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PONSONBY'S PLOT!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“ The esteemed fat bounder has taken my bike!"” ex- |
claimed Hurree Singh, recognising his machine. * Collar
him! ' shouted Bob Cherry. (See Chapter 1,)

1
i

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Starts!
" UELCHY wante you, Wharton !"
Billy Bunter grinned cheerfully as he made
that announcement.
The fact that Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, wanted Wharton seemed to afford Billy Bunter
considerable pleasure.
But Harry Wharton did not look pleased.
Harry Wharton & Co. were about to quit the School
House. They were going over to Higheliffe to tea with
their chums there. The Famous Five were all ready to
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start, when Billy Bunter rolled up with the information
that Mr. Quelch wanted Wharton,

“Oh, blow!” eaid Bob Cherry crossly.
now?"

“Wharton’s in for it!"” said Bunter, with a
“Quelchy was looking rather waxy.
his study at once, Wharton !"

Wharton frowned.

The Co. had only left cricket practice in time to
change and start for Highecliffe. At Highcliffe, Cour-
tenay and De Courcy wmﬁﬂ be expecting them. And it
was a very jmportant visit they were about to make,

August 21et, 19153,

“What is it

grin.
You're to go to
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more important tham a “common or garden” study
fea-party. It concerned a cricket-match which was being
arranged between the Greyfriare Remove and the High-
cliffe juniore. For a long time the fixture had been
dropped, owing to the extremely unsportsmanlike
manners and customs of Pounsonby & Co. of Higheliffe.
It was Frank Courtenay’s idea to revive it, and the
Greyfriars fellowe had been willing to meet him half-
way. The match was now as good as arranged, much
to the exasperation of Ponsonby & Co., who would have
done much to break off the friendly relations existing
. between Courtenay of Highcliffe and the chums of
Greyfriars.

Wharton fixed hie eyes on Billy Dunter angrily,.
Bunter chuckled.

“Serve you jolly well right!” he remarked, with
undiminished cheerfulness. * Quelchy had his cane ready
on the table, by the way. You're in for it! I dare say
you'll be detained, too. He, he, he!”

“What the deuce is the matter?’ said Johnny Bull.
" What is Quelchy down on you for this time, Wharton ?”
“Blessed if 1 know!” growled Wharton. * Unlese
there's been a complaint about my punching Ponsonby’s
head yesterday.”

“ Well, he asked for that !” said Nugent.

"“"Buzz off, and we'll wait for you!” said Bob Cherry.
“Speak nicely to Quelchy, and stroke him down the
right way. e've simply got to go over to Highcliffe
thie afternoon.”

Wharton nodded and walked away:

“1 say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter confidentially,
"Wharton's in for it, you know, I'll tell you what,
It’s mo good waiting for him. I'll come over to High-
cliffe instead of him.” :

“Oh, cheeee it!"”

“1 dare say Courtenay would rather see me, you know.
I'm rather pally with him,” eaid Bunter. “T think he
must have mentioned me in the invitation, only
Wharton's keéping it dark.

“Go and eat coke!”

“Iet's get off before he comes back,” urged Billy
Burter. “The beast won't let me come! 1 asked the
beast, and the beast said no! He actually eaid that
those chaps couldn’t stand me, you know'! I know De
Courcy will expeet to see me. I can take Wharton's
bike g

“You’'ll take my boot if you don’t shut up!” growled
Bob Cherry. ! ;

“Oh, really, Bob—"

“What the dickens does Quelchy want?” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Why couldn’t he leave it till we got
back? These Form-masters are a bother!”

“They are, they is!” said Bob Cherry. “The worst
of it is, that if that cad Ponsonby makes trouble, we
mayn’t be able to fix up the match with Courtenay.
Pon would stop it if he could!” _

The chums of the Remove waited anxiously for
Wharton’s return. They knew the unscrupulous Pon-
sonby only teo well, and they knew he would leave no
etone unturned to “ muck-up ” the renewed fixture. Since
Courtenay had come to Highcliffe Ponsonby’s star had
been on the wane; and the fact that Courtenay had
taken the lead in jumior cricket there was another blow
to Poneonby’s prestige. The fixture with Greviriars
was to be renewed, but Ponsonby & Co. were to be left
out of it, and they were not likely to take that “lying
down,” if they could help it. Only the day before there
had been a “scrap” with the nuts of Highcliffe, in which
the nuts had been considerably worsted.

This eudden call of the captain of the Remove into
Mr. Quelch’s study looked ae if tromble was brewlng,
and the Co. were uneasy. More than once they had
had to confess that Ponsonby was too deep for them.
They could not use the same weapons as the unscrupunlous
cad of Higheliffe. It would be bitterly exasperating if
the match should be “ mucked up " after all.

“1 say, you fellows,” urged Billy Bunter, “it’s no good
waiting, you know. Tea’'ll be spoiled. You know what
ripping feeds that chap De Courcy stands! Let's get
off: and if Wharton isn’t detained, he can borrow a
bike and come after us!’ .

*“Dry up, you oyster ! roared Bob Cherry.

ToE MAGNET LisRary.—No. 203,
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“Oh, really, you know! [ ippi

ﬂllﬂl‘%ﬂﬂj': u,nfi hj Ta{:‘:‘:ﬂ 4 I'._I_‘]hmk of that ripping spread

ob Cherry was not thinking of the feed in Courtenav’
study at Higheliffe, but of m%rﬂ important thinga.e :Eu;
he was not in a mood to be hothered by the Owl of the
Remove. He brought one of his large boots inte play,
D'nf.i iﬂl”?" Bunter scuttled down the passage and roared.
Bea:t:};’]”' Beast! I jolly well hope you'll all be detained !

And Bunter shook a fat fist at the Co. and disappeared,

He rolled out into the Close with a discontented frown
upon his fat face. Billy Bunter was in a state not unusual
to him—stony. And the thought of the handsome spread,
which certainly awaited the Famous Five at Highclifte,
haunted his mind. Bunter could see mo reason what-
ever why he shouldn't be one of the tea-party. It was
true that he hadn’t been asked, but, as he had explained
to Wharton several times that day, Wharton coul easily
take him along as a friend. Wharton did not seem to
see it somehow. '

“ Beasts !” murmured Billy Bunter morosely. *“There’ll
be ham and eggs, and pie, and cake, and jam, and
Jellies! And those beasts want to leave me out of it!
Actually want to leave me out of it, the ungrateful
rotters, after all I've done for 'em! Well, I know I'm
jolly well not going to be left out !”

Billy Bunter thought it out, and a fat grin overspread
his face.

He started for the bike-shed.

A few minutes later he reappeared, wheeling Hurree
Singh’s machine along towards the gates. e four
juniors, waiting in the doorway of the School House,
EP“““"EE ]111:]1; ]i.n] there was a shout.

“ Whose bike have you got there - P

B}mter-lhlinked ot Liam it

“It’s all right, Bob. I'm going to tell Courtenay that
Wharton's been detained, an he’% come over Iateri?;

“ What !I”

"It’s omly the civil thing, you know. They’ll be
waiting for you, and you're late already.”

“Why you—you—-"

“It’s all right. You wait for Wharton, and I'll
explain to Courtenay,” said Billy Bunter, “I don’t mind
taking the trouble. That's all right !”

“The ésteemed fat bounder has taken my bike!”
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, recognising his
machine,

“Collar him !"” shouted Bob Cherry.

The four juniors rushed down the steps. :

But Billy Bunter did not wait to be collared.

He clambered on the bike and pedalled down to the
gates, and whirled out into the road before the sprinting
Juniore could get near him.

“Btop, you fat villain!" roared Bob Cherry, dashing
cut panting into the road.

Bunter did not stop. He was pedalling away for
Higheliffe as if for his life. He had an excuse now
for presenting himself there, and that was enough for
him. The four Removites stared after him wrathfully
as he vanished in a cloud of dust,

“The cheeky beast!” ejaculated Johnny Bull. “ Why,
we'll—we’ll—we’ll—" Words failed Johnny Bull. He
could think of nothing quite eevere emough to be
inflicted upon Billy BHEEEI‘. :

“You'll have to borrow a bike now, Inky,” said Bob

Cherry.

“The borrowfulness will be mnecessary, but the
slaughterfulness of the disgusting Bunter will lLe
terrific " growled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

And the four juniors returned to the School House to
wait for Harry Wharton, who had not yet come out of

the Form-master’s study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Told on the Telephone !
HARRY WHARTON entered Mr. Quelch’s study with
an uneasy brow,
It generally meant trouble of some sort when a
Junior was called into the Form-master’'s study, and
Bunter’s statement that Quelchy looked “ waxy,” and had
his cane on the table, added to the junior’s uneasiness,

A Grand, Long, Comnlete Btory of Ha
Wharton & Co By FRANK RIOHARDS.
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. Fourth staggered back and plumped into his chair.

smack! Courtenay’s open hand came across Ponsonby's face with a crack like a whip. The dandy of the
“Now will you put up your hands? " demanded Courtenmay. |

(See Chapter 7.) :

He had little doubt that Ponsomby of Highcliffe had
been at work again, and that Mr. Quelch had received
some complaint concerning the * scrap "' of the previous
day. In that scrap the Highcliftians had been the
aggressors, but the llemovites had certainly not been slow
to take up the gauntlet. But it was quite probable that
Ponsonby had induced his Form-master, Mr. Mobbs, to
make a complaint; it had happened before.

Mr. Quelch was standing by the telephone in the study,
and he looked round as Wharton came in.

“* Ah, I semt for you, Wharton i

** Xeoa, sir!”

“1 have just received a telephone call from Highcliffe
School.”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“1 expected that, sir. We don't consider that we were
to blame. [If Ponsonby were_ decent, he wouldn't drag
Ixis Form-master into a little row like that."

Mr. Quelch looked surprised.

* I do not understand vou, Wharton.”

"1 suppose it’s about the scrap yesterday, sir. You
see, we're arranging to start the cricket fixture again
with Highcliffe, and Ponsonby has cut up rusty
Courtenay 1s junior cricket captain over there mnow, and

THE Maawer LiBrary.—No, 393
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Ponsonby doesn’t like it.
a little scrap——"

"1 was not aware of that, Wharton.”

“Oh!™

“But I have told you, more than once, that I dis-
approve of these incessant troubles with the Highcliffe
boys,” said the Remove master, frowning

“We're on good terms with most of them, sir, and we're
arranging to start the cricket fixture again

"1 am glad to hear that. I am glad to say that I have
received no complaint.”

“*Oh! I—I thought i

Mr. Quelch concealed a ami'e.

"1 have received a telephone call from Highcliffe,” he
said. “But it is not from Mr. Mobbs. 1t is from a boy
named Courtenay.”

“Oh!” said Wharton again.
put his foot in 1t.

" Courtenay has asked permission to speak to you over
the telephone,” explained Mr. Quelch. * As he says that
it 1s important, 1 shall allow him to do so. The teleplione
13 at your service for a few minutes.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!" said Harry. " We were just
going over there. I suppose it's about the cricket match.
Thank you very much, sir!”

We had a row yesterday—or!y

He realised that he had

A Grand, Lone, Comploto Story of Harry
Wharton & Co By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Mr. Quelch nodded and guitted the study, and Wharton,
greatly relieved in his mind, took up the receiver.

“ Hallo! I& that you, Courtenayr

“ Yes,” same the reply faintly on the wire.
Wharton?"

“ Yes.-

* I don’t quite recognise your voice.”

“ | don't recognize yours,” said Harry.
coming over.”

“Yes, I thought I'd catch you before you started,”
came the reply. * Lucky I did, as it happens.”

* Anything gone wrong:" asked Harry.

“ Not exactly. You were coming over to tulk about the
cricket match?”

" Yes."

“ Well, don’t!”

i Eh?l‘l

Harry Wharton almost dropped the receiver im his
astonishment.

“ Don't you understand me?”

« 1 understand what you said, of course, but—"

wiPhe cricket mateh is off. We don’t want the
fixture."

s Uh !I‘I

“ You know that Ponsonby is my cousin, though we
haven't been on good terms. Well, Pon’s made it up with
me, and the long and the short of it is, that ['m stand-
ing by him."”

“Oh!”

“ You pitched into him yesterday—

“ We had a scrap,” said Wharton. "1 don’t think I
need tell yon that I didn’t ask for it. 1ve tried to keep
clear of Ponsonby because he's your cousin, Courtenay."

“You don't scem to have succeeded. Pon's got a
swollen nose. 'I'he fact is, blood is thicker than water,
and I can’'t pal with a chap who goes for my cousin, If
vou can't be friendly with l'ensonby, you can’t be friendly
with me.”

Wharton’s cheeks flugshed with anger.

“] certainly cannot be friendly with Ponsonby,” he
said icily.

“"Then yon can leave me alone.

“ | will, with pleasure,” said W harton angrily., "'T'his
i« rather a mew line for you to take, Courtenay, but 1
don't need telling twice.”

“1'm if 1've hurt your feelings—"

“ You needn’t troukle.”

“ But I can’t see that you had any right to pitch into
Pon. He's my cousin, and my father wants me to be on
good terms with him. I'm going to try it, anyway, and
vou Greyfriars fellows won't be allowed to.mak= trouble.
I'm putting it plainly; it's the best way."

“ Quite the best,” said Wharton, biting his lip.

“ In fact, the less we see of each other the better.”

“\We shall certainly see mothing of each other after
this. I think yeu are a cad!’

“What I

“A cad, and a rotten outsider, to speak to me like
this!” exclaimed Wharton, his eyes blazing over the
receiver. " And I warn you that the mext time I meet
veu I'll make you put up your hands I

h“ Oh, 1-.conld lick you easy enough, if it came to
Lhat !”

“1'll give you the chance.”

“1f you mean that, Wharton, I've a good mind to come
over to Greyfriars, and give you a hiding, just to teach
you manners.”

* You'll be welcome.™

#utill, there's no need to row. I'm chummy with
Ponsonby now, and I don't want to hove anythimg more
to do with you. 'T'hat’s final!"”

“ Why, you cad—are you there, Courtenay?”

‘There was no reply. The telephone was rung off,
Wharton hung up the receiver, and quitted the study
with his brows contracted, his face pale with anger.

His chums looked at him curiously as he jomed them
in the doorway.

“ Not detained?” asked Bob,

“ No.”

* Licked?"

* No, no.”

“ What did Quelcky want?’

Tue Macset LiBRARY.—No. 383,
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“ Let's get off,” said Frank Nugent. * You can tell us
whit Quelchy wanted on the way.”

* Hold on,” said Harry. * We're not going !

ﬁntr_gumg " exclaimed all the juniors together.

0!

“ But what—why——"

Wharton, his voice trembling with anger, explained.
The Co.-listened to him 1n utter amazement.

“ Well,” said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath, "thet
takes the cake, and no mistake! Who'd have thought
Courtenay would turn out like that? That cad Ponsonby
must have influenced him somehow."”

“ InHluence or not, he had no right to act like that!”
said Wharton savagely. “1'm done with him! The next
time I meet him——'" Wharton did not finish, but his
leok told velumes,

And his chums fully shared his feelings. The
felt very friendly towards Frank Courtenay; but
ship could hardly stand that strain,
anger in their breasts,

Their feelings would have been very different if, at that
moment, they could have seen Cecil Ponsonby, of the
Fourth Form at Highcliffe, For Cecil Ponsonby bad
just stepped from a telephone-box in Courtfield, and
joined his chums, Gadsby and Vavasour. And the three
young rascals were chuckling gleefully over what they
evidently considered an ﬂrcelfent joke.

had
iend-
There was deep

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Only Bunter!
# gmg ISTER ANNLE—Sister Anne!” yawned the Cater-
paillar,

S De Courcy of the Fourth, otherwise known as

the Caterpillar, was reclining in a very easy easy-
chair, in No. 3 Study at Higheliffe. He had exerted him-
sclf for a whole week, to take part in the school spors,
and now the reaction had set in, and the Caterpillar was
as big a slacker as ever.

t'rank Courtenay was standing ot the study window,
leoking out over the quad.

The study table was white and shining with a spotiess
cloth and spotless crocks. The feed, on an unusual
scale, was ready. Courtenay and the Caterpillar were
ready. But the guests had not arrived, and they were
late.

“ Our energetic friends at Greyfriars are not quite #o
energetic as usnal,” the Caterpillar remarked, as
Courtenay turned from the window. *They re keepin’ us
waitin’, Franky."” :

* Oh, they’ll come along soon!” said Courtenay.

“ Here come some of the giddy guests, anyway,” smiled
the Caterpillar, as the study door opened. _

It was Smithson of the Fourth who eame in. Rmith-
son was @ member of the new junmior eleven Frank
Courtenay had formed at Highclife.

Smithson was in flannels, and his face was ruddy.
Evidently he had just come in from the ericket field.
The Caterpillar nodded to him with a lazy smile.

* Slacking, as usual !’ eaid Smithson.

“ Yaas,” said the Caterpillar. * Have you been
exertin’ yourself, dear boy #"’ ; :

““I've been at practice,” said Smithson, * and it's a
pity you haven't. It'd do you good !

is ﬂ-ETEE;”

« What sort of a show are you going to make in the
match if you don’t do any practice, Caterpillar?” de-
manded Smithson, a little warmly.

« A pretty rotten show,” he replied calmly. * You'd
better speak to Franky. I've advised him, as a friend,
tc Jeave me out of the eleven. He won’t listen to me.
You try him, Smithy. Wilh your well-known eloguence
and power of expression you may succeed where 1 have
failed.” _

““ Oh, rats!"’ said Smithson,

“ You're playing, Caterpillar,”” said Courtenay de-
cidedly. ““It’s not easy to make up an eleven with
Ponscnby and all his set standing out. The Shell fellows
won’t play for my team unlese they have a Shell skipper,
and they're such a set of duffers that that would be no
good. Youw’ll have to play, for want of a better man,
anyway.”
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“ Thanks !"

‘“ Besides, you can
said Courtenay. “I
match."”

“You always were a hopeful sort of chap, Franky.”’

““ Pon and his lot are awfully down ‘'on the match,”
said Smithson. °“ Monson’s been saying that they’ll stop
the game somehow.”

Courtenay’s eyea

“Let them try!"" he said. .

‘“ Yaas, let them try!” yawned the Caterpillar.
“We'll strew the hungry churchyard with their bones,
as somebody says. -%‘;"ﬂﬂ it Shakespeare or Milton,
Franky ?"

** Shakespeare, fathead !

“Good! You'd hardly imagine how much solid know-
ledge I'm imbibing from Franky,” said the Caterpillar
in a confidential tome to Smithson. *° He reeks with
knowledge, and I pick up the crumbs that fall from the
rich man’s table, you know. Hallo! Here’s another of
our enterprisin’ warriors."”

Yates of the Fourth came in.

““Tea ready?'" he inquired.

““Yes, but the wvisitors
Courtenay.

““How are you gettin' on with the cricket, Yates?"
asked the E‘-aterqi!lar.

“Topping ! shouldn’'t wonder if we beat Grey-
friars,”” sald Yates. “*Of course, it will be a pretty
tough serap, but we may do it. We shall have to go all
out to win."

““My hat! What a pleasant pros
Caterpillar. “ I can E}r
on a stretcher.”

Benson of the Fourth, another member of the new
cleven, arrived. He had a ruddy flush in his cheeks.
Courtenay’s new recruits were keeping hard at practice,
and Frank had communicated his own enthusiasm to all
nf the eleven, excepting his own special chum, the
Caterpillar. It seemed impossible for the Caterpillar to
enthuse over anything. The plentiful lack of en-
thusiasm on the part of De Courcy was a disappoint-
ment, but Courtenay had already learned to take his
chum as he found him. The champion slacker of High-
cliffe was not to he changed all ai once.

“Goin’ strong, Benson?"' asked De Courcy

““ Yes, rather "’ said Benson.
down to practice, Caterpillar?”

“Too lazy.”

L“ You jolly well wouldn't be in my team, if I were
skipper !"’

y F*Inw I wish you were skipper!” sighed the Cater-
pillar. *“ Franky, I suppose you don't feel inclined to
resign in favour of our young friend here?”’

““ Rats !"" sald Courtenay.

He crossed to the window again, and looked out.
Harry Wharton & Co. were very lale, and as a rule they
were quite punctual. A fat figure appeared at the gates
of Highcliffe, wheeling a bicycle. ' Courtenay recog-
nised William George Bunter, of the Greyfriars Remove.

““ Bunter !"* he exclaimed.

““They can’'t be comin’,” said the Caterpillar. * In
the wild delights of urgin’ the flyin' ball they've for-
gotten all about poor little us.”

“* Perbaps the fat chap’s got a message,”
Courtenay.

Billy Bunter left his bike at the porter’'s lodge and
came rolling across the quadrangle. Some Highcliffians
in the quad called out to him impertinent queries about
the price of lard and about the last time he had seen his
knees. But Billy Bunter ambled on unheeding.

