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FUN AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE !

- (A Very Amusing Scene in the Magnificent Long, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
"~ Amazing !

« ¥ W .URRY up, Bunter!"”
- Harry Wharton paused a
moment on his way to the
( Remove Form-room %o call
out to Billy Bunter.

It was one minute past the time for
afternoon lessons, and the Remove were
already in their Form-room with Mr.
Quelch, when Wharton came- speeding
2iong the passage. Wharton was seldom
or ever late for classes. Mr. Quelch
was the soul of punctuality, and he
expected punctuality from his pupils.
On the present occasion a puncture was
the cause of delay. Wharton came along
the passage almost as if he were on the
~inder-path, and was astonished fo see
S3illy Bunter lounging carelessly by the
window,

Bunter glanced round through his big
spectacles as Wharton called. He did
1ot seem disturbed.

“You're late,
W harton.

Still Bunter did not get a move on.

Harry Wharton whipped into the
Form-room, feeling that he had done
criough in wasting a few precious seconds
or: the Owl of the Remove. 1f Billy
Bunter did not choose to hurry up, that
was hiz own look-out.

“Wharton !"

Mr. Quelch rapped out the name as
the captain of the Remove hurrted in.

“VYes, sir?"”’ gasped Harry.

Quelch

Billy 17 shouted

“You are late!” sad Mr.
soverely. ‘*One minute late, Wharton—
a full minute!”

“Sorry, sir—— _

“Uulesa vaou can give a good reason,
Wharton, 1 am afraid that T cannot take
your sorrow as an excuse!’” said the
Remove master drily.

“ Puncture, sir—landed me half-way
from Friardale—""
“Oh, very well!

place.”

Harry Wharton went to his place in
great relief. He did not want fifty lines,
and he did not want the pointer.- -

¥

You may go to your
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-threw it open.
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He dropped to his seat between Frank
Nugent and Bob Cherry.

“Lucky for you!” murmured Bob.
“But where’s Bunter? DBunter haan't
ceme in,’’

“¥e's in the passage——-="

“ Why doesn’t the fat duffer come in "
whispered Nugent. * Quelchy is looking
ratty. He will take it out of Bunter.”

“Wharton !”

“Yes, sir?”

“Bunter does not scem to be here.
Do you know where Bunter is?”

¢ I—J think he’s just outside, sir.”

Mr. Quelch looked astonished—and so
did his class; If Bunter was just outside
the Form-room, there scemed no reason
why he should not come in to his place,
instead of asking for trouble in this way.
Yet the fat junior did not appear.

“What's the matter with Pl}unt-::r?”
whispered Johnny Bull. *““Has he gone
off his fat rocker? Quelchy will sealp
him ™7

“To judge by the esteemed Quelchy's
lecok, the scalp-fulness will be terrifie!”™
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Qilence in class!” snapped Mr.
Quelch.

There was silence as of the tomb.
When Mr. Quelch spoke in that tone 1t
was not a time for whispering.

Mr. Quelch strode. to 4he door and
His eyes glinted over his
glasses at Billy Bunter, who was loafin
by the window in the passage, in full
VIew,

** Bunter !’

The Owl of the Remove blinked round.

““Hallo !” he said.

That reply was audible in the Form-
room, and it made the fellows stare at
one another and rub,their eyes. For a
junior to reply “Hallo!” to a Form-
master was something new. After that,
it*seemed time for the skies to fall.

“Is he potty?” whispered Nugent, in
wonder. :

Mr. Quelch did not speak again for a
moment or two. He seemed petrified.
He stood in the doorway and blinked
along the corridor at Billy DBunter.

| Bunter turned back to the window, and
Copyright in the United States of Amecica.
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looked carelessly into the quadrangle.
Apparently the fat junior had lost all
his awe of his Form-master—and Mr,
Quelch was rather an awful personage!

“ Bunter !” gasped the Remove-master
at last.

“Hallo!" repeated Bunter.

“Boy! How dare you answer me in
that manner!” thundered the Remove-
master. ‘‘ Are you out of your senses?’’

“Not a bit!"”

“VYon are late for classes, Bunter.!”

“Really?”

“Oome into the Form-room at once!"

“Oh., all right ! said Bunter carelessly.
“Tdon’t mind if I do!”

Mr. Quelch whisked to his desk and
picked up his cane. His face was a
study,

The Remaovites sat frozen as DBilly

Bunter rolled in.

They could only conelude that William
George DBunter had gone suddenly in-
sane; but, mad or sane, they were sorry
for him. The expression on Mr. Quelch’s
face was like unto that of a lion in his
wrath. ;

Bunter was rolling towards his desk
when the Form-master called to him.

“You need not go to your place yef,
Bunter. Come here!”

Bunter stopped.

“What for?” he asked.

“1 am going to cane you, Bunter!”

“Oh, are you, Quelchy "

The juniors sat dumb with horror.

Bunter had addressed Mr. Quelch as
" %uelﬂhy " to his face!

ertainly, in the Common-room and
the studies Mr. Quelch was generally
spoken of as Quelchy. But not in his
presence. juniors had too much
respect for the palms of their hands to
call him Quelchy personally. Bolsover
major, the most reckless fellow in the
Form, would never have dreamed of it.
But Bunter—— '

“Mad as a hatter !” murmured Bob
Cherry, aghast. .

Mr. Quelch had the same suspicion in
his mind, apparently, for his frown
cleared a little, and he looked concerned.
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““ Are you ill, Bunter ?” ha asked, quite
gently.

“Not at all!™

“You are acting
Bunter."

“I don't see it!"

Mr.
certainly looked quite mnormal.
Form-master’'s brow darkened again.

“If yvou are not ill, Bunter, will you
kindly explamm what this means?” he
ingquired, in a voice  like rumblin
thunder. ** You have addressed me with
utter msolence! What do you mean?”

“1 don’t see that. You call me Bunter.
Why shouldn’t 1 call you Quelch?"”

“EKh?

“It's a free country, isn't it?' said
Billy Bunter, blinking at ham. “7I1'll
call you ‘sir,” 1if you'll call me °sir.’
That's a fair offer!”

“ Bless my sonul !

“ As for being caned, I'm nct going to
be caned,” said Buater. *If you cane
me, I've a richt to cane you!"

“What?"

