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CHAPTER 1.
Notice to Quit !

““ Al  Jove! That is  wuthub
wuff !” ) ;
“Serve him jolly well right!”

said Jack Blake.

*“ Vaas, pewwaps so! But it is wathah
wuff,” said Arthur Auvgustus D’Arey,
with a shake of the head.

Blake & Co. of the Yourth were an

their way to Study No. 6 when thyir [

attention was attracted by a notice

pinned on the door of the second study in | &

the Fourth Form passage.

It was a large sheet of cardboard, ap-
parently tho lid of an old box, and a
rather surprising inscription was daubed
upon it in capital letters with a brush.

Blake and Herries and Dighy grinned
as they looked at it. Arthar Augustus
1’ Arcy looked rather serious.

Tho notice ran, in sprawling capiials:

“NOTICE t11!
O BU

i T NTER!
xEEP AWAY FROM THIS STUDY!
NO FAT PIGS WANTED!!
KEEP OUT OR BE
SLAUGHTERED!
(Signed)

PERCY MELLISH.
BAGLEY TRIMBLE.”

Perhaps it was rather rough, as
1’Arcy remarked. DBut Mecllish and
I'ri of Study No. 2. were not the

only fellows in tho School Houso who
were “fed-up” with Bunter, tho new
Lumor of the Fourth Form. Blake & Co.
had succeeded in getting rid of tho fat
junior from Study No. 6. Now, appar-
ently, Study No. 2 was on tho same tack.

“Serve him right!” said Herries.
“We couldn’t stand the rotter! Why
<hould they etand him?¥”

“Yaas, but—-"

“Bunter must roost somewhere,’
narked Dig, with a grin.
 ““Yaas, wathah! And, aftah all, this
is his studay,” said Arthur ‘Augustus.
“1 wegard this pwoceedin’ as wathah
high-handed. What do you fellows think
of this?” l\fdded the swell of St. Jim’s,
as Tom Merry & Co. came along from
tho staircase.

The Terrible Three halted, and grinned
as they read the notice.

“Not surprised,” Tom
Merry.

“Not at all,” said Manners.  “Of
course, Mellish and Trimble ain’t much
better than Bunter, if you como to that.
Still, they’re not quite euch worms.”

“'Fhey asked the ITousemastah to have
Buntah in their studay, deah boy.”

“That was when they thought he was
wealthy,”
““Wealth covers a multitude of sins.
Now  they know he isn't it makes a
differenice™

“It ought not to make a diffewence,
Lowthah.”

“Quite so, old scout. But lots of
things that oughin’t to happen do
happen.  IPrinstance, Wally Bunter
')u% tn’t to have turned out such an
awful onteider, when wo all liked him on
w short accquaintance before he camo
heve. But o did.”

“Yaas, he certainly did not come up

' ore-

remarked
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to  expectations,” admitted  Arthur
Augustus. “He disappointed me vewy
sewiously. I weally liked the fellow

when I met him ovah at Gweyfwiars.”

“We might have known, though,”
said Blake sagely. ‘He's exactly like
his cousin, Billy Bunter, to look at, so we

him in other ways.”

“Talk of angels!” murmurcd Monty
Lowther. “Here he comes!”

. Thero was a grunt and o hecavy tread
in_the passage.

Bunter of the Fourth camo rolling
along from the stairs towards his study,
and he blinked at the little crowd of
smiling juniors over his big glasscs.

“1 say, you fellows, anything on?” he
asked.

“Ahem |”

Bunter blinked at them rather sus-
piciously. Tho fat junior had quitc worn
out the hearty welcome he had received
when he came to 8t. Jim’s. Tom Merry
they had really liked Wally Bunter,
whom they had met while on a visit to
Greyfriars.  But Bunter had exhausted
their patience at last. And they had not
the faintest suspicion that the new junior
was not Wally Bunter at all, but Billy
Bunter of Greyfriars, who had come
theve in his cousin’s place, taking advan-
tage of the likeness between them to
make a fresh start at St. Jim’s, and to
leave on Wally’s choulders a heap of
troubles he had collected at his old
school.

Bunicr had expected to be quite a sue-
cess at St. Jim’s—in Wally’s name, and
with his own fascinating personality to
back up Wally’s veputation.  Dut it
hadn’t worked out like that, and he was
growing discontented. $till, he was not
tired of St. Jim’s yet. He found him-
self move comfortable thero than at
Greyfriars—where he was too well known
and understood for his comfort.

“T say, Gussy, I was looking for you,”
he remarked, after a suspicious blink
round at the smiling facce.

“ Weally, Buntah—"

“Tve been disappointed
postal-order,” said Bunter. _“More
delay in the post, you know. I rcally
think that the postal servico ought to
buck np a bit now tho war's over—don’t
you?”

“Even then, your postal-order might
still bo delayed,” rvemarked Moniy

about a
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Bunter was deaf to that remark.

“T suppose you could let me have the
live boh, D’Arey, and take the pestal
order when it comes?” he eaid.

Arthur Augustus hesitated.

Ilow many postal-orders he had
already cashed in advance for DBunter he
really did not know, but the number was
considerable.

“Hold on a minutc!” <ail Blake
grimly.  “Which postal-order are you
referrimz to, Bunter?”

“Rh??

“Do you mean ihe ono Gussy cashad
for you on Saturddy, and which never
came ?”

‘“ Ahem !”

“Or the one Dig cashed fo
Friday, which never came—- -

“Oh, really, Blake———"

“QOr the one Talbot cached for you
the other evening in tho Common room
which—""

“Look here——""

“Or tho onc—"

“Bai Jove! Upon weflection, Buntal,
I think I will wait till that postal-ordah
comes befoah I cash it!”

“T hardly expected this meanness from
you, D’Arcy. However, I daro say Tom
Merry will cash my postal-order——"

“Certainly, when I see it!” said Tor,
langhing.

“If you dou't trust me, Tom Merry,
you——"*

“Not an incl, 0ld svoui ! Not a uarter
of an inch !”

“I decline to accept any favour st
your hands, Tom Merry. Noj yon
needn’t say anything. I decline, and
that’s an end of it !”

And Billy Bunter turned haughtily
away to his study.

Then ho saw the notice on the door.

e halted, blinking at it in amaze-
ment, while tho jumiors watched him
with grinninf; faces, wondeving  what.
cffect it would have on him.  Bunter
blinked round at them.

“I say, you fellows, wliat daes ihis
mean? Who put this silly rot herer”

you an

r
&

“Pwobhably  your studay  males
Buntah.”
“Cheek!”  said  Bunter  waimly.

“They want to keep me out of my own
study. I like that!”

“Well, if yon like ik, theve's nothing
to complain of,” vemarked Blake, with a
chuckle.

“Of course, 1 shall {ake no uofice of
it,” said Bunter loftily. = 'This is he-
cause I’vo declined to ask Trimble anl
Mellish home {0 Banter o, you
know.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“PThat was rather hivd,” said Monty
Towther gravely, “as 'rimble, T helieve,
asked you home to Trimble Jhall.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“TIl jolly soon show them whether
I'll keep out of the study!” exclaimnd
Bunter; and he threw open the door @
rolled in wrathfully. .

“Now for the merry civens!” grinned.
Blake.

And Tom Moy & Co. stood ronnd the
doorway and waited for the “civine”

e
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CHAPTER 2.
Evicted !

6 UNTER !
B “Qutside !”
Trimble and Mellish were in

the study.

They scemed to be prepared for Bun-
ter’s arrivel, Baggy Trimble had a
wooden foil in his fat hand. Percy Mel-
lish had a cushion handy, which he
picked up as the fat junior rolled in.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles in great wrath and
indignation.

“1 say, you fellows—" Le hegan.

“Outside !

“Do you think I'm going to be turned
out of my own study?” bawled Bunter.

Mellish nodded coolly.

“Yes, 1 do!  We dou’t want
here!™”

“Why, vou asked the Houscmaster to
let me come here £

“Because you spoofed us, you fat rot-
ter!” said Baggy Trimble. * You spoofed
us with your yarns about =

“Never mind  that,”  said  Mellish
hastily.,  *“Weo don't want the fat houn-
der here, aud we're not going to have
him!"

“We don't want a chap who wolfs all
the grub!” said Trimble. )

“And snores in the armchair!™
Aellish. .

“And tell lies!” said Trimbie, wiil
virtuous indignation.

* And uses other fellows’ hooks to light
the fire!”

“Qutside ™

“You checky rolters!"” howled Bunter.
“I've a jolly good mind to lick the pair
of you!”

“ (o ahead!” o

“T regard you with contempt! You're
not worth touching !”

‘i Well, you'ra mnot worth touching!™
said Mellish. “But we're going to touch
vou hard if you don’t keep outside this
study !™

“Te, he, he!”

“Hallo! What are you hehc-heing
about?”

“He, he! T can take a joke,” said
Dunter. “ Now, what about tea? I can’t
stand anything to-day, as I've heen dis-
appointed about a postal-order, and
D’Arcy has treated me with disgusting
meanness.”

“Pai Jove!” came from the passage.

“You can take a joke, can you?” said
Mellish. “Well, you'll take this cushion,
100, if you don’t clear!t”

**Oh, really Mellish:

““ And this foil!” said Trimble.
yhere will you have it?”

“Oh, really, Trimble—— Yaroooh!”
roared Bunter, as he got the foil and the
cushion together.

Bump!

Billy Bunter sat down in the doorway,
pud roared.

Mellish fielded the cushion.

“Now, watch mo bowl him {uirly
over,” he said, poising it in the air.

The Owl of Greyfriars did not wait to
Le bowled fairly over. He squirmed
wildly out into the passage, and the
cushion missed him by an inch,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Slam !

“Ow-ow! TI'm hurt!” he gasped.
you fellows—— Yoop! Can’t you give a
chap a hand up, you cackling dummies?

hw ™

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy kindly gave
Bunter a hand up. The fat junior was
landed on his feet, gasping for breath.
“Ow! Ow! T'm hurt!” he gasped
$7Aly backbone’s broken ! )

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

T mean, sprained! Ow! 1 say, you
Fellows, come in and back me up, and

you

said

S Now;
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see me mop up those cheeky rotters!™
gasped Bunter.

“My dear porpoise, it isn't our busi-
ness!” said Tom Merry, laughing. “ Yon
shouldn’t scoff their grub, you know!”

“ A few sardines, and some tarts, and a
cake!” said Bunter scornfully. * Just like
them to make a fuss over a trifle like
that! Ow! I'm not going to stand it!”

“I wouldn't!” chuckled Blake. ‘‘Go in
aud win, Bunter! We'll see fair play
while you tackle ’cin one at a time!™

“Yaas, wathah!”

““I could lick the pair of them!™ gasped
Bunter.

“Pile in, then!” said Lowther encour-
agingly. “Chuck them out of the study!

Wa'll wait here and count "em as they
drop!”’

“Hg, ha, ha"

“They're both funks, you know ™
“Pile in !

said
Manners.

Three-halfpence, 3

“Well, 1 shall help Bunter if you chip
in! That's a tip!” said. Tom. “You can
pile in when he's done with Trimble!”

And Tom Merry stepped back into the
passage.

His warning was enough. DMellish laid
down the cushion. He did not want to
tackle the captain of the Shell, who could
have made rings round threc or four
Mellishes.

“@o it, Trimble!” he said. “You can
handle that fat funk!”

“Yah!” said Bunter, in a very warlike
tone. He was encouraged by the fact
that Trimble was backing away instead of
advancing.

“Go for him, I tell you!” exclaimed
Mellish. “Do you want me to start on
you, Trimble?”

“The—the fact it——"" gasped Trimble.

“Yah!” hooted Bunter, more than ever
warlike. “You're afraid! Yah! T'll jolly

L

]

I Bunter Qets It vHot. l

Bunter hesitated for a moment. But
he was hurt, and he was wrathy; and he
screwed up his courage to the sticking-
point.

“T'll jolly well do it!” he exclaimed.
“You fellows keep Mellish off while I
throw Trimble out!™

““Yaas, wathah!”

“Done !"

Billy Bunter drew a deep breath, scl
his glasses straight on his fat little nose,
and hurled open the door of the study.

“ Now, then, you rotters!” he gasped.

“Hallo, here he is again!” exclaimod
Mellish. “Jump on him!"”

Tom Merry locked in, and raised his
hand.

“Fair play !” lie said. “One at a time!
Bunter’s going to slanghter Urimble first.
Hands off, Mellish!”

“Mind your own business!”
Mellish.

“Do you want me to help Bunter?”
asked the captain of the Shell.

“I want you to mind your own busi-
ness " epapped Mellich,

hootad

well mop the with you,
Trimble !

And the Owl of Greyfriars advanced
with his fat fists up; and Baggy Trimble
retreated farther. Mellish stopped his
retreat, however, by seizing him by the
shoulders and spinning him at Bunter.

‘“Now go it!" he snapped.

Crash!”

The two fat juniors collided, and Loth
reeled back, gasping. Mellish gave
Trimble another shove, and he sprawled
at Bunter. One of his fat fists, sweep-
ing the air wildly, landed on Bunter's
nose, and there was a howl from the Owl
of Greyfriars.

“Yaroooh!”

“Give him another!™ shouted Mellish.

Billy Bunter jumped back. He did not
want another. And Trimble, encouraged
in his turn, came on with a rush, hitting
out valiantly. Billy Bunter dodged hur-
riedly into the passage.

“Hallo! That's Bunter, not Trimble [?
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caclaimed Monty Lowther. “ IHave von
cuucked yourself out, Banter:”

& ﬂwl”

“Let him come in again, that's all!”
roared Baggy Trimble vietoriously,

“Go in and win, Bunter!”

“Ow-ow! I--T forgot that—that Kil-

dare’s asked me to tea!” gasped Bunter. | cakes T get from home,

“Can’t keep a Nixth Form chap wait
l"F!“
And Bunter rolled away hurriedly to

the stairs. Baggy Trimble, victorious aid |

triumphant, and brave as a lion now,
blocked the doorway of the study wiil
his padgy form, and roared -

“Yah! Funk! Come back! Yah!”

*“Ha, ha, hat”

Bunter vanished down the staircase.

“*Well done, Trimble "' chortled Blake,

“I'm a pretty goad fighting-man, you
know !" paid Baggy, pufing. “I could
make rings round that fat duffer! Lot
him come back, that's all! I'mn just spoil-
ing for a fight!"

‘My dear man, vou sha'n't be disap-
pointed then!” eaid Blake, “1'1l fight
you, if you like!”

Slam !

The study door closed.

Tom Merry & Co. went their way
chuckling.

CHAPTER 3
A Kind Offer Declined.

AP
An Interesting discussion was
going on in Tom Merry's study,
and the juniors did not heed the
tap at the door.

“We want to beat them,” said Tom
Merry. *“We beat them on their own
round, and we waut to beat them

ere!”
“We do—we does!”
Lowther. : _
“0Oh, we'll beat them all right,” said

agreed Monty

Manners. "“That is, if you put me in
the eleven, Tommy! I'll undertake to
bag goals for vou!™

*Hum " said Ton.

“They're a good team. though,”
remarked Talbot of the Shell. * They've
got some good men, especially Wharton,
U]lﬂfr,}', and Vernon-Bmith, I remem-
ber.™

The Terrible Three were discussing the
return match with Greyfriars S(,ﬁ'm-ul,
which was due shertly, Talbot had
come 1n to discuss tea and football ut
the same tmme. The door opened while
Talbot was speaking, and a fat face and a
large pair of spectacles glimmered in.

“1 say, you fellows! Just in time!”
eaid Bunter cheerfully,

“Just in time to buzz off,” said Man-
Bers Jillﬁdl?- “Bhut the door after
you, Bunter "

Bunter shut the door, hut he remained
on the inside of it. There was an in-
gratiating smile on his face, but a very
wary look in his eyes,

“He, he, he!”

“My hat! Is the alum-clock going
off ¥ exclaimed Monty Lowtler,

“Oh, really, Lowthal——"

“Was it you, Bunter?”

“You know it was!” hooted Bunter.

“Is this an entertainment, then ? Tlave
you come here to give us an imitation of
an alarm-clock on active serviee i9

“1e, he, he !

“There he goes again!™

“I can take a litile joke,” suid
Bunter. “He, he, he! If von fellows
haven't finished tea, 1 don't mind join-
mg vou'”

“We've findshed ! gaid the Terrible
Three, with one voice.

“Then you won't want this cake, Tl
mmpie 1, f you've finished,” said
Bunier ; and he took a lavge sample,
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The 'Terrible Three fized their CVEs
upen himm,  Talbot siniled.

“I say, you fellows, this is jolly gool
ceka ! saud Bunter, with his monih full,

ri-‘iilj.ﬂ;‘lj‘.

“T'm glad you like it!” said Tom
rareastically,
“Well, of comwrse, it's not like the

Still, it's fairly
good, and since you're so pressing, okl
chap, 1'H finish it."

“My hat 1"

Bunter finished the cake, while the
Terrible Three sat and regarded him, not
quite knowing whether fo laugh or to
sling Bunter iuto the passape for his
cheek.

“Not at all bad,” said Bunter patron-
“id you get that cake fram
home, Tom Merry 1"

“Yes," said Tom shortly.

“You should see the cakes T get from
home,” said Bunter, blinking at hin.
“Much better than this, ™

“Oh !

“You see, we've got a French clief.”
said Bunter.  “You only find these
really first-rate cooks in really wealthy
ﬁ.u.t;-iibllﬁhmfmta, of course. That's how it
e on 1

“I hope I'm
fellows——"'

“You are!” said Manners grimly
“We were talking footer when you eanie
m, and we want to go on, Bunter.”