He was not there to exchange bandinage with the nuts
of Highcliffe. He was there for the feed in No. 3 study,
and he headed directly for that apartment. He in-
creased his speed as Gadsby and Drury came sprinting
across the guad. towards him with the evident intention
of indulging in a little horseplay at his expense. He
arrived at the door of No. 3 study in a breathless state,
and banged on it and rolled in.

There he puffed for breath, and blinke
cliffe juniors through his big glasses.

““ Good afternoon,”” drawled the Caterpillar.

““ Good afternoon, dear boys,”” said Bunter.
am.’’

‘“ Yaas, I see you are.”
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“I've come with a message.”

(13 ﬂh‘ gﬂﬂd !II‘

““* Wharton’s been detained for a bit, and he'll be
coming along later,” said Bunter affably. I thought
I'd come on first and tell you, in case you were walting
tea for him."

“Awf’'ly good of you!” o

“ Well, I'm a good-natured chap,” said Bunter. “I1'd
do more than that for a pal. I know how a good feed
spoils by waiting, you know. It's a sin and a shame to
spoil a good feed.”

““We’'ll wait,”” said Courtenay.

Bunter blinked at him. .

““ Wharton said specially you were not to wait,"”” he
said at once. ‘Quelchy has got his back up about some-
thing, and he’s keeping him, you see. He mayn’t be
able to come over till quite late. He asked me specially
to tell you not to wait.”

(13 ﬂh IJI
‘“ Beastly hard cheese on Wharton,” said the Cater-
pillar. ““Get on with the washin’, Franky. It's long

past tea-time.”’

Courtenay nodded.

““ I'm going back with Harry,” said Bunter. “ By the
way, I haven't had my tea.”

“You'd better have tea with us.”

“ Well, as you make such a point of it, Courtenay, I
will.”

Billy Bunter sat down. The Higheliffe cricketers were
all hungry, and not disposed to wait any longer, so the
feed started—minus the Famous Five of Greyfriars.

e, ]
L

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea in No. 3 Study!
II;;LE BUNTER’S fat face beamed over the tea-
able.

B The spread was a very handsome one, and Billy
Bunter was prepared to enjoy himself. And he did.
Courtenay and the rest of the party had keen appe-
tites, from the exercise on the ericket field, but Billy
Bunter’'s efforts very nearly equalled those of all the rest

of the party put together.

Courtenay was a little worried. He wanted to see
Wharton to fix up the final arrangements for the
renewed cricket fixture. But there was no sign of the
arrival of the Famous Five.

He glanced out of the window several times during
tea, and observed Ponsonby and Gadsby and Vavasour
come in, laughing among themselves. They caught sight
of him at the 5tud§1 window, and laughed still more as
they went into the house.

““ Queer those fellows don’t come!” remarked Smith-
son, at last.

““Yes; pass the cake,” said Bunter. ‘I say, Clare—I

mean Courtenay !—this is a jolly good cake. Do you
mind if T finish it

“* Not at all.”

“1 dare say Wharton won't come,’
his mouth full. ** You see, Quelchy was waxy. Very
likely they're all detained, you know." _

“Don’t you know for certain whether he's detained®”
asked Courtenay.

““ How should I know ?’’" said Bunter. I expect he is,
but I really didn’t wait to see. I know Quelchy called
him into his study. The telephone bell had just been
ringing, I heard it in the passage. Has Mobby been
ringing him up? 1 shouldn’t wonder.”

““Our Form-master, do you mean?"”

“Yes; he’s always complaining abhount something, you
know. And I know Wharton was fighting with Ponsonby
FE?‘t?Jrl???. Your ceusin is a beast, Courtenay !"

“The rotter was in Courtfield as I came through,”
said Bunter. * He threw a cabbage at me, and caught
me in the back of the neck.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!" came from the Caterpillar.

" Blessed if I can sce anything to cackle at! I thought
it was a dirty trick. I'd have got down and mopped up

¥

said Bunter, with
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the ground with him, only I let him off, as—as he was
urtenay’s cousin.’’

e Eindrand forgivin’ chap you are, Bunter!” said the

Caterpillar.

“Well, I was always good-natured. Is there another
cake?r” )

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Smithson. 2

“ Here you are, Bunter!”

“Thanks! If I had a cousin like that, Courtenay, I'd
boil him! Jolly glad I'm not at Higheliffie! I coulda’t
staud the awful cads you've got here!” -

“Oh, we can stand a cad, and keep polite all the timel”
said the Caterpillar urbanely.

And Bunter wondered why the rest of the tea-party
grinned. ;

“I'll tell you what,” went on Bunter. “You fellows
must come over and have a feed in my study, you kuow.
1f ?ruu're in want of an extra man for your eleven !
don’t mind playing for you. You'll find me first-rate
either ot butt'mg or bowling, and there’s few fellows hike
me in the field.’ _

*“ None, I should say!” remarked the Caterpillar.

“I'm kept out of the Remove eleven by personal
jealousy,” explained Bunter. “You kmow how it is in
cricket—no end of envy and jealousy, Fellows who want
to cut a dash are afraid of being put in the shade by
a really good player, and they combine to keep a really
first-class cricketer out, you know.”

“Haurd lines!" murmured the Caterpillar,

“0Oh, I'm used to it! But I'll tell you what—I'll play
for you chaps, if you like, and help you lick the Remove.
That'll give 'em a lesson. I play for the Form on special
cecasions when they ean’t do without me. Such as the
Rookwood match. Any more tea in that pot, Frank?
You don’t mind if I call you Frank:"

“Lots!” said Courtenay. |

Bunter guzzled a sixth cup of tea. He was looking ver
fat and shiny now. The rest of the party had finished,
but there were still eatables on the table, so Bunter
kept on. Bunter was very scldom finished so long as
there was anything left to eat.

But even Billy Bunter was finished at last. He cast
a regretful glance over the table, where cakes and jellies
and canﬂing fruits still remained. But Bunter had
reached the end of his resources, and he could not hold
any more.

ﬁa rose, with a sigh.

“Well, those fellows don't seem to be coming,” he
remarked. * Not much good my waiting here for them,
is it ?"

“Not at all,” said the Caterpillar,

“Tell them we're sorry they couldn't come,” said
Courtenay, * and mention to Wharton that I'll bike over
after lessons to-morrow and see him."”

“Certainly! I hope you'll stay to tea in my study,”
anid Bunter. " You can depend on us looking after you;
we're famous for hospitality in No. 7. 1 say, you fellows,

ou may as well trot down to the gates with me. Thst
veast Gadsby is waiting in the quad for me, I believe.”

Courtenay and the Caterpillar walked down to the
gates with their guest. Pousonby & Co were hangin
about the gates in great foree; all the nuts of the Fourt
were there. They were evidently waiting for Billy Bunter
to depart, intending to have a little fun with the Owl
of the Remove.

“Hallo! Here's the prize porpoise " said Ponsonby.

“1 sav, you fellows——"

Courtenay and the Caterpillar had Bunter between
them, and, on s=econd thoughts, the nuts d=cided not
to have that little fun. Courtenay was too hard a hitter
for their taste, and the Caterpillar, in spite of Lis slack
wWays, wWAas a dangerous customer in a tussle. Ponsonhky
& Co. strolled away, grinning, and Dunter wheeled out
the bicvele,

“Good-bye, you chaps!” he said. “I'll come and see
you again soon.”

“Will youn, by gad?” ejaculated the Caterpillar,

“Yes, certainly! You can rely on me. Ta-ta!”

Biily Bunter pedalled away,

He did not feel much inclined for pedalling after the
tremendous feed he had disposed of in Courtenay's study,
but he was very glad that he hadn’t to walk. DBut before
he had covered much ground he discovered that the
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tyres were flat, and he jumped off the bumping machine
in dismay.

“Flat as blessed pancakes!" he growled. * Rotten
tyres, I Hllppﬂﬁﬂ! at silly ass Inky ought to have
more sense! Oh, my hat, these beasts have punctured
the tyres on purpoese!”

Billy Bunter shook a fat fist in the direction of High-
cliffe. He could see now that pin-holes had been made
in the tyres; it was just cne of Ponsonby's little
jokes. 1e tyres were flat, and Bunter had about
half a dozen puunctures to mend before he could inflate
them again. illy Bunter had no intention of mending
punctures. He grunted wrathfully, and started walking
and wheeling the hike.

He had more than a mile still to go, and it was hilly.
Wheeling a bike with flat tyres was hard work—at least,
Bunter found it =o. Fertunately, it was not his own
bike, so he had a free hand in dealing with it. After
wheeling it about a hundred vards he paused to gasp
for breath, and leaned the machine cgainst a signpo=t at
a corner in the lane,

“They can't expect me to wheel that dashed thing all
the way home,” grunted the Owl of the Remove. * 'That
would {re rather thick. After all, Inky didn’t want to
lend me the rottem thing, so I don’t se¢ why I should
look after it. One of those beasts can come out on a
Lbike and fetch it in. Blow it!”

And, leaving the bike leaning against the post, the
Owl of the Remove tramped on for Greyfriars, puffing
and blowing all the way.

He reached the school gates just as Gosling was coming
out to lock the gates. He found five juniors in the
gateway, apparently waiting for him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ere he is!" exclaimed Dob
Cherry.

“ Collar the rotter !"

“Where is mny esteened bike, you ludicrous owl:"”

“Here, I eay, you fellows——" roared Bunter. “ Leggo!
I've got a message—— Yaroooh! Leggo my ears, Lob
Cherry! You beast! Yah!

Bump!

Billy Bunter descended on the ground with a heavy
concuseion, and the roar that proceeded from Billy Bunter
could have been heard over the length and breadth of
the Close.

ﬂh r|1'l

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Useful for Once!l

" UMP him!™ :
B “Yarooh "
“Where’s the bike, you fat bounder?”

“Yow-ow !”

“Give him another!”

* Yoooooop |

Billy Bunter made a desperate bound, and escaped from
the grasp of the justly-incensed Removites, and bolted for
the School House,

“ After him!" yelled Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five rushed in pursuit.

Billy Bunter was not good at sprinting, as a rule; but
circumstances alter cases. On this occasion he created a
record. With five avengers hot on his track, he put up a
speed that was really surprising. He bolted into the
School House, and bumped Lord Mauleverer, and sent
him staggering., and streaked for the stairs. On the
stairs he charged into Fisher T. Fish without seeing him,
and the Yankee junior sprawled on the stairs, roaring.
Bunter did not stop to sce whether Fishy was hurt,
Perhape he knew Le was. e rushed on for the Remove
passage, and bolted iuto No. 7 Study, his own guarters.

Peter and Alonzo Todd snd Tom Dutton, Dunter's
study-mates, were there. They stared at Bunter as he
elammed the dcor shut and fumbled for the key.

* What are you up to?” demanded Peter Todd.

* (ioooooch [

*You appear in quite a breathless state, my dear
Bunter,” said Alonzo, in hie gentle voice.

*"Wow!”

“What are you locking the door for?”

Dutton, the deaf junior.

“Those rotters are after me, vou ass!” gasped Bunter,

“I've got to keep them out!”

demanded Tom
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111 Eh?”

“I'm locking those beasts out _ )

“Who's a lout?” exclaimed Dutton, jumping up. “You
cheeky worm !" ) _

“0h, you deaf image!” gasped Bunter, dodging behind
Peter Todd. * Keep the silly idiot off, Peter, old chap.
Yell at him and explain ™

“I'm not a megaphone,” said Peter Todd.
own yelling !

There was a tramp of feet in the passage.

“Don’t unlock that door, Peter!” yelled Bunter, as
Todd put his hand on the key. * Keep 'em ouf, you
fathead !”

Peter calmly unlocked the door and threw it open.
Harry Wharton & Co. came in, breathless.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Run to his giddy lair!” said Bob
Cherry.

“T1 say, Todd "

“Where is Inﬁ?}r*s hike?" demanded Wharton.

“That’'s all rmght,” said Bunter, dodging round the
table. *“I've left it where you can easily find it. Those
Highcliffe cads punctured it, and I couldn’t ride it home,
go I left it in the lane.”

“You left my esteemed jigrer in the lane!" yelled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Yes. You can easily go and fetch it in, you know.
It's in Highcliffe Lane, just the other side of Courtficld.”

The Famous Five stared at Bunter almost speech-
lessly. The Owl of the Remove was famous for his cheek,
but leaving a borrowed bike in the road more than a
mile from home seemed to them the limit.

“Inky shouldn’t have lent him the bike,” said DPeter
Todd. * You ought to have had more sense, Inky.”

“ But there was no lendfulness!” shrieked the Nabob of
Ehanipur. *The esteemed and ridiculous Bunter take-
fully collared the bike without my august permission!”

“Oh, really, Inky ”

“Huands off !” said Peter Todd. * You're not going to
wallop my prize idiot in my study. Hand me a cricket-
stump.”

“Oh, really, Toddy——"

“Yank him across the table,” said Peter.

“Yarooh! ILeggo! Look here, I've got a message
from those chaps at Highcliffe, and I jolly well won't give
it to you!” howled Bunter.

“You can keep it!" said Wharton. “We don’t want
their messages. Do vou mean to say that you've visited
them*="

“Of course I have. Didn’'t I go over to take your
message”” demanded Bunter, in an injured tone,

“ My message " exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes, I explained how you were detained——"

“You fat duffer, I wasn’t detained !”

“Then why didn't you come?’ demanded Bunter. My
pal Franky was expecting you, and he was disappointed.
Put that stump away, Toddy, you beast. I don’'t mind
going and fetching the bike.”

“ Hold on, Todd," said Wharton. * Let's hear what the
fat beast has to say. Did they f.ed you at Higheliffe,
Bunter?”

“Yea, rather: made no end of a fuss of me,” said
Bunter. “ You should have seen how pleased they looked
when I came in. They didn’t really miss you fellows, as
I was there."

“They were civil to you:"

“Of course they were, they were jolly glad to see me,
I can tell you. I'm awfully chummy with the Caterpillar,
You see, we've both oot a lot of titled relations, and
that &

“(Cheese it! Now, tell me the truth if you can; vou
said just now that Courtenay was expecting us?”

“ He couldn't have been,” said Bob Cherry.

“Well, he was,” said Bunter. * Of course he was.”

“What message did he give you?”

“I'm not going to tell you unless yon make it pax. If
you're going to make a fuss over Inky's rotten bike you
can jolly well find out.”

“0Oh, squash him !" =zaid Johnny Bull.

Wharton wrinkled his .brows in troubled thought.
Since receiving that strange message on the telephone he
had hod no doubts. But Bunter's statement hed raised
strange and troubling doubts in his mind.

How could Courtenay have been expecting bim to tea
after what he had aaid on the telephonet
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For the first time a suspicion came into Wharton's mind
that there might have been trickery in the matter.

“ Order, you chaps!” he said. “ We want to get to the
bottom of this. hat fat-headed dufier may have been
useful for once, without intending it. It's all right,
Bunter; it's pax.”

“But my esteemed jigger——" .

“Never mind the jigger now, Inky. We can get o

ass out from Wingate, and fetch 1t in. Look here,

unter, you say that Courtenay was expecting us to
tea?”

“Yes."

“Did he say so?”

“Yes.”

“And what was his message ™

“It’s pax?” said Bunter suspiciously.

“Yes, you owl!”

“ And you don’t want me to fetch in that rotten bike?™

“No,no! Give me Courtenay’s message.”

“Well, he said he was sorry vou hadn’t been able to
come——""

“My hat!” ejaculated Nugent.

“And he said he would bike over after lessons to-
morrow to ece you,” said Bunter. *“ I've asked him to tea
in this study.”

“He's coming over to-morrow to see us!”
Johnny Bull.

“Yes; and I've asked him to tea, and if my postal-order
doesn’t come in time I hope some of you will have the
decency to make me a small loan."”

“Well, my only chapeau!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“This beats the band! I—I suppose you're quite sure it
was Courtenay who 'phoned you, Wharten.”

“I—I suppose it was. But—but he couldn’'t have
expected us to tea after what he 'phoned to me,” said
Wharton, with a perplexed look. “Did Courtenay
mention having sent me a telephone message, Bunter?”

1] Hﬂ."

The Famous Five were puzzled, and Peter Todd equally
s0. There was evidently a mystery in the matter.

“ Better see about the hike,” said Wharton shortly.
And the chume of the Remove quitted the study.

“1 say, you fellows it

“ Well?”

“Those two chaps are cominz over to-morrow, you

exclaimed

know, and I've asked them to tea. I'm expecting a
postal-order to-morrow!”

“0Dh, scat!”

“Look here, if my postal-order doesn't come, T shall
expect you '

Slam !

The abrupt closing of the study door cut short Billy
Bunter’s statement of his expectations. Harry Wharton
& Co. held a perplexed consultation in No. 1 Study.
(‘ourtenay was coming over to see them on the morrow,
just as if nothing had happened.

“Blessed if I can make it out!” said Wharton at last.
“1 had made up my mind next time I saw Courtenay
to—to——"

“ Better unmake it!” grinned Bob Cherry. “There
must be a trick somewherc. Better give Courtenay a
chance to explain, anyway.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“It was pretty thick—that message on the teleplone”
sald Frank Nugent. *“ But—but if it wasn't Courtenay
after all 7

“Phew !"

“You're not sure youn knew his voice!”" said Johnny
Bull.

“Well, no. But wvou often don't recognize voices on

the telephone,”’ said Wharton,
his woice, that's all.”

“Ponsonby’s his cousin, and their voices are a bit
alike,” said Bob Cherry

Wharton set his teeth.

“Would even Ponsonby play such a rotten, dirty trick
aa that#"

“ Bet vou he would,” said Johnny Bull. “It's just in
his line. Anyway, the verdict ut present is * not proven,’
and we'll wait till we hecar what Courtenay has to say.

i
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And—and if it turna out that it's a trick, it's a jolly
lucky thing Bunter went over there, the fat beast!
Otherwise poor old Courtenay would have got a sur-
prising reception when he got here to-morrow.’

“I—I should have thought he came over to look for
trouble after what he said on the telephone,” wsaid
Wharton, * and—and 1 ghould have—=""

“No good thinking about it,” said Bob.
pass out, and look after Inky’s bike.”

Wingate of the Sixth gave a pass for two, and
Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fetched in the
derelict bicycle. It was with a strange mingling of feel-
ings that the chums of the Remove looked forward to
Courtenay’s visit on the morrow. Was he coming for
peace or war? That was the question to which at
present they could not find an answer.

“Let's get a

— mra

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Peace or War?

RANK COURTENAY jumged off his machine at the

F gates of Greyfriars, and wheeled it in. He left

his machine with Gosling, and walked across the
Close to the School House,

Afternoon lessons were over at Greyfriars, and there
were a good many fellows in the Close, and many of them
1odded cordially to the Higheliffe junior,

Since Courtenay had come to Higheliffe, and had
become the leader of the Fourth Form there, relations
had been much more amicable between the two schools.
Ponsonby & Co. were as much “ up against  Greyfriars as
ever, but they counted for very much less since the advent
of Courtenay. Courtenay had not forgottem how, when
ke first came to Highcliffe, a scholarship boy, poor and
without even a name, he had found friends at Greyfriars,
while at his own school hardly a fellow had cared to
speak to him. Proeperity had come into his life since
then, but he had not forgotten the earlier hard dayes.

Courtenay glanced round as he crossed the Close, but
he did not see any of the Famous Five there. He noted
that Tom Brown, and Vernon-Smith, and Bulstrode, and
Squiff, and several other fellows looked at him rather
curiously as they nodded to him. They knew about the
telephone message, but they also.knew of the message
hrought by Billy Bunter, and, like the Famous Five, they
did not know what to make of it.

The Higheliffe junior paused to speak to Vernon-Smith.
The Bounder of Greyfriars gave him a very queer look.

“The fellows in the study?’ asked Courtenay.

“I believe so, waiting for you,” said Vernon-Smith.
“You've come over to see Wharton:"

“ Yes, about the cricket.”

“ About the cricket!” repeated the Bounder, in so
curious a tone that Courtenay looked at him in surprise.

“Yes; he was coming to sce me yesterday, and was
detained or something,” sald Courtenay. “So I've come
ﬂ\l‘fl".“

“Oh!”

“1 suppose Bunter gave you my messoge:”

“Yes."

“Then he's expecting me,” said Courtenay, still more
curprised at the Bounder’'s dry manner.

“Oh, he’s expecting you right enough,” said Vernon-
Smith. “So you're still thinking about the ecricket-
matchs”

“Of course. Why not®”

“Well, you'll find 'em in the study,” said the Bounder,
without replying to Courtenay's question: and the High-
clifie junior, much astonished, went into the house,

“Oh, here you are!” exclaimed Billy Bunter, meeting
him in the assage. “How do you do, ddd chap? Where’s
the Caterpillar®’

“He hasn't come over."”

