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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Making the Punishment Fit the Crime !

“ OWE you fellows a few trifling
sums 1"

“Eh .

“I'm going to square!” gaid
Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars Remove gazed at Billy Bunter.
They gazed in astonishment.

Bunter's statement was not merely
astonishing. It was amaszing. It was
almost unnerving.

It was true that Bunter owed the
Famous Five of the Remove a few
trifling sums. There were few fellows in
the Lower School at Greyfriars to whom
Billy Bunter did not owe a few trifling
sums. It was even rumoured that he
owed a shilling to Fisher T. Fish,
though how even Bunter had succeeded
in borrowing a shilling from Fishy was
a deep mystery.

These trifling sums, to Bunter, were
trifles light ‘as air, and sat very lightly
indeed on his fat conscience. 8o his
announcement that he was going to
‘‘square ™ naturally took the chums of
the Remove by surprise. Often and
often was Bunter known to borrow.
Never, never was he known to square.
It was a startling change in his manners
and customs.

“You're going to whatter?’ ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.

“Bquare |” answered Bunter.

“Time you did, if you ask me!”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“The timefulness is terrific,” re-
marked Ilurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the squarefulness is a boot on the
other leg.”
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*I say, you fellows, I mean it!” said
Bunter, blinking seriously at the juniors
through his big spectacles. ““The fact
i3, I don’t believe in borrowing——"

“Fan me |" murmured Frank Nugent.

“* Neither a borrower nor a lender be,’
as Spokeshave says—I mean, Shake-
spears, I'm going to square up all
round,” said Bunter. “And then if you
fellows happen to be a bit short of tin
at any time, sll you've got to do is to
come to me. One good turn deserves
another, you know! I shall always be
ready to oblige a pal who has obliged
me in the past.”

The Famous Five could only gaze.

Billy Bunter had taken their breath
away.

It was after class at Greyfriars, and
the Co., in the Rag, had been discussing
8 run over to Lantham on the morrow

to see a League match there. Dut they
forgot all about Lantham and the
League match now. Their amazed

attention was concentrated on the fat
Owl of the Remove.

If this change in Bunter was genuine,
it was the most surprising thing that
had happened in the history of Grey-
friars 8chool. And the fat junior was
looking intensely serious and earnest.

“Well, my only hat!” said Harry
Wharton at last. **Nobody’s ever ex-
pected you to square, Bunter—*

“Oh, really, Wharton—"'

“But if you mean it, wade in! We'll
have half-crown seats at Lantham to-
morrow, instead of standing with the
jolly old mob.”

“Hear, hear I’ said Bob Cherry. “Go
it, Bunter !”

“The old order changeth, giving place
to the new!” quotedg Frank Nugent.
“Hand it over, Bunter |”

Mysterious !

“ Gammon !” grunted Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull i

“Oh, give Bunter a chance!” said
Bob. “After all, why shouldn’t Bunter
square, like any other_fellow 7

“The whyfulness is terrific I’ grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the
estecmed Bunter does not seem in a pre-
posterous hurry to get on with the
squarcfulness.”

That undoubtedly was the case. Billy
Bunter had announced his astonishing
intention to square. But he had not, so
far, produced any cash.

‘*Shell out, Bunter—""

Billy Bunter had his fat hands in his
pockets. He withdrew one of them. But
it did not contain cash. It contained a
cutting from a newspaper—apparently
an advertisement of some sort.

“It’s like this, you fellows.” explained
Bunter. “I haven't, at the present
moment, any cash >

“I thought not——" grunted Johnny
Bull.

“But I'm expecting——»

“Why, vou fat villain!”’ roared Bob
Cherry. “If you say vou're expecting a
postal order we'll jolly well bump you !?

“Oh, really, Cherry! I wasn't going
to speak about my postal order—though,
as a matter of fact, I'm expecting
several from some of my titled relations,
It's quite-another thing. DBy the end of
the week I shall have two pound ten,”’

“Whose 7” asked Johnny DBull.

“Mine !"”” roared Bunter. *“Look at
this! It's an advert of the Pro Bono
Publico Company. Pro Bono Publico
means public benefit——"

“Go hon !” eaid Nugent sarcastically.
“1I think we could construe that without
help I”

“And they jolly well mean it, too,”
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said Bunter. “You send them a pound,
and they send you & number of articles,
which you sell among your fricnds for
two pound ten! See? Easy as falling
off a form! That worm I'ishy thinks
he's the only fellow in the Remove who
knows anything about business. Iishy
jolly well hasn't thought of this!”
Bunter grinned complacently. * Look
at it! I'm sending them a pound note,
and I get the articles the next day!
Next day I sell them, up and down the
Remove! I make thirty shillings! Is
that clear ?*”

“Qh, great Christopher Columbus!”
gasped Bob Cherry.

“Out of my rofits,” continued
Bunter, “I square the few trifling sums
I ow~ you fellows, I shall alzo repay the
pound.”

“What pound ?”?

“Well, you see, I have 1o send a
pound to get the articles,” explained
Bunter. “Owing to being disappointed
about a postal order I—I haven't a
pm’x,ncl. That's whero you fellows come

“That's where we come in?” ejacu-
lated Harry Wharton blankly.

“Yes, old fellow! You lend me the
pound—-"

“(h, my hat 1"

“We—we—we lend you a pound!”

‘ grticulated Johnny Bull. “S8o you're
going to square by borrowing another
pound?”

“ Ha, ha, ha !>

“Only temporarily,” explained Bunter.
“It's Tuesday now. I get tho twenty
articles on Wednesday. 1 sell them on
Thursday for two pound ton. You'ra a
bit of a fool, old chap, but surely that's
clear to you?"”

“ And suppose you don't sell them?”
gasped Bob.

“That's all right—I shall, of ecourse!
You sce, they're all good, useful things,
worth twice the money.”

“How do you know "

“ 1t says =o in the advertisement,” ex-
plained Bunter.

“Oh crikey !

"“You can look for yourselves if you
don’t choose to take my word,” said
Billy Bunter, with dignity. *“Here's tho
advert! You can read, I suppose?”

The Famous Five did not trouble to
read the advertisement of the Pro Bono
Publico Company. Without being un-
duly suspicious, they doubted whether
that company really was run wholly and
solely for the benefit of the public, Such
things were, at least, rare.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Blessed if I dido’t half believe thas
fat ass for a minute,"” he said. “Faney
Bunter squaring! Now, who's going to
lend Bunter s pound? Don't all speak
at once.”’

“Ha, ha, ha1”

The Co. did not all speak at once.
They chortled all at once.

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
et!” said DBunter, blinking at them.
“You fellows are a bit dense; but surely
the thing is plain enough. I get twent:
useful and valuable articles for 2 pound,
I scll them for two pound ten, and—and
“there you are! 1 shall sell some of them
to vou fellows yourselves 1™

“Will you?” gasped Bob.

“(Certanly, old fellow! As my pals
vou'll have the first choice of the
articles,” said Bunter gencrously., "I
helieve in a fellow treating his friends
well! Nothing mean ubout me, I hopel
1 wouldn’t mind letting you fellows havo
the whole lot, in fact. Now, which of

you men is going fo lend ine the
pound '
Runter blinked  inquiringly at tho

Famous Five,

“The wiichfulness,” remarked Hurres
Jamset BRam Singh, i terrifie 1"’

“Not to say prepostercuz!’ chuckled
Boh.

“I'm waiting, you fellows,” said
Bunter. “I've got the fetter all ready
written to the Pro Bono Publico

Company. Luckily Toddy bad a stamp
in his desk. All T need is 8 pound note
to put in the letter.”

“(entlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Dob Cherry, *Bunter has raised
our giddy hopes, only to dash them to
the ground again. 1 suggest doing the
game with Bunter |

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hear, hearl®

“1 say, you fellows, no larks!” roared
Bunter. “‘Here, leggo—wharrer you
at—whoocoocop !’

“We're making the punishment fit
the crime!” explained Bob Cherry.
‘You've raised our hopes—so we're
raising you ik

“Yarcooh!” roaved the fat Owl, as
he was swept off his feet.

“You've dashed them to the ground—
g0 we're dashing you to the ground—-"

“Wow ! roared Bunter in anticipa-

tion. “I say, you fellows—— Wow!”
Bump!
1le struck the hard floor with a

sickening thud !
“ Yaroocoooop !
The Famous Five,

. with the excep-
tion of the

exuberant DBob Cherry,

Queer things are happening to
Jim Valentine, the new boy
at Greyiriars—so queer, in fact,
as to suggest that supernatural
forces are at work !

moved towards the deer of the Rag,
leaving DBilly Bunter, sitting in a
breathless staie, gasping.

Lhe fat junior gasped still more when
Bob Cherry grabbed up a half-filled
wastepaper-basket and jammed it cn
his bullet head, completely bonneting
him; so completely, in  fact, that
Bunter's Liead was foreed through the
bottoin.

“You—yon rolter!” wailed Bunter,
{rying to extricate himself from the
basket. “I—I say, you fellows, lend a
hand 1"

“I don't think!” eaid larry Whar-
ton, waving a hand in farewell to the
fat junior. “Ta-ta, my fat pippini”

Dy the time Billy Bunter had sue-
ceedad in freeing himself of the basket
the Famous Five had disappeared.

The letter to the Pro Bono Publico
Company was in Bunter’s pocket, with
T'oddy’s stamp on it, all ready to post
—only needing a pound note te be put
inside! Only that was wanting—but it
seemed probuble that it would remain
wanting !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Shadowed !

T} 7 ALLO, hallo, hallo!” reared
ﬁ Dol Cherry. “ Enjoying
L lifg?”
Jim Valentine emiled

choerily,

The new fellow in the Remove rather
logled ns if he was enjoying life,

There werp Greviriars fellows whe did
not consider that their loes wore cast
in gpecially plessant pluces, Dot to Jin
Valentine of the Remove, Groyiviars
Scheol  waz undonbredly  tho mest
deleclable =ool on varth,

No doubt contrast with what he had
proviously known helped to brighten
weyfriars to the “boy with a past.”
Tho fellow who had spent more than
a year of his boyish life among crooks,
who hed been ecalled “Dick the Pen-
man " when he was in Nosey Clark’s
gang, hardly believed in his good luck
in these changed days.

Many a time he woke in the morning
at the clang of the rising-bell and won-
dored to find himself in the Remove
dormitory, instead of the den where,
under Nosey Clark’s orders, he had
exercised his strange and dangerous gift
of penmanship.

The change was not one from poverty
to wealth; for in Nosey Clark’s gang
he had had plenty of money, and all that
Lie wanted that money could buy. Life
at Greyfriars was hard in comparizon.
Mr. Quelch, his kind benefactor, made
him an allowance of pocket-money; but
it was not large, and he had to be
carcful with it; and in the old days he
had flung pound notes about, as he could
not now afford to fling pennies. His
kind friend had given him a push-bike—
o usefnl but  far from expensive
machine; and in the old days he had
had a motor-bike of his own, of the besu
make, He was as well-dressed as most
fellows in tho Remove; but there had
been o time when he had carelessly spent
on his clothes as much as Vernon-S8mith
or Lord Mauleverer.

Yet the change made him happ?r—-—and

not only happy and contented, but
brimming with satisfaciion. Bometimes
Mr, Quelch, the Romove master,

glanced at his bright face and smiled
with satisfaction himself, rewarded for
his kindness to the boy by the sight of
his happy contentment.

There had been a cloud—the shadow
of the past. But that, to all appear-
ance, was gone, Nosey Clark had tried
apain and again to get him back to
the gang, and failed every time; and
now tho boy believed that he was dono
with the whole ecrew of them—Nosey,
the master-crook, Barney, the “thug.”
Nutty, tlhe cracksman, Kicky, the
“ pincher,”” and the rest—and from the
bottom of his heart Le hoped that he
would never see any of them again.
Noszey had given his word—and why
ghould he break i6?

More than a week had passed since
Lie had seen tho erook—and the thought,
almost the certaifity, that ha was frea of
Lim, was like wine to him, Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent found him
always merry and bright in Study No. 1
—oven in the Form-room, when Quelch
was grinding Latin irregular verbs into
the reluctant brains of the Remove,
Valentinoe always looked as if he econ-
sidered himself in clover. Now, as Dob
Cherry clapped him on tho shoulder,
after dinner on Wednesday, and bailed
Liim in tonecs ihat Stentor of old might
have envied, he hardly needed to ask
whether Jim was enjoving life. It was
only too evident that he was

“Jt does a fellow good to see you,
old bean!" grinned Bob. “I think we
ghall have to call yon * Sunny Jin' ¥

Valentine langhed.

“Well, if you're ready, o sre we,”
went on Bob, “We shall have Lo put it
on a bit to get over to Lantham in time
for the game. It's close en ten oiles.
This way to tho bikeshed.”

And prezping Valentine playfully by
the arm, the exuberant Dol rushed him
off as top epeed.  Dob Cherry  was
slwavs exuberant on a helf-holiday—
e wt most otlier times as weil,

i sax, you fellows.” DBiliy Bunter
Fpoi and rolled to intercopt
{iien I zay—siop a minnte— Qooli—
Lenst b Onanoarp 7
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Bob Cherry did not stop; and as
Bunter stepped in the way thero was a
collision. Bunter sat down and splut-
tered. Leaving him to splutter, Bob
rushed the breathless Valentine onward.

They arrived panting at the bike-
shed; where Harry Wharton, Nugent,
Johuny Bull, and Hurree Singh were
talung their machines from the stands.

s ngm we are again!” gasped Bob.
“Race you men to Lantham!  You
fellows coming?’ he added, eatching
sight of Herbert Vernon-Smith and Tom
Reawing in the bikeshed. *Good!
The more the merrier |”

Eight machines were wheeled out. A
fat and breathless Bunter came splut
tering up.

“1 say, you fellows, about that
poun A .

But nobody stayed to hear anything
about the pound—of which Billy Bunter
was still in need. They ran the
machines out te the road and mounted.
Billy Bunter, from the gate, guvg them
a Je\?uatating blink through his big
spectacles,

“Beasts!” he roared. "

And as the cyclists went sailing
merrily away. Billy Bunter rolled back
into the quad—in search of somcbody to
lend him a pound. Bunter had been a
loug time in seareh of thut somebady;
but he had not found him yet!

“Jolly day, isn't it?” said Bob
Cherry, as the bunch of cyelists swept

ast a car on the Courtlicld road—a
glue Napier that was moving along at
a crawling pace. Every day, according

Bob, was a jolly day.

“The jollifulness is terrific!” agreed

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Come on,
Valentine I roared Bob, glancing back
over his shoulder. “Not getting

umped yet, what?"

p.li!r;: Valentine did nobt answer.

He had dropped behind the bunch of
eyclists. His head was turned, and he
was looking back at the Napier car.

The car was closed. and 1t was not
easy to see the occupants. But za he
passed it, it had seemed to Jim Valen-
tine that ho had caught a ghmpse of a
sallow face, a beaky nose, and glinting,
black eyes, scanning him from the in-
terior. Had the face of Nosey Clark
looked at him from the interior of the
closed car?

“This way, Valentine!” roared Bob.

The cyclists swept round a corner, to
follow a track across Courtfield Com
mon, which led into the Lantham road.
Valentine put on speed, and came after
them. Bob Cherry was setting the pace.
and Bob covered the ground very
quickly; and the other fellows had to
grind at the pedals to keep up with him.

Something of the brightness had gone
from Jim Valentine'’s face now. He
wondered whether he had fancied that
evil face in the car It was a face that
often haunted him in his dreams, and
that he could not always succeed in
driving from his waking thoughts.
Surely he had fancied it! But as the
bunch of riders swept along the track
across the common, he looked back over
his shoulder, and his heart beat faster.
The blue Napier had been crawling m
the direction of the school when the
juniors passed it.  Evidently it had
turned round, for now it was coming
from the Courtficld road. following the
juniord across the common. arry.
Wharton, catching Valentine's backward
glance, followed it and stared at the
ear.

“Cars aren’t supposed to use this
path,” he said. “Isn't that the car we
passed on the road a mile back?

“I—1 think s0,” said Jim

He rode on; but a few minutes later
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glanced back again. He scanned the
driver of the blue Napier; but the
man’s cap was pulled low, and the peak
half-hid his face. Valentine could not
recognise him, but he wondered if it
was Barney Hayes, who generally drove
for Nosey He set his teeth hard.

That the car was following the Grey-
friars party, he hardly doubted. When
they turned into the high-roud for
Lantham, the car turned in the same
direction. [t was possible, of course,
that the motorist was heading for that
town for his own reasons. But the blue
Napier did not pass the cyclists, Fast
as they were riding, the car could have
whlr:red by them easily and left themn
standing. But it kept a level pace,
umming at a fair distance behind the
party, never increasing or decreasing it.

By the time they were half-way to
Lantham all the fnflows were aware of
the car in pursuit.

“What the dickens does that fellow
want?”  ashed Vernon-Smith, staring
back at it. “He’s hung behind us ever
since wo started.”

“Hold-up man waiting for a lonely
spot?” suggested Redwing, laughing.

“Plenty of us to handle him, if it's
that I"* said the Bounder. “I'd liko ta
sea him try it on !”

“He’s up to something,” said Frank
Nugent. “Look "

On the slope of Redelyffe Hill, which
was steep, the party dismounted to
wheel their machines. Even a motorist
who was not in a hurry might have been
expected to pass them there. But the
blue Napier did not pass. Its pace
dropped to a crawl, and it kept the
same distance behin

For a mile the jumeors pushed their
machines uphill, and all the time the
blue Napier crawled 1 the rear,

Valentine's faco was set,

He could have no doubt now; he had
not been mistaken in fanoyir.g he had
glimpsed the face ot Nosev Clark in the
car. Yet even if the mastercrook was
breaking his pledge to leave him in
peace, L way dufficult to guess what his
game coula be

He dared not attempt to kidnap the
boy who hud desorted the gang; and
even had he haa suc. a sch. me he conld
hardly have chosen a fime when the boy
liad seven sturdy schoolfellows with himn.
As the Bounder had said, there wero
plenty of them tc¢ handle the enemy, if
it was a “ hold-up * that was intended,

Harry Wharton & Co., puzzled by the
pursuit, were a little enlightened by the
look on Jim Valentine’s face. They
guessed wha- was it n's mind; but they
said nothing. Vernon-Smth and Red-
wing knew nothing about Valentine's
past; and the less sadd about Nosey
Clark the better who" there were gther
ears to hear.

Down the further slope of the hill the
juniors, mounted again, went at a rush,
free.wheeling. Then the ea. picked up
speed again The Bound-r, glancing
back, gave an angry grunt

“He's after us, whoever he is!” he
snapped. “I've a jolly goed mind to
stop and ask him what he wants.”

“Don’t wanr to be late for the zame,
old man,” said Redwiur—not addin
that they did not wan' trouble wit
strangers on the road, either,

The Bounder was rather a fellow to
welcome trouble

8till at the same distance behind, the
car hummed on, all the way to Lantham,
It was in sight when the Greyfriars
fellows, at last, rode into that town, and
they saw it pass when they put up their
bicycles, and it wa: hover:ng at a dis-
tance when thoy went into the football
ground.

THE MAGNET

There, of course, they los: sight of it;
and all but one of the pa“ty soon
got its existence, as they watched
Lantham kick off and the pame begin.
But Jim Valentine dic not forget, He
stood with the rest of the fellows, m a
thick throng of spectators, watclung the
football inatch, but, good rame as it
was, be hardly saw what passed.

Nosey Clark had followed him—Nosey
Clark had been in the car watchin,
the road by the school, and had fol-
lowed him to Lantham| Why?

He could not begin to guess. But a
sense of coming evil was heavy on his
heart.

—r——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Old Acquaintance !
NOSEY CLARK smiled sourly.

The man wir the nose like a
vulture’s beak was sitting m the
ear, in & quie sticet off the

Market Square ot Lantham, Beside
him, in the ear, was a smali slim, wiry
man, with a cast in on= cye. Had Jim
Valentine seen him he would have
recogmzad an old aeguaintance—Kicky
Judd, the “pincher * and mckpocket ;!
a member of the zang of crooks whom
he had not seen sine: Le had fled from
Nosey Clark, but whom he remembered
well enough.

Many a time had he seen Kicky
practising his peculiar craft at the head-
guarmrs of the erooks. Kicky had a
hand of velvet, the stealthiness of a cat;
it was Kicky's boast that he could have
“pinched ¥ the buttcn- off a man's
waisicoat, without the owner being any
the wiser. In his own peculiar line he
was as skilful a~ Nutiv i- cracking a
erib, or Dick the Penman in imitating
hands.

A crowd on a footba!l ground was a
favourite place for Kicky to exercise his
skill. But it was not merely for picking
pockets that Mr. Judd was at Lantham
that day.

“It’s a chance at last!” Nosey Clark
was saying. “Tt was bourd to come,
and here it is, Kicky. This time it's
sure, if you don't fail like that fool
Nutty.”

“Leave it to me. guv'nor,” said Mr.
Judd.

Nosey knitted his brows.

It was not the first time ho had
thought tha: he was sure of succeeding
in his dastardly schemes to drive Jum
Valentine from Greyfrisrs, and force
him back i his olc life. Thrice had
he planned to fastan a suspicion of theft
on the boy in the school, and every time
he had failed. The .tar- in their courses
fought against Siser: of old and really
they secmed to be treatizy Nosey in the
same way! How he had fa‘led he did
not know; but he had failed. The
treacherous nttemfpue ot the master-crook
seemed to ghde from the bey like hail
from glass,

And his last blow had broyght danger,
not to Jim Valentire, bu to himself.
Nutty the cracksman had been caught
in the school, and Nutty was a
“squealer —had he pussed into the
hands of the police there would have
been dire danger to the whole gang,
Only by gwing the boy hs pledge to
leave him in peace to kecp clear of
Greyfriars, had he prevailed on Jium to

ive him the chance to rclease Nutty
gefore the handcufls fastened on him.
The boy hav beheved hun—but a broken
pledge cost Mr Clark little.

But once more he “.a.! had to change
his plans. He was got trusting Nutty
again to carry out his schemes, in the
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dark hours, within the walls of Grey-
friars. ‘Ihat, as Nosey would have ex-
pressed it, was a chrcken that would not
fight.  But his determination was
hiarder than ever to drive Jim from
the school; to get Dick the Penman back
into his hands

All the bitterness ard malice of
Nosey's evil nature were roused by his
defeats and the boy’s scorntul defiance.
It was not only because the boy’s sirange
gift with the pen meant profit to him
if he could onee foree him back to his old
work; it was a personzi matter, too,
with Mr. Comptor Clark—he would not
admit defeat.

IIe tock & pocket-bock from his coat

While Harry Wharton & Co. were watching the League team making a hot attack on the Lantham goal, Mr. Judd sidled
up to them and his slim, velvety fingers got to work. Even Vernon-Smith, who was a very keen and wary fellow, was quite
unaware that thievish fingers relieved him of his notecase—a valuable prize for any thief !

and examined the contents,
walching him with a grin

Frem tho pocket-book ho selected a
number of currency notes and a number
of silver coins.

Those currency noles, an. those coins,
would have passed muster 1n many
ghops; but not st the DBank of
Ingland. Nosey’s chief line of business
was the passing of ccunterivi: money.

“Help yourself I he said, with a sour
grin.

Kicky picked ou. several nmoles and
coins. ITe elipped thew into a pocket.
Clark opened the deor of the car.

“You lknow what to de® he said.
“We've fixed all that up. Don't buugle
it like Nutty

The erook’s black oyes glinted.

“I¢’s a pic, guv'nor 1" answered Mr.
Judd. *DBut—if Jim cuts ur rusty, and
Lhands a cove over t2 the coppers—="

Kicky

“He dare mnot!” answered Noasey
Clark coolly. “It's checkmate on both
sides, so far as that goes. f the police
get you they get Dick the Penman
along with you—Jim won’t fancy that!”

Kicky Judd noddedl.

“ Looks all right I he agreed.

“Get on with it!”

Tho pickpocket stepped from the ear
and shut the door Nosey muttered a
word to the driver, and Barney drove
on.