“I'm standing up for my rights! I'm
jolly waoll not going to be caned, and
I'm coming in to lessons when 1 please—
not when you please! Bo vou can put

very strangely,

The
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that in your pipe and smoke 1,
Quelchy !™

“1I'm dreaming ! murmured Ilarry
Wharton, in blank bewilderment.

The class gazed at Bunter.

“PBory!" saad Mr. Quelch. “ Boy!
Bunter! Is it—is it pessible that von

have been drinking 7"
“Rot!"” said Buuter,
[ E-'I.l ?':‘

“Rot! Rubbish'”
And with that independent reply DBilly

Bunter went to his place and sat down in |

the midst of a petrified class.

THE SECCND CHAPTER.
Nipped in the Bud !

R. QUELCH looked at Billy
M Bunter.
=0 did all the Remove.
Follows eraned thrir necks

round to keep their eves on the fat
junior.

Bunter blinked at them cheerfully.

He seemed rather pleased than other-
wise by the sensation he had caused.

There was a full minute of silence 1in
the Remove Form-room. Mr. Quelch
seemed to be at a loss. It was no won-
der, for certainly nothing of the kind had !
ever happened before durmg Mr.
Quelch’s swav over the Lewer Fourth.

“Bunter!” he said at last, gripping
his cane.

“Hallo!" answered the Owl of the|
Remove, f

“(Come here at once!"”

“What for?”

“1 am going to punish you, Bunter,
with the utmost severity, for this unex-

ampled 1nselence!”  thundered Mr,
Quelch,
“You're jolly well not!" answered

Bunter warmly., “I'm fed up with that
kind of thing, Quelchy!”

“Boy!"

“You don't seem .to know what
o'clock 1t 13," satd Bunter. *“I've been
thinking it eut. I'm going to call on
all -the other fellows to follew my
example. I'm not standing any more of |
it.. I believe in Liberty.”

“Liberty !” stuttered Mr. Quelch.

* Liberty, equality, and fraternity,”
satd Bunter cheerfully., *“ Jack’s as good
as his master, you know,; if not a little
better. Isn't everybedy in the world
equal to everybody else?”

“Toh?”

“I've been reading it up. I think
there isn't enough frcedom in this
‘country,” said DBunter, “The Bol-

[

gheviks are the men for my money !

Quelch scanned his fat face. Bunter |-
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“ Bub-bub-Bolsheviks !"

Quelch.
“That’s it. Bolsheviks!
shevik!" explained Bunter,

“You—you—you are a Bolshevik?"”

stuttered Mr,

I'm a Bol-

“You've got it, Quelchy.”
“*Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry., *““He's been reading the news-

papers, and they've gat into his head.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence!” thundered Mr., Queleh.,

Evidently, DBunter's Bolshevismm was
rot a laughing matter—from the pomnt
of view of the Form-master represent-
ing law and order, The Removites sup-
pressed their chuckles, But it was with
difficulty.,  Bunter 1 his  tune had
played many pairts, but Bunter the Bol-
shevik really took the cake.

But the fat junier had evidently
thought the matter out, in the depths of
his fat brain, and was quite satisfied
with his new attitude.

*‘1I say, vou fellows,"” went on Bunter,
““vou back me up! What right ha
Quelchy got to #Mhe us orders® Ain’
we as good as Quelchy®”

8

T

Three-halfpence. 3

up. It simply -wanted
doing. It's the sams in a school. I've
thought it out, you know. You fellows
back me up, and we'll make Quelchy do
the lessons himself!™

“*Phew !

“You follow your leader: I'm your
leader,” said Bunter.  “Tinitate me.
Be free, yoy know, and brave as a lon,
and 1t will be all right. Back me up.
and we'll make the masters fag for us,
and Yaroooaoh !

Mr, Quelch had come along to
Bunter. i

His grasli closed on the fat junmior’s
collar, and Billy Bunter was yvanked out,
roaring, before the class.

“Now!" gasped Mr., Quelch.

“Yarooooh!"

“ Bunter!"”

“1 sav, vou fellows, hack up!” yelled
Bunter. *“Lemme a hand! Collar him!
("ollar old Quelchy !™

mopped him

e

The Remove sat stull]
They were about as likely to collar a
wild tiger in the inngle az to collar

Quelchy,”

'
L &

old

“There isn’t enough freelom in this country ! * said Bunter. * The Rolsheviks

are the men for my money !’ ‘*‘ Bub-bub-Eolsheviks!'’ stuttered Mr.
Queleh. (See Chapter 2.) .
“Bilence !  roared the Remove- dunter, perhaps, had thought the

master,

“ Silence yourself !" retorted Bunter
independently, *I'm not taking any
more rot from voy, Quelchy!"”

“ Bless oy soul!"

“You fellows back me up,” continued
Dunter, blinking round at the dazed
Removites, “Have a little pluck, vou
know, and stand up for vour rights.
Everybody's got equal rights. T've rcad
that in a paper. Nobody has a right to
give anvybody any orders, Chap who
obeys anybody’s orders 13 a sneak,
We're all equal, ven know, and a Form-
master 13 just the same as a fag.
See?"

““Oh, my hat!"”

“ My esteemed Dunter

“1 say, you fellows, I've been right
into the suhject,” said Buauter. “It's
only necessary for fellows to stand up
for their rights, and the tyrants have to
knuckle unﬁer at onece. Look what hap-
pened 1n Russia. The giddy Tsar used
to have ’em fogged to death by the
thousand, ti!l they piled on him and

matter out, and decided to hecome 3
Dolshevik, but the other fellowa cer-
tatnly hadu’'t.

They sat tight, while the fat Bol-

shevik wriggled in the grasp of the
angry Remove-master,
The call to freedom was wunheari

That golden opportnnity of establishiuz
liberty. equality, and fraternity passed
unthceded,

“Bunter, I thick you must be out of
vour senses!"

iiLEggn I.l‘."'

“You ave the stupidest Loy at Grey-
friars ! -

“Yow-ow!"

“You have evidently been reading
some absurd nonsense i newspapers,”
continned Mr, Quelch, punetuating his
remarks with severa shakes, which
made Dunter gasp and spulter. * You
are evidently under the influence of this
nonsense which you have been reading,
and 1t has acted upon your utterly obtise
brain in this extrasrdinary manncr -
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“Yooooop !

“Otherwise, Bunter, I should take you
immediately to the IHead, and request
him to administer a flogging——"

“Yow! Leggo!”

