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DON'T STAY OUTSIDE—
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Your Editor Is

: HAT do you think of the first
w instalment of * Nobby, the
¢ Bhooting Star,’” which appears
in this issue? It's * the
goods,” isn’t it, chums ? Hedley Seott has
eertainly given us one of the best yarns
which have ever come from his pen, and
1 feel sure that I will receive lots of letters
from loyal readers congratulating me on
having picked such a ‘‘ top-notch ’ serial.
Those of you who have written me asking
when Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake were
going to re-appear will find their answer
in these pages—and I ean assure you all
that you're going to revel in the adventures
of theso two and their new friend, ** Nobby
from Nowhere.”

Your collection of Free Gift Picture
Stamps will be looking well worth while
now, and you’ll appreciate the set which
is presented with this week's isswe. The
aff Hands " trick is one of the most
effective of all ju-jutsu tricks, Get the
attacker’s hand, jerk it forward smartly,
and pivot on your left heel. You'll send
him sprawling !

Ever been down Romney Marsh way
for your holidays? If you have, you'll
have seen the snappy little miniature
railway that serves that district. It is
one of the smallest and most interesting
in this country. But, despite the small
size of the locos., they've got some pulling
power, believe me, and they can haul along
trucks loaded up to the limit with holiday-
makers over a picturesque stretch of line.

The Bombay to Peshawar Express,
which is also pictured this week, comes
under a different category, of course.
It is one of the ““ crack ” trains of India,
and the principal train which does this
run j8 known as the * Frontier Mail.”
Punetuality is the watchword of the
Frontier Mail. Her aim is to keep time,
and so well does she succeed, that some
business houses in Bombay have been
known to set their clocks by her morning
arrival, Thau%h she maintains Indin’s
fastest daily long distance service, she
does not- achieve at the expense
of comfort, for she boasts the comfort
of a first-class hotel, including a free supply
of daily newspapers, to say nothing of the
train’s private news Bulletin, telegraphed
along the line direet from Reuters.

is a worthy addition to our series

of aeroplanes. It first appeared

in the winter of 1928-29, and a
machine of this class will be used in an
attempt on the world’s record in a straight
line. It has & Napier engine and a
carburettor which is specially tuned for
low fuel consumption.

The Ocean-Going Tramp Steamer is
one of the most dependable ships in the
world. Tramps don’t go ont for speed
records, or anything like that. * Slow,
but sure *’ is their motto ; and while they
mightn’t lock much alongside a crack liner,
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they most of the commerce of the
globe. Fair weather or foul—it’s all the
same to them, and you'll find them
flying the old ““Red Duster ™ in every
out-of-the-way cormer of the earth!
The TItalian Cavalry number gome
extremely fine riders amongst them, as
¥you will find if you ever visit an Inter-
national horse show. These splendid
eavalrymen heve to undergo a most
strenuous course of training, for the
cavalry iments of Italy are frequently
*in action ' in various Italian colonies.

| Ready for a leugh ' Right, here goes!

This ribtickler eomes from Handel Morley,
2, Charles Street, Ruddington, Nottingham,
?ho_gels a splendid Shefficld steel penknife
or it.

Jimmy : “‘Please can I
have a drum for a Chrisimas
present, o
father 2

Father: ,

‘“ What on earth

you want a drum for 2 ™ i

Jimmy : *‘ Because Cousin —

Henry’s mother gives him sixpence a week

not to play with the one you gave him
for his birthday !’

N

WHY ARE DOGS’ TAILS CUT SHORT 2

Harry Gibson, of Whitehaven, asks the
above question. The practice of docking
dogs’ tails dates back to the time when
badger baiting and similar * sports  were
carried out in this country. Long tails
and long ears offered a good grip for the
enemy, and therefore the dog used in
such ‘‘sports ” had both ears and tails®
dooked.

Ear-docking fell into disuze, but tail-
docking is still earried on for certain dogs
more or less out of tradition. Some people
think that a dog’s appearance is smartened
by docking the tail, but that, of course, is
a matter of opinion.

WHO INVENTED TATTOOING ?

(J. H., of Leamington): Tattooing is
nearly as old as the world! You'd have
to go right back to the days of the cave
man to discover the original inventor !
It was first used as an ornament, then as
a kind of uniform for warriors. They
thought that if they tattoaed their faces in
horrible designs they would frighten their
enemiea ! After that the tattoo became a
tribe mark, and each family had its own
special tattoo mark.

Perhaps you didn’t know that tattooing
was oificially used in the British Army
less than fifty years ago? A deserter or
a bad character was tattooed with the
letters “ D" or “B.C.” a8 a permanent

do

OW for a few answers to various
queries which my readers have
sent along to me:

sign of disgrace !

John Pinker, of Brighton, asks & query
concerning

ANOTHER KIND OF TATTOO.

He wants to know why certain military
spectacles are called * tattoos.” This
word has nothing to do with actual
tattooing, but is derived from a Dutch
word which means that the * taps,” or
taverns, are closed |

The British Army adopted the word in
the days of the Duteh wars, and used it
to mean closing time, or * lights out.”
It was the custom in garrison towns for
the band to play ‘‘tattoo” round the
streets as & meaning that night had come.
Therefore & mili ion at night-
time eame to be & “ tattoo.”

HERE are s number of
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

What Is the Difference between a Croece-
dile and an_ Alligator? (*“ Reader,” of
Margate): To begin with, the head and
teeth are different, but the main point is
that the erocodile’s hind feet are com-
pletely webbed, while the alligator’s are
only galf—webbed. The word * croeodile
was given by the Greeks to the crocodilés
of the Nile, while * alligator ™ is Spanish
for “ the lLzard.”

What Is the Meaning of ** Davy Jones’
Locker” 2 (B. N, of Newcastle):
*“ Davy " is said to be a corruption of the
West Indian word “ Duffy,” meaning an
evil spirit. “Jones” i# a corruption of
* Jonah "£-the name given to a man, at

sea who is supposed to bring bad luck.
A locker, of course, i8 just a place for
keeping things. So “Duffy Jonah's”

locker 18 the place where the evil spirits of
the sea are presumed to keep wrecked
ships,

Which is the World's Greatest Water
Tower ? (** Magnetite,” of Bournemouth) :
You will find it at Goole. It is 150
feet high, with a water tank at the top
eapable of holding 750,000 gallons. Both
tower and tank are constructed of rein-
forced conerete.

I received
A MOST INTERESTING BOOK

a little whily ago from Fred Oates, one
of my Devonport readers. Fred s
interested in the history of London, and
he has completed sn outline of London’s
history which is most useful. Btarting
off with his “ outline,” he goes on to give
lists of the various Lord Mayors of London,
then * Random Shots” of London,
finishing with some useful local notes
concerning the Eddystone Lighthouse.
Fred has certainly put some work into his
book, for he has written it all out by hand
—no easy job, considering the number of
pages it baa! Good luck to you, Fred |

And now for next week's programme.
Topping the bill is:
“THE KIDNAPPED SCHOOLBOY!™"
By Frank Richards,

which telle of the further execiting adven-
tures of the chums of Greyfriars and Jimmy
Valentine, the boy from tMe underworld.
You’'ll find it packed with humour and
thrills—just the kind of yarn you'll want
to read on a winter's evening.

Then comes @& topical issue of the
“ Greyfriars Herald,” and another first-
class instalment of * Nobby, the ‘ Shooting
Star ' !"” Our shorter features, together
with SIX MORE FREE GIFT ST. s
will complete this splendid issne. A
word of warning—be sure and order yow

copy in good time |
a i YOUR EDITOR.

6 WONDERFUL COLOURED PICTURE STAMPS!



%:. 1 OF A GRAND NEW SERIES OF SCHOOL YARNS. BY FRANK RICHARDS.

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the Cheery Chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Fellow Who Fled !

“ 00K out, Bunter!”
Ez “Ow 17
“Look out!” shricked Bob

Clierry.

“Wow [*

There was snow on the Surrey downs,
znd snow on the road that ran past tho
gates of Wharton Lodge. Billy Bunter
was ouly too unpleasantly aware of it.
Bunter was sitling in the snow, and he
found il cold and comfortless,

Iarry Wharton & Co., in coats and
scarves, with ruddy, cheery faces, had
come oub ab the pales, and started up
the rowd towards Wimford, Tilly
Bunter, rolling on belind, slipped 1o the
snow, and sat down., Iaving sat down,
Billy Bunter remained sitting, and
spluttered.  The road was slippery,
and Bunter bhad a great deal of weight
to lift.

“I say, vou fellows!™ he howled.
“Coma back and lend a fellow a Land !

The Lamous Iive of Greviriars
stopped and lanked round and grinned,

sul they erased Lo grin at the sight of a
molor-cycle coming up the road at a
terrific burst of -‘.-]Il.‘(‘.(ll.J

I'he snowy, slippery road was unsalo
for anylhing on wheels, A motor-
evelist on that road would have dona
well to pick his way with the greatest
care, Inztead of which this rider was
enming on ak a specd more snitable 1o
the race track {lian to any road.

Iarey Wharton & Co. stared at the
cyelist as he came into sight. Ilo was
a2 mere lad, no older than themselves,
but evidently ho knew how to handle
a machine. Snow was banked high on
both sides of the country road, and half-
frozen _snow, eut up by wheel-ruls,
chiurned wunder lis  flashing  wheels.

Every instant the reckless rider might
have been expected to skid and crash,
and the schoolboys’ hearts were almost
in their mouths as they stared at him,
coming on like the wind. They yelled
to Bunter:

“Look out!”

“Quieck ™

“Jump, you fathead!™

Billy Dunter did not even sce the
motor-eveln,  ¥is spectacles had  slid
down his fat little nose, and he blinked
over them wilth an owlish bliuk,

Jimmy Valentine is done with
the underworld, done with
crooks and their lawless ways.
But the ** underworld ** won’t
part with Jimmy ! Wherever
he goes sharp-eyed gangsters
follow, determined to take
him back to the life he has
thrown aside !

“I say, vou fellows!” he gasped.
The Famous Five rushed back to-
wards Dunter, to deag him to the road-
stile.  They grasped him, and dragged.
There was a howl of protest from the
Owl of the Nemove.
“Wow! Leggo my neck!
ears, von beasis! Groonzh ! liegoo
my hair! Oh, you rolters! Whooop!”
Even as Bunler yelled, the whizzing
maotor-eyele swept down on them, On a
clear road the rider eould have aveided
the group of schoolbovs and swept
safely by, Dt the sweeve did it. Tho
reckless rider avoided a collision, but

Legzmo my

4
he could not save himself, DBunter was
still yelling, with the juniors dragging
at him, when the eyele and cyelist went
headlong into the snowbank at the side
of the road.
my hat!” gasped Jolinny Dull.

on its side, hall-
buried in snow, was eputtering and
stuttering wildly,  The rider, tossed
from his saddle, lay in the snow a
dozen feet from his mount.

The Famons Iive let go Dunter at
onee, and ran towards lum. For tho
moment they feared that he had been
killed,  DBut the soft snow into which ho
had been {ossed had saved his neek and
his bones.  He sprawled, half-buried,
panting for breath, staving dizzily at
thio chums of Greviviars as they ran up.

YOR! he gasped,

“1 say, you fohn‘.vsf" velled Thunter.

But the juniors did not heed Bunter.
They gathesed round the sprawling
youth in the snow 1o lend first-aid.

“Hurt ! gasped Havey Wharlon.

“You silly ass!” was the unexpeeted
answer,

“What 7"

“You dummy 1?

The youth in the snow strngrled to a
silting  yposture, gasping  for breath,
LEvidently he had not been burt, but he
was shaken and breathless, and ha
scemed rather exeited, and not in a
gond temper,

1ls was a rather good-looking lad, of
athletie build, with dark hazel eyes,
that were now flashing with anger.

“Conldn’t vou keep out of the way?”
lie roared. " Did you want o break my
neel:, or what?”

Ilarry Wharton & Co. looked at him
rather grimly. They could understand
that snel a spill was not ealeulated to

Tne Macyer Lisrany.—No.

The motor-bike,
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improve any follow's temper. Bub it
was his owg fault, A motorist who
went all out, on a snowy and slippery
road, was asfting for it,

“Look here—" began Wharton.

“Let's help you up, anyhow,” sazid
Frank Nugent mildly.

“Oh, go and cat coke!”

The fellow scrambled to his feet, un-
aided, panting. He scrambled out of
the snowbank and stood in the road
staring back the way he had come, with
a pucﬁer of anxiety in his boyish brow.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked &t him,
and loocked at one another rather
queerly. They had wondered why the
fellow was driving his machine at such
a wild and reckless speed, at the risk
of life and limb. Now, as he cast that
anxious glanee backward, it oceurred to
them that ho might have had a good
reason. That sherp and anxious glance
along the road told, as plainly as words,
that he was in fear of pursuit.

But the road behind him was eclear,
If there was pursuit, it had been
dropped out of sight.

Only for a moment he stood there,
gazing, Then he ran to the fallen
machino, o

Ha dragged it from the snow in hot
haste., It had ceased to eputter and
stuilter now.

Bob Cherry winked at his chums.

“Y rather fancy that that jolly old
jigger won't jig again in a hurry,” he
murmured, .

“Tho jiglulness will not be terrifie,”
murmurcd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with o dusky grin. s

There was a fierce, angry exclamation
from tho owner of the “jigger.” A
very hricf examination tcﬁ him that
the motor-bike was out of action.

“0h, you fools!” he exclaimed.

“Look here, chuck it, wheever you
are!” said Johony Bull.” “It was your
own fault, aml you know it, or ought
to know it. You can't do Brooklands
stunts an a Toad like this,”

“Oh, shut up!” snapped
savagely.

Johinny Bull's eyes gleamed, and he

made a step towards him. Bob Cherry
jerked him back.
. “Go casy, old bean 1” murmured Bob.
“Let’s be jolly old Good Samaritans,
and lend a hand! Look here, kid, I
know romething nbout stink bikes, and
Il help you get it to rights.”

“No time!” snapped tho other.

His Bung the machine over in the
snow agaih—a procceding that made
the chums of Greyfriars stare. It was
a handsome and valuable machine, and
the strange lad flung it awey from him
as & thing of no value. Then, with
puckerer %mws, ho stared back along
the road again, Under the wondering
cyes of tho juuniors, he swept a swiff
glance round at the snow-ridged park
walls of Wharton Lodge, and the frosty
woodland ca the other side of the way.

“They’ll get wo!” Unconsciously he
muttered the words aloud. “The
game’s up! Nozey'll got mo 1”

Ho {urned swiftly to the staring
juniora.

“Look hera!”
and  sharp,
jiggar—

“You'va wrecked it yourself,” inter-
rupted Johnuy Bull,

“Well, mpever mind  that!®  The
apger was gous from the handsomo
face, only keon anxiely showing there
now.  “I'm wreeked, anvhow., And
there’s somo fellows after me.  Will you
Lelp ine get clear? f they sco ila
machine, they'll know I'm “at haod.
Shove some snow over it, and hido it,
And if they question you, don’t say a
ward, Will you do that 7”

I Maener Fisnanvy.—No. 1,207,

tha boy

His voice camo suift
“You've wrecked my

t'ﬂ'a_rry Wharton looked at hLim
steadily,

“Who's after you?” he asked dryly.

“ Never mind that!”

"We must mind,” answered the Grey-
friars junior quietly. “You’re running
away from somcbody, and if it is the
police—I don’t see” why any fellow
should run away from anybody clse—
we can’t help you.”

Tho boy started violently, and stared
at Wharton. Then he laughed, a
rather hard laugh.

“It's not the police! Tt's a gang!
They’re in a car—they may be in sight
any minute! When you see them you'll
seo that they have nothing to do with
the law! If you ecan’t take my word,
You ean trust your eyes! I tell you
they're crooks—and they’re after me!
Will yvou do as I ask 7"

“ Blessod if I understand——7""

The boy panted.

“Never mind about understanding |
Do as T esk—when you see that erowd
vou'll know—-"’

“Right-hot Leave it at that,” said
Harry.

“'Thanks "

The boy mave enother swift rlance
round.  Ile made a step to cross the
road towards the woodland. But he
stopped; the leafless treea gave little
cover, and it was evidently cover that
he wanted. He swung back and
scrambled through the bank of snow
towards the park wall With swift
ogility he clambered up, and was astride
of the wall of Wharton Lodge,

READERS PLEASE NOTE

that the next issue of the

MAGNET will be on sale
Friday, December 23rd,

“Cet that bike hidden I he panted.

“Right-ho I

The next moment tha hoy had
dropped out of sizht on the inner side
of the park wall, and the Famous Five
of Greyiriars were left staring at one
another in blank amazement,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Man with the Beak Nose!

ARRY WIIARTON drew a decp
]  breath.
“Well, m hat!” he ejacu-

lated.

“What the jelly old dickens—~"" said
Bch Cherry.

“I say, you fellows—"

“0Oh, dry up, Bunter "

“Look here,” hooted Bunter, “we
shiall he late for tho pictores at Wime
ford at this rate! Look here—-—??

“Bow-wow ! Lend o hand, you men,”
said Harry Wharton. “Wo old that
kid we would hide his bike for him,
aid it's up to us”

“But what the all
moan i gasped Boh.

“Goodness knows I*

“T don’t like tho look of 3, an-
nonneed Johnuy Bull, with 2 <hake of
the head.  “Tooks jolly fishy to mo "

“The fishincs is  rather torrifie,”
agrecd Hurreo Jamset Rom  Ringh,
“And if the estremed and ridieulons
bobbies are after that absard mer-
chant—"

“Tn that eas
where to fiud 1
ton nuiefly,

dooce  dore it

. wa shall 411 them
" said Flaviy Whar-
TWaelte hoaad to, Bot if

THE MAGNET

it's as the fellow said we can halp him
out. Get that jigger out of sight.”

I say, you fellows, you're wasting
time—->"’

“8hut up, Bunter 1”

“ Beast |

The Famous Five were utterly per-
plexed by the strange affair, The hoy
who had clambered over the park wall
had vanished in flight from his unknown
parsucrs. The motor-bike lay where he
had flung it aside, half-buried in the
snowhank. The chums of Greyfriars
proceeded to throw snow over it, and
in a few minutes it was completely
hidden. Only a bulge in the bank of
snow indicated whero it lay.

Billy Bunter watched them throngh
his big spectacles without lending
hand, but snorting with impatience.
The Christmas party at Wharton Lodge
had come out to walk to Wimford and
visit the pictures there. Billy Bunter
wanted to get to the pictures, and he
was not in the least intcrested in the
mysterious stranger.

“Now come on.” grunted Bunter,
when the motor-bike was hidden from
eight at last, “Youw've wasted cnough
time 1’

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“We'ro not going till wo've seen wha
aro after that ap,” he answered.
“We've gor to make sure ihat we're
not helping some rogue to get away
from the police.”

“Wae shall be late for the pictures !
bawled Bunter.

“Obh, blow the pictures!” growled
Boh.

T'd jolly well etart without
you, only—""

“Only you want Wharton to take your
ticket I’ grinned Bob Cherry. *“Here's
@ bob, you fat bounder—take it and
cut "

Billy Bunter took the “boh.” But he
did not cut,

“That will do for chocs,” he sgreed.
“DBut I shall want hall-a-crewn for my
soat. If you fellows think ['m going
into the hob scats—-""

Bob Cherry glaneed along the read.

“That car’s nat in sight yet,” he said.
“We've got to wait. What about snow-
balling Nunter while we wait 7"

“Good  egg!” cxclaimed Frank
Nugent heartily.

“Hear, hear 1" chuckled Johnny Boll

"1 say, you fellows—  Beast
roarcd Bunter, as the first snowhall flew.
“I say— Yaroocoh! Oh, you rotters!
Stoppit, you beasts! Look here, Whar-
ton, 1f this is how yon allow a gunest
to be treated you can’t expect me to
come lere for the vae again! 1 can
jolly well say——  Whooop! Yocop!
%(amoooh 1"

Biily Bunter fled up the road, witli
snowballs whizzing aftor him to acecler-
ate his fight,

“Iold on, DBunter${” roared Baly
C'hc!.;“-;y. “We're not done with you

Bat Willinm George Bunter did net
hold an.  He procecded - to hit the
horizan szt his best epead The fat
junior dizappeared up the road towards
Wimfard, leaving the chums of {la
Rewmove ehortling,

“ITalla, halla, hallo " exclaimed Boh
fiervy, 29 a horn honked on the read.
“HHera eomes the car I

Trom the direction of the village of
Wharton Magnus, the direction frem
which tle bov wmotor-eyelist had come
havdly ton minutes ago, a car came
swerping into sight,

It was moving swiftly, though hy no
means 50 swiftly as the motor-cycle had
been moving bhefore the disaster.

