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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Very Urgent !
“ F—if you plcase, sir—
ﬁ “Well ™ rapped Mr. Quelch.
“May—may I fetch a map,
sir 2’ stammered Billy Bunter,

“What?”

It was second lesson in the Remove
Form-room at Greyfriars. Mr. Quecleh,
the masrer of the Remove, was just go-
g to begin,

Bunter intervupted him.

My, Quelch locked at Bunter. Remove
fcllows Jooked round at Bumter. The
fat Uwl of the Remove became, all at
onee, the cynesure of all cyes,

“Did you say a—a—a map, Bunter?”
cjaenlated Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir! I—I forgot my—my map!”

There was a general grin in the Re-
OVe-Troom. (}:ﬁy Mr. Queleh did not
grin,  Grinning "was not in his line.
e frowned.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, winked at Bob Cherry, who
burst into an inveluntary chuckle. That
chuckle dicd a sudden death as My,
Queleh’s ginilet eyo was turned on him.
Bob was reduced to instant gravity.

Billy Bunter, blinking round through
Lis big spectacles, could see no reason
for 1he juniors to grin, or for Mr.
Queich to frown. It was not uncommon
for a fcllow to forget to bring in a map,
or a book, or something or other, and
ask leave to fetch it. Had sccond
lesson that morning been  geography,
Bunter would probubly have got by with
it.

As it happencd, sccond lesson that
morning dealt with the interesting and
important subject of English literature.
Billy Bunter had overlooked that little
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circumstance.  Maps were not required
for English litevature, So it was fairly
clear that what Billy Bunter wanted was
not an aid to learning, but an excuse
for getting out of the Form-room.
“M-m-may I go and -and fetch my
map, sir?” asked Dunter, rising hope-

fully. He was a little dismayed by
Quclch's frown, but he stuck to his
guns.

“You may nof, Bunter!” said Mr.
Quelch, in a very deep voice. “No map
will be required for this lesson,
Bunter !

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “I—I mean,
I—I didn’t mean a map, sir——"

“You did not mean a map?” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch.

“N-ono, sir! [—I meant my Latin
cictionury.  M-m-may I go and fetch
it, sir?”

“You may not, Bunter! You may

take fifty lines!

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

And he sat down again.

Me. Queleh gave him a grim glance
and turned away. Billy Bunter nodged
the fellow next to Loy, who was Jim
Valentine, the new boy in the Remove.

“T say. what's this lesson?” he whis-
pered. T haven’t bronght any books

what beastly books shall we want ?”

Valentine grinned.

“We're doing ‘ Gray's Elegy,’ fathead ®
You'll want your ‘Helected Verse,” ”

“Oh, all right!"

“Bunter! Arc you speaking in class?”
mguired Mr. Quelch, in a voice re
semhling that of the Great Hugo Bear.

“Oh, no, =ir! I never opened my lips!
I only said to Valentine—"

“1Ia, ha, ha!”

“Silence!  Bunter,

again——

if you speak

it i

i
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“No. sir!hl mean, yes, sir! May }

o and fetch my ‘Gray's Elegy '——
gGIWhat?}l g}

“1 mean my Sclected Gray—that is,
my Elegy verse—I -1 mean—"

“Have you not bronght the hook re-
quired for thia lesson, Bunter?"

“No, sir! I "

“Yon may use the Look of the boy
next yon——*

“Oh lor'!”

“And you may take a hundred lines!”

“Oh erikey !”

“And if you speak again, I shall eane
von !”

Billy Bunter gasped; but he did not
speak again. }ﬁ; did not like the laok
in Queleh’s eve,

Bunter could see that Quelch some-
how—he did not know how —snspected
him of making excuses to get away
from the Form-ronm !

Bunter had lis reasons for wanting
to get to the Remove studies while the
other fellows were in class; especially
while Herbert Vernon-Smith was in
class; reusons not whaolly nneonnccted
with a large cake which happened to
be in the Bounder's study cnpboard.

But even Bunter rcalised that there
was nothing doing! Quelch, in that
snspicious way of his, which Bunter dis-
liked intensely, did not beliove that this
bright momber of his Form really
wanted to fetch a map, a Latin diction-

ary, or cven a volume of selected
vorse.
Probally le suspected Bunter of

desiring to cscape for a few minutes
from the delights of English literature.

There was no eseapo for Bunter. Ho
was booked for a whole hour of English
literature; a subject in which the Owl

MORE WONDERFUL PICTURE STAMPS FREE!



—HARRY WHARTON & CO., THE FAMOUS CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS |

of the Remove took no interest what-
ever. "Gray's Elegy ” was the order of
the day in the Remove-room—and
under Dﬁfr. Quelch’s suspicious eye, Billy
unter tried to give his attention to
it. Really it was an excellent poem ;
and there were fellows, even 1n the
Lower Fourth, who could appreciate its
beauties. Dut William George Bunter
was not one of those fellows. Bunter
would have given the Complete Poetical
Works of Tliomas Gray for a cake, and
thrown in those of William Shakespeare
as o makeweight and considered that he
had got the best of the bargain.

How was a fellow to fix his attention
on this tosh, when there was @ big
plum cake in Smithy's study, which
Smithy had invited half a dozen fellows
to_whack out with him in break?

Bunter was not one of the invited
fellows, cven! All Bunter was going to
see of that cake was its transit down
the necks of Herbert Vernon-Smith,
Tom Redwing, and Harry Wharton &
Co. That is, unless he could contrive
somehow to get out of the Form-room
before break! In which ha{)py case,
Bunter was certain to sce a lot of the
cake—and no human eye was ever likely
to behold it again! = In such circum-
stances, it was a sheer impossibility for
a fellow to take much interest in tho
“Elegy in a Country Churchyard.”
Bunter did not care in tho least whether
the curfew tolled the knell of parting
day, and wasn't in the lcast intereste
in the ploughman homeward plodding
his weary way.

S0 it was sheer luck for Bunter that
a tap came at tho Form-room door, and
Trotter, the house page, looked in.

Mr. Quelch snapped:

“What is it, Trotter?”

Quelch did not like interruptions in
class—differing, in that respect, from
most of the class,

“Your telephone, sir——*

“Oh! Very well!I”

Mr. Quelch glanced at Harry Whar-
ton. This term Wharton was in his old
place of head boy of the Form.

“Wharton ! I shall leave you in
charge of the Form for a few minutes.”

“Yes, sir!”

Tho Remove master whisked away.

tere was a general movement of
relaxation in the Remove. Wharton,
as head boy, had to keep order. DBut
while the cat is away, the mice will
play; and the Lower Fourth took it
easy. Lord Mauleverer gave a long,
long vyawn, which he had been with
difficulty suppressing in Mr. Quelch's
presence. . Bob Cherry sat on a desk
instend of a form. = Bkinner ecaught
Frauk Nugent behind the ear with an
inkball.  Johnny Bull prodiced toffes
and handed it round. Billy Bunter
jumped up like a Jack-in-the box.

“llold on, Bunter!” ealled out Whar-
ton, as the fat junior made for the door.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

8it down, fathead "

“I've got to fetch a book-—"

“Never mind your book.”

“I mean I've left my notecase in my
study, with all my banknotes in it—"

“1la, ha, ha!”

“You silly nss, sit down !” exclaimed
Wharton, making a jump at the fat
Owl as he opened the Form-room door.

But Dunter was desperate. This was
his last chance—an unlooked-for chance,
which he was not going to lose. He
tore the daoor open and rushed out.
Wharton, jumping at him to catch him,
did not catch Bunter—he caught the
door as it was fling wide—and he
caught it with his nose and chin. There
was a yell in the Remove-room.

ow-ow-ow |’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter was gone. Wharton was left
spluttering, and caressing his nose and
chin. And the Remove chuckled and
chortled, as if they saw something funny
in it.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Under Suspieion [

OBBLE! Gobble!
G “Grooogh "
Billy Bunter coughed and

choked and spluttered.

Bunter was busy.

The fat Owl of the Remove was
scldom swift in his motions. In a race
between Dunter and a tortoise, as a rule,
the tortoise would have rompcd home.
But Bunter could get @ move on when
the case was really urgent—as it now
was ! Once outstde the Form-room,
Bunter moved almost as if he had bor-
rowed the shoes-of-swiftness of the
ancient giant-killer. He flew up the
staircase, he darted into Study No. 4
in the Remove, he whizzed to Smithy's
cupboard.  Still more swiftly his fat
hands grabbed the eake which reposed
there waiting to be whacked out in
break—hut destined never to be whacked
out! A split sccond more and Bunter
was gobbling cake.

hero was no time to waste.

Quelch was not likely to linger at (he

telephone. He was much more likely to

To his schoolfellows he is just

Jim Valentine, the new boy.

To certain lawless characters

outside Greyfriars, however, he

is known as Dick the Penman,
the forger !

e

snap at the tactless individual who had
rung him up during classes—to snap his
head off, in fuct. And Bunter had to
get back to the Form-room before
Quelch did, or Bunter was booked for
trouble.

Bunter's idea—qguite a bright idea,
and worthy of his powerful intellect—
was to get that cake into a safe place
out of reach of a lot of greedy fellows
who were looking forward Lo whacking
it out in break. Bunter's idea was to
deal with that cake himself in break in
a retired and solitary spot—far from
the madding crowd’s ignoble strife, as
Thomas Gray expressed it in  the
“Elegy,” with which the Grexfriars
Remove was now dealing.  But it was
a rich and luscions cake, with an
aromatic odour that was absolutely irre-
sistible—and Bunler was not the man to
altempt to resist the irresistible.  1le
simply could not help taking a snack.

He took a large mouthful, which made
a considerable hole in the cake—Bunter's
monuth having been designed by Nature
on & penerous seale.  Ile holted that
mouthful rapidlyv—too rapidly! He
gobbled, not wiscly but too well. And
he choked.

“Grooogh ! IToooh ! Wooogh'!
Ooooogh ! purgled  Bunter—wasting
precious moments. “ Oooooch | Woooch |
Gug-gug-gug "’

Still gurgling, he rolled hurriedly out
of Smithy's study, with the cake under
a fat arm.

He stopped at the door of Study No. 7
—his own study. But he stopped only
for a sceond. Study No. 7 was no use;

Smithy would look there when he missea
the cake. He would suspect Bunter. In
snch cases follows always did suspect
Bunter—a rotten, suspicious lot, Bunter
considered, He rolled on to Study
No. 1, which belénged to Wharton and
Nugent and the new fellow Valentine.
They were not likely to come up to
their study in break—neither was the
Bounder likely to look in that study.
It was a safe spot for the loot. Bunter
rolled in and blinked round the room
through his big spectacles. The arm-
chair stood in a corncr—and Bunter,
after another bite at the cake, dropped
it behind the armchair out of sight.

Then he hustened to the stairs again.
He gobbled his second mouthful ss he
went,  He was still gobbling the
remnants, and hoping from the bottom
of his fat heart that Queleh had not
come back yct, when he reached the
Form-room. A buzz of voices in the
Form-room told that Quelch was not
there. In great relief, Bunter rolled in.
The buzz ccased as he turned the door-
handle.

“Mallo, hallo, hallo! Only Bunter !"
exclaimed Bob Cherry, who had slipped
down from his desk in a great hurry as
the door opened.

“You fut villain!” Wharton was still
caressing his nose—which, like Marian’s
in the ballad, was red and raw. *Corme
here and be kicked !

“* Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Anybody had a cake in his study "’
asked Skinner, with a chucklo, survey-
ing the sea of crumbs scattered over
Bunter's fat waistcoat,

“Eh? Yes!” The Dounder looked
round. “I had| What 27

“Oh, really, Skinner—"' gasped the
Owl of the Remove. “If you think I've
been after Smithy’s cake—"

“By gadl If you've snaffled my
cake—"

“Oh, really, Smithy!
you had a cakel
asking thle

I never knew
I never heard you

fellows to whack it out in
broak—

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I've been out in the quad,’’ ex-
plained Bunter. “I had rather a head-
ache, and I—I walked it off, you know.”

“Y know you've walked of some-
thing."” chortled Skinner. “I rather
faney you've walked off Smithy’s cake!”

“Ha, ha, hat"”

“Did you get those crumhs on your
waisteoat walking off a headache, or
walking off a cake?” inquired Peter
Todd.

Billy Bunter started. He blinked
down at his waistecoat and the signs of
guilt. There were plenty to he seen.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, “I—I—the
fact is—"

“The erumblulness  is  terrifig,”
chuckled Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“You've scoffed my eake!” roared
Vernon-Smith, jumnping up and grasping
a ruler.

“1-1 haven't! I—T—the fact i3 I—T—
I've been to the tuckshop and—and had
o bun—" stammered Bunter. “Owl
Keep off, you beast! I sav, you fellows,
keep that beast Smithy off | I say—
Yaroogooh !

Billy Bunter dodged round the dosks
like a fat kongarco. After him went
the Bounder, smiting with the ruler.
Tliree successive smites landed, accom-
panied by three fearful howls, when the
Form-room door opened again and Mr.
Queleh stepped in,

“Cave!" gasped ITazeldene.

“Look out, Smithy 1"
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But it was rather too late! Vernon-
Smith stopped, with upliited ruler,
Bunter was still ruurinf.

“Yaroch! Keep off ! Yooop! I say,
you fellows— Yow-ow-ow I’

“Vernon-8mith P*  thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“Oh!l Ahl Ves, sir!” gasped the
Bounder. He had forgotten Mr. Quelch
in the excitement of the moment. He
rather wished now that he had remem-

T .

“How dare youl Is this how you
behave when my back is turned for a
few moments?” exclaimed Mr., Quelch.

Smithy did not answer that question,
Really 1t was superfluous.  Obviously
that was how he behaved. .

Mr. Quelch had come back a little
cross. Inspector Grimes had asked him
to name a time when it would be con-
venient for him to call to discuss a
rather urgent matter. It was not con-
venient for Mr. Grimes to call at all.
Neither did Mr. Qucleh see what
matter, urgent or otherwise, a ! lice-
inspector could posslblz have to discuss
with him. However, he considered the
point, and made an appointment with
Mr. Grimes for his call. Then he came
back to resume the interrupted lesson,
and found Smithy chasing Bunter round
the Form-room with brandished ruler.
Thunder gathered in his brow.

“Bunter! Be silent! Go to your

place! Wharton, I left you in charge
of this classl Is this how you keep
order 1"

It was another superfluous question.

“You will take & hundred lines,
Wharton! I think I should be able to
trust my head boy to keep order durin
a brief absence! Vernon-8mith, han
me the cane from my desk !

With deep feelings, Smithy handed
Mr, Quelch the cane from his desk. The
Remove master took a grip on it.

“You will npow bend over that chair,
Vernon-Smith |

With still deeper feelings, the Bounder
bent aver the chair.

Whack, whack, whack |

“Go to your place, Vernon-Smith.”

The look that Smithy gave Bunter as
he went to his place made the fat Owl
of the Remove cringe. It was only too
clear that something unpleasant awaited
Bunter after class.

Billy Bunter was longing for break—
and the plunder he had parked in Harry
Wharton’s study. But he was not long-
ing for the interview with Herbert
Vernon-8mith, On account of the cake,
he desired the moments to fly.
account of Smithy, he wished them to
crawl, It was quite a mixed and un-
happy state of feeling. “Gray’s Elegy,”
in Lﬁo circumstances, passed by him like
the idle wind which he regarded not.
The amount of knowledge of English
literature which Bunter acquired in that

lesson was absolutely nil 1

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Matier for the Police!

[ SAY, you fellows—"
I “Ha, ha, hal”
Harry Wharton & Co. seemed
entertained. Billy Bunter could
sea nothing to cackle at, but it was
clear that the Famous Five could.

The Co. had gone out in break with
Jim Valentine, who was on very pally
ferms with the chums of tho Remove.
They had agreed to join up with Smithy
end Redwing in whacking out a cake—
but they rather doubted now whether
there was a cake to be whacked out.
Bmithy had ent off to his study to make

THE Magxer LiBRARY.—~No, 1,300

sure, but the othor feflows felc fairly
sure already. Billy Bunter rolled up in
a state of great distress. He was eager
to get at the cake—but it was clear tha
a fellow could not enjoy his cake in
peace with another fellow hunting him
for vengeance. The way of the trans-
gressor was hard |

“1 say, you fellows, don't cacklel”

said Bunter l1:|J|3<a\|'istlly. “That beast
Smithy will be after me in a minute,
and—"

“Berve you jolly well right, you
pi]fiaring porpoi’sel" growled Johnmy
Bul

“Oh, really, Bullt I think you fellows
ought to stand by me, after all I've done
for you!” said Bunter reproachfully.
“I never had the cake!”

“Well, if Smithy finds it in his study
you're all right,” said Valentine
laughing.

That was not much comfort to
Bunter!

“Oh, really, Valentine! Ile—he—he
may not find it, you know——"

“He will if you haven't had it !”

“It—it may be gone,” said Bunter.
“Of course, I know nothing about it!
It’s simply sickening the way fellows
pick on me if there's any tuck missing |
It’s unjust. Look hero, Valentine, you
could lick Smithy ! DI’ll tell you what,
old chap! ¥You give Smithy a jolly

good hiding, and I'll stand you half the
cake !”

“Half Smithy's cakel” yelled
Valentine.

“Ha, ha, ha[*

“I—i—I mean— I—I— Don’t
keep on cackling !* howled Bunter, with
an anxious blink towards the House.
“That beast Sinithy will be out in a
minute! He will make out that I had
the cake when he misses it. You know
how jolly suspicious he is! I say,
Valentine, it's up to you to stand by a
chap! Look how I've stood by you!
Lots of fellows wouldn’t speak to you,
knowing what I do about you, you
know. And I speak to you, don't I,
old chap

“Too often !” agreed Valentine.

“ Oh, really, you beast! I—I say, you
fellows, is—is that Smithy coming out ?”

“No, ass, it's old Prout!”

“Oh, good! But he’ll be out in a
minute! Look here, 1 never had
Smithy’s cake, honour bright! If it's
gone it must have been the cat. But I
shouldn’t wonder if Smithy never had a
cake at all! He's untruthful 1

“Oh, my hat!”

“SBmithy tells whoppers, you know,”
said Bunter. “It doesn’t shock yom
fellow s0 much as it does me. You're
not so particular about such things,
But—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Smithy !

*“Yarooaooh [”

"HB, ho" hu. [H

Herbert Vernon-Smith came out of
the House, with a grim expression on
his face. Only too obviously he had nos
found that cake in his study.

Billy Bunter dodged round Valentine
and the Famous Five. He blinked at

Here comes

the Bounder between Wharton and
Valentine.
“I—I—I say, Smithy, old chap—I

say, don’'t be shirty, you know M
gasped the fat Owl. “D-d-did you find
the cake?”

“I did not!” said Smithy, with un-
oxpected calmness.

*“I—1—1 fancy it was the cat, old

cha ain
o %aﬂ, it's gone,” said Vernon-8mith.
“Sorry I shan’t be able to whack it out
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with you fellows. Did you bag i,
Bunter 1"
“Oh, re&l.}g. Smithy! That question’s
insulting ! I'm not the fellow to bag a
fellow’s cake, I hape.”
“The hopefulness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrifie!” chuckled Hurree

Jamset Ram Sin

‘“Well,” said the Bounder, still with
the same unexpected calmness, “ it looks
as if you had it, Bunter! But if you
didn’'t—"
B“Itg:_nast Injun, old fellow !” groaned

unter.

“Very well! Must have been a
burglar, then,” said Vernon-Smith.
"Everyi:ody was in class excepting
Bunter, so if it wasn't Bunter, it must
have been ome of those daylight
burglars.”

“Of—of course, it was!” gasped
Bunter, in great relief, whilo the
Famous Five stared blankly at the
Bounder. “That was it, old follow!
The—the police ought to do something
about—about those daylight burglars !

*They’re going to,” said the Bounder
coolly. “I'm going to ring up Court-
field Police Station about it.”

“Wha-a-at?” Bunter’s jaw dropped.
“Wha-a-at did you say, Smithy ?”

“Is Prout out, you men 7

“Yos; but—>

“Then I can use his phone.”

Herbert Veroon-8mith, taking no
further notice of the dismayed Owl,
walked back to the House.

The chums of the Remove stared after
him blankly. Billy Bunter goggled
after him, his little round eyes almost
bulging through his big, round
spectacles in sheer horror. Valentine
gave the amous Five a startled look.

“Surely Smithy won’t—" he began.

Bob Cherry closed one eye at him, and
Valentine grinned and was silent. The
Famous Five had been startled,
Smithy’s manner being so serious; but
a moment’s reflection assured them that
tho Bounder was only giving the grub-
raider of the Remove a fright.

There &as !n.u }"!o[ubt.H that Buln:ier Evas
goetting the fright o goggled after
the Bounder tg:ll Smithy dgappeared
into the House; then he turned his big
spectacles on the Famous Five.

“I—I—1 say, you fellows!” he stam-
mered. “Smithy was only jig-iig-jig-
joking, wasn’t he? Oh crikey !”

* Ho didn’t look as if he was joking,”
said Frank Nugent gravely. “If you
had the cake, Bunter, you'd better cut
after Smithy and tell him !”

