


2

:
:
:

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Laoking for Trouble !

HYY 7 HERE did you get that eyo 77

W “Where did you get that

face?” )
“The facefulness is ternific,
my esteemed Bkinmor 1

Skinner of the Remove did not answer
thosze questions.

He acowled a% he tramped up the steps
of fhe Behool ITouse at Greyiriars.

Harry Wharton & Co, were chatimg
outside the porch, and naturally they
looked at Skinner as e came up.

For Harcld Skinnm'z appearance was
reatly roinorkable,

Hiz thin nese was swollen and red.
His left eve was circled with dark blee,
His collar was torn, his neektic had
disappeared, and his -jacket was dusty.
Ekinner was not a fightmg-man—when he
could help it. FEvidently he had not heen
able to help it this time.

M By Jové, vonr do laok a picture,
pkinder ! sadd Ilarry’ Wharton, “Whe
on carth’s handled you like that ?"

T hgard yon were goamg over ta High-
cliffe,” grimed Bob Cherry.  “Is that
the Lind of hospitality they handed
out *”

“Fid out ! growled Skinner.
_“But, dash it all, if they handled won
like that on n fiendly wvisit, they want
mopping np,” said Johmy Bult  “Who
wag it ¥’

Bkinner pavsed, looking a little loss
Hunnish. -

“Well- if you followa ke to take it
up, I don’t objeei,™ he siid. “I'm ro
mateh for the ead. ITe knew that when
he set on me,”

“Then it wazs o Higholiffe chap?”
asked Ifrank Nugont,

VoY

* Ponsonby—-what %

- *No; Pon's my friend.”™ said Skinnee.
“It ‘was that new Colonial chap at High-
ciffe—Derwent, A chap from Timbue-
too, or Tasmania, or somewhere,

“You rowed with him?™ ashed
Wharton.
ENo; he vowsd with me.” Skinner

rubbed hia E‘;*il‘rfirTiy hiinhing ove, Lo 1
hadn’t aig chanwe against him,  He took
me unawares, ton,  Beacstlv hylly 1
" Wherten looked at Skinner keenly,

“I don’t Lnow all abont Derwent.”
ha said.  * Bat | shouldn't have i_hn:}ught
he waz o bolls, Tle
gister at (hift 1lounse, and 1 thouglt he
was gquife a deesot chap™”

“He's varher thick with Ton, thongh, ™
remarked Bob Chevry. ' What did he
gﬂﬂh inlo ven for, Skivper? Iizhciffc

otinacrs aren't allowed to bully CGrey-
friars chiopz, and if he was doing that
wo'll eall an b, ™

Blanmrr’s oves gleaned,

¥ 1Te bosf Beis ey at pap. misd lost his
ternper,” B sand.

“Oh, yew've been playing cards, yon
rod bop 77

“YWell, e bnnteved me into it, really,”
snid Skivner., I didu’t want to, T was
'niih'g',nt'ﬁ?.m tea with Pon when T et

im, 1 liwvea't been to Higheliffe after
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all, I eouldi’t go with o face like this.
e yushed on me like & wild beast, and
got me down. It wasn't a fair {ight.”

“Trorwent might have another verzion
to mive,” remarked Negent derly.

Shkinner seowled,

“AVell, that's tlie truth.  T'm jolly weli
rotng to compirnin fo his  headmaster
about tf, tool” .

“Don't do that [” exelaimed Whavian
quickly.  “There’s no good in sneak.
mye ! ,

“I'm not going to be hammered like
thiz for nothing. I tell yon he néver
cave e a chanee !

“Centlonten,” said Bob Chevev, " this
wants leoking into.  Where did vou
feave that orerry Tasmandan merchaut,
Shkinner?”

“The rotber wae sithimg on the stile an
the road when L left him, grinning hilke
a Chezhire ent!™ growled Bkinner.

“We're going that way,” said Boh.
“We shall have time to talk to him. if
we find him, before we're doe at L‘Hﬁ'h
Honse to tea, you fellows. T§ it's as
Skinner savs, we'll let him pick out his
man, and give him a fair serap.  1Tigh.
cliffie boandors have got fo learn to keep
tholr place.”

“Good ! said Wharton.
cfE. Tt's about fime!™

“He, he, he "

That wmnnsical cachinnation proceeded
frean Blly Bunter, as he blinked out of
the doorway and spotted Skmners
damaged countetance,

Buanter secimned to think it amusing,

“He, he, he! There's a pictore for
vou ! chovtled Bunter,  “Where did
vou dig up that chivvy, Skinner? Botter
not let Quelchy see it! He, he, hel™

“Shut wpr von cackling Tat beast 1™

“He, he, he!™

Skinner made a jump at Bunter.

A stern voice rapped out from within
the doorwax :

“Bkinmer .

It was the voice of Me. Queleh. the
master of the Remove,

Skivnecr jumped,

“ Yooz, gir 2T ' —

“Your face Iz disgraceful, Shkinner,
Yen hnve boen hehtmg 7

“Yee-os giv! I--1 couldn't hekp i,
sig! A fellow set on me——  Why--
what—where— ="' Bhinner staved into
the TTouse,  Alv. Oieleh was not visible,

Billy  Busrfer chortled, and sinttiod
down the steps,

$11a, ha, Ll
HTe's all vrshe, Blinner.
Bunter's venfrilogquism 1™

“$a, Lo, ha!l”

“1o. heo el
ite =endded awnay,

Skiuner shook a furious bet alier the
Wanove veptrilognizt, e was not oo o
Lomoenr for Bally Bunter's ventviloguial
triclis Just then, -

= The—the fob ratter! I'II—-I'H——"

“¥ontd betker get somiething for weur
evet aaid” Marey Wharton, laughing,
“Weo'll talk to the merry Taszmanian for

“Let's pel

ronred $ob  Cherrs.
Onle come of

came from Buooler, as

sy, Bhinner”

Qkinner podded, amd went inte ihe

“Tlouse to atiend to his danaged features:

L roing to CUHTE ITomse, too.
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FLAP'S BROTHER! .

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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He was huet ; but e found some conzola-
tion in setting the Famous TFive of the
Bomove aon the track of the culprit.
Iarry Wharton & Co. wallied down to
the pates. There Billy DBunter joined

them,

HGoing my way, vou fellows?” e
asked alfnbly.

”Hﬁ-”

“"How do vou hpow. when you den't
Enow wlich is my way?¥"  demanded
Bunter, as he received that wnanimons
roply m the neghtive.

" Whichever wav von go, it won't bo
our way,” explained Tiob.

“0h, really, {herry——-"

“Raoll awav, bareel !

But Bifly Bunter did not vall awax,
He rolled alonr with the Famous Five
as they starvted up the lane,

“Jt's all sereme,” he a@id, unbecding
the glaves of the vhumsz of the Remove.
“1 know where you're going. and I'm
I'm going to
s0e that new givl-—her name’s Derwent.
I zay, von fellows, she ddesn’t know. T'im
a splendid’ veniviloguist, vonr know, s wl
it will be fun makmg her jump, wor't
it

“Prorerr!™

“T'm going to make her think (here's
2 dog uudﬂ*%wr chair.” grivned Bunter.
“T' eall her A ocat in Marjorie's voice.
vouu know. That will make her waxy,

e, he, ve!"

Billy Dunter's humdrous intentions did
not =cem to meet with the approval of
the Co. Tive pairs of hands were laid
npon the fat junior, amwd he sat down in
the lane with considerable foree.

“¥arooh [ voared Bunter. " Wharrer
vou at?”

“Jump on him 1Y vearved Bob Cherry,
U Maw then, all together 7

Bunter squivined awax, picked himseli
up, apd fled, In a seeond, or less, he
vanished 1n at the schanl gares,

The Famous ¥ive chuckled. and went
an bhete way, without Bunter's company,

“Thas wav,” said Bab, a few ninutes
later. “There's the stile, and. by Jove,
there's Thovwent sitting on it stibl 7

Prerwoenk, of the Fonrth Form at High-
oliffc Bchool. was resting on the stile,
with his hawdz in his pockets, whistling,
He glaneod upat the Grevivars junters
as they came along,

The five juaor: halfed.

“Lrocl-afteroon 7 EHIT
Pl v

“Gond-aftorionon I oenk] Devwent eope.
Tezzle, 1o sreniiad dvonhble.

*Wo've heen lookife foir vou ™

“Well, now rou've Found me,”’

“Von osrein to hove watted far ne ™
satd Dob, with o gei, “Thai was K
of wou !’ s

“T'or waitieg for somcbhodv—not  Tos
vou,'” sald Dievwent.

CATAL, weTve come. anyewary., Y our v
been pteching ants a L oviviars chap™

Derwent nodded,

“ The chap ven mtcheod Lo coie
tinued Bob. "“1sn't much. of a woriior,
He can't nphowd the Aag of Gréyiviars to
any extent, You had aopretly -cheap
victory over poor old-Skinner.”

Wlimnrtnn
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Every Monday.

“He's a funk!" said Derweont,

“ Ahem! DbMustr’t call names.”

" “Well, he is a funk and a ¢ad, tes,”
paid Derwent calmly. '* He didn't put
up much of a fight. I ntver took a
gcrateh,” .

** That rather bears out what Skinner
gays, that you took him unawares, and
never gavo hum a chance!™

“Oh, he's & liar as well az & funk and
a cad ™ said Derwent calmly, * Quite a
crodit to Greyfriars. Any more at home
lika him*"'

““Oh, you deny it, then?”

"1 don’t take the trouble.” Derwent
ﬁ&wncd. ““Is it any hbuvsiness of yours,

¥ any chance?’

Bob Cherry flushed, 1
liking for Derwent sinee the foht in the
cove; but tho IHighcliffe fellow's manner
now was not pleasant.

“Look here! You've licked & seedy
funky bourder who Lappens to belong to

reyiriers,” he said. * Nothing to crow
over in that! If you want a fellow whe
can give you the licking back, here's
ano ready to ohlipe youl"

Derwent Jooked at him,

Then he vlanced at his watch.

‘FANL serene! I've pot some time to
spare, amnd I'll lick vou if you like!™

*“l-';'h'_r, vou swanking ass—--""

‘“ Arp you poing to fight with your
hands or with your tongue?" asked Der.
woent.

- Bob Cherry’s eves gleamed.

" Got pft that stile, and I'll show you!"
be excleymed.

“'m your manl™

Derwent slipped from the stile, and

ushed back his cnffs.
amaus  fighting-man  of tho
cnn]lﬁ,

“ Hold on, Bob!™ said Wharten un-

Eomove

easily, I den't believe Skinner's yarn|.
myseli—wo know what o spoofor he 3t §

“*The fellow ecan deny it if it 1sn't
true, I suppose!’” exclaimed Dob hotly.

‘“'Well, yes. Look here, Derwent—--""

Dorwent shrugped hiz shoulders,

“ Ta this roing to be a talking-mateh®”
he inguired.

Bob Cherry waited for ne more. He
rushed at Philip Derwent, and, in a
moment mors they were fighting.

TR

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Miss Clara’s Verdiet !

RAMPE, tramp, tramp !
I Harry Wharton and Co. looked

on, without, of course, thinking
of intepfering. It was man to
man—Greyfriara against Higholiffe.

Philip Derwent was putting up 2
Eluck- ficht. But Bob Cherry drove

im bark towards the stile In spite of
his rosistance. Both the combatants were
gettine marked at a great rvate.

In the excitoment of the combat none
of the juniors naticed a quiek, light step
on the path in the field aeross the atile.
They jumped as & guick voice called
out:

“* Philip !

“My hat! It's Flap !"" muttered Der-
went,

Harry Wharton and Co. locked ronnd

uickly, colouring as they saw FPhilippa
%’&rwent, of {‘JIi]%: Houee School. r-
jorie and Clara could be spen farther
across the field. Philippa had run on
when she aaw the juniora fiphting.

The girl's face was flushed, her hair
blown out by the wind. Bhe looked a
very charming picture as she stopped,
broathless, at the stila.

“ Stop!” sho exclaimed.

The juniors raised their caps awk-
wardly. Bob Cherry droppad his hands
and jumped back,

Derwent - laughed,

¥ Hallo, Flap!" ha mid.

* Borry, Miss Dorwent !” stuitered Bob

He had guite a.

He faced the

| explamned Dorwent,
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Charry, his rugged face marlﬁti;.;” I—I-1|

—ahem—we—wo—w 2

Which was not wery lugid,

“* All sarens, old girl!" said Derwont,

“ The serenefulness is terrific, henoured
and esteemed, misa?"” murmured Hurree
Jamaet Ram Singh,

Migs Derwent frowned,

* What are you fighting for?' she ex-

claimed

“ N-n-nothing I'* mumbled Bob.

 Nothing at all,” said Derwent coolly.
“* Just to pass the time, you know, whilo
I was watting for you,
those peanuta?”’

Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevlyn
came up. . Harry Wharton and Co. felt
utterly confused and awkward, Philip
Derwent did not seetn te mind, howevor,

“ Perhaps you'll eclear off for a few
nrnutes, Flap, while we Bnish?'" he sug-
pested.

“I shall do nothing of the sort!?”
unn‘pped Miss Derwent. :

* Like to go on, Cherryi™

“ No, you ass!”™ growled Bob.

“ I shall count you as the second Grey-

friara chap I've licked this afternoon,
then "

““Oh, go and cat coke!™

fIf you want me to bdx your oars,
Flip-—~—"" began Miss Derwent.

“ Bow-wowl” said the Higheliffe
JUmIOT.
® Surely there is nothing for you two

to quarrel about!” said Marjorie, in her

amiet voleod,
“ Mot in the least!" said Darwent,
“ Then what wero you fighting for?”’
“ I haven't the least idea.”

“ Perha Bob . knows?"  suggpested
Clara, with a twinkle in her oyes.

Bob stammored.

o

“ Ladics," seid Derwent, * I'm willing

to refer it to your judgment, if these

friars bounders are willing. You

shall decide whether honour ie safisfied 1"
Moarjorio laughed. i

“That i8 a good idea,” she said,

“Good erg!’ said Miss Clare in her
boyish way. *“ Now, then, lay out the
cage.  Who beran it?'

“ Wo started togethec

“ Then why did you start?”

The threp girls wore smiling now, and
the Grewfriars junicrs felt more at caso.
They falt” that Darwent was & rather
decent chap aftor all, though a somowhat
whimsical one. )

“** Flip . first, and cut it short!'" said
Fhilippa Derwent. . )

* Btate your case, Derwent !” said Miss
Clare severaly.

" Certainly. I was sitting on the stile,
waiting for Flap and admiring the
beauty of the landscape, and thinking
how much nicer it is at homo in Tas-
mania—""'

“Oh

A When thess fellows come up
bﬂg? jawing me. That's alll”

[ l,'.l“' _'B !‘T!‘

€ 1—I asked Derwent a question, and
he wouldn't answer,”” stammered Bob.

“ Why didn’t you answer, Derwent?”

“ I thought the question waa checky,”
“ Highelife doesn't
take cheek from Groyfriaral”

* It ia neccesary for tho court to know
what the question wes," decided Mizy
Clara. ** (Go ahead, Boeb! Your move."

i B e | &

and

“ Yes, you—you—you!"” said Miss
Clara. “Gat on " ;
HI—I—-I It was about Skinner.

Skinner's pot a face like a—a—a sand-
ﬁg that'a.beon jumped on,; and he said
erwent went for

hammurfd him without giving him a
nea,”
"It 38 falan ! oxclaimed Miss Derwent
indignantiy:
Derwent laughed.

Have you got|

One Penny. 3
“I'm sure it is, if you say so, Miss
Deorwont!" said 'E:nh'maaklf. “ But

don't seo why this chap couldn't say mo.”
“ My brother wm.ﬂ-;fn't bother to say
such a thing{"

*Oh! Ahem!” : .
““(o it, old girt!" said Derwont, grin-
ning. Btand up for the honour of the

family. Cfive "em some of the chin-musio
vou usually give me!’” ’ .

“You cheese il interjected MMiss
Clara autocratically. ** Bob, did you
belicvo Skinner's statement?™

Not exactly; but—but—but perhaps
I was o bit gauﬁy ™ confessod Bob,

“ No ?ﬂrhups a.f)put it,” said Derwent
coolly, ** ¥ou marched ui) to me and
called mo to account; and I waen't going

to have it—no fear!”

“Well, thera's mrnethl% in that"
agreed Harry Wharton. " We—wo might
have cut up rusty in the same way,''
“Now, the question arisea, why did
E‘u fight with S8kinner, you quhrm{uma
L X'-"” demanded Miss Clare.

i waan't quarrc-lsﬂmui';u}}mtmaad
Derwent.  '“'F punched the becauss
ha asked for it. SBuppose Flap had
come along and found me playing m!ﬂ
with him, sha would have fawed me ti
the ond of the term."’

“You—you didn't play with him?" ex-
claimed Wharton.

"'Ri'o. I was afraid Flap would eee
me !

it Eu--

“Why, the rotter said von lost your

money and your temper, too!” stam-
m Bob,
Derwsnt Iﬂthnd. _
“ Nico bov!™ he remarked. * He called
me * Good Little Georwie’ becauss I
wouldn't play, Naturally, 1 puached

him. His statement was all wrong. 1

am not good, I am not little, and my
name is not George.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“I'm glad you punched himt"” ex.
claimed Miss Eqrwent.._

- %0h, I—I say!" said Bob Cherry.
“We—we seem to have put our foot in
it all round, I'm sorry, Derwent!"

“ Nothing to be sorry-about, old scont.
I'll got you to show me that hook with
the lefi some time, if you don’t mind."”

“T'l be pleased,’” said Bob. He felt
sure that he liked Derwent now, There
was something very frank and takin
about the Tasmanian junior. He h
L his faults, no doubt, but his nature: wae

a right one,

U 8s it iz all aottled, snd it wae
Skinner's fault,”* said Miss Clara,
“Slinner 1s untruthful. The. verdict of

the court is, that you two asilly nases

“Eht"

' What?™

“0Oh, Clara!™ _ .

HYou two silly asses” continued Miss
Clzra firmly—“ you two aily aeses shake
hands, and when Bob Cherry goes home
he is to Eunch Skinner’s nose.”

“Ha, hs, hal ;

“Clara !" murmured Marjorie.

