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CHAPTER 1.
Bunter Takes the Cake !

“ RUNDY’S going it!” said Tom
Merry, with a laugh.
The Terrible ~Three were
) coming along the Shell passage
from the stairs when a loud and wrath-
‘ul voice was heard from Study No. 3.

It was the voice of George Alfred
Grundy of the Shell.

“T'll scalp him! T'll pulverise him!
I'll burst him!- My cake! My sultana-
vake! I'll spiflicate him !”

Monty Lowther chuckled.

“Now, if I were a betting chap,” he
remarked, “I'd lay you two to one that
Bunter’s had Grundy’s cake.”

*No takers!” grinned Manners. “M's
a‘cert!”

“I'll squash him!” came Grundy's
powerful voice. “The fat bounder!
The pilfering worm! My cake—my sul-
tana-cake !” ’

The Terrible Three paused at the study
doorway and looked in.

George Alfred Grundy was brandishing
a pair of very large fists, his rugged face
pink with wrath. He looked as if he
were about to commit assault and battery
tipon his study-mates, Wilkins and Gunn.
But_he wasn’t. The object of Grundy’s
wrath was, fortunately, not present.

““Easy, old scout!” said Tom Merry.
“Your dulcet tones can be heard a mile
off, Grundy.”

“T'll squash him!” roared Grundy

“Put on tho soft pedal,” urged
Manners, “You'll have Railton coming
up to.inquire soon,”

““I'll burst him !

‘“‘It’s really too bad,” said Wilkins.
“Here we come in hungry after cricket,
und somebody’s pinched the cake. I sup-
pose. it was Bunter.”

“Suppose!” roared Grundy. “Of
course it was Bunter!. No suppesing
about:it. TI'll spiflicate him!”

“Well, a- chap naturally thinks. of
Bunter when a cake is missing,” re-
mirked: Tom Merry, “But all Sussex
doesn”twant to hear about 1t, Grundy.”

“Rats! Whero is he? Where's
Bunter?”

“Not in my waistcoat-pocket. If he’s
got your cake, I don’t suppose you’ll find
him in a hurry,” said Tom Merry, laugh-
ing. {

“I'm going to find him, I'm going to
pulverite bim! I'll make him howl! TI'll
make him cringe! He's always raiding
fellows’ grub!"” howled Grundy. ‘Come

&wabbin’ me in that wuff mannah.”
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and help me look for him, you asses, and
don’t stand there blinking 1"

That polite injunction was addressed
to Griandy’s study-mates.

Tom Merry & Co. went on to their own
quarters, smiling. Grundy’s cake had
arrived f)y post that day—a terrific. cake,
from his affectionate Uncle Grundy—a
cake that dproyed that the piping times of
peace had really returned at last. A
good many fellows had heard of that
cake ; and evidently Bunter of the Fourth
had heard of it, and put his knowledge
" Genndy srabbed cket-st

rundy gral up a cricket-stump,
and stro& out of the study. ' Wilkins and
Gunn did not follow, however. They
wanted: their tea; and, thouih'.the cake
was miuma ‘there were other things.
They left eortghe Alfred to look for
Bunter, while they looked  after their
tea.

drundy strode down the passage, stump
in hand, with wrath in his brow, The
destructive wrath of Achilles, s0 elo-

-quently sung by Homer, was a mere joke

to the wrath of George Alfred Gruqdf.
If Bunter was discovered, it certainly
meant a new recruit in the ranks of the
noble army of martyrs, whether Bunter
had the cake or not.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth
Form was glancing out of the doorwa,
of Study No. 6 when Grundy came strid-
ing by. Grundy cayght him by the
shoulder.

“Seen him?” he demanded. -

“Bai Jove!”

“Seen Bunter?”

Pway wel my siouldah, Gwun-
day,” said Arthur Augustus calmly.
“You are sewiously incommodin’ me by

“ “Have you seen Bunter?” roared
Grundy.

“I wefuse to weply, Gwunday, until
you have weleased my shouldah, Pew-
waps you are not awah,” added Arthur
Augustus c‘ruuhmgl{, “that you are
wumplin®’ my jacket!” !

Grundy looked very much disposed to

-begin operations with the cricket-stump.

However, he restrained his wrath, and
released Arthur Augustus’ shoulder. The
swell of 8t. Jim's carefully smoothed out
his j;cket. ]

“You have wumpled said
severely.

“Have you. scen Bunter?” asked
Grnndy, breathing hard, “‘The fat beast
15 in your Form.. "'Have you seen him?”

*Yaas, wathah!”

it,” he

“Good! Where is he?”

“1 weally do not know, Gwunday !”

“You ass! If you've seen him you
know where he is, don’t you?” howled
Grundy.

“1 wefuse
Gwunday !”

“You—you—you—  Where's Bur-
ter?” gasped George Alfred. “ You said
you'd seeén him.”

“Yaas; but it is quite a considewable
time since I have seen him, Gwunday I
do not wemembah s¢ein’ him since
lgssons.”

“Fathead!” howled Grundy.

And he strode on. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy jammeéd his celebrated monocle
into his eye, and gazed after the excited
Shell fellow with strong disapproval in his
gaze,

“Bai Jove!” he remarked: “Gwun-
day’s mannahs seem to be gwowin’ worse
and worse. I weally wegard him as liftle
bettah than a wuffian! Gwunday.1”

Grundy looked back, perhaps ex

ing some information with regar

unter.

“Well?” he snnpf)ed.

“Gwunday, I feel bound to say tha: I
wegard you as little bettah ‘than a
wuffian !”

“You—you—you silly idiot 1”*

Grandy, Snped orio dosRibe bis
rundy tram on to No. e stu
which Bunter of the Fourth ﬁmd widvl
Mellish and Trimble. There was little

chance of finding Bunter so easily, if
really had the cake; but Grund'y'wu
begiming at the beginning, and he-meant
to leave no stone unt 5 g

The door of No. 2 flew open with a
crash ds Grundy’s. heavy ‘boot was

to be called an ass,

ct-
to

jammed- upon it, Mellish and Trimble
jumped up in surprise.
““What the thump—"' began Mellish.

“Look here——"' howled Irimble,

Grundy strode in.

‘“Is Bunter here?” he roared.

“Can’t you see he isu't?” soited
Maellish.

Grundy glared round the study Cer-
tainly, tie fat junior was not visible
there.

‘“Where is he?”

“Blessed if I know, or care!™

‘“He’s got my cake!l”

‘ Bother your cake!”

“My big cake—my bnﬁ sultuna-cake—
t]he one my Uncle Grundy sent me to-
day1”

‘):Blem your Uncle Grundy!” :

“And I Jare say you two are hand-in-

Copyright in the United States of America.



Every Wednesday.

glove with him!” roared Grundy. - “I
dare say you're sharing the loot with
him, It would be like you! I'll teach
you to raid my study!”

Whack, whaek!

“Why, you ass,” howled Mellish fran-
tically, dodging the stump, “you dan-
gerous maniac—yarooh!—I don’t know
- snything about your silly cake! Oh

crikey 1”

L Kyeep off1” yelled Trimble. I haven’t
seen—I don't know—I didn’t—I wasn't
—— Yooop!” -

Whack, whack!

“Yow-ow! Help!” ,

Grux;d{' strode out of the study, leay-
ing Mellish and Trimble roaring. He
had ‘to search further for Bunter of the
Fourth; but his visit to Bunter’s study
had given him a little solace to go on
with; as it were.

CHAPTER 2.
The Way of the Transgressor !
(1} 3 NYTHING for tea?” asked Tom

Merry.
#Lots of bread.”
- “Oh}”

¢ And a cold kipper——"

13 H,ln l” N

““And bloater-paste. I rather wish
Bunter would drop in to tea, and bring
Grundy’s cake with him!” remarked
Monty Lowther.

“Hallo! I believe he's been here
exclaimed Manners. ‘

He pointed to the carpet. Strewn
upon the carpet were crumbs—many
crumbs—and & few sultanas. Somebody
had had a cake there, that was clear.

-4My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry in
reat indignation. *“The fat bounder
grought it bere to devour, like a blessed
dog taking & bone to his kennel! I wis!
*~we'd caught him!” .

% Especially before  he'd finished the
cake!” said Monty Lowther. *What
rotten luck! Now it’s cold kipper and

bloater-paste !”

The Terrible Three sat down to tea.
It was a frugal -tea; but they were pre-
pared to do it justice after an hour or
8o on the plnyindg-ﬁelds.

“Manners, old chap, do you want all
the floor?” inquired Lowther.

Manners stared at him.

“All the floor?” he repeated.
“Yes, if you don't, give a fellow room
to put is feet under the tablel!”
““Ass!” said Manners politely, *“My
foet are on this side.” ]
“Then it’s your hoofs, Tommy!” said
Lowther. “What are you spreading your
hoofs all over the study for? Have you

taken to wearing boots as big a3} ®

Grundy’s?” .

"Myy foeb are under my chair,”
answered Tom.

Lowther looked puzzled.

“Monty, old man, don't be a funny
#ss!” exclaimed Manners.

“Eh??’

“Stop bumping me on the knees, you
duffer! You nearly made me spill my
tea!” exclaimed Manners warmly.

* Bother your silly es! I'm a yard
. or two from your idiotic knees! Blow

‘your knees !” -

*“Why, there you go again!” roared
Manners. “Look here, Monty, it isn’t
a jokrg to jam your boots on a fellow’s

“T’m not!” howled Lowther.

“1f it's you, Tom—""

*“I'm not touching you, you ass! Why,
who's bumping on me?”’ exclaimed Tom
Merry. “My hat! There’s something
under the table! Has that silly ass Her-
zies let his bulldog loose in the House?"”

“Oh crumbs!”

Three juniors jumped up as suddenly
a8 if they had been moved by an electric
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was under
pastime to

shock. If Herries® bulldo
the table, it was not a safe
stic him up.with their feet.

“Towser!” gasped Lowther. "

“Towser! Come out, you beast!”

There was no motion under the table,
and no sound. The cover hid what was
underneath it, and Lowther stretched
out his hand to the cover, and drew it
back again quickly.

“T'll shift him!” he said. *‘There’s a
golf-club here—I'll shove it under the
table, and—"

“Yaroooh |”

A sudden howl came from under the
table, and it certainly was not the voice
of Towser, the bulldog.

“Bunter!” howled Tom Merry.

“0Oh, my hat! Bunter! He’s under
the table! Come out, you fat ra:cal!”
roared Monty Lowther. '

“Ow! Keep that club away, you
I;X,l’l not here!”

¢“J—I mean, I—I'm coming out!”

The cover was lifted, and a fat face
and a large pair of spectacles glimmered
out. ‘Bunter of the Fourth blinked
hastily round the study.

*“That beast Grundy isn’t here?” he
gal‘ipheVd‘l C t 2 'l’

o ome ouf, you porpoise!

-Bunter rolled out from under the table.
A large chunk of cake was grasped in
his fat hand. Apparently it was all that
remained of the big sultana-cake that had
arrived "that day from Uncle Grundy.

“The fat rotter!” exclaimed Manners.
“He was here all the time! He dodged
under the table when he. heard us
coming.”,

“I—I thought it was Grundy!” gasped
Bunter, blinking at them. *That—that
rotter Grundy might be after my cake,

h | you know!”

“Grundy’s cake, you mean!”

“I'mean, my cake! It—it came to-day
from—from one of my titled relations!”

asped Bunter. “It would be just like
rundy to say that it was his cake. He's
untruthful 1> " 4

Tom Merry threw open the door.

“Travel!” He said curtly. -

“I—I say, you fellows—"

“Cut1”

“You—you might look out and see if
Grundy’s in sight! The awful beast is
after my cake—-"

Tom Merry laughed, and glanced into

e passage.

** All clear!” he answered.

“I say, you fellows, I'll stay to tea,
if you'like! T'll let you bhave some of
my cake——"

‘Hold him while I get the poker!”
said Lowther.
“Owi” -
Bunter did not wait to be held. He
bolted. Tom Merry slammed the doon
after him. Bunter paused in the passage,
to dyell “Beast!” through the keyhole,
and then hurriedly retired. But his luck

ras out. As he headed for the staircase

tundy came up from below, after a
fruitless gearch in the lower passages.

Grundy jumped as he saw Bunter—
with the remains of the cake still in his
fat hand. -

“Now, you rotter!” he roared.

“I—1 m(:{y, Grund{—— Yarooooh!”

. Bunter dodged wildly. The fragments
of the cake were strewn on the floor as
the fat junior performed unaccustomed
gymnastic exercises, frantically dodging
the stump.

“Yoop! Help! « Firel Murder)”
roared Bunter.

Whack, whack !

“Help! Yaroooh!”

“What's this row about!” ‘exclaimed
a sharp voice, as Kildare of the Sixth
came up the stairs. *“Grundy! Stop
that at once——" :

‘Three-halfpence,

"“He’s pinched my cake!” howled -
Grundy. S

“Stop it! Bunter, you're wanted!”

“J—I say, Kildare, 1 haven’t pinched
his cake! It—it was sent to me by—by
—by one of my relations—my titled
relations—"
" “Cheese it I” said the St. Jim’s captain.
“Come downstairs at once, Bunter!
You’ve been asked for on Mr. Railton’s
telephone.” ;

“Oh! All right!” gasped Bunter.

The fat junior had never been so glad
to see Kildare. The destructive wrath
of George Alfred Grundy had been
stopped in full career, as it were. Grundy
shook the 'stump after Bunter as the
latter went down the staircise with the
Sixth-Former. The licking was unayoid-
ably postponed. K

But it was only postponed, and Bunter
was not fecling happy as he accompanied
the prefect downstairs. The Owl of
Greyiriars was not finding his life at St.
Jim’s a path of roses.

‘3

CHAPTER 3.
A Peck of Troubles.

R. RAILTON signed to Bunter
to enter as the fat junior ap-
peared in the doorway of his
study.  There were traces of

cake all over Bunter—his mouth, his
hands, and his fat waistcoat. Mr. Rail-
ton’s glance oxpressed disapproval, but
he made no remark on that.

“You are wanted on the telephone,
Bunter,” he said. “Mr. Penman has
asked to be allowed to speak to you, and
I have consented. Kindly take the re-
ceiver at orfte! It is a trunk-call from
Canterbury.”

“Oh dear !” gasped Bunter. ;

*Lose no time, Bunter!”

The fat J'unior. blinked at the House-
master and at the telephone, of which
the receiver was off the hooks. He did
not seem in a hurry to answer that trunk-
call from Ca.nterbur,y.

“I—I say, sir—" he gasped.

“V\iell, Bunter?” said Mr. Railton

arply.

“P-.d-did you say Mr. Penman, sir?”

“Yes; your former employer,” said
the Housemaster. “Go to the telephone
at once!”

“J—I think there’s some mistake, sir.
I—I don’t think he can want to,speak to
me!”

** Bunter!”

“P-p-perhaps he’s got the . wrong
number, sir!” -

“Go to the telephone at once!” ex-
claimed Mr, Railton, in a voice that
made the fat junior jump.

“QOh! Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.

He rolled to the telephone, and the
House-master quitted the study, to leave
him to talk undisturbed to the gentleman
at Canterbury. . .

Buntpr took up the receiver, and put it
to his fat ear in a very gingerly manner.

For reagons quite unknown to Mr. Rail-
ton, or to anyone else at St. Jim’s, the
fat junior was extremely reluctant to hold
any communication with Mr. Peuman.

Mr. Penman, the kind-hearted mer-
chant of Canterbury, had sent Wally
Bunter to St. Jim’s, his old school, thus
rewarding his junior clerk for the cour-
age he had shown in preventing a bur-

lary at the office. He was mnot in

east aware that Wally, who had made
friends with Harry Wharton .& .Co. o
Greyfriars, had changed places with his
cousin and double, Billy Bunter_ of the
Greyfriars Remove—Wally going to
Greyfriars in Billy’s place, and Billy
‘]IS'unter starting a new career at 8t.

im’s.

Under those unusual circumstances the
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Jess Bunter saw of Mi. Penman of
Canterbury the better he liked it

Almost a stranger at St. Jim's, he
had casily passed himself there as his
cousin Wally; but he was aware that a
keen business man who knew Wally well
was not likely to be easily deceived if
they met,

Even with the length of the telephone
wire between them, Billy Bunter did
not look forward with pleasure to a talk
with the Canterbury gentleman.

He hesitated, half-disposed to put up
the receiver and cut off the interlocator.
But he reflected that in that case the
obnoxious gentleman would only ring up
again.