“B-b-but the beast would kick me!”
gasped Buntor. “Besides, I never had
the cake1”

“Well, in that case,” said Bob, “the
sooner Smithy puts the bobbies on the
track of that daylight burglar, tho
better !

“The soonerfulness the betterfulness !
agreed [Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with & grave nod of his dusky head.

“¥Yes, but—but—but—" gasped Bun-
ter. “Oh lor’l I—I eay, you fellows,
that beast can’t really mean—"

“You're all right if you never had the
cako, old fat bean,” said Harry Whar-
ton. “The police don’t arrest a chap
for what he hasn't done. You'll get
Justice I

“Oh lor’1” groaned Bunter, appar-
ently 1Inrmed at the idea of getting

Justice
He rolled away to the House after

ithy.

He iaft. the Famous Five chortling—
after his podgy back was turned.

Bunter did not feel like chortling him-
self! He hurried away to Masters’
Studies, still nourishing the hopo that



EVERY SATURDAY

Smithy had not really meant it. He
had a view of Smithy disappearing into
Mr. Prout’s study—Prout being at a
safe distance.

*Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

He rolled hastily up the passage and
into Prout’s room after Smithy.

“I—I1 say, Smithy—" he gasped.

“Quiet, Bunter, while I'm spcaking
on the phone !" said Vernon-8mith.

The Bounder was standing at Mr.
Prout’s telephone, with the receiver to
his ear, his mouth to the transmitter.
The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
did not discern that, as he lent over the
phone, he was holding down the hooks
with onc finger, which, of course, pre-
vented the instrument from ringing up

Billy Bunter torc the door open, and rushed out.
door—as it was flung wide—with his nose and chin.

come over, Mr. Grimes! I am really
very much obliged !

“Oh scissors !”

“Only one fellow was out of class,”
paid Vernon-Smith, apparently in rnply
to a question at the other end. “A chap
named Bunter. Yes, if you question
him he may have seen something of the
burglar——"

“Oh crumbs !”

“Bunter says he never had the cake,
but if it turns out that he did, I shall
certainly charge him, and 1 want you
to take him away in custody.”

“Yaroooooh !”

“Very well; I shall expect you, Mr.

Crimes,” said the Bounder, and he re-
receiver on the hooks

placed the

5

The shuddering prospect of Inspector
Grimes' official hand dropping on his
fat shoulder, to march him away in
custody, was enough to take away even
Billy Bunter's appetite |

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Trump Card !

way of Greyfriars, looking out into
the country road that passed the
school gates. A man who looked
like a carter with a whip under his arm,
was loafing idly by. His eyes turned,
or a brief moment on the schoolbo
standing in the gateway as he passed.
]I

Wi

Ji"

JIM VALENTINE stood in the gate-
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T
i
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Bift |

Wharton made a jump to eatch the fat junlor, but caught the
“Yow-ow-ow ! ** yelled Wharton, while the Remove

chuckled and choriled, as if they saw something amusing in it.

the exchange. It did not even occur
to Billy DBunter’s fatuous brain that
Smithy was speaking into an uncon-
nected tolephone, with nobody at the
other end !

“Is that Inspector CGrimes? Vernon-
Smith, epeaking from Greyfriars
School !" said tho Bounder inlo the
wstrument.

“I say, Smithy——" squeaked Bunter.

“Quict! There’s been a robbery here,
Mr. Grunes—"

“Oh crikey 1

* A cako was pilfered from my study
while all the fellows were in class—a
clear case of deylight burglayry—7

“0Oh lov’ 1"

C“Yes, quile a trifling matter, T know,
sic, It's not so much the cake I'm
worrying aboutl, as the fael that a
burglur gotb into the school——*
CEmithy 1
“¥us, 1 shall Le very glad if you will

very carcfully, without
the exchange.

“l—I—=I say,
Bunter.

Vernon-Smith walked out of the study
without answering. Billy Bunter rolled
after him in a state of palpitating
icrror.

“8mithy ! Lie hooted, as the Bounder
went into the quad. “I say, Smithy, old
chap, hold on!" Ilo bolted after Smithy
and grabbed him by tlio warm. “I say,
Smithy, I—I think I—I might be able
to help you lind your cake—some of it,
at least!”

Tho Bounder shook off his fat hand.

“No need; it's in official hands now,”
he answered. And he walked awny,
leaving Billy Bunter rooted to the
ground.

Billy Bunter did not sneak up to
Study No. 1 after the hidden cake.
Tiven the cake did not tempt hiln now.
1Ic bad lost his appelite for cakes!

ringing up

8mithy—" gasped

A dark and bitter smile came over
Valentine’s handsome face as he
watched the man pess along the road
and turn into a woodland path farther
on,

For some minutes Jim Valentine ro-
mained where he was, in thought, Then
ke loft the gatoway and strolled along
the road in the direction the carter had
taken, and turned into the same path
through the wood towards the river.

He walked slowly, whistling as he

went, his hands in his pockets.
There was a rustle among the trees,
and the man in the carfer's smock
i:jteppod into the path behind the school-
oy

At tho same moment another man
stepped into the path ahead of him—s
man dressed in brown tweeds, with a
hard, thin face, and a beak of a noso.

Valentine smiled rather grimly.

Ho was taken between the two, and
they camo towards him quickly, as if
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expecting to see him dodge into the
woodland on either side of the path.

But the boy showed no desire to
dodge. He came to a halt, and stood
where he was, waiting for , them to
reach him, which they did in a few
moments.

The man in the carter's smock
dropped a heavy hand on the boy’s

shoulder., Valentine gave him a glance,
“Hands off, Buarnoy!” he said
quietly.

Barney glanced at the beaky-nosed
man for instructions. Nosey Clark

a\-]-ta the schoolboy a keen, searching
ook.

L] chp Ev;cmr eye on him, Barpey,” he
said. “ That’s enough.”

“ AN right, guv'nor!”

Nosey Clark's sharp, black eyes roved
up and down the woodland path. There
was no one in sight; but 1t was & publio
path—teo public to suit Ncsa'{; p

“Step into the wood, Jim,"” he said.

“ Any old thing,” answered Valentine
carelessly,

Nosey Clark led the way, and the
schoolboy followed, Barne Hayes
bringing up the rear, watchful as a cat.
His grasp would have been on the boy
fast enough, had Valentine made an
attempt at escape. But that did not
scem to be in the boy’s thoughts.

They stopped at a distance from the
path. Mr, Compton Clark, alias Nosey,
searched the boy’s face with his sharp,
black oyas, evidently puzzled. .

“You'vo walked into our hands, Jim,”
he eaid, at lonst. “You nover know
that——*

Valentine lsughed contemptuously.

“I knew you were here. I recognised
Barney, and followed him. I knew you
wouldn’t be far away, Nosey.”

“That means you're coming back to
us, then?”

“ No.”

“Yao won't hava much choice, Jim,
now wb got you,” grinned Barney.

Nosey Clark looked, ss he felt,
puznletf and perplexed. For more than
8 week the crooks had been watching
Greyfriars, for the chance of gettin,
their bands on the boy who had fl
from them, and whom they were deter-
mined to recapture. Thoy had fully ex-
pected that he would remain within the
safc shelter of the school. Why he had
deliberately walked into their hands
was 8 puzzle, unless it was his intention
to rejoin the gang, which obviously it
was not. Nosey Clark was uneasy, as
well as perplexed.

“Well, what’s the game, Jim?” he
asked. “We've got you! You won't
get out of our hands again in a hurry,
now you're landed. But if you're will-
'm; to como back——"

* Never 1
“You fancy we shall let you go, now

you've walked into our hands 1"
i ch "

“(iuess again,” grinned Barney,

“Let’s have it clear, Jim," said
Nosey Clark, gesturing to the ruffian to
be silent. *You've got a card up your
sleevo to talk like that.”

“A trump card, I think,” said Valen-
tinc coolly. “Let's have it clear, by all
means. When I ran from you, Nosey,
it was for good. How you found mo
out at Gre:,'l}riars. I can't guess.”

“How you got there beats me,”
growled Nosey. “I'll bet the head-
master don’t know that Jim Valentine
was ' Dick the Penman® when ho was
at home. Have you told him that the
polico want you ¥

Valentine Hushed.

“I'll tell you, Nosey. I did a little
serviee, just after Christmas, for a man
who turned out to be a master in this
school. He is a kind and generons
man, and, finding me friendless, he
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managed to get me into the school, tak-
ing responsibility for me with the head-
master, iaymg my school fees out of his
own pocket, Une of the best men that
ever breathed.”

“And you've told him—" gasped
Nosey. .

*I've told him I'd been in bad hands,
and got away from them,” said Valen-
tine. "“He trusts me, and he will find
that I'm worth trusting. [I'm done
with you, Nosey, for over, and the
SO0ONer you gei 1t into your head, the
better.™

" We shell seo about that !”
Clark. “We can't afford
Jim, You're too
for that.
of 1

said Nosey
to lose you,
clever with the pen
Who's the man you speak

“Mr. Quelch, the mester of the Re-
move—the Form 1 am now in,”
answered Valentine. A good and kind
man, but as hard as iron if he had to
deal with a man likTa you, Nosey.”

“ Would he etond g you, if he knew
—what 1 could tell him if 1 liked?”
jeered Nosey. *“Have you told him
your work when you were with us—
signing other men’s names to bits of
paper ™

"1f ho knew that,” said Valentine
quietly, “I don’t know what the result
would bo; but I should have to leave
the school. 1 should not want to stay,
The shame of it would drive me away.”

“Dick the Penman is getting mighty
particular ! sneered Nosey.

“Cut that out!” said Valentine,
“I'm here to talk business, Nosey, 1
hoped when | got into Greyfriars
School under Mr. Quelch's protection,
that I should never sce you again—that
you'd never guess where 1 was. But
you found me out. You nosed it all
out.”

Nosey Clark laughed.

“Easy enough, Jim. I was after
J?o'unﬁ_1 harton. I knew you'd been
with him at his homo in the Christmas

holidays, and I reckoned he knew where
to lay a hand on you. I was going to
make him squeal. “That's what brought
me to this quarter. When I found you
was 8 Greyfriars boy, you could have
knocked me down with & feather. But
since then—

“Bince then you've been watching the
school, for a chance to get your paws
on me,” said Valentine, “I've scen you
at it—you, and Barney here, and Nutty
Nixon, and one or two others. ['ve
had my eyes wide open.”

“You was always a clever lad, and
a sharp one,” said Nosey Clark. “Too
clever for us to let you go, Jim.”

“1 thought at first of keeping inside
tho school—you'd never dare attempt to
touch me there, But I'm not going to
lead & hunted life. I'm not going to
have a gang of crooks hanging round
my school. 1 hoped you'd never find
me; but you've found me, and now
you'ro going to let me alone. I'm not
going to dodge and hide. I'm going to
wilk out whenever 1 like, without the
fear of a hand dropping on my

shoulder. That's why I'm licre now—to
tell you.”
“We've got you, you cheeky young

fool ! growled Barney.

“Quite—if you want me,” assented
Valentine, “? know you've got a ear
handy—out of sight sumuvwhere.  And
you can nail me, if you like. Stick me
m the car, and clear. You'll repent it
if you do.”

“Put your cards on tho table!”
snarled Nosey.

“If I don't go back to school now, or
at sny other time, [ shall be missed at
once, and then——"

“And then?” muttered Clark, watch-
ing him like a cat. ]

“Then,” said Valentiue coolly, “a
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g‘aper I've drawn up, and left in a cer
in place, will put into the hands
of Insfmctur Grimes, at Courtfield. It
will tell him all the police want to know
about Dick the Penman, and Nosey
ﬁl:rk's” gang. And they will get you,

Y.

“And you, tool”
savagoly.

Valentine nodded.

“1 know that. If you shame me af
Greyfriars, if you drive me away from
the school, if you get me back into your
hands, Nosey, I want the Imlioa to

’d rather

me. Whatever the result,
in the hands of the police than in your
tell you, you made me a

snarled Nosey

hands, 1
orook when I was & mere kid, but you'll
never keep me 8 crook! ison
sooner ! 1

Jim Valentine spoke quietly and
calmly, but with a ring of intense
earnesiness in his voice. It was very
clear that ho meant every word he
uttered.

Barney, staring at him blankly, mut-
tered an oath. Nosey Clark clenched
his claw-like hands with rage.
“They’ll get mo,” said Valontine,

them get me, and welcome.
Better them than you, Nosey.
they'll get the man who forced a boy
mto crime, who pocketed the profits,
and you'll get ten years, Nosoy, what-
ever I got. Go ahcad, if you like!
Here I am—in your hands, Take mo, if
you choose—I can’t stop you. You
won’t keep mo long.”

Nosey Clark’s black eyes secemed to
narrow to pin-points as he stared ot the
boy who coolly defied him. His roge
wus_almost beyond his control.

“You—you've really writlen that
paper 7 he muttered huskily.

' Take me away with you, Nosey, and
rou’ll see—soon enough,” answered Jim

alentine.  “Take mo to-day, and
vou'll be in the stone jug to-morrow.

{ you doubt me, take the chanoe,”

But Nosey Clark was not taking that
chance. He knew that the boy who had
escaped his clutches was telling him the
truth.

Valentine, with a contemptuous
glance at the crook’s enraged foce,
stepped away. Barney lifted his hand
with an Enqulrmg look st Nosey.

10 man with the vulture’s nose
shook his head.

“Let him go, Barney! But”—his
voico camo in a hiss—“you ain't done
with us, Jim! You've played u trum
card—for the moment! But you'll fin
Nosey Clark hard to beat! I'm getting
you back to the gang—mark that [”

“You'll never do that,”” answered
Valentine—" never |

“You young fool! ¥You'se throwing
away a fortune—a fortune, I tell- youl
I've got & job on hand for you now—
you and your pen—only you can do it—
and 1 tell you it's thousands!” said
Nosey Clark hoarsely “What are
they giving you at the school 7

Valentine laughed.

*“1 have a few sghillings for pocket-
moncey: a

“A few shillings! You mad young
idiot1 Put this one job through for
me, and you shall have fvo Lundred
pounds in & lump I”

The hawk eyes scannmed Valontine’s
face eagerly. They read there nothing
but contempt and disgust.

“¥You won't ! muttered Nosey Clark.

“I'd die sooner!”

“You mad young fool I*

“That's enough, Nosey I

Valentine moved away. Barnoy
Hayes glared at him like a savage dog,
but made no motion to stop him.

“Go, then!” muttered Clark. “Bui

ou ain't done with me, Jim—don't
ancy thatl I'm geiting you yet—
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you're coming back, Jiml You're
coming back—and doing your old work !
Mark that | ]
Valentine, without an answer, walked
through the wood to the path.
Neither of the crooks made any attempt
to detain him, But s he walked back
to the echool, belioving, hoping, at
loast, that he was done with Nosoy
rk for ever, thor was a lingering
doubt in his mind, a lingering heaviness
in his heart, Nose Clatk’s words
to ring and echo in his ears.
Was his life at Greyfriars, after
all, only & daydream that must end;
was he fated to fall once mure into the
dismal depths of the underworld from
which he had escaped? WNover, never
that! He drove. the thought from his
mind—and yet, in spite of himself,-it
would return.

villain!®  exclaimed

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Torlures of Tantalus !
& HAT the dickens—"

W Harry Wharton stared.

The ocaptain of the

ove had o letter in his
hand—a letter from home—as he came
into Btudy No. 1 afte morning classes.
He pulled the armchair out of the
corner to the window, to sit there and
peruse his letter. And his eyes fell upon
a parcel that lay in the corner, hitherto
concealed from view by the armchair.
He stared at it.

It was a large cake, still in its wrap-
pings. The captain of the Remove
picked it up and =tared at it in astonish-
ment. There was a gap in the cake—
two mouthfuls taken by Billy Bunter left
quite a large gap.

For some moments Harry Wharton
held the cake, staring at it, wondering
bow on earth it had got there. Then
he guessed, and broke into & laugh
Obviously, this was SBmithy's missing
cake. Bunter had oniy had time to
leave that gap in it, end had hidden it
in 8tudy No. 1—left till ealled for, as it
wero,

“The fat
Wharton.

He took the cake along to Study No.
4. The Bounder and Redwing were not
there, so ha placed i* in the study cup-
bonr(i for Bmithy to find, and returned
to Study No. 1L

As he reached that study ne sighted a
fat face and & pair of glimmering
spectacles rising to view on the Remove
staircase. Billy Bunter was coming up.

Wharton grinned and went inte the
study. He pushed the armchair back
inte the corner ana sat in it, rather
int%restnd to sce what Bunter was going
to do.

Tho fat junior blinked into the stady.

He started at tke s.ght of Wharton
sitting in the armchair, and apparently
deeply occupied in roading a letter.

In grenk. Buntey hau not ventured to
Study No. 1 after the cake. His fat
mind had been full of terrifyin
thoughts of Inspectn Grimes. A
through third school Bunter had heen
thinking of what &mithy had said on
the phone in Prout : study. 1n a state
of palpitating funk. Quite unawaco of
that rather important fact thal Smithy
had not been speaking to Mr. Grimes
at all, Bunter was in dread of hearing
the heavy, official step of that portly
gentleman,

But there had bee: no heavy, official
step, and after class Ilunter recovered
his fat spirits a Little. Also, he was
fearfully hungry., According to what

be had heard Bmithy saying on the
phone, Inspector Grimes was to call at

Greyiriars about that cake. But was it
really probable that s police-inspector
would come to th> scheol for such a
trifling matter?

Even to Bunter's terrified fat mind it
scemed rather improbable.  Anyhow,
Mr. Grimes had not come, and Bunter
was hungry—too fearfully hungry to
wait for dinner, if he cou'd help it. Ho
resolved to finish that cake. If the
worst cameo to the worat, at least he
would have had the cake, which would
be a comfort.

Billy Bunter thought it over—but not
for long. e cake weighed heavy in
the balance againsc all otner consider-
ations when Bunter was fearfully
hungry, and he rollad up to the Removo
passn.Ea with his fat mind mede up. It
wag sheer ill-luck for Bunter that Whar-
ton had had a_letter that morning and
had gone to his study to read it. The
Owl of the Remove blinked at him
from the doorway n great irritation.

“1 say, Wharton, old chap, Bob's
calling you,” he sa:d.

Bunter naturally supposed that the
calke was still hidder behind the arm-
chair, which, 5o far as he knew, had not
been moved. He only needed to get
Wharton out of the study for a minuto
or two,

“Is _he?” said Harry, glancing up
from his letter. “All ‘right—tell him
I'll be down goon.”

“I—1 mean, it's Wingate eallin
vou, Wharton! T think I’d go, if
were you, old chap. You can't keep
the eaptain of the school waiting.”

“My dear man, I'm reading a letter
from home. I daroc sny Wingate won't
lfml?d waiting a bit,” said Harry cheer-
uily.

“I didn’t emean Wingate—I meant
Loder I gasped Bunier. ™That beastly
bully, Loder of the Sixth. old chapl I—
[ wouldn’t keep Loder waiting, Wharton
—you had a lot of trouble with him last
term, you know."

Wharton suppressed a chuckle.

*Oh, Loder scems quite
tempered this term,” ha
“I'll chanee it, anyhow.”

Billy Bunter glared at him, with a

lare that almost cracked his spoctacles.

ad it seemed possible that Wharton
could know_ anything ebout the cake
parked behmd the armchair, Bunter
wonld have supposed that the beast was
sitting there on purpose, ;ust to tantalise
him.  But Wharton, of course, could
know nothing ebout the hidden cake !

“I say, old fellow, Valentine's gone
out,” said Bunter at last.

. “Yes—don't talk while a chap’s read-
ing a lettor,”

“What I'm afraid of iz that those
rotiers may get

good-
answered.

7

nricd Bunter. “I'm a protty good
fighting-man—"

“Oh erikey 1™

"1 might handle a couple—"

“Phew "

“But three or four would be too man
for me,"” said Bunter, shaking his hoad.
“¥You get the other follows, Wharton,
and Fu—"

“No, you gol" insisted Wharton.
“You'll frighten then. away all right,
Just let them see yor+ features”

“¥ou silly ass!” roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton chuckled and resumed
rcading his lotter from home. DBut he
was really more interested in Bunter's
anties than in that letter There was
something  rather  entertaining  in
Bunter's frantic effors> tr get him out
of the study in order to got at the cake
which was no longe, there!

“1—I—I say, Wharlon, is that the
dinner-hell 2" exclaimed Bunter.

“Twenty minutes to dinner yet,”
answered Harry

““Bure your watex isn't slow "

“Quite I

“Look here, you slacker, what are
you frowsting in the study tor?”
cxclaimed the exasperated Owl™ *Much
better get out of doors.”

“I'm reading a letter from home.”

“Leave it till afte: dinner, old chap,
and get out while it's fine. 1 fancy it's
going to rain soon.”

“8hut up while a fellow
letter.”

Billy Bunter, in a state of intense
exasperation, shut up, waiting impa-
tiently for Wharton to finish reading
that lotter. It was rather a long letter,
from Wharton’s Aunt Amy, whose
communications were never brief. But
he reached the end or it at last, and
laid it on his knce.

" Finished it,
Bunter eagerly.

“Yes. Cut off1”

“Ain't you going out, now you've
finished reading your letter?-*

“T'm going to read it through
again,”’

Wharton turned back to the first page
of that lengthy letter. Billy Bunter's
very spectacles gleamed with wrath.

