BILLY BUNTER APPEARS EVERY WEEK N-

The

_

; No. =
q 263. H

' HARRY WHARTON.& Co—JIMMY SILVER & Co.—TOM MERRY & Co,

Three Complete Stories of—

,
\Y/
\
N
l\ £
S===o=—

z

BUNTER SUFFERS FOR IS MISDEEDS!

© (A Humorous Scene from the Magnificent Long Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,
Ses . contained in this Issue). - - i R o



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

n A
BUNTER THE DETECTIVE!
‘ By FRANK RICHARDS.
A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
qury Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School. :
a

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Mystery of Billy Bunter.

] T S ready !

‘ Bunter 1
“Tea’s ready I”
’ Billy Bunter neither answered
nor stirred. i

He was sitting in the armchair in
Study No. 1 at Greyfriars, his fat knees
clasped in his fat hands, and a deeply
thoughtful frown upon his fat brow.

Hurry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and
TTurree Jamset Ram Singh, who had the
honour of sharing Study No. 1 with the
fat junior, stared at him.

oy stared at him blankly.

Bunter had not taken part in getting
tea ready. Bunter was the laziest fellow
in the Remove certainly, and never took
part in any work if he could lhelp it.
But he did not regard the preparation of
meals as work, That was a pleasure to
Bunter—a pleasure only exceeded by eat-
ing them when prepared. 3

The chums of the Remove had been
surprised to sec him remain in the arm-
chair while they were cutting bread-and-
butter, opening tins of sardines, and fry-
i“ﬁ cggs. Even the emcll of the frying
failed to rouse him.

There was _evidently something the
matter with Billy Bunter, and the Re-
movites did not disturb him. They
could only conclude that he must be
extraordinarily fatigued if the smell of
cooking did not even make him look up.

But when tea was announced as ready,
and still he failed to respond, their
surprise changed ¢to blank amazement.

But it was no dream.

Twice had the warning that tea was
ready been reported, and Bunter had not
even raised his head, and the decp frown
upon his brow had not relaxed.

The juniors exchanged lances.
Nugent tapped his forehead solemnly.
Thero seemed to be no other explana-
tion. Billy Bunter was “ off his rocker,”

Harry Wharton tapped the fat junior
gently upon the shoulder

“*Bunter ! Billy Bunter

“Eh?"

“Tea’s ready !”

“Oh, tea!” said Bunter indifferently.

* e must be ill,” said Nugent softly.

“The illfulness must be terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Singh, “or clse the
honourable Bunter is completefully off
his_esteemed rocker !”

Harry shook the fat junior.

“Wake up, Bunter! Tea'.
Tea! X¥ggs! Sardines!” Calk
, It was cnough to. make Billy Bunter
jump up like a jack-in-the-box at any
other time. Now he simply looked

bored.

“Tca! Oh, all right!”
“Aren’t you hungry 7
in an awed voice. ]
“HMungry !” said Bunter ab
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ready !
v ,

asked Nugent,

sently.

- RE——

“Ye-cs, come to think of it, I'm a little
peckish! Yes; I'll have some sardines !

“It's a jape,” said Nugent; ‘“‘he’s
putting this onl It's utterly impossible
for Bunter to forget a meal-time.
We've known him too long to be taken
in like that!”

“T suy, you fellows——"

“Look here! What's the little game,
Billy ?” - ;

“Game!” said the fat junior vagucly.
say, you fellows, what's the time?
My watch has stopped, I think !”

The juniors grinned. Bunter's watch
had stopped several terms ngo, and had
not gone sinée. Wharton looked at his
own.

A quarter-past six,” he said.

Billy Bunter gave a jump. &

* A quarter-past six! My only hat!"”

“What's the mattor?"” .

“I must be.off!”

And Bunter clutched up his cap and
rushed to the door.

“ Yougnust be off,” agreed Nugent—
““off your rocker! What's the row 2"

“Can’t, stop to explain now!”

“You haven't had your tea!”

“No time for tea!” .

That was too much. The chums of the
Remove were simply floored. When
Billy Bunter said dmt he had no time
for 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 study door and
rushed out into the pussage.

“I say, he must be dotty!"™ said
Nugent.  “He oughtn’t to be allowed
out in that state, you know !”

*By Jove, no !” exclaimed Wharton.

He dashed after the fat junior. Billy
Bunter heard his footsteps in pursuit, and
broke into a run. He had a good
and he streaked rapidly for the stai

Tho passage was clear of juniors, but
one study door was open. It was tho
study where Bulstrode, the bully of the
Remove, Hazeldene, and Tom Brown,
the new boy from New Zcaland, 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 in time to stop
Bunter. But apparently he was not
there, for there was no reply to Whar-
ton’s shont, and the New Zealand junior
did not appear. -

Bunter “was going strong, and he
reached the stairs in a few ecconds, and
dashed down them at a less speed.

At the bottom of the 's o group of
juniors wero standing, chatting.  They
were Bulstrode, Skinner, Snoop, and
Stott, and one or two more boys, by no
means on the best of terms with Harry
Whartan & Co.

Bulstrode glanced up the stairs as Billy

Bunter came pounding down.
*“Iallo, Bunter'”

In a spirit of pure mischief, he plun‘.ml.
himself m the fat junior’s way, h;'m.u.
ho saw that Bunter was In nl_un;y:
Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles, and slackened epeed. b

“Lemme pass!” he gﬂ»‘rﬂ’"-‘_, L
ton’s u((m‘lmc! !I,.;cmmo pass !

“Oh, Wharton 3

Tho chance of giving Wharton Qmuhlui
was too good to be lost by Duls(rodr'lrlnu'
his friends. They opened to u_l.)‘“
Bunter to pass, and he whisked """r“‘ 0.
tho Close in two seconds, and disap
peared.

Wharton came

“Collar_him !”

“What-ho !

As Wharton dashed
closed up in his way. I
tact with Bl\)zlsgmde,l with a

o them both reel. K
m?‘dm., you dummy !” gasped Wharton.

“Yah! You ass!” A

Bulstrode grasped Harry, as if to sav ‘l
himself, and Skinner and Stott bump]m‘
against them, and all four went to the
floor together. I

Harry Wharton was underneath—
Bulstrode & Co. took care of that—and
he gasped and struggled under their
weight. i &

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

“Oh!” panted Wharton. — “TLemme
rup, you asses! I'm in a hurry!
k it !”

*What did you run into us for?” de-
manded Bulstrode, getting up_as far as
to sit on Wharton’s chest, instead of
sprawling across him. 3

“I didn’t! VYou got in my way on

rpose, you rotter!”

same old Wharton !’ said Bulstrode,
grinning.  “Same old nerve; same o’l_d
cheek ! Bump him for his clumsiness!

“You'd better not! I—-"

“Bump him!” -

“Rescue ! shouted Wharton.

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley, of Study
No. 13, were coming into the House.
They ran to the rescuc at once. In a few
scconds Bulstrode & Co. were rolled oft
their victim, and Wharton staggered to
his feet. b

“You cads!” he gasped.

Tho two parties drew together, and a
general conflict was imminent, when the
door of Mr. Quelel’s study opened. Mr.
Quelch was master of the Remoye, and °
he didn’t approve of ““rowing ’ indoors,

“Cave !” muttered Bob Cherry.

Wharton swallowed his rage.

“Right-ho!” ~ He turned away from
the grinning Bulstrode. “Did you see
Bunter a few minutes ago, Bob?”

Bob Cherry nodded.

“Yes; he just passed us in the Close,
running for his life, I should say, from
the speed he was putting on.”

*Thanks !

i v tairs,
racing down the s
murmured Bulstrode.

by, the juniors
He came 1n con-
crash that

bl
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arry Wharton dashed out of the
Touse. ITe searched high aund low for
tho fat junior, but Bunter was nowhere
fo be seen. He had completely disap-
peared.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Miseing !

3 7!11-]RE‘S Bunter 7"
Several fellows asked that

question of Harry Wharton &
- Co., when, their prep done,
they descended to the Common-room.
Bunter’s ‘movements seemed to be ex-
citing unusual interest in the Lower
Fourth at Greyfriars,
“Where's  tho beast?”  dem
- Ogilvy. N
3 “ Which?” asked Wharton genially.
I you mean Bulstrode, he's over by the
window L If you're alluding to yourself,
here you ave ("
*1 mean Bunter !
“Gono out!"”
“Then I'll jolly well watch for him to
como in, that’s allt” said Ogilvy. ** [e's
been at my plates again.  fle asked mo
if ha could havo six plates for his blessed
camera, and L told him he couldn’t—and
now there ave six missing. IIc's taken
them 1
“Phew!”
“I suppose it's photography again,”
Nul,':v-nf, remarked, as tho wrathful Ogilvy
wa X

anded

.
Where is he ?”

wrton shook his head.

don’t  know! Liven Junter
wouldn't go out to take photographs
after dark, 1 should say.”

“Mallo!  Iere's Bob Cherry on the
warpath !

Job Cherry rushed up to them.
*Has that fat burglar come in?'
*Bunter? Not”

“IMe’s  taken my lantern!” howled
Bob. “My durk-lantern. e asked me
to lend it to him, and I refused, and now
it's gone.  You know how ho looks after
things he borrows. T sha'n’t see it
again—or, if I do, it will be wrecked. T'1L
sondp him 17

“You can boil him if you like!
Nugent.

Tho chuins settled down to play ¢
Morgan of the Remove came along,
tapped Iarry Wharton on the=shoulder.
1 did not look up.

Check ! he said, moving his rook.

“Where is Bunter, look you?” de-
manded Morgan, *“He has been in my
study. Ile asked meo for the Guy
Fawkes mask I kept for the Fifth, and
1 told hire he couldn’t have it. Now it's

gone 1"
LY kes mask? My hat!
collection of somie sort, [

»

L am going to slay him, look you !™

“Slay him, and wolcome !~

Thero was evidently a storm waiting to
burst on Buuter as soon as he relurned.

Carberry, tho most unpopular prefect at:

Cireyfuinrs, looked | into  the Common-
room, as tha school clock chimed half-past

you -rats!" e
nt way.

Wharton rose from the chess-table, He
had not finished the game, and only a
few more moves were required, bub it
was of no use to say that to. Carberry.
£ 1 " said  Nugent, he
swept the pic into tho box; “it was
practically a checkmate old chap !

“Good ! eaid_ Wharton.  “1 had yorr
fixed and no mistake! T only had to
clear off the bishop and shove the queen
forward. I suppose you saw it ?"

Nugent stared.

“Ih? What arvo you talking about? I
amean it was practically a mate on my
sido. T was going lo fix you wilh {he
knights.”

said, in lis

“The knights! Why, your knights were
nowhere " X "

“T had you just on the point——"

“ Now look here Nugent—-""

“IWhy, as for your queen—-"

“Podtimo " said Carberry
santly. “You can finish_that j
tho dormitory. Are all  you
rasculs here?”

“Phero aro more rascals here naw than
there were o minute ago,” said Bob
Cherry ageecably; and then he dodged
o lunge from the prefect.

The Remove formed up to go to bed,
and Carberry’s angry oyo noted that two
were wanting. “U'wo of the Remoye w ho
should have heen there were missing.

“Where are Brown and-Bunter ™

Iarry Wharton started. e had
kuown that Bunter was atill ouf of doors,
but it was news to him that ‘Tom Brown
of Taranaki was absent. No one replied
to tho prefect’s question.

unplea-
abber in
young

Friday.

“Oh, noi T haven't seen him 2

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! Flere he 51"

Bunter eame into the Commoan-ronm,
The fat junior was clasping his handa
together hard, and his fat face was cons
torted, ™ Carberry stared at him.

“What's the matter with you, Bun.
ter?2” \

0w, ow, yow!” *

“ What's the matter 2'*

V“I=L've been in to the lead! Ow!
I've been ont, you knoy, and—and Mr.
Q““}""h refused to accept my explanation.

W

Cacberry grinned.

“You young ass! Get to bed !

Bunter wos mumbling and  grow ling
all the way up to bed. e hnd evidently

had some strong proofs that the Ylead
disapproved of juniors broaking houns,
Ifo nursed and clasped his hands with
deop groans as he sat on his bed.

“Ow! I say, you fellows, the ITead

Harry Wharton gasped and struggled under the weight of Bulstrode & Co.
i‘Lomme gerrup, you asses !’ he panted. ‘“‘I'm In a hurry!”

mv

Carberry raised his voice angrily.

“Where are Brown ind Bunter ¢

“Y'm here !” said a cheery voico in the
possage, and handsome, sturdy ‘Lom
Brown of Taranaki came in. e looked
n little dusty and a little flushed, as if he
had walked fast. The prefect stared ab
him,

“Have you been out?”

“Yos,” #aid Tom Brown quictly.

“You had a pass, I hope?" said Car-
berry grimly, “Otherwise it will be my
painful duty to march you in to the
doctor by the seruff of your neck 1

“Yes, I know how painful th
would be to you, Carberry,” said ‘I
Brown. “I had a pass. Tlero it is!

Carberry looked serutinisingly at the
pass. 1t was signed by Wingate of the
Sixth, the captain of Greyfriurs, und was
quite in order. . _

“Da you know where Bunter is?™ he
asked.

N

), said Tom Drown,

on :
“Wasn't he with you?”

A NANNANNANNANNANNNNNANNANANB

can lay it on!” he gasped. “T belieye
he! goed i for cxercise, you know, to
bring his muscle up before he starts- on
us, Ow!”

“You young duffer!™
“What did you go out for?

“Ow, yow!” mumbled Bunter, appa-
rently not heaving the question.

“What did you break bounds for,
ass

said  Murry,

vow !

This does hurl, and no
niistak
Carberry looked into the dormitory,
The juniors scuttled into bed, and the
prefect turned ont the gas and slamamed
the door. Then a dozen voices were
hoard ut once, all demanding an ex-
p]u)mtmn of Bunter,

“Bunter ! Dunter!”

“Where have you been?”

“What's the little game "

“Own up, you ass!”

I'rom Billy Bunter's bed came a deep
arfd unmusical snore. Merely that and =
nuthiug{mu !

Tac I
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THE THIRD CHAFTER.
In the Stilly Night.

L UNTER !’
- B Snore !
“ *Billy Bunter!”

Sno-o-ore! ¥

“He's fallen asleep jolly soon!" said
Bob Cherry suspiciously. “ Bunter, old
anan, waka up, before I squeeze a sponge
down the back of your neck !”

Snore !

Bob Cherry etepped out of bed, and
fumbled at the washstand in the derk.
There was o sonnd of quick movement
n Bunter’s bed. P

*“Here, hold on! Don’t you jolly well
£quecze o_sponge over me, yon beast !

“Ia, ha, ha! You've woke up,
then I :

“You—you woke me up!”

““Aren’t you hungry, Bunter 7" asked
‘Nugent, with great olicitude. ‘‘Re-
member, you missed your tea—a thing
you havo neyer done before.”

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

.+8o you've been to Friardale?” -

g fomed

“Friardale 7 exclaimed Tom Brown.
“T’ve been to Friardale, too, znd I
didn’t sce you, Bunter. Yon must_have
been there at the samo time, t0o.”

“Curious, wasn't it?” grunted Billy
Buuter.

“And what have you been to Friar-
dale for #”’ demanded \Wharton. “ What’s
the little game, if yowre not off your
silly rocker? We're getting alarmed
about you, Bunter. It scems to me that
the incvitable bas happened at last, and
you're right off your crumpet.”

‘‘Ob, rcally, Wharton! I—I went to
Friardale for—for a walk, you know.”

“And you had to bolt off and miss
your tea—for a walk!? said Nugent.

“Well, yon sce—"

“T see that you're telling \\Imppcrs!”
said Wharton bluntly. “I can't sec
what you'ro making a mystery abo 1.
I can’t understand why you -broke
bounds and took a Jicking.™

“There are lots of things you can’t
anderstand, Wharton.”

“Why, you young sweep——"

“Perhaps Tl lct you into it some
day,” said Bunter. “Perbaps there’s o
mystery, and perhaps there isn't. Per-
haps T'm on the track, and perhaps T'm
not.  You fellows make game of me.
You'll see one of these days:”

“Oh, sheer off 1 said. Bob Cherry.
“It’s touched his brain, missing his tea,
you know. The question is whether we
ought to get him a strait-jacket.”

*‘Oh, really, Cherry—"’

“Tet’'s rag bhim, and make him ex-
plain ! suggested Skinner. 5
a4 ;:,Oh, let him alone; he’s not worth
bl

Bob Cherry tumbled back into bed.
The fat junior was rather glad that he
was not worth ragging. Ie. was soon

- snoring in carnest; but it was some time
hefore Harry Wharton went to slecp.

He was thinking for some timo abont
the mysterious conduct of the Owl of the
Remove, but he fell asleep at last. He
woke again, a little later, with the im-
pression  that somebody was moving
about in the dormitory.

He sat np in bed.

At once the thought occurred to his
suind that Bunter might be slecp-walk-
ing again, and he peered through the
gloom of the dormitory in the dircction
of the fat Junior’s bed.

A ray of maonlight through onc of the
high windows fell upon the bed, and
Wharton started as he noted that. the
clothes were thrown back and the hed
was empty. 2 :

“The young ass! Ilc's at it again}t”
murmured ITarry.

Tae Pesxy Porvran.- No, 263,
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ITo_stepped quictly out of hed.
dormitory was dimly . lighted by the
glimmer of the moon at the windows,
and his quick glance soon discovered the
fat junior,

Billy Bunter, in his pyjamas, was
standing beside Tom Brown’s bed, and
bending over the chair’npon which the
New Zealand  junior had  carefully
arranged his clothes. -

Wharton suppressed an exclamation,

... 1Te had no_doubt that the somnambu-
list was “at it again.” e could see all
Bunter’s actions with sufficient clearness,

and he saw that tho fat junior was going

The

methodically * through ~ Tom - Brown’s
pockets. it
Wharton lesitated a  moment. Ife

knew that it was dangerous to suddenly
awaken a sleep-walker, and he wondered
what he had better do.