“Having regard to your almost in-
credible stupidity, Bunter, I shall ad-
minister your punishment myself; but it
will be severe.”

“Yah! Oh! Ow!”

“Hold out vour hand, Bunter!” said
Mr. Quelch, releasing the gasping Owl of
the Remove at last.

Billy Bunter didn't hold out his fat
hand. He blinked round at the staring
Remavites.

1 say, you fellows,” he gasped, * back
up I!I
“ Do you hear me, Bunter?”

‘ Back up, you fellows! Rescue!”

“Will you hold out your hand,
Bunter?"

** Sha’n't 1"

“Wha-a-a-at?”

“Sha'n't!”

“Oh, ye
Cherry.

Mr. Quelch took Bunter by the collar
azam, In the enthusiasm of his new-
found Bolshevistic freedom, Bunter was
not conquered yet. But there was a bad
time coming.

With the Form-master's iron grasp on
the back of his collar, Billy Bunter was
lcd to the nearest desk, and bent over it.
'g-"lllten the Form-master's cane rose and
efl,

Whack, whack, whack!

Mr. Quelch did not spare the rod.

He was not a believer in Bolshevism,
especially in a Greyfriars Form-room.
In the Kremlin at Moscow DBolshevism
might or might not be the thing, but it
certainly wasn’t the thing in the Remove-
room at Greyfriars. Certainly, only
Bunter's remarkable brain could possibly
Lhave thought of introducing it there.

gods!”  murmured Bob

Mr. Quelch thought it was time for
drastic measures,

And his  measures were drastic
encugh,

Bunter’s fat little legs thrashed about
frantically as the Form-master's cane rose
«nd fell upon his podgy person.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yoop! Help! Yarcooocop!
vrumbse 1,

Whack, whack!

“Rescue! Yoop!
off ! I—I—I was only jug-jug-joking
velled Bunter. *1 ain’t a—yow-ow:ow |
—Bolshevik! Oh, my hat! Leave off!
I'm sorry, sir! Yarooch! Deon’t I keep
on telling you I'm sorry? Yaroooooh!
Wooooooop !

Whack, whack!

“There!” gasped Mr. Quelch, releas-
ing the fat junior at last. *‘Have you
come to your Proper senses now, Bun-
ter?

* Yarooocoooh !”

“If not, Bunter, I am prepared to ad-
nmiinister further correction.”

“Yow-ow! I—I have—oh, quite—cer-
tainly, sir—oh, yes!”

““Then you mmay go to your
Bunter!”

“Yow-ow-ow !"’

Billy Bunter crawled to his place. He
sat there in anguish, wrigghng painfully,
vertainly the most-unhappy Bolshevik in

the wide world,
THE THIRD CHAFTER.
“
H Harry Whartan & Co. were
at tea in Study No. 1 m the

Bunter Means Business !

ALTLO, halllo, hallo! Here's the
Remove after lessons when Billy Bun-
ter blinked in at the doorway.

merry Bolshevik ™
Tue MaeNer Liprary.—No. 593.

Oh

Whooop! Leave

&

place,

|
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Bunter was not looking quite happy.

He was still feeling some of the effects
of the terrific licking he had received in
the Form-room that afternoon.

The Famous Five chuckled as he rolled
into the study.

Bunter the Bolshevik was more enter-
taining, they agreed, than Bunter in any
cther shape or form.

“Btill going it, Bunty 7"’ asked Frank
Nugent,

“Certamnly !”
s1uif,

“Btill a cheery Bolshevik?” inquired
Johnny Bull. “ Better not give Quelchy
{tnaf more of 1t, my fat pippm! He's too
jolly athletic with the cane, I should
think !”

“The foul tyrant—-""

i Eh -:..'l

“The foul tyrant 4

*“Are you speaking of Quelchy?”
manded Harry Wharton.

“Yes. The foul tyrant

"Yeu silly ass!” roared the captain of
the Remove. PTY

“The foul tyrant ought to be
downed !” said Bunter undauntedly. ** If
you fellows had my pluck you'd rise up
and down him! I'm willing to lead
you! We're downtrodden and oppressed !
Tho reign of freedomm ought to be
established "

“The which 7"

“Reign of freedom—equality, von
know! The rich ought to be made poer,
and the poor rich., That's Bolshevism !
The tyrants ought to be executed, vou
know—off with their heads!” exclaimed
Bunter, with a ferocious blink. ** Off with
their nappers! FHa, ha!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“You fellows haven't any ideas !" said
Bunter. “You don't even know that
you're downtrodden slaves!”

“Are we !” grinned Bob Cherry,

“ Certainly you are—crushed under the
heel of the tyrant!
lead you to freedom !™

“You'll be led to a lunatic asylum if
you keep on like this!"” grunted Johnny
Bull. *Where have you been picking up
all this silly rot "

“The rotfulness is terrific, my esteemed
Bunter I” remarked Hurrce Singh.

“The fact is, you fellows, I want you
to back me up,” said Bunter. *‘I've
come here to e

‘“ Let that cake alone!"

“1 shall do nothing of the kind,
Nugent! This cake is mine as much as
yours, according to Bolshevism! Food
belongs to the hungry! TI'm hungry !”

“Well, my hat!"

“But where did you pick up this idiotic
stunt?”’ asked Harry Wharton. * Even
your brain couldn’t have originated it!"

“I may have got a few hints from the
" Weekly War-Whoop'’ i

“My hat! What's that?”

“I've got a copy here,” said Bunter,
producing it. “It’'s a revolutionary
paper, you know ! They want to promote
revolutions and things all over the world,
so as to establish democracy, and so on.
I'll read you out a bit. This is what the
editor says i his * Editorial ITowls '—just
listen !’

And Bunter read out impressively :

“*Rage! This 18 our message to the
groaning masses of the downtrodden!
Rise! Follow the example of your
Russian brethren! Contribute to our
Freedom Fund, for spreading the Light
of Bolshevism in dark places. Collecting-
cards will be sent on application, Rise,
yve suffering millions, and make the tyrant
to tremble upon the golden thrones in
his gilded palaces! Ye are many, they
are few! Qur Freedom Kund is still
opern L)

“Draw it mild, Bunter!” interjected
Bob Cherry , * It’s possible to get fed up

answered Bunter, with a

de-

bl |

Follow me, and 1’1l

on that kind of eloquence, Where did
you pick up that rag?”