It was simply awful to stand in the
doorway of the study, watching a fellow
reading a letter, sitti.nﬁ in the nrmchair,
behind  which a purloined cake was
hidden.

Billy Bunter's classical knowledge was
limited, but he knew all about Tantalng
of ancient times who was kept just out
of reach of food and drink.

Bunter was feeling like poor old Tan-
talus now. Indeed, the tortures of
Tantalus bad nothing on the tortures of

(Continued on next page.)

reads a

old chap?” asked

hold of him,” suid
Bunter. “You re-
member gome rot-
ters were after him
when you took him
in at Wharton
Lodge in the Christ-
mas holidays, old

chap. Well, now
he’s gone out of
gates, I'm afraid

they may nab Lim.
Hadn't you better
go and see?

“Y¥ou go and see,”
suggosted Wharton.
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Billy Bunter as he waited for Wharton
to move.

But Wharton did not move.

Fellows seldom gave all this deep
attention to letters from home. And
here was a fellow reading a long letter
from home twice over at the most unpro-
pitious time—for Billy Bunter!

“I say. Wharton,” gasped
Bunter at last, “I—I—1 forgot to tell
you_that Quelch wants you!” .

“You shouldn’t forget a thing like
that, Bunter.”

“I—I've just remembered! Cut off,
old chap ! Quelch will be fearfully waxy
waiting all this time!"

“Must bel” agrecd Wharton, “As
le’s bound to be fearfully waxy, I don’t
think I'll go 1

“ Beast 1"
patience,

““ Eh—what’s the matter now?” asked
Wharton innocently.

“Oh, nothing—I—I mean—I say, old
chap, that’s the dinner-bell 1”

It really was the dinner-bell at last.
Wharton rose from the armchair and

ut the letter in his pocket. Billy

unter watched him eagerly. He did
not want to be late for dinner—but he
did want to get at the cake. Onc bite
at the cake would be a comfort, if there
was no time for more—and the remains
could bo shifted out of a study where
an irritating beast sat in front of it read-
ing letters, Wharton went to the door,

“Come on, Bunter 1” he said, “¥You'll
be late!”

“I—I—I'm just coming |” stammered
Bunter. *“You cut off, old chu{) ™

“Let's go together,” said Wharton
affably.

“Oh, yes—no—I mean—look here, you

—1—I

roared Bunter, losing

clear off! I don’t want your company
—see? Go and eat cokel” hooted
Bunter.

“Ohb, all right 1

Harry Wharton laughed, and went
along to the stairs. In J‘Mp relief,
Billy Bunter watched him go. Scarcely
had Wharton's head disappeared down
the Remove staircasze than 11]{1 Bunter
made a jump into the study. He made
another jump at the armchair and
jerked it out of the cormer. His fat

and grabbed in the corner for the cake,
and cﬁntched empty space.

“OhI” gasped Bunter.

He stared through his big spectacles
into the empty corner. Two or three
crumbs were there, but the cake was
not there. The cake was gone. Billy
Bunter gazed into empty space, fairly
overwhelmed.

“The — the — the  beast!” gasped
Bunter. *“ He's scoffed the cake! He's
jolly well found it and scoffed it, the—
the awful beast| Keeping a fellow on
tenterhooks all  this time—when he’s
scoffed the caket The awful rotter!
Fancy a fellow scoffing another fellow's
cake! Sickening, I eall it!1”

The bell had ceased to ring. Billy
Bunter scuttled down the staircase. His
feelings were too deep for words as he
scuttled,

He was two or three minutes late in
Hall. Mr. Quelch gave him a grim
glance as he rolled breathlessly in, All
the Remove were in their places.

“ Bunter, you are late!” rapped the
Remove master.

“Oh, yes, sir 1" gasped Bunter. “I—
I fell downstairs, sir—I—I meen, I—I
sligped ,on—on some snow in the quad,
and—

“Take filty lines, Bunter 1”

L] Oh lor) l”

. Really, it seemed to Billy Bunter ihat
life at Greyfriars School was hardly
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worth living. Bnut he found comfort in
dinner.  Fortunately, it was a good
dinnoer.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Horrible for Bunter!

ALLOQ, hello, hallo1”
“ What—"

“Look out, Bunter!”
“Oh, really, Cherr; it

Bob Cherry grabbed the Owl of the
Remove with one hand, and with the
other pointed to a portly and rather
ponderous figure that was entering at
the gates.

Bunter gave that portly figure, with
its ruddy face and keen _oyes, one
startled blink, and yelped with terror.

“Oh crikey! Leggo! Oh crumbs!
Yarooooh |”

Bunter tore himself away from Bob
Cherry, spun round, and fled. The sight
of Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield,
coming in at the school gates was
enough for Billy Bunter—in fact, a little
too much.

It was a good many hours now since
the Bounder had phoned—or, rather,
pretended to phonc—and no Inspector
Grimes hed come. 8o Billy Bunter had
recovered from his fright, though with
a lingering, lurking uneasiness at the
back of s fat mind. Now his terror
came back at one fell swoop, for there
was lInspector Grimes walking in, evi-
dently with. business on hand at, Grey-
friars School!l Mr. Grimes was known
at Greyfriars; but, naturally, he was
very rn.relf seen at the school—only very

¥y

occasionally had his duties called him
there. 8o Bunter could hardly doubt
that his visit now was a result of the
Bounder’s telephone call. Terror lent
Bunter wings at the sight of the portly

inspector. He few.
“Hold on, Bunter!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Better face it, old man!

They’ll get you in the long run |”

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Co.

“Jolly odd thing that Grimes hap-
rened to drop in to-day, though,” said

ugent, in surprise. “What does he
want here, I wonder 7"

“Let’s walk another way,” murmured
Harry Wharton. *“1'd rather not sce
Grimey.”

“The rathernotfulness is terrific!”
murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The Famous Five had reasons for not
desiring another talk with the police-
imfecmr from Courtfield. They werc
rather afraid that the subject of Jim
Valentine might come up, and the less
they said about Jim Valentine the
better, in the strange circumstances, So
they strolled away and joined some
fellows who were punting a footer.

Bunter was heading for the House at

a terrific rate. Harry Wharton & Co.
did not know why Mr. Grimes had
called, but Bunter did—or fancied he
did. He had come for Bunter! Really,
it was not such a coincidenco as it
looked, as the Bounder had heard Mr.
Quelch  tell Trotter, the page, after
sccond lesson that Mr. Grimes would be
calling after dinner, and had directed
him to show the inspector into his stud
at once when he came. That, indeed,
was what had put the idea into Smithy’s
wead.

Bunter, of course, was unaware of
all that. Frightened out of his
wits, Bunter bolted for the House;
while Mr. Grimes, blissfully unconseious
of Bunter’s cxistence, rolied on with his
slow and stately tread.

Bunter was i far too great a hurry
to see where he was going, and it was
rather unlucky for Jim Valentine that
he was coming out as Bunter came in,

fat s
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There was a erash just inside the door-
way, and Valentine went sprawling,
Bunter rolled over him, spluttering.

“Urrrrrgggggh 17

“Oh, mﬁ hat1 You fat chumpl*
gasped Valentine. “What the thump
are——"

“Ooogh! Oh crikeyl Owl”

Bunter scrambled up. He planted a
fat knee on Valentine’s waistcoat and
another on his faco as he scrambled,

Then he was up. Valentine was up
the next moment, and grasping the fat

Owl by the collar,
hippopotamus I he

“You potty

“Ow 1 Leggol He's after mel”
gasped Bunter. “Leggo, old chapl
Beast|  Rotter—I mcan, dear old
He's after me! Oh

fellow! Leggo!
ou potty owli”

lor’ 1"

“Who's after you

“Old Grimes]l e—he’s going to
arrest me!” gasped Bunter. © Leggo ]

Grimes—going to arrest you?” stut-
tered Valentine.

“¥Yes, That beast Smithy—he phoned
to him about the cakel 1 mever had
it, you know, and it wasn't hidden
behind the armchair in Wharton's stud
—and it was Wharton scoffed it, too 1™
gasped Bunter, "That awful beast
Smithy is going to give me into
custody |*

“Ha, ha, ha I” yelled Valentine.

“Leggo!l He'll'bo here in a minute "t
shrieked Bunter.

Velentine let go,
laughter. Bunter bolted
case, Unhappily, Vernon-Smith was
coming down. He had seen Inspector
Grimes from the landing window,

howling with
for the stair-

“Hold on, Bunter|? immned th
Bounder, blocking the fat Il]’]; ;ay u;
the stairs,

“Beast! Let n fellow pass!”
“Grimes is coming 1"
“¥Yah! Rotter! iemmo pass |?
“But he will want you I

o ast ]”

Bunter turned and dodged down the
stairs again, There was no escape for
him upward. A i];mpse from the open
doorway showed him the portly figure
of Inspector Grimes advancing, r,
Grimes waas slow, but he was surel
Bl|rl|y Bunter fairly cringed with terror.
Reflection had shown him how very
improbablo it was that a_police-inspector
would come over from Courtfield about
a missing cake. Yet here was the police-
nspector.  So  what was Bunter to
th'llr‘lkri
_To dive deep into some hiding-place
till Mr. Grimes was safely o%fp the
premises, was Bunter's only thought.
But the grinning Bounder cut him off
from the studies. In less than & minute
Grimes would be coming in. Like a
gleam of hope, Bunter rememnbered that
e had seen Mr. Quelch go to the
library after dinner.  Quelch’'s stud
would be vacant. Nobody would t-hinlz
of looking for him in a master’s study.
Bunter scuttled awa{ for Masters’
Passage, and bolted breathlessly into
Mr. (Syue]ch’s study.

There he p_ause(]y to gasp for breath,
the perspiration thick on ﬁis fat brow.
He gasped and gasped and gasped.

Trotter met Mr. Grimes at the door.
He had his instructions already.

“Mr. Quelch is in the library, sir,*
said I'rotter. “If you'll wait in hig
study, sir, TIl call him. This way,
ir.?

“Very good ! said Mrz. Grimes, and
he followed Trotter.

The sound of a heavy footstep in
Masters’ Passage made Billy Bunter
quake. He whizzed to the door of Mr.
Quelch’s study and blinked out. He had
a full view of the police-inspector’s
portly figure,
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Billy Bunter dodged round the desks like a fat kangaroo.
cessive smtles landed, accompanied by three fearful howls, when the Form-room door opened,

He staggered back into the study.

Grimes was coming!

Did the awful beast guess that Bunter
was there? It really looked like it
Grimes was coming straight to the fat
Owl's sclected hiding-place |

“0Oh crikey!"” groaned Bunter

He blinked wildly round the study.

He would have jumped from the
window, had it been open, But it was
shut.

ort in a storm!

It was a case of any or
uelch’s writing-

He dived under Mr,
table.

It was rather & large table; and there
was emple room for Bunter underncath
it. DBy squatting in the centre under-
neath, he was out of view of anyone in
the room, unless that one stooped and
looked under the table. Bunter could
only hope that Imspector Grimes
wouldn’t.

In point of fact, Inspector Grimes
didn’t! Certainly he had no idea what-
ever of squinting under Mr. Quelch's
writing-table !

He came in with a heavy tread.

“If you'll please take u chair, sir,”
said Trotter.

Inspector Grimes took a chair.

Bunter quaked, unseen.

Trotter went away to call Mr. Quelch,
Inspector Grimes sat stolidly, waiting
for the Reanove master to arrive. Under
the tablo, Bunter had o view of Mr.
Grimes’' official boota and trouser-ends.
He blinked at them in horror. He was
not three feet from BMr. Grimes’ two
feet I He tried to still his breathing. If
Grimes heard him there——

The door opened again, and Mr,
Quelch came in. It was rather a relicf
to Bunter than otherwise. Surely, 1f
the worst came to the worst, his orm

‘* Cave |’ gasped Hazeldene.

master would not let that awful police-
man march him off in custody?! But
the fat Owl was not taking the chance,
if he could help it. He sat tight!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise tor Mr. Quelch—and for
Billy Bunter !
R. ({U ELCH greeted the Court-
M ficld inspector politely, though
his manner indicated that be
was a little mystified.

Ho could imagine no reason why MMr.
Grimes had rung him up that morning
to make an appointment. He had no
business, that he was aware of, with the
police force. e had a great respect
for that force; but his time was of value.
Certainly, it did not occur to his mind

to think of Jim Valentine, the boy he
had tuken under his protection, in con-

nection with the official gentleman's
visit,
Llaving greeted the inspector, Mr.

Quolch sat down in_his usual chair at
his writing-table. Mis rather long legs
strotched under the table, and his foot
came into contact with something there
—and Bunter trembled.  Fortunately,
M¢e. Quelel only supposed that it was a
hassock. or something of the sort—never
dronming how near the object was to
uttering a lerrified squeal!

“I am at vour service, sir,” said Mr.
Quelch. “You desired to seo me—7"

“That is so, sir.” said Mr. Grimes.
“ 1t was hardly a matter 1 could go into
on the telephone. It is possible, sir, that
you may be able to render assistance to
tho law in & very important matter.”

““] ghould certainly bo very glad to do
so, such being every citizen's duty,”

After him went Vernon-Smith, smiting with the ruler.

Three suc-
and Mr. Quelch stepped in.

answered Mr. Quelch.
fail to see—"

“There is a boy in your Form here,
gir, named Wharton—""

“Certainly | Your  call cannot
surely have any connection with a Grey-
friara boy!” exclaimed the Reomove
master in astonishment.

“As a matter of fact, it has, sir. I
will explain. Wharton, I understand,
lives at his uncle’s home in Surrey,
called Wharton Lodge, and he was there
in the Christmas holidays with some
friends from school.”

*That is certainly the case,” said the
amazed Remove master. 1 visited
Colonel Wharton during the vacation,
and saw his nephew and his friends
there. But what——"

“Wharton and his friends seem to
have befricnded some boy, who was, as
he told them, in Right from certain
lawless characters.”

Mr. Queclch started.

“1 believe s0,” he said rather shortly.

“T'hese rascals, knowing that Master
Wharton had given the boy shclter,
believed that he was still an inmate of
Wharton lLodge, and seem to have
haunted the place, sceking to get hold
of himn again. Failing in this—{oz, as
a matter of fact, the boy weas not there
—they went to the length of kidoapping
Wharton, with some lawless scheme of
holding him as a hostage till the boy
was given up to them. [, sir,” said Mr.
Cirimes rather impressively, “was in-
strumental 1n effecting Master Whar-
ton's relense. As it chanced, they had
sclected a hiding-place for him in this
district—a great distance from his home
—and from certain information that
came my way, | was oble to effect his
release.”

Tne Macxner Lisrary.—No. 1,300,

“But I quite
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“Some of this is news to me, Mr.
Grimes, But—— Dear me "’ ejaculated
Mr. Quelch, as, shifting one of his
lengthy legs, he knocked his foot against
some object under the table.

Again that object barely suppressed a
squeal !

“I questioned Master Wharton after
his release, sir,”’ resumed Mr. Grimes.
“He naturally told me all he could of
the strange affair. Two men had kid-
napped him—called Nosey Clark and
Barney.”

“Indeed !”

“One of these men, at least, Is known
to the police, under several names,”
said Mr. Grimes. ‘Wharton’s descrip-
tion of Clark was very useful.”

“I am glad of that,” said Mr. Quelch.

“There is no definite charge against
the man at the present time, but there
is, at least, a suspicion that he has con-
nection  with certain  very skilful
forgeries that have taken place during
the past year,”

Mr. Quelch looked as interested as
he could.

This, obviously, was a matter of the
deepest interest to Inspector Grimes;
but to a Form master in & school it was
not of deep interest. In fact, Mr.
Queleh did not like the flavour of this
stuff from the underworld. But he was
studiously polite.

“ Moreover,” resumed Mr, Grimes, in
his slow, stolid way, “when I received
certain information which led to Master
Wharton's release, a certain name was
used—but for the mention of that name,
in fact, T should hardly have taken any
notice of such anonymous information.
The name that was mentioned was that
of * Dick the Penman.'”

Mr. Quelch opened his eyes wide.
."?}C:uu have never heard that name,
gir ?

“Never " said Mr, Quelch.

“Tt has scarcely been heard anywhere,
sir, outside the police and the under-
world, It is the nickname of a very
skilful forger of our times, sir,” said
Mr. Grimes impressively. “ His name,
his identity, his appearance, are alike
unknown—but his work is only too well
known; and he is always referred to as
‘ Dick the Penman.’”

“ A strange name,” said Mr, Quelch,
with a surreptitious glance at the clock
on his mantelpicce,

“Now, sir,” said Mr. Grimes., “The
probability exists, that if the rascals
who kidnapped Master Wharton can be
found, the arm of the law may reach
to the forger who has been wanted so
long. These rascals have totally disap-
peared; but—" He paused.

“Wellp?

“If the boF can be found—"

“The boy?" repeated Mr. Quelch, with
a start.

“Yes, sir! The boy who fled from this
gang, and who was befriended by
Wharton and his comnrades. This boy,
if he could be found, would almost cer-
tainly be able td help us very consider-
ably.*

“Bless my
Quelch.

He stared at Mr. Grimes.

“The boy's name, sir, was Valentine
—Jim Valentine !” added the inspector.

“Jim  Valentine!” repeated Mr.
Quelch mechanically.

“That was the name. sir.”

Mr. Quelch sat dumb.,

For the first time it came into his
mind that his kind and gencrous action
in taking Jim Valentine under his pro-
tection might have results that he had
never dreamed of contemplating.

Certainly he had never dreamed that
it might bring him into contact with
an investigating police officer—as it was
now doing.

soul !¥ ejaculated Mr,

fear as now.
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“1 have mentioned to Master Whar-
ton, some time back, that if he should
hear anything further from the boy, I
desire him to inform me at once,” said
Mr, Grimes.

Mr. Quelch started again.
“And he has not done so?” he
exclaimed.

“No, sir. I have not seen him since,
certainly, but——"

Mr, Quelch breathed rather hard.

Obviously Harry Wharton had de-
liberately refrained from passing on to
Mpr. Grimes the information that Jim
Valentine was at Greyfriars School.

“8o far as 1 am aware, sir "—Mr.
Grimes’ stolid voice was going on—
“the boy, Valentine, disappeared into
space, after leaving Wharton Lodge
some weeks ago, But it appears to me

very probable that a boy in such a
situation—such a very peculiar situation
—would keep in. tou with a kind-

hearted lad who had befriended him.*

Mr. Quelch had a glimmering now of
the inspector’s object in calling on him,
He sat silent, in a state of great dis-
comfort.

Wharton had kept silence on the sub-
jeet. That was clear. Mr. Quelch
would have been glad to do the same.
But that was scarcely possible for a
man in his responsible position,

“ Master Wharton is a very upright
and dutiful boy, I believe,” continued
Mr, Grimes. *“But it might seem to
him that he had a right to keep silent
concerning this bog(.) He might even
fancy that he was bound to do so. He
might suppose that it might cause the
boy trouble, if he came in contact with
the police. You, sir, will, of course,
take a rather more serious view of the
matter than a thoughtless schoolboy
might take.”

Mr. Quelch was still silent,

“In a word, sir, it is very important
for the police to get in touch with the
boy Valentine,” said Mr. Grimes. “He
may, of course, know little or nothing,
or he may know a great deal. 0
doubt, sir, you, as the Form master
concerncd, exercise the usual super-
vision over the correspondence of boys
in your Form, Letters—any letters—
from this hog. addressed to Wharton,
would probably come te your know-
ledge. You see my drift, sir?*

Mr. Quelch saw it only too clearly.

“ Any information leading to the dis-
covery of the boy, sir—" said Mr.
Grimes.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

He had to tell Mr, Grimes the facts.
But he was deeply, intensely unwilling
to tell him that Jim Valentine was at
Greyfriars, a boy in the Hemove,

Mr. Grimes, ruddy and portly and
stolid as he was, was a keen gentleman.
He read the Remove master’s reluctance
in his face, though he could not under-
stand it. Ho was aware that Mr.
Quelech knew something. And Mr.
Grimes was stolidly resolved that he was
going to know it, too.

“The name of Valentine is not, per-
haps, strango to you, sir?” asked Mr,
Grimes, his eyes keenly on the Form
master’s troubled face,

*No, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.

“You know the name 7"

o 1]

“Then there has been some communi-

cation """ execlaimed the Courtfield in-
spector eagerly,
“Mr., krimes,” said the Remove

master abruptly, “I am bound to tell
you tho facts, disagreeable as it is to
me. The boy Valentine is here.”

“Here I” ejaculated Mr. Grimes.

“He is now a Greyfriars boy !”

“A—a—a Greyiriars boy!” pasped
Mr. Grimes, astonished out of his
stolidity. “Did—did you say a Grey-
friars boy, Mr. Quelch?”
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“He is a
tth goc?dw'a.d! d the inspector
- " stuttered the insp

“Ho is asboy," said Mr. Quelch, very
distinctly, “of whom I have the highest
possible opinion. I will explain to you,
gir, how came to take him in my
charge. And I will, of course, send for

im, for you to put any questions to
him that you may desire. will—"

Mr. Quelch rose ms he spoke.

