


MEET BILLY BUNTER, THE WORLD’S FUNNIEST LAUGHTER-MERCHANT, IN—

A TIP-TOP SCHOOL STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., AT GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Lost in ihe Fog!

Y OUP Y said Bob Cherry.
Really, it was like 1f.
The November fog had come
down thick on  Greyiriars
School.

It had been misty all day. But the
Famous Five of the Remove had gone
out for a trot after class,.  The mist
thickened while they were walking back
to the school. Great masses of sea-fog
rolled .up from the Norlh Sea. Al the
schoul gales they had to grope their
Way i,

They could barely make out Lhe gate.
WikY. Within, they could make ouk
nothing. The school buildings had dis-
appeared in fog. They could not even
sce Lhe ground under their feet. They
c¢ould hardly see one another.

“ Ieep together |7 said Iarry Whar-
Lo,

They proped onward.

Bump!
“ Iallo, hallo, halle! What—"
“Ow ! T say, you fellows! Wow "

There was a sound of a fall. Some-
one had sat down suddenly,

“T think I barged inte somebody!™
sand Bob.

“Ow! Beast! Ow!”

% Sounds rather like Bunter!”

“ta, ba, ha!”

The fat squeak from the fog told that
it was Killy Bunier who had sat down.
He sat and squeaked.

“Ow! T say, you fellows, help a chap
up! I say-——ow!"

The five juniors gathered round, peer-

ing in the dimness, There was a glim-
mer of spectacles in the fog. hey
grasped Billy Bunter, and heaved him

to hiz feet.
' The fat Owl of the Remove gasped for

breath,
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“HBeasls! Barging a chap over—ow!
You clumsy ass, Cherry "

“¥ou silly owl!™ said Bob. “I
couldn’t sea you in the fog! You barged
into me, aa much as I did into youl
What the dickens are you going out for
in thiz pea-soup ™

“I'm not going out—I'm going to the
House——"

“Vou were heading for the gates, fat-
head !

“Rot ! sporied Bunter. "If you
fellows are trying io get to the House,
vou'd better follow me. I know the way
all right!™

“T1 tell you—-"

“* Rats!®

“My esteemed idiolic Bunter o
claimed Hurree Jamset Iam Bingh.

ig Erﬂh!“

Bunter, evidently, knew bestk. Ile
Lburged on, and disappeared in the fog
towards the pales—under the impression
that he was heading for the House, m
the opposite direction !

“Come back, Bunier, you ass!™ called
out Frank Nugent.

“Yah!” Boated back I[rom lhe fog.

Bunter was gone.

“Silly ass!” grunied Johnny Dall.
“Keep on—and don't barge everybody
over, Bob, old bean! Detter keep be-
hind me.”

“You blithering banderznatch!” =saad
Bob Cherry. "1 never saw Bunter ull
we banged —"

“Fellow ought Lo be eareful in a fog
like this!* admonished Johnny., * Keep
behind me, old chap, aud don’t have any
more pecidents '

“an you see throurh this soup any
more than I can? bawled Bob.

“Well, I'm careful, you know! You
won't see me barge inlo anybody, fog or
ng fogl Just follow on, and—
Yoooop !t

Bump!

Johnny Bull was inlerrupted by a

a-

sudden bump into an unseen figure
ahead. There was an angry exclamation,
and a hand groped oub and grasped

Johnny. .

* You clumsy ass!” roared the voice of
Loder of the Bixth. “What the thump
are you charging at me for in the fog®”

" Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Co.

“Ow!™ roared gc-hnnji “Wow !"

Smack !

“ ¥argoogh 1”

Loder of the SBixth seemed annoyed.
He loomed through the fog, for a
moment, a3 he smacked Johnny's head
and disappeared again. Loder, appar-
ently, had lost his way, and was trying
to find it when Johnny Bull had found
him—unexpectedly.

Four members of the famous Cn,
chuckled. Johnny Bull rubbed his head
whera Loder's smack had landed, and
growled.

“Cheeky ass!” he exclaimed. ™ Smack-
ing s fellow’s head—as if a follow eould
hﬁeip ranning wte him in a fog like
thig—"=

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Lhe Co.

“YWhat aro you cackling at%" roared
Johuny Bull,

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Considering what Johony had heon
saying at the moment he ran into Loder,
it struck the other fellows as funny.

“Oh, shut up!” grunted Johnny. * For
pooduess’ soke, let’'s get inl”

“Come on!” said Iarry Wharton,
langhing. '

They gmﬂml ol again.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's some-
bady ¥ excleimed Bob, az a footstep
was heard. “Don't barge hin over,
Johnny! Fellow cught to be careful in
a fog like lus!"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“You silly ass!”

“Hallo, who's there?" came a voice,
amd a rather tall and athletic figuro
loomed dimly. It was Warren of tho
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Fith. “Know the way to the Houss?
I've losk my bearings entirely.”

“That you, Warren?"” said Iarry
Wharlon. “I think we have to keep
straight on—>"

“Nob so easy in Lhis!" said Jim
Warren, with a langh. “I've been grop-
ing about for o quarter of an hour! Is
thiz the path®" -

“I—I think so!”

“It's the path, all right,” said Johnony
Bull. “We haven't loft it, I know that®
I'va heen a bit too careful for that!
Leep with us, Warren, and we'll be at
the House in a minate or two.”

“Well, if youre sure—"" said the
BETIIOT,

“That's all right.” :

“My  estcemed chums.” murnured
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, “I have a
J)re osterons idea that we have turned
eftfull y-—"

“My dear chap, come on!”
Johnuy Bull impatiently:
m}lmla1 to the House, i'ly W

said
“It's not a
e keep right

o

*I think~—" began Nugent, doubt-
fully.

“Don't yont begin. ihinking, old fel-

Iow ! advised Johnny. *Keep on after
me, and I'll lead you straight inlp——"
* Loder¥” asked Bob.

“Oh, don't be an ass!” prunted
Johuny crossly. “° A few more steps, and
we shall see the windows! And then—

Oh! Ah! CQoocogh!”

Scmething tangled in Jobnny's feet.
and he stumbled. He grabbed wildly al
his comrades to save himself, and caught
Bob Cherry wilh ono hand, and Harry
Wharten with the other. He crashed,
corrying both down with him.

“Ow!” roared Johnny.

0! Eaaped Wharkon.

* Wow ¥ hooted Bob Cherry,

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Warren,

“Yow-ow! Bomethin

, caught 1n my
feet!” howled Johnny

ull. “Some ass

imab;haen tying something across the
P‘E{ ¥
“It's a chain!” exclaimed Harry

Wharton, sitting up and groping.

* A—a—a chain "

“We're on the Sixth Form green!”

“Oh crikey!” _

The Bixth Form green was surrounded
by a low chain, slung between posts to
keep common mortals off. Johnoy Bull
had walked into it, and it had tripped
hhﬂl up. Obviously, they wero off the
path!

“You silly ass!” gasped Bob Cherry,
“We're about a mile off the way——"

Warren of the Fifth chuckled,

“Thanks for guiding me, Bull!” ha
remarked, with polite sarcazm. * I think
I'll try my luck on my own!”

He disappeared into the fog.

Johnny Bull serambled uwp. He
rubbed his mose, which had tapped
rather hard on the 8Sixth Form groen.
Wharton and Bob Cherry were gaspiug.
Thet sudden fall had been neither
grateful nor comforting.

“We can get our bearings from here,”
said Frank Nugent. “Kf&p along Ly
the ¢chain, and mind you don’t trip over
it, and—  Yarcooch!” He tripped
over it a3 he was speaking, and there
was another fall.

“This,” said Bob Cherry, *is what X
call enjoying lifol " TI'm I}{*Einuing to
feel like a Babe in the Wood,

“We scom to be jolly well lost 1" said
Harﬂ;

L lostfulness is terrifie 1™

“Rot 1" said Johnny Bull, “ How the
dickens ecan we get lost in our own
quad ! Keep behind me, and—-"

“What else do you want uz Lo fall
over?” asked BHob,

“Oh, don’t be an ass |

nder
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Jolinoy Bull marched on, and the Co.
followed lim. One direction was as
good as another, as they had not. the
remclest iden of the right one.

“Oh ¥ howled  Johony  suddenls,
“Who's that 3¢

e bumped,

COLTY he gasped. " H—it's a wall !

They groped over the wall,  Thev
had found something, at all cvents, if
only & wall! But what wall it was they
had not the fainiest idea. It was a wall
of somne school bullding—that was all
they knew,

“Weil, we've got somewhere ¥ sald
Bob  cheerinlly, ™ *And  here  comes
somcbodyv-—perhaps he knows! Hallo,
hallo, hallo! Ilold on, fathead, and tell
us li'_i'ml. know the way to the House 1"

Y What—what?” came a sharp voice.
"Whe s speaking? How dare \'ll::ﬁ“

o

address me in such 8 manner?
are you'"

“Ob crombs 1" murmuored Boly, az he
vecognised the sharp, acid voice of 'Br.
Heacker, the master of the Bhell,

Mr. Hacker’s long, thin figure lootned
dimly in the fog. IHarry Wharton &
Uo. promptly backed off.

Bob had had enly the faintest glimpse
of Mr. Hacker when lie bailed hun, and
corlainly had not intended to address a
master as a fathead! But it was no use
cxplaining that to Hacker. He was not
a good-tempered man, and his temper
was worse than usnal now, as it was

Billy Bunter has had his fat
ear tweaked by a beak ! Now
comes the fat junior’s chance to
get his own back ! Does he
take advantage of it? Trnst
Bunter for that !

l'.!-'_i;tlvr:hf: that he also was lost in the fog,
Iis sharvp vdice samo snapping again:

“Whe 13 117 Who 13 there? Who
spake ™
The Yemous Five were rilent.

Luckily, the masier of the Shell did not
spot them. They heard him snort, and
hiz footsteps died away in the fog.

“Narrow cscape!” murmured DBob
Cherry,  “That's ihe first time I've
called a beak a fathead—thongh not the
first time I've wahted to! lock hore!
Where's that jolly old wall #*

They had lost the wall in backin
away from Ilacker. They proped, an
groped, and groped, and cold stone met
& grr{pmg hand ab last.

W Fovs ik is ™

“ Bt wherg?”

*The whevefulness is torrific 1™

“Hark 1" exclaimed Bob,

Suddenly, fromm  the musty silence,
came a burst of merry music—strange
audl stortling, It caue from above, the
seungd of an orchiestra playing a dance
tune: and the chums of the Roemove
stared upward in great astonishment.

Uiterly smazed, they listened to the
merry atraing of IHenry Hall and his

Pand ! 'Buat ibhe next moment they
uhderstood, ; ‘
“That's old Proewhey's wireless!”

exclaimed Idob, " We koow where we
are now [

Sh, pood 1Y

Fomn on !

They knew noew. Tom Brown of the
Hewmove had his wiveless on i Study
No. 2, and that meant that they were
-+ the. windowa of 1he Remove
sbudics—high ahove, out of sight in the
mist. It gavoe them their bearings, and
they groped aloug the wall to the Lonse
deor—where a gliouner of light camc

3

out tulo the for. A few mioulcs more,
aitd lhe chums of the Bemove were in
ﬁw Houwse—and very thankful to get
1*:1"'.".

—— et

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Caught Bending !

ILLY BUNTER blinked through
B his big spectacles, and blinked
in vain.

Where he was, the far Owl of
the Roinove had no wdea., He had
foncied that he was on the right path
vhen he left Harry Wharton & Ca.
Since then ho had been wandering at
largn. He had not reached the Honse !
I1a had not even reached the gafbes!
ITe. had reachod rtﬂthil‘-g but fop! Fog
surrounded him like 8 blanket,

He siopped at last, gasping and dis-
mayed.

He might have been only a few vards
from the Houwse! He miﬁht-hﬂ:m beo
a hundved vards! He yelled from time
fo fune. in the hope that somebody
weuld  hear, and come slong. Bu
nobody: came slong.

“Oh crikey " pasped Bunter.

1t wax rather absurd for a Greyfriars
fellow to be. “lost ™ in the Greyfriars
guad. But it was more alarming than
absurd.

Y¥or he was lost—there was .no doubt
about that! Bome fellows, whe had
ceme in since that heavy f-:>¥ had
dropped on the school like & blanked,
ha got  through. SHome  hedn't.
DBuntor wasz one of those who hadn't!

#Oh loc’ I groaned Bunter.

IHe yelled again.

“1 sny, vou fellows! Beasta! I say,
Lelp 1

The fog mufled his voice, and echoed
it ceridy on all sides. Through the
cchoes camc the sound of ancther voice.

“YWheo ix that?”

It was the sharp voice of Mr. Hacker.
The master of the Bhell, groping in the
for, had heard Bunter's yell.

%t. was a comfort to Bunter to hear &

velee.  He groped and fumbled amd
stumbled im the direction of Iacker's
voicp.

He eould not see him—he could see
nothing but blinding fog. Ho kept hus
hands ontzlretched to foel his way.

Thet was all that a fellow could do.
aud it rveally waz not Billy Bunter's
faull, what happencd next.

It had occurred to Mr. Hacker 1o
stoop dowr and grope on the ground.
for guidance there—snch as the edge of
a path, If he found a path it would
lead o somewhere. ] _

It was quite & good idea. But, as it
happencd. 1t caused Bunter's  out-
stretehed fat hands to pass over ham.

Feeling nothing in the way, the fal
Owl naturally kept on—and his fat
knees came pto sudden contack with
Hacker's stooping hearl. ;

It was nobody’s fault, really, Dut i
was very unfortunate. HMacker, fechug
soincthing suddenly baug on his bent
head, gave a startled howl, and jumped
up, colliding violently with Bunter.

0w | gasped Bunter, staggoving,

SO0 1" spluttered Ilacker.  * Who—
wha b—™

C0h eritkes 17

“Whe is that?” roarcd Mpe. Eackoer.
Ile groped ficreely, and his groping
hand caoe in contact with a fat head,
anc fasiened on a {'JEI'L]E\' CAT,

Provptly he pulled that ear.

Tlacker's temper, scldom good, was
row ab itz worst. He had been %l'i}lnuq
abcul guile & long time, sineg he el
come i and missed the way to the
Honse, Some person, unknown, had
addresad lim ns a fathoead—sa
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deliberale sct of disre:tpml, under eover
vf the fog, in Hacker's opinion. Now
somebody bhad walked inte hia bent
Liead, and ncarly knocked him over.
Having captured that somebody’s car,
he pulled it—hard,

Bunter howled :

“Ow! Leggol! Ow! Legzo my car!
Wow 17 Iis

Instead of Jetling go, Mr. Hacker
gava the fat ear a twist, Buntor's yell
rang far through the fog.

“Boy! How dare you!" roared Mr.
Ilacker. " How dare you knock me
overd Who are you? Take that ™

“Yaronooh [

Billy Bunter got Lis ear away at last.
He jumped away into the fog., It was
better to be lost in the fop than fouund
by Hacker!

Three yards off he was completely
invisible.” ITo stopped, and rubbed his
fat ear, his litile round eyes gleaming
wrath {hrough his big round spectacles.

# Beast I hreathed Bunter.

He waited a few mminutes, to make
sute of keeping clear of Hacker. Then,
wearily, ho began grni:-ing round again.

A glimmer came tl]'ﬂu% tho mist.
A mateh had been struck. Billy Bunter
cauiht. that glinmer, and headod for it.

"Then he stopped agnin. -

1t was Hacker !

He was behind the master of the Shell
now=—close behind him.

Mr. Hacker, stooping once more, lyu]
struck a match, in the hope of picking
up & sign of a path. The illwrination
was dim—but it was just cnough fo
enablo Billy Bunter to see that it was
Hacker !

Hiz = oyes
spectaeles, : ‘

He was just behind the bending figuro
of the master of the Blell, and Hacker
did-not know he was theve. 1w back-

glittered  through  lhis

ward step would take him ont of the-

reach of possible discovery.  Hacker
had twisied his fat car—still burning
and tingling from the twist. Now; hero
was & chance to gpet his own back on
Hacker! It was such a chanee as
seldom came a fellow's way |

Buntar seized 1t !

His foob shot out.

Crash |

It landed
tails.

The master of the Shell shot forward
in & nose-dive, under that sudden and

on Mr. Hpcker's conk-

unexpected attack in the rear. The
umtﬁﬁ woent out.

Bunter jumped back,

Hoe heard & muffled roar from
Hacker, rolling over on the ground.

He did not stay to listen. Heedlesa of
the fog, he raced. All he wanled, just
then, was to get to a safe  distance
from Hacker—unrecognised !

Behind him, Hacker's voice was
audible, loud and shrill with fury. It
died away az thoe Owl of the Remove
barged on.

“0h cvikey ! gasped Bunter.

A light flashed before his eyes.
waa that of an olectric torch.
“Here's one of the }'nuug

iho voice of Wingate o
“This wayr, kid!” .
“0Oh ]: gasped Dunier. “ Wingate—I

It

asses I said
aha  Sixth,

Sixth Form prefeets, with bike-lamps
and electrie torches, were scarching for
fellows who had missed call-over, illy
Bunier was found—much to his safis-
fuction.

“Take him {o the IHouse, Gwynnoe,
will you? Come on, you men—there’s
slill three or four fellows out !

Billy Bunter rolled off thankfully to
the House, lighted by Gwynne. Ife
-gasped with relicf when he pot inside.
IThe prefect went out again,
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“Hallo, halle, hallo I exclaimed Bob
Cherry, “Here's Bunter !

Buuter blinked round -and grinned at
the Famous Five. He rubbed his fat
car as ho grinned.

I say, you fellows, I ran mto Hacker
in the fog,"” he said, in a fthrilling
whisper. I say, he pulled my car, the
beast, and I jolly well kicked iim: He,
he, het”

The chums of the Bemove stared at
Bunter.

“*¥You kicked Hacker ! gasped Harry

He, he, he!

Wharton.
Jolly
He, he, ha ™

 "¥es, rather!
“well booted him |

“Gammon "' growled Johnny Bull.

“ Ok, really, Bull—" i

“¥ou'd be jolly well sacked—-"
“He dido't seo me IV grinned Bunter,
“HMHe, he, he! I caught him bending!
He, e, he! I say, you should have
heard him yowl, when ho went over on
Lis hands and knees! He, he, hel!”

“0Oh erumbs ™ )

“Keep it dark, you know !’ grinned
Bunter,

“Yes,” gasped Harry Wharlion, “1
fhink it had better be kept dark, you
howling, blithering nss ["

“"Hao, he, he!” .

“1f Hacker knowg—-"

“Ho doesn’t! He, he, hel” _

And EiH‘_E Bunter. rolled on, shll
chuckling. Billy Bunter was proud of
that exploit.

Undoubitedly he was the only fellow
at Greyfriors who had cver landed a
boot on a Form-master's coat-tails !

But even Bunter realised thet it had
better be kept dark. It was an exploit,
in fact, that could not be kept too dark.

Af the same time, he could pot resist
the temptation of telling Homnove
fellows what a bold, bad DBunter he

was, For the next hour William Georpge
Bunter was busily engaged in whizper-
iig to amazed juniors that he had
hooted Hacker, and waruing thous to

koep it dark !

J Binee parting with the Hemeove

fellows, he had not found lus wav.

He had found nothing but a tree, on
which he had bumped.

He was still in search, when he heard
sounds through the blinding mists—
sounds that seemed to tell of an acer
dent. There was the distinet sound of a
fall, and then of a string of Shﬂrf',‘flﬂﬂﬂ-
lations, 1n & voice famibiar to his ears
—the acid voice of MHacker, master of
the Shell.

Tt was like Warren, one of the best
natured fellows at Grreyiriars, to start at
oneo to the rosewe. IHe did not like
Hacker—and Hackor did not like hum.
But he did not think about that, at tho
moment. Tt was clear, from the sounda
that reached him, that Mre. Hacker had
taken a tumble in the fog, aud he went
to his aid at once.

But for the voice of the master of the
Shell ha could net have found D
But that voice was loud, and sharp, and
angry. It guided Warren through the
blanket of mist. He groped for
Hackar. .

Hackar, also, was groping.

He was groping savagely.

Seldom or mever Dbad the achl-
towpered master of the Shell been so
infuriated.

He had been booted | :

It was ineredible—unbelievable—un-
imaginable ! But e had!

A boot had bLeen planicd, saddenly,

-
S pnn

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Who Booted the Beak ?

IM WARREN stared round in the
fog, listening.

cn his coal-tails, catching him bending.
He had sprawled on hands and knees.

e had risen in wild wrath to grab
the booter.  But his unsecen aasnﬁanﬁ
bad vanished in the fog.

Hacker groped for him, boiling! He
had becn trving to find his way: but
now he was no longer trving to find his
way—he was trying to find the unknown
rufian whe had booted him.

“Where are you? Who are you?
Where—what—who=—— Upon my word,
I will find you! I will identigy youl
I will— Ah! Oh! You rascal, I
have caught vou 1™

His groping hands brushed other
groping hands in the fog. He grabbed
swiftly, before the other groper could
e e, 3

“ T have you, you raseal I he panted.
“Do not attempt to struggle ! 1 intend
io identify you! [ shall use foreo if you
res gl——"

There was a startled exclamation
from Jimn Warren. Ha had found
Hacker—and Hacker had found him.
But why the Formm-master grabbed him
and hooted he did not know.

“Mr. Haocker, please let go my
collap—7"
“I know that woicel!” Hacker's

erim=on, cnvaged face peerad, closs to
the Fifth Former's. “Who are you?”

He still held Warren's coat collar in
a grasp of iron. ol L

“I'm Warren of the Iifth!'" gasped
Jim,.: " Really, sip—>" :

“I thought so. I might have guessed
it! This 13 of & pieca with your usual
insolence [ roaved Mr* Hacker. “I
am glad that T have succecded in identi-
fﬁin%’ you! You will be cxpelled for
this :

Jimm  Warren wondered  whether
Hacker was o little out of hia mind
His words and actions were difficult to
ciplain on any other theory. .

“"Rullian " hooted Hacker. "Hooli-
gan! I shall take you instantly o your
headmaster—I1 shall report you fo Dr.
Locke instanfly—at all events, as sonn
as I ean find my way to the House I

‘Hacker remembered that he was still

Clnetoin the fog.

“What on earth have I done, sivi”
exclaimed the bewildered Warren.
-“Yeu dare to ask!? hooted Alr
Hacler. i

“Will you let go my collar, sir?™”

“I will notl Cortainly I will not! 1
shall retain you in my personal custody
till I can find my way! I shall take
vou to vour headmaster—"

“But what's the matter?” velled
Warren. "I was locking for you——"

"Looking for mel" gasped My
Hacker. "¥You dare to admit that you
were looking for me, fo repeat your
dastardly assault—=1 ;

“Wha-a-at 7

“T have no doubt of it—not a shadow
nf doubit! As you escaped unseen the
first time, T have no doubt you intendad
fo repeat your daslardly set! But I
have caught you this time "

“0I—I haven't—I—I never—=" shut-
tered Warren., ““I—I heard you fall
over and eame to help you—"

“Pah! Ilow dare vou tell me such
palpable falsehioods, Warren? Do you
nnagine that I ehall believe %m:—t at
D, Locke will believe you? You shall
e expelled for assaulting & Form-
master—""

Mre. Huocker had no doubl about it
Hardly a minule after he had been
booted, o had grabbed Warren in the
fog, vight on the spot! He was onl
surprised and disgusted by Warren's
denials—which seemed to him impudent
and palpable untruths, ;

“1 never—" gasped Warren.

“Enough !” hooted Hacker. -

“If you will not listen to me, sir—=



“I will not! Not & word " i

“YVery well, sir, please yoursell,” said
Warren. *“ Dut let go my collar, pleass.
I will not allow any man to lead me
about by the collar My own Iform-
:Tast-z:r would never think of such a
thi e

“add to your impudenee!” hooted
M:r. Hacker. “Add to it! But I will
not releaso you—most certainly I will
niot release youl
MWhere are you, Warren ¥ shriecked Me.
Hacker.

Jim, with a sudden #twist, wrenched
his collar oub of Hacker's grazp. Ha
backed into the fop and vanished.

“Bov ! Warren, Stop 1" roared
Haclker,

Jim did not stop. Ie had
enough of Hacker!

s 1! 2 e

had

b e,

“* Dr. Locke ! ¥ Mr. Hacker’s voice almost trembled.

boy, sir, has a personal dislike for me.

