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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Swank }

N1 HAT—*
(1] What_,)
“Go it!”

“What about Bunter?”

Bob Cherry got it out.

Five fellows, -in Study No. 1 of the
Remove, stared blankly at Bob.

“ Bunter !" repeated Harry Wharton.

“Bunter !”” said Frank Nugoent.

“Potty " asked Johnny Bull

“My estéemed idiotic Bob—-" mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Is that a joke?” asked Jim Valen-
tine.

Bob Cherry’s visage, always ruddy,
was quite red. Bob had strolled into the
study, where the juniors were talking
football. For a few minutes he had
roved about the study, plainly with
something to say, but not saying if.
Now he had got it off his chest.

His friends gazed at him.

It was not an important football
match under diseussion. On the morrow,
which was Wednesday, a half-holiday,
the Remove lad to play the Upper
Fourth.

The heroes of the Remove wero
accustomed to mop up tho Fourth at
Soccer. They were accustomed to treat
Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
rather as skittles than as footballers.
Harry Wharton, the captain of the Re-
move, gave that match some thought—
not so much thinking whom he should
put in as whom he should leave out.

That easy game did not nced the
mighty men of the Remove. It was a
chance to give the second and third-rate
men a show. Still, there was a limit.
T'he Fourth had to be beaten as usnalk
It would never do to allow Ceeil
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Reginald Temple of the Fourth to get
up on his hind%egs, so to speak, and tell
the world that he had beaten the
Remove,

S0 when Bob Cherry suggested
Bunter as a man for the Eleven, his
friends naturally supposed that he was
wandering in his mind.

Billy Bunter was a good man at some
things. He could scoff more tuck at a
single sitting than any three other
fellows at Greyfriars. When it came to
sleeping, he could beat Rip Van Winkle
at his own game. When it came to talk-
ing, he was as good a man as any
member of the House of Commons, both
in the extent of his chin-wag and in the
fatuousness thercof.

All theso things Bunter could do
better than any other fellow, in the Grey-
friars Remove. But he couldn’t play
football.

“¥ou see——" Bob Cherry stammered
a little. “Bunter— Of course, I know
he's a silly ass! And a blind owl! And
o dummy! And a fathead! But—"

Bob broke off, reddening more deeply
under the combined and concentrated
gazo of the five fellows in Study No. 1.

“It's not a hard game,” vemarked
Harry Wharton. ‘““But if we picked a
team of silly asses, blind owls, dummies
and fatheads, I fancy Temple mighs
pull it off, for once. We've got one
fathead in the team already—jyou’ll be
playing half, Bob—"

“(Oh, don’t be an ass!"™ said Bob.
“The fact is—"

“I'm putting in Valentine, to give
the new kid a chance,” said Wharton.
“Smithy and Toddy, Brown and Squilf
and Johnny here are standing out, to
give tho small fry a show. But—"

“What ahout Bunter in goal I”

“PBunter in goal !” repeated tho cap-
tain of the Remove. “It’s usual to play
a man between the posts who knows the

OTBALLER/

e
A

By Frank Richards.

'@ o

difference between a gogt and a gor-
gonzola cheese. Docs Bunter ™

“Thae fact is ”

“The fact is,” said Wharlon, “that
you're talking out of the back of your
neck ! Chuck it !”

“ Goalic won't have a let to do playing
the Fourth!” argucd Bob. “ What's
their shooting like 77

“You silly ass! Dunter couldn’t stop
a ball if it was handed to him on u
silver salver!  What the dickens arce
you getting at?” demanded Wharton,

'‘Has Bunter been bribing you with
his next postal order 7 asked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Look here, you've got to hack e
up!” said Bob. “We can beat the
Fourth standing on our heads! Marbles
is their game! We could beat tlem
with nobedy in goal, if it came to ihat!
S0 we can beat them with Bunter in
goal! You've jolly well got tg back me
up—see 7"

“I suppose you tnean something 1 re-
marked the captain of the Remove
thoughtfully. *“But if you mean any-
thing, old chap, what is it%"

R“ I've ’Elecn talking to Temple, in tho
i,
“I see!

such rot!

Temple
“Temple was making out that they're

going to beat us to-morrow——"

“That’s all right; he will wake up
after the match !

“And I said—" Bob paused. “I
said—you see, the cheeky ass rather got
my rag out—and I said— TI—I said
we’d beat them if they liked with
Bunter keeping goal 1”

“Fathead !” said Harry Wharton.

“Shouldn’t swank!” said Johnny
Bull, shaking his head. “Might get
nailed down to it! ’Tain't 3 s=afe
game !”

That's why you're talking
You've caught it from
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“YWell, of course, I rather spoke with-
out thinking,” admitted Bob.

“Bad habit you've got, old man!”
aaid Johnny.

“But that supercilious ass jumped at
it,” continucd Bob. *Pretended to take
it as an offer for the game to-morrow !”

“What rot!"

“Woll, he did!” growled Bob. “And
I wasn’t going to back down before a
Iot of grinning ticks in the Fourth! Bo
1 stuck to it. And you've got to back

me up! You jolly well can’t let me
down—and let the Remove down!
See T .
“Well, you priceless idiot!” said

Harry Wharion.

“The pricelessness is terrific!”
marked IHurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥You benighted ass!” said Nugent.
“You'vo let us in for a match with the
Fourth, with that piffling, pie-faced,
pernicious porker in goalt”

“They'd beat us!” roared Johnny
PBull. “Precious lot of asses we shall
look if a lot of fumbling, foozling
frumps like that lot walk over us at
Soccer ! .

“Rot! They couldn’t beat a carpet!”
gaid Bob. “They couldn't beat a toy
drum! We'll mop them up all right!
All we've got to do ia to kecp them
away from our goal! If they get pear
it, of course——" : ] ;

“If they get within a mile of it they l,%
pile up a score of ninety-nine to nil !
Looted Johnny Bull.

“Thero may be a risk "

“Tt isn't a risk—it's a cert! Go back
to Temple, and tell him you were talk-
ing out of your hat!” snorted Johnny.
“You were, weren't you?”

Bob Cherry grunted. -

“Y may have put my foot in it he
said. “DBut a fellow ecxpects his pals
io back him up. Chance it!”

The other four members of the Co.
were silent. The Famous Five of Grey-
friars always backed one another up.
Tt was the rule of that cheery Co. to
sink or swim together. But, really
there had to be a limit. Soccer was a
serious matter.

“What do you say, Valentine?” asked
Bob, addressing the new fellow, who
had not spoken. “What do you think?”

Jiny Valentine smiled. :

“Well, I think you oughi to think
twice before you speak once,” he said.
“«But what you've said, you've said. T'd
bhack you up if it rested with me.
But—" ]

Harry Wharton rose to his feet.

“Wo're going to back the silly idiot
np,” he said. “We shall have to beat
ilie Fourth somehow without a goul-
keepcr, for that's what it emounts to.
Weo can’t let Bob down to those Fourth
Form ticks! The Remove never backs
down! "That howling ass hasz swanked,
and we've got to make it good! Dump
Lim !

“Here—— I say—"" rvoared Bob.
“You silly chumps— Oh, my hat!
Leggo Wheooooop !

“ Bump him !”

Four pairs of hands collared Bob
Cherry. The Co. were going to back
Iim up, and chance it! At the same
timo they were going to let him know
unmistakably, what they thought of him.
Which they proceaded to do—em-
phiatically.

Bump, bump, Lump!

“Oh crumbs! Oh erikey!
well—  Yarooooocoop i

Thrice Dob Cherry smoto the earpet
in Study No, 1. Dunst rose from the
ciarpel, and loud yells from Bob.

‘[hien the juniers sirolled out of Study

Te-

T'll joily

No. 1, leaving Bob Cherry sitting on
the earpet, gasping and gasping as 1if he
would never leave off gasping.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tribulations of a Football Captain !
p.G. BUNTER 1™
*“.Oh, my hat !”

“What rot !
“Tosh [

Harry Wharton came into tho Rag
with a paper in his hand. That paper he
proceeded to pin up. Remove icllows
who were in the room gave it rather
casual attention. It was the list of the
team for the Form match on the mor-
row; and that was not a matier of thrill-
ing interest to the Lower Fourth. Hard
it been a School match, with Rookwood,
or 8t. Jim's, or Highcliffe, the Remov-
ites would have sat up and 1aken notice
with the greatest keenness, But a game
with Temgle, Dabney & Co., did not
thrill them. ]

Fellows glanced at the paper quiie
carelessly. But when they saw the name
of W. (i, Bunter thercon, they sat up
and tcok notice with a vengeance, They
stared — they gazed — they  almost
goggled. It was dillicult to Delieve
their eyes. Had the Remove beew play-
ing the fags of the Second l'erm, Billy
Punter's name would have been out of
place in the list; for, after all, the fags
would have had to be beaten.

Billy Bunter is a Dixie Dean,
Hugh Gallacher, and Alex
James rolled into one—in Billy
Bunter’s opinion. But in the
opinion of the Greyfriars
fellows he’s the world’s worst
footballer—bar none !

“You're putiing Bunter in goal,
Wharton !" roared Squifl.

“PBunter in goal!? shrieked Hazel-
dena,

“Bunter to keep goal!” roared Bol-
sover major. ‘“‘Bunter keep goal!
Bunter couldn’t keep white mice !”

“Is it a joke!” asked Vernon-Smith.

Harry Wharton coloured a little. He
had expected that name in the list to
canse surprise. It did!

“It's only tho Fourth, you know,” said
the captain of ithe Remove. “We're
giving Bunter a chance this time.”

“(iving the Fourth a chance, you
mean !” said SBmithy.

“I supposo we can beat Temple, even
without a man in goal,” said Squiff.
“But what's the big idea ¥

“Well, you sce ' Wharton hesi-
tated. *“The fact is, we've told l'emple
we'll beat him with Bunter in goal, and

we're goitg to do it 12

“Rot !" suid the Bounder. “If you've
been brugging, old bean, the sooner you
call it off, the better. You can't play
Bunter 1

“ Bunter wou't havo a lot to do,” said
Harey, “T shall play somo good men,
atd they'll keep the Fourth well away
from Bunier. I've put your name down
after all, Smithy—you'll be wanted.”

“¥ou ean ent that out,” answered
Vornon-Smith eoolly. “You told me
plainly that I shouldn’t be wanted, and
I've fixed to go home, and my pater will
be expectin’ me to-morrow afterncon. I
can't wash that out simply because
svou're playin’ the giddy ox !

“0Oh, rats!” grunted Wharton crossly.

Huving decided—to make poor Bol's

hasty worda good—to play Bunter, tho
captain of the Remove had rather re-
vised his team. Instead of giving the
lesser lights @ show, as he had intended,
his idea was to play as strong a team
as the Remove could put into the field—
excepting, of course, in goal, whero
Billy Bunier was to distinguish himself
—or  extinguish himself, as the case
might be.

Now it dawned on him that there wern
difficulties in the way. Taking a pencil
from his pocket, he crossed out the
Bounder's name, and wrote that oi
Monty Newland under it.

“Look here,” said Tom Brown, the
New Zealand junior. © You've got me
down as centre-half, Wharton.”

“Well, aren't you ecentre-half,
head 77
~ “But you told me Russell was going
in, and ['ve arranged o

“Qh, my hat! You, too!” exclaimed
the unhappy captain of the Remove,
“ Look here, whatever you've arranged,
you can wash it out, see?”

“But I ecan’t!” said Tom Brown, shak-
ing his head. “1I've got tickets for
the matinee at Lantham, and Fm goiug
with Toddy—"

“Toddy!" yelled Wharton. “I've got
Toddy down for inside-left [”

* But vou told him—-—"

“Br-r-r-r-r 1”

“Dash it all, Wharton,” exclaimed
Peter Todd warmly. “You told me
Nugent was playing inside-left, and I've
blued half-a-crown on a ticket for
Lantham, 7Think I'm going to chuek it
away because you've got a funny idea of
playing thas frabjous owl Bunfer 7

“You can go to the matinee, or go to
Jericho!” growled Wharton, and he
croseed out two more pames in his re-
vised list, which was beginning to lovk
like the first edition agaun, “ Any other
silly ass got any rot to get off his
chest T

“Yon won't want me—"" said Dick
Penfold.

“I shall want you!” roared Wharton.

“But you told me—"

“Mever mind what I told you! TFor-
said Pen, shaking his

get all about it."
“1 ecan’s!l”
head. “I've promised my father to
go home and help him with a job, as
you said you wouldn’s want me.”
Penfold was the son of the village cob-
bler at Friardale. Often, on half-holi-
days, he walked home to lend his father
a hand. That was certainly an engage-
ment that could not bo washed out.
“You see, you told me you were
putting in Micky Desmond,” urged Pen.
“QOh, pile it on!” said Wharton
resignedly, and he crossed out Pen's
name, “I hope that’s the lot [

fal-

“Well, you sce—" began Mark
Linley.
“Shut up, vou!” roaredd Wharton.

“Don’t tell me you can’t play back to-
morrow, you fathead! You've got to
play back! You got to keep those
Fourth Form tick: from getting any-
where near Bunter in goall”

“1f I'd known ** said Marlk.

“Well, you know now.”

“Rut it's really impossible, old chap!
Queleh has offered to give me two hours
with Thueydides—he’s set the time apart
for me—1 simply conldu’s go and tell
him I'm playing football iustead.”

“You piffling ass, what de you want
to mug np 'l‘huc_\.-'dirl’es for? Nobody else
in the Remaove eould construe a word of
Thueydides! Blow Thueydides !

“T'd blow Thueydides, if that was all,;
but I ean’t blow Queleir 2

Another name was crossed out of the
hapless list, and another writlen in.
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Some of the Removiles wero chuckling
now. The expression on the face of their
flootba.]l captain sccmed to entertain
thent,

“Is Ogilvy here?” snapped Wharton.
“You got something special on to-mor-
row, Ogegy? Going to a funcral you
can't ‘possibly miss, or something of that
sort 12

The Reottish junior chnekled,

“Well, I was going out on my bike, as
you told me I shouldn’t be wanied—:"

“Blow your bike!” roared the captain
of the Removo.

“Blow it by all nieans—I'll play, of
course,” said Ogilvy, langhing, “Dut
if you think that teapy will beat Temple,
with Bunter in goal, you'ro dreaming
dreams 1”7

“Leave Bunter out, and den’t be a
goat !” suggested Vernon-tnith,

“Br-r-r-r-r1”

“Well, if you ask for it, you'll get it !”
said  the Bounder, shrugging lhis
shoulders. “You've pot four good men
—and Nugent's not bad—and that Lid
Valentine's not a bad half. But you
can't beat the Fourth with that lot, with
a pie-faced, pilfting owl in goal.™

Harry Wharton grunted. With a
strong team to kecp the enemy away
from goal, prospects were good. But
with a seeond-rate tcam, prospects were
far from bright. He knew what would
happen if the enemy got anywhere near
the goal, with Wilfyiam George Bunter
as custodian,

“I say, you fcllows [

Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag., He
blinked at the ecrowd of Rewovites
through his big spectacles, aud rolled
over to them.

“What's on?" asked Banter. The
0wl of the Remove could sce that some-
thing unusual was on, “Oh! 1s that the
footer lisk? Same lot of duds as usual,
what {22

“Worse than usuall”
Bounder.

“Conldn’t be much worse,” said Buu-
ter, “Best man iu the Form left out,
I've no doubt. It's a hit sickening, the
way o really good man never gets
a chance in Remove games. Rouen
jealousy all round.”

Bunter evidently did not yet know that
his name was in the list.  Billy Bunter
loathed games praclice, and on com-
pulsory days his cxcuses for Lkeeping
away wore many and various and un-
numbered. And when a practice was
not compulsory, wild horses would uut
have dragged Bunter to Little Side. At
the same time, the fat Owl fancied him
salf as a footballer. Bunter was always
prepared to play in a match—if asked.
1t was not, =o far, on reeord that Le had
ever heen asked.

“Blessed if 1 sce anything to ecaclkle
at,” said Buuter, as the Removites
chortled. “ Do I ever get a chance in u
game? I ask you.”

“You'ra getting a chanco in  this
came !” eliuckled the Bounder. “ You're
down to keep goal I*

“Wha-g-at 1"

Billy Bunter made a jump at the list,
and fixed his little round eyes and Lis
big round spectacles on it.  Idis eyey
widened behind his spectacles as lie read
the surprising name “W. G. Bunter *’
there,

“0Oh eriley !” ejacnlated Bunter,

“You'll have to pull up your socks
to-morrow, Bunter 17 said  Redwipg,
laughing.

Billy Bunter blinked at his name in
the list, Then he turned rvound and
blinked at the eaptain of the Remove.
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grimned the

*You've got me down?” he said.

“Yes, ass!” growled Wharton. * And
don’t be e bigger idiot than you can
help in goal to-morrow !

“That’s all very well,” said Buntcr.
“But this won't do.””

“What

“It won’t do,* sall Burter calmly.
“¥You've found out ai last ithat you want
me in the footer., Well, that's all right.
I'm glad to sce that you've got a little
sense, 3 far as that goes. It's a bit
thick, bunging o thing at a fellow at the
last minute like this—I'd got some
engagemenis {or to-morrow afternooun.
I hardly see how I can play.”

That was Billy Bunter all over! If
Rilly Bunter found himself important,
for once, Billy Bunter was the man te
utake the most of his importance.

“You silly ass!” yoared Wharton.

“0Ol, really. Wharion! I don’t say
that I shall refuse to play,’” =aid Runter
graciously, * I'm not the man to let the
Form down——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, don’t cackle! If the fellows
have found cut my value as a footballer,
I'm glad of it! If you've got it into
vour silly head, Wharten. that you can’t
veally do without iy, that’s all right
—I'm glad oi it! But I'm nor at all
sure that I shall be able to play io-
morrow. Later, perbaps—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“T'1L think it over ™ said DBunter
generously, “1f 1 find that L ean put
ofl my engagements, Wharton, T'll sce
you through. But | can’t give you a
pasitive answer on the spet. You ean’t
expect it.’”?

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removitea.

They found the cxpression on Harry
Wharton'’s face mor.: enlertaining than
oaver,

“TI let you know later,” said
Dunter, with a wave of a fat hand.
“1'1! think it dver, Wharton, and let
sou know. That'r all I can say at
present. Ask me again in the morning,
and I'll say—=  Yaroocooht! leggo,
you beast! Oh, whoooop!”

Far some reason—unknown to Bunter
—tho captain of the Remove interrupted
Lim by grabbing the back ol his fat
neck and banging his head on the wall
of the Rag.

Bang, bang, banz! )

Really, it was the last siraw! The
football captain of the Remove had
enough worrics on hane, at the moment,
without fatuous swaik from Billy
Bunter. Banging Bunter’s head was a
relief to his feelings.

lle found it a szolaee. DBunter didn't!
Bunter roared frantically.

“QOw! Wow! Leggo! Lceave off]
Oh, my napper! Whooop! I—I sy,
old chap, I'll play to-morrow—I'll play

in every match this scason if you
like—--"

“IIa, ha, ha !

“Ow! Wow! I mean it!” howled
Bunter. “Leggo! I'i back you up all

along the—whoop '=line! I'll play for
you against St. Jim's and Rookwood,
old fellow—yarooh i—honcst  Injun!
Rely on mel Whooooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Bang!

“Yaroeoooh I

Harry Wharten dropped Bunier on
ihe floer, and walked wrathfully vut of
ithe Rag, He left the Removites roar-
ing with laughter—and Billy Bunier
voaring still more loudly, though neot
with lauglter,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Business Transaction !

p 1o’ LL heat them 1™

Bob Cherry spoke confi-
dently—perhaps ore confi-
dently than he felt.

“We'll iry 1" said Harry Wharton.

“The tryfulness,” said Hurree Jamset
R%m Singh, “will be proposterous!™

‘Of all the silly asscs—" remarked
Johany Bull,
“Give us a rest!” snggested Doh.
“Well, T jolly well think—"’
You don’t!” contradicted Bob.
“You never have, and I'm not going to
Lelieve that you're beginning veow.”

“Look here—"

“Tats |

The Famous Five and Jim Valentina
were at tea in Study No. 1. 1t had
dawned on Bob, by this time, that he
had rather landed his fricnds in the
soup. Btill, he had been bomped for i,
and the Co. let it go at that! Johnny
might really have lob the topic dropl
But Johnny did not always lct a topic
drop at tho most judicions monient,
A faf face blinked 1n at tho door,

“I say, you fellows—0u>"

“Get out I” roared Wharton.

Ho was not in the very best of tempers

"

—and he was fed-up with William
George Bunter !
“Oh, really, Wharton!” Bunter

blinked at the tea-table. “I say, I've
decided to play for you to-morrow.
Let’s talk it over, over tea, shall we?”’

Ilarry Wharton picked up tho loaf.
Apparcntly he was not disposed to talk
football with Bunter over tea.

“Whera will you have it, you fut
freak ! he grunted.

Bunter eyed the loaf warily.
Bunter was accustomed te being wary
when he looked into s study ut tea-
time,

“Now, lock here, Wkarton! I've
been disappointed abe:r a  postal
order——"

“I give you one second 1”

“From my titled relations. 1f
you ask a fellow to give up a lot of
pressing chgagements to play football
for you, 1 think th: lcast you can do is
to ask a {fcllow to tea. I ihink
Ow I”*

Bunter dodged the loaf just in time,
It missed him by inches and rolled on
the floor,

“ Deast!” roared Bunter. “If you
think I want any of your measly sar-
dines, you're jolly well mistaken! I
came hcre to borrow a book—just a
book. Valentine, old chap, lend me
your ‘llobby Anpnual,’ will you?
You've done with i%”

“You can’t cat a * Hobby Anuual’(?
said Valentine.

*Ha, ha, ha ”

“You silly ass] You sce. it’s a book
full of kpowledge and things,” explained
Bunter. “It tells you how to make a
* thingummy,” and all about tho inside
of a ‘what-do-you-cali-i..?2l Cun I
have 617

“Take it and go,” said Jim Valenline,
“Don’t make it a!l jammy |”

“1 haven't any jam,” said Dunter
sorrowiully, “You'd hardiy bLelieve it,
but Toddy finished up the jam in my
study., Lle made cut that it was his,
you know, because he bought it—— I
say—if you chuck that cushien at me,
Wharton, you beast

RBilly Bunter graboou the “Hobby
Annual” from the bookshelf anid
bolted. He slammed the study door as
he went.,

In the passage Dunter grinned.

Ile rolled up the Hemove passage,
with 1the “Hobby Annual” under hig




EVERY SATURDAY

erm, That entrancin volume was, as
Bunter had said, full of knowledge of
various kinds. But Billy Bunter was
not intending to absorb any of that
knowledge. Billy Bunter had quite
another use for Jim Valentine's
“Hobby Annual.”

He rolled along to Study No. 14 in
the Remove passage.

That study belonged to Johnny Bull,
8quiff, and Fisher T Fish. Johnny was
now teaing in Harrv Wharton’s study,
and Squiff was teaing in Hall, and the
American junior was alone In Study
No. 14. TFisher T. Fish was not teaing
there. Unless Fist was asked out to
tea—which seldom happoned—or unless
he contrived to ask himselt out to tea—
which sometimes happened—it was his
custom to tea in Hall. Spending his
own money on tea, when tea was pro-
vided by the schoo!l, would have seemed

_ IH
1
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It you realiy want me to play in the match lo-morrow,
that I can put off my engagements, I’ll see you through. But I can
ha ! ' yelled the Removites.

to Fishy a procceding worthy only of a
“simp “—indeed, of a “dog-goned
boob 17

Having tea'd in Hall. and eaten as
much a3 he possibly could, on the
principle of gettir his moncy’s worth
and = little over, I'isher '[. Fish was now
busy in his study, bending his sharp
Transatlantic features over a paper
covered with figurss

He waved an impatient bony hand
at Bunter in the deorway.

“Git 1" he snapped.

“1 say, Fishy—"

“ Absquatulate !’ snapped Fishy,

There were lines of deep thought on
Fishy’a bony brow. ‘I'rouble was heavy
on his mind and his heart.

It was tho gquestion of the American
Debt, on a small ecale! The Lig
Amcrican Debt was worrying all the

statesmen of Europe. A Small Ameri-
can Debt was worrying Fisher Tarleton
Tish, of the Remove.

I’ishy had lent half-a crown last term
to Tubb of the Thi:d. Tubb had only
paid him three shillings and sixpence,
so far, in interest, leaving the prineipal
of the debt still unliquidated Tubb still
owed him the original half-crown, and
another half-crown for interest!

And Tubb ot thé Third. to Tishy's
unspeakable indignation, had relused to
pay him any more!

Tubb, with an obstinate stupidity
that made the Americin junior tired,
declared that he didn’t owe Iishy any-
thing, having returned him three-and-
six for two-and-six' Hea declared that
Fishy, having made a bnb by the tran-
saction, ought to be satisfied. TFor a
citizen of the great United States to
feel satisfied before Le had skinned his

debtor right down to the bone, was, of
course, impossible TFishy was far from
satisfied.