*Hallo!” he grunted juto the trans-
mitter ungraciously.

“Hallo! Ts that you, Bunter??”

*Oh yest”

“1 have requested Mr. Railton to allow
me to speak to you, Bunter. lIc has
kindly consented.”

*Oh, bother!”

“ Ehy!)

¢ N-n-nothing t*

“1 have a very important <eom-
munication to make to you, Bunter. I
wm coming down to see you, as it is a
half-holiday an Wednesday. »

“QOh dear!
““ What did you say, Bunter?”
¢ N-nothing !”

“Por reasons that T will explain at
length when I see you, Bunier, I have
made a change in my plans regarding
you.”

a“ Oh!”

“You must not think, my boy,” went
on tho kindly voice on the telephone,
“that I amn displeased with you, or dis-
appointed in you in any way. I bave
not forgotten that you saved me from a
very heavy loss an the occasion of the
bwrglary in my office.”

B?lly {'iunter grinned over the receiver.
It was his cousin Wally who had done
that creditable action; but Mr. Penman
believed that ho was speaking to Walter
Gilbert Bunter. Probably he had never
heard of William George.

* My intention,” pursurd Mr. Penman,
little dreaming of whom he wus address-
ing, *‘ was to send you to my old school,
Bunter, to prepars you for taking up, at
a later date, a position of somie import-
ance. This was partly a reward for the
great scrvice you rendered me, and
partly becauso ¥ liad a high opmion of

our charaeter, and was desirous of help-
mg you to advance

33

ally Bunter grunted.
Why Mr. Penman, or anybode else,
should think so highly of Wally Bunter

was a mystery to him. So far as he
could see, Wally was his “blessed poor
yelation "—merely that, and nothing
more !
“Did you speak, Bunter
“ Nunno }”

7

“If T have made a change in my plavs.,
my boy, you must not think that you will?'.

Jose thereby; you will, in fact, be a con-
siderable gainer. But I shall not make
this alteration without your consent. I
will geo you, and we can discuss the
matter freely.”

“Oh crumbs!”

“ What—what did you say?”

Bunter jammed the receiver back on
the hooks. He had had cuough of Mr.
Penman. 1I2 rosc from the chair per-
spiring.

“Tha silly old ass!” he murmured

“He’s been down to see ma onee, and
Wally to come eover from Greyfriars

m time. YWhat does he want to sce me
sgain for? I'm blessed if I wand to soe
hm! I'm jolly well net geing to,
either.”

“Have you fGnished your taik with
Mr. Penman, Bunter?”
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VO,

 veturn to his old school it was nee

'The fat junior starfed. Tt was Mr.
Railton’s voice in the doorway.

“Ye-cs, sir,” he stammered. “He—
he—ha’s coming here to-morrow, sir.?”

*Very well !

Bunter hastily quitted the study, glad
to get away from the Housemaster’s keen
cyes.

He blinked hastily round him as he
went down the passage. Fortunately,
Grundy was not i sight.

His fat face was glum in expression as
he rolled on.

The Owl of Greyfriars had anticipated
a glorious time when came to St. Jim’s.
Wally Bunter had met Tom Merry & Co.,
and made an agreeable impression upon
them, especially upon Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy. Bi.llg Bunter had arrived at
8t. Jim’s with Wally’s blushing honours
thick upon him, as it were. For a timme
Wally’s godd reputation had stood him in
good stead.

But that had worn off. The juniars still
supposed that he was Wally—but they
concluded that they had been mistaken
in Wally, and that he was Billy Bunter’s
counterpart in other things as well as
looks.

Arthur Augustus, who was destined to
be a sort of bank from which Billy
Bunter was to draw unlimited loans, had
been tired out—and the other fellows had
been tired out much sooner. Much to
his wrath and disappointment, Billy
Bunter found, after a few weeks, that
St. Jim’s was much the same ps Grey:
friars, so far as he was concerned; and
he might as well have remained in his
old school for any benefit he obtained by
the change.

It was his own fault; but that was no
comfort to him, even if he had heen
aware of it.

In fact, when he had once worn out
Wally’s welcome, he found that the
change was for the worse—for he had
the imposture to keep up, and nothing to
wain thoreby.

e had agreed with Wally to keep up
the change of places for the whole term;
but an agreement mattered litule to

" William George Bunter when it turncd

to his disadvantage.

He had ndered on the matter of
late, and almost made up his mind to
change  back—irrespective of Wally
Bunter’s views in the matter.

The mnews that Mr. Penman was
coming down on the morrow quite
decided him. Somehow, he had to avoid
meeting that gentleman.

* Bunter !”

The voice of Mr. Lathom. the master
of the Fourth, interrupted Billy Bunter’s
dismal reflections.

“Yes, sir?” he stammered. 2

“Y gave you a hundred lines in class
this a%t.emoon, Bunter, for gross care-
lessness and idleness,” said the Fourth
Form master severely.

“ h, gir1?

“Have you done those lines?*

“ Nunno, sir}”

“T told you to do them immediately
after lessons, I think, Buunter.”

*“J—I haven’t had time, sir.”

“They are doubled, Bunter! Bring
them to me by six o’clock, or I shall
double them again !’

And Mr. Lathom, with a poitentous
shake of the head, walked on. illy
Bunter cast a ferocious biink after Lim.

“Beast ! he murmured.

He rolled out into the gnadrangle dis-
mally. His miind was qvite made up;
but there was a lion in the path, 80 to
speak. Bunter was in his usual im-
pecunivus state, and the railway fare to
Greyiriars was a consiierable sum. If
he was to “holt ” from St Jim’

to raise the wind first.
Billy Buntev had

considerghle  amdd

unusual powers as a borrower. As
Orpheus, with his lute, drew iron tears
down Pluto’s cheek, so Billy Bunter had
often drawn reluctant loans from. the
most unlikely quarters. But there was
a limit to all things. There were so
many little loans outstanding now that
it was difficult to think of a single per-
son who was likely to “shell out,” how-
soever eloquently the fat junior pitched
his tale.

* Bunter !

“Oh dear! What do you
Racke ¢
_ Racke of the Shell stopped the fut
junior in the quad, with a very -
pleasant expressian.

* You owe me maney !’ he said.

“Do I?” grunted Bunter. *“‘IWell, T
owe other fellows money, ton. 'm goig
to setile up all round shortly.”

*“What with 7> sncered Racke.

“I'm oxpecting a postal-order—"

“Oh, dry up! You spoofed me into
believing that you had a rich grand-
fatlier in Australia,” snarled Racke. 1T
let you play banker on your I O U’
I've got a stack of them. What are they
worth ¥ ;

Bunter grinned. He conjecturcd that
the I O U’s were worth their weight in
wastepaper; but he did not tell Aubrey
Racke so.

“So you think it’s a laughing matter.
do you?” growled Racke.

* Nunno } 5

“I know you can’t settle,” continue:t
the sportsman of the Shell. “But you
;-ux’r"pny something! And you're going

o

want.

J—=—

*“When I get my postal-order—""
“Never® mind  your postal-order!
Youw're going to hand me half ' your
allowance every weck,” said Racke,

*I’m jolly well not !’ howled Bunter.
*“You can’t claim the money, and you
know you can’t! You'd get flogged if
tho Head knew you played banker in
your study !”

2T can't clain it,” assented Racke,
with a dark look. “But I can take it
out o£ your fat hide if you don’t square.
Jee 7

*Oh, really, Racke——"

“Tm beginning now,” continued
Racke. * Every time I see you I'm going
to shake you--like this—"

** Yaroooh !’

“ And kick you, hke this—"%

“ YOOOp 1"

“Till yor square. Sec?”

“Help !”

Aubrey Racke walked on, and left
Bunter sitting in the guad, gasping.

It really looked as if the way of the
transgressor was hard!

CHAPTER 4,

Bunter Has a Brain-Wave !
ILLY BUNTER wore 2 dismal ex-
¢ pression in class the next day.

He was not enjoying life,
Much of his leisure time of late
had heen spent in dodging Grundy of
the Shell. He had also had to display
considerable  dexterity in  dodging
Aubrey Racke. )
With such worrics on his mind, he
considered that he was not at all to
blame for having left Mr. Lathom’s
lines undoue. Iis Form-master took
quit> a diffevent view, and the lincs,
already doubled, were re-doubled, Billy
Buanteyr had the haf)ﬁy prospect ol spend-
ing his next half-holiday writing out
verses from P. Virgilius Maro—a grea’
poet, but quite unappreciated by William
(feorge Bunter. 3
No wonder tho Owl of Greyfriars had
mwade up bis fat mind to “holt ” at the
carhicst opportanity, and return to his
native lair, o to speak. The fellows at
(irepfrizrs were hoaste, donhtlese. bhut the
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fellows at St. Jim’s were cqually beasts,
and there was nothing to choose between
them. Bunter had taken the decisive
step, the previous evening, of writing
to his cousin at Greyfriars to arrange
a meeting at Friardale, near the school.
At that mceting it was bis firm intention
to change places once more with the un-
fortunate Wally, whether Walter Gilbert
liked it or not. And, in order 20 make
sure that Wally would keep the appoint-
ment, Bunter had mentioned that if he
didu’t find him under the big oak in
Friardale Wood he would come on to
Greyfriars.

So it was certain that Wally Bunter
would be there. The problem was, how
was Billy Bunter to get therc? The
vailway fare, or, rather, the lack of it,
still stood as a lion in the path.

That morning Bunter’s mind was
occupied with the financial problem, and
he had no time to waste on lessons.
Financial problems were not supposed to
be thought out in the Form-room, and
Mr. Lathom woke Bunter up several
times with the pointer.

The fat junior was rubbing his podgy
hands dismally when the Fourth wore
dismissed. The Terrible Threo of the
Shell camo on him in the passage, and
they stopped, sympathetically.

“Had 1t had?” asked Tom Merry.

“Yow-ow! Yes. Lathom's a beast!”

“Wants you to work ?” asked Monty
Lowther, with decep sympathy., *Just
liko these Form-masters !”

“Oh, don’t be a funny ass!” groaned
Bunter. “I can tell you I'm fed up with
it. T'm not going to stand it any more {”’

“Going to give Lathom a licking?”
asked Manners.

“You wait and see!” sald Bunter
darkly. “I'm going to chuck up the
whole game. I'm fed up! Wally can
look out for himself."”

“Wally ?”  ejaculated the Terrible
Threo together.

“J—I mean—'

“Well, what do you mean ?"

[ I I"___QY

“Look out, Bunter!” yolled Jack
Blake down the corridor. *“Ilere comes
Grundy !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh erumbs !

Billy Bunter disappeared into the
quadrangle at a very creditable speed,
considering the weight ho had to carry.

He was not seen again till dinner, and
then he came in a minute late —to keep
clear of Grundy and Racke. This dodg-
ing existence was telling on Bunter, and
his fat face wore a worried look. It
rcally was a dog's life.

After dinner he was out just before
Grundy, and he vanished again. It was
the first time on record that Bunter was
quickest to leave the dinner-table,

In the interval beforo classes began
that afternoon George Alfred Grundy
;_m'ght have been seen—and in point of
act
the quad and round the passages withe
wrath in his brow and a big stick in his
hand. The fate of Uncle Grundy's
sultana-cake had not yet been forgotfen
by the great Grundy. Apparently it
would not be forgotten until Bunter of
the Fourth had paid the penalty.

“Bai Jove !” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
remarked as the time for lessons drew
near. “I wondah where Buntah is?
There goes that sillay ass Gwunday
lookiu’ for him!”

A good many of the juniors were
interested in the question,” But Bunter
did not turn up before lessons. The
Fourth went to their Form-room without
him--and they found him there! The
unhappy Owl of Greyfriars had taken
vefuge undor the master’s desk in the
Form-room, and he did not come out
till many footsteps told him that the

was seen—hunting up and down |
Fcould, and went to their places.
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Form was gathering, and that all danger
from Grundy was over for the present.

There was a chortle as Bunter emerged
from under Mr. Lathom’s desk.

But Bunter did not join in it. He
failed to sce anything comic in this
painful situation of affairs.

say, you fellows!” he gasped. “I
say—"

“Look out!” yelled Julian. “Here
he comes !”

Dick Julian was alluding to Mr.
Lathom, who was whisking along the
corridor, hut Bunter supposed he was
epeaking of Grundy—as perhaps Julian
expected. The fat junior dived under
the Form-master’s desk again.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Ilerries.
“Come out of that, you fat duffer!”

““Keep him off !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Bless my soul!” said Mr. Lathom, as
he entered the Form-room. “ You secem

Three-halfpence, b

“Oh dear!”

“You utterly absurd boy! What are
{ou doing under my desk ?” thundered
Mr. Lathom.

“Oh crumbs! I—I—T o2

“What absurd trick is this, Bunter?”

“I—I dropped scmething, eir I gasped
Bunter, crawling out, gasping. “I—I
dropped a—a—a sovereign, sir—""

“ Have you found it ?’

‘ Nunno—yes—exactly ! I mean—-"'

“You are a foolish boy, Bunter!"”

“Yes, sir! Thank you, sir!™ gasped
Bunter.

“*Go to your place at once!”

Billy Bunter went to his place, thank-
ful that Mr. Lathom did not pick up his
cane. The Form-master’s frown reduced
the grinning class to order, and lessous
began.

If Bunter had been absent-minded and
inattentive that morning, he was doubly

so in the afternoon. Somehow, after

!,
i—)

crossly, as he went to his desk.
BUNTER!"

' Bunter is the most unpunctual boy in the Form!” said Mr. Lathom

‘“ Why !'— What !— Bless my soul ! —
(See Chapter 4.)

very hilarious this afternoon, my boys!
Pray kecp quiet in the Form-room. This
is not a place for uproarious merriment.”

The Fourth-Formers suppressed their
uproarious merriment as well as ]thﬁy
3illy
Bunter peered out from his hiding-place,
and popped back as he saw Mr. Lathon.

“Bar  Jove!” murmured Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy.  “That uttah ass——""

“Silence in the class, please! One.boy
does not seem to be here,” said Mr.
Lathom, blinking over the juniors.
‘“Bunter is not present.”

Silence.

“Why has not Bunter come in to
lessons? Blake, do youu know where
Bunter is?"”

“Ahem!”

“Kindly answer me, Blake.”

“I—I think he—he—he's
away, sir,” sttmmered Dlake.

“ Bunter is the most unpunctual boy
in the Form !’ said Mr. Lathom crossly
as_he went to his desk. * Why—what
—bless my soul! Bunter!”

not far

lessons that day, he was resolved to make
a “break ” for Greyfriars, and say a long
farcwell to St. Jim’s. Somchow, he had
to think out the transport problem. It
was ~certain that he couldn't walk to
Greyfriars, and equally certain that he
couldn't travel by railway without pay-
ing his fare. The burning question was.
what was going to be done—or perhaps
it would be more correct to say, who wus
going to be dona?

The geological strata of Gieat Britain
were not likely to interest Bunter at such
a tiine, and Mr. Lathom’s voice was
simply a worrying drone to his fat ears.
Mr. Lathom could not be expected to
sympathise with that point of view.
Bunter was the recipient of some per-
sonal ohscervations which ought to have
made his cars burn—but didn't! His fat
knuckles burned a litt's, however, when
tho pointer came into play.

But he hardly minded the pointer, for
once; his fat brain had not worked with-

out avail, and a little scheme had beea
Trr (vFM Linrary.—No. 585.
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hatched there.
at Mr. Lathom.

“You are the stupidest boy in the
¢lass, Bunmter!” rapped out the Form-
master. *‘But that is no reason why you
should ke the idlest!”

“T'm sorry, sir! I—-I'm worried }”
said Banter.

* Nonsense

“I'm in featful trouble, sir!”

“Indeed1” said Mr. Lathom, his man-
ner altering. ‘' If that is correct, Bunter,
1 am sorry! What is your trouble?”

“Bai Jovel!” murmured Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy to Digby. *‘Is the fat
duf{frah goin’ to tell Lathom about
Gwunday ?”

The Fourth listenad breathlessly for
Bunter’s explanation. They were sur-
prised by his next words. 3

“It's my cousin, sir—my cousin ab
Greyfriars—"

“T was not aware you had a cousin ab
Greyfriars, Dunter. Is anything the
matter with him ?2”

“He's 1ll, siv.”