As he did so his foot kicked against
some obgoot under the table once more.
No doubt he would have supposed, as
on previous occasions, that it was o
hassock, or something of the kind. But
on- this occasion the object emitted a
sudden, startled, ngonmeé squeal,

Mr. Quelch’s foot, as he rose, had
jammed on the object’s little fat nose,
and Billy Bunter squealed quite in-
voluntarily,

“Yarooooh I

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the
startled Remove master, at that howl
from under his table. “What—what—
what—"

“QOooocogh I”

“Upon my word, what—what—"

“Ow! Wow!”

Inspector Grimes stared,

_“Bomecne is under the table!” he
ejaculated, in amazement.

“Upon my word! What—who—"

“Ow !” came & terrified squeak. *I—
I—I'm not here, sir!”

“Bunter ! gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Oh ecrikey! I—I'm not hero, sir!
I-I'm in my study! I—I—I mean—
Oh erikey 1 .

Mr. Quelch, with a look on his face
that the fabled Gorgon might havo
envied, stooped, reached undor the
table, and grasped a fat neck. Billy
Bunter, squirming with terror, was
dragged into view.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fend Over, Bunter !

T3 UNTER !
B “Oh crikey !”
Billy  Bunter  squirmed

wildly in the grasp of his

Form master. .

But for the grip on the back of his
fut ncok, the terrified Owl of the Re-
move would have collapsed on the spot.

Inspector Grimes jumped to his feet,
staring at him. Bunter made an effort
to squirm round the Form master.

“Keep him off I he squcaked.

“Bunter—" .
Keep him off " shricked
“1 won't be arrested {”

“Wha-a-t 2”

“I=1 nover had the cake!”

*The—the cake!” gurgled
Queleh. j

“Is this boy insane?” asked Inspector
Grimes, in wonder. “What the dooce
was_he under the table for—what?”

“Bunter, how dare you eonceal your-
self ip my study to play the eaves-
dropper here?” thundered Mr. Quelch,
shaking tho fat Owl.

“QOoogh! Grooogh! T didn't! 1
wasn't! I was dodging him !’ gasped
Bunter, “I never knew he was coming

rgamhar of my own Form—

Mr,

heve, eiri I—I1 was—was dedging that
Dbeast 12
“That what? Who?"

“1 never had the eakel 1 told
Smithy I never had it, and the beast
wouldn’t believe me!” wailed Bunter,
“]—I won't bo taken into custode !
never shaflled that cake from Smithy’s
study, sir!”

" v !.\’

“1 never hid it behind the armchair
in Wharton's study, sir. I'm Q{epared
to swear that, sir! Besides, Wharton
found it there, and scoffed it! I-—I
couldn't help Wharton scoffing it, sir!

Besides, I never put it there! I never
knew it was thers at all!
believe Smithy really had a calee I*

“Be silent, you absurd boy1” roared
Mr. Quelch,

“K%F him off, sir! You—you—you
can tell Inspector Grimes that—that I
wouldn't touch a fellow's cake, sir!
You know me so well, sir! I told
Smithy so, but he telephoned to old
Grlmc{]—-l—l mean to Mr, Grimes—and
—and brought him here !”

“Vernon-Smith telephoned to Mr.
Grimes !” gasped the Remove master,

“Oh dear! Yes, sir! That's why
he’s here—ain’t it, Mr. Grimes? But—
but you'll take Yord that I never
had &he cake, m!:'l; —] think it was
tho—the cat!” .

Mr. Grimes’ stolid and serious face
melted into & broad grin.

r. Quelch’s did not,

Mr. Quelch was thunderous.
“D-d-don’t let him take me _away,
sir!” moaned Bunter. “I—TI~.
couldn’t go to chokey, sir! They—they
don’t give you enough to eat in chokey !
Besides, T never hatf the cake !”

“Bilence ! hooted Mr. Quelch. “Are
you so utterly sbsurd, Bunter, as to
suppose that a gontleman in Mr.
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and

Grimes’ position would call here con-
cerning a cake pilfered from a study?”

“Oh! gas Buntor. “Hasn’t he,
gir?”

“You—you utterly obtuse boy, cer-
tainly not!”

“0Oh dear! Dut that beast Smithy
phoned him, and-—"

“J have received no telephone call
from any schoolboy hore, sir,” grinned
Mr. Grimes. “Doubtless the owner of
the ec¢ake has been frightening this
ridiculous boy.”

“0h lor’!” gnsper'l Bunter. “DBut I
saw him at Prout’s phone, and he made
out—— Oh, the beast! Pulling my
leg all the time! Oh crikey! You—
you—yon didn’t come here for me, sir2”

“Ha, ha!"” roared Mr. Grimes. “ No,
my hoy! T certainly did not come here
for you, or about a cake! Ha, ha!*

“0h ' gasped Bunter, in great re-
lief. Ho realised, at long last, that his
terrors had Dbern unfounded. “The
awfnl hapst—..™

*8ilenco, Bunter! You have hbeen
concealed in my study—you have been
listening to my tal! with Jaspector
Grimes——"

“Oh, no. sir! T never heard any-
thing ! gasped Bunier. “I'in not a
fellow to listen | There arc fellows in the
Remoave who would, sir, but not mel
Oh, no, sir! 1 never even heard you
mention Valentine.”

“*What

*Not a word, sir! T've never cven

I— don’t The—tl

heard of Nosoy Clark, or—tr anybody !
—the name’s quite scrange to me.sir |
If—if Mr. Grimes mentioned it, I—1
didn't catch what he said, sir.®
“Dear ma!” said Mr Grimoes. gazing
at Bul?tgal a3 11f he lccmsu:{emd im a
remarkable zoological specumen, as no
doubt he did. pee
“Bunter, I
soverely——"

“Oh, really, sirl I—I haven't done
anything | It was all Sm.ihy—"

“Apparontly you have purloined a
eakeo belonging to another boy—"

“Ob, no, sir! I never lett tho Form-
room at all this morning, sir, while you
were i;;-:me to the phone. You can ask
any o tho fellows, sir. They all saw me

shall  punish you

“Bless my soul 1*

“C-ccan I go now, sir!” gasped
Bunter.
. “¥You have dared to conceal yourself
in my study—-"

“I—I—I thought that boast—I—I
mean, Inspector Grimes—I—I thought
he was after me I” groancd Bunter.

“Mr Grimes, will yov excuse me for
s fow moments while I deal with this
bug?" asked Mr Quelch.

Certainly, sir 1”

Mr. Grimes turned to the window and
stood looking om intn the quad while
the Remove master Lealt with Bunter,

He dealt with him promptly and
efficaciously. He picked un a cane from
the table and pointed to a chair with it.

“Bend over, Bunter I”

“0Oh lor' ¥’ groaned Bunter,

It was a great relicf to learn that
Inspoctor Grimes wa: not gomng to take
him away in eustod> Bu: it was not
so satisfactory to be dealt with by his

“exasperated TForm master.

Bunter bent over the chair.

Whack, whack whack!

“ Yow-ow-ow [

Whack, whack, whaek!

“ Yatoooooooop I*

Mr. Quoleh laid down the cane. Ha
was strongly tempted to malke it a dozen,
instead of erix. TFortunately for Bunter,
he resisted that temptation.

“You may go Bunter—"

“Yow-ow-ow I”

“You will find Valentine at once, and
tell him to come to m  study.™

“Whoooh-hooop I’

“Go I” snapped Mr. Quelch.

And Billy Bunter, grosumg deeply,
went. g

Inspector Grimes, standing at the
window, looking out into the wintry
sunshine in the quad, had view of the
Famous Five at a distance. With them
was & handsom- junio who was a
stranger to his eyex He turned back
from the window a= Bunter lefi the
study.

Mr. Quelch, very much perturbed,
calmed himself with an cffort. He pro-
ceeded to explain to the mspector the
circumstances which had caused him to
take Jim Valentine under his protec-
tion and prevail on Dr Locke to admit
him as a new boy at Greyfriars,

Mr. Grimes listened with the kecnest
attention, while ho waite for the boy in

nestion to armive in the study. M,
auulch was very careiul to emphasise
his high opinior of the new boy, and
his faith in the boy’s excellent character,
But what Mr. Grimes thought on that
subject was hidder inscru abty behind
Mr. Crimes ruddy. stohid countenance.
Alr. Grimes' professional career had
probably deprived him. to a very con-
siderable extent, of that simple faith
which the poet declares to be more than
Norman blood
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
What Wharton Knew !

(U SAY. you fellows—"
E "?a. ha, ha!”

L say_)J

“Cut, old fat bean!” chuckled

Bob Cherry. “Grimey wa. looking out
of Quelchy's window a minute ago!
He’ll spot you.”

“The spotfulness will be terrific.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The beast isn’t after mo at alll”
gasped Bunter. *Smithy was only pre-

tending to phone in Prout’s study—he
knew 1 was there, you know, and he
was taking me in—"’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” howled Bunter. “I can jolly well
tell you that I've had six! I hid ine
Quelchy's study—"

‘I'Oh, my hat I’I

“Under the table!” greaned Bunter.
“And the silly old ass kicked me on
the n i .

“Ha, ha, ha !” shrieked the juniors.

“Well, you may think it funny, but I
don't !” hooted Bunter, “Tho beast
yanked me out and gave me six! Made
out that I was listening, you know—as if
I'd listen! Me, you know 1*

“Ha, ha, hal’

“I told him I hada’t heard a word,
but he didn’t believe me! Quelch is no
gentleman, you fellows! He's doubted
my word before, Ive had six—hard,
too '’ said Bunter sorrowiully.

“Good 1" said Johnny Bull.

“Poor old Bunter!' =aid Jim
Valentine, laughing. *‘But you're not
going to be run in, old bean.”

“No,” said Bunter. “ You arel”

“What 1”

“0ld Grimey isn’'t aftec me, as it
turns out,” explained Bunter. “He's
after you.”

The laughter faded from Jim Valens
tine's face,

“After me?"’ he repeated. °*

“Yes, old chap. He's going to run
you inl* sai Bunier eerfully.
“Quclch told me to send you to his study
at once.” o

“You_piffling, pernicious porpoise
roared Bob Cherry. *“What do you
mean 1”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Grimey must have come here for
something,” said Harry Wharton, with a
clouded brow. “Has it anything to do
with Valentine 7

“Quelch told him Valentine was in the
Remove now,” explained Bunter, “ He's
after him. Dash it all, what did you
expect, Valentine 7”

“8hut up, you fat chump!” growled
Bob. “If Quelchy’s really sent for you,
old chap, you'd better go.”

Valentine nodded.

“He’s got his handeuffs ready,” said
Bunter brightly. “And, say——
Yarooop! If you kick me again, Bob
Cherry, I'll— Whooop ! ow |”

Jim Valentine walked away slowly to
the House. His manner was composed
and his face calm, but all the brightness
had gone out of it.

Inspector Grimes knew nothing—
could not possibly know anything.
Even if he knew, or suspected, that the
gang from which the boy had fled was
the dangerous gang of forgers long
wanted by the police, that was all, It
was scarcely likely to cross his mind that
& boy, no older than other fellows in
the Greyfriars Remove was the
mysterious and unknown individual who
had been called “Dick the Penman.”

He had nothing to fear! But his
heart was heavy, At Greyiriars School,
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which had seemed sich a haven of
refuge to him, he had hoped to have
done with the shadowed past—with the
breakers of the law, and with the
defenders of the law. But fate was too
strong for him, The past was not so
easily shaken off.

Harry Wharton ana Ce. watched him
o into the House, with rather anxious
aces. They knew litt:. ot his strange
and shadowed history; bu: they knew
cnough to be aware what he was feeling
like now.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Oh, shut up, Bunter 1”

“QOh, really, Wharton! I say, yon
fellows have beer pally with Valentine,”
said Bunter, blinking at the Famous
Five inquisitively through his big
spectacles.  “I dare say he’s told you a
lot of things about when he was with
those crooks——"

¢ He's told us nothing, ass

Bunter winked a fat wink. .

“That won't wash, old chap,” he said.
“Of course, you've got it out of him.
You can trust me, of course If you tell
me, vou can rely on it that it won't go
any farther. You know what a fellow
I am for keeping a secret.”

“Fathead !”

“Close as an oyster, and all that,”
said DBunter. “Iy say, has Valentine
cver told you abou* a sportsman called
Dick the Penman?”

“Who the which?” ejaculated Dob
Cherry. : -

“That's what old Grimcg said—that’s
what they chll him—some ferrful crook,
vou know,” said Bunter impressively,
while the chums of the Remove stared
at him blankly. “Grimey makes out
that those blighters who were after
Valentine are a gang of forgers
“Oh, rubbish 1” said Wharton. * Shut

(EE]

I’I

“That's what he said—and one of
them is called Dick the Penman—a
chap they've wanted for a year or more.
Grimey’s own words.”

“PBosh I said Bob Cherry.

" “Well, you weren't under Quelchy’s
table, and you didn’t hear what Grimey
said 1” snorted Bunter. “I heard every
word ! Dick the Penman 1s the name
—some chap who's wanted badly by the
polico, and he’s one of that gang, and
old Grimey thinks that Valentine can
help to get hold of him.” .

« A—a—a forger !”” breathed Wharton.

“Ves; name and deseription, and all
that, unknown,” said Bunter. “Grimey
wants to know badly! I say, you
fellows, I wonder il Valentine knows
the chap?” .

“Rot!” said Frank Nugent uneasily.

“Well, he was mixed up with that
gang,” argued Bunter. “We'd never
have seen him only he was running
away from them. If he knows—"

“Jf he knows, he's bound to tell
Grimey |” grunted Johnny Bull. “But
I don't suppose they let o kid liko
Valentine know much, whatever he had
to do with them.”

ITarry Wharton did not speak.

His face became suddenly pale.

Back into his mind came that incident
of a week ago, when Valentine had
saved him from scrious trouble, by
wriling an imposition he had failed to
write at his Form master’s order.

Valentine had written those lines in
Wharton's hand so accurately as to
deceive Mr, Quelch’s gimlet eyes,

To Wharton he had admitted—he had
had to admmit, when Wharton learned
what he had done—that such was the
work that the “gang ” wanted him for
—the imitation of other people’s hand-
writing !

It had been a shock to the captain of
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the Remove, though it had had the effect
of strengthening his determination to
help the unhappy boy to kecp out of
the hands of Noszey Clark.

But now—

Now, as Bunter babbled, it was borne
in upon his mind how matters really
stood. He had wondered why the gang
were so savagely determind to get Jim
Valentine back. It had seemed strange,
inexplicable, that they placed so high
a valuoc on a mere boy, a lad no older
than any Remove fcllow of Greyfriars!

That incident of the lines, added to
what Bunter said of Dick the Pen-
man, brought a flash of illumination
into Wharton's mind. Ile knew now—
he could not help feeling that he knew
—the dark and terrible secret of the
acw boy in the Remove. Dick the Pen-
man—a crook, hunted by the police—a
Greyfriars boy in the Lower Fourth!
Was it possible?

Harry Wharton left the group of
juniors, and walked away by himself.
He was afraid that the other fellows
might read in his face what ho was
thinking.

It was half an hour later that he saw
Inspector Grimes leave the House. His
interview with Jim Valentine was over.

It was a relicf to Wharton to see that
the inspector went alone. There had
been a fear in his heart of seeing Mr.
Grimes take Valentine away with him.

That. evidently, had not happened.
He wondered what the boy had said to
Mr. Grimes. 1lle watched Mr. Grimes
from a little distance, as he went; but
there was nothing to be read in the
inspector’s ruddy, stolid face.

What did he suspect? Not what
Wharton suspected—what he felt, with
a shudder, that he knew ! Wharton was
sure of that,

The bell rang for class, and he went
slowly towards the House. Jim Valen-
tine joined the erowd of Remove fellows
at the door of the Form-room.

The Co. gathered round him cheerily
—glad to see him there, and to see him
calm and cheerful. They did not know
what Wharton knew; but they had been
feeling vaguely uncasy.

Wharton did not join him. In spite of
his liking for the boy, in spite of him-
self, a feelmg of repugnance kept him
away—a feeling that was something like
horror.

He was not willing to show it, and ko
began talking football with Squiff and
Tom Brown, while the juniors waited
for Mr. Quelch, affecting not to see
Valentine, though he had an uneomfort-
able feeling that the dark hazel eyes
turned on him once with keen scrutiny.

Billy Bunter blinked at Valentino
through his big spectacles with an air
of surprise.

“Grimey hasn’t got you, then?” said
Dunter.

Valentine’s eyes narrowed for a
moment. Then he burst into & laugh.

“No,"” he answered, “It wasn’t I that
pinched Smithy's cake, Bunter!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Valentine!
that—"

“You thought?" asled Valentino.

“Yes, I thonght—"

“My hat! What did you do it with?”
asked Valentine.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky tick!” roared DBunter.
“T thought that old ass Grimes—"

“Bunter!” Mr. Quelch came up the
corridor to open the Form-room door.
“Are you speaking in such terms of
Inspector Grimest”

“QOh lor’l No, sir!” gasped Bunter.

I thought
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* Yarooooh ! ** Billy Bunter, concealed under the table, squealed quite involuntarily as Mr. Quelch’s foot jammed on his

little fat nose. ** Bless my soul ! *’ elaculated the startled Remove master. *° What—what—whai——""
Inspector Grimes stared in astonishment.

“I—TI wasn't speaking, sir?! I was only
saying to Valentine——"

‘Take fifty lincs, Bunter!”

“0Oh crikey 1”

Tilly Buntor went into the Form-room
in the lowest of spirits. That day ho
had accumulated a total of two hundred
and fifty lines—as well as “six.” Billy
Bunter ofton complained that he did not
get justice. But when he got it he did
not find it satisfactory.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bar Between !

IIAT about Valentine?”
Frank Nugent asked that
question two or three days

later, in Study No. 1.

Bob Cherry, sitting on the study table,
had one trouser-end rolled back, and
was dabbing a damaged ankle with em-
brocation. Ile left off dabbing for a
moment to nod endorsement to Frank’s
suggestion.

Wharton did not speak.

“Ie's a good man” said Frank.
“Jlo sticks 1o footer practice like glue,
and he's come on jolly well, though he
hasn't been hers long. If vou wanted a
forward, I'd offer—" Ho laughed.

“Well, you can play half, Frank,”
said Wharton slowly.

“Admitted ! Dut—"

“Bure you'll have to stand out, Bob "
azked Wharton.

“My dear man, if it was hopscotch,
I'd play up like billy-ho!” said DBob
Cherry. “But 1've got only one leg to
stand on, and that won't do for Soccer.
That idiot Iolsover has erippled me in
practice to-day. Darging about like a
mad bull and hacking & fellow—2

“Bother him !” growled the captain
of the Remove.

“Bother him  twice!” szid Bob
cheerily.  “ Accidents will happen, old
bean, cspecially when a bullifant like
Bolsover major is barging about. Can't
be helped! You've got a good man on
hand. I've noticed Valentine a lot of
times; he's a good halfl.”

“Yes, but—"

“But what

“Qh, nothing!” said Iarry, eolour-
ing a little.

Bob went on, rubbing the ankle whera
Bolsover major's heavy foot had
landed. Frank Nugent gave his ¢hum
a rather curious glance.

“Iarry, old fellow.” gaid Frank
quietly, “I’ve moticed the last day or
two that you seem to steer a little clear
of the new kid.”

“I hope he hasn’t, then,” said Iarry.

“Well, he's & keen chap, and he's
bound te notice what's right under his
eyes.  As he’s in this study and woe're
friends " Frank paused. “I've been
going to speak about it once or twiee,
Harry. You're not turning him down,
surely "

Wharton was silent.

“We all ngreed to stick to him and
stand by Lim,” said Nugent. “IHe's
been through some quecr things; but,
from what we know, 1t doesn’t seem to
have heen the poor clap’s own fault.
Wo should never have met him at all,
and he would mever have got here at
Greyirinrs, if he had not been trying
his hardest to keep clear of that gang of
rotters who had hin.  Surely that's
proof enough that he's a straight chap!”

“Conlirmation strong as proof of
holy writ, as jolly old Shakespcare
says,”? said DBob Cherry. “What's up,

** Qooooogh——"'

Wharton? You were as keen as any-
body to stand by him. You've not
changed your mind? That's not quite
cricket, is it?”

“No. But—"

“But what1”

“Nothing ! said Harry.

“But vou don’t feel as pally to him

as you did, is that it?" asked DBob
Cherry, puzzled. “I don’t make you
out! You're not a fellow to chop and

change, as & rule. And, dash it all,
you can't take a fellow up one day and
drop him the next—that's not done!”

Wharton's colour deepened.

He could not explain to his chums.
What he knew, indeed, he could not be
sure of, though he felt that it was true.

At the beginning he had pictured Jim
Valentine as a fellow in the hands of
rascals, from whom he had run, but he
had not pictured him as a breaker of
the law.

Even when he had learned that ihe
oy had not passed through the fire un-
scathed, so to speak, he had pietured
him ups having uvnwillingly obeyed the
dictation of Nosey Clark, powerless to
help lumself.  But the babble of Billy
Bunter, about what he had heard in
Mr. Quelch's study, had brought & Bash
of illumination to his mind. He still
aympathised, he pitied the unhappy boy,
and ho was ready to help him if he
could. Dut—

If Jim Valentine was Dick the DPen-
man——

In spite of himself, in spite of a real
regard for the boy whose fate had bLeen
g0 strange, Wharton could vot help feel-
ing & repugnanee for his prosence—a
desire to keep clear of him.

