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A TIP-TOP COMPLETE SCHOOL ADVENTURE STORY, FEATURING—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter’s Hamper !
i“ END mo—"
! “ Bunter's beginning early,’
remarked Bob Cherry.
**Ha, b, hal”

It was the first day of the new term
1t Greyfriars School.

Harry Wharton & Co. were on the
Remove landing, where Peter Todd
was relaling to a chortling crowd of
Removites how he had caught Coker of
the IFifth in the ear with a snowball.
He had dodged Coker in the Cloisters,
and got back to the House, leaving
Coker still hunting for him. Coker of
the Fifth, according to Toddy, was still
rooting about the Cloisters for the
fellow who wasn't there, which seemed
to entertain the merry Removites.

Billy Bunter came up the Reniove
staircase in haste.

“Lend me——"
lessly.

“(ive us a rest, first day of term, old
fat bean!” said Frank Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! I was going to
sa.y—"

“The speech may be taken as read!”
said Bob Cherry. *“ You needn’t tell us
that you're expecting a postal order,”

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter. 1
want you fellows to lend me—""

“Nothing doing 1"

“A hand !” roared Bunter,

‘A which?” ejaculated Bob.

“A hand, fathead! My hamper's
come! 1 want you fellows 10 lend me
a hand to get it up to my study.”

“Gammeon !” said Johnny Bull.

‘Gentlemen, chaps, and sportemen,”
said Bob Cherry. *“ Whe's going to lend
Buniler a hand to get somebody elsc’s
hamper vp to his study i

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, it's my hamper|
It’s in the lobby downstairs—Gosling put
it there. It’s too heavy for me. You
fellows lend me a hand with it, and I’ll
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he began breath:

By FRANK RIGHARDS.

whack it out in my ciudy. I can tell
you fellows it's a ripping hamper—from
Bunter Court—"

“Gammop |” repeated Johnny Bull,

“Oh, reaily, Bull—”

“Dear old Coker's still in the
Cloisters,” said Peter Todd “1 saw
Potter and Greene looking for him in
the quad. They love Coker on the first
day of term—he always brings back
something good.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Dry up, Bunter "

“But my hamper—>"

“Rats 1"

Several Remove fellows had brought
back hampers after the holidays. But
nobody seemed to believe that Billy
Bunter had a hampe: from Bunter
Court. They did not, as a matier of
fact, believe even in Bunter Court!l
But it was quite possible that William
George Bunter had taken a fancy to
some other fellow's hamper.  Bunter
was a Bolshevik in such matters,

“1 say, you fellowg—"

“Ring off, Bunter!”

“Look liere, yo. silly chumps!
roared Bunter. *Secing is believing, T
suppose | Cowe down to the lobby, and
vou'll see the hamper. 1un going to
whack it out with all my pals.”

“Go and ask your pals to ecarrv it up

11

for you, then!” suggested Ilarry
Wharton.
“Oh, really, Wharton! "Tain’t

everybody who would offer to whack out
a ripping hamper like that! There's
such a thing as gratitude. 1 tell you
the hamper’s in tho lobby——"

“ Whose is it 7" asked Vernon-Smith.

“Mine I yelled Bunter.

“Gammon |”

“You can see the labe! on it]1 I say,

you fellows, do come and lend me a
hand,” urged Bunter “Be pals, you
know 7

Billy Bunter was .in earnest—almost
tearful earnest. And he was in a hurry.
Evidently he was anxious to get at the
contents of that ripping hamper.

“Look here, you fat duffer,” said Bob
Cherry, relenting, “if we come down
and find that there isn’v a hamper, we'll
jolly well kick you—hard!”

“Done 1" said Bunter at once.

“Well, let's gn ana sce!” said Bob.

“CGrammon I” said  Johnny  Bull
“Bunter never has hamper! We
know all about the pinecries and vincries
at Bunter Court! Gammon !”

“Well, may as well go and see,” said
the good-natured Bob. “Bunter might
be telling the truth for onco. Miracles
do happen.”

“Beast! I mean, come ¢n, old chap!
You come, too, Wharton—two of you
can manage it.’’

“Oh, all right ! sain Harry.

“Buck up!® said Bunter anxiously.
“I want to gei it out ot the lobby
before—"

“Before the owner comes along for
it ?” asked Smithy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I mean, before
Queleh might make a fuss about a
Remove man having so muoch tuck
T'hey'ro stricter with us than the seniors.
Do buck up, you fellows |”

“Coming !”" said Dob.

And Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
followed the fat junior down the stair-
case, much to his salisfaction. In the
lobby downstairs thero wero a good
many packages, boxas, and hampers, and
two or three fellows o1 various Forms
were there.

Bunter cast an anxious blink round as
he entered with Wharton a~d Bob. He
blinked at Temp!. o: the Fourth,
Ogilvy of the Remov:, and Hobson of
the 8hell. It really seemed as if the
fat junior had been in dread of finding
somebody else there.

Quelch sees it.
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Satisfied, however, after that anxious
blink round, he rolled across to a
amper, and pointe! iv out with a fat
Zer.

nlgere you are, you chaps! Buck

“We'll look at the label first,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “You see,
we know you, old bean1”

“Well, look a: it only bLuck up!”
yapped DBunter.

“My only hat! It's Bunter’s all
right1” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he
looked at the attached lubel. “Wonders
will never ceaso |”

Typewritten on the label was the
style and title:

“W. G. BUNTER, Esq.,

Greyfriars School,
Kent.”

Seeing was believing, as Billy Bunter
had declared. Satisfied that the hamper
really was Bunter’'s, Wharton and Bob
Cherry heaved 1t ur aad bare it ont of
the lobby. It was a good-sized hamper,
and it was well-packed and heavy. But
the two sturdy juniors managed it easily
enough.

_Billy Bunter rolled after them, his
little round eyes gleaming with satis-
faction behind his big round spectacles.

“Buck up!” he gas; d  “Here
comes Walker i
B:bWhat does Walker matter?” asked

“Oh, nothing! But buck up!”
Walker of the Bixth glanced at the
Lju:uors._ Walker was a prezect, and had
officia! ashplant under his arm.

Billy Bunter seemed rather uneasy;
but Wharton and Bob saw no cause for
uneasiness. They carried the hamper
on, regardless of Walker of the Sixth.

The prefect called to them in passing :

“Here, Wharton!”

“Hallo, Walker !” answered the junior
cheerfully.

“Have you been up to your tricks
again 7”

“What the thump do you mean?”
snapped Wharton.

“Somebody’s beer larki in your
Form master’s study. Qu;l‘;)i says that
his typewrite: has been meddled with.”

“Well, I haven't been there I” grunted
Wharton, *“I don’t know anything
about it.”

Walker gave him rather a suspicious
look. Last term Harry Wharton had
found a great deal of trouble, and had
been a good deal ot a scapegrace. He
had made good resolutions for the new
term, and he did not like being reminded
of the troubles of last term. Still, he
could not quite expect the prefects to
forget, all at once, that he had been
a dog with a bad name,

“I say, you fellows, buck up!” urged
Bunter.

Up the stairs went the two juniors
with the hamper, Billy Bunter Trollin
on behind. Quite an interested crow§
watched them as they reached the
Remove landing, They were breathing
rather hard by that time. It was quite
a heavy hamper.

“Is that Bunter's?” ejaculated Peoter
TOdr"l' ! 1

“Gammon ! growled Johnny Dull.

“It's Buutergsu-his name'gr on the
? answered Wharton,
have given Goslin
bnn% it up, you fat bounder.”

b7 ell!,d Gos]{;n wouldn’t
mean, on’t believe in tipping,” said
Billy' Bunter.  “Get it along to my
study. I say, you fellows, all of you
come! I'm going to whack it out!”

or Trotter a tip to

have—1I

“Might H

“Well, my hat!” said Nugent.

“Hear, hear!” ’

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific!”
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

Quite an army marched after the
hamper to Study No. 7 in the Remove.
It was rather an event for Bunter to get
a hamper. It was a still more remark-
able event for Bunter to stand a spread !
If Bunter was cultivating new manners
and customs in this style, Bunter was o
man to be encoura All the fellows
agreed on that.

e hamper was dumped down at last
in 8tudy No. 7. More than a dozen
fellows crowded into the study. Billy
Bunter, with his fat face beaming, got
the hamper open. A sea of cyes stared
into it. Seeing was believing, But
really it was a surprising sight! The

amper was packed to the very brim
with the best of good things.

Fellows wondered dizzily whether,
after all, there really was such a place
a3 Bunter Court! Pounds and pounds,
ab least, must have been expended on
that hamper. Fow fellows at Grey-
friars got such. consignments of tuck—
wealthy fellows like Coker of the Fifth,
for instance.

Still, seeing was believing, and there
was Bunter's name %ainly typewritten
on the label. Billy Bunter's fat hands
handed out the good things in large
quantities. He filled his own capacious

—

At Greyfriars he is known as
Jim Valentine, the new
boy. To the underworld and
the police he is known as Dick
the Penman—a forger of con-
siderable skill !

S —

mouth to begin with, of course. With
his mouth full, he banded out good
things right and left.

. “Pile 1n, you fellows! Grooogh! CGo
it! Ooogh!” Bunter choked a little,
his large mouth being not only full, but
rather over-full. “Don't leave any-
thing! Wade in! I don’t want any-
thing left—not a erumb! I hope you've
got good appetites. Pile in, all
round !”

Such an invitation was not to be de-
clined. Nobody dreamed of declining
it. The study swarmed with Remova
men, all piling in. Other fellows heard
of what was on, and came along and
wedged into Study No. 7, and piled in,
too. Btudy No. 7 was crowded, not to
say crammed. As the news spread
there was an overflow meeting in the
passage outside. And Billy Bunter,
with his fat jaws going like clockwork,
beamed hospitably over the happy
crowd. ITe beamed in silence—his jaws
too busy for speech.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Boy Wiih a Past!

o HAT is the boy!” said Mr.
Quelch.
The Remove master was in
Dr, Locke's study with the
Head. Tirst day of term was o bus
day for all the staff; but Mr. Quelch
had found time at last to speak to the
cad on the subject of the new boy in
the Remove. The dusk was falling in
the quadrangle nt Greyfriars; but Dr.
Locko, following with his cycs the Form
master’s pesture towards the window,
saw the boy who was passing at a little
distance outside.
He fixed his eyes on that boy with

considerable interest. It was the first
time he had seen Jim WValentine, who
was to join the Remove that day—if the
Head consented, as Mr., Quelch hoped
and expected. He was a good-looking,
in fact, bandsome, lad, with pleasant
features, and dark, hazel eyes, a slim,
but sturdy figure. And the expression
on the boy's face was pleasing; it ex-
pressed so much contentment and hap-
yiness,  There were fellows at Grey-
riars School who groused about one
thing or another; but this boy, Valen-
tine, showed plainly enough that he
liked to be at Greyfriars.

He passed on out of sight, and Dr.
Locke turned his glance from the win-
dow, Mr, Quelch eycing him anxiously.

“I like the boy’s looks, Mr. Quelch,”
said the Head,

“I am glad of that, sir! e is wait-
ing to be called in, when you can spare
a few minutes to sge him. I am aware,
sir, that the circumstances are unusual.”
Mr. Quclch coughed a little. “As I
aequainted you in my letter on the sub-
ject, I enme into contact with the boy
while on a visit to Wharton Lodge in
the vacation. Owing to an accident to
my taxi, I was lost in the fog, and
should have spent a night in a frozen
wood, but for thizs boy finding me and
guiding me to safety. It was a very
great service.”

“No doubt I"* assented the Head.

“Naturally, I questioned the boy, and
learned that he was alone in the world,
without relatives, and without friends,
and without resources,” went on Mr,
Quelch. “I have {o admit, sir, that all
I know of him is that his name is Jim
Valentine.”

Dr. Locke coughed.

“But he has been at the school under
my supervision, during the latter part
of the vacation, and I have obscrved

him very carcfully. I am satisfied that
he is a boy of good character. That he
has been in bad hands is a fact. But it

counts in his favour that he has left his
former associates, and is extremely
anxious to keep clear of them, sir.”

“No doubt. But—*

“He desires to say nothing of these
people, whoever they may be. He is
unwilling to say anything at all con-
cerning ’iia past. I gather that he de-
sires to make a fresh start, and dismiss
the past from his mind entirely. I am
assured that he is, personally, of an
excellent character. But will you see
him, sir, and judge for yourself.”

“Please call him in, Mr, Quelch.”

The Remove master stepped to the
window, and made a sign to the boy
strolling in the quad outside.

A minute later there was a tap at the
study door, and Jim Valentine entered.

Dr. Locke scanned him keenly.

It was a strange enough story that he
had heard from Mr. Quelch concerning
this boy, and he was interested and sym-
pathetic.  But allowing an unknown
boy who had been in “bad hands” to
enter Greyfriars School, was rather a
serious matter. He had great faith in
Mr. Queleh’s judgment, But—there
was a “but”—and a very considerable
o bl‘t.”

“Dr. Locke desires to question you,
Valentine,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” said the boy,
pleasant voice, respectfully.

'he colour wavered in his handsome
face a little, as he stood before the
headmaster.

His fate was to be decided now.

“Please answer me frankly, Valen-
tine,” said the Head kindly, “I learn
that you very generously and bravely
helped Mr. Quelch when he was in a
position of difficulty, indeed danger.

in his
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That is very much to your credit. Bub
I must know more than this before you
can become a Greyfriars boy. You
have been to school before?” .

“I was at a prep sehool, sir, while my
uncle lived.”

“And after that?”

“1 was left with nothing, and I went
to a man whom my uncle had known,
and to whose care he left me.”

“Who was this man?”

Jim Valentine was silent, He had
known that this questioning must come;
but he knew that he could tell the Head
nothing about Nosey Clark. Nothing
would have induced him to lie; but ho
had to keep his secret.

“He was a bad man, sir,” he said at
last. My poor uncle never knew—and
I never knew at first—but he was a bad

man. 1 t.hought he had taken charge of
me out ?’f indness of heart; but I

found—

“You found what?” .

“1 found that he was a raseal, sir,
and — and * — Valentine's  face was
flooded with erimson—"if I'd had any-
where to go, I'd have left him as soon
as I found out the kind of man he was.
I wish I had now, and chanced it! As
it was, I stayed with him more than a
year. DBut I ran away at last.”

“His name”

“I—1 can’t tell you anything about
him, sir. 1 can’t te%l anybody.”

The Head’s face became very grave.

“ Answer this question, Valentine!
Was this man a breaker of the law?”

“Yes, sir!” said Jim, in a very low

voice.
Head

“Bless my
blankly.

“The boy is frank and truthful, sir,
as you sce,” said Mr. Quelch. "It
would be quite easy for him to deceive
us on this point,”

“No doubt !”* said the Head.

There was a long silence,

Jim Valentine broke it. The colour
had faded from his face, and a worn
look came over it. He had desired so
much to stay at Grejfriars, to keep
clear of Nosey Clark and the gang, that
he had somehow counted on it, knowing
that his kind protector would help him
all ho could. But, in the prescnce of
the headmaster, he felt that he had
been living the last few wecks in a
dream, in a fool’s paradise. It was not
to be!

“I—1 know it won't do, sir!™ he
faltered. “You can’t take o in after
what I've told you, and—and I can’t tell
you lies., I was a fool to think it was
possible! Mr. Queclech was so kind and
good thgt I hoped——" His voice
trembled. “But I can seo now that T
was wrong to think of imposing on his
kindness. Only it seemed such a chance
ot keeping clear of those vwillains.
They’d never drecam of looking for me
in a place like this—I'd never see them
again—never hear of them! But I
know it won't do. TI'll go, sir.”

He made a movement towards the
door.

“Stay !” said the Head, in a moved
voice. “If you leave here, Valentine,
what are your resources?”

“]—I have none, sir.”

“You do not mean that you would
return to the lawless persons you have
spoken of 177

soul ! said the

“Never that, sir!”  said Jim
Valentine. “Never ™

“Then what will you do?”

“] don’t know yet, sirt I might be

able to go to sca. I don't care what,

80 long as I keep clear of that gang.”
There was another long silence.
“Leave mo now, Valentine, but

remain in the House,” said the Head at

last. “ Wait in Mr. Quelch’s study.”
Tre MagNET LIBRARY.—No, 1,209,

“Very well, sir.”

Valentine went quictly out.

“This is a difficult matier, Mr.
Quelch,” said the Head “The boy's
hopes have been raised, and it would
seem cruel to dash them to the ground
again. Yet—"

“I ecan ouly say, sir, that I am
R;cpared, personally, to answer for the

y, and to take full respomsibility as
if I were his guardian,” said the
Remove muaster.

“That, indeed, should be sufficient,
Mr. Quelch,” said the lHead. “If the
poor lad indecd has no relatives—""

“He has none, sir, according to what
he has told me, and I believe him
implicitly—so far as he knows, at least.
He had an uncle, who went abroad
when he was a small boy, and of whom
he has never heard since. He does not
know whether this relative is living or
not. Apart from this man, he has no
connections whatever.”

The Head meditated.

“1f, sir, you felt disposed to trust
my judgment in the matter—> said
Mr. Quelch

“Quite 1” said the Head. “I shall
trust to your judgment, sir, and the
matter shall as you wish.”

He had made up his mind at last,
though perhaps with a lingering doubt.

Mr. Qﬁlmlch rose.

“Dr. Locke, I can only thank you,”
ho said. and he left the Head in a very
thoughtful and meditative mood.

Jim Valentine was waiting for the
Remove master in his study. He gave
him an anxious look as he came in,

“The matter is arranged, Valentine,”
said Mr, Quelch. “From this day, you
will be a Greyfriars boy.”

Jim caught his breath,

“Oh, sir! I—I—I think that perhaps
I ought to go—perhaps some day you
may be sorry for this—"

“Nonsense!” said Mr. Quelch
decisively. “1 am taking you, to a
fre“ extent, on trust, Valentine; and

have made myself personally respon-
sible for you to the headmaster. Your
school fees and other expenses will be
my care. I am sure that you will
never give me cause to regret it.”

The tcars stood in Valentine’s cyes.

“You may go, my boy,” said Mr.
Quelch kindly, “I have placed you in
Wharton's study in the Remove, as you
met Wharton during the holidays, and
seem to have made friends with him
and his friends. 1 hope that will
continue. As for what may have
happened in the past, 1 advise you to
dismiss it entirely from your mind, and
remember only that you are Valentine
of the Greyfriars Remove.”

The boy’s heart was too full for
words. But his look was eloquent. He
left the Remove master’s study in
silence.

Mr. Quelech glanced after bhim
benevolently. He was sure that he had
not been mistaken in the boy; he was
lad that he had been able to find
im a safe refuge from old,
associations, and provide him with a
chance 1n life. But what he would
have thought, had he known all that
Jim dared not tell him, was a dismaying
puzzle to tho boy. If he had known
of Nosey Clark, the crook, of Barney
Hayes, the thug, and Nutty Nixon, tho
cracksman, and the rest. If he had
known of “Dick the Penman "—wanted
by the police—and known that Jim
Valentine in the underworld had been
Dick the Penman. He should never
know. the boy told himse)f passionately,
Dick the Penman was dead and done
with, and Valentine of the Remove
lived in his place. And yet, at the
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back of the bo&s mind was a lingering
fear that the shadows of the past were
not to be so easily shaken off.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Coker is Cross !

#?OU young sweep! Got youl”

gim \'alantfl)le jumped.

He had wa]keé out of the

House, after leaving Mr

Quelch, and strolled into the dim, old
Cloisters, The winter dusk was decpen-
ing to darkness as he sauntered there,
his hands in his pockets, a wrinkle of
thought in his boyish brow.

He was & Greyfriars fellow now—that
was fixed and settled. He was in the
Remove, beginning the new term with
the rest—and owing to the chance en-
counter at Wharton Lodge, in the
Christmas holidays, he already knew
some of the Remove fellows—Harry
Wharton, Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and the Nabob of Bhani-
pur, and had made friends with them.

They knew about Nosey Clark—

but they had said that they would not
talk of what they knew, and he had
no doubt about that. He had forgotten
that there was another fellow ho had
met at Wharton Lodge—no other than
William George Bunter, who would not
have been fattered had he known that
he was forgotten. But he had scen
Bunter only once, and then only for
a few minutes, and had hardly noticed
the fat Owl. If he had remembered
that fat fellow in spectacles, he would
not have known that he was at Grey-
friars, if it came to that. So, now that
his fate was settled, the future seemed
rosy to Jim Valentine—and, as Mr.
Quelch had advised him, he resolved
to drive the memory of the past from
his mind.
. He was thinking it over as he walked
in the dim, solitary Cloisters, when his
meditations were suddenly interrupted.
A burly fellow loomed out of the
shadows, rushed down on him, and
grabbed him by the shoulder, and
announced in triumphant tones that he
had “got ™ him.

Valentine stared at the stranger.
Coker of tho Fifth had “got hun,”
there was no doubt about that; but the
boy wondered what the big fellow
wanted him for. He wriggled in Coker's
powerful grip.

“I'll teach you to chuck snowballs at
2 senior!” roared Coker.

“Thanks,”” said Valentine. “I don't
want any teachingl! Who the thump
are you, and what the dickens is this
game? 5
“Oh!” said Coker. IIe peered at the
boy in the thick dusk, *Ain’t you
Tadd 1

& ND:
laughing.

“Bome new tick?” growled Coker,
releasing him. “Have you seen Todd 1"’

“Shouldn’t know him if 1 saw him.”

“He chucked a snowball at me, and
dodged into here,” grunted Coker.
“T've been after him, and I thought—
What the dickens are you deing here,
mooching about, you young sweep ?”

“Talking to a silly ass at the present

,” answered Valentine cheer-

I'm Valentine,” said Jim,

“A silly ass)”

“By gum !” said Coker of the Fifth.
He was searching for Peter Todd, to
amnihilate that checky youth. Toddy
had vanished, but this new tick seemadd
just as cheeky, and Horace Coker was
not the man to stand cheek from a
junior. Coker, as he often told Potter
and Greene, had a short way with fags.
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This fag had called him—Horace Coker
of the i"ifth Form—a silly ass| Coker
bad no use for inful truths of this
gort. He grabbed at Valentine again.

“I'm jolly well=—2 began Coker, as
he grebbed.

Bump!

How the slim, new junior hooked his
leg and up-ended him, in spite of his
sinewy grasp and his extensive bulk,
Coker never knew. DBut he knew that
the new kid did it; for he suddenly
pitched forward, and his prominent
nose embedded itsolf in the snow. With
a chuckle, Jim Valentine disappeared
into the shadows, and was gone.

