but the
had mnot given the matter mue
thonght, not being spurred on by
bitter animosity like the Bounder. In
fact, they had almost forgotten about
it by this time. The Bounder had
forpotten nothing—every strange in-
cident, cvery suspicious circumstance,
was treasnred in his vengeful mind,

“I'm going to know,” he muttered,
“And when I know Lamb will get

“What

THE MAGNET—E

whnt I
friars.”
“Better chuck it wow, old man,
and come along to Cliff House to tea,”
suggested Bob,
“Don’t be a goat!”

got—the boot out of Grey-

“We passed Lamb as we biked
through Friardale,” said Bob. “He
was walking this way. You don’t

want him to catch you here, Smithy.”

“Oh ! exclaimed
thae Bounder.
“Thanks for the
tiEr 1l

‘Come on, then,
and—"

“Rats! Yo
fellows get  off.
Next {time 1 see
you I may have
some news,” said
Vernon - Smith.
“Clear off before
that rat comes in
sight — won’ll get
into a row if he
spotz  you about
here.”

“ Oh, all right!”

The Famous
Five remounted
their machines
and pedalled on

- -II TIEY R
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in the direction
of Pegg and CLff
House School.

Tk e Bounder
stood looking
down the road
towards Friardale.
Lamb, if he was
coming, was not in

gight Jret. Ko
doubt the cyclista
had left him a

ood distance

hind.

Having scanned
the road, Vernon-
Smith looked over
the gate. Nothing
was to be seen of
the man Parker at
the chalet, though
doubtless he was
there, If he was
expecting Lamh,
it was likely
enough that he
might be at a
window, and that
he had seen the
juniors on the
road.

Vernon - Smith
walked on, as if
intending to

At the ¢nd of the femce that en-
closed the chalet grounds was an un-
built lot, open to the road, where
several trees grew among stragglin
bushes. The Bounder left the I‘WE
and stopped under a tall tree near
the fence, already thick with the
green of spring.

He gave a quick glance round him
and clambered into the tree,

From a high branch, he had &

follow the disap- “ 0Oh!?* easped Bunter
earing cyclists to BN e i

of the windows of in a drenching shower,
Sea View, ho head, an

stopped.
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bird's-eye view of the chalet, the
unkempt field that surrounded it,
amed the big, grassy mound that
covered the air-raid dugout.

It was half an hour Iater that he
saw Mr. Lamb coming np the sea
road from the direction of Friardale.
He caught the gleam of the spring
supghine on the art master's gold-
rimmed glasses.

45 the bowl slipped out of his fat fingers.
ee quarts of fluid descended on Mr. Lamb
while the bowl fell fair and square on his
1 fitted him like a tin hat !

Lamb was walking slowly, as if
faking a casual stroll on a half-
lioliday. KEvery now and then he
agtopped and looked out over the sea,
where, in the blue distance, several
vegaels were to be seen—among them
2 trawler, probably engaged on mine-
sweeping.

The Bounder,
sneered,

He did not believe that Lamb was

watching  him,

interested in ascenery, or in mine-
sweepers. He believed that the man
was on his guard, taking care that
he was not followed, or ohserved
going to Sea View. 'When a pedes-
trian on the road, Smithy
noticed that Lamb gave him plenty
of time to get clear before he pro-
¢eeded. Lamb did not want to be
seen going to the chalet.

That leisurely stroll brought the
art master, at last, to the gate of
Sen View, He stood near the gate
for a few moments, once more admir-
ing the scemery, to all appearances—
making sure that the coast was clear,
in the Bounder’s opinion.

Then, with su.;gnsing snddenness,
Mr. Lamb darted in at the gate.
When he moved, he moved guickly.

The Bounder, from the high tree-
top, watched him with a sour smile
on his face. All Lamb’s actions were
suspicious—from the point of view of
a suspicious wateher !

The art master crossed the field
swiftly and dizappeared behind the
orassy mound of tEe air-raid shelter.
The entrauce, as Smithy knew, was
on the other side,

At the same time, a stocky man,
with a pimply face, came out of the
chalet and went in the same diree-
tion. It was Parker—aud evidently
Lie had been expecting Lamb, and had
Leen watching for him.

Both disappeared bchind the
grassy mound,

Vernon-Smith slithered down from
the trce. He lhad seen what he
wanted to see—Lamb had come there,
that afterncon, for one of hiz mys-
terious visits to the dugout! Smithy
wonld have given much for a glance
ito that deep retreat.

He walked away—his DLrows
wrinkled in perplexed thought. He
was going to know—he wos deter-
mined on that; and he was assured
that, ouce he knew, Lamb's number
would be up at Greyfriars.

But what was the secret? Ieen
as he was, the Bounder had to admit
that he did not kmow—that he could
not guess, Keen as he was, sus-
picious az he wasz, he did not dream
of any connection between Lamb's
vigit to the dugout and the cracked
erib at the Courtfield and County
Bank the night hefore!

LAYING THE SNARE !

L Y dear Ferrers—7>
“Robinson, sir 1™
“Yes, yes, Robinson!”

said the Head., *Is there news? Is
there uews at last of my old friend
Quelch #*

Dr. Locke’s tone was cager,

It was on Monday, after third
school. Ir. Locke was in his study.
A word on the telephone had told
him to expect Ferrers Locke, and he
was waiting when the chauffeur dis-
creetly tapped at the study door and
entered.

He waved his hand to a chair,

But John Robinson did not sit
down. John Robinson was always
careful to play his part to perfection.
Anyone glaneing in at the window,
or unexpectedly entering at the door,
would have seen John Robinson
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sj:nudiﬂgh respectfully at attention—
like a chauffeur listening to instruc-
tions from his employer. Ferrers
Locke was not the man to leave the
minutest point unguardeﬂ.

“As yot, no, sir ' zaid Johu.

Dr, ke's face fell,

His faith in his relative, the ccle-
brated detective of Baker Street, was
unbounded. Dut he was disappointed
—he had long been disappointed. It
scemed that even Ferrers Tocke was
ne match for the cunning crook,
whose face was unknown, whose name
was unknown, who was called Slim
Jim because the police had no other
pame for him.

“I must not expect too much !” said
Dr, Locke slowly. “The man has
baffled the authorities for years—and
it is only a matter of weeks since

u have taken the case in hand, my

ear fellow I

“T shall not, at all eveuts, abandon
the case until Slim Jim is laid by the
heels!™ gaid Ferrers Locke. “And
when he is in the hands of the law,
there will be every hope of finding
Mr. Quelch, sir!”

“The rascal, surely, will confess
what he has done with him, when he
has nothing further to gain b%h:upa
ing him a prisoner!” said the Head.

“No doubt—but even if he does

not, there will be ev hope of
tracing Mr. Quelch and discovering
him.”

“Quite so! It is omazing,” said

Dr. Locke slowly, “that the man
keeps up his depredations and con-
tinually escapes discovery, You still
hold to your belief that in his daily
life he 1s & man who follows some
normal and renymtahle avocation,
above suspicion?

“I am guite sure of it.”

“And that he takes somc post, of
an open and unsuspicions kind, in o
neighbourhood that he has marked
out for plunder?"

“ Exactly—exeept that I think that
the neighbourhood depends on the

ost!” eaid Ferrers Locke, with a

aint smile. “8lim Jim has been at
work for years, as you say—un-
suspected!” In his open life, under

hiz own ngme, he follows some re-
spectable calling—all we Euow of it
is that it is of a temporary nature—
ag his work concentrates in ouc
district for a few weeks or months,
angd then he disappears as suddenly
a5 he came—to be traced again, later,
in some other district, perhaps a
hnudred miles away.”

“But what kind of post?” said the
Head musingly. “The man might be
almost anjtﬁin in his outward life.”

“Anythmg—{irom a grocer’s assist-
ant to a schoolmaster, from an extra
clerk in a bank to a temporary post-
man !* said Ferrvers Locke., “It iz o
wide field of search to eover, sir.”

"It seems to me almost hopeless!”

said Dr. Locke, with a sigh, “Aud
vou have no clue?”
“I will not say that, sir! I will

say that I have ;IJ-DI But I prefer
to zay nothing definite till the case
closes,” said Ferrers Locke guietly,
“But you have something to say {o
me, especially this morning—"
“No doubt you have heard of Slim
Jim's latest exploit —the robbery
THE MacxeT LIBRARY.~No. 1,673
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nt the bamk in Counrtfield last Fridoy
uight #”

“*I have heard of it—was that the
siyme man againy”

“There iz no doubt about that—tle
workmanship of Elim Jim is nnmiz-
takahle,” answered Ferrers Locke,
“and the night-watchman had a
«ltmpse of kim—a slim man in black
with a masked face—therc is no
doubt on that point, sir!”

*“And Mr., Queleh is the ouly man
who has seen that face unmasked!”
“aid the Head,

“That ia whr lke ia a prisoner:”
snid Ferrers Locke. * Now, sir, your
Fank in Conrtfield is the Capital and
Provioeial.”

“That is so0,” assented the Head.
“ Fortunately, it has not wet
attracted the attention of Slim Jim.”

“It may be the next on his list!”
gaid Ferrers Locke. :

The Head set his lips a little.

“If you think so, Ferrers,” he said,
*1 keep & considerable number of
gecuritics at the bank. If you think
so—" He paused uneasily. “There
are a number of bearer bonds, very
difficult to trace if lost—"

“I suggest, eir, that thosc securi-
ties should be taken from the Capital
and Provincial, aud placed in your
safe here."

“You think they will be safer
here?” asked the Head doubtfully.
“The man made one attempt he::e,
Ferrers, before you were called in.
Surely a safe in a aclicol is less secure
than & bank "

“I have a renson for what I sug-
mest, six, apart from the safety of
your bonds1” said the Baker Street
detective. "I have certain reasons
for thinking that such a change may
be useful to me. As for the securities
{hemselves, you need have no mis-

iving—I ehall take care of that."”

“1 shall, of eourse, do as you sug-
gest 1" eaid Dr. Locke, " Everything
i8 in your hands, Ferrers. I will o
to the bank to-day, if you wish—"

*“*Not at all, sir! In this matter, I
muet aek you to follow my instrnce-
tions to the very letter.”

“You have only to state them!™
anid the puzzled headmaster.

