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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Mystery of Billy Bunter.

e EA'S ready !

T “ Bunter !

“Tea's ready I ]
Billy Bunter neither answered nor stireed.

He was sitting in the armchair in Neo. 1 Study at Grey.
friars, his fat kneers clasped in his fat hands, and a deniy
thnug{htful frown upon his fat brow,

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and ITurree Jamsef Ram
Bingh, who had the honour of sharing No. 1 Study with the
fat junior, stored at hiom.

They starad at him blanlkly.

Bunter haid ot taken part in getting tea ready, Bunter
was the lnziest fellow in the Remove, eerlainly. and never
took part in any worl if he could help it. But he did not
regard the preparation of meals as work. That was a
pleasure to Bunter—a pleasure only excecded by cating them
when propared. , .

The chums of the Removo had been surprized lo see him
remain in tho armehair while they were cutting bread-and.
butter, opening tins of sardines, and frying eggs. Even the
smell of the feving failad to rouse him, . .

There was ovidently something the matter with Billy
Bunter, and thie Removites did not disturb him.  They couid
only conclude that he must be extraordinarily fatigued if
the smell of cooking did not even make him look up.
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But when fea was announced as ready, and sl he failed
to respond, their surprise changed to blank amazement,

But it was no dream,

Twice had the warning that fea was ready been repented,
and Bunter had not even raised hizs hewd. and 1l deop
frown upon his brow had pol relaxed.

The junioras exchanged glancrs, Nugent fopped hiz fore.
head solemaly. Thero seomed 1o be no olher explanation,
Billy Bunter was “off his rocker.”

Harry Wharton tapped the fat junior gently wupnn the
shoulder.

 Buntor !

(1] Eh l-_;l'F

" Tea’s ready 1"

“Oh, tea " said Bunter tedilforenily.

“ e must be 1. said Nupgeat softly.

“The illfulness must be terrific,” murmuored  Iurereee
Singh, “or alse the honourable DBunter is completefuliy ol
his esteamed rockeri"

Harry shook the fat junior,

“Wnke up, Bunter! Tea's
Sardines! Coke!” .

It was enough to make Billy Bunier jump up like & jack-

Billy Bunter !

readv ! Teal! Fees!

in-the-box at any other time, Maw  lie o stnply Lol <l
bored. ]
“Tay ! Oh, all right "

“ Arven't you hungry ¥ ashed Nugenf, in an awed voico.
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* Hungry I said Bunfoer absently,
of it, I'm a little peekizh ! Wes; I'll have some sardines !

“It'z a jape,” said Nugent; * he's putting thiz on! It's
uttely impossible for Bunter to forget a mealtime. We've
known him too long to be takén in like that "

“I say, you fellows—"

“Look here! What's the little game, Billy 1

“Game I said the fat junior vaguely. I say, vou
fellows, what's the time? My watch has stopped, I think V'

The juniors grinnéd. Dunter’s watch had stopped several
terms ago, and had not gone since. Wharton looked at lis
0wn.

A quarter-past six,” he suid.

Fuiy Bunter gave a jump.

‘A guarter-past six! My only hat 1"

“ What's the matter?”

“T1 must be off I'*

And Bunter clutched up hiz cap and rushed to the deer.

*You must be off,” agreed Nugent—* off vour rockep®
What's the row i

“Can™t slop to explain now !

“ You haven't had your tea!”

“ No time for tea!”

_That was teo much. The ehums of the Remove were
simply floored.  When Biliy Dunter said that he had no time
fer tea, the world must be coming to an end. Nothing short
of that could possibly account for it.

They stared at the fat junior blankly as he tore open the
sfudy door and rushed out into the

“ Yeoes, come to think

assape.
“1 say, he must be dotty ! said Nugent. “He oughin't
to be ﬂ]f!}wetl out ip that state, you km:E-.- : &

By Jove, no! exclaimed Wharton,

Ho dashed after the fut junior. Billy Bunter heard his
footsteps in pursuit, und broke into a run. He had a good
start, and he streaked rapidly for the stairs.

The passage was clear of juniors, but ene study door was
af-en,
Remove, Hazeldene, and Tomn Brown, the new boy from New
Zealand, dwelt together in more or less of harmony.

Harry Wharton uttered a shout:

“Brown! Tom Brown! Stop him!"

If Tom Brown had been in the study he might have darted
out 1n time to elop Bunter. Bot apparently he was not
there, for there wos no reply to Wharton's shout, and the
Mew Zealand junior did not appear.

Bunter was going strong, and he rcached the stairs in a

few seconds, and dashed gawn them at s reckless speed.
_ At the bottomn of the stairs a group of juniors were siand-
ing, chatling. They were Bulstrode, Skinner, Sncop, und
Stott, and one or two more bavs, by no means on the best
of terms with Harry Wharton & Co.

Bulstrode glaneed up the stairs as Billy Bunter came
pounding down,

" Hallo, Bunter !"
. 10 a spirit of pure mischief, he planted himself in the fat
unior's way, because he suw that Dunter was in a hurry.

nuter blinked at him through his bhig epectacles, and
slackened speed.

“Lemme pass!™ ha pasped.
Lemime pass '

“Oh, Wharton !

The chance of giving Wharton trouble was too good to he
lost by Bulstrode and his friends. They opencd to allow
Bunter to pass, and he whisked out into the Close in twe
scconds, and disappearcd.

Wharton eame racing down the stairs.

“Collar him " murmured Bulstrode,

“What-ho !"*

As Wharton dashed by, the juniors closed up in his wav.
He came in contact with Bulstrode, with u erash that mac?a
themi both recl.

" Oh, you, hummy ! gasped Wharton,

“¥ah! You ass!”

Bulstrode %rasp!}d Iarry, a= if to save himself, and
Skinner and Stott bumped aguinst them, and all four went
to the floor together,

Harry Wharton was underneath—DBuistrode & o, took

“Wharton's olter me!

care of that—and he gasped and strugpled under their

weight.

Athletic as the captain of the Lower Fourth was, he had
no chanco against the three of them, and they pinned him
down by sheer weight,

“Ob " panted Wharton.
I'myin a hurry ! Chuck it 1™

“What did youn run info uws for?" demanded Bulstroda,
gn[tmi{ up as far as to sit on Wharton's cheat, instead of
spernwling across him.

“1 didn't! ¥You got in my way on purpose, you rotter "

“Same old Wharton 1" said Bulstrode, grinning.  * Same
old nerve; same old cheelk! Bump him for his clumsi.

“ Lemme gerrup, you assos!

It was tho study where Bulstrode, the bully of the

“You'd better not!
“Bump him?!"’
“Rescue ! shouted Wharton.

Baob Cherry and Mark Linley, of Ne. 13 Btudy, wero
coming mnlo the House. They ran to the rescue at once,
In a few scconds Bulstrode & Co. were rolled off their victim,
and Wharion staggered to his feel.

" You cads I'"" he gasped,

The two parties drew togeiher, and a general conflict was
imuninent, when the door of Mr. Quelch's study opened.
Mr. Quafuh was master of the Remove, and he dide't
approve of "' rowing ' indoors.

" ave I muttered Bob Cherry.

Wharten swallowed his rage.

“Right-ho!” Ha turned away from the grisming Bul-
strode. " Did you see Bunier a few minutes ago, Bob !

Bob Cherry nodded.

“"¥es: he just passed us in the Close, running for his
life, I should say, from the speed he was putting on.”

“Thanka [

Harry Wharton dashed out of the House. Bob Cherry
and Marlk Linley stared after him in astonishment.

“ Hallo, halle, ballo!" said Bob. "I wonder what's the
row 1

" Looks like trouble,” =aid Marlk.

They looked ocut of the doorway aflter Wharton. Paot he
had disappeared in the dusk. The early evening was closing
in darkly over Greyfriars,

Billy Bunter was not visible in the Close. It was time for
tho gates to be locked, as they were zlways locked at dark,
Where was Bunter gone?

Wharton went down fo the gates. Gosling was just
coming out of his lodge with a bunch of keys 1n his hand.
He was late to lock up, as he frequently was,

He looked at Harry Wharton seurly.

“Wot I says is this ‘ere,”” he remarkeds 1 "ope he had
a pass, that's all!”

“Who?"" asked Wharton.

“ Master Bunter.™

"as he pone out?”

“Ho 'ave ! said Gosline.  “ And wot I savs is thiz Tere—
I 'opes he had a pass! I'm a-lockin® theso 'ere gales now,
Master Wharton, and "if Master Bunter min’t got o pass
there’s a row for Master Bunter when he comes 1o !

And Gosling grinned, as if the prospect of a row for
Muastor Bunter was rather agreeable to him than olherwise,
as doubtless it was.

Wharton did not reply. Ha stepped outside the gates, and
lanoked up and down til& dusky lane., Had Eilly Dunter a
pass? What had he gone out for after the hour of locking
up? What meant that sudden bolting from No. 1 Study?

It waa inexplicable.

Gosling rattled his keys. :

“Wot I says is this "ere, Master Wharton. Are you goin'
to stay hout or are you comin' hin? I'm goin’ to lock these
‘cre gates!” :

Harry Wharton stepped inside the gates. Gosling locked
up, and went back to his lodge, grunting. Harry slowly
retraced his steps to the School House.

Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked at him
euriously as he re-entered No. 1 Study. They had started
tea, and made a considerable inroad therein.  Harry
dropped into iis chair at the table, and stirred his tea.

““Where's Bunter I’ asked Nugent.

“Gone out!” )

“ Gone out ! It's past locking-up !

“ Ves, DBulstrode shoved himself in my way, and Bunter
got off. He's gone out. I don’t know whether he's got a
pass, I can't understand it."”
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* Somebody aaid the age of miracles was past,” Nugent
remarked. ““Yet, here's Bunler missing a meal !

“ The miractefulness is terrific!"

“Thare will be a row if he's gone out without a pass”
gaid Wharton, * Blessoed if I can understand Bunfer. We
know he's a ailly ass, of course; but it looks to me now aa
if he's absolutely off his rocker!™ )

And the chums of the Remove, in great amazement, dis-
pussed the curions proceedings of the fat junior while they
discussed their tea. The tes was finished, and then they set
to work with their prep. The preparation was finished, too,
and still there was no sign of Bally Bunter !

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Mlssing,

e HERE'S DBunter I ]
Soveral fellows asked that guestion of Harry

Wharton & Co,, when, their prcﬁ. done, they

doscended to the commaon-room. unter's move-
ments somod to be exeiting unusual interest in the Lower
Fourth at Greviriacs.

Az 8 rule, Bunter was not considered of much account.
His greediness, his habit of borrowing from all who would lend
and forgetting 2o repay, had not endeared him to his Form-
follows, Sometimes he attracted a great deal of notice by
some new  wheozo—f{or Bunier was ?unmuq for his ideas—
always impracticable. Bunter, the, hypnotist, and Punter,
the photographer, had made the Greyiriars fellows laugh
till they cried. o i .

Now he seemed to be altracting interest again, buf in a
different way. Ogilvy, of the Remoye, was one of the first
to inquire for him, The Scottish junior came up to tho
chums of No. 1 in the common-room, with a ved and wrathful
face.

“ Where's tho beast?” he demanded.

“Which?" asked Wharton genially. “If you mean
Bulstrode, he's aver by the wir:gm'-‘! If you're alluding to
yourself, here you age!” S

“1 mean Bunter! Where is ha?

“Gone out!” ; 3

“Then I'IL jolly well walelr for him to come in, that's
all 1" said Ogilvy. “Fle's heen at my plates again. e
asiced me if he could have six plates for his blessed camera,
and I told him he couldn’t—and now there are six missing.
He's taken them."

“ Phew I L

“1 suppose it's pholography again,” Nugent remarked,
as the wrathful Ogilvy walked away,

Wharton zhook his head.

“1 don't know! Even Dunter wouldn’t go out to take
photographs after dark, I should sag.”

“Hallo! Here's Bob Cherry on the warpath.™

Bob Cherry rushed up fto them,

“Has that fat burglar come in "

f Bunter? Nol”

“ He's taken my lantern !’ howled Bob.  * My dark lan-
torn. Ia asked me to lend 36 to him, and I refused, and
now it's gone. You know how he looks after thlngia e
borrows, I sha'™'t see it again—or, if I do, it will be
wrecked., 'l sealp him."

“You can boil him if vou like!™ zaid Nugent.

The chums sottled down to play chess. Morgan of the
Remove came along, and tapped Harry Wharton on the
shoulder. Harry did not look up.

“Lheck I he smid, moving his rook.

“YWhere is Bunter, look vou?” demanded Morgan., " He
has Leon in my El'ﬂdi}j\ He asked me for the Guy Fawkes
mask T Lkept after the FFifth, and I feld him he couldn't
have i, INow it's gone!”

“A Guy Fawlkes mask? My hat!
tion_of somwe sort, I suppose!™

“1 am going to slay him, look you !

“Slay him, and welcoma!"” o

Thera waz evidenily u storm waiting to burst on Bunier
a3 soon a3 he returned.  Carberry, the most wopopular
prefoct at Greyfriars, looked into the common-reom as the
gchool clock ehimed half-past nine.

“Bed, yvou rats!” he said, in his pleasant way.

Wharton rose from the chess table. He had not {inished
the game, and only a few more moves were required, but
it was of no use o say that to Carberry. '

“ Mever mind,” zaid Nu%'entp as he swept the pieces into
tho box; it was practically a checkmate, old chap

¥ Good,” said Wharton, "I had you fixed, and no mis-
take! I only had to clear off the bishop and shove the
gucen forward. I suppose you saw 1t1™

Nugent stared.