EVERY SATURDAY

the Iouse was what mattercd,
groped and stumbled on,

A few minutes later he caught a flash
of light in the mist, He called, and a
voice called back—that of Gwynne of
the Sixth.

“Here's one of them !” Gwynne came
up, flazhing the light, and grinned at
the Fifth Former. * 0Oh, you, Warren !
Scen anybody else I

“Hacker's about somewhere,”” said
Jim. “ I zaw some juniors a little while
ago—Wharton of the Remove and——"

“PThey're tn. Tll go and look for
Hacker. Here's a torch; you can find
your way in with a light.”

“Thanks!"

Jim found his way to the IHouse. It
waz past call-over, and he went to his
Form-master’s study to report himself

Ha

*“ I do not believe a single word that Warren has nttered !
I am convinced—I know, sir—that he was the person who kicked me ! *

5

“You ass, it wasw't I; it was eome-
body else! Only Hacker fancied—'

“Ihnd he spot you, then?” ,

“ He spotted me all right, but it wes
somebody else who——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“0Oh, shut up, Price!” said Jim
grufily. “If you can't take a fellow's

word, shut up [

Price chuckled.

“Who did it, then " asked Hilton.

“IIow should I know? 1 never saw
him; snd Hacker can’t have, as he
fancied that I did it—="'

Another chuckle from I'rice.

Jim plared at him across the table,
Cedric Hilton regarded his  friend
rather dublously., Jim's word was a:
Egmi as gold—Dbut there was no lave last

tweenn him and the master of the
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** As you

did not actually see your assailant in the fog,”" sald Dr. Locke, ** judgment musé depend largely on the value of Warren’s

word.”’

He regretted by that time that he had
gonc to his aid. It was not, as he had
pupposed, an accidental fall. It seemied
that somcbhody had pitched into Hacker
in the fog. ITacker, catching bin on
tho spot, supposed that he had done
it. DPperhaps that was oxcusable, iu
Hacler's wildly exeited state of nind.
But Jim, naturally, had had enough;
and assuredly he did not intend ta be
led to the House by his eollar, like =
fag in the grasp of a prefect !

Ele g'r{:FEd away, Hacker's
shrilling aftes him.

“"Warren, stop! Return at once!
Yau young scoundrel, I ovder vou to
stop! You shall be flogged—oex-
pelled——"

The hawl died away in the for.

Jim groped on.  Hacker, he hoped,
would realise that he had made a mis-
take when he was cool. Hacker, anv-
how, was not the important matter now ;
gelling out of the blinding fog and into

voice

** Most assuredly, sir [ ¥

io Prout; them, in & rather worried
frame of mind, he made his way to
Study No. 4 in tha Fifth—his study.
Hiilton end Price, his study-mafes, were
ithere at tea.

“0Oh, you've got in!” said Hilton,
with a grin. *1 fancied you were held
up in the fog at Courtfield.”

*FPreity thick out, isn't it?" aszked
P rice.

“XNot so bad till T got back to the
sehool,”  answered Jim, “DBut it's
settled down on the quad like a blanket,
Ive been about twenty minutes pgotting
across the quad. I'm more than roady
for tea.”

ke sab down. ¢

“lacker's out in i6,"™ heo said. I
faney there's going to ba & row., Some-
body secms to have given him toco
nnder cover of the fop, and the old ass
fancles it was J—"'

“EHa, ha, ha " yelled Price. “What
a lark! Pretty dungerous game Lo play
on a man like Hacker, though.”

boomed Mr. Prout.

Bhell.  The three Tifilk Formers pro-
ceeded with tea; but they had not
finished when the study door opened,
and Coker of the Fifth looked in.

Horace (Qoker's rugped face
grave,

“Warren here? Oh, here vou are.
Warren! I say, vou've a frightiul ass !

“What the dickens——"

“What I mean is, mnobody likes
Hacker, and it may have been & lark
to boot him," said Coker., * But, dazh
it all, old man, a man can't boot & beak
—it's not done "

“Who's booled him *'' yvelled Warren,

“Eh? Haven't you!"

“MNo, vou asg!"

“Oh, all right, then!
ron have,  He's just come in with

fingate.  Wingate found him in the
fog and brought him in. And he's tell-
ing the world that vou eame behind him
i the fop and kicked him——"

“Ha, ha, ha ! shrieked Price.
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“He's gone Lo the Head,” said Coker.
“1 say, old chap, it was rather thick,
if rou don't mind my saying so.
Hacker's a bit of a worm and a med-
dling ass; but booting a beak, you
know——"

“1 didn't |* raved Warren, .

“Well, if vou didn't, all right; but if
you did—"  Coker sheok his head
very seriously. “You see, 36 10t
donoe——"

“ et out, youn uss ! .

“Vour nesdn’t get shivty, Warren., I
don’t like Iacker any more than you
do, and I know ho's made himself un-
pleazant to you, but, dash it all, a fellow
draws & line somewherc | And booting
a beak—-"

Warren jumped up and slammed the
door on Coker's nose,

Ha sat down, wiih
colour, to fimsh his teo.
grinning ; Hilton locking wvery grave.
Tea was still unfinished when there
camie a tap at the door and Trolter, the
page, looked in. . )

“Alaster Warren wanted in the 'Ead's
study ¥ said Trotter,

Jim Warren, breathing hard, went
down, to proceed to D, Locke’s study,
And about ity fellows watched him as
ho went, deeply interested in a chap
whti had * booted & beak.,”

a heightened
Price was

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Benefit of the Doubt !

R. LOCKE, the revered head-
D master of Greyfviars, sat in |
study with & grave and portent-

ous Lrow.

He was pot mlone when Jim Warl_'cm
arrivod there, Mr. Hacker, red in the

face and Dbreathing hard, was there,

“The GRIMSLADE |2 .
CRUSOES!”

Face to face with des

Ask for Devil's Island!

No. 256
of the

master,
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standing—ho was toe angry and exwited
to sit down. Mpe Prout, the master of
the Fifth, was there; he had been sent
for, as s membor of hizs Formm was con-
cerned in this serious matier. I'rout
sat portly and plump and a  little
contemptuons,

Prout was called “0ld Pompous”
and " Don Pemgposo 7 in the Fifth, but
there was oo thing about Prout that
the TFifth agreed was sporting—he was
the man to stand up for men in his
Form. He would never hear anrthing
apainst o Fifih Form man if he could
help it—and if e bad to hear it he
wouldn't belicve ik, i

On the prosent occasion I'rout was
not only sceptical, but scornful.  Fellows
in Prout's %‘ﬂrm wore quire ineapable
of such,an action as booling a bealk.
The mere idea was an adsurdity, m
Prout's opinion.

“Warren [ said the Ilcad in a deep
vaice,

“ Yoy, siri”

“Mr. Hacker fancies—-
Prout. . .

“Will you leave thiz madier in tho
headmaster’s hands,  siv?™  barked
Hacker,

“Mr. Hacker—"

“Mr. Pront—"

A I{Endlg allow me lo speak, gentle-
men !’ zaid tho Head, with a Louch of
eoverity.

Prout and Iacker exchanged an
inimical glance, and kindly allowed thie
Head to speak.

“Warren, Mr. Hacker stales that you
—"hem !-=attacked bim—eactually com-

iF

Loomed

mitted a viclent assault—in the quad-

L1

ranglae a short tims a ) .
“nlr. Hacker is mistaken, =ir,” said
Jim guietly.
“Itimd no doult—"" hwooned Prount,
A glance from lhe Mead checked his

goalic if fe toon |
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Dr. * Sammy "
charted island in the mig ty
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arshott, are shipwrecked on an un-
Atlantic! a I..'r-ﬂ}' should miss
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bownry, and lie relapsed info inwdiznank
stlenen,

“Ar. ITicker's statemient is positive,
Warren,” said Dr. Locke. “But I
hope, I trust, that somoe error mnif havo
been made.  You did not actwally zce
vour assailant, sir, at the momont when
we—le—"lhem —attacked you?” The
Iead diveeted an inguiring glanco ot
tho master of the Shell.

“Ag ho was behind me, sir, and took
me completely by surprise, naturally, I
did not see him at the moment of the
assault,” soid Alr, Hacker. *1 was
stooping to feel the edge of the path,
io tud my way in the fog. Warren
came behind me and—and attacked me,
knecking me over on my hands and
knees—""  Hacker did not like tho
wored “kicked.”” *Ilaving attacked nie,
he disappeared instantly, trusting to the
for to conceal his identity, of course.”

“Bir,” boowned . Prout, “on Ay,
1Tacker's own statement, he did not sco
who kicked him 1" Prout, in a state of
AINAY ALOC, preferred 1l worid
*kicked.” ITe was awaro that Ilacker
hated it *“ How, then, sir, can he de-
clave with any positiveness that it waa
u boy of my Form M’

*Instantly, sir, [ was upon my feeb
and searclung for him,” suarled Mr,
Hacker, I caught Warren.”

“You admit this, Warreni” ashed
tha Ilcad. ) ]

“Cortainly, sir ! =zaid Jim. ALY
1ITacker t‘ﬂl.ig‘ill'- ma by the collar.”

“ And Warren wrenched himself away
with the ulmost violence and escapod,”
soid My, Hacker. )

“1 asked Mr, Hacker twice lo let go
my collar, sir,” said Jim. “I told hon
that my own Form-master would never
handle a fellow in such a way.”

“Truo ! boomed Prout. ™ Very true!
Very true indeed! 1 should net drcan

from

!_l
¢ e Moad olisckad
hoom agoih.

A Eianm
Crout's

*It would have been more judicious,
Warren, to remain with Mre, Hacker, as
lie desired you to do &0 said Dr
Locke, 3 i 4

“Porhaps =a, v, And if T did
wrong, [ am sorry,” said Jum U Dut
Mr, Ilacker is not my Forme-master,.
and had uo right to take me by the
collar, I would have stayed with hum
willingly otherwize ™

The 1lead coughed i .

“Passing over that poinl,” he eaid,
=i appears that immediately aftor the

il attack vow wera so close {o Mr.
ITacker that he was able o seize hold
of vou. llow do you aceount for ihis,
Warren, if wvou were not the persoun
who—"hent l—attacked him?'’

“Wasily enough, sir,” said Jim. 1
heard a fall and & cry, and suppeesed
ihat sewmebody bad had an acendent
the fop. I ran up at once to offer help.
That was how T eame in contact with
Mr, 1lacker.™ -

“A  natoral  procceding,”  boomed
Prout—"a very uatural procecding on
ihe part of & good-natured boy, Dr.
Locke! Quite in keeping with all that
I kunow of this boy's characler 1”

“You deny  havinpg—h'wi—attacked
Afe, 1lacker, Warren ¥

“Alast cortainly, siv! I should nover
Jreapn of doing suel a, silly, rotten, and
disrespectlul  thing 1 exclaimed  Jan
hotly. )

*Quile 50,” boomed TProut—""quiic

(L]

ol It I

. Liocka looked worriesl,

“Alr. Macker, Warren's explanafion
ceeins o account For your having found
hing <o oear you after the-—-1le attack,”
e said,

e lacker shut his ithio Lips haed.
s eves glinfed.
The master of the Shell was very far



fromw being a bad-hearted man.  Xe
was, according to his lights, a just and
reasonable man. But he was absolutely
convineed that Wearren had hooted him
in the fog, and he felt, at the present
mornent, rather like o tiger whose prey
Was Cscaping. _

His view was that a fellow who dis-
liked him, and whom he disliked, had
taken advantage of the fog to boot him;
and, haviug been spotted, was lying
with brazen imEudcnm to aveid the con-
sequences. Taking' that view, 1t was
natural for My, EHacker to bo very

anflj' indecd, :

[is face, from red, became gquite
alo under the stress of hiz anger and
itterness,

“Dr. Locke "<his volce glinost from-
bled—"1 do not believe a single word
that Warren hos uttered! Ile has been
disrespeetful to me before! This boy,
air, has a personal dislike for me—
founded, sir, upon what he knows of my
opinion of hirn! I do mot believe for
& moment that he would come to my
aid-in ¢ase of an accident! I am com-
vineed—I know, sir—that he was tho
person who attacked me! I geized him
within a few moments of the attacl, amd
1 have not the slightest doubt of it, sir 1"

Hacker panted,

Proyt snorted, -

Warren stood silent, his eyces on his
headmaster.

“Did you sco anyono else on the spot,
Warren?" askod Dr. Locke.

“No, sir—nol in the fog, I did not
even sce Mr. Hacker belore he collared
me, "

“You saw no onc clse, Mr. Hacker "

“No, sit! No one clso was there!”

Dr. Locke drunined on his table with
hus slim, white finger-tips. It was un-
doubtedly a difficult matter for the
headmaster to decide.

“As vou aid not actually sce your
assailant at. the moment of the assault,
Mr. Hacker, we must, at least, adinit
a doubt,” he said at last. “ Judgment
must depend largely on the value of this
boy's word. OUn that subject his Form-
master ¢can zprak. Mr. Prout, do you
regard this Loyv's word as trustworthy I

Prout began to boom al once.

“Most assuredly, sir! Warren has
been in the school only this one term,
but he has made the most favourable
impression on e, I have never known
him to speak untrnthfully; I have never
known him guiliy of a disrespectiul act.
During the whole term, sir, he has been
guilty of only one fanlt to the extent
of cansing me to pumish Lim, and that,
sir, T rcalised, upon’ reflection, was
chiefly duc to an casy-going good nature
{00 CALY-FOINE and thoughtless, sir; a
desire to help another boy out of a
difficulty.” _

“Uertainly a very good record ! said
Dr. Locke.

“ And that fault, sic,” snapped Mr.
Hackor—" perhaps  you will tell the
headinaster what that was, sir?"

“I have no objoction, sir!” boomed
Preunt. “Warren wrote a paper for
Coker, of my Form, which I was led to
suppoze that Coker had written.”

“An act of deception!” snapped Mr.
Hacker.

“HBo ¥ regarded i, sir, and punished
both boss 1 snofed Mre. Prout. * But
the inteution was kind, if thoughtless;
allowances nust bo made, siv, for a
clever boy desiring to help a stupid boy
in a difficult task. Warren realised that
lie had done wrong, and cxpressed his
regret.  Thoughtless pood nature was
the cause of his fault—the same good
vature, siv, that led him to come fo your
aid in the fog”

“One monpent ! said the Ilead.
“When this matter vou speak of cano
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to light, Mr. Prout, did Warren pre-
varicate in  any way, or confess
frankly **

“He wmade no altempt whatever at
prevarication, sir. ke 15 quite 1ncap-
able of anything of the kind., "There 1s
no boy in the Fifth Iorm, sir, whose
word [ would {ake more unquestion-
mglv.”

Dy, Locke drummed on table
again.

“Mr. Hacker, you have heard what
Mr. Prout says. In the circumstances,
crhaps you are preparcd to accept this

v's word "

“No, ziv!” said Mr. Hacker grimly.
“I an not!”

Dr. Locke coughed.

“ At all events, as you did not actually
soe Warren commit the—the assanlt,
and as the boy's Form-master speaks so
highly of him, we must admit an
element of doubt,” he said.  * Further
investigation,. perhaps, ‘may throw new
iight on the matter. In the meantime,

his

Hacker trembled with suppressed
Tage.

“You do not mean, sie, that this boy
is to remain unpunished after commit-
ting an  attack on a member of your
staff 2" hovasked, in a choking voice,

"I mean, siv,” said the Head, rather
sharply, ““that there 15 no proof that
Warren was guilty of this act, and,
without proof, I would not find a bo
with a bad reputation’ guilty; an
Warren's reputation is5  exceptionally
good. Warren, vou fuay leave my
gty 1

“Thank yeu, sir!” said Jim.

Quictly he went.

— el

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Quelch Wants to Know !

ILLY BUNTER, the ipllowing
B worning was grinning when the

Remove gathcred in their Form-
room. Jthe fab junior was
bueked, :

MNearly every fellow in the Remove
had heard of Bunter's wonderful exploit
by that time, ) o

Mobody, cortainly, had believed it till
he heard from other sources that a beak
aptually had been booted. :

That fact having been ascertained,
and there being no other claimant to
the distinction, Bunter captured the
honour and glory.

He revelled in it

There were fellows in the Remove—
quite a lot—who considered the fat Owl
rather a funk. Now Buuter was able
to ask them whether a chap was funky
—a chap who booted a beak? He in-
gquired whether any other man in the
Remove would have ventured to boot
a Leak—even the Bounder, famous for
his recklessness—and the answer was in
the negative, 2 3

Nobody else in the Hemove, in point
af fact, was fathcad cnough. Even
Smithy, reekless az he was, would have
drawn the line at that. :

-As a fellow ecould hardly fail to be
sackedl for such an action, if spotted,
Bunter would have been wiser to say
nothing about i, But wisdom and
Billvy Bunter were far as the poles
asunder,

Certainly, he enjoined every fellow he
told to “Keep it dark.” Ie would
march up to a fellow, and say:

“*1 say, heard about 1facker? It was
me booted lnim ! Kecep it dark, »ou
know ! e, lLe, he!”

Luckily for Bunter, there were no tell:
tales in the Remove. And by the time
it was learned thal Warren had becn

")

accused by Hacker, it was lcarned also
that Warren had been found not guilty
by the Head.

Wihat Bunter would have done if
Warren had been found guilty was
perhaps o doubtful guestion. But as
Warren had been found guiltless, it was
all right.

“Of course, 1if ther'd put it on
Warren, or any other fellow, I shounld
have owned up like & shot!” Bunter
told the Remove—which some of the
Hemovites  permitted  themaelves  to
doubt.

However, the fat Owl was not put fo
that test. It was, in truth, rather a

relief to him that Hacker's suspicions

had taken & wrong direction.

He wanted all the Remove to know
what a bold, reckless, devil-may-care
Bunter he. was. But he did not want
Hacker to know—very much indeed he
did not want Hacker to know !

e had wondered rather uncasily
whether Hacker might recall having
twisted his ear, and put two and two
together. But no suclh thouglt, it was
clear, had oceurred to Mr. ITacker.
Indeed, he would hardly have belicved
that the fat junior had performed thas
extraordinary prank if he had been
told so. :

Nobody, looking at Bunter, would

have fancied that he was the fellow for
wild and  whirling deeds. Indecd,
Bunter himself wondered afterwards
how on earth he had found the nerve
to do it.
. However, he was glad he had done
it All was safe, and he was able to
brag to his fat heart's content. Smithy
liked to make out that he did not care
a snzp of the fingers for prefects and
beaks; but even 8mithy could not make
out that he had ever bgoted a heak.

Only Billy Bunter had ever done that.
Bunter was alone in his glory, In the
Form-room that morning he grinned the
fat grin of complacent satisfaction.
Tellows had sowetimes  ealled  Lim
funky. Now ther had to admit that he
was a stout lad—in cvery sense of those
words.

Mr: Queleh, the Remove master, was
ooking unusually grave that merning.
Lessons did not begin  immediately.
The Remove master had somcething to
say first; and as he précecded to say
it, the fat, complacent grin slowly faded
from the countensnce of William Georgo
Bunter, leaving him looking as grave
as his Form-inaster—or graver.

“My boys!™ said Mr. Quelch, sur-
veviog the Remove from hiz high deak.
“There is a matter to which I musk
refer before we  commience. Probebly
you have all heard of an extracrdinary
ocourrence yesterday, during the fo
" He paused, scammng the faces o
the Hemove,

(" We've heard that a beak vwas hooled,
sir ! said Herbert Vernon-Smith, And
there was a suppresged chuckle in tho
Form.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“That is not the way to express vour-
self, Vernon-Smith ! le said severely.
U1 am referring to an audacious attack
made upon a Form-master, Mr. Llacker,
was—was knocked over—"

“Wo heard that he was kicked, sir!”
said Smithy, “A man in the Bhell rold
me he saw mnud on lis coat-tails when
he came 1n” 2

There was another clickle, not quite
sup ressed this Lime,

*l;'uu will take a hundreed
Vernon-Smith 1" said Mre. Quelch,

“ (O, mir! T didn't boot Mr. Hacker,"
saicd the Bounder, )

“If you spealk again. I shall cano
vou t
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The Bounder did. net spoak again.
He winked at the fellows nearest him,
ang there were suppressed giggles. But
thay died a,w?j; under the glare of Henry
Samiuel Quelch.

' understand,” resumed Mr. Quelch,
“that some of tho' boys of my Formn
were caught in the fog. Every boy-who
was ‘out-of the Hougs will stand forward
—avery IJ-D;; who came in after the fog
deacended.’

The Famous Five left their places at
onoe, ok i

Billy Bunter sat tight. Bunter was
not feeling so heppy and plorious now.

Booting a Leak was ripping.. Bei
booted ‘out .of Greyfriars as a rewa
was not nearly so ripping.

“Mr. Hacker's opinion i3 that it was
‘a Fifth Form boy who committed this
disrespectiul action,” said Mr. Quelch,
“ But there appears to be no proof, and
the headmaster has asked meo to ques-
tion boys in my Form whe were out
of the House. You must not take this

as implying that you are under any

kind of syspicion. I am convinced that
no_boy. in my Form would or could be
guilty of such an act.” :
_Y'aea Brown, Hazeldene, and Redwing
joinéd the Famous Five, in front of the
class. Mr. Quelch glanced over them.

#“You boys came in after the fog
C Ee;]i  down on the gquadrangle?” he
dEked,

“Yes, sir”
Mr. Quelch consulted a list. )
“Brown, Hazeldene, and Redwin

were present at ealling-over,” -he said.
“You three must heve come into the
ITouse before the ocourrence.™

“T had a torch, sir,” said Tom Brown,
“and Hazel and Hn&wing came in with
me, Wo got through the fog all right.”

“You three may go back fo your
places,” said Mr. Quelch. ~ * According
to my list six boys in the Bemove were
late for calling-over. These boys were
absent from the House when Mr, Hacker
was attacked, The names are Wharton,
Cherry, Nugent, Bull, Hurree Singh
and Bunter.?

Bunter quaked.

“Bunter, stand
Queleh,

C“Oh Loy’ 1™

Feeling like anvthing but a bald, bad,
reckless, and devil-may-care {:allnw,
Bunter limped out before the class,

All eves were upon him, ]

“As p matter of form,” =aid Mr.
Quelch, “*1 must ask you boys whether
you wero concerned in this deplorable
affair.”

“ Certainly
Wharton. ]

“Did vou come into contact with Alr.
Ilacker in any way whatever while yoi
were onk In the fﬂg ™

“Well, ves, mir,” said Harry. “Ho
Fa*ssml us, and called out, and then we
ost sight of him agomn. We never
touched him."

“Vou were all together, T presume

Wharton hesitated & second. The
Famous Five, certainly, had becn all
togother. Bunter hadn’t been with
them. Quelch's question was addressed
to all six. Billy Bunter weighed in
uickly, before the captain of the

emove could -speak.

“0Oh, ves, sir! I was all topother—
I mean, we wera all together! 1 was
with thess chaps all the time, wasn't I,
you fellows?"”

The Famous Five stood silent. They
did not want to uiter & word to en-
danger the fat amd fatuous Owl. But
they were by mno means prepared to
bear false witness on his account,

*Bunter, you will bo well-advised to
tell the truth!” said Mr. Quelch, in a
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deep voice. “You may place yourself
under suspleion by prevarication.”
“Oh, really, sip—-" _
“If you came in with. these boys,
Bunter, why did you not report yourself
at tho same time?”

1) I_I_I-"'-"“'”

“I think you came. in a quarter of
en hour later, Bunter—not till after
the prefeets had been sent out with
lightz to find the boys who were out of
the Housze,”

“0Oh! Yes! That—that’s what I—I
rcally meant to say, sir!” stemmered
Bunter,

Y Whartor; Cherry, Nugent,
Singh, Bull, you may go back
places ! said Mr. d'ue!ch.

The Famous Five went back to their
desks. Bunter rolled after them,

“Bunter! :Stop !

e Gh lurl 'Iu' '

“ You need not be uneasy, you absurd
boy,” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, not -un-
kindly. ‘" Nobody is likely to suspect
you of such a daring, lawless, and
utterly unhcard of action !* -

“Oh M gasped- Bunter.

_ “I must, hoyever, question you, as
it -appears that you were in the quad-
rangle at the time, and alone. Did you
gee Mr. Hacker at all®?

“I couldn't sce in the fog, sir! After
I left those fellows,.sir, I—I wandered
about and—and called for help! I never
saw Hacker, sir! -He was absolutely
hidden by the fog when I saw him s

“ What ™ .