“Tndeed! I am sorry {o hear that,
Bunter 1” Mr. Lathom was guite kindly
now. Do you mean to say that you
havs been so very inattentive in class

He blinked reproachfully

12

hecause you are troubled by your consin’s

illnass 2
*“Yes, sir.
hearted chap.”

“Very well, Bunter; you need take no
firther part in the lessons thiz after-
noon,” said Mr. Lathom.

Bunter’s fat face brightened.

I—Tm a very tender-

All was grist that came to his mill ; and’

an opportunity of slacking during lessons
was not to bo despised. Ha cat in fai
contentment till the Fourth wero dis-
nissed.

When the jumicrs went out, he joined
Blake & Co. in the corridor—alter a
cautious blink round to ascertain thay the
Shell were not out yet.

“1 say, you fellows—-"

“1 am gowwy your cousin i3 ill, Dun-

t:h!” eaid Arthur Augustus D'Avcy
Lindly.
Bunter’s face assumad a sorrowful
lengt

*Yes, isn't it rotten?” he said, ** And
—and T can’t go and see him! That’s
what T wanted 4o speak to you chaps for.
J—1°d cut over to Greyfriars and sce him
if T could raise the railway fare. But—
'hu% I’Y’e been disappointed about a postal-
arder.

“Jolly long way to Greyfriars, to see
a chap,” said Blake.

M He's my cousin 1™ said Bunter, with
dignity. “ We were brought vp together
--ahem{—wo played together as listle
children.”

“Very pathetic!” grunted Herries.

“0Oh, really, Herrigs—"

“1 don't believe a word of 14! said
Heorrbes. George Herries was  almost
painfully candid at times. * You spun
f.uthom that yarn to get off lessons!?
You're a fat spoofer!”

“Bai Jove! Hewwics, old chap—"

“1 think you'ro unfeeling, Herries!”
suid Bynter, “When mny poor cousin is
ta=ing in delirium—"

*“Not much good going to see him if
h+'s delirious 1"

“I—F mean he's suffering tho awful
yanes of influenza—"
~ My hat! If he’s got influenza, you're
jolly well not goirg to sce hnnl” ex-
rmimed Digby. “ Wa don’t want the *flu
hera, you 2ss] The Head wouldn’s let
Iou goi?

*¥—T¥ don't mean influenza. I—T mean
sraallpox 17

“That's  stil}
giiuned Blaks,
You will have
s:irow, Bunter,’

“If you dow’t bolieve me, Blake-—-%
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more  dangerons !
“We don’t want it here.
to bear up under this

“ Well, which am 1 to believe ?” asked
Blake, “The delivium, the influenza, or
tho smallpox ? I don’t mind which; but
give it a name 17

“Ha, ha, ha !

“The—the fact i3, I don’t know what
he’s 1l of, but I know he's awfuily ill—
expiring, perhaps. My tender heart—"

*Tender rats !”* grunted Herrics.

¥ call that brutal, Ierries. I,think
you fellows might lend me the railway
fare to Friardale, as we're in the same
Form. Tl settle up out of my very next
postal-order—--"

* Weally, Buntah——"

“How do you know he's 17 asked
Blake suddenly.

“He wrole——""

“'Trob out tha letter, thien; secing is
believing 17

“1 mean ho telephoned

“(Clot out of & sick-bed to get a truuk-
call?” yelled Herries.

“He—he got another chap to tele-
phone, 1 mean.”

“That’s an easicr one,” agreed
Horries. **Why don’t you think of a
zood lie to begin with, instead of trotting
1t out after a bad one’”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Chaps 1 the Fourth get a lot of
trunk-calls on the telephone—I don’t
think !" grimned Digby. * Have you had
a ‘'phone put up in your study,
Baunter 7™

Bunter blinked at Dig more In sorrow
than in anger.

“It, was on Reilton’s telephone,”: he
said.

“(Ciammon !

“You cen ask
like 1

“Ha, ha! T'm likely by ask the House-
master that question 2 chuckled Dig.
“Why don’t you say the Head?”

“You can ask Kildare, then—Kildare
came to call ma to answer the telephone
yesterday,” said Bunter calmly.

“Rats !

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“Bai JYove!” suid Arthur Angustus.
“We could ask Kildare, you chaps!
There he is, in tho guad, with Dawwel.
He will tell us! Aud if wo find that
Buntah is lyin’, as nsual, wo will give
himn a feahfu) ihwashin’ 17

“Pone!” said Bunter, at once.

“0Oh! You agree to that?”
claimed Blake.

“Certainly—being a tiuthinl ¢hap — %

“Bow-wow! I'll speak to Kildare.
Mind that deesn't. hunk, you
fellows.”

“Vaas, wathah!”

But Bunter showed no
“bunk.” He knew what Kildare's
answer to the guestion would be. 'The
Ht. Jim's captain knew that he had been
called to answer a trunk-call on Mr.

Mr. Railton, i you

£%-

he

desiro  to

Railton’s telephone; but he knew
nothing more. Jack Blake stepped out
into the gquad, while his comrades

gathered round tho Owl of Greyfriars,

“1 sav, Kildare— " began Llake.

“Hallo?” said tho prefect, looking
round.

“Nid Bunter of our Form have a cail
on Mr. Railton’s telephoue yestorday ¥

“Yes.”

“Oh Y’ ejaculated Bluke,
trunk-cail, Kildare?”

“1 beliove so.”

“'Was it—was it from Greylciars

“F don’t know. Cut off !”

Jack Blake rejoined his chums, his face
?xlpres«:-ive of the great astonishinent he
elt,

“ Bunter’s told the truth !” he said, in
2 gasping volee.

And from his thres chums

“Wag it a

came

[ exclamations oi amazement at that un-

nxpected and stortiing information,
S Great Seore '™

W ON
ALE.

CHAPTER 5.
All Clear at Last!

({ ALLO}| What's this game?”
asked the cheery voice of
. George Figgins of the

Fourth Form.

Figgins & Co. of the New IHouse were
comig along from the Form-room. They
stopped, as they saw the chums of Study
No. b gathered round Bunter, with blank
astonishment in their faces. ; .

“Bunter been prigging your rations?”
asked Fatty Wynn, with a look of deep
disfavour at the Owl of Greyfriars.

“J1e’s told the truth!” sad Blake.

“ Yaag, wathah!”

“Hold me, somebody!”
Figgins.

*‘ Bunter has®” yelled Kerr.

gaspetl

“QOh, fan me!” murmured Fatty
Wynn.

Billy Bunier glired ai the merry
Foutth-Formers in great wrath, They

seamed to think that this was the first
time he had ever told the truth; and it
wasn’t. He had not done it often, per-
haps; still, he had done it.

“Took here, you silly asses—" he
began,

“Heo said he'd had o truok-cal]l on
Railton’s 'phone,” said Blake—*'and he
haa! Tt turns out that he really had!
What do you think of that?”

“ Fxtraordinary ! soid Figgins & Co.,
with ene voice.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“¥ sav, you fellows, this is very unfeel-
ing, ronsidering that my poor cousin 18
lytg—!

“Tf he’s your cousin, he would natuwr-
ally be lying,™ remarked Kerr ,

“Lying on a etk hed, I mean,”
howled Bunter. .

“Pash it all, be might stop lying ab
such a time as that!”
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“Sufforing  fosrful  agonies,”  said
DPuanter pathetically, ©and here I want
to yan over to Grevfeinra and see hiny,
and Tm stuck far want of a quid or so.
Ile’s asking for me.”

“ Jolly quear taste, T must say!”

“ Bagging to &cc e, with tesrs in his
cves,” said Bunter. * 'Wharton was ery-
ing ou the telephone when he told me,
1 heard him sob.”

* Bai Jove!”

“It's breaking my heat, you know,”
said Buenter. “T’m a very tender-hearted
chap. I—1 feel this as much as wissing
@ meak--T do, really.”

*flIa, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if T sce anything to cackle at!
1f yon'd heard Bob Cherry brealf down,

in telling me on the ‘phone——'

* It was Whartou a minute ago,” said
Koy,

“I-I mean—that fs—— Tt—ib was
Wharton first, and then Cherry—Wharton
was n?l IL”}it up he coulda’t fintsh.?

1] £

h!

*“1'd be willing to trave! third-class to
Frigrdale to sco pocr old--ahem l—my
poor old cousin. 1f you fellows——"

“Bai Jove! If Buatah is tellin’ the
twuth, it ie wathah hard cheese )’ said
Arthur Augostus,  “ We weally onght to
lend him the tin, if he wants to go and
seo a sick welation.”

“Ouly he’s spoofing,” said Blake.
“Jle wants the tin to blue on tuck.”

*“Vaas, T suppose that is more pwoh.”

“Tt’'se a dead cert!” grinned Figgins.
“¥ think we know Bunter by this time.”

Billy Bunter gave a snort. His hail
reputation was rising up to smite him
otica more, as it ofteu did.

And, as a matter of fact, he really had
1o designs on the tuckshop this time. e
really did want the money to pay his fare
to Greyfriars—thongh it was not te ace

a cick pelation,
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1 say, you fellows——" he¢ began
desperately.
“N. G.!” said Blake. “You really

ccom to have had a call on Railton's
‘phone yesterday; but we don’t know
that it was from Greyfriazs, I dare say
it wasn't.”

“Pve told you—-" o

“What you've told us, my pippin,
dcesn’t make any difference, one way or
tho other. If you want to know, I'd
s soon take a Hun's word as vours!

“But I say—"

“'Nuff said!”

“You can come to Wayland and see
me off if you like!” gasped Buuter.

“What 7" ‘

“Come with moa and take my ticket,
it you don’t trust me.” said Buuter. L
can’t say fairer than that.”

“Bai Jove!” .

Bunter had succeeded in 1making an
impression at last. Kerr eyed him very
keenly. R

“If your cousin ai Greyfriars is ill,
and you want to seo him on that a(x'mmt‘;
we'll pass round the hat like a shot,
he said; “but you're sunch an awfu
spoofer, Bunter. [f you give oue r,:f us a
walk to Wayland for nothing——'

“71 yeally want to go!™ protested
Bunter, almost tearfully. It was really
bard not to be believed, when he was
telling the truth for once. -

“Have vou got leave to go?’

“No; I'm going on my own. I
mightn’t get leave.”

“You'll be jolly late back-—"

“That’s all right,” said Bunter, sup-
pressing a grin. e had no intention of
coming back, if the juniors had only
known it. Indeed, if they had known all
the facts it was qnite possible that they
would have raieed Bunter's railway fare
with a great deal of pleasure—to Grey-
friars, or to anywhere else, on condi-
tion that he did not come back!

“T mean, you’'ll get a licking, Bunter,”
said Kerr.

“I don’t care!”

“ My hat!”

“Weally, deali boys, T believe that
Buntah i3 statin' the facts for once.”
said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, “ Buntah,
1 will come to Waylaad with you, if yon
like, and purchase your railway ticket.”

“Thankz, old chap!” said Dunter.
“(Come on!"”

“He really seerns to mean !
said Jack Blake, in wonder.

“I'm ready,” said Bunter. “I've ouly
wsot to get my cap—I'Il run up to my
study for a minute--—""

“T will meet you at the door in a few
minutes, Buntah.”

“Right-ho !"

Billy Bunter ran for the sisircase. e
was anxious to get off —before he met
tirundy or Racke again, and before Mr.
Lathom made any further referenco lo
the ovor-duc lines. The Fourth-Formers
twoked at one anothier.

iness,”

Jack Blake expresscd his {()clings-in‘ﬁ‘

prolonged whistle.

“He's really going, then,” hLe said.
“RBlessed if T catch on! o will get into
a row for going without leave—he can’t
be back much before bed time,”

“Tt is wathah decent of him, Blake,”

“ Ye-es—if it's genuine.”

“J am goin' to take his ticket.”

*More likely he's depending on spaoof-
ing Gussy,” said Keorr. “1 think T'1
wo, too."”

“ Weally, Kerr—"

“And T, too!” said Figgins grimly.
*Aud if he takes vs to Wavhod, we'll
see that- he gets into the cxpress, if we
kave to bundle him in neck and crop.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good egg ! said Blake. “I'll coria!”

And when Bunter of the Fourth came
down to the door ha fornel four funiors
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rcady Lo accompany him to Wayland-—-
and, to the sarprise of all four, ho did not
scom to mind.

“You fellows ready 7" he asked.

“We're ready !

“Right—1'll be after you in a minute.”

Bunter ran down tlie passage, to the
door of Mr. Latiiom’s study. He did
not enter that study. Ho stopped, and
put his mouth to the keyhole, and
yelled :

¢ Deast !

“Bless my eoul ! came Mr. Lathom's
surprised voice from within. “That is
Bunter's voico Bunter, you imper-
tiaent young rascal —”

Tbe study door opened. But Bunter
was gone; lie was scuttling away as fast
as his fat little legs would carry him, and
f:ad alrecady turned the corner. In a
few seconds he had joined Blake & Co.
in the quad, and they were going down
to the gates.

CHAPTER 6.
Bunter’s Farewells !

RUNDY of the Shell was strclling

G near the school gates with

Wilkiizs and Gunn. He gavo a

growl, o good deal like Jlerries'

bulldog Towser, as he saw Runter, and
started towards hLiimi.

“Hold on, CGruady!”
“Hands off, fathead!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I'm going tn lick that fat roitor!”
roared Grundy. “ He's bad my cake, and
I haven’t licked Lim yet.”

“T say, you fellows——"

“ Pway stand back, Giwunday ! Buntah
is goin' to eatch a twain-—-"

“Ile’s going to catch a hiding, and
he's going to catch it from me!” growled
Grundy.

Bunter dodged behind Jack Blake.

“T say, you fellows, kecp him off ! I've
no timo to thvash Grundy now—-""

“To—to thrash me!” gasped Grundy.

“Yes, you rotter " said Bunter, blink-
ing at hin round Blake. “You're a
bully, Grundy, and a rctter, and a worm,
and a beast, and I'm going to lick you
when I come back. Yon wait for'me in
the gym !”

“Why, T—1—TU-—-"

Grundy.

“Pway wetia, Gwunday. You have

heard Buniah’s challenge,” suid D’Arcy.
“It is up to you to wait for him in the
gym.”
And the juniors walked on, kecping
Buater in their midst, aud forwmning a
sort of guard round him. George Alfred
CGrundy blinked after themn.

“Did you—did you hear hime you
fellows 7" he gasped, addresszing Wilkins
and Gunn.

“T heard him,” grinsed Wilkins,
“Ts up to you, Grundy.”

“Do you think that fat rooster can
stand up to me, for a minute?” roared
(irundy.

“Well, bo's undevtaken to do it,” re-
marked Gunn.

CSPN=UI—I'IL wait in the gym,”
gasped Groady, “and when ho doesn't
turn up. il go and look for him, and
squash him!' I'll burst him !*

Lilly Bunter volled cut of gates with
the juniors, with a fat grin of satisfaction
on his face, Az he was not coming back
to St. Jim's at all it was quite
to slang the great Geundy, and bo had
found it agrecable. Outside the gates,
Racke of the Shell was lounging witl:

Creooke and Scrvope, ard be scowled at
Thig

Bunter.
to say a

said Figgins.

stubtored

The Owl of CGieeyiviars haited,
was another clunce tor Lim
polite farcwell,

“Hold o a mivute, vou follows, 1
wapt te s‘ruvn!f fo Packa ! Ty said,
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“Racke, yent eneaking,  gamblinz
rotter——" -
“Eh?  What?" ciaculated tha

astonished Aubrey. .

“You say I cwe you money, and yoi'ra
going to pitch into me till 1 pay up!”
said Bunter, blinking at him. “['ve nc
time to thrash you now, Racke—I've gow
to catch a train. I'll thrash you in the
gym this evening, if you've got plnck
cnough to come there and meet me."

‘““Wha-a-at 7"

“You're -a sneaking, card-sharping
rotter !’ said Bunter, wagging a fat and
accusing forcfinger at him. T despise
you, Racke! T believe you had cards uj
your slecve in your study that time—you
would, you know. That’s why I'm nci
going to pay you! You'ro a sneaking
worm, Racke! T despise ycu! Yah!"

With that elogant apostrophe Billy
Buonter volled on, leaving Racke rooted
to the ground, and his companions grin-
ning.

Blake & Co. glanced very curicusly at
Bunter as they walked on down ti»
lane. Bunter scemed to be hurling veck-
less defiances about on all sides, regard-
less of the consequences. It really was
not like Bunter to issue these chalienges
to mectings in the gym—it was moro
‘ike him to dodge such u challenge if
addvessed to himsclf. The juniors wers
puzzled.