If Bunter tried to leave the dormitory
he determined that he would stop lim.
The passages and staircases werp {oo
dangerous for a_somnambulist. But =0
long as he remained thero it was possible
that he would return to bed at any
moment, and so Harry decided to wait
and sec.

Ho watched the fat junijor curiously.

Bunter had Lis spoctacles on, and there
was a glimmer of moonlight upon them,
and he Jooked as if he were awake; but
\Wharton could not see his eyes.

The Owl of the Remove went throngh
pocket after pocket, carefully folding up
the clothes after he had examined them,

Suddenly a faint. exclamation broke
from his lips, ~ Ho had taken a folded
paper from the Dbreast-pocket of his
Jacket.

Wharton was surprised. In the pre-
vious attacks of somnambulism, he had
not known the fat junior to make a
sound.

Billy Bunter unfolded the paper, and
fixed his eyes upon it, as if to read it,
and Tarry marvelled more.  The sleep-
walker was going through all the actions
of a waking person. But if Bunter had
been awake, the dormitory was too dim
for reading.

The fat junior lowered paper
again, and scemed to hesitato.

Finally he slipped the paper into the

pocket of his pyjamas, and moved away
towards the door of the dormitory.
. It was then that Wharton resolved to
interfere. - e stepped quickly towards
the door, and put his foot and hand
against it.  His idea was that Buntor
would try to open it with the handle, find
it impossible -and give up the attempt.
To a sleep-walker, Wharton himself
would have been invisible all the time.

But, strangely enough, as he crossed
the fat junior’s path, Billy Bunter halted,
and stared straight at him, as if he were
broad awake.

A terrified exclamation left his lips.

“Wh-wh-what—" =

“Bunter ! - You're awake!"

Harry Wharton uttered the words
sharply, and advanced quickly towards
the fat junior. - Billy Bunter stared at
him as if he were a_ghost. e scomed
rooted to the floor with terror,

“Wh-Wh-Wharton !

“Yes, it is 1.”

“You—you—you—-:= :

“ I’ve been watching you,” said Harry.
“I thought you were leep-walking, and
plaxing your old tricks again in your
sleep.  But——"

“ But—but—Dbut what 7"

“Youn're awake !’

“I—I—I'm_ awake
stammered  Bunter.,
awalke,”

* What have yon been through Brown's
}m‘rikots for?” demanded Wharton scorn-
ully.

the

)

now, - ¢
“Ye-e-

Bunter seemed to make an effort fo
rccover himself, .

' -
Friday.

“I—I—have I been through Brown's
pockets 7 he stammered.

“You know you have !””

“T—1 don’t know. I—I woke up. I
—1. did’t know 1 was out of bed. ¥ou
—vou know I'm a sleep-walker, you
know." .

“T thought so, but——

“You woke xl:m.” e

“I dido't ¢ a sound. 1

"*\E{Pf}:l{l:]v‘t;ke. What do you think
I shonld go through Brown's pockets
for?” nsked Bunter, recovering some of
his old manner. “Oll,l’, really, Wharton,

“m surprised at you! e
; i \\'.-lli). T don’t think you're a thief.'
aduitted Harry; “and, as far as 1 ?on\.l
soe, you took nothing but a bit f)l' paper.
T'm “willing to believe that _\uu‘?\‘mlu
dleep-walking, and that you suddcnly

- N
\\n}(e b ot back to bed,” said Bunter,
“Tt's jolly cold standing

“Right you are! But the paper:”
“\What paper?” b
"'l)iul~ )):’n])({\' you took out o‘f' Brown's

Jacket. You nl:}s?(pu{ it hm.ilii‘

Billy Bunter shifted unes -
|1 A‘.\\I[\]‘»(\SL‘ it doesn’t 111:\!((".\}‘_:\'&)01\‘1‘(-

putting an old hit of paper l).u' e

said peevishly. "Brm\l'x‘\’nugh(, walke up,

too. and misunderstand. . 8

o It l\nigllt be a lotter or something.

“Oh, stuff 1" ] 7
“ Auyway, yowre going lfv ]7155“5:
ack,” said  Wharton gnml). . o
Brown's property. _Put it back a .

while T see you, or Tl wake IEl"o\\'n nm!

Jeave him to s(\M]lp it “«:lith you. $
itly shivered. 1

?"g(}mn}\l::tfr That ,:YO\I](_i ruin every-

ing, I—1 mean
ﬂ""”]’;h-»ml if T can guess what you mean,
But put the pi-mer lI;;ckt ntl Ir‘l]r,w‘ or

FOW: d explain to him. e

m!lonl:“:llll 123}1(! 1?.[ don’t know “l}vl'f‘l if
is,” mumbled Bunter, fumbling in 1:)1
pocket. ** Strike a match, \nl'l you, s
that I can see that it is the one¥” -

Wharton Jooked steadily at him.  __

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

“Oh, really, Wharton—"" s

“ And you dared not strike a light here,
for fear of waking us, so you were gomng
to take it outside the dorm, and striké a
mnlfh there to read it.”

“Now you want a light to read it by,
not to identify it I’ said Wharton angrily.
“You young cad! It’s a private letter,
and you're poking your inquisitive 1ose
into it. By Jove, I've a good mind to
give you a licking on the spot !”

“ Oh—er—ob, really—" %

. “Put that paper back at once!”

Billy Bunter made no further demur.
He fumbled for the. paper, tool it out,
and unwillingly retraced his steps to Tom
Brown’s bed. 3

There he fumbled with Brown’s jacket,
and resiored the paper to the pocket he
had taken it from. = Then he blinked
peevishly at the captain of the Remove.

I hope you're satisied now?” he
grunted. 5 9
*“Yes; get back into bed.® g

“Look_here, Wharton——" 5

“Get. into bed, you worm! Far two
pins I'd give you a spanking now,” said
Wharton, in disgust. **I don’t belicve
you were asleep at all. You were simply
spying into Brown’s private concerns.”

“Oh. really: 2

“Shat up, and get to bed.”

Billy Bunter turned in.  IHis fat face
wascvery angry and disappointed as he
pulled up the bedelothes round him.

“Now, look, here,” said Wharton,
“I'm going to sleep. But I sha’n’t sleep
very eoundly, and I shall wake up if any-
hody moves about. 0 more of your

meen tricks to-night, Bunter,”
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“I'ma goiug to sleep.”

“You'd better 1"

Billy Bunter was soon fast asleep.
Harry Wharton, too, dropped off into
slumber, but he woke up several times
that night, and each time ho took a glanco
up and down the dormitory. 3

But nobody was stircing. Billy
Bunter, onco fairly asleep, was not likely
to wako for anything short of a cannon-
shot, and Harry was reassured at last.

THE ' FQURTH CHAPTER. -
Thoe Mystery of Tom Brown.
DIRECTLY after lessons the next

morning, Harry Wharton waited

for Tom Brown in the passage.

Tom Brown was passing bhim
when Harry tapped his arm. Brown
started, In his preoccupation he had not
noticed the captain of the Remove.

“T want to speak to you,” said Harrg.

Tom DBrown-® coloured, and then
laughed, J 5 3

“"And T want to speak to you,” he gaid.
“(io ahead!” T

“T want to giye you a warning.”

The New Zealander started.

“My hat! What's the row?
—"" 1o paused.

Y think you had better be careful lm\'v
you leayo any papers or letters about,”
said  Wharton, “especially  in  your
pockets, of a mght.”

“What?”

You

“Thero ave prying chaps in the Form,
who aren’t above reading another fellow’s
correspondence,” said Wharton bluatly.

“My hat!”

“As o matter of fact, I know it has
been tried on; but T don’t want to ;in'(-
the rotter away,” said Harry. *“Ho's
more fool than rascal. But I thought I'd
mention it to you, so that you can take
care of your things.”

“Thanks awfully ! said Tom grate-
fully. “It's jolly good of you! Not that
I'ye got nnyd\ing should mind anybody
seeing. A

[I¢ pauscd, and his colour deepéned.

I say, Wharton, will you—will you do
mo a favour, if you can?”

“(ertuinly !

™ said Tom, his face
—I've had a run on my
3 v, and—and I want some.
o got a postal-order coming on Satur-
day—" Ho stopped, and burst into a
merry langh. “Tllm\ sounds like Bunter
doesn't it?”

Wharton laughed, too.

“Yes; but I know your remittances are
real ones,” ho said.  “That's all right.
As it happens, I'm in funds now, and X
can lend you some tin, if you like.”

“You know I'm not a borrower &s n
rulo,” -said Tom, colouring again. “I
don't liko it. But this is an cxceptional
caso. I want a sovercign badly.”

Wharton gave a low whistlo.

“I'm afraid youw've stumped me, old
chap,” he said.  “My unclo is protty
liberal with pocket-money, but I haven't
many sovereigns knocking about, They
don’t grow very plentifully in the Lower
Fourth, you know.”

Tom Brown laughed ruefully.

“I—I suppose not.”

“Bug it's all right. I can raise it,”
said Wharton quickly. “T can manago
half myself, and I will raiso tho rest in
Study No. 1. Wait a minute till I speak
to Nugent and Inky.”

“You'ra awfully good !”

““Bosh I” S

Wharton ran off, and found Frank
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
going on to the footbull-ground, o was
not gone long, and Tom Brown waited
for him at the door of the Schaol Houso,

* Wharton returned in a few minutes,

“Hero you ara!"” he said,

e hmf n half-sovercign, three halfe

“crowna, and some small silyver in his hand.

He slid it into Tom Brown’s hand,

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

“That's all right!”

A weight seemed to be lifted from the
New Zcaland junior's mind as the money
jingled into his pocket. Wharton looked
at him curiously. -

“Coming to the footer practice?” he
asked.

“Yes, rathor I”” said Brown brightly.

“Woa're getting up a scratch match this
afternoon,” said Wharton. It was Wed-
negday, a  half-holiday at Greyfriars.
“Bob (Jh(-rry 15 going to captain one side,
and myself the other, We're picking the
best men for the Form team, It will give
you a chance to show what you can do in
the Soccer line, Brown.”

Brown coloured again.

“I—I sha’n’t bo able to play this aftee-
noon,” he said awkwardly.

Wharton stared at him. -

“Why on carth not?"”

“I—I've an appointment.”

noon. Usually very keen on football, and
won't miss a match for anything. Im-
portant appointment.

‘General deduction; T. B. mixed up
with gambling, vaces and bookmakere—in
debt,  probably blackmail—expelled if
found out.”

And Bunter read over his noles,
grinned with satisfaction over them, then
snapped tho book ehut, and jammed it
.into his breast-pocket.

“Good!” he murmured.  “I rather
think I shall be on the track this after-
noon, when Brown keeps his appoint-
ment. Where did he go last night? I
was on thoir track after the meeting in
the lane, for over an hour, end I lost
sight of him. That was because it was
dark. I shall have a better chance in the
duy\xht._ I rather think Brown won'g
os«ix‘\pv'thls llnn:]. - e

unter pursed up his lips thoughtfully,

And when he had found Browlx,n out if
all his iniquity, what then? That Wis
the noxt thought in the fat junior’s mind.

It would prove his ability us a detectivo

e the Now Zealander away, and
him expelled from the school. But

Harry Wharton looked very serious.

EBILLY BUNTER IN A THOUQHT-
FUL MOOD. :

BNANNNANNNNNNANNNANMNANNAN Billy Bunter kept a safe distane

“Well, T don’t want to interfere with
your appointments,” he said, “but you
oughtn’t to miss a match like l‘lus, at the
beginning of the season, too.” It may
have some influence on whether you go
into_the Farm eleven or not.” y

“I'm sorry.”

“You can't put off your
ment ?” : :
“Oh, impossible !” said Tom hastily.

“Well, that settles it!”

And Wharton said no more on the sub-
ject. They went down to the ground,
and Tom Brown threw _himself L-nrh!y
into the practice till it was time to go in
for diuner.  Whils they were kicklng and
passing, a fat junior sat on a bench under
tho clms, blinkiugan\'ot a pocket-book, in
which ho was making notes. 2 3

Bunter, tho dctective, had had his eye
on the two, and had contrived to hear
most of what thoy said. As a matter of
fact, they had not lowered their voices,
faving no idea that an eavesdropper was
at work.

Bunter's notes ran as follows:

“1. B. borrowed a pound of Wharton.
Borrowed a half-sov. of Wun Lung yes-
terday.. Usually ‘flush of money, and
noyer borrows. .

‘7', B, is cutting the match this after-

appoint-

-% strolled in tho same direction as the New

Bunter was not illnatured.  He woul
tell a fow follows the facts, in justi(}om:c:‘
}px‘\:i-lf, and then he would lot Brown off
ightly.
Brown was usually flush wit} Y,
and Bunter was the reverse. A‘\';:u\i‘llxl:\( ?\f
a llunlg guccoss\on bui. freo feeds in the
school shop rdso before B 4 i
and dazzled him. R
Bunter, the detective, felt that hie wuy
going strong !

THE FIFTH OHAPTEH.
A Dofiant Culprit,

IRECTLY after dinner that
D Tom Brown loft the sulmn“.dul«:l:?.

and  walked down th
towards the woods, 'l‘hgrc l:l\':;
not a follow in sight as the Noyw Zealand
- junior lcﬂi the gutt}s. lII: was a fine after-
uoon, and most of the juni FOr
the football-ground, TR
‘Tom Brown was not keen on footer that
nﬂ,cnmon,_ and noither was Billy Bunter,
the fat junior. Bunter had more jm.
portant work on hand for that afternoon
Tho Owl of the Remove loft the school
about five minutes after Tom Broym, and

Zealand junior,
Quite unaware that he was bel

lowed, Tom Brown went on lmg folg

lis way.
011
rear, and out of sight of the fulln\lv '::?:
was following.

Through the woods Tom Brown wended
his way, and at length came to the Black
Pike. Tho New Zealand junior strode on
up the rugged steep of the Piko as though
it was level ground.

Billy Bunter, however, was compelled
to slacken his paco somewhat. He stuck
to the trail gamely, however, but sud-
denly he gave a grunt as he discovored

his view.

Whero was the New Zealander?

It looked as if the carth had suddenly
swallowed him up—and, indeed it had,
in o sense.

Bunter, pushing on cautiously, camo
olul: "'crj)oufﬂtllc ‘iQI“Fe cluf a huge hollow in
the sido of the hill, where an abrupt
led downwards. o sl

There the ‘trees and even the bushes
gavo way to hard stone and barren carth.
The sudden s\ogo was bare of vegetation.

Bunter crouched in the Inst bushes, and
looked ahead.

It was 1m{)ossible to follow the Muori
down that slope without betraying him-

self to the most careless glance if Tom
Brown should happen to turn his head.
T'HE PENNY PoPULAR. — No. 263

that Tom Brown had disappeared from 3

v diw's
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“Crumbs!™ muitered Banter. * What
= rotten shame! It looks to me as if the
L:east has come this way on purpose.
T'd like to punch his beastly head!™”

ITo blinked down the slope. It extended
for a dozen yards, and was very steep.
Loose stones rolled to the bottom as Tom
Brown tramped down. E

Bunter uttered a suppressed ‘exclama-
tion of glec.

Another figure beside Tom Brown’s was
visible in the hollow.

The stranger made a step forward as
Tom Brown, came down the slope.

“Taullo, Tom !

It sounded like a youthful voice.

“Hallo!” called out Tom cheerily in
1eply.

Then he joined the stranger.

That was all Billy Bunter heard. The
fat_junior strained his ears to hear more,
and a murmur of voices came to his cars
as the two conversed in low tones; but
that was all. He could not catch a word.

“The Dbeasts,” murmured Bunter—
“the beasts!”

The Greyiriars detective seemed to
consider that it was the duty of his
quarey to do their talking within his hear-
ing, so that he could become cognisant
of their seerets. e blinked and scowled
at them.

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

Tom Brown was fishing in his pockets,
and as his hand came out there. was a
gleam of gold and silver in the sun.

“NMouiey !’ 4

The coins were passed to the stranger,
and Bunter thought he made out the
words,” “Thank you, Tom, old man.”
But he was not quite sure.

Money had passed between the two
again. '

Then 2 paper was handed by the
stranger to Tom Brown, who smiled, and
thrust it into his pocket. -

Billy Bunter’s heart beat faster.

Money had passed again, and another
mysterious paper. If he could only get
@ sight of ihat 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 crime or of betting
on horse races.

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

In cither case, the facts becoming
iciown would be sufficient to get him
sacked from the school.

“T've got bhim!” murmurcd Bunter.
“T’ve got him in the hollow of my hand !*

The two had resumed conversation, and
Banter would have given one of his ears
to hear what they were saying.

In his eagerness to do so he leaned ont
in view of the talkers, if they had turned
their heads in his direction.

Suddenly a stone slipped under his foot,
2ud rolled down the slope. The neise it
made startled the two talkers, and they
started away from each other and looked
round.

Billy Bunter gave a start, too, and over-
balanced himself. The next moment he
had lost Lis footing, and was following
1he solling stone to the bottom of sthe
steep slope. .

As the Owl of the Remove rolled down
the slope, amid the olatter of stones and
reots and dirt, 'Fom Brown staved at him
in blauk astonishment, and Tom Brown’s
friend turned suddenly away, and plunged
into the nearest bushes,

Tt was pretly clear that he did not want
to be scen, but Billy Bunter had no
chance of noting that eircumstance or any
other now.

He iolled fo the hottom of the slope,
and canie to a stop in a_sitting posturo,
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in a pool of water left in the soft soil by
the last rainfall.

Muddy water splashed up round him,
@s Bunter sat duazed, and snorting and
gasping like a grampus,

Tom Brown, standing alone now, stared
at lim.

“Bunter!”

“Quwt”

“How did you get here??

““ Ger-orororooooh ! -

“Get up !’

“Ow, ow! Yow!”

“You're sitting in a puddle, you as:

“Ow! T'm nearly killed! Yow! I've
broken my neck—I mean, my leg! I've
dislocated my shoulder-blade, and put my
hackbone out of joint. Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter glared at Lim.