“Go on, old chap—don't mind me,"
said Bunter affably. “Tf you're in
doubi about any peint in connection with
the game, put it before me. “I'll give
yvou my advice. If there’s one thing |

now inside-out it's fooker,™

“Oh!” gasped Manners,

“In fact, you'll find me useful in this
tstudy,” said Bunter,

" Useful I repeated Tom Merry,

“Yes, very.  Yon see, I'm a jolly
good cook—a dab at it. Then we've got
tastes in common, foo—my being a fool-
baller, you know. 1 should be willing to
give you fellows some coacling at the
E.ﬂmﬂ'_.‘

* Kik-kik-coaching #"

“Yee. I can give you no end of tips,
too, Lo improve yvour form.”

The Terrible Three were beginning to
glare. Buunter had plaved in one mateh
since e hod heen at 8t. Jim's, and in
that match he had kicked the ball
through his own goal. "I'he Shell fellows
did not want to learn that kind of footer,

“This study is bigger than my old
one, too,” pursued Bunter. * There will
be room for me here.”

“ Room for youi*

“Yee, The only condition T make js
that T have the armchaivr whenever 1
want it."

“The—the armchair?"

“But, of course, there'd be no ob-
jection to you fellows buying a second
armchair if you wanted to. It would
crowd the room a little, no doubt, but I
never was selfish.”

“Would you mind telling us what yout
happen to be burbling about, Buanter 7"
asked Tom Merry, with great politeness,

*““The fact is, old chap——"

“XNot too much of your ekl
please 1" :

“The fact 12, I'm going to lliti ui this
study,” said Banter. “1 can't stand
those chaps Mellish and Trimble. Fm
surprised to find such fellows at this

nobt interrupting you

chap,

schiool. In fact, they'ro low., Low is the
word.”

“Youre going to—to--to——" stut-
tered Lowther,

“Exactly, I've dectded fa hLave

notiing whatever to do with Mellich
and Trimble. Om reflection, I've decided,
too, not to go back to Study Ne, 66—

“ Blake's boot rather heavy?” asked

Lowther sympathetically,
“Ahem! And so, rou zee, I've come
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heve,”" rati‘ed on Bunter.  “This atuily
will st me! Not a waoid, ol chap—
I've deculed.™

“You—you -you've decided to dig in
this stoul y 17 gasped Tom Merry, :

“That's it! Where shall 1 put my
books? T Jare say vou chaps will help
e hi*inigg thent abmg "

“ Well, my hat ! murmnred Talbot,

The Terrible Three stared at Bunter
as il frozen to their seata by his astound-
mg cheek, 'They econld hardly realise
the nerve of it at first. Fridenily the
fat junior intended ta *plant ® himsed
there by sheer ehoek —if he could,

The question wag, whether e eould!
The probability was that he eouldi't !

Toin Mervy foumd his voire at last,

“Fourth Foun doesn't g with the
Shell, Bunter,” he said. *The Forny
are never mixed in the studics. So it
waonldii't e, vou see.”

Tom Merry thought that that was «
politer form of vefusal shan pitching
Bunter our on hia neck. But it was<
evidently not plain enough for the Owl,

“ My dear ehap, that doesn’t matter,
 said Bunter affably. *“If you ask tlin
Hovzemaster as a epecial favour, 11w
gires he'll agree.

“Ask Railton as—as a speeial favour
to—-to have YOUI in this study " stut
teredl Tom Merry,

“That's the wea! T'm sare he'll sagp
‘Yeu! You ecan peint ont what pals
We arg———""

“ Pip-pip-pals |

“Yes, aml how splondidly  we  pul!
together, and all that. Then Vm sure
Railton will say “Yes,” ™ saidd Bunter, * Iy
fact, you can consider it as settlod. Now,
who's going to help me hring my things
hero? Don’t all speak at onee,

]l'l"hr.' Terrible Three did not speak at
i

o

They exchanged a look. and rose to
their feet. Speaking to Bunter, thev
felt, would not meet the situation: e
wanted something plainer than words,
and he was going to get it.

" No need jor all of you,” said Duuter,
misnnderstanding  their motive.  * You
can come anid help me with my books,
Tom Merry, il you like. You other
haps ean clear a ?lqm for them, J—
Oht! Ah! Yah! Wharrer you at?
Leggo !

Bunter roarved, in surprice amd vwrath,
a8 three pairs of hands were lid on
L him. Weighty as he was, the fat junior
was wwept off Lis feet,

“Oh, my hat ! He weighs something '™
gasped  Manners, “Lend a4 haud,
Talbot 1™

“Certainly ! gaid Talbot, langhing.

Anothey pair of hands was  added.
With the four of them grasping his fat

evson, the Ow! of Greyfriars was rushed
o the door, with hie arms and loge
fiving wildly in the air.

"Yarwlif Help! Fire! Murdoy!”
| roarved Bunter. * Wharrer yon up to?
I won't ewma infa this study if you play
these silly tricks! Yooooop!”

Tomx Merry released one hand io opod
t the door. 'Then Duunter was rushed into

the passage,

“Help! Yoooop! Vah! Oh!”

“Hallo! You fellows killing a pig ¥ ™
called out, Cardow, of the Fourth from
the corner of the passage,

“Yoooop! Help!”

“Take him  home!"™
Meriy.

“Yaraoooh !

Down the passigo went Buunter, with
a rush, withi armg aud legs still flying,
IeT-l::m_Mert"y hicked open the door of No.
2 in the Fourth, and Bunter was rushed
1k

Mellizh and Trimble jumped up from
their tea-table in surprise,

*What the thump-—*

Bump !

gasped  Tom
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Buater landed on the hearthrug with
a considerable concussion. He rolled
over there and roared..

“There!” gasped Merry. “There,
you fat bounder! There, you podgy
porpoise! Next time iou roll into our
study we'll 1ub your head in the coal-
locker before we roll you out!”

“Yaroooh !

The Shell fellows retreated, breathless
from their exertions. And as they re-
turned %o tho Shell quarters they were
followed by sounds of woe. Mellish and
Trimble were rolling Bunter out of
No. 2. Tho door of that study slammed
on him, and Dunter was left sitting in
the passage, gasping for breath—and
still homeless,

CHAPTER 4.
A Chance for No, 9.
EVISON and Clive of the Fourth
I were at prep in Study No. 9
when Cardew came in, with a
grin on his face. The two
looked up.

“What's the joke?” asked Levison.

“Bunter!” said Cardew, with a
chuckle, “That fellow is a corker!
He’s been booted out of his study, and
he 1iried to plant himself on Tom
Merry."

“My hat!”

**Amd now he’s tried No. 5,” grinned
Cardew. “He started making himself
ngreeable to Julian. He told him he
hadn’t any preiudice against Jews, and
vould  overlook Julian being a blessed
Sheeny.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Levison and
Ulive,

Cardew chortled.

“It was so tactful,” he said, * Bunter
soomed to expect it to please Julian,
and he seemed quite surprised when
Julian knocked his head against the
wall. I left him rubbing his head.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now for prep,” said Cardew, with
a sigh. “T'd much rather watch Bunter
m search of a study. He’s no end
entertainin’. I wonder if he'll give us
a look it here?”

“He’'ll get the business end of 2 boot
if he does!” grunted Clive.

“More than one boot,” remarked
Levison.

ap!

“Well, by gad!” ejaculated Cardew,
as the door opened and revealed a fat
face and big glasses. “Who said I
wasn’t a prophet? Iallo, Bunter! Roll
in, old tub!”

““Roll out!” snap Levison.

““And sharp!” a ive,

Bunter gave the chums of No. 9 an
affable blink. He decided that, of the
three, he would heed Cardew, and he
rolled in,

“1 say, you fellows—"" he began,

“Dear old chap!" said Cardew affec-

tionately.  *“What a pleasure to see
vou! You're looking well, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked at him in some
surprise and a great deal of satisfaction,
Mote than once he tried to attach him-
sclf to Cardew, who was the grandson
of a noble lord, and rolling in money.
Ho had been kept at a very severe dis-
tance hitherto, Now, all of a sudden,
(‘ardew had changed.

Bunter was not aware of the peculiar
disposition of the dandy of the Fourth,
or of his exceedingly peculiar sense of
humour. If he had been he would not
have felt quite so satisfied.

“Look here, Cardew, we're doing
prep,” said Levison. ‘““You'd better do
vours, too, if you don't want Lathom to.
rag von in the morning.”

“My dear man, I like to see Lathom
ragein'; he's so entertainin’, Desides,
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I can’t do-prep when I'm talkin’ to a
distinguished visitor, can 1?7 Tt's so
kind of Bunter to dron in like this,
without waitin’ for the formality of an
invitation. I call it friendly.”

“The fact is, old chap, Iymecm to Le
friendly,” said Bunter.

Levison grunted, and went on_ with
his work; and (live, grinning, followed
his example. If Cardew wanted to pull
Bunter’s fat leg, and Bunter, ap-
parently, wanted to have it pulled, it
was not their concern.

“Dear old thing!” said Cardew.
“Won't you sit down, Bunter?”

“Thanks, old fellow, I will!”

“Wait a tick! Ill givesyou the arm-
chair., I’'ve heard that you like arm-
chairs,” said Cardew,, jumping up.

He spun the armchair round for
Bunter, and dusted the seat very care-
fully. Bunter watched him with grow-
ing satisfaction. Thesc attentions from
the grandson of a lord were very grati-
tying. He was not aware that, while
dusting the chair, Cardew had picked

up a tube of seccotine, and was squeezing -

it out in streaks over the leather seat.

“There you are, old chap,” said
Cardew, concenling the empty tube in
the duster as he presented the chalr to
Bunter.

Billy Bunter sank into the chair with
a grunt of satisfaction.

“So awfully kind of you to give ns a
call, Bunter. I take it as a real favour.

Eh-what?”
“Is thiy chair damp?”
“Damp! My dear chap, do 7you

{ think I would give vou a damp chair?”

Cardew reproachfully. “I was sitting
in it a minute ago, and it wasn’t damp
then. I hear you're looking for a study,
Bunter."” ;

“Yes. TI've decided to eng No. 2,
said Bunter, with a nod. “Tom Morry
wanted me to dig with him. but I had
to tell him it couldn’t be done. Can't
dig with tho Shell, you know.”

Levison and Clive looked up for a
moment, and lopked down again.
Cardew’s face was very grave.

“That was hard cheese on Tom
Merry,” he said. “A bitter Jisappoint-
ment to him, in fact.”

“Well, I was sorry,”
“ But it really couldn’t be done. I told
him so plainly, Same with Julian.”

“Did Julian want you, too?” asked
Cardew sweetly,

said Bunter.

“Begged of me, almost with tears in

his eyes,” said Bunter. “Bat it
couldn't be done. I was sorry, but I
had to tell him I couldn’t stand
Sheenys.”

“Oh!” gasped Cardew,
© *The fact i3, I was thinking of this
study,” went on Bunter, encouvaged hy
Cardew’s friendly manner. “I could
get on here, 1 think.”

“Could yonu?” said Levison, looking

up.

“Oh, yes! I shall pull all right with
you, Levison. T'm a bit of a sport
myself,” said Bunter, with a fot wink.

“A what?”

“Y hear that you've leen turning
over & new leaf, Lovison,” grinned the
Owl, “That will do for the masters
and prefects; but you can confide in
me, you know, I won't give you away.
I know what you were at Greyfriars,
before you came here, Xe, he, he!”

“I don’t sce how you know pnything
about me at Greyfriars!" snapped Levi-
son.

SfAhem!” Bunter remembered him-
gelf, “I—I mean—I've heard—"

“Your cousin, Billy Bunter, of the
Creyfriars Remove, has been chattering
to you, L suppose?” interjected Levison
savagely.

*He, he! Txactly,”
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“The fat rascall”

“Oh, really, Levison—"

“Well, whatever Billy DBunter may
have said to you,” said Levison, little
dreaming that he was speaking to Billy
Bunter—*“whatever that fat Owl may
have told you, I don’t want to hear any-
thing about it. And if you talk to me
about being a sport I'll pull your silly
nose!” ,

Bunter winked again. X

“All serone, old scout; I'll keep it
dark,” he said. “In fact, I'll hack you
up. I'll come_with you on your little

excursions. I'll sce you through, old
mau. I'm fly, and a bit vorty ab
times!”

“You silly chump!” roared Levison.
“Dry up!”

“I don't mind having a quid or two
on the next footer-match, if you care
for it,” continned Bunter, unhecding.
“Remind you of old times—what?”

Levison half-rose to his feet.

But Cardew gently pushed him back
into his chair, He was not done with
Bunter yet. He wanted the seccotine
to set before the fat junior took his de-
parture—or tried to take it.

“Krnest, old scout, don't bother
Bunter,” he said.  “Bunter’s called in
as a friend. “I'm proud and happy to
see him,”

““Oh, rala!" snapped Levison; and he
resumed his wWork with a dark brow.

“Just like he used to be at Grey-
friars—suspicions and sulky, you know,
and always biting a fellow’s hcad off,”
said Bunter.

“Your cousin Billy seems to have told
you a lot about Levison.”

“Yh? Oh, yes! Of—of course. 1
shall get on all right with Levison when
he sees it’s no use trying to spoof me,”
said Bunter cheerily. “ You’ll pull with
me all right, Clive.”

“Shall 17”7 said the South African
junior grimly,

“Oh, yes! TI'll look after you, and
bring you out, you know. You'ro not
a bad chap, only a bit dense.”

“0Oh!" ejuculated Sidney Clive,

“And I hope you'll get on all right
with me, Bunter,” said Cardew gently.

“Not a doubt about it,” said Bunter
brightly. “We've got a lot of things
in common, you know.”

‘“Have we?”

“Certainly. I’rinstance, we're both
highly connected,” said Bunter. “I'm
not a snob, you know—far from it. But
gentle birth is gentle birth, isn't it?”

“I believe it 1s,” assented Cardew.

“There you are!” said Bunter. It
was really for that reason that I stood
D'Arcy as long as I could—though, of
course, the D'Arcys ura not so old a
family as the Bunters. There was a
Bunter in—""

“Noah’s Ark?" suggested Cardew.

“Nunno! I mean——-""

“There should have been two Buntera
there, though,” said Cardew thoughi-
fully. “I think I remember reading that
the animals went in two by two.”

Bunter grinned feebly. 5

“Oh, roally, Cardew! T was going
to say, there was a Bunter in William
tho Conqueror’s army when he came
over——""

“That was before .the TUndosirable
Aliens Act was passed,” said Cardew
gravely.

“Oh, really, vou know! There was
a Bunter at the signing of Magna
Charta in tho reigh of Ilenry ths
Eighth.”

“Of whom?”

Y11 mean Edward the Seventh,”
said Bunter hastil}'. “That is to say,
Clarles the Firat,”
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“Not King Joln, by any chance?”
asked Clive sarcastically.

“Certainly not; Clive! You dou't
know anything about English history,”
said Bunter.  “How could you, living
out in Uganda~——""

“(Cape Colony, fathead!”

“What’s the difference?”

“Oh my hat!”

“Fellows like purselves, (‘ardew, have
a lot in common—high conneetions, and
titled relations, and so on,” eaid the
fatuoua Owl. “We shall pull together
rippingly, I think!”

“I'm sure we shall,” said Carde
cordially.  “.Quite sure of it, Wally!
You don’t mind if I call you Wally, do
you?i”

“Do, my dear chap!
Ralph.”

“Do!" said Clardew solemnly.

There was a tap at the door, and Dick
Julian looked in. He started a little
at the sight of Bunter in the armchair.
Bunter waved a fat hand at him in a
very lofty way.

“You can get out, Julian,” he said.
“I don’t want your sort in my study.
Excuse me speaking plainly!”

“Your study 1” ejaculated Julian.

‘ Bunter settled down in ihis
study,” explained Cardew airily. *‘Ie’s
made the offer, and we can't resist it—
his manners are so charmin’.”

_“T1 Jooked in to see if your minor was
here, Levison,” ssid Julian, taking no
further notice of the fat junior in the
armchair. . “I'm going to help him with
a busted footer.” .

“He’s in the Form-raem, I expect,”
said Levison. *“You can wring that fat
cad’s neck if you like—be doesn’t belong
to this study.”

“0Oh, realfy, Tevison—-""

“Thanks! T wouldn't touch his veck
with .a barge-pole!” answercd Julian.
“I'll look downstairs for Frank.”

He left the study. Bunter had fixed
his eyes sternly on Ernest Levison.

“Look. here, Levison,” he said, ‘I
want none of your rot. 1've accepied
Cardew’s pressing invitation to join this

I'll call you

study. I remain here. That’s settled.
And I expect to be treated with
civility !’

“Oh, rats!” grunted Levison.

“My dear Ernest, you might he civil
to a chap’s pal,” said Cardew- reproacir
fully. ”%unter’s going to introduce me
to, his titled relations—isn't that =o,
Bunter 7”

*Certainly, old clap '™

“Yon know what a snob I am,
Levison. I'm after Bunter’s titled
relations Like a Chicago millionaire,” said
Cardew. “I'm goin’ home to Bunter
Court “about the same time that 1
visit with Trimble to Trimhle Hall. I
hope you’ll be quite comfy in this study.
Bunter.”

* Well, I shall make mysclf comfy, you

now."”

“And you’ll stick to that armchair 7"
said Cardew sweetly.

“1 was going to suggest it. I really
must have an armchair to myself ; other-
wise, I'don’t think I could consent to
come into the study at all. Of course, 1
shouldn’t object tc you fellows using it
when I don’t want it.”