Mr Judd, with his hands 1n his coat
pockets, and a cigarett. between his
tobacco-stained teeth. strolled away to
Lantham Football Ground

hl{e was soon mingling wits the crowd
there,

The match had bee: going on some
time. Some hundreds of spectators were
watching Lantham Ramb-ers in their
tussle with the visitin; League team.
The ecrowd was fairly thick, but not
thick enough to impedn Mr Judd., He
moved about careless'y. leocking for a
little crowd of schoolbnys in Greyiriars
caps.

Ho was not long in epotting them.

Close to the little group. behind them,
Mr. Judd's eyes rested on Jim Valentine
for some time, the boy unaware of his

presence. Mr., Judd did not, for the
mowent, make his presence known,

In a lcisurely way—Iiichy never
hurried  his  work—his  elim, velvety

fingers were at their accustrmed buwie
ness. The attention of the junicrs, with
one exception, was riveted on the game.
The Leaguc men were making a hot

5

attack on the Lantham gaal, and the
Ramblers were defending gamely; and
Harry Wharton & Co wers thinking of
anything but pickpockets in the erowd.
Even the Bounder, who was a very
keen and wary fellow. was quite
unaware that thievish fingers relieved
hitn of his notecase—which, schoolbov
as f!ao was, was a valuable prize for any

“pincher,” Smithy being uncommonly
well-supplied with meney The other
fellows were hardly wo'th Kicky's

while; but he relicved Harry Wharton
of a couple of half-crowns. and Hurree
Singh of a silver-hand'ed penknife. Ile
gave his professional attention to Jim
Valentine last.

® Bravo!” roared Bob Cherry, as the

pill went in. *Goal! Good man!
Goal 1"
“Goall Goal!™

Mr. Judd waited till Lantham kicked
off again, and the pame restarted.
Then he gently deprived Jim Valentine
of a little cheap notecase, in which were
a pound note and a half-crown. all tha
money the boy had. Mr. Judd slipped
them into a roomy pocket with his other
plunder,

1t would have been easy for Mr. Judd
to elip away undetected. But that was
not his pame. [le pushed agamnst Jim
Valentine, and shoved a hand clumsily
into his coat pocket. Valentine gave a
start and grasped a1 tle wrist and
cuught it. 1t was Mr. Judd's object to
be caught—and now he wa. caught!

“1lullo, ballo, hallo!” Dob Cherry
saw the action and epun  round,
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THE MAGNET

“What's that gamo—picking pockets,
what 7

Valentine turned on Kicky Judd, etill

grasping bis wrist,

ut as he saw the impudent, leermmg
face, with its slanting eyes, he gave a
low exclamauon and released the man,

Kicky grinned at bim.,

Valenune's face paed. He know the
man at onco, and he knew, tco, that
Judd wanted to be seen. A fierce anger
burned 1 his hears

“Codar him 1” exclaimed Dob. “Ie's
a pickpockel. He had his paw in your
pocket, Vulentinege—-—

“1 saw hun!” exclaimed Jobnny
Bull,

All the juniors were looking round
now. The Bounder made a movement
towards the tinef. Kicky Judd leered at
Vaieutne.

Wit s clemched fist hifted, the boy
made a swift scride at him. Before
Juud knew what was happening, Valen-
tine drove that fist full into his nspus
dent, leering Lace.

Judd gave w =tartled ye!l and rolled
over, sprawling among many feet,
Vulentme's cyes blazed down at hun.

“Get up, you cur!” hLe muttered.
“Get up and—"

Kicky Judd got up, but he squirmed
away as he did so. With a stream of
red runming from his nose, he dodged
awzy in the crowd and vamshed.

Valentine stcod panting for breath.

“Ind he ger anything from you3i”
asked Vernon-Smith,

“I—1 den't kuow. 1 think not,” stam-
mered Valentine. He was pot thinking
of that,

“Well, you get him fair end square,™
grimmed tue Bounder.

“Goal I” came a rear.

Lantham Kawmbiers had scored, and
attention was at once turned on thoe field
agin. Jim Valenome stood with beat-
ing heart. Why was Kicky there?
Waat had he mrended?  Not rerely
pocket-picking, or he need not havoe
reveswicd s presence. Had he been in
the car with Nesey Clark, following the
schoolboys to Lantham? Jim had no
doubt ot it. But what was the game?
If it had been Kicky's mtention to claim
him as an seguamntance before the
Greyiriars fellows, it tad been nipped
in the bud. Scveral tiumes, while his
companions watched the game, Valen-
tine glanced round. DBut be saw no more
of Ku.-lcr Judd. And be was glad that
he had hit hard, and rather wished that
he had hit harder.

-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business !

“ 55y OBBED 17

g\{ “ What1” .

5.y “ My pocket's been picked 1”

said  Herbert Vernon-Smith
between his teeth,

It was not till the match was over and
the crowd comng out of Lautham
ground that the Bounder made that
discovery.

T'ne Greyfriars party came cheerily out
with the swarming crowd and headed
for the lhgh Btrect, where they in-
tended to toa at the Pagoda.

It was then that Vernon-Smith dis-
covered that hiz notecase was gone, and
came to a dead stop.

His eyes ghttered savagely. Smthy
had plenty of money, and had only to
ask his father, the millionaire financier,
when he wanted more. But he did not
like losing it, all the same.

“ Oh, my hat1” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“That man in the football ground—he
had it, then”
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“T was a fool not to think of it at
the time,” growled the Bounder, “Bub
—avell, it's gone.”

Ho ran his hands through his pockets.

“Much 7" asked Harry Wharton,

“Tifteen pounds!” snapped the
Bounder.

“Q0h, my hat!™

“Better po through our pockets and
sce if wo've lost anything,” said Frank
Nugent.

“Somebody’s been through mine al-
rend{  gaid ITarry rucfully., “Only a
couple of half-crowns. Luckily, I wasn't
rolling in oof, like Smithy.”

“I seem to bave lost a small and
esteemed penknife,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, groping in his
pockets,

“Yon lost anything, Valentine 7

Jim Valentine had already discovered
that his cheap little notecase, with lis
pound note and his half-crown, had
vanished. e nodded.

“Not much, only all I had,”
answerad.

The juniors stood in a rather dis-
mayed group. It was obvious that the
man with the cast in his eye, in the
crowd, had picked their pockets, They
could hardly have a doubt about that.
The “spread ” at the Pagoda was “off.”

Vernon-Smith stared round, over the
crowd in the High Streect, with glinting
eyes, But ke was not likely to see any-
thing of the light-fingered man there.

“Better go to the police station, I
suppose,” said Nugent.

Jun Valentine canght his breath,

To the other fellows it was a natural
proceeding to roport the theft to tho
police. To the boy who had associated
with the crooks the matter was different.
Gladly cnough he would have seen
Kicky Judd with the handeuffs on his
rascally wrists, but he dared not think
of it.

“Come on!” sald Vernon-Smith; and
he tramped savagely up the street in the
direction of tho police station in the
market square.

The other fellows followed him,

Valentine dropped o little behind. Ile
could not prevent Smithy from taking
action, neither did he desire to do =o.
Dut ho cculd take no action against
Kicky himself. Ho had more to fear
than Kicky if the truce was broken.
Harry Wharton looked round.

“(Come on, Valentine I he said, Then,
as he caught the galﬂ, strained look on
Jim's face, he dropped behind and
joined him. “What’'s up?” he asked
torsely.

“No use my reporting this to the
police,” said Valentine. “My little
noteease, that I gave a bob for, couldn’t
be identified, and a pound note and
a half-crown—"

“S8mithy's gorgeous outfit can be iden-
tified if the bobbies get a sight of the
thief,” said Harry, with a smile. “It
would be known anywhere,”

“Yes, that's all right. Leave it to
Smithy.”

Wharton Ea.\'a him o sharp look.

“DBut if they get the man, you waut
to elaim your property,” he said.

“They won't get him.”

“Woll, I suppose thera isn't a lot of
chance; he's most likely miles away.
Put they might. You want your mouey
if they do.”

Valentine shook his head.

“Never mind that,” ho said.

Wharton's look became graver.

“Look here, Valentine, I don't eatch

on.”’
“TIt's simple enough,” said Jim in o
low, bitter voice., “Tho man knew e,
and I knew him. I fanev he was in {hat
car following us, with Nosey.”

“Oh{” exclaimed Wharton.

ha

“You remember once wo had Nosey
in onr hands, We-—we had to let him
go. You know why.”

Wharton was silent. Ho underctood
now that Valentine had recognised the
pickpocket as a member of Nosey
Clarlk’s gang, which meant that it was
in the rascal's power to betray Dick the
Penman.

“Leave it to Smithy,”
Valentine, *Leave me out.
clear off and wait for you where we left
the bikes.”

“Right-ho t*

It was easy for Valentine to slip away
unnoticed in tho crowd passing along
the High Street after the football mateh.
Only Wharton knew that he was gone
till the juniors arvrived at the polico
station.

“Where's Valentine?” asked Vernon-
Smith, looking round at the entrance to
that building. “He ought to be here.
He was robbed, too.”

“The wherefulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, glancing
round, “He does not seem io be here.”

The Bounder grunted and went into
the station. There o sympathetic in-
spector listened, and toole a deseription
of Smithy's notocaze and its contents.
The juniors left the station, with little
hope that that valuable article would
ever be seen again, Vernon-Smith was
scowling blackly.

“Bit late for tea st the Pagoda now.”
remarked Bob Cherry. “I duve say wo
could raise enongh——-"=

“0Oh, let’s get back!” growled the
Bounder.

Smithy was in a bad temper, and
when S8mithy was annoyed he was not
a very agrecable fellow., The juniors
went for their machines, and there they
found Valentine, waiting for them. In
rather glum_ silence they mounted and
rode out of Lantham,

That the pickpocket was far enough
away with lus plunder none of the party
doubted. Jim Valentine could not help
feeling glad that his companions were
not likely to sce Kicky again. As a
matter of fact, his own loss was more
scrious than Smithy’s, though it was so
much smallor. 105 pocket-money wus
limited, and he had lost all he had, e
was going to be “stony ™ {ill his nest
allowanee was due.

But it was tho unexpected that was
destined to linppen. A mile out of
Lantham Herbert Vernon-Smith  sud-
denly clapped on his brakes and uttored
2 glad and vengeful exclamation.

“Mv hat! There he is! Ilold on,
you men "

In sheer amazement the cvelists
staved at the man who was lounging in
the middle of the road ahead of them.
It wus a rather eolitary road, and there
was no one else to be scen. Tho man
with the cast in lLis eye, his nose red
and raw from Jim Valentine's punch,
was quite conspicuous. Yt might almost
have been suspected that ho wanted to
ba found, if any motive on his part
could have been imagined; for rpor-
tainly he could have kept out of sight
had he liked. 1le did not seem to recog-
nisa the cyclists who were sweeping
down on him, which was odd enough,
for Kicky’s shifly eyes were very watch-
ful and keen.

“Oh, what a bit of luck!™ =aug out
Bob Cherry gleefully,

“The luckfulness is terrific U elinekled
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Collar him !”

The bunch of eyclists opened out and
surrounded Kicky before ihey jumped
down. Vernon-Smith let his Like go
spinning as he ran at the nan and
grasped lim by the collar,

mullered
'

7

* Iere, hands off, you!” cried Mr.
Judd, *What's this gnme?” )

“You rascal, I've got vou!” exclaimed
the Bounder. “Hand it over [

Mr. Jodd stared round at eight faces
that surrounded him, Jim Valentine
felt a sickness at his heart.

ITe fully expected Kicky's eyes to turn
on him; he dreaded to hear what might
fall from the rascal's lips. But to his

surprize bMr. Judd took mno special
notice of him. . .
The man had recognised him at

Lantham; he knew that. He must kuow
him now, Yet Judd gave no sign of
recoguition.

His stare passed over Valentine's faco
without a sign.

“Look ’ere, gents, what’s this game?”
demanded Mr. Judd. “Collaring a man
on the King's ‘ighway! This ’ere ounc
of your larks, what?"

“Cut it out, you rogue!" said Harry
Wharton in disgust. ** You picked our
pockets at Lantham.”

“ Never seen you afore, sir,” said Mr.
Judd eoolly.

‘That  won't wash,” said Herbert
Vernon-Smith. “We've got him, yon
men, and we'll walk himm back to

Eantham and give him in charge.”

“What-lo!” agreed Johnny Bull,
“Ii’s worth the walk.”

* Yes, rather1”

“Hook him along!"” said Redwing.

“0ld on, young geuts,” said Mr,
Judd. “I own up! I may ’ave took
a few things. (o easy with a cove,
gents! I'll 'and the lot back, so 'elp
me!"”

“You ean hand tlem over to tho
police,”  =aid  the Bounder sourly.
“You'll get three mouths for this, you
razcal 1

“If he hands tlio things back——"
said Valentine huskily,

“Rot!” snapped the Bounder, “Ile's
a thief, and he's going to chokey!”

“Don’t be an ass, Valentine,” said
Johnny Bull. “The proper place for a
thief 13 in the stone jug. 1 dare say
Le's been there before.”

“Many a time, sir,” said Kicky, with
cool impudence, *“Dut I ain't never
liked it. Go easy with a cove, gents!
I'll ’and back every copper, g'elp me!”

Wharton's eyes were on Valentine for
a moment. He was the only fellow
there who knew what was in the boy's
tormented mind.

“Jook hore, let the man hand the
money back and kick him out!” said tho
captain of the Remove. “Hand it over
vou rascal, and sharp!”

“TAppy to oblige, sir!” said Kicky,
and he groped in his pockets.

Vernon-8mith received back his fab
notecase and cxamined the contents,
T'hey were intact, and had evidently not
been touched by the thief, Hurree
Singh smiled a dusky smile as he
received  hig  silver-handled penknife,
Wharton took his two half-crowns and
slipped them into his pocket. Then
Jim Valentine’s cheap little notecaso
was produeed,

“’Kre you are, sir!” said Kicky,
“That's yourn, I believe.” )

Valentine took it  mechanieally,
Kicky treated him exactly as ho treated
the others, still without a sign ef recog-
nition. The relicf was great, but it
puzzled him, Was Nosey Clark, after
all, keeping his word? IHad he given
Lis orders to the gsz to leave the Loy
in peace? It looked like it.

ut that Kicky had to ba left free
was certain. So far, he was ignoring
the boy who had onco been with the
crooks. But if he was given into
custody of the police it was _certain
that his tongue would wag. Nothing
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could be eaid; but it was unnecessary
for anything to be said For hiz own
sake JJim Valentine had to see somehow
thar Kicky was not marched back to
Lantham and charged. Somehow he
had to contrive that, or take the
consequences

He was slipping the little notecase in
his pocket when Redwing tapped his
arm.

“Look into i, old chap,” said
Redwing. “Bee if it’s all right.”

*0Oh, vesl” stammered Valentine, and
he glanced into the notecase. [t con-
tained & pound note and a half-crown,
“It—it's alt right.”

He slipped it into his poeket.

“Now, gents, you got it all back,”
pleaded Kicky. *Go easy with a cove
what's down on his luek.”

“Take his other arm, Reddy!” said
the Bounder grimly.

“Look here—" began Wharton,
hesituting.

The Bounder eut him short.

“You fellows ean please yourselvesl
T'm going to charge lﬁis man with theft
and sce him locked up. Clear off if you
choose; Reddy will lend me a hand with
him 1

“Look here, why not, Wharton”
demanded Johnny Ball. “The fellow’s
s rotten thief—what do you want to
let him go for?”

“0Oh, Iet him rip!” said the good
natired Bob., “We'll kick him as a
warning to be a good boy in future.”

" The kickfulness 1s the proper caper,”
said Hurree Jamset lam Singh, with
a nod. “We shall be late for esteemed
call-over f we walk back to Lantham.”

“UHang callover! said Vernon-
Smith, “I'n going back to Lantham
and taking this scoundrel with me!”

“Oh, give it a miss, Smithy!” said
Nugent.

“1 won't!”

“I'd rather you did, Smithy,” said
Harry Wharton.

‘Ihe Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Lend me a hand with him, Reddy,”
he suid, unheeding.

“Well, look here,
back,” sa:d Harry.

“ Please vourself; 1 am."

The Co. regzarded Wharton with some
surprise. But they were used to follow-
ing his lead, and they followed it now.
Valentine's face was growing whiter.
For the first time Kicky's eyes fixed on
his with a significant look. It was a
brief look, but Jim read the threat
in it. If Kicky Judd went to Lantham
Police Station, Dick the Penman was
going along with him.

“Oh, chuck it, Sunthy ! said Johnny
Bull. "1If Wharton thinks—"

“Wharton can think what he likes;
TYm thinking of a fellow's duty to the
public I” said the Bounder.

“You mean you're in a
tempeor,” said Baob.

“Put it how you like; this thief is
going to chokey, and I'm going to sce
that he does.”

The Bounder was in savage earnest.
Again Kicky's eyes glinted at the boy
with a past,

Jim Valentine stepped forward,

“Let hitn go, Smithy!” he said in a
low voice.

“1 shall do nothing of the knd.”

“You've got your money back—*"

“Mind your cwn business, Valentine 1”
snapped the Bounder. * Why—what—
you cheeky rotter!” he yelled, as
Valentine dragged his grasp from
Kicky's arm.

Kicky Judd did not lose the oppor-
tunity. The instant his arm was free
he dodged out of the ecirele of school-
boys and took to his heels. Almost in
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I'm not going

rotten

# twinkling hé had serambled up tho
bank beside the road and vanished into
the woodland.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood !

@ Y gad!”
B The Bounder, with a ery of
rage, leaped after the fleeing

pickpocket. But he was too
late. Swiit as a hunted hare Kicky
Judd vanished into the dusky woodland
and was lost to sight.

Vernon-8mith scrambled up the bank
after him, but there was no chance of
getting hold of the man again, and he
knew 1t,

_Harry Wharton & Co. stared on in
silenco. Valentine's face was white.
What the other fellows would think of
his action, he had bhad no time to con
sider. He had acted in sheer
desperation,

In less than a minute Herbert Vernon-
Smuth came back. His face was pale
with rage, and his eyes flashed at
Valentine. The headstrong, arregant
Bounder liked to have his own way. To
have the matter taken out of his hands
like this roused his décpest anger. And
he had been in the nght, so far as that
went, the man was a thiel, and should
have been haaded over to the Jaw.
Smithy wus ahwost stutiering with rage
as he strode up to Valentme,

“You cheeky rotter!” he shouted.
“What did you mean by that?”

The other fellows stcod stlent.
Wharton understood; the only fellow
who did. Redwing was staring at
Valenting in blank amazement,

" You've let hun go!” roared Vernon-
Smith. " Let that thief go when we
found the plunder on him [

*“ You geot it back,"” suid Valentine.

*Whai bizney 1s that of yours? Are
you going to dictate to me?” shouted the
enraged Bounder. "By gad! Put up
your bunds, you cheeky rotier!”

“ Here, hold on!” exclanuea Wharien.

Vernon-Suuth, too puassivnately angry
to heed, rusbed ai Valenlge, hiting
out. He bad cause for anger, there wus
no doubt about thet. So far as he
could see, he was mn the rght and
Valeoting 1o the wrong. And even had
he been 1n the wrong the Bounder was
0ot a leidow o bDe dictated to.

Valenting's bands shot up n selt-
detuuce, but he did pot hit back, He
backed away uacruss the road, stalling
oft the Boundet’s furious attack,

“Srmuthy ' exclaiwed Redwng.

“Hold on, Southy!”

“Kor goodness sakel”

“Stop thew " snapped Wharton, and
he rushed after the Bounder, who was
following up Valentime with fierce blow
after blow, and grasped him by the
shoulders.

“Let go,
Bounder,

Wharton spun him away from Valen-
tine wrth such foree that the Bounder
stuggered, and would have fallen had
not Redwing caught him.

“Now chuck 1t!” snapped the cap
tain of the Remove. *“Keep your
temper, you silly ass!™

The Bounder panted with rage.

“Dash it all, Valentine had no right
to do what he did!" grunted Johnny
Bull,  “Still, punching noses won't
mend matters,”

Redw:ng held his echum’s arm as the
inturiated Bounder would have turned
on Wharton.

“For goodness’ sake, keep cool,
SBmithy !” he whispered. * What's the
good of serapping with your friends?”

you fool!” roared the

THE MAGNET

“The secrapfulness is not the proper
caper, my esteemod and ridiculous
Smithy,” urged Hsrree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“ Let go my arm P hissea Vernone
fsml”ii’)" ‘Let go my arm, Reddy, yom
oo

But Redwing tightened his grasp

instead.
“No good scrapping, old chap!” he
said.
Vernon-Smith looked, for & moment,
as if he would turn his fury on his chum,

But he controlled himself with an
effort.
“Oh, let go!” he snapped. *“The

chﬁpk‘v rotter will keep!”

“T'm sorry, Smithy," said Valentine,
with a crims<on face. * But—but—"'

The Bounder gave him a black and
bittor look.

“What did yon do it for ?” he asked,

between his teeth. “What? Can you
answer that question, you checky
rotter 7'

Valentine did not speak.

. "Who iz he? went on Vernon-Smith,
in the same tone. *No vou know him—
and does he know you?#’

Valentine’s crimson face paled. Ha
gave the Bounder a startled lock and
then._ without a word, turned away to
bis bieyele and picked it up.

“Shut vp. Smithy "’ breathed Red-
wing. “What could Valentine know of
that rotter? Don't be a mad ass!”
_“lIsn’t it plain enough for even a foel
like you to see?” sneered the Bounter,
“Bunter was tattling a lot of thmgs
about Valentine at the beginning of the
term. 1 never took any notice then. I
know what to think now.”

Tha Fameus Pive exchanged startled
glances. The Co. had been puzzled;
but aow, i a fash, they guessed what
Wharton already knew. And it was
evident thar suspicion was working in
the Bounder’s angry mind.

“lLet’s get back to Greyfriars, for
goodness’ sake !’ growled Johnny Bull.

* Let's ! saxd Nugent.

Valentine had already started. The
Famous Five remounted their machines
and rode after him.

Belund them came the Bounder and
Redwing, but not niding with them.
Smithy, apparently, did not want any
more of their cowpany,

Hardly & word was exchanged
between Valentine and  his  friends
during the nde back to the scnool.
Accustomed to look on Jim as a Grey-
friars tellow, like themselves, the chums
of the Remove had alwost forgotten
his past strange connections—at least,
they nad cessed to think about them.
lv came as a shock to their minds to
realise that the underworld sull had
8 grip ol Valenune of the Remove,

Jim's heart was heavy enough.

He had wade wo enemies at Grey-
friars, hutherto; but he had made one
now ‘lThe Bounder wus the iast tellow
iu the world o torgive hus high-banded
action.  And it had planly started a
tratn of suspieron o his ound—a keen
and wary und, ol a naturaly suspicious
cast. Billy Bunter bad long ago for-
gotten what he knew esbout Valentune,
and torgotten that he bad tattled about
it at the begmmng ol the term. That
was like Bunter Nobody bad raken
uny notice ol Bunter's tattle; but the
Bounder torgot nothing, and Jun’s
action had recalled it to his wand,
ludeed, 1t could hardly have failed to
do =0

Jun had had little to do with Vernon-
Snnth, but he knew what he was hiko—
hard, suspicious, uniorgiving—a fellow
with many good qualities, but not a
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The bunch of eyelists openea out and surrounded Kicky. Vernon-Smith [et his bike go spinning as he ran at the man and
grasped him by the shoulger. ** Here, what's the game ? *’ eried Mr. Judd. * You rotten pickpocket, I've got you! *’ exclaimed

the Bounder.

smoall number of bad ones. He had
made an enemiy—and a dangerous one.
And. so {ar as the cause of the quarrel
went, that enemy had right on his side.

The Dounder rode in silence, by Red
wing's side, at a distance behind the
chuwms of the Remove. But if he said
nothing his thoughts were busy.

He did not break silence ull Gray-
friacs was in sight in the dusk.

“It’s plain enough, Reddy,” he said.

