





“THE GREYFRIARS VENTRILOQUIST."

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Billy Bunier's New Wheeze.

HERE was stlence in Btudy No. 1 in the Remove passagre
at Greyiriars—silence broken only by the faint seratch-
ing of a couple of pens.

Thers were five juniors in the study, and each of
them was busy in his own way.

MNugent and Hurree Eingh were writing lines. Tob Cherry
was mending o fshing-rod. ITarry Wharton was sitting in
the only easy-chair, his legs stretched ont and his hands in
his trousers’ pockets, his brow knitted with an expression of
deap thought. Billy Bunter was standing near the froplace,
with his eyes—or, rather, his spectacles—fixed upon Wharton,

Billy Bunter's look was very peculiar. His expression was
deeply earnest, his forchead corrugated with thoughtiul lines,
and his gaze was fixed unwaveringly upon Wharton's {ace,
as if he were trying to pencirate Harry's thoughts by the
gheer power of gazing.

The silence in the study had lasted eome time. Harry
Wharton, immersed in reflection, did ot notice DBuanter's

euliar seeupation.  Nugent and Hurree Singh were too

sy with their lines to have any attenbion to bestow upon
the fat junior. It was Bob Cherry who first observed that
something was ““on.”

He shut up his fishing-rod with a snap that sounded like
4 pistolshot in the guier study, and leoked up with & yawn.

‘That's finished!” he remarked,
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No one replied. TFrank Nugsnt gave o faint grunt in
ackhuwlﬂdgmlint of the fact that a renfark had been made,
but that was ail. Beb Cherry looked round the study.

“Seem jelly busy, all of you,” he remarked. ™ Halle,
hallo, hallo! Wéihm ATE I'_lr"lﬂi'll up to, Bunter?"

illy Bunter did not reply.

ﬁi&”spectmles rcmainﬁ:r fixed upon Harry Wharton, and
he apparently did ot hear Bob Cherry's remark.

Bob stared ab the fat junior in blank amazemant.

He was accustomed to the vagaries of Billy Bunter, but
thiz time it really did seem as if the Owl of the Remove
were off his “ rocker ” at last.

“Billy! Ass! Duffer! What's the matter?”

Bunter was still silent. Harry Wharton looked up, and
glanced round at Bob.

“ Wherefore that thoughtful brow, my son®" asked Bob
Cherry. ““ Are you doing a sum in mental arithmetie, or
have ¥ou just had a tailor’s bill in?”

Harry Wharion smiled.

“ Neither."” . : _

“ Do you know what's the matter with Billy, then? He's
suddenly become deaf as well as blind and silly.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—=" _

“ Well, I spoke th you twice, and you didn't answer.”

“YVou've spoiled it all” exclaimed Bunter, in a tona of
deep disgust. *“ You are always doing something fatheaded,
Cherey.”’

Bob stared at hiom.

“Hpoiled all what?"

“Wall, not exactly spoiled, but interrupted. I was read-
ing Wharton's thoughts.” .

“ You wern whatting Wharton's what?"

“ Reading his thoughts. I have lately discovered that I
have a remarkable gift for thought-reading, and I have
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taken it up instead of bypnotism as a hobby. I was readin
Wll:artﬂn‘a thoughts when you interrupted me.” J
" You—you howling ass™
Fellows always atart calling me names when they're
envious of my mental powera.™

. . Ha, ha, ha! T never knew that you had any, and I'm
joily well not going to take vour word for it.”

“h, really, Cherry—"

“If you were reading Wharton’s thoughts, spout thera out.
He's n sitting in that chair for ggout. ten minutes as
stglnliuu ajs. al?l EE{-E}E“ :1:1|r.1rr1'r*ngi'II and his cogitations oughs

¢ valuable. What was he thinking abaut?" '

Wharton flushed a little, B N

"1 den’t think Billy can guess,” he remarked.
vei¥s Mot 4 case of guessing,” expleined PBilly Bunter.

Thought-reading iz a science. I have studied 3t on the
methods of Monsleur Jf}ﬂg Bong.”

“ Monsieur what what?'

" Jong Bong, the famous thought-reader.”
himﬁfmﬂd it I've ever heard of him. How do you spell
“J-¢-a-n B-o-nse,” said Billy Bunter. *Owing to m
knowledge of French T give ght.‘: name the -m-metgParisi:ti
pmuunmnrmn—.}anﬁ Bong. onsienr Jong DBong is the

most famous thﬂu_F t-reader of the present ::!gav.”

”Ehﬂ gLy sﬁi" ] 5
] ¢ says a0 himself, in his boek on the subject. I wicked
it up for twopence secondhand, and it was 31 big ha]:;'gain.
for it first enlightened me as to my wonderful POWErs as a
ti}-:-ugh_t-rgadar. I can tell you accurately what Wharton
was thinking about, and I could have given you his thoughts
word for word if you hadu’t interrupted me.”

% Well, go ahe:af],_ ass. "

. He was thicking about the little sum. T owe Mrs.
Mimble,” eaid Bunter. " You remember that Quelch caid
it ]‘I;l::tmbf paid ta—da:;{v ﬂr ﬁlsu he would place the matter

¥ EOVernor. i
o difﬁcu]li” arton promised to sce me out of

"I said I'd do my best,” said Wharton,

That amounts to the seme thing,” said Bunter.
u]-l:?;l; F.[.DUI ap .
Ul— ==

' That's all right; I rely upon you. Now., vou were
thinking of a wav out of the dEIﬁcu ty, and i T

“But I waen't”

(K] Eh ?Ih'

"1 wasn't thioking of anything of the sort

"*Oh, come, now! "-‘r'hs-.ﬂFun, itEE:; net fair to prevaricate.”

“"To what
. "I—=1 mean, it's not the thing
just to throw discredit upon
thought-reader.”

“You utter ass!-

“I like a fellow to speak candidly,” said Bunter. ' If
you weren't thinking of what I've said, what were you think-
g of 1 '

3 That's my affair,” said Harry drily.

“Thare- you are, you see! You refuse to acknowledge——-"

Ok, cheese 1417 snid Bob Eh&rrr}‘, “¥ou're off the track,
Bunty. The fact is, you are a shrieking ass. Your thourht
reading is on a par with your hypnotism and your physical
culiure, and the rest of it. You are an ass.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—->*

“The assfulness of the honourable Bunter is great,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, looking up from his
work, "“and the chatterfulness of the honourable idiot is
torrifie, '

* Really, Inky——-"~"

Nugent iﬂﬂl{f‘:-l] up, too.
aﬂ;eﬂﬂ Fou think you could guess my thoughts, Bunty ' he

Bunter fixed him with his spectacles.

“'Certainly, Nugent. The iudicatione are infallible to one
who has carefully studied the metheds of Monsieur Jong
Bong. Yeu are thinking of—of—of tea—of having tea whan
you've finished your lines.”

“Wrong!” sald Nugent. “I was thinking that if vouw
don’t shut up and Jet me get my work finished, I shall bump
you out of the study "

“Oh, really, Nugent——-m-H"

Ll 'E.IF IIP'I”

*If you would care for a further exhibition of my powers,
Wharton—"

5 :11:!1'&, thanks,” said larry, lavughing; *I'm quite satis
ad.

“I'm willing to prove to you, by an
studied the methods of Monsteur Jon
tharm off as well as he can himself. EI
?‘}u__!l!

“Shut up ' roared Nugent.

“0Oh, really, Nugent——"
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MNugent jumped up and seized a ruler, and Bunter dodged
towards the door.

“*I say, you fellows, keep him off! I zay Ow! I'm
ig;-:unthE_ I'm going, I tell you! Xeep that ruler away, you
senat !

Hilly Bunter jerked open the door of the study, and, run-
ning out, bolted right into a junior who was eoming along
the passage.

There was a terrific biff and a yell.

Levison of the Remove rolled on the linoleum, and Billy
Bunter staggered to and fre for a moment, and fmally
collapsed—upen Levison's chest.

And Levison gave a fearful gasp as the fat junior sat
upon him,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunter’s Litile DIftfculty,
L 1] W!?!‘

“Dear me I believe T ran into somebody !™ ex-
claimed the shori-sighted Owl of the Remave, 'ﬁml{lin
on his spectacles with one hand, and blinking throu

them dazedly. ' 1—I'm almost sure I ran inte somebody.
Wh-what's this I'm sitting on?”

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared Bob Cherry.

£ G{!Pmﬁ' rer

“Dear me! T'm a@iting on somebody!
sorry, DBulstrode,”™

“I'm not Bulstrade 1diot; I'm Levison.”

“Borryl ¥ou know I'm a trifle short-sighted,” blinked
Bunter, “'I'm sineerely sorry, Levison. It was wvery
fortunate I sat upon vou, however, as I might have hurt
myvself severely if 1 had bumped on the Boor.™

Y Gerrofft my cheat!™

“Certainly! 1 feel very breathless.
faule.™

Billy Bunter stagpered to hiz feet. Levison sat up, gasp-
ing. Harry Wharton 5t&l:iped forward to lend him a hand
fﬁ rrseil but he disregarded it, and helped himself up by
the woll.

Wharton drew back, a faint fimsh in his cheeks.

Levison rose slowly, and turned to the chums of the
Roemove, with an angrey sncer upon his face.

1T suppose that's vour idea of a joke?' he remarked.

It wasg guite an aceident,” =zaid Harry Wharton quietly.

Levizon shrugged his shoulders.

“1 eay, Levizon, it was really an accident,” £aid Bunter,
Llinking. * Nugent wa¢ chasing me with & ruler, and I
bBolted out. I'm sincerely sorry, but it was all Nugent's
fault.”

Y Rats!” satd Nugent.
woere going?? :

“¥ou know I'm rlightly short-sighted.”

Y PBlind as an owl, you mean”

“ 0h, really, Nugent—=—" _

“Can’t see that it matters much,” said Baob Cherrv, with
a yawn. ‘' Why shouldn’t Levison be bumped over? It
won't hart him.”

“1 knew it was done on purpose,” said Levison.

“You know a lot, don’t you? Didn't you hear Wharton
sauy thai it waz an accident!” asked Bob Cherry, with a
sparkle in hiz eyea.

Levison gave that irritating shrug again.

“(h, yes, I hedrd him say so!”

Wharton bit his lip.

“It's no good tal -iug,,” he said. ""You ecan think what
vou lilke, Levison. Let's get along, Bob, and Nugent can
finish his lines.™

Levison, with a sour scowl on his face, walked on, rubbing
his shoulder, which had had a painful bump. Billy Bunter,
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aftar 8 moment’s hesitation, .followed him.  Harry
Wharton and Bdb Cherry went downstairs and out into the
Close. Bob Cherry’s face wore o troubled and slightly im-
patient look.

“ Look bere, Hurry,” he broke out abruptly, * what's the
little game i ‘

Wharton looked at him and coloured.

“ What do you mean, Bob?"

“Why are you putting up with. that rat’s insolence?
For the past weak or more Levison seems to have had
n:rthing in mind but to insult you, and you've taken it all
lying down?*

Harry Wharton laughed shnr%y.

“It's my own fault,” he szid. “I've set myself a task
ﬂilIa.;LJ I'm beginning to think was rather too big for me, that's
all.

“ About Levison, vou mean™ :

“Yes. I know the fellow has his good points, and he
doesn't mean to be a cad, though he has done *a good
many caddiah things, Bvery now and then he comes oub
;tith some decent action that shows he is the right stuff at

eart.”

“Possibly. But he's a suspicious, irritating beast, and I
i‘r“ﬁ?“’t ‘any patience with him! What he wants 13 a
ieking !

“Well, I gave him a licking once, and & jully good onel”
a:;;i Wharton, ‘It didn't seem to do him much good, did
1

“ Mo, that's tight.”

“Then I made up my mind I'd give him a chance—as I
had a chance given me once, when I badly needed it,” said
Wharton, colouring a little. * I admit that 1t’s uphill work!
Hao tries a fellow’™s patience!™

" Look here,” said Bob Cherry atfruptiy; ** I haven't men-
tionod it before, but—but I heard from untar—bfagﬂ if 1
know how ho knew; he seems to got on to averything—I
heard from Bunter that Levison—-—"

Bob Cherry pausod.

“Well?™ said Wharton gutetly.

“That when he came to the study op Saturday and we
left you together, he—he struck you L

Bob Cherry biurted out the words and turned wvery red.
It was plain that ke didn’t want to believe thom, but hali-
balieved them.

* Well, Harry?"

“It's true,"” said Wharton.

“Trusi"

+i 'E'as." ‘

“ And what did: you do?

“ Mothing.™

‘*Harey "

“My dear Dob, I suppose vou don’t think I was afraid,
do you?” said Wharten, with a short, uneasy laugh. * He
did strike me—and you know I could have knocked him
to pleces if T had liked.”

And you didn't?

“No, I dide’t, I had sot myseli a task, as I've told you.
I dare say I was a fogf——""

“ No dore-saying about ic!”'

“Well, I was a fool, if you like that better! But I said I
would do it, and I’'m going to do 1t of it"s posable!  'm
g..:.i_nﬁ to get through the shell to the kernel, if I can.”

“1f thers's any thera”™

“I am asure. of that. Levison i3 suspizious; he suspects
everybody of trying to take a rise out of him. But there
must ke a way of getting through it. I said I would try,
and I'm not gainﬁ to turn back; I'm going to stick ic out."”

Bob Cherry looked at his chum, half-admiringly and halé
angrily.

Y Well, T muat say vou'ro an ass!” he remarked.

“ Thank you,” sard Harry, laughing.

“The fellow'a not woarth 1"

“YVery likely.”

“ And, look here; if it gets about the school that you took
g blow without returning i, there will be trouble 1™

#*Whnt kind of troulds®"

“Wall, you will get chipped, first thing; the fellows will
make jokes about 1£!"

“ They had beiter not maoke the jokes in my presencs,”
said Harry, with o gleam 1 his eyes. “ I have made up my
mind to stand Levison, for the reasons I've given you, but
tnat doosn't mean that [ve turned myself inte a worm to
be trodden on.”

“Well, that's some relief, anvway!” said Bob Cherry.
“One never knows quite what you are going to do, or how

ou are going to tale thinga! 1 dare say if you punch u
ew heads over it, it will be all right again!”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“Well, that’a a simple way of making matters ail right,
and I'li do it if necessary ™

“ Aa for Levison, the sconer you throw him over the
bottar !

I hope I shall succeed with him.”

“Rats! Hallo, Vaseling! Whats the nows?”
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Hazeldene of the Remove joined the chums in the Closs,
He looked as if ho had something to say. . .