“I suggest, then. requesting a
master in the schos! to call at the
bank for the parcel of bonds,” eaid
Ferzers Locke. “ He will, of course,
carry your written authorisation for
the manager to hand them to him."

“If you think it best—I will ask
Mr. Prout—-"

“1 suggest Mr, Lamb, sir!”

“Laml, 1" repeated the Head, “The
wit master? It shall be exactly as
you say, Ferrers, but Mr. Lamb is
not the man I ghould myseli have
selected for such o mission. He is an
excellent master—a very capable man
in many respects—perhaps you know
that he has obli me by taking the
Remove, during the absence of Mr.
Quelech—"

"i Om OHwWore i:;j that, siz.”

“A very ca e and very obligi
man,” Bgd the Head. *I haEenﬁ
high copinion of him—indeed, I shall
regrct his leaving when Mr, Woosey
returns. It is not often that an art
master is ecapable of taking a junior
Form aud giving satisfaction as a
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Form-nzazter. He iz very clever at
pen-and-ink work also, and I belicve
makes ¢uito a little income by work
for the illustrated papers. A pgifted
man, Ferrers, but——" The Head
paused.

“But what, sir?” nsked Ferrers
Locke, with a very curious look at the
headmaster of Greyiriars.

“But a little thoughtless and

absent-minded,” said the d. “The
only fanlt I conld find with him, as
a master, ia a somewhat too ensy-
;l;;ning and unsuspicious mature. But
ike 8o man nr%’iatin men, he is a
little absent-minded—a little care-
less in the common matters of life—
and, really, Ferrers, I should not like
him to leave my parcel of bonds in a
taxicab or unghmg of that kind.”

Ferrers Locke suppressed a smile.

If Mr. Tamb was indeed, ns the
Baker Street detective believed, Slim
Jim, the mystery cracksman, therc
was no doubt that he played his out-
ward part well,

This was the impression he had
made on the headmaster of Grey-
friars—a very observani oand saga-
cious old gentleman. It was no
wonder that he had followed a carecr
of crime undetected for so0 many
years—if heswas indeed Slim Jim.

“In every other respect an admir-
able man !” gaid the Head. “1I shall
give him the very best and most
cordial recommendations when he
leaves here on Mr. Woosey's re-
turn. Indeed, I to be able to
obtain for him an immediate post to
follow his leaving—I have already
made some inquiries, and think that
it will be an easy matter, he is so0
very satisfactory in evetl'g respect.
But to tell you the truth, Ferrers, he
is not the man I should select to
carry o parcel of bonds worth several
thousand pounds. A moment or two
of absent-mindedness micht have

serious results.”
errers Locke nodded.

“I quite nunderstand, siv. Bal he
will go to the bank in the car, and X
ahall be with kim the whole time, and
there will no danger of Mr.
Lamb’s absent-mindedness cansing
any disaster.”

“If  you this,
Ferrers—"

“I do, sir!”

“Very well; it ghall be as you say.
Mr. Laml: will be glad to oblige me
in the matter; he is the most obliging
of men.”

“Naturally, sir, you will not make
the slighfest reference to the fact
that this has becn suggested to you,”
snid Ferrers Locke.
—a single syllable—might do irre-
parable damage. It is more im
ant than ever that no one should sus-
peet that there is a detective in the
school.™

Dr, Locke smiled.

“You may rely on

really  wiah

r discretion,

Ferrers. 1 shall simply ask Mr.
Lamb to go to the bank for me.
Naturally, I shall say no more.”

“Very well, gir; that is all.”
Ferrers Locke opened the study

doox.

Mr. Prout was coming wup the
corridor, sand he glanced at the
chauffenr.

“Very good, sit, the car will be

“A single hint-

ready at two!” said Johu Robivson,
for Mr. Prout to hear,
And the chanffeur

orerr reapectinlly
epa :

Frres ALLECI

JUST LIEE BUNTER !
i I SAY, you fellows!”

at's up?”
“Got any mkP” asked Hilly
Bunter eagerly.

“Wha-at?"

The Famous Five were in the Hag
when Billy Bunter rolled into that
apartment, with an excited, fat face.
They were looking from. the window
at the Head’s cor, which had come
round from the garage, and was wait-
ing ot the door of the House.

Jolin Robinson, standing like «
ramrod, with expressionless face.
waited with the car—evidently for a
anpga_r to come ont of the Homse.

he juniors supposed that the Head
was going in the car, and were mildly

interested; when Billy Bunter rolled
mto the Rag, and drew their
attention.

“Ink I" repeated Bob Cherry.

“At it again, you fat oss?” ex-
claimed Johnny Ball,

“I say, you fellows, don't waste
time!  Lamb may come out any
minnfe—-="

“Lamb ' repeated Harry Wharlouw.

“Lamb's going in the car!” ex-
plained Bunter. “I asked Robinson
whom he was waiting for, and he said
that Mr. Lamb was §-qing ts Court-
field! I eay, yon fellows, you know
how I got Lamb the other day? I'm
going to get him ngain !”

* Fathead I sald the Famons Five,
with one voice,

“I want some ink ! hooted Bunter,
“1 say, fellows, cut off and get
me nll the ink yow can! Don't
waste time! Safe ss houses, you
Enow—I'm going to shont ont * Look
out, Smithy !” same ns last fime, and
Lamb will think Smithy's back again

—gee? He, he, he!”

“You howling ase!” hooted Bol
Cherry. “You got away with that
once—think can get by with it a
second time

“Eh? Yes! ‘That's all night!”
assured Bunter. “You see, I shall

5Et him from the window over the
oorway. When he comes out to the
ear, you know. Couldn't be better,
could it? Then I shout out * Look
out, Bmithy!" and—"

“You blithering ass, chuck it I”

“Yah !

Billy Bunler was not to be deuicd.
A few days ago he got by with that
inky stunt, with absolute success.
Success encournged Bunter. Hc wax
going to do precisely the same thing
over again,

Once more he was going to drench
that beast Lomb with ink! Onece

more Lamb was %:‘lglf to think thot
Smithy had come and was at his
games again.

It seemed a snre th to Bunter!

It did not seepn at all sure to the
Famous Five. Bunter had had luck
last time—and even thenm he mipght
not have escaped, but for the nnex-
pected and unnforeseen circnmstance
that Herbert Vernon-Smith actually
had been found in the House at the



i t%a Whazton .!r.i {Eglr ﬂiiil;} not
i at his was H Te-
peat itself. b’%ﬁ-% thought it far
more likely that Billy Bunter was
heading for a large spot of trouble.

i here, you fat assg—" began
Wharton.

“Will you serounge me some ink
from somewhere, without wasting
time jawing 7" hooted Bunter,

“No, ass! No, fathead! No,
blithever! Yon—™"

“Then I'll make this do!” said
Bunter. "I can’t waste any time—
that beast may pop out to the ecar
any minute, and I can tell you I'm
jolly well going to get him om the
nut, same as I did before, and shout
out: ‘Look out, 8mithy!' and make
him think Smithy's back again! Yon
just wait i

Bunter grabbed the inkpot from
the inketand on the table in the Rag.

It was a large inkpot, and it was
nearly full of ink! It was not so
much as Bunter would have liked,
but it was guite enough to make Mr.
Lamb feel sorry for himself, if it de-
geended upon him from above, That
was what it was going to do—if
Bunter ated his success.
B;;}Stap, you fat chump——"" shouted
“¥ah !" retorted Buunter, over a fat
shoulder, and he shot out of the Rag,
with the inkpot in a fat paw.

Billy Bunter ascended the stair-

case at unuaial 5 A
On the middle landin

time,

was a large

window, which overlooked the apot.

where the car waited. There was a
wide, old oaxken window-ledge, where
fellows sometimes sat. It was eae
for the fat Owl to clamber on tha
window-ledge, push n a casement,
and whiz down the contents of the
inkpot, when Mr, Lamb emerged
below.

Wkhat, indeed, could he simpler?
Then that strategic shout “Look out,
Smithy I” weuld put Lamb on the
wrong scent again—as before. It
seemed an absolutely safe and sure
thing to Bunter.

The fat Owl panted tgg to the
middle landing. He planted the ink-
pot on the old oak ledge, which was
more than a foot wide, and then
clnmhareélhu t?:lﬂ? ;t Then hia fat
paw grabbe e inkpot again.

E«:&uatting there, the fat Owl
blinked round, to ascertain that ne
eye was on him, hefore he opened the
casement,

It was mecessary, of course, for
Bunter snot to bo seen hurling the
ink. Even Bunter understood that,
if he was seen hurling the ink, it
would not be believed that Smithy
waa the ink-hurler !

“0Oh crikey ! ejaculated Bunter,
afm];: blinked ﬂ:nundﬁ hanﬂ his :Fm
a t pop rough his epectacles.

For tﬂg ggt object he noted as he
ave that enutious blink round was

r. Lamb coming down the upper
staircase !

Lamb glunc&d at him.

Bunter's fat hand elid behind him,
with the inkpot im it! He hoped
fervently that Lamb would not spot
that inkpot.

The sight of Lamh, at that
moment, was frightfully dieconcert-
ing to the fat japer
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He had not expected to see Lamb
there! Really, there was nothing
purprising in Mr. Lamb having gone
up to his voom, probably for a coat
or & hat, before poing in the car!
But Bunter had not thought of it. A
fellow could not think of everything !
Bunter had been thinking of ink |

Mr. Lamb came to a stop on the
middle landing and fixed hia eyes,
over his gold-rimmed glasses, on the
fat Owl squatting in the window,

“Bunter ! he rapped. “What are
you doing there? You are well
aware that boys are not allowed to
climb on that window-ledge. Take a
hundred lines, Bunter, and get down
immediately !

*0h, wyes, sir! Sus-sus-certainly,
sir !" stammered Bunter.

Lamb Bad not seen the inkpot!
That was luck, so far! But he was
certain to see it, if Bunter jum
down in his sresennm Bunter hoped
that he would go on his way without
further delay.

Lamb did not go on his way. He
frowned at Bunter,

“Get down at omece!” lic smapped.

“Oh! Yes, air!” gasped Bunter.
“I—I'm just going to, sir! I—I
gay, sir, the—the car's waiting—the
—the chauffeur's waiting, gir—"

Bunter hoped that that hint would
cause Lamb to pasa on down the
lower stairs. It did not.

“What are you hiding behind you,
Bunter ! agked Mr. Lamb.