“What i3, Smithy " asked Tom Red-
wing

“ Alout that cure, Valentine!” said the
Boua: between hisy teoth. “You ro-
meisber Bunter was babbling  ebout
him o

“I'd forzotten,” said Redwing un.
casily. “For pgoodness’ sake, don't

rake up Bunter's babble, becauze you've
rowed with the chap!™

“ Dunter knew something about him,
gaid the Bounder, unhecding 1 tonk
no notice then. It was no bizney of
mine. But now-——" He gritted his
teeth. “ You noticed that he nevor came
into tho station with us to report nbout
his porket being picked? | wondered
why then. I know now—now that the
rotter’s laid hands on me, to get tho
thirf away! DBunter wasn't talling out
of his hat, as he vsually does——""

“0Oh, roi 1" said Redwing

“You think it's rot, do vou?” jeered
Smuthy  “Then why was he eo keen
on letting that thief escape ?°

“Well we got the steff back,” said
Bedwing, “and—the othar felinws were
willing to let him go, too, and—and=—"

" Apd—and --and=—""  snesred  the
Bounder “ You know it's fishy, as well
as | do By gad. [I'll make nim sorry
for having laid hands on we!”

#Look here, Smithy, it was rather

* Hand over my notecase [ ”

cheeky of hun; but he's not a bad chap.
Wash it all out—""

“Rats to you!” said tho Bounder.

And no more was said us they rode on
to Greyiriars.

The Famous Five were in first. They
put up their bieyeles and hurried over
to the House for call-over. Jim Valen-
tine dropped out of the group as they
wens

Harry Whurten & Co. oxchanged a
plance,  They knew what was in the
Lay's mind,  Quictly they gathered
round him again.  Wharton linked arms
on one sido. Frank Nugent on the
other.

“Don't be an ass3,
grunted Johnny Buli

Valentine coloured, and then smiled
farntly The Co. wero making it clear
that they were sticking to him, In the
midst of his friends, Jim  Valeutine
walked into Ilall for ecalling over
They were sticking to him—his [riends
were his friends still!  And lLe did oot
notice the black look the Bounder gave
him as he joined il Remeve in Ia!l

Valentine !

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
False Moaey !

s, BAR old chap!” said Billy
{.) Bunter.
= Valentine grinned.
wias  going  into  the

school shop. after class the following
day. when Billy Bunter hooked an and
adidressed him in endearimp accenta,
“1've been looking for you, dear old
fellow ' purred Punter,
“Look for somebody else, instead|”
puggested Jim,

“0Oh, really, Valentino—"

“ Anyhow, don’t bother "

“Beast |

Valentine laughed, and went into the
tuck-hiop. Billy Buater rolled in after
him. Any fellow gomng into the tuck-
shop with money to spend was sure ©
Billy Bunter's kindest regards But iz
was not only tuck that DBunter was
thinking of. I[le was still minus a
pound.

That generous offer from the Pro
Bono Publico Company was still open,
and Billy Bunter had been unable to
close on it. A pound—a mere pound—
a paltry pound—stood between Billy
Bunter and a really handsoms and
profituble stroke of business

[Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,
guessod and  reckoned end calculated
that he was the only business man at
Crevfriars School  But Billy Bunter
fattered himself that, given e chance,
he could teach Fishy business. Duying
twenty useful and valuable articles for
& pound and selling them for Gfty shl-
lings was a stroke of busmess of the
most profitable nature—but, of course,
a fellow needed oapital! Without the
preliminary pound the keenest business
man could nor have brought off that
stroke of business.

And nobndy wonld lend Bunter s
pound! Even Lord Mnuleverer de-
¢lined to part with a pound. The
onnder had kicked Bunter merely for
askine  him.  Monty Newiand had
listoned to him pelitely, but had not
paried with o pound, and had pulled
Bunter's fat ear when the Owl of the
Kemove told him he was a mean
beast Bunter had eone up and
down the Remove in quest of a pound,
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and those who possessed one did not
seem to want to give it to Bunter}

Valentine was one of the few fcllows
he had not yet tackled, and he hoped
for the best. Valentine was a good-
natured fellow, and a little careless
with money, though he did not possess
much of that useful articlé. And Bunter
knew that he had & pound note, having
heard talk about the epispde at
Lantham,

The fat Owl rolled into the school
shop after Vaulentine, and’ joined him at
Mrs. Mimble's cqunter. Jim was shop-
ping for tea in Study No, 1, and was
not in need of Billy Bunter's nssistance.

“I say, old fellow—dear old fellow”
said Bunter.

. “Bhut up, old fat man!” said Valen-
tine; and fro ran over a little list to
Mrs. Mimble, to the smount of three
shillings and threepence.

“It's rather important, old fellgw,”
urged Bunter, in & first pause,

Three-and-three I gaid Jim_ Valen-
tine, laying a half-crown, a sixpence,
and three pence on the counter,

“Some fellows who were buying tarts
wonld stand a pal a tart,” remarked
Billy Bunter reproachfully.

Valentine passed one of the jam tarts
he had gurchased across to DBunter.
The fat Owl grabbed it at once, and
transferred it to his capacious mbuth,
For the moment he was too busy to
pursue tho topic of the pound.

Jim gathered up his parcel,
turned o Jeave the tuckshop. Billy
Bunter bolted the last of the tart, and
]umlpod after him.

“1 eay, Valentine!”

‘ Bow-wow {”

Valentine walked out, and Bunter
trotted after him. Three fellows came
mm st the samme moment, and one of
them, HMerbert Vernon-Smith, shoved
Bunter unceremoniously out of his way.

“Ow! Beust 1  gusped  Bunter.

“Look hcre, Ogilvy~——— Oh, is it von,
Smithy?  All right, old fellow, 1 can
take a joko.”
. Vernon-Smith passed on without wast-
ing an answer on IRunter, with Hedwing
and Squiff. Billy Bunter blinked after
Valentine, and then blinked et ihe
Bounder.  Smithy was going to shop
for tea, and Smithy’s shopping was
always on a lavish scale—very diiferent
from Valentine’'s.  Bunter sagely de-
cided to let Valentino stand over, and
devote his fat attention to Smithy for
the present. Bunter had s hungry eyo
for the crumbs that fell from the rich
man’s table.

“I was awivlly glad you got your
money back yesterday, Smithy,” zaid
the fat Owl affably, joining the juniors
at the counter.

All Greyfriars hed heard about the
f_)ocket-pic ing at Lantham., Smithy
1ad had to usk Quelch's pormission to
uze his telephono to tell the police at
Lantham that he had vecovered his
property. It was not specially necossary
for Smithy to tell the whole Form
ubout the matter. But talking about
money was rather one of Smithy's
weakinesses, and he was not unwilling
to let the fellows hear that fifteen
pounds had been “ pinched ” from his
vocket on the Ramblers’ ground. Per-

aps, too, he realised, maliciously, that
the subject was a disagreeable one to
Jim Valentine.

He stared at the Owl of the Remove.

“What are you glad about?” he
asked coolly. “I'm not going to give
you_any.”

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Ring off, fathead I”

Smithy rattled off & munificent order.
But Mrs. Mimble did not give him the
immediate and fattering attention sho
generally bestowed on that excellent
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customer, The good dume was standing
with a half-crown between her fingers,
and had rung it on the counter twice,
with a doubtful expression ou her
plump face,

“Bomebody landed o dud on you,
ma’am?” asked Squoiff.

“Well, Master Ficld, I'm not sure
this half-crown is a good one,” said
Hrls Mimble. *It doesn’t seem to ring
right.”

“Let's leok at it,” said the Bounder;
end he took the half-crown from Mrs.
Mimble, and remg it hard on the
crmmter.

The dull, leaden ring of tho coin
told its own tale.

“Dud!” said Vernon-Smith. “Yau've

been done! If Eou don't know where
you got it, I'll fake it off your hands,
ma'am.

That was sheer good nature on the
Bounder’s part, though with a slight
touch of swank., A haﬁf—cruwﬂ, more or
less, was nothing to him; but it was a
consideration ta Mrs, Mimble,

“Thanlk yon, Master Vernon-Smith "
said Mrs, Mimble, “That’s vcr{ kind
of you, but I just took it from Master
Valentine, and I am suro he will take
it back st once when I tell him it is a
bad ouc,”

The Bounder gave a slight start.

“Valentine I ho repeated. “I passed
him going out! Ias Valentine boen
landing spoof half-crowns on youv”

“Dash 1t all, Smithy, that's a rather
rotten way to put it,” exclaimed Squiff
warmly, while Redwing coloured with

vexation,  “The chap couldu't have
known it was had.”

“Think wot?” esked Vernon-Smith
coolly,

“Do xyon think he woull give it to
Mrs, Mimble if he koew?” cxclaimed
Squiff sngrily.

Smithy ehrugged his shoulilers,

“Bmithy I” muttered Redwing.

Bquiff gavo the Hounder a rather
grim look.

“I hear you had a row wiih Valen-
tine yesterday, Swithy,” he said. “I'd
advise you not to hint things like that

t o fellow you've rowe(f with. It'a
mm;l' cnough for Greyfriars, I can
P

“T'H ask for your advice when I want
it, thanks!” said Smithy, unmoved,
Squiit hreathed rather hard,
“I've changed iy mind ahout tea.
ing wilh vou, Vernon-Smith,” ha said
curtly. t.

“Taave e out.

And the Awstralian junior walled to
the door and left (ke tuckshop.

“1 seay, 8mithr, you don't want
Squiff !” remarked Billy Buuter, “Tl1
come, if you like. Shall I carry somo
things for you, old chap?”

“1f you touch any of those things,
youwll get kicked!™ enapped Vernon-
dmith,

“ Beast !

Billy Bunter rolled out. Smithy was
in onc of his unpleasant tempers. And
evidently there were no crumbs frem
the rich man’s table for DBunter.

The Bounder was scowling. Ho had
not been able to still his malicious
tongue, but he was hurt and offended

v Sclui!f turning him down so
prompily. And he understood, too, the
expression on Redwing’s face, though
Tom said nothing. Mrs. Mimble, too,
was looking at ’fnim with o far from
appreving eye. She liked Jim Valen-
tine, as almost everyone at Greyfriars
did. And Smithy’s very plain hint
that Valentine had knowingly passed
falsc money on her seemed to her ill-
natured and absurd. Counterfeit half-
erowis were not uncommon, and ans
unwary fellow might_have got ]andex
with one, and passed it on without hav-
ing notieed it,

“I am sure Master Vulentine will
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take thiz back when I tell him,” said
Mrs. Mimble, in a very marked tone.
“1 am certain that he never knew it
was a bad one.”

"' OF covirse, he couldn’t havo known,”
said Redwifigr,

" No bizney of mine!” snapped Ver-
non-Smith, *I'd know fast enough if
anyone tried landing a dud balf-crown
on ma”’

Mrs, Mimble smiled faintly—a smilo
that irriceted the Boundes, He knew
what she was thinking—thas Valeniine
Was not so wary and sudpicious as ho
was, and, therefore, more lhikely tor bo
takert in by a rogue, Btowhng, iho
.l_io_under-;.ia_thcred up his purchases, and
paid for them with a couple of currency

notes, and left the shop with Redwing.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Werking the Oracle !

00-HOO 1~
Jim Valentine started,

It was some time after tea,
. and Valentine had been in the
gym with his friends. He had loft thein
thero, and come back to the House, and
up to the Remove passage. He had
sompe work to do, and was going to got
it done in Btudy Neo. 1 hefore Ip.rcp.

As he approached Siudy No. 1 he was
sirprised by thé sound of “blubbing ”
goihg on within that cclebrated apart-
ment.

.. Blubbing wes extremely uncommon,
if not entrrely unknown, in tho Grey-
friars Remove, Even fags in tho Second
did not hlub,

. ’551:} Valentine was naturally eston-
ished,

Ho was not aware that a fat youth
had been watching from the doorway
of the study, had secn his head rise
into view on the Remove staircase, and
had then backed into the study, and
commenced  the sound of woo and
lamentation that =»  stortlod  him.
Valentine was nce =0 seenstomed as the
other fellows to the wi of William
George Bunter,

“What the dickens——" hn cxclaimed,

He stared into Lis sh

Billy Bunter was ccated in ilio arm-
chair there, with his fat fuce buried in
his pod hands,

“Boo-heo! Boo-hoo ! wailed Bunter.

“You silly owl!” roared Valeotine.

Billy Bunier removed e podgy
hands from the fut fuce and Llinked at
Valentine. Teais were running down his
fat cheeks, The o real fears, Dunter
had thrown a slies of onion out of tho
window just Lefure Valen!ine entered,
The tears wero  pleinly  visihle—the
canse of thew lad disappeared.

Velentine starad at him,

“What on earth’s tho matier?? lie
asked. ] :

The sight of tears disarmed him, as
he had no suspicion of the eonion,

“Boo-hoo Boo-hoo I wept
“Shut the door, old chap! I
—I don’t want anybedy to seo e blub-
bing! I—I c-can’t help it! Boo-hoo!
My poor sister Bessie! Boo-hoo!”

Valentino shut the door, his face
grave. Bunter's grief scomed to in-
dicate a serious bereavemoent. i

Valentine kad wvever heard of Bessio
Buuter before. Neither was he awaro
Low extremely frail was the thread of
family affection in the Bunter tribe,
He was prepared to be sympathetic if
the fat Sw] had suffered some heavy
0Es,

“Your sister Bessie,” ho asked—
“what’s happened to her?”

“ Pip-pip-p1p-pip——"" moancd Dunter.

“What 1

“ Pip-pip-pip-poor Drssic!  She's ab
Clilf House School, you know ! groancd
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Bunter. “I've been goin® to take you

over there and introduce you, Valentine.

old chap; you'd like to see Dessie. She's

awfully pretty | We're all alike in our

familly, you know! &he's j-j-just like
el

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Valentine

involuntarily,

essio. Bunter of CLF  Tlouse
Bchool was just like her brother Billy,
he did not guile see how she could be
awfolly pretiy,  IHowever, he did not
8ay =0.

**And she's ill 1" groaned Bunter.

“3orry, old chap!” zaid Valentine.
His opimcn of Bunter rose o little, A
fellow who was reduced to teers because
his sister was il could not be a bad
chap. “1 hope it's not bad.”

¢ Double plumbago !"' groaned Bunter.

Valentine started.

“ Double what "

“Plumbago. It runs in our family,”
said Bunter. “My grandfather had it
bad. My uncle, who was killed in the
War, died of Plumbago.'_’

“Wha-a-at 1" gasped Valentine,

“I—I—1 mean, my—my uncle who
wasn't killed in the War,” gasped
Bunter—“that is, he would have died
of plumbago if he hadn’t been killed in
the War! That's what I really meant
to say—galloping plumbago 1”

“Do you mean lumbago?”
Valentine,

“ Eh—yes! Anyhow, it’s double—T—I
think Lru{;h&l And—and there's a touch
of celluleid arthritis, too!”

“O0Oh, my hatl” gasped Valentine.
“I've heard of rheumatoid arthritis, 1
think—"

“That's what I mean,” said Bunter
hastily. “I—I'm so broken-hearted, T
don’t know what I'm sayingl Pi-pip-

ip poor Bib-Bib-Bib-Bessie!  Boo-

DCI !])

Bunter removed his spectacles and
rubbed his eyes. They were red with
grief—or onion |

“Lying on a sick-bed, you know ™
said Bunter. " And—and I’ve been dis-
a;::p'a?is:ld about a postal order——"

“And—and I can’t send her any-
thing I” groaned Bunter. “If I had a
pound, ['d send her some nice things,

asked

ou know. She's practically starved at
{ifi House—same us I am heral If a
follow enly had a pound 1”

Bunter wept again,

“But—but is it serious?” asked

Valentine dubiously. “I believe lum-
bago i3 painful, but I didr’t think it
wai dangerous.™

“Bhe’s _got pneumocnia as well.” ex-

plained DBunter—" pneumonia in both
arms and the left leg—""

“(h, great Bcott!|”

“Boo - hoo | Boo - hoo t” Bunter

dropped his grief-stricken face in his fat
kands again and blubbed, “And-—and
a fellow can’t do anything! Boo-hoo!
I know you’d lend me a pound if you
had one, old fellow. T’'m mnot blaming
¥you because you can't. I know you're
short of money. Boo-hoo! If I could
only cut down to Chunkley’s and order
e few nice things to be sent to her!
Boo-hoo I

Valentine regarded him  doubtfully,
Bunter, it was clear, was not well up
in the list of diseases that alflieted Miss
Bunter, Dot there was no doubt about
b1z emotion—real tears rolled down his
plump cheeks, Valentineg had hitherto
regarded Billy Bunter as a fat, fatuous,
greedy. and rather unzerupulous young
rascal.  Now he thought a great deal
better of him.

“Look here, Bunter, if ten bob’s any
good——"" he began,

“No; it’s n pound, you see,” said
Bunter, “The o

He broke off quite suddenly before he
mentioned the Pro Dono Publico
Company.

“What's a pound?” asked Valentine,
puzzled.

“JI—1—1 mean, I—I've made up a—a
list of—of nice things—the—the things
pip-pip-poor Bessie likes—and—and 1t
comes to exactly a pound. I—I was
expecting a postal order for a pound,
and now—now—— Boo-hoo "

Valentine took out his little cheap
notecase. [t contasined a single pound
note—all he had. His small change had
gone in the tuckshop abt tea-time. It
cost him rather an eliort, but he had a
kind and generous heart,

Billy Bunter, with his fat hands over
his weeping countenance, watched him
through his podgy fingers,

e S —
F SCOTTISH READER
SCORES A “ BULLSEYE"
AND WINS A
USEFUL POCKET KNIFE
WITH THE FOLLOWING
AMUSING STORYETTE:

Paddy was sesking to work his
passage from America on a tramp
steamer,

“ And have you been to sea be-
fore T '’ asked the skipper.

“ Shure now,’” Paddy answered,
““ and do you think I came cver
from Qireland in a cab 7 V'

One of our useful prizes has
been sent to Duncan MacPhersen,
2, Mearns Street, Greenock, Scot-
land.

His plumap heart beat with bope.

He had doubted whether it would he
any use to tell Valentine about the Pro
Bono Publieco Cowmpany and their
ruunificent offer, He had tried that up
and down the Remove without suceoss.

Hence his  present  stunt — which
scemed to be working | Fortunately for
Bunter, Jim Valeotine was a new

fellow, and did not kncw him so well
as the rest of the Remove did,
Valentine detached the pound
from the cheap little case.
“ Look here, Bunter, here you arol”

note

he said.
Bunter fairly grabbed the pound
note. He left off weeping immediately,

There was nothing more to weep for.
“0Oh, 1 say, thanks, old chap!” ex-
claimed the fat Owl. “1 say, that's
awfully deeent of vou! I'll et you have
this back out of the two-pound-ten.”

n

“ Eh—what
Valentine,

“I—I—1 mean, I—-T'in cxpecting a
sostal order for two-pound-ten,” said

unter hastily, “I—I'll eut off now,
old fellow! I haven’t too much time to
catch the post.”

“¥ou're sending the order to Chunk-
ley’s by post?" asked Valentine,

“Eh? Oh, yes, exactly!”

Bunter dodged out of the study., Jim
Valentine stood, looking more dubious
than ever. owever, it was done now,
and he dismissed the maticr from his
mind. He took out his books, and sat
down to work at the study table.

Bunter had shut the study door after
him—which he did not always take the
trouble to do when he left a fellow's
study. The shut door prevented Valen-
tine from observing that, in the Remove

assage, Billy Bunter drew an envelope
rom his pocket, ready stamped and
addressed. There was o letter inside
that envelope, and inio the letter
Bunter crammed the pound note, He
dabbed the envelope with his mouth,
stuck it down, and rolled away to the
stairs. Three minutes later, that letter
was dropped inte the school box—in
time for the collection,

Billy Bunter was still rather red-eyed
—that was the inevitable effect of the
onion that had produced the tears; but
he was grinning with satisfaction as he
rolled back to the House.

His letter to the Pro Bono Publico
Company was posted now. Twenty
useful and valuable articles would come
in returit, which he was going to sell
for fifty shillings ! Gencrously, he mado
up his fat mind to let Valentine have
his pound baek out of these handsome
profits. That would leave Bunter thirty
shillings to the good It wus a happy
prospeet. IMisher T. Fish looked {EEQ
having his transatluntic nose put out.of
joint as the business man of the @rmave.

two-pound-ten ?”  asked

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Too Late!

7 ARRY WHARTON and Frank
Nugent came into Study No. 1,
with smiling faces. Valentine
was fimishing a Latin exercise
at the table. He looked up inquiringly
at his study-mates.
“Was it you?” asked Harry.

_“What, and which?” inquired Valen-

tine,

“Bomebody caught Hacker with a
glice of onion from one of the study
windows,” said the captain of the
Remove, laughing. “1 suppose it was
an aceident; some silly ass just chucked
it out without thinking, DBut Hacker
was meandering along the path, and it
dropped on his napper.”

Jim Valentine langhed,

“Not goilty 1" he answered,

“1lacker’s  rather eross,” grinned
Nugent. “He was telling Queleh. It
svems that be was looking up to sce
whether it leoked like rain, and the
ouion caught him on the noso. It came
from one of the Remove studies, he told
Quelch—one of the first two or three”

“Not this study,” said Valentine—
“unless it was DBunter. He was hera
when | came in a quorter of an hour
ago.”

“Wlhy, that's just whon it happened 1"
exclaimed Wharton. “ Has that fat asa
been larking agam? He played o trick
like that on Coker of the Fifth from
this very window once. Mlacker’s not
gafe to lark with.”

“1 don't think Bunter was fecling
much like larking,” said WValentine.
“[1is sister’s 1l at Cliff House, and he
was rather cut up about it,”
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“Was hof” exclaimed Frank, in
astonishmeént. “ Iie’s jolly soon got over
it, then. We pasced him in the passage
just mnow, grinning like o dhcshlro
cat,”
“Oh!1” said Valentine. = = |

“1 haven't heard of Bessie being ill
said Wharton. “I remember he told
Mauly she was ill last term; he wanted
to borrow ten bob to send her a bunch
of grnpes. Maulf fell to it—and Bunter
had a spread n his study.”

Valentine jumped.

He Fad been feeling a littlo dubious.
But after this he did not feel dubiocus;
he could hardly doubt that he had been
“done * by the wily and astute Owl of
the Remove.

“Did Bunter touch you for a loan?”
chuckled Nugent
_“Well, you sce——"' stammecred Valen-
tine.
“You don't know jolly old Bunter so
well as we do!” said Harry Wharton,
Jaughing. “1 noticed ho looked jolly
pleased about something.” -

“The fat, pifling spoofer !” exclaimed
Valentine indignantly. “But—but he
really looked cut up! 1 don't think he
could have put it uﬁ on! Ho was blub-
bing over it.”

_“He isn't blubbing now—he's chort-

ling,” said Nugent. “You've been

nﬁvoofecl, you ass! Iow much di
unter touch you for?”

Valentine rose to his fect. His face
was rather grim. It was not really o
light matter to part with his only ?ound
note, and leave himself “stony " for

ys to come. To lend it to a grief-
stricken fellow who was worried about a
sick sister was one thing. To bo done
out of it by a spoofing young rascal was
quite another.

“I think I'll speak to Bunter,” he
said. “If the fat bounder was pulling
my leg—"

“0Of course he was, fathead!”

“But ho was really blubbing—tears
on his checks,” said Valentine. “A
fellow can't cr?; to order, 1 suppose?”

“Well, I shouldn’t think so,” said

harton, puzzled. “I1 know 1 jolly well
couldn’t! Sure of the jolly olcjl tears t”

3 as‘, quite 1"

“Well, that looks genuine—but you
say it was only a quarter of an hour
ego, and we passed him a few minutes
ago looking as pleased as Punch. Your
oan must have cured his grief, an
dried his tears. But Bunter’'s such a
spoofing twister——"

“Oh, really, Wharton—" A fat
face and a isrgo pair of spectacles
looked in at the door of Study No. 1.