“What a ripping -verdict!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull, ‘*Shall I punch Bkinner's
nose, too, Miss Clera?™

“ Ha, ha, hat”

“The verdict hna beon given,” said Miss
Clara. “MNow, thent”

Bob  Cherry and - Phili Derweant
grinned and hands, ‘IPhajr did ‘not
mind in the least.

““Now, sbout those peenuts, Flap?”
said Derwent.

. “Here they are! Hadn't you betfer
como home with us to tea?"” asked Mimw

him unawzres, , and | ‘Derw

ant.
¥ Cen't! I've promised Courtenay to
slog at - footer practice, and ho will scalp

" And,. taking the bag of pesnuis,

ma if I don’t turn up.” .
bag of peanuts, Fhilip
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Derwent raised hiz cap to the girls
gavp the. juniors a careless nod, an
sanfiterdd away towards Higheliffe,

- Harty Wharton & Co. went on wowards
Highclife with Marjorie and her friends.
Bob_ Cherry, with a very red face,

mumbled to Philippa as he walked by |

har side.

“I—I shy, Miss Derwent. I'm sorry,
you - know, and—and your brother’s a
ripping chap, isn't hei” .

izs Derwént gove him a -very brght
smila., Bob Cherry, by that remarik, had
more than succeeded in  making his
peace,

o —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Punching Skinner’s Nose |

ERNON-SMITH met the Famons

\,ﬂ" Five when they returned from

Clif House in the winter dusk.
The Bounder grinned as he saw
them.

“Mopped him up?® he asked,

“Ehi Who?” asked Wharton,

“Derwent, of Higheliffe. Skinner says
you went out to mop him up.” .

“Wall, wa. jolly nearly did,"” zaid
Wharten, “It was all a mistake—or,
rather,. it was a rotten spoof. Bkinner
tool us'in”

The Boundet chuckled.

“I"thought so. 1 fancied dear old
Skinner wae usmg you as the catspaw to
pull his chestputs out of the fire.”

“We've got something to say to
Skinner!” growled Bob Cherry.

“‘Pon't wreck my study!” called out
the Bounder, as tha chums of the Remore
wont up the staircase.

Bob Cherry. thumped at the door of
Smithy's study, which he shared with
Skinner. Thé dpor flow open, and the
Famous Five walked in,

Skinner was dubbing his nose, aud‘.hu
foaked up quickly as the Famous Five
appearad.

“"Hallo! You fellows have been a long
tima. Did you meet Derwent?™

L1 Y‘B’E.”

7] Gﬂﬂd 1_:-#

* Not t{uita so good asz wou think,”
said Bob Cherry. ]

“ “The goodfulness is not terrifie, con-
sidering the verdiet of the esteemed

infss, with raﬁard to vour honourgble
nose, Skinner,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Skinner etared. ..

“Eht What? What are you driving
at?"” he exclaimed.

Harry Wharton explained.

When he had 8nished, Bob (herry
doubled his hsts, and Skimner dadged
round the table in alarm.

“Hands off, you fool!” he shouted.

"*Ii'nu liﬂd“tu NS, Ek;num:l':-”

#*1 was pulling your , 1f vour want to
kngw,” glPuwle{f gkinn:f “Why didn't
vou lick that Highelife cad? Funky, I
supposa?™

* Why, you rotter—"

“¥ou've heard the verdict,” ssid Bob
Cherry, *Will you bring  vour nese
here, Skinner?"

“No, I won't, you fool " ;

“Then I shall comie after it. I've
undertaken to carry out the verdict.” .

“ You—you silly idiot! Oh, erumbs!"

Bob ' Cherry rushed round the tabla
after Skinner. Tha latter fairly fAew 1o
the door, and fled into the passage.

“Btop him!™ roared Bob:

He qushed oot after Skinner, followed
by & roar of laughter from his chuma,
Skinner dashed down the pamnge.

There was o sudden roar as ha dashed
into Billy Bunter,. The Owl of the Re-
mgve came out of Study No. 7 at an
unlucky moment,

Crashi |
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“Warooohl OH, orumbe!"™
. Billy Bunter went epinning, and
‘Skinner teeled back from the shock.
The next moment Bob Cherry’s gresp
was upon him,

“Leggo[” shrieked: Skinner,

“But I've got to punch your nose!™

“¥ou silly idigt——"

Yow-ow! Help!" -roared Bunter.

“I'm killed! Yarcoooh! Oh, dear!
Yoooop ™
Shinner closed with Bob  Cherry,

struggling desperately. His nose was
already _I:rJ:rEnfull:I and ]Yle knew -what Bob
Cherrs’s punches were like.

“Hallo, . go i$!" roared Bolsover
major, comimg out of his study., “ Here's
Skinmer on the- war‘-'ﬁ-a.th! Ye gods !

“o it, Bkinner!” yelled Bnoop.

“Ha, ha, hal”

"' The gofulness is_terrific !”

Crash! The struggling juniors reeled
acrogs Billy Bunter, and went over.
They rolled on Bunter, eliciting a fiendish
e yell from that plump youth,
“Yooocopl™
“Ha, ha, hat"

“Look out! ¥You'll burst Bunter!™
Peter Todd grasped Billy Bunter by
" the hair and ‘dragged him out of harm’s
way. Judging by Bunter's vells, he did
not take that act of kindness kindly.

“Vow! Leggo, 7éu idiott Oh, wvou
chump! Yah!"

Bkinner tore himself looss from Bob,
and fled for the stairs,

“Htop him!" howled Bob, springing
to his feet.

“ After him!”

“Put it on, Skinnar ™

Skinner went down the Remove stair-
case three at a time. But Skinner's mis-
fortunes were not over yet. Bguiff and
Tom Brown were coming up, and
Skinner ecrashed into them. The two
Colonials collared him at once, ond
Aattened him down on the stairs.

“Yon thumping silly larvikin, where
are you barging tof" roared Squifi,
great wrath.

*Yow-ow-wooop |

Bob Cherry was on the scene the next

moment. Ha grasped 3kinner, dragged
l'lml;ll up, and slammed him against the
wail.

“What's the game!” demanded Tom
Brown,

“1've got to punch SBkinner’s nose,”
gaaped Bob Cherry. *He doesn’t seem
to want me to!”

“YWhy, you asg——"

“I've promised Miss Clara. Hold him
against the wall whnje I smash his nose!™

Bob closed one eve as he made that

request.

“Certainly,” prinned Squiff.

“Legpo!"” salled Skinner deaperately,
as Sgquiff seized ope of his arms, and the
| New Zealand junior the other. * Yah!

Hotters! Lemme go!"

“Pin him !" chuckled Tom Brown.

Skinner was held against the wall in
the iron grip of the two juniors. He was
quite powerless,

Bob Cherry stood before him, and drew
back his right arm as if for a terrific
drive.

“Hold your head steady, Skinner!”
Skinner's eyes dilated with terror.
leavy drive on_the nose would have
jammed his head againet the wall with
texrific force m his position, and he felt
az if his skull would crack like a nut.
:’_?ertamly he wouwld lhave been severcly

ruet.

He struggled desperately, ‘but 1n vain.

“"Let go!" he shrieked.

“ N car po2 .

“ Keep vour head steady, Skinner! ff
I miss you I shall bark my knuckles on
the wall 1™ exelaimed Bob Cherry,

**Ha, ha, ha!”
“You—you mad fooll Youll brain

me ! yelled Bkinner,

A

F

THE BEST 30 LIBRARY @~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY. “g¢*

brains 1"
 Help 12

“Rot] You haven't an

“ Keep off | Helpl -Oh

Bob Cherry squared his jaw, and drew
back his arm agam, Bkinner fairl i
pitated with dread as Bob delivered that
terrific blow,. DBob's heavy fist cra
at his face, dnd at the last moment slowed
down, and hia knuckles touched 3kinner’s
nose with a light tap that would not
have hurt a baby.

 Thers 1* said Bob. ““The verdict has
been carried out. Let that be o warming
to you, Skinner !

And he went upstairs, chuckling. Tom
Frown "and B8ampson ield released
Skinner, who efood dazed, hardly realis-
ing what had bhappened, and not sure
vot that he was not hurt.

But the well of laughter from the crowd
of juniora enlightened him, and he
scowled furiously s= ho realised that the
femcinus Bob bad-only been pulling his
ey

He rubbed his nose,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cackling idiots "

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

SBkinner strode awsy to his study, and

Lalammed the door after him with & terrific

slam, A howl of merriment followed him.
Miss Clara’s verdict had been carried
out, and probably Miss Clara wonld have
fully approved of the way Bob Cherry
had put through hia task,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A War Tea for Bunter !

ki Y ged! It's the Greviriars por-
P‘ﬂiﬂe Iu
FPonsonby of the Higheliffa
Fourth made that remark as
Billy Bunter came up the staircase that
led to his quarters,

Ton was lounging by the landing win-
dow, with Gadsby and Moneon, chatting
with his nutty chums, when the Grey
frinrs junior appeared.

Billy Bunter blinked about him
cautiously asa he came up. Bunter eome-
tirnes honoured Courteney and the Cater.
pillar with a eall—unasked. Buch a trifle
a3 an invitation did not matter much to
Bunter. But he never knew whether &
ragging awsited him at Highcliffe; Pon
& Co, had often excrcizsed their humor-
ous proclivitioa gt Bunter’s expense,

The fat juniok looked a little dismayed
as he apotted Pon & Co. on the lapding.
He elowed down, wondering whether hé
could dodge themy and cscaps as far as
Courtenay's study.

“Dear boy ! agid Ponsonby, with an
agreeable smile. How kind of you to
give uws a fook mI™

“1—I've drapped in to see Coyrtenay [
starmnmered Buntler. )

“Courtenay’s gone out  with De
Courey,” smiled Poneonby. “But we'ro
g:aél l:a:; see you, Bunter, Come into the
study.”

e " grinned Monson,

“(bh, do!" urged Gadsby.

Billy Bunter was not very bright, But
he -could see that that genial invitation
reacmbled the celebrated invitation of
the spider who requested the fly to walk

into his parlour. He stopped on the
ztaivs, and blinked down the staircase
behind hum, and to his dismay zaw Mer-

ton and Tunstall prinring on ihe lower
landing.

He was fairly muﬁht, and le repented
him deeply that he had ﬂmuﬁht. of drop-
piong i on Frank Courtenay in search of
a free tea,

“Dor't be bashful, sweet wouth!”
amiled Cecill Ponsonby. “I've heard
you're & rippin' ventriloguist, Bunter.
Clan you imitate a fellow yvelling as if he
were ta with & red-hot. poker?”

" Ye-e-eal” gasped Bunter,

“Come into my study, ther, and do
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it. Cut in and put the poker in the fire,
Gaddy 1™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I—-I say, you fellowg—-?
Bunter

Ponzonby fook him by one fab arm,

“Clome on, old ecout! So happy to
poe you !”

*1—1 say, Pop—7"

“Iack up with that poker, Goddy!
Bunter 13 poin’ to give vz eome realistic
imitations. "

In gpite of Pon's bantering tone there
was a eruel gleam in his eyes, and Billy
Bunter realised that he was in merciless
hands, It was great fun to the Iligh-
cliffe nuts to rag the helploss fat fellow.
There was no danger of Bunter hurting
any of the raggers, even if he resistod.

Courtenay would have clupped in of he
had been there. Bub he was not there.
Neither was the Caterpillar there. Bmith-
son came glong the passage, hot he only
gl-i;mn]ﬂ atd ﬁaﬁ:;:d on a8 ne saw Bunter
wrigpling in Pon's grasp.

= lh—l' i{n}*. Pon! Don't he a beast, yon
koow 1" said Bunter. “I—=I'll lock in
anothier time, I think., Leggo my armn 17

“Lome on I"

“JLook here! I'm not eoming !

Ponzonby  compressed his prip and
wallked Bunter towars the study, The
Owl of the Remove resisted desperately
but quite wnavatlingly,

Y“"Reseue ! he shouted, hoping  that
Courtenay might be within hearing, |
A study door opencd, and Flip Der-
wentl looked out earclessly.

“Jlallo! What's the row 7"

“I say, Derwent make them lemme
gol" howled Bunter. *1 say, old chap,
tluc:slr':"re going to red-hot poker me | Yow-
ow !

derwent knitted his beows, and came
out mlo the passage.

“Chack b, oo ™ he said tersely.

PPon stared at him.

“BMlud yeur own business, Derwoent !

“This & v businesa,” aaid the Tae.
manian junior coolly, " TDon't be o boaliv.
ingy bounder, Pon! Lotk the fat fool
alone 17

“I'm poin' to make him danee,” said
Ponsonby.  “I'm bored to death this
afternoon, amd Bunter’s dropped in just
titpe, Come and enjoy the fun !”

“No fun in ragging a fat bounder who
can't stand up for himself."

“0h, rats IV

Ponzotnby whirled Bunter towards hia
gtady doorway, where Gadsby and Mon-
gon otood grinminge.,  Derwent promptly
canght IDunter's olher arm, and whirled
ili!r: back again, and Pon along with
LEEIE,

“ ook here, vou fool—-"

" Bow.wow ! Let him alone [

"] don't want to guarrel with you,
Derweont——""

* Let Bunter alone, then !™

Derwent wrenched the fab junior away
froon Ponsonby, and stepped in front of
Latra,

“roet oto my sbudy, fatly ' hie said.

unler did not need telling twice. He
belted into Deswent's stody %iim a rabbit
inte a hole.

Ponsonby made a furions movement
forward, but he found the Australian
juntor planted firmly in his path, Gadsbhy
ane Momon come out bo belp him, and
Moerton and Tunstall ron up the staars
amd came on the scenc.  Dut to Pon’s
exiaperatinn they  ranced themselves
beade Iherwent,

Therwent grinned.

“MNow, is i gueing to be a pitched
battle or zweel and g'-l:‘n'-.h* prace '™ he
asked cheerfully.

Ponn was not fond of pitched hattles.
Moreover, he Jdid not want to guarre!
with FHE- His answer was Fiven b:lr
striding into his own study and slam-
ming tho door,

buerwent langhed, and went inke his

atritbored

¥

a-—--,l_ -
— . l:l=: ey i T e ]

e e ce—

] Asking for an explanation! (See Chapter 9) 1

study, followed by Merton and Tunstall.
Billy Bunter blinked at them nervously
as they entered. DBut the Tasmanian’s
nod and smile reassured Lim.

“Cocky wanta a peanub ! came a sud-
den howl from the corner, And Dunter
jumped, and stared round.

“What's that?" he cjaculated.

“Only Cocky " grinned Derwent.

“Oh! Your blessed cockatoo!" said
Panter. “(fan he talk "

“IDidn't you hear him i the framn
zaid Derwent, helping Cocky to peanuts,
“He can talk hike a Dutch uncla, Iid
you come hwre to sce anybody, Bunter *''

“Yes; Courlenay—my pal,  youno
know !

“YWell, vour pal i3 out.™

“Never mind! I'l have tea with vou
chaps, if you like ! said Buntes brightly.
“1 should like it just as well™

Merton amified, and Tunatall grunted,
and Flip Derwent looked rather fixedly
at Bunter, e was quite aware how
Eul.-nh” Bunter was Frank Courtenay's

“What did you bring that Tat worm in
here for, Derwent?'" asked Merton,

“Oh, really, Merton, old chap—-""

“Don't ¢ old chap ® me, vou fat toad !

Bunter's eyes gleamed bohind s
apeclacios.

“Kick hint owt " said Tunstull,

Derwont closed one eve at his friends.

“Ilold on! Dunter's staving to bea,”
he said,

' Lool here- - bepan Merton hotly,

“My dear chap, Bantec's asked hine
self, an we can't rofuse.  Besidea, I'm
sure Bunter's welvome to a frugal war
ton, ™

C0R! snid
“ Al serene,
Bunter.”

SO0, goeke ET oaand Merton.

ol 1 aaid Bunter, 1 dow’t snd
a owar-tex—not a bit. T Jon’t want any
sugar, &0 longr aa there's lots of  jam.
And vou needn’t botlhior shout teg--nffon
o edeon wilkl do for me, [ azapre vonl™

8t down, my fat friend ! said Flhip,

Panter ant down.

Moerton stirred the fire, and whes fhe
ettle boled e poured the water inbo
thi- toppet. FIj:T'.I shipmed out of Lhe
stivedve, aml veturned with a lergpe Lhiscait
i oy hand - a bisenit of the kind usaally

Tunsatall,

understanding.
You're

very  weleome,

pupplied to dogs.  Tunstall, with a grave
face, laid the :-inﬂ:.

“Twook after DBamter, Merron '
Derwent. “¥on don't peind
being rather weak, Panters

Yot at oll”

Ak E{:Iﬂ"'f there's oo AT, s

[ 13 q’.{ !‘I! J

“And no nulk."

“ Flum '™

“But 'mosure your wor't mund.”

Y oA hern '

Meorton pouved omtl DBunter's tea, and
the fat junior blinked at it. It was hot
water, withont the faitest {-g]{mr[ug of
ten.

Billy Buenter blinked at the three
Juniors, but their faces were guite grave,

Drevwent was chopping up the dog-
Liscwat,  When it was eeduced to Frag-
ments, e passed the plate to Bupter.

“Ilelp yvourself, old chap,” he said
affably.

“Wha-a-at "

“Iront spare the bscuit,” sxid Do
went gencrously. *Wa can get some
maore.  There =n't much of a2 run oun
thedo Disewile. ™

“I—1 eay——"

“Borry we can't_offer you any Lutler
ar Jam with &, Paotter'a short.  War-
time, vou know,  Bur thore's some cold
croam you can bave, and welcoma”

“Wlhaat*”

“Tags Bunter the cold eream, Tunne '™

“Cortaindy 177 spid Tanstall

“lere vou arie, Hunter,
groat ' anid T"Iip Jh.'t-]'.lit'.l!]']:\".

Rilly Bunter's wiare hade faic to ceack
Wis apectactes. . 1le mderstood pow whye
Derwent & Co. il et bim slay o tea,
It was a “wor-ten 7 owith a vengeance,
Billy Bunter eould oar almost noythine
but even e drew the line at Lol water
and dog-basemiz and eold cream.

ok ifl'llLIi_..f":':-‘ U omsled Merion jin‘i',l.‘.".u'_

B ST R U S

aaid
Eliy  foa

1Mle . old

“Terbapa Bomer would like  eome
treacte ™ suggeated Tunstall

Bunter birightoned o litthe,

“*Yes, thut's all righe, 1-—"

“We havea't any  treacle, unforts-
nately, but there's some gum.  That'e
quitey ws sbicky, an' T dare sav i ain't
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powsonous,” went on Tunstall calmiy.
“Shall I help you to the gnm, Bunter?”

