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ANOTHER COMPLETE STORY OF AMAZING SCHOOL ADVENTURE—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker’s Cateh !
ILLY BUXNTER blinked into
B Study No. 1, in the Greyfriars
Remove, with a grin on his fat
face.

The study was emply.

Bunter rolled in, and rolled across to
the window.

He pushed up the sash, leaned out,
and bf-i'nked down into the quadrangle

It was a cold and frosty morning, but
it was bright and sunny. Most of the
iellows were out of doors, after morning
~lasses.

There had been a fall of snow over-
night, and the roofs and window-sills
were thick with it.

In the distance Bunter could :ee
Harry Wharton & Co., and a crowd of
sther Remove fellows, engaged in a
hilarious battle with some of the Fourth.

Leaning over the snow-packed win-
dow-sill of Study No. 1, Billy Bunter
blinked down at the path that ran
lrelow,

On that path a Fifth Form fellow was
standing talking to two other Fifth
Form fellows. ;

His voice reached Bunter, at the win-
dow above. The voice of Horace Coker
»f the Fifth had great carrying powers.

Coker of the Fifth, leaning in a more
or less graceful attitude on the wall,
with his hands in his pockets, was talk-
ing football, and Potter and Greene
wera listening to the great Coker as he
faid down the law.

Foothall was a subject on which
Coker's knowledge, in Coker's opinion,
was immense, Being a gencrous fellow,
always willing to help on fellows less
wifted than himself, Coker was admit-
ting his friends to a share in his great
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Potter and Greene

stores of knowledge.
were looking as interested as they could,
only hoping that the dinner-bell would

rirvlﬁ, soon, and interrupt Coker.
o dinner-bell was not due yet. DBut
Coker was booked for an interruption.
That was where Bunter came in,

Blinking down at the top of Coker’s
head, Bunter grinned. He had
observed, in the quad, that Coker was
standing underneath the window of
Study No. 1 in the Remove. He haped
that Coker would not shift from that
position before he could weigh  in.
Coker had not shifted. He did not look
like shifting. Coker prided himself on
being one of those strong, silent charac-
ters, and when his chin was going he
forgot time and space. Coker was still
going strong when the Owl of the
Remove blinked down from the window
at the top of his head.

Having ascertained that Coker was
still there, Billy Bunter proceeded to
gather up the thick snow on the old
stone window-sill into a heap. That
heap was intended for Coker.

Billy Bunter had many old scores to
pay off against Coker of the Fifth.
Coker had a short way with fags—which
did not make him popular.

It was a large, wide window-sill, and
there wae a lot of snow on it, Bill
Bunter gathered quite a stack to pus
over on Coker. Carefunlly he kept back
out of sight. He did not want Coker to
know who had given him this little sur-
prise. He wanted to keep that dark.
In fact, he could not keep it too dark.

Grinning gleefully, and keeping well
back in case Coker should look up, Billy
Bunter put both hands to his stack of
sndw, and pushed. )

As a matter of fact, Coker was looking
up.

Some fragments of snow had been dis-
lodged, and had pattered down on
C'oker, and cansed him to look up.

As Lo looked up, the stack toppled off
the window-sill, and fell—fairly omn
Horace Coker’s upturned face.

Squash !

“QOh!” gasped Coker, “Ooch! What
the—whoooooh |”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Potter and
Greene involuntarily.

It seemed funuy to them,

Not to Coker!

That heap of half-frozen snow, crash-
ing on Coker’s rugged features, floored
him. He sat down with a bump,
smothered in snow. For a moment or
two he hardly knew what had happened.
It seemed to him as if the skies were

falling.

He sat and spluttered. .

“Oh! Ow! Qooocoogh! What—
Oococh! Wha-a-at! Grooogh!” Coker

clawed snow from his face, gasped and
gurgled, and serambled up, red with
wrath, “Wow! Ow! I'm smothered !*

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“You cackling idiots!” roared Coker,
in wrath. “What is there to snigger at,
I'd like to know! Look at me!”

“Ila, ha, ha!” yelled Potter and
Greene, Looking at Coker only scemed
to make them snigger the more.

Coker glared upward.

“Some cheeky fag in that study—
Wharton or Nugent—or that new kid,
Valentine! It's No. 1 in the Remove!
One of those young scoundrels! My
hat, I'll spifiicate him!”

Coker rushed away for the door of the
House, bent on veugeance, leaving
Potter and Greene still sniggering.

Meanwhile, Bunter was moving !

He fully expected Coker to ruzh up to
the study., IHe wanted to be safe off
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the things which it is more blessed to
givo than to receive.

Whack! Whack! Whack! Whackl
“Urrrrrrggh ! said Coker into the
carpet. “Wurrggh! Yurrggh! Gug-

gug | Leggo! Leave off | Urrrrrggh !’

Whack 1 Whack! Whack |

“Go it!” chortled Bob., “Put your
Leef into it, old man|”

Valentine was puiting a lot of beef
into it. Coker felt as if he was putting
tons and tons of beef into it. .

“Keep still, Coker!” said Bob.
“How’s a fellow to sit on the back of
your head if you keep on wriggling and
wagging it?"”

“Gug-gug-gng-guuuurrgh I’

Whack | Whack! Whack!

“Oh erumbs! Oh, Christopher
Columbus | SBtoppit! Urrrrgh 1 Oooocoh 1

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

Coker wriggled and gurgled and
gasped, and the ruler rose and fell fast
an furious. The TFamous Five
<horiled. Coker had handled that ruler
not wisely but too well. Now he was
getting it back with liberal interest.

“Oh gad!” Lord Maunleverer of the
Remove looked into the study, “You
tellows killin’ a pig, or what ?*

“Not killing him I chuckled Boh.
“Guoly dusting his bags 1”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whack | Whack! Whack!

“Urrrrrgh |

Whack ! Whack ! .

“That's rather over a dozen, I think |*
gasped Valentine,

“Ha, ha! Rather!” ehuckled Bob.
“But give him o few moro! We don't
eften get Coker to oblige like this!™

“Urrrrrggh | Oh erikey! Yooop 1"

“Had enough, Coker?” asked Bob.
“Say when!”

“I'll smash you! Oh erumbs! Tl
spiflicate the lot of you !’ gurgled Coker.

“If he won't say when, that means he

®asn’t had enough——’
Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Ow! Wow! Yes!” gurgled Cc;ker.

“Yes| Oh, my hat! Wow! Ves!

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Valentine laughed, and threw down
the ruler. Coker was allowed to rise to
his feet. Ile rose rather painfully. He
Wns feeling the effects of that terrific
whopping.

“Now ent, old bean!” said Harry
Wharton, langhing, ‘““And don’t butt
Into ihis study again unless you want
some morae |

Coker did not cut. He jumped at
$he Famous Five like a tiger. (oker
had admitted that he had had enough ;
but it secined that, on second thoughts,
he had not had quite cnough. Appar
ently he was thinking of vengeance.

But seccond thoughts were not best
in this case. The Famous Five collared
Coker as one man. Once more Horace
smote the floor of Study No. 1 with a
mighty smite.

* Help him out!” said Nugent.

Coker was helped out. His legs and
his ears and his hair were grasped, and
thus e was helped out of the study.
He went, yelling. Six fellows had hold
of Coker, and when they got into the
passage Lord Mauleverer lent a hand,
and then thers wero seven. If any
fellow had asked Coker whether seven
fags could handle him like a bundle
of rags, Coker wonld have laughed
scornfully at the idea. He would have

undertaken to whop seven fa gs, or
seventern  for that matter, 1f not
seventy ! Nevertheless, it was liko unto

o bundle of rags that Coker was rolled
across the landing and tipped over the

Remove  staircase. And when he
reached the next landing Coker—on
third thoughts—decided that he had
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had enough, and continued on his way
unaided.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away
cheerfully to Study No. 14 in the
Remave for their coffee. Coker limped
away—not cheerfully—to his study in
the Fifth for repairs.

At dinner that day Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fiith, glanced scveral
times at Coker, with a disapproving
cye.

. “Bit still, Coker!” rapped Prout at
ast.

But Coker simply could not sit still.
How many times the ruler had smitten
him in Study No., 1, Coker had not
counted; but it had smitten him too
many times for him to sit down with
comfort. Coker would have preferred
to eat his dinner that day standing up
like & horse. In spite of Prout, Coker
wriggled and wriggled.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Shadow !

a OMING, Valentine?” called out
Bob Cherry cheerily.

Jim Valentine hesitated.

It was after dinner, and the
Famous Five were going down ta the
gates. Valentine was heading in the
same direction,

Four members of the famous Co., at
least, were prepared to welcome the new
fellow if he joimed them. RBut
Valentine’s dark, hazel eyes turned on
the face of Harry Wharton.

Wharton avoided his glance,

IHis face was a little set.

That glance was enough for Valentine.

“Which way are you going?” he
asked,

“Courtfield Common,” answered Dob.

“I'm going the other way I”

And Valentine went out of the gate-
way and turned in the direction of
Friardale.

Bob Cherry glanced after him and
then looked at Wharton.

“¥You haven't been
Valentine?’ he asked.

“No!” answered Harry shortly.

“Well, you might have asked him to
trot along with us,” said Bob., “We've
taken the chap up, and it's rather rotten
to give him the cold shoulder for
nothing.™

The captain of the Remove made no
reply to that, Ho started in the dirce-
tion of Courtfield, and his chums walked
with him, rather silent,

All the Co. knew that Jim Valentine
would have been glad to join up with
them for the ramble before classes, and
that it was Wharton’s grim Jook that
had prevented him. They had all boen
friendly with the new fellow sinece he
had been at Greyfriars, and why
Wharton had changed—as plainly he
had—swas a mygstery to his chums, and
rather en irritating mystery, They
knew, too, that Valentine did not under-
stand it any more than they did, and
that it must have hurt him, though he
noever showed any sign of resentment.

Jim_Valentine, as he sauntered along
Friardale Lane, was thinking of it.

The boy who had once been ecalled
“Dick the Penman,” in Nosey Clark’s
gang of crooks, had not left his troubled
past belind him, as he had hoped, when
he came to Greyfriars School.

All the Co. knew that he had fed
from Nosey Clark, but that, so far as
Valentine  was aware, was all they
knew ; and knowing that, they had stood
by him and were his friends. He
wondercd whether something more had
come (o Wharton's knowledge to account
for the change in him; a change that
was unmistakable,

rowing with

THE MAGNET

They were in the same Form and the
sama study, and eould not help mecting
continually, yet for several days now
Wharton had not spoken a word to him
if he could possibly avoid it. Hae
seemed to shrink from his presence; to
avoid him whenever he possibly could.

ook, honk |

At the sound of a motor-horn behind
him the schoolboy stepped to the side
of the road.

Ho was deep in thought, and he did
not glance at the car. The horn honked
and honked again, the car slowing down
as 1t came abreast. Honk, honk |

Jim_ Valentine realised that the
motorist was trying to draw his atten-
tm;], and he looked round at the car at
a8k,

Then he started violently.

The man who was driving was a
small, pale, pasty-faced man with fishy
eyes, and iln the ear sat a man whose
nose was like a valture's beak—Nosey
Clark !

Honk, honk, honk! went Nutty Nixon
on the horn, grinning at the stariled
face of tho Greyiriars %Joy.

The ecar halted, and Nosey Clark
leaned out, Nuity ceasing his solo on
the horn at last.

Jim Valentine stood staring, his eyes
glinting, his face savagely set. For a
moment he wondered whether the crooks
were there to attempt to seize him by
foree. But that was only for a ruoment,
He knew that they dared not.

“Hold on, Jim, and speak to an old
friend,” said Nosey Clark, with a sour
gl’l]:l.

Valentine elenched his hands.

“What are you doing here, Noszey ™
he asked, between his teeth.

“Looking for a chance to speak to
you, Jim!”

* You scoundrel I”’ muttered Jim,

Nosey Clark grinned as the boy shot
a swilt glance up and down the frosty
lane. That involuntary glance told how
anxious Jim Valentine was that nobody
connected with Greyfriars School shounld
witness this meeting

There was no one in sight. But just
ahead the lane made a sharp curve, and
anyone might come round the corner
any moment, It recurred to Valentine’s
mind that his Form master, Mr. Quelch,
had gone down to the village after
l(_'iin}r{]er. It he should be coming
Q0N ——

“Can’t you leave me alone, Nosey,
you rotter 7’ muttered the boy. “ You're
mad to show yourself here; your
deseription’s known to the police 2

“I'm taking the risk to sce you, Jim,”
answered Nosey.,  “You've been some
weeks ut your new school now. How
lu“é-:: do you faney you're keeping it
up "

“Leave mo alone !”

“We're not losing Dick the Penman,
Jim,” said Clark ecolly. *“You're
coming back to us——"’

“ Never |

“That's a long word! Jump inte tle
car, Jim, and come!®

Valentine gave the bealky-nosed erook
a giance of contempt and turned from
him, walking on up the lane. Nutty
put the car into motion again, and it
crawled on, keeping pace with the
schoclboy, Nosey Clark still leaning
from the windaow.

“You won’t come, Jim? he azkad.

“No, you rotter I” answered Valentine,
over his shoulder.

“You're banking on staying at Grey-
friars?”

“You know that.”

“How long do you faney you would
stay there il I got your headmaster on
the phone and told him who and what
you are??
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the scene before Coker could arrive. He
turned from the window, and raced
across the study to the door. He shot
out of the doorway like a stone from a
catapult—right into Jim Valentine, who
was coming in.

“Oh!{" gasped the
fellow, staggering back.

“Ow!” gurgled Bunter.

rew HRemove

Valentine sat in the passage. Bunter
sat in the doorway. DBoth of them
gasped.

“You—you fat chump!” gasped
Valentine. “What are you up to?”

“(Groooogh !

~ Valentine staggered to his feet, gasp-
ing for breath.

“YWhat are you up to in my study?”
he demanded.

“Ow! Nothing! Wow! Leave off
kicking me, you beast!" roared Dunter,
“Ow! Wow! I'll jolly well—
Yarcoooooh !

“Get out, you fut Owl!”?

* Beast !*

Assisted by the new fellow’s boot,
Billy Bunter got out of the doorway.
He scrambled up in the passage, and cut
off to his own study, and the door of
Study No. 7 slammed after him.
Already there was a sound of heavy foot-
steps on the Remove staircase. Coker
was coming—and the fat Owl had oniy
escaped in time.

In Study No. 1 Jim Valentine glanced
round him, wondering what the Owl of
the Remove had be:n there for.

But he had little time to think about
that.

There was a heavy tramp in the pas.
sage, and the bulky figure of Horaco
Coker of the Fifth Form appeared in the
doorway.

Cuoker glared in.

He had lost no time in petting to the
study, hoping te ecatch iﬁu delinquent
still there! He had no doubt that it
was one of three fellows to whom the
study belonged—Wharton, or Nugent,
or the new fellow, Valentine. That was
quite a natural suspicion. Finding
Valentine there, Coker naturally had no
doubt that he had got his man!

“0Oh! You're here!” pasped Coker.
ITe was a little winded by his race up
the stairs.

Jim Valentine stared at him.

“Yes, I'm here,” he answered. “ Why
shouldn’t I be here, in my own study ?”

“Well, I'm jolly glad you're here!”
said Coker grimly. I fancied you
might have cut, you cheeky young
scoundrel 1” )

& E}] ?JJ

“Now I've got youl”

And with that, Coker rushed.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Valentine, as
ho went whirling under Coker's rush.
“ You potty ass! Are you mad? What
the dickens Oh crumbs ! Whooaop !”

Valentine was a strong and sturdy
fellow. But he was no matech for the
mighty Coker. Ile went over, crashing.
His face rubbed the dust from the study
carpet, and Coker’s hefty knee was
planted in his back. Coker’s hand
crasped a ruler from the study table.
His arm rose and fell.

Whack, whaek, whack !

“QOh crikey! Stoppit, you potty ass,

"
Whack, whack, whack!
“Stap  it!” welled Valentine,

struggling frantically.

Coker was not likely to siop it. Coker
had got his man—or he supposed he had
—and Coker was there for just
vengeance. So far from stopping, Coker
aceelerated.  The ruler rose and fell
hard and fast, and the whacks rang
through Study No. 1 like pistol-shots,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables !
ARRY WHARTON

breathlessly.

“Beaten to the wide!”
said.

“The beatfulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Siongh.

“Qur win!" chuckled Bob Cherry.

The battle with the snowballs ended
suddenly. Temple. Dabney & Co. of the
Fourth were in fight. The Famous Five
of the Remove and their comrades re-
mained victors on a hard-fonght ficld.
Some of the Remove men pursued the
scattering  Fourth-Formers, whizzing
snowballs after them as they dodged.
The Famous Five strolled away to the
House. Johnny Bull suggesied hot coffee
in the study. The idea of hot coffee on
a cold and frosty morning was grateful
and comforting, and the suggestion was
adopted nem, con. In a cheery, ruddy
bunch the chums of the Remove came
ito the House and made their way to
the Remove passage.

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! “What's that
row ?” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the live
came up the Remove staircase.

Quite an uproar greeled the juniors
as they reached the Remove landing.
The door of the first study in the

laughed

he

Like an evil shadow, the past

rises constantly before Jim

Valentine’s eyes, mocking him,

taunting him, seeking to drag

him back to the dingy, lawless
life he has left behind.

passage was wide open, and from that
study eame sounds of woe and strife.

Whack ! Whack! Whack!
“Ow! Wow! Stop it!”
Whack ! Whack-

“¥You potty dummy ! Wharrer you up
to? Lemme gerrup!”

Whaek ! Whack!

“Yarococoooop !

“That's Valentine yelling " ex-
claimed Frank Nugent. * Semchody
pitching into him in the study! Come
on!"

The juniors ran inte the passage.

They stared into Study No. 1.

“Coker ! roared Bob Cherry.

“ Rescue, ¥ou fellows !™ yelled
Valentine. who was on his face on the
floor, wriggling frantically, with a
sinewy knee planted in his back. The
dust rose from his trousers under the
swipes of the ruler.

Horace Coker stared round.

“Don’t you fags butt in!” he snapped.
“Don't you--— Oh! Ahl Ow! Hands
off-~—— Whoooooop !

Bob Cherry got there firsi. He took
Coker round the neck and dragged. The
other four were on the spot the next
moment.

Coker was dragged off Valentine in
ithe twinkling of an eyve. Ile smote the
study floor with a resounding bump.

Valentine sat up, gasping,

“Oh, my hat! Keep that
rhinoceros off | Oh erikey !”

“We've got him ! chuckled Bob.

They had got him--there was no doubt
about that ! Coker was sprawling on his
hack, The Iifth-Former was a lig
fellow, boat with Wharton’s weight on
his arm, and Frank Nugent, Johnny
Rull, and Hurree Singh silting on his
les, he was helpless. They pinned him
ou the floor—roaring,

polty

Valentine scrambled up. He was
hurt, and he was breathless and wrathy.
Coker was still more wrathy., He raved.

“Gerroft, you young villains! T'll
smash you! I'll spiflicate you! I'll—
Gug-gug-gug 1” Coker wound up, as Bob
Cherry reached the inkpot from the
table and playfully tipped it over his
open mouth,

Coker gurgled ink.

“ Now, what's the row about?” asked
Dol genially.  “What are you rowing
with Ucker for, kid ?”

“Dlessed if I know! The potty ass
rushed into the study and collared me !

[f.;uspr‘d Valentine. “I haven't the
aintest idea why !

“Well, that's rather thick, even for
Coker! YWhat did you do it for,
Coker 7"

“(Groooooogh 1"’

“8peak up, old bean !”

“Gug-gug-gug-gug ! Coker was still
gurgling ink. “ Ooooooooch "

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Must be off his rocker, T should
think !” gasped Valentine. *“But he's
not poing to lam me with a ruler,
whether he's off or on his rocker !”

“(iroogh! Gerroff 1" Coker recovered
his voice. I haven’t finished with that
checky young villain yet ! I'll teach him
to mop snow over me ! CGerroff I’

“Who mopped snow over you,
vou  silly ass?"” demanded Jim
Valentine. I haven't seen you to-day
before this, that T know of I”

“You did, you young villain! Tl
smash you!” roared Coker. “Mopped
half a ton of snow over me from thia
window when I was standing under it in
the quad——"

“T didn’t, you howling ass!
body did. it was not I!”

“Rot! T found you in the study—'

“Oh!” gasped Valentine. “That's
what Bunter was deing here, 1 suppose!
I knew he was up (o something !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five.

“You potty chump, I'd only just got
into the study when you barged in!”
howled Valentine. “Couldn’'t you ask
first. you howling idiot 7’

“Will you gerroff 2" boomed Coker.
“I']l spiflicate the lot of youl Tl
pulverise vou all round !”

“Turn him over!” said Valentine,
picking up the ruler which had dropped
from Horace Coker's hand. “Ile's given
me about a dozen with this. I'll give
him a dozen, and then he may learn to
ot hold of the right man before he goes
off at the deep end.”

“(iood egg !”

“QOver you go, Coker !"

“Yon—you—you » gtultered Coker,
strnggling wildly.  “You—you dare to
touch me with that ruler! Why, I'll—
T'1l Yaroocop!”

Coker was a powerful fellow. But he
was not powerful enough to deal with
five RRemovites at onca, They rolled him
over, in spite of his desperate resistance,
and pinned him down again in a favour-
able attitude for punishment. With a
fellow standing on each leg, another
fellow holding ecach arm, and still
another sitting on the back of his head,
even the hefty Horace was helpless,  All
he could do was to hoot and gasp inlo

If any-

»

a dusty carpet, while Jim Valentino
wielded the ruler.
Whaek ! Whack ! Whack!

Again the sound of a whacking ruler
rang through Study No. 1 like a sue-
cezsion of pistol-shota, Dot this time
Coker was wetting the whaeks, e did
not seem to be enjoving the process so
much, now that the position was re-
versed. Whaceks with a ruler are among
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“Not an hour,” said Valentine
quietly. “Get on with it, if you choose,
Nosey! You'll repent it! There's ten

years at Dartmoor waiting for you,
whatever my happen to me.”