“Oh erikey ! I mean, nothing, sir !
I—I baven't anything in my hand,
sir, and it ain’t am inkpot!” stut-

tered Bunter.

“An inkpot!” ejacnlated My,
Lamb,

“No, sir! Nothing of the kind!

It ain’t the inkpot from the Rag,
gir—I haven’t been in the Rag since
dinner—and I wasn't going to
this window. Why should EF“
ﬁisp-eﬂ Bunter. *“1 never asked

binson who was going in the car,
air, and I never knew it was you.”

“What ?"” roared Mr. Lamb,

“1—I—1 didn't, sir—I mean, I
wouldn't—I mean to say—yarcooh !
roared Bunter, as the art master
E‘HI.B’[]EEI him by a fat arm and hooked
im off the window-ledge down to the
landing,

Bump !

Billy Bunter stumbled and rolled.
From the inkpot, still tightly
elutched in a fat hand, the contenta

ghot in a stream! That stream
landed in the middle of Bunter's
features.

“Qoooooogh 1 apluttered Bunter.

He sat up. The inkpot was still
clutched in a fat paw—but it was
empty oow !

he ink was streamin over
Bunter! He blinked through a veil
of ink! Ink was all over his fat face

—it blotted his big spectacles—it ran
down his fat neck and in at the
corners of his month! Bunter was of
the ink, inky!

“Gurrrggh I gurgled Bunter.

Mr. Lamb stared down at him.

“*Bunter—"

“Yurrrggh! Urrgh!”

“You intended to J}hrﬂw that ink

from the window——
“ Wurrrrggh 1?
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“You intended to repeat the mizer.
able trick played by Vernon-Smith
last week—"

“ Grrooocooogh 1

“I shall cane you when I rcturn
from Courtfield, Bunter !”

“'Wooooooogh 1

Mr, Lamb went down the stairs,

Bunter sat on the landing aud
gurgled and gaslged.

le was gurgling, gasping, splut-
tering, and clawing at the 1k when
the car drove away,

He was still thus happily engaged
when the Famous Fiwpgaie u?‘.- %Ehe
lower staircase, interested to sce Low
Bunter was getting on.

From the window of the Rag they
had not seen any inky shower descend
on Lamb as he went to the car—they
had heard no shout of “Look omt,
Smithy ! Bunter had not, after all,

of by with it a second time! When
they arrived on the middle landing
they could see why. They stared at
the inky object that was gurgling
and guggling and clawing ink!

_ “0Oh, my hat!" yelled Bob Cherry.

Is that Bunter? Having a hl;ﬁ;
out all on your own, old fat man

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Urrgh! I gay, you fellows—
gurrgh! That beast Lamb copped
me—gurrgh! I say, I'm all inky!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Famous
Five, .

“.B]eam:l if I zee an;thin ta cackla
at!"” yelled Bunter. *The beast says
he is going to whop me when e
comes back [

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Gurrgh! TI've got some in mv
month—and some in my ears™

sped Bunter. *“I'nr all—gurrggh!
—inky! What are you ean'i:ting at,
¥you beasts?”

“Ha, ha, ha!* yelled the five,

“Beasts 1

Billy Bunter tottered away—for a
wash! Even Bunter redlised that ha
needed a wash! He left a trail of
drops of ink as he went—and left tha
Fumtn}m I'ive howling with merri-
ment !

AT LAST!

LICK!
Herbert Veruon-Smith
caught his breath,

The key turned in the lock.

The Bounder's eyes danced in the
darkness,

It was auccess—at last!

It was Wednesday, and a misty
evening had closed in. That day had
been a half-holiday at Greyfriars
School. It was the day of the St.
Jim's match, and the Remove foot-
ballere had been playing Tom Merry
& Co. from Bt. Jim’s—the Bounder
missing from his accustomed place in
the last big foothall fixture of the
season. His thoughts that afterncon
had been on Little Side at Greyfriars
—whence he was pow for over
banished.

‘He had long looked forward to thal
big mateh—in which, after all, ke
Iad not played. The Easter holida
were coming, and he would not gz
there when the sachool broke up!
MNext term, the ericket would be on,
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but the Bounder of Greyfriars would
never wield the willow again at a
Grﬁ.{friam wicket.

had deserved what had come to
him, and he did not deny it! But if
the headmaster had done his duty,
Lamb had not—Lamb's motives had
been personal. Lamb lad feared
what he had found out, what he
might yet find out. Lamb’s motive
was his own guiltdy secret, whatever
it was. Lamb had got him sacked—
and Lamb was going to leave Grey-
frianrs in disgrace, in his turn, as
soonr as the vengeful Bounder had
spotted his secref.

And now he was going to spot it!
In the darkness, he stood before the
door of the air-raid shelter at Ses
View. And the key in his hand had
turncd the lock!

It was not his first attempt!
Not by many & one! Every night, of
Iate, the Bounder had stood in the
same spot—trying key after key on
that lock.

How many keys he had accumu-
lated, at the shops in Courtfield where
such things were sold, he hardly knew
~but he was sure that, sconer or
later. he wonld find one that would
turn the lock—and now he had done
it !

What secret lay hidden in that
dugout he could not guess. He had
cudgelled his brains in vain on that
sibject. But he knew that there was
a sccret—something that would tell
the hidden meaning of Lamb’s m
terions visits to the place, of his
strange acguaintance with the ruffian
at Sea View, ]?erhnps of his nys-
terions midnight excursions.

Whatever that secret was, the
Bonnder of Greyfriars was going to
know—and, when he knew, everybody
wne poing to know. Whatever
strange and guilty game Lamb was
playing, it wns going to be found
ont, and proclaimed far and wide—
that was going to be the last blow of
the expelled Bounder,

And now, at last, he had succeeded
—thie door was unlocked, and he was
free to enter.

The hour was late—darkness en-
wrapped sea and land ; the chalet was
hidden in ploom. Parker, it was
likely, had pone to bed at that hour,

but the Bounder was cautious; he
lind mot made o sound as he t
across  the field and round 10
grassy mound that covered the

shelter. No sound—till the click of
the key in the lock told that he wns
successiul ot last!

He pushed the door open.

There was dense blackness within,
Freling his way, Vernen-Smith crept
softly in and closed the door behind
him—the gpring lock clicking shut of
itself. _ _

He stood in blackness, listening,

It was not likely, but it was pos-
sible, that the man Parker was there.
He might visit that seeret den at
night for all the Bounder kmew. If
he was there, by chance, the Bounder
had to be cautious.

He felt—he wasz sure—that it was
a guilty secret that he was going to
unearth: and if he was found there,
he might have to deal with a des-
perate man.
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There was no sound. From what
the Remove fellows had told him, of
what. had lm'gpaned on the day of the
paperchase, he knew that there was
8 wooden stair leading down into the
depths of the earth. At the foot was
& sort of passage, with a small room
at ome end, and another room of
which the door was kept locked.

He groped his way to the edge of
the stair, and atood looking down in
the dark and listening intently.

No sound camo him—zuot a
glimmer of light! Parker was not
there—unless he was in o reom with
a shut door.

The Bounder ventured to turn on a
spot of light from a flashlamp,

It glimmered on the long, stcep,
wooden stair leading downward.

Yernon-Smith stepped cauntiomsly
down.

He stood, at length, at the foot of
the stair, silent, breathing softly, his
heart beating.

Close at hand was a door set in a
concrete doorway. He knew that this
must bo the door that the juniors had
found locked on the day of the paper-
chase.

He had no doubt that it was locked
now. But, to his surprise, as he con-
centrated the light on it, he saw
there was also a bolt—and the bolt
was shot into the socket.

The bolt was at the bottom of the
door, *hardly mnoticeable. Probably
the juniors, on the day when they
had chased Parker, and rolled down
the stair with him, had not noticed it.
Smithy would not have noticed it hod
he not been examining the door with
hia flashlamy,

Now he noticed it, and stared at it
blankly.

His ﬁmrt gave a jump.

The door might be locked, to keep
ont an intruder. But why was it
bolted? A bolt on the outside of &
door would not keep anyome out—it
conld only kesp someone in.

“Oh gad !” breathed the Bounder.

He knew that there was, thot thero
must be some secret in that locked
room in tho dngout. He had been
unable to guess what that secret was.
Now it scemed to Lhim that he had a
glimmering of it.

What—or rather who—was in that
hidden roomrt

For what purpose could a bolt be

laced on a door, unless to reinforce

he lock, and if it was ploced on the
outside of the door, it could only be
to defeat an attempt on the lock—
from within !

Was someonc inside that locked
and bolted roomf It could mot bo
Parker—Parker must have bolted the
door on the outside. Who could it
he? What did this mean?

Was it possible—was it imaginable
—that a prisoner was kept hidden
from sight in the dugout—that that
was the secret that Nobby Parker
guarded at Sea View?

The Bounder’'s brain was almost in
a whirl,

His enspicions of Lamb and his
associate had been deep—but they
had never been able to take definite
shape, He had never thought of
a?thingl like this.

“‘or a long minute he stocd staring
at the bolted door.

Then at last, ke moved aloug the
concrete age. It led to a room,
of which the door was ajar.

He flashed on the light,
scanned the interior.

Some articles of furniture, and a
number of cases and boxes, stood there
on the floor of bare, wooden planks.

The Bounder lifted the lid of one of
the boxes and saw that it contained
tins and packages of foodstuffs. The
room was used as a store-room.

He might hove supposed that Le
had come upon a secret food hoard.
But since he had seen the bolt on the
other door he could guess why food-
stuffs had been accumulated there,

If there was a prisoner in the dug-
out, that prisoner had to be fed. No
doubt that store had been accnmu-
lated a good time , at the time
that Sea View had been taken over
from the estate agents, and the air-
raid shelter constructed. Smithy
guessed now that it had beer con-
structed less as a refuge in fime of
air-nlarms, than as o secret prison,

He turned away at l&niih and re-
turned on tiptoe to the bolted doox
at the foot of the stair.

He stood there and listened.

If that room was ocoupied, who
was there? If it was not, why wax
the door bolted on the outside? Wax
it occupied?

There was no sound from within.
But at that hour the occupant, who-
ever he was, might be as . It
could be no confederate of the stecky
man at the chalet—or why should he
be bolted in?