M I—1 mean, when I didn't see him,
sty gasped Dunter,

“Did yvou see Mr. Hacker or not?”
rapped the Remove master. “Say yes
or no, immediately.”

“¥es or mo Pfmmediately!” pgasped
DBunter. He was getting  rather
confused.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bilenca! Bunter, try not te be so
}j}tferlry stupid 1" exclaimed IMr. Quelch.

ITurree
to your

should suspect you of having assaulted
Mr. Hacker.”

“Oh erikey !

“Did wvou see Alr. Hacker or notf”
hooted Quelch.

“Not, sir!"” gazped Bunter. "I never
knew he was in the quad at alll You
can ask Alr. Hacker, sir! Ho knows!
He pulled my ear ¥

“ﬁu, ha, ha ! shricked the Remove.

“Mr. Hacker pulled your ear!™ ex-
claimed Mr. Queleh blankly. “Then you
did meet Mr. Hacker in the fog?

. “Ne, sir! I mean, yes, sir!” groaned
Bunter. “I couldn’t help walking into
Iim, in the fog, sir, n.nf he pulled my
car! Not that I was anywhera near

him at the time, sir!” added Bunter

cantiously. “It wasn't till afterwards—
long afterwards—that

hat 1 knew Hacker
was thore at all, =ir™

“Upon my word!” said Mr., Quelch.

“The fact i3, sir, T don’t know any-
thing about it,”" said Bunter. *1 wasn't
there, sir, when Mr., Hacker pulled my
car—" i .

Mr. Quelch picked up his cane.

“PBunter, yvou will bend over that
chair! I do not suppose, for one mo-
ment, that you had the lawless audacit
to assault a member of Dr. Locke's staft.
But I will not allow you to be guilty

of such roeckless prevarieation, I shalil
cano  vou for vour untruthfulness,
Bunter.™

“Oh erikey! I—I say, sit i

“ Bend over P hooted My, Quelch,

. Whaek, whack, whack|

YOw! Wow! Yow!™

“You may. go back to your place,
Bronter.”

The fat Owl of the Remove crawled

liked in that study..

supposed for one moment, that
you were capable of sueh an set,

back to his place. 1o sat thore very
uncomfortably,

. During morning school Mr. Quelch
glancad:at the fat junior soveral times,
with a “very keen look in his l%j_m_l-:-t-
eyes. A good many of the Remove

_nntic&d it, and wondered whether gus-

picion wis stirring -in-Queleh’s mind. If
z0, ho appeared to dismiss it, for he
did not address Bunter again—tho sub-
ject - was dismissed, much to the fa¥
Owl's rélief.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Warning for Wharton !

TEPHEN PRICE, of thc ZIiith
S Form, camo up the Remove pas-
sage and looked into Study Ne. 1,

;  Wharton &nd Frank
Nugent were there, It was ncarly tes-
time, and Frank, with a ruddy face,
was making toast at the study fire, while
Wharton was sorting out crocks from
the cupboard., Neither of them, for the
moment, noticed Price, as he stood look-
ing into tho study, seeming to hesitato
to enter. And when Wharton, glancing

AIry

round, spotted him, his lock was far

from welcoming. ]
The black sheep of the Fifth was not
“Want anything, Price!” asked
Harry, rather pointedly.
“¥ez! I want to speak to youl”
}]f'}-im' stepped in and shut the doov aiter

i,

Nugent stood up, toasting-fork in
hand, and stared at him. Wharton
knitted his brows a little. Bhutfing the
door loocked as if Priecc had something
private to say, and the juniors did not
want to hear a‘.n%::hing in private from
Price of the Fift

“Look here—" Wharton
restively. i ]

“It'zs sbout Warren ! sald Price.

“Oh! Is it?" exclaimed Wharton
sharply, “Then wou can cut it out
before you begin, Pricel Last timo
vou ¢ame here to %IE‘E'HJ'? about Warron
there was a row | you want another,
¥ou .

“Don't be a young ass!" said Price.
“I'm not up against Warren nowl
We're not friends, certainly; but we're
not enemies as we were. ‘I'm afraid he's
got some trouble coming, and it's a bit-
my fault, in a way."

Wharton looked at him keenly. He
did not like Price, or trust him an inch,
But he was aware that, during the past
wecks, Price’s enmity to Warren of the
Tifth seemed to have faded out.

“1 suppose Mugent knows—lI can
speak before him 1" said Price.

“He knows as much as I do,” said
Harry. * But, look here, Price, I don't
want to talk about Warren! I know
how to mind my own business, and you
might as well do the sdme.”

“I think you'd better listen to me,”
said Price sourly. *“I'n going to put
you on {ﬂur guard, if you wish that
chap well."”

“I don't see—"

“Shut up and listen, ihen !’ snapped
Price, “No good beating sbout the
bush, Wharton, gs nobody can hear us.
You know that that chap Warren isn't
the fellow he makes himself out to be.
I dare say his name is Warren, as he's
got & cousin of that name; but he's not
James Warren, the son of Sir Arthur
Warren, of Warren Croft, and you know
it‘l""

Wharton did not reply.

He did know if, and knew that Prico
knew that he koew 1t. But he was not
going to utter a word to tho detriment
of %‘farrm of the Fifth.
~ “That day in the Cloisters T heard
you talking to him," muttered Prico.

began
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Hobson was about to empty a bottle of gum into Mr. Hacker's nhnirﬁj:rhen the door suddenly opened and Wharfon looked into

the study.
to punch your silly head !

*Vou told him plainly that he wasn't
the James Warren you met  at
Warren Croft. He oz good as admibied
it, and gave you hia word that there
was no wrongdoing in the matter, queer
as it looked—" - ;
“His word's good enough for me, if
oot for you,” said Hat:r{. : :
“Well, it's prefty thick ! said Price.
“But I'm not down on him, as I've
epid. I was—but not now. You know
that cousin of his, James Warren, has
turned up near the school—he's stay-

ing with & rowdy pariy st Popper
Court. Old Popper's let the place to a
man nam ok—and he's got &

rowdy lot there—James among them.
Xou knew that.™

“ what about 2%

“ha fellow is & brute and a rotter,”
gaid Price. “Not knowing who he was,
at the time, I had trouble with him.
He's twice ag strongz 83 I am, and he
was going to smash moe up, when
Warren barged in and licked him. He
had me down, and waa kicking mo—"

“That's the sort of bullying brute he
18" snicdd Harry. ;

“T1 did my best,"” zaid Price, flushing.
“But, as I've said, he's twice as Etrn-n%
as I am. I had no chance! I shouls
have baen iﬂ:tty noear a hospital ease
if Warren hadn’t chipped in. It was

fearfully decent of him, considering the
way I'd treated him, and—and he
risked & lot! That brute at Popper

Court is the real James Warren, and he
could give Warren of the Fifth away
any minute, if he liked. I've wondered
e lot why he docsn't.” ik

“He means no good to Warren, at
any rate |” said Harry.

‘I'm quite sure of that. He told me
who he was—le was 1n° a fearful
temper when Warren knocked him out,
amdl I thought he'd be slong at the
echoz]l pratty soon afterwards. But

“ You ass I ** gasped Hobson, almost jumping out of
“I shouldn't ! ** said Wharton, langhing.

and hooted him—

skin,

when he losked in a few days later, he
saicd nothing to give Warren away-—
goodness knows why., He's got some
reason, 1 suppose, for keeping it dark
that there's another fellow here in hig
name."’

Price pauscd,

“But what——" asked Harry, He
could not makd out why the TFifth
Former had come to tell him all this.

“It was I who spread the story about
Warren in the school, after what I
heard you say to him in the Cloisters,”
muttered Price. “I was up against him
then, And I didn't see why a spoofer
shouldn't be shown up. I found out that
the real James Warrcn unsed to be at
Oplshott School, and Iet that out, too.
I don’t hlame myself—he's a spoofer all
tifht; | But—but since he did what I've
told you, I'm mnot up agsainst him any
longer. But somchody else is.™

*Bomebody else ! repeated Harry.
" Why, everybody likes Warren ™

“*Hacker doesn’t!™

“Facker ! reperated Harry!

“The Shell beak! Trom what I ean
make out, Hacker heard the story going
the ronnds, and asked Warren sbout it
—voil know what a meddling, inguisi-
tive blighter he is. Wearren snubbed
him., It's no bizney of Hacker's, any-
how: he has nothing to do with the
Fifth.. Hacker made himsclf un-
pleasant in one way or another, and I
suppose Warren saw & chance of getting
his own back in the for the other day,

*1

bioot

“"Warren dudn’t him ! said
Nugent,

“Oh, rot | Of conrae he did ! snapped
Price. " Hackor knows——"

“Well, he knows too much, then™
saigd Harry., “I know he went to the
Head, and Warren was called up; but
Dr. Locke wasn't salisfied—"

" Hacker 131"

‘1 thought it was Hacker ! I've a good mind

“ Hacker's jusf coming ! **

*Look here, I'rice, we know that ik
wasn't Warren !

“You'd better tell HHacker that,
then,” said Price, with a shrug of his
thin shoulders. **He's absolutely cor-
tain of it, and he's got his knife into
Warron, right up o the hilt.”

C“We can't tell him, of course. But
it wasn't Warren, all the same.™

“Whether it was or nobt, IHacker be-
Lieves that it_was, so it comes to the
same thing, Fe's after Warren like o
dog ofter a bone, He's raking up that
etory he's heard, that Warren ien't
really James Warren of Warren Croft.”

“(Oh, rot!" said ¥arry uneasily,
“"He wounldn't 7

“Ho's szactly the man that wounld!™
said Prive. ““He's the kind of man
who fusses and meddles, and thinks it's
all from a sense of duty.”

Wharton was silent. That was, no
doubt, & rather accurate description of
Mr. Hacker.

“Now he knows—or thinks, if vou
like—that Warren booted him. he's just
wild,” went an FPriee. “HHe thinks
Warren told lies in the Head's study—
I suppose be did, really—"

“He dida't ! snapped Harre.

" Anvhow, that's HMHackee's idea,™
snid Price impatiently, "It comes to
the same thing. Hacker’s raking up
that story, and he's jolly well going to
fix Warren 1f he can. That's why I'in
warning you."

“Look here, how
demanded Harry.

“I've just been to his study ! He sent
for me!" answered Price. “"He had
nosed 1t out that the story sbout
Warren started from mie. He asked ma
to tell him the whole facts,™

Wharton whistled.

“Two or threo weele ago I'd have
Jbeen }i.-nll:.r Mglm:l for a baak fto take it

"T're MacNer LIBgaRY.—No. 1,449,
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up,” zaid Price. “But now—well, I've
told you what Warren did for me. I've
F-:t some deceney, £ hope. Whether
10’3 & spoofer or not, he saved me from
Eﬂfttll'lg' knocked to bits by a bullying
ooligan, alter the way I'd treated him.
Well, you can bank on it that I never
told Hacker anything. 1 told him I'd
heard 'scme {attle among the fags, and
thought it all ret, I couldn't think of
anything clse to say. ut your name
was mentioned [

“OL Y said Harry. X

“Hacker had nosed it out that I'd
heard it from you. He wasn't satis-
fied with what I answered. I know jolly
well that he is going to tackle you next,
That's why I've come to speak to you.
He can't bullv-rag & Fifth Form man
—hut you're a juntor, and he means to

fwist out of you all you know about
Warren,” .

“Does he?” said Wharton, rather
grimly,

“1I could see it in his face plain
cnough when he couldn’t draw me,”
sald Price. ' He'll get you to his study
and question vou. Goodness knows how
sou'll deal with him. When I asked
you questiona about it somo time ago
vou refused to answer; but you ecan't
refuse to answitr & beak., But I tell you
thig; 3f you let it all out, Warren's
done for here. If vou mention that the
real James Warren can be got at, you
cann het that Macker will get at him,
and bring him along here to show the
chap vp. One word about that fellow
at Ir:npperr Court, and YWarren's gamne is
up.

Wharton nodded slowly,

He realised now that Price had come
thore wilh friendly intentions towards
Warren., He had done the harm in the
first place, but he was willing to do all
he could to undo it,

“Keep that brute, James Warren,
dark "' said Price. *“He seems to want
to keep the truth dark himself; no
danger from lim, unless Hacker hooks
him cut. Not 8 word about him when
vou_ see IMacker, You sea thati™

" ¥oes, quite 1* said Harry.

“It's a queer business,” said Price.
“Jim Warren's a spoofer—he’s under
false colours here. But I believe, now,
the same as you do, that he's dona na
wrong, queer as it looks. I'm not going
to do him any harm, anyhow—and I'm
warning you not to.” Hacker will twist
it all out of you, if he can,”

" He won't get anything out of me "
said Harry Wharton, setting his lips,

M 8tick’ to that | said ?F‘rice-; and,
without saying mare, he left the study.

Wharten and Nugent looked at one
anather.

“That idiot, Bunier I said Frank.

“Tho polty chump 1* prowled Whar-
ton. “He's set Hacker going with his
polis {ricks. Blessed if T know what
I shall say to the man! I suppdse I
can't refuse to see him.”

“ Hardly 1"

“Well, he's net my beak; he's got
no right to question me. If lie thinks
there's something fishy sbout a2 Grey-
friars man, he ought'to go'to the man's
Form-master, or to the Head. Looks
to me as if he deesn’t really believe it,
but only hopes that thers’s somethin
iq it, because be thinks Warren b-nuteg
1im."? J

“All that fat Owl's faplt—"

“The howling ass 1™

“I say, you-dellows I A fat foce and
n large. pair of spectacles blinked into
e study. “I =ay, old chaps?' Billy
Bunter noted the preparations for fea
with satisfaction, "I say, I was going
to ask youm fellows to a spread, but I've
been disappomted about & postal order,
f you like, T'll tea with you to-dav,

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,449,
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and you can come to my stedy to-
morraw. I say—— Yarooooop !”
\ B‘fn{ily Bunter just dodged a whizzing
08

“HBeast!” came a yell from the pas-
sage. Punter departed in haste.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Sticky |
OBBSON of the Shell jumped.
H “Wharton, you ass!”® he
gasped.

“ Hobson, 'vou fathead 1™

“I thought it was Hacker,” breathed
Hobby, * You ass, you startled me”

“"What the dickens are you up to
here 7°°

“Well,
fathead "

Hobson was in his Form-master's
study. The heaks were at tesa in Com-
mon-room, and after tea they generall
“jawed ' for a time, so Hobby ha
considered it quite a safe opportunity
to drop into Hacker's study. And he
almost jumped out of his skin as the
door opened, just as ho was emptying a
bottle of gum into DMr. Hacker's arm-
chair.

Luckily for IIobby it waz only a
Remove fellow who came in, But what
Wharton of the Remove wanted in the
Shell master’s study was a mystery to
Hobby., 8hell fellows had to turn up
there when bidden, and on the present

what are you up to here, you

oceasion Hobby had turned up there .

unbidden; but & Remove man had no
business with the master of the Shell.
~ "¥You silly idict!"” went on Hobson
:thgnantl;-. "Aade my heart pop
right up inio my neck. I've a jolly
good mind to punch your silly head.”™

Harry Wharton laughed.
. | src_:uldn’t,” he said.
just eoming.”

Hobson stood dismayed, gum bottls
in hand.

“I thought he was in Common-
room!"” he gasped. " Ol crikey!™

“Bo he was; but he's come out, and
he told me to come here,” zaid Harry,
“Ile wants to jaw to me, and he said
he would be here in a minute. He's
only stopped to speak to Wiggins in
the passage’™

Wharton closed the door, DMr.
Hacker waa not far away; he was in
the passage. There was no escape for
Hobby unseen, And the gum was in
the seat of the leather armchair. It
waz not visible at a casual glance. Bug
it wes certain to be discovered when
the master of the Shell sat down,

“Hunt cover!” said Harry tersely.
“(et behind that screen! If Hacker
spots you here, after what you've done,
you fearful ass—"

“Well, he asked for it, didn't he?"
mumbled Hobson. “ He confiscated my
birthday cake last week—"*

“Never mind that now-—"?

“We've never got back on him,” said
Hobzon, "I laid for him twice at
Masters' gato with n squirt of ink, and
got the wrong man both times.”

“You would !"” agreed Wharten.

“I thonght it was safe now,
he's in the passage?”

“You howling ass, he's coming! For
goodness’ sake, get out of sight!™
breathed Harry, “1 tell vou he said
he would be here in a minute, ™

“Oh scissors !

Hobzon of the Shell backed behind a
large sereen which stood belween the
armchair and the window. The winter
dusk was thickening in the guad out-
aicle.  Winter dranghts disagreed with
Mr. ITacker, who was a little subject
te  neuralgia—a  cireumstance  fhat
accounted, perhaps, for ihe sharpness of

“ Hackor's

Sure

his temper. 1t was rather fortunate
for Hobby, for there was mo escape
!‘qr him, and no other zafe cover. Be-
hind the screen, however, he was safo,
g0 long as Hacker did not happen to
look behind it. Hobby could only hope
that he wouldn’t,

Parked behind the big sereen Hobhy
peered round the corner at Wharton,
“Keep it dark1” he whispered.

juea--ﬁ'ﬂs; keep out of sight, you
ass

“Don't you give him a hint thore's
anybody in the study—"

o Claiet 17

I say! What does he want to jaw
to you about? Old Hacker's got
nothing to do with Quelch's Form.”

“Will you be guiet, you ass? I can
hear him cumingﬁ’

“* Yes, but—'

The door handle turned, and Tob-
son’s head popped away behind the
scrcen like a tortoise’s into & shell.

He hardly breathed as the door
opened, and Mr. Hacker came in.

The master of the Shell switched on
the light. Then he stepped towards
the window to draw the curtains.

“Pleass allow me, sir!” said Harry
Wharton. He cut. to the window and
started drawing the curtains,

“Thank you, Wharton!” said My,
Hackor, guite genially.

He was a little surprized at this
thoughtful politeness on the part of the
captein of the Hemaove,

Vharton had not looked pleased when
Hacker sent him to the study. He had
locked far from pleased. Now ho wus
sll politeness.

Mr. Hacker was not aware of tle
real motive for that thoughtful polite-
ness. Had he stepped to the window
he certainly would have seen the fellow
behind the screen. ' '

As it was he stepped to the fire, amd
stood with his back to it, whila the Re-
maove junior drew the curtains for him,

The tall screen was between him and
Hobson; and Hobby was safe. He was
full in Wharton's view at the window;
but that did not matter.

Wharton closed one eye at him, anid
Hobby grinned breathlessly, Then
YWharton stepped back, and stood before
AMr. I‘:IM]-:EII'-

“1 desire a few words with
Wharton,”' said Mr. Hacker.
may sit down, my bop.”

“Thank you, sir{"

Wharton sat down. He wonderéd
whether Hacker was going fo sit in
the - armchair, and how long it would
take the dgum to soak through his gowa,
if he did. For the- present, howevey,
the master of the 8Shell
standing.

“It 15 & somewhat sorious madlter,
Wharton,” said Mr. Hacker, his rycs
keenly on the jumior. “It concers
a new boy at Greyfriars—a senior who
came into the Fifth Form this term.”

But for Price’s warning the capifain
of the. Remove would have been takon
quite by surprise. DBut he waz on his
guard now, and he hed had time to
think out how he was going lo deal
with Hacker.

“Indeed, sir! he said quietly.

“1 am alluding to Warren,” said Ay
ITacker. His thin lLips seemed to cloko
like & trap on the name. “‘For some
time past, Wharton, & very sirange and
extraordinary story has been curreht
in the school concerning this Lo,
From what I have heard, a Fifth Form
oy, Price, learned something from you,
but he seems very vague abount it now."

“Toes he, sivr ™ mormured Wharton.

“In any case, he koows only what

{Continued on page 12.)
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he heard frond Sew,  Wharton. 1
helicve your uncle, ' Colonel Wharton,
restdes near Warren Croft in Suirey,
and that vou are scquainted with the
Warrens"

“1 don't know -them, sir. T've seen
Sir Arthur Warren only once—the day
he was leaving for China.”

“1hd you see his son James at War-
ren Creftt™

“Bir Arthur asked my uncle and ma
over to see him, sir; t as it hap-
iwuel.! be went oot, and never came n
wiore we left,”

This was the exact truth, Wharton
ik not feel called wpon to add that
Ie had met Jumes, by chance, in the
gronnds. at Warren Croft. That was
no business of Hacker's, so far as he
could see.

Mr. ‘Ifacker pursed hLis lips.

“I wasz under the jmpression that yeu
knew Sir Avihur Warren's son,” he
said slowly, ‘I mwust ask youn, Whar-
ton, whether vou have any resson to
helieve that Warren of the Fifth Form
15 passing under o false name here.”

“Not m the least, sir,” said Harry,
ugain with perfect truth.

He had not knowh earlier in the
term, but he know now, that the
eeusing both had the same name—James
Warren, thaodgh one was called James,
ahd the other Jim,

- "¥You believe that his name actually
1= Warren?” exclaimed Mr, Hackor,

“I feol guite sure of it, sir”

My, Hackes shut his lips hard.

“If that is the case, Wharton, it 1s
very singular—very singular indeed—
thut a story should have spread through
tha schonl to tha coffcet that you knew
Joumes Warren at home, and that
Warren of the Fifth Form i3 not he”

“1 certamnly did not spread any story
through the school, sir,” answered
Harry, “I have never talked aliout
Warren that I know of”

**1 hope, Yharton, that you have fold
weo the truth ¥ snapped Mr. Hacker.

“T should. certainly not tell you any-
thing that wes not the truth,” sand
liarry Wharton, with a touch of
dizdhim.

“Possibly., possibly ! snopped Alr
Hacker. *But vou may have told me
the truth, and yvet net the whaola of the
truth., If vou know of anything, Whar-
ton, regarding Warren of the Fifth of
a doubtiul nature, 1 command you to
toll me at once, with perfect {rankness,”

Wharton set his lips,

“Tt is not for me, & Remove bay, fo
talk about a Fifilh Form man, sr”
he said Brmly. “Or for you, sir, to ask
me questions about one of My, Prout's
boya™

Mr. Hacker started. TFwvidently be
lad not expected such plain English
from the captain of the Remave,

“Wharton,” he gasped, “you ave in-
salent 1

1 den't mean to be, sir; but—"

“I command you, Wharton, to tell
e instanily any and all the eireum-
stances you may know about Warren of
the Fifth. 1 an taking this matter up
as & Form-master in order to ascerkain
whether sonte sort of imposture has heen
practised heve, It iz your duty to tell
me_evervthing you may know on the
subjoet.”

“Tt iz not my duiv, sir,” zaid Whar-
ton, "It is myv duty to answer my own
Form-master if he guestions me, or my
headmaster. It 18 not my duiy lo
ar=wer ancihier Form-master

Mr., Haocker breathed hard.

Had Yharton been in the Shell he
would have handled the cane there and
ther. But Lin conld net cane one of

Tue Macser Lisrsnr.—No. 1,449

F'HE MAGNET

Quelch’s boys, Never had he felt more

. strongly inclined to do so.

Thore was & long silenee.

“May I go, wir?” asked Iarry
meekly,

“No!” said Alr. Hacker harshly.
“You may not go, Whartond T am
determined that ¥ will learn the facts
of this matter,. and with those facts, T
am certain, you ave well aequainted,
Stand where you are.”

Wharton looked rather rebellious.
The master of the Shell had ne right
whatever to give him orders, and Whar-
ton was tempted to tell him so. But it
was rather a delieate matter to dispute
with & beak, even if the beak was not
a fellow's own beak. He stood where ha
WAaS.

Mr. Hacker sat down.

Wharton easght his bBreatls

Hacker had set down in the gum, ‘in
the armchair.

For the moment he did not noties ir.
Wharton wondered Dbreathlessty  how
long it would be before he did!

Sitting in the armchair, Mr. Haocker
regarded the junior across his writing-
iable with a fixed, searching, and frown-
ing face. Price of the Fifth had-dis-

appointed him—now YWharton of the

Remove had disappeinted him in turn.
Was there, after all, enything in it?
Hacker was well aware that if he

doabted Warren’s bona-fdes, he shounld

have placed the matter before the Head.

It was no business of his ns master

of the Shell. But he could not go to

the Head with & vague rumour that was
probably nothing more than idle tattle—
disclaimed by the very fellow from
whoin it was supposed to have come In
the first place. Mr. Hacker firmly be-

lieved that he was actuated only by a

gense of duty—he was going to exposa

an impostor, if any ! But at the bottam
of his heart he knew that the booling
in the fog had a lot to do with it

Did Wharton know more than he had
admitted ?