“0Oh!” gasped Coker. “Ow! My
hat! Why, I'll smash him—I'll spifli-

g‘:;ltio h’ém——I’ll pulverise him—I—I—

he gasped.

Horace Coker scrambled up and
glared round for the new tick. But the
new tick had vanished; and the smash-
ing, spiflicating, and pulverising were
unavoldably postponed. 8Snorting with
wrath, Coker of the Fifth tramped
away. Valentine was gone; and it had
dawned on Coker’s powerful brain by
this time that Toddy tnust have dodged
him and escaped. Ho tramped away
across the quad towards the House.

“Qh, hero you aro!” Potter and
Greene of the Fifth came up., “Been
looking for you, Coker.”

“8ecen yonng Todd of the Remove®”
gnapped Coker.

“Ikh? Nol! Why?” asked Grocne.

“ITe caught mo in the car with a
snowhall—-"

“Ha, ha, ha

“What aro yon cackling at?” roared
Coker. *I can tell you it isn't u

(B

laughing matter, William Greene. I've
just come across another cheeky fag—
a new tick—and he had the cheek to
hook my leg, and bump me down
wallop when I was going to whop him!
Greytriars is coming to something|
And if you fellows think it funny r

“Not a bit of i, old chap!” =aid
Potter soothingly. “Let's got in, old
follow—we've missed you—fellows want
to sce you on the first day of term,
you know——"

“You nc‘gIecI: your friends a little,
old fellow,” said Greene. “Might let
a pzl see something of you, first day of
term.”

Coker was mollified. Coker was not
a suspicious or distrustful fellow. It
was natural, of course, that his pals
should want to see him after a long
parting which must have been painful

L

to them! It was plain that they wanted
Coker’s company now—and the unsus-
picious Coker did not dream that it had
anything to do with tho hamper he Lad
brought back to school with him. In
oint of fact, Potter and (irecne were
cs3 keen on Coker's company than on
Coker’s hamper. Fortunately, the great
Horace did not guess that.
“Well, come on.” he said. “Those
cheeky fags will keepl I've got a
hamper in the lobhy—let's go and sort
it out. D'll get Trotter to take it up
to the study—what 7
And the three Fifth-Formers went in.
There were scveral fellows in the
loblby, sorting over tho things there,
when Coker & Co. arrived. Coker
strode across to the spot where Gosling
had deposited his hamper—and stared
at tho spot. It was a vacant spot now.
“Hallol Where's my hamper?” de-

5

manded Coker, addressing the world in
general.  “ Anybody shifted my
hamper? Gosling put it here!  You
shifted my hamper, young Temple? I'll
jolly well kick you if you have

“Haven't seen your hamper,” said
Temple of the Fourth disdainfully.
“Bother your silly hamper!"

“You sghifted my hampor, young
Field 27
“Not guilty, my lord!” answered

Bquiff of the Remove.

“TLook here, that hamper was here!”
exclaimed Coker excitedly. “Where's
that hamper?  Where's that dashed
hamper—what? Whe's shifted my
hamper 1

Potter and Greene looked round for
it. There were two or threce hampers
to be seen, but the names on thein were

i
i

———

Satisfled that the hamper was really Bunter's, Wharion and Bob Cnerry heaved if up and bore it out of the lobby.
Bunter rolled after them, his little round eyes gleaming with satisfaction behind his big round spectacles. * Buck up!”

Billy

“ Queleh might make a fuss if he sees it [ »

not Coker's. Potter picked up a de-
tached label from an obscure corner.
It bore the style and title of Horace
Coker,
“Halle, here’s the lubel!” he said.
Coker stared at it.
“That's the label,” he said,
where's the hamper? What "
“Lost & hamper?” yawned Walker of

“But

the 8ixth, who was opening a box,
“What sort of a hammper? Rather a
heavy one?”

“Yos, Scen it

Walker chuckled,

“1 saw some Remove kids walking
one off,” le answered.  “That young
sweep Wharton was one of them.
Cherry and Bunter were with him. It
may have been thoir own hawmper, of
course.”

Tie Maever Lisrary.—No. 1,200,
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There was & roar from Horace
er,

“My hamper! My hat! I'll jolly
well— Come on, Potter! Come on,
Greenc |

Coker stalked away in great wrath.

“Hold on!” gasped Potter. “Tor
goodness’ sake don't kick up a row with
the Remove, Coker | Wharton wouldn't
touch your hamper—*»

“Wouldn’t he?” roared Coker. “Isn’t
he always up to something? Wasn't he
jully nearly sacked last term for play-
ing tricks? Of course it was my
hamper | Isn’t my hamper gone!?”

“VYes; but—-"

“Well. I'm going to seel If they've
got my hamper, I'll smash ’em! Come
and lend a hand 1” hooted Coker.

Heo tramped up the stairs. Potter
and Greene exchanged a glance. They
wanted the hamper; but they did not
want a row with the Remove, especi-
ally on the first day of term, when those
lively young gentlemen were a little out
of hand, and likely to be unusually
obstreperous.  Potter and  Greene
sagely resolved to leave Coker to inter-
view the Remove on his lonely own,
and they. disappeared in another direc-
tion while Ou'lJ:er of the Fifth iramped
up to the Remove passage.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Horrid for Horace !

«“ ALLO, hallo, hallot Jolly old
H Coker I”  exclaimed Bob
Cherry,

Billy Bunter, in S8tudy No. 7,
started. A jam-tart, which was going
the way of all jam-tarts, stuck half-way
as the fat Owl jumped; and Dunter

gurgled.

“Groogh! I say, you [fellows—
woooghI' Ts that Coker? Ooochl!
D-d-don’t let him c¢ome in here!
Graoogh 1

Horace Coker tramped wrathfu'l]f up
tho Remove passage. He had little

doubt that his hamper had been carried
off by unlawful hands. He had no
doubt at all, when he sighted the crowd
of fellows gathered round the doorway
of 8tudy No. T—overy one of them re-
joicing in tho possession of some ex-
cellent thing of an edible nature. And
as he shoved through the crowd, stared
into the study, and saw the open
hamper there—empty by this time—his
rugged face grew purple with wrath
and indignation,

“Want anything, Coker?” asked
Harry Wharton. “Heard that there’s
a spread on? Give Coker a bun |”
hear |” said Peter Todd.
s be hospitablel A bun for
Coker I”

The Removites chuckled. It was only
too clear that Coker did not want a
bun, He looked as if he had come
hunting for trouble. The Remove fel-
lows had no objection to letting him
have what he had come hunting for.
They thrived on trouble in the Grey-
riars Remove,

“You young villains ! roared Coker.
“My hamper |”

“Your hamper|” repeated Wharton.

“Yes, my hamper!” roared Coker.
“Walker eaw you bagging it, and here
it is! And—and my tuck gone! My
hat 1

“Draw
Nugent.

o

it mild, old bean,” said

“This is Bunter’s hamper.”

t's my hamper!” roared Coker.

“Think I don’t know my hamper when

I sce it? My Aont Judy packed it
1'ng MaeNer Lisrary.—No. 1,299

under my own eye! Bunter's scoffing
the tarts that Aunt Judy made herself ]
Why, I—I-I'll—*"

“Oh, don’t be an ass—if you can help
it1” said Wharton warmly. “This is
Bunter's hamper—his name was on the
label, Hempers are much alike, old
bean, Perhaps yours hasn’t come !

“Youn young sweep—"

“My estcemed and idiotic Coker—"

“You checky nigger——"

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Bob Cherry, “I don’t like Coker’s

manners|  They’re all right for the
Fifth; but they won't do in this
passage. Lend me a hand with
Coker 1

“What-ho I”

“Collar him I

“Hands off I"” roared Coker. “I tell
you that's my hamper, and T’ll jolly
well—— Whooop | Yoooop ! Yaronoop 1

Coker feared no foe, and never
counted odds. Really, it would have
been more judicious, on Coker's part,
to count odds. Remove fellows jumped
up on ali sides and collared Coker.
Hands that scemed innumerable were
laid on the great Horace. Coker had
come thero for his hamper, and for
vengeance. He got neither the hamper
nor vengeance, What he got was a
heavy bump on the floor of Study No. 7.
Innumerable juniors scrambled over
him, grasping, grabbing, and clutching.

Coker struggled and rtoared and
bellowed,

“Kick him out!” shouted Squiff.

“Boot him out!” roared Toddy.

“ Hurrah 1”

“This way, Coker”

“I say, you fellows, roll him down
the stairsl” squeaked Billy Bunter,
“Making out 1t’s his hamper! Roll
him down I”

“ Cutside, Coker I”

“Ha. ha, hal® .

How many fellows had hold of
Coker, the dazed and dizzy Horaco
could not have computed. Home had
his arms, some had his legs; others had
his ears, his necek, his hair, and his
nose. In the midst of a yelling mob of
Removites, Coker of tho Tifth went
nlon% the Remove passago to the stairs,
gurgling, gasping, and guggling.

Billy Bunter gasped with relief when
he was gone from Study No. 7. Bunter
did not join in cjecting Coker. His
assistance was really not nceded; thers
were plenty of fellows to deal with
Coker. Bunter resumed operations on
the bag of jam-tarts—which, according
to Coker, had been made by his Aunt
Judith. Those jam-tarts went down one
after another, like oysters. Everybody
else lent a hand with Coker. Bunter
concentrated on the jam-tarts,

“Leggo!” roared Coker, as he went
whirling along the passage. “Yon
young swecps—whoop !—I'll emash the
lot of you—yaroooh '—I'll wo to Queclch
—TI'll go to the Head—I'll go to—
Whooooooop 1*

Bump |

Coker rolled on the Remove landing.

“Now all kick together!” said Bob
Cherry.

“Yaroaaoh !"

Coker rolled.

A junior who was coming up the
Removo stlaircase, jumped aside just in
time as Horace Coker rolled “down.
Valentine, in amazement, stared after
Coker as he went, bumping from stair
to stair, and then stared up at the
Removites, Jim Valentine was un-
accustomed, as yet, to the merry ways
of the Greyfriars Removo.

Coker reached the lowoer landing.
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There ha sprawled and roared. Theré
was a shout of laughier from above.

“Come up again, Coker!” bawled
Dob Cherry.

“ Lots more 1f you want it |* chuckled
Johnny Ball,

“The lotfulness is terrific!” chortled
Hurree Jamsct Rum Singh.

“Ha, ha, hat”

Coker scrambled up. Red with
wrath, he charged up the Remove stair-
case,

“ Look
Wharton,

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Valentine,
“Here, T say! Leggo! Great pipl”

He staggered under a terrific smite
that Coker gave himm on his way up.
He lost his footing, clutched Coker to
save himsclf, and they went rolling
down together.

Bump!l Bump! Bump! Bump!

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.

They landed together on the lower
landing. Valentins struggled up breath-
lessly. Coker grabbed him and
thumped.

“Rescue " shouted Harry Wharton,

And the whole ¢crowd of juniors rushed
down the Remove staircase. ker waa
collared on all sides again, and Valen-
tine got away. Then the great Horace
was sent rolling down the lower stairs.

Valentine, gasping, went up to Stugi
No. 1. The rest of the crowd pack
the landing, yelling down after Coker of
the FFifth.

“Come up again, Coker |"

Coker scrambled up. He glared up
the stairs at the juniors. But this time
he did not accept the invitation to come
up again, Even Coker realised that it
was not good enough. Spluttering for
breath, Coker limped away, followed by
howls and yells and cat-calls from tho
Remove.

“Bo much for Coker!” chuckled Bob
Cherry,

And the victorious Removites crowded
back to their passage, satisfied with
having dealt faithfully with Coker of
tho Fifth.

out, Valentine |” shouted

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Beastly For Bunter !

L BAY, you fellows—""
E “All serenc, old fat bean !”
“Is—is—is he gone?”
“The gonefulness is terrific !”
“QOh, good I” gasped Bunter. “ Checky
ass, you know, making ouns that this
was his hamper! Hampers arg much
alike ! say, yon fellows, finish
those ercam pufis! Don’t leave any-
thing 1"

“Hear, hear 1"
“Coker scems to have missed a
hamper, though,” said Pcter Todd.

“This can’t be it, as it was addresscd
to Bunter. But—"

“1 dare say Coker's hamper hasn’t
come yet,” sald BDunicr hastily, “In
fact, I’'m sure it hasn't, 1 dido't sce
Gosling bring it in.”

“You didn't se¢ Gosling bring it in3”
repeated Harry Wharton, staring at the
fat Owl.

“No, old chap, I was in the lobby ab
tho time, too.”

* At the timo be didu't bring it in?”
gasped Wharion,

“Yes—no, 1| mean—I—I mecan, have
—have some of those toffecs, old chap )
Better get the lot finished] No good
leaving anything | I—I say, wherg can
wo shove the hamper7”

“Better shove it in tho box-room if
you want to geot rid of it,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Well, it might be found thero—
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“What does that maiter £

“0h, nothing! Still, Coker might
make out—"
“What might Coker make out,

Bunter i asked Harry Wharten, with a
rather grim look at the Owl of the
move.

He was beginning to have an alarm-
ing doubt. It was, at least, an _odd
coincidence that Coker of the Fifth
ghould’ have missed a hamper at the
very time that William George Bunter
was_in unexpected possession of one!

“Well, you—you know what a fool
he is,” said Bunter. “He might make
out that this was his hamper, as they're
exactly alike—"

“Tlow do you know they're exactly
alike if wvou haven't seen Coker’s
hamper t”

“Oh—I—I mean '

“Well, what do you mecan?”?

“Nothing, old chap! Have some of
those nuts?”

“Never mind the nuts!” said Harry

‘Z’hnrwn. “I'm beginning to think
t nt_.__,,
“Qh, my hat!” murmured Bob

Cherry. He was beginning to think,
too!

“1 told you it was gammon [” growled
Johnny Bull. “Looks to me as if
you've helped that fat sweep bag
another fellow's hamper 1"

“Oh, really, Bull, you've jolly well
had a whack in the tuck, anyhow 1" ex-
claimed Bunter warmly. “You'll have
to stand by me if Coker goes to
Quelch 1"

“If Coker goes o Quelch!"” gasped
Bob Cherry. “What does it matter if
Coker goes to Quelch if it’'s your
hamper?”

“QOh, nothing! ITave—have some of
thoso chocs, old chap?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Pounder.
“T thought there was u catch in it some-
where | 1t's Coker’s hamper 1"

“But it was addressed to Bunter!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton. “Look at
the labell It's addressed plain enough
—typewriiten, too!”

“Yoe, that's £0.” Smithy was puzzled.
“Looks all right! All the same—"

“Look here, Smithy, don’t you be a
suspicious beast!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter warmly, “Think nobody ever
bhas & hamper bnt you? This hamper
was sent to me by one of my titled
relations.”

Bob Cherry gave a sudden yell. A
Jight had suddenly flashed on his mind.

“That label—typewritten I” he splut-
tered. “You remember what Walker
said—somebody has been messing about
with Quelch’s typewriter in his study 1"

“0Oh erumbs 1” gasped Wharion,

“Bunter, you fat villain—"

“Bunter, you podgy pirate—’

“ Bunter, you bloated brigand—>="

“I—I—1 say, you fellows,” gasped
Bunter, in alarm, “it's all right! }}l%
my hamper! 1 mnever changed
labels—"

“Changed the labels 1” gurgled Peter

Todd.
“I—I never thought of such a thing,
you know! I—I wouldn't! I never
went into Queleh’s study at all. As for
using his typewriter, I wouldn't! You
know what a fuss he makes if anybody
touches his typewriter! In fact, I'd
quite forgotton that Quelch had a type-
writer at all. Besides, I don’t believe
he's unpacked it. It wasn't standing on
his table when I went to his study—I—I
mean, when—when I never went to his
gtudy—that is—""

“8poofed I chuckled the Bounder.

“You—you—you pernicious porpoise |”
Faspcd Bob Cherry. “You took the
abel off Coker’s hamper, and put a new

the

onc on, addeessed to yourself on Queleh’s
l‘j‘p&-———”

“I—I didn't1” gasped DBunter. “I
say, old chap, that's frightfully sus-
picious, when I've stood you such a rip-
ping £pread, too! Talk about ingrati-
tude being a sharper tooth than a
scrpent’s child—"

“Youve bagged Coker's hamper!”
roared Bob,

“I haven't!” yelled Bunter. “You
bagged it—""

“Wha-a-t 1"

“You and Wharton "

“Why, you—yon—you—->"

“If you're thinking of putting it on
me, I can tell you I think you're jolly
mean!” said Bunter indignantly. “I
had nothing to-do with it, as you jolly
well know. Walker saw you earrying
the hamper, too! Walker's a witness,
and he's a prefect! Not that it's
Coker’s hamper! It's mine — sent
specially from Bunter Court! 8till, if
Coker makes out that it’s his hamper,
I cxpect you fellows to own up that you
walked it off 1 That's only cricket I”
The juniors gazed at Bunter,

'The cat was out of the bag now!

7

yon out of a serape!” said Bunter

warmly. “As malters sland, you and

Wharton are booked for a row—walk-

ing off a Iifth Form man’s hamper

under the very eyes of a prefect—"
“Blanghter him 1V

“Not that it’s Coker's hamper,”
added Dunter. “I keep on telling you
that it's my hamper, straight from

Bunter Court. But Coker might make
out that it's his—he's untruthful 1

“Yea gods!” gasped Peter Todd.

“It’s all your fault, too, Toddy !”

“Mine !I” yelled Toddy.

“Yes. If you hadn't snowballed
Coker, he wonldn’'t have cleared off
after you, and I shouldn’t have had time
to change the labels. TI—I say, you
fellows, if Walker tells Quelch that ho
saw you walking off the hamper, you
necdn't mention anything about the—
the label! Quelch might be down on
me for that!”

“ After all, it’s not a bad thing,” said
the Bounder thoughtfully. *Bunter will
be sacked for this! It's worth a row.”

Yelp, from Billy Bunter.

“You beast, Smithy! What have I
done, I'd like to know? I say, chuck
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They knew whose hamper that
hamper was |

And almost everything in that

orgeous hamper had been devoured!
fi. was o well-packed hamper—Aunt
Judy had put in no end of d things
for her beloved Horace, But many
hands make light work. BSixteen or
seventeen feliows had joined in the
spread. Nearly everything was gone—
but the hamper | The hamper remained
if Coker wanted it

“Well, my only
Nugent at last. “ Coker’s hamper—

“(Oh, really, Nugen A

“Coker’s hamper—and we bagged it!
And  wo rolle(Il him downstairs for
coming up after it 1" gasped Wharton.

“I say, you fellows—"

“There’ll be a row abowt it I grinned
the Bounder. “Coker won't take this
Iying down! He will go to Quelch !

“I—I say, you fellows, let's chuck the

hat 1” said Frank

a3

hamper out of the window,” said
Bunter. “Then we can all say that we
never had it—"

“Wha-a-t "

“If—if we all say the same thing,
you know!” said Bunter hopefully.
“Quelch might doubt my word—he's
doubted it before! I dare say he would
doubt yours, Wharton, as you were such
a rotter last term! But the other
fellows—if they all swear that the
hamper was never here—you, Bob, and
you, Franky, old chap—Qucleh will take
your word—"

“Kill him, somebody |” gasped Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry, I'm trying to get

that label on the fire, will vou, Franky ¥
I'd rather Quelch didn't zce it !”

‘*Slaughter him *

“I say, you fellows—— Yarooh! If
this is what you call gratitude—
Whoop! Leggo! Why, vou beasts, I've
stood you a ripping spread—— Yow-
ow-ow-ow |

“Give him what's left!” gasped
Harry Wharton, as the fat Owl was
grasped on all sides.

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I den't
want any more. I—I Groogh—
oooch—woooch—grooooch

Only a fow things remained! Such
as they were, Bunter had them! A
couple of jam-tarts were squeezed down
the back of his neck. A cream-puff was
flattencd on a fat cheek. A jar ot
Devonshire eream was mixed wilh his
hair, with the addition of a pot of jam.
A tin of golden syrup sireamed over his
fat features. A crusty roll was thrust
into his capacious moulth.

Billy Bunter had enjoyed the spread,
but he was not enjoying the conclusion
thercof. All these things, taken inter-
nally, were grateful and comforting;
taken externally, they were horrid.
Dunter \\'rigglck oand  squirmed and
gasped and spluttered.

‘““Ware prefeets!” called out ITazel-
dene from the passage,

Wingate of the Sixth looked inte the
study

“Wharton here?” he rapped.

“Here!” said Harry.
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“You're wanted Form
master’s study,”

“Oh! All right!”?

There was rather a cloud on 1larry
Wharton’s brow as he repaired to Mr.
Quelch’s study. The trouble of the past
term was over and done with; all was
forgotten and forgiven. He had re-
solved that there should be no trouble
this term~—that his Form master should
never have a fault to find with him.
Was the new term, after all, to begin
with trouble?

in your

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Trouble ?

R. QUELCIU'S face was very
M grave when Wharton entered
his study. His gimlet eyes
fixed severely upon the junior.

On tho first day of term the Form
master's duties were many and multi-
farious; and he really had no time to
concern himself with reckless ragging
by the Remove follows.

Ie hoped, and he believed, that Harry
Wharton, the scapegrace of the school
last term, had turned over a new leaf.
In that belief he had visiled Wharton's
home durmmg the vacation; and tho
juniar, at Wharton Lodge, had ecer-
tainly confirmed him in the belief
that he had seen the error of his ways,
and resolved on amendment. Yet
now——

Mr. Quelch was prepared to give the
former scapegrace every chance. But if
Harry Wharton was recommencing his
wild ways with the new term, the
Remove master intended to make it
quite clear, beyond the shadow of a
donbt, that a very firm foot would be
put down on it.

“I have sent for you, Wharton,” =aid
Mr. Quelch. “The matter is serions. A
Fifth Form boy has complained that a
haraper belonging to him has been taken
to the Remove studies. Is this the
fact 1

' Well, yes, sir 1" stammered Wharton.

“YI havo the statemnent of a Sixth
Form prefeet that you were one of the
Remove boys who carried it off.”

“Yes, sir, but—"

Mr. Queleh’s face hardened.

