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A THRILLING AND DRAMATIC STORY OF SCHUOUL ADVENTURE—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunfer Hunts Cover !

feet in the Remove passage ab

Greyfriars, The door of

Study No. 1 burst open, as if
o battering-ram had struck it.  Billy
Bunter hurtled into the study liko a
stone from a catapult.

Bunter scemed to be in a Lurey!

He came in with a fterrific rush, and
his momentum carried him right across
to the study table, and weould probably
have earricd him farther, had not the
table stopped him in his wild career,

The study table stopped him—but
oaly just! It rocked as Billy Bunter's
rmgét smote it, and the fat junmior
clutehed at it

The three juniors jumped up, yelling.

It was rather unfortunate thut Harry
Wharton, Frank Nugent, sod Jim
Valentine were ab $tca when Bunter
fanded in tho study like a cannon-ball,

Tea and tea-things scattered and clat-
tered as the table rocked.

The teapot landed on Harry \Whar-
ton’s waisteoat, and the captam of the
Remove yelled as its sicaming contents
waro distributed over him. Frank
Nugent reccived a lapful of crockery,
Jim Valentine got the butter and the
jam. And thoe threo yelled in chorus,

“ Bunter, you fat Ow ”
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T HERE was a sudden scamper of

»»

“You potly porpoise
“Oh eruinbs 1™
“I say, you

gasped Bunter.

“ You howhng ass )" roarcd Wharton

‘Wow! i'm scalded! ¥m wet! Ow!

Pl burst you all over the passage!

Pl—"

-~ say, you fcllows, that beast’s after
mo!” spluttered Bunter, * Ehde me, old
chap! 1 say, where can a iddow hude?”

Billy Buater blinked wildly round the
sty through his big spectacles.

Evidently he was in a state ot alarm.

The dmsaster bhe had caused in
Study No. 1 was not worrying Bunter,
this fat thoughets, as usual, were con-
centrated on his fay and important sell,

ffe spun round to the dwor and

stammed it. Then he turned to Harry
Wharton & Ceo. agam. They were
cyeing him almeost wolkishly., Wharton
mappett the hot tea from his waistcoat
witt his handkerchief. Jim Valentine
seraped  butter and  jam  from  his
trousers. Frank Nugent snatched s fives
bat from the bookshclf, with the evident
intention of using it on Billy Bunter.

“Hide me!” gasped Bunter, * He'll
be alomg in a punute! I say, you
fellows, hide a chapl”

fellows—"

“I'fl hide you!” yelled Nugent,
brandishing the fives bat.
“Buck up, then—yaroooh!" roarcd

Runter, as Nugent proceeded to “hide ¥
him with the fives bat. “Wow! Stop
it! Oh, you rotter! Wharrer you up
to?”

“ Hiding you !" ansnecrcd Nugent.

“Ow ! I dido’t mean that—" roared
Bunter.

“1 did!” answered Frank.

“ Beast {"*

Billy Bunter dodged round the table.
The hiding he wanted was not of the
variety he was getting from Nugent,

“f say, you fellows! Stand by »
chap !” gasped Bunter. “That beast is

after me. I only just got away [row
ham—"

“Loder of tho Sixth?”  asked
Wharton.

If the fas Owl had ded from the Dully
of the Sixth, the chums of the Remove
were prepared to do their best for bim,
disastrous as his acrival in the study
had been.

“Ow! No!
groaned Bunter.
I eam hear him!
lieee.™

There was a ratlier tattered screen
standimg in the corncr of the study.
Billy Bunter whizzed into the corner
behind it and wanished from sight as
footsteps pasced the doorway,

But the footsteps passed on. If it
wae lerbert Vernon-S8mith of the
Remove, apparcntly he did not suspect
that the fat Owl had taken refuge in
Harry Wharton's study. Billy BDunfer

That beast, Smithy!"”
“f say, you fellows,
Don’t tell him I'm

By Frank Richards.

quaked behind the screen til} the sound
died way up the Remave passage.

Then his fat faco and big spectacles
oppeared round the edge of the screen.

“1 say, you fellows! lle's gone!
H he comes back, don't fet on that I'm
here! Tell him I'my gono to sce Queleh,
will you?"

“Fathead !”

“Or—or say the Ilead’s asked me to
tea, and I—I've gone there! Perhaps
that will be better. Or—or——""

The sound of rcturning footsteps in
the passage interrupted Dunter. Ho
gave a gasp, and his head disappearcd
behind the screen again, like that of a
tortoise into its shel

This time the deor of Study Ne, 1
opened . and Herbert Vernon-Smith
looked in. The Bounder of Greyfriars
stared at the three jumiors, who were
engaged in repairing the wreckage ot
the tea-table. Ifis eyes lingercd for
a moment on Jim Valentine, with bitter
dislike, Valentine taking no heod of
him whatever.

“8ecn Bunter, you men?”
Bmithy,

1tis  wvnavailing hunt for Bunter
seemoid to have irritated the Bounder's
temper, never very reliable.

“Yes,” said Frank Nugent, with a
gein.  “IHo left a message for you.”

“For mo?' Smithy stared. “Did ho
[inow I was looking for him then?”

“ife scems to have guecssed
chnekled Nugent.

“What was the fat idiot's messago
then 17

“He's gone to sen Queleh,” answered
Nuogent, “and he's gone to tea with tho
Head.”

“He can't have done both at once, 1
suppose,” snapped Vermon-Smith,

“I'm simply giving yow his jolly old
micssage.  You pays your mopey aml
vou takes your eheowee,” explained
Nugent; and there was a chortle from
Wharton and Valenkme.

The Bounder scowled and stepped
back from the deorway, slamming the
door after him. He did not scem in
a mood for little jokes,

That slam ef the doar was loud and
sharp, but it was a pleasing sound to
the fat ears of Billy Buntor, at least.
Vernon-Smith was gone, and the Owl
of the Remove put his head out again
from behind the sereen.

“1 say, you fellows—'* ho gasped.

“What have you been up to, you fat
villain 7" asked HMarry Wharton.

Ile had mopped off most of the tea
and his good-humour was restored.

“Nothing.”” answered Bunter
prainptly. ** You fellews knew whether
I'm the sort of chap to bag a fellow’s
cake.” v

“Oh, my hat!” cjseulated the three
together.

“Of course. T never went inta Smithy's
study at all,” explained Bunter, ™F

snapped

it,”
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never saw him bringing the coke from
the tuckshop, never saw him take it
into his study, and never waited behind
the door in Study No. 7 till ke went out
again. The fact is that I was talking
to floddv, in the gym, at the time.”

“Oh crumbs 1"

“Being in the library at tho time—1
mean the gym!—naturally, I never
knew anything about Smithy’s cake,”
explained Buater. “ Knowing nothing
whatever about it, how could 1 have
snaffled it? I ask you!”

“That chap ought to be in a home for
idiots " said Jim Valentine, with a shako
of the head. A super-home for super-

idiots I”
““0h, really, Valentine! Besides, how
did Smithy know, even if I had been

to his study 7" demanded Bunter hotly.
*Just beastly suspiciousness! When I
came down from the study——"

“The study you hadn't been in?”
asked Wharton.

“Eh? Oh! I mean when I eamo
down Smithy was in the lower passage.
He called me, and I hooked it. fie
came after me, and, not wanting a row
with the fellow, 1 rather rao for it—""

“Yon seemed a bit hureied when you
came in here,” said Valentine,

“Sa far as I know, Smithy couldn't
even bavo known thet the cake was

one,” argued Bunter. *“He hadn't

wen up to the study since ho put it
there. Hc may have seen a foew ceumbs
on me, It's pretty rotten that a fellow’s
to be suspected of snaffling a cake
because he's got a few ecrumbs on lus
waistcoat. The truth is, you {ellows,
that Smithy’s low—distinetly low! Ho
smokes in his study and breaks bounds
after lights-out, and all that—a regular
bad hat! He loathes you like poison.
Valentine !"

“Rot !” said Valentino.

“And he thinks you're a
milksop, Nugent.”

“Does he?" grinned Nugent.

“Yes; and the things he says about
Wharten aro fearfully insulting, He
thinks you're a stuck-up prig, Ilarry,
old chap. Of course, I'n not saying
yoit're nat

“What "

#1—I wmean, I'm not going o tell
vou what I think of you, old ehap.
You'd be offended. Look here, Smithy
says the awfullest thmgs about all you
fello“s. said Dunter. “He's fearfully

against tlm study. Well, look here,
I 11 stay end have tea mth vou chaps,
and if Smithy logks in again you fellows
collar him. ‘and give him a thorough
good vagging. See? He's fairly asked
or it, calling you fellows such names,
You a spoony nincampoap, Franky, old
chap, and you a stuck-up noodle,
Wharton, and you a burglar, or some-
thing of the kind, Valentine, I think
vou fellows aught to rag a fellow for
saying such things"

Harry Wharton rose to his feet,

“T quite agree,” he said. “ You men,
shall we rag a fellow for saying such
things 1"

“\’es rather!"’ grinned Nugent,

“Hear, Lear!” said Valentine,

“Good !” said Dunter. “Now— 1

silly sort of

[th

say—whoop—wharrer  you  at—wow!
Leggo, you silly asses ! Wharrer you up
fo?" \ollul Dunter, a8 the  thres

Removites grasped lim and bunped
lum on the study carvpot.

“Ragging a fellow for saving such
things, of course 1" answercd Wharton.

“tla, ha, hat"

“YVou SIIE\ ass—wow ! [ meant Smithy
—ow!l Not me—yaroooh! Oh lor'!
Oh erikey ] Legpo! Yarocoooooap !”

Bumnp, bnmp

“Yow-ow-ow! Halp! Fire! Yarooh |”

“Open the door. Yranky.”

“Ha, ha. hay”

Frank opened the door. Wharton and
Valentine rolled the fat junior out like
o barrel. They ehckled and closed the
door on him

Bunter sat up, gasping.

Between Stu 5' No, 1 on the one hand
and the Bounder on the other, Billy
Bunter was rather in the position of the
ancient mariners str:ermg a dan rous
course between Scylla aud Chary

* Beasts |" gasped Bunter.

He blinked round. There was a foot-
step on the Remov~ staircase. Herbert
Vernon-8mith's head rose to view.
Bunter was on lus feet lik® lightning,
and in a fraction of & sccond he was

ing up the Remove passage at about

m.p.l.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

@ 0B, old chap!”
B “ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

There_were four juniors in

Study No. 13 in the Remove.

Bob Cherry and Hurree Jumset Ram
Singh had the gloves on, and Bob was
demonstrating an  upper-cut to  the
Nabob of Bhanipur. Little Wun Lung,
the Chinee, was curled up in_the arm-
chair in the corne., watching them
through his slanting eyes. Mark Linley,

Time and again Jim Valentine,
the Greyfriars new boy—alias
‘‘Dick, the Penman **—has escaped
the clutches of the police. But
slowly and surely the net is
closing round him !

with his books on his knees at the win-
dow, was trying to do Greek—under
dlfﬁcn!tms in the eireumstances

The door opened, and Billy Bunter
stepped in hastily and shut it after him.

"Bohl I say, old cimp. stand by a
fellow I gasped Bunter. *I say, Bob,
you can hick Smithy with one hand 1°

“¥athead !

“"You're the p]\:(k:est fellow in the
Rewmove, and chance it !” said Dunter.
“I've always admired your pluck, Boh,”

“Chump 1”

“1 have, realls, old fellow! 1 don't
tiinke you =& clumsy great nass, as
obstreperous as a wild elephant, like
most of tha fellows," said Bunter.
“I've never told I‘oddv that I'm thank-
ful not to have a clumsy ass fike you
barging about in our stuly.?

“Oh, my hat!”

“That beast "~1m|l|) is coming here 1"
panted Punter. “ He spotted mo in the
passage, and he's after me.  He makes
out that I ba ged a cake from his study,

As if T would. you know, I say, old
chap, wallop Lim when he butte in,
wor't youl You can do it easily. Youn

could “ilop him and Redwing together.
Hit him in the cre 2s coen as he opens
the door ("
Bob Cherry siared at the fat Onl.
“Yes, 1 cau see rayself doing it1” he

n}aen]utnd “1f vou've been piocking
tuck in Smithy's stody—""

“I haven't!" voared Bumter. “I
never kiew le had a ecake, and he
doesn’t know 1 had it cither. 1t's just
beastly  suspicioneness ! I say,  sou
fellows—— Ok crikey ! Fore he is, the
beast !

The door of Study No. 13 o-wmd
mgain. Billy Bunter dedged rouné
Cherry's athletw form, as the Boundcr
appeared in the doorway.

‘1s that fau idiot Bunter here 2” asked
Vernon-Smith. “Oh, here lec is!
Bunter, you irabjous nsg—""

“Keep him off I yelled Bunter. *“1
say, Dob, old chap, piteh into him!
Boot him out of tho study 1

“You s:ll; asa!’ hooted Vernon-
Smith. I've been looking for you
ever ywhere——"

know you have, yon beast| Keep
off | ¥ say, Inky you kie) him out of
the study!” wailed Bonter. “You're
not & funk like Boh!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned a

dusky grin.
q"’!‘lm k:cl\lnln?es ot thoe esteemed
mi is not the proper Caper. my
uhsurcf and idiotic DBunter!” he
answered,

“J say, Marky. old follow—0-"

Mark Linley chuckled.

“What's the matter with tha fot
frump " exclaimed Vernon-Smith, in
wonder.  “I've been looking for you,

Bunter—"

“Beast!” retorted Bunter, safa
belnml Bob Clierry. “Keep him off,
Bob.”

" Il

.IE

“And I want you to come and whack
it out with me,” snid the Bounder.

“Oh 1" gasped Bun

“Ha, ha, ha!” wllc:l all the study.

Bunter bhnked at the Dounder
amazement.

Apparently Smithy haid not, after all,
beon secking hur with hostile intentions.

in

Ile had been gomg to invite the fat
Owl to share hi=s cake.

Certeinly, Bunter could not have
guessed that!

Vernon-Smith’s study was like a land
flowing with milk and hon:y, so many
were the good things in which the
Bounder {avishly induiged himself. But
it was seldom, very seldom indeed, that
Billy Bunter had a chance of sharing
in those good things. Bunter was not
a man whom Smithy delighted to
honour, s & rule  Why Smithy was
extending that hospitable invitation to
Bunter on this occasion was rather
lmf-t.etv

“Oh1” gasped Bunter. “You—you—
—you were going to—to—to—
for'! I—I thought—"

“Ia, ha bat”

“Well, eome on, you ass, if you want
somo of the cake!” said \emon Smiith.

“Oh 1" saud Booter again.

Unexpected as the invitation was,
Billy Bunter soull have jumped at it
on any other occasion. But on this ceca-
sion he did pot jump! There was
little difficuity in the way ! Bonter lind
already scolfed that cake!

Evidently the Bounder did not wet
Lkoow that his cake had pone the waw
of all cakes! But ho was cartain to
find it out 23 soon as he arrvived in his
Srlul_)' {

Buuter did not want to be with
when he made the discovery.

hmllnv was offering him a “vhaek’
i the cake; but what he wonld sax, ans!
whyt e would do, when he found that
]Iu#ﬂcr liadd had the wlole cake, was
l]mlu another mallor.

‘Are you coming® snapped Smithy

Duuter, to the amazomeut of eveey
fcllow in the study, shook lis head.

“No!” ho answered firmlv

The Bounder stared ot Lim angrily.

“You fat churap! It's a jolly good
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calic—one of Mrs, Mimble's best eakeal
What do you meani Come cn, while
you've got the chuuce t”

“Jhanks, but 1 don't care about visit-
ing your study 1" answeresd DBilly Bunter,
with a great deal of dignity. “You're
not the kind of fellow 1 care to be pally
with Vernon-Smith !”

“What " yelled the Dounder.

“¥ou've been saying, and hinting, a
tot of rotten things about Valentine,
who's a friend of mine,” said Bunter.
“1 don't care to comv, Smithy! Keep
your cake, and bo blowed to you!

“Well, my only hat!” said Bob
Cherry blankly “Jolly old wonders
will never cease! Who ever heard
Bunter refuse to whack out a cake
before 17

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“1 shan’t ask you again, yon frowsy
fat oyster 1” snarle: the Bounder, with
a black scowl at the Owl of the Remove.

“Youa meedn't ask m- at all!” said
Bunter. “ Keep your distance, Vernon-
Smith! Blow your cake, and you, too!”

Vernon-Smith gave him a savage look,
and made a step towards him. Bunter
gave & yell

“Keep him oft, Dob!”

Bob Cherry grinned, and pushed tho
Bounder back with his gloved hand.

“Hands off. old bean!” he said
amicablg.

The Bounder, scowling, tramped out
of the study. There was a chuckle from
AMark Linley at the window. y

“1 faney I know why Bunter isn't
going to whack out that cake'’ he
remarked. “He's had it already 1”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Oh, really. Linley! Of course, 1
haven't touched the cake,” said Bunter.
“But I don't want to be there when
Smithy misses it. He's got a rotten
temper, I--1 think I'll go now. He
may come back here when he misses the
cake. If—if he does, tell him I've gone
home to—to—to a funeral.”

“Oh, my hat!™

Bunter departed from the study to
arek safer cover. Evidently it was a
judicious move on his part, for, a fow
minutes later, Vernon-Smiih looked in
again, scowling. LFour grins greeted his
scowl. He stared round the study, and
demanded :

“Whero's Bunter?”

“Gone home to a funcral!” chuckled
Bob. *“At least, that's what he said 1™

‘' Ha, ha, hal”

The Bounder, scowling more blackly
fhan ever, slammed ithe door and
departed.  And Billy Bunter, in deep
caver under Lord Mauleverer's table
in Stady Ne. 12, listencd to his passing
footsteps, and quaked.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man from the Sky !

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo 1"
H o Imk (5

“Great Scott (™

Harry Wharten & Co.
came lo a halt, with suddenly blanched
aces. It was the following morning,
und the Famous Five of the Remove,
with Jim Valentino in their company,
were takimg a stroll after third schoot
across the meadows between Greyfriars
and the village of Friardale.

For some minutes they had noticed an
acroplane humaming far above thom,
against the steely sky, without giving it
any special attention. Acroplanes from
Wapshot Camp wers common cnough
in the neighbourhood of the school, and
tho drone of a plane often mingled with
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the drene of Quelch's veice in the Form-
room.

But all of a sudden Bob Cherry gave
a shout, and pointed upward, and the
six juniors fixed their eyes upon the
plano i startled horror.

What the trouble wes they did not
know, but that the aivman was in
dilliculties they could not fail to sce.
Something had gone wrong, and [rom
the plungmg plane something dropped
that looked hke a doll in the high
distanee, but which they knew nwst be
the pilot dropping with a parachute.

It shot downward like a stone. so
swiltly that their eyes could not follow
it. The plane pluuged on, and diveld
far clear of it: but the juniors did not
watch the plane now—they watched tho
tiny object that shot down like a bullet,
and their hearts almost ceased to beat,
For the parachute had not opened, and
for a breathless second or two 1t seeme
that the [alling fyer must strike the
carth like a stono—which meant instant
and terrible death under their very
eyes.

It was only a second or two, but it
seemed afc-ion to the horrified school-
boys. Then they saw the parachute
open out and foat. They panted with
relick.

“My only hat!" said Johany DBuil.
“1 thought—=2"

“Bame here!” breathed Nugent., “I
thought——"

“The thinkfulness was terrifie!” re-
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the esteemed and absurd {lying-
man is as right as rainfulness 1V

“Thank goodness!” said Bob Cherry,
whose ruddy cheeks had paled for the
moment. “Come on, you men—he may
need help when he lands!”

“Come on!” exclaimed Jim Valen-
tine, and he started, the Famous Five
cutting swiftly after him in the
direction of the falling parachute,
which was floating down over the next
meadow.

It was still falling swifily; and there
were high trees in the field, on which
it was in danger of fouling. It was
quite gousible that the man who had
esca, from the plunging plane might
need help when he landed—which the
chums the Greyfriars Remove were
only too eager to ﬁive'

At & distance, they heard thie sound
of a terrific crash as the nose-diving
plane met the earth. A red sheet of
flame shot skyward where the plane
crashed: it had burst almost instantly
into flames. But the juniors did not
heed it. Thoy raced for the meadow
where the man on the parachute was
falling.

He was down before they could get
near across tho wide meadows, quick as
they were. They saw the parachuto
drop behind a clump of tall oaks and
beeches, so close to them that they had
Iittle doubt that it had come to gricf on
the spreading branches,

They ran breathlessly round the
clump of trees, fearing to find the
fallen man dead or injured.

“Halle, hallo, hallo—"

“1fere he is!”

The parachute was sprawling in the
grass. DBeside it lay a man in airman’s
outfit, motionless.

“Quick!” panted Wharton.

The eaptain of the Remove was the
first to reach him.

He dropped on his knees beside the
fallen man, and at the same moment
the airman stitred and {iried to vize,
and Harry Wharton grasped him and
gave him aid. The other {ellows were
round him in another moment, all lend-
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ing helping hands, =ad the man from
the sky sat up in the grass, panting.

“Hurt 7' exclaimed Nugent,

The Aying-man panted.

“Oaly & bump or two—the parachute
fouled on theso trees ! 1dropped a dozen
feet sheer, I think! But it's all right!
Corpo de Deos! ['ve had a close shave
—what !

He staggered to his feet.

He was bruised and shaken, bui evi-
dently not injured as the juniors had
feared.  They looked at himm rather
curiously.  They had taken it for
granted that he was one of the flying-
men from the Air Camp at Wapshot;
but they saw now that he was not a
R.A.F. man. Though he spoke in
Eoglish, his exclamation, “Corpo do
Deos ! struck them at once. Ile was
English, but evidently from foreign
parts.

He stared across the flelds and hedges
towards the flaming plane in the
distance.

. “Hard Juck 1” he grunted. “ Wrecked
in sight of port—what! T've flown that
plane from Paris this morning, and
tuppose I'm not far from Wapshot.”

“Only a few miles,” said Harry
Wharton.

The airman glanced round. Ilis eyes
rested on the grey old tower of Grey-
friars School, rising over the trees,

“Thar's Greyfriars—our school I said
Harry. “Wapshot's the other direction.
lf“we can help you in any way——*

Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’s the jolly
old bell!” exclaimed Bob.

“Never mind dinner, if wo can give
any help " said Harry., “Quelch won't
mind !

“It will be a terrilic pleasure to
extend any absurd helpfulness that may
be in our ridiculous power, esteemod
sabib !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singlh.

The fying-man stared at tlho nabob
for a moment, and grinaed.

“Oh! Exactly!” ho gasped. “Quite!
But it's all right. Thank you, boys,
for helping me! T'll cut off and look
after my bus, though I reckon thero
won't be much left of it.”

“'The burnfulness is preposterous,”

agreed the nabob.
_The @ying-man_grinned, apparonily a
little cntertained by Hurree Singh’s
variety of the English language, Ho
had a pleasant, good-tempercd [ace,
burned afmost brown by tropical suns,
from which twinkled a pair of very
keen eyes. Tlis age it would have been
rather difficult to guess, but cvidently
he was well over thirty.

The dinner-bell was ringing at the
school, and the sound was wafted on the
wind across the meadows.

“Thanks again " said the flying-man,
and he made a movement to go.
_T}’mn, as his eyes fell on Jim Valen-
tine’s handsome face, he gave a little
start, and stared at him.

“Corpo de Deos!” he exclaimed,
making a step towards the boy. *‘I've
zeen you before somewhere, my lad (¥

Valentioe started a little. The new
fellow at Greyfriars had reasons for not
wishing io be known by anyone whe
had seen him before he had bocome n
Greyinars fellow.
I don't remember having seen yeu,
sir!”  he answered, rather ecurtly.
“Como on, vou follows—we shall he

late | And il we can't help this gentle-
man—"

“fhat's all right, but—"

Valeutine moved away, without wait-
ing for the lying-man to finish. The
airman broke . staring aiter him
with a puzzled look, and Uarry Whar-
ion & Co. hesitated a moment or two.
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fThen, as the fAying-man turned away
and strode off in the direction of the
burning plane, they followed Valentine.