Hocker believed ithaf he did. But how
to extract it from o fellow dver whom
he had no authority and who was re
solved not to speak was another matter.
The Head could have ordered him to
speak. But thera had to be semething
io “go upon * hefore the Head conld be
brought into the matter. And there was
nothing at present but vague suspicion
and idle rumour.

“You are aware, wWharton,” he said
at last, “that Warren was at Qublshoit
Behool before he came here '

“Was he, siv]”

"Were you not aware of 1H7 snapped
Hacker.

I not my business where he was,

s
“Will you answer e divectly, Whar-

ton ¥

“I'd rather not talk about Warren
at all; siv1” soid Harry coolly. “in
sure Mr. Prowt would not like it if he
knew I was being :]urzslimmd about &
fellow in his Form.®

Mr., Hacker's eyes glinted at him.
e was well aware how Prout would
boom if he heard of 1t

“Warren was at Oakshott,” he said
harshly, *and when a boy from that

school came here, as 1 have heard,
Warren avoided mecting him, At all
evoents, he did.vot meet him.  Is not

ihat the case, Whavton ?
“ Hadn't vou betber ask YWarren, sir?"
“What? What?”
“T's hiz affair, sir, not mine.™
“Upon my word! How dare you be
nsolent, Wharton ' shouted  Alv,
Hacker, “I will—" Heo jumped up,
hiz face Aaming with anger.
Wharton hacked promptly.  ITacker

looked as if he was gomng to reach
across the table and box his ears,

But if that wos Hacker's angry in-
tention, he forgot it. His attention was
drawn to quite another matter. There
was a sticky, squishy sound ss he rose
from the chair. He siaréd round behind
him in° amezement, and made the
intéresting discovery that the gown was
swamped with gum.

“What—what—what is that 1" gasped
Mr. Hacker.

Iie pathered up his gown and blinked
at it in amazement and rage, He stared
inte the armechair—swimming in gum!
He redlised that he had been eittin
in about a pint of that adhesive ﬂuitf
It had soaked thraugh his gown—it was
sticking his gown to his coat-tails! He
turned a face erimson with fury on the
captsin of the Remove.

“You voung rascall”
“You have done this”

he roarved.

[ ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Hacker !

L H |”. gasped Harry. Wharton.

O Mr. Hacker, sticky .and

savage, glared at him as if

: e would have bitten him.

Behind the screen, Hobson almost held
his breath.

Hobby had been wondering how long
thie “jaw ¥ was going to lest, and
whether- Hacker would ever leave off
“jawing.” The “jaw ™ had come to a
sundden end now, and Hobby realised
that Hacker had sat in the pum.

“Gum 1* gasped Mr. Hacker., “Great
quantities of gum have becn placed de-
hberately in my armchair! I have
sat 1 it! How dare you laugh, Whar-
ton ¥ Hacker nearly foamed, “Yon

pung rascall You shall be punished
or this! You shall see—"

“I never did it, sivl” gasped Whar-
fomn.

“That is false——""

“I haven't touched your armchair,
sir 1Y

“It is false!” almost shrieked M.
Hacker., *“Wheo did it, if vou did not?
You were in the study before I camoe—
a few minutes, at least. I shall report
this te vour headmaster. You shall be
flogged 1

“Oh  crumbs ! gasped  Wharton.
“But—but I never did it, sir]l On my
wordg—=—="

“Poah 1" snorted Mr. Hocker.

“1 never had any gum with me when
vau lold me te come to the study,” =aid
IIarry. *¥You must have seen that.”

No doubt you had it concealed ashant
vou !™ ropred Mr., Hacker, * ¥You wera
alone here. You have done this. You
are an unteathful boy, Wharton—"'

“1 am nothing of the kind ! retorted
Wharion coolly. “And I'm quite ready
to go to Mr, Queleh, if you like”

Haohson, behind the sereen, grinmed.
If Hacker marched Wharton off to
Gueleh, it gave Hobby a chunce of got-
ting out of the study,

“Tou woung raseal!™ hooted Al
Hocker. " You mean that you will tell
vour Form-master nwntruths, and that

he will believe you™

“1 do not mean that I shall tell lnm
nutruths, but I certainly mean that he
will believe me ! said Harvry.

He backed to the door and opened ik

Hacker was so wildly cnvaged that ha
looked like taking tho matter into lus
own hands, Wharton was willing to go
to Mr. Queleh, who certainly  wonkl
have wanted proof that his head oy
boad played such a trick in another
Form-master's study, and who cervtainly,
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““Let go ! ** roared Wharton, struggling.
his leg. The cane would have descended in another moment.
away, he sat down, with a bump that almost shook the study.

in the alsence of such proof, would
hava accepted Wharton's word without
hesitation. And for Hobby's sake, he
was keen to get Hacker out of the study.
It secmed judicious to have a line of
vetreat open.  Fle set the door wide.
“Shut that door, Wharton!” ex-
claimed Mr, Hacker., “As you have
chosen to play this dastardly prank in
my study, I shall deal with you myself.”
He whipped round the table and
made a grab at the Removite. His
clutch fastemed on Wharton's shoulder.
Wharton's eyes gleamed at ham.
“Let me go, Mr, Hacker! I tell you
I had nothing to do with gumming your
chair, and I will not be caned by you ¥
“Will vou not?? said Mr. Hacker,
between his teeth. S
He jerked the Remove junior away
from the door with his left hand, and
glrt;spe:] a cane from the table with his
right. .
“{h erumbs I gasped Hobson, behind
tha screen—forfunately unheard.

In his excitement and consternation

Hobson peered round the edge of the
sCTeeN. :
Hacker's back was to him as he

grasped the junior. The sticky tail of
a gown almost flicked Hobby,

“Tieb go ! reared Wharton,

He struggled and wrenched.

“¥You young rascal !”

“I gay lef go!”

“1 will— 0Ooooogh!"” gasped Mr.
Heacker, as the captain of the Remove
hooked his leg. ] .

The cane would have descended in
another moment. As it was, it was Mr,
Hacker that descended.

His l-e% hooked away, he sat down
with a bump that almost’ shook the
atudy. His back bumped against the
soreen as he saf.

Wharton stood panting. Hoe was quite
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as excited sy Mr. Hacker, and rather
reckless. No donbt it was a fearfuly
serious thing to hook a beak's leg, and
canse him to sit down on his study
carpet with- a bump. But Hacker had
no right to cane a Remove boy, and
Wharton was not going to be caned by
him, and that was that!

“Qaoogh1” repeated Hacker, in a
breathless gasp. “You—you young
ruffian, I—I—1 will—"

Crash ! : :

It was quite a brain-wave on Hobby's
part.

Hacker was sitting with his back to
tha sereen. In a few moments he would
have heen up again.

But Hobby saw his chance, and fook
it !

Tha screen toppled over, under a
shove from Iobby, and landed on Mr.
Hacker's head.

Wharton jumped ! .

So did Flobby! He jumped for the
door !

Hacker, taken utterly by suriﬁr[m by
the crash of the sereen, had rolled aver
on the carpet, and was, for the moment,
covered by the sereen, Only his fect
could be seen.

That_was Hobby's chance ! g

He did the distance to the door in
sbout the millionth part of a second.
He passed under Wharton's astonished
eves, almost like a flash of lightning.
He was gone.

Never on the ecinder-path had Hobby
covered the ground as he did gomg
down Masters’ Passage. Ile just melted
away ! )

“Oh erikey ! gasped Harry Wharton.

“Urrr&:{gh ™ came fromm under the
serecn. It rocked. ”"lr‘q-'ur;%;u Who—
what—oh '=-ow !—why— rerreh b

Hacker sat up dizrily. He hardly
Lknew what was over him. But he knew,
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“1 will—ooogh ! ** pgasped Mr. Hdcker, as the captain of the Remove hooked
As it was, it was Mr. Hacker who descended. His log hooked
“ Qoooogh ! ' he gasped breathlessly.

when his head burst throngh the screen
and emerged on the 'II}’EJ‘ET side. He sat
with the screen round his neck, blinking
wildly at Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Wharton.

Really he could not help it! Hacker
at that moment looked extraordinary—
sitting wp with his head through the
SCreeil.

“Oogogh I gasped DMr. Hacker.
“Urrgh !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Was—waz—was there someono behind
the sereen ?” gosped Mr. Hacker. That
fact dawned on him. * The—the screen
was pushed over on me. Bomeone was
behind it—>"

He heaved himself to his feet, the
wrecked sereen olinging round him, Ho
knew now that someone else had been in
the study, and it dawned upon him that
that zomeone, and not Wharton, had
Leen respnnsiiﬂ-a for the gam.

he had

He grabboed at the ecane

dro A

Ifa.t'ry Wharton jumped out of tha
doorway. Hobby was clear—and it was
time for Wharton io get cleer! Hackoer
looked positively dangerous !

“Wharton 1  shouted Al
“Clome back! [——" )

Wharton heard; but, like the ancient

ladiator, he heard, but heeded not. He
ﬁid Masters’ Passage almost as rapidly
as Hobson, and vanished.

A few minutes Iater there was a roar
of laughter in the Rag, where the cap-
tain of the Remorve related the wild and
thrilling incidents in Haeker's study.
The juniors were still chortling, when
Trotter, the House page, put his head in
at the door,

“Mastor asked
Trotter.

AContinuned on page 16.)
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{Contifined from page 13.)
“Here I am !" called
" Ar. Hacker wants

Trotter.

“He does, ddes he?™
of the Remove grimly.

“Yes, sir: in his study at onece "'

“Tell Mr. Hacker that I will come £n
his study if my Form-master orders me
to do aol” said Hoarry Wharton, very
clistinetly.

“Oh, sir!” gasped Trotfer.

“I'hat's the answer ™ zaid Harry.

Trotter blinked at him and departed.
There was & buzz of oxditement in the
Hag.

“Hacker won't like that!” grinned
Vernon-Smith.

* Let him lump af, then '™ said Harry.
“We have to jump when Quelch says
jump, but we don’t bhave to jump for
Hacker 1™ .

“You'll hear more from him soon!”
said Skinner.

Wharton shrug.geci hiz shoulders.

As it proved, Skinner was wrong. No
morce was heard from Hacleer. What he
thought of the answer Trotter had taken
hack the Removites did not know,
though they could guess. But no doubt
OIr. Hacker, realising that he had ex-
ceeded his authority and unwilling to
face an intorview with Mr. Quelch an
the subject, had decided to draw in his
herns. Anyhow, no further word camc
from hum, and the captain of the Re-
move  hoped ‘that he was done with
Haeker and all Lis works!

out Harey, |
you, sirl? said

saicl the captain

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Plunge !

BOOT |
Just a boot ! .
Merely that, and nothing
moira !

The sight of & boot, in ordinary cir-
cumstances, would not have excited the
wrath of the most acidtbmpered man.
Boots are necessary and useful articles—
in their proper placo! And there was
nothing remarkable about this par-
ticular boot—except that it was a very
old one.

Yot the sight of it cansed Mr, Hacker,
tha master of the Shell, to change eolour
with fury.

He stared at that boot. _

Though not remarkable in itself, it
was in a rather remarkable place. It
was lodged on top of the clock on Alr.
Hacker's study mantelpiece.

That, obviously, was no place for a

boot !

It met his eyes the moment lie
cntercd the study. Evidently it was
intended so to do.

Mr. Hacker closed his doeor, and stood
with fixed eyes on that boot.

He could not fail to guess what was
meant by it. Harmless enough jn jtself,
that boot was a reminder.of an incident,
now soveral davs old, but unforgotten
b Mr. Hacker.

It was intended to remind him that
he had been booted !
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Plainly, it could have no other. pur-
The. most. thoughtless practical
jokier. would not piay a practical joke
witholt a  meaning,  Sticking an old
Loot on Hacker's mantelpiete waz no
joke—exeept in connection with that
bogting in the fog. It was a reminder,
it was n “rag™

Mr. ‘Hacker stood breathing hard,
gritting his teeth. Never good-tempered,
he was easily moved to anger, and his
a.ngger now was almeost beyond words.

He knew that that booting was still
a joke in the school. Hints of it reached
his ears from time to time.

Even his edlleagues in Colmmon-room
did not take it wholly with gravity,
Othier beaks had expressed their sym-
pathy for that ontrageous attack—iwith
a twinkle in the eye. They seemed to
think that there was scmething of a
comic nature in a.man being caught
bending and booted on the coat-tails.
There wasn't, so far as IHacker could
see, bubt the general impression scemed
to be that there was.

Who had done thiz¥ Wheo had placed
the boot there?

Really, lots of fellows might have done
it ! Ilacker was not popular with his
Form—a carping, acid temper did not
make & beak popular. Only & week or
two ago ad confiscated Fobson's
birthday coke., Hobson might have done
this. Hacker knew, or, at least, sus-
pected, that they chuckled over the story
of that baoti im the Shell—though
veally they ought to have been indig-
nant about an attack on their Form-
master. Had some boy in the Shell dona
this? Or perhaps that young raseal in
the HEIII{!\'E‘-“‘Wi‘leﬂl'fﬂil? Or Warren ?

The fellow disliked him—feared him,
probably, knowing that Xacker re-
garded him with doubt and suspicion.
Under cover of the fog he had booted
himm—Hacker was certain of that, Was
he now “rubbing in * the insult by stick-
ing that ridiculous old boot on Hacker's
mantelpiece ¥

The master of the Shell removed the
boot at last. e shoved it into his
wastepaper-baslet, He did not want 1t
e mect other eyes. i

Then he sat down—to think! Mr,
Hacker had not a forgiving nature—and
cven a forgiving man would hardly have
pardoned a cheeky follow who lad
hooted him. His bitlerness over that
booting episode had not ' diminished.
Warren had eseaped punishment—owin
to the absurd fe{;aienc:r of the head-
mastet, Was he to cseape unscethed ?

Not if Mv. Hacker conld help 1!

During the past few days Mr.
Ha-:]v;ur%mﬂ been making a few quiet
inquivies. Ho had made it a point {o
learn all he eould about Oakshott
School, wheve James Warven had been
in the Fifth Form st term. )

What Le had learnced strengthened his
suspicions of Jim Warren, Jim was a
tremendons [mﬂmllm—-‘ﬁ'inga.te had
]'.ui-u:l.'_(-{l L for the fivst eleven at GI'E'F-
feiara. Yet in no records of Oalkshott
matches did the nome of J. Warren
appear in iie games lists. He had not,
it seomed, plaved games for his old
sehool—but e was a tremendous games-
man at his new school! Did that look
as if he was the same fellow ?

It did ot

It was o trifle, perhaps; but & slraw
will show the way the wind blows! Tf
thet ber Wharton counld only be made to
spexk ! But whataver Wharton lknew,
if he knew anything, he kept to him-
self.

Was theve anything in it?

A fussy and suspieious nature had
causedl Ar. Hacker to coneern him-
seif. in the fist place, with a matter
outside his own Form. He had not
given it much altention. But ihe

episoda of the booting fixed and con-
ceittrated hud on it
If .‘i"u’nrt‘leln l?f the Tifth was 25
impostor, Mackepy was going to make
that fact clear !Iaiwaﬂ_'it by chance that
he had aveided the Qakshott man who
had visited Greyfriars a few weeks ago ?
Or was it that he was an impostor, and
dared mot be seen by a fellow from
Oakshott? My, EHacker inclined to tha
latter theory.

CAmong his oflher items of informa-
tion, he had learned- (ke names of the
setror staff at Oakshott. The Fifth
I'arm-master. was named -Philpott,

Hacker had known 2 man of that
name in his Oxford days; but it had
been a mere nodding acqguaintance. He
ascertained thet 1t was the same man—
and he considered whether it wwas
feasible to write to this man Philpott
and put the matter befora him,

But he hesitated—Iong |

If there was nothing in it, after all,
what & fool the Oakshott master would
think him! Ife did rot know the man
well enough to ask him to pay & visit
in the ordinary way; moreover, a
Form-master could hardly get away in
term-time,  Certainly, !{L‘. could take
the train, on one of the school hali-
hﬁlidﬂ;ﬂ, if he liked. Buont the pleasure
of seeing MHacker. & man ho hid hardly
known, and had probably fergotten,
was not likely to cause him to take such
a brip.
Mr. Hacker realised that, if he was
E"El; an Oakshoit master to comn over

revirviars, he would have to tell i

ta
to
why.

It was not casy. The hcadmaster
might have made such a request; or
evenn Warren's Ilerm-master.  DBut e
wonld be rather difficult for the master
of the Bhell to explain how the matter
concerned him at all.

And even if Philpott came—suppose
it turned out, after all, that Jimn
Warren really was the James Warren
who had been at QOakshott last term?
What an unutterable ass Hacker would
loak !

S0, though he toyed with the idea,
Hacker had taken no action—and in all
probability he never would have taken
sy action had the episode of the boot-
ing been allowed to die.

ut it had not died—it was na lively
g8 ever—a3 the boot om his mantel-
piece proved. : ;

Sitting in his armchair, staring at
the wastepaper-basket that contained
the offensive boot, Mr. Hacker thought
and thought—and his resalve hardened.
Warren had bocied him—Warren was
taking an impudent delight in rubbing
in the insnlt! Warren had lied to the
Head, and escaped punishment, and all
the time he was some sort of cheating
impostor—at least, it was possibla that
he was!

Hacker, black and bitter, made up
hiz mind. i

He drew pen and paper fo him and
wrote.

Ha was & long time writing ihat
letter, though it was not & leng one.
It was not an easy letter to write,

But be got through ab last

Having finished the letter, Are
Hacker sat staring at it.  Should he,
after all, post it?

He put it in an envelopc at last,
sealed it, and stamped it. Hea shpped
it into his pocket and left the study.

Slowly he went to the door of the
House. He was going across the quad,
toe post the letter with his own hands
in the box in the wall. Ho did not
eare to give it to anyonc else to post,

He stepped out into the quad; but ho
waa still hesitating, If it was true that
Warven was some sort of an impostor,



well and good. Dut it nol—if not—
Macker liesitated and hesitated.

Warren of the Tifth came across the
quad to the House. Mr. Hacker's brow
darkened at the sight of his cheery,
careless face. He shut his lips havd and
his eyes glinted.

Warren smiled.

To Jim Warren it seenmed ridicnlous
that Ilacker could never come across
him without a dark frown wrinkling lis

w. I1le siiled involontarily.

Mr. Ilacker breathed hard.

“No  doubt Fou mre amused,
Warren I he =aid, between his elosed,
thin lips. “You think it amusing to
ay disrespectful tricks o a Torm-
master’s study, like some disorderly fag
in the Third Form! No doubt!”

“I don't nnderstand you, siv!’ said
Jim,  “What have I done?”

“You are perfectly well aware of
what you have done, Warren! It was
you placed a boot in wy study, to
remind me of .your rufhanly action a
few days ago!”

Jim starcd blsukly.

“A—a—a boot?” ho ejaculated.

“A boot!? sald Mr. Hacker. -

“I've done nothing of the kind, sir!”
raldl Warven indignantly. " A Fifth
Form man wouldn't be likely to play
such a silly trick, I should think.”

“T do not believe you, Warren 1”

“You have no right to doubt my
word, sir i said Jim Warren quictly.

“1 lhave every right, 1 think—con-
sidering what I believe of you!" said
Alvy, Hacker atterly. "Dy opinien  of
vou 13 that you are an unscrupulous
liar I

Wairren leoked him in the face,
furned on his heel, and walked away.

Alr. Hacker was left slaring at lus
back.

The crimeon came into his face as he
stared.  Two or three fellows were at
hand, and they exchanged glamces.
Wor a fellow to deliberately turn his
hack on a beak, and leave lum stand-
m% was rather uncommon.

Alr. Hacker stood, for a momoni or
two, rooted. Ho had asked for it: buk
that did not make such an affront morve
pleasant.

Ife strode away—tio the leiter-box.
That weident had fixed his wavering
mind. Without giving lumself time to
think furthoer, he dropped the lotter into
the box., The die was cast now !

And in Heobson's study, in the SBhell,
in those very [ew moments, half a dozen
fellows were chuckling over Hobby's
deseription of how he had planted an
old book on Hacker's mantelpices, to
remind him of his beoting in the fog!
Hobson & Co. roaved over the joke.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
{at and Mouse !

b I, e, het”
Hl_.mf.-:-r spomod amuscd,
What there wos to oiuse

him in the letter-rack, and
fhe correspondenca stuck therein, was
rather a puzzle,

It was movning break, and, as usuoal,
a nmwunber of fellows had come zalong
te look for letiera.  Billy Bunter seldam
migsed that function. Bunier lived in
perpetual expeetation of the arvrival of
a postal ovder. By cvery post it ought
to have come—though it never did a=
it oughl !

There was no lefter for Bunter ihis
morning.  Uther  fellows took down
letters, but Billy Bunter, like the poor
dog, had none!

It was Bunter's way to blink over all
the other letters. Ile was as inguizitive
as a jackdaw. Tt had even been kuown
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for o leiter to come open by accidest yn
the inguisitive Owl's tat fingers !

Now, a3 it happened, thera was a
posteard in the rack. 1t did not even
occur to Billy Bunter’'s fat brain that
ithere was anything mean in 1'uadil'u§ B
wosteard addressed to  somobody else,
ie would, perhaps have thought it
vathor mean in any ofher [ellow.

“"He, he, ho!"" chuckled Bunter, and
severel follows planced at him.

“TFor goodnezs’ sake,” said Vernon-
Sinith, “take that alarm clock back to
the darm, Buuter !V

“Eh! T haven't got an alarm clock,
you ass "

“Rot! I just heard it go off 1"

“Ha, ha, ha "

_ " You silly ass 1" roarcd Buuler, much
incensed at his musical laughter being
mistaken—perhaps—for the buzz of an
alarm clock! * Look here, Smithy—>"

fNo fear!” said Smithy, “Not till

you get o now set of features! F've
got to consider my eyesight |

“Why, rour—you—you——" gasped
Bunter. “You cheeky ass!  Yon—

you—— DBlessed if I can sce anyihing
to cackle af, In SBmithy’s rotten check,
you fellows! T say, vou remember that
cousint of Warren's, who camne bere one
day, and squinted in at the gatog———"
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"What abouk him, asx?" asked. Harry
Wharton.
"Ie's
Warren.” _ §5,
“How do you know, you fat villain®”
“QOh, really, Wharton! There it 1s
sticking in the rack under your nosel”

Plenty of fellows .had scen a ?natr'ard
addressed in a rather sprawling hand to
J. Warren, sticking in the rack. Ouly
Billy Bunter had thought of lockiug at
the other side of it

“You fat ass,” said Bob Cherry, “ you
den't know James fhist." .

“Tt’ssigned, you fathead!” said Bunter,

"“You i.:mr,l'," saidd Bob. *IHave you
been reading Warren's card 2"

“Oh, really, Cherry! I hope I'm uot
the fellow to read ancther fellow’s post-
cards!" said the [abt Owl. "I took it
down to see if it was for me”

“And you had to look al the back Lo
sre what name was written on the
front ¥ asked the Bounder,

“0Oh, really, Smithy—

* Kick him!” suid Bob.

“Here, vou keep off, you Least! I
SAY; you fﬂ%ﬁh‘ﬂ—h{', he, hal—thatl fellow
James is coming here! He, he, he! Hao
says he's coming {o tea with Warren— 1i's
a half-holiday, you know-—he, he, he!

(Cantinucd on aucel Jugr.)

written  a  posteard fo

t1)
He's the rough and ro skinper aof th
Al gged skipp g

His name is Hobson,
He thinks he Ieads his Form exiremely well,
: Inthnti!;ith kmbua:ﬁ I :
t's trne courage his pluck are greal,
They're almost stainless ;
It’s also true, I'm sorry to relalas,
That Hobson's brainless |

(3)
Now, Hosking would make anybody sors,
He thinks he knows Art,

Uompaosing great sonatas by the scors,
Like Arieg or Mozart,

He thumpe the old plano black snd blue,
Ho never spares it |
We relll.l to him to stop—szave Hobby,
who

Just grins and bears i !

4}

This alierncon I thought I'd call on him—

In vain I sought bhim,
Until by ochanee I wandered fo the gym,

od there I canght him,

Surrounded by & deuse and esger crowd,

He gamely battled
With Coker, of the Fitth, whoze volce waa

11
It rang aod rattled I

smate,

(7}
Then Coker aimed a blow ot Hobson's bean,
Which stunned him slightly.
“ And who's your favourite zelor ocu the
.sereen P 1
T asked politely. ) )
Heo did not answer, save in words which
might
Have vome from Texas, .
As Coker dented, with & fearful right,
His solar plexus !