There was a metal cap over the
Eeyhole,

ilently the Bounder moved it
nside, revealing the keyhole, and »
thin trickle of light came from
within.

There was electric light in the
hidden room in the dugout, and it

andl

was on. The occupant was not
asleep then,
A faint sound Teached the

Bounder’s eara. It was the rustlc of
paper as the page of a book wasz
turned.

Someone was therc. That was cexr-
tain now. Until he was assured who
and what the occupant was, the
Bounder could not venture to make
his presence known. He stooped, to
apply his eye to the keyhole.

ut even as he did so he straight-
ened up agnain, his heart fairly
thwmping at the sonnd from above.

It was the click of an opening
lock. :

The outer door of the air-raid
shelter, at the top of the stair, had
opencd. That could only mean that
Parker was coming—or Lamb—por-
haps both,

e Bounder instantly shut off lux
light, and stood with thumping heart
iu the darkness.

HIS MASTER'S VOICE !

ERBERT VEBRNON-SMITH
hardly breathed.
For s moment he stood ns
if dumbfounded.
He was on the verge of a discovery
—and he was caught. There was no
fear in the Bourder's heart-—fear wos



unkuowu to the reckless seapegrace
of Greyfriars,

But he knew that he was in
danger—and he Enew that he was no
match for the muscular ruffian,
Parker—atill less for Lamb, if it was
Lamb. And he knew, with terrible
distinetness, that if he was found
there, he would never be allowed to
g¢ again to carry away the news of
what he had already discovered.

There was a tramp of heavy boots
on the littlo l&t‘t{]iﬂﬁt the top of the
stair. It was not Lamb’s light and
ug;ingy tread ; it was the thickset,
stocky ruffian Parker whe was
coming.

Only for a moment the Bounder
stood dumbfounded, Then he moved
swiftly—but still silenitly, cautiously.
His liberty—for all he knew, even his
life—depended on remaining unseen.

He groped swiftly along the com-
crete passage, to the little room with
the open door. It was the only place
out of gight when the man camoe
down.

He was ohly just in time. There
was a sudden blaze of light in the
passage behind him, ;

The man above had pressed a switch
turning ont the clectrie light, to light
his way down the stair.

But even as the light blazed out
Herbert Vernon-Smith into
the store-room, and hngkﬂ behind
the half-open door.

Heavy boots clumped om the hare,
wooden stair.

The man was descending. Certainly
he could not know, could not suspect,
that anyone was there. He had
found the upper door locked, as he
had left it—he had had to unlock it
to enter. 1f Smithy counld keep out
of sight he was safe,

A glimmer of light from the pass-
age came into the room where he
stood. He stared round him, with
ulmost desperate eyes. Behind the
door he was unseen—but if the man
came to that room——

In a further corner stood o packing-
casc--and the Bounder swift
sgqueczed  himself behind it an
crouched down. TUnless the man
searched the room he was secure
there. And why should he search it?

The heavy tramp came along the
hare, wooden p]nnﬁs of the passage
flooring. The man was not stopping
at the bolted door—he was coming on
to the room where the Bounder
taken refuge.

Vornon - Smith
breathing. But it seemed to him
that the loud beating of his heart
must betray him.

His fists clenched desperately, If
Ihe was found, he was going to do his
best. But he did not stir—he did
not make a sound as the heavy tramp
came along and atopped at the door-

WAy,

.{ sawitch clicked, and a light was
turned on in the store-room. If, by
chance, the man looked behind that
racking-case——

But the man did not cross the
room. Obviously not the faintest
suspicion crossed his mind that any-
one was there.

The Bounder heard a sound of
fumbling in one of the bozes. He

suppressed  his g
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could guess what the man was doing,
though he did not think of peering
out-from his hiding-place.

Parker was taking food from one
of the store-boxes.

Smithy bheard a clink of a tin
knocking against another,

He knew what it meant—what it
must mean. Parker, who was care-
taker at the chalet, was in reality

ler to some own prisoner in
the air-raid dugout. He made
regular visitzs to provide him with
the necessaries of life—and, doubt-
less, to make sure that he was still
safe.

No doubt he came eovery night—
E‘rnha.h]j once or twice by r]ar also.

arker was mow merely -carrying on
as usual; there was nothing unusmnal
about his visit to the dugout at that
late hour; he had no suspicion of any
kind.

The man remained in the room only
a few minutes.

Yernon-Smith, with intense relief,
Leard the heavy tread in the doorway
again, and the light in the store-
room was shut off. It was still on
in the passage outside. The heavy
tread went back towards the stairs.

Breathing hard, the Bounder
emerged silently from his cover,

The man had left the store-room
door ajar, as before. A moment more,
and. Vernon-Smith was peering cau-
tiounsly out.

Then he saw Parker—stoppiung at
the bolted door at the foot of the
stair. He had a basket in one hand—
evidently containing the food he had
taken from the store-room,

He set the basket on the floor.

Then the Bounder watched him as he

drew o thick muffler across his face
and knotted it bebind his head, half-
ilim:lmg the unpreposscssing pimply
ace,

He was about to enter the locked
room—and he was first concealing his
face. Whoever was in that room was
not to see him! It could only mean
—all that he lhad done could only
mean—that there was a prisoner
there!

‘There was a scraping as the holt
on the door wae withdrawn. Then
Parker inserted a key into the lock

-and tarned it.

- He pushed the door open.

The baskeét was in hLis left hand
now. Before entering, the stocky
man took & short loaded stick from
his pocket. That, obviounsly, was to
ard against some despernte act on
the part of the man within.

Then he stepped into the hidden
room and disa vl from Vernon-
E{:ﬂith*s sight. The door closed after

1.

Herbert Vernon-Smith stood staring
into the cmpty passage. The electric
bulb filled 1t with bright light and
illnmined the stair. Parker was
nlone—there was no sign or sound of
the other man. The outer deor above
was locked—and Vernon-Smith knew
that, if it opened, he would hear it
and be put on his guard. He crept
out of the store-room on tiptoe.

Without n sound, he reached the
closed dooy of the hidden room—un-
locked and wunbolted now. From
within, he detected the sound of a
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grunting voice—Parker’s. WWho else
was there?

He beut his head to listen, Another
volce came to his eara—the voice of
the unknown occupant of the seeret
room.

With diffieulty, the Bounder re.
pressed an exclamation of untter
amazement.

Clearly, distinetly, he heard that
voice—a voice once very fumiliar to
his ears—a voice he knew uas well as
he Enew his own,

Petrified with amazement, Herbert
Vernon-Smith stood as if thunder-
struck—in his ears the well-kuown
voice of the kidnapped Remove master
of Greyfriars School !

= i

UNEXPECTED !

R. QUELCH laid dowu bLis
hook and rose to his fect as
the door of the locked room

in the dugout opened and the stocky
man with the muffer across his
pimply face entered.

¢ man closed the deor after him
and dumped down the basket on the
table.

The Bemove master stood leoking
at him, his eyes glinting under his
knitted brows.

Parker gave him a nod and a grin.

“’Ere’s your ratious, mister!” he
said. “ And you're lucky to get them,
if you come to that, the way things

arc going. You don’t ‘ave to "and
over 4 cou for them !
He chuckled.

“You rascal!” said Mr, Queleh, in
a low, tense voice. “You scoundrel!
It is you again—always yon."”

“Did you think it- was anybody
else, old covey?” asked Parker, grin-
ning. “You ain't likely to sco
visitors 'ere. Did you expect to see
a peeler, when you heard me coming ¥

Ho chuckled again.

“I hoped I’ said Mr. Queleh quietly.
“This cannot continge, you villain!
You and your confcderate caunot
carry this on without discovery! It
must come—it iz sure to come:¥

“It ain't come yet, old covey!™
grinned Parker. “Nor I reckon it
won't come, s0 long as it ain't safe
for Jim to have you loose. You saw
more than was é,ﬂmd for youw, that
night at Popper Court.”

“This cannot go on!” repeuted tlic
Rewmove master,

But there was little conviction in
his tonme.

Long and weary weeks of imprison-
ment had sapped away his hope.

It was ouly weeks—but it scemod
to him years since that night when,
by- the wall at PuEp-er Court, he had
seen the face of the cscaping cracks-
man with the mask off. Duy after
day, night after night, bad crawled
by, endless,

Ferrcrs Locke was sceking him—he
knew that much! But even the
celebrated Baker Street deteetive hiad
failed, so far.

Hope had come ou the Jduy of the
Greyiriars paperchase whep, how
and why he did not know, the Remove
fellows had bLeen mixed up iy o row
with Parker, and had chased him
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down into the dugout. One ory, then,
would have brought him aid, but the
Taasked man had been there, and had
held him silent, and the locked door
had been between. Yet, knowing now
that ke was near Greyiriars School,
Ie had hoped that Greyfriars fellows
might come that way again, and that
hy evms happy chance they might
discover their imprisoned Forme
mastor.

That hope had died.

It had revived again the day that
Trd Maunleverer and Dessie Bunter
fnd #ought shelter in the dugout
when the sirens were sounding. But
the knocking on the npper door had
ceased—and nothing had come of it,

Sinee then, the kidnapped school-
master had heard nothing from the
oiter world—scen no one but the
~tocky man who came regularly once
# oy snd once at night; and the
masked man—Slim Jim—whose visits
WO TOTE.

Mutked as hg alwaya was, Mr.
(Jucich  knew the face under the
ruask—and he was the only man who
knew it! He was the only man who
could have identificd Slim Jim. And
the price of hiz knowlelge was im-
prisonment—and hope of release was
almost dead.

And I'¢ knew that he wos near the
#chool in which he had been a master
—tear, but as hopelessly lost to Grey-
friars ax if he had heen hundreds oy
thonsands of miles nwa

He clenched his hands as he looked
;t the rufian with the muffler over his
i LN

Parker prinned, and made a gesture
with the loaded stick in his hand.

Often and often had the Remove
master caleulated the chances of o

strugele. He would have taken the
chances, but for the faet that his

caoler always came armed—and one
Llow of the leaded stick would bave
struck him senseless.

“Forget it " prinned Parker. “You

e
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won't be any better off with a cracked
nut, mister! And if you lift so much
a#s a finger, I'll crack your nut as
soon as look at you—and you can lay
to that!"

“Wretch " muttered the Remove
maater.