“You—you unfeeling

1 beast! T'm
dying!
“You're making a jolly lot of row for
@ dying grampus,” said 'Tom Brown,
laughing. = “Get up! You're worth
dozens of dead pigs yet 1

*“Oh, really, Brown—"
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Tom Brown liclped the fat junior to his
feet. Bunter leant against the slope of
the hollow, dvipping with water, and
gasping for breath.

“Ow! I'm nearly dead!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow! Tt was all your fault, you
beast !
“My fault!” said Brown, staring.

“How on earth-do you make that out?
By the way, how did you come to be
here?”

“I—I—T came, you know,” said Bun-
ter feebly.

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

His brow became very stern.
“Bunter! Youw'vo foﬁ'owcd me!”
“1—T- Oh, really, you know—>?
“You're the chup who's been trying to
pry into my affairs, too!” exclaimed Tom
Brown, understanding now in a flash ihat
it was Bunter whom Harry Wharton had
been alluding to in that strango Warning:

Bunter gasped, keeping a wary eye on
the angry Colonial,
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“0Oh, really, Brown, if.\\'lmrhul has
been telling you that I—7

“Wharton did not mention you to me.
He warned me {o be on my guard against
a cad who might spy on me, that’s ail.

“I—J—-1—

Tom Brown advanced closer to the fat
junior. Billy Bunter slunk away, blink-
ing nervously. The sturdy young
Colonial looked very savage. 3

“You've been spying on me, Bunter

“Well, yon shouldn’t go in for u n-
blihg and horse-racing and blackmail,
said Billy Bunter defiantly. “I’ve.lately
taken up detective work as a hobby, and
T’ve run you to ecarth, I've solved the
mystery now.”

‘“Are you mad?” .

“No; Tm jolly well not mad!” said
Bunter indignantly. * You're a bles§c'.l
raccal, that’s what the matter is; and it's
through you I've got that beastly fall
and sprained both my ankles !

“I'm a—a—a what?”

Tom Brown scemed scarcely able to bes
lieve his ears.

YA D 1 rascal !’ said Bunter, “T've
been keeping an eye on you. 1 don’t
mean to say that I'in going to how you
up.”

“Show me up!”

“That’s it! But I'm goin;i to keep an
eye on you, I promise you. I know your
little games, and 1 could get you ox-
pelled from Greyfriars with a word.

Tom stared blankly at him. |

So yow'd better jolly well mind Jour
p's and q’s,” eaid Billy Bunter. *“It's
no good trying to pull the wool over my
eyes, either. With my splendid abilities
as an amateur detective—-"" -

“Yon utter fool !” 3

“Tere, I say—what—" !

“Pve a jolly good mind {o give you
the licking of your life, you miean, prying,
silly young ass!”. said-Tom Brown, in a
concentrated voice. 3

“Yowd better not lay a hand on me!
said Bunter, in alarm. _“I’ll_f]olly well
show you up at Greyfriars, it you do,
and let the fellows know what I've found
out?”  ~

“Found ont!
out?”

“Everything !

“You cad! :

““Qh, bard words break no bones, you
Imow !”’ said Billy Bunter, with a grin.
“I don't mind ’em. T've found every-
thing out—about your dealing with book-
makers, giving ’em money on the quict
—paying blackmail—"

*Ia, bha, ha!” ;i s

“Yes, you can cackle if you like,” said
Bunter nettled. “But yow'd jolly well
caclde to another tunc if I told it all abi,
Greyfriars.”

““You young as You ought to have
a licking, but you're not worth i, I
won't lick you now. But if you begin
any more of your rotten spying Ill give
you a thick ear. Bear that in mind!”

And Tom Brown turned and strode

7

What have yon found

»

{pme

away.
Billy Bunter blinked after him for somo
n t in tonish silence—
astonished that the culprit, whose guilt

he had discovered, should venture to
treat him in this cavalier fashion,
“I eay, Brown, come back!” he

shouted: at last.
Tom Brown did not turn his head.

THE SIXTH CHAPTERA.
- Accused ! 3
ARRY WHARTON came oft ihe
football-field with a red glow of
health in his checks and
sparkle in his oyes.
Tom Brown was standing outside (ho

&

pavilion when the Removites came off,
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“CGood gamo?" he asked.

“Ves, rather1” x :

“The goodfulness was terrifie,” xe-
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram  Singh.
“Has the honourable Brownful chum
been watching the gameful sport long-
timefully 2"

Tom Brown laughed.

“No; I'vo only just.got in. If any of
you chaps are standing tea, 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 ! exclaimed Nugent. *“Tea
in Study No. 1. “We've got rather a
decent spread, owing to the amazing
fact that Bunter hasn’t been raiding the
grub the last day or two. Ile seems to
have gone off gorging a hit.”

““Ho's gone oft his rocker, I think,"”
said T Brown.

“V likely. But why?"”

“T've just met him on the Black Pike,
and ho seems to me to be a babbling
idiot,” said Tom. “IIe says he's taken
up some detectivo bosh, or something.”

1 ha! Ono of Bunter's new
whe D

“Bunter, the detective!” grinned Bob

Cherry.  **My hat! fle grows richer

and richer! This beats the hypnotism
business, and even the boxing."”

“IIa, ha, hai”
“We'ro going to have tea as soon as
we've changed, Brown,” eaid Harry
Wharton.  “We'll be glad for you to
join us.  Wait a bit{"”

“Right! Tl wait here.”

The somewhat dishevelled and perspir-
ing foothallers proceeded fo clean them-
selves and change into ordinary attive,
and Tom DBrown leaned on a post and
waite There was a frown of thought-
fulr on his boyish brow.

A tired and dusty figure
in at the gates of Greyfriars.

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

Tom Drown grinued a little as he saw
him.

Bunter ecemed to have paid pretty
dearly for his shadowing. That fat
junior sighted him. He stopped only to
take a draught of water at the foun-
tain, and thén came over towards Tom
}h-m\ n, with a truculent look upon his
ace.

I say, Brown, I've found you, then.”

“I haven't been hiding,” eaid the New
Zealand junier contemptuonsly, -““Don’t
bother me, Bunter! 1 don’t want fo hit
you, but I'm not in a humour to_stand
any more of your rot, so T warn you !"”

Cou've got to stand it]”

“ Wha . )

“Better listen to me. T you rais
finger Ull yell for help, and Léi‘ll ?1,2
whole yarn before the whole school,” said
Bunter savagely. f

Tom Brown could only stare at him.

“I'm thivsty,” said Bunter, “and I'm
hungry. L want a feed. T want plenty
of ginger-pop, and tho best spread that
vo can got at Mrs. Mimble's,”

hope ;
'

ame limping

vou'll get it.”

going to sep to that.”
id "lv'nm Brown.

you.

“You must be dott;
Zealand junior, in wond
down for a bit.”

Bunter snorted.

**You can try to carry it off by cheel,
if you like, but Ill make you squirm,
my fine fellow. = You—you gambling
rotter !

Tom Brown's cyes glinted, and he
made a swift step forward, and canght
Bunter by the seruff of the neck,

$0w! Leggo! Yow!” .

aid the New

el

0 and lie

Shake, shake, shake. 4
“Ow! Helpf Hellup! Yow! Help!”

“I've_tracked him down,” s»id Bun-
h‘r‘. ‘|'Ht:"a—-h_o‘s been gambling, ond
o b

Harry Wharton & Co., having cl

their clothes, came out.  They looked

on in astonishment at the spectacle of

Billy Bunter being shaken like a rat

by the angry New Zealander.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob

Cherry, “Is our friend Brown adopting

Bustrode's persaasive methods?™

Tom Brown turned scarlet, and let go

the fat junior. Billy Bunter staggered

away, gasping for breath.

“What's the row?" asked Harry won-

deringly. .

Tom breathed hard.

“You'd better askc Bunter. ITe's got

something to tell yon.”

“And—and [l j-j--jolly  well—well

toll him, too ! spluttered Bunter. “You

—yon beast! Ull make you wriggle!”
“Don’t be an ass, Bunter!"”

“I—I eay, you fellows—-" v

“0Oh, come along and bave tea!" said

Harry Wharton.

“I1o’s got something to tell you,

" said

s_blackmailing him, and

I saw him give the man money.
Serve him jolly well right if I pave
him away “to Dr. Locke or T,

Quelch—-"

“Shut up!” whispered Bob Cherry
suddenly, as he caught sight of My,
Quelch coming round the corner of
the building.

But Bunter was too excited to heed,

“1 eay.he'd be expelled if I told Mr.,
Quelch about his gambling and betting
with bookmakers—"

“Cave!”

But it was too late!

Mr. Quelch  stopped
fixedly at the juniors. g

“What .is that, Bunter?”

:: th;-h-!l-hﬁh i

unter! Repeat your words!”
“Oh-h-h-h-h l"x 3
“Woro you alluding to Brown?”

and  looked

“ Oh-h-h-h-h-ILl” stammered
s red the terr

NAANANNNNN
g

g.

cad get it off his chest.”
Whirton looked uneasy.

been at work again.
“0Oh, never mind!”

“ Bunter—
“Let him speak.”

‘he
)

is it, you fat duffer?”

*“Oh, really, Wharton 2
“Get to the point, or shut-up!™

“Ow

cad up!” spluttered Bunter.
neck !

Ho's nearly dislocated my

—i —

shop,” snid Brown, with a

luugfl.
“Woll—oh, really, I

reat of the evening; you know!”

Drown, with a hard face, “ Let the young

e guessed
now that the Greyfrinrs detective had

extlaimed.

“Qh, all vight, if you prefer it. What

“I'm jolly well going to show that

! againgt Brown,

k! I Dunter.

was going to let hime off lightly, if ho
H »

“If T stood him a feed at the tuck-
id’ scornful

“Go on, porpoise!” said Bob Cherry,
“Hurry up; wo can’t stand here the

o
NANNNANE

say, i'nu follows, tho Head can lay it on!” gasped Billy Bunter.
boliove hs goes in for oxercise, you know, to'bring his muscles up
hoforo he starts on us, )

Oow!
N

Ces, sir, ho was!” gaid Tom Broswn,
meeting  the IForm-master's stern 'S
fearlessly. “He has got a silly notion
into his head that I have been gambling
and dealing with bookmakers —why, [
don’t know." ¥
T'he Form-master frawned.
““This must be sifted out,” he suid,
Tom l%x'a\'.'nrcol(;u.m(l deeply,
'm not afraid of an investigati
sir,” he exclaimed. o
“Very good! Now, Bunier .
“I=1—1 don’c want to suy anythine
3 sin,” stammiered Billy
I-T don’t ,wish to be tle
cause of a chap’s being expolled, sir."
“What yon wish has nothing to o
with the matter,” said the Remove-
master sternly,  “You will do as [ tell
you.” 2 :
*“Ye-c.c-cs, sir!"
“Now tell me what your acensation
against Brown is founded upon:
Tue PENNY Porciaie. - Nu, 263,




(oJojolotolololololofololofofofofotolofolololoXolololololok)

8 THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday,

“Cortainly, air. I—I discovered that
Brown was playing a deep game, sir.
It wos owing to my splendid abilitics
as an amateur detective—-" :

“Keep to the facts, please, Bunter!”

“But—Dbut that is'a fact, sir.””

“Dear me! The boy is very stupid!"

“Not_at all. sir. You don't under-
etand, that’s all. T have lately taken up
omateur detectivo work as a hobby,
and the case of Tom Brown is the frst
I have investigated. I found out that
he was being blackmailed by a book-
maker-—"

“Blackmailed

‘At least, he wae paying money out
to somebody, sir. Ho borrowed a half-
sov. of Wun Lung; eir, and a sovercign
of Iarry Wharton.”

“Is that correct, Brown?"

‘*Quite - correct, sir!”

“Pid yon pay the money to a book-
maker?” A~

“No, sir!"

“How do you know it was a book-
maker, Bunter?” asked Mr. Quelch, in
a tone that boded ill for the fat junior
if he failed to make out his case.

“By inference, sir. Brown went to
meet the bookmaker last night, sir, and
stayed out to bedtime, and he met him
again this afternoon, eir.”

*There i3 no reason to suppose that
the man was a bookmaker, Bunter, or
that he was blackmailing Brown,” eaid
AMr. Queleh. “I am -afraid you have
been reading foolish detective romances,
and have allowed a vivid imagination
to run away with you. ¥You are,
think. the stupidest boy in my Form!”

“Oh, really, sir—" -

“At the same_ time, Brown,” said
Mr. Quelch, turning to the New Zea-
Jander—*“ at the same time, you will sce
that there is something in this that, for
your own sake, had better be cleared
up. Are you willing to give a full ox-
planation?* 3

“Quite willing, sir, only I lope you
won't_ask me to mention names,” said
Tom Brown. “I met a chap on the ship
coming over to England,- sir, when I
came to Greyfviave. He was a decent
chap, but a bit weak and ecasily lod.
T’ve heard from him &everal times since
T've been to Greyfriars; the last time

yesterday morning. He told me he had
obtained a post at a bank in this
county; but, {i,kc an aes, ho went to tho
races, and allowed a rotten bookmaker
to get hold of him there. He ended .uF
by owing the man ten pounds, “which
he couldn’t possibly pay. o raised
most_of the money by borrowing, and
asked me if I could help him. He still
wanted more.”

AR

“J raised all I could of my own, sir,
and borrowed a half-sovereign of Wun
Lung, though I'm blessed if I know
how Bunter knows anything about st,”
said Tom Brown. “I met him last
niizht, and gave it to him. Then he
told me he was etill a pound short, and
I promised to try and get it, and meet
him to-day with it. As he was very
anxious, of couree, to avoid anything
coming out, we arranged the gecon:
meethfy on _the Black Pike, for this
afternoon. Bunter scems to have_taken
it upon himself to epy on all my
actions; but he was never near gueesing
the facte.” -

“Did it take you till late last night
to give him a halfsov.?” encered Bun-
ter.

“The rest of the time was epent in
showing him the road to the Black
Pike, sir. I had a pass from Wingate
to etay out.” ”

“And what did he give you the
papers for, then?” persisted Bunter.

T'om Brown emiled, and drew a paper
[mnlx Ihin pocket. IIc¢ handed it to Mr.

uelcei, -

“Will you look at thie, sir? It’s the
paper the chap gave me this_afternoon.
The other is in my other clothes, but
it’s worded much the eame.”

The - Remove-master glanced at ihe
paper. -1t bore the simplo Jegend: “I
0 U £1—ILK.”

“This is an 1 O T,"” gaid the Remoye-
master,

“Yes, sir,”

Billy Bunter’s jaw dropped.

Mr, Quelch passed the paper back to
Tom Brown, -

“T am quite satisfied.” he said, “You
have actu} generously, if a little thought-
lessly, in helping an acquaintance out of
an uhpleasant scrape, Brown. I hope it
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will bo a lesson to him. As for yom,
Bunter, nothing can exceed the contempt
I feel for your basenéss in spying upon
your Form-fellow, and your petty mcan-
ness in placing the worst possible con-

struction upon everything you dis-

covered.”

“Oh, really, sir!” stammered the
H »

amateur detéctive, * You see, sir——
“Not a word, Bunter! You disgust

me !”
And Mr. Quelch passed on majestically.
Bunter stood overwhelmed for™ a
moment. The other Removitas, without

a_word to him, moved off towards tho
Touse. 2
Bunter started after them.
. 1 say, Brown,” he said, ‘it was all @
joke, you know. I—I didn’t really think
you had been betting. I suppose you
don’t bear malice 7’
“Not I,” said Tom.
worth it 1”

“You're not

‘I—I-T'm coming in to tea, you
fellows.”

Harry Wharton turned round.

““ You'rg not ! he said abruptly. “Wo

can’t stand you. You are a little too
thick. We'll see whether we ean stand
you later, but for the present—pah ! Get
off! If you show your nose inside Study
No. 1, you'll go out on your neck.”

“But—but—-"

“Oh, buzz off "

And the chums went in to tea. Billy
Bunter stared after them. e knew that
Wharton was a fellow of his word. ~ Study
No. 1 was a closed apartinent to him for
that evening.

He went as far as the Remove passage.
In the study he could hear the king
of knives and forks, and the king of
crockery, and from the door ajar came
floating the savoury smell of bacon and
fricd cggs. It made Bunter's mouth
water. But he did not venture to enter; .
he remained like the Peri at the gato of
Paradise—a very fat, discontented Peri,

But there was no help for it. Within
the study the chums of the Remove
chatted merrily, making much of Tom
Brown, while in the passage, cooling his -
heels and murmuring things not loud bug -
deep, was the Greyfriars detective,

THOE END.

@@@@@@@@@@@é@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@
Next Friday's Grand Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Little Run for Figgins & CoOs

LU HOA!”
‘ Steady !
Clatter, clatter, clatter!

““Hold him in!” roared
Fatty Wynn.

“Whoa !”

Tom Merry and Mauners and Lowther,
of the Shell Form at St. Jim's, grinuned
as they heard the clattering.and shouting
outside the school gates. They strolled
down to the gateway to look on.

In tho wide, white road outside the
gates threo juniors were clustered round
a horse, and one of them, a particularly
plump janior, was trying to mount him.
The lhorsc‘, apparently, was not having
any.

He backed away every time Fatty
Wynn made an effort to heave himself
into the saddle, and Fatty Wynn hopped
beside him on one leg in a way that made
even his chums, Figging and Kerr,
chuckle.

It made Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther roar!

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther,
the Terr Threo of tho Shell, were
School House fellows, and naturally they
were glad of an opportunity of chipping
Tiggins & Co., the heroes of the New
House.  And they proceeded to chip!

“That horse knows something,” said
Monty Lowther. “If Fatty gets on his
back  he'll break into two, und he
objects.”

#Ha, ha, hat”

“Why don’t you get a ladder, Fatiy?"
asked Tom Merry.  “Or you might got
a lift in an aeroplane, and drop on him 1"

“Whoa !" s

“Steady the Buffs!” grinned Tom
Merry. _* Mind you don’t push him over,
Fatty. If you fell on him and killed him
you'd have to pay for him, you kuow.”