But there it was  Tubb had not only
refused to pay him any more, but
threatened to hit kim in the cye if Le
asked for any more!

It was enough to keep Fishy awakoe
o’ nights! He mourned for that which
was lost, and could not be comforted !
Losing money hurt Fishy. It he had
lost his reputation, or his nearest aud
dearest relative, he could have borne it.
But losing mones hii him where he
lived

With an anxious mind and a sad-
dened heart, Fishy was going over his
accounts, marking off the five shillings
that Tubb still owed him as a bad
debt. It was like having a tooth out.
1f Fishy had had tears ho would have
been prepared to shed them now!
Really, he could have cried.
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Naturally, in these painful eircum-
stances, he did not want to be bothered
by Billy Bunter. He would have thrown
the ink at him: but ink cost money. So
he glared at him instcad. Glares,
fortunately, were inexpensive, and the
American junior could indaige in them
without feeling a pain afterwards.

“If you don't beat it,” said Fisher T.
Tish, “I'll get on my hind legs and take
the poker to you! Absquatulate, you
pie-faced jay! Vamoose the ranch, you
all-fired boob! Git!"

“(0h, really, Fishy! What are you

up to?” asked Bunter. “Swindling
somebody "
For some reason that Fishy never

could understand, Remove fellows per-
sisted in regarding his cute busiucss
transactions es swindling.

“Will you git?” roared Fishy.

Wharton, I'il think it over,” sald Bunter generously. ** I{ I find
’t give you a positive answer on the spot.”” *‘ Ha, ha,
They found the expression on Wharton’s face entertaining !

“I've got something to sell, old chap,”
urged Bunter,

“Aw! 'Take it away and can it!"
growled Fisher T. ¥ish; but heo calmed
down,

Iishy carried on quite an. extensivo
business in the Lower School in buying
and selling. He bought cheap and ho
sold dear. A hard-up fellow who parted
with his Latin dietionary for sizpenco
found that the price had increased (o
five shillings if he wantled to repurchase
it.  Such o fellow was liable to call
Fishy all sorts of uncomplimeniavy
uames, 1t was fortunate for Fishy that
lie was not thin skinned.

“Look here, my * Hobby Annual’”
sail Bunter, showing the volume. “It
cost six shillings, and it's easily worth
double, It tells you how to make &
what-do-vou-call-it out of a what’s-its-
uate, and all that.”
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“Tuppence 12 eaid Tisher T. Tish
briefly.

“What 12 yelled Bunter. _

“Tuppencc—and take 1t or lcavo it

“Why, you beast, it cost Val—I mean,
it cost six shillingz!” howled Bunter.
* Make it two bob, you mingy miser lZ

“Take it away 1

“What about a bob, then?®

“Nix about a bob! Travel!”

“ Bixpence 7

“When I say tuppence what I mean
is tuppence !” said Fizher T. I'tsh in-
exorably, “I might have that book on
my hands for weeks! Books are a drug
in the market, anyhow. DMightn't get
more’n two bob for it myself. Take 1t
or leave it!l”

Billy Bunter laid the volume on the
tahle.

“Look here, Fishy |
postal erder——=2

“Aw! Can it!™

“What I mean is I shall want to buy
that book back later,” =aid Bunter.
“I—I want to give it to a fellow, He—
he rather expects me to—to give him a
‘*Ilobby Aunual! T'm expeceting a
postal order to-morrow, IFishy—I'll sca
yvou about it then—seo %

Fishy grinned. If he kept that book
in his possession till Billy Bunter’s cele-
brated postal order arrived, it was not
likely to be reclaimed in a hurry.

“And now hand over the twopenee,
yvou stingy Shylock!”’ said Bunter.

Two pennies were tossed on the table.
Bunter picked them up and rolled
away, leaving the ‘' Hobby Annual®
on the table in Study No. 14.

Twopenee was not much, but he could
buy a tart for twopence in the school

1!‘!

I'm cxpecting a

shop—and all was grist that came to

Bunter’s mill, As for the honesiy of the
transaction, Bunter was not worrying

about that. He was going to buy the
book back when his postal order came
and return it to Jim Valentine,
Valentine was not in a hurry for it—
ho had finished reading it, Bo that was
all right go far as the fat and fatuous
owl could see. Bunter would have been
surprised and hurt had anyone told him
that he was a dishonest young rascal.
Bunter’s fat brain had its own
mysterious ways of functioning.

Left alone again in Swudy No, 14,
I'ishy smiled as he glanced at the
volume on the table. It was quite clean
—not havidg been long in Bunter's
hands—and looked as good as new, Ila
remembered that he had heard the new
fellow, Valentine, say at the beginning
of the term that he was thinking of
buying the *“HMHobby Annual.” Fishy
hoped that he had not bought one yet.
If not, he would be able to scll this
one to Valentine at a price which would
show a really handsome profit on the
transaction! Fishy smiled.

But as his keen, cute eyes turned back
to his business papers the smile
vanished and a hagpard expression of
black care ecame over his bony face.
A'hat bad debt of Tubb’s gave him deep
pangs of pain. Losing money was a
thing to make the toughest puy yaup.
Fishy almost broke down. He groaned
as he drew his pen through Tubb’s
account, and the anguish in his bony
face might have moved a heart of stone.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Shadowed !

= IM VALENTINE started a little,
1 and a hard, dark look came over
his handsome face.

The early winter dusk had
fallen, and the school gates were closed.

Now on Sale

“ Fight*—or die! " That is Red Barbe’s grim ultimatum,
and never has young Peter Drake felt such cold numbling
fear as now. A prisoner in the hands of these dread pira_tEE
of the air, he must join in their merciless attacks, Inntmﬁ Ask for

and sinking bullion-carrying liners, or be shot himself, an
there 13 no way out—not one chance in a million of escape !

GEO. E. ROCHESTER'S powerfully told yarn of peril,

cuspense, and thrilling adventure will grip you all through!

‘BOYS’ FRIEND Librar

No. 368
of The

4d,

THE MAGNET

All Greyfriars fcllows were supposed
to be within gates; but Valentine, the
new fellow in the Remove, was tramping
along the shadowy lane towards Friar-
dale, with his hands in his pockets and
his coat collar turned up against the
bitter wind,

Twice it had scemed to Jim that ho
heard a faint sound of footfalls behind
him, and he had glanced round and seen
nobody., Again the faint sound reached
lhim, and he knew that he was not mis.
taken. Deliberately he slowed down so
that anyone coming along the lano
belund him would overtake and pass
him, But no one overtook him—no one
passed him.

Ile was followed, and that meant,
shadawed. Valentine was out of gates
after lock-up for a simple reason. His
Yorm master, Mr. Quelch, had asked
him to walk (Jown to the village to
register a letter at the post office. Jim
had been only too glad to oblige the
man who was a kind friend and pro-
tecior to him. Also, it had been

pleasant to kvow that Mr. Quelch
trusted him se completely, The “boy
with & past valued Mr. Quelch's

trust and good opinion very highly.

Now he was followed as he walked
down the shadowy lane—by whom? It
wis long singce ho had seen anything of
Nosey Clark and the gang. But he knew
that they were not hnished with him.

No one at Greyfriars knew that Jim
Valentine, in the hands of the gang
of crooks, had beenr Dick the Penman—
the imitator of hands, wanted for over
a ycar by the police, hunted but never
traced by the keenest men at Scotland
Yard., He fancicd that Wharton and
Nugent more than suspected it, but if
=0 they were not likely to speak, The
Famous Five of Greyfriars knew a good
deal about the boy who had fled from the
gang of crooks, and they believed in
him and stood by him. Iis secrct was
safe unless Nosey Clark betrayed him
E—and that the master crook dared not

o.

Neither did he dare attempt to
scize the boy by force, since Jim had
warned him that he had written out a
paper to fall into the hands of the
police if he wasg missing. What Nosey
could do to harm him Jim could not
tell, yet he knew that he was not done
with the man with the vulture's beak.
He knew that some scheme for forcing
him back into crime was working in
Clark’s cunning brain,

Faintly he caught a footfall again.

Who could it be cautiously shadowing
him along the dark lane—ifi not Nosey
Clark or tke eracksman, Nuity Nixon or
Barney, or some other of the gang?
His teeth set and his eyes glinted.

Yet what did they want? They dared
not kidnap him, and they had learned
by this time that it was futile to urge
Ihim to come back {o them.

Jim Valentine trod on his way with
deep anger in his heart. He longed
passionately to have done with the gang
—to forget that dismal and disastrous
passage 1n his life, to live carefree like
any other Greyiriars fellow.

That was what he had hoped for when
Mr. Quelch befriended him and placed
him in the school, But it had not come
to pass, Nosey Clark had found him
out—and would never leave him 1n
peace. And Mr. Grimes, the inspector
a2t Courtfield, suspected him, doubted
him, and Jun was well aware that In-
spector Grimes was keeping Greyfriars
under observation on his account. Mr,
Grimes belicved that he was still acting
in collusion with the gang—that his
parting with them was only a pretence,
Probably bLhe was confirmed in that
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Lelicf by tho fact that several robberies
had happened in the vicinity since
Valentine had been at Greyfriars. And
Jim knew—or at, least, he did not doubt
—that those robberies had been the work
of his old pang—and were somchow a
part of the uc%:ma Nosey Clark had
formed to drive him from the school.

Again that stealthy footfall. He did
not look back again—he would have
scen nothing had ho looked in the deep
gloom. Whoever was shadowing him
was keeping out of his sight. He won-
dered for a moment if it was some foot-
pad. But if it had been that the
shadower would have closed in on himn
in tho darkest and loneliest part of the
lane—which he had already passed. It
was not that I'e did not doubt that it
was one of the gang watching Lim and
following him—though for what reason
hie could not guess.

Harder and grimmer grew the expres-
sion on his face. Certainly he did not
care if anyone followed lim to the
village post office and saw him register
Mr. Quelch’s letter thero! But the per-
secution at the hands of Nosey Clark
& Co. roused his bitterest resentment.
Why could they not leave him alone?

He halted as he reached the npnnini;
of tho dark footpath that led through
Friardale Wood. He laid his hand on
the stile and wvaulted over.

But he did not keep on up the foot-
path, which lay like a black tunncl
before him. He stooped and detached
8 heavy turf from the ground, With the
turf in his grasp he stood in the black
shadow of a tree and waited.

There was a patter of swilt feet in
the lanc. He smiled grimlyv. The
shadower had evidently been listening
to his footsteps ahead and had noted
that they had ceased, and no doubt
guessed that he had turned into the
wood. Now he was running on, fearful
of losing him,

Jim saw a dark figure stop at the
stile, and heard a panting breaith. He
could not make out who it was—only
that 1t was a burly man. He saw the
head bent to listen, and was careful to

mako no sound, stilling even |his
breathing,

The burly figure clambered over the
stile, and started u;f the footpath into
the wood. It passed within six fect of
the schoolboy pressed close to the trunk
of a tree in tho darkness.

Jim madoe no sound.

But when the figure was well past, he
stepped out from his cover, into the
middle of the path. Iis arm swung up,
the heavy clod of turf in his hand.

Whiz!

Crash!

There was a sudden, startled yell, and
the sound of a heavy man pitching for-
ward on his hands and knees. The clod
had landed fairly on the baeck of the
hu:;tjd of the man who had gone up the
path.

* Oooooooh |” came a spluttering how!,
as the unseen man sprawled,

Jim Valentine gave a Dreathless
chuckle. But he did not stay to listen.
1io leaped back over the stile, and raced
up the lano towards Friardale. There
was no further sound of footsteps behind
him. In five minutes he reached the
village post office. Five minutes later,
having registered the letter, he left the
B-:'-ﬂt office, and took a roundabout way

ack to Greyfriars, following ficld-paths,
and keeping clea. of ¥Friardale Lane.

There was a grin on his face as ho
trotted back to the school.  Who the
man was who had shadowed him, and
whom he had foored with the turf, he
did not know——though he had no doubt
that it was one of Nosey Clark’s gang.

DBut Inspector Honry Crimes of Court-
field, as he rubbed the back of his head,
had no doubt that he knew! Mr.
Grimes, as he rubbed his head rucfully,
wondered what had become of the young
rascal, and certainly did not guess thas
the suspected boy was on his way back
to Greyfriars at a rapid trot.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Sporting Offer trom Bunter !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE,

e captain of the Greyfriars

Fourth, smiled. .

Temple of the Fourth sat in

the armchair in his study, with one

clegantly trousered leg crossed over the

other, taking his ease, but with a due

regard to the crease in his beautiful
trouscrs.

Cecil Reginald smiled, and he felt that
e had cause to smils. His pals and
study-mates, Fry and Dabney, scemed

leased also. The chums of the Fourth
gnd finished tea, and were talking foot-
ball—discussing the morrow’s match
with the Remove. They seemed to like
the prospect. ]

Bob Cherry had, 1 fact, delivered the
Remove into the hands of the Philis-
tines, in the epinion of Templeo & Co.

“Swank ¥ was not Bob’s way, as a
rile; but the supereilious and inefflable
‘Temple had irritated him in that littlo
argument in the Rag that day, and in
his haste, DBob had stated that the
Remove could, and would, beat the
Fourth with Bunter keeping goal—which
was as pood as saying that they could
'I.Jr:nl;"'llm Fourth without a goalkeeper
at all.

Dob had only named Bunter because
Bunter was the howlingest ass at footer
at Greyfriars, with the possible excep-
tion of Coker of the Fifth. Bob’s state.
ment had been a hasty one, intended
rcally only us a figure of speech; but
Temple, with great astuteness, had
pinned him down to it on_ the spot;
taken it as a challenge, and closed on it.

If the Remove footballers did not
stand for it, Temple was going to have
the satizfaction, at lecast, of gibing at
fellows who swanked anci backed down
when called on to make their words
good. .

But, to his much greater satisfaction,
he found that the Remove did stand for

it. He had read the football list pinned
up in the Rag, and seldom had Cecil
Reginald read anything—even in a

journal devoted to tailoring—that gave
him greater satisfaction,

“Couldn’t have happeneda better, you
men ! drawled Temple. “ Of course, wo
could Leat any team the Lower Fourth
could put in the field, if we liked to
make work of it. But, dash it all, foot-
ball's a game—I'm not poin’ to make
worl of Soccer !

“Oh, rather!” agrecd Dabney.

Edward I'ry winked at the tcapot on
the table. I'ry could play Soceer, and
his magnificent captain  couldn’t—at
lcast, he mnever did! What Temple
called Soccer was cnough, in Try's
opinion, to make a cat laugh. A good
Remove team was fated to walk all over
Temple & Co.

IF'ry would have preferred to see a
rood FFourth Form team play a good
rume, and win on their merits. But,
with Temple as skipper, that was not
within the bounds of practical politics,
But if Temple could not play Soccer. at
lecast he could catch an unwary fellow
napping; and that he had done success-
fully, with glorious prospects for the
coming Form match.

“The pater's comin’ down to Grey-
friars to-morrow,” went on Temple.
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“T'he pater's irightfully kcen on games.
Ie's slanged me sometimes, makin' out
that I'm not keen, A fellow's keen
cnough; but a feilow’s not goin' to
slave. I'ln not goin’ to play lLke a
dashed professional !”

“Never [” said Fry, with another wink
at the teapot. \Whatever Cecil Reginald
did, ho certainly was not likely to pla
hke a professional, dashed or undashed.

“But I want to please the pater,”
said Temple. “A man likes to pleaso
his pater! The pater’s fur from bein’ a
bad old bean! And—to tell you tho
truth—I was goin’ to drive the fellows
rather hard this time, with the pater
watchin' the game! I was determined
to beat the Remove, anyhow! The fact
18, 1f we beat the Remove, with the pater
lookin’ on, it means somethin' deeent in
the way of a tip! It may mean a
tenner !

_ Fry and Dabney
impressed,

_8ir Reginald Temple, who had the dis-
tinction of being Temple's pater, was a
wealthy gentleman, and not uncommonly
he stood thie dandy of the Fourth a fiver.
But a tenner was a little out of the
common. It was worth while bucking
up a bit at Soccer, almost worth while
making work of it, when an old gentle-
man who was keen on pgames might
exude a tenner if he was pleased,

“If the pater sees me win, he will be
no end bucked !” said Temple, rather as
if he was going to win that game
entirely on his own, the rest of the
eleven being merely “alse rans.”” * Last
time he saw us play, he snorted after-
wards—snorted like a horse! Believe
me! He gave mo rather a jaw!
Scemed to think I was a bit of a slacker!
Me, you know !

Templo shook his head rather sadly
over that misjudgment on the part of
his pater.

“But this time,” went on Tomple
brightly, “the old bean is goin’ to sec
that I can win football matches if 1
choose to take the trouble!”

“You m:{ght to stand Cherry some-
thing out of the tenner,” said Fry.

“Oh, don’t rot!"” said Temple. “I've
no doubt—practically no doubt—that
we should beat the Remove, anyhow—as
I've said, I was goin’ all out to win!
But I'm rather glad it's a sure thing
without o lot of trouble! You've seen
Wharton's list of foozlin' duds? It
gecms that he's made up a list of second-
class men—dashed cheek, you know—
thinkin’ they were good enough for us.
And he's fool enough to stand for
Cherry's swank, and :-fuv Bunier in goal
—sheer unadulterated check!

“I hear that he rather changed his
mind, and asked some of the good men
to play, after all, and they told him to
go and cat coke! Anyhow, as the
mafter stands, he's pot a rotten team,
and the biggest idiot ever in goal—and
that tenner's as good as in my desk 1™

“Hear, hear " said Fry.

*Oh, rather !” chuckled Dabnoy.

“We'll spend it,” continued Temple,
“on a terrific jamboree next SBaturday,
what? We'll have a car out, and a run
to Brighton, a matinee, if there is one,
and a dinner at some decent sort of show.

looked properly

We can get leave from Capper! Mako
the fur fiy a bit.”
Fry and Dabnev regarded Temple

with admiration. I he didn’t know how
to play football, at least he knew how
to spend a ten-pound note!

Tap! There was a knock at the door
of the study,

“Stagger in!” drawled T emfle?.

The door opened, and a fat face aud a
large pair of spectacles dawned on
Temple & Co. Billy Bunter rolled in,
Cecil Reginald Temple stared at him,
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:Tgi‘?”isn"t the Zoo,” he said.

“ Porpoises, 1 believe, are taken in at
the Zoo—"

“0Oh, really, Temple! I say, you
fellows, I've come here to speak to you
about the match to-morrow,” said Billy
Bunter. “Had your tea?”

“Had yours?” asked Temple.

“No, old chap. I've had nothing but
tea in Hall, and o twopenny tart!” said
the fat Owl “You see, I've beer‘n dis-
appointed about a postal order—

“Like to have your tea.now "

“Yes, rather, old fellow.” .

“(ood! Go somewhere an' have it,
then! Shut the door after you.”

Fry and Dubney chuckled.

Biily Bunter grunted. .a}ppa?cntlf he
was not going to “tea * with Temple.

“Well, look here!” he said. “ About
the Form maich! 1 hecar that your
Putct'a coming down to-morrow,
Temple.” .

“You hear a lot of things that don't
roncern you, I believe,” drawled Temple.
“What about it, fathead ?” )

“Well, with your pater here,” said
Bunter, ©“ I dare say you'd like to put
up a winning game for once, what?
You don’t want your pater to sce you
mopped up, as usual. What?” )

Cecil Reginald Temple uncrossed his
elegant legs. He was getting ready to
rise and kick Billy Bunter out of the
study. Happily unaware of that, the
fat Removite rattled on cheerily:

“ Anyhow, you'd like to have a chanco
for once, what? As the matter stands,
vyou haven't an earthly. Ilave you scen
the list?”

“Pvo seen it.” Temple stared at the
fat Owl. It was because he had scen the
Remove list that he felt cheerfully
assured of a sweeping victory on the
morrow. So he could not quile make
Bunter out.

“Well, if you've seen the list, you
know you're a gone coon,” said Bunter.

don’t mean that you'd have much
chance, anyway, of course. But with
me in goal, you're done for before you
begin—see 1" .

““Ye gods!” said Fry.

“Suppose you gt through,” argued
Bunter. “Mind, I'm not saying you're
likely to get through—duds like you
chaps! But suppose you do? Well,
with the Remove playing their best man
in goal—r:"

“Ureat pipl”

“You sce, you won't have an carthly,”
explained the fat Owl. * Wharton's
always kept mo out of the maiches, so
far. There’'s a lot of jealousy in faot-
ball, as I dare say you know. This time
he's asked me to play. And if 1 play,
where do you come mn? That's how I
look at it.’

“That—that's how you look at it, is
it?” gasped Templo. = .

“That's it. But I believe in giving a
man a chance,” said Bunter generously.
“And, as a malter of fact, I haven't

romiscd Wharton I'll play, I've told

im I'll think it over, and let him know.
Well, look here, Temple, 1'm not speci-
ally keen on playing. I don't believo
in being hung on a nail for a fellow to
take down when lie likes, and all that.
Wharton's always left me out, and it
would serve him right if I stood out
now—a lesson to him, From what I can
make out a lot of fcllows have turned
him down, and he thinks the only chance
of saving the maich i3 to get mo
goal.”

“Qh gad!”

“But I don't see it,” argucd DBunter.
“Why shouldn’t {yau have a chance of
winning a game for once? I believe in
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giving & man a chance—ceven a foouling
dud like you, old chap, Well, to come
to the point, I'm prepared to stand out,
and give you a chance.”

“Oh crikey I

“Wharton's not treated me well, and
he can’t grumble,” said Bunter. *“And
I jolly well don’t care if he does. Sa
the word, and I'll tell him 1 jolly well
won't keep goal to-morrow—and that’s
that! Of course,” added Bunter, ' one
good turm deserves another! You sce
that ¥

“One pood turn—= Oh, my hat!”
gurgled Temple.

“T'reat me as a pal, and I'll treat you
as a pal,” declared Bunter. *I don't
know whether you’ve licard me mention
that I'm expecling o postal order?
Well, it hasn't come! 1 dare say you
could lend me the pound, and take the

tal order when—wlien it comes.
What about it?”

Billy Bunter blinked hopelully at the
speechless captain  of the Fourth.
Temple seemed to have lost his voice.

“Ye gods and litile fishes!” said Cecil
Reginald, at last. “I'm to lend you a
quid to—to—to stand out of the makch,
and—and give us a chanee! Ye gods!”

“Well, I wouldn't put it exactly like
that,” said Bunter. *Put like that, 1t
sounds a bit sordid. What I mean 13,
you do me a good turn, and I'll do you
one. I feel quite justified in refusing
to dplay, after being Lkept out in the
cold so long.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the three Fourth-
Formers.

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cuckle
at |” said Bunter, in surprise. “ What's
the joke, 1'd like to know 7

“You are, old fat bean!” grinned
Temple. “Now let’s have this plain.
1f 1 treat you as a pal, you'll stand out
of the match and refuse to keep goal
for the Hemove to-morrow "

“That's it, old fellow!
turn: e

“And if I bang your head on the
table, and kick you out of the study, you
wouldn't regard that as treatin’ you as
a palt”

“Eh? No! What—"

“Well, here goes, then ! said Temple.
And he jumped at Billy Bunter, caught
him by the collar, and banged Lis head
on the study table.

A terrific yell rang the length of the
Tourth Form passage.

“Yooop !”

Temple swung the fat junior into tho
doorway.

f‘d!\‘ow, you men, all together!” ho
sa1d.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_Threo boots landed on Billy Bunter’s
tight trousers with three crashes in
unison. Billy Bunter shot out of the
doorway like a stone from a catapult.
There was a heavy bump, and a wild
yell in the passage.

“Ow! Wow !
Ilelp! Yaroooop!”

“Kiek him as far as the Remove
landing ! said Temple.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh erikey! Oh ecrumbs! Oh
scissors! Leave off I shricked Bunter,
as ho scrambled up and fed for his fat
life.

Behind him rushed the three, drib-
bling him along the passage. How
many times he was kicked before he
escaped across the Remove landing,
Billy Bunter never knew. But he
cscaped ot last, and his frantic yells
died away up the Remove passage, and
Temple & Co. walked back to their
study, chuckling.

Quo good

Beast!  Yarooh!
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Facer for Mr, Grimes !

4 7 NSPECTOR GRIMES, sir!”
i * Please show Inspector Grimes
in, Trotter !
" Yes, sir.”

Mr. Queich, the master of the Re-
move, did not scem pleased. DBut his
manner was very polite and civil as
Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield, was
shown inlo his study. Mr. Grimes,
portly and solid, sat down with a weight
Elmil made the chair creak, and breathed

ard.

“I have called, sir, wilth reference to
the boy Valentine,” said Mr. Grimes.

Mr, Quelch raised his eyebrows,

“I will be frank, sir,” said the im-
spector. I lLad an impression when I
questioned this boy some time ago, that
he could have told me a great deal, had
he liked, e did not choose to do s0.”

“1_hardly think—"

" Nothing appears o bo known de-
finitely of the boy, except that he was
once In association with certain lawless
characters,” said the inspector. “But I
have every reason to belicve that he
knows a great deal, sir, of the gang of
crooks that includes, among its mem-
bers, the unknown forger called Dick
the Penman., I have told you =o
before.”