Jim was walking quickly, with a RBush
on his face, They had to trot to over-
take him,

“What the dickens, Valentine!” ex-
claimed Johnny Bull, rather warmly.
“You might have been civil to the
wan !

Valentine's colour deepened.

“1 didn’t mean to be uncivil!” he

stammered. “ But—"'
“He thought he knew you,” said
Nugent,

“1 don't tea how he eould have; but
if e did I’d rather not see any more
of him,” answered Valentino,

“Why?" demanded DBob,

P, iy,

=y

“* 1 say, you fellows, keep him off ! ** yelled Bunter, as Vernon-Smith entered the study.
‘* I've been looking for you evervwhere.
come and whack it out with me { **

ass !’ hooted the Bounder.

“Can’t you
Yalentine.

“Oh!” smid DBob, and he said no
more, and the juniors hurried on to ihe
school in silence.

The “boy with a past ” had lis secrets
to keep. Harry Wharton & Co. did
not always remember that Valentine
of the Remove lhad not always been
what he was now. But, naturaily, Jim
himself could not forget that not so
very long ago he had been “*Dick the
Penman ™ in the gang of which Nosey
Clark the master-crook was the chief.

Certainly, it was unlikely enough that
the bronzed airman, who evidently camo
from a tropical country, could ever have
had any conncetion with Nosey Clark
& Co. But it gave the boy a pang of
uneasiness to be recognized.” The shadow
of the past was always over him; snd

guess why 1" muttered

in his mind was the perpetual thought
that Dick the Penman was wanted
by the police,

“Well, you'll never see that sportsman
again, old bean,” said Bob, when they
come in at the gates and walked up to
the House. *Ho doesn't helong ta these
parts—he's come from some Spanish
country.”

“ Portuguese |7
smile.

“How the thump do you know that, if
vou don’t know him?1" asked Dob,

“I'rom what he said—'Corpo de
Deos.” ™ answered Valéntine,

“Isn't that Spanish?”

“It's very like Spanish—but in
Epanish it would be * Dios" "

“You dou't mean to say you know

' said Valentine, with a

5

his real charaeter. He's supposad o be
a wealthy City man; nobody cutside the
gang suspects what he really is—and he
doesn’t uspally use the name of Clark,
either. But—after I found out what he
was—] used to think of my Uncle
Valentine in Berazil, and wonder whether
he hved—and—and when 1 ran away
from the goang., I hoped some day fo
get out to South America, and look for
my uncle, I should have tried it on,
sooner or later, if Mr. Quelch had not
so kindlv taken me up and placed me
at Greyfriars.”

“1 say, you fellows——

“0Oh, blow away, Bunter!”

“You'll be late for dinner,™ said
Bunter, “I say, vou fellows, there's a
plane down near here somewhere—"

-]

the Portuguese lingo®” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in great astopishrient,

tnow a little," Valentine smiled.
“1 hoped once that I might go to
Brazil; you know, they speak Port-
vguese in Brazil, as it was originally a
colony of Portugal. 1 began to learn the
language for that reason—I put in a
good deal of study, while I was with
Nosey Clark—I had anything 1T wanted,
s0 long as ¥ was of nse to them.’

YOl said Harry, "1 understand!
You've got an uncle in Drazil”

Valentino nodded.

“Yes—if he is stil! living ! He has not
Lbeen heard of for years,  though.
L fived witlh my othor wncle when
I was a kid, and teft an orphan; beforo
1 had anythung to do with Nozey Clark,
I was loft pennilesz; and Clark was left
my guardinn; wy uncle knew nothing of

*“ Boot him out ! ™" ** You silly

I've got a cake in my study, and I want you to
‘** Oh !’ gasped Bunter, blinking in amazement.

“Ga hon 1 said DBob,

“You fellows never spe anvihing,
gaid Bunter, scornfully, I joliv well
saw it! It came down in lames—fearfnl
flames—aad the poor clap in it was
killed—""

“Oh, oy hat!”

“Awful, nin’t 17" =said Dunlor, "1
wonder what they've got for dinner
to-day—1 hope it's steak-and-kadney
pic {”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, you fellows, it’s ratlier Leart-
less to laugh, when I tell you that that
man in the plane was smashed into smali
picces,”’ said Bunter, reprovingly, “1lo
came an awful crash—I heard it ! Fvory
bone broken, poor chap! Do you think
it will be steua and kidney to-day, you
fellows? We had steak and kidrey on
Monday—-""
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“Ha, ha, ba!” roarcd the six. Bunter’s
eoncern, equally divided between the
crashed airman and the problem of
dimner, struck them as funny,

“Blessed if I seo apything to ecackle

atl Smashed like—like—like any-
thing 1 said Bunter. “Awful, you
know! You follows must have been

quite near—but you go about with your
cyes shut—yon never see anything—"

“But we've scen him 1" chuckled Dob,

“Zeen the body " asked Bunter.

“*Yes—and talked to the jolly old
hody, and the jolly old body’s walked
away quito merry and bright!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

And the chums of the Remave went
in to dinner, Billy Bunter grunting as
be rolled in after them. Bunter liked to
he Grst with the news; but on the
present oceasion lie was evidently a bad
secand. But his fat fnce brightened as he
arrived in Hall. Iv was. after all, steak-
and-kidney pie—and Billy Buuter's fat
{fud® ULoamed with satisfaction. The
whole of the R.A.F. might have crashed,
wnregarded by Dunter, when his little
round oves and lis big round spectacles
were fixed on steak-and-kidney pie.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea with Smithy !
OM REDWING eyed the Bounder

E onriously, at tea-time in Study
No. 4  Vernon-8mith had told
him that Billy Bugpter was
coming to tea; and thouvgh Redwing
cortainly did not vearn for the fat com-
pany of William George Bunter, he had
io objection to make, DBut he was
puuled.
Smithy bad stacked a big cake on the
table, flanked by a bag of tarts, and

another of doughnuts—a sight to
delight the eyes of the fat Owl when he
came i But why he was taking all
this trouble for Bunter, a fellow about
whom he did not care a pin, was rather
a mystery.

Billy Bunter, as a matter of fact, was
as puzzled as Redwing. The previous
day, he had "scoffed ” the Bounder’s
cake. never dreaming that it had been
intended for hm all the while, After-
wards, he had expected trouble—but
there had been no trouble—8mithy had
apparently forgotten the raid on his
study, Now ho had azked the fat junior
fo tea—why, Bunter could not guess, It
was true that Bunter, in his own
estimation at least, was a fascinating
and entertaining fellow—a fellow that
any chap onnght have been pleased to
seo at any time. But af that was the
explanation, Smithy had been a long
time finding out what a charming chap
Bunter was,

“Fhat’s all right,” said Vernon-Smith,
“More than cnough to feed the brute,
Beddy—what 47

“The *brurte’ being the {follow you've
asked to teh 1" said Redwing.

* Exactly.”

“If that’s what you think of him,
what the thump have yon asked hia
for?"

“To make him talk.”

Redwing stared.

“No need to stand him a spread to
make him talk! The diffieulty generally
is 1o keep him from talking.”

“1 want him to talk on a particular
subject. He knows about Valentine
before the fellow came to Greglriars”

Redwing's expression changed. The
Bounder grinned sardonically =os he
noted it

“TFrom what I can make out, Wharton
and his friends camoe across the fellow

IEEa R T
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last hols,” went on 8mithy. “ Bunter
was with them. Wharton and the rest
are close as oysters about it—bub

Bunter knows something. I've asked tho
fat ass to tea to hear him spout it
out, see?”

Tom Redwing's face sct.

“Why can’t you leave the chap alone,
Smithy?  He's inoffensive enough.
know he was in the wrong, w1 your row
with hum a1 Lantham, But——"

“He laxd hands on me,” said the
Bounder, with a glitter in lus cyes, “A
measly piekpocket robbed me, and I
had lm—and Valentine butted in, and
let the man escape. He handled me—
to get a thief avay! I've scrapped with
him since—though it never ceme o a
finizh. He had the best of it—but never
mind that! If he were decent, I'd forget
what he's done, and let him alome!
Bur—**

" He's deeent enough.”

“He's a erook” said the Bounder,
coolly, “He's wmixed up in some gang
of crooks. That pickpocket st Lantham
was oue of them, and he dared mot let
the man be taken to the police station.
e haandled me! By gad! I'll make the
cud sorry he laid his hands on mo!”

Redwing was silent, e realised that
Smithy had persuaded himself that his
motives were good, that he was seeking
only to show up 1 his true colours a
rascal who was living a lie, deceiving all
who knew. But he realisad, too, that it
was the Bounder’s arrogant temper that
was at the bottom of it. e could not
forgive a fellow who had defied and
defeated him. And though he affected,
and doubtless believed, that he attached
no importance to the fact that Valentine
had had the best of the scrap in
the changing-room a few weeks ago,
Redwing knew that it rankled. Smithy
was not the first fellow who mistook a
malicious desire for vengeance, for a
sonse of duty.

" He's a crook,” repeated the Bounder.
“Last week, there was a burglary at
Popper Court—old Popper’s dismond
was bagﬁed_ Well, that night I was out
of bounds—so [ can't say for certain
what the fellow did—but I'm fairly sure
he was out of bounds too, and one of
the ganfz that robbed old Popper. The
diamond was sent back later—but not
till Inspecior Grimes had come over
from Courtficld and seen Valentine.
What does it look like?”

“You were our of hounds that night
repested Redwing, staring at him, * Bug
Queleh came up to the gorm with Mr.
Grimes. If you'd been out, he wonld
have missed you. What do you mean

“You know what I mean! Quelch
would have missed me from the dorm-
tory, if & dummy hadn’t been rigged
m my bed after I left, You did it.”

11" exclaimed Redwing, in astenish-
ment.

It was the Bounder’s turn to staye.
On that night last week, he had had
the narrowest escape of all his reckless
career at Greyfriars. Had not a friendly
hand placed a dummy in his bed, it
wias certain that the Remove master
would have discovered his absence after
lirhts-out. when he visited the dormitory
with Inspeetor Grimes. Smithy had
taken it for granted that Redwing's
had been the Iriendly hand.

“Wasn't it you? he demanded,

“ Nothing of the kind! I never knew
ton were aut of bounds.”

“My hat! | thouf{ht you had woko
up, snd seceing that I was missing, harl
fixed up my bed in case Quelch eatwe
up and spotted it—"

“1 never dreamed that Quelch might
come up. I never woke up till he camo.
And then I never knew that you weres
out of bonnds.”
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Vernon-Smith whistled.

“Then it was some other fellow! Who
on earth did me that good turn and
saved my bacon? I'd like to know.”
The Bounder looked puzzled. e |
haver’t a pal in the Form, cxeepting
rou, Reddy. T supposed it was you that
did it, as a matter of course. Who clse
would have taken the trouble?”

“Well, lots of fellows would; but I
don't see how any fellow could have
foreseen that Quelch might come up
that particular night,” said Redwing.
“I certainly never thought of it. I
remember looking at yeur bed and
feeling glad that you were thore. Wheo-
cver rigged up the dummy under the
bedclothes, did it well. Queleh mever
noticed anything.” i

Lucky for me le didn’t!” grinned
the Bounder. “It would have been the
sack for me, short and sharp! It's odd
that the fellow hasn't mentioned it to
me, whoever he was. But never mind
that. As 1 was saying, 1 believe that
that {cllow Valentine was hand-in-glove
with the thieves at Popper Court—2

*“What rot!”

“Think so0?" sneered the Dounder,
“Well, one of the thieves was seen, and
deseribed to Inspector Grimes as a man
with » beaky nose.”

“Lots of men with beaky noses,”

“T asked Wharton if he knew w hether
Valenting had ever been in touch with
a man with a beaky nose, and ho refused
to“nnsw:c’l:. But he know.”

“He wouldn’t say; but Buater will
say, if he kpows! That’s why I've
asked the fat rotter to tea!”

Redwing compressed his lips.

“If that's your game you can have
it all to yourself,” he said curtly, and
he walked out of the study without
another word )

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
As o mautter of faet, he was not quite
satisfied with his own methods; but he
told himself that his motives were good,
forgetting the ancient text that one
must not do evil that good may come

of ik
He Joungod to the window. and stood

staring out into the quad while he
wai for his distinguished guest to
arrive.

At a distanco a number of Remove
fellows were punting a ball about;
the Famous Five, Jim Valentine,

quiff and Deter Todd, Russell and
Ogilvy and  Wibley. Vernon-Smith's
cyes ﬁﬂzercd with bitter animosity on
the agile figure and handsome face of
Jim Valentine. He disliked the fellow
—disliked him intensely; and ho did
not realise that it was chiefly because
ho had crumpled up in the boy’s strong
hands, and that his defeat had wounded
his pride. The fellow had been in tho
wrong; he was a rogue and s rascal,
in the Dounder's belici. Ho was keep-
ing up appearances among  decent
Iellows, when his proper place was
behind prison bars, g0 Smithy told him-
self. And he added bitterly that he
would never rest till he had sent the
fellow where he belonged,

Looking at the other fellows he
wondered which of them it was who had
saved him on that night out of bounds
when the Remove master had paid his
unexpected visit to the dormitory.

He bhad no friend that could be called
a friend at Grevfriars, excopting Tam
Redwing. But some  good-natured
follow might have done him that good
turn.  Bul, as he bad said, it was odd
that the fellow had never mientioned it
afterwards. Nobody in the Remove, in
fact, scemed to know that he had been
out of bounds at all that eventful night.
t was rather a puzzle, and the Bonnder
thouglit it over perplexedly. But in all

his surmizes cn the subject it naver
crossed his mind that it was Jim
Valeatine who kad saved him that
night. The Dounder was not a fellow
to help an enemy, and from an enemy
he would never have dreamed of
cxpecting belp.

"1 say, old chap—" 1

Billy Bunter volled into the study.
The .l{oum!er turned from the window
with a scowl that was not exactly
hospitable. But the Ow! of the Remove
did not sce it. His eyes were fxed
on tho good things on the table, and an
oxpansive grin wreathed his podgy face.
Smithy might have scowled like a
demon i a pantomime, without Billy
Bunter observing it that ecstatic
moment.

“Hope I'm not late, old fellow,” said
Buater, his eyes gluod on the cake. “I
say, that looks a jolly good cake! Not
like the cakes 1 get from Bunter Court,
but jolly good, what?”

“You fat idiot 1"’

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“8it down, fathead!”

Bunter blinked at him. He had no
idea why Smithy had asked him to tea,
and provided these excellent things for
lis grotification, Dut that Smithy had
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realised at long last what a charming

fellow heo was, could hardly be the
explanation, judgmg by the Bounder's
looks. Smithy certainly did not look
like a host who was glad to ses his
guest; netther did he speak as if he was
charmed by Dunter's company.

Still, these things wero trifles. The
spread on the study table was the im-
portant thing. That spread was goord
and amnple, and Bunter could do with-
out polite emiles and  courteous
greetings.

He sat down.

“(iet going ! said the Boundor.

Bunter did not need telling. He got
going on the spot. Vernon-Smith sat
on the corner of tho table, wamhinﬁ
him with a sardonic sneer on his har
face. Really his menners wore not
those of an hospitable host in the best
cireles. Dut Billy Bunter did not mind.
Iis fuce beamed over the spread. Not
till he had ecaten ennmih for three
fellows, und so taken the keen edge off
his appetite. did Bunter speak again.

“Good!” lie said. “A jolly good
sprend, Smithy! I must ask you to tea
in my study some time.”

“Futhead !”

“'Hem!  Come to-morrow,” said
Dunter, with his mouth full. “ No, not
to-morrow; I'm tea-ing out with o
friend. The day after. No, not tho
day after; I have an engagement that
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day. Perhaps we'd better leava it open
for the prescnt—""

“Don’t be a silly ass!”

113 ’Hem !’!

Bunter gave up polite conversation
andnhhacked in again. Th&; ll:az(:i: ugt;ld
poachcd eggs were gone, and the dough-
nuts had Eéo!!owwj. Bunter was travel-
ling through the tarts with an oye on
the cake.

In many things, in fact in most
things, Bunter was slow. But in deal-
ing with a spread Dunter had o
wonderful  turn  of specd. Smithy
realised that it was time to get to
business before the spread had com.

pletely vanished.

“You knew that f{cllow Valentine
before he came here, Bunter,” he said
abruptly,

“Oh, yes!
Smlifl_)“" " . .

“You met him at Wharton's place in
the hols, I hear.” p
ﬁbw :l:;r;r%t?rts?" "

ow did Valeatine ha to
be at Wharton’s place 1 pen

Bunter  blinked at  Vernon-Smith.
Smithy's feud with the new fellow was
common knowledge in tha Remove, and
it began to dawn on Billy Bunter why
ho had been asked to tea in Study
No. 4.

He shook his bullet head.

“The fact is, Smithy, I'd rather not
talk about the chap,” he said. *He's
been rather decont to mo. Let it drop.”

“I've asked vou a question, Bunter,”
said Smithy, with a glitter in his eyes,
“If you want to be kicked out of the

elutg—-—-”
“Oh, really, Smithy, if that's the way
you talk to a guest, 1 think 1'd better
go !” said Bunter, with dignity.
“Get out, thon, you fat fool 17
Bunter, with o jam tart in his fat
hand, eyed the cuke. Dignity was all
very well, but the cake was untouched
as yet. To get out of the study, leaving
the cake untouched, was asking too
much of flesh and blood—Billy Bunter's,
at ali events. Bunter sat tight.

“Of course, T can tell a pal,” said
Bunter affably. “So far as I remember,
Valentine was running away from some-
body, and thae fellows sloocly by him and
helped him out.”

“Was be mixed up with crooks?”

“Well,” said Bunter thoughtfully, “I
don’t know about being mixed up with
them. They were after him.”

“Who were ‘ they 1"

“ Welli, that man with a beaky
noge——

Vernon-Smith's eyes flashed. He was
getting on to it; that spread in Study
No. 4 was not Leing wasted |

“A man with a beaky nose?” he
repeated. “ What was he called ##

Bunter jammed snother tart into his
capacious mouth. It was the last, and
ho was already carving the eake.

“Blessed if I remember,” he eaid.
“Parker, 1 think—or Parks. No.
Clark! That was it—Nosey Clark.”

“And he was o pal of Valentine's?

“No fear! Valentine was trying to
keep elear of him; Le was an awful
villain,” snid DBunter. “So far as [
could make out, they had hold of
Valeutine somchow, and he was trying
to dodge them. How he came o get
to Greyfriars I don't know, and never
could make out. He's got no money.
He, he, he! No people or anvthing,
poor beast! I say, T like this cake!”

“ No people?” asked the Bounder,

“He had an uncle, or something
who pegged out, or something,” san!
Bunter. “So 1 heard ! Thon lie was o
ward of that man Clark's, or something
or other. The man made out that he
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was his guardian, anynow. He's got
another unele, on the other side of the
family, who went to Socuth America
years ago, or something, and snuffed
out there, or somcthing or other! This
cake— " .

“How did he live before he came
here 1" i

“ Never ashed him,” said Bunter. “I
suppose he lived somchow.”

“Somehow—yes,” said the Bounder,
with a bitter sneer, “And I fanc
can guess how. And he made out that
he was dodging the crooks. And the
fellows never knew that it was gammon,
and that he waos hand in glove with

“Eh—was ke?” asked Bunter, it a
rather mufHled voice, his mouth being
full of cake. o

“0Of eourse he was, you fat idiot, and
is now.” . X

“Better not say that outside this
study,” grinned Bunter. “ Quoleh would
h?a y!ou up beti!orf !i!;lc H:ad{ t}:@ a
jiffy. I suppose that's the sort of thin
’ou? woulg think, Smithy,” adde

unter reflectively.

“What 1" e

“I mean, you'rs o suspicious sort of
blighter, aiways thinking rotten thmﬁg
sbout somebody or other, ain't you?
said Bunter affably. “That's your
style. 1 dare say I might think the
same, if Valentine had thumped me all
over the changing-voom like he did you.
He, he, he!” .

‘The Bounder’s eyes glittered,

“This is o jolly good cake,” went on
Bunter, “Do you mind if I finish it?
I rather lhinﬁ—-— say, Smthy,
;}h”r?rl you up to? Why, you beast!

aroch |”

That feast of the gods was suddenly
interrupted.  Smithy was aware that
he bad now exhausted the whole stock
of Bunter’s information. He was,
therefore, dono with Bunter. 1o pro-
ceeded to_make that fact clear in the
most unmistakable manner by grasping
the fat Owl by the collar, and hooking
him out of his chair.

“Urrrrg I gurgled Bunter.

His mouth was full of cake, and some
of it, naturally, went down the wrong
way as he squirmed in the Bounder’s
powerfnl grasp.

“Urrrggh! GrMFh! Woooh! T'm
chook-chook-choking ! gasped Bunter.
“Leggo! Wharrer you at? Huve you
gone mad? Yarcooh! Groogh!”

Without enswering, Vernon-Smith
swung the fat Owl to the doorway, and
jerked open the doar.

Crash! 5

Smithy’s foot landed on the tightest
trousers at Greyfriars, with what a
novelist would have described as a
sickening thud.

Bunter flow !

Slam !

“Oh erikey!” gasped Bunicr, as he
sat up in the passage. “Oh crumbs!
Grogogh! Gug-gug-gug-gug! Qoooch !
Had as a_matter—] mean, mad as a
hatter ! Woocogh! Oh lor’, T'll jelly
well never go to tea with Smithy again
—bresking out on a chap like this in
the middie of a friendly talk! Wow!
Qoogh! Wow!" 2

And Billy Bunter rolled away, still
gasping and gurg'lms. Tea with Smithy
was over—quite suddenly.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

R. COMPTON CLARK, more
M {familiarly known ameng his
associates as “ Nosoy,” chowed
the end of an unlighted cigar,
and scowled over it blackly, Mr,
Clark scemed to be in a very bad

temper.
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Me moved reatlessly about the hand-
somely appomicd room in the mansion
where  “Alr, Compton” lived a5 a
wealthy City gentleman, snd which was
the headquarters of the dangerous gang
of crooks of which Nosey was the chief,

_Barney Hayes, the “thug,” and
Kicky Judd, the pickpocket, sat and
smoked, and stared at him as he paced
the room. Mer. Clark came to & sudden
halt, facing them, with a black scowl on
his 'bushy rows, and a glow of anger
in his prominent nose that was so like a
vulture's beak.

“It's got to finish!™ he snarled.
CYdt wall finish soon emough, guv'por,
if the boy talks too much at his new
school,” said Kicky, with a grin.
“Beotland Yard would make J’ust one
hop to this show, and then—

“Don’t be a fool!” snarled Nosey.
“The boy dare not talk. If he landed
ono of us in the stone jug that cne
would tell the police, first thing, that
Jun Valentine of Greylriars was Dick
tiie Penman, whom they’ve wanied for
more than a year. He will keep his
mouth shut for his own sake. But
we've got to got him back,”

“1'd get him fast enough, if youn gave
the word!" growled Barner. “A grip
on the back of his neck, some day when
lie’s found out of the school—"

“Foal! Hasn't he warned us that
be's written oot a full description of all
of us, with details of our whole game
for the police, to he found and handed
over to them if hLe's missing at any
time. But for that we'd have had him
before this!” growled Nosey Clark.
“But with that paper in existence, the
game is up for us 1f we nail him.”

“Gammon ! said Barney, “Ilo was
pulling vour Io% guv'nor.”

Clark shook his head. i

“He told us g0, and meant it—overy
word,"” he answered. *'That keeps him
safe. But we've got to get him back.
Dick the Penman is too valuable for us
to lose. If wo could get hold of that
paper without the hoy knowing—"

“ Plenty of room to look for it in a
Lsig place like Greyfriars,” sand Kicky,
with a shrug of his shoulders. * And
vou can lay to it that if it veally exists,
w's got it well hidden.”

“It must be among his things at the
school—either in his study, or in his
box in his dormitory,” muttered Clark.
“To serve his purpose, he would have
to leave it where it could be found if
Le wes missed,”

“That's 0,” agreed Kicky, * That
fool Nutty *—he shruggﬁd his narrow
shoulders again—"he’s bungled half a
dozen times, He will bungle again—
you can lay to that!”