“¥out see what a generous chap
Banter is, Levison. Stick to that chair,
Bunter—you don’t mind 77

“Not at all. I'd like to.”

“Well, you will!” spid Cardew,
smiling. “Do you mind if I get on with
my prep for a bit, Bunter? You might
care to sample a cake to pass the time
while—"

‘“ Where’s the cake?”

“Don’t get up?! I'll get it for you.’

Cardew ced the cake on Bunter's
knees, and then-started work. Billy
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-it took his study-mates,

aunder him, and then
ay af :

Bunter was happily .occupied . for gome
time now. He toasted his toes before
the study fire, and devoured the cake to
the very last crunb—and it was a Jarge
one. All the time the seccoting was
setting harder and harder between hie
trousers and the secat of the chair.
There was no doubt that Bunter would
stick to that chair—in the sense that
Cardew intended.

Prep did not take (‘ardew so long as
He timed it, in

{act, to finish with the cake. When the

{ lspt crumb hiad vanished, Clardew turned

from hie books.

“You’re not done?” sid Levison.

“Your mtake, old chap—1 am,” said
(lardew. ‘‘Like to take a little wap in
your armchair, Buntery”

“JJlasr’t Bunter any prep to
asked Clive.

“1I’'m not doing any this evening,” raid
the Owl.  *“1 really don't need it as
much as you fellows. I shall manage all
right in the morning. 1 don't think I'll
mie a nap, though, Cardew; I'm think-
ing of supper.”

“8it where you are, old scout, and
we'll wait on you.”

“We won't do anyvthing of the sort!”
roared Levison.  “look here, Cardew,
you've pulled Tunter’s log  enough.
Chuek it!”

Cardew cocked his exe reflectively at
B“I‘“\tﬂle'r.ll 1 e (T

e rhaps 1t'« Jong enough.” he
conceded, p?"l‘hrf; seecoting ninet be well

do ™

set, by thig time.”

*“That what?”

“ Keccotine.”

“ What's that?” ejaculated Bunter.

“Sticky stuff, dear boy, Sticke litke
glue—only more so. T squeezed a whole
tube into thet chair for you.”

“Wha-a-at?” .

“You remember yon thought it feli a
little dampt” said Cardew urbanely.
“Well, it was. But it's all right; it's
not damp now. You said you didn’t
mind sticking to the ehair, didn’t you?”

Bunter’s face was a etudy. There was
a howl of laughter from T.evison and
Clive.  The Owl of Greyxfriars mado a
jump to get out of the chair.. But he
did not rise. Ho was glued where he
m:it-, end -he gasped with the unavailing
effork.

“Qw 1”
“May as well get down to the
Common-roomi, if you fellows have

finished,” yawned Cardew, ¢ Stick (o it,
Bunter !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow!” spluttered Bunter.

He made a terrific effort to.rise. The
armchait rose an . inch from. the floor
: landed on_its
custors again with a terrific clatter. And
Bunter gasped oncc more,

“Ow! Wow!”

CHAPTER b.
Sticking to It !
“ A, ha, ha!”
i Three merry juniors werve
roaring with latighter in Study
No. 9; and the. sounds of
merriment were not long in drawing
attention, The door flew open, and the
Terrible Three Jooked in,
“What's the merry joke?” asked Tom
Merry. )
* Bunter !
“Ha, ha, ha t”
“Bat Jove! Are you fellows waggin’

Buntah?”  asked Arthine  Augustus
D’ Arey, arriving with Blake and Herries
and Dig.

*“Not at alll”

“Yarooh!” roaved Bunter. *Lemme
out of it! Oh, Jear! You beast,
Carndew! I refuse to shave this study
with you now! Yah! Oh!”

“ What's the matfer with bt 2”7 asked
Pom Merry, in amazemant,

The cavse of Bunter’s tronble was nof.
visible to the eye. and the juniova id not
quite sce where the joke came in.

“Ow-ow! Pm stuck!” wailed Bunter,
“Come and drag me out, somchody!
Oh, dear!”

“Gweat Scott, 17

“Bunter's idea was fo stick to our
armchair,” explamed Cardew. **So [
put some mice, sticky stuff in it to help
him, He's heen sitting in it well over
an hour, and it’s well set.  Flow he'’s
going to get out X really don't know;
I haven't thought that out !”

“Ha, be, hal”

“Bat Jove! It ie weally (a0 wuff !”

“Rtick to 17 roared Blake, in great
merriment.  “ He wag-alwaya sticking to
the armehatr in onr study, when ho was
there; but T never thomght of this
stunt. Go it, Bunter ! You slvays woere
a sticker |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow.! 1 want to geriup!”

““Ha, hs, ha {”

More abd more of the Shell snd
Fourth were crowding roand Sty
No. 9 now, till the passage outsids was
crammed, and the study itself well filled.
But Bunter was given plenty of room.
The hilarious juniors wanted to sev how
he  would negotiate the armchair.
Bunter was much given to sticking to
things that*were not hia own, and to see
him sticking 1o Cardew’s armchair in thix
new style was very entertaining. . It was
probable that by that timo Hunter ve-
pented of his attempt to plant himself in
No. 9. He was now nuot anlr planted,
but rooted there,

The fat junior glared furionsly at the
chortling crowd of fellows, with a glare
that bade faiv to crack his - epactacios,
But the more be glared the louder they
roared,

He made a deeperate effort to tear
himself frem the chair, aud ageiiy it rose
off its castors, and lunded with a terrilic
crash.

“Oh, you rottezs!” howled Tunter.
“Yah! Beaste:! Do you ‘think this is
fuuny 1”

“Yes, a bile I gasped Tom Merry,
wiping his eyes, ‘It #trikes me ax
funny. You’ve got ne senso of humour,
old scout.”

“Qtick to it, Bunter!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

Cragh 17

Again a desperate effort to vize was
followed by the crash of ihe castess on
the fldor. Bunter lay hack in the chair
and gasped for breath.

“Well, we may as well Irave him lo
it,” yawned Cardew. “Make yourzelf
comfy in the study, Bunter.  But I'ms
sure you'lt do that. In fact, you sail
you would.”

“Yarooh! Dou't go away aud leave
me like this!” howled Buuter. **11vlp!
Yaroooh! I kik-kik-can’t move!”

“You'll have to go like a enail, with
your shell behind yout” yoared” Mouty
Lowther.

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“Y say, you fellowd, help e out!™
shrivked Bunter, I can’t stick here, vou
know I

~“Tooks as if you can, Buntah, bai
Jove I

Dick Julian came aloug the passake
‘with Frank Levison of the Third.  Juliin
looked into the etudy as Punter. made
anether effort to rise, and erashed .once
more.

“What is it7" he asked.

“Seccotine--—-and Burnter silting in it

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“1 say, vou fellows! T say, Julianm,
old cliap?  Lend mé 2 hand, Juadian-—--"

(R
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“My dear chap, you don'i waul a
Sheeay to touch you,” grinned Juliau.

“1 don't mind your being u Shéeny—
T dow’t, rveally!” wailed Buanter. 1n—
in fact, I like Sheenys, old chap!”

“Well, 1 don't like fat pigs, and T'm
not touching you,” aid Jualian, laugh-

ing. i
“Yow-ow-ow! T say, you fellows,
help—"

“Wrestle it ouni,” said Blake. “Keep
on long eunugh and semething is bound
to go, Bunter. 1t may be the chair, and
it uwy be your buga:  1'ut youe beef inta
& "3

“Ha, ha, ha!?

T'he junicrs, almost in hysterics, erowded
ont of the -study. Billy Bunter howled
1o them in vain for help. He was left
alone in the study; still struggling with
the armchatr,

“1 say, you fellows!
rotters ! 1 say, Levison, old chap!
dew, you beast! Gussy—QGuesy,
fellow! Yaroooh!"

Arthur Augustus balted in {he door-
way. He was goud naturad to u fandt.

“Weally, Buntah, you esked for it,”
he said. “The way you twy to shove
yourselves intu fellows® gtadies 13 wathuh
pweovokin’,”

“Yarook! 1 didn't ask for jaw, yon
silly msa!  lelp me out of this blessed
armohair, and don’t stand there like a
goat!” howled Bunter.

“Buai Jove! If that i3 what you call
eivil, Boentah—-"

“Help me, you idiot!”

“I wefusa to be chawacteiised as an
wdiot, Buntah I

“You--gou-you--you chump! Help
me!” gasped Bunter. “You blinking,
goggle-iyed idiot, lend me a hand !

1 wegard all those expwessions as
oppwobwious, Buntsh, and I wefuse to
Liave anythin’ whatever to do with you.
Your marnahs -are simply wevoltin’,
Baital !

Aund Arthur Augustus D'Arvey walked
away, with his noble nose in the air.

“Yow! Help! Five!” roared
Junter,

“fTa, ha, ha!” came back from the
passage. “Brick to w!”

Bunter made a territio effor!, and there
wgg a souind ol rending cloth. Some-
thing had given at last, beb 6 was not
the geceotine,

The fut junicr rolled, gasping, out of

Come back, you
Car-
cld

the chair, with a turthee scand of
rending.,

“Oh Jdear! My bugs! My word!
On dear 17 spluttersd Bunter, “#0Oh,

censbe, ib's jolly kikSikeold © Ow 1

11 was freo ab lasy free, uot only of
thie armchair, but of & considevable poc-
tion of his neihee garments. o rolled
out into the passage, critnson wiih.exer-
tion aid fury,

“Hallu! 1lere he 131"

“Not sticking to if, Bunter

“Yow! You rotters! { wish I was
bhack at Greyfriurs! Ow! Beasia! I
1 say, you tellows, got rue a coat. ov
somethieg 1" wailed Bunter.

Y Bai Jove! Whal ever do yon want
w coat for indoors, Buntah "

“Suppose—suppose I mesi the Tlousa-
dame, or somebody!” wailed DBunter.
“Girame  coul, of a blackel, or some-
thivg -7
© “1Ua, ha, ha!”

The juniors shricked.  Dut Arthar
Augustus 1’ Arcy, feeling that thiz was a
watit that really ought to Lo supplied,
rushod away for a coat. Wrapped in the
cout, Bunter bolted up the stairs 1o the
slormitory- for o much-needed chanuge.
e was followed by hyaterical yells.

“Vai Jove ! remarked Arthur Augus-
fus 1'Arcy, as he strolled away 1o the
Common-room with his chums. ¢ Buntah
in search of a studay is wathah amusin’;

on
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but I weally don't think he will tws
No. 9 again !

And Guesy was righi.
CHAPTER 6.
Dropped !

HE next day Bunter of the Fourth

was still without a atudy.
Tom Merry & (‘o. were raiher
interested in the fat junior’s
search for new quarters. Where Lo
would ultimately land was an interest-

ing question,

The proceedings of Mellish  and
Trimble in turning Bunter out of Studg
No. 2 were certainly high-handed, thoug
nobody in the Fourth was inciined to
blame them. An appeal to the House-
master would have reinstated Buntorfat
or

once. But he hesitaied to make it,
divers reasons. 1f he complained about
being turned out, probably Mellisk

would complain in his turn of the raided
rations and confiscated cakes.  Moro-
over, Buntcr was not at all keen to re-
main an inmate of No. 2 if he could
obtain quarters elsewhere. It was the
least desirabld study in the Fourth-—-
Mellish and 'l‘rimbfc being the least
degirable study-madtes,

Bunter had been glad to “dig** there,
under the belicf that Lrimble, of Trimble
Hall, was a wealthy fellow whom it was
worth while to kuow. 'I'rimble had wel-
comed Bunter under an  egually
erroneous  belief, But the two
“swankers " had found one another cut
now-—with mutual disgust.

"The Owl of Greyfriars would have been
very pleased to change his quarters -
quite ag pleased as Mellish and Trimble
would have been to get rid of him. But
at present he had nowhere to lay his
weary head.

Bunter had cxpected to be populur at
8t. Jim's--as Wally Bunter certaiunly
would have been. But Billy Bunter had
very quickly worn out Wally’s welcome,
s0 to speak.

Ilis fascinating society was not sought
after in the least; his presence in any
study was not yearned for.

But Bunter was not beaten yot. Thore
were a good many studies in the Fourth

Form passage, most of them uniried, 5o

2
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fur, and all of them preferable to No.

And Bunter intended to try them -and |-

‘plant ” himself in the best he could
get——it he was allowed. 'Lhere was one
quality the Owl of Greyfriars posaessad
in  superabundunce, and  that wus
‘lxlpck.”

At. morning lessous that day Buauter
wag=in trouble with My, Lathom, the
master of the Irourth, who speedily dis-
covered that he had done no preparation
the previous eventny.  Bunter was
severcly lectured, with a promise of the
cane next time; all of which ho took
philosophically. Ile was not accustoned
to looking ahead, and *‘next time did
1ot worry him.

In fact, be really hadn't tnuch {ime to
devote to Mre. Luthom's instructions: that
morning, anyway. He had the muatter of
the study to think out. .

When the Iourth were disnus=ed
Arthur Augusius 1)'Accy spoke cheerily
io the fat junior in the passage.

ST twust you ave gebtin® on el wight
in your studay now, %ﬁunmh?"

Bunter blinked at hiwm.,

“Pm done with No. 2," he emad, “I
decline to go back there on any condi-
tions whatever. I’ve told Mellish and
Trimble it's quite useless to ask me, 1
simply refuse to do 16!

“Bai Jove!™ said Arihur Augustus.
“1 twust you will find comiy quartais
elsewhere, deah boy.”

“The fact iy, I was thivking of
No. 6 ——"

Three-halfpence, 7

“Q0h deah! I—1 think Blake is callin’
o me—"

The fat junior glared.

“1 was thinking of No. 6," he went
on calmly. * But I feel it wouldn’t do. 1
couldn't stand your friends, D’Arcy.”

“What?” ejaculated the swell of St.
Jim's,

“I'd like to come there, for your sake;
but T couldn’t stand Bluke—he's too much
of a pig!” said Bunter calmly. * Haer-
ries, too—a regular ruffian!”

“Weally Buntah——"

“If you can get them to change out,
Gussy, I'll come. Not otherwise,”

¢ Liook here, you fat boundah——"'

Buntér waved a fat hand at him.

“It’s no use, Gussy; I've said I'm
sorry, and so T am. But unless Blake and
Herrics change out it’s no good asking
me to come {o No. 6!”

‘“ But I was not goin’——

““My dear chap, urging me’s no good!
I'd do it if I could, to oblige you; but
there’s a limit,”

“I was not goin’ to ask you—"

“1 repeat, I'm sorry, (iussy!
there you are!”

““Buntah, I wepeat that I should wefygse
to allow you to &

“¥nough said, Gussy! T can't come—
simply can’t!”

And Billy Bunter turned and rolled
away, leaving  Arthur Augustus almost
breathless with indignation.

‘Bai Jove!” murmured D'Arcy. ‘I
don’t weally believe the fat boundah
weally misundabstood me at all. Bai
Jove, if he should poke his bheastly nose
into Studay No. 6, I should be vewy
much tempted to stwike it violently I’

Billy Bunter rolled away with a grin
ou his fat face. He was looking for Ham-
mond of the Fourth--having decided that
Study No. 5 would suit him. That study
was shared by four juniors—Hamrond,
Keorruish, Reilly, and Dick Julian, Julian
had alteady declined the proposed honour,
but Bunter was not a fellow to take no
for an answer, if he could help it. Ha
decided to try his luck with Harry Ham-
mond.

He found that youth in the quadrangle,
and joined him. Hammond gave him u
good-natured grin.

“I've been looking for you, old chap
said Bunter,

“’Ave you?” said Haromond, not very
enthusiastically. As he hardly knew
Bunter, he did not see any reason {or the
“old chap.™ -

“Yes, T huve, old scout!"

“Well, nbw you've found me!” re-
marked Hammond. *'Ere ¥ am!”

‘L'he heir of the great firm which dealt
it ITammond’s High-class Hats had not
vet  conquered the difficulty of the
aspirate. Billy Bunter smiled in a patroun.
ising way as he noted it.

“The fact is, Hammond, I rather lika
vou!” he said lofiily, his manner smply-
iug that this was a tremendous honour.

“You're very good,” said Hammond.

“Not at altl 1 think we shall get or
together!” s ,

“1 ’ope so, specially as we ain’t likely
to see wuch of cach huther,” said Hum:
wond, moving on. .

Bunter rolled along with him at once.

“'I'he fact js, we shall see o good bit of
cach other, Hammond,” he said. “I'm
going to dig in your study,”

“0h!" ejaculated ¥ammond, under
sianding now. ‘' Har you?”

“I ham!” said Bunter, playfully
unitating Hammond'’s weird manner ol
speaking. ‘‘He, he, he!”

“Wot are you cackling at?” demnanded
Hammniond gruffly.

“Ahem! 1 suppose you'll come anc
lond me a-hand at getting iny things tc
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Hammond stared at him. Whether
Bunter was a crass duffer, or whether he
way the cheekiest bounder he had ever
come acress, Hammond did not quite
know. But he knew that the did not want
Bunicr for a study-mate.

“I thought Julian had told you you
couldn’t plant yourself in our study,”-he
answered.

Bunter sniffed.

**Never mind
fellow 1

“What !”

“Can’t stand Sheenys!” suid Bunter,
with a shake of the head. “Mind, I'm
not a snob. Far from it, F’rinstance, I'm
going to be friendly with you, Hammond,
but—"

“ Are you?” sald Hammond grimly.