“Quite so!” assented Mr. Quelch, his
manner hinting that there was really no
necd for the iuspector to iell him again.

“Whether ihis boy is still in collusion
with his former associates—"

“I am econvinced not,” said Mr.
Quelch sharply.

“No doubt, sir; but a man accus-
tomed to looking on the seamy side of
human nature 13 not so easily con-
vmoed,”" said the inspector a little
tartly. “If the boy is in earnest in his
desire to keep clear of bad characters,
i_xte dezcrvos every encouragement. Dut
s

“I am assuved of it.”

“Since this boy has been here, sir,
there have been cerlain occurrences in
the neighbourhood—in short, burglaries,
In one of them it appears that o boy
was_concerned.”

“DBless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, almost jumping. “You cannot
unagine, for one moment—"

“It is my duty, sir, to ascertain the
facts,” said Mr. Grimes stolidly. *“I
have felt it my duty to keep the boy
under observation.”

"1 was not aware of that!” snapped
the Remove master,

" Neither should I have informed you
of it, sir, but for what has occurred to-
day—during the last hour. I have been
repared to find that the boy, Valentine,
eft the school secretly, in order to com-
municate with lLis associates.  Watélh
has been kept, sometimes by myself
personally, sometimes by others.”

Mr. Quelch’s lips compressed in a
tight line.

e did not regret, and never had re-
retted, having befriended a fricndless
Eoy, whom le liked and trusted. But
this was an unexpeeted and extrvemely
disagreeable outcome of Jim Valentine's
presence .at (;m)'frinrs School.

“This evening,” continued the in-
spector. “ T saw the boy outside the gates
after lock-up. IIe went in the direction
of the village.”

Mr. Queleh stared for a moment, and
then, to ithe surprise of the Courtfield
inspector, smiled,

“1 followed him,” said Mr. Grimes.
rather acidly. *Finding the boy out of
echool after dark, at an hour when zH
Greyfriars boys are within gates, 1 felt
that my suspicions were confirmed, and
1 shadowed him, sir.”

“In that case,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly, “no doubt you observed him
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** 'You want to cinch that book for three-and-six, bo ! ** said Fisher T, Fish.

““ Save you two-and-six at the shops.” ** Well,

my only hat ! * gasped the astonished Valentine, ** Are you off your rocker, or what? Why should I give you three-and=

six for my own

walk to Friardale Post Office. And if
vou pursued your investigations farther,

have no doubt that you saw him
register a letter there,”

Mr. Grimes stared,

“I hardly follow you, sir. What—"

“I had occasion to send a registered
letter by post, sir, and for that reason
requested Valentine to tole it to Friar-
dale, and gave him leave out of gates
for the purpose.”

“Qh!” ejaculated Mp, Crimes, taken
aback. “Then—then the bov had not
left tho school surreptitiously 77

“Not in the least.”

Mr, Grimes reddened a little. Tle did
not like the ‘glimmer in the cve of Henry
Snmuel Quelch.

“The boy may have taken the oppor-
tunity. At all events, I conclude that
he is not now in the school 57

“Quite an unfounded conclusion, sir!
Valentine returned to the school half
an hour ago, and handed me the post
office receipt for the regislered letter.”

“Oh!” repeated Mr. Grimes, again
taken aback.

“If that is
Quelch.

“That is not all 1 rapped Mr. Grimes,
very much annoyed. “'I'he bov found
out somchow that T was shadowing him,
and hie assaulted me!”

“What!” exclaimed Mr, Queleh,

“Ile turned inte the footpath, sir,
which cerlainly does not lead to the
village post office, laid in wait for me
there, and knocked mie nver—knoeked
me over, sir—by flingine a elod at the
hack of my head!” zuiil Inspector
Grimos warmly, “May 1 azk, sir, how

all, sir—" said Mr.

book ? ** Fisher T. Fish jumped.

you explain the boy's taking such
measures to clude me if he was occu-
pied only in the mission you enfrusted
to him?”

Mr. Quelch’s
grave.

“I was quile unaware of this,” ho
said, “If Valentine hus acted as yon
suppose, Mr, Grimes, the matter is
scrious cnough. You are sure—"

I am quite sure of what I say, sir.”

“I ean imagine no reason why the boy
should desire to elude you, even if he
knew you were watching him,” said Mr.
Quelch, “I eannot believe that he was
taking the opportunity to communicato
with his former associales. But cer-
tainly I shall send for the boy at once
and question him in your presence.”

Mr. Quclch rang for Trotter and
dirceted Lhim to send Valentine of the
Remove to the study at once,

Jim Valentine arrived in a couple of
minutes.

He came in, with his usual cheery
expression on his handsome face. That
expression changed a little at the sight
of e Courtfield inspector. Jim Valen-
fine was a Greyfriars fellow now; but
Dick the Tenman could not feel quito
casy in the presence of a police officer.

“ Valentine,” said Mr. Quelch quietly,
“Mr. Grimes informs me that you havo
assaulted—attacked him while you were
on your way to I'riardale.”

Jim Valentine's eyes opened wide,

“You do not dare to deny it, I pre-
sume ?” grunted the inspector,

“Certainly 1 deny it 1"

face became very

exclaimed

** What ? ** he yelled.

“Mr. Grimes is mis-
I have done nothing of the

Valentino hotly,
taken, sir,
sort,”’

“Think beforo you answer, Valene
tine 1

“I have not scen Mr. Grimes to-day,
sir. I have not scen him this week at
all. I have not scen him since he was
here on the night of the burglary.”

Grunt! from Mr. Grimes,

“Perhaps—in the dark—an error—'
suggested Mr. Quelch, looking at the
inspector. “ Some other person—"

“There was no error, sir!” said Mr.
Grimes. “The boy knew I was behind
him, he+ deliberately waited for me
on the footpath and knocked mo over
with a elod! Afterwards he escaped mao
in the darkness. That, of course, was
his objeet.”

Valentine jumped,

“0Oh erikey 1" he gasped.

Ie understood now.

“Valentine, what——"*

“Oh, sir, I never knew it was Mr.
Grimes " exelaimed Valentine, “I
never dreamed—— I can’t sce in the
dark, sir 1"

“You admit the action?” asked Mr.
Quelel.

“Yes, sir. But—hbut I—T1 thonght—"
Valentine stammered  “1 bad mo idea
it was Mr, Grimes, sir! I—I thought—
oh, zir, I faneied it was Noscy Clark
or one ol his gang who was following
me 1"

“(Good gad !" ejaculated the inspector.

“What was I to think?” exclaimed
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Valentine, “I Lknew somcone was fol-
lowing me in the dark—he followed me
quite a distance, sir—and I thought it
was onc of those rotters! I never
dreamed that it was Mr. Grimes—never
thought of him ! I shouldn’t have carcd
if I had known that it was Mr. Grimes,
Why should I

The inspector stared, and Mr. Quelch
smiled faintly.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Grimes,” said Valen-
tine—“very sorry indeed! 1 couldn’t
ges you in the dark—enly just a shadow.
I thought it was one of those rotters,
and knocked him over with a turf as
a lesson to him. I wouldn't have
dreamed of doing it if I'd known it was

on.”
¥ Inspector Grimes’ face was a study.

“Where did you go after—after what
happened 7 he jerked out.

“'o the village post office,” answered
Valentine. “I eame back another way,
thinking that the man might be still
hanging about.”

Mr. Quelch was trying hard to sup-
press o smile, The inspector’s face was
scarlet. Doubting and suspicions as he
was with regard to Valentine, he could
sce that the boy was telling the truth.

‘I am sure, Mr. Grimes, that in the
circumstances, yon will excuse Valen-
tine,” said the Remove master, “His
mistako was a natural one, in the cir-
cumstances, "

"“Oh, quite!” gasped the inspector,

Mr. Qucleh made the junior a sign
to leave the study. Valentine’s face
was serious till the door closed on him.
But he grinned as he went down the
passage. 'That mistake in the dark had
its comic side.

Mr. Grimes loft a fow minutes later,
not at all pleased by the result of his
vigit. It had seemed to him that he had
at Jast something tangible in his grasp
—that the Loy he suspeeted had been
caught out at last. Instead of which,
he had only furnished himself with evi-
dence that Jim Valentine was, as Mr,
Quelch believed, anxious and eager to
keep clear of his old associates. It was
8 puzzled and annoyed inspector who
walked back to Courtfield.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fierce for Fishy !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
not looking quite so merry and
bright as usval the following
morning.

The captain of the Remove was rather
worried about the prospects of the foot-
ball match in tho afternoon. Form
matches were uot matters of great im-
portance, but no foetball skipper could
possibly want to go out and beg for a
licking. And thero was no doubt that
it looked like a licking to enme. With
a weak teanm tho Remove had to defend
an undefended goal, and it was a
very doubtful proposition, Even DBob
Cherry's ruddy, choery Face was rather
rlum.  He realisnd that he had landed

is comrades in the soup.

Bnt one fellow, at least, was full of
confidence,  That fellow was William
George Bunter

“I say, yon fcllows "—Billy Bunter
oame up to tho I'amous Five in break---
“1 say, it’s ail right about this after-
I'll play.”

“Fathead | replied
unison.

“I say, yon fellows—"

“You econldn’t manage to fall down-
stairg and break your neck bofore the
wmatch ¥ asked Johony Bull.

“Oh, do!” said Nugent imploringly.
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the five, in

“It would be a boenful blessing |”
sighed Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“I say, don’t be fumny asses!” gaid
Bunter. “I'll play } You needn’t worry
zhout the game. Yow've got a rather
rotten team, Wharton; but that's much
the same as usual, isn’t it? With me in
goal, it will bo all right1 If they get
the ball past me, you can use my head
for a foothall 1”

“ Anybody rot any use for a wooden
football " asked Bob.

“0h, really, Cherry! Look here, I'm
not bothering about the match; that’s
all right. What I waa going to say is,
wmy postal order hasn’t come, after all 1?

“Oh, buzs off I

“As I'm going to five up my after-
noon, Wharton, to pull the game ont of
the fire for you, I think you might lend
me a bob |” said Bunter. “You know
that beastly American—he won't take
twopence back for it; he will want aé

least a bob 1™
blithering

“What aro
now 7"

“Oh, nothing 1 said Bunter hastily.
Billy Bunter was not a bright youth,
but he was bright enough to know that
he had better say nothing abont his
business transaction with Fisher T. Fish,
Fellows always misunderstood Bunter,
and they were sure to misunderstand
him again if they learned that he had
sold tie book he had borrowed from
Valentine. “I—1 mean, I—I want a
bob to—to pive to a poor blind man—a
poor old blind man—"

“Trot out your blind man, and T'll
give him a bob!” said Harry Wharton,
lasughing,

“I—I mean, I—1I owe Toddy a bah.
He's dunning me for it. You know
what s mean beast Toddy js—**

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Toddy !” roared
Bob Cherry. “What do you mean by
dunning Bunter for a Beb?”?

“What 1” yclled Peter Todd,

you ohout

“0Oh, rcally, Cherry, you heast! 1
didn’t _mean Toddy) I—I meant—
Ow! Keep off, Toddy, you beast! Tf

you kick me again, I'\—— Vareoooch 1"

“Who's dunning you for a hoh?®
demanded  DPeter  Todd, delivering
another kick.

“Ow! Nobody! What I mean is—
Keep off, you beast! What I meant to
say was—— Wow, wow, wow ! Beast |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Billy Bunter rolled away—minus the
necessary boh.

In third schoel that merning Bunter
was a little worried.

He was not worrying about the foot-
ball matech—that was all right. But he
could not help feecling worried about
Valentine’s * Hobby Annual.”

His postal order had not come, and
so he had been quite unable to re-
purchase that volume from the business
man of the Remove. Even Bunter
realised that it would look—not exactly
dishonest, but perhaps a liltle dubious
and questionable—if it came out that he
had borrowed a book from one fellow
and sold that beok to another fellow,
Fellows would make out that he was a
shady young scoundrel—thoy were
always making out something of that
kind 1

After class Bunter hooked on to Lord
Mauleverer. Lle was in Juck. ITis long-
suffering lordship parted with a bob in
arder to part with Bunter.

Bob in hand, the fat junior rnshed
away in scarch of Fisher T, Fish. With
a self-abnegation that was almost
heroie, Bunter turned his back on the
tuckshop. Ile had raised that bobh to
redecm the “ Hobby Aonual,” and he
was going to rvedeem ib, and with a
heroism worthy of the highest praise, ho
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put the thought of jam farts away from
his fat mind,

“I say, Fishy!”

He ran Fisher T. Fish down in the
quad. Fishy was walking there with a
glum and moody brow, thinking of the
Small American Debt. It was sheer
miscry to Fishy to reflect that he had
had only three shillings and sixpence
back for his half-crown.

“Aw! Give a galoot a rest!” grunted
Fishy.

“I want that book back,” said Bunter
“ You gave me twopenee for it, Fishy,
T'll give you fourpence, what?”

HThink again!” suggested Fisher T.

180,

“Well, what about sixpence?” asked
Bunter.

“Nix about sizpence.”

“Beast! Tako the bob, then, and e
blowed to you!™ said Bunter, holding
out the coin. “ Where's the book ?”
I}ogut Fisher T. Fish did not take the

“You want to buy a ‘ Hobby Annual®
seccond hand ¥ he asked, “T guess 1
can do business. The price is four
shillings.”

“What ! shricked Bunter,

“And cheap at the price I said Fisher
T. Fish warmly. “Why, that ‘ Holly
Amnual ’ of mine is as good as new—
hardly a mark on it. I’s six shillinga
at the shops. I'm giving that book
away at four shillings.”

“Why, you—you—you awful Shy-
lock I gasped Bunter. " You only gave
me twopence for it.”

“Buying and selling is different pro-
positions,” said Fisher 'F. Fish. “You
guys den’t understand business on this
side of the pond. Nopel You ean
take your bob away and bury it. You
can't put it across a guy that was raised
in Noo Yark! No, sir! T got a
customer in my eyo already for that
book; galoot that was going to giva
six bob for a noo one. I guess he'll
Jump at getting it eheap. Four bhob or
nix

‘' Beast 12

TAw, can it!”

Fisher T. Fish stalked away indig-
nantly,  Bunter’s offer was nothing
short of an insult to the intelligence of
a cute guy who had heen raised in Noo
Yark, Billy Bunter blinked after him
through his big spectacles.  Evidently
there was nothing doing. o could not
redeem Valentine’s “Hobby Annnal
with Lord Mauleverer’s shilling!

But there was still balm in Gilead, so

to speak. A bob that weuld not pur-
chase the “Iobby Annual” would
purchase jam tarts! Bunter rolled

away to the tuckshop. He felt that he
had done all Lie could. And there was
comfort in sticky and jammy tarts!

Jim Valentine was In the quad with
the Famous Five when he gave a
sudden gasp as he was nearly punctured
h"i a bony knuckle that dug into his
ribs,

He turned and beheld Fisher T. Fish
with o *“Hobhy Annual ** under his arm.

“ Looking for you, bo'1” said Fishy
affably. “I hear that you're intereste:l
in the ‘Tlobby Annual,’ and Tl say
it's some book! Ormament to any
galoot’s bookshelf. And it’s worth
reading, ton, from what I hear. I've
got-one as good as new. What about
four bob? Save you two on the deal.”

“Thanks, 1 don™t want—*

“Aw! Think again!’ urged Fisher
T. Fish., *“Take it and look at it, Not
a mark on it. Good as mew! I might
niake it three-and-six to a friend.”

Valentine toolk the book, staring at it.
It was a ecarelnlly kept volume, hko all
Valentine’s hooks, but there were one
or two marks on the cover which gave
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it a rather familiar look. He openedin horrid

it and glanced at the name written on
the title-page, and then stared blankly
at Fisher T. Fish.

“Chockiul of uscful and interecsting
information, that book is,” said Fishy.
“] ain’t read it mysclf. Reading ain’t
much in my line; too busy, I guess.
But a whole lot of guys think a whole
lot of that book! Yep I'll say sol
You want to cinch that book for three-
nnd-six, bo'! 8ave you two-and-six at
the shops.”

$Well, my only hat!’ said the
astonished Valentine. “Are you off
your rocker, or what? Why should I
ive you three-and-six for my own
hook 97

Fisher T, Fish jumped.

“YWhat%” he yelled.

“It's my ‘ Hobby Annual,’ that I lent
to Bunter,” said Valentine. “What the
thump do you mean ¥

“You—you—you lent that book to
Bunter i articulated Fishier T. Fish,

“Yes; yesterday at tea-time.”

“Aw! Carry me home to diel T
bought that book from Bunter I’ gasped
Fishy. “8ay, you're pulling my leg!
That ain’t the same book.”

“Myv name’s written in it, fathead!

Haven’t you looked into it? Look
there, ass—look!”
Tisher T, Fish looked. Iis keen,

cute eyes almost bulged at the sight of
the name, “J. Valentine,” written on
the title-page. TFishy had never even
thought of looking in the book. The
insides of books did not interest Fishy.
A book, to Fishy, was simply an article
that represented so much money-value.
He had ncither the time mnor the
inclination to bother about what might
be inside them.

“ Aw, wake snakes and walk chalks!”
gasped  Tisher T. Fish. *“Done!
Diddled! Dished! That fat guy has
put it over on me! This sure is the
elephant’s hind leg! It surely is the
grasshopper’s whiskers 1”

“He, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Fivo.
“SBay, you gimme my book!” ex-

claimed Fisher 1. Fish. “I bought that
book from Dunter. You ain't einching
my book for nix—"

“Ti's my book!” roared Valentine,
“7T only lent it to Bunter.”

“1 guess that jay made out it was
his'n. Look here, I'll let you have the
book for two shillings 1”

“1 can see myself giving two shillings
for my own ‘lobby Annual’l”
chuckled Valentine.

“Make it a bob, then ! gasped Fishy.
“Look here, gimme back tﬁat Liook, and
T'll let Bunter have it back for a bob.
The all-fired hoodlum offered me a bob
back for it—-"

“T'm keeping my book, thanks,” said
Valentine. “You can settle the matter
with Bunter.”

Tisher T. Fish groaned.

“What about a tanner?’ he asked.
“You don’t want to sce a guy robbed?
Make it sixpence, and keep the book.”

“I can keep my own book without
making it sixpence.”

“Tuppence, then!” pasped Fisher T.
Tish. “Honest-to-goodness, I  gave
Bunter tuppenee for it! Give me the
tuppence and call it a go.”

Valentine looked at him.

“You gave Dunter twopence, and
asked me four shillings!” he said.
“What sort of a stingy worm do you
eall E}ourse[f? Hold the book for me,

Dob
Bob Cherry took the book, and
Valentine gave his attention to Fisher
T. Fisli. He grabbed that bony and
businesslike youth by the back of the
collar and spun him round.
#Yarooooh!” roarcd Fisher T, Tish

anticipation. “Say, you
Jeggo! You kick me and T'll make
potato-scrapmgs of you! I'll sufely—
Wheooooop !

Thud !

Tisher T. Fish {lew.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Jim Valentine walked away with his
friends, and Fisher T. Fish sat up
and blinked after them. His feelings
were too deep for words. Ilis prospect
of profit was gone from his gaze like
a beautiful dream. Instead of a profit
of three-and-tenpence, he had bagged a
net loss of twopenee! He groaned. He
had been kicked rather hard, but that
did not matter s0 much. He was two-
pence to the bad on the transaction!
That was, as Fishy would have ex-
pressed it in his own language, fierce!

He picked himself up. He remem-
bered that Bunter had a bob, and he
rushed away in scarch of Bunter. He
knew where to rush when Bunter had
a bob; he only feared that he might
be too late!

His fears were well-founded. He
arrived at the tuckshop in tiine to sce
Billy Dunter leaving that establishment,
jammy and sticky.

Fisher T, Tish grabbed the fat junior
by the shoulder.

“Youn pic-faced piccan!” he gasped.

A USEFUL LEATHER
POCKET WALLET

goes to Miss B. Millard, of

80, St. john's Park, Blackheath,

S.E.3,who submitted the following
Greylriars limerick ;

Billy Bunter, who's known fo be
greedy,
18 now lodking remarkably seedy.
Last night at a party,
With appetite hearty,
He ate enough to feed all
needy !

the

“Valentine's cinched that book;
it’s his'n! Gimme my tuppence !’

“0Oh, really, Fishy—"

“Tuppence—before I make potato-
serapings of you!" hissed Uisher T. Fish,

“I hope you don't think T would
diddle vou. Fishy,” said DBunter, with
dignity. “T wasn't raised in New
York, vou know! If vou've decided to
do the fair thing, T'll give you back
your twopence with pleasure.”

“8Bpill it, then!"

“T'm expeeting a postal order—'

“YWhat ¥ welled Tishy.

“ At the prosent moment I happen to
be stonv, Remind me when my postal
order eones, and- Oh erikey! Wow!
Yow! Wow! Yaroooh! Ilelp!”

Billy Bunter fled for his fat life, with
Tisher T. Fish in ferocious purzuit.

£AYS

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Form Maich!

A RY of the Fourtlh put up a hand
to shade his eves as if overcome
by (hie view that burst upon him.
Dabney followed his example.
Other men in the Fourth Form f{oot-
ball team grinned. The whole crowd
of thom scemed quite struck.  And Billy
Bunter, resplendent in football rig,
nearly bursting out of it at all points,
blinked at them through his big spee-
tacles and frowned. The Fourth ¥orm
men seemed to find Dunter, the foot-
baller, entertaining; and DBilly Bunter
reflected, as he had often reflected
bitterly before, that a rcally good-

It

looking chap Lad to get used to this
sort of jealousy.

Even in his own team they did not
scem proud of Bunter, Bunter was
conscious of being the best foothaller
on the field, and looking it. Nobedy,
however, knew this excepting Bunter.

Bunter's first impression had becn that
the captain of the Remove, finding him-
self in difficultics for a good man, had
resolved to put jealonsy aside and play
Bunter! Dot that first impression had
been rather modified, by what he had
heard fellows saying to one another.
Dunter had had to realise, by this time,
just why it was that he was in the
Bemove Eleven.

But that made no diflerence to
Dunter. Faets were facts! Whether
Wharton knew it or not, Bunter was the
best man at Soccer in the Form! He
was going to prove this by the way he
kept goal. Ile was quite keen to defeat
Temple, Dabney & Co. after their in-
gratitude for the sporting offer he had
made; quite keen to show the Remove
what a gonlkeeper he was—in fact, he
was in an nnusual state of keenness al-
togeiher. He reflected, too, that if he
savedd the mateh, as he was going to do,
the fellows could scarcely do less than
stand him something decent in the way
of & spread afterwards.

fo the grinning of the Fourth Form

men  made no  difference to  Billy
Bunter’s state of fat satisfaction,
Neither did the remarks he heard

among the 1lemove men.

Boly Cherry tapped him on a fat
shoulder. *

“For goodness’ sake, keep your eyes
open and try to stop the ball, Bunter,”
implored Bob, “It’s my fault you're in
the team, and——"

“You checky ass!" said Bunter
witheringly. “Don’t talk rot! If you
knew half as much about Soccer as I
do, Bob Cherry, you'd be twice the foot~
baller you ate.”

“You frabjous owl—"

“That’s cnough !1” said Bunter loftily,
and he turned a podgy back on Bol
and Bob manfully restrained lis desire
to plant a football-boot on the well-
packed shorts of the fat Owl

“IDo vour best, Bunter—" gaid
IIarry Wharlon. 5
“PDon’i you worry,” said Bunter.

“Keep that for Nngent and Russell and
Bull and Inky, and the other duds!
Don't talk that stuff to a man who's
forgotten mors Soccer than you ever
knew.”

The captain of the Remove breathed

ari.

“1'Il tell you what,” pursued Bunter.
“T cah keep goal! That’s all right—
none better! But if you want to see
the Fourth really mopped up give me a
chance where I'm really at my best!
That's centre-forward !

“You benighted ass!”’

“Dash it all, do the right thing for
once!” urged Bunter. * Put personal
jealonsy right out of consideration!
You're not such a fool that you don't
know a good man when you sce one.
Well, own up to it! See? Uet into goal
yourself—you’ll be as unscful there as
anywhero else—which isn’t saying a lot
—he, he, he!” .

“I'm going to scalp Bob after this

ame !” said Johnny Bull,

“'he scalpfulness really is the proper
caper [” said Hurree Jamset Ram Smih.

Boh Cherry gave a dismal grunt. e
was beginning to think himself that he
rather %oscrved scalping.

“Where's that idiot Temple?” growled
Harry Wharton.

The foctballers woere ready; Potfer
of the Fifth, who had kindly consented
to referce, was ready; but Cecil
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Reginald Temple, the captain of the
Fourth, was not quite ready. It wae
ono of the great Cecil Reginald's little
ways to keep a game waiting. .

Temple, with a natty coat over his
clegant footbull outfit, was talking to
a tall gentleman with a Roman nose and
a long chin, who bhad walked down to
Little Side with Mr. Capper, tho master
of the Fourth. .