“That's two Gehin you've got on lu:l
for this evening, Banter." saii Kerr.

“Nothing to me.” said Bunter airily.
“T'm a tip-top fighting-man, you know."

“0Oh, mv hat!”

They walked on, and turned info the
wood, a short cut to Wavland. Almast
at every step the juniors cxmected
Bunter to “beein,” as Blako eclled it
Put he did not begin, e made no re-
quest for the raflway fare to be handed
to him—he did not te!l the juniors that
be wouldn’t trouble them to come cu ta
Wavland with him—in fact. he ouls
seemed in a hurry to get to the stalion.
And after a guick walk thev reached tha
mnrket town, and Kerr announced that
they bhad ten minutes to cateh  the
CXDross,

“Time for o snack in the buffet ! gaid
Burter.

“I am goin’ to get your ticket now.
Buantah !"” said Arthur Augustus 1'Arcy,
turning his evcglass upon the fat junio.,
perhaps with a lingering doubt.

“Good. Cet first class.

“ Ahem !”

“I'm accustomed to travelling finst.
Of course, I shall settlo up the amount
later, D’Arcy—when my postal-order
comes.”

“Gret third!” growled Blake. “What's
the good of throwing money away 7

“I am afwaid it will not wun to first
Tho fare s wuthah ex-

class,  Buntah.

peosive. I ehould twavel third.”
“Yon might!” grunted Bunter. Al
right for you, I dare say. It’s a bit

ditferent for me. I'm accusteined to the
diecencies of life.”

“Oh, bui Jove !”

“Well, if you're going to zel third, T
suppose you can lend me a few bob for
a snack before I ostart?” said Bunter, dis-
contentedly.

“Y-a-a-a8."

“We'll see to the snack,” snid Figii
“You get the ticket, Cussy, W
whack it out afterwards.”

Arthur Augustus went to the oo
oftice.  Bunter made no effort to de
him, and did not even ask for the m
to take the ticket himself. The ju
had to be convinced at_last; Banter vas
really going to Greyfriars.

Tho swell of Bt. Jim's rejoined tho
party in the buffet, where Bunter vas
taking a snack; though, if appearanc-s
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werz to be relied upon, he was laying in
previsions for at least seven lean years.
He had not finished when the express
came thundering in, but he had to stop.

“T’ll take some of these cakes with
me,” he said. ‘‘You can settle, Blake.

I'll square for the lot together. And a
few oranges, and some buns.”

“Get a move on.”

““One of these pies, toe, I think.

Yaroooh! Leggo my collar!”

“Do you want to lose the train, fat-
head?”

Keir rushed the fat junior out of the
buffet by the collar. It looked for a
moment as if Bunter did want to lose the
train, and suspicion revived. But only
for a moment. The fat junior hopped
into the train, and secured a corner scat
and drew the door shut.

“Landed at last!” grinned Figgins.

f*Yaas, wathah!”

Bunter’s fat face looked from the
window above the four juniors. ke
grinned down at them.

“All serene!” he said. “I say, you
fellows, you might lend me a few bob to
get a snack at Friardale?”

Arthur Augustus silently passed up his
remaining small change to Bunter. The
fat junior_grunted as he blinked at it,
and slipped it carelessly into his pocket.

“Off I” said Blake; as the guard waved
his flag. “He’s really going! Blessed
if I quite believed it, till now.”

Bunter leaned from the window.

“I say, you fellows—"

‘“Good-bye, Buntah!”

“I've  got somgthing to say to yon
{fellows,” said Bunter, as the train began

to stir. “I’ve wanted to say it for a
long time. You're a silly ass, Jack
Blake !”

“What?”

“You’re long-legged  scarecrow,
Figgins !”

*“Wha-a-at?”’

“You're a skinny Scotchman, Kerr!"”

“You fat, checky rotter—"

“Bai Jove! Weally, Buntah—"

‘“ And you're a rotten, lazy, fat-heade:l,
mean bounder, D’Arcy !”

‘“Gweat Scott!”

The train was moving now. Bunter
waved a fat hand from the receding
window, his fat featurcs wrinkled into a
scornful sneer.

“That’s my opinion of you!” he
shouted. “Tell Tom Merry, from me,
that he’s a lout, and tell Lowther he’s a
worm, and tell Manners——""

But the remainder of Bunter's farewell
address was lost on the wind as the ex-
press rushed out of the station. The fat
Junior sank down in his scat with a grin
on his face. He had had quite a happy
parting with his schoolfellows of St.
Jim’s.

On the platform, Jack Blake and his
comrades looked at one another in decp
silence.

a

last.
And they started for home.
CHAPTER 7.

Waiting for Bunter !

HAT evening quite a number of
fellows in the School House at
St.  Jim's werec waiting im-
patiently for Bunter’s return.

If the Owl of Greyfriars had been the
most attractive and charming fellow pes-
sible his return could not have been
more cagerly awaited.

The fellows wanted to tcll him what
they thought of him; and it was only too
probable that they would proceed from
words to actions.

Even the  kind-hearted
Augustus was wrathy.
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“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus at |,

The juniors who had seen Bunter off at
Wayland gave the Owl’s kind message
to the Terrible Three, and rather en-
joyed the looks of Tom Merry as it was
delivered.

““The_ fat worm!” exclaimed Tom in-
dignantly. “What did he mean by it?”

‘‘ He slanged us all round,” said Blake.
“He waited till the train was moving, so
that we couldn’t get at him, and then
slanged us high and low. He called
Gussy—"

Arthur Augustus interrupted.

“Pway do not wepeat
oppwobwious wemarks, Blake.
weally offensive to my cahs.”

‘“He called us all names,” said Blake.
‘“Figgins and Keir are going to scalp
him. So am I I'm going to squash
him! Fven Gussy is going to give him a
hiding.”

“I am certainly goin’ to give him a
feahiul thwashin’. I wegard it as bein’
up to me, though I shall be sowwy to soil
my hands on the boundah !”

‘“And he called me——"
Merry, with a deep breath.

““And told us to tell you,” said Blake.
“ And Lowther—"

“T'll worm him!”
Lowtlier.

“There was something for Manners,
but we didn’t catch it.”

“I dare say it's no loss!” growled
Mar rers. “I'll thump him, all the same,
the cheeky, fat rotter1” .

“Grundy and Racke are waiti

Buntah'’s
They are|

said Tom

soid  Monty

for

him, too,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

Read

“THE RETURN OF
THE NATIVE!”

The Magnificent, Long, Com-

plete School Tale dealing with

the return of BILLY BUNTER
to Greyfriars, in

The “MAGNET”

NOW ON SALE.,

v

A Grand BUNTER Story Appears in this Week’s * Magnet,” 11>

“Bunter has booked himself for a high
old time when he comes home.”

“ But what does he mean by it ?”’ asked
Blake, in perplexity. ‘“He must know
that he’s going to get the ragging of his
life.”

““Yaas, wathah!”

Fom Merry shook his head.

“I give it up,” he said. ' Bunter
can’t mean to fight anybody, if he can
help it; and he’s booked himself for a
whole series of thumping lickings. I
suppose he's coming back, isn’t he?”

*“Why, he must be! He’s not leaving
St. Jim’s that I know of.”

“It looks as if he was going for good,
and took the chance of slanging us before
he went. But we should have heard
something of it if he was leaving the
school ; so it can't be that. I give 1t up.
The fact is, Banter is rather a puzzle in a
good many ways,” remarked Tom Merry.
“When we first met him we all liked
him—he didn’t seem anything like that
cousin Billy of his, excepting in looks.
Since he came here, though, he’s seemed
simply Billy Bunter over again, so far as
I remember that fat bounder, Blessed if
it didn’t really look as if the two fat
bounders got mixed up somehoyw, and the
wrong one turncd up here.”

“Yaas, wathah!’ .

“We were mistaken in him,” said
Manpners. ““But he didn’t leave us long
in the mistake. He opened our eyes soon
enough.”

“ Lathom has been inquiring for him,”
said Lowther. ‘ He seems to have
cheeked Lathom just before he went
out, from what I hear. Old Lathom is
wrathy as anything. The silly ass seems
to have gone out of his way to nrranre
a hot reception for himself when he
comes home.”

*“He'll get it, anyway,”’ said Tom.

That much was certain. There was
trouble, serious trouble, waiting for
Bunter of the Fourth when he turned
up again at St. Jim’s. And as the even-
ing ~~=» an the fellows were very eager
for his arrival.

But he did not arrive.

Lowther looked out trains in a time-
table, and announced that Bunter could
hardly be home before bed-time. He
missed evening call-over, and Mr. Railton
frowned, and marked him absent. After
calling-over, Figgins of the New House
gave Tom Merry a look-in.

“ That fat slug crawled in yet?” asked
Figgins.

Tom Merry smiled. He recognised W.
G. Bunter by that description.

‘ Not yet,” he answered.

‘“ He'll get into a row with the House-
master,” said Figgins.

¢ As well as with us,”’ said Tom.

“Well, Kerr and 1 are going to skin
him,” said Figgins. * But we’ll leave
it over till the morning. You chaps can
have him to yourselves this evening, if
you like.”

“Thanks!” said Tom, laughing. * We
shall keep him busy.”

And Figgins went back to the New
House, and allowed the sun to go down
on his wrath.

Trimble and Mellish did their prep
in Study No 2 without their fat study-
mate. Ividently there was to be no prep
for Bunter that evening. And Grundy
looked in the gym for him in vain.

As bed-time drew near there was much
speculation in the Bchool House as to
what had become of Bunter.

It was almost unprecedented for a
fellow to stay out till nine o’clock without
special permission; but Bunter was stay-
ing out. Soon after nine Jack Blake
was sent for to Mr. Lathom’s study.

“ Has Bunter come in yet, Bluke?”
the Form-master asked.

*1 think not, sir.”
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“It s extraordinary!” said Mo
Lathom. “Do you know wheve he is
gone, Blake’
_“1—I think he’s gone to Greyfriars,
sir, to visit a sick relation,” said Blake,

“Bless my soul! He told me that his
cousin was 11l at that school. But he had
no right to take such a long journey
without leave. Tell him to report to me
the moment he comes in, Blake.”

* Yes, sir.”’

Blake ryetired, leaving Mr. Lathom
with a deep frown upon his usually
kind face. Bunter’s partig benediction
through the keyhole was still echoing
in Mr. Lathom’s indignant ears. It was
the first time any member of his Form
had ventured to *‘slang ¥ Mr. Lathom.
It was really an almost incredible hap-
pening, and the Form-master almost sus-
pected that Bunter was not quite in his
vight senses.

Blake returned to the (‘ommon-room,
where quite a number of fellows were
getting anxious ubout Bunter. They
were anxious lest he should not turn up
by bed-time.

& in  ten minutes,” remarked
Mauners, as the cleck indicated twenty
past nine  * The fat bounder is sticking
it out.”

There was a deep growl fram Grundy.

* He knows what he’s poing to get,’”
said George Alfred. *‘He's staying out
on purpose,’’

“He will get something from the
ITousemaster 1if he stays out after bed-
time,” remarked Levison of the Fourth.

There was keen interest in the subject
a3 the big hand of the clock moved
round. When it indicated the half hour,
Kildare of the Sixth locked into the
junior Common-room.

“Has Bunter come in?” he asked,
addvessing nobody in particular.

*“Not yet, Kildare.*?

“ The young rascal! Get off to the
dorm,” said Kildare.

*“ We shall have to leave him over till
to-morrow,” murmured Monty Lowther

]

]

regretfully.
“We sha'n’t, though,” said Jack
Blake. “He's in our dorm. I'm going

to stay awake for dear old Buuter!”

** Yaas, wathah!?

The juniors weut to their dormitories.
The Shell Liad to give up Bunter for that
night; but the Fourth still expected to
sce him. And Blake and D'Arcy did not
intend to be asleep when he came in.
They had something to say to Bunter—

and something to do!
T * That there Bunter! Blow
him {” said Taggles.

Taggles was aware that Bunter was
out of bounds, and when the bell rang
in his lodge he guessed who was the
applicant far admission. Taggles did
not hurry himself.
twice before the old gentleman lumbered
out to open the gates.

Through the bars of the gate a fat
figure was visible in the gloom outside.
A fat face looked thrvough at Taggles,
and there was a glimmer of spectacloes,
set very low down on a fat little nose.

“Ho!” said Taggles. * You, Master
Bunter?”’

““ Little
voice.

“ Nice guings Ol I doin’t think{?
Taggles, with a grunt.

The fat junior smiled.

To all outward appeavance that fat
fellow was the Buuter who had quitted
St. Jim’s that afternoon. Rut he was
only so in ontward appearancs. Taggles
did not see any difference; but the dif-
ference was great,

CHAPTER 8.
Wally Arrives !
ING=TING-A-LING !
‘Taggles, the porter, growled.

me!?  auswered a  cheery

saild

The bell rang agath’
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For the Bunter at the gates was not
the Bunter who had said such affectionate
farewells to Blake & Co. at Wayland.

That Bunter was already in bed in the
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars; back
at his old school, and safe from the
wrath he had roused at St. Jim’s.

This was quite another Bunter; Walter
Gilbert Bunter, the protege of Mr.
Penman of (antetbury; the youth who
had been destined for St. Jim’s by his
late employer, and who had changed
places with Billy Bunter, and gone to
Greyfriars instead.

The Bunters had changed back.

Wally Bunter, certainly, was not keen
on changing back. He liked Greyfriacs,
and had becn getting on well there, hav-
ing succeeded at last in living down the
reputation Billy had left for him.

But he had no choice in the matter.

Billy Bunter had insisted ; and, as Billy
was determined to get back to Grey-

N
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‘which he did not yet know of, his fat
face was checrful enough as he watched
Tazyles unlock the gate.

‘“Whigh you're to report yourself at
once to Mr. Railton, in his study,” said
Taggles, with a grunt, as the fat junior
rolled in.

““Right-ho!” said Waully
“ Good-night, old scout!”’

Grunt!

Wally Bunter checrfully started for the
School House. It was fortunate that, on
his previous visit to St. Jim’s, he bad
learned his way about the school. e
looked portentously grave as he pre-
sented himself in Mr. Railton’s study.
He found Mr. Lathom there with tho
Housemaster. Both the gentlemen
looked portentiously grave as he pre-
sented himself.

What excuse to give for his supposed
conduct Wally Bunter did not know.
He had to trust to luck. e wondered,

Bunter.

()
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sky beyond, in a dazed state.

Qrundy found himself gazing up at the branches overhead, and the biue
‘“ Qweat 8cott!
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Qwunday’s down ! ” gasped
(8ee Chapter 11.)

friars, there was nothing for Wally to do
but to ‘‘clear.”” And, having solaced
himself by bumping the unreliablo Owl,
hard, he had cleared.

His annoyance had faded away -on the
journey. Ie was a cheerful fellow, and
disposed to make the best of things. It
was necessary for him to be at St. Jim’s
on the morrow, in any case, when M.
Penman was coming down to see him.
He had visited the school before on a
similar occasion.. Now he had to stay;
and though he would have preferred to
remain at Greyfriars, he was cheerfully
prepared to inake the best of it.

Bunter had landed him into a row by
this sudden change of plans. He was
arriving late at St. Jim’s—and he bad to
arrive as Bunter, without any explana-
tion, of course, as to the change of
identity. He expected a caning, and it
was a comfort to refleet that hd had
bumped Bunter hard in the wood at
Friardale. Bnt in spite of the caning
he knew loomed ahead, and the

possibility that other things loomed ahead

too, whether the two masters would dis-
cern any difference between him and
the Bunter they were expecting. Ho
was! relieved to see that there was no
doubt or suspicion in their faces.

‘“So you have returned, Bunter!”’ said
Mr. Railton, in a deep, stern voice.

“I—I've come in, sir,” said Wally
meekly.

It is now a quarter to ten.”

“Is it, sir?”

“ A quarter of an hour past your bed-

time, Bunter, You have ventured to
absent yourself until this unheard-of
hour.”

*“I—I'm sorry, sir.”

* Where have you been?”

“Tve just como from Greyfriars, sir.”

“You had no right to make such a
journey without permission, as you know
very well,” said the School House master.
“However, as Mr. Lathom informs me
that your relative at that school is sick, X
will oxeusa you on that point.”

*Oh, my hat!” murmured Wally.

Tune Gex LiBrarY.—No, 585.
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“What did you say, Buntery”

Y -—Y-—~u-n-nothing, sir !