(Continued on page 16.j
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(Continued from page 13.)

It was an instinctive feeling, and Le
could not help it.

Not for worlds would he have
wounded the feelings of the boy, to
whom Greyfiriars was a refuge from the
world of crime, He believed, too, that
Valentine, whatever bho had been, was
“siraight "’ now, or, at ell events, re-
?oh'ed to keep straight if he could.

ut——

Bob Cherry left off dabbing his ankle
and leoked very seriously at the captain
of the Remove. Nugent's face was
grave,

_Wharton did not speak, and there was
silence in the study for some minutes.
Bob broke it.

“Thiz won't do, old chap,’”” he said
very quictly. “We'vo taken Valentine
up, whatever he may have been, and
whatever he may have done. I'll bet
a hat that he’s all right—a thoroughly
decent fellow ! We ean't turn him down
on second thoughts. Second thoughts
arcn't always Lest, by long chalks,”

“T don't want to. But——""

“But what, then?”

“0Oh, nothing!" said Wharton miser-
ably.

“Well, if it's nothing, you ean wash
out nothing, Dash 1t all, Quelch is
satisfied with him; it was Quelch
brought him to Greyfriars."”

“Quelch docsn’t know——""

“What doesa’t he know 1"’

Wharton made no answer.

“That silly Owl, Bunter, has been
gabbling about the chap,”” said DBob.
“None of the fellows takes any notice—
they knew Bunter, luckily. But if a
follow like you turned him down,
Wharton, it would make a big differ-
ence 1o his outlook here. You simply
can’t do it."

“I'm not going to. But—"

“The butfulness seems to be terrific,
as Inky would say. Do you mean that
you've got hold of something fresh—
something that we don't know 1" asked
Bob, puzzled. “You can’'t mean that

Valentine has done anything rotten
since he's been here ?'’

“Oh, no! I believe he's all right.
But

“I know he’s all right,” said Bob.
“If he turned out a bad hat I’d drop
him fast enough. But he's as right as
rain. I'm sticking to him, anyhow,
And, lock here, Wharton, you're bound
to do the same.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's 80,” he said. “So long os he
doesn’t show the cloven foot, I supposc
we're bound to stick to him.”

“Yon trust him—surely ?”
Trank.

“Yes, I—I suppose so,"” said Harry
slowly. “Look here "—he made up his
nind abruptly—“he’s going to have a
chanece in the footer, anvhow. If you're
siure you'll have to stand out at High-
cliffe to-morrow, Boh——""

“Unlosa you make
instend of Soccer 2
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azked

it hopscotch,

“Fathead! I'll put Valentine's name
in, then."”

And it was done.

The captain of the Remove took the
football list down, to pin on the door of
the Rag, the usual place for Remove
notices. Fellows gathered round to read
it, and the comments on the inclusion
of the name of J. Valentine were mostly
favourable. In spite of Billy Bunter’s
tattle about the new boy, Valentine was
well liked in the Remove; he had made
a good many friends, and no enemies.
He was so good-tempered, cheerful, and
good-natured that it would have been
difficult for anyone to dislike him,
Even Skinner rather liked him—as much
as Skinner liked anybody, And there
was no doubt that Valentine was coming
on well at football; he thoroughly on-
joyed the game, as he seemed to enjoy
everything at Greyfriars—even class
with Mr. Quelch!—and he was un-
doubtedly o good man at Soccer.

“You'll have to pull up your socks to-
morrow &t Higheliffe, Valentine,” gaid
the Bounder, when the new junior came
into the Rag later.

“How's that?"” asked Valeutine.

“You're down to play to-morrow.”
Vernon-Smith pointed to the notice on
the door.

Valentine looked at it in surprise.

“That's good 1" he said.

His handsome face was thoughtiul
when he came into Study No. 1 for prep
that evenirig. Nugent was there, but
Wharton had not yet come in. Ile came
in a few minutes later, and Valentine
looked round.

“I've seen my name in  the  list,
Wharton,” he said, with a curious and
rather keen look at the captain of the
Remove. “I shall be jolly glud to play
foothall for the Form !

“Good I" said Harry.

He spoke as cordially a: he could.
He wanted to show no difference in his
manner if he could help it.

e sat down Lo his books.

The three juniors worked in silence
for some timo. Jim Valentine was a
hard and keen worker. He was hardly
cqual to the Form work in the Remove,
and had les-way to make up. His ocen-
pations for a year or more past had
been like anything but those of a school-
boy. What had they been liko? Whar-
ton could not help thinking of it. He
could not help noticing Valentine's
clear, beautiful caligraphy—his *fist
was remarkable in the Remove. He was
an artist with the pen. It was that
fatal gift of penmanship that made
him so valuable to Nosey Clark and the
gang. It was true that he had run from
them—that he was resolved to keep
clear of them—but for a year or more
he had been with thrm—one of them—
and the terrible word “forgery ™ gave
Wharton a feeling almoest of physical
sickness.

Prep fnished, Wharton left the study
abruptly. .

He knew that Valeptine gave bim a
quiet glanee as he went, but affected not
to see it,

“(Coming down, old bean?” asked
Nugent rather uncomfortably, as he rose
from his books.

“No:; I'mm going to swot a little,”

answered Valentine; and Nugent
nodded and  left  the sindy  after
Wharton.

Valentine, left alone in Siudy No. 1,
did not immediately begin 1o swot. He
sat, pen in hand, starin~ at hLis books,
hardly seeing them.

IIe was keen enough, and sensitive
enough, and he understood. 1o did not
blame Wharton, or resont that insting-
tive shrinking. He understood it only
too well, But it gave him a bitter pang.
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Only Wharton knew him as he really
wus—or, rather, as he had been—the
fellow he liked best of asll the friends
he had made at Greyfriars. He won-
dered whether, aftor all, he had done
y\usu]{‘ in coming to Greyfriars—ir seiz-
ing that great chanco which had come
to him like a gleam of sunshine through
black clouds. It was too late to think
of that now.

With an effort he gave his attention
to his books again, and worked quietly
and steadily (il dorm.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Match at Higheliffe !

RAVO!" roared Bob Chetry.
“Well kicked, sir ™

“Good man[”

Bob Cherry—damaged leg and
all—had come over to Higheliffe with
the footballers. As Bob had to stand
out of the game, the next best thing was
to watch it and cuccurage the players
with his stentorian voice. Plenty of
other fellows had come over—some in
the charabane, others on bikes, and they
had a good game to watch.

Courtenay and his men were in great
form; so werec Harry Wharion & Co.
Bob had been, perhaps, a little dubious
abont the half-way line, with himself
left. out of it, And he was glad to see
how Jim Valentine was playiag up in
his place. And he roared, in a voice
that the ancient Stentor himself might
have envied, when the new man
dropped the ball at Wharton’s fect, and
the captain of the Remove put it into
the net.

“Bravo, Wharton!”

“Good man, Valentline |

“They won't miss you, anyhow!”
grunted Bolsover major in Bob Cherry's
ear.

Bob chuckled.

“Not a bit, old bean! That new man
iz @ real coughdrop!  Jolly lucky we
had him, what?*

“J fancy I could have done as well,”
grunted Bolsover.

“What a fertile fancy 1" grinned Bob.

“(h, rats!”

“That's one up for ns,” said I'rank
Nugent, who was standing beside Bob.
“Two to once—we're going to win this.”

“What-ho!"”" chuckled PBob. *“0Id
Valentine's a real cateh. T'wo to one in
the first half—and the Highcliffe fellows
are playing up well, too. Thut Cater-
pillar chap looks too lazy to live—but
he's put the ball in once. Go it, ye
cripples I"

The sides lined up again, and High-
cliffe kicked off. The kick-off was Fo]-
lowed by a rush of the Remove and a
hot attack on the home goal.

“Play up, Greyfriars!" roared Bob,
“QOn tho balll That man Valentine's
got pace! What's Smithy lying down
for7 Play up, Smithy—you're not here
to take an afterncon nap! Wake up!
There they go— b1

Hurrah

In the exuberance of his spirits Bob
Clerry yanked off his cap and waved it
wildly.

There was an augry cxclamation just
behind him.

Really it was a little thoughtless of

Bob. The wildly waving cap had
smitten fairly in the face of a man
standing behind the exonberant junior.

“You young fool!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

Bob Cherry spun round. .

He supposed that it was some High-
cliffe fellow whom he hod unintention-
ally smitten for a moment; but he saw
that it was a man, and a strangcr.

“Sorry, sir,” gasped DBob—really
sorry | I didn't sce youl”
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“Tonfound you 1”

o Hlm I!? ya

The man was_rubbing his eye, which
seemed a little hurt, %re was rather a
small man, with an almost colourless
face, a hard mouth, and cold eyes some-
what like those of a fish. Bob’s cap,
apparently, had caught him in onc of

ose fishy eyes, and e was annoyed.

“I really couldn’t help it, sir!” gaid
Bob apologetically. “You sce, I wasn’t
looking behind me.”

Snort ! from the fishy-cyed man.

“I hope you're mot hurt, sir?” said
Nu%ant politely.

“Do you think a clumsy fool ecan
knock me in the ecye without hurting
me?” snapped the stranger.

o H!m l))

Evidently the man with the fishy eyes
was not a good-tempered man.

“Well, ’'m sorry !” said Bob, “Can't
say more than that! Rather a good

ame, sir, isn’t it?” he added amieably,

inother snort !

Bob gave it up Hating done what
he could to set matters right, he turned
back to the game again.

The pasty-faced man rubbed his eye
for some moments, snorted and grunted,
and then resumed walcllin%‘ the game.
It was upon Jim Valentine that his fishy
eyes. were fixed.

“Who is that boy?” he asked sud-
denly over Bob’s shoulder.

Bob glanced round again, obligingly
ready to give information.

“Which?” he asked.

“The one who has the ball,
has just kicked it!”

“That’s Valentine, ™

“Valentine " repeated  the
faced man; and he nodded.

Bob wondered whether the man knew
Valentine; but he forgot the stranger
the next moment as he watched t(ho

There, he

pasty-
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struggle in front of the Highcliffo goal.
The . pasty-faced ma#n watched it as
keenly, ‘though all his atiention was
fixed on Jim Valentine.

The whistla went, and the tussle
broke off. It was the interval. Bob
waved his hand to Valentine, and the
new half came over to speak to him,

Jim Valentine’s face was very bright
and cheery. He was doing well in the
game, and he was enjoying it. And he
had been glad to hear the cheery roar
of the half-back whose place he had
taken,

“Good man!” said Bob
“Enjoying life—what 7"

“Yes, rather!” said Valentine, with
a smile,

'The smile died off his face suddenly
as he glanced past Bob at the stranger
standing' behing him.

He started, and the colour scemed to

(Continued on next page.)

cheerily.

SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE,

[ o

Come on, you footer enthusiasts, old ** flag-wagger '’ is waiting to solve

those

intricate Soccer probiems for you.

Send in your queries 1o

“ Linesman,’” c¢fo MAGNET, The Fieetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4.

STRANGE COINCIDENCES !

2 ROM time to timo the draw for tho
English Cup brings together what
might be called such strango ** bed-
fellows ”  that people sometimes
get suspicious. I even have o lettor from
8 reader of the Maawer who puts the
direct question: *‘Is the draw for the
Cup ever wangled 7V

This reader mentioned one strange
coincidence of the present season—that
in the first round proper Clapton Orient
and Aldershot should have been drawn in
opposition. Now these teams, as my
rcaders probably know, are managed
respectively by James Seed and Angus
Seed—two brothers, Strange, isn't it,
that vhe draw for the first round of tho
Cup should have brought these two clubs
in opposition ¥ DBut such a coincidence—
and others which are at least as strange-—
only serve to prove that truth really is
stranger than fiction. Look at the number
of times the two * A" teams of the First
Division—Arsenal and Aston Villa—have
been drawn together in the Cup com-
petition |

Believe me, however, that when these
strange things do happen the long arm of
coincidence 1s alone to blame,

There is no ' wangling " of the
draw at the Football Association
headquarters. 1 have seen the draw
fake place, and I know.

The balls, representing the clubs left in
cach particular round and duly numbercd,
are placed in a bag, The bag is given a
very good shake before o singlo ball is
dravn out. And, as a rule, there are at
least a dozen members of the F.A. Couneil
on the spot., No, the draw is absolutely
etraight.

Each of the numbercd balls represents
a club, and the secretary of tho Asso-
ciation has a sheet of paper with similar
numbers. Opposite those numbers on his
heot of paper is the name of a football

club, Number six may be Grimshy Town.
If ball number six comes out first, then
Grimsby Town play at home in the Cup
for that round. The next ball out may be
soventeen—say, Manchester City. Thua
Grimshy Town would meet Manchester
Clity at Grimshy. All very simple and,
I repeat, all very straightforward.

GRIM CUP FIGHTS !
HERE is plenty of variety in the

E questions in my postbag to be

answered this weeok. A Hull

reader wants to know which is the
longest Cuptie ever played 7 I suppose
by that he means which iz the Cuptio
which has heen replayed tho greatest
number of times ! As a matter of fact,
thero are three Cupties, in the past, each of
which has run to the fifth meeting before
the clubs have decided which should earry
on,

In 1924.25 Barrow and Gillingham,
meeting in the last qualifying round,
played five times. The first four games
—despite extra time at thres of themn—
were all drawn, Eventually Barrow won
by two goals to one,

In all, these tiwo clubs played that
one Cuptic for nine hours aid a
half, and perhaps yon won't be
surprised when I tell yon thal as
the two captains got ftogether lo
toss up before the start of the fifth
game one of them said to the other @
“ Sorvry I have to say it, old boy,
but 1 am sick of the sight of yon."

Strangely enongh. in that same seacon
two amateur teams—Leyton and Iiford—
also met five times before they ecould
decide which elub should pass on. There
iz one other case of the same clubs meoting
five times in a Cuptie, Woolwich Arsenal
—as they were then callod—and New
Brompton, in tho season of 1849-1900,

I don’t suppose many of my readers
will be aware of the fact that in a grim

club should go into the final tie.

Cup fight in 1808 Sheffield United and
Liverpool actually met four times in the
semi-final before they eould decide which
There
wore not four whole games played between
these teams in that sczson, however,
becnuse one of the matches had to be
called off before the finish, owing to the
huge crowd of speetators getting out of
hand, swarming over the piteh, and
eventually ﬁt()]ppirlg the match before it
had run its full course.

STILL SUNDERLAND SMILES !

COUPLE of rcaders who reside
A in that little hot-bed of foothall,

Hebburn-on-Tyne, have been

having an argument, apparently,
on the respective merits and records of
tho Newcastle United and Sunderland
teams, One is a Neweastle * fan " and
the other a stout sypporter of Sunderland,
and they ask me to decide some matters
for thern,

Newcastle United holid the pull
over Sunderland in respect of both
Cup and Leag Si
1896 Newcastle have won the
English Cup three times. I am
sorry to soy that Sunderland,
despite the fact that they have had
a side which was called the team of
all the talents, have nerver yet tcon
the Cup.

In respect of tho championship, New-
castle have been successful on four
occasions sineo 1906, while Sunderland’s
successes in  this dircetion have been
lirnited to two. Previous to 1846, how-
ever, Sunderland wen the First Division
championship on three oceasions. In case
my friend who “ sticka up " for Bunder-
land is cather disappointed with theso
figures, 1 can give him one picee of football
history which ho can mention on behalf of
Sunderland at the expense of Neweastle
United,
In 1908 Sunderland beat New-
castle United ina League malch at
Newcastle by nine goals to one, and
that is the biggest away win ever
recorded in a First Division game.
A reader who lives at Seven Kings
wants to kmow how, in deeiding tho
positions of elubs in the League table
whon they are level on points, goal average
is calenlated. The process is quito simple:
All you bave to do is to divide the goals
for by the goals against and thereby get
the average., Of courso. it is somnetimes
neceganry to work out goal-average in this
way to two or even more places of declimals.

in Oldham reader who wants his club
to get into a suitable League is advised to
write to tho secretary of the nearest
assooiation. «“ LINESMAN »*
Tue Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,300,
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drain from his face as he looked at the
man with the fishy cyes.

The latter nodded coolly.

“Playing for your school,
what ?” he asked.

Valetitine did not answer,

Bob and Nugent locked at him, and
then at the stranger, curiously, Xvi-
dently the man knew Valentine.

There was an unpleasant grin on the
stranger’s ]}mst_y facc. He seemed to be
enjoying the blank dismay in Valen-
tine's,

Bob and Nugent, fecling rather un-
comfortable, moved away a little.
Valentine seomed to have forgotten
their presence. But as soon as they

ad ntoved away he leaned towards the
stranger and whispered :

“N%ltty Nixon! What are you doing
here?”

Nutty grinned, showing a set of dis-
colonred teeth.

::Surl:’l}'ised to sce me?” he asked.

Jim—

“Hame here,” said Nutty. *You'ro
'getting on at your school, Jim, it scéms.

was walking round when I heard your
name 'shcutes, and came along to look
at you. Playing for Greyfriars—what ?”

“What are you doing here 7" breathed
Yalentine,

*They let people come in to see the
matches here,” explained Nutty airily,
“Chance for & man to look at this
interesting old place.”

“You villain!" breathed Valentine.

Nutty laughed.

“ Any message for Nosey?” he asked.
“1 shall be sccing him again when "—
he grinned—“ when I'm through in this
quarter.’’

“¥You—you mean—"
“To-night,” said Nutty coolly.
you coming to lend me a hand?”

“Oh!” gasped Valentine.

“You're attracting attention, old
bean. You'd better get back to your
friends,” drawled Nutty Nizon. “Like
to introduce me to some of them? An
old friend, you know—quite an old
friend !"

Valentine gave him a look of loath-
ing, and turned away, sick at heart,
Nutty Nixzon, grinning, strolled away
from the football field. Nutty was not
interested in the game; his game at
Higheliffe was a game very different
from Boccer.

The whistle went again, and Valen-
tine went to his place in the ficld, rather
like o fcllow in a dream.

All the brightness had gone out of
his face.

Nutty Nixon had disappeared from
sight; whether he had gone, or whether
he wus prowling round the school build-
ings, Valentina did not know. DBut he
kaew why Nutty was there--Nutty
Nixzon, the cracksman, whom he had
once known only too well in Nosey
Clark’s gang.

In the first half of the match Valen-
tine hud shown great form, even to the
satisfaction of the hali-back whom he
had replaced. In the sccond half he
was very much off colour. All his keen-
ness, all bis nerve, seemed to be gone.
Bob Cherry watched him, with a rather
worried look. Several times the new
half fumbled hopelessly. Every now
and then he seemed to pull himself to-
pether and play up, only to fall back
again into fumbling.

“Call that man a foothaller " grovicd
Bolsover major, “Did you sce him
make Courtenay a present of the ball?
Yah!”

“Wharton's playing a passenger
time 1" remarked Hazeldene

Bob Cherry glanced round for
pasty-faced stranger, but the man
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not o be secn, He could not help re-
membering Valentine’s look when he had
seen the man, and wondering whether
it was that meeting that had put the
new half-back so completely off his
form. )

Thers was a roar from the Higheliffc
crowd when the Caterpillar put the ball
in again, and the score was cqual.

Harry Wharton gavoe his new half
several gharp glances. A “passenger ”
in the team was rather too hcavy a
handicap in o game with Higheliffe. He
caught once the drawling voice of Pon-
sonby of the Highcliffe Fourth, who was
idly watching the finish,

“They've got a man there who’s
goin’ to sleep—what 7"

What was the matter with Valentine,
Harry Wharton did not know, but he
knew that his new an was no good,
Bob Cherry fancied that he knew what
was the matter, but he also had to admit
that the new man was no good. In the
last few minutes there was a ficrce tussle
before the home goal, and, to the great
relief and glee of Gregfriars, the
Bounder drove the ball in, almost on
the nick of time.

“Goal !” roared Bob Cherry. " Good
old Bounder ! Bravo, 8mithy !”

“Goall Hurrah!”

It was a Greyfriars win, right on the
stroke of time. It was a ci’leery and
satisficd tcam that went back to Grey-
friars. But the captain of the Remove
had scttled in his mind that the new
man, who had started so weld and
petered out so Jamentably, was no use
in Remove football. He little guessed
what was on the mind of the boy with
a past—whose past was haunting him
like a grisly spectre.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Brainy Bunter !
KINNER, old chap 1”

Harold Skioner shook Lis
head sorrowfully.
“Btony ! he answered,
And Snoop and Stott chuckled.
Billy Bunter did not chuckle, Judpg-

ing by the expression on Billy Bunter's

fat face, ho was in no humour for
chuckling The world is full of
troubles, and most of them secmced to
have descended on  Dunter’s  faf

shoulders at one fell swoop, judging
by his wocbegone looks.

He blinked at Skinner & Co., who
were adorning the balustrade of ithe
Remove landing in a lagy row. It was
time for prep; but as the eye of a
master or a prefect was not on them,
the slackers of the Form had not yet
ohe in to prep. And DBunter was not
or the moment thinking of prep.