“ Never mind. You'll come to tea in my study,” said
Bunter. “1I say, Courtenay, don't hurry away while I'm
:alking to you! Blessed if he hasn't gone! Rotter!”

Coirtenay hurried up the stairs to the Remove passage.
(Te was very much puzzled, and he wanted to get to the
yottom of it. Bolsover major met him at the head of the
tairs, and stared at him rudely.
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""So you've got the cheek to come here!” he exclaimed,
Courtenay coloured.

“I’v;a come here, certainly,” he said.
R k]

mean ?

“Well, of all the nerve!
glovesr"”

ik Eh?ll‘

“I think Wharton could lick vou,” said Belsover major,
eyeing him critically. * But if arton couldn’t, I counld,
and jolly easy! Still, if you've come for Wharton, I
won’t chip in."”

“I don't quite understand you."”

“ Bow-wow |"

“If you have any idea that I've eome to quarrel with

“What do you
Is it to be with or without

Wharton, you're quite on the wrong tack,” said
Courtenay. “1've come to talk about the cricket-match.”
“That's off.”

i

“T’ll take that from Wharton, not from you!” said

Courtenay drily.

“ Look here——" began Belsover.

Courtenay strode on to No. I Study, and knocked at
the door

“Come in!"

The Higheliffe junior entered. There were a good man
fellows in the study—the Famous Five, and Peter Todd,
were all there, and Squiff and the Bounder followed
Courtenay in. The Greyfriars fellows were all looking
extremely grave. Courtenay gave them a pleasant nod,
astonished by the frigidity of their manner,

“ Anything wrong?" he asked at once.

“ Ahem !”

“ Bunter give you my mesasge, Wharton?"”

“Yes."

Courtenay paused. It was not difficult for him to see

that something was wrong, though he could not guess
what it was. , He was surprised, and he was getting a
little angry. The last time he had seen the Greyfriars
chums they had parted on the best of terms, and this
kind of reception was far from pleasing.

“Excuse me, if T speak out quite plainly,” said
Courtenay bluntly. “I can see there's something up. If
I'm not welcome here I'm ready to clear off. You've only
got to say the word."”

‘““Better have it out, Harry,” said Bob Cherry.

Wharton nodded.

“I want to ask you a question first, Courtenay,” he
said.

“Go ahead!"”

“You telephoned to me yesterday:"

“I did?”

“I'm asking you if you did.”

“Well, I did not.”

Every fellow in the study drew a deep breath of relief.
The wonder in Conrtenay’'s face was convineing. From
whosoever the telephone message had come, it had not
come from Frank Courtenay.

“You didn't?" exclaimed Wharton,

i Hﬂ.”

(1] Gwd Ii‘l-

“But I don’t understand,” said Conrtenay. *If some-
body telephoned to you, you'd know whether it. was I or
not.”

“He gave your name.,”

“My name?"’

i Y'E'Ei”

“You mean that somebody teleph
my name-" ejaculated Courtenay.
name, and yvon thought it was 1:”

“That's it.”

“And I'm jolly
said Bob Cherry, in great relief,
trick of somebody.”

Courtenay's eyes glinted.

“Yon mean that somebody telephoned in a way to
cause trouble:” he asked,

“Yes,"”

“Well, T did not telephone. I did not even know yon
fellows could be telephoned to from Higheliffe.”

“It’'s Quelchy's telephone,” explained Wharton,
“ gomebody rang him up, saying that he had something
important to say to me, so Quelchy called me into his

oS

oned to yon, and gave
“ Somebody used my

glad to find that it wasn't you, kid,”
“It was a caddizh
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 “Yow-ow-ow 1" roared Hunh:;. as the whip curled round hls_ianégn. " Ta;ﬂ'up! Oh! Ah! Baaalt'::—ﬁﬂtﬁpﬁil_ 1
| Help!™ * Ha, ha,bal! Go itl Give him the whip-round!" shrieked Squiif. (5<e Chapt:- 8.) i

study just before we were starting out. He gave your
name on the 'phone, and gave me a talking-to—jolly in-
sulting, as a matter of fact.” -

Courtenay crimsoned.

“1hen you might have guessed that I was not speak-
ing,” he said.

*Well, I might, only—only he put it to me so cun-
ningly, the rotter!” said Wharton, “I'm sorry; but I
didn’'t guess, That's why we didn't come over. You—I
mean the fellow who was speaking—told us not to.”

“Then it must have been Ponsonby, or one of his set,”
said Courtenay. "It was a trick to muck up the cricket
fixture.”

“I suppose it was, now!"

“You didn't recognise the voice?"

“No. But it was something like yours.
telephone acconnted for the difference.”

“The cad !"” said Courtenay. “ Now I know what he waa

I thought the

“1I suppose it was. But—but he put it very cleverly

“Tell me wirat he said!”

Wharton explained almost word for word what he had
said on the telephone.

Courtenay listened with his eves gleaming
hands clenched.

“I don't think I need tell you again that this i1s the
firat I've heard of it,” he said, when the captain of the
Remove had finished. if Bunter hadn't hap-
pened to come over, and bring you my message back,
you'd have though I was here to-day to pick a quarrel?”

“I—I1 suppose so0."”

“That was the rotter’'s game,” said Squiff. “If you'd
started with a row, there'd have been no chance of an
explanation.”

“ Jolly lucky it’s been cleared up,” said Wharton. “ I'm
sorry I thought it was yoy, Courtenay, but—but I never
suspected anything. I couldn't, you see.”

and his

" S0—30

chuckling for when he came in yesterday. It was Courtenay nodded.
Ponsonby, of course.” “That’s all right. You couldn’t help being taken iun.
THr Maagser menl'fi.—xn. 393.
NEXT (1] .. arry
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But I'll settle with that cad. He won’t telephone in my
name again in a burry.”

“You're staying to tea!” exclaimed Bob, as the High-
eliffe junior turned to the deor.

“No, thanks! I'm in rather a hurry.”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Bob. “I don’t think you ought
to blame us for being taken in by a trick like that,
Courtenay. But, if you like, we'll apologise. We really
ought to have known you better. No need to get your
buck up.”

“Tt isn't that,” said Courtenay. “It’s all right; I Jon’t
blame you. I’ll come over to-morrow to talk about
ericket, if you like. But I'm really in a hurry now. 1
want to see Ponsonby.”

“Oh, I savvy! Right-ho!” _

Courtenay hurried from the study. From the window
the juniors saw him crossing the Close with rapid strides.
He rushed his bicycle out of the gates,

Dob Cherry whistled softly.

“T don't think I should like to be in Ponsonby’s shoes
when Courtenay gets back to Higheliffe,” he murmured.

And the Co. agreed with Bob, Judging by the ex-
pression on Courtenay’s face when he left, and the glint
in his eyes, the cad of Higheliffe was booked for a high
old time.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account !
“ ATERPILLAR!”
De Courcy uncrossed his legs and rose as
Courtenay came into No. 3 Study at Higheliffe.
He Jooked curiously at his chum. Frank
Conrtenay’s face was flushed, and he was breathing hard,

“You're soon back,” said De Courcy. “I wasn't ex-
pectin’ you yet.”

“(Come with me, Caterpillar.”

“Certainly. Where?”

“I'm going to see Ponsonby."”

The Caterpillar whistled softly.

“ A nice, friendly visit to your dear cousin®” he asked.
“Wait a minute while I put some bear's-grease on my
hair, Franky."”

“Don't be an ass, Caterpillar!

“ Anythin' happened?”

L1 Yeﬂ'll

Courtenay made no further explanation, and the
Caterpillar did not ask any more questions. IHe smiled,
and followed his chum from the study. They arrived
at the door of Ponsonby's etudy, where merry voices
could be heard. Ponsonby & Co. ecemed to be n great
gpirits.

Courtenay threw the door open,

There was a cloud of cigarette smoke in the room.
Ponsonby and Gadsby and Monscn and Vavasour were
there, smoking cigarettes. Ponsonby looked round with-
out rising, and took the cigarette lazily from his lips.

“PDon’t trouble to knock before you come in,” he said
sarcasticallv. *“Did they ever tap at the door in the
slum yon were bronght up in, Clare:”

The nuts grinned,

Courtenay strode into the etudy, and the Caterpillar
lounged in after him. The Caterpillar was smilin
quietly. He could see that his chum was furious, thoug
he did not know the cause, and it amused the lazy
Caterpillar. He never had sufficient energy to get into
a fury himself. But, without knowing in the lcast what
was the matter, he was prepared to back up his study-
mate through thick and thin. That was his way.

“T want a word with you, Ponsonhy,” said Courtenay,
between his teeth.

Ponsonhy blew out a little cloud of smoke.

“Go alhead!” he =aid. “ Any mumber of words yrm
like, Clare—I mean Courtenayv—so long as they are
suited for my young ears. I object, of course, to the
kind of language you learned in your slum.”

“He, he, he!” cackled Vavasour.

“You telephoned to Ifarry
Ponsonby *

“Did T7" said Pnnsunh}' rcflectively,

“Yes, and in my name.”
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The nuts exchanged startled glances. The little plot
had evidently come to light. They did not know how.
They understood now why Courtemay was Lhere. But
Ponsonby was quite cool. His scheme of causing trouble
between Courtenay and his friends at Greyfriars seemed
to have failed, and now he was to be called upon to
answer for it; but his cool insolence was not diminiehed
in the least. It would have been difficult to bring the
blush of shame to the cheek of Cecil Ponsonby.

“You hear me?” rapped out Courtenay, as Ponsonby
appeared to be devoting all his attention to his cigarette.

“Yaas,” said Ponsonby drawlingly. “I cannot help
hearing you, my dear fellow, when you shout. They

*did not teach you to suhdue your voice in your slum,

I suppose:”

“You used my name.”

“Your name?” said Poneonby thoughtfully.
see? Which name do you mean?”

Courtenay clenched his hands hard, and the nute broke
out into an irresistible chuckle. They had not forgotten
that Courtenay had once been a boy without a name,
till he had found his father in Major Courtenay, Fon-
sonby’s uncle. It pleased the superb Ponsonby to affect
a doubt on that subject. He was determined etill to
regard Frank Courtenay as Arthur Clare, the scholar-
ship boy who had not known who his father was.

“Which name?" repeated Pomsonby. “I'm really
rather in the dark as to what name you are entitled
to, v’know. Your name may be Smith or Jones cr
Robinson, for all T know.”

“You telephoned to Wharton, ueing the name of Frank
Courtenay.”

“(Courtenay is one of cur family names,” said Pon-
sonby. “I've got an uncle of that name.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the nuts. Ponsonby's uncle of
that name was Courtenay’s father, the major.

“By gad!” remarked the Caterpillar. *“You are in
great form this afternoon, Pon. 1 never knew you were
such a funny merchant.”

“T don't want to bandy words with you, Ponsonby,”
said Courtenay. *“I want vou to admit that you tele-
yhoned to Wharton in the name of Courtenay, and made
1im believe that I was telephoning.”

Ponsonby shrugged his shouldere.

“You gave him an insulting message, suppcecd to
come from me. Do you deny it?"”

“My dear chap, it ain’t worth the trouble.”

“You admit it, then?" .

“1 decline to enter into am argument at all,” eaid
Ponsonby. “I can’t stand raised voices. They get on
my nerves. You know we’re a bit different here from
what you were used to in your elum.”

“Go it, Pon!” murmured the admiring Gadsby.

“T1 know that yvou did it,” said Courtemay. *“ But if
vou deny it, I shall look for proof before 1 punish vou."”

" Ppnish me, by gad!” said Ponsonby. “ How are you
goin’ to do that:"

“T'm going to thrash you!”
“ Dear me!”

“Shut the door, Caterpillar,” said Courtenay, pushing
back hie cuffs. * Ponsonby, vou Flu}'ed a cowardly, dirly
trick! You are a rotten rascal!’

" Thanks."

“Now put up your hands!”

Ponsonby put his hands into his pockets.

“ Excuse me,” he drawled. “I'm not gome on your
sluimmy hooliganism. Why ecan’t you remember that
yvou're ameng gentlemen now, you nameless bourder "’

Smack !

Courtenay’s open hand came across Pomsonby's foce
with a erack like a whip.

The dandy of the Fourth staggered back and plumped
into his chair. ‘

“Now will you put up vour bhands:"
Courtenay.

Ponsonby spat out the cigarette and lraped to bis
feet, his eves blazing. He sprang at Courtenay like
a tiger.

“You nameless hound!
panted Ponsonby.

“Pile in!" yelled Gadsby.

wdl L’Et m

demzanded

I'll smash vyou fcr that!”
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The three nuts rushed to the aid of their leader. The
Caterpillar promptly turned the key in the lock, lest
t'i:-infureemerltﬂ should arrive, and rushed to back up his
caunm.

Then there was a wild and whirling “secrap™ in Pon-
gonbv’s study.

The nuts were two to one, but the two were two of
the very best, hard as nails and full of pluck. And the
four were far from being in the best condition,
Excepting in point of numbers, the figzht was not so very
unequal,

Courtenay devoted his attention to Ponsonby.

Ponsonby was the best fighting-man in the honourable
society of the nuts of Highcliffe, and he was the most
dangerous of the four. He put up = good fight, but he
was.no match for the augry and indignant Courtenay.
He was driven to the wall, where he could retreat no
farther, and there, fighting hard, he had to take his
punishment.

The Caterpillar dealt with Gadsby and Monson and
Vavasour. .

De Courcy did not look much like a slacker at that
moment,

He laid Gadsby on the carpet with a tremendous
upper-cut, which jarred every tooth in Gaddy’s kead, and
left him lying and groaning, without any desire to take
any further part in the proceedings.

Then he engaged Vavasour and DMonson at close
quarters, and easily held them at bay.

“ Rescue, you idiots!” panted Ponsonby.

“ They can’t come, dear boy,” chuckled the Caterpillar,
“They’ve got another engagement. There's little me
in the way.”

“Ow, ow, ow!” came from Gadsbv, nursing his chin
on the floor.

“Back up, Gaddy!” shrieked Vavasour, dodging round
the table to get away from the Caterpillar’s powerful
drives. ;

*Ow, ow, ow|”

“Where will you have it, Monson, dear boy?” smiled
the Caterpillar. “Shall I alter the shape of your nose,
or

“Yaroooh!” yelled Monson, as a drive on the chest
knocked him across Gadsby on the carpet. “Oh, my hat!
Chuck it, you beast! I give in!"”

“Your turn, Vav ”

“Keep off!” howled Vavasour. “1I ain't interferin’.
Let 'em fight it out! You rotten beast, Caterpillar!”

“All the gentlemen satisfied?” asked the C(aterpillar
urbanely. * Not boilin’ for vengeance and thirstin’ for
gore? Good! Let us take seats and look on, dear bovs,
and watch the thrilling combat.” ;

The Caterpillar seated himseli upon a corner of tho
table, keeping a wary eye on the nuts, however.

But Gadsby and Vavasour and Monson did not want
any more. The Caterpillar was too tough at close
quarters.

“Help me, you rotters!” velled Pousonby,

“Rot " mumbled Vavasour. “It's a fair fight, ain't
it? Omne to one! Give him a jolly good lickin’, Pon !

“Yaas, go it, Pon, and giveJhil_n a lickin’ I" encouraged
the Caterpillar. “ We're all lookin' on to see fair play.
You don’t look much like givin’ anybody a lickin’, hut
cricket’s an uncertain game. Keep it up!”

Ponsonby set his teeth and fought hard.

But he was getting severe punishment. Courtenav,
for once, was in a rage, and he was a hard hitter. His
fists came home again and again on Ponsonby's handsome
face, which was not looking so handsome now.

The dandy of the Fourth went down at last, fairly
krocked out by the whirlwind attack.
He rolled, gasping, on the thick carpet, his nose

swollen and streaming red, his eves half closed, his wind
completely gone.

Courtenay stood over him, his eyes gleaming,

“Have you had enough?" he demanded,

Ponsonby only groaned.

“ By gad, he looks as if he's had enough!” chuckled the
Caterpillar. * You shouldn’t be so reckless in ugin' other
fellow’s names, Pon; you shouldn’t really. It has causzed
serious damage to your Ureek mose. It looks more like
a Roman nose now, by gad! A Romo-Graco boko, hy
gad, you know! Courtenay, chuck it! Pon has Lad
enough. I'm sure Pon is satisfied.”
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Courtenay gave the fallen dandy of the Fourth a elance
of contempt, and unlocked the study door. -

" Come away!” he said.

The Caterpillar was in no hurry.

“You gentlemen quite satisfied?” he asked, glancing
at the nuts. * You quite satisfied, Vav?” '

“"Ow! Yaas!”

“ What about yon, Gaddy? If you're still thirstin® for
Llood, here's Courtenay with several rounds left in him.”

" Yow! (et ont!” moaned Gadsby,

“ Monson, old man >

“ (et out, you rotter!”

The Caterpillar sighed.

“1 only want to be obligin’,” he said.
ago you were thirstin® for slaughter.
N &

" Well?” said Courtenay,

“Isn't it pleasant to see everybody happy and satisfied ?”
The Caterpillar slid lazily off the table. * Havin’
satisfied every gentleman present, we may as well take
our departure. Good-bye, dear boys! If you find that
thirst for gore comin’ on again, come along to No. 3.

And the Caterpillar lounged out of the study alter
Courtenay

Gadsby picked himself up and slammed the door after
them. 'Then he lung himself into a chair and groaned

“Ow! Oh, my chin! Yow! My jaw! Oh!”

“That horrid beast hits like the kick of a mule!”
mumbled Vavasour. *“The beastly slacker! Who'd
have thought it?¥ Ow! Ow! Oh!”

* Feel bad, Pon?” asked Monson,

Ponsonby held on to the table, dizzily. His face was
badly bruised, and inflamed with rage. He was cursing
savagely-—a stream of furious words that startled even his
hosom pals a little, well as they knew him. The elegant,
lounging dandy of Higheliffe was revealed, at that
moment, as the utter blackguard he really was.

“ Here, chuck that, Pon!" said {;'radah; uneasily.
" Somebody might come along and hear you.'

Somebody had come along and heard him. The voice
of Smithson was heard in the passage.

“Come along, you fellows! Come and listen to Pon
swearing !

“Chuck it, Pon, you ass! What’s the good?"

Fonsonby checked himself.

There was silence in the study for some time, broken
only by the moans of the unhappy nuts as they nursed
their injuries.

* What a ghastly frost!” said (radsby at last. " We're
fairly up against it, you fellows. How did the brute get
on to that telephone dodge? We reckoned that he would
have arow with Wharton next time they met.”

“It's all up,” said Vavasour; " absolutely!
hetter let the brutes alone, and steer clear of them.
ericket match will come off.”

Ponsonby ground his teeth.

“We're not finished yet,” he said.

Vavasour looked alarmed.

“Look here, I'm jolly well finished!” he exclaimed
shrilly. " Look at my nose! I shall be a picture for a
week. I'm fed up, Pon; I tell you, I'm fed up!”

Ponsonby gave him a look of bitter scorn.

“We've got to pay them out for this as well as all the
rest,” he said. *“'That cricket match won't come off, if 1
have to——" He paused.

“I'm goint to bathe my eye,” mumbled Monson,
“Ow!”

*“ Look at my nose!” said Vavasour. “I shall be a
picture. You can leave me out of it next time, Fon.
Oh, dear!”

The dispirited nuts dispersed, to bathe their eyes and
noses. They felt completely * fed up.” The trick on the
telephone had been followed by such prompt and dire
punishment, that they felt that they had had emough.
Only Ponsonby was still inclined to ** keep it up.”

ANSWERS

mumbled Monson

“Ten minutes
Franky, old

We'd
That

A Orand. Lonz, Complete Story of Harry
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Whip-Round for Bunter!
“w SAY, you fellows!”
l “8o it's fixed for Saturday,” said Bob Cherry.
“I'm afraid Courtenay’s team won't have much of
a chance.”
(1] I sajﬂrr
“They've got a good skipper in Courtemay,” remarked
Harry Wharton. ™ About the rest of the team, 1 don't
know much. 'That chap De Courcy is rather an unknown
quantity, He may turn out well.”
* Look here, you chaps—"
“Too much of a blessed slacker,” said Johnuny Bull.
“I'he slackfulness is terrific,” saoid Hurree Jamset Kam

Singh. *'The esteemed Caterpillar will go to sleep on the
field.”

“He's slacker than our gid:l{ champion slacker, old
Mauleverer,” said Nugent. "1 never saw such a lary

bounder. Courtenay must be rather a duffer to put him
in the team.”

“Well, as Ponsonby and his set are keeping out, he
hasn't much to choose from in the Higheliffe Fourth.”

“1I say, you fellows!” roared Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry looked round.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Were you speaking, Bunter?”

“You know I was!” howled Bunter. " 1've been speak-

ing about ten minutes, you rotters, and you knew it all
the time.”