The inniars watched it approacling,
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Zering if it contained the “gmang ™
ch the fugitive had alluded, onc
m apparently went by the curious
arme of “ Nosey.”
: was a saloon ear, with two men in
One of them was hent over the
=, giving all his attention {o driv-
The juniors could sce litile of him,
t that he had a stubbly red
=tache. The other man was wateh-
e road, and they saw his face
slearlvy—a thin, hard cold face, with a
grominent nose like a vulture’s beak,
amz black glinting cyes. Remembering
fize words that had dropped from the
fugitive, the juniors could gucsz that
dies was Nosey. The man's face was
2ard and hawkish, and far from pre-
possessing.

“Not hobbies, anvhow, 1f that’s the
—owd ! remarked Bob.

Johnny Bull gave a mighty shove, expeeting the door to cpen under that propulsion.
shoving not wisely but too well, tapped his nose rather hard on the immovable door.

Harry Wharton nodded.

The sharp, hawkish eyes of the nosey
man_fell on the group of schoolboys
standing a few yards frem the gateway
of Wharton Lodge. He muftered a
word to the driver, and the ear slowed
down and eame to a stop elose by the
group. The wvultore-nosed man called
to the Greyfriars fellows.

“Has a motor-eycelist passed here 7"’

The juniors exchanged glances. Fuvi-
dently, beyond doubt, this waz the

“gang,” though there were only two of

ilicmn, Equally evidently, it was not
from the law that the hoy had been
flecing.  Judging by his looks, the
vulture-nosed 4nan  was the kind of

fellow who was not on the best of terms
with the law,  Batisfied on that point,
ithe I'amous IWive had no intention what-
ever of giving the fugitive away to lis
pursners.

“Lots of motor-cyelists pass here,”

answered Bob Cherry cheerily. *Are
you looking for one ¥’

“Yes. A boy—a lnd about_vour
age. We were told in the village
he had taken this road llave you
him 2" .

“A kid of about fifteen " asked Bob.

“Yes, yes! You've scen bim P

“Yes, rather! We saw him come
along—going like billy-ho ! said Bob
innocently.  “If he kept on the same
gpeed he would be in Wimford in about
five minutes.”

“How long ngo
nosed man,

“More than ten minutes sines we saw
him—-"

“QGet

owWD
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rapped the vulture-

on, Barney!” sepapped the

rentleman with ﬂm_ nose; and the car
shot into speed again. =
It rushed on vp the road to Wimford

in a cloud of fiving snow DBob Cherry
grinned at his chums

“Do you think that beaky chap
funcied, from what I said, that the kid
had gone on to Wimford ?™ Le asked.
B"l;'lu. ha! Sort of I chuckled Johuny

ull.

“Well, I never said =o! I said that
he would have got to Wimford in five
winules if he’d kept on the same speed.
B0 he would have !"

“[Ia, hp, ha!*

“And that it’s ten minules since wo
saw him,  That’s the trath. Well, wo
cant gef on now to the pictures,” said
Bob.  “I don't like that wnosey man’s
looks, vou fellows, I can’t imagine
what the trouble is, buk that nosey man
is the sort of man to keep away from,
I faney. 1 hope that kid will keep
clear.””

“He's all richt now,” said Iarry.
“lle can dodge across the park to tho

5

lane on the other side; they'll never
sight himn again. But what about his
jigger? It's worth a lot of money.”

“1 dare say he'll come back for it,
when the coust's elear,” said Dob.
“It’s safe enough where it is.” He
glanced at the hillock of snow that con-
cealed the molor-bike fromn  sight.
“Auyhow, il’s his bizney. Let's get
going. ™

“But what the dickens does it all
mean®’ azsked Frank Nuogent, as the
(Irhmns of the Remeve staried for Wim-
ord.

“Qoodness knows 1”

And the juniors had to dizmnizs it as
an insoluble problem. After the sight
of the wvulturenesed man, however,
they were glad that they had helped
the boy to keep clear of him. As for
the youthful fugitive, they did not sup-

But it did not open, and Johnny,
**Ow ! * he gasped. * Woooogh !

pose that they would ever see him
again—little dreaming of what the
future lLield in store.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Unknown !

“ y ULLCH 1
1 Billy Bunter uottered that
- name in tones that fairly

thrilled with mmdignation,

It was the following morning, and
Bunter had come down to breakfast at
Wharton TLadge.

Billy Dunter did not always come
down to breakfast. Generally he pre-
ferved to take that meal in bed, and
take a little extra nap afterwards,

At Greyfriars School life on these
easy lines was mot possible; neither,
probably. was it at Bunter Court, when
Willinm George was at home,
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Dut as a guest at Wharton Ledge,
Billy Bunter considered that he was at
liberty to do as he jolly well liked, and
ha jolly well dud! ]

Not that the other fellows minded.
The longer Bunter stayed in bed the
less they saw of him during the day;
which was so much to tho good.

However, on this particular morn-
ing Bunter was down early—it was
cnly half-past ten. That was quite
carly for Bunter in holiday time,

Harry Wharton & Co. had been out
in the frosty morning, and they came
in to find Bunler at breakfast. As the
had breakfasted early, they gathere
round for hot coffee and toast. Except
for Robert, the youngest footman, who
was waiting on him, Bunter had the
breakfast-room to himsclf, the colonel
and Miss Wharton having breakfasted
long ogo. Bunter was busy—and
Robert was busy. When Billy Bunter
had anybody to wait on him, he needed
a lot of waiting on. The Famous Five
stood about, dealing with coffee and
toast, and chatting cheerily. DBunter’s
fat jaws being too busy for conversa.
tion. But as he caught the nume of
Quelch, which was the name of his
Form master at Greyfriars, Billy
Bunter paused at his tenth kidney, and
butted in,

“Quelchy” he repeated. “I1 say,
you fellows, did you say Quelcht”
“QU-E-L-C-H!” spelt out Bob

Cherry.  “Quelch! Just that! Merely
Que]cgl"

“Coming here!™ gaid Bunter. .
“The herefulness will be terrific
said Hnrree Jamset Ram Singh,
Bunter laid down knife and fork.
Bunter’s fat brow wore a portentous
frown. Obviously Bunter regarded
this matter as sevious. He had left off
eating,. And as he had eaten only
enough for three or four felluws, so
far, he was still hungry, .
“Now, look here, Wharton.f’ ho said
severely, “let’s have this plain. Tave
you asked a blinking schoolmaster
ere?”’

“My uncle has,” answered Harry. )
“That's rot! He wouldn’t ask him
if you didn't. want him. Ie would
wash it out if wyou told him wou
couldn’t stand Queleh.””

“ Possibly,” assented Wharton,

“Well, the best thing you can do, is
to go straight to the old fossil—>
“\Whoi”

1

“I mean Colonel Wharton—"

“Il you mean Colonel Wharton,
Bunter, you had better say Colonel
Wharton,””  remarked ITarry guictly.
“Otherwise you may get that dish of
bacon and kidneys down the back of
your neck.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—--="
Now Bunter’s finished——=
Bob Cherry.

“1 haven't finished ! roared Bunter.
“You'd hetier go straight to the old—
to Coloncl Wharton, and tell him to
wash it out. Sce? T have enough of
Queleh in term vime. I can’t stand him

aaid

in vae, And I'm jolly well not going
to, seef’”’
““Is that rhe lott” asked Frank
Nugent,
“Asking a  blinking  schoolmaster

here ! exclaimed DBunter indignanily,
“ Why, almost the last thing Quelch
did last term, was to give me a
whopping.”

“Glad he Jidn't forget that!” said
Bob,

“Ha, he, hat”

“Ob, really, Cherry! Why, all last
term, you were up again:t Quelch,
Wharton, pulling his leg, ragging him,
and asking for the sack. Ho said you
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were the worst hoy at Groyfriars—and
so vou jolly well were,”
hartan coloured a little.

Last term at Greyfriars had been
rather an unlucky term for Harry
Wharton; though, fortunately, it had
ended well. and not in disaster, as
seemed only too probable at one time,

Wharton was rather anxious to forget
all about that, and his friends were
careful to male no reference to it. It
was like William George Bunter to
make it a topic,

“Shut up, you fat, gabbling ass!”
growled Johnny Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull! You know jolly
well that Queleh was down on Wharton
like a ton of bricks, and jolly nearly
ot him sacked from Greyfriars. Now
e’s asking him here.  Well, I'm not
standing it.” 2

“Quelch is coming to-day,” said
Harry, “He's staying a few days. Rt
lgcm really think you won’t like it,
unter—"?

“I don’t think—I know ! snorted
Bunter,

:‘T‘E%E T'll look out a train for you.”

“Quelch won’t be here till rather late
in the day. Will you stay for lunch?”
asked Harry.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles, with a specchless and
devastating blink.

Certainly, if Bunter did not like the
company of the expected guest, the diffi.
culty was easily solved by Bunter
taking his departure before the ex-
pected guest arrived. But that was not
a solution of the difficulty that ap-
}ll_ealed to Billy Bunter in the least.

hat magnificent residence, Bunter
Court. seemed to have very little attrac-
tion for the heir of the line of Dunter.
Often and often Billy Bunter nointed
out  the shortcomings of Wharten
Lodge, as compared with Bunter Court.
Yet for some reason best known to him
self, ho remained at Wharton Lodge.
and gave the palatial mansion of the
Bunter tribe the go-hy,

“There’s a good train at three!" re-
marked Nugent.

“Wa'll wulk down to the station and
see Bunter off. before Queleh gets here,”
said Bob “Tt will he a pleasure, old
chap ”

“The pleasurefulness will be terrifie.”
deelared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“That's settled. then,” said Harry.

“Oh, really, Wharton! T think "it’s
rather thick to ask a beastly school
master lere; but if you ecan stand
Quelch, T cuppose T can stand him.”
said Bunter. “T was really thinking of
you, old chap. I'm not one of those
chaps who's always thinking of himself.
like some fellows T eonld name. Tt
look here, suppose Queleh will be
civil! Tle won't come the henk, I sup-
pose, while he's staving here.”

Harry Wharton Taughed.

“Probably not,” he answered. “1
don’t suppose he will bring his eane
with  him. But if vou'd rather
clear—*

“I'm not a fellow to turn a follow
down,” said Bunter. “I've promised
to stay with you for ihe vae, and I'm a
fellow of my word.”

“My dear man don't
that. Tl let you off.”

“Here, Robert. bring me zome more
kidneys—these are cold!” said Bunter,
apparently desirous of ¢changine the con-
versation,

Harry Wharton & Co. finished their
coffee and toast, and Dilly Bunter con-
tinued busy. But thera was a frown
on his fat brow as lhe demolished the
foodstiiffs Formy masters, at gchool,
were @ necessary evil; but in holiday

worry about
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time they were a quite unnacessary
evil. Certainly, Bunter had no inten.
tion of shaking the dust of Wharton
Lodge from his fect—not cven if Mr.
Quelch had brought the rest of the
Greyfriars staff with him, including the
Head himself.  Still, Bunter did uot
like it. He was offended, angry, and
mdignant.  Fortunately, this mixture
of wrathy feelings did not uffect his
appetite. The foodstuffs continued to
disuppear at a great rate, and Roberg
was kept as active und busy as ever.

“What about skating, you men?”
asked Bob Cherry. “The lake’s frozen
as hurd as steel—"*

ood egg!” said Harry. “Coming
down to skate, Bunter?”

“T haven't finished brekker. May
give you a look in afterwards,” said the
fat Owl. “Robert! Toast”

The Famous Five strolled out, with
their skates, Their faces were bright
and cheery, as they walked down into
the' frosty park towards the lake.
Harry Wharton & Co. had had a merry
Christmas together, and they were on-
joying every day, and every hour, of
the holidays. 'l‘ﬁu late trouble in the
Co. had blown over, and every member
was anxious that the healed breach
should remamn healed; and after the
troubles of last torm, Harry Wharton
and his friends found one another’s
company more agreeable than ever.
Bunter was the only fly in the oint-
ment; but even Billy Bunter could not
dash their cheery spirits,

They were not, perhaps, looking for-
ward to the visit from their Form
master with keen enjoyment. But they
intended to very good and very
polite while Henry Samuel Quelch was
at Wharton Lodge. The fact that Mr.
(?ualch had consented to come, showed
that he bad quite forgiven the “scape-
grace of Greyiriars’® for all his offences
of the last term; it was, in fact, a
gracious act on the part of the Remove
master. And Wharton, on his side, was
anxious to play up, and show Mr,
Quelch that he was no longer the reck-
less scapegrace who had given him eo
much trouble at school.

The lake in the park was a sheet of
solid 1ce. Leafless trees and frozen
rushes surrounded it. There was a
dressing-hut on the bank, used for
clhianging in the summer, and the juniors
headed for it. to sit down there and
put on their skates.  The door was
closed, and Harry Wharton turned the

handle to throw it open. DBut it did
not stir. )
“Jammed I*  zaid  Johnny  Bull,

"Wood swells in the dump weather, you
know. Let me try.”

“It scems to be locked,” said Harry,
in surprise,

“Well, it can’t be locked—mnobody can
Lo inside! Let me try!”

Johony Bull took hold of the door
handle, turned it and shoved. 1le gave
a mighty shove, cxpecting the door (o
open under that propulsion—which cer-
tamly it would ha.e done had it becn
jammed.  But the door did not open,
and Johnny, shoving not wisely but too
well, tapped ms nose rather hard on the
immoveble door.

“Ow1” ejnc:lated Johnny Bull

1e let go the door handle and clasped
his hands to his nose.

“Woooogh I”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“My dear man, you'll never butt it
open with your nose 1” said Bob Cherry.
“Bimply no good !

“You silly—ow—ass I”
Bull. “Wow!

“Ha, ha, hal

Hlarry Wharton taok the door handle
again, Johnny Bull was busy with his

gasped Johnny
Jou funny ?diot-—ow!'!
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mume=. Ho shoved and rattled. But it
was clear that the door was not jammed
. was locked on the inside.

“What he thump!” exclaimed
Whmrton, 1n astonishment, “* Some-
Sty must be in there! Who the
e ns—

“Nobody's come down here to change
== s swim, 1 suppose {” grinned Bol.
“The swimfulness is not probable,”
wiwekled the Nabob of Bhanipur. *But
Shewe i3 ggme estcemed and idiotie
pe=son inside.” 3
Tiarton rapped on the door with his
S,

“Here! Whe's there?” he called out.

There was pno answer from within.
Wkeniously, someone was in the hut or the
wwe could not have been locked, Any-
ame belonging to Wharton Lodge would
lpwe answered, naturally, so it appeared
ilss 3t was some unknown intruder who
ad taken possession.

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Frank
Wisgent. “ Somo tramp camped there for
4= might, perhaps!” y

“He would be gone by this time, 1

was—perfectly cool and self-possessed,
and with @ glimmer of amusement in
his dark ecyes as he looked at their
astonished faces. Whoever he was, and
whatever he was up to, he was evidently
a cool customer.

“You!” repeated Wharton, “What
tho thump ave you doing here?”

“I might ask you the same question.”
was the cool sanswor. “What the
thump are you doing here?”

“You're trespassing ¥

‘So are you l”

“Well, not quite,” said Harry, his
face breaking into a smils, “You sce,
I happen to live here, and these fellows
are my friends staying with me for the
hols 1”

“Oh, my mistake!” said the cool
youth.  “In that ecase, apologise |
You've a right to ask me questions if
this is yonr show. Still, I'm doing no
harm! I've borrowed = lodging for the
night; but if there's any charge you
can send in your bill [”

“Ol, don’t be an ass!” said Harry

7

it in my waistcoat pocket. Take my
word for that!”

“Oh, don’t talk rot1” said Wharton.
“Look kere, who are you?”

“Just myself |

“You have a name, I suppose?”

“Your supposition is perfectly well
founded,” answered the bov, with a
whimsical gravity that wade the Co.
grin, “You've guessed it in ene! They
must be rather proud of you at your
school.”

Wharton set his lips a little

“Will you tell me who you are?” he
demanded.,

“I'd rather net.”

“Please vo wrself | But you've no right
here, and you ecan’t be up to any good.
So the socner you clear off, the better.”

“Those sportsmen who were after you
yesterday cleared riglt off, kid,” said

ob Cherry Lindly, “They never knew
vou'd stopped. and they went on through
Wimford.”

“Thanks!” The boy's manner beeamo
more serious. “You saw them, thenl

giwmld think,” saic Harry. “But I W a
seppose it may ’l’m n}framp. Idt’s some-
Bmsw, anyhow! e rapped again, X
lmpdly . :""Who the dicl:e:ll)a is there? Look Out for Six More
Lam’t you answer?”? 2
thgr the oeenpant of the ht;: udoy‘;dn‘il'. Free Picture Stamps
= 1 o 3 't -
~peb Rtk e in Next Week’s
2 i i hes ted
L?-:;k in the window,” suggeste H AG“BT, BO}'S!
g’harmn moved along to the window
of the hut. It was fastened, and the You will also find six
Blimd was drawn wi*l]hin. It was im FREE STAMPS in each
blo to sce into the interior. ;" LS
“Well, this beats Banagher!” ex- :‘-:' this “:'f&ks .llssues of
wisimed Bob Cherry. *We can sit down Ranger "' and " Modera
&ece to put our skates on, but you'd Boy."
Sester find out who's camped here,
Wiharion I “ Be Surz You Add Them to Your
“I mean to,” answered Harry It Collection,
&= won't open the door, whoever he is,
Tl cut olf and call Jeszop to break it
a1 It's somehody who has no bu L} w

Sere. You fellows stay here and collar
Momm if he tries to cut before I get
i * 13

There was a grating of the key in the
Srek. Evidently the unknown person in
sibe hut had heard what Wharton said.
& voice called from within as the key
grated in the lock. 5

= All serene! Yon necdn't bust in the

It was a cool and rather pleasant,
Bosish voice that called. The juniors
started.

“I've heard that toot before,” said
Bob.  “It sounds sort of familiar.”

The same thought had occurred to
tle other fellows.

They watched curionus!y as the door
w2s thrown open from within.

In the doorway a elim fizure and a
Sandsome face, with dark, hazel eyes,
appeared.  There was a glimmer of
amusement in thoze handsome eyes as
the stranger looked at the astonished
gemiors,  They knew him at once.

“You!” exclaimed [Harry Wharton.

“Little me!” assenied the stranger.

It was the bovy who had ridden the
motor-bike the day before, and had o
marrowly escaped the pursuit of thoe
wnlture-nosed man. The Famous Five of
Cresfriars stared uat him in blank
amazement.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Jim Valentine !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO.
H stared.  They had pever ox.
pected  to sce him  again—
indecd, by that time they had

elmost forgotten him. Dut there he

“Mean to say that you slept in this hut
last might 1

“Just that "

“It must have been frightfully cold,”

said Bob Cherry.
" “Well, it wasn’t warm,” agreed the
strange lad. *“But I Lad a thick coat,
luckily. I've been taking a little exer-
cise since, but 1 humted cover when I
8aW ¥Ou coming. You're going to
skate ¥

“Yes,” said Harry.

“Mind if I sit here and waich you?
I'm not going to steal the hut, or walk
off with anv of your trees.”

The chums of Greyfriars looked at
him in silence. They bad supposed that
the fugitive hac fled across the park,
and qnitted it the previous day.
Obviously, however, ho had remained
within the walls and camped there. It
was clear enough, trom las appearance,
that he was no tramp. He was well
dressed—in  faet, cxpeusively dressed.
1lo wore a wrist-watch that was worth
at least a pood many pounds, and he
had eavelessly abardoned a motor-bike
that was rathier costly.