“(0Oh, really, Skinner,” said the fat
Owl peevishly, “I wasn't going to
borrow anything from you!”

“You weren’t!” agreed Skinner.
“But you were going to try, otherwise
why the ‘old chap’?”

“DBeast—] mean, I want you to do me
o favour. Not money!” added Bunter
hastily. “I know you're too jolly mean
to lend a fellow anything 1®

“ Bunter's jolly ~ tactful when  he's
poing to ask a favour, isn’t he?”
yawned Skinner.

And Snoop and Stott chuckled again,

“It's my lines [ said Dunter, almost
tearfully. “Queleh has been ladling out
lines at a fearful rate. He asks me for
them cvery day regularly, just because
I haven’t done them, you know.”

“What a reason for asking for them !
said Skinner sympathetically; and once
more there was a chuckle from Snoop
and Btott.
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“I've been going to do them,” said
Bunter. “But I—-I havern't, you kunow.
I've never got time.”

“You'll get time somo day,” said
Skinner reassuringly. “ You came near
getting time for snaffling Smithy's cake
the other day—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, don’t be a silly nss!? hooted
Bunter, “This is a jolly serious matter,
I can tell you. There's two hundred
and fifty lines, and they've been hang-
ing over my head for days and days.
Quelch has put his foot down now, and
he’s given me the tip that if I don's
han]d, them in before dorm to-night, it's
six 1"

“Morc power to his elbow!” said
Skinner hearilessly., “Six will do you
gnod.”
~ "1 can’t do them, of courze,” said
Bunter. “It's prep now, and after prep
there's no time. lpwant you to help me
out. I'm not going to ask you to write
the lines——*

“Might as well save your breathl”
assented Skinner.

“I've got a wheeze,” said DBunter.
“You see, suppose I had done the lines
and had them all ready in Iny study,
and—and a fellow knocked them over
into the fire, and—and I explained to
Quelch—*»

“Queleh is the sort of unsuspicious,
trusting old cove to swallow that—I
don’t think ! chuckled Bkinner. “ Pack
some exercise-books in your bags befora
you try that on Quelcﬁ, fatty You'll
need some protection.”

“Well, he might not take my word,”
said Bunter. “It’s a bit sickening.
He's doubted my word before. But I've
thought it all out. I've got a lot of pld
exercises and things to burn—there will
be a heap of burned papers in the fender
as proof, scc?”

“0Oh crumhbs!”

“I've asked Toddy to own up to
Quelch that he knocked my lines into the
fire, like a clumsy ass, you know.
Quelch would take his word, and—and
lev me off the lines, see?  Well, he's
refused. A fellow in my own study—
and after all I've done for him, you
know!” said Bunter sadly, *“Makes out
that he can’t tell a lie, like some
American in a story book. Ile actually
slanged me, and celled me untruthful 1

“Ile called you untruthful!” gasped
Skinner. “Now, I wonder what put
that intg his head ??

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Well, Toddy's a beast,” said Dunter.
“But you're an awlully decent chap,
Skinner, one of the best, a fellow I've
always liked. You'ro good-natured,
kind-hearted, and all that?”

“The specch may be taken as read !
agreed Shinner.

“Being one of the best natured chaps
in the Remove, old fellow, I'm sure
you'll help,” zaid Buntor. “I never did
agree with all the fallows thinking you
were a measly, sneaking, malicious sort
of rotter, Skinner. ['ve oflten spoken up
for you, aud I'vo said plainly that if a
fellow's a rank outsider he can't help
it—what are you glaring at me for,
Blimnper i

“0Oh! Nothing!” gasped Skinner.
“(p on—it's a pleasure to listen to you.”

“Well, old c¢hap, this is the idea—you
wore skylarking about mm my study, and
there was tny impot on the table, all
finished and ready to take to Quelch,
and you knacked it over into the fire,
gee?  These chaps were in the study
and saw you do it. 1llow about that?"”

“ How about it? My only hat!”

“With a lot of burned pupers in the
grate as a proof, even Quelch can’t
make out that we're pulling his leg,”
explained DBunter. “ Anyhow, if he
doesn’t swallow it, it does’t make
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“* Play up, Greyfriars | ** roared Bob Cherry.
he yanked off his cap and waved it wildly.
Bob as the cap smote him fairly in the face.

matters any worse. Of course, I'd

rather have some other chap to back mo

up--but it’s no good asking Wharton or

Bob Cherry—they’d talk rot just liko
oddy—

“But you're
Skinner,

“You see, you don't mind telling
lies,” explained Bunter.

“1 don’t mind telling lies!”
stuttered Skinner,

“That's it, old fellow! It's rathcr
unfortunate that Quelch knows what a
fibber you are—but what’s a fellow to
do?” asked. Bunter, “It's no good ask-
ing a decont chap to back up & yarn
like that! It's up to you or nobody.”

Snoop and Btott burst into a roar.
Skinner looked at the fat Owl as if he
could have eaten him. It was not to be
denied that Bunter's way of putting it
was lacking in tact,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Snoop and
Stott.

“Oh, chuck it,” snapped Bunter.
“Blessed if I see anything te cackle at.
Is it 4 go, 8kinner? TI'll do the sameo
for vou another time, if it works., Sea?
If T don’t bambeozle Quelch somehow,
I've got six coming, I wouldn't ask
vou, if you were particular about such

asking me!” gasped

—I

things,  but—— say | Leggo!
Yarcooop! You awful heast, wharrer
you upr toi” roared Bunter.

What Skinner was up to hardly
necded explaining,  ITe was grasping
Billy Bunter by his fat neck, and bang-
ing his bullet heed against the
banisters.

ang! DBang! Bang!

“Yow! Wow! Whoooop!"

*“ On the ball !
“* You young fool ! **

A fiendish yell from Bunter followed
each bapg from Skinner.

Why Skinner had broken out into a
bad temper like this, Bunter did not
know. But there was no doubt about
ithe fact! S8kinner, obviously, was an-
noyed about something, though Bunter
did not know what it was. Ie banged

Bunter's head on the banisters as if
bent on demolishing them.
Then, still looking wvery annoved,

Skinner walked away to his study for
prep, followed by Snoop and Stott, who

were laughing.

Billy Bunter rubbed his damaged
head and gasped.

“Oh ecrikey! Oh crumbs! Wow!
Beast! Oh lor’! My napper! What
was the matter with the brute, T won-
der? Wow [

Whatever had been the matter with
Skinner, it was clear that he was not
going to back up Bunter's masterly
scheme for “bamboozling * Mr. Quelch.
Bunter considered that it was rather
a brainy scheme, deserving of support;
but it seemed that there were no takers
in the Remova.

Still pubbing his head, the fat junior
rolled dismally into his study, No. 7,
where Peter Todd and Tom Dutton
were already at prep.

He sat down to prep in low spirits.

He was decply worried about what
wits going to happen after prop.

AMr. Quelch bad really been very easy
with Bunter about those hines—they had
stood over for days and days. Dut now
Le was adamant; and it was going to he
a beking, It was o depressing prospect.

After prep, when Toddy and Dutton

There they go—hurrah ! **

In the exuberance of his spirits;

There was an angry exclamation from the man behind

rose to go down, Bunter fixed a heseech-
ing blink on Peter.

“1 say, 'Toddy, old fellow—"

“Bow-wow !” =aid Peter, and he
strolled out of the study. For some
reason, incomprehensible to William
George Bunter Toddy had some objec-
tion or other to bearing false witness,
Dutton followed him out, and the hap-
less Owl was left on his own.

“Beast!” groaned Bunter,

He left his stndy and rolled along to
Study No. 1. Wharton and Nugent were
disappraring down the Remove stair-
cage, but Valentine was still in the
study. Ile was not at work; he was
standing by the mantelpiece, his hands
driven deep into his pockets. DBunter
blinked at him curiously. There were
lines of trouble in the face that was
generally as bright and cheerful as any
at Greyfriars. The new fellow, deep in
thought, did not see the fat Owl blink-
ing 1n at the door.

“1 say, Valentine—"' began Bunter.
Valentine started, and stared round
at him,

“What do you want?” The words
came in a snap, quite unlike his nsual
manner.

“Well, you needo’t bite o follow’s
head off,” said Buuter, blinking at him.
" Has Wharton been ragging you about
the footer, old ehap{’?

“No, ass !’

“1 hear you played a rotten game at
Higheliffo (his afternoon——>

“TIs that all?” .

“Oh, no, old fellow! The fact is,
Valentine, I want you to de something
for me,” said Buonter. *“ As you've been

Tre Magxer Lierany.—No, 1,300,
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mixed up with crooks, and all that, I
suppose you're not particular about tell-
ing a whopper or two—he, he, he!”

“What do you mean, you fat
dummy 7"’
“1t's that beast Quelch,” explained

Bunter. “He's after me for linest I
expect him up here after me, as I
haven’t gone to his study—and it’s no
good poing to him without lines, is it?
He will bring his cane. May hear the
old blighter's hoofs in a minute. Well,
old chap, I've got a lot of old exercises
here—sce?”

“For goodness’ sake, cut off, Bunter 1"

“I haven't told you yet what I want
you to do. The idea is this—I was just
taking my impot to Quelch, when I
stepped into this study to speak to
you! Got that?"

“What on carth—"

“You bumped into me, for a lark,
aud sent me spinning,” continued Bun-
ter. “The impot flew out of my hands,
u%«t into the fire—"

alentine gazed at him.

“Quelch comes up—nay come up any
minute, sco? Well, he sces all thess
burnt papers, and you explain how it
heppencd—""

‘Do you mean how it didn's happen?”
gasped Valentine.

“0Oh, really, Valentine! You see,
Quelch scems to think a lot of you—
goodness knows why! He will take it
down like milk, if you tell him.” PBun-
ter rolled into the study. *Now,
you've got it clear, old fellow! I burn
these papers, and you make out to
Quelch that they were my lines, and
that you bumped me over, and—>

“You fat rascal !”

“Oh, really, you know! T'll do as
much for you another time, of course!
In fact, if this works, we can use the
same idea over and over again!” urged
Bunter, “It may turn out a jolly valu-
able idea, 1n the long run. Here goes!”

Bunter heaved his papers into the fire,
They smouldered and smoked, and he
stirred them. Valentine watched him

blankly.

“There!” said Bunter. “That’s all
nfhtl Now, all you've got to do ia to
tell Quelch, when he comes up, that
those old exercises were my lines, and
you bumped me over, sce, and they fell

“I shall do nothing of the kind, you
howling ass!™

“Look here, Valentine, if you get me
in licking from that old brute, Quelch,

“ Bunter !”

“Oh lor' 1

Bunter had said that he might hear
Mr. Queich’s footsteps any minute. Now
he l‘mard them—and Mr. Queleh’s voice,
too!

“You young rascal!” exclaimed Mr,
Quelch, glaring into the study.
“ Bunter——"

“0Oh erikey !”

“You have not done your
Bunter !”

“Yes, I have, sir!” gasped DBunter.
“I—I've done the whole lot, sir! I—I
was just bringing them down to you
when—"

“ What

“But—but I stepped into this study,
sir, to speak to Valentine, and—and he
bumped me over for a lark—"

1] untrer !ll

“ And the—the lines fell into the fire,
sir! And—and—and there they are
now, sir1” gasped Bunter

The Gorgon of old might have looked
as Mr. Queich looked. Really, his look
was petrifying,

“ Bunter |” ﬁe gasped. “I heard what
you said to Valentine, as I came from
the, stairs !”

“0Oh crikey!”

“You are a young rascal, Bunter—an
untruthful and unserupulous young
rascal. I intended to cane you, Bunter,
for not having handed in your lines, I

shall now cane you with much more
- 1»

lines,

“(io to your own study, Bunter! I
will follow you there!”

“Wow I” .

Billy Bunter tottered to his own study.
Mr. Quelch followed him there, slipping
the cane down fromn under his arm into
his hand, and taking a business-like grip
on it. In Study No. 7 he pointed to a chair
with the cane. Billy Bunter groaned,
and bent over the chair. His brainy
scheme had not saved him, He had
been, indeed, a little too brainy !

What followed was painful! There
were many echoes in the Remove pas-
sage, and Billy Bunter's dulcet tones

in the fire—"
; U
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woke all of them as his Form master
laid on the cane. But for Bunter's
brainy scheme, which had so unfortu-
nately come to his knowledge, the
Remove master would probably have let
the Owl off lightly. Now he felt it his
duty to be severe, and he did his duty
thoroughly.

By the time Mr. Quelch tucked his
cane under his arm again and departed,
Billy Bunter was feeling tired of life.
He was still groaning when the Remove
went up to their dormitory. After
lights out, the usual deep snore was not
heard from Bunter’s bed. A series of
deep and dismal groans was heard—
which did not cease till Bolsover major
hurled a boot. Then there was a yelp,
and silence.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
At Midnight [

IM VALENTINE lay staring into
the darkness.

The hour was late; the Remove

dormitory deep in slumber. Inter-

mittently, a rumb]m\E snore proceeded

from Billy Bunter, though he was not

sleeping so soundly as usual that night.
alentine could not sleep. .

His face, in the darkness, was white;
his eyes stared fixedly, unsleeping.
Since the visit to Highcliffe School,
Valentine had not looked his usual self,
and fellows who noticed it attributed it
to his failure in the football match. But
the boy with a past was not thinking of
that; he had forgotten it.

He was thinking of the pasty face and
fishy eyes of Nuity Nixon. Trying to
think of what he should do, of what he
must do. Even in thosec weary minutes,
as he lay, sleepless, among the sleeping
Removites, the cracksman was lurking
in the shadows at Highcliffe, the
“ ¢rib ” marked down by Noscy's gang
for “cracking.”

What was he to do?

The desperate thought had been in his
mind of getting Inspector Grimes on the
telephone, as he had done once before,
and warning him-of an intended robbery
at Highelifte School

But that he could not do.

In his interview with Mr. Grimes in
the Remove master's study days since,
he knew that he had not satisfied the
keen inspector of police.

Mr. Grimes certainly did not esso-
ciate him in his mind with Dick the
Penman, but he had a very shrewd
suspicion that Valentine could putyhim
on the track of that elusive crook if he
liked.

Mr. Quelch was not aware, but Valen-
tine was only too keenly aware, that
Inspector Grimes had an eye of suspicion
on him, that he was very far from
having done with that official gentle-
man.

But it was not only his desire to keep
clear of Mr. Grimes that prevented him
from giving warning of Nutty's inten-
tions at Highcliffe,

Nutty, so far as that went, was at his
mercy; but he was equally at Nutty's
merey.  Nutty, in the hands of the
police, would not have failed to realise
who had placed him there, and he would
have taken immediate care that Dick the
Penman joined him in custody. It was
because of that, beeause he knew that
the boy dared not speak, that Nutty had
coolly told lnm what his intentions wero.
He knew that he had no betrayal to
fear. And, by talling him, he had made
the boy, in a way, his accomplice. On
the morrow there would be news of a
robbery at Higheliffo.

Nutty would not fail. He had marked
out the ecrib for cracking, and he was a
past-master in his peculiar trade. Such
a erib as a school was simply " pie ™ to
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Nutty. Valentine remembered him well.
He had :cen a great deal of Nutty in
his year with Nosey Clark’s gang. Why
had they picked out a crib so near to
Greyfriars? There was loot at High-
cliffe—it was worth Nutty's while. But
it was not his usual kind of “job.” It
seemed to the boy that he could read
some intention in this-—that it was some
plan of Nosey’s to bring close to him
the shadow of crime from which he had
escaped.

Since the day he had seen Nosey and
Barney in the wood, he h%g eard
nothing from the crocks. vidently
they had realised that, for their own
safety’s sake, they had to let him alone.
He had begun to liope that he was, after
all, done with them, If he had not met
Nutty that aftornoon at Higheliffe,
would he have known anything about
his eracking the crib thero?

Had they intended, in any case, to let
him know—to force him to be an unwill-
ing accomplice? Was there something
more than that i it, even? It scemed
to Jim Valentine, as he lay sleepless,
thinking, that he glimpsed vaguely some
cunning scheme, some spider-like nef
that was spread to drag him back into
the depths. Only too well he knew that
Dick the Penman was too valuable for
Nosey Clark to lose, if Nosey eould help
t

it.

What was he to do? That thought
came back incessantly to his aching
mind. To put the police on to Nutty
Nixon, was to put them on to himself.
He could not do that. Not without
leaving  Greyfriars in  disgrace and
shame, the centre of a sensation such as
had never been known in the scheol.
Worst of all, bringing irouble and dis-
tress to his kind friend and prowector.
But what cise?

To shut the matter out of his mind,
and go to sleep? He could not do that,
cither,

He heard eleven chime dut in the
winter might.

As the last stroke died away he
slipped quictly fromm his bed, Quietly
he dressed himself in the darkness.

His mind was made up,

Round him the Removites slept the
sleep of healthy youth. If they were
dreaming, little dreaming of what the
new fellow in the Form was doing, of
what he intended.

Softly he crossed towards the door.

“1 say, you fellows! Wha's that?”
came a startled squeak from one of the
beds.

Valentine stopped, bhis beart thump-
ing, his teeth set. That fat idiot,
Bunter, was awake—a fellow who
usually slept like Rip Van Winkla.

Bunter sat up in bed. He had awak-
ened six or seven times that night owing
to Mr. Quelch having done his duty so
very thoroughly with the cane. Now
he was awake once more—and startled
and alarnied to sce a dim figure move in
the glimmering starlicht from the
windows.

“1 say, is that yow, Smithy?” ex-
claimed Bunter.

Valentine stood very still, pressed
close to the wall by the door. ITe darved
not open the door while fellows were
awake. The slightest sound-——

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a drowsy
voice. “Js that Bunter gabbling?
Shut wp, Bunter, you blessed gramo-
phone.”

“1 say, you fellows, there's somchody
up! [ saw somebody——"
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“Look here! 1i it's a burglar—
sgueaked Bunter in alarm,

“8mithy going out on the tiles?” came
Skinner's voice, with a sleepy chuckle.

“You silly ass!” came a grunt from
the Boundcr's bed.

™

“I say, you fellows, it's somcbody !"
squeaked Bunter.

“Oh, dry up, Bunter!” ecame Harry
Wharton’s volce. “You'ro waking up
the whole Formn, you babbling bander-
snatch

* Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The terrific snorcfulness is the
proper caper, my esteemed and idiotie
Bunter !” yawned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“1 tell you I saw somebody, and if it
izn’t one of vou fellows, it's a burglar 7
howled Bunter.

“A jolly old burglar afier Bunter’s
watch I said Skinner. “Call out to
him that it’s only worth twopence,
Bunter !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, you fellows——"

Whiz! A slipper shot through the
air, and landéd on Billy Bunter’s fat
features. There was a sudden howl,

NOW HE'S GOT A
MONEY PRIZET !

All he did was to send me a !
Have you heard it? |
|

funny story.

Shopkeeper : 'f Here's your
sixpennyworth of treacle, sonny.
Now, whera's the sixpence 7

Bobby : '‘ At the bottom of the |

jar 17

Congratulations to William Pres-
ton, of 245, Great Northern
Street, Lisburn Road, Belfa_st.
Hope you'll ind the meney prize
useful, Willlam.—Ep.

“I've goi another here, Bunter,” said
Bolsover major,

" Beast 1

Bunter did not scem {o want the
other, He laid his bullet head on the
pillow again, but his little round eyes
blinked uncasily into the shadows, A
burglar in a junior dormitory was
really rather Improbable, as even
Bunter realised. Still, he was certain
that he had seen somebody, and nobody
had ewned up to being out of bed.

For a good many minutes Billy
Bunter blinked and hstened in a state
of unecasy trepulation. Buk thoere was
no sound, save that of fellows seltling

down to sleep again. Ten minntes
passed. and all was silent, and then

Dilly Bunter pave a gasp as he heard,
or fancied he heard, a faint sound iu
the night, i}

“1 say, you fellows! Wus thut the
daor " he gasped.

“Shurrmp ¥’ came a slecpy murmur,

“Blegsed if 1 don't think I heard it,
though!” It was Harry Wharton's
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voice, “Nobedy can be up at this time
of night, surely?”

“Oh dear! I it's a burglar—*
gasped Bunter,

“{h, don’t be an ass!”

Harry Wharton sai up in bed staring
towards the door, invisiblo in tha dee
gloom, He was alimost sure that he h
heard a faint, soft, stealthy sound of
the door opening and shutting under a
cautious hand. He had bceen fast
asleep when eleven chimed out, and did
not know the hour; but he knew that it
must be very lute. lle reached for &
matchbox, struck a match, and glanced
at his watch. 1t was nearly half-past
eleven. 1t could hardly be the most
rockless breaker of bounds, going out
at that hour. And yet——

He gave a violent start as his eyes
fell upon a bed, next but one, revealed
by the flickering glimmer of the match.
It was Jim Valentine’s bed, and it was
cmpty! He stared at it, so amazed,
ithat the match burned down to his
fingors unregarded. He hastily extin-
guished it

“1 say, Wharton

“Oh, go to sleep ! snapped Harry.

Y 1f it’s somebody——"

“It's nobody, ass! Go to sleep!”

Bunter scttled down again, still un-
casy, though lis uneasiness was soon
forgotten in slumber.