“1 found 1t,” explained Bunter.
® Looking through it, I felt my eyes open,
vou know. 1 saw in a flash how true it
all was, 'The Bolsheviks have been mis-
Jjudged. The fact is, they are the goods!
They've set a splendid example. - Why
gshould fat millionaires roll in costly fooda
on the marble floors of their tesselated
palaces ”

“Oh, my hat! Do they?”

“0Of course they do—while I haven’t
threepence to blue at the tuckshop ?” de-
manded Bunter warmly, *“ Now, the
national wealth 4

“The—the what 7"

“The national wealth—it amounis to
something point something per head of
the population,” zaid Bunter. ‘Do the
population get that something point
something 7 Of course they don’t! This
paper says they don't! Now, under
Bolshevism, you get all the produce of
vour labour——"

“Precious hittle for you, at that rate !"
“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove seemed taken
aback for a moment,

“Well, you see, under DBolshevism,
evgrg;buciy works, you know,” he said,
after a pause, ‘‘ except—except, of course,
those who have administrative ability,
and take commanding positions. With
my abilities, 1 should be a big Goverment
official, under Bolshevism. Like Lenin
and Trotsky, you know, They've made
it a regular paradise for the workers in
Russia—but, of course, they don’t do any
work themselves. Great leaders don't!’

“Not if they can help it, I dare say !”
grinned Bob Cherry. * There'll never be
any shortage of great leaders. But sup-
yose everybody wanted to be a great
eader, and had to chuck work, what
would happen then?”

Bunter had to think that out.

“Well, that’s rot, you know !” he said
at last,

“1 see—everything that doesn’t square
with your pifle is rot ?"" asked Bob. *“1Is
that a Bolshevik argument ?” -

“0Of course, there'd be difficulties,” ad-
mitted Bunter. * Still, there’s no doubt
that the Bolsheviks are right. They've
put down Tsarism in Russia.” '

* That wasn’t much loss; but they seem
to have put down jolly nearly everything
else! You're a howling ass, old chap!
The best thing you can do with the
" Weekly War-Whoop ’ is to light the fire
with it !"”

“Coward !” said Bunter scornfully.

“What " roared Bob.

“Coward! If you don’t follow my lead
and back me up, you're a coward !’ said
Billy Bunter defiantly. *“I'm willing to
lead you to freedom! Follow me, and
we'll make old Quelchy fag for us! We'll
rald the Head in his study——"

“0Oh crumbs!”’

“And make him swear on his bended
knees not to lick us any more !” said Bun-
ter. ‘““Think of that!”

“Phew !

“We'll tar and feather all the prefects
in the quadrangle——"’

“They'll let you do it—I don’t think !”
grinned Johnny Bull.

They couldn’t help it—tyrants are help-
lezs when the masses rise against few, you
know. That’s a quotation from a fellow
who used to preach freedom and revo-
lution a hundred years ago.” |

“Did he do any work ?"

“Of course he didn't—he was a leader
of opinion !” snorted Bunter.

“But if the revolution had come off
when he preached it, what would he
have done for a living " asked Bab.

Again Bunter had to reflect.

“Plessed if T know,” he said.

“1



#
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don't suppose he thought as far as
that—" '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at!"” said Bunter irritably. *Most of
the great poets and writers have been
on the side of revolution, acrording to
this paper. They've got a lot of quota-
tions from Ruskin. Ruskin denounced
commercialism, and the commerecial
spirtt, and leve of maeney, and that kind
of thing—he did it in a lot of books at
two guineas each 4

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don't see the joke!" snapped Bun-
ter. “ Look here, you fellows. if you've
got any sense you're bound to agree with
me !"

“1 don't think !"” grinned Bob.

“I'm a Bolshevik—1'll say &0 any-
where [’ said Bunter. “ Everybody is the
equal of everybedy else, and all rights of
property are abolished! Why should old
Sir Hilbon Popper have no end of land,
while I haven't got a foot i

“Rot! You've got two feet!”

“1 mean a foot of land! Why shoeuld
Quelchy be paid a salary for teaching us
Latin, while we're paid nothing for learn-
ing Latin? Remove chaps ought to be
paid ag much as Remove-mastera!”

i Dh !‘!‘l

““It's as hard work learning as teach-
ing, or harder! We ought to have the
same-salary—equal pay for equal work !”
said Bunter, blinking impressively at the
Famous Five. *“ A chap ought to be paid
as much for conduncting a "bus as for con-
ducting an orchestra—in fact, more!
Everybody ought to be paid as much as
everybody else, or a little over !

“T don’t quite see how ?

“That's because you're not a Bolshevik
—you haven’t any sense, you see!”

“Thanks !"

“1 speak plainly,” said Bunter. *“The
fact 15, I'm a chap with a mission—it's
miyv mission to wake vou up out of the
sliumber of slavizh submisaion i

“Is that from the ‘Weekly War.
Whoop ' 7"

“Yes, that's the way they talk. Now,

¥

«I want vou fellows to back me up, and

make Greyfeiars the first Dolshevik school
- England., T'l finish this cake, if vou
don’'t mind *

“PBut we do mind.”

“It makes no difference—I'm going to |

fimish it. It's
vours !"

““Only under Bolshevism,” satd Harry
Wharton, ““and we're not Bolsheviks vet.
Let that cake alone. You've scoffed half
of it already !"

“I'm gomng to finish it. I'm going to
help myself to anything T choose ! said
Bunter. “‘I'm going "

“You are !" said Wharton.

And Bunter went—suddenly.,

There was a bump in the passage, and
the door of Study No. 1 closed upon the
disciple of Lenin and Trotsky.

“Yah! Beast!” came a howl through
the keyhole. _

And the Grevfriars Bolshevik Bed,

my cake as much as

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Little Eolshevism !
ILLY BUNTER was the objeet of

great attention m the Common-
room that evening.,
| By that time all the Lower
School had heard of Bunter’s remarkable
new departure, |

Billy Bunter's intelleetual powers were
not really very great; they were, perhaps,
about on a level with his remarkable new
doetrines. |

That unfortunate discovery of the
“Weekly War-Whoap ” had quite in-
toxicated the Iat junior with new and in-
digestible ideas.