“Eh—what are you lalking about? T mean it was prac-
tically a inate on my side. I was going to fix you with
the knights."”

“The knights?

He's making a collee-

Why, your kmights were nowhera !"
“1 had you just on the point—""

* Now, look here, Nugent——""
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* Why, as for your queen——"

# Podtime ! said Curberry unpleasantly.  *“You ecan
finish that jabber in the dormitery. Are all you younyg
rascals hepo 7"

“There are more razcale here now than there were a
minute ago,” said Bob Cherry, agreeably; and then he
dodged & lunge from the prefect. ;

The Remove formed up to go to bed, and Carberrey's
angry ove noted that two were wanting. Two of the
Femove who should have been there were nnssing,

“VWhere are Drown and Bunter?”

Harry Whavton started. Ile had known that Dunter was
still out of doors, but it was news to him that Tom Brown
of Taranaki was absent. No one replicd fo the prefect’s
question.

Carberry raised his volee angrily.

“Where are Brown and Bunter?”

“I'm here!™ said a cheery voice in the passage, and
handsome, sturdy Tom Brown of Taranaki came n. Ho
locked a litle dusty, and a little flushed, as if he had
walked fast. The prefect stared at him.

“" Have vou been oul?™

“ ¥as," anid Tom Brown quietly. .

B ¥ou had a puss, I hope? said Carberry grimly
o Otherwise, it will be iy painful duly to march you in o
the doctor by the serulfl of your neck.” .

“ Yes, T know how painful the duty wonld be to you, Car-
barry,” said Tom Brown. “I had a pass. Iere it is!

Carberry looked scrutinisingly at the pass. It wus signed
by Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greylriars, and
was guite in order. :

“Tro you know where Bunter i5¥" he asked.

“ Na,™ said Tom Brown. * Is he out?”

“Wasn't he with you?”

“Oh, no; I haven't scen lum !

¢ Halle, halle, hallo! Here he is!” o

Bunter canie into the common-room. The fat junior wasd
elusping his bands together hard, and his fat face was con-
torted. Carberry stared at him, ,

“ What's the matter wilh you, Buntoer I

“Ow, ow, yow!"”

What's the matter ?"

#T—I've been in to the Head! Ow! I've been out, you
know, and—and Mr. Quelch refused to accept my explana-
tiﬁh hf.e.'lw L ;

‘arberrs rinned.

“ You :rjc;uﬁg ass! Get to bed!™

Bunter was mumbling and growling all the way up 1o
hed. He had evidently had some strong proois thal tne
Head disapproved of jumiors breaking bounds. Ho nursed
and clasped his hands with deep groans as he sat on his
bed, ’ "

v Ow ! T sav, you fellows, the doclor can lay it on!" he
gasped. 1 believe he goes in for exercize, you know, fo
bring his muscle up before he starts on us. Ow!

“You young duffer!” said Harry. **What did you go

out for ¥ )

Hw, wow!” mumbled Bunler, apparently not hoaring
the question. s

“ What did you break bounds for, ass?’ F

“ Ow, yow! This does hurt, and no mistake! .

Carberry looked into the dormitory. The jumors soud bied
into bed, and the prefect turned out the gas and .lslur:mm:l
the door, Then a dozen voloes were heard at onee, ail
demanding an explanation of Bunter.

“ Bunter! Bunter!"

¢ Where have vou been 7"

“What's the little game?”

““Own up, you ass!”

“ Bunter! illy Dunter ! _

From Billy Buntor's bed came a deep and unmusical
ANOTE. Merc%y that and nothing more!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Stilly Night,

i UNTER ™
B Snore !
“ Billy Bunter!™

Sno-o-ore !

“le's fallen aslecp jolly soon,” said Bob Cherry sus
piciously. “ Bunter, old man, wake up, before 1 squeces a
aponge down the back of your neck ™

Snore !

Bob Cherry stepped out of bed, and fumbled at the waab-
stand in the dark. There was a sound of guick movement
in Bunter's Lied.

“Here, hold on!
Ovelr mnd, you

Don't you jolly well sguecze a spongo
beast [
3
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“IIa, ha, ha! You've woke up, then!”

:: You=ycu woke ma up !

‘Aven't you hungry, Bunter 7 asked Nugent, with great
solivitude. ‘' Rememnber, you missed your tea—a thing you
have never done before,'

" Well, T had a snack in the village—I mean—"

"' :fm 'L‘ru’t':! been o Friardale 172

L

L Friardale 7' exclaimed Tom Brown.,  “I've been to
Friavdale, too, and I didn’t see you, Dunter. You must
hive been there at the same time, too.”

“{_urmu:i:, wasn't it?”? grunted Billy Buntcor.

S And what have you been to Friardale for ' demanded
Wharton.  “ What's the little game, if you're not off your
silly rocker. We're getting alnrmed about vou, Bunter. It
seems lo me that the inevilable has happened at last, and
yeu're right off yvour erumpet.”

Oh, reslly, Wharton! I-1 went to Friardale for—for
a walk, you know."

- and you had to bolt off and miss your tea—for a walk
aatd Nugent.

* Well, you see——""

"1 zees ‘that you're telling whopners! said Wharton
bluntly. T ean’t see what you're making a mystery about,
iIn;ﬂ*?'ﬁ understand why you breke beunds and took a lick

" There are
W}lairtﬂn-”

*Why, you voung sweep-——1:

“'F'er}m}ﬁ 1 ]g il ' 7 gadd
» I et you into if some day,” s=aid Dunter.

Pc*r]u:u.pﬁ thore’s a mystery, and perhaps there sn't. Per-
haps I'm on the track, and perhaps I'm not.  You fellows
make game of me, You'll sec one of these days !

‘Oh, sheer off 1" said Bob Cherry. ©It's touched his
braoin, missing his tes, you know. T{m qucestion is whether
we ongzht to gel him a strait-jacket.”

: 'l:'}=,1 really, Cherry-—--"*

“Let's rag him, and make him expluinl” sugzested

ITer.

“Oh, let him alone: he's not worth ji 1™

Ieb Cherry tumbled back into bed. The fat jusntior was
rather glad that he was not worth ragging. M2 was soon
snoring in earnest; but it waz some time before Harry
Wharton went to sleep.

The young captain of the Remove could net help thinking
ﬂh‘uut the atter. Billy Bunter was about the most ntupiﬁ
fellow «t Greyfriars, but he wus convinced of his own extra-
orditary  cleverness, and that freguently led him into
serapes.  As he was in Wharton's study, Wharton felt bound
to Im':rl-.: after him to some extent, but Billy was o most
troublc-ome fellow to look after. It scemed o Wharton
that the fut junior was getting into some new scrape now,
though he could not imagine what it was.

Bunter had often caused his study mates anviety in other
ways, too. He hud developed a habit of sleep-walking, and
on a well-remembered ocecazion he had ctllunred out the
pockels of several follows in the Remove dormitory, and
hidden the procecds, and uwneonsciously caused a suspicion
of theft to fall upon Mark Linley.

The truth had been diseovered, much to Bunter’s own
astonizhment; but, as a matter of fact, he was rather proud
of his somunambulistic tendencies, as marking him out from
the common herd, as he would have expressed i,

Wharton was thinking for some time about the mysterions
conduct of the Owl of the Remove, but he fell asleap at
lust, Ee woke again, a little later, with the impression
that sumebody was moving about in the dormitory,

Ile sat up in hed.

At once the thought oceurred to his mind that Bunter
might be sleep-walking again, and he poered through the
g]umn of the dormitory in the direction of the fat junior’s

ad. A ray of moonlight through one of the high windows
fell upon the bed, and Wharton started as he noted that
th elothes were thrown back and the bed was empty.

“ The young ass! He's at it again !’ murmured Harry,
e stepped quietly out of bed. The dormitory was dimly
lighted by the glimmer of the moon at the windows, and
Eiz guick glance soon dizcovered the fat junior.

Billy Punler, in hiz pyjamas, was standing beside Tom,
Lrown’s Ded, and bending over the chair upon which the
New Zealund junior had carefully arranged his clothes.

Wharton suppressed an exclamation.

Ile had no doubt that the somnambalist was *at .it
apain’”  lle counld sce all Duunter’s actions with sufficicut
::I}*:er-:c.-:r and he saw thai the fat junier was going moetho-
dically through Tom Brown's pockets.

Wharton hesitated a ioment. He knew that it was
daungerous to suddenly awaken a sleep-walker, and he won-
dered what he had betler do.

IT Dunter tried to leave the dormitory, he determined

THE Macxrr—No. 92

NEXT

WEEK:;

lots of things you can’t understand,

“THE GIRGUS AT GREYFRIARS,”

that he would stop him. The passages and staircases were
loo dangerous for a somnambulist. ™ But eo long as he
remained there, 1 was possible that he would return to
bed at any moment, and so Harry decided to wait and sce.

He watched the fat junior curiously.

Bunter had his spectacles on, and there was & glimmer
of moonlight upen them, and he looked as if he were
awake; but Wharton could not zee his eyes.

The Owl of the Remove went through pocket after pocke
Egmfull,}r folding up the clethes after he had examin

efmn.

Suddenly a faint exclamation broke fram his lips. He
huad talken a folded paper from the breast ol his jacket.

Wharton was surprised. In the previous attacks of

smmmnanhullsm, he had not known the fat junior to make
B B0,
_ Billy Bunter unfolded the paper, and fixed his eyes upon
if, as if to read it, and Harry marvelled more. sleep-
walker wns going through all the -actions of s waking
person. But if Buauter had been awake, the dormitory v as
ton din for reading.

The fat junior lowered the paper again, and scemed to
hesitata,

Finally he slipped the paper into the pocket of his
pyjantas, and moved away towards the door of the dormi-
fory.

It was then that Wharton resolved to interfere. Mo
stepped quickly towards the door, and put his foot and
hand against it. MHis idea was that Bunter would 1ry to
open it with the handle, find it imPusslhl-E, p.l:l-d Ive up
the attempt. To a sleep-walker, Wharton thEEl§ would
have been invisible all the time.

But, strangely enough, as he crossed the fat junior’s path,
Billy Bunte* halted, and stared straight at him, as 1if he
were broad awale, ]

A terrified exclamation left his lipa.

" Wh-wh-what——"

“Bunter! You're awake !

Harry Wharton uttered the words sharply.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billv Bunter is More Mysterlous than Ever.

HARTON advanced quickly towards the fat junior,
Billy Bunter stared at him as if he were a ghost.
He zecmed rooted to the Hoor with terror.

i “Th*‘-'-'h-“'h&rtﬂn :”

“Yes, it is L.

* You—you—you—- :

“P've been watching you,” said Harry., "1 thought you
were sleep-walking, and playing your old tricks again in
vour slesp. Bat—">""

s Hut-—-Eut—but what "

“You're awake!"” )

“1_]-I'm awake now, certzinly,” stammered Bunier,
" Ye-ecs, I'm awake

“YWhat have you been through Brown's pockets fort"
demanded Wharton scornfully. i

Bunter scemed to make an effort to recover himself.

¢ J._I.-have I been through Brown's pockets?'’ he stam-
me:aﬁi i 3 s

“You know you have. .

“I-1 don't know. I—I woke up. I—1 didn't know L
L-'as out of bed. You—you know I'm a sleep-walker, you
L THOVW

“ 1 thought so, but—"

“You woke me."”

“1 didn’t make a sound.”

¢ Well, I woke., What do you think I should go through
Brown's poclete for?'' asked Bunter, recovering some of
hiz old manner. “Oh, really, Wharton, I'm surprised at

 E ]

oL,
yor Well, I don't think you're a thiel,” admitted Harry;
“and, as far as I could see, you teok nothing but a bit of
paper. I'm willing to believe that you were sleep-walking,
and that you suddenly woke up.” ) _

“Let's get back fo bed,” said Bunter, with a shiver,
“Jt's jally cold standing here.”

“ Right you are! DBut the paper?”

“ What paper?” ‘18 g

“The paper you took oub of Brown's jacket. TYou must
put it back.” ; ;

Billy Bunter shifted uneasily. . ;

“ [ suppose it docsn’t matter about putting an old hit
of paper back,” he said peevishly. * Brown might wake
up, too, and misunderstand.” DT

“ Tt might be a letter or something.

“Oh, stuff!” . : — _

“ Anyway, you're going to put it back,” said Wharton

grimly. “It's Brown's property. Tut it back at onee,
Eplendid Tale of Harry Wharton
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while I see you, or T'll wake Brown and leave him to sottle
it with you."”

Rilly Bunter shivered.

“You ass! That would ruin eversthing. I—I mean——

“ Blessed 1f I can guess what you nean, But pul fthe
paper back at once, or I'll call Brown and explain fo him.”

“Oh, all right! I don't know where it is" mumbled
Runter, fumbling in his pocket.  “ Hirike o malch, will
you, 30 that T ean sea that it is the one.”

Wharton looked steadily at him. ; :

“¥You weren't asleep,” he said. * You tried to read it
when vou took it out of Brown's pocket.”

“ Oh, really, Wharton——" ]

“Aud you dared not strile a hghi_: hove, for fear of
waking ug, 30 you were going to take it outside the dormn.
and strike a I'I'.l'J.-ltGh there to read it."

;:I

1

“ Now vou want a light to read it by, not to identify it."
gaid Wharton angrily. You young cad! It's a private
latter, and youw're poking your mquisitive nosa inte It
By Jove, I've a good mind to give you a licking on the
spot 1"

"t Oh—er—oh, really

“ Put that paper back at onea:™

Billy Bunter made no further demur. Ho fumbled for
the paper, took it out, and unwillingly retraced his steps
to Tom Brown's bed. )

There he fumbled with Brown's jacket, and restored the
paper to the pocket he had taken it from. Then he blinked
peevishiy at the captain of the Remove.