“It's about Bunter,” he said, *“I'm afraid Buoty is
bBooked for a regular row this time!"

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“ You know he owes Mra. Mimble at the tuckshop ten
shillinga?"” went on Hazeldene. *“*He yarned to Eglr:h
shout a postal-order he expected, but we all know Billy
Bunter's postal-orders—they never -coma! This evening 13
the end of the grace allowed him to pay up, and if he doesn’t
settle, Queleh is going to write to his father by the avening's
post, ﬁd perhaps enclose Mrs. Mimble's little bill! Rough,
lan't it}”

“ Barva the young ass right!” grunted Bob Cherry. ‘ Ha's
always getting inte = fix, and bothering people to get him
out again !’ i

“ Billy doesn't seem {o see it in that light,”" grinned Hazel.
dens. “* He's going about trying to borrow ten bob of every-
hhudg I;a meats! °° He says that you promised to see him
through [™ .

“I said I would do my best,” said Harry Wharton, with
a worried look. “ 1 was going to raise the tin to pay Mrs
Mimble."

“ Well, why don't you, then?"”

“ Queleh has forbidden it. He guessed that Bunter would
fix it on us somehow, and he has expressly forbidden us to
advance the money. His idea is to give Bunter a lessom;
and, as a matter of fact, he needs one!"’

“ No doubt about that, but it makes it awkward for you,
after you said that you would help him!" said Hazeldene.

“1 know it doss,’

“You might fix it by handing the mone
else, and letting him lend it to Bunter,”
gosted.

Wharton eoloured.

“1I promised Quelch.”

“That would be a way out of it,” said Hazeldene, whosa
sense of honour ‘in some matters was nol quite so keen as it
might have heen.

Wharton shogk his head.

“Then Buntor will get into. a row at home,” said Hazel-
ﬂune: “ It serves him right, of course, but I'm sorrcy for

im [

““Tha worst of it is that he stood us a feed with the grub

to somekody
azeldene sug-

he got from Mrs, Mimble,” said Harry. “We'd pay up
like a shot if we were allowed !
“Tale Fronch leave." .
It can’t be done,”” said Wharten, frowning. *5rill, 1
may think of some way out of the fix yet. Whers is

Bunter ™’

“He was going into Mre. Quelch’s study to ask for timas
when I saw him,” grinned Hazeldene, ** My idea is that
Quelch will be as hard a3 nails! Bonter has heen tr}'[nF to
borrow the tin of Lovison. Not much chance there, eh?"’

“ Mot much, I think.™

Hazeldene strolled away. DBunter's troubles did not seam
to weigh upon hiz mind very much, but Harry Wharton
looked worried and troubled.

“I don’t see what's to be done,’”’ Bob Cherry remarked.

“ Something must be done,” said Harry quistly. ' Billy's
got t? be helped out of this scrape. But—I'm blessed if 1 sce
how 1°

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Levison Pays !

& FI, 1t 1z you, Bunter!"
Eilly Bunter was trembling a little a3 he entered
Mr. Q{uelch’ﬂ study and found the cold, grey eys of
the Remove master fixed upon hios. Hﬁ%
easily through his big glasses.

“ Ye-g-es, sir,” he stammered.

“1 am glad to ses you, Bunter! You have come to toll
me, of course, that you have paid Mrs. Mimble?

“If you please, sir——"

“It was very wrong of you to take those goods from
Mrs. Mimble without a ¢ertain proapect of being able to pay
for them,” said Mr. Quelch, wagging his forefinger at the fat
junior in an admonitory way. * The fact that you thought
you could extract the moeney from your study-mates only
makes matters worse. You have no right to do anythin
of the kind, and that is why I have forbidden them to ﬁng
the money.”

* But, sir—"

“¥ou have a lesson to learn in these matters, Bunter. I
hope it will do you goud. I am very glad you have found a
way of settling Mrs. Mimble’s account.”

** But sir—""'

“You may go.”

* But, sir—— But—I haven't settled it, sir.”

. 3
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Mr. Quelch, who was taking up his pen, laid it down sgain
upon the inkstand.

“* ¥You haven't settled it, Bunter? he rapped out.

“ N-n-n-n-no, sir." -

* Then why have you come to ma?™

“I-I-I-I've had a disappointment, sir. T was expecting &
Pﬂt'?‘-‘t&i@’rrdér, but there's been some deley ' in the post, and—
ED —

* Bunter I'?

,Yes, sir. T ecan’t aecount for that delay in the post—
Et”hllitﬂn thinking of writing to somebody somewhere about

" Bunter, wers you really expecting & postal-order?’ de-
manded Mr. Cne ﬂevEr&l_g. P gar
“Oh, yos, sir ! As o matter of fact, T was expocting two—
one that didn't come last week, and one that didn't come the
week before. They both cught to have arrived by the even-
ing post, but—but they haven't.”
“Then you have not paid Mrs. Mimble 7"

j‘H-n-n{:, gir."
“ ‘In one hour,” said Mr., Quelch, glancing at his watch,

my letters will go to the post. Among them will go one
to vour fathor, enclosing Mrs, Mimble's bill.”

Bunter's jow dropped.
t'n‘:[”m}r; gir, I really wish you'd give me a littlo more
lme.
. "I would willingly do se, Bunter, if it were any use. But
it 13 perfectly clear to me that you have run into debt without
the slightest prospect of paying. Uriless vou have a severe
lesson, you are likely to drift into actual dishonesty 1”

; sr -
“Therefore, T cannot allow this matter to pass. Besides,

Mrs, Mimble must be paid."™

“I'm expecting a postal order—-""

“ Nonsense! You may go!™

::Euh really, sir—"*

You may go, Bunter!” said Mr. Queleh, in a fone
thoare wes no arguing with,

And the Owl of the Remove disconsolately left the study.

He met Levison in the passage, but did not stop to speak
to him. For once Billy Bunter had been made to realise
responsibility, and he was sorely troubled. Up till now he
had always managed, somechow, to shift his worries off upon
other shoulders, more or less willing to bear ‘them, » But
thEt. was unpoessible in the present case, and Bunter was in
a fix. ;

He knew what would be the result if the bill went to his
father. Bunter’'s people were poor, and a bill for ten
ehillings for & '“feed” would make them open their eyes.
Hia father would in all probahility refuse to pay it, and
then the matter would come before the Head., His pocket-
money would be stuﬂp{sd until the account was settled, and
that might not be the worst.

The prospect was a worrying one to poor Billy, and it
was no wonder that he drifted hopelessly along tha passare,
with his hands in his pockets and his eves on the floor, and
his brows darkly knitted.

Levison watched him curiously as he came alon d
tn;ped hima on the sheulder. . & an

illy Bunter stﬂﬁped‘ and regarded the new bov in the
Remove with a lack-lustre oyr. )

*What's the troubla?” zaid Levison.

Billy Bunter grunted.

“ You know what it is. What's the good of asking me**

“I suppose Quelch is as hard as nails ¥

“Yes. I'min a fix. He's going to write to my governor,
OFf course, I shall get into a row, It's not my fault.”

“ Well, vou had the things from Mrs. Mimble,”

“The other fellows would lend me the money, though, if
Guelch would let them.”

Levison shrogged his shoulders.

“It's safe enough for them fo say so under the circum-
stances,”’ he remarked. “If Quelch gave his permission,
they might talk to another tunc.”

“1 shouldn’t wonder., They ought to help me out some-
how., Wharton said he would, or, at least, that he'd try.
He haan't done anything.” )

*You needn't expect it of him !’ sneerod Lovison, It
looks to me as if you were in a fix, Bunty.”

“*8o I am. Bomebody ought to give me & leg up.”

“ Y¥ou want such a precioua lot of legs up,” said Levison.
“"You're always in some trouble or other.”

*If my postal order had como——*

“Oh, blow your postal order 1"

“TIl tell you what, Levison. I'm expecting two postal
orders, and I think they'll be for ten shillings each, ﬁ you

like to stand ma the ten shillings now, vou ¢an have both of
them when they come.”

“Thank you for nothing!"
“It's jolly big interest—cent. per cent. ! It's a chance fo
mzke money, and you know you're fond of money. Every-
body says you're mean—""

“THE CREYFRIARS VENTRILOQUIST.”

““(h, do they 7' said Levison, with a curicus grin. * ¥on
have an a.wfljly tactiul way of ing to borrow money,
Billy, and no mistake. Now, look here, I don't want an
nonsense about your silly postal-orders that never come!
know jolly well that if I leénd you ten beb I shall never see a
penny of it again—"

“Q0h, rcally, Levison——
“:‘ Ho I'm not going to lend it you.
1 EI'IJ‘

Bunter's mouth and eves opened wide. _

¥ %ﬂu—juu—}'au’li give it me?”’ he stammered blankly,

+E EE:?]

“¥eou'll give me ten bob ¥

“Yos; or, rather, I'll come with you and pay Mre.
Mimble, and get the receipt.'”

“I hope you could trust me with the money, Lovison,”
gaid ]";’ili}:,r Bunter, with great dignity,  “It’s rather an
aspersion on my character bo—->"

“3h, don’t jaw! Come along?”

“¥You had better pive me the ton bob——"" ]

“Look here, Bunter, I'm going to pay Mrs. Mimble, or
I'm going to'do nothing ! Do you understand that 1

“¥Yeas: but leck here, Mrs. Mimble doesn’t half expect to
get her money, and she'd be glad to give me a receipt if I
gava her scven of eight bob, and chalk up the rest to the
old aeeount,’” satd Bunter confidentially. *"'We could have a
feed on the rest—two or three shillings, you know |™

“ Are you coming ¥

“1 say, don't you think it's a good idea?”

£ :"'Il}; I don't !'H -

“I don't see why you can’t trust me with the ten shillings.
Blessed if I can see how it matters to you what I do wr
my own money I said Billy Bunter, with an injured expres-
Jion.

“ Only this 18 my money ! grinned Leviaon.

“ Not now you've given it to me,"

“But I haven't given it ta you; I'm going to pay Mre.
Mimble. And if she isn't paid at ooce I shall probably
change my mind about it, and—-—"7

“We' {etmr cut nlong ! said Bunter hastily.

- They cut along. Mrs. Mimble was in the school shop, and
she frowned when she saw Bunter. Buf when she zaw the
half-sovereign in Levison's fingers, the frown cleared off her
brow as if by magic.

“We've como fo pay your little bill, Mrs. Mimble,” said
Bunter imp ortantly. ** What digcount are you going to allow
for cash ¥’

“ My account ia ten shillings, Master Bunter !"

“ Now, ma'am, do be businesslike! You ought to allow
at least ten per cont,-——""

“My account is ten shillings, Master Bunter !

“ Oh, it's no good arguing with & woman ¥ said Bunter
with a sigh of resignation. *‘They can never understand
business! Hand it over, Levison I"

“I'm paying this for Bunter,” said Levison,
the receipt.”

“1t's very generons of you, Master Leviepn !

“Is 17 said Master Tevison. 1 shall sleep all the
sounder to-night through beéing the happy posseseor of your
good opinion, ma’em ! Please make out the receipt !

Mrs. Mimble locked puzzled, and did so. Bhe did not
guite understand Levison, She scratched out, the receipt
for the ten shillings, and took the golden coin.

4 And now, Mrs, i'-iimble," seid Bunter, in guite a grand
manner, "I hope you will feel safe in teusting me with a
fow shillings' worth of things."

“1 ean’t trust you, Master Bunter ! _

“Not when I've just paid up ten-shillings in. & lump "

“You haven't paid 1t; Master Levison hag paied it 1"

“He's lent me the money——="

“No, I haven't,” said Levison unceremoniously; *""I've
given it to vou, fo get vou oul of & fix, and Mre. Mimble
would be a fool if she trusted you with a penny 17

“Jh, reslly, Levicon——"' : ;

" And thig ia the first and the last time I'm going to pa
yvour debts, too!"” said Levizon. " Come along! Hem’sn'
your receigt iy

“T say, Levison, thoee jam-taris look awfully ripping 1

" Yeos, don't they 1"

“Why don’t you have some "'

““ Beopuse I haven't any tin!"”

““ But you've just lent me half-a-sovereign,”

“I've just given vou half-s-sovereign!"’

" Well, given, then I"* said Bunter, with an uncomfortable
twist. ‘" You've got such a rotten unpleasant way of putting
things, you know ! OF courae, that wasn’t your last coin.”

“ How do you know it wasn’t "

“Well, you wouldn't have lent—"

Y Fiven !

“"Well, given it to me, if it had been your last. That
standa to reagom. I say, these cream puff: are ripping |
Don't you think we hed better have a dozen betwoen us ¥
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% Yes, if you can pay for them.”

“ Wall, you know f can't. But vou

Vi !.l-m offt ! :

Lavison walked out of the tuck-shop. Bunter looked dis.
consolately after him, then at the receipt in his hand, and
then at ti'rm cream puffs. The receipt saved him a groat
deal of mental worry, but—he was hungry. :

“1 asay, Mrs. Mimble, you oughi to allow something for
cash,” he said. * Supyose you throw in a dozen tarts—"

“ Good-night, Master Bunter 1™

Y Half 2 dozen cream puffs, then !

Mrs. Mimble went into her litile parlour.
over the counter and called after her.

“1 say, Blrs. Blimble, just one slice of cake, then !

There was no reply from MMrs. Mimble, and Bunter slowly
and dismally guitted the tuck-shop.

s s

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

A Surprise.
" I F you please, sir—""

r'l-'l-

Bunier leaned

“ Really, Bunter,” said Mr. Queleh, laving down his
en and frowning at the fot junior—'* really, I cannat
ave you intervupting me again and again like this!"

“ But if you please——""

“I have told you my decision. No amount of talking can
alter ik, Now leave my study at once, and do not return!”

* But, sir—27"

“Will you go?"" exclaimed the Remove master, reaching
for his cane.

ﬁl.il:nl:ur ‘bﬂuknld away & stop. i i

‘'m sineerely sorry, sir, but—but you told me to come if
I had paid Iﬁr.s: Min{hlﬂ g d

Mr. guﬂlch started.

“You have paid ber, then?"

“Yon, sir.”

“0Oh! That alters the case, of courge !

,‘;1 hope you haven't written to my gov—to my fathar,
gir

* Not yet. Have ‘vou the receipt?”

" Here it 15, sie™

Mr. Quelch, who evidently had his doubts, locked at the
receipt. It was quite in order, and there was no further
doubting that Mra, Mimble had been paid. The Remove
mastor was puzziod.