From his looks and proceedings it
might have been supposed that he was
well supplied with money—too well
supplied with it to be caveful of it. Why
he should have camped out for the night
in a hut by a frozen lake, in the bitter
winter weather was a mystery. It eould
nat bave been for lack of means to
oblain belier accommodation

“I'm doing no harm hore, old bean,”
went on the pleasant voice. “I assure
vou that I haven't damaged your hut,
and had no intention of walking off with

One of them—a johnny with a beak—"
“Yes, some beak ! grinned Bob.
“That was Nosey, and the others—"
“Ounly one other—the driver of the

car—1 heard tho nosey man call him

Barney——"

“A stocky man with a red mous-
tache §”

‘lYes‘li

“And you think they woent right on,
and never knew I'd stopped 7

“Suro of it1”

“Good! They may be back in London
by this time, then. ~But Nescy's preity
keen.”  The boy's manner was uneasy.
“They never suw the jigger”

“No; iv was urder the snow !
hat!
tine ¥

“It can stay tliere till the cows come
home, for all [ eare.” The boy shrugged
his shoulders,  “Botlher the jigger 1”

M“Was it yours?” asked Harry
Wharton, rather dryly.

“Oh, my hat!" cjaculated Dob.

“Yes, it was minel” said the boy
coolly. “I wasn’t bolting on a stolen
ngeer, wita tle owner after we.”

“Well, it looks—"

“ Yes, it looks fishy I agreed the boy.
“Well, if you don't want ma here, 1°11
cut, and chance Nosey and his gang.”

“They've cleared off all right,” said
Bob Cherry.

“You don’t know Nos:y [ITe will have
asked half the population of Wimford
whether they saw me going  through.
Ten to one he will find out ihat I didu's
—and ho witl try back! Thal's why I
camped here for the nighi—not beeause
it was so Iicoll:w warm and comfy.”
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“Is the man a relation of youra?”
asked Harry.

The boy chuckled.

“No, only a dear friend who can’t
bear to part with me.”

“You said yesterday that they were
crooks after you!” said Wharton
nbruptly

“That's right,”

“Then why not go (o the ncarest
police station ?"

“Why not, indeed1” said the strange
lad, laughing *“There might be lots of

reasons [
The handsome faco becamo grave
again.

“Look here, you fellows! [ want to
kecp in cover, Nosey and Barney
are rooting about this ncighbourhood for
me, they're not likely to guess that
I've dodgea into a gentleman’s park.
You can sce for yourselves I'm doin
no harm here. What’s the matter with
my eittiny here and watching you
skate 1

The Co. looked at ITarry Wharten.
It was for Colonel Wharton's nephew to
decide that.

Wharton paused.

There was something utterly mysteri-
ous about the strange lad, and his
flight from a gang whom he described
as “crooks.” H: rssociation with them
obviously needed explaining.

At the same time, all the Co. fully
believed that his descripiion ot them
was correet; they had seldom, or never,
seen & “harder case” than the man
with the vulture boak.

Whoever the bov was, whatever he
was, it seemed to be plain that he was
trying to keep clear of erooks—and if
that was zo the Greyfriars fellows were
the men to help him.

With all his careless coolness, they
could read a shade of anxicty in the
boy’s handsome face; and there was a
curious, hunted watchfulness in his eyes
that rather touched them.

“Well, what’s the verdict 77 he asked.
“If T'm going, I'll go, and chance it.
You may be doing more harm than you
imagine, if you chuck me back to Nosey
Clark. Tle's not a nice man.’

“I don’t see why you shouldn’t hang
on here it you want to,” said Hlarry
Wharton at last. *“You've picked a
rather cold spot—"

“Yes, I missed the eentral hoating,”
agreed the boy  “DBat it’s a cazc of any
port in a storm."

“Aren’t you hungry i

“More than a trifle; but T con stand
that. 8o long as miss Nosey, I don't
mind missing a few meals.”

“That’s rot!” said [larry. “Look
here, T don’t know who yon are, or
what your game is, or why you can’t
apply to the police to proteet you from
a gang of crooks, But if you're trying
to keep out of bad company, you're
doing right, and we're ready to help
you all we can. SBtay bere of vou want

to—but you can’t stay without food. I'll
get you something.”

“Dan’t trouble—"

“Rot! You fellows get on  your
skates, while 1 walk back to ~ the

house,” =aid Harry.

The anxicty in the boy's facn decp-
cned.

“Look hcre, if you mention to yonr
people that T am here, T shall bave to
go, so I may as well cut now,”” he eaid.

“1 won’t mentien it,” said ilarcy.
“1 can get you a bundle of sandwiches
and a thermos of hot colfee, without
guestions asked.”

“Good!”  That the hLoy, after
night in Wharton Park was hungry, in
fact, famished, was plom by the way
his face lighted up at the mnention of
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sandwiches and coffee. “My hat, I'm
jolly hungry, and I ewn up! Look
heve "—he paused a moment, and then
went on  “You asked me my pame a
few minutes ago. I'll tell you—only
don’t repeat it. [f Nose. got to hear of
it, he would know where to drop on
me. My name’s Jim Valentine. If you
give me leave, I'll hang on here till
dark, und then clear.” He smiled.
“I've come from nowhere—and I'll go
back there.”

“Hang on as long as you like, Jim
Valentine I” answered Wharton, with a
smile; and leaving the boy in the hut,
and the other fellows putuing on their
skates, ho walked away to Wharton
Lodge.

A quarter of an hour he
returned with a bag.

Jim Valentine's eyes glistened as the
bag was opened in the hut, and a
bundle of sandtiches, a cake and a
thermos flask turned out. His hand-
some face softened, and he gave Harry
Wharton a look of gratitude.

“This 18 awfully decent of youl” he
said. “T’'m a stranger to you, and yon
don't know anything abeut me. But 1
hope vou’ll believe me when I tell you
that you're doing a real good action in
lielping me to keep clear of that gang.”

Wharton smiled.

“1 can quite believe that—judging by
Mr. Nosey's looks,” he answered.

“I'd like to know your name.” Jim
Valentine smiled. *I’'ve given mine.”

“Harry Wharton |”

“I'll remember it—though I'm not
likely ever to meet yon again. My
hat! These sandwiches are good [”

Leaving the strange lad m the hut
to the sandwiches, ecake, and coffee,
Wharton put on his skates #nd joined
tho Co. on the ice.

later

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A -Surprising Visitor !

y OLONEL WHARTON glanced at
the ecard brought in by Wells,
the butlcr,

On that ecard ha read: “Mr.
Compton Clark.” The name of AJr.
Compton Clark was unknown ‘o the old
military gentleman, and a glance at
Wells' impassive face revealed that the
Wharton Lodge butler did not think
much of Mr. Comuoton Clark.

However, Colonel Wharton was  at
loisure till lunch, and he bade Wells
show Mr. Compton Clark into the
library, where he was, at the present
moment, engaged in  the happy—or
otherwise—oeccupation of locking
through his Income Tax paper.

Whoever Mr. Compton Clark was,
and little as Wells apparently thought
of him, le eould not possibly be .more
disagreeable than an  Income Tax
paper. And it seemed that he wanted
to sce Colonel Wharton.

Wells showed him in.

He wasz a rather thin, almost gannt,
man, with a hard face, and o promi-
vent nose that corved like vhe beak of a
Lird of prey. [lis eyes were vory keen
aml very penetrating, and a decp black.
He was quite well-dressed, and mmght
have hoen a well-to-do man of hisiness,
by his clothes and his looks. Tt there
was a sbifty  and  furtive  axpressi
abiout his sharp, biact eyez. o w
watehfuloess that the old muliary gentle-
man did not fail to observe.

Colonel Wharton decided on the spot
that e did not like tle looks of Me,
Coempion Clark. DBut he was a polite
old military gentleman, and he inelined
his head courteously to the stranger.

. ” The colonel referred
“Mr. Clark? What—-"

My—op—

to the card.
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“1 must apologise for troubling you,
sir,” sard Mr. Clark, in a voice that
was hard and rusty in tone. “1 will
state my business in a very few words.
1 am locking for my ward—a boy
named Jim Valentine, who has run
away from home.”

“Indeed I” said Colonel Wharton, in
blank astonishment. “I fail to see how
I can help you in such a matter.”

“He is not here, then{”

“Here I” repeated the colonel blankly.
“Certainly not! As I have never heard
of the boy, he is not likely to be here, I
presume,’’

The black, shifty eyes narrowed,
reading and searching the bronzed old

Wharton coloured with
vexation, Seldom, or never, did the
old colonel come into contact with any
person who would have dreamed of
doubting 2 statement he made. Such a
thing really scemed impossible. But
Mr. Compton Clark, it was clear, was
scanning his face to read there whether
he was telling the truth or not. Mr,
Clark was evidently a man who did not
believe all that was told him, and whe
was no respecter of person: in such
matters.

But the scrutiny seemed to satisfy
Mr. Clark. He could see that tho
master of Wharton Lodge had never
heard of Jim Valentine.

“Please excuse me, sir,” said Mr.
Clark smoothly. “The boy is certainly
in this vicinity. IIe left homa yester-
day on his motor-eyecle, and 1 followed
him n the car. I lost trace of him
between this house and the town of
Wimford. © mile or two away.

* Exhaustive inquiry proved that he
never passed Wimford. His motor-
cycle has been found within a fow yards
of your gates It was buried in snew
by the roadside, evidently deliborately
hidden from sight,

“It was, however, tound by soms
village boy- early this morning, and
the ftact came .0 my knowledge.
have identified the machine It had
sustained njury, which was the reason
why the-why my ward abandoned it.
On foot he could never have escaped
the sem'.}:’!\ that has been made for him,

il —

“This scarcely interests me, sir,” said
Colonel Wharton “1 have said that I
know nothing whatever of the boy—""

“Quite so, sir. But members of your
houseliold may know something,” sug-
gested Mr, Clark  “Close by the spot
where, as it has transpired, the motor-
eycle was concealed, I questioned some
bors in passing yesterday. I did not
doubt the good faith at the time,
having no reason to do so; but it is
clear, sinea. that they must have known
that the motor-cyele wa  there, as they
were standing quite elose by its hiding-
place.  One of them  answered my
imquiries, and delud-d me into driving
on to Wimford These boys, T learned,
Liloug to vour estublishment, sip.”

“ Absurd 1" caid the coloncl. *If you
inquired of my nephew and his friends,
1 have no doubt that they answered in
good faith™

“It preves that they did not, siv,”
suadd Mr ark calinly  “They were on
il very spot whers my—my ward aban-
doned his eyele, and they admitted thak
they  had seen him. They  know, I
maagine, where he is. The boy is some-
what plausible, and may have imposed
ttpon them with some tale or othor, and
enlisted their assistanes in eluding his
ruardian, Do are thoughtlesz,  DBut
you, sir, woeuld nalnrally not approve
of anything of the kind”

“Certamnly  nobt”  snapped  Colonel
Wharton.
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& whiz.

=1 am very anxious to find this wilful
#ey and take him home,” said Mr.
Slark. “If I may see the young gentle-
e whom I spoke with vesterday—"
Calonel Wharton knitted his brows,
“1 cannot suppose for a moment that
=r ncphew knows anything of the
muster I he said curtly. “ lgut 1 will
gt him the question, certanly.” He
suehed the b:.'(h. and Wells reappeared.
“Wells, is my hew in the h ™
“The young gentlemen have gone ont
@ skato, sir,” said Wells, “except
Misster Bunter.”
“Please ask him to come here.”
Wells retired. A minute or two later
Billy Bunter rolled into the library and
Slimtked inquisitively at the nosey gentle-
man through his big spectacles. The
Bk eyes flashed at him secarchingly.
“This is not ono of the five boys,
Ciicnel Wharton,” said Mr. Clark.
*Bst 1 remember sceing him: my car
pe==ed him on the Wimford road yester-
way afternoon, immediately after I had
mpeken to them  Possibly, Ee was on tho

*Bunter, have you any knowledge of
a Boy who appears to have had some
sezident with a motor-eycle near the

vosterday afternoon?”  asked
Lalonel Wharton.

“Eh—yes, rather I” answered Bunter.
*The silly idiot nearly ran mmto me
witen 1 slipped over in the snow! He
Smshed over and wrecked his jigger, and
wezve him jolly well right1”

*You were Rresent.. then 1" exclaimed
W- Clark. “ What became of the boy 7”

Banter blinked at him. As he had
et the Famocus Five to walk on to
Wimford the previous afternoon, belore
e car had reached the spot, he hud not
seen Mr, Nosey Clark, and bis back had
Seen to the car when 1t passed him later

They crashed on Mr. Clark’s prominent nose, they filled his eyes and ears and mouth.

the nosey man. ** Whooooh !”

[ 2R

I the grasp of many hands Nosey Clark was sent hurtling into the snow. ** Now pelt him,"’ said Wharton, *“ he’ll get a
move on, then | »* ** What-ho ! *” said Bob Cherry. The next moment the Famous Five got busy, and snowballs began

““ Yarooooh! ** gurgled

on the road. So the gentleman withstarted for Wimford. The beasts were

the vulture’s beak was a stranger to his
eyes. He could guess, however, that this
man had something to do with the pur-
suers the boy had spoken of, and he
remembered Jim Valentine’s reference
to Nosey. The vulture’s beak gave him
the clue. He grinned.

“Oh! You're Nosey 1" he asked.

“Bunter !" said Colonel Wharton in
a decp voice.

“I mean, the kid said somebody he
called Nosey was after him,” explained
Bunter, “and, from this chap’s boko, 1
thought—"

“That will do, Bunter,” said Colonel
Wharton. Mr. Clark was flushing with
anger. “Tell this gentleman anything
you know of the boy of whom he is in
search.”

“Oh, certainly !” said Dunter cheer-
fully. “Ile said Nosey and the gang
were after him, and asked the fellows
to fnde his jigger under the snow, so
that they wouldn’t spot it when they
came up w a car.”

“Upon my word!” exclaimed the
colonel. * And did my nephew and bis
friends accede to this request from a
perfect stranger?”

“They jolly well did!” answered

. “They secmed rather to like
the kid. 1 thought him checky myself."”

“What becamo of him?" asked Mr.
Clark sharply.

“He gov over the park wall and
bunked.”

“Over my wull?” exclaimed Coloncl
Wharton. “lle entered my grounds?”

“Yes. I fancy he was gomg to cut
across the park and get clear on the
other side,” answered Bunter. “I never
saw any more of him, 1 left the fellows
waiting for the car to como up; I

snowballing me—"

“Did the other boys join him in the
park " asked Mr. Clark.

“No fear | They followed me to Wim-
ford—caught me vp long before I got
there,” avswered Bunter. “We went to
the pictures.”

“Do you know whether they have scen
him since and bLefriended him?” asked
Mr. Clark.

Bunter blinked at him.

“I'm jolly sure they haven’t,” he
answered. “I fancy he bunked across
the park and cleared off. Miles away
long ago, 1 fancy.”

"ﬁt is a very odd affair,” said Colonel
Wharton. “The boys seem to have
acted very thoughtlessly. Dut, obvi-
ously, they can know nothing of your
ward's"movcments since his (light, Mr.

Clark.

Mr. Clark’s thin lips set unplcasantly.

“It appears beyond doubt that the boy
—my ward—took refuge within your
wal‘ys', sir,” he said. “A number of—of
friends of mine have been helping in
my search for him, and no trace of lum
has been found. 1 am persuaded that
be is still in this vicinity.”

“He could scarcely have passed a
winter's night in the open park, sir,”
said Colonel Whurton Llryhu “But if
you desire to scarch the park, you are
very welcome to do so. It is somewhat
extensive—"

“1 desire to sce the boys 1 saw yester-
du‘y and question them, sir.”

“There is no objection to that. If
my nephew knows enything of your
ward he certainly will tell you sll he
knows, The boys are now skating on
the lake in the park. If you desire to
see them, Bunter will take you there”
Tne MacNer Lisrany.—No. 1,207,
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“I am much oblized to you, sir, and
I]acc‘cpt your oifer,” gaid Mr. Compion

arlg,

“Bunter, pleaze take this gentleman
to my nephew.”

“Oh, eertainly ! said Bunter. T was
going down te join them, anyhow.”

And Mr Clark, once more apologising
for having troubled the master of
Wharton Lodge, and having received a
stiff bow in return, followed Billy
Bunter from the library and the house.
A car was standing on the drive, with
a red-monstached, stocky man at the
wheel, who glanced at Mr. Clark as ho
came out, The gentleman with the vul-
ture's heak made a sign to him in pass-
ing, and he continued to wait, while Mr,
Clark walked on into the frosty park
with Billy Bunter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Handling Mr. Clark!

F ALLO, hallo, hallo 1” exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“Who the dickens—"
“The csteemed and ludi-
erous noscy merchant }*

Harry Wharton & Co. had finished
skating, and were sitting in the hut,
taking off thoir skates, when they
sighted Billy Bunter and his companion
coming down to the frozen lake. Bab
Cherry, who was sitting in the doorway,
saw  lim first, and then the other
fellows looked out and saw him.

There was a sharp exclamation from
Jim Valentine. A sudden paleness came
over his handsome face,

“Nosey—is Noscy coming ?” he ex-
claimed.

Ho did not approach the doorway of
the hut to look.

“It’'s the beaky blighter we saw in

the car vesterday,” answored Bob.
“ Bunter's bringing him here—goodness
knows why | Bunter deecsn’t know you're
here. Keep close, und he won't sco
yon."”

Mr. Clark, from the distance, sighted
the Greyfriars fellows in the doorway of
the hut and hastened his steps. Iarry
Wharton cast a curious glance at the
hunted boy.

“Lock the door, and kcep mum !” he
said. “We'ro standing by you, kid !”

Valentine nodded.

The juniors left the hut, and Wharton
drew the door shut. The key turned in
the lock iuside. Taking their_skates,
the chums of the Greyiriars Remove
walked away up the path by which Mr.,
Clark and Buanter were approaching.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “You're ioo late to skate,
Bunter! You stayed [or one brekker

too many, old fat bean |”

“You've finished brekker just in
time for lunch, Bunter!” said Harry
Wharton, langhing,

“Qh, really, Wharton, T haven’t come
to skate!” =aid Dunter., “Too jolly
parky! The old gcezer asked me to
bring this chap here—Mr. Clark, 1 think
he said his name was. lle wants that
kid I

“What kid” asked Bob Cherry inno-
contly,

“My ward!” cut in Alr. Complon
Clark.  “1 have the permission of
Colonel Wharton to come here and ques-
tion you. Are you his nephew?”

“1 am,” said Harry.

“Please tell me anything you know of
my ward. The foolish boy has run
away from home, and I am very anxious
about him I fear, too, that he may
have been hurt in the accident to his
motor-cyele.”

“You needn't worry about that; he
wasn't hurt.”

Rip;;ing Schtu;;a;d];lventure Ydrns !
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“You know where he is?”

Iarry Wharton did not answer that
guestion. The black eyes gleamad as
him. Mr. Clark’s beaky face was full
of =uspicion now.

“Ilave you scen the boy sincei” he
demanded.

“I'm not sure that you have a right
to ask,” answered Harry Wharton
“All we know about the matter is that
he was running away from you.”

“Y am his guardian!” snapped Mr,
Clark. “Possibly Jim has spun yom
some yarn; he is a wilful and plausible
young rascal. lle may have deccived
you; it is quite probable, I have
Colonel Wharton’s authority to question
you—as this boy, Bunter, will tell you.™

“That's so, you fellows,” = said
Bunter, “I've teld the chap all I know
about the kid—"

“You babbling ass1” grunted Johnny
Bull.

“0h, really, Bull—>

“It is peridetly clear to mo that you
have seen something of my ward since
yesterday, Muaster Wharton,” said Nosey
Clark quietly. “Dossibly hoe has told
you gome plausible story, and you may
have befriended him. Now that you
know that I am his guardian you are
bound to sequaint me——*

“I know nothing of the sortl™
answered Harry Wharlon bluntly. “The
kid said that the men after him were
crooks. I know that.”