Having heen told t6 put more punch inte his
verses, our leng-haired poct act out for the gym

(&)
“ Are we alooe? ' I arked, a3 Coker

And Hobby ook it,
“I'Il beat him yet ! " he gasped. I
made & note—
He didn't look it ! )
“ Now what’s your Iavourile Hower ¢ **
I asked him nexi,
Ag Coker cloufed !
The crowd, it seemed, were growing

rather vexed—
*They yclled and shouled !

te iplerview
JAMES HOBSON,
the Captain of the Shell,

(2}
At least, his brain i3 of the plodding kind,
It’s alow but steady ;
Io anyihing requiring thonght you'll find
He's most coready.
He's quite good-tempered, always wears a

! -
It*s Hobby's manner, )
Yes, sven when old Hosking makes a din
On the pianner !

(3}
“ 'l show it my footer's like 2 game
ol noughts and crosses ! ™
Yolled Coksr, and began to do the sams,
With heary losses, .
I made my way into the ring to see
My promised viotim
Ere Coker ceazed, lor that would be when

he
Bad wholly licked hinm.

{B)
Duwnﬂaﬂnwn he went, and down for good, no

ubt | .
The blow had foored him !
“ Now ttglllmu what it's like to be kaocked
W |
1 soon implored him.
I then saw Coker’s hupe uplifted haod
Timed {o advance &
Terrific blow upon my smeller--and
I [ound the answer :




i8

T any, vou saw them the day he losked in
hove—— Warren looked ns if he would
like to bite his head offi—he, he, he! He
doesn’t want him hera! I saw, the chap's
barging it all the same! He, he, he!”

Harry Wharton & Co. cxchanged a
guick look. .

‘They knew only too well, how litilz
Jim Warren of the Fifth wanted James
Wirren Lo call in abt Greyiriars.

They were well awars that the son of
Sir Arthur Warren was his counsin's
puomy.  For some inexplicable reason
bie was keeping guiet while Jim carried
on in his name at the school. Bub he
took a maliciouz pleasure in alarming
and persecuting the boy with a borrowed
ilentity.

Jamea was the most thoroughly un-
pleasant fellow the juniors had ever met
or geen.  Evidently he was making hin-
seli unpleasant again.

o doubt the thrashing Jim had given
Iim in defenee of Price rankled in
James' tevengeful mind. Bub it was
probable that the enmity was of longer
date than that.

“1 say, you /[fellows—?"

Banter,

He was interrupted. Harry Wharton
inok him by one fat ear, Bob Cherry by
the other.

Bang!

Bunter's head tapped on the wall.

Thera was a fiendizh vell fromm Bunier,

* ¥ arcoooh

“That's for pryiog!” said Bol.

Bang!

. ETE'UDP' e

" That's for spying!™

“Yow! Qw! I never "3

Bang !

“ That's for lying !

“Whaoo-hooooop 1™

“MNow, all kick him together !™ said
Boly. " Every fellow here land one——
lon't clear off, Bunter!  Stand still!
Stop! Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's gone ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Buater vanished at top speed. The
Farous Five went ouk inio the quad,
and Harry Wharton looked round for
Warren of the Fifth.

Warren ‘had few letters at the school;
and he had not lroubled to leok in the
rack that morning. Wharton spoited
him, walking in the guad with Eilton,
and cut acroas to him.

“There's a card for you in the rack,
Warren!” he said.

Jim glanced at him.

*1a there?” he said.
he moade no mobion to

1 think I'd bag i, said Harry
pointedly. “There are one or iwo
fellows about who might pry into it."”

Warren gave him a sharp look. He
wadersiood that the captain of the Re-
maove Was conveying a hint.

He gave Hilton & nod, and lefi him,
and went rather quickly into the House.
Several fellows glanced at him curiously.
a3z he took down the postesrd. Nobody
bt Bunter had looked at it—hul o dozen
fellows, at least, had heavd the fat Owl's
remarks on the sabject.

Since Price of the Fifth had given up
Bis fend with Warren, the lalk about the
sew fellaow had rather died away., It
might have been {forgolten altogelher,
imt for the fact that his cousin, of the
surne name as hiomself, was known o
Le slaving in the nei‘ghhnurhﬁcrd. James
fadl butted in ab Greylriars with the
veltherate intention of wmaking things
awkward for Jim. His visit had given a
vew lense of life, as it were, to Lhe talk
abeut Warren.

U-Ei'imu‘l)y. nobody dreamed of suspeel-
ing that James was the fellow that Jim
was supposed 1o be.

I'rice knew it, and Ilarry Whatton &
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Clos.. and the Bounder knew it: bul ihey
were Lkeeping their own counsel.

Bul 6ifty fellows had seen Jomes, when
he talked to Jim at the school getes, and
had noticed his manner of aggressive
insolence and mocking impudence, and
vwondered.

Some of them knew that James was
staying at Popper Courl, where a rowdy
voung man named Clarence Cook had a
rather rowdy party. Coker of the Fifth
had advized Jun to boot the blighler if
he ¢ame near the school: but that was
not acdvice that Jim was in a position to
act upon, much as he mizht have desired
o do go.

Jim Warren was conscious of curious
glances turned 1:?1 him, as he tock the
card down, and slipped it into his pocket.

There was o glow of red in his cheeks
23 he wallked out of the House again.

Fle did not rejein Hilton; but went
away (o a qniet corner under the eolms
to read what James had written,

H Popper Court.
Kent.
Tuesday.
“Dear Jim,~-I know you'll be de-
lighted 1o see e at Greyfriars, and I'm
dropping in  toanprrow,  Wednesday,
afternoon for tea in the study! I jnI:l
vou 1 wonld, you know. Make 1t &
good spread, old ehap ! I'H come along
about four.
“Your very affectionate cousin,
“James Warnes."”

Jim erumpled the ecard 1n his hand.
His face was pale with anger. James
hael held that threat over his head for
some time—and now he was coming !

Ten in the study! And thai very aller-
Lo

An henr, ab least, of James' company
—listening ta his sneers and mockery—
with the danger, every moment, of the
facts coming out!

e had to take it all guietly! James
would ask, over and ever again, Lo have
his face punched. And if Jim punched
it, ithe whole story would come out on
the apat. Ile kunew ihat.

Jammes was holding his hand—for hia
own reasons. But iig his vicious {emper
got the upper hand, he would forget
cantion. Only loo well Jim knew that.
The day Jim had thrashed him, he had
‘blurted it all out before Price—only
Price was keeping it dark. e wonld
burt it all oul before anyone who hap-
pered to be within hearing, 1f Jim laid a
finger on him at the school. And his in-
solence would be unendurable.

Jim Warren szet his teeth.

Whalever might bLe the strange ex-
planation of his coming (o school in
another fellow's name, the fellows wha
kvew his secret believed
“strpight "; Lut nobody who Lnew
James would have said as much for him.
But “ straight ¥ or not, he was in a false
posiivo

Whal was he gomg lo do?

James' amiable desire was to torment
him, like a cat with a mouse, James was
not going to pratify that desire at all
evenis:

Jim could not prevent him from com-
ing. He conld not prevent him from
saying what he liked, when he came.
He would have died sooner than have
asked a favour at lus hands,

But he could avord seeing him when
he came. Ile could deprive James of
ithe pleasure of tovmenting him, taunt-
ing him, before wondering fellows. That,
at all evenls, was in his power.

The Lell rang for third school, Jim
rejoined ¥ilton, on the way fo the
Form-rooms. . .

“You were talking abont a run in a
ear.” hie remarked easually. * A jov-ride
for the afterncon up to call-over.”

that he was.

“fi  vou ecan cut gamos praclice!™
smiled Hilton.

“I'll come! Wingale won't mind if
I ask him to let me off, for once.”

“Good man!” said Hilton,

“What abont Price, too?” asked Jin.

Hilton glanced ab him. Price had been
his_ pal before Warren came, and he had
taken “ﬁ fooltball and dropped * gee-
Eees ttonn had been glad io see the
twe an rather belter terms of Jale.

“ Look. here, if vou dor't mind, T'd
be glad to ask old I'ricey!” he said.

"%’d'hn' lad, too!" saud Jim.

“Dione, then!”

Hilton was pleased. SBo was Stephen
I'rice, when he was asked to join in the
oy-ride,  And Jim felt, af least, a grim
satisfaction. James would come—theve
was no stopping him. He would bar
into his cousin's study. And he could
have that sludy all to himsaelf. James,
certainly, would be sngry and exasper-
aled. He would feel like a cat wherr the
mouse had got away. He might, in his
axasperation, talk too much. Tut he
was cerbain to talk too much, 1f Warren
staved in and punched his face for his
cheek, as was only too likely.

From every pomt of view, zo far as
Jirn eould see, going out and aveuling
the brute was the best way, On this
oceasion, at least, James' cat-and-mouse
game was going io be a frost.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear 1

OBZ0ON and his friends in the
H Bhell had quite a pleasant
littke surprize that morning, in
third school. Mr., Hacker was
even a little more acid aod sharp than
nsual, But soon after third school
began there was a tap, and Troticer, the
page, appeaved, Any interruplion to
class was, as o rule, welcome, especially
in tha Shell rooni.
“The telephone in your study, eir,”
saitl Trotter. “L'vo look the call, =sir,

anc it's—"
"Yery woll, Trotter!” interrupted
Alr. Hacker. * That will do

The+Sheli . fellows exchanged pleased

latces.  LThey did not know why

Tacker was so acid that morning, cer-
tainly not pucssing that he was a little
worried and dubsous about a certain
letter he had written io o Form-master
in a school in Essex.  But they knew
that they wonld be glad to be shut of
him, if only for & few minutes, .

Having enjoined the BShell to give
sirict attention to work while he was
ahsent, Mr. Hacker hurvied from the
IMorm-room to his study. He had been
expecting o call en the telephone, and
ha had ne doubt ihat it was from Mr.
Philpott, at Oakshott.

Ha took up the receiver, alter cave-
fully closing the study door. No ona
wae to kmow anything sbout that eall.
There was fo be no possibility of Warren
getting o hint of whal was to come, and
taking defensive mensures. :

“Hallo! Mr. Hacker speaking!” he
said info the transmitter.  “That, I
presume, s Mr. Philpott " ‘

“ Pregisely, siv! I have called yow ia
voforence fo vour lelier. I was very
much surprised——"

“No doubt ! said Alr. Hacker., © I
is a very singular affair, siv1”

“Very singular indeed ' came the
voice of the Qakshott master. “ Janws
Warren was in my Form here, the
¥ifth, tilf the eud of Tast term. I undey-
stood  that bhe was et Greyfriars
Indeed, an Cakshelt boy, named Bulli-
vant, went over to sce him lhere ouve
half-holiday.” .

“Warren appears o have avoided
him=on that oecasion.™



Mr. Hacker stood with fixed eyes on the boot that was lodged
It was intended to remind hi

to guess what was meant by it,

*I have spoken to Bullivant since

remirinﬁ- ir-::ur letter, Mr. Ilacker, and in my Form,
0

ha hasz told mo that he did not, as a
inatter of fact, see Warren while ho was
at Greyfriars that day. The boy had
gane out,”

“ Intentionally, I fear, Mr. Philpoit!
f vou could make it convenient to pa
o visit to this school—say, on s hali-
heliday—I should be delighted to vencew
our old Oxford acquaintance™
- #0h, quite so, quite sol” said Mr.
Philpott, not very enthusiastically, to
judge by his tones. I should—er—be
quite pleased,  But the journey is, of
course, a very long one, nccessitating a
change of trains in London, and sgain,
I think, at Lantham, However, if yon
have any real reason to believe that a
deeeption 1s_being practised—"
- “1 think I have, Mr. Philpott. And
if it shouwld transpire that a boy of
unknown antecedents is lere in the
name of a boy who should have come,
1b implies that some harm has befallen
tho real James Warren—and vou will
nsturally be interested in his welfare.”

“Oh, quite, quite I said Mr. Philpott.
“But I wili be frank, Hacker. The hoy
Warren was the worst bov in my Forn,
mid I have no desive whatever to seo
him agnin. I wish him well, of course,
and should be very sorry 1f harm befell
hum; but I have no desire to sco any-
thing of lnm.”

“What you say, sir, adds to my con-
vietion ihat the bey lhere is not the
Jamea Warren von  knew!  Yonr
deceription doesg not Ok himm at all. I
wean to say, he is an high favour with
ltis Forme-mastor——>"

“1 am surprised to hear it

“Ho iz generally popular with the
olher boys. Was that the case with the
James Warren yvou knew at Oakshott 7

“Far fvom it!] 1le was extremely un-
popular—indeed, disliked.”

*Was he high in elass®™
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-

anger was almost beyond words !

“He was the laziest and slackest bay
always at the botton of
the class.”

“Warren, hove, iz top of hLis class,”
said Mr. Hacker., “You will see, my
dear Philpott, that there is a great dis-
stinilarity between the iwo.™

“It cortzinly appears so, Tacker-—
and I may add, that T understand that
Warren has become 2 promineat foot-
Laller at Greyfriars. Ilere he was aa
hopeless a slacker in games asz in elass,”

“Obviously not the same boy, Mr,
Philpott, Many eircuwstances have led
me o suspeel that an imposture is being
Lractised. All that »ou say confirms
that suspicion, You, of course, could
identify James Warren at a glance, as
his Form-naster at his former =chool
yop—"!

“Naturally

“One glance at this boev, (herefore,
will be enongh to show whether he is
the James Warven vou knew at Qak-
shott, or some impudent impostor using
hia nameg#*

- %uit-ﬁi”

“Onee in possession of actual facls, I
shall be in a position to place the
matter before the headmasicy, May 1
beg you, my dear Philpott, (o make the
journey =)

¥ Really, you leave me lidtle choice,
My, MHacker, when you toll e that
there ave grounds for believing ihat a
former Oakshott boy has Leen somchow
meade away with, and his place taken by
ain impostor. It sounds to me, siv, a
ILegsh {:Mtl'a{}rﬂhmr}r thinp=—yery suepriz-
g indecd—I may sav, to bn frank,
somewhat incredible.  Bof, in the eir-
cumstances, I feel that I have no cloico
Lbut to come.”

Mr. Hacker could not deuld that {he
Oakshott master was far from plensed.
The prospect of rewewing  Mackers
acquaintance did not scem wholly lo

E —— e

Ilw‘ il

on fop of the eloek on his siudy manielpiece. He could not fail
m that he had beer booted !  Never good-tempered, Mr, Hacker's

console him for a long and iroublesome
jenrney by train,

HBut. as he had slated, De ecouli
scarcely refuse. And so long as he did
not refuse, Mr. Ilacker was sabisficd.

“Nery well, sir!™” said Mr. 1acker,
W hen——""

“I am at liberty {his afternoon, sir,
as it 18 a half-holidav hero,™ said the
Oakshott master. “Such r  malter
cannot be settled too soom, T thinlk.*

I fully agree? said M, Ilacker
very heartily,  “IT shall be delighted 10
s you thi=s aliecrneon. It will be o
pleasure—-" ]

“0h, quite, guite! I have looked at
tha time-table, sir, and find out that my
Liost train will reach Courtlicld at fonr,
That, T think, is the station for Grey-
friars.”

“1 will meet vou at Conrtficld Sipdion
i & oear, Mr. P'hilpott, and bring vou
the school.”

“Thank vou, siv. T zhall be {here.™

“1 am obliged-——7'

A matier of duoty., sir. in the oiv-
riimstances,™ said Mo DPhilpaot.
ood-bye Y

AMlr Ilacker put up the roceiver, avd
s iled,

All was going well !

Philpett, it was e¢lear, was veew
dubicus, and a hittle anuoved ; bt tat
wnttercd nothiug, so long sz e came
over to Greyfriars and saw Wavren of
the Fifth, And he would bo plad, at all
evends, that he had taken the trouble, i
it turned out that on nnpostor was pass-
ing at Greyiviars under the name of the
fermer Qukzholt senlor,

I it turned oot otherwise——-  Iaclor
felt o flush eome 1nto his checks at 1he
fhought of that. What an uller {ocl
Philpott would think him, if be made
that Jong and troublesome journey, only
to find at tho end of it that 1heve was
rnolhing  the maefier—nothing buk =
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groundless suspicion|  That, undoubt-
edly, would be extremely uncemfortable
for Mr. Hacker. _—

But he was sure—almost sure—that his
snspicion was well founded. Anyhow,
he was sure that Warren had booted
him,

Fle left his study, and went. back
slowly to the IForm-reoms thinking as
he went. Naturally, Mr. Philpott
selected a halfi-holiday for the journcy;
he eould not get away from Oskshott
any other day. But on a hali-holiday
Warren might be out of gates. That
would never dol True, he had noe hint
of danger—he would not %-0 out for that
reason! But on a halt-holiday, any
fellow mmight go out.

AMr. Hacker paused, and looked at the
notices on the board. There was one
in Wingate's hand, he knew, concerning
the first eleven, and now he read it
carefully. It was to the effect that the
first eleven would attend games practice
from three to four—with a list of the
naies of other men, not in the cleven,
who wounld be required.

That settled it.

Warren was in the first eleven, and
would turn up with the rest, as a matter

of course, r. Hacker knew how keen
n footballer he was.” He could not
“eut ™ that practice withont asking

leave of his skipper, which he was the
very last fellow to do, unlesa for somec
very special reason.  All was safe in
that direction. X

(iames practice—with Warren—would
be going on at Greyiriars till the COak-
shott master arrived at Courtfield. The
foothallers would be in the changing-
room  afterwards—when the Oakshott
master reached Greyfriars.. Ho would
be on the spot—when the Oakshott
wmaster was on the spot. It was “all
clear.” 3

Mr. Hacker returned to his I'orm-
reom in quite & good humour. Hobson
& Co. had not given that strict atien-
tion to work in his absence that Hacker
had enjoined. They had, in fact, been
skyvlarking, and there was a sudden
scamiper to desks when Hacker caine
baclk.

S0 it was rather a relief to them
that Facker returned in an unusually
good temper. ‘That telephone call
seemed to have had the effect attributed
to music—of soothing the savage breast
—whichh was rather fortunate for
Hacker's Form, though they were far
froun guoessing the reason.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

James Arrives !

& HSAY, you fellows"”
Billy unter, “there's
beast 1"
“ Jolly old James ™ murmured
Bob Cherry.

“lie  esteemed and  ridiculous
Jaines ! remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh.

It was & very HAne afternoon for
November, with & glimmer of sunshine
in the grey sky. Harry Wharton & Co.
Lhad put in an hour at football ]pmctim.
MNow they were sauntering In the quad,
discussing the apprﬂ&chinﬁ 'g.minr foot-
ball fixture with Bookwood School, and
pay¥ing no attention whatever to Billy
Bunter, though he had s matter of
greal importance to communicate. This
was that he was expecting a postal
order in the morning from one of his
titled relations.

What Bunter wanted to know was—
who was going to lend him five bob till
that postal order came? Apparently,
nobody was: for nobody anawered
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Bunter, all the cheery. Co. passing um
L¥ like the idle 'wind which they
regarded not. ; ' _

"~ But they gave the fat Owl heed when
he pointed s fat and rather grubby

finger at a fellow whovappeared in the

gateway, ‘

Big and beefy, hulking and aggres-
give, withs hiz square chin and pug
features, -f&.mes Warren stood . there,
with Diis hands in his overcoat pockets,
looking ia. ]

Bunter eyed him uncasily through Ins
big spectacles.. e had felt the weight
af James' boot once, and had not liked
it. Booting was much better fun for
the booter than fof the bootee, so to
speak,

“Well, he's come!” said Harry, in a
low volge.

“1 sav, vou fellows, he said he was
coming on that postcard, you know,”
sald Bunter; "and now hé's come.
Warren jolly well deesn’t want to sec
him. He hasn’t got s spread ready for
him, like lhe said on the posteard.”

“How do you know, yon fat villain 7*

“Well, I loocked in his study,” said
Bunter. “Not tnat I was ﬁzmg to
touch anything, vou know. I hope I'm
not the fellow to touch o fellow’s tuck.
But there wasn’t sanything. I say, you
fellows, what about collaring that beast
and cducking his head in the fountsin?
You fellows could do it, and I—T'l]l keep
watch for beaks——" )

“Not & bad wheeze ! grinned Bob
Cherry, ) '

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Mo rows, for goodness’ sake!™ he
said. -“It's bad enough for Warren to
have that cad barging in, anyhow!
Here he comes!™

James wallked—or, rather, swaggered

=T

He looked about him as he came with

the air of aggressive self-sufficiency®

that made even fellows who did net
know him inclined to punch his head.

“Oh, vou!” he said, with a stare at
the Famous Five.

Billy Bunter backed behind the Co.

“ Little us [*’ said Bob Cherry affably,
“WNice afternoon for the time of year—
what ? Pleasure to see you [*

“The pleasurefulness is terrific ™

“"Where's my cousin " said James,
“Fle might have come down to the gates
to mcet his nearest and dearest rela-
trom 1™
“T'Hl toke you to his study, if you
hike ?” said Ilarry Wharton, with great
politeness.

James stared at him surlily.

“Fou're jolly civil all of a sudden ™
he grunted. * But get on with it [

“This way [ said Harry.

He left the Co., and James stalked
after him to the House.

Harry Wharton had not the slightest
desire to be civil to James.  But, for
Warren's salte, he was anxious to get
him out of the peneral view,

Joumes, loud and aggressive, wanted to
atiract attention. He had written =a
posteard instead of a letter to Jim with
the idea that other oyes might see it
and cawse his visit to be more generally
known.

He had no intention whatever of
giving nis Cousin Jin avway—for the
reason that it did not suit his own plans
to do 30. But he did intend to keep his
victim on tenterhooks, dreading every
moment that it might all come out.
There was a vicious and cruel strain in
James' delightful naturve, which he n.
dulged to the full whenever it seemed
safe to do so. In the present circum-
stances, it was safe, s0 James was fully
preparad to enjoy his eat-and-mouse
game that afternoon.

Wharton would gladly have hurried

him iuto the House. Buk James had
quile other wdeas, and was not to be
hurried.

He swapgernd along at a leisuraly
rate, and a good many fellows looke
at bim, as he intended that they should.

“That's Warren's cousin I Temple of
the TYourth was heard to remark.
“Yooks a bit of & bargee—what ™

James scowled "as he heard that.

“0Oh, vou!” said Coker of the Iifth,
meeting him near the House.

Jamies gave him a defiant stare.

“If ¥vou weren't Warren's cousin,”
said Coker, “I'd mo vou up—soee "

And Coker snorted and marched on.

On the steps of the House they met
Mr. Quelch. The Remove master gave
James a sharp, rather searching look.
He did not zecin to be very favourably
improssed by James. Fow wero.

“Who iz this, Wharton " asked Mr,
Queleh in 2 very.cold tone,

“*Warren's cousin, siv,” said Iarry,
“1 thonght I'd take him to the studx,
a5 Warren isn't about.”

“Oh 1" said Mr. Quelch. * A relative
of Warren of the Tifth Form

““That’s it, sir,” s
“You may certainly take him 1in,
Wharton."

Quelch glanced after James, as li.
went in, euviously. He liked Warren of
the IMifth, as ncarly all Greyfriars did.
But, on lis looks, he did not like
Warren's cousin. ever & fellow
looked mn  out-and-out * bounder,”
James did, and Qucleh was surprised
that Jim had such & relation.

He would bhave been more surprised
had he known that James was son and
heir of 8ir Arcthur Warren, baronet, a
great man in the diplomatic werld.

James swaggered in after Wharton.

There was nobody visible in the Fifth
Form passage when they arrived there,
Most of the Iifth lhad been at games
practice, and were now in the changing-
Food.

Harry tapped nf the door of Study
No. 4 and opened it. Wheibier Warren
was there or not he did not know. Ha
hoped that he was, for he suspecied that
Jim would bo anxipus to keep his
eonsin as much oot of the general view
as possible.

But the study was vacant.

James shoved the junior aside in the
rudest possible manncr, and swaggered
into the study. Wharton'’s eyes glinted
at him, but he kept his temper.

It was odd enough, perhaps, that
Harry should be anxious for the welfara
of a fellow whom he knew to be plaving
& part at Greyfrinrs School. But he
trusted  Warren, in spite of appear-
ances; he accepted his word that he had
done no wrong, and he was_ net the
fellow for half-measures.