“He, he, ha! Um::k?r wanis a poa-
not!  What & freud!™ It was the
rockateo again, “Oh my eye! Have
you washed your neck this mormng?
Ha, ho !

RBilly Bunter's eves gleamed. The
cockaton’s remerk had put a new idea
tito his hesd—of repaying his kind enter-
tainers for their war-tea. ¥& was a chance
for the Qraviriars vonutriloquist! And a
voice, ﬂmt-r;r_ like Cocky's, and that cor-
tginly appeared to proceed from Cocky's

cage went on :

“That cad Merton—he's caten all the
sugar! BRotten cad, never plavs the
wpme !’

——— p—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A -Little Too Clever !
ERTON jumped up, his face red

M and furious,
“What's that " he shouied,
Flip stared at the cockatoo.
Tunstall grinned.

“ My hat!” gjaculatod Flip. ** What's
put that into the silly bird’a head® He's
never said anythin® ke thet before.”

“*He's heard somebody say it, in this
gtudy, too, and he's vepeatin® it!" ox-
claimed Maorton fuﬁmmﬂr. “Any end
who enys I take all the sugar is a lar !

“Well, I've never said ao—""

¥ What a rotter, Mecton !™ went on the
cockatoo’s voice. * Mepaly cad - -cheats
at banker, by puwn! We wouldn't stand
that kind of cad in Tasmania ! He, ho!”

Derweni’s jaw dropped. He was very
proud of Cocky, and the remarka Cocky
conld make, ot he was Fairly flabber-
gasted now. Cocky seemed to be making
up obaervations out of his own head, and
they were very uuplessant ones,

“Bo vou think I cheat at banker,
Derwent T Merton exclaimed, his erfme
son face growwg  white. with  rage,
*Vou've taught vour rottes bivd to sav
that, have Fou il

“"1—I didn"t—I—T never—-"
mered Derwent.

“Ho, o, ho! So doer Tanstall |
went on Coekwv. ' Palr of rotters- pair
of sneaking larriking ! o, ho, ho 1"

“The bird's gone mad!” cxelaimed
Flip, aghast,

Tunatall gave Lum o glare.

“The bird's heard vou say that "7 lie
shouted, “ e could only vepeat it if he's
heard 1B

“I didu't—I never did! Somebody
elee, perhaps——" ped Derwent.

“Whe elee talks about lareiking and
Tasmania ¥ snecred Merton, * Nohody
elee at Higholiffe,”

efam-

L N SR

“Hea, he! Cocky wanbks a perannt!
Where's Flap?  Kisa me, and cali me
Alhert ! Heo, Lo !

Tt was genning Coeclew this time.

“Whe rotlen beast! Il wring is
neck 1™ exelaimed Moexton,
Y Halle, Merton! He, ho!  Gob any

aced in your aleeve thiz thne, you snesk-
g laroikin?  Ho, ho 1

Merton miade a furious rush towarda
the cage. Lhp promptly jumped in the
way., Whatever Cocky smght say, Cocky
wasn't going to be Kars i his moster
ﬁ:}ltm he B it.

" Hands off, Mevton——-~" :

“T1 wring his neck, T tell vou " velled
Merton. * Youw've taught him that, vou
cad—pretending to b2 inendly with »
chap all the time—-:"

“Rotten, caddish!™  eaid Tunstail,
;’_Hn.]ll!:::E There he goes aguin, hang
nm !

“"He, ho! What a awindler! 1le lad
an ace in his slesve, Moerton had, 1Te
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cand so they are!

i “ Al the rvest was Bunter.

had 1t fixed up with Tunstall to cheat !
Pretty paivr! Ha, ho! Flap doesn’t like
them, either, E.!;}’m thinks they're cads,

“fIet out of the way, Derwent, ¥ou
rotter I

“Ho ho! Merton thinks he can play
hockey, ¥You should hear what Flap =aijd
about it! Concettod ass!  Ho, ho!™

Moaorton's eyes were blazing.

It was impossible that the cockaloo’s
brain could have originated those obser-
vations. Merton could only conclude
that the weird bird had overheard Der-
went speaking thue, and had remembered
the worda.

He gave the Tasmanian junior a deaclly
look,

"Bo vour sister speaks of me like that,
does she ¥ anid Merton quietly.

Derwont’s face was crunson.

“Bhe doesn’t!  Flip never aaid any-

thing of the sert—I know that! It's—it's
a trickk  Somebody’s been teaching
Cocky——-"

“Yog—wou have IV

“I haven't! I—"

T Liar!" shouted Merton. * Come on,
you cad! I'H hek you, and I'll wring
that beastly bird’s neck afterwards ™

“MHo, he! Cocky wants peanuts!
Where's Flap? Hang that cad Merton!
I can't stand the fellow ! Tunstall’'s a
rotter—Tunatall's & rotter—Tunstall’'s a
rotter ! Measly cad! 1o, ho!”

“0h, hang 1! panted Derwent help-
lossly “¥Wou fellows, I—I swear ['ve
never said anything like that!  Why
should I

“ Tecause you're a treacherous rotter 1™
said Punstall savagely.  “That's why!
But we know you now 1"

“Ha, to!  Pair of rotlers—pair of
funks! Yah! Hao, ho!"

Derwent staved blankly at the bird,
e gave a sudden shont as Cocky's voice
was heard that time.

“Tt's not Cocky 1" he shouted. ' T.ook
at him! He dido't speak ! It's a trick!
There's somebody hidden in the study,
speakmg !

Billy Bunter gave a gasp.

“T—I gav, you fellows, it's time I was
off,” he stammered.  And he made a
movement towards the door

Then a light broke on Merton.  Ile had
teard of Bunler's ventriloguism, though

1 he had forgotton it,

e made a rush al the fat jumor, and
seized him by the collar

“It's Bunter '™ he gasped

“Punter " exclaimed Derwent.

“Yes, He's a rotten ventriloguist ! T
remernber now !

#*0Oh, my hat "

“That's it!” pasped Tunstall. * Uve
heard of his tricks, now T come to think
of it. Hold him " -

“I—TI say, vou fellows, ib waan't ™" ex-
claimed Bunter, in great alwrm, ' 1—1"mn
ot & ventriloguist, you know.  1—1
couldnt do it, reallv. Quite impossible!
I—1 say, Fou know-—"

Deiwent grve him a deadly look.

“2y  you were playin B trick,
Buater ! he said. “It's plein enough,
Cocky’s not speaking now. Cocky, old
bivd-——""

“Hallo! Cocky wants a peanut!
Where's Flap?® said the cockaton,

“That's the bied!” =aid Merclon.
By pad, the
sneaking ead nearly got us to fighting--

after yon got him away from Pon, too!

I—1 beg your pnrdt}n, Flip! 1 mi'glzli.
have kuown it wasn't you!™
“BHame here!” said Tunstall.  * Bas,

Lh]

TOou 2on--
“AR serene,” eald Derwent quielly.
“T couldn't understand it myself. Now,
Bunter—="
“I—I eay, von fellows, it was anly a
joke " mumbled Bunter.  "“You woere

LA
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joking me, you know, with vour dashed
war-tea, sg——""

*“ 1 dom't eall it a joke to =et three pala
fighting,” said Derwent,  “And that's
what you nearly did, Lay him on tho
sofn, you chaps, and T'll got o stump.”

* What-ho 1™

“1—T sa Yarooh! Helpl!?

Whaelk, whack, whack, whack !

“Yarooh! Help! Yooop!™

Whaek, whack !

The door opencd, and Cecil Ponsonby
grinned in,

*Hallo ! Are you slanghtevin' a
dashed pig? So that’s why you took him
away--to rag him yourself, vou spoofor !
Never mind, I'll help 1"

Whack, whack !

F"That’il do.” said Derwent, “Rell
hirn out! You turn up here again,
Bl:ihrt‘{:.r: and I'll make you hop, you flat
cad I

Buntcr fled wildly for the doar. Pon-
=0:n0Y made & clutch at him, and Bunter,
in_desperation, butted him. Pon gave a
wild howl as Bonter's bullet head crashid
on Ins handsome waisteoat,

The dandy of Higheliffe went over as if
he had been ghot. Bunter bolted intor
the passage, and fled for the stairs, B
fore Ponsonby eould recover himself Billy
Bunter was in the guad, and feeing for
the gates. And the Owl of the Remove
did not cease running till he was half-way
to Greyiriars.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Plans Vengeance !

b H dear! Oh dear! Yow-aw 1
Thus Willium George Bunter,
when he avrived in the Romiove
passage kbt Grevfriare, Buner
had exerted himaelf that sfterneon, and
he was quite Izggoed out.

* Halle, hallo, hallo!
with the grampus?”

“Oh dear "

“Deea rumnmg a {oot.race, iubby:”
erinned Poter Todd.

*Yow-ow ! I've bern  stumpe
%FIE[JII‘.'{I Bunter. “That vad Perwent

woow ! Groogh 1Y

“Hallo, Derwent again!™ said 1larry
Wharton, laughing. ** That Tesnbaaiain
chap soems to be (airly on the war-path 17

“1 say, you fellows, you vught 10 fick
him ! sand Bunter., 1 dropped 10 10 sca
Conrtenay, you know, amd went to fea
with Derwent——"

*Idd he ask you ¥ remarked Shiner,
who was mn his study doorway.

“aind yvour own business. B2kinner!
The beast stumped me becouse 1 onnule
that rotten eockatoo talk—jralons of 15
being such o ripping ventriloguist, vai
know.” groaned Bonter, I sav. Wkar-
toor, it's up to you to lrek him, ™

“T'1 lick you inatead ! =aid Wharion,

Bunter rolled on hurricdiv.

“Here, come into my study, Buntv !
suul Blonner. " I've got some teffiee 27

What's wrong

—"

TPamter camo 1 promptly,  Skioer
Kicked the door shut.  Biily Baee
blinked round for the toffee.  He was

tived, and he was mdignant, but b aas
prepaved to deal with any ameount of
toffee.

“Tell us all abont 6% satd Skinser.

“Where's the tollee T

“ e, here you are !

Bunter, with his month full of $afea,
teld his tale of woe, thongh he was soppe-
what surprised (o find in Harold Skinner
a svmpathetie listener, Skinner was a
very attentive listener, too, He sconod
very interested by Buonter's adventures gt
Higpheliffo,

“Too bad!™ he said.  "That fellow
Lierwent’s a vegular hooligan.”

“ Hae hicked you, yesterday, didn't he 2"
renianrked Bunger,

Blinner spgwled,
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“He's too jollv bandy with his fists,™
he remarked. "I say, Bunter, it's rotten
of him to treat you like that. I'd make
him sit up, if I were you!" o7

Bunter blinked at Skinner suspiciously,
HMe was a fool in some things, but not in
evorything. And he did not intend to be
made a catspaw for the cad of the Re-
ove, .

“Rot! I can't hick him!” he said
“I'll hold your jacket for you, Bkinner, if
vou like to try again.” ) :

“You'rs o %rst-e]ass ventriloguist,”
snid Skinner, unhceding.

S Yow-ow! Of course I am! Oh
dear 1" ]

“You can imitate any chap’s voice”
resumed Skinner.  “You could imitate
young Derwent’s voice, if you liked, so
that %119 own sister wouldn't know the
difterence.”

“0Of course I could! But what-—"

“Misas Flap is rather bothered about
her brother being friendly with Pon.
gonby,” remarked BSkinner. “ Bhe's
afraicd that dear old Pon will lead him
into naughty ways."

““So he will, if he can.”

“1 fancy that cheery young merchant
docsn't  want  much leading,”  said
Skinner, with a grin. “But, I sy,
Bunter, it would serve him right to get
his sister in a wax with him, and down on
him. You ceuld do it."

“ She's a rather nice girl,” said Bunter.
# A bit spoony on me, teo,”

“You fat idiot! She can't stand the
sight of you!"

* Look here, Bkinnor——"

“Aro you in funds, Bunter 1" .

“I've E;ﬂu disappointed about a postal-
order,” said Bunter dolorously.
vould lend me five bob, Skinner——"

“T could tell you where to get & quid.”

“Dona! Where "

“ Ask Miss Derwent for if."”

Bunter stered at him. ;

“She wouldn't give me a quid!
should she *"

“The quid her brother owes you, I
mean.” .

““Her brother doesn't cwe me a guid.”

“ Yes, he does. He owes you compen:
pation for handling vou in his study.
Tine him & quid!™ explained Bkinner.
“ 8o long as you get it out of the famiiy,
that's all right; and I can tell you how
to doit,"”

Billy Bunter nadded.

“That's fajr!"” he aszsented, “T've
been stumped. I'd like to make the cad
pay for it. But—"

“Well, T'Hl show you the way,” saud
Bkinner, his narrow oyes ghstening.
“It".::; as casy as rolling off & log. DNow

Why

The door opened, and the Bounder
came in. Skinner stopped speaking quite
suddenly.

“(zo on,” said Bunter. “Hgpw ecan I
make Miss Derwent— Yow-ow !
What are you stamping on my oot for,
you idiot "

“Halla! Have I interrupted a private
conversation 7" asked the Bounder sar-
castically,  “"What's that about Miss
Derwent?”

“Find cut [ snapped Skinner.

Vernon-3mith gave him a suspicious
lock., Skinner signed to Bunter and left
the study, followed by the Owl of the
Reraove. They stopped to speak in the
window-recess in the passage; but Ogilvy
and Russell came along, and Skinner had
to break off again,

“Come out inte the quad.” he said.

In thg quadrangle Skinner was able to
unbesom himself at list,

_Billy Bunter listened to him, with s
little round eyes growing wider belind
hla big spectacles,

‘By gum!" he ¢jaculated,

Bkinner had finished, when

-Houge," said Skinner, controlling

“lf you,
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Y Easy as faliing off o form to a elever
chap like you,” smd Skinner amoothly.

“Bat—but, T say, it will make "em
waxy with one another ' satd Bunter un-
casily.

“ger'.‘a ‘e right, won't it?  Derwent's
treated you badly.”

“"f.!::-l?u; he's B rotter !  But—but Flap

“Bhe would have backed him up if
she'd been there,”" said Skinner. *It's
the only way of punishing Derwent.
Besides, it's worth a quid. -You'ro really
cntitled to that, Bunter "

“¥ou—you think so?"

“Certainly ! Now, Derwent wouldn't
pay it of course, and you'll practically be
HWJI](IIE{E if you don't get it out of the
family somehaw.”

“That's c0,” agreed Bunter, ** Busides,
I conid pay it back afterwards out of my
postal-order.”

“Ahem! OF course,” sail Skinner
grm'f:l{, “wou could do that! So, vou sce,
it's only borrowing a quid, and getting
that cad Derwentanto a row '™

“*Bevrve him right 1" said Bunter,

“* Yes, rather!™

“T'm jolly well going to do it!™ said
Buanter. “ Only "—he hesitated—* oniy
Flap's rather spoons on me!”

“You fat iwdiot "

[ 13 Eh '!'l i

“I—1 mean, call on Flap atk C]ifff
313
angty impatience, “Tell her you've
come to take her for o wallk, As she's
spoons on you, she'll be pleased, T've
noticed it myself, now I come to think of
it, She's simply sighing for you,
Bunter."”

“You really think so, old chap?"
purred Bunter. “Girls. do take to me,
you know. I've got a way about me

“Exactly. QGive her a look
morcow, and take her for o walk.™

' Saturday,” eaid Bunter. “It's a

alf-holiday.”

““If she treats you woll, all right; if
not, you carry out what we've arranged,”
aaid Skinner. *¢ That's fair.”

“ Right enough!" said Buntor.

“Hallo! What are you two confabbing
about?" asked Sidney Jamea Snoop, join-
g them under the clms,

in to-

" Talking about ventrilequism and
things," “smiled Skinner, ““ Ta-ta,
Bunty 1"

Ho walked away with Snoop, loaving
Bunter looking very thoughtful, Skinner
was quite sshisfied. ¥ Bunter inflicted
his odious familiarity upon Miss Der-
went—asa he ovidently intended to do—
ha was certain to be snubbed in the
sharpest possiblo manner; and that woyld
put him in the right mood for carrving
out tho cunping scheme hatched by
Skinner's fertile brain,
was to cause scrious trouble between the
brother and sister did not trouble Skinner
in the least—that, indecd, was his ob-
ject. Bkinner's idea was that Flip Der.
went would bo sorry for having handled
him severely; and Flap would bo sorry
for having joined in the * verdict ™ which
Bob Cherry had carcied out. And the
agregions Owl of the Remove was to be
tho astute Skinner’s catapaw.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Sheck for Flap!

b ALLD, hallo, hallo! “Where-
fﬂrﬂnult]his thusness ™

Cherry  stopped and

shaded his eyes as if dazzled,

az Billy Bunter came out of the School
House on Saturdsy afternoon.

The Famous Five were killing time tiil

the kick-off in the match they were play-

ing with the Fourth Form that after-

That his scheme |
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noon., Billy Bunter dawned upon them,
g0 to speak, in all his glory.

Bunter was generally rather slovenly.
But this alterncon he was of the nuts
nutty. His trousers were creased; hie
boots were brilliant; his waistcoat was ®
handsome one of many colours; his sille
hat glittered in the winter sunshine. He
waa wearing gloves, and a beautiful tie,
and a flower in his coat.

He gave Bob a look of lofty contempt.
. " Wherefore, oh wherefore, this thus-
ness ! gpasped Bob., *f Are you peing te
the bunshop to steal the hearts behina
the counter, Bunty?"’

“"What a picture!” said Peter Todd
admiringly. * Let's see—he's ot Mauly's
walstcoat and Nugent's ygloves, amf—-
and whosp 13 that hat, Bunter?"

:‘ Ha,n ha, ha!™

' Smithy’e necktie, I think,"” said Poter
critically; * Vivian's pold studs, Now-
land's cane. s the collar your own,
Bunter?"

Billy Bunter gave a disdainful sniff by
way of reply, and rolled awny towards
the gates, leaving the Remeovites chuck-
ing.

Heodleas of the merry Removites,
Bunter started for CHf House. Ho was
going forth on a.mashing expedition, and
he had taken wnususl care in adorning
his gy person. The slovenly Owl of
the Remove had'disavpearcd. ~ (On this
auapicious oceasion, Solomon in all hia

lory was not clad like Willam George
unter.