“Q0h, here he is! Roli in, barrell”
said Wharton. “ How's Bessie?”

“Frightfully ill,” said Bunter. “I
told Valentine—he's sympathotic, not
hard-hearted, like you fellows. He's got
& soft heart.”

“A soft head,

n!

] ou mean,” said Frank.
Bunter Fr:nn for a moment. As a
matter of fact, that was his own opinion,
and that was why ho had worked the
blubbing stunt on the new fellow.

“Is your sister really ill, you fat
villain 1” asked Valentine. ]

“Prxctlcullf at death’s door,” said
Bunter cheerfully. “Double plumbago
in both arms, and celluloid what-do-you-
call-it in the foct.”

“Oh crikey 1"

“But that isn't what I came to speak
sbout,” said Buntor. “I hear that old
Hacker caught the onion with his silly
boko, and he’s complained to Quelch.”

“What about it?”
staring.

“Well, what 1 mean is, Quclch ma{
look into it,” explained Bunter. “
don’t want Valentine to mention that I
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asked Harry,

was in this study at the time, if he's
asked about it.”

“You fat chump! Have you been
hunﬁ‘ng onions from this window at tho
Shell beak?” exclaimed Wharton.

“Of course not!” said DBunter
irvitably. “What do I caro about
Hacker? He makes Hobson and Hos-
kins, and that crew sit up in the Shell,
but I don’t have anything to” do with
him. It was a sheor accident, of course.
How was I to know that old lIacker was
meant!ermgb along under the window ?”

“Then what did you chuck tho onion
out for?”

“1 didn’t!” said Bunter promptly.
“Don’t you get making out that I did
it, Wharton! I eall that mean!”

“You frabjous ass!” roared the cap-
tain of the Remove. “You've just sand
that you did it!”

“Nothing of the kind!” said Bunter
warmly. “I said it was an accident,
and so it was! A sheer accident!
Hacker just happened to be there. But
Quelch mightn't believe that it was an
accident, 1f he knew-—he's suspicious.
So's Hacker. 8o if there’s any fuss, I'd
rather it wasn't mentioned that I was in
this study at the time. See?”

The three Removites gazed at Bunter,

“And what on earth were you doin
with an onion here, anyhow 1’ nskec
Frank.

“1 didn’t—I mean, [ wasn't! 1 never

— ——
A Tip-Top Tale You Really NMust I
Read!

“HERO AND CAD!"”
By Martin Clifiord.

Get a copy of the GEM now on rale
and read thizs splendid stery of school
adventure. [t teils of o boy—knovm
to everyons at St. Jim's a3 8 waster

a cad—who riske almo:t certain
death tosave hischum'slife. Thrillsand
tun abound in this ripping yarn of TOM
MERRY & CO., the checry chums
of St. )im's. Don't lorget, eask lor

Tthe GEM i

| On Sale Now

¢ . Besides, it wasn't an
onion—only & slice of one !” said Bunter,
“1 never chucked it out of the window !

had an onion!

Why should I? Only as it happened to
hit old Hacker on his eilly noso, I'd
rather it wasn’t tentioned—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton, as a
sudden light broke on his mind.
;’}E‘I:Qt‘ﬁ W?l:l!l'e _l.he[ tears camo from!

o jolly old onion|”

“Ila, ha, ha1” yelled Nugent. 3

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jim Valentine,
“Bunter, you spoofing scoundrel, hand
me back that pound note, sharpl TI'll
jolly well burst you!”

“A pound note!” shrieked Wharton.
“QOh crumbs! He did Mauly for ten
bob with the same stunt last term! DBut
o quid! Oh, my hat!”

“J—I say, you fellows,” stammered
Bunter, “{—f wasn't spoofing, you
know. I never rubbed my eyes with
that onion, and I never chucked it out
of the window when I saw Valentino
e coming?” yelled

alentine.

“Certainly not, old fellow. I never
knew you were coming, till you startled
me by stepping into the study. I—I was
too cut up over pgi-pip- 1p-poor old

i ou know ! o—she's ill.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“8he’s lving at Cliff ITouse now——"
went on Bunter sorrowfully. i

“\While you're lym]g at Greyfriars,”
sﬁ:ggeste;l b{ll.ugent. “Lying runs in the

unter family.”

Harry Wharton_croszed to the dour
and slammed it. He put his back to it.

“Now, you fat brigand,” he said,
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“you've spoofed Valentine out of his
pound note. You can’t have spent it
yet. Cough it up.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"'

“Bort out a fives bat, Franky.”

“Here you are!”

_"I—1 say, you fellows, Bossie's really
I".' ol l;now g liaspcd Bugter. g

b ugh up at poun ou fab
fibber.” e

“1t’s all cight about the pound,” said
Bunter,  “Valentine necedn’t  worry
about his pound. I'm letting him have
it back out of the two-pound-ten, sce?”

“Oh !” gasped Wharton. “Is that it?
Pro Bono Publico—" )

“I'm gotting the twenty articles on
Saturday, at the latest,” said Bunter.
“I shall sell them all by Saturday even-
ing. Then I shall square Valentine,
and also some few trifling sums 1 owo
you fellows. 1 caught tha post with
the letter, so that's all right.”

“You've posted Valentine’s quid?”
roared Wharton.

“Oh! No! Not at all! I-—I spent
that on—on some little luxuries for
Bessie, because—because she’s feariully
ill, you know,” enid Bunter hastily.
“My pip-pip-pip-poor dear sistcr, you
know——>

0

" Well, my hat!”

Valentine burst into a laugh.

“Well, the quid’s gone,” he said
“Kick him 1"

“Oh, really, Valentine! Your quid’s
safo enough, when I'vo sold the twenty
articles——  Yaroooh! ILeggo, Whar-
ton, you beast!” roared Bunter, as tho
captain of the Remove grasped his
collar. “Wharrer you at? Kl think you
might be a bit sympatbetic, when a
fellow's twent uticﬁ:s are lying at
death's door—I mean, a fellow's twenty
iutem-—thaz is, a fellow's sister—

|’l

v ¥
Billy ;!nnter roared frantically as a
fives i]at came into contact with the
tightest trousers at Greyfriars. Once
more there was woe and lamentation in
that study—but this time it was genuine,

“Ow! Lelggo! Wow! Leave off!
Whooop ! east! 1 wen't pay tho
pound now! Wow! ‘YaroooE! Oh

crikey ! Oh lor’ 1

Whack, whack, whaek}

Wharton threw open the study door.

“Now, all kick together!” ho gaid.
_Billy Bunter travelled out of Study
No. 1 at about 60 m.p.h,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Scena in the Tuckshop!
“MAS'I:‘E‘!} VALENTINE !

es, ma’am?” said
Valentine cheerily.
In break, the following

morning, a number of Remave fellows
camo into the school shop, among them
the Famous Five and Jim Valentine.
Mrs., Mimble immediately sorted out o
epecial half-crown. The good dame was
quito amiable; but she wanted, o
course, the bad half-crown changed for
a one,
You paid me this )i’eaterday, Master

Valentine,” said Mrs, Mimble,

“Did 177 asked Valentine. “What
ahout it ”

“It's a bad one.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Somebody beon
spoofing you, old bean?” said Dob

herry. ) ;

Valentine, looking puzzled, picked u
tho half-crown., It was quite a goo
imitation, likely to deceive a carcless
eye, though not likely to deceive a shop-
keeper wEo rang it on the counter.

“It's a bad owe, sir,” said Mra

“Yes, 1 ean seo it is,” ngrcctl
Valentine. * But are you sure it's the
one I gave you, ma’am?t™
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** Boo=hoo ! Pi-pip-pip-poor Bib-bib-bib-Bessie ! *’ groanad Bunter.

atouch of celluloid arthritis, too !

** Oh, my hat ! ** gasped Valentine.

““ She's got galloping phimbago.
““ I"ve heard of rheumaioid arthritis. I think—-'"

And—and there’s

‘“ That’s what | mean,” said Bunter hastily, ‘‘1'm so brokea-nearied, I don’t know what I’m saying. Pip-pip-pip-

“0h, ves, quite!” said Mrs. Mimble, a
trifle less amiably. “I noticed it the
miuute you had gone out,”

“Well, it's up to you, then,” said
Valentine, \}ou gave me the half-
crown yourself, ma'am, on Tuesday, [
changed a ten-shilling note here, and
that wes part of the change.”

Mprs. Mimble shook her head.

“It can't bo, Master Valentine.”
There was a touch of asperity in her
manoer pow. * I should have noticed it.
I remember changing the ten-shilling
rote, aud there was u half-crown in the
change—but not this one.”

“{f this is the one [ gave you yester-
day, it certainly weos this one you gave
me, Mra. Mimble,” said Valentine
quietly. “I haven't done any “lmpp;lj?
out of gates—and it was the only half-
crown 1 had.”

A hard leok came over Mrs. Mimblo's
amiable, plump face. She was perfoctly
certain that the bad half-crown had not
l)amt:d through her hands before. She
1ad not kept e shop for a quarter of a
century without knowing bad silver from
good. What Valeotino stated was, in
?a.ct, imposaible, and Mrs, Munble knew
it.

There was & rather awkward pause.

A good many fellows were in the

school thop; and all attention was
drawn to Valentine now. His checks
coloured.

“1 moust really ask you to take back
this half-crown, sir,”” said Mrs. Mimble,
at last, “I cannot afford to lose
meney.”’

*“QCertainly I would teke it back if I
had given it to you,” said Jim. *“ But it
is the same half-crown you gave me on
Tucsday, ma'aar.”

1t is not!” gnapped Mra. Mimblo,

poor Bessie | Boo-uvo [’

“I tell you that 1 have had no other
balf-crown this week !"

“You may tell me what yvou like,
Master Vulentine,” satd Mres.” Mimblo,
“DBut that is not the half-crown 1 guve
You oo Tucsday—it is & bad one. If you
receive bad woney it is wicked to try to
pass it on an old vomau,'"

Valentiue erimsoned,

brs. Mimble was losing her temper
now. RKnowing that she had not given
out that coin, she could orly cencludo
that she had to deal witl: an unserupu-
lous young ruscal. Valeatine believed
every word of his cwn statement: but
Mrs. Mimblo, of course, eould not. That
his half-crown had been changed for
another, without his knowledgo, natur-
ally did uot oceur for o moment to tho
boy's mind. He was quite unaware of
the true moeaning of the pocket-prekiug
episode at Lantham a couple of days
ago.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked red and
uncomfortablo. Vernon-Smith had cowe
in, sod he was listening with a pro-
nounced sneer on his face,

“That cannot be the hali-crown I gave
vou yesterday, Mrs. Mumble, if 1t is not
the one you banded me on Tue:zday,”
said Vealentine, ot last.

“QOh, yes, it 18,” scid the Bounder,
breaking in, “1 was here at the timo,
and Mrs Mimble spotied it at once.”

Valentine goavo him o glateo,

“You cun mind your own businness,
Vernon-Smith I he snapped

“It's every follow's business to sco
that an old lady isn’t swindled,” reo-
torted the Bouader contemptuously.

“You rotter! You dare to say—"
exolaimed Vulentine fiercely.

“Please don’t quarrel hero,
geatlemen I said Mes. Mimble,

young
“Iam

curo Master Valentine will talic the
Lalf-crowa back.”

“1 would, if it was mine,”
Valentino, " But it isn't {”

Wharton gudged hiw,

“There's o wistake somowhere, old
chap,” e whispered. “1 think I'd take
it buck—it's not 2 lot of mouey—only o
half-erown.””

“So 1 would,” answered Valentino,
“But I haven't another! I'm stouy !

“I'I} lend you one, with pleasure.

Valeutine hesitated. lle Wil
generpus, and oven careless, with money,
a3 the wewdent of the pound-note nmi
Bunter bad :hown. He would willingly
have taken the bad hali-crown ofl Mrs,
Mimble's hauds, to save the old lady &
loss. But to do so muw wus as good us
pdmitting that the bad half-crown had
been his, und that he bad tried to pass
it on and failed. He shook his head.

“1 can't do that, Wharton,” he said.
“The ha!f-crown was given me in this
shop on Tuesday. AMrs. Mumble never
nouc’t':d it, of course, but that is the

enid

ira. Mimble gave a sound resembling
a snort. ) .

“As f 1 should not have noticed it!”
she exclaimed. “There is a lot of bad
money passing 1 this neighbourhood
Intely—all over Frniardale and Court-
field and Pegg and Wooderd, It's
been going on tor weeks, sud I've boen
as carcful as anything with the moaey.
I look at every coin.”

“Waell, that's how it is," said
Veientine. “1 had the half-crown hero,
and now vou've got it back again. Ity
the samo balf-crown,” .

“It is not!" spapped Mrs. Mimble.

((Continued on page 1
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“And if you do not change it, Master
Valentine, I shall have to speak to Mr,
Quelch.”

Jim Valentine drew a deep breath,

“You may speak to Mr. Quelch as
soon ai you like,” he answered. *“1
ghall tell him what I have told you—
that that half-crown was given me here.”

“Then you will tell him a wicked un-
truth 1" exclaimed Mrs. Mimble, almost
in tears. “And | am sure that Mr.
Quelch will take my word.”™

There was a murmur from some of the
{ellows in the tuckshop. The Bounder's
lip curled with scorn. He, at least, had
no doubt that Mrs. Mimble was right;
and that Valentine had attempted to
pass false money on the old dame, Jim's
ilushed face paled. The fellows were
giving him odd looks—even his own
friends were silent and discomfited. The
disputed half-crown lay on the counter.

“Look here, 1t's a rotten shame to
diddle an old lady I"* said Temple of the
Tourth.

“Oh, rather I” said Dabney.

“You fooll” snapped Jim Vealentine.
“I tell you that coin is not mine.”

“0Oh, chuck it!1"” grunted Ilobson of
the Shell, “Mrs. Mimble knows
whether she had & bad half-crown or not
—and I'd take her word against yours
Bny day.”

“Thank you, Master Hobson,"” said
Mrs. Mimble. “*TI'm sure all the young
gentlemen know me well, and know that
I would not give out a bad coin if one
was passed on me,”’

“] am sure of that, ma’am,” said
Valentine. “It just happened that you
did not notice it, that's all.”

Bniff, from AMrs. Mimble. >

“Look here, I never noticed that it
was bad, and you may have overlooked
it just in the same way!"” exclaimed
Valentine,

“That's so,"” said Harry Wharton.

“Liverybody makes mistakes, you
know.” )
Mrs. Mimble sniffed again, She

drew the disputed half-crown back to
her own side of the counter.

“T shall talre this to Mr, Quelch,” she
said. “He will decide the matter.
am very much surprised at this, Master
Valentine. I thought you were an
honourable young gentleman.”

“You've no right to say that, Mrs.
Mimble,’” said Valentine, his fnce very
pale. “You've mede o mistake——"

Another snifl,

1 give you my word, ma'am,'
Valentine.

“Please don’t say any more,” said
Mrs. Mimble. “T cau’t bear to hear a
hoy tolling antruths like that. You did
not get the hall-crown here, and you
cannot faney that you did. It's nom-
sansa 1"

Ard leaving it at that, Mrs. Mimble
turned away, to serve her waiting
customers.  Valentine stood with a
white, harassed face. All the follows
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? gaid

-

{looked at the Famous Five,

slop were looking 8l hima

sorae ocontemptuously, He
and saw
them standing silent, troubled, and dis-
mayed. [le gave them one quict look,

in  the
curiously,

® and turned and left the tuckshop by
H himsolf.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Johnny Bull Takes a Handl

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH, the
master of the Remove, was giv-
ing his Form valuable instruc-
tion in Roman history in third
gchool that morming. But there were a
good many fellows in the Remove whose
thoughts wandered, and who did not
acquire s0 much knowledge of ancient
Rome as they might have done,

The incident in the tuckshop weorried
the Famous Five deeply, and Jim
Valentine stil: tnore It puzzled a good
many other fellows, The Bounder
several times turned his eyes on
Valentine with a sneer. What bad hap-
pened had confirmed and intensified
Vernon-8mith's suspicions of the uew
fellow; and he fancied he saw much
more in the incident than any other
fellow dreamed of seeing.

The fellow who had laid hands on
him to set free a pickpocket—the fellow
whose antecedents were unknown and
dubious—was a fellow to distrust, in the
Bounder's opinion. The thoughts that
passed through Smithy's mind in third
school would have surprised Mr. Quelch
had he guessed themn—and they cer-

tainly hed little to do with Homan
history.

Vernon-Smith joined the I'amous Five
when the Remove came out—and

Valentine went out alone. Thore was
a subdued grin on Smithy's face. What
vorried and distressed the chums of the
Remove, did not distress 8mithyv—rather
it was like meat and drink to him.

“Just a word with you men,” he said,
ns he went isto the quad with llarry
Wharton & Co. “ Vou've talien up-that
tnan Valentine this terim-—"

“He's a friend of curs!”
YWharton curtly.

“ Do you know a Int about him %

Wharton did not answer that,

“There was some talk about him at
tha beginning of the terin,” went on
dmithy. “ It came from Bunter—--"

“Bunter’s a cackling ass!” growled
Dob Cherry.

“Oh, guite! But from what T heard,
he saw =omething of Valentine before
the fellow came hero, and so did yvou
fellows. You don't know his prople 7
“He's ancorphan.” said Harry,

*No people at all?" persisred Bmithy.
“ e bas an uncle m Bouth America,
heliove. whormnm he hasn't heard of for
long tima."

“How did he wedge into Greyfriars$”
“ Beiter agk him !’

The Bounder luughed.

“No need to get shirty,” he said.
“I'tn giving you men tho tip! You've
taken up a bad hat”

“Oh, rot1”

“The other day he lot loose that pick-
pocket that [ wamied to take to the
police station. He knew the man.
Don’t you think so?”

The chums of the Remove were silent.

“1t's plain enough.” said the Bounder.
“Well, now he's pussing falze money. "

“Oh, don't be a silly ass!" exclaimed
Wharton angrily.  “Any fellow might
get landed with & bad coin and pass it
on without neticine it. It’e happoned to
me, for that matter.”

“1 faney 1’ happencd
evorybody,” said Nugcil.

said

—

to mneerly
“ A fellow
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ean't always be syuinting ab
make sure it's good.”

“That's not the point, and vou know
it,” sncered the Bounder. “That might
happen to Valentine, or any fellow. Bul
he stood it out that he got the half-
crown from Mrs. Mimble—and she says
he didn't.”

“Well, as he says so, he did,” said
Harry, after a pauss. * Mrs, Mimble
didn't happen to notice it.”

‘“Bhe noticed it fast enough when she
got it from Valentine.” grinned Smithy,
“And che'd have noticc§ it fast enough
if it had been passed on her before.”

“Look here, what are you gétting at,
Bmithy !” demanded the captain of the
Remove restively. “I've told you thab
Valentine ds a friend of ours.”

“And I've told you that you've taken

a coin W

up a bad hat, and the sooner you chuck
him, the better for you EUppO&e
you've heard that this neighbourhood
has been swamped with Ea,d mon
lately—bad silver and counterfeib
currency notes.”

“What about it?” growled DBob.

“That accounts for a bad half-crown
being here, if you come to thut.”

“Or it may be eccounted for by a
supply of bad money being hers,” said
the Bounder coolly. “*Somebody’s work-
ing the neighbourhood with the stuff—
perhaps working from Greyfriare ns a
centre,”

The juniors staved blankly at Smithy.

“Why, wyou utter ass!” exelaimed
Wharton. “Do you mean—--''

“T mean exsctly that!” assented
Veruon-Smith, with a nod. A fellow

wheo is hand in glove with a pickpocket,
and who tells lies aboat having a bad
half-crown in his possession——-""
“WValentine Lasn't told lies " enapped
Wharron.
“He has—and vou
answered Vernon-Smith,

know he has!"
“He said he

had got that hali-crown [rem Mrs,
Mimble—and 1t was a de! And—"
“leave it at  that!”  interrupted

Whavion.  “Yeu've zaid guite enough,
Herbert Vernon-Swsich.  Take the rest
to some fellow who wants to hiear it.”

The Ponnder shrugped his shouldera
and waiked away. He left the chums
of the Romove in a dismal proup,
worriea and uncomioriszble. As soon as
Vernon-8mith was gono Valentine came
up. His foce was set

“We'd bLetter know where we stand,
you fellows,” he suid gquietly. “If you
thigk 1 knew I was paising & bad coin
on Mrs, Minuble, and was telling lies on
Ll sub jeot—"

“We don't!” said Harry,

“The don'tfulness i3 terrifie, my
esteemed  and  ndicmous Valenting,™
siid Hurreo Jams=ct Ram Siugh.

“1 sive you tny word, * said Jun,
“that 1 was telling the exact truth, I
can't understand the old lady being so
positive about it when it’s clear that she
has made a mistake.”

Johnny Bull shook his head.

“Alrs Mimble hasn't made a mistake,
Valentine,” he said. “ 3h¢'s as sharp a3
a needle  That hali-crown had never
becn in her hands before you handed i
to her ¥

Valentine breathed bard.

“Then you think———’

“ | think you've made the mistake, nob
Mrs. Mimble. You got the coin some-
where else, and you've forgotten all
about it  Thut's all.”

“Yes, that's it,” sain DBob.

“OF course !" said Nugent,

“That iz not 1t 1" suid Jim. *1 tall
vou, as I told her, that I've had only
one half crown in my hands this week,
and that was the ore Mrs Mimble gave
we in cliarge on Tuesday.”

“And I tell you that you'rs making a
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mistake, and you got that half-erown

out of gates,” said Johnny Bull. “ And
#hat being the case——""

*That is not the case”

“That being th» case,” repeated

Johmny stolidly, “you'ro bound to take
it off her hands, the mistake being
yours |

“Do yon think I shouldn’t know
whether I'd changed 2 noto out of gates
or not?” exclaimed Valentine angrily.
“TI'm not loaded ap with notes like
Bmithy or Mauleverer. How often do 1
have currency notes to change?”

“Well, that’s how it 1s!" said Johnny
Bull.

“Rubbish! I eould not have made a
mistake—and what I eaid to Mrs.
Mimble is either true or untrue!” ex-
claimed Valentine.

“It was untrue,” said Johnny Bull

calmly; “but it was, as I've =aid, o
mistake. You made the mistake.”

“1 did not |”

“You did, old bean!” said Johnny.
“And that being so, go and take the
dud off her hands before she goes to
Quelch. No good having a row over it.”

*1 would do that much, with pleasure,
but it would look as if I had lied and
backed down afterwards.”

“Rotl Own up you've made a
mistake—-"?

“1 haven’t |”

Johnny Bull ga¥e a grunt.

“If you don’t belicve mo—" said
Valentine.

“1 believe you're a silly ass!” said
Johnny Bull coolly. “If T'd thought you
were a liar [ should never have pailed
with you. You never got that half-
crown from Mrs, Mimble—"

“1 say I did ¥

DAVIDS v. GOLIATHS |
?HTS seagon’s Cup strugglo haa Leen

remarkable, to an even greater

extent than nsuel, for its surprise

reaulta, Third Division teams
have beaten First Division teams: and
the most staggering result of all, of course,
was the victory gained by Walsall over
Arsenal. In transfer feca the Walsall
team cost about seventy pounds, In
transfor fees the Arsenanl playing staff
must have cost about forty thousand
}1011.1‘1(]:!.

Probably this one result was respon-
gible for several letters which have reached
me esking for some sort of cxplanation of
theso things.  Xow is it that s seemingly
ordinary Third Division team can beat
the best teama in the Firat Division in
Cupties ? It is an interesting question,
and there aro several ways in which it
might be answered.

One obvious way of replying is to eay
that reputations count for little or nothing
on the football ficld ; that it ia tho things
which the Sla,yers do on any particular
day which decide the issue.

A team docsw't necessarily tein
be it has star men in the
gide ; the team ecan only win if they
score goals in each inatch. Possibly,
too, there may be something in the
idea that the gap beiwecen the best
players—the Pirst Division players,
that is—and the Third Division
players is not so wide as we some-
times think.