Mr. Clurk laughed—rather a forced
laugh. :

“No doubt he told you some fanciful
story,” he answered. “I have said that
he is a plausible young rascal. Where
is he?” MHis black eyes shot a glance
towards the hut by the luke. “Have
you given him shelter 7

The juniors looked at one another
uncertainly. They had been rather
taken with Jim Valentine, and they
were the reverse of favourably im-
pressed by the looks of Mr., Nosey
Clark. Nevertheless, if the matter was
as the man had stated, it was a rather
serious proceeding to help a fellow who
had run away from his lawful guardian
and his home. And if, as Jim Valentine
had said, Nosey & Co. were crooks, they
could see no need for him to hide in
Wharton Park. There was safety for
him at any police station. It was
rather a difficult position for the chums
of Greyfiriars,

“Will you answer me?” snapped Mr.
Clark.

“No,” said Harry at last, “I won't!
If you like, I will see you in the
presence of my uncle, Colonel Wharton,
and tell him all that the kid has said,
and leave it to him to decide.”

“You are breaking the law, young
gentleman 17

Wharton shrogged his shounlders.

“1f you are ihe kid's lawiul guar-
dian——*

“I have said so.”

“Well, then, the law is on your side,”
said Harry. “All you have to do iz
to come here with a constable, and I
shall be bound to answer an officer of
ithe law. I'll leave it at that.”

“That’s cricket!” said Bob Cherry.
“Trot along vour bobby, Mr. Clark.”

Johnny Bull nodded.

“Right as rain,” he said.

Mr Compton Clark’s black eyes
tered, his (!Eccks reddened, and his long
noze glowed purple. Tt was evident that
Mr. Clark had a temper, and that it
was rigsing. And it was equally evident
that he had no intention whatever of
appealing to the law. If he was, as Jim
Valentine nad said, a erook. no doubt
he had ample reason for not desiring to
bring an officer of the law into the
matter. It was hard to imagine any

Tit-
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rcazon he could have had for not
0

H: gave the juniors a long, hard,
2 look. Then, suddenly leaving
e he strode on towards the hut on
ke margin of the lake. It was clear
i = suspected that his quarry was

hat !” ejaculated Bob. “He jolly
wel knows—"

“T== door’s locked ! said Harry.

Lir. Clark quickly made that discovery
for bimself. He wrenched at the door-
immdle, and muttered an oath. Harr
Wizarton walked back to the hut, fol-
lewed by his friends, and Billy Bunter,
lge= in wonder, rolled after them.

* I zay, you fellows, is the kid there?”

2xmed Bunter.

_ MNobody mnswered Bunter. The
Tamous Five hurried on to the hut,
wizsce Mr, Compton Clark was hammer-
me at the door. He ceased to hammer,
here was no reply from within, and
ilz= juniors heard him speak.

m! I know you’re there! Open
iz door! I will make you suffer for
% if you give me any more trouble.
Wl vou let me in?*

cre was no answer from within the

“Then I will break in the window!”
led Nosey Clark.

tramped round savagely to the

window. A moment more and his

would have dashed it in. Iarry

on grasped his arm and dragged

= back just in time.

= Clhuck that, Mr. Clark,” said Whar-

coolly. “You can't damage property

ny man ¥

2nd back !” roared Nesey Clark.

lats to you!” answered Wharton

man with the vulture’s beak gave
a sudden, savage shove on the
that sent him reeling. Wharton
red and fell.

apton Clark turned to the window
n.  But the Co. leaped on him like
n. Four pairs of hands grasped
d he was drugged away from the

i Zi» struggled savagely, yelling with

“Hands off ! You fools! You young
cls! Hands off I” he yelled.
ton staggerad to his feet. his
abiaze.

ld him ! he gasped,

_ “%We've got him, old bean,” grinned
Bab Clerry,

~ 1ie gotfulness is terrific!”

Hands off I” screamed Nosey Clark.

mp him in the snow!” panted
tor
car, hear!®
oy Clark struggled like a wildeat.
¢t there wera five pairs of hands on
~ now, and he was powerless.
Ile went with a crash into the snow,
axd the juniors rolled him over and over
= 1= He gasped and gurgled wildly as
b= rolled.

“ He, he, he !” chuckled Billy Bunter,
wziching the scene with great amuse-
through his big spectacles.
torrent of lurid language camo from
Clark. Bob Cherry crammed a
ful of snow into his mouth, and cut
the ﬂgw o(f) his ﬁlom{?nce.h :
Grooogh | greh! Urggh!” splut-
=4 Mr. Clark. o i
Ha, ha, ha”

Ie sat epluttering in the snow.

= Now cut, you cheeky rotter!” said
=:-rv Wharton. “ You won't be allowed
res an entrance into that hut, Mr.
:! You won't be allowed to stuy
! Cut, and be quick about it !”

. Compton Clark staggered to his

N

et g
~ You young hound—2

“ Better said
Wharton.

“1 know he is there.
one step without him!”

“Won't you?! Youll be snowballed
till you do, then. Pelt him, you men!
He will get a move on, I fancy.”

“ What-ho |” chuckled Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five gathered up snow.
Billy Bunter, chortling, followed their
example. Mr. Clark eyed them rather
like a tiger, panting for breath. Snow-
balls began to whiz. They crashed on
his prominent nose, and burst all over
his hard face; they filled his eyes and
ears and mouth with powdery snow.
Mr. Clark had stated that he would not
stir one step. But as the snowballs
rained on him he changed his mind. He
stirred his steps very promptly.

He dodged and twisted, and ran back
towards the house. After him rushed
};he juniors, hurling snowballs thick and

t,

ast.
They erazhed on Mr. Clark as he fled.
“Hga, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Give him jip! Give him beans!
That’s one for your nob, Clarkey!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The nosey man put on a frantic burst
of speed. He was smothered from head

language, please!”

1 will not stir
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to foot wiih snow a3 he came panting
up the drive towards his car. The man
with the red moustache stared at him
blankly as he cime, with the laughing
juniors behind him,

“Give him a few more!”

“Give him beans!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows, here comes the
old geezer I squeaked Billy Bunter,

" my hat! Chuek it!" gasped
Harry, as Colonel Wharton, with =a
frowning brow, came striding from the
house.

And the snowhalls eeased to whiz, and
Mr. Compton Clark, breathless, winded,
leaned on his car and gasped.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Gomne !

s OLONEL WHARTON gave the
juniors a grim, stern look. Mr.
Clark, panting and gasping for
breath, was unable to speak for
the moment.

“ Harry, what does this mean?” ex-
claimed the colonel sharply.

“Well, be asked for it, uncle,” said
Harry Wharton.

“Begged for it, sir,” said Bob.

“The begfulness was terrifie, estecmed
sahib !” murmured Hurree Jamsct Ram

Singh.
D/.%r. Clark found his voiee.
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“Clolonel Wharton, I tave becn
assanlted Ly these young rascals! My
ward is here, hero on your estate, and
they are koeping him from me.*”

“ls that the fact, Harr.}rl‘”

“Well, you see—" stammered
Wharton. He had told the refuges that
he would not mention his prescnee, but
evidently it was useless to attempt to
keep it dark now.

“The boy is there [ panted Mr. Clark.
“He is locked in a hut in your grounds,
sir, and these boys—"

“This man was going to smash in the
window at the hut, uncle, and he shoved
me over when I stopped him,” said
Harry. “1 don’t believe he has any
right to take the chap away—"

“Is the boy there?”

“I know he is there!” hooted Mr.
Clark, hefore Wharton could speak. “I
demand that he be handed over to me
at once !

Colonel Wharton looked at the nosey
man grimly and searchingly.

“If the boy is there, and if you are
his lawful guardian, he shall most cer-
tainly be handed over to you,” he said
curtly. “I will ascertain at once whether
he is there, and you may be present, if
you choose.”

With that the colonel strode away to
the park.

Mr. Clark, still panting for breath,
hurried after him.

The juniors looked at one another.

“1 say, you fellows, you're booked for
a row now,” remarked Bill; Bunter
cheerfully. “The old geezer 18 awfully
shirty, ain’t he?”

Unheeding Bunter, the Famous Five
followed Mr. Clark and the colonel
Harry hurried on to join his uncle.

The colonel's face was very grim. It
was obvious that he was deeply dis-
pleased by the whole occurrence.

“Uncle, you'll hear what the kid has
to say before you let that man take him
away 1" excluimed Wharton. “ He’s told
us that the man is a crook, and that he’s
trying to keep elear of him. 1 believe
it's the truth.”

“Certainly I shall hear what the boy

has to say, Harry,” onswered ‘t‘ho
colonel. “Tt is a very strange affair,
and if the boy has anything (o say for

himsalf 1 shall eertainly not hand him
over to Mr. Clark without proof that the
man has a right to take him.”

“The boy ia my ward. &ir!” gasped
Mr. Clark. .

“If that is the case, sir, you will be
able to prove it easily enough, and the
lad will be given into your chargel!”
said Colonel Wharton curtly.

Thoe nosey man set his tecth,

But he did not speak again, and they
tramped the half-mile back to the lake
in silence. IHarry Wharton & Co.
followced, fairly well sutisfied with the
turn the affair was taking. The affair
was mystorious and puzzling, and they
were quite willing to let it bo decided
by a head older than their own.

They resched the hut by the lake.
Ilarry Wharton reached it first, and
tapped on the door.

1,0t us in, kid,” he ealled out. “My
uncle is here, and he will see fair play.”

I'here was no answer from the hut.

Wharton started a little as it occurred
to him that the fugitive might bo no
lonrer there. He had had plenty of
time to clear off, if he desired to do so,
while the juniors were chasing Mr.
Compton Clark back to the house.

Wharton turncd the handle, and the
door opened; it was no longer locked.
Ie looked in; the hut was empty.

He grinned as he turned back. The
matter, after all, was not to be settled

Tag Macxer Ligrary.—No, 1,297,



12

by Colonel Wharton; Jim Valentine had
settled it for himself.

“NWhere is the boy?1”
colonel.

“QGone !” answered Harry.

“Gone?” 1t was a savage exclama-
tion from Mr. Clark. He dashed past
Wharton aud glared into the hut.

He ground his teeth as he saw that
the building was empty.

“The boy was heve, Harry?”
the colonel.

“Yes—he's gone now. He must have

ut while we were after Mr. Clark,”
said Harry.

Another grunt from the colonel.

“That does not look as if he had much
to say {or himself 1

"I believe what he told us, nncle. I
believe that he had good reasons for
wanting to keep clear of that man!”
said Harry,

“Where is he I”’ said Nosey Clark be-
tween his teeth, “You young scoundrel,
where is he now?”

Wharton looked at him coldly and
contemptuously, and did not take the
trouble to answer.

“Ar. Clark,” rapped the colonel,
“you will be kind enough to moderato
your language. I eaa understand your
annoyance, but if you repeat such ex-
pressionz here I will have you turned
off my land, sir.”

Nosey Clurk choked back his rage.

“Colonel Wharton, the boy i1z my
ward ! He is a wilful young raseal, and
has given me a great deal of tronble.
He has imposed on your nephew with a
lying tale, IIe must be handed over to
me.”

“You can see for yourself that he is
not here,” said the colonel grufily.

“¥our nephew has befriended him—
sheltered him! They diove me away
from this spot while the young rascal
escaped! I have no doubl—none what-
cver—that he is not far away. Order
your necphew to tell me where he is
hiding now.”

“Harry, if you know where tho hoy
is you will tell me at once!” exclaimed
Colonel Wharton.

“I know nothing about kim, uncle! T
did not even know he was gone till I
looked into the hut.’?

“It is falsc [ yelled Nosey Clark, his
rage breaking out again. * You have
hidden the young villain somewhere—*

‘““Bilence, sir !’ lLoomed the colonel.
“How dare you accuse my nephew of
spcaking falsely ? He knows nothing of
the hoy, as he has said.”

“I tell you that the boy is here, and
that your nephew knows it I’ yelled Mr.
Clark. “And I will not go without
him !

The colonel stared at him.

“You may remain in this park, sir, as
long as you like!” he rapped. *“It is
not a public place, but if you choose to
remain and look for the Loy, you are at
liberty to do so0.”

Mr. Clark gave a glance round at the
extensive park and the endless frosty
trees. Looking for the missing boy thera
was rather like locking for a necdle in
a haystack. Tt was probahble enough that
Jim Valentine was hidden in some
obscure corner, waiting for nightfall to
cover his escape; but if that was so, the
nosey gentleman was not likely to un-
earth him. His black eyes glittered at
the smiling juniors. Evidently ho sus-
pected that they knew where Jim
Valentine was,

“Well, sir?"” rapped the colonel.

"“These boys could tell me where to
find him, if they chose!” snarled M.
Clark.

“They can tell you nothing, sir!”
enapped the eolonel.

Tur Msgxer Lisrary.—No, 1,297,

rapped the

grunted

“The knowfulness is not terrific,
esteemed and disgusting Mr. Clark,”
said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“1 don't know where he is, Alr.
Clark,” said Harry quietly, “but I hope
that he's somewhere safe from you.””

“ You young scoundrel—"

“That is enough!”’ broke in Colonel
Wharton. “I withdraw my permission
for you to remain here—you will go,
and at once! I am far from satisfied
with your bona fides, Mr. Clark—and
the sooner you go the better. I will
walk back to your car with you.”

The black eyes glinted at him, but
Mr. Clark evidently realised that there
was nothing doing. He turned and
tramped away, with a savage face.
Colonel Wharton strode away with him.
The juniors, following more slowly, saw
the nosey gentleman get into his car,
and Barncy drove it away down the
drive to the gates. Colonel Wharien,
still frowning, went into the hounse.

“Well, that's that |” said Bob Cherry.
“I hope the kid will keep clear of that
sportsman 1

“The hopefulness is terrific!”

Billy Bunter came panting up.

“I say, you fellows,” he
“you’ll be late for Junch!"

“What 77

“Lunch !” said DBunter,
forgotten lunch 772

“Fathead !

Harry Wharton & Co. went in to

gasped,

“Ilave yon

lunch.  That important function filled
Billy Bunter’s mind, to the exclusion of
all less serious matters. But the chums

of the Remove were thinking of the
fugitive boy, and as the winter day
closed in mist and darkness they
wondered where he was and whether he
had succeeded in making his eseape.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Crash in the Fog!

HERE was mist rolling over the
Surrey downs and spreading
like a blanket over the frosty
trees in Wharton Park.

Dimly, spectre-like, the gaunt leafless
trees loomed in the mist. The park wall
was ridged with snow, and dislodged
fragments of it fell as Jim Valentine
climbed from within, perched himself
astride of the top, and peered down with
cautious eyes into the road. Dark and
silent, the country road stretched in the
winter mist, with no eign of a vehicle or
a gleam of a motor-lamp. For several
long minutes the fugitive boy remained
there, watching and listening, and at
last he dropped on to the road, masses of
snow falling with him as he dropped.

He picked himself up, his heart beat-
ing, and watched and listened again.
But all was silent and still, and he
moved away, hurrying swiftly through
the shadows. That the road was
watelied by Nosey Clark and the gang
he was sure, bul in the mist and glogm
he hoped to get elear. 1le could see
hardly a yard befora him, and the
keenest eyes were not likely to spot him
as he flitted through the winter gloom.

He stopped suddenly, wilh a startled
exclamation, barely escaping a collision
with a dark, dim object at the roadside.
The next moment he knew that it was a
halted car without lights. And as he
backed away from it a shadow moved,
and a hand grasped his ehoulder. He
had a glimpse of a rough face with a
stubbly red moustache.

“Nesey I”” There was a shout, “Here
lie 1s—gzot him 17

A voice called back from the mist.

“Darney, you rotter—let go!” panted
Valentine.
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Barney grinncd, and tightened his
grasp as the boy struggled desperately.
Jim Valentine was strong and sturdy;
but the chauffeur was a powerful man,
and he held the resisting boy easily
cnough, There was a tramping footstep
in the snow, and a light gleamed out
from an electric torch. It dazzled and
Llinded the boy as it flashed in his face.

“Jim!” He heard the hard, sharp,
bitter voice of the man with the
vulture’s beak. “You young hound!

It's you.”
“Got  him, governor!® grinned
Barney. )
“Keep him safe!”
“You het!”
“Let me go!” panted Jim. “I won't

come back—I tell you I won't como
back, Nosey Clark!”

“We'll scel Get him in the car,
Barney.”

Nosey Clark opened the door of the
car, and the boy was tossed in like a
bundle. He sprawled gasping on the
floor.

Mr. Compton Clark followed him in,
and Barney slammed the door shut.
The hookmosed man grasped Jim by
ihet collar and dragged him up to a
seat.

*You're coming back, Jim!” he said,
in a low, menacing voice. “I knew you
were hiding in the park yonder, and
we've been on the watch—you hadn’t
muzh chance of getting elear—there's
five or six others on the wateh. I knew
that we'd get you.”

“T won’t go back I” muttered the boy
sullenly.

“You will! And yon will toe the
line when vou get back,” said Nosey
Clark, in the same low, bitter tone of
menace.  “You're too uselul for us to
let you go, Jim. And if you'd got
away from me, you young fool, I'd
Lave set the police looking for you.™

“Yon dared not!” panted Jim.

“They'd be glad to get hold of Dick
the Penman|” said Nosey Clark. “ They
don't know his name is Jim Valentine
—hut il they were told—"

“They'd get you, too!” muttered the

boy “You dared not.”
*““What did you bolt for?” asked
Nosey Clark, peering at the bLoy’s

white, set face in the darkness of the
car, “Haven't I trealed you well?
You've had all the money you wanted,
and—""

“Whose
bitterly.

“Plenty of money, the best of clothes,
a motor-bike of your own—everything
you could want—and nothing to do in
return, but te use your gift—your gift
with a pen—signing a name now and
then to a paper——"

The boy shivered.

“Never again' WNever again!
you i

“Never's a long word,” said Nosey
Clark. “You've done a fool thing,
Jim, running away from vour best
friends—from wvour guardian. I’m your
gnardian, remember, though that stiff
old focl yonder did not quite believe
it.” 1le gave a harsh chuckle. * Where
would you be now if I hadn’t stood by
vou, Jim, when vou were left on your
uppers ¥’

“ And why did you do 1t7” muttered
the bov. “To make a crook of me—
a thief like yourself—*

“You've been getting feol ideas into
your head, Jim. You'll get over all
that,” said Nosey Clark. “T’ll see that
you do. You'll come back, and you'll
toa the line—or you'll fare worse!
Dick the Penman is wanted by the
police—and a hint to them would be
cnough. If we lose you, Jim, they gcb

money 7™ eaid the boy

I tell
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4; Jim Valentine backed away {rom the halled car without lights,
moment the Hght trom a torch shone full in his
“ You rotter—Iiet me go !

wa. and pack you away behind stone
wals—remember that, if you ever think
2 bolting agoin.™

“I'd rather that—oven that—"

“ That's enough | Get  going,

rEey.

Teo hcadlights were gleaming from
s car now. Barnoy took his scat, and
e eagine purred.

Jim Valentine eat beside the hawk-
mrwed man, panting, his fuce white and
! te. A grasp was on hiz arm,
Mok him sccure, as if tho nosey
man fearcd that he might make some
attesapt to fling hil:r,uleltF from the car.

The car moved along the snowy road
iz tho direction of Wimford. There
wms half-frozen snow on the road. and
sz bung like a blanket, hardiy pene-
wated by the glare of the headlights.
Bt the car ran swiftly on; the crooks
wete anxious to get away from the
wizzaity of Wharton Lodge. With flush-
we= beadlights and grinding wheels, the
ez shot along the road.

Nesey Clurk peered from the window

the nmiurky night.
T IVs thick.” he said. All the beiter
f.0 zs! We shall have @ clear road!”

Wis pecred at the boy’s dim face azain.
=Make up vour mind to ib, Jim."

“Never!”

“T'm willirz 1o overlook what you've
aoez, and all tho trouble you've given
me. I'm willing to take you back and
ey pazst o Lsn't that good cnough,
(e

“1 won't po back '

“You took me by surprise, bolting as
wx+ did  yesterday—though 1'd  had
smee suspic.on,” said Nosey Clark. I
=2t far behind you, Jim—yon'd
= ver have dodzed me, if those school-
Lz73 hadn't belpod you—the young
I lay they never know they

.

1 Wl "

—
|i.l.|!ﬁ|n.i|_:r

ace. *‘ Nosey !’ he panted,

were helping a young crook! You
won't lave anothor chance like that,
Jim. Muke up your mind to ir, and
Um your friend——"

“Never i”

“You'll bo taken carc of then, till
you come to your scmses,” said the
hawk-niosed crook grimly. “And I'll
make vou safo now, Jim—no jumping
from the car, my boy, if [ let you loosc.
Give me your wrists.”