The Roman-nosed gentleman was Sir
Reginald Temple, who had arrived in
plenty of time to sce his hopeful son
perform deeds of derring-do on the
Soccer field.

Sir Reginald locked aristocratic, but
not frightfully intelligent. He was keen
on secing his son distinguish himself in
games; but he did not, perhaps, know
an awlul lot aboui those games. The
finer points of football wero gquite lost
on Sir Reginald; but ho knew that if
a team won, it was the winner; and if
Templo Co. won that mateh, Sir
Reginald was prepared to consider Cecil
Reginald a great man at games. Mr.
CapEcr was Lreating Sir l{ofirmld with
marked consideration. Mr. Capper
liked baronets, especially wealthy ones,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob
Cherry. “Temple, old bean, are we
F_Iuymg this game by daylight, or after
lghts outi”

Temple glanced round loftily.

“I shall havo to get movin', father,”
he said, and Sir Reginald nodded, and
Temple strolled on to the field—mot
hurrying himself in the least.  Cecil
Reginald never hurried, any more than
he made work of a.gamo!

But he was ready at last, and tossed
for ends with Wharton. Kick-off fell to
the Remove, and Potter blew the
whistle.

Billy Bunter, in goal, waiched the
game through his big spectacles, with
nothing to do_for a considerable time.

He stamped his feet and waved his
fat arms to keep them warm. It was a
cold day, and there was a wind from
the sea; and Bunter thought of the fire
in the study with deep regret.

Presently, however, he had something
to do.

Harry Wharton & Co. were fighting
hard to keep the Fourth in their own
territory, only too painfully aware of
what would happen if they got near the

movo goal, A strong Remove team
would have got away with it, without
much difficully. But in the actual team
there_were too many weak spots; and
the Fourth. for once, were putting
wnusual beef into the game. They had
a few good men, such as Fry, in the

front line, Wilkinson at back, and
Scott at centre-half—Scott being as
good a man as any on the field, For a

good twenty minutes Bunter stamped
and waved; with nothing else to do;
and then there came, at long last, an
atltack on goal.

“Look out, Bunter !

“Look out in goal!”

“Wake up, Bunter!”

Remove fellows round the field
shouted, as Fry of the Fourth shot. Iry
went over under Johnny Bull's weight
as he kicked, and the ball fluttered at
the goal—a shot that, as the fellows
round the field said, a babo in arms
ought to have slopped. Billy Bunter
jumped at it, missed it by o yard, and
it rolled in.

“Goal I

The Fourth ¥Form roared.

“Goall Goalt”

It was first blood to tho Tourth!
Zecil Reginald Temple smiled. 1o
clanced at the tall gentleman with the
Roman-nose, who was looking on, still
with the faithful Capper in eltendance.
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Sir Reginald beamed. He elapped his
aristocratic hands., And Cecil Reginald
Temple felt that it was as good as a
tenner in his pocleet.

—

THE RINTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Keeps Goal |

“ HUCK out that ball, Bunler!”

‘ “1 say, you fellows, play up,

you know [” said the Remove

goalkeeper. *You may ecall

this Soccer, but I don’t! Don’t let them
walk all over you, Wharton,”

Ilarry Wharton made no reply to
that,

It was not a suitable procceding for a
football captain to kick his goal-
keoTer during the progress of a game.
And really there was no other reply to
be made.

The sides lined up again.

Once more the Remove kicked off.

Once more they strove to pen the
IFourth in their own half.

Once more they succecded, for a time.

Then Temple got away with the ball.
Temple, in spite of his rooted objection
to make work of BSocedr, was really
going strong. Luck favoured him and
he got through. Ile had teo kick
hurriedly, and in ordinary circumstances
& Remove goalkeeper could have
stopped the shot with his eyes shut.

Bunter’s eyes were wido open; but he
did not stop the shot. Wide open as his
eyes were, he did not even see the
Ie}u:thcr till it smote him under his fat
chin,

Biiff !

The force of the impact lifted the fat
junior off his feet and sent him flying
gle! Messly to the back of the net.

Zi-i-ip !

The next moment there was a rending
sound as the rigging, unable to stan
the strain of Bunter's weight, gave way.
Bunter dropped to earth hehind the goal
with a bump that almost shook the foot-
Lall field.

*Yarooch!” roared Bunier.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Goal!”

“1la, ha, ha!”

“Wooogh! Yooogh! Ow! Wow!”
yelled Bunter, clasping his fat chin with
Loth fat hands. *“1 say, you fellows,
somebody chucked something at me—"

“1la, ha, ha!"

“You fat freak!” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Beast! Wow!”  Bunter serambled
ip breathless and indignant. * Look
here, 1'm not standing this! Chucking
titings at a fellow! I'm not kere for a
cocleshy, T ecan tell you! Something
hit me under the chin-—>

*1la, ha, ha !’ ghrieked the spectators.

“Chuck  ont that ball?” roared
Wharton

“El! Where's the ball??

“ITa, ha, ha!”

“Did—did the ball come in—*

“Oh ecrikey!”

“Romething hit me under the chin!”

“1t was the ball, you frabjous freak "’
ghricked DBob.

“Oht” gasped Bunter. “Was it?”

“1ta, ha, ﬁa i

“Seme game!” said Johnny Bull sar-
caztically,” “I'm going to slaughter
voun after this match, Bob Cherry !

Billy Dunter blinked round for the
Lall and found it, and tossed it out.
I'hen he stond rubbing his fat chin,
which felt damaged.

“Beastst' pasped Bunter. “What
are they all sniggering at, I wonder?
Nothing funny n a fellow getting
biffed under the chin, that I know of!
Wow ! .

Once more the Remove kicked off.
This titne they had a little luck, There
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was a fierce altack on the Fourth, and
Harry Wharton put the ball into the
net with a smashing ground shot,

At half-tinie the Fourth were leading
two to one. Cecil Reginald was still
counting with confidence on his tenner,

“We've got 'em!” said T'emple to his
men at lemon-time. “We'vo got ’em]
They haven’t an earthly! Stick to i,
and we've got ‘em !’

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

The Remove men were looking rather
grin. The Fourth Lad scored two goals,
neither of which would have been let
through with any man but Bunter
between the posts.” Properly speaking,
tho Remove ought to have been one up.

Really, they could hardly expect to
keep the Fourth out of shootling distance
of goal, all through the game, from
beginning to end, And it was obvious
that, whenover a Fourth Form man had
o chance at Bunter, there was going
to be a goal for the Fourth. Practic-
ally, they had an open goal to defend.
It was rather a handicap, The best
men_in the Remove could have dona it,
bus it looked as if the second-rate men
couldn’t.

“A gamo isn't lest till it’s won !
said Bob Cherry hopefully.

“Fathead |” said Johnny Bnll,

“Ass!” said Nugent.

“ We'll beat ’em yot—?

“You'll get slaughtered, later on, if
we don’t!” said Johnny,

The whistle went, and tho
started.  Sir Reginald was still stand-
ing and watching, with keen interest
in the exploits of Cecil Reginald, Mr,
Capper, with eold fect, shuffling them
to keep them warm, was still in attend-
ance on the baromet. Sir Reginald’s
eyeglass never left the game.

The Remove altacked hotly. There
was a struggle in front of the Fourth
Form gosl, and Harry Wharton weng
over, When he rose he was limping,
his face pale. Quite by accident—acei-
dents will happen at Soccer—a boot had
crashed on his knee, and ho was almost
lamed. Ho staggered, and Jim Valen-
tine ¢aught him.

“All screne !’ muttered Wharton.
“I'm going on. It’s all right.”

_Ho went on; but it was far from all
right. Trom that moment the captain
of the Remove, who really ought te have
gone off the field, was only a passenger
in the geme.

It was tho last stroke of bad luck. The
Remove had had a sporting chance, in
spite of Bunter in goal, but that chance
had vanished now.,

Once more the Fourth got away with
the ball, and 'l'emple kicked. ~ Billy
Bunter was on the watch this time.
5till, he seemed taken by surpriso when
the leather landed on his fat circumfer-
eice, and rebounded into the goalmouth.

‘‘Ooooogh ! gurgled Bunter,

ITe sat down, winded.

game re-

*Qoncogh! Cacocogh! Urrrrrrh 1®
gald Bumnter,

-;Goallil

" Hurrah I

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“Urrrrrrggh 2

Billy Bunter was stiil sitting in goa!
when the game re-started.  1le zat with
both hands pressed io his extensive
cquator.  I'or the present, Dunter was
not bothering about goal-keeping, Ha
had a pain whero he had packed his
dinner, and all his attention was con-
centrated on it.

“Look out, Bunter?”” gyelled the
Remove fellows as Temple & Co. came
on again.

“Qoooogh !" moaned Bunter,

“Look out! Save—"

“Wurrrrgh |
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Nutty’s skilful fingers got busy on the desk, and it was soon opened.
Interior. There was a glint in his eyes and a grin on his pasty face,

The ball shot over Bunter’s head as be

gat,

“Gonll”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Thero was a shrick of langhter round
the ficld. A Dhall shooting over the
hoad of a siiting goalkeeper was an
uncommon sight at Greyiriara,

“0Oh crumbs!” groancd Bob Cherry.

“Tho gamefulness is up 2 murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. )

“Four—one!” said Temple to his
men. “I thiuk I told you fellows that
this was our win, What?”

“Qh, rather!” chuckled Dabney.

The Remove fought on to the finish.
Jim Valentine landed the ball with a
Iong shot, that luckily camo off; and
after that Frank Nugent succceded in

utting it in, Temple looked a little
ecss confident. Given time, it looked
possible for the Remove still to pull the
gamo ont of the fire.  Dut time was
short now,

Potter of the Fifth blew the whistle,
witih the score still four—three, and
the game was over,

Bob Cherry quitted the field rather
hurriedly, dodging two or three football
boots as he went.

Billy Bunter rolled out of goal

He Dblinked at IIarry Wharton with
g scornful and contemptuous blink,

“Ticlked !” said Dunter.  “Licked!
Well, you asked for it! If you'd played
me at centre-forward, as I advised you,
we'd have mopped them up.  Another
fime I shall refuse to play, except in
the front line. As it stands, T can only
say—- Keep off, vou beast 12

Dunter fled.

It was not a happy Remove team that
went off the field. Bome of the Fourth
did not look specially bucked by their
victory. Dut Ceeil Reginald Templo
was all smiles. [le had beaten thin
TNemave, as he had said that ho would

valuables.

do—and that was that! Temple threw
on his natty coat and joined his father,
Sir Reginald Temple patted him on the

shoulder. .
“A good game, what?? said Sir
Reginald, *“Good—whatt What? By

Jove, it's cold, but I'm glad I'vo scen
it through. Splendid game—what?
Giratters, my boy! A [ine win—a very
{ine win! What??

And Sir Reginald walked off to the
Iouse with his son, very proud indeed
of his boy, who was so good at games,

There was tea in Temple's study in
the Fourth, and 8ir Reginald beamed
over the festive board.

o was in high good-humonr.

1Ie¢ had doubted—ho had had reason
to doubt—whether Cecil Reginald was
not & bit of a slacker. Now he had
watched him win a football match, and
he was bucked and pleased.

As o dutiful son, Templo of the
Fourth was glad to give Lis pater satis-
faction. T'robably he was gladder still
at the form that satisfaciion took, The

only doubt was whether it would be
a fiver or a tenner. It proved
to he a tenner. After the baronct

was gone in his ear, Templo put that
tenner in his desk, feeling that it had
heen worth while, for once, to make
work of Soccer,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Done in the Dark !

LACK, gloomy, lonely, the waond
lay silent, under the midnight
sky. A ecar without lights
backed inio o ruity lane,

shadowed by leafless branches. It

stopped, and the engine was silent.

Iiarncy Hayes, silting at thoe wheel,

chewed an unlighter cigarette.
Inside the car, Nosey Clark

peered

Then the eracksman’s flashlamp gleamed into the
as he opened the drawer in which Temple kepi his

{from the window into the shadows, his
black cves glinting in the gloom. He
threw open tho door at last, and his
companion stepped from the car—Nutty
Nixon, the slim, fishy-cyed, pasty-faced
cracksman, The silenco of the tomb
reigned over the frosty woods and the
darl, sunken lane where the car was
hidden, half a mile from Creyfriars
School.

It was more than a weck sineo Nosey
Clark had bLeen neoar Greyfriars.  But
the moster crook had been only biding
his timn. Once more Nutty was to make
iho attompt to carry out the cunning
schemn the master crock had formed
for driving Jim Valentine from his last
refuge. Nutty was not keen on the task.
Twice ho had failed, snd the last time
he had had a narrow cscape. And now
that he knew that Inspector Grimes was
keeping the school under close observa-
tion Nutty would have preferred any
other seene for hLis operations.

“I'll wait for you here, Nutty,”
tered Noscy Clark, from the car, *No
rood both of us going; one’s more likely
to keep out of sight. Keep your eyes
pecled.”

STl watch it 1" grunted Nutty.

There was keen anxioty in the face
of the man with tho vulture’s beak.
Twice he had failed—and he could not
guess how. To blacken Jim Valentine's
name at Grevfriars, to drive him from
tlio school, had scemed easy enough
when Nosey planned jt. A theft in
iho school, with a cluo leading to the
“hoy with a past,” and no sign left that
the TTouse had been entered from with-
out—it had seemed casy enough. Yot
lic had failed. Now he was donbtful of
suceess. though he was savagely deter-
wined that the scheme should be earried

{Continued or pnge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

out. Tho hard, seared mind of the crook
did not believa that, in tho long rum,
good must trinumph over evil. ¥Yet be
was almost driven to believe so by
failuro aftor failure.

Nutty Nixon elipped away
darkness.

By dark ways, flitting like a shadow,
he approached the schoel, and when hLe
was close by the walls of Greyfriars his
watchfulness was redoubled.

It suited the plans of the erooks that
Jim Valentine should be wunder the
suspicion of the police. Dut it made tho
task they bad set themselvos dangerous.
Watching for Valentine, Mr, Grimes had
very nearly caught Nutty, only a week
ago; and Nutty was aware that peril
lurked in every shadow now.

By tho old Cloister wall Le elimbed
quietly in, and crept on in the gloom,
His eyes were about him, like those of
n  hunted animal. The faintest of
sounds, in the stillness of the night, was
cnough to warn Nutty. Suddenly he
stopped and crouched in the dark
shadow of an elm, watching.

A burly figure appeared for 2 moment
or two in the glimmer of the stars in the
Groyfriars quadrangle.

Nutty's eyes snappod.

Mr, Grimos was not far away! Nutty
Nixon’s heart beat unpleasanily. The
burly figure disappeared again, hut it
was a good ten minutes before Nuity
left his cover and crept towards the
1louse again.

He had to do his work with the keen
Courtfield inspector fairly on the spot,
and the danger was great. But he was
on his guard, and as wary as a fox.

By a back door that opencd to a
skeleton key, Nutty glided into the
House, locking the door after him, in
case  Mr. Grimes should make
investigations.

Once within the House, ho breathed
more freely,

had a key to

Inspector Grimes

Master’s Gate, and could let himself
into the precincts of the school at any
bour he liked. DBut he did not have an
enfry to the House. Nutty, once wiih-
in, was safe from him.

Otherwise, he did not feel wholly
safe,

On his last visit someone had been up
at one in the morning, and had collared
Nutty in the dark. There had been an
alarm, and the whole schaal roused. It
looked to Nutty as if a watch was kept
within the House—improbable as it
seemed. Or Jim, perhaps, suspected
something, and watched in the dark
hours. Nutty wondered if it was that.
He ecould not tell; bub he knew, at all
events, that he had had a narrow escape
Iast time, and he was doubly on lhis
guard this time. This time he was going
nowhere near the dormitories, as he had
done hefore; nowhere near the master’s
studies.

Little as anyone at Greyfriars sns-
pected it, Nutty knew the interior of the
LIonse like a book, He had explored it
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in the

thoroughly more than onece, in the hours
of darkness. There was one part of the
building where, even if anyone was
awalke, no one was likely to be. That
was the junior studies,  With silent,
creeping  step, Nuity entered the pas-
sage whero the Yourth Form had their
qufn[rters. All was dark and silent and
still.

He entered the Grst stndy in the pas-
sape, closed the door, drew the curtain
acrozs the window, and turned on a fAash-
light. In a couple of minutes he had
examined the room, and drawn it hlank.
He passed on to the next study and gave
it the “once-over” in the same way,
again drawing blank., Ile was looking
for some article of value—money prefer-
ably—which was certain to be missed by
its awner if taken away. In the second
study—No. 2 in the Fourth—he had
botter lnek.

As soon as he entered Study No. 2,
Nutty's sharp eves detected af ouce that
it was a room belonging to a wealthy
fellow.

A DPersinn rug, presented to Ceeil
Reginald Temple by a fond annt, was
worth a good many guineas. A hand-
somo mahogany desk had cost a good
sum. Neither, of course, was of any use
for Nutty's purpose, but they indieated
that he would probably find what he
wanted.

The desk was locked, but no lock was
safe from ihe fingers of the skilful
cracksman., The desk was soon open,
and Nuity's Qashiight gleamed into the
interior,

There were several litile drawers in-
side, and he opered them one after
another. And into one of them he
looked with glinting cyes: and a grin on
Lis pasty face.

It was the drawer where Temple of the
Fourth kept his valualbles. There was a
beautiful tiepin and a ring, several hali-
crowns, and a banknote for ten pounds.

Nutty’'s thievish fingers soon cleared
the drawer. He left the half-crowns
there, unregarded. The tiepin, the
ring, and the banknote he picked out,
and then shut the drawer. 1le closed
the desk and locked it again.

ITlis  next proceeding  was
eurious.

Iaving locked tha desk, he pro-
ceeded to foree it open with a jommy.,
The lock cracked sharply.

Nutty grinned.

Anyone looking at that desk in the
morning would never have dreamed
that it had been under the hands of a
skilful eracksman. Tt looked as if it had
been forced open by a clumsy hand—the
hand of a sehoolbov, for instance.

Nutty dvopped the ring on Temple's
earpet, in the middle of the study. Then
he left the study, and clozed the door
after him.

Bilent, stealthily, watchful, he cropt
out of the Fourth Form passage to the
landing at tho end. ©On fhe landing the
Rlemove passage opened, farther on.

Ile stepped into the Remove passage
and dropped the tiepin on the floor
thera. When it was found in the morn-
ing it would he an infallible clue to the
way the thicf had gone, and it would be
a natural supposition that a frighienesd,
uncasy thief in the night had drepped it
on his way to hide his plunder.

Then Nutty entered Study No. 1 with
the bhanknote in his hand.

rather

The curtain  was drawn, and he
turned on his flashlight.
After a cursory plance round the

room he stepped to the bookshelf, where

a couple of dozen volumes, mostly
school books, lay. .
Nutty picked up one—a “Hboliday
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Annmal” The name of H. Wharton
was written in it, and he replaced it at
dnge. He picked up another—a Latin
dictionary—and read Frank Nugent’s
name, and laid it down again, The
third boak he picked np was a “ Hobby
Annual,” and in that he found the name
of Jim Valentine,

Carefully Nutty placed the banknote
between the leaves, and replaced the
volume on the shelf.

His work was done now.

Silently he glided away in the darle
ness. A few minutes later e was out-
side the House, stealing away.

If Inspeetor Grimics was still on ile
spot, Nully saw nothing of him, and ho
saw nothing of Nutir.

The eracksman slipped awny over a
wall, and disappearcd into the night. A
rquarter of an hour afterwards he was
back at the spot where the ecar waited
in the ddrkness of the sunken lane in
tho wood.

Nozey Clark peered from the car.

“OIL 1 said Nutly briefly.

And the car shot away through the
wintor night

—_——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Mysterions !

ALTLO, halle, hallo 1™
dob Cherry sat up in bed
and stared. )
. The dim winter dawn was
glimmering in at tho high windows of
the Remove dormilory; but the rising-
bell Liad not yet begun to clang.

S0 it was rather a surpriso when the
door opened and Mr. Quelch looked in.

Two or threc of the Remove fcllows
awakened, aud sat up and looked at the
Form master.

Harey Wharion rubbed his eyes.

He wondered for a moment whether
he had overslept himsclf, and failed to
hear the rising-bell.

“ Has the boll gone, sir?” he asked.

“No,"Wharton, the bell has not gone
yet,” answered BMr. Quelch,  “It will
ring in a few minutes.”

“Oh!" said Wharton blankly.

If the rising-bell had not vet gone, it
was a mystory why Mr. Quelch was

there.. More of the fellows awakened,
and all eyes turncd on the Removo
masier.  [lis face  was  portentously

sorions in ils exprossion. It dawned on
the juniors that something was up,
though they could not begin to guess
what it was.

“Is anything the matter, sir?”
Vornon-Smith.

Mr. Quelelr
aquestion.

His eyes turned en Jim Valentine’s
ber,

Valentine had net yot awakened; ho
lay sound asleep. The Remove master’s
eyes lingered on his uneonscious face for
n few seconds. Then he turned to tho
wondering captain of the Remove.

“YWharton, are you aware whether any
boy Icft this dormitery during the
nicht? he asked.

“No, sir,” answered Harry, “I'm
protty sure not.”

“Did yon awaken in the night?”

“Well, no; but I ihink I should have
if any fellow had got up.”

Mr. Quelch’s glance passed along the
row of beds. The =ound of voicos
awakened the rest of the Remove, with
the exeeption of Billy Bunler. Bunter
snored on, regardless.

Jim Valentine sat up lile the rest.
His eves turned wiih a startled look on
his Form master. My, Quelech avoided
his glance,

“ My boys,"

asked

diil nobt  answer  that

said Mr. Quelch, in o
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low, quiet tore, “if anyone was awake
during the night, let Lim speak. Some-
thing has occurred and the matter is
serious. Any boy who awalkencd in the
night will tell me so at once.”

I woke up, sir,”’ said Bolsover major.
“I remember hearing one strike.”

“You did not leave your bed §”

Oh, no, sir!”

“Did you hear anyone else do so?”

“No, sir.”

“Can anyone clsa give me any in-
formation 7’ asked Mr. Quelch, looking
round again.

There was no answer. Apparently
nobody else in the Remove had
awakencd during the night.

“Very well,” said Mr, Quelch, “T will
now ask you whether any boy is pre-
pared to confess that he left this
dormitory during the night?”

For an instant his cyes
Valentine.

wera on

Jim felt his heart beat quickly.

Something had happened. ~ What?
He could not guess what, but he knew
that it was something that caused the
shadow of suspicion to fall upon him.

His face paled.

He remembered the incident of Lord
Mauleverer’s missing notecase, Whar-
ton had found the notecase hidden in
the cupboard in hi. study—Valentine's
study. It had becn Lept secret—and,
after a struggle with dark doubts, Whar-
ton had resolved stili to trust him, in
pite of appearances. Was it something
of the same kind again? Was there
some secret thief in the school who was
hase enough to cover up his own tracks
by throwing suspicion on the boy with
a past? The look on Mr. Queleh’s face
scemed to say so, and Jim’s heart was
like lead in his breast.

No one answered the Remove master’s
question. If any fellow had left the
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ddrmitory in the nigh) he was not dis-
posed to confess as much.

g “Wake Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch at
ast.

Bob Cherry slipped from his bed and
shook the fat junior. Billy Bunter's
eyes opened with a slcepy blink.

“ Beast ! ‘Tain’t  rising-bell | he
grunted. “Let a fellow alone[”

“Wake up, Bunter—*

“8han't! Leave a feliow alonel”
grunted Bunter

“It's Quelch, you fathead——”

“Oh, don't talk rot1” snapped Bunter
peevishly, “As if the old donkey would
come rooting up here hefore rising-bell !
Look here——"

“Bunter I" said Mr, Quelch, in a deep
volce.

“Oh ecrikey | gasped Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove sat up and took
notice i a hurry, “Oh, sir! I dido't

(Continued on next page.)
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WHO SCORED THAT ONE?

HEN can it be fairly said that a
footballer scores a goal against
his own side ? This i3 & ques-
tion which is raised by an

obviously thoughtful MaeNET reader.

He eays he notices that from time to time

the newspapers say that this or that player

secored against his own side—put the ball
into his own net—and he wants to know
just how these things are decided.

The enswer to the latter part of the
question is, of course, that these things
are decided by the nowspaper writers
themselves. They have to be guided by
their own judgment in this matter of
recording the goalscorers in any particular
match. This question regarding players
who score against their own side, however,
raises & very interesting general point as
to when a forward shou'd be credited with
a goal and when a defender shall, as we
might eay, bo *‘dobitéd” with gecoring
against his own side.

It ia quite frequently stated that a
full-back has seorcd against his own side
when the ball has merely hit him and thus
been deflected into the net.

Personally, 1 should say that this
is a wrong decision, and the reason
whiy I suggest it is wrong is that it
is not carried to its logical eon-
clusion.