Knowing quito a lot, however, of the
way in which the minds of footballers run,
I think the explanation of the victories of
these ** Davida ™ over the ** Goliaths  of
football goca deepor than that, Take a
lowly sido playing a sot of men with big
reputations. The ' minnows,” ns we
might call them, are, in a sense, in o happy

osition. They aro in the position of

aﬁn?i everything to gain and nothing to
lose. 1f they are heavily defeated, nobody
is surprised ; there is no sort of disgrace
attached to defeat for them. Being able
to play carefree football, the players of
the small club often play good—sur-
prisingly good—Ifoatball.

Tho playera with the big reputations
may start the game by treating their
epponents lightly. Those opponents show
surprisingly good farm. The men with
the reputations then begin to worry.
They begin to think of tho laugh which will
be against them if they are beaten, As
the gamo gocs on tho Davids get more
and more courageous. The thought comes
to them that their ?poncnts are only
ordinary, anyway, and they put forward
superhuman efforts which probably sur-
prise themselves, and +which certainly
gurprise their opponents.
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"And I say you didn't! You'ro s
silly ass, making a silly mistake, and
sticking to it because you're an
obstinate ass as well.”

Valentine breathed hard.

“Do you want me to punch your
cheeky head, Bull 7 he asked.

“Go it, if you like! T dare say I
could punch yours just as hard|” said
Johnny cheerfully. “Lots of time for a
scrap before dinner, if you're keen
on it.”

“Chuck it, you duffers!” said ITarry
Wharton. “Look here, Valentine, I
think Johnny’s right, and you're making
some fatheaded mistake—"

“Rubbish I" snapped Valentine, his
eyes Haming

“Well, if what I say is rubbish, weo'd
better drop the subject,” said tho

{Continued on next page.)

OUR SGCCER FANS’ CORNER !

ZLINESMAN

praven TR e e ?
‘" Linesman,'” whose cheery chat is always iull of nteresting foot-

ball facts, wiil be pleased to hear from MAGMET readers who have

problems to solve.

Worite to him at The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Btreet, London, E.C.4.

STAGE-FRIGHT !
@ARR‘IIN{} on a litile further with

this question, wo now come {o

tha question of why the

“ Davids,” having done one or
two good things, don’t keep on doing
them and thus win the Cup, lIlere, again,
it iz o guestion of outlook. I have told
you that in the early stages of the com.
petition tho littlo elubs have overything
to gain and nothing to loso, Suppose,
however, that some ¢hib in & lowly state
menages to go through soveral rounds of
the Cup. The players then begin to dream
their dreams. Tho day passes when they
havo nothing to lozse. And as the Cup
compotition progresses the ** Davids ™ get
more and 1nore nervous.

In this connection I shall nover forget
the Swansea Town team a3 they played
in 1926, Swansea Town were, in the (st
seazon, in the Becond Division. They
were playing good football ond quite
degervedly. got to the somi-final, o stage
which they had not rcached before and
which thoy had probably never dreamt of
reaching.  Naturally, the players then
began to think that they might win the
Cup. In tho semi-final egainst Bolton
Wanderers, however, Swansea were badly
beaten, not g0 much by Bolton Wandercra
ag by themselves.

I have » seen a whole team
of footballers so mervous as twerc
the Swansea plagers on that occa-
sion. For the first half-hour theye
was scarcely a player among them
wha could kick the ball anything
like accurately, and before the inen
had got over their stage-fright they
were three goals down—goals due
more to mistakes by the Swansca
players than to excellcnce of their
opponcits.

And i that eaze you bave tho reason
why, although tho minnows often do well
in the early etoges, it iz usually the clubs

with the big reputations and tho cluba in

the top class which stay to the end of the
Cup race.

SPEED OFF THE MARK!

MONUG the queer foothall questions
which have reaehcd me recently
in one from a Clacton reader,
who wants to bknow which

players in the team should be the fastest
runners.  ‘Tho players who sre usually the
fostest runners in the averago football
team are the extreme wing men: tho
outside-right and the outside-left: It can
bo said that thesze players, having more or
fess a froe ficld and plenty of scope, are
best able to make use of speed. [ should
say that Joo Hulme, of the Arsenal, is
the fastest wing man in football to-day ;
perhaps the faatest footballer over a fuirly
long distance.

On the other hand, it is not ahsolately
necessary for evon a wing man to be a [ast
runner, Diminoek, the one-time Taotten-
ham player who waa eapped for England,
waa never a fast runner. Ifo rolied on
trickery rather than pace.

IWWhat 1 twwould impress on my
goung football readers on this
speed question, however, is that

pace, so long as it is allied to ball
control, is wuseful, no matler in
what position a player plays. In
other words, spced is uscful on
oceasions to every player.

In regard to speed, however, the moet
important point is often overlooked ; that
it 13 not the spced at which a ;;]Iaycr can
Jdo fifty or a hundredﬁ\;:rda which mattors,
but tho pace of the first few yards of the
sprint,  Speed olf the mark tells in font-
ball. It is the quick-starting player who
can dart between the backa.

Some players who have reached tho top
of the football tree have not been fast
runnera in the generally accepted sensc.
tiut they have been quicl starters. In
your traming give a fair amount of time
to starting. ““ LINESMAN.”

Tur Magxer Linrany.—No. 1,305,
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captain of tha Remove dryly, * What
about a trot round before dinner, you

men ¥

And the Fumouns Five trotted round,
leaving Jim Valentine standing on the
path, with a flushed and angry face.

When they ‘passed the echool shop
Johrny Bull halted.

*Come in here," he sad.

His friends followed him in.

“Mrs. Mimble,’”" called out Johnny
Bull. “about that jolly old half-crown, it
turns out that our pal made a mistake—
he got it out of gates.  He'd forgotten
all about it when ho was here in break.”

““Oh, Master Bull,” said Mrs, Mimble,
“I'm so glad to hear you say that! I
always thought so much of Master
Valentine, and it was dreadful to hear
Lim saying what I knew was not true!”

“He's rather a fathead in some
things,” said Johnny. “ Here's the half-
crown, Mrs. Mimble. Give me that
dud, and I'll drop it into a drain before
it goes on another round.”

“Here it is, Master Bu'll And pleaso
tell Master Valentine that I'm sorr
epoke so crossly, now he remembers !

“That’s all right,”” said Johnny Bull.
And he picked up the dud half-crown,
and the juniors |el;l the shop.

The spurious coin was promptly
dropped down a grating.

“That's that I” said Johnny Bull, with
ptolid satisfaction.

His chums gazed at him.

“Valentine will be waxy abeut this!”
said Nugent.

“I don’t mind I”" said Johnay

“Well, after all, he mus have made
a mistake,” said Harry Wharton. “I
can’'t understand his being so jolly
obstinate about it, Anyhow, there's an
end to it.”

The chums of the Romove little
droamed how far the affair was from
ing at an end.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight in the Changing-Room !
b SAY, you fellows!”

E “ Bow-wow "

“It hasn’t come yet!” said
Billy Bunter.

“Your jolly old postal order?” esked
Bob Cherry sympathetically. “Now, I
wonder why it hasn’t coms! Perhaps
it's because it never does come, old fat
bean.”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I mean, my

arcel of articles from the Pro Bono

ublico Company.” explained Bunter.
“'1t ought to have been here to-day, but
it hasn't come yet. I was going to sell
the articles this afterncon. and now—"

“Now vou're sold yourself "’

“What I mean is, 1 wns going to let
yon have the very best articlo in the lot
for half-acrown,” eaid Biily Bunter.
“As the parcel hasn’t come yet, would
you mind lettmg mo have the half
crown now, and taking the article when
it does come?”

“Would 17" asked Bob, with a grin.
“Yes, 1 rather think I would mind a
little, old fat man! In fact, I should
mind quite a lot.”

It was Saturday afternoon, and the
Famous Tive were going into the
changing-room when Billy Dunter
hooked on.  They had almost forgotten
by that time about Billy Bunter's
“articles ” that were coming from the
Pro Bono Publico Company. But the
Owl of the Romove, of course, had not
forgoticn.

His fat thowghts were continually
dwelling on those expected articles,
which he was buying for o shilling each,
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and swas going to soll for two-ond-six
each, perhaps! As it was plainly stated
in the advertisement that cvery article
was worth half-a-crown. Bunter saw no
difficulty ahead in disposing of them.
Still, he couldn't dispose of them tili
they arrived; and there seeme! (o he
some little delay in their arrival,

“1 say, Wharton, you're not so meoon
in money matters as Cherry,” said t(he
fat Owl, catching the captain of the
Remove by the sleeve, “You'll lot me
have the two-and-six now, and take the
article when it comes—"

“I'm meaner than Bob,” said Whar-
ton, solemnly. “Much meaner! Bob's
meanness in money matters, compared
wilh mine, is as moonlight unto sun-
light, as water unto winel”

“1la, ha, hat”

“Y say, Inky i

“My esteemed and ridiculous Bunter,
I also am frightfully mean,” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur, “My own esteemed
meanfulness is terrifie !”

“Nugent, old man—".

“I'm the meenest of the lot,” said
Frank, shaking his head. “ As mean
as they make ’em, or more so!”

“ Beasts ¥ hooted Bunter.

The Famous Fivo, chuckling, went
into the changing-room. Billy Bunter,
grunting discontentedly, hung about the
door tilfJ im Valentine came along.

“1 say, Valentine, hold on a minute,
old chap!” said Bunter, digging a fat
knuckle into Valentine's ribs. “I say,
old fellow, as you lent me the pound to
send for m]y articles, I'm keeping the
best of the lot for you. I'm letting you
have it for half-a-crown, old chap !

Valentine laughed.

“You'd better keep it for somebody
else,” he said. “I haven't half-a-
crown.”

“Well, look here, you could get it
from Quelch,” said Bunter. “Quelch is
a beast, I know; but he's got his good

oints. If a fellow’s really hard pressad
Ee can get something from Quelch. Tell
him about -that dud half-crown, for
instance, and he will let you have two-
and-six off your next allowance. Seof
You can meke out that you're going to
pay Mrs. Mimble—that will do for
Queleh.”

“Yon fat villain !”

“Oh, really, Valentine! I think you
might be a bit grateful when I'm telling
fcou‘ how to raise money when you're
iard up !” said Bunter warmly. “ You'll
get by with it all right. Quelch thinks o
lot of you—goodness knows why! Then
you can let me have the half-crown, and
1 will— Yarooocooop !”

Having tapped Bunter’s head on the
door, Valentine walked into the
changing-room.

Bunter was left rubbing his head.
His btile round eyes glittered with
wrath behind his big spectacles. Having
rabbed his head, he next inserted it into
the doorway of the changing-room,

blinked round for Valentine, and
shouted to him.
“DBeast! 1 say, Valentine, you beast!

I don’t want your half-crown! You can
keep your dud hali-crowns to spoof old
ladies with—see !”

Some of the fellows in tho changing-
room laughed, and Valentine's Insng-
some face flushed with anger. He made
a stride towards the door, caught Billy
Bunter by the collar, and gave his bullet
head a second tap.

“Yarooech ! roared Bunter. * Beast!|
Leggo' 1 say, yon fellows, make him
leggo! Whooooooop I”

Vernon-Smith was in the room, put-
ting on his football boots, Ho stepped
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quickly across, caught Valestine by the
arm, ord jeérked him away from the
Owl of the Remove.

“Chuek that1” he said curtly.

Valentine turnad on him with o blaze
in his eyoes,

“Hands off, vou cheeky rotter!” he

shouted. “Take your hand off my arm,
Vernon-Smith, or I'll knock you spin-
ping [*

“Will yon?” said the Bounder
grimly. *Get on with it then! Why,

you rotter-——— Oh, my hat|”

Valentine was as good as his word.
Az the Bounder did not release his arm
he hit out, and Smithy staggered back,
and foll at full length on the floor.

There were exclamations on all sides
as the Bounder went down.

“Stop that ! shouted Harry Wharton.
“Is that how you get ready for footer?
Stop 1t 1”

V‘:!mon-Smith bounded to his feet.

Heedless of the captain of the Re-
move, he leaped at Jim Valentine like a
tiger.

n a second they were fighting fiercely.

“Stop it!"” roared Wharton,

But neither heeded him.

The Bounder was almost foaming with
rage. And Valentine, good-tempered
fellow as he was, was intonsely angry.
Ever since the affair at Lantham, the
Bounder had been his encmny, and had
made the fact plain enough. In inter-
vening between Valentine and Dunter,
Smithy had simply been hunting trouble,
for certainly he did not care two straws
whether Bunter’s obtuse head was
tapped or not. Now he had got the
trouble he was hunting for, and he
found that his hands were full.

Good fighting man as Smithy was, he
realised in a very few moments that he
had met his mateh in Jim Valentine.

His ficrce and savage attack was
stalled off, and again he went down on
his back with a crash.

“My hat, that fellow can punch!”
said Bob Cherry.

Tom Redwing ran to help the
Bounder up.
Wharton pushed Valentine back.

“8top it !” he snapped. “We're play-
ing the Shell in a quarter of an hour!
Is this a time for scrapping, you fat-
head 1”

“B8mithy, old man |” said Redwing, aa

he helped the Bounder to his feet.
“Chuck it, old chap! Remember the
footer—"

The Bounder panted with rage.

“Hang the fooler! Let go, you fool !
Let me get at that cad !”

He tore himself away from Redwing,
and rushed at Valentine again. Harry
Wharton stood mn his way.

“Stand back, Vernon-Smith!” he
rapped.

“Get aside, Wharton 1"

“Don’t be a fooll You're here to
change for footer——"

“Footer be hanged! I'm going to
thrash that ead Valentine!” roared
Vernon-Smith, red with fury. *“Stand
aside, 1 tell you, or I'll shift you1”

And, without waiting for an answer,
the Boundoer pgave the captain of the
Remove a violent shove, that sent him
staggering. The next instant Lo had
reached Valentine, and they were fight-
m%q agam,

his time they eclosed in a fierco
grapple, staggering to and fro in the
changing-room. pommelling furiously.

“Separate them ! snapped Wharton.
Ile was as angry as the Bounder now.

Half a dozen fellows grasped the two
Gghting juniors, and dragged them
apart by main force.
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then !>’ said the Bounder. ** Why, you rotter——*> BIff !

““ Take your hand off my arm, Vernon-Smith ! ** shouted Valentine, ** or I'll knock you spinning !’

“ Get on with it

As the Bounder did not release his arm, Valentine hit out,

and Smithy crashed backwards, full length on the floor.

Vernon-Smith struggled and panted.

“Will you let me go?” he yelled.

“Yon silly ass1” exclaimed Wharton,
out of patience. *Are we going to
keep the Bhell waiting while you scrap
here with Velentine?”

“Hang the Shelll Ilang the footer!
I tell you—-"

“That’s enough! Get changed =zt
onge "

“1 won't ! roared ihe Bounder.

“Then you'll be leit out of the
footer 1”

“Leave me out and be hanged to you!
Now let me get at that ead 17

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” an-
ewered Wharton coolly. “Valentine's
going to play footer, if you're not!
Will you keep gquiet?”

“No, I won't t*

“Then you'll go out on your meck!
Turn him out, you fellows ™

The Bounder had uiterly lost control
of his temper. But tho other fellows
were not likely to keep a football mateh
waiting while the infuriated Bounder
wreaked hLis wrath on his enemy.

Strugeling and kicking, Smithy was
toszed out of the doorway.

He turned back, with elenched fisis
and burnmg eyes. Harry Wharion
faced him in the doorway, cool and
contemptuous,

“Wash it out, Smithy, and come in
and change for footer! VYon can serap
with Valentine after the match if you
want to. Ifave a little senze |

“Go and ecat coke ! snarled
Bounder,

And he stawped savagely away.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 1o
did not want to loss a forward like
Smithy in a game with tha Shell, Lut
thero was no help for it. Russeil was
called on to tako the Bounder's place,

the

and the Remove foothallors went down
fo the field, leaving Ilerbert Vernon-
Bmith to his own devices.

—

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Mr, Grimes Looks In !

. QUELCIT Lnitied his brows
o little, es, glaneing from his
study window, his eyes fell on
: the portly figure of Imspector
Grimes of Courlfield.

Mr, Grimes was & kern and capable
officer of the law, end Mr. Quelch re-
epected him; but he had seen Mr.
{irimes too wuch and too often of Jate,
and he wished from the bottom of his
heart that Henry Grimes would forget
that there was such a place s Greyiriars
School in existence,

He turned fromn the window and
wailed for Trotter to show the inspector
in—guessing easily enough whom My,
Grimes had called to sce. In a few
minutes Mr, Grimes was shown into his
study, where he found a rather chilly
atmosphere. T'he Remove master was
fed-up with Mr. Grimes’ suspicions of
Valentine of the Remove, and he had
rio doubt that it was upon this subject,
that the Courtfield inspector had called.

“Well, sir, what is it now ?” asked
Mr. Quelch, rather stressing the last
ward, when he had asked the inspector
to be seated.

AMr, Grimes did not fail to sense tha
latent hostility in the Form master’s
BIanner.

“I have my duty to do, sir,” he
answered tartly.

“Quite s0,” Queleh.
£ B]Itj‘_‘_‘,

“Tha matter i3 a serious one, sir, Yan
have taken into this school a boy who

assented M.

was once, on his own confession, a
member of an association of erooks. If
inconvenience te yourself is the resulty
1he blame is not mine,”

Mr. Quelch waited for more.

“Tt may be a coincidence, sir, that a
sevies ¢of robbetries have taken place in
the neighbourbood sinee the boy lus
Leen here, but such coincidences appear
to me at least somewhat remarkable. It
may be another eoincidence that during
ihe past few weeks this viemity has
been flooded with eounterfeit ecoin and
notes, But I do not helieve in such
coineidences, Eir.”?

“ Have you any direct charge to maks
against the boy whom T have laken
under my protection, Mr. Grimes:”

“I have not, sjr.”

“Then perhaps. you will
kindness to axp}ain your meaning.

“T have said, sir, as you have doubt-
Joss. already heard, that for some timo
past this  neighbourhood has been
selected for the operations of a pang
of crooks handling false money. WNone
of tirese rascals has been arrested, but
1 have received descriptions of several,
and one of these deseriptions, sir, is
unmistakable—that of the man called
Nosoy Clark.”

“ Indeed, sir!”

“The man, sir, who appears to be tha
leader of the gung of crooks of which
ihe boy Valentine was once a member 12
said Mr. Grimes, with emphasis.

*“0f which he was once the vietim,
perhage,” said BMr. Quelch coldly. “1E
ithe man Clark is in this neighbourhood,
[ am sure that it is without Valentine's
hnowledge.”

Y Posgibly, sir.”

“Certainly, sir, you mean,” said Mr,
Queleh warmly. “It js now a counsider-
ablg time stnco yon informied ma that
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you wcere keeping the Loy under sur-
veillance. Have you duritg that timo
found him or a single eocasion in com-
munication with those reprobabes, sir?”

“]1 have not,” adoutted the imspector,
#Bat that does not prove—

“It proves cnough for me, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch, “T have every faith in the
boy—an upright and very bonourable
tad. He bas now been m my hands for
severa! weeks., And do yon shiek, sir,
that in that time I should not have
diseorned his true charaegtor had he been
doceiving me?”

_ "1 have to ask you a direet guestion,
Mr.‘?uelch, * said the inspecter sbraptly.

“You may psk it, sir.™

# Has there been any case of eeunter-
feit money being passed, o seem, or
heard of in the el

“None whatever, sir.”
~ “You can answer for that, Mr.
Quolch

“1 can only spesk so for as my know-
Jedge extends, of muﬁ” said the
lemove master. “I certammdy have heard
of nothing of the kind™

“Probably ke would be too wary,”
murmured the imspector, half to him-
self. “Yet in a careless moment, and
fecling himself safe—"

“ Really, Mr, @rapes——"

“Weil, sir, I was bound to put the
question,” said Mr. Grimes, mising. “It
13 a ccriainty that the mam with whom
Valentine was once ssseeiated is con-
cerned in passing fslse weney in the
vicinity of the school. Whether he is
in touch with the boy I am not prepared
to say, but—"

“But 1, sir, em prepared to say that
most certainly he is not!” snapped the
Remove master. “The mas you speak
of has been seen hamginz about the
school, evidently sceki te got into
touch with the boy who leathes the

[l Py

sight of him. WValentine, however, has
nothing whatever to do with him. Of
that T am assured.”

The stmosphere was chillier than ever
a8 the inspector tock his leave after e
wery brief stay. o walked slowly down
to the gates 1in & thoughtful and rather
irritated mood. He heard, without
heeding, the shouting from the direction
of the football ground., Mr. Grimes was
not much interested in Soccer. A junior
who was loafing 1 the quad, with his
hands in his pockets and a scowl on his
face, glanced curiously at the inspector,
and strolled after him when he passed
out at the gates. It was Smithy, in
one of his bitterest temnpers,

The mateh with the Shell was going
on, Valentine playing half-back for the
Remove. The Bounder was out of the
game, by his own fault.

He could hardly deny that that was
the case, but he was savagely bitter
and resentful. Valentine was playing
for the Form, and he, Herbert Vernon-
Smith, one of the mighty men in the
team, had been chucked out of the
changing-room and left out of the foot-
ball. His savage temper had driven
Redwing away, and he was left on his
cwn., He was loafing in the quad, with
black and bitter thoughts inqhis mind,
when he saw Mr. Grimes, and the sight
of the Courtfield inspector caused his
thoughts to take a new turn, There was
a glitter in his eyes as he followed the
portly officer out of gates.

What did old Grimey want at Grey-
friars? The Bounder had given the
matter no thought before. Now it came
into his mind in a flash that all through
the term Mr. Grimes had seemed to
haunt the school. Twice he had been on
the spot at night. Dozens of times fellows
had remarked on seeing him “ mooch.
ing ¥ sbout in the precincts, What did
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he want? In a flush the Bounder knew.
He was not the only one that suspeeted
Valentine of wrong-doing. His sus-
E;cmns were shared by the police, who
new something of the fellow. Smithy’s
keen mind jumped to it instantly. It
was the presence of Valentine that

ceused Mr. Grimes to take this inces-
sant and extruordinary interest in
Greygfriars,

r. Grimes walked away slowly to-
wards Courtfield, ruminating as he went,
The Bounder followed him at the sams
pace till he was out of sight of the
school, then he guickened his pace and
overtook Mr. Grimes,

The inspector glanced round at the
sound of running feet. Vernon-3mith
came up a little breathlessly.

“Well, Master Vernon-Smith,” said
the inspector, “what is it? Hava you
a message for me, or what?"

“F want to speak io you, Mr. Grimes,”
said the Bounder. “['m going to ask
you & question, and you can answer it
or not, a8 you like. Are you after Jim
Valentine of my Form at Greyfriars?”
. “Good gad!” ejaculated Mr. Grimes
in astonishment. And, instead o
answering, he stared blankly at the

under.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Information Received !

m ERBERT VERNON-SMITH

waited,

He was sure of his ground,
.80 far as that went. At the
same time he hardly imagined that a
police-officer would confide his business
to a schoolboy. It was a long minute
before Mr. Grimes answered,

_“That is a_very extraordinary ques-
tion, Master Vernon-Smith. What reason
can you possibly have for asking it

The DBounder smiled sourly. Mr,
Grimes was going to tell him nothing.

At the same time he was wi! ng to hear

anything that Vernon-Smith had to say.
That. huwever, was good enough for the
Bounder.

“lsn't it every fellow's duty to help
the police in the execution of their duty,
Mr. Grimes?” he said.