Nosey Clark smiled an evil smile.

“It's check on both sides, Jim,” he
said. “We dare not give one another
eway. But there are other ways and
means.  You will not stay long at Grey-
friars.”

Valentine walked faster.

The car kept pace with him, and they
turned the corner of the lane together,
A tall, rather angular gentleman,
coming from the village, glanced at
Valentine and gave him a smile and a

“Some—some men I—I kncw—orce,
sir,” stammered Jim.

His colour deepened Mr.
Quelch’s penetrating eyes.

“You met them?”

“No, sir. I did not know they were
about, or I should not have come out
of gates.”

“Then it was a chance meeting 2"

“Yes, sir.”

“J am glad of that, Valentine.” Mr.
Quelch paused, and went on in a very
kindly tone: “1It is necessary for you
to be careful, Valentine. I have, as you
know, a high opinion of you. ¥You have
told me that you were at one time in

under
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were strong, But the sight of Nosey
Clark’s dark and evil face had given
him a shock.

Valentine was aware of that as he
walked slowly on, and, not for the first
time, he wondered wearily whether he
had acted wisely in coming to Grey-
friars at all. He had hoped to get clear
of the gang. But he was not clear of
them; they would not let him go if
they could help it. In Nosey Clark’s
evil, scheming mind there was some
plan for getting him back, What it was
Lie could not guess, but it was a lurking
fear in his mind, Greyfriars School

had heen a haven of refuge to him,
But how long was it to last?

Billy Bunter put both hands to the stack of snow on the window-sill and pushed. As Coker, who had been discussing foothall
with Potter and Greene, looked up, the snow toppled off and fell fairly on his upturned face. Squash ! ** Oh !’’ gasped the Fifth-

Former.

nod. It was Mr. Quelch, the master of
the Greyfriars Remove. His keen eyes
turned nnmediately on the men in the
car, and a frown darkened his brow.
He had never seen Nosey Clark or
Nutty Nixon before, but he did not
need telling the type of mwen they were.

Alr, Quelch came to a halt, his face
growing very grim.  Valentine's faco
was scarlet.

“Well, good-bye, Jim!"” e¢alled out
Nosey. “Hee you again another time.
Get on !

Nutty dro¥e on, grinning.

Valentine would have moved on, but
Mr. Queleh made him a sign to stop.
They stood for some moments 1
silenee, the Form master watching the
car till it disappeared up the lane.
Then he turned to the junior.

“Who were those men. Valentine?”
he asked quietly.

*“ Oooch !

bud hands, and that you were anxious
to keep clear of your former—h'm—
associates. I have accepted your assur-
ance on that point with coofidence—
complete confidence and faith. But——""

“Thank you, sir!” muttered Jim,

“But,”” went on Mr, Quelch, “you are
aware that I took a very great responsi-
bility in placing you at Greyfriars, [
made myself responsible for you to the
headmaster. I am sure that T shall
never have any reason to regret ikt Dut
you will realise, my boy, that you must
be very carveful indeed. I fully believe
that this unfortunate mecting was by
chunce.  But take every eare, Valen-
tine, every possible care not to sce such
persons again !

“1 shall be only too glad, sir !”

AMr. Qucleh nodded, and walked on,
with a very thoughtful shade on his
fauce. lis confidence and faith in the
waif he had taken under hLis protection

What the—Whooooh ! **

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubis !

old fellow! You'ra
late I”

Frank Nugent ealled out
in a very cordial tonc—very
cordial indeed. Mo rather emphasised
the cordiality, on account of the grim
expression on Ilarry Wharton's face.

1t was tea-time, and the two juniors
were in Btudy No. 1. They had started
tea, but Valentine had nol come up.

80 when a footstep stopped at the
door of Study No. 1, and the door
opvned, Frank called ont to Valentine,
desiving to make 1t clear that he, at
least, was as friendly as ever.,

But, as a makter of fact, it was not
Jim Valentine who had arrived. In-
stead of Valentine's handsome face, a
fat countenance, adorned by a largoe
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pair of spectacles, looked into the study.
Billy Bunter grinned affably.

He was quite pleased bgcthat cordial
greeting, which Il)md not been intended
for his fat ears.

“Right-ho, old chap!” szaid Bunter.
And he trotted in.

Nugent stared at him.

“You fat frump I” he ejaculated.
thought it was Valentine I”

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Travel I grunted Nugent.

Billy Bunter snorted. Bunter had a
way of arriving at a study at tea-time,
but he seldom had a cordial greeting
when he arrived. Now he had had .one
—hut it turned out to.-be a mistake.

Still, Bunter did not mind the mis-
take, so long as he stayed to tea. That
wag the really important point.

“I say, you fellows, I thought I'd
drop in,” said Bunter. *“Valentine's
gone to tea in Ifall, so I thought I'd
come,”

“Think again!” snapped Nugent,
taking up the loaf from the table and
taking aim with it. *“I give you one
sccond 1

“Beast !” roared Bunter. He trotted
out faster than he had trotted in, and
got on the safe side of the door. “Yah!
Think I want a whack in your measly
teal I'm going to tea with Mauly,
and— Yoooooop !” .

The fat Owl jumped away just in time
as Nugent kicked the door shut. His
fat littlo nose had quite a mnarrow

cscu.:se.
“Beast I"” yelled Bunter through the
keyhole.

And he departed in search of a more
hospitable study.

Frank Nugent sat down again, with
a wrinkle in his brow. lle looked
fixedly at Wharton, who coloured un-
comfortably, but did not speak. There

was a grim silence for a minute or two,
and then Nugent broka it. .
“Look here, Wharton, this is getting
too rotten! Valentine's beginning to
steer clear ot the study now—and no
wonder, as you give him the marble eye
cvery time he comes into his own study !

What the thump have you turned
against the fellow for? He’s done
nothing."

The captain of the Remove did not
answer.

“If he's done anything, you can give
it a name, 1 suppose!” said Frank,
rather warmly. “He seems a decent
chap enough to me. Wo know he was
in some sort of a rotten scrape before
he came here, but you knew that as
well as I did. It was you stood by him
at Wharton Lodge when he was running
from those rotters, Nosey Clark and the
rest; it was you took him up when we
found him here at Greyfriars. Bob and
Johnny and Inky and I only followed
your lead. It’s mot cricket to turn the

chap down again for nothing!”
“Do you think it’s fer nothing,
Frank 7 asked Wharton quietly.

“Well, if it’s something, what’s the
something 7" asked I'rank tartly. “The
kid’s had bad luck—he was mixed up
with crooks—but we all believed that he
was square—that he wanted to get shut
of them. We knew all about it, and
stood by him all the same. What’s made
the difference 1

“Has ho got shut of them?” said
Wharton.

Nugent stared at him.

“You jolly well know he has!”

“Well, 1 don't know it,” answered
Harry. “That's what's worrying me.
hope he's all right. I'm trying to
believe so. But—"

“Do you mean that something’s hap-
pened 7"
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“Well, yes. I never meant to men-
tion it—I don’t want to speak of it now
—but it's been on my mind ever since.
Look here, Frank, I'd better tell you,
and you can judge yourself. Only no
need to say anything outside this study.
I—1 don’t know what to think.”

“Blessed if I can imagine—"

“It _hap]:cncd last weeck—the day of
the Highcliffe match. The same night
there was a burglary over at Highcliffe
—an attempted burglary.”

Nugent jumped. .

“Are you mad? You don't imagine—
you can’t imagino that Valentine had
anything to do with that?”

“I hope not—I'm trying to believe
not. But—but that night Valentine was
out of boungds.”

“How do you know "

“That fool Bunter woke me up, and
I saw Valentine's bed empty. He was
out till later than dne in the morning,”

“Oh erumbs |” gasped Nugent. “You
—you're sure ?”

“Yes. He's said nothing about it—
not a word, He doesn’t know that I
know he was out of bounds that night.
Where was he, Frank1”

“Anywhere but at Highcliffe I” mut-
tered Nugent. “It’s impossible I”

“The burglars were alarmed by the
dog barking or something. The porter
came out, and nearly got one of ihem.
The one he collared was a boy, not a
man. That's known. Who was that
boy, Frank 1"

Nugent sat silent, his face white.

“You—you—you think it possible?”
he muttered at last.

“What else am I to think?” said
Wharton restlessly. “He was out of
bounds at night, and a boy was mixed
up in an attempted robbery at a place
only a few miles away. If he went out
for no harm, why i3 he kecping it
secret? It looks as if he’s joined up
again with that gang of crooks.”

“I can't believe it.”

“Well, I can't quite,” confessed
Wharton. “But—but what does it look
like? What would Inspector Grimes
think if he knew? Ilaven't you noticed
lately that old Grimey always secms to
be walking or rambling or mooching
somewhere about the school? I've seen
him a dozen times at least.”

_“ You mean—he’s got an eye on Valen-
tine " asked Nugent, aghast,

“I'm sure of it,”

Frank Nugent pushed his plate away.
What tho captain of the Remove had
said had taken away his appetite.

“He's admitted that he was a vear
with those rotters,” said Harry. “Ho
wasn’t doing nothing all that time,
FFrank. He was—was one of them.
Goodness knows, I'd make every allow-
ance for a kid who fell into bad hands!
But--but if he was really keeping clear
of it all, Frank, I'd swallow that much,
and stand by him and help him through,
But if he isn’t keeping clear of them—
if he's hand-in-glove with Nosey Clark
and Barney and Nutty Nixon again—""

Frank shivered.

“That's why you've turned against
him ?”

“That’s why 1”

“1l can’t belicve it. There’s some
explanation, He could elear it up if he
liked. \\"hlv not put it to him plain—
ask him where he was that night?”

“I can’t ask a fellow whether he's a
dirty thief or not.”

“Well, no; but—"

“1 don't know whether he's been out
at night since. I—I don’t want to know.
But—but there was a robberv ot a place
in Courtlicld, a few days later—>

“Don’t!”” breathed Nugent.

There was a long silence.

“Well, I've told you,” s2td Wharton
at last. “It's on my mind—I can't
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speak to the chap—I can’t! Thinking
what 1 do, it makes me sick to see him
here. He ought not to be here.”

“Quelch brought him here——-"

“Ile never knew so much about him
as we did. It hasn’t ever crossed his
mind that the fellow was a crook among
crooks.”

“Yon—you think he wast”

“What else?”

“Well, he had hard luck. Ho was a
mere kid in the hands of an awful
villain—and if he's straight now—"

“But is he?"

Frank Nugent was silent.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Being Kind fo Coker !

ORACE COKER, of the Fifth
H Form, smiled--one of those
sardonic smiles.

I'rep being over in Coker's
study, Potter and Greenc woro chatting
for a few minutes before going along to
the games study.

They were chatting about football—
deeply interested, it scemed, in the
prospects of the First Eleven in a
coming match, and in their own personal
prospects of getting into the Kleven for
the great occasion. .

Football was a favourite topic with
Coker; it was, indeed, a subject on
which he was an authority. Dut at
the present moment it did not interest
him.

Many hours had passed since Coker's
warlike visit to Study No. 1 in_the
Remove; but Coker had a few twinges
still. There was no doubt that
Valentine had laid on the ruler well and
faithfully. But it was Coler's dignity
that was chiefly hurt.

He—Coker, of the I'ifth Form—had
been “whopped ” by a Remove kid—
whopped just like a fag being whopped
by a prefect! At such a happening it
was timo for the whole universe to sit
up and take notice—for Nature to
shudder, and the stars to hesitate in
their courses, il not to stop still alto-
gether, Instead of which the universe
went on the even tenor of its way, and
even Potter and Greene, his bosom pals,
did not seem to realise that anything of
a terrifically extraordinary nature had
ocenrred.

They were chattering about the St
Jude's game, regardless—even forgetful.
Nero fiddling while Rome was burning
was a jest to it. The burning of Rome
was hardly so unparalleled an event as
the whopping of Horace Ceker! It was
guite small beer, in comparison.

‘I'hat was why Coker smiled sardonie-
ally. Smiling sardonicaily, by fixed a
withering eye on Potter and Grecne.
Deep in the prospeets of the St. Jude's
match, they did not even netice it.

“Go it!" said Coke- at last, with
bitter sarcasm, “Talk football!”

“Eh!” Potter glanced round at
Coker, whose existence he had unfortu-
nately forgotten. “We're talking foot-
ball, ain't we?”

Potter secmed unaware that
was being bitterly sarcastic.

“I've been whopped on the bags by a
fag,” said Coker, with chilling, crushing
dignity.

“Yes; you told us” said Dotter.
“But, I say, Greeney, Wingate won't
play Loder at St. Jude's. Loder's not
really any good—*

“When you've done talking idiotic
piffle,” said Coker, goaded, “perhaps
vou'll listen to a chap!”

Potter and Greene exchanged a glance
and rose. The dread thought smote

Coker

them both at the same moment that
Coker was going to talk football.

They had had Coker on football once
that day, when he had been fortunately
interrupted by some fag bunging snow
on his head from a Remove window.
They did not want Coker on football
again. There was a limit to human
endurance.

“Well, Blundell will be expecting us
in the games study,” remarked Potter
casually. “Come on, Greenc.”

“I was going to say something,” said
Coker. *“T'hat fag—""

“QOh!” said Potter and Greene. If
Coker was mnot going to talk football
they were willing to give him his head
—for a few minutes, at least.
about it ?”

“It’'s hardly the thing 1 should take
lying down,” said Coker.

Potter looked puzzled.

“But you did take it Iying down,
didn’t you?” he asked. "f) understood
h!mt they had you spread-cagled on the

oor—""

“Ha, ha, ha " gurgled Greene involun-
tarily.

“Laugh!” said Coker sardonically.
“It's a thing to laugh at, isn't it—a
Fifth Form man whopped on his bags
by a fag!”

Notwithstanding  this  permission,
Potter and Greeno contrived not to
laugh. They saw that Coker was taking
this thing seriously—vesy scriously.

“I'm going to give tha: fag such a
whopping,” s=aid Coker impressively,
“that he won't be able te sit down for
weeks and wecks!"”

“More power to your elbow!” said
Potter. “Go it!”

“I've been keeping an eye open to-
day, but there’s no chance of getting
hold of the young scourdrel, without
waking up a regular hornets’ nest.
I've had to let hijn off, so far.”

Coker paused. = Potter and Greene
cdged towards the door.

“There's only on~ way,” continued
Coker. “I shall ecatch him after lights
out—say, about half-pas: ten.”

“There'll be e row il you rag in a
junior dormitory after lights out, old
chap.” said Greene, shaking his head.
“And if those young sweeps wake up
and bag you alone——"

“T shan't be alone,” explained Coker.
“You two fellows will come with me.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Potter and Greene,

“T expect that of you,” said Coker.

“Um!” said Potter and Greene.

“Y s<hall take a fives bat and whop
him,” said Coker. “You'l! keep the
other young rascals from barging in if
they try it on. It won't take long. of
course. 1 shan't give him more than a
couple of dozen.”

“But—but there'll bo a fearful row.
—Quelch tnay butt in—"

“Never mind Queleh.”

“ Prout may come along——

“Never mind Prout.”

“Or some of the prefects——="

“Never mind the prefects.”

Polter and Greene looked at their
great chief. Coker told them, quito
casually, not to mind Form masicrs and
prefects.  But Pottes and Greene did
mind Form masters and perfects, all the
same. They had no desire whatever to
be caught ragging in a junior dormitory
by Form masters and prefects.

“A difficulty,” resumed Coker thought-
fully, “is that a fellow mighs not wako
up. It's no good going too carly, while
the beaks are moochins abeut the house.
Half-past ten is about the time. But I
sleep rather soundly. If I could trust
one of you fellows to call me, it would
be all right. But, of course you'll be
snoring like billy-ho I’ Coker sniffed.

“What ten
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“Not much good depending on you for
anything.,”

“Not for ragging tho fars in their
dorm, you can bet,” said Potter. *Cut
it out, old man! Forget about it!”

“That’s a good idea’ concurred
Greene. “Wash it right out, old chap.”

Coker's eyes gleamed.

“If you think I'm going to be whopped
on my fags by a bag—I mean, whopped
on my bags by a fag—" he roared.

“We've got to sce Blundell—"

“Never mind Blundell! T've thought
it out,” said Coker. “There's a chap
in the Shell has an alarm-clock. I'm
going to borrow it. I shall stick it
undgr my bed and sct it for half-past
“You'll wake the whole dorm.”
“What does that mattes "

“Oh! Um!”

“I'm giving you fellows the tip to be
ready,” explained Coler. “1 shall
want you both. That's all—you ean
cut.'”

Again Potter and Greene exchanged a
glance. Then they both spoke together.

“You can want!”

“What 1

“Jf you think we'ro going ragging
among the fags at night,” said Potter
deliberately, “it only shows that you'ro
a bigr{cr ass than I ever thought you—
and that's saying a lot!”

“It shows,” said Greene, “that you're
a howlinger idiot than 1 ever thou%ht
you, Coker, and that’s saying a heap!

Having thus delivered their con-

sidercd opinions, Potter and Greene left
the study. They left it rather hastily.
Coker was reaching for an Indian club
that stood in a corner, and they had no
curiosity to inquire what he was going
to do with that club when he got hold
of it.
Coker, loft alone. snorted. .
e felt more bitter and sarcastic
and sardonic than ever. This was the
sort of backing a fellow got from his
own pals in his own study An event
at which Nature might have shivered
—the whopping of Horace Coker by
cheeky fag—lcft Potter and Greene
absolutely unmoved. They secmed to
look on it as a mere trifle—a trifle light
as air—as a matte= of no more import-
ance than it would have been had one of
themselves been whopped instead of
Coker |

Thev even referred to Coker’s inten-
tion of punishing that cheeky junior as
“ragging among the fags.”

(Coker came very near following Potter
and Greene down the passage with the
Indian club!

Fortunately, he restrained his wrath
and ndignation.

It was elear that if Coker visited the
Remove dormitory that night, to hand
out a just punishment to a cheeky
junior, Coker would have to go on his
lonely own!

That did not deter Coker, however,
Ilis mind—such as it was—was mado

3 !

ISImrily before bed-time Coker called
on Hobson of the Shell and borrowed
his alarm-clock. When the Iifth went
to their dormitory Coker Lad the alarm.
clock under his arm.

Prout saw lights-out for his Form at
ten. DPotter and Greene, glancing at
Coker, hoping perhaps that he had
given up the idea, saw the alarm-clock
under his arm, and knew that he
hadn't.

“Turning out early, Coker?"” asked
Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, as
Le saw Coker winding the alarm.

“Yes, very early!” said Coker, with
a grin. “Oh quite!”
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" Look here, Coker, old man—— said
Potter. :
“Don’t talk to me, George Potter!
interrupted Coker, with chilling dignity.

“But look here, old man!” urged
Greene. "

“Don’t talk to me, Greene, pleaso !

“You men been having a row ?” asked
Price.

“QOh, no! When a fellow expocts
fellows to back a fellow up, and fellows
don't, a fellow despises a fellow, and
treats him with contempt !” said Coker.

“What a lot of fellows!” ejaculated
Hilton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Coker snorted, and turned in. The
alarm-clock, set for half-past ten, was
placed under his bed. Coker, as he had
said, was a sound sleeper. Generally he
was deep in slumber a minute after his
head touched the pillow, and did not
open his cyes again till the rising-bell
clanged out in the morning! But with
an alarm-clock buzzing under his bed
the soundest sleecper was sure to wake.
That the whole dormitory would pro-
bably wake at the same time did not
matter to Coker. Probably they would
not lika it. In that case they could
lump it1 ) .

Coker was hardly likely to let his

lans be disarranged by consideralion
or the comfort of the Fifth. In com-
parison with Coker they did not matter.

Prout put the light out, and rolled
away with his clephantine tread. Tho
Fifth-Formers, after the usual chat
from bed to bed, dropped off to sleep.
Coker was asleep first of all, as usual.

Potter remained awake. He had been
whispering to Greene, and Greene had
been indulging in a subdued chuckle.
They were waiting till old llorace was
fast asleep. They had not long to wait.

At a quarter past ten Potter sat up in

d

““ Asleep, Coker, old bean?” he asked.

A rather hefty snore was taken as a
reply in the affirmative.

Potter slipped quietly out of bed.
Quietly he approached Coker's bed, and
reached under it for the alarm-clock.

Having captured the clock he groped
over it, and turned off the alarm. Then
he replaced it.

Coker, unconscious, slept. Dotter
crept back to bed with the satisfied
fecling of a fellow who had done a pal
a good turn.

That night, at least, there would be
no hooting and buzzing of an alarm-
clock in the Fifth Form dormitory.
Coker was saved from himself., There
would be no expedition to the Remove
dormitory—no ragging among the fags
—no row for Coker with the Head in
the morning! DPotter felt that he had
done a really kindly action. He laid
his head contentedly on his pillow.

Dozing off pcacefully, he heard the
chime of the half-hour from afar. It
was half-past ten. The alarm-clock was
silent. So was Coker—save for his
snore! Potter dropped off to sleep with
a grin on his face. Uninterrupted
slumber reigned in the Fifth Form
dormitory |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Prowlers of the Night !

ATFE as houses!” whispered
Nutiy Nixon.

Nosey Clark made his com-
panion a gesture to be silent,
His heacd was bent, and he was listen-

ing intently.
t was long past midnight; a black
Tee MacNer Liersry.—No. 1,301,

winter’s night. The wind from the sea
moaned over the old roofs and among
the chimney-pots of Greyfriars School. It
was bitterly cold, and a flake or two of
snow drifted on the keen wind.

Save for the moan of the wind, the
night was silent. But it seemed that
some sound had rcached the keen ears of
the man with the vulture’s beak.

