














“Tuppence 12 eaid Tisher T. Tish
briefly.

“What 12 yelled Bunter. _

“Tuppencc—and take 1t or lcavo it

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

“Take it away 1

“What about a bob, then?®

“Nix about a bob! Travel!”

“ Bixpence 7

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

Billy Bunter laid the volume on the
tahle.

“Look here, Fishy |
postal erder——=2

“Aw! Can it!™

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

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

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

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

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

1!‘!

I'm cxpecting a

shop—and all was grist that came to

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

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

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

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

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Shadowed !

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

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

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

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

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

trust and good opinion very highly.

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

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

o.

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

Faintly he caught a footfall again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

mako no sound, stilling even |his
breathing,

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

Jim madoe no sound.

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

Whiz!

Crash!

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Sporting Offer trom Bunter !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE,

e captain of the Greyfriars

Fourth, smiled. .

Temple of the Fourth sat in

the armchair in his study, with one

clegantly trousered leg crossed over the

other, taking his ease, but with a due

regard to the crease in his beautiful
trouscrs.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

journal devoted to tailoring—that gave
him greater satisfaction,

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

“Oh, rather!” agrecd Dabney.

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

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

“The pater's comin’ down to Grey-
friars to-morrow,” went on Temple.

7

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

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

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

_ Fry and Dabney
impressed,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hear, hear " said Fry.

*Oh, rather !” chuckled Dabnoy.

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

looked properly

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

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

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

“Stagger in!” drawled T emfle?.

The door opened, and a fat face aud a
large pair of spectacles dawned on
Temple & Co. Billy Bunter rolled in,
Cecil Reginald Temple stared at him,
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