#“T hope vou're satisfied now,” he grunted.

“ Yos; get back into bed.”

* Look here, Wharton 5 ] :

“ et into bed, you worm! For two pina 1T'd give you
s spanking now,” said Wharton, in disgust.  *1 don’t
helieve vou wore asleep at all.  You were simply spring
intoc Brown's private concerns.’

0k, really-——"

¢ Shat up, and get to bod.”

Billy Bunter turned in. His fat face was very nn%!r;r and
disappointed as he pulled up the bedelothes round him.

“ Now, look here,” said Wharton, “ ' going ro sleep.
But I sha'™n't sleap wvery soundly, and I shall wake up i
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anvbody moves about. No nore of vour mean tricks 1
night, Dunter.”

“Thn going o sleep” |

Y antd better! 1 don't know wheilier T ought bo vl
Brown now and wara him—"" _

“You asa! You'll spoil evervthing—you

“What do you mean¥"

“1—I can’t explain. I—"

“You mean litle toad! T supposo
ness,'” ]

“No, it isn't. You'll understand later, when it all comea
ot

“When what all comes out?"

“The—the-—I can't guile cxplain®

“ 1t seems to me that you're going fairly off your clumgy.
T shall have to tell Brown in the morning, of course, or
vou'll be at his pockets again some timnz when I'm a0t o
the look-out.” : i .

“ Oh, I—I—— Daon't be an ass, Wharton. g

“I'Il make him promise first not to lick you uniess jou
trv it on again,’” said Harry, rolenting a little. :

“ Tt—it isn't that. You—vyou'll spoil eversthing. L ean't
e;}'}inin, but——"" -

* You'll jolly well have to cxplain, or elae—

#Wall IT—I'H explain in the morning.,” gasped Danter,
" PDon’t say anvthing to Brown till I've explained, thais
all.?’

 Bleszed if T can understand you. But I'll do that much,
anyway.'”

“ That's all right."” . o

“ Now go to sleep; and, mind, no more pocket-pickine.

Billy Bunter was soon fast asleep. Harry Wharton, foo,
dropped off inta slumber, but he woke up geveral fimes
that night, and cach time he took 2 glance up and down
the dormifory. ; , _

But nobody was stirring. Billy DBunfer, once fairly
asleop, waz not likely to wake for anything short of a
cannon-shot, and Harry was reassured at last. DBunter dud
not wake, as a matter of faet, cven when the rtsajtq-ilr-lll
wont in the morning, and ke did not leave his bed pill I'.“"
Cherry generously tool him by his ankles and vanked him
out: and then the Owl of the Remove was far from grate-

ful.

'z just ingusitive-

¥F
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER

The Greyfriars Detectlive,

HFERE were at least three fellows in the Remove who
wora thoughtful leoks that morning, One of them was
Lilly Bunter, and another Harry Wharton, The

) third was Tom Brown, of Taranaki.

. Billy Bunter blinked at Brown several times while the
Jumors were dressing. Tt was this that atiracted Wharton's
attendtron specially to the New dealand junior. And then
Wharton noticed the thowehiful frown on Brown's face.
Tom met his glanee, and smiled ; bat the smile wes cnly
momentary, the cloud returncd.

Larey Wharian wias puziled. Tomy Brown was usually the
brightest and sanniest fellow at Gresfriars, and it was
dvl."c:lv.'h*ﬁl],\_?+ unuasunl for him to leok worried. Harry wondered
Wi:wthvr it had anything to do with Bunter. Ile was deter-
mined to have an explanation from the Owl of the Remove,
or clse speak to the New Zealander, and put him on his
goard sgainst Bunter's prring.

 Bunter showed a strong desire to avoid Wharton, Logua-
cious ag he usually was, on this occasion he evidently did
not want lo talk.  But Wharton was not to be denied.
Aflter breakfast he followed Bunter out of the dining-room,
wnd came up with him in the Close. Bunter walked away
very quickly when he saw Hurey eoming, and the captain
of the Remove guickened his pace.

“ Billy ! Hold on "

" Oh, iz that you, Wharten?” asked Bunter, uffeeting to
gec him for the first time,

“You know it iz

“Oh, really, Wharton! You-—vouw sce, I—I was looking
at the pigeons, rou know. Dot they look protiy ?"

“Yes. Now about thar—-" ]

“T hear vouw've got a foorcr practice mateh on for this
afternoon,” wont on Bunter., ' ]-—-"

“Oh, dry up! You don’t eare anvthing about [ooter.”

“Oh, I do, you know. I—"

“ Look here, come to the point.”

“Certaindy. 1 thiuk that if you play Cherry and Nugen?,
and—=—" Thunter broke off as Wharton grasped him by
the shoulder and shook hime “Ow! Oh! Don't! Vou'll
make my glasses fall ol ; and if they get broken, vou'll
have te pay for thoem,

“Come to the point. You've got to explain. What's all
th;.‘-& .-rh;.:}n looking through Tom Brown's pockets while he's
asleep ?

Bunter drew a deep breath. There was no holp for it
lie had to explain,

“Waoll, look hore, Wharton, what T tell vou is in con-
fidence, you know.”"

“1 shall use my own juwdgment about that.”

“O0n that's nob ericket. If yvou make me explain, vou
onzht to keep the sceret. Plauy the game, wou know.™
o Well, that's right, T suppose,” said Harry, hesitatingly.
“{mly I reserve the right to warn Brown about your
pocker.picking, tf I think 6t.”

ML, ell right! Now, look here!" Dunter blinked at
Harvy Wharton. * When vou leok at my face, Wharton
—Just look at it—what sirikes von mest sbout it®”

“It's fatneasz""

“0h, T den’t mean thai.

“ ¥es, 1f's ugliness"’

“Oh, really, Wharton! What I mean is, you ocught to
be able to see the—the unusual intellect—the keen eye—
Lire thoughtlul brow—""

“Are you off your rocker?”

M No, I'm not. You know I've takem up a good many
wleas sines I came to Greyfriars—and made & success of
all of them—"

“I don’t think."” .

“Well, I've found out at last what my real line is—my
metier, as the French zay,” said Billy Bunter.

lie made this announcement impressively, but Harry
Wharion did not seem to be particulacly impressed.

“(dh! What 1z it—picking-pockets 7" he asked.

“(th, really Wharton! No! It's detective work.”

Wharton jumped.

" Detective work !™

“¥es, I have felt for some time that I was born to
be a detective,” said Banter. I did net confide it to
vou fellows, beeause vou alwavs show so much jealousy
about the things I do. I waited for some case gﬂ- come
alony, so that I could prove my ability, and silence en-
vieus tongues,”’

“You voung ass!"

“ And that was how I came to take up the case of Tom
Birown ! said Bunter.

“The case of Tom Brown,” zaid Harry dazedly.

“ Fxactle.™

“What are you babbling about?"”

“T'm not babbling,” said Bunter, indipnoantly,
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been studying the methods of Sherlock Holmes and Sexton
Blake, and I know what my mental powers are like. With
my splendid ahilities as a detective, I can undertake to
clear up any mystery. Of course, you fellows never noticed
that there was a mystery about Brown.™

o myster about Brown!™

“Yes,” sald Dunter, delighted with having made an im-
pression =zt last “ Tle's got a secret. I discovered b
yesterday morning.”

“You ass!"

“ile had e letter at breakfast time. He simply jumped
when ke opened if, and I watched him resding it. I was
curious at first, that was all. Well, I noticed that he wend
about as glum as an owl alterwards, and kept 1t up al
dﬂ-if. That made me more curious, Then he borrowed
half-a-sovereign of Wun Lung. vou koow BErown
never borrows money.” )

Mo business of yours if he did.” L

“My business as a detective,” said Bunter, in hiz best
Sherlock Holmes manner. “° A detective’™s trained intellect
takes nofe of the merest trifle——"

ad ﬂm !J

“Oh, really, Wharton! Well, when T saw him borrowin
tin, I knew something was ap for certsin, [ determin

Now,

to wel a sight of that letter—— Oh!"”
Bunter squirmed as Wharton shook ham.
“Ow Ow! Ow! Chuck it!”

“You young cad! Do you mean to say that you read a
chap's private letter” o

*Well, as a detective, you know,"” gesped Bunter, jerking
himself away. O course; 1 wouldn't do anything mean;
but as a detective—7"

“*¥ou younpg fathead.” ] .

“Well, T watched hun change his coat at footer practice,
imd then 1 vipped into the pavitlion and looked at the
eflar.

“ ¥You worm "

“1 only had time for a peep at if, when that ass Cherry
came blundering in, and [ diudn't want him to see me, so
1 bunked. But I had fime to see that there was something
i the lotter about bringing money, aml an appointment
\a:auiﬁ rE:a::Lgle fo meet the writer at the m‘ﬂs!‘-vmnc]s, at six
O A,

Wharton started. He remembersd hew Tully Bunter had
bolted the previous evening amd missed his tea, and broken
bounds nta the bargain.

“Sa that's where youn went ?"

“Ceortainly—as a detective,”’

“As g mean, pryving cad, wvou
sternly. :

“{h, really, Wharton! Well, I went—but owing to vou
fellows, T was late. 1 got to the cross-roads, scouting be-
hind the hedges, you know—and there in the dusk [ found
‘orrr. Brown was talking to & ¢hap 1 couldn't zee very
clearly—it was dusk, and you know L'sa a little shortsighted
—but he was 2 chap in a loag dark coat, and 1 shouldn't
wonder if he was an Awvarchist or eomething.”

 Ass 1M

“Weall, T eouldn't hear what they said—I couldn't get
near enough without showing myself—but I saw DBrown
rive i money, and he wrote something opn paper and
gave 1t to Drown™ _

“0Oh! And that was what you were trying to get at
fast night " :

“"Yes: T should have read it, and unravelled the whole
mystery, if vou hadn't interrupted me,” said Bunter, in an
wgprieved tone. * You can see now _wﬁat an asg you were."”

““1 can see now what a prying httle bounder you were,
Bunter,"

‘L was acting s a detective,” said Bunter, with dignity.
“ Detectivez do a lot of things ordinary ehaps don't do.
You can szee that there’s o mystery ngnu!. Tom Brown.
In fact, without this I should have known that there was
something fishy about him, with my experience as o detec-
tive. You see, he's so open and frank inm hiz ways, that
it's bound to be becanse he has something to hide, It's my
ahbility as a detective that makes me able to deduce that,
vou know. Now, it’s pretty clear to me that Tom Hrown ia
mixed up in a shady case.” Perhaps he's being blackmailed
by zomebody—and 1n that ease he has a ﬂg;.:,llt;,’ secret, and
ought to be expelled from Greyiriars. I shall be doing my
duty in showing him up.” i ]

Wharton glared at the sclf-satisfied detective of the
Remove. " . :

“ You utter ass! TPrown is as straight as a die, and any-
baody but a crass idiot could see it,”” he eaid. *'If he's
giving money to a chap, it's his business, not yoursor mne;
an< you've got to stop this spying. You understand '

L3 .HI.IL""-'—”

“'Nuff said! You've got to drop it. I won't make you
promise, because you'd break it: but I'll lick you if T catch
you epying again. That's flat!™

mean,’ said Wharton,

5 id Tale of H W harton
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“0h, really, Wharton—"

# And T shall warn Brown—""

“"Oh, hold on! You—you promised——* _

“JI won't mention names. But I shall warn him not to
leave hiz papers about where a spying cad could ses thom,
that's all.”

Bunter drew a breath of relief.

“(rive it up, Billy. You're not a bad cook, but you're a
rotten detective. Chuck 1t, and don't be an ass,’ advised
VWharton. . ) .

“I'm sincerely sorry to see this petty jealousy in you,
Wharton. I'm accustomed to it from Nugent and Bob
Cherry, but—-"" ) ]

“Q0h, ring off said Wharton impatiently. And he
walked away, leaving Billy Bunter still talking.

[k
.

THE SIXTH. CHAPTER.
The Mystery of Tom Brown,

ARRY WHARTON attached no importance whatever
to the theories and suspicions of the amateur detec-
tive of the Remove; but he could not help observing
Tom Brown a little more than usual that morning.

Harry felt a sincere friendship for the frank, open-hearted
New Zealand junior, and if Tom had been in trouble, he
would gladly have helped him. And he could not help
noticing that the Colonial was in a thoughtful frame of
mind that morning, and a little inattentive in class. Mr.
Quoleh noticed it, too, and he was sharp with tha New
Zenlander. Tom Brown was usually as keen in class as he
was on the football fieid, and that was anBIng‘ a gﬂud_deal.

“Your mind is wanéedng, 1 think, Brown,” said Mr.
Quelch sharply, when Brown had made him an absent-
minded answer. “I asked you what was one of the
principal products of this county, and you said ‘book-
makers.” ftrust that your acquaintance with those gentry
is not so extensive as to keep them always in your mind.”

The Remove giggled, as they alwarys did, at their Formn-
master’s little jokes, and Tom Brown turned scarlet.

“ Ya-ps, zir,” he stammered. *I-—I mean, no, sir.'

Mr. Quelch looked at him very keenly. 1

“VYour answer iz a little eontradictory, Brown, I will
speak to you after lessons, Kindly remain after the Form
13 gone. "’

Tom Brown loolked very uncomfortable.

“ Yea, sir.'” ;

The lesson was resumed. DBilly Dunter shot a triumphant

lange at Wharton, who was luaﬁing surprised and worried.

unter wrote on a slip of paper with & peneil, and passed
it along to Wharton, Harry glanced at it and read:

“What do you think now? The chap he met in the lane
must have been a bookmaker. It's betting and gambling.”