“This iz, I presume, what you would
call a rag,” he said. ‘“Every allowance
is made for a little wildness on the first
day of term, Wharton. I am very far
from desiring to bo unduly strict. But
the appropriation of another boy's
property is very far beyond a jest. If
the hamper can be returned intact——"

“It—it cannot, sir—"

“Am I to understand that the contents
have been disposed of 7" asked Mr,
Queleh sternly.

“¥Yes ! gasped Wharton.

“Wharton! This is a serious matter ]
Surely, my boy, you have no intention
of resuming your lawless and reckless
conduct of last term?”

Wharton erimsoned.

“I—1 was taken in[” he stammered,
“I—I npever knew it was Coker’s
hamper. I--1 thought—"

“That is a very strange statement,”
gatd Mr. Quelch. “1 understand that
the hamper came by vailway, and was
addressed to Coker at the school,”

“Yes, but—but—"

Wharton broke off. Bunter’s fatuous
trick with the label was, in the fat Owl’s
opinion, a mere trifle; in fact, rather
g neat and clever performance. But a
beak was certain to regard it as a very
grave matter—as indeed it waa!
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A Head's flogging was the very least
that would have been awarded to the
fatuons Owl, and he might have been
expelled for such a thing. Billy
Bunter's fat brain moved in mysterious
ways, its wondors to perform; and the
Remove fellows made allowances for his
impenetrable obtuseness. But the view
of a beak was certain to be more severe
and drastic,

It was simply impossible to give
Bunter away to condign punishment.
Wlarton would gladly have kicked him
frem one end of Greyfriars to the other
and back again. But giving him away
was another matter.

His silence and confusion caused Mr.
Queleh’s face to harden. The Remoave
master waited for Wharton to speak;
but he did not speak.

“Have you anything to say, Whar-
ton?” he rapped at last.

“I—I—— You see—" stammered
Wharton, “I-—I *

He broke off again, in confusion.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“I will question you no further,
Wharton,” he said curtly. “You have
been guilty of a foolish prank, for which
you will take two hundred lines. T shall
direet Coker to ascertain the value ot
the goods he has lost, and that amount
must be paid; I shall regard you as
being responsible for it. You may go!”

Wharton left the study in silence.

Ilis brow was darkly clouded.

Ie went back {o the Remove pas-
sage. IIc could see his friends there, in
a group at the daorway of Johnny Bull's
study—DNo. 14. [Ie did not go along the
passage to jon them. He went into
Study No. 1, and shut the door after
him with a slam.

There was a rather startled exclama-
tion in the study. That sudden slam of
the door bad made a fellow there jump.

Wharton uttered an exclamation. too,
of annovance. Ile had supposed that
the study was empty; having forgotten
for the moment the mew hoy who had
been assigned to Study No. 1. But
Jim Valentine was in the study, sorting
over some books, and he dropped one of
the books as the door slammed.

Ile glanced across at Wharton the
next moment with a smile, a glimmer
of amusemcent in his dark hazel eyes.
Wharton coloured with vexation.

He was feeling angry, and he had
slammed the door, but it was annoying
for anyone to have witnessed that rather
childish exhibition of temper.

“0Oh, you're here!” ho said awk-
wardly. “I'd forgotten you !
“Yes, I'm here,” said Valeniino

cheerfully, *“‘ Anything the mnatter ?”

“Oh, nothing special [

Wharton turned te the door again,
But he stopped. It was hardly civil to
walk out of the study just because
Valentine was there.

“Getting settled down here?” he
asked, by way of being ecivil,

e really rather liked Jim Valentine,
and wanted to make the new fellow feol
at home in the study.

“Oh, yes!” answered Valentine.
“I've had time to scttle down. ['ve
been here most of the vacation—since
Christmas, you know. Only it wasn't
settled till to-day that I was to stay
definitely.”

“It’'s definite now "

“Yes; the Head and Quelch have
fixed it.”

“Im glad!” said Ilarry, sincerely
enough.

He had inward doubts whether it was
wise for Jim Valentine to become a
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Greyfriars fellow; but he was glad on
the boy’s own account.

“That's jolly decent of vou,” said
Valentine gratefully. “Knowing what
you do about me—I mean, about Nosey
Clark and his gang—1 shouldn’t be sur-
prised if you'd object.”

“What rot !” said Harry.

“Anyhow, if you'd rather not have
me in your study—" Valentine
hesitated.

“You like the study #”

“Yes, rather; and I should be jolly
glad to be hore with you and Nugent !”
said Valentine frankly. “But if you
don’t like the idea, put it plain. I
shan’t be offended in the very least.”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“But I do like the idea!” he said.
“There’s some rather queer things about
you, Valentine; but I feel snre that
you're a straight chap personally. And
I don't care abont anything else. How
do you get on with Queleh

Valentine’s face softened.

I ';Fine! He's a splendid man, isn’t
)c »

“Oh1” said Harry, rather taken
aback.

At the bottom of his heart Wharton
had a vory deep respect for his Form
master. Dut his recent interview had
roused again something of the old
antagonism.

A s?lendid man!” repeated Valen-
tine. “I did him a lirtle service,
nothing much—never even thinking that
he would remember it alterwards. And
he—well. he's moro than remembered
it. He's standing my school fees here.”

“By Jove, is ho?"

“I'm not telling all the school that, of
course; but you know how I'm fixed,”
said Valentme. “I suppose he's fairly
well-off ; but it’s frightfully generous of
him. [Isn't it?”

“Very!” agreed Harry.
gcmli l)}l(l“buun."

“Lshall repay him some day, T hope,™
said Valentine. * lhtt..l]mt’syrutlwl?ain
the air at present—naturally,”

“I supposo so. Ile’s a good man,”
said H:arry. with a twingo of remorse
for the bitterness he had becn fecling
only a few minutes ago. “He's really
one of the best, though he’s rather a
Tartar. I had a lot of trouble with
him last term—>

“Did yout”

“I dare say the fault was more mine
than hi 2

“1 think you can bank on that,” said
Valentine quietly, “He’s a good man,
if ever therc was one.”

“I can seo he's got a champion in this
study, anyhow,” said Harry, smiling.
“But you're right, kid, and I'm going
to bo more careful this term. I've got
into rather a row with him already.”

“I'm sorry for that,” said Valentine
seriously.

“That idiot, Bunter, pulled my leog,”
growled Wharton. “I'm really not to
blame this time. But Quelch, of course,
remembers last term.  I've got two
hundred lines—really for nothing.”

He paused a moment.

“1 was an ass to get my back up. 1
sce that. Come along and see some cf
the fellows, Valentine!”

“Right-ho "’

The two juniors left Study No. 1 to-
gether, Wharton's brief spazm of temper
over and his face cheerful and smiling
again.

Jim Valentine had poured oil on the
troubled waters, and it was, perhaps,
just as well for Harry Wharton that the

oy who had fled from Nosey Clark was
at Greyfriars that day.

“Ile’s a

15—
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As Coker made a grab at Valentine, the slim new junior hooked his leg and up-ended him, in spite of his sinewy grasp and
extensive bulk. Bump! The great Horace pitched forward and his prominent nose embedded iiself in the snow.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Surpris¢ for Bunter!

» ODDY, old chap!”

Peter Todd did not answer
that affectionate address in
words. Ile picked up a

cushion.

Billy Bunter cyed him warily from
the doorway.

Bunler had been busy, sinee the feast
in Study No. 7, cleaning off the remnants
of the fenst that had been plastered over
him,

Sinee then Bunter, much to hie in-
dignation, had found himself unpopular.

A fellow who had stood half the Form
a record spread on the first day of
term might have expocled popularity to
accrue. Lnstead of which, almost every
fellow who saw Buater kicked him.

Tho trouble was, that sfter tho feast
came the reckoning. Coker of the
Fifth really could not be expected to
loso that gorgeous hamper and receive,
in exchange, nothing but a regging
from the Remove.

Mr. Queleh had informed ¥harton,
who passed the nows on to the Roemove,
ihat the hamper had to be paid for.
They admitted that wes only fair and
just. Still, it was extremely irritating
and awkward. ‘Wharton was made
responsible, Mr. Quelch being under
tho impression that hoe was the ring-
leader in the affair. Most of the fellows
were rcady to stand their whack, when

it camo to that.  But some fellows,
human nature being  what it was,
declined to play up in that respeet.

They loft it to Bunter—and, really, it
was up to Bunter! Bat nothing, of
course, was to be expeeted From DBunter,
This littlp Bnancial affair looked liko
being rather Lroublesome before it was
done will.

All the fellows agreed on ono thing

“Oh!"” he gasped. “‘Ow! My hat!”
—that William Ceorge Buntor deserved  “I—I wasn't thinking of tuck, of
to be kicked—hard and often. They coursn!”
kicked him hard and they kicked him  *No, you wouldn’t be,” agreed
often, end Bunter did wot like it in Mauly. “Not in your line at all—
the very lecast. what? But oi"_vou’d like to make your-
In his own study, where the groat Eﬂlj }Jsﬂﬁ_l]— 3is
feast had taken place, Bunter felt that Certainly, old chap!®

he might have cxpected better things.
But it was pluin that he was going to
bo disappointed. Blinking at  Peter
Todd from the door, ready to dodge, he
could sea tha: Toddy was going to bo
a beast, like the rest.

Watching Toddy warily, Dunter
slepped inte the study. The cushion
fiew, and he jumped back through the
doorway just in time.

“Beast 1" roared Dunter,

“(ome in again!” invited Peter
Todd. “T'vo got the inkpot ready.”

Bunter did not come in azain, Ha
rolled wearily down the passage.
Vernon-8mith was in the dJdoorway of
his study, and he reached ont with
his foot as Bunter passed, and landed
quite a good onec.

Tho fat Owl roarsd and seultled on.

It was only too covident that William
George Bunter was unpopuler in his
Form!

Tho door of Stiddy No, 12 was open
and Bunter blinked intfo that apariment
hopefully.  Lord Mauleverer was tho
best-tempered fellow in the Remgve,

“1 say, WManly——"

Manleverer was reelining geacefully an
his siudy sofa. lie lad unpacked two
or three books. Afier this excrtion his
lordship  regquired o rost,

“Yaast” yawned Mauly.

“8hall T bLelp you to unpack, old
chap?"

Lord Aauleveror prinned,

“Nothin® doin’,”” ho answerad. % 1'm

poolin' the tuck with Whariow's loi—
supper in Lheir study.”

“There's & Latin die on the table,
I think—-""

“ Yes, hero it is."

“Hand it to me, will you?"”

“What the thump do you want a Latin
dictionary for, Mauly? There's no prep
to-night—0rst night of term! You're
not mugging up Latin for fun?t”

“Not at ell! But I want that die,
and it's teo much trouble to get up and
got it. sce?” yawned Mauly.

“Well, here you are!” Billy Bunter
lianded over the Latin dictionary.
“PBlessed if T ece what you want it
for.”

“Qnly to chuck at vou, old bean.”

“What?'’ volled Bunter.

“Btand steady!"

Instead of standing steady, Bunter
jumped into tho passage. Ha blinked at
Lord Mauleveror round the corner of
the doovway.

“T.ook here, Mauly, vou ass—'

“1'm lookin®. But I can’t get you
with this dic when [ can only sce vour
silly nose,” complained Lord DMaule-
verer.  “*Show up!”

“You silly as=!” roared Bunter,

* Look hero, Dunter. T can’t hold this
die for ever. It makes a follow tired.
Come into the study !”

“ Bpast 1"’

illy Bunter rolled away again.

After that tremendous feed in Study
No 7.anyone who did not knew Bunter
might have supposed that he would not
bo very anxious about supper.

As o matter of fact, Bunter was guito
ansions It did not take Bunter long
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to recover from the most extensive feed.
He decided to go down to Hall, and
rolled down the Remove staircase with
that object in view. At the foot of tho
Jower staircase he sighted three Fifth
Form fellows—Coker and Potter and
Greeno.

“Oh lor' 1" groaned Bunter.

He did not want to meet Coker of the
Fifth! He trudged wearily up the
Remove staircaso again.

The door of Study No. 1 was half
open, and there was a sound of cheery
voices within, The Famous Five were
all there, and they were making pre-
perations for a study supper on a mag-

nificent scale, though not :F:ita 50
magnilicent as that feast in Study No. 7
had been.

Billy Bunter stopped at Study No, 1.

There were six fellows in tho study,
Bunter could hear a voice that did not
belong to any of tho Famous Five It
had a faint familiarity, as if ho had
heard it before somewhere. So far,
Billy Bunter’s eyes—and spectuclc-s—]uui
not fallen on the new fellow in tho
Remove.

Ho hesitated long at the door. One good
turn deserves another, and after thag
gorgeous spread in Study No, 7 the least
those fellows could do was to ask him
to supper, Bunter considered. Dut the
fat Owl had a forchboding that if he
showed up in Study Ne. 1 he would not
be asked 1o sit down. He was much
more likely to be made to sit up!

“A dozen fellows, at least.” He heard
Bob Cherry’s voice. * Well, there's lots
of tuck—Manly’s lot and ours, and—-—""

“The lotfulness is terrific!”

“We shall havo to get some chairs
along the passage—"

Billy Bunter inserted a fat face and

a glimmering pair of spectacles into the
doorway.

“I say, you fellows, shall' I fetch you
some—some chairs?”

“That fat scoundrel—"’

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Kick Lim!”

o say, you fellows!” gasped
Bunter,  “1 say, don't be beasts, you
know. I stood you a jolly good spread
in my study at tea-time—-"

“And wo're going to get a bill in for
it from Coker!” roared Johnny Dull.

“ Leave that to me,” said Bunter reck-
lessly., “I shull pay it, of course!
Never mind how much it comes to.
Leave it to me."

“ And whero are you going to get tha
cash, you [fat fraud?” demanded
Nugent.

“1'm expecting a postal order——"

“Oh, squash hﬁn

“Kick him!”

“Burst him !”

“I—I—I say, you fellows—" Rilly
Bunter broke off suddenly as lis eyes
fell on the sixth fellow in the study.

He blinked at that follow in blank
astonishment, his eyes almost bulging
through his speetacles. Ho forgot even
supper in his amazcment.

‘Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter. “Jim
Valentina! 1 say, you fellows, what is
that fellow doing here?”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Keeping it Dark !
IM VALENTINE was staring at
Bunter.
j Ho had forgotten the existenco
of the fat fel%ow he had seen at
Wharton Lodge, never dreaming that
he would ever see him again.
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But _he knew him at once when he
saw him.

Buntor was a fcllow whose appear-
ance was casily remembered. 1lis cir-
cumference leaped to the eye.

Bob Cherry had lifted his foot to
assist Bunter into the passage. He
dropped it again, and stared,

All the Co. had joined up cheerily
with Jim Valentine, finding him a
Greyfriars man. 1t was tacitly under-
stood that they were going to say
nothing about his former mysterious
and questionablo connections. They
had rather forgotten about Bunter, and
the faet that he had seen Valentine in
tho holidays. And had, of course,
licard a srunt deal of discussion about
him at Wharton Lodge. Even had he
not seen him, Bunter would have re-
membered his name as soon as he heard
it spoken at Greyfriars. But he had
seen him, and evidently he recognised
him at once. Ho was gazing st him in
blank amazement.

There was a rather painful silence in
the study. Jim Valentine broke it.

“Is that chap here—I mean, is he a
Greyfriars chap?” he asked.

“Yes; that's Bunter,” said Iarry.

“Oh, my hat!”

Bunter found his voice.

“1I say, you fellows, that's Valentine !
That’s the chap who was TUnning away
fromn those crooks—Noscy Clark, wasn's
the name? 1 say, what have you got
him here for? You'll get into a row
if Quelch sees him.”

“You fat owl!" growled Bob Cherry.

Valentine’s handsome faco paled a
little. He set his lips.

“I say, you fellows!” Bunter fairly
E:asped. “Suppose the Head knew that
ellow was here—"

** Fathead !”

“1'm not_foing to tell anybody, of
course,” said Bunter. “I'm not a
sneak ! 8till, you'd get into a row.”

“ My esteemed idiotic Bunter——"

“But what the thump have vou got
him here for?” demanded Bunter.
“lHow on earth did he turn up at

ireyfriars?  Is this man Noscy still
after you, Valentine ¢”

Valentine made no answer to that.

" You frubjous owl ! grunted Johnny
Bull. “Shut up!_ Valentine's a Grey-
friars man now! He's in tho Remove 1”

“Gammon ! grinned Bunter.

“You silly ass!” oxclaimed Harry
Wharton. *Can’t you see it's so?
Valentine belongs to this study,”

“Pile it on ! griuned Bunter.

“It's true, you fat fool!” snupped
Wharton.

“'That chap a Greyfviars man!” re-

peated Bunter. “Look here! What's
the good of trying to pull my leg? If
he is, 1'll bet you the llead dynn't ltnow
anything about Nosey Clark. e, he,

he!”

“You burbling bandersnateh " said
Bob. *Valentine’s a new kid here, and
he’s seen the Head, and seen Quelely.”

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

It was borna in upon Billy Bunter's
fat brain that it was true.

“Well, my hat!" said DPunter.
“Fancy finding him here! I thought
he was a crook or something, mixed up
with that gang, you know.”

“You howling ass!”

“You pernicious and preposterous
idiot—"

*Well, what was a fcllow to think?”
said Bunter. “Ho was jolly well mixed
up with them, and they were aftor him,
Still, if you follows are friendly with
Lhim, 1 ‘don't mind Dbeing {ricndly.
What about supper?”

Billy Bunter came back to the really
important topic.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
rather uncasy looks. Obviously it was
better, in Jim Valentine’s wow carcer
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as & Greyfriars man, for nothing to be
said about Noscy Clark & Co. That
was easy encugh, so far as the Famous
Five were concerned. It was mot so
easy with Bunter. To koep Bunter
from tattling about what did not con-
cern him, was & task that might navo
made a thirteenth labour for Hercules
harder than any of the other twelve.
Wharton decided to make the effort,
however.

" Look bere, Bunter,” ho said quietly,
“Valentine’s a (reyfriars man now—au
Remove man like the rest of us.
There's no need o jaw about anything
that happened while you were staying
at my place at Christmas—see ?”

“0Oh!” said Bunter,

He saw!

And be grinned.

“The least said the sooner the cracked
pitcher goes to the well, as the English
Erovcrb_ remarks,” said Hurree Jamsot

am_ Singh.

“He, he, he!”

“Do you understand, you sniggering F

rhinoceros ?” growled Bob.

“QOh, yes, rather!” grinned Buntor.
“Rely on me, old chaps! I'm not a
fellow for tattling, as you know.”

Oh, my hat!”
Not like somo fellows I eould
name,” said Bunter. “I'll keep it dark,
if that’s what you want. I can keep a
secrct—trust me! If it gets out in the
school, it will be through you fellows
abbling. You know what a gabbling
ot you arc.”

“
«

“Why, you fat freak——" roared
Johnny Bull.
“Mum’s the word.” said Duntoer.

*“That's all right.
supper 7

“Oh, buzz off I”

“T'll buzz off, if wou like,” said
Buntor, with dignity. “I'm not a fol-
low to butt in where my company’s not
appreciated, I hope. Of course, if you
don’t treat me as a pal, you can hardly
expect me to keep sccrels for you.”

“You can stay to supper, Bunter,”
said Wharton hastily,

“That's hardly the way to put it,
Wharton. If you mean that you want
me to stay to supper, and ask me
decently—*

Wharton breatlicd hard.

“Look here, you fellows,” said Jim
Valentine restively, “you needn't bother
on mv account.”

“That’s all right,” said Harry. “Stay
to supper, Bunter. Look here, lend a
hand getting the things unpacked.”

“Right-ho, old fellow!” said Bunter.
“I say, those mince pies look good!
Mind if I try one or two to sce what
they're like?”

Without waiting for a reply Billy
Punter proceeded to try the mince pies.
He went on trying them, withour &
pause, while tiy;e preparations for
suﬁupe.r went on.  The fact that all tho
fellows in the study yearned to kick
him into the passage did not worry
Billy Bunter in the least. Bo long as
he wasn't kicked into the passage, that
was all vight.

Supper was ready at last, and the
guesls began to arrive.  Lord Maule-
verer came in, and Vernon-Smith and
Tom Redwing, Squiff and Tom Brown,
Toddy and Hazeldene, Penfold amd
Newland, and more fellows. Study
No. 1 was filled to caparity. There was
& faint cloud on Jim Valentine’s kand
some face—Dilly Bunter had given him
rather & shock. But Buunter soon for-
got Valentine’s existence in his deep
interest in the foodstufis.

It was gquite a merry supper in Study
No. 1. The study wasm:.-crnwdcd—-iu
fact, a little over-crowded. But Re-
move fellows were used to that on such

Now, what about

festive oocasions. The supply of tuck
was ample and good, end that was the
chief thing. Valentine was soon quite
at his casc in the cheery crowd, and he
forgot Bunter.

It was not till the function was nearl
over that Billy Bunter, having {)8&)1{95
away all that even his extensive interior
could hold, remembered Valentine, and
the fact that something like a secret
had been confided to his keeping. He
nudged Peter Todd, who was next to
him.

“Noticed that new chap, Toddy?” he
whispered.

“Eh—yes? What about him?” asked
Toddy indifferently.

“Ilis name’s Valentine,” whispered
Bunter. “I've scon him before.”

“Know him?” said Peter, without
much interest.

“Well, I should hardly know him,
considermg; his  conncctions,”  said
Bunter. *But I've scen him before.
¢, he, he !

Bob Cherry gave the fat Owl a glare
across tho table.

Bunter winked in responsec.

“All right, old chap! TI'm not going
to say anything,” he said. “Mum’s the
word, old fellow! Don’t you worry!”

And Bunter sniggered.

l

HE'S STARTED THE NEW |

YEAR WELL!

HE'S WON A SPLENDID
POCKET WALLET!

I Congratulations to Edward Laid-

law, of Brockmoor Farm, West
Sleekburn, Choppington, who sent

inthefollowing Greyfriarslimerick:
Coker's jigger’s an old curiosity, !
But it speeds with amazing
vealocity.
While Horace, begoggled,
Iz jolted and joggled,
Attempting to quell its ferocity.

“What's the jolly old joke?” asked
the Bounder, staring at Bunier.

“0Oh! Nothing!” answered the Qwl
of the Remove. “I'm not going to-tell
you anytlliug about Valentine, Smithy!”

“About Valentine?”’ Smithy glanced
round at the new junior. “What is that
fat asws driving at®”

“Talking rot, as usual!” grunted Dob
Cherry.