“I am -glad of this. Bunter,” he said; “I am surprizsed
also. You have not borrowed this money of your study
mates, I know, as I exacted a gmm{:ae from Wharton on that
pownt. But you have borrowed it elsowhere, I presume "

" Bome chaps have faith in me, sir,” said Bunter, with dig-

nity. * They know I'm not the kind of fellow to leave &
debt unpaid.”

&'Ir. Quelch smiled.

- Then I hope they will not be disappointed in vou, Bunter,
The matter is ended now, as far as I rm concerned; but
caution you to more careful in the future.’

That caution made about as muech impression upon Runter
83 the proverbial water on 8 duck's back. o loft the
master’s study With a weight gone from his mind, but stjll
fealing rather discontented at having nothing but a bit of

per to show for the expenditure of ten shillings. Billy

unter had a short memory. A feed onee over was past and
done with, and it seemed to him that he had paid away ten
shillings for nothing. The fact that the ten shillings had
bolonged to somebody else made no difference to his way
of looking ut it.

The chums of Btudy Ne. 1 were in the common-room.
Harry Wharton caught sight of Bunter, and came over to-
\'i'nh.i]a him. i i 'I

“I'm sorry, Billy,"” he said quietly. 7T can't think of a
way out of the ix. If Quelch would let us find the money
it would be all right. Without that, I ecan't ses what's to
be done™ :

© You needn’t bother now.” zaid Bunfer, in a statelvy waw.

Wharton looked surprised. TR

* Do you mean that Quelch has let yvon off ™

“I moan that I've pard Mrs. Mimble,”

‘_'}l"ﬂlu’vu' paid IMrs. Mimble 1"

“I don't sen that there's anvthing to b2 surprizsed at in
that, Wharton. You really speak usgif I were n.pf-;:llﬁw who
never paid o <debt in his life.”

Harry Wharton amiled.

“1 don't moan to, Billy. But I am surprised. I thought
pou had no maney.”

“*Well, T hadn™t !

“My only hat!” exclaimed Nugent.
coma ok last!"

“Hurrah!" eried Boli Cherry.

“The hurrabfulnes: is werrific!™

“You're all wrong!" szaid Dunter. “The postal ordsp
imm't be here till the morning's post, I expect; perhaps
ator."

“ Parhaps very much later,” sugmested Bob Cherry.

#8till, I've paid Mrs, Mimble, and that’s all right.”
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“1 supposs it's a great secret how vou did 1it?” said
Nugent. ** Have vou pawned somebody’s watch, or fourd
g banknote in somehody’s pocket?

" Beally, Nugenl——""

“Well, then, what's the giddy secrat?"

YA chap lent me the money.”

“ Btranger to you, 1 snppose’

“A stranger would be hawndly likely to lend me money,
Nugent,”

" More likely than ene who knaw rou, Dilly.”

“Oh, really——"7

“Well, then, where did the cash come froam? Have you
come inte a fortune, or discovered the abbol’s trewsurs in
the Greylfriar's ruins, or what!"

‘1 teﬁ vou a chap lent me the money.”

“ Ahem !

**1 can tell you his name. It was Levizon.”

There waa a general exclamation of surprise.

“ Lovison 1"’

(11 YEEJ."

“ Lent you ten bob—ten eolid silver bobs!"

“No; it was a helf-sovereign.”

““Aza! He really lent it you—rveally ond iruly lent you o
haf-zov 1™

“Yes. You can ask him.”

“1 jolly well shall,’ smad Bob Chersy. " He's over there,
and I think I'll get some first-hand information on thia point.
It's our duty to look alter you., You've got & way of bor-
rowing things without mentioning the faci to the owners
thareof, and if you started borrowing money that way, you'll
get on the treadmill in next to no time "

“Oh, really, Cherey!™

Bob Cherry crossed over to Llevison, who was reading
undar one of the lighta, The new boy in the Remove jooked
up at him,

* Lovison, did you lend Bunter ten bob?? asked Bob
Cherey, in his direct way.

il Nﬂ.”

“There you are!' exclaimed Boh.
now, you young worm?’

“I say, you fellows—=

“1I didn't lend him tem bob,' said Levison calmly. *“I
gove it him, "

“(th, I gee, You gave Bunter ten bob!"”

“Yes, M vou're so particuler to know all about 1t

0h, that’a all richt,” said Pob Cherry. It reminds
me of an old proverb—something about a fool and his
money; I dare say you know it. Still, I'm jolly glad this
vounr ass has got out of his fix. He’tl bBe in ancther ono
to-morrow, I suppose. What on earth are yon blinking at
Wharton like that for, Billy?”

Billy Bunter did not rveply. His raze was concentrated
upon Harry Wharton, who was looking very thoughtful

Bob Cherry gave the fat junior a dig in the ribs that made
liim &a:—;p.

“What's the matter with you, Owl? O your rocker?

*“Oh, really, Cherry, 1 wish sou wounldn't interrupt me.
was just madihg Wharton’s thoughiz on the moethods pre-
seribed by Monsieur Jong Bong——"*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ By the facial indieations and the clus given by the ex-
presgion of the eyes, I can always read——"

an Hﬂt!:’

" Let the honourable ass tell wa the corveetful thoughtines:

%[ the csteemed Wharton,” purred Hurree Jamaet Ram
in

dd

“Yhat do you 24y

1

h.
E} can do that easily enough,” =aid Billy Bunter.

“Then go ahead, ass!™

“Wharton waz thinking that if 3z, Queleh had allowed
him, he was going to atand m2 the ten bob fo pay Mrs
Mimble, and as he hasn't had to do that, he has the ton bob
ta spare.  As 1t really belongs 10 mo——""

* Belonga to you ! ejaculntad Bob Chorry.

“Of course. He weould have miven it.to me i Mr. Quelch
had allowad him., to pay Mrs. Mimble.  Well, as Mr
Mimble ja paid, there can be no objection whalever to his
giving it to me now”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed 1f T see what there is lo langh al, Cherrs. The
thing 1s plain enough. It won't cost Wharton a penny more
than if he had given me the money to pay Mrs. Mimble, as
he wanted to,™

“The busincssfulness of the esteemed fat rotter i3 great.”™

“You zee, Inky agrees with me. What do vou think,
Mugent?™ -

“If yon're a piddy thought-veader, von can guese what 1
think,” grinned Nugsent

" You think that Wharton is bound to hand over the cash.”

“(ruess apain!”

“¥ou think I'm guite entitled to it
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“ Wrong again’”

" Really, Nugent——"

“Whet I think is, that you're a choeky, greedy wvoun
rotter, and that you ought to have a jolly pood iiding,
said Nugent.

i ﬂ!’l, E&'.?_"_”

“Did he read your thoughts correctly, Harry?' grinned
Bob Cherry. " Were vou thinking of wasting ten bob on

the voun cormorant ¥

Harry Wharton laughed.

“MNo. I wasn't thinking of Bunter at all.”

**Ha, ha, ha '

*Oh, come now, Wharton,” said Billy Bunter warmly.
“Your eves were fixed on me——="

“Were they? Absentmindedness, I suppose.”

“Can't see why anybody should fix s eyes on such an
object for any other reason,™ Bob Cherry remarked,

1 don’t think Wharton ought to tell fibs just to throw
ditcredit on my powers as a thought-reader—— Ow 1"

Wharton's ﬁnﬁcr and thumb fastened on Billy’s fat ear.

* You don't think what, Billy?”

“1 don't think you would tell ibs under any circumstances
ﬁ'l:u!;:ver," gazped Bill;-" Bunter., * That's what I meant to
LY.

“ Quite sure™

" Oh, ves, Wharton, Please let o my car™

Harry Wharton laughed as he released him.

" Now, look here, Billy. Your thought-reading is all
humbug, like your hypnotism and your other isms. 1 wasn't
thinking sbout vou, end I certainly haven’t any intention
of making you a present of ten r-:hilfingm"

“ You as good as promised——"

* Nothing of the sort. We should have raized the monew
among us—hall-a-crown each—if Queleh had allowed us to
pey Mra. Mimble——"

“Well, I've no objection to your raising it that way,” said
Bunter mgcrl}'. “1I'm a reasonable chap. Look here, make
it two bob each—that's letting rou down lightly—and Il
gtand a fead——"" .

“ Oh, cheese it, Billy! You make me tired.™

Y Well, I must say I think jou're plaving it rather low
dqwn on me, that's all” ssid Bunter; wnd bhe walked away
with an extremely discontented look.

Harry Wharton glanced at Levison.
book, but he was not reading,
before he spoke.

1t was awfully decent of you to help Bunter out like this,
Levison,™

“Thank you!" said Levison.

 We should have done it among us, i Quelch hadn't for-
bidden it.”

H"fﬂu were bound to obey orders, of course: you always

He had taken up his
Wharton hesitated 2 moment

do

It was a peculiar case. Quelch made me promise.”
" A promise that was quite useful w0 you—ch?”
Wharton bit his lip,

* Mo good eoming any humbu%}e\#ith me, you know,” said
Levizon. *I'm not the chap to foozled, you know.™

Wharton turnod very red.

1 think you are an utter cad sometimes, Levison,” he
said guietly.  * Ounly a cad wouldn't have helped Bunter out
of h!!I’h.‘ fix. I must say, though, that your mTuner iz against
Tou.

And Wharton walked away. He left Levison staring after
him with a rather corious look on his face.

"1 wonder,” muttered Levison—"'1 wonder——" He did
not finish the reflection, but took up his book again,

s ey

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Carrles the Basket.

o BAY, you fellows!™
I It was Wednesday afternoon, a half-holiday at Grey-
friars, and the Remove ericketers were busy at the nets
on the junicr ground. Billy Bunter came down to the
ground with a worried look on his plump face, but it cleared
a little ag he caught sight of Harry Wharzon aod Bob Cherry
locking on at the baiting, and talking. : )
1 say, vou fellows!” .
“Oh, take a little run!™ eaid Bob Charry.
ing cricket, Hazeldene won't make what
clmss;_hai.sm&n, but he has a late' cut that

"We're talk-
ow'd ecall a first-
rather liko, and

1 say, Wharton, I've pot something rather important to
gay, and I don't sec what Cherry wanis to talk all that pifile
fmv.'-i Pve been disappointad about both my postal orders,
ﬂ.f:l PAE N e ]

" And now you're booked for another disappointment!™
grunted Bob Cherry. " We're not lending anything this
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afternoon. You'd belfer coraz and get in some batting,
Harry; unless T'm mistaken, there's going to be rain.”

1 say, 1've been disaspponted about my pestal-orders.’™

“Well, can't you be disappeinted quetly T

“NWa, I can’t, Bob Cherry. I'm hard up, and alter
Wharton leaving me in the lurch as he did on Mondsy, I
think he ought to stump up.”

Harry felt in s pockets,

" How muchi” ha asked,

“* Well, there’s the half-crown voa owe me—"

“1 owe you hali-a-crown!”

“ ¥es, the half-crown vou were going to contribute to the
ten bob, you know. If vou are likely to stump up some-
thing extra as well, I sha’n’t say no. I want to get a

book—"
book on grinned DBob

* Another
Cherry. )

“No; I am thinking of giving u}) thought-reading. It
doesn’t geem to go down very well, and fellows are so
obstinate, they keep on denying that 1 have read their
thoughts correctly. ‘I read them in the most unfailing way,
and then the roiters pretend thet they were thinking some-
thing else all the timea.

“ Perhaps they are right.”

* Oh, no, that's impossible, as T go upon the exact methods
of Monsiear Jong Bong, and I can’t make a misteke. But
there’s no fun in reading the:r thoughts when they won't
own up. I read Bulstrode’s thoughts this morning, and told
him that he was thinking of ata:1§i1: me & feed in the tuck-
shop—I thought it was a jolly gecd suggestion, you know,
even if it dida't exactly kit ﬂ-ﬂy his thﬁugﬁkfa‘ And he said it
was quite wrong, and that he waz thinking that I wag a
greedy little pig—"

i ﬁ.‘ hﬂ.? ha !r.

“1 can’t zee anything fo laugh at myself. But about that
three-and-six, Wharton—-—"

** That what

“The half-crown you owe me, and the extra shilling.”

**What extra shilling ¥

“1 thought something was said about something extra.
I'm m want of tin, because Herr Ratg’s book on ventrile
quism costs one-and-six, anc there's the postage. I'm rather
hungry, too.”

“Well, if Herr Ratz's book will keep you quiet for a
time, it’s worth the money,"” suid Harry Wharton, laughing.
“ It happens that I bad a tip from my uncle this morning,
and you can have the haif-crown.™

“Thank vou, Wharton, 1 always like a fellow to pary up
his debts promptly. 1 always do myself, This ventriloguism
book will be very uszsful to me, a2 I know that 1 have
wonderful powers in that direction, even more than in
hypnotism and thought-reading. Would you like 10 hear me
throw my volce?”

Mo, thanks.”

“ Weil, perhaps I had better leave it till I've had some
practice. This 15 only a half-crown you have given me”

“Did you suppose 1t was going 10 be a Aver?

“"What about the other shilling?''

““Dh, ocut off 1"

“1 don’t like a fellow to be mean,
only tenpence-halfpenny. I want a bit of a fecd this after-
noon. 1 really depended on you. Levison and Bulstrode
are going 1o nenie on the Pike this afterncon, and I could
have gpone with them.”

“Well, there they are,” said DBob Chorry, nodding to-
wards two juniors who were crossing towards the gates.
*It's not too late.”

Billy Bunter blinked round,

Levison afid Bulstrode were clad in norfolk jackets and
knickers, and each carried a stick. The Black Pike was a
difficult mountain te elimb, and very few of the boys of
Greviriars had ever been to the fop. Bome of the more
adventurous spirite had performed the feat, including Harry
Wharton andthis friends. DBut, in Harry's epinion, at least,
1t was 2 task'above the weight of Levison,

The latter was carrving a laige lunch-basket, which was
evidently heavy. Billy Bunter’s eves glimmered at the sigpht
of the lunch-basket. He started off to intercepi the iwo
adventurers,

There was & shade on Harry Whartan’s brow,

_ “They are fogols to go up there this afterncon,” he said,
in o low voice., )

“Well, we did 1t on SBaturday,” said Bob Cherry care-

thought-reading ¥

Thia will leate me

lesely.

"{Tes; but we are pgood ¢limbers, and stronger than
Levison, at any rate. Bulstrede has never been up before.
Nugent was with us, and he had been up with Wingate Jazt
term. Az likely &s not they'll lose their way.”

“* Tell them.”

Wharton hesitated.