Wharton destroyed the note. .

But he could not get the thought out of his mind. Tt
certainly looked ns if the New Zealand junior was falling
into bad hands, and that Billy Bunter, by a curious chance,
had been the first to discover it ] ]

Harry told himself that it was no business of his, and
that it was not his business to meddle. But he was captain
of the Remove; and then, Brown-was a new boy, from a
distant country. If he were getting into trouble, surely 1%
was_any decent fellow’s business to give him a word of
advice in time! Harry shrank from appearing officious,
and he was still in doubt upon the subject when the Remove
ware dismissed,

Tom Brown siayed behind at the master’s desk, as he
had been directed to do. Mr. Quelch gave him a keon but
not unkindly glance. i

“You made a most singular reply to me, Brown,” he
said.

“ Yeoa, gir.” i

“Tt waa, T aupposs, the resull of absent-mindednesa. You
wera thinking of something elss when I asked you the
question.'

Tom Dirown coloured.

“ Yes, sir.” . ]

¥ Now, that was a shight fault, and I can pass over it, ns
you are usually attentive and painstaking,” said the Form-
mastar. ““It 13 for vour own sake that T am speaking
about the matter now. VYou made a meost singular reply,
You appeaved to be thinking upon a subject that szhonld
ba utterly unknown to the thoughts of a boy of your age—
lorso-racing and gambling."

Tom’s mﬁ:ur decpened, but he did not reply.

“1 must aek you to satisfy me upon this poinf, Brown,
for wour own sake,” said the master of the Remove.
‘" Have you made any acqualntance with bookmalters since
coming to this school "

Qtﬂ and unhesitating enongh was the answer:

“* No, sir.”

* Have you had any dealings with bookmalkers "

T Eﬂr le.”

“lrood, so far.

But why did you malke that singular
anawer, Brown "

———— i — A . . W ST

Tl:fg:g:r, Ebt :L}E&é‘lﬂ " HALFPENNY.

‘::I—I”wus thinking of someibing or other, sir, and-—
L L

Brown stammeored, and come Lo o Btop,

“ Very well,” satd Mr. Quelch, “1 ut-r'd."];f vour explana-
tion that you know nothing of that clus: of men, and have
no dealings with them. A boy was expelled Fram Greviriars
for betting on horse-races, 1 considercd it _my duty to
speak to vou, as vou are a new bov. But I accept your
assurance. Yow may o

“ Thank you, sir.” .

And Towm Brown drew o deep breath of relief as he
quitted the class-room, leaving the Remove-master with a
gomtewhat puzzled expression upon his face

It was difficult to look into Tom Brown's frank, honest
face, and doubt his word. Yet hizs inadvertent wention of
hookmakers had cortainly been most singuiar,

Harry Wharton was waiting for the New Zealander in fae
passage. Tom Brown was passing him when Havry tapped
hig sem. Brown started. In his precccupation he had not
noticed the caplain of the Renove,

YT want to speak to vou,” said Harry.

Tom Brown coloured, and then lawehed.

“ And I want to speak to you,” he said, * Go ahead!"

“ I want to give you a warning.'

The New Et-aland::r'r started.

“ My hat! What's the row?

" He paused,

“ T think you had better be careful how you leave any
papers or letters about,” said Wharton, " c=pecially in your
pockets, of & mght.”

1] “Thnt jl?f

“ There are prying chaps in the Form, who aren’t ahove

You don't think, too, that

reading another fellow's correspondence,” said Wharton
bluntly.
“ My hat!

“ As a matter of fact, T know it has been tried on; but {
don’t want to give the rotter awny,” said Harry, " He's
more fool than rascal. But 1 thoouzht I'd mention 1t to you,

30 that you can take care of your things."

“ Thanls awfully " said Tom gratefully. ' It's joliy good
of you. Not that I've got anything I should mind anybody
seeing.”’ .

He paused, and his eolour decpened. )

“ 1 say, Wharton, will you—will you do me a favour, if
vyou can?"’

“ Certainly.!!

“ I'm short of tin," said Tom, his face scarlet now, ]
I've had o run on my money, you know, end—and [ want
some. I've pot a postal-order coming on Suturday—"" e
stopped, and burst into a merry laugh. ** That sounds like
Buntor, docsn't it 7"

Wharton laughed, too.

“ Vap: but I know your remittances are real ones,' he
gaid. * That's all right. As it happens, I'm in funds now,
and I can lend you some tin if vou ke

“ ¥You know I'm not a borrower as a rule,” said Tom,
colouring again. “ I don’t like it. DBut this is an exceptiona!
ease. 1 want a sovercign badly.”

Wharton gave o low whistle,

“ T'm afraid you've stumped me, old chap,” he aaid, ** My
uncle is pretty liberal with pocket-money, but 1 haven't many
SOV OTCIETS I-m-:u::kini‘ about. They don’t pgrow very plenti-
fully in the Lower Fourth, you know.™

Tom Brown lauzghed ruefully.

“ I—I suppose not."” T g -

“ But it's all right, I can raise it,” said Wharton quickly.
“1 ¢an manage half myself, and T will raise the rest in No. 1
Study., Wait a minute till I speak to Nugent and Inky.”

* You're awlully good.™

' T3oah !"

Tharton ran off, and fonnd Fronk Nugeni amd Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh going on to the foothall-ground, He was
not gone long, and Tom Brown waited for hime at the door
of the Schoolhouse, Wharton returned in a fow minutes.

“ Here you are !” he said.

He had a half-sovereign, three half-crowns, and some small
gilver in his hand. He :ﬁid it into Tom Brown's hand,

“ Thanks !" said Tom awkwardly. ' This ia jolly decent of
you. I'll make it all square on Saturday.”

* That's all right !

A weight seemed to bo lifted I’rnml tho New ZFealand
junior’'s mind as the money jingled into his pocket,  Wharlon
iﬂﬂkl"d at him ecuriously. e had heen in doubt as to whether
to give Brown a hittle friendly advice: but the fact that hae
hadg just lent him nuoney seemed to make it impossible now.

“ Coming to the [ooter practice " he ashed,

“ ¥es, rather ! said Brown brightly. ]

“ We're getting up a acratch mateh this afternoon' said
Wharton, It was Wedneaday, a half-heliday at Greyfriars,

¥r
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“Bab Cherry is going to capfain one side, and myscif the
other. We're picking the best men for the Form team., Tt
will give you a chance to show what you cen do in the
Soczer line, Brown.™

Brown colourcd again. -

*1—I sha'n't be able to play this afternoon,” he said
awkwardly,

Wharton stared st him,

“ Why on earth not ?*

“1—I've an eppointment.”

Harry Wharton looked very serious.

“Waell, I don't want to interfere with yeur appointinents,’
he said, * but [;.'Du oughtn't to mizz a match hike this, at
the beginning of the season, too. 1t may have some influence
on whether you go into the Form eleven or not.™

“T'm ozorry.”

“ You can't put off your appoiniment?'

“ Oh, impossible ' said Tom hastily,

“ Well that setties it.”

And Wharton ssid no more on the subject. They went
down to the ground, and Tom Brown threw himeself heartily
into the practice till it was time to go in for dinner. While
they were kicking and passing, a fat jumor =zat on a bench
under the clms, blinking over & pocket-book, in which he was
muking notes.

Buntor, the detective, had had hizs eve on the two, and had
gontrived to hear most of what they said, Az a matter of
fact, they had not lowercd their voiees, having neo idea that
an eavesdropper was at work.

Bunter’s notea ran as follows:

“T. B. borrowed o poand of Whartoen.
sov. of Wun Lung vesterday,
never borrows,

“ 1. B, s cutting the mateh this afternoon.  Usually very
keen en football, and won't miss a match for anvthing.
Tmiporiant sppointnent.

B Inlziu-qi abott bookmakers in class when off his puard,

" General deduetion s T B mgsedd up with gmt'.hling, rces,
and bookmakers—in debt, probably elackinnile-cxpelled i
found out.”

CAnd Baunter read aver his notes, grinned with satizfac-
tton over them, then snapped the book shuat, and jammed it
into s breast-pocket.

“Gaood,” he pooesmared. T rather think T shall be on Lthe
track thiz aficrnoon, when Broewn keeps hiz appoinbment,
Where did he go last night? I was on their track alter the
weeting in the lane, for over an hour, and 1 lost :ight of him,
That was because it was dark. T shall have a betier chance
;1; th;:_: daylicht. I rather think Brown woo't cscape this
e,

Bunter pursed up his hps thonghtfully.

And when he had found Brown out in all his indrquily, what
then?  That was the noxt thought in the fat junior’s mind,

It woulll prove his ability as a detective to give the New
Zealander away, and have him expelled from the school, Tut
Runter was not ill-natured. Ile would tell a few fellows the
faete, in justice (o himself, and then he would let Drown off
lightly., DBrown was usdally flush with money, and Bunier
wos the reverse. A vision of o long suceession of free fecds
in the school shop rose before Bunter's mind and dazeled him.

Bunter, the detective, felt that he was going strong !

Rorrowed a half-
Usually Aush of money, and

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Ne Chance for DBunter!

i UNTER! Where's that ass Bunter 7
B It was Bulstrade who demanded the whercanouts of
the Owl of the Remove., Bualstrode and Heareldenc,
and Stott and Skinnecr stood in the hall, two of them
currying big baskets. They were not playing in the match of
the witernoon, and as the weather was unusually mild for the
gewson, Dulstrode had planned an epen-air fecd on the slopes
of the Black Pike.

ITe wanted Buonter. TDunter was usually guite ready to
ai'c:{‘bmi:;?ny any feeding expedition, and as he was a wonderful
cook, his services were sometimes requisitioned, and he was
allowed io feed. As a rule, the sight of the big baskets
carried by Hazeldene and Stoft would have drawn the fot
junior to the spot like magie. On the present occasion, how-
ever, oven Bulstrode's stentorian velee failed to feteh him.

Bulstrode growled with anger,

“Where 1s that fat dummmy " he exclaimed,
Frown, have you seen Bunter 77

Tamn Brown was just coming by with his cap on, evidently
coing out.  Although he shared Dulstrode’s study, he was on
{we worst of terms with the bully of the Hemove. He
clanced &t Bulstrode. ] .

* Ile was in the Hemove passage a.minute ago ! he said,
and passod on.

Bulstrode growled.
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“1 say,

“The young fathead! He must have hcard me calling
then ! Why doesn't he come 27

* e ean’t know it's o feed,” grinned Hazeldene,

“* Bunter—Bunter 17

** Here he a 1™ :

The fat form of Billy Bunter came scuattling down the
stairs. But he did not vome towards Bulstrode & Co, He
hurricd after Tom Brown, who had just gone out of the house
inta the summy (Close.

Bulstrode stared after him in blank amzzement.

“ Bunter-—-Banter )

Bunter heavd but did not heed. He 1!10,5?11'! i bee-line for
the door, and it was clear that his only desire was to cscapo
before he could be captured. .

Bulstrode stood staring at him for some moments 10 amaze-
ment, and then he made a rush after the fat jumor. .

]liﬂy_Hu.ntr_:r quaickencd his pace as he heard bim . conung,
but the Remove bully ran him down a few yards from tho
door. Bunter sguivimed in hiz grasp and yelled.

“Ow! Leéggo! Don’t! Yow! Help!”

“ You young idiot! I'm not going to hurt youw."

“Oh, really Bulstrode——"""

“We want vou to come with us,” zaid Bulstrode.

=1 cun't really,””

*It's a feed” :

At any other time those words would have settled it
Bunter would have gone with the Remove bully with the
rreatest alaerity., DBut now he only wriggled.

“ I—I—I"m gorry, Bulstrode, but—but 1 really can’t come,"

“¥You young ass! What do you mean?” )

“T—I'vo got an appointinent—an important appointment.”

* Bosh "

Billy Bunter blinked townrds the sehool pates, where the
finure of Tom Brown was just disappesring.  He squirmed in
Bulstrode’s grip, but the bully of the Femove would not leg
o, iz grip tightened instead.
© % (b, Bulstrode ! Reaily, I—I must Fﬂ.”—

“ TRubbish ! You're ecming with us't

“T—=f can't."

“ I tell you it's a feed ™

“1 don’t care! I can’t come!™

“Can't you ! eaid the Remove bully grimly. Y We'll see,
Arve you coming quictly, or shall I give you a licking fivst,
anil then lead you by the car?'

“Oh! =T come quictly."

“ Oh, let him go ! said Hauzeldene,
if he docan’t want to come,™

Bualstrode scowled.

“ Mind yvour own business, Vaschne,
you want o,
for us!"

“ We don't want any rotten bullying.™

“1f you don’t like it, get out!”

Huzeldene set down his basket,

“Wall, I will? he exclaimied. * Blessed if 1 want to comes,
anvway ! You can carry vour basket yourself I

And he walked away.

“ Here, T say bepan Dulstrade; but Iazeldene was
COnc, _

“Wever mind,” said Skinner, with & grin; “all the more
for us! I'll carry the basket! Bring that fat beast along 1™

“1—=1 say, you fcllows—"'

* Shut ap ™

“ Tl gha'n't shut up! I've ot an important appointment
this afternoon! I—I wouldn't miss it for worlds, and—"

“Who's it with®"’

“7—1I can’t cxactly tell you—"

“Where is it, then "

T can’t explain—-—" ]

Bulstrode gave the fat junior a shake thal made him gaep
for breath. _

“ Vou're lying as usual ™ he said savagely. I don't know
what your little game is, but you're coming with us!"