“QOh. really, Cherry—"

“The jawlulness of the esteemed
Buanter is 1oo terrifie,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh,

“Oh, really, Inky!
say anything,” said Buanter.
keep a seeret, I suppose.”

“&o there's a sceret, is there ' asked
Hazeldene, “Coungh it up, Bunter!
You may as well tell us to-day as to-
morrow.”

“1la, ha, ha!”

“Yaroooh !” roared Bunter,

I'm not going to
“1 ean

“Who's

that hacking me wunder the table?
Wheoop  Look here, you beast—"
“IIa. ha, ha!"?

When the supper-party in Study No, 1
broke up, Billy Dunter hooked on to
Veruon-Smith as the Dounder went up
the passago.

“1 say, Smithy——" TIlis fat whisper
was audible in Btudy No. 1. “I say,
that new kid, Valentine—you'd never
guess— He, he, he!”

It did not look as il the secrot would
be kept long. That supper for Bunter
had been a sheer wastel

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Takers !

IM VALENTINE took his place in
the Remove the following morning.
Settling down to the collar, for the
new term was not o process that

most Remove fellows enjoyed ; but there
was an expression of cheery satisfaction
on Valenline’s face that drew more
than one kindly glance from his Form
master,

The other fellows had not been
through expericnces like his; and to
them the dusky old Form-rocom was not
the haven of refuge, the safe harbour
after a perilous vovage, that it was to
the boy who had been called “ Dick the
Peoman ”  in Nosey Clark's gang.
Judging by his looks, Jim might have
becn enjoying class with Mr, Quelch—
which the most studions fcllow in the
Remove seldom did.

He came out in break with the
Famous Five, who considered that it was
up to them to show the new kid somnc
attention, The other fellows were civil
enough to him—some of them friendly.
Some fellows gave him rather curious
glances, however. Billy Bunter was
“keeping it dark ** in his own way; and
his nods and winks and mysterious hints
Lad roused some curiosity about Valen-
tine. But he looked a decent follow,
and was evidently on pally terms with
the leaders of the Fonm, and that was
good enough for most of the Remove.

There was still some snow in the quad,
under the old elms, and Valentine
joined cheerily in snowballing Coker of
the Fifth, a morry crowd of Removiles
driving that great man across the quad
under a regular fusillade, mueh to his
indignant wrath. Billy Bunter was look-
ing for Valentine in break, having
something very special to say to him;
but Bob Cherry, perhaps by accident,
gave Bunter a snowball that hud been
knecaded for Coker, and the fat Owl
retired splultering,

It was as the Remove went in for
third school that Bunter found an op-
portunity of speaking to Valentine--and
he spoke in & stage whisper audible to
half the Form.

“I say, old chap, I haven’t said any-
thing, yon know !’ said Bunter.

Instead of expressing grateful acknow-
ledgment, ns Bunter doubtless expected,
Valentine walked to his place, as if deaf,
taking no notice of Bunter at all.

The fat Owl blinked alter him rather
indignantly.

This was not the sort of treatment
Bunter expected from a fellow to whom
he was doing kind and genorous
favours.

The 0wl of the Remove decided, in
his fat mind, that the sooner the fellow
learned that he had better be civil, the
better it would be for him.

After third school, he hooked on to
the new junior as the Remove caine out,
grabbing his arm with a fat paw.

Valentino shook his arm impatiently.
But Bunter held on.

“I've got something to say to you, old
chap,” explained Bunier, “Hang on a
minute.  It’s rather important.”

* (Cuat it short, then,” said Valentine.

“Oh, really, you know! A letter I was
expecting this morning haso’t come,”
gaid Bunter, blinking at him. “1 was
cxpccting a postal order, old chap.”

“ Well ¥ said Valentine impatiently,

“Well, it hasn't come.”

“Ts that all7”

* As we're friends,” said Bunter, with
quict dignity, “1T thought that you
wouldn't mind lending me the pound.”

¥aicentine laughed.

“Sorry, I've no pounds to lend,” he
answered.
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“I mean, the ten shillings—""

“8Sorry, I've no ten shillings
lend—"

“That is to say, the five bob—""

“Make it twopence!” suggested Val-
cntine.

“Of course, I mean it only as a
temporary loan,” explained Bunter, un-
heeding that suggestion. ““My postal
order will be hero this afterncon. It's
from one of my titled relations, you
know! Lend me the half-crown—"

“ BOW.“,OW !’)

Billy Bunter frowned. Iaving re-
duced the amount of the postal order
to half-a-crown, Bunter expected the new
fellow to play up. If the fellow was
short of cash, Bunter was prepared to

to

temper the wind to the shorn Jamb, as |,

it were. DBut half-acrown was the
minimum, 2

““Now, look here, Valentine,” he said,
“one good turn deserves another. You
seo that? I'm doing you favours! I'm
not the fellow to make a song about it.
8till, there it is! A half-crown isn't
much—especially as I shall square to-
morrow morning, when my postal order
comes. What about it?”’

“If you mean that you want me to
give you half-a-crown to hold your silly
tongue, forget itl” was Valentine's
answer,

“Why, you—you—you checky rotter !”
gasped Bunter.” “I've a jolly good mind
to punch your checky head! Like me to
tell all the fellows about Nosey Clark?”

Jim Valentine gave Bunter a_look;
and then, grasping him by his fat
shoulders, sat him down on the quad,
hard.

Bunter roared.

Valentine walked away with a knitted

row, leaving him to roar,

“Ow!l Beast! Oh crikey! Wow! I
say, Toddy, give a chap a hand up!?

cter Todd came along, and kindly

gave o chap a hand up, But as he

%raspe(l Bunter’s ear for the purpose,
unter did not seem grateful,

“Ow! Beast! ggo my oar!” he
roared. “Wow! Yah! Beast!” Bunter
rubbed his ear. “Wow! I say, Toddy,
sce that chap Valentine—*

“I'm not blind ¥’

“Well, T know something about him,”
said Bunter. **I was going to keep it
dark, but he’s cheeky, and I jolly well

won't, see? I'm going to tell you all
about him, Toddy I”
“Your mistake—you're not!” said

Poter. “S8it down again.”

“Yaroooh I” roared Bunter, as he sat
down agnin with a bump. Peter Todd
walked off, grinning.

Billy Bunter scrambled up in wrath.
Toddy did not seem inquisitive on the
subject of the new fellow. But tho
angry and indignant Owl was not going
to keep scerets for a fellow who did not
understand that one good turn deserved
another. He hooked on to Squiff.

“I say, Field, you saw that chap
Valentine in  Wharton’s study last
night—""

“What about it, fathead?” asked the
Australian junior.

“He's an awfully shady fellow,” said
Dunter impressively, Fearfully bad
character, mixed up with a lot of
crooks.”

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field stared
blankly at Bunter.

“Potty 7’ he asked.

“I'm telling you, old chap, because
you'ro captain of the Remove and I
think you ought to know,” said Bunter.
“That shady rotter is some sort uf an
awful character—-*

“Turn round !” said Squiff.

“Eh? What for1”

“I'm going to kick

e Wh{, you silly idiot—'' gasped

Tue Maexer LiBRary.—No. 1,2)3.

ou !”

Bunter. “Mcan to say you don't
believe me?”

“Believe you? Well, not quite! But
you mustn’t make up these yarns about
fellows,” said Squitf.  “ Will you turn
round 7"

“No!” yelled Bunter. “I won't!”

Squiff grasped the fat Owl and
slewed him round. In horrid anticipa-
tion of what was coming, Bunter started
to run. Squifl’s foot caught him as he
started, and accelerated him. He flow.

“Wow! DBeast! Wow!™ howled
Bunter.

Apparently, Bunter’s  remarkable
statements concerning the new fellow
were not believed. But it was no new
experience for Billy Bunter not to be
clieved! It was quite an old ex-
pericnce ! i

He bore down on Mark Linley as the
latter came out of the House.

“1 say, Linley, there’s something I
ought to tell you, as you're head boy of
the Form,” ho suid. *'That new chap,
Valentine—"" .

“I hear you've been talking about
that chap, Bunter,” said the Lancashiro
junior quietly. *“You'd better be a bit
careful I”

“1 happen to know that
up in a gang of crooks—

“Oh, my hat!” -

“I fancy he's a crook himself—"

“I think I'd get rid of fancies liko
that, Bunter,” said Mark, laughing, “I
suppose it's no good trying to knock any
senso into your silly head. Still, I'l]
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E’aking Bunter by the collar, Mark
tapped his bullet hecad against the
House, There was a fearful yell from
Bunter.

“ Yaroooooooh I <

Mark left him rubbing his head.
Whether he had knocked any sense into
it was doubtful, but it seemed to be
rather damaged.

“Well, of all the beasts!” gasped
Bunter. “Muaking out that a fellow’s
telling whoppers! Of all the rotters!”

Really, it was rather hard not ta be
believed when the fat Owl was telling
the truth for once. But Bunter's
reputation was against him, The mere
fact that Bunter made o statement ren-
dered it & doubtful one in the opinion
of fellows who knew Bunter.

Skinner & Co. came along, and Bunter
hastened to join them, Skinner was
a fellow who was always glad to hear
anything against anybody. Bunter felt
that he would have a sympathetic heaver
in 8kinner, at least,

‘I say, you fellows, hold on!” ex-
claimed Bunter. “I've got something
to tell you—you'll be surprised!”

“Has your postal order come 7* asked
Skinner.

“Ehl Nol”?

“Well, that would have surprised us.”

Snoop and Stott chortled.

*“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Bunter
pecvishly, “It's about that new chap,
Valentine! I know all about him 1

Skinner winked at Snoop and Stott,

“Pile in!” he said.

“I met him in the hols, you know,”
said Bunter. “I was staying at Whar-
ton Lodgel Not much of a place for
a fellow like me to stay at over Christ-

he was mixed
”

mas, but Wharton begged me to
come—"
“8Sat up and begged, I've no doubt,”

agreed Skinner. “Fellows are so aw-
fully anxious to have you for the hols.
I've noticed it.”

“Oh, really, Skinner! Well, while I
was there that fellow Valentine turned
u »

“I fancied Wharton knew him before
he came,” remarked Stott. “They
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iq?]nied rather friendly, Looks a decent
1d.

. “Looks ain’t everything,” said Bunter
impressively,

. “Hard luck on you, old fat bean,
if they were,” remarked Skinner.

“Beast! I mean, listen to me, old
chap! That fellow Valentine was run-
ning away from a gang of crooks—"

" Sub—tiue;I the Gang of Crooks !” said
Skimner. “Who paid for your ticket
when you saw that film, Bunteri”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter. “I'm
not telling you about a film, I'm tell-
g you the truth [

“You're telling the truth 2” ejaculated

inner,

“Yes 1” hooted Bunter.

“Are these sudden changes good for
the health?” inquired Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha[”

“ You—you—you silly fathead! I tell
you that fellow Valentine was a crook,
or something—anyhow, he was mixed up
with a gang of crooks, and he was run-
ning away, and Wharton helped him—
took him in, you know—"

. '?";and now you're trying to take me
in

*“Oh, don’t be a funny idiot! Whar-
ton took him in, and—and hid him so
that the crooks couldn’t find him! And
they came after him—I believe they’re
after him now. He’s a bad character
—some fearful bad character—and
Whlm:iw? and his lot know it as well
as o [”

“Looks like it, doesn’t it?” grinned
Skinner, with a glance at the Famous
Five, who were walking in the quad

with Jim Valentine, the wholo 'lllttlo
crowd of 'gmiors chatting amicably,
Snoop and Stott chuckled, Really, the
Famous Five were not fellows whom
oven Skinner could suspect of making
friends with a fearful bad character.

“They’re keeping it dark,” said
Bunter—* keeping the sceret for him,
you know—making out that he's all
right. But I know what I know., I'm
telling you fellows because—"

“Because you tkink we're
enou‘fh to swallow a yarn liko that?”
asked Skinner. “We're not, old bean—
not in your lifetime! Tell us an easier
one 1?

“It's true!” yelled Bunter.

“Be reasonable,” wurged Skinner.
“IHow can it be true when it's you
that's telling it7 The two things don’t
go together ”

“You silly dummy—"

Skinner & Co. walked on, laughing.
Bi]]{ Bunter snorted with disgust.
Really, it looked as if Bunter’s latest
would find no takers in the Remove,

reen

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Luck !

“ OTTEN!* said Bob Cherry
R sympathetically.
"'{zho rottenfulness is
terrilie,™ Iurres

Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton gave a grunt,

“Can't be helped |” he said. “You
fellows cut off.”

It was after tea in Study No. 1. Two
hundred lines, awarded to Wharton for
the affair of Coker the day before, had
to be handed in by half-past six, and
thero was no' a lot of time left to geo
them done.

He cleared a space on the study table,
sorted out imi:ot paper, and prepared
to get on with it—not in the best of
humours, There was a Form meeting in
the Rag after tea, which Wharton did
not want to mriss, but he had to miss it.

“I suppose a fellow couldn’t lend you

agreed
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““I say, you fellows—yarooh ! ** spluttered Bunter.

a ripping spread—yow-ow-ow-ow !

““If this is what you call gratitude—whoop [—after I've stood you
The fat junior wriggled and squirmed as treacle was emptied over his head,

jam tarts squeezed down his neck, a cream puff flattened on his fat cheek, and a crusty roll thrust into his capacious mouth,

a hand ?” said Frank Nugent, “Quelely
is rather too wide for that.”

“Sure to spot itl" growled Wharton.

“Thoe widefulness is too terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The
absurd Quelch is a downy bird, and the
spotfulness would be a deadly cert.”

“I'd be glad to help, if you like—"
began Jim Valentine.

Wharton shook his head.

“You don't know Quelch—he's
keen,” he answered.

Valentine opened his lips—and closed
them again. He would have been glad
to help, and he could have helped casily
cnough if the chums of the Remove had
only known it. “Dick the Penman ” had
only to sco & sample of any hand to
imitate it with such accuracy that the
keenest eye could have detected po
difference., 1. was that strange and
dangerous gift of penmanship that made
him so valuable to Nosey Clark's gang.

But he reahsed very clearly that it
would not be wise to let that peculiar
gift become known at Greyfriars School.

“Cut off, yon men !” said Harry, “T'll
et through with it! I'm going to bo
good this term—if Quelch will give me
a chanee! Leave me to it 1™

And his friends left hin to it, glad
at all events that he was tocing the
line, and that there was to Le no more
reckless rebolliousness of last term.

Having made up his mind to the
task, Wharton set to work industriously.

Two hundred hnes of Virgil was not
a light matter. But he laboured at it
scdulously, and line after line ran from
bis pen.

Two or three fellows looked into the
study to ask if he was coming down, but
he shook his head at every inguirer.
Squiff, who was captain of the Remove,
stayed to speak a word or two.

too

“Look here, you're an ass to get lines
to-day,” said the Australian junior.
“You ought to be at the mecting.”
“Can't iu helped 17

“I'm going to propose a mew clection
—and put it to the fellows,” said Squiff.
“You're gomng to be captain of the
F'orm again this term, old bean.”

“Oh, rot!” said Harry.

Squiff laughed.

“Well, I mean 1it,” he said. “Now
you've chucked playing the goat, it's
your job, and I'm handing it back. I'm

going to raiso the question at the
meeting.”

And BSguifi walked away, lcaving
Wharton in a thoughtful mood, Ilow-

ever, the lines had to be done, and he
resutned scribbling.  That impot really
wus undeserved had Mr. Quelch only
known it, but Wharton had to realise
that Mr. Queleh did not know that, lo
was resolved not to be sulky or rebel-
lious, nnd to take in the lines at the
preseribed time. Morcover, the morrow
was a half-holiday, the first of the term,
and he did not want to risk getting a

detention, The Famous Five wero
going  over to Higzhehife to svo
Courtenay ana the Caterpillar that

half-holiday.

Ie seribbled away industriously, and
the impot was nearly finished when
Billy Bunter’s fat face appeared in the
study doorway.

“Oh, you're here 1” cjaculated Bunter.
“Ain’t you going to the meeting in
the Rag, Wharton?”

“Cut off !

“1 say. old chap, vou'd bettor go to
the meeting.” uarged Bunter, “Tho
fellows will mess vou, you know.”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“There's nothing n the cupboard,
Bunter! Cut off 12

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“For dness' sake roll away!” ex-
claimed Wharton, “I've a dozen more
lines to write, and 1t's closo on half-

ast.”

“Well, I'm not interrupting you,”
said Bunter, blinking at him. “I say,

“Get out !”

“Did 1 mention to you that I was
cxpecling a postal order 1” asked Bunter,

“Shut up1”

“There’s been some delay in the post,”
said tho fat Owl. “It hasn't come,
Wharton. I say—would you bolieve it—
that rotter Valentine refused to lend
me  half-a-crown when 1'm doing the
fellow favours you know—keeping his
shady scerets and all that!”

Seratch, scratch, seratch! went the
busy pen. Closing his cars to the dulcet
tones of William George Bunter, Whar-
ton raced on with thoe lines.

“It's a bit thick, isn't it?” pursued
Bunter.  “Look here, Wharton. my
postal order hasn’t come, and consider-
g that vou've asked me to keep it
dark about that fellow Valentine %

“Will you shut up?” shricked Whar-
fon. “You've made me miss a couple
of words—"

“0Oh, that’s all right! Quelelh won't
notice,” said Dunter. * Besides, what do
vou care? You're always ragging old
Quelch. At least, vyou were last term,
and 1 don't suppoze you've changed.
Heo, he, ha! Look here, old chap—"

“You blithering, blathering, burbling
bandersnateh 1" \Wharton laid down the
pen and grabbed up a cushion. *“Get
out I

Bunter jumped to the door.

But he did not escapo the enshion. It
landed on the back of his neek as he
(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)
jﬁped, and Bunter went headlong into

the passage.

He landed there on his fat hands and
knees, roaring. The cushion landed
beside him.

Wharton resumed seribbling.

“0Ow! Beast!” roared Bunter. “Yah!
Rotter! Wow I”

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet.

Bunter was hurt, and Bunter was
wrathy. He grabbed up the cushion,
and turned back into the doorway.
hiz! The cushion flew into the
study.
Crash 1
It landed.

Bunter had intended it for the head
bent over the table. But the fat Owl’s
aim was never good.

It crashed on the inkpot, knocked it
over, and sent it rolling, with a stream
?f ink, over Wharton’s almost finished
ines.

There was a yell of wrath from the
hapless Wharton. It wanted only two
or three minutes to half-past six, when
the impot had to be handed in. Only a
o(_:utrl'e of lines remained to be written.
And now the whole impot was swamped
with flowing ink! Tt was not in a state
in which it could be handed to any
Form master—especially Mr, Quelch !

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. *He,
%g.l}’m | Berve you jolly well right ! He,

e

“My hat! I'll—T'I1—

Wharton made a jump for the door.
Billy Bunter, like the guests in Maec-

th, stood not upon the order of his
going, but went at once. ¥e fairly
whizzed up the Remove passage. The
door of Study No. 7 was slammed and
locked.

Harry Wharton looked in utter dis-
may at his impot. It was swamped,
smothered, and soaked. most of it quite
illegible. It dripped with ink

“Oh erumbs |” he gasped.

Half-past six began to chime as he
stood staring at the ruined impot. Ho
hurried out of the study.

Taking the soaked ami' dripping impot
to Quelch was out of the question. Bui
thore was time to arrive at the Form
mastor’s study and explain the accident.

uelch, of course, would tell him to do
the lines again, Such accidents were not
supposed to happen. That could not
be helped. But as the Remove master
was expecting him at half-past six, he
had to go.

He was only a couple of minutes late
when he arrived rather breathlessly in
Masters' Studies and tapped at Mr.
Quelch’s door.

“Come in!"”

Wharton entered. Mr. Quelch glanced
at him, not unkindly: but us ﬁe saw
that the junior came empty-handed, his
face set. ” Without waiting for Wharton
to speak, he rapped out:

“Where are your lines, Wharton 7
% I'\ﬂ;:’ had an accident with them
sir—

Mr. Quelch held up his hand.

“That will do, Wharton! You were
dirceted to bring me two hundred lines
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at half-past six,
so !

“ A fellow upset some ink—"

“Possibly,” said Mr. Queloh very dryly.
“Listen to me, Wharton! It is my
desire, my intention, to give you every
chance. I am extremely unmlhn% to
remember your bad record of the last
term against you. You compel me to do
so. Yesterday you appear to have been
the ringleader in an outrageous prank,
to call it by no worse a name. Desiring to
be as lenient as possible with g'nu, I gave
yoy what you must yourself admit to
be a wvery lenient punishment—two
hondred lines. Now you come to me
without the lines and with an excuse.”

“But, sir—" I

“I repeat, Wharton, that I desire to
hear no excuses. Your imposition is
doubled, and you will bring it to my
study to-morrow, by tea-time. I hope,”
added Mr. Quelch, with an ominous
look, “that that will be the end of the
matter.”

“But, sir, I had—"

“’Tha.t will do, Wharton! ¥You may

0- L
“If you will let me explain, siv—"

“You are wasting my time, Wharton.
Leave my study!”

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath,
and his eyes gleamed. Mr. Quelch
turned away from him and busied him-
self with papers on his desk. For a
moment the junior looked at him with
gleaming eyes, and then he quietly
turned and left the study. His face was
set :rith anger and resentment as he
went,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Scapegrace Again !

RANK NUGENT came cheerily
F into Study No. 1. He looked
rather surprised as he saw how
Wharton was occupied there.
Wharton was stufling the inky impo-
sition into the fire and jaomming it
down with the poker. H'!is face was
clouded and angry, and Nugent's heart
sank a little as he saw it. Only too
well he knew that expression on Whar-
ton's face.

“ Anything up, old chap " he asked,

Wharton looked round.

“Only Quelch at it again!” he mut-
tered.

Frank's face became very grave.

“Not trouble with Quelch?”

“Yes,” said Wharton shortly.

“Harry, old chap, for goodness’ sake
don’t let that begin again!” exclaimed
I'rank anxiously.

“How can I help it?” snapped Whar-
ton. “Quelch can’t forget last term.
Ile's gol his eye on me like a hawk.”

“You ean’t expeet him to forget it all
al once, old fellow. You can soon set
his mind at rest if you play up.”

“Looks like it!” growled Wharton.
“1 got those lines E)r nothing. You
know thut as well as I do.”

“Quelch didn’t,” said Nugent quictly,
“IHaven't you done the lines, Ilavry?
We left you here doing them.”