]
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It was very unfortunate that he had

found it; certainly he would never have

given a penny for 1. It was odd, too,
that the proerietors of the “ War-
Whoop ” should charge a penny for it.
Considering what a tremendous mes-

sage they had for mankind, it was really |

surprising that they should charge man-
kind a penny a time for hearing it. DBut
they did. It was barcly possible that the
“War-Whoop "' gentlemen gave mere |
thought to the pennies than to mankind.
And, considering their message again,
that was very surprising, too. For when
Bolshevism came along money would not
be of much use. Possibly the * War-
Whoop " gentlemen did not expect it to
come along very soon; and meanwhile
did not object to feathering their nests.
Bunter was by no means displeased by |
the unusuel attention he was receiving.
He loved the limelight at all times.
Also, he was very pleased to adopt an
attitude of intellectual superiority, True,
his superiority in that line was admitted
by no enc but William George Bunter.
But it was said of old that wisdom cries |
out in the streets and no man regards it.
Bunter felt that that was the case now.
Bolshevism, m Bunter's ease, filled a
long-felt want, as it were, Hitherto, he
had been rather Bolshevistic withont
knowing it. When he raided a cake from
another fellow’s study, he did it in fear
of the other fellow’s boot. But, under
Bolshevism, raiding another fellow’s eake
was very far from being a blameworthy
action.  Bolshevistically, if he wanted a
cake he was entitled to it. It was pro-
bable, however, that he wonid still be in
danger of the owner's beot. The owner
of the cake was much less likely to take
a Bolshevistic view of the transaction.
Bolsover major came up to the Owl of
the Remove as the latter plumped down
into an armchair. There was a grin on
Bolsover’s rugged face.
*“Se you're a Baolshevik now, Bunty ?”
he asked.

Billy Bunter gave a lofty nod. !

“You've got it,”" he answered. “T've
thought it all ont, you know '™

*What with?" asked Bolsover, in sur-|
prise,

“With my superior intellect !™ snapped |
Bunter.

“Ohb, my hat! And that's why you
were cheeking Quelchy in class this after-
noon 7"’

“1T'd cheek the Head, if he talked to
me ! answered Bunter, * I'm not going
to stand on ceremony with anybedy, T
can tell you., Let me hear any more rot
from Wingate or Loder, that's all! Tl
tell 'em nf?!"

“I'd like to hear you telling Wingate
oft I”" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Yeou wait and see ! answered Bunter
darkly.

“The waitfulness may be terrifie. but
the seefulness will not be great!” re-
marked the Nabab of Bhanipur.

“Oh, really, Inky A

“Let’s hear some more about it!” said
Bolsover major. “I'm rather interested
in Beolsgheviam. Bolsheviks are allowed
to steal anything they can lay their paws
on—what 7"

“Not exactly that. Thev're redis-
tributors of wealth,” explained Bunter.

“If a chap has more than he neada. andi

another chap has less than he wants, the
other chap takes it. See?"
“ But suppose the owner objects ?”
“He doesn’t if he's a Bolshevik.” !

“But suppose he isn't?" |

“Well, then he gets knocked over !

“I see. And who's to scttle whether
one chap has more than he needs? He
might think he'd only got enough.”

“Well, you see—ahem——"'

““Suppose, {'rinstance, I thought you
di{‘i‘nﬁthrl{fd a watch,” said Bolsover. ]

f

Three-halfpence. _ B

“Suppose I thought I wantgd rour
watch——"

“What?"

“Then, as a Bolshevik, vou'd be bound

to give it to me, wouldn't you?"

“I wouldn’'t!  roared
Bunter,

“Suppose I were to take it, then, in tha
Trotzky styvlo— like that?” anid Polaover
major, with a chuckle.
~ He took Bunter by the collar and
Eﬂgmqu him hard into his chair. and with

1s disengaged hand jerked Bunpter's

watch  away. There was a roar of
laughter from the juniors. They were
interested to see how Bunter liked Bol-
shevisin when it came home to roost, as
1t were,

*“Look here——"" velled Bunter.

" Thanks for the wateh [ said Bolsover
major affably. “1It's jolly good of you to
give me this watch, Bunter."”

“I haven’t—I didn't—I wasn’t——"

“Well, I've taken it; it comes to the
same thmng !

"It doesn't!™ howled
“Gimme my watch, vou beast !

“It's only a measly rolled-gold one !™
sald Bolsover major. inspecting it. * Suill,
I can sell 1t for a few boh——"

“You beast ! That's 1y twenty-guinea
gold watch !

“ Mine, you mean '™

“It isn’t yours—it's mine!”
Bunter,
~ "How can it Le yours when I've taken
it away from you?" demanded Bolsover
major. 1 wantit, and I don’t think yon
need 1. Doesn’t that settle it #”

““11a, ha, ha!”

“Gimme my watch !

“ You object to my taking it?"

" Yes, you beast !"

“Then I shall have to knock vou over,
I suppose ! )

Li thn

“That's what vou said, {sn't it?""

“I-—-I—I—— Yaroooch'"

Bolsover major, whose sense of hurmour
was of a rather rough variety, knocked
the fat junior eover, and Billy Bunter
sprawled on the floor with a loud yell.

" Now the watch is mine, T suppose®”
asked Bolsover.

“Yarooh! No!"

“Do vou want me to knock vou over
again ?" )

“Nunno! T-—T

“Of course, I'm not well up in Bol-
shevism. Do T have to keop on knocking
vou over till the watch is mine ?” asked
Bolsover.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“No! ©Oh, myv hat! Gimme ny
watch! You've got it all wrong! Bal.
Belshevism doesn’t anply to watches !”
gasped Bunter.

“I think it docs, In this ecase.”
answered  Bolsover major.  “0Of course,
I'm only a beginner, but I've got that
far. This watch 1s mine !™

“It 1sn't! Tt's mine. T tell you——""

“Thanks very much ! said Bolsover :
and he put the watch in his pocket and
walked away, amid yells of laughter.

Billy Bunter blinked after him, with a
furious blink that looked like cracking his
spectacies, It dawned upon his fat brain
that—Bolshevism notwithstanding—thera
was a good deal to be said for the old
custom of respeeting the rights of pro-
perty.

“1I—1 say, you fellows, vou ain’t going
to let Bolsover keep my watch ! gasped
the Owl of the Remove. |

“Your own fault ! said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. *“*You shouldn't have
started Bolshevism here, Bunter !”

“I'll jolly well complain to Quelchy 1™
howled Bunter. “T'm not going to have

my watch stolen !”
Bolsheviked !