“ He's off his rocker, I think!” said Skinner,  “1T heard
that he went out last night and mizsed his tea!”

“ Oh, that's too thick P’ said Stott incredulously,

“ Well, I had it from Nugent.”

“I say, vou fellows—"

"Come on !

Bulstrode kept a grip like a vice on Buntor's arm.  The fat
junior looked round helplessly as he was marched towards the
gates.  Harry Wharton & Co. were on the football-field, hard
ut work with the footer. They were too far off for help, and
in any case he would have got litfle sympathy from them
in hiz desire to spy on Tom Brown. It locked as if the
detective business was to be a rank failure for that afternoon.

Billy ventured upon asnother remonstrance, which only
clivited a tremendous sheking from Bulstrode, and that left
him too little breath to remonstrate Iurther. He was marched
gut into the lane.

Therc he glunced up and down for Tom Brown. The sturdy

O don’t want him,

; : You can slay out if
I'm jolly well goine to take Bunter to ecock

(R ]
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N Harry WILIPI.;I;I gasped ﬂnd"ﬂrugg-i;& unde;- t'he“ wéight ol Buistrode & Ce. * Lemme gerrup, you assesi” |

he panted. “I'm In a hurry.”

figure of the New Zeulander was not in sight. Dunter was
pugzled. Tf Brown had been going down to the village, he
would still have been in zsight in the lane.  Where had the
New Zewlander gone? . ]

Put Bunter had no time to think of that. DBulstrode’s grasp
draggoed him on, and the party left the lane and took the icot-
wath throdph the wood towards the rugged slope of the hill
nown as the Black Pike.

THE EIGHTH C!EAFTEE.
Bunier Rons {or It.

ILLY BUNTER looked downeast and worried as he
B tramped up the sloping path of the Pike. That after-
noon ha was to have run Tom Brown and his mysteri-
pus acquaintance to carth, and to have gathered zll the
threads of the mystory in his hands.  Bulstrode’s pienie had
knocked the whole thing on the head.
Mg wonder the Greviriars detective was worried !
Bulstrode watehed his fat fuce curiously as they went up the
hill, the short-sighted Owl quite unconscious of his serutiny,
** What on earth's the matter with you, Bunter 7" exclaimed
Bulstrode at last. * You want to come to a feed as a rula!™
* T've got an appointent.”
“RBosh! Can't you tell the truth?”’
“Oh, really, Bulstrode——" - _
“ Oh, get on with you!" said Bulstrode. in disgust. * You're
THE lgmz-:r:r-ﬂu. 92,
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jully well g-m']:dr; to come and do the cooking for us, and if yon
den't look a bit more chieerful about it, you sha'n't have any-
thing to eat!”

I say, you know—'

¥ Bhut up!”

Bunter's eyes glinted belund his spectacles.

He was not resoureeful as a rule, except in borrowing woncy
or getting feeds, buf hiz wits were sharpened now by
neeessity.  He simply had to get away and get on the track
of Tom Brown.

He could not escape DBulsirads by force, but he might by
cunning. He assumed a sicily sorg of grin,

* Well, you can lot po, Bulstrode. 1'm not likely to run on
this sort of ground,” he said. I suppose I had better conwe.™

*You had, my son—und vou've got no cheice i the
matter.” 5

* What have you got in the baskets?”

“ Cooking things in one; grub in the other—ham and egas,
pork-pies and mince-pies, pudding and ceke, oranges and
apples and cocoanuts——"

“I—TI szay, I'll come.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bulstrode released the fat jumor.
beside him with his hittle jerky steps.

4 I—1 say, Bulstrode, wf:n:r not stop here and have a snack?®?
11113 suﬁ:gest-ed, *“1 suppose you fellows are getting peckish—
am !

“* Rats "

Bunter punted along
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"It isn’t half an liour since dinner!” said Stott., * Blessed

if I .!ﬂmw _\'.'hﬂrﬂcl:n l;ﬂlimf - puts it ! 1} suy, this htil is jolly steep 1™
iero'd a Hat half-way up, where we're poin "

said Bulstrode. o ERiaE o R

“1 say, you fellows! Detter rest here, and——""

** Bhut up, Bunter!"

They tramped on.  In the clear sunlizght the Pike rose befors
thom, clad in thick woods and bush.  On either side of the
tramping juniors rode thick trees, shutting out their view of
the surrounding country.

Bunter looked round him cautiously,

_AF he could only get fairly among the trees, it would be
impossible for the others to run him down, for there would
be no trace on the hard soil, and a fellow might be only six
yards distant, and yet completely hiddon from sight.

Now or never was his chance,

He aftected fatipue, and dropped a pace or two behind, in
order to avert suspicion. Ile really surprised himself by the
depth of his cunning,

* 1 say, you fellows, don’t hurry like that!™ he gasped. “1
can't keep up with you !

“ Walk faster, then!”

“I can't! Co slower!™

L] Rﬂ-ﬂi |_?""

Bunter grinned silently. He was five or six paces hahind
now, and there was nothing to prevent him from making a
run for it

%lmlﬂ , with beating heart, he stepped aside from the
path and plunped into the thickets.  The rustle made Bul-
strode look round.

“ Buntor! Why-—where? My hat! He's gone!"

“Gone!" cjaculated Skinner and Stott,

Bulstrode snapped his tecth.

[} ‘{gu two keep on with the baskets—I'll have him in a
jilfyt

"Fﬂig‘ht you arg !’

_Bubtrode rushed back slong the path. There was a crack-
ling n the wood a3 the fat junior forced a passage througl,
and Bulstrode rushed after him, :

“ Bunter! Stop! Come back, or T'll sealp voui”

His voiee rang echoing through the wood.,  Bunter heard
it, and redoubled his efforts. He ran on blindly down the
slope of the hill, several times faliing and rolling over, then
picking himself up sod teaving on.

But he had not ealeulated upon the fact that his brushing
through the thickets might be a puide to Bulstrode. The noise
e made could have been heard at a hundred yards® distance,
and Bulstrode was not & dozen yords away.

The Remove bully grinned as he dashed m pursuit.

Bunter burst through a belt of young furze, and came into
an open epace, caught his foob in a root, and rolled helplessiy
on the ground. ; ’

Before he could rise Bulstrode came fearing oub of tho
thickets, and almost fell over him. Ile halted.

“You fat duficy! I've caught yvou!"

“0Oh!" wyellegd Bunter. ""Ow! Lemme alonel
Murder! Yow-ow! Help!

“You ass!'"

“Help! Murder! Fire!"

“ Hold that row! Come back with me!"

YT won't! L *

Bulstrode scized the fat junior by his collar, and draggod
him to his feet. There was a rustle 1n the [urze, and a sturdy
fisure came into sight.

“ et him alone, you bully !’

Dulstrode started, and let go Bunter in Ina surprise, e
 ptared blankly at the junior, who stood before him with
Hashing oyes. ;

It was Tom Drown of Taranaki!

EHelp!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Fight.

OM BEOWN faced Bulstrode with clenchad fists over the
T collapsed form of the fat junior, who had dropped into
the grass again as Bulstrode refeased him.
Bunter luy gasping and panting, and blinking from one
to the other.

ile waa utterly amazed by the sudden appearance of Tam
Pirown, not laving had the faintest ides that the New
Yoalander was anywhere near the Black Piko.

it lashed inte his mind at onee thet the mysterious appoint-
mont Tom was keeping that afternoon was amid tho woads of
the Pike, It waa for that reason that thp Noew Lealander was
thare, and had been able to come to Booter’s rescue so
ﬂpﬁnrtunuly-

ulstrode glared fereely at the Now Zealander.

Moro than once he had come to strife with Tom Brown of
Taranaki, though as yet thore had been no stand-up fght
between them. But it seomed o be inavitable in the long
TULIL,
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Tom Brown met the Remove bully's furicus glance coolly.

“ Let him alone!” he said.

“You interfering cub!™

"* Better language, please” ;

“ You—vyou hound!” roared Bulstrode, almost beside himsclf
with rage. * You dare to dictate to me! Why, I'll knock you
to pieces!”

Tom Brown smiled quietly.

" You had better not try,” he said.

“ Btand back !

£1 Rats‘!”

Bulstrode almost gasped for breath. His ayes were blazing,
his fitts elenching almost convulsively.

“Btand back!” he said hoarssly.

“ You arc not going to touch Bunter. [I've stopped your
bullying him before. know he’s a mean toad-—-"'

“ O, really, Brown——"'

“ But 1I'm not going to stand
follow nearly twice his size,” said
don't know what he's done——"'

“ 1= haven't done anything, Brown! Bulstrode wants me
to cook for him, and 1 won't. I—I've got other business,”

“¥ou are coming with me, Bunter, if only to show thia
Colonial rotter that he can’ put on airs with me!”

HI—I won't!"”

“ Bunter shall do as he likes,” said Tom Browo, with quict
determination. *‘I don't want & row with you, Bulstrode, but
I stand by Bunter."

“ Then you'll have a row, whether you like it or not!"" said
Bulatrode between his teeth, ** Take your jacket off, vou
oub "

Tom Brown stripped hiz jacket off, and pushed back bis
cuffa.

* Very well! Come om! You can clear, Bunter!”

Billy Buntor sLaf:ger-ud to his feet. He was breathless and
panting. He put s glasses straight, and blinked at the two
juniors, about to close in strifo.

Foerhaps for a8 moment the fai junior’s conscience smote him,
a3 he remembered how he bad only come’ there because ho
wanted to apy upon the New Zealander. But that feeling was
only momentary.

He blnked at them for 2 momont, and then acattled off into
tho trees. Bulatrods made s movement to follow him, and
Tom Brown stepped quickly into the way.

Mo, you don't ™ he said,

Bulstrede ground his teeth.

“ Thon come an, you cad!"

He rushed at the New Zealander. Tom Brown was ready
for him, and in a moment they were going at it hanmmer and
tonga.

Bgill Bunter disappearcd into the trees.  But he did not go
far. ;Ehﬂ fat junior had no intention of losing sight of his
guarry now that he had found him. ;

Ha ensconeed limsell in the thickets, at a point where ha
could watch the contost without showing himself.

It was worth watching, too—even to Bunter, who took littla
interest in fisticufs asa a rule.  The apponents were well-
matched. and equaliy determined.

Bulstrode was by :f'ur the bigger of the two, and perhaps the
stronger, but ho lacked the quick, lithe activity of the New
Zealand junior.

Tom Brown, too, knew all there was to be known of the
manly art of salf-defenes, and Bulstrode, though a pood boxer,
was not quite his equal in science. :

The ficht was a fast one—no stopping for rounda or rests.
They simply foupht on, hammer and tongs, with flushed faccs,
wlinting cyes, and rapid fists.

Bulatrode was tho first to go to grass, . ;

He drgpped on his back under a terrible right-hander, which
caught him fairly on the point of the chin, and lay therc
LRSI, .

Tom Brown atﬁppm! back, and leaned against a tree. .

Ho waited for his adversary to rise, and did not touch him
until ho wag fairly on his feet and ready to resume:—a picce of
chivalry Bulstrode would probably have been slow to imitate.

The Bemove bully looked very grogey as ke stoad up,

His chin and jaw ached terribly, and a kind of jar had gone
all through hin, and his sight, too, was by no means clear
after the hammering his face had had. )

Tom Brown showed plentiful signs of punishment, but he
did not look nearly =0 battered as the Retnove bully.

Bulstrode stazgered a little as he advanced towards Tom
amain, )

“'ve had enough if you have,” said the New Zealandor
guistly. T don’t want this to go any further.”

Bulstrode langhed scornfully.

“You're afraid "

S Oh, no !

“ Then come on ™’ . )

“ Just as you like,” said Tom guietly. .

They closed in strife again. Bulstrode was putting all liis

and see him bullied by a
om Brown scorpfully., * I

Wharton
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gtrength into the conflict, but he began to feel that it was too
fast to last. There was a wiriness about the New Zealander—
a tirclesaness that quite outdid Bulstrode's endurance.

Bulstrode had “ bellows to mend ™ with a vengeance now,
apdflm vas growing so exhansted that he could scarcely guard
his face.

Tom DBrown's blows grew fower and less telling.

The Remove bully gritted his teeth with helpless rape, Tom
was sparing him, and he knew it.  Iis only result was to make
him Etriveiﬂ.rdur and hardor to reach the New Zeslander, and
to knock pm out; but that was past his power now.

Every Blow was stopped, and whenever a fist reached ita
mark, it was one of Tom Brown's fists,

Balstrode dropped at last into the é:ru.ss with & heavy bump,
&5 an upper-cut sent him whirling off his feet.

This time it was {ull five minutes before he rosc.

Tom Brown leaned against a tree, breathing hard, He had
got the better of the fight all slong the line, but it was telling
upon him too.

Bulstrode stagrered up ot last.
TREE.

* I'll spuara this some time " he muttered thiekly.

Tom Brown smiled scornfully.

The Remove bully gave him one furious look, and then
dragped his jacket on and plunged into the trees, -

ixhausted, and eching with pain, tha burly Removite
tramped throogh the wood to the piutﬁau half-way np the
Black Pike, where he bad srranged to camp with Skinner and
Stott. Tha were already on the ground when he arrived and
fung himsed down exhausted.

The two juniors stared at him.

“Where's Bunter ¥ asked Skinner.

“1 don't know."

“You haven't brought him back with youn?"

“Can't you soe 1 haven’t¥" anarled Bulstrode.

“Well yes. But how did you get your face in that state?
Surcly Bunter didn't use vou ke that ¢

Ii Bulstrede had had an ounce of strength left that unlucky
question would have cost the questioner dear. As it was, he
only scowled blackly, )

“No, vou fool! I've been fighting.™

“Who with?™’

“ Tom Brown."