*¥ou know how Levison receivez anything I say to him.
It's not only that, you know; but there's rain coming on,
and the Pike is fearfully dangerous when the mists come
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up from the valleay—and the mists always follow rain. Fel-

lows have been frozen to death up tners, alter loging their
way, 1 have heard.” ]
“Well, I'll speak to the silly asses.” ¥

“Tt won't do much good, but you may as well. If I said
anything, that obstinate rotter Lewvsion would only go all
the more."’

“T1 know that, Harry." : ;

Bob Cherry erossed to the two lj;uninrs, guickening bis pace
to intarcept them.  Dulstrode and Levison halted.

“This basket 45 jolly heavy," said Leviszon. *'] think you
might as well take the first turn at carryving if, Bulstrode.”

“Not much,” said Bulstroda

“ Hallo, hu.flﬂ, halle ! oxelaimed Bob Cherry. “I hear
that vou chaps are t:-iug up the Pike!"'

*What about 1t%"7 said Loavizon

“ Nothing ; only az neither of vou know the way, you
“i?u't ba getting down apain a3 eazily as vou geb up, that's
a .l'

**1 dare say we ghall b2 able to manage.”

“And it's going to rain.’’ .

Lovison swept the blue sky with his eves, and smiled
sceptically. - There was only a little cloud over the river,
and the afterncon looked very fine.

“Batting up sa a weather prophet?” he ashked.

“No,” prunted Bob Cherry; “but I know the weather,
and I know thers will be rain before dark. And when it
raina there are mista on the Pike.”

“I've been in a miat balore.”

“Not a Black Pike mist, I expect.
dangerous, that's all"

“{h, rats! You can't scare me with & cock-and-bull
story like that. Coms on, Bulstrode.'

And Levison walked on towards the gates, Balstrode,
after & moment's hesitation, [ollewed him,

“Wall, I've warned you' called cut Bob Cherry. ** Clome
on, Harrv, and let's get some batting before it rains.”

Billy Bunter followed Levison and Bulstrode to the gate,
Levison glanced round and saw the fat junior.

“ What de you want, Bunter?” he asked. ] .

“1'd like to ecarry vour basket for you, if you like,
Levizon,”” said Bunter. * You did me a good furn the othar
day, you know."” :

ievisnn langhed.

“You mean vou'd likd to sample the contents at the first
resting-place,™ he said.

"0, really, Levizon !

“You can carry it if vou ke, kid, and have & facd when
we atop.  Ti's jolly heavy: bat, mind, vou won't have & bite
till wa talke the firat rest at the foot of the Pike”

“That's a jolly long way."

“Well, I'm not asking vou fo carry the basket”

“0Oh, I'm glad to do anything for you, Levison!"

“Yog, if there's & Fead st the end of 161" grinned Levizon.
Here vou are!”

Ha handsd over the baskel, and Billy Bunter laboured
along under its weight, while Bulstrode and Levison strolled
on carelessly, awinging their sticks.

I warn you that it's

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Bilack Pike.

HE morning had been hot, but the afterncen, though
T fine, was much cocler, and thers was o truce of damp-
ness i the wind., But that was welcome to the thres
juniors t-rnml!:ing slong tho dusty road. Bunter wag
hot cnough, and he was glad when they turned from the
voad into the sheltered foobpath under the trees.
“I suppose yow'll be faking a bit of a rest before going
through the wood,” he suggested.
"” en you suppose wrong,” grinned Bulstrode.

on.

“ This basket iz heavy."

“I didn’t say it wasn't."”

““I suppose there's no objection to my taking & paack now,
to keep up my strength ¥’

“ Wrong again; there is."

" (h, really, Bulstrode!™ ]

““Keep on, vou greecﬁ.’ young pig! You took this job on
of vour own accord, and now vou've pot to stick it out.”

Bunter grunted, and shouldered the basket m. It
seemed to be growing heavier with cvery step. ?ﬁ:e path
ran thruufh the wood to the [oot of the hill, and then the
slope of the Pike bagan, gently at first, inersasing in steep-
ness higher up. The juniors pressed on, Bunter changing
the lunch-basket from ore hand to the other, and resting it
on his shoulders, and grunting and gasping with exertion.
It was o greab relief to him' when the first slopes of the
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Pile appeared in view. He bumped the baskef down on
the prass, :

“Here wa are ! he exclaimed.

“No, we're not!" grinned Dulstrode.
half-mile yet.™

* (h, reafly, Bulstrode ! 2 ;

“1t's all right," said Levizon "1 fesl Al if T conld st
dewn myself. You can open the basket, Billy.” .

“More fun to make the fat young rotter go Iagging on
up the hill,” said Bulstrode.

“*Not if I have to fag after him."

“Ha, ha! Something in that!" 2

“ Let's have something to drink., I'm as dry as lime. It's
jolly hﬁl;, and that fellow Cherry said thers was going to be
rabn. of I"

“T expect it was rob Ste:nP guzzling that lemonade
Buanfer, aud hand it over hara ™

“I'm thirsty.”

“So am I, and I come firat. Hand it over.”

Bunter unwillingly parted with the lemonade. The lunch-
basket was well stocked. Bulstrode slways had plenty of
money, and Levison's credit was good at the tuck-shop. The
.uﬂi[illrs- rested and feasted in tho grateful shade of the

BoNgs,

“ Just the day to climb the Pike,"” said Levison. *It's
not nearly =0 hot a3 if has been.”

**1 feel jolly hot," grunted Bunter, 4

“Yeou've been ocarrving that basket. Go essy with the
creamn puffs. Sandwiches are good enough for you, sa you
want such a lot, ¥oa ~an have as much of the bread-and
butter as you like. Wa've got another feed to compe yet, on
top of the Pike,” aaid Levizon. *'lIs thare anything in what
Cherry said about the mists, Bulstrode?™

“I've heard s0, when it rains.”

“Well, it won't rein to-day.”

“There was a tramp frozen to death on the Pike lest
winter,” said Bulstrode. **He lost his way thers. It's all
right in summer,” i

“1 suppoac those fellows were japing us, and would have
had a good chuckle if they had been able to irighten us off.”

“Very likely."

“Well, I'm going on, anyway. You know ths road?’

““Evervbody knows it half-way up. After that thore aro
cuts CI-E the trees to show the track, I expect it will be snsy
gndugh, '

““ Zhove those things into the basket, Bunter!™

““1 haven™ finished eating yet, Levison.”

“Yes, you have!" excluimed Dulstrode. **We're not
standing a special pienie for you, you young cormorant!
Fasten up that basket 1™

“ But, rcally——="'

“ Fasten it up, I tell sou "

Bunter uwnwillingly obayed. lunch-basket
fastencd, and Bunter shounldered it

‘*Are you comimg on further?” msked Levison.

“Welkl, I want to oblige you, Levison, and—""

“Amd to he in oat the next feed,” said Bualstrode.

“Oh, really—""

“Well, you can come, if vou like fo carry the baskot,”

“I'm sincerely sorry that vow should suspect me of in
terested motives, Bulsitrode. I'm perfectly willing to carry
the basket, and should be just as willing if there weren't
anything to eat in it.”

“Taiar ™ sald DBulstrede cheerfully.

The juniors tramped on. The path #tll ran hatween trees
and uswlerwoods, but the ground was ron hor, and therae
woers thick weeds and neltles in the gras. %‘hﬁ ascant grew
stecper with every deaen yards covered.

Bunier was sonn perspiring and grunting. About every
hundred yards he supgested a rest, & supgestion which was
prremptorily negatived by the others, who were wnlkigﬁ
very much at their eass, without loads of any kind, a
assisting their progress with their sticks.

“1 say, vou fellows—-"

“Oh, shut up, and get on !’ said Bulstrode.

“1 suy, I'm faeged out. I'm afraid I sha'n’t bo able to
keop on.™”

“(io back, thom™

“ Buat I'm hungry!™
" “\\'F]E, vou'll be at Greyiriars in time for tes, it you
urry [

“{3h, really, Bulstrede, T think [ onght to reat and hove
a snack now—"

y “‘]I 'H]irlk I shall brain you with this stick if you open that

aslet I

“Do you want me to drop down a pallid corpse before
your cyea

“1 don’t mind.™

“ Oh, really s

Levison jerked the basket out of the perspiring junior's
hand.  Me hoisted it on to his own shoulder and strode on.
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“You ecan cut back, Bunter,” said Bulstrode.

“ Oh, ratel” saicd Levison. “‘Let him come!™
'I:mu What's the pood of him, if he's not going to carry the

sket 1"

“What's the good of you, if you come to that?™ said
Levison, in his unpleasant way.

“If wou're looking for a thick ear, Levison——"

“ Bosh! Let's get on!”

They got on. Bunter still thinking of the feast to come,
tramped alomg patiently. Levison carried the basket with-
vat gomplaint.

Steeper became the path, wilder the scenery round if.
The foliage was thicker and darker, and the ferns of a larger
growth, lges of rough rock cropped up in the path, more
than once causing the juniors to stumble,

“Here we are!” exclaimed Bulstrode at last.

Billy Bunter gave s gruat of reliel.

Y zoing to pichic herei”

Bulstracls grinned ill-natorediy.

“No, ze2] We're poing to plenic on top of the Pike
That's anothar mile and a half vet. This is the end of the
lower road.  It's climbing alter thig”

" Better not w0 any }sariher,” sugrestodd Bunter., "It
would be awlel fun pienicking here in the shade of the
trees!”

“ Come on V' said Levisen.

“Wou're poing to rest here, anvway, surply?”

OF course not! We've pot fo get to the fop and down
sgain béfore dark.™

* Well, it gets dark very late, and—-"

Levison «id not wait for Bunter 1o finish, Ha follawed
Bulstrode, who was tramping on without a pause. The
threa crossed a level plateauw in the shade of the trees, a
spot to which the explorer: of Black Pike often came, and
where black patches on the grass showed that camp-fires had
heen lighted at different times, Beyond the level the upper
Pike roso abruptly.

Now it was climbing in real earnest. The troez were
growing fewer and thinner, and the sky counld be scen more
clearly. The vegetation was of a more siunted growth, the
s0il havder, dustier, rockier. The path was very ill-defined,
but here and there morks on trees and rocks showed them
thut they were going aright.

Levison threw down the basket again with o prunt.

* By Jove, that's foo heavy! Take vour turn now, Bal-

efrode 1"
“Hatal" said Bulstrede. *Ii that young cormeorant is
ecoming along for 4 feed, he can carry 1he grub!™

1 don't see why vou can’t take a turn!™”

I oawall if Bunter Caes back. "

“0h, I say, Bulstrode, it's no good my going back after
coming so far. I really think youw ocught to carry the bashkeb
a bit.'

“No fear!"

“(zet hold of it, Banter,” said Levison.

“Woulda't vou like to carry it a bit further, Levison®'"

“ Mo, I wouldn't!” snapped Levieon. *I'm fagged to
death now ! Carry it, or elear!”

“Oh, I'll earry it with pleasural I'd do anything to

The

chlige you, Levison !

And the fat junior shouldered the bashket again.
three jumors presscd on, halting now and then to make sure
of the ill-defned path. The trees grew seantier, and from
the bare elopes they hadd o far view of the countryside. Far
away they could seo Greyvirinres School, with ils ivied towar,

“ Bplendid view from here,” Balstrode remarleed.

“1 say, you fellows, this is o ripping view, and 1 supgest
that you should picnie here instead of going to the top of
the Pike.”’

“Oh, cheese it

Lovison kept on.  The slopes were stony and hard and
dusly, patched hero and there with stunted bushes.  The
ground was broken into gullies and rifts, amd the path
wound anang the irregularities in a puzzling wagy. alwe
paths branched off in wll directions, and the juniore several
fimes follewed & wrong track, amd had fo retrace their steps.
Bunier was growing more fatigued, and he lagged consider-
ably behind the other two,

“Come on, you young asil” ecalled out Bulstrede, from
faur in advance

“I'm coming, Bulstrode '

“Mind vou don’t miss us!™

“I'll be careful ™

Bulstrode and Levison wers tarning the corner of & swell-
ing knoll, and they disappearcd from Bunter's view for a
moment. Billy Bunter put the basket on the ground and
sal on it

“I really think I ought to have a rest!” he murmured.
“I'm getting gquife Tageed! I'm afraid it will be bad for
my constitution if I over-exert mysel.™

“{{ome an, Dunter ™

I was till they found kim,

It was Levison's voies ringing through the bushes far in
advance.

“I'm coming!"” gasped Bunter, ]

He groaned as he rose and picked up the basket agoin.
He pushed on, and came to & branch in the way, and haited,
irresolufe,. Whether Levison and Bulstrode had gone on
through the bushes, or reunded the kooll, and turned to the
loft along the ridge, he had not the fuintest Wlea.

“Hallo ! he shouted, ** Whers are you, Levison?”

“ Come on !l rang a shout from the distance.

“I'm coming!” :

The shout was no guide. There was & choico of ways
townrds the shouter, and Bunter did not know which one to
take. MHe chose the casiest, and plunged on by what looked
like a beaten track through the thickels. Ile had not gone
tweniy wvards hefore the track—if track it was—ended
abruptly in a mass of impenctrable bushes. _

Bunter halted. The day was close, and here, as it hap-
pened, grew a large tree, towering over the thickeils. The
shade was welcome to Bunter, ond he staggered under the
1-.}1dn-*i;p}nu:]i:jg houghs, and sank upon the gross with & gasp
of relicf.

Theough the silence of the mountain rang a ditant sound
like the faint ccho of a far-off ehout. Bunier did not h{r-alc:i
it. e sat gusping for breath, and fanning himself with hia
handkerchief.

“My word, bub it's hot!” he murmured. " They've
ﬂliﬁ!’-ﬂt{ me! How lucky thaf I have the iuneh-basket with
me! T had beiter have o snack to keep up my strength
ready for when they find me.”

The thought of setting out to find the others mever even
ceourred to Bunter. He was quife content to remain where
The lunch-basket was with
hig, and that was the most important point,

Bunter opened the bosket, and begun to sample ihe con-
tents, In this pleasant occcoupation he quite forget Levison
ane Hulatrode, and everything and N-mlmdly elst. He was
quite happy, atd the supplics in the basket diminished at an
alorming rate

A sudden ewishing in the branches overhead made him
panse dnd look up at last: Heavy drops of water splashed
clu\vﬁ upot his fat fuce, He started to nis foet,

Y"Hain!

Bbb Cherry had been right, after all. It was rain—and o
sicdden, heavy rain! It came Jown in sweeping gusts, and
in o few wminutes the dry, dusty hillside was weeping.
Iunter scrambled closer to the trunk of the big tree for
shelter, and stood there diemaved, still moechanically eating
jam-tarks,

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Summlit of Black Plke.