Bunter waa fecling a little pumped,
but very cheery and pleased with himsell,
when he arrived at CllT Houwse.  Luck
favoured him. for ho found Miss Philippa
Derwent locking cut over the gate of
the' garden,

.Bunter raised Monty Newland's boest
silk hat with & gallant bow.

Philippa grave him a cool nod.

“Gm}g-aftemmn, Mizsa Derwent
purred Bunter.

s -afternoon )" !

‘I came over wlly to ses ¥
smiled Bunter. o e

* IDhd you?"
_ " Yes, Flap—-you don't mind my call-
ing you Flap, do you?' ssked Bunter,
with a killing glanco.

¥ Yes, I do; I mind
L-Ila:a. Derwent calmly,
do it!"

unter coughed,

* We're going to be such friends:*” he
murmured..

T Are we™

Oh, yes, Flap! . I think an awful lot
of you ! said Bunter, with o soulful look,
tho effect of which was somewhat marred
[}{ his glasses catching the sunlight, and
Earmg at Flap like a poir of scarch-

i

vory much,” saird
Please don's

hts.
Flap burat- into a laugh.
“ Bhall we po for & walk this after

noon, Flap?™ asked Bunter, encouraged
by the gicl's merey laugh. Ho felt that
ho was getting on, and did not realise
that bis mashing rather resemblod the
“Ei;t and delicacy of a bull charging a
gata,

“Oh, dear!” gaid Mis Derwent.
“You are a very funny child, Bunter!”

“Oh! I say-———""

“ Good-bye !"'

#* I—1 say, vou fellows—I mean, 1 aay,
Flap, don't buzz off " exclaimed Bunter:
“I—I—I've pot gomothing to say to
youl”

“ Mothing that T wapt to hear,
thanks," said Miss Derwent coolly.

“1 say, Flap, don't go—Ilock here!™
exclaimed Bunter, as Miss Derwent
ptarted up the garden path. *It's about
your brother.'

Tho girl etopped.

“Haye you a mossage from my
brother?"
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“ N.-not exactly! But, I say, Flap,
do come out for a walk! came over
epecially to teke you out,’ becauso—

“ T think vou are o silly boy, Bunter,"
gaid Mizs Derwent. “ You don't scem
to sce that yon arve making yourself ridi-
culous, so I will point it cut te you.  You
should not speak to me, or any girl, in
that foolish way 1t is silly and commeon.
Now, away !’ ;

Bunter blinked at the sirl from Tas-
mania. Even Bunier could not consider
thia cncouraging. ‘The amazing truth
was borne in uwpen his mind that Miss
Derwent was not spoony om him at all,
hut regarded him as a somewhat odious

duffer, Billy Bunter felt his anger risc.
“Well, I'm not going yet!” he
snapped. “ Aa you'ro so high and

mighty, Miss Derwent, perhaps you'll
see fit to hand me the quid your brother
owes me! I can't go over to Highelille,
a3 I'm on bad terms with Ponsonby.

Flap stopped dead,

"3’.& brothce doss not
money ™ she exclaimed.

“ He owea me a guid.”

“ 1 don’t believe you!” .

¢ 0Oh, all right!” suid Bunter, red with
anpovance now., “I'll write to him for
it. 1f it comes out that he borrowed a
a quid off mo to zamble with Ponsonby,
it's your look-out.”

* It i falae!” n&i:ri Flap, .‘tw;rt face La
littla pale now. * You arc not speak-
myg npwurd of truth, My brother docs
not gamble !’

“ He, he, he! Do you know where he
is now "’ -

“What do you mean? 7
“ Perhaps Fou'd bhotter come and see,
said Bunter, with o saeer. “Ie's not
two hundred vards from here, playing

cards with Pon and Gaddy."”

Flep drew a quick, hard breath. Her
ovog flashed at Dunter. _ 3

“ Vo are even a more odious boy
than 1 thought,” she added quietly.
“What you say is impossible. But I will
put it to the teat, and if yo cannot prove
your statoment I will ask my brother to
theash you!"”

“ Come and ses !’ sneered Bunter.

Bunter’s selflove was wounded, an
all the unpleasantiess in his nature had
come to the surfuee. Skinner had cal-
eulated well.

Philipna Derwent opencd the gate
~ithout speaking, and came out into the
lane., Hoer face was pale and seb.

“ This way?' grinned Bunter. “ Will

Philippa

vou take my armi’’

With a look of repupnance,
followed him down the lane, keeping at
& good distanco irom the fug junier, If
anything more had been needed to
make Bunter determined to carry out
Skinner's scheme the girl's  diadainful
manner would have been enough., His
eyes glittered behind his spectacles.

Ho turned from the lane, and Plilippa
followed. Hia confident manner gave ihe
eirl a chill of doubt. She had fearcd
Ponsonby's influence over her good-
natured and ensy-going brother. Tt
looked aa if o puinful discovery awaited
her, ond zhe paused. After all, she hud
no right to watch Flip. But the grin on
Bupter's fat fuce cnuszed her to change
her mind again. The fat rascal was
lving, she told herself, and she would
prove it, and then leave lum to Flip to
deal with, o

Bunter held up a [at finger in sign of
eaytion aa’they came to a cottoege back
from the lane. They were following a
narrow path behind the cottage, and on
tho othor side of the garden fence a
shed !Ifcg.ﬂd be seen. Bunter pointed to
the shod. )

“ Therc they are!’ he whispered.

“T don't believe 1tI™”
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“ Liston !™

Philippa started as a sound of volices
i from the shed. It %was near enough
to the fence for the words to be heard
if the spealers were within the shed, A
ook of pain came over the givl's face
as she listened, and detected thres voices
that sho knew—her brother's, and Pon-
sonby’s and Gadsby’a,

* Your deal, Pon!"

“ Dashed if you haven't all the luck,
Derwent !

“ By 'zad, Derwent has the Juck and
no mistnrim, Pon! He had only a quid to
begin with, and that & borrowed one,
and look at his pile now 1

¥ Yea, I'm in luck, you fellows! Never
mind, luck will change]l Deal the cards,
Pon—bother ightin® a cigaretie,”

* Wait o bit till a fellow pets a smoke,
Dervwent.”' ;

“Oh, rot! U'm in the vemn now; get
on with tho game!’

Phitigga Derwent turned and hurried
away. She was ashamed of having heurd
50 much. She would not have come

if sha had beliaved that her brother was
there gambling with the two cade of
Hirheliffa, .
Billy Bunter hurried after her, grin-
ning. To do Bunter justice, he was far
from realising the utter rascalily of his
trick. He was showing off his cleverness
as a ventrloguist, he was paymg. ount
Derwent for handling him at Highcliffe,
and he was punishing Miss Flap  for
snubbing him, and he had no szense of

4

rascality at all. He was too obtuse to
realise thin;s as they were,

"y 54 ¥, -‘hlap____::

The girl did not stop #ill she was at
the gate of CHf House. Then she turned
on DBunter, her face cold and cou-
temptuous.

“Vou had better go,” she said icily.
‘' 1f my brother owes you a sovereign, 1
will pay 1f, if you want it.”

“he toolt a currency note from her
little purse. Bunter’'s fat fngers closed
an it a little unecertaiuly.

“I—I say, F'll let you have this back
next week,”” he stammered. ““I—I hap-
pen to be ehort of money to-day.”

“You will do nothing of the kind!
You azked me to pay my brother’s debt,
and I have paid it. Now go! You are
a spy and a cad '™

With that Flap went into the garden,
leaving Billy Bunter rooted to the
ground. The Owl of the Remove turned
raway very slowly. He was besinning
to realisel

If Dunter could have undone s
rascally action at that moment he wonld
not have hesitated. DBut it was too late!
He rolled away, the pound note still
clutched in his fat hand, heading for
Friardale.” That pound notc meant a
foast of the gods at Unecie Clogg’s. But
for onee even the prospect of a por-
geous spread did not make Bunter feel
quite happy.

(ot
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A" Rift In the Lute !-
L IGHCLIFFE—chaps ™ ;
Cherry  nearly  sad
“Higheliffe cads * as  uvsuul,
but he checked himaelf. 'I'ha
Famous Five were taking a Sunday
wilk that bright winter morning in the
direction of CiiFf House, when the High-
cliffians came out of a field path into the
danne. They were Derwent, Merton, and
Tunstall—hence Bob Cherry's amended
remark,

“Hallo, Greyfriars worms!" remarked
Tunstall, less pelite.

“The worminlness is a boot on tha
other foot, my esteemed fathead!” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh warmly.

“1f those chaps are going our way,
we shall have to buck up, rearked
Merton—""that is, 1f we want to get m
before dark.™

“Ha, ha, hat™

Hurree Singh locked pmipiexed for a
moment, and then he understood that
Merton was making playful reference to
his beautiful complexion.

“My esteomed sneaking Merton, tnat
is an asinine remark!” exclaimed the
nabob, “If it were not an estecmed

Sunday mornfulness, 1 should bestaw

pas
v

the punch on the nos:

“ Shuzh ¥ said Harry Wharton, " No
vaps on Sundaye. You bounders golng
to OChif House?™ )

S Y We're goin’ that war,” =aid Der
weni.

“Bame here! Pax!”

“(3h, all night !

“ Plossed are the peece monufactarers.”
said Hurree Singh, “I shall regard the
offensive Merton’s remeark over-lookfully,
and will not cbserve that he 1 a dis
enstful and ridiculous worm.” .

“ ook here, you blessed nigger——
kegan Merton,

“Order 1” said Derwent.
ancl let’s get on !

The rivel juniors went down the lana
torether, and, ‘as they had expected, met
Marjoris & . coming hemo from
chonrch. Marjorie grected them with a
smile, Misa 1’.71&1‘9. with a careless nod,
Philippa Derwent with a very constrained
lock., Flip walked beside his sister, and
eved her keenly.

“ Anything up?” he asked.

“What should be up?’ asked Flap

Y Bhureup,

evastvely. .
C “Q0ut with it! “enid the Tasmanman
junior. “You've got something up

against me. I can tell that by your
eye,, Fiap.™ .

Philippa was silent, ] ]

“ (o 1! said Flip resignedly. " It's
the right day for sermons, and 1" pre-
pared. Pile it on!” 5

“I laven't anything to say, Flip.,”

“Then what are you looking like a
boiled owl fori™ 1

“ Am 11" asked Flap, emiling fainthy.

“Yes, you are. Look here—=—" Der-
went paused.  “You—youn ean  have
Cocky, if you like: I don’t mind.”

“ 1 wasn't thinking of him.»

“Then what’s the matter ¥

“ Nothing."

“ Halt!” rapped out Derwent suddenly.

“ Hallo, 'hn.]Iu, halle ! _

“What's the game!” demanded Miss
Clara. .

The party halted, however, The other
Clif House girls went on their wway,
leavinz Marjorie, Clara, Phyllis Hawell,
and Philippa with the juniors. They
were zll looking at Phil Derwent mn 2ur-

rise. _ "
i “Ladies and gentlemen,” eaid Flip,
¢ there's something up! I appeal to you
all, My sister has gol something np
against me, and I want 1t out whila I're
got my puia with me to protect me. Is
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it fair for Flap to save it up tll we're
alone, and then jaw a chap’s head off V"
There was o laugh, and Philippa turned
CrLNSON.
“Fhp!" she murmured, .
“I appeal to everghody present,” said

Derwent coolly. "Now, go ahead, Flap,
aned et it aver!™
“Qood wea!” sawd Merton. *f But,

mind, I back uwp Miss Derwent. I'm
quite suve that she's in the right, by
Jupiter 1™ ]

“Bame here!” aaid Tunstall heartily.
““When in doubt, back up Miss Det-

went, "

“*Right as ¥ain!” chimed in DBob
Clherry. “ We can take it thot Derwent
has done that which he ought not to
have done, or left undone that which he

i A
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“Enough to make anybedy fecl down
on his luck,” remarked Nugent.

Philippa coloured agamn, )

“ Bunter ! exclaimed Derwent. " 1a it
Bunter? IDid the fab bounder teil you
that we scragged him in cur study ut
Highclife? He asked [or 12"

“He did not.™

“Then what's the matter?”

N0 ANSWer.

“UWell, I'm off,” said Derwent coolly.
“Good-bye, Flap! I'm not coming to
see you agdin till you wrike and tell

b me you've gob over 1. You fellows com-

mg?’
“ Ahem! Not yet,"” said Merton, and

Tunstall shook his head,

"ﬂh,. rats ¥’

Flip raised s cap, and walked back

. *I
—
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jolly well puneh Flip's head when 1 geb
back., He's speiled onr Sunday walk.™
They parled at the gate, and tha
juniorz turned back. They were sl] fccl-
ing a httla troubled by the evigent rilk
in the Toemanian lute.
“You fellows know anything about

a6t asked Tunstall,

“Blessed if I do!” said Bob.

“The knowlulness is not great.™

“Bunter may have been making mis
chief,” said Wharten, knitting lis brows,
“I'H epeak to him when I get in.”

“Just like a Greyfrars'
growled Tanstall,

“¥ore like o Highcliffe rotter!” ob-
served Bob Cherry,

“You fathead!”

“You silly ass!™

(]
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aught to have done, and he ought o be
bumped. Shall we bump him, Miss Der-
went?"

*“The bumplalness should be terrifie, if
ine esteemcd and beautiful miss is in-
Purizted,” remarked Hurree Singh.

Philippa laughed.

“1I am not nfuciated, and it 38
nothing," she said. “Let ws go on.”

" XNo jolly fear!” sard Derwent, with
emphaste. "I Lknow what that mesns.
You ecan get it out now, or else I'm off
to Highelifie. I know where I'm safe.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Iz anything the matter, Flap?" asked
Marjorie, in surprise.

il 'n'nﬂ.J’

M You've looked down on your luck ever
since you saw Bunter yesterday, kid,”
remarked Miss Clara,

Punching Skinner! (See Chapter 9.)

up the lane. Philippa cast a distressed
laok after him, but she did not speak.

The party moved on again, mostly in
silonce. Philippa’s distressed look was
only too plain, and the juniors realized

that something was the matier. DBut the
girl from Tasmania did not spesl. EShe
Wi on with her eyes on the ground,

At.Cliff House she left the rest, and ran
in by herself.

"My hat!" murumred Bob Cherry.
“Is it g merry family trouble, Mar.

jorie T

“F haven't tha faintest iden,™ said
Marjorie.

“Omly a row, I expect’ remarked
Misz Clara. “Ever ¥ haa rows with
brothera—unless they  haven’t any
“brothers.”

“Rotten 1 muttered Merion. “TH

slup i prowle

“Look herg——"

“0Oh, cheese 1t!” said Johnny Ball
"Let's get back to dinner.™

And so they parted. Aa szoon as tho
Famous Five arrived at Oreyfriars they
logked for Bunter, They wondered
whether Miss Clare’s remark wad
founded on fact, and that Philippa's
morasencss dated from  seeing Bunter
the previous day.
“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here's tha fat
wled Bob Cherry, as they
came on william George Bunter in tho

L quadrangle,

Bunter blinked at them.

“I eay, you fellows, T've been looking
for you! My postal-order didn’t comao
last night after all Could you—"

“Never mind your postal-order,” eail
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Wharten, © You went over to Cliff Ilousc
vesterday afternoon, Bunter?”

Bunter flushed.

“TJt Flap's told you—"" he began.

“Flan'e told uvs nothing!” gruated
Johnay Dull. * But there's some tronble
between her and her brother, and it looks
to me as if you're at the bottom of it.”

“He, he, he ! )

“What are . you cackling at?" de-
manded Bob Cherry indignautly.

“He, he, he!”

“Have you been making mischief be-
tween those twe, you fab  villain?
demanded Frank Nugent. .

Hj—I— Certainly not! I—T simply
took Miss Derwent for a walk,” said
Bunter. * 8he was awfully pleaeed, She's
rather spoons on me, ryou know—-
¥arcooh ! .

Iilly DBunter found himself sitting on
the cold, unsympathetic earth, and the
Ueo. walked away and lefe him there,
Harold Skinner come along and gave
Lim o hand up. Buntor was gasping.

“Ow! Beasts! Ow ™

“What's the newa? amilad Skinner.

“They've been rowing already, 1t
seeme,”  prinned Bunter., *1I'm  jolly
Tad Yow-ow ! Serve thom right!

ow! I hope Flap will jaw that rotter’s
head ofi ! Grooh!™

Skinner chuekled, and strolled away.
He felt that he was getting even with the
junior from Tasmanma now,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Parted !
LIp1

H
F “Hallo, Flap!™
I'hi[iﬁ Derwent
astonishment.

Tt wna Mondavy, and he hrd run out
on his bicvele after morning |?ﬂﬁl3-n5.. Aa
he camt: back towards Highclifie he was
surpriscd to sce his sister standing by her
machine in tho road. Flap called to him
pa he came up.

Dorwent jumped off his bicycle.

He locked anxiously at his sister's face,
It was palo and troubled. All the non-
chalance disappearcd from the juoior’s
manner at once, and his expression be
came very kind and affectionate.

“Flap, old girl, what's the matter?”
he cxclaimed. “You're not waxy
becavse I ¢leared off yesterday, are you?
I knew thera was a jaw in store, you
know ! Logk here! You've got me now,
and you can jaw as much as you like IV

But Philippa did not smile.

“T—1 was coming over to see you, and
I spotted you on the road,” she faltered.
“I must speak to you, Flip!"”

41 Gu 'tt' I-‘I‘I

“You know I wouldn't call you over
the coils or preach at vou, Flip, don't

ou®™ murmured Philippa. * Dut—but

ean't be silent now. Flip, you cughtn’t
to de it—vou know you oughin't!”

Flip looked astonnded,

“Quehtn't to do  what?”
claimed. i

“You know what yon were doing on
Saturday afternoon.” . .

“My hat! Ia there nnything wrong in
footer practice®” demanded Flip.,

“What "

“ Rlessed if I geo it! Courtenav nsked
me to practise with the Form_ Eleven,
und I did. I dragzed Tunny and Merton
into it. That was one of my good deeds,
you know !" : S

The look of deep pain on Philippa's
face arrcsted him.

“For goodness’ sake, Flap, what's the

halted 1n

he  ex-

miatter *7 he exclaimed. * Has anvthing
happened ?'' 1
“On  Saturday  alternoon,”  said

Philipps slowly, “wvou were out with
Ponsonby and Gadsby ™
Tar Maguetr Lisrartr.—No. 515

Dierwent shook his head.