On his own account, he would have
been glad to land his fist 1n James'
eve. On. Warren's account, he was
snxious to avold anything like a shindw.

“Ts thiz Jim's study " grunted
o ATNeS.

“ YVes,” answered ITarry.

“Why i=n't he liere? 1 told him T
should be coming at four, and it's past
four now ¥

“I suppose he's in the changing-
room,” said Harry. “The first eleven
have just knocked off games practice, I
believe.” 3

Wharton, of course, knew nothing of
Warren's plans for that afternoon. He
had no knowledge whatever of the fact
that Jim Warren at that moment was
ten milez away in & car with Hilton
and Price.

“Well, cut off and tell him I'm here 1
said James. “Poke that fire first; it's
doocid eold IV

James threw off his coat and hat, and



sat down in the study armchair. Xle
stretehed out his legs, and felt in his
pocket for a cigaretie-case.
‘Wharton, breathing rather hard,
mended the fire, and then left the
study te look for Jim Warren. His last
view of Jamnes showed him that youth
lolling ungracefully in the armchair,
emaking & cigarette. e shut the door
when he went, unwilling for that sight
to meet other oyes if it could be helped.
Tho captain of the Remove went down
to tho changing-room. It was crowded
with Fifth apd Sixih Form men. But
lie did not see Warren among them.
"t‘ Is Warren here, Potier 1 he ealled
OUuL.
Potter of the Fifth loocked round.
“"Eh—mo! Ie's gone out, I believe.”
“Gone out 7 repeated Harrj blankly.
*“Yes. -He cut this  afterocon. I
believe he went out in Hilton's car.”
“Oh, miy hat 1

Wharton left the changing-room,
rather at a loss. He vejoined his friends
in the gquad.

“"Seen anything of Warren®” he
asked. )

4 Hm r

“Well, Potter thinks he's gone out
for the afternoon i in a car with Hilton.

Lhat "blighter is wailting in his study
for him.’

Bob Cherry chucklod.

“Giving hitn_ a miss in baulk,” he
said. “Best thing he could do, I dare
say. Rather a joke on James™

*The jokefulness is terrific ™
Harry Wharton laughed.
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"“Well, yes. It's no business of ours.
‘The fellow can sit in the study as long
as he hkes, He's oub of sight there,

anyhow.”
“1 say, you {folldws, there's old
Hacker! Who's that he's pot with

him 7" asked Billy Bunier, *“ Looks a

crusty old stick.”

A taxi had amp%:m;i on the drive,
gnd the juniors ced at the two
gentlemen whao a.llghted from it—Mr.
Hacker, and a rather stout man with &
ragged moustache and horn-rimmed
spi:c:tacl{-s Bunter Blinked at them in-
quisitively; but Harry Wharlon & Co.
wera not in the least interested in either
of them, and they walked away, leav-
ng Bunter blinking. And Mr. Hacker
and Mr. Philpott passed into ithe Iouso.

ey

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Oakshott Beak !

1] HI3 way, sic!” said Mr
E Hacker.

fr. Phalpott mada a sound

of/assent rather like a grunt.

o followed the master of tlie Shell
up the staircase. The Oakshott master
was not in the best of lempers, snd his
manner, though polile, was cold. -

It was fine weather for November;
but it was cold and chilly, and there
was & sharp wind. Mr. Philpott was
clderly—long past the age for finding
any pleasure in & long railway journey,
with changing trains,

2]

A scnzo of duty had wrged him fo
comio.. He had felt that Lo could not
very well refuse to do so. Dut he was
not  enjoying . the trip—far from it.

And he was doubtful—more than ever
doubtful since he had mot Mr, Hacker.

Thoy had had a talk in the taxi from’
Courthield. And Mr. Philpott, who was
uo fool, had detectod l‘:e fm:r. that
Hacker had a strong dislike for tho

boy Warren, whether he was an im-
pastor or :mt
The whole thing was unuspal,

dubious. Mr. l’h:lpmt felt that he had
ta sea the boy, a state definitol
whether e was tha fellm\' he pretend
to be. But it was very irritat: o
think that possibly—indeed, pruhuni:ﬁy—
Ire had been given that ]ung and uncom-
fortable journey, because Iacker had
been misled by his distike for & fellow
in the Fifth Form.

It waa true that Hacker's description
of Jim did not tally with what he knew
of James. That looked as if there
might be an impasfura,

On the other hand Hacker had told
him about that unexampled outrage in
thoe fog; and that did tally with what
ho knew of James,

James was the very fellow to boot &
man he disliked, under cover of the
fog: and to lie about it afterwards.

That talk in the taxi, thercfore, had
not convinced Mr. Thilpott that
Hacker's suspicions wora well founded.
It had made him feel mors and mora
doubtful.

(Continued on next page.)
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However, the matler was to be put
lo the test when he saw Warren, Faco
to face the truth would be establizshed
bevend the possibility of dounbt.

And if it turned out that the Warren
of Greviriars was the Warren of Qak-
shott, and that the whole thing was
moonshine, Me. Philpott was going to
speak some very plein words to Mr.
Haucker before he left to cabch his train
home.

Vor the present e was coldly polite.

They stopped on the big landing from
wlich =cveral passages opened. Mr.
#lacker pminmﬁ to the Fifth Torm
passagoe.

They had made arrangemoents in the
taxi. Mr. Philpott would have pre-
ferred the boy to be sent for:; but
Hacker pointed out, very rcasonably,
that if Warren heard that an Qakshott
master was on tee spot, he would avoid
the interview al any risk.  Philpott
hatd to catch an early train: he eould
not wait very long. And if the *im-
postor V' pot wind of his presence, it
wounld be casy for him to dedpe till
the Oakshott beak was gone.

It was scttled, therefore, that DMr.
Philpott should proceed immediately to
Warren's study,

If Warren was thero he would sco
him at once; if he was not there, ho
would seo him as soon as ho came it
fn the meantime, nobody would Lknow
that an Ogkshott master was there—
which was urgent, 1f the voung rascal
was not fto be put on his guard.

“Stady No. 4, sir, in thal passage,”
said Mr. Hacker.

“Very good I grunted Me. Philpott,

“I will await you in my study, sir,”
said Mr. Hocker. “You will let me
know the cutcome when you have scen
the boy ¥

“Lertainly 1Y

Mr. Hacker went down the lower
stairs with a bitter smile on his face.
S0 far as ho could see the bird was in
the sparc. * The I'ifth Form fellows
were coming up to tho studics from the
changing-room now, Potler and Greeoe
passed him on the stairs as he went
down,

o The master of the Shell went to Tis
study, to wait..

THE MAGNET

He had lititle doubt of the result. e
way sure-—almost sure—that Warren of
Gréyiriars was not Warren of Qakzshott.

But if he was in error—if Warren,
after all, was genuine—thera was no
harm done—to Hacker, at all events.
Ho was not appearing personally in the
matter at all.

Warren, if gennine. would not be sur-
prised at his old IForm-master from
(aksholk looking in to see him while he
was at Greyiviars Lo 2ee & master there.
He would not know that Hacker had
brought him there for that purpose.

Warren, if not genuine, would bo
shown wup, and, in ithat ease, Mr.
Hacker was prepared to come forward
as the man who had discovered the
cheat, and taken measures to expose it

Me. MHacker paced hiz study rather
restlessle,  Ie was- cortain—almost cer-

tain—what Ae, Philpott would have

to say when he came {0 hum. Bub he
was anxion: fo be quite corbain,

Tap !

A knock came at his- study door as
he paced.

iz door spened,
round eagerly,

“You have scen ham?’* he exelaimed.
“You have ascortalned that the young
rascal 15 not—="  Alr. Hacker broke
off suddenlsy.

My, Iacker spun

“Eh!” e¢jaculated .Hobson of the
Shell.
My, Hacker glaved at ihal lhopeful

member of his Form.

“Nou voung rascal!”™ he exclaimedd
angrilv. Y What do you mean by it ¥

Ixpecting Mz,  Philpott  every
moment, he had supposed that 1t was
tlie Oakshott master at his door.. But
it wasn't. It was just IHoebby with an
“impot™ in his hand,

Hobson blinked at him, amazed,

Iie was aceustomed to sharpness and
acidity from Hacker. But this, as
Hobby told Hosking and Stewart in
his study afterwards, was the jolly old
limit—jumping down a fellow’s throat
when he brought in his lines,

“Wha-a-a-t do I m-m-m-mean by if,
sir ! pazped Hobzon. * You gave mo
the lines this morning, sir "

“YWhat?" . .

“You feld me to bring them in before

A Big Book of Thrills and Excitement!

Nugged land of adventure—the grea:
Wild West into which intrepid ven-
turers hght their way to maintain
discipline against tremendous odds.
Such backgrounds, bristling with the
certainty of thrill and daring, form the
scttings chosen by the master-authors
who contribute to The POPULAR
BOOK of BOYS' STORIES. The

lavishly illustrated stories cover every

aspect of myslery
and adventure,
Don’t miss this

192-page book !

On Sale af all Newsagents

The
Popular Book of
BOYS STORIES

and 2!6 Net

ooksellers.

Lea, sir,” said Ilobson agprioved. * And
bera they are, sie”

Mr. Hacker looked at him as if ho
eould have bitten him. He had for-
gotter all about Hobson and his lines.
He snatched them from iho unfortunato
Hobby's hand,

“Leave my sbudy ! he snarled.

“¥es, sir; but vou fold me to bring
them beforo tea, and—-="

‘g 17 I'm:::-h:tn_f Mr. Hacker.

He pushed Hobson out of the study
and slammed the deor on him. Hobby
went away pgreatly surprised and -
dignant, Mr. Hacker hurled the linos
inte his waste-paper basket, and waited
impatiently for the Oakshott beak.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Genuine Article !

b LD Philpotters i
0 The startled exclamation
greeted My,  Philpatt, the

master from Oakshott, al the
door of Study No. 4 in the Fifth.

Br. Philpott had tapped at-the door
and opened it; and in the doorway he
Eﬂll%hﬂd spasmodically,

Almozt a fog of smoke smole lim,
and he coughed and gus{uﬂ.

The hulking, beecfy feliow sprawling
in tho armchair, turned his head, o
look at him throvgh tho haze of cigar-
ette smoke.

James was expeeting 1o see Jim
Warren., It was a quarter of an hour
since Harry Wharton had left James
there, and gone to call Jim.

James, as he turned his head, was
grinning, quite expecting angry looka
from Jim ab the sight of lus study reck-
ing like a tap-room.

But- he jumped with a startled ex-
clamation at the sight of the man In
horn-rimmaed plasses at the door.

He knew Mr. Philpott, of course, at
a glance. Only last term he had been
at Onk:shott School, and Philpotters
had been his Form-master,

e was amazed to sce him,

What an Oaksholt master was doing
at Greyiriars he could not imagine.
He had never cven seen Mr. Flacker,
and koew, of coprse, nothing of the
proceedings of thet scid gentleman, or
of tha trouble between him amd Jim
Warren.

“0ld Plalpoliers!™ he repeated
blankly, rising fromn the armchair,

Mr, Philpott stepped inte the study.

He coughed again and stared -at
James through the haze wilh & Lkunitted,
frowning brow.

Heo was deeply angry.

That long and uncomfortable journey
[eom Vzsex, changing tramns to London
-—gll for nothing, Here was Jamncs

Warren.
What became of thab man Hacker's
absurd  suspiciena  now—ihat  had

dragged him all that weary woy—lor
nothing? Here was Jamues—the Jamea
he kucw!

He stared at him—almoat glarcd ab
him. He was angry with Hacker, anguy
with James, angry with things gencr-
ally. Could anything be more anney.
ing than to be brought such a distance
on a fool's errand—te discover a marc's
nest at the end?

For this was James—the genuine
James! No impostor, evidently—just
James !

Naturally, it did not occcur to Mr,
Philpott that Warren of the ¥Fifth had
gone out that afternoon and lelt that
other Warren to wait for him as long
as he liked. No such thoughl could
pozsibly coter his mind.

Ho had come to Warren's study to sce
Warren. Here was YWarren |
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James replaced the cigareite In his mouth, and blew out a cloud of smoke, right in the Dakshott master’s face, Mr.
backed a pace or two, gasping and choking, * You—jyou—you insolent young knave ¥ ** he gasped,

to make a complaint io your present headmaster ! **

“You voung rascal ! said Me. Phil-
poit. *“¥You have not changed your
wu}is singe you were at Qakshott, I
goe |

James stood sta rin% at him. Aggres-
pive bully a3 he was, he had always boen
vather afraid of Philpott at Oakshott,
e waes daunted now by the stern frown
of his former “beak.”

“Smoking V' smapped (the Oakshotd
mastor, “1'ali! Evidently vou hnve not
changed=pal 1

James pulled himself together. The
cheeliy, defiant expression habitual to
iz face relurned, Ho remembered that
e did not belong to Oakshott now,

and that his former beak had no
authority over lam. Once he had
irembled - at Philpoit's frown, Now

l‘hi!;{utt waa no more lo hun than the
wan in the street.

With that refleetion, Jumes' usaal 1im-
pudence camo back.

" Ieep your wool on, Plilpettcra ™ he
eaid coolly.

“What—what I exclaimed 1he Ol
shott masler.  Perhaps My, Dhilpalta
knew that tho Fifth at Oakshott called
im * Philpottera,”  But they did nol
eall him that to iz fuce. James did—

now | :
“Trot in, old bean, if you like!”
grivned  James.  “Aake yourself at

leome, Phifpﬂtlﬂl‘ﬂI Take a pew 1

“ You mimpudent voung rascal !

“"Uan it suggested James. Do
vou think vou ¢an slang a fellow now—
mow he's left school? We've not at
Uaksholt now, Philpotters | Take a pow
wid have a simoke 17

“Wha-a-t? gasped My, hilpoit.

“I can't say I'm glad to zeo vou,”
weik on James, I never liked vaor
ugly ming poking ioto my study sl Uuk-
cholt.™ '

“ My—my what

;;Yuur ugly muog 17 said James olwep-
iy,

making,

Me. Philpott almest gurgled.

“*Upon my word I he stuttcred.
could plmost wish yon were  still
Oakshott boy, Warren |}
you ¥

“I dare say you would!™ chuckled
James, "I faney you'd like tol  IHa,
ha! Buat you can't do it here, you see.
You've ragged mo for sinoking at Oak-
shott | Billy eld ass[™

ITI__I_:[_:.I

James replaced the cigarcite in his
mouth and blew out & clond of smoke,
right in the Oakshott master’s face.

Afr. Philpott backed a pace or wwo,
gasping and choking,

Jamea roarved with lavghler,

“1la, ha, ha!”

* ¥ ou—you—you gurgled M
Plilpott.

“Comao to think of it, T am glad to
see you ! chortled James. *X ecan fell

TEI
an
I would cano

L]

vou now what I think of you! Old
a3z 1™

“Warren=——"

“Billy old idiot!” snid James,

“Upon my word——7"

“Cantunkerouz old blighter ™  said
James. “Pie-faced old freak! DBlink-
ing old owl in your barnacles 1™

My, Philpott gasped fur breatl
between  cigarcito-smoke and  fury,

This was wlhat Llacker had let Lim 1n
for )

* You-~vou—yon inzolent voting
Lnave ™ he gasped. “I have a great
mind to make a eowplaint to your
rrresent headinaster 1

James slared ot bim for a momeont.
nob understanding.  Then, as he vealised

the mistake BMr. Philpoit was maoking,

he roared.

“"Ha, ha, La ™

“How dare you laugh!™ shivicked the
Oakzholk mazter.

“Ha, ha, ha ™ bawled Jantes.

He almost doubled up with
T E 1]

theryi-

Philpott
** 1 have a great mind

“ Ha, ha, ha I ** roared James, realising the mistake Mr. Philpott was

“¥You insolent raseal!” hooled Mr,
Philpott,

“Ha, ha, ha ™ bellowed Jemes,

The Oakshott master’s error mado
him fairly howl, Mo did not think of
setting it right. It did not suit James
for Jim Warrven to be given away—
which certainly would have happened
Lhad Mr. Philpott Iearned that he,
Janes, was in that study by chance dus-
ing Jim's abscnee. But he howled
with merriment over the mistake.

Alr. Philpott’s temper failed him—
wlhich was not surprising, in the eip-
cumstances, He made a stop towarda
Joanres, with uplifted hand.

Binack |

James ceazed to laugh quite  sudd-
denly.  That sudden box on the car

=ent him staggeringe., o
“Oh!  You

“Ow ! rearved James
cheeky old fool—wool 1

Al Fllilpnll‘, terned and strode, o,
rather, stamped, from the study, 1l
rlosed the door aller him with a slamn
that rang the length of the Fifth Form
pazsage.

“Checky old rotter ' gasped Jamoes.
rubbing his car. " Cheeky old nss!
Well, I've told him what I think of
Liny, anvhaw 1"

And James sat down again
lighted a fresh cigarette.

arnl

Hard on Hacker !
M K. HACKER turned quickly to
bang.
Iliz door flow open.
face wag =0 exeiled and angry ihat il
nrde Iacker siare. Evidently 1lwre

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,

Lis study deor—as there was

a knock on it—or, vather, a

It was the man he expeeted  {his

timme., It was My, Philpotl. Amd lhis

had been an interview In Warren's
Unp Maguer Lisgany.—No. 1,440,
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stdy that had wery much discomposed
Lhe gentleman from OQakshott School.

“Bir " gasped Mr. Philpott.

“¥You have aeen -the bov ! cxelaimed
Me, Hucker cagerly.

“¥ez, sir!” almeost bawled Alr. Phil-
poit. I have scon hiin! 1 have scen
Warren, sir! And I am bound o tell
you, Mr, Hacker, that you have made a
fuol of me, as well, sir, as a fool of
yourszelf I

“ Wha-a-at 1"

“I have made & long journcy,” said
Mr. Puilpott, “I have a long journcey
vet fo make. I should count that as
nothing if there were a reason for il—
a sensible reasen, sir! Bub to be put
to so much trouble and waste of time
for no better rcason than a foolish sus-
pleion——*'

“What " gasped Mr. Hacker.

*An sbsurd suspicion, sir!” hooted
the ©Oakshott master. “I doubted
whether thero was—whether there could
bhe—anything in such’ an absurd idea
when I received your letier, Buat vour
positive assertions on the telephone——>

“Am I to understand—"

“You are to understand, sir, that vou
have wasted iny time and exposed me
to a very disagrecable interview with
at insolent young rascal 1

“Then Warren-—-" arliculaled My,
Hacker,

e had been so certain~—almost abso-
lutely certain. The fGnal test was for
an Oakshott master fo sec Warren of
the I'ifth and identify him if gemiine,
expose him 1f not.  That toest did wet
seem to have worked out according to
Hacket's anticipations,

*You—you—you saw- Warrcn in his
study, sic?? gasped Mr. Hacker,

I saw Warren in his study, sie”
snapped Me. Philpott, *and I found
him, sir, tho samo disgracelul and fuwi-
pudent young rascal ithat I kuew b
ab Oakshoth 1"

“The—the same boy—

“The same bow, sir1* hooted the Oalc
shott master. * Certainly the same boy |
The same boy that was a continual
tronble to me n my Form at Oake
shott, eiv, and that I was very glad in
sec the last of | 1 was glad, siv, when
Hir Avthur Warren deeided to remove
his =son to another school—and I inay
as woll say frankly that, had he neot
so decided, the young rascal would not
have been allowed to remain ab Ouk.
shott. The impudent young knave—-"

Mr. Hacker felt hiz house of cards
falling to {;.iet!nﬂ round lim,  Thilpotl
had scen® Warren in Study Noe, 4 in
the Tifth, and this was the resalt!

lacker had cxpected the Oalksholl
master to be annoyed if the whole thing

a
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angry that e had ne politeness left to
waste on the man whoe had, as he be-
lieved, told him a cock-and-bull story
ang wasted his time, and generally
made a fool of him.

“Then — then — thep—-=" ITacker
stammered.,  ""The boy Warren is—is
definitely the boy you knew at Ouakshotr
—the son of Sir Arthur Warren, of
Warren Croft?"

“Most cortainly, sir, and he has not
changed since ho has come to a different
school 1" enorted Mr. Philpott.  “IHe
grected me, gir, with the unbounded in-
solenee I might have E:LEEGtEd of such
& boy! He retains, sir, his old grudge
againzt the master who often had to

unizh him for bad conduct at his
ormer school! He insulted mo to my
face, sir, as I might have expected, and
I boxed his cars, #ic !

! gasped Mr, Hacker,

“I hesitated, sir, to come herc! 1
wizh. now, sincerely, that 1 bad refused
to come!  Only a sense of duty, sir,
forced me to do so—your positive as-
surance, sir, that some imposture was
being practised! I find, sir, that you
were talking nonsensg——"

“ Ale. Philpott M

“ Nonsenso, sir 1Y znorted the Oakshott
master. “Mere  foolish  suspiclons,
founded upon I know not what! DBut
I remembor, Mr. Hacker, from our Ox-
ford days, that you were a.lt_‘.‘a:;l.-'s. CYen
as a young man, of a suspicious and
carping nature! I tell you so plaindy,
sir ! regret, sir, that I bave taken
any notice of your absurdity 1

“I had rcason to doubt "

“Rubbish, sir] Nonsensel You have
cxposed me, eir, to disrespect and 1n-
silr, from a. boy who is, wifortunately,
wo longer under my authority, and
whom I eannot punish as he descrves!
But I have boxed his cars, sir!- I am
rlad Lo say that I have boxed his cars
soundly 1™

“Buat——" stammered Mr. Ilacker.

“Tnough, sir] I have nothing further
to do bere! Did I leave my hat here?
Oh, lera it is! I wish you a wvery
good afternoon, Mr. Hacker !’

“My dear sir—" stammered Br.
[iacker.

Mr, Philpott made no answer, save a
snort. He whiskéd out of Mr, Hacker's
study, jamming on ki hat as he went,

The master of the Bhell stood rooted
to the floor,

This was the end of his suspicions of
Warron of the Fifth. ¥e had got an
(lakshott master on the scene o show
him up. That master had 1dentified
him as the former Oakshott boy. It
was a crushing blow to Mr, Hacker.

e heard the buzz of a taxi oulside,

turned out to be moonshine, His ox- and steg ed to his window.

pectationa  wern  fully realised, and, M. ilpott had stepped into ihe
more, Mr. Philpott was not only waiting taxi, and it was buzzing away
anuoyed, Lo was intcnsely angry--so to the gates with him. IIacker had a
glimpse of his face
az he sat in 1{—
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Bunt they counted for mothing in the
faco of the positive identification of
Warren by an Oakshoit master. The
disappomntment was keen and biiter.
The feltow who had booted Hacker was

not, after all, to be shown up as an
umpaostor !

# 4 - I ii a

James sal and smoked in Btudy No.
4, in the Fifth, for another half-hour.
Ey that time, James was tired of wait-
ing for his cousin.

Harry Wharton had not returned to
tell him that Jim had gone out for
the aftermoon; and Jim had not ap-
pearcd; and James, at last, came out
of the study.

Potter and Greene, in the deorway of
the noext study, glanced at him. They
knew that he was Warren's ecusin, hav-
g seen him before. Potter felt called
upon to speak a civil word.

“Did vou come fo sce Warren?™ ha
aslkeod.

“Yes, T jolly well did!” growled
James, far from eivilly. “And I've
been wailing for the blighter about an
hour. Where is8 he #°

“Borry,” sald Potter. “Ile can't have
Lknown you were coming—he's gone out
for the afterncon.®

“Gone out for the efternoon I roared
James.

“"Yes, in a . cer with some fellows.™

:‘ ’%‘}!m checky hotnd I roered James.

‘Eh¥”

“He kpnew I was coming !’ roared
James, “J sent him a3 card ta toll him
g0,  Xaz tho cheoky cad gone out on
purpose®"

Potter and Greene prinned. Realiy,
it looked like if.

P he rotten, cheeky cad!™  roared
James, in great wrath, By poam, PlL
teach him that Le ean’t treat me like
ths i

He stamped away down the passage,
and stamped down the stairs, and out of
the Hoose. In the gquad he came on
Harry Wharton & Co., who smiled at
hitn.  He returned ibe smile with a
savape seowl. ]

“Fon ecan tell that cowsin of mine
that I'll make him it up for his cheek !
bawled James, careless how many ears
heard hirn.  ®Lell him 't not stand-
ing this sort of cheek from a beggarly
poor relation! Sce??

He stalked away to the gates.