“Ia, ha, ha!” ¥

Jlear out, you silly School House
s!” roared I'atty Wynn. “\What
are you hanging round for? ‘o and
practico footer—so that you can scors a
goul or two when we play you again !

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

“Make an effort, Fatty, old man,”

r. ‘' Now, when wo shove hin

said K
towards you, heave yourself up. o i
“Both of you get on the starboard
side and shove,” said Lowther.
“Ha, ha, ha!” '
I'iggins and Kerr held the horso, and
pushed him hard towards Fatty. Iatty,
with a grip on the saddle and a grip on

By MARTIN

the mane. heaved himself up.  Ile ex-
pected the horse to back away as before,
but Figgins and Kerr were shoving him
50 hard on tho other side that he conldn’t,
and so it camp about that Fatty Wynn
overshot the mark.

Right over the saddle he went, head
first, and he sprawled ac 1w horse
and rolled down on the other side, on top
of his two devoted chums.

“0Oh, crumbs!” gasped Kerr,

“Yarooh ! ronred Figging.,

Bump !

Figgins and Kerr rolled in the dusty
road, and Fatty Wynn rolled over them,
wondering whether an carthquake had
happened, or whether the universe had
come to a sudden and violent end.

Tho horse blinked down at the three
juniors, and backed away, and- began
i)\'u\\'sim.' on the grass beside the road,
apparently quite unconcerned and unre-
pentant.

(0) Wi

“Ow 1’
“I'm

oancd Figgins.
moaned  Kerr.

“Oh, scissors!”
Wynn. “You
you hold him? X

The crowd in the gateway shricked as
the three New House juniors sat up in
the dust and glared at one another.
“Oh, my hat!” said Tom Merry,
almost weeping. i
circus ! Try again, Fatty!
worth a guinea a box !

HOw !

“Try, try, try again!” sang Lowther

murmured  Tatty
Iy asse: Why didn't

2

This is

melodiously.  “If at first you don't

succeed—suck eggs. Ila, ha, ha!”
“(atch  that beastly horse, somo-
body ! roared IFatty Wynn. “Ile’s

going !

Tom Merry ran out of the gateway
and caught tho horse by the bridle.

“Bring him here,” said Fatty Wynn.

Tom Merry chuckled.

**Oh, you can’t ride, Fatty,” ho said.
“You had this gee-geo brought here to
bo ridden, didn’t you?™” °
¢+ “0f courso T did, you fathead!”

“Well, he won’t be ridden, the way
you're doing it. Better let me rvide him,
aud then the money won’t be wasted.”

“@Good egg!” exclaimed Manncrs and
T.owther.

“You-—you checky rotter!”
Fatty Wynn, scrumbfiug up.
my horso ! 3

“"Rot!” said Tom Merry. “You can
do what yot've heen doing in the gym,
on- the purallel bars, you know, — No

Lowled
“Give me
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need of a hovse for that kind of exerciso.
Good-bye ! .

Ho vaulted lightly into the saddle.

Figging, Kerr, and Wynn: realising
that the School Teuse junior intended to
raid theie horse, made a desperate rush
af him.

But they wore too late.

Tom Merry was in the saddle, aud Le
gave the horse a toueh with his heel, and
the steed broke into a canter. 5

The School Houze junior turned in the
eaddlo to kiss his hand to the New ITouse
fellows,

“Ile—he—he's  taken iy
roared Iatty Wyno,
“Ha, ha, ha!"

The jimiors in the gateway rocked and
shricked with merriment.  Figgins & (o,
bolted down the road after the horsoe
and its rider. They left the crowd helind
them weeping with micth.  Tom Merry
looked back, and kissed.his hand again
to the New Ilouso juniors as they panted
after him. :

“Stop, you beast !

& Stop, you rotler

Wynn.

“Good-bye,

Merry.
The New Touse juniors put on a despe-
rate spurt.  They van as they had never
run on the cinder-path. But Tom Merry
was a good rider. ITe kept his steed just
ahiead of the panting trio, and they were
Inbouring breathlessly behind when the
villago of Rylcombe came in sight.

As he passed the cen Man, at tho
enfranco of the village, Tom Merry
waved his hand to the dusty juniors be-
hind, and urged the horse into a gallop,
and disappeared into a winding lane
beside the road. Figgins and’ Kerr
panted on to the corner, and saw a cloud
of dust in the distance, but the rider and
th% ruin]ml“!mrsu were g(lm(i.

Fatty ynn mopped his  streami
faco with his hmulk(l'r‘l:hiof. il

“The beast !"" he gasped. “Ie's got my
horse—my gee-gee ! Tl ‘slaughter him'!
I'l’l sonlp'liiml! l['ll«-—"

‘Come and have some ginger-pop,”
said I'iggins.  “ We're (‘losf tg M[:; :\-\‘
Murphy's, and I've got a five-bob pestal-
order to change. We'll look for that
bounder as he comes back, and sealp
him! “Come on, Fatty. We can haye
gomo turts, too?” 3

Falty Wynn brightened up.

“Good egg!” he suid heartily.
you're tulking ! o

TsE PEN

h‘lr\l' ';.’
After him !

roaved Figgins,
roared Kerr.

Bluchell I sang  Tom

“Now
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And the New House chums adjonrned
to the villuge tuckshop, where they dis-
cussed  ginger-po and jam tarts, till
TFigging' five-shiling postal-order had
vanished, and hnﬂpy smiles’ were once
mors wreathing the plump countenance
of tho Falstaff of the New Iouse.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Frlends In Neod.

G IST 1
“Hallo 1" said Fu“,y Wynn.

‘“What's the matter?” :
- ~“Bhurrup!  I've sighted
him 1 2

““Oh, good!”

Tt was deep dusk now, and Figgins &
Co., who had Jooked round the lanes
and by-roads for Tom Merry for some
iime after leaving Mother Murphy’s had
almost made up their minds to return to
Bt. Jim’s without catching the raider.

“He's coming ! said Figgins.

“‘Good .egg!”. said Fatty Wynn.
“We'll make him sorry he raided our
gee-gee.  Of course, I don’t bear any
malico for a lark, but we can’t let the
Bchool House wasters have the grin of
us. We'll frog’s-march him back to St.
Jin's, and give him a ducking, and then
we'll eall it square,”

“‘Hear, hear!” said Kerr,

_““Hist !” raid Figgins.

“All eerene! " I'm histing.”

Figgins peered through the dusk along
the Jane. A solitary lamp at the cross-
roads shed light in the lane, and into the
radius of light from the lamp came a
figure. It was that of a boy in Ktons,
with a silk hat pushed back on hLis head,
and his hands in his pockets.

The light fell upon the face of the
new - comer. The faco was strangely
flushed, but Figgins & Co. were not
likely to be mistaken in the well-known
features of Tom Merry of St. Jinvs.

*The bounder’s changed his hat,”
murmured Kerr.  “He was wearing a
cap when he went off on the ge

“Bought a new one, perhay
came  back through Ryleombe,
Figgins.

. Sure it’s Tom Merry 77 asked Fatty,
who had not left his seat upon the stil{-:

Tigging grunted.

_"11 suppose' I know Tow Merry I Lo

said.

“Well, it’s getting dark——"

“The light's on his face from the
Tap.” ,

# We don’t want to make a niistake,”
gaid Fatty Wynn. “Tt would surprise a
stranger if we rushed him, and bumped
him over. Ile might think it rude.”
Jerr chuckled.

“It's Tom Merry, right enough,” he
gaid. “‘Looks as if le’s been hurrying ;
his face is very red.”

Tigging and Kerr stared Lard at the
approaching lad.

It struck them Dboth at once, that
ihere was something very peculiar in his
aspect.

e had both hands in his pockets, and
was swaying queerly from side to side as
e came down the lane, as if lie was not
qguite cértain of lis footing.

Once he secmed to fall, and caught
himself just in  time; staggered, and
came on again with that peculiay sway-
ing gait.

Figgins and Kerr exchanged a quick

nee.

“Something’s wrong with him !"" mut-
tered Keir

““He's il said Figgins,

Fatty Wynn slid off the stile. -

“What's the matter with him 1" Lo
esked. ¢

The new-comer was quite near now,
and they could see his flushed face, and
his ayes, which scemed to Le glazed o
did uot see them though they were in full
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view. He came on unsteadily, his gaze
fixed strangely ahead of him, as if Lie saw
nothing. 5 :

“My hat ! murmured Fatty \Wynn.
All the fat Fourth-Former’s hosfility
vanished at once, at the thought that the
School House fellow was ill.

‘May have had a fall from the horse,”
Figgins muttered. .

* Let’s speak to him,” said Keir.

TFiggins called out: y

“Tom Merry !”

The boy did not answer. e tramped
on, swaying, and was about to pass the
juniors, when Figgins stepped out into
the road and eaught him ;\):v the m,
stopped him. 4

The lad gazed at him dully.

“Lemme go !’ he murmnred.

“What's the matter, kid?" asked
TFiggins kindly. 4 >

‘* Norring }*? .

“Are you ill?? . -

“No1? .

*‘Have you had a fall

“Falll Who's had a fall? T can walk
all right ! said the lad, and he glared at
Figgins with sudden anger. *“ Get way !
X don't know you!”

Figging & Co. looked at one another
in utter horrar.

‘There was no mistaking the junior's
condition.

The flushed face, the glazed eycs, the
uncertain movements, the swaying gait—
all told the same tale.

He was the worse for drink ! e

And if Figgins & Co. eould-not believe
their eyes, they could have believed
their noses. 'There was a strong odour of
spirits about the junior, and lis breath,
as he spoke, was laden with it.

“Good  heavens!” said Tiggins, in
utter dismay. f

They gazed at the junior, spellbound!

1f it had been Levison or Mellish of
the Fourth, or Crooke of the Shell, or
Knox of the Sixth, they could have
understood it.  Though even the black
sheep of St. Jim’s would hardly have
been reckless enough to appear upon a
public road near the school in such a
condition.

For it was an offence that would have
been followed.by flogging aud instaut
expulsion from the school, if discovered.
And Tom Merry! . Tom Merry of the
Shell, the junior captain of the School
House—the footballer, the athlete, the
good chum_they knew so well—it was
mcredible !

Figgins stared into the flushed
before him. 9

If ho had not known the handsome
features, the curly hair, the blue eyes, s
well, he could never have believed that
it was Tom Merry:

But there was no doubt possible.

*Good heavens!” echoed Kerr. *Ie's
—he’s drunk !

“Oh,  crambs!”  said Fatty
“Tom Merry—squiffy !

*Somebody must have been larking
with him!”  eid Figging. “ Putting
something into his ginger-beer, or some-
thing—Dve heard of tricks like that.”

“Must be something like that,” said
Kerr.

The junior shook himself free from
Tigging.

“Gerraway !” lie muitered thickly.

“ I say, kid—don't you know me " said
Figgins anxiously.  “ You know me—
Figgy 7"

“I don’t know you !

“He can’t recognise us !"* said Kerr.

“T dunno you !

“We're your old pals,” said Figgins.
“We'll stick to you, aud see you throngh
this, old son.” TLean on me! My hat!
Suppose anybody should pass and see
him 17 2 >

“It would mean the sack !’ said Kerr,

face

Wynn.

”

“Germway I said the jnuior angrily.

.

“Wharrer you takin® hold of me for?
Gerraway, can’t you? Lemme alone!”

“Look here, kid—"

“1ll' puncher head!” mutiered the
other. ‘““Lemme alone! Who says I'm
squiffy 7" s o

“*No, no; ouly a_bit tired!” said
Figgins coaxipgly. ‘‘For goodness’ gukz
come ont of the road! Somebody migh
pass and see you, you know
“Don't care !” :

“But we care for you, old son!” said
Yiggins, “Vouwre not going to bo
sacked if T can help it! Take his other
arm, Kerr, and we'll get Liim over the
stile, into the footpath. He won't lie

scen there if anybody passes.”
“Right-ho!” said Kerr.
',‘l‘hey led the incapable junior to the
stile,

and lifted him over. He did not

ITe seemed too far gone for that.

ggins & Co. were almost sick with dis-
may and haqrror. There was no thought
of Hounse yivalry now.

They only xemembered that they wero
St. Jim's fellows, with a 8t. Jim's fellow
to save from disgrace and ruin. For
though Figgins suggested—and hoped—
that the junior ight be the victim of
some fric{(, he could hardly believe so.
He was intoxicated;
there was about it. 5

The New Houso juniors felt rehieved
when they had the helpless lad on the
yight side of the stile. He w from
observation fhere, at all events. IKerr
picked up - his hat, which had fallen
off, and put it on the junior’s head.

Suddenly he deteched bimself from the

and that was all

the dark wood. p

Figging caught hold of his shoulder ta
stop him. :

The next momenf, he uttered a ery and
broeled back, as he received a blow full on
the face. ?

The intoxicated junior st:
and disappeared into the shadows:

Kerr and Fatty Wynn canght Figgins
as he reeled back.

“Mhe rotter ! exclaimed Kerr wrathe-
fully. 2 4

Figgins dabbed his nose. His fingers
came away red. The blow had brought
a rush of water to the junior’s oycs.

“The spiteful Dbeast)” sand  Fatty
Wynn. ‘It would sexrye him right to
leave him alone, to laok after himself 1

“Ie doesn’t know what he’s deing i
said Pigging quietly. “‘Ile doesn’t even
recognise ng.  We must Jook after him,
you chaps !"”

“Oli, all right!”

Figgins, holding his handkerchicf to his
an down the Jootpath after the
cated junior. The darkness was
thick under the trees. :

“Pom Merry ¥’ he called ont.

There was no reply. . 'The juniors heard
a ¢vashing in the bushes farther down the

ed on,

path, but when they reachéd the spat
there was no further sound. And tha
junior they: were looking for had
disappeared.

“He's gone into the wood I” said Kerr,

“Pom Merry!” shouted Iiggins,
“Tom Merry! Speak up, old man!
Weo want to look after Fou! I don't

mind that dab on the nose!
yon, old fellow:?”’

Only the echo of his voice veplied.

“We've got to find him !” suid Figging
desperadely. ~ Ty

**Not much chance of that,” ssid Terr.
“T expect he's cmled np the thickets
somewhere, and gone to sleep.”

“Let's look for him !

“Right-ho 1

The New House juniors plunged info
the thickets, and searched for the fellow
who had vanished from their sight. Buk
the darkness was thick there, under the

Wlhere ara

guide them.

It was like teavching for (lu_‘ proverbie®

stile, and started down- the footpath into

heavy trees, and there was no sound to -
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needle in a bundle of bay. They migit
have passed within a couple of fect of the
junior without seeing him. They were in
danger, indeed, of losing one another in
the_darkness, Figgins camg back to the
path ot last, and shonted to his chums.
Corr and Wynn came out of the wood
1ed him.
1 him 7
0! And you
Not a sign of him. T fancy he's gone
to sleep. It won't hurt him,” said Kerr.
“The ground’s dry enough ; and when he
comes to he'll find hiz way back to St.
Jim's,” 3
“1 suppose we can't do any more?”
said Figgins miserably. v

** Nothiog !’

“Let's get back !

And the chums of the New House,
giving up the scarch, turned their steps
}n the direction of St. Jim's, with clonded
aces,

and

2 ]y(n-rr.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Figgins’ Warning!

LU ERRY 17
M No answer!
“Tom Merry!” repeated

Myr. Railton, who was taking
call-over in the School House. X

But Pom Merry’s name was not replied
to. Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the
School House, gi:uu‘ml over to the vanks
of the Shell.

“Ts Merry not there 1 he asked:

“No, sir,” said Monty Lowther. * He
went out for a ride after school, sir, and
he hasw’t come in. pose he's been
delayed getting back, sir.””

“Very well, Lowther !”

Mr. Railton marked down Tom Merry’s
name as absent, and the calling-over
finished.

Monty Lowther and
together, after calling-over,
in the passage, looking out
quadrangle. ¢ night, and
the stars wero twinkling in deep blue
heavens over the old school.

“Where on earth has that bounder got
to%” said Monty Lowiher, when they
had waited at the door for about half an
hour, and_there was no sign of their
chum. ** Has that blessed gee-gee bolted
with him?

“Here he is!" enid Manners.

But it not Tom Merry.

It was Figgins of the Fourth who camne
into the light of the doorway.

Towther and Aanners looked at the
New House junior inguiringly. Figgins
was Jooking pale and worrie

“Hallo!” grunted Lowther. “What
do you want on the respectable side of
the quad, you New House bounder?”

“Looking for a thick ear?” suggested
Manners.

“May as well bump him, to pass away

Manners  left
and stopped
to the dusky

“No. Tt isn't that!”

*Oh, all right, then! Come on!*

Manners and Lowther led the way to
the study in the Shell. Figgins followed
them without a word: and he did not
speak when they were in the study, with
the door closed. He seenied to be seck-
ing for words: e

“What's the matter?” asked Manners.
“Why don’t you speak?”

“It's horribly serious!” said Figgins.
“We—we waited about Rylcombe to
catch Tomn Merry, if we could, as he
camo back from the ride. We meant to
serag  him  for raiding Fatty's horse.
Well, we met him in th(\ lane!”
“Then you've scen him!” exclaimed
Lowth

“Yor

“Well,

said Lowther and Manners {o-

rclllor‘ “why don’t you get on? Did you
have a rowi’
““No.

. He was drunk!" said Figgins,
getting it out at last.

Friday. 1

“ You must have been mistaken!” gai
Lowther. * Perhaps-it wasn’t Tom M::rg
at all—you may have mistaken somebody
else for him

“I'm not likely 1o do thati?

“But—hut—"

“We got him over the siile into- the
footpath, to keep him out of sight, in
casa anybody should pass and see him.
You know what it would mean 3f it werg
known here, e punched my inose, and
bolted into the wood, and we lost him.
Wo had to come back without Lim,*

“Ho must have been fooling yout™
suid Lowther incredulonsly. “He was
pulling your )e§ ¥

“Heo smelt of spirits like o tap-room 1™

“It’s all yot )" said Lowther uneasily,

I-‘.]gg;nu’ﬂuew 8 5

1 don’t mean doubt your word,
Figgy!” said Lowther. “Bui it must be
o amstake. It can't lhave been Pom
Merry—squrifly )

“It was Tom Merry, and he wae

The Shell fellows jumped.
“Tom Merry! Drunk! What on

eqnifly 1?
“Ob, xot}”?

| ANANANNNN

himself up; but Figgins and Kerr
Fatty overshot thoe saddlie, and rol

do you mean?”
angnly.