Nosey Clark grunted, and stalked to
the window, and stared out on the
avenue that led up to the house,

Plot after plot, scheme after soliemie
had the cunning master-crook dosignetl
ta drive Dick the Penman from his last
vefuge—to drive the boy who had fled
froom him back into crime. FEvery
scheme had failed, and Nosey Clark felt
himself at the end of his resources,

If Nutty Nizon this timo came back
successiuf——s

Onca that telltale papér was in theo
hands of the master-crook, all would be
plain sailing. Neo_ more need for plot-
ting, ne more need for schmmni. Ounce
it was safe to lay hands on the boy, the
rest was eazy. Kidnapped, and in the
power of the crooks, Nosey told himself
savagely that ho would soon bo brought
10 rcason. His methods would not bao
gontle,  But so long as that paper,
written out to the Iast detail by Jim
Valentine, remained within the walls of
Greyfriars School, Nosey dared not lay
hands on him,

He stood scowling savagely from the
window, He had feiled and fatled and
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failed again, and had begun to believe
that he was doomed to failure. But he
was bltte:;f determined not to let the

2. ith his strange gift of pen-
manship, the boy was more useful to
him than any other member of the gang,
But, apart from that, the crook was
resolved not to bo beaten by the boy
whom he had planned to train to crime.

A figure came up the avenue and
Nosey's black vyes glinted us ho recog-
nise Nutty Nixon, the cracksman,
Nutty spotted him at the window, and
waved his hand and grinned.

Nosey felt his heart beat faster, He
turned from the window.

“Nutty’s coming,” he said. “He
looks as if he's had lack.”

A few minutes later the door opened,
a]ml Nutty cnr*z:p in. i '1'}mrc was o
cheery grin on his rascal ace.  Nose
Clark strade towards him:f g

“What luck 7 he breathed.

Nutty chuckled,

“The best!” he answered.

He groped under his coat, drew out o
paper, and laid it on a table. ‘The nian
with the vulture’s beak fairly pounced
on it. His black eyes shonn over it,
Barney flayes and Kicky locked at it
over his shoulders,
 Lhe ﬁape-r was written in Jmm Valen-
tine’s hand. It was a lengthy state.
ment of all that the boy knew ug Nosey
Clark and his gang—a full description
of the nest of rogues, of their head.
quarters, of their varicus aliases, and
other information, Enough, more than
enough, to have enabled the polico to
round up the whole gang at oue swoop,
bad an official eye fa?!en on that paper,

Nosey bresihed hard and deep,

“Where did you find it, Nutty " he
asked, at lase.

Nutty Nixon chuckled again,

“In Jiw’s desk in his study at the
schoal, at one in the morning,” he
apswered. "It was in an envelope
addressed fo a master named Quelch,
I guessed what was in that cnvelops
when I saw it.”

“ Apd——" breathed Noscy.

“They've got a kettle in the study,
what I s'pose thoy use to make their
tea,” said Nutty. “It came in handy
to open the cm-clo!pc with steam, T got
thiz purur out, and put in a folded slicet
of foolscap, and stuck the envelope
again,” he chuckled, “If that envelopo
1s_handed ever to Quelch when Jim is
missing, he won't got much news from
it,

“Shades of ITades !” said Nosey Clark.
“You've done it this time, Nutiy.
You've made wp for your bungling.
Jim will never know that the paper's
niissing."”

“Not uniess he opens the envelope in
bis desk, which he ain’t likely to do,”
grinned Nutiy.

“Then wo've got him

“Got him fair and square as soon as
vou like to lay 'ands on him, guv'nor.”

Clark's cyes danced.

“That won't be long. Ho {ancies he's
sale, with that paper ready to fall jnto
the hands- of llgo pelice 1 we nobble
him, Ile will find out soon enough that
he is mistaken. Wao've got him—und tho
sooner the better! We're taking no
chances this time. The four of us will
be on the spot, and a car handy! DBy
thunder, Dick the Penman is coming
back at last 1"

And the man with the vulture’s beal

grinned  with  the anticipation of
trium{nh. ie had failed muny times,
but this time he was pot going to fail.

All was cut and dried now—and Nesey
Clark forgot, us ho had forgotien belfore,
{}mt there is many a slip “twixt cup aud
ip!
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Having exhausted the whole stock of Bunter's information, Vernon-Smiih grasped the Iat Owl by the collar and hooked

him out of the chair.

““ Urrrrrggh | Grooozh | Woooeh 1 I'm chook-chook-choking ! ** gasped Bunter.

* Wharter

you at ? Groooogh ! Whhout answering, the Bounder swung the fat junior to fhe doorway and assisted him out of

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Stands Out!

“ TANDING out”
“Yes,” answered thie Bounder
coolly.
“And whyi” demanded
Wharton,

“P'm not feeling quite fit.,”

“This is the brst I've heard of it."

“Well, you've heard of it now L've
told you.”

The captain of_the Remove looked
grimly at Herbert Vernon-8mith. Theve
was o mocking glimmer in the Bounder's
eres.

It was & Wednesday, and the
Removo were booked to play football at
8t Jude's that afternoon, It was after
dinner that the Bounder coolly told his
ekippor that he was standing out of the
game.

That he was not fit Wharton did not
believe for a moment., The Bounder
was 0% as a fddle. He had some
other reason for cutting the maich ot
St, Jude's, though what 1t was Wharton
did not kpnow, and ecould not guocss.

But he was deeply irritated. It was
a hard game at Bt. Jude’s, and the
Crevlriars team needed their best men.
Yernon-Smith was one of the very best.

Wharton had been very caveful in dhe
snlection of his team. Scveral times
Jirn Valentine had played half in the
Bemove Lleven; but though the cap-
tain of the Remove was keen to play
him when he eould, he was leaving him
out this fime, But he was extremely
unwilling to feave Bmithy out.

* Lock here, Bmithy," said Wharton al

the study.

last, **this won't do! You're fit enough
—that's all rot1 Are youn leiting tho
tcam down, to off on some of your
roiten, blackguardly stunts this after-
noon

“Not at all,”

“Then what do you mean?” ex-
claimed Wharton angrily, * You know
we want you at St Jude's, and can't
spave you from the game.”

“You're frightiully flattering 1"
drawled the Bounder. “I'm fearfully
sorrs, and all that; but I douw't feel up
to a hard game this afterncon—and you
wouldn't like it i I let you down in the
match.”

“I don't belicve a word of it!”
answered Wharton deliberately, * You've
got somoa other reason. Have you got
vour silly back wp over Vaolentinet
Ile's not in the team, i that’s the
veason.  Hoe's not even coming over to
gro the game; he's gob extra toob with
Queleh.  If it's your silly fend with
Valentine that's worrying you, you can
wash it out!”

The Bounder langhed.

“Not in the least,” he answered.
“ut it’s rather queer that the fullow
i=n’t going over with the crowd to see
the game, as he's so jolly keen on foot-
ball, Dow’t you think so?”

“Ile's ot Latin  with Quelch ¥
snapped Wharton,

“]:ﬂli;:-h!. have something clse on, too,
on & half-heliday 1" drawled Vernon-
Smith, “Might be glad to get out of
sight for a time if bhe's still in touch
with that old benky friend of List”

“You silly asst Can't you get that out
of your head?” pgrowled Wharton.

“What bizney is it of yours, anyhow?”

“Ian't it every fellow's bizney to help
the police lay their hands on a crook?t”
jeercd the Bounder,

“He's nothing of the sort!”

“And pever has been!” grinned the
Bounder.

Wharton made no reply to that. He
was nof likely to tell Berbert Vernon-
Smith what he knew of the ecarlier
shadowed dars of Dick the Pemman.

Smithy gave a specring laugh. He
had no doubt of Wharion's reason for
refusing to answer.

“Ilallo, hello, hallol” Dob Cherry
came vp. “Ieeling up to a big game,
Smithy ¥ We shall have to pull up our

socks to-dany to Leat Bt Jude’s. 1 hear
they're in great form."

“Bmithy says he's standing out!”
growled the captain of the Remove.

“What on earth for®”

“Some rotten  reason”  snapped
Ilarey. “Well, if you mean it, Smithy,
vou ¢an stand out, and go and cat coke!
"M put in Redwing. He's not your form
at the game, but I can trust Lim, at
least 1

And Marry Wharton
with a frowning brow.

When the footballers started for the
railway station, Herbert Vernon-Sinith
stoeod ai the gates and watched them go.

There was rather o cloud on his face.
Perhaps he half-vepented his resolve to
stand out of the game that afternoon.
The Dounder was a keen footballer, and
he was not the man to fet his skipper
down if he cculd help it. But on this
oceasion he told himsoﬁf that it conld not
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be helped.  Ie had roasons that seemed
good to himself, though it was certain
that they wonld not have seemed good
to any other fellow in the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at the
station, the capiain of the Removo with
a {rown on his brow. A suspicion was
in his mind that Vernon-Smith was
standing out with some idea in his head
of keeping on eye on the junior he
doubted and suspected—and that sus.
l}icion was more than encugh to make
Wharton angry. . X

Had Jim Valentine still been in touch
with the gang from which he had fled,
no doubt he might have taken tie oppor-
tunity on a hali-holiday to keep some
appointment with Nosey Clark & Co.
But Wharton was well aware that that
was not tho ease, and the Bounder's
malicious  suspicions - irritated  him
deeply, y

There were ten minutes to wait for
the train, and the OCreylriars part
cerowded the platform at Courtfield,
most ¢l them discussing the mlnimi
match. A man leaning agaiust the wal
of the waiting-room eyerd them curiouair
and listened to tho talk of ihe school-
boys. He was a small, ¢lim man, with
a thick, dark moustache and a beard,
and looked nothing like Kicky Judd,
whom some oi the fellows would have
recognised bad they scen him  undis-
guised.

The man with the beard scemied
keenly intecested in the talk of the
Greyiriars fellows, thongh they did not
motice him. A good many fellows were
going over with the tcam, and the
crowd of cheery schoolboys was rather
numerous; and Kicky's eyes wandered
from face to face, as if in scarch of one
that he wanted to sce. Bub if he was
fooking for Jim Valentine, he did not
see him there. Valentine in those
moments was seated at the table in Mr.,
Quelch’s study at Greyfriars School,
deep in deponent verbs.

But Kicky started a little as he heard
the mname mentioned. It was Bob
Cherry's cheery voice that mentioned it.

“ Wish old Valentine could have como
along {” said Bob,

“Well, he could have if he’d liked,”
said Squiff, the Remove T;a!keepcr.
“But as Quelch is giving him extra
toot, I suppose he felt that it was up
to him to stay in and stick it. He
would have come like a shot, though,
if Wharton wauted him in the team.”

“He's a jolly good half 1" said Bob.
“Might have done worse,”

“Might have left you out {or him,
old bean—what ! asked Harcy Wharton,
with a smile.

“Bow-wow " answered Bob.

Beb Cherry, Tom Brown, and Dick
Penfold wero the hali-backs, and Valen-
tine, good as he was, was not so d,

“Well, 1 wish he'd come 1” said Bob.
“He can’t. bo enjoying Latin in
Queleh’s study—at least, I shouldn’t,”

“Well, it's decent of Quelchy to give
him the time,” said Hacry., * He doesn't
have a lot of leisure. It's kind of him.”
“Oh, quite! But I hope ke'll never
be kind to me in the same way!”
chuckled Bob. “I can do without quite
a lot of kindness when it takes the form
of Latin on a half-holiday "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We shall have to pull up our socks
this afternoon,” remarked Peter Todd.
“It will be a bit of a tussle without
Smithy to help, and they’re in great
form at St. Jude's.”

“Oh, we'll beat them,” taid Harry,
“and it will do Smithy good to find out
that we can win matches without his
hc;lj‘- Hallo! Here comes the train!”

The Greyfriars erowd swarmed on the
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train, tho man leaning on the wall of
the waiting-room watching them with
curious eyes. The train steamgd ont of
Courtfield Station with the cheery crowd
on board, and then Kicky Judd walked
guickly away. In the street outside, he
called a taxi and hummed away at a
great specd.  The taxi-man probably
wondered why his {are chose to alight
on a lonely country road bordered by
shadowy woods; but it was no business
of hig, and he drove back to thc 1own,
leaving WKicky Judd there. .

Kicky loafcd about idly till the taxi
was out of sight, Then all his idleness
leit him, and_he plunged into the wood
and tramped along swiitly till he
reached a secluded lane shadowed by
trees,  In that solitary spot a car was
waiting. A man with a nose like a vul-
ture's %cak peered cagerly irem the
window as Kicky cameo up.

*Well ¥ rapped Nosey Clark.

“No luck !” answered Kicky. *Thera's
a crowd of them gone over to St. Jude’s,
wherever that may be, to play football,
but Jim’s not with them.© I've picked
u? that he's staying in the school this
afternoon—extra lessons, or somecthing,
with hiz Form master Quelch,”

And Kicky related all that he had
learned from the talk of the Greyfriars
fellows on Courtfield Station platform.

Nosey listenced atientively, in silence.
There was & glexm in his black ejes that
wold that his mmnim; brain was at work.

“We've got him[” he muttered,

Kicky Judd starod.

* Not a chance, guv'nor,"” he snswered,
shaking his head. “We can’t get him
in di.im school, in his Form waster's
study—=""

“Doesn't look a healthy chanee,” said
Barney Haves, 'at the wheel.

Nasey's hip corled.

“1 tell you -wa've got lim!
and dried! No need to talk.
it to me. Get going, Barney.”

“ Where ! grunted Barney,

“Redelyffe. That's the nearest place
I can get to a telephone.’

“But what—" ejaculated Kicky.

“Cet in, and don't talk ! Leata it to
me!” snapped Nosey Clark. * Haven't
I told vou it's all eut and dried? 1 tell
you we've got him! This is the last
throw of tho dice, and, by gosh, it's
E]oing to be a winner! Get going,

arney, vou fool !"

And the car hummed away to Rad-
clyife.

It's cut
Leave

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Valentine is Wanted !

EPONENT verbs—those irritating
D verbs which are passive in form
but active in meaning—did not
wholly im  Valentine’s
thoughts as he sat in his Form master's
study that cold, keen s{)ring afternoon.
There was a bright, thovgh cold, sun.
shine out of doors, and shafts of it fell
into the window of the dusky old
paneiled study, and every now and then
Jim’s eyes wandered to the sunny
window, and his thoughts to the foat-
ballers who had gone over to St. Jude's,
He would have been glad to follow
the team that afterncon, as a crowd of
other fellows had done, and watch them
scoring goals for Greyfriars; and cor-
tainly he would have enjoyed that moro
than he enjoyed deponent verbs.

But he gave Mr. Quelch very great
attention, all the same. It was kind of
Quelch to give him extra *toot ™ in his
scanty spare time, and Jim had leeway
to make up. His year with Nosoy
Clark’s gang had been lost time, so far
as his education was econcerned—worse
than lost time in all other respeeta..

o was keen to get on in lus Dorm,

ta please the kind-hearted man who had
taken him on trust and given him &
new chance in Jife. He worked hard
at the Form master’s table, under Mr.
Queleh’s kind, sapervising eve, though
e eould not help wishing that Wharton
liad picked him out to play. In that
case, of course, extra toot would have
been washed out and he would have
gone with the team.

Mre. Quelchi’s expression
benevolent,

fo liked the boy whom he had taken
under his protection, and he rejected
with contempt Inspector Grimes™ deep
susgicions of him. Yet as the term wora
on Mr. Queleh realised very clearly that
he had taken a heavy responsibility on
his hands in placing Valentine at Grey-
friars. Suspected by the police on cno
side, haunted by his old, ercoked asso-
ciates on the other, what was likely to

the outcome? PBut the Remaove
master did not falter in his resolution.
lie believed in the boy, trusted him, end
was determined to stand by him through
thick and thin.

Buzzzzzz |

1f the sudden buzz of the tele?honn-
bell n.nnolym] Henry Bamuel Queleh, it
did not have the same cffect on Jim
Valentine, He was not unwilling to
elow down a little on deponent vor

Mr. Quelch crossed to the instrument
and took down the receiver, He spoke
—or, rather, barked—into the mouth-
iece,

*Is that Courtfield One<0-One " came
a voice from afar.

Courtficlidl 101 was the latest number
that an cfficicnt Telephone Department
had assigned to Mr. Quelch. 8o he
barked an affirmative.

“If that is Mr. Quelch——"

“Mr. Queleh speaking.”

Very good, sir.” ql‘hﬁ voice that
came ovor the wires was low and
smooth and deferential in tone. “1 am
speaking from St. Jude's School, "siy—
a message from Mastor Wharton,”

“Indeed 1" Mr, Quelch was aware
that the Remove footballors had gona
ovor to St. Jude's, but he could not
guess why Master Wharton desired to
send him a message by teleplione from
that scholastic utablis{:mm:t. “Pleaso
give the message. I am listening.”

“One of the Greyiriars boys had
slight accident on leaving the train—he
slipped and hurt his anklo—a boy named
Cherry. Mo is unable to play in the
match, and Master Wharton <esires
Valentine—or Ballantyne—1 think be
said Yalentine—*

“Valentino, Yes, yes!”

" He desires Valentino to come over
at once to play half-back in Cherry's
place. The match will wait tiil he
reaches here, so if ho is coming he must
lose no time,”

“Oh 1" grunted Mr. Quelch.

“There will bo mo time to come by
train, as the service on this line is so in-
frequent, and Master Wharton says that
Valentine can come across on his bieyele
much more quickly by the short cut
through Redelyfic Wood. ‘That is all, sir.
Perhaps you will be so kind as to givo
the message ta Valentine, if he is in the
school.  Master Wharton desires to
apologiso for troubling you in this way,
but in the circumstances he hopes you
will excuse him.”

Grunt from Mr. Quelch,

He turned to Valentine.

“Bome mishap appears to hava
oceurred to one of the Romove bovs
on the way to St. Jude's, Valentine,”
he said. “ Wharton desires you to go
over and play in Cherry's pi‘ws."

Jim’s eyes da K

“You would like to goi” asked Mr.
Quelch

was very

" (Continued on page 12)
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THE HUNTED SCHOOLBOY'!

(Continued from puge 10.}

“Oh, sir!" murmured Jim.

The Remove master smiled. It was
a long time since Henry Samuel Quelch
bad been a boy, but he had not quite
forgotten boyhood, He quite realised
that the aversge hnman boy would
vather play football than sit in o study
at Latin grammar. 7

“Very well, my boy, lose no tiwme,”
e said. “Itis o long way to St. Jude’s,
and it appears that the match will not
begin till you arrive.”

“ But, sir—"

Jim glanced rather vemorsefully at the
papers on the table. Cortainly he
wanted to play football that afterncon
if Wharton needod him in the St. Jude’s
match, but he did not want to appear
ungrateful to his kind benofactor.

d Mly dear boy, go at once 1” said Mr.
Quelch. "I Lope you will have an
snjoyable game. Wharton su[igﬁu
that e'ou should go on your bicycle by
the short ent through Redelyffe Woads.
You should be able to reach the school
in little more than half an hour if you
make good speed. Losa no time.”

“Phank you, sir!”

Jim was not likely to Jose time. Once
outside the Form master’s study le
fairly raced away.

Mr. Quelch barked into the phone
rgain,

“You may tell Master Wharton that
Valentino is coming over et onco.”

“Very good, sir.”

Mr. auelch put up the receiver and
stood at his study window, looking out
into the wintry sunshinoe.

In a very few minutes he saw Jim
Valeutine cutting away from the Houso
with a Lag in his hand, beading for the
bileshed.

He smiled—a Lind thovgh
smile.

A fat junior, loafing under thie clins,
cut across to intercept Valentine. DBilly
Bunter was on his lonely own that after-
noon, end he was in his usual state of
having been disappointed about a postal
orﬂc}r.
Bunter.

_Jim ran on, unheeding. He had no
time to waste on the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter grabbed at his arm.

“I say, old chap, could you lend
me——  \Whoooooop 1"

Bunter sat down suddenly.

Valentine ren on and lelt him sitting.

Mr. Quelch, watching from the study
window, gave a little laungh. ¥e scemed
to find that little incident amusing.
Bunter did mot! DBunter roared with
wrath.

.Hccd!css of Bunter's roars, Jim Valen-
tine ran ou the bikeshed, wheeled
out his machine, and ran it down to the

gate. i

“Boys will be boys!” mused the
Remove master, and fie turned from
the windcw and went back to his table.
Deponent verbs were “off,” and Mr.
Quelch opened a drawer in which re-
posed manuseripts in black lettor, and
smiled serenely as he drew forth a
bundle of parchments which would have
made any Remove fellow's head ache to
look at them. He was glad that Jim
Valentine was going to enjoy his after-
noon. And Mr. Quelch also was going
to enjoy his afternoon, in o way very
different from Valentine's.

And certainly neither Mr, Quelch nor
Jim Valentino suspected for a single
moment that that telephone call had
not come from St. Jude's School, but
from a mwan with a vulture's beak in
the telephone-box at Redelylfe Post
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say, Valentine—" squeaked

Office. Nosey Clark was grinning as be
rejoined Barney and Nutty and Kieky
Judd in the waiting car. 'Lhis time
Nosey was backing a winver—at least,
Nosey had no doubt about it

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Smithy on the Track!

“ MITHY, old chap—""
“Secat 1" growied the Bounder.
“QOh, maﬁy. Smithy—""
“Cut t"”

ITerbert Vernon-Smith, lounging with
his hands in his pockets and a scowl on
his face, did not scem in a good temper.

He was, in point of fact, in the very
worst of tempers. DBilly Bunter, blink-
ing at him through his big speetacles,
discerned that fact at once. Indeed, he
could have discerned it even without the
aid ‘of his spectacies. It leaped to the
eve, &s it were.

The Bounder had set limself the task
of “eatching out ' the fellow he sus-
pected—showing up the confederate of
craoks in his true colours. It was in his
suspicions mind that oo a lalf-holiday,
with most of the fellows at a distance,
the “boy with a past™ was more than
likely to take the opporiuniiy of keep:
ing some appointment with the gang
with whom he was, as Smithy was con-
vinced, in tonch. Acting on that sus-
picion, Smithy had stood out of the foot-
ball match to remain within gates and
keep an eye on Valeatine—and now he
repented it.

“THE ‘SWOT’ OF
ST. JIMS!1”
By MARTIN CLIFFORD
is the title of this week’s tip-top tale of
TOM MERRY & CO. st ST. JIM'S.
Herbert Skimpale, the freak of the Shell
is in desperate straits, for his school
fees are long owerdue, Despite his
cranky little weys end ideas, Skimpole
is nota bad rert, and Tom Merry &
Co, et to work to help him through.
Be sure and read this corking yam,
chums, whi.b sppeers in

GEM

NOW ON SALE. PRICE 24.

To Smithy's distrustful mind, w
looked as if the “extra toot’ with
Queleh was merely camounflage—a pre-
tonce to eccount for Valentine not gong

over to St, Jude’s with the team.  But
his own distrustful eyes saw Jim go 1o
ilie Remove master's study; and later,

strolling in the guad, he glanced in at
Mr. Quelel’s window with those dis-
trustfn) eyes and saw the boy working
there with the Form master. And it was
berne in upon Smithy's mind ibat,
even if Valentine was keeping in touch
with Nosey Clark & Co., lic was not
planning any excursion out of gates for
that particular afternoon. Smithy had
let down his skipper and barred him-
self from a foathall match for nothing.

So the Bounder had no patience for
Billy Bunter—indeed, Le was feeling
inclined to kick himself, and still more
inclined to kick somebody else. RBilly
Buuter came along opportuncly to servo
as the kickee, so to speak,

“Look here, old chap—"
Bunter, cyeing him warily.

“Cut I repeated Smithy.

A motion of his rizht foot binted of
what was going to happesn when Bunter
turned his back. The fat Owl glared
at him.