“Oh, certainly! T don’t mind the
high-class hats!” ?rinned Bunter. “Of
course, as a sensible chap, you’ll bear in
mind that there’s a difference betweén us.
But I’'m not a-snob—I don’t care if you
started life sweeping out the hatshop, In
fact, I think it’s up to a fellow like me
to be kind to the lower classes when
they’re trying to improve themselves,”

The Cockney schaolboy breathed hard.

*“We shall get on all right,” pursued
Bunter, mistaking Hammond’s silence,
“T feel sure of that. Of course, I don’t
want a lot of dashed familiarity—youn will
keep your distance, -and all that. But
I mean to be friendly; and you can see
what an advantage it will be to you to
have me in the study.”

“’Ow do yon make that out?” gasped
Hammond, who seemed to be on the
verge of a volecanic explosion. But the
shotrt-sighted Owl of Greyfriars did not
sce the danger-signals, and he rattled on
cheerfully.

“You see, it'll be no end of an ad-
vantage to you to have a gentleman to
associato with, You’ll be able to model
yourself on me, and improve yourself
generally, you know.”

44 Oh |7?

Julian! I Dhar that

“T'll give you some tips, too, about
good manners and the way decent people
behave,” went on Bunter fatuously.
“You can watch me, and do as I do, you
know. It’ll be no end of use to a fellow
like you!”

Hammond gazed at him speechlessly.

* As for Julian, he’s a dashed Sheeny,
and I shall refuse to speak to him,” said
Bunter. ‘““He has treated me with im-
pertinence—""

“Julian’s my pal!” said Hammond, in
& sulphurous voice.

“Then I advise you to drop him, old
fellow! 1In fact, I don’t see how I can
be friendly with you if you don't drop
Julian!” said Bunter firmly. )

“Well, won't drop Juliun!” said
Hammond. “But I'll jolly well drop

you, you fat, shiny, sneaking, grubby |3

rotter-hard 1”

“Here, I say—— ¥Yarooooh!” roared
Bunter, as the indignant Hammond
geized him by the shoulders.

“Sit down, you fat image!”

] YOOQOP [T

. Bunter sat down with a great concus-
sion, roaring, Harry Hammond walked
away, and left him sitting theve,

“Ow, ow, ow!” roared Bunter.
*Yooop! Grooh! Help! Ow!”

*Hallo! Bunter in trouble again !” ox-
claimed Mouty Lowther, as the 'Lerribie
Three came along from the School
House.

Tom Merry goodnaturedly gave the fat
junior a hand up. Bunter stood and
ga.sped spasmodically.

0w, ow! Beast! I'll jolly well lick
him! Where is he?”

“Where is who? asked Tom, smil:ng.

“That beast Hammond!”

“Just  yonder!” grinned
“Bhall T call him?¥

T'ue Gry Lisrany.—No. 574,

Mauners.

“Nunno—never mind!” said Bunter
hastily.  * After all, it’s rvather beneath
my dignity to seil my hands on him.
Groooh! Fancy the beast cutting up
rough hecause I—F—I refused to share
his study 1

“EhY?

“Heo begged me, almost with tears in
his eyes, you kuow, but I told him it
couldn’t he done—1Y really couldn’t stand
a rotter like that—-— Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dlessed if T see anything to cackle
at! Ow, ow!”

The 'FPerrible Three walked away,
chuckling. Bunter volled off in a discon-
solate mood. He had failed once more,

n It

Cadet Notes.

Now the Armistice has heen signed
and Peace is in prospect there is an
idea amongst so boys that it it
no use joining a (adet Corps.

But Cadets are not merely a military
corps; on the contrary, they form
centres of social organisation, and give
opportunities for boys to form friends
and have a good time. Boys in fae-
tories and officcs do not know what
to do with their evenings, and find it
difficult to get pals. A proper CaHet
Corps has a club-room where baga-
telle can be played, boxing can be
learnt, and should give opportanities
for other recreation. The best Cadet
Corps have swimming clubs, football
clubs, cricket clubs, cte, Classes
should be organised for scouliug, car-
pentry, as  well as studies in
geography, history, etc., where ¢nough
boys can be ¢btained. And unifgrm
gives a smartness to the club that
an ordinary club lacks,

f you do not belong to a Cadet
unit, write to the Central Asgoctation.
Letters addressed to the C.A.V.R.,
Judges® Quadrangle, Law Courts. Lon-
don, W.C. 2, will find us.

During the War no lad has been
unable to get o good job at a decent
wage. But with demobilisation the -
competition for work is.likely to he
very keen, and the best johs will go
te the most qualified men. Educa-
tion in the widest sepse is likely to
be the best testimofifal for a boy
applying for work. Cadct Corps pro-
vide a splendid cenfre for training.
Drill adds inchies to a boy’s height
and width of chest, aud employers
naturally get their first impression
from a boy’s appearance. Besides, it
smartens hini up, and generally
quickens his inteligence. Ntw corps
are beipg forméd everywherg, and -
somo of the old ones are running
recruiting gampaigns. No. 7 Corapany
(8troud Greenl?, 5th Bttn, Middlesex
Regiment (Ca et;) has vacancies for
recrufts, but if You do not know of
any unit near you, apply e
C.AV.R., Law Courts, Lounden.

and he was still minug a study. And he
was not consoled till dinner-time, when,
with the third helping, calm and content-
ment once more returned to his fat
visage.

CHAPTER 7.
A Feast of the Gods !
6 HWAT is ut intirely?”

Mulvaney mitnor of the Fourth

was puzzled.

Dusk was falling, and the
juniors who had been on the football-
ground were coming in. Mulvaney minor
and his study-mate, Clarence York
Tompking, were heading for No. 4 in the
TFourth Form passage,

The door of that study was half-open,
and from the room came a very appetis-
ing scent of cooking. It was a scent that
was very grateful and comforting to two
hungry juniors; but it was perplexing,

A Crantd BUNTER Story Appears In this Weei’s * Magnet,” 1™

too. For who could be cooking iu No. 4,
when its owners were both out, was a
mystery.

“Somebody's in there!”
kins.

“Bedad, and he’s cookiug, ton!” said
Mulvaney minor.

The Irish lad looked into the study in
great surprise. Then lhe uttered an
ejaculation.

* Bunter, bedad {”

There was a glowing firc in the grate,
and before i1t Dunter was bending, watch-
ing the sansages that sizzled in o frying-
pan. He turned a ruddy face to the two
astonished juniors,

saidd Fonrpe

“Trot in, Mulvaney!” he said
cheerily. “Comeo in, Tompkins, old
fellow 1

The two jumniors entered, They stared
at Bunter blankly. The Owl of Grey-
friars did not seem tu ovbserve their
surprise.

“Like sosses—what?” he asked.

“Yis. But——"

“1 thought you fellows would Le
hungry afser footer,” said Buuter; “so
I thought I’d hop in and get tea veady
for you.”

“Howley Moses!"”

“Well, my hat ! said Tompkinz.

“There’s plenty of sosses,” saild
Bunter. “Pve got some ham, too, And
there’s some ripping coffee,  You fellows
care for gultang cake?”

“Jh? Oh, yes! Ruther!™

“Well, losk at that one!”

“Begorra !” murmured ithie astounded
Mulvaney.

There was a handsome cake on the
table, as well as a loaf and soveral nics
hittle pats of butter. Coffec wus brewed,
and the sausages were almost done, It
was a really elegant spread; and it was
being stood, apparcntly, by Runter, for
two follows he hardly knew. Benevo-
lence conld hardly have gone further.

“Well, this 1s jolly good of you.
Bunter ! said Fomplkins, puzzled but
gratified.

“Not at all, old chap,” said Buanicy,

Mulvaney minor grinued.

Tompkins was rather a simple youth :
but Micky Mulvaney was not at all
simple, ‘and he thought he conld guess
Bunter’s object. The fat junior was still
in search of a study, and he was trying
this as a new method. It was really
more tactiul than Bunter’s methods
usually were. Perbaps he was learning o
lesson from his many rebuffs.

*Bunter, old top, you're a hroth av &
boy |” sald Mulvaney minor.

“ My dear chap, don’t mention it.” said
Bunter, with a wave of Lis fat band:
“only too pleased!”

“1 say, this is really good, you know,”
vemarked Tompkins., *We hadn’t any-
thing for tea—nothing to speak of. 'in
yolly hungry!”

* Same here, bedad!”

“Well, these sosses are just doue,”
said Bunter, “There’s lots of them, too
-—over a dozen,”

“ Bunter, me jewel, it's iutirely dacent
for you to be standing a spread like
this ! said Micky Mulvaney.

“Not at all! What's the good of a
fellow being rich if he doesn’t spend 1
entertaining his friends?” said Bunter.

‘50]111)

“Bat we're not your friends,” said
Tompkins, perplexed. )

“Oh, really, Tompking——"

“Sure, I'm the frind of any chap wha
stands me a dish of sosses when I'm as
hungry as a Fun,” said Mulvaney minor,
“DBunter’s a broth av a boy!™

The sosses sizzled cheerily as they were
dished up. It was roally a most appe-
tising spréad, especially after football in
a keen wind. Clarence York Tompking
and Mulvaney minor sat down to it with
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great enjoyment,  So did Billy Bunter.
And, though Bunter took the lion’s share,
as usual, his companious at the festive
board could not take exception to that
under the circumstances. Besides, there
was plenty for all.

It was, in fact, a feast of the gods in
Study No. 4.

Tho sosses were disposed of to the very
last oue, and then the three juniors
travelled cheerily through the big cake.

Bunter's fat face beamed over the
table.

After this handsome spread, cooked by
his own fair hands, so to speak, he felt
that Mulvaney minor and Tompkins
could scarcely decline the honour of re-
ceiving him as a study-mate. Refusal
would come very awkwardly after they
had partaken of his hospitality in this
way.

The cake was finished at last, and
Bunter gave a grunt of fat contentment.
“Not so bad—what” he remarked.
‘““Topping, me boy!"

“I've got some grapes
Buntex.

**Oh, begorra! You must be rolling
in tin, Bunter!” ejaculated Mulvaney, as
Bunter produced a big hunch of hothouse
grapes from a paper bag.

Tompkins opened his ¢ves wide. There
were few juniors in the Fourth who could
afford to grace the tea-table with hot-
house grapes.

It was a big bunch, but it disappeared
in record time. Mulvaney minor and
Tompkins were fecling very kindly to-
wards Bunter now. Really, it did look
as if the fat Owl had his redeeming quali-
ties.

Tt was rather puzzling, however, where
the good things had come from. Only
that morning Bunter had attempted to
borrgw a half-crown from Mulvaney—in
vain—on the security of a postal-order he
was expecting shortly, It looked as if the
postal-order had come; and it must have
been a big one, to judge by the spread in
Study No. 4

But Bunter was not finished yet. He
produced a box, under the surprised eyes
of his new friends, and opened it,

“You fellows care for choes?”
arked.

*Oh, bedad! Yis, rather

“Ielp yourselves, dear boys [

The dear boys helped themselves. Billy
Bunter blinked at them as the chocolates
began to disappear.

*1 say, you fellows

“Ripping!” said Mulvaney minor,

“I was going to say 3

“Tip-top!”  said  Mickey  heartily.
“You're a jewel, Bunter—a rale jewel I”?

“T was thinking—"

here,” said

he

1

3]

“You must come to tea with us to-

morrow, Buuter, and we'll stand  the
spread,” said Mulvaney.

Bunter blinked at him svspiciously. Tt
really looked as if Mulvaney was seeking
to avoid the topic Bunter was secking to
introduce.  But the Owl of Greyfriars
was not to be eluded.

*“The fact is, how would you fellows
like me to dig in this study with you?”
he asked,

“Qh!”

“*Hem 1"

It was point-blank at last, and Tomp-
kius and Mulvaney exchanged a look. It
dawned upon the simple mind of Tomp-
kins now why that gorgeous spread had
taken place in No. 4.

“Ahem!” he said. “Hum! Ah!”

Which was not very intelligible. Lut
cxpressed the feelings of Clarence York
T'ompkins,

“We should get on mno end.” said
Bunter.,  *“I like this study. I don’t
mind saying that 1 like you chaps.”

“Oh!”

“Xhi1o
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“Domne !’ said Bunter, apparently in-
terpreting those dismayed ejaculations as
an answer in the affirmative. “It's
settled, then.”

“But—"" began Tompkins.

“Not a word, old fellow; it's settled,”
said Bunter. “‘T’ll tell you what, you
can leave the catering for the study in
my hands. T'in a dab at it. Simply
place the money in my hands, and leave
it to me,”

“B-b-b-but——-" stammmered Mulvaney
minor,

“We'll go and fetch my books and
things along, when you've done with the
chocs,” said Bunter cheerily.

“ Oh !7)

‘“ Uln !!7

“But——" began Tompkins,

Clarence York was interrupted. ‘There
was a sudden roar in tho passage without
—a roar which resembled that of an
angry bull, but was only the powerful
voice of Grundy of the Bhelk

Three-halfpence, 9

kins1” remarked Grundy pleasantly. “1
supposs I'd betber come.” .

And Grundy pushed Wilkins aside, angd
looked into the eupboard for the supplies
he had placed there after unpacking the
hamper,

Then his ¢xpression changed.

“Well, where are the things, Grundy,
now you've comet” inquired Wilkins, in
a slightly sareastic tone.

“My gut P

“You must bave put ’em somewhere
else.”

“I didn’t put ’em anywhere else!™
roared Grundy. “I put 'em in this cup-
board not an hour ago, and then 1 came
down to get some footer with you chaps.
They’ve been taken away!”

“ OI_. x!’

The faces of Wilkins and Gunn fell.

Grundy’s faco was assuming an cxe
pression that was terrifying. That hand-
gome bundlo of sosees, that bunch of
grapes, that bex of chocolates—where

' Wﬂ‘,
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Missing !
‘“ 3 NYTHING for tea:” asked Wil-
Kins,
“I should jolly well say so!

I had a hamper this afternoon
from my Uncle Grundy.”

“Oh, good ! said Guun.

“A reul spread,” said George Alfred
Grundy,- beaming on his  study-mates.
“I've put the things in the enpboard.
Sosses wind grapes and choes —and things.
Trot "eru out, Wilking, old fellow, while
I buug vp the lire.”

There wasy  beaming satisfaction  in
Grundy’s study in the Shell passage, A
hamper from Unele Grandy made the
Shell fellows realise that the piping times
of peace had really como at lust~—

“Where's the stuff?” asked Wilkins,
looking into the cupbowid.

“Under yonr nose,” answored Grundy.

*Blessed if T ean seo i !?

“What an a=s you are, Ceorge Wil-

Bunter ¢ 8ticks To It!"
(Sce Chapter 4.)

o)

were they?  And that splendid eake—

that cake which was a reol corker—
whither had it vanished ? )
“Some rotter’'s been here!” gaspod

“Even the butter-pat’s gone !

Grundy. [
Trimble, very likely

Some awful rotéer!
~—he’s that sort—""

Grundy gasped.  HHis wrath was past
words. He seized a cricket-stump which
was fortunately at hand.

“I'm going to =sec Trimblel
spluttorc«f

He dragged open thio door, qnd rnshed
out of the study. ‘There was a yell in
the passage as ho came into violent cone
tact with three fellows ther..

“ Yarcooh !

*You howling ass!”

“Ow ! gasped Grundy, stagpeiing
from the shock. “What are you retting
in tho way for, Tom Merry, when a
chap’s in a hurry @7

“You thumping chump ! voaved Tom,
Merry wrathfully.  “What are you bolte
ting about like a mad bull foy "
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“Bump him " gasped Lowther, who'j

bad been hurled agalist the oppesitc wall.
“Collar him! Bquash him 1"

“Look here——"" rodred Giundy.

“Hold on!" exélaimed Wilkins;. iiiter-
posing between Grundy and the Terrible
‘Three. “Hold on! "We've been raided
—no end of tuck collaved Ly somebody !
Crundy’s after him—see 7"

“No reason why he should play Tank
in the passage!” growled Tom Merryv;
but he refrained from collaring Grundy.
“*8o you've been raided, too!”

“TEh? Have you?”
“Yes; some rotter has acoffed the
hutter out of our study,” said Tom.

*We were going to. mgke inquiries.

There’s a loaf gone, too. That doesu't

matter so much, but butter’s butier.”
“Same rotter, no doubt!" exclaimed

Grundy. “I was going té sce.Trimble
ubout—-"

“We were going to see Bunfer-—--"

“Hallo, Gore! You missed some-
thing 77

Gore came out of his study snorting.

“ Somebody’s got my buiter!"”

“Same beast!” ‘Gwowled Grundy.
“Come on, and seoc me slaughter
Trimble! I'm sure it was Trimble!"

George Alfred Grundy sped alon,
passage, and arrived breathless at
in_the Foufth, stump in hand. The
other fellows fcllowed fagt. Grundy
hurled the door open, and burst in like
u four-point-seven shell.

Mellish and Trimble wero sitting down
to tea, and they jumped up at this sudden
interruption, in alarm.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Mellish, *“ What
the—-"

“*I-say—~" began Trimble, “ Yarooh !
Leggo, Grundy ! Wharrer you at? Oh,
oh! Ow! Help!”

Grundy’s lpowerful. grip was on
Trimble's collar, and he was yanked
round his chair,

* Where's my tuck?” roared Grundy.

“Yaroooh !’

“ Have you got it 7"

“Yoooop!”

Whack, whack, whack !

“Hold on!” yelled Mellish. * What
are you pitching into Trimble for?”

‘“ He’s raided my grub.”

Whack, whack !

“But perhaps he hasn't!"” exclaimed

the
vo. 2

Tom Merry.

“Rot! If he hasn’t, he can say he
lxaszx’t, can he? Ho doesn’i dare to say
so0,’

Whack, whack!