" Stumps will be pitched at two,” said Wharton.
shall have to get over there pretty early.”

“I'm jolly glad it's fixed up, anyway. FPomnsonby came
jolly near to making a muck of it.”

“I say, you fellows—"

“My hat! Bunter's still talking !" exclaimed Bob.
" Didn’t you say you'd been speaking for tem minutes,
Bunty?”

" Yes, you beast!”

" Then don’t you think it’s time you left off ¥

“Look here, it's about the Highceliffe match on
Saturday,” said Bunter. * I want to know whether you've
really decided, Wharton, to leave me out?"”

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

" Well, it's your own look-out; it means a licking, very
likely. But I'll tel! you what 1'll do; I'll come over and
umpire.”

Wharton shook his head.

* You wouldn’t be any good, Billy.”

“I'm a jolly good umpire,” said Bunter.
depend on me to give the Highcliffe cha
half a chance, and to stretch a poin
favour every now and then.”

“ Well, you fat toad !” said Squiff, in disgust.

“I'hat 1sn’t the kind of umpire we want, fathead,”
said Bob Cherry. * l'ake him away and boil him, some-
body."

“Well, I'm coming over, anyway,” said Bunter. "1
hear that Courtenay has arranged tea under the trees for
Saturday afternoon. You know that that chap De Courcy
whacks out money. It will be a topping spread.”

* Bow-wow !”

“In fact, they pressed me to come over, when I was
there the other day,” said Bunter. “They were
astonished to hear that I wasn't in the team.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* 80 I'm going over with you on Baturday. By the way,
I'm dropping in there to-day, so if yom've got any
message—"

“ What are you dropping in there for?” said Wharton,
frowning.

“I'm very pally with De Courey,” explained Bunter.
“Some of my people are connected with his, in titled
circles, you know. He's expecting me to tea to-day.”

“ Rats !"

“If you'd care to lend me your bike, Wharton ¥

“ After the way vou handled Inky's?"”

“Well, I couldn't wheel a punctured bike home. Still,
I'll pay for mending it, when my postal-order comes. 1
don’t intend Inky to be put to any loss, of course. But
the fact is, I'm in a rather serious position,” said Bunter,
blinking solemnly at the chums of the Remove.
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“You don’t mean to say that your postal-order is
delayed?” asked Nugent, with heavy sarcasm.

"It isn’'t only that. You know my pater has been
sending me whacking remittances. He has been making
heaps of money, you know, on the Stock Exchange, and
he sells things to the War Office. 1've heard that there's
a lot of money in that. Well, the pater has-stopped
sending me remittances. 1 believe there's something
wrong. When I was home the other day, 1 heard him
say he'd been a bear when he ought to have been a bull.
I don't know what it means, but it’s serious. I don’t
believe I shall be getting any more of those whacking
remittances.”

““Hard lines !” said Bob Cherry. *‘ Mrs. Mimble will
lose her best customer. But there's a silver lining to
every cloud, you know. It may save you from dying of
indigestion.”

““Oh, really, Cherry! What I mean is that when a
fellow’s had %mrd luck like that, it's up to his pals to
stand by him a bit.”

“ Good idea! Go and speak to your pals about it,”
Huggestad Bob.

illy Bunter blinked at him indignantly. It was
evidently his intention to bestow the homour of * palli-
ness "’ upon the Famous Five. _

‘** Considering what I've done for you, 1 think yom
might be decent about it, Cherry.”

“My hat! What have you done for me?"

““1 used to be in your study, too, Wharton."”

“Don’t remind me of that horrid time, old chap!”
said Wharton beseechingly.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”’

“If you're going to be cads I won't say anything more
about the matter,”” said Bunter, with dignity. ‘‘ But I
think, under the circunmistances, you might do the decent
thing. My pater has been serving his country, and he's
losing money. He'’s been selling things to the War
Office, you know, from —from patriotic motives. I think
there onght- to be a whip-round for me.”

‘“ Well, of all the cheek !

“I think that’s the decent thing for you fellows to do.
The fact is, I'm hard up.”

“ Not really?”
" Btony, in fact !"” said Bunter sorrowfully.
* Quite a new sensation for you,” grinned Nugent
““* What does it feel like to be stony, Bunter?”

“ And if you fellowe were decent, yon'd have a whip-

round for me,” said Bunter. “I'm hard up! Well,
suppose Euu contributed half a quid each——"
“My hat !
““And Wharton could go round with the hat——"'
“Great Scott!”
“And get in contributions,” said Bunter. “1I really

think it's up to you.”
The chums of the Remove simply stared at Bunter.
They were accustomed to cheek from the Owl of the
Remove, but the idea of a whip-round in the Remove
for Billy Bunter because he was ence more in a state of
impecuniosity was really the limit, Wharton could not
exactly picture himself going round with the hat to raise
contributions for Buuter to expend in the tuck-shop.

““ Well, what do you think of the idea?" demanded
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Blessed if I can see ﬂn{‘;‘:hing to cackle at. 1 don't
expect anything of you, Wharton. Everybody kunows
how selfish you are. 1 know you've got a gquid in your
ocket at the present moment, and you haven't even
hought of offering it to me !"

*“Oh, dear!"

“Why the dooce should Wharton give you his gquid ?”
demanded Nugent.

““ You're selfish, too, Nugent.
sclfish chape,” said Bunter. "1 rely on you, Bob.”

‘““ Oh, you rely on me, do you?” said Bob Cherry.

““Yes; you're not so selfish as Wharton and Nugent.”

“Thanks !

“ Now, if you'll get up that whip-round for me——"

“T will ! eaid Bob,

“Why, you ass!”" began Wharton.

““Shush! I think a whip-round for Bunter is a firet-
chop wheeze,”" said Bob Cherry. ““Isn’t he a deserving
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object? He deserves it more than any other fellow in
the Remove. I'll put it in hand at once !”

** Look here——"' began J-Jhnn.}r Bull.

““ Wait here a minute, Bunter,”

Bob Cherry dashed into the School Tlouse in a great
hurry. Billy Bunter blinked triumphantly at the chums
of the Nemove.

“ Bob Cherry’s worth the lot of you put together,”” he
said. ““ He's u decent chap! I hope you’ll help ia the
whip-round, though. I think you all ought to play up.
and follow Bob's example. Bob's a really decent chap !

The Co. waited in some surprise for Bob Cherry’s re-
appearance.

n a couple of minutes the cheerful junior came dash-
ing out of the House again and joined them in the
Close. He held his right hand behind him.

““ All serene!” he announced.

“You've been for a hat?"” asked Bunter.

“ No, not a hat.”

““ Well, anything will do to collect the tin. And the
fact is, I'm rather hungry. The sooner we have the whip-
round the better!"

““There's not going to be a whip-round, you fat
bounder !"" exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“ Don't take any notice of that selfish chap, Bob,”
sald Bunter loftily. “ I never could stand selfishness.”

" You're quite sure you want that whip-round,
Bunter?'’ asked Bob Chervy seriously.

““Yeos, rather!"

““You feel that you deserve it?"

“Certainly !"'

“ Well, so do I,”" sard Bob. * You deserve it for your
check, if for nothing else. Here goes!"”

““Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Removites, as Bob Cheriy's
bhaud came round from behind his back.

There wos a dogwhip in Bob's hand,

“ Ready ?"' aske Hnll:

Bunter blinked at the whip.

“ W.w-w-what's that for?" he stuttered.

“The whip-round,”” said Bob. * Ilere you ure!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"’

“Yow-ow-ow !"" roared Bunter, 2s the whip curled
round his fat legs., ““Yarooop! Oh! Ah' Beast!
Chuckit ! Stoppit! Help!"”

“Ha, ha, ha! Go it! Give him the whip-round!"
shricked Squiff.

Lash! Lash! Lash'!
“ Yow-ow-ow-ow ! Yaoooop! Heip! Fire! Murder!
Tﬂnp!"

Bob Cherry gave Bunter the “ whip-round " with
great energy.

The Owl of the llemove danced like the proverbial cat
on hot bricks, as he strove to elude the dogwhip.

He was gotting the whip-round, but not in the way he
had intended. 5till, he was getting it—there wus no
doubt whatever about that'!

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Help! Yarooooh!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Whack! Whack! Whack'!

“Ugh! Ahhhh! Yahhhh! Oh' Rescue! Fipe '™

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Buuter hopped, and danced, and leaped, and
roared, and the dogwhip played like lightning round his
fat legs. He fuirly bolted at last, and Bob rushed after
him, still giving him the' * whip vound.”

Billy Bunter streaked out of the gates, roaring, and
Bob Cherry halted, laughing too much to pursue him
further. The chums of the Remove were yelling,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter had had his whip-round, but, to jud
by the speed with which he was appriutim.r down the ]rﬂu’zde
he did not want any more. '

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Have Tea!

b H, what rotten luck !™
O Billg Bunter grunted savagely,

He had arrived at Hig‘hrliffe.' He had envered
the first half-mile at a rapid run; and then, dis.
covering that he was not pursucd, he had slackened
day:n, E“"dtm"t,i“““dﬂ'}“ his journevy with the leisurely
ait of a tortoise, e was going to Higheli n toa
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De Courcy’s study had an irresist:ble attraction fo:
Bunter, EE}]EEia“ when he was hard up. It was a land
flowing with mifk and honey, and, &0 {ar, the Cater-
pillur’s politeness had stood the strain of Bunter's visits

But the Owl of the Remove felt that his luck was ount
as he crossed the quadrangle after coming in at the
gates of Highelille.

Courtenay and the Caterpnllar were not to be seen
Probably they were at tea in their study. But ia th.
doorway of the house several juniors were lounging and
tulking, and Bunter recognised Pounsonby & Co. They
had spotted him, aud were watching him come on, an
from their looks it was casy to guess that he would not
get into the house without running the gauntlet.

The noble nuts were still showing very plain trace!
of the fight in Ponsonby’'s study a few Juyi before,
Pon.'s Greck nose was stifl more like a Roman one. The
sclect company of nuts were glad of a chance of ragging
anyhody from Greyfriars, and Bunter was specially wel-
come for ragging purpo-es becouse he was no use as a
highting-iman.

Billy Bunler halted in the quad. Ponsonby made aa
inviting gestuve towurds him, but Bunter was not
inclined to chance it. Ife blinked round the qguad.,
hoping to see Courtenny or De Courcy, but they were
nowhere visible.

“Come on, Tubby !"* called out Gadsby.

As Bunter did not come on, the nuts descended the
steps. Bunter blinked round towards the gate, and
to his horror found that Drury and Merton were coming
up from that direction. His retreat was cut off.

“Oh, dear' mumbled Bunter. “I wish I hadn’t
come ! The—the beasts ducked me in the fountain once.
Oh, dear!"

" Collar the porpoise "' called out Tonsonby.

Billy Bunter inoke into a run. He dashed away up
the quad, and the whele band of nuts whooped
pursuit,

Fear lent Bunter wings.

He kvew what would happen to him if he fell into
the hands of Ponsonby & (‘o. Ile would be made the
scapegoat for all that the Fomous Five had done. Fer-
vently he wished that he hadn't come over to tea that
afternoon. DBut repentance came too late, as it generaliy
does in matters big and little.

He tore away round the School House as if on the
Ei‘nder-trm:k, with the chums of Highcliffle yelling after

'm

Bunter blinked round desperately for a hiding-placn.
He passed the hike-shed, bhut a junior was looking out of
the door; there was no refuge there. Ile found himself
among the ruins of the disused wing of Highcliffe,

“After himn!" yelled Ponsonby. *He's in the ruins!
Don’t let him get out! We can deal with him there !™

“Hurray !"

Bunter shivered. In his flight he had placed himscif
out of reach of all heip, for the ruiny were a good
distance from the House and other Luildings.

In desperation, he rushed down a stone stairwav which
led, apparently, into the depths of the earth. It way
the entrance to the vaults, which extended for a great
distance under the school.

At the bottom of the steps was a stone, arched doorway,
from which the door had long vanished. Dunter lum-
bhered through the doorway, and found himseli in
darkness, puntinE like very old helinws,

There was a whoop in the ruins above,

“He’s down in the vaults!" came DPonsonby's veice.
“ Bagged, hy gad!”

“1 say, we can’t follow him there,"” said Vawvasosur,
for our clothes.™

“That {Jlatn is too jolly muck
0! atty?"" Ponsonhby shnuted

“ Hal Are you there,
down the steps.

“I say, you fellows!" gquavered Dunter,

“Ha, ha!_ Listen to his dulcet voice!"” grinned Gadsby.
“Come up, Bunter!” '

“We're not going to hurt you!" called out Monson,
“Come up, dear hoy!"
“We want you to come to tea,” said Drury
Billy Buunter stayed where he was.  Ie did not placa
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much faith in the friendly words of the Iligheliffe juniore.
Their strong regard for their elegant elothes prevented
themu from seeking him in the dusty e¢ld recess of the
vaulte, for the moment, at any rate. Bunter remained
where he was, and pumped in breath.

“The fat beast
watching for him,
him up.”

“Yass: yvou go, Gaddy.”

“Rats! You go, Vav.”

“Oh, come on |’ snid Ponsonby. * Follow your leader!”

Ponsonby led the way down the steps, and some of
the juniors followed him.

“Oh, dear'” moaned Bunter, as he heard them coming.

It was very dark in the vault, and he did not know
what Iitfnfl; micht be hidden bv the darkness but
anvthing was better than falling into the hands of the
raggers in that secluded spot. The Cwl of the Remove
etembled away, feeling his way along the clammy wall
of the vault

He biinked back towards the doorway.

In the glhimmer of light there half a dozen figures
appeared, and they were peering into the vault

“Too jolly dark,” said Ponsonby. *“Can’t sec the
Least. Where are ycu, Bunter®”

Billy Bunter grinned, and remaincd silent.

*1 say, Bunter, show up! We've got a ripping feed in
our Htlu'i_lr, and we want you to come.”

Bunter chuckled csilently It was no &+ Ponsonbv
attempting the old game of the spider and the flv with
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove was not likely to walk
into his parlour. :

“Oh, the rotter!” said Drurv. “ Betles chuck it up,
Pon. We can't pr pe about here in the dark.”

“We'll wait for him in the ruins,” said Ponsonbv,
in a loud voice “We'll wait till six o'clock. We don't
want tea before then.”

“ But, I say——"

“(Oh, cheese it! Come on

The nuts departed, and their footeteps died away on
the stone stairs. In the ruins above Powsonhbv jerkcd off
Merton's cap, and set 1t on a mass of |1|:..-u1|1:1.-, where
the edge was just visible from the vaults below.

“What the dickens are vou deing with my r.‘nln-'
demanded Merton

“That's to keep
the fat beast from
bolting.,”" said
|r1IILHrl|il}'. “Now
we'll go and have
tea."

“*Ha, ha, h:

The chuckling
nuts streamed
-'-‘l"lJIF. It Wil .'11-11 11
len minutles later
when Billy Bunter
peered cantiously
from the dcorwa
of the vault below

' said Ponsonby. “ We can’t stay here

Some of vou go down and fetch
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His little round
eyes were twink-
limg with aoxiety

behind his poeCe
tacles as he blinked
up the steps, il
could hear nao
sound 1o the ruin

and he wondered

! his tor.

. 1
wiaether

mentors were gone,
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.
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mir-
mured Bunter. "]
cant bear then.
Rotters ! I know
they're pone! Oh,
my hat'!"
Billy Bunter
jumped back as he
caught sight of the 0y,
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edge of a cap peeping round the masonry at the top of
the stone stair.

He scuttled back into the vaults, palpitating.

“The rotters! They're still here! Oh, dear!”

The fat junior waited dismally in the gloomy wvault.
Outside it was a warm afternoon, but in the vault it
was decidedly chilly. The Owl of the Remove allowed
another ten minutes to elapse, and then he .crept
cautiousiy out again. There was no sound from ihe ruins
above. He listened intently for several minutes, and then
made a cautious step up the stair,

"Oh, dear!”

The cap was still there!

Bunter backed away to the opening of the vault, ready
to dodge back into the darkness if the enemy made an
zdvance. .

But the enemy made nmo advance. As a matter of
fact, the enemy were at that precise moment in Fon.
sonby's study, having tea. But Billy Bunter could not
guess that

tle stood guaking, with his eyes fixed on the edge of
the cap that showed past the masenry.

“The brutes! The Huns'!”" mumbled Bunter. * They ve
left a beast to watch for me, and thev'll duck me in the
fountain—oh, dear—and black my face, perhaps ! Oh,
dear, dear! Oh, the rotters! I sha'n't get any tea now!
Blessed if I'll come over and sée Courtenay ‘.1;':1::1, the
beast, if this is the way he looks after his guests! Oh,
my hat! What am I going to do? Why doesn't that
1I_-|.|'l-'[_ Move, I Wfllltll_rl“”

The bheast did not move.

It dawned upon Billy Bunter at last that the cap was
surprisingly still, and later it occurred to him that it
WAS 1IN a 8 mewhat ]n.r:nhnr I;rmlinu. if there wae a hend
in 1t.

A suspicion came into his mind, and his httle, round
eves glittered with rage behind his spectacles

[le tiptoed cautiously up the steps, closer and ecloser
to the threatening object, which #till remained uite
motionloess

“0Oh, the rotters |

Bunter had a full view of the cap at last.
a Cap . He blinked at it furimlr-.l}*.

[he Highclife nuts were gone; the ruine were descrtes

EAYe 1i:l|’ |]:'.'l1-|'.},
BRI ror over half an

It was only

lilour he liad becn
kept a prisoner in

those damp G-
censes by ¢ ap !

Billy Bunter
kicked the ¢ap
furiously down the
steps and  rolled
adaway.

H u-f.ll ol h --“1

for the Bchool
jllit".“'. !.‘.‘- &n 1Le
horn of vienty in
Courtenay's study
!.Ifl | ? temuts-
linnE I 10 )
1 Whs ULlY
X A0S O @AV
Ponson Lo, &
wide Lerth.

lj|1 ':!l-l": ."-.-_'-r
discon=ointe. iC-
wards the gates,

When hie reached
them 1} senttled
ount, and took 1
road { LaleT-
frinrs. There wias
no Tea 1t Higa-
cliffie that after-

noon for the Owl

of the Hemrove.
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ihe Caterpillar lounged out elegantly to the wlnktzp_uiiing uﬁ his gloves. * Play up, old man!" said Courtenay

—

— — —_— = e

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Day of the Match!
“l WONDER what they’re plottin'?”

The Caterpillar made that remark in a reflective

sort of way.

It was Friday, the day before the match with
Greyfriars, and Courtenay and his chum were on the
ericket-field.

The Cuaterpillar had been dragged down to practice,
and, somewhat to the surprise of the rest of the junior
eleven, he had aecquitted Ihim-_u:]f very well. Courtenav
was quite pleased with him., The Caterpillar had a
peculiar gift of being able to do almoest anvthing weil,
when oitce he could be driven to putting his mind inte it

The chums were watching the rest of the team at
practice now, Courtenay keeping a keen eve on his men.
Courtenay wag a first-class cricketer, and he had coacked
the somewhat poor material of his eleven into something
like form at last,

The Caterpillar was not looking at the cricketers, how-
ever. He was looking at Ponsonby & Co., who were
watching the practice, and whispering and grinning.

" Plotting !" xaid (ourtenay absently. “Who? What:"

“Qur friend-, the nuts.”

Courtenay glanced carelessly at the group of nuts.

THE MaGyeT LIBRARY.—No, 393,

to him, as he passed. De Courcy nodded. (See Chapter 14.)

e i ————

“ Let 'em plot I he said. “T think we've stopped theif
]‘;H]t'!ﬁ game. Pon’s nose has not gone back to mormal
vet.'

" The Caterpillar shook his head.

“They’re up to somethin’,” he remarked. *“I chouldn’t
wonder if somethin’ happened yet, Franky. Pon is dead
ret on spoilin’ our match with Greyfriars, Pon isn't
at the end of his resources vet.”

“1 don’t see what he can do.”

De Courcy rubbed his nose thoughtfully,

" Neither do 1,” he confessed. “ But Pon is a fellow of
resource, and he’ll leave no giddy stone unturned. You
sce, Franky, you've robbed him of all his giddy prestige.
'hey've made you captain of the Fourth, captain of
cricket—in  fact, Chief Panjandrum and Lord-High-
cverything, It's a nasty pill for our good I'on to
swallow. Now we've got the Greyfriars match on again,
and our energetic friends at Greyfriars declined to play
with Pon because his methods are so Prussian. That is
a nasty rap for Pon. If we should beat them it would
put the lid on, for Pon never could beat them. And
there's romething on, Franky—I know that by the glitter
i Pon's eye. 1 wonder what it is. Will vou take a

" ioNy
et r

* No, fathead !