Suppose the centre-Torward sends in a
splendid shot whieh is going for the top
corner of the net. The soalkeeper, with
a tremendous leap, mannges to get the tips
of bis fingers to the ball, but does not
sueceed in preventing it {from fravelling
into the nct. It is never suggested, on
these ccoasions, that the goalkeeper
seored acainst his own side, Of ecourse
not. Rather is the poalkeeper given the
eredit for a wonderful efiort to save a
shot which would have sent the ball into
the net, anyhow,

The same ruling should, in fairness, be
appiied when the full-back, making an
attempt to clear a ball in a diffienlt
position, only manages to put it past his
own goalkeeper. In thesc circumstances
tho player who sent in the shot should be
credited with the goal. There are cases,
of course, in which it iz quite richt and fair
to debit a player with scoring against his
own pgoalkeeper, Tale, for instaneo, the
pass back from the [ull-back to the goal.
keeper. If the full-back misjudges that
backward pass; puts it in sueh a way that
the goalkeeper cannot get the hall, and it
woes into the pet, then the full-baeck ean
be said to have scored against his own side,

TRAGIC BLUNDERS !

URING this present season T have
witnessod some tragic cases of
players putting the ball past
their own goalkepper. Larlier in

the season I happened to be watching
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SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE.

ZINESMAN

¥ you'rein doubt over any Soccer problem,
and see!

help you out. Try him

Arsenal play Deiliy County. In  tha
couwrse of the mateh Dunean, the Derby
outside-left, put across a low centro.
Roberts, the Araenal centre-half, was in a
good position to clear, and the ball went
straight to him. He tried to clear, but the
ball skidded off his boot and went into his
own net. Only two minutes later Duncan
again put the ball across in almost exactly
the same way. Again Roberta tried to
kick clear, and again he turned the ball
into his own net. As Hoberts remarked
somewhat primly after the game was
over, it was the first cceasion in his life
on which he had scored two goals in a
matel, and they were both into his own
net,

I thinl: these instances were
typical of what could be called
scoving against his own side. On
each ovecasion the Arvsenal centre-
half should have cleared, and on
neither occeasion wonld the ball
have gone into the net if he had not
touched it, Henee  my opinion
that it was correct fo say that
Roberts scored twice aguinst his
oten side,

These inztances are, of course, alwaws
rogarded aa iragie so far as the ﬁlagzsr
himsell ig concerned, especially if the sideo
loses the meleh in consequence ol the
mishap. I shall never forget Tom Clay,
the Tottenhain Hotspur {ull-back, seoring
8 roal against his own side during o Cup-tic
againet Aston Viila just after the War.
Clay turned a centre past his own goul-
keeper.  When the matech was over and
the Spura had lost the game as the result
of that accident, Clay was so upset that
he declared be would never kick a footha!l
azain a3 long as he lived, Ile did not
carry ont that threat, and 1 think I was
partly responsible for him changing his
mind,

As it happencd I saw Clay soon after

CALLING/

“ Linesman 7 wiil
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“* Linesman,” c/o MAGNET, The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Strest, London, E.C.4.

the game was over, and found him hearts
broken over ths inecident. When hse in-
sisted that he had lost the mateh for his
gide, I poiuted out to him that he had no
more lost the match by his one mistake
than the forwards who had failed to score
with the goal open hofore them had lost
the match.

Unfortunateiy—and in a sense
unfairly—wce remember the mis-
takes made by defenders when they
happen to score against their own
side. We do not remember the
mistalies made by forwards who fail
to score when all they have to do is
to hick the ball into the netf. Yel
actually there is very littl e difference
in the size of the blunder.

GIVE CREDIT WHERE 1T'S DUE!

OMING  back to the original
quesiion, there can be no oflicial
decision a3 to when a player
sooresd  against  his own  side;

beeanso the rules of the game make no
sort of provision for rceording the actual
secorers of the goals, So far as the rulea
o, it doesn't matter who scores, and that
18 the proper view to take, 1 sometimes
think that the lists of goalscorers which
are regularly published are a mistakes
They take no sort of count of the player
who made the opening.

You can see the point I am making
when I mention that Alex Jamnes,
the inside-left of Avscnal, scored his
fivst goal this season when his side’s
totul was sivty-inine. Yel James
Limself hed beenn at least partly
responsible for a Gig proportion
of those sixty-nine goals. He- had
rot  scoved Limmself, but he hod
wmade goals for others,

“ LINESMAN,™
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see von—I mean. 1 wasn't calling yonu
an old donkey, sir! I—I never thought
you were an old donkey, sir——-"

“You young rascal!” rapped MMr.
Quelch.
© #I—I—1 didn't, sir !’ gasped Bunter,
in alarm. “I—I[ wouldn’t dream of call-
ing you an old donkey, sir! I—I'm
much too respectful to tell a Form
master what I think «f him, sir—I am,
really.”

There was a chortle in the dormitory.

“Bilence I exclaime:  Mr.  Quelch
angrily. “Bunter. arswer me at once!l
Did yon awaken dering the night 77

“Oh! No, sirl L wasn't
gasped Bunter,

“What was not yo 1, Bunter ?”

“Anything, sir! 1 mean, nothing!
J—TI was fast asleep all the time,” said
the alarmed Owl.  “If Coker of the
17ifth has missed that cake, I never had
it

“What?” ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“I—I never knew he had a cake, sir 1”
gasped Bunter. “ When he copped mo
in hiz study last evening, sir, I—1"d gone
there 1o borrow a Latin dic—and ho
kicked me for nothing, sir.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“Bunter, you crassly stupid boy! Did
3;011I leare this dormitory during the
night ¥

“Ow! No!” gasped Bunter. “Never,
sir!] I—I may have thought of going
down to Coker's study, sir, but I—I
—I dido't! I fell asleep! All these
fellows ean bear wilness that 1 was fast
asleep all night, sir, as they were fast
asleop, too 1™

Mr. Quelch utierea a sound like a
snort and quitted (he dormitory,

Remove fellows turned out of bed,
without waiting for Gozling to begin on
the rising-bell. They wer2 excited and
curious to know what had happened.
Billy Bunter gropec for his big spec-
tacles, and jammed them on his fat
little nose, and Llinked roand him in
alarm.

“I say, vou fellows, it wasn’t me, you
know I”  ho exclaimed.  “Just like
Quelch fo jump ot me] '"Tain't fair!
They can’t miss a cake, or anything,
without thinking of me at once! As if
T'd touch a fellow's cake!”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Blessed if I see anything 1o cackle
at! I never had the cake—I've been
dreaming about it, but I never had

me !”

it—
“You howling ass!” said Iarry
Wharton.  “It’s nct a cake—a cake

wouldn't bring Quele up here looking
like a gargoyle | It's something a jolly
lot more serious than a cake!”

“It is something terrific and pre-
posterous,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh,

“DBut what the dickens
pened 7 exelaimed Squilf,

“Goodness knows !

“Well, if somebody’s had that eake, it
wasn't me,” declared Bunter. “JIf it's
anything else, very likely it was Coker
of tho IMifth did it. ile was up that
night the burgla: came—and very likely
he's been up again. Coker’s a thorough
rotter, you fellows—  kicked me last
night—"

“1 guess he didn't kick you hard
cnough, you fat clam!” snorted Fisher
T, Fish. “And I calculate you've got
another kick comiry if you den’t cough
up the {uppence yo: owe me!”

“Oh, you go and ecat coke!” said
Dunter. * Blow you and your twopence |”

Tho rising-bell began to ring. Billy
Bunter furned out of bed; curiosity to
learn what had happened overcoming
his desire to snatch a few extra minutes
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has hap-

of slumber. 'The Remove wero un-
usually early that morning; Lut when
they came down they found that other
fellows were also up early.

They came on an cxcited crowd of tho
Fourth and the Shell. Tt scemied that
the Remove dormitory was not the only
one visited by a Form master before
rising-bell. Mr Capper had looked in
on the Iourth; Mr. Ilacker on the
Shell; and it transpired that Mr.
Wiggins had visited the Third; and
Mr. Twigg the Sccond. Evidently the
beaks were very keen to learn whether
any junior had been down in the night.

“It's in the Fourth |” deelared Fry.
“Whatever it is, it's in the Fourth.”

“llow do you know that?” asked
ITarry Wharton.

“They've got a prefect in the study
passage, to keep fellows from going to
the studies.  And they've called
T'emple.”

Cecil Reginald Temple, of the Fourth
Form, was not in the buzzing crowd
downstairs. Everybody wanted to know
where he was, and what the beaks had
called him away for. Capper, it
scemed, had taken Temple to Stody
No. 2 in the Fourth, and he was still
there—but no other fellow was allowed
to go to the Fourth Torm studies.
From which fellows deduced that “it,”
whatever “it ” was, had happened in
Temple's study; and thev wondered.
with burning curiosity, what it could

e.

Fellows gathered in excited groups, in
the frosty air in the quad, discussing the
mysterions affair.  Even Billv Bunter
almost forgot breakfast. Something
had happened in the night—something
awfully scrious, which Lad set all the
beaks agog! But what was it?

So far, nobody knew, but cvervbody
was frightfully keen to learn; and
keenest of all was the “boy with a
past,” npon whose heari a vague appre-
hension lay with the weight of lead.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Cute !

AY, bo' !V

“Leave me alone!” snapped
Jim Valentiue.

“Bay, you don’t want to go
off on your ear——" said Fisher I, Fish,
in surpriso.

“Leave me alon:, vou fogl!”

Valentine, generallv one of thoe best-

tempered  fellows in the Remove,
snapped at the surprised Amecrican
junior almost savagely.

While the rest of tho fellows were
discussing the mysters of {he morning,
in excited groups, Valentine had left
them, quietly, and was walking Ly Lim-
self under the frosty elms.

He wanted to be alone—to think!
What had happened ho did not know
and could not guess but his Lkeart was
heavy with fear.

He had been in danger before—he
was only ton well aware that suspicion
must inevitably have fallen on him had
not his friends kep: sceret the episode
of the notecase.

That danger had missed him. Bat
had iv recurred? Was it something of
the same kind again? Wlat had Mr.
Quclch, his gencrou: friend ani pro-
teeter, been thinking when he logked
into the dormitory that morning? Did
he deubt—did he suspect ?

The boy’s mind wa: in a torinent.

Ile was in no mood for Fisher T.
Fish. Fishy, on the other hand, was
surprised and offended. 1le had tracked
Valentine out in that quict walk under
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the ebms.  To speak to him on a sub-
jcct that was very near his heart. 1Te had
spoken in his most amicable and in-
gratiating tone, only to have his head
snapped off in return. It got Fishy's
goat |

Valentine  turned angrily  away.
I'ishy stared after him, and jerked his
bony person afler hi-  and grabbed

him by 1lLo sleeve.
“Will you leave me alone, yom
fool 2»

“Aw, can it " snapped Fisher T. Fish.
“No need t+ go oft on vour ear when

o galoot speaks lo you, T puess.  We
got to gel this matter settled.”

Valentine breathed hard; but he
calmed himsclf, He did not want
fellows te see that kis nerves were in
rags.

“ What matter?” he asked as quietly
as he could. “What do you mean?”

“I guess I'm talking about thak
‘ Hobby Annual,” ” explained Fisher T.
IFish. “That guy Bunter allowed that
it was his'n, and I gave him tuppence
for it. Waal, ‘if the book was yomrn M

“You gabbling ass, give a fellow a
rost !

“If the bock was yourn,” repeated
Tisher T. Fish, “I ain’t asking you to
buy it of me. Bus where do I come
in® 1 lose tuppence.’”

If Fisher T. Fish had lost a thousand
pounds he could not have spoken with
more harrowing carnestness.

“That gny Bunter is broke, like he
always is,” wen: on Fishy. “I've
kicked him—and pesk - hard.” But that
ain't cash! See? No good trying to
tonch Bunter for tuppence! Tuppence
ain't much, bo'! Tuppence won't hurt
you{”

Fisher T. Tish’s nasa: voien grew
persuasive; he almost cooed through
his long nosc.

“You'ro the guy that's responsible.
You lend that fat elam a book, and he
makes ount it's his'n, a:d sells it to me
for tuppence. I aia‘'t losing tuppence!
You shouldn’t len | your books to that
guy, sec? Well, I ain’t howling over
losing my profit—1 gness I can stand
that, thougle it's sure fierce. Shell out
that tuppence. and wo'll eall it a deall
You got me?” :

“You silly, stingy, swindling Shy-
lock 1 said Valentine. “Is that what
you're botircring me for? Take that!”

Ile grasped Fisher T. Iish by his
long, bony neck, and banged his Trans-
atlantic head against the nearest tree.

Bang !

“Aw! Whake snakes!” yelled Tisher
T. Fizh. “Great jumping Jehosaphat |
Ow, my ecabeza! Wow!”

Dang !

* Yarooooh !

Twopence was not to Jim Valentine
so important a sum as to Visher 1. Fish.
I{e had certainly less money than
Fishr; but he did not regard it as such
a priceless article.  Really, he hardly
cared a straw whether he had twopence
more or twopence less. To Fisher T.
Fish it was a matter of the deepest
import. If ke lost twopence on a irans-
action, it was enough to give IMishy a
heartacho.

To let a benighted son of John Bull
put it across him, even to the small
extent of twopence, was altogether too
painful to a cute guy who had heen
raised in Noo Yark. Somebody had to
pay Fish, or else I'ishy would remain
unpaid; which was too awful to con-
template !

Had Valentine been in his usual good
and cheery temper he might have
thrown the twopence to IFishy, like a
bone to a dog, and lefi Fishy as happy
as a dog with a bone,
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*¢ You cheeky rotter ! >’ bawled Bunter.
I've done for you !
and dodged in time.

Fishy had caught him at an unfor-
tunate moment, What lhe did was to
bang Fishy’s head on the elm, and lLe
banged it hard.

Fishy wriggled and roared.

“Now leave a fellow in peace, vou
gabbling fathead !” snapped Valentine,
and he sat Fishy down with a bump and
walked away.

“Aw! Carry moe home to die!”
gasped Fisher T. Fish,

He sat and rubbed his bony head. Tt
felt hurt! Ile crawled to his feet as
last, angry and indignant. He glared
after Valentine, strongly tempted to run
him down, collar him, and make potato-
serapings of him. DBut that, after all,
was not business! Moreover, in the
event of a scrap, it would probably not
be Jim Valentine who would have been
turned into potato-scrapings |

Fisher T. TFish breathed indignation
and wrath; but he did not follow
Valentine. Teaving that vouth to him-
self, I'isher T. Fish jerked away to the
House. IFishy knew what he was poing
to do.

He went up the Remove stairease.

Across tho landing he saw Wingate
of the Sixth, with a grave face, in the
Fourth Form paossage, Ile heard a
murmur of voices from a study larther
on. I'ellows were still being kept away
from the Fourth Form sindiecs.

That did not concern Fisher I Fish.
IIe was not wasting a thought on the
mystery that cxeited all the other
fellows. ITe had a mueh more im-
portant matter to think of.

He went into the Remove passage and
into Study No. 1. His keen eye glaneed
along the bookshelf, and fixed on the
“Hobby Apnual.” 1Iis bony fingers
grabbed that volume.

** I never touched your rotten stamps—and twopence isn’t much,
Take that, you beast !

Fishy had bought that volume, fair
and square, from Bunter. If Bunter
had no right to sell it, that was a
matter that Bunter could settle with the
owner, It was as clear as noonday to
Fisher T. Fish that he had a right to
keep that velume until his twopence
was refunded. And that was what
Fisher T. Fish was going to do.

With the “Hobby Annual” in his
bony grasp Fisher 1. Fish whisked out of
Study No. 1, and whisked along the
Remove  passage.  He whisked inko
Study No. 14, the study he shared with
Johnny Bull and Squiff. The locker
under the window belonged to Fishy,
and he had a key to it.

[le opened the locker, laid the
“Hobby Annnal ™ within, closed down
the lid, and locked it again.

IHis frowning brow ecleared when he
left Studv No. 14 with the key in his
pocket. He grinned as he went down
the stairs. If any guy in this mouldy old
island guessed that he could put it over
on Fisher T. Fish, that gny had another
guess coming ! 8o Fisher T. Wish said
1o himself, with pardonable satisfaction
at his own spryness and cuteness.

He went out into the quad and leoked
for Valentine. Jim was still walking
under the elins, a prey to dismal re-
flections. This time Fisher T Fish ad-
dressed him from a safe distance—con-
tact belween his bony head and the
trunk of an elm, heing neither grateful
nor comforting.

“Bay, bo' " jeered Fishy, “ You want
vour ‘lobby Annual’ again you'll
know where to come for it—sea? When
you want it, you mosey along to a
zaloot abont my size, and bring tup-
penee in your fist ! You get me 7"

“Oh, shut up!”?

either, after all

Yah !** Whiz! The “ Hobby Annual ** flew. Peter Todd saw it coming,
Crash ! Smash! Clatter ! The volume flew past his head and crashed through the window !

“Waal, I've put you wise,” said Fisher
T. Fish. *“You won't see ihat pesky
Annual again till you cough up my
tuppence!  And that's what's the
matter with Hauner !

Fisher T. Fish stalked away again—
and Valentine forgot his existence the
next moment.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who #

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE ol
€ the Fourth had a worried look
at brekker. e had cause to look

and to feel worried. Only
vesterday Sir Reginald Temple had
handed him that munificent “tip " of »
tenner.  And already that tenner was
gone from Cecil Reginald’s gaze like a
beautiful dream.

Thers was a ceaseless buzz at break-
fast. Most of tho fellows knew by this
tiwe what had happened in the night.

At the Remove table Mr. Quelch, who
breakfasted with his Form, sat with
face which Skinner compared to a
gargoyle. His lips were tight, his brows
knitted, his gimlet eyes had a glint in
them. It was easy for the fellows to
gce that Mr. Quelch was deeply dis-
turbed by what had happened.

Why it should specially worry the
Remove master they did not know.
There had been a theft in a Fonrth
Form study—that was clear. Mr.
Capper, the master of the TFaurth,
might bo expected to take it to heart.
But it was no special concern of the
Remove master’s—so far as most fellows
conld see,

After breakfast the Greyfriars follows

Tae Magyer Lierany.—No. 1,303.
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gathered in groups again, with more to
aiscuss than before—now that they knew
what had happened. A crowd sur-
rounded 'I‘emp'la of the Fourth. .
“Somc rotter's got my tenner!” said
Temple.  “It's frightfully thick, isn’t
it? Can't quite believe such u thing
could happen at Greyfriars! But there
it is! Some fearful rotter went down
in the night and busted open my desk
an;,lj bagged my tenner! Iorrid, ain't

“Oh, tather!” said Dabney.

“What's the Head doing about it?”
asked Fry.

“I don’t know. Ile's got it in hand,
of course. Some rotler will be sacked
for this—and the sooner the better!”

“Anything else taken, Temple?”
aslied Harry Wharton.

“They've found the other things,” an-
swered Temple. “You see, I had a
drawer in my desk, where I kept a few
things—desk locked, of course. The
housemaid found a ring lyin' on the
carpet when she was sweepin’ Lhe room
carly in the mornin’, and picked it up,
and then she noticed that the desk had
been broken open.  She called Mirs.
Kebble, and  Mrs, Kebble called
Capper, and then Capper called me, as
it was my desk. Then we found out.”

“T'he pincher must have dropped tho
ring after pinchin’ it," remarked
Vernon-Smith.

“I suppose z0. I dare say he was in
a tremble at the time—a fellow woulil
be,” said Templo, with a nod. “Ile
scems to have meant to make a clean
sweep, for he took the ring, and the
banknote, and a tiepin—my ruby tie-
pin—from the drawer, lcaving only a
few half-crowns. The ticpin  was
picked up near the landin’, just inside
the Remove passage.”

“T'hen the pincher went thal way!”

“Must have ™

“Pretty careless sort of ass, pinchin’
things and droppin’ them aboul,” said
the Bounder.

“Well, I fancy he was in o blue funk
—a fellow would be, rootin’ about the
ITonse in the middle of the night,
stealin'.”

“Yes, that's so.”

“Tremblin’ from head to foot, very
likely,” said Temple. “You can fancy
his feelin’s at the time. If he dropped
somethin’ he couldn’t find it without a
light, and he wouldn't be likely to root
about with a light.”

“He didn't drop the
though,” said Peter Todd.

“Well, it hasn't been found.”

“1 say, you fellows, it's jolly queer
that the pin was picked up in the
Remove passage,” said Billy Bunter.
“What would a Fourth Form man
;\'ar?lt to go along the Remove passage
Or 1]

“It wasn't a Fourth Form man, you
fat chump !” snapped Temple. “There's
no pinchers in the Fourth "

“Dash it all!” said Fry. *“It looks

banknote,

as—
“Oh, rather!” said Dabney. “Looks
as if it was o Remove man! Nobody

else would take his loot to the Remove
studies 1

“You check{ ass!" roared Dob
Cherry wrathfully.

“Well, what does it look like?”
asked Temple.

“You silly fathcad—"

“No good yellin’ at a fellow, Cherry!
The pincher went to your passage after
robbin’ my study—that's proved, If
he wasn't a Remove man I'd like to
know what he went there for—and so
would the Head I”

The Fourth did not take long to make
up their minds on that point. They
jumped at the chance of believing that
the thief was not in their own number.
i&‘\il"ld§ as Temple said, what did it look
ike

The obvious theory was that the
thief had been on his way to his own
study to hide the plunder when he
llroncd the tiepin, and lost it in the
dark.

Remove fellows, however, were not
likely to admit anything of the kind.
Bob Cherry proceeded to tell Templo
of the Fourth what he thought of him,
and of his silly ideas. And a hot argu-
ment was soon In progress.

Jim Valentine had listened to the talk
in silence. Now he moved away, his
hands in his pockets, his brow dark and
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troubled. It scemed to the hapless boy
that a net was closing round him,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
e_xchnn&ed a ﬁlanoe, and followed Valen-
tine. What had happened was a shock
to them—that was not to be denied.
What it looked like they knew only too
well.  Once more their faith in the boy
with a past was undergoing a severe
strain,

Wharton touched Valentine on the
arm and stopped him under the elms, at
a distance from the other fellows.

Jim looked ‘at him, with a bitter face.

“You think—" he muttered.

“No,” said Harry, though it cost him
an effort. “No—never! I've said that
I trust you, and I do trust you! DBut
what can it mean ”

“It was a Remove man,” breathed
Nugent, “Who else would be going to
our studies after pinching in the
Fourth #”

Valentine-drew a deep breath.

“I can’t make it out,” he said—"I
can't! But when you found Mauly’s
notecase in my study, I told you what 1
thought. Somcbody who knows about
me—knows that I must be suspected if
there's a theft—is puilting it on me.
‘That tiepin was dropped near my study
on purpose.”

“B-hl_l:," stammered Wharton, “who

can—"
"I tell you I can't make it out, But
it can't be coincidence. Manly's note-
case, with the moncy gone, in the study
cupboard a few weeks ago, now a stolen
tiepin picked uF near my study door.
It’s plain enough.”

Jt was plain enongh—if Valentine
himself was not guilty. The chums of
the Remove were determined to believe
that he was not guilty.

Yet to believe that there was a dis-
honest  fellow at Greyfriars thieving,
and del:beruta!fy landing suspicion upon
an innocent fellow, was too steep. 'I‘Egy
simply could not believe that.
not sense.

But what were they to believe?

“ Do you think that Quelch——" asked
Nugent.

“I've scen it in his face,” answered
Valentine quictly,.  “He's trying to
stick to me; but Le can’t help doubting.
How can he? I'm not blaming him.”

He pressed his hand to his forchead.

“1 feel like a fellow in a trap. After
that notecase affair, I told you very
likely it would happen again, with some-
thing pointing to me. Now it's hap-
pened.  That's all.”

“It doesn't point to you, any moro
than to any other Remove fellow, if
you come to that,” said Harry. “Only
because—"

“Beeause I'm what I am, or what T
was,” said Valentine bitterly. “What's

uelch to think, and the Head? The

ead was doubtiul about letling me into
the school at all. Queleh got round him
to make hin agree.  What is he to
think now? Did these things happen
before I eame liere ?”

The two juniors were silent, dumb-
founded by that remark. It was like
proof of Valentine's guilt from his own
mouth.

“Look here, they'll find the bank-
note,” said Ilarry.  “They’re bound
not to leave a stone uniurned, and when
it's found, it will seo you clear.”

Valentine nodded.

“That's all I've got to hope for,” he

It was

said. “But it’s casy enough to hide a
}}ngk_nol!o. Goodness knows if they'll
ind it !”

“Anyhow, it won't be found in our
study—and that leaves vou out,” said
Frank. “I—I'm afraid they'll soarch
our study in the eircumstances, but they
won't find Temple’s beastly banknote
there—so that's all right.”

“Yes, that's all right,” said Wharton,
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with a feeling of relief. " 'L'hey’ll search
the room—that’s a cert! But that's all
the better really, as it will prove that
the rotten banknote isn't there. The
incher wouldn't leave it where another
ellow might find it.”

“He's got it tucked away somewhere
safe, you can bel!” answered Valentine.
“It won't be found.”

“It’s in a study—a Remove study!”
said Wharton, with conviction. *“It's
as clear as daylight that the thief went
into the Remove passage with the loot.
And what can he have done that for,
except to put it in a Remove study—his
own study, of course? I'hat’s plain
enough.,  Well, then, when they root
through Study No. 1, and [ind that it's
not there, you're cleared,”

Valentine’s face brightened a litile.