“Certainly,” assented tho inspestor.
“That 1s the duty of every citizon. ™

“A fellow comes to my school—a
nobody from nobody knows where,” went
on the Bounder.  *Things that never
lmppened before begin to happen after
he s at Greylriars. It looks flishy to

me.
Mr. Grimes scanned the PRounder’s
face. He did not fuil to note a swelhing

on the uose and a brutse on the chin,
And Mr Grimes did not need telhng
thut Vernon-Smith bod bad trouble with
the boy of whom he was speak: ¥
however, made no difference to My,
Grunes. His businass was 1o pick up
information whercver he could got it
And he realised at onece that § the
former aszociate of crooks had succeeded
in deceiving s Form master, he would
find it much more diflicult to deceive
boys with whom he was in daily and
hourly econtact, Vernon-Smunth  must
know something. He was not speaking
to Mr Grunes sumply beesuze another
Remove fellow had punched his nosel

“1f you have anvthing ol a definite
nature to tell me, | am bound to listen
to it,” sard Mr. Grimes

“Would you call 1t definite if my
pocket was picked and | got bold of the
thiet and Valenune clawed me off to
give the man a chance 1o get away ™

Mr Grunes eyes ghnted.

“ Ha- that happened, Master Vernon-
Stuth ¥

“ It bappened on the Lansham road on
Wednesday,"
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®Yon aro sure of what you say?®

“Half a dozen fellows were present
and can tell you the same. | tell vou
the fellow laid hands on me and clawed
me off that thief when 1 wanted to take
him to the police station. That's why
I'm up agamst him. 1'd never taken
any special notice of him before. |
wasn't standing that.”

“T can hardly blame yon, sir, if the
matter is as vou say,” said Mr. Grimes,
quite interested now. “ How did Valen-
tine explain his aetion{”

“He didn't trouble to explain it. He
just did it, and that was that.”
“But the other bovs present. What

did ther think of his action?”

“The same as | did—that he knew
the thief and wanted to get him clear.
Only thay stand by the rotter. Why, 1
don't know. He seems to have Wharton
and hi= pals ferding from his hand,”
gaid the Bounder bitterly. “ Even when
it comes to passing dud money in the
gchool, they won’t hear anything against
him.”

Inspector Grimes started.

Mr. Quelelh had had no knowledge of
false money having been passed in the
school Evidently there were members
of his Form who knew more than the
Remove master knew.

“What is that?’ exclaimed Mr.
Grimes sharply. “If counterfeit money
has been seen at Greyfriars, [ shall bo
very glad 1o hear about it."

“7 thought =0,” said Vernon-Smith
sourly. “It was ouly a half-crown—
but it was a dud. and Valentine passed
it in the school shop. He told bare-
faced lies about it atterwards. All the
fellows knew he was lying.”

“Please give me the details of thia
occurrence I Mr Grimes was no longer
alfecting to be noncomminal. He was
keenly ‘interested, and the alert ex-
pression on his face told as much.

Vernon Smith gave a clear and concise
account of the scene in the tuckshop at
Greyfriars. Mr Grimes listened very
attentively, Vernon-Swmith did not in
tentioually exaggerute; but his bitter-
ness made him colour the story as darkly
as possible.  But the experienced police
officer was easily able to sift the exact
facts from the colnurings of prejudice.

Mr. Grimes’ plump jaw set bard.

It was as he suspected.

The boy was still zeting 1n collusion
with the crooks; he had deceived his
Form master and his school fellows—
except one whose eyes were sharpened
by enmity. But Mr. Grimes had oo in-
tention of confiding his thoughts to a
schonlboy.

“What do you think of that, sir?”
the Bounder concluded.

“A great deal ol counterfeit money
has been passing 1o this vicinity of late,”
said Mr Grimes. “1It 18 very probable
that a dud half crown may gave come
into Valentine’s hands by chance.”

“Why should he twell hes about it,
then 7" sneered the Bounder

*“I'here may be a mistake in the mat-
tor—either on the boy’s part, or on Mrs.
Mimble's. But—if there should be any
recurrence of such a thing-——"

“You'd like 10 know1"”

Mr Grimes paused.

“ Certainly, 1n that case, 1 should like
1o know,"” he said, with a nod. *One
false cein tnay have come 10to anyone's
hunds by chance, and he way have
passed it on an all innocence. Such a
thing could scarcely happen twice. If a
spuricus coin, er note, should be heard
of agpain—">

“No i’ abont it,” snecred the
Bounder. “ 1’11 bet that wasn't the only
dud eoin he had about nim."

The inspector was silent He was
extremely unwilling to eppear to be

speaking on_confidential matters fo &
schoolbny  But he was extremely keen
to hear if any false money was traced
to Valentine again. The meident of the
half crown was too vague., and too
trivial for him to act upon—though it
strongly confirmed his suspicions of the
boy. But a second happening of the
same kind would be enough for him
From Mr Quelch he was not likely to
reccive help. Vernon-Smith had turned
up very usefully for him Vet he could
hardly say that he wished the junior to
keep an eye on his schoolfellow, and re-
port results.

But the Bounder quite understood the
dificulty of Mr. Grimes’ position. He
was keen to make matters easy for that
official gentleman,

“Leave it at that,” he said. “You

needn't tell me anything—1 know you
won't, anyhow. But the next time Val
entine passes of cash i the school.
ou wili get & ring on the telephone, Mr.
rimes. That’s that!”
And the Bounder, with that, turned
and walked back to Greyfriars, leaving
Mr Grimes to pursue his way, his brow
more thoughtful than ever.

Vernon-Smith walked down to the
football ground as soon as he reached
the school. Convineced, in his own mind,
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that Jim Valentine was the confederate
of crooks. who would socner or later
bring disgrace upon the school, Smithy
had no remorse or compunction. The
sooner the young rascal was shown up
in his true colours, and kicked out of
Grevirars, the better. A fellow lending
a hand to bring about that desirable end
was only doing his duty! Smithy was
not, as a rule, a *“ whale * on duty; but
on this particular duty he was very keen
indeed.

He stood among the crowd of fellows
watching the finish of the football
match, a sarcastic and malicious smile
on his face, as his eyes [ollowed Jim
Valentine. He gavo a jump., as a fat

thumb poked him in the ribs, and
scowled round at William George
Bunter.

Bunter blinked at him in a friendly
way. Smithy had intervened when Val-
entine was tapping_ his bullet head;
which seemed to Bunter, pally! (f
Smthy was feeling paily. Buuter did
not see why Smithy should not becomne
a purchaser of one of his “articles”
What was a pal for, except to be made
use Iof?

sa
yet,'' saivti

“Thi

“]

Smithy, they haven't come
Bunter, blinking at him.
Who, fathead?”

mean my articles!” explained
Bunter. “They haven’t come yet—but

i

that needn't make any difference to you,
Smithy, old chap——"

“Why should 11, ass?™

“What | mean ts, that I'm keeping
the best of the lot for you, old fellow,”
explained Bunter. “ After the way you
stood up tor me. when that beast Valen-
tine wes pitching into a chap, | couldn't

do less. See? OUne good turn deseryes
another. you know It will ba half-a
crown—"

“You fat Cwhi®
_“Only the articles haven't come yet.
Btill, as I said, that needn’t make any
difference to you. You hand me the
half-crown this afterncon, Smnthy, and
1 hand you tha article on Monday—
they'li be here on Monday at the latest.
Wil that suit you?”

“Go and eat coke!”

“1 say. Smmthy, old chap— Wow!
nggo my ear, you beast— Wow!
Whurror vou lugging at wmy ear for?”
velled Bunter, in fndigmm: surprise.
“Yow! K you oull my ear agan, I'l}
jolty well—— Wheooop I™

Vernon Smith meved off in the erowd,
Ieav:nf bnlly Bunter rubbing his fat
eat. ln the changing-room, Smithy had
been, Bunter thought, pally; but thig
could net be called pally at all!

“ Beast }” gesped Bunter.

Bmithy, it seewmed, was not going to
purchase ene of those * articles,” though
Bunter was reserving the best of the Fot.'
for him! But hope springs eternal in
the human breast. Billy Bunter spotted
Lord Manleverer in the distance, and
bore down en that noble youth.

“1 say, Mauly—" began Bunter.

“Oh deur 1" groaned Lord Mauleverer,

Bunter blinked at him.

“ Anything tho matter, old chap?” he
asked.

" yus'”

“What's the matter then?” asked
Bunter,

*Yout™

“Oh, realty, Mauly! Loo% here, old
fellow, ['ve told you that I'm getting a
packet of articles from the Pro Boro
Publico Company ['m kedping the best
of the lot for vou, Mauly. We've always
been pals, haven’t we?

“Have wel” asked Mauly in surprise.

*If you'll let me have the half-crown
now, old ciap——" said Bunter. “You
see—— [ say, Mauly, where aro yon
going |”

Lord Mauleverer did not stop to say
where he was going. [le went,

‘ Beast I'" grunted Bunter.

“Gonl!” came a roar from the Remove
fellows round the field.

Harry Wharton had put in the ball,
from a pass from Jim Valentine. [t
was the last g6al in the gome; the
whistle went, and the players came off.

Vernon-8mith watched Valentine walle
away with the Famous Five a sneer-
ing. sarcastic smile on his face. Harry
Wharton & Co. had declined to pay
heed to his “tip.” and they were as
friendly as ever with the “hoy with a
past.”  The Bounder wondered sourly
how they would like it when Jim Valen-
tine was marcked out of Greviriars
School with a ccnstable’s hand on his
shoulder! To that, Swmithy was con-
vinced. it was coming; and that pros-
pect ¢apmed to please him far more than
he was pleased by the circumnstance that
the Remave had won the match with
the Shell without his assistance!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
“ ASTER VALENTINE!®

M Bt wos Sunday morning;

Jim Valentine wera out of

gotes on o Sunday wallk. It was a

The Sword o1 Damocles !
and the Wamous Five and
Tag Llacser Lienany.~No. 1,305,
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pleazant sunny morning, and the green
of early spring was ghinmering in the
hedges along  Friardale Lane. A
village boy was loitering in the lans,
and as the juniors came along he seanned
them and came up, and extended a
grubby hand with a letter in it.

“I'm Valenline,” said Jim. *Is that
for me?”’

The lad nodded.

“Gent asked me to give DMasler
Valentine this here note,” he said.

And having handed it over, the boy
departed whistling, leaving Valentine
with the lettoer in his hand and a sur-
prised cxpression on his face. That ex-
pression gave place to a dark frown.
He guessed from whom the note musl
Lave come. )

He hesitaled to open it.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, what are you up
to?” asked Bob Cherry, as Valentine
took the letter in both hands, with the
evident. intention of tearing it across
unread.  “Aren't you going to look at
it?

“I don't think I need!” said Jim.
“Nobody's likely to scnd me a message
except Nosey Clark—and I don't wani
to hear from him.”

“Better look et it, though,” said
Jobmny Bull.

Valentine hesitated again, but he
nodded, and slit the envelope. He
glanced at the letier inside and sel his
hips.

“From that
Wharton.

. "Yes. I can't make it out.
it 1" said Valentine.

The juniors looked at the letter.

It was brief, and it puzzled thera as
much as it seemed to have puzzled Jim
Valentina, It ran:

rotter 2 asked Harry

Tock at

“Dear Jim,—~If yon'rs in trouble.
{ou know where {o find a friend, I'll
e wailing at the place you know of
every ofterncon from five to six.—N."”

“What's the jolly old place vou ko
of 2" asked Bph.

“The old tak, in I'riardale Wood,”
answered Valentine, “But why Ndscy
1s goiug to wait for me there, I can't
make out. I'm certainly not going
there, and he knows it jolly well,”

“He secms o think you may be in
some trouble,” said Harry Wharton, in
wonder.  “ Why

“Gooduness knows!”

“The troublesomeness is not terrific,
is i, my esteemed and idiotic Valen-
tine?” asked Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh.

Valentine laughed.

“Not that I know of,” he answared.
“There's no trouble on my Lands that I
know anything about, excopt my row
with Smithy, and he scems to have let
that drop.”

“Then what the dickens does tha man
mean 1 asked Nugent,

“Ask me another.”

“He can't be just talking ont of his
hat,” said Johnny Bull,  “IHo tmust
mean something, Why should he sup-
pose you're in trouble at the school?”

“I give it up,” snswered Valentine.

“¥You've not seen him fately?”

“Not since I spotted him in that car,
the day we biked over to Lantham.”

“Then it's a giddy mystery.”

_ Valentine took the note agsin, tore it
into small pieces, and seattered the
fragments en the wind.

“That's that!” he said, shrugging lLis
sioulders.

The chums of the Romove strolled
on in a puzzled and thoughtful mood.
It was clear, from his note, that Nosey
Clark supposed that Jim Valentine
might be in some trouble at Groyfriars,
which might ecauss him to leave the
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sclool, Why ha should suppose so tley
could not guess. Nothing, eo far as
they knew, had occurred to give him
such an idea. The Famous Five dis-
missed the matter from their minds,
but it lingered in Jim Valentine’s.

Nosey Clark was “up ” to something.
But what? Jim had pondered a good
many times over tho incident at Lan-
tham the Wednesday bofore. It was not
by chanco that Nosey Clark had been
there—not by chance that Kicky Judd
had selected the Greyfriars party for
his attentions. Yet if that opisode was
some part of a cunning scheme on the
part of the master-crook, what was the
scheme, and what did it mean?

It bad done him no harm, except that
it had earned him the enmity of the
Bounder; a trifling result that Nosey
Clark certainly could not have foreseen,
or known anything about. i

But there was an uneasy feeling in
the boy’'s heart. Something was going
on baiind the scenes. He felt it,
though he could not guess what it was,
Nosey worked like a mole in the dark.
Why was it the crook fancied that he
mizht ba leaving the school, and ready,
at last, to take refuge with the gang ¥—
for that was what Nosey's letter im-
plied. Was there something that im-
pended over him, unknown to him, like
Mﬁ sword over the head of Damocles of
old?

One thing waz clear to his mind—
Nosey Clark had no intention of keep-
ing his pledge to leave him in peaco.

Promises to Nosey were like pie-
crists—made to be broken. Not if he
could help it would the master-crook

allow Dick the Penman to cscape from
his clutches,

Valentine’s handsome faco hardened
a3 he thought of that. The erook had
deceived him—laughed at his simplicity
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in ftrusting him.  And le was still
counting on the boy returning to him—-
and appareatly, to judge by his note,
counting on his returning of his cwn
accord. The thought was in the boy's
mind of keeping the appeintment tho
crook Lad made, and planting a
clenched fiss upon Mr. Clark’s beaky
nose as & warning to keep clear.

Why was the crook going to wait
every day at the old oak in the wood.
in the expeetation that Valentine would
como—why? What could Lo imagine
had happened, or was going to happen,
at the school to drive the boy out into
the world, friendless?

That question hammered in Jim's
troubled mind. He was silent during
the remainder of ihat morning walk.
And when the juniors came back to ihe
school, he half-expected to hear that
something—he could not muess what—
might have happened in their sbsence.

But Greyiriara was purs_uing the even
tenor of its way. Nothing had hap-
sened. Im tho quad Mr. Quelch gavo
1is protego & kind smile and a nod.

There was nothing wrong in that
| ’ -

guarier, The Bounder gave him a

sneering glance when he came into the

House; but that was nothing new.
The day passed peacefully and quietly,
like any other Bunday at Greyfriara.
But when bed-time came, Jim still had
the lingering feeling that the sword of
Damocles was over his head.

Iie woke in the morning st the clang
of the rising-bell with a feeling of op-
pression on his heart, which puzzled him
for a few moments till he remembered.

THE MAGNET

His face waz gravo aud set whon he
went down with the Remove.

What was it that he feared?

He did not know.

But as in a pglass, darkly, he scomed
to see the hand of the crook working
his destruetion.

That very afternoon Noscy Clark
would be ‘wuaiting at the place of
appointment—waiting fer him. Why?
What was it that ho reckoned on?

He could not begin to guess, .

But there was something—he folt it,
and he knew it. In the Remove Form-

room that morning he was thinking of
it, and his feelings were very like thoso
of the ancient Damocles, who looked
up to see the sword suspended over his
head by a single threa(ll:’.

had struek in the dark.
how,

Nosey Clark
But when, and
was the blow to fall?

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Blow !

OTTER !”
;: \Vhai_‘. ?”1 "
Spoofer 1"

L3 L‘I}ji ?})

“Swindler ! DBeast !”

“Potty " asked Jim Valeniine, in
uiter wonder,

“The pottifulness of the esteemned
Dunter seems to be terrific,” remarked
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh,

Billy Bunter was almost stuttering
with wrath,

Something evidently had occurred to
stir William George Bunter to the very
depths of his fat being.

His face was crimson; his
gleamed behind his big spectacles.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in tha
quad in break with Valentine when the
Owl of the Remove came out of the
House, blinked round him through his
Lig spectacles, and ran them down.

In Bunter's fat paw was a crumpled
letter, His other fat paw he pointed
eceusingly at Valentine, while he ran
through a string of uncomplimentary
epithets,

Valentino gozed at him  blankly.
What was the matter with Bunler was
a deep mystery,

“ Beast I” gasped Dunter.
Rotter! Swindler! Yah!
fellow's leg! Worm [

“ What on earth have I done?” asked
Valentinn, too astonished to be angry.

“Yah! Cad! Making out that you
were lending a fellow a pound ! hooted
Bunter. “Spoofing a fellow! Ah!”

“You howling ass, I did lend you a
pound—or, rather, you diddled nie out
of a pound ! exclaimed Valentine. “Is
this how you give thanks?”

“Who wants your dud quids 9’ roared
Bunter. “Think the Pro Bono Publico
Company are going to send me twenty
uzeful and wvaluable articles for a dnd
pound note? Yah!”

Valentine jumped.

“You potty ass!” he gasped.
do you mean

“X tell you—" roared Bunter,

“Hold on!" said Harry Wharlon
quietly. “Don't yell!” His face was
a little pale. “Whal's happened,
Bunter? Cough it up!”

“Valentine knows,” snorted Bunicr,
“Jolly generous of him to lend & fellow
d quid, when it ein't worth anything !
I dare say he’s got lots. Spoof quids as
well as spoof half-crowns, Yah!”

The chums of the Remove looked at
one another, They looked at Jim
Valentine, and were relieved to see that
hiz face expressed nothing but surprize
and indignation. Certainly thers was
no sign of guilt. 2

“You benighted idiot!" said Valen-
tine, in measured tones. * What avo

eyes

“Spoofer !
Pulling a

“What



EVERY SATURDAY

““Show up, you fellows ! ** ecalled out Jim Valeniine.
through the thickets and surrounded him with a rush.

you go along with me [ **

you driving at, if you're driving at any-
thing? I gave yon my pound note—
the only ene I had—because you spun
me a varn about your sister being ilL”

“The only onef’ jeered Bunter.
“T'll bet you've get dozens—they're
cheap enough, as they only vost the
paper they’re printed onl VYaht”

“ Do you mean to say that Valentine’s
pound note was a wrong 'un, Bunter?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“ Don’t be a fool, Cherry 1 exclaimed
Valentine, with wnusual sharpness.
had that pound note from Mr. Quelch 1”

“Well, of all the fGGbbers!” gasped
Bunter. “Talk about George Wash-
ington! As if Quelchy wonld give you
a counterfeit note |

“Jt was nothing of the kind, you
dummy 1"

“1t jolly well was, and you know it 1"
roared Bunter. * Spoofing a fellow with
your dud money! Yah! 1| say, you
fellows, you know, I was wondering why
my twenty articles never came on
Saturday. You know that beast Valen-
t-inéa len,tl- me a pound to send for them,
snd—

“1 know you diddled him out of a

ound, you fat spoofer!” growled

ohnuy Bull.

“1 thought they’'d come to-day!”
gasped Bunter. *“And instead of a
pound. there’s a blessed letter—and the
note back! 1 asked Valentine to lend
me a pound to send for my twenty
sisters— 1 mean, for my sick articles—
that i=——"

“They've sent the note back?” ex-
elaimed Wharton.

“Look at it!” hooted Bunter.

Ho jerked a pound note from the

letter in his podgy paw, and flung it
at Jim Valentine. Valentine caught it
in his hand.

That the note was a “dud™ needed
no more proving! Certainly William
George Buntee would not have parted
with it otherwize,

Valentine stood like a fellow turned
to stone, the note in his hand. His face
was white as chalk. By what black
magic was this happening to him{

“Let's see the fcttcr," said Wharton
quietly.

Bunter handed over the letter from
the Pro Bono Publico Company. He
stood snorting with wrath, while the
juniors, with pale and almost scared
faces, read it together. Tt was brief,
but very much to the point:

“8ir,—Referring to your estecmed
order, we regret io say that the
Treasury note enclosed therewith is not
a genuine one. this being doubtless due
to inadvertence on your part.

“We return the Treasury note here-
with, and recommend you to hand the
same over to the pohce authorities, with
information as to whom you received it
from.—Yours faithfully,

“Tug Pao Boxo PusLico CoxraNy.”

The words seemed to dance befors
Jim Valentine’s eyes as he locked at
them. What did it mean? What could
it mean? He had received that pound
note from his Form master—as he had
reeeived  the bhalf-crown from Mis,
Mimble. If Mrs. Mimble had made a
miztake, Mr. Quelch had not. What
could it mean? If it was not black
maegie, what was it?

Nosey Clark gavo a violent siait as five juniors came crashing
“ Jim, you young fool,’” gasped the crook, ** il I go to iho police
« Collar him ! °* said Harry Wharton, tersely.

“1 say, you follows, I'm not getting
my articles, after all,” wailed Bunter,
“ after watting ail this time, you know |
That besst Valentine knew he was
spuofing me oll the time t”’

“I mever knew!” Valentine’s voice
was halting, uncertain, “I can’t make
it out! I—I suppose the note must be
a dud, as they say so, and send it back.
But—"

“Where did you got
Johnny Bull,

“I've told you—~from Quelch 17

“That's impossible 1

Valentine's lips opened for an angry
retort, but he did not utter it. If it
was not impossible, it was pext door to
impossibla.  Mr Quelch was not ile
man to be spoofed with a dud note, and
to pass it on unknowingly, 1t was, af
least, highly improbable,

“1 gay, vou fellows, I'll jolly well
take their adwvice, and hand over that
note to the police I” szid Bunter. “1'm
not going to be done like this I

“Who's done you, you fat piffler?”
growled Johnny Bull. “You diddled
that note out of Valentine, and you've
only got what you deserve, as far as
that goes”

“Why, you beast ;

“You—you fellows canit think that I
knew 1 panted Valentine. “Jiven if
1 were passing false money, as that fool
Smithy thinks, you can’t umagine that
1 should give it away. Why should 11"

“You did! roared Bunter. “You
were going to get o good guid back for
it, you spoofing rotter——>

“Qh, dry up! T never expected it
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back ! T know you (oo well for that, at
any rate 1" snapped Valenting,

“1 say, you fellows, I'in going to old
Grimes with it1"”

“My csteemned Bunler,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh quictly, ¥ there has
been on diotic and ludicrous mistake,
and the changefulness of the bad note
for a good ope is the proper caper,
Take that, and shut up, my csteemed
and babbling Bunteg " ;

“Oh!" gazped Bunter, as the Nahob
of Bhauipur put a pound uote into his
fat hand. “Oh! Al right, Inky! If
you think—I mecan to say, I dare say
it was a mistake. But, I say, I hope
you didu't get this note from Valentine,
old chup! I don't wart it sent back
again, you know1”

Valentine clenched his hand, and the
fat junior jumped back. )

“That c¢steemed  currency  nolo s
absurdly good, my idiotic and gabbling
Brlfmtcrl" said urrce Singh., “Cut
o !),

Billy Bunter rolled away, with the
nabob’s note in his hand.  Flis wrath
had evaporated at once. Ho had a
pound—a good pound—and he was
going to get his twenty useful and valu-
able articles, after all, and sell them
for two-pound-ten—perhaps! So all
was calm and bright, so far as Billy
Bunter was concerned, Bunter oceu-
pied the remainder of break in writ-
ing another letter to the Pro Bono
Publieo Company—this time with a
genuine pound note enclosed in it.

In the guad, under the old clms, the
chums of the Remove stood in a silent
and troubled group. The dud pound
note was still in Valentine’s Imns.

Johnny Bull broke the silence,

“What have you chucked away a quid
for, Inkyt"

“To keep the babblin;g tongue of the
cstecemed Bunter quiet,” answered the
Nabob of Bhanipur. “The lessfulness
that is said about this the betterfulness,”

“That won’t do! That dud note's
zoing to the police, whether Bunfer
takes it to them or not!”