“J mean what T say!” said Figgins
]

demanded Lowther

the time. while we're  waiting  for | quietly. ‘It was a shock to us, I can
Pommy!” said Monty Lowther. as if | tell you. He had been drinking, and he
strnok by a brilliunt idea.

“Pax!” said Kiggins

't come over for a yag, you fellows,
'om Merry como in yet” 2
1

*“He missed call-over, then%”

+Of course he did! Haven’t you seen
anything of your gee-gee,” grinned Low-
ther. “How far did you follow him?*

But Figgins did not grin.

“1 came over 1o speak to you fellows,”
he said.  “It's serious—and it's about
Tom Merry. Betters get up to the
study 1"

TLowther and Manners staved at him.

“Nothing’s happened to him—no acci-
dent?” asked Lowther breathlessly.

couldn’t walk straight !
1

quietly. “X| “Rot

“Why hasn’t he come back?” said
Figgins quietly.

“1 suppose he's heen delayed

“Took here!” said Figgins. *‘Tm not
telling you this to score over you. Gom_l-
ness knows I'd give anything if it wasn't
true!- But it is tene. Kerr and Wynn
were with me. He was £0 drunk he could
hardly walk. It may have been a trick—
hie may have had the stuft planted on him
somehow. I don’t know. T hope so. But
ho was so far gone that he dildn't know
me—he said so!” ik

Lowther and Manners stared at Figgins
blankly. The troubled, worried face of

“Tot's get up to the study!” said|the New House junior was proof enough
Figging ovasively. of his sincerity. 1t was evidently not a
Lowther grasped him by the arm. “rag. i il 3 4
“Ts Pom Merry hurt?” he demanded | *“You must be dveaming !?  said

sharply.

Munners, at last,

¢ Qh, crumbs !’ gasped Keorr.

Fatty Wynn, with a grip on tha saddle and a grip on {he mane, heaved

were shoving the horse so hard
fed head first on fop of hia cnut;::’.
‘*Yarooh1” poared Figgins.

“1 thaught Y'd warn you fellows, o
that you can look for him as he comes
in,” said Figgine quictly. ““(ioodness
loiows -what state ho will come back in !
I he's still gquifly, you must smmggle
him into the dorm quietly—make out he's
i}, or something, M the prefects see him
it will be all up!”

l‘l r:;’m't believe #1170 said Manneys,

Manners broke off suddenly. and tor
open the study sgor.  Mellish of 1113
Fourth almost_felf into tha study.

Masnners kicked the sprawling junioy
his face flaming with anger, and Meilj<h
roaved.

“You ead }" shonted Manners, * You've
been listening )

0w roaved Mellish, “Ow 1"

He squivmed ont of the deorway into
the passage, and picked himselt up, and
fled.  Manners slammed the door,

< Tt will be all oyer the House ey '™
he said hopelessly.

“And it'a_all
agely.

TrE PENny Pororan,

wi!® said Lowiher

“T1 suppose you mean well,
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Figgins, .l,mt you're talking vot, and T
x i

10\ - e
“Very well,” said Figgins. “I've told
you, so that you can do your best for
Tom Merry. If I were in this House, I'd
look after him like a shot. It's up to you
fellows to see that he doesn't get into
trouble. That's all!”

And Figgins quitted the study.

BDlanners and Lowther looked at one
another grimly.

€Tt can’t be true!” said Manners.

Towther shook his head, :

“It's some rotten mistake, of course!”
he said.

“0f course. All the same,” said Man-
ners hesitatingly, “I—I think wwo may as
well get down to the gate, and wait for
him there. TFiggy believed what he said.
Of course, it'’s a ghastly mistake; but
yot—' .

" “Come on!” said Lowther shortly.

The two Shell fellows went downstairs,
and slipped out into thg quadrangle.

They made thoir way to the gates, and
fiad not been there for more than %en
minutes before a small crowd of juniors
npgmuchcd them.

*What do you want here?” demanded
Lowther angrily.

“We've heard
Morry,” said Gore.

“Well, what's it got to do with you?”
growled Lowther. :

“Is it true, then?” asked Gore, with
a stare.

““Of courso it isn’t, fathead!”

¢ Mellish said Figgins said—""

“Blow what DMellish said Figgins
said!” said Lowther. *You are like a
tattling old market-woman! Hoe said that
she said that he said that sho said—rats!”

“Well, I think there ought to be somo
witnesses when Tom Merry comes in,”
remarked Crooke. “If he's sober, we'll
bear witness to it, and prove that there's
nothing in the yarn. It's for Tom
Mer}ri's benefit to havo us here.”

“Yes, you've come for Tom Merry's
benefit, I'm sure of that!” said Monty
Lowther sarcastically.

“Well, we're stopping here, anyw
said Crooke. “We've got Kildare
leave to be out of the House, and we're
goiz¥ to see it through!”

“Ves, rather!” said Levison.

Manners and Lowther turned
backs upon them.

“We shall have the whole blessed
school  here soon,” - said Towther
savagely, ‘“‘and then tho prefects will
want to know what it's about, and they’ll
come on the scene.”

“Well, what does it matter, if Tom
Merry’s not squiffy?” chuckled Crooke,
who overheard the remark. “Blessed if
I don’t think you beliove he is, Low-
ther!”

“Bra-rrr!” said Lowther.

Thero was a step in the road at last,
and a ring at the bell. .The frgure of a
junior came into the light outside the
gate. It was Tom Merry at Jast!

a2 yarn about Tom

their

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Very Curlous Recoption.

OM MERRY rang the bell, and
waited. He did not see the crowd
within the gate in the gloon:.

Taggles,  the porter, came
out of his lodge, with his keys
Taggles did not like being dis-
turbed by junior boys who overstayed
their time. The school porter stared at
the crowd of waiting juniors in surpr

“Tt's all right, Tagay!” eaid Lov:
“We'ro waiting for Tom Merry. He
may want some help back to the Iouse,
and we'll going to lend him a hand.™
“Ha, ha, hal”

Taggles unlocked tho gate,
Tie Prxsy Porrrai.—No. 263,

5| thore was a wild
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“Hallo!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as he
caught sight of the juniors.
“Hallo!” grinned Levison. _ “Catch
him, Manners! Hold him up, Towther!
He'll be over in a minute!” \

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry stared at Levigon. The
captain of the Shell was looking very red
and flushed, and out of breath. He
looked as if he had been running, but
some of the juniors chose to attmbute
the flush in his cheeks to another cause,

“Squiffy, right enough,”- said Crooke.

“ Horrible example to us bad boys!”
said Levison. “What shall we do for a
shining light now ?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” .

““What on earth are you silly asses gass-
ing about?”” demanded T'om Merry. “Is
it a joke?"” "

“Jolly serious joke for you if the pre-
fects drop on you,” eaid Crooke with a
chuckle. *Get him into the house quick,
you fellows. - I saw Knox in tho quad, as
we came ont, and he'll be down on him
liko a ton of bricks.”

“Yes, rather!”

“ Have you all gone dotty 2"
Merry.. ““ What's the matter?

Manners and Lowther were looking at
him queerly. They drew up on either
side of him, to walk back to the School
Iouse with him. But Levison & Co. did
not intend that the captain of the Shell
should get into the House quietly. The
scandal was too rich to be allowed to die
away if they could help it. *Squiffy
or not, they intended that Tom Merry
should be ehown up, as they called it.

“Help him,” oxclaimed Levison.
“Let's get him into the House. Lend a
hand, all of you.”

“Come on!” exclaimed Mellish.

_ There was a rush for Tom Merry.

“ Hands off I shouted the Shell fellow.
“What are you up to? I don’t want any
holp.” g $

Ie shoved Levison back roughly.

“JIe’s quarrelsome drunk,” said Levi-
son. “Thore are several sorts of drunk
—talking-drunk, and friendly-drunk, and
quarrelsome-drunk.  That's Tom Merry’s
sort. But we’re going to stand by him.”

“Drunk?”” repeated Tom  Merry.
“What on earth are you talking about?””

“Oh, come, don’t play the innocent!”
urged Levison. “We know all about it.
Figgins saw youw on the road, recling and
staggering.”

“Figgins I

“Yes. You wero so tight you didn't
know him,” chuckled Mellish.

Tom Merry took a step towards Moel-
lish, and his right arm shot out. His
fist crashed in Mellish’s face, and the cad
olf the Fourth dropped as if he had been
shot. b

Tom Merry’s oyes blazed at the juniors.

“Anybody eclso want the same?” he
demanded. “If that's.a joke, I don’t’like
that kind of joke. Jokes of that sort are
barred.”

“Oh!” groaned Mellish, on the ground.]
“Ow! Collar him, you chaps! ~ -He's
fighting dirunk—he'll do some damage if
he’s not collared.”

“Hold him !” shouted Crooke.

“Stand back, you rotters!” exclaimed
Lowther.

But they did not stand back. Five or
six fellows caught hold of Tom Merry,
and he hit out angrily. Lowther and
Manners backed him up, and in a moment
ild and whirling combat
going on. The Terrible Three were vic-
torious. They stood shoulder to shoulder,
and fought their way through, and
marched on to the School House, leaving
four or five combatants gasping on ‘the
ground.

Levison picked himself up, with his
hand to his cye. IIe blinked out of the
other eye, and groaned.

Jasked Tom

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

“Grool!” groaned Mellish. My noso
is swelling! Yow—I'm hurt!” $

“T believe xlny tecth are loosc!”
Crooke savagtly. .

“T'vo zatgta black oye,” said Gare.
“Tho beast was drunk; there’s no doubf
about that. Drunk as a fiddler!”

“PBosh I said Reilly of the Fourth.
“IIe was wild at being called squiffy,
and it scrves you right if you've got
hurt, ye spalpeen.”

“Yo was all right,” said Kangaroo of
the Shell. “And if he hadn’t given you
a black eve, Gore, I'd have given you a
thick car.”

Gore ground his tecth.

“You all saw that he was squiffy, and
Le came home fighting and quarrelling.”
he said. “ Figgins was telling the truth.™

“I don’t believe RFiggins eaid any=-
thing of the sort,” eaid Kangaroo.

“ Mellish heard him.”

“Wo all know Mollish,”
stalk junior, with a curl of the lip.
follow who'd listen at a door would tell
lies about what he heard !”

“1t's true,” growled Mellish

“Rats "

And the juniors followed the Terri
Three to the House, warmly disouw
the question as to whether Tom Merry
was or s not “snuiffy.”  Whether his
outbreak of temper was due to dv
to a natural anger at an insulting accusa-
tion, was a question every fellow had to
answer for himself, and the way they
answered it depended upon their feclings
towards Tom Merry.

said

said the Corne

THE FIFTH CHYAPTER.
Tom Merry’s Surpriso.

EANWHILE, the Terrible Three®

M had reached the School House,

and Mauners and Lowther

hurried Tom Merry upstairs,

their arms linked in his. Tom

attempted to stop on the stairs. .

“T'd better report myself to Mr. Rail-

ton,” he said. ‘“He won’t know ['ve
come im"

ST tell him.” said L?’\rlhcr hurriedly.

“(C'ome on to the dorm.

“The dorm.,” repeated Tom Merry in
surprise, giving way-as his chums hurried
him up the stairs.  “ Why not the study ?
I'm hungry.”

“T'Il get you something in the dorm.”

“PBut what ” Tom Merry attempted
to stop on the second flight 'of stairs, but
his. chums rushed him on.

“Come on!” said Mannors,

And they took him into the Shell dor-
mitory. - Manmners turned the light on,
and then they looked at Tom Merry’s
flushed and wondering face. They looked
at him hard and doubtingly. Tom Merry
met their gaze with wonder and rising
exasperation.

“What on ecarth is the matter?”

asked,
all
Of course I'm all right!

he

“You're right?” asked Lowther
doubtfully.

Al right?

What do you mean?”

“There isn't any niff of spirits, any-
way,” said Manners. ‘““Iiggins was mis:
takon in that, Loather.”

“What makes you so red?”
Lowther.

“I'vo been running. I ran all tho way
from Rylcombe,” eaid Tom Merry. I
was jolly late !” g

“Whero have you been ?”

Lom Merry's frowning face broke into
a smilo.

“I had a regular scamper on Fatty
Wynn's gee-gee,” he said, “I took-Lim
round Wayland Moor, and right over past
Abbotsford.  Then he fell lame. ~ Of
cowse, I hadn’t foreseen that. T had to
walk back leading him. I couldn’t ride

asked

“Ow! Ow! I shall have a black eyc
in the morning ! Ow !’

the poor beast when he was lame, T took

.

WA e
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him back to tho stable—I knew where
Fatty had hired hiin—and théh T ran
back all the way to St. Jim's. I'm pretty
fagged, T can fell you, and as hungry a8
a hunter I 5 3

“You didn't meet Figgins & Co. "

“No. I lost sight of them near Ryl
combe, soon after Lstarted. I gave f'hcm
o run down ]Uu‘. lane after me,” gaid Tom
Merry, laughing.

') A{x’d "\'mgl di(’fn'( sce them afterwarde?”
“No. “They’ve come in, surely ¥’ eaid
Tom Merry. “X had an idea that they
would wait abont to eatch me coming
back; but they wouldn't wait all this

came in Jong ago,” eaid Low-
Tigging came over to seo ue.
—** Monty Lowther paused.
Tom Menrry started. o~y
“Yon don't mean to say that Figgins
really eaid what those cads were saying
at - the gate!” he exclaimed.

muttered Tom
Merry ¢ y jgging ! But Figgy
jen't a_cad—iioc must have been dream-
ing! e said he met me ¥ :

“Yek, and that you were so tipsy, you
dido’t know him !

“He's dotty Tom Merry's face
flushed with anger. “But dotty or not,
he's not going to tell a yarn like that
about me! I'll go over to the New
House—""

“Iold o

said Lowtlier, eatching
Tom Merry by shioulder, as he swung
towards the door. * You can’t go over to
the New House now, it’s too late !

“ But if Iigging said——"

“He bolieved it,” eaid Lowther. *1
told him there must be gome mistake, but
he believed what he said.”

“ And you belioved too 2" demanded
Tom Merry, indignantly. *‘Je that what
you call sticking to a pat?’”
© Manners and Lowther

flushed uncom-

DIV,

We didi’t believe it,™
haltingly.  “1f it had heen any fellow
but Figgins who said o0, we—we shouldn’t
lave taken any notice. But, you know,
Tiggins ien't a liar, and he believed it—he
came over to warn us to look after you,
#0 that yon wouldi’t be ¢aught by a pre-
fect. He meant well—"

“And you came down to the gates to
carry me up to the dormitory?” said
Tom Merry sarc “Thauk
I over come home tipsy, T.shall
that I can rely on you, now ¥’

“We thought it best-—"

“I suppose it would have been best,
if I'd been that kind of c¢hap,” said Tom.
“ But I'think you might wait a bit before
you treat me as a disgraceful black-
guard !’

“Well, you seo—-V
L\)\\'(l’)’cr,

ershiies

said Lowther

) G stammered
“1E there'd been anything in

“Oh, rot! Youn ought to have known
there was nothiug in it. Do .you think
1'd believe n tale like that about you?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“If it Dhad  Dbeen angbody but
Figging——

Ob, Vlow Figgine!  TH jolly well
alk to him in_the morning about, thig!”
said Tom Merry wrathfully.  “I under-
stand now what that crowd was there
for. And they'll say that the yarn was
true, as 1 knocked Mellish down.” Figgins
must be dotty. o was always a silly
ass, but ho seems to be quite dotty
ow.” 2

g “But he said ho'd met you on thé
ropd——""
107‘\.1 was miles away from the Rylcombe
road, until half an hour ago,” said Tom
Merry. '

“Then it’s impossible !”

“Qf course it’s impossible, fathead ™

“But—but—but he said Kerr and
Wynn were with him—and they helped
you over the stile, and—and yon bolted
ito the woo e

“Are they all gone mad?"” exclaimed
Tom Merry, in utter by
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into and cleared up,” said Kildare,

“You're to go to the Head's study.”
“ All right,” said Tom Merry sgortly.
Tom Merry walked away to the Head's

st,-unly, and tapped at the door. The

3 )
you mean to say that Xerr and” Wynn
tell the same tale?”

“We haven't seen them, but Figgins
says so.”

“They can't all be mistaken,” said
Tom Merry, setting his lips. * Figgins
may have dreamed it, but three of them
couldn’t dream it. If the three of them
tell the same story, there’s only one ex-
planation—and that is that it's p plot,
and we've been mistaken in them. Jt's
a rvotten plot that Levison or Mellish
might have thought of ; hut we'd never
have believed it of Figgins and Kerf and
Wynn! Bat it's all hes from beginning
to end. T didn’t meet Figgins—I didn’t
meet Kerr—and 1 didn’t meet Wynn!
They didn't help mo into the wood, and
I hayen’t been in the wood to-day at all}
That's plain enough, isn’t it?”

“Yes, that's plain  enough,” said
Lowther, with a short laugh. “I don't
understand it, that's all1”

“Yon believe me, T supposet” snapped
Tom Moerr, 8

The usually sunny temper of the Shell
fellow seemed to be fuiling him now.

“Of course I believe you,” said
Lowther, also sharply. “But what I
mean is, I can't helieve that Figgins and
Kerr and Wynn would make up a scandal
about a. fellow. It's altogethor oo
thick 1

bit.  too steep,” said

shake of the head.

ins or I must be speaking

said 'Tom Merry, after a pause.
hvo ways about it. Ila says

happened, and 1 say it didn't

something
happen !”

“I give it up,” said Lowther.
have

“Come
Blake

down and some  supper.

Figging first thing in the
said "o Merry, between his
teeth. here's got to be an explana-
tion of this.”

“Let it rest till then.”