Nutty opened his lips again, but his
companion gripped him by the arm, and
he was silent. Nosey Clark’s sharp,
black eyes glittered in the gloom.

The two crooks, hardly visible to one
another's. eyes in the darkness, were
standing within the ancient wall of the
Cloisters. They had climbed the wall
from the lane thai ran beside the school
precincts—as lonely a place at night as
even a crook could have desired. But
as they stood in silence, listening, there
came a sound from the other sido of the
wall they had climbed only a few
minutes before, and Nutty heard it now,
as well as Noscy Clark.

It was a footstep !

Someone was in the lane outside,
between the old Cloister wall and the
firrwood. Unless it was the village
policeman on his rounds they could not
nnagine who it was. But Police-con-
stable Tozer, of Friardale, would have
had his lantern, and there was no
glimmer of light.

The footsteps passed along the outer
side of the wall and died away. Nutty
caught his breath.

“Who——" he whispered

“They can’t be watching the school !
breathed Clurk. “ They know nothing
or__,,

"Un[esf-' Jim has been up to some-

thing—

“ Rubbish 1"

They listened in silence again. The
footsteps were audible once more,

coming back along the wall

The sound stopped—ontside the wall,
but at the same spot where the two
crooks stood on the inner side. Nosey
Clark gritted lis teeth.

Who was it? Who could it be? The
life of a crook is full of {errors, but
Clark had never dreamed of danger in
paying that noclurnal visit to Grey-
friars School. Dut that mysterious foot-
step in the night spelled danger. Some-
one was watching, and that someone
was obviously suspicious. Ile might
have heard the erooks elimbing the wall
—he could hardly have seen them.

Clark’s heart throbbed as he leard
a scraping sound in the silence. ITe
could see nothing but the dim shadow of
ilie wall; but he knew that a man had
leaped and caught the eoping from ont-
side, and was pulling himself up to look
over. Who—who could it be, and
why?

Silently, stealthily the two crooks
moved from the spot, and took cover
behind the massive old stone pillars, a
dozen feet from the wall.

They were none too soon.

Above the summit of the wail a dark
shadow rose against darkness—the head
of a man. Then the shoulders wero
rested on the top of the wall, and the
man, whoever he was, was peering over.

A sudden bright beam of light shot
into the blackness. Tt came from an
clectric torch on the top of the wall,

The light played on the very pillar
behind which Nosey Clark was in cover,
with throbbing hcart.

Then it moved round in a hali-cirele,
sweeping the dark spaces.

The two crooks stood silent as stones.
They wero screened from’ sight, unless
the man with the light came down over
the wall, and scarched. Nutiy Nixon's
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grasp closed quietly on a jemmy in his
pocket as he thought of that.

But the man did not come over the
wall. He swept the light round, watch-
ing and listening. It gleamed and
flickered among the stone pillars of the
old Cloisters. Then it was shut off.

It was dark again, and Nosey Clark
ventured to peer round his pillar. He
could make out the head and shoulders
above the wall, black against darkness.
That it was some officer of the law, who
had been watching the school, and who
had heard something that aroused his
suspicions, there could be no doubt. But
it was too dark for recognition; even
had Nosey Clark been acquainted with
Inspector Grimes of Courtlicld.

The head and shoulders sank out of
view at last. Mr, Grimes dropped back
from the wall.

Footsteps were hoard receding.

Evidently the police-officer had been
suspicious—had heard something that
had put him on the alert. But he was
not suspicious to the extent of entering
the school precincts and searching there.
e was gone, but neither of the crooks
moved or spoke till a quarter of an hour
had elapsed. Then Nosey Clark
groped his way to his companion,
caught his sleeve, and led him away,
down the Cloisters, silently from the
spot.

“Chucking
Nutty.

“No! It'sall serene!” Clark gave a
!rm:. evil chuckle, “That sportsman
isn't watching for anyone entering the
premises,  Nutty—he's  walching for
smpc!)ocly getting out, I reckon!”

'“J:m —" breathed Nixon.

“I can’t make it out, but it's a cert, I
think. They've got their eve on J im,
and the school is watched.”

“Lucky we fclmr‘.nl it ont [
wonder if  Jim  knows!”?
hreathed Nosey Clark. “What has he
dlone to get the police watching for him 7
It must be Jim. There can't be anv-
body else here that the coppers have an
eye on. Jim's not so safe here as he
{ancies, judging by this,”

He was silent a few
thought. .

“Get on with it,"” he said abruptly,

And the two ecrooks crept on towards
the silent, slcc[l)ing House.  For some
time they prowled round the builcling in
ihe dark; silent, stealthy, like evil birds
of the night. They stopped at last at
the window of the Sixth Form lobhy.
That little window was locked at night;
hut a lock was not likely to stop Nutty
Nixon. )

“Mind—not a sign!” breathed Nosey
Clark. “Not a sign that the window
was opened from outside, Nutty. A
single sign, and the game’s up. 1t’s got
to be a cert tfat it was an inside job,”

“ Leave it to me,” answered Nutty,

“Tt's an easy lock i

“Easy as pie!”

In a few minutes tho little window

it, Nosey?” whispered

moments, in

was open. The slight figure of the
pqslt.\f-faccd cracksman  disappeared
within.

Nosey Clark remained waiting outside,
invisible in the darkness had there been
any wakeful eyes at that hour. But at
one in the morning all Greyfriars was
buried in slumber.

Clark waited, a sour, evil grin on his
face. This kind of work was “pie” to
Nutty; but it was not in Mr. Compton
Clark’s line. 1le left it to the prac-
tised eracksman, and waited.

This was the scheme of which Jim
Valentine had a vague fear, but which
o never dreamed of guessing. When
Nutty's work was done—when it was dis-
covered in the morning, without a sign
that the house had been entered from



With Wharton®s weight on his arm, and Frank Nugent, John
e floor. ** Gerroff, you young villains
gug | He wound up suddenly as Bob Cherry reached for the inkpot an

pinned helplessly to t

outside—upon whom could suspicion
fall? U{.lon whom but the box who was
known, by the Form master who had
befriended  him, to been
associate of crooks? was
scheme !

How long conld Jim Valentine re-
main at Groyfriars after this? And
when he left, or was turned out, what
refuge had he but the gang from which
e had fled? Dick the Penman
would come back—he would have to
come back.

It scemed to the plotting crook that
his scheme was without a single weak
spot. It would work like a charm, Only
chance could defeat it. He waited. Tho
interior of Greyfriars School was new
and strange ground to Nutty: but ho
would not be long in finding his way
about. The eracksman, creeping in the
dark and silent house, would find the
dormitory where the boy slept. 1le had
tho night before him to work in; there
was plenty of time. An hour—two hours
—it mattered little—he would find the
boy. In that dormilory something of
value would be missing in the morning.

It was all cut and dried, and only
some unlucky chance could defeat if,
And in thinking of possible chances,
Nosey Clark certainly did not think of
u fellow of whom he had never heard—
Horaco Coker, of the Iifth Iorm.
Neither had Nutty Nivon ever hoard of
Coker of the Fiftli, But he was destined
to learn of his existence that night.

the
the

have
That

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker in the Dark !

WO deep strokes sounded dully
through the winter  night,
Horace Coker stirred, grumied,
and opened his oves and blinked

into tho darkness of the Fifth Iorm

dormitory. Then he sat up and rubbed
his drowsy eyes.

1** he roared.

Coker, usually a sound slecper, had
noi been sleeping so soundly as usual.
Something weighed on Coker’s mind,
even in slumber, and he had still a fow
painful twinges left from that whopping
in Study No. 1. Instead of snoring on
peacefully till rising-bell, Coker woke up
i the middle of the night, with a sort
of sense of something left undone.

“By gum [” murmured Coker.,

Blinking into the dimncss of the
dormitory, and listoning to the steady
breathing of the sleepers around him,

ker realised that it was late. Ilow
late it was, Coker did not know: but he
felt that it must be later than half-past
ten. The alarm-clock, apparently, had
not goue off, for which rcason neither
had Coker gone off. Now that he was
awake, however, he was ready to go.

He rubbed his eyes, grunted, vawned,
and turned out of bed.

He had heard some sound as lie awoke,
but did not know that it had been (he
sound of two o'clock striking. But he
bad a fecling that it was late, and ho
groped in tho pocket of his coat for his
clectric torch, to make the happy dis-
covery that he must have left it in his
study. ITe groped next for his match-
box and found it, only to find, further,
that thero were no matches in it. Little
inadvertencics like these often happened
to Coker. Next he glared at his wateh
to try to see the time in the dark. Not
lic:_ing a cat Cokor did not get away with
this.

Anvliow, late or not, Coker was going.
Had ho realised that it was two in the
morning, eoven Coker might have
chucked it. But he fancied that it was
about ecleven or half-past. He dressed
in {lie dark, groped for the fives bat ho
had placed in readiness, and elutehed it,
and proceeded to navigate through the
gloom towards the door.

Coker was cautious. 1le did not want
to wake the 1llouse.

|;!'Iri.

| (.]Ff |

ny Bull, and Hurree Singh sitting on his legs, Horace Coker was
““ I'll smash you—I'll spiflicate you, I'll—gug-gug~
d playfully tipped it over his open mouth,

Coker, of course, was fully justified in
whopping a cliceky fag, at the only time
that the fag was, so to speak, whop-
able. Ie would have preferred to visit
Study No. 1 in tho daytimo, and give
Valontine what he had asked for. But
he had had cnough of visiting Study
No. 1 in the daytime. The results of
such a visit were altogethor too painful !
After lights-out in the dormitory, on the
other hand, the thing waus feasible—in.
deed, casy.  But, justified as he was,
Coker did not want to wake up masters
or prefects. He did not expeet them,
with their limited intelligence, to ap-
prove.  They would simply call it a
“rag,” and Coker would get into a row,
So he trod softly when he left the Fifth
Form dormitory, and even Coker's ex-
tensive feet made littlo noiso in their
socks.

The Iouse was silent and still—almost
creepy in its silence and stillness. Not a
light, not a sound, and Coker dimly
realised that it was, perhaps, later than
hie had fancied. However, that mattered
little.  What mattered was to whop the
checky fag who had whopped Coker.

Silent in lis socks, Coker crept away
in the darkness, Ho had no nerves to
speak of, and he did not cven think of
burglars or ghosts, as ho threaded
gloomy passages.

Groping his way in dense gloom, Coker
reached the junior quarters, and trod
softly down the long corridor to the door
of the Remove dormilory,

Suddenly he stopped.

A beam of light played for an instant
in the darkness alicad of him. Taken
utterly by surprise, Coker stopped,
stared, and blinked,

The light was gone in a moment.

But Coker knew that it must have
been the flash of an clectrie torch,
turned on by someono ahead of him in
the passage,

Tne Macxer Lsnary.—No. 1,301,
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“By gum !”” murmured Coker,

He stood, staring.

The light flashed again for another
moment.

“By gum !”’ repeated Coker,

A f{tint sound came from the darkness
ahead. It was the sound of a door that
opened softly under a stealthy hand.

Coker suppressed a whistle.

He knew that it must have been the
door of the Remove dormitory that had
opened. Who the dickens had opened
it?

That for an hour or more a stealthy
ngure had been creeping silently about
the House, searching for that dormitory,
was not likely to occur to Coker.

Neither was he likely to suppose that
it was a burglar, as a gentleman in that
profession wounld naturally have been
interested in the Head’s safe, not in the
sleeping quarters of junior schoolboys.

“Young rotter !” murmured Coker,

Some young rascal in the Remove had
been out of bounds, and was getting
back to his dormitory; that was Coker's
conclusion.  Indeed, that scemed the
only possible explanation. .

Coker paused, thinking it over. This
meant that at lcast one fellow in the
Remove would be awake. It could not
be helped. Anyhow, there would be
plenty of them awake when he started
on Jim Valentine with the fives bat. e
decided to wait a minute or two, to give
the young rascal, whoever he was, timo
to get into bed. He did not want to run
into him in the dark.

Having waited a minute or two, Coker
trod on softly to the Remove dormitory.

To his surprise, he found the door
half open. Apparently that young
rascal had carelessly forgotiten to close
it.

Coker pecred in, a

All was silent within. But, to his
amazement, there came a flicker of light
in tho gloom. TIi played for a moment
on a bed, and was shut off.

Coker stood still.

If this was some reckless young rascal
returning after an excursion out of
bounds, 1t scemed that he could not find
his own bed in the dark.

The light gleamed again—on another

1

1.

Then it gleamed again and again—
cach time only for a second, and each
time on a differcnt bed.

Coker was more and more amazed.

Whoover held that electric torch was
going along the dormitory, looking at
bed after bed, or at sleeper after sleeper.

Coker might almost have fancied that
it was some stranger in the place who
desired to pick out some particular
person in the dormitory. :

He did not faney that, but he did
wonder what on carth the fellow could
possibly be up to.

ITe waited impatiently for the fellow
to finish and get to bed. 1le did not
want to enter the dormitery while a
fellow was up with an eleetrie toreh in
his hand. ITe had eome there to whop
a fag, not to be set on by a mob of fags
and whopped himself.

It was a bitterly cold night, and there
was an icy draught in the passage, and
Coker was anly half-dressed and in his
socks. Standing there at the open door-
way was distinetly unpleasant,

The light gleamed again, and as it
gleamed Coker suddenly and involun-
tarily sneezed.

Instantly ihe light was shut off.
Coker could not see who held it in the
gloom, but he knew that the unseen
person had whirled round towards the
door and was staring towards him in the
dark. That sneceze had startled the un-
geen who held the light.

Tue Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,201

“ Atchoooooop-ooop I” repeated Coker.

He expected to see the light flash on
again and to hear a shout, awakening
the Remove—still not doubting that it
was some Remove fellow who was up.
Instead of which, there came a patter
of sudden footsteps, and a dark figure
roshed at the doorway. Coker was
striding in, There was no more time to
lose if he was going to whop Valentine
before the whcﬁe mob were round him
like a nest of buzzing hornets. He
strode in as the dark figure rushed out,
and met the unseen man in full career.

There was a crash as they mot,

“Oh erumbs }’ gasped Coker.

Stupefied with astonishment, he felt a
fierce and powerful ;{rip on him—a grip
that could not possibly have becn that of
a Remove junior.

It was not a hoy, it was a man who
was there—and Coker. realised that
startling fact as he was hurled spinning
to the floor,

Crash |

Horace Coker went sprawling head-
long. Ho hit the floor hard and roared.
There was a patter of swift feet in the
passage, and silence outside the dormi-
tory.  Within there was not silence.
Coker was scrambling and roaring, and
the Remove were all awakening.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Burglar!

ALLO, hallo, hallo 1™

i &y‘l‘;o’s th}latr;”

“What the thum it

“I say, you fellows,
burglars I”?

“What the dickens—*

Harry Wharton leaped out of hed. A
dozen other fellows were hardly a
moment later.  Billy Bunter plunged
under his bedclothes, squeaking with
terror. But most of the fellows turned
out.

“Oh crumbs!™ came Coker’s gasping
roar. “Whooooh! Ow! Wow! Oh|”
Coker was sitting 1ip in the darkness
dazedly, rubbing the back of his head,
which had smitten the floor of the dor-
mitory with a mighty smite. Coker was
dazed and dizzy a,ndy damaged.

“That sounds like old Coker!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

“Get a light 1

Harry Wharton ran across to turn on
the switch by tho door. Coker was in
his path, and he stumbled over Coker
and eame down with a hump.

“Yaooop !" roared Coker. as Wharton
sprawled over him and flattened him

it’s

down again. “Qoooch ! Gerroff |
Qoocooop !’
“Oh. my hat!” gasped Wharton.

“It's Coker! Collar him!”

“Gerroff I. Oooooh !

Bob Cherry reached the switch and
turned it on. The Remove dormitory
was flooded with light.

“Lend a hand 1” shouted Wharton,

grasping the sprawling, DLreathless
Horace.
“Ow! Leggol” roared Coker. “T'll

—TI'll— Yaroooop |’

“(Collar him I

“Bag the potty ass1”

A dozen fellows rushed at Coker of
the Fifth and grasped him. Coker
struggled and roared

“Leggo! I tell you—— Yaroooh |”

“My hat! Coker will wake the Iouse
at this rate !” said Bob, *“What is the
potty duffer doing hero at this time of
night—walking in his sleep, or what 77

“Here's a five + Coker must have
brought it,” k Nus 1
ing it up.

THE MAGNET
“Good egg!”

“Bhut the door; we don’t want the
beaks here I

“We shall have them here if they're
not ,den'f,” chuckled Vernon-Smith.
“ Let s give Coker a few before they
come,

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“But what is the silly fathead’s
game ?”’ exclaimed Harry Wharton, *1It
must be past midnight—""

v Past two o’clock,” said Johnny Bull.
“Faney the silly owl ragging at two
in the morning [

“Leggo!” roared Coker,
wildly. “ He'll get away—

“Eh? Who?”

“That man—-"’

“What man

“The burglar—?"

wThe what?” gasped Wharton.

There was a man here—a burglar, T
suppose ! He knocked me over | e's
getting away while you're playing the
goat I" gasped Coker, “Leggo, and let’s
go after him——"

“Mad as a hatter,” said the Bounder
—"“or madder I’

“I tell you—"

: f‘\‘FOh' dout:tlbte an ass I" said Wharton.
‘We're not letting you go as casily as
all that, Coker 1"’ e 2

“I tell you
burglar—"

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Is your rolled-gold watch
Binter ?” asked Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“I tell you there was a man—"
shrieked Coker.

“And I tell you you're going to have
a dozen with your own fives bat!’
chuckled the captain of the Remove.
“Turn him over 1”

“Tll smash you! I—I-I'Il—>
roared Coker.

“Buck up! Half the House must be
awake by this time !’ said the Bounder.
“Get going with that fives bat 1"

“Ha, ha, ha

,struggling

there was a man—a

safe,

1 1"'

Whack, whack, whack 1

Coker struggled and howled.

Matters had not gone according to
plan. Matters seldom did when Horace
Coker made the Plans. According to
plan, Coker should have whopped the
cheeky fag Valentine and departed
before the Remove could gather for a
counter-attack. Instead of which, Coker
was eollared by half the Remove, and
Frank Nugent was whopping him with
his own fives bat. The aflair should
have been over in a couple of minutes,
and Coker safe back in his dormitory.
Instead of which, Coker was still there:
and footsteps in the passage showed that
somebody was coming—inevitably to dis-
cover Coker out of his dormitory! The
whole thing was very unfortunate for
Coker !

Whack, whack, whack !

The door reopened. Mr, Queleh, in
dressing-gown and slippers, stared into
the dormitory with amazed wrath in his
face.

“Boys!" hooled Quelch,

The fives bat ceased to smite., Coker
was released. Ile lay sprawling and
spluttering at the feet of the Remove
master.

“What does this mean?" roared Mr.
Queleh,

“'em 1”

“Is this a Fifth Form hoy? Is this

Coker ? Coker, what are you doing
lll."l'CE’ .

Coker sat up, gasping.

fokor sabup; geaping

“Qooooogh !”” said Coker. That was
all he could say for the moment.
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There was another footstep
passage—the floor-shaking footstep of
Mr. Prout, master of the Fifth. rout
also had been awakened, and Prout was
coming.  His voice preceded him in
tones of wrath.

“*Upon my word! This is oulrageous
—unparalieled!  Quelech—is that you,
Mr. Quelch? Quelch, this is outrage-
ous! 'This is not to be borne! Such an
uproar from your Form at such an hour
o? the night! Quelch, I am bound to
eay that this is intolerable IV

“I agree with you, sir!” hooted Mr.
Quelch. “It is ahsolutely intolerable,
Mr. Prout, that a boy of your Form
should visit this dormitory at such an
hour and create n disturbance I”

Prout jumped.

“What?"’ he gasped.

He arrived in the doorway;
blinked at Coker.

“Upon my word! Coker!’ gasped
Prout, amazed. *Coker! What are
you doing here, Coker 1"

“I—I—I—" stuttered Coker.

“ (et up, sir!” roared Prout, in great
wrath. *“(Get up, sir, and explain your-
self. What are you doing here?”

“I—I—I came—"

“This is not to bo borne,” said Mr.
Quelch, in parody of Prout's remarks.
“This is intolerable! This »

“Coker,” shricked Prout, “why are
you here? Answer me!”

“I—I—1 came here to whop Valen-
tine,” gasped Cokor. “ He's cheeky, and
I was going to whop him.”

_“Oh crumbs !” cjaculated Jim Valen-
tine.

“You—you—you utterly absurd and
unruly boy !” gasped Prout. “¥You have
dared to make this disturbance at such
an hour—"

“That wasn't my fault, sir,” gasped
the unhappy Coker. “I was going to
give him a few with a fives bat. Bui
there wouldn’t have been any disturb-
ance, only there was a burglar—*

“What t*

®* A man, at least. There was a man
here, sneaking about with an electric
torch, and—and he run into mo and
knocked me down ! gasped Coker,

The Removites looked at one another,
grinning. That there had been a burglar
in & junior dormitory was so hopelessl

in tho

he

Coker back to nis quarters. He saw him
turn in, and left (}nm, with a promise
that he would hear further, about the
matter on the morrow. When Prout
was gone, & dozen voicet in the Fifth
wanted to know what the row was.

“¥You—you—you went, after all,
Coker?” gasped Potter. *“You went—at
half-past two in th¢ morning ?*

“I didn't know it was so late. You
E?F' the}t rotten alarm-clock néver went
off—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s not a laughing matter, Potter.
For some reason or other that beastly
alarm-clock never went off —”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“QOh, shut up, Potter! What is thero
to cackle at, you silly ass? Still, 'm
not really sorry, as I scared off a
burglar.”

“A which?” yelled Greene.

“There was a burglar in the Remove
dormitory——"

“Oh, holy smoke ("

“There would be!” gurgled Blundell.
*“Just the place for a burglar! Was he
after Bunter’s postal order, do you
think 1

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“He rushed into me and knocked me
down,” said Coker, unheeding. *

-
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improbable that nobody was likely to
believe Colker’s statement. The two
masters gazed at him as if petrified.