" Excuse me, I forgot " said the Caterpillar gracefully
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“Of course, I don't bet now, since you imparted to me
the stern morality of the workin' classes, Iranky, But
if I were still a bettin’ chap I would offer you five to one,
iI& quids, that somethin’ happens before the match comes
off.

Courtenay shrugged his shoulders unecasily. All his
attention had been given to cricket of late, and he had
taken no notice of the nuts. But he knew that the
Caterpillar was as keen as Shefield steel, with all his
sleepy ways.

“1 don't see what they can do, Caterpillar,” he
repeated.

“I don't either. 1 haven't the brains of Pon. But
they're up to somethin',” said De Courcy. * We shall
have to keep our eyes peeled.”

The Caterpillar’s remarks gave Courtenay focd for
thought.

Now that he observed it, there was certainly a geod
deal of whispering and smilingy among the nuts, and it
probably bod:.‘d something.

Yet it was difficult to see what Ponsonby could lLe
vlanning for the purpose of “mucking up ™ the Grey-
riars match.

On the morrow the Remove team were coming over,
and the match would be played on Little Side at Hizh-
cliffe, and it would certainly be impossible for Ponsonhy
to interfere. Once upon a time the nuts had “ mobhed
the Greyfriars players, which had led to the cancelling of
the fixture. But Ponsonby could hardly bhe con-
templating anything of that kind now. Courtenay had
more friends in the Higheliffe Fourth than even the
great I'on in these days.

Whatever Ponsonby was planning was undoubtediy
something underhand if he was planning anything at all.

Courtenay dismissed the maiter from his mind at last,
but the Caterpillar mused over it, seeming to take a
lazy and nonchalant interest in it., Tt was barely possible
that the Caterpillar wouldn't have heen disappointed—
at least, on his own account—if the match had been
knocked off. He was looking forward with inward dismay
to the exertion of a cricket match. Only his friendshin
for “Franky " could have induced him to come up to
the acratch.

The next day, the day of the match, dawned bright and
sunny.

Courtenay was looking forward keenly to the after-
noon, It was only with great exertion that he had oot
together a cricket eleven in the slack Fourth Form of
Highcliffe, and imbued them with something of kis
own enthusiasm. The eleven was his own creation. and
he took almost a fa.th-er!g interest and pride in it. That
afternoon they had a chance to win their spurs, so to
speak, if nothing went wrong

After merning lessons Courtenay and the Caterpillar
strolled down to look at the pitch. The piteh  was
perfect, and the Caterpillar nodded with satisfaction.

“ Nothin' doin’," he remarked.

“ What do you mean, Caterpillar?”

I funcied there might have been some trick
the piteh.”

": They'd never dare Way, we'd slaughter them !
" Exactly; and that's why they haven't done it. Ion
is deeper than that.” |

Courtenay laughed.

“otill on that, Caterpiliar? If they're waine to do
anything they'll have to buck up. The Groyfriars
I"{-ljn;p.u wri_!l be here soon—before two, you know,”" L

ans !

“I really think you're on the wronz track this time
old chap.” ) |
“Qui vivra, verra!” said the Caterpillar importurhall
“.ﬁlhumtt‘!h 1sn't started till jt's hi-egun, 1"tr='|t:[1}:l:.m1”'§';
awf’lly interested in what Pon'e plannin’. If uothin’

comes of it T shall be disappointed in Pon.”

They went in to dinner. After dinner there was nof
much time to elapse before the Greviriars team
arrived, as the stumps were to ba pitched at two o'clock
The Caterpillar was puzzled now, - |
~ “It beats me, Franky,” he remarked. as he sauntered
in the quad with his chum. It beats me hollow, I've
got tremendous faith in my own judoment—tremendous
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If I'm mistaken in Pon, I shall chuck up the business of
a prophet, and never make another prediction. Why,
they'll be here in half an hour, and thers’s nothin’ doin’,
It's amazin’.”

“They've given it up as a bad job—the nuts, I mean.”

*Yaas, perhaps!”

And the Caterpillar rubbed his nose in a thoughtful
way. He did not believe that Ponsonby & Co. had given
it tt{) as a bad job, and he was puzzled.

“ Hallo, here's Gaddy! What does Gaddy want?” said
the Caterpillar,

Gadshy of the Fourth came up to them in the quad.
There was a peculiar expreasion on Gadsby’s face, and his
manner was curiously nervous. (Gadsby looked like a
fellow to whom had been assigned a task that he did not
quite find to his taste, but who had made up his mind
to go through with it.

“Top of the afternoon, Gaddy!” said the Caterpillar
uffably,

(tadsby did net reply.

He made a sudden catch at Courtenay’s cap, jerked it
off, and smote him acroas the face with it. Then he smote
the Caterpillar in the same way.

The sudden assault, from a well-known Ffunk like
(iadsby, astounded the chums of the I'ourth. They simply
zasped.

Before they could recover their breath Gadsby was
runting, and flourishing Courtenay’s cap in the air as a
sort of trophy.

“By gad!” gasped the Caterpillar. “Eg gad !

) Courtenay did not speak. He rush iercely after
vadsby.

The%‘atetpiliar broke into a run after him. A blow in
the face was more than enough to rouse even the sleepy
Uaterpiilar to wrath.

Gadsby disappeared round the School House at flop
speed.

“My hat! I'll scalp him!” panted Courtemay. *“ The
cheeky cad !

“Yaas, we'll boil him in oil, and strew the hungry
churchyard with his bones !" said the Caterpillar.

They gained on Gadsby, who was heading for the ruins
with a rush.

But they were a dozen yards behind him when he
disapeared into the ruins.

The chums of the Fourth rushed in after him,

Then there was a sudden yell.

“Pile in!"”

It was I'onsonby’s voice.

In a sccond the ruins seemed alive with juniors.

Too late the chums of the FPourth realised that they
had been led into an ambush.

Far from their friends, out of the sight of the cricket-
field and the guad, in the midst of the enemy, the two

juniors were surrounded, and in another second they were
lighting desperately against a dozen assailants,
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped!
i DWN with the cads!”
D “Collar 'emi”
“Get 'em down, quick, and stop their

yelling !"

Courtenay and the Caterpillar hit out desperately, but
the odds were too great.

They went down among the old masonry and stones of
the rains, with the enemy simply swarming over them.

They were pinned down by sheer weight.

Three or four foes sat on each of them, erushing them
flat on the old flagstoncs, and there was a general chuckle
of trinumph among the happy nuts. DPousonby grinned
down at their furious faces.

“Trapped, by gud 1" said Pousouby,

“Ha, ha, hat
“Let us go, you ead!” shouted Courtenay, struggling
furiously.

“Knock his head on the ground if he won't shut up,
onson !
“You bet!’
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Rap! Rap]

" Oh, vou cowards !

""Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Do vou want any of the eame, Catcrpiilar?” grinned
Poneonbhy.

The Caterpillar shook kis head. His head was all that
be could move, for the rest of him had disappeared under
the enemy, who was ewamping him. But De Courey had
recovered his coolness at once

" Thanks, no, Pon,” he replied.
eurprise, but I do not want any. Please don’t shove your
hoof under my chin, Gaddy. You can sit on me without
bringing your hoof in contact with my chin. I'm goin'
to be as quiet as a lamb. Don't forget ycur manners,
even when you're playin’ a dirty trick, you kunw.”

" See if any of the other cads are in sight, Drury.”

Drury scuttled out of the ruins, and came back in a
minute or two.

“Not a sign of them,” he grinned: “not a suspish.
Moest of the rotters are down at the gates, waiting for
the Greyfriars cads.”

“Let ‘em wait,” said Ponsonby., * They
Greyfriars if they like without their ekipper.”

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“What's the little game?’ drawled the Caterpillar.
“1 knew there was somethin’ on, though I didn’t expect
anythin® quite eo drastic as thie. You rememkber,
Franky, I told you there was somethin’ on.”

Courtenay gritted his teeth. The Caterpillar, with his
usual perspicacity, had been right. But who could have
foreseen this or anything like thie? It was really the
limit, even for the cads of Highcliffe.

“ What are you goin’ to do, Pon?’ asked the Cater-
pullar, in the most urbane manuer. * Bome little scheme
for muckin’ up the match—what:”

" Exactly.”

' Absolutely,” chirruped Vavasour. *“That's the little
game, Caterpillar. Sorry to handle von like this, but if
you will chum up with a workhouee cad, you know, you
must take the consequences.”

“Yaas, I suppose s0!” raid De Courcy.
them. But you might ease off a bit, Monson. You're
gittin’ on my wafch, and it causes me a certain amount of
inconvenience.”

Monson grinned, and “ eased off.” Bitter as the nuts
were agaist Courtenay, they did not dislike the Cater-
pillar. They had not given up hope that some day he
wonld return to the fold, so to speak.

“ Got the cord, Merton?®”

"“"Here you are!l”’

“Tie 'em up!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Merton proceeded to tie the ankles of the two prisoners
together. Then he tied their wrists. It was impossible
to resist, and in a few minutes they were tightly bound.

Courtenay was pale with rage, but the Caterpillar sub-
mitted with calm philosophy. What couldn’'t be cured
had to be endured, and there was no use iIn making a
fuss abcut what couldn’t be helped.

*This is really surprisin’, even for you, Pon,” remarked
the Caterpillar. "1 suppose you know you're actin’ in a
way that would disgrace a Prussian?®”

*“ Oh, pile it on!” said Ponsonby.

“ But what's the game? Yon want to keep us out of the
match "

“ Just so."”

“But you're not goin’ te spend the afterncon sittin’
on us, I hope? I don't want to be unreasonable, but
Vavasour 18 rather bony.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No, we're not,” said Ponsenby ; * we're going to shove
you into the vaults, and leave you there.”

“Obh, by gad!”

“Your freak eleven caun play the match without you,”
eaid Ponsonby. “1 hardly think they'll make a success
of it."

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the nuts,

“ Awf'ly deep card, Pon, isn't he?” said the Caterpillar
admiringly. “Has it occurred to you that we may catch
celd in that beastly vaunlt, Pon®"

“That's your look-out.”

“Yaas, it’s the fortune of war, I suppose,” assented the
Caterpillar, * Far be it from me to grumble at the fortune
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hidin® for this—simply tremendousr”

“Shove 'em down the stairs!” said Donsonby, without
replying to that remark.

Courtenay struggled in his bonds as the enemy released
him. But he struggled in vain. If he had been a real
prizoner of war, he could not have been secured more
thoronghly.

The nuts grinned as they watched his efforts, and the
Caterpillar observed him with a sympathetic smile.

“Nothin' dein’, Fraunky,” he remarked. “It’s no go,
dear boy. We're up against it, and Pon takes the jack-
pot.”

*Will you let us go, vou cads*” muttered Courtenay.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Take it =milin’, Franky. It's the fortune of war.
We'll give them a fearful hidin® later on. Gaddy, allow
me to compliment yon on your astuteness. You led us
into this trap in a really masterly manner. I never
knew you were o jolly deep, Gaddy, by gad!”

“Reseue!"” shouted Courtenay, in a faint hope that
someone might be within sonnd of the ruins.

“ Knock his head on the ground, Monson I”

Rap! Rap!

“ Now put on the dusters,” =aid Ponsonby. .

Several large dusters, in a somewhat chalky condition,
evidently borrowed from the Form-room, were produced,
and tied over the mouths of tiie two prisoners. They were
effectually gagged.

Then the nuts bore them down the steps into the
vaults,

Ponsonby struck several wax-vestas in succession, and
lighted the way. The two prisoners were carried into the
second vault, and set down on the cold stone flags. The
last match went out, and they were in darkness.

“I hardly think you're likely to be found here,” re-
marked Ponsonby. *“You can take a good long rest, and
meditate on vour sins.”

The nuts chuckled in chorus. Their triumph was com-
plete, and they were highly pleased with their leader and
themselves,

A faint mumble came from the prisoners. They could
not speak.

“But I'll tell yon what, Caterpillar! I really don't
like leavin' you here along with that cad.” Ponsonby
struck another match. “If you'll promise to come back
to us, Caterpillar, and give that outsider the go-by, we’ll
take you back with us. Nod your head if you mean yes.”

The Caterpillar's head did not move.

“ Now, Caterpillar, be a sensible chap. You don’t want
to stick it out here with that workhouse cad, vyon know.
Chuck him over, and we'll have a rippin’' game of bridge
in my study this afternoon.”

No sign from the Caterpillar,

“Have vour way, then,” said Ponsonby savagely.
"]'l_"akt':” yvour chance along with him. Come on, you
chaps !

The match went out. Ponsonby & Co. quitted the
vaults, and their footsteps died away above.

Silent, in the darkness, unable to move a limb or to
speak a word, lay the two prisoners. The blow, foreseen
by the Caterpillar, had fallen, and Ponsonby & Co. had
scored, and scm'edf heavily.

¥

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Missing!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. wheeled their bicycles down
H to the gates in a cheerful mood that sunny Satur-
day afterncon.
A score of fellows were going over to High-
cliffe for the match,

It was a considerable time since the last match had
been played with Higheliffe, and then it had been with
Ponsonby & Co. 'The present occasion was quite a
different matter. Ponsonby & Co. were off the scene; and
whatever kind of an eleven Courtenay had scraped to-
gether, at least their visitors could depend upon it that
they wounld play the game.
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Billy Bunter joined the party as they wheeled their
machines down to the gates., Bunter intended to
accompany them; but he, uofortunately, had no bievcle.
That was entirely his own fault, for he had a machine,
and only neglect had turned it into a crock that was
unrvideabla, Bunter depended wupon other fellows'
machinea when he wanted to ride; but the way he
treated a borrowed machine did not encourage other
fellows to lend.

“ I say, you fellows, which of vou is going to give me a
lift?" he inquired.

A geuneral chuckle was the only reply, Nobody was in-
clined to take Billy Buuter's tremendous weight behind
him. .

“Can I get up behind you, Boh®”

“Yes, if you like,” said Bob Cherry, puttin
leg over his bike. *“You can do it while
Bunty.”

“How can [ get on while Eﬂ“.re going, fathead:"”
“That's for you to settle.”
“ Look here, Cherry -

Bob Cherry started off. The Owl of the Remove
turned to Wharton, who jumped oui his machine and
followed Bob. The rest the cyclists streamed after
them, deaf to the voice of the charmer,

“Beasts!” howled Bunter. “I say, Desmond, you're a
good-natured chap—I always said you were good-natured
—ﬁm'll ive me a lift?"

icky Desmond grinned,

“Jump on!" he said.

“ Wait a minute till I get on the step,” said Bunter.
“I'll hold on to your shoulders, old chap. Keep still!
How can I get on if you begin to pedal, you wild Irish
idiot? Yow!"

The Irish jnnior pedalled om, and Bunter sat down in
the dnst. He shook a fat fist after the humorous Micky.

“The rotters!” grumbled Bunter. " Now 1 shall have
to walk! They want to leave me out of the feed, the
beasts !

Aud Billy Bunter picked himself up, and dusted down
his tight trousers, and rolled on after the cyclists,
grumbling. Bunter was not at all keen to see the cricket-
match, but he was very keen to join in the cricket-tea;
and with so many Greyfriars fellows present he did not
fear Ponsonby & g‘u.

The cyclists vanished down the long, white road, and
Bunter tramped on, grumbling at the dust, the sun, the
warmth, the Greyfriars juniors, and the universe in
reneral.

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at Highclifle after a
rapid run. They wheeled in their machines cheerfully.
Smithson and Yates and several other Highcliffe juniors
met them in the gateway. The porter took charge of the
bicycles, and the Greyfriars juniors, carrving their bags,
walked down to the cricket-gronnd with Smithson & Co,

“You're 1n time,” remarked Smithson: we've
got the stumps pitched. Hallo! Where's Courtenay®”

‘There were a number of Higheliffe fellows gathered
round the pavilion, but the junior cricket captain was not
visible,

Smithson showed the visitors into their dressing-room,
and then set off to look for Frank Courtenay. He did
not find him.

Harry Wharton & Co. changed, and came out of the
pavilion, and chatted with the Highecliffe ericketers, whiic
they were waiting for the Higheliffe skipper to put in an
appearance.

Smithson came back, lnoking purzled and mystifiod,

“Anvbody seen Courtenay?" he called out.

“1 saw him in the quad half an hour ago.” said Hensom,

“He wns trotting with the Caterpillar,” said Jones
ninor

“The Caterpillar seems to bave disappeared, ton,” said
Smithson. 11. can't fird either of them anywhere.”

“That's jolly queer.”

“I¢'s turned two,” said Smithson. " 'They nught to he
here. 1 suppose you tellows don't nund wailing a bat.
Our skipper hasn’t turned up vet.”

“ Right-ho ! said Harry \Wharton.

Smithson and his friends scattered tn look for the
missing cricket eaptain But he wrs not to be foind
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Smithson looked in his study. The study table wos piled
with good things, which the chums of the Fourtih had
laid in for the entertainment of their visitors; but the
owners of the study were not there. The common-room,
the Form-room, the gym, all were drawn blank. Indoors
and out of doors, there was no sign of Courtenay or the
Caterpillar,

The unsuccessful searchers returned to the cricket-
ground at last, in the hope that Courtenay might have
turned up there while they were looking for him. But
he was not there.

" Haven't you found him?" asked Harry Wharton.

Smithson shook his head.

“No. Blessed if I cad make it ovt. He can’t have
gone out; if he'd gome to meet you on the way, you'd
have seen him. Besides, I've been at the gates somoe
time, and I didn’t see him go out.”

*“ Must have gone out,” said Benson,
for him everywhere.
missed them.”

“We came by the direct road,” said Bob Cherry. “I

“We've looked
He's gone to meet these chaps anld

~ don’t see how he could have missed us.”

*“Hasn't anybody seen him?” exclaimed Smithson, ia

great exasperation.
*“ Hallo !

What's the row?” asked Monson, sauntering
up to the surprised and worried cricketers,
“Can't find Courtenay.”

" Hasn't he come in?" asked Monson,

“Come in? He hasn’t gone out that I know of.”

“He went out nearly half an hour ago,” said Monson
calmly. " The Caterpillar was with him, They went on
their bikes.”

Smithson looked very suspiciously at Monson.

f::Huu off and see if their bikes are gone, Benny,” he
Bald.

Benson cut away to the bicycle-shed. He returned in a

couple of minutes, to announce that Courtemay and
Ide Courcy's bicycles were not on the stands.
“That settles it,” said Smithson. * They've gone out.

They must have gone to meet you chaps after all.”
“We'll wait a bit,” said Wharton.
“ Nothing clse to be done,” remarked Bob Cherry.
The cricketers waited. Smithson, like Sister Anne,

took up his ition at the gate, to watch for the two
juniors. Minute followed minute. Harry Wharton &
Co. waited patiently and pelitely. They couid not see

how they had missed the two juniors on the road, if
Courtenay and his chum had come to meet them en route.
Yet it was scarcely ible that the two could have &
out for any other purpose, just before the time fixed for
the match.

“It's jolly queer,” said Bob Cherry, at last, when nearly
half an hour had passed. “ They don't seem to be
coming.”

Harry Wharton frowned thoughtfully.

“May be some trick in it,” he said. * Ponsonby may
be at the bottom of it, They may have been got away
somehow.”

“ Likely enough,” said Peter Todd. * Perhaps some
message supposed to come from us. Ponsonby is cad
enough !

“The cadfulness of the esteemed Ponsonby is terrific,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ But if they do
not come, what is to be done, my angust chums?” i

“The Highelilfe chaps will have to play without theus,

I suppose.

“r{nllu. hallo, hallo! IHHere's somebody—— Bunter'™

Billy Bunter had arrived, in a state of great warmth
and perspiration. He joined the Greyfriars crickelers at
the pavilion.

“Jolly warm, ain't it?" puffed Bunter, fanning himse!f
with his straw hat. * 1 say, vou fellows, is there any
ginger-pop going?”

Smithson had followed Bunter from the gates.
son was looking worried and downcast,

Courtenay had infected Smithson with his own ke:n-
ness for the great game, and Smithson was very
enthusintic about the match. His enthusiasm was con-
siderably damped by this extraordinary disappearance of
his skipper.

“You didn't see anvthing of Courtenay or De Cour:y
on the road, Bunter®” he asked.

Smitih-
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Buunter shook his head.

“They’ve been tricked into going out, somehow,” said
Emithson. " I'll bet you Ponsonby is at the bottom of it.
They can’t have gome to meet you chaps; they’ve had
time to get to Greyfriars and back. Blessed if I knew
where they've gone to!”

“Give ‘em another half-hour,” said Yates.
don’t turn up by then, we'd better get on.
waste all the afternoon.”

" Make it three for the start,” said Squiff.

‘That was agreed to. The cricketers waited in a worried
meod.  But three o'clock rang out, and there was no
eign of Courtenay. "The general opinion was that Cecil
Ponsonby was somehow at the bottom of it. Courtenay
would net have gone out and left his team in the lurch
without a motive, and he would not willingly have acted
so rudely towards the visiting team. 'I'here was trickery
somewhere. But that did not alter the fact that the
cricket skipper was missing, and that his team had to
play without him, or not play at all.