But ss DBuntor’s snore was heard in
the dormitory once more, there was one
fellow who remained wakeful,

Wharton’s eyes were wide open.

Valentine was gone. He knew now

that he had not been mistaken; he had
not fancied that sound at tho door.
It was Valentino whom Bunter had
scen moving in the gloom—Valentine
who had left the dormitory at nearly
midnight. Why?
. e tried to fancy, to imagine, that
it was some harmless prank—a “lark,”
perhaps, on fellows in ancther dor-
mitory. He knew it was not that, could
not be that at such an hour of the night.
But he tried to think so, waiting for the
boy to come back. He did not come
hack.

Wharton heard midnight strike, and
Valentine was still absent, It was plain
erough that he had gone out of the
House, Where, and why?

There were dark thoughts in Whar-
ton’s mind now—dark thoughts and sus-
picions.  The boy who had been a
crook, in a gang of crooks, was gone—
at midnight, secrotly surreptitiously!
Buit for Bunter’s happening to be awake,
o one would have known that he was
absent. What did it—what could it
mean ?

Wharton was still slespless when one
o'clock boomed throuwgh the winter
night. Valeniine had not come back.
Hz fell aslecp at last.

B

THE FOURTEENRTH CHAPTER.
Put to the Test!

IDNIGHT I .

Darkness lay like a cloak
over Higheliffe School.  Not
a light plimmered from a win-

The porter’s dog had barked

dow.
iwice; but had settled down again, and
ull was silent.

Jim Valentine waited.

His footsteps made no sound when he

moved. His nerves were strung tautb;
his eyes searched the shadows; his ears
were keen for the slightest sound.

From somewhere in the night the deep
Livom of one reached him.

Was Nutty coming?

The man might have deceived him-—
might have changed his plans. But he
did not believe so. Nutty wounld be at

Tee Maexer Liprany.—No. 1,500,
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work that night at Highclife—he knew
it. Even in those moments he might be
already at work, silent, invisible.

The faintest sound was enough for
Jim's straining cars. A sudden blaze
shot into his eyes, and he breathed hard
and quick. Silently, softly, he trod in
the darkness. .

The man who crouched by a little
cascment window in the old stone porch
of the House heard nothing. There was
a gauzn mask over the pastﬁ face;
through the holes in it the fishy eyes
ghoted, A tiny speck of lhight played
on the casemecnt for & few moments.
There was a faint sound of an instru-
ment at work, 1t was engﬁ to Nutty.
A bolted window was not likely to keep
him out of any building. The diamond

oint traced on the glass, cutting out a
ozenge. Nutty laid it silently down,
His long, thin, thievish fingers reached
through the opening he had cut, to draw
back the bolt within. i

The next instant his hand jerked back
from the cascment, and a shuddering
thrill ran through him as he felt a hand
on his shoulder. . .

Ho spun round, hissing like a snake,
a jemmy grasped in his right hand,
ready for a murderous blow, his electric
torch flashing. .

Put his half-lifted arm dropped again
as ho stared at the boy who stood before
him, clearly revealed in the flash of the
torch,

£ J im !l, . N

Nutty Nixzon shut off the light again.
In the darkness of the porch he peered
at Jim Valentine, and grinned.

“You, Jim! You've turned up,
then!” There was surprise, mingled
with satisfaction, in the crook’s voice.
“That's good ! R )

Valentine was breathing in jerks. His
heart was unding. He did not
answer immediately, and Nutty ran on
in a whisper: .

“(ood for you, Jim. You're coming
back to us. reckoned you'd get fed-
up with playing at being a schoolboy,
a.?tcr the life you had with us.
will be glad to hear this, Jim.”

Valentine’s face, in the darkness, was
black and bitter. Nutty did not know
why he was there—never dreamed why.
He took it for granted that Dick the
Poenman was there to join up with him.

“Good for you, Jim,” repeated
Nutty, in whispered tones of satisfac-
tion. “Don't you be afraid of Nosey.
He'll be glad to have you back. And
he won't iavc it against you that you
cout. Take that from me.”

Valentine had no doubt of that.

“You've saved us, and yourself, & lot
of trouble,” grinned Nutty. “I dessay

ou know that Nosey wasn't going to
eave you quict at the school, Jim?
Not likely! He wants you back—we all
want you back, Jim. There's a_big job
on hand waiting for Dick the Penman.
You couldn’t have stood out against
Nosey, Jim. He had you fixed—had it
all cut and dried.”

Valentine spoke at last.

“\What was he going to do, then?”

Nutty chuckled.

“Nover mind that now—that’s washed
out, now you're back with us. We're
in this job together, Jim—what "

= Foofl“

The boy's accent was contemptuous
and bitter,

Nutty Nixon started, and flashed on
the light for a second. In its gleam
ho read the white, set, almost desperate
faco of the boy, and he gave a low
whistle between his yellow teoth, and
his grip hardened on the jemmy.

“What's the game, Jim7?” ITis tane
was altered. " Mean to say you're not

hetl:c to join up?”

Nosey

Never 1”
Tue Maener Lierany.—No, 1,300.

“Then what #”

“QGet out of it!"”

“What ! breathed Nutty.

“Get out of it!”  Valentine’s voice
rose, almost shrilly.

There was a hiss of warning from
Nutty Nixon,

“Quiet, Jim! Do you want to wake
thoe House?”

“I don’'t ecare much if T do! Get
out of it! If you don't go, -I'll wake
the II.! Touse soon enough—and the police,
too !¥

Under the mask, the crackman’s faco
was working with rage. He understood
now; Jim Valentine was not there to
join him, to help him, to return in his
company to Nosey Clark’s headquartera.
His intention was far enough from that.

“Take care, Jim " Nutty's whisper
was full of savage menace. “Take care,
you young fool! Police! Do you think
the cops wouldn't be quicker to grab
Dick the Penman than Nutty Nixon?
Are yon mad?”

“Will you get out of it?”

“1 fancy not!” jeered Nutty. “Wake
the house, if you like! We'll go to the
stone jug in company !”

Valentine stood very still, the crook
watching him savagely and mockingly
through the eye-holes of the mask, The
test had come—the stern moment of trial
for the boy who had been foreed into
crime, and who had dragged himself
from the mire. The burden laid on him
was almost greater than he could bear.
To stand idle, a party to the robbery,
was to fall back into the mire of crime.
But to face what he must face, if he
stood true to the test—— It was mno
wonder that Valentine hesitated.

But his hesitation was brief,

“You won't go, Nutty ?"”

His voice was husky.

“Hardly 17

“That does it, then!”

Jim Valentine pushed past the crook
to the great door at the back of the
high stone porch. There was a big brass
knocker on the door, and he grasped it.

Nutty Nixon’s hand on his shoulder
jerked him back just in time. A second
later, and a thunderous knock would
have rung through the sleeping building.

“Jim, you mad young fooll You
mean it, then?”

Nutty was almost choking with rage.

“ Every word 1"

“And you fancy you’ll get by with
it?” soarled Nutty, his fishy eyes
ablaze.

And he closed in on the boy, the
jemmy lifted now. Even as he spoke he
struck, and had that blow reached its
mark, Jim Valentine would have fallen
stunned and senseless, unable to inter-
fere further with Nutty’s “job* at
Higheliffe School.

But the blow did not reach its mark;
the boy was on his guard. He twisted
aside, and the jemmy swept down and
missed him, barely grazing his shoulder,

Before Nutty could recover the
weapon for a second blow, Jim Valen-
tine’s clenched fist was dashed full in
his face.

It was a fierce blow, with all the boy's
desperate  strength  behind  it. Nutty
Nixon staggered back, with a panting
howl, the jemmy falling from his hand
with a loud clang on the stonc flags.
He went ower backwards, erashing, and
lay gasping, The mask had e&lipped
from his face, revealing the featurcs dis-
torted with fury

He was up again like a cat, and
springing at the boy. In an instant they
were struggling,

Crash | Locked in a fierce struggle,
they crashed against the great oak door,
IlT;hcs sound boomed through the silent
ouse.

THE MAGNET

There was a sharp, loud barking at
a distance and the rattle of a chain,
Bark, bark, bark | came =savagely from
& startled dog. A voice was heard
calling,

Jim Valentine was fighting desper-
ately in the clutches of the crook. For
the moment Nutty Nixon, wmnad with
rago, was thinking only of vengeance
on the boy who had defeated and defied
him, To carry out his plans was im-
possible now, The house was awaken.
ing; the porter could be heard calling
to the barking dog; the alarm was

iven. Lights ﬂusﬁcd on in three or
our windows,

Nutty’s savage grip was on the boy;
but Jim Valentine was strong and
sturdy, and he held his own well. There
came a sound of pattering feet and of
fierce barking close at hand, warning
the cracksman that there was no time
to wreak his fury. The porter had let
the dog loose, and the animal was tear-
ing to the spot.,

*“Let go, Jim, you madman |” Nutty
panted hoarsely, and dragged himself
away from the boy.

. He dashed out of the porch, running
like the wind, and disappeared into the
night.

Jim Valentine staggered against the
door, é)nnting, breathless, almost ex-
hausted, his brain in a whirl.

There was a sound of drawing bolts
and a rattling chain within, footsteps
and voices, %Ie realised his position.
Nutty was gone, vanished in the night,
and he—he was there, to be seized in
Nutty’s place if he was found! He
darted out of the porch.

There was a fierce growl, and a dog
leaped at himn from the shadows. IHo
had a glimpse of teeth and blazing eyes.

How he eluded that leap he hardly
knew, But he eluded it, and tore away
in the darkness,

Crash |

Hce rushed into an unseen figure, It
was the school perter, following the dog
in the darkness, and the fleeing boy
crashed into him, and sent him spinning
headlong,

But the man grasped him as he spun
over and dragged him down.

Valentine panted.

Frantically he tore himself loose. The
man grasped at him again, and, scarcely
knowing what he did, he struck ouf,
his fist dashing into a half-scen face.
The maun, witg a grunt, let go, and
Valentine torc away and ran.

A shadowy form leaped, and there
was a snap of tceth barely an inch
from him. He raced away, the snarling
dog at his hcels,

Windows and open doors were blazin
with light now. Voices called an
shouted. Valentine reached a wall and
sprang desperatcly, grasping the top
and dragging himself up, the dog bark-
ing and leapiug below,

He dropped on the outer side, rolled
over, gained his fect, and ran. The
ﬂa.shmE lights and the hubbub died
away bchind him as he ran—breath-
lessly, desperately, as if for his life.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Taking Bu:xer to Tea !

HEN are you fellows going ?”
“When we start !”
“I mean, when are you
starting 1"
“When we go!”
“Beast I roared Billy Bunter.
Whereat Bob Cherry chuckled.
It was the following day, and class
was over. William George Bunter was
intensely interested in the movements
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Striking out at the half-seen face, Valentine tore himself free and raced away.
out of the darkness, and there was a snap of teeth barely an inch from him.

of the Famous Five. That they were
gning out to tea Bunter was aware;
ut when they were going, and where
they were going, Bunter was unhappily
unaware. WNaturally, he wanted to
know, for he was going out to tea with
them—if he could.

Owing to the non-arrival of a postal
order which Billy Bunter had been
expecting daily—in fact, hourly—he was
in the unpleasant state known as
“gtony.” Study No. 7 that day was a
dreary desert, so far as tea was con-
cerned, Toddy and Dutton were tea-
ing in Hall. When his study-mates
tea’'d in Hall, Billy Bunter was wont
to roam the Remove passage like a lion
seeking what he might devour.

In the circumstances, it was grateful
and comforting to learn that Harry
Wharton & Co. were going out to tea.
They were taking Jim Valentine;
Bunter kuew that. Well, if they could
take one friend, they could take two,
espeeially such a pal as Bunter!

Having settled it in his own fat
mind that he was going with his dear
old pals, it was rather irritating to find
that his dear old pals had seitled it in
their minds that he wasn't!

It was not only ungrateful, after all
Bunter had done for them, but it was
very awkward, as this was Dunter’s only
chance of {ea, excepting what he scorn-
fully described as “dish-water and doov-
steps ' in Hall.

Bunter wanted to know, but the chums
of the Remove did not want him to
know. When he asked Johnny Bull,
Johnny told him that they were going
fo a garden-party at  DBuckingham
Palace. When he asked Frank Nugent,
Mugent confided to him that they were
going by air to take tea with the Presi-
dent of the United States. All this
information was quite uselesa to Bunter.
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racing at his heels !

Now he tackled Bob Cherry, but with
no better luck.

Harry Wharton came out of the
House, and the Owl of the Remove
rolled over to him.

“%ﬁnding now, old fellow I he asked.

Lt ] ?JJ

“You'd like me to asked
Bunter hopefully.

“ Fathead |”

“If you don’t want my company,
Wharton——" said Bunter, with a great
deal of dignity.

“You've got il !” agreed Wharton.

“He, he, he!” Billy Bunter decided
to take that answer as a joke. I say,
old fellow, I'm rcady when you are. s
it Higheliffe? I suppose you fixed it
with Courtenay when you were over
thare at the footer yesterday?”

“¥You can suppose any old thing you
like I’ said Harry, langhing. .

“Well, look here, if you're going to
Cliff House, I'd betier come,” said
Bunter. “If Marjoric’s asked you to
tea, you know what it means —she will
cxpect you to bring me. You don’t want
to disappoint her, Wharton. Jealousy
apart, you know she’s rafher sweet in
my dircction, and I can jolly well—
Whoooooop t”

Billy Bunter sat down swddenly and
roarcd. ITarry Wharton walked on and
joined the Co, who had gathered in the
quad. Jim Valentine was not on the
spot yet, which was rather a relicf to
Wharton.

“Time wo were off, old bean.” said
Job. * Somebody will have to kill Bon-
ter; wo can’t land him on Courtenay
and the Caterpillae.”

“I'va got some work to do, you
follows,” said llarry. “I'm going to
cut it. You get off without me.”

“0h, what rot!” said Dob. *Thosn
Ilichelille chaps will have a jolly good
spread ! Not lines, is it?”

come "7

As he did so, a shadowy form leaped from
The junior put on a spurt, the snarling dog

“N-no, but I'd rather stay in, really.”

Frank Nugent gave him a rather
quick look.

“Is it because Valentine’'s coming,
Harry 7 ho asked very quietly.

Wharton coloured a little.

“Look here, I've said I want o do
some work,” he answered. ' Leave it
at that.”

“* Please yourself, of course,” said Bob,
rather shortly.

But the Co. looked a little glum as
Wharton went back to the House, It
looked as if the captain of the Remove
was going to “bar” Valentine, which
was uncomnfortable all round.

Wharton was not feeling happy ahout
it lumself. But Jim Valentine’'s mys-
terious expedition the previous night
had *“put the lid on,” so to speak.

Wharton had hoped, or tried to hope,
that it might have been, after all, some
liarmless excursion, some sort of a reck-
less  “lark "—though reckless larking
was not in the new fellow’s line.  In that
easa he would naturally have told other
fvllows about it—his friends, at least.

Bui Valentine had said no word.

At what time Lo had got back to the
Jormitory the previous night Wharton
Jdid not know; but he knew that it
must have been after one o’clock; he
remembered having heard one strike
before he fell aslecp.

[lis frst glanee, when he awakened
at the elang of the rising-bell, had
turned on Valentine’s bed; and he had
scon him  there fast asleep—too fast
asleep to awaken at the clang of tho
Lell ! It was no wonder, considerning
how late he must have gono to bed.
Valentine had not awakened till Bob
Cherry dragged his bedelothes off.

Where had he been that nizht—and
why? Obviously he intended to say
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nothing about
Wharton lknew.

Wharton tried to dismiss ths matter
from his mind as no business of his.
Dut ho could not. He hated the miser-
able suspicion that forced itself into his
mind, but he could not help it 1If
Valentine, after all, was keeping in
touch with his former associates—if,
after pll, he was once more in collusion
with Nosey Clark and his gang—

Ii logked like it! What else could
that seécret nocturnal excursion mean?
Wharton would aot and could not think
g0, He was determined not to think so
—and yet the dismal suspicion would not
leave his mind.

Valentine was not a fellow to go
“blagging " out of bounds, like tha
reckless Bounder. What had taken him
sceretly out of the school, and kept him
out till after one o'clock in the morn-
ing? If he was Dick the Penman—and
Wharton could hardly doubt that—did
it mean that he was tired of his new

it—not knowing that

life of reform, that the eall of old:

associations had been too strong for his
new resolutions ¥

Valentine, coming out, passed him as
‘he went in. His face was cheery, as
usual, and a planece at that handsome,
pleasant faco made Wharton feel &
twinge of ghame for his suspicious
doubts. But—— There was a “but "—
and the captain of the Remove could
not help it.

“I say, \WWharton——"

“Ohk, roll off, Bunter!”
Wharton.

“Don't bite a fellow's head off 1” said
Bunter. “Look here, old fotlow, what
are youw;}voing in for? Ain’t vou start-

snapped

ing yet?
nﬁ?h_arton went up the stairs without
replying.

illy Bunter blinked after him, and

then blinked at the other follows in the-

quad. Bob Cherry winked at his chums
and shouted te the Owl of the Remove:

“Hallo, hello, hallo! DBunter!”

“Yes, old chap!” DBunter rolled up
hopefully.

" Where's Wharton 7

**Just gone in "

“Tell him not to be late!”

“Oh, all right, old chap!”

Bunter rolled back into the ITouse.
Johnny Bull stared at Boh.

“What’s the good of Dunter {clling
Wharton not to bo lale, if Wharlon's
not coming ¥ he demanded.

“Lots!” answered Ilob cheerfully.
“'While he's telling Wharton not to be
late we can get ofi I That will save us
the trouble of slaughtering Dunter and
burying him along the ropad I

“Ha, ha, ha !”

And the juniors walked down to tho
bikeshed. wheeled out their machines,
and started for Higheliffe,

Unconscious of that ncofarious pro-
ceeding, Billy Bunter rolled up to the
i&cmqve passage, and blinked into Study

o. 1

“Harry, old chap—*

“Hook it, fatty !

“Bob’s scnt me to tell you not to he
late!” gaid Bunter, with dignity. “If
that's the way you thank s chap for
coming upstairs to tell you—m> .

Wharton stared at the fat Owl for a
moment, and then laughed.

“Oh, all right!" he said. “Thanks,
old fat bean! If you're coming to tea
with me, Buntor——

“1 am, old fellow! Rely on me.”

“Right as ramn; wait for me, then”

Bll]:y Bunter waited. Rather to his
aslonishment, Iarry Wharton sat down
st the study table, and picked up 2 pen
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and opened a Latin grammar.
blinked at him.

“I say, old chap, yvou're not going to
mug up that rot now!” he =asked
nnxiousﬁ'. “You're keoping the fellows
waiting, you know."

“Don't talk while a fellow’s working,
old fat man.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—-~"

“Shut up 1

Bunter s]l?xut- up. Wharton had told his
friends that he had some work to do;
and he did some. For a quarter of an
hour he labeured at Latin conjugations;
Billy Bunter watching him with grow-
in;i impatience.

‘he fat Owl was blissfully unconscious
—s0 far—that Wharton was not going
with the tea-party at all; happily
unaware that the Co. were already miles
on their way.

BSo long as he kept an eye on Wharton,
Bunter fclt safe. 8o he kept an eye on
Lim—in fact two, not to mention a large
pair of spectacles !

Harry Wharton pushed back his
books and laid down his pen at last.
To Bunter’s intense relief, ho rose from
the table,

“Ready, old chap?” gasped Bunter.

“Quite [

“Let's start, then.”

“Comoe on! Bure you want to come
to tea with me?”

“ Yoz, rather!”

“Well, I'tn taking you to tea if you
want to come. I hope you won't be
disappointed when you get there.”

Wharton left the study, and Bunter
rolled after him, They descended the
stairs,

“1f you're going on bikes, old chap,

Bunter

I can borrow Mauly’s,” remarked
Bunter, i
“No; were walking this  time,”

chuckled Wharton,

“Where the dickens are you going,
then ' demanded Buonter. * Look here,
get your cap—you'll want your cap,
wherever it 1s.”

“I shan't want a ¢ap. Come ont”

“You're not going out without your
cap, 1 supposa?”

*“No; I'm not going out at all.*”

Y EhT?

“Come on!'" egaid Wharton, “Wao're
a bit late already. You know what tea
in Hall is like when ¢ fellow gots in lute
—fearfnlly washw 1"

Dunter jumped.

“Tea in Hall I he shricked.

“Yes, colne onl”

“attul-tut-tea in all!  ¥You—yon
beast, you said vou were taking me to
tea " roared Bunler,

“8o I am—if yoa
T'lease yourself 12

Ilarry Wharton walked into Hall to
tea. Billy Bunter stood and glared
alter him with o glare that almost
eracked Lis spectacles.

“Beast I he roarcd.

Then he rolled away to look for the
Co., realising @t long last that Havry
Whartor was not going with them, But
the Co. had vanished into space long
ago.

want to come.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !

si OLLY old butglars—"
ﬁ “ At Higheliffe "

“ Last night—"
“Two of them—one of them a
boy—"

“No end of exciterment over thore—
woke them up in the mididle of the night
—after ane in the morning, Courtenay
said—""

Harry Wharton stopped dead in the
doorway of the Tlag.