Tom Merry grasped Grundy's arm, and
forcibly stopped the application of the
stump. Baggy Trimble was yelling
frantically.

“Let go!” howled Grundy. “Do you
think I'm going to let him wop up ‘my ]
grub without making an cxample of
him "

“Yow-ow-wooop !

“Let him speaE fiest, you dangevous
asal” said Tom. “Trimble, have you
been raiding our studies?"

“Yarooh! No! Vogop!”

“8tufl!” said Grundy. “Why couldn’t
he say, that at once, I'd like to know.”

“Yow-ow-ow! You didn't give me a

ras

chance, did you?” yelled Trimble.
“Yow-ow! TI'll go to the Housemaster
alyout-this!| Yooop !”

*Well, who was it, if it wasn't

Trimble ?” demanded Grundy. “ind,
1 dow’t believe yet that it wasn't! But
T'm ready io investigate. If it wasn't
you, Trimble, who was it¢”

“Yow-ow! How sliould I know, you
silly idiot 2" hooted Frimble,

* There he goes—prevaricating again !”
axclaimed Grundy, e’s guilty, of
course, of he wouldn't prevaricate! I'H
jolly well——"

“You jolly well won't,” eajd Tom,
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shoving the incensed George Alfred back.
“We'll find the right party first.”

“I've found him! It’s Trimble! Ue’s
done it before, basn't he’” snorted
Grundy. *“Mellish is hand-in-glave with
him, too, Tll give Mellish a jolly good

- hiding whilé I’ here !”

eep off, you mad idiot!” howled
Mellish, dodging round the iabls in great
alarm.
. \\{{ilkiue and Guun dragged Grundy
a

ck.
“Hold on, Grundy——"
“T.ook liere-—"

“Where’s Bunter, Mellich?" asked
Tom Merry.
“Don't know, and don't care!”

He doesn’t belong to

growled Mellish.
i Go and eat coke, the

this study now.
ot of you1”

“We'll find Bunier before we slaughter
Trimble,” said Tom. “Come  on,
Grundy ! Keep your stamp for the right
party, fathicad [

rundy glared round the study in
search of some gign of the missing tuck.
But it was not to be seen, and he allowed
himself to -be persuaded out of No., 2.
The 8hell fellows went along the passage
inquiring for Bunter.

“Buntah?®  said  Arthur  Augustus
D’Arcy, when the inquirers looked into
No. 6. “Buntah? 1 wemembah seein’
him go up into the Shell passage about
an hout ago; I haven’t seen him since,
deah boys.” Pewwaps he has gone to tea
with some Shell chap.”

“It was Buuter,
Grundy,

“Bai Jove! What
Gwunday ?” :

Grundy did not stop to reply fo that
question, e rushed away in furious
search for the Owl of Greyfriars. The
searchers began at the first study in the
paseage, and went along study by study,
in the hope of unearthing the fat junior
sooner or later. y

And so they came along to No. 4; and
three startled juniors within that apasct-
ment heard the roar of Ceorge Alfred
Grundy :

“I'L ind him! DTl spifticate him!
My cake, my grapos—hothouse grapes,
you know, from my Uncle Geandy ! 11l
aquash that fat villain Bunter as fat ag

then ! exclaimed

was  Buntah,

pancake! TN-—-I'Il—7
“No. 4 next!” said Tom Merry.
“Look in, Monty, and sco if ile fat

bounder’s there.”
And the door of Study No. 4 was

thrown open.

B of George Alfred Grundy in the
passage outside. Mulvaney minor

and Tompking looked at him very ex-

pressively. [t occurred to them whenee

had come that propitiatory spread.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. = “1-1 say,
you fellows—" )

The handle of the door was turning.
Then Bunter woke to life.  He slipped
from his chatr and disappeared vnder the
study table like a flash. .

“I—I say, you fellows, not a word(”
he breathed.

Then all was silent.

Mulvaney and "Tompkins went on
mechanically eating chocolates.  The
door wae thrown open, and Towther
looked in. His glance travelled round
the study.

“Not here !” he gaid

“8ure?” demanded Grundy, looking
in cver Lowtlier’s shoulder, with a glare
in his eyes. “You're rather an a=s, you

now—-—""

“You silly clhump !

‘I Let me look !” growled (rundy.

“T.ook and he Llowed !’

CHAPTER 9,
Troubls in No. 4.

ILLY BUNTER sat as if frozen to
his seat as ho heard the hull-voice

1

Grundy strode futo the study.

“Has Bunter been here?” he de
manded.
“Look for him yerself, old top,"

answered Mulvaney minor diplomatically
He felt- that Le céuld not betray the fai
junior, quivering under the table cloae

y his boots, though he was much in-
censed at having been made, unwittingly,
a party to a “grub raid.”

“He's not there, old top,” eaid
Wilkins, in the doorway. “Let's got
along. We shall never find him at this

rate.” What the dickens are you blink-
ing at, Grondy?”

Grundy was blinking at the chocolate-
box on the table, and his expression was
terrific. He know thut chocolate-box,

“ My choes !1” he gasped.

YOh, begorra " murmured Mulvaney
mmnor.

Grundy strode up to the table and
&cized the chacolate-box, and held it up
wrathfully in the air.

“Look at that!" he thundered.
“That's my box! They've eating the
choes at this hlessed minute 1"

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Wilkins,
“So it wasn't Bunter after all! Tt was
these fags!™

“Mulvaney I exclaimed Tom Merry,
[ S?'Du !!’

“Begorra, and T didu't kuow the stuff
was Grundy’s,” said Micky in dismay,
“though sure I might have guessed it
was somebody’s !”

“ Where's my take 7" roared Grundy.

Mulvaney minor tapued his waisteoat.

“Inside, old top!” lhe answered.
“You're a bit too late. You should have
called earlier. You never were in time
for anything, Cirundy."”

Grundy spluttercd.

“I—I-T'Ul give you choes! TH give
you—-—"

“Hold on!" shouted Mulvaney, dodg-
ing round the table as the muscular Sh(ﬁf
fellow rushed at him.  “I tell you 1
miver——= Oh, crikey 1"

Twice rouni tho table they went, Mul-
vaney dodging nimbly, and Grundy rag-
ing in pursuit.  Clarence York Tompkine
stood in a dazed state. - But Grundy had
not come there to chase an elusive junioy
round the table. He could not overtake
the nimbler Fourth-Fermer, but he laid
his_powerful grasp on the study-table,
and sent it whirling out of the way.

There was a terrilic crash of tea-thinga
as the table spun to the wall. Then there
was a yell of suiprise frem Tom Merry

-& Co., anuswered by n louder yell from

Lilly Bunter, revealed squatting on the
floor where tho table had been.
“Bunter 1"
£ Y’amoojx ¢ I-I'm not here! Oh!
w ! ‘
“Buntert” roared Grundy.
“Oh dear! I—I say, you TJellows.
Lk

“They’ro all in it!” shiouted Grundy.

“Hold oni” interposed Tom Merry,
“For goodness’ seke, ring off a minute.
Grundy ! Give your jaw & rest! Mul-
vaney minor, tell us what this means,
and sharp ahout it! We've been raided,
and we find some of the plunder here.
Now, what's it mean?”

“Bure, wo didn’t know," said Micky
Mulvaney. “Hadn't the faintest idea
where Bunter got the grub. We thouyhi
lre was standing a spread.”

“Dh!” exclaimed Tom.  “You fut
villain—"

“T didn’t " velled Buater,

“What?”

“F wasnt !

“Wasn't ! What do you niean®
woren't. what 77

“T-—I wean—I ~I--that is to say, T—
I-—- stammered Bunter. * You-you
gee, it's like this. I've dropped in to ses
Mulvaney, only a minutle agc-—-"

5 ”

SO, herorra !

You



Every Wednesday.

“Did vou raid my study ®” voared
Grundy.

“(‘crtainly not !

“’lien who has?”

7 really don’t know, Girundy. T never
saw anybody raiding it when I was
there———-"

8o you were there, you fat spoofer 2"

“Certainly not! Nowhere near the
place 1’ gaeped Bunter. “I1—I don't
even know your study from the others!
You must remember I'm a new fellow
here, Grundy. Y—27°

“You've just eaid you were there!”
suapped Tom Merry.

“That—that was only—only a figure
of speech, What I really meant wae that
I hadn't been anywhere nesr the place.”

*€i0 it, Bunier !” gaid Monty Lowther
admiringly.  ““Roll ’em out, cld top!
flave you got any relations named
Ananias among your lofty connections?”

“Oh, really, Lowther——"

1t was Bunter right enough!” said
om Merry, laughing. ‘““He seems to
have stood a feed with the loot; rather
« new departute for him,"”

*Ol, dear!” gasped Tompkine. ¢ What
an awinl rotter to bring his plunder
Lhere! We never knew.”

“Begorra, we might have known!”
s1id Mulvaney minor. “ But we didn’t!
The baste said he +was standing a
spread !”

“That's all very well,” said Grundy,
with e enort. ““But my prog's gone, and
1 want to know what I'm going to have
for tea. My o)ginion is that you're 2 lot
i young rascals, and I’'m going to whop
the lot of you!”

**Butre, I Ol my hat!”

The next second Grundy and Mulvaney
minor were waltzing ronnd the study.
Micky Mulvaney was not quite a match
for the great Grundy, but he put up quite
a creditable fight.

‘Fompkins was not a fighting-man, as
a rule, but he loyally ru,sﬁed to help his
study-mate against his bulky advereary.
Grundy got a grip on Mulvaney’s collar,
and a grip on Tompkine', after a

siruggle. Then he brought their heads
together,

Crack !

“Yarooop I”

*Yah! Oh! Ooocooop!”

“Hold on, Grundy--—"

‘“‘Rata! You leave ’em to me!”

Crack !

Tom Merry & Co. rushed to intervene.

The great Grundy was likely to do
some more damage if given his head.
‘Thers was a wild and whirling tussle in
the study, for Grundy refused to pari
with his victims. Tompking was swung
round by. the collar, and collided with
'om Merry and Gore, and sent them
spintiing againat the overturned table.
Manners and Lowther had- hold of

Grundy, but e was dragging them to.

and fro with him. Wilking and Gunn
tried to separate the combatants, and,
like most pcacemakers, they received a
pood wany hard knocks from hoth
parties.

Ceundy was suhdued at Jast, however,
and bumped on the carpet.  Mulvaney
wnd Tompkins, gasping and dishevelled,
vetreated to a comner, 'The Terrible
T'hree sat on Grundy.

“Lemme gerrup!”™  gasped George
Alfred.  “ Ul apiflicats you!  Wilkins-—
tiunn--lend me o  hawd, you «illy

ehumps 1"

“Oh, be quiel ! gasped Wilkins, rab-
hing his nose.  “Some silly idiot has
jammed a ailly elbow on mny nose ! Ow 17

“Yow-ow-ow !” came from Gore. “Tt
was my elbow, you fathead—yow-ow . —
you jummed your feol napper on my
elhow! Ow! My funny-bone! Ow-ow !”

“Temme geriup! Lemme——-"

**Oh, keep quiet, you fatheaded Hun !”
cvelaimed Tom Merryv, *f Collar Bunter.
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somebody ! That’s the fat r Jder who
wants a ragging !”

“ Where 19 Bunter?”

“What?”

“Heo's gonel”

*“Oh, my hat1"”

The Terrible Three yose from Grundy,
who scrambled up, panting. They glared
round the study for Bunter. But the
Owl of CGroyfriars, with great wisdom,
had executed a strategic retreat during
the scuffle, and he had vanished.

“You silly ass!” roared Grundy.
“Yow've let that fat burgler get away !

“Youwve let him get away, you mean,
you chump !”

¢ T—1"N—T' "

Without «~lopping to be more explicit
Grundy dashed from the study in scarch
of Buuter. Wilkins and Gunn followed
him. But Gore, nursing his funny-bone,
and grunting, returned to his own
quarters, and the Terrible Three followed
his example. Mulvaney minor and
(Clarence York Tompkins looked at one
another, and looked at their wrecked
study.

“Qh, dear!"” groaned Tompkins.

Micky Mulvgney brandished a list in
the air,

“Sure, the next toime I sce Bunter——
Oh, begorra, sure I fesl ae if I'd been
through a mangle! Ow.ow-ow!”

It was probable that, in spite of thab
handsome spread in No. 4, Bunter would
not_succeed in instaling himeelf in that
study,

———

CHAPTER 10.
The Way of the Transgressor !

(] Al Jove!”
The door of Study No, 6
opened suddenly, and Billy

Bunter stepped in breathlessly,
and ¢losed the door behind him.

Blake & C'o. stared at him as ho turned
the key in the. lock and then leaned
against the door, gasping for breath.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bunter. “I
say, you fellows——"

“What does that performance mean?”
asked Jack Blake.

“What a vewy extwaordinary pwo-
ceedin’,” vremarked Arthur Augustus
1>’ Arey, fixing his. eyeglass on Bunter in
great surprise.  “Pway what do you

L mean by lockin’ yourselt in our studay,

Duntah*”

“You fellows dow’t mind my staying
here a bit?” said Bunter, blinking ut
theim. :'Th:\t beast Grundy's after me.
He—-1

“Cood luck to him!” said Blake
heartily. *I hope he’ll cateh yon !”

“Ob, really, Blake——""

“You've been raiding his grub, T sup-

nose, as usual?” sand Tlervies, with a,

i

=#“Not at. all! There’s a slight mis-
understanding about a cake and some
sosses,” explained Bunter. “Grundy ap-
peard to have missed some from his study.
Of conrse, I know nothing whatever
abont it !”

“0Of course!" eaid Dighy sarcastically.

“Yes, of course, old chap! Why
Grundy should suppose I know anything
ahout the matter T really don’t know.

You fellows know I'm not the chap to’

touch abybody’s grub.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Heavy footsteps pessed the door of the
sindy,  Blake & Co. listened to them,
grinning; Billy Dunter with breathless
anxicty. But CGeorgo Alired Grundy's
footsteps passed on.

“The beast doesn’t know T'm hera!”
said Bunier in great relief. “I say,
Blake, okl chap, I wonder you don't lick
Grandy 7

“No you?”! grunted Blake.

“Yes, yeally, old fellow! T.ook here, if
vau like to tv, T hold vour jacket!”

Three-balpence,

Jack Bhke looked fixedly al Bunter.
Then N roge to his feet and ciossed o
the door.

“3—1I say, ok} fellow, what aro you up
to?” stanintered Bunter.
The guestion was really unnecessary.

Blake was unbocking the door, Hc threw
it wide opén.

“Travell” he said briefy.

“Y—1 ray, you fellows—-"

“Do you want my boot?” asked Blake
pohitely.

“Nunno t’

“You'll get it if you're not gone in one
se(“.o(r;ﬁ!” 1y, old chap—

, teally,. old cha 5

Blake drew back hia foot, and Bunter
was gondin one sccond. Blake closed the
door_after him.

“Beast}” came through the keyhole.

Blake furned tho handle again; and
there was a patfer of footsteps in the pas-
sage. 'The Owl was gone.

In the distance DBunter could see
Grundy’d broad back in the direction of
the steirs. He did not venture in that
divection. Frank Levison of the Third
was just enseripg No, 9, farther up, and
Bunter hurriedly followed him into that
etudy, anxious to get out of sight befofo
Grundy should turn his head.

Frank had -eome to tea with his major
and Cardew and Clive. He looked sur-
prised as Bunter followed him in—and
ao did Levison major and Sidney Clive.
Cardew, howeyer, nodded genially.

“Here's old Bunter!” he exclaimed.
“How awfully good of you to give us &
look-in. Bunt@!”

A 5N | say, you fellows!” stammered
Banter. *‘D-d-d-de you wind if 1 lock
the door!”’

“Not if you get on the other side of i
firat !” answered Levison.

“Oh, really, Tevison—-"

“My dear fellow, you're as welcone as
the flowers in M‘a{ 1” exclaimed Cardew,
jumping up. “I'l} get a chair for you!l”

“Oh, really, Cardew—-"

Billy Bunter' was not so gratified by
Cardew's blandishments as he had been
on tho occasion of his previous visit, He
I had not forgotten his adventure with the
armchair yet.

“8it down, old nut!” said Cardew.

“1—3—0d rather stand, thanks!®

“My dear fellow, I've got another tube
of seccotine~—""

“Wha-a-at?”’

“ And you're weleome to it! Won't yeu
sit down?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nunno! TI'll stand—"

“Can’t possibly allow a guest fo
stand!” said Cardew, approaching him.
Bunter backed towards the door in dis-
may. * Besides, I want to see you do
your intqresting armchair act again! It's
no end funny! Now, old nut—-"

“Look here—-"

“This waﬁ, old fellow!” said Cardew,
taking him by the arm.

Bunter jerked his arm away.

“I—J say, I--T won't sit down! T.ook
here, you heagt——"

Tramp, tramp! came the heavy foot-
steps of Grundy of the Shell outside. The
door flaw open.

“Here he i8!” roared Grundy.

Mo rushed in. Bunter, with a howl uf
terroy, dodf(ed round Cardew, and. the
Jatter cheerfully put out a foot for George
Alfred to stumble over, The Skell fellow
landed on his hands and knees, with o
roar.

*Hook it!” grinned Cardew.

Bunter- took that good advice. TIle
Looked it before Grundy could get on his
feet again,

Wilkins and Gunn were coming up the
passage in answer to Grundy's call, and
they met Bunter in full career.

Wilkins flesv to the right and Gumn
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1o tho left, gasping, and Bunter rushed
on, heading desperately for the stairs.

In Study No., 9 Grundy scrambled to
Lis feet in red wrath,

“You tripped me up!”’ he roared.