“That idiot Bunter mopped the ink
over them when 1'd nearly linished., 1
went to Quelch, and he refused to hear
a word. Was it my fault that that Fav
dummy spoiled the itipot?” demanded
Wharton savagely.

“Well, what's the upshot ?”

“Impot doubled—which means stop-
ping in to-morrow afternoon and put-
ting in the first half-holiday of the term
writing lines—if I writo them.”

gl Iimpe there’s no “if' about 1,
Harry.”

“L'here is. I'm not going to dn them !
I've done my impot once, and that's

You have not done that!”
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answored Wharton,  “Quelch
had a right to tell me to do it over
again. He has no right to double it
because a clumsy duffer mucked it up.”

“It’s hard luck,” said Frank. *But
it's no good playing the goat. You
can’t blame Quelch for being a bit stiff,
after all the troubles and rows of last
term. I euppose he thinks you're be-
ginning that Eame again.”

“Well, he shouldn't.”

“You can't expect——"

““ Oh, rot !* broke in Wharton irritably.
Of course, Quelch is in the right and
I'm in the wrong. I know that, of
course.”

“You ought to know it, at least,”
came a quiet voice from the doorway.

Harry Wharton started, and glanced
in that dircction. He had not noticed
Jim Valentine coming in after Nugent.

“Oh! Is that your opinion, Valen-
tine?” he snappe:f: “Would you mind
keeping it to yourself till you're asked
for it?”

Valentine looked at him steadily.

“I've been hearing something about
your scrapes last term, Wharton,” he
said. “I couldn’t quite make it all out.
but I can now. This is the first time
've seen you in & silly temper.”

“What 1

Nugent smiled involuntarily.

“You're making a fool of yourself,
Wharton,” said Valentine coolly. “From
what I've heard, you played the giddy
ox last term to such an extent that you
nearly got sacked. It's up to you to
play up this term and show that you
mean business.”

“Will you keep your advice till it's
asked for?” snapped Wharton. “I'm
not going to do the lincs, at any rate,
and Oueleh can do anything he likes.”

“That will mean a lot of trouble,”
said Valentine.

“Let it 1"

“It means all the old trouble over
again, Harry,” said Nugent anxiously.

“That's not my fault [”

“It is your fault,” said Valentine
sharply, “and you'd see it if you hadn't
got your silly ﬂnck up over nothing, or
next to nothing."

“T'vo asked you to mind your cwn
business, Valentine " said Harry Whar-
ton, with a dangerous look at the new
junior.  “If youw're asking for a row
you won't have to ask twice.”

“For goodness’ sake don't wvou two
begin to rag I" exclaimed Nugent. “We
had rows enongh in this study last
torm.”

“I'm not going lo rag” said
Valentine quietly. “I owe you too much
to quarrel with you, Wharton, if 1 can
help it.”

“You needn’t let that worry you—and
you don't owe mo anything, either. Get
on with it if you want to.”

“Thanks; I don’t want to,” said
Valentine dryly, and he walked out of
the study to avoid further argument.

“ Look here, llarry——" zaid Nugent
unecasily.

€
1

“Oh, let it drop!” said Wharton.
“What's the good of jawing? I'm not
going to stay in to-morrow afiericon

writing lines—I know that.”

“That isn't neccssary—after tea fo-
morrow——"

“Quelch wants the four hundred lines
by ica-time.”

“Then you musk
Nugent earnestly.

“Well, I won'tI”

When Wharton spoke i that tone
Frank knew that it was useless to arguc
further.  He left the study, leaving
Wharton to his own angry mood.

Ile did not como back to Study No. 1
till it was time for prop, and then Jim
Valentine came with him, Wharton was

stay in,” =said
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there, gotting out his books, with a
zoaded face.

_All tho obstinacy in his nature—and
dere was a great deal—had been roused
=7 the sense of injustice, and his mind
was irrevocably made up. He had said
s=at he would not do t\lm lines, and he
meang.it. The scapegraco of the school,
=== fellow who had been in constant hot
water all through the previous term, had
mme to lifo again, with a vengeance.
_After one look at his face Nugent
Z2cided not to speak, avrd the three
Jumiors sat down to prep in silence.

_ Wharton remained savagely silent all
warough prep.

Frank Nugent spoke to Valentine a
g2cd many times, giving him a little
assistance, which ho neceded as a new

follow. Neither of them addressed
Wharton once.

When prep was over they were glad to
get. out of the study. The atmospherc of
tudy No. 1 was decidedly chilly.

Wharton was left alono again, more
irritated than ever. A few minules
later Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh looked in, on their way
down to the Rag after prep.

“Hallo, halle, hallo|” bawled Bob.
“You fellows finished 1"’

“Nugent and Valentino kave gone
down,” said Wharton shortly.

The three juniors looked at him, read

the expression on his face, and
exchanged glances.

“What's  up?” asked DBob very
quietly.
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“Nothing »

“My esteemed and absurd Whar-
ton—"" said the nabol gently.

“Look here, are yo1 rowing again in
this study ¥ asked Johnny Bull. “I
thought there was something up, when
I saw Franky before prep.”

“I’vo not rowed with anybody, that I
know of. Nugent thinks—as usual—that
Queleh is in the right and 'm in the
wrong, that's all. It's a diffcrence of
opinion.”

“Trouble with Quelch?” asked Bob
dismally.

I‘Yes Il]

“For pgoodness’ sake keep clear of
that!” said Johnny Bull. “I should

(Continued on next page.)

An Affair of Luck!

HERE is an important question
I which is frequently discussed at
this period of the season: What
sort of foothall wins the Cup?
© :rers of many clubs want to find the
i=swer to that question, for it is safe
32 say that to bo in a Cup-winning side
x the chief ambition of every first-class
fzotballer. f
International caps aro valued, of
zcurse, and it is also good to be in a
ude which gains promotion or carries
cd@ a championship. DBut the most
srized possession of the footballer is
e goIS medal which tells the world
*=2at ho was in 2 side which won the
Cup. Obviously there is no short and
sire way to Cup-winning. If there
were, then some sct of players wounld
j2st go on winning the trophy scason
afier season,

It is not even true to say that the
best team of the season wins the
Cup. Evidence of this is provided
by the fact that the same team has
not won the championship of the
First Division and the English
Cup in the same secason for thirly-
flve yeurs,

The Cup competition is, to a much
greater extent than the League com-
petition, an affair of Juck. The better
ede does not always win any particular
mateh. A mis-kick here, a chance shot
tzere, may mean the difference between
victory and defeat in the Cup competi-
uion. That the same applies to the
League is true in a way, of course. But
Zuring a long scason the luck of the
Icaguo games evens itself out more or
less,  One bit of bad luck, however,
cften means that a good team goces right
cut of the compctition.

Play Your Natural Game !

S I am, however, asked to reply
ﬁ to a question as to what sort of
{footbull is most likely to win
the Cup, I must say something
ca this head, In the first place, I am
2bsolutely convinced that it is a big
mistake for football teams to imagine
tzat somo particular style of play is
zecessary in order that success should
come in the Cup competition, Tho
words “ty}ncal Cup team ” are often
zsed, but for my part I don't believe
there 15 any such thinz, I'he style of
football which is good cnough to win
League games Is good enough to win
Cup games, ond I am quite sure that
many a football team has failed to
make its mark in the Cup competition
ts clearly as it should have dono be-
cause, when playing in a Cuptie, the
players of those teams have changed
taeir style.

SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED

HERE.

Our sporting contributor is one of the
He'll solve all your Soccer problems

CALLING/'

greatest living authorities on football.

if you will let him. Address your

queries to: '' Linesman,"” cfo MAGNET, the Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

1 happened to be with the Newcastle
United players when they were just
about ready to start off for Wembley to
play in the Cup Final of last season.
And I overhecard the manager, Mr.
“Andy ” Cunningham, giving the men
a bit of advice. This was what he told
them :

“ FParget that it is a Cup Final
if you possibly can, Play as if it
was just an ordinary match, and
play in your usual style.”

That was fine advice—the best bit of
advico which can possibly be given to
any set of players entering on a hig
Cuptie, or playing any other game
which is of more than ordinary import-
ance. “Play your own game.” That is
the way to success. Don't try to
change the style because the game hap-
pens to be a different competition. The
gamo iz the same no matter how im-

portant tho occasiom,
M a natural game is ecasicr to
give than to carry out. The
Cuptie atmosphere is dilferent from the
ordinary atmosphere; everybody is ex-
cited, and tho players arc apt to get
excited, too. 1 have known foothallers
—not very young foolballers, either—
who have been so excited—nervous,
when preparing for a big Cuptie, that
they could not even keep calin cnough
to lace their own boots.

Stage Fright!
IND you, I am quite willing to
admit that this advice cf play

It's temperament, which, in other
waords is the quality of trealing a
specially important mateh as if it
was an ordinary one, which wins
big Cuptics.

I believe that this is the main rzason
why the First Division teams usually

do best in the Cuptics. The players of

those teams are ususlly more experi-
enced, and less liable to an attack of
nerves. Sometimes the teams from the
other divisions—Second and Third—do
well for a period in the Cuptics, but as
they progress so do they get afl
more and more by “nerves.”

Play to the Whistle !

ROM time to time in this game
F of football, we bump up against

hard cases, and a

reader wants to know if some
special consideration might not be
given by referees from timme to time,
This reader instanccs a case which hap-
pened atv Charlton some littlo time ago.
Charlton were playing against Fulham
i Second Division

Maexer

in a match, and
I'ulham were attacking. Suddenly the
Charlton players stopped playing,

thinking that the whistle had gone for
an infringement of the rules. The
Charlton goalkeeper, instead of kicking
the ball clear as he might have done,
rolled it to the place where he thought
the free-kick would be taken. There-
upon the Fulham ecentre-forward kicked
the ball into the net, and a goal was
allowed.

The Charlton players were staggered,
but according to rule the referce could
do no other than award a goal. Tho
whistle had not sounded. This was bail
luck, ot course, especially a3 that goal
cost Charlton a point. It was just one
of those cases which cannot be helped.

The bit of adviee wchich should
be given to all plagers is *' carry
on " until you are quite surc that the
whistle has sounded for an infringe-
ment.  Scorcs of noals are given
aeay  every football scasen by
players who stop to appeal for this
or that offence. Gel on with the
game and play to the whistle is
the only way.

“ LINESMAN."”
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have thought you'd had enough of that
Jast term.”

“You can think what you like.”

Johnny Bull gave him a stare and
walked away. .

“Will you tell me what the trouble is,
Wharton 7 asked Lol Cherry, in a very
guiet tone.

“I'll tell you if you like.”

Wharton told him in a few words.

“Ii's hard luck,” said Dob. “ DBut you
can'l cxpoet iy

“I've had that from Nugent!” inter-
rupted Wharton.

“Well, now you're getiing it from
me!” said Bob sharply. “You ragged
Quelch almost to death last term, and
mow he thinks you're beginning again!
It looks like it, from his point of view,
too. We can cut out Higheliffe to-
morrow—7" ) )

“I'm not going to cut it outl”

“The cut-outfulness iz the proper
caper, my esteemcd Wharion,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
absurd Quelch will be infuriated if tho
lines are not done,”

“I don't care1”

“Well, you ought to care!” rapped
Bob.

“Rats ”

The three juniors walked on after
that reply. There had been serious
trouble in the Co. last term, and they
were deeply anxious that it should not
begin again. They could oni]y hope that
Wharton's better sense would prevail;
but on that subject there was a dismay-
ing doubt.

THE TWELFTE CHAPTER.
R. QUELCH pgave the one-time
rebel of the Remove severa!
sharpllnoks in the Form-room

o

Other fellows glanced at Wharton, too,
and Bkinner & Co. exchanged winks.

Most of the Remove had wendered and
scapegrace of last term would “carry
on” this term in the samo way.

It looked like it now.
good resolutions; with tho very best
resolutions. But those exeellent resolu-
tions secmed to have been thrown to the

Two or three times that morning there
was a trace of the old sarcastic imperti-
nence in Wharton’s manner, which his

He took no outward cognizance of it,
however.

Mr. Quelch was sincerely and ea rnestly
chance. He had even been considering
making Wharton head boy of the Form
again that term.
intended to carry on in the old wild
way, and prove a thorn in his [Form
master's side that term, as he had done
made up. He meant to put his foot
down on it in the chortest and sharpest
manner, But he was patient, the way-

To the relief of the Co. morning
classes ended without any trouble. They
were glad to get out of the Form-roon:.
quad, in a troubled mood. They wero

omng over to llighclille, where their
riends expected them. Wharton
They had to bo written. But the look
of Harry Wharton that morning had not
ancouru?d them to hope that he had

War !
M
the following morning.
surmised a great Jeal whetker the
Wharton had ceme back to school with
winds now,
Form master did not faii to note.
desirous of giving the  scapegrace a
But if the rebel of the Remove
the term before. M1 Quelch’s mind was
ward fellow should have every chance.
After dinner the Co. gathered in (he
came the lines could not be written.
Tae Maeser Lingary.—No. 1,299,

arrived at a more sensible frame of
mind.

Jim Valentine joined them in the
quadrangle. They had asked the new
fellow to walk over to Highcliffe with
them, to make the acquuintance of
Courtenay and the Caterpillar. He
camo out of the House with a bright
and cheery face—which elouded a little
&s he noied the dismal looks of the Co.

Harry Wharton came out, glanced
round, and joined the group of juniors.
Ho was in coat and ecap, which looked
as if he was going out.

*“You fellows ready 7 asked Harry.

“We're ready!”’ grunted Johnny
Bull, “But—*

“Well, let’s starl then.”

“We're staying for tea with Courtenay
at Highclifle,” said Bob, “You can't
get back in time for your lines,
Wharton,”

“I've told you I'm mnot doing the
lines,"?

“But Quelch—

“ Bother Quelch 1

“Look here, Wharton—"" began Jim
Valentine.

Wharton locked at him,

“Will you keop from butting-in,
Valentine 7 ha asked. “It’s no bizucy
of yours, that I know of.”

Valentine drew a deep breath.

“You're playing the fool!” he said.

“That needn’t worry you. TIf you
don’t like a fool's company, you're not
bound fo put up with it.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Iero's Quelch !”
muitered Bob.

Mr. Quelch camc out of the ITouse.
ITe was in hat and coat, and evidently
going out. The juniors saw his eyes
fix on. Wharton and a steely glitter
come into them. He came over to the
group,

“Wharton I” he rapped.

“Here, sirl?

“You have your coat on—"

“It's 8 cold day, sir,” said Wharton,

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“Dors that mean that you are going
out, Wharton ¥’

“We generally go out on o half-
Loliday. sirl”

The Co. stood in dismal silence. Tt
was the scapegrace of last term over
again, hunting for trouble.

“Tisten to me, Wharton!” Mr.
Queleh’s voice came like ice. “I have
told you that your imposition must be
writlten by teg-time.”

“1 remember, sir.”’

“I nm going out this afternoon,” said
Mr. Q;le]ch. “T shall return at half-past
five. T shall expect to find your imposi-
tion, fonr hundred lines from the' first
book of Virgil, on my study tauble when
I return.”

“Indeed, sir!”

“If T do not find your lines there,
Wharton, I shall report the matter 1o
vour headmaster. and request Lim to
administer a pnblic flogging.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Mr. Quelch secmed to choke a_little
at that reply. But he made no rejoinder.
He walked on to the gates and dis-
appeared from sight.

Wharton glanced round at the dis-
mayed faces of Lis fricnds with a sar-
caslic look.

“Well, are you coming ?** ho asked.

“You're going out for the afternoon—
after what Quelch said?” demanded
Johnny Bull.

“Certainly 1"

“Then you'rc not coming with me,”
said Johnny. “TI'll be no party to it.
1{ you go to Iighclife, I'll go somewhero
elsa,

“Plouse yourself.””
“Bamo here,” said Bob. “If you
won't have any sensc, Wharton—"

THE MAGNET

“The samefulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Wharton, for goodness’
began Nugent.

Vharton shrugged his shoulders.

“It looks as if I shall have to go on
my own, if I go to Highelifle,” He said
sarcastically. “Well, I won't do that|

[ you fellows don’t want my company,
leave me out. You've got a now pal—
you won't miss me!”’

With that, he walked away to the
gales,

“Oh, my liat ! said Bob.

“The esteemed fat is in the absurd
fire now I’ grouned Hurreo Jamset Ram
Singh.

Johnny Bull gave a snort.

“Let the silly ass rip, and be blowed
to him !” he growled. “If he’s not going
to Iligheliffe we may as well go. Come
on, Valentine !

Jim Valentine shook his head.

“Thanks, I won't come,” he said. *1
think I'd better not, in the ecircum-
stances. Thanks, all the same !”

“Oh, all right 1”

The Co. walked slowly to the gates,
After what Wharton had said they were
not surprised that Valentine preferred
to stand out. Outside the gates, they
looked round for Wharton.

They had a glimpse of him in the dis-
tance, sauntering across thoe ficlds
towards the clifls,

“He means it !” said Bob in a low

sake—="

tone. “He's got his back up—and
there’s going to bo a row! Last term
over again.”

“It's rotten I’

“All that fat fool Bunter's fault!”
growled Nugent.

“I say, you fellows!”
rolled out of gates,
you, old chaps! [ say—— Wkooop !
Beast! Tesay—— Yarooooh! Yow-ow-
ow! Oh crikey!”

Bunter apparently had arranged to
walk over to Iicheliffe with the chums
of the Remove. That arrangement fell
through on the spot. Four boots were
planted on William George Bunter, and
William George flew,

He landed with a bump and a roar.

Bob Cherry & Co. walked away to-
wards Courtficld. TDunter sat up, sct his
spoetacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked after them.

“Beasts! Yah! I won't come now!
Deasts ¥ he roared

And tho Co. walked on to Higheliffe,
minus the fascinating company of
William George Bunter.

Billy Bunter
“Nearly missod

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dick the Penman !

IM VALENTINE strolled down to
the football ground, where a senior
practice was goinﬁ on, and stood
for some time looking at Wingate

and his men. His face was deeply

clouded with thought.

But for the trouble that had arisen,
he would have gonc over to Higheliffe
with Harry Wharton & Co. that after-
noon and enjoyed his half-holiday. He
was not enjoying it now.

He left the football ground and
strolled in the quad for some time. He
went into the House at last.

Most of the fellows were out of doors
He saw no one as ho went up to the
Remove passage.

He entered Study No. 1 with a faint
hope of sceing Wharton there. Surely
the fellow would have had sense cnough,
prudence enough, to think better of it,
to return and get on with his task.

But the study was empty.
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Valentine’s clouded tace clouded more

eeply.

Evi{Iently Harry Wharton had gone
out for the afternoon, though he had not
gone with his friends. He was not
coming back—he was not going to do
the lines. It was an act of defiance that
his Form master could not possibly over-
look or forgive.

The new jumor was deeply troubled.

Towards Mr. Quelch his [eelings wero
of the decpest gratitude and respect.
What the Remove muster had done for
him might liave made even a thankless
fellow thankful, and Jim was far from
being a thankless fellow. DBut he could
make allowances for Wharton, too.

Without iutending it, obviously in-
flucnced by the recollection of Wharton's
reckless waywardness the term before,
Mr. Quelch had been a little hasty—
even o little unjust. That was no cxcuse
for Wharton's dogged defianco—a fellow
had to take the rough with the smooth
at school, as everyw?;ere else; he ought
to have made the best of it. But
Valentine, mindful of kindness at the
junior’s hands at a time when ho had
needed it, mindful of his cheery friendli-
ness on the first day of term, was not
thinking of blaming the hot-headed
fellow; ho was feeling worried and
anxious about him. Ilow could he help
to put matters right?

Mr. Quelch, kind-hearted as Valentine
knew him to be, was a strict, severe
man. Ha meant every word he had said
to Wharton.

Four hundred lines of Latin had to
be ready for himn on the table in bis
study when ho returncd to tho school,

———
Or Wharton would begin the term
with a Head's flogging—as Valeuntine
had heard, from talk among the juniors,

Bunter grabbed up the cushion and sent it flying into the stu
knocking it over and sending it rolling—with a stream o

he had begun the previons term. What
that bad beginning had led to he knew
from the gossip in the Remove. A
kind, decent, generous fellow was land-
ing himself into a sea of troubles from a
hasty fault of temper—which he would
probably be sorry for when it was too
latel 1f Valentine could help bLim
oul——

‘The boy’s handsome face was a little
pale as ze walked to and fro in the
study. The thoughts that were in his
mind were thoughts that he would never
have dared to utter.

Yet, hero the harm?

Dick 1the Penman the wizard with the
pen, had never been heard of at Grey-
friars. For his safety's sake, for every
reason, that fatal gift of penmanship
required to be kept a secret, deep and
dark. And yet—

To save a friend, a kind and good
friend in spite of his passionato temper !
Fellows often helped one another with
their lines where 1t zeemed securo to do
s0. Queleh had the eye of a hawk; such
a game could not be 11fuycd with hiny, But
there were prefeets who handed out lines,
and hardly glanced at them when given
in. In such a case three ar four fellows
would sometimes each do his “bit,”
many hands making light work.
Valentino was new to Greyfriars, but ho
had been at school before. If Quelch
hiad been an absent-minded master liko
Mr. Wiggms of the Third, or a caroless
ona like Mr. Capper of the Fourth, pro-
bally the whole Co. would have holped
Wharton with his lines the day before.

And he—Dick the Penman—could
help, even in the case of a master with
an eye like a hawk such as llenry
Samurl Quelch.

But he hesitated long.

There was a  dilference  between

! ink—over Wharton’s almost finished lines.
laughed the fat junior. ¢ Serve you jolly well right, Wharton ! **

dy. Whiz ! Ii missed the bent head and crashed on the inkpot,

“ He, he, he 1 **

thoughtless schoolboys scrawling a bateh
of lines in company, taking the risk of
a licking if found out, and what
Valentino was thinking of doing.

And yet—

A Head's flogging for the fellow who
had generously befriended him—chagrin
and disappointment and trouble for tho
master who had done go much for him,
Why should he let it go on if he could
stop it?

Valentine thought it over long and
hard. He made up his mind at last. Ilo
locked the study door and sat down at
the table.

There were plenty of samples of
Wharton’s handwriting to be scen. He
necded only o glance at one of them,

lle dipped the pen in the ink and

gan to write.

Four hundred lines of Virgil was a
heavy task. Of that he thought nothing.
He began at *Arma virungue cano,”
and went on steadily.

Wharton, had he been tlicre and sce-
ing that impot grow, would have fancied
ithat he was dreaming. For it was his
own handwriting that ran from
Valenting's pen.