Ho drew a cord frow the poeket of
his coal,

“I“Ym'" villain?' breathed the boy.

“(iive me vour hands, you younyg
fool 1”

The Loy resisted as the crook grasped
Lis wrist: and drew them together.
But the ¢rook was too strong for him.
In anotlrr wminute the boy’s wrists
would have been bound, and he would
bhave Leen a helploss prisoner. But at
that wowent came an interruption—:a
shartling onc.

Fremn tho thick mist abead gleamed
tho lizhts of a car. Only for a seeottd
those lights gloamed before the crazh
camo. Neckless driving in the fog had
brought disaster.

Crash! Crash!

A “rending, rocking, grinding crash,
and Jim: Valontine and the crook were
rolling over together. Jim rolled over,
dazed and dizzy, and hardly knew what
was happening.  Yet he wns on the
alert; and as the car rocked into the
snow piled hy the road, and crashed
down there, he scrambled up,  Ilis [eet
wero  planted  on Nosey  Clark,
slruggline and wriggling below him;
standing on the panting crook he groped
at the car door, which was almost
horizonta! over his head. Ile forged
it open and serambled out.

i

I

two powerful arms gripped him from the rear. The next
recognising the man who held the torch.
I won’t come hack, Nosey Clark

Ho had a glimpse of Darnoy struggling
in the suow, and did not stop for
another.  With tho swiftucss of an
arrow, he leaped away, and daslied into
the frosty woodland beside the road.
Defore Barney could drag himsel! from
the snow, long beforo the enraged and
panting crook could clamber ount of the
overturned car, Jim Valentino was
gouc.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Unpleasant for Mr. Quelich!
EXRY SAMULL QUELCII, the
ﬁ Remove master of Greyfriars
Schiool, fancicd for a momoeny
that the world's end had cote,
and that the universe was tumbling to
picces around him. Really, il scewed
like that!

Mr, Quelel was seated in a taxicaln
with a suitense for compuny, coming
from Wimford station, aud heading fur
Wharton Lodge.

It was fogry in Wimford, and fougy
when the taxicab ran oul on tle long
country road. BMr. Quelch glanced from
the windows and saw only dio, darnp.
clinging mist, with hardly a glimpse of
the trees alopy the road, and never a
glimpse of any other velncle.  The
driver, like a wise man, was going slow,
and sovnding his lhorn at  intervals,
Any driver, cxcopt perhaps a reckless
crook in a hurry, would Lave gone
slowly and carefully on such o winter's
cevening,  There being nothmg te sco
fromn the windows, excepting mist, Nr.
Queleh sat and looked straight beforo
him, pulling his coat closer against thu
cold, and hoped that the drive would

(Continucd on page 16.)
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soun ba over—though he did mot think
of urging the driver to greater speed iu
tho fog.

ile was thinking, as he sat in the
jolting taxi, of his coming visil (o
Wharton Lodge, which he anticipatcd
with o good deal of pleasure. Last
term there had been serious trouble with
Harry Wharton—and Mr. Quelch was
not, on roflection, blind to the fact
that there had been faults on both sides.
It was all over now, and Mr. Quelch's
visit to Harry Wharton's home during
ihe Christmas vacation was e sign that
ilio past was forgiven and forgotten.
Mr. Queleh's thoughts were dwelling on
ihis quite pleasantly when the c¢rash
came.

It came with startling suddennecss.

Headlights flashed out of the mist,
tho cars struck almost as soon as they
Were SCen.

Had the taxi been pgoing fast like
the saloon car, the collision might have
knocked both vehicles to fragmenis, and
reduced their passengers to fragments
also. Tortunately the taxi had been
almost crawling. But it was a fearful
crash all the same.

Both drivers jammed on brakes, (nn
late, though it saved some of the shock.
Both cars went hurtling.

To Mr. Quelch it was like the crack
of doom, or rather more so. Ife did
not know what was happening. One
moment he was sitting calmly and
scdately, thinking chiefly of a warm
fire at Wharton Lodge; the next he was
rolling and tumbling in a rolling and
tumbling car, Whon ho began to realiso
what was going om, the taxi lay half
on its side on the high bauk of snow
heside the road—which had saved it
from the worst. He heard tho voico
of Lis driver, shouting expressive words,
a p‘yamntly to another driver.

Bloss my soul 1” gagped Mr. Quelels

He tried to rise.

He found that he was sitting on his
siitease, which had slipped down against
the door, which was alinest underncath
L,

The other door was dragged open
from without.

“Hurt, sir?’ eame the husky veice of
thr;lt:txll—dlrivhcr.dl

“I—I—I har know I” isped M.
Quelch. ““Thni‘.—"]rwha.tr---—”g ! §

“A blooming collision, sir—a blooming
road ‘og doing about sixty, in this blink-
ing mist 1" said the taximan savagely.
“I'll talk to him! Let me help you out
first, sir! No bones broke, 1 hopo?”

Mr. Quelch was so severely shaken

that he hardly knew whether any Lones
were hroken or not. In a dizzy state
lie allcwed the driver to help him out,
and then he stood leaning on the half-
turned taxi, gasping for ireath‘
. At a littlo distance the saloon car lay
jammed in the snow, on the othor side
of the road. The lights had gone out,
but an clectric torch gleamed, held by
the tchauifeur. Voices came through the
st
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“He's gone!”

“The young rip! Gone”

“He jumped out and cut! Look for
him—show the light—" Nosey Clark
was almost raving with rage.

” The light of the torch Hashed to and
I

0.

Mr. Quelch’s driver sirode across to
the other car. He was rather excited,
as was natural in the circumstances. A
careful driver, feeling his way on a
wmisty road, could hardly help being

reckless motorist.

_“Here, you!” roared the taximan,
“This is going to cost you something,
this is!"

Neither Nosey Clark nor Barney
Lheodod him., Kach with an  electric
torch in hand, heedless of the wrecked
cir, hoedless even of their own terribly
narvow escapo from fearful injury, they
wore searching in the mist for the van-
ished boy. They hardly expected to find
himn. He might have been within a
dozen feot, and they would have seen
nothing of him,

“Here, you!” shouted the taximan,
groping towards them. “Look at my

car! Hmashied! Wrecked! How many
was you doing? Bixty? Or seventy?
Hil Deal? 1 ask youl”

Nosey Clark and Barney secmed deaf!
They did not heed. They were groping
iowards the roadside in tho mist; and
thie Wimford taximan almost wondered
wh{l:thcr he had a pair of lunatics to deal
witlh.

Nosey Clark dropped on one knes, his

torch gleaming on the snow. He poin
io a bootmark—the mark of & boy's
hoot,

“Here-—look—"

“Ile_cut across into the wood " mut-
tered Barney.

“I'ollow me.”

“The ear—"

“Hang the car—— ’
l “‘You:l.‘[ never find hiw now, Nosey,
10's

“ Follow me, you fool !”

“Hi!” The Wimford taximan fairly
bellowed.  “You walking off, after what
you've done! Hi! Stop! Don’t I want
your names and addresses? T ask you!”?

Heedless, deaf to the voice of the
charmer, as it were, Nosey and Barney
scrambled through the piled snow by the
roadside ond disappeared among thoe
frosty trecs and frozen brambles.

The taximan stood alinost petrified,
staring after them, and at the two points
of light that winked in the wood for a
few moments, and then were lost in the
misty darkness.

“Well, T'm blowed!” said the taxi-
man foreibly. “ Hooking it! T tell you,
sir, I'm Dblowed I

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch;
which was {he Remove master's way,
perhaps, of suying that he, also, was
“ hlowed."”

>

“Hooked it!” gasped the tfaximan.
“Hooked 11! Mizeled! Lot their car
and slid! You believe me.”

Mr. Quelch pulled himself together a
little, 1le was shaken, but ha was not
hurt, and he was deeply thankful to ind
that matters were no worse. He came
ucross to the taximan, who was staring
at the abandoned car.

“NMotor bandits, }J’r’nps,” erid the
Wimford man. “Stolen car, as likely as
not! MHonest folk don't walk off and
leave their car, sir! Ten to one that's a
stolen car! DBut what about my taxi?
My oye!™

“Do you think yon will be able to
proceed ¢t asked Mr. Quelch.

The taximan looked at him. Mr.
Quelch knew a lot of things, but not a
lot about cars. DBut even a gentleman
who knew very little aboul cars might

exaareratcd by getting a crash from a

THE MAGNET

have keowa that that taxi was not able
to proceed,

“Proeced 7 eaid the Wimferd man.
“No, sir! I think not! Not unless you
and me, sir, cen pick up that bus and
carry it in our 'ands, sir.”

“Dear me !” said Mr, Quelch, “ What
is to be doae, then, my good man?”’

It was rather a superfluous quesbion,
and elicited only a grunt from the Wim-
ford driver. Obviously a gentleman whoe
was deprived of his only nieans of trans.
port, had to walk.

“How far aro wo from Wharton
Lodge now?"” asked Mr. Quelch,

“Something under a mile, sir.”

“How far from Wimford?"

“Jest sbout a mile.”

“Dear me!” eaid Mr, Quelch again.
“It socms that there is uothing to be
done, but to walk! I may as well walk
forward as back.”

“Jest as well,” said the Wimford man,
who was thinking more about his taxt
than his passenger, “I got to get back
and report this at tho police station.
They got to get after them coveys. The
insurance people will want to knowl
You're more'n half-wuay to the Lodge,
sir, you've only got ic keep on, and
don’{ miss the road.”

“Dear me!” said Mr, Quelch once
more.

“Hero's your suilcase, sirl  If yon
can't carry it, I'l] take it back to Wiwu-
ford with me.”

“I think I can carry it, thank you,”
said Mr. Quelch. “I will start at once.
I _¥ou require my evidonce concerning
thiz matter, mny address will be Whav-
ton Lodge for somo days. It is very
singular that those persons should have
run away and abandoned their ear—
very singular indeed.”

“Motor thieves, I'll bet you,” said
the Wimford man. “Rorry T con’t take
you on, sir—but my old bus will have to
go home on a lorry, from the look of
things, I ant to fix up a light, or some-
body will piling up on it next! You
ain't a mile from Colonel Wharton's
place, sir—you keep right on."’

“Thank you! Good-night!”

“ Good-night, sir!”

Leaving the taximan groping about
the wrecked taxi, the Remove master of
Greyfriars took his suitcase in hand
and walked on, and in a fow moments
vanished into the mist.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Lost !

LESS my soul " murmured Mr,

Quelch faintly.

Ho halted.

For some time, NMr. Quelch
Lad doubted whether ho was on the
right road.

Now lie no longer doubted.

He knew!

Hulting, he peered about him in the
foggy muist. The taxi-driver had said
that it was about a mile on to Wharton
Lodge; and Mr. Queleh was convinced
that he had wulked iwo miles et least.
It was more than an hour since the eol-
lision, and the winter darkness was
deeper, the mist seithne down more
thickly. When BMre. Queleh bad started
to wall, he could sce hardly & yard
before him. Now he could see hardly
a foot. Not a light had gleamed
through the dimness; not a footstep had
broken tho silence, save the dull echoea
of his own. Only by keeping close to
the edge of the road had Mr. Quele
been able to pick his way—but for the
road-cdze ns a puide, bhe might have
wandered perpetually in the mist 1o
circles. Now a doubt was in his mind
whether, keeping clozely to tho edge, he
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had unconsciously taken an unseen turn-

mng.

%‘he ground was covered with snow,
a2nd he could not discern whether he
was on a metalled road, or an earthen
track. Every now and then leafless,
frosly branches loomed in the dim dark-
oess.  Mr, Quelch struck several matches,
out the dim flickering gave him no help.
He stood and peered ahout him.

, It was borne in upon his mind, at last,

fhat he was no longer on the highroad.
Unconsciously, in _the mist, he bhad
turned from it. Where was ho now?
The dim branches on both sides indicated
that he was on a path in the woodland,
The Greyfriars master felt a chill.

Where was he? Somewhere in the
woodland that bordered the Wimford
road—a _woodland traversed by many
paths. He might be a mile, or many
miles, from the nearest human habita-
tion. Light flakes of snow were falling,

feathery in the mist. Tle had been for-
tunate in escaping injury in the motor
collision. But it dawned on him now
that he was in a serious plight. Unless
he found his way, he was booked for a
night out—a wild and bitter winter's
night. At Mr. Quelch’s age, that was an
alarming prospect.

“I must find the way!"” said Mr.
Quelch resolutely.

It was more easily said than done,
however. He turned to retrace his steps,
groping and feeling his way, in the
hope of finding the high road again.
How far he was off it he could not guess.

Neither could ho tell wheiher he was
keeping to the same path, or winding
round unseen lurnings in the misty
gloom.

He could only tramp on, and hope for
the best.

The path dwindled at last, narrowing
and narrowing, till it was a mere track
g
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OVER THE LINE?

ILRE are several letters in my
post-bag this week which raiso
points the replies to which will,
I think, prove of general interest

to  “Magnetites.,” One of them, for
mstanee, concerns a Tule which thousands
of people who regularly wateh big football
matches do not appear to Jmow.

In a rceent mateh waiched by one of
my readers [rom a place close to one of the
zoalposts, there was a serimmage right on
the goal-line. The bhall went half-way
over the line, but at that stago it was
scoopedd out by the goalkeeper. Tho
referes awarded a goal, and in the argument
which followed deelared that the ball
went just a little more than half-way
over the goal-line, and ihat conscquently
it was a goal. Wag the referee correet ?

I am sorry to say that he was not.
In the book of rules {here is this deeision.

‘ The wchole of the ball miust have,

passed over the goal-line or fouch-
tine before it is out of play.”

Obviously that decision means that
the whole of the ball must have
over the line under the bar befora a goal
zan be counted. It is not suflicient that
the ball goes more than half-way over
the line.

Yet how often, when watching a match,
there are loud appeals that the ball has
zone out of play when the middle of it
Las unly just erossed one of the touch-
Loes. “1 saw the lino appear clearly
and the ball was over it,” is a phrase
frequently heard. Yet you will apprecinte
tho fact that it is quite possible for the
fne to appear without the whole of the
tall having actually passed over it.

There was a lot of argument concerning
a goal scored by Neweastle United against
Arsenal in  last  scason’s Cup Final.
Possibly my readers will remember the
circumstances. The ball was alleged
to have gono out of play over the Arsenal
goal-line " Lefore it was retrieved by a
Newcastle player who erossed it back
mto the goal-mouth and another Newcastle
man put it into tho net. The goal was
allowed.

After the match photographs were
produced which certainly showed that the
Sne was clear, and that at least a part of
the ball was over that line. But did the
=hole of the ball go over? I am not
saying that it did or it did not, but
ecrtainly o point to Dbe remembered is
that the ball was still in play if the whole
of it had not passed over the line.

POSITIONAL PLAY!

PLAYER of a club in the
Manchester district ocoupies the
ingide-left position, The olub
happens to possess an expert

woach, and epparently my inside-left
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among the frosty trees and brambles.
Branches brushed him on either side as
he tramped.

He halted again, almost in despair.

Evidently this was not tho way back
to the high road.

He drove from his mind the thought
that he was hopelessly lost. 1I was too
terrible to contemplate. Vet he knew it.

The thought of the blazing fire, the

cheery welcome at Wharton Lodge, was
in his mind, like the torture of Tantalus
of old,
They would he expecting him beforo
this; they would be wondering what had
happened to him. Even if they learned
what had happened they could not
search for him—they could never dream
where he was. He did not even know
himself.

“Dear me !” murmured My, Quelch,

He was getting tired. It was heavy

(Continued on next page.)

[

ZINESMAN CALLING/

% e@_ WV S

Come on, you footer enthusiasts,

to: fLinesman,” c¢cfo MAGNET,

friend has had arguments with the coach
coneerning his positional play, and the
question taised in these arguments is
sent on to me: “ Should I attack with
the other forwards, or sliould I remain
more on the defence with the half-baeks 7 ™

This is not an casy question to answer,
and T'll tell you why. The tactica
employed by a football team should be
considerod as a whole, and 1 cannot
answer the question of where my inside-
lefv correspondent should play  without
knowing, for instance, tho tacties adopted
by the centre-half of the same temin.

If it is agiecd that the cenitre-half
slhould be what is called a thivd-fuil-
back—that is playing almost entively
in defence, #then it is  absoluicly
necessary that at least one of the
inside forwards should play [aivly
well back. But if the centre-half is
an attacker ; does not play well back
all the time, then the inside wing
players can with advaniage go up
with the other forwards,

Different clubs, different tactical ideas.
I find it impossible, therefore, to settle my
correspondent’s question. But I would
just say this. it the ecoach of the team
thinks that the bhest interests of his side
can be served by the inside-lelt playing
well back, then the inside-left must adopt
these methods; pley according to plan
until such time as he ecan persuade the
eoseh that the plan is avrong.

FULL-BACK PLAY!

w OW comes another * how to play 7
question from a Smethwick reader
who is a right full-baek, and wants
some hints on playing in that
poeition. In the hope of helping this
player—and others who play et full-

back—TI had a talk on the subject of full-

old " fi
thoge intricate Soccer problems for you.

a'?-wngger " is waiting to settle
ire in your queries right away
The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Street, E.C.4,

back play with James Nelson, the right-
back and captain of Newcastle United,
who is also a Scottish International.
I don’t think I ean do better than pass
on ons or two tips which he gave me,
because Nelson knows.

** One of the first points to be
remembered,” said Nelson, *‘is that
o full-back, Dy the very nature of his
position, cannot afford to take wrisks.
The first duly which lies before him is
that of getting the ball away from the
danger-zone. Don’t  dribble, and
thereby run the visk of lesing the ball ;
get it away.

* This first principle, however, should
not be interpreted as an instruction to
full-backs to bang the ball hard up tho
ficld on any and every oceasion,” Nelson
continued. * There are plenty of occasions
in the average match when the full-bacls
gets the ball in such a way that he can
start his own side on the attack by a
discreet pass. This cen bo done by
pushing the ball along to the hall-hack
who is nhead. The ballooning of the ball
is another phase of full-back play which
should be avoided as far as possible.”

As a last word, Nelson asked me to
toll my readers that the full-back should
remember that he has behind him a goals
keeper Lo help him out of difliculties,

Slip the ball back to the goalkeeper
rvather than bang it out of play, but
in slipping it back, put it just o little
wide of the goal, so that there is no
risk of scoring against your own side.

In reply to a question irom one ol my
Birmingham ehums: The Foothall Assoei-
aticn Cup competition was inangurated in
1871, and in the first season therc were only

fifteen ontries,
“LINESMAN.”
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roing in the snow, He leaned on a
frosty trunk, and tried to think it out.

He romombered that the two men in
the other car had gone into the wood,
and, suspicious as their conduct had
been, he would have been glad to come
across them. But they had lights, he
remembered—and he had not caught a
glimmer of a light. Probably they were
miles away, %}l the local mhabitants,
nobody was likely to be abroad in the
woodlands that bitter, foggy night. He
kknew that he had no help to expect.
And he was lost! Mr. Quelch was a
courageous gentleman, but his courage
almost failed him now. -

Darkness and mist surrounded him,
ghostly forms of looming trees, It was
usoless to follow the dwmdlmi track
Tarther. Ho had to turn back. Chance,
yechaps, might guide his steps in the
right direction—but he had to realisc
now that only chance could save him.

He laid the suitcase down at last. He
was unwilling to leave his property, with
a very rcmote prospect of ever finding it
again. But he was losing his strength,
and the weight was too much for him in
liis ia;.!higum:lb state, He laid it at the
foot of u tree and trudged on.

Whether he kept to the same path,
whethor he turned into others, he had no
means of guessing. Darkness and mist
still enshrouded iim. His limbs were
aching with fatigue, and he walked like
a man in o dream. Sheer fatigue foreed
him to stop again at last.

He leancd on a tree, panting.