- HERE'S that voung grampus got to?’

It was Bul&-'ir{)(ji who grunted out the goestion,
as he paused on,a high point of the Black Pike
snd looked buckwards. Bunter had beencusofm for

some time, but the two Removites had hed no doubt that he
was following, But Bulstrode had grown uneasy at last,

“Oh, den't stop!” enid Levison. " Let’s get on 1o the
top. It's not more than another quarter of a mile, I should
sAy."

*t¥Yes: but whera's Bunter”

“Hung Bunter ! .

“That’s all very well; but it would be no joke o get to
the top, amd have all the way to go back on - -sa emply
Hl‘ﬂmacﬁ,” suid Bulstrode ungasily, 1 krnow this pert, and
you don't.”

“ Bunter is following us.” )

“] haven't seen or heard anything of the youmg rotter for
reacly hulf an hour.  It's cecurred to me that he may
have stopped to have a Teed.” . _ )

“ Bhout for him, then,” said Levison, leaving up against
a stunted Rr to rest.

“PBunter ' Billy Bunter! Bunt-t-t-ter!™

Bulstrode velled and shouted and raved, bmt no reply
ranwe baclk, save the echo of his own voice, It was evident
{hat the fot junior was not within hearing.

“The young cormoerant.! I thought sol”

TWell, 'm poing on !’

“I'm not. It's a good step to the top, and there are miles
back, and—and—- By Jove!™

“Whet's the matter now?"”

Bulsirade pointed io the north,

“* Look there!"

Lovison looked. The cloud they had seen at starling was
thicker and Blacker, and had extended over half the horizon.
The peouliar glimmer of the sun showed that it was raining
there, some miles awany. ; ; :

“The rain's coming down,” esid Bulstrode, *‘amd it's
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“ What are you fpﬂtﬂt{& up with that
rat's Iosolence for, harton?” sald
Bob Cherry.

coming this way. Bob Cherry waa right. Wo're going te
have a rainstorm on the Pike."

“Who cares for a little rain?”

“I do, for one,” said Bulsirode promptly.
haven't got even a coat with u% and no grub! Don't an
ass! We've got to get out of this just ae quickly as we can.
There's no getting down the Pike in the rarmn.’”

“Why not?"’

“The mist comes up from the valley. You can’t see o
foot beforo you, and then the ground i3 slippery when it's
wet. Look here, there's danger I"

Levison laughed,

“(Oh, why gﬂn’t you eny you're fagped out, and want to
give in, and have done with it, Bulstrede? That would be
more sensible.’

“I'm not so fagged as you are.”

“ Then come on!" _

“Tha rain will be here im & guarter of an hour st the
farthest.”

“ Blow the rain!™

“You confounded ass!"” exclaimed Dulstrode angrily.
“T'm not fooling you! Do you knew you risk lesing your
life if you're eaught in a rain-storm on the top of Black
Pike T’

“*(h, draw 1t mild "

" Well, I'm going back.”

nw}’ . we

“I'm ing forward. Harry Wharton and his Jot
reached the top of the Pike on SBaturday afternoon.'
].l" It was a fne day, asnd they had pleniy of grub with
t Em-il

“I don't suppose they would have turned back for a
little wet. Anyway, I'm not going to be outdone by Harry
Wharton, Nice pair of ssses we should logk if we went
back now, and told the fellows we had set out to do what
Wharton did, and turned back because we ware afraid of
getting our jackets wet.””

1 suppose it's no good talking te you,"” said Bulstrode;
“amnd there's no time. I'm going back, and you'll come,
too, if you're not a confeunded fool.”

“Well, I'm not coming!”

“Then stay!™

Bulstrode swung away, and his foctsteps rang down the
etony hill :

Levison looked after him with a eneer on his lips.

“1 say, Buolstrode,” he eslled out, " if you seo Buntfer,
hurry himn up with that basket!™ ]

Bulstrode did not reply. He disappeared from sight mn
a few moments, and Levison was left alone on the moun-
tain.

For a moment the boy's obstinacy wavered. The ﬂ:}litl}ﬂﬂ
of the Pike was oppressive, and as he looked at the rainy
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5P|-rj', ha tould not doubt that the rain was approaching the
ike.

But it was scarcely possible to go back now. He knew
how Bulstrode would gibs at a surrender after all that he
had said. Levizon set his teeth, and tramped forward up
the dusty slopes of the Pike.

Higher and higher, till it scemed to the lad that he was
pigrcing the elouds, and the trees on the lower slopes of
the Pilke seemed to be dwarfed to the size of ferns, He
pauzed on the last slope, and lecked round him.

Then he gave an uncasy start.

He was looking in the direction of Greyfriars, but the
old school was no longer visible. A thin, whits mist was
creeping up from the valley, and already it was surround-
ing the Pike. Fven as he looked it was creeping closer,
and wrapping the trees of the lower elopes in its chill em-
brace. It shut off. the countryside, it shut off Greyfriars,
it was shutting off the Lower Pike.

Levison was uneasy now. But it was too late for retreat.
The mist was ereeping up the Pike, and he would have to

ass through it in his desgent to reach the earth again.

erhaps it would clear off when the rain coasedt

Levison did not turn back. The chief thought in his
mind was that he would not fail where Harry Wharton
had sncoseded. Ha trampoed on up the last slope, though
the exertion of the ascent had fatigued him so much that
he could eearce put one foot before the other.

Still forward: cill the last ascent was crowned, and the
summit of the Pike lay before him.

A rugged, rocky plateau, patched with stunted trees and
ragged bushes.

Levizon siaggered cut wpon the level, and sank into the
ferns at the foot of n rock. On the roek, where his glance
fall, two initials had been cut: “H W."

" Harry Wharton!” muttercd Levizen. * Well, I have
climbed the Pike, too; there's no getting out of that! I'll
put my initials mext to his.”

He opened his pocket-knifo. There was a gust of wind
over the Pike, and rain-drops dashed infe his face.

He started. rops wore a warning of what was
coming; and it came the noxt minute—a black shadow on
the sky, and a peItinﬁ of heavy rain.

Levison rose, and logked round him with secared By as,
On the summit of the Pike thore was no shelter; Be was ex-

ased to the full force of the beating torrent. In a few seconds

e was wet to the skin.  And round the rainy Pike the
whito mist was ereeping -on, folding the hill eloser and
closer in its chill embrace, creeping closer and clozer fo
the forlorn lad as though sceking to envelope him, and shut
bim off from the outer world.

Cleser and cleser, like a erecping animal, $il! tha white
vapomr was round him, and he could not sse hiz hand
betore his face—could see nothing, could hear nothing but
tae pelting of the heavy rain.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

To the Rescue.
AIN™
There was a hurrying and a seurrving at Grep-
friars for shelter. The rain came égwﬁg sud&mlg,
and some of the juniors were still at the nots. SBome
of them had their flannels soaked before they gained the
shelier of the pavilion.

Cherry came rushing in with his bat under his aTin,
and humped against Nugent, who was standing leoking out
into the field.

“Halle, hallo, halle!” exclaimed Bob cheerfully, * Wiea
weather, ain't it? L say, Inky, buck up? he went on,
turning, and showting to the nubob, who was running to-
wards the pavilion,  “*Get in, you ass, or the colour will
ba%m to runl”

e nabob arrived, panting and dripping.

“Oh, it's all right,” said Nugent, grinning.  ** Inky's
eomplexion is done up in fast colours, isn't it, Inloy?"”

"The excellentfulness of the estcemed jole is only
equalled by the sublime fathendedness of the honourablo
joker,”" purred the Nabob of Bhanipur.

"“Cricket's all over for to-day—and to-morrow, too, I
e:pfmt,” remarked Hazeldene. “This is going to be =
soalier.’”

* The soakfulness is terrifie.”

“ Wherefore that pensive brow,
mourning for the ericket, or h
bit? Where's Billy Bunter to read his thoughts?”

But Wharton did net amile.

L I'm thinking of those fellows whe've gone up the
Pike,” he said.

Bol Cherry whiztled.

"uIly hat! I'd forgotten them! They're in for it!™

“They are, and no mistake!™ Nugent remarked.

Wharton? Are you
ave you lost a threepenny-

|1 If
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thay're on the Pike now, I pity them. Did DBunter go
along "' "

“Yes; he went to carry the grub”

“Ha, ha! He will get a wash this time.

" Perhaps they've come in?" said Hazeldene comfortably.
“I know I'm going in.” )

Most of the juniors put their collars up, and cut aecross to
the house. Put the famous four remained in the pavilion.

They were looking serions. They knew that the explorers
of the Black Pike had not come in, and they wers anxious.

“They're a pair of cads,’” Bob Cherry remarked; t:ut.
it's a serious business being caught on the Pike in o rain-
atorm.” : s

* There's Billy Bunter, too,” Harry Wharton said; he
would be less able to stand it than either Levison or Bul-
atrode,™

* Burely thaq:."d have sense enough to turn back when the
ey, might b Gl

“ Ther mi ave gone ar.”

*1 dni't a&% what we can do,”" said Nugent. * Not much
of weather for going out to look for anybody; and, ns a
matter of fact, I don't feel inclined to go and look for
Lavison. You know what we should be thlE te get. ¥ou
know how he greeted us that time we yanked him away
from the gipsies.”

“The ungratefulmess of the rotfer was terrifia.””

Harry Wharton nodded.

“1 dare say thev're under shelter,” said Bob Cherry.
“Anyway, it's no good b#thering. Let's pet in”

The juniors made a run through the rain to the school-
house, There they changed their things, and then Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh and Nugent settled down to a gpame of
chess in the common-room. The room was thronged with
juniora the rain had driven indoors.

Harry Wharton went up to No. 1 Study, the window of
which overlocked a part of the clese, and stood at the win-
dow locking out. The driving rain blurred the glass, and
he could dimly zee the old trees. From time to time some
unlucky fellow, who had been spending the afrerncon on
the road, would come in on a drenched cycle, soaked to the
gkin, and muttering uncomplimentary things aboubt the
weather.

Harry Wharton started a little as he felt & tap on his
shoulder. He lookad round, and saw Nugent.

“* Finished your game?' asked Harry.

“Yes; Inky mated me, all through my moving my
knight when I ought to have pushed up a pawn,” said
Nugert. It waa rotten! If I had moved my knight, and
if Tni-:s had moved his gueen instead of his rook, and
if he hadn’t seen what I was after, I should have had him
in four moves”

Wharton smiled,

Nugent was a beginner at the great game of cliess, and
e shockingly bad player, but he always imagined that he
wgs very near 10 victory when he was benten, and he was
alwaye quite sure he would have won if about four or five
“1if's" had come to pass.

“Inky is t.m:-[ﬂinF ob, now,” said Nugent.
on Bob and Hazeldene together. I wondered where you
were. What are you up to—maditating on your sins, or
coposing a poem on the weather, or an ode to a rotten
afterroon?”’

" No; the fact is, old man—"" Wharton paused.

*“0b, out with it,” said Nugent, laughing., * You're
thinking about that ungrateful pig, Levizaon.” !

“ WeH, it’s the truth. He is several eorte of a pig—and
so is Bulstrode; buf you know what it means to caught
in a storm on the Pike. And we'ra bound in a way to lool
after Dunter. He's with them.”

" He wouldn't be if he wasn’t such a greedy young cor-
morant.”’

“85till, he is out in this, as & matter of faet, It's getting
darl, old chap, and there is no sign of them wyet.”

“They're on the Pike, right snough.”

“And if they're on the Pike, what chance have they of
getting off 1t, now that the mist iz on the mountain?’

“ None at all!”

“That means that they're booksd to stay there till the
morning ' ;

"1 suppose 80, said Nugent gravely; “and that's rough
on them.”

I moy be worse than rough on them—a night in the
open in weather like this,” said Wharton quistly.,  * They
have no conts, even. It might mean—""

MNurent shivered a little,

“Buppose we tell the Farm master: he ean think of
gomething to be done.”

“ What can he do that we can't do ourselves?”

“You're not thinking of going out in this, Wharton

"I am,” said Harry guietly. " Look here, I've bheen up
the Pike more than once, and I know tha path well. You
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know it better than any other fellow in the echool. II we
tell Mr. Quelch, he can only send a zearch-party; and who
can he send? Nobody who's likely to do the business better
than we could.”

* Bomething in that, but——"

“"Well, what?"

o Th-ﬂi"ra not worth the trouble and risk

':Par aps not; and I know I've no right to ask you to
go.”’

“ Rata!"” said Nugent cheerfully, *“If you pgo, I'll go
That'e settled! What about Bob and Inky?®™

Wharton sheok his head.

“No need to drag them out. If anything can be done,
we con do it

“ Yes, that's so. Jolly weather for an excursion, I must
say,” grunted MNugent. But I'm game, if you are. But
what about telling Queleh®"”

“It's calling over in a quarter of an hour now, and he'll
koow then, Ne¢ need for us to tell him. He would forbid
us to go ouf, if he knew wo were going.”

“True,. The sooner we're off, the better!”

“That's so. Let's get our things together—eoats, and
goiters, and some grob, in case we get stuck up there”

“ Right-ha "

The preparations of the two Removife: were zoon made.
They left the house quietly, only Skinner, who was in the
hall, observing their departurc. He called after them in
Bmazemnent

" Where on earth are you chaps going 1"

" Qoing to see if it's raining,'’ smid Nugont cheerfully.

Harry Wharton looked back for a moment.

“We're poing to look for the chaps on the FPike,” he
gaid. * You can tell Queleh at ealling-over.’”

“But, T say——""

But they did not listen to what 8kinner had to say. They
strade on, and the rain and the mist swallowed them up
from sight.

anmppp—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Task.

HE rain drove furiously in the fonoes of the two

Roemovites fas they left the gates of Greyiriars, and

tramped up the road. They had thick gaiters on,

overcoats buttoned up rovnd ihe neck, and caps with
flaps down over their ears, but still the driving rain found
them ouf.

“Weat, ain't ™ prunted Nugent.

Wharion did not reply. Thoey tramped on, and turned into
the footpath through the weeping wood. The rain dashed
down, and the trees were sireaming with water, the grass
swimming under their fect.

But the two juniors tromped on dogeedly. They came on
the lower slopes of the Pike, and Lﬁen ‘harton suddenly
stopped. Nugent halted, too, looking at him. The mst
was round them now, like a dim, white veil, shutting off the
view 1 every direction,

“ Fagged ¥ asked Nugent.

“MNa, Iheard something.”