Wharton’s reasoning scemed good,
Indeed, it was convineing to fellows who
did not know, or suspect, that the theft
was the work of a rascul from outside
the school.

“There’s the bell,” said Frank.

It was the bell for class, and the Grey-
friars fellows headed for the Form-
rooms. Valentine went in with Whar-
ton and Nugent, and joined the crowd
of Remove fellows,  Mr. Quelch was
speaking with Monsiceur Charpentier at
the door of the Remove-room. 'The Re-
movites took their places, and their
Form master briefly inforined them that
first lesson would be I'rench with Mon-
sieur Charpentier, and left them to it.
Evidently Mr. Quelch was going to be
occupied otherwise thal morning.

Valentine could guess how he was
going to be occupied.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Search !
DR. LOCKE'S face was very grave

as the Remove master entered
his study.

Dr. Locke was giving the
Sixth a miss, as Mr. Quelch was doing
with the Remove. “The affair of the
theft in Temple’s study occupied both
their minds, to the exclusion of other
matters.

Mr. Quelch’s lips were compressed.
He knew what was in the Head’s mind—
the same thought that he vainly strove
to keep out of his own. But Mr.
Quelch was resolved that he would, at
least, continue to trust the boy he had
befriended until trust was no longer
possible.

“This is a dreadful occurrence, Mr.
Queleh,” said the Head. “In the cir-
cumstances, it is_impossible for me to
avoid thinking of—"

*“Valentine, of my Form " asked Mr.
Quelch quietly.

“Have you not thought of him in this
connection, also 7™

“ 1 admit it,” said the Remove master.
“Yet I cannot believéd that the boy
could be so base, so nngrateful, so—"

“We must face the facts, sir,” said
Dr. TLocke. *“The boy had doubiful
antecedents, and has been very reticent
on the subject. Iis early training
appears to have been very bad, T con-
sented to admit him to this school on
vour responsibiliiy. A theft has fol-
fowed. We must face the facts.”

He pauzed a moment.

“Mr. Capper takes the view that the
finding of the stolen ticpin in the Re-
move passage indicates that the thief
was going to a Remove sindy when he
dropped it—a natural view, I think.
‘That would certainly point to the guilty
boy being in your IForm.”

“It would appear so, sir,” said Mr.
Quelch reluctantly.

“As there is a boy in your Form of
doubtful antccedents, t(he inference is

obvions,” said the Head, “There can
be little or no doubt that the missing
banknote is at ihe prescnt moment con-
cealed in the thief’s study—ono of the
Remove studies. In a word, sir, what
doubt can there be that a search of
Valentine's study will reveal it?”

“I suggest, sir, an immediate search
of Valentine’s siudy, to place ihe matter
beyond doubt,” "said Mr. Quclch.
“While the boys are in Form, this can
bo done without drawing undue atten-
tion to the matter. If the boy is inno-
cent, il would be searcely just to draw
attention to him in this connection.”

“Quite so!” said the Head. “As the
Form master concerned, doubtless you
will make the scarch, and I will be
present.”

“I am ready, sir.”

The two masters left the Head's siudy,
and proceeded to the Remove passage.
That passage, of course, was entirely
deserted during class.  They entered
Study No. 1, and Mr. Quelch closed the
door.

Dr. Locke stood by the window, leav-
ing the disagreecable task of searching
to the Remove master.

It was unpleasant enough, but it had
to be done, and Mr. Quelch lost no time
in proceeding with it.

That the stolen banknote would be
found there, the Head had little doubt.
And Mr. Quelch dreaded that he was
right.

1f the banknote was there the malter
was definitely settled, and he was done
with the boy who had repaid bene-
volenca with black ingratitude und dis-
honesty. That very morning Jim Valen-
tine would leave Greyfriars, never to
return, Inspector Grimes believed that
he was still in assoeiation with his old
intimates, And if he was a thief, it
could hardly be doubted that Mr.
Grimes was right, Greyfriars was no
place for a crook.

But Mr. Quelch still hoped.

He dreaded to find the banknote; but
he searched as earefully and meticulously
as if he desired to find it. The truth
had to be established, even il it was a
crushing blow to him.

A professional detective could hardly
have carried out the search more
thoroughly than the Remove master.

Valentine had a small desk in the
study; but it was not locked.  Mr.
Quelch secarched that desk first, Ilc
found no banknote there, but he found
a good mang Latin exercizes, which
showed that the boy was a hard worker.
Jim Valentine was a good deal behind
most of the Remove, and Mr. Quelch
had often given him_extra tunition to
help him make up the leeway. The con-
tents of Valentine's desk showed how
earncstly he was trying to make up for
lost time. The sight of those Latin exer-
ciscs, all of them written in a faultless
hand, touched the TForm master
strangely.

In silence he went on with the search,

Nothing was locked in the study, and
he searched among Wharton's and
Nugent's things, as well as Valentine's.
It was unlikely that a thief would hide
a stolen mnote where his study-mates
might discover it; but Mr. Quelch was
leaving nothing to chance.

I1e came to the bookshelf at last.

Between the leaves of a book was a
very probable place for the concealment
of a bunknote. .

Mr. Queleh took every boole in turn,
opened it, and shook out the leaves,

Had any volume in Study No. 1 con-
tained a banknole, that banknote would
indubitably have come io light,

With cvery book that he picked up,
Mr, Quelch trembled with the dread of
seeing a crisp slip of paper (lutter to
the floor.
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He breathed a deep, deep breath of
relief when he had finished.

Silent, he looked at the Head, stand-
ing like a statue by the window. Dr.
Locke had a perplexed look.

The banknote had not been found.

The search had been so thorough that
a pin hidden in the study must have
come to light. The banknote was not
there. Thav was certain now.

Dr. Locke coughed.

“The banknote is not here, Mr.
Queleh 7 he said slowly.

“That is now established beyond
doubt, sir.”

“On the boy’s person, perhaps—"

Mr. Quelch set his lips.

“We must be just, sir,” he said. “Had
the thief intended to keep the banknote
in his pockets, he would have gone back
to his dormitory after the theft—thero
would be no imaginable reason for him
to come to the studies. That he came to
the studies is ]la‘roved by the fact that the
tiepin was picked up in this passage.”

“No doubt. We have, at all events,
taken that much for granted hitherto,”
said the Head. “Nevertheless, he may,
perhaps, have changed his mind. I
think, Mr. Quelch, that Valentine had
better be searched.”

“1It is for you to say, sir!”

“ And his box in the dormitory.”

“ Let us proceed there, sir.”

_The two masters proceeded there.
Valentine’s possessions in the Remove
dormitory were quickly examined.
There was no result.

“1 will ecall Yalentine into my study
when the Form is dismissed in break,”
said Mr. Quelch. “You will agrce, sir,
that it would be unfair to draw par-
ticular attention to him, when all our
investigations, so far, have resulted only
in cxonerating him.”

U Perfectly so!” assented the Head.
“I leave the matter in your hands, Mr,
Queich. 1 take it that you have no cx-
l;gctatmn of finding the banknote in tho

¥'s personal possession?”

“No, sir!” said Mr. Quelch firmly.
“None! I admit that I feared I might
find it in his study. 1t has not been
found, and my faith in him is con-
firmed.”

“In that eventuality, sir, suspicion
must rest on the whole of the Remove,
as ii,_is undoubted that the thief came to
the Remove studies after committing tho
theft in Temple's study.”

Mr, Queleh winced,

“It would appear so0,” he admitted
reluctantly.

“You have no idea—no suspicion—of
any individual $”

i by ouc !’)

“That can only mean, then, a rigorous
scarch of every study in the Remove
passage !”

The Head sighed. There were four-
teen studies in tho Remove passage, and
two hours had been occupied in search-
ing one of them! At the same rate of
progress there were twenly-six hours of
work ahead of somcbody.

“You will inform me of the result, Mr,
Queleh, when you have seen Valentine,
If the banknote is not found on him—=>"

“I am convinced that it will not be
fornd on him !?

“Then I shall have only one resource,”
said Dr. Locke. “1 shall ask Inspector
Grimes to call, and take the matter in
hand.  The matter must be placed in
competent hands to be dealt with.,”

“1 fully agree, sir,”

And it was left at that, and the two
masters separated.  When the Remove
cane ont in break, Trotter informed Jim
Valentine that he was wanted in his
Form master’'s study.

Jim's heart was beating painfully
when he arrived there.
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Mr. Quelch’s face was grave ond
troubled—but kind.

“Valentine,” he said quictly, “you
ure aware of what has occirred—yon
vannot have failed to realise the sus
picions to which it may have given risc.”

“1 understand, sir.” )

“ Personally, my faith in you is not
shaken,” said Mr. Quelch. “ Your study
bas been examined, and, as I hoped and
believed, no discovery has been made
tnere, Ilave you any objection to being
searched 77

Valentine crimsoned.

“No, sir! None at all!” he answered
steadily.  “T suppose any other fellow
lere would think it an’ insult—but I
have no right to think so. 1f only you
believe in me, sir, I don’t care about
anything else.” X

“1 do, my boy—I do,” said Mr.
Quelch. “Tf]is matter is tervible. Tt
cannot be doubted that there is a thief
i the school, and all evidence points to
my Form. But I cannot and will not
believe that you have betrayed my trust
in you. It is to satisfy others, not
myself, that I ask you to turn out your
pockets.”

“ Willingly. sir!”

When ‘E’alontlne left the study, no
bunknote having come to light, Mr.
Quelch was left in harassed thought.
Temple’s, banknote was still missing;
and nothing remained now but to call in
a police-officer to deal with the matter,
The Remove master could only hope that
Mr. Grimes' investigations would prove
that the thief was not in his Form; but
it was a very faint hopo.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

b IT!” snapped Fisher . Fish.

G Fisher T. Fish was in his

study, after morning school,
He was not feeling happy.

[le sat on the locker under his window
caressing one of his keen, sharp, cute,
spry eyes.

‘I'hat eye had been Amnchcd‘ 2

Tubb of the Third had punched it.
Once more Fisher T. Fish had made an
attempt to collect the five shillings that
Tubb owed him, on the half-crown Fishy
Lad lent the previous term. Tubb had
warned him that if he asked for it again
he would hit him in the eye. Having
nsked for it again, Fishy had been duly
hit in the eye—and now he was rubbing
that eye and fecling bad. .

He glared at Billy Bunter with his
sound eye, as the fat junior presented
himself 1n the doorway of Study No. 14,
He was tired of Bunter Even Bunter,
the most all-fired jay at Greyfriars, had
put it over on Fishy—and Fishy felt very
sore about it. That big bargain in
“Hobby Annuals ” had turned out a de-
lusion and a enare. Fishy had bagged
the book itself, as a sccurity for his two-
pence—it was in the locker he was sitting
on. But Valentine had told him that it
he did not take it back to Study No. 1 it
would be called for—adding that if he
ealled for it, he would bring, not two-
pence, but a fives bat,

Fishy did not like the prospect.

Billy Bunter blinked at him throm}:}h
his big spectacles, and grinned at the
aspeet of Fishy's damaged cye.  He
{jq:jml that eye more amusing than Fishy

]

‘“'Abs'qll;llul:lto, vou fat clam ! snarled
Fisher I'. Fish. “Got anything more to
§ol1i. you pie-faced boob? You took me

“ Well, I offered you a bob back for
the book,” grinned Bunter. “If you
hadn’t been the meanest skunk going,
O
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“T guess I'll taka the bob now !” said
IPishy hopefully.

Billy Bunter chuckled, and held up
two pennics in a fat hand, .

“That’s your twopenee,” he said. “1I
wouldn't have any dealings with a rotter
like you, Fishy, only that beast Whar-
ton's kicked me, and he says he's going
to kick me again cvery time he sees me
till Valentine gets his book buck. 1
mean, I feel that it's up to me to !et
Valentine have his book back., I'm
honest, T hope! 1 had to sell some
stamps to raise this twopence, I'ishy—it
was lucky that Toddy had some! Well,
here it is. Gimune the book !

Bunter threw the pennics on the study
table.

Fisher T. Fish grunted.

“I guess you can take the book !" he
snapped, “and I guess I'll give you
something to take along with it, you fav
piecan !”

He rose from the locker, and sorted
out his key. It went against the grain
to part with anything for the same sum
that he had given for it, but IFishy
realised that there was no help for it.
He did not want Valentine to call fo
his “Hobby Annual ” with a fives bat in
his hand. By bagging the book from
Study No. 1, he had, at all events, got
his twopence back, and that was a con-
solation. He picked the *“Hobby
Annual ” out of the locker, and handed
it to Bunter, and slipped the two pennics
into his trousers pocket.

“Now git, veu fat clam,” he snarled,
“and take that along with you!”

“Wow !"” yelled Bunter, as ho took it
along with him—"“it” being a drive
from Fishy's boot.

The fat Owl dodged into the passage.

Fishy sat down again, and resumed
rubbing his eyes. Between the pain in
his eve and the loss of the small
American debt, Fishy was in o very
unhappy state of mind, He felt that
life was hardly worth living in a mouldy
old island for a spry galoot that had
been raised in Noo Yark.

Billy Bunter rolled down the Remove
passage with the “Ilobby Annual ”
under his fat arm,

Peter ‘Todd was standing in the door-
way of Study No. 7, with a rather grim
expression on his face,

“Oh. here vou are!” he said,

Bunter eved him warily.

“1f you've lost your stamps, old chap,
I don’t know anything about it,” he
said. "1 never knew you had any
stamps in yvour desk. I'm not a feliow
to spy and pry in a fellow's desk, 1
hope.™

“You fat villmun!” said Peter. “I
came up here to get a stamp to put on
a letter home, and—"

“T'Il help vou look for them, if yon
like,” said Bunter. “Wait a tick till
I've taken this book into Valentine's
study—it’s his. I'll come back, old chap.
I'm not going to scoot.”

“You're jolly well not!” agreed
Peter. And he grabbed the fat Owl by
the collar and jerked him into Study
No. 7. “Now, you pilfering porpoise,
where's my stamps?”

“Yarooooh 1

“Cough up those sumal‘:al" hooted
Toddy.  “My hat, if Quele
pinched a fellow's stamps, he would
think you'd had Temple’s tenner 1"

“ Why, you—you—you beast " gasped
Bunter. “You rotter ! I suppose I can
borrow a stamp from a pal! Leggo
my collar, you beast! I'l]ple_nd you a
stamp another time! I'm going to get
some when mys postal order comes !”

“You can borrow a stamp,” agreed
Toddy, “if you mention it to the owner
first and get permission—not other-
wise!  Otherwise it’s pinching—and

v knew you To
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from pincliing stamps to pinching bank-
notes isn't a very long step 1”

“Oh, you beast!” gasped Bunter. “I
never had the stamps! And there were
only four ha’penny stamps there, as you
joll'_v well know, and 1 ad to get two-
Fenco from somewhere to give that beast
“ishy | Leggo!”

Peter Todd did not let go. He spun
the fat Owl over on the study carpet,
and Billy Bunter's little fat nose almost
punctured the carpet. He gave a
wullled roar. Toddy seized the “ Hobby
Annual ” in both hands and lifted it,

Whack |

“ Whooooop !” roared Bunter, as the
volume came down with a terrific swipe
on his tight trousers.

Whack !

“Yocop! Leave off, you beast!”
shrieked Bunter, “Tako your bony
knee out of the back of my neck, you
rotier 1

Whaek !

“You-ow-ow! You'll
book I” howled Bunter.

Whack |

damage that
“Wow |

“Wow! 1 never had those stamps ”
howled Bunter. “I never sold them to
a fellow for twopence, Peter! Besides,

I had to have twopence—I had to,

really! Leave off, you beast! I'll

set‘gﬁ u Iout of my postal order—""
ac

“Oh crikey ! Oh lor'! Whooop 1"

“There!” gasped Peoter Todd.
“That’s a tip, Bunter! Now, get out,
or I'll give you some more |”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow 1"

Billy Bunter staggered to his feet.
Peter handed him the “ Hobby Annual,”
and he grabbed it and rolled to tho
door. At the door he stopped.

Bunter was hurt He had had five
hefty swipes from a rather heavy
volume, wielded by a pair of heavy
hands. He was hurt, and he was
wrathy. Even the worm will turn—and
Bunter was a worm! He turned in the
doorway, with the “Hobby Annual”
gripped in his fat hands, and vengeance
gleaming through his spectacles.

“You cheeky rotter!" he bawled.
“I never touched your rotten stamps !
And t\\'ogunw isn't much, either, after
all I've done for you! Take that, you
beast! Yah!”?

Whiz!

The “Hobby Annual ” flew,

Fad it lunded where Bunter intended
—on Peter Todd's head—probably it
would have damaged Peter a little,

But it didu't.  Peter saw it coming,
and dodged in time. The volume flew
past his head, and there was a terrifio
crash as it went through the window.

Creshi! Smash ! Clatter )

“Ok, y bhat!” gasped 'Toddy.
“You've doune it now !

“Oh crikey ! murgled Bunter.

He blinked in dismay at the broken
pane.  The *“llobby ~ Annnal”  had
vanished, falling into the quadrangle
outside with a shower of fragments of
glass.  There was a huge gap in the
pane.

“Oh erikey ! It was all your fault,
you beast!” gasped DBunter. “Some-
body will have to pay for that!”
"deomebody named Bunter !” grinned

¥.
¥ Beast!” groancd Bunter. *Quelch
will put that down in the bill, and st’ll
mean a row with the pater! Beast!”
The fat Owl rolled away, leaving
Peter chuckling. He rolled out into
the quad to look for the fallen volume.
He found it under the study windows,
lying wide open on the ground. He
icked it uY. with a.dgrunb. The book
Ead naturally opened as ft whizzed
downward, a distance of over thirty
feet; but that a crisp slip of paper that
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“ Boys ! *“boomed Mr. Quelch.
Harry Wharton. **It’s the Beak ! *

for breath and glaring muiual deflance.
: gurgling spasmodically :

had been shub between the leaves had
fullen out, and blown away on the wind,
was, of conrse, auile unknown to Billy
Buuter. He picked up the volume, and
rolled back into the llouse with it,

Ilo et Ilarry Wharton as he came
in, and the captain of the Ramove mado
a motion wiih his foet. Duunier dodged
hurricdly,

“Keep off, yon heast! 1've mot that
rotten book ! Jlcro it is! You can
take it back to Valemine, aud be
blowed 1"

Harry Wharlon laughed as he took
the * Hobby Anuual,”

“I think I'd bettor Lick you, all tho
samo " Lo said, “Turn round {®

“ Beast 1

Bunter backed away and departed.
few minules later Valentine's
“Hobby Annusl” was back in its placo
on tho bookshelf in Study No. 1. And
somewhero in the Greyfriars quadrangle
a crisp slip of cngraved paper was flut-
tering on the winter wind,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing 1
" BROLUTELY rolten!” said
A Templo of ihe Fourth dis-
mally.
“Oh,  rather!” agreed

Dabney.

Fry nodded sympathetically,

“After beatin’ (he Remove at foot-
hall—takin’ the troubla ta baat thoso
fags, you know,” said 'Femple—tho
{mtcr tips o u tenner, and then a
temove tick pinches the tenner!  Abso-
lutely too thick
_Templo of tho Fourlli was mourning,
liko Rachel of ancient tinies, for that

The combat ceased at last,

which was lost, and could not be com-
forted.

It was understood that a “bobby *
was coming lhat afternoon to look inio
the matier; but whether he found out
the pincher or not, Temple doubted
whether he would find the tenncr. Of
the two, Crail Reginald would have pre-
ferred to find ihe tenner. .

It really was too bad. For once in
his slucking and dandified carcer, Ceeil
Reginald had “ made work ” of Soceer,
and, owing Lo the peculiar circumstance
of Bunter keeping goal for the Remove
he had got away with a v:cLorr,l ant
his huppy pater had tipped Lim a
tenner, and all, =0 to speak, was calm
and bright. And that tewner had been
I)illcllvd! His pater might as well not
wve lipped him the tenner at all;
Cecil Reginald might as well not have
inade work of Soccer! Mo was till
fecling a litile tired from hLis wn-
conunon exerlions, and it all went for
uothing—absolutely nothing 11t was no
wonder that Temple of the Fourth felt
rather bitter about it.

Perhaps that was the reason why he
made his remarks in the hearing of the
Famous Five of the Rewove. It was
clear—to Temple & Co., at least—that
it was a Reamovae fick whe hnd annexed
the ten-pound nofe, and ho had rather
a desire to “rub it in,” If there was
a dashed pincher in the dashed Form, it
served them jolly well right 1o have it
rubbed in!

“Sickenin went  on  Temple.
“ Which of "em had it, I wonder?™

He noted, with satisfaction, that Bob
Cherry’s exes were begiuning to gleam,
and that Johnny Bull wus breathing
hard theough his nose.

“I wonderI” said Fry. “I supposo
the bobby will go through their things

1 n

%
3 e,
i

“ Cease this riot instanily—instantly, I say ! **

*“ Chuck It, you men ! ** gasped

Dishevelled and draggled juniors separated, gasping
Cecil Reginald Temple sat up, looking very much the worse for wear, and
* Qooooooooogh !

wlten he comes. I Lear that the Beal’s
goin® to telephone for Grimes. I heard
Capper say s0."”

“The rotter will be sacked, 1hatl's eno

comfort,” said Temple. “But they
won't find my temmer! 1 faney tha's
tucked away safe. And the pater

specially tipped me that tenner becasiso
Iie was pleased to sce mo moppin® up
those fags at footer——"

“You silly, swanking, howling ass!?
interjeeted Bob Cherry. “You never
mopped up the Remove at feoler ! You
eouldn’s mop up a team of bunny
rabbits! Wo gave you that game, ns
you jolly well know |*

B“"YOLL did, you ass1” growled Johnny

g,

Cecil Reginald glanced round super-
cilionzly, affecting to sco the group of
Hemovites for the first time, though all
his remarks had been intended for their
CAars,

“ You clmckle-leaded chump,” went on

b.  “You wouldn’t have bagged o
single goal if we hadn't had Bunter
hutween the posts, and you jolly well
know it. And as for your measly tenner,
if you say that a Remove man bagged
it I'll jolly well rub your silly noso in
the next puddle !

“My dear man!” drawled Temple,
“Don’t got excited | 1'm not suggestin®
that yon had it—

“What #* yelled Boh,

“As I've sand, 1 don't know which of
you had it,"” snid Temple calmly. “ All
I know is that it was a Remove tick.”

* Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“My esteemed and idiotic Templo—"
began Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh,

Bob Cherry's eyes blazed.

Tt was an undoubted fact that circum-
slantial eviddence pointed to the Remove,

'Tne Maoyer Lisrary.—No, 1,303,
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Temple’s tiepin had been picked up in
the Remove passage, obviously where it
had been dropped by the thief, All the
Fourth were convinced that Temple's
tenner was tucked away somewhere in
a Remove study. Other fellows in other
Forms certainly thought that it looked
like it.

But the Remove. had no use for such
suppositions. Feeling was already run-
ning high in that Form on the subject.
Already several IFourth Form noses had
.b“ml"( punched, Now another was

oked.

“You checky, silly apology for a
tailor's dummy{” said Bob Cherry.
“I've told you that nobody in the
Remove would touch your putrid tenner
with a barge polel And I've told you
that I'd rub your nose in a puddle
if you said s0 again| And now I'm
going to do it—sec?” _

And Bob rushed at the captain of the
Tourth.

As a matter of fact, Bob was not
sorry to have a good reason for punch-
ing the ineffable Cecil Reginald. He
was very sore over the Form match,
Temdple had pinned him down to a hasty
word, his friends, against\ their better
judgment, had backed him up, and the
result had been disaster. The Fourth
wero swanking over a football victory,
and it was likely to be a long time
before the Remove left off telling Bob
what they thought of him. Bob Cherry
could mot very well punch Temple for
having held him to his hasty words.
But he could punch him for making out
that there was a thief in the Remove—
and he did, with great satisfaction to
himself, though with none to Temple.

“Here, keep off, you dashed hooli-
gan 1" shouted T'emple, backing away
and putting up his hands at the samo
time.

Bob Cherry did not keep off—he
rushed on. Right and left he punched,
and Ternple's guard did not help him
much. Bob's right landed on Temple's
handsome Greek nose, and turned it at
once into a2 Roman one. His left landed
on Temple's chin, and Cecil Reginald
yelled and totlered. Then Temple’s head
weni into chancery,

“ Now, you checky tick I” gasped Baob,
as he punched, “Take that—and that
—and that! You can't play footer—
take that !——fml can't do anything but
talk like a silly ass—take that !—and—
chgo, vou rotters! [Iair play!”

Fry and Dabney rushed to the rescue.
They grabbed Bob together and dragged
him back.

That was enough for the Co. They
rushed in and grabbed ¥ry and Dabney
in their turn.

“Fair play(” yelled Johnny Bull.

“The estecemed fair play is the proper
caper |” gasped Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh, as he waltzed with Dabney, both
of them punching hard.