“Boast!” ha snorted. “You'ro a
worse beast than that heasi Valentinel

eaid
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I say, Smithy, old chap, t wi-u you'd
jolty well fick him 1"

“Won't he cash your postal order?"

asked the Bounder sarcasticaily.
_ “Barging a fellow over!” said Bunter
indigonantly. “I was only going to
speak to the beast—just to mention that
Mrs. Mimble had a fresh lot of tarts in
—and the beast barged me over—""

“What Jdo you mean, idiot? Yalen-
tine’s in Queichy's study!” Hot the
Bounder gave liced now. “Has hie coma
out 7"’

“He's just gone down to the bike-
shiod=—"

“Tho Dbikeshed!" repeated Smithy,
his eyes snapping.

“VYes, and 1 was going to speak to
him, and he barged me over!' gaspe
Bunter. “After all 've done for hm,
you know! 1 say, Smithy—"

But the Bounder heeded him not, aud
rushed away towards the bikeshed as
fleet as a deer.

What a fool he had been!—le woa
telling himself. That “extra toot”
with Queleh was, after all, camouflage.
Likely enough the fellow knew that
Smithy was keeping an eye on him, and
bad only waited till e was out of sight
before getting out. Of the telephone-
call recoived in Mr. Quelch's study the
Bounder, of course, knew nothing. If
Valentine was reallv going out on his
bike, after telling his friends thet extra
toot with Queleh prevented him from
following the team to St. Jude's, what
did it look like?
firmation  of
suspicions.

He ran breathlessly into the bikeshed.
A glance told him that Jim Valentine's
machine was missing from its stand,

That was cuough for Vernou-Smith,
He dragged out his own macline and
rushed it down to tho gale. )

Was he in time? Standing in tho
road, he stared up and down with keen,
searching eves. He was in time. On
the Courtheld road a cyclist was riding
away, end, far off as he already was,
Vernon-Smith knew that it was Valen-
tine. He threw a leg ovor his maching
and ‘ncdnl!ml after the suspected junior,

Valentine did not look back.

Naturally, it never crossed his mind
for a moment that he was followed—
and ho would have cared little if he had
kuown.

He rode on hard and fast.

After him  whizzed  Vernou-8mith,
grinding st bis pedals. Thers was o
savage grin on the Bounder's faca.

He had been right. e was cons
vineed of it now. The cotter had de-
coived everyome clse, but he had nob
deceived the wary Bounder. Certainly
he had very nearly thrown dust in
Smithy's eyes by that preteuce of work
in Quelch’s studv : Smithy had lost sight
of him, and would not have knewn that
he had gone ocut but for Bunter. But
now he knew. Now he knew, and he
was on the raseal’s track. And Swmithy
had little or no doubt that that track
would lead him to the gang of crooks—
or some of them. For wlat clse could
he Valentine's motive? Not for an
instant did the Bounder dream that
Jim was heading for Bt. Jude's, in the
belief that Wharton wanted him in tho
match.

He rode on with savage speed and
gained on Valentine, fast as Jim was
riding. But at a short distance behind
he slowed down to keep cqual pace.
11e did not want Valentine to spot {ho
pursuit if it could be aveided. The
fellow was not likely to keep ou o the

lace of appointment if he knew thai
{:o was shadowed.

Smithy had expected him, if e wend
at oll, fo go on feot, in which case

It looked like a con-
tho Bounder's dark
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As Vernon-Smith
side,

shadowing would have been easier. But
as he had gona on his bicycle Smithy
had no choice but to follow him on a
machine or lose him And a singlo
backward glance from Valentine would
have been enough to spprise the sus-

ted boy that he was followed. The

under had to take that chance—it
could not be helped. He was rather
surprised that Valentine did not look
back. He did not seem wary—as cer-
tainly he should have been i:ui' Smithy’s
suspicions been well-founded. Still, the
Bounder was glad of it.

Velentine shot out into the Redelyffo
road, with the Bounder humming on
fifty yerds in the rear,

At a point where a bridle-path left
the road, winding away through the
lonely  spaces of Redelyffe Wood,
Valentine turned his machine. It was
as he turned into the bridie-path that
he saw the Bounder coming on bebind.

He stared back at him for » moment
and then disappeared into the shadowy
path through the wood.

Vernon-Smith gritted his tooth, Ilo
wondered whether the fellow had
noticed him as he turned into the wood.
If 0, was he likely to keep on to the
place of appointment?

Smithy wondered savagely whether
tho fellow knew he was shadowed.
Auyliow, hoe was keeping on.  Ile
torned into the bridle-paith hardly a
minute after Jim Valentine.

There was a cheery grin on Jim's
face as he rode on by the leafy path
under shadowe branches.

He had spotted the Bounder, and be
koow swhat his game was. More than
once of late when he had been oui of

gates ho had spoited the Bounder in
the offing. Smithy was welcome to
watch him as much as he liked, if it
came to that. Still, it was irritating;
and when the thick woodland had swal-
lowed him from the Bounder’s sight he
grinned at the idea of giving the spy
a long and futile hunt by the woodland
paths. It did not matter a straw to
him whether Herbert Vernon-Smith
followed him to St. Jude's or not. But
it was rather entertaining to give him
the slip and leave him to hunt, And
when the Bounder, deeper in suspicion
than ever, came back to Greyfriars, it
would be to learn that Valentine had
been at St. Jude's al! the time, playing
football with Harry Wharton & Co.
Jim chuckled at that thought.

The bridle-path through Redelyffe
Wood ran direet to a road that led past
the gates of 8t. Jude's. But there were
other paths, which Jim knew woell
enough, having eyelod many times
ronnd the country with his [riends in
the Remove. The other paths wero
footpaths, where eyelists were not sup-
rosed to ride, but where they somelimes
did, all the same. A guarter of a mile
deep in the wood Jim suddenly braked,
jumped down. and pushed his machino
from the bridle-path into the thickets,
A minute's rest was welcome on a havd
vide, and he did not want to rcach St.
Jude's pumped out of breath.

He rested a minute in the thicket out
of sight, and through the intorstices of
the Lush saw a erelist whiz past.

It was the Bounder—poing strong.

Valentine grinned as he glimpsed
him for a second; in a second more the
Bounder was past.

rapidly between iwo clumps of willows, four figures suddenly sprang into view—two [rom either
fore the Bounder knew what was happening, he was grasped and dragged Irom his machine !

The whir of the bieyele died away up
the bridle-path,

With a chuckle, Jim Valentino
wheeled his machine through the wood
for a short distance, struck a footpath,
and thers remounted it. IHe rode on
again by a path that drew him farther
and farther away from the main path.
It meant the addition of half a mle to
ihe distance he had to cover, and he
was in a hurry, but & minute or two
more or less did not make a great deal
of difference. And it was entertaining
fo think of the Bounder riding on and
on till he rcalised that he had missed
his quarry, and turned back to root
in the woodlands for him,

Herbert Vernon-8mith had no eus-
picion, so far, that Valentine had left
the mamn path. The winding of the
path hid apyone ahead from iis sight,
and he had no doubt that Valentine was
still pedalling on ahead of him.

He rode on grimly,

Deepor in the woodland the path was
narrower, and branches hung thickly
over it, here and there brushing the
cyelist as he rode.

It was in the very heart of the wood,
as solitary a spot as could have been
found in that part of Kent, that the un-
expected suddenly happened,

As the Bounder pedalled rapidly be-
tween two clumps of willows tgat grew
on either side of the bridle-path, four
figures suddenly sprang into view—two
from either side. And before Herbert
Vernon-8mith knew what was happen-
ing, ho was grasped and dragged from
his machine, and sprawled, bumping
acd gasping, on the ground.

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Cantiauwed from
page 13.)

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Smithy’s Luck !

OSEY CLARK
N chuckled.
He felt that ho

bad reason to
chuckle. i
It had worked like a
: charm ! "
From the information Kicky Judd
wd picked up at Courificld Station,

Nosoy had been able to form his plan.
The telephone call to Mr. Quelch at
Greyfriers had followed, and Nosey
know that Jim Valentine would be
riding on his bicyele, and alone, by the
bridle-path throu[ilr Redelyffle Wood,
The rest was simple—an ambush in the
wood to seize the boy as he passed.

Since he had warned the erooks of the

recaution ho had taken, Jim bhad no
?ea.r of kidnapping when he cape out
of gates. That the paper he had written
out, and which was his safeguard, had
been abstracted from his desk by the
thievish fingers of Nutty, the cracksman,
he did not know.

Hoe had started to ride to St. Jude's
without a single thought of Nosey an
the gang iu his mind. And, but for the
Bounder’s shadowing, and the trick Jim
had played on bim, it was certain that
he would have ridden fairly into the
hands of his old enomies—as Nosey, for
the moment, believed that he had done,
as he dragged the Bounder down,

The man with the vulture's beak
chuckled gleefully.

Nosey and Nutty, Barney and Kicky,
had been waiting and watching—for o
solitary cyclist to come whizzin olong
the lonely path. A solitary cycﬁst ha
come—half-seen in the dim shadows of
the woods. Now he lay, sprawling and
panting, under the grasp of the gang.

Vernon-Smith struggled savagely.

He was taken utterly by surprise; but
ha supposed that he had fallen into the
hands of a gang of footpads, and he was
not the fellow to be robbed without a

struggle.

“You vrotters! Tet me go!” he
roared.

Nosey Clark ecased to chuckle, and

ﬁ;trcd lankly at the struggling school-

!Who's that? That’s not him!”

He glared at Vernon-Smith.

“B um!  The wron bird

runted utty, and he released the
under.

Veruon-Smith scrambled to his feot.
He was breathless, and he was hurt by
his orash on the ground. His cyes
glittered savagely at the gang.

ey fixed on Nosey Clark.
6 man with the beaky noso!

He knew at once!

This was the man with the beaky nose
who had becn seen at Popper Court on
the night of the robbery there. This
was the man with the beaky nosc that
Jim Valeatine had once been associated
with. This was the “Nosey Clark * of
whom Billy Bunter had told him! The
Bounder knew !

His heart throbbed.

Ho had been right! He still believed
that he had been right! Velentine had
been on his way to mcet his old asso-
ciates—for here they were, on the bridle-
path in Redelyffe Wood. Valentine had
missed them—that was clear. He must
{ml':'o pnsscctl! before {.lhey c?me alggjgfor
aken another  path—perhaps ging

Tue Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,307,

d off.

his pursuer in  the wood! The
Bcumfér‘a brain worked quickly, It
was Nosey Clark who was under his
oyes—the man who was wanted by tho
olice—the crook whose confederate Jim
/alentine was! -

‘he four erooks wers exchanging
surly looks, They had jumped to it that
it was Valentine, when the cyclist came
hurtling along the dusky path—but they
had been mistaken. Barney was giving

the Bounder threatening looks, But the
man with the valture's beak pushed him
ack.
“Borry, young gentleman!” said

Nosey smoothly. “No harm intended.
We took you for a friend of ours.”

“1 took you for a gang of footpads!”

grunted the Bounder. .
“Not at all, sir!” said Noscy civilly.
“Pick up the young gentlemsn's
machine for him, Barney.”

Barney grunted, and obeyed.

“You will excuse the mistake, sir?”
said Nosey, still very civilly, “We were
expecting a friend of ours, and we took
you for him. It was rather o rough
joke on a sirapger—but no offence
wtended.”

“No harm done,” grunted Vernon.
Smith. “PBut you'd better be a bit more
careful another time.” He rubbed a
bruise on his arm.

He quite understood. .

Having bagged the wrong bird, Nosey

ark was only anxious to get rid of
him without trouble, and see him clear
Wary as he was, the crook never
dreamed for a moment that this school-
boy knew him, or anything about him.
He had never seen Vernon-Smith before,
or heard of his existence, and, naturally.

ad no suspicion of him. All he wanted

=i
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was to see him go beloroe Jim Valentine
came along. Every moment he expected
to hear Valentine's bicyele on the
bridle-path, i

“Tho jigger's all right!” grunted
Barney. - :

The Bounder took it from him. He
was as anxious to get away, as the
crooks could be to get rid of him. Cer-
tainly they would not have been likely
to let him get away had they known
what was in his mind,

“Perhaps you have seen another
cyclist—a lad about your own age, sic "
saick the civil Nosey. “DMight have
passed him eoming l{us way 1V

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed for a
mowment,

If he conld delay these raseals, keep
them where they were till he could get
word to the police—

That was the thouglt al the back of
his mund.

Where was Valentine? It was easy
now for Smithy te guess that he had
turned from the brldle-ﬁ:lh to dodge his
pursuer. o might fomo time in
Fetting to his associates—as Smithy still
irmly belicved was his intention, Vhero
was a chance, with luck, of “nobbling *
the whole gang. The Bounder's heart
beat at the thought. Littlo did Noscy
Clark guess that he was dealing with a
fellow who, young as he Wwas, was as
cool, wary, and resolute as himsclf )

“I yon mean o Greyfriars fellow,”
said Bmithy eoolly.

" Yes, my young friend helongs to that
school,” said Noser. “You bavo scen
Lhim theni”
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“ Do you mean Valentine?”

Nosey's black eyes snapped.

“Yes; that is his name.”

“I passed him nearly a mile back!”
said the Bounder, lying with a cocolness
that was worthy of Nosey Clark himself.
“He had a rfunr:l}ure, and stopped to
mend it, e will be along Tat-:—r, 1
sup?ae."

“Thank vou, sir!” gsaid Nosey.
“You'll excuse our rather rough joke,
which was not intcnded for you?”

“That’s all right.” said the Bounder.

He remounted his machine, and rode
on. The four crooks watched him out of
sight up the path, and then exchanged
glances,

“All  serene!” said Noser Clark
quict]]i.o “That boy is some Greyfriars
schoolboy, going over 10 sce the football
match most likely. What he's told us
settles tho matter—we've only got to
wait for Jim [V

And the four raseals plunged back into
their ambush in tha willows to wait for
Jim Valentino to pass, They were
booked for o long wait—if they had
known it.

Vernon-Smith, once out of sight of the
gang, drove at his pedals like n mad-
man. He rode as he had never ridden
before.  With set teeth and panting
breath, bent double over his handlebars,
he fau'li' flew. He covered the ground
almost like lightning, and shot out of
the wood, into the road beyond, like an
arrow. 5t. Jude’s lay to the left—but it
was to the right that Vernon-Smith
turned, to the little town of Redelyfa.

He hurtled into Redelyffe, jumped off
bis machine at the post office, and almost
staggered into a telephone-box. In a
minute or two more he was through to
Courtfield Police Station.

“Inspector  Grimes—call  Inspector

rimes—quick !”  His wvoice was a
horrse gasp.

“Inspector Grimes speaking!” came
back a deep voice. —"

“Vernon-Smith—ol Greyfriars School
~vou know me !” panted the Bounder.

‘ Yes—what—"

J“1 told you I might have informa-
tion—about Valentine! T've gob it!
He's in Redelyfic Wood—and the gan
of them are there—Nosey Clark an
three others—"

Smithy heard a gasp along the wires,

o “‘hnt_l,

“There's not a second to lose. I tell
vou I've seen them—talked to them. Il
explain  later.  Noscy Clark—threo
others—and Valentine may join them
any mil_mtc—bi the clump of willows on
the bridle-path through Reddyfle
Woaod * pnn}}:d the Counder.

“By gadl

“ Quick—?

“That's enough ™

The inspector at Courtficld had rung
off. Herbert Vernon-Smith, breathless,
panting, streamiog with perspiration,
his heart beating in great throbs, stag-
gered out of the Eml. office to his
machine. Ho had done his bit—it was
for Mr. Grimes to do the rest!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Jim Valentine's Uncle !

R. QUELCH looked at the

M sturdy, thickset, yet supplo

figure that was crossing from

the gates, and wondered who the
stranger was,

The man was a stran
School; Mr. Quelch ha
rather hard-lined, deeply bronzed, yet
good-tempercd visage before. And yet,
as he saw it in the sunlight in the quad,
it sccroed to him that thore was a
glimpse of something familiar in the

r at Greyfriars
pever seen that
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features—an eclusive resemblance to a
face he had seen bofore, thongh cer-
tainly not the samo face.

Standing in the big doorway of the

ouse, pleasantly tired after an hour
or two with black-letter wmanuscripts,
Mr. Quelch was breathing the keen,
fresh air from the sea, and waiting till
it was {ime to “tea.”

Thus it was that he came to observe

e man whose face had been tanned by
tropical suns.

He saw the bronzed man pause and
speak to a junior in the quad—Biliy
Buater, of tho Remove. Bunter blinked
at him inquicitively through his big
:gecl:w!es. and jerked a thumb towards

e House, apparently in onswer to a
question from the stranger.

And the man came on with a swinging
gait, directly towards Mr. Quelch, whe
prepared & polite smile for him, being

e civil gentleman, and always ready to
oblige a stranger within the gates.

The man came up the broad steps of
the House, and his bard, keen eyes,
lighting on the Form master in the
doorway, ha raised the soft, wide-
brimmed hat he wore a salute to which
Mr. Quelch responded with a slight bow,

“No doubt you are a master hers,
senhior " said the stranger.

“ Precisely s0,” assented Mr. Quelch,
smiling faintly at the “senhor,” which
seemed to indicate that the man had
come from foreign parts where the lan-
guage of Partugal or 8pain was spolen.

“This is Greyfriars School—"

“Quite g0, Can I assist you in any
way-—"

“It was my intention to ask to seo
the headmaster,” answered the bronzed
man.  “Bat I have only a briel question
to ask, and no doubt you can auswer it
and save fime and tronble.”

17
“With pleasure,” assented the
Remove master, in wonder.

“Can you tell ma whether there is a
boy mamea Valentine in this school 1"

Mr Quelch gave a start. His face
hardenaed.

The siranger looked a decent maen
enongh, but any ma inquiring after a
boy named Valentine was open to sus-

icion. Ot Valentine s old connections,

fore he had come into tho hands of
the crooks, none could possibly know
that he was at Greyfriars School, or
come there in quest of him. And it
Hashed into Mr. Quelch's mind at once

that this was som» member of the
“gang "—some confederate of the
rascally Clarlk!

And yet—he did not look ittt Ilis

faco was hard, as that of a man who
had lived a hard and perhaps perilovs
Iife, under burning suns and in ferce

{Continusd on next page.)

THE ONE KICK THAT MATTERS !

HYRE aro many names which,

! from time to time, are given to

the football Cup competition.

I, is called the “ big gamble,”
the “ nover can telt competition,” and the
*life and death ™ affair. When I think
back, or when I talk to the players who
bave eppeared in tho iz Cup gomes, I
always like giving it yot encibor nome—
the * if and but ** competition.

“ If anly I had done this, or if somebody
clse had done that, how different it might
wil have been.”” Phrases like these are
coustantly heard when players are
discusaing how and why the team managed
to got knockod out of the Cup. The
rés}tjo of a Cup goine might dopend on one

ck.

Just an  esample, the passing of
Bheflicld Wednesday—Dbeaton by Chestor-
tield—may bo cited. At the tirst meoting
between these clubs the score was two
goals each, when, near the end, the
Wedoesday were awarded a penalty
kick. This was entrusted to Ball, the
contre-forward, but be failod Lo score;
the maich was drawn, and the Wednesday
lost the replay.

If Ball had secoved with that
fwelve yards Kick the whole course
of this scason’s compelition might
have been different.

Dall had a very hLigh reputetion as a
suceesaful  penalty.kick taker, and
think I am right in saying that befors
the miss in the Cuptie he had scored
eight timecs in succession with penalty
kicks in Lengue games. Just one litile
intercsting story connected with Ball's
effort in this connection. His wife always
goes to seo him play, but sho has never
¥t secn him scove with o peualty kick.

here is a good reason why, When Mrs,
Ball notes that her husband is being
entrusted with a penalty kick she puts
her hands over her eycs, and ** waits for
the worst.”

Ineidentally, that little story shows how
one foothall spectator rogards penalty
kicks—aa occasions when tho tension is
so great that sho dare not even look. If
the tension is like that for o spectator—
and I know others who adopt o similar
ettitude—what must be the feclings of
the player who knows that tho result of
an imporient match may dopend on the
one liecl which lie is ealled upon to take
in ** eold bleed,” ps we might put it ?

SCORING FROM THE “SPOT " [
N talking thus about peralty kicks
H I may havo given part of the answer
to & question put to mo by & MAGNET
. render: Why do so many penslty
kicks in first-class football fail to produce

OUR FOOTER FANS’ CORNER!

Don’t waste time crcguing.

What he doesn't know about the great winter game isn't worth knowing.

Address your gueries to: '* Linesman,” c/o MAGNET, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, E.C.4.

gonls ¢ The excitement which is associated
with these kicks on which the result of
the match may depend does affect soma
players, It i1s a faet that aboui one
enalty kick in three, in first-class foothali,
ails to produee o goal, It ought not to
be so, of course, becauss the scoring of
goals from the penalty epob is compara-
tively easy—in principle,

@ are other reasons [or penalty
kick failuree, however, and I may answer
my correspondent further by telling bhim
the way to go about the business of scoring
from the " spot.’”” In the first place, and
in the caso of shots from merely twelve
yards out, placing is much more itnportant
then strength. 1t isn't neccesary to mahe
the attempt to break the net; and, of
course, the harder tho kick tho greater
the risk of a miss.

A comparatively gentlo low shot, nicoly
placed, will go into tho net againat any
goalkeoper. DPerzonally, I like to ses the
penalty-kick taker liceping tho ball low,
for it has to bo remembered that it is
ever so much easior for the goallkeaper to
throw out his anns, and thus save a
high ball, than it is for him to throw out
his foot to stop a low ball,

Keep the ball low; place it
Those are the two big principies
in successful penalty-kick taking.
e other point.  Look at the ball,
not at the place where you propose
to put it.

GOOD SPORTSMANSHIP 1

HERE bas been a lot of talk, during
the past few weeks, on the question
of sportsmanship, or otherwiss,
in conneetion with the big ericlet

matches played in Anstralia. [ am not
going to discues tho question of body-iine
bowling, but 1 just mention it because

one of my roaders bas set me a problom
concerning the sporting thing to do . 1

Let " Lineasman '' settle your Soccer problema.

partienlar cieoumstances in o [ootball
mnatch.

This veador is a
recent mateh a hLigh shot wuas sent in
which was geing very near the corner of
tho goal, This goalkeeper went for the
bali, juat managsd to get the tipas of hia
fingers to it, and turned the ball ronnd
the post. The roforee’s decision should
have been o corner-kick, but, apparently,
he did not sce the goalkeepor touch tho
hall, and gave a goal-kiek. *'Should I
have gone to the referee and told him ¥
had touched the ball 1 That is the
guestion put to wme by my goalkeeper
friend.

Obviously, this young goalkeeper's
conscience 1 won',)rin% him a bit, and I
certainly should not have been annoyved
with him if he had told me that he did
go to the referce and tel! him it should
have beon a corner. In some rospects
such an action econld be regarded as the
ceaence of good sportsmanship. On the
whole, howover, 1 don’t think our reader
friond has anything with whioh to reproach
himself becauso he did not tell.

coalkeeper. In a

In regard e decisions by offiviale
appointed to  control  football
matches, I think the safest attitude,
and one quite consistent with good
sportsmanship, is to aceept crery
decision without question, whether
i favour or against a side.

If, in this particular instance, a reforco
bad trusted the player and asked him
whether be touched the ball, then the
player himsolf would have been justified
m telling the truth. There would have
heen no other sporiing course open to him.
'{he referce, however, s the judge, and
tho eafe course—the one which avoids
troullo—is to accept desizions as given.

* LINESMAN."
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winds. But it was open and frank, and
even handsome—a face that many would
have likea st the first glence.
7 boy named James—or Jim—
Valentine,” added the bronzed man—ior
Mr. Quolch's further information.
“Before answering any question on
that subject, sir, I must know your
reason for inquiring,” said Mr, Quelch

imly.

The bronzed man smiled. A

“That is told in a few words, sir.
My name is Valentine—Peter Valentine
—and 1 have a nephew of the same
surname. II Jim Valentine is in this
sthool, no ‘doubt he will be pleased to
see his uncle.”

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch.

He gazed at the bronzed face. He
knew now what that resemblance was—
it was Jim Valentine that the man was
like! It was only e glimpse of resem-
blance, but it was sufficient to indicale
relationship, now that the man had
explained who he was,

“Please step into my study, Mr.
Valentine,” said the Remove muaster.
“The boy is in my Form, and I can
answer any question concerning him.”

“Is he in the school now, six?”