“You ain't ench a lot to pgrousc
about, mister!” grinned the stocky
man. “You got good guarters "ere—
better than where you was parked at
first, in an old vault, with Rattiy
looking after you. You got electric
light, an eleetric stove, and plenty
of grub—and I-ain't asking you for
vour food tickets!” The ruffian
chuckled at his own joke.

“Will this ever end?” breathed Mr.
Cnelch,

“Mebbe!"” said the stocky man.
“So long as Slim Jim is working this
district, it ain't safe for him to bave
vou back at your school, mister. Yon

now too much to be let loose. But
when Jim moves on—it depends ! But
you con bank on it that Jim won't
tun any risk of you spotting him—
not if it means keeping you parked
here for the rest of your natural !

He moved back to the door.

But he did not turn his back on
the prisoner of the dugont. He could
read the desperate pgleam in the
sunken eves of the Nemove master,
and he wns taking no chance of n
sndden and desperate apring.

He backed to the door, grinning,
the loaded stick ready in his hand—
only too plainly prepared to strike
the prisoner senseless, if he made an
attempt at an attack.

“Good-night, mister!”
'arker.

He opened the door with his left
hand, still facing the Remove master,
and backed out into the passage.

Mr. Quelcl: watched him with burn-
ing cyes.

Suddenly he gasped, his eyce start-
ing with amazement. Behind the
rutfian, 33 e backed out, a figure

crinned
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suddenly appeared—at the sight of
which the Remove mastor wondered
whether he was dreaming.

Even as he plimpsed that figure,
the Bounder's clenc hand struck,
crashing in the back of Parker’s neck
amdl sending him spinning into the
room again, headlong.

Crach !

Parker, taken 1thterlg by surprise
by the blow from behind, sprawled
headlongr on his face on the plank
floor. ‘Lhe stick flew from his hand
as he crashed.

The Bonnder, with Liazing eves.
leaped in. He laoded on the sprawl-
ing ruffian, his knees crashine indo
Parker’s back.

“Mr. Quelch '™ he ghouted. * Baek
up !

For a gecond, the Hemove masiec
stood like o man in a drean.

The sudden sight of Herberl
Vernon-Smith, in that place, at that
hour, seemed to him a vision—a wild
delusion.

But, as the s}iﬁuﬂeﬂng ruffiun
heaved wunder the Bounder and
attempted to rise, the Bemove master
woke to reality.

He sprang forward and grasped thw
slmmwhug man. Aud in & moment
the three of them were mixed up in »
wild and furious struggle on the
plank floor of the dugout.

SLIM JIM'S LAST CRIB

REYFRIANS 8CHOOL  lay
G silent and dark nnder a mom:-
less sky.

The March wind wailed romd the
old red chimpev-pots, and rustled
branches of the old elms and cluster-
ing ivy ou ancient walls. Bub theoe
was no other sound in the night—and
no glenm of light in the blackness of
the black-out.

There was no sound either as the
gide door of the garage opencd, and
Joln Robinson, the chauffeur, stepped
out into deep gloom.

John Robinson wus rather tull, ardd
Lhe was sinewy and mus=cular; but L«
trod as lightly as a eat.

The Head wonld mot liave recog-
nised his own chauffeur, bad he heco
able to see him then. He wounld have
seen a lean man with o sondy benrd
and shagpy moustache, in a davk
overcont and dark cloth cap-=-no more

like John Robinson than he was like
Ferrers Locke of Baker Street.

Kever for one moment did Ferrers
Locke forget caution. Not till the
handeuffs wore zafcly locked om the
glim wrists of Slim Jim wns there to
be the remotest suspicion that Ferrers
Locke was anywhere near Greyiriars,
or that John Hobinson was anythiry
other than he eeemed.

Soundless in his rubber shoes, the
deteetive slipped away from the
garage in the darkuoess.

Five minutes later he waa letting
himself into the House with a key.
Onee within, he was in blacker dark-
ness than before. But he did not
think of turning on a light. As ii
he could sec like a cat in the dark,
he moved silently throngh the sleep-
ing Housc.

e stopped at length at the door of
the headmaster’s study.
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Dr. Locke glanced first at Ferrers Locke, and then at
*“ This is the man ! ** said the Baker Street detective.

handcufls on his wrists.

That door was locked. It opened
;ﬁe::ltlj to & key in the detective's
IiE.

He entercd with soft tread, and
closed and relocked the door behind

him.

The windows were covered with the
black-out blinds. The darkness was
almost solid. It wae unlikely that a
elimmer would have escaped, had he
turned on a Hash-lamp. ut he did
not do so. If Slim Jim was on the
mei that night, Locke was not tak-
ing the slightest chance of giving
him the alarm.

Silent, soft-footed, the Baker Street
detective moved in the darkness of
the Head’s study.

By the fircplace was a deep aleove,

in which a large leather urmcﬁmir was
backed.

Behind the high back of the arm-
chair Locke dropped on his knecs,
hidden, if the study was entered.

Who waz likely to enter it when all
Greyfriars slept?

But was all Greyiriars sleeping?
Was there one wakeful, as well as the
man who had crept silently from the
rarage?

Locke wondered. Thia was the
third night that he had waited and
watehed in the headmaster’s study—
the third night since a parcel of
bearer bonds, worth seven thousand

ounds, had been placed in Dr,

ocke’s safe.

How long would it be before the
suspected man fell to that fempta-
tion? Would he fall to it at all, or
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act, sir I

would he be too cunning to let his
work he done so near to his den ?

Ferrors Locke could not tell, He
had laid his plans, neglecting no
detail. He ecould only hope that the
mystery cracksman woulgd fall into
the snare that had been laid for him.
Why should he not?

If Lamb, as Locke believed, was
8lim Jim, the crocksman, he knew
what wasz in the safe. What was
casicr than to lift it? And the prize
was a very valuable one. Elim Jim
sometimes made hundreds in a single
laul. Now he had a chanee of mak-
ing thousands! Was he likely to lct
it pasa him by?

wocke did not think so.

But he could not be sure. This
was not the way e would have
chosen had the crook been less cun-
nivg and wary. Night after night,
for many a long and weary night, he
had watched for the secrct crook.
Twice or thrice he had been en the
very heels of suecess, but he had
failed.

To shadow a man of mystery when
he left the school in the dark hours,
fo track him to the scene of his
depredations, to cateh Slim Jim in
the act; and clap on the handeuffs—
that had been Loeke’s plan and hope.
But fortune had not befriended him.

lHﬂw he had thought out this new
plan.

The Head did not know why Locke
Lhad desired that Mr. Lamb should be
requested to convey the bonds from
the bank to the school. He had
acceded to Locke's wish without ques-
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e‘n:llasked firure sianding by the open safe, with

““ Caught in the very

tion or demur; and withoul question
or demur he had hapded him o kew
to the study Iic would have heen
startled if he could possibly have
known the detective's reasoun.

Lamb had been selected to convey
the honds to the school—eso that Slim
Jim would know that the Head's salc
was a crib worth eracking. Certainl
no sieh idea crossed the Head’s mind}t

On Monday night Ferrers Locke
had watched, as he was watching
now. On Tuesday night he had
watched! Now, on Wednesday night,
he was on the watch again—with
tirelezs patience.

Seven thousand pounds—for ihe
taking ! Surely the crook would fall
for it—if, indecd, Lamb was Slim
Jim. There was no proof—xaothing
on which the police could have acted
—only the :IEEF certainty in Ferrers
Locke's own mind. Certainly from a
hundred  different cireumstances,
many of them trifling, but all poiut-
ing to the same conclusion.

%‘urnly Slim Jim would erack {hat
valuable erib! For what had he to
fear? He could not have the re-
motest suspicion that he was sus-
peeted.

The Head hked and trusted him:
the other masters were friendly in a
rather patronising way, taking Lamb
in the character he chose to assumc.
oi an artistic, absent-minded sort of
harmless ass! Nobody in the school
could suspeet or dream of what he
was !

The junier who had a %ilfer
hastility towards him, who vagueiy
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suaspected Lim of he lardly knew
what, certainly never dreamed of
anything like the truth; and that
junior, too, was ne. Lamb was
wafe from Herbert Vernon-Smith, if
ever he bad been in danger frgm him.

Of the Head's chauffeunr he never
thought at all—he hardly ever saw
Lim, and certainly never gave lim
any attention.

1f the Head’s safe was cracked, no
ane in the school would dream of Mr,
Lamb in conpection with it. Ik
wonld be one more on the long list of
#lim Jim's nocturnal depredations in
that district—that was all.

He would come—either this night,
o & later night. Sooner or later ho
would surely come! He might leave
it for a night or two—for two or
three nights, so that the robbery
should not follow too closely om the
Jdacing of the bonds in the safe—the

nds that had been conve by Mr.
Lamb. But bhe would not leave it too
long, lest the headmaster should
change his mind and decide not to
keep such valuables in the school.
te was too cumning to act at once;
ik, if he acted, his action would not
e very long delayed.

Locke, patient and tiveless as a Red
Tudian watching for his game, waited
in the darkness in the alcove, and
listened,

If the cracksman camc, he had no
doubt that he wonld come from with-
out! The window was fastened, but
the fastening was child's play to a
cracksmaan like Slim Jim! He would
stenl down from his room axd quit
the House by door or window at a
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distance—he would enter by fthe
window of the study, leaving clear
gign of his entry.

ke was sure of that! The man
was too cunning to risk leaving the
remotest hint that it was an inside
job.  Everything he did would be
done to give an impression that the
thief in the night come from a
distance, Hg would not risk leaving
the faintest clue within the House.

But wounld he come?

Midnight had ed. Only the
wail of the wind came to Locke’s
listening ears—once a faint burst of
flistant gunfire from the sea. Would
the man in the mask—the man whose
face was known only to the kidnapped
Remove master—come ?

Locke stiffened suddenly,

A faint creak at the window came
to his ears, and kis eyes glinted in
the dark.

That was not the wind. That was
a4 hand on the window from without!
The window was almost soundlessly
opening.

Ferrers Locke listened.

Intent as his ears were, he could
hardly cateh a sound made leag the
soft-footed man who had entered.

But he heard a faint rustle, as the
black-out blind was carefully re-
arran over the window, Then
there was a spot of light.

Locke’s face set hard and grim,

The man had come! The trap had
worked. Slim Jim had come to
gather in seven thousand pounds in
casily negotiable bearer bonds. What
Mr, Lamb knew, Slim Jim knew, and
he was there to lift the plunder.