“1s this boy of your Form in his right
scnses, Mr. Prout?” asked the Remove
master acidly.

“1 begin 1o doubt it,” gasped Prout.
“Coker, what do you mcan by making
such an absurd statement ?”

“Tt's true, sir. There was a man—"

“ Nonsense ! boomed Prout.

“He knocked me over—"

“ Rubbish !”

“A burglar—"

“&ilence, you foolish boy! You have
been frightened by some shadow in the
dark. Yerhaps ono of these boys—"

“It was a man. He floored me—"

“Silence! Go back to your dormi-
tory at once, Coker! I shall deal with
vou to-morrow. I shall deal with you
with the utmost severity. I will take
you back to your dormitory. Come!”

“But—but that burglar, sir—"

“Silence ! roared Prout. And he
grasped Horace Coker's shoulder and led
bhim away.

“Go _back to bed at oncel” rapped
Mre, Quelch to his Torm. And the
Removites obeyed, and Mr. Quelch
turned off the light and left themn. The
juniors went back to bed, but not to
sleep. Ior a long time there was
chuckling and chortling in the Remove
dormitory.

Frout, with a face like & gorgon, led

don’t know what he was after, but he
was there. Prout doesn’t believe it—"

“Go hon!” .

“Quelch doesn’t belicve it either—"

“Well, it wants somo believing,”
chortled Price. *“Does anybody here
believe it?”

“Ha, ha, ha }”

“You shouldn't play these games,
Coker,” guasped Poticr. “You get
frightened by a shadow !”

“He rushed into me !” roared Coker.

“A shadow couldn’t!” argued Potter.
wasn't a shadow, it was &

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“And he’s got away!” added Coker
bitterly. “He won't be caught now.”

“T’'ll bet a hat on that!” said Hilton.
“He certainly won't be caught”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You can cackle!" snorted Coker.
And he laid his weary head on his
pillow, leaving the Fifth to cackle,
which they did for c1uite & long time
before they went to sleep again.

TBE NINTH CHAPTER.
Catching Coker !
% SAY, you fellows! He, he, hel*
E Billy Bunter cachinnated.
In tge morning, after breakfast,
the Famous Five of the Remove
strolled in the quad, and the fat Owl

1l

rolled up to them, with his podgzy face
wreathed in grins.

“I say, you feliowz—-"

“What's the jolly old jolke?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“1 say! He, he, Le!” chortled
Buater. “That ass Coker IIc, he.
he I”

“Ha, ha, ha!? chorlled thie Farmous
I'ive. The mere meniion of Coker was
cnough,

All Greyfriars wus chorlling  that
morninr over Coker of the Fifth, and
especially over his burglar.

ixcept, of course, Coker, :

Coker had a painfu! interview with
T'rout coming, and was not in a chort-
ling humour. There waus nothing, o far
as Uoker knew, at which o chortle.

Coker was aware, if nobody elsc was,
that some person unknown actually had
rushed into him in the Remove dormi-
tory ihat wild night. If"it wasn't a
burglar, who, Coker wanted to know,
was it?

It was nobody at all, in the opinion
of the rest of Greyfriars. Coker had
fancied something, and that was that!

“What's jolly old Horace up to now,
fatty 1" asked Nugent,

“ He—he's—— He, he, he ! Ie's root-
ing after ihat burglar!” chockled
Bunter. * Looking for a sizn. Ile, he,

he !

“Oh, great Christopher Columbus1*
roared Bob Cherrv, “Wlkere is he?
Lead on, Macduff !”

Bunter, chuckling, led on, and they
came on Coker of the IFifth. Coker’s
look was very serious. His occupation,
indecd, was serious, Nobody believed
ihat Coker had seen a mysterious in-
truder in the House the previous night.
It was up to Coker to provo that there
had. been a burglar if he could. Now
he was hunting for proof.

In the depths of his powerful intel-
lect Coker had worked it out. 'There
had been a burglar. 1le had got in and
got out. That was clear. Either a door
or a window must have scrved his turn.
Burglars could not, like ghosts, pass
through solid walls, It was improbable
that he had come down a chimney.
Coker deduced a door or a window. But
the burglar could not have got through
either without opening it. As he came
from outside. ho must have openecd it
from outside. Sherlock Holmes could
not have worked all this oot more
clearly than Coker did. All Coker had
to do, thorcfore, was to spot the door
or the window that tha burglar had
opencd from outside. That was Coker's
job now.

There wero dozens of doors and
hundreds of windows in the building, so
it looked as if Coker had sct himself
“some” job. But Coker was a sticker.
He was going to root out the door or
the window by which his burglar had
penctrated. Not only did Coler want
to prove that he was not the howling
ass that all Greyfriars believed him to
be, but he wanted to have this proof
ready for Dront when the inlcrview
came along. What Prout was going to
do Coker did mot yet know, but he
guessed that it was something disagree-
able. DBut Prout would, of course, hold
his hand if it was proved to him that
there really had been n burglar, and
that Coker had scared him off.

Coker had been busy before breakfast,
and immedistely brekker was over he
got busy again.  Door afler door,
window after window, Coker examined
and scanned for signs of a jemmy or
a forced fastening. lle found no signs
whatever. He was engaged upon the
window of the Sixth Form lobby when
Dunter brought the Famous live teo
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observe his operations. That, in point
of fact, was the very window bf- which
Nutty Nixon had entered and left.  But
Nutty had left not a single sign, and
Coker, having examined the window
with an cagle eye, decided that he had
to search farther. It was Coker's twenty-
seventh window, and he was a little
tired. But he was sticking to his task.

Coker had pushed up the sash of that
little window and put his head in and
made a keen examination.  Result, nil.
He was aboul to move on when Harry
Wharton & Co. arrived on the scene.

Coker glanced round at them with a
lowering eye.

“You [ags can cut off!” he stated

briefly.
“Mustn’t we watch?” asked Bob
Cherry  meckly.  “Sherlock  1lolmes

always let Dr. Watson watch him when
ho was at work on a case, Coker.”

“Let us be your esteemed and ridieu-
lous Dr. Watsons, my absurd Coker!
suggested Ilurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Cut off I roared (Coker. .

Bob Cherry glanced in at the little
lobby window, which Coker had left
open.

“Did you notice cigarctte-ash here,
Coker *™ he asked.

Coker, about to go, spun round.

“(igarette-ash!” he repeated
e,

In all the detective novels that Horace
Coker had rcad, cigarette-ash loomed
large. Mysterious crooks would leave
cigarctte-ash in the most unexpected
places, apparently from shecer good-
nature, to assist their pursuers, [If there
was cigarctte-ash on this spot, Coker’s
case, Coker considered, was as good as
proved! IIc bounded back to the
window.

“Gerront of the way!” he snapped,
ungratefuily shoving Bob Cherry aside.

Taking Bob’s place, Coker put his
head and shoulders into the lobby
window, and cagerly scanncd the win-
dow-shelf inside in scarch of cigarette-

sh.

Bob winked at his comrades.

He had not told Coker there was any
cigarctte-ash!. As a matter of fact, there
wasn't! He had only told Coker to
look! Coker was looking! While he
was looking, Bob suddenly grasped the
msl?‘ and pulled it down across Coker's

ack.

Coker gave a convulsive jump.

His head and shoulders and arms were
inside the window. His brawny chest
rested on the sill; his broad back was
suddenly jammed by the descending
sash. Qutside, Ins long legs thrashed
like flails.

“IIa, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Coker roared.

He was pinned in the window. The
sash across his burly back pinned him
down helplessly.

“What the thump—" roared Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Caught!” said Bob cheerily.

“The catchfulness is terrific!”

“You young villain!” roared Coker.
“My hat! I'll-T'll—" He made a
terrific effort to hicave up the sash.

Bob, keeping carclully clear of Coker’s
thrashing legs, held it fast. So long as
he held 1t, Coker could not shove it up.
He heaved like the mighty occan—but
he heaved in vain,

“Lemme loose I” shrieked Coker. “1'1L
smash youl I'll pulverise you! The
minute I get out I'll mop you up!”

“What an inducement to ict him
out !” remarked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, il we can jam this window, it
will keep Coker out of mischief,” said
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T;)qb thou;;riniully. “A wedge or some-
thing——'

“You young scoundrel ! raved Coker.

“I've got an old penknife with a
broken blade,” said Johnny Bull.

“Just the thing!”

Tho old penknife with the broken
blade was jammed between the sash and
the window-frame hard and tight. The
sash was immovablo after that. Dob
Cherry  dodged Coker’s legs and  re-
joined his chums, and they stood in a
happy group watching Coker,

Coker heaved and heaved. Dut the
sash remained unmoved. Coker was a
prisoner ; indeed, unless somebody ecame
along and unjammed the sash, it looked
as if Coker would have to remain there
for the term of his natural life.

“Ile, he, he!” squeaked Billy Bunter.
“1 say, you fellows, let’s wallop him!”

“Ta, ha, ha!”

“T'll smash you!” raved Coker. ** Oh,
my hat! Oococogh!” Heaving his back
against the immovable sash above did
not dmnage the sash, but it seemed to
damage Coker’s back considerably. He
ceased to heave, and roared instead.

“T say, you fellows, get a fives bat or
something and wallop him while we've
got the chance " squeaked Bunter. * I'll
give him a smack, anyhow!”

Bunter approached warily and de-
livered a terrilic smite with his open
paln on Coker's trousers.

Smack !

“Yaraonoh!”

Coker kicked out frantically with his
long legs. Bunter dodged—but un-
luekily did not dodge quickly enough.
One of Coker's feet smote him on the
waistcoat ; just where he had packed
away the largest breakfast at Grey/lriars.

“Oooocoogh ! purgled Billy Bunter,
siitting down suddenly.

“Ma. ha, ha!” yeiled the Famous
Five.

“onoh-whoocop!
Whoonoooh I"’

“Ila, ha, ha!"

“What on carth’s this game?” Ver-
non-Smith and Redwing came  up.
staring.

“ Special performance by Coker of the
Fifth ! explained DBob {Ihcrry. “No
charge! Walk up. gents! Coker of the
Fifth in his celebrated acrobatic act,
positivgly for one occasion only.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh gad!” gasped Tord Mauleverer
as he came up. Iz that Coker? What
the deuce is Coker doin’ that for?”

* Just to amuse the natives,” said Bob.
“Coker's enjoving this—ain't you,
Coker 7"

“I'll smash you—I'll spiflicate you
shrieked Coker. “Will you lemme out

I'm winded !

't

of thix, you yonng demon?”

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

More and more fellows gathered
round. The sight of Coker's long logs

thrashing the air drew sightscers from
far and wide, Iellows of all Forins

athered, till half Greyfriars seemed to
ﬁo swarming under the Sixth Formn
windows. Yells of laughter woke all the
cchoes of the quad,

“But what's he doin’ it for?” gasped
Temple of the Fourth,

* Just Coker's fun " said Dob. * Clean,
wholesome fun—""

“Ila, ha, ba !’

“The funfulness is terrific!”

“Look out!” murmured Valentine,
*“Here comes the Head ™

*“(h, my hat!”

The uproarions crowd melted away as
Dr. Locke approached the spot. Dr.
Locke, taking a little walk in the quad
before classes, had been drawn to the
scone by the roars of merriment, won-
dering what could possibly be happening.
He jumped, at the sight of Coker's
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whirling legs. He gazed at Coker—
what there was to be scen of him.

“ Bless iy sonl!” murmured the Head
astonnded.

“You cheeky rotter!” shricked Coker,
who, of course, could not sce the Head,
having no cyes in his back. “You
gabblhing sweep—*

“Eh*"”

“Let me out of this, you tick!”

“Wha-a-at 2"

“You gubbling, babbling, sniggering
dummy-—*

“Bless my soul! said the Head
faintly, “Who—who—who is it? What
—what is it? DBoy! Who are you?”

“Oh_ erikey !” gasped Coker. He
recognised the Head's voice. “ Oh dear!
I—I'm Coker, cir! Oh lor'!”

“What are you doing this for, Coker?
What is the meaning of this extra-
ordinary pranki”

“Ha, ha, ha !’ came from the distance.

“Coker!” said the Iead severely.
“This is ulterly absurd! It s
ridiculous! 1t is unworthy of a small

boy in the Second Form, Coker! Have
you no scnse of the dignity of a senior

Form?  Coker, am  surprised—
shocked—="
" l G2 1_1__"_?'

“Cease these antics—these foolish and
undignificd antics—at once, Coker!”
said the Head, and he walked away
frowning.

“Oh crikey "’ gasped Coker.

“1la, ha, ha!”

Coker would have been only too glad
to ccase those foolish and undignified
anlics! But Coker couldn’t! "Tho Ilead
had not noticed that the window-sash
was fastened on Coker. Coker was pain-
fully aware of it. The Head, shocked
and offended, walked away—and the
hapless Coker continued to wriggle and
SQuirm.

Fortunately for Coker, Wingate of the
Sixth eame along to the lobby from the
Rixth Form passage. Wingate jumped
at the sight of Coker’s head and
shoulders and infuriated, crimson face,

“What tho dickens—" ejaculated
Wingate.

“Let me out!” gasped Coker. *“For
goodness’ sake, let mo out! I'm jammed
in—those young scoundrels—"

“Ia. ha, ha!’ roared Wingate.

“Will you let me out?’ shricked
Coker.
Wingate, almost in tcars, released

Coker at last. Coker rushed away, for-
getful of burglars and his hunt for sign,
in gearch of the Famous Five and ven-
geance. The bell rang for First School ;
and it was too late. Which was, perhaps,
fortunate for the Famous Five; or. still
moro probably, fortunate for IHorace
Coker.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Long Wait for Bunter!

.“ M AUI‘.Y. old chap—"

‘(Go away !”
“1 say, Mauly, your door's
locked 1"

“Yaas !”

“What havo you got your door locked
for. Mauly?”

“You!"

“Beast | roared Billy Bunter.

There was a_chuckle within Study
No. 12 in the Removo passago. Billy
Bunter was baunting Lord Mauleverer's
door hike a fat Peri at the gate of
aradise. His lordship was *“'sporting

is oak.” llo had hecard Bunter's fat
grunt as he approached, and {urned the
key just in time.

“1lalle, hallo, hallo!” DBob Cherry
came up the passage.

Billy Bunter turned his spectacles on
the cheery DBob.
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Above the summit of the wall a dark shadow arose—the head of Inspector Grimes.

“Here, vou sheer off !”* he exclaimed.
“You're not wanted here, Cherry.”

“You fat churnp—"

“You can keep off the grass, sce?”
said Bunter. *“Sickening, 1 call it!
Mauly can’t have a remittance without
fellows running him down

“Why, you—you——"" gasped Bob.

“You leave Mauly alonel!” said
Bunter. “ Besides, he hasn't had a re-
mittanco—] never saw him taking tho
banknotes out of the letter, if you want
to know ! Just clear off !”

“You fat owl!" roared Bob. “I'm
goiny into that study1”

“You're not!” contradicted Bunter.
“You're jolly well going to leave old
Mauly alone! Sticking a fellow for his
money—""

Jim Valentine came up the passage,
nnd he also stopped at Mauly's door.
DBunter waved a Fnt hand at hiin.

“You, too!” he exclaimed scornfully.
“Look here, you sheer off, Valentine,
sea "

“But I'm going into Mauly's study,”
said Valentine,

“You're not !I'* hooted Bunter. “ Leave
Mauly alone, I tell you! T eall it sicken-
ing--just beeause the chap's had a
remittance—-—>"

“You pifiling, pie-faced,
porker " roarcd Bob Clierry. “ Do you
think we care twopence whether
Mauly's had a remittance or not?’

*Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Tet us in, Mauly!” called out
Valentine, laughing. *“That is, if you
hav'eln't forgotten asking a fellow to

pernicious

“QOh! Yaas! Is that you, old bean?"
came Lord Maulevercr's wvoice from
Study No. 12, “ s Bauter still there?”

two crooks stood as silent as stones !

“As large as life!”

“Kick him down the passags before
I open the door, will you?"

“Yes, rather !”

“1 say, Mauly—I say, you fellows—
Yaroooch !” roared Bunter, as both
Valentine and Bob Cherry proceeded to
do as requested by his lordship.

The Owl of the Remove flew alon{ﬂm
passage. He roared as he flew. Lord
Mauleverer unlocked his study door and
glanced out, grinning. .

“Stagger in, old beans!” he said,
and the old beans *staggered” in.
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh came along to Study No. 12 and
joined the tea-party therein.

Billy Bunter eyed them from afar
with a morose blink. Lord Mauloverer
had had a remittance that day—one of
his lordship’s munificent remittances—
and the fat Owl was deeply, intensely
interested in that remittance. Since he
had spotted the banknotes Bunter had
haunted Mauly like a fat ghost.

“Beasts 1" grunted Bunter, and he
rolled along to Study No. 1 and blinked
in at Wharton and Nugent,

“1 say, you {ellows—""

“Cut off I”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! As your pals
are goinz to lea with Mauly, T sappose
you're going,” saird Bunter. “Tho other
beasts are there already—I—I mean the
other dear old feliows ! I—1I say, Harry,
old chap—— l.ook Licre, I've done & lot
for you, you Lunow, in one way and
another!  You can take a friend with
you when you go to tew with a pal like
Mauly, can't you?"

Ilarry Wharton nodded.

“Well, take me along with you this
time, old chap ! urged Dunter. “I'm

The next moment a sudden bright beam ol
light shot into the blackness, and played on the very pillar behind which Nosey Clark and Nuity Nixon were in cover.

The

not the fellow to butt in at tca-time, as
vou know, as a rule—"

“Qh crumbs !

“But I've been disappointed about a

postal order to-day,” said Bunter
sorrowfully, “I'm  actually stony!
1lard-up, you know! Mauly's bad a

big remittunce—banknotes, you know—
I saw the notes| I say, take me along
as a pal, when you go to tea with
Mauly !”

“Right-ho 1” said Wharton, “ Wait
in tho passage.”

Billy Bunter’s fat visage brighlencd
wondnrfully.

“Oh, good " he gasped, scarcely bo-
lieving 1n his good luck. “ You—jyou
mean it, old fellow 7™

“QOf course! I'll take you with mo
when I go to tea with Mauly, if you'll
wait in the passage till I go!*

“Dear old chap!l” eaid Dunter
affectionately.

He rolled out, to wait in tho passage
with  joyful anticipation. Harry
Wharton shut the door after him.

Nugent chuckled.

“How long do you think Bunter will
wait?” he asied.

“Till we've finishied tea, I hope.”

“1la, ha, hat”

1t was rather a frugal tea in Study
No. l—quite & cantrast to the gorgeous
spread going on in Study No. 12, which
Wharton and Nugent could have joined
if they had liked.

But they did not like.

Lord Mauleverer, nunconscions of any
rift in the lute in Study. No, 1, had
asked Jim Valentine, for which reason
Wharton had politely excused himself.

{Continued on page 16.)
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And since their talk on the subject,
Nugent fully shared his chum’s feelings
towards the new fellow. Both of them
hoped that matters were not so had as
they looked, and neither intended to
“turn him down’ publicly; but they
wanted to keep clear of him personally.

They sat down to their frugal tea in
Study No. 1, funds being rather short in
that study. In the passage Billy Bunter
waited—rather impatiently.

On Kis own the fat Owl did not care
to venturs into Mauly’'s study. His
good-tempered and good-natured lord-
ship could be imposed on to almost any
extent; but his guests were made of
sterner stuff. Ilaving sampled Bob
Cherry's boot, Bunter did not want
another sample.

But if Wharton took him in as a
friend, it was all right. So the fat Owl
watied hopefully.

As the Famous Five generally “went
about ¥ together, and as they were all
on pally terms with old Mauly, Bunter
took it for granted that Wharton and
Nugent were going to the tea-party in
Study No. 12. He was unaware, so far,
that he had taken a little too much for
granted.

He “mooched ” about the passage for
several long' minutes, weiting for
Wharton to come out. But Wharton did
not come out.

Ee rolled back to SBtudy No. 1 at last
and blinked in. To his surprise, he saw
.‘fhé“tm and Nugent sitting at the table
at tea.

“I say, you fellows!” exclaimed
Bunter.

Wharton glanced round.

“You're

aving tea here !” exclaimed
the fat Owl “Tiink Mauly won't have
enough, or what? ‘Why, he's got tons!”

“That’s all right,”” said Harry, “I've
told you I'll take you with me when I
go to tea with Mauly, and I'm a man of
my word, I hope. Wait in the passage
till I go—that's the arrangement.”

“But there's no need to scoff those
measly sardines—I téll. you Mauly’s got
tons—-"

“Buzz off! If you don't keep the
arrangement, it falls through. Shut that
door—there’s a draught!”

Bunter grunted and drew the door
shut. He resumed his vigil, puzzled and
impatient and annoyed. Why the two
juniors were “scofling’ sardines and
bread-and-butter just %efcra going fo a
gorgeous spread was a mystery to Billy
Bunter. But he had to wait; and he
waited.

Five minutes later the door of Study

No. 1 opened, and Frank Nugent and
Harry Wharton came out, with smiling
faces.
_ *Oh, here you are!” gasped Dunter,
in great relief. “I say, you fellows,
you've wasted a lot of time! Mauly’s
got tons of stuff; but with all those
fellows there, you know—— I ‘say,
where are you going ?"

Wharton and Nugent turned towarda
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the etairs. Mauly’s study was in the
opposite direction.

“1 say, you fellows!” roared Bunter,
“Iold on 17

“ What for 7" asked Wharfon.

“Whoro are you going, you silly ass?
Tea will be finished in Mauly’s study ab
this rate! A lot of greedy fellows—"'

*Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, Wharton, you said you'd
take mo to tea with you in Mauly's
study——""

“If you waited in the passage till I
went !” said Harry.