The prospect of playing without him was dismaying to
the Higheliffe eleven.

1t was easy enough to find two substitutes for the
missing players, and Smithson could undertake to captain
the team; but there was little prospect of keeping their
end up with the plavers from Greyfriars.

But it was pretty clear that there was nothing else to
be done. It was useless to wait any longer. Whatever
was keeping Courtenay and his chum away, it was im-
possible to guess when they would return, or whether
they would return before dark at all.

“We'd hetter get on,” said Smithson dispiritedly. * This
is awfully rotten. TYou fellows may be sure that
Courtenay wouldn't be away if he could help it. He's
been dodged into going out, somehow.”

“I'm sure of that I said Wharton. * I’ll tell you what.
If we go in first, you can play a couple of substitutes in
the field; and then if Courtenay and De Courcy turn up
after all, they’'ll be able to bat for you."”

“Good! That's the best we can do,” said Smithson.

Smithson selected a couple of substitutes to flield in the
places of the missing two, and the Highcliffe side went
into the field. Wharton and Johnny Bull went in to open
the innings for Greyfriars.

As the play began, Ponsonby & Co. sauntered down to
the ground, and stood looking on, with smiling faces,

*“1 hardly tiaink our cheery cricketers will make a win
of it!” murmured Ponsonby. "1 fancy Master Clever
Courtenay’s mnew fixture will start with a licking—
what?"’

“ Absolutely !” grinned Vavasour.

“It was a giddy stroke of genius, shoving those bikes
cut of sight in the woodshed,” remarked Gadsby.
* Otherwise—"

“Otherwise, they might have guesesed that the two cads
are still close at hand,” chuckled Monson. * Oh, it was
great!”

“If they only knew——’

“Ha, ha, bal”

“My hat!
Ponsonby. .

And the nuts chuckled in chorus. 'The eleven Courtenay
had got together with so much trouble was evidently not
up to the weight of ithe Greyfriars side, and without
their gkipper they were soon in parlous straits. Wharton
and Johnny Bull were hitting the leather right and left,
and the Highcliffe field were hunting it, while the runs
piled up. Ponsonby & Co. looked on with great glee.
They were going te see Courtenay’s mew team licked to
the wide, while within a couple of hundred yards
Courtenay lay chafing, a helpless prisoner. ‘lruly,
Ponsonby was scoring at last !

“If they
We can't

The leather-huntin’s beginnin’!” said

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes a Discovery!
ILLY BUNTEH sat outside the pavilion, fanning him-
B self with his straw hat, and blinking discontentedly
at the cricket,

Bunter wasn’t interested in cricket. He didn’t
care twopence for the faet that Courtenay and De Courcy
had disappeared; he didn’t care the half of twopence
which way the mateh went. He was only concerned with
cne person, and that one person was William George
Bunter of the Remove.
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William George Bunter was warm, and he was thirsty.
There was a tuckshop quite close at hand, but what was
the use of that to a fellow who was in the uncomfortable
condition know= as “stony "? Bunter thought of Howing
ginger-pop, and grumbled. There was no refreshment
for him till the cricketers knocked off for tea, and that
would not be till the end of the Greyfriars innings. And
to judge by the present state of the proceedings, the end
of the mnings was very far off indeed.

Billy Bunter thought it over, and he roee at last and
rolled away. He knew that there was to be tea, al fresco,
and it oceurred to him that, as Courtenay and De Courcy
were standing the tea, it was probable t{mt preparations
had been made in their study. The School House was
almost dcserted, and the way to that etudy was quite
open. Billy Bunter did nct see any reason why he
shouldn’t help himself. He believed in a guest making
himself at home.

He rolled away towards the Hcuse, followed by some
uncomplimentary remarks from Pomsonby & Co., who
caught esight of him. Bunter did net heed them. He
made his way to Courtenay’s study.

His eves fairly danced behind his speetacles as he beheld
the store of good things stacked ready on the study table.

“My hat! This is luck !’ ejaculated Bunter.

A fat and juicy jam-tart was in his mouth at cnce.
But he remembemti Ponsonby, and glanced from the
window,

Fonsonby and Monson and Gadsby were sauntering
tcwards the House. Bunter gave them a ferocious blink
from the window.

*“ Beasts ! They're after me!” muttered Bunter. And
those rotters wouldn’t come and help me if they ragged
me bald-headed. They’d stick to their rotten cricket if
Forsonby was scalping me, Selfish beaste! If thcse
rotters find me here 5

Bunter knew what to expect if Ponsonby & Co. found
him there. He stood for a moment undecided, then
a fat grin overspread his face. He hastily caught up
ac many of the good things from the table as he could
eram into his pockets, took a cake under one arm, and
three bottles of ginger-beer under the other, and holted
from the study.

He did not go towards the stairs,
the passage in the opposite direction. He halted when
he had turned a corner, gasping. Along the passagc
came a sound of footsteps, and then voices,

*Isn’t he here:"

“ Look for the beast! We'll jam him up with some
of Courtenav’s tarts, and pour ginger-beer down his
neck !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter guaked. He could not remain where he was,
that was evident. He heard the sound of opening doors,
and knew that the nuts were searching the studies for
him. He blinked round, and secuttled down a back
staircaee which led him to a door at the back of the
House. In his hurry he dropped a ginger-beer bottle,
but he did not stay to field it He opened the door,
and rolled out, and closed it after him. Then he paused
to gasp for breath and consider his movements.

Ponsonby & Co. were looking for him, and they were
likely emough to try the back staircase, and to find
the bottle of ginger-beer, which would show them that
hs had passed that way. Bunter was not a very bright
vouth as a rule, but necessity is the parent of inven-
tion, and he had to escape the raggers. He remembered
his previous experience in the old vaults, and he started
for the ruins at a rapid run. He disappeared among
the masses of old walls and shattered windows, but he
did not stop there. Without a pause he lumbered down
the eteps into the wvault, and there he halted at last,
breathless, but safe.

“Beasls!” mumbled Bunter.
look for me here, the cads!
the rotters!”

Pop!

It was the first ginger-beer cork. Bunter had neglected

He scuttled along

" Rotters! They won't
I can dodge ‘em if thev do,

to provide himse!f with a drinking-veesel, so he had to
drink from the beottle. DBut he did net mind that. He
19
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had the ginger-beer, and that was the main thing. After
emptying the bottle he proceeded to empty his pockets,
setting out the good things in an enficing array just
within the doorway of the vault,

The vaults behind him were dark and chilly, but
Buuter never glanced into them. His eyes were fixed
upon his plunder. His jaws worked away as if by
machinery., Tarts and cakes and buns vanished as if by
magic,

Billy Bunter was too busily engaged at first to note
some faint sounds that proceeded from the darkness of
the vaults behind him. But they impressed themselves
upon his ears at last, and he started and listened.

A faint dragging sound and a fainter mumble came
from the depths of the darkness.

Billy Bunter blinked round in alarm.

- ""What the dickens! I—I wonder if this beastly place
is haunted !” muttered the Owl of th: Remove uneasily.

Mumble, mumble !

“It's some blessed animal—a dog, or something,”
muttered Bunter. “ Shoch!”

And he went on with the cakes,

Mumble, mumbla!

“Shoo, shoo!” shouted Dunter, his
through the hollow vaults.

He started up. There was a hLeavy dragging sound,
and it was approaching him, as if some heavy Lody was
dragging itself along the floor of the vaults. Billy
Bunter was not famous for his courage. He blinked in
the direction of the sound, a quiver running through his
fat limbs,

“"Tain’t an animal,” muttered Bunter, his fat flesh
creeping, “W—w—what is it? I—I—I believe the rotten
place is haunted. Oh, dear!”

But for the danger of running inte Ponsenby & Co.
Bunter would have pathered up what remained of his
plunder and fled. He stoced hesitating, blinking into the
darkness. He groped in his pockets for a mateh-box
and struck a vesta, The light glimmered in the deep,
dark vault.

Bunter dropped the matech in Lis astonishment as he
caught sight of an ohject on the floor rolling towards
him with slow and painful efforts.

It was the figure of a schoolboy in Etons, with his
hands and feet tied, and a duster bound over his month.

The match went out,

“ Mum—mum—my hat!” gasped Bunter.

He #truck another match. Ie could see now that he
had mnothing to fear. He bent over the bound ficure
and blinked at it through his glasses, N

“Courtenay !” he gasped.

Mumble, mumble !

Bunter trembled with excitement now. He understocd
now way Frank Courtenay Lad not turned up for the
cricket match. He, William George Bunter, had found
him, and frustrated Ponsonby's knavish tricks. e
hastily dragged the dusters away from the beund junior's
tace, and Courtenay was able to speak at last.

“ Let me loosa "

Bunter struck another mateh.

“ Right-ho, I'ranky! So that's you®”

“Yes, yes! Cut me loose! Iave you a pocket-knife?”

“Yea, rather!"

Bunter fumbled for his pocket-knife and opencd it.
ITa struck another vesta, and then sawed at the eords
round Courtenay’s wrists, In a minute the captain of
the Fourth was free, and he jerked the kmifs away
from Buuter, and cut his feet free. Then he staggored
up, gasping for breath and racked with ecramp. It was all
he could do to keep back the ery of pain that rose to his
lips as the circulation was restored in his crampad limbs.

voice echoing

“My hat!” said Bunter. “ This takes the cake! Was
it Ponsonby tied you up like that, old chap?”

“Yes,” said Courtenay, between his teeth.

“And I've jolly well found you,” said Bunter. *“The

other fellows were wondering what had becoma of vou.
They never thought of looking for you here. I'm jolly
glad I found you, old chap.” :

Courtenay made no reply. He disanpeared info the
darkness of the vault with the knife in his hand. In

a couple of minutes more the Caterpillar was freed, and
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he came into the half-light of the doorway, blinking and
rubbing his cramped limbs,

“By gad!” said the Caterpillar. “I don’t want to
go through that again! Is that Bunter?”

" Yes, rather, old chap!” said Bunter affectionately.

The Caterpillar made a grimace, He was very grateful
to Bunter at that moment, but that did not wholly
reconcile him to being called “old chap” by the Owl
of the Remove,

“Jolly glad I've found you!" said Bunter. * They're
playing without you, you know. We're batting, and
the innings must be jolly near over by this time. They
waited till three o'clock, and it's getting on for five now.”

“ Did you come to look for us?”’ asked Courtenay.

“Certainly ! T suspected that Ponsonby was at the
bottom of it, and I—I searched, you know,” said Bunter
calmly,

“And you brought this grub along in case we should
be hungry when you found us?” asked the Caterpiliar
blandly, with a gesture towards the remaining eatables
arrayed just within the vault.

Billy Bunter stammered. He had forgotten the feed.

* You see, I —-T—]I- e

“ All serene,” said Courtenay, who knew something of
Billy Bunter and his powers as an amatenr Ananias.
“ We're much obliged to you, Bunter, whether you came
to look for us or not. ome on, Caterpillar! No time
to lose!” '

The chums of the Fourth hurried up the stone stair
from the vault. Billy Bunter blinked after them, and
then sat down to finish his feed.

THE FOURTEENTH

Play Up!

HE Greyfriars innings was over. Harry Wharton
I had declared for 100 runs, with the idea of giving his
oppenents a chance. It was nearly five, and the
cricketers were to have tea before the Higheliffe side
went in. Smithson & Co., though moest of the pleasure
of the oceasion was gone for them, brought out the gocd
things that Courtenay Lad laid in for tea, minus ths

articles that had been commandeered by Billy Bunter.
It was a very pleasant tea under the trees, a sort of
picnic. Ponsonby & Co. had gone to tea in their study.
They had given up looking for Billy Bunter. After tea
the cricketers prepared for business again, and the nuts
of Higheliffe sauntered down lazily to the ground to
watch the home innings. They were apecially interssted
in that innings. They expected to see Smithson & Co.
knocked out for about a dozen runs by the Greyfriars
bowling. It was a single-innings match; but even if
the Higheliffians had batted twice, it wonld hardly have
been necessary for the visitors to bat again. Smithson

& Co. were hopelessly outclassed.

Smithson cast an anxious look round, in a faint hope
of yet seeing the Caterpillar and Courtenay.

“It’s joily queer those fellows don't turn up,” he
remarked, “I can't imagine why they should stay away,
even if they were tricked somehow into going out. We
shall have to bat without them, after all.”

“Put 'em down for last men in,” said Harry Wharton.
“They may turn up at the last moment.”

“Yea: I'll] do that.”

Smithson and Jones minor went on to open the innings
for Higheliffe, and Harry Wharton & Co. went into the
field. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh took the ball for the
first over. He was about to deliver his first ball, when
there was a sudden yell round the cricket-field, and the
Indian junior paused.

“ Here they come !”

Two running figures came in sight, easily recognisecd
as Courtenay and De Courcy. But they did not come
from the direction of the gate. ‘They came speeding
round the distant School House.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they are!”

“The herefulness is terrific!"”

Ponsonby & Co. stared at the two juniors blankly.
Ponsonby’s jaw dropped. How had they got loose? At
the last moment the plot had been frustrated, and
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Pongonby conld not gmess how. But he had neo time to
think about it. Courtenay and De Courcy came dashing
up, and they headed for the group of nuts.

Without a word, Courtenay dashed his fist into
Ponsonby’s face, and the dandy of Highclifie went
sprawling to the ground.

The Caterpillar let out right and left, and Gadsby and
Monson rolled in the grass.

The rest of the nuts backed away rapidly.

There was a buzz of voices on all sides, The fieldsmen
crowded to the spot.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where have you beent”

“What's the name of that game, Courtenay?”’

Courtenay did not heed. His blazing eyes were fixed
?n Ponsonby as the cad of Highcliffe lay gasping at his

eet.

“Get up,
Courtenay.

" Where have you heen:"” yelled Smithson.

“We've been in the wvaults, tied up there by those
cads !" shouted Courtenay.

" Most uncomfortable, dear boys,” said the Caterpillar

laintively. *“ A very unclean place to put us in, y'know.

ook at my trousers!”

Ponsonby staggered to his feet, his face white and
furious. But he did not keep on his feet more than a
second. Courtenay hit out fiercely, and the dandy of
Highcliffe rolled in the grass again. Thie time he
decided to stay there., It was the safest place.

Courtenay turned from him with a gesture of contempt.

“Jolly glad you’ve got out, Courtenay,” said Wharton,
"1f we'd guessed 2

“Of course, you couldn’t guess,” said Courtenay. “I'd
never have guessed myself that even Ponszonby could be
such a rotten cad. Omne of your fellows let us out—
Bunter. He came there and found us.”

“ Bumter, by Jove!”

“The esteemed Bunter has been useful for once,”
remarked Hurree Singh; “but I cannot understand the
whyfulness of the worthy Bunter going to the vaults.”

“He brought a supplﬁ of tuck with him!” grinned the
Caterpillar. “I fancy he’d been raiding somebo F'”

“0Oh, that's where the things were gone!”
Smithson. “I noticed there were some missing.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The fat bounder!” ex-
elaimed Wharton wrath-
fully.

“ Don’t mench, dear boy!
He's more than welcome.,”
caid the Caterpillar. “I've
never heen so glad to see
anybody as I was to see
Bunter. He's a jewel—a fat

you rotter! Get up, you cad!” panted
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Hight:lliﬂ'e'ﬂ chances were looking wup, after all
Courtenay seemed to show no ill-effects from his reugh
experiences. The Caterpillar, in spotless flannels, but
with a smudge on his nose, stood waiting for his turn
at the wickets, in his most urbane and imperturbable
mood,

“ Franky is goin’ strong,” remarked the Caterpillar, as
Courtenay cut the next ball away to the boundary.
" Franky is goin’ great guns. And I'm goin’ great guns,
too, presently. Simply burstin® with energy at the
present moment.”

Smithson went out for six, and Yates took his place
and fell epeedily, and then Benson had a brief experience
at the wickets. But while wickets were falling, Courtenay
was keeping his end up and scoring runs. The Higheliffe
junior captain, at least, was able to deal with the Grey-
friars bowling, and he gave the field no chance. The
Caterpillar watched him with great admiration. Dn
Courcy was down for last man in, bis ~hum wishing te
give him a rest, and he had no oubt that Courtemay
would be his partner at the wickets. Courtenay was
playing a splendid game.

The score was at fifty, of which two-thirds or more
belonged to Frank Courtenay, when the call came “ Last
man m,

The Cuterpillnr lounged out elegantly to the wicket,
pulling on his glove,

“Play up, old man,” said Courtenay as he passed.

Ile Courey nodded.

“I'm goin® great guns, Franky!” he said impressively,
“ Awful fag, vou know, but I'm goin’ to do it, just te
make Poneonby turn green, you know. We're not losin’
this match if I can help it. 1I'm simply burstin’ with
energy.”

And the Caterpillar trotted on to his wicket.

“ Beaten to the wide, of course,” said Smithson dis-
epiritedly. “That ass won't keep his wicket up for
a single over, or I've made a gigantic mistake !”

Smithson’s opinion was the
general ome; mnobody ex-
rected the Caterpillar to
put up a good innings. The
crowd looked for the fall of

wicket when Hurree
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hall.
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the Caterpillar hurried to
change. Ponsonby & Co.
slunk awayv, followed by a
loud hiss from the crowd.
The nuts of Highceliffe were
plad to get indoors, and
hide their diminished heads.
Ponsonby was also glad to
Lathe his eye. It needed it.

Smithson and Jones minor
opened the innings, and
Jones fell quickly to Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh’s bowl-
ing. But Courtenay was
ready to toke his place when
he left the wicket. A ring-
ing cheer greeted the cap-
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innings closed hecause his
men could have batted all
afternoon against
smithson & Co., and he
wanted to give the other
*ide a run. DBut he could
see now that the Higheliffe
innings was finishing with
two firet-claze hatsmen, and
for Higheliffe was
(juite on the cards.

The runs contnued to pile
up. The Caterpillar’s per-
formance astonished  his
comradee. - Whatever kind
of ball was eent down to
him the Caterpillar dealt

tain of the Fourth as he
came to the wicket,
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Courtenay, he kept his end up with great efficiency. The
juniors could hardly recognise the slacker of Highcliffe
in the active figures that crossed the pitch again and
again like a streak of white.

“ Ninety-five” said Bob Cherry. *“Oh, my hat!
Wharton, old man, for once in a way you were a littie too
previots,”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Can’t be helped,” he said. “Inky, old man, o on
and get that bounder out, or I'll fry you in lard!"”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh took the ball, and grinned,
and went on to bowl the last over against Courtenay.
It was pretty certain that that would be the last over,
win or lose. Courtenay knocked away the hall into the
long field, and the batsmen ran again and again, and
tour were scored by the time the ball came in to the
wicketlkeeper.

“ Ninety-nine " said Squiff. “Oh, my only chapean!”

One wanted to tie, two to win! But Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh was on his mettle now. The next ball came
down to Courtenay with a weird twist on it that beat
even that excellent batsman. There was a roar from the
\ireyfriars fellows as the bails went down.

“ Well bowled, Imky!”

“ How's that, my esteemed umpire?
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Out!”

L1 Hurra}' ‘:!!

“Bravo, Inky!”

Courtenay clapped the Caterpillar on the shoulder as
they came out. The Caterpillar was “ not out.”

“Good man!” said Courtenay. “We jolly nearly did
it; but, after all, we should have had no chance but for
Wharton declaring. But it was a close thing. If you
ever tell me again that you can't play cricket I'll scalp
vou !"'

" “But what an awful fag!” groaned the Caterpillar.
“I'm exhansted—simply expirin’, in fact. Hallo, here's
pur cheerful plump friend !

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“Jolly good innings,” he said patronisingly. “ You're
a blessed slacker, De Courcy, but I must say that iunings
was jolly near as good as I could have done.”

“You don't say so!” ejaculated the Caterpillar.

“Yes, really! 1 say, you fellows, I suppose you know
]iJ: was I who rescued these chaps? I don't want to

rag L

“Go hon!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“1 don’t want to brag,” repeated Bunter firmly, “but
I do say that I found them when all von duffers were
only wondering where they were, and I descended into
the dark, noisome vaults at the risk of my life.”

“Oh!™ '

i"' And rescusd them,” said Bunter, “and after that I
think 5

“ After that Ananias may consider himself put in the
shade,” said Bob Cherrv. *“ Yo can beat him in his own
line, Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

But the Caterpillar linked his arm in Bunter's, and
walked him away to the school shop guite affectionately.
And for the next half-hour the Caterpillar stood the Owl
of the Remove unlimited treat, and watched him with
growing wonder, even his powerful brain beinz unable
to solve the problem of where Bunter stowed it all

1

chirruped Hurree

| T F ¥ ¥ 7 H ]

There was a little celebration in No. 3 Study after the
nmatch, and in the dusk of the summer evening the Grey-
friars fellows and the Higheliffians parted on the Dbest
of terms. Irom Ponsonby's window two black eves
sleamed after them—two very black eyes, and the zood
looks of the dandv of the Fourth were con=iderably
marred for a long time after the Higlicliffe match, '

THE EXD.