“No; he has gone with other boys
to play [football at a neighbouring
school. But they will be returning
before long. Please come this way.”

“8im, eenhor!”

In Mr. Quelch’s study the stocky man
sat down, and Mr. Quelch's glance
lingered curiously on bis tanned face.
It was the face of a man between thirty
and forty, with pleasant, hazel eyes,
very like Valentine's, and a frank,
almost boyish expression on it—the
healthy face of an open-air man.

“And vou are Valentine’s uncle?”
said Mr. Quelch. :

He did not doubt now: but it was his
business to be on hLis guard in dealing
with any man who claimed a connection
with the “boy with a past.”

“8im, eenhor.” The tanned face
broke into a smile. “ Excuse me—I am
so accustomed to sponkins Portuguese
that 1 forget occasionnily to speak in
English., I have lived many years in
Brazil.”

“Valentine has told me of an uncle
who went to South America some years
ago, and of whom he has mever since
heard.”

“1 am he, senhor. I had little to
write home about” The bronzed man
smiled. “I1 had no relatives but Jim,
and he was under the cha of his
uncle on the other side of the family.
Heo was a small kid when I saw him last
—he must be about SGfteen now, I
suppose—"

“That is8 so. But I am quite sur-
prised to hear that you knew that he
was at Greyfriars. It is incxplicable.”

“Not at all, whe 1 explain,” smiled
Mr. Valentine. “1 did aot know for
certain that he wea here—I came to
inguire, senhor! A fow days ago I flew
o plane from Paris, and had bad luck—
the machine came down in fames in &
field pear this school, and a number of
boys ran up to offer help. T dropped in
a parachute. and was rather bruised and
shaken.

“One ot the boys struck my stten-
tion very forcibly—by his resemblance
to Jim. Another o1 the boys mentioned
that they belonged to Greyfriars. 1
have +been very busy since, but 1 have
thought the matter over and it scemed
possible that the boy was indeed my
nephew. Hencs my visit to-day to ask
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whether  there wes a  boy named
Valentine in the school.”’

Mr. Quelch nodded

“I heard of tho accident to the planc,”
he said. “You appear to have had a
narrow escape. Mr. Valentine.”

_“Wo are used to that, in our line of

ife, sir,” answered the flying-man carc-
fessly. "1 am the superintendent of an
acrodrome under the Drazilian Govern-
ment, in the country of my adoption,
and I am over here to negotiate the
E)urcl}ame of a number of biplanes for
Brazil. T have completed my business
in Europe, and am now about to return
to South America; but—"

He paused.

“1 have already looked for Jim in his
former home,” he explained. “But it
seems that his othe. uncle died more
than a year ago after which the boy
was taken away from school by some
man who hady heen appointed  his
guardian—a Mr. Compton—but of this
man I could find nc trace.

“1 was prepared, if necessary, to take
the boy in my charge, and to take him
out to Brazil with me: but as I heard
that he was under the guardianship of a
wealthy man, I concluded that he had
no need of my assistanco.

“Nevertheless, I should be glad to sea
him and ascertain whether I can do
anything for him. Finding him ot a
school hke Greyfriars, however, 1 must
sup that ho is well provided for.”

Mre. Quelch pursed his lips.

“You know nothing of Valentina's
experiences sinee he was left alone in
the world 1™ he asked.

“Naturally, nothing. But I suppose
that it is his guardian, Mr. Compton,
who-has sent Lim to thie school.”

“Not at all. Tho Mr. Compton sou
speak of is, I believe, properly named
Compton Clark—ecalled by the nick-
name of Nosey Clark-—and is—is far
from being the wealthy gentleman you
suppose—being, in fact, a law-breaking
rascal IV said Mr Quelch warmly. It
was most unfortunate that the boy fell
into his hands, but § am glad to say
that Valentine fled from him at the first
opPortunity."

“Corpo do Deos!” murmured the
flying-man  “But in that case, how
does it happen that the boy 1= here 7

“1t chanceu. sir, that he rendered me
a great servies, guiding me to safety
when I was lost in a desolats wood on
a winter's night, sajo Mr. Quelch. "1
took him under my protection, and, with
the headmaster's consent, placed him in
this school.”

“That was a kind and generous
sction, scohor {”

Mr. Quelch couglied.

“1 have never had cause to regret my
action, Mr. Valentine. The boy has
passed through some painful experiences
—but I can now answer for it that he is
as goord and honourable a lad as any in
this school.

“1 am glad to hear it. Dut “"—the
fiying-man paused and bit his lip "—
“do you mean to imply that the boy
took to bad courscs—that he was—was
in any way outside the Jaw when he was
in the hands of this man Cowpton or
Clark 1

The Remove master coughed again.

“] have feared so,” he confessed.
“Valentine is extremely reticent about
his past, and I have forborne to yues-
tion him too elosely, but 1 fear that he
may have been driven into actions of
which I do not care to think, while he
was 1 the hands of a scoundrel. 1f so,
he has more than atoned for it. His
former associates have made attempis
to induce him to rejoin them; but he
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has refused to have anything to do with
them—and there is no doubt that when
he wus with chem he had plenty of
money, while here hé is as poor as the
poorest boy in  tho school. His
character, siv, is a sterling onc.”

The uyimg-man nodded slowly,

“And you are willing for him to
remawm "

“sore than willing, sir. I should
be sorry to lose hum, though, of course,
I should not think of standing in his
way if he preferred to aceepy the pro-
tection of a blood-relative.”

“ Probably he would prefer to remain.
L can offer him a good opening, under
iy own care ma Brazil.  But it s not an
casy life, and he may very likely choose
to remain here,’” saad Mr. Valentine,
“In that case, it must be at my charges,
sir. 1 am now a wealthy man, and
there is no need for my nephew to be
dependent upon & stranger, however
kmd and generous, I should hike to
?c the boy and discuss the matter with

m.""

“You may certainly sce him, Mr.
Valentine, as soon as he comes back,
which cannot be long now, The juniors
will be back before dack,” smuid My
Queleh,  “Certainly, you should not
leave without having scen  him,
especially if you are leaving Englang
soon.™

“1 am leaving England tonight, from
Wapshot,” answered Mr. Valentine,
with 2 smile.

“From Wapshot®" repeated M,
Quelch.

“By plane, sir,” explained the Bying-
man. "I amm making a hop to Pars,
where 1 have to conclude some business
in the morning, before leaving Europe
again for South America.”

“Then you must certainly sce him
while you are here,' said Mr. Quelch.
“1f you will stay to tea with me, the
boy will be back, and thep—"

* Muito obrigado, senhor ! said Peter
Valentine.

While Mr, Quelch was giving instrue-
tious for tea to be brought to the study
the Hying-man stood at the window,
locking out into the guad—at the old
clms, the grey old buildings, the play-
ing-lields in tho distance, where & game
was going on between two teams of tho
Fifvh and Sixth, His bronzed face was
very thounghtful.

After muuy years in o foreign country
he had a vearning to sce onc of his
own kindred, and Jim Valentine was
the only blood-relation he had in the
world. He wounld huve been glad—
more than glad—to take the boy back
with him te the country where he had
made his fortune and made his home.
He wondered whether the boy would
have preferred the sun-baked citics, the
vast forests, the rolling Amazon, to his

resent surroundings, and he shock his
ead at the thought. He had found his
nephew—but it was only to leave him
where he had found him!  Little did
the man from Brazii dream what was
destined to happen before he stepped
into his plane and took off from Wap-
shot Acrodrome.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPIER.
At St. Jude’s!

“ OAL!IM
G “Good man, Wharton !

“Well kicked, sir!”
Remove fellows, round the

football field at St. Jude's School, were

shouting. The pill was in the net, and

Harry Wharton's foot had landed it

there. The roar of “Coal” grected
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Inspector Grimes was not three yards from Nosey when the crock heard a sudden sotnd from behind.
to see an electric torch gleaming and policemen’s helmets topping the brambles !

Jim Valentine's ears as he came at a
run towards the football ground.

Valentine had lost no time, a&after
shaking off the Bounder in Redclyffe
Wood. He left- his machine ab the

rter’s lodge and hurried in—to find
the football match going strong, and
getting on towards hall-time. He
stared blankly as he came breathlessly
up.

Bob Cherry, in the field, spotted him
as the sides lined up again after the
goal, and waved a hand to him, Valen-
tina could only stara.

According to the telephone messagze,
the match was to wait till he got to
8t, Jude’s. Lvidently it had not
waited. And PBob Cherry, who was
supposed to have had some ageident and
dropped out of the team, was plaving,

as large as life! Jim could only
wonder, in amazement, what it all
meant,

Obviously, at all events, he was not
wanted to play. He joined the knot of
Greyiriars fellows looking on at the
game. Ogilvy of the Remove gave him
a friendly grin.

“Yon've come over after all!1” said
the Scottish junior. “Fed-up with
Quelch and the cxtra toot—what 1

“N-no,” stammered Valentine, "1
thought Wharton wanted mo here.
Didp't he azk somebody hero to phanoe
for me to comei”

“Not that I know of,” answered
Ogilvy, with a stare, “Why should

E

hol

“Well, somebody did phone, and
usod Wharton’s mname,” said Jim
blankly.

" Samebody puolling your leg then.

Hallo, there they go again! Play up,
Greylriars!" yelled Ogilvy.

Jim Valentine stood looking on. Ile
could not make it out, in the least.
Had he heen aware that the tell-tale
paper had been surreptitiously pur-
loined from his desk in Study No. 1 in
the Remove, he might casily have
guessed that it was a trick of Nosey
Jlark’s—a trick to get him out of the
school into a lonely place, where he
could he scized by foreo. Dut he was
quite unaware of Nutty Nixon's
activitive at Greviriars the previous
right. The cunning cracksman had
come and gono without leaving a sign,
and it never erossed Jim's mind for u
moment that his safeguard was geono,
amd that the gang of crocks were onco
more seeking to kidnap him. The whole
thing’ was a puzzle to him,

The whistle went for half-time, and
Harey Wharton came along te speak
to Valentina,

“You're hero after alll” he said.
“Glad to see you, old bean, though I
never oxpected te.™

“Well, you ought to have expeeted
to, if you asked that man, whoever ho
was, to phane for me,"” answered Valen-
tine, a irifle tartly.

Wharton stared at him.

“8omehody phoned for you?”
asked.  “Who the dickens—"

“Bome man at this school phoned to
Quelgh, whila T was doing Latin with
him, and zaid that Boh had been
damaged slipping from the train -

“My only hat!” cjaculated the cap-
{ain of the Remove in astonishment.  “I
never knew anything about it. DBoh
wasn't damaged | Does ha look like it ¥

he

He twisted round,

“Wall, no; but the man here said on
the phano that you wanted e to play
hall-back in his place, and I was ta
come over at ones, and you'd wat——""

" Oyeat pipt?

“And it was all
asked Jim.

" Rowebody’'s been spoofing, that's a
cert,” zaid the astonished captain of
tho Remove.  “Bure the phone eail
came from here?”

“Well, the man said so, and Quelch
suppased o, and 1 "

Whartan knitted his brows.

“1t's a rotten trick I ho said. “Can’t
malke out whe did it. I supposo
Hmithy wouldn't be such o fool, and T

gammon  then?”

can't think of anybhody else. You've
boen epoofed, old man 1
“I'd like to know who it was!™

growlad Valentine.. "I it was Bmithy
playimg tricks I'll jolly well call him
to account when I get back to Grey-
friars. Tha silly ass followed me when
T came over, and I dodged him in Red-
elvife Wood and left him to root for
e

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 havdly think it wondd be Smithy
ihough he's rather got his teeth into
vou. Can’t make it out!”

The captain of the Remove went back
ta the [foothallers, leaving Jim Valen-
ine wondering.  Jim was not sorry, if
it came fo that, to be standing in the
fresh, open air, watching the game,
instead of grinding deponent verbs in
Mr. Quolely’s study. It was, in fact, a
change for tho better. Dut it was dis-
tinetly irritating to have had his lég
pulled; and it was possible that Mr.
Queleh might faney that he had had a
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sart fu the trick if he learned that
{’u.lunmlc kad not, after all, lll;l._\'r'zl 1
the match, The mero thought of ap-
pearing careless and ungratefnl towards
i1 benefactor was disagreeable enough.
Wio had played that trick, unless it
was Emithy, his only ecnemy in the
school? Yet, if it was Smith{, why had
tlie Bounder followed him when he left
the school to e over to St Jude's?
Anyhow, he reselved te seo the Beunder
when he got back to Greyiriars, and
find out the faets.

Meanwhile, he dismissed the malter
{rom his mind and gave his thoughits
to the foothall mateh he was wuatels
ing.  The Greyiriars fellows wreve
getting the upper pand, and Yalentine
toived in the cheering of another and
another goal. Little did it oceur to lus
mind, as ho shouted with the other
follows, that this was the last Greyiriars
wamo he would ever watch, Little did
lic dream that before another sun rose
tho climax of his life would have come
and o strange new life would be open-
ing before him. The future was veiled
from his eyes as ho stood and cheerod
among tho othor Greyfriars follows.

*Three—one !" said Bob Cherry, when
the players came off tho field.  “Good
news for Smithy. He will bo glad to
Liear that the Remove can win matches
without his royal nibs!”

“The gladiulness will be torrifie !”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Jim Valentine joined the crowd of
Creyfriars fellows going to the station.
He packed iuto the same carringe with
the Famous Five, and two or three
more {ellows. That mysterious tole-
plione call was discussed on the way
Lome, but nobody could throw light
on it, though several fellows suspocterl
that the Bounder had bad a hand in it,
in the absence of aanyone clse to
siispect.

The train passed through Redclseffe
Station on its way to Courtfield. TDob
Cherrs, looking " from tha window,
uttered a sudden exclamation.

“Something’s up yonder!” he 1o
marked.

Tho juniors crammed {he windows,

and stared at (he shadowy mass of Red.

chiffc Wood, spread out at o jittle
distance. On the road by the woodd
snounted police were patrolling; aud a
car passed in view wilh several con-
stables in it. Here and there, in open
places in the woodland, policemen’s
Lielmets could be seen. ; :

The juniors watched curiously, until
{he tran had swept on, and Redclyffe
Wood disappeared from sight.

“They're combing the wood for some-
Lody 1" said Bob.

* Looks like it I said Valentine.

Ile did not guess for whom Inspector
(irimes and his men were combing Rod-
ciylfe Wood ! "There was no thought of
Nosey Clark in his mind when he
arvivid at Greyfriars with {be cheery
crowd of Remove fellows,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !

L SAY, vou fellows—"

E “Halio, hallo, halle!” roaved
Bob Cherry, greeting the Ow) of
the Remove with a hearty smack

on the shoulder—a smack so bhearly fhat
Billy Bunter yelled. N

“Wow ! Beast! Wharrer you hitting
me for?” yelled Bunter,

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“Dear old fat feuit, that was a
friendly smack !’ said Bob., “Now I'll
give you an unfriendly one, and you'll
see the difference !

Billy Bunter jumped back like a fat
langaroo.

" Beast [ K(‘.t\[? off ! he howled.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y say, you fellows, have you—"
gasped Bunter.

“Yes, we've won 1" said ITarry Whar-
ton, interrupting the fat Owl’s inquiry.
“'I'hiree goals to one, old fat man !”

“Eh! What? Oh. yes! But I was
going to ask you—=>"

Harry Wharton laughed, He had sup-
posad that Bunter was going to ask tho
resnit of the Soccer match at St. Jude's,
Evidently he had supposed too mueh.

“Well, what, fathead t” he asked.

fit to ta
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“Iave you had your tea?” Bunter
got it out. “You sece, I've been waiting
for vou fellows to come in—waiting tca
for you! I've been disappownted about
a postal order—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I've only had tea in Hall, so far,”
said Bunter pathetically, “and a eouplo
otf ddcugl;muts I found in Ogilvy's
study—"'

“What's that 1" ejaculated Ogilvy.,

“Eh! I didu't sco you, old e¢hap!t I
mean, I never found any doughnats in
your study—I meant, Browny's—"

“Mine 7 ejacutated Tom Drown.

“Fhl No! Bolsover's!” said Bunter
hastily, “But, to come to the point,
what about tea, jou fellows? That
besst Smithy hasn't come in. 1 was
foing to tea with him——""

“Did e know?” grinned
Nuogent.,

“Oh, really, Nugent! T say, Valen-
tine, did he whop you?" grinned Bun-
ter. “He was after vou to whop you!
ile. Lie, he!®

“He was after me, certainly.” eaid
Valentine dryly, “1 feft him in Red-
clyffe Wood—still looking for me,
perhaps !

“Well, he hasn't come in! 1
Valentine, you'd better hike off
Queleh’s study ! You're for it 1”

Valentine stared at the fat Owl.

“What do you mcan. ass? Has
Queleh said I'm to go to his study ?"

“Yes, rather! Io's boen out twice to
see 3f you were back 1 chuckled Bunter.
“He's in a fearfu) rage! He, he, he!
It's a whopping, old chap! I could
sco that in his cyes! You know his
look! I'm not saying this to make you
get the wind up, you knew, because you
barged me over in the quad this
afternoon.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at! - You won't cackle when you sco
Queleh, I can jolly well tel) vou " said
Bunter dackly, *“He's in an awful bate
—grinding his teeth! He told me to
send you 1o his study at onco when you
came . ‘Send that yonng seoundrel
to my study as soon as you see him,
Bunter ' was what he said. His vory
\\'0::(}]’5 !"I ; y

“Yes, I can hear Quelch saying that—
T don't think [ chucklod Bob.©

“He's got it in for Valentine!” said
Dunter. * He's fairly Ioamin;! Foam-
ing at the mouth with ragoe!”

“Go itl”

“It's a flogging at least for Valon-
tine,” said Bunter, cheerfully. “Can't
say I'm sor::?‘! Darging a man over for

Frank

say,
to

notliing—

“Yon fat frump!” exclaimed Valen-
tine. “Has Quelch really said that I'm
to go to his study "

“Certainly he bas! T tell you he's
been out twice! The first time he was
merely scowling, but the eccond time
he was grimding his teeth, like o man
fling a saw ! Sceing that I was waiting
for you fellows to come in, he eaid to
me,  ‘Dunter, sce that that young
blighter comes fo my study the minute
he puts his ugly face into the House.'
I1lis very words!”

“Ila, ha, ha !” shricked the juniors.

The idea of Mr. Queleh, their statelv
Form mastor, expressing himsell in such
words, seemed to entertain them.

“Cackle!” snecred Bunter. “Dut T
can jolly well te)t you that Valentine is
for it! Queleh is waiting for him—and
simply furious! The other man kecpa
on staring out of the study window—"

“The who #?

“Quelch has pot another man in Lis
study—had tea with him—a man with
a face like a copper pot,” said Bunter,
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“Y saw Quelch take him to see the
Head; but they're back in Quelch's
study now. Blessed if I know who he is
—never saw him before. Some blinking
foreigner, I fancy!” i

! Vg:ll, it won’t be a whopping, Valen-
tine,” said the captain of the Remove.
“Quelch wouldn't whop with a visitor
in tho study.”

“Wouldn't he?” grinned Bunter. “T
can tell you he was foaming with fury!
Palo with rage, you know! Grindin
his teeth to such an extent that
thought they would come out! He sai
to mo, *Keep your peepers open for
that voung rotter Valentine, Bunter,
and buzz him into my study 8s soon ps
ho hikes in! I'm going to take the skin
off him? His very words!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, von fat dummy, has

uelch really sent for me, or not?”
gemsmlﬁd Valentine, taking Billy
Bunter by the collar aud shaking him.

*“Yarooh I

“ Answer me, you fat chnmp [

“Woo-hooh ! Leggo! If you make my
epecs fall off—wow l—make Lim leggo,
you fellows! Yooop!” ¥

“Yalentine!” Wingato of the Sixth
came along. “You're wanted in your
Form master’s study.”

“Yes, Wingatc!”

Jim released the gasping Tuf Onl. Ife
left his friends and made hiz way to
Masters' Passago. )

His face was a little clouded.  Billy
Bunter's fuluous remarks had  Tittie
effect on him; but he wondered what
Mr. Queleh wanted, and whether it was
trouble. That “spoof” telephons call
had taken him away dfrom ‘extra
toot,” which might have unnoyed Mr.
Queleh had hin discovered that the call
was a “spool.” .

He tapped at Lis Form master’s door.

“Comeo in!" .

Mr. Quelel’s voice did not sound as if
he was angry, )

Valentine cutered the study.  1iis un-
easiness was relieved the next maoment,
Mr. Quelch rose from his chair, with a
very kind and bepevolent expression
on his face. Sa f{ar from foaming with
rage, as the fat Owl had declared, the
Remove master was obviously in one of
his very bost tempors, .

Jim glanced at the other man in the
study, who also rose to his feel and
started a little. 1t was the bronzed-faced
atrman who had dropped n the pava-
chute, in the meadow near Greyfrinrs, a
few days since—the man who had
seomed to recognise ldii.

Jim’s heart beat fast. Who the man
was, and why lie was nt Greylriavs, ho
could not guess; but (he “boy with a
past 7 could not feel easy in the
presence of 2 man who appeared Lo
know something of hin.

The bronzed man's eyes wore fixed on
him with a penctrating look. Bub o
was Mr. Quelch who spoke.

“I am glad you have retumed,
Valentine! This gentlenan has boeen
waiting to see you.”

“Yes, sirl” said Jim gquictly,

“You do pot recognise hin, Valew
tine I ashed the Remove master, with
a smile.

“No, sir!”

“Yet vou have seen him Dofore.”

“Not for four or five years, though I
said the fving-man, Lis bronzed Tace
broaking imto a pleasant smile. Al
I dare say [ have changed a zood deal—
tha sun of Brazil makes a differenes.”

Valeatine gave a violent slark,

“PBrazil 1 e exelaimed. “Yon
from Dirazil, sir?”

*Yes, my boy! Leook at e again "
emiled the 0)yiug-taan.

mre

Jim Valentine scanned his facs. Tive
years under a tropical sun had changed
Peter Valentine; but as he serotinized
the bronzed visage recollection came to
the boy, and he understood.

P e R S R B L S L LR b

POCKET-MONEY
WON'!

Resultof “Magnet” Painting Contest!

THE FIRST PRIZE OF 1s. A
WEEK TFOR A YEAR for the best
coloured plcture scot n Las been
captured by :

WILLIAM WAREING,
3, Lonsdale Avenue, Swinton,
Manchcater.

TIE SECOND PRIZE OF 6d, A
WEEK YOR A YEAI bhas been
woun by :

TREVOR DACON,
00, King Siroet, Gt. Yarmouth.

THE 0 OTIER PRIZES have
Leen awarded to the following :

James Ashton, 63, Holland 8t.,
Tendicton, Salford : Michael F. Avery,
8, Clarence Rd., Teddington, Middx. ;
Willlam Ayvre, 14, Church Ter., Wooley
Ter.,, Crook; K. G. Dsrratt, 109,
Evington Drive, Leicester: Donnls
W, Herry, 68, chllmumc Grave, East
Dulwieh, S.1.22: N, Bittleston, 13a,
Conztitution Hill, Ipswich ; Roy E,
Bolton, 47, Vywer Rd., East Acton
Lane, Acton, W.B; Dounald Boulton,
12, i'hanct ftd., Gedminster, Bristel |

. Brown, 14, Lady Somerset Itd.,
Tufpcll Poark, NW.6 ; William Brown
56, Three Tun: Hoad., Eastwood,
Notts ;. James Clarke, 8, Tlie Creseent,
Taunton, Somersel ;  Arthur Craven,
03, Drummond Av., Layton, Black-
pool ; Leonard Davies, 6, Carlton 8t.,
Uanning Town, B.10; 5Lanlc Delo,

Dorset Road, Coventry: Joln L.
Iz, 60, Chirton West View, North
Shiclds s C. Uergusson, Bridee End,
The Avenue, Wilton, nr. Salisbury ;
Brian Foster, 10, Anne Strect, Cheetham
B, Manchester; J. Godwin, 2,
Donnington Mansions, Witiesden, N.W .