The boy was no longer Valentine of
the Remove, he was once more Dick the
Penman, whose strango skill mado him
so valuable to Nesey Clark.

Swiftly, steadily, the boy wrote, line
after line running from the pen, in a
hand that Harry Wharton would have
believed to be his own if he bhad seen

t.

Wharton's writing was rather dis-
tinctive—a good hand, wunlike the
happy serawl that most of the Remove
follows counsidered good eunough. It
was not a hand ecasily imitated—exeept
by one who possessed Jim Valentine's

Toe Macxer Lisrany.—No, 1,299,
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strange and damgerous gift. But every
little ~ peculiarity of ti hand was
faithfully reproduced wlthout a fault.
It would have seemed like magic to
any Remove fellow who had seen the
new junior at work,

It was finished at last,

Five o'clock was striking as Jim
Valentine rose from the table. He
breathed a sigh of relicf at the end of
the weary task,

Taking up the finished imposition,
he left tho study, There was plenty of
time before Mr, Quelch came back.
The Remove master's sludy was empty
when Valentine slipped in and laid
tho lines on the Form master’s table.

. He slipped out again, his heart beat-
ing fast,

He strolled into the Rap, where a
number of the Remove fellows had
athered. A faint smile was on his
ace Now.

Mr. Quelch would find the lines, ap-
parently written by Wharton, and he
would be satisfied. Wharton would
think that he had “got away *’ with his
disobedicnce; he was welcome to that
satisfaction. such as it was. Tho affair
was at an end; the threatened trouble
was averted. if Valentive had a lin-
gering doubt, it was banished by the
talk he heard as he came into tho Rag.
Bquiff was there, in conversation with
some of the footballing fellows,

“Wo want Wharton, I never
thought of myself as anyt.‘hmg but B
stop-gap, really. He's go %
captain of the Remove ag.i.m this term.
But—if he's hunting for trouble with
Quelch again—and it looks like it—I
suppose it won't do. I hope to good-
ness he will think better of it.”

"Qualch been rather rough on
him.” sai Torn Brown.

“That's no reason for making a fool
of himself this term us he did last,”
grunted Squiff.

“Well, no. Hallo! Seen Wharton,
Valentine?” ealled out ''om Brown.

“Not for some time.”

“Do you know whether his impot's
done?”

Valentine hesitated a second.

“I believe eo,” he answered.

“QOh, said several {ellows
togother.

Evidently they were glad to hear
that. And Valentine, driving the last
lingering doubt from his mind, was

glad, too.

good 1"

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Too Late !
'M so glutl' ' said Marjorie Hazel-
E dene softly.
Harry Wharton winced a litile.

He had been walking on tho
cliffs that afternoon, in a sour, savage,
and resentful mood. Like the prophet
of old, ho told himself that he Lﬁd well
to bo angry. In the rugged old stroet
of Pegg, he had fallen in with Mar-
jorie Hazeldene of Cliff House School,
and walked back to Cliff House with
her. Hazel had told his sister all about
the troubles of last term; but Marjorie
was aware that those troubles wore
over—and ungware that they looked
like beginning” again—which naturally
Wharton did not mention.

“I'm so glad it’s all right again,”
said Marjorie, when they stopped at
the gate of Clife House, and arton
forced a smile, and nodded. @When

the girl went in, the Greyfrla.rs junior
walked away, with a_knitted brow.

A walk in the fresh, keen air had done
& great deal town.rcis clearing off the
clouds of resentment and anger.
talk with Marjoric had helped. Whar-
ton was in a dificrent frame of mind
as he walked back slowly towards Grey-
friars,

Last termn there had been misunder-
standing, injustice; matters had gone
from bad to worse; but it had becn
borne in on Wharton's mind that much,
if not most, of the trouble had been
caused by his own hasty temper and ob-
stinacy, @He had resolved, with the
deepest sincerity, to keep a more care-
ful guard upon himself; to make the
most of his new chance; to give his
Form master and headmaster no cause

for complaint.
How had he kept that resolution?
His checks burned,
Unreflectingly, he had allowed

temper and resentmont to hurry him
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into folly again. The old trouble was
starting again—why? Who was he,
after all, that he could not toe the line
like any other fellow, and take the
rough with the smooth? Suppose old
Bob, for instance, had been given an
undeserved impot? He would have said
it was hard luck, and turncd out the
lines as bidden, and forgotten about it
ten minutes afterwards.

And he would have been right—
Wharton knew that quite well. From
which it followed, that Wharton was
WIOng.

Tho old trouble over again—a reck-
less seapo%racu sotting  himself up
against authority—and all for nothing,
or next to nothing. What a fool he
had been! He had almost quarrelled
with his friends—beeause they did not
want to see him playing the fool again.
He was not, at heart, a fellow like tho

Bounder, who hke_d ragging tho
masters and  defying  constituted
authority, His temper had led him

astray, and he had made a mistake—he
realised that now, as he walked back
to the school in the falling dusk. But
it was too late now to do wint he ought
to _have done at first.

There was the rub!

From the bottom of hiz heart ho
wished that he had listened to his
chums, that he had done what he knew
very well he ought to have done.

But it was too late!

uelch meant ovory word he had

said. He was going to begin the term
with a Head's flogging. Hoadmaster
and Form master down on him—

convinced now that he was still the
reckless rebel of last term, and that
there was nothing better to be hoped
from him. What 8 fool he had been!

In that rather dismal frame of mind
Harry Wharton arrived at Groyfriars.
Studv No, 1 was vacant when he went
into it. He turned on the light and
stirred the fire, wondering if the other
fellows had come back from High-
cliffe. If so, they were leaving him
alone. But a fow minutes later Jim
Valentine came into the study.

Wharton coloured a littla as he
caught the guick, keen glanco the mew
junior gave bim.

He forced a laugh.

“It's all right, old bean,” he said.

““Borry I spoke to you as I did, to- da\
I was in a rotten temper, I suppose.”

“All  serene,’ said  Valentine
cheerily. “Wash it all out, old fellow!
Had your tea?”

11} OI

“Then let's.”

“Have the fcllows come in?”

“1 think I heard them in tho Rag 5

“Well, they tea'd at Iigheliffe, I
believe. I—I wish—""

“ What?”

“Oh, nothing! Let's get tea.”

They sat down to tea in the study.
Once or twice Valentine's eyes lingered
curiously on his study- mate. His per-
ceptions were keen cnough, and it was
not difficult for Lim to recad Wharton’s
frame of mind. As he had forescen,
the rebel was sorry he had indulged
his temper—now that it was too lute.
It was a comfort to Valentine to re-
member that tho lines were all ready
for Mr, Quelch’s inspection on his study
tablo.

Wharton was in a restless mood.

After half-past five he expected overy
minute to hear Mr, Quelel’s step in the
passage, or to receive a message calling
him to his Form master’'s study.

But neither hiappened.

“I've been a silly ass, Valenline,”
said Wharton at last, breaking a rather
long silence.

. “Well, T wouldn’t have said so; but
it struck o rather in that light,” said
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Valentine, laughing. “But so long as
you can see it—-"'

“1 was going to begin fresh this
term—wash out all that rot of last
term,” said Wharton restlessly.
“Quelch isn't really a bad old bean.

t was decent of him to give me
another chance. It's only to bo ex-
peeted that he will have a rather sharp
eye on me for a time—considering. I—
¥ wish I'd thought of that before.”

“ Better late than never, old chap.”

“Well, it’s rather too late now to be
of any wuse, I suppose. Can't be
helped,” said Harry, and he left the
study and went to look for Nugent.

He had not far to look; he found the
Co. on the Remove landing. He flushed
as_he came under their eyes. It was
evident that they were' wonderin
whether they had to deal with the self-
willed, arrogant fellow who, last term,
had made it impossible for his friends
to keep on a friendly footing with him.

“Like to give a fellow some advice,
you men?”’ asked Wharton, speaking
in a light tone,

“Pile in!” said Bob cheerily.

“I1 haven’t done my lines.”

Grunt, from Johnny Bull.

“I'va been thinking over the
matter,” said Harry quietly, “and you
can't call me a bigger ass than I've
been calling myself. I'm booked for a
Head’s flogging, and—and I know I've
asked for it.  I'm not worrying so
nmch about that, as—as 2

“What, old chap?’ asked Frank.

“Well, Quelch has been pretty decent,
really,” said Harry. *1 ought not to
have had those lines, really—and they
ought not to have been doubled, and—
and—" He paused. “All the same,
Quelch has been jolly decent, in his wni
—and now I've got the old bean’s bac
up agein—and all the fat's in the fire.
I—1I suppose it’s too late to do anything
now i’

The Co. were silent. They were glad
enough to see their chum in this
reasonable mood; but, obviously, it was
too late for anything to be gone. It
was some time sinece Mr. Quelch had
come in, and they could guess his mood
easily enough, if he had not found
Wharton’s lines in his study.

Nugent minor, of the Second, came up
the Remove staircase.

“Wharton here?” he asked. “Oh,
here you are! Your jolly old Form
master wants you in his study 1”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“I'm for it now!” he said.

He went down the stairs. The Co.
looked at one another with dismal and
dismayed looks. Wharton had arrived
at a better frame of mind, but repent-
ance, as so often happens, had come too
late. He was “for it,” and his friends
could only wonder, with deep mis-
givings, what the outcome would be.

e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise—and a Shock !

“ OME in, Wharton!” said Mr.
Quelch.

His tone was genial.

To Wharton’s amazement,
his Form master gave him a kind and
benevolent glance as he entered the
study.

He had expected to find Henry
Samuel Quelch in his primmest mood.
I‘?_ut there was no sign of grimness about

im.

Judging by his looks, Mr. Quelch was
pleased with the junior. Wharton could
only wonder, in almost dizzy astonish-
ment.

The fact was, that Mr. Quelch was

relieved as well as pleased, and in high
good-humour.

The vials of wrath had been all ready
to be poured on IIarry Wharton's
devoted head. There was no merey for
the rebel of the Remove if he was con-
tinuing last term’s earcer as a rebel.
If those lines had not been found on
Mr. Quelch’s table when he came in the
thunderstorm would have burst,

But they had been found.

Four hundred lines of the first book
of the Aineid, from “Arma virumque
cano,” to ‘“subit ostia wvelo,” had met

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes when ho
cntered the study and turned on the
light—four hundred lines, carefully

written, without a mistake, in Harry
Wharton’s best hand!

That had caused a revulsion of feel-
ing in Mr. Quelch’s breast.

Rebellion,  impertinence, dogged
defiance, he was prepared to deal with,
with the sternest hand. But he was
relieved, ?rcat]x relieved, to find that
the stern hand was not required.

There were the lines; not only written
to the last line, but written carefully
and well; obviously by a fellow who
desired to please !

That was enough !

“I have sent for you, Wharton,” said
Mr. Quelch, in the same kind, genial
tone, “to tell you that I am very pleased
and satisfied with you.”

Wharton gasped.

If the bust of Socrates on Mr.
Quelch’s bookease had opened its marble
lips and uttered those words, he could
scarcely have been more astonished.

“I am sorry to say that I had some
doubts—perhaps some mnatural doubts,
Wharton,” said Mr. Queleh. “I am
more glad than I can say to be relieved
of those doubts.”

“0Oh, sir!” stammered Wharton.

“I am anxious—only too anxious—
to forget the disagrecable incidents of
last term,” said Mr. Quelch. *“ Forget
them also, my boy, now that you have
made a fresh start, I have had a talk
with Linley. Linley is not only willing,
but anxious that you should resume your
old place as head boy of the Remove.”

Wharton could only gaze at his Form
master.

“I desire to show my confidence in

ou, my faith in your good resclutions,

¥ appointing you to your old position,”
said Mr. Quelch, “You will begin this
term, Wharton, as head boy of the
Form again,”

“Oh, sir!”

“I understand,” continued Mr.
Quelch, “that it has alrecady been
mooted in the Remove that there should
be a new election, and that you should
take your old place as captain of the
Form. This has my complete approval.”

“Oh, sirl” gasped Wharton.

“I sent for you to tell you this,
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch benevo-
len!,,ly. “That is all, my boy. You may

Wharton stammered some incoherent
words of thanks, and almost tottered
from his Form master’s study.

ITe went down the passage like a
fellow in a dream,

What it all meant was a mystery to
him.

His chums were waiting for him on
the Remove landing, in & worried and
anxious mood. They were rather sur-
prised to sce him return so soon—and
still more surprised by the expression
on his face.

“What’s the verdict?” asked Frank
Nugent, as  Wharton came up.
“Lacked 7

“No!” gasped Wharton.

“Report to the Head?’’ asked Bob.

“Nol2

2)

“More lines?2
w No {"

“Then—swhat
gether, puzzled.

“It's beyond me,” said Wharton.
“Beats me hollow! Did you fellows
imagine, for a moment, that Quelch
would be Eloascd with me?”

asked the Co. to-

“Well, hardly!” said Bob, with a
gl'mi ‘; Was he??
“ "c »

“Is that a joke?”

“Not at all! He was pleased—seemed
frightfully pleased! Never seen him in
such a. jolly good temper!” gasped
}E'?ljflrton. “Can you fellows understand
it

The Co. stared at him,

They had expected, as a malter of
course, that Mr. Quelch would be
bitterly angry. He had plenty of
reason to be, after an act of intentional
disobedience and defiance. But even
if he was not angry, it was rather a
mystery what he had to be pleased
about |

“Then—then it's all serene?” asked
Johnny Bull blankly.

“Quite 1™

“Well, my hat! It beats me!”

“The beatfulness it terrific.”

“But you never did the lines!”
excla irmacly Nugent.

“Never touched them!” answered
Harry. “And you heard what Quelch

said 1n the quad. He's usually a man
of his word! But—but—but he talked
to me like a Dutch uncle! Pleased as
Punech.”

“It’s weird!” said Dob.

“IHe'’s appointed me head hoy of the
Remove again—"

“Great pip!”

“And told me ho would like to see
me captain of the Form——"

“Holy smoke!”

“Talked like a picture-book,” said
Wharton dazedly. “I don’t make it out.
I can’t! It beats me hollow. I'm jolly
glad, of course!”

“Well,” said Bob, “if it pleases
Quelch so much for a fellow to leave
his lines undone, I'll leave my next lot
unwritten—just to please him!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, this is luck and no mistake,”
said I'rank. “The only thing I can
think of, 1s that he's determined to give
you a chance, and make it as easy for
you as he can. If that’s the idea—

“If that’s it,”” said Harry quietly,
“it will work! I've had a jolly narrow
cscape; and you can bet your Sunday
socks that 1 shan’t be such a goat again.
He never said a word about the lines.
Seems to have washed the whole thing
out. But it’s up to me—and I'm goi.nﬁ
to turn out that impot, if I peris
over it, and hand it In before prep!”

“Good man!”

Wharton went on to his study, leaving
the Co. with bright and cheery faces.
Unexpectedly, almost miraculously as it
seemed, the threatened storm had passed
by. The dismal prospect of unending
trouble had vanished; and all, so to
speak, was calm and bright! Wharton
had made a false step, but he was not
likely to make another; that lgsson
was not lost on him. -

He went into his study with a bright
face. Jim Valentine was still there,
and he gave him a rather curious look.

“Come into a fortune?” he aszked.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No—but just as good! It's all right
with Quelch! Right as rain! And I'in
jolly well going to show him that I can
play up.”

“That’s good 1"

“I've been a silly ass! I ean’t
imagine why Quelch has overlooked it,
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IU's not really like him! Bul there it

i3,” said ierry. “Chuck over my
Virgilt I've got four hundred lines
to_do belore prep!”

Valentine started.

“Tow's that®" he exclaimed.

“Well, I'm bound to play up, afler
Queleh Las been so awfully decent,”
said Harry. “If 1 take in the impot
before prep, it will show him that 1
can_appreciate ik, what!” .

“QOb crumbs!” gasped Valentine.

Ho starcd ot Wharton in dismay.

He had not forescen that. His iuter-
vention had evidently *worked the
oracle.” But if the repentant rebel took
in four hundred lings—which Dir
Queleh belioved that he bad already
received—-—

“I—I eay, is that necossnrg?j‘ stam-
mered Valentine. “If Quelch is satis-
—

l“All the more cse-ia{son why I should
ay up,” answdr arry.

B “yYeE-e-cs; but—but ~probably he
won't expect the lines now. 1f the
whole thing’s washed out——  And—
and four hundred lines iy a lot—"

“My doar chap, after Quelch has been
so decent, I'd write out that impot if 1t
wag four thousand,” answered Wharton.

Hs zat down at the table with a
sheaf of impot paper before him, and
propped Virgil open against the ink-
stand., Valentine's faco grew tnore and
more dismayed. Wharton dipped his
pen in the ink, and started “Arma
virumque cang—"

“ You—you—you're really—" gasped
Valontine. .

“Yes. Don't jaw now, old chap—T've
got to do_ this carcfully,” said Harry,
and “Troine qui primus ab oris” ran
from his pen.

Valentine drew 2 dcoﬁ_ breath. He
had intended to say nothing. Wharton
was not to kuow—mnobody was to know,
Ho had pictured, in his mind, Quelch
satisfied, on the one band; and the rchel
of the IRemove satisfied, on the other,
and the whole thing at an end.
Evidently, howaver, it wus not at an
end——evidently the repentant rcbel must
not take those lines in to an amazed and
astounded Form master. What the out-
come might be, Valentine hardly dared
to_contemplate.

i “Look here, Wharton—" ho said at
ast,

“PDon’t jaw, old bean!
profugug———-" .

“Don’t write thoso linea!"”

“Must! Laviniaque venit litora—"

“You must not,” said Valentine
quietly. “You'll get me into o fearful
row, if yon do.”

Wharton's pen stopped, and he stared
at the new junior.

“You?" he ejaculated.

“Poor little me ¥

Y What on earth have yon gof to do
with it?*

“Lots! You see, I butted in—-"

“1 don't see!”

“] wrote the lines for you!" said
Valentine quietly. “Quelch found them
in his study—and that’s why——"

Harry Wharton rose from the table.
His cycs were fixed on_Valentine, in
whose cheeks the colour deepencd.

“You wrote the lines?”

14 a,’ﬂ

"Are you potty? Quelch knows my
hand as well as he knows his own! He
would sce at the first line that another
fellow had written them! What do you
mean 7™

Valontine’s face was crimson. Bat
the colour faded out of it, leaving it
deadly pale under Wharton’s steady

gaze,

“I wrote them in your hand !* he eaid
at lost, in a low volce.
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“You couldn’t I
(13 did "’

Thers was a long silence in the ztudy,
Wharton Iaid down the pen. It wae an
amazing statement from the new juntor,
but ho had to be convinced. is ac-
counted for what had astonished him in
Mr. Queleh’s sindy. 1t was indeed the
only explanation. And yet—

“Let’s have this clear,” sald Wharton

at last. “hﬁmlch found the lines in his
study, and thought I bad writien
them ¥

“Yes.”

“Then—you put in your lhalf-holiday
writing lines to get me out of a serape ¥

“That's nothing.”

“Well, it's rather o lot,” said Harry.
“T've made a fool of myself, and pood-
ness knows where it might have cuded,
if you hadn't done it! But—but for
goodness’ sake, Valenting, what do Fou
mean? A single word in a different
hand would have liccn enough fo set
Quelch on the track. He's as keen as
mustard [ Mean to say you wrote four
hundred lines in another fellow's hiand,
gn that cven a downy bird like Quelch
was taken in?”

“Yos,” breathed Valentino.

“Good heavens!” muttered Wharton.

“I'm pglad I gid it,” said Valentine.
“You've boen decent to me—Quelch has
been splendid to me—and I'vo saved you
Loth a lot of trouble.”

“That’s tree, I'm grateful, But—"
IIo broke off. . .

“PBut,” said Valentine, with a rather
bitter look, “Y've had to givo myself
away~to you. You know—now—what
I'd rather have died than let any fellow
at Greyfriars know—what Nosey Clark
wanted me for——"

“Valentine I gasped Wharton.

“That was it,” said Valentine.
“That's why I got eway from them!
That's what I did—what 1 had te do—
while they had me in their bands! You
—you won't want io touch mo with a
barge-pole now you know, But—"

“(rood heavens!" repeated Wharton,
utterly aghast.

It was his first glimpse of the bo¥'s
terrible seeret. Ile had taken it for
granted thot the fellow was “straight *
~his desperale flight from the crooks
seemed a proof of it. He had hardly
conjectured what the boy might have
been through before he Acd from Nosey
Clark and his gang. Now—he kacw!
It gave him w shock of horror,

Vulentine, reading his face, winced.

Wharton pulled himself together.
Whatover the Loy had been, he was
straight now. It was to sorve Wharton,
to save him from the consequences of
his own heedstrong folly, that he had
betrayed his miserable secret. That
secref had to be kept.

“It's made you feel! pretty sick,
what 7" muttered Valentine “But—but
you can see now that you can't take In
those lines to Quelch? If be knew—if
he knew! I—I couldn't stand it!” Iis
voico trembied.

Wharton nodded.

“I understand! I—I—— Tt's a bit
of a shock to me. I never guessed—
noever dreamed! For goodness' sake,
never do snch e thing again! 1 suppose
that sounds a bit ungraleful, as you've
pulled me through a fearful row; but—
but I mean it! And—not & word ehout
this—not eovon to my pals—not a
eyllabie! You can't keep it too dark!”
“Jf you'd likc me to change out of
this study—" N
“Rot!”  We're [riends,
going to keep friends !”
"\?ou mean that—now you know?”
faltered Jim Valentine,
“ Every word [” said Harry Wharton.

and wo're

THE MAGNET
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER!
Nosey Clark Wanis {0 Kpow!
“" OP him!”
C Ilarry Wharlon slarted.
It was Baturday afrernoon,
and Wharion wns swinging
qunF down Friardale Lane, with a
briglit and cheery face,
he new torm was beginning well for
ITarry Wharton—the threatening clonds
had rolled away.

He hardly koew whether to he glad
o not that Jim Valentine had inter-
vened in so0 strange s way; but there
could be no doulit as to the happy result,

That narrow escape of a reucwal of
the old trouble had been a warning to
him., His repentance, after all, had not
been too late—owing to Valentine.
That, at least, was so much to the good.
Mr, Queleh’s confidence was comchter
restored—and Wharton could only make
up his mind to deserve it. He was
head boy of the Remove again, and
captain of the Form—there had been
hardly a disscatient voice ut the election
in the Rap, The outlook was bright
enough for Harry Wharton now.