{rﬂ" must raﬂd'—ﬂﬂ#fﬂul' chum must read—"" THE
FELLOW WHO WON!" —a great tole of Greyfriars
Schoo/, by Frank Richarc¢s, Out next Monday. Be
wise and order now!)
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I praise the stalwarts of the Shell,
So vahiant ‘and victorious—
Three splendid fellows, who excel
In all things grand and glorious.
Superbly smart in shots at goal
And mighty at the wicket,
They play the game with heart and soul,
And hate what i1sn't “‘ericket.”

Tom Merry leads the brilliant band,
His chums are guick to follow,
At all times keen to lend a hand
In licking rivals hollow,
Search all the schools, the country round,
IFrom Redelyffe unto Eton,
No finer trio could be found—
They stand erect, unbeaten !

Their deeds are daring and true blue,
They alwayz spend their * tanners,”
And many famous feeds acerne
To Monty, Tom, and Manners.
On such ocecasions quite a crowd
Of juniors fresh and ruddy
Acclaim, with voices long and loud,
The banguet in the study.

Our good friend Henry Manners shines
In all things photographic,
From Skimmy’s *“phiz” to Germarn mines,
And features just as graphiec.
A uscful gift, without a doubt,
And one that has been ripping,
In bowling many bounders out,
And catching rascals teipping.

The perpetration of bad puns
Makes Lowther’'s comrades martyrs:
Such lame attempts would rouse the Huns
And make them bigger Tartars.
But Monty is serencly cocol—
In fact, one of the wary 'uns—
When fighting rivals in the school
(re chasing the Grammarians,

Hats off to them, the Dauntless Thros!
By closest ties united:

To *fight and fear not " their deerve
Till every wrong is righted!

Let overy lad who shoots and swims,
Or on the “track ' rejoices,

Applaud the stalwarts of St. Jim’'s
With hearts and hands and voices !

Next Monday:

JIMMY SILVER & CO.

No. 3 of this grand new series.

THE PENNY POPULAR,

CHUOKLES, bll.
Every Friday.

Every Saturday,



EVERY
MONDAY,

The “ Maqnet”

LIBRARY.

ONE
PENNY. 23

j |jj === OPENING CHAPTERS.

START TC-DAY!

_:I‘I'.' . '
Driven to Sea!
_f The Opening Chapters of a Magnificent New

Serial Adventure Story.

By T. C. BRIDGES.

e e T

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
Dick Damer, an orphan, is invied by his uncle out to

Australia. On arriving he hears of Lis unecle’s death, from
a man named Wesley Crane.

Wesley Crane, for some sinister purpose, has Dick drugged
and smuggled aboard the Rainbow, a small schooner com-
manded by Captain Cripps. _ _

The Ramnbow sights a derelict. Captain Cripps and Dick,
going aboard the vessel, find a youth, who is overpowcered by
gas %umr:s, has been left aboard her.

Dick and the youth, Barry Freeland, reach the Hainbow
safely ; but Captain Cripps, staying longer on the derclict, is
apparently drowuned, owing to a storm rising, which causes
the vessel to founder. o

Barry Frecland takes charge of the Rainbow, and, finding
some papers relating to pearls on a mysterious 1sland, decides
to go in search of the treasure, which rightfully belongs to
Dick. _

On reaching the island, however, they are informed by
Captain Kempster, whom they find stranded there, that he 1s
the sole survivor of the Stella, which was orizinally com-
missioned by Dick’s unele to recover the pearls, The Stella
vwas attacked by the Brant—a vessel captained by a pirate
named Burke, who steals the pearls,

While on the way to the Seolomon lIslands in search of
Burke, the comrades on the Rainbow pick up three of his
colleagues, and one of them, Barstow, helps in 1l’rw recovery
of the pearls, which were hidden on the 1land of San
Cristobal. _

They cneounter the pirate, and he is made prisoner and
taken aboard the Rainbow.

Finding that a tidal wave which struck the Rainbow and
drove 1t aground has also broken one of the masts, ek and
Rarry, with two other members cf the erew, go ashore n
order to find a tree switable to make o new one.

They compicte their task, and on returning to the water’s
celze, are startled by the sound of zhots on the Rainbow. At
the samo time they notice a strange craft coming towards
the island.

Dick seans the new vessel with his glasses, and is surprised
to see, standing on the bridge, Ceptam Cripps and Wesley
Crane.

Tearful lest the two seonndrels should suececad in boarding
the Rainboew, the comrades go alongside, hoping to frustrato
them. Buddenly o boat appears on the scene, and after a
desperate stonggle, its erew, with the exception of the pirate
Burke, sre drowned., Burke is caplured, and placed on board
the comrades’ vessel,

Muring the steuggle, however, Wo-ley Crane and Captain
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Cripps have bearded the Rainbow, and Dick and Barry dis-
over, to their horror, that they have fired their last shot !
“Ho, ho!” comes the jeering of Burke, ““ Youw've done
yoursclves brown this time, my lads!”
(Now go on with the story.)

Cripps Plays Foul!

Barry turned in a fury.

“ Keep your mouth shut, you swine !™ he ordered.

Burke only laugned again.

For a moment it loocked as though Barry would finish the
man by stamping cut what life remained in him, but Dick
caught him by the arm.

“Don’t notice him. He's beyond doing us any more harm,
Here, let's move out of carshot of him.”

Barry controlicd himself with an effort, and Dick led Lim
AWAY,

“I was a fool to use that last shot,” said Dick.
was the only thing handy. You see, I had no gun.”

“You wero perfectly right, old chap. If the rest of Burke's
crowd had boarded us, that would have scen our finish in
about half no time. Don’t blame sourself.”

“But what are we going to do?” said Dick. “We can't
leave Kempster and Barstow to the tender mercies of Cripps &
Co., to say nothing of the rest of our Chinamen. And the
gun is the only weapon of any sort aboard the Brant,”

Barry stood silent for a moment. There was a {rown on
his big, handsome face. IHe was evidently thinking hard,

All of a sudden the frown passed, and he gave a short bark
of laughter.

“I've got it, Dick—T've got it! We must put up a bluff,
They don’t know that we've not got any more shot, What's
to stop us from sailing up, and telling them that we'll blow
the Riinbow to blazes if they don't make terms?”

Dick gasped,

“Jove, 1t's a gorgoeous notion, Barry! Yes; after what
wo've done already to their old iron tank, I believe it will
work all might.”

e pawsed, :

“I've got & better notion still,” he said eagerly. “ Sce here,
Barry: we've got plenty of powder left. Let's put a charge
of that in, and Rl her up with nails and serap-aron. Then, of
the worst comes to the worst, we have always a chance of
finishing off some of the sweeps !

“Good egg!” said Barry. "I can always trust you to think
out something smart. All right; you go and take the wheel,
and tell Chang to sccot below, and hunt out some nails.
Keep her on and off until I give the word.”

Dick nodded and obeyed, The moon was rising, and by
her faint light he could plainly see that the deck of the
Rainbow was thick with men. [t scemed to him that they
wers watching the movements of the Brant with considerable
suspicion. He chuckied a iittic to think what a horrid fright
Wesley Crane must be suffering under at that moment,

Barry did not waste muech time 1n reloading the gun.

“ Ready, Dick " he shouted. * Put her about !”

The DBrant swung obedient to her tiller, and turnecd her
shapely bows once more towards the Rainhow,  As hefore,
Dick crouched low. He fully cxpecied that rifle-slicts would
gnon be flying agam.

But in this he was wrong. Aboard the Rainbow all
remained quict, and the Braut had eome within a couple of
hundred vards before the slicnee was broken.

“ Lohnoneer, * epme Cripps’s  farmbar
“4Qohooner, alicy . Is Damer aboard ¥V

“But it

phov !’ beliow.

A Grand. Long, Complote Story of Harry
Wharton & Co By FRANK RICHARDS
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“Ay, I'm aboard!” shouted back Dick.

It was a shout, too; very different indeed from the timid
voice which Cripps had last heard from him.

S0 different that Cripps seemed staggered.

“That's not Damer ! he answered.

Dick felt a queer throb of exultation.

“*¥You'll jolly soon find who it is, if you don't get off that
shlP, you infernal pirate!” he roared back.

“ Bravo, Dick !"" chuckled Barry from the gun. * That's the
way to talk to the blighter!™

“Me get off my own ship!"” bellowed Cripps, in a fury.
“You let me get my hands on you, and I'll skin you alive !

“Two can play at that game, Cripps " retorted Dick, in a
voice that carried half across the bay. *“ What's to hinder
us from blowing you and Crane and the rest of your pirates
into the sea ?" :

The Brant was so closg to the Rainbow that Dick could
distinetly hear the gasp of surprise which came from Cripps’s
lips. When he answered, it was in a decidedly milder tone,

‘:1-?-‘:.“ daren’t do it! You'd kill your own folk as well as
us |

“I reckon they'd as soon be dead as in your hands!™
shouted out Barry, for the first time taking a share in the
conversation. ** Anyhow, I guess I can finish you right now
without touching them. I've only ?c}t to put this match to
the tguch-hole, and if there's anything left of you after—
u'l_?', 'l eat it!™

here came a terrified shriek from the deck of the Rainbow,
and someone flung himself flat on his face on the planking.

“It's all right, Barry,” laughed Dick, *“It's only the brave
Wesley |

Cripps, if a brute, had pluck. He stood up, big, square, and
menacing, 10 the pale moonlight.

“What do you ducks want, anyway!" he demanded. “I
BUppOse you nin't a-going to say as this ain't my ship ™"

*“ Exactly what I do say,” returned Dick, as he gave the
spokes a turn so as to hold the Brant in the eye of the wind.
* Exactly what I do say. You lost her when you left her, and
Mr. Freeland here salved her. Any Court would give us the
verdict, and that you know as well as I do!”

Cripps swore savagely.

“There ain't no courts o' law in the Solomon Islands,
What I wants to know is what you fellers are after ¥ What do
you want?"

Dick did not answer at once.

“I say, Barry,” he said, in a lower voice, *do you give me
a free hand to make terms?"

“Go ahead!” was the quick reply.
goes. But look out for treachery.
‘em !

** All right,” answered Dick,

Then, raising his voice again:

“T'll tell you what we want, Cripps. You hand over
Captain Kempster, Barstow, and our Chinamen, our own

rsonal possessions, and the stores we need for the journey
wme. Then you can keep the Rainbow, and the rest of the
grub aboard.”

“Of all the infernal impudence——"" began Cripps, in a
voice that was like a bull's.

And then he stopped suddenly as some one beside him
plucked at his sleeve,
~The two talked in voices too low to be heard aboard the
Brant.

“Hurry up!” shouted Dick. *We haven't all night to
waste ! Do you agree, or don't you 7"

“All right I"" growled Cripps sourly. “ We'll agree !"

Dick noticed a curious tone of surprise in the man's voice.
He almost laughed, for he himself fully realised that when
he and Cripps had last met, he could not for the life of him
have tackled the great bully so successiully,

“We agree ! repeated Cripps. “One o' vou had best comae
aboard for the things!"

“You will send f“‘n{ptain Kempster and Barstow over first,”
answered Dick sharply. * And the Chinamen. Afterwards, 1
will come across for our kit!"

“Bravo, Dick!"” exclaimed Barry, from the gun. “That's
the way to do it, my boy!"”

There was further consultation aboard the Rainbow, Cripps
was clearly unwilling to agree to Dick's last suggestion, and
Dick himself waited very anxiously indeed. If Cripps refused,
it was a case of stale-mate. He and Barry dared not fire for
fear of killing some of their own folk,

But his suspense did not last long.

“All right! They're a-coming !" Cripps called across.

And as he spoke Dick saw several men being led across the
deck to one of the steamer’s boats which lay alongside the
Rainbow.

He counted them—six in all.
four remaining Chinamen.

Barry stood by his gun, match in hand, fully prepared for
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any sign of treachery. But nothing of the sort oeccurred,

%lnd il;n a very few minutes the refugecs were safe aboard the
rant.

“Bay, Mr. Damer, I never thought you'd gut the nerve to
talkk to Old Man Cripps the way you did!” was Barstow's
greoting as he hobbled up to Dick.

Old Kempster's face, still yellow from the bout of fever,
bore an unaccustomed grin,

“I'm mighty glad to see you again, Damer !"” he remarked.
“But what's pleased me a sight more than anything else waa
the way you and Freeland used that gun. My word!"” Hae
chuckled outright. *““It was fine to see the way it made ha
of Crane's new steamer. [ reckon he won't get mue
insurance back on that; and I'll lay the charter cost him a
cool thousand!"

He gave Dick his hand as he spoke, and Dick grasped it
warmly.

‘““There’'s about a score of questions I want to ask you,
captain,” said the boy; but they'l! have to wait. I must go
across now, and get the stores we want for our trip home.”

“ Then you [ﬂ-::-E out for Cripps,’” said Kempster warningly.
‘He's in & mighty ugly temper.”

“I've no doubt of that” Dick answered, with a smile;
““but you needn’t worry. We'~e got that old gun loaded up
with nails and potleg and if Barry touches it off there won't
ba much left of that crowd of larrikins on the Rainbow's

deck. "™ - ;

‘“Perhaps you'll take the wheel, sir?’ he added
courteously. * And, by the by, Burke is lying there on tha
deck. You might order two uft]m men to carry him below.”

“Burke?"” gnarled Kempster, his face changin
most extraordinary fashion “Burke? How did
here 7"

““In a boat he must have stolen from the Rainhow.. No
need to worry, captain. His accomplices are dead, and he
15 as good as dead. By the look of him, his back is broken."

““And a good job, too!” said Kempster fiercely. * Of all
the work you youngsters have done, that is the best.”
~ HMis whole face was absolutely lighted up. He looked as
if years had sudsdenly rolled off wim. And Dick, remembes-
ing those HAeshless {mnes on Nameless Island, could not
wonder at the old man's delight.

But there was no time to waste, He called Chang, and he
and the tall Chinaman got into the same boat in which
Kempster and Barstow had just come across. Then, while
Captain Kempster ard Barry Lkept the muzzle of the gun full
on the other schooner, they pulled quickly across, and within
a couple of minutes were on tha Rainbow's decl.

Cripps was standing by the rail, a huge and formidable

ligure. He scowled at Dick as the boy sprang lightly
aboard.

“ Think yourself some pumpkirs, don’t you?" he sneered;
and vet, even in the sneer Bi{*k caught the same tone of
wonder that he had noticed before.
“Oh, I'm learning to taoke care of myself, thank you,
fﬁp:q.m!’ he said casily. “Barry Freeland has scen to
at.

“You mean that cub wa found in the Kauri 7

in tha
e come

“Ay! He's a fine sailor, and a good friend !" said Dick
emphatically. “ But how did you got away safe, Captain
Urlpp;:f‘ We saw nothing of the Kauri after the storm had
passed.”’

“I was picked up,” Cripps answered sourly. “ And as
you re 50 fond o’ questions, what about them there pearls?"”

Dick laughed.

“They're all right. And if it interests you to hear it,
we took them from Burke and his crowd, and we mean to
make the most of them when we get baclk to Sydney."

““And what about my share ?" ﬁammldcd Cripps.

Dick laughed again,

“ Upon my word, captain, you really are the limit.
earthly right have you got to any share in them "

Dick had gone too far. Cripps's savage temper rose to the
surface, and before the boy knew what was happening, the
man had him in a grip like that of a gorilia.

“You tell ma where them pearls are!” he growled in
Ihek’s car. “Tell me where they are, or, by the living
jingo, overboard you gzo to the sharks '

What

The Defeat of Cripps.

'ng’ though badly startled, did not lose his presence of
mind,

“1 wouldn't, it T were vou,” he answered. * You ean
chuck me overboard if you like, but if you do it will be the
last act for you as well as me. That gun's loaded to the
muzzle with potleg. There won't be many left alive on tha
deck if Freeland puts the match to the touch-hole,"

The great brute paused.
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Wesley Crane gave a scream and flung himself flat on his face at Dick's feet.
I can be mseful to you.

die! Don’t do it, Damer )

|
“No, no! I'm mot ready to |
I swear | can!"” he moaned. (See page 26.) i

- — B - —

“ No, by thunder !" he snarled. * You’re worth more alive
than dead.’”

Still holding Dick in his tremeéndous grasp, he hailed the
Brant.

“"Bay, you, Freeland, I'm going to have my share of them

earls, and don’t you forget it. Half of em is the price o

amer’'s life. You hear me "

There was no answer from the Brant. Dick, so held that
he could not see what was happening, was only aware that
a cloud had covered the moon, and that a gust of wind was
sweeping up the bay.

" You hear me !’ roared Cripps again,

" Bhoeot !"" eried Dick. * Shoot, Barry! Don't mind me !

There was a moment's pause. Dick could not endure the
suspense. He made a sudden struggle.

Cripps’s grip tightened so that Dick felt hiz ribs erack.
He could not breathe,

“ No, you don’t !’ bellowed Cripps, in a fury.
dragging Dick forward to the rail,

Dick, with a sudden conviction of what was happening,
flung his own arms round Cripps's huge body, and c-i]:m!.: like
a leech. 8tiil he was dragged forward. TInstinctively, he
realised that he was actually against the rail of the schooner.

His very flesh crawled. The screams of Burke’s pirates as
the sharks had seized them still rang in his ears. Was this
going to be his fate, too?
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“THE FELLOW WHO WON!”

“ Let go, will you !’ cried Cripps, with a savage oath, as
he made a furious effort to wrench away Dick’s tight-clasped
arms.

A month ago he ¥ould have succeeded easily, but that
month had made all the difference. Dick was now as hard
as nails. He was all muscle and sinew. In spite of Cripps’s
vast strength, the man was unable to release himself from
the bov's clinging arms.

He let go of Dick with one arm, and made a brutal blow
at his head. But Dick’s head was almost buried in his
opponent’s burly chest, and Cripps’'s fist lit upon his shoulder,
instead of his skull. Even so the blow fell like a pile-driver,
paralveing Dick’s left arm.

With a beast-like roar, Cripps tore himself loose, and Dick
felt himself being lifted high in the air.

Another moment, and he would have been food for the
sharks which swarmed in the phosphorescent water below.

But ever. as Cripps lifted him, came a shock which made
the Rainbow reel, and Cripps, flung off his balance, fell with
a crash backwards on the deck.

Next instant a tall figere seemed to shoot through the air,
and Dick heard something whiz past his head. here was
a thud, a groan, and as Dick rolled away on to the bare
planks of the deck he zaw DBarry, with the rammer of the
gun in his hands standing ever the prostrate and niotionless
form of the ex-captain of the Rainbow,

A Orand. Lone, Completo Story of Harry
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There came a thud of bare feet upon the deck. Several of
the holder spirits emong Cripps’s crew were running up to
avenge their leader. _

Barry did not wait for them., With savage rage he 1‘|}.-..h.1'~|‘l
at them, whirling his terrible weapon 1n swinging Ccircies
around his head. ‘

As Dick scrambled, panting, to his feet, he saw the two
nearcst bowled over like ninepins. The rest, evidently
thinking discretion the better part of valour, ran for their
lives. . . _ .

Barry chased them like a fury, and, screaming with terror,
they bolted down the open hatch. The deck was left empty
but for Dick, Barry, and the prostrate Crippa.

Barry swung round to Dick

“Did the brute hurt yoii?"” he panted. ) o .

“[ feel rather as if I'd had a mix up with a grizzly,
Dick answered; *but really I'm all right. 8o you rammed
her, Barry 1"

“ Tt was the only thing to do, Dick.
had you over.”

Dick looked down at Cripps. His great heavy face was
livid ; blood from a great cut on his head was staining the
white deck planks,

‘It will be quite a time before he can do anything of the
same kind again, Barry,” he said. “’'Pon my word, you've
done yﬂurml% proud to-night! To put out Burke and Cripps
inside an hour is rather warm work."” :

“ Only wish I'd finished 'em both " growled Barry, glaring
down at the insensible Cripps. ‘

““ Never mind that. T a;r're both beyond doing us any
harm for the time being. Tell me, is the Brant afloat, or
did you ground her when you rammed the Rainbow ?"

“ Her %umfuut's just on the shoal,” Barry answered; * but
she'll come off all right at high water.” .

“Then we'd best spend the time in getting all we want
aboard the Brant,” suggested Dick

“ Ay, and the first tﬁmg will be a couple of rifles to keep
those steamship larrikins in order,” said Barry. “I'll get
'em right now, before their scare’s worn off. ou keep the
deck, old son.” _

Ho was off with his usual quickness, and Dick was left in
sole possession of the deck. He kept a sharp look-out, and
picked up a belaying-pin, so as to be on the safe side if
anyoné tackled him. ut no one did, and he had time to
get his breath back. Then he took a look at Cripps, and,
kneeling down beside him, examined the wound on his hea-l.