The naliob shook his dusky head.

“Have you remembered yet where
you got it, Valentine?” asked Johnny
Bull grimly.

“I pot it from Quelch1” answered
Valentine in a husky voice,

“That's rot | You fancied you'd got
tirat half-crown from Mrs. Mimble, and
I believed that you'd made a mistake.
Now you faney you got a dud note from
Quelch, hut you can’t expect fellows to
believe in another mistake.”

“No,"” said Valentine in a low,
almost broken voice:; “1 can’t! I know
what you beliove, and 1 can’t blame
vou. It's no good telling you that I
con't understand this any more than you
do. It seems like black magic to me.”

The Famous Five stood silent.

“That isn't the mnote you got from
Quelch ! said Harry Wharlon at last.
_ “I—I suppose it can't be!l But—but
it must bel T put it in my notecase
when Quelch gave it to me, and never
took it out ill I gave it to Dunter that
day in the study.’

The juniors made no reply to that.
There seemed to be no reply to be made.
They did not believe in magie, and only
the blackest of black magie could have
accounted for that

“You can't cemember?”
Jolinny Bull.

“1 tell you the note’s nover bLicen out
of my hands.”

“You said the same about that half-
crown.”

“That was true, too!"”

“Well, that's rot!” said Johnny Dull,
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Aud, Lavinz delivered that opinion,
Joliuny walked away to the Houso.

Valentine’s face was haggard.

“You fellows think-—"" he faltered.

They were silent. What were they to
think—except that the kcen, suspicious
Bounder was right, and that the boy
who had once been in the gang of crooks
was still a crook at hoart, and that he
was working hand-in-glove with the old
ganzg? What would Mr. Quelch have
thought? What would Inspecior Grimes
have thought? They knew only too
well. And yet-—

The bell for third school rang out
across the quad. Harry Wharton spoke
at last.

“No,” he said; I don't believe any-
thing of the kind. I can't understand
this. We've got to sift it out_somehow.
But I believe you're straight, Valentine,
and I'm sticking to that. Let’s get in.”

They joined the Remove fellows going
fo the IForm-room for third school. Mr.
Quelch glanced at Valentine as he came
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in, and started.
almost ghastly.

“Valentine, are you ill?" exclaimed
the Remove master, with kind concern.

“I—I don't feel—quite—well,
stammered Valentine.

“You may stay out for this lesson,
Valentine.”

“Thank you, sir!”

It was & relief to bo freo of classes,
at least. Valentine went back un-
steadily into the quadrangle, while the
Remove setiled down to work. And the
I'amous Five, while they still clung to
their faith in him, eou!{f not help won-
dering whether they would ever see him

n
The boy's face was

sie 1”

again. If he was guilty, surely he
would go while the going was good.
And if he was not guilty, what did it—

what could it all mean?
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Lesson for Nosey Clark !

“ HE—the villain!”" parted Jim
Ei Valentino.
Like a flash of illumination
it had come to him,
TFor an hour or moro ho had been
pacing on the path under the clms, his

brows kuitted, thinking—or trying to
think,

It scemed to the unhappy boy that lio
wag caught in a net—snared like a bird.
He was in the toils, and Lo did not
know how, Again and again he had
examined the currency note, and keen
scrugny showed hun that 1% was not
& gemwne one, though it was a good
imitation—such an imitation as Nosey
Clark & Co. were accustomed to pzlm-
g off on the unwary.

was it the sama note that Mr,
Quelch had given um? It seemed thag
it must be, And yet he knew in his
bones that it was not! Yet that note
had not been out of his possession, and
Lo had tried to think, to remcmber,
whether he tiad left his notecase out of
his pocket at any time during the past
week., He cowd not remcewmber downg
80, And even had he done so he knew
that 1t was absurd to suppose that any
fLetlow at Ureytriars could have changed
the good noto tor a bad one,

And then, like a Hash, 1t cama! Tho
notecase had been out ot his hands onee,
and onco only, when it had heen picked
from ms pockot at Lantham by Kicky
Judd! And as scon as that (ashed
into his mind lie knew!

“The villain!” he panted.

That was why Nosey had followed tho
party to Lanthem. ‘He had been wateh-
ing for such a chance! That was why
Kicky, alter getting away with his

lunder, bad been found by the school-

ys on their road home. IIe had
wanted to be found, and to have his
plunder taken from him, becuuse ho
had changed the pound notlo and the
half-crown in Jim's notecasz for
counterfeit money !

It was as clear as daylight, as soon
0s he thought of it! The whole sclicme
became clear te his mind.

Kicky had not meddled with tho
Bounder’s money, or \Wharton's—only
with Valentine's, That was the schicrie!
It was Valentine whe was to be made
guilty of passinz false moncy in tho
school—only Valentine! Blindly Le had
fallen into the trap.

Mrs. Mimble had been right; the
“dud ” half-crown was not the ono tho
had paid out to Valentine, as he had
declared and believed. Ricly had
changed it while the notecase was in his
possession.  And he had changed the
pound note also!

T'nat was Nosey Clark’s scheme. That
was why the crook was waiting for him,
expecting him to lecave Greyfriavs!
That weas the blow that had impended
over him like the sword of Damocles!

Valentine shivered,

The incident of the hali-crown had
attracted plenty of attention; but it had
died away. Johnny Bull's action had
washed it out. Valentine, at the time,
had been irritated by thet action; now
he was deeply thankful for it. Johnny
had been right; it was his mistake, not
Mrs. Mimble's, Had that incident been
followed by tho passing of a counter-
feit note, what would have happencd?
And, but for Bunter's trickery, ho
would have changed the pound note ut
tho tueksliop. That was a ecertainty,
He had becn “slony '’ for days, becauso
he had let Dunter have it. lle would
have changed it, and the counterfeit
would have been discovered. And what
could he have said?

LDunter, with Lis fatuous spoofing,
had saved him from that. The false
note was still in his pessession! From
tho bottom of Lis Leart Jim was glad
to feel it under Lis hacd, in his pocket.

His cscape was narrower than ko

(Continued on page 28.)



HEDLEY SCOTT’S STIRRING SOCCER AND DETECTIVE

STORY.

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
Having run away frem Don Carlog’ circus,

MNouby, a sixteen-year-old wait, meets
Ferrars Locke, tne detective, who introduces
him to Lord Douglas Weatherstone, chair-
man ot the Perriton Rovers F.C. Fram
ground-bov, Nobhy vary s20n becomes a
fuil-blown professional. Later, he fails foul
of Lord Douglas’ rasgally nephew, Daniel
Willoughby Thundersiey, the tamous amateur
forward ot tha Rowvers, who, in league with
the Don, dotermines to bring about his
downtall. Ju:t wnen his chance comes to
play for th. Rovers, Nobby s kidnapped by
four onion-sellers, nanded over to the Don,
and taken in 4 “rey salonn car to a desolate
hungalow milea from anywhere. Learn-
ing that the ca: had been seen proceeding
along the Portsmouth road, Locke, in company
with DBrake, his boy assistant, and Sandy
Mactartand, the Rovers’ trainer, makes all
speed in that direction

{Now read on,)

The Lark’s Nest!
00K  bere, Locke,” Sandy

Macfarland growled, *some-
thing will have to be dona 1
want Nobby for this after-
noon's matech.”

Locke’s face set grimly as he glanced
at his watch

“We've got two hours left in which to
find him,” he said quietly. “With luck
we will pull it off. Hallo—" He
broke off suddenly as his hkeen eyes
spotted two inen entering a tavern which
went by the name of the Goose and
Feathers, " And here, if 1 am not mis-
taken, is our next clue.”

Drake and Sandy glaneed in the
direction of the tavern. At the same
moment the man with the broken teeth
and his companion, Bill, caught sight
of the party.

“Streuth ! H's Ferrers Locke!
Quick, Bill! Let’s 'ap it 1
And, with notwceable haste, the

precious pair entsred the swing doors
anil passed from sight,

The man with the broken teeth was
terror personified. [le clutched Bill by
the arm as the double doors swung
heedlessly  backwards and  forwards
belind them, and literally jerked him
towards another door at the other ehd
of the smoky bar

“That lean-fuced bloke in the ecar,”
he whispered hoarsely, “was Ferrers
Locke! T knew somethin’ would appen
as soon as the Don told us his nibs was
a friend of the youngster’s. Come on,
’Dp i“ I.'l

And “hop it ” the precious pair did.

Betore Locke and  his companions
had passed throngh the swing doors Biil
and his terrified pal were out of the far
exit and speeding along a side turning
like frightened rabbits, Their one pur.
pose at the moment was to put as many
miles between Locke and themselves as
was humanly possible: so mueh so  that
Bill, seeing a small sports two-seater
car standing at the roadside, what time
its owner murmured gallantries into the
ear of a particularly preity young girl,
calmly stepped into i, slipped in the
gears. barely waited for his companion
to clamber in, and jammed a clumsy
foot dewn hard on ths accelerator.

By the time the gallant young gentle-
man had reelised that his car had been
stolen from under his very uose thar
little two-seater sports was snorting
along at an ever-increasing pace. In
the space of sixty seconds i* was lost
to sight round a bend in the road.

Meuantimne, Ferrers locke was eagerly
searehing the faces of the patrons of the
Gaosze and Feathers,

A bald-beaded. rubwund gentleman,
with an air of proprictorship, leaned
over the bar counter and challenged
him.

" Lookm' for someons, mate?”

“V¥es,” replied Locke biiefly. “Bng
tho two birds " wanied seem to have
made themselves pretty scarce.”

“You mean the two blokes what
buzzed in 'ere a wmoment ngo, mate?”’
gueried the landlord affably, *Oh, they

ooting Star!

beat it out of the other door. Yirst
time I’ve known 'em to comne into my
'ouse and leave without aving cne.”

I'errers Locke, who was about to
depart by the farther door, paused at
the last titbit of information.

“You know those two men ?” he asked
casually  “One of them is rather dis-
tinguishable by his broken teeth,”

The landlord grinned.

“1'll say he is, mate. 1 knows *em all
right. They’ve only been 'ers a coupls
of days, but they look like being my best
customers [*

“Indeed,” said Locke; * perhaps they
are employed here—in this loeality, 1
mean §*

The landlord winked.

“Dan’t know about being employed,”
Lo confided, “ for they allus seem to have
a deal of time on their ’ands; but they
told me confidentisily that they was up
at the Lark’s Nest. o4

“And where micht that be?”

“'Bout three-quarters of a mile from
'erc, Take the north road, and when
you come to a wide turn on your left
—don't take it, mate,” said the [andlord,
closing his eyes to assist_him in this
great mental effort. * Don't take it,
see? But when yo: comes to a muddy
lane, "hout 'undred yards farther on—
you take it, f your ear ain't too par-
tieular ”"—this was meant for a joke—
“and a 'undred and fifty yards along it
you'll find the Lark's Nest. "Tain’t "alf
a lark, too, mate. Nobody's ever lived
in it much more than a week—terribly
lenely—*

He broke off as he suddenly hecams
aware of the fact that Locke and his
two companions had departed.

“Lumme I" ejaculated the talkative
lamdlord to all and sundrey " Ain't alf
in a blocmin’ urry, e¢h?”

In the wmeantime, Locke had stepped
titer his ear O] Sandy and Jack Drake
wera not a split sewnd behind him.
Then the big Rolls moved off, following
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tha route tho landlord had dctailed, with
silent case and power,

““We don'’t take this turning, guv’nor,”
grinned Drake, as the car drew near
the broad sweep te the left, which the
landlord had mentioned; Lut Locke had
no intention of taking it. His keen eyes
wero gazing ahead, seeking the “muddy
lane,”

It hove in sight at last, and proved
to be nothing more than a cart track,
barely wide enough to admit the passage
of the Rolls,

“Now we shan’'t be long, Sandy!”
smiled Locke grimly, as with steady
hands he nursed the ear along the
narrow track and saw at the end of it
o solitary, dismal-looking bungalow.
“IIop out!”

The car slid to a standstill. 1tz ocen-
pants clambered out, and Locke, taking
the lead, stepped boldly forward io the
front door,

“Our friends who scuttled away back
yonder won't have had tim. to get back
hore—that is, if ever they intended
coming back here,” said Locke. “&o
put on a bold front.”

0Old Bandy was shaking like a leaf with
cxcitement as  the detective pushed
against the door bell. The sound of tho
ringing came plainly to the ears of the
three outside, but no sound of move-
ment accompanied it. Again and again
Locke thumbed the bell-push. Btill no
one appeared to demand their business.

“I'm going to take a chanece,’” said
the detective grimly. “I'm going to
break in,”

Old Bandy nearly had a fit.

“But you can't do that, Mr. Locke.
Why, it's burglary—""

Locke smiled.

“Burglaryt Well, perhaps you'ra
right, but I'm taking tho chanee all the
same,  It's good enough for me to know
that two gaol birds—they haven’t becn
out a week yet, I'll warrant—are
employed here. If their game is within
the law, why did they bunk when 1
spotted thems?r”

“But, mon,” continued the outraged
Sandy, “ye canna break in|”

The words were hardly out of hiz
meith when the door opened in response
to Locke’'s manipulation of s bunch of
gkeleton keys. Calmly, coolly—just as if
he were entering his own suite of rooms
—the detective strolled in, Drake closely
Lelind him.,

Old Sandy, however, who was a
thoroughly  law-abiding  individual,
remained outside.  To him it was a
heinous offence, despite the reasons
T.ocke had given him justifying it, to
break into another person’s house.

And while SBandy cooled his heols on
the doorstep, fearful lest at any moment
the owner of the bungalow should
rolurn, Locke and Drake made a
thorough search of the premises.

1t was Drake who suggoested that the
one cellar the place boasted should be
visited when he and Locke had drawn a
hlanle clsewhere. The outer door was
soon opened, and quietly the pair of
them trod down the small flight of steps
beyond. These halted outside enother
door which was securely bolted. While
Locke drew the top bolt, Drake stooped
and slipped thé lower. Then—

Daff !

That door swung open, somothing
charged ont like a rocket, bowling hoth
Locke and Drake sideways, and a dim,
vouthful form dashed past them and up
{ho steps.

“E1i1” yelled Locke, “Nobby—-"

Dut Nobby, who had waited patiently
for that burst of freedom, did not stop.
liver since his captors had left him he
iiad wriggled and wriggled to shed his
Londs, awaiting the opportunity to
cscape when the cell. r door sbould be
opened.

With never a glance beliind him now,
ho pelied throug' the shor} corridor
and charged out of the main door will
Lead welt down.  Someone with his
back to Nobby stood just outzide that
doorway,

It was old Sandy. Buar Nobby, in his
excitement, was not to know that, His
red-cropped head smot  poor old SBandy
fairly amidships. so t~ speak, and with
a squeak like & punctured balloon,
Handy collapsed. Yoo cven as be
sprawled on the ground he reached out
with a long, bony hand, clutched hold of
g fleeing leg, and jerked at it—hard!

Ncbby had to stop then. Ho was just
about to kick out when he caught sight
of old Bandy's startled face.

“(ooed heavens|” he exclatmed breath-
lessly,  “Sandy B
“And Sandy it is, ye red-haired

coon | snapped the manager-trainer, re-
leasing Nobby's leg and scrambling to
his feet. ““Now, whero the divil did yo
come fra, laddie?”

Nobby had no time to explain, as
at that moment TFerrers Locke nnd
Drake put in an appearance. Doth
of them were smiling, albeit somewhat
sheepishly,

Nobby scratched his tousled hair, and
shook himself to make sure that hLe
wasn't dreaming. Then came explana-
tions, but these were exchanged in tho
comfort of the big Rolls,

“Who's behind this,
asked Nobby at length,

‘I'te detective shook Lis hicad.

“Ask me another,” he =aid non-
committaily. " Naturally, you would
the Don. But what proof have wot”
He shrugged his shoulders. * Well,
some day, maybe, we'll have all the
proof we want, Meantime, lad, just
compose yourself, Old Sandy lLere is
dying to tell you that he wants you to
turn out for the Rovers this afternocn,”

“Ay,” grunted Sandy. “Ye'll be fit
to play, laddie, of course?”

Nobby's eyes were chining, This
indeed was an unexpected eclimax to
the day's events. He assured Sandy that
ho was none the worse for the adven-
ture, that he had been offered no
violence, and that the effects of the
chloroform had long since worn off. e
promised Sandy that he would play the
gamo of his life.

“Good for ye, ladi” =aid Sandy
sourly. “But there’s one thing we
haven't taken into account. The match
starts in twenty-five minutes, ye ken.”

“Oh, we shall reach the ground long
before that!” said Locke, with a
chuckle, giving a little pressure to the
accelerator, which immediately sent the
speedometer needle flickering up o
another ten miles an hour.

“I'm na’ so sure,” said Sandy deiht-
fully. “These cars are all right, ye
ken, when they go. But gi'e me an
honest-to-goodness bicycle every time.”

Having said which, the sour-faced ol
man seitled himself back on the cushious
and actually enjoyed, for the frst time
in his life, an exhilarating car ride all
the way to the Perriton Rovers' pround,
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First Blood {o Nebby !

OMETIIING 1like commotion
reigned in the dressing-room,
Old Bandy had never been
known to absent himself from
the dressing-room before an important
match. Ruomour had it that he had
gone to Morley. That same rumour
caused it to be known that voung
Nobby, who lLiad been chosen to play in
place of the injured David Jones, was
also at Horley,

Mrs, Sullivan had supplied that infor-
mation. And here it was ten minutes
before the mateh was due to start. and
neither Sandy nor Nobby had put in an
appearance,

Cnly one member of the team, now
alroady changed and ready for the fray,
seemed  pleased.  That was  Danict
Thundersley. He had every reason io
feel eluted, for only an hour previously
ho had been in telephenic communi-
cation with the Don, who had assured
him that everything had goue smoothly,
thut Nobby would never trouble him
again, and that within a short time the
wail would be smugeled cut of tle
country.

Thundersley, on the surface, appeared
to be as anxious as his {eam-mates, buk
inwardly he gloated. It was a heavoer-
sont opportunity which had thrown him
against the rascally ingenious Den.
'U'rue, it had cost him a hundred pound-,
for that was the money the Don ha.l
demanded in advance, ut what was o
hundred pounds when Lord Douglas
Weatherstone was .always ready to
obliga him with any cash he nceded?

Then Daniel Willoughby Thundersloy
got the greatest shock of his life.

Thoe dressing-room door swung open,
and in wal]-mg Sandy Macfarland, In
walked young Nobby, smiling, and look-
ing as it as the proverbial fiddle.

Thundersley's face turned to a sickiv
pallor; but he quickly took nimself i
Liand and pushed forward, apparently
just as eager to know what exactly had
happened, like the rest of the team.

But old Bandy was not a bit com-
municative.

“Jdest you think about the gamo, ya
ken,” he cautioned sourly, “It’s foot.
ball that should be in your minds. You
changed yet, Nobby? Tou're nobY
Well, look slippy!”

Nobby “locked slippy.” He was out
of his everyday clothes and serambling
into shorts and striped jersey like
music hall quick-change artist. Tho
referce poked his head round the door,
intimated that it was time the teams
emerged, and withdrew. Old Sandy
signalled to the team to get moving, but
detained young Nobby just as he was
about to follow them.

“Ye got your shin-guarda on? Yo
saven't?! 'Twill never do, laddie.
Without shin-guards your legs wouldn’t
be worth twopence to Perriton after
a Tirst Division match. Sorry I have
to say it, but it's true. That's why all
the boys wear 'em, ye ken.”

Nobby rolled down his stockings what
titne thoe old trainer adjusied the ghin-
puards., Then he rushed out on to the
piteh, to the accompaniment of the
srealest volume of sound he had cver
heard,

The news had travelled round the
stand that Nobby was playing. 1t had
coursed through the densely packed
tgrraces like & prairio fire that he had
met with feal play, and the crowd’s
sympathy was with him on the instant,

Fer a moment Nobby stood stock still
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Then from behind came
5 mg words:

ie! The crowd's taken
# fancy to ye. Make the most of it.
1 purposely told our gatckeeper that ye
had met with trouble.”

“But—but what for?”

_ “’Cause Jenkins is a gasbag. 1 knew
it would be all round the ground inside
three minutes. That's publicity, laddie.”

Nobby conquered his nervousness and
joined the players who were shooting at
the goal, the while the crowd in that
particular ecorner of the field shouted
words of encouragement to him.

“Let's hear from you, Ginger "

“Good old Nobby !

“We want Nobby !”"—this in a long
sustained shout. *“And goals!?

“Up, the Rovers!”

The feeling of stage-fright was coming
over Nobby again. He almost jumped
clear of the ground when he felt a
hand on his-shoulder.

Looking round, he saw the smiling
face of Dixie Toddin, the captain and
inside-right of the Perriton Rovers.

‘"Feelmy; nervy, Nobby?” he asked
kindly. “You'll soon get over it,
directly the whistle goes. Keep your
head. young 'un. You won't get another
chance like this if you don’t make old
Sandy smile to-day.”

And then he was gone.

Oblivious that Dixie Toddin had won
the toss—for his head was still whirling
giddily. Nobby found himself lined up
with his colleagues. Dimly he zaw the
referee, whistle to his mouth, watch in
hand. Just ahead of him, eager, alert,
and grim of face, stood the rival centre-
forward, the ball at his feet. Then—

Pheep!

The game was in motion.

Even as Dixie had said, at the first
sound of the whistle Nobby’s attack of
nerves vanished like a bad dream. With
the litheness of a i}ant-her he sprang
forward to engage the Blampton Wed-
nesday centre-forward. But the Blamp-
ton Wednesday man was a veteran. The
ball was passed back to his centre-half,
Nobby was charged out of the way just
as if {Ae had been a skittle, and the ball
went sailing out to the visitors’ right-
wing, where it was snapped up and
lobbed along the touchline,

“Up, the Rovers!”

“Come on, the Wednesday !”

The rival factions were yeolling with
great gusto now, calling upon indi-
vidual players to “wake up,” or en-
c_nulraging' them with a “Well played,
sir |7

Out of a scrambling heap of players
the ball suddenly shot straight ahead of
Nobby, who was already on the run.
Converging wupon him came three
Wednesday men, and each one at that
moment looked like a mountain bearing
down upon him. But Nobby never
faltered. He controlled the ball, darted
away at a tangent, and, with a beautiful
low pass, flashed the ball to Thundersley.

The amateur was still feeling sore at
the way things had gone. For once he
was slow to avail himself of the oppor-
tunity his centre-forward had given
him. Like a streak, an opposing half-
back jumped at him, snapped the ball,
and-swerved it across to dis own inside-
forward.

The crowd was disappointed. Great
things were always expected of Thun-
dersley, and usually they “came off.”
In this case, however, he was obviously
at fanlt. Nobby’s pass to him had been
flawless, and the crowd told him so in
their own language, and abused him for
not having made more of it. All of
which increased the unreasoning hatred
the amateur bore towards young Nobby.

He Hashed him a sour and stﬁ'ky 10013‘,
which Nobby affected not to zee, and

promised himseli there and then that
Nobby would receive no more passes or
“gift” goals from Daniel Willoughby
Thundersley in that match.

. The home defence was having a thrill-
ing time of it hereabouts; for the
Wednesday were a vigorous side, famed
for their thrustful, foreceful methods.
But the defence lived up to its repu-
tation, and once again the leather
whizzed across to where Nobby was
waiting,

The Wednesday centre-half, who had
shadowed the young centre-foward with
the closcness of a fond parent, though
without a parent’s gentleness, leapt at
Nobby. Thirteen stones of flesh and
bone were levelled at the Rovers’ centre-
forward in a vigorous charge. But
Nobby wriggled away like an eel,
spurted, caught the ball on the rebound,
and continued on his way goalwards
like a human rocket.

The crowd began to clamour.

“Shooo-ooot 1

A swift glance about him told Nobby
that he was travelling “alone.” His
inside forwards and wing men were too
far away to attempt a pass.

““Shooo-ooot ! implored the crowd.