“You're mistaken, Flap. Pon and
Gaddy had o bridge-party in their study
on Saturday, and I declined the invita-
tien—without thanks ™

“Flip "

Mip stared at her, his brows lnitting.

“That can't mean that you doubt my
word, Flap," he said, very quietly. 'I've
got my fawlta, but I'm not a liar”

“¥ou were in a shed ab the back of
Pegg Cottages on Saturday aliternoon
f.‘la.yil?;_: cardy  with Ponsonby  and
radaby, '

“I've told you I waen't!"

The girl drew a decp, almost eobhing
breath.

“You don't belicve me¥” exclaimed
Flip, astonnded.

“Flip 1"

“You prefer to talke some cad’s word
rather than mine ¥’ exclaimed her brother
indignantly., *“ Well, my hat! 1f that's
what you've como to t.eli!ma, Flap, you'd
better have stayved at home ™

“I would not talke anyone’s word
against yours, Flip, and you know it!”

“Then, why can't you take mine "™

“ Becanse I know you were there!”

“You—you kuow 1t!™ stuttered Flip.

id ?‘L“S, Ti

“How can you konow iti™

*Because I passed the shed ard heard
vour voles inside—and Ponsonby's and

Gadaby's.”

i 1‘? Rt_ -l:'l-l‘i

“¥ou were playing cards, and I heard
you apeaking.”

* Either you're potty, or clse T am!”
shid Derwent blankly., ** Pon and Gaddy
may have becn there, though I'm rlmost
certain they were in their study on
Saturday atternoon. They wero when I
went down to the footer, anyway., Flap,
I pive you my word I waso't anywhere
near Pege on Saturday,"

“1 heard you."

“You couldn't have,
there.”

“But 1 did!”

Derwent compressed Ins lips,

“You don't believe me?" ﬁe aaked,

“How can 1 believd you when you are
denying what 1 know to be truc?" ex-
ciaimef Philippa passionately,

“Thet's enourh !™ said Derwent, with
a steely lock., "If I'm & liar, it's not
much use talking any more. I'm much
obliged to you for your opinion, Flap!”

He wheeled his bieyele on towards the
school pates.

“Flip 1" exclaimed the girl

He loolked back.

“YWell ¥

“Flip, I know you must have been led
into it. But—Dbut whyr do you deny it to
me when vou kopow that T know? 1
never thought vou'd do that

“By gad. this is petting too thick!™
spid Fhip, **If you were my twin brother
instoad of my sister, Flap, I'd jolly well
punch your head!”

“¥ou can punch my head if vou like,™
said Flap, in a low voiee. ' You couldn't
hurk me more than you've done already.”

Angry words were rising to Derwent's

g8 1 waosn't

face, bat the pain in his sister's faceq

checked them. Ho came back a pace.

“Flap, 1en't my word good enough?"
he eaid, "I give you my word, honour
bright, that whoever told you I was there
was lving. Isn't that good enough?"

“MNobody tald me. 1 heard you.”

“Ihad vou see me?"” growled Flip.

“1 could not; I was oulside the fonce.
But I heard you."

“Your honrd somebady else, then, and
thought 1t was my voige.”

"I hknow rour veige, I suppose. Bt
there were Ponsonby and Gadsby., Could
I fancy that other people’s voices were
their voices, too?"" said Philippa bitterly.
“ Besides, they spoke to you Eg nare.”

“By name (" cxclaimed Flip.
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"They spoke to you as Derwent.

ﬂiﬂrﬁ :u_‘n:::t.he:* Derwent at Higheliffe ™
o.

“YWell, then—-"

“You must have dreamed all this,
Fiap!" said Derwent. “1 tell yom it
ien't g0 ! I can't sny more than that. You
can’'t be well, F think—it's a sort of Lallu-
cimnation.

It 1s troe ™

Fliﬁr set his teeth. | )

“Then you're calling me a liar to my
face t" he exclamned.

“(Oh, Flip "

““That means yes. Good-bye, then!
No good for a Liar going on telling you
Lies, 13 it 7" exclaimed Flip savagely.

He jumped on his machine and dashed
away towards the school. Ilep looked
affar him, the tears welling into EH‘ cyes,
till he disappeared in at the gateway,
then she furned away.

She had not intended to reproach her
brother—only to tell him how much it
hurt her that he had fallen 2o low as
to gamble with Pousonby and Gadsby—
to agk him to think over it. She had not
expected him fo deuny it. Buot he had
added barefaced lea to his fuult, or so it
seemed to the poor girl. She had nover
dreamed that Philip Derwent could lava
fallen so low as that.

He had lied!

As Philippa wheeled her machine away,
with slow and faltering steps, her face
waa pale, bar oyes hoavy with unshed
tears, and the bitterness almost of death
was in her heart.

Is

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Wiinesses Ior the Delence !

o OME. in, Derwent!"
“Yaas, amble 1, old in-
fant 1"

Courtenay and De Courcy

hoth looked curicusly at Flip s he stood

-i::’ir" {fha doorway of their study at High
e,

The wsually careiess fsce of the Tas
manian punior was darkly overcast,

‘ I‘{E‘h stepped into the study unbesitat
ingly.

ourtenay pushed & chair towards him.

“What's ug?” he asked.

U l—I—"" Derwent pausesl,

“Get it off your chest, dear boy
cncouraged tne Caterpillar.  “ You've
been lookin' fearfully down on your luck
this afternoon. 1 noticed that swect okl
Mobby was down on you lots of times.
Have the geegecs been playin’ their sad
tricks over you again?! ‘They do, don't
they? But cheero; the Government are
goin' to stop racin’ for the duration of
the war—perhaps!"”

“(h, don't be o silly azs!™ broke out
Tiorwent angrily.

The Caterpillar smiled, unmoved.

“1 stand rebuked,” he remarked.
“(r rather, I sit rebuked—iess trouhle
than standin'. Franky, vou tackle him
with wour well-known sympathetic and
tender-hearted manner.”

" Dry up, old chap!™ szid Courtenay.
“yf thero's anything wrong, Derwent

1 want vou lo do me a favour,” said
| Derwent. " Will yon?" j

“ Certainly, if there’s anything 1 can
do,” said Courtenny. in wonder.

“ Cfame with me over to CHE Houso
and speak to my sister.”

kA \‘}fn-u-at?“ )

“B_f E-g,,;]_l." {-jm:[‘:hﬂ;e:] thoe Ea.t-t‘rrpl”ﬂ'l_',
HThat dsnt aszkin' a favnur-—-th.g,t.u
offerin’ & treat! Will T do, Derwent?"

The Caterpillzr jumped up with un-
usudl enargy.

“ Dppwent, obd scout, you've coma to
the right study 1" he exclaimed. * Never
mind, Franky—Franky's dreaming of
footer and gosls and things, I'm your




Every Monday.

man! Give me a2 minute to change my
necktie—"

“Da drey up, Kopert!” said Courtenay.
“Would vou mind explaining what you
mean, Derwent?”

“I know I've no right to ask you to
take the trouble,” muttered Derwent

moodily, “We're not friends—"

“Oh, rot!  We're good friends
engugh,” said Courtenay  cheevfully.
L) ﬂ“t ]

“¥ou.asked me to.practise with the
Form on Saturday.”

“Yes; and you played up first-rate.”

*“1 want you to come and tell riy sister
that T was at footer-practice with vou an
Suturday afternoon,™

“Me, too!” exclaimed the Caterpillar.
“I was there! I'm a witness! Where's
my best silk hat, Frapky ?®

*I'l do it with pleasure,” said Frank,

nulteeding his humorons chum. ' But
what on earth—"
“I've got to explain, of course. I'lap—

I meun, my sister—has got it into her
head that 1 was out of doors on Batur-
l.!:l}','gﬂlmb!.irr'g in & shed with Yonsonby
and Gadsby.’

My hat!®
“1 don't vnderstand it myself,” =said
Flip. * She thinks she heard my voice—
it doesn’t rest on o yurn told by some-
hody else, and—and the lopg and the
short of it 13 that she doesn’t beligve
me, I—I made up my mind at frst that
—that I'd never speak to her again; but
~—but she's a girl, you kndw, and—and,
to cut it short, I'm going to put my pride
i my pocket, and prove to her that I
couldn’t have been where she thought I
wad,  That is, if you'll come over with
e fo see her,”

“Certainly T will!” eaid Courtenay
warmly., 1 know you were within
gates on Saturday afterncon, and could
swoar o 1t if neeessary, De Courev knows
it. too, He can come as a witness, "

“What-ho!" said the Caterpillar,

“1—=1'd be much obliged if vou would.
T know it's a cheek to aszk you to take
the tronble—"

“What rot! Let's get off [

“Have vou had your tea?”

“That can wat.™

“¥ou bet!” =aid the Caterpillar
* Kapeeially as the tea iz only hot water,
withont sugar ar-milk., Tt won’t Le a
terrilic strain on our self-denial.”

“‘_‘ It’s jolly good of you!" muttercd
“lip.

'Fﬂuw-wﬁw! We're ready !’

“1 suppose you think I'm rather a
fool to bother zbout it at all,” muttered
Derwent, flushing.

“1 certamnly don’t Hunk so,”  sand
Courtenay quietly. “If T had o sister, T
kiiow I should be very anxious lo keep
hier good opinion.  We're quite at your
worvice, Derwent.™

The three juniors left the study to-
pother, Even the Caterpillar was a Litle
gerions now,  Fhp wounld not have
revealed his anxicty to Ponsonby or
tinddy or Monson: bul hus desive bo sel
limself vight in s sister’s eyes raised
Him very considerably in the Uaterpillar’s
YO,

In g faw minutes the theee were wheol-
g theie bicyeles down to the pates
PPonzenby  caupht sight of them, and
called out to Flip; but the Tasmanian
janior did not even hear kim. TPonsonby
was left staring after them, frowning.

Derwont rode ot o2 good specd with his
vnusual companions. Ie did not speak
during the ride to Chif Heouse,

Courtenay and De Courcy were beth
gomewhat puszled by the affaiv: but they
were very willing to do what they could,
They reached Miss Primrose’s school, and
left their machines at the gate.

Flip marched straight up the path, his
companions [ollaowing.
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“ Hallo, hatle, halla!”

It was Miss Clara’s voice, in playiul
im%&gtiu? ﬂ;ml;»c-b Cherry’s salutation,

Ip & ;

“J waﬁ. to see my sister,” he said.
“I—I'd rather see her without seeing
Mizz Primrose. Will you ask her to come
into the garden, Miss Clara "

“Yes, dear boy!”

Miss Clara tripped into the house, and
a couple of minutes later
ont, and joined her brother under the
trees, .

Courtenay and the Caterpiliar saluted
her very respectfully. The look on her
face was evidence of how much she fock
to heart her brother's supposed fenlt.

Miss Derwent was sarprised {o see the
two Juniors with Flip. But the latter
Munged into the subject at once.

“You know Courtenay and De Courcy,
Flap. ¥ve brought thewn as witpesses.”

“Flip!” exclaimed the givl

“Tall her, you.chapst”

“Miss Derwent,” said Courtenay, it
seems that you've been led to believe
that you brother was out of gates on
Saturday alternoon, playing the fool.
We can assure you that it wasn't =0, He
was within gates at Higheliffe the whole
afternoon.”

1‘1* Playving footer,”™ added the Cater-
pillar.

Philippa looked at therm.

She did not speak. - She could not
There was absolute truth and sincerity
in Courtenay’s face ; it was 1impossible to
doubt his word.

“There's a misteke somewhere, you
see, Miss Derwent,” went on Courtenay
guietly.” “ You must see that.”

“"Well, Flap™ askod Derwent .

The girl panted for breath.

“I—]—— Are you sure of what vou
say ! she managed to avticulate. “ It was
about holf-past three on Saturday when
I heard my brother's wvoice in the shed
at the back of Pegg Cottages.”

Courtenay shook his head,

“You eouldn’t hove,” he =aid. *“It
way Just before threes when 1 asked
Derwent to come down to practise with
the Form. He was with us more than an
hour.™

“Honest Tnjun!™ said the Caterpillar
zolemmnly.

Philippa preszed her hand to her brow.

Bhe was l.:II;.l.-'["J']:." bewildered,

“Flap, old gpirl, it was a nmistake, I'm
not waxy sbout 11, szid Derwent soltly.
“It was some chap with a voice like
minp—"

“Your name was used, I tell you!l”

gasped Flap,

LR

Ihen it Jooks to 1me more like a trick
than a mistake,” said Courtenay. “ Some-
beody was imtentionally deceiving  you,
Miss Derwent,”

“I—1 can't understand it

Y“Tell s how it happened,” sugpested
the Caterpillar. “Weo may be able to
get on the track of the merry individual
who took the hberty of imitaun’ Der
went's duleet voiee.”

* But—hut how could anvone imuate
a voice so exxctly 7 gasped Philippa, hoer
brain in a whirl, “ And Ponsonby’s and
Gadshy's. too?  I—I can't understand it,™

“Teall us how vou came there,” said
her brother. " What put the idea into
vour head in the Arst place? Was any-
one with you?™

“Only Bunter !

“Bunter ! shouted Flip.

“Yes He—he told me that you were
theve, and-—and T wont to prove that he
was lving. I thought he was lying !
panted Flap. “Then I keard your voice,
and Ponsonby spoke to vou by name,”

Derwent's face set hard.

“Tell me exactly what was said, so far
as you can remember,” ho sald.

“I  vemember  every  word,” said

Philippa came |

One Penny. 11

Fhilippa, in fulteving tones. T am nat
hikely to forget.”

And almost word [or word she repeated
what sho had heard,

“By gad!” said the Caterpillar, in
utter astonishment,  “This  beats 11!
Must have been some blessed circus cone
jurer, with a trick of fmitating voices "

“And—and the pound wos alluded to,
vou ses,” stommered lap.

“The pound unter said [ owed hime 27
zsald Derwent grimly.,  “T never owed
Bunter any money, Flup! Il I wanted
to borrew, do you think T'd berrow of
that cringing cad? It was 2 hie! o
swindled you cnt of that pound vou puaid
him ™

“Oh " gasped Flap.

“Emerprisin® vouth, Bunter!” mur
miured the Caterpallar,

“I'm going to see that enterprising
vouth!”  szaid Derwent, beotween  lLis
feeth. “IPoor old Flap! No wondoer yon
word taken in! I can explain the whala
thing now-—-now that I know Bunter wua
with you.”

“ You can " exciaimed Flap.

“Yes. It was his rotten
gugm 1™

“Wha-a-at "
20k, gad!” execlaimed the Caterpillur,
“Of course!  Punch my head, Franky,
for not thinkin® of it ! ’

“But—but—" panted Flap.

“That fat scoundreel is a ventriloguist
—a beastly triclster with his volce 1™ said
Deprwent savagely, “He came to {ligh-
cliffe, and played a trick on us, thai's
how I found him out. He made Cocky
talk, and say insulting things about Tun-
stall and Merion, and nearly sct us fight.
ing. Thut's how I spotted I;‘:'im. I loundd
afterwards that be was well known to ba
a ventriloguizt, with a gift for imitating
volees,  That's why the fat cad teok vou
there, ™ A

di '[Iﬂlip !h.-p

“There wasn't anybody in the shed, of
course,” said Frank Courtenay, with
deep breath,  “You only heard—vyou
didn't see! It was Bunter all the time!
I've known him play-tricks like that!”

Miss Derwent totteved against a trec.
She was amost evercome by that revela-
tion of the treacherous trick. TDerwent
sprang towards her, and Courtenay aml
his ehums, raising their caps, disappeared
through the frees,  All was clear now,
and they left the brother and sistor 1o
thomeelves,

voentrile

“Flip"—Flap's  fears were flowinge
now-—"1-—-I"1n s¢ sorry! 1low could I
guess? But—bot T was wrong ! I onght

to have known 17
“Don't worey, old gl said Flip.

“It's all right. You couldn’t have
koo,  Yeon wmust have thought me an
awfol spoofer wlhen 1 denied  being
thoere 17

“I—1"m so =ovey!™

“Btnff ! It's all zevene now.
Blab 1™ said Fhip aproonsiy,

Philippa smiled throngl her toars,

“1 ought to have trosged vou,” she
sard, " I've been go miiserable, Flip!”

“And that fat scoundrel's canzed it
all 1™ cad Flip, gritiing Ins tecth.

Ihilippa Iooked slarmed.

“You—you are going to sco Bunler,
Flip?"

N o el P

“Lon t—don't hart hm, Flip! I
think he is move ool than anything oler |
Fle van't have understood the harm ho
wag daing 17

“That's all mght, Flap. TN ecut off
now,” suid Fhpo Al serene—what 1"

“¥es,” said Flap, kising her brothere
affectionately, ' And-—and—and don't
hurk Bunter—nat too much, Fhip !

Flip did no: venly to that, He watehed
Philippa baeck inte the house, and then
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joined Courtenay and Do Courcy, who
wora waiting outside the gates.
“Thanks awfully, ron fellowa!™ he
said. ' It's all rigﬁt now. I'm going to
Greyfriars.  If you chaps are lacking for
g row, you can come with me. "

“We're not looking for a row; Lut
wi'll come,” said Coenrtenay,

“Wouldn't miss sceing Bunter's face
for worlds I chuckled the Caterpillar.
“Dear old Dunter——most enterprisin
vouth! Defore you kill him, Derwent,
I'd ask him a question or two,”™

“YWhat do you mean?"

“1 mean that that fat reprobate hasn't
brains enough to think out a hittle game
like this on his own. Bunter was out up
to it by somebody., That's what I mean,
And that somebedy is the [ellow you
want to slaughter !

“ By Jupiter I said Dorwent.

IHe looked very thoughtful as he rede
away for Greyfriars with his companions,
Thera was & warm time n store for
Bunter, and for pomebody else, too, if the
Caterpillar was right !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Stern Justics !
T ALLO, halle, hallot”
The Famous Five wore in
Study No. 1 in the Rerove
passagre,  finishing  tca, when
Wharten callcd ount “Come in!" in
answer to 4 tnE at the door.

Then Dol Cherry cjaculated, in snr-
prise, as three Higheliffe juniors pre-
gented themaelvea to view.