“Mop them up!” yelled Bob. “CGive
them beans!”

“¥Yarooh! Rescue! Oh gad! Rescue!”
yelled Temple.

Scott of the Fourth rushed up, and
Wilkinson and Kenney, and two or three
more, All tha Famous Five were now
hotly engaged, with the odds against
them. But Jim Valentine came sprint-
g up {o join in, and the Bounder and
Tom Redwing followed him. Then
came more of the I'ourth, and more of
the Remove. In a few minutes it was
quite a batile royal.

“Mop ’em up!" roared Polsover
major, “Give 'em jip! Lemme get at
that tick Temple! I'll give him
tenners !

“Yah! Pinchers!” howled Fry; and

then he rolled over in the grasp of
THe Migner Lisrany.—No, 1,303
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Vernon-Smith, and they sprawled and
pommelled.

“Give 'em toco—"

“Give them csteemed jip!” gasped
the Nabob of Bhampur, with Dabney’s
head in chancery. “Give them terrific

IJJ

“Oh crikey ! Wow 2

“Ow !l Gerroff I*

Loder of the Sixth came striding up.

“8top that, you young sweeps!”
roared Loder. * Do you hear? Stop it
at once !” 2

But the excited juniors were heedless
even of the voice of a Sixth Form
prefect. Loder strode among them,
swiping with his ashplant to restore
order, But Loder did not succced in
restoring order. A rush of tho juniors
bumped Loder over, and he sprawled,
and tho next moment a dozen excited
fellows were treading on him., Loder
voared frantically.

“1 say, you fellows!” squeaked Billy
Bunter. “I say, here comes the Iead'l
I say, here come the Head and Quelch 1”

But even that warning wuas not
heeded.

“Yah! DPinchers!” yelled the I'ourth.

“Mop "em up !” roared the Removitcs.

“Ow! Ow! Wow! Grooogh!” came
in anguished tones from Cecil Reginald
Temr e. Bob Cherry had Cecil Reginald
by the back of the neck now and was
rubbing his features into a puddle left
by recent rain, There was water in the
puddle, and there was mud, and Templo
got plenty of both. He struggled and
wriggled and squirmed and gurgled, but
all in vain,

“There, you cheeky tick!” panted
Bob,  “That’'s for you! T'l give you
pinchers! I'll give you tenners! Ilave
somoe moro !”

“Grrrgggh!” gurgled Temple, * Help !
Owl Oh _crikey! Wow! Crooogh!
Leggo! Oh, my nose! Wow|”

“I say, you fellows—*

“Boys|” cumo the deep voice of the
ITecad. He arrived on the scens with
Mr. Quelch at his side and Mr. Capper
trotting after them.

“Boys! Wharton! Cherry! Vernon-
Smith—how dare you ?” excluimed Mr,
Quelch,  “Cease this riot instantiy—
instantly, 1 say!”

“Bcandalous I” gusped Mr. Capper.
“Such a riot—scandalous! Really, Mr,
Quclch, theso boys of your Form 3

. “The boys of your Form are also riot-
ing, Mr. Capper I” snapped the Remove
master, “If you will kindly command
them to cease——"

“ Really, Mr. Quelch—*

“Really, Mr, Capper—*

“Boys ” boomed the Head.
mand you—"

“Chuck it, you men!” pasped
Wharton. “It's the Bealk!”

The combat ceased at last. Dishevelled
and draggled juniors separated, gasping
for breath and glaring mutual defianee.
Cecil Reginald Temnle sat up, His
face was streaming with water and mud,
and he gouged the same from his oyes
and nose, and gurgled spasmodically.

“ Qoooooongli |

“This is—is shocking I”" exclaimed the
Head. “Bovs! Wharlon, what is the
meaning of this riot ?”

“They asked for it, sir!”* gasped the
captain of the 1lemove.

“The askfulness was terrific.””

“Making out that a llemove man
pinched their puteid tenner I’ squeaked
Billy  Bunter indignantly. “1 don't
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“1 com-

ITarry

believe that Tcmple ever had & tenner,
and I believe he’s got it in his pockek
now !?,

“Ha, ha, bal”

“8ilence | Temple, if you have made
any such reckless accusation—" ex-
claimed Dr. Locke,

“(roooocoogh I”

“Temple—""

“Urrrrrgggh 17

“Get upon your feet at once, boy!”
snapped the Hedd testily, “How dare
you sit there in the presence of your
headmaster !’

“I—I— Grooogh—hooogh !" gurgled
Temple, still gouging mud, “ Wooogh !"*

Fry gave him a hand up, and the hap-
less Cecil Reginald staggered to bis
feet. Ho stood rather unsteadily, hold-
ing on to Fry with one hand and goug-
ing mud with the other.

*Now—" recommenced the Head.

He broke oft suddenly.

His oyes, with a startled look, were
fixed on the sp6t where Cecil Reginald
Temple had been sitting. On that spot
lay w slip of engruved paper, erumpled
and rather muddy, but casily recognis-
able as soon as it was looked at as a
banknote.

Dr. Locke gazed at it.

“ What—what—what
gasped.

He pointed.

All eyes in astonishment turned on the
spot. In the cxcitement of tha scrap
nobody had noticed that fellows were
trampling over a banknote that lay in
the quad. They noticed it now,

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch.

He stooped and picked up the slip of
white, crisp paper—not so white and
crisp now as when Sir Reginald Temple
had handed it to his dear boy who was
g0 mood at games! Ho blinked at it.

“Is that a hanknote, Mr. Quelch?”
asked the Head.

“It iz a banknote for ten pounds,

ir I'’ answered the Remove master.

“Oh gad!” gasped Temple of the
Fourth. He hlinked at the banknotoe in
Mr. Quelch’s hand with a muddy blink.

“A banknote for ten pounds!” re-
peated the Head, “It can scarcely be
otlier than the banknote that is missing,
then, Temple, dil you take the
nnmber of your missing banknote ¥’

“I’'ve mot it in my pocket-book, sir.”

“Kindly compare the number at
once.”’ 4

In the midst of a breathless silence
Cecil Reginald took out his natty little
pocket-book. He read out a number.

“No. 0000011112468."*

“That iz the number on this note,
gir!" said Mr, Quelch.

“ Extraordinary " said the Head.
“ Undoubtedly it is Temple's banknote.
You may hand it to Temple, sir.”

The banknote was handed to Temple.
He took it quite dazedly. He had
almost given up hope of ever seeing that
tenner again. But if he had thought of
finding it, certainly he had nover
thought of finding himself sitting on it
in the quad. Really no fellow could
have thought of that. But that was
what had happened. How the banknote
had got there was a mystery. Dut there
it was.

“ You know nothing of this, Temple 2”*
asked the Head.

* Nothin’, sir!" gasped Temple. *J—
I suppose it’s my note ! haven't seen
ilt since I locked it in my desk yester-

ay.

* It is extraordinarv 1V said the Head.
“We must be thankful, at all events,
that the banknote is recovered. Extra-
ordinary I"”

The Head walked back to tho House,

(Continued on page 28.)

is that?” he
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Bitter Blood !
IHUNDERSLEY reacled for the
telephone, and in a few seconds
was speaking earnestly to Lord
Douglas Weatherstone.

=

“ITallo, uncle! I say, I've been think-
ing about that young fellow—cr—er—
Nobby, isn't his name 7%

Came a surpriscd murmur over the
wires fromn his lordship.

“Thought I'd like {o give the poor
begzar a look in for half an hour or
50,” concluded Thundersley, and
inwardly laughed as he heard Weather-
stone’s involuntary ejaculation of in-
creased surprise., “Can you oblige me
with Lis oddress?"

His lordship intimated that he could.
ITe also declared himself cxtremely
happy to learr. of his nephew’s attitude
towards the nameless waif who had
cntered into their lives so stranzely, In
fact, he suggested that he might sccom-
Eauy his nephow to 234, Derliam Strect,

ut this, of course, did mnet suit
Thunderslcy, and he used all his guile
to put the old man off.

For Lord Douglas Weatherstone to sce
him in his present state would nupset a
deception that had been practized for
years. Most certainly his appearance
would not suggest that he hLad been
swolting., More certainly would it con-
vey to anyone with cyes to sco thut hLe
had imbibed neot wisely, Lut too well,
Added to that, the conversation which
was destined to pass Letween Thunders-
ley and Nobby was hardly ol a nature
for the cars ot his lerdship,

“Very well,” said his levd:hip, quite

affably. “ILxpect you have been swot-
ting, and you don’t want an old man
like me hanging round you. Some other
time we'll go together No, no! I
don’t mind in the least. CGood-bya!™

Thundersley breathed his relief when
the telephone was silent. Then, after a
few moments thought, he tossed the
sandy beard which he had worn carlier
in the evening into the heart of a glow-
ing fire and saw it consumed. A wig
that matched it, so far as colour scheme
and texture of the lLuir were concerned,
rapidly followed.

Whistling blithely, albeit his head
ached and his steps were none too
steady, Thundersley haiied a cab and
drove oll to Nohby's lodgings.

ITis handsome face creased into a sneer
as he dismissed the taxi and surveyed
the exterior of the apartment house.
Next second he was confronting the
buxom landlady.

“And what may ycua want, young
gentleman 272

Her greeting was not too promising,
but Thundersley tnrned on his bess
smile and asked to see Nobhy.

“Friend of yourn, at all, at all$”
asked Mrs, SBullivan, melting somewhat.
“If s0, begorrah, yo'v. called at a late
Lour.

“1 think ke will see me, madam,”
siniled Thundersley,  “ My npame is
Thundersley. I think Tte will*

And he was right.  The door was shut
in his face, but it opencd again a fow
moments  later, and  Mrs.  Sullivan
informed the visitor that hie conld go up.

Nobby was wailing for the visitor.

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

NOBRY, a red-h y ter of sixteen,
who has worked in a football hooth
kelonging to

DOMN CARLOS' circus, runs away to London.
Through

FERRERS LOCKE, the dstective, and Jack
Drake, his boy assistant, he is intro-
duced to

LORD DOUGLAS WEATHERSTONE, chair-
men of the Perriton Rovers F.C., who
gives him a “job™ as ground-boy.
Within a few days Nobby becomes a
full-blown professicnal. Later, he sees
Lord Douglas’ nephew,

DANIEL WILLOUGHBY THUNDERSLEY,
the famous amateur forward of tha
Rovers, disguised in a beard "and the
worse for drink, outside a shady cluhb.
Fearing Nobby might talk, Thundersiey
plans to bribe the youngster into silence.

(Now read on.)

He had slipped into a dressing-gown and
blinked tlie sleep out of his eyes, but his
head was in a whirl at the unexpected-
ness of the visit,

Thundersley met him coolly. Iis keen

eyes scarclied the voungster’s fuce, How
much did he know? The query
drummed itself repeatedly in his aching

head. But a glance at the scornful
healthy face of the youngster told him

the worst without sny words being
needed.

Disgust was written large in Nahby’s
expressive countenance. He, on Lis

part, knew now that he had made no

inistake,  This was the fellow, most
assuredly, who had worn the sandy
beard, Why, he hadn’t even troubled

to change his clothes,
and wig were gone,
and  tell-tale lines
remained,

Nobby broke an awkward silence,
what time Thundersley elosed tho deor
and put his back to it,

“You are the last person I expected
to sce here to-night |”” said Nobby indig-
nantly. “Why have you conie here, you
blackguard 7

It was out now. Blackguard!
Inwardly Thundersley writhed, Dbut he
gave no sign of his rage in his pale,
handsome face. *“KEvery man has his
price !’ said his inner voice. “So lLas
every boy !”

“Look here, you spying hound—" he
began, with a show of indignation tha
was meant to be impressive,

“Beiter language. please ! inter-
rupted Nobby. “I'll stand that lan-
guage {rom nobedy, let alone a black-
guard like you! Now say what you've
got to say and get out—quick! The
sight of you makes mo. sick 1"

Thundersley gulped with rage, sway-
ing unsteadily on his feet, coloured as
he saw that his movement had not
passed unnoticed, ard deliberately with-
drew a handsome leather wallet from
Lis pocket,

“llow much t” h> asked, with a mcan-
ing smile,

Nobby’s brows came together in utter
perplexity, Ior the moment he failed
to understand the utter rascality of tho
fellow.

“Iow much 7” he ropeated.
mean
}O.L.Ilr!)

“1f you like to put it like that—ryes,”
said Thundersley, beginning to rustle
a banknote for five pounds. “T'll go to
live pounds.”

Yue Macwer Liemany.—~—No. 1,303,
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“You'll go %o fifty bob?” gasped
Nobby. “What on earth do you mean

Thundersley gri d He hated
having to explain matters of this kind
in words of one syllable, so to speak.
It was not a gontloman’s method, he
told himself,

“I'll be more explicit,” he began. “I1
had a particular reason for disguising
myself as I did.. It was sheer bad luck
that you should be present to bowl me
out.  Well, I'vo thought it out. I'm
willing to pay for silence, you under-
stand. Have I made myself plain—er—
er—Nobby 17

Nobby's fists olenched.

“ You have, you unspeakable cur !” he
said fiercely.. “I see your game now.
You are trying to bribe me to keep
quict about what I found out to-night,
Bribo mol Not being content with lay-
ing me out with a coward’'s blow, you
have the dashed effrontery to come here
and offer me a bribe! You hound!”

With that, Nobby came at Thunders-
ley like a dog unleashed. Instinctively
Thundersley put up his hands, but even
80 liis defence was not suflicient to take
all the sting out of the right-hander
that caught him between the eyes. He
reeled back against the door, banged his
head on if, and next moment rebounded
from it like an infuriated animal.

Biff! Wallopt Thud!

Tho pair of them were going it
hammer and tongs. Nobby was think-
ing of the cowardly blow he had
received earlier in the day from his
taller adversary. And that blow was
repaid with interest. A beautiful shade
of purple and blue began to flow
around Thundersley's right eve.

“You  meddling cur!”
Thundersley. “1'll smash you!”

But_he wasn't. doing much of the
smashing. His blows were wild, ill-
timed ; ?.is fega were unsteady. And,
but for the sudden interruption of Mrs.
Sullivan, he would have been a com-
plete wreck by the time Nobby had
finished with him,

“Holy esmoke!” exclaimed tho out-
raged landlady, bursting into the room.
“Is this place a bear garden, at all
at all? Begorrah, an’' yo call yourself
a friend of Nobby's? Outside, you—
outside I

And Mra. Sullivan, well versed in the
noble art herself, be it €aid from long
aequainiance with bad lodgers who had
tricd to diddle her out of her just dues
and a late husband who was handy with
the mitts himself, bared her arms and
advanced on the rocking visitor.

ITe offered no resistance as the buxom
landlady gripped him by the collar and
propelled him out of the room; neither
did he resist the whirlwind descent of
the slairg she compelled him to make.

“Open the front door, Nobby ! cried
Mrs, Sullivan.. “Begorraly, 'tis meself
that'll show this friend of vours out! I
didn'l. like the look of the spalpeen first
timIl:. I set my eyes on him. Out you
go!”

And out Daniel Thundersley went,
neck and crop.  Taken altogether it had
not been his lucky dav. He swaved on
the pavement, jumped with nerves as
he heard Mrs.. Sullivan slam the front
door, and failed to see the near
approach of a tall. foreign-looking
individual who had been lurking on the
other side of the strect.

1t was the Don. No one econld mis-
take those lomg, flowing mousiaches,
althongh on this cccasion he was more
soberly clad.

“The eub

panted

" Thundersley  almost

scrcamed his rage. “Tl give him
Nobby! I'll hound him down! T
break him! I'll—*

Ho broke off as_he became aware of
the close proximity of an interested

spectator. But he did not see the
peculiar start the Don gave as he
looked wupon Thundersley's battered
features.

“Caramba !” muttered the Don, “Can
it_be possible——"

He stooped and obligingly picked up
Thundersley’s felt hat which had been
flung out of Nobby's house after its
owner.

“This is your hat, yes? Pardon me?”

The Don's greasy face broke into a
false smile. It remained fixed even
when Thundersley snatched his hat and

gan to stagger alonz the pavement.
The Don had made a great discovery,
but he wanted to make absclutely sure.

Behind the cab whiclh took Thunders.
ley back to his chambers followed
another which contained the Don. Both
cabs were paid off at much the same
time. The Don watched his quarrey dis-
appear into the gloom, and heard tho
patter of his feet as he mounted a flight
of stone steps. A moment later the
Don was striking a match and gazin
at the numerous name-plates rangec
outside the wall of the building.

A grunt of satisfaction escaped him
when he fastened on one which bore the
legend :

“Danicl Willoughby Thundersley.”
“Claramba!” Don

murmured the

softly. “Tho fates are kind! Thunders-
ley! Well, well!”
Yor long minutes the Spaniard

remained below, turning things over in

his mind. "Then, arriving at a decision,

ho mounted the steps to Thundersloy’s

f)h?lmbcrs and eventually rang the door-
ell.

A sleck manservant answered it, who
grimaced his disfavonr at the outward
appearance of the visitor and announced
that his master was abed and would sece
no one.

But the manservani was not prepared
for the hearty push the Don gave him,
and next moment Don  Carlos, un-
announced, was sitiding into a small,
but comfortable, lounge.

‘Chundersloy, who was examining his
bruised face in a small oval mirror,
wheeled s]mrpl\u

“What the devil do vou want?” lLe
snarled. “Who are you?”

The Don’s olive face broke into an
expansive smile. He bowed with old-
world conrtesy.

“But live minules of your precious
time, Meester Thundersley, yes?”

It was on the {ip of Thunderslev's
tongue to order his strange visitor oui,
but some instinct restrained it. The
Don jumped into the pause that ensued
with quick, well-chosen words.

“I heard yon speak of Nobby, yes?
That fine young genileman belongs to

me! He ran away from me! He hales
me. I, yves, hate heem! Caramba! We
shall all get on well together, ves,

Meester Thundersley, beeause you hate
heem, too!™

“What the devil are vou talking
about?” gasped Thundersley,

But his interest was aroused. If the
Don hated Nobby he might prove
useful,  There were soveral scores

Thundersley had {o setile now.

With jerky strides he was acrosz the
room. A quick plance into the passage,
o hurricd gesture of dismissal te the
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manservant who still waited by tho open
front door, and he was back again in
the lounge.

“Sit down, won't you?” he invited.
“So you hate that young cub, eh ¥ Well,
youn can't hate him more than I do!
Have a drink?”

Thus began a partnership, oven as
Nobby's i1magination ha pictured
scare an hour ago, which was to have
far-reaching  results. Long into the
hours of night the Don and his rascally
host talked—and always the subject was
the downfall of Nobby.

Kidnapped !
@ANDY MACFARLAND was bad

temperred. His long, gaunt face

cxpressed the deepest disgust.

Not even the fact that a -
ticularly pretty voung lady stood before
him explaining her errand, with two
large eyes that threatened to swim with
tears, appcared to soften the Rovers
trainer-manager.

“Ye tell yers miserable brother that
he's no right to fall downstairs and
sprain his ankle on the day of an im-
portant match, lassie.”

Miss Peggy Jones shrugged. She had
heard from fler brother that old Saudy
was one or the most miserable-looking
creatures alive, particularly sour when
things went, wrong, and not particularly
amiable when things went rnight. 8till,
she haa expecled a little sympathy in
the circumstances, )

“You sce, Mr. Maciarland, our silly
charlady lef: a cake of soap on the
stairs. David "—meaning her brother—
“was not to know that it was there.”

“%o he trod on it to find out, ¢h?”
almost snarled Bandy. *“ An’ that's what
the Rovers paid a ten thousand pounds
transfor fee for?” Ho wagged a long
and bony forelinger at the girl, “Ye
niver knew ye had a brother worth as
much as that, eh¥”

“He’s worth what the club gave for
him, anyway,” retorted Peggy Jones,
with some spirit. “Flenty of other clubs
would have been glad to get him, Mr.
Macfarland.”

“Would they now?” gaid Sandy
thoughtfully, *“Weel, plenty can have
him now, He's no use to me, with a
sprained ankle.”

With that old Sandy began to pace
up and down e floor of the club-room,
after the manncr of a wild animal in a
cage.  As was his custom, he talked to
himself and answered his questions.
Thus:

“The fooli! Why did he tread on
that wee bit o’ soap? Becausze he hadn’t
tha hoss-sense 1o look for it! Why
didna’ ho sprain lis ankle to-morrow, if
he must sprain it at all? Beecavso the
voung fool sprained it to-day! Now
what am i gomg to do? (el somebody
clse, T expect! But who?”

Sandy eam: to a halt then, what time
the girl studied him like a small chila
gazivg at a freak in a circus show.
Sandy seemed oblivious of her presence.
He was muct excreised in his mind.
That afternoon the Rovers were Lo meet
Blampton Wednesday, aud without
David Jones in the side the Rovers
would be considerably weakened, for
the International was a sharpshooter
who made the mest of his chances, and
kept going to the bitter end like Dixin
Dean and other famous centro-forwards.

But Bandy’s worry did not stop there.
The reserve centre-forward was nlso an
absontee—a victitn of influenza; in faet,
half a dozen of the Rovers were
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absentees for somio cause or another,
which narrowed old Sandy’s choice of a
substituto demn to very slender pro-
portions,

Suddenlf his sour face brightened—
it actually broke iuto somecthing
upproaching a smile.

“Nobby !” ho murmured. “Shall 1
givo the lad lis chance? 1 will)”

The smile stayed on Sandy's face as,
having reache« a decision, he confronted
Miss Peggy Joues.

“Now yo run along home, lassie,” he
said quite kindly. “Tell David he's not
to worry  We'il soon get his ankle all
right, won’t w 7 We will, lassie! Good-
morning—a ' many thanks for troubling
to call on me *

Iu a daze Miss Peggy Jones departed,
Then Sandy reached for his hat, dragged
out an ancient bicyele from a cupboard
wRRRREER .

under the stairs, and pedalled out of
the ground.

. He looked a quaint figure as he wound
in_and out of the traflic, but the bus
drivers and policelnen whom he passed
knew him well Fo. vear: Sandy had
clung to his old-fashioned bicyele, refus-
ing to exchange it for a car, which, he
said, was an old man's lazy way of
travelling about,

At a leisurely pace he made for Der-
ham Street to apprise Nobby of the
decision he had reached concerning
David Jones’ substisute for tho after-
noon’s match It took tho old trainer
three-quarters of an hour to reach his
destination, and in that time Fate—and
the villainous Don—were contriving
cvents that would have caused Sandy
Macfarland the greatest alarm !

- - - - - - -

‘A telegram for me?”

----- wes .
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Nobby’s surprise was pardonable, [t
was the first telegram he had ever
received in his life. Ho found himself
trembling all over as ho teok the buli-
coloured envelope from his plump land-
Im‘;& and slid his thumb under -the flap.

en his face went a ghastly pallor.
[ Mrs. Sullivan, his-landlady,-had scen
the effcct of that telegram on her young
boarder she would have felt considerable
alarm. But Mrs, Sullivan, who was not
a eurious person, had departed—to make
sure that the waiting telegraph-boy was
not “walking hi: muddy boots up and
down her newly cleaned steps.”

Nebby; his colour returning gradually,
read tho telegram through again and
again, It ran:

“I know your real nama
once to Horley Hospital.

“Mantis Hoxt,”
(Continued on next page.)

Come at

his readers.

E.Ca4.

X tirst letter this weck comes from
George Amers, af -Leytonstono,
who asks a query which will
nterest all readers who make o

M

hobby of
COLLECTING CIGARETTE CARDS.
Do other countries have cizarette

cards ¥ asks George.
confined to Britain ¢

Yes, boys of other countries certainly
tollow this hobby as well, and just a little
while ago one of my rcaders sent mo o
Norwegiun  cigarcette card, to show mo
tho differenco between theizs- and ours.
It was rather a chuliur cardi.ishorter in
length, but broader in width. than ours.
Apparently, tho mest popular. serics in
Norway is ono which gives:*.Tales From
All Countries,” and this pearticular card
had 2 tour-colour illustratiop, from ‘* Al
Baba " on one side and a hxief synopsis
of the story on the other.

Cigarette  card-colleeting  is  quite o
popular hobby in all Continental eountries,
and the cards all differ in size {rom ours.
The most popular cards in Franeoe and
Belgium are those which sive photographs
of lamous film stars, Ucrmany is very
patriotically inclined so far as cigarctte
cards aro concerncd, for most of their
series deal with such things as Beauty
Spots of Germany, Old German Costumes,
and tho like. A complete scries is any-
thing from 75 to 400 cards.

FLAGS OF THE WORLD

is the most popular series that is being
collected at present in Germany, but here
again tho patriotic note is struck, for,
although there are 400 cards in the scrics,
a very largo number of them aro flags o
CGerman states. Included in the scries,
howover, aro over twenty flags of Great
Britain, and over 120 flags of the British
Empire !

Or is this hobby

HIS brings me to a query from

E * Bunting,” of Worthing, who
wants to know how many (ags

there are in the wholo world!