Ve o1 - |

Youre in for a Mirthquake
WHEN YOU READ —

He gave the West the jitters! He
had them guessing right from the
first, The bad men of the wild and
woolly West threw fitswhen Happy
Hoppy Harper threw his voice.

You're in for hours of riotous

fnother grand reading as you follow the hair-
ENOCK-OUT

raising, mirth-making adventures

LIBRARY  of this cute ranch hand,
Yl Ask at your newsagent or book-
Mo, 712:  giall for—
Constablo
Simon Simple MNo. 711 of

KNOGK-OUT LIBRARY 4

The spot of light crossed the room
to the door.

The faintest of sounds told Ferrers
Locke that the unseen man had tried
the door handle, and satisfied himself
that the atud{g door was locked.

The spot light moved back. Ii
came to a standstill; the detective
knew where. He knew that Blim
Jim was now at work on the safe;
and silently he rose to his feet in
the alcove behind the armchair, and
looked over the high back.

The safe door was already open;
Slim Jim was a quick worker. The
flashlamp had been placed on a chair
to show him light.

The light gleamed into the open
safe, and gleamed ou the figure that
stood before it;a slim fipure dressed
in black from top to toe; black from
the close-fitting cap to the shoes.
Masked in black also, Locke kmew;
though he could not see the mask, as
the cracksman’s back was to him.

The thievish hand was ]gm ing in
ﬁe safe. There was a rustle of thick,

av a8 i

FegrgrsperL:cku soundlessly stepped
out from tho alcove. He was directl
beFinﬂ the man who stood at the
safe.

A bundle of papers was in the
hand of the cracksman, As he drew
it out a sudden grasp was laid om
him from behind.

There was a startled anag from
Slim Jim. The bundle of bonds went
to the floor. The man in black

turned like a tiger on the man who
had grasped him. He twisted des-
erately in the grip of Ferrers
ke. But he had no chance—not
the ghost of n chance—the surprisc
was complete for that., Even as
he turned and twisted, his arms wero

pinioned, his wrists dragged to-
gether, and there was a sudden snap
of steel.

Snap !

From two eyelioles in the black
mask on the zlim man's face, two
eyes burned and shone with mad-
dened rage. Like a trap wild
animal Slim Jim wrene at the
handenffs on his wrists.

In all the years that he had levied
toll on his many victims, in all tho
ears that he had been Enown onl
EF the nickname that the police ha

ven him, 8lim Jim had never felt a
ﬁ:lm-:il on his shoulder, or the cold
contact of steel on his wrists. But
it had ¢ome at last. It had come—
and the mystery crook was trapped
and taken,

He panted and panted.

Ferrers Locke stepped back. The
man was handeuffed—he was safe
now. The detective stepped to the
lighting-switch and turned on the
cleetric light in the study. From
under the mask come a panting
breath. The burning cyes from tho

holes were watching him like a

tlgar’a.

*Who are you?” The cracksman's
voice came hissing. “You were
watching for me—you knew—who.

are ue
“That tz mo secret mnow ! gaid
Ferrers Locke guietly. * Probably

my face is known to you, my man.”
ith a movement of the hand he
swept off the sandy beard and shaggy



moustache; disguise was no longer
needed, now that he had his man,
The light shone on the cool, clear-cut
face that was revealed: a lace that,
evidently, the cracksman knew. From
nnder the mask came a hoarse ox-
clamation.

“Ferrers Locke I

“Exactly I” said the Baker Street
detective.

And as the

desperate man

wrenched again in vain at the hand-

euffs, the detective stepped to the
telephone to ring up Dr. Locke in his
house, and then to ring Inspector
E'I.il!:’ﬂi’:ﬂ at the police station in Court-
field.

— e —

THE FACE UNDER THE MASK!
DR. LOCEE stepped into his

atudy.

His glance weut first to
Ferrvers Locke, then to the masked
figure in black, standing by the open
safe, the handcuffs on his wrists,

He glanced from onc to the other.

“Ferrers I” he exclaimed. * This—
this is the man!”

“That is the man, sir!” answered
the Baker Street detective. “Caught
i the very act, sir! You will guess
naw why I desired you to send for the
honds, to be placed in this safe.”

A hissing breath came from under
Slim Jim's mask,

“Trapped ™ fell from his lips.
“Precisely !” said Ferrers
“The trap was haited for you.”

“This—thiz iz the man—the man
who has defied the police for years!”
The headmaeter gazed at the hand-
cuffed crook. “My dear Ferrers! 1
could hardly believe what yvoun said
on the telephone—this is the man—

B

the man who kidnapped M.
Queleh #”

“Slim Jim, gir!” said Ferrers
Locke.

“You have informed the policed”

“TInspector Grimes is already on
hiz way here, to take the man into
official ¢nstody ! answered the Baker
Btrect detective., “The case has
taken long, sir—the man was as wary
ng a woltf; for wecks, since I have
suspected him, he has beaten me;
but it is succesa at last.”

“You have suspected him—"

“I have watched him for weeks,

sir!” answered Ferrers Locke. ™I
expected him, to-night, when he
came.”

“Bless my soul!™ said the Head.
“I understand, of course, why you
have told me nothing of this, IE
—it was for you to keep your own
counsel. But do you mean that you
knew the man--that the face under
that mask is no secret from youp”

“1 think so, sir!”

“Yon watched for him here ! said
the Head. "It iz not clear to me,
Ferrers, how you could have known

that Le would be likely to come. Cer-

tainly he can have known nothing of
the valuable plunder to be found in
that safe™

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“That was known only to four per-
gons,” said the Head. “The Dbank
manager, Mr. Lamb, yourself, and
myself ! It seems to me impossible,
Ferrers, that even that cunning
Eknave can have learned——"
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“You must pre&m vourself for a
ashock, sir " said the Baker Strect de-
tective pravely, * When that mask
is removed, the facc under it, I
think, will be familiar to you."”

“Is it possible?” The headmaster
of Greyfriars gazed at the black-
masked face, from which the eyes
burned and glittered. “You mcan
that I have seen. the man before, In
his outward person?”

“You have secn him many fimes,
sir. It will be a sumewhat painful
shock to you to see that man’s face
revealed. The man, sir, was ai in-
mate—a temporary inmate—of this
school.”

Dr. Locke started violently,

“Impossible ! he exclaimed.

“I am sorry thot it is the {ruib,
gir I” said Ferrers Locke.

“My dear Ferrcrs, you arc dream-
ing ! exelaimed the Head. *“ There
is mo inmate of the school with
whom I am not well acguainted—tho
only reecent arrival is Mr. Lamb——"

“Quite so, sir! Now you will
realise why I asked wyou that Mr.
Lamb should be sclected to convey
the bonds here from the bank.”

“Why?" exclaimed the Head.

“S0 that Slim Jim would kuow
that the plunder was here, sir.”

The Head looked bewildered.

“1 fail to understand.,” he said.
“Mr. Lamb certainly cannot have
allowed any information to asﬁase
him—he understood quite clearly
that nothing was to be said on the
subject. Absent-minded as he is in
many matters, he could not be so
indiscreet—"

“Mr. Lamb's absent-mindedness,
sir, was a pose—a part of the char-
acter he chose to assume to conceal
his real character, as effectively as
that mask conceals the face of Blim
Jim ! said Ferrers Loecke. “ Mr.
Lamb has deceived you, sir, as he has

deccived others, during a long
course of years.”

“Ferrers 1"

“Mr. Lamb’s profession, sir, is

that of an art master,” said Ferrers
Locke. “His custom is to accept
temporary cngagements—as he has
done here, in the place of Mr.
Woosey. It has long Dbeen known
that Slim Jim takes up some unsuns-

cted and respectable post in the

istricte he plunders. That post,
gir, is the post of art master in a
school.™

The headmaster gave a gasp.

It was dawning on him now--but
he could not realise it.

“Ferrers! You do not mean—yon
cannot mean—-"

“Look ! said Ferrers Locke.

He stepped to the handcuffed man
and unf ed the black mask that
hid his face. The mask was jerked
AWaAY.

The face of the mystery cracksman
—ithe face hitherto only known to the

2l

Lamb that the Remove fellows
knew. It was pale and distorted with
bitter rage; the face of a human wolf
that had been trapped. But it was
the face of Mr. Lamb—the face of the
art master of Greyfriars.

For a long minute the headmaster
gazed at it, in silence.

Mr. Lamb—alias 8lim Jim—
hardly looked at him. His bitter,
malevolent gaze was concentrated on
Ferrers Locke.

The Head spoke at last.

“I understand uwow ! he saud, very
quietly. “I understand, Feryers:w
He drew a deep, decp breath., "It
was to keep this secret that my old
friend and colleague, Myp. Quelch,
was kiduapped [*

He pa a moment.

“Mr. Lamb—if that is
name——" he went on.

The mftured crook gave him o
black and bitter look.

“That is my name!” he sneered.
“My name and record are open to the
world—a safe cover under which 1
have worked, and which has never
been penetrated—till now! And now
—even now I cannot understand. I
have scen nothing of your detective
here, yet he has gaid that he has sus-
pected and watched me—"

“Dr. Locke engaged a new chanffeur
this term!” said the Baker Strect
detective l:l:;'l :

The man in black stavied.

“A chauffeur! Are you telling me
that you have been in this school all
the term—that it was Ferrers Locke
who drove me to the bank on Mon-
day?” he panted. *“ Tricked—tricked
and tm’PpEd! If my hands were
frce——" He broke off, with a shrng
of the shoulders. " You have beaten
me, Ferrers Locke—and I did not
believe that there was a man living
who could beat me. Perhaps, some
da;', m{ turn will come.”

“Perhaps!” said Ferrers Locke
tranquilly. “But not for ten years
at least, Slim Jim!?

“From here,” said the Head, * yon
ga to the prison you have long

eserved. Before you go, tell me
where Mr. Quelch is to be found.
You have nothing to fear from him
how—your secret is known—all is
known that Mr. Queleh could have
told, if he had seen you. He has not
harmed you—do him mo further
harm.”

The crook's lip eurled bitterly.