‘““And you went down!” agreed Car-
dew. “Like to perform again, old top?”

“ri—T'il—"

Levison and Clive, and Frank of the
Third, jumped up to lend their aid as the
Shell fellow advanced on Cardew:; and
Grundy changed his mind. He shook 4
big fist at the dandy of the Fourth, and
tramped out of the study. He seemed sur-
prised to find Wilking and Gunn sitting
m the paseage.

“What arc you deing there?” lhe
demanded.
“Ow! That fat beast! Ow! I'm

winded!” groaned Wilkins,

“You've let him pass you?” roarved
Grundy.  “You silly chwmps! You—

on——»

“QOh, dry up!” grunted Wilkins. “I’'m
fed up with Bunter, and with you, too,
Grundy ! Go and eat coke!”

“What?"”

“Coke!” snapped Wilkins, ““Come on,
Gunny !~

And Grundy's chums went back to their
study. Grundy snorted disdainfully, and
started for the stairs. Bunter was just
disappeating down the second flight when
Grundy reached the top landing.

“Got him now!” said George Alfred
vengefully. “By Jove, I'll mako shav-
ings of him!"”

Lo rushed down the stairs in hot
pursuit, Bunter flew., He cameo down
the lower staircase with a rush, and at
the bottom he was stopped by an irvon
grasp on his collar.

“Yarooli! Leggo, you idiot!"” roared
Bunter,

“ Bunter ™
. It was o temifying voice. Bunter
jumped as he recognised the tones of Me.
Railton, tiie Iousemaster of the School
House.

. ““Ob, crikey ! he gasped. “I—I didu't
know 1t was you, sir! I—I thought it
was some other idiot——"

“What?”

=Y mpan—--"

On the staircase George Alfred Grundy

had vanished from view at the sight of
the Housemaster. He did not want to
interview Mzr. Railton.
_ “What are you rushing downstairs for
in_this absurd manner, Buntet? You
raight have rushed into, me—you very
nearly did so!” .exclaimed Mr. Railton
sternly.

, “I—I was—was—was in rather a hurry,
sir!” gasped Bunter. "I wasn't running
away from Grundy, sir!”

“What "

“Grundy’s quite mistaken in thinking.

I know anything about his cake!”

“Is Grundy following you?”

Bunter blinked up the staircase.

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all! Nothing of
the kind! I haven’t seen Grundy since—-
since last week !” :

Mr. Railton looked at tho fat junior in
perplexity. Ho did not know Bunter so
well as ‘his Form-master at Greyfriars
knew ‘him. )

“Hdve yon taken a cake belonging to
Grundy?” he asked at last.

“Not at all, sirt I wouldn’t do such
# thing! CGirandy is—is making o mis-
take-~1 told him s0.”

“You have just said you have not seen
Grundy since last week, Bunter!”

“Oh! I—I mean I told him so last
weel, sir!”

Mr. Ruilton looked at the fat junior
fizedly for some moments.
| ‘;Yon may go, Bunter!" Lo said at
A8/,

And Buuter went, glad to escape. He

Tue Gey Lisrary.—No. 574

rolled into the Common-room. A liitle
later, when tho coast was clear, the fat
junior ventured up the etaircase again,
and looked into Study No. 4.

Mulvancy winor and Tompkins svere
still ‘occupied in putting their study to
rights. They ceased that occupation as
Bunter blinked in, and fixed deadly looks
upon him. The Owl of Greyfriars nodded
cheerily, unobservang of the threatening
storm.

“Y say, vou fellows, that beast Grun-
dy’s gone now ! he remarked. “ You can
come and help me bring my things to
the study—— Why, what—— Whooop!”

As if moved by the same spring, Mul-
vaney minor and Clarence York Tom
kins rushed at him, Even Bunter could
not misunderstand that., Ho skipped
into the passage.

“#J—1I say, you fellows——"

“Collar ~ him!” yelled Mulvaney.
““Bring me the poker, Tompkins!”

But Bunter was gone before the poker
could arrive,

CHAPTER 11.
No Go'!

HUMP!
Bang!
*Bai Jove!

deah boys?”
of the Fourth.

Pang, bang!

Mecllish and Trimble did not trouble
to answer QGuasy’s query. They were
thumping vigorously on the door of
Study No. 2 .

"They looked f{erocious.

It was the day following Dunter’s un-
successful attempt upon Study No. 4—
and tho fat junior was still homeless.
But Bunter had been thinking during
lessons that day. And now, at the hour
of evening prcp, Mellish and Trimble
had arrived at No. 2, to find the door
locked on the inside.

Outside was chalked, in big letters
across the panels:

What's the wow,
exclaimed 1 Arcy

“NOTICE TO MELLISII AND
TRIMBLE !

NOL WANTED!
KEEP OFF THE GRASS!
RATS

(Signed)

W. G. BUNTER.”

Which was pretty good evidence that
it was . Bunter who was in the
study, and had locked the door against
his former study-mates.

“You fat villain!” hissed Mellish
throtgh the keyhole. ‘Open this door,
or we'll slanghter you! We've got our
prep to do.” .

A fat chuckle came from within,

" 4o fo the Form-room, old top!"

“Open the door!”

“ Rats !” .
“Pai Jove! DBuntah iz turnin’ the
tablez!” exclaimed Arthur Aungusfus,

“This i3 weally faih play on you chaps,
you kaow.”

“1'1 scalp him ! howled Mellish.

“I'll squash him!" roared Trimble.
“Tet us in, Bunter, you cad!”

Another fat chuckle, o

““Go and eat coke!” came from within,
after the chuckle.

W. G. Bunter evidently {elt himself to
be mastet of the situation.

unter's search of a study was over.

Even the Owl lhad realised at last that
it wes futile; and that he would get
more kicks than halfpence, so to speak,
for his attempts to “plant ”  himself
along the passage. So ho hed returned
to his old guarters; and behind a locked
door he bade defiance to Mellish and
Trimble,

“We'll smash in the lock ™ howled
Mellish.
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“You'll have the Housemaster up heve
if you do. What'll he say about turning
a chap out of his study?”’ demanded
Bunter.

¢ I—L-Tll—"

“DBesides, I've got the table against
the door,” continued Bunter cheerily,
from tho inner side of the keyhole.
“You can’t get i, you know. DBetter
mako it pax!”

Thump, thump !

ang !

The clamour at the door of No. 2
brought fellows along the passage from
far and near. Tom Merry & Co. arrived
from the Shell quarters, and Blake &
Co. from Study No. 6. There was a
roar of laughter in the passage. Bunter’s
dovice for regaining a footing in his
own quarters rather tickled the juniors.

“ Better not make too much row,” ad-
vised Tom Merry. “There'll be trouble
if you bring the prefects here.”

“J—T'll smash him!” howled Mellish.
“I've got to do my prep.”

“Well, Bunter’s got his prep to do,
ten,” said Tom, laughing. * You've no
right to keep him out of the study. The
Housemaster wouldn't allow it if Bunter
went to him.”

“If he brings Railton down on us,
we'll jolly well tell him about Dunter
scoffing our ration.”

“1 say, you fellows,” came from within
No. 2, “I'm not going to sneak to
Railton. As for the rations, I decline to
enter into a paltry discussion about a pat
of butter amfa few measly sardines. I'm
really surprised at you, Mellish. You
shock me!”

Bang, bang!

“I don’t mind letting you in,” con-
tinued DBunter, “but it's understood that
vou've got to bechave yourselves. Make
it pax!”

“I—-Tri--I'i-—"

“1'll lay down my eonditions,” went
on Bunter. “I'm to keep in the study,
and I'm to have the armchair, I'm

rather particular on that point. Do you
agree to my having the armchair,
Mellish 7"

“T’ll spiflicate you!” gasped Mellish.

“Of course, you fellows can have it
when I'm not in the study. I'm not
sclfish, I hope.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Bai Jove! “That chap Buntak is
weally a corkah, you know.”

~¢ You fellows have got to promise, with

Tom Merry as a witness. Otherwise,
you don’t come in, I may mention that
if you don’t come to terms I'm going to
drop your books on the fire!”

“What?” *

Bang, bang!

“T say, you fellows, it's no good bang-
ing at the door. By the way, I'm just
going to start on the grub, Mellish. L
suppose you meant the pilchards and the
pineapple for my supper, didn’t you?"”

“Tia, ha, ha!”

“You fat rotter!" shricked Mellish.
“If you touch my pineapple—"" .

“If you touch my pilchards—"
howled Baggy Trimble.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bang, bang! Thump! Kick! Bang!

There was a sound of a tin-opener at
work in tho study, and Mellish and
Trimble were quite wild. Thero was a
ghout from Roylance on tho stairs.

#Cavel Prefect!”

“Bai Jove! It’s Knox!”

¢ Better clear,” pgrinned Monty
T.owther.

Knox, the bulli' of the Sixth, was
coming up the stairs two at a time,
The crowd of juniors melted away as if
by magic. I\oix-.dy wanted to interview

the Sixth Form bully if ho could hielp it.
**What's this thundering row 7"’ roared
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Watex, az be strode into the Fourth Form
passage.

But there was nobody left to anawer.
The only reply was sgutting of doors
and pattering feet in the distance. Knox
stared at the chalked mscription on the
door of Neo. 2, aud shook the door-
handle.

“What's this? What does this mean?

let me in et onece!” exclaimed the
prefect angrily.
“Oh, I eay "

“ Buuter 17

“I—I'm not here, Kuox. I—T niean,

the—the door ain’t locked-— -~ That is to
say--— Oh, dear!”
“Let nre in!”  thundered Knox,

shaking the handle.

The koy turned i the lock; there was
vo arguing with o prefect of the Sixth,
orpecially when ha had a temper like
Knox's.  The Sixth-Former threw the
door open, and strode in, ashplant in
hand; and Buntep vetreated round the
table in alarm.

“E-T say, Knex!™ he gasped. L~
I wasit't suaking & vow, you know-——-
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P-T was as silent as the tomb, you
know! Ireally---- Yarocaoh!”
The bully of the Sixth was not par-

ticular as to his vietim, so long as he

found c¢me. The ashplant interrnpted
Dunter,  With a wild ycll, Bunter
sprinted round the table, with Knox after
him, laying it on,

“Yarooh! Help! Fire! Murder!”
howled Bunter. i
Ob, erikey! T tell you it wasn't me! I
haven't—— didu't—— I wasn't——
Oh, crumbs!”

Whack, whack, whack !

Bunter dodged out of the doorway
at last and ﬂecﬁ

“(‘ome back, Bunter!” roared Knox,
“T haven’t finished with you yet.”

Bunter was not a very bright youth;
but he was bright enough not to heed
that command. He vanished up the
dormitory staircase, and Knox, with a
grunt, strode away.

A few minutes later, when Knox was
safely gone, Mellish and Trimble came
cautiously along to No. 2. They were
grinning.

Three-halfpence, i3

. Mellish dipped the key of the study
into_big pocket.

“Now Iet that fat bounder come
back 17 he said. “I'll keep my cricket-
bat handy for him.”

And the bat was lying on the table
when the two juniors sat down to prep,
all ready fox W. G. Bunter when he came

| —if he cameé.
‘“ Stoppit, you beast!| Whe

Wheén Buntex came, he came only ss
far gs the doerway, aud blinked in with
great caution.

*“I say, you fellows—-"! he hegan.

Mellish jumped up and seized the bat.

SQlam !

The Owk of Civevfriars vanished, and
did not reappear.

Billy Bunter was still Tu Search of a
Study !

THF END.

(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St

Jim's—"* THE OWL'S NEST!"—by
Martin Clifford.)
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FIGGY AND TH

footer, ready for tea.: Vatly, as

usual, was more than rcady, He
had referred five times in three minutes to
the rabbit-pic that was awaiting us, and had
ab last decided that we would have it hot-—
if he eould manage to last out till it was
wade hot. I understood that that depended
largely upon the state of the study fire. If
it had got too low, the dear Fatty was sure
that Figey and I wonll never have patience
Lo abide the slow heating of that pie.

Slow heating, mind you-—don't gverlook the
aspirate. Take it away, and the process indi-
cated by what weuld be left would certainly
not be slow. As for the pic, none of that
wag likely to be left.

And Figgy, entering first,
Jameson at our euphourd!

“I--I— Oh, I say, Figey, I wasn't doing
anything !” gaid the kid,

“We're not going to have you doing
nothing in our study!” rapped cut Figgy.

It did look as though the kid was after
that rabbit-pie. Jameson is a decent speci-
men of the fag tribe; but you ecan’t treat
them safely as if they were superior {o
temptation in the grub line. .

“The cupboard isn't quite the best place
to he doing nothing at, my young fricnd,” I
told Jameson.

“I should think not—not with a rabbit-
pie there!” gaid Fatty warmly.

“Give me that cricket-stump, Kerr, old
chap!” Figgy said. i

“Look lhere, you're uot goirg to stump
me!” howled Jameson, wriggling hard.

Hc i3 a hefty kid—one of the biggest and
strongest in the Third—hut he found Figgy's
grip a grip of iron.

“Your mistake!" growled Figgy. “I cer-
tainly am—wyuless you can give me n sabis-
factory expldzatiion of what yon were after.
Mind, pic isn't 4 satisfactory one!”

“1 wasn't after the pie, fathead!”

“Well, what was it, then?”

“You wouldn't helieve ine if T told you.”

“P'r’aps—p’raps not. Better try me!” gaia

[ OT you!” ejaculated Fizgy.
We had just come in from

found young

2y,

“Well, then, I was after my lines!”

“Your—er—your which?”

“Lines, I've got two hundred to show up
to 8elby to-morrow morning.”

“But what on earth made you come to our
cuphoard for them?” demanded Figgy, in
natural amazement.

“I—I-—'"A chap said they were there!®
“Sonnds a bit thin, Kerr—ch?”

“It’s a rotten thumperi” said Fatty. “I
didn’t think you were such a young MHar,
Jam-face "

“I'm not!” yelled Jameson.

“It’'s a queer yarn—so queer that it may
be true,” I remarked.

In my experience, the more wnlikely a story
of that sort iz, when it's told hy a fellow
who does not make a habit of Iying, the
greater the chances are that it's true. If he
were lying for once, he would most likely tell
a better one.

This does not apply to fellows like Trimble
and that chap Bunter we have had lhere the
last few weeks. They do make a habit of
Jying; but I should not feel any inclination
to believe their yarns on the score of their
being improbable. ' They tell all sorts.

“Who was the chap, then?” snapped Figgy.

“I can’t tell yow.”

“Of course he can't! There wasn't any
chap,” said Fatty. “Lemme come, Figgy! I
shall know in a sec if he's been picking at
that ple.”

“It ien’t sneaking to tell us, kid,” I saidy
to give Jameson a chance.

And, of course, it was pot, Telling us waa
quite a different thing from telling «
miaster or a prefect. We have no authorjty—-
though we do know how to deal with grub-
sneaks, all the same.

“That’s what you say, Kerr,” answered
Jameson doggedly. “I eay {t is!”

“Don’t we know better than you do?” suid
Figgy sharply.
“ ‘*'Dt likely !

“We dot
doubt it. You can either tell me the chap's
pame or take a stumping!”

“I won't tell you, and you jolly well
aren’t going to stump me! We'll make you
sotry for it if you do!”

It was a silly threat. Jamecson, as we all
three understood perfectly well, was {hreat-
ening us with vengeance at the hands of
Wally D'Arey & Co. He is the onc New
Hous¢ member of the Wally tribe.

But, naturally, we arc not exactly afraid
of those seven young rips—mnot nmueh!

Figgy was not in the best possible temper.
He had heard that morning that Miss Cleve-
land—ocousin Ethel, you know-—was arriving
by the midday train; but she had ot come.
Then someone had hacked him rather fiercely
during the afternoon’s play, aud he was not
at all sure that it was an accident, though,
of course, he had+to acccpt it as lelng so
when the fellow apologised,

He shoved Jameson out af arm’s-length, and
brought that stump hard down across his

You think you do, I dare
s

‘shoulders.

The kid howled wilh rage, and kicked.

He landed Figgy right on the sorc shin.
Figay let go of him. Jaweson took the
chance to bolt,

Tt’s like your giddy eclicek to}

E FAGS. By George Francis Kerr.

. But Fatly was in the way, and not at all
mnclined to get out of it; and old Fatty is a
pretty solid Inmp to get past.

Fatty' stood still. .Jamecon dodged, and
caughf hjs 1eft foot against a leg of the
table. Figgy ptruck at that moment; and
the stump, fnstead of getting the kid on the
hack, took hini across the neck and check,
leaving a great weal.

“Oh 1 gasped Fatty,

" You ratten cadi”
you foub cad¥?

howlcd Jameszon, “Oh,

“Here, say, kid, ’m frightiully sorry!”
said Old! Figgy, hiz face white with dismay.
"1 pever meant—-"

“What did you go stumping me for, you
beasgt? B wadn't doing any harm here, was
I? Am 310 be knocked about like this
beeause b won't sneak ("

“1 tédl “you I didn't mean—-"

“You'd no right.to touch me! Oh, you
shall smar for this, you brute!”

“Easy does ‘i, young ‘'un!” I said.

“Figgy's not’ a brute, snd you know that ps

well as E.do. He's apologised. 1 don’t sec
what more he¢ can do. It's n nasty mark, T
know,. and, of ecourse, it hurt. But do take

it liky a sportsman! Let me hathe——"

“} wop't have one of you touch me, you
cads! Threo of you to one, and then to—
Boo-hoo 1

It wag ‘rage “that made the kid ery, not
pain.  We -all knew that. Young Jameson is
2ot the sort _to ery hecause he is hurt.