It was only the desire of the Famous
Five to sec the last of him as soon_ as
possible, that saved him from being
collared, up-ended, and given what he
asked for.” Dut tﬁey were too anxious
to see Lim po, to think of delaying him,
oYon Enr such a good ohject. And James
went !

— Rm g

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bagglng the Booter I

L3 SAY, yvou fellows [
H Mr. Ilacker pave a grunt of
irritation.

Tt was the following marning,
in break, and Mr, Hacker was in tho
worst temper of his Iife. The Shell had
had the keenest edge of bis tongue that
morning ! i

Walking under tho clms, in break,
Mr. Ilacker was thinking over his de-
feat., Ife had scen Jim Warren that
rrmrning-—-luﬂkin%_ ‘m::ﬁ cheery  and
bright as cver. Jim did not even Lknow
that an Oakshott master had visited the
rchool the previows day, though Mre,
Hacker, of course, supposed that he
did. Warren had no idea of what he
hat been saved from by James' wisit
to the schiool. James had been gone

(Continued on page 28.)



MORE EXCITING CHAPTERS OF OUR THRILL-A-MINUTE SEA STORY !

DAN of the DOGGER BANK!

By David o

The Face at the Window !

HBEOWN overboard by ensmies

of his father—Donald Graham,

a millienaire shipowner--young

Kenneth Graham 1s picked up

off the D‘ﬂgfer Bank by the Lowestoft
ishing trawler, Grey Seal.

His past life blotted from his brain,

the youngster 13 given the name of

“Toggor Dan,” and signed on as fifth

hand under Skipper Afhali.nf, Finn
Macoul, Wat Grifiths and Buck
Atheling.

Aware of his nephew’s fate, and
knowing that he will be heir to the
shipowner's monéy when his Dbrother
dies, Dudley Grzham conceives a plan
to get Kenneth out of the way for
over,

Engaging the services of Jake
Rebow, commander of the Black
Squadron, a fleet manned by men

whom no honest trawler would take on
board, he promises to pay over £500
on_receiving procf of Kenneth's death.

Rebow fails in his efforts, losing two
of his craft—DBanshea and hnrgmare—
In consegquence.

Determined fo gain hizs ends, how-
ever, Dudley IGragmn calls on Rebow
again, and raises his price to £1,000.

“Aon,” zaid Rebow,
mada o siller ™

“Nonsense, man! I have a decent
ineome, of course; but it's a fleabite to
what I'd own if I had my vights, 1
ought to be rolling in it. I should be,
too, if that cub had never come mto
the world. But can you do the job and
make 1t dead sura?”

I follow it up till it's done P said
Rebow.

“Heo 12 on the trawler Grey Beal at
present.”

Rebow stared.

“You necdn’'t stare like that. i |
know as much ahout the game as you
do. I've had the tip, and I've been
watching her—from a disiance, of
courae. Confound it, man, if it wasn't
that I'm well known, I'd tackle the
business myself inside of an hour, and
fnish the job while you are jibbing and
bog ]m%; at 1t 1"

*Ng,” said Rebow, with contempt,
"wo're not tho sort to risk vour neck.

at's my trade, I'm an ould lhand at
it. Leavo 1t to me!”

Five muinutes later Dudley Graham
stood on the bridge of his vacht again,
sndg his swarthy, black-haired littlo
dage zkipper rang the engines to full
speed abead. The yacht leaped away
into the night, and Dudley leaned over
the dodgers and became a prey to his
thoughts. For ‘over an hour he
remained motionless,

Then he looked wp. The yacht had
come upon the ogger  Fleet, and
passed through ik Away beyond, as
the darkress closed behind on  the
vessels she had left, a solitary trawler,
satling close-hauled, lay a little to
windward of the yacht's course.

Dudley loocked at her—he had a
“"I'.‘:ﬂ.t-}'lt'-l'if]?' eye for the sea and its vessels
—and started slightly.

“The Grey Seal! I'd know that
lagh-peaked mainsail in & thousand!
It's the smack I was watching yester-
day through the glasses "

A cold sweat stood on his brow as

“vo must be
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“ We're done for, Dan ! ** groaned Buck, as the water rose steadily

it |
[ ]

-

“We'll

3 = i o aam £
-
S

ba drowned like rats In a trap | **

the vacht ploughed steadily onwards
towards ihe trawler. As sha now
headed, the two craft would clear one
another by a hundred yards. But a
white-hot thought shot through Dud-
le¥'s brain. Jo thrust his skipper
aside, and grasped the spokes of the
wheel. :

Round came the yacht till she headed
straight for the trawler. Her tall iron
cutwater, raking outwards like a great
beak, clove through the water with a
long, steady hiss. She boro down on
the Grer Beal like an albatross swoop-
ing at & gull, and from under her bows,

as she struck her prey, came a wild
shout of anger and dismay.
“Five millions te mel!” muttered

Dudley, hiz features white and tense as
he felt the prow of the vessel strike
the Grey Heal. “Five millions cold,
and the cub goes to the fishes 1™

- L] =,

“Down! Hard down your helm
roarved Atheling. *They're into us !
High above tha Grey Seal loomed
the hows of the black steam-yacht,
Lifting througlh the water with a
threatening roar. The sudden maove-
ment of the steamer and the guick
shifting of her course took the trawler
utterly by surprise. Far overhead
towered the tall masthcad light of the
acht, and her cruel iron cutwater
eaped upon the smack like a hawk
upon a pigoon.

EE]

Jim, standing by the quarter, flung
up his arm as though warding off e
blow. It was he who had uttered the
first ery of warning.

Wat Griffiths was at the helm, and
almost before the captain’s order- had
left his lips, the quick-handed Welsh-
man_jommed the tiller hard down, and
ithe Grey Seal shot round in answer to
the touch.

But it was too late!

With & rending crash, the yaclht
struck the trawler on her guarter, send-
ing the fishermen recling along the
doeelz, ]

By great good luck, the quick sweep
round of the Seal, when her helm was
put down, saved her irom a direct blow,
or she would have been cut in two like
a carrot. The yacht’'s cutwater struck!
her sideways, tearing away the stout
wooden bulwark, and wrenching the
cavering-board from its fastenings.

The Seal heeled violently away irem
her agpressor, which. shouldered her
aside and rusbed past, and Dan was
flung down like 2 ninepin. Then, as the
trawler Iurched the other way, he
rolled right outbeoard through the gap
in the rail.

Buck made a wild grab to save lis
chun, but the bay was shot overboard
likke a sack of coke, and plunged down,
with the black weater roaring in his
Lars.

Tie Macxer LIBRARY.~Np. 1,459
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Dan was not hurt much, and, with a
sfrong kick, he came to the surface.

The impetus of his fall hed driven
Lim elear of both wvessels, and as his
head appeared, he glanced up at the
high black Lhull' of tho steam-yacht that
ﬁqlliﬁﬂ rapidly past him through the
night.

In that one glance he canght sight of
& white, strained face staring down at
Lim over the canvas dodgers of the
vacht's bridge. Both hate and horroy
were written on ifs features as plainly
as though printed in black letters. 1t
was the face of a man- who belicved he
had murdered his coemy, and was
aghast at his own crime,

A flash of recognition lit Dan'’s cyes
He tried to shout, but the curling back-
wash of the yacht struck him in the
face, and, as her foamy quarter-wave

surged down on him, he was rolled over
and over in a lather of sizzling froth.

When he came to the surface again
and drew breath, the yacht was 1 ing
away st full sgeed.

From the dock of the Grer Seal,
rocking  helplessly on swells a
hundred yards sway, arosa an angry
ehout for thoe steamer to heave to.

Naturally, the wessel that had done
the damage took no notice, and the
flames that began to roar out of her
smoke-stack showed that the stokers
had orders to pile it on and take hor
awry out of reach of trouble,

Then Buck’s voice sounded above the
resk, and the half-crippled trawler
swept round and came back along her
tracks. Her crew had only just naoticad
the loszs of their mascot.

THE MAGNET
Dan I” came & ¢ty from the
“Ahor!! returned Dan.

“Here—
away out on your lee how!™

Down came the Grey Seal, and a few
seconds later Dan, streaming and limp,
was hawled aboard through the gap by
whith he had fallen out.

“This 13 a fine night's work !" snid
Atheling savagely. “If I had that crow
of gardencrs here, I'd nail them to the
mast by their ears! If it wasn't such a
fool’s trick, I should say they'd done it
on purpose. I'd give twenty pounds to
know her owner's name |"

“It was my uncle!” cried Dan ex-
eitedly, his clothes streaming water
upon the decks as he stood, “The
white-faced man on the bridge! I saw
lim as I came to the top !

“ Uncle 1 ejaculated Atheling. “ What
d'ye mean, iad? What's an uncle o
vours doing with & yacht that costs a
thonsand pounds a year fo run "

“He owns her,” said Dan. *I know
he had a yacht. He—I—"

He Btﬂ?ﬁ&d eonfusedly, trying to col-
lect his thoughts. A glimmering of his
lost memory hed come back to him at
the sudden shook of eceing that strained
face on the yacht's bridge; but the black
enrtain that shrouded the past scemed
to drop on him agsin, and he became
silent. .

The Seal's erow—who from the begin-
ning had guessed him to be a pas-
senger fallen overboard from a pleasure
steamer—hbegan to think he was crazy,
in spite of Finn Macoul's judgment.

“Why, Dan, old boy,” cried Buck,
“have you got the jumps again? What's
his nawme, i% he's your uncle?”

“Tan!
smack,

Dan shoolk |his
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hoad helplessly,
snd said no more,
A foreboding of
evil weighed upon
his hesrt, and he
could not speak.

“Well,” said
Captain  Athelin
dryly, “i1f I ha
vour uncle's skip-

v here, my. lad,
h:d Wfal‘.’ out Lb.E

i & rope s-2n
wg’g*:z- Fot ::ﬁ.\ hime !
P'raps the owner
was tryving to steer
her himself.”

“He had the
wheel | muattered
Dan. “I saw
Lim.”

“You go below,
my¥ boy,” said the
skipper, kindly
patting Dan on the
shoulder. “"Talke
off those wet
clothes, an’ get a
mug o hot coffee.
You're upset wi’
that fall overboard
—an' noe wonder!
We were lucky to

ELECTRIC TORCHES

Obrainable evervehere

get  vou abeard
again i’
uck linked his
arm in Dan’s and
tock lim to the
COM Panion-Wway.
The hoy went he-
low, =stri e,
rubbad himself
down with a rough
towel, and drank a
huge mug of
slgamMIng CcoC O a.
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Then PBuck led

him ia hia bunk, where for cight hours
or more Dan slept peaccfully.

When he awoke, he was as fresh and
bright as a cricket, He went on deck,
and the crew greeted him cheerily.

A brilliant sun lit the sca, and the
Grey Secal was howling along before a
fresh breeze with all canvas set.

Dan glanced at the compass in the
binnacle.

“ Heading south-cast ! he exclaimed,
“Where are we bound? Leaving the

eld Dogger already 1
j wards the damage the yacht had
COTIE.

“Got to get that patched up,” he
said. ““The topside planks ere loose,
an’ she's not fit to meect weather. At
this gait we'll be at Amsterdam Dby

Shore Leave!

OHXN ATHELING, standing at
the tiller, jerked his head to-

night. We've a good load of fsh—
thanks to your luck, my lad!”

“* Amsterdam " said Dan.. “1 diudn't
know any British smecks took fish
there.”

“Not often,” chuckled the big
skipper. “But I know the markets

there, and the dealers know me. We'll
get o fine price for the soles, for there
ain't many on the Dutch banks just
now, an’ they'll be sent inland to Ger-
many. I1t's the cheapest place for re-
pairs from the Skaw to Cape Grisnes,
too.  Buck, put the big foresasil on
her 17

Awav went the Seal, her nose held
steadily southwards, and in the after-
noon the long, sellew ling of sand-
dunes that front the Duteh coast be-
tween Ymniden and the Texel were
sighted. It was glorious to lie on the
warm decks, or take spells at the helm,
and feel the smack lay her sleek side
dawn and pelt along in the hot sun-
shine. :

As the sun sank in the west the wind
fell light, and when darkness settled
on the sca the Grey Beal was still
creeping in towards the land.

The lights of Ymuiden ¢winkled
ahead over the calm sea, and the red-
and-green tide liphts on the two piers
of the entrance guided the trawler in.
Soon she had reached the town, which
is the North Sea port of Amsterdam,
angd leadz up to the capital by way of
& big ship canal.

The Beal glided i bhetween the piers
heads, and took uwp her berth for the
examination by the Customs. Then she
tied up for the night, and all hands
turned in—an appreciated luxury safter
a couple of weaks at sean.

The morning broke fresh and fair,
and the Grev Secal was sstir early., She
passed * through a couple of swing-
bridges, ‘and was fracked clear of the
town. Before her lay the ship camal,
and she hoisted her foresa:l and ram up
it with a spanking breeze right aft.

About midday the Grey Seal passed
on to one of the thousand waterways
of Amsterdam. 3She glided on to the
tall quays that abut on an arm of the
Zuider Zee, and made fast among a
forest of Dutch masts. Iler own par-
tieular piece of quay she had =ll to
herself, ;

Buck had said litile during the morn-
ing, and wlien all was made snug he
turned to Dan with a moody air,

“Do vou know, I've an idea wa've
been followed,” he said, leoking round
te see the crew were out of earshot.

“Followed " ochoed Dan. “Whyt”
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"I went aloft befors we ran into
Ymuiden last night,’”’ said Buck, “and
I saw astern of us a vessel we both
know to our cost, I needn’t tell you
her name,™

“Jake Rebow's craft?” said Dan,
beneath his  breath. “ Surely she
wouldn’t follow wus here?”

“She’s up against us,” returned Buck
gloomily. “HAn' the Black Souadron
never lets an enemy get by

He shut Jius lips, and Dan could get
nothing more out of him.

All the rest of the morning Atheling
kept the boys busy:; but he was not
safisfied with the offer he got from a
salesman for his fish, good though it
seemed. Bluff seaman though he was,
there was no Dutchman in Amsterdam
who could get to windward of John
Atheling in a deal, and he knew prices
woiulld be better still on the morrow.
iz fish were in ice, and he could wait,
But he gut carpenters to work at once
on the Heal's damaged side.

By evening the boys got leave to go

ashore. Atheling paid Dan his wages,
and, az he pncﬁumd'tha clean-earned
money, the millionaire’s son felt &

thrill of pleasure that his father's
lavish gifts in the forgotten life of the
piast had never brooght him.

“ Bloated capitalists, ailn't wel"
chuckled Buck, as the boys made ready
to go ashore, rigged out in their best
vilot cloth kit. Dan in a suit that
{Buﬂk lent him. *'I reckon we—
look herel What did I tell yout®”

The grin left the boy's cheery face,
and he shut his jaws with a snap as
li gla,z:nd dewn the waterway. Gliding
gently up under b and foresail, for
ihere was hardly any wind between the
hougzes that rimmed the quay, came a
ling bLlack trawler,- her topsides grey
with the brine of the soa.

“The Adder1” muttered Dan, as the
newcomer shid past. “You were riglit,
Buck 1” .

In silence they watched the sinister-
looking ecraft go hy. Jake Rebow,
gaunt and evileyed as ecver, steered
her past, looking neither te right nor
left. He did not scem to see the Grey
Seal and her crew, but well the boys
knew that that was pure pretence.

Atheling and Macounl, the Fin, stand-
ing by the companion-hatch, watched
the newecomer grimly, but said no
waord,

‘e Adder lowered her foresail, and.

tiedl up to 8 guay on the other side
of the waterway, a couple of hundred
varids farther up.

“This 18 one of hiz baunts,” mut-
iered Buek, as he watched Rebow give
iz orders to his crew. *'He knows the
worst parts o' Amsterdam as I know
my bunk, an’" he's hand-in-glove with
every rat an’ thief along the wharves.”

The hoys stepped ashore, and went
up into the town. ‘They strolled into a
concert hall, and were looking on at
the antics of a perspiming gentleman
why performed rather palpable conjur-
ing tricks, when a stout Dutchman,
who had strolled into tha place and sat
down after a look round him, left lus
own table and spproached them.

“(inot cvening,” said the Dutchman
repially, ¥ You vos from an Englander
boat down by der quay, ain’t 67"

“Yea,” emad DBuck, eveing the man
eritieally.

“ 8o said the stranger. " You vos
lwing some fish, ain't 7 Dot feller
Vanderhagen, he only offer yon tirty
sehillin® der trunk for soles, dey tell me,
(M, der tief! Sce my boss. He shall
gif you tirty-five ! :

“You'd better sprak to the skipper
abont that,” said Duck, nudging Dan.

“Ah! But I haf nod der time, now.

- pausing on the threshold.
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Aly boss, he sit at  his office still, not
far from here. You come and sec hin,
den you see your fader.”

“How did yon know
father?’ asked Buck.

“Eh?” sald the man hurriedly. “You
vos joost like him. know der Captain
Atheling long time. Julivs Schenk, dot's
me. own come now, or my boss he
go ‘way.”

The two boys followed the faf man
who, emiling greasily, led them oub
and down a short cut from the busmer

arts of tha town to a maze of mean

ouses and wharf-yards fronting the salt
Eatﬂrway that ran in from the Zuider
ce,

Darker and meaper grew the slums,
and stronger the smells, as they went.
Eveniually they reached a row of dingy-
looking houses, and the stout Dutch-

e was my

man knocked at the door of one of
them.

An  evil-looking lascar opened -the
door, and the Dutchman genially

motioned the boys to enter.

“Your boss keeps a queer sorg of
office for & fish salseman,” said Buck,
“Are you
;ia.me, Mr. Julius

laying a straight
g4'31’1 old of the wrong

Schenk ¥ You've got

crew if vou're noti"

“Bsh! returned the man., *“Yes,
es! It's all vight I tell you, MI:,' boss
1w 18 vot you call a miser! IHe not
spend any money on a goot office—he
not spe anytings at all if he can
help it. Dot is vhy he is rich. But he

gif you goot price, becanse he know it
pay him. Go on. Oop der passage—
der door vight at der end.”

“Quite s0,” said Buck gquictly, and
he took Mr. Julius Schenk by the arm
and drew him swiftly in front. * You
go first, an’ lead the way.”

The twe boys, walking side by =ide,
keen and elert, followed himn. They
went half-way up the narrow corridor.

Suddenly the fat Dutchman gave a
quick bound forward, as though he
were leaping an obstacle on the floor.
The boys stopped, and started back
hurriedly.

It was loo late. A pivoted board
swung open under their fect, and with
s <ry, Buck shot down iuto o cavern
of pitchy darknoss, evil-smclling as a
tomb, and fell heavily upon a damp,
stone foor

Dan 3tafgernd for & moment on the

very brink of the chasm, sirove des-
perately to recover his balance, and
then plunged down headlong after his
{riend and struck the unseen floor of
the trap with o cruel thud. .

Dazed and half-stunned, he raised his

eyes to the open trap dJdoor through
which he had Fallen. Awnd there, grin-
ning down at him ilrough the dim
light above, he saw the evil face of
Jake Rebow,

A mecking laugh echord round the
walls of the coll, and the trap-door shut
wilh a clang!

Like Rats In a3 Trap!
TIFLING a groan—Tor he was
S badly bruised and shalken—Dan
struggled to his feet.
A zlale, elammy smell porvaded

the place, whilst the darkness was inky
in its denscness,

Remembering he had a eandle-end
and some loose matches in lus pocket,
Dan fished them out and struck a light.
The fecble flame of the candle showeid
him the manner of trap he had fallen
into. It was a wide, square ccllar, with
a low ceiling, in which tho heavy oaken
trap-door showed black against the
dingy plaster around it,

Three of the walls were of plasiered
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stone. The lower half of the other one
way composed of heavy iron gratings or
bars, like tho front of a cage, and, just
behind the bars, were what appearcd
to be iron shutters, with cogs and a
worm-and-wheel gear, to ratse them up
and down. They were shut down tight
into grooves in the floor, and muady
water oozed round theivr edges. The
stone flags of the gloomy eccll were
damp and covered with ocoze and shme.

Buck picked himself up slowly as the
candle was lit, and the two boys made
a thorough examination of the place.

“By George,” said Duck, in an sweid
voice, “1t's & sluiec-cellar 1™

“What d'yvou mean? asked Dan,
with a shiver; for the clammy cell was
deathly cold. .

* A cellar opening on the bottoin of
some old wharf, with sluices to let the
water mn or out as the tide rises or a
flood happens along. A lot of these low-
down gangs use them for hiding contra-

and. Tho water's lngh outside now.

ook at it cozing round the edges!
How the place smells, too !

“Weo've been neatly trapped ! said
Dan gloomily.

“I wish I had hold of that fat Dutch-
man |”  said Buck savagely. "1I'd
handle him till his own mother wouldn't
know him ™

“What's that?" cried Dan suddenly,
&3 & strange creaking, rumbling sound
broke the silence.

With one accord the bovs turned to
the ivon shutters. The cog-wheels of
the rods that joined thoar to wero
revolving, and slowly, heavily, the great
iron plates moved upwards, [ifting Vheir
lower edges from the floor. A thin
strcam of water spurted from wnder-
ncath them, shight at first, but growing
wider and stronger till it spouted into
the eellar with & gush and & roar.

“They've opened the sluices 1™ cried
Buck. *'They'll drown us hero like rats
m & pail 1*

He sprang forward and gripped one
of the iron bars, tugging it with all
his force, with a hazy idea that it might
become loose, and thereby give them a
chanée to dive through the sluice and
get out into the waterway.

“Bear a. hand here, Dan!” heo
shouted. “It's giving !

The two boys fogged at the bar with
all their might; Ubut, though it gave
shghtly to the pull, it was plain that no
human strength could disledge it. They
tricd the others, but all were sound and
strong,

“Is there no way out of this infernal
death-trap ™ cried Dan. "Get- up on
my shoulders, Buck, and feel where the
rods po up from the sluices ¥

“No good I” grunted Buck, elimbing
up on Dan's back and following the
rods with his hand. " They run-through
a chock in the ceiling.”

Ile scrambled down again. Tho swirl-
ing water was up to the boys' koees
now, and the roar of it Ailed the collar
with wuncamny echocs. Higher and
higher it came, till the level of it rase
above the opening of the sloiess, Then
the roer ceased, gpiving way to a swirl-
g, sucking sound as the water swept
round the walls, rising steadily.

A few minutes more, and.the hoys
were swimmi round like rats in a
water-butt, and the rank smell of 1hn
muddy water filled iheir nostrils and
sickened them.

“We're done for'™ proaned Buck.
“Thew've cornered us like rats in o
frap [

{(Poun aml Buck are wp against & this
fime. Hut they're not the boys to gire
upy withonl fighting!? Look out for some
starifing devclopments vexd week f)

"'mie Macser Tasnany.—Nn, 1,449,
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BUNTER GETS HIS OWN BACK! @

[Continued from page 24.)

befora he returned from the joy-ride
with Hilton and Price.

Mr. Hagker was reluctant to abandon
hiz suspicions of Warren. But be felt
that he had to abandon them now. And
that booting remained unavenged.

That was “hu.t Mr. Hacker was think-
ing of, as he paced moodily under the
elms. He stopped, and leaned against
an old trees, with a knitted brow and
glinting eyes. Was that booting to pass
unpunished ?

eép in bitter and uppleasant thought,
it was nsturally snnoying and Irr:lutat-
ing to r to be interrupted ;‘ the
chatter of Junmn. Billy lgmtarn fat
voice, on the other side of tha big elm

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

ight of the master of the Shell. “Oh!

O crlke:fl"'
Wharton & Co. stared at

Hackar. They had had no idea that he
was there. ey now., So did
the hapless Bunter. )

"Oh  crumhbs!” breathed Bob.
* Bunter's done it now "

“Bunter1” gasped Mr. Hacker.
-ll"fnu ‘I!#

“Oh {snkﬂjl Oh lor'! Oh, no, sir!
It—it wasn't me, ulr! I never—wasn't

Hggﬂ—gamnmh *

d hia collar. All the
bitter wrat t. at bhad been turned on
Jim Warren, the supposed bootér, was
now turned:on Billy Bunter, the true
and mnine booter. Mr Heacker

hoo him away to the House.
Bunter went—vel

He's—he's d rous, you know I Tr;'
mg to get fellows sacked!

think he ought to be allowed tu hﬁ l
beak here at all |”

"0Oh, my hat 1"

“J told him it was an mdﬁnl.i
said Bunter indignantly. “I told o
Head how I ran .ntn him, in the In
and my boot happened to bang on
coat-tails by accident—-""

J'I'Dh ':I k IJ.F
o § dl n't believe mel!™ said
Bunter.