“Your licked him?" asked Stott.

“Wo—we agreed to chuek it,” said Bulstrode.

SOt said Bkinner and Stott topether. And there was a
great deal of significance in the way they uttered that ' oh.™

His face was black with

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Gratifude.

ILLY BUNTER, lLike Brer Fox, luy low.
B He saw Bulstrode depart, aud he watched Tom Brown
from the cover of the thickets. lle wondered what the
New Zealander would do. Was this spot in the woods
of the Bluck Pike the scensa of the " appointment’™ which
had brought lim away [rom Greyiriars, and caused him to
mizs the foethall match? ;

Tom DBrown wiped his face with his handkerchief, He was
hreathlesa, perspiring, and there was a stréam of red from
his nose, another from & eut lip.  Tom had suffered less than
Bulstrode, but he had been hard hit oll the same.

He gave a rueful lavgh as he donned his jocket.

‘" Blessed if that fat worm was worth it he exclaimed.

Bunter grunted in the thicket. .

Tom gave his face another rub, and then went slewly into
the wood. Bunter saw him glance af his wateh as he went.,

For o few moments Bunter remained still.

After the way Tom Brown had stood up for him, and
rescued him from the bully of the Remove, any sort of
thecency ought to have kept the fat junior from following
him. But Bunter forpot that. He only remembared that
ho was an amateur detective, and on the track.

He rose silently from his hiding-place, and stepped after
the New Zealander, taut«iﬂutﬁ and carefully.

Tom Brown had not the slightest suspicion that he was
heing followed, and he was so fatigued by the fight with
Rulstrade that he proceeded very zlowly. And so Bunter had
no diffienlty in keeping on his truck. When the junier
vanirhed from his sight, the =snapping of twigs formed a
sufficient guide to the pursuer.

Tom Brown went on and on, till Bunter would gladly have
stopped and rested; but suddenly he cama to a halt.

unter heard the trickle of water, and caught the glint of
a woodland stream shead ameng the .trees.

The MNew Zealand junior had stopped by the stream, and
thrown off his jacket and vest. He was bathing his face in
the ¢ool water. ) .

Bunter grunted with disgust.

It was not the rendezvous after all. Prebalbly Tam Brown
lLad plenty of time for that; and, at all events, he was
bathing his injuries now.

Bunter sunk down into the thick nf:ass to wait.

The New Zealander splashed and splashed, and grunted
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with satisfaction as the cool water streamed aver his bruised
aml aching [ace,

He spenk a good ten minutes by the stream. and then he
Lezan to mop his face with his handkerchief, and at last ho
donoed his collar and tie and jacket spain.

Bunter, lving low, caught a glimpse of his face, and, in-
deed, it was mueh improved by the washing in thea stream.

The cuts and brnses conld not be ot rid of, bat the bload
afd dust were gone, and Tom Brown looked decidediy tha
better for it

But the Colonial's face was a little rueful as he looked at
hiz reflection in the stream.

“ My hat! what a chivey?' he muwmured. And all for
that fat worm of » Bunter! Well, it can’t be helped.”

The fat worm ia question heard every word.

““Rlessed if T don’t make him swallow hLis words befors
long,'"" murmured Billy Bunter. * Wasn't worth it, wasn't
it!" Il show him! You wait till I've got vou nailed, you
bounder, that's all !

And that was the pratitnde of Willham Geavgre Bunter!

Tom Brown looked at his wateh again. and left the stream,
going on further through the thick woods

The azwcont of the Pike was now ahrupt, and Thlly Bunicr's
fat lezs, unaecustomed to exercise, began to ache dreadfully.

But he would not give in. :

Tom Brown, rested and refreshed, strode om as if the
rugred steep of the Pile was nothing to Lim, as indeed it
was not.  To Bunter it was as Mont Blane and the Jung-
free rolled into one. and he mombled and pasped as hie pro-
cecded, taking care, however, to make no sound that ecould
reach the ears of the junior he was shadowing.

Billy Bunter was making the discovery that a detective’s
life is not a happy one; but he stuck to the trail gaumely.

Tom Brown suddenly disappeared. .

Bunter, pressing on through the thickets, could neither
ses mor hear him, and he blinked round through his spec-
tacles in blank amazement.

Where was the New Zealander?

Tt looked as if the earth had suddenly swollowed him wp—
and, indeed 1t had, in o zense,

Bunter, pushing on eautions=lv, eame out upon the werpe
of a huge hollow in the side of ilee Lill, whers an abrupt
siopa led downwards,

There the trees and even the bushe: gpove way to hard
stona and barren earth. The sudden slope was bare of vepe-
tation.

Bunter cronched in the last bushes, and looked ahead.

It was impossible to follow the Maor down that slepe
without bebravinge Limself to the most careless glance if Ton
Brown should happen to turn his head,

“Orumbs ! muottered Banter, " What a rolten shanie!
Tt laoks to me as if the heast baz come this way on purpose,
I—I'd like to pamch lns beastly head !

ITe blinked down the <lope. It extended for a dozen yards,
and waz very steep. Loose stones rolled to the bottow as
Tom DBrown tromped down.

Bunter uttered a suppressed exclamation of gles.

Another figure beside Tom DBrown's was visible in the
holtow, and he knew it was the same fienre that he had
seen with Tom in the lane the previous night.

Thizs was the place of the mysterious appmntment.

Hunter blinked at the stranger. He was a fellow of abont
Tom Brown's own size, or a little bigger, and he wore a soft
falt hat pulled down over his face. Fven without that, the
fat junior was too shortsighted to distinguish his features
at that distance. i .

Whethar it was o boy or a man, the fat delective did not
know. In the soft hat and vost it might have heen either
to Bunter.

The stranzer made a step forward as Tom Drown came
down the slope.

** Hallo, Tom "

it sounded like a vouthful veice.

“Hallo " called out Tom cheerily in reply.

Then he joined the stranger. o ;

That was all Billy Bunter heard. The fat junior strained
hiz ears to hear more, and a murmur of voices came to ins
exts s the two conversed in low tones; but that was all. Ile
could not cateh @ word.

“ The beasts! mimrmured Dunter—' the heaats !

The Greyfrinrs detective seemed to consider that it was
the duty of his guarry to do their talking within his hearing,
so that he :::::ucid become cognisant of their scerets. ile
blinked and scowled at them. _

But suddenly he gave a start, and his eyves gleamed.

Tom Brown was fishing in his i){mliet.ﬂl, and as his hand
came out thers was a pleam of pold and silver in the sun,

** Money I

The coins were passed to the stranger, and Bunter thm;ji'hf-

A Bplendld Tale of Hm'zg Wharton
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ha made out the words, * Thank you, Tom, old man.” But
bz was not qguite sure.

Money had passed between the two again.

Then o paper was handed by the stranger to Tom Brown,
who smiled and thrast it into his pocket.

Billy Bunter's heart beat faster.

Money had poassed again, and another mysterions paper.
If he could only get a sight of that paper.

What a dark secret it might tell him !

Probably it contained some clue to the secret transactions
of Tom Brown, whether in the line of erime or of betting
on horse races,

Was he being blackmailed, or was this stranger an agent
for laying lhis bets on the races?

In either case, the facts becoming known would be suffi-
cient to get him sacked from the school,

“T've got lnm I murmured Bunter, ** I've got him in the
hollow of my hand!™
The two had resomed comversation, and Bunter would
have given one of his ears to hear what they were sayinz.

In Lis eagerness to de so, he leaned out in view of the
tulkers, if they had turned their heads in his direction.

Suddenly a stone slipped under iz foot, and rolled down
the slope. The noize it made startled the two talkers, and
they started away from each other and looked round.

Hilly Bunter gave a start, too, and overbalanced himself,
The next moment he had lost his footing, and was following
the rolling stone to the bottom of the steep slope.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Defiant Culprit.

i H !1-1‘
0 ad G_"T -!ll
“"Yarooh ™

Tius the amaleur detective of Greyfriars made his
prrésence known to the junior he was shadowing.

As he rolled down the slope, amid a clatter of stones and
rocts and dict, Tom Brown stared at him in blank astonish-
mend, and Tom Brown's friend turned soddenly away, and
plunged into the nearest bushes,

It was pretty clear that he did not want to be seen, but
Billy Bunter had no chamce of noting that cirenmstance or
any other now,

. He rolled to the Lottom of the slope, and came to a stop
in a sithing posture, in a pool of water left in the soft soil
by the last vainfall.

Muddy water splashed up ronnd him, as Bunter sat dazed,
and snorting and gasping like a grampus.

Tom Brown, standing alone now, stared at him.

Bunter !

LT {:}w !'H‘

* How did vou get hiera?™

“ Ger-ororororocogh 1"

“ et up!"

“Ow! ow! Youw!"

“ You're sitting in a puddle, you ass!"

“Ow! I'm nearly Lilled. Yow! I've broken my neck—I
mean, my leg! I've dislocated my shoulder-blade, and put
my backbone out of joint. Ow!’

*“Ila, ha, ha!"

Bunter glared at him.

“You—you unfeeling beast! I'm dying.”

“You're making a jolly lot of row for a dying grampus,”
gaidd 'Tom Brown laughing. “ Get up. You're worth dozens
of dead pigs yet.”

“0Oh, really, Brown-—""'

Tom Brown holped the fat junior to his feet. Bunter leant
against the slope of the hollow, dripping witli water, and
gasping for breath.

“Ow! I'm nearly dead 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Yow! It was all your fault, you beast !"

“My fault! said Brown, staring. * How on earth do
%flﬂl! ?::ftke that out? By the way, how did you come to be
are

* I—I—TI eame, you know,"” said Bunter, feebly.

It oceurred to him that it would not be wise to let Tom
Brown know too much. But the New Zealand junior was
already guessing a great deal.

His brow became very stern.

“Bunter! You've followed me!"

“1—=I—0ch, really, you know——""

“You're the chap who's been trying to pry into my
affairs, too!" ecxclaimed Tom Brown, understanding now
in a Aash that it was Bunter whom Harey Wharton had
been alluding to in that sirange warning.

Bunter gasped, keeping a wary eye on t#” angry Colonial.
o ‘;_?h, Elea.li:.r, Brown, if Wharton has been telling you
hat

“ Wharton did' not mention you to me.

He warned me to
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brl-al on my guard against a cad who mighf spy on me, that's
all.

L I_[_'I——"

Tom Brown advanced closer to the fat junior. Billy
Ifuntﬂ; shrank away, blinkiug nervously. The sturdy voung
Colonial looked very savage.

* You've been spying on me, Bunter 7"

“Well, you shouldn't go in for gambling and horse-racing
and blackmail,” said Billy Bunter defiantly. *“I've lately
talken vp detective work as a hubhér, and i’m run you to
earth. I'va solved the mystery now.”

“Are you mad?”

" “No; I'm jolly well not mad "' said Dunter indignantly.
“You'ra a blessed raseal, that’s what the matter 13; and
it's through you I've got this beastly fall and sprained
both my ankles 1™

“I'm a-—a—a what "

Tom Brown seemed scarcely able to believe his cars,

“A Dblessed rascal,” said Bunter. “I've been keeping
an eye on you. I don't mean to say that I'in going o
show you up.”

“Hhow me up "

“That's it! But I'm going t» keep an eye on you, I
promise you. [ know your liftle gammes, and I could get you
expelled from Greyiriars with a word.”

Tom stared blankly ot ham.

“So you'd better jolly well mind vour p’s and g's."" said
Billy Bunter.  “It's no geod trving to pull the wool over
my oyes, either. With my splendid abilities as an amatour
detective——""

“You utter fool !

“"Here, | say—what—-""

“I've a jolly good mind to give you the licking of yanr
life, you mean, prying, silly young ass " said Tom Brown,
In a concontrated voiee.

“You'd bettor not lay o hand on me ! said Bunter, in
alarm. “I'll jolly well show you up at Greyfriars, of vou
do, and lat the fellows know what U've fownd owt.”

“Found out! What have you found out "

" Kveryihing 1*°

“You cad! [—"

“Oh, hard words break noe bones, vou know ! said Billy
Bunter, with a grin. “I don't mind ‘em. I'va founel
everything ont=-about your dealing with boolkmakers, giving
o money on the guict—paving blackinail i

“Ha, ha, ha!*”

“Yes, you can cackle if you like" snid Bunter nediled,
“But you'd jolly well cackle to another tune if I told it
all at ['u:.rfri:Lm-”

“You young ass! You ought to have a licking, hut
vou're not worth it. I wish I had left ven to Bulstrode,
though. I dare say he was nn'E'J.r %{}ing to give you what you
desarved. Look here! I won't lick you now. But if you
begin any more of your rotien spying, I'll give you a tlaek
ear. Bear that in mind 1"

And Tom Brown turned and strode away.

Billy Bunter blinked after him for some momenis in
astonished silence; astonished that the culprit, whose guilt
he had discoverad, should venture to freat him in this
cavalier fashion.

“1 say, Brown, come back " he shouted at last.

Tom Brown did not turn his head.

“Brown! Come back! I want to speak to you! You'd
better come back, or I'll malke it jolly warm for you!"'

The New Zealand junior, without paying the slightest
ha:‘:{;‘, disappeared into the wood. Billy Bunter gritied his
tecth.

“ The—the beast!" he muttered.
carry it off with a hrigh hand.
I'll make him squirm !’

And Bunter, with many a grunt and gasp, made his wa
back to Greyiriars from the rugged sides of the Blmz-ﬁ
Pike.

“He thinks he can
I'll jolly well show him!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Accused!