Still Nobby continued on his way.
The Wednesday left-back came at him
like a charging bull. Nobby zigzagged
round him with as pretty a picce of foot-
work as had ever been seen on the
ground that scason.

Over came the right-back to his
beaten colleague’s aid. He rushed in
with a sliding tackle, grassed himself,
and, looking round, was able to tell his
team mates afterwards just how Nobby,
the new centre-forward, scored his first
goal in professional football.

With both full-backs safely nego-
tiated, Nobby swerved for a gonIAsccr-
ing position. In the net the Wednesday
custodian, looking ferocious in a red
jersey, danced and jiggered about as if
to put the marksman off his stroke. But
he didn’t know the quality of the
marksman.

Booomph !

Came a dull thud as Nobby's boot met
the leather, then an awesome gasp from
that great multitude of spectators as
they tried to follow its progress. With
cannon ball like speed and velocity the
leathern sphere hurtled towards the net,
its peculiar, curving flight sending the
‘despairing goalkeeper sprawling in a
suicidal dive to the wrong corner of the
net. Up at the back rigging the ball
was rasping and singing a triumphant
note. Up in the grand stand the fans
were shouting crazily; on the terraces
tha dense throngs were hoarsely singing
their praises, the while the referee
sounded a long, exulting blast on his
whistle.

" Gonl 1)]

Nobby felt himself surrounded by his
fellow-players, who thumped him
heartily on the back, or wrung his
hands, according to their fancy. And
Dixie Toddin, the Rovers' captain, was
the first to congratulate the newcomer
to tho side. Only Thundersley held
aloof. Inwardly he was scething with
rage. Far from getting rid of this
meddling, red-headed cub for keeps, he
was a helpless spectator of his initial
triumph as a professional footballer,

That Thundersley's play suffered was
no surprising ecircumstance, In addi-
tion to his personal feelings of hatred
towards the new centre-forward, Thun-
dersley was feeling the effects of his
hard living. Football and over-indul-
5encp did not go hand-in-hand, and,

espite  his fine constitution, Thun-
dersley’s weakness for late hours, un-
healthy excitement, and unwise con-
sumption of liquor were beginping to
tell. rFor the rest oi the LrSs heir he

2

was nothing more nor less than a pas
senger, and his helplessness became
more noticeable as the crowd urged him
to “do something.”

Thundersley did not like football
crowds—except when they cheered him.
Now it was a case of jeering a. him.
He sulked, like the bad sportsman he
was, and Lfl_o crowd were quick to fasten
on every sign of it. Three times he
muffed chances which the unselfish
Nobby put at his feet, and three times
old Bandy, seated in_ the directors’ box,
told himself that it was high time
Master Daniel Willoughby Thundersley
was given a rest from the first team,

But old Sandy cheered as he reflected
that his choice of Nobby in the centre
position was justified by results, Why,
the boy was playing like a master.
Even as Sandy turned his attention to
the game he saw Dixie ‘Toddin set a
scheming trap, into which the Wednes-
day half-backs fell, with both feet, as it
were; saw him draw the defence, and

en send away his outside-right with a
flashing pass which was snappily sent
back to Nobby, who was waiting in the
position which this scheme necessitated.
Once again Nobby was prepared to pass
to Daniel Thundersley, but the amateur
was out of position,

Nobby decided to go on himsclf, e
easily side-tracked a black-shirted op-
ponent who charged at him, forged
ahead, drew the defence away again
from thg outside-right, and promptly
passed the ball back to him.

Campbell, the outside right, was
speedy. He cut in on the goal, lunged
out terrifically with his right foot, and
sent in a shot that would have beaten
the goalkecper all ends up, for the Wed-
nesday custodian was unsighted. But,
just inside the penalty arca up flashed a
big, fair head, which belonged to the
Wednesday left-back.

The thud of the ball mceting that
bullet head could be heard all over the
%rround. It was a grand attempt to
rustrate a goal, but it went astray.
The ball swerved diagonally, instead of
thumping forward yards up the field,
and Nobby, who was nearest to it, was
on it like a flash.

Once again the remaining back tried
to tackle him. Once again Ke failed, for
Nobby streaked round him, and pre-
pared to shoot.

This time, the red-jerseyed goalkeeper
told himself, he would save that “kid’s ”
shot or break his neck in the attempt.
He would shoot with his right foob
again, of course.

Yes, that goalie had got things all
cut and drics. But he underestimated
Nobby’s abilities. Up flached the
voungster’s right foot, even as it had
done before, and away flew the goalie to
that far corner of the net in anticipation
of the shot that was to come. Instead,
however, Nobby shot with his left foot,
changing feet in that last second, and
lacing the ball yards clear of the help-
ess, crestfallen goalkeeper,

€ Goal 1))

“(Good old Ginger!”

The roars were deafening. Wednes-
day enthusiasts, as well as the home
team’s supporters, shouted their acknow-
ledgment of that brilliant piece of work.
And the cheers were stiiij rocking the
heavens in the vicinity of Perriton
Rovers’ Football Club when the referce,
glancing at his stopwaich, blew lustily
on his whistle for half-time.

(¥obby looks like making a name for
himself with the Rovers if only ke ean
steer elear of Thundersley. FLook out
for more exciting chapters of this grand
story in next Saturday’s MAGRET, which
will also contain six more FREE
picture-stamps.)

Tre Maener Lisnazyr.—No, 1,305,
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BLACK MAGIC!

(Continvcd from page 24.)

knew; for he knew nothing of the
Pounder’s wateh, or the Bounder’'s in-
tention to ring wp Inspector Grimes at
the first sign of move counterfeit money
in Valentine's possession. IHad he
r.hanzmt that note at the tuckshop, the
outcome would have been certain, “Lhat
malicious vi<ion of Smithy’s, of tlig boy
with a past marched off under the hand
of a constable, would have come true.

Bitter anger welled up in his hearl
a5 he realised, at last, the cunning
scheme of the master-crook, a schems
defeated only h_\- chance, and by the
fiith lits friends Had in him,  Ile paced
to and fro under tlie elms, his lips set
and s eves glinting.

The Remove came out at last.  Valen-
tune hurried to join the Famous Five.
They gave his oxeited face curious
loaks.

“1've found it out, you fellows 1™ said
Valoutine breathlessly.

*What1”

“You remoember that pickpocket at
Lantham?  He had my notecase for a
couple of thours, He changed the note
and the coin i it.”

Ok} my hat1" cjaculated Bob Cherry
blankly.

" But——" exelaimed Nugent.

“I'm suve of it. It's the only ex-
planation, unless—unless you fellows
velieve lh:lt-hl'lmt—"

\ alentine’s voice faltered.

"

“My only hat!” Harry Wharton
drow a deep breath. “If ‘that's it—"
“Ie  must be i!” said Valentine
cagorly. “It"was a trick to land mo

i trouble here—troublo I should never
have got out of. That's why Nosey
sent e that lTetter yesterday by the
village kid. Ho fancied that I had
alveady passed the coin and the note
and ‘been spotled, and—and—"

“That's it!" said Johnny Bull, with
a nod. “He never. meddled with
Smithy's money, or Wharton’s, so we
neyer 1hm|gl|t—-— But what an awful
villain! And you made Smithy let him
go, you mss!”

“I—I had no thoice about that—"

“Thank goodness that idiot, Bunter,

bdg"c(l the noto!” said Harry. *1f
vou'd ehanged it in the school, after
the half-crown—-"

I should have been done for. It

wouldn't have been much good telling
}nspuctor Grimes what I'm telling you
cllows. But—but you believe me?
“Fvery word! I knew you were all
right, old h{'an,” said the captain of the
Bemove. “1 couldn’t make it out, but
I told you T was sticking to that. And
—and that villain, thinking you're in
tha soup through passing false money,
is waiting for you to go back to him?"

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
“I'bat's the game!” Valentine set
his teeth. “1f you fellows believe me—
il you back me up
“The backupfulness is terrifie !”

“Not to say preposterous!” said Bob
Cherry solemnly.

“Then will you come with me after
class, to see Nosey Clark?” asked
ancntint'

“What on ecarth for?”

“To give him the thrashing of his
life,"””  said  Valentine, between his
tecth, *I shall be on my guard against
another trick like this, of course ! Nosey
won't try this one again. But he may
try on mmcthing else. I want to warn
llim off.”

“Good cgg!” said Wharton heartily.

Rob Cherry's eves danced.

“Fine!  We'll all go—and take a
fives bat! By the time we've finished
with Nesey Clark he will wish he had
poked  his noso S(‘.‘Imt‘“llt‘rl' clse’! It's
a jolly okl go!

And a “go” it was!

Harry Wharton & Co. looked forward
to the end of lessons that dav. Aceprd-
ing to his letter, Nosey Clark would bo
waiting in Friardale Wood, from five
o'clock. He little guessed for what he
was waiting !

After class the chums of the Remove
strolied out of gates, Bob Cherry with
a fives bat concealed under his coat.

The six juniors walked down Friardale
Lane, and turnsd inte the footpath
through the wood. The old oak stood at
a distance from the footpath, and Jim
threaded his way through toe trecs and
thickets, his comrades following at a
little distance behind. Mr. Clark was
not to sco them all at onee.

It was only a few minutes after five
when Jim arrived under the spréading,
branches of the big oak. B M. Clark’
was already there. His black cyes
snapped at the sight of the boy. It was
success at last—or so Mr. Clark, for the

moment, believed,

“You've conie, Jim !

“I'vo come!” answered Valentine
quietly. “Yon expected me, Noscy 17

Nosey smiled.

“I did not find out the trick that
Kicky played on me at Lantham {ill to-
day,” went on Valentine.

“Too late to be of use!” grinned
Nosey., ‘“Make up your mmd to it, Jim.
Yon're one of us, and you're coming
back to us—we can't spare Dick the
Pennran.,”

Valentine winced. His friends were
within hearing, -and they would know
now what they could only have suspected
before,  But his voice was calm and
quict as he answered the crook.

“I'm not coming back, Nosey! You

romised to let me alone—and this is

ow you keep your word. - I'd hand yon
over to the police if—if I could! I

can’t do that—I'm as much in your
power as you are inh mine. But you're
going to let e alone after this, Nosey.
Show up, vou fellows!"

Nosey (Iazi-. gave a violent start as
the five juniors came through the
1h|r;kets They surrounded him with a
rush,

“Jim, yon young fool, whni does this
mean ?”" gasped. the unuk “If you're

iving me away— Are you mad? If
?go to. the police you go along with me.
You know that!”

“Collar him 1" said Harry Wharton
teesely, X

“Hands off I” screamed Nosey, livid
with rage.

The next momen* 1 » was struggling in
the grasp of the Famous Five.

His struggles did no* avail him much,

The juniors swung him off his feet and
landed him in the grass with a heavy
bunip.  Nosey Clark spluttered as l-ns
vulture's beak ground into the carth.

“Jim 1” he yelled. “You—"

“Leave him to me!” grinmed Bob
Cherry, wielding the fives bat,

It crashed on Nosey again and again,
with all the vigour of Bob's powerful
arm, and every swipe brought a howl
of. anguizh from the erook.

Whack, whaek, whack, whack, whack !

&h’ngglmv and \-emng spitting like a
cat in lns fury, the crook went through
it. ‘Not ull Bob's arm was tired did he
cease to swipe. By that tima Mr. Clark
was more than tired.

“Think that will do?" gasped Bob.at

last. “If not, one of yvou fellows take a
turn! I feel as if T've Leen biuating a
carpet,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

ol | fancv that “lll clo." sail Harry
Wharion, langhing. “Take that as o
tip, Mr. Glark, and keep clewr of Grey-
friars. If we sce you again, vou'll get
some more of the same !”

Bob tucked the fives bat under his
coat again, and the Greyfriars fellows
walked away. They loft Nosey Clark
squirming and gaspmg in-the grass, his
eyves glittering after them like a snake’s,
It was a long time beforc the crook
crawled to his feet and lim]‘n‘d away,
groaning, through the wood.

Valentine walked back to Greyfrmrs,
with his friends, with a smiling face.
He was done with Nosey Clark—for the
prosent, at least. Was he done with
him for good? That was a question
that only the future could answer.

THE ENB.

(Vext week’s Macxer will contain
another yrand long yarn of Jim Valen-
tine and the chums of Greyjriars,
entitled: “BILLY BUNTER'S BAR-
GAINS!” There arc plenty of laughs
and thrills, and big surprises, too!
Order your copy carly and.so make
sure of the sw picturé-stamps given
FREE with this fine issue.)
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AS OTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of Claude Hoskins
By OLIVER KIPPS

Remove men don’t hobnob with Shellfish os a rule. and 1
nover had much to do with Hoskins until a week ago, when 1
fized up o little theatrical stunt., My hobby's conjuring, as
most of you know  Hosking' is piano-playing. [t struck me
that Hosking accompanying with o bit of impromptu stufl at
the ivories would brighten up my conjuring-tricks.

1 didn't know Hoskins! Of all the burbling bander
snatehes ! OF all the foozling, feotling fatheads! But what's
the use of trying to describe Hosking in evoryday language
like this ¥ Delieve me, dear old Claude nceds a distionary al!
on his own t

We had a rehearsal in his study, ! explained what | wanted.
—light, airy, unobtrusive music while I was doing the jolly
old sleight-oi-hand and patter, and a fow heavy triumphal
chords when I reached the successiul finish, Easy !

It scomed easy to me, anyway. But, oh. help !
should just have heard Hogkins !

He started all right. I found i} quitc helpful to have a fow
twiddley-bits of musie ro cke our my patter Then Hoskine
forgot all wbout me, and started hitting the keys as though he
were traimng for & big fight, The study windows fainy
rattled with the deafoning crashes thot rang out from that
baby erand !

I stopped eonjuring and explained to Hoskins that it was ail
wrony. o didn't even hear me !
standing on end with emotjon, and hia eyes had a wild, far-
saway look in them, [t was impossible to reason with him !

Since that oceasion I've been to Hosking’ study half o
dozen times—with the sume result every time.

New ['ve given it up. Ity as plain as a pikestaff that
Hositins will never make a suceessful accompanisi toa conjurer.
1t scunds fantastic and impossible, I know, but 1 really
believe the fellow actuslly THINKS MORE OF MUSIC
THAN HE DOES OF CONJURING |

Chop must be poity | That's the only conelusion a reason-
able man can come to.

(Next week Hoskins hits back at Kipps. Don’t miss it t—Ed.)

Lonzy’s Little Letters

-

You

Dear Editor,—To one who has been surtured to en
oppreciativa  intelloctual  consviousness of the moral
eminence of frugelity, it is saddening to observe the lamentable
dissipation of pecuniary abundance which one epprehends o
be a featuro of such imordinate prevalence amonz the

40 GOALS IN 40 MINUTES

There was a breezo infor result. Every time they

. mw“bbon. ._ M nnﬂumwm, ?ﬂ
o . 0 play te um.,., = ;
Freak Football in Great Gale staggerd S We Quolch's sliigiaii

HUMAN FIRE-ESCAPE

ey e

Irishman’s Bright Idea

footer circles last Saturday.
But that’s putting it much
too mildly. Let’s start again.

Last Saturdony the moat
terrific gele in history eaused
havoe and ruination among the
footballers on Little Side.

Only ene match had been
fixed to bo played there,
what a mateh !

but:

Boy, Never

kicked it, instead of flying up
into Abbotsford territory, it
hurtled back into the Gray-
friars paol. In this way,
Greyiriars succeeded in seoring

exactly were scored cannot

Alicky Desmo
always boen keenon gy
has recently been turning
attention to tho problem
applying gymnastie methods to
n.mo ._uwcmu_m_a cn,oE...n.Hum:N;..;«.

o
of

ten goals against themselvas in It is g the Remove dormilory in case
an amazingly short space of | Mauleverer, of flve, After o good dosl of
time | unusual d concentration, be has evolved |

The Abbotsford men con- | pin, is an ex a really ingenious schome. _
tented themseclves after that | the Smaxt Briefly, the idea i3 for a!
with keeping up on their In additi gtrong men to Mang from the)
feet. and letting ‘the gale do |at will, he o iron rail of a bedstead out of |
the ecoring. Thoy couldn’t |and talk o= the window. Ancther young)
have mc? it in better hands, His favo ity Samson elimbs over Lim and!
Goals piled up merrily against | which he i z hangs downwarnds from  the;
the home side, How many |other eurles = head. i

firat man’s legs, & third tok

then a

public were allowed to estimate
tho progresz they have made
this week when the first public
exhibition was given,

In a speech in the quad,
before the show bepan, Micky
Deasmond said that 1t was him-
solf that wounld be afther
improving the faciliti for
cseaping  from  fire,
thought he had found the
seerct, In this triel show, it
would be assumed that there
wore forty juniors waiting to
be rescued and that the rescuo
could be effeeted with safety
i1l provided it toolz no longer

His hair was almost |°

be stated officially, for the
referee was knoeked out by
a stray ball blown over from
Biz Side after half-an-hour’s
play. It is estimated, how-
ever, that no fewer than forty

before has such an amazing
gamo been played on the
yiriara ficlds )

Mention
of the re
very funny
popular m:
t I8 saic
friars, Mr. {

Qoei-h os oo of <L wEllims
epidemnic rormmes MRS 8
smmcerning ifot =emmibut

 am first arriviz: Hilroy -
==s grested e Hlen

the chain still lower,
fourth, till fnally

reachel terra firme. T
man then becomes tho base of a
humen  pyramid, and  ihe
mombers of tho chain rearrangs
themselves ool stored on each

his last |

someons than five minutes at all, at all.

The match was Remove o,
Abbotsford.  When it started,
a etiff wind was blowing up
fiom the sca.  Bhortly after
the kick-off that stiff wind
became u pale. Shortly after
that it beeame a hurricane.
Finally it licame a monsoon,
a typheon and a eyelone all
rolled into ona !

In the space of five minutes
two balls wero blown elean

“Cease Firo” was sounded | failed io briz

onthe (reyfriars playing-fields.

FE

pretty tough, but, after all,
there's a limit.

Removites rauiifess fochinz
is running saigk.

goals wero scored in forty [ with the rergy ™ B= a omT " oiher's ghouldors  instead  of

minutes ! Most ‘iz =gy msaki tecs ot @llo8s | 1o noiny from cach others i
At balf-time, both goul- |to reply. E Y==ich o iUl A Tl man has e :

posts were blown down and | sangiroid ao wit 10 = TTWERNCE | of |gose  ladder-rungs hon

a large tree was uprooted | become notmesspsiy B, i | doven his b fromn his neel, |

and flung across the pitch, |15, 80t b ™ R it is thon ;
The powers that be decided | I have il iz very fomc- smamilote |y v ;

it was just about time the |related on oceasions: I WRVEr i, ojnly down il

And not u moment too soon, | FASHIONIWTE : Has inio Escape Team o1y
in E:,w opinion of the players | morning, Edmes wcaring Desmond, " Margan,
Greyiriars Soccer men are | fashionsble sm fuerk

Zo,zw Suitable

— =
Bisover's Bi¢ Bamg

ledder to safety,
A volunteer Ilu

anid Brown

Hilary, B  Bre
wx this little

has becn praci

DICKY NUGENTS
WEEKLY WISDOM

The show then began.
from tho fact that the human
chain broke on thiree occasions,
and that it took a quarter-of-
an-hour instead of five minutes,

Apart

ball on the ficld or bust,
They kept it on the field
all right ;  bLut their efforts

receiva German
history.

MMEEE.? stics appertamning to life at Creyfriars. I beg, nay,

impiore readers of your estimatla
hobdemadal  periodical “te  ineressi
genuflection at the pedal extremitics of

had an unhappy and unlooked- ' renamed * Radio-CRAM ¥ |

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

the classical economista and to immeasur-
ably greater hesitaney in improvidence
ere the habit of frivelity in monetary
expenditure takes possession of thelr
Juvenile souls.

Waste not, wont not, as the pros
remindg der it in moe
disburze not evper-
~an-

Yours admonitosilg,

Avoxzo Towvp.
(To ’Lonzy’s roniarka we have nothing
add. L + know what they
I woulin't add anything}

At the teamning
Skinner & Co.
themselves in Stud
on the arnval o
Nugent, Skinner

to
meant, wo
—Ep.)

=4
tried to

& Co, left—
on their necks |

of the term
instal

ﬂﬂzo. 1—hut
barton snd

Wun Lung amuses bimself for

hours tinkling on the weird

mugical instruments of his native

China, His study-mates are not
quite s0 amused |

collection of birds

lectures on Greek

The Sixth think it ougzlit to be

off tho ground pnd lost. The Head’s new radio-gram. Pumg s smspected oo = in
..E:w 53_59.? ér.o were play- | which is someotimes tuncd mﬂ am tho __llm.nn.].u passize s “@.,__r
ing against the wind, made up | foreign stations for the bonefit of | Bolsmer & a test o= After
their minds to keep the third | the Sixth, ia being used now to = s col-

Monty Wewland has a remarkabi

' egEs.

careful to take ouly one egg from
each nest, however,

He

it wos o great suecess,

An  expert proscnt

by swalloy

20 rad pepper
and aftery

atonding that

have been saved,

would bave done !
S FACTS WHILE YOU
g s R

GREYFRIAR WAIT !

[

Fr s

Sir Hiltou Popper is not a popuiar
visttor to Greyiriars. His appear-
aneg usually means that some
hapless fellow has been caught
{respassing on his estatc,

Buonier would
4 thisf—
grub-rai
study cupbya

ba rhocked
Le

- while ke is

stated
that if it bad been s real fire,
st loaet threo of the forly would

DARTS GAME'S
STRANGE SEQUEL

Player Becomes Comedian

A recent game of darts in Study No. 6
has had a peeculiar sequel. Dick Ra
who wag one of the players, had b
acting quite sensibly and rationally
during the evening, when, just towards
the end of the game, he buwst into a
terrific roar of laughter.

The other players asked him what the
thump there was to cackle at. I
simply wont off mto fits, Som
acemed to bo tiekling him to
In exasporation, the rest of the
turned on him and bumped him fc
untilhewas reduced to somethingapproach-
ing normality again. Ralko then explained
what had bitten him.

* It's tho funniest thing you ever heard,™
he gurgled. I was just standing theie
playing when it suddenly occurred to nie
—THa, ha, ha 1 ”

Ho started shrieking ag i
colleagues grasped him and knocked his
head agninst the wall—a ﬁ::.:_ proeess
that quickly brought ako Hac_:w
“ All right, you fatheads, I'll tell wdem._
ho howled. Then he grinned again. Tt
really is the funniest thing ever! It
aamo to me as o sort of blinding flash of
inspiration. You'll burst yourselves when
1 tell you—Ileggo, you chumps, I'm just
getting to it 1" oy
“Yoa'd botter—and pretty quiclly,
look youa ! said Morgan.

“ Well, it's a riddle,” explained Ralke.
“I thought it out myself—without any
outside help whatever ! Funny ! You'll
roar! The question is *Why was the
Dart bored ¢ Ia, ha, ha 1"

“My hat!" murmured Rake’s com-
pznions, as Rake went off again, 3

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” howled Rake, wiping
the tears of mirth from his eyes. s H_Ee.u
funny enough, T know ; but wait till you
hoar tho answer! The n:mﬂdjrz. w::
ha'—uh, dear !—the amswer is ‘this:
*Becauso he found the eoconut shy?]
Ha, ha, ha 1 ™

* Great pip A

“The most sereamingly funny riddlo
sver invented ! choked Ralke. “ That
Le's pot everything—brevity, wit and
smmine  humour | There’s only one
thing for it now, you chaps. A fellow
who ean tuin out a joke like that's wasiing
tima if he doesu’t become n real,
thorough-paced humorist, I was dostined
for 1t ; I can see that now.”

He then rushed from the study.

n

aparte timo inventing the most appalling
and optimistically-termed
frid Ho rows with laughter over
every ona of them himself. But, strangoly
cnough, nobody else has yet been found
who can raise so much as a faint smilo
over them.

It'a really sad about old Rake, you
men, Shows what darts cen lead to,
docsn’t 16