That's a question that ncither I nor

‘* Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stomped addressed envelope will

Lowe fnto The
! Office. Boys/

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from

Write to him : Editor of the

Ltd.,

ensure a reply.

anyofio else can answer, for the total
number must be stupendous! There
must certainly be

HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS OF FLAGS

in existence! Lloyd’s Book of Flags,
which is the rceognised authority on this
motter, is a tremendous wvolume which
wives an illustration of every well-known
flag from the Whito Ensign down to the
customs’ flags of such tiny places as Tonga
and Raratonga. But even that does not
include the flags of various African chiefs,
nearly all of whom—whero they are in
touch with civilisation, at Ilcast—have
their own icular ensigns !

Some of them look as though they
have been made out of old blankets
and bedspreads, embroidered with all
sorts of fantastic nativo designs. The
harbour of Freetown, in Sicrra Leone,
sometimes looks like a patch-work quilt,
owing to the number and varicty of fla
which are flown by nativo trading bofts.
The native chiefs are very proud of their
flags, indeed, and in many cases they are
almost as big as the boats which fly them 1

—

tion concerning

TURTLES AND TORTOISES
which I have *““dug out™ in response
to u request from Alan Black, of White-
haven. Alan bought o tortoise last
summer with the intention of keceping
down the insects in his garden. Ho soon
dizcovered, however, that his new pet
infinitely preferred to eat his plants!

HERE is soms interesting informa-

| This is not surprising, for the majority

of tortoises kept in ecaptivity in this
country are Greek tortoises, which are
herbivorous. Only pond tortoises live on
purcly animal diet. -

Here are some more faots concerning
tortoises (turtles, of course, are of the
game family).

Tortoise-shell corhes only from the
hawk’s-bill turtle, which is found in the
Celobes and China, .

The largest tortoises in the world are

the giant land tortoises which are found
only in the Galapagos Islands, and in
the Western Indian ‘Occan. They are in
process of extermination.

Turtles which can be caten (and which
provide aldermen with turtle ‘soup !) are
the green turtles of tho Atlantic, the
Pagifie, and the Indian Ocean. South
American turtles not only provide food,
but their eggs yiold «'valuablo oil.

Some turtle shells are:as long as four
feet, while the total weight of the reptile
may exceed 3 owt.

Would you believe it is possible to ride
upon turtles ¢ If tho front part of their
shell is gripped and held back, the reptile
cannot dive, and will swim miles with a
man upon its back. Thg first explorer
to discover thia was Louis de .Reugemont,
and when ho camo back .to eivilisation
with this tald ho. was djsbelieved, But
subsequent  explorers have justified him,

A RAPID-FIRE REPLY

What are ** Devil Fish "’ ? (Tom K.; of
Chester-le-Street) : They are also known
as “ Eaglo Rays," and aro. found iy the
tropics. Tho bedy is Jbroad and {lat,

and the tail long and whip-like. They
have two horns on _t;:‘:sir,_ Is and some.
times mcasuro cighteen, . feet across,
Devil-fish mecosuring fifteen Jeat

eat across
have been cncountered off the British

coast,

—

PACE is running slvort, so T had
better get on to mext week's
programme without delay.

I'rank Richards gives us one
of the best yarns he has ever written in

‘““THE MAD MUSICIAN OF
GREYFRIARS ! ™

You'll enjoy overy lina of it, chums,
believe me ! Tako sy tip and ask your
newsagent to doliver or. reserve a copr
for you. There's bound to be a rush
for next week'’s Magyer!

Letters still keep pouring in to tell me
how much Hedley Scott’'s footer and
detective story ia appreciated. Thero
are plenty of thrills in store for you in
this magmificent yarn, and you'll get quite
a numbor of them next weck.

There'll bo our shorter features, as
usual, and another “extra™ strip of
picture stamps among which you “may
find one or moro picturcs that will help
to fill in tho blanks in your album—that
is, of course, if your album was incom.
plete when our Great DPicture Stamp
Hehems came to an end a fow weeks ago.
These * extra " strips will not be included
in Overseas copics.

YOUR EDITOR

Tue Macyer Lisnany.—No. 1,303,
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The bleod pulsed wildly in Nobby's
veins. At last—at last he was to learn
who he was! At last, perhaps, he would
be able to moct his parents!  The
thought made him dizzy with joy. For
some seconds he stood there, trembling
like an aspen leaf, Then ho grabbed
his coat- and hat and flew down the
staircase,

*“Where's Ilorley, Mrs. Sullivan?” Le
jerked out,

“Bo jabbers, an' how should I know
at all, at all?”

The telegraph-boy was more helpiul.

“About thirty miles down the line,
sir.  Train from Waterlool Er—any
reply, sir?"”

“¥es!" gasped Nobby, “Wire I am
coming at once! Here, take this!”

He jammed three shillings into the
hand of the telegraph-boy, beamed upon
Mrs, Sullivan, and then bolted up the
street like a hare, Another shilling was
spent. on @ taxi which took him 1o
Waterloo.

Arrived at the bopking-office, Nobby
did not notice that four dark-skinned
onion-sellers, with a considerable
quantity of their odoriferous wares,
paid particular attention’ to him.

“In feverish- hasto hio took m ticket to
Horley and strode on to the platform.
He had twenty minutes {o wait—twenty
minutes long drawn out, such as he had
never spent in his life before. His head
ached with exeitement, doubts, fears and
impatience,  Who was  this  Martin
Hunt?  What was he doing at a
hospital 7

80 busy was Nobby with his thoughts
that he paid no attention to the presence
of " the * four onion-sellers.  But  they
scemed very reluctant on their part to
lose sight of ‘him. Wherever ho went
along the platform, o they followed,
jabbering - among  themsclves in a
foreign tongue.

It secmed an cternity before the train
drew jn; but once Nobby was comfort-
ably scttled in a corner seat he felt a
little. moro contented. Not even when
the four onion-sellers surged into the
compartment, however, did he do more
than give them a cursory glance. If
the overpowering scent from the enions
offended his pestrils, he scemed oblivious
of it. Ho gazed out before him with
unﬁumng'hypu,-mnjuring up mental pie-
tures of this mysterious Martin Hunt,
and imagining #he conversation that
would ensue when they met,

The guard’s whistle shrieked; the
station reverberated to the mighty pant-
g of thoe engine as the driver started
her off; the platform began to whiz by.
Nobby knew that for a distance of
fifteen miles the journey was non-stop.
He closod his eyes and began his dreams
afresh, lulled by the even rolling of the

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

carringe and sing-song note of the
wheels, 4
It was then that the onion men

exchanged glances of satisfaction and
sottlod down to await the moment for
which they had planued.

Ten miles rolled beneath the wheels
of the train; still Nobby leancd back
in his seat. Eleven miles—twelve miles
—thirteen miles~fourteen miles !

The four onion-sellers rose at a given
signal. The foremost drew a pad from
his pocket, soaked it with some of the
contents of a bottle; then, even while
Nobby blinked at the unusual sight of
four passengers standing upright in a
fast-moving train when there was ample
room and to sparo for them to sit down,
the man with the pad sprang at him
like a tigor.

The pad, smelling sickly sweet, was
jabbed hard ngainst Nobby's nostrils:
He struggled and fought like a young
tiger; he even managed to thrust his
head away and yell for help. But the
cry was quickly lost in the swelling roar
of the train as it swept through a
darkened tunnel.  But that one cry
made Nobby breathe deeply, which was
what the four mysterious assailants
wanted. . The pad was held fast against
Nobby's nose, what time they stilled his
struggles by seizing his arms and legs.

The youngster's struggles faded out
quickly enough thereafter, but not until
he was limp and hc![};less did the tall,
dark-looking man sithdraw the chloro-
form-pad. With a satisfied smile, he
opened the window of the carriage and
tossed out the pad and the 'bottle as
well.  Then he turned quickly on his
companions and muttered something,

In a moment they were stretching out
Nobby's  inanimate . form on the scat.
Cord securely fastened his wrists and
ankles together. Next two stout ash
poles were taken from  the rack and
stripped of the festoons of onions which
hung from them, - To. these two poles
Nolﬁ;y wus strapped after the fashion of
a big-game hunter’s kill. Then innumer-
able strings of onions were draped over
him until his figure was completely lost
to sight,

Working to their prearranged plan,
swiftly and silently, the four foreigners
had completed their task with minutes
to spare by the time the train drew in
at its first stop,  Unconcernedly the four
stepped from the train, which was not
particularly well patronised by pas-
sengers at that hour of the morning,
and made their way to the station exit,
carrying their strange burden.

(You must mnot miss mext week's
chapters of this grand story, boys. It
teems with thrille awd surprizes. -And
don't forget next weék’s MAGNET con-
tains more Free Stamps.)

BUNTER, THE FOOTBALLER !

(Continued from page 24.)

apparently  forgetful of the “riot”
which had drawn him to the spot.
Fellows. both Fourth and Remove,

gathered round Temple to stare at tho
recovered banknote. There was a buzz
of excitement and amazement. Tomple’s
face was bright. He had his celebrated
tenner again. DBut hrighmr still was
Jim Valentine's face. The finding of
the tenner meant move to him than cven
to its owner.

“Well, this beais Banagher ! said
Bob Cherry blankly. “ Blessed if I hatf
beliove there was any pinching at all !
Pinchers don't leave the things lying
about when they pinch them! Was it
some silly ass larking 7" 3

“Goodness knows ! said Harry Whar-
ton., “I cah't maké it out! Somebody
took a ring. a tiepin, and a-banknote
from Temple's desk last night.. He left
the ring- in Temple's study, the tiepin
in the Remove passage. and the bank-
note lying about .the quad! That isn't
pinching—that’s gheer lunacy!”

“It's some weird practical joker, or
clse. a jolly old- lunatic!” said Frank
Nugent.

It was a compleie mystery.  Grey-
friars fellows and Greyfriars masters
puzzled over it in vain. But as nothin
was now missing the affair, strange an
mysterious as it was, could hardly be
regarded any longer as a matter of theft.
Why any fellow should break open a
desk and scatter its valuable contents
about the school was inexplicable; but
that was what seemed to have oeclirred,
and it could not be supposed the work
of a thief. Dr. Locke wasdecply thank-
ful that he had:not yet put through the
telephone-call to Inspector Grimes, * Mr.
Grimes was not wanted on the sceno
now,

But if Grevfriars was pnzzled, still
more perplexed was Mr. Nosey Clark
when he discovered that nothing had
come of his latest move. “This time
Nosey had counted on success with abso-
lute certainty—and ' this time. as on
provious occasions, he had failed. ITow
and why, Me Clark conld not guess. It
was said of altl, “Magna est veritas et
praevalebit "—=Creat is truth and it must
‘provniL Mr. Nosey Clark was really
weginning to wonder whether there was
something in it.

THE END.

(Look aut far next Saturday's MAGNET
and another yarn in this splendid series,
entitled, “THE MAD MUSICIAN OF
GREYFRIARS! I’z great! It's
grand!! dt's one of -Frank Richards
extra-specials!!! Don't miss it, what-
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carved on your desk, study door, trees
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teetive b
solid m»_mmwﬂ

one!

PRIVATE INQUIRY WORK. |

Slinkerton’s for detective work and
secret shadowing.
also Crossword

recognise a Slinkerton

SLINKERTON'S, Courtfield.
SECRECY SUPREME!

Mytteries solved;
Puzzles. You ean
de-
his sky-blne uniform and
badge. Stop them and hive

S

—

WHAT'S WRONG
WITH THESE

SENTENCES?

Knotty Problems for
Readers

Thizs iz our grand, new Self-
Tmprovement Course for thoso who
want to be well-educated and
cultured without the fag bf poring
over text-books, lexicons, and
encyclopedias,

Each of the following sentences
contains one error. Test your
lnowledge and at tho same time
indulge in a bit of seli-education
by seeing how many errors you can
spot. No prizes are offered, but you
will find it frightfully cntertaining
and instructive,

N.B.—The correet answers are
given helow,

L. Mr, Quelch am & kindly man,

2. Bunter have a very heuslthy
:3%2_:0.

d. Stolt i3 a fellow which
famed for Lis penerosity.

4. Coker’s brain are very small.

5. Gosling smiled amiable,

6. Is the Head's arm muscles
strong 7

ia

Answers ;

L Mr. Quelch am the vory
roverse of a Lkindly man.

2. Bunter have a very UN-
HEALTHY appetite.

3. Blott is a fellow which
lamed for his meoanness.

4. Coker's brain are non-existent.

6. Gosling never smiled amiable
in his life.

4. We
they is !

is

should jolly well ray

MAKRING HIS NAME!

Bolsover doesn’t like his Christian
name of “ Percy,” and threatens to
change it shortly,

We've always enid thai one of
thess days he'd make a name for

WHY RUSSELL WON

. Greyiriars sportsmen will be
interested in a non-technical explan-
ation wo have seeured of the reason
for Russell being declared the
winner over Bulstrode in their
recent all-in wrestling match, The
explanation was supplied to us by
Dan Doublebone, an old-time
wrestler from Courtfield, who has
been codching several Greyfriars
juniors in the sport.

This, we gather, is why Dick
Russell won :

As a result of Russell applying
the American body seissors, Bul-

strode touched the mat, hut
recovered with a head-spin and
seized the chance offered by

Russell balancing on the lobe of his
ear to apply a toe hold. Russell,
ufter balancing on his chin and
turning eartwheels all round tho
ving, delivered the head seissora,
followed by a combination arm and
head lock, from which Bulstrode
cscaped pinning by the rabbit
punch,  Russell, after cleverly
responding with the rat flip, did

Simple, Non-Technical Explanation

the Japanese splits and the double
combination toe and ncek lold.
Bulsirode, finding the pressure
irresistible, was forced {o a fall.

Now you understand exactly
why it was that Russell won.

Don't trouble to thank na. 11
part of our duty to make every-
thing trauvsparently clear to (he

publie,

TFollowing on the reeent eseapo
of two convicts from Wapshot
Frison, uniformed warders ereated
considerable excitement by paying
o visit to Greylriars,

They stopped to interrogate a
group of Removites who were
lounging at the gates.

* None of you boys happens to
have secn a couple of desperate-
lpoking scoundrels in this
neighbourhoed lately, I suppose ¢
their leader asked,

“Yes; 1 lhave,” responded
Skinner, at onece, much Lo every-

himself !

one's surprise.

'LONZY’S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Tditor,—Numerous juveniles having recently given enunciatory

attestation to the circumstance of their

persunsion that Mr, Quelch is,

a8 they opprohriously term him, a “ beast,” I feel moved to remonstrative

ingeription.

While not unsympathetic with thoss whose flagellater

epidermes are indubitably part progenitors of misguided view of the

pedagogue in question,

propriety.

1 que I cannot forbear to remark that Mr. Que
performs an invidious duty with discernment, impartiality, and judi

That Mr, Quelch will successfully surmount the defamatory activities

of hig ealumniators is my confident prognostication,

with me, dear Editor 7

Do you not agree

Yours expostulatorily.

Alvownzo Topb.

(Some silly ass bas boned our dic., so we don't know whether we agree

with you or not, Lonzy I—EDb.)

FUGITIVES FROM

Greyfriars Junior Helps Warders

JUSTICE

The warder jumped,

“¥on have ! What were they
like ? Youngish men with small,
furtive eyes and thin lips ¢ "

“You've got it!? pgrinned
Skinner,

The warder {rembled with excite-
ment.

" One’s {aller than the other?
And they've both got
cunning  expressions on  {heir
faces ¥

" Bounds like them all vight !
nodded Skinner,

“Did they strike you as being
big, blustering bullies who would
furn into eringing, cowardly curs
on the least sign of opposition 1"
ner nodded,

Y That's exactly how they did
sivike me !

“ Then they were Lhe me hit
cnough ! " the warder declared, in
o fover of oxeitement, ** Where did
you sce them ¢ "

Skinner’s reply was surprising.

“In the School House over
thero | 12

The leader of the warders blinked.

* In—in the School House ? Two
escaped convicts in your School
House ¥ How the dickens 44

* Oh, thess chaps weren't dressed
like escaped canvicis," said Skinner.
“1 didn't know it was convicted

AS OTHERS

SEE THEM

Thespian prodigy of the Remw-,

estimates his Thespinn gifts.
Well, if the father's acting =
only imagine he must be onsu
you seo giving shows outside
waiting to go in |

in the Remove into believing i

of their imbeeility, not his s !
Of eourso,

name to the Remove PATHET!

prolessional actor,
end up a8 a greengroeer, &

that's all.

Skinner '—FEp.)

What I Think of William Wibley

By Hara. Skinner
Wibley's a_ theatrical gem=—the inspired and gifted

When he stalks on the

stage ho holds the gudiencs == -ralled, and makes the rest
of the performers lsck like mmmmsulls, ninnies, and nitwits,

That’s what he thinks himss snyway, and he should know,
shouldn't ho ? (Shrieks of wncarer from delighted readers
appreciating the writer’s bitim =4 1)

Iy own opinion, my ‘earss = that Wib, somewhat over-
ey say hia father is an actor.
i=vthing like the son’s, I can
“hose down-at-heel merchants
Leatres while the queucs aro

Wibley can’t act for toffoe? ¥ s true he’s spoofed everyone
“an, but that's merely proof

the Remove. #=ateur Dramatic Society is
Wibley’s prida and joy. He#% asout the only one who tinds
any pride and joy in it; e =llows find them painful to
wateh, and my own idea iz s thoy ought to change their
Soeiety 1

Incidentally, 1've often mmi=1 a peculiar contradiction
obout Wibley’s acting, Whes =='s taking a humorous part,
he's enough to malie the angswwesp ; yet when he’s taling o
serious part, the resunlt is essmuiz 10 make a cat laugh |

Naturally, this inspired *j=ius” has ambitions as «
But I hsw 20 idea of my own that he'll
= performances uvsually fetch
onough vegetables from . the sum=nco to start a shop on, and
one of these daya the temptsmm will be irresistible |

Finally, if you think I'm =nduly hinsed against Wib.
because he punchod my nose fn - zagging " during ** Hamlet,”
somo timo ago, forget itt I simply given you an honest
opinion about this verysomi.cverrafed young Hambone—

(We hopo the shoeck of ismng that Brother Skinner is
capable of honesty won’t per= too much for our readers !
Those who survive jt, anywssa= in for a treat next Saturday,
when Wib. tells the world s what he thinks of Farold

scoundrels you were looking |
I thought it was just orsic
seoundrels who haven't beer e
out yet.”
“1t may siill big the m=m -
want,” said the warder e=m
* Perhapa they obtigiged a cm
of elothing and i

* Well, you ecan jgo in and i

if you like, of courso,,” paid Rl
beginning to edge mway., “g@n 1
don’t think the two fellows =

can be your men. I"ve known g~

for some time, you tape. They = o
the Sixth Form heres, Their e =
are Loder and Carmpy »

Skinner * seromimied ** aftes*
Awlul ghamo, of course, ta
tha lega of the Yworthy pmuw—
officers; but wo liaven't stomw L
langhing over it yet.,

Nine juniors who: were pummie:
for being late in ellaga cornpmie-
that thoy weren't giiven n * das
chanee.

Well, what ¢lse * (canine * jamues

expect !

A “FOWL"
BUSINESS
A succulent-looking
“roast duck,” which

Runter rceently reccived
from Skinoer, blew to
bits as soon as the fork
tonched it.

Wo can  enly  say
wao're gurprised at Blkin-
ner playing snch a
" poultry ! trick !

SLEEPLESS ?

If mo, let me put yon
to sleep. 1t won't take
n jiffy, and I charge
nothing ; it’s a pleasure
to serve you, in fael.
Dglighted elients writo :

“It's a fair knock-
out | "—Apply, Uruiser
Bolsover, e¢fo  * Grey-

friars Herald,”

SELLING

SPACE FOR

“HERALD”

Fish’s Record Hustle

“What wou want on this noos-
paper is & guy who's got his eyo-
teeth cut to sell space,’! eaid
Fisher T, Fish.

“Bell space ¥ How the thum
can you sgell space 7" asked Bo
Cherry. ** Might as well try to sell
the moon and the stars! ™

Fishy gave him a pitying loolk.

“Where do you get {hat stuff,
dnmb-bell? I mean noospaper
space—advertisin’ spaco in  the
“ Greyfriars ITerald "—sce ¥ All
go-nhead noospapers have a big
stalf of salesmen on tho road sellin’

space,  Why not the * Herald ™ ?
Now, I'll make a proposition,
Listen,™

We groaned, ;
“I start ont right now as
spaca salesman for the ¢ Greyfrinre

Herald,! an® I'll rake in all the
ads. T ean in timo for the next
wumber,” explained the husiness

genins of the Removo. 1 shan't
ask any salary or expenses from
yon guys, sb you lose mnothin’.
All I want is seventy-five per cont
commiszion on the takings, an’ il

that aim't Ffair, what is? All
orped ¢ 0.K., then! Belor
ght you'll find me back in this

ver offico with ab least ihres or
fanr square foet of space boakings.
Whoopesa ! "

Fishy tlwn leaped abonut six
feet in the air and Lore away hefore
anyhody could ulter a word.

We understand that  his
call was on Wingate.

“This means youl" he said,

frat

pointing o hony iore-finger ol
Wingato, “Why do foothall
attendances  drop ? Beeause
excoutives  ain’t  go.aliead—they

don't advertise their games in the
Presa 1 OUK,, then; how much
spitee ean I book for you in tha nest
insue of 1he * Merald " 1

Wingate's answer, to
surprise, consisted of a d
hurled  with  unerring
“ishy's prominent nasal organ,

Fishy tried Loder.

* Hard-up n:w;.ﬂﬁmw.oﬂm
always find wealthy elients through
m of the Presa! ™ he tald
¢ How much spaee will you
ake in onr next issue ¥

Loder prabbed tho enterprising
gpacoe seller by tho seruff of the
neck and hurled himm bodily Jdown
the pasange.

Iy went to Coker.

* Munits, gops, and boncheads
who enn't do classwark or play
gnmoes, frequently tind just the
rght ennch through the medium
ol the Vress. 1 nin’t snyin' you're

onn

anythin’ like thai, of ronrse, bul
how mueh space in next week's
¢ Herald * do you want to order ¥ ™'

“Why, you cheeky young
ass " roered Coker.

He made & wild rush at Tishy.
And that's the last we've hoard of
our gpace ealesman.

Ii any of you chaps find bils and
picees of Fish seatiered about the
Filth Forin passage, bring "em along
to ns, will you

Thanks !

COMES NATURAL
TO US

In sending us a reeont number of
“Tom Merry's Weekly,” 'Fom
Merry, of St. JTim's, mentions that
in o Personal Pon Competition the
compelitora made puns  about
cvery study in thew Fourth and
Shell, with the rolitary exception
of No. 6 in the Fourth.

If this means that Study No. 6
was  beyond them, we'll oblige.
What about these ¥

1. The St. Jim's chaps can
undoubledly BLAKE riclet,
2, The bunshop girl is very

pretty. HTERRIES arve like stars.

3. Tho swell of the Fourth
thinks ho'a a greai lad. We D'ARCY
he's right |

OUR OLD BOYS

{Far the benefit of our
minnerous Oll Boy veaders,
wee ave printing this wceek
accounts of a few wrecent
achievements of Greyfriors
men that happen to have comme
to our notice, The dates
quoted, of course, veferto the
period during which the payr-
ticular pervson mentioned was
at Greyfriars.—Iid.)

S Dawrer Docspopny (1888.
94), who las represented Dope-
horough in Parliament sinco leaving
Oxford, this week made ihe first
Parliamentary speech in his life.
We print this historical ulteranee
verbalim 3

* Bosh, my dear sie! Tash !

GENERAT Lonn.Srenyrer (1876-
84) addressed o mass mecting of

tho newly formed Retired Cencrals'
Party the ather day. 1o the conrse
of his speech ho remarked (hat
what things were coming to, he

really didn’s know,

CORNER

Trom Hovw. Fortrsour Coumrn
(1883.97) Las juat been given the
important task of winding up
Government aceountas in conneetion
with tho Wars of the Roses,

Sm  TairEswrary  TROTTER
(1880-5) has left for a big pame
hunting trip to Africa. He boasts
that he uged to shoot everything
thnt came lLis way at Croyfriars,
nnd hiumorously adds that hie hasn't
stopped shooling yot !

Meg. Ricuanp VEXTERE (1008-12)
in still nobly serving with the
Foreign Legion. He spends his duys
running  ro1 in circles in tho
torrid sun with a 200 lb. pack on
hig baeck, urged on by the whips of
hmdreds  of hullying  eergeanta.
Each night, hefora turning in, he
pins hia old Groyiriers cap to the
wall, salutes, roba and smiles, then

shouts: * For Franes! For
honour! For glory! For Grey-
frines | *:

That's all for this week, Doesin’t
it makes your pulso quicken aml
your chost cxpund to thinlk that
these giants of nur day used to bo
just ordinury €Greyfriars men like
you and me ¥

Dicky Nugent’s
Weekly Wisdom

Two berglars who broke into the
Kross Keys ot Friardale last wenk
ran for their lives when scammcbedy
turned on the Jito.

As the old provverb vemsarx :
A SWITCH IN TIME BAVES
WINE !