#You will be punished, Bunter, for
staying out efter bed-time. T shall cane
you,”

Wally was silent.

s even that is not tho ninost zerious

matter J have to refer te.” s
Railton, bis voleo growing stormer.
medintely befora yvou left, this afteruoen,
Junter, vou dsred to iusult M
Lathom.”™

“0h, sir!” gasped Wally, ia disnay.

“Yon shouted a disvespee aad
opprobious cxoression through il key-
hol:a of ,I}Tr. Tathom's study, Bunver.”

f )

“ A most disrespoctful expression,” said
Mr, Lathom. “You had the insclunce
and tomexity, Dunter, to apply the nuwe

“bes 3

15t to vour Form-master.”

“Oh, no, sir! Not at alll” gosped
Wally.

“T heardl you!” said Mp Lathom
sternly, 1 recogpised your voice,

Bunter, though you were gone before I
could open my door.”

Wally breathed hard. His chicf vegret.
ot that moment, was that he was not
within punching  distance of Billy
Bunter’s nose. Ho was glad, however,
that Mr. Lathom had not actually scen
Billy Bunter on the occasion. If Dilly
had been seon, certainly Wally’s deaial
would not have been of muvch vse.

“Have sou anything to say, Bunter?”
asked Mr. Iiailton, taking up iz cane.

#]—I—ch, yos, sirl” gasped Wully.
“Cortainly, sir! There's a—a mistake,
I never called through My, Lathom's
hole, eir. I woulda't do such a thing!
Yeke,

“Mr. Lathem kuew  your
Bunter.”’
“Maost ccrtainly,” podded the ¥ourth

Form master,

# I T-—1I assure you, sir, it wasn't my
voice,” said Wally carnestly.” “ T should
think such a thing caddish, sit. [ Laven’s
Leen unear your study door, sir. [ cer-
tainly mever called you narmes. i
rnust have bown some other {cllow with a
voice like mino, siv.”

Mr. Lathem looked at Lim vorg koenly
over his glesses. There was an eavnest
und trathful ring in the junior’s volce.

CThat i obaurd, Dunter!” said Mr.
Railtou.

4T gesure vou, sir, I'm

e
nz the

teuth, I—1 ok mind a lie , str, but
1—I want Bie. Lathom to bolieve T
wouldn't have dong such a coddizh

thing1”

“Bloss my soult” said Me Lathoem.
“1 certainly never expocted o hoar yon
deny your cotion, Bunter, T wos guite
cortain that 1t wos gour volce.”

it was not, sir, on Imy of
honour I

Mr. Lathem coughed.

“Well, well,” he said.  “ You evitainly
anpear to be speaking the truth, Dunter,
and it i3 barely possible that a wistake
iy have been wnade. Me. Ruilton——"

woed

“Tho matter rests with you, M
TLathom, of course,” said the llouse-
mnztef.

“In that cesa 1 should preler to say
no more about 1t,* said the Fourth Form-
master.  © Alhongh 1 £t sure al the
time that it was Bunter’s voice, tlicre is
a possibility of injustice Leing done.™

Lty . Bunter. My, Lathem pre-
frrs to give you tie benelit of the doubt,™
said (he Sehool Tlouse master,

“ Thank AL T piach, sl
Wally gratel

Thoe new ¢ al had had one s
esonpe. 13wl his troubles were not oven
e had 1o “face the musie ™ for s lute
yeturp—or, rother, hiz late sriival--ang
Mr. Railion {4t 1t his duty te kuy the
€ane on som :

Wally Buntes’s fat pa

aw Guy Joaepnpsyy. N
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when he was dismissed to his dormitory.
In the corridor he rubbed his hands,
and_then sparred in the air with s fat
fists clenched, as if he saw the podgy
featuves of hix cousin Billy before hum,

Having thus rclicved lig feelings, Billy
Buntcr's double made his way to the
Fourth Fueow dormitory.

CHAPTER 9.
In a Hornets® Nest.

¢ BAIL lc comes!” mommurad
Arthur Augustus IV'Accy.
Jack Blake sat up iu bed,

The dovmnitory door opened
quictly, and a fof fizuve came by, and
turned on the light.
“&o you've come back, you at zottert”
said Bluke grimly.
Wally Buuter
nodded.

“Hallo, Blaka!" he said cheerily.

“TN ‘halle, Blake’ you!” sn=uwercd
Jack Blake. “Wailt o minute, yvou fat
worm, snd Ul come o you!”

“My hat! What's the matter?’

“Weally, Buatah, you know vowy well
what is the mattah. Pway dou’t get out
of bed, Blake. I am goin' ta thwash
Buntah first.”

“My turn frst” answered Blake.

“Wats! He applied more oppwobious
expwessions to me than to you, Blake”
said Arthur tus warmly. L clu

losked nt Lim, and

the wight of pgivin' him a2 fa

thwaslan’ fivat.” .
“Oh, my hat!" murraured Wally.
Billy Bunter had evidently left a

hornets’ nest for lim to walk iato. 1%
reminded him of his earlice experiences
at Greyiriara

Kildare looked into the dormitory, Tie
had come to sec tho light out after the
late arrival,

“Now, then, whal are you getting np
for, Blake?” lie demanded. “Geot back
to bed at once!"”

“1—1 was going t5 spoak to Dunter.”

“Turn inl”’

< Oh, all right!” -

Blake turned in, and Arthur Augusios
changed his mind about getting up. The
head prefect of the School House was not
to be argued with.
< Get to bed, Bunter,” said Kildare.
£ Mind, Blake, no ragging in this dormi-
tory to-night, or T shall como back, Ii I
come back thae will be trouble.”

Wally Bunter grinned as he turned in.
Kildare, with a warning lock at DBlake,
turncd out the licht and left the dovmis
Loy,

Blule sab up ngain,

“ Buuter!”

“Hallo, old tramp?"™ said Wi

“1 ean’'t lick you to-night—

“ You conldr’s lick me any time,”

“Whatt"”

“(rotting deaf in your old age?’ asked
Wally cheerily. “You ceuldi't lick me
any time. Got it now?"
be JJack Blake bieathed hard.

“Yon fat wornt, you know Kildaye will
como back if there's a row here,” he said.
“T'm going to burst yeu in i worn-
g !

“Yuaz, wathah

S Sufticient for the eveniiw is the ovil
thoreof 1" vawned Walls, “ ' elcepy.
't off yeur merry eloquerce till the
wavning, old scout!”

And Wiully aid his head en tho j-illow
and cloged his eves, and wis Fast asheep a
minute later.

“My word!” came a
Cardew'’sn bad, “ Lante
neck sinee this afternoon.
gotiin® oll this perve from?”

“The feal

2]
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1f it had been the Owl of Gregfeiars in
Bunter’s bed sloegp would probatly ot
have visiied his oyes for semie time, con-
sidering the alarming prospect before
him in the morning; but Welly Bunter
was untroubled by the prospect, alari:
ing as it was, and he slept like a top.

His cyes did not open till the risiogs
bell was clanging out over St. Jim's
Then he sat up in bed, rubbed his cyes,
and yawned.

The spring sunshine was glimn
at the high windows cheerily.

Yor a
moment Wally cxpected to find himself in
the familiar surroundings of the Remove
dorraitory at Greyfruurs.

The steango faces vound him reenllsd

him to himsclf at once, however.

Groyfrims was o thing of e past. Tie
was o St Jim's fellow now, us lo had
been supposed o be all aloy

Many glances tmansd Low:
they could not be called fric
Blako, i particuiar, wos loo
i, and Arvthur Angustus's fi
1o have lost its bonign expressi

“There’s  the fat Lol !”
Trimkle.

Wally looked routd.

L, “Hallo, old barrel!™ he
& Are you calling me name

“(fet up, you fut slscker!” grunh .l
Herries.

Wally turned prompily oat of bed, .
grinned as he dreszed himself that movi-
ing. There was something rather onter:
taining, in & way, in_ his novel and
peculiar position at St. Jim's,

Billy Bunter had abways been the la-
out of the dormiftory. Wally was one
of the first. And seme of the juniors
had remarked, with surprise, that he had
washed all over, instead of indulging in
whe¢ Herries termed a “eat-lick "—such
as Billy Bunter had always considered
sufficlens to begin the day on.  And
thers was an unaccustomed springiness
in the step of the fat junior as he weunl
dewn and walked out inte the quad-
rangle. Tt mizht have been noticed, tow,
that ho wore hiz glasses so low on hix
nose that ha did not use tham, and yet
he seemed to soe better thau ever.

The chums of Study No. 6 followeld
him iato tho guadrangle, and cornoyed
him under the eims, They surrounded
him as they came up, to cul off lLis
escape; but, to their surprise, he shoved
no desire to dodge. He g thizn
with an affable grin.

“Top of the moruing, old tops!" L
remarked.  * You're leoking guite merr:
and bright. Nice morning. -whait *™”

“Weally, Duntah %

41 don’t know what thiz mamo s,
Bunter,” said Jack Rhde, U yon
think you're going to squirmi ant of a
licking you're making u big mixiake ("

“VYaas, wathah!”

There was a roar in the dictanca,
Grundy had come ont with Wilkinz and
Gunn. |

“Thero he i3!"

And Grundy of tho Shell cams spedid
ing up.

At the same tinig the Terribiz Throo
came cut of the School House, wnid Lhey
also bote down on Bunter, Ani from
the direction of the New 1o g in
& Co. were sprinting tncaets the
wpot,

It was gquite a ve

vt il
-»

plion,

CHAFTER i0,
A Surprise for 5t.- Jim's !
ALLY BDUNTER |
.\)‘/ alarmed.
e lnoked puseled.
15 this a gamet "

& A sathah sewions gamne you, g
fut boundah I answered Arthor Angos.
tus 13 Arey sternly,

“What's the

S wofaar
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raatter vith rou, Gasay |
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Gussy, Buntah. I wegard yon as a
wogue and a wapscallion }™

My hat!”

“Lemme get at him !’ roared Grundy
cf the Shell. “Can’t you get out of the
way, Tom Merry?”

*Captain of the Form tukes prece-
dence,” explained Tom. * Stand back a
hit, Grundy.”

“Look here—"

*Yaas, wathah! I'm going to thwash
him first, Gwundy !”

**You can leave him to me!” exclaimad
Aubrey Racke, arriving on the scene and
puszhing forward. *1 owe him a licking
for. 4

*‘(entlemen, chaps, and fcllows,? said
Wally Bunter gravely. **Let us have
this m order. It secems that you've all
zot, up carly to thrash me——"

‘Yaas, wathah!”

*“You can’t all do it at once. You will
«simply bave to take it in turns,” said
Wally, with a coolness that astounded
the 8t. Jim’s juniors. “Fair play’s a
lewel, you know. One at a time, gen-
tlemen—one at a time !”

"“You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Monty
tiowther, “It’s not a fight—you couldn’t
fizht a bunny-rabbit. It’s a ragging!”

“I've never tried fighting a bunny-
rebbit, but I can fight a silly ass, old
hean.  And you can take your turn with
the other asses!”

“Bar Jove !”

What's come over him?” said Fig-
118,

The juniors stared at Bunter quite
blankly,  Instead of showing the {casl;
rign of alarm, he appeared to regard the
matter as a huge joke. And rcaﬁ'y there
was no joke in nine fellows competing
for the privilege of thrashing him first—
with the rest to follow in their turn.

“Is this sheer necl, or is he off his
dot?” said Manners.

Wally Bunter raised a fat hand.

B Oraﬁzr. gentlemen!  One at 2 time!
L appear to have trodden on your
honourable corns. or you think I have,

which eomes to the same thing, I dou’t
kncw what I’ve done *?

*Why, you fat rotter—--""

“You bagged my cake!” roared
Crundy, My big sultana-cake from

my Uncle Grundy [

“Did 1?7 My hat!”

* You called us a2l names at Waylaud
S::!,mi)u'_ycstcrday 1 roared Figging,

*“ You sent us insujling messages ! ox-
cinimed Tom Merry.

*“ Oh, the beast !” wraspsd Wally.

ITe was thinking of his cxecllent cousin,
William George Bunter; but naturally
1}1«3 8t. Jim’s juniors could not guess
that,

*Bai Jove! Ile’s Leginnin’ again!™
exciaimeéd Arthur Augustus, “If you
are alludin’ to me as a beast, Buntah, I
Lin:l back the expwession in your teeth !
I wegard you—--=>

*Collar him!”

“Bump kim !”
= Han(,],s off " roared Wally., *Lqok.

Lo

Give him the frog’s march, to begin
with,” said Kerr.

“Good! Collar him!”

“Let me get at him with my boot!”
shouted Racke.

“ Fair play!” yelled the unfortunate’
Wally, as the juniors closed on him,
“rn ﬁxfht. the lot of you, ono after
znother ! Fair play!”

“*Rats! Spoof !

*Hold on, thouzh,” said Tom Merry.
“If that, fat bounder means business, he’s
entitled to fair play!  We'll lot him
tight it ont, on condition that he hegins
an the spot.”

* Yaas, wathah!"

“He’s  only  spoofing 12 exclaimed
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“1'm jolly weil going to kick him,”
caid Racke. “He asked me to meet
him in the gym. He never came. I'm
going to kick him !”

*“Shut up, Racke!”

“Geutlemen,” said Wally Bunter, “be
calm—calmness, I beg. Racke—this
chap is Racke—"’

“Eh? Don’t you know my name
now 7’ jeered Racke. * What game are

you playing now, you podgy spoofer ?”

“Yon want to kick me, I under-
stand ¥’ said Wally. “I anpear to have
failed to keep an appointment with yeu
in the gym. I’li keep it now. Put up
your hands, and these chaps can stand
round and see fair play.”

*Bai Jove!”

“I’'m not going to wait for Racke!”
roared Grundy. ** Me first!”

Wally looked 2t him,

“You’re a bit hefty for me,” ho re-
marked cheerfully. “T'd rather havc
tho gloves on when I iackle you, old
trump.”

“Tackle me? You couldn’t tackle ono
side of me!” hooted Grundy. *I'm
going to whop you !”

“Shut up, Grundy !”

“ Yaas, wathah! I{ Buntah pwefers to
begin with Wacke, Buntsh has a wight
to please himself, it is poss that he may
lick Wacko, as Wacke i9 a wathah
weeday and smokay boundah.”

*You silly idiot !’ snarled Racke,

“Weaily, Wacke——*

“Let him begin with me,” growled

Auvbrey, “I'll alter his podgy nose for
him. Get behind the trees, where we

can’t be spotted—he thinks some of the
masters may sce us, and come out.”

“Behind the trees, with pleasure,”
said Wally.

He moved off, and Jack Blake
promptly caught him by the arm. 1o
was prepared for dodging.

“Yeou don’t bunk just yet, my fot
pippin.” said Plike.

*I dan’t want to bunrk, fathead!”

“ Well, wo'll sco that you don’t!”

Tho whole party moved on to a moro
seeluded  spot. Other  fellows were
gathering on the scene now irom both
Houzes, and there was quite an army
round Wally Bunter,

He was the cynosure of all eyes. The
amazing coolness und pluck he was dis-
playing simply astounded tho juniors,
It did not scem at all like the Bunter
they knew, though it occurred to Tom
Merry that it was quite like the Wally
Bunter they had known earlier.

The ring waa too thick for Bunter to

have the slightest chance of fleeing from
the wrath to come. Dut the amazing
thiig was that he plainly did not want
to flee.
. Racke was a little uneasy, as well as
amazed. He was prepared to reap a
little cheap glory hy thrashing a fat and
not very courageous fellow like Bunter
of the Mourth., But the unexpected dis-
play of cool courage on Bunter’s part
made him feecl less sure of an casy euc-
|, oesy
" But he was taller and older than
Bunter. and really the fat junior did not
look like having much chance. Any-
how, it was too late for the festive
Aubrey to back out now.

“Ready, old infant?” asked Wally
Bauter carelessly. He had measured the
black sheop of St. Jim’s with a keen eye,
and he did not anticipate much diﬂicufty
with Rucke.

* I’m ready, you [at rotter !”

“Who's gomg to keep time!”

“No need to keep time. You won't
star:l up for one round, and you know
yon won’t, you fat worm!”’

“You keep time, Talbot,” said Tom
Merry.

Talbot of the Shell nodded. and took

Blake, impatientle, Ve

wterle of

wants to

out. his watch. At the call of time
Ainheey Racke rushad to the asesn!t, and
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all eyes in the interested ring were on
Bunter of the Fourth. The juniors ex-
pected to see him run, or at least to
collapse under the attack.