“T will tell you nothing !” he said.
“Ferrcra Locke has trivmphed so far
—he has laid me by the heels. Bul
he has not found the mon he sceks—
and he will not find him! That

wer, at all events, remains in nmy
iands. I will tell nothing, but this
—this! Queleh is a prisoner, hidden
deep, and will never bo found! Lt
Ferrers Locke find him—if he can!
I de not think he will sueceed.”

(Continued on next page.)
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vealed.

Dr. Locke gazed
at 1t.

“LTamb! Le soid

kidnapped Remove
master — was  re- %‘“

faintly.
It was not the
dreamy, amiable

faee of the Pet
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“Wictch ™
sudienantly. 4

The man in black shrugged Lis
~tolders again,

“Say what you like!” he rctorted.
“Fervers Locke has defeated me—un
that, at least, I ecan defeat him.
tpuelely will never again st the light
oF dday—that is my revenge ou Ferroers
Locke ™

‘Lhe Ticad stood
vith scorn and loathing.

4 deep silenee in the study.

It was broken, suddenly, by a lowld
kovcking at the deor of the Housce.

Ferrers Locke gave a elart.

Knock, kneck!

“That canuot be Inspeclor
Grimes!™ said the deteetive. “Hu
sannet  have reached the  school
vik, "

T Knock!

Ferrers Locke left (he stwdry and

hurried to the deor.

crcladimed the Head

looking at him
él‘l::-::ru L1

THE BOUNDER'S LUCK!

EEBERT VYERNON-BMITIL
H grinned breathlessly,
“We win " he punted.

The struggle on the floor of the aiv-
eiitd dugout had bhecn Lriel, With
vvery ounce of his strength the stocky
mun resigted-—resisted to the end, Lill
he was exhausted and could struggle
1 more.

But he Lhad noe chance. ¢ g N 1T
flounder's knee in his back pinned
him down, aund Quelel’s grasp was
strongr.  Not till he conld resist no
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longer did the ruffian yield ; and then
he Tay breathless, panfing, at the end
of his tether, secure in a grasp that
ditd wot relax for a moment.

Then  the Bounder jerked the
muffler from the pimply face.

“Hold his paws, sir!” he said.

Mr. Queleh grasped the rough
wrists and held them, and Vernon-
Smith bound them together with the
mufHer, knotting it again and again,
Then he rose to his feet, breathless,
but glecful:

“All right now. siv!” he said.

“My dear boy ! said Mr. Quelch.

The Remove master’s pale, worn
Fuee was very bright.

It was liberty at last—{rcedom
afier long, weary weeks of imprison-
ment.  The way was open now—locks
and bolts no longer barred him from
evcape, It was difficult for the kid-
napped Form-master to believe it—
the Bounder's prescirce seemed to him
almost mivaculons. Herbert Vernons
Smith—{h¢ worst boy in the Remove
~had saved him !

Mr. Queleh stood leaning on the
table, vecovering his breath after the
struggle. Nobby Parker lay om the
Hoor, his hands safely bound, his eves
snapping like a rat's,

The tables were Lurned now-—with
a vengeand®: ! The prisoner of the
dupout was frec—and it was Nobby's
turn to face imprisonment. From
where hie lay, he would go te 2 prison
cell,

Veruwen-Smith plaveed yound, oud
picked up o shedt from the bed in the
corner of the roow. He tore it into
strips and bound the man’s ankles,
al then knotled another fastening
vound his wrists. Nobby was to have
no chance of gotting loosc when he
was loeft.

“Yernon-BSmith 1™

Mr. Queleh’s voice ¥as calm now.

And there was a mote of the Form- P

master in it. Mirvaculous as  his
rescue seemed, deeply grateful as e
was Lo the Bounder of Greyfriars, ho
was master of the Ilemove, aud a
Hemove boy was there—out of the
House, out of the scheol, at mid-
nigrht |

“Yes, wiv!” said Smithy.

“I uced wot say,” said Mr. Queleh,
“how glad T am to svce you here,
Veruwon-Smith—how grateful I am for
what you have done. T shall pever
forget thiz, my boy! But what were
yon doing here—what reason can you
have had for leaving the school at
such  an  hour—what exensg——"
Queleh broke off at that.  Severe
Form-master a8 he wag, he realised
ihat this was wot, pechaps, the time
For exenses

The Bounder breathod ralhcy hard.

“T have pob lebt the school to-night,
sie-—0 left the Anehor Ian, in Pegg”
ke answered,  “ 0 don’t belong  to
Greyfrines wow.™

“What !

“T'm  eacked!”  nmutlered  the
Hounder.
“You have been expelled:™  ex-

elaimed My, Queleh blankly.

“Yoee, gir!”

“Trpelled ' repeated Mr. Queleh.
“1F you bave been expelled  from
Greyiviavs, Vemon-Smith, I am
atraid 1 eannot doubi thal vou have

deserved 1t.  But why, then, arc yon
not at your home?”

“I'm not denying that I deserved
it, sir!” said the Bounder meckly.
“I've no complaint to make of the
Head. Buf Mr. Lamb—-"

“Mr. Lamb?”

“The new art master, sir—le has
been taking the Remove while you
werp away. I know that he was a
bad egg, and that was why Le got
mo sacked—and I stayed on to show
him up and get him sacked in his
turn! And that's what I'm going to
do!” said the Bounder of Greyfriars
between his teeth, “He won't stay at
the scheol after this—he will go to
chokey as a kidunapper—"

The Bounder's eycs danced.

He had known that there was some
seeret—he had been sure that it was
a geeret of guilt—hidden in the dug-
put at Sea View! Now he knew the
seerct—the dugout was the hiding-
place of the kidnapped Remove
master. That was Lamb’s secrot—a
decper and darker one than the
Bounder had dreamed of suspecting!
He had the man pow—and it waas
more than the sack that Lamb had to
cxpeet for this!

Myr. Quclch atarcd at him blankly.

“What can you mean, Vernon-
Smith? I have never scen Mr, Lamb
—but what—-"

“He had a haud in this, sic.”

£ Wh:&t -;:u

“I know he had some secret hore—
I never knew what! I've watched
him come here more than once. Now
I've found it ont—and found you, sir!
Lamb is that ruffian’s master—"

“Good heavens!” said Mr. Queleh.
“I eannot understand this, Vernon-
Smith. Iow could Mr. Lamb—who-
ever Mr. Lumb may be—have any
connection with that lawless raffian—
with my imprisonment in this dreary

!.HE-E——-“

“I kuew that lie had, sir! I tcll

u, I was after his secret here when
{oi'mmd you! I couldn't believe my
cars when I heard your voice!l
never dreamed there was o prisoner
here, till T got in—to-night! But as
soon as I knew you were here, sir, I
Lknew what I was ﬁﬂiﬂg to do——-"

“My deur boy ! said Mr. Quelch.
“You have saved me—we arc frec to
po! My dear, dear boy, I am sorry—
deeply sorry—to hear of what” has
happened to you ot the school. Per-
haps, when Dr. Locke heavs of what
you have done for me, he may take a
more lenient view. You may rely
upon ik, Vernou-Smith, that ecvery
cndeavour I can make will be made.
Some act of recklessness——"

“I'd better fell you the truth, sir!
I had a letter from a racing man—-"

Mr. Queleh eompressed has lips.

“Lamb found it, and locked if in
his desk, I forecd the desk to get it
baek——"

The Rewmove master’s face was very
arim. . _

“I'm making no excuses, siv!” said
Vernon-Smith, “I descvved what I
pot, und I'm net whining about it,
But—Lamb kuew that 1 suspected
him, and be was keen to get me
sucked—he wasn't bothercd about any
senso of duty, the rat! Now I know
what his gamre was, I know why he
wias afraid—and why he wanted to



elear me out of the school ! It's Lamb
who kept you heore sir.™ .

“'Fhat scems scarcely possible,
Vernon-Smith! 1 was kiduap by
the cracksman who is called Slim
Jim—Ubecanse I had seen his face, and
eould bhave identificd him—"

“I kunow, gir! I can't make that

art ont, but I know that Lamb came
Eere, and it was because of that that
I came, Lamb was that brate's
master, and gave orders here.”

““I shall see this Mr. Lamb as soon
as I return to the school,” said Mr.
Quelch: “And I repeat, Vernon-
Smith, that # you desire to return
to Emifﬁnm, I shall use my influcnce
with the Head on your bebalf to the
utmost extent in my power.”

“0h, sir!” goasped the Bounder.
“If you'll do that——"

“1 shall certainly do s0,” said Mr.
Quelch, “Now let us go, Veruon-
Smith. [ am aware that we are not
far from the school—-"

“Ouly a couple of miles, sir ! said
the Bounder, his eyes dancing. “ Do
you want me to come with you?”

" Maost decidedly !

“Here's your coat, sir! That
hrute's safe epough—and I'il lock
him in and take the key! The police
will pick him up before morning.”

Nobby Parker breathed a string of
oaths as the Remove master and the
expelled Removite left the hidden
room together. 'The deor shut om
him, and the Bounder locked it on
the outside, and put the Ley in his
pocket.

The Buounder—Dby his own fault—
had lanided in deep trouble: and,
quite unespectedly, the clouds seemed
to be rolling by, IIe was going back
fo Greyfriava with Mr. Quelch—and
he kuew that ‘he was goiug to stay.

BACK AGAIN !

ERRERS LOCKE fairly jumped.
F It was oot easy to.eurprise

the Baker Street detective.

But, ]fﬂr'-hnn-:ze ihﬁhiﬂ liff‘,ﬁ he was taken
utterly by surprise as bhe swung opcn
the door and saw who had knocked.

He stood as if dumbfounded,

* Is—ig—is that Mr. Quelch?” the
Baker Street detective stuttered.

“Fervers Locke, I think ! eaid Mr.
Queleh, with a amile. * Yes, it is I—
and I am very glad to see you here.
I have much to tell you.”

“Ferrera Locke!" repeated the
Bounder. He looked very curiously
at the [amous detective, never dream-
ing that lhe was lookipe at John
Robinvon.

“Thon—then vou——"
Locke.

“T am free again, Mr., Locke—and
I owe it to this boy!” said the
Remove maater,

“To Vernon-Smith!™ repeated the
deteetivo.

* Little me!” said Smithy, with a
checry grin. “ Excuse me for buttin’
in ou your job, Mr. Locke I

Forvers Locke gave him a long
look.