10; H. Green, 63, St. Alban’s Rd.,

e e ol oo B bdo b o ddoddodiddode o Pl

Blackpool ; Frank Howand, 8, -
ford B1., Witlech, Cambs: John
Howartl, 37, St. bar, Rd.,
Layton, Blackpool; Frank L. Hewing,

83, Rossington B, olf Speinton Dale,
Nottingham ;  Konald Humpage, 76,
Harbugy Itd,, Cannon HBill, Birming-
Lo 3 Herbert W, Hunt, 278, Rolis Ttd

Bermondscy, S K.1: A, Joslin?. 18
Station Rd., Beeeles, Suffolk ; Cifford
Killerby, 532, Rookwood Rd., Osmand-

thorpe, Leeds: Dooald , 24,
Pickhurst  Rise, Weat Vickham,
Went ;. Colin R, Lear,

44, Woodville
Rd., Golders Green, N.W.1; C. G.
Long, 15, Strada St. Aopna, Floriana,
Malta ; K. Males, 30, Cobbam §d,,
Wood Green, N.22; John I, Marshall,

43, Bunuydeno  Gdos, Duvy St
Fdmounton, K.0; Trevor Mo, ul,
Empire Rd., Torgquay ; Patrick Newacd,
230, Lordship Lanc. London, N.A7:
Bermard North, 22, Blagdon ®d., New
Malden, Sorey : Miss 1. Rondall,

The Post Oflice Ho., Sandwich, Kent ;
J. 8. Redmore, 66, 5t. Braonocks Park,
iMfracombe ; UHarry E. Riclards, 15,
Partridge Av,, Darlaston, S, Stafis;
John H. Richardson, White Lodge,
Choreh  Md,,  Whitchurch, Glam ;
Kenneth Robinson, 144, Jelleock R,
Wolverhaopton ;. Harold C. Specd,
Walkdene, South Bd“ Bevelez, Suflolk 3
Haydn J. Smith, 42, 5t. Joames St,,
Xr:nlu:m}:tm: 3 DL Btewari. 72, Roods,
Wiviemuir, Angus; J. Thorpe, 14,
Phodos S, Rnzsholme, Manchester ;
ltabert Todd, S, Bolckow St.. North
Skeltov-iu-Cleveland ;: Peter Tuddens
ham, Shauklin, Rozcbery Re., Felix-
stowe 3 Daarie Y Tuyner, Claremont,
Stution M., Corbridee @ Fack Tuamer,
141, Davdowie St fFossilpack, Glosgow 3
Yarold West, 17, Elgen  Crea., Maylil),
Swansea ;. Erie Wray, 10, Meade foad,
Derhy,  Liverpool @ Bernard
. 79 ticlle Vue Rd., Lecds,
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“Ts—is—is ft possiblo ?” he exelaimed.
‘You are not—not—"

“You've gucssed it!"

“¥Yes, Valentine, this gentleman s
vour uncle, Mr. Poter Valeutine!” said
ihe Remove master,

“(h, sic!” gasped Jim.

Peter Valentine extended a sineww,
brown hand and took the schoolboy's
if, with a grip that made him wince
little.

“Glad to sce your unmele, Jim?" he
asked,

“Oh! Yes, ves!” exclaimed Valen-
tine eagerly, “1 can't tell you how glad!
My Uncle Valentino—after all (hese
years ™

Me. Quelel: rustied to the deor.

“You will desire to talk with your
unele, Valentine,” he said. *“I have
some business with the beadinastor at
the moment, and I will leave you {or the
present,”

The Remove wastor left tho study:
ind Jim Valentine, feeling a good doel
like a fellow in a dream, was left witli
bis uncle from Brazil.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bagged at Last!

N CSEY CLARK pauted like a

Tho man with the nosze like 2

vulture's beak was erouching in

the cover of a damp thicket in the heart

strainiog, like those of u fox with the
hounds at hand.

A fox he was—a human fox, and now
were very close!

Fear and rage mingled ia the lard.
Leaky faco as the crook croucked and

Iror mnn}y 3’0:&1’?. Nosey Clark had de-
ficd and cluded the law; bat the law’s
sirong arm was stretched out for him
that the end had come to a career of
crime.

Ho had been ruthlessly determined to
vrooked life; and that ruthlessucss had
been his undoing!

Ho crouched and hid; but hie knew in

The blow had fallen suddenly, un-
expectedly ; it had landed jike a thunder-
bolt. Danger had not been oven in his

In the willows Ly tho bridle-paih the
four rascals had watched and waited—
watching and waiting for the bey who
passed—anmd  Jim  Valentine had now
come!  Nosey Clark had realised, aw
last, that something must have gono
the scheme that had scemed absolutely
certain {o sueceed; he had failed, as ho
had Eailed before.
liis failure was duo to Vernon-Swmith.
He had forgotten Smithy—lorgotten the
schoolboy who had been collared by
Perhaps Jim had missed the paper froin
his dosk—or taken the aolarm in somo
otieer way—or perhaps by mere chanee
route, whatever the cause, it was clear
at last 1that he was not going to fail
info that cunning ambush, And Naoscy
and Lry again another day! Dut ilot
“other Jduy ” was destined never to
Colfie,
when the creoks had crept into it from
their ear hidden i a shadowy lane, Wits

Liunted animal,
of Redelyfie Wood listening—his cars
he was hunted hard; and the houvuds
shivered and listened.
now, and it was borne in upon his mind
drive Dick tho Penman back into a
liis bones that it was the finigh!
thoughts.
was never coming., A long hour had
wiaing; there had been some hiteh in
Not for a moment did ho guess that
misiake, and allowed to go on his way.
he had gone to St. Jude's by a ditferens
Clark had decided, at last, to give it up
For the loncly wood, lonely and silent
Tne Maeyer Lispany.—No. 1,307,
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ho longer lonely. Inspector Grimes, of
Courtfield, had acted promptly on the
information Herbert Vernou-Smith had
telephoned from Redeiyffe.  Already
there was a cordon of police round the
wood ; and when, at last, the crooks, in
savage disappointment, quitted their
ambush, the sight of =2 policoman’s
helmet on the bridle-path drove them
panting back to cover. )

What followed scemed bke
dreamn to Nosey.

There were police in the wood—the
natural enemies of Nosoy Clark & Co,
With beating hearts the rascals bad
crept away by a difforent path—only to
find it blocked and guarded, sud to
wind back in terror. It was then ihat
Nosey Clark & Co. realised that the
officers of the law wers not lhtzra“ by
chance, looking for other gama. They
Lnow that they were hunted and tracked
—and the same thought was in all their
minds—that the boy at Greyiriars had
given them away. How clse counld the
police have come wpon them in that
solitary spot?

Dick the Penman had spotted them
and betrayed them—that was the only
conclusion” 1o which they could come.
They had counted upon his silence, even
\'.'hi]sf.' they strove and schemed and
plotted to injure him; for his safety de-
peaded on theirs; if he gave them away,
thoy could give Dick tho Penman away
in their turn. But now they could only
believe that the boy, driven to despera-
tion by their persccution, had throwu
prudence to the winds and betrayed them
to the police. For the police were round
them—guardin ovory path—seeking
them throungh tﬁo thickets—and the game
was up!

Deep in the wood, the desperate
rascals scparated, to seck safoty singly.
Taking different directions, they crept
and erawled; but through an opening of
the underwoods Nosey had scen Nufty
Nixon collared and handcuffed; and
later, a stream of profanity from the
lips of Kicky Judd told that he also was
in official hands And though Nosey
did not know it, Barney Hayes had also
fallen into the grasp of the police, alter
a savago strugglo. And Nosey, crouch-
ing like a lunted beast in cover, could
hear lootsteps and rustling, and calling
voices, anil knew that hie was surrounded
and that the circle was closing in,

His black eyes glinted with rage; his
vulture’'s mnose glowed purple.  Jim
Valentine—Dick the Penman—had done
this—and the game was up for the gang
of crooks! osey Clark, at long laet,
was going where he belonged—the fato
ke had long cluded, was upon him at
last; the fate which ho might have
known was cortain to be tho ultimatoe
result of a crooked lifel

He crouched and shivered.

What did they know—what could they
fomve against him? If Dick the Penman
1ad spoken, they knew enough to “send
him up '’ for ten years! But even with-
out the help of the boy with a past, there
was cnougﬁ against him—lis had been
scen at Popper Court on the night of
the robbery—ho was known to have kid-
napped the boy Wharten—and there
were other things! They had plenty of
evidenco on which to arrest and hold
him—and once in the hands of thie police
the rest was inevitable.

In his country house in Sussex “Mr.
Cowmpton ” was safe enough, = long as
Jim Valentine kept silence—but 1 o
Rlnu' where he could be identified as

Xosey Clark it was a different maiter,
And once in the toils, all would come
out—the police would not be long in
discovering that Nosey Clark was Mr.
Compton, of Compton House, Spsscx—
and a scareh of that mansion would

Tue Mauser Lismarr.—No. 1,367,
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raveal all lu: erooked activities. The
gatie was up—the gamo was up—those
words hommered in the erook's throb-
Ling brain as ho crouched and listened
to the footsteps that drew closer and
closer,

Deep do<k was over the wood—there
was a faint hepe in Nosey Clark's heart
that when duvkness fell” he might yet
have a chunce of getting clear. But
the hepe was very faint.

Lights fi<Y] on the paths and in the
thickets, 'l'liy were hunting him close
and hard,

Throngh the twigs and brambles he
had a glimpee of o portly form—that of
Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield. The
inspector's plummp face was keen and
alert in the light of the lantern held by

a constable.  Nosey's ghinting eyes
burned at L1 from his cover. His hand,
for a mowmcent, strayed to his hip.

pocket,  But i1 was useless, worse than
useless, 1o draw the deadly automatic.
A shot would Uring them on him in a
swarm—ain) Nosey was very much con-
cerned about his worthless neck. He
gave up that desperate thought as soon
as it entered his mind. He crouched
like a hunted beast, his beart poundiaF,

The portly inspector from Courtfield
was not three yards from him. And
suddenly, behind him, Neosey heard o
sound.

He twisted round to see an electric
torch gleaming, and a policeman's
helmet (opping the brambles.

Hao panted with despair.

e was seen the next moment, and
there was a shout. He bounded from
the thicket and ran. A moment more,
and hands were upon him, and he was
dragged back, struggling, panting, spit-
ting like a cat. And then there was a
click of metal, and the handeuffs wero
on his wrists; and Mr. Grimes was
f{rimling at him genially ip the lantern.
1ght.

“That's {he last of them!” said Mr.
Grimes. “We've got the whole bag!”

“That’s four, sir!” said ono of the
constables.

“Four's the lot!” said Mr. Grimes,
“ Four of them, according to the informa-
tion received.”

Nosey Clark gritted his teeth. e
stood handeufied, with a constable hold-
ing either arm. IHe strove fo pull him-
sclf together,

“What's the charge?” he asked quietly.

“The charge?’ repeated Mr. Grimes
reflectively. “ Well, we've got a few!
Burglary and kidnapping to begin with !
More to follow, I fancy—but enough to
hold you on, my [ricnd, while we look
into your record. What?”

Nosey breathed hard.

“Will you answer me one question ¥

“That depends!"” answered Mr.
Grimes, genial but guarded. “You can
ask it if you like.”

“Was it a Greylriars boy who put you
on to us?”

The inspector stared, and then smiled,

“You've guessed that? No reason
wlr‘y you shouldn't know—yes, it was!”

“And the boy—" Noscy almost
choked with fury. “Havo you got
him ¥

“Got him?" repeated the inspector
blankly. Certainly he had no idea or
mtention of " getting ¥ Herbert Vernon-
Smith. DBut it was not of Vernon-Smith
that the captured crook was thinking.

Nosey ground out an mmprecation.

“You've got me, you've got tho rest,
but you've not got Diek tﬁa Penman.
Are you letting him slip through your
Gngers?”

Mr. Grimes was attontive at once.

Dick the Pemman! Glad as ho was

THE MAGNET

to gel the handeuffs on Nosey Clark &
Co,, Mr. Urimes would gladly have
grven up his whole bag, in order to get
them ou the olusive Penman, whose real
uname and identity were clouded in
mystery.  That the Penman was ono of
Nosey Clark’s gang he was sure, and
he had hoped to get him with the others.
Indeed, be was not sure that Nosey was
not the mysterious Penman  himself,
The mere mention of tho name was
enough to make Mr. Grimes very alert.

“You're letting hum escape !I” Nosey’s
voico rose almost to a shriek ia his rage.
“You're letting him slip—Dick the
Fenman 1”

“Not if I con help it1” said the in-
spector, wilth o very curious look at the
crook's coraged face. * We'll get him
ail right, my friend.”

“Hu's in the wood—or was, Tle can’t
have gone back to the scheol. He daro
not, now he's given us away !”

“"To the school?” repeated Mr.
Grimes.
“If you let him slip—" Nosoy

paated. * Dick the penman, Jim Valen-
tine—"

“Jim Valentine !”

“You never knew!” snarled Nosoy.
il l\u,; you'd never have known, either !
You've It yourself be beaten by a boy

—a schoolboy! Bah! 1 tell you that
Jim Valentine of Greyfriars School is
Dick the Penman. ‘And cvery man

you've got
the same.”

Inspector Crimes drew a lopg, dee
breut[:- " P

Jim Valentine, Dick the Penmanl
Ho understood at last. His suspicions of
the “boy with a past” had been dee
and keen, but he had never sus
that. Tho mysterious, elusive Penman,
a boy—s mere boy! That was tho
secret that the boy with a past had
been  hiding—the ~ secret  that  Me.
Grimes, keen as ho was, had never been
able to penetrate,  He breathed hard
and deop, and his eyes danced. Dick
the Penman, who had baffled Scotland
Yard, was to fall into the hands of
Heary Grimes, inspector, of Courtfield.
Mr. Grimes felt at that moment like
the oncient classic gentleman who
touched the stars with his sublime head.
His plump fingers tingled with the de-
sire to grip the shoulder of Jim Valen-
tine of the Greyfriars Remove.

“Bring him along !” he said abraptly,

He tramped away through the derk
wood, followed by tho constables, with
Nosey Clark between themm. For some
reason unknown to the inspector, Clark
believed that it was Valentine who had
given him away. Had it been so, Dick
tho Ponman would Lave fled_promptly
enough. But it was not sg. \r,]nlemule,
so far as Mr. Grimes knew, was un-
awaro of the capturs of the ecrooks.
Even had he, as Vernon-Smith sus-
pected, 1ntended to meet them in the
wood that afternoon, it was clear that
ke had not met them. He knew
nothing, and was not on his guard. He
was at Greyfriars, unsuspecting—ready
to full into the inspector’s hands liko
a ripe apple. All that Mr, Gritnes had
to do was fo call at Greyfriars, and
“colleet” Jim Valentine, and then he
would have a full “bag.” It was goin
to be the triumph of Mr. Grimes
officiul carcer.

Mr. Grimes stayed only to give brief
directions for the safe bestowal of his
,)nsoneu. and jumped inte the car that
ad brought him from Courtficld. And
official {;cmleman s he was, and a
stern upholder of the law, Mr. Grimes
recklessly disregarded speed limits as
Io raced away in the car, heading for
Gregfriars Schiool and Jim Valeatine.

i your hands will tell you



Vernon-Smith dragged Valentine behind the study door and
ot him, sir ? ** asked the Bounder.
n this study [**

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls !

113 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Enjoying

H life?” hawled Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five were

standing themiselves a study

supper in Study No, 1 in the Remove
when Jim Valentine came in.

Valentine locked as if he was enjoy-
ing life.

His face was flushed, and looked
more handsome than over; his eyes
shinipg, his step light. Indeed, he
acemcg ta be walking on air.

Herry Wharton & Co. looked at him
curiously.

“Come into a fortuna 77 asked Harry.

Valentine laughed.

“Botier than that,” he answercd.

“The betterfulncss must be tervifie,
to judge by tho esteemed and ridicnlous
light of your absurd countenanee,” re-
marked Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh,

“Yau've hoen a jolly long time with
Quelch,” said Frank Nugent, You
cut eall-over, 1 noticed.”

“Not with Quelch—with my unele,”
gaid Valeutine, smiling.

Vive [ellows jumped at the same time.
Five voices repoated:

“Your uncle !”

“Aly jolly old wuncle! My Dnclo
Valentinc! My mnele from Brazil, I
can tell vou iellows that I'm feeling
good,” chuckled Valentine. * You re-
meimber that Nvinganan who came down
the other day "

“What aboul him?"

“He scemad to recognisa mp--—"

“ And youn gave him the marble eye,”
gail Johnny Buil,

“1 nover guessed.  Me's changed a
fot, and it’s five years since I've scen
him,” said Jiot. “But he knew me,
and came here to-day to ask—"

“Yaou don’t mean to say—=" gasped
Wharion.

“1 jolly weil do! He's my Uncle
Valentine, home from Drazil. He's becn
trying to Lind me, but, of course, had
no luck. But when he saw me the day
the plane came down—"

“Waell, my only hat!”

“He's a splendid chap!” said Valen-
tine. “I—I'va had a long jaw with
him. Dva told him everything. Abouf
—ahout Nosey Clark and ithe gang, and
—and Dick the Penman, and—aud all
that.” He coloured. * All that voa fel-
lows knew, amd a good deal more.
had to tell him. I—I wanted him to
stick to me; but—but T wasn't going
ta have any falso pretences. I've told
him the whole lob.”

“That was right,” said Harey Whar-
ton gravely. *But what does he say?”

“He can make allowances for a kid
who fell into ihe hands of a villain like
Nosey Clark., And—and he knows I eut
it all. And Queleh has tald him what
e thinks of me, and—and—— Well,
so far as wncle is eoncerned, it's all
washed out. Ie's standing by me.”

“Good man " zaid Bob.

“He's in tho air serviee in Drazil,”
went on Valentine. “ He's offered to
take me out thare, if I hke. Heo'll be
plad if 'l go. 1'd have jumped at it
once, but now—now 1 can’t mqu up my
mind that 1 can leave Greyfriars. I—I1
want to talk to you fellows abont it
My unele's loaving England to-night in

then faced the porily inspector as he eame tramping up.
“ 1'm here for him, Master Vernon-Smith
““ He was, three minutes ago,’” said the Bounder,

1 ** said Mr. Grimes.
“* hut a fellow tipped him that you were coming!™

*“You've
I understand he’s

hiz asvoplane for Pariz, so {'ve not
miuch time to meke up my mind.”

“Quick work,” grinned Bob.

“ He may not be back again {or years.
I've got to tell hira my decision to-
night,” sald Valentine. “I'vo got to
think it out.”

“¥Mop up some supper while
think it out,” said Nugenb.

Vulentine laughed, and sat down at
the table. Dut his face became grave
agaim. It was n serions decizgion that
lie had to make, and it required some
thinking out.

If he accepted his uncle’s offer in o
far country, ho would be safo from
Nosoy Clark & Co.—safe from the past
of Dick the Ponman. The shadaow of
the underworld would be lifted [row
him, and lifted for ever. He was happy
at Greviriare, ond ho had made staunci
friends there, whom he was loath o
Jeavo. Yet all the time there was the
furking danger that Dick the Penmail
might be discovered and tracked out,
though Valentine little drcamed lhiow
terribly near that danger was, even
these happy moments,

Leaving Greyfriars would be &
wreneh, but it would be a wreneh, too,
to part with his only relative now thav
he had found him. And prodence
vrged him to go, while the going wa«
pood.  And the wonderfu! land of South
America, the vast foresiz, tho rolling
Amazon, the blaze of tropie suns ap-
pealed to hiz boyish tmagination.

And he had some day his way lo
make in the world—and this was his
chance.  And yet—  Greyfriars was
his home now; his friends wern ronnd
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eim. And he had a strong attachment
o the kindhearted man who had be-
friended and protected him. Like Des-
demiona in the play, he perceived here
s divided duty, And it was difficult to
make up his mind, though Fate, in those
;:‘gumoms, was deciding the question for

im.

There was cager talk round the table
in Study No. 1. Bilir Buater, looking
in on the suspicion that a supper was
roing on, was promptly kicked out, and
departed yelling. 1t was not easy for
Harry Wharton & Co. to advise their
chum, They did not want to lose him,
yet they realised that he would do well
not to Iose such a chance,

Jim Valentine's uncle had gone back
to Wapshot Camp, te make his final
preparations for the Hight, If Valen-
tine was going he had to join him there
before he leff. If he did not come,
Peter Valentine would know that his
nephew had decided to reman at Grey-
friars School. And there was not much
time now for thinking it out.

He finished a hasty supper, and threw
himself into the armchair, The Famous
Five sat on the study table, and all
faces wera thoughtiul. They wero dis-
cussing the pros and cons. And it was
#till undecided whether Jim Valentine
would go to the Remove dormitory that
night with the Form, or whether he
wonld ring up a taxi to carry him to

Wapshot. The talk ceased as the study
deor swung open, aud the Bounder
camo in.

He gave the F'amous Five a sardonic
look. He did nat, for the moment, see
Valentine, who was hidden from his
eight by the high back of the armchair.

Smithy did not, as a matter of fact,
know that Valentine was in the school
at all. e had come in iate himszelf for
call-over, having remained in Redelyfie
Wood ta see \\'hut happened after Mr.
Grimes got there. He had scen Nuity
Nixon, Barncy Iayes, and Kicky Judd
handcuffed and packed into the pohce
car under guard before he left. Mr,
Grimes and his men were still hunting

osey Clurk in the doark woods when
Vernon-Smith started for Groyiriars;
even the reckless Bounder not venturing
to remain longer out of gates. Dut
though he was late for call-over himself,
he had learned that Valentine had not
been present when the roll was called
in Hall; and he thougbt he knew why.
Quite unaware that Valentine was in
Mr. Quelch's study at that time, talk-
ing to his uncle from Brazil, Vernon-
Smith had no doubt that he was in
Redelyffe Woods, hunted with the rest
of the gang. And SBmithy was grinning
with anticipated triumph.

Harry Wharton waved a hand at him.

“Cut, Smithy; we're rather busy
now,” he said. ) :
“You look 1! said Smithy. “Do

vou always loll en a study table when
vou're busy? Like to heny the news?”

“Take it along the passage.”

“No other stadv's  interested
Valentine I sneered the Bounder,
thoughit you'd hke to hear.”

Wharton stared at him.

“Have you heard the news about
Valentine™” he nsked, “If so, we've
Leard 1t before you!”

“You've heard it ¥ exclaimed Smithy,

“Of course we have.”

“Have they got him then 17

“They—who—what—"

“The police.”

“Are youn potty?™ asked Wharion
Dlankly. “Uhe news I'm referring to 1s
that Valentine's uncle hoas turned up
from Birazzil™

“Ok,  has  lLe? The Tounder
elivugred las shoulders.  “Then he's
turned ppoin time to sce his precious
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nephew take lis trial along with the
other crooks.”

Jim  Valentine sat very still. The
Bounder's words fell on his cars, bodeful
as the knell of doom. Could Fate have
u|mu3rcd bim so eruel a trick? How did
Smithy know if it was s0? IHe sat as
if stunned.

The Famous IFive slipped from the
study table and stood [facing the
Bounder with grim looks,

“What do you mean by that, Vernon-
Smith ¥ asked Wharton very quictly.

“Just what I say; no more and no
less 1™ sneered the Bounder, “Grimey's
;;ctiing his bird at last, and I've helped!

said that I'd show the fellow up in
his true colours, and I've done it!
You'll never see him agamn.”

“Never sce him again!™
Wharton.

As Jim Valentine was sitting in the
study, only screened from the Bounder's
view by the high back of the chair, that
statement was rather surprising.

“Sure of that, Smithy!” asked Bob
Cherry, with a grin.

“Quite!™ said the Bounder coolly.
“They'll got him in Redelyfle Wood, if
they haven't got him already, with the
other crooks. 1 staved in this afternoon
to keep an eye on him, and I'm glad
I did! 1 knew that his extra foot was
a spoof., He cleared off on his bike
after you fellows had gone——"

“You benighted ess!” said Harry
Wharton. “Somebody pulled his leg on
the telephone, and made him beliove
that he was wanted at Sk Jode's.
That's where he cleared off to.”

The Bounder started.

“He came over to St
ejaculated.