“Not  stolen—only
Taeg Mraver LisPigy. - No. 5%1‘

jolly  well

Bunter.

shricked

rinned Bob,
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“ Look here, Bolsover—-"2 “Oh, all right!” “Phew "
Bolsover looked, : | And the Famous Five started for the “ And lick him with his own birch——"
" That's not a bad tie you've got on, | Rag. DBilly Bunter was already there; “Great pip!”’
Bunter !” he said. “1Is that a new tie?” | but though it was clof on six, 1o “We'll form a committee, presided
“Yes, you beast!” audience had arrived, so far. Apparently | over by me, to run the place,” said

*“1 think I'l have it !™

“Wha-a-at?”

“I rather fancy that tie. I don't thank
vou need 1t. 1 know I want it, so JI'll
have 1t!"”

Billy Bunter dodged.

“Come here!” roared Bolsover major,
“1 tell you I want that tie !”

“"You—you—you beast! You're not
gpoing to have my necktie!” shrieked
Bunter.

“Tt isn’t yours:
it 1" chuckled Bolsover major.
good Bolshevism !”

He rushed at Bunter, and DBunter
dodged out of the doorway.

“Come back !” roared Bolsover. “‘I'm
going to knock you over 4

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

1t’'s mine, if T want
“That's

“Then the tie will be mine. Come
back 1"

DBut William George Bunter did not
come back. He had had enough
Bolshevism for that evening.

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
. Baeking Up Eunter !
ALLO, hallo, hallo! That's

i
: H Bunter's fist !”
It was the [ollowing day,
and the Famous Five had come
in after cricket practice, following lessons.
A number of Juniors were gathered round
the notice:board, and Hurry Wharton &
Co. joined them.

There was a new paper on the board,
and 1f was in the well-known, sprawling
handwriting of William George Bunter
of the Remove. If the handwriting had
not been recognised the spelling cer-
tainly would have been. Even before he
became a Bolshevik Bunter had always
allowed himself very considerable free.
dom in matters of orthography.

The paper ran:

“NOTISS !

“A Meating is called for six o'clock

recisely 1n the Rag. The Meating will
Ee adressed by W. G. Bunter,

** Subject: Bolshevism,

“Kwestions will be aloud, to be
folowed by discushun. Al the Lower
chool are speshally invited. Come and

ave your minds ocapened, Come and be
enlitened. Come and help to inawgurate
the new Rane of Libberty! Bnc%; up !
Back up! Back up!
' ““(Sined) W, G. BTUNTER.”

“The silly ass!” grunted Johnny Bull.
“Catch me attending his eilly meeting !”
““Ro he’s still going 1t !"” remarked Bob

Cherry, ' And he wants to be backed
up !”’
“The lackupfulness will not be

terrific !

“I don’t know,” said Bob thoughtfully.
“ After all, Bunter’s i our Form; and
if he wants to be backed up, isn't 1t
up to us?”’

“What arc you drnving at?” asked
Wharton.

‘“‘Backing up Bunter ! angwered Bob,
“(0Of course, there's more ways than one
of backing up a Bolshevik. It's close on
gix now, Let's go to the meeting!”

“I'd rather go to tea!”

“It won't take lon to back up
Bunter; and we can have tca after-
wards. Come on!” said Bab Cherry.

““Oh, if it's a wheeze——"

“What do vou think it is, fathead ?”
gaid Bob, ‘Do you think I'm going to
tﬂ,k«?’ to Bolshevism in my old age? Come
on ! .
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the Lower Bchool of Greyiriars were not
ikeen on hearing a ‘“meating ”’ addressed
by W. G. Bunter—subject: DBolshevismn—
and did not want to be ‘““enlitened.”

But the example of the Famous Five
was followed, as it generally was, and a
rood many of the Remove fellows walked
after them to the Rag.

W. G. Bunter blinked at the juniors
with satisfaction over his big spectacles.
The ‘“meating  was not to be a frost,
after all.

"I say, you fellows, vou're only just in
time !” he exclaimed.

“ Better late than never!" answered
Bob Cherry cheerily. *“We've come to
back you up, Bunter !”

“Good !

“Are you ready ?"” inquired Bob.

“"Eh? Wait till the audience gets in 1"
said Billy, httle guessing the kind of
backing up he was to receive. * Hurry
up, you fellows! Don’t come in late and
spoil the address! Glad to see you,
Mauleverer ! Tt will do you good. ¥You're
a bluated landowner!”

“By gad! Am 1?7
Mauleverer, in surprise.

“ Yes, rather—you are!”

“"Oh gad!” Lord Mauleverer glanced
down at his own slim figure, and then at
Bunter's ample form, and smiled.

“The bloatfulness i1s 2 boot on the
otlier f-_r.:-ﬂtl” murmured IHurree Jameet
Ram Singh.

“Buck up, Bunter!” said Squiff en.
couragingly. ‘“We're all ready to listen
to the epoch-making eloquence. Turn
on the-gas!”

“Oh, really, Field

“Go it, Bunter !

There were a dozen juniors in the Rag
now, and Bunter decided to bezin. A
dozen disciples was something to stars
with; and Bunter had great faith in his
fat eloquence. He mounted on a chair
to start.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Hear, hear!” e 1
- "I'm going to explain the principles
of Bolshevisrn in simple language suit-
able to your intellects =

“Oh, my hat!”

" Looking round
“what do we see?”

“The walls !” suggested Skinner.

““And the windows !” remarked Snoop.

“ And a silly, fat idiot !"” said Bolsover
major.

" Looking round us,” reared Bunter,
“we see a world full of inequalities!
Rich and poor, and &

>3

us,” said Bunter,

“And poor and rich!” suggesied
1lazeldene.
" Exactly. Looking nearer home

what do we see in this school? Masters
and pupils. Ts that right? Is it equal?
Is it just? Masters drawing salaries, and
laying into us with a pointer! Is that
freedom? No! Who's the Head?
Who’s Quelchy? Who’s anybody ? Isn’t
everybody as good as everybody else?
O1 course, Wﬁy are we downtrodden?
Because the common herd haven’t the
pluck to follow the lead of the master-
spirits of the age. Now,” added Bunter
impressively, * I'm not going in for any
false modcsty. The truth is tho truth.
I’m one of the master-spirits of the age !”