It was a bad cut, but the bone was not broken. Cripps's
gkull was evidently as hard as a board.

Dick took out a handkerchief and made a rough bandage.

A glight sound attracted his attention. In an instant he
was on his feet,.swinging up the heavy belaying-pin over
the head of 2 man wha had come up softly hﬁgll.'ﬂ [l?lin'a

* “Oh—oh, don't do that! Don't hit me! 1 don't mean
po harm!"” whined the latter, in a terrified tone.

“Why—why, it's Crane!” exclaimed Dick.

“Y-ves,"” stammered the other. *“I—I am Wesley Crane,
your cousin, you know. I—I just came up to say ‘ How
d! o dﬂ?* .3

ick laughed outright.

“You're not a good liar, Crane,” he said. “If the truth
wera told you hoped to give me a jab in the back, thinking
you might collar the pearls from me.

“Drop that knife!" he added sharply, so sharply that the
l{.[IHiE dropped tinkling out of Wesley Crane’s hand upon the

If T hadn't, he'd have

Lk

Dick put his foot on it.

“LucEr for you I heard you,” he said grimly. *Freeland
would have cut the liver out of you, you miserable cur!™

“T—I wouldn't have touched you,” said Crane, his teeth
chattering with fright. “I only carried the knife because 1
was frightened with all this fighting."

“Hallo! Whom have vou got there?”

It was Barry's voice, and DBarry himself appeared, a
regular walking arsenal. e had four rifles, and his pockets
bulged with cartridges.

“It's my kind friend, Mr. Wesley Crane,” said Dick. “ It
appears that he had the amiable intention of sticking a knife
into me."”

“The swine who kidnapped you!” roared Barry, in such
a voice that Wesley's legs gave under him and he dropped
on his knees on the deck.

“He's - the worst of the whole bunch, te my mind,”
growled Barry. “8See here, Dick, we're making a clean
sweep! What's the matter with putting him over the side’
I guess there's sharks that are still hungry.”

Ie nudged Dick as he spoke, and Dick, cntering into the
joke, spoke quite seriously.

“I agree with you, Barry.
but shark meat.”
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Wesley Crane gave a seream and Aung himself flat on his
face at Dick's fect.

“No, no! I'm not ready to die! Don't do it, Damer! I
can be useful to you. I swear I can., ¥You take me back to
Australia, and T'll make you a rich man.,”

“0Oh, oh!” said Dick. “Now we're hearing something.
Make me a rich man, will you? How will you do that?”

“I'll share your uncle's property with you~ A full half.
I swear-it!”

“My uncle!” said Dick shrewdly.
you were my cousin,
your uncle, too?”

“He was. I ought to have said ‘our’ uncle.”

Dick langhed again, but it was not the sort of laugh to
reassure the shrinking Crane.

“ And becaunse of ‘our’ uncle’s property you bribed Cripps
to kidnap me and carry me off to sea—eh, Crane?”

“I pever did. It was Bale.”

“Liar!” snapped Dick, now growing really angry. *I
heard you with my own ears that night at Bale's place on
the wharf, I heard almost every word you said. “Pon my
soul, vou make me sick! You're worse than Cripps; you're
as bad as Burke. Just now I was only pulling your leg, but
now I really have a mind to put you over the side. The
world would be a sight cleaner without you.”

Wesley Crane was beyond speech. He could only squirm.

For a moment or two there was silence. Then Dick turned
to Barry and whispered in his car.

Barry burst out laughing.

“Good ezg, Dick—oh, good egg!”

Dick gave Wesley a contemptuous kick.

“Get up!"” he ordered; and Wesley, shaking in every limb,
rose to his feet,

“ (et into that boat!” Dick bade him. * Get into it, and
if T catch vou as much as moving, overboard you go that
instant !"

Crane crept, shivering, into the boat which lay alongside.

Dick turned to Barry.

“Give me a rifle,” he said, *just to be on the safe side.
And then don't you think we'd best call over some of our
Chinks? Them'li’ be a heap of stuff to be carried aboard,
and we don’t want to lose the tide.”

“There's the pearls to be got still,” whispered Barry.

Dick nodded.

“That won't take long,” he said. ‘‘An hour to load up,
half an hour to the beach and back. We'll be off by two in
the morning.”

“Just nmow you said
In that case, how is it he wasn't

Homeward Bound.

Dick Damer lifted his head and drew in & long breath of
the open sea breeze,

“Jove, that smells good!” he exclaimed. *“D’'ye know,
Barry, 1 had begun to think that we were mever going to
get away from that stuffy bay.”

Barry, standing beside Dick at the rail of the Brant,
laughed drily. carg

“We mighty near dido't. And even now we're sailing
home in a craft that we didn't come in and never saw
before.”

“What's that matter?” returned Dick, balancing himself
as the schooner lifted to a real Pacific swell. * The Rainbow
was not ours, either, and the Brant seems a decent sea boat.”

“You bet she is. Burke never sailed in anything else.
Of course, she's foul now, but put her in proper trim and
I guess there’s nothing of her size to touch her in the
Islands.”

“Speaking of PBurke, have rou seen him since he was
taken below?" asked Dick.

“ Not me,” answered Barry, shrugging his great shoulders.
“And I don’t want to, either.”

Dick hesitated.

“T think I ought to have a look at him before I turn in,”
he said slowly. *“Perhaps I can do something for the
wretched man,”

“Deuced little,” answered Barry shortly.
back iz broken.”

Dick nodded.

“That's what Chang thinks, and he's a bit of a doctor.
Tt's rather awful, isn't it? If he lives, he'll be bed-ridden for
the rest of his davs."”

Barry looked at Dick curiously.

“'Pon my soul, I believe vou're sorry for the swine.”

“] am in a way,” said Dick. “I'd be sorry for a tiger
in the same case."
Barry grunted.
“Your sorrow's wasted, Dick. Once a tiger, alwaya a
tiger, and as long as there's breath of life in Burke, just so
long he's dangerous. Go and see him, if you want to, but

“T believe kis
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don't chance his getting a grip of you. One thing I'm suro
of, .and that is that he'd Eniah every last one of ue if he
had the chance, even if he had to go with us.

“1 wish I'd finished him,” he added, with a frown. *1
sha'n’'t know a moment’'s peace with that beast still aboard.”

He spoke so seriously that Dick was oddly impressed. For
a few moments there was silence, then Dick straight-ned up.
"“Well, I'm going below now, Barry. I'll be on deck at
mx to take over, hempstcr won't be fit for duty for a day
er two yet."”

As Dick went below he became suddenly conscious of a
faint smell of smoke. In the main cabin the swinging lamp
was alight, though turned low. It seemed to him that the
Bame looked dim, as though seen through a faint haze.

* Something 1s burning !" muttered Dick.

There is perhaps nothing in the world more terrilying than
a fire at sea, nng Dick half turned, meaning to run on deck
and inform Barry.

A few days ago that is what he would have done. Now,
strong 1n his new-lound manhood, he determined to investigate
for himself,

He went on aft, sniffing and looking from one side to the
other. Yes, the smoke was thicker here. It stung his eyes,
he began to cough and choke.

A swift suspicion seized him, and he made straight for the
cabin where he knew that Burke had been taken.

The door was clesed. Dick listened for a moment, then
softly turned the handle. As he opened the door, out rolled
the smcke in a dense grey cloud. 8o dense was it that for
the moment Dick was driven back. He leaned against the
o ite bulkhead, choking, his eyes hurni:ﬁ.

2 t only for a moment. Then he dashed into the little
CROLIN.

It was quite on the cards that Burke still had sense and
strength sufficient to seize him. And once in the grip of
those mighty arms, Dick was well aware that he would be
strangled as surely as between the paws of a grizzly bear,

But he wasted no time on thoughts of that kind. With-
out any hesitation he plunged through the smother to the
bunk opposite. His grrg}mg hands touched the huge bulk
of Burke's body. It did not move. There was no sign of
life in it. He began to feel ell round, and next moment his
fingers encountered something scorchingly hot, and red sparks
glowed through the emoke. The mattress was afire.

He could not breathe, his head began to spin, but he
managed to find the tin water-can in thé corner of the cabin,
and, seizing it, dashed its contents over the blaze. Then he
ran out and fled forward, shouting for Chang.

Within an incredibly sbort time the tall Chinaman appeared.

“Bring water!” ordered Dick curtly. *“Quick! Ship's
.ﬁn Ifl

Chang could move when real occasion arose. He did so
now, and inside twenty seconds was back with two brimmin
buckets of sea-water. These Dick took from him and dash
them i ially over Burke and his burning mattress.

Then he and Chang together continued to drag the great
bulk of the insensible pirate out of the emoke-filled cabin.

The second bucket extinguished the remains of the fire
which had been smouldering in the straw of the mattress,
and then they were able to open the port so as to allow the
emoke to escape.

By this time the ship had been alarmed, and Barry himself
had arrived on the t.

“ What did I tell you?!" he said to Dick, as he stared
angrily at the smoking remains of the mattress and the great,
bloated body of Burke. ‘*What did I tell you? He'd have
burnt himself if he could have made a bonfire of the rest of
us. The brute!” he went on angrily. “If he wasn't half dead-
already I'd hang him at once.” |

As he :rohe e took up a fresh bucket of water which
Chang had just brought and shot the contents over Burke.

Burke opened his eyes, and looked around. That slow
smile which Dick hated so intensely spread across his big
Aat "{?I:ﬁ

entlemen,” he said softly, “I am not dead vet.”
Chang drew out the big claspknife which all g
seamen Carry.

““Me makum dead pletty klick if boss Bally say so0,” he
remarked, as he ran hi l:lger along the keen edge. *Me
no wantee be bulnt u h{ is pilate man."

Burke did not flinch. His deep-set eyes regarded the tall
yellow man with a contemptuous stare.

Barry looked at Chang.

“Put up that knife,” he said shortly. *“It was our own
fault for not searching him. Dick, just see that he has no
more matches in his pockets. I'll stand by while you do it."”

Dick found a matchbox, a knife, and a small bottle full
of white pellets, all of which he took away. Burke made no
protest, and when the searching was over, and they were
sure that the man could do no more harm, another mattress
was fetched, and he was lifted on to it and left to himself.

Then Dick, wha was quite worn out, turned in, and Barry
went back to his watch on deck.
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In spite of all the excitement of the previous twelve hours
Dick slept like a log, and felt mightily refreshed when he
turned out in the dawn of a brilliant breezy moming.

He went on deck, stripped, and got one of the Chinese
hands to fling half a dozen buckets of sea water over him.
then, after a cup of hot coffee and a biscuit mn the cabin,
relieved Barry.

A glorious breeze was blowing, the ocean was covered with
leaping foam-crests, and the Brant, now under a full suit
of canvas, was lying down to it, and making a good ten knote.

Lost in a day-dream, Dick did not for the moment notice
that the breeze was stiffening. It was not until the lee rail
was buried and a wave-top came sluicing halfway up to
the hatch that he realised that it was time to get in topsails.

He shouted the necessary orders, and the three Chinamen

on deck sprang to obey.
“ Where's Crane!” he demanded of Chang. * Crane—that
white man 1 brought off the Rainhow last night.”

“Me tinkum sleepee,” answersd Chang stolidly.

" Asleep—at this hour of the day! Go and rout him out,
and tell him to come on deck this minute !

There was a aueer gleam in Chang’s eves, which Dick knew
represented what would have been a smile in another man,
and he went off briskly to obey. .

He brought Crane straight up to Dick.

“G-good-morning, Damer!” said Crane, with' a greasy
attempt at geniality.

Dick looked at him a momeunt without speaking, and Crane
wilted visibly.

" Foremost hands address their officers as “ sir,” "' remarked
Dick quietly. “You will go forward, Crane, and assist in
taking a reef in the main tops'lL"

“G-go forward! B-but I'm not a sailor!” answered Crane,
in a tone of absolute terror.

"I feel quite sure that you have never done anything useful
in the whole course of your life,” said Dick, with some con-
tempt. “ It is about time you learnt. Now get forrard!”

Crane flared up.

“l can't. 1 won't. .I'm
a lot of dirty Chinks!"

Before he knew what was happening Dick had caught him
by the collar, and with one sharp, decisive kick sent him flying
forward. With the roll of the schooner he had lost his feet,
and sat down with an emphasis that jarred the deck.

Dick took one stride after him, but Crane, with a ery of
terror, scrambled to his feet again and fairly ran forward.

For once in his life Chang’s lips parted in a real smile,
and he hurried forward after Crane.

Dick had by no means forgctten his first days on the Rain-
bow, and the humiliation he had suffered at the hands of
Cripps—humiliations which were due directly to Crane. He

uge::.t.leman. I won't mix with

~would hardly have been human if he had not thoroughly

enjoyed the sight of Crane taking his first lesson in seaman-

shi .

ﬁ supper that evening Dick and Barry met, and after
Captain Kempster had retired to his bunk, the two went on
deck together.

“I say, Dick,” said Barry suddenly, “what in thunder have

ou been doing with that chap Crane? I give you my word

didn't know him when I saw him on deck this afterncon.”

“I've been teaching him,"” said g:r:.k quietly. “I've been

iving ’!m'n a little of what I went through myseif under

i
glji:'] stared at Dick for a full half-minute without speak-

ing.

F;'.1E'«:n.1‘*|.113n got me beat, Dick,” he said slowly. * Absolutely
beat. I can’'t believe you're the same chap that 1 found
t:ng:ng on to a stay that day of the squall the Rain-

w.”

 “I'm not the same,” Dick answered mmply. “I've learnt
since then. And—and it's you have taught me, Barry.”

“1 reckon ﬂ;}u’ve taught me cne or two tilings, too, old
chap!” said Barry.

Dick stared.

“Oh, yes, you have! You've taught me to keep
temper, for one thing, and to play the game all round. You
see, Dick, I've never had any decent schooling. I’ve been
knocking about at sea ever since | was thirteen. I’ve often
thought what a queer thing it was, you and me meeting up
like this, for I was kidnapped to sea very much the same way
you were,"” ‘

He paused. Dick waited breathlessly. He had long sus-
pected that there was some story behind Barry's curious
silence. But Barry had never yet breathed a word of it.

my

(The thrilling conclusion of this.fine serial story
next Monday. Order your copy early.)
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Next Monday's grand, 'ong, complete tale of Greyiriars
School deals with the adventures of a junior rarely in the
limelight—Russell of the Remove. In a scrap with Fonsonby
& Co., Russell shows the white feather, an incident which
turns Greyfriars against him as one man. Branded as a
funk, scorned on all sides, and sent to Coventry by his Form-
fellows, the wretched junior begins to feel that life is scarcely
worth living. An opportunity occurs later, however, by
which Russe!l can amply atone for his cowardice, He
succeeds in winning a very high honour indeed, such as
reinstates him in the esteém of the school, and causes Harry
Wharton & Co. to heap unlimited praise upon the head of

“THE FELLOW WHO WON!"

CHARACTERS WHO TAKE A BACK SEAT,
A Reader's Request Granted.

Most of my chums will recollect the verses written by
Jimmy R., of Bepton, which mppeared on this page a few
weeks ago, The main theme of the poem in
question was that a certain number of Grey-
friars juniors are mentioned by name only in

i

For Next Mﬂn:E_r:.

“THE I:’FIPE&P&.?}W WHO

By Frank Richards.

-

YOU

“Two Orkney
ites.”'—Thank you wvery
much for your letter.
Bunions may be avoided
by wearing special boots.

Stephen I, (Dublin).—I
agree with wyou that the
sinking of the Lusitania
was the most glaring act
of frightfulness the Germans have cver perpetrated,

“Bob " (Cape Province).—Sorry, “ Bob," but the book you
mention was sold out within two davs, and is now entirely
out of print.

Gr. A. Bidgood (Co. Durham).—If wyou are desirous of
running an amatéur magazine with a view to making a
financial success of it, I fear you will be doomed to dis-
appointment  Sorry, but it would not be fair to buoy you
up on false hopes.

R. Shapcott and F. Brian.—Thanks for vour letter. The
ages of the various characters vyou name are as follows:
Coker, 17; Hurree Singh, 15; Trotter, 14;: Gore, 15; Mellish,
15; Bulkelev, 18; Jimmy Silver, 15; and Smythe, 15.

Frank Ellard (Oban).—The full names aof the boss in
guestion are William Stott, Harry Trevor, and George Bul.
strode. The annual cricket match with St. Jim's will take
place in September. Wingate and Courtney are each scven-
teen vears of age.  Billy Bunter's father has recently amassed
considerable wealth.

“Bert " (Leeds).—Many
cheery little note.

V. T. Roberts-Sutton

Magnet-

for your

thanks

—

(Darlaston).—I am

the stories, but nothing is ever heard of their / afraid no Grm of publishers would undertake to

escapades. In other words, all the limelight s J” ENJOYED ~© produce novels on the terms you name,

accorded to Harry Wharton and his chums, OURS!'! J. A, Gibson (Wallsend).—Thanks for your
Since the publication of Jimmy R.'s poem, letter, Will try and carry out what you suggest.

Mr. Frank Richards and I have met together
in solemn conclave, and decided to give some of

Harry W. (Tayport).—The highest individuai
score in Junior cricket at Greyfriars is 156, made

the little-known characters a prominent place YOU WILL by Harry Wharton against Higheliffe two years
in the stories. Next week's tale of Greyiriars, '\ ENJOY ago. “The Greyfriars Herald " is published
therefore, will deal almost solely with the . THEIRS ! weekly.

adventures of Dick Russell of the Remove; and N "4 J. Power (Bootle).—You should certainly seas
other characters will come to the fore as time N a doctor as to your condition. Thank vou very

goes on. DBut it must be remembered that
Harry Wharton and his comrades ave the characters of the
“ Magnet " Library; and it would be sheer folly to allow
their doings to be placed entirely in the shade.

JEWISH READRES, PLEASE NOTE!

I have had a good many letters lately from Jewish readers,
who seem to be under the impression that the companion
papers are employed as a medium for sneering at those of
the Jewish Faith. In order to combat this false belief,
and to reassure my friends who are thus mistaken, I have
arranged with Mr. Martin Clifford, the famous *Gem "
author, to write a story introducing a Jewish character; and,
moreover, showing him up in a good light. The story in
question will appear in the *“Gem ™ Library on Wednesday
week, and is entitled

“THE JEW OF ST, JIM'S!”

0Of course, nine-tenths of my readers take in the * Gem,"
but to the other tenth I would say: On no account miss the
stirring story of which I have just written !

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

George F. (Melbourne).—If every boy in the Remove had
a part in cerfain stories, I am afraid my readers would find
the tales difficult to follow. Some of the characters you
omitted from your list are Treluce, Rake, Esmond, Carlton,
and Brandreth. There ara twelve studies in the Remove

much for vour splendid support.

8. II. 8. (Waterloo).—A good many readers considered,
like vourself, that I should have done well to ignore the
taunting letters published some time back on the subject of
vour Editor and the Army; but it was only right that my
chums—and others—should be favoured ~with a frank
cxplanation.

“A Seven Years' Reader.,”"—If you will send me your name
and address, I shall be quite willing to give you fuller
particulars of my personal explanation. Your eriticism of
the same may be *"honest,” as you say, but it is none the
less offensive.

L. Steer (Battersea).—Yes, the Levison mentioned in the
“Gem " stories was formerly at Greviriars.

F. Coveney (Colchester).—Thank vou for sketch, It is not
exactly a triumph of art, but it shows a certain amount of
skill, all the same. Dr. Locke and Mr., Quelch live at
Grevfriars.

H. M. (Corringham).—Send your spare numbers to Misa
Doris E. Frodin, Hampton-in-Arden, near Birmingham.
They will then be distributed among the wounded soldiers,

H. W. Heaton (Manchester).—Sorry I cannot insert the
announcement you mention. It is against our principles,

Harry McDougall (5t. Helens).—Harry Wharton's guardian
is Colonel James Wharton, of the 21st Lancers.

G. M. (Wood Green).—Arthur Courtney, James Walker,
and William Carne are the names you réquire,

passage. ! :
“Eﬁhmnrine " (Northampton).—War stories are “off "' at : ;
present, = - ——8
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'YOU = THEIRS!
| The Wonderful Summer Double Number of :
THE “GEM”
LIBRARY
OUT ON WEDNESDAY.
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|
FULL OF AMAZING ATTRACTIONS! |

Including a Magnificent 60,000-word
Long, Complete School Tale : -

" The Housemaster's

Home - Coming!”
By MARTIN CLIFFORD. l
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| ORDER THIS ASTOUNDING ISSUE TO-DAY'!
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