Tom Merry nodded, and the chums of
the Shell quitted the dormitory. Tom
Merry’s face was pale now with anger;
and Manners and Lowther were lost in
amazement. They could not hut helieve
Tom Merry’s eategorical deninl.

It was impossible to doubt their chum'’s
word. But to believe thit three fellows
lilke Figgins & Co. had deliberately made
up a wretched tale about their chum—
that was too staggering. Niggins and
Kerr and Wynn were the deadly rivals of
the Schaol House fellows, but they were
open and honest as the day—the very
lust fellows in the world to invent or
to repeat anything in the shape of
scandal, .

Lowther and Manners simply did not
know what to think. It was a dilemma
from which there seemed to be no escape.

morning.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Before the Hcad.

N OM MERRY was just on his way
to the New House the following
morning, when he came face to
face with Kildare, the captain of

St. Jim's, B i
“The Head wants to see you at ance
in liiy study,”” announced Kildare,

@

anything the matter?” .
“TIt's about that yarn about rou. Y
Tom Merry bit his lip.

“So that's got to the Head?” he asked.
“¥Yes.  One of the prefects has re-

Rnrtcd it to him,  As o matter of fact,
Merry,” the matter ought to be looked

Wants me?’ said Tom Merry. “Ts.

T it voice of the Iead of St. Jim's
bade him enter.

The captain of the Shell entered tha
study with a firm step, and with his head
proudly erect.

Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the
School House, and Mr. Linton, Tom
Merry’s Form-master, were in the study,
evidently in consultation with the Head,
All three of the masters looked at the
Shell fellow as he came in.

Dr. Holmes coughed.
. “You know why I bave sent for you,
Merry7” ho asked.

**Kildare told me, sir.”

“Thero is a most unpleasant story
zoing about the echool concerning you,”
said Dr. Holmes. It has come to my
knowledge now. It appears that you
aro accused of having been seen under
the influence of drivk. 1 need not say
that if such a charge were proved, yon
would be instantly expelled from ‘the
school.”

"I should deserve it, sir, if it were
true,” said Tom Merry quietly.

“That is a very proper answer,” said
tho Head. "I cannot believe that it iy
true.  These gentlemen  sharo  my
opinion,”’

““Certainly T should not believo such a
thing without the cleavest proof,” said
Mr. Railton at once. *

“I may say tho same,” said My,
Linton, the master of the Shell. “Merr
hins faults; but, so far as I have observed,

understand, Merry, that it is in your

investigated and_cleared up.?
“1 understand that, siv,” said 'Tom

Are you aware of how this story w:
started ™ asked the Head. TR

“Yop, sir. Some Ney
said they had seen e stagrering nlmng
Ryleombe Lane on Monday cvening,”
said Tom Merry, flushing. “ It wus not
true. I was not there.”

The Tlead pursed his lips, .

“Yon deny the nccusation, of conrse 17

“Certainly, sir!”

“Who were the boys who state that
they saw yout?

“Figging, Kerr, .and Wynn.”

“Dear mel” said the Tlead, in sar-
prise. *“This is extraordinary ! Vi, ius,
IKerr, and Wynn are not the kind n% hoys
to b};illg a false accusation against any-
one,’

Ssir.

“It_must be a mistake of some sort,”
said  Mr. « Railton, “I cannot believe
that those three boys would uiter de-
liberate untruths.”

Tom Merry was silent.

“Do you think it "is
Merry 7 asked the Iead.

“X don't know, sir. I would never
bave thought that those three chaps
would have lied. T always believed them
to be straight. But T certainly wasn't
where they said they saw me.”,

“Where were youl?

“Coming home from Abbotsford at
the time they mentioned.”

And Tom Merry explained the incident.
of the horse falling lame. 'The Head and
the two masters Jistened attentively,
their keen gaze upon Tom Merry's face.
Keen as their gaze was, it could discoyer
nothing but sincerity in the face of the
Shell fellow. s

“Tt is extraordinary I’ said the Head
at last. *So Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn
are the only boys who have made any
accuration of this sort, Merry %

a mistake,
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they are not of that kind. You musi

own interests that this matter shonld be
h

1Touse hoys

. ““They must haye done so in this case, v
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"Yes, 8ir.” 3

The three masters were looking very
BTAVO NOW.

“This is a most unpleasanf matter,
Merry,” said Dr. Holmes. ‘“You are
accused of disgraceful conduct, and tho
evidence against you rests upon the word
of threo boys—three boys: who have the
bost characters, and whom I firmly
Lelieve to be incapable of falsehood.”

“J know it looks bad, sir.” |

“It looks so bad, Merry, that if I did
not have the highest opinion of you, I
should have no hesitation in condemn-
ing you to be expeled on such evi-
denco,” said Dr. Holmes.

Tom Merry’s face paled. .

“I hope you won't do that, sir,” he
faltered. “I repeat that there isn’t a
word of truth in it all.”

““T can only let the matter stand over
for further investigation,” said the Head.
*[ should be very sorry to have to
believe that you have been deceiving us,
Morry."”

“I huve not been deceiving you, sir.”

“I hope not,” said the Head, “I
{rust not, Mcrry. You may go now,
and I will consider what is to be done.”

“Yes, sir.”

Tom Merry left the study. The three
masters looked at one another with
grave faces when the juniors were gonc.

““This is worse than I thought,” the
Ilcad said.

“I cannot understand it,” said Mr.
Railton. “Tho evidencg is clear cnough
#o condemn anyone, yel caunot quite
bolieye such a thing of Merry of the
Shell.”

“here mustbe an inyestigation,” said’]

Mr. Linton. ““And if there is some boy
who resembles Merry, and who is in the
habit of disgraceful indulgence, I supposo
the fact can be ascertained and proved.”

“The boy's whole future is at stake,
and we cannot bo too ctaveful,” said the
$Head.”

And Mr. Railton and the master of the
Shell assented.

Tom Merry's face was daxkly clouded
as he rejoined his chums in the quad-
zangle. DManners and Lowther were
watting for him with their bicycles.

“Well, what has his nibs got to say?”
asked Monty Lowther, thus disrespect-
fully alluding to the reverend Head of
St. Jim's.

m Merry shrugged his shoulders,

“Tle's heard the yarn, and he more
than balf believes it,” be replied. “He's
giving me a chiance because I've got a
wood character, thal's all; otherwise, 1
should Dbe sacked without further

. trouble.”

Lowther whistled,

**T'hat’s jolly serious, Tommy! T iyish
sve could get to the botlom of it!"

Tom Merry did not reply. e mounted
his bicycle, and the Torrible Threo
pedalled away from St Jim’s the

1 utumn_sunshjne.

a5 @ glpnou’s afternoon, and under
any other circumstances the chums of
ihe Shell would have enjoyetl thoir spin
immenscly. But they were not in a mood
for enjoyment now. The scandul in the
school yas weighing too heavily upon
their spirits.

in

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Cousin Ethel,

OUSIN ETHEL stepped from thoe
‘.miin nt.l},yl?omlm Station:

‘Tho girl’s face was very Lright

and cheerful, looked 2

, and vory

charming under her pretty hat,

Ti Study No. 6 had known that Ethel
vas coming by train, and by what train,
there would have been an cscort waiting
for her at tho station. But they had not
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known, and so there ‘were no St. Jim's
juniors on the platform.

Cousin Ethel left the station, and
glanced round the quaint old High Street.
The ancient hack was waiting outside the
station ; but Cousin Ethel was young and
strong, and a good walker. Shoe started
to yalk to the school

Just outside the village where the lane
began stood the Green Man Inn. On the
gato at the side entrance, a junior in
Etons and a silk hat was sitting. Ho
glanced at Cousin Lthel as she passed,
evidently attracted by. tho bright face
and graceful looks of D’Arcy’s cousin,
Cousin Tithel caught sight of him, and
stopped with a smile.

She had recognised Tom Merry,

Yhe girl was a little surprised that ho
did not raise his hat. Tom Merry of St.
Jim's, though he was not so punctilious
as D'’Arcy of the Fourth, was never
Itnown to.neglect any act of politeness or
good manuers,  The boy on the gate
stared at Cousin Ethel as she stopped,
with a smile on her face,

“Good-afterroon!” said Cousin Ethet
cheerfully.

The juniov stared harder.,
“Good-afternoon!” he replied.

Ethel looked at him rather quickly.
His voice was pleasant énough, but it
did not lave tho tone in it sho was
accustomed to in Tom. Merry’s voice,

- “Did you know I was coming?” asked
Ethel. ’ ]

The boy shook his head.

“I_cau’t say I did,” ha roplied; “but
Tm jolly glad to see you, all the same.
Which way are you going?”
. “To the school, of course!” said Ethel,
in $urprise.

“Oh, to the school! May I havo the
pleasure of walking with you?"

“Why, of course, if you like!"”

£+0h, good!”

The junior slipped off the gate, and fell
in boside Cousin Ethel as she resumed
hor The girl was a littlo surprised.
Therg was something very curious about
him, as she could not help thinking.

Why had he not saluted her, and why
had he stared at her as if she was a
slranger? It was some timo sinco sho had
visited Mrs. Folmeés at St. Jim's; but
it_was hardly long enough for so old a
friend as Tom Merry to have forgotten
her.

‘*Staying down hexe?” he asked:

“Why, ves,” said Ethel.

“Mrs. Holmes?” 4

“The Head's wife,” said Ethel.

“Oh, yes, the Hegad of St. Jim'’s; I
know! If you’re staylng down hers for a
fow suppose I shall sce you
again?”

“ OF course you willl” said Ethel.

“Oh, good!” said the junior, though
he looked a little puzzled. “T shall be
down here a fow days longer myself.”

Bthel glanced at him,

‘‘Arc you going away, then?” she
asked.

“ Yes, next yw.

“Yon are le:

“I've left.” 4

““Left!1” said Ethel, in surprise.

He nodded. Z

“Yes. There was trouble with the
headmaster, and I was hoofed out,” he
said, laughing. “I cleared out—order of
the Loot, you know.”

Ethel looked surprised and shocked.

“T am very sorry,” she said.

“Oh, it's nothing! I was sick of the
place, anyway !” he said. “I'm going to
Eton now-~at least, I hope so.”

“Why don’t you go home, if you lhave
left school?” asked Kthel.

Ho laughed,

“I've been home, and

»

ing school?”

into over being sacked,” he said, *“You

a joily row T got|
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should have scen. them—rpgular family
funeral-party. I couldn’t stand it. I
cloared out on my own to the Green
Man, and I'm not going back till they'va
come round.”

“You are staying at the Green Man?”
exﬁ!njme,(’l Lthel.

“Ysn't it a very disreputable place?”

I dare say. It suits me,”

Tthel walked on in silence. She could
not understand ; indeed, her brain scemed
to be in a whirl. Was this the Tom Merry
she had known—this fellow who talked
so lightly of having been compelled. to
leave schopl, evidently for some disgrace-
ful conduct, and. who was staying at the
most disreputable place in that part of
the county? She could guess thd kind
of time a boy would haye at a place like
tho Green Man, She wad shocked aud
hurt,

“I am very, very sor
breaking the silence at last.

He looked at her curiously.

““Nothing to be sorry about, that I can
so0e,"” he remarked. ““I’'m having tho time
of my life, as a matter of fuct. But I say,
it's awfully jolly meeting you! I wi
getting rather sick for somebody to tal
to. Joliffe and old Griggs aro all right for
a game of nap or cuchre, but they talk
nothing but horses all the time, and a
chep gets fed up—you sece?”

‘X can quite see that,” said Ethel.

“Jolly lucky meeting you!” eaid the
junior. ~ “‘T don't see why we shouldn’t
be good friends—eh?”

“Y hope we shall always be friends,”
said Lthel; “but I am veiy 'y that you
art in disgrace. Couldn't you tell the
Head you're sorry, und ask him to give
you another chance? I'm sure he would.”

He chuckled.

“Not- much chance of that.

was squiffy in school.”

“You were—what?"

“Squiffy—tipsy, yoy know !

Ethel made an involuntary gesture of
disgust.

“So T had to leave,” he explained.
“But I wasn’t sorry—I'm having a good
time now. I say, we can have some good
times, if you'll como out and mect me.
I suppose you'll be able to get out? Do

she said,

You see,

," said Tthel.

“We can get some horses out from (he
livery-stables here, then,” said iho boy,
vo got plenty of money.”

“Tndeed !

“And there's a theatre over at Way-
land,” said the junior. *Thoy’ve got a
musical play. there now; and I'vo been
golng to sce it.  Ripping thing, they
say—regufar scorcher!™

Ethel Aushed.

““I should not care to sce it!" she said.

“Oh, what rot!” said the junior.
‘"Look here, if they don’t allow you to
get out in the evening, it could be
worked.” '

“I should be allowed o go out if I
‘wanted to; but I shouldn’t want {0} said
Bthel.

He grinned,

““Oh; that's all spoof, you know! Look
here, you could get out quictly, and I'd
meot you at the corner of thie placo, with
a cab, and wo could bowl over to Way-
.!nm’l"m next to no time. What do you
say?

“I should cerlainly not do anything of
the sort!”

He stared at her.

‘“Why not?” he demandod.

“It would not be right, for one thing;
and I don’t want to, for anothor !”

“Wouldn't be right!"” he repeated.
“But you'ro not so particular as all that,

1 siippose !

Tithel's face crimsoned.
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I “I don't understand you ! she said.
You—rxou had hetter not come with me
any further 1”
Ethel hucried on, almost running now,
only anxious to ‘get away from the
fellow. She was shocked, puzzled, alniost
terrified.  He scowled angrily, and ran
after her and caught her by the arm,
:nn‘(} forced her to stop. Lthel panted.
Lomq.k here! What does this game
mean ' he demanded. “You sy‘)okc to
. me, and led me on, and now you're pre-
Londm'g to come the goody-goody bizney.
fi[t do;n t understand it, and I don't like

. See?

“Let me go!”

S Stufil ook here—

Thero was a ring of bicyele bells round
the corner of the road, It was like music
to the cars of the frightened girl. She
did not know who wus coming, but who-
ever it was, he was coming i the nick
of time.

::Hclp 1" eried Ethel.

p Ob, cheese it!” growled the junior.
‘Look here—-"

“Help 1™

Three oyclists came whizzing into sight
round the hend in the lane.

“Hallo1”

1+ Cousin Ethel 17

Three lads leaped dowm, letting the
cyeles go spinning  where they would.
Ihree pairs of hands grasped the boy who
was holding Ethel's wrist; and he was

Ethel away, while T look after that

cast 1"

“Right-ho!" said Manners,

“@Give him ono for me!” said Monty
Lowther.

The boy in the ditch was_scramfling
out, his face dark with rage. Fortunately
for him, it had not been full of water.
But there was enough water and mud in
it to make him a soiry-looking object.
His boots were caked with mud, and his
trousers thick with it, and he was
splashed all over. n

“Don’t go!” exclaimed Ethel. “Tom
Morry ! Look at that boy!
Look at him ! 4

Tom Merry, surprised, fixed his eyea
upon the boy. He started ag he looked
at  him, The fellow’s face seemed
familiar, thongh Tom Merry did not
know where he had seen it before. The
clear-cut, handsome _features—the blue
eyes and curly hair—he knew them well }
““Great  Scott!”  shouted  Monty
Lowther, as ho looked at_the junior’s
faco. *“‘Great Christopher Columbus and
Aunt  Jemima! Look at him,
Manners 1"

“Oh, my hat!” said Mauners, with a
whistle. “That's the giddy: mystery, is

j B 2t

“I—T seem to know him!” said Tom

Morry.,  “T've scen his chivvy before,
somewhere——""

Friday.

“Well, you couldn’t have had one and
forgotten  it, 1  suppose!” inned
Manners, * But that chap might be vour.
twin 1 £

“I—I am so glad it wasn't you, Tom !
faltered Iithel.” “I was surprised when
he spoke as he did—I could not wunder-
stand it )

Tom Merry's brow darkenad.

“The rotter has insulted you!" he
said. “Go on with Manners and
Lowther——"

“No, no! T spoke to him firet I said
Lthel, crimsoning.  “Of course, T took
him for you; but he did not know that ;
£0--50_he misunderstood, I suppose I

“Still, he was o cad to—"

“Pile it on,” said the jinior, with a
disagrecable grin.  “If the young lady
spoke fo mo by mistake, I'm willing to
apologise; but, naturally, T thought she
wanted me, or she wouldn't have spoken
to a stranger. That's all.”

“You are a rotten worm!"
Merry.

“ Thanks 1™

What's your name?” demanded Ton
Merry.  “You'vo been taken for me
before—by several fellows who've scen
you playing tho rotten blackguard, and
U've got into trouble over jt. Who are
you?"

The junior chuckled.

“Well, T dido't know that!" he siid.
“My name's Reggie Clavering, if you

said Tom

=

2N

IN THIS WEEK’S ISSUE OF '

1d. =

Now
on

THE BOYS' FRIEND.

Secure

A Grand Story, dealing
with Frank Richards’

Your

S 1 ' Schooldays. ; '
ale ! By MARTIN CLIFFORD. Copy !

1 1 K 7
wrenched away from her, and hurled into “In the looking-glass!”™ chuckled | want to know, And .
the Lli(c]: beside the road in the twinkling | Lowther: coke 1" ¢ you can go and eaf

of an eye.

Lthel, with a gasp of relief, turned to
her rescuers—and then she staggered—
astounded! For she recognised them—
Lowther, Manners, and—Tom

Aerry !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
The Clearing Up of the Miystery.

L OM MERRY !
Cousin Ethel cried out the

name ill amazement.
“Tom Merry !

The Shell fellow looked at her in sur-
Tise.

*Yes, here Tam!™ he said,

"“Pom Merry I” 5

« . Jolly glad we came_along jusi.
id "Pom Merry. *Vas that cad
annoying you?”

“Oh!” panted Ethel. “I—T have been
istaken, then! I am so glad! Tom
y ! Tt—it s really you! It seems
liko a dream i "Tom Merry !