T {.]h I”

“Great Scott 1™

“Follow my lead! DBack me up! No
lessons, excepting when we choose !’ gaid
Bunter eloquently. “If o¢ld Quelch
objects, we'll collar him, and give him
the pointer,
we'll mop him up——"

. 7% PR O 0 |

asked Lord

If the Head cuts- up rusty, |

)

Bunter, his eyes gleaming behind his
spectacles. ‘' Liberty, equality, frater-
nity—that’s the idea! Plenty of grub—
a3 many helpings as we lhike! That's
important "’

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“We loaf into the Formni-roam when we
please; we stroll out when we're tired
of Quélehy’s jaw., As for the prefects,
we abolish them. We shall not allow
any prefects in the school. We give 'em
a good hiding all round as a warning !

“Do we?"” gasped Bob Cherry.

“We do!” said Bunter firmlv. * Win-
gate, and Gwynne, and Loder, and the
rest. Who are they, anyhow? Who's
the Sixth? Why should the Sixth be
considered before tho Lower Fourth ?
Isn’t the Remove as good as any Form at
Greyfriarg?”

“Yes, rather!”

“ Hear, hear !’

“We shall insist upon the Remove
being placed on an equality with the
Sixth ! said Bunter,

" And the Second and Third on an
equality with us?” asked Frank Nugent.

“"Eh? No! Certainly not! Dan’t he
an ass, Nugent!  There’s a limit, of
course '’

" 1la, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter was evidently like most
other reformers; he had a desire to level
triuwn to his own level, and stop there.
To go farther than that was evidently
to go too far! )

“All you fellows have goi to do is to
follow my lead, and we'll Bolshevik
them !” continued Bunter, “I'm a born

leader! Some chaps are born to com-
mand, you know. I'm one of them !”
“Ohl? -

“You back me up, ‘and the thing’s
done! We’'ll tackle Quelchy first and
give him a lesson. What do you say "

“We've come here to back you up 1"
answered DBob  Cherry. ‘“Are you
ready 7"

“Yes, rather!
and——" (4

“That's a different matter. We're not
going to follow your lead. We're going
to back you up!”

“Eh? It's the same thing, i=n't it?”

“ Not quite !” chuckled Bob.

“1 don't see——"
Back up!” shouted

You follow my lead,

“*You will soon!
Bob Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

There wuas a rush at the orator. Billy
Bunter was seized in four or five pairs
of hands, and backed up against the wall
with a terrific concussion.

Dump !

“Yoop !
Bunter. *You silly dummies!
you up toi”

* Backing you up!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ¥

Bump !

Billy Bunter's podgy person bumped
on the wall again, and there was a roar,

“Yarooooooup !

* Back him up !’ yelled Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“I say, you fellows

Bump ! -

“"Yow-ow-wooooop! I didn't miean
bacrk me up agamst the wall, you silly
chumps " shricked Bunter., “I didn't
mean that at all !" -

“But we did!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here—— 1 say, you fellows—

Wharrer you at?" gpluttered
Whairer

¥

look here—— Leggo! You back me
up—I—I mean, don’t back me up——"
Bump! .

*“Yooooop [ s %
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Loder jumped up as the fat junior reach

Pilein ! (See Chapter 7.)

up !

 Billy Bunter collapsed at the foot of
the wall. He sat there and gasped for
breath. - .

“Gerroooogh!  Grooogh !
Grooocogh! Yurrrgggzhh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors streamed out of the Rag,
leaving William George Bunter still
seated on the floor, collapsing against
the wall, and panting. He l}%’inked at
their retreating forms over his spectacles,
which had slipped down his fat little
nose, and gasped, and gasped, and
gasped, as if for a wager. Bob Cherry
looked back from the doorway.

“Want any more backing up,
Bunter ?” he inquired.

But the unfortunate Bolshevik did not
reply, He couldn’t! He was still strug-
gling to get his second wind.

Beasts !

e e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Bolsheviks !

HE next day Billy Bunter’s fat
brow might have been observed
wearing a deep frown.

He was feeling discouraged.

His perusal of the *“ Weekly War-
Whoop ” had filled his fat mind with
‘new 1deas, If not with very valuable
ones; and he had found many things in
Bolshevism that agreed with his own
manners and customs. His ideas on
the subject of “meum and tuum ? had
always been a little vague.

Bunter, in his mind’s eve, had seen
himself the leader of a movement earry-
ing all before him—a sort of Lenin or

Trotskyv on a amall scale.

o

— e T

e¢d him and seized him by the collar. * R;seuﬁ !** howled liuntef.  Back

He fancied
himself in that role. As a born leader,
it was evidently his olace to lead. The
unfortunate thing was that nobody else
could see 1t.

His first attempt at DBolshevism, in
the Form-room, had been cut short by
Mr. Quelch in the most drastic way.
Since that occasion he had tot ven-
tured to address the Remove-master as
“Quelchy.” ; neither had he pleased him-
self abouft the time he started and left
off lessons. There was a plentiful lack
of support for the Bolshevik in his Form,

Bunter reflected bitterly that a truly
great man never was understood or
appreciated by the common herd. Even
Lenin and Trotsky had their detractors.
It was quite certain that the common
herd at Greyfriars did not appreciate
Bunter at anvthing like *his own
valuation.

But the Owl of the Remove did not
think of giving in——yet.

Bolshevism, and communism of goods,
was an excellent 1dea from Bunter's
point of yiew; as he never had any
money, it secemed to him a first-class
idea for money to be held in common  TIf
his celebrated postal-order had arrived,
it was possible that his views would
have undergone some modification—till
the cash was expended. DBut that was
not hkely to happen.

“It’s rotten,” he told his study-mate,
Peter Todd. * Simply sickening, Peter!
A chap with my intellectual powers is
simply wasted here!”

Peter Todd nodded a cordial assent.

“That’s right !” he said. '* Greviriars

| jacket, old chap.

isu't really the place for you, Bynter.

Colney Hatch is nearer your mark !
“You silly ass!" howled Bunter. *1

say. Peter ! :
“Ring off, old nut!"” answered Peter.

“I'm going down to cricket. Why
don’t you come, instead of talking
piffie ¥

“I've no time for cricket. I sav, old

chap, that beast Bolsover won't give me
my watch "

i ‘:iﬁﬁs watch, you mean!” grinned
oddy.
“Mine!” howled Bunter. *“He gsays

he's going to give it to me when 1
up DBolshevism.
lick Bolsover

give

I say, Peter, you could
major. I'll hold your
You make him give me
my watch !"

“Bow-wow !” answered Peter.