“I've something to tell you as well
as Mr. Quelch,” said the Bounder
coobly. " Bowmething ahout a master
bhere: Mr. Lamb—-"

“The IMead iz in hiz study, Mr.
Queleh,™ said Ferrers Locke, "and

stammoered
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somcone else whom you bad better
see.

“Is the Head up at this hour?”
asked Mr. Quelch. “*1 shall be very

lad to see him as guickly as possible
—and he will be glad to kopow that I
have r¢turned. I conclude that some-
thing has happened here to-night,
Mr. ke 7

“ Undonbtedly, sir!
to the Head's atudﬂf

Mr. Quelch followed him, and
Vernon-Smith followed Mr. Quelch.

The door of the headmaster’s study
was wide open. Dr. Locke stood
there, and, to the amazement of the
neweomers, & man in hlack, with

Pleage come

‘handcuffas on hia wrists.

The Head’s eyes almost bulzed as
tho Hemove mastor walked in.

“Mr, Quelch!” he exclaimed, like
A mab in a dream.

“Yes, sir!” zaid Mr. Quelch, as he
grusped the hand of his chief. “I
have returned, sir, thanks to this boy
--Vernon-Smith.”

“Bless my soul[" said the Head
faintly, He wrumg the hand of his
old colleague. “Quelch, it really is

ou, Queleh? I had almost given up

pe. my dear, dear fellow! Only a
few minutes ago this wretch—this
villain—had refused to tell where you
were hidden—this rascal—*

Mr. Quelch looked at the man in
black, ¢ Bounder was stariug at
him with popping eyes.

That Lawmb must. bave been con-
cerned in the kidnapping of the
Remove master, Smi Enew: but
titis was amazing to him.

“Who ia thisP" asked Mr. Quelch.
Then, aa his gimlot eyes fixed on the
face of the man in black, he knew,
“The cracksmon—the wvillain I saw
at Popper Court—the man who kid-
nay me. Dr. Locke, that man is
the crook who is called SBlim Jim—
that -man—"

“1 know it—now i” gaid the Head.

The Bouuder gasped.

“Slim Jim! Ob gad! Is that it?
That's Mr. Lamb, sir—"

“Mr. Lamb!” vepeated the Remove
master. *“*What do you mean,
Vernon-Smith? That man is a crook
—a cracksman—a man wanted by the
police—"

- “And he's Mr. Lamb, too!” grinned
the Bounder. “ By gum, I knew that
he bad acerets to keep, but I pever
dreamed of that one! By gum ¥

“What doecs thia hn‘y- mean 7 ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch. * What——"

“It is true, sir!” said Ferrers Lockn
guietly. “This man, Mr. Lamb, is
Shim Jim, the cracksmany—and he has
been caught in the very act of break-
ing open the safe here.™

Alr. Lamb—alias 8lim Jim—did not
speak! The bitter o and dis-
appointment that d him
seemed to have deprived him of utter-
auce. The prisoner of the dugout—
the hidden mon whom lie had believed
that even Ferrera Locke wonld never
tind—atood before him.

Ferrers Locke dropped a hand en
thie arm of the handeuffed mai.

* Inspector Qrimes will soon be
hero!™ be said. 1 will hand this

man over to his enstody when he.

i

comes, sir. Come. my wan .

3

The Baker Street detective led Slim
Jim from the study.

Dr. Locke stood looking alter-
nately at Mr. Quelch and at the
Bounder. His kind old face told of
his dmdp oy and gatisfaction at seeing
his old friend and colle agaiu,
But his look at the expelled jumior
waa dnbious.

" This boy——" ke said.

It i3 he who saved me, sir!” said
Mr. Queleh. “Perhops you will allow
nre to speak on the subject of Vernon-
Bmith—Ilater! The boy must remain
here to-night, at all events.”

“Certainly ! said the Head. “Cer-
tmnl; I T will give instructions——"

“If I may atay, sir, I can turn in
with Redwing!” said the Bounder
meekly. “Reddy will be glad to see

me, sir.”

“Veory well 1 gaid the Head.

Dr. ke was anxious to be left
with . his_old ecolleague—they lad

wuch to say to oune another.

The Bounder was dismissed—with
& light heart. As he went up to the
Bemove dormitory, he heard the
sound of a car without. T tor
Grimes had arvived—and Mr, h
was ﬁ-omg—slim Jim, at long last, in
the bands of the police who had so
lovg wanted him!

e rere——

0.K, FOR SMITHY !

ARRY WHARTON sat up in
bed, blinking in snddeén light.
' The door had o
the light-flashed on in
dormitory.

The captain of the Removd stared
round him. He jumped at the sight
of the fellow who had walked into
the dormitory.

“Emithy [”

The Bounder %riuneﬂ at him.

“Baek again!” he drawled.
“Turned np lke a bad penny once
mwore, old bean I

, and
¢ Remove

“You ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton in alarm. “You'll be
spotted—*"

“Ha, ha, La!" roared the Boundor.

Eyes were opening up aud down the
dormitory new. PFellows zat up in
bed and stared at the Bounder.

Tom Redwing jumped out of bed.

“Glad-to see me, Reddy ?* grinned
the Bonuder.

"Yes, yes—but—you’ll be found
here ! oxelaimed Tom,

“Look out for Lamb!? said Bolb
Cherry. :

“0.K, !” grinued the Bounder, My
deay, chaps, sportsmen, and beloved
‘carors, I'm mot dod; ng Lamb this
timn! 1've come back!

“Come hack !” repeated Redwing.

* Just exactly that!- €an you make
room for a fellow in your bed; Reddy
—too ‘bad to root them out to make
up & bed for me at this Lime of night
—half-past jolly old one in the momn-
img! It's all right, you old fathead
—tho Head knows I'm here—apeein)
leavo to stay from the Big Beak——"

“The Head knows!? exclaimod
Harry Wharton,

“Juat left him " drawled Vernon-
Smith. "T'm lbere to stay—and to
ztay fox oaod, if Quelch ean work it,
and I think he ean.”

'Yur Magxrr Lianany.—No. 1,675,
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“Quieleh |® yedled the ]I‘ii]i.n,'lt-.
“Quelel is {"lr]-; LTI p—

“Ouelch back!” bhowled a deaon
pinazed fellows, :
“He eame back with mo—""

“Pulling owr leg you fathend?”
a&kﬂl Jnhun'r Bull.

“"Not the feenicst-weenicst
Lit ! chuckled the Bounder,
gee, I['ve found Queleli—"

“Found Quelch!”
Cherry

“IIe will take the Hemove in the
morning, I expect! I-shall be in
Form with the rest of you ! Rejoiee!”
chortled Smith y “You haven't lost

little
"You

Bol

ronred

me dfter allf Eml feel pleased,
Reddy?*
= '.'}h Emtthy"’ gasped  Redwing,

“If it's troe
“True as a die!”
“But if yen found Quelch, where
did you find him. and liow " gusped
Harry Wharton.

“In that _inl]g old air-vaid dugont
at Sca View! That was Lamb’s jolly
old seeret—and I apotted it!”

= Smlﬂzy Lk
“And Lamb won't be after me
again !’ chuekled  Vernon-Smith.

“Lamb will be fearfully busy for the
neit ten years or se—in some palatial
residence like Dartinoor! Ihd L tell
you he had seeretz to keep?  Well,
one of them was that he's called Slim
Jim whien he poes on business at
rn%ht.—"
Whao-a-t?"

“ A i Fmrnrs Locke has copped him
and ‘they've got him safe and sound,
togothér with the procceds of the
burglaries which have taken place
since Lamb has been arl master at
Greyfriars. We shan't sce the Pet
Lamb any more.”

The whole Remove stared at the

rinning Bounder.

“Anybedy goin' to lend me some
pyigmas asked Smithy “I'm
travellin® light at the moment—like
Bunter when he zoes on a holiday o

“Oh really, &nlhx}*—-—

“Is all that true, or are you talk-
ing out of the hack of your neck¥”
howled Bob Cherry.

“Frozen truth, old man!™  The
Bounder =at on HRedwing's bed and
kicked off his boots, * %ﬂt‘t of sur-
prised you, whate”

"Tell ws all about it, then, fat-
head ™
Herbert Vernon-Smith turned in

with Rﬁimng, bt it was fong before
the Bemove allowed him fo close his
evea,  They had to hear all about it
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before any fellow went io sleep.
There was a buzz of voices for o good
hour or more, before slumber veighed
once more in the Remove dormitory.

L] - - L]

Mr., Quelch took his Form in the
Remove Form room ihe f{ollowing
merning. ]

The Bounder of Gresfrines took his
place with the rest of the Form. The
Head had seceded to Quelel’s view :
the sentence of m; ulsion had been
washed out, and the scapegrace of
the school had another ebanece. Ani
—for that morniugi at least—it was
clear that Henry Samuel Quelch did
not regard Herbert Vernon-Smith as
the worst boy in theé Form.

And the Bounder was on his beat
behaviour, which--no doubt by a very
great offort—he kept up till Grey-
friafs broke up for the Easter
holidays.

THE END.
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NEXT WEEK’S BIG
ATTRACTION!

"VE just been reading the schoo
yarn for mext Saturday's
Maower, and 1 can way, without

fear wof contradiction, that you are
booked for the "l‘l_"."lt{"ht treat ever.
Tt's the first of an oxtra-special series
of Easter Holiday yarns, entitied .

“SIR WILLIAM'™S DOUBLE ! "
By Frank Richards

in which all your favourite characlors
appear prominently  Buuter? O,

. he's there, toe!  Bo is Wikley,
the wm hl reatest schoolboy actor
Wible artbg im m-rsum:t EHES
usually I:!.H[I him in hot waler; Lut
the part he plays next week I.l.ll.r'l-c him
alap-hang on velvel. Don't miss this
seream of o yarn, boys  This series
of Greyfriars stories i going to prove

thie 'l:ruaf CVer, B Hm-n: of Vil whod

have not n'lrctnﬂy placed an order for
a regular delivery of your tavourite
paper will be well advised fo il in
the Order Form on Page 11 of this
issne and hawd it to Hm' newsagent
at the very firat opportnnity. If you
Lhave already “siened on the dotted
line,” don't waste the Ovder Form—
give it to a pal  Be'll probably be
,ﬂ;hd te jein the happy DLand of

*Mapnctites
YOUR EDITOR.

Limes) 14-17,; scropiaies, iy wher.
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