Ho knew now that there was no hope.
Not till daylight glimmered down
through the branches above had ho a
chance of finding his way out of that
snowy, fresty wilderness. The long,
bitter, wintct’s night was before him—
and he shuddered as he thought of it.
Those wretches, those villains, who had
crashed into his ear were responsihle for
this! But poor Mr. Queich was feeling
too dazed and exhausted now even for

nnﬁr.

dden!y from the blackness of the
night came a twinkle of light—dancing
in the darkness like a will-o™-the-wisp,

The Remove master started, and
caught his breath,
. He watched the distant light nlmost
in agony. There was no mistake—it was
not a fevered faney—it was a light, and
it was approaching him along the dim,
misty path in the wood. t was the

leam of an electric torch, and Mr.

uelch breathed deep with thankfulness
as he realised it. Someone was coming
by that lonely, desolate path, It was
help. Tt was at least human companion.
ship in that terrifying solitude.

The light suddenly stopped. Mr.
Quelch guessed that whoever was carry-
ing it, invisible behind the light, had
gllm[)ecd him there, and was no doubt
startled. He called out quickly :

@ Hel? Il)
The light was shut off.
Black darkness, blacker than belore,

wrapped the woodland th. r.
Quelch _stared into the b!anl?:t of black
mist. Ile called again:

“Help! Tam lost here! In Heaven's

name, come this way !*

He heard a faint sound at a distance.
It seemed to him that it was a sound of
rotreating  footsteps, and he fairly
shrieked :

“Help! 1If you are a Christian, come
to my aid! I am lost here !

A voice came back at last—a boy's
voico :

“Who aro you? If this is o trick to
get hold of me, you won't get away with
it! Who arc you?”

“You neced not be alarmed,” called
back Mr. Quclch. He understood that a
lonely wayfarer might well be alarmed

Tok Maexer LiBRARY.—No. 1,297,

at the sudden meeting in the desolate
wood, not knowing whom he might have
to deal with. Certainly it nover crossed
his mind that the speaker was a boy who
had esca from the crashing saloon
car, and feared the pursuit of a pair of
desperate crool

“I'm not alarmed,” came back the
cool, boyish voice. “You won't get me,
if I don’t choose! If you're straight,
who are you 1”

“My name is Quelch. I am a school-
master,”

“A schoolmaster? My hat! Wel, let
me see you, and don’t you take a step
this way before I see you clear.”

“Certainly, certainly! There is no
occasion for alarm—none whatever! I
am not a tramp or vagrant {”

“I wouldn't care if you were!” The
answer came back with a laugh. “I'm
afraid of meeting worse than that! But

let me see you,”

The light shone out again.

Mr. Quelch ste;:red from the tree, and
stood in the middle of the path, his face
turned to the gleaming light.

It dazzled him as it shone on his face,
and he winked and blinked. Behind the
light, whoever carried it was perfectly
invisible. But Mr. Quelch knew that
unscen eyes were scanuning his face in
the gleam of the torch. ;

A moment or two more, and it ad-
vanced again, the boy evidently satisfied.
He joined Mr. Quelch in the shadows of
the trees,

“Borry, sir,” he =aid, in a very

leasant voice. “But I had to be care-
ful. I can see you're all right, now I
look at you, of course |”

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly,

“You are right to be on your gnard
in this solitary plaze,” he said. “I am
in a terrible difficulty, and 1 will gladly
reward you if you ean help me.”

“Don’t worry about that, sir,” said
the pleasant, boyish voice. “I'll help
you all I can. But what's the trouble?”

“I have lost my way !”

The boy whistled.

“Lost yourself i he asked.

“Yes—and if you ean guide me—"

“Only wish I could, sir,” said the boy
ruefully.  “ But—->"

“But what ?”

“I'm lost, too!”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Friend in Need !

13 VALENTINE shut off the light.
Mr. Quelch suppressed a groan as
the boy spoke. Ile had taken it
for granted that the newcomer was

someone belonging to the vicinity. It
was a terrible blow to learn that he was
only another lost wayfarer, like himself,
When the torch was shut off he could not
ses the boy, near as he was,

“Better save the light, sir, till we get
going 1” said the boy. “It won’t last
much longer, I used it a lot last night,
camping out.”

“Camping out?” repeated Mr. Quelch,
startled. “In this weather ?”

The boy chuckled softly.

“I've got a shelter sir—a hut in a
gentleman’s park. Wish I knew where
to find it now, by gum! I'd be glad to
be in it again! %ut it may be ten miles
off, for all I know !

“You do not belong to this neighbeus-
hood 2”

“No fear! I'm from London.”

Mr. Quelch peered at him. He was
almost sinking with fatigue, and hope-
lessly lost, Dut he could not help being
surprised and startled by the bLoy's
words.

“But what are you doing here, then??
he exelaimed. “Why are you wander-
ing in this dreadful wood at night 7"

THE MAGNET

“Keeping clear of somebody I don't
want to see, that's all, sir,” answered
Jim Valentine. “They were after me—
I know that; but they hadn't an earthly,
Only when I saw you, 1 thought—
But that's all right! How did you get
ere, sir?”

“1 must have stepped off the road—it
%nly .t,:mi & grass edge, and in the mist

“How long ago?”

(h"I think it was about five o’clock
ha I

The light gleamed for a moment on
the boy’s wrist-watch.

“Now, it's seven,” he said. “VYouw've
been at it two hours, then. That means
that you're lost, and no mistake. You
don’t know which way the road lies??

“I have no idea.”

“Same here,” said Jim Valentine,
and there was a cheery ring in his voice
which surprised the Form master of

Greyfriars. A night out, even in a

frozen, fresty wood, was not so
terrifying to Jim as to the elderly
gentleman, and he was full of
satisfaction at having escaped Nosey
and Barney. * Well, sir, the sooner we

find it, the better—if the light lasts,
we'll make it sooner or later. Two's
company, anyhow.”

“That is very f{rue,” said Mr.
Quelch. “I am more plad than I can
say to hear a human voice in this
dreadful wilderness. One might imagine
oneself in & wild, unpeopled country,
instead of an English countryside.”

“Well, it isn't so crowded as the
Strand or Oxford Street, and that's a
fact,” said the boy. “If you're ready to
start, sir, I'll put on the light. *Fraid it
h}oqt’t last much longer—that’s the worst
of it.”

“Let us mako the attempt,” said Mr,
Quelch,

The electric-torch gleamed out again.
The light was still bright, but it
wavered. As the boy lifted it, it shone
for a moment on his face, and Mr.
Quelch saw him for the first time. He
saw a handsome, pleasant face, with
durk hazel eyes—a fuce that he liked
at once. Even in the stress of his
present alarming situation he wondered
who the boy was, and how he came to

wandering alone in the deserted
woodland.

“You've been
sir?”’

“Yes, I was returning—>=>

“Then I'll try bhack!"’

The boy led back the way he had
come, and Mr. Quelch followed in his
footsteps.

The glimmering torch gleamed eerily
on shadowy trunks, frozen brarables,
and falling flakes. Here and there it
revesled footprints in the snow—prob.
ably those of the hoy himself, or

r. Quelch’s, The boy tramped on

uickly, but he soon heeame aware that
the elderly man behind him was
lagging, and he slowed down, to kee
pace. They tramped on. Mr. QuelcE
growing wearier and wearier at every
step, though comforted by the light and
the companionship. Again and agnin
they came to n branching path, but
there was no clue for their guidance—
only blind chanco could direct their
footsteps.

But at last the boy uttered an ex-
clamation,

“This looks something like!”

He flashed the sinking light round.
They had reached a wider track, evi-
dently a main footpath.

“This leads to somewhere, sir, you
can lay to that I” said the boy. “We've
got _to keep to this, and not lose it

again.
He stared round at Mr, Quelch. That

farther up this path,
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There was a sudden erash as the two cars collided, and Mr. Quelch was pitched from his seat as the taxi in which he had
been comfortably seated toppled half on its side on a high bank of snow beside the road. ° Bless my soul | ™ he gasped.

The next moment the door was flung open from outside.

gentleman, overcome with faligue, was
propped against a tree.

“You had better go on, my boy,”
said Mr, Quelch faintly, “I am too ex-
hausted to proceed.”

Jim Valentine shook his head.

“No, sir—no fear! Sink or swim to-
gether,” he said. “Look here, sir, you
take a rest; then we'll try again. 8it
down on this log—take a vest, sir, and
I'll save the light.””

Ar. Quelch sank wearily on the fallen
trunk, and the boy shut off the torch.
For some minutes, there was silence in
the dense darkness. Then the Remove
master of Greyfriars spoke again, in a
quict volce,

“Aly boy, I am unable to go on—I
must take my chance here! But I
eannot aHow you to run the same risk,
for the sake of a stranger. Do your
best to find your way out of this dread-
ful wood.”

“No fear!” answered the boy
sturdily.  “Why, sir, you'd be {rozen
st1iff by morning.”

“1 fear so,” said Mr. Quelch. “But

you must not share the same fate, my
dear boy. I cannot permit it.”

“I’'m sticking to you, sir,” answered
the boy cheerily. “Precious sort of a
rotter I should be, to go on and leave
you to it1 No fear.”

“You are a brave and kind-hearted
1ad,” said Mr. Quelch, much moved.
= What is your name, my boy?”

There was a moment’s hesitation
before the boy answered:

“Jim Valentine, sir.”

“1 shall remember you—if I live,”
said Mr. Quelch, *Now leave me, my
boy——""

“Not likely !”

“Ay dear boy,” said Ar., Quelch, “it
maf o death to stay here—we shall
both be frozen before dawn. You can

do nothing for me now—leave me!
You are brave and kind not to think of
rourself—but your father.”

“] have no father, sir.”

“You have a mother?”

“No, sir 1? !

“ At all events, there is somcone to
whom your life must be precious.”

“Nobody in the jolly old world, sir—
except some folk who may be looking
for me at this very minute, that I don’t
want ever to see again,” said Jim
Valentine,

“ My dear boy! Have you no one—"

“ Nobody in the world to miss me,
sir, if I 'was missing. So don't you
worry about that.”

“You have friends, at least—"

“Wrong again! 1 haven't.”

“If I survive this drcadful night,”
gaid the Remove master of Greyfriars,
“you will have a friend in me, at least.
f you are, indeed, utterly alone in the
world, you must need a friend—you are
but a lad! But—once more I nrge you
to leave me, and save yourself if you
can.’’

“Bava your breath, sir,” answered
Jim Valentine, “Il'm sticking to you!
You'll be able to move again scon—and,
I tell you, this path must lead some-
where,’

Mr. Quelch said no more.

For long, long minutes he sat and
restod. But he dragged himself to his
feet again at last.

“Ready, siti” came the boy’s cheery
voiae,

“Yes,” said Mr. Queleh famtly.

The light gleamed on again.
Mr. Quelch tottered after the sturdy
lad. The light wavered more and more,

glimmering low. It was soon casting
only the faintest of glimmers. Buill the
dreary path seemed to stretch endlessly,
Suddenly the light went out.

Jim Valentine slippcd the torch into
his pocket.

“That's done!” he said. “ Rotten
luck, sir| But we'll get out yet.”

113 1__1 cﬂnnot_” A

“Lean on my arm, sir.”

* Hurt, sir ? ** asked the taxi-driver, in a husky voice.

Mr. Quelch was in a dazed state now.
He tottered on, with help from the
boy’'s stronz arm. He was falling into a
kind of waking dream when an ex-
clamation from the boy startled him
back into consciousness.

“By gum! That’s a light.”

“ A light !” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Look, sir!”

Far in the distance, twinkling
through must and darkness, a light
gleamed. It was ruddy and stationary,
and cvidently came from a window.
The exhausted schoolmaster felt hopo
revive in his breast.

“ A farmhouse, perhaps—" he mut-
tered.

“This 15 a cart-track we're on now,”
gard Jim Valentine. *“1 fancy it leads
to a farm! Hark!”

The barking of a dog came through
the night. It was a rather savage bark,
but it was a glad sound to the cars of
Mr. Queleh, Ii told of a human lhabita-
tion olose at hand.

He recalized that the wood had been
left behind.  He was stumbling over
deep ruts, choked with snow—ruls left
by heavy farm vehicles, It was the
window of a farmhouse that glimmered
ruddy and hopeful through the mist,
Tottering, only able to proceed by the
help »f a sturdy young arm thaf
supported him, Mr, Quelch moved on
slowly, pamnfully. He heard the sound
of an opening gate.

“&tick it out, sir|” came the cheery,
boyish veice. *We're nearly there.”

“Ieaven bo praised!” breathed Mr.
Quelch,

Ile heard the furtous barking of the
dog, and the raltle of a chain, and a
voice calling to the anmimal. Then he
found himsclf in a trellised porch, and
the boy was hammering at a door. The
door opencd, and a blaze of light came
from within—and a stout, ruddy-
cheeked farmer stared at them in

TEE Macxer Lisrary.—~No. 1,297,
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amaecment—and then caught the hap-
less sclioolmaster as he reeled and fell.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Guest!

I

56 SAY, you fellows!
E “(Oh, don't bother, Bunter!”
“Well, cheer up, for goodness’
sake!”  said Bily  Bunter.
“What are you looking like a lot of
moulting owls for 7

“* I'athead 17

“If anything's bappened to Quclch,
[_._

“Dry upl”

“1f that s what you call being civil to
a guttt Wharton, I can only say—you
benst’ Bob Cherrv, if you chuck that
cushion at me——"

“8Shut up, Bunter !”

Bunter saw no reason for shutting up.
Ho sceldom did. Besides, what was there
to worry about, Bunter wanted to
know?Y

Quclch had been expected at Wharton
Lodge in.ample time for dinner, which
was at seven. He had not come; and
dinner had been dined, so to speak,
without him, Se far, Harry Wharton &
Co. had not been unduly perturbed. It
was a great honour and distinetion, of
course, to dine with a beak; but it was
one of those privileges that a fellow
cowld do without quite checrfully.
Uolonel Wharton concluded that the fog
had delayed Mr. Queleh’s arrival—as,
indeed, it had.

But when Mr. Quelch did not arrive
at eight o’clock, there was a little
anxiety on his sccount. The colonel
rang up the railway station, and after
some delay learned that a gentleman
who had arrived at Wimford had taken
a taxicab to Wharton Lodge, that the
cab driver had returned to Wimford
and reported an accident, and that he
had stated that his passenger had
walked on to the Lodge. As the colonel
learncd that all this had happened
about five in the afternoon, and it was
now past eight, he was naturally a little
alarmed for his expeeted puest,

Even going slow in the fog, the
Remove master should have reached the
Lodge bLefore .six, There was only one
explanation of his non-arrival; he had

Thri !hng Comp lete Yams
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cach

lost his way in the mist. And for an
eldcrl:.r gentleman to be lost on a
winter's evening in & thick mist was a
serious matter, especially as search for
him was impossible. If he had missed
the right road be might have taken any
of half a dozen.

At nine o'clock the colonel was deeply
anxious. Every moment he hoped, and
expected, that Mr. Quelch would come
along; but he did not come along.

Harry Wharton & Co. shared the
anxicty. It could hardly be said that
they yearned for the rather grim and
frosty company of a beak; but they
were deeply conccrned by the thought
that Quef)h had come to some harm.
Bob Cherry proposed pgoing out with
lanterns to look for him. But obviously
that was futile; nobody could even
guess where to look. A man was already
posted at the gates with a lighte
lantern, and it was impracticable to do
more,

The Famous Five stood in a rather
thoughtful and worried group by the
fire in the hall, talking in low tones.
Billy Bunter aa,t or rather sprawled, in
a deep and comfortable armchair, his
toes to the fire, and a fat and con-
tented expression on his face. A good
dinner made Bunter feel that life was
worth the trouble of living, and he was
not worrying about Quclch. Quite a
little trouble of his own would draw
loud complaints from William George
Bunter., But he could bear the troubles
of others with unlimited fortitude.

He blinked rather scornfully at the
Famous Five through his big spectacles,
As there was nothing, so far as Bunter
could see, to worry about, it was rather
sickening to see the whole company
looking llke a lot of moult.ng owls, as
tha fat junior expressed i

“I say, you fe]]ouc;, Ieta have the

ramophone on,” suggested Bunter

rightly.

“ For goodness’ sake shut up, Bunter !*
said Frank Nugent.

“Well, what about the
asked Bunter,

“My esteemed Bunter,”
Jamset Ram Singh, “the anxiety of
our absurd selves for the ridiculous
Quelch is terrific and preposterous. The

wireless 7"

said Hurree

THE MAGNET

“1 say, you fellows—"’ recommenced
Bunter.

“Do shut up, Bunter !” said Harry.
“0h, rot!” grunted Bunter. * Quelch
is all right, ou needn’t worry, any-
how, v, only last term you were
tagging him no end—making his life a
yfg,ular burden, Wharton. You lknow
1t

Wharton breathed hard. The possi-
bility that some serious disaster had
happened to Mr. Quelch brought back
into his mind many of the happenings
of last term, which he would have been
glad enough to forget, Snow was fall-
ing through ithe dim mist outside the
windows, and somewhere out in the cold
and snow and foggy darkness, Henry
Samuel Quelch was hopelessly lost. I
was not a time for the former scape-
Erm of Greyfriars to be reminded of
is feud with his Form master.

Bob Cherry picked up a cushion.
“Arijou going to shut up, Bunter ?”
he ask

“ Beast 1"

“Look out for this cushion on your
silly napper, if vour silly jaw wags
ng;x'am Th I's'napped ob.

Billy Bunter was silent for a whole
minute. He occupied that minute by
munching nuts which he had thought-
fully stacked in his pocket at dessert.
The nuts demolished, Bunter naturally
began to talk again. Bunter's jaws
were the most active part of him, and
had been well developed by incessant
exercise.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Br-r-r-r-r!1”

“Thmkg Quelch may have walked into

ond
&hat?"

“There’s a pond on the Wimford road.
Man might walk into it in the fog,”
said Bunter cheerfully, “I think very
likelv that’s it.”

“Dry up, ass!”

“Well, T think 'it's very likely, I'm
gorry for old Quelch if he's stuck in
that pond. I say, what's the time,
Wharton 7"

*“Half-past nine, fathead 1*

“That jolly thing comes on the wire-
less at nine-thirty. Shove it on, old

idiotic wireless is not the proper caper.””” chap I don't want to get out of this
“0Oh, really, Inky! dare gsay chair.”
Quelch is all right,”” said Bunter. “If

he's been run over in the fog—"

“You fat Owl!”

“Well, I'm sorry, of course; but if
we have a new Form master next term,
he could hardly be worse than Quelch,””
argucd Bunter. “He jolly well whopped
me almost last thing before we broke
up at Greyfriars. I had two hundred
lines for him, too, and if he hadn’t been
laid up with a cold he would have
asked me for them. ['m not at all sure
he won’t ask for them next term. You
know what a memory he's pot. I can
jolly well tell vou fellows that a new
Form master in the Remove would be
a jollv pood thing.”

“Kick him, somebody!” growled
Johnnv Bull,

“0Oh, really, DBull! T =ay, you
fellows, there’'s something jolly on the
wireless to-night. Let's have it on—
what ?"’

The chums of the Remove glared at
Bunter, Anxious as they were for the
gentleman lost in the fog. they were not
in the least in the mood for something
jollv on the wireless.

Colonel Wharton. standing at the
window, was staring out into the misty
night. If Mr, Quelch did not arrive
soon, the colonel intended to go out in
search of him with a party with
lanterns, futile as he knew it to be. But
every moment he hoped that the Form
master would arrive.
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answered, and mobody
“shoved on™ the wireless. Billy
Dumter blinked indignantly at the five.
* Getting deaf, Wharton?” he asked.
you're too jolly lazy to shove on
dhs wircless, touch that bell for Wells.
I can’t reach it from bere.”
“8hut up1”
“Well, I think it’s rather rotten to
a fellow get out of a comfortable
chair, when you're standing up!”
grumbled Bunter. “But 1 don’t want
%z miss that thing on the wireless. It's
r=zlly jolly, I believe.”

And Bunter heaved his weight out of
ibe armchair. Ho rose to his feet, but
maly for & moment. The cushion was
m=ady in Bob Cherry's hand, and it flew.

Bump !

Bunter sat down azain as the cushion
Iznded on his well-filled waistcoat. He

“Yarcoooh! Beast! Whoooop !”