ARRY WHARTON came off the football-field with a
red glow of health in his cheeks, and a sparkle in his
eves. It was only a scratch match, but 1t bad boen a
vigorous one, nm:r all the twenty-two were the heiter
for it. Bob Cherry was limping a little, and Frank Nugent
caressed a nose that was a little larger than wusual ut
what of that? Football was foothall, and they did not
expect it to be as gentle as marbles. .
'%m:n Brown was standing outside the pavilion when the
Romovites came off.
H3ood pame ?” he asked,
“ Yes, rather!"
“The goodfulnass was terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset
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Ham Bingh. ‘'Has the honourable Brownful chum been
watching the gamcful sport longtimefully #°

Tom Brown langhed.

“No; I've only just got in. If any of you chaps are
standing tes, I'll come along; I'm stony this afternoon.™

Then he coloured a little as he met Wharton's eyes. Only
that afternoon the captain of the Remove had lent him a

sovereign.

“ Right-ho I"" exclaimed MNugent. ‘‘Tea in No. 1 Study.
“We'va got rather a decent spread, owing to the amazing
fact that Bunter hasn't been raiding the grub the last day
or two. He seems to have gone off gﬁrqin%& bit."”

“"He's gone off his rocker, I think,” said Tom Brown.

“Very likely. But why "

“I've just met him on the Black Pike, and he seems to
me to be a babbling idiot,” saild Tom. * He says he's taken
up some detective bosh, or something.”

“"“Ha, ha! One of Bunter's new wheezes."

“ Bunter, the detective!™ grinned Bob Cherry. “My
hat! He grows richer and richer! This beats the
hypnotism business, end even the boxing."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'ra going to have tea as soon as we've changed,
Brown,"” said Harry Wharton. " We'll be glad for you to
join us, Wait a bit "

“Right! I'll wait here.”

The somewhat dishevelled and perspiring footballers pro-
coeded to clean themselves and change into ordinary attire,
and Tom Brown leaned on a post and waited. There was
e frown of thoughtfulness on his boyish brow,

A tired and dusty figure came limping in at the gates of
Greyiriars.

It was Billy Bunter—hot, tired, thirsty, and in about the
worst temper it was possible for a fat and fatigued youth
to be in.

Tom Brown grinned o little as he saw him.

Bunter seemed to have paid pretty dearly for his shadow-
ing. The fat junior sighted him. f"['ﬂ stopped. only to tako
a draught of water at the fountain, and then came over
towards Tom Brown, with a trueulent look upon his face.

““I say, Brown, I've found you, then.”

“I haven't been hiding,” said the New Zealand junior
conternptuaously. "Dun't-_gbuther me, Bunter! I don’t want
to hit you, but I'm not in a bumour to stand any more of
yvour rot, so0 I wern you !’

“You've got to stand it I

“ What !

‘“* Better listen to me. If you raise a finger 'l vell for
help, and toll the whole yern before the whole school,” said
Bunter savagely.

Tom Brown could only stare at him.

“I'm thirsty,” said Bunter, **and I'm hungry. T wanf a
feed. I want E::anty of ginqar-pmp. and the best spresd that
we can get at Mrs. Mimble's."

“T hope you'll pet it."

“You're going to sce to that.”

b i 5aidg Tom Brown.

" Yes, you"

“%You must be dotty,” said the New Zealand junior, in
wonder. ' Go and lie down for a bit.”

Bunter snorted.

“You can try to carry it off by cheek, if you like, but I'll
make you sguirm, my fine fellow! You—you gambling
rotter I

Tom Brown's eyes

linted, and he made a swift step
forward, and ceught

unter by the scruff of the neck.

"Ow! Leggo! Yow!™
Shake! Shake! Bhake!
“Ow! Help! Hellup! Yow! Help!”

Harry Wharton & ﬂu.r, having changed their clothes, came
out. They loocked on in astonishment at the spectacls of
Hl[lr Bunter being shaken like a rat by the angry New
Zioalander.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!"” exclaimed Bob Cherry. *'Is our
fricnd Brown adepting Bulstrode’s persuaszive methods 7'

Tom Brown turned scarlet, and let go the fat junior.
Billy Bunter staggered away, gasping for breath.

“What's the row?" asked Harry wonderingly.

Tom breathed hard.

“You'd better ask Bunter.
you.'’

“And—and Tl jj-j-j-jolly
spluttered Bunter.
wriggle.”

“"Dion’t be an ass, Bunter.”

“{—I eay, yvou fellows——"

“Oh, come along and have fea!" said Harry Wharton.

“He's got something to tell you,"” said Brown, with a
hard face. “ Let the young cad get it off his chest.”

Wharton looked uncasy. He guessed now that the Grey-
friars detective had been at work again. ‘

“Ch, never mind ! he exclaimed. * Bunter—-"

“Let him speak !™

“(th, a&ll right, if you prefer it.

He's got something to fell

him, tool”

w&il-—-wei} tell
i I'll mzke you

“You—you beast

What 18 it, you fat
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“h, really, Wharton 2
“Get to the point, or shut wp.”

“FPm jolly well going to ehow that cad up ! spluttered
Bunter. “Ow! He's aearly dislocated iy neck|! I was
going to let him off lightly, if he—if he—"

“1f I stood him a feed at the tuckshop,” said DBrown,
with & scornful laugh.

“ Well—oh, really, I e

“Go on, porpoise!” said Bob Cherry. “ Hurry up; we
can't stand here the rest of the evening, you know."

“I’'ve tracked him down,"” said Bunter. *“ He's—he's been
gambling, and & bookmaker iz blackmailing him, end I
saw him give lhe man money. Serve him jolly well right
if I gave him away to Dr. Locke or Mr. Quelch-——-"

“ Shut up I'"* whispered Bob Cherry suddenly, as he caught
gsight of Mr. Quelch coming round the corner of the
building.

But Bunter was too excited fo heed.

“1 say he'd be expelled if 1 told Mr, Quclch about his
gambling and betting with bookmakerg-—'

“Cave IV

But it was too late!

Mr. Quelch stopped and looked fixedly at the juniors.

“YWhat is that, Bunter "

“ Oh-h-h-h-h-h I

“ Bunter! Repeat your words!"”

“Oh-h-h-h-h 1

“Were you alluding to Browni"

“Oh-h-h-h-h-h 1" stammmered the terrified Bunter.

“ Yes, gir, he was,” said Tom Brown, meeting the Form-
master’s stern eyes fearlessly. “*He had got a silly notion
into his head that I have been Famhling and dealing with
bookmakers—why, T don’t know.”

The Form-master frowned. . _

“ This must be sifted cut,” he said. "It is very curious,
to say the least of it, taken in connection with your peculiar
words this gorning, Brown.”

Tom Brown coloured deeply.

“I'm not afraid of an investigation, sir,” he exclaimed.

“Very good ! Now, Bunter——"' _ 1

“1—I—I don’t want to say anything against Brown, sir,”
stammered Billy Bunter. " I—I don’t wish to be the cause
of a chap's being expelled, sir.” .

“What you wish has nothing to do with the matter,”
said the Hemove-master sternly. *“*You will do as I tell
you.

“ Ye-e.g-a3, 3ir . .

“ Now tell me what your accusation against Brown is
fnuriﬁn% u ::'

“ You can speak out,” said Tom DBrown mnteml':ttuﬁue.l:-;.
“I'mn not afraid of anything coming to light. I've dono
nothing to be ashamed ¢f."” _

“Tyn jolly certain of that,” said Wharton.
ass Bunter making another of his idiotic bloomers

**Oh, really, Wharton! You know jolly well—""

“Kindly explain yourself, Bunter,” said the Remove-
master ioily. i

“ Certninly, sir. I—=I discovered that Brown was playing
o deep game, sir. It was owing to my splendid abilities a3
an amateur detective—-""

‘' Keep to the facts, please, Bunter !

“ But—but that ia a fact, sir.”

“Dear me! The boy is very stupid !

““Not at all, sir. You don’t understand, that's all. I
have lately taken up amateur detective work as a hobby.
and the case of Tom Brown is the first I've investigated. I
found out that he was being blackmailed by a bookmaker

“* Blackmailed I : :

i At least, he was paying money out to somebody, sir. He
Lorrowed a half-sov, of Wun Lung, sir, and a sovercign of
Harry Wharton."

“ Is that correct, Brown?''

“ Quite correct, sir!”

“ Iid you pay the money to a bookmaker

“ Na, sar "

“ How do you know it was a bookmaker, Bunter #" asked
Mr. Qucleh, in & tonme that boded il for the fat junior if
ha failed to make out his case. .

“ By inference, sir. Brown bungled out someihing about
boolkmakers in class this morning, which showed that they
were on his mind. After he had paid over the money, in
cach ense, he received a paper from the other fellow, too.”

ANSWERS

LR

"Tt's that
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Tom Brown smiled,

“ Ho was gono to meet the bookmaker last night, sir, and
stayed out te bediime, and he met him again this afier-
noon, sir.”

“*There ia no reason to suppose that the man was a book-
malkor, Bunter, or that he was blackmailing Brown,”" said
Mr. Quelch. “[ am afraid you have been reading foolish
detective romances, and have allowed a vivid lmagination
to run away with you. ¥ou are, I think, the stupidest boy
& omy Form "

* Oh, really, sir—"

“ At the same time, Brown,” said Mr. Quelch, turning
tr the New Zealander—*at the same time, you will ace
that there iz something in this that, for your own sake, had
votter bo clesred up. Are you willing to give a full ex-
planation "

*Quite v Clling, sir, only I hope you won't ask me to
mention names,” said Towr Brown. *I met a chap on the
ship coming over to England, sir, when I came to Grey-
friars. He was n decent chap, but a bit weak and easily
led. I'vo heard from him several times since I've been at
Greyfriars; the last time yesterday morning. He told me
he had obtained & post at a bank in this county; but, like
an ass, he went to the races, and allowed a rotten book-
aker to get hold of him there. He ended up by owing
the man ten pounds, which he couldn't possib ay., 1le
ra1sed most of the money by barrowing, and n.s!:';’ me 1f I
unﬁidhhﬁ!:: him. He still wanted more.”

“1 raised all T could of my own, sir, and borrowed a
hali-sovereign of Wun Lung, tErmgh I'm blessed if I know
how Bunter knows anything about it," said Tom Brown.
“I met him last night, and gave it to him. Then he told
me he was still a pound short, and I promised to try to get
it, and meet him to.day with it. As he was very anxious,
of course, to avoid anything coming out, we zrranged the
second meeting on the Black Pike, for thig, afterncon.
Bunter secms to have taken it upon himself to epy on all
my actions; but he wasz nover near gueszing the facts ™

“Did it take vou till lste last night to give him a half-
gov. " snecred Dunter,

“The rest of the time was speni in showing him the

road to the Black Pike, sir. I had a pass from Wingale to
stay out.'

* And what did he give you the papers for, then?" per-
nial:!l.'?ed Buntoer. : e ' b
omt Brown smiled, and drew a paper from his pocket.
He handed it to Mr. Quelch. !
“Will you look at this, sir? It’s the paper the chap

gave me this afternoon. The other is in my other clothes,
but it's worded much the same.”

+T'he Remowve-master glanced at the paper. 1t bore the
simple logend: 1 0 % £1.—H. K.” l

“This 13 an 1T O T," said the Remove-master.
*“Yes, sir.”
Billy Bunter’s jaw droppod.
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Mr. Queleh passed the paper back to Tom Brown.

“] am quite sdtisfied,” he said. ‘‘You have acted
generously, if a little thoughtlessly, in belping an ncquaint-
ance out of an unpleasant scrape, Brown. L heope it will
be a lesson to him. As for you, Bunier, nothing can exceed
the contempt 1 feel for your baseness in spying upon your
Form-fellow, and your petty meanness in placing the worst
possible construction upon everything you discovered.”

“Oh, really, =sir!” stammered the amateur detective
“You see, Bir s

i Not & word, Bunter! You disgust ma "

And Mr. Quelch passed on majestically.

Bunter stood overwhelmed for o moment.  The othor

IIT{emﬁvites, without & word to him, moved off townrds the
ouse,

Bunter started after them.
“1 say, you fellowa—"
“ Oh, shut up !” said Nugent. * We've had enough of you

for a bit, you worm. Don't talk to ust You make me
pick 1"

“0h, really, Nugent—"

i Ecut I?i

Bunter blinked at them. He began to wish that he had
not adepted the role of detective, or that he had used mere
honourable means in the pursuit of his new hobby.

“ Nugent! Wharton! I say, Brown, it was all a joke,
you know, I[—I didn't really think you had been betting.
I suppose you don't bear malice !

“Wot I,”" sald Tom. * You're not worth it"

#T—I—1'm coming in to tea, you fellows.”

Harry Wharton turned round.

“ Vou're not,”” he said abruptly. " We can’t stand you.
You are a little too thick. We'll see whether we can stand
vou later, but for the present—pah! Get off! 1f you
show vour nose inside No. 1 Study, you'll go out on your
neck. ™

“ But—but—="

“Oh, buzz off 1™ _

And the chums went in to tea. Billy Bunter stared alter
them. He knew that Wharton was a fellow of his word.
Mo, 1 Study was a closed apartment to him for that evening.

He went as far as the Remove passage. In the study he
eould hoar the clinking of knives and forks, and the elick-
ing of crockery, and from the door ajar camo floating the
savoury smell of bacon and fried eggs. It made Bunter's
mouth water. But he did not wventure to enter; he re-
mained like the Peri at the gate of Puradise—a very fat,
discontented Peri.