Instead of which he stood up to
Racke’s rush with cool steadiness, and
met the black sheep of the Shell with
left and right. Aubrey Racke’s heavyv
blows went nowhere, as his hands were
rapped away, and Wally’s right cam
into his cye, followed up by the left on
his nose. And Aubroy Racke, with a
howl of anguish, went to the gronnd

with a crash.
B

“My only hat!”

There was a buzz of astonish-
ment as Racke went down in a heap.

The fat jumior had handled him as
easily as a baby, and he stood grinning
down at the collapsed Aubrey.

Arthur Augustus took off his eyeglass,
polished it, and stuck it back in his eye,
as if to make sure that he was seeing
aright. Ho scarcely believed the
evidence of his celebrated monucle.

Racke sat up dazedly. His sharp nose
was streaming red,

CHAPTER 11,
Amazing !
AT Jave !
“Oh, crumhs!?

“Ow, ow, ow, wow!” mumbled
Aubrey.

“Pm  waiting!®  remaked  Wally
Bunter politely.

“ Yow-ow-ov .7

“My only hat!™ il Grundy. * Are

doi.™* think Racke
Do yo.. want any

wo dreamine? 1
wants any meore,
more, Racke?”

“ Yow-ow-ow "

It was pretty cleat that \olrey Racko
did not want any more. He picked him-
self up, and limped away with his hand-
kerchief to his nose. The crowd made
room for him to pass.

Wally Bunter grinned at the ';taring
faces round him.

Noxt man in 1 he said.

“This must be a giddy drear ,” said
Tom Merry. *“Racke isn’t m::h of a
fichting-man, but—but—but--v 2ll,
hat 1

Grundy of the Shell shoved {i rward.

“I'm your man, Bunter!”

“Weally Gwunday——"

“Oh. let him come on!” si'd Wally.

“I wefuse to allow him to come on.
My turn comes first. St .nd  back,
Gwunday 1

“Raist”

But three or four pairs of hands
dracged the obstreperous Grundy back.
Arthur Augustus slipped hia oyegliss
into his pocket, and faced the fat junior.

*“T am weady, Buntah!”

Wally Bunter put his hands into his
pockets,

*Tw not going to fight yon, Gussy!”
he answered.

“And why not, pway?® demanded
Arthur Augustus warmly.

“T don’t want to.”

“Yon bave no choice in tha mattah,
Buntah, aftah the oppwobwicos epithicts
vou applied to me—""

“T hdn’t1”

“\What?”

“T—1 mean, T withdeaw them,” said

Wally desperately. “Any old thingl
I—T'I anclogise if you like.”
“1f you apologise, Buntah, I feel

bound 1o allow the mattah to dwop,”
said Arthur Augustus, aftor some con-

sideration.
“Richt-ho, old son!
“(old feet!” came

somewhere.
Wally locked round.
“Tf the chan who said cold feet will
stand forward, TU give a son in
e Gr Liprany.—No, 585,

T.et it drop.”
a chokle from
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m=aners,” he remarked, “DPm nob
going to fight Gussy or Tom Merry, but
1l fight anybody clse here present.”

¢ And why not me?” demanded Tom
Merry.

“ Because I rather like you, old top,”
answered Wally affably. “I should be
sorry to spoil your good looks.”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Tom.

“Same to you, and many of them,
Let Grundy come forward. DIl oblige
?rttmdy, if there's titne before break-
ast,”

Grundy did not need asking twice. He
rished forward.

. The next moment a battle royal was
in progroess.

The fat junior had to give ground, so
heavy was the attack. But it was noted
that none of Grundy's heavy drives
reached his cool, fat face. His guard
was always there, and the juniors, in
utter amazement, had to realise that
Bunter of the Fourth was as good a
hoxer as any fellow in the Lower School
at $t. Jim’s. Grundy piled in with
terrific vehemence, but he exbausted
himself on a defencoe that scomed nearly
impregnable; and when he paused at
Just for breath, Wally Bunter piled in,
in his turn, with such suddenness that
George Alfred was on his back before
he knew what was happening.

Grundy found himself gazing up at the
branches overhead, and the bLlue sky
beyond, in a dazed state.

“Gweat Scott! Gwunday's down
gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Bunter—Bunter's  knocked
Cirundy 17 stuttered Figgins.

“Hallo! There goes the bell ?”

It was the breakfast-bell, and at that
gound Wally Bunter started for the
School House.

“Tlf gee you again, Grundy, old top,
il you like!” he called back.

Grundy did not answer. He was too
duzed. Witking and Gunn picked him
up, and George Alfved blinked at them
like a fellow in a dream. Tom Merty
joined Bunter as the latfer rolled into
the School House, giving the fat juuior
a keen glance.

“Where's your
asked suddenly.

“Th? In my pocket.”

“Don’t you need them

“Ahem! I've had a sudden recovery.
1 sha'n’t wear specs any more,” said
Wally, with a chuckle. “Congraivlate
me, oid fellow.”

And he went in.

Tom Merry shook his head.

He simply could not understand Bunter
that morning.

The fat junmjor found himself the
centre of all glances at the breakfast-
table.

Bunter had surprised tho St. Jim’s
follows before, but never so ruch as
now,

Ho turned up cheerful and smiling for
morning lessons, i the Fourth Form-

e

down

specs, Bunler?” he

e

room. Then there was another surprise.-

Billy Bunter had become quite famous
in the. Fourth for the number of things
he did not know, or could not under-
stand, But Bunter—this Bunter—was
easily up to the work of the Fourth.
Indeed, he was ahead of a good many
follows there. Mr. Lathom, surprised
and pleased, gave Bunter approving
glances, and even words of commenda-
tion.

After dinner that day Wally Bunter
went up to Study No. 2 in the Fourth
Form passage. He was aware that that
had been cousin Billy’s study, As his
old employer—Mr, Penman—was coming
that afterncon, the fat junior proceeded
to make the study very tidy, in case his
visitor should come that way. Monty
Lowther found him thus engaged.
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“YWhat on earth are you up fo,
Bunter?” ejaculated Lowther, as he saw
the fat junior with a duster in his hand.

“Tidying up! I'm expecting a visitor.”

“You haven't much time for tidying.
There are several fellows waiting to
slaughter you, including myself!”

Wally shook his head.

“No more scraps till my visitor's
beer,” he said. T can’t show Mr,
Penman a black eye or a red nose. I'm
at ansbody’s sctvice after six. Up to
six I shall take the poker to anybody
who bothers met”

“Will you?’ roared a voice in the
passags, as George Alfred Grundy glared
in over Lowther's shoulder,

“Just s0.”

klet's sce you do i1” grinned
Grundy, and he pushed Towther uside
and rushed dinto the study.

Grundy did not really want to see
Wally do it, as a matter of fact; but he
did see Wally do it, nll the same. The
fat junior whipped up the poker, which
ho had thoughtfully placed between the
bars of the grate. Grundy retreated
with a loud vell as the plowing end
came near his nose.

“Yatoooh! Kcep off " he roured.

“Pravel 1”
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“Retter got oub!” advised Wally.
“Otherwise you micht get a tup—like
that!”

“ YVow-ow-weoop t”

George Alfred fled.

Monty Lowther walked away with 8
smile. Tom Merry & Co. agrecd that
Buntor should not pay his dire penaltics
antil after his distiniguished visitor had
come and gone; that was only con
siderate. The fact was that the Co. no
longer nourished much wrath against
Bunter. Pluck will tell; and the fat
junior’s undoubted pluck that morning,
while it amazed the junmiors, had raiscd
him very much in their estimation,

Sp Wally Bunter was left in repose;
and when My, Penman of Canterbury
arrived, the fat junior greeted him with
a cheery and smiling face,

CHAPTER 12.
Arthur Augustus Finds His Old Pal !
1] I0 first 1" said Girundy.
M “Wats 1 i
The dusk was gathering
over St. Jim's. Play was
over on Little Side, and fellows were
coming in from the river. Near the
gates of the school a group of juniors
had gathered — the Terrible Three,
Figgins & Co., Study No. 6, Grundy,
and a few others. They were wating
for Bunter.
Bunter's visitor had stayed cuito a
long time, and most of the time he had

been in Study No. 2 with Bunter,
engaged in discussion.
When Mr. Penman left, Bunter

and

sGfab of the juniors noticed that his fat
face was very grave.

They were waiting for him now to

come back, nfter seeing his visitor off at

wilked to the station with hirn ;

Rylcombe. )
“Jt's my turn first!” persisied
Grundy. “T've started, you kuow! !

“Waubbish !”

“The fact iz, Grundy,” said Tom
Merry, “I don’t think there's any need
to rag Bunter. Somchow, he doesn't
seem such a worm as hie waz I think
he might be let off.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

7 was thinking the same,” eaid Kerr,
with a nod, And Figgins nodded, too;

and there was n general nodding.
“YIp'a knocked me down,” said

Grundy, but his tone 7as somewhat

mollified. “Who'd have thought he'd

Lave the pluck to trr it? I awe him a

g

thrashing, Siili, I must say I
better of him than I did. But—

* Heali he comes!”

Wally Bunter came in at the gates,
the expreszion on his fat face still very
serious, He smiled stightly as he saw
the group of juniors.

“ Waiting for my scalp?” he asked.

“No," said Tom. *We've decided to
Iook over your being such a worm,
Bunter. You don't scem such a worm
to-day, somehow.”

“Fia, ha, ha!” roared Wally.

“Bai Jovs! What are you cacklin® at,
Buntah ¥"*

“Ahem! Never mind. You fellows
may as well bury the hatchet,” said
Wally. “I'm leaving 8t. Jim's in a
few days."

,t’hink

T shiould like to say I
am =owswy, Buntah, but—but weally,
you &

“Only, it wouldn't be irue!™ grinned
Wally. ‘“All right, old bean. I'm glad
to ba able to make you happy like this,
It's a pleasure to confer pleasure, you
know [

“Well, if you're going, T won't lick
you!” said Grundy.

“Thank wou for nothing, old hoss!
You couldn’t, anyway !”

“I'm jolly well—-"

“No, you won'ti” said Tom Merrz.
*Shut up, Grundy!”

And Wally Bunter passed in peace.

The fat junior secmed in a thoughtiul
mood that evening, though he wus quite
cheery. If he was leaving St. Jim's, it
did not seem to weigh upon his spirits
very much, .As a matter of fact, the
change in Mr. Penman's plans had not
been much of a shock to him, as it
might have been if he had been still at
(‘reyiriars. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
remombaring tho friendship he had once
had for Wally Bunter, joined him in the
(lommon-room that evening, where the
fat junior sat looking reHectively into
the hre.

80 yeu ha
remarked.

Wally looked up.

“ Yes—on Satarday.”

“T twust there is nothin’ w'ong ¥’

“Nothing at all,” answered Wallz.
<11l tell you, if you like."

“Y ghould be honahed by your confi-
dence, Buntah!” said the swell of Kt
Jim's graciously.

“Mr. Penman's changed his plans—
not without my agreeing, of course. His
son is going to take charge of a branch
of the business they're opening in Paria,
and I'm to go with him. My French 13
A 1, you know."

“'Bai Jove! s it?” gasped Arthur
Augustus, “I-1 didn't know——"

Wally chuelkled.

are goin', Bupfalii”

]

“You wouldn't know, wnder the
circs,”” he saidy “Dbut it is. It's a big

opening for me—no ent of chances—and
better than the post Mr. Penman had in
his eyo for me, Of course, I've accepted.
It's the chence of a lifetime, and jolly
good of the gevernor to give it to me.
I mean to work jolly hard, and show
that I'm worth what ther're giving
me,"”
“Ppat is o vowy pwopak wesolution,
Buntah., I-I twust you will be able to
stick to it

And Wally chuckled again. There was
no doubt that he would stick to his
rosolution, whatever might have been
the case with Billy Bunter.

The next motning there was a letter
in tho rack for Bunter. Ie opencd it
rather eagerly, as ho saw that it was
sddressed i the band of Harry Wharton
of the Greyfriars Remove.

“Oh, my only eainted aunt " he
ejaculated, as he glanced over the letter.
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“The game's given away! Well, it
doesn’t matter now !’

His eyo lingered on o paragraph in
tha letter:

“We know all about it now, and Billy
Bunter has owned up. Snoop seems to
have known it all along. You bounder,
I never heard of such a trick! But
you're forgiven, and we shall be jolly
glad to see you next time ‘you can come
along to Gregfriars—in your own name
this time,”

“Good old Wharton!” murmured
Wzlly Bunter. “I must drop in and see
them before I leave England., And—and
I'm glad it’s out! I can explain to the
fellows here now, and not leave them
tiuinking that that fat bounder was me |”

And after lessons that day Bunter of
the Pourth dropped in at Study No. 6,
where he found Blake & Co. and the
‘Teerible ‘Tinee at tea.

Seven forefingers pointed to the door,
aud seven veices pronounced in unison
ane expressive word

“Cutt?

Wally Bunter did not cut. He grinned,
and came into the study, and closed the
Jdoor after him.

“Ive got something to tell you
fcllows,” he said calmly. “It’s rather a
seeret—at least, the masters are not to
koow. I believe son don’t think me

TITITTRT
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such a Jsorm as you did up fo yester-

“ Well, that’s true,” said Tom Merry.
“You seer to have changed, somehow.
But what are you driving at?”

“T'm changed a lot,” chuckled Wally
—*lock, stock, and barrel! Vou see,
I’'m not the same person }”

‘‘What 7

“Bai Jovel”

Tom Merry fairly blinked at the fat
junior as he went on to explain the
fittle ganie that had been played. Arthur
Augustns’ eyoglass seemed glued upon
Wally Bunter, and his mouth was wide
open—the first time it had ever been
seen thus—so astonished was he.

** 8o, you see,” Wally wound up, as the
juniors gasped, “Y'm me, and the other
chap was my cousin Billy, He busted
our agreement, and made me come here
in a hurry. But it doesa’t matter, as it
turns out, as I'm leaving on Saturday.
The Greyfriars chaps know now-—so you
may as well know. That's all!”

And he turned to the door.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jumped up
and caught him by a fat arm,

“Pway wemain heah, Buntah—""

“I didn’t come in to tea,” grinned
Wally. “I’'m not Billy, you know.”

“You're going to stay, all the same,”
said Jack Blake. “I really think we
ought to have guesed how it was.”

*Yaas, wathah! I don’t want to tell
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you fellows.that I told you so,” said
Arthur Augustus, turning his c;eglass
severely upon his chums. “But I must
remark that I said fwom the first that
Wally Buntah was a splendid chap. He
saved me fwom havin’® my clobbah
wuined on one occasion. 1 must say I
am surpwised at you fellows i

“Why, you fathead,” howled Lowther,
‘‘you never ‘guessed—"’

*“Pway don’t argue, Lowthash! You
are always arguin’. Pway make woom
for my fwiend Buntah to sit down, Dig.
Heah you are, Wally, old chap }*?

And, for once, Bunter of the Fourth
was an honoured guest in Study No, 6;
but it was a different Bunter, and that
made all the difference.

Wally Bunter’s. time was passed most
agreeably during the remainder of his
stay at St. Jim’s; and when he left
quite a litlle army of junicrs marched to
the station with him to see him off.
Tom Merry & Co. were quite sorry to
see him go; and it was likely torgo a
long time before they forgot Bunter—-
and Bunter!

THE END,

(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co. ap

St. Jim's—“RATTY JUNIORI"—
by Mar:in Clifford.)
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THE SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS!

An Easter Comedy at Greyfriars School.

L

ASTER, like Christmas, comes but once

a year, and Harry Wharton, the

President of the Remove Amateur

Dramatic Socicty, had decided that

when the first peace-time Easter cawe rowuu

he would hold a performance of “ Hamlet 5>—

« performance which wounld make the hones of
Riily Shakespeare fairly rattle!

Wharton made uo seerct of his plans,

He pinied the following anncuncement wm

the ngtice-board for all the school to <ce:

“NOTICE!

“ A fuil-dress rebearsal of * HAMLET® wil !

Ve keld in the Common-room on Wednesday
cvening, at eight sbarp, aud the actual per-
1ormance will ‘take place in the Public Hall,
Caourifield, on the following Saturday.

* Admisgion frec!