“You've been scared!” said Tom
Merry, wondermng at the ﬁurl's strange
agitation, “By Jove! Il make that
cad suffer for it! You two fellows taks

=

“What 1"

* Ho's your giddy donble !

“My—my double!” gasped
Mer

Tom

er, only your fuce is healthier
to look at,” said Manners. ‘‘‘hat rotter
looks as if he's had a good many late
nights 1"

“I—1 thought it was you, Tom Marry.
and spoke to him outside Rylcombe!”
panted Cousin  Ethel. “I—I never
dreamed it was somebody clse, though he
spoke as you would never have spoken to
me, I—I—"

Tom Merry stepped closer to the
stranger, Ile scanned the scowling face
with keen eyes.  There was no doubt
about it; the boy was Tom Merry's living
image. No wonder his features had ap-
peared familiar to the Shell fellow. It
was in the looking-glass, as Lowther had
said, that Tom Merry had seen thal face
béfora.

“Might be a gi(id,v twin!?  said
Towther. “Blessed if T knew you had
any twins lying - about loose, Tom
Merry I”

“J haven't, that X know of,’* said Tom.
“Tho .chap certainly looks like me
enough to be my brother, but I haven’t
uny brothers.’”

The junior swung away. Monty Low-
ther grasped him hy the shoulder and
swiung him back,

“Hands off ! said Clavering angr

“We’re not done with ﬁxsng\f:‘llx’.".
grinned Lowther, i T

Tithel made a gesture of appeal.

“ Lowthor—don’t——"

“He ought to be thrashed ! said
Munners,
#No!

; *Well, let him go, then,” sai
Merry. ““The cad isn't worth lirfllil?:!l}}

“Hold on ! said Lowther. *“It's ex-
plained now about Figgins and Kerr amd
Wynn making that nustake. But when
we tell the yarn at St. Jim's, there will
be a good many fellowe jib at it—Levicon
& Co., you know, and some more, We'ro
going 1o prove it I

* But—how——"

“ By filkil:f this fellow to St. Jim's
with us, and ehowing lhim to the fel-
Jows !" said Monty Lowther.

. “My hat! That's a jolly good idea !"”
exclaimed Manners.

“T'm jolly well not coming with you 't
growled Clavering. “‘Hands off 1"

Lowther smiled sweetly.

“You can walk, or you can b eary ied,”
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ho said. “I don’t want the trouble of

(‘m'ryingil you, and if I have to do it, I

sha'n’t handle you gently. Tommy, my

sou, take Cousin Ethel on to the schook
and we'll follow with our giddy friend
who has the check to go about with the
- samo set of features as a pal of ours. If
he doesn't come quietly, 1 shall alter his
featurcs so much that there won't he any
chance of o mistake again."” .
Tom Merry laughed.
“Right-ho " he said.
. _ Aud Tom Merry walked on with Clousin

Tthel. Manners picked up the_bicycles
_and wheeled them; and Monty Lowther,

with an iron grip on the stranger's arm,

forced him to wall towards the school.
lavering resisted fiercely. .
. “I'm not coming, I fell you!” he
. shonted.
. “Bhove those bikes against a free,
Manners; you can fetch them after-
wards,” said Monty. Lowther.  “Tend
me a'hand now with this rotter !

“ Certainly I" said Manners. e

Clavering struggled savagely, but he

- mas swung oft hia feet. Manners took

. his shoulders, and Lowther his legs, and

ho was carried bodily in the direciion of

the school. And as he still resisted, ho

. was bumped down once or twice upon

the hard road. Then he left off resist-
ing, and.vesigned himself to-his fate. -

+ Tom -Merry and Cousin Ethel cntered
_the gateway of St. Jim's. \
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were waiting

there. Figgins, in epite of his black oye,

did not mean to miss sceing Clousin Ethel,

and Kerr and Wynn kept him company.

The New House Co, raised their caps at

once, and looked grimly enough at Tom

Merry.  But Tom DBderry's face was
s bright and friendly 5 .

“It's all right, Wiggy " he exclaimed.
“What?"” eaid Kiggins, as he shook
hands with Clousin . “So glad to
* see you again, Lithel! What a jolly long
time gince you've been down here!”.
“Hallo!” shouted Kerr. “What's
that?”
Lowther and Manuers came. in with
* their hurden.
Figgins & Co. stared at- Clavering
blankly. Z
“Tom Merry's double!” said Lowthoer
blandly. *The chap you fellows met in
- the lane the other evening, and took for
Tom Merry !"” %
“Great Scott!™
“Let me go !" howled Clavering,
“Not just yet, my pippin !" said Low-
ther. “You're on view, you know.
Iivery chap at St. Jim’s has got to seo
you before you're allowed to go loose
again. Bring him in, Manners "

** What-ho !”” said Manners.

Tigging, Kerr, and Wynn stared
blankly at the junior who so strangely
resembled the captain of the Shell. They
understood now It was only too clear
that Tom Merry had a double—and this
was the fellow. And the New House
chums understood the mistake they had
made.

=

“T—I eay, I'm awfully sorry; Tom
Merry ! Figgine faltered. “I—I sup-
poee that was the fellow we found squifty
in the lane—"" :

““ And helped over the stile,” said Korr,

“We thought.it was you,_'l‘n)‘u Merry,”
snid Fatty Wynn. “Blessed if I'd have
dreamed there could be two fellows so
like one another! I'm sorryt”

Tom Merry emiled.

“Tt’s all right,” he said. “I'm jolly

rlad it’s cleared up, that’s all! My hat!
'ﬁ’hoy'n- getting a crowd round now!"

Manners and TLowther had stopped
before the School House with their vie-
tim.

I'ellows were gathering round from all
quartérs to look at him,, and to demand
to know what it all meant.

The chums of Study No. 6. had scen
Ethel from their study window, and thoy
wore coming out to meet her in the
quad, when they spotted Clavering.

They stared at him blankly.

“Bai Jove !” said D'Arcy. ‘“What arc
you holding Tom Mewwy like that for,
you fellahs?”

‘“Tom Merry’s over there with Cousin
Ethel and Tiggins !” said Lowther,

“What !” . ¢ .

“Gweat Scott!"

“My only hat!" yelled Blake. “Then
he's- got @ double, and .this is the giddy
double! Who'd have thought it3"

“Ha; ha, ha!” :

“Come and look at him, Tevison!”
shouted Towther, ‘“And you, Crooke,
and Gore and Mellish ! Bring those
rotters over here; they’re not going to
haye any e for pretending they
believe 1
a, ha, ha!”
nd Levison & Co. were pushed for-
ward by the juniors, and forced to take
a closo survey of the scowling Clavering,
and to admit that he was indeed Tom
Merry's double.  The news had spread
fur and wide by this time, and pretty
nearly all St. Jim's had collected upon
the spot. <

There were exclamations of amazemont
on all sides, and of delight and relief
from Tom DMerry’s friends. Kildare of
the Sixth came off the cricket-ficld to see
the stranger, -and the roar of voices
hrought the Head of St. Jim’s to his
study window, and Mr. Railton and most
of the other mastets out into the quad-
rangle.

“Bless my soul! What is the cause of
this extraordinary disturbance?” - ex-
claimed Dr. Holines, as he leaned out of
the window and looked over the surging
crowd in the quad.

“Show him to the Head!" shouted
DBlake.

““Yuas, wathah!”

Clavering was dragged forward under
the Head’s window.

“Bless my soul! Tom Merry——"

“It 1sn’t Tomn Merry, sir—here’s Tom
called out Figgins.

s my soul !” repeated the amazed

’

’

Merry
“pl

Iead.

-

- ¢Yg's the chap who's been taken for
Tom Merry, sir!” Monty Lowther ex.
lained. “Three silly duffers took him
or Tom Mercy on Monday evening—""

“Look here—"" began Kerr.

“So wo've brought him here to show
all the fellows, sir, to show them what
asses  they've been!”  said  Monty
Lowther. « :

" The Head coughed, and then smiled,

“A very good idea, Lowther. Indeed,
tho resemblance is most vemarkable—and
1 think I should havo been deceived

myself. Is this - boy a velation of
Merry's§”

“Not that we know of, sir. Ilis name's
Clavering.”

The Head fixed his eyes upon the
sullen-looking junior.

“Ulavering,” ho said,  “Your resem-
blanco to a boy belonging to_this chool
has caused a most unhappy mistake to be
made. But it would not have mattered
if you hind been a decent and properly-
behaved lad, like the boy whom you re-
semble outwardly, But your disgraceful
and degraded - conduct causéd o great
amount of tropble to Tom Merry; amd,
indeed, brougﬂt him_ within danger “of
being expelled from the school.

“#This teceible jury which you have so
nearly inflicted upon a stranger should
be a warning to vou. trust you will
reflect upon it, and mend your ways. As
for you, Merey, you aro of course ¢
from overy shred of sus )
hope your schoolfellows who have mis-
judged you will express their regret.

“Weo've done that, sir! shouted
Figgins,

“Bravo, Tom Merry

“ Let. that boy go
“My lads, T am v
matter has been clea
torily." B

And Dr. Holmes, looking very velieved,
turned back into his study.

The juniors released Clavering. That
unpopular youth made his way out of the
school gates, and disappeared. HHo was
not secn in Rylcombe or near St. Jim's
again.

In spite of tho “good time,” which, ac-
cording to his own words, he was having
at the delectablo hostelty of tho Green
Man, he had apparently had enough of
the neighbourhood of St. Jim’s.

o left—probably going back to his
home—but wherever he went, the chums
of St. Jim's were glad cnough that he
had gone.

Tom Merry was surrounded by a cheer-
ing crowd after his double had slunk

? said the Head.
glad  that  this
«d up so satisfac-

eycs were very bright, and his
cheerful, as ho walked into the
o with Cousin Ethel, sur-

Ho had cause to
name had been
was no longer o

School o wi
rounded by his friends.

be cheerful, for his
cleared at last; he
Schoolboy Suspect !

THE END,
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Long Complete Tale,
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Early Adventures of
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Rookwood School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Modern.

LU HERE'S something in the wind 17
L Jimmy Silver  uttered  the

gentiment tho end study of
the Classical Fouwrth Formo
passage.
Lovell nodded.
** Correct, my son,” he said.
1 happencd to hear something in the

quad. which T wasn't supposed to." Jinmy
proceeded.  ** Tommy Dodd & Co. wero
hotching o dark echeme against us. I
got something to do with *stinks.” ™

Lovell, Raby and Newecome, the re-
maining members of the Fistical Four,
Jooked interested. Being Classicals the
despised—or affected to despiso—ever:
i ** Stin
hemistry, to give it its proper name
1 their special scorn.
Novertheless, they realised that
rivals on the Modern side; Toming
& Co., were foemen rthy of their steel,
and not to be despised ot any time. 1
“stinks ” was entering into the question,
something had got to be done.

“I didn’t hear much,” said Jimmy.
“T wasn't trying to do an; vesdropping
But Manders has been showing them some
new stuff which creates a horrible nift,
and Tommy Dodd & Co. ave going to rig
us up o booby-trap with it.”

““M-my hat ! masped Lovell.

Raby looked serious. He had o horrible
aversion for chemicals,

We'll have to watch out for this,” he
said.  ** You can never get rid of that
sort of stufl. We should niff like polecats
for the rest of our natural.”™

“ Exactly !”  said  Jimmy  Silver.
“They're always pulling our legs, and
raying wo're not clean because this part
of the school is so old. It would be a
standing joke for ever.”

“Of course——"" hegan Lovell.

Raby uttered a warning sound.

* Hist ! "' he said.

Ho was standing by the window which
overlooked the quadrangle,

“The - enemy approaches,” he eaid.
s Tommy Dodd & Co. aro coming aeross

.and 1 just saw Doyle shove something
: 3

under his jacket.

* Then wo'll give them a warm recep-
tion,” said Lovell readily.
© “Just a minute,” said Jimmy Silver,
with o twinkle in his eye. ** We don’t
want that stuff messed about in the
passage. Why not capture it, and use it
ourse fvos Fatd

T
i
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> Dodd’s face.
gummy rags flattened thernsolves

C

*“Jf we nip into the hox-room opposite,”
said Jimmy quietly, * they'll think w
all out, and rig it up. Then we can just
e it down quietly and keep it for future
oceasions,

“ We don’t want their beastly *stinks’
muck,” said Raby in great dizdain, ** Still,
it will be a much better scheme if we got
into the hox-room and watch what they
aro going to do.”

“ Hear, hear !’ gaid Newcome. ‘“ Come
on, Lovell 1

SN istical Four made their way to the
box-room, and took wup their station
behind the half open door.

‘They did not have long to wait. Stealthy
footsteps sounded down the passage, and
then the whispering voices of “Lommy
Dodd & Co.

I believe they're out,” said Tommy
Cook.

“Hush ! % said Tommy Dodd.

"The footsteps came nearer.

“Youre right entirely,” said Tommy
Doyle a moment later. *‘ Hoist me up
carefully, and Il fix this little lot ready
for them.” 3

*“ Heathen |’ growled Lovell. * Fancy
talking about ‘stinks’ like that!™

Tommy Dodd, blissfully ignorant of the
presenco of the enemy, chuckled quictly.
“They'll hive the surprisn of their
sweet lives,” he said.  “* This stufl will

3

* Wha-n-n-at 1

cling to them like—like——"

VANANANNNN.

n
The brown-paper parcel flew through the air, and smote Tommy
And as it did so it broke, and a mass of inky paper and
across the Modern junior’s features.

B AANANANNNANNANN VNV NN Y '

“ Like the ivy on the old gorden wail,”
said Tommy Cook with a chortle, ** We'll
be able to scent them a mile ofi t

“And they’ll be placed in quaranti

ure,” said Duy]{-. ; P
* Or Coventry ! added Dodd.
There wos a pause in the conversation,
Evidently the two Tommics were lifting
tho third Tommy eo that he could pus
the Dooby-trap into position. Lovelk
peered cautlonsly round the door, and saw
that this was go,

He turned back to the
with o grin, |

*The chance of a lifetime,” hie whise
pered.  ““ Just listen 1

“Hepe ! said Jimmy Silver.  “ Whera
are you going 7%

But Lovell had alrendy gone. He could
not resist the temptation. ~

Tommy I}uylc had just placed {ho
hooby-trap in position as Lovell emerged

other tliea

‘| from the box-room and ecrept acrass the

passage.

Their backs were towards Lim, and {hey
certainly did not bxpeet anything at all
alarming to happen. But the next moment
they received the shock of their lives,

Tommy Doyle was just prepuring to
descend to the ground when the other two
Tanunies folt a violent shove in the back.
Quite unable to stop themselves, they fell
against the door. .
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“ Yarooooh ¢ "

There was a shout of alarm fromi the
unhappy representatives of the Moderns,
and a roar of laughter from tho ambushed
juniors,

The booby-trap had fallen beautifully—
and it had como homp to roost. 'Thoe
precious packago smashed neross Tommy
Doyle’s head, and sent & shower of vile-
smelling liquid over. the two conspirators
who were holding him up.

Tomimy Dodd backed sharply, with tl»
result that Tommy Doyle fell heavily to
the around.

““ Urooooghi ! " ho roared. * You silly
asses hayo gone- and spoiled the wholo
thing! Whew ! Ain't it agwful 1"

“ Bomeone shoved us ! * howled Toramy

Dodd. “ M-m-my hat, ain't (¢ vile! 'l
elay you for this, LovellL"

“Ha, B, hat” eoid Lovall,” promptly
refreating into tho hox-room.

The three Tommies staggercd away from

the doorway. They wete drenched in theiv
own coutrivance.. And it was certainly
vile stuff. .

“Its thoso Classical onds ! shouled
Tommy Doyle: wrathfully, as ho picked
himself up..  “Wherd arp .they ¢ T'Il
spifticato them ! L'll asko mincemeat of
them 1" i
" Ha, ho, ho 1" echoed.from behind the
closed door of the box-room.

. “Sfay them 1 hooted Cook.  “ They
woro wilching all the. tithe, DMy aunt'!
What a niff !

There” wag o futious thudding et the
box-room dvor,and thea 2 sudden whisper,
and it ceased, r

£ Cave ! Prefect.t " hissed Tommy Dodd.

Hurricd steps 1 down the passag
as tho-threa Moderns flel.  Jimmy Silver
& Co. emerged from tho hox-room lauzhing;
buk they soon gripped their noses as they
caught the odour from theqvrecked hooby -
trap which still lay on the floor.

G hat ! SRR

suid’ Jiromy. the

Timit !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Presents.
IMMY SILVER & CO. exchanged
looks, .
Weo can

his for long,”
ol Whew ! Open
tho window, Jimmy "

Jimnmy did so.. Raby, taking his courago
in both hinds, got a eewspaper, and
wrappad the romuants of tho b ca g
in it. fle heaved the whole fot out into
the quadrangle,

“That's betier,” said Jimmy Silv
“1f we leavo the dvor open for a bit,
expect the smell will blow out in time.
Those BModern  bounders wero  dece
cenpugh to tako most of it away on their

fn, ha, hint"

The Fistical Four. faughed beartily.
“The tables had foon turned upon tie
“*stinks " morchanta with a vongeanco.
Thoy'l e to wash for a weelc,”” snid
Neweome, ““and then they'Il niff 1

dimuy ver grinned sudden

* Look here, kids,"" fro said, it wouldn't
bhe a bad idea to tako-era vound o little

“present of scent, ¢h t7
**Scent 7 ejaculated Loveli.
are we g 0 gof-it from ¢
ot one of the tuxuries indul,
ical Four, They had bett
o for theic mouey than that, ~ But Jin
Nilver was not sturaped yet.
“Smytho und his gang uzo brilliantine,
and all that sort of vot,' 4ie said.  ** Sup-
pose we raid their studies,. aud collect up
n fow things that might Do udeful, then
ke “em round,” a
That's only helping

* Where

U

‘em,” objected
taby,

at el said  Simy  Silver,

Now
“Pulis 'om round, as @ present from

Bugthe 8 Co, That’l bo edding insult
Lo dnjuey.” i

“Ha, Ln, Tn "

The suggestion scemed quite good.