“Not really!” gasped Bob.Cherry.
“Nol FE.'I'l{r‘_,T éﬁnt_l Made out T was

Iyin
“(ﬁh scissors "
“But ' Quelch brought it out that

Hacker had pulled my ear!’ He asked
the Head whether masters should pnll

ﬂm& locked at one

Harry Wharton follows' ears—especially fellows not in

35 Tk ho Tae Toaning, 90 Mk vakna nnﬂnﬁneg T their Forma, QH%&F idn’t like that 1"
S Poor o unter 2 murmured O na .

“Oh, roll off, Bunterl” came Beb pp -..p “I thought that JFrould make it all

Dlharry :t {Rﬂij".

Had they been Shell fellows, Mr.
Hacker would have looked round the
elm, and maﬁp&d to them tu-h-a gone.
But he cou EDAD gone at
Quelch's boys.

“I say, you fellows, do stop jawing
that fﬂntbaﬂ' rot,” said Bunter peevishly,
“I say that beast Coker kicked me—-"

“Good 17

“ Beast [ roared Bunter. “The brute
made out that I was in hia study,
becanse he found me there—*

“0Oh, my hat!"

“Hg joily well kicked me!” hooted
Bunter. “Booted me right down the

paamg&-——” =
“Well go and boot him!
You'rs s great man

unter alwa 31 i::'liui talk too much!"™

right, aupamu.]ljr an I explained that
boots landed or's  ooat-tails
entirely by amidant; Then Quelch sug-
gested that a Sogging would meet the
case. The beast; you know! :And the
‘Head agroed—and  Hacker had tol
Quelch has got me a fogging—"
#*You blithering ‘idiot 1. howled Bob.
ueleh has got you off the sack !

I'm going to be Hogged " wailed

quﬁr I 1! right I'!
rve vou- jolly well ri :

T Beast izw:r roaned Bunter. ™A ch
don’t get uut-mn heral I told the HE%
I rover dld it, and that I only” didait
beoause Hacker pulled my ear, and-that
it was sbsolutely - an  aoccident, and

“Ha,.ha, hal”
" Blessed if. I. see a.n;thl to cackle
at!” howled Bunter. can tell "¥ap
—1 think it's rotten mtinmm fﬂr
a headmaster to doubt a follow’s woﬂkj
%t"lsl enough to make a fellow unt
“ L F ]
And Billy Bunter rolled dolorously

away.
ing was duly administered ;
but Billy Bunter had one comfort, when
the aEact- had worn off. He was able,
now, to. tell the world, with impunity,
that he wau the bold, bad man, w lmd
& bask]
But Bunter wau never IME@

a beak again! WAS. gihn
—and the ﬁnd—ﬂf Billy Bunter's cnrcar
as o booter of beaks !

THE END.

E Aatever you do, chums, don't miss:
" .E-J.E'—'E'HAI.E!" the noxt parn in #n this
popular serits. Youw'll voit + prand.f)

said Johnny “"He's done it
now [

“I—1 suppose it was bound to come
out,. soconer - cr . later,” said Harry
Wharton. “The willy mss should ha.va
kept it dnrk. A chap can't brag of a
thing and keep it dark al the same

time. But—poor old Bunter!” o

The chums of the ®emove, deeply
concerned for tha hapless Owl, followed
to the House, The news soon apread
that tho fellow who had “"booted the
beak * had been spotted. All ‘the
Remdve, snd rome other juniors, knew
it already. To others it came as start-
ling news.

Mr., Hacker had marched Bunter to
the Head's study.  Ar. Quelch, his
Form-raster, had been sent or. Quite
an armiy of -fellows waitad, A= near as
they could venture to Dr, Locke's study,
to hear the verdiet.

It meemed an before that study
door o ened, &n Billy Bunter came
out. ‘His fat face was perspiring as he
came down the passage.

Twenty or thirty voices greeted him:

o

vntgr blinked at thom. :

“q say, you follows! Oh deart! I
say, I've been jawed and jawed! I
E:y, Im going to be Hogged!

“Yn tﬁn.i':. all 1" asked Harry Wharton,

religved.
“All1” gasped, Bunter. "Yoi silly
or wanted

ldmtl I aaa'. that brute Hacke;
E?e k: mo! - He wanted the
Ha aedppud suddenly. His eyes. a Bllmuﬂt
popped through his spectacles at tlhe

a.rren the other dsy—
||||lnil'ltmlmrllmmlmm||||llﬂlummllllltlllltltl:lltltlllInllllllullliltluilﬂmIHI:II

chuckled Bnb
at

“Ha, ha. ha "’

“¥ wish I could mh:h him in the fog,"
said Bunter. “Fd jolly well boot him
like I did Hacker' I sy, you ipllum
do you think we're likely to have any
more fog?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr.- lHn.o.Bljiar. on the nthnr mda of t-h;B
elm, scomed transfixed.
little dreaming wh&t tha ali::lB hll;i
from his eyes and ran On:

“I say vou f&!lawu, you collar that
beast Coker, and hold himt Then-Fil
jolly well boot him1 I'll Jnliglwﬂljmd'
ong on his tmuuem, like I-did on old
Hacker's coat-talls I

Mr. Hacker woke to life, as it were

He whippad round {he el.m.

“1 say--—" Bunter was

nuw ha wmta& him to sack me!
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HE WAS “ALL OUT”
FOR“ALLIN”FOOTER

By JOHNNY BULL

Last Compulsory Praclice day, Fisher T. Fish

let himnsell go over Soceer.

“ I guess it'a just the softest gomo cover!™”

ha
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BOB CHERRY Tells the World—

HOW BUNTER GOT
INTO THE TUCKSHOP

Everyons is wondering Lhow Bunter broke into the
iuckshop, the other cvening.
clear up the mystery for you!

Let your Unele Bl

soecred.  * The way you guys play footbell would v ! e e A === Jiere ara the facts :
varn & prize for Elegance end Deporiment in the At seven-thirty last Tuesday evening, Mra, Mimble
Yewnited States ! ! No. 164. EDITED BY HARRY *HARTQH. November 23rd, 1935. locked up the ul:';up and retired into Lier back-parlonr
“e 11-;,5] different over there—jest a few! Wlien 4 Lo histen-in to the wireless and exercise hor =hill with
Amarricans play football, i-'ll'm;.’ play TOUGH football — — ———— — a pair of knitting-needles and some wool,
—yes, siree!  Why, I've - y _ ; ) i , After knitling for hall an
known men maimed for life Avast there, you Blg.rum Avast, you,way. Then Nocior Bircherm. | isn't possible that n good ) set. As they watched, he) a dagger in the other, and & | hour she picked up the evenig
in or'nary friendly games in|lubbers! Show a ﬂﬂtﬁé B BRER N swabs ! ™ ho cride. |all continued * 3 wldress—not | soilor like yourself has become | started tapping out o message | life-preserver in the other! | paper to read the latest neWs,
1the Yewnited Stateal™ leg !’ I i, ——— |I 4 " Now that we're on |without difi.aly, for the | affected by sen-sickneas, sir 2" | in Morse ! . Bang ! Crash! Wallop ! At cight-thirty, henving iy
* But what about fouls ¥ 7| Jack Jolly, of the —whﬁgfﬁg Pyt the bosorn of the |ship wazs begining to roll “ M | Y ou idjult Juck Jolly & Co. who Taing -l Ils weppons. ab.|suspicisos sound b P
Frank Nugent asked |8t Bam’s Fourth, “ﬁ_;}_‘{t_ ot mitey decp, I want | in quite an alsrmmng way now. | Grooooo ! ™' were all Boy Scouts, undes- | gnes. - Abdul .li:up it Dis | to the shap, to Ead e hibraden
innocently. woke up in his bunk Y Tl L 4t you to get it out of | “ Now for ths morming's ‘The impossible had hap- | stood the codo perfectly, and | ;aenilants with ,1‘3&[]?3, effoct, | scoffing hall hor stoek Giving
Fishy roared. in ithe rood _ ship T j your mnoddlea that |jogpraly lesgon1” ho eride, | pened aller all! The Head | they farely gaspod when they Jacl: J{,]'w rot the hutt ﬂ-mi vent 1o erieg ol 1lisl’£13r-5 amd
“Ha, ha, ha! T'll say|Saucy Sally with a & bty 5 [ T~ CRiily yon're  going  to |“The kaptin tells me that | snddenly applicd his hand- | heard what Abdul wassending | of 1o ortomatiicl: on his | howla of alarm, sha q'l.i{,;;]
that's fuony! Fouls ain't|violent start. The anchor vourselves | we are %wml.!y entering the | kercheef to his mouth, aod | across the ether, forrid, Merr M,ﬁ_ Brichi | attmeted attention to :'hlrr:
beecn thought of yet in | bellowing voice that to bunks and deck- |Bay of Biseay. Thia bay ia { rushed off at top speed. “AIL i3 well” they heard n:m:m:ed u#wﬁ:" on 1lie “%.Eg tuckshop, and in » broce
Amurrican football | Wae like [ had just rolled across chaim all day! This | noied for e raffind turbulent “ Paor old Tlead 1 ™ | the  Arab  guide tap  oub. | and ene respectivelv From tho | of #}]?I.lil::ﬂ:“'ingu.fﬁ and several
our football * all in "—l-:it:l-uirl$, the Fourth Form is a voyage of in-|waters, which ap calewlated | \uckled Franke Teavless. os | - Ehese mugs have no idea iifq_ﬂ_-l';]_'{lq.q'-'["ff{]' and TFeorless | other senivrs wero on il
hiling{nevergthin ! That's|state-room counld struction, as well as |to cavse eymplims of seas | po and Jolly and M::r:rry that T am taking them to their | 4, j*;iﬂm;_f with the dugrer | soone,
us! Your footbell js like a |harvdly have failed to plezzure, remem- |sickness in all but the most | .9 Bright made for the doom. Tell the Bheek to | _pvchunitly, without suller- At eight-thirlv-one, 1hn
vienic compared with it. | gIVe & start to any- ber ! 2 = sperienesd gailors like my- | o000 jon-way. * Still, it's | prepae prizson aeconodalion ing i dmﬁt:nidge. intruder  was  dentified s
I'll tell the world! Ti's a|onewithin b nawtical N, Dickv N ' ‘L, L airl” |self!® B An iﬁiﬂd that Llows nobody | for 100.7 Iroe “the juniors could get | Bunter,
!"fil’ Yyou ean kL rut rodooce the “‘“g:‘ OF -2 ijtﬂ!* 0. ‘2 ﬂf ICKy ”gaﬂr ¥ mermered the as- :: Ob, crums i” any good. Nobody wauia to their  eecond Thresih, ﬁﬂ That'a oll thet's known
_::I in ' idea _h}.'DI‘. I gueas itting up, Jack A * 4 . BT T.F S F I E&:::}hl{:d akool. ‘ On the horizin at present swot joggraly on @ plerzure villanous Aral had  hound {about i, and the uestion
it would bng];jtﬂn Lup the | Jolly glanced ncross mazing SE:'I 1{3.{. 1€ SCHO0 - Of corse, I don't | you can seo the rugged coast | oo anyway | and gagred them smd hidden | generally  asked  sinen  has
gome & few. Yepl!™ the state.room. He r eggepect youto spend |of Finland,” sontmued the |« fraan” hagrt grinmad them away in (he packing. |been: = How did  Bunier
I had o sudden brainwave |farely gasped, as his E?ﬂj.-' Eggspmrgﬁ! your days swotting | Head, “* Wow Finland is Morry. * VWhat shall we do e B Etin 2
ot Lll}m!; moment. 1 eves fell on  the s . ) l:ﬂ:- Latin and mathy- | noted fnn ite eggiellent fishing | ¢ br;:kkw. Fack & % LErilw.r! Thal was @ There was no s wn o &
_ " Why shouldn’t we try | speaker. \ Splice my mainbrace ! malticks,” went on ' Doctor |and— . “ Lot's keep an aye on that narrow  squeal ! muttered | foreibla  entry, wnd M,
it * " 1 asked. * Ordinary | It was Doetor Birchemall, | I'll have you clapped in irons | Birchemall, with a feint grin. | * Eggscose mmw, sir,” infer. | 4. Abdul—our Arab guide,” Abdul i Arabi ho | Mimble was® eerinin =he
Soeceer code, I mean, but|the headmaster of 8t. Sam’s | if you use any more mewtinous | “ But I do eggspoct you to |rupted Mr. Lickham, who was aaid Jollyv. after o ,ntﬁnm{rﬁ monped fn's b .pmi, % acarchad the promises alter
wnything goes—no fouls!* | —but quite a different Doctor | langwidge like that to me!* |add a little to your nollidge |standing near D! Birchemall, thﬂught-.j'“ I'd like to find o ‘}llt:re’a ljimli::?;gufl::;:']fit. r:g: loeking up.  Huow Cwas it
The rest of the erowd saw | Birchemall from the one Jally | gasped ~ Dr.  Birchemall. | of joggrafy and history. With |“but aren’t yo1 making & | oui what’s in that packing. but to keep theso interfering |done ¥
wny wink and pronipily agreed knew at St. Sam's | Instead umble out, you lubhers, |that end in view, I propose jslite mistalke 1° Tha .gu::lc- case ho was carrying RATOES vung welps out of the way 1 was baffled mvsell until
i thie Sden. of hia usual mortar-board, | before I give you E.ll a taste | to pipe all boys on deek now [book I breup' with me | (e deelk.” kil wo met to Alljecrs. Other. | I Teconstructed the seens in
¥ishy's expression changed |tho Head was sporting a|of the rope's end ™ and agan and give a lecture |sayait's the coasfof France ! ™ ‘I don’t like the look of wise, they'll hlow the gaff|the tuckshop as 1'd scen it
slightly. yotting cap, which he wore I, I, kap'n!® grinned|on the joggrafy and history | The Head smdtehed up a | Abdul myself, I must kon. and it will be all P17 five minutes before closing-
“1 guess that's a peach of | 8t & rakish angle on the side | Frank Fearless, and the | of the countries we are passing. | tellyscops  ‘rory & ship's | foss,” sald Frank Fearloss. And go it came about that a | Hime. Then I suddenly saw
en idea, Bull, but I just of ll'us hFTEld.; ig acber suit | Fourth TFormers hurriedly | Yaroooo | ™ officer whe w ging, and | “* What do you think is in baflling mistery deesended on | tho solution.
I.'FI'HI?IIIhE'I‘E-LLlEﬂEEllH-{E—-'-” and  govvn, fﬂﬂ, hﬂ{l . Leen | tumbled out of their hﬂﬂkﬂp A white-robod ﬂgggr’ which pmmﬁ t_hmug it int.jnt{}:. hia P&ﬂkiﬂg-ﬂ&ﬁﬂ-. then ¥ iha Ea_‘lﬂv Hﬂllf—'-thﬂ mistery If those who were there ot
e R B S E{IME&H}J rnlflm?;:;ﬁ]m jersey | end dressed themselves before | the boys reckernised as Abdul, | Alter closely cggiamining the | Btolen jewels or smuggled of the disappearance of Jack | that time will cust  their

date alterwards,” I urged.
“You ean tell us how Iar
we {all short of the tough

irowsis |

puys ibat play in your
vountry,”

And wo marched Fishy |the Head.
Tk on {o the footer pitch | deck !

and sterted a fen minutes’ |ho! ™

seasion under ** All In " rules !

Of course, the pgame we
pleyed wasn't nearly so tough
n3 the American game. At
ihe same time, our methods
il male the ordinary game
of Soecer look like milk-and.
waler !

In the first five minutes,
for instance, Fish was knocled
Wown, sat on, trodden on and
dragged down the fisld by hia
mms, legs, nose end hair,
Cluite a hively game, vou s&6;
hut & mere nothing in com-
parvison with 1le game as
played in America, : :

Um the whole, 1t was a most intervesting
exporiment. The one surprising feature was
Fighy's reaction to it

Instead of snecring and telling us what a
golt lot of =aps we wers, Fishy yelled for
kelp in a way that might have made anybody
thinlk the pamo was too tough for him !

Ho was pulling our legs, 1 suppose. But
il you'd scen hum runming wildly off the
fickd wt the Urst opportunily, you could
eastby have thought ** All In " fooler was too
much for him.

Swpusmg, wasn'bo i g

Please “Note !

Lord Manleverer wighes to deny that le
complaing about musie-practice on * halfers.”
Om the cvonirary. he i= awlully fond of his
plterroon “ dohs ™1

then grinned ;

* Shiver

at 1"
Jolly.

Jasf 1 ™

“What the merry dickens 1M
gasped Jack Jolly,

' Belay, there !'" bellowed
“ANl hands on
Yo-ho, my lads, yo-

The entire Fourth Form
stared at Doctor Birchemall,

long bofore their grina had
changed into a ~oar of larfter,
“Ha, ha, ha!™
me
roared the Head,
a sailor’s hornpipe with rage.
“What are you all Jarfing

“You. sir ! T chuckled Jack
* That rig-out you're
wearing ia enuff to make a cat

sailor's

already

present

the Head fulfilled hia threat.

In five minnits the Fourth
Form were on deck, whero
they found the other Forma
arsembling.
they were all m their
Burleigh of the Sixth called
the roll, and reported all
and korrect.
the Head addresaed them,

who +was
Alljecrs,

Vhen
places,

COES.

Then
forward—and,

and i1t wesn't

timberg t ™

performing | With my

black- colour,

of using

Re-Tile Your
Hearthplace!

Black Blocks!
bullets—non-brittlée—nice jet
My fag tslls
me " they’re shcea of toast,
but this seems a better way
them !—Apply
WINGATE, Bixth Lerm.

deck,

tha swarthy, sinnister guide
taking them -to

had appeared on
deck while the Head wdas
sgea.l;in ,  Btagpreri under
8 waight- of ﬁigg packing-
Just g3 Dr,. Birchemall
finished, a sudden roll of the
ship sent Abdul

Head knew what was happen-
ing, he was spread out on the
with Abdul and the
packing-case on m]‘::‘-fﬂf him !

noedded.

ECOPE

the day's spor

k.
right enuff ! Anr

coastline for swae time, he

“The guide bk is right,
Lichharn. Thranphthistollye
I can see the native
fmg-tr&?pnm setiing out for

France it iz
yway, boys,

arms Y

Jock  Jolly.

running | efter we leave Frinee we shall
befora  the |tome to Siam,™ 5 ) below,
“Don't wou saean Spain, Little

gir ™

Bang! Thud! allop ! Bpanish !
Unbreakahbla “Woooooop ! Yarooooo !
Hard ag|Gerroff my chest ! howled |your oniont!™
: Dr. Birchemall,

G.

for generations, and the walls of
Wharton Lodge are occupied by
paintings of Harry Wharfon's
watlike amcestors. Harry hime-
sell is undecided whether to
follow in their fooisteps or zeek
adventure in foreign climes, He
haz the * Aghting ' =pirit !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

When Harry Wharton and (o.

saw Billy Bunter winding up
wiler Irom the well for Mrs.
Stubbs, in Friardale, they could
hardly believe their eyes !

Stubbs, bhowever, makes {asly
cakes—aud Bunter knew hbe
would be * well ' rewarded. As

EBob Cherry said ; ** Well, well !**

Willing hands were quickly
pgeetended  to
lead of his burden, and the
villanous-looking Arab and his
packing-case werd gent on their

Mrs,

';I-MF

releeve the

Cecil Reginald Temple of the Fick Russell is training & pigeon

Tpper Fourth iz very proud of the
“ daubs '* he produces,

time paintings may evenfu
ba sold as ** 0ld masfers ™
£50,000 or 50. Bob Cherry sxys
they are not worth Hve pence-
0o ** oily ' statement, that |-

“ I alwaya then
coast was [follofled by tho

grinned Mr, Lickhan:,
ght the French

“Then you rwmst be off

ipapped the
ead, * Yousee —mmmm !’
hat! " eggaclaimed
Mr. Lickham, in tlarm. ** Are
you cholking, sirf"
¥ Mmmymm t Groooooo !
“QGrate pip!

ﬂlnng

could

surely it

M Bomething
pishus, whatever it is! ™ said

favour of investi
Fearlesgs and
Bright were all in favour, so,
without argewing the tosa
wny more, the quartotte wont

droeming
fearful risk they were running,
the Fourth lormaers -went
to Abdul's cabin and
cuwlbiously peeped in,

One glance was sullishant
to show them that Jolly's
suspishons ahout Abdul wero
only too well founded.
Arab was standing over the
open pacling-case, which they
now see contained &
powerlul wivelers transmitiing

jolly  sua.

Jolly and

iis threo pals!?
Fellows aearched ligh and

minds back, thev'll remember
that a barrel was standing in

- ; . low. MNat Ehﬁ!'ﬂ."}*, nab Dd}" Lho COrner UI}i:ngi{Q tho
Who's in thought of looking for & |counter.
ting 7" “Qrate pip!'  Dbreethed | YOWmaon cargo inside a pack- | * Aht That's it 1" yen'll
ferry ond | Franl: - Vearloss, * Prison | IDg-c0se, 8o Jack Jolly & Co. [all say, * Bunier was hiding
accomodation—for US!™ were not found ! in the barrol all the 1ime, eh

of the

the Laptin.
CHARGE '

bidding.
But,

The ;
liteming -hiko

attacl. An

,-
]

vhich he hopes will win races,

. anpd Yhea Bob Cherry poinfed out
believes that some of his spac= .ﬁni Eussell was feed
nie

¥ io race, Russell said he hated

ing it oo
gnd that it was getting too
think of its being hungry.

sgali comes of & kind-hearted
(1] LfRoa ¥ I

“I know there was somo-
thing fishy about this tri
mennered Jack Jolly., ©
take this beastly rotter fo

The Co. neaded no further
With oyoa blazing
and fials clenched, they furely
flew at the tretcherous Arahb.
guick as they wore,
Abdul was gquicker !
movernent,
wheeled round to mect their

pistol gleemed in one hand,

i+ | towards

1'a

that lecering

vou fellowa!
grinnin
ckte

With g | doom !,

ho
P800 e 2
griomalick:

Aa the weassl steamed on

juniors were slill missing, 1he
alarn inereased. Meanwhile,

Abdul went shout the ship,
cheerfnlly — unsus-
by anybody of play-
ing & dubble-crossing
that was desined to sen
alzoolboy cpgosplorers Lo their

{Dirky Nugent's going sfrong.,
Look out for thrill.
ang developments fn next week’s
instolnreit, boys " 0d.)

3 Well, old pals, you'm
Alljeers  and  the |wrong! Bunter was  NOJ
im the harrel. 1is dodgs
was far more subile than

Arab  traitor | {Liat?

The et ia, theve wasn’t a
harrel al all. DBunter juoss
sguatted down on the floor
and remained pervfectly atiil
Lill the tuckshop closed. AND
EVERYBODY. MRR,
MIMBLE INCLTDER,
TOOK HIM 70 BE A
BARRET, AND LET HIM
REMAIN THERFE!

Now von know!

BTG
1he

Bunter wears the Iargest specia-
cles &t QOreyfriars, which iz per-
haps appropriate, as he possesses
the shoriest sight ! Skinner says
that Bunter can’t see an inch in
front of his nose—but it there iz
B feed in the offing, Bunter’s
sixih sense enables him fo
tamell il oowt M|

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

L

Horaca Coker, of the Fifth Form,
15 immensely proud ol the wire-
less sct his Aunt Judy sent him.
Coker claims he can get over
200 stalions, Whea he got a
suceession of grunis aod soorls
from it, Potier suggested he had
got the railway station. Coker
‘t radiated V scorm !

Lord Mauleverer’s
“ Pick-Me-Up ”

Lurd Manloverer, who distinguished him.
sell veeently by advorlising for & good “ pick.
meup, 't received the shock of hia lifo when o
wild-animal trainer called on lim with an
clephant and asked if Lhe'd like to bmy it !
Muuly pently pointed out {hat what La had
adverliand [or was a * pickameap.”  Upon
which, the animal irainer promptly remarked
{hat his elephant would pick up anvhody, aned,
io prove it, ordcred the animal Lo picl wp
Mauly t

Thia yarn [a anpplied (o us by the Skinoer-
Stott Rolinble News Serviee, and we pring iv
for the sole purpose of showing voa how
“ peliable ' this cenlerprising = pews ™ fiom
really is!