“Trat  in!" exclaimed Wharton.
“Flad to sco you, Courtenay—and you
other fellows!™

“The pleasurcfulneszs of beholding your
auperh countenances 18 great !’ purred
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Wa've come on busincss ! muttered
Derwent,

“ Alwavs ready for businesa !"” said Bob
Cherey.  *“ Buziness as vsual durtng the
war, yoit know., DBut haven't vou and I
had enough fightz, Derwent? We acem
to boe always at it 1"

“Let me oxplain,” said Frank Ceour-
teuay, in his guiet tones,  “ Dernent's
come here to see Buoter, bat T pat it Lo
him that he'd better see YWharton lirst,
as captain of the Form."

“1 want Bunter ! growled IFlip,

“AWell, you're welcome to Duntee,”
said Wharton,  “We'll give him away
with o pound of tea, with pleasoes !

“IMold on, though,” said Johnny Bull
quictly. “If Derwent is hungry for more
sorapping, Bunter's not the man for hom.
Dervrent had better pick out o man whao
can put up his hands.  There's plenty
beore 1™

Derwent made an sagry gosture,

“Liook here,” he began,  “I'm
going to thrazh Dunter within an pch of

his Life-—"'
“Fou're not!” said Johowoy Dall
stalidly. ¥ Bunter’s no good at seran.

pirng, and if you tanch lham }'m:'” have
ma to deal with firset”

Flip's eyes blozed, o was 10 a hasty
and imnpatient mood.  Bat Conrtenay laid
a quick hand oo his shoalder,

“ For goosdiess’ sake keep vour Lemper,
Derwent P he exclatmed, Tt s ex-
]}!ﬂih, Bunter can't ﬁf;il! Dderwont, or
anybody: bt T think vou'll agree that
ha cueht to be punished wien T krow
what he's done!™

*Well, what haa he done " jsled Dl
rather tartly.

“Ile's told my sister hes, mwd saondled
her out of money, amnd slandered ne 0
exclanmed Flip hotly. *“Is that enough
for you?"

“That's enonush- 0F it's true 1™
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“Ihy, you rotter—"

“Bunter’s a Gregfrars fellow, though
he deesn’t do us credit,” said Johuny
Bull enhinly. " Bunter’s going to have
Justice, I know that. If what you say is
true, 1 suppose you can prove it 3"

*“Hear, hear ! chimed in Bob Cherry,
not rmtf[:.’ pleased by Derwent’s manner,

“The hear-hearfulness i3 terrific!”

“ Gentlemen,” urged the Caterpiilar,
“let not vour angry passions rise! Lel
Franky cxplain, in his eclebrated par-
lismentary manner—perfectly parliamon-
tary, cxeept that be dorsn't tell crams.
Go it, Franky '

“Yos, go 1, for goodness’ sake, anil
let's know what the sterm in a teacup is
about!” said ITarry Wharten.

Courtenay explained guietly.

The looks of the Famous Five changed
as they listened.

“YWe only want to see Justice done,’
concluded Courtenay. “1  helieve,
myself, Bunter was only a catspaw, and
there was somebady behind him. We're
quite willing to leave it to yon fellows to
sce the right thing done.”

Flip grunted; bat Conrtenay’s manner
had the desired effeet.  The Fanous Five
assented at onee,

“That's right cnough,” said Johany
Bull. “Let's get along and see Bunter.
Of course, what Miss Derwent sand is
true; but Bur er has & right to be
allowed to speak for himself,"

" Come along ! said Wharton,

The juniors procecded to Mo, 7. They
found Billy Bunter there, with his study-
mades, Peter Todd and Tom Dutten.
The lakter two were working, and Bunter
wad indulging in a preliminary groan over
the necesaity of work., Bunter jumped up
in alarm at the sight of Derwent.

His fat conscience was not quite casy,
and there was wrath and vengeance in
I-'hp'n face,

“I—T say, you fellows " he gasped.

“Uentlemen, you do me proud ! said
Peter Todd, rizing. " Always pleased to
SeC your unposing chivvies,  Dut the pre-
sent hour is supposcd to be devoted Lo
Prep_'_l:l‘

“Let prep wait lor a bit, Toddy,” said
Wharton:  “ Dunter's gul'::&tﬂ answer an
Elr.‘i‘:':ui-ri,]hnn.“ il

; BCrene ! W judge the cane,™
said Peter cheorfully. J “ﬁ"iuutr:r 13 Iy
inmz-_?lcrrpum{'* and bhe's going to have fair
oy,

“I say, you fellows, it isn't true!’
howled Bunter.

:': What isn’t true 1" demanded Potor.

Wha-z-at Derwent's going to say '™
stammered the Owl of Lhe Remove,

“Ha, ha, a ™

“Bhut up, Bunter, you ass!  Now,
then, out with the mercry accusation !
said Teter Todd with his most judicial
nir.

“That ead imitated my voice, and
made my vister belicve I was gambling
with Pon and O addy in a shed on
Saturday,” broke ont Derwent, * e told
Fiap 1 owed him a pound, and ebe paid
hirv. That was setealing *

“Oue of Bunter's merry venteiloquial
trivks, you kuow."” deawled the (ater-
pillar.  ** Bunter's sueh o clever chap™

“I—I didn't!™ howled Duonter, as
Peter turned a grim look oo lim. “1-—-
' nnt o veotrilogaist gt all-——e-"

“What ¥

YT--T meenn, I mever said the heast
owel ma a povnd —at jeast, T meant La
owed 3t o ome as compensacion, vou
kpow, It was o fine -

A Tine 2 ghanted Lob Cherry.

“¥eso; I lined bun a pound for ragping
ine 1 s shindy,  Skigner sabd that was
quite faie.”

“Bkinner ! murmured the Caterpiliae,
E “I thought there waa a giddy Polonivs

"L

behind tho ecortain!
him new,"

“You admit playing the trik, vou f[ab
villain ¥"' demanded Potor Todd slernly,

Y Wunno '

“Id you take the ouoid
Derwent v

fiNunnn,  She—she pive b oto me !
gasped Bunter. 1 toll her | would let
her have it back out of my postal-ender,
bt slie refusmd, ™

“Ind you tell Miss Derwend Lhe pound
was a fine on lLier brother fuor rasgimg
voul?'"

Y Nunno !

Weo're getting at

from  Miss

‘" 3hre thought Derwent owed 1t to
vor
YI-T duwre say  she  did! | B T

not regponsible for what n girl thinks, am
I¢" smd Bunter foebly, " Gwls haven't
mich braing, you know,™

*What did you do with the penpd 77

“1 epent it at Unele Clegp's—I-—1
mean, 1 sent it to & war fund ---""

HAnd you playved a toick with  your
swindlilyr venteiloquism, and wmade Misg
Derwent beliove sho leard her hrother
speaking ¥

“Tt—it was oniy a lark,” proaned
Bunter, “I1—1 say, it was a joke really.
Yon fellowa enn tale o joke, can’t you ™

“What liad Bkinner to do with it?”
asked Peter Todd quietly, :

Billy Bunter eyed Derwent uneastly.
Conrtenay  was  restraining  the angry
junier.  But Dunter feit that his time
Was Coming.

“ Tt was Bkinner'a idea,” he groaned.
“T—T said it was ton thick, I—1 snd I
couldn't play a trick like that on Flap,
considering that she was spoons on me
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“What 7" yelled Flip

“Here, keep him off!”
Bunter.

Flip tore himsell away from Conrtrnay,
and rushed on thoe Ow!l of the lemove.
Bunter dodered wildly roined the table,
and yelled ﬁ}r help, Flip's grasp waa
upon him i a nespent,

“Yaroch! Help!
Bunter.

Thump, thumy, thump!

“Yow-ow-ow ! Help! Yah! Yooop!™

Thump, thump!

“Toddy., you beaat, heip a chap ——"

“T'I hald your g{:%-;gifm. while you lick
hitn, Banter, if you like,” sald Peter Todd
ealinly.

* Yarooh

“ It appears Lo me, my dear Dunly, that
vou lave asked For i1, sand Peler Todd.

shrieked

Fie!" reared

prE
.

“Twenty thumps @ the lheit.  Go
ahoad, Derwent I
“What's the matter®” asked Tom

Dutton.  The deaf premior was looking on
in  astonishiment.  “8Slall 1 interfere.
Toddy "'

U ran'b anterfere

“ Peer? What beer ¥ wmguired Duatbon,

M, erumlbas! Don't  interfere I
velted Poler.

“ Sorve him right, 1f he'a been drink-
g beer,” said Dutton. "1 don’t see
why a Yigheliffe chap shonld puoch him
for i, though., &all, if you tltiiﬂs it's ail
right, Toddy, T'H get on  with my
prop.

“Ta ha, ha "™

“While Buuler iz pettinge the wapes of
sin, one of wvou  fellows might  call
Bhinner i srggested the Caterpillar,

* Right-he!™

Bob Cherry atd Jubnny Bull left No. T
onie that errand,  In o few minates
eenffling and yelling: were heard e the
passagre.  Apparently. Tlarold Skioner
was unwitling to come,

But bhe cane, all the same—landing in
the study m & heap, Bob and Joliony
Iull following b in vather breathlessly,

Skinner scrambled to his feet, furious.
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Hia face fell at the eight of Derwent,
who was etill thumping Bunter, The cad
of the Remove realiged that his sins had
ceme home to roost,

He cast a longing look. at the door.
Bat the Famoua Five were in the way.

“Look here, what does thia mégn?”
blusterad Skinner. “I've got my prep
to do ™

“Never mind prep now,” said Petor
Todd.: * Derwent, may I beg to point
out that I've counted twenty thumps, and
Bunter haa had enough ™

“¥arooh! Help!™

Judging by Bunter's wild yells, he had
had more than enough.

Derwent did not heed; and Peter
slepped towatda him, with & warlike
lock. Peter was lord of creatien in Study
No. 7; and he did not mean to he over-
ruled by & Highcliffe fellow.

But Courtenay dragged Derwent off.

“ie's- not had enough!™ shoutéd
Derwan® angrily,

_Bunter plumped into a chair, and
roared,

“ My dear man, there's somebody elee
waitin’ for you.” said the Caterpillar.
“ Here's dear old Skinner, anxiouns 1o
maet your eye."

Skinner made &2 move towards the door.
Bob Cherry exhibited a formidahle set
of knuckles, and Skinner jumped baek.

“ Now, Bkinney, dear boy, kindly cx-
plain what you had to do with the trick
played on Miss _ Derwent and her
brother,” eaid Peter Todd,

“1 don't know anything abont it. Was
there any trick ¥ asked Skinner blankly.

“ There -wae, my son—a specially dirty
trick, 'and quite in your line. Bunter,
tell na the truth, or as near as you ean

pet—or would vou prefer some mote
thur:'lzpa?“ .
EA awe.ow-ow [ Tt was Skipner all the

time !" wailed Bunter. " He téld me I-

Twmmmwmmm T

T
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OBS0ON is not & fromt-rank character.
Sometimes we do pot hear of him
tﬁ n-'lihhr qul’buhn long t':th Bh:ﬁ

B0 OB oGRS & i
part, ‘nsualiy - Im mnn&nﬂgh'with I%}rm
rivalry; and we are guite pleassd to renew
his acquaintance. For, though Holson has
his faults, like il cgﬁn-nﬁ he is & very decent
arid Hieable fellow the whale.

He nsed to be a great ¢hom of Coker's
Tiis was' in the days when the magnificent
Hrﬁrm am .t-ﬂuﬁ e ;id“ Ms.pmnﬁi:gcﬁ.
The two af & daody, hﬁd ’ -
handednsas with 'l.'._hcff_ﬁu..in Earri::ﬁar fp—and
were pretty often scired off by some of those
they classed as fags, foo!

i

The pair invited themselves ta the ‘house- )

warming spread inm Npo. 14 when the mild
Alongo, the egregious Bunter, and the wily
Wun Lung moved iato that study together.
They treafed Loney roughly. . Colker amd
Hoheon are pol the likelicst fellows at Grey-
friars to understand peor, gentle ‘Alonzo.

- Bunter wuas-at the that trouble.
He invited the Shell f-dlows the feed. OF
eourse, it waz mot Bunter's place -fo issue
Invitatione of that kind; but Bunter did not
mind a trifie like that. He had tsaken refuge
from the persecutiom of Bulstrods Jn the
stody of Coker and Hobson; and he had to
cay something to explain his presence there.
S0 be ashed them to the feed, towards which
—owing to a postal-order’s baving fajled %o
turd up, no doubt—he had not contributed a
penny.

The Ecmove were ready for them when
came out. They went Lo “Hek the Taga,” hut
:?und t.ﬂm dbmt. ﬁéﬂ :c-ha mﬂt‘hﬂu E‘i}t Frank

agent mode grea & broom,
nmmiF the two hurly 3113::.1:; felbows .wm; ‘routed.
Holling down the dmto the qnad, they
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could do it because ¥ was a jolly clevet
ventriloguist! I told him 1 couldn't;
and he said it was only fair to fine Der-
went a pound for ragging me. He said
Derwent wouldn't pay up, so il was faic
to get it from his aistor. He aaid it would
be all right if I squared afterwards oul
of my postal-grder ! Yow-dw-ow!™

- It was evidently the truth, this time,
that was streaming from Bunter, accom-
panicd by & series of gasps and howls,

Skinner’s face was sickly now.

I Ha backed away uneassily as Flip faced
11,

“8o you were at the bottom of it
Skinner?” eaid the Tasmanian jumor,
between his teeth. I might have
guessed . I know you're a cunning
hound ! That fat fool could never have
‘thought of it for himseli. Youn made
trouble between my sister and me’ It
might have gone on—it would have gone
on, if T hadn’t made up my mund fo
pocket my pride and prove to Philippa
that she was mistaken. It was Just a
chance. You cowardly cad !

“Hang you!" said Bkinner savagely.
“1t served you right, you cad! Hang
sou! TI'm only aorry you've found it
out! So you can put that in your pipe
and smoke it 1™ o

Flip threw ¢ff his jacket.

“ Bhall we ‘step into the ;amge?” he
asked; looking at Peter Todd.

“¥ou'll have & prefect on your neck if
vou do,"” grinned Potor. “Keep in the
study ; 1'm honoured, I'm gure,”

4 Are yvou ready, Bkinner?”

“I'm not going to hght you,’
Skinner Etﬂlenlf',

Flip's eyea blazed.

“You won't put uﬂ your hands, after
what you've done ¥ he shouted.

.rl:l iﬂ, Wﬂ!l‘t' !1:1

“¥ou'll be licked, all the same. L.end
me '8 cricket-stump, somebody, and I'll
larrup him 1" eaaid Flip hoarsely.

gaid

=

¢
!
!

l‘lmlﬂmlﬁliﬁdl‘n‘

they | two to indulge in, of course:; but Horaee

conld not tell she dotin
—that he and Holrson
and thigh by “the fags ™!

made remarks about Aunt Judy
that - Coker did not Hke at all; and that
started the coolness between them which has

Aunt Judy the truth
been smitten hip

Eﬂri'n:: {'LE:‘ mt 3 i :nﬂﬂ-i:ﬁ:- had to
E wWerd pla = f the
Castie.? A childish m-? :I n:Em& '!gr?thnuu

lasted ever slogt. Coker d up Into the
Fifth, alfected to Hﬂni his_ ﬂstwlllaﬂe chum

One Penny. 13

“1Tald on!" said Poter. “ Bunter can
carry out the sentence—that's all he's fi
for.. Put Shkinner on the ar rs
Bunter, there's & stump.  If you gop's
‘give Skinner twenty of the best, I'll giva
you Rfty !

Bunter’s oyes gleamed behind his
epectacles as_ he grasped the stump.
There was no doubt that the punishment
would be well laid on; the discomfited
Owl of the Remove was feeling like
gkinning Skinner at that moment.

Skinner made o furious rush for the
door: but he waa pinned. Then be was
stretched on the avmchair, and the stump
rose and fell  Billy Bunter put all his
beef into it, and the yells that rose from
the unfortunate Skinner were worthy of
a witd Hun. : i

He was paying for his sing mow, wi
interest, P.:nd when the infliction was
over, Skinper, F?:d _pitched into the

aszage.  Ila crawled away, groaning.

d “-Jﬁ‘j.iﬂ'e is dope !™ emiled the Cater-
pillar, "1 smggest gettin’ back to High-
cliffe befora. we're locked out. Good
evenin', dear boya! So pleazed to eee
you on this happy occdeion!”

And the Higheliffe fellows left. The
next day Skinrler was given his ghoics of
refunding the pound, or having the affair
reported to Mr. Quelch, With many
pangs, Skinner decided on re!un'-'.*gi_l'l&;'
and a stal-order was accordin ;
deapatched to Miss Derwent at L
House. As DBunter had had the quid,
‘Skinner felt that this was hard. But
the way of the tmnnifrﬂﬂmr'gane-m'ily n
hard, in the long run!

(Don't miss * LOOKING AFTER
INKY | ""—next Monday's grartd' com-
plete story of Harry Wharton & Co.,

by FRANK RICHARDS.)

a mere kid: and Hobson, whoss sense of
::?:moa:lr_ ia, &f xather an l!ﬂnﬂ;ﬂlhﬂ type,. kgiuh
back ou Coker in ways of a_kid
Among Iis - new  chuma tha

phsequions hy
ckﬁ found Riemesll

the q : “Can -yon setfle.

1 Tenh gou last week to huy tofiee?™. Very
Wkely Coker owed the sizpence; very Dkely
it had goss fn tofles; bt wes % tims
of &N o8 _gp snch

g,n-nm‘! M obean ;ﬁht. think* so. Coker
certainly didn'tl

It was not the thing when Hobson trisd to
take it out of Coker minor for the defsctien

of Coker major. Be{xla could nGh belp i,
apy mora than he could belp b n-:l’w

that he had te be puy loto the Bixth, an

‘such & uvlood that most fellows ve the
 Fhird could thrash him. It did mot sgem to
Hobson mach nse -m-h&iﬂq.m Sorace
e s A ety
.which he had attained Fifth.Porm, qianity

wle, who had been put stiil fus
nhuvm e Hohson, hod to go through it. ' Hohsan
and his followers seized him when he cams fo
put out lights in the Shell- dormitory, and

apid they were goiog to hang him. = They
carried out the %C’I'weni, top, though i sas
| oot by the neck that the unlucky Regais
suffpred suspension—the cord was pub under
his srmpits. Then- Wingato same. . They
wight say “Hang Wingate!" when-he had
gum::.huf:it a8 pnot the sart of thing they
were at ail fikely to try on? And. ato
aaw to It that did not try 1t on Goker

minor agoain.