But K 'kbew as he bolted from the room
that, if therc was anything that could in-
crease lhis bitterness against Figgy it was
our haxing reen him break down like that.
Wally's cfuwd hold crying a trick beneath

¥, ¥'ve done it now!” groaned poor
old Figgy, “Ob, 1 do hope Ethel doesn't gce
that kid's facel”

“Shell know that it was an acecident, it
she¢ eyer knows you did it,” I told ntm. “But

-Jamesoit wouldn’t t¢ll her that.”

“I—3 coyldnw’t face her if she knew any-
thing about ‘it, Xerr!” .

Everhody knows how much good old Figgy
thinkg of Fthel Cleveland.

He Jsn't soft aud sentimentad about it,
like €ussy when he gets gone on a girl. But
e’ vnlues fier opinkon more than anyone elge’s
in the wopld; and it would almost break his
heart it ghe belleved him o tuuk or a Hhully.

“Weld, %be won't know,” Futty said sooth-
ingly. ““Let's.Rave tea.
. "’.,}‘eax” snorted Figey.

eal” X

“Why, ¥ del" answered Ialty, opening his
blue eyes yery widely.

“Weh, ¥ don’b!” N

Tue Gey Lisnany.— No, 874,
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“That's a pity! Still, T dare
your ghare of the pie, old top!

Fatty did, too. Figgy wouldn't touch a
scrap of it. He just sat there mnd grizzled.

Cousin Ethel was coming next day—we
knew that. And Wally is her cousin—really,
not like the rest of us, except Gussy; we are
only adopted cousins—and she likes all
Wally's chums, and they like her. But they
wouldn't tell her about a thing like that.
Jameson would keep out of her way as long
as it showed, I felt sure.

I could not get Figry to believe it, though.

He went to bed still uncomforted, He was
ashamed of what he had done, anyway, for
he knew he had struck in anger, though the
blow’s falling where it did was a pure acci-
dent. But it was the thought of Ethel Cleve-
Iand that made him feel it as a tragedy, in-
stead of a mere “regrettable occurrenmee.”

I,
T doesn’'t sound a bit like Figging,”
said Frank Levison,
“Sound like him, you rilly young
fathead! It was him!” howled
Jameson.

That youth had taken his bruised face
and his injurcd spirit over to the School
House, that his chums might comfort him
and with him concert reprisals upon the
cnemy.

“Frank mncans that Figgy can't have meant
to do it,” said Wally D’Arcy. *I must say
mysclf 1'm surprised. But he did it. That'’s
what matters,”

“Oh, ves,” admitted Frank. “I don't want
Jam-face knocked about like that, of eourse.
I think it’s dead off. Bub if it was an
aceident—-—"

“Does it look like an aceident?” snorted
Jameson, with n hand to his bruised and
smarting face.

“Not much!" returned Hobbs.

“I vote we give the retter toko for this!”
said Reggie Manners.

“Rather!” agrecd Curly Gibson

“But old Figgy ain’t a rotter,” objected
Frayne.
“That’s just what I mean,” Prank said.

Levison minor and Joe Frayne are far and
awa}; the most rcasonable of Levison's band.

“He was in a tearing rage ahout some-
thing,” Jameson said sutkily. “He let him-
self go. I know he doesn’t often do that.
But he did it this time-and just look at
my mug!”

“What did you do to him?” asked Wally
acutely. |

And that was where Jamcson went wrong.
If he had admittcd that he had kicked
Figgy's shins it is very doubtful whether
any of the other six--cven Manners minor,
who has hecn known to be guilty of that
trick—would havc gone whole-heartedly into
4 scheme of vengeance.

But he was ashamed to own up.

“Don’t 1 tell you?” le said impatiently.
*1 was at their cupboard. That young
sweep Gladwin had collared my lines, and
he said he'd put them there.”

“He was pulling your leg,” said Wally.

“Well, he'll be jolly sorry he tried that
on. I don't put up with having my leg
pulled, I can tcll you!”

No one commented on that. Gladwin is
an inconspicuous fag on our side of the
wAy, where thc fags are rather down on
Jumeson, partly because all his chums are
NSchool House, and partly becausc he can
lick any of the New House fagy, and doesn't.
let them forget it. His giving Gladwin a
hiding would be all in the day's work, and
was not worth arguing about.

Figgy was a ditferent matter. The kids
all know what a jolly decent chap our old
Figgy 1ia, cvery way; and they had their
doubts, I suppose.

But the law of Wally & Co. is cach for
all and all for cach. and it was scarcely
on the cards that Jameson’s urgings to
revenge should be fruitless.

“Well, anyway. we don't want to drag
Kerr and Fatty Wynn into it,” said Frank
Levisou,

“We certainly don’t. old man,” answered
Wally, with a grin. “Unless we're going to
get another half-dozen or so of our chaps
in to help us.”

“Game is to zot Figgins somewhere alone,
and jolly well put him through it,” said
Hobbs.

“But how are we zoing to get him alone?”
asked Curly Gibson.

(I am reporting all this as if T had heard
it, I know. I was not there, but I lcarned
later about the deliberations, and you may

say 1 can eat

THIS
WEEK'S

“ MAGNET.”

take it from me that what T sel down here
is pretty accurate—G. F, K, .

“I've got a notion for that—a ripping
wheeze!” cried Manners rminor.

Nobody seemed very enthusiastic.  Some-
how Reggic Manners is hardly taken at his
own valuation in the Third. And that’s
just as well, for hg is a swanky young
asy, and often needs sitting upon.

“Well, we don't mind bcaring it, though

we know it will be a wash-out,” said
Wally.
“Rats! 1t will work like a charm! Do

any of you know n dead surc way of feich-
ing Figging anywhere?”

“Ti¢ him- up and carry him there,” sug-
gested Hobbs, rather weakiy.

“Ass! Unless you can get him somowhere
you can't tie him up. Any place where
you could tic bim up you could rag him
baldheaded —see ¢

“How do you think you'd de it?" asked
Wally.

“1 don’t think--T know!”

“Well, then, clever?”

“8end him a message from cousin Ethel!”

The six stared at Reggie, He had cer-
tainly though of somecthing that would not
have occurred to any of them.

“Dead off ! said Levison minor.

“Oh, you dry up! We don't want any of
your pious notions!” snarled Reggie.

“I don't sce that it's off,” said Jameson.

“An’ I can't see that Frauky's notion's
plous,” Joe Frayne said. “I reckon as it's
dead orf, too. We can't go draggin’ of
cousin Ethel inte this ‘erc hizney.”

“Who wants to drag her into it?” shrifled
Reggie. “I don't, you silly asses! 1 s’pose
Weil, I think as much of her as
any of you; and I wouldn't do a_ blessed
thing to anney her. But it wouldn’t be
dragging her in: she'd never cven know.”

“Seems a hit rough on old Figey, though—
trapping him that way,” objected Curly Gib-
80!

1.

“Well, if he goes 4nd gets spoony on a
gir f*

“It isn't a girl—it’s cousin Ethcel!”

“Young ass, you are, Levison!
she if she isu't a girly”

Frank could not explain. Bnt some of them
at least knew what he meant. Ethcl Cleve-
land is to most of us something a good deal
more than the ordinary girl, you see,”

What is

“An' I shouldn't exac’ly call it bein’
spoony,” said Frayne.
“Don't sce what clse you can eall it”

answered Waily. “And 1 don't sce much
against it myself. "Tain't as if it was
going to hurt Ethel in any way. I wouldn't
have that.”

“There you are, young Levison! And
Wally realiy is her cousint!” said Manners
minor triumphantly.

Wally’s weight thrown info the scale turned
it deeisively.

The two dissentients had to give in. They
agreed to share the enterprise, though they
did not half like it. That is the law of the

pack,
[1]
;» when Gladwin of the Third pub
in his tousled head.

“Ain't Figgins here?”

“You can Jook under the table if you
like: | Unless he s there, he can't very well
e i Ahe room without being visible.”

“Oh, don't be funny, Kerr! It’s serious.”

“What's scrious, kidy”

“What I've got to say to Figay.”

“Well, he'll be in before long.*”

“I—I say, Kerr, he'll be tearing mad with
me. I shouldn't like him to give me a welt
like he gave ‘young Jam-face, you know.”

“I don’t think that's any way likely. But
if you're afraid of it you can tell me, and
I'll tell Figgy."

“I know what it iz!" said Fafty.

I turned round sharply. 1 had supposed
that Fatty wag agleep.

“What, then?" I asked of him.

“That kid Jamceson's yarn was true, thongh
it did sound pretty thin, And this is the
young swecp who put his impot in our cup-

hoard !"

“No, Y didn't.” said Gladwin, looking
rather relieved. *It wasn't put therc at all.
We only kidded the silly ass it was, that's
all. It was my idea; that's why I came
to own up.”

“You've made a niec mess of things, I
must say! What did you do it for?" said
Fattr.

It
AT do you want, Gladwing®
Figgy was not in the study

4 heauty!” answered Wally,

PRIGE 12> ORDER NOW.

“Well, Jam-face thinks he's 2o jolly smart,
and he kinds of looks down on us fot, and
goes about with D'Arcy miinor and that
crowd. We like to take it out of him now
and then. But—— Ob, I say, here's Figayt”
¢ All\nd (Gladwin bolted, leaving us to toll the
ale.

Figgy didn’t scem greatly interested, and
he was not at all pleased.

“Makes it worse, If anything,”
“I ought to have helieved the kid,
stralght cnough.”

“Well, I dido't belicve him,” zaid Fatty
slowly.

“You, porpoise? What's it matter what
you thinky You can't think, come to thot!
Kerr helieved all right.”

“No, Figgy, old son. I only thought it
might be true hecause it sounded so blessed
unlikely.”

“What's bothering me i3 what cousin
Ethel will say.” said Figgy, frowning hard.

“Nothing at all, old fop! She won't hear
about, it.”

“I think she has heard. Anyway, I shall
know in a few minutes, fot I shall see her.”

And Figgy started to put Lis tie straight
and brush his clebber,

We did not ask bim _anything,

he shid.
Ho's

We never

do.

But I felt certain that Ethel Uleveland
hadn’t sent to say that she wanted to sce
him because sh¢ meant to rag him, That is
not her way.

Matter of that, it's not her way to sond
him messages at all. Wo all know that she
likes to sec Figgy better than she dpes any
of the rest of us, but that kind of thing is
hardly in her line.

If she had sent for Lim, though, therc was
bound to be seme reason for it.  Figgy
might have told us that Wally D'Arcy had
given him the supposed message, 1 should
have smelt a rot at once, though Wally is
Ethel’s cousin, for I felt syre that he and his
crowd wpuld want to get homo on Figgy for
the affair Jamecson. But ag it was I sus-
pected nothing.

Figgy went off, looking distinctly neater
than usual. He is hardly up to the mark
of the admirable Arthur Augustus in the
matter of appearance, you know, as a rule.
He wasn't even then, for that matter.

He went off, and he fell right into the
trap. An old bird like Figgy, toot

The seyen were waiting for him hehind a
hedge half a mile or go from the school, and
while he was looking round for cousin Ethel
they pounced upon him as one man.

“Yooop!” howled Figgy, as he went down,
“What’'s all this for, you young rotters?”

“Jam-face’s mug,” replied Wally briefly,

“You can’t go ldomg heastly things like
that without getting it in the neck for it,”
added Manners minor.

Figgy struggled desperately. He feared
that at any moment cousin Ethel might
be along, and it sent him nearly mad to
think shc might see him heing handled like
that by the fag tribe.

“If you don’t let me go I'f}l—"

“Rats! We're too many for you, my
“What shall we
do to him, you fellows?”

“He'll have to apologise to Jimmy, any-
way!” sald Hobhs.

“I'll do that,” said Figgy at once. *“I
know now that the yarn he told was true.
And I did apologise to him directly I'd done
it. He krows it was an accident, and that's
more than he can =ay about kicking my
shin!”

“Did you do that, Jimmy?? snopped Levi-
son minor, letting go of Figgy.

Jameson let go, too.

“Yes, I did,” he growled. “I'm sorty now.
But—-"

“You ought to have told uz!"
severely.

“1 know ; Hut—--"

“0Oh, never mind that!" said Figey hastily,
“I can forgive it all serene. Let me get up,
you kids. Look Lere, I'm ¢xpecting someone.
You know that, Wally. I—I'll givc myself up
to you anywhere you like later on. Honest
Injun, I will! Mind, I don't say I won't
strugule or hash any of you; hut, hang it
all, you're seven to one! Surely it's o fair
ofter?™

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

You can faney how Figgy scowled at the
riotous fags as they cackled,

It was no jokc to poor. old ¥iggy.

“You may expecting somcone, bul sha
won't come,” said Wally, *Why, you fate

said Wally
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bhead, don't you see b owas all oa
gthel didn't send you any message!”
fThen you are a rotten young liar!”

‘No, Figgy, no! I only asked you if you'd
weet cousin Ethel here. It was yon who
<aid you wonld. Your mistake. Ha, ha!”

“But I'm here, Wally!” said a volee. And
there was Ethel Cleveland looking over the
hedge at them!

They lct Figgins go at onee. He serambled
up, red and conilused. But he was not
redder or more confused than the fags.
Jevison minor told his major aftcrwards that
he would have been jolly pleased if the carth
had opened up and swallowed him.  And
what Maunners major told his minor about
thinking out caddish sechemcs I won't repeat,
tor I don’t think any of the kids meant to be
eaddizi.

“Mr. Sciby's coming ! said Ethe?

“My hat!”

“Oh, crumbs!”

“What a squeak!”

Of course, old Sclby has no love lor Georgd
Figging. But he is no end down on those
sevem, and it would have been a fine score
yor him if he bhad caught thom at their
ragging.

But all he saw when he stalked past was
Iither  Cleveland  talking to  one  Fourth-
Former and seven Third-Formers, and he just
lifted his mortar-board to Ethel and scowled
«t her companions; and he went on.

spoul?
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No. 34.—The Hon. Walter Adolphué D’Arcy.

AT is Wally's proper name, you know,

But he docs not insist on the use of

it. In fact, the insistence is all the

other way. Wally turns up his nose

4t the * Honourable,” and is apt to put up
his fists if anyone tries on the “ Adolphus,"

Which does not in the least tmply that
Wally s not honourable, in fact as well as
in name.

He is a8 straight and cssentially decent as
any fellow at St. Jim's. He may poke fun at
\rthur Auguostus' high-flown ideas; but
really Gussy and Wally are not so absolutely
unlike ns you might think to hear Wally
taulk. Their ways are different, hut many ol
their characteristics are the same.

*Yally is not a swell. There are times
when Gussy finds it nccessary to give him
hrotherly — admonitions concerning clean
collars and all that kind of thing. But a swell
of thirteen or <o i€, as a rule, an almost un-
endurable specimen, At that important age
there arc 0 many other things for a fellow
to think about, and his personal appearance
is but a trifling matter. Two years later,
when he has hecome aware of girls as girls,
you know, it is differcut.

Like Gussy, Wally is ready to stand up for
2 fellow down on his luck. There have been

many instances of this; some of them may,

crop up later in this article. -

And, like Gussy, Wally has any amount ol
pluck, and is frank almost to a fault. You
might, «ay that he is franker than his major;
for Wally will tell a fellow of his defeets on
purpose, whereas when Gussy does that the
hostile eriticism generally slips out more or
less unawares,  Wally i3 less tolerant than

Gussy, who is always looking for the good
that must be somewhere in every fellow, You
would not ch Wally looking for the good

points of, say, Piggott, or Racke, or Cutts,
is quite content to regard them as baving

none,
Study No. 8 went to meet Wally when he
lirst camie to St Jim’s, and Blake was par-
ticularly struck by his utter apparent want of
resembliance to ( Wally was very untidy
indecd, aml Lis jacket was covered with hai
The hairs come from Pongo. As Wally ex-
plained, “That's the worst of Pongo!  1is
wool does eame ofi, and no mistake!™

< allo, Kid! So you've come !
sreeting to Gussy al the station.
Gussy ! Same old window-pane!"

It i3 hardly needful to remark that Wally
does not sport an eyeglass

ST ant sowwy!? Gussy told him, with
dignity,  “1 will shake hands with yon pwe-
sently, when you bave had o waszh., I eannot
tave v wloves wiined !

=

s Wally's

“Rame old

THE GEM LIBRARY.

<3 don't understand  this,”  said  Ethel,
looking straight at Wally.

“There's no need yon should,” said Reguie,
who did not want her to kuow anything of
his preclous scheme,

“1 spoke to wy eonsin, Reggic,™ sho said
quictly.

And sbe Taid her hand on Fizging' arm. ¥
don’t think she knew she was doing it, and 1
am sure that it was not beeanse she thought
he needed protection. But it made Figzgius
fecl happier at once; and somehow it im-
pressed the fags, though it wouldn't have
done if cousin Ethcl had been anyone else.

“Well, I suppose I'll have to tell you,”
said Wally, drawing a deep breath. “You'll
be mad, thongh. It wasn't just the most
decent thing to do, I reskon, now,”

And he told her of the trap into which
Figgy had fallen.

She let her hand stay on Figgy's arnn.
Her face flushed as Wally told his tale. but
she was not as anery a3 they had thought she
wonld be.

“But what was it for?? she asked.

All the kids looked at Figry, They wore
not going to answer that.

“1 did that!” Figgy blurtcd ount, pointing
to Jameson's face.

“0h, che it, Figay! It was really my
own fault!” protested Jameson.