His friends had returned from High-
clife—evidently with news. There was
& buzz of voices 1n the Rag when the
captain of the Remove came along. A
crowd of fellows had gathered round
Bob Cherry & Co. to hear the startling
news.

It was more startling to Harry Whar-
ton’s ears than to any others. Every
word, as he heard it, struck him almosg
like & blow.

Ho stood in the doorway looking inte

the room. A crowd of fellows was
there, but he noticed that Valentine was
not there. lHe did not step into the
room, or speck; he stood as if suddenly
turned to stone. Bob Cherry’s voico ran
on.
“We've heard it all from Courtenay.
He was woke up with the rest. No end
of excitement at Higheliffe, I can tell
i They've had old Grimey there,
and——

“What did they get away with?®
asked Bkinner.

“Nothing, as it turned out,” answered
Bob. "It scoms thet the porter's deg
was alarmed—must have heard some
thing—and started barking, The porter
let him loose and went to see what was
up; he saw & man running, and then
another fellow ran into hin and burmpced
him over; he grabbed him, and the
fellow hit him in the eye—he's got a
gooscberry eye to-da "

*“And the man got away?”

“Yes—only it wasn’t & man, it was a
boy| 8o the porter says; he's positive
of that, Of course, he couldn’t sco him
in the dark, but he got hold of him,
and they had & bit of a tussle; only the
fellow knocked him in the eye and

bunked. I suppose the burglar had a
boy with him—some awiul young
sweep.

“Bome terrific young rascal I’ maid
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“And they never got either of them 7
asked the Bounder.

“Ne; they cleared in different diree-
tions, and both of them got away. Old
Grimey’s on the trail—ii that's any
good. They found a hole ecut in tha
glass in o downstairs window, and a
jemmy lying around where the jolly old

cracksman had dropped it. The dog
scems to have scarcd them off.”

Harry Wharton’s thoughts were
racing.

Jim Valentine had ecrept out of
bounds that night—he had been out
sfter one o'clock in the morning. And
theee had been burglars ot Higheliffe,
only & few miles away—two of them,
and onc of them w boy. Was it pos-
sible? Could it bo possible? Was that
what it meant §

He folt sick at heart. That was what
it meant |

There was @ step beside him.  Ho
glanced round end saw Velentine. 'The
new junior was about to enter the Rag—
but he stopped, ztruck by tho lock on
Wharton's face, His own face paled a
little.

“What—"" he hegan,

Wharton started back, as il from an
adder. )

“Don't speak to me!” he muttercd
huskily.

“ But what—"

“Keep away from me!”

With that Harry Wharton tornod and
left Valentine, the boy staring after him
with startled eyes.

THE ERD

(Now look outl for the next yara in
thie stirring new scrieal s entitled:
YHIS PAST AGAINST HIM!" und
without doult & will hold your inferpst
from first line to last! Sec that yovu
order your copy of the MagNcr in good
time, chums/) 7



HEDLEY SCOTT’S GREAT THRILL-PACKED DETECTIVE

STORY !

A Job for Nobhy!

N the meantime, Loxd
Weatherstona talked to
barrassed Nobby.

. “How long have you heen kick-
ing a football, boy?"

“Ever since I can remember, sir,”
answered Nobby. “Don Carlos mada
me practise kicking and ball control
when I was a toddler.”

“Don Carlos: »

_“He was the proprietor of a cireus,
sir,” explained Nobby. “He was & sort
of foster parent. I—I ran away from
him yesterday.”

“The devil you did! What for?”

“1 wanted to see something of the
world, sir. 1 wanted to get away from
circus life—"

“And from this Don Carlos, too—
what?”’ asked hiz lordship shrewdly.
“Was ho a brute?”

“Well,” grinned Nobby,
believe in sparing the ro

Further conversation became impos-
sible as the players emerged from the
club buoildings and surrounded their
chairman and managing-director like a
swarm of excited children.

“'Morning, boys!™ cried his lordship
hoisterously, in answer to the chorus of
greeting. ‘1 want you to meet Nobby.
Ile's going to start work with us as a
groundsman—or shall I say boy.”

Nobby blushed as he felt the gaze of
twenty-five muscular “pros’’ turned
upon him, but he threw back a cheery
grin as he caught Jack Drake’s en-
couraging wink.

“This young fellow can kick a ball,”
continued his lordship. *I was told he
was & genius.  That we have yot to
prove. But 1 know from personal
cxperienco that he 1s a marksman, Get
between the sticks, Gresvenor,”

Douglas
the em-

= I,J;o didn’t

e Sho

“¥Yes, sir.”

A tall, loosely-knit young man of
between twenty-five and thirty, clad ia
a green sweater, doubled towards the
goal net at the southern end of the
ground. At a more leisurely gait the
other players and his lordship made for
the penalty spot. With great delibera-
tion his lordship placed the leather
sphere on the “spot,” and signalled to
Nobby.

“Go for that net like you did for me,
young man,” he invii:eﬁ, “and if you
get the ball past Grosvenor I'll double
your wages !’

Nobby thrilled. Ilis wages! That
meant he had definitely got a job!

Steadying his nerves, he gauged tho
distanca from ball {o goal net,
backed three paces, and then, with
seemingly effortless ease, slammed the
ball hard and true for the far cormer
of the net.

Grosvenor saw the peculiar flight of
that ball—only after it had passed him
and was ihreshing up and down the
back lacing of the mnet!

Ile picked up the ball very seli-
consciously, and punted 1t back to the
watching players

Most. of theso latter were specchless.
Talkmg a “spot ™ kick successfully was
never a certainty with the best of pro-
fessionals, and yet the way this young-
ster shaped scemed to indicaic that ho
could ring the bell ten times out of ten.

“ Bravo—or—er—Nobby [ exclaimed
his lordship.  “That was with your
right foor. D'you think you can do as
well with your left "

YT’ try, sir”?

Tery—— Why it seemed easiness itself
the ‘way Nobby thudded the sceond
“zpot 7 kick nto the gaping nct!

Girosveror, tha goalie, very much on

ting Star!

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

NOBBY. a red-headed youngster of sixteen,
wha has worked in a foothall pooth
helanging to

DON CARLOS' circus for as many years as
he ¢an remember, decides to run away
to London, By his presence of mind he
succeeds in saving

FERRERS LOCKE, the detective, and Jack
Drake, his boy assistant, from serious
loss  In consequence of this he is intro-

dueed to
LORD DOUGLAS WEATHERSTONE, chair-
man of the Perriton Rovers F.G. Nahby
saon praoves himself worthy of a trial,
and his lordship dispatches Drake to
tell tha Rovers to turn out for practice.
{Now Read On.)

his mettle, could have sworn afterwards
that the ball suddenly changed its direc-
tion of flight. Be that a true explana-
tion or not, the ball whizzed past him
with rocket-like force—a yard clear of
his tantenad, spreading fingers.

“Bravo |” The pros, hardened though
they were to football, burst into a hearty

roar of applause. “DBravo, Nobby!”
* Bravo Gin%ll:r [+
Nobby blushed—felt a bit sorry for the

long-legged goalkeeper, whose face was
sl,ra.incﬁ and set—and murmured some-
thing unintelligible to the big man at
his side.

“Double your wages, did I za
barked hig lordship, misunderstanding.
“Why, of course. Ahem! Consider
yourself on the ground stalf, my boy—
at two pounds a weck.” Then to
Grosvenor: “Don’t you lock so un-
happy, my lad. There’s not a goal-
keeper in the country could stop shots
like those. Jenkins "—thia to the
custodian of the second team—*give

L

Crosvenor a rest, and you try your
hand.”

The grin on Jenkins' face vanished
promptly. Truth to tell, he had

rather enjoyed seeing his colleague from
the first team beaten so hopelessly, He
felt woefully unhappy, however, when 1t
camme to his turn to face the red-headed
youngster, for, like his predecessor, he
never saw either of the balls that flashed
past him.

“That will do, Nobby,” said Lord
Douglas Weatherstone, with a beaming
gmile. “You will be a red in pickle for
some of the goalies before you're much
older. Sandy "—to the sour-faced
traincr-manager—* if you don’t make &
first-class player of him in two seazons
I'll fire you I*

“Thank ye, sir!” ecrackled back an
answer in broad Scotch. “An’ Bandy
Macfarland takes tho liberty of tellin’
yo that ho'll fire himself if he don't make
a player of yon boy in onme season.”

Not a flicker of expression erossed his
stony features as he made this declara-
tion, nor was there any apparcnt enthu-
siasm in his manner of saying it. But
those who heard Sandy then knew that
the dour Seotsman had spotted talont
all ready for the moulding 1o the sturdy,
red-headed youngster who had  sur-
prised them all that morning.

I1e turned to tho radiant Nobby and
regarded him stoniiy.

“Yo munoke? Ye don't!)” Thero was
no time for an answer had Nobby
wished to make one. It was Bandy's
way of giving an order. “Yo drink?
Yo don't] Ye keep late hours? Yo
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don’t! Ye know cverything about foot-
ball? Yo know nothin'!™

With which amazing string of toneless
gueries and answers, Sandy Macfarland
wheeled and set the players trotting
round the turf, bellowing instructions by
the aid of a megaphone,

Feeling a little out of place, and
hardly able to believe in his good for-
4une, Nobby wondered what he should
e doing, when he felt his arm taken by
Tord Douglas and gently cacorted back
to the club buildings.

Druke strode along at his side, hum-
ming a popular dance tune—until Lord
Douglas turned on him an expressive
glance which bade him be silent. DBack
in the board-room, Nobby was beckoned
to take a seat

For a long time his lordship studied
the rather handsome features of the boy,
his own softening in the process. Then
he spoke,

“Now, look here, Nobby. I'm giving
you a chance. What comes of it rests
entirely upon you. The Rovers have a
high reputation. Perhaps one day you

will don their colours. Again that
depends upon you. I have a motto—an
old one, but shall always like 1t.

Remember it. ‘ Play the game!" ”

“1 will, sir.” Nobby’s lips trembled
their sincerity. *1 don’t know how to
thank you, sir.”

Lord Douglas waved aside the young-
gter’s thanks.

“Don’t thank me. T should never
have known of you, but for Jack Drake
here, He's taken you on trust and
recommended you. have taken you
on trust. Now, I want no more thanks.
Take this “—it was a _month’s money in
advance—*" get yourself fized up in some
respectable lodgings, fit yourself out
with some clothes, and present your-
sclf here to-morrow morning, sharp, at
nine o'clock, and report to Mr. Maec-
farland. Good-morning, Nobby!” He
shook the youngster firmly by the hand.
“Good luckl Now run away, Drake!
Your monkey face annoys me! My
regards to Ferrers Locke—  Tscah!
That accursed gout!”

Drake made haste to depart, dragzing
the amazed Nobby with him. From the
other side of the board-room door came
the nobleman’s customnary “Tscah!”
many times repeated as the pair of
them wemt down the passage and out
into the sunlit ground,

A Capture and an Escape!

OBBY’S head was buzzing with
excitement; his heart was high
with hope. A new life had
opened up before him. He tried

to thank Drake in suitable words, but
words failed him—for the simple reason
that Drake jabbed him playfully under
the fifth rib the moment he attempted
to voico them.

“I'll give you mnother, my lad, if you
start rmumbling any more thanks.
Come on—I've got to see you fixed up
with some digs and clobber, and I've
got only an hour left in which to do it.
Get 8 move on. And, by the way”
added Drake, “when you have bought
yourself o pair of boots, I'd like to have
mine back.”

“0Of coursc——" began Nobby, some-
what embarrassed.

Drake grinned.

“0Oh, I don't mean to wear them. I
want to keep them as a souvenir.
When you are an International umpteen

times over think of me showing my
pals the original pair of boots that
kicked you into the Rovers.”

Drake hailed a passing taxi, bustled
Nobby into it, gave the address of a
well-known stores, and told the cabby
to wait outside while they shopped. He
did not notice that wherever their laxi-
cab went, so followed another, painted a
dark green, Neither did he know that
inside it, burning with rage and im-
paticnee was the Don. Not even when
the matter of lodgings had bheen settied
and Drake had voiced his farewcll to
Nobby at the street door, did he
observe the green taxi halted a dozen
yards farther along the street.

When Drake had gone, the Don
barked to the taximan to draw up to
the house and wait until he should be
required., Then, with an evil smile on
his sallow features, the Don walked up
to the front door and thumbed the bell
with unnecessary violence.

A buxom Irish woman answered his
summons, Her face showed her resent-
ment at the impatience of the caller;
her eyes narrowed into rank displeasure
when she saw the yellow skin of the
tall Spaniard, and the cily smile that
suddenly settled on it,

Not one word was Don Carlos
allowed to utter. The Irishwoman
hurled a volley of rich brogue at him
to this effect:

“How dare ye, ye spalpeen of a
foreigner? Can't yer see, begorrah,
that ’tis a gentleman’s house an’ no less
ve be disturbin’? An’ for suro if that
don’t suit ye then Oit'm full up.”

Slam!

The door erashed back into place,
scraping the tip of the Don's prominent
nose in the process of drowning the
flow of imprecations that sped from his
lips. Rubbing his damaged mnose, the
Don retreated, sullenly dismisscd his
taxi, and took up a position on the
other side of the street, from which he
could waich the house which sheltered
young Nobby.

It came on to rain, but the Don
stayed on regardless. Ho was drenched
from head to foot, and shivering with
the cold, but still he stayved. Kis
patience  was rewarded, The rain
stopped, the door of the apartment house
opened, and a familiar boyish figure,
clad In a new macintosh, came into
view,

Despite the vagaries of the weather,
Nobby was smiling good-humouredly
with himself and the world ot large,
He stood up in & new suit of clothes,
new shoes, new hat and raincont. He
liked his vielent-tongued Irish landlady,
Mrs. Sullivan; liked his eombined bed-
sitting-room, and the good lady's cook-
ing. A warm bath in which he had
splashed and soaped to his heart's con-
tent had put the finishing touch to the
dingy life from which he had flown for
ever,

But all that went by the board in one
heart-stirring ery as he caught sight of
the livid face of the watcher across the
street.

“The Don—"

The cry escaped his lips as he spun
round and made to key himself back
into the house. But before that key
found the wards of the lock which the
trembliug hand holding it sought, the
Don’s massive hand gripped the young-
ster’s shoulder in a clutch of steel and
whirled him round,

“@Got you "

That was all the Don said just then,
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but there was a world of menaee in his

tone. Nobby felt a shiver run down his
spine. He looked up and down the
street. It was deserted. In despera-

tion he struck out with both clenched
hands and tried to free himself,

The Don grunted as the two blows
landed, struck just one in return, rnd
Nobby slid into unconsciousness without
so much as a moan.

A quick glance to right and left, and
the Don had picked up the youngster's
insensible figure and was striding off
into the gloom. At the bottom of the
street he hailed a crawling taxi, ex-
plained to the driver that his ward had
fainted, and gave an address to which
he asked to be driven with all speed.

The driver sympathetically helped to

place the unconscious youngster on the
seat, closed the door of the cab, and
then jumped back to his box, The
elutch was let in, and the taxi
hummed into the traffic at top speed,
what time the Don gloated over his
capture and revelled in the vengeance
he wduld wreak upon the youngster now
that he had him safe in his hands
again,
Nobby stirred, groaned, and slowly
opened his eyes. He shrank back as he
saw the baleful eyes of the Don
focused upon him,

“Ah! You have come to? Caramba |
You will be sorry—yes—that you ran
away from the Don”

Nobby stared about him wildly, like
a corncered rat, Somne idea was in his
mind to make another bid for freedom,
but the Don seemed to sense it. In the
man’s dusky hand appeared a knife,

It pressed perilously close to Nobby's
stomach.

“One cry, my young friend,” hissed
the Don, “and it will be your last!®

“You villain!” exclaimed Nobby.

“Caramba! You will be sorry for
that, you ungrateful cub! I'll lu,rru;m
you until you yell for merey! I'll—"

The Don was not prepared for what
happencd next. TUp came one of
Nobby's new boots to strike against the
wrist that held the gleaming knife, in
a sudden smashing kick. The knife fell
noisclessly on the thin strip of carpet
that covered the floor, whila the Don
fell back with a cry of paiu.

Almost in the same breath, Nobby
wrenched open the door of the taxi,
steadied himsclf precariously on the
running-board, made as if to drop off
into the road, and instead took a flying
leap across five feet of roadway to land
on the running-board of a tuxi specding
in the opposite direction. His out-
stretched fingers caught the window-
frame of the taxi, his feet sicadied into
a solid toothold en the running-board,
and in a peculiarly ealin manner Nobby
told the amazed taxi driver to proceed
to 23y, Derham Street, whither he
lodged, at all speed.

Pedestrians who had witnessed that
trapeze-like leap from one cab to
anothrr told themsclves that they had
been witnessing a film stunt,

A point-duty policeman listened
doubtfully to the wild story told .him
by the driver of a private car which

had travelled between the two taxis,
and had mnarrowly escaped running
down the “red-headed maniac® to

quote the driver’s own words.

The Don cursed his luck and massaged
his tender wrist.

The most amazed person, however, in
the littlo drama was the Don’s taxi-
driver when ho finally opened the door
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for his fare to alight, and found only
one person inside the ecab,

“Why, bless me,” he
*“where's your ward ¥

The Don replied in a siring of un-
intelligible language, but which, if the
driver could have translated it, would
have made his ears burn.

He took his fare from the Spaniard,
pocketed it without even counting it,
snd stood seratching his bald head as
the Don darted off round a near-by
carner,

“ Fainted, 'ad 'e? Lumme, spirited
away would 'ave been better.”

Meanwhile, Nobby, jubilant again at
having thrown off the Don, was being
whirled to his new home,

Just that one personal victory over
the old tyrant had given Nobby the
confidence necessary to a boy who has
been ill-treated, and at a physical dis-
advanige all the years of his life. Ie
was no longer afraid of the Don. The
Don was an ordinary human being after
all.  All the larrupings, privations,
even torture he had undergone at the
hands of the villain, became as nothing
from that hour onwards.

The boy whose spirit the Don had
tried to break had come into his own.
1lo stood upon the threshold of_ man-
hood. Never, Nobby told himself,
would he go back to the Don; never
would that old terrifying fear of the
man return.

But much as Nobby knew of the Don,
he did not realise the complete depths
of villainy to which the showman was
prepared to go; neither did he know
for what purpose the Don so deler-
minedly wanted him. These things
were of the future; and the futurd to
Nobby as he let himself into his cosy
room secemed bright—gloviously bright

ejaculated,

The “ Urchin * at the Gate!

00D lor'! Where on earth
did you spring from?"
Danicl Willonghby Thun-
dersley halted at the players’
entrance to the Rovers' ground, surprise
and astonishment writien large in his
handsomo face. Before him, a disarm-
ing smile on his equally handsome
countenance, was Nobby.

The new ground-boy’s job was to sce
that no unauthorised persons entered
the club grounds during practice. Ilor
three days now he had parked himself
at the small side door and inemorised
the faces of the players. ‘The one con-
fronting himi now was distinetly un-
familiar,

“I'm sorry, sir,” he said civilly, “but
only players aro allowed—"

The words almost died in his ihroat
as  Thundersley growled something,
thrust out a hand, and literally pushed
young Nobby off his balance. The red-
headed youngster reeled against the
hinged door, swayed, and finally col-
lapsed in an uncomfortable lieap righl
in a puddle of overnight rain.

“Checky young cub!” growled Thun-
dersley, and made Lo stride in,

Although Nobby was uncomfortably
cooled off at one end, so to speak, his
red head and the temper that went with
it was decidedly hot. In a moment he
sprang to an upright position and
leaped upon the tall trespasser,

“Out you go!" he snapped.

Nobby's blood was up, added fo which
he felt a trifle humuliated. With a
sweep  of is strong right arm he
twirled the amazed Thundersley so that
he faced the opposiio direction and
starled {o run him out of the ground.

Next mowmeni the pair of them were
fighting.

“By George, I'll smash you for that,
you low rotter!"

Thundersley’s blood was up.

_“Try the smashing, guv'nor!” jeered
Nobby. “Ilalf a dozen like you
couldn’t get far with it—— Qoooch !

He ended in an ejaculation which syn-
chironised with Thundersley’s fist slam-
ming home on his mose. The hlow
carricd  weight, and it Dburt.  Next
second Nobby was repaying ‘it—with
interest,

Biff ! Bang! Wallop!

There was little seience belind the
blows, for- Nobby knew next to nothing
about the gentle art of self-defence.
But the first one found a lucky billet,
the second missed by a foof, whilst the
third merely succeeded in sweeping
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Thunderley’s felt hat off his head and
sending it whirling into the very puddle

into which Nebby had sat a few
moments earlier.

Crash !

A straight left from Thundersley
levelled accounts—in  fact, it levelled
voung Nobby flat with the ground.

There he lay, blinking and seeing more
stars than he had ever seen in the
heavenly firnament.  And while he
blinked, he breame conscious that his
opponent was also red-headed—not quite
so Titian red as himself, but still
colourful enough to deserve a nickname
of “Ginger,”

(There’s a big surprise in store for
young Nobby! Don't miss next week's
chupters of this grand footer story,
chums! Ovder your MAGNET early/)
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