“Well, I've waited, haven't 11"

“Go on waiting [

“ Look here, when are you going to tea
with Mauly, theni”

“ Next week perhaps—""

“What?” shrieked Bunter.

“QOr the week after——7

“You—you—you—you silly idiot!"
gurgled Bunter. *“Ain't you going to
tea with Mauly to-day?”

“Not at all I

“Why, you—you—you—>"

My dear man, rely on me to keep the
arrangement,” said Wharton. “TI'll take
youto tea withme in Mauly’s study when
1 go, if you wait in the passage till I go—
which may be next weck, or the weck
after, or the weck after that! If you
don't wait in the passage till then, of
course, it's all off I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Nugent, quite
entertained by the expression on Billy
Bunter’s face.

“DBeast!" roared Bunter.

Wharton and Nugent went down the
Remove staircase smiling. Billy Bunier
was left in the Remove passagpe—far
from smiling! Indeed, to judge by his
expression, Bunter was taking a leaf aut
of the book of that ancicnt king who
never smiled again.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

7 IIAT silly ass—"
“IIallo, hallo, hallo!
What's the row, Mauly "

The rising-bell had ceased
to clang, and the Remove were turning
out in the frosty winter morning.

Billy Bunter was still snatching a last
few precious moments in bed; but the
other fellows were all uE, and Lord

)

Mauloverer secmed to disturbed
“Bome potty ass has been larkin' with

about something.

my clobber,” complained  Mauly.
“Rolten trick, larkin®” with a fellow’s
clobber.”

Two or threo fellows came over 1o
Mauly. Mauly was a very careful man
with his clothes, and they woere always
folded up very neatly when his lordship
went to bed. At home, at Mauleverer
Towers, Mauly's “man” did this im-
portant duty of looking after Mauly's
beautiful and expensive clothes; and
Mauly, though he bore it uncomplain-
ingly, felt that it was rather hard that a
fellow couldn't have his “man™ at
school!  However, he couldn’t, so ho
looked after his clothes himself, giving
that matter much moroe careful atten-
tion than he gave to Mr. Quelch's in-
struclions in class,

It was not casy to irritate his easy-
going lordship; but if anything coufd
perturb his cheerful placidity, it was
damage to his clobber. There was quite
a frown on Mauly's face.

“Look at that jacket!” said Mauly.
“Rumpled all over! Look at my bags—
crumpled! T eall this the limit! What
silly ass got out of bed to lark with my
clg“limr?”Skinner, you fearful rotter,

i
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“Not lord I”
Skinner,

“I'll jolly well punch your noge

“You silly ass, 1 haven't touched your
silly clobber ! hooted Skinner .

“Well, you're always playin’ some
roften trick. You put gum in my Sun-
day hat once, as you joliy well know !”
growled Lord Mauleverer, “I'm jolly
well goin’ to punch your head, Skinner,
and chance it !”

“T've told you—" yelled Skinner.

“Yaas; but that makes no difference.
You're such a fearful fibber, yon know.
You ean’t expeet me to guess when you
happen to be tellin’ the truth. 1'm not
a magician!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T say, this is jolly queer!” said Bob
Cherry.” “Bomebody must have turned
out of bed in the night and fooled about
with Mauly's clobber.”

“Looks as if somebody’s been through
the pockets,” said Vernon-Smith. *“The
lining’s turned out of your jacket
pocket, Mauly.”

Lord Mauleverer gave a violent start.

There was an ‘inside pocket to his
elegant jacket, and the lining of that
pocket was pulled out, showing the
pocket, of course, to be empty.

Mauly gazed at it, dumb£1tnded.

“Look here! If this is a joke, it's a
bit too thick!” he =said quie le. “The
silly ass who has shifted my notacase
had better hand it over.”

“Your notecase ¥ repeated Wharton.

“Y kept it in that pocket!”

“QOh, my hat!”

More fellows gaihered round Lord
Mauleverer now, and faces were rather
serions. A “lark” with a fellow’s
clothes was one thing; but a “lark ™
1»1‘11'_1'11 a fellow’s money was guite another
thing.

“Took in the other Pockets,” sug-
gested Jim Valentine.  “The silly ass
may have put it there!”

“Yaas, I shouldn’t wonder.”

Lord Mauleverer ran his
through all his pockets in turn.
notecase did not come to light.

All the Remove knew Mauly's hand-
some Russia-leather noteease, which was
itself worth several guineas, apart from
the contents. Most of the fellows knew
ithat Mauly had had a big remittance
lately, and that there were banknotes as
well as curreney notes in that nolecase.
The Removites looked at one another,
with startled faces.

“This isn t a lark,” said Harry Whar-
ton, “this is sheer, fatheaded foolish-
ness.  The fellow who has shifted
Mauly's cash had better own up at
onee 1*

There was silence.

“For poodness’' sake cough it up!™
cxclaimed the captain of the Remove.
“If this isn’t cleared up at once, wa
shall have fellows saying that there’s a
thief in the Form !”

Fven as the words passed his lips
Wharton gave a start, and his glance
shot involuntarily to Jim Valentine,

Valentine did not observe it; he was
locking at Mauly. Dut Nugent saw it,
and he started, too, and his face paled.

A thief in tho I'orm! There was a
fellow in the IForm who had been the
associate of thieves—whose actions since
had looked as if he was still in associa-
tion with them!

Frank Nugent turned away, sick ab
heart.

“1 never touched vour clobber, Maule-
verer, | swear that ! said Skinner, with
rather a scared look.

Mauleverer nodded.

“That's all right, Skinner, old bean.
You wouldn't be fool enough to lark
with a fellow's notecase,”

“Bunter was jolly

guilty, my grinned

hands
But the

intcrested i@
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Mauly’s banknotes,” said the Dounder,
with a grin,

“Don’t be a silly ass, Bmithy,” said
Lord Mauleverer., “Bunter’s a blither-
ing idiot, but he's no more a thief thun
I am.”

“Does any fellow here know anything
about it?” asked Squifl, looking round
at the circle of startled faces.

Nobody did, apparently.
events, there was no answer,

“It—it must have been a lark—a silly
lark 1 said Mark Linley haltingly.

“If it was a lark, the fellow concerned
can_ say so,” said the DBounder, “and
he’d better =ay so at once !”

There was a tense silence.

“I—I-—T1 .say, this is pretty rotten,”
said Bob Cherry at last. “If this gets
out——"

At all

“It will get out soon enough, if
Mauly's notecase isn’t found before we
g2 down!” said Vernou-Smirlh,

“Sure it was in that pocket, Maule-
verer ¥ asked Valentine.

“ Yaaa

“Well, you're rather a forgetful ass,
you  know,” sakd Valentine. “You
might have left it somewhere—in your
study, perhaps.”

“That wouldn’t account for Mauly's
pockets having been turned out over-
night ! said Hazeldene. " Somcbody's
been throngh his pockets.”

Harry Wharton was silent. A hideous
conviction was foreing itself inte hiw
mind, but he eould not utter it,

"1 say, you fellows "—Billy Dunter
5atq5:p in bed ut last—" I say, is anything
up?”

17

“Time you were,” said the Bounder.
“Did you burgle Mauly’s pockets last
night, Buntor$”

“Q0h, really, Smithy—"

“8hut up, Bmithy, I tell you!”
snapped Lord Mauleverer.,
“X say, is anything gone? asked

Bunter, rolling out of bed. “Have you
lost_your banknotes, Mauly 77

“Yaas. "

“Well, serve you jolly well right!”
said Bunter. " You might as well have
cashed that postal order for me yester-
day, as it tnrpns out.”

" You howlin® ass !

Harry Wharton spoke at last,

“If this is a lark on Mauly, the fellow
had better own up before we go down.

{Continuéd on nexl poge.)
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WHO’S THE BEST “GOALIE" ?

T is always a pleasure to me to answer
I questions from readers if I can
possibly do so. I have to confess,
however, that from timo to time
I receive  queries  which  leave me
“ gtumped.”  Here iz one from H. 1.,
which comea under that heading. * Will
you tell me who is tho best goalkeoper
playing in English League football at
the present time 7"

Needless to say, I have my own views
as to the man whom I should name
myself us tho best goalkeeper in English
foothall, but on a question like this it is
merely n matter of opinion. Probably I
should get myself into hot water with
football enthusinsts up and down the
country if I said definitely that this or
that goalizeeper was botter than the rest.

The sclectors of English Inter-
national teams say ithat Harry
Hitbx, of Rirmingham, is the best
of the goallicepers of the present
generalion who are qualified to
play for England. They have said
that by choosing [ibbs for the
recent repr tative teltes. And
I don't suppose anybody would
quarrel with me very seriously if 1
suqgugested that Hibbs is as good
as any man in the game to-doy as
a goalkecper,

Thero aro other '‘keepers,”” however, who
demand attention, ond who might be
considersd just as good s Hibbe, T have
often talked to well.known forwards on
thizs question of who iz the best goal-
keeper, and I should say that the answer
I havo received, on tho greatest number
of oceasions, is Elisha Scott. As you know,
he is tho Liverpool goalkeeper who has
played so often for Ircland, and who,
incidentally, has played so long for
Liverpool that he is now in Lhe course of
qualifying for hia fourth benefit.

Up and down the country, however,
and 1n mateh after mateh, we come against
good goalkeepers, and while I would not
ke so bold as to say which is the best,
I would go so far as to say that there ared
a greater number of really good goal-
keepcrs than thero are really good players
for auy ather position on the feld,

CO-OPERATION IS ESSENTIAL!

ERY seldom do we hear of a big
y transfer [ee being paid for o
goalkeeper, and I Eknow many
managors wha nare of opinion
that it is a wuasie of moncy to pay a
trangfer foo at all for n “ kesper® M1
can always luy my hands on a good goal-
keeper,” suid ono managoer to mo ihe
other day.
If it i3 truo that thers are more good
goalkespers than good players for any
other position, how is that fact accounted

R
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SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE.

ZINESMAN

Don’t argue with your pals, it's awaste of time.

your Soccer problems.

Lot ‘' Linesman '' settle
He's a walking encyclopedia where the great
winter game’s concerned.

for * T can answer that question to my | Suppose the goalkeeper is standing just

own satisfaction, anyway.

No matter in what class of joot-
ball a goalkecper plays he has,
rowghly spealiing, the swmc sort
of work to do. Inn junior eleven the
goulliecper gets high shots  and
lorwe ones, swervers and curlers,
In other words, there is not the
same difference in shooting, betiween

the various groaldes of football as
there is in some other depart-
wments.

Again, it i easier, perhaps, to be a good

pgoalkeeper beenuse tho goalkeepor docs,
to such n large extent, play on his own,
no mattor what class of football he plays
in, 'Thus, from his very earliest days the
poalkeoper learns to rely on himself, and
thus stocled, he has contidence in himsell
when he is promoted from one class of
football to another.
When [ suy that a goolkeepor plays
on his own to a very large extent,
I nm not suggesting for 0 moment that a
goalkeeper should not have a clear and
real understanding with  his  full-bueks.
Co-operation in defence is just as essential
a3 co-operation  in attack, Witehing
football matches, and listening to the
remarka of the spectators, 1 have never
been able to understond why the pass
back by a defendeor to the pgoalkecper,
should bring torth sareastic rennrks, such
a3 " windy.”

T

It iz notf a sign of weakness for
the full-bark fo leave the hafl fo
his gonlheeper or fo pass it back to
i when in a tight corner. It is
a sign of strengtie. I wonld nech
rooner xee a full-back slip the ball
to his goealkecper than bang it ond
of play.

ENGLISH CLUBS « SCOTTISH CLUBS.

FINE point regarding the correet
ruling s raised by another
vhoughtful eorrcspondent.  "L'he
gonlkeoper i3 oot allowed to

handle the ball outside the ponalty area.

inside the penalty area and stretches out
to handle the bull, should a fres kick
be given against him ? The answer is in
the affirmative. |

The decision on matters of this
Lind depends upon the position of
the ball; not on the position of the
fect or body of the player. The
same ruling would apply to a case
of hands by o full-back. If the
ball was in the penally area when
the full-back handled, then it
would be a penally kick although
the legs and body of the full-bach
weere outsiide the penalty arca.

There hay been muech talk in recent
times ahout the posaibility of tho big
Leggue cluba of Heolland joining with
English cluba in the playing of cither
Lengus matehes or Cup-ties. You  will
romember that not long ago, Newcastle
United suggasted that their reserva side
should play in the Second Division of the
Seottish League.  Perhaps the day will
come when the leading clubs of England
and Seotland will partieipate in the same
Leagua, but that day is not yet.

Mention of this  matter, however,
reminds me that in the very olden days,
Seottish  elubs  did compete for  tho
* Fmglish ™ Cup, The Queen’s Park Club,

of Glasgow, enterod the Cup eompetition
i the first season in which this competition
was run, Queoon’s Park weve excused
until tho sami-tinal,  Then they played a
London elub, known as  the Wanderers.
Tho match was staged in Seotland, and
ended in o draw. Thercupon. the Queon’s
Park Club withdrew from the competition
beeause they eould not aiford to travel
all tho way to London for a replay. Faney
a team withdrawing fram the Cup at the
somiinal stage | Hounds tunny, doesn's

‘& Yot it actually happened.

“ LINESMAN™
{Addiess  your  Nocver  gucrids ly
“ Lineemanr,” rfo Tue Macxer, The
Flectwny Howse, Fuorringdon Street,

London, E.’A.)
THE MacNer Lisrany.—No. 1,301,
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Otherwise, Mauly will have to report it
to Quelch.” _

That it was not s lark was clear, from
the fact that nobody had anything to
say by the time the Romovites were
ready to po down. Some unknown
hand, in the night, had abstracted
Mauleverer’s notecase from his pocket—
and was keeping it! In grim and glum
silence the Remove went down.

At the foot of the stairs Wharton
tapped Mauleverer on the shoulder.

“You'll have to s=ee Quclech after
brekker, Mauly.”

“You think——" muttered Mauly.

“Isn't it clear?”

“Well, Valentine suggested that I—I
might have left the notecise some-
where,” murmured his lordship feebly.
“I—I own up to bein’ a rather fdrget-
ful chap in some things.”

“Your pockets were turned out, tat-
head.” .

“Yaas; but that wmight have been
only a lark. We thought it was & lark
at first, you know.”

“Nobody's owned up to it—"

“Might not like to, now the cash is
missin’—see? I—I rather {faney it's
a coincidence—"’

“Don’t be an as:!"

“Well: look at it,” urged the unhappy
Mauly. “Say I left the notecase some-
where an’ forgot it, VFellow larks with
my clobber—doesn’t {ike to say so when
it scems that money's missin’—see?”

“Do you really belicve that, Mauly?”

Mauleverer was silent. Apparently he
was {rying to believe it, but could not
quite succeed.

“Lock here, Mauly—-""

¥ Anvhow, there's no hurry,” mut-
tered Mauleverer. “I'll have a jolly
good hunt for that notecase—see? Leave
it at that.”

Wharton set his lips.

“Your money was taken out of your
pocket. in our dormitory, during the
night,” ho said. “You know it, as well
as I do.”

Mauleverer gave a little shudder.

“That means that there’s a thief in
the Form,” he said.

“'i"es-,l

“Well. there isn't!"

“What ?”

“Don’t I know every follow in the
Remove? There isn't a thief in the
Remove! That's rot!”

do,

“What are JFou
Mauly 27

“Hunt for that jolly old notecase.””

“And if—or rather, when—you don’t
find it?”

“Perhaps I shall.”

“You know you won't,” sajd Wharton
quictly  “But leave it at that, for the
present, if you like. As you say, there's
no hmrry.”

And it was left at that—for the
present.  But there were two fellows at
least, who felt, with a shuddering cer-
tainly. that they knew, they cou'?d not
help knowing, that there was a thief
io the Remove., and who he was;

.

going to

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery !
HAT about Coker?”
Billy Bunter asked that
question, addressing it to a

group of Remove fellows in
the Rag after class.

“Oh, dry up, Bunter!” said Eob
Cherry.
Generally, the mention of Coker

would have made the fellows smila. But
nobody in the Remove was feeling like
smiling now,

Tae Magyer Lisniry.—No. 1,301,

What had happened in the dormitery
had casf a cloud over the whole Form.

During the day nothing had been
learned of- the missing notecase. Lord
Manleverer was supposed to be hunt
ing for it. DBut probably his efforts
wera not very great. For at the bottom
of his heart Mauly knew very well that
that notecase had been taken from his
pocket while Le slept. However, his
lordship looked in his study, and up
and down. and round about, in a rather
perfunctory manner. Nobody expected
him to find if—and he did not.

The ‘conclusion ‘that had to ba drawn
was clear, Mauly’s notecase was in
some other fellow's keeping.  There
had been s theft.

Mr. Quelch had heard nothing yet.
Bui ha was certain to hear before long.
The juniors could not discuss such a
maiter without it petting known.
Already fellows in other Forms had
heard something about it,

Tt would have to go before the Form
master, and then the Head. And
then—— Wharton and Nugent felt that
they, at least, knew what would happen
—what, must happen. Valentine, the
boy who had once associated with
crooks, would be ecalled Dbefore the
headmaster, Tt was o ceTrtainty.

They wondered whether Valentine
himself had thought of that. If so, there
was nothing to be read in his face.

He was guiet and serious, like maost
of the fellows since that appalling dis-
covery. Put there was certainly no
trace of uneasiness to be read in his
looks or manner.

The Famous Five were in the Rag,
with half a dozen other fellows, and the
talk turncd on the missing notecase
Lord Mauleverer, questionad by two or
three fellows, admitted that he hiad not
found it—vet. And Vernon-S8mith.
with a shrug of the shoulders, asked
who the dickens could have enaffled it.
Tt was then that Billy Dunter weighed
in. Bunter had been thinking—quite
an unusual proceeding on Bunter’s part,
Now he was going to give the other
fellows the wonderful results of his un-
usual mental exertions.

“You mneedn’t say dry nup, BReb
Cherry!” said the fat Owl severely.
“I'vea heen thinking this out. about
Mauly’s notecase, and I ecan jolly well
tell vou, I've got itt”

“You've got it?” exclaimed Maunle-
verer.

“Yes, T faney so."

“Then hand it over, you howling

ass 1"
“Eh?” Billy Bunter jumped.
“Wharrer you mean, you dummy?

Hand over what?”
“My notecase
“You—you silly  idiot gasped

Bunter  “I haven’t got your note-

case. have I
"‘:’Iou said you had pot it, 2 minute

[

0.
“You silly chump!” howled Bunter.

“T didn’t mean I'd pgot the note-
case, you burbling fathead. T meant
I'd got it—I mean, I'd got who
pinchied it!*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mauly’s little misunderstanding had
the effect of banishing the serious looks
of the Removites for a moment.

“I've got it!” repeated Bunter. "1
say, von fellows, what about Coker #**

“Well, what about him, ass?” asked
Frank Nugent impatiently, “Don’t jaw
ahout Coker now. Keep your head
shut.””

“1 mean Coker's got it!”

“What 77

“Well, what does it look like?” de-
manded Bunter, as the whole group of

THE MAGNET

juniors turned astounded eyes on him.
The fat Owl felt that he had made a
sensation, at least—as, indeed, he had.
“A few nights ago Coker of the Fifth
came sneaking into our dorm at one or
two in the morning. Now somebody’a
pinched a lot of money in our dorm!
What does it look like? I ask you!”

“Well, my only hat!” said Bob
Cherry blankly. “Is that what you've
got, you frabjous, foozling, fatheaded
frump 2%

“That’s it 1" answerad Bunter. “ Mauly

says there isn't a pincher in tho
Remove—"* ]
“Yaas,” said Mauleverer. “I say

that again.”

“Well, T fancy he’s, right,” said
Bunter. “Mauly’s u silly fathead, of
course; byt I fancy he's right this time.
Nobody in the Remove pinched that
aotecase. It was a fellow from another
dormitory,” )

“Dash it all, it's possible!” said the
Bounder “There’s a thief somewhere;
but, affer all, a fellow ecould get into
the dorm at night—and evervbody at
Greyfriars knows that Mauly’s thick
with money.”

Thers was a general nodding of heads.
Tt did seem probable: but 1t was, as
Smithy said, possible, And it was a
rather more agrecable idea than that
there was 8 thief in the Remove.

“Well,” continued Bunter, “a fellow
comes butting into our dorm at night.
He makes out that he came to whaop
Valentine. That's all very well, Being
scen there, he had to say something.
Bee 17

‘“You silly ass ! said Harry Wharton.
“Chuck it !”

“Oh, really, Wharton! I tell you
I've got it ! The other night Coker was
after it, and he foozled it. Last night
he tried again, and got away with it.
What do you fellows think?”

DBunter blinked inquiringly at the
juniors. There was no doubt that most
of the fellows were rather inclined to
jump at the theory that the thiet had
come from another dormitory, DBut
nobody except Dunter was likely to
suppose that Horace Coker of the Fifth
Form was a “ pincher.” It was not only
because Coker had plenty of money of
his own—too much, in fact. Coker was
every known kind of an ass, but he was
straight as a die, a3 every fellow knew,
excepting the fat and fatuous Owl of

the Remove.

“What do we think?” 1epeated
Johnny Bull. “Well, I, for cne, think
you're a blithering idiot, and I think
I'n going to kick you!”

And Johnny Bull did. There was an
indignant vell from Bunter.

“I think the same,” remarked Bob
Cherry, and he followed suit.

“Yarooh I

“The thinkfoulness of my esteemed self
is also terrifie,” observed Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh, and he shot out a foct.

“Whooop !*

Billy Bunter departed from the Rag
in a great hurry. His masterly sug-
gestion, which, Duater constdered,
cleared up the mystery, did not secem to
have made him popular. Two or three
more kicks reachod him as he {led, and
Billv Binter roared and vanished.

“The fat ass!”’ said Jim Valentine.
“Rut what that fat dnlfer’s said has pot
something into my mind, vou fellows.”