“YWou hear such curious things in this mist," sald Nugent
“It'e full of echoes, and you never know what the scunds
are, or where they come from., What de vou think you
heard, Harry. -

“ A footztep, I think.”

The junicrs listened intently.
the mist.

“ Petter shout ™

*(Aood] DBoth together ! : ;

The junicrs shoutedd. "o their velief a shout came back
from the mist, and a heavy, staggering footstep echoed on
the soaked ground.

“Halle! Hallo!™

“ Halle!"

“It's Bulstrode’s woiee,”” eaid Nugzent, with a grunt of
relief. * They're here. We sha'n't hove to go up the Pike”

“Ii's only Bulstrode’s voiee,” =zoid Wharton.

“1 suppose the others are with him.”

“We ghall 2oon ece.’”

Wharton shouted again, and Bulstrade answered, and a
minute later he loomed up through the mist.  He was soaked
with water, and almest sinking with exhaustion.

*“Wha's that?" he exelaimed., ' Is that voun, Levieon

“No!” said Harry.

“My hat! Wharlon "

“Whare is Bunter—and Leovison 't

“ Blegeed if I know!"” gasped Bulstrode, zinking dewn
fraom sheer weariness. “'I'm t]lm;-? up. I've been wandering
ahout. for hours, but T couldn’s find my way in the mist.
How did vou fellows come here 7™

*We pame to look for yon.™

“¥ou must have heen in want of something to do,* said
Buldtrode. " Blessod if I'd go out and look for anvbody in
thiz weather, Where are we now ¥

“Just off the footpath through the Friar's Woed,”
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* Thank goodness, then I'm night down at last ™

“ How far up have you been®?

“Nearly to the top. 1 left Levison on the last lap. 1
could see that the rain was coming on, but the silly ass
wouldn't turn back.”

* g he keep ¢n when left him " .
_df‘?ﬁ-ﬁ; thaugh I warned him what it meant, the obslinate
achiot |

“What about Bunter!"

M He missed us soon after we had passed the half-way
?latea,m He was Jagging on behind with the grub-basket.

ghouldo’t wonder if he missed ue on purpose, to fuck into
the grub. Huasn't he turned up yet at Greyiriars?”’

i1 ﬂ!”

“Then I suppose he's lost, and sc is Levison. Have you
chaps got anything to eat with you? I'm famished "

“ Here's o sandwich.”

“Thanks! Are you coming back io Greyfriars now? ¥You
ean lend me a hand; I'm almost too fagged to drag along,
The rain talee it out of you.” .

Bulstrode did indecd look o nitiable objeet, Ho was
sonked to the skin and covered with mud from head to foot.

“ We're not coming back,” said Harry quietly. " We'ro

ging on o find Bunter and Levison. You'll get tﬂ; Groy-
riars all ripht now. Onece in the footpath, you ['.z}ujnt- mis
the way, and the mist is a]] on this side of the wood.

“ Right you are. You'd be much more sensilile to come
back, too, though. You can’t find them in the mosi

“We're poing to try.”

“Ten't be an ass!  They have wandared from the path,
for o dead ecert. And how are you going to look for them
over a couple of square miles ¥’

“ Come on, Frank.”

Bulstrode was still remonstrating, when Wharton and
Nugent tramped on, and left him to grumbloe alone. Ho
finished the sandwich, stargered 1o his Feet. and tramped on
wearily through the wood towards Greyfriars,

The chums felt a little relieved in their minds ae they

ressed on through the mist.  One of the abzentecs had hcen
ound, and was safe, and that was something. And they
had learned encuch to guide thom eomewbat in their search
for the other two. "

“We know now that they're nast the plaiean, Harry
Wharton ohecrved. * We can keep right on past that, then,
and then begin to search.”

“Thed may have come down.' - .

“ Mot 1likely, in the mist. If Levison was going on, when
the rain started, he couldn’t possibly bave got down fo t!;s
plateau again. As for Bunter, 1 imagine that_he “'"'}“k
stick just where he was when the rain started, and not make
a move ot all. He woulda't know which way to ",'m'

It was hard work gerfing up to the plateau. There d""nﬂ'
little wind, Lut the steady pouring of the raan was hard 1o
fuce. In spite of their thick coals, the juniors were very
wot, Their eaps were soaked ihrough. and were as hml"'th“
if they had been dipped in the river. They came out on the
plateau at lest, and Nugenb sunk down on a rock.

Harry Wharton I‘:{ﬂt{id. rod

“ Feeling done up?’ he asked. . . F

o l-‘rett;:rgwell,” gEa.-spEd Nugent. *Ths hf*aftl;? mist chokes
one, too. 1 feel a8 if 1 bad my head in a sack.” T

Wharton looked around him. There was no sizn of l-:
mist elearing off. It vose like steamn from the valley, thicker
and thicker. He could hardly see Nugent. b

H W chall have to take care not to get separated.” ha
sid guietly. Wle Shﬂ"mﬁ‘w?{t]ﬁr}}l cach other again.
think the rain is clearing off a bttle. o >

“ Yes it scems thinning down; but the mist 18 gelting
thicker.”

“ No chance of that clearing off much hefore noon to-
morrow,”? snid Harry roefolly. " 8till, it's sompething to

vo a little less rain,” <
h&IIe sat down on the rock heside Nugent. He waa fatigued
himseclf, but he was standing the test betler than his chum.
Harry was one of the best athletes in the Greviriars Remove,
and he was olways in the pink of conditian. N

 Blossod 3f 1 think I shall be able to get to the top.” said
Nugent, with a gaep. " It took it out of us preity wel] last
Saturday, you know, and it was fine weather and daylight.
Seill. we'll wtick it ont as long as we can,”

“ I'm ready to go on when you are.”

“* I'm ready.”

Nugent roze with something of an effort, and they faced
the aseent again, It was not casy to piek ap the path across
the platean in the mist. an

*

d it wae elow work., Dut they
did it, and were at length on the steeper upper slopes of
the Pike. -
“ Wow we shall have to look out for Bunter,” eaid Harry.
Looking was not of much ure. They shouted af intorvals,
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and the mist echoed and rolled back their shouting. Their
rogress was slow, and growing more and more laborioua
he rain was passing off to the Bouth, but rivulets were
running down every hollow of the hill, and every gully was
a stream. 'The ground was wet and shippery, the mud deep
and clinging. } )

Soon 1t was only Harry who chouted irto the mist
Nugent's breath had failed him ot last, and it was all he
could do to keep up with his hardier companion.

“Hark!" exclaimed Harry Wharton suddenly.

They listened intently, : ’

. There was & faint sound through the mist. Was it the
echo of Harry's last shout? No; it was repcaied, and
faintly t.he;.- made out the word:

“Help "

“*Thank goodness!"” gasped Nugent.
at any rate. Let's got on.” i

L {m sound came from the left, I think."

“Mhen it's in these bushes. That's leaving the path !’

“Woll, we know that Bunter left the path, from what
Bulstrode said.”’

*True. Come onl” o .

They plunged into the dripping thickets. That they wore
upon the right track was soon proved. The shout rang
feebly through the mist again, this time clearer and nearer,
nmalHun]mistaknhl}' in the voice of Billy Bunter.

“ Help 1" - -

Thay l;}!unged on through bush and mud and rain, blindly
in the mist. Nugent bumped against tho trunk of a tree,
and stoppad. Wharton halted also as ha ecaught the
outlines of » form stretched on the ground in the wet grass,
whimpering.

It was Billy Bunter!

“That's ono of them,

- ———

THE TEXNTH CHAPTER,.

The Rescue of Bunter.
4 ILLY ™
Bunter sat up and whimpered: ]
“1 say, Levison. is that you? I think it's about
time you cama back for me! I'm jolly well scaked,
Boo-hoo!"” :

“T'm jolly glad we've found you!"' said Harry Wharton,
while Nugent sank down exhausted at the foot of the tree.

Bunter gave a jump. i

“That 13n't Levison! Is it you, Wharton "

" Yas, Billet”

“ How on earth did you got hare?"’

“ We have come to look for you."

“ 1 wish you had come a bit sooner. then,” szald Bunter:
¥ I'm soaked! Ihd vou think of bringine a coat for me?”

“We've found it hard enough to get along without any-
thing to carey.” gnidd Harry quietly. " But you can have my
matlr!

Y{dh, rot!"" said Nugant.
mina "

“WNo, you won't!"

Nugent, as a matter of fact, was too exhausted to move.
Harry Wharton stripped off his coat and wrapped it round
Bunter, who was trembling and shivering. 1 night was
growing bitterly cold, and the mist had a clammy, chilly

rip. Bunter was soaked with rain, shaking in every limb.
h‘a grunted with satisfaction a3 he felt the coat put round

1. :

"“That better?” asked Harry.

“Vas it's better, Wharton, but T do wish you had thought
of bringing a waterproof I How the dickens am I to geb
back to Greyiriars?"”

“ Haven't you tried to get back™

“No. I've been under this tree aver sinee it started roin-
inﬁ." said Billy Bunter, whimpering again. “ It seems a
jo d} leng time! I don’t know the way down the mountain,
and I can’t see anything in this mist. The beastly stuff is
sticking to n'I-ﬂ;.' glaam. too, and it's worse with them on than
with them off I’

‘* Have you seen anything of Levison?”

“ Mot since I lost them on the path—a fearfully long t'ma
ago! Tt was lucky T had the lunch-baslket wit.i; ma, or [
might have been starved to death!™

“* Has Levizon nothing to aat with him ™

““Not that I know of. I haven’t sither, for that matter!
T've finizhed up all there was in the basket, to keep up my
strength, I'm beginning to get hungry again, and I'm
c-c-cotd 1"’

Harry Wharton was silent and troubled. Levison, m a
much more exposed part of the mountain, must have icl
the force of the storm more than Buntor, and he hud
nnthmdg to eat! He remained to be found, and the raslk
seemed hopeless. Dut hopeless or not, Harry meant to see
the matter through,

The difficulty wns, what to do with Buanter.

“I'll give the fat young oyster

It seemed
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iympossibla to leave him alons, and, indoed, Nugent was in

Lup;tntﬁ to continue the ascent. Wharton thought it out
ado up his mind. \

mﬁ!ﬂg’eut,pﬂld chap, will you stay here with Bunter?

“ What are you gong to doi”

“I'm going on to look for Levison. : ;

“You're not going alone,” said Nugent, staggering to hia
foot; ‘ I'm coming with you!"

Bunter gave a whimper.

“T gay, you fellows, you can’t go on and leave me alone
hera | shall be frozen to death! I don’t know the way
dnwahtha mountain ! Irﬁl li:'-f;f rightened !"'

“ Cheese it & minute, Billy "'

“I won't! You can't |-E=Il::r"|l'ﬁ ma! If you had cashed up
the ten bob you owed me I shouldn't have come up tha Tika
st all to picnic with Levison! Jolly sort of picnie this 13!
If‘;,rou leave me my death will be at your d-d-door!

uiet, Billy; we're not going to leave you alona!" said
Ha.r? Whartan. “ You see how it ia, Frank? Ona of ua
will have to stay with Dunter. I'm not so knocked up as

you are, and I'll keep on.” .

“ But——"" bezan Nugent ancasily.

“ It's the only thing to be done. As zoon as you're restad
o hit, you can find your way down the mountain with
Bunter.” : :

“I say, that’s a really pood idea! said Bunter. * Only
it v.'nuluf be better for you to coms as well, Wharton! You
can't possibly find Levison in thia mist, and 1f you comeo,
you'll be sble to tuke an arm each and help me along [

“* Dry up, you fat young rotter!” growled Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent—" :

“1 supposo there's nt:t-himi‘ alaa to be done?’ said Nugant.
“T eouldn’t keop on up the hill—or down it, either—till I've
had & rest. But I don't like your going on along, Harry 1"

“That's all right.” _
11“ l}nulz here, take my coat, then; you're not geoing like
that 1"

“Rata!  I'm all right! It's easier to climb without a
coat, and I can’t get mudh wetter than I am!™

“¥ou'll have a rest befors you go on?’

“I've had a bit of a rest now. think I'll push on, You
don't know where Levizon may be, or in what state [ may
firid him—if 1 find him at all!”

Nugent was silent. It was evidently the only thing to ba
done, but his heart was heavy at the thought of his friend
going on alone into the thick of the mist

* I—TI suppose you must go, Harry!"" he said, with a
in his throat. * Heaven help you both up there!
care !

I shall take care.”

“ Thare are precipices, and the gullies are full of watar.
Whera it was dry on Saturday, it's dosp enough now to
drown vou if you tumbled in!”

“I know. 1 shall lock out, old c¢hap!™

“ Loole here; suppose we fix Bunter up comfy under the
troe, and I come with vou?"

A howl from Billy Bunter interrupted Nugent. The fat
itlnnh:-r caught hold of his sleave in his terror of being loft
alone,

“* ¥You can't—you sha'n’t! Wharton, tell him he’s to stop 1™

“ Look here, you young ass,” bagan MNugent wrathfully;
“you'ra all right! You—"

“1 won't be laft alone—1 won't! Qw—wow!™

“ Bhut up, Billy,” soid Harry; " Nugent 15 going to stay!
1 shall be all right, old chap! Stay here and rest o bik, and
then get Dunter down the mountain I

He gripped his chum's hand in the gloom with & hard
ﬁ\np- Both knew that that parting might easily be tha last.
Then Wharton plunged away through the thickets and
resumed the ascent of the rugiged sieep.

Nugont sank down exhaustedly inle tha wet, t““gi“i
grass, and listencd with o heavy heart to the erashing of
the thickets growing fainter as Harry pushed. The sounds
died away at last, and silence olosed upon the meountain
again—silence broken only by the lashing of the rain.

“* Heaven help him "' murmured Nugent,

Biliy Bunter whimpered.

“ 1 say, Nugent, I think we ought to be gefting down tho
mountain, you know! Do you think you eould oarry et

“Yes, if you want to break both our nooks!” growled
Nugaent,

o I d'll'l-“?:- E'!'.‘-"E-' I'I:':l'ﬁ" t can 'E'HI-I]L; Et.i“, if FOMl hald e ap ]_'..}r
the arm, I think I con manage. 1 feal that this will hove a
lerrible effect upon my constitution!
Mugenti™

“ I'my resting.™

“T think it's rather selfish of you to rest when I'm soaked
to the skin and ready to make an effort" said Bunter.

MNugent staggered to his feet.

©Come on!" he said. . -

[Told my arm s as to guide ma, and if you could let mae
lean my weight on you, it would save my sirength."