“The principai members of the cast will he
us follows:

Hamlet, Prince of Denmark... H, Wharton,
Claudins, King of Denmark ... H, Vernon-smith,
Gertende, Queen of Denmark W, Wibley,
Horatio, Frieand to oot R, Cherry.

Poloiing ...J. Ball.
Ghost .. .. P. Todd.
Laeres .. ... M. Linley,

Nugent,

.. T. Brown,

... R. Rake.

.. H. J. R, Sineh,

Ophelia... ,.
Hernardo
Francisco .,
Chief Graveh

“There will he the usual collection of
vourtiers and other silly asses, and they are
requested to keep as far away from the stage
as possible. 2

“@reyfriars fellows are invited to roll up
in their thousands!

@ (Signed) HARRY WHARTON,
% President, Remove Amateur
Dramatic Society.”

The majority of the fellows needed no second
bidding. The idea of Johnny Bull playing
Polcniug, and heftng slain behind the arras,
was in itsclf a super-atiraction; and Peter
Todil as Ghost, to say nothiug of Inky playing
the part of Chief Orave-digger, would be
sights to see und wonder at.

Long before eight o'clock on the fateful
evening the Common-roomr wias packed; and
when the curtain went up there was a babel
of applause:

“On the ball, there !

*Dow't trip over the battlemets !

* Ha, ha, hg!? i

The openming went with 2 swing-undil tie
ghosy, appeared,

Peter Todd tripped across the stage at o very
vighosilike puace, e bopeicssly en-
vangled in Lis robes.

CWhat do you thiek yon're daing, fathead ¢»
bissed Wharton.

“Me? J=¥m the ghost ol your murdered
fother 42

“Shurenp, it ab
WrGgne '

youn 45! Veuse got

Related by S. Q. 1. FIELD.

“Me lord,” said Bob Cherry, turning to
Hamlet, “this is the sume spook that Brown
and Rake—I mean, Bernardo and Francisco—
saw wheb we were keeping watch last night !»

“You burbling jabberwock!® muttered

Wharton flercely, *Those aren’t sShake-
speare’s words!®
“Sorry! I was forgetting.”

“Well, don't keep butting in, for goodnec s’
sauke! Half the audience are in hysterics
already !

Thus admonished, the wretched Horatio
stink to the back of the etage, and was ne
more seen,

Meanwhile, Peter Todd sorted himself out,
and the players settled down once mare,

Johnny Bull, in a flowing Heard, was a great
success, He gave Laertes—alias Mark Linley--
his blessing, and bundled him off to France;
and cverything went swimmingly.

When the time came for Hamnlet to despateh
Polonius_to his happy hunting-ground, how-
ever, lie did it with such unneccssary violence
that Johuny Bull roared with amguish for
guite a long time after hia Geath.

Inky proved an admirable Grave-digger,

e wielded the spade with great vigour,
scattering dirt over everybody on the stage,
and keeping the awdience in roars of laughter.

But the greatest sceme of all—tho ducl
between  Hamlet and  Tacites—was  the
audience’s chief delight,

Al the time the duel was in progress there
were weird noises going cn underneath the
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platform; hut in the excitement of seecing
several people poisoned, and several morc
sluin with the sword, mnobody took much
naotice,

The stage was littered with players in
recumnhent attitudes, either dead or in the
act of dying; and Hamlet himself was pre-
paring to chuck in his mit.

He turned wearily to Eoratio.

%¢ Ahsent thee from felicity awhile,
And in this harsh world draw thy breath
in pain
To tell my story."?

Bang!

Something iu the nature of an earthquake
followed.

The entire platform suddenly collapsed, and
king, queen, prince, and courtiers went
toppling down to flestruction.

Clouds of dust nrose, and wild shrieks from
the unfortunate players.

Then the curtain was hastily rung down,
and the members of the audience hugged each
other in the last stage of hysterics.

1I.

" E'VE been let down horribly !* said
Wharton.
~In more senses than
groaned Bob Cherry.

As soon as they had recovered from the
terrific  collapse  which had crowned the
rehearsal, the performers set to work to try
and discover who had caused the calamity.

They found that the wooden supports under-
neath the platform had been sawn through
vhile the play was in progress.

But there was not a sign or a shadow of
the practical jokers.

% Who is responsible for this rotten trick?”
¢xclaimed Wharton.

¢ Coker, of course!"™ growled Johnny Rull.
«Every time we get up a play Coker tries to
muck it up. I've noticed that he's been cack-
ling like a hyena for the last day or two!"

&My hat! Come to think of it, I've noticed
the same thing!" said Bob Cherry, ¢Coker’s
at the bottom of this bizney right enough'!”

one i*

THIS
WEEK'S

“ MACNET.”
Wharton nodded.

“There’s only one thing to be done,” hLe
said. “We must go along and slaughter the
hounders !™

< In full force!” said Nugent. ¢« We'll smash
their study, and their chivvies into the bar-
gain! They make my blood hoil !*

So the Remove players massed themselves
together, and warched away to Coker's study
in the Fifth Form passage.

Coker, Potter, and Greene were there; and
they sprang to their feet in astonishment as
the invaders trooped in.

«What the thump——" began Coker.

“ Explain yourself, you cad!™ said Harry
Wharton warmly. ¢ What do you mean
by it?»

“You checky young ass!™ snorted Coker.
“Have you suddenly gone potty?"

“You won't wriggle out of it by pretending
you're innocent ! said Nugent. “We guessed
you'd deny it, as a matter of fact. Come oun,
you fellows! Sock it into 'em!”

% Why, you—you: * spluttered Coker.

«Pile in!” said Wharton, “We won’t stand
on cerewmnony !”

The Removites stood on a good many octher
things, though. They swept the mantelpicce
clear, and trampled vases and pictures under-
foot. They wrenched the chairs asunder;
they hurled the table at the hookcase, with
disastrous results to both; and by the time
they had finished the study was in a state
of ubsolute chaos.

Coker & Co. put up a desperate defence,
of course; but they were hopelessly out-
numbered.

« Now.,” said Wharton, catching up a cricket-
stump, “hold these beauties down, some of
you, while I wallop "em }”

The “walloping » was carried through with
great thoroughness, and Bob Cherry likened
the performance to the heating of carpets.

Coker had his dose first, then Potter, and
lastly Greene; and all three of them got it
hot.” Their yells of rage and pain were
sufficient to awaken the celebrated Seven
Sleepers.

Somewhut consoled by having let off steam
to this extent, the avengers dispersed.

The Famous Five went along to Study No. 1.

TUBBY & LANKY, THE TERRIBLE TWINS.

o AT

1A

Drawn by

JACK BLAKE of St. Jim's.

PRICE 12° ORDER NOW.

On the table was a note, in the unmistakable
handwriting of Teniple of the Fourth.

It ran as follows:

“You must give us hest over what hap-
pened this evening. We scored off you.n

treat! THE FOURTH.”
The Famous Five starcd at cach other
Rankly.

“Oh, help!” gasped Bob Cherry.
Temple & Co. all the time!™

“And we've been and slaughtered Coker!l”

“Oh dear!”

“0Oh crumbs!®

“We were on the wrong track:"

“ We've properly put our foot in it—or,
rather, both feet }” said Harry Wharton. “For
once in a way the innocent have suffered for
the guilty. Coker & Co. got it in the neck
for something they know mnothing about!'™

« However, we needn’t reproach ourselves,”
said Nugent. © They've done dozens of things
for which they've never been howled out, so
they only got their just deserts.”

«'All the same, I think it’s up to us to
apologise,” said Wharton. ¢ Poor old Coker!
Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker accepted the apology with very ill
grace. And the three Fiith-Formers showed
a strange reluctance to sit down for several
days afterwards!

“It was

In due course the real performance of
¢ Hamlet » took place in Courtfield before a
packed house.

Bob Cherry had mastered his part by this
time, and he made no further lupse into very
modern English.

Peter Todd, too, was careful not to trip over
his robes; and the duel scene in the last act
was got through without mishap.

The Greyfriars fellows were there to a man,
and there was no further attempt on the part
of Temple & Co. to wreck the performance.
The Fourth-Formers had certainly spoilt_the
rehearsal, but they drew the line at spoiling
the actual show.

The play was a stunning success from start
to finish,

The Remove had intended to wreak ven-
geance on Temple & Co.; but they were so
delighted at the complete success of the per-
formance that they agreed to Bob Cherry’s
suggestion to bury the hatchet.

And when the amateur actors trooped hack
to Greyfriars in the cool of the evening they
told themselves that Easter had turned up
trumps after all

Coker & Co. thought otherwise. But what
they said ahout it would make the printing-
machine go on strike!

THE END.

GASH ON DELIVERY

Some Interesting Correspondence. ';

[EpiTOR'S NoTE.—The following interesting
correspondence has been excavated from the
ruins of Study No. 7 a€ter a raid on that apart-
ment by the Famous Five. We are publishing
it herewith, as it gives one a good insight
into the life and character of William George
Bunter.]

I
[{ ROM Master W. G. Bunter to the
Boneshaker  Bicyele Co., td.,
+ London,

“Deer Sirs,—I have seen your
advertissmeant in the * Weekly Welsher,
offering & number of your famus Boneshaker
bikes for sail.

1 am grately in need of a bike. The other
feloes at this skool are an awfully mean lot,
and they won't lend me theirs, hecaws they
say that my grate wate smashes the saddel in,

“ Pleese send me won of your hikes (katalog
price ten kwid), and address il to:

W, G. BUNTER, ESQ.,
Friardale Station,
Kent,
to he called for.

“I will let you have the money on reseat
of my next remittans from my tytled
rellations.

“ Hopeing you are kwite well, as it leeves
me at pressant,

% Yours trewly,
“W, G. BODNTER.”

Printed and published every Wedneada:

Advertisement oficed:
Anm‘ll‘n:n Olo -
n

o Fleotway
per annum, ¢s.

Bolo agents

, B.O. ubscription rates:
8 L for South Africa: The Oentral News Agoncy. L
ow Zealand: Mossrs. Gordon & Qotch, Ltd.; and for Canada: The Imperial News Co., Ltd.—Saturday, April 26th, 1919,

by the Proprietors, the Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Fleetway ‘Bouse, Farringdon Street, Lundon, E.O.
o\u‘e. l'l'.;r(ngdc)tlinI Street, London, E.C.4. B
or six months,

.0. 6.
abroad Soutk Africa and
td. Bole agents utor,).'uunl_x‘

Inland and (except



No. 585.

Ii,

«Trom the Boneshaker Bleyele €o., Ltd,, to
the Headmaster, Greyfriars sS¢hool

“ PDear Sir,—We are in reccipt of a letter
from W. . Bunter, one of your pupils, who
coutemplates the purchase of one of our cele-
hrated machines, valte ten pounds.

% Before executing this order we should he
glad if you would kindly inform us whether
Master Bunter is in a position to pay for the
bicycle,

“Might we take this opporbunity of draw-
ing your attention to our wonderful self.
staiting, three-speed, umpteen-horse-power,
vightéen.carat bicycles, stamped In  every
link, jewelled in every movewent?

“You are doubtless advanced in years, buf
this would not prevent your skimming along
the roads like a swallow.

“DON'T DPELAY! ORDER TO-DAY!

“We remain, dear sir,

“ Your obedient servants,
“THE BONESHAKER Bicycrr €o.,
“per pro A. BERSTLY-CROCK,
~Manager.”

111,

“From the Headwastor, Groyfriars School,
to the Boneshaker Bieyele (o, Ltd,
London.

“Birs,—~In reply to your communication, T
regret to state that 1 do not consider Master
Bunter sufficiently sound, either financiaily
or physically, to receive one of your bicyeles,

“With regard to your suggestion that I
should avall myself of one of your machines,
Iet me pt once state that I decline to do so,
I heard of a gentleman at Courtfield who
vas once misguided enough io purchase a
hicyele from you and experiment upon it,
They buried him in the local cemetery.

“Not only are your wmachines unsound,
unstable, and unreliable, but they plice the
rider in a position of arave peril. 1 have no
wish to. he cut off untimely. from. a world
which, “although it FKarhours knaves
rogues, is well worth remaining in,

“Yours truly,
= [TerseRt H.. LOCKE.”

& V.
“ From Master W. (i Bunter, Greyfriars

School, to the Boneshaker. Bicycle Co., Ltd.,
London,

“Peer Sies,—I am very indiggnaut to find,
after waiting pashuntly for ‘menny days,
that -you -have not yet xent ‘the hike.

“Every day 1 have been to the station,
hut there has heen 1o sine or shaddo of a
hike. Ys if never kuwining?

s If it's the money that’s trubbling you, I
ive you my word of onner that I will pay
you the ten kwids as soon as my postal-order
irives.

*Pleese shake a

legg!
> Yours trewly,

“W, @, BUNTER.
“P.8.+-Buck up with the bike!
“P.P.S.—Send it by passinger trane.
“lP.‘P.;PS.—-Don'j forget to send it ‘ karridge

pade,

Ve
“From the Boneshaker Bieyele €o., Lid.,
London, to Master W (. Bunter, Greyfriars
Nchool, ‘ .
“ Bir,~We have had your Ictter imnslmedf
and, in reply, beg to state -that it is impos-
sihle for us to desyatch you the bicycle on
account of your alleged impecuniosity,
“You will kindly refrain from: troubling us
again on this subject.
“Yours truly,
“THE BONESHAXER Bicyerk €o.,
“per pro. A. 8. WINDLER,
 Agsistont-Manager,”
Vi.
(Postueaed.)
=Irou,. Masier W. €, Bunier, Greyfriars
Sehool, to the Bondshaker Bicyele Co., Ltd.,
London.

“Yali! Beest-!! Frawds!!? Spooferstil
~6G0 AXD EAT COKE!
“W, G, BUNIER.™®

and:
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The Ed,itor’sﬁChat.

The Companion Papers are :

THE MAGNET. THE BOYS' FRIEND. TME CEM. THE PENNY POPULAR. CHUCKLES.
Every Monday. Every Monday. Every Wed. Every Y. Every Friday.
YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS GLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS.

EASTER GREETINGS TO ALL!

On the occaxion of this, the first peuce-
time Easter, let we cenvey to all my chums
~—hoya und girls; yes, and the old folks, too!
—my sincere good wishes for a wmerry time.
With the loyal nid of Mr, Martin Clifford, 1
lave done my utmost to make this week’s
issue of the GEM Library contribute to the
delights of RBank Holiday. Our space for
reading-matter is still very restricted, but 1
have endeavoured to make thiz Easter Nuinber
as hright and epjoyable as possible.

EXIT BILLY BUNTER!

Billy Bunter has now left St. Jim's, amd
the school is the richer for his loss.

For next Wednesday we have:

 RATTY JUNIOR!”
By Martin Clifford.

Mp, Martin Clifford's renown as a humorons
writer will extend yet further through ihe
medium of this magnificent loug complete
story of the chums of St. Jim’s.

Mr. Ratclift, the sour, ill-tempered master
of the New House, is expecting his nephew

sonds Figginz & Co. to meet the new hoy.
Figgins & Co., in turn, send Gussy; and the
swell of S, Jim's puts his foot init—in faet,
hoth feet! Anyway,

“ RATTY JUNIOR!"

has a nost painful and surprising reception;
und, as a result, Figgins & Co, get it *“in the
neck » for not having carried out Mr. Rat-
Lelifl’s instructions in the first instance.

This is a refreshing story, brimful 'of fun
and comedy, und the hoy or girl who wmisses
it is inissing a real good thing!

THROUGH FIRE AND FLAME!

Coolness and Pluck at a Big Public
8chool.

Some of the more critical of my readers are
inelined to scoff at the, idea of u big school
being threatened with dustruction by fire.
They are apt to regard such incidents ug far-
fetehed and impossible.

Before me is a letter
Winchester, who writes:

¢ am greatly enjoying your xerial in
the ©Magnet”  entitled Goggs, drame
marian,” but I must say that the auathor
shows a lamentable ignorance if he imagines
his readers will swallow the absurd. state-
ment that Franklingham School was destroyed
by fire. In:some of your stories this “fire,
flarne, and fury ’ busivess is earrivd to excess.
I am at a big public school mysclf, and I

from . R K., of

| know for a fact that such fires seldom or

[ never happen.”

Sinee writing this letter my Winehester
chum will .probably have secn the aecount of
the great fire which recently occurred at Wel-
lington College, and he will modify his views.