“What's that?"” asked Bob.

“That yarn of Coker’s about a bitr-
glar in the dorm—*

“That waz all bunkum !”

“I know; but all the same, there may
be a pincher in the Honse—one of the
servants, perhaps—and there may have
been somehody in the dorm the night
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*¢ Queleh,” said Mr. Prout, “* this is outrageous—unparalleled ! Such an uproar from your Form—at such an hour of

the night—is intolerable !°*

Coker butted in. It looks like it now,
for it's just impessible to belicve that
there's a pincher in our Form. I agree
with Mauleverer there.”

Harry Wharton looked fixedly at
Valentine, Believing as he did—as he
could not help belioving—he felt sick-
ened by what seemed like the hypocrisy
of the new junior. e turned away,
and walked out of the Rag, and Frank
Nugent followed him. The other fel-
lows remained discussing the affair, ex-
cept Mauly, who drifted away to his
study, for another desultory look for the
missing notecase there.

Wharton and Nugent went to their
study. It was nearly tea-time, though
they were not thinking of tea. In Study
No. 1 they locked at one another,

“This can’t go on, Harry,” muttered
Nugent,.

harton shock his head.

“It can’t,” he agreed.  “You heard
what the fellow said; it made me sick.
I—I1 don’t know whether we ought to
feel so sick with him, considering how
the poor wretch was trained—in a pang
of wvile thieves—but—but—hut it won't
do for Greyiriars, Frank.”

“Well, it can’t last,” said Nagent.
“Quelch will be getting hold of the story
soon, and then all the fat will be in
tho fire.”

Wharton moved about the study rest-

ssly.
“Tf a fellow could only bLe sure,” he

muttered. * It looks—it looks What
was he doing that night out of hounds,
Frank? It looks And now thero's

o thief here.  ‘T'here wasn’t before ha
came. What's a fellow to think? And
yet—yet somehow T can’t get it down.”

“Same here,” said Frank, * Anyhow,
wa can't say anything, It's for the
beaks to find the man out.”

boy here—Coker ! **

“But it's rotien, it's awinl suspecting
a chap of such a fearful thing, and—
and—— If a fellow only knew."

“ Queleh will take it in hand as soon

as he hears.  The soouner the better,
Fellows will be suspecting this and that.
That howling ass lgnnl:nr has started on
poor ald Coker already.”
. “T—I supposc there can’t be anything
in what Valentine said—that there's a
incher about?  And Coker ran into
iim that night——"

“There was no pincher here before
Valentine came.”

“Yos; that scems to settle it, and yet
—and yeb ? It seemed fo settle it
Yot Valentine's handsome, frank face
seemed to rise before VWharton's eyves,
and give a silent denial. *If a fellow
conld only be sure——"

Wharton broke off with a shudder,

“If they suspect Valentine, Frank—
and they innst—they’ll search this study.
It’s his study as well as ours.”

Nugent started.

“1—I hadn’t thought of that.” Ha
stared round the study. *“You think
that —that—" His voice trailed off.

“Whera else? He wouldn’t dare to
carry it about with him. If—if he had
it, it's parked here somewhere,”

Nugent’s face was white,

“TIt's too thiek,” ho =aid. “I1f it's
found here, of course, that will settle
it. Look here, Harry, he won't be com-
ing up to tea. Hao never comes hero to
tea now, IF it's here, wo can find it
And—and give the poor brute a chance.
Give himm a chance to clear out of the
echool, and nothing said.”

Wharton stood siwent, looking at his
chum for a full minuto. Then he
nodded his head slowly.  That was a
way out.  If only certainty could be

**It is absolutely intolerable, sir,”” hooted Mr. Quelch, *‘ that a boy of your Form should
create such a disturbance ! '’ ** What ! ** gasped Prout. *“ A boy of my form? »

“ Yes,”” said Mr. Quelch. ¢ This

arrived at the fellow could be given a
chance—to go.

" Let’s !” said Wharton briefly.

It was five minutes later that Whar-
ton, rooting bchind the lumber in the
hpttom of the study cupbgard, while
Nugent looked elsewhere, suddenly gave
a_cry. He turned from the cupboard,
his face_ like chalk, with something in
ll'qs hand., Nugent spun round towards
111,

" What——"" he began.

He did not need to finish,

It was Lord Mauleverer's notecase,
with its crest and monogram, that was
in Harry Wharton’s hand, And 1t was
empty !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Way Out!
E"ORD MAULEVERER sighed.

His lordship was cxtended on
the expensive sofa in his lord-
ship’s study with a cloud on his

noble brow,

That apparently was how his lordship
was hunting for the lost notecase, ’

But really it was not much use to
look round the study for that notecase.
Lord Maulevever hoped that it was
there; but he koew very well, at the
back of his mind, that it was not there.

He sighed deeply.

He did not helieve that there was o
thief in the Remove, or in tho school at
all. It was not easy for a fellow like
Mauly to beliove anything of that kind.
But he was puzzled and worried and
miserable. Unless he had laid that note-
case somewhere and forgotten all about
it—and he knew that he hadn’t--it had

Tneg Maigyer Lisrary.—No. 1,301,
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been taken from his pocket in the dor-
mitory. If that did not spell theft, it
was rather difficult to say what it did
mean. Tho whoele thing was horribly
dismaying and disconcerting, and 1t
made Lord Mauleverer feel thoroughly
wretched and miserable, i

There was & tap at the door, and it
opened, to admit Wharton and Nugent.
Lord Mauleverer started up rather
guiltily.

“I—I'm not slackin’, old beans!” he
stammered, “I—I was just goin’ to
have a—a jolly good look—"

“No need now, Mauly,” said Harry
Wharton quietly. “It's found.”

He shut the study door.

“ Found !” ejaculated Mauleverer.

“Here it is!”

“Oh, what luck!™ aspod Mauly.
His face was irradiated. "I told you
men that it hadn't been pinched—
whaIt?" it

& tis nmp y .‘)

“QOh!”

Lord Mauleverer locked into the note-
caso, Thero were some stamps in 1t,
but nothing in the shape of notes. The
brightness faded out of his face again.

“Oh gad!” he said dismally.

“Did. you have much in it, Mauly?"
asked Nugent.

“Nunno! There were a couple of
fivers, and—and some currency notcs,
1 forget how many.”

“And there's nothing now,”
Harry.

“Nothin' !”

Lord Mauleverer groaned. He had
clung to his fixed belief that there was
no thief within the walls of Greyfriars
School. But even Mauly found it diffi-
cult to cling to that now.

“Where did you find it?” he asked.

“In our study.”

“Y-your study!” stultered DMaule-
verer,

“It was hidden behind some lumber
ot the bottom of the study cupboard.”

“Good gad! Some sweep must have
chucked it there to get rid of it after
baggin’ the notes, Is—is that what you
think 1 - .

“]1 suppose the rotter hid it there till
he coul«f get rid of it,” said Harry. “It

said

was out of sight, of course; but if the
studies were searched, it would have

* and no tas

: John Henry it was who set out to
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turned up. I sup;iaoza the notes are
hidden somewhere else. He may have
those in his guckets."

“But who?” groaned Mauly.

“You've no idea?” asked Wharton,
looking curiously at his lordship.

Mauleverer shook his head hopelessly.

“ Not the foggiest.” .

“It was found in Study No. 1—hidden
out of sight. What is anybody to think
of that?” asked Harry. .

“Blessed if I know!” said Lord
Mauleverer, .

“Well, the thief wouldn’s be likely to
hide it in any study but his own.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled faintly.

ST don’t fancy anybody would suspect
you, old bean!”

“Me ! gasped Wharton.

“Qr Nugent.”

“Or—or me.”
Mauleverer. ;

“How could anybody?” said Maule-
verer. “It wouldn’t be sense. And
that new chap in your study—what's his
pame }—Valentine ; he's square.”

“You think he’s square?”

“I know he is,” said Lord Mauleverer
calmly. * Somebody pitched this note-
case where you found it to get shut of it.
Might have picked your study, simply
because it's above suspicion. You sce,
he'd think it was safe there till he had
time to get shut of it. DBut who the
dooce was it?” .

Wharton and Nugent gazed at his
noble lordship in silence.

“Not a Remove man,” went on Maule-
verer thoughtfully, “That's a cert to
begin with. No, of course, I don’t know
overy man at Greyfriars, and there may
be some awful rotter I've never noticed.

can't believe it, though.”  Maule-
vorer shook his noble head. “Look
here, suppose it was like this—"

“Like what "

“Suppose I put the money somewhere
else, and not in the notecase at all, and
—and I forgot all about it.”

“You didn’t!”

“] might have—I've an awlul memory
for trifles. Well, then, some silly ass,
larking, took this notecase—with nothin’
in it, you know—and—and parked it
in your study cupboard—rotten silly
joke, you know——*

Nugent stared at

WAR THRILLS
in the AIR!

Baldy's Angels were the crack flying
squadron on the Western Front
during the Great War, John Henry
Dent was their star fighting pilot—
« was_too perilous for I
this dare-devil airman to tackle.

solve the mystery of the Phantom
Fighter, a ruthless Cerman pilot
who caused havoc among Britain's
Air Force. How he did it—the |
unique and utterly reckless way_in
which he did it—makes thriﬁin
reading in * THE PHANTO
FIGHTER 1" an amazing complete
War flying story which appears in
this week's spendid issue o

R 2d
Newsagents °
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“Do vou think we're going to take
that seriously, Mauleverer?”

13 'lfuns [’?

Wharton and Nugent looked at one
another. Iow much faith Mauly him-
sclf was able to put in his extraordinary
theory, they could not tell; but they
were not liEely to put any in it them-
selves,

“Leave it at that1” said Mauleverer
quietly. “A notecase was missin'—and
f. ?Ic_n‘teca.se has been found! That's the
0

“You cant lose your money!”

“1I'm always losing somethin’,
it at that, I tell you!”

“You mean you're willing to lose the
money, rather than have a disgraceful
row in the school?”’

“I mean that the matter’s closed,
and that’s that!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I don't pretend to understand it all
—I'm not one of those bright fellows
—but I know there isn't a thief in the
Remove, and I'm not goin' to have

Leave

fellows savin' that there is! Leave
it at that.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“I1f you mecan that, Mauly, we'll

lcave it at that—for a certain reason.
You want us to keep it dark$”

“Exactly! I've found my notecase—
here it is! Nobody’s bizney to ask for
further  particulars.  You fellows
needn't come into the picture at all!
I've found my notecase!”

“Leave it ot that, then,” said Harry.

The two juniors left the study and

went back to Study No. 1. Wharton
closed the door.
“It’s clear now, Frank! No need

to disgrace the poor rotter—no mneed of
a scandal in the school! We've got to
speak to him quietly—when he comes
up for prep will do—and—and he's
got to gol So long as he goes, we
can hold our tongues.”

And Nugent nodded assent.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows All [
HOR.\CE COKER gave a dismal

groan.
Coker was scated at his
study table with a pen in his
hand, a shcaf of impot paper before
him, ink on his fingers, and a blob of
ink on his nose.

Coker was writing lines.

In all Coker's leisure hours since his
adventure in the Remove dormitory,
Coker had been writing lines,

Coker was making quite a  close
acquaintance with the works of that
great {mct P. Vergilius Maro.

Really, Coker was lucky! In any
Form under the Iifth, Coker would
have been * whopped * by his indignant
Form master—and the whopping would
wve been a record. Indeed, Prout had
been strongly tempted to whop Coker,
senior as he was.

But he had made it lines! Coker
had been ordered, as a punishment,
to write out tho whole of the first book
of the Ancid.

Now, in the first book of the JEneid
there are seven hundred and fifty-five
lines! And Coker was a slow worker!
Long, long before Coker was half
through that tremendous imposition, ho
repented him that he had ever gone
to the Remove dormitory to whop Jim
Valentine. Prout refused to believe in
his burglar! Nobedy believed in his
burglar. The burglar, if believed in,
might have been taken as an extenu-
ating circumstance! But only Coker
believed in him. Prout was merciless.
Seven hundred and fifty-five lines had
to be wrilten out, and handed in by
Ilorace Coker as a reward for bis
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nocturnal stunts; and for days Coker
bad lived and moved and had his being
in endless lines! ;

Never before had Coker realised what
& long-winded ass Virgil was! Any
decent chap, Coker thought bitterly,
would have cut it shorter! Of course,
Virgil, in the ancient days when he
wrote his deathless verse, never fore-
saw that that deathless verse woul
be used in later ages to torment school-
boys! 8till, the silly ass mcedn’s have
been so frightfully long-winded! It
seemed to Coker that ho never, never
would get to the end of that awful
impot. A whole book of Virgil—tosh
from beginning to cnd, too, in Coker’s
valuable opinion! But there was no
help for it—and Coker had to scrawl
the lot, from “ Arma virumgque cano
to “fluctibus mstas.” He longed for
“fuctibus @mstas’ as a shipwrecked
mariner longs for the sight of land.

It was tea-time, and Dotter and
Greeno looked into the study with hopes
of tea. But Coker was not thi.ukm% of
tea. Prout, after several days, had
grown impatient; and hinted that if
those lines were not handed in pretty
soon, the second book of Virgil might
be added thereunto. .

That terrifying possibility drove
Coker to hard work.

A fellow might grind through the first
book of the Aneid, and live to tell the
tale, But Coker felt that the second
Rgok in addition would be the decath of

im.

He groaned and seribbled.

“What about tea?” asked Dotter,

casually. .
“I've got to get through this,”
groaned Coker. “Look here, do you
think Prout would notice if you men
put in a hundred lines each?”
“Fraid so!” said Potter.
“Sure of it!” said Greene. S
And Potter and Greene departed in
haste, to seek tea elsewhere. .
Coker snorted, and resumed scrib-
bling. Virgil and blots ran from his
active pen. Never had the “pins
Aneas” bored him so terribly. Ie
really wished that the ancient Greeks
had copped that Trojan hero when he
was making his celebrated get-away
from burning Troy. A hundred or more
lines remained to be written, after all
Coker's herculean labours, He groaned
and serawled.

Potter and Greene had left the study
door open. In the open doorway a fat
figure and a fatuous face appeared, and
two little round eyes blinked at Coker
through a large round pair of spectacles.

Billy Bunter eyed Coker for a few
moments with a severe blink. The ex-
pression on his fat face was stern.

“T say, (Joker——" he began at last.

The weary Horace looked up.

“Get out, blow you!” he grunted.
Coker was not in a mood to be bothered
by fags.

Bunter did not get out. But he did
not got in. He remained in the door-
way, apparcntly ready to dodge. He
had come there with somecthing lo say
to Coker—but he preferred to keep his
retreat open. Nearly filling the door-
way with his ample form, Bunter
blinked at the irritated Horace.

“Look here, Coker—""

b I gco up to vou,” said Coker,
“you'll know it! Bunk while you're
safe 1”

“If you prefer 1o have it out before
tho beaks, all right!” said Bunter.
“But I can tell you it will pay you
to keep it quiet, Coker.”

Coker gave Virgil a rest, and stared
at Bunter. He was surprised. He was
still more surprised when Dunter raised
his fat arm and pointed an accusing

fat forefinger at the astounded senior.

];‘I know all ! said Bunter dramatic-
ally.

Coker only gazed. Ilo did not know
that Bunter, who was a great patron of
the films, was being dramatic. He
thought he was potty.

“I know all ** repeated Bunter. “Cot
that? I'm giving you a chance, Coker,
to hand it over—before you're de-
nounced !

“ Did-dud-dod-denounced ?*
Coker.

“No good pretending not to under-
stand | sncered Bunter. “You see, I
know all! 1 know where you were last
night t”

“Last night? I was in the dorm!”
said Coker blankly.

“Yes—and I know which
grinned Bunter,

“Which dorm?*
dazedly.

stuttered

dorm !"’

repeated Coker

A LAUGH A DAY KEEPS '
THE DOCTOR AWAY!

Herewith, a sample for which
Cyril sborne, of 9, Casseo
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Merchant (to office-boy): *‘ How

is it, Clark, that whenever 1
enter the office you are idling 7 **
Clark: '‘1 dom’t know, sir, |
unless it be them soft shoes you |
wear that don’t make no noisa !’ |

You turn in the laugh, and I'll |
supply the prizel |

“Yes! Now, get down to it,” said
Bunter. “ Hand over Mauly's notecase
—with the notes in it, mind—and 1'll
take it back to Mauly.”

Coker rose to his feet. It was cvident
—to Coker—that Bunter had gone mad,
But Coker’s study wus not a lunatic
asylum, and le did nol want a mad
junior there.

“Mind, I mean il!” said Dunter.
“You nipped into the Remove dorm last
vight, and pinched Mauly’s cof. You
tried it on a few nights ago, and foozled
it—last mnight you got away with it.
You see, 1 know all.”

“Wha-a-at "’ gasped Coker in amaze-
ment.

“Hand it over, and I'll {ake it Lack
to Mauly,” said Bunter. "“I'm giving
you a chance. I'm acting as Mauly's
pil. I'm not going to see him robbed.
You needn't think I'm after anything
myszelf. Mauly may lend a fellow a
quid, or he may not, when a fcllow

2t

gets his banknotes back for him. That’s
neither here nor there. I'm going——"’

Coker gurgled,

Coker’s brain was not one of those
keen, swift, brilliant ones. It was not
quick on the uptake. But Coker began
to realise that Bunter was not, as he
had naturally supposed at first, insane.
He realised that somebod had
“pinched ” something in the Remove
dormitory overnight, and that Bunter,
for some inexplicable and unimagintble
reason, was -accusing him of it.

Coker made a jump at Bunter,

Bunter mado a jump back into the
passage.

“Kcep off, you beast!” squeaked
Bunter. “Mind, I'll go to Quelch! Tl
jolly well go to Quelch and say—
whoooop! ¥aroooop! Yow-ow-ow!”

Coker’s grasp was vpon him,

Bang !

Bunter's head smote the passage wall.

" Oh crikey! Oh erumbs! Leggo!”
shrieked Bunter. “I’ll go to Queleh——"

“You jolly well willl” roared Coker.
“TI'll take you to him! Come on!”

Red with wrath, Horace Coker yanked
the fat Owl a]on_g the passage, with a
grip of iron on his collar.

BEilly Bunter wriggled and squirmed
in that powerful guip.

“Ow! Leggo! Beast!
Wow-wow-wow-wow |’

He whirled along in Coker’s grasp.
Convinced, in the fatuous depths of his
fat, mind, that it was Coker who had
“pinched "’ the notecase, Billy Bunter
could not believe that Horace really
intended to take him to Quelch. But as
he whirled into Master’s Passago he
realised that the indignant Horace was
in deadly earnest, A dismaying doubt
smote him, then, whether his masterly
reasoning had led lum, after all, to the
right conclusion.

“1—I say, Coker—" he gurgled.

“Come on, you fat scoundrel 1” roared
Coker.

“I—I say, I—I’d rather not see
Quelch——" gasped Bunter.

Coker vanked him on. He reached
Mr. Quelch’s door, knocked on it with
his left, opened it, and, with his righ,
swung Bunier into the study.

With a yell, the Owl of the Remove
staggered in, and sprawled headlong
uder the astonished eyes of his Form
master,

I say—

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Mr. Quelch!

R. QUELCHY jumped from his
chair,
A junior who was standing
by his table stared round
blankly. It was Jim Valentine,

The Remove master was going through
a Latin exercise with Valentine when
Coker and Bunter arrived so suddenly
and uncxpeetedly.

* What—what—what docs this mean 7
stuttered Mr. Quelch. “ Bunter—Coker
—what—what—what—

“Yarcoch !”

“ Coker—what—*

Coker of the Fifih glared in at the
doorway, his face ecrimson, breathless
with wrath and indignation.

“That fat scoundrel—" he rearad.

¥ Coker 1"

“They’ve  bLeen  pinching in the
Remove I shrieked Coker.  “That fat
villain eame to my study and accused
mn ”

“\What 27
* Aceused mo  of pinchinﬁ' in the
Remove  dormitory!” raveld Coker.
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“I've brought him to you, siz! It's up
to you ™
“Calm yourself, Colker!” said Mr.

Queleh.  *If Bunter has made any such
absurd accusation, you did right in
bringing him to me; but not in this
manner, sir ! DBunter 1™

“0Oh crikey I”

“Get up at onee!
sprawl on my floor (™

“0Oh lor’ !

Bunier erawled to his feet. Ile
blinked dismally at Coker's flaming face
and then at the stern countenance of his
Form waster. It was borne in on
Bunter's fat mind that he had put his
toot in it.

“Have you accused Coker——"

“Oh! No, sir!’ gasped Dunter.
—it was only a jig-jig-ig——"

“A what %"

“A jig-jig-jig-joke, sir!” gasped the
fat Owl. “Just—just my fun, sirl I-—1
thought Coker would be amused, sir.”

“He says that Mauleverer’s notecase
has been pinched 1” roared Coker. ** And
he said [—"'

*Be silent, Coker! Bunter, answer
me at once ! llas Mauleverar missed his
notecase '

“0Oh dear! Yes, sir!” groaned
Bunter. *It was pinched out of his
pocket last night, sir. ic. the dorm! Oh
dear "

“Jf that is true, Mauleverer should
have reporied the smatter to me at
once!” exelaimed Mr. Quelch angrily.

How dare you

"It

“Valentine, is DBunter's statement
irue?”
“Mauleverer's missed his notecase,

“But I don't
has been

sir,” answered Valentine.
think he believes that it
stolen.”

*Bunter 1
dared to make such
against a4 Fifth Form boy

“Well, Coker cante butting info our
dorm the other night, sir!”" pgroaned
Bunter. “So 1 thought &

*You fat scoundrel!” hooted Coker.