“T'm sure it was an accident!
sure of that!” said cousin Ethel.

she wasg angry then, and hurt, {ao; and

I'm quite
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An inquiry after Wally's gloves clicited the
fact that Pongo had gnawed one of them-on
the way, and the other had been left under
the seat.,

Jameson was cock of the Third at that
date. In the Form-room Jameson was using
two lockers. Mr. Selby fold Wally he could
have No, 10, Jameson told him he couldn't.
It was plainly a case {hat could only be

g
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they all it uneomortable—none of thos
more so thau Figey.

“] didn’t mecan to hurt him like that,
Bthel, of course,” he said Ihomnbly. “But |
was in a rage, and 1 did lash ont ot him.”

“Well, I'd Kicked your shins,” growlud
Jameson.

“Let me ook at it,” said Ethel gently.
Ter fingers touched the red weal, and youn:
Jameson went  hect-root  colour. But he
liked it all the same; I am sure of that.
For he knew that it meant the shin-kickinc
was overlooked, and it had cost him a pretty
biz cliort to confess to that lapsc,

“Girls arc no end queer,” said Wally, us
he and five of the clan followed cousin Ethl
and Figgy and young Jam-face.

They were more or less in disgrace, amd
they knew it; but those two weren't in tiv:
black books.

“Cousin  Bthel isn't “girls,” and T don't
eall ¥t queer a Dhit!" said Levison minor
stoutly.

“Oh,. you're a young donkey!” snapped

)
T« (1%
“And you're a youug cad, Mannors min.os
snorted Wally,
“Well. I like that!
“Another  of ‘em!
Franky and Joc!”
But they are not, yon know!
they are very deeent Kids.  Cousin
thinks them so. That proves it!

2TOTCOODITLIP

What are yom, then
Wo all  arc—oxegjl

Figoy cavs
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gettled by ordeal of ha(tle, and cveryone -
pected that Wally wonld be licked, not only
because he was a mere new kid, but beeause
Jameson was higger and hefuier, and had long
swayed the Third.

But it turned out that Wally could hav:
the key of the locker; and it also turmed on
hefore long that Jameson's reign over the
IForm was at an end.

Before Wally became cock of the Third,
however, things had happened to him. He ran
away. ¢ had kicked a football right into
the face of Mr. Selhy—hy accident, of coursc.
But. Mr. Sclhy did not believe that it was an
accident, and he told Wally before the whole
Form that he was lying in saying it wasg, and
that he shonld cane him, not for the accident
—or otherwise—but for the lie.  Wally had
had several other combats by this time, and
had won them all, He was at the stage when
Lie might look forward to being cock of the
Form, but was not acknowledged as sueh, and
was not exactly popular with the youngsters
he had licked,  They chortled at his gettin:
a caning for telling a lie; and Wally deter
mined to bolt rather than submit to the
indignity.

Gussy refused Lo hear of his doing anythinge
so foalish as holting—oficred to expostulate
with Mr. Selby on his hehalf—and lent him o
couple of sovereig Thiz gave Wally tihe
chauce to cut, G had failed to pereeiv
that ; he does not always sce all the way.

Wally went home to get together a fow
things hefore casting himself wpon the workd.
Ilis father, Lord Eastwood, was nob therc:
hut the butler wired to him, and locked Wally
in his room to keep him safv.

(lussy came after him.  But Wally cluded
Cnssy and did down Walker, and got elear
away to London, Gussy, with Blake and Toti
Merry, came to look for hirr, and fonnd him--
selling newspapers, or, rather, trying to cstal-
lish his right by combat to a pitch wherelroin
he might sell them,

e went back, sind the trouble was elearc:d
up.  Bul Mr. Sclby has never forgiven hiu,
and prohably never will.

Of the feud between master and boy much
has been already told in the sketeh of Mr.
Selby. It has gone on withont any real cessii-
tion ever since that early trouble. But it
would, no doubt, have started in some othis
way if it had not started in that partic
way., For to Mr Selhy, who really dislikcs
all hoys, a boy of Wally's type is specially
objectionable, ~ Wally is inclired o e
cheeky; Mr. Sclhy considers him abominahly
impudent, and reads cheek  into -specches
quite harmless in intention. Wally is high-
spiritet amd full af misehicf: to Meo Selby

Do W W W W R
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Ligh spirits and mischief arc ouly varied fortas
of original sin, ' It is safe to -say that there
is no boy in the Third for whom thit Form's
eyrant has the slightest liking; but Wally

and Wally's chums are his special detestation.

In these days Wally has six staunch and
loyal followers, all to be depended upon to
back him up in emergencies, though they
may kick over the traces at times. Reggie
Manners, for instance, often does that.
Frank ‘Levison, the latest arrival of them all,
is .really Wally's best chum; but little Joe
Frayne, the -golden-hearted Cockney lad,
spunds-very high in his regard. Perhaps that
is because Wally” has the strong fellow's
natural liking for someone weaker than him-
self, someone who may now and then mneed
standing up for. By which it is not in the
1€dst meant that' Jee Frayne and Frank Levi-

son cannot stand up for themselves. Buf
they, are gentler of nature than Reggic

Manners, or than Hobbs, or than Jameson—
enemy turned friend—or, perhaps, than Curly
Gibson, though he is not quite of the same
type ds those three.

It is impossible to give much space here to
the varied activitics of the fag tribe—their
japes—their feuds  with the Fourth and the
Shell—their cooking of Kkippers and bloaters
on the fire in the Form-room—and all that
sort of -thing. By the way, the joke ahout
the wangy herrings is only a joke; the Third
do not_reclly like them best that way. Tt is
impossible to begin to recount the many
iricks played upon Mr. Selby. It is impossiblc
to tell of all the times in which Wally and
Gussy have come intg.conflict over questions
of behaviour and dress and graver matters,
But it would be a big mistake to suppose
that Wally, though he may constantly poke
fun at Gussy, though he never treats him with
ithe respect that Gussy considers his due, is
not fond of his major—fond of him and proud
of him, though he would never own to the
pride.

There_was another time when Wally ran
away. It was more serious then. Piggott had
plotted to make him seem guilty of theft,
und. many cof -the Form believed; .and the
¢vidence seemed so conclusive that the Head
could not doubt. Lord Eastwood was sent
for; but Wally would not wait to face his
fithér. HE boltéd. and joined-a hoxing-booth
as a- very. juvenile light-weight—with the
added attraction of a mask. At Ahbotsford
Reubhen Piggott, badlv ‘in need of money,
faced Wally—whose identity was- fuite un-
guessed by “him—in combatl in "the hope of
making some. You will remember how the
booth got on fire, and how Wally rescued
his enemy. They are still enemies, in épite
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of that rescue: Wally and Piggoti counld never
be friends.

At first there was trouble hefween Wally
and Levison minor on account of Wally's very
outspokem remarks aboutl Levis Bat
it was soon discovered in the
first-rate little fellow in every way Frank is;
and after that Wally & Co. went easier on the
subject of ¢ Ernie.” Now there is no need for
them to shun that subject; Levison major is
an elder brother to be proud of. Afterwards
trouble again arose tlirough Frank's keen
sense of honour. It developed to an extent
that meant fighting; and they fought. Frank
was licked, of course; he is not up to Wally's
weight, But Wally's remorse when he found
out how utterly in the wrong he had, been
made the bond of friendship between them
stronger than ever,

Wally does not mind owning—once in a way
—not often enough to make Tom conceited,
you know—that he really has a good opinion
of Tom Merry. When the row with Blake
put Tom in the black books of his own Form
and the Fourth, the Third stood by him
loyally; and Wally was at the head of the
Third in that, as in other matters.

Tom was master of the Third for a little
while in the absence of Mr. Selby. And, of
course, the Third gave Tom lots of trouble.
To them his presence in a position of authority
seemed no end of a joke. They called him
“Mr. Merry ? and “sir,” and regarded the
calling him so humorous. Wally, in spite of
his real fondness for Tom, led the japing;
and it was he who, pursued by Lowther-and
Manners, darted into Tom's study as a place
of refuge, and said:

¢ Excuse me, sir, would you mind telling me
cxactly how many lines T have to do? You
gave me so many this morning that T had
forgotien.
million, sir, but I don't know exactly how
many, sir.”

Wally has ‘his share of cheek, and a bit
over—no doubt about that!

Do you remember how Wally stbod up for
Joe Frayne? So did Tom Merry, naturally,
for it was through Tom that Joe came to the
school. So did Gussy. Is not Gussy always
to be counted upon by anyone down on his
lick? Bul it was easiet for them than for
Wally; and Wally’s -cham&;ionship.was at
closer quarters. and counted for morc. But
there . will be more to tell ahout that when
Joe comes to he dealt with. Wally could not
stand it when Joe became a convert to Skim-
polé’s Socialistic theorjes, however,

He stood up for Dudlcy, too. Dudley really
was a hit of a rotter. Not quitc a hopeless
rotler—that was proved later. But Dudley

1-know they werc less than_ a]

Three-halfpence,

Lad wor Wally's beart Ly protecting Yorgos
aud it was through Wally that Dudley gob &
<hunce to make a fresh start, :

Wally has doue a geod deal in the way ol
looking uf Manners minor, too--a pretty
thankless task., Reggie really is a handful,
as was clearly indicated when be was deall
with in this series.

Don’t imagine Wally as preaching or “pi.”
He is not that in the very least. But he has
his standard of -honour and decency, and hc
hates to see any of his*chums fall helow that
standard. It is a tolerably simple one.
According to Wally's code it is rotten to funk,
sneak, tell lies, gamble, or smoke—and quite
right, too! Piggott does all these things;
and so Wally bars Piggott completely. Reggie
has had lapses into most of them, if not all;
but he is not barred completely, for they are
only lapses.

Pongo—well, really, I think Pongo must be
dealt with separately It was doubtless some-
thing of a surprise to many readers to find
Towser included in the Gallery After that,
the inclusion of Pongo will not surprise any-
one; but T think it will interest most of you.
There will, incidentally, be more about Wally
then; but I feel sure none of you will mind
that.

As might be guessed from his experiences
as a runaway, Wally is a boxer of no mcun
order, In fact, he is quite a little champion
for his age. It was no very difficult task for
him to beat Racke, in spite of the Shell
fellow's big superiority in height, weight, and
reach. At cricket and footer Wally is alse
really good. He might fill a place it any timc
in the Junior Eleven at either game without
any danger of letting the side down. He is
unquestionably the best runner in the Third.
In that connection one recalls more than one
paper-chase, with reckless tearing-up of papers
alleged to e valuable by their owners, for
scent. And there is one paper-chase in par-
tieular which it is not easy to forget—that
one in which Wally and Frank, as hares, went
through the field with the bull in it—though
Frank protested against the folly of that—
and ~Reggie Manners, alone of the pack,
followed.

Some of Wally's troubles with Mr. >elby
have already been told of in dealing with
that genial personage; and there- would he
little profit in recounting others. It must be
admitted that Wally does not show up at his
best in some of his encounters with the tyran{
of the Third, But the odds are very heavily
against him every time. Mr. Selby has the
whip-hand, and it is hardly to be wondered at
if Wally is rebellious and even sulky at times.
T don't think he ever sulks with Anyone else.
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For Next Wednesday:
“THE OWL’S NEST!”
By Martin Clifford.

This week we have Bunter in search of a
study. He does not find one—no one will take
him in, though the whimsical Cardew may he
said to have taken him in very completely in
another sense.

:In the next story Bunter is still searching.

He ‘does not find anyone willing to share a4

study with him; but——- Well, I must not
tell too much, -But the Owl does find a nest,
of rather a strange sort; and out of that
complications arise.

13The Third Form comes into this yarn, and
you will be amused by the feud between Billy
Bunter and Wally & Co, I know.

CARDEW.

The mention of Cardew reminds me that I
liave-had quite a number of l¢tters of late’
abouf, that enterprising and erratic - youth.
“Cardew's Pig” seems to have pleased many
readers; and I have®been asked for more
staries fin which Ralph Reckness figures pro-
minenfly. Here and there someone—generally
a very young reader—says’ that he cannot
bear ‘Cardew; but, on the other hand, with
a’’large number 'h¢ seems tdo have become
almost. first favourite. .

Perhaps it is not surprising that the young-
sters don't like him so well as the older
readers. For essentjally Cardew is ‘older in
his manner and his thoughts than mosf of
tie Fourth, just as Talbot is older than most
of the Shell. And that makes him diffictit
for ybungsters to understand. "But I think
cven. they cannot fail to appreciate the arm
¢hair trick played on Bunter,

Yes, we shall he seeing quite a lot of Cardew
in the near future, both in the long stories
and in the short ones. It might be possible
to get some yarns of his early days at Wode-
house. You can imagine, perhaps, what sort
of a fag Cardew would have been!

TELL YOUR FRIENDS:

" . How do you like these Buntea stories?

sTo me they seem as funny as anything I
have ever read. I think they can hardly fail
to strike you in much the same way

Tell your chums about them! Don't keep
a good thing to yourself--that's too
Bunterish, you know.

Our circle of readers is growing every

week ;'but we have room for fots more yet, as
;nqu more as you can gather in for us, in
act.
. Most, fellows have some sense of humour:
and no one with a sense of humour could fail
to appreciate’the stories that Mr. Clifford is
giving ‘us just now.
:I'have often before urged upon my readers
the fact ‘that the best turn they can ‘do me
is to help, in shoving up the circulation; and
the response has always been”good. But I
{lppo that it will be bettcr than ever this
ime,

NOEEES.

Correspondence Wanted.

F. Atkin, 160, Russcll. Strect, Moss Side,
Manchester—with readers anywhete, 15-17;
Triendly stylé.

Miss: Evelyn M. Jones, 161, The Vale, -Acton,
W.8 -with rcaders anywhere, 14-16,

S————

mnnd Y

e \

F. Burnage, 483, Chester Road, Old Traf-
I(I;rd, Manchester, wants members for stamp
club. .

N. Outwin, Fernleigh, Reedness, Yorks,
wants readers for free pass-round magazine.

Norman Griffiths, 10, Wote Strcct, Basing-
stoke, Hants, wants readers and contributors
for the “Amateur World,” 2d.

R. G. McCulloch, care of W. A. Cooper, 5,
Barnflat Strect, Rutherglen, near Glasgow--
with readers interested in_chemistry.

L. -S. Patterson, 103, Parliament Street,
Stockton-on-Tees, wants to hear of coutribu
tors to amateur magazines.

F. Bottomley, 46, Downhills Park Road,
Philip Lane, Tottenham, N 13, wants con-
tributor, about 12, for short stories for
amateur magazine. Copy, 1id:

Miss P. ‘Lockey, 109i, Tottenham Road,
Islington, London, N.l1—with girl readers in
Colonies or America interested in stamps,
books, etc.—aged 13-16.

H. Swindells, 10, ‘Vernon Street, Buxton
Road, Macclesfield, offers advice to readers
on general subjects. Stamped envelope.

3.  Strafford, Brampton House, 120,

Weaste Lane, Pendleton—with readers any-
where.

* R. Dunford, 406, Bowling Old Lane, Brad-
ford—with readers, in their own languages,
Spain,

France, . Switzerland, Scuth

and United States.

in
America




BUNTER—and BUNTER!

An introduction to the
first Magnet/Gem
‘twinning’ series

by Eric Fayne

(Editor of Collectors Digest)

This was one of the several occasions when Charles Hamilton employed the “doubles”
theme and, though on the face of it the whole thing was incredible, it was handled so
well that it provided splendid entertainment for the reader.

It was also the first instance of what has been called *“twin series” — in which the plot
was played out at both Greyfriars and St. Jim’s, with The Magnet and The Gem being
synchronised.

Of necessity, the foundation for the series was laid at Greyfriars, and three stories
were written in preparation in The Magner before The Gem joined in. Taken as a whole,
the series occupied 18 weeks in The Magnet and 15 in The Gem.

It is my opinion that The Gem had the better part of the arrangement, and the reason
for this was that Billy Bunter went to St. Jim’s.

Nowhere in the entire range of Hamiltonia is the importance of Billy Bunter as a
valuable Hamilton asset more obvious than here.

So St. Jim’s gained Billy Bunter — temporarily — and, in The Gem, we had a number
of outstanding stories in the series. Billy, taking advantage of the old-world courtesy of
Gussy , was hilarious.

Then, in what was possibly the best story in the series in either paper, Billy and
Wally had to “change back™ for one afternoon while Mr. Penman, Wally's benefactor,
visited St. Jim’s, so we had, in a shorter but not less effective form, the joy of seeing
Bunter surprising the natives at St. Jim’s.

Billy Bunter, of course, was a ventriloquist and in a couple of wonderful Gems he
turned St. Jim's into a haunted school. It was a formula of inevitable success for any
but those who had a lofty aversion to the extravagance of such stories. And it is
invaluable as showing the worth of Billy Bunter to his creator.

Between 1919 and the present time, this intriguing “twin series’ was only partially
reprinted once - in the Popular of the mid-nineteen-twenties. Plenty of readers have
never mel it before, and for them this volume will provide many hours of joyous
entertainment.

For those who knew it all long ago, to read it again will be like meeting a much-
loved friend after many years.

It would, of course, be impossible to reprint so immense a series in one book, but
in the Howard Baker volume now in your hands you have the cream of the tales, carefully
selected and presented in a worthy setting. The story starts and ends at Greyfriars, as
it always did and, for so long as they are pertinent to the main plot, it follows the

adventures of Wally Bunter, impersonating uncomfortably, at Greyfriars, his wily cousin
Billy .

But the major part of the volume is given over to following the amazing experience
of Billy Bunter in his new school at St. Jim’s, related with all the whimsical humour
and skill of the master school story writer . . .