Another Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars,
By FRANK RICHARDS. 7 T&Eﬁl\r

ulp
aka

Aro you ready,



“If %uu lean your weight on me, 1'll shove you into the
Brst gully ' : : '

“Oh, really, Nugent I” .

* Come on, you iat young pig!"”

Nugent grasped Bunter by arm, and the descent of the
Pike commenced. Billy Bunter enlivened the waﬁ with end-
less grumbling, which Nugent endured with all the patience
he could thuster. . ; :

Meither lad ever forgot that terrible descent in the mist
and rain. They frequently had to stop and rest in the open,
or under the weeping trees, and many and many a tilne
Nugent had to retrace his steps, having missed the track in
the blinding mist.

Bunter ceased to grumble at last, being too exhausted to
piter a sound, and he staggered blindly along, gresping
Nugent's arm convulsively. 3

“I—I can’t go any further!” he gasped at last. *' 1—I'm
dying, I think!”

And 'he sank in a helpless heap to the ground. Nugent
pavsed, exhansted—bewildored. % QWN Senses ware swim-
‘ming and leaden weights scemed fo be dragging on his limbs.

'"Make another efiort, BiHy!" he gasped. ™ We can’t be
far from the bhoilom now !

(4] I‘_I I:E'Irl’t- Ir”. X

MNugent bent over him and lifted him in his armd. Bunier
WaB No Iiﬁﬁt weight and Nugent was exhausted. He had not
carried the fat junior more than a dozen paces when he sank
down, overcome,

They lay on the wet grass, with the rain beating
upon them. MNuogent had but a hazy idea of where they
were. How long had they %BEII in the descent-—hours, or
years? It seemed like vears. What time was it—where
ware they? He had no idea. Ie was conscious now enly of
&N overpowering desire to snuggle in the wet grass and EF:!EIJ

aep—sleep !

But he knew that 1t maght be a sieep from which there
would be no waking. Hoddenly hg started from the deadly
drowsiness. A sound had echoed through the blinding mist
—the sound of a human voice!

* Hallo ['*

Faint-; far-away, but unmistakable. It was borne 1 upon
Nugent’s dazed mind that there were searchers on the Pike—
-ihhi::ji:elp was at hand, He sat up in the rain and shouted

uskily :

“ Help, help ™

An answer came back, and another and another.
glimmered dimly thmugh the mist.

* Hallo, hallo, hallol

It was Bob Cherry.
and Billy Bunter,

" Nugent 1"

“Bob! Thank Heaven! You are not alone?™

“No; there's a party of us—Quelch and Wingate, and
Dabney and Temple—and they let Inky and me come beenuse
we know the wa%up the Pike. We've been halloging for
hours! We met Bulsirode, and he told us—— But whare's
Wharton? Further back?

“He's on top of the Pike.”

The lantern nearly dropped from Bob Cherry's hand.

U What #'?

The athers were gathering round now, and every face went
pale as Mugent gasped out the words:

“ He's on top of the Pike, looking for Levison I

e aazan

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Night on the Pike,
ABRRY WHARTON was indeed on top of the Pike!
After leaving Nugent, he set himself steadily to the
ascent of the last slopes of the mountain, feeling his
way step by step through the blinding wvapeur that
snveloped the mountain.

More than once he missed hie footing on the rough stones
and fell; and once he rolled into & deep gully, where the
water splashed over his head as he fell. ﬁut he struggled
out and resumed his way—dripping, exhausted, but in-
vincibly determined.

. Biceper and steeper grew the rugged way, thicker the
mist. The rain was not coming down so heavily, but it was
atill thick. Wharton felt his strength failing him, but he
struggled desperately on. At last, aching in every limb, he
crawled cut on the level and lay exhausted, exposed to the
l:-aE't.m rﬁm, on the H-u:l'[n]']]il-l?f iﬂk]Pik% M

or full & gonarter of an hour he lay, har conscious of
the wat and the chill, while his spent?atrungt came alowly
back to him. Then he slowly gained his feet, breathing
hall:ld and deep. h ¢ o

e was upon the summit of the Pike, but wasz Levieon
there? Had the lost junior stternpted the descent in the
mist and wandered away into the trackless thickets, or fallen
into some cleft or gully? Harry had shouted at intervals in
his ascent, but there had been no reply, save the distant

Lights

He fAazhed his lantern upon Nugent

echoes.  He stood on the summit of the Pike now and
shouted into the mist,
“Hallo! Ho-0-0-0-0! Hallo!”

The echoes rolled back from the mist, multiplied & hundred
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times, Agsin and again he shouted, and still there wes no
other reply. y

Hiz heart sank. . i ) -

The summit of the Pike was not extensive, and if Levison
had been there he should have heard.

* Hallo-o-0-0-0 1"

The shout ran
replied, and he
heart. i

He moved slowly forward, peering thmu%h the mist, feels
ing  his  wap. gcarm g dozen paces forward, and be
stumbled over something that lay on the wet ground—somes
thing soft to the touch. ,

Harry Wharton bent down with a beoting heart.-

" Levison '’ . ]

It was a boy who lay thers in the soaking rain; and
though he could not gee s feature of the cold face, Harry
knew who it must be. —

With a chill of fear at his heart, he groped over Levison s
breast, to feel if there was a beating e:;% the heart yet to tell
of life.

He drew & deep breath of relief.

Levison's heart was beating; his v was warm. He
was alive! And as HMarry's touch stirred him, there came
o moan from the prostrate 1%d. .

“ Levison ! cried Wharton. .

There was & groan. Harry raised the fallen junior in
his arms. Levison was half submerged in & pool of water.
The junior was unresisting in his grasp. -

“What i3 it7" muttered Levizon huskily, “I—have I

Thank

again through the mist. But only echo
esisted at last, with a heavy and troubled

fainted *"

“1 suppuse so; or else you've been asleep.
Heaven 1 have found you !

H Where am 177

“Qn the summit of Black Fike”

“ Ah, I remember! How did you come here "

“ 1 came to lock for you.” .

“ What

“ Never mind talking now.
dawn 1'?

Levison groaned.

“I have been tryi I fell over something, and rolled
into a gully; the water was more than my tfapqh. and I
thought I should be drowned. Then I wae afraid to try
to descend the Pike sgain. I tried to find o shelter from
the rain, but there wamn't one. I—I don’t remember any
more,"”

His whole weight hung upon Harry Wharton. It was
evident that he was tco exhausted to move, and Harry was
far foo worn out to aid him much. It wae clear thet thers
was no gelling Levison down from the summit of the Pike
without ﬁl}; ) '

“Wa can find soma shelter,’ said Har
an overhanging rock somewhere here.
Lean on me.”

Levison was leaning upon him heavily. The cold, sneer-
ing menner was gone from him now ; he waas exhausted, and
urﬁj’ Harry Wharton stood between him and death, and he
knew it. And that knowledgo was not without its effect. .

Harry moved slowly through the mist, with Levison lean-
ing upon him. He had some idea of the position of the
rock he had spoken of, .but in the vapour it was difficult to
find. Levison spoke no word.

A dark mass loomed up from the mist,
gasp of relief.

“ Here we are!”

The rock was something of a shelter from the pouring
rain. They plunged under the shadow of if, and the inces-
aant drops no longer beat upon them. Both sank exhausted
to the ground, leaning up ageinst the rock.

“Have—have you anything to cat?’ muttered Levison.
I'm famished ! o lost Bunter with the grub. Have you
seen Bunter "’

“He iz safe, and so is Bulstrode.
hgre—sandwiches and eake. Here you are.”

Levison ate almost voraciously. It was a late hour of the
night now, and he had tasted nothing for six hours or more.
Harry ate a sandwich, for the first time becoming conscioua
of hunicr himself. Levison leaned his head back against
the rock and closed his eyes. Then he started again,

s .!E'Bﬂ'_'i;; are vou thers, Wharton

25

Are you up to & try to get

uiaﬂ}'. “Thera's
think I can find it.

Harry gave &

I've got some tommy

“¥ou come out to look for me?”

“Yes; you and the others™

“¥You can't get me down.”

“T'm afraid not.”

“Do you think help can get here ™

“1I hope =0."

Harry Wharton tried to speak cheecfully, but in hi- heart
he knew that the rescuers, even if they were alrendy on the
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way, could never reach the summit of the misty Pike hefore
EOrTng. :

“That means that you don’t expect help,” said Levison,
in something of his old tome, **I understand. Look here,
it'e no good your staying.™

“Do you want me to ge?"” asked Wharton quietly.

“0f course I don’t. 1t would be horrible to be left alone.
Bat, look here, this i3 & serious business. You had better
get home.” ,

*1 am not going to leave you,"

“You'd better. What's the good of two sticking it out
instoad of one? This may mean—you know what 16 may
mean, Daath ™

“ 1 shouldn't wonder."

: Well, are you going I

o !:!

Levizon was silent for some minutes. Harr

k., There was oo sound, save the lashiog ¢
tarough the mist.

“ Wharton I

“ Well I

“I—I--I've got somathing to sary.
gad! I—=I awn up.
make up for it

o Thf;t-'ﬂ- all right, eld chap,” said Harry quietly. * Don't
wWOorry.

“T'll make un for it, though, somehow.™.

Levison’s head sank back agein. Harry drew it upon his
shoulder, and the junior slept. e slept the sleep of utter
exhuustion, but his slumbar was broken by starts and shivers
and tramblings. Harry Wharton quietly, and without
waking tho sleeper, stripped off his jacket, and wrapped it
ropnd Levison, and the calmer sleep of the junior that
followod showed how beneficial was the warmth.

Slecp was overcoming Harry: Wharton now. 8Still sup-
porting Levison, he leaned his head beck against the rock,
zad the wet and cold could not keep him awake.

L. r L] [ ] L] [ ] [ 4 L 4

did oot
the rain

I've been a roiten
f we got out of this alive, I'll try to

And so the searchers found them, when the mﬂrninﬁm
was glimmering thrﬂﬁh the clearing mists of the Bl
Pika. The searchers, themselves muddy, soaked, exhausted,
came upon the two juniora at last, and looked down upon
them—Lovison, wrapped in Harry's jacket, leaning on_tho
captain of the Remove: Harry, in his shirt-sleoves, bluw
with cold, eleeping, and ahi?nring[ and trembling in his
aleap. Bob Cherry gave a great ﬁu p as he saw them.

r I[)s he—ia h.e———(g + Mr. Queleh !’

“They are both alive,"” said the master of the Remove.
;:"s-"ﬂ must carry them down the mountain, and get them fo

ad. :

Neither junior awoke during the transit to Greyiriars, so
deep was the sleop, or, rather, inscosibility, they had fallen
ifito. They came to themselves in the school hoapital firsf,
and were amazed to find themselves there, with Nugent and
Bulstrode and Billy Bunter, sitting up in neighbouring beda
and eating broth.

And it was some days belore either Wharton or Levison
left the school hospital. It was not a bad time for them,
after the firat day, when il waa certain that they wera in
ng dangor. Their friends were allowed to come in as often
a3 they liked, and the convalescence was pleasant encugh.
And there was another source of satisfaction for Harry
YWharton.

He had succeeded in his self-imposed task.

Lavison was changad. <

That terrible night on the summit of Black Pike had
changed him, and, though he did oot say much about it, the
change was very apparent. From that night forward
Harry Wharton would never have a truer friend than the
boy who—though in many respects still the same fippant,
cynical Levison—never for that Hoarry Wharton had
saved his life at the risk of his own.

THE END.
(Another grand iale of Harry Wharion & Co. next
woak., Order your copy of the " Magnet Libroary ' fn
ddvance, One Hplifpenny.)
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father (Colonel Sir Harry Dashwood),
Juck Dashwood finds to his astonishment, that he has been
actically disinherited in favour of his uncle, Dominic and
usin, Leonard., He conseguently enlists in the 25th
Hussars, under the name of Tom Howard, end 5000 begomes
a corporal. LUnfortunately for Jack, however, his Cousin
Leonard is attached to the 25th as second lleutenant, and,
with the aid of a bullyving trooper named Sligo, succeeds in
etting Jack da)prh'ed ol his stripes. By the death of his
?ather {Dominic), Lieutenant Dashwood is ot first préevented
from accompanying the 25thto India; but he subscquently
joims the troopship at Port Said, having travelled there
oyerland. While at Port Said he bribea’n Greek gambler
named Constantinidi, to Kidnap Trooper Howard, whom
he sends ashore on o talse ervand, Our hero is attacked
asd stunned, and wakes to find himself a prisoner. An
examination of his prizon-housc reveals & Windsor chalr,
a lamp, and 2 box of matehes. (Now go on with the story.)

A Surprizse Vislt.

“That's something," said Trooper Tom Howard. ¥ If thers
B going to be any might attack, I shall be ready for them!”
nd he slid the lamp under the divan, elose to the chair.
“ By gad, that Greek's a cool fish!" he thought. ** Fancy
holding an Englishman to ransom within a stone's-throw
of the Suez Canal, through which British ships are passing

ail day loag! Ahb, here he comes!” )
Suddsnly the door of the prison moved a little, and slowly

“THE CGREYFRIARS VENTRILOQUIST.”

ARMY LIFE.

Tom Howard's hand

Instinctively
gprasped tho chair, and he rose to his feet. . ;
The next moment he put the chalr down, and his astonish-

opened outwards.

ment inereased.  The door had opensd and closed again,
and, standing in the room, with one hand on the leck, and
ong finger pressed to her lips with a gesture of warning,
was an extremely beautiful girl, with her large black eyes
Lent upon the prisoner. :

Trooper Thomas Howard, by sheer force of habit, came
stiffly to attention, and then, remembering himself, bowed
to his Fair visitor. Thare was something of a softness in the
Greok girl's face, and she coloured a little shyly as he looked
at her,

“Hush I
Franch?"'

- A little,” zaid our hero, menfally hoping to goodoess
she would aveid tha irregular verbs. *' Teli me, madom-
osella, what have you come here for?

*To save your life,”” sha said, her face growing white
again. " For seven days you will stay in this room, and on
the seventh Mustapha the Arab will come and kill you!”

“The dickens he will!” said Jack Dashwood, luying hie
hand on the back of the Windsor chair. " Why do you tell
ma this?"

“ Barcauee I am sorry for vou,” answered Irene, lowering
her eves for a moment. °° Because this 15 my father's house,
and [ do not wish bloodshed here—there has been too much
aiready—and because I do not want you to be killed.”

TUERShY.

said Trene Constantinidi. Do you speak

Another Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars,
e By FRANK RICHARDS.



“That is very good of you, mademoiselle,” eaid Jack, not
unnaturally suspicious; *but I don't know why you should
take all thiz trouble to save a private soldier.”