Colonel Wharton looked round
sharply from the window with knitted
tcows. But at that moment the tele-
voone bell rang in the cabinet ad]ommg
she hall, With swift strides the ol
solonel went to the instrument. <

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
anxioysly, heedless of the fat Owl,
spluttering with indignant wrath in the
armchair. They heped it was news of
the expeeted guest. And they were
zlad to see that the cloud of anxicty
kad lifted from the colonel’s brow when
&> came back into the hall

“Thank goodness, Mr. Cfuelch is safe,
=y boys !1” said the colonel. “The mes-
sago was from Mr. Giles, of S8hepeot
Farm—five miles from here.”

*Mr. Quelch is there?” asked Harry.

“Yes. It appears that he was lost in
the woods, and some boy found him and
zuided him to the farimhonse. He is
staying at Shepeot Farm for the night,
and Mr, Giles has verv kindlv walked to
a2 neighbour, who has a telephone, to
“t us know. Mr. Quelch is very much
c~xhausted, but he is unharmed, and will
be with us to-morrow.”

o Oh. J‘;UOF! 1

“The goodiulness is tervific.”

Colonel Wharton went to tell the good
rews (o Aunt Amy, and the relieved
juniors exchanged looks of satisfaction.

“ Poor old Quelch ! said Bob Cherry.
“He pwst have had some walk, if ho
ended up ot a place five miles away.
Thank goodness it’s no worse,”

“Tho thankfnlness is—"

“Terrific!” chuckled Lob. " Not to
say preposterous 1

“IIa, ha, bhal*

“I say, you fellows, I think it's

rather hearvtless to luugh at poor old
Quelch getting lost in the snow aud fog,
and baving to walk miles and miles,””
said Billy Bunter veprovingly. * I must
say 1'in ratber shocked at you.”

“You fat Dblighter!” roared Johnny

uil.

“Oh, rcally, Bull, I'm bound to say
'm shocked at you,” said Bunter
Srmly.  “Quelch is a beast, 1 know-—au
ettor beast—but T jolly well think ?

Billy Bunier alid not have time to
state what e jolly well theught. Bob
Cherry and Johnuy Bull grasped him
together, and volled him out of the arm-
chair. And as he sprawled and roared
an the floor, Hurree Jamsct am Singh
ep-ended the big chair aver him.

Fearful yells eame from underncath
tha up-ended chair.  Harry Wharton
& Co., quite cheerful now. strolled away,
znd left the Owl of the Remove to ycl)i,
cud sort himself out ai his laisure.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpeeted Meeting !

r ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

Snore

“Wake up, Bunter, old
bean [

limmer of dawn was on
The mist had gone with

Snore!

The earliest
the windows,
the night, and there was a frosty clear-

ness in the air. Bob Cherry put a
ruddy cheerful face in at Bunter's door,
and roared.

Bunter was fast asleep, Bob Cherry's
stentorian voice might have awakened
Rip Van Winkle, or the Seven Sleepers
of Ephesus. But it did net awaken
William George Bunter. He snored
regardless.

*Come on, Bob!” called ITarry Whar-
ton. “ Never mind Bunter.” :

“But we must mind Bunter,” said
DBob. “Didn’t he tell us he was shocked
at us last night? That shows that he's
more anxious about Queleh than we are,
So it stands to reason that he will be
keen to turn out and walk over to
thepcot Farm before brekker.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1>

Bob strode into Bunters’ room.
Dunter’s snove went on unchecked. But
it was checked, all of a sudden, when
Bob dipped a sponge into & jug of icy
water, and squecezed the same over tho
sleeper’s fat face. Billy Dunter woko
up all of a sudden, then.

“Urrrggh! Groogh!  Wheoogh !”
spluttered Bunter. “What the thump

--— Qoogh! Beast! What rotter—
What— " Urrgh !”

“Wake up, old bean!" roared Bob.
“Tt’s just daylight 1™

“ Beast!” howled Bunter. “Think
' getsing up at davhght! Rotter!
Go and cat coke! Kecp that spongo
away, you rotter! Wow [

“I've called vou speeially—"

“Rotter ! Gerraway!”

“But there's =omething oti—zome-
thing special—and we couldn’t leave
you out !” urged Bob,

“Oh!” Billv Bunter sat np in bed,
knuckled his sleepy eyes, and blinked
at Bob's cheery iface.  “What's on,
then?”

If thero was “something special ¥ on,
Billy Bunter did not want to bo left
out. though he doubted whether any-
thing in the wide world could possibly
make it worth while to get up at dawn.

" Wa'ra going out bofore breklker.”

“What ntter rot!”

“To walk over to Shepoot Farm—-"

I(Eh ?)J

“And sce Queleh, and sco if he's all
right.”

**What 7

“It’s only five milog—"

“ You—you—you silly idiot!"” gasped
Bunter. " ¥You Imnatic! You dangor-
ous maniac! Think I want to get up
for that?”

“Well, don’t you?” grinned Dob.

“MNo,” " roavedd  Bunter, “1 don't!
Blow Quelen! Blow you! Blew every-
bady ! Lennne alone! I'm not getting
up! TFathead! Ass! [liot! Treak!
Clinmp! Lunatie! Yah!”

“ITa, ha, ha!" came a roar from the
pascage, aind four zrinning faces looked
m at the door.  All the Co. were up
anid dressed at that uwnearthiy hour.

Billy Bunter blinked at ilhem in al.
st specehloss wrath, Bunter would
hardly have tuened out at dawn, to dig
up a buried treasere. And to Lien out
on a bitter mornineg, at the lirst gleam
of dayligiit, to walk five miles (o seo
a [Form master—beiore breakfast, too—
no words in any known language ecould
have expresscd Bunter’s epinion of such
o stunb as ihab,

“Coming, Dunter?”
Wharton,

asked  Harry

]

“No!” yelled Bunter, “Clet out!
Leave a fellow olone! Beast!”

“Aren't you anxious about Quelch?*
chuckled Johnny Buil.

“Pluw Quelch ! Bless Quelch !
out !”

B“b‘l‘han you're not getting up ?” asked
ob.

“No!” shricked Bunter.

“Your mistake; you are!” said Bob
Cherry, “Up with that window,
Johnny, and we'll frecze him out }”

ull_promptly pushed up the sash,
while Bob grabbed the bedclothes and
swept them off to the floor.

Billy Bunter, clad only in bis
pyjamnas, sat up on the bed, shivering in
the frosty air of the carly winter
morning.

" Sure you won't come now, Bunter 77
chuckled Nugent.

“Urrgh! — Ooogh! It's c-c-c-cold!
Beast ! Rotter " yelled Bunter. * Yahl
R-r-r-rotter!  B-b-b-beast! Woogh!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The cheery five went on their way,
leaving Billy Bunter still telling them
at the top of his voice what ho thought
of them.

It was somo minutes before Bunter
was snugly tucked in bed again, and
snoring. By that time the Famous Five
had let themsclves out of tho house,
and were walking cheerily down the
dusky drive.

The cold was keen, and thero was
frozen snow on the road; but five faces
were ruddy and bright as tho juniors
tramped away for Shepoot Farni. The
frosty air of the early winter morning
was invigorating—not that the cheory
chums of the Remove needed much in-
vigorating. Bob Cherry whistlnl as bhe
walked—a  wlistle that was full of
clicery spirits, though rather out of
tune. Thoe sun camo up higher over
snowy lanes and frosty woods,

Tlarey Wharton, who knew cvery fooh
of the ways about his home, [otl them

Gerr-

by lanes and woodland puths, treading

often in the tracks of Mr Quelch the
night before, if they had only known
it, But the woodland paths in the elear
winter suuh'fhl. wore vcrY different
from what they had been like in the
black, foggy night. Five miles by
siowy and icy ways was 8 good walk,
but the chums of Greyiriars enjoyed it
all the way. y

They came in sight of Shepeot Farm
at last, its roois gleaming with snow in
the sharp sunlight. They were follow-
ing the rutty track by which Mr.
Quelch’s guide had led his tottering
steps the night before. It led to the
farm gate, and, sitting on tho gate,
with his hands in his pockels, was a lad
who, even at a distance, had a familiar
look to the eyes of the juniors,

“I've scen that chap before,” said
Bob Cherry.

“My only hat!” cjaculated Wharton.

“Who the dickens——"

“It's that kid—the kid in the park—
Jim Valentine.”

“ Great pip!”

All the fellows knew him now, and
they hurried their steps.  They had
wondered a good deal what had become
of the mysterious fugitive, and whether
they would ever sce him again, It was
amazing (o see him sitting on the gato
of the farm where Mr. Queleh had taken
refuge the night before, looking as if
he belonged to the place.

The bov saw them suddenly, and hia
eves fixed on them. Tie jumped from
the gate, and camo to moet thew.

“¥ou here, old bean!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry cordially.  * Youn dodged
the nosey gent all right, then 7"

Jim Valentine grinned,

“Yea; 1 got away all right, T'm
glad to seo vou fellows again. ['va
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wanted to thank you for standing by

mo like you did.”
“Glad to see you,” said IHarry. “Are
you stufmg here ¢ L
“Well, I's a.lyed here last night,” said
Valentine. “I should have cut before
this, but there's an old
talknlo me before 1 go.

ent wants to
e’s not down

“The farmer?” asked Ilarry, rather
puzzled.

“Ob, no! A jolly old schoolmaster !”

Tho Famous Iive stared.

“Quelch?” exclaimed Nugent.

“That's his npame. You know him?”
asked Valentine, in surprise.

“Well, just a few!” clhuckled Bob
Cherry. " Yeu see, he happens to be
our jolly old schoolmaster.  He's our
master at Greyfriars.” .

“We've come over to see him,” ex-
plained Wharton, .

“Well, my hat,” said Jim Valentine
in astonishment. *“I[ never lmagmerj
that x

“Ho was coming to onr place last
nizght, when he ﬁOt lost,” said Harry.
“My uncle was told on the phone that a
boy guided him here. I suppose vou're

the boy?”

Valentine nodded.

“Ye:. He was lost, and 1 was lost,
too, so we joined up, und got here
together,” he answercd, “Not much
guiding about it, though. I never knew

the way any more than he did. We
were jolly fucky to get out of that
beastly wood, after the torch petered
out, too.”

“Quelch is all right?”

“Ob, right as rain! He seems a
tough old bird,” said Valentine. “Onl
tired. And he’s your master at school.
My hat!”

He whistled. ,

“He scems a decent <ort of man,” he
remarked, after a pause.

“One of the best.” answered Bob.
“Rather a stiff old gent, but sll wool
and a yard wide.” : .

“We estcem him terrifically,” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh—a remark
that made Jim Valentine stare for a
moment. A

“You—vyou what?” he ejaculated.

“We esteem him terrifically. e 1s
ratherfully a stiff and severo codger,
but the good qualities of his ridiculous
character are absurd and preposterous,”
explained the nabob.

“0Oh!” gasped Valentine. “Mgy hat!
I—I—I see.”

The juniors chuckled.

“Inky learned English under the
most wise and learncd moonshee in
India,” Bob Chorry explained. “It
makes strangers jump sometimes.”

Valentine stared agaimn,

“Inky!” he repeated.
can’t be Inky, surcly?”

“Not at all-fully,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, “That is an esteemed and

reposterous  jest of my ridiculous
?riunds."

“We call him Inky because of his pale,
lily-white complexion,” Bob further ex-
plained. “His ‘uli name is Hurree Bang
Jampot Wallop ”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“My esteemed and idiotic Bob——"

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Quelch 1”
exclaimed Bob

The tall and angular fizure of the
Remove master appeared in the doorway
of the farmhouse, at a distance, Mr.
Quelch looked a little pale, but other-
wiso none the worse for his trying ex
perienges of the night. IHe caught sight
of the juniors ncar the gate, and gave
them a smile, and they capped him
respeetfully. Then he turned back into
the house

“Come on!” said Harrv.
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“Hold on a minute !” said Jim Valen.

tine. “I—I say——
coloured. *I—
anything of that
and—and—"
“Look here
things—"

He was silent, nis checks erimson.
The juniors glanced at him curiously.

“ Cough it up,” said Bob, in wonder.
“What's biting you?”

“I've told you some things—about
Nosey and the gang, and—and ”
Jim Valentine stammered, “Of course,
you won't repeat anything I've said—I
wouldn’t like that schoolmaster to know
anything——"

“Of course not,” said Harry, “Why
should we?”

“Well, I'd rather you didn’t,” said
the boy. “I—I—I'd rather that old gent
never heard anything about it.”

“He won't hear anything about it

He paused and
never knew you knew
old gent, of course,
He broke off again.
I've told you somse

from wus,” said Bob. “We're mnot
tattlers, old bean! It's your bisney,
not ours.”

“ That’s all right, then,” said the boy,
evidently greatly rclieved; and the
Famous Five walked on to the farm-
house, leaving Jim Valentine sitting on
the gate again.

There was a strangely thoughtful ex-
pression on the boy’s handsome face, and
strange thoughts were in his mind—
thoughts which would have surprised the
clhums of Greyfriars had they guessed
them.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Jim Valentine’s Luck !

R. QUELCI was sitting down to
breakfast in the farmhouse
when the FFamous Five pre-
sented themselves,

He rose again and shook hands very
cordially with the juniors, evidently
rather pleascd that they had walked so
far, at such an early hour, to sce him.
Harry Wharton was well known at Shep-
cot l'arm, and as Mrs. Giles learned
that the juniors had not yet breakfasted
the good dame insisted upon their break-
fasting there—a kind offer which the
juniors were only too pleased to accept
after walking five miles on a frosty
morning.

So they sat down to breakfast with
their Form master. Jim Valentine had
broken his fast long zpo, and he did
not come in. From the window the
}uniors could see him swinging on the
arm gate,

Mr Quelch was very genial—unbend-
ing very considerably—in fact, being
hardly recognisable as the storn and
severe “beak ” of Greyfriars School,
Over breakfast he told tho juniors of
his misadventures of the night before,
and they learned how Jim Valentine had
helped him. Thera was something like
emotion in Mr. Quelch's voice as he
spoke of the boy.

“A good lad, a brave lad,” he said
more than once. “It is quite possible
that I may owe him my lifel DBoth of
us might have perished in the cold, yet,
though I was a total stranger to hiw,
he refused to leave me and look after
himself. A very brave and gencrous
lad I?

“Ho looks a deeent sort,” said Dab.

“Yes, I saw you speaking with him
at the gale,” said Mr Quelch. “You
do not happen to know the boy "

Evidently Mr. Queleh’s keen eyes had
not failed to note that the Greyfriars
fellows had greeted Jim Valentine, not
exactly as a stranger.

“We've met him, sir,” answered
ITarry. “Ilc had a spill on & motor-
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bike ncar Wharton Lodge the day before
yesterday, We rather liked him.”

“The hikefulness was terrific.”

“I understand that he belongs to
London,” said Mr. Quelch. “It is
rather odd that he should be wandering
about the countryside alone. 1 must
speak to him before I leave here,”
Breakfast over, Mr, Quclch rose to his
feet. “Perhaps you will ask Valentine
to come in and see me, Then I will
walk to Wharton Lodge with you.”

The juniors, thus politely dismissed,
left the farmhouse and went down to
the gate with Mr. Quelch’s message to
the boy. Velentine nodded, and went
slowly up to the farmhouse, still with
that strangely thoughtful expression cn
his face. The Famous Five sat in a
row on the gate to wait.

Mr, Quelch gave the boy a kind smile
as he came in, Jim Valentine was not
looking the cool, self-possesscd fellow
le nad seemed before. His manner was
a little hesitating, and his cheeks were
flushed. His dark hazel eyes watched
Mr. Quelch’s face, curiously, almost a
litrle turtively. :

“Sit down, my boy, said the Remove
master of Greyiriars, “1 must have a
little talk with you After the great,
the inestimable service you rendered me
last night, you will understand that I
take a very deep interest in you.”

“You're very kind, sir,” muttered tho

boi‘.
e sat down, with h:s face turned
from the sunligfat- at the window.

“You have told me already,” pursued
Mr. Quelch, “that you have no parenrts,
and no friends. You are alonc in the
world 1”

There was a brief pause.

“ But you have a home”

*No, sir,”

“You do not look like a homeless lad,
my boy,” said the Remove master gently.
“You are well dressed, evidently cured
for, and I should certainly suppose that
vou are supplied with money from your
appearance.”

“I haven't a single coin of any sort,
sir.” The colonr deepened i the boy's
face, “I—1 had, but—pbut I threw it
away.”

“{'hat is & very strange statement,
Valentine.” The gimlet eyes of the
Remove master were fixed on the
crimson face. “I told you last might,
Valentine, in that dreadyful wood, that
you had found a friend.
are in need of one?”

“Nobody ever nceded one more, sir,”
faltered Valentine. * But—"

“] ghall stand your friend,” said Mr.
Quelch, “and urge you to confide
your circumstances to me so that I may
be of assistance to you.”

The boy was silent.

“You trust me, surely?” said Mr.
Queleh. “I am a schoolmaster—a Form
master—at  Greyfriars—the school to
which those boys Lelong, whom, I under-
stand, you have already met.”

“Yes, sir. Dut: "

“You have been to school, of course 7

“Yes, sir. 1 left last year, when my
uncle died. There was nobody to see
me through after that.”

“What have you done since

No answer.

“You may be sure,
am not questioning you f{rom any
motives of curiosily,” said Mr. Quelch,
in his most stalely -manrer. “I cannot,
in  conscience, leave you  without
ascerlaining whether 1 can be of assist-
auce to you. A boy at your age ougnt
not to be wandering about the country,
at his own devices. Your statement that

you threw away what money you had
13 so very odd——"

Surely you

Valentine, that I
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Supporting Mr. Queich with 6na hand, Jim Valentine banged on the farmhouse door with the ofiier. The door opened,
and a ruddy-cheeked farmer stood in the biazing light, staring at the visitors in amazement !

“I couldn’t keep it, sir,” muttered the
boy. “I ran away to make a clean
Lreak! 1'd have starved rather—"

“Does that mean that you have been
m bad hands?”

Valentine was silent again, What
would this respectable, kind-hearted
schoclmaster think if he was told of
Noscy Ciark and the gang? What
would he think if he was told that the
boy before hiin, no older than a Remove
boy of Greyfriars, was known by another
pame to the police of London—known
only by the slang name of “ Dick the
Penman ”? Crime and crooks npever
caine the way of a Greyiriars Form
Master—the underworld was a world of
which they knew ncihing at Greyiriars.

What would he have thought if he
had koown that the mysterious, hunted
peuman, long wanted by the police; who
could write any tnan’s name so that the
man himself could not tell it from his
own signature—was before him? Not
that Mr. Quelch had ever heard of
“Dick the Penman,” or was ever likely
to hear of him.

But the unhappy boy could picture the
liorror_ that would grow in the kindly
face, the instinetive shrinking of a man
to whom dishonesty was a foul thing,
if Lo knew.

" Burely you will confide in me, my
boy,” said Mr. Quelch, breaking the
long silence at last. “T can Lelp you—
I will help—and 1 must help you'l If
vou have been in bad hands, that is all
the more reason why vou should confide
in me, and let me stand by you as o
friend.”

“You could help me. sir, if you liked,”
muttered Valentine, “l—I ¢sn’t answer
all vour quesijons. I can tell you this
much—I was in had hands, and [ ran
away, It was thieves’ money that was
in my pockets, and I threw it away—
plenty of it, too! I'd dio rather than
tonch it againl I've got nothing but the
clothies I stand up in. T should bo starye

ing now if they hadn't given me food
here. And when I go I wnay be going
to starve. I don’t care much, so long as
I keep clear of that lot. That's all T
can tell you, sir.”

“'That is mere than enough {o make
me determined to befriend vou, my dear
boy,” answered the Remove master,
deeply moved. “You have only to say
how I can assist you, and you will not
find me wanting.”

“You mean that, sir?” eaid the boy

eaﬁ]erl i .

Ir. Quelch’s face grew grim for a
moment. He was not aceustomed to
being asked if he meant what he said.

“You may rely upon it that I am
speaking siucerely, Valentine,” zaid the
Remove master quietly. “I am not a
man to speak idle wordsz.”

" Sorry, sir—of course, I know that:
but—hut—but 1 haven't the cheek to
ask you—" DBut as his voice faltered
Jim Valentine’s dark, handsome eyes
watched the Form master’s  face
cagerly, almost hungrily.