“Yes, yon suspicious diot, and
watched the game, and came back with
us to Greyfriars and found his uncle
from Brazil here!” snapped Wharton,

The Bounder’s fuce was a study for a
moment or two, His expression made
the chums of the Remove grin. Never
had the wind been so completely taken
ont of a fellow’s sails. He was taken
utterly by surprise.

“Then he never went out to mect the
crooks "’ he ejaculated at tast, ™

“We're the crooks he went out to
meet 1 chuckled Beb Cherry.

“}Ha, ha, hat”

The Bounder bit his lip savagely,

“1 dou't get on to it then! They
wera in the wood. They expeeted him;
watching and waiting for him. They
grabbed me by mistake—"

“0Oh, my hat!” velled Dob. *“That
aceonnts for the milk in the jolly old
coconut! It was dear old Noscy who
put through that spoof call!”

“I don't catch on to it all!" esnarled
the Bounder. “DBut 1 know this,
Grimey is after lim, and he will get
him, and I've helped! Ii they haven't
got him, they've got his pals, and he
will follow ! If be's back in the school
now they’ll come here for him, and it's
my doing—all my doing, and you ecan
put that in your pipe and smoke it!
And if he were here I'd be glad to tell
liim to his face that it's my ﬁ:md that's
put the handeulls on him !

The Bounder spat out the words
venomously,

He gave a start the next moment as
Jim Vulentine rose from the armchair,
Across the back of the chair Valentine
looked at hiis enemy—his {ace pale, his
eyes gleaming scorn,

“I'm bere!” he said, “Here, Vernon-
Smith! If vou're telling the truth,
you've done for me. Dut it's not your
doing. vou eur; it's my own doing!
You'd have been sacked and gone if 1
hadn’t been {ool enovgh to save you—
fool that I was! They'd have kicked
yvou out of Greyfriars a week ago. You

repeated
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couldn’t have done me any harm then.
And now—"

The anger and scorn died ont of his
voice, out of his asiien face. Ife gave
a groan. It was tha finish, when
everything had locked so bright! 1lie
had saved his enemy, and his enemy had
ruined him. At any moment now he
might hear the footsteps of those who
came to take bim away, with the gyves
upon  his wrists, There was o dead
silence  in the study. Tt was  the
Dounder's voice thut broke it.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quits !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII
H stood staring at  Valentine.
He did not heed the grim and

angry faces of Harry Wharton

& Co  Ilis eyes were fixed on the pale,
tormented face of the boy he had
hraught to his fato. His voice was less
strident than nsual as he spoke again.

“You saved me! he repeated.
“What do you mean? You've ncver
done anything for me that 1 know of!”

Valentine's pale lip eurled.

“What docs it matter now 7% Lo said
wearily. "ot out of this study!
Leave me alone. You'vo done me all
the harm you can, now leave me alone !”

But the Dounder did not go. A
strango look was coming over his face.
Ile was beginning to understand.

“The mght of the Popper Court
rebbery I he said slowly, “1 thought
vou were out of bounds like myself. 1
thought you might have been one of
the two thieves I saw sneaking away
from Popper Conrt—"

“You would!” said Valentine con
temptuously,

“Quetch came up to the dorm while
1 was out,” went on the Bounder, un-
heeding. “He would have spotted that

was gone, but some fellow rigged w
dummy in my bed, and he nover naoticed.
1 t‘u_oug,hs it was Redwing, buot
Rm]w;ﬂgs told me that it was not
e

“Oh! murmurcd Wharton.

The Bounder's own hard face prled a
litile. *

Y I wondered who had denc it? Who
could have goessed that Quelch might
come up that night?™ he mwuttered.
“You—you fool! Was it vout”

“Who else?” snapped Valentine.

The Bounder breathed hard.

“1 might have guessed it! Nobody
clse could have foreseen that the dorm
would be visited that night. And you—
why did you do it~

“You'd never understand ("

The contempt in Valentine's voice
passed the Bounder unheedod. It was
true that he would nover understand.
He was not the fellow to help an enemy
out of a serape, or to understand why
any other fellow would. Bot bitter as
he was, malicious as lhe was, tho
Dounder of Greyfriars was not a bad
fellow at heart, This fellow had saved
himn from the sack; saved him for his
own dostruction! More than a week
u1go the gates of Greyfriars would have
closed behind  Herbert Vernon-Smith
for ever had not Valentine saved him.
It was, as the unhappy boy said, his
own doiug that he was now eaught in
the toils. A generous action had placed
fim in the power of his enemy to nun

im.

“1f Pd known—"" muttered Smithy,

He bit his lipa.

1t was borne in upon his mind that
he had misjudged the fellow he had
hounded down. Mo realized 1t now.
The fellow who had taken the trouble
to save his enemy from disaster was not
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tho crook and raseal that Rwiihy had
believed hinm ta be. Racked from the
school, but for Jim Valentine, and this
was how he had repaid him1

“If T'd known—" he repeated. He
hroke off and turned to the door. But
he turned hack again, “Y'm sorry,
Valentine. If I'd known I'd néver
have taken a hand against you! But,
thinking as 1T did, I believe T did right,
all the same. But—but you can count
me out now ! Something of the old
sardonic  sneer came bhack to  the
Bounder's hard face. 1 was never a
feilow to :tay under an obligation if
I could help it I'll be glad to make
it up and cry quits, If 1 could help—
now—"

“You can't help! I don't want your
help, if you could! Thank goodness my
uncle will be gone—and he may never
hear—that’s something! I've got to
gtand it now—but he'll be clear of itt”
breathed Valentine, He was speaking to
himself now, not to the Bounder, who
watehed his tortured face strangely.

“But—is it all up?” Harry Wharten
broke in. “Loock here, Smithy, you say
you zaw those rascals in  Redelyfle
wood—"'

“Four of {hem—one, a man with a
benky nose "

“That’s Nosey Clark! And—"

“I put the police on them! 1 stayed
to sce how it worked out! They'd got
three of them by the time I left—but
the beaky man was still dodging—but
the wood was surrounded, they've got
him by this time, or before! And if
Valentine was in with him—" The
Bounder broke off.

“Faal!” said Valentine Litterly, “Hae
Was my cnemy, a worse epnemy than you
have been—and if they've got him, he's
told them ail they want to know! If
Nosey Clark has the handenfs on—""

“He has them on before this——"

*Then it's the finish | Where he goes,
I go—and that’s the cnd! What I've

one he made me do, a child in his
hands—but that counts for nothing—
he's only got to tell them—"

“I say, you fellows ! The door jerked
open, and an excited fat face looked in,
“1 say, vou fellows knaw what's on—
cld Grimey—"

“Crimes!” exclaimed Jarry Wharton,
with a sinking Leart.

“ Alveady I’ bhreathed Valentine,

He clenched his hands desperately. A
wild thought had been in his mind of
getting out somehow—of making a run
for it, now that it was certain that
Nesey Clark would hetray him—at least
of being arrested outside the walls of
Greyfriars, and saving the old school
from diagrace—his school, his friends,
his heneﬂtctm_*! But it was too late!

“He came in a car!” gasped Bunter,
his eyes shining with cxcitement behind
his big spectacles, “He's got threo
bobbies with him—Redwing szays he's
Ieft one watching the gates, and another
outside the door, and one’s standing in
the halll Skinner says they’re after
somebody here—goadness knows swhom !
Do yon fellows know?”

The Famous Five stood dumb.

“You know, Valentine?”  asked
Bunter, blinking at him.

Valenting suppressed a groan. Too
late—too late—he was done for, and
that chateo betoeen the old life, anid
tho new lifa, was never ta he made—
neither life was for him now! Neither
Greyfriars with his frirnds, nor Brazil
with his unele—hut stons walls and
prison bars! That was the end of his
dream !

“You know, Emithy 1 asted Bunter,
as Valentine Jid not spoak.

Vernon-Smith,  witheut  answering,
thrust he fat Ow!l roughly out of the

study. He looked ont info the passage,
and Billy Buonter seudded away to
spread his startling news m other quar-
ters, Smithy’s eyes were on the Remove
staircase From that direction a deep
voice was heard.

“Mr. Queleh, 1 have my duty to do {1
It wos the voice of Inspector Grimes,
of Courtfield. “1 warn you, sir, that
vou wiil impede me at your peril!”

That voice was heard in Study No, 1,
and  Valentine  shuddered. Harry
Wharton grasped him by the arm,

“Valentine—isn't there a chance yvet 7™
e breathed the words. “ Your uncle—
at Wapshot—he tnkes off in his plane
to-night—if you could reach him—"

Hoape, for a second, flickered in Jim
Valentine’s whire face. But it was only
for a second. He shook Lis head.

“Too latel”

And Wharton knew that it was too
late! The heavy tread of Mr. Grimes
was already heard on the Remove fand-
ing, He knew where Valentine was, and
he was coming for him. There was no
rseape—no  chance—no  hope!  And
Iterbert Vernon-Smith felt a spasm of
remaorse, e had dome lis work—and
but for the boy he had ruined, he would
not have been there to do it—he would
have heen an expelled outcast! e set
his lips.

Swiftlv, he made a stride towards
Valentine.

“Quick ! There's a chance!™ he whis-
pered. “Here—quick—and keep your
mouth shut—and vou fcllows play up !

He dragged Valentine bebind the
study door, as it stood cpen. Jim went,
unresisting, not understanding. The
¥amous ¥ive could only stare. Herbert
Vernon-Smith  etood founging in the
open doorway—eaol as ice, though his
heart beat hard.

There was a chance—a stim chance:

for he was on Valentine's side now, and
Mr, Grimes did not know it. A chance
—and the cool-headed, iron-nerved
Bounder was the fellow to make the
most of the slimmest chanco!
. Inspector Grimes was slready tramp-
ing up the passage; a ronstable behind
him remained on the fanding. Obp the
stairs, o crowd of scared and excited
faces watched.

“You've got him, sir?* azked Smithy,
as the portly inspector came tramping
up.
“I'm here for himy, Master Vernon-
Smith!” said Mr. Grimes. “T under-
stand that he 15 in his study—this
study I

“He was, three minules ago,” said
the Bounder, coolly, “but a fellow
tipped him that you were coming ! But
he can't have pot out of the box-room
window yet—""

Mr, Grimes set his tecth,

“The hox-room window—where—show
mie—aquick 1’7

“This way !

Had it been any other fellow Dnt
Vernon-8mith who spoke, Mr. Grimes

wottld have Dbrushed him aszide and
searched the study, But it was the
Bounder’s  bitter  enmity  towards

Valentine, that had pat him ou the
track, and broueht him there—and he
did wot donht! Keen as he was, he had
no knowledee or suspicion  of the
Tinunder’s change of heart. He took it
for granted that Savithy was as keen as
over to seo Jim Valentine “lagged "—
and he followed the Pounder at a rapid
stvide, as Smithy led him np the passage
to the hox-raam stairs.

In No. 1 8tudy, Harry Whartan & Co,
stoad in dumb silenee. They understand
vew—and Jim  Valentine understood !
Up the paszage after the inspector went
a crowd of g-ﬂowa‘, anrd among them
was Me. Qneleh, his face white and cat.

]
At the boz-room stairs, [Inspector
Grimes ran up lightly, leaving the

Boonder behmnd, apd Smithy, with a
eynical grin on his face, hurried back
to No. 1 Study. He cut m and shut the
daor,

Yalentine looked at him.

“Grimey's on a false secent ” drawled
the Bounder, “You heard me draw
Liim! We're quits now, Valentine!”

Jim did not speak.

“Quits, I think!” said Smithy, with
a farat sneer,

Valentine nodded.

“Take your chance!” said Vernon-
Smith, ?)ou can't get out through tho
House—but a fellow has climbed down
from this stody window hefora now—
Wharton's done it, and I've done it—
the ivy's thick and strong—and if
vou've got the nerve—"

“The nervel” Valentine almost
favghed. *“I've the nerve—for that or
anything else—for anything escept—
oxcepr

“Take vour chaner then! It's blaek
as a hat in the quad  You can slip out
by the Cloisters; they're watching tho
gates. Take your chanee, and cut 17

“C'ut to Wapshot 1" whispered Harvy.
“Your uncle—in an hour from now he
will be taking off in his plane. They'l}
never guess—"

Nugent turned out the fight in the
study. Johnay Bull silently opened tho
window. Delow was thick darkness and
rusthng ivy. In the dim study Jim
Valentme shook hands with his {riends
for the last time. Ile stood at the
window. He felt a wudge, and looked
round at the Bounder. Herbert Vernon-
Smith was holding out his hand.

Valentine smiled faintly, and pressed
the Bounder's band.

“SBorry 1" whispered Smithy,
good luck {7 " 4

He crossed the study to the doar and
slipped out. The Famous Five re-
mained, bhelping Valentine from the
window. He swung on the strong old
tvy and disappeared from their sight
in the darkness. They watched, with
anxious hearts, till a faint whistle, float-
ing up from below, told them that their
comrade was safe.

Harry Wharton shut the window, The
light was turned on  The chums of the
Remove looked at one another, with pale
faces. Their thoughts and their hearts
were with the fugnive hoy seadding in
the darkness, sceking freedom and a
new hife—their chum, Jim Valentine—
Dick the Penman—who had been more
sinned against than sinning |

The House was in a buzz of wild
excitement, Iootsteps  and  voices
cchoed en all sides. The study door
opened, and Mr. Quelch came in. His
face was pale and worn

“He's gone, sir 1" said Harry, without
writing to be questioned.

“Valentine?”

“Yes, sir 1"

“He is not in the schaol now 1

“1—1 think not, sir.”

Mr., Quelch asked no more quesiions,
Perhaps he realised that he had better
not. ﬂ'e stood sitent for some moments,

“The boy wus a good and ncble lad,
whatever s past may have been!” he
said at last. We may never sce him
again: but I trust that, whatever may
be said of him, yon—bis Iriends—will
slways remember him with kindness.”

“Yes, rather, sirl” said Bob. “Ho
was our pal 1"

Mr. Queleh nodded ond left the stody,
A minute or two later tho portly,
flushod face of Inspector Grimes logkad
in with glinting, angry eyes,

“Want aoything, siri” asked Baob
Clierry politely,

{anténued on poge 23.)
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HEDLEY SCOTT'S SOCCER AND DETECTIVE THRILLER !

NOBBY 7

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
Having run awa, lrom Don Carlos’ circus,
Hobby, a sixteen-year-oid waif, meets Ferrers
Locke, the detective, who introduces him to
Lord Douglas Weatherstone, chairman of the

Perriton Rowvers F.C. From ground-hoy,
Hobby very so0n becomes professional. Later,
he falts foul of Lord Douglas' rascally
nephew, Daniel  Willoughby Thundersiey,
who, in ltague with the Don, determines to
bring about his downtall. Falling in an
Wt to kidnap Nobby, Thundersiey sets
out to humiliate the youngster during an
wmt #ame with Blampton Wednesday,
¥ 10 receive ' marching orders * from his
Eaptain, Dixie Toddin.

(Now read on)

The Winning Goal !

ITH frowning brow tho ama-
teur turned on his heel and
sauntered to the touchline.

Here ho was mot by a dead,

uncanny _ silence from the amazed
crowd. Here he was met, too, by an
enraged Sandy Macfarland.

Yo devil!” snorted the old trainer.

1f I had been Toddin I'd havo sent
ye off twenty minutes age! I'm
ashamed of ye'l”

Feeling somewhat sick with himself
now, for he realized he had overdone
things in his hatred of the nameless
waif, Thundersley tramped into the
dressing-room, cursing and roviling his
uek.

The crowd booed him_ as he dis-
appeared from sight. They realised
now that he had been sent offi—ordered
off by his own captain. No eaptain
does that sort of thing unless the offence
or offences warrant such extremo
action. And Dixie Toddin, the captain,
was something of an idol with the
crowd, He was respected for his clean
play, his fairness, nnsellishness, and his
gound judgment. Somcthing which the
kecnest eyes in tho erowd had failed to
sce, save perhaps a foew “exports ™ in

judicial to the Rovers’ chances of
ENOCess,

_Daniel Willoughby Thundersley, one.
time idol of the crowds who packed
the Rovers’ ground, was a fallen idol.

In the deessing-room the amateur in-
side-left was like a raging maniao. Up
and down the floor he stamped, shaking
his fist and pouring out a string of in-
vective on the innocent head of young
Nobby. For five minutes that uncon-
troiled outburst lasted, then Thun-
dersley's natural cunning usurped the
impassioned outburst, and he fell to
scheming afresh.

At all costs the nameless waif had to
bo put in his place. Meantime, there
was the Don to be consulted. How was
it that his ingenious kidnapping had
failed ! How much, too, did that inter-
fering busybody, Ferrers Lacke, know
of tha circumstances? Thundersley
told himself repeatedly that nothing
could be framed on him. Throughout
the entire business he had kopt in the
background.

Yet the failure of the Don's plan was
disturbing. Long before the match
with Blampton Wednesday was finished
Thundersley was back in his chambers,
where with the aid of sundry glasses of
potent liquor, he evolved scheme after
scheme for bringing about the disgrace
and downfall of tho youngster who had
never dono him an ill turn in his life.

Meanwhile, the subject of his bitter
thoughts was adding fresh laurels to the
crown he had won on his first appearance
with the Rovers. It wanted only ten
minutes to full time, and the Wednesday
men, attacking fiercely, had levelled the
one goal deficit so that the score now
stood at two—two, Agidinst ten men
they began to show a superiority which
might turn_the tide of success in their
direction. Dut the Rovers were fighting
strenuously, and no one worked harder
than young Nobby. For old Sandy's
sake he hoped the team would register
a win, not for any personal glory.

26

Shooting Star'

A roar went up from the anxious
crowd as time rapidly approached.

Suddenly the Rovers' right-back got
possession of the ball in o sﬁding tackle,
shithered the ball along tho turf to his
half-back, who turned like an cel and
raced up-field. Over to the right wing
went the ball in a perfect pass, Camp-
bell, the outsido-right, steadied the
whirling sphere with his bullet head and
kept (fOi“g like a raceborse. Ie back-
heeled cleverls when a giant Wednesday
man flew at him, quickly sighted tho
EO&IIIDH of his forwards, and swung tlo
l:a!!l right across tho field to the cutside-
oft,

The mancuvre was carried ont at such
paco that the Blampton Wednesday
defence wavered for a split second, on-
deeided which man to mark when ilio
vital pass should come. Tho Rovers' ou-
side-left, “Skinny " Skelton, they called
him, for he was lean and wiry. mado
rings round the Wednesdav defender who
bustled into him, saw thint Nobby was
too well marked to attempt a pass to
him, and quickly shot the ball diagonally
across the field to his centre-half, who
was keeping well up with the forwards.

O’Malley, the Rovers' centre-half, just
saw about n yard of daylight between a
group of perspiring players—and at tho
end of that zperture loomed a portion
of the Wednesdaf‘n goal.

The erowd in the grandstand were on
their feet now, one eye, so to speak,
upon the play, the other upon the releree.
The latter raced np with the play, wateh
in hand, and whistle to his mouth. Only
ten scconds remained before he should
signa) full time,

Back towards the Blampton Wednes.

day goal raced tho visiting tcam, for-
wards, half-backs, and full-backs crowd-
1%;5 their penalty area in that one last
effort to repel the invaders,
_In like fashion the Perriton Rovers
side, with the one exception of the goal-
keeper, surged forward, determined to
hustle a goal through on the stroke of
tune,

the stand, and a number of sporting “Up, the Rovers!” : . Knowing the importance of the
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O'Malley, the centre-balf, for takiug
instantancous advantage of that one
single yard of “dayhizht.” dlis right
foot swept backward end forwards—--

Baaraph !

Like a mcteor the muddy sphere
twinkled through thut single aperture,
missing the plagers’ legs by wiches only,
und shot hard and truo for the Wednes
day's goal. The custodian saw i
coming, slithered despairingly to lus
knees, blindly pushed both gloved hands
straight out before him, and. more by
fuck than good hudgment, made contagt
with the leather. It rebounded off his
clumsy fingers a full two yards in front
of the not. )

Immediately players of both sides
swept towards it like bees about a hive
Biut one yeuthfnl, slim figure, sur.
wounted by a erop of flaming red hair,
ot to the bail a fraction of a second
quicker than anyene else,

It was Nobby—quick as a panther fo
take this last second chance. His left
foot travelled barely six inches in a
short stabbing movement.  Tho ball
thekered away from his boot, while he
himself was sent e.pmw!inF in six feet of
mud, and over him toppled three more
over-apxious players. But through it all
lie caught sight of the kneeling goal-
keeper fling  himself !.udewugs in a
desperate effort to reach the ball

‘That was all Nobby had time to sce,
for a studded boot accidentally clouted
him lhard upon the temple and
momentarily knocked him ont.

Whon he opened his eyes he saw the
players helping cach other up from the
mund in front of the Wednesday goal,
heard as in a dream. tho mighty roars
of the crowd, saw a disgusted goal:
keeper snap up the ball and sling it out
of the net—ihen the final whistle, long
car-splitting, triumphant!

Tlhe game was over, Thae ten men, and
a novice among the ten abt that, had
baitled victorionsly. And the hevo of the
battle was Nobby—Nobby, whom the
pressmen quickly dubbed *The @ Sha
ing Star." "

Pay—or Be Paid !
“ TELL the biackguard that I'm

not at home, yon fool ("
Daniel Willoughby Thunders-
ley did not mince his words.
Iis personal manservant, ae-ustomed to
the varying moods of his master, merely
bowed and made to depart, but he
found himself roughly pushed aside by
a thickset, middle-aged man whaso most
noticeable feature was his corpulency
and the massive gold watchehain which
spanned his soiled waisteoat.

“8o0 vou're not ot home, eh? And
T'wm o blackguard, am I, Mr. Clever
Thundersley 7”

The neweomer assumeild an nggressive
nir, jerked a finger threateningly at
Jenkins as an order to make himself
scarce. and lowered his heavy bulk into
an armchair,

My, Entwistle was an excecdingly un-
pleasant individual, both to Jook at and
with whom to have any dealings.
Never more than at that moment did
Thuadersley regret having mads the
man's acnuaintance.

With drawn, pale face Thundersley
watchied his unwelcome visitor extract a

mucli-thumbed  pocket-book  from  his
waisteoat,
“1I'lI pay vyou, Sam,” he saud

burriedly. “ Good lord, man, you are not
going to dun me for & paltey Fhlty
pounds, are you 1"

The bookmake. for that wes his
means of livelihood, balanced his pocket-
book carefully in one hand and leered
under contracted brows at his host.
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“1 am that!" lhe sawl unylousanth'.
“ Furthermore, young man U'm  Sam’
to my friends and * Mr Entwistle ' to
scum like sou! Moreswver,” he arlded,
“you've made n mistake about the
amount 1t's a Nuncred you owe me,
Mr. Thundersley 1

“But—"" began
excitedly.

“There aint no buts young feller!”
interropted Sam, ' Jt was Gty a few
mements ago. But I don’t allow rio one
to call me o blackguard under a fifty-
pun' note. That's "ow 1 make it & hun-
drod, spe?”

Thundersley shook s head holplessly

Really, it did net make much ditference
to him at that moment if this unpleasant
personr  made & a thousand, for
Thunderzsley was *“dead broke.” Ile
tried conciliatory measures.
“Look here, Sam, 1 didn't mean that
—1  was worrted,” bhe explained.
“Things have gone pretty badly with me
lately ; but I'll pay you, old man. Every
penny.”

“Evecry penny

Thundersicy

snieered

L 3
{ COME INTO THE !

} OFFICE, BOYS ! ;

“ﬁgwwmmmmr‘&

F course you've seen the great
announcement on page Il of
this issue, chums—

is right!”

A FREE 32-PAGE ATLAS IN

FULL COLOURS

—our latest stupondous offer to readers!
Isn't it just wonderful ! This handy-size
* MODERN ATLAS OF THE WORLD.”
printed on art paper, deals with every
country under-the sun, and is just what
cvory schoolboy has long been wanting |
All you've got to do to obtain this useful
wift is to collect ecight coupons—value
live points each—making a total of forty
points in all. Couldn’t be simpler, could
it? On page 28 you will find the first
eoupon for five peoints, while in tho next

five a pon will app
which will bring yvour total up to thirty
points. All you want then will be two

more coupons of five points cach which
you can obtain by purchasing just ono
copy of our eompanion papers—'" Gem "
and “ M’odem_Boy." both of which aro
participating in this wonderful offer. This
uppormnity is too good to miss, hoys, so
give your newsagent s regular order for
vour MacrNer and start collecting thoeo
eight coupons RIGHT AWAY !