“ Come on, then,” said Lovell. ~  Town-
send and Topham are out, I know. There's
bound to be some stuff in their study.”

The study in question was only a little
way further dow; It was
cmpty when tho I

“* Here's the stuff!’ said Newcome,
pointing to the mantelpicce. * Three
bottles of it."”

The nuts of the Fourth had certainly
fulfilled their part of the bargain. There
wero three varieties of brilliantine waiting
for the japing juniors.

““ Fotch "em into the study,” said Jimmmy
Silver. “I'll pop up to Smythe’s study
and collect up o fow more.' i

He darted along the passage and mado
his way to the Shell passage. Thero was
no reply to his tap on Smythe’s door, and
the junior entered. Tho study was
deserted. y
Jimmy Bilver pounced across to a tablo
ot-the side, and grinned. There wero two
bottles; and o couple.of small jars. He
canght them up ‘without looking to sco
what, they were. and made his way down
ogain to the famous end study in tho
Fourth Form passage.

“What have yougot t ' asked Lovell.

Jimmy drew his captures out.

““Essenca  of Arabio Perfumes,’” he
grinned, looking ut the first  bottle.
** “Breezo of the Western Hills * this ono.”

“Eh ?™ ejnculated Lovell.

¢ That's a funcy name for brilliantine,”
said Jimmy, looking at the bottle. **
it says that will master the
obstinate hair.”

Ha, ha, hat

Jimmy drew out tho two jars. They
were bofh fancy varieties of face cream,
recommended for delicate complexions,

*Just the ticket !" laughed Raby, ns
he examined them.

The threo bottles which- had  been
gleaned from Townsend and Topham wers
filled with similar perfumes. Theic com-
bined effect should certainly be enough to
riil tho unhappy Moderns of the afier
effects of their booby-trap.

““Now for some luggago labels,” said

7 05 he dived in a drawer. * Lend
L, you kids. We'll fix one to each

oo,

ni

He took up o pen and started printing.

“With the compliments of Townsend
#nd Topham,” he wrote,

** Ha, ha, ha :

Lovell & Co. fe!! busy with pen and ink,
The captures from the Shell study were
adorned with the names of Smythe and
Howard, and Lints that Classical perfum
might overcome Modern odours,

** This one ought to suit Tommy Dodd,”
chuckled Lovell, as he survoyed tho last.

U It's © Spicy Balm of Avaby 1’
& Ha, ha ! L
The TFistical Four roarfed as *they

surveyed their work.

Tho nuts of Rookwood had selected their
toilot requirements ‘with . great care and
tasto; and thoy could not have bheen
more  bitingly. though unconsciously,
sarcastic. 1t wis casy to picture the
wrath of Tommy Dodd & Co. when they
discovered the presont. :

I expect. they'll be washing now,”
Sitver, syhen they had got o

fit lnughter.  “Tho  study
bound to ©. Shall we chance it 2"
** Rather

Concealing the bottles in their pockets.

TO_THE BOYS AT THE FRONT.
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the Fistical Four left the study, still with
the door open, and went down the corridor.
They crossed the wido landing, and,
entered the Modern side of Rookwood
wearing particularly innocent expressions.

To their satisfaction they encountered
no one who asked any awkward questions,
and they reached their rivals' study
safely.

Jimmy Silver knocked on the door,
T'here was no answer.

Tho Fistical Four entered cautionsly*
in-caso an ambush had been prepared for
them. But the study was deserted.

Only a vague, unpleasant smell hung on
the air, to show that.the luckless trio had
been there recently.

The TFistical Four arranged  their
presants on the table with grent {aste,
Lovell stepped back und survoyed them

with a chuckle,

“The effect is Im.\uliiul." he gaid.

* Wo've certainly upheld ar reputations
08 Classicals,” said Jimmy Silver., W h}‘n
the Moderns get tainted with the choice
odours of * Stinks’
produce of the Easl—-

‘‘Ha, ha, ha ! ¢

Jimmy Silver pnt the matter in o way
which was not likely to appeal to the
Modern juniors.  But it was cortain that
they would see the point “95

“Botter clear,” saidd Raby. * Those
Modern cads may. ba coming back at ary
time now, and we shall givo the show away
it we're enught.”

He made his way out into the passage
and the others followed him.

still descrted.  The
ortling to themselyes,
de their way along it, and back to tlieir
own part of the schiool.  But as they drew
near to their own study Jimmy Silver
paused. 5
- ** Not going back there,” he said firmly.
“Give it o chance to clear!™

The chums turned und made their way
out into the quad.

“ L wondor what: they'it do to Smythe &
speculated Lov hey went.

“ Something they'il remember, T hope,™
said Jimmy Silver.

Thero was no love lost between the
of the Fourth and tho fops of Rool,

Co

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Arabic Ferfumes!

OMMY DODD & CO. wmade their

! way sorrowfully to their study.

They had just spent an cnengetic

hour with the soap and water,
trying to removo tho t of their at.
tempted jape on the L Four.

Tommy Dodd’s hind was on the door-
handle. He entered, and then paused,
{lushing rather red.

* Look ! he ordered. d

His chums followed him into tlie room
and looked.

 Mn-my hat 17 gasped Tommy Cook.

Thero- was & beautiful array of scent
bottles on the table, and to cach was
aflixed a Iuggage fubel.  Tho threo steoped
forward and read them.

* Of all the confounded cheek 7 gasped
Tornmy Dodd. “Look at thiy ono! *To
‘Thomas Dodd, from a sell-wisher. Hoping
it will mako him smell less liko a polecat
than Nature intended him to be,”

* Ha, ha, ha ! roared Doyle and Cools,
Tomnyy Dodd clenched his fists.
“You silly asses haven't anything to
cackle about,” he howled.  ** S¢e this one !
‘o Thomas Cook.. You smell as bad as
you look. So for a bad lad is some scent
of Bagdad. A present from Smythe and
Howard.” ™ 3

Tommy Coole flushed. And Tommy
Doyle also looked serious. Ho expected
his turn would come next.” And it did,
Ho read the inscription on the next hottle
of brilliantine with lowering brow.

“Townsend and Tophnm send t

Tommy Doyle. with all good wishes,”

we bring them the fair |



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

“M-my aunt ! gasped Tommy Doyle.
** And does this mean that thosc insulling
cads have brought their rotten scent roun:
tous 1™

The others nodded in silent wrath.

“ I'l pulverise the spalpeens entirely !
roared Tommy Doyle. **Just the sort of
thing thoso Classical ends would do ! ™

The remaining labels were read with
anger that increased at every word. The
sareasm of the TFistical Four hed gone
home even wore deeply than its authors
ever anticipated. Tommy Dodd & Co.
were nearly fuming when they came to
the jars of face cream.

* Heave ’‘em out of
roared Tommy Dodd.
rotters ! "’

the window ! ™
“ We'll flay those

“Just o minute!" interposed Tommy

Cook, ““I've got a betler scheme than
that, If we go ragging in the Classi

studies we'll probably get sc
we can't get the other fellow:
up.
1

to back us
They'Il laugh at us for mugs if we
'em what happened.”

Tommy Dodd nodded.

“We'll take it out of Sraythe & Co. when
we get the chance,’” said Cook. “ But I
don’t suppose they know how many
bottles they brought round to us.”

‘T'his was quite correct, although Toramy

Cook did not kuow it.

>

dow to see that the coast was clear, and
then made his way back to the study.

The three juniors then made their way
to the Classical side of the house, and here
they were as fortunate as the Fistical Four
of the end study had been in théle visit to
the other side.

One of the bottles was placed on the
mantelpicee in Townsend's study, where
the nuts were sure to seo it when they
looked for a dressing for their immaculate
hair,

The Shell passago was also deserted,
and the other bottle found a resting-place
ready for Smythe's use when he needed
something stronger than water to empha-
sisc tho parting in his hair.

This was certainly stronger than water.
So Tommy Dodd & Co. felt quite justitied
in leaving it.

. That part of the programme completed,
Tommy Dodd & Co. made their way back
to their own quarters, and after u little
more scouring, sauntered down to Little
Side.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were god in o

19

“Whatever have you two heen duving
to yowrselves 2’ he gasped.  ** You smell
like a couple of—of polecats.”

The two nuis of the Fourth looked at
cach other.

“It's—it’'s ‘Essenco of Arabic Ter.
fumes’!” gasped Townsend. * Awily
good stufi, you know, Bulkeley! Used
by lnll ||.l’\\ nobility, you know. I always
find

et out of here, you disgusting litilo

" roared Bulkeley, gripping his
* And—here, Smythe ! H{u\mrd!
> you being doing the same t
Smytho ond Howard had just come in
the door. But thot odour was offeusive
at fifty yards, or thercabouts.

“1 don’t understand you, Bulkeley,™
soidsSimythe, with dignity. **There is a
disgustin® smell here, certainly, but——"

“It's you, you filthy fop!” shouted
Bulkeley. *If you precious fops coma
here ngain with any of that beastly stuft
on your hair I'll slay tho lot of you! ™

The four nuts looked at ench other.

&

friendly” bout of shooting at goal, and
they grinned as the three Moderns came
down.

“ Anyone got any disinfectant 2 " asked
Jimmy Silver loudly, as they came up.

Lovell gripped his nose, and pretended
to back away. Raby and Newecome

The 1 odour of Tominy Dodd’s
specinl brand of hair-oil was growing in-
creasingly obnoxious as they stood.

“Get out of 1" roared the Iead
prefect again, .

The nuts turned and vanished. Tt had
dawned on their slow brains that some-
thing certainly was radically wrong !
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“Well 2"
jmpatiently,

*This is my idea, then,” said Cook.
“Suppose wo get somo more *Stinks’
stuft and fill up a couple of their bril-
liantine bottles and plant it back on ‘em.
Ten to one they'll use it, if they're in a
It looks the same, and they won't

ejaculated  Tomuny Doyle

¢ Hyy ha, ha't™

The idea seemed o good one, and the
angry Tommies did not wait to discuss it
further. Ii they had, they might have
wondered why Smythe & Co. should have
troubled to bring ull theiv stoc

ils round to them. 'T'hat was s
stical Four had made,
unnoticed.

A couplo of bottles of brilliantine were
emptied out of the window, and Toumuny
Dodd nipped off to the laboratory to fill
them.

The door was locked, but a window at
the side was conveniently open. He
slipped through, and, making his way to
the other side, drew down a large bottle
ol yellowish liquid.

The bottles were quickly . filled, an:,
baving been corked, washed in running
wator to remove all traces of"tlicir un-
savoury contents.

Tommy Do.ld peered through the win.

of choico
slip which
But it passed

studiously walked round in a circle {o
keep as far away as possible.

Tomnmy Dodd snorted. But he turned
red all the same.

*On the ballt" Te eried, and doshed
forward.

His chums followed him, and scored a
shot. It happened that a Classieal was in
;x:}m], and this rather piqued the Fistical
Four,

and in the house rivalry the jupe was €oon
forgotten, Tommy Dodd & Co.

jape then.
had time to exchange any more comments.

taking tea in Big Hall.
much time.

Townsend and Topham came in.
hair wais nicely plastered down, bub both
were oyeing cach other rather doubtfully.

“There's an awful smell somewhere,™
gasped Tophr\m. %

“Yaas,”  said Townsend. “I think
it must be that beastly Drilliantine you
put on.”

** But you- e

Topham got no furthor. They were
just passing Bulkeley, and the big prefect
suddenly beckoned to them. -

They dashed in and collared the ball,

made
things too hot to allow the Moderns to
Tea-bell rang before they had]

Funds being low, all the juniors were
Tho game had
mado them hungry, and they did not waste

They had scarcely sat down before
Their

— I}

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
* Tommy Dodd’'s Parcel.
OMMY DODD & CO. chortled
_. ‘“Hoof ’‘em out,
cried Tommy Dodd.
Clussical smell,
Modern ways.”

There was a howl from the Moderns in
support: of the words. The jape on the
nuts had worked uncommonly well. Al
of - them had dressed for tea 'in a hurry,
and the brilliantine bottles had been
eprinkled on their hair in. great haste.
Though how it was they had not dis-
covered it before reaching Hull no one
knew. .

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged looks.

1 know what’s happened!™ sajd
Lovell, with n grin.  * They filled up the
brilliantine bottles with that *Stinks?
stuff, and rcturned them. And those
silly Jugginges have used the stuff § 2

Jimmy Silver smiled.

** Serves “em jolly well riglet ! ™" he said.
“Smythe won't get any t¢a now, and he
won't feel liko any supper, after fiddling
about with that sickly stuff. But it’s one.
against the Classicals]™

Raby ll‘\gdded.‘ 5 . -

We'll hava to do sgmeething to squara
them for this,”” he Idldf % O.E\ -yo;qsng.
gest anything, Jimmy ¢ " 3
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Jimmy Silver looked thpuﬁhﬂul.

“ Not now," he said, “Listen to those
Modern cads! They'ro ehricking  the
place down ohout the Olassical niff !

The Modorns were cortainly imaking
their voices hoard. And those who had
not heard of the afternoon proceodings
cortainly ¢hought that tho nuts had dis-
graced their house. Smythe & Co, wero
in for a warm timo at tho hands of their
own friends a5 soon as they wero fit to
touch {

= Jimmy Silver & Co, did not: got oxcited.
They had. not anticipated that Tommy
Dodd & Co. would take the lino they had
~for the fancied iusult thoy roceived’ from
+the nuts of Rookwood, bub thoy were not
sl-};ry that events had turned out as they
“dlid.. ’

- If only they could score back on Tommy
Dodd & Co. they considored thal odds
would be even.

A solemn conclaye was held in the end
_study of tho Fourth Form passago after
ten, and many schemes wero schemed and
rojected. But at last Jimmy Silver
struck a winner, and whon he expounded
it to his chums thoy laughed approval,

“ Tommy Dodd will :r[’l right into it 1"

laimed Raby delightedly, “ He can't
help himself t'* - g 3
- And .we'll show him a Classical joko
without resorting to “Stinks’!" added
“Newcome. ““ Wo'll usa some good old
Clissical ink and gum.'

“Ha, ha, hat*

. The scheme appealed. more to the
¥istical Four as they discussed it, snd thoy
lnughed again at tho approaching discom-
fiture of Tommy Dods.

Prep was finished off in record time that
night. Townsond and Topham did not

. appear in the Fourth Form passago until
vory late, and even then they still held o
faint odour of the ‘‘ Essonce of Arabic
Lerfumes " which Tommy Dodd had
obtained for thom.

The Fistical Four grinned as they saw
them, and closod the study door. 2

Then preparations wera mado for the
u.nldoing of Master Dodd, of the Modern
side. 3

Paper, ink, and gum wero requisitioned
from every availablo sourco, and tho four
worked hard for a good hour upon their
jcherao, AR S

But when they tied ¢ho ast string, and
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stepped back to survey the neat little
brown-paper parcel on tho teble, they
were not sorry for the timo they had
spent. .

That night nothing of event happened,
but next morning, after tho.post had
come, & startling rumour flonted round
tho Modern side.

“ Tommy,” said Tommy Cook to
Tommy Dodd, behind tho cover of a
‘* Stinks " book, ““ have you heard about
your parcel ?

“ Parcel " asked Tomimny Dodd.

The other nodded.

‘ There was a parcel for you on the post-
tablo this morning,” he said. ‘* Heaps of
tho fellows saw it. Aund now it's missing !
T'vo heard that those Classical cads havo
sneaked it."

My hat!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
** Hore, I say, this is a bit too thick.
They're not jolly well going to have that.
Who's got it 2 ™
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* Jimmy Silver!”

Tommy Dodd flushed.

“The bounder!” he muttered. “ X'l
scalp that Cloassical cad. He's gono a bit
too far this timo!"

And for the rest of the morning the
irate Modern fumed over the nows.

It certainly did seem a bit thick, pinch-
ing a parcel before its owner had even seen
it 1 But it was war to tho knife between
the rival sides at Rookwood, and Dodd
did not sec any reason why Jimmy Silver
should not do such a thing if he thought
he could score a victory.

Immediately = after “morning school
Tommy- Dodd emerged into the quad
with & wrathful frown and a savage
temper.

“ Anyone
Raby.-

““Haven't oven ‘sesn a copper! ™ said
Raby blandly.

scen Silver £’ he asked

E
Friday. '

Dodd zunorted, and passed on. 1

But ho got no satisfaction from his
questioning. Apparently Daster Silver
had made himself scarce. Tommy Dodd
was just about to raid the Classical quar-
ters, when the svindow of the Fourth Fornr
‘room opened, however, end a face looked

u“""Sil\'(:r! shouted Tommy Dodd,
dashing a * Where's my parcel 27

Jimmy 8i! grinned. Ho held up &
brown-paper parcel.

“This is for you,” he said calmly,
“ Do you want it ¢ -

“Of courso I do!™
Dodd.

“And you won't he angry if I give it
you 2

fNo 12

“Or throw it ¢

* Givo it here!™
Dodd.

Jimmy Silver smiled. There wero a
number of fellows looking on, and he
judged the moment had come.

*“Here is your parcel ! ho snid.

The brown-paper thing flow through
the air and smote Tommy Dodd's face.
And as it did so it broke, end o moss of
inky paper and gummy rags flattened
thomselves across the Modern fellow's
features.

“ Yar-ooooh ! ' roared Tommy Dodd.

o had not expected that sort of pareel,
nor had tho fellows in the quad.  They
roared with laughter,

““IIa, ho, ha ! ™

Tomuny Dodd toro a portion of the inky
mess from his foco and glared at tho win-
dow from which it had come.  But fimmy
Silver had vanished.

A guileless voice sounded at Tommy
Dodd's elbow.

““ Did you find Silver 2 ' askod Rahy.
And got your parcel 2’ added Noy.
come.

Tommy Dodd snorted.

It suddenly dawned on him that the
whole thing had been a joko to make hin
usk for the parcel—and then got it. He
turned and made off in the dircction of the
Modern uarters, with o howl of Classical
laughter ringing in his ¢

The ('Iuﬁsicnif had scored with @ vone
goanco [

lowled Tommy

snapped  Tommy

THE END,

FIVER!
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