¥He was in a happy and checry mood
as he swung along the frosiy lane. Kis
friends had gone %or a ramble with Jim
Valentine, {o show the new fellow the
old priory in Friardale Wood. Some of
his duties as head boy had occupied
Wharton for a time, but as soon as he
was free, he followed, oxpecting to find
the;n at tho priory, or to meet them on
their way back through the wood.

Certainly he was not thinking of
danger. Mr. Compton Clark, alias
Noscy, had almost disappeared from his
recollection, Bub it was the sharp,
metallic voice of Mr, Clark which had
suddenly fallen on hiz ears, and he
started and turned—as two fAgures
}f‘aped from the hedge and rushed ow

i,

One of thom was the vullure-nosed
man—the other a burly, muscular fellow
whom he remembered as Darncy Hages,
They had him, grasped by either arm,
before he could think of resistance, and
the next moment they had dragged him
through the hedge, among the trecs on

tho other side,
“You rotters!" panted Wharton.
“Whate—"
“Btow it!” soapped DBarney. A

threatening fist was thrust into the
junior’s face, and Barney gave him a
savage scowl, “Qulet i

“ Look here—* panted Wharton,

“Hold your tongue, boy!” snapped
Nosey Clark.

In the grasp of the two rascals, Whar-
ton was hurried into the wood. Not till
they were a couple of hundred yards
from the lane did they stop.

“Bnfe enough here | muftered Clark.

Wharton stood panting, with Barney's
sinewy hand gripping his shoulder. He

was [Ilowerless in the grusp of the
muscular crook, but his eyes glesmed
defiznce.

“What do you want with me?” he
demanded.

Nosey Clark grinned sourly.

“I faney you know what we want,”
he answered. “Wo want to know where
Jim Valentine i2.”

Wharton breathed hard and did not
speak.

* Listen to me, Harry Wharton!"
szid Nosey Clark in o low, menacing
tone, “I've been watching for a chance
since you went back to school, and now
I've got my hands on you. You got
away last time; you won't get away this
time, you can ley on that, You know
where Jim Valentine ia,"

The black, glint-inE eyes of tha ecrook
searched the schoolboy’s face, bubt he



EVERY SATURDAY

* Help ! ** shouted Wharton, as the sound of whistling came suddenly through the silence of the wood. *‘ Hel——'* Nosey

Clark’s hand was over his mouth the next moment.

rush of feet, and five juniors came crashing through the frozen bracken.

read Jmthj.ng ithere; Wharton was on his
uard,

. “You took the boy in and sheltered
him when you were home for the
Christmas holidays. 1 believed that he
was still at Wharton Lodge until you
left and went back to school. That was
a mistake. But—" The crook’s eyes
glittered. “ Although he was not there,
you knew where he was”’

“1 knew nothing, as I told you at the
time,” answered Harry,

“You have not heard from him
since "’

Wharton did not answer that.

It was evident that Nosey Clark did
not know, and had not the remotest sus-
picion, that Jim Valentine was now at
Greyfriars, and had become a schoolboy
:i‘_mro. Wharton was not likely to tell
1110,

Nosey Clark waited for him to
answer, watching his face the while,
trying to read his thoughts. The junior
did not speak.

“Will you answer me If you know
nothing of the boy, and if you can

rove 1t, I’ve done with you; 1 want to
ave nothing to do with you. But—"

A week ago Wharton could have
answered with perfeet trath that ho
knew nothing whatever about Jim

Valentine, but he could not make that
ANEWer now.

Barney's  grip tightened on  |his
shoulder till it seemed 1o him that the
bones would erack under it. lle com-
pressed his lips to keep back a cry of
pain.

“He knows something, guv’nor,” mut-
tercd Barney.

Nosey Clark nodded.

“1 was sure of it! He befriended
the boy. Jim has no friends—no other
friends—he would keep in touch—"’

He watched Wharton like a cat. “Ie
has written to you?”
“He has not written to me,”’
answered Harry. B
“He has sent you word in some
7

way
“Nothing of the kind.”

“Have you seen him sinee the day I
ran him down at your home "

No answer.

“He's seen him ! muttered Barney.

“Where have you scen him, Master
Wharton ' asked Noscy Clark,

“Tind out.”

“You admit that you've scen him?”

“1 admit nothing.”

“No need; I know you've scen him.
Listen to me! You're in my hands; my
car’s not far away. You got away from
me once by a chanco visit from the
polico when I had you shut up in a safo
place. That won't happen again. Tell
me what you know of Jim Vulentine—
or you disappear to-day from the know-
ledge of your friends, and they will not
sce you again in a hurry !

Wharton set his teeth.

“Have a little sense.” Nosey Clark’s
fone was persuasive. “I don’t want to
be troubled with vou; I don’t want to
give you any trouble. I only want tho
boy—my ward, who has run away {rom
home. What las he told you to make
vou willing to help him keep away
from his guardian?*’

“His guardian!””  Wharton’s lip
curled scornfully. “You scoundrel! I
know, at least, what you want him for
—and I'd be cul in pieces before I'd
help you I”

“By gum ! hreathed Barney. “Jim’s
been talking, guv'nor1”

“What has he told you, Harry Whar-
ton 1"’ msked Nosey Clark, his voice

e

But that desperate shout had reached friendly ears, for there was a

** Pile in ! ’* roared Bob Cherry,

coming from his closed teeth like the
Liss of a sorpent.

“Little or nothing,” answered ITarry.
“Something came out by chance—
enough to make me understand how
matters stood. You want to drag the
kid into crime—I know that muchl Do
you think I would help you?”

“I think so—after a week or two in
an underground cellar, on bread and
water,”” answered Nosey Clark. “That’s
what you've got in prospect. You may
as well speak sooner as later.”

“I've nothing to say."”

“You mean you wil{ say nothing 1"

“Just that,”” answered Wharton
coolly, though his heart was beating
hard. “You've got me, Mr. Clark, as
you say, and you can do as you jolly
well like—but you wou't got o wcprdJ oub
of me about Jun Valentine.”

“We chall scel” said Nosey Clark
grimly. “You'ro in dangerous hands,
Master  Wharton — more dangerous
liands than you seem to bo aware.
Speak, yvou young fool, Leforo you're
ticd hand and foot, and gagged and
taken away ! Where is Jim Valentine 1

“Find out 1"

The black eyes glinted with rage.
Deep in the silent, frosty wood the
Cireyfriars junior was at the merey of
the two ruffians, but his look was steady
and his eourage did not fail,

Suddenly throngh the silence of the
wood there came a sound of whistling,
lond and cheery, though a little out of
tunn. Ilarry Wharton knew that
whistle.

“Help!"” he shouted. “Dob, helpI”

Nosey Clark’s hand was over his
mouth the next moment. But that
sudden, desperate shout had reached
friendly ears.
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
Face to Face!
1] ALLO, hallo, hallo! That's
Wharton |’ y
Bob Cherry’s whistling
stopped suddenly, and he

stared round in amazement.

“Wharton |"” exclaimed Frank.

“What the thump—""

The Co. were strolling back through
the wood from the old priory. They
were keoping an cye open for Harry
Wharton, half expecting to meet him
somewhere on the wary. But that
sudden, ringing shout for help from
their chum took them quite by surprise.
It was Wharton's voice, and he was near
at hand in the woodland, and they
stared round blankly.

“This way!” Jim Valentine rapped
out the words. *“This way, you
fellows 1"

He started at a run through the trees.

“Come on !" panted Bob.

The five juniors ran hard, winding
among the frosty trunks, crashin
through frozen bracken. Valentine ha
not been mistaken as to the direction
from which the shout had come: for a
moment later they heard a sound of

rustling and brushing which told of a
struggle. In desperato haste they
rushed on.

“Pile in!” Bob Cherry almost

shrieked as they came, with a breathless,
rush on the scene.

Harry Wharton was _strugglin
desperately in the grasp of Barney an
Nosey Clark. He had no chance in
such a struggle, but fo: a minute or
two his desperate resistance kept the
crooks busy. Fiercely and desperately
ho struggled, and he was fighting hard
as the Greyfriars fellows burst on the
scene and rushed to his aid

Bob Chorry was the first, and he
came at the two crooks like a tiger.
His clenched fist crashed full on_ DMr.
Clark's vulture nose, and Noszey Clark
went rolling over with a yell.

Barney. snarling an oath, turned on
the newcomers, but powerful ruffian as
he was, the rush of the juniors drove
him back. They attacked him hotly,
and the ruffian had to retreat, defend-
ing himself as he backed away.

“Give 'em beans!” roared Johnny
Bull.

Barney panted.

“Hook it, Nosey | Hook it!”

“My hat! It's that villain Clark!”
panted Nugent, “Collar him[”

Nosey Clark scrambled to his feet.
His beaky nose streamed crimson, and
his eyes burned with rage. Barney was
backing away, faster and faster, with
Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh, and Bob
Cherry following him up. HHarry
Wharton and Frank Nugent grasped
et Nosey, but he sprang away, panting,
and dabbing the streaming crimson
from his nose, His eyes were fixed on
Jim Valentine—in amazement, Valen-
tine, as he recognised him, came to &
dead halt.

“Collar him!” shouted Nugent.

Nosey Clark eluded the two juniors,
who were grasping at him, but he did
not run. Ilis eyes hardly left the face

gasped.

of Jim Valentine.
“You—Jim!
Jim t”

“Youl!” he
You're herel

The colour had ebbed from Jim
Valentine's face. He stood rooted, at
the sight of his enemy. There was
utter dismay in his look. He had be-
lioved—he had dreamed—that he was
done with Nosey Clark and the gang;
be had not even feared that they would
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ever track him out at Greylriars
8chool. What miserable ill-fortune had
brought them here?

“Hook it, guv'nor!” yelled Barney.

The ruffian suddenly turned and ran.
The odds were too great for the crooks,
and Barney was secking safety. But
Nosey Clark scemed deaf to his warn-
ing voice. Even with Wharton and
Nugent grasping at him, the sight of
Jim Valentine’s pale faco seemed to
fascinate him, and hold him to the spot.

“Lend o bhand here!” shouted
Nugent.

Barney was running like a hare.
Bob and Johnny Bull and the nabob
left him to run, and hurried back to
help their comrades. Plenty of hands
were on Nosey Clark now.

“We've got this beauty, at any rate!”
panted Bob. “Iold the rotter |”

“What-ho |

“It's that villam Clark!”
Nugent. “You remember him
“I'd know that beak anywhere!l”
chuckled Bob, “You're going to take

sispod

A POCKET KNIFE

is always useful. Why not set to
work and win one like i . Moses,
of 48, Flinton Street, Hull, who

has sent in the following amusing
ioke ?

. Mpr. Quelch: ** Your essay is
very good, Bunter. But it's the
same as Wharton’s. What shall |
conclude from that ? "’

Billy Bunter : * That Wharton’s
is very good, too, sir! "

a little walk with us, Mr, Clark!
They'll be glad to see you at the police

station! I dare say they know a lot
about you there|”

Nosey Clark hardly heeded the
TYamous Five. They had him safe

enough, grasping him on all sides,
But his black, glinting eyes were fixed

on Jim Valentine’s pale, dismayed
face.
“Jim!” he repeated. “Jim! You're

herel I've found you at last, Jim!”

Harry Wharton’s faco darkened. He
had shouted, instinctively, for help,
when he heard Bob Cherry's whistle,
and help had come promptly enough,
and he was rescued. DBut Valentine
had been with the Co., and he had,
naturally enough, cothe with them to
the rescue; and now—

Now Nosey Clark knew! The pene-
trating eyes of the crook had not failed
to nole that Valentine was with the
schoolboys, as one of themselves, and
that he was wearing a Greyfriars cap!
He knew now! In his amazement, and
his satisfaction, he seemed to disregard
the fact that he was a prisoner in the
hands of the Greyfriars fellows.

“Who'd have thought it, Jim?" His
tone was mocking. “You had me beat !
I fancied thet that lad knew where a
finger could be laid on you—that was
all that brought me here, Jim! And
now—now! You're at the school—
you!” He gave a laugh of savage
mockery. “How did you wangle that,
Jim? You—a schoolboy at Greyfriars
—ha, ha! What have you told the
headmaster, Jim? What does he know ?
Nothing, I reckon. But how did you

wangle it, Jim? You were always
clever
“That's cnough!” said  Harry

Wharton roughly. “You'll never lay
hands on Valentine again, at any rate,
you scoundrel | You're going to prison
on a charge of kidnapping; and once
they’ve got you, I've no doubt they'll
find out plenty of other things.™

“They will—if they get me!” grinned
Nosey Clark. “Not only about me,
young feller-my-lad! You're taking me
to the station, are you 1*

“Yes, you villain I”

“Come on, Jim, we'll go togcther,”
said Nosey Clark. “The cops will be
more pleased to see you than me, I'll be
bound. Come on!”

Valentine groaned.

“It's all up,” he said huskily.
“Nosey, you scoundrel, why ecouldn’t
you let me alone? Ilaven't you done
me harm enough "

The crook laughed.

“You're too valuable to lose, Jim!
Do you want me to tell these schoolboys
how valuable you are?”

The unhappy boy shuddered.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances. Wharton understood; and the
other fellows ecould not help making a
startled guess. If Nosey Clark went to
the police station, it was in his power
to drag Jim Valentine with him! ‘'I'ho
Greyfriars fellows could not save him
from that. One look at the boy's
haggard face was a proof of it

“My hat!” muttered Bob Cherry, in
utter dismay, and his grasp on the
crook relaxed.

“Keep him!” muttered Valentine
hoarsely., “The game's up for me—I'm
done for! Take him to the station. I
—I—I'll follow.”

The hands that were holding Nosey
Clark dropped from him. With a
mocking, sneering grin, the crook
turned and disappearcd into the wood.
Harry Wharton, in silence, slipped his
arm through Valentine's.

But the boy did not stir.

“The game's up !” he repeated dully.
“You can't stick to me after thisl
Leave me alone—leave me to itl”

“We're sticking to you,” said Llarry

Wharton quietly. “Come |”
“Like gﬂue 1” gaid Bob.
“The stickfulness is terrifie, my
estcemed Valentine,” eaid Hurrce

Jamset Ram Singh softly.

Valentine smiled faintly,

“T tell you you can't—-"

“And I tell you we can—and will1”
said Harry Wharton. “VYou're safe
from that villain at Greyfriars, and
wo'ro going to sco you through some-
how. Come on!”

And Jim Valentine came,

THE END.

(Now look out for nmext Salurday's
MaGNET and another grund long yarn
of Jim Valentine and the chums of
Greyfriars, entitled; “THE BOY
WITH A GUILTY SECRET!” You'll
vote it ripping, same as you will the
siz picture-stumps which will be pres

sented FREE with this issue.)



HEDLEY SCOTT’S LATEST DETECTIVE THRILLER !

NOBDBY 7 Shooting Star!

A New Being!
6 Y shoe—my shoe!”

Nobby
managed to recover his
powed of speech at last.
“I've only managed to

find one of them!"

Locke smiled.

“That's all right, son. T'll fix you
up with a new pair in the morning.
Got the number of that car, Jack?
You have! Right; get a move on to
the nearest police station !

Drake settled himself at the wheel,
slipped in the gears, and the Rolls
moved off like a specding phantom.

Peering out of the small window at
the back of the car, Nobby saw the
two helpless bandits mouthing their
rage and shaking their free fists, He
laughed to himself as he looked back,
but the laugh suddenly faded from his
face, for along tho darkened road now
came a fast, open touring-car. Instinct
told Nobby that it was the Don’s car;
instinet told him to keep away from
that window and hide himself from ihe
Don’s sharp eyes.

He trembled slightly and remained
strangely quiet, hardly answering the
questions Locke put to him. He was
glad when the blue lamp of a police
station hove in sight. Somehow it
spelt protection even from the Don.
But he cried aloud his agitation when
the open touring car which had followed
relentlessly on the track of the Rolls
crawled by, for he knew the Don had
seen him.

The touring ear continued on itz way
and turned into a bend a hundred yards
past the police station.

Ferrers Locke got down, gave his
report to the station superintendent,
and was back again beside Nobby in
less than five minutes; all the same, it
had seemed an age to Nobby.

“Let her go, Jack !” said Locke. And
Drake let her go.

The Rolls swallowed distance at tha
rate of a steady sixty miles an hour;
and, looking back (hrough the glass
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(The Opening Guapters retold on page 26.) (o slippers.

window, Nobhy felt relieved. There
was no sign of the Don’s car, although
it had trailed them away from the
police station. Evidently the pace was
too_hot for the tourer.

Nobby's face brightened and beeame
still more animated as London was
reached. He had never been to the
great metropolis before. Of necessity
now tho pace of their progress became
slower, and it was not until half an
hour later that the Rolls purred to a
standstill in a thoroughfare which
Nobby had been quick to see was Baker
Strect.

“Here we are, young man,” said
Locke, a]ipi;hting. “You're coming in
with me—for to-night, at any rate. I
don’t need telling that you have run
away from the circus. Not a word
more now. Wait until we get in.”

Nobby felt a friendly arm linked in
his own, found himself in a warm, cosy
room almost before he quite realised
his luek, and good naturedly thrust into
the deepest armchair he had ever secn,
let alone sat in, in his life.

He started vicolently as there
appeared, almost like an apparition,
a yellow-faced individual with slanting
eyes, who bowed low before Ferrers
Locke, murmured Oriental greetings,

and took the coat and bat of the
detective,
“Don’t ba startled, young ’un,”

smiled the detective. “This is Sing-
Sing—my servant. And the best servant
in the world-—ch, Sing-Sing?”
“Illustrious master, I am not fit to
walk before thy shadow,” purred Sing-
Sing, obviously pleased at the compli-
ment. “I, a son of ten thousand

dogs—" .
“Cut it out,”” interrupled Terrers
Locke, “and let's have a real tasty

meal for three as quickly as you can
devise it ¥

Sing-Sing bowed low.

“To hear is to obey, O wonder of
the universe!”

And with these flowery sentiments ho
departed as softly as he had come,
leaving Nobby blinking his admiration,

“Oh—and, Sing-8ing1” called out the
deteetive, catching sight of Nobby's one
unshod foot which he bravely tried to
hide in a stocking which was uncom-
monly well darned and yet still
plentifully holed. * Bring me a pair of
Drake’s slippers.”

Sing-Sing was back in a flash with
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OIf came Nobby’s remain-
ing shoe, and into the slippers went
his shy feet, persuaded there by Sing-
Sing’s deft adininistrations,

“Now sit back and rest yourself until
the grub’s ready,” invited Locke.
“Hero comes Drake.”

With noisy boisterousness Jack Drake
cntered the room, threw his coat and
hat at Bing-Sing, and dumped himself
into an armchair before the fire.

“Well, old chap,” he said affably,
“if you tell a fellow your name we
might bo able to work up a conversa-
tion until Sing-Sing arrives with the
chop-suey.”

Nobby blushed.

“They call me Nobby,” he replied.

“Well, that’s all right for a start|”
exclaimed Drake, * ﬁ'hat’s the other
part of the handle—Clarke$”

“There is no other,” replied Nobby.
“I've been called just Nobby—well, as
long as I am able to remember—Nobby
from Nowhere, the Don used to say.”

“The Don—-"

“ He means Don Carlos, the proprietor
of the circus,” broke in Locke quictly.
“Have you been with him all your life,
young 'un §*

“As far as ! can remember,” returned
Nobby. “He calls himself my guardian,
but he’s never told me who my parents
were. And every time I ever asked him
he used to go into a royal rage and start
in with his belt or a stick.”

“The rotter!” said Drake.

“The truth is, Jack,” said Locke,
getting his favourite briar well alight,
“this young friend has decided to say
good-bye to the Don and his cireus, He
made up his mind to bolt to-night,”

“That’s right, sir!” flashed Nobby.
“But it’s not beeause I’ve done anything
wrong, Believe me, sir, 1 didn’t fire
the marquee—-"

“That’s tho blaze we saw. Remember,
Jack 7

Drake nodded.

“I had made up my mind to run away,
in any case,” continued Nobhy, “I'm
getting  older now "—Locke smiled
faintly at his earnestness—"“I’ve tried
bolting before. But every timo tho
Dnn‘s%.zrought me back and—"

“Walloped you?” put in Drake.

“Worse than that,” smiled Nobhy
bravely, *But that doesnt matter. I'm
clear of him now. And T'll never go
back to him—or that life.”

“I should think notl” exclaimed
Drake. “He must be an awful rotter |
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“It's awfully decent of you, sir "—this
to Ferrers ke—“to have me here.
But, really, I ought to be going!”

“But you're not, Nobby,” smiled
Locke. *“Somchow I feel responsible for
you now. After all, I brought you away
from Middleham, dido’t 17  Let me
sce, what can you do in the way of
work 1"

Nobby's face brightened.

- em—_l.

His face fell again. =

“Nothing excopt walk the tightrope,
swing on a trapeze, and But I'm
not going back to that life again! I'll
manage to find something,” he added
bravely. “I’m young and strong—and
quick to learn.”

“I say,” exclaimed Drake suddenly,
“isn’t Nobby the fellow you watche
scoring goals this morning, guv'nor”

“He is,” admitted Locke, *“And his
shooting would make some of the pros
look envious 1"

Drake’s youthful brow puckered into
deep thought. He liked Nobby, and was
all eagerness to do him a good turn.

“1 say, guv'nor, I'm going to take
young Nobby round to see Weatherstone
in the morning.”

“If you mean Lord Douglas Weather-
stone, my lad,” said Locke reprovingly,
“why don't you say so? But what's in
your mind 77

Drake chuckled. 3

“You remember, guv'nor, I did him a
useful turn over the Marston business.
The old boy told me he would return
the compliment any time the chance
came his way. It’s going to come his
way, scol Nobby andﬁowﬁl present our-
selves at his office at nine o’clock, pronto.
I'm going to persuade his nibs 1o give
Nobby & job as ground boy with the
Perriton Rovers. That’ll be a start, any-

way.”

Igobby jumped in his chair, Perriton
Rovers—Perriton Rovers! Why, they
were one of the most famous clubs in
the whole of the three First Leagues!
Last year, Nobby recalled, they had been
the runners-up in the Cup Final at
Wembley.

“Oh, I say—" began Nobby de-
lightedly.

“Leave it to me, Nobby!” chuckled
Drake. “I'll wangle the old buffer.
He’s not a bad ol
i:i:lf ;his beard, but his bite never comes
o »

Locke laid down his pipe.