Now for—
NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME !

There's onother bumper issue in store
for you, chuma! Frank Richards has
written a splendid, first-rate yarn, entitled:

“WIBLEY'S WONDERFUL WHEEZE!”

And I can toll you it's a winner! Once
you start it you won’t want to put down
tl}e old paper until you've read overy line
of it.

Hedley Seott, too, is ot his vory best in
our powerful footer and ‘tec story, while
@ rib-tickling *' Qroy{riars Hora?:i." to-

with our usual short foatures, will
vound off a programme it'll be hard to

beat t
don't forget onr stupendous
“Atlaa " offer—start collecting  your
coupons this week,
YOUR EDITOR.
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Sam.  “T've waited a month for this
jitile account to be settled, and, becanse
1 call on you decently, instead of adapt-
ing other ways nud means to get what
15 rightly mine, 'm eallod o blackguard,
eht Remember this, am't leavang thns
flat until Uve got vour chegue, see®”

“Can't your wait until the end of the
week, Sam T asked Thimderston 1
tell you I haveu't a bean! On Friday
it will be all nght.”

The bookmaker enilfed.

“On Frideat  Yes, Uve beard that
before. Things ave hard with e, T'Il
let you know, and 1 want my woney
now-—now, you understand! 1f not"—
Samuel Entwistle became threatening—
“I'm going straight to your bloomin’
unele 1

Thundersley got up from his chair
and erossed to his visitor,

" Look here, Sam, yon can't do that!”
he exclaimed. “ Youn mustn’t do i1, vou
hear?  Why, the old chap would dis-
iherit me if he koew that I gambled on
horses,  1lo's dead against it”

The bookmaker smiled evilly.

“And don't I kuow it?" he said
coarscly. “D'you think 1 would stand
Gfty pounds of your credit if 1 didn't
feel 1 had someone a bit more solid than
vourself to fafl back on? No, sir.
Samuel Entwistle wasn't born yesterday.
Just you put yourself in my place. How
long wounld you wait for money that was
legally due to you, chi™

Thundersley pleaded and  entreated,
but to no avail.. The bookmaker was
solid in his refusal to shift until he had
got Thundersley’s cheque.

“But the cheque will only bhe
returned,”  Thundersley exclaimed u
despair. “What's the sense in giving
vou a dud cheque, Sam?  Honestly,
gl:c_’lrc‘s no money at the hank to meet

“Well, I'm relying on some money
being put in there to meet it,” satd Sam
stubbornly., “Otherwise, yvou can look
ont for trouble!”

With hands that trembled, Thunders.
ley took out his cheque book and
fountain-pen.

Mr. Entwistle watched him scornfully
as he wrote.

“And don’t forget to make it for a
hundred, young fellow,” he advised
grimly.

Thundersley paused.

“ Look here, you can't mean that ! ho
Et;momtuted. “The bet was for

ty—"

The bookmaker closed one eyo and
winked evilly.

“According to my accounts, it’s a
hundred,” he returned, “and il you
don’t look sharp it'll rise to & hundred.
and-fifty. ¥ told you the price of eallin’
me a blackguard [’

“This is blackmail, von scoundrel!’
sparled  Thundersley. “ Blackmail |
“I'm not going to pay! I'il ring for
the polica !™

“You ring for thc police!” laughed
Sam, in derision. “You wouldn't ring
for the police if I know you rightly{
Think what & sensaticn it would make !
* Nephew of & famous peer trics to do an
honest bookmakeor out of his just due by
faking 8 charge of blackmaill’ Then
your precious secrets would como out,
what? But ring for the police, if you
like! Samuel Entwistle has nothing te
fear from them, you white-hvered rat!”

For the space of a (ull minute
Thundersley stared at his tormentor like
& wild animal. Buat Sam merely smiled.
Ho was sn old hand, and knew when
he'd got an easy “ pigeon to pluck.”

Tue Maexer Lmrarv.—No. 1,307,
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Tl give you two minutes,” he said
at Jength, “If I aint got my chegue
by then I'm going straight round to his
lordship 1

The final threat did . Wearing a
Lunted cxpression, Thundersiey began to
write—and the sum he made payable to
SBamual Fotwistle was for one hundred
paunis

*There vou—you—"

He could trast himself to speak no
further &3 ho handed over the cheque.

Tha backmaker took it, scanned it
carefully, and, with irritating slowness,
foldal the cheque carefully into three
before he stowed it away in his pocket.
Then ha eased his heavy figure out of
the armchair.

“1'1 be going now; but if this cheque
ain't met to-morrow loock out for
siualls 1

In dumb horroe Thundersies waiched
the bookmaker walk to the door and let
himself out. No further words passed
between them.

Jenkins found his master n deep
despair half an hour later when he
calted to ask if there was anything
reeded.

No reply greeted the sorvant's worda.
Thundersley's thoughts were far away.
Wiik an aching head, he stared out
moodily into the blazing fire, cursing lus
luck, 8amuel Entwistlo—anyone but him-
solf he blamed for his present predica-
ment, which is the nature of the weak-
charactered,

At last he reached a decision. That
money had to be raised. He knew
Samunel Entwistle; knew that the man
would earrv out s threat of going to
Tord Weatherstone and denouncing him,
Better to visit his lordship himself and
“touch " him.

“The old fool will pay out!”
Thundersley told himself as he now
walked up and down the carpeted floor.
“He's never refused me yet. IT'Hl sco
him now.”

Comiorting himself with that deeision,
Thundersiey donned his hat and coat and
ot himself out of his chambers, A pass-
ing taxicab drew into the kerb in
answer to his hail, and was soon bear-
ng him towsrds Lord Douglas Weather-
sione’s town house.

(There's a bip surprise in store for
Danicl Thundersley when he reackes hia
unele's house—and o big surprise for
youl JDon't miss next week's chapters,
hoya.-']

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY.

THE HUNTED SCHOOLBOY !

(Contrnued from pege 25.)

Me. Grimes gave him a look, bnb no
answer., e proceeded 1o root through
the study, ns if suspecting that the
quarry ho sought might be concealed
there, Mo was soon satisfied thot only
the Famous Five were in the room, and
be grunted and departed, Up and down
and round about Greyfriars B8chool
went Mr. Grimes and bis men, sceking
Dick tho Penman, but they found him
not !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Glimpse !
13 SAY, you fellows!®

E “ Bow-wow 1"

“That's a planc ! said Dilly
Bunter.

Mr. Grimes and his men were gone,
They bad drawn Greyfriars biank, and
were secking farther for the hoy who
had fled. A erowd of fellows i the
Rag were breathlessly discussing the ex-
citing evenis of the cvening when the
hum of an acroplane was heard over the
school,

Harry Wharton ran to a window aml
threw it open. The moon had come out
now, and silvery light streamed dowa on
the quadrangle, which had been hidden
in black darkness when Jim Valentine
went., High over Greviriars Boated the
round, white moon in a steely sky
dotted with flecey clouds. Now that the
window was open, the hum of the purr-
ing ongine cama louder,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There it is!”

Bob Cherry pointed at a distant
i(rnccful shape in the moonlit heavens.

t was a biplane, speeding away towards
the Channel and France from the
direction of Wapshot Camp. They
watched it tensely as it hummed and
purred on in the ;ight of the moon.

Cut This Out and Keep It By Youl
¥ i

FREE “ATLAS” OFFER 1% 5

is worth 4
st

AU AAA LA

Was it tue acroplane of the man from
Brazil 7 They bad no doubt of it. Was
Jim  Valentine safe on beard the
graceful  craft that cot through 1
clouds? e had had ampie time to
reach Wapshot,  Surely he had found
salcty 2 Surcly he was on his way te
a new land and a pew life, safe trom
the shadows of the past? They boped
1z and believed it. With tense gaze they
watched the acroplane vanishing in the
glimmering of the moon.

“1 say, vou follows, a fellow would
think youw'd never secn an  aeroplanc
before I said Billy Bupter,  “ What
about supper? You sce I've boen dis
appointed about a poestal order, and if
someone will tend me—— Yooop !”

Bob Cherry turned on the fat Owl,
grasped him by the collar, nnd sat hiw
down on the floor with a bump. Bunter
roared, and rolled away—disappointed
about a supper as well as abont a postal
order |  And Harry Wharton & Co.
watched the plane till it was goane,
hoping from the bottom of their hearts
that 1t was bearing Jim Valentine far
away from the troubles of his troubled
past.

. . - . . -

And it was!

AMr. Grimes hunted for Dick thie Pen-
raau, but he never found him. Certainly
it nover crossed his mind that the * boy
with a past ” was leading a new and
happy lifo by the banks of the rolling
Amazon. Nosey Clark & Co. went where
they belonged, but the boy they had
persecuted they never saw again. They
did not know, and Me, Grimes did not
know. what had become of him.
Mr. Grimes, when he had learned moro
of Noscy Clark, and of the history of
the hoy who had once been his vietim,
was rather glad, after all, that the boy
had been given another chance,

Mr, Quefch and Harry Wharton & Co.
knew, and were glad to know that in
another land their chum was leading o
happy and honourable life. And the
Famous Five made up their minds that,
some day or other, they would have a
holiday in the far land of Brazil and sec
Jim Valentine again.

THE EXND.

(Dow't miiss mext Satwrday’s Magxer
and another grand long story of Harry
Wharton o Co., entitled: “WIBLEY'S
WONDERFUL WHEEZE!" It's the
real goods, chumsf  Look aut alse for
another “ Free * Atlas’ Offcr V' conpon
value fire points.)
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ON SLICER
SALE!
Alsa Ceffee-pot

or rowing machine.

ierks—so brekker has got tc go !
G. WINGATE, Sixth Form.

FOR

and Toasting-fork
Would exchange lot for good punchball
Owner finds
can't manage brekker as well as physical |
Applys

he |

i
0
]
§

 —

No. 22 (New Series).

(hreyfriasHevald

>

Manners Clase.

_ CHUNKLEY'S

Don't Eat Peas with a Knife !

Don’t guzzle your soup ! Pon’t amit ta say
" Pardon ! ' when you cough up a fish Lor
These things simply oro not dono !
teach you all this and lots more in our Table

payvable 2s. 6d. per lesson.
(MADAME HETTY WKETT,
_ DEPORTMENT DEPARTMENT.)

Well

Depoait, 23 Gd.  Balawee

STORES, COURTFIELD

“HOW 1 >Om_m<mz NATURE'S WEATHER

SUCCESS”

WINGATE SPILLS
LIFE STORY
Wingate smiled rominigcently when oor
Tnterviewer looked in at his study to ask
him how Lo attgined his present dizzy

cypinence,
“1t'a a long siory,” ho said. “I( I

kopt you hore all pight 1 deubt whether

L

should find time to tell of all wmy
dissppointmonts—iny
rd.won trimmphs !

“Irom nn cerly age it was obvious that
there was something unusual about me—
something distinctive that set me apart
from the rest,

* My pater and snater were always
convineed that I wua somehow different
Yyom other Lkids. *Thero's sowmething
lifferent about him—1I'm convinead of it,’
pater would say. ‘You're right,' mnator
would yoply. T don’t know what it is
quite, but he's somehow different.” Thoen
they would both laugh in o glightly frenzied
tranner,

“When I went to a prep school, the
prineipal ohuost fainted on first seeing mo.
* My boy,' ho said, hoareely, on recovering,
‘a preas Mture lies before you. Yon'ro
different—I can seo it. The world i3
yours.'

* 1 theught ho was making me a proscud
of the nccm,ﬁﬁ_mab_ globo that stood at tho
wide of his desk, s0 I (hankod him and
walked off with it—for which I reccived o
sovere rap on tho knuckles with the
pointer !

* However, that’s by tho way, What [
chiefly want {o point out is that I was
simply born to command—bhom to riso
ebove my fellows. Perhaps it's iy
yogged manliness or, on the other hand, it
may bo wy superior brain.power—what.
evor tho reason, anyway, I can't holp
coming out on top again and again.

* OF course, like overvone else I have
my fauits, I admit that 1'm not perfect—
not. quite perfect. anyway.

“THE PRBICCGEST DRAWBACK 1
SUFFER FROM IS EXCESSIVE
MODESTY., TRY AS I MAY ISIMPLY
CAN'T SBEEM TO TALK ABOUT
MYSELF.

“Well, T suppose I must got back to
the book I'm writing, * Mcmoirs of a
Great School Captain ¥ I've called it, with
typical modesty. Cheorio!”

And Wingate, with a lordly gesture of
dismissal, resnmed his work.

(NOTE.—The accuraecy of this intorview
is puaranteed by the Apanios News
Agency, Propr. H. Skinner.)

PICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY WISDom

** Constant Reader ™ hos written (o ask
what sportsman has broken most 1ccords
in tho Seeond Form,

The answer’s casy, ** Constant Reader "
—DDolsover minor! Since he wus ap-
rs_:?.._ ofiivial Gramophone-starter to the
‘or, ho has broken wore records than
ke rest of us put together!

SECRETS

Greyfriars Signs and

Portents

We'ra great |

ievers in the old-fashioned

mothod of long.period weather forocasts.
Scrap your rain-gauges and barometers and

look into Nature for the
portenis—that's our idea!

real

Ho expert havo we hecome in reading good
old Naturo that we can pick up pointors on

the weather from oluost
instance, this mominz we

anything.
noticed

For
that

Gosling’s dog twined round thres times thon

didl a doublo-somersaul.

Moast peoplo would

have passed by with a thoughtloss shrug,
littlo yocking thal they were watching a

non full of mear

did

henome

pettor,
What

indicato 1

the d«

.« But we knew

‘a peenliar hohaviour
imply this: that there will be

EDITED & “4 WHARTON.

a raiustorm with perhaps thunder locally -
snow an the North on Apiil Ist, Now
t ondd seo !

Yesterday in t
wore obsorved eat
a sare sign that w
either that or clgo a
shich,

Of courge, one needs 1o bo keen and aler
to notice these littlo 1hings. They're ver
casily missed. Not many fellows, we suppos
noticed a wild antolope charging down t!
goalposts on Little Side the other mornin:
You can take it from us, anyway, that
points to a Channel fog in the beginn
-Hﬂ-_r;.

Tliero are so many litile things like this
only you look out for them ; but what’s (1
use of ng to you fellows when vou'll nov
e00 them ¥ Did you seo Queleh rommin,
round in cireles and making a clucking nois
inhisthroatlast night *  You didn't, of cou:.
—and oven if you had seen it, wo don
sapposo it would have oceurred to you ti
it neant a ecertein indication of a dion
lasting from Shrove Saturday to Lamimnss !

Tho fact is, you chaps are hopeless !

nuad, o conpls of §
g paving-stoues, 1
o in for o fine summer—
very wet one ; wo forg

Well-Behaved

How to Raise Them

On Spepch Day and o
occasions when the old |
from lome gatlier tugether
on festive lawns and playing-
fields, it's sad 1o soo hiow many |

Parents

badly-bebaved parents are at |4

large.

Groups of these old bar-
barians nay bo seen every-
where, laughing loudly, ignor.
ing their sons, eating too much
and  genernlly  carrying on
alarmingly and bringing dis.
graco on Lheir shane-laced
progeny.

All this conld be avoided if
paronts wero ouly brought up
10 the way they should go.

The first thing every fellow
should exact from his parents

is absol obedienco,  With-
out chodience you rcan get
nowhero and it's useless to
try.

Teach your pator and

mater that when von say n
thing you jolly well meon ir.
that

This doesn't meon

nore
here's

- —

bo

bohind. it 1
When your pater gives yon
a five bob tip and says:

you're to bo continually giving
them orders.
e as fow ordors as
Don't say * Come
tuckshop ! "
hectoring, bullying tone that
will urouse resentment., ** Lot's
come in the tuckshop!™ is
just as offectivo
pleasant—so

Lidden

** Sorry I can't make it morn
old chap, but times are has
farco him to tell the truth o)
own up that he's o mean .

hunks with a heart of stons !

Of course, somo [fe
nbsolutely ask for troub!
from their pavonts. If 1
repoat your paler’s * emart
reiarks to other chaps wii
ho's still there, can you wonde:
at it if he becomes smug an.
couccited ?

Objectionable persone
Labits in parents such as th
noisy drinking of tea and tl,
cating of too many pastyios
abl one sitting can only |
overcome by the
exereiso of discipline.

Rulo your porents with
rod of iron, lods!
don't it's & moral cortaints
that they'll rale you !

Tt requires patienco aud
tact, of course, But you a
amply repaid for your trout
when you walk about
Speech Day with a clean, tidy,
cheerful, practieal pair
puarents such as eny son conld
bo proud of!

On tho con-

in a

and much
long as
power

paticn:

Ir yaul

SOTHERS SEE TTHEM

What 1 Think (of
'H. Vernon-Smiith

By Harry Wharesan
shaps would find i1 sssegr to answer
stion, “What don't v o= sthink about

& fellow can
=t one time

Smith 1" for, {

ost anythin

seher. He's a rogue oo s glood follow,

mpered churl or == ~swm.tempered

, 8 dingy ' blade ™ @r a clean.

MUE soout, just accoriog 1to how he

to bo L.o: you & him! In

he Bounder seems e a mass of
seiictions,

ssuders won't
=mny ups and
ssnyse of our

§ Be's not, really.
wrrpinding that 1've
» with Smithy.

swhich, 1 must =+ w» conducted
ity of bitt soith sides at
#) I've seen Sy s wWory worst.

a spito of ail tha. =7 considerad

e is thet at Lcart Lo s = Sirst-rator—

& tho vory best!

s ean't judge the Boo
grds, you sce. Ho
erament—with o
&f temperament t!
&0 a great lea

= by ordinary
cowms 1O possass
T1 It's the
s pumg to make
= wno of these

Wi 1'm not : =. e longs
awor all the tane, s>l e has all the
@tes giving him the =gt to wield
e—dominating perscosiam 8 quick
smbtle brain, =scnzih and

swed courage.
Liy's faults, in
% to somothing or
wrustrate him in b
« His cynicisin, hus - ;
- blackguardism, a=d his
g can always be =L back to the
athing if you look clossly enough.
by fellows condemn B e it. 1've
we myaolf somotimes, 2= Tl probably
wrain, for the chances aze 2t | haven't
o laat row with [Terbert Vemon-Simnith.
wnting coolly ond calm=!y slout him, I
smnestly say that tfe Seander’s the
#ind of chap, withoot = dilubt. And
wrer wo quarrel in toe Imure, if ho
& got my approva ==si ho'll have
mqualiied respec

somm, can oil bo

= seming cropped
Seso 9o dominalo
—=monal lapses

L pea what the Bovyder Lawio say about

-

.....:

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Floadlight footer ia more or
less an accidonta) discovery so
fur as Greyfriars is concerned.
It wouldn’t have happened, but
for a series of accidents that held

up WEnnno for the 1muportant
forthcoming match swith Red-
clylfe.

Day aftor dJay something
secrned to prevent practice for
that match, One day there'd
be a terriie snowstorm, another
a tidal wave, another a hurricane
or a landslide or something—
mere trifles, you sce, but im-
portant eneugh to interfere with
the game,

By tho time wo reached
nennal there was very little
time left for practice.

Then Wharion
practice by floodlight,

The idea caught on im-
mediately, A hLurried com-
mittce meeling was beld, plans
were thrown togother and
floodlight footer was an ostab-
lishod fact !

A great crowd turned out

euzgested

after prep on Tuesday (o
watch the first tloodlight game,
and there  was  tremondous
enthusiasm.

It wag nt onee albvious that
the organiscrs hed done their
work well. Little Side was
illuminated by a blinding sea of
light that scemod to turn night
into day, Caudles had been
confiscated, lucifors  loanad,
torches taken, flashlamaps filehod
and motor-lights mobilised, 1'be
result was staggering ; the total
luminosity must have been ab
loast J0 vandlepower.

The gomeo wes played at a
rattling good speed aud quite

Strange—But True

Wibley denics that be invents
whaoppers.”

Yot we Luow he's an expert
at the art of “making.up.”

Stolt ssems to be awlullp
unlucky. Ho broke his nose last
weok and vestonday his voice
broke while lie was b
about it !

FLOODLIGHT FOOTER'S BIG
FUTURE

Trial Game Delights Fans

as much skill was evident oas
would have been the case in an
ordinary game in the alternoon.
Dot for the misguided zeal
of the acotylene-generating as-
sistants tho game might have
gone on till bed-time. Afier five
minuten, howover, the obnoxiota
fumes {rom their “plant " col-
lected in such overwholming
clouds that the players weie
foreed to rush for cover!

Tho
thercfore, ended in o somoewlnt

first  floodlight game,

disappointing  [ashion. Thoro
i3 no doubt, however, that the

ms.._..w_o tasta proved very ninch
to the liking of the fans, snd
floollight footer seems 1o have
a future at Greyfriars—if the
powers that bo allow it}
Bpeakinz to our representa-
tive alter the game, Mr. Fisher
T. Yish, the woll.known tinan.

cier and eqmpany-promoter,
said he guessed there was
mensy in  the racket, right

enough, and he was the guy that
was going te got right in on the
around floor.

"“ Do vou reckon them foot.
bLall guya ia gouna Lo satisfied
with primitive lighting when
thoy can come to . T, T, an'
be fitted out with a real |
hundred-per.cent efficient plant
run on stick, modorn lincsg 2
heo asked. * No, siree—I"ll say
they ain't !

* This floodlight guif epella
sucecss fo yours truly, you
beteha it doca. I'm  gonna
givo 'en Borvico an’ they're
gonna give mo duvocks, an’
thut'l be okay with wme, 1'
tell the werld! Whoopee | ™%

Figher T. Fish then rushed off,
buried his head in on empty
biscuit tin, and stood on his
handa to sing the American
Natlonal Anthein.

'LONZY'S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Editor,—A juvenilo concerning whaose mental stability
1 hod not previously eatertained dubiety, terminated a recent
conversationd with me by propounding a very singular inter.
rogative remark, viz., ** Have you awallowed a dictionary 1™

Not unmaturally, 1 poiated out with some degreo of vehomenco,
not to mention urgency. that notwithstanding o predilection for
philology I wus not in the babit of subjecting printed matter to
the processcs of mastication and somatic assimilation ; and that
oven if such had been my habit, T should indubitably have chosen
an ariicle of lesser literary wtility theo a dictionary for deglutition.

Having concluded thus :1.1093_% my
edibility, 1 became conscious to

digaertation on loxicographica

hat att 1

wy ineffable surprise that the person whom I was addressing
had taken bis departure !

The Removites gez lo
Billy Bunter tekes a bath—!ereibl
" —-al least once o term !

ranner,

it that Berides being a
y foMd is a spleodid 'ong-distance
and recendly tied for
Brst place in a cross-couniry tace

—r. g B
poet, Dick Pen- Skinner war severely caned
execuling a cacieatiure of

lived local paper.

with Herry Whartoa,

Quelch which appearced in a sk

w

The Rem

mall ropadout—io s
caation of the sillscecs
it Kuu.nr_:, Jebo. s i==m
river !

Loder,

cently bhaled a most Mostrions
prisoner before the Lar in Gerald

of bullying,

ove Petty Sessions ce-

was  aocused
Loder cleared the

who

vonrt—with ap achplant !

famouns Hasship,

“ Golden Hind.

peraonal

iion has

actions !

Y ours

You may well imagine, dear Editor, that
iho incidence of such an extroordinary

phenomenen so immodiatoly

subsequent to n very peculiar interroga-

originated in me econsiderable

perturkation and a serions nppreobension
I3st tho juvenile in guestion should have
become not altogether responsible {or his

In the bope that my fears mey prove (@
Le illdounded,

lexicographically,
ALOXZO TODD.

(Our own opinion, 'Lonzy, was thab
vou'd swallowod a whole

library of

dietionaries |—Fp,)