But there was no help for it. Within the study the choms
of the Hemove chatted ierrily, making much of Tom
Brown, while in the passage, cooling his heels and mur-
muring things not loud but deep, was the Greyiriars
detective,

THE EXI).
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A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys is forced to leave Sandhnrst through the
treachery of his stepbrother 1an, nnd enlists in the YWessex
Regimeént under the name of Chester, Unfortunately for
konald, Ian joins the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by St‘n}ﬂnt B.u&crt aud Private Foxey Whliams, does his
best to Turther disgrace Roomid. The unscrapulons Bagor,
however, gets caught la his own teils, and iz pub i_.;
deurndni to the ranks. Yoxey William# meets his deat
mysterioasly in 2 burning barn. In the shopting maten

etween B and F Com 5, two old

Tor the Faicly Cap, b anie
soldiers, Mnuirdr hfﬁls and Hookey Walk er,ﬂcﬂ Company,

contrive by means of an ingenlous trick tocause B to win.
Name Fortune, however, does not smile om the two wily
scamps, Tor when they get back to barvacks they discover
that they made a terrible mistake. The Royal Wessex
Reyliment are ordered to garrison a couple of forts
guarding Plymouth. For & whole week they will be on
gunrd, to vepel an attack by torpedo 15
(Now go on with the story.)

The Sea Cltadels—A Seven Days' Viglk—Mouldy and Hookey
Determine to Improve the Shining Hour.

For seven days and nmights this vigil wonld be kept. un-
ceasing. Once, twice or thrice in this peried, the long, lean
destroyers would come sneaking in with lighte masked,
hovering oo the farthest rams of the rayvs, biding their time
till the electric eyes grew weary of watching,

Then, with a rush and s headlong leap thsy would be
unleashed for the race into the throat of death. Omn they
would come with plumes of Aame streaming from their

lowing funnels, stramming every perve to come to grips
gufﬂra the storm of shot and shell should burst upon them.

Bevond the boom drawn scross the narfow neck leadin
into the harbour, there were ships of sleek rsize bare an
defenceless. Ta batter through the boom and get amonget
this helpless flock, launching death and destruction right
and left, would be the destroyers’ work in time of war.

In peace they would stop short in the headlong charge
upon the spike-studded barryer, and leave it to the umpires
to decide how far they might have succeeded huad there
been shell in the fort guns as well as powder, and if the
electric mines had been sprung.

Ilesides the torpedo-boat destroyers, the enemy had two
sulmarine eraft; and these made the task of the defenders
t2n f1unie3 moTe exactipg.

Betwean Eastpuard and Chequer TForts ran the main
channel inte Plymport HHarbour. On either fort was mounted
two enovinous searchlights of great power, which were kept
wepetually on the move, ranging the horizon with their
Le:-mls. On the instant of the supposed declaration of war
the fort magaznes weare opened, ammunition hoisted up on
the hydraulic lifts, and the guns loaded.

In a few minutes evervthing was cleared for action, puards
and look-guts posted, and theose not womediately on duty
were ordered to turn in again, ready dressed, to spring to
their stations at the first call of the bugle. The artilleryinen
slept at their stations beside the guns.

engld found himself detailed as corporal of the guard on

the upEEr parapet of the tower, and, having posted hia
THe MagyneEr—No. 92
£k
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sentries, found the situation so novel amd exciting that he
determined to keep walch,

Mufled up in his greatcoat, he found a niche well sheltered
from the cutting breeze, and =at there, muarvelling at the
restless gsarchlights keeping watch and ward.

Every now aod then, as the revelving lights lit upon some
etray craft stealing away in the offing, the beams would be
halted upon it, throwing the hull and rigging into ghuﬁf‘i’i
relief, and making it look as if it were faskioned in burnish
silver.

It was as if a dozen policemen in zearch of a burglar were
turning their bullseyes on every passer-by, reparding thern
stonily until they were zure that the stranger was not their
querry in disguise, and then permitting lom w0 go on his
Way.

The cold, drowsy hour just before the dawn, when the
heart beats feeblest, and even the most vigilant sentinel
must take care that he is not cought napping, passed away
in peace and quiet, end soon & rosy light crept mto the cky
aﬂcfea, erimson mist sprend over the waters,

So far there had been no sign of the enemy. The search-
lights were switched off, and soon three black, vicious-Jooking
torpedo craft of the defensive forees came stealing out of
Plymport, and out past the forts, passing seawards to recon-
noitre,

Ronald watched them go slipping by, then the bugles blew
“ Reveille,” and Fort Eastguard becaina a busy, teeming

ka4

hrve once again.

Give Tommy Atkins half a grievance and he will %::‘:
4l all is blue. One night in the gloomy, draughty, bomb-
E-‘::Wl casemates had been enough for Mouldy Mills, Hookey

alker, and their hke.

“ Cpld-blooded murder, T eall it!" spluttered Hookey 1ndig-
maritly, elternately blowing on lus [frozen flingers and
sorubbing his blue nose on his sleeve. " Bust me, if bof
"Ouszes of Parliament didn’t ought to come down 'ere and
inspect this pigsty for theirselves! Why, it ain't fit for ‘ogs,
even, much less delicate wristocrats litke me, what 'as heen
used to being nuttured in the lap of luxury all their lives!
Wot say you, Mouldy$?

* The same as you, 'Ockey, me lad!"” r&ﬁpm‘lﬂed his chum
dismally. ** There's only two comfy places 1n the "ole place,
as far as I can see, and they'ra the guard cells and tho
mortuary. An’, ‘pon my word, I'm that down’earted I don’t
eare whether T po to one or t'other, or both !

* Look at the canteen, now! '"Ere's nigh on six 'vniderad
soldier men, all with “ighly developed and powerful thirsts,
and only one small rabbit “uteh] not bigger nor "alf a wash-
‘ouse to quench ‘em in! "Ow, 1 asks yer, can yer expect
efficiency in the Harmy when such "owling seandals as that
exist, and right under the very noses of the publie, loo? Is
that the way to win your battles, eh, with canteens no bigper
nor an Eyetalian ice-cream barrer? T said it was, and 1'l]
knock the nose off the man wot says it in't !

Mouldy and Hookey glared round at the rest of the sqnad
vharing their draughty quarters, but as none seemed anxious
to dispute the relative dimensiona of the refreshment depart-
ment of Fert Eastguard, they were competled to look else-
where for a victim.

A Splandid Tale of Ha
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For half an howur they debated seriously a scheme for
mutinying, and thereby sarning seven days “elink,” which
wonld secure, at any rate, shelter from the cold and regular
nights in bhed.

hon Romnald came upon them a little later, however, ha
found the two old warriors on the landing-stage, all their
grisvances forgotten for the moment, ‘busily engaged with
two handlines they had borrowed, and baited w}.&i shreds
of bully beef, hauling up crabs, five fingers, and other
denizens of the deep.

“Tell you wot, "Ookey, me lad,” said Mouldy suddenly,
as he pulled in his line and disengaged his bait from the
tender embrace of a shrimp, “I've just got an idea—a grost
idea—a splendid idea! We've struck a puffick goldmine, we
‘ﬂ.‘r‘ﬂi"

“Goldmine™ echoed Hookey dismally, *“‘Let's "ave it!
1 want a few tialdminu just mow to restore my shattered
fortunes arter that balloon-shootin® bloomer o ?uum!"

“Mine? I like that, you great, lop-cared—'

“Go on, stow it! We've called ourselves encugh names
over that affair to last 0s a3 long as ever we are likely to
live! .Lot's 'ave thizs wheeze of yours, and if there's money

in it, I'm on!"

" Well, there is, take my word for that!” growled Mouldy,
content to let the balloon bloomer drop into everlasting
oblivion, from which 1t had been resurrected. *'It's this
fishin® I mean |’

“ Fishin’! Goldmines! Rats!"” jerked Hookey scorafully.
“ Right-ho! Then you stand out and watch me!" snee
hizs chum. “ If I-don’t net a quid or two, or ten, afore 1 leave
this lsllaa-girt. igle—s0 to speak-—I"ll lay down and let you kick

me !

*“If it's like that, cough it up, old chappy, I'm listening I
eaid Hookey, not anxious to be left out of such a good thing.

“ Look 'ere, it's this,” said Mouldy. * As soon asz the rest
of thesa silly jugginses "ave done Elpmi round the fort at
the silly guns, and searchlights. and sech things, they’ll sll
be down "ere like crows, wanting to know where we got thesa
handlines, so that they can go snd borrow some for their-
selves. The gunner chaps will let em have theirs on the
samne terms as wa got ours—namely, the price of a pint, and
find your own bhait. Now this is my scheme. I propose that
you and me form a blessed liability company, which we'll
eall the Roval Eastguard Fort 'Andlines, 'Ook, and Bait
Bupply Association, Limited.
We'll corner all the 'fishin’
tackle in the fort and 'ire
it out to the public at pher-
nomenal prices.”

BRITAIN'S REVENGE !

A Howling Success—Mouldy and Hooker want more

profit !

There being & bundred gunpers in the fort, and each man
possessing one or more handlines, the Roysl Eastguard Fort
Handline, Hook, and Bait Bupply Asscciation. Limited,
found itself operating on a scale which  might well have de-
manded the brain and resource of a Pierpout Morgan to pilot
it to prosperity.

As no cash was to Faaa in the tranmsaction till pay-day,
Mouldy and Hookey plunged recklessly, and when the last
line had changed hands temporsrily at s figure ten times its
original value, and the last hook and lump of lead gothered
in, the sssociation found itself liable for & sum of seven
pounds four shillings and elevenpence by the end of the

weak, .

Hookey wad appalled at the amount, and s0, at heart, was
Mouldy, but the latter did npt maa:t;' to be beaten. More-
over, tha gunhers wers all giants, and did not disguise the
fact that it would be a of cash or trouble for the assooia-
tion if their financial affairs went wrong.

Mouldy consumed s whole bottle of ink in writing out an
enormous placard, Anncincing the First Royal Military Deap-
Bes Angling Tournament, in.which there were twenty prizes
of varions. amounts, nmgm% from half a crown to sixpence,
and for which the entrance fee was only twopence. The hire
of lines for the day wasd fixed at threepence.

It was & bold vebturs, but the scheme caught on. Every
inag‘,uf -;filz:t:ga Wﬁaﬁx who. could ﬂp?id:;_fj entgrﬂd, and £he
andin » the gangway, and half the emibrasures woerae
ﬁllﬁd“n: ?J-c&l;?-hlwk with .excited anglers.

ully , tinned mutton, bread, sardines, everything that
sonnded as though it might be good for bait, an}:i could be
Fumh&wﬂ et the dry canteen, was stuck on the hooks. The
ines_streamed out like cobwebs from a hodge on a fine
ﬁi’ﬂﬂlﬁ?. etting entanglad, end having to be hauled up and
unravelled, with s great waste of time and expenditure of
violent langunge.

Mouldy and Hookey looked on and smiled. If this was
war, and if they had to live for the rest of their natural Hves
in ﬁnstgunrd

ort, 20 long as thinga were :
wera more than satisfied. ne aa they were they

" Qe "undred and twenty-two *andlines at thrippence,” said
Itinuld:.r softly, *“*is one ten
51x; one 'undred and twenty-
two entrance fees at tuppence

A Fowerfal War Bter¥ In
THY GEM LIBRARY.
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“ Mouldy, old mug, rou're
a- genius " exclaimed Hookey,
in admiration.

“What is more, we'll get
up angling competishuns on
the sweepstakes principle,
open to all comers, at tup-
pence a nob. No 'andicaps.
Princely and costly cash
prizes, everyithing wot comes
up on the 'ooks, whether it's &
sea serpént or a sardine tin,
fo count; and we takes fifty
per cent. of the prize-money
for ourselves.”

“Marvellous!™ gasped

Hookey. * E{_.et'a go tﬂthﬂge it
B s o e AT GREYFRIARS.
Straightway the two -
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is one pun' and fourpence:
less twelve apd a tanner prize-
money leaves one eighteon
four; an’ six workin' days ot
one eighteen four makes
eleven pun’ ten shillings; less
“ire of plant, equals four pun'
five and a penny claar profit.
It that ain’t good enough,
"Ookey, me lad, what is?"

“More profit! said
Hookey . promptly., * Shove
the entrance up to-morrow to
thrippence and the ‘ire of
*andlines to fourpence.
They'll stand it."”

The first prize went that
day to Spud Murphy, whoso

warriors reeled in their gear
and sauntered round among
the artillerymen, inquiring
castially if any handlines weare
ocn hire for the week.

There were plenty forth-
coming. Mouldy got the first
dozen at fourpence, but after
that the gunners began to get
EUATHCIO0E, and prices weant up
by leapas and bounds,

“We ecan’'t stop now,”
growled Mouldy, grinding hia
teoth at the brazen extortion.
“We've got to nobble every
hook and lina in the fort, or
we shall find ourselves dished
by a rivel Arm. If the cownrds
a3k eighteenpence we've got
to gmive it, or even ha!ig A
crown, for that matter."

next Tuesday

With the crack of the ring-
master’s whip comes a time
of rore enjoyment for the
juniors, and you will share
this laughter when you read

“THE CIRCUS
AT GREYFRIARS.”

gross catch was one fish of
sorts, twenty-seven crabs, five
starfish, and an ancient pair
of trousers.

The next night passed off
without any sign of a torpedo
attack, and the following doy
the assdeiation put its prices
up, a3 Hookey had suggestod.

iAnother long inatalment
of this mplandid serjal
next Tuesday. Flsaso
aordeor your copy of “*Tha
MAGNET Library'' In ad-
vanoce. Frics, One Hall-
panny). 3
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