_“That’s a_ happy thought of yours,
Jack,” he said. “ Anyway, I can’t sug-
gest a better one. eantime “—he
sniffed the air—"here’s Sing-Sing with
something really tasty.”

And tasty it was, Young Nobby had
never caten a meal like it. His over-
whelming hunger got the better of him
so far as table manners went, for lifo
in the circus had been crude, and
“snatch what you can” had been the
general motto when meal-times came
round. But, as Nobby had said, he was
quick to learn.

After that first flush of healthy
enjoyment, tucking away food that
was perfectly cooked and perfectly
served, he eyed Locke and Drake
covertly. They, apparently, did not eat
their peas with a knife, neither did
they clamp their jaws noisily. And that
snow-white Tooa of linen was not a
pocket handkerchief—it was something
that bad to be g;:ccd on the lap. Nobby
was quick to observe these things, quick
to_copy them.

Locke noted the quick change over
with approbation. The improvement in

d spoken truly.

stick—barks a bit p

Nobby was plain to see. A lively eolour
came to his cheeks, his eyes glowed

brightly. Ilc looked, and felt, a new
being.
Kicked Out !

HEN Sing-S8ing had cleared
W away, Locke motioned Nobby
to the armchair.

“Better digest that little
lot, Nobby, betore you turn in, Drake
and I are accustomed to late hours, so
don't mind wus.”

Nobby settled himself in the armchair
with a sigh of contentment. A few hours
earlier he had been in the depths of
despair. Now his whole lite was
changed. Melchiol, the gipsy, had
He thought ot her with
a tinge of sadness. What was she doing
now? And from her his thoughts turned
to Don Carlos. What was he doing?

Don Carlos, at that identical moment,
was thumbing the bell of Ferrers
Locke’s chambers in Baker Street,

Sing-Sing answered the summons and
returned with the news that a very
excitable alien, who answered to the
name of Don Carlos, demanded an
audience with Ferrers Locke.

The detective was not surprised, but
Nobby was. He started to his feet in
alarm.

“Don't let him take me back!”

His terror was real.

“Don’t worry, Nobby,” said Ferrers
Locke. “Just step inside this room|
I'll deal with your Don Carlos!”

With a wildly beating heart, Nobby
allowed Jack Drake to escort him into
the adjoining room. There, with Jack
for company, he waited—listening.

Don Carlos was very much in evidence
a few scconds later. His voice, up-
raised, demanded the person of Nobby.

“1 know he is here!” he almost
screamed. “T followed the car—yes, I
took the number. I have traced it to
Ferrers Locke, of Baker Street. You
are heem? You are Ferrers Locke, the
private detective|”

Nobby thrilled. Ferrers Locke! Not
until then had he ever thought of asking
the identity of his benefactor. Ferrers
Locke, the famous detective ! Nobby felt
his confidence return.

He cheered up considerably, and Jack
rake no longer squeczed jlvxis arm to
reassure him that all would be well,

“I am Ferrers Locke,” came the detec-
tive's cool voice. “And the boy you
call Nobby is under my roof 1”

Don Carlos scemed to tower over
Locke, who was seated in the armchair
nonchalantly puffing at his briar.

“Then I demand that you give heem
over to me, Mister Locke. I am his
guardian. He has run away——"

“One can hardly blame him,” said
Locke coldly.

“He is ungrateful cub!” exclaimed
Don Carlos. “Tor fifteen vears I have
looked after him like a father. Brought
him up, fed him, sheltered him—"

. “And beaten the life out of him,”
interpolated Locke, rising to his feet.

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

NOBBY, a red-neaded youngster of sixteen,
who has worked in a football booth
belonging to

DON FARLNS' circus for as many years as he
can remember, decides to run away to
London By his presence of mind in
throwing his shoes at an armed bandit,
he succeeds in saving

FERRERS LOCKE. a detective, and Jack
Drake, his hoy assistant, from serious
loss. In return Locke offers Nobby a lift
to London in his car.

(Now read on.)

THE MAGNET

“And now you and Nobby part com-
pany. Ile's not going back to you or
to the circus!”

“ Bug this is monstrous, Mister Locke !
I am his guardian. I have the law—I
have every right—"

“Then, if you are his guardian you
should know the boy's name !”

“ He is my sister's—my sister’s child I
spluttered the Spaniard. “He is Carlos
Casanova de Rio.”

“ Are you sure ! asked Locke coldly.

“I swear it, Mister Locke! My heart
bleed for that boy!” Don Carlos fell to
a wheedling murmur. “I have tried to
do my best by him. My heart bleed—"

“Don Carlos,” said Ferrers Locke
quietly, “I have told you that the boy
has run away from you—that he will
never return to you. My own opinion
of you is that you are an unmitigated
bully—I was tempted to add scoundrel !
Now kindly leave this room.” ;

Don Carlos turned upon the detective
in ‘a fury.

“Caramba! Ten thousand thunders]

I will make you sorry for this! I will
entreat the law! You will be expose!
{)wi’l,l’ claim the compensation! Pig!
08
His words ended in a howl, for the
simple reason that Ferrers Locke

grabbed him by the collar with one
hand and the slack of the pants with the
other, and literally hustled him out of
the room. Followed the trampling of
feet, then a heavy crash.

The resisting Don Carlos had
travelled the long staircase on the back
of his neck, so to speak. Furthermore,
an obliging Sing-Sing was standing in
the hallway, with the door held wide
open for further progress.

Don Carlos picked himself up, spit-
ting and cursing like a wildcat. His
language was unintelligible, or, at least,
most of it was; but Locke, who
sauntered coolly down the stairs,
gathered that he was cursed sleeping,
waking, walking, riding, drinking, and
g0 on; that Nobby would rue the day
he had bolted from Don Carlos; that
he would be beaten till he was black
and bluo! In short, Don Carlos would
be most amply revenged for this night's
work.

He was still screaming "his defiance
in that passionate way peculiar to the
large and fleshy bully when Ferrers
Locke gripped him, swung him round
into a convenient position. and applied
a well-shod foot to his nether garments.

Don Carlos shot through that open
door like a rocket. He landed in a
heﬁpﬂ_o'n the pavement. Then—

1

His top-hat landed on his nose, as
Sing-Sing had intended it should. The
door was closed, and Don Carlos, for
onco thoroughly humbled, gasped and
panted for breath,

Up above, the curtains parted and
the boyish face of Nobby peered down
at the street below. Some instinct
prompted Don Carlos to glance upwards
at that moment.

Iis face became convulsed with rage
as he recognised the youngster. His lips
worked with savage fury, and Nobby
blessed the fact that he could not hear
the stinging stream of invective that fell
from them.

The Don shook his fist threateningly,
looked murderously at the lad he had
beaten and starved all his life, and then
faded away into the shadows of night.

But, although he knew the Don was
gone, Nobby felt deep down in his heart
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that be kad pof seen the Ik of the
tyrani—and in that he was right

Nobby turned from the window
found Ferrers Locke gazing at him.

“Don’t you worry about that big
mountain of a bully, Nobby,” he said.
“He won't worry you any more. Just
¥you turn in. Drake will show you the
spare room. Tomorrow we'll talk
things over afresh. And if you must
dream,” he added, as an afterthought,
‘“dream of shooting goals for Perriton
Rovers.”

Nobby murmured his thanks, what

apd

iime Jack Drake good naturedly
dragged him out of the room.
Nobby slept between clean  white

sheet._s in a really comfortable bed for
the first time in his life.
He did dream.

But his dreams were of Don Carlos.

Nobby Secores a Buil’s-eye !

HAT the dickens did you say
his infernal name was?"
Lord Douglas Weather-
stone’s rather florid face
creazed into a score of wrinkles, some of
which indicated his perplexity, others
the presence of gout in his giant frame.

“Ile hasn't got a name,” answered
Jack Drake, “other than Nobhy.”

“Pscah 1” .

That explosive ejaculation made the
youngster smile. 1t told himn much. 1l
was a damp, raw, Januiry morning—
typical of the scason—when tempers
were apt to be short and faces long.
But the inclemency of the weather made
no difference to Drake; he was sunny in
all weathers,

[aithful to his promise overnight, he

had  brought young NobDly tfo the
spacious grounds of the Perriton

Rovers. At the moment of the inter-
view between the noble chairman of the
club and Juck Drake, Nobby was cool-
ing his heels in the passage adjacent to
the massive oak door which carried tha

imposing legend: “ Directors’ Board
Reom,”
“Tscah!” Lord Douglas repeated

himself, shook gingerly the gouty foot
which made life so unpleasant for him,
and then glared at Drake’s smiling face.

“Now, look here, you grinning
juckanapes!” he said fiercely. * Let me
get this 1ight, You tell me you've dis-
covered a boy murvel at shooting goals,
Eul[‘. you have never seen him kick a
Bl

“But the guv'nor has!” interpolated
Drake hurriedly.
“Tscah!  You bring this genius

here "—there was scorn in his lordship’s
face and tone—"and ask me to give him
a job?”

“That's right, sir!”

“And you don’t cven know |his
name

Drake smiled.

“Well, considering the poor kid

doesn’t know it himself, you can hardly
expect me to know it, It might be—
well, Weatherstone—or anythin’—*
“lnough!” snupped his lordship.
“Don't bo cheeky! Tt might be
Weatherstone, indeed! Iinpertinent
roung: Confound this gout!
Ooooch! Where is this—er—Nohby 7"
“In the passage,” replied Drake.
“Sorry to worry you, sir. But you will
remember that you once said—"
“That I would do anything for you,”
added his lordship. “I meant it at the
time, and hope always to hold such a
higlh opinion of you—cheeky as yon are,
Now, bring in your genius—— Stop!
We'll take him on to the pitch. Ask
Manager Sandy for a ball.”
“0O.K.” hurled back Drake, as he de-
parted; and to Nobby, who eyed him

Nobby jumped as that peculiar ejacu-

lation smote his eardrums. Turning, he
found himself in the presence of a real,
live lord for the first time in his life.
The sight pleased him, thrilled him—
actually sent a blush along his healthy
checks,

For his part, Lord Douglas Weather-
stonc found the habitual frown on his
face give way to a Ricker of a smile.
II¢ liked the honest, open face of the
red-headed youngster.

“Bo you are—cr—er—Nobby, what?”
“Yes, milord "

“"Hem !” The big man ran a eritical

eye over the youngster's sturdy frame.
“Not so bad for a young fellow still to
sco sixteen. Play football, 1 am told.

Score gouls like a—a  genius, what?
Well, well, we'll see. Where on earth is
that grinning jackanapes Drake?  Ab,
here he comes! Follow wme, young
man !*

Nobby murmured his aequicscence,

and followed in his lordship’s wake like
a fellow in a dream. Along the pas-
sages, and then down o Hight of short
steps, found the trio standing by the
players’ entrance. Beyong streiched the
short, erisp turf of the playing pitch,
oval in shape, and generously banked, to
give the spectators as wide and as com-
fortable a view of any match as the
necessary shilling gate-money permitted.

Above the trio towered the thirty-five
thousand pounds double-decker grand-
stand, but latcly completed for the
benefit of those pairons who could afford
wore than the ordinary entrance fee of
a shilling.

Lord Douglas Weatherstone was very
proud of thak stand, and was optimistia
enough to think that the excellent play
of the Rovers would draw the crowds in
Euf[icienl. numbers to pay for it—one

ay.

Gout was forgotien as Lord Douglus
Weatherstone trod the well-cared-for
turf of the playing pitch. Many of his
lifty years scumeg to full away from
him. Football was in his blood. Ie
loved it, supported it vigorously against
the growing popularity of Rugby, and
always looked back upon his Corinthian
days with pardonable pride,

i

He tock the focthall from Drake’s
bands, punted it along the grass a
matter of forty feet, and then signed io
Nobby.

“Let me see you kick it, my lad!
Kick it straight at me—hard as you
can !”

Nobby {rotted forward, lifted the
stationary ball with a deft flick of his
right foot, which did not fail to please
his lordship, and almost in the same
breath let drive with his left.

Like a shot from a gun the ball
sailed  straight for Lord Douglas
Weatherstone.

His lordship saw it coming, right
enough, but hiz gouty fool let him down

¢« Caramba ! ** yelled Don Carlos, as
Ferrers Locke grabbed him by the
collar with one hand and the slack
of his pants with the other and
hustled him to the top of the
stalrease.

badly when he tried to wheel sharply
out of the way,

Thud !

Lord Douglas wondered whether a

cannon-ball had struck lim a second
later, as the ball crashed aguinst his
chin and knocked him sideways.

Nobby, his face crimson with anxiety,
rushed forward to voice his apologies
and to assist the old peer to his ;nut.

Drake, stifling a grin, got there first,
however. He hauled Lord Douglas
Woeatherstone to his feet, dusted him
down with a handkerchief, and then
wailed for the storm to break.

“I'm awfully sorry——"" began Noliby.

“What for?” barked hiz lordship,
“Did I not ask you to semd the ball
straight at me—hard as you could ?”

“I—I—I didn't kick it as hard as I
conld, sir,” stammered Nobby,

“What? The devil you didu’t? "Then
I shiouldn't like to be in the way of one
of your hardest. Was that a fluke?”

“Da you mean, sir, whether or not I
could do it again??

“Yes and no!"” came the “hark.”
“But T am not asking for a second dose,
Drake, what are you cackling at? Tell
Sandy to send out the boys.™

“0.K.”

Drake sped hot fool for the gym-
pasium wherein the Rovers were exer-
cising.

(A great fulure lies before Nobby—
providing  the rozeally Don  Carlos
doesn’t step in and spoil everything!
De sure you vead next week’s exciling
elhaptera of this powerful jooter and
detective story, chumal)
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A HAPPY NEW YEAR WITH THE “ MAGNET,” CHUMS!

Your Editor
readers.

TOLD you I bad:some splendid
treats up my Eleeve for the New
Year, dldnt 1, %chums? Well, the
Now Year is with us, and here’s
the first of them. Would you like to

WIN A GRAND HOME CINEMA
Complete With Films?

Why, of course you would! Then be
sure and get next week’s MaoxEeT, for in
this bumper issue you will find full
particulars of a simple one- week . com-
petition in which readers will have the
opportunity uf \\mnm this wonderful
prize frec, you Eo not bag the
TIOME (_‘]NEMA you will still have a
chance of carrving off one of the

I

100 “ RIGBY» SWALLOW MODEL
1 PLANES. )
which will be awarded as consolation

prizes.

AR vou will have to-to is to solve
twelve simple words, from which one
letter has purposely been -left out. For
cxample ; ‘take the letters PAP—R fo-
gether: with the clue, *What you are
reading now ¥ "Obviously, the missing
letter as 5 E,” and the word “PAPER.”
*Heasy a3 10]11113' off ‘a form, what?
Every one of the twelve words arc just
as slmplc, as this examplée—no sitting
with a’ wet towel round your head, no
wasté of time, and

NO ENTRANCE FEE!

TeH all your pals about this fascinating
:mnpchtlon, and then go round {6 your
niewsagent and order a copy of next
Saturday's MaGNET, and thus make sure
of entering this fa,scmatmg competition.

OLD him, boys, who? . Why,
anyone who tries to attack you
and get away with it!  The
first “of " this' week’s fine free

gift picture stamps shows you a re-

Write to him :
The Amalgamated Press,
Farringdon Street,
envelope will ensure a reply.

Mflying-boat. "

lomelnto The

Of6ice. lBogﬁ /

is always pleased to hear from his
Editor of the ‘' Magnest,”
Ltd., Fleetway House,

E.C4. A stamped addressed

markably effective way of doing it! Get
hold of hiin as shown, and force lhis
elbow-joint against your right knee or
ghin-hone— takmg care’ that his palm is
turned away from you. You'll soon have
him howling for merc_y'

The two locomotive stamps illustrate
two more “crack ¥ British and Empire
giants of the iron way. The magnificent
L.M.5.R. loco which is pictured, serves
the Caledonian section of the railway,
and needs to be preity powerful to
m-gohu‘m some of the “steep gradicnts
which are found in the Highlands..

The South African Railway express
pulls passenger trains through somic of
the wildest scencry to be found in any
parl of the Empire. Magnificent gorges,
ravines, waterfalls, mountains, and
rivers fash past in never- endmg suc-
cession, and a trip on this railway is
one of the finest “scenic” runs you
coitld possibly take.

Evervone has heard of the famous
Dornier Do, X, the world’s largest
Thiz Geran super flying-
boat,” which during one of her recent
tost flights carried 180 passengers, is
ht_ll;d “with two kinds Df propellers—

“pullers 7 and " pushers.” The hull’and
wings are constructed entirely of metal,
and our illustration gives a splundld
view of her as she appears in flight.

Have a ]ool\ at the famous yacht

“Shamrock.””  There have been several
Slramrocks, and the first was ﬂlo out-
stdndmg 2% metre British cutter in.the
days before the War. After the War,
othvy “BSlamrocks ™ took her place, and,
although of récent’ “t;'cars they have been
unable to wrest the famous American
cnp, they have, nevertheless, carricd on
the tradition of the first of their line.
It is rarely, indeed, that the “Sham-
rork * doo; not lead—and in one year
alone one of hér class had nine firsts,
ten sceonds, and one third to her credit.

When  vou realise that the Royal
{".-muriiun ‘Mountic V' somnetime: has a
“bealt ” which g four hundrved miles
long, you can imugine that he has gob
to be an expert vider, IFurthermore, “ho
Lias got to be an cxpert at tracking,
camping, snow-shocing  and  canocing.
There are cighty-five officers aud - two
{housand rauk and file in this fine force,
and on the Arelic patrol less than 100
troopers arve 1mponclblc for puatrolling
and keeping order in an arca as large

us Burope!

J. A (Tooting), sends in a query
which I really must answer. He wants,
to kuow: f
HOW MANY COUNTRIES FLY THE

RED FLAG?

XNo country flies a solid red flag!
Every red flag has some design. or
symbol on it. The principal ones are:

Greap Brituin: Red flag with Union
Jack 1 top lefr eorner.

China: Red with blue oblong
“hslc sun. in top’ left corner,

“Denmark s Red avith white cross.

Norway : Red with white’ and blue
CTOSS;

Turkey: Red with white erescens und
star.

Russia: Red with_the letters. © f’ C.
C. P..” and small design betwivil ‘the
centre lettors.

and

There's a treat in store for you next
week, chufs!' Frank Richards @ has
written one of the best yars that have
ever come from his pen. II: 5 En‘brﬂl!li

“THE BOY WITH A G.U.ib“
- SECRET !’

and 1s a continuation of the ‘p‘qésent
series “of BtDl‘lBS featuring. Jim Valen-
tine, the new boy at Greyfriars: It will
keep your inierest from the time you
pick it up.until you put # down again.
There will also be furter cxciting chap-
ters of “Nobby, the ' Shooling Star,” ”
Hedley Seott’s powerful foothall and
detective story, another . special edition
of - the. © Greyfriars 'Hiﬁ‘ra.]d  a further

‘talk on Soceer by “mesman * and last,

but by no means least, six more FREE
stamps to stick in your album.

Bz\fcll‘o closing up, however, let me
again -take the opportunity of passin
along—from my staff and myself—all
the very best- of good wishes for a
Happy and Prosperous New Year, -

YOUR EDITOR,

BE TALL ::

Lomplete (‘o&rac 5/-.
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G SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road,

Booklet free privately.

" Pricefd. each,4forl ,"--—'1'

- FREE FUN l Vcntnloqului.s m:l.ru.mcnt.n given .. FREE to all
GROSE'S 8, ﬁe- Brl.ﬂg Btr.a‘l.. I.Un(il.‘n: seading Li for latest ' Novelty and Liat.
. Lond .0;_ CIRCUS {Largse Parceis 2/6, 6/-.)—A. B'U sE Longdon, Wellington, Balop.
. _BILLIARDS AT HOME 3‘4':“‘53; week. STAMMERING Btutter1n¥ New, remarkable,, _Qertain _Oure.
- BIZE } Deposit p“m“i" Cash ¥ Baoklet rae givntc .—BPBBIA LIBT,
g ;h‘ E im' x :HE 8 in. }3‘:’_ 35';2 %g;_ Dept. A.P., 28, Dean Road, W.2
1.9 in, X . - H
7 - - height to 67t. 5 T, 164, to GI4, 1
3 Pt’ é }E' §'-§ ;{' ;n'.- igﬁ- g;"a "1’{3 INGREASED %‘yﬁ’“fweﬁ from: 5ft. “}:: 5t 101 aageo“lsyoshm
Bft. 4 jn.. X 2 ; 8 :n, 10/- 12/ B1/6 s Genuine. Enrol and Watch Yourself Grow! Fes £2 2s,
6 ft.°4 in, @ 3 1t, 3 in. 10/- 20/- 77/8 v P&rliculnru 13, stamp,—P. ROSS, Helght Speciallst, Surhurnuzh
Complete with 2 Ctu.a ] 'I‘urncd Balls (guarateed unbreakable), Marking =
mar:l Spirit Level, Rules and (halk, COMPLETE LIST FREE. HAGIG THIGKS ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5,18. ‘Ventriloguist’s

Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
.Harrison, 239,Pentonvil1e Rd.,London, N.1,

GA LLEON Packet and Paragon Collection
Qver &0 different, scarce Charkari, large
ship .mané[.vB |L‘ Jusl. send  Ad.  postal

3 o7 and_ request  approvals,—
TOWNSEND (U'S'EJ. LIVERPOOL.

FREE !

M ou STAG HES areagainfashionable. Growa.manly moustache
in a few days witlh MARVEL moustache
grower. 18. 6d. posted.—Marvel Lahs., 19, Cromford House, Manchester,

Learn JUJITSU, Take care of
weapons, Better than Boxing Car 0o man,
ind particulars fiee on npgluation
Tuition at TLondon School.

N'T BE BULLIED!

oursclf in all circumstances without
Splendid Tllus.
or Large Part for 3/9. Practical
rof, GARRUD (Dapt. A.P.
- Houte, Bedfont Lane, Feltham, Middx

— e

- Lessons
» Blenheim

7 CREECE PICTORIALS (1927) FREE nnd 650 diff.
Approvals. —R.

Just send 2d, poslage, reguesiin
25, Lawson ioa.a, Colwyn

LL

ay, Wales.

Al applicativns for Advertisement Space in this publication should
he addressed to the Advertisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIEs,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

P, WILKINSON

e e e,

(Esid, 1888,

7-1-33