“Speak I” said Mr. Quelch.

*¥You're a schoolmaster, sir I faltered

Valentine. “If you could let me come
to your school—"

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mp.
Quelch.

Evidently he was taken by surprise.
Valentine, in silence, watehed him. His
heart seemed to be in his eve
watched. Mr. Quelch was
fow moments.

“TI-—I may not have made the matter
quite clear.” he said, hesituting, at last,
*1 am a Form master, not a head-
master. At a =chool like Grevfriars a
boy’s antecedents must be known. Tt is
not merely a question of the school fees.
which I would gladly provide, Lint—"

Jim Valantine rose.

“I knew it was asking too mnch, sir,”
Le said quietly. “All you know of me
ia that I've been in bad hands. That's

not good enough! I oughtn’t Lo have
ashed; but—but it seemed such a
chance, if—if you could have done 14!
But, of course, you couldn't. Cand-bye,
sir!”

W Stop »

“Let me go, sir | said Jim. “T want
to get clear of these parts, and I've got
to foot it—"

“3top 1” repeated My, Quelch., “Can
you imagine, for one moment, that I
shall allow you to go—penniless, friend-
less?  Assuredly not !

“I've got to got used to it, sir,” said
Valentine, with a faint grin, *“I'm not
taking any money from youw, sir, if
thot’s what you mean! I'm not going
to be a rogue—nor a beggar, either [*

“What you asked me,” said Mr.
Quelch, “1s a difficult matter—more
difficult than you can guess. But your
desire to go to school is very worthy—
very worthy indeced. I was taken some-
what by surprise; I most consider the
matter. T have some influenco with the
headmaster of Greyfriars. 1t is possihle
that the matter might be arranged. In
such a case, Valentine, you understand
that 1 should have to answer for you
personally—to guarantee that you aro
a suitable boy to be admiited to the
gchool,  The responsibility would rest
entirely on me. But »

“You can’t do it, sirl I onghtn’t {o
have asked. Dut when you told ma you
were a schoolmaster, I thought——>

“Buch a matter must be carefully
considered.” said Mr. Quelch. * While
it 1s under consideration, Valentine, yon
will be in my care. T cannot pormit
you to wander into the world alone—
mdeed, T fear that want might drive
you back into what. T am assured, you
desire to aveid. No, my boy, when you
leave here, you shall take the train from
Wimford—I shall provide you with
money for your journey—and you will
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go to Greyfriars School, in Kent. I
shall write you a letter to take to Mrs.
Kebble, the housckecper, who will
receive you, and care [or you in every
way, till I return there, in a fow dags’
time. You will await my return, and
in the mecantime I shall consider the
matter and decide whether I can do as
you wish.”

“Oh, sir!” faltered Valentine.

“Wo must leave it at that,” said Mr.
Quelch kindly. *“In any case, I shall
certainly befriend you, and sce that
sou do not want. Say no more, Valen
tine. I am takmg responsibility for
you now, and if I am any judge of
character, you will not give me cause to
regret it.”

A quarter of an hour later Mr. Quelch
joinect‘] tho waiting juniors, and they
walked away to Wharton Lodge Jim
Valentine watched them go, the letter
Mr, Quelch had given him in his hand.

When they were out of sight the boy
erossed to the fire and stood there, his
hand raised with the letter in it. The
kindness- of the Greyfriars Torm
master opened a mew prospect before
him—school, a chance in life, safety
§rom Nosey and the gang—the washing
out of the past that was like a night-
mare in his thonghts., And yet— If
Yo had told that kindly man alll _If
tie had told him that the boy Jim
Valentine was “Dick the Penman,”
wanled by the police!

To throw the letter into the fire, to
go his own desolate and dangerous way,
was the thought in his mind now. Ile
hesitated long. But st last, when he
1eft the farmhouse, the letter was in his
pocket. For good or for ill, the dic
was east. And his spirits rose when the
train was bearing him away swiftly
through the snowy landsecape.

Greyfriars School, in vacation time.
was deserted and silent. It would have
seemed  dismal enough to any Grey-
friars fellow. But to Jim Valentine it
was a haven of refuge; and as, in the
following days. he strolled in the silent
old quad. and wandered over the
deserted playing Belds, he counted the
hours till the return of the Remove
master, when he was to know his fate.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Information Received !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. found
Mr. Quelch quite an agreeable
guest at Wharton Lodge.

Even Billy Dunter decided
that he was not nearly such a beast as
might natnrally have been expected !
Quelch, indeed, seemed herdly like a
beak at all—he was, Bunter admitted.
quite a_human being !

The juniors had several long walks
with Quelch, who was a great walker—
Bunter not joining in them. On one
such walk, throu the frosty woods,
they found Mr. (gluelch‘s suitcase, and
recovered it for him, much to the
Remove master’s satisfection.

On those walks Mr. Quelch spoke
geveral times of the strange lad who
hiad come to his help. and always with
a note of kindness in his voice. But of
what the boy had asked of him he said
nothing. That was a matter requiring
decp cogitation and discussion with the
headmaster of Greyfriars, and it was
judicious to say nothing till the matter
was settled.

And Harry Wharton & Co., though
thciy thought many times of Jim
Valentine, never dreamed where he was
passing those very days, or that it was
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possible (hat they might sce him at
Greyfriars when the new term began.

Mr. Queleh remained three days at
Wharton Lodge. and the days secined to
pass plcusnntfy cnough for him. Once
he had to call at Wimford Police
Station with reference to the motor
collision.

The abandoned car had been left on
the road; but it had since been claimed
by a Mr. Darney layes, & gentleman
with a red moustache. That gentleman
met the Wimford taxi-man’s clamms for
damages with unexpected readiness, and
that matter was satisfactorily settled—
Nosey Clarke & Co. probably being
anxious to wind up with speed any
mattér in  which the police was
involved !

Mr. Quelch dismissed the affair from
his mind, never dreaming of guessing
that 1t was from Mr. Barney Haycs
wrecked car that the boy he had be-
friended had escaped, and that, but for
the collision in the fog, he would never
have met Jim Valentine.

On the mornmg when Mr. Quelch took
his departure, Harry Wharton & Co.
packedp into the colonel's car with him,
to see him off at the station—a little
act of respectful attention that Quelch
seemed rather to like.

There was no doubt that he was now
on the very best terms with Ilarry
Wharton, who had been the scapegrace
of the school last term. The Remove
master had no opportunity of saving
good-bye to Bunter, who was not yet
down—it was only ten o'clock when Mr.
Quelch drove to the station! Perhaps
he forgot Bunter—undoubtedly Bunter
forgot him !

The fat Owl came rolling down about
an hour later. He blinked at Wells,
whom he found in the hall.

*Where are they " he inquired.

“The young gentlemen have gone to
the station with Mr. Quelch. sir!” an-
swered Wells,

Snort. from Dunter.

“What rot!” he said. “I should
think they see enough of him at Grey-
friars! I know I do! Thank goodness
he's gone, anyhow !”

Wells conghed in reply to that.

“TIs the old geezer gone, too?” asked
Bunter.

“If you refer to Colonel Wharton,
sir, the master has driven the car to
the station,” said Wells, with stately
dignity.

* Are they coming straight back 77

“I beliove, sir, that the master is
going to take the young gentlemen for a
drive till lunch,” said Wells.

Another snort from Dunter.

“8o I'm left on my own here!” he
exclaimed warmly.

“It would appear so, sir!™ assented

Wells.
“Rotters!” said Bunter. “Just like
them! 'This is what Wharton ecalls

treating a guest decently, I suppose.
It's not the way we treat guests at
Bunter Court.”

“Indeed, sir!?

“Leaving a fellow on his own! Just
like Wharton, I must say! I was rather
a fool not to go home with Lord Alaul-
everer for Christmas! Lord Mauleverer
is my closest chum at Greyvfriars,
Wells.”

“Dear me ! said Wells.

“Wea're like brothers,” said Bunter
affably. “He begged me with almost
tears in his eyes to go home with him
for Christmas. I stuck to Wharton. [
felt that I couldn’t let him down! This
is how I am repaid! What the thump
are you grinning at, Wells ?”

Wells glided away without explaining
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what he was grinning at. Perhaps
Bunter guessed, however, for he blinked
after the portly butler with a dis-
approving blink.

Left on his own, Buuter would have
condescended to bestow his chiarming
company and his entertaining conversa-
tion on Wells—if Wells had been taking
any. Wells having disappeared, Bunter
bestowed them on Robert, the man.
servant; but Robert was quickly called
away by some duty or other. Ile looked
for Miss Wharton, as a last resource,
and found that Aunt Amy had gone out
driving with some local mcquaintance.

e fat junior at last went out for
a walk. reflecting bitterly that this was
& nice way to treat a fellow who was
honouring & humble roof with his dis-
tinguished company. But Bunter, as a
matter of fact, was destined to find
company that morning—unexpected
coruapauy. As he rolled along the Wim-
ford Road, keeping an eye open for
the returning car, he sighted a thin-
faced man, with a beaky nose. and
blinked at him. He remembered that
nose—and the next moment he remem-
bered the man himself, It was Mr.
Compton Clark, who had called on
Colonel ~ Wharton  concerning  his
vanished ward.

Mre, Clark glanced at Bunter and
stopped.

Bunter grinned,

“8till hunting for him ?” he inquired.

Billy Bunter was not bright; but he
was bright enough to guess that if Mr.
Clark was still hanging about the neigh-
bourhood of Wharton Lodge it was
because he had not found Jim Valen
tine, and was still hoping to pick up
o clue to the boy who had disappeared.

As & matter of fact, Mr, Compton
Clark and several friends of his had
been watching Wharton Lodge for days,
though they had been very careful about
{t, and the juniors had seen nothing of
Lem.

“Cood-morning, young sir !” said Mr.
Clark pleasanily, though the steely
gleam in his hawkish eyes belied the
pleasant expression on his face. *Yes,
I am still looking for my ward. No
doubt you could tell me where to lock
for him if you wished.”

Mr. Compton Clark glanced up the
road and down the road. There was no
one in sight. DMr, Clark and Billy
Bunter had the country road to them-
selves, for the moment.

He dropped a hand on DBunter’s fat
arm.

“Step into the wood, please, Master
Bunter,” he said.

Bunter blinked at him in astonizshment
through his big spectacles,

* What on earth for?"” he asked.

“ Because,” said Mr, Clark pleasantly,

“] shall twist your arm—lke that—
until you do”

“Ow " squeaked Bunter.

It was quite a painful twist. Tho
crook’s fingers scemed like steel, Rilly

Bunter stepped off the road into the
screening trees in a great hurry, e
did not want ancther twisk.

“I—I say, what's the game *® he
asked in alarm. “I say——"

“Hold your tonguel”

Mr. Clark, still with a grip on
Buater’'s arm, led him deeper into the
wood. Dunter had no choice about
going; but his alarm grew greater and
greater as he went. Ie remembered
that the strange boy had said that this
man was a crook; and his aclions were
undoubtedly nlarming,

“I—I say, I've got no money,” stam-
mered Bunter, “and—and my wateh is—
is really rolled gold, you know.”

“You fat fool I,

Mr, Clark stopped at

last and
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slammed the fat junior spainsi a tree.
He stoad quite near him, his steely,
hawkish eyes gleaming.

“ Now, Master Bunter,” he said, in a
low, quiet voice, that had a tone of
menace in it that made Bunter’s fab
fesh creep, “ Now, listen to me. The
boy of whom I am in search took refuge
in Wharton Lodge a few days ago. Ho
was befriended by your friends there
and they gave him shelter, ‘The
countryside has been rcarched for him
and no trace of him found. It is quito
clear to me that he is still at Wharton
Lodge, and that your friends are kecp-
ng him in hiding.”

“0Oh crikey!” gasped Bonfor.

“You will tell me the truth,” said Mr.
Clark, in the same quiet, deadly tone.
“] may tell you that 1 hLave heen
watehing for an opportunity to find one
of the boys alons, to question him.
Where is Jim Valentinei’

“J—I don’t know,”
Bunter.

The steely grip was lsid on_ the fat
arm ogain. His erm was iwisted till
he ur%led with pain.

“Will you tell me the truth now?”
asked Mr. Clark, between his teeth, “1
warn you that you will regret it if you
do not.”’

Billy Bunter blinked at the ruffian in
terrof Ho had told the truth, but
evidently Mr, Clark had his own idcas
about that Jim Valeptine had
vanished from all knowledge after tho
collistion in the fog, and the fact that
the Greyfriare juniors had befriended
him and sheltered him once made it
soem extremely probable to Nosey
Clark that the fugitive had found refuge
with them again,  As the truth was not
good enough for Mr. Clark, Bunter was
preparcd to hand out the other thing.
That, indeed, was his usual resource in
a time of diffieulty.

“I—1 say, leggo my arm !” he igasped.
“I=I'll tell you, if—il you like.”

“The boy 1s at Wharton Ledge?”

“No—yes,”” amended Bunter haslily
as he caught tho threatening glitter in
the hawkish eyea..

“Poes Colonel Wharton knowi2

“No,” gasped Bunter.

That was the truth, at lcast.

“1 thought that was it!” Mr. Clak
podded “The young fools are hiding
him somewhere. Is that it?”

“That’s it1” gasped Buonter,

“Where 7"

“In—in that hut by the lake—"

“The hut by the lake has beon
scarched, eeveral times,” said  Mr.
Clark. His eyes glittered again,

#1—I mean he—he was there, hut
now—now they’re hiding him mm—in
the—" Bunter cudgelled his fat brain
for something that Me. Clark would be
willing to believe. * They—they’ve got
hin in—in the room over the garage !’
Junter wos immensely relicved to sco
ihat Mr. Clark belicved this, and he
went on with more conlidence. “You
~ce, they've tipped the chanfleur to
Leep it dark, and he takes in wcals for
tho kid—see?”

“1 see,” said Mr. Clark., IIo let mo
Bunter’s arm and stepped baek. 1
hall call on Colonel Wharton to-mor-
oW ﬂnd request him {to hand the boy
over.

Buntef suppressed a grin, Mr, Comp-
«on Clark, having done with Bunter,
walked away through tho frosty wood,
2l Billy Bunter hurried back to the
=nad, much relieved to have done with
Ale, Clark. And when Harry Wharton
% Co. cumo back from their drive the
fat owl told them, with many chuckles
over his own astuteness, how he had
pulled Mr. Nosey Clark’s leg, and that
tha nosey man was going 1o call the

stammered

_And, for the fArst time on
3illy Bunter found interested

riext day.
record,
hearers.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Cold Reception!

IDNIGHT!

Not a light gleamed from
the many windows of Wharton
Lodge.

The house seemed buried in slumber
in the darkness of the winter’s night.
The garage, at a little distance, was as
dark and silent as the hLouse. No one
would have guessed that five members
of the houschold were wide awake and
out of bed, and oerta.inl{] Mr., Nosey
Clark did not guess it as he trod sofily
and silently through the soundless
snow, with a red-moustaclied man and
another elinking figure at his heels.

The three shadowy figures stopped
close by the garage.

“All elear, guv'nor!” whispered tho
man with tho red moustache.

“Quiet !* Mr, Compton Clark glanced
round quickly at the sound of a faint
rustle.

“QOnly the wind, guv'nor.”

“We've got to get the boy away
quietly,” whispered the crook. “Easy
enough for you to crack a crib like this,
Nutty.”

“With my eyes shut!” answered the
third man.

'The hawkish eyes secarched . the
shadows. At a little distunce was a
bank of laurels, thick with snow. It
seemed to Mr. Clark that the rustle
came from that direction. But all was
still again,

But tho man with the vulture's beak
was uneasy and suspicious.

“] told that fat fool that I should
call to-morrow and see the master of the
house,” ho muttered. *“But—but if ho
told them they might guess that that
was only a blind.”

“A set of silly schoolboys!” grunted
Barney. “DBet you ihey're in bed and
fast asleep long ago, guv'nor. You get
going on that lock, Nutty Nixon.”

Nosey Olark listened intently, un-
casily. - But therc was no sound. Ha
was satisfied at last, and he signed to
his confederate to begin on the lock
of the garage door. Nutty Nixon bent
over to his task, and Nosey Clark and
Barnoey stood watching him 1n silence.

In silence, also, five shadowy figures
rose from behind the laurel bank,

Harry Wharton & Co. were not_in
bed and asleep, by any means. Billy
Dunter had been much amused by the
idea of Mr. Clark ealling on the morrow
to sece Coloucl Wharton, But the
Famous Five had had a suspicion that
Mr. Clark would not leave his call till
the morrow.

Knowing, as he believed, where to
lay hands on Jim Valentine, the chums
of the Remove thought it extremely

robable that Mr. Clark would seek to
ay hands on him. TFor which reason
they had slipped down quictly by Harry
Wharton’s window after going to bed,
and cver since had been watching the
garage. DBehind the laurel bank was o
heap of snowballs, ready made, and each
of the juniors had a snowball in his
hand as he rose from cover. In the
dimness of the night they conld maka
out the three shadowy fligures grouped
by the garage door.

“Go it!” whispered Wharron,

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Thero was a cstartled howl from
Nosny Clark as two snowballs fogether
erashed on the back of his head and
pitched him forward. He ecrashed into
hutty Nison, and that gentleman spun
roumd,

with a startled ooth, just in
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time to ecatch a snowball with his eyc.
Barney Hayes staggered as one landed
in his ear.

“Go it [” gasped Bob Cherry. “Give
‘em_beans I

“The beanfulness is terrifio 1

“What the thunder—" gasped the
Sed-l,n}oust.achcd man., “0h, thunder!

A snowball smashed on his mouth,
filling it with powdery snow.

Crash, crash, crash! tho snowballs
landed, The juniors had a big heap of
ammunition at hand, and they kept up
a rapid fusillade. Snowballs, hard and
heavy, fairly rained on the estonished
crooks.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Bob Cherry.
“That’s for your nose, Noseyl”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Nosey Clark spluttered with rage-—
and snow. His misgivings had been
well founded. That midnight visit hai
been expected and watched for. In his
rage he made a stride towards {he
laurel bank, from which the rain of
missiles came. But Barney ecaught him
by the arm.

“PDon’t bo a fool, Nosey! Oooogh!”

he gurgled, as a snowball crashed in
his face. “Hook it! We can't get the
boy now! Hook it, I tell you! Do

you want the whole House woke and
the police here? Get goingN’

Tt was good advice, and Nosey Clark
realised it. Nutty Nixon was already
running, and Nosey, with tho red-
maustaclicd man dragging at his arm,
followed.

“ After them 1” shouted Johnny Bull.

“Giva 'em jipI”

The Famous Five emerged {rom cover,
snowballs in hand. They rushed in
pursuit, whizzing the last of their
missiles after the fleeing trio. Nosey
Clark & Co., spluttering and panting,
vanished into the night, and a few
minuics later the snorting of a car was
heard on the road. Nosey & Co. were
gone—for that night, at least!

“What larks!” chucklod Bob Cherry.
as the chums of the Remove turned
back. “JTt was worth sitting up for—
what ?7?

“Yes, rather |?

“ The ratherfulness is terrific 1’ chortled
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, “It was
quite a surprise for tho esteemed and
ridiculous Nosey !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The house was still silent when the
juniors clambered in by the balcony fo
Wharton’s window. Thae chums of the
Romove went back to bed, chuekling
over the surprise they had given Nosey
& Co. To 510 minds of the schonlhays
ihe affair was rather a “lark.” Tt
C'olonel Wharton, when he was inld in
tho morning, took o mnch more =erious
view of it, and he comnunicated with
tho police. It was possible that Nosey
Clark, if he still believed that the lost
hoy was at Wharton Lodge, might make
another attempt—a prospect that ma_r_'ro.
the juniors chuckle, as Jim Valentine
was not there, and they had not ihe
foggiost idea where he might possibly be.

They little guessed when and where
they wero to again meet the boy from
the underworld.

THE END.

“7gw KIDNAPPED SCHOOIL-
BOY " i3 the title of the second yarn
in this magnificent new seriés, starving
Jim Valentine, the boy from the under-
world, and the chums of Greyfrinrs. It
will appear in neat Saturday's bumper.
aumber of the MAGNET, which will alwe
roxtaii siz more PREE picturc-stamjs.
Sre that youw order your copy carly,
chumal)
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