“&ilence, Coker! You have yourself
to blame for this! If you had not acted
in such a ridiculous manner a few days
ago—>

“Look here, sir—"

“That will do, Coker! You may go!
1 shall cane Bunter, Valeatine, hand
me my cane.*

*Oh lor’ I

Coker of the Fifth, snorting, tramped
away. Billy Bun'er eyed his Iorm
master and the canc apprehensively,

*“I—1 say, sir, I—I ncver meant to—
to accuse Coker!” he groared. It was
only my fuf-fuf-fun, sir! Desides, he did
it, and 1 found him out! I—I
dare say he's got it in his pocket now,
sir! Make him turn out his pockets.”

“You absurd boy! Dend over that
chair! I shall cane yeu. Binter—""

“Wow ™

“If you dare to repeat such an accu-
sation, I shall send you to the Head for
a flopeing.”

“0Oh erikey I”

“Bend over that chair!’
Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter groaned and bent over
the chair, Mr. E!uolch laid on six with
a heavy hand, and every one of the six
elicited a fearful yell from the fat Owl.
He almost erawled from the study when
Mr. Queich had finished.

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane.

His brow was dark and thunderous.
T'his was his first news of the happening
in hiz IForm, and it had a deeply disturb-
ing effect on him. He fixed his eyes on
Valentine,

“Valentine, tell mo exactiy what has
occurred I he said curtly.
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For what reason have you
an accusation
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thundered

Valentine  did quietly and
succinetly,

Mr. Quelch listcued, hiz gimlet eyes
fixed on the boy's tace, with a peneira-
ting stare that was a littie disconcerting.

The Remove master's thoughts were
alimost chaotie.

A theft in the Removo—that was bad
enough in itself ! But that was not all
—that was not the worst! If there had
been a theft, there was a thief—and who
was the thief? There was & boy in the
Remove who had been an associate,
though no doubt the unwilling associate,
ol law-breakers! Unly a short time ago
he had seen that boy in falk with men,
plainly bad characters, whom he had
adwitted to be former associates, And
now—-—

Nosoy Clark had schemed well. The
terrible doubt that rose in Mi. Quelch’s
mind now was unavoidable.

Wihat had ho done?

Believing in the boy, trusting him,
making himself responsible fo: him, in
spite of his dubiou: past, had he
brought a thief into the school?

Mr, Quelch sat down heavily,

Valentine did nct understand the
expression on his face. But slowly it
dawned on him what was passing—what
must be passing—in the mind of his
friend and protector.

His face whitened.

He stood staring at Mr. Quelch, the
colour ebbing fro.s his face, and a
haggard, worn, old look coming over it.
He spoke at last, his voice szunken and

50,

husky :

*Mr. Quelch, you don't think—you
can't think—— Oh, heavens, why
shouldn’t you? You—you think that—
that I—"

Ho choked.

“No!"” Mr. Quelch’s voico eame firm
and eclear. “No, Valentine. I do not,
and I cannot, think anything of the
kind | T trust you."”

He drove away that hideous doubt.
He was determined to drive it away.
He rose from the chair and dropped his
hand kindly on the shoulder of the pale
and trembling junior.

“I trust you, Valentine!” he
repeated, in the same ficm tone. “[ am
sure that I have not bew deceived in
you. I trust wo.. implicitly. This
matier must be cleared up at once—l1
shall investigate it immediately. DBut,
remember, my boy, that I do not and
cannot doubt you l*

He made the boy a pesture to go, and
Valentine left the study.

Mr. Quelch remained long in thought
—deep and painful thought—after he
was gone, A weight like lead was on
his mind and his heart. A theft in the
Remove—only a fev weeks since he had
brought Valentire t~ the schooll He
could not, and he would not. doubt the
boy, but the matter had to come before
the Head, and what wouid the Head
think? What could he think? Upon
whom was suspicion to fall, unless
upon the boy with a doubtful past?
Whom else t

Mr. Quelch left his study at last, and
made his way to the Remove passage,
Linmediate investigation was necessary,
whatever the outcome. And he clung to
something that Valeatino had said—that
Mauleverer himse!f did nos believe that
there had been o theftl If it was pos-
sible, that, after all, it was all a mistake
—that there had been no theft—

He threw open the door of Study No.
12. Lord Mauleverer jumped to his feet,

The look on DBIr. Quelch's fuce
startled him. But he guessed at once
that his Form master had now heard
of what had happened in the Remove
dormitory. On the tuble lay the crapty
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nolecase that Wharton had brought
back to him half an hour ago. Maule-
verer was deeply thankful that it was
there,

“ Mauleverer "—Mr. Queleh’s voice -
was hard and iey—"I am informed that
your notecase was missing this morning,
and—"

“Yaas, sie. Dut—"

. “You should have reported the matter
immediately you ecame down, Maule-
verer, if a theft had been committed.”

“I didn’t think so, sir,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I don’t think so now.
'Ihere isn’t a thief in the school, sir.
That's rot |

“But your notecase was missing—"

“Yaas, sir. But T fancied it would
turn up—and it has!”

“ “’jlat ?JJ

“Hero it is, sir,” said Mauleverer,

touching the Russia-leatlier notecase
tl_mt’la,y on the table. “We've found it,
sir.”

Mr. Quelch stared at it. e was con-
scious of a feeling of deep, deep relief,
is trust in Valentine had not, after
all, been misplaced.

“That—that is your notecase, Maule-
verer " he exclaimed,

_"Oh, yaas, sir! It turned up all
right,” said Mauleverer checrfully. “1
rather thought it would. said all
along it hadn’t been pinched.”

Me. Quelch drew a deep breath,

‘1 am glad you have found it, Maule-
verer | You should be more careful!
That foolish boy Bunter has been
making ridiculous accusations, You will
tell the other boys at once, Manleverer,
that your notecase has been found, and
there has becn no theft?"

“ Certainly, sir!”

Mr. Quelch left the study, immensely
relieved. Lord Mauleverer winked into
space after ke had gone. He wondered
what Queleh would have said had he
mentioned that the contents of the note-
case were still missing! Mauly had
}190:1 very carcful not fo mention that.
Lhe sooner the unpleasant matter was

bureied in  oblivion the better, in

Mauly’s opinion,

Jim Valentine was called to his
Torm master’s study a few minutes
later. T'o his surprise, he found Mr.
Quelch  wearing  his  most  benign
expression,

“Valentine,” zaid the Remove master,
“Itold you that I trusted you. 1 repeat
it, Valentine. But 1 am thankful to
say that it transpires that no theft has
oceurred, after all,  Muuleverer hasg
found the missing notecase.”

_“He's found it, sir?’ exclaimed
Valeutine,
“Yes. He has it in bis study now.

But even had it not been found, my
boy, my faith in you would not have
faltered.”

But Jimn Valentine, as he went down
the passage, wondered. Could his pro-
tector have continued to trust him if
there had been a theft?

He heard Billy Bunter's voice as he
went into the Rag.

“I say, you fellows, I've had six—
wow !—all because I found out that
Coker had pinched that notecase 1”

“8erve you jolly well right!” said
Johnny Buli.

“Beast! I jolly well knew it was
Coker 1"

“You fat owl!” exclaimed Valentine.
“Mauly's found his notecase! Quelch
bas j)ust told me so 1"

“Oh crikey I” gasped Bunter.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated the
Bounder. * Mauly said ull along that
it hadn't been Piched ks

“He—he—he’s found it!" gasped
Bunter. “Oh crumbs! I say, where is
he?! Where's Mauly? Is he in his
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Bunter pointed an aceusing fat forefinger at Coker. *‘Iknow all ! ** he said dramatically. *‘ Got that ? But I'm glving you a

chance before you’re denounced. You nipped into the Remove dorm last night, and pinched Mauly’s oof.

I'l} take it back ! ** * Wha-a-what ? ** gasped Coker in amazement.

study? I say, you fcllows, where's old
Mauly

*“Ha, ha, ha1”? )

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Rag in
haste. Ho fairly flew to Study Ne. 12
in the Remove, If Mauly was in funds
again, Mauly was a man that Bunter
wanted to sce!l

On the other hand, it appeared that
Mauly did not want to sce Bunter. As
the fat Owl appeared in his study door-
way, Mauly grasped the pokcr and
made a jump for Bunter. And Bunter,
too, jumped—just in tiwe!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Innocent, or Guilly ?

ARRY WHARTON and Frank
Nugent were sorling out their
baoks for prep when Jim
Valentine camo into Stludy

No. 1 in the Remove.

Valentine's handsome face was bright
and cheery.

e was aware that he had had a
narrow escape—that he had been within
an ace of overwhelming disaster. But
the danger had passed, and all was well,
s0 far as he knew.

But his cheery face clonded a little
as he F]uuccd at his study-mates.

He had been accustomed of late to
a rather chilly atmozphere in Study
No. 1. He seldom came to that study
now cxcept for prep in the evening.
But there was rather more than a chill
in the atmosphere now. Ilo realised
that at once, and his [ace set a little.

Neither Wharton nor Nugent glanced
at him or spoke. They gave him plenty
of room on thoe study table when he
took out his books. It looked as if
they wanted to keep as [ur from him
&s possible.

He sat down quictly to work.

Once Wharton looked up, and opened
his lips as if to speak. But he closed
them again, and resumed prep.

Valentinoe knew that something was
comingz. His pereeptions were keen; his
strange life had made them so.

o wondered what it was. Ile had
read a terrible doubt in Mr. Cine]ch’s
face, and it was likely enough that the

same doubt had oceurred to  theso
fellows who knew of his past.  DBut
since the missing notecase had Dbeen
found—

Prep was cnded at last in grim
silenice. Valentine rose, put away his

books, and moved to the door.

Then Wharton spoke. It had to come
now |

“ Hold on, Valeatine !

Jim turned back.

“Well, what?” 1lis {one was curt;
there was a touch of contempt in it.
“Look here, you fellows, we may as
well have this outl I'm not bLlaming
you for turning e dawn —that’s
natural. DBut id's hardly fair play!
You knew all about me and what 1I'd
been through when you found me hero

at the heginning of the term. I'd have
kept my distance willingly, DBut  you

stood by me of your own accord—I
never asked you. I was grateful, but
it was your own doing. What have T
done to make you liunk worse of me
since thent"”

Wharton looked at him steadily.

“We never knew at first that you'd
been a erook among crooks,” he said
quictly. “But if that was all, if you'd
chucked it, if you'd kept clear of that
vile gung, we'd have stood by you
through thick #nd thin.*

“Haven't 11" said Valentine,

“Have you!” said the captain of the
Remove. " 1've got to spoak out now !
This can’t go on) You were out of
bounds the might of the Ligheliffe

Hand it over, and

burglary! Where were you? Aud
what were you doing?”
Valentine started violently,
“You—you knew

113 Y(‘s."
“You never told me——"
“Will you answer my question?

There were two thieves at Higheliffe
that night—one of them a boy, who was
nearly eaught by the porter. Who was
that boy1”

“8o that—that's the reaon—"

“Will you answer me?”

“TI answer you,” said Valentine
quictly, “That day I was playing foot-
ball with you at Highelifie. I saw a
man there; a man I had known long
ago. Nugent saw him speak to me——?2

Frank nodded.

“You noticed that T fumbled in the
second  half—played  rottenlv, Yon
never knew that it was because Nutry
Nixon let me know that he was crack-
ing the erib at Higheliffe that night, and
it.was on ny mind.”

“* And you went out of bounds at night
to—to—to——""

Jim Valentine's lip curled.

“I went ont of bounds at night to
Ilighetiffe,” he sad. “1 waited znd
wialched there Lill Nutty eame and tried
it on. I stopped him; I scrapped with
him; T prevented him from doing what
he had come to do. Yon won't believe
nme, I suppose, but that's the truth”

There was a deep silenco in Study
No. L

“1 suppose you know
burglary never came off.” Jim broke
the silence. *“It would have come off
il I had not gone there. I stopped it!
I had o stop it somehow, as I kuoew
what Nutty was doing, and that was
the only way.”

“Oh!” said Wharton,
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_“If T'd known you had seen me get-
ting out that night I'd have told you.
But I never knew——"

There was another silence.

“¥You don't believe me?’ asked Jim
at last.

“If that was all I'd believe you,” said
Harry, “I—I never thought of it in
that light. But—but what's happened
since——"

“What's happened since? What,
then? I know of nothing.”

“What happencd last night in the
Remove dormitory 7 said Harry.

“I don't understand you. Maule-
verer's found his nolecase. There was
no theft, as it turned out. If there was,
I suppose I couldn’t blame you for
ihinking of me.” Valentine's voice
faltered. “I—I think you might have
come to know me better by this time,
but I shouldn’t blame you. But the
notecase has been found—--*

“Empty !” said Wharton.

“Empty?’ repeated Valentine. “You
mean to say that Mauleverer's money is
lost 7

“Yes

“He never told Quelch so.”

“He's keeping 1t dark, and we're
keeping it dark,” said the captain of
the Remove. “Nobody wants a  dis-
graceful row in the school: Mauly would
rather lose the money. Poor old Mauly
is trying to believe that there is mo
thief here, and we're willing to let him
believe it if he ean. But—a thief can't
sta‘; here.”

‘alentine clenched his hands,
his eyes blazed.

“You dare to say—" he broke out
fiercely,

But his anger passed in a moment,
and he laughed, a hard and bitter
laugh.

“Why shouldn’t you?! T was among
those crooks for a year or more. You
know what I did—what they made me
do. You know that I dare not hand
Nosey Clark over to the police, because

"

and
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he could 'Iny the same game on me.
Why shouldn’t you think me a thief?”

“Tt's not a matter of thinking,” said
Harry Wharton quietly. “It's a matter
of certainty. Nobody wants to be hard
on you, but you can't stay at Greyfriars
after this. You must know that.”

“You must sce that, Valentine,” said
Frank.

Valentine looked at them.

“Iiven an old offender is entitled to
justice,” he said bitterly. “If the
money was taken, I did not take it!
If there's a thief in the school it is nok
I. I know no more about it than you
fellows do. Mauleverer is bound to
report his loss to his Form master. If
thero’s a thief here, he will be found.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“It was I who found Mauleverer’s
notecase, Valentine,” he said. “I found
it empty; hidden behind the lumber in
that cupboard!”

“In this study?”

£ ch L3 )

“Impossible !”

“Whoever pinched Mauly’s notecase
last night, took the notes from it and
hid the case in that cupboard; I sup-
pose, till he could destroy it in safety.
1f Queleh took the matter up, and there
had been a search, it would have been
found there--by Quolch! Do you think
he would have fanecied that cither
Nugent or I put it there?” asked the
captain of the Remove scornfully.

“I--T—of course not. But T—I can't
understand it!  You—you found the
notecase in that cupboard?” Valentine's
voice was hoarse and husky.

“YGS.”

Jim Valentine leaned hcavily against
tho wall. Iis face was like chalk, and
perspiration  beaded  his  forchead.
Wharton and Nugent looked at him in

silence. They could pity him, but he
had to go. A thief could not stay at
Greyfriars.

Valentine passed his hand across his
brow.

“I don’t understand it.” His voice
was a husky whisper. “Who could have
hidden the thing there except a fellow
in the study? No wonder you believe.
No wonder——" IIe choked.

“Goodness knows, 1'm sorry,” mut-
teﬂ_ad \I't"hartou. “ But—you see your-
B

Valentine pulled himself together.

“If I were the rotter you fancy, I'd
get out of Greyfriars; but I'm not! I
can’t understand it all. But I never
touched Mauly's notecase! You can’t
believe me—it seems like proof to you,
I suppose—but—but it's true! I'd
have eut off my hand sooner! Can't
you believe me?"

In spite of themselves, in spite of con-
viction, the ring of wild earnestness in
the boy’s voice went to the hearts of the
juniors, Was it possible, somehow, that
after all he was innocent? How could
it be? Yet as they looked at his earnest
face and heard the passionate sincerity
in_his voice, thoy had to doubt.

“If—if you stick to that—" said
Wharton haltingly

“It’s true!”

“But who—if it was not you, who—"
stammered Nugent.

“1 don’t 'now! How should T know?
I know what it looks like! But I'm
telling you the truth! Can't you try to
believe me?” muttered Jim Valentine
huskily. 3

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Goodness knows, I'd be glad to
believe you! I—I—I'll try.”

Noscy Clark had failed. Dut what
was to happen when the next blow came
from the treacherous hand of the
crook ? Only the future could tell!

THE END.

(The nexrt yarn in this stirring series
is entitled: “COKER, THE DETE(-
TIVE!" It's one of Frank Richard'a
cetra-specinls, too! You can only make
surée of reading it, chums, by ordering
your MAGXET in good time!)
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COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!

ELL, chums, I need hardly ask
w if you've seon the competition
on page 27 of this issue. It
doesn’t necessitate a lot of hard
work to carry off the first prize of
ONE SHILLING A WEEK FOR A YEAR,
does it ¢ Get out your paints or erayons
right now and get busy ! If the first prize
does not ¢come your way, thoro's still a
chenco of winning

SIXPENCE A WEEK FOR A YEAR,
or ono of the FIFTY CONSOLATION
PRIZES of WATCHES, MODEL PLANES,
TORCHES, POCKET WALLETS, PEN-
KNIVES, otc. All these handsome prizos

MUST BE WON !
I England for the benefit of children
who live on barges. DBut have you

heard about
THE SCHOOL ON WHEELS ?

Bome of my Canadian readers might
have done, beeause this novel achool is
found in that country. It is o big saloon
railway carriago, fitted with desks and a
blackboard. 1t is hitched on to the end
of & train, taken to its destination, and
then shunted into a siding, There it
remnaing for B fortnight, during which
period all the children from the surrouud-
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DARE say you have all heard about
the barge school which travels about

ing districts are conveyed to it by means
of buggios, motor-cars, and even hand-
drivon railway trollics. Then off it gocs
to the next rail-head, leaving behind a
quantity of * home work " which must bo
completed by the time the travelling
achool calls again.

Wireless is also extensively used in
Canada for broadecasting school lessona to
arens where the population is widely
scattered.

Here are some

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

which, for lack of space, I have been
foreed to hold over for some time :

Time in Rio de Janeiro. (' Magnetite,”
of S8toke-on-Tront.) Time in Rio de
Janeiro is two houra filty-two minutes
behind  Greenwich  time.  Therefore, at
noon in Greenwich it is still eight minutes
past nine in the morning at Rio de Janeiro.

A Shaving Query. (" Anxious.” No
address.) The moro ono shaves the
stronger the growth becomes. There is no
possible method of doing without shaving
—excopt by growing a beard ! Shaving is
not injurious to the skin.

The Population of London. (H. Burton,
of Chathanm.) The population of Greater
London is, roughly, cight millions.

How Long is the Cresta Run ? (** Winter
Sport,” of Norwich.) This famous tobog-
gan run is three-quarlers of a mile long,
made of smooth ice, with banked snow
gides. The average time taken for a
toboggan to *run” it is about & minute,
which gives a speed of about forty-five
m.p.h. The ridera of the toboggans wear
crash helmots, leather goauntlets, knee-
pads, and steel-raked boots. Onmly skilled

toboggan runners are allowed to uso the
Cresta Run,

Who First Tried to Cross the Atlantie
by Air? (“ Aviator,” of Birmingham.)
The first attempt was made in 1910, when
the airship America sot out from Atlantio
City, U.B.A., intending to make ils first
stop at Newfoundland. On the third day
wirsless messages stopped, for the airshi
came down in the sca snd the crow put o
in a small boat. The crew were picked up
by a passing steamer, but the airship,
relim’otf of their weight, asconded from
the water and was never seen again !

Frank Richards in store for you
next week. The title tells you
whut to expeet, It is:

*“ COKER, THE DETECTIVE ! "

and, as usual, it will bo packed full of
thrills and fun! This year is going to be
a “super” year for the MagNeT, I can
assure you, and Frank R. fully intends to
keep up the standard of the Creyfriars
yarns and, if possible, to make them ovon
greater than they have been in the past—
which certainly wants some doing!

Hedley Scott’s fine serial, ** Nobby, the
*Shooting Star’,” is going * great pguns,”
judging by tho many congratulatory letters
which I have received. You'll enjoy next
week's magnificent  instalment, I can
promise you! The combination of ’teo
and football adventure scems to be just
what my readers want |

There'll be another * Groy(riars Herald ”
supplement and our shorter features, as
usual.

Au revoir until next week, chums.

YOUR EDITOR.

TIIERE'S another first-rato yarn by



MORE THRILLS IN OUR GRAND FOOTER AND DETECTIVE STORY !

5

NOBBY, 7 Shooting Star!

A SHOCK FOR TWO:

rage, which spoiled the comeli-

ness of his features and betrayed

the weakneszcs in his character.
For a youth just turned nineteen yeurs
of age he “knew too much® of the
world’s vicious habits, if lines in a face
are anything by which to judge.

“Get up, you dirty little urchin,” ho
challenged, “and I'll drub the hide off
you!”

Nobby needed no second bidding., He
was about four inches shorter than
Thundersley, and not quite so robustly
built. But a challenge like that—

He leapt to his feet and flew at his
now mocking adversary. Neither of
them mnoticed, in the heat of the
moment, the approach of a tall, clderly
gentleman who walked with the aid of
a stickr It was Lord Douglas Weather-
stone—and he chose an unfortunatoe
moment to arrive. His steps quickened
as he identified the combatants, and his
brows came-together sharply. The fight
seemed to savour of bullying, whatever
the provocatien. Thundersley was older,
bigger, and ought to know better, Lord
Douglas told himself, than to indulge
in common brawling.

“Stop 1” he commanded querulously.
* Blop—at once I”

The combatants paid ne heed—if they
heard. Lach was busy warding off the
furious aitack of the other, Nobby's
right cye was fast closing, whilst a
stream of crimson was trickling from
Thundersley’s nose,

“Take that !