. But 'tgler could not let Reggie alone. Jnasg
as some of the rougher spirite of the Remove
were always getting at Alomeo, tHl Dis cousin
Peter came alung 1o protect bim, so 4o

1 Hobson & Co. Reggie seomed g falr mark:

Four of them inelsted on eomlog to with
o B R S e e e D L
Wil o & =

made him wait Em them. They stood him
on his .head. ey treated B
tumely, Nemealn lay in walt,

ve expoustd the canse of Coker *::nlmnr
mutm & Co. were,put thnough.  Jt I1::

with con-

mﬁlc:nm' the gsters poneids
e amon youn AT o1
Toe MacweET L-Ihmn'r.'#l{h. 515,
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bully. But he i3 not that;
theometically, he does not agree with bullying
at ail: ¢ did not agrec with the way
Ewnond was treated in the Remove; and
when Bsmond offered to stend him all the

Hobson &

feeds he wanted if he would only lick Bolsover

mujor Tor him, Hobson enliated ns &
mercennry. ‘Then he had a surprise, for
Bolsover licked bim!

There came o time: when Coker. reigned as
skipper of Greyfriars. And Hobson went to
him, setking to know how many places the
Bhell was to bave in the echool footer elaven.

Coker “put him in  his ce,” naturally:
Coker Hkes dolng that, and the chance to do
it to Hobaon waa too tempting to resiat. It

did not matter that Hobson, who is quite a
capable half, could fairly play Coker's head
off; what do little things like that matter
In-the face of A {:nm;ipa so great as that
of proving Coker IT?

«Hobson . played .centre-hal?! In the team
which Harry Wharton rafged from the ranks

Exi:racts fmm " THE GREYFRIARS H
and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY =

of the Remove, Upper Fourth, and -Shell to
play—and to beat—the Fifth. Hobson wanted
to be ekipper. So did Temple. Wharion,
who had eriginated the idea, didn't quite sce

it, though—and small blame to him]!

In pames the Shell are far more redoubt-
able opponents than the Upper Fourth. But
Peter Todd's Remove team beat the Shell in
the Coker Cup contest, and Hobson wag very
cast down Indeed about itf.

Memberz of the Remove did Hobson a good
titrn once.. The Shell had besten the Upper
Fourth—4 to nil—in & match for the
Colonel’s Cup. Coker came along and offered
to play for the Shell in the next round,
againat the Remove. Hohson was not exactly
polite. He sald the Shell had had more than
gnough of Coker. While a membar of the
Form he had ruined Mr. Hacker's temper
once for ®il hy the sheer atrocity of his

consbres, There was a row, and Mr.
Hacker epentenced Hobson to four hours”
detention. The master of the Shell woea not

THE BEST 3% LIBRARY @ THE "BOYS' FR
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care for footer, and he did not oconsider Ib
mattered wf all that his sentence would keep
the Form'a ekipper out of the Cup match.
Argumant.a and pleading were in vain., Coker
aled; Mr. Hacker took no notlea even
him. Wharton appealed=—result the same.
HuhEa:m was locked in his study; bub some
of the Eemove fellows gob a ropd up to him,
and ﬂ?ilw and  Deamond nobly sacrificed
t,hm-nsu ves to draw Mr. Hacker's attention
from his escape. The 8Shell lost; but Hobson
was eatisfled—which was more than Mr.
Hacker was with the amount of Livy that
Hobzon had got done.  But the Bkip&ler of
the Hhell gnid that he really felt he had been
working very hard; and no doubt he did, for
he had foupght like a Trojan to stave off
defeat in the match.

You may take it that Hobson, If a trifs
rongh and overbearing, (3 the right sort. I
he had oot been, s opponents would nob
bave wanted to do him that good turm—a
sportamanlike deed done for a sportsman!

HEL]P‘HN@ BLHNKHNS

L
- ROOH! TLook out{ I say, you
G Billy Bunter stopped dead. There
was jolly good reanson why. From

the window of u largish house, with a veranda

lovking on - to the lane,” a euriuusl-y-s-hn

bhlack article had winged fits way. "It

yst mised, Bunter's ot Hitle pose,- nnd
unter wna aglarmed,.

Then the window slammed down. DBunter
folt.-hiz nose.

- B h, realiy . That Jolly nearly killed me [
be gasped,

# Pity it didn't guite!™ sald Peter Todd,
stooping down Lo examine the missile, which
lay upon the road,

“0Oh, really, Todd ™

“it's a purdonium,” said Peter.

A whatter®” asked lob Cherry.

Feter Todd was on his way to spend Christ-
mas with Uncle Benjamin. Bob Cherry and
Harry Wharton were accompanying him,
being included in the invitation. Bunter was
not included, but he had joined wup, and
firmly dectined all exemption. The four- had
landed. all rlght but since leaving the station
they hed lost thelr woy.

“1 don't eare what it is!" suid Bunter.
“It jolly nearly did me in?"* He rubbed his
Boae tenﬂeﬂ{, though that organ  oould
hardly have been damaged by o miss, how-
ever near. % Leb's get on. I'm hupgry !

* % Purdonfum,” said Peter Todd, ignoring
Dunter, *isz the Sunday name for a coal-
scubtle; The Romans used the cognomen for
the coal receptaocla, "

wwell, I didn't l:hmri it was a aoup-tureen
fr & hasket of flowers!™ said Wharton, * Buk
Look out! More coming!'

As be spoke the door of the house flew
open, and & smatl what-not came hurtling
through the atmosphere.

“I'm off " said DBunter, suiting the action
to the word. ;

“ Stop where you are, porpoise ['" said Peter
Todd, “Looks to me as If the people here
are - moving—trying
perhapa.®

The door had closed with a erash, but now
it jerked wide again, and Bunter shouled for
belp as & kitchen shovel caught him in the
region of the Equator, He =at down eud-
l:'l'!hl.r. his eyes gﬂgglmg with Iright.

“1 dom't like the look of t.his.' gald Dob
Cherry," “For all we know, murder's being
committed I

" For all we know, it ain't ¥ replied Peter
Todd. "It's El.tu.r-cfn.r might, an ther mAay
be t:lannin?:[

“I wish I'd never conseated to come to see
your hlessad old unclel™ rumbled Bunter,

scrambliog to his lest, bub sitting down again
prﬂmptlr as & broom :m:nb fiy ng over ]1{:.

- Yow-gw "

to shoob the moon, d

By S. Q.. 1. FIELD.

head. %It ain't safe! And you've: lost the
way to yvour uncle’'s honse, aml 1"m fed up!”

hought you aaid you were hungry ! said
Peter Todd.

B30 I am! I've got that asinking lecling.
Down went DBonter again as o
pail flashed throngh the alr, “Don't try to
ho funny, Toddy !*
It woas geiting dark, and they had un.
denfably Iost their way, Quarnton House—
whither they were hent—seemed to be dodg-
mf.r them. DBubk Poter Todd forgot such

nor troubles as & curious sobbing sownd
(I:]H:I'J'LE from behind the garden bedge of the

otse.

“I'm a lone, miserable, misunderstood
man,” come in & piteous voice, *and I wish
[ were dead!™ .

“ It wouldn't be o bad potion!™ cried TRob
Cherry.

“Zomeone. geems & bit unhappy,” remarked
Peter Todd.

He hurried towards the spot,

“ Halto, halle, hallo!™ sang out Boh Cherry,
hurrying after Todd, +“Is anvthing the
matter 7"

“Is anything ﬂue matfer? replied o dole-
Tul voice. “I should say sometbing was the
matter! Thiz is one of Matilda's had days.
She is annoyed with me. Bhe has been throw-
ing things.'

&1 fancied someone was
and-toss,” snid Harry Wha

Peter Todd squeered t.hr-m.tgh the hedge,
and the others followed. They snw a pgentle-
man, clad in 2 pink dressing-gown, squatting
in n flower-bed. He was erying hitterly.

“ He's bost his nurze,” zaid Boh Cherry,

« pnd bis trousers!” murmured Peter Todd,

“That's Lecause Matilda—she's my wile,
you know, gentlcmen--has ‘em. Bhe's sewing
ip the pockets. Nob that I spend.any money.
I never have any. She runa our boarding-
bouse, and it would be all right il it were
pot for her temper. She's afraid the Christs
mtas dinner won'k be ready, and, =0 far &5 I
can #e, it won't., I have lost my nerve, I
am_morally and intellectna)ly damaged.”

He started to weep again, wiping his eyes
with the loose zleeve of his strrunge and com-
prehenzive gown.

“Here, I aay, Todd, you know, we'd really
betfer be going onl™ said Bunter, gﬁppinﬁ
Peter’z arm. ®Jt's pretty pear dark
that wild woman may begin throwing things
again in another minute. T'm eold, and joliy

Lurml; at plich-

miserable, and—and—— 0Oh, let's move on '
u Tush, rpojse ' plied Peter Todd
reproschiul “ Have ruu no feeling for the

sorrows of others »
“Ko, I haven't!"" replisd Donter frankly.
Bob Cherry was scrulbinizing the man of

Wi,
“What're yon up to?" he asked, seeing that

-

the stranger was fumbiing about at hiz collar.
TIts my stud,” soswered the man smdly.

“7 am all ont of gear In a minute when my

collar-stud goes, and it i3 alwaya sl!ppin;
oul, Matilda won't let me bave a big one.

“I-[sre, let's bave a go at it!" said DBob
Cherry. “ Hold your Adam’s apple. still,  It's
thuat bobbing about which z2ends the stud oub
of its place.” Bob adjusted the stud, “ What's
your namet"™

wHlinkins, my friend,"™ ﬂ.ﬂul the other grato-
fully—-" Dnegimus Bligkins."

“ A Idinking fine name—I dep't think!™
muttered Bunter impoaticntly.

“It's the only one I've got, young gentle-
man,” safd the melapcholy individual, turn-
ing to DIunter.

Bunter began to he interssted, for he liked
being treated with respect.

am In & sad way, sir,” the queer person
continued ; and, for some reason which has
never yeb been fathomed, he addreazed his
remarks to Bunter, while Ioh, Harey, and
Peler Todd locked on and listened for all
they were worth—which wns somcthing con-
siderable, as that Christmas those whko cught
to give tips had dope their duty?

¥Matilda ond I run Grasshopper House.®
The speaker made a gesture towards the
building ¢lose to which they were standing.
“IE i pretly well foll of wvisitors, and gl
would be going well only my wite breaks ont
in her tantruma, and -when Matilda has
tantrums—well, I give you my word 1%
pooner be facing Jack Johosona than what
ghe throws at me! I am all of 2 shake,
* Matilda," 1 aaya to her, quite mild-like, *I'il
have the dinner ready for to-morrow,' which
ia Christmas Day, e you may remember.™

“0f course it i3!" eald Bunter, in a end
aort of way.

"Well, Matilda theupht T should he
behind, &nd she has  been  chasing
me &l day. It's her fault i nothing is
cooked. I am trembling ofl over. 1 could
not do if. 1 am not going back to face her.
dhe can do II.-E:I' own cooking, for ail I ckrel

am poing off into the world &2 soon a3
it's dark!”

"You coan't go without your trousers”™
Peter Todd thoughifally.

Mr. Blinkinz drew hls fAowing robe about
him. majestically.

"I am not going back there,” he said. "It
iz too much fo ask of mny man. Matildx
can’t cook. There will be trouble—renl, hip
troublé—and it i3 only what ahe deservea.
Major Frohsher, one of our regular boarders
has a hasty temper. Miss Brown has asked
o friend to spend Christinas with her, and
there are the others. ThE.'I' will be angry.
Matilda will hear things.”

"Be a man!” said Peler Todd.

Bunter was staring up at the house, then

aa i
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down at Mr. Blinhing, The howze had a kind,

mild Txpression ; o hwd Mr. Blinking.  Then

Tunter soemanl to bave an tdea. It wWas net

ﬁtcn he was tdaken that woy, bt it bappened
cn.

- “Is there plimty of grab in there?™ he

geked,

“Lots,” replicd Blinking mournfully. “Bot

It Bsn't eooked.”
"L edn eook,” said Bunter; “hut T am not
foing in there i I'm to have coil-scattles
flung aft me. Here, 1 say, what dre you
ip tol”

Blinkins had thrown himsell af Bunter, and
wias hugging the fat fellow to his breast like
u long-lost brother.

“You will save
burbled. My noble young Friend, if yon
will do that T shiall be vour debtor for life!”

Bunter wriggled Limsell iree. He digliked
heing hiegged. Wot il was precious dark, and
it did not seem a hit lkely that they wounld
B able to-reach Todd's onele thot night.

“Let's go in and help this Blinkins chomp,
Toddy,” he said. “Yan know, one ought to
tr{‘ and help chaps at Christmas-bime.?

linkina made annther  deamatie: move
towards the porpoizc; but Bunter backed, and
ceeaped the friendly urip. ;

“Wo, vou don't! he said.  “I was only
thinking that if you lbad plenty of grab we
might be of somy use. Yon see, Peter Todd—
the echap with the nose—it™s ol right, Toddy ;
it was only so that hie should Enow who I
‘meant—he said he had au unele somewhers Tn
these parts, but we hoaven't found him, aned
it strikes me we sha'nt. 1 kKnow 1 am not
going any farther in the dark, not o wingle,
giddy step, and if yon like to pot me op 10
help you: only I won't e pade a cockshy for
BCH t-]l.'e_q and broomwns!”

The heartening ward: of William  George
Bunter produced a positively magieal  effect
an Blinkins. Il wanted to clasp Bunber in
hiz arms once more, bat Bunter Whash't having

nny. . :

The fdea was Bunter's, and he took the
lead, and Peter Todd and the others [éllowed,
necause there sevmed nothing else to he dope.
Besjdes, they wanted Lo sce
wowld - do.

v £liing waz evident. :
case to o zay “Ho! tooa #odse, Tar beas
one—oxeept’ s own,

Blinkinz led them round to e back of the
premises. He was Ltremibling all over, and so
iervous Lhat e trippod over o clotlwsding or
gomething Lehind the hinnse,

“i%%a Al oemict.” Tee whisnoered,
always haz o i, to rest hersell, after one 'of

Hlinking was in o
ook

lier fits.” S
! Bunter did not scem specially  interested.
He nofed Liz way inte the Kitchen., There

wne mobody abont.
“Bhe's: zeared away
Blinkins apologeticaliy.

{he servant,”

what Bunter.
1 enraged Tomule.

the learding-lowse!™ he |

“Mutildn | seeking w

1
d

|
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“What's this mean?" he roared.
my_ dinner!”

- Hig voice closely vescmbled a sack of conls
rattling downir a ahont.

“You'll have it to-morrow,” snid- Peler
Todd, -who waz pouring eugar out of 2
eanister ioto a bowl, a3 commanded by
Bunter.

“1 ecan't wat till to-morrow for dinner!”

elled the angry man, making a dash at

linkins, wlo dodged behind 2 meat-screon.

“It°s the major! he gasped, “He'll kil
me

“He'd better not ! eried ®arry Wharton,
h}ngmg at the inforiated man with a rolling-
it

The major slipped on some potato-parings,
and went down with a crash.  Peter Todd
assieted Lim up, and then dusted him down.

T wanl

major! Then  perhaps
dinner !

Bunter went on as il nothing had  hap-
pened, and Blinkins began to ery again. Bo
Cherty went and feiched a pall 1o cateh the
tears. He wad afraid of a flood.

Then  snddenly Blinkins, who had heen

erouching Ly the fire, bobbed up 4nd

listened.
my wife, young Tentlemon!™ he

youll get  your

“ That's
cred. ag a footstep wias '

“Hove no fear, Mr. Blinkins,” spoke a deep
voice from a caphoard.

Peter. Todd had been huay after he had
dismiissed the major, and nobody would have
recoghiscd him as he emerged Fromy the fap-
board ¢tad in a  dress A strange and
wotiderful Kind, and with a biack bonnet
perched on Dis bead,

. Mre, Blinkins dashed into the Titchen like
& miont rofreshog after her rest.

“Where's that wretched hudband of mine®
gle shricked. )

“Madam,” said edor Todd, catelring her by
the arm, =1 wae-i: *» remonstrate with von.
Are you nod asbovncd! 1o 2o oon in this manmer ?
Yon showld "never vast aspersions—or coal-
seuttles !’ ;

*and whoe wmizht you he?” shouted the
T pmn T whieo 1 oam” eaid Peter geavely, T
i3 enn&tiﬁh for ‘yom 1o Know that these
abomingble proveedings cannot be counten-
aneed or permitted. To what a deplorable
state bave yon redoced that bright young
fellow who married you! Think of what he
used fo be=-u bonnie litile chereb on hie
snother's knee; later, o hopeful schoolboy
hat he might devour, like my prize
norpoise ;o and thes, in after years, asking ¥ou
t& be his huaband—my mistake, T mean his
wifc—ready to =zce in you the realisation of
Nis fondest dreams; @nd  your—von  lave
Lrougbt him to this quiverinz eondition of

said | ymworthy scevitnde! I wonld weep for you.

Mre, Blinking, but the tap will not tuorn.

The place looked as il a sfart young chrth- | Yonr hosband i not a bad old -hivd at all,

quake had heon sy,
onee,
“This way, zir. afid Rlinkins.
Banter ason mdade sl ot home.
Somehow, thers was |llﬂ]1§.‘l' of ply Tor
Riinking knbcking vound, although he was

el an witer funk. Me wanted cverything

dene for im, amd was no food for anything
except- to get in the way of the chaps wha
had eome to his ail.  Btill. he hegged his
vigitorz to have ull they wanted—nond, of
course, Bunter wanted a 1ot

Then Bunter eot to work., That was what
he aald, but the work chivfly copsisted of {ell-
ing Wharton and the obhers €0 do things.
Runter could cook, and e hasd the pull there.
PThere were tins ol afl soris Iyme sbont, and
geese ard fowls and 3 Tarze-sized turkey, with
a pudding in vourse of compition.