The fire in question was a gigantic blaze.
and eould be scen for many miles around.
The coolneas of the hoys, and the plucky part
phuyed hy one of the masters, were the out-
standing features. The newspaper réports do
not eularge upou these two facts;-and one
does not wonder why. Coelness and “pluck in
A crisis are just what we may expect {rom
Britiskk schoolboys, and from men who are
responsible for their cducation,

The fire started in the wing in which the
Orange, Rlueher, Anglesey, and Beresford dor-
mitories are situated. The - Grange and
Blucher dormnitories, nn the top floor, were
burnt out; and the others, on’the floor he-
neatl, a5 well g 20mie of the class-rooms o
the .ground-foor, Were dimagéd by, water.

About seventy boys who slept in Lhe Orange

Bartholomew to arrive at the school, and he:

anmd Blucher dormitorics lost most of their
personal belongings, The fire was deteeted
by a porter, who saw smoke coming from tho
dormitories. He ran to the top of the water-
tower and rapg the wlarm-bell. He was in
danger of being overpowered hy the anoke,
bat = Mr. Whitehead, an assistant-master,
dashed into the burning wing and assisted
him down.

Far an hour or two the fate of the ecollege
was in the balanee, 'Nhe school fire-hrigade
got to work promptly, hut was unable to
make wuch headway against the flames, which
burst from tlhe dormitory windows and
througli the roof, and could he scen for many
miles around. Motor fire-engines arrived from
Wokingham, Reading, Camberley, Guildford,
Aldershot, and Broadmvor, and saved tho
situation.

The boys took the affair very ealmly. One
said, *Never inind about our things buing
burnt so long as we get a-day off to-morrow!”

‘His comrade straightway wagered him six
douvghnuts that lessons wounld carry on as
usnal--and he won!

The headmaster said that all the hoys whoso
bed-rooms lLad been  destroyed would ho
accommodated in the sanatoriuny, the clisse
Tooms, or the masters’ Houses.

“No one, was hurt,” he ndded,
the usual evening serviee was leld.
will be as usual to-morrow.”

The. parents of many of the boys were
staying for the Week-vnd at an hotel closo
by. They “were at lunehvon when they heard
the fire-hell, and, rusllftig nut, went to find
it their sons were gafe.

Fortunately, they were; and the great fire
of Wellingtou is by this time ouly & memory.

“and
Clusses

SHOULD FATTY WYNN SPEAK IN
WELSH ?

Some of 1y Welsh chums seem to think he

shoutd, anyway. This is what enc of themn
says:
The boys of Talysarn, North Wales, would
he extremely obliged, Mr. Editor, if you would
persuade Me. Martin Cliford to make Fatty
Wynn speak in his native tongue.

I am a Welsh boy, and if I can help 1
will do so with pleasure.

“ydwyt,
“¥n gywir ac.
“yn fyddlon,
“TREVOR WYXNN OWEN.”

T am afraid my English and Scottish readers
would not. take Kindly to this idea at all;
so Fatty Wynn must eoutinne to talk in an
intetligible manner. AVhy,  if he started
spouting in Welsh, the regult would be worse
Ahan: Grandy's spelling!

_——

{ EVERYBODY'S HAPPY!

. At least, they seem fo he, if my posthag
is any criterion.  Noi sinee happy pre-war
days have T reeeived such a hudget of cheery
letters.

Allun M., of sheerness, bursts forth as
follows:

“ Dear Editor—To-day is Wednesday, and
the sua is shining, and the blue sky is out,
and so I feel all merry and bright!”

Perhaps the fact that the Gex Is out as
well Liag somethinzg to do with it. Anyway,
Allan H. feels so bucked with life that he
sends me a crowd of drawings, which he
assures we he did alone and unaided. One
of them shows  Wells und Beckett serapping in
the ring; another shows Arthur Augustus
D'Arey i one of his elegant attitudes; lmt
the masterpicce of them all is a fearful and
wonderful picture entitled “Emile Cottin's
Atlempt on the Krench Premier’s Life.” I am
glad mty ¢hum explaing what the subject is.
Had be not done sc -1 should have . thought
it was h bonh-raid on Cologne!

“(Continged on page 16.)
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However, Alfan H. is probably very young,
nd-as-time goes on his work will inprove.
In fact, he may one day become the GEM

“Library's special artist. Who knows?
THERE'S A QREAT TIME OOMING,
: BOYS ! )

_,ﬁuperstjtimjs' people will say that -Friday
is‘an unlucky day ; but if they buy the * Penny
Popplar ? week by week, and read the splendid
‘stories. of school-life contained therein, they
wilt éhgmBe’ their -minds, ’

“The ‘cireulation of the merty little “Pop>»
hayalready .reached.heights which make one’s
head turn “dizzy ; but’ jt- will ‘soar- yet higher
in-phe neir: future hecause of a new and alto-
gether' 'unprecedented. feature which will
shortlyché introduced. I may not at present
divilge’ what this: new feature is; but all my-
chums ‘shonld -make "a point of ‘buying the
“Penny Pop” each week and endeavouring
to -2olve the great secret .themselves!

Weekly papers for boys continue to wax
and 'wane, but ;
THE ‘“PENNY POF" 18 STILL, ON

‘TOP !

NOTICES.

_©orrespondence, eto., Wanted by—
_G.-Brittoh, 4, Rossiter's. Lane, St.- George,
Beistol—with readers interested in geology.

‘Ernest Gundny, Unley, 24, Donald Street,
North . Brunswick.. Melbourne, Victorid, Aus-
tralli—~with readers, abont 17, in-British Isles,
+ €Has. ‘Findlay, -15, Glebe . 8treet, - Hobart,
Tasmanii—with readers in China, India, West
Indies, West Africa, and’ Canada, interested
in.stamp-eollecting.

James :Fecles, 11, James Street, Preston,
Dagés—witlr readers anywhere, especially:
those 'interested in amateur magazines.  He.
would like to bear from Adbert E. Thompson,.
South” Wales,

‘H. Lambert, 141; Berners Street, Leicester,
waiits 100 ‘miembers over 14 for GigM. and
“Mignet » - League. Magazine ' monthly.!
Htamped addressed envelope.-

‘Miss Lucy Wilkinson, 30, Alexander Street,
-J;;e{%on,: Lancs—2with .girl readers anywhere,
1/ Doyle, 38, Henry. Street, Newport, Mon—
with readers' anywhere. h i

Miss Eileen Lawford, 1; Milton Street, West
Hartlepoal—with girl readers, 17 or over.
..Charles 'H: Smith, 16, Chapel Street, Port
Elizabeth, South Africa—with readers any-
wheres )

Yictor G. Vivash, Waverley. Road, .East
Caulfield, Melbourne, Victorin, Awustralia—-
with regders in Africa and England interested
in photography.

““Nprian - Stockton, - Paraparap, -Darwin,
Northérn Territory,  Australia-—with readers
in United Kingdom; Canada, st the States.

Miss “Joyce “E: Warr, ' 63, Linda_Crescent,
Glenferrie, Victoria, ~Australia, wints' méni..
bers,. 11-12, ,outside Victoria, for Girls' Own’
Correspondence Club.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

@, . Hollingworth, 1, Hardwick Terrace,
Norton Road, Stocktontop-Tees, wants aAdver-
tisements ' for amateur magazine.
addressed envelope. .

. A. 0, 23, Lillie Mansiqns, Lillic- Road,
Futham, S.W.6, wants hectograph jelly in
good - condition: . State -price.. Envelope,

please. .

J. Howell, 236, Smithdown Lane; Bdge HIill,
Liverpool, wants mémbers for~correspondence
club. and amateur’ wagazine, Addressed,
stamped envelope, :

Miss Hilda Opie, 24,-Coventry Street, Upper
Stoke, Coventry—with . girl readerd, 17, in
Winnipeg.

Miss Nellle Malioney, 87, George Street,
Redfern, Sydnmey, New Sonth Wales,
tralia—with girl readers 4in British Islands or
America,

A. Howden, 116, Rose Street, So. Lane,

Ydinburgh-—with readers, 16-17, overseas, pre-
ferably North and South America.
* Jack Kendall, 6, Thackray Street, Highroad
Well, Halifax. Yorks, would like to contribute
to amateur magazines, sports and athletics.
Specimen copies asked for. .

M. (. Clay, Manor Farm, Over Hadden,
near Bakewell, Derhyshire—with readers any-
where.

Percy Rossiter, 23, White Road, Vicarage
Lane, Stratford, HE.15, wants members for
serious amateur theatricals. p

Miss Maude Cook, 2, Essex Grove, Forest’

Road,” Walthamstow, Essex—with réaders
anywhere.. .

" Miss Agnes Rhynas, 47, 8. Mary Road, Hoe
Street, Walthamstow, Essex—with “readers
overseas,

Ned " Sullivan, 66, Pasquiey Road, Ferest
Road, Walthamstow, . E.—with. ‘readers any-
where. , o

F.'Wirtz, 12, Tavistoeck Place, Bloomsbury,
W.C.1, ‘wants . members_for corréspondence
clyb . and. magazine—not on pags-round
system,.

‘John McGrau, 20, Carr Street, Stockton-on.
Tees, wants readers  for - the: “Universal
Amateur Magazine.” -Post free, 3id, .

Miss L. BRetts, The Beehive Inn, Henry
‘Street, Chatham—with _readers,” 14-16, in
Ameriea or. Australia. c
_¢. Morland, c¢/o Mrs, Kramer, 7208, Vandi-
venter Avenue, St. Louis, Montana, W.8.A.,

wants- -mémbers  for ‘Ipternational Corre-
spondence Club.

Jimmy' King-13 years—32, Barnsbury
Street; "Barnsbury,. N.—with readers; of * his
own age, abouf the GEM and “Magnet”
stories.

‘Arthur Grifiths, 5, Evans Street, Newport,
Mon—with readers anywhere,

M. G. Ball, 54-Burley, Lodge Road Leeds,
wants members for ctub; 10" milgs of Leeds.
Stamped , addressed . envglope.

C. A. Sherlaw, 3, Argyle Terrace, Porter:
field- Inyerness.~with -readers-anywhere. ;

T. 'Ffrench, G, Castlewood Avenue,” Rath-
mines; Dublin,~wants members for the Irish
Amateur Press Association, .
. J.:Howell, 236, Smithdown Lang, Edge Hill,
Liverpool, wants memhets for corcespondence
club and amateur magazine.

INEW LONG STORY BOOKS!

. JUST OUT.

I =

Detective Tales. Sport and Adveniure Tales.
SEXTON BLAKE | BOYS' FRIEND
LIBRARY. "¢ LIBRARY.
'No. 72. OUTCASTS:. No. 454. THE RISE OF
TYNEGATE.

4 No. 73. THE S T OF By Andrew Gray.

i B SECR . Wi, | No. 455. "CHUMS OF THE
rHE By Genflrgy Gordon,
No. 74. ACROSS . e, | No: 456, THE BOYS OF

‘ : * CSTI‘: KII;_:DA ’S.
By S. Clarke Hook,
No. 75. THE MYSTERY OF | N, 457, QN THE UP ROAD,
THE GREY CAR By Malcolm: Dale,R '

Pri : —‘ - 48

Erisc COMPLETE STORY IN EACH NUMBER IZ=°

each, —--ASK YOUR NEWSAGENT FOR THEM.— each. |
= -

stamped |

Aus- |

“Three-halfpence.

¥, -C, Milan, 484, Replingham Road, London,
$.W. 18-—with readers anywhere, 154

Amateur writérs wanted for--the Tnker-
x)ationﬁl Amateur Press Club. Three maga-
‘zineg free monthly.—Joseph Parks, 88, Garnet
Street,” Saltburn-by-the-Sea, Yorks.

Jack Cully, 20, Villiers Street, Murton' 8.0.,
Durham, - will contribute stories to” amateur
magazines.

8, Jackson, Police Station, Kemble, Glouces-
téréhire—with readers anywhere. §
—Alfred- E, ¢, Waugh, 8, Station Terrace,
Haydon Bridge, - Northumberland — with
feaders, 11413, anywhere,

W. Duncan, 25, Beéchfield Street, Choel-
ham Hill, Manchester, wants. members: for
Stamp LExchange,’* Overseas readeéys especialy
invited ; magazine, coinpétiticns, and prizes.

H. Swindells,” 10, :Vérnon Htreet, “Buxton
Road, - Macclesfield, .offérs ‘advice ‘to- readers
about amatéur magazines.

Percy “Gritten, 854, Beresford . Avenue,
Runnymede, West Toronto, Canada—with
réaders anywhere interested in' postcards,

Miss Dorothy Davies, 15, Queen’s Rogd,
Chester, Ladies' Branch, Junior-Arts Clul,
would .like- to. hear of new. members, ead-
quarters,” E. "Acott, '567; White Lion-Street,
Angel,. Islington,” London, N. 1,

“Porter, 4, Percy Street, Fleetwood.
Lanci—with readers abroad, 1318, interested
in stamps and photography .

. Miss Winifred Lax, 1, Throston Street, West
‘Hartlepool—with: readets, 17 and over,. any-

where. .

* Miss Ethel .Cattermole, 8, Snggitt-Street,
West- Hartlepool, Durlhiam, with readers any-
where, 3

Frederick W, Archer, 53, Victoria Avenue,
Tottenham, London, N, 17-with readers in
stamp-collecting.. . ,

. Miss Dorothy Barnes, :304, Burley -Rond,
Leeds—with readers anywhere, 13.14.

Miss. Curly Z @ibson, c/o’ 4, Cedar. Road,
Tottenham, - London, \N.17—with readers ‘in
South Africa, 17 and -over. 5

Miss Nance Carver, 85, Chester, Road, West
Hartlepool—witlr girl readers aliywhere,

. Hugh _Stewart, -11, : Burnbani . Terracs,
\Eepzie, - Dumbarton-—with .readers ianywhere.
. oI W.. Penn, .125, - Dartmouth " Park. - Bil),

Highgate, London, N. 18--with readers in
foreign countries' interested. in stamps.

W. MeNally. Glenvigw, Gienluce, Wigtown-
Bhire, Scotlund, 'wants readers for amateur
magazine. Copy, 2d., post free.

H. Ward,- 28, Wansbgek. Gardens, West

Hartlepool, wants cohtributors for magazine
—',%:otograph ‘exchange, ‘ett.
’ .*MecL, Sigston,. 62, Enbridge -Street, Sal-
ford, 'and, A. ‘B. 'Green, 32, Roherfson Street,
Weaste, Mancheiter, want members for their
correspondence - club.  Stamped,” addressed
covglope, . §

Ronald Else, 7, 8tolewood Terrace, Smedicy
Street, West -Matlock, - Derbyshire=-with
réaders anywhere.

_ G. Mogridge, 85; Argyle Street,- Bwarsea,

Houth Wales—with readers anywhere,

+ W, Summerell, 38 Belle Vue Road, Bell

&,ill, §t..George, Bristol--with a French hoy.
ould like to hear from Wi, Bezodis. -

U." Carey, 1,7 Carpenters Yard, Tredegar,
Mon., wants - foreigy "ceins (not French),
Write,-stating price. ’

‘C. M. Cowie, 46, Kipg Edward's
Swansea—with-readers anywhere, 1618,

Thowta ‘Réddan,” %4, Irvine ~ Streef, Port
Elizabeth, Houth Africa—with ‘readers over.
séag. | ; ;

C. D..Lea, ¢/o Brameld & Smith, 4. Can-
non Street,-Manchester—with a ¥rench Teadér,
readér. )

- Migs M. js anxious to hiave nn- answer frem
Georye. L

~“'Miss Joyce-E. Bell, 12, Frank Strcet, Ruker,
S\lngﬂlrlalld—“'itll girl readérs in the. Colonies,
aged 13.

-N. J. Leaf, 66, Kenilworth Road, Hands-
wortl,. Bifmingham, wants- members for
Junior Stamp Exclrange Club.

-U Miss ‘Marjorie -Baugh, 50, Victoria Stfect.
Clifton, Bristol—with . girl readers intérested
in the cinema. All letters answered,

! Football, ,

Byys wanted in Lewisham district to form

a foatball elnby. for .next season, 15-16:-1.
Williams, Blessington Road, Lee, S.E, 13,

Hugh. *Stewart, 1!, Burnbank . 'Terrace,
Léunzie, by ‘Glasgow,. wants foothall fixtures
in Glasgow district; ages 1418,

Road.

Cricket.
&7, JamEs', CARDIFF—17--12 miles, home and
away.—H. W, Tutcher, 16, Iendy Street,

Raath Park, Cardift.
H, A. 0, (YOUR EDITOR,)
26-4-19.