Hisz suspicion beirayed itself in his voice, and the girl's
eyes flashed.

"I__ET you do not wish me to help you,” she eaid, “I will
i “No, I say, don’t do that ! said Jack, starting forward.

But the whole thing 1s so absclutely sirange, I don't Lknow
whether I am standing on my head or my heels; and, you
kinow, I never saw you befora.™

“And when you have gone,” she s=aid, in a low voice.
looking down at the ground, “ you will never see me again,”
And she glanced shyly at him.

Y Well,” said Jack awkwardly, “I don't know whether
this place offers me any inducement 1o return.” She turned
her face away, and he saw that her profile was extremely
beautiful. ' Will you tell me one thing?* he said quickly.
“Do vou know haw I was brought here?”

“¥ou were brought by Mustapha and Selim the Nubian,
and my father.™

“"¥Yes, I know; but T mean, why? A udden idea came
to him. *'Have you ever seen one of my coantrymen, tail
and dark, dressed entirely in black?"

“Thers was such 2 one. He came several times, and
talked with my father, but he went yesierday to the troop-

15

ehip.
fa._::l: clenched his hands, and his face crimsoned with
PASSION.

“ The scoundrel!” he muttered, under his breath.

“Ah, that man is yoor enemy!” said the girl quickly.
IIBi gad, I should rather think he is! said our hero.
[“Then I am all the more your friend.” said the giel. “T
did not like the look of him. When my father goes out I
will come again. There is danger if T stay now; but only
trust me, and you shall be free.”

She did not wait for thanks, In faet, he was s astounded
that he could only stand there looking st her: and, throw-
ing open the door, she vanished, leaving him still standing
and staring at the place where sha had i%}m

- Ll L] =

& [

There wera angry veices in the garden. The solid gold
wateh of the English prisoner had most mysteriously vanished,
snd all three raseals accused each cthef of having secreted it

Y You ten thousand times accursed dog of an infidel!™
cried the Greek. ' You have stolen The thing under my
Tery nose !’

“8on of a burnt father,” =aid Mustapha, with hiz eycs
burning redly and his hand seeking his knife, “ may I broil
in Tophet if I have laid a fi r on the thing!"

“Then it's Belim!™ e¢ried Constantinidi, turning on the
Nubian and kicking him violently.

Selim, whose senses were mumbed by haschich, smiled
sweotly and came out of his golden dream, as the Greek

assed his hands deftly over him, with a thoroughness that

%pulre long practice. ]

hen they searched the kicsgue, lecking under the tabie
and among the coffes-cups and dominces; but the watch
had certainly gpone, and there was no trace of it.

The Arab gathered himself up with great dignity, while
the excited Greek stiil continued his search, and there wns
:}:}fl:lts-u;quenﬂj' suspicion and bad blood befiween the two
Yil:allls, ’

Then Mr. Constantinidi, having Inguiries to make, and
very little fime te make them in, went upstairs to his
prisoner’s door, tried it, and found that it was safs, and
went out into the streets of Port Baid, blinking in the
bizzing sunlight, and picking his way among the groups of
Arahs who played their perpetual dominoes, and the stalls
of the Levanting money-changers, and the garish fronis of
the cafas chantants.

In hkis heart ¢f hearls he was convinced that Mustapha
had stolen that watch, and weuld have been very much
astonished could he have peeped into the bosom of his
daughter’s gown as she siole upstairs when the deor had
closed upen her amiable parent,

When she was half-way up she paused and listened. The
glow, shufliing tread of Mustapha sounded below, and, with
a frown contracting her white forehead, Irene descended to
the ground floor, and saw, to her great annoyanee, that
Mustapha had taken up his position on a pile of cushions
in one of the card-roomsa immediately ¢pposite the doorway.

Shoe glided back again like 2 white shadow, and the next
moment was in the presenca of the prizoner once more.

“ My father has gone out,” she said, ** but Mustapha, the

L o L A P S L L A A L A A P P P A AP A P AU AL A AU AU e A Py

£350

A New and Novel Football
Competition !

The “IMaquet” mﬁ.ﬂ‘fm}u.

LIARARY.

EVERY
TUEBDAY,

ﬁra‘k_-, is below, and ha is ever wide awake as a watch dog.
I think your attempt must be made by night, when the house
is full of guests. Now, listen to me, and pay great attention
to my words. Once outside the door, a few paces ta the
right will bring you into the main strest of Port Said, and
to the right again will bring you to the basin where the
great ships lie. When you are free, what will you do?”’

‘' Make straight for the British Consul, mademgiselle,”
said Jack.

““Then you will never leave this house alive!” And all
the sweetnesz went out of the girl’e face, her mouth harden-
ing, and her eyes fixing upon him a look of piercing
intensity.

“Why so, mademoizclle?"” saig Jack, not understanding.

“ Because the British Consul would come hither with the
police, and we should be ruined. T am my father’s daughter,
and to me he is everything. Before [ help you, Fou must
promise to me on the wnrtf of an Englishman that you will
gay nothing. Surely your life is worth that little word?”

Jack found himeelf locking fixedly into thoze two pgreai
eyes, which grew suddenly soft again. ] .

“ Come, Sir Harry Dashwood, will you promise me?

Jack started. ]

“ How do you know my name?” he said.

“I will show you,” said Irene. And, putting her hand
inla her gown, she drew out his watch.

Jack involuntamly stretched out his hand.

“ That was my father’s,"” he said,

“¥You loved your father?” ) ) F
i “IB;F Jove, I ehould think I did!” said the lud, fushing

otly.

““And I love mine,” said the Greek girl, * This is yours—
take it. And I ask you again, will you give me that
praomise " 3

Jack paused a moment, and then put out his hand.

“ Yes, Miss Constantinedi, I will,”" he said.

And for 4 moment her hand lingered in hiz; then ehe
withdrew it quickly. R X

b | knowq.( can trust vou,” ssid Irene. “ Now, listen,
Te-night the house will be full of men, who come to glig
cards and roulette, and all the other foolish games by whi
they lose money and make my father rich. There will he
noige and some laughter, and wine, and musie, and people

assing to and fro. I shall hm!% you & disguise.” And
ﬁer woman's eye took in the details of his figure. “ A coat
such as the French wear, long and tipht fiting, and a fez.
They will go well with the dark bluc of your dress, and will
not attract attention. Do not drink all your coffec to-night,
but keep some to darken your face with; and when you
come forth, walk slowly. not hurey, bat just make for
the door, as if nothing were happening. Once outside, I
cannot help you any more.”

“You are helping me nobly, mademoiselle,” said Jack
impukively. *I don't know how to thank you. In faet, I
don’t know why you should take all this trouble aver me.”

** And I don’t think I shall ever tell you,” she said, in &
low voice; and then the door clozed again, i

Once more Lrene entered that room later in the day, laid
a bundle on the floor, and vanished, with a wave of her
hand; and Jack, picking up the things which she had
brought, found a frock-coat and a red fez, which he imme-
diately concealed underncath the divan. ] ;

“The plot thickens,” he said, with something of a smile.
“But I wishk I hadn’t have had to give her that promise.
I don’t like leaving this nest of ruffiang without some
punizhment.” ;

When Mr. Conetantinidi returned to his nefarious establish-
ment, he was in a high good humour. At one of the hotels
he had consulted a volume of Debrett, and under the initial
“0 " he had found what he scught—" Dashwood, ¢reation
1643, of Dashwood, Berkshire,” followed by certain heraldic
information that was more than Greek to him—a brief recard
of the late baronet's distinguished military career, the date
of his prizoner’s birth, the fact that the family's scats wera
Dashwood Hall and o certain number in Park Lane, and
Sie Harry's club the United Service. All this Constantinidi
had n:riﬁle_d carefully out, and he approached Mustapha with
triumph in his eye. A

“What did I tell you, unbeliever?’ said the gambler to
the Arab, who had nover stirred from his cushions. " A
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great family=—a great, wealthy, English family—who will
pay for that boy's weight in gold. T go, my friend, to write
myself to this same Dazhwood, and I write three lettors—
one to each address, and one to his club. To my brother
also I write, who iz an interpreter in London. And yet,
Mustapha, you would cut yonder boy's threat, would you?
Not while Ionides Constantinidi 13 awake [ ;

Mustapha smiled lugubriously.

T As you like,” he said, filling the long chibouque he was
gmc:kipg: *For my part, I shall sit herse and watch that

OOT. : i

The Greek laughed aloud, and called to his daughter to
bring him writing materials in anather reom; and then for
several hours the wily rascal cudgelled his brains until he
had concocted a letter, which he copied three times and daly
directed, He did not -know ,that the peerage he had con-
sulted was an ¢ld one, and that no earthly letter would ever
reach the man to whom he wrota,

——

Baffled!

Trosper Tom Howard lay at full length on the mouldering
divan. He was barcheaded, for his sea cap had come off in
the previous night’s serimmage, and he was dressed in his
blus serge, with yellow striped overalls, looking a littla
incongruous in ¢hat Oriental attie, which had nothing
European about it, save-—I beg its pardon—the Windsor
ehair. He had begun to regret d¢hat ho had not asked
Mademoiselle Irene to0 add a W{!f;gﬁl'l to her many other
favours. And, 2% he sat and sipped, amoking an Egypiian
cigaratte, he studied the chair closely, and decided that,
with a little manipulation, one of the back legs would make
a bludgeon by no means to be despised.

The parallel lino of sky showing throvgh the ironm shutter
tald him that it was stibl Tighl:, and, in case the Greelk should
visit him again, it was not safe to assumo his disguise ab
present.  Still, the chair was such an insignificant object
that he might very well start operations on that. Accord-
ingly he took it up, and as he grasped it in his strong hands,
and bent and strained at it in his efforte to pull 1t apart
noisolessly, he could have wished that windsor chaire ware
made somowhat weaker. However, at length he wrenched
the apindle out, and got the whole of the back of the chair
away, snapped the top away, and found himself provided
with @ s{rong beech c¢lub. He stowed the fragments under
the divan, then lay back ﬂtgaln. and sipped some more coffea.

The astonizshing glow of the Egyplian sunset now Aamad
in through the shutter, and our hero knew that the moment
must be approaching when he would have to risk all at gne
girokn. The little item of the key did not trouble him. He
knew that hiz fair confederate would see to that, and he gok
the lamp out, srimmed the wick, lighted it, and saw that it
burned with a very lolerable flame; after which he put it
out with his wet fingers, EITl'I:I popped it under the divan

again. INone too soon, indeed, for Mr. Constantinidi
agpenrad in the deorway, holding that ivory handied .
revolver somewhat osten-

tatiously.

moment in  his  wmilitary grey - back,” and then pulled
out the frocl-coat. It was s tight O, but ho _dld not care
for that. His first object in life was to find himself on the
outside of the door of the gaming den, after which coats
snatterad very little.

He had ne particular plan, and he found hiz future move-
ments considerably embarrassed by the promise he had given.
But when Jack Dashwood had given a promise, wild horses
would not ave induced him to %erk it.

The sunset glowed crimson and green and golden yellow,
and then faded out into purple very guickly, after which
tha amight came—the still, deep, blue-black Oviental night.
Through the shutter he could see sume stars, looking larger
and more luminous than those in our latitudes, and he began
to grow very impationt. Then he poured whal remained of
the coffes into the saucer, and rubbed it on his face. Having
no glass, he could not tell what the result was, but in realdy
he had considerably darkened his skin, and might rsasonably
pass for a young Egyptian, saving only that tho Egyptians
do not possess the stern, square jaw of the Dashwood family.
From somewhere outside there oame thoe strains of music
and _the crash of cymbals. There were dancing girls and
singing in a oafe chantant mot far away, and the wail of a
discordant chorus came #o him.

When he had grown tired of pacing backward aend
forwards, he sat down again on the divan, fecling very
uncomfortable in his tight garment, and watching the door
{ike a tetrier watches & rnt hole. After a while it opened—
so silently that he would not have noticed it in the gloom, if
a low voiee had not whispered :

“I've unlocked the door. In one hour the rooms below
will be full, and you must make your escape. My father
will be veéry busy. We shall all be very busy, but say not a
word to any man when you get balow.”

Then the door was closed gently 4o, and Tom Iloward's
heart began to thump wildly. _

He struck a matoh and looked at his watch, only to find
that it had stopped for want of winding up. So he began
4o count up from one to sixty, and in that way consumed
the better part of half an hour.

Creeping on tip-tve to the door, unable any longer to
rosirain his curiosity, he oponed it without sound, and, look-
ing out, saw that the staircase was in complete dark-
1888,

While he ebood listening, he thought he heard English
voices below, but there was such a babal of conversation in
many tongues, interspersod by curious lulls of silence, that
he could not tell whether he was mistaken or nof.

“T cannot wait any longer,” thought the lad. 1

‘And, possessing himaelf of the chair-leg, he struck a makch
and lit E:he -1amg, (n the landi _-}utaglda he waited; and
then, holding the light high above his head, began to descend
the stnirs. o paused a moment when he was cutside tha
door : but recovering his ﬁnmnmduraha,nd c:lﬁl?hmgt htablm-

' dgel, begai to descend. Ile cou car fie buzz
praveed oulg 8 of the gamblers downataics,

Lovwer and lower he

s

“] am sorry,” he said,
with & mock smile, *' thai I
must leave you in darkness,
but there is no help for 1t
In the morning you shall
have newspspers; and m
the mesntime, 1 Moy
interest you to know that I
have written to your admir-

24 /XL Week.

crept, hardly daring to
breathe, and ready to ex-
tinguish the lamp at any
moment ; and presently out
it went, and he laid it on
the floor, it having eerved
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ks purpose. :
Fecring anxiously round
the angle of the wall, he
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urged the necessity ol 2 entrancs-hall, zh |
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take—not to me here. ark-zkinne Y3 pa

inki d eocut of the rooms,
O Our next long, complete Tale will deal with dad_ody, of “Ha roone
in London will conduct the strenuous and amusing endeavours of s, Eand littlo Bligree
thesa vory delicate negotia- Billy to master the art of Yentriloguism. silver holders: and thera

tions, and it will not be
until I get word from m

Mot o little mischief Is also caused by
bully Bulstrede, but this you will read

was a etrange blending of
| the East and West about

that I set you free. Now, week. the:ycens, i i
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; om Howard made a have a shot, ted the wall, and Tom

pretence of scowling at the
man as he was speaking,
but directly the door was
closed the frown broadened
into & smile, and, stripping
off his serge, Tom stood a

ooked down through a blua
haze of tobacco smoke, which
floated everywhere,
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