Tegf oyow'll gnst toke charge, gemtlermen,”
said Bimkins, ~vou will bhe doing me o very

zood turn.” :
Ha kept o popping fo {(he door fo sec
whether Matilda  was on the  meove, hat

mothing happeasd  for & copsiderable time
Mosb Nikely the good bady had worn herself
put. Anyway. as PBuntoer =aid. it waa hetier
than Tooting it theoush those meisy lancs
lanking Jor Todd's unele, who, s likely as
not, had dedged off ofter inviting them,
Buntér would have hien bumped on the spot,
bnt for fhe fact that the tooking would have
siffered had Tie turned ap rusty,

Then a bell ranes,  Bifakins' norvos did nob
allow him Lo go and “2oe what i€ was. " The
bell went on Tinging, and Blinkina went on
el going to see”  Ab- last the door of the
kitchen was bursh spen, and a.chap with a
hig. grey rmonstache, and a Beed the colour of
heetroot, flung himsel! into the room,”

fand 47 e
“Where's the larder? asked Buanter, 8t | wourld be

1

3

had a qniet life I

all that yon eemld whh." -
- “Rire! TPolice! Help!™ cried
Blinkins.

Peter Todd released Wis bold, and the lady
fled from the room, sereaming for assistanco.
She did not reappear, bt when  Bunter
served ap the dinner ehe wazs ealm, and took
her place st the table as i nothing had
happened.

Matilda

Mr. Blinkins wns cover =zo much obliged to

Ids new-Taund friends.

“1 wish you young zentlemen wonld stop
here for ever,” oo guid fteacfully. " You have
no idea what a life I Iead?! Fourpence a weck
for pocket-money, and I dom’t always et
that! Major Frobsher—<DIie's not & real magor,
vou kmow==iz my wil¢'a-brother, and—-imd he
ain’t much hetber than she is!™

“1f von weop any morte weeps I shall g9
aaid Bob Chorrys

=Horry. sir. but  the weakness
tokes me,” sald Mlinkine,

They agreed that they must zee the old
huffer throngh lgs trouhles over Christmas.
CwTUnele Benpy  will " hoave  to wail,®  said
Todddy.

somotimes

[ T—

II

wheve @ chap can find him!™
T waz the Jdead of nighl. Apartmentsz
I Ttagd ieen found for the four new guests,
The mujor had not given any more
T hother after his dimner,- which was pro-
digionz, Talling short enly of Bunter's,
Aomething rowsed Harry Wharton, "He zat
‘up and liztened, A hell was ringing ke mad.
He, jumped out of hed and woke the others,
4 Lomne C oalone,  ecan't  yomi®  growled
‘Bunter; ribbing his eyes: '

“Wow,"” he said, “that ought to be & lessom
to yorn. You tan away and be & good I

‘am eare Lo

“ i1 his omn fault for not living:

|

A

15

= Bul Lheee's g bell rloging 1™

“Well, 1 ain’t ringing {t!'" said (he pom
poise sleepily. :

Bolh Cheeyy went put Tnto the corridor
Apparently 16 Was nobody's business to
fuswer. the door, The bell was tinkliog
lowder than ever.

Dunter had gof out of bed at Iast, and tho
four descended to the hall, to hear ghénrting
culside. :

“Bemehody wants to come [n,” sald Buntler,
taken with & swdden bright idea.

Wharten opened the door. Quiside a glonb
Wy, a still stouter genibleman, and a crowd
of children were standing. :

“How dake you ke#p, us waiting like ihis?™
shrieked the lady, bouncing into thé homse.
“1 want roome—z:ix ceoms!™

“1 can’'t have children here!" shrilled Mrs.
Blinkins from the staircase. * Go awayt™

“Go hon ! enjd Bob ﬂharl'l:;"

_ Mrs. Blmkins came down the stairs, candls
in band, with a weird nighteap on ber head,

“The house js full " she said angrily to the
REW-COMErs,

“Ibring in the luggage!” ordered the slont
lady, as she marshalled Wer family inside.)
“1 am here, and I 4 not %giﬂg hvnbing for
rooms any more to-night, y hushand wil
aleep anywhere, and the deat children van
Tave shake-downs: in the kitchen. As Tor
mysell, T am not particular as Yong as 1 have
i "’:me-' iiﬁ:ll." { ot

My Blinkins crepl out A pasenge, 4n
stood iremblif, el

“There's pleniy of room, =ir!" he said lo
Feter Todd, “Only my wife is abwoys like
that, turning folks away. She and her
brother like to have the place ta theonselves,
and they are vuiping me !

“Call yourself a man'" yelled' Mre.
Rlinkins, hurling a chair at him.

g Jwasn't  calling myself anything, my
dear,” veplied Mr, Blinkins. *Hut 1 thimk
we must put op these worthy people.” :

A bolster, ‘which was inten) fs to pweep the

slout. lady off ‘Tier feet, caught Billy Bunter,
und caused him o =it down, The mizsile was

| thrown by the major.

Bonter was up, and ready (o give fight, He
scized the holster, and gave ‘chase wp the
stairs, Mra Blinkins beat a hasty vetreak.,

“We'lll pat voo np with mlehsure,® safd
Mr. Blinkms to the fresh guésts. * That is
ﬁl_'tl,".‘l my wile's Tunny little woy. She——she
didn't meam wnylhing—nothing whatever, I
fdsure yout't ;

The stowl lady smorted, hut seemned - par-
lially appeased.  She and ber family were
accommodated, and peonce descetiled once
mare on the domtedle.

Hut what is peate? You think yon have it,
and finid you've got influenza Ensténd !

Bunter was jost doxing oft when o handful
3;} gravel was dashed into his face, e started
O, really, Wharkon !'7 he splutterad,

“What's the matter now ! neked Harry
Whation from the next bed, '

“ You threw zomething ot fme '™

“Hist 1" said Wob Cherry.  Thers's somte-
one dirtzidel"”

“I know there is!" grumbled Bumter,
T And he's throwing gravel at me'™

Peter Todd glided the door. No re
#ravel was thrown, but as the Tour gaifed
the corridor they saw a shadowy figabe ih
priamas ereep past. The individual went to
the lnding window, opened it softly, and
feancd omt. The bright mbonlight Aooded
the paszowe. The fonr watchers saw the
metjor assleting two nien Lo enter the house,

“The stutt s all ready,” =aid the hogus
majer. ¥ Have you got 1he mohey 77

I don’L like the look of this at all,” mui-
térad Teter Todd, as he maw a wad of
Trensury wotes pass from the hand of the
hacturnal marauders into the palm of Frob.
sher,  “That sotler §s robbing poor old
LBliukine of his poods, Come on!® .

The attack was guile unexpected, (hough,
n: we are lobd the unexpected alwars hap-
pets, Frobzher ought to have been looking
for it, Hut then it wonls have been ex-
pocted, Queer "thing—what

*Pile in!™ shouted Harry Wharton, suiting
hi= action to the word.

The two accomplices mtrenied
Frohsher tarned at hay,
=il was o bay-window,

“How dare vou!™' he roared. .

EYou are n rotbten thicl '™ eried
Todd, .doewning him. Eik oot Lis
Bunter !

The prisoner’s call for help was ehoked.

It iz a jolly good job we camie here!'
apid Peter. Todd,, It is plgin that you hrve
been rebhing Mea Blinkins, and leading. him

{ Contiucd on page I16.)

in haste,
He conldn’t felp it

Pader
hieg:l,
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HELPING BLINKINS!
{ Continwed from pege 15.)
g i g S i g o St i B

I bave a2 good mind, to
¥ou shall be

E mﬂiserablﬂ “fi'u L8 B
and you over a polics !
bl.lmpﬂ-{'l! Theregfter you shall clean boots
and neiﬁ ‘Bunter in the seullery.”

Frobsher had had epough alter one bump-
ing. e howled for mercy, but his appeals
went umheeded” The four let him-go at st
and the rest of the night passed unevent-
Fully to the music of Buntor’s snores.

-H-I
= friends hard ot work.

“Pon't be a worm!™ said Peter Todd.
*Look at- that, and take courage!™

Mr. Blinkina stared at Frobsher, who was
meekly hlacking boots in the scullery.

¥ What's it mean$* he gasped, ;

“Only that we are going to pul things on
nquite & . diffcerent looting,” replied -Peler,
with dignity.

“ 1linkins, < come here at once and help
me!™ gounded a feminine voice from the
hall.

“Don't stir, on your life!™ ghouted Peter
Todd, as the upbappy man moved to the
door, “Etand up for your rights!"”

" But haven't uwny rights!™ blegled
Blinkins. “ You seé how she treata me."”

Mrs., Blinkins buorled her=ell  into
kKitehen,

“ Blinkins, dida’t you hear me call youi®
she burst owt, “Nob content with turning
my house into 3 pandemonjum—-»n 1

“] mever d¢fd turn it [oto a harmoniom;
my love,” said Blinkina.

Poter Todd ecszoght the iofurciated female
by the arim.

L Madam," he said, *lake my advice and
teave this scene. Your husband is trembling
with rage, '.He will not be apswerable for hia
actions. He bas been uttering the most
terrible threats, and you had better be very
carcful, Weé will' do our best to protect you,
but ouce HBlnKins gets going there will be
T atopping. him. . Make yourseif ‘scarce, and
henceforth you wonld he ‘well advised to
addreézs Bim with the -utimest™ rTespect.
Already he bow put the gallant mizjor in his
place, ~ Frobsher . will clean the bocts and
see to the chores,” .

S What, chores?™ cried the lady, in a sub-
duad tone, Tor somchow Peter Todd had
awed her.

_“Nothing -just now, thank youn. I had a
good - breakfast, and don't want anything
more just- now,” replied Peter Todd. “HNow
go awny, and make yoursell look pretty if
¥ou cun; and then .decide to hehaove wvery
nicely *to your hushand for the future. Never.
throw things at him any more. He has put
np with o rare et becanse he was afraid to
let himeell go. . His aflection, madam, has
made bim reluctapt to hurt you. But have
a care!" )

hMH. Blinkins covered her face with her
nn

¥ Ony,” she murmured belween her sobs,
il am truly sorry for all 1 did!™

Feter Todd led her.to the door.

¥ {o, madam,”" be suid, “and put on your
nicest dress. Your hushand may eondescend
to spenk to you at dinner i you are very
good.™

Mr. Blinkins sank into & chair, gasping like
a fah out of water, )

Boh Chetry closed the scullery door so that
Frobsher should not hear what followed,
Harry Wharton " sprang on to the table,
regardless of the Taet that Billy Dunter; in

IET.
AM a poor, down-lrodden moan!'”
sighed Mr, lilinkina next morning as
he entered the kitehen, to find bis new

the

w bigp apron, was busy making a pie.
"HMr. Blinklos,® he zaid, *be o man? You
bave submiited to  tyranny itop  long.

* Britons never shall be slaves!™ ®

“Come off the table!™ exclaimed the Owl,
“¥You are putting your feet in the pastry,
you idioh 1™

Peter Todd made a speech at the dinner.
The house was fuil. and nobody grumbled.
Frobgher, fearing that the story of  his
treachery might bé revealed, was oager to
please and make amends. And Mr, Iiakiba

-
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By GEORGE

] HEEE: had heen noite & lot doing on
the British Front for several days.
Wihley, who had heenr In hoapital for
& short time, cgme out, o find that
-the township where he had heen quartered,
which had bordered - on the front-line trenches,
was now quite a long way from where the

1 Hups still held sway.

Coneeguently, in his zeal to reloln  his

unoficial way—he could not really. be blamed
for straying past the line and getting into &
barn where a crowd of Huns were just getting
ready for a last stand. ;

He discovered this in the piteh blackness,
He entered the barn stealthily, thinking that
aome of our own fellows were there, and
found his retreat cut off. Shells were falling
all rotind him, end the Huna were petting
repdy to make & dash for it a8 soon a8 they
conkl.

He just had time to mip nto cover hehind o
pack - of pleanipgs, when the Hups came
tumbling down_ from the loft whore their
loopholes were eftuated.

Wibley hewrd a jargmon of German, which
he understopd pretty well.  But thero was
gne Hun—-a fellow of about his own helght—
who spoke a peculine accent. He had heen a
walter in London for years, as it happencd,
and apoke his native lingo with a Cockney
twang.

Wib atudied It, and scon found that he
could ‘de it to a T, if only he could muster
siifficient German. - He had improved his
knowledge of thalt musical tongue in Franee,
and ke reckooed he could.

Zp, ma soon 08 the Hupa went up mto tic
loft sgaln to get the remains of their German
sausages, Wibley nipped omt of concealment,
to Brd that tha waiter johnnie was alone.

With a tap from hia rife-butt be stunned
-the Hon, and changed clothes with him,
Then, tying him up, he put hlm behind
the sack, and awalted the other Huns.

They were. not long in coming down.

“All I8 tost, brother!” said the first one, in
German.  “We must escape while we can”

“RBah!” gaid Wib., “Hun from that con-

temptible littla m:ml;r'ﬂ”
¥ a contemptible liktle

“Ja?! It is on
army, truly; but still, we have to think of
ourselves,”

“Too tabe, brotber I said Wik, *“The shells
have just blocked up the door., Woe must

atay.” X
*Donner und blitzen!” howled the Huns.
w‘i*t':icrjr-]!kelr they will breat uwa well,” said

U Not them?. They are swine-hoonds!™
"Certainly  they . are” sald Wib  calmly.
“Yah!
off I”

HELPING BLINKINS (continued),

the four hoped-I don't kmow! T never saw
Wlinkins, hut 1 have no faith in him.

] think we shall stop on here,™ said
Bunter, chewing turkey. “There iz plenty to
eat, and it will be a jolly fine thipg lor old
Blinkine, Shouldu't wonder if be offers me
a fat salary."”

Frobsher brought in the pudding.
had really exeelled himself with that.

“ Ladies and gentlemen,? said Beter Todd,
vizsing to Lis feet, “1—

But he got oo further, for the door openad,
and om tha bthreshold he saw his uncle.

% Hallo, you yonng rascals ! cried the new-
comer, © =0 vou zte here! I've heep Bunt-
ing the country to find yom!"

S8y dear,” said Mrs, Blinkins, in a very
humble voice %o her bushand, “please ask
the geptleman to slay and dine. YWe buave
to thank these yomog friends of bis for a
lot—at legst; ¥ have, I am never going Lo
be disagreeable any more.””

Mr. Blinkins rose and offered the invitation.

% You see, you've made a man of him,”
said Harry Whatton to Peter Todd.

“h, T sny, you Tellows, that woem't dot'
cried Buuber proudly. * Everyhody kEnows it
was my example that Jdid it alit®

'ﬁ-:ell, of coursza, everybody knew that! Oh,
yea!

[Eplrorial, Nore—Thefe is mol one single
golitary word of fruth io this yarn, by Jl:iirla
wuy, Squdfl jovonted it all.—-H. W.]

Tiunter

rose to the occcasion, never to fall mgoin,  So
{Comtinwed on next eulmnnju

L

THE END

relgment—and doing things, of course, in the |-

[ spit about them. But we are cut|

GREYFRIARS AT THE FRONT!

IX.—WIBLEY, THE HUN!

BULSTRODE

*We must man the gona!”

Apd the Huns, desperate in tha knowledgs
that they were caught, started swarming up
the ladder again. ;

Wit thooght quickly. He raw that the
baro was o strong place if only these feliows
cared to hold it They could do tremendona
damage. But what was he to do? He wpa
unarmed.

“ome back 1" he shouted deaperately.

“"Whyt" shricked the Huns.

“Beeause I just heard the Baglish pres ual”
shouted Wik, "If we fire pow they will blow
this place upt™

The Hung cdmme Jdown with chattering
feeth, Ther gave in to their “brother " when
it come to a matter of apuaking English.

“What did you hear? demanded the fore-
most Hum.,

“I heard their voices,” said Wik ealmly.
Of course, Tre had " heard nothing.  “They
hivve passed bere, and they think it is empty.
Il tell vyom what we can de. We can man
the guna at the back.”

“Into our own trenches?” gasped the Ilun.
“Wa shall get shot IT we do that!™

“Our brothers bave gone from fhere and
left ue,” said Wik guickly., “The English ars
there now. We can fire into their backs!”

“JFa, 1al TInto their backs!™ shricked the
Huns, “ We knew our brothers in the trenches
woltld desert ual”

They swarmed up into the loft, and moved
the muchine-guns acrossa to the emergency
tuopholes in the biack of the bara, Then they
gtnrted firing—amongst their owno troops, az
[ wiey had planned,

Wih, forgotten for the moemgent, looked
throngn the loopholes towards-the front Hoe.
Flaring Hghts were lighting up “the " whale
gky, and he aaw the British dazhing forward
to tho attack. The advance .sfas - really
starting. : : :

Things had gone far epough.: Stooping, he
snatched up a pistol from the fowr.

“Hands up, you Hunz!? he roard, cr

The Huns turned roupd and goeped. Wik
had removed hie Hun lLelmet, and they saw
the differcnee. But there was oo way out
of it

“Hamerad ! roared the Huns.

The British troops were coming on Tanidly.
Wib knew that bhe was in a dangeroms
poaition.

“Hay It again!” be thunderad.

And the Hune roared:

“Kamerad! EKamerad!”

The sound reached the Tommics, amil, koow-
ing that there were some Huns inside who
wanted to surrender, they dashed in.

Wib had atill got the pistol wp, and the
Huns had atil got their hands ap.
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For Next Monday :
“LOOKING AFTER INKY!"
By Frank Richards.

Ooly Jast week- you had o slory in which
Hurree %ingh and a chum of hig own race
were concerned, Next week’s story s, In a
gense, similar; and vet, in Rnother sense, it
s as different as a story can be.

Between Eoumi Rao, of 86 Jim's, and Kuri
Nin, of 8t. Jude's, there i3 a whole world of
difference, 'The St. Jude's fellow i3 & cunning
and sellish rotter. But to Inky, loyal-hearted
and forgiving; ther both ronk ss chums;
and, though he leams what other fellows
think of hls 8t Jude's pal, he will oot give
him up until circumstances—helped by Wil-
linm Wibhley—ahow him in hkls true colours.

Btorfea of Wibley are glways popular,
though everyonme knows what to expect when
told that Wikley plays a hig part in a yarn.
Wib will surprise us all very much if he ever
CEIMES :Hst.iz_l.::ti:m in apy way but , and
that the way in which alope bhe cares Lo earn
it. Hiz inglehearted devotion to the dra-
matic leaves him caring iittle about other
thinga, and to it ia dug his fntervention in
Inkry's affaira. Heé bpoka olter Inky &:ﬂﬂm
——  But next week will tell you of that.
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