Swooosh |

The displacement of ihe air itself
could be heard as Nobby suinmoned all
his strength in one final efiort and let
looze a wild swing. It missed Thunders-
ley’s head by inches, and, meeting with

THUNDERSLEY was white with

By

no resistance, swept on in a blind circle,
Nobby being forced, willy-nilly, to go
with 1t.

one sound eve caught a
glimpse of Lord Douglas Weatherstone
right in his path—saw him just that
fraction of a second too late which made
all the differcnce between hitting and
missing him. The clenched fist jammed
against his lordship’s shonlder, and sent
him staggering backwards in a gasping
heap, to land fair and square on Thun-
dersley’s felt hat which was still nestling
in the rain puddle!

“Good gad! My hat!” gasped Thun-
dersley involuntarily, horrified at what
had happened.

Nobby didn’t remember what he said
as ho dashed forward and seized one of
the old nobleman’s hands. It was a
babbled-out form of apology, mostly
incoherent.  Thundersley szeized the
other hand, and betwcen them they
dragged Lord Weatherstone to his feet.

There was a lurking sueer of triumph
on Thundersley's face. 1le fancied that
things would go bardly with the un-
known youngster who had refuszed him
admittance. But Daniel Willoughby
Thundersley was booked ifor a shock. It
was upon him that the old nobleman
vented his wrath.

“What the deuce do vou mean by it,
Daniel % croaked the old man. “Fight-
ing—and with a hoy! You ought to be
ashamed of yourself !”

Thundersley was completely taken
abaek,

“But, uncle, I—"

s lordship, red in the face, glared
at him ferociously. Of the yonngster
who had knocked him down hLe seemed
oblivious.

“Common brawling! Ugh! Coming
to something when a nephew of mine
brawls with a ground-boy! You ought

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

NOBBY, a red-headed youngster of sixteen,
who has worked in a foothall booth
belonging to

DON CARLOS’ circus for as many years as
he can 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 assistani, from serious
loss. In conseguence of this Nobby is
introduced to

LORD DOUGLAS WEATHERSTONE, chair-
man of the Perriton Rovers F.C., who
gives him a *“job” as ground-hoy.
Later, while on duty at the gate, Nobby
falls foul of

DANIEL WILLOUCHBY THUNDERSLEY,
2 complete stranger to him, who
“ floors ” Nobby with a straight left.

(Now read on.)

to be downright ashamed of yourself,
sir!” He turned on the crestfallen
Nobby new. ‘“And you, my young
man, do you think T employ you to fight
with my players?”

Nobby jumped—for the second time.
The first had been when be had heard
Thundersley address the old man as
“uncle.”

“ls—is—is he a p-p-player, milord "

His lordship glared.

“Durn me, young fellow! ¥You have
been with us three days, and you don't
know who is on tho playing list yet?
Bless me, I'm beginning to doubt the
wisdom of giving you a chance!”

“I'm sorry, sir!” said Nobby.
“There’s only one player I haven't seen
sinee I started work here. He's a Mr.
Thundersley, the amateur 1

“What?” Lord Douglas took a step
towards Thundersley, who was now
looking black. “Does that mean, you
young scamp, that you haven’t been to
practice for three days?”

It was on the tip of Thundersley’s
tongue to refute Nobby's statement, but
his courage failed him.

“YI've been busy swotting, uncle,”
he said uncomfortably. “Couldn’t—
couldn’t get along, you know.”

“Fiddlesticks " snapped his lordship,
and turned again to young Nobby, who
was still dazed at the turn events had
taken. “You will know Mr. Thunders-
ley in the future, my lad. Now, tell me,
what was the trouble about?"”

“He tried to throw me out of the
ground, uncle|” complained Thunders-
ley, with an evil glance at Nobby.
“Didu’t give me a chance 1o say who
1 was—="

Nobby's eyes blazed with righteous
indignation,

“That's u lie=——" he began hotly,
when his lordship broke in.

“1 know it iz, my lad,” he said
shrewdly. “ Daniel, you'll never make
a barrister if you tell the trnth like
that! Unless I'm mightily mistaken,
you tried to swagger in, and this yonng
fellow, not knowing you, refused yon
admittance. After that, if I know you
aright, you-—nhem—asserted yoursclf.
Result—a swollen nose, a cut lip, a black
eve and a runined hat between youl
Pah! A littla more reasonablencss,
Daniel, and the whole thing would not
have happened! Go back to your door,
Nobby 2

“Yes, sir 1"

“And don't
person inside!”

THE MagNET Lisnary.—No. 1,301,

let any unauthorised
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From Ground Boy to Prolessional !

OBBY, squinting out of one eye,
went back to his job, what time
Lord Douglas took his scowling
nephew by the arm and walked

him towards the dressing-rooms.

“1 want you to be decent to that new
fellow on the gate, Daniel,” said his
lordship. “He’s been with us only a few
days, but I like him. Funny "—half to
himself—"strange likeness between you
two. Very strange.”

Danicl = Willoughby  Thundersley
scowled blacker still. ‘U'bat comparison
between him and the “urchin' at the
gate should reach the stage of like-
nesses was galling to him. He said
as much, only in conciliatory language,
and received a hearty thump on the
back in response.

“Don't let little things like that
irritate you, Daniel,” said his lordship.
“Good lor’, you must be much more
tolerant if ever you hope to be anything
in the world. And don't forget, these
days, my boy, Jack's as good as his
master. Nono of that heavy snobbery
stuff, you know. I belicve some of the
players would like to tell you the same
thing, but they refrain from motives of
kindliness towards me.”

“But, uncie " began Daniel lamely.

“No buts,” said Lord Douglas
severely. “D'm giving you & friendly
tip or two. Just pipe down some of the

side and be yourself. Play the rest of
life like you play football, and you'll
go in a long way.” .
Thundersley cfaocred up considerably.
He was susceptible to flattery in any
form. True, he could play football—
could play it better than any paid pro-
fessional, when it suited him. For
Thundersley was a born footballer, fleet
of foot, and master of that co-ordination
of brain and muscle, and quick-thinking
necessary to the star performer of the
grand winter game. In the inside-left
position there was no one to touch him
in all England—not even Alex James
of the Arsenal, Buat outside football
Thundersley was anything but an ex-
emplary character. Of this, however,
his uncle and guardian knew nothing,
for it was not the practice of Lord

s¢
Douglas to pay attention to gossip. He

was genuinely fond of his dead brother's
son—as fond of him, almost, as he was
of his own son and heir.

Right from the age of three his lord-
ship had given shelter to his orphaned
nephew, educated him, and generally
spoiled him. Now five thousand pounds
per annum went out of Lord Douglas
Weatherstone's account to pay for
Daniel Thundersley's ambition to be-
come a successful barrister. His lord-
ship imagined that his nephew spent the
major portion of his days—and nights—
swotting in his chambers in the Temple.
How those hours were spent, and the
five thousand pounds per annumn were
“blows '’ the good-natured old noble-
man had yet to receive.

“That boy "—the old man broke the
somewhat lengthy silence—*that boy is
a natural sharp-shooter, Daniel. One
of these days wo shall see him in the
Rovers’ eolours, mark my words.”

Daniel scowled, and promised himself
that this wouldn’t happen if he could
do anything to prevent 1t!

“I've left him in Sandy Macfarland’s
hands. Sandy's a rare fellow for
bringing out talent.”

“He's very voung— this red-headed
er—er——" began Dantel lamely.

“Don't know his age,” came the
reply. “The poor kid doesn’t know it
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Had a
Doesn’t even
Terrible thing,

himself. Looks about sixteen.
rough time of it, Daniel.
know his own name.
what 7"’

Daniel smugly agreed that it was.
Inwardly he gloated, sensing in the in-
formation he had just gleaned a weapon
he could always wield against the fel-
low who had dared to knock him down.

They parted at the dressing-room, his
lordship making for the board-room,
and intimating he would give the boys a
look in when he had finished his letters.

Sandy Macfarland turned a sour face
on Daniel Thundersley as he stalked
into the room.

“Ye're late? Yes! Ye've been
fightin’? I can see you have! Get
changed !

That was all, but Danicl Thundersley
coloured to the roots of his hair. He

scented strong disapproval in Sandy’s pe

laconic utterances, and resented the
power the sour-faced trainer wielded in
the Rovers club, He choked down the hot
words that rose to his lips and pro-
ceeded to change into running kit. The
rest of the plavers were waiting, and
without more ado Sandy led them on to

the cinder-track which skirted the
ground and set them at it.
Daniel Thundersley arrived ten

minutes later. Sandy scowled at him.

“ Altogether ye're fifteen minutes late !
You look out of condition! Get started,
Mr. Thundersley "

And Mr. Thundersley, the only
amateur in the famous First Division
side, started.

The old traincr kept his men at it
for hali an hour before he called a
halt, by which time the amateur was

showing some signs of distress. Sandy
noted 1t with a gloomy eye.
“Ye've been swotiing? I know!

Don't do so much of it, mon! We must
be fit for Saturday, ve ken?”

The paleness of Thundersley’s face
became suffused with a further glow of
embarrassment. e felt that Sandy
Macfarland didn't believe in his oft-
repeated tale of swotting—and in that
he did Sandy no injustice.

While the players were briskly towel-
ling themselves, Nobby presented him-

“You told me to report to vou at ten
o'clock—when 1 had closed the gate,
sir.”

Sandy looked at his wateh, grimaced
lis pleasure at the youngster’s punctu-
ality, and told him to change into
shorts and sweater,

“Ye'll ind a wee pair of boots in
locker thirteen,” he added.

Sure enough, in locker thirteen Nobby
found a brand new pair of Soccer-
boots, which fitted him perfectly. By
the side of them also lay a pair of shorts
and a sweater. Rapidly the youngster

changed.
“Now ye'll come along with me,
Nobby, an’ do everythin’ I tell ye.”
And “everything” consisted of

dribbling round stakes stuck in the
ground at intervals, and shooting &t
imaginary goals; headinF a ball and
bringing it down to full control, of
shooting off at top speed at tangent
angles, beating an imaginary opponent,
und slamming the lecather straight and
hard for the net.

Sandy's sour face never altered
throughout that performance, although
inwardly his heart was afire. Nobby,
the unknown woungster was a gift from
the gods! Football—why, he ecouldn’t
help playing football. He wanted litilo
teaching, it was there already to be
tapped, as it were.

“ Anither Boy Bastin,” Sandy told
himself, when he called a halt. “An’
I'm snappin’ him before any nosey scout
catches even a sight 0" him.”

And accordingly, Nobby, the ground
boy, became Nobby, the professional, in
the spuce of a few days—just that time
e‘apsinf‘ which the formallities and the
Football Association demanded.

*Never mind the lad’s age,” Sand
told Lord Douglas emphatically. “He'll
no go stale, 1 tell ye! He's a born foot-
baller. We'll use him gently, till he
shakes down; leave that to me. You
are in agreement? Yes! I thought so!"

Which was Sandy's way of doing
thing& ;

. As jor Nobby, he could hardly believe
in his good luck.

Straightway he visited Ferrers Locke
and Jack Drake and told them the good

WS,

“It's all your doing, Drake,” cried
Nobby gratefully, “and yours, sir!” he
added to the great detective. “If you
hadn't taken me away from that
wretched circus—and the Don “—his
face clouded for a moment—*this would
never have happened.”

“It’s great news,” exclaimed Drake
heartily. “I said you'd be an inter-
national inside two years.”

Nobby's eyes glowed. An inter-
national—that surely was too much to
hope for in such a time. But, at least,
it could always be his goal,

Then, for the first time since that
memorable occasion when the Don had
beaten him into unconsciousness and
carted him off, he told someone about it.
_ Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake listened
in amazement.

“Good gad!” exclaimed the detective.
“Why didn't you tell me about it
before 7"’

Nobby crimsoned.

“Didn't like to worry you, sir. After
all, nothing came of it. And besides, 1
don’t care a twopenny hang for the Don

now. Something in me scems to have
changed. [ used to be afraid of him
once. But now I wouldn't budge an

inch if he came into this very room.”

Locke’s brows knitted. He was calling
to mind the picturesque Bpaniard who
displayed such an interest in the name-
less waif. Instinctively he felt there
was some deep mystery behind it all,
for it was obvious that there was no
kinship between the boy and the dark-
skinned Bpaniard, Don Carlos. Why,
then, did the Don desire to havo the
youngster back?

It was a problem which defied solution.
Certainly no sane theory would fit it.

“I'll keep my eye on this Don,” said
Locke at length., “We are busy these
days, Jack and I, but between fimes a
watch on the Don might prove highly
interesting. But in any case, youngster,
if ever you are in trouble, or if you
should nced either of us at any time,
don't hesitate to let us know."

Drake’s hands were delving into his
pockets in search of something. He
drew to light at last a quaint little
charm of a two-headed cat in shimmering
jade. It was of Oriental workmanship,
and of such beauty as to draw ano in-
voluntary cry from Nobby’s lips.

“Take it, Nobby!” grinned Drake.
“Accept it as a lucky mascot from me,
And should you at any time need me, or
the guv'nor, and are unable to do the
necessary yoursclf, send me or him the
charm.”

“But, 1 say—"

“Say nothing, old scout!” chuckled
Drake. “Take it, and do as I say!”

(Continued on page 28.)
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FREE COLOURING CONTEST!
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WATCHES, MODEL PLANES, TORCHES,
POCKET WALLETS, PENKNIVES, ETC.

0YS3! Heres the opportunity of
a lifetime for YOU ! Think of
it—free pocket-money fer a
year! To try to win any of the
fine prizes we are offering above, you
simply have to colour the picture given
here, which is taken from the cover of

This Week’s Issue
of

The RANGER.”

You may use paints or crayons, and
don’t think for a moment that you need
to be a clever artist to win a prize,
because neatness and originality of
colouring will be taken into account, as
well as your age. If you like, you may
copy the colours and treatment ugsed by
the *“ Runger’s " special artist. If, how-
ever, you fancy you can improve on the
general colour design, by all means do
so! ILir any case, a glance at this week’s
cover of the “RANGER » (issue dated
January 21st), is bound to assist you.
S0 get busy and try your hardest to win
that great pocket-money prizel

You will find it best for colouring if
you paste the pieture on to stiff paper or
card, and allow it to dry first.

When you have coloured the picture te
your satisfaction, fill in the coupon
attached, IN INK, with your name,
age, and address. Then cut out the
whole tablet (i.e., the coupon and picture
together) and post it to

MagreT “ Painting ™
5, Carmelite Street,
Lendon, K.C4 (Comp.),

s0 as to reach that address not later than
Friday, January 27th, 1933. Any
efforts arriving after this closing date
cannot bo mccepted.

NOTE.—If you have pasted the
picture on to card, you can address it
on the other side and send it as a post-
eard under a 1d. stamp.

RULES: The First Prize of ONE
SHILLING A WEEK FOR ONE
YREAR will be awarded for what the
Lditor congiders ihe best all-round
colouring received. The Hecond Prize
of Sixpence a Week for One Year will
bo given for the next-best effort, and tho
50  Consolation Prizes wi! follow in
order of merit. .

Competitors may send in as many
attempts as they like, provided that
caelh is accompanied by the signed
coupon. Age will be taken into account
in the adjudication, and the Kditor's
decision must be accepted as final and
binding. No correspondence will be
allowed,
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NOBBY the * SHOOTING STAR’!

(Continued from page 26.)

Nobby took if, litile dreaming then of
the uso to which that quaint, jade charm
was to be put in the days that lay
aliead, and stowed it away n his waist-
coat pocket.

The Mysterious Stranger !

& I3 ‘dusk was fast setting  in
when Nobby said farewell to
Locke and Drake, and started at
u brisk walk for home.

En route he tried his hand at short
cuts, for lie was keen to know his way
aboul the Melropolis, and all unkuown-
ingly came to o Lhalt outside one of those
clubs that shelter within the law, but
which in reality ave hotbeds of vice.

It was tho stalwart, uniformed com-
missionaire  that arrested Nobby's
glance at first, for he carricd more gold
braid on his ono jacket than Nobby had
been accustomed to seeing on a dozen
such ‘worn by the employees of Don
Carlos’ Circus. And while Nobby eyed
him with mixed wonder and admira-
tion, thero eame a commotion from the
shadowed foyer behind him, and the
tramp of many fect.

Wonderingly "Nobby drew aside. Ile
knew what - the -sceno’ meant now. He
had witnessed many similar in the days
gone by. Somebody was being thrown
oul, And thrown out that somebody
was! A mun with a beard, he stood
but a few inches taller than Nobby him-
self, the youngster' reckoned, suddenly
shot away from the powerful arms of
two thick-set attendants, and clumped
down {o the pavement in a gasping,
swearing heap, almost at Nobby's feet.

“You dirty hooligans!” .

Nobby started at the voice, for it
sounded raguely familiar, stared at the
dishevelird speaker, and told himself
that he wasz mistaken.

“You votten bullics! Chuck me out!
By Jove, I'll smash you for this!”

The voice was thick with rage—thick
ton, Nobby reckoned, with - alcohol.
The conimnissionaire’s next words proved
him right.

“You clear
peremptorily.
sort - down ‘erc!
it

But instead of hopping it. the man
with the beard 1#:ched unsteadily on his
foot, squared His shoulders, and flew
hack at the thrsefold “army ” of com-
missionaires, wich flying fists.

A bunched set of knuckles landed
fairkv-in the hearded gentleman’s face,
stopping hiz wild. headlong charge, and
rowersing. it with painful suddenness.
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! he  ordered
“We don’t want yolr
You're drunk!
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He would have fallen to the pavement
again, but Nobby stepped forward, and
hi=  outstretched  amn steadied  and
balanced Lim,

Payiug no heed to the fricendliness of
the action, ftho hearded  gentleman
roarcd oul a challenge, dashed forward
again, and this time managed to dis-
appear indo {he darkencd foyer again.

Nobby, rather excited now, lingered.
e heard the tinkle of breaking glass,
heard the tramp of feet and excited
voices, and onee again saw the “ proces-
=ton 7 avrive  with  the  stroggling,
bearded man in their midst.

This time the three commissionaires
did not throw the offending client on to
the pavement. They carfed bim round
a side sreet, dark and evil-smelling,
along the wall of which were ranged
several refuse cans awaiting collection.
Into one of these they dumped the strug-
gling, gasping man with the beard,

Nobby, who had been an interested
witness of the proceedings, waited until
the gaudy jacketed trio turncd into the
foyer again, and then scudded to the
vietim's aid.

The man was cursing, singing, threat-
cning in turn, He bleared up at the
voungster in the half light, and saw
that which made him cluteh convulsively
at his chin.' His hand cncountered his
sandy-colourcd beard, which scemed to
comfort him, but the violence of the
action served to tilt the large refuse can
into which he had been jammed so that
it finally rolled over.

Nobby, stifling his langhter, for the
“incident struck %im as being decidedly
funny, stooped to help the stranger out
of his unhappy prison.  His strong
hands jerked hayed-at the handles of the
rank-smélling -refuse tin, and pulled it
free of the_ sirangir’s body.  Where-
upon Nobby jumped with surprise.  For
the bearded stranger, without turning a
further glance in the youngster's diree-
tion; Without even offering a word of
thanks, scrambled with dizzy haste to
an upright position,. and - lurched off
down the strect with alarming hasie,

While Nobby automatically righted
the refuse.can, and_ replaced it against
the wall, he saw something on ihe pave
ment which made him jump.

It was the siranger’s beard !

Nobby picked it up wonderingly.
Then, his curiosity Iimrou‘fihly aroused,
he started off in the direction the

stranger had taken

At a run he dashed along the sireet,
and was just in time to see the man stop
a taxi sgd sprawl inside it. As Nobby
drew nearer he thought he caught sifht
of an cvil face peer at him for the
minutest, fraction of a second before it
was withdrawn into the darkness

Y

Tlardly kuowing why he did so, Nobby
searched about him for a taxi, found
one, and jumped inside.

“Follow that taxi!” he yelled, in the
drviver's ear, leaning out of the window,
and indicating the cab his guarry had
taken,

“Very good, sir!"”

The tuxi developed speed, and soon
was within thirty ,\'ar(]ls of the cab
whiel contained (he mysterious strangoey.
Brighter London, {hat part which blazes
with = electric signs  and - illuminated
decorations in the West End, began to
fade ont.  The dusk deepened with
winfer's rapidity into the darkness of
night. The eab in front iwisted in and
out of dark and iortuous streets at the
haclk of Cambridge Clireus, and Nobby,
thrilled o the backbone now. with the
sirangeness of it all, was for ever
cautioning his taxi-driver to get closer
to the cib in front.

That was casier said than done, for the
cab in the lead knew the route its fare
had detailed,

“Chap you're following don't want
you to get too close!” bawled back
Nobby's driver. “Lumme “—as they
pulled round a corncr. and saw a dark.
deserted street  ahead, out of which
branched three others—“now we have
lost "im 1™

Fuming with impatience as the faxi
came to a halt, Nobby jumped down
hurriedly, paid his driver, and set off
at a run to the nearest street. Nothing
was in sight along it, wor did any sign
of life show in the second. In the third
forked turning, however, Nobby saw
the ¢ab he had follow.d eome {o a halt;
heard the elick of the taximeter as the
driver reset lus “clock,” and saw a dim
figure alight.

Still with the beard in his hand,
Nobby raced towards the owner of it.
¥n route the taxi passed him empty.
Just ahead of him now, turning into &
low arch, ill-lit by a flickering incan-
descent light, he saw his quarry moving

lrricdly, .
“Hi!” yelled Nobby. “This belongs
beard, but the tall

to von !

o waved the
stranger disappeared round the arch-
way, not even the sound of his feet on
the cobble-stones cchoing back to the
excited Nobby.

“It's him all right,” grunted Nobby
ungrammatically, but cl‘ri{nhati{rall\‘. “r
can see it now. The awful rotier doesn't
want mo Lo know who ho 15.”

(Nobby's alvcady mwde an enemy of
Thundersley, and now that he's pierced
his guilty sccret he'll eertainly have to
look "out.  More thrilling chapters of
this fine yaran acet week, chume!)
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