And he took his bat ‘and made for
Little Side, leaving the Owl of the
Remove frowning.

“Beast!” growled Bunter.

It was a fine afternoon, and a half-
holiday at Greyfriars. The Remove
were playing the Upper Fourth, and. the
First Eleven were playing a visiting
team ol seniors from Higheliffe. Nearly
evervbody was out of doors. Billy
Bunter had thought of addressing a
mass meeting in the quad that afterncon,
but he had had to give up the idea.
It was only too clear that the Greyfriars

fellows preferred ecricket to PBunter's
oratory.
Billy Bunter was lounging discon-

solately in the Remove passage when
Harold Skinner joined him. The slacker
THE Macnet Lmrany-wNe, (508,
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of the Remove, like Bunter, had no time
for ericket.

“ Hallo, Bunter!” said Skinner, with
unusual affability,

Bunter blinked at him.

“1 say, Skinner,” he began, encour-
aged by Skinnper's affsbility, “I'm ex- |
pecting a paostal-order this afternoon——"

“Yes, I've heard about that before,”
gaid Skinner. * Never mind your postal-
order now. The fact is, Bunter, I've
been thinking over what you were say- |
mg in the Rag yesterday.”’ h

‘“Have youi"” grunted Bunter, blink-
mg at him suspicionsly. He did not i
guite trust Harold Skinner.

Skinner nodded. -

“Yes; and it seems fo me, Bunter, that }
there was a terrific tob of truth in 1t, the }
way you put it,” he said.

i % I!-"l

“Some other fellows think as I do,”
‘went on Skinner blandly. “Fve been
talkmg to them in my study—Stott and
Snoop and Belsover major and Hazel-
dene, and Treluce and Micky Desmond.
You see, there's quite a lot of fellows
ready to back you up.” ‘

Bunter jumped back.

“None of vour larks!” he exclaimed, |

He remembered Bob Cherry's bachn
up in the Rag. It was a painfu
recollection. .

Skinner looked giieved.

““ Larks !” he replied. " Really, Bunter,
we're not thinking of larking., I regard
the matter as a very serious one. As it
stands, we're a downtrodden lot. The |
prefects have 1t all their own way. Loder }
of the Sixth, for instance-—legk what a |
bully he is. Under Bolshevism, Leder |
couldn’t bully uwe. The question is|
whether we can find & lcader.”

Billy Bunter swelled g little.

“I've offered to lead the fellows,”
esnxd. ‘“They've refused.
spirit in thie school.”

“*Some of us are ready,” said Skinner,
“Step nto my study, old chap. Say a
few words to the fellows—in your
eloquent way, you know—and I'll answer }
for it that shey'H fellow you anywhere. |
You see, Bunter, you're one of those
fellows who are born to command, and
quality like that is bound to be recog- |
nised sooner or later !V '

“T'm glad you can see it !” said Bunter |
lotiily.

“I'm not the only fellow who can see
it. Come in, old chap !”

Billy Bunter was already {eeling {
several inches taller as he rolled inte
Study No. 11 after Skinner. There was
quite a gathering in that study—Stott
and Snoop—who were Skinner's study-
mates—and Bolsover major, Hazeldene,
Micky Desmond, Treluce, Trevor, and
Fisher 'T. Fish. They were all grinning ;

There's no |

=t —

but they became serious as the Owl|
of the Remove rolled in. ‘
said Skinner, |

“Here's Bunter!”
“Bunter's our man, I think. He's pre-
pared to lead us.”

“What-ho !” said Bunter.

“Y guess Bunter is the ¢
. goods ! said Fisher T. Fish admaringly.

*“ Bravo, Bunter!”

*“Hurrah '”

It was quite a chorus of admiration.

Choruses of adnriration were & new ex-
perience for Willilam George Bunter.
He swelled with pride, and swelled and
swelled, till he seemed in danger of shar-
ing” the fate of the frog m the fable.
His fat httle nose was clevated a Little
by nature, but it was much more ele-
vated now. Admiration and checrs were
what Bunter felt to be his due—long
denied. It was like the king coming
into his own at last! '

“J say, you fellows——"" he began.

“Go B, Bunter!”
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“Bravo !

Bolsover major produced the fat rolled-
geld watch from his pocket. He stepped
towerds Bunter, dropped c¢n one knee,
and presented it. |

“Here's your watch, Bunter,” he said
meekly, * Excuse my little joke. 1
know better now !’ &

“T excuse you !’ said Bunter loftily.

There was a chortle from Sncop, but
he changed it into a cough as Bunter
bhnked at him.

“* And

you're ready 1to lead s,
Bunter ?”’ askcd Po'sover major,
“Certainly! Shall we tackle the

 Head ?” asked Bunter recklessly,

“Phow !
- “I'm game! Let's raid him in his
study,” said Bunter. “ You follow my
kad. I'm your man!”
Skinner appearcd on
choking.

“*N-nnot the Head, to begin with,”

he said. ‘““What about Leader of the
sixth?  He's a prefcet. Let’'s rag
Loder.”

“Oh, we'll begin with Leder. if yonm
kke !” said Bunter.
at the assembly.

“*How many are there

of us? Nme—and me. that’s ten—plenty

of us t2 handle lLader.”

“You—you rveally mean it, intirely 7" ¢

ejaculated Micky Desmend.
“¥You'll see ™
“Well, if Bunter leads we're ready to

follow,” =aid Polsover maior. “ All we
need is a leader.”
“A gallant leader ! zard Skinner.

m
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|  *"Chap born to command!" remarked
Stott,

Bunter raised a fat hard.

“FoHow me !” he said.

“Hurrah !

“Lead on, Bunter !

And Billy Bunter led on. Skinner &

: Co. followed him from the study, and
down the staire. Behind their greant

leader they were grinning at one
ano'her, but when Bunter glanced back
they contrived to loock serious,

Back me up, you know !’ said Bunter
impressively.

‘Yes, rather! Lead on!”

“Wken T rush in you rush after me,
and collar Loder on the spot, before he
ean get to his cane,” said Bunter., * Just
' as well not to give him a chance to use
| s cane.™
Just az well "7 murmured Snoop.

“Have him down, and kneel on him,”
continaed Buanter.  *“Then we’ll give
him a jol'y good thrashing with his own
cane, as a warmng,”’

“Good egg 17

“Then we'll have,tea in his study, and
make him wait on us.”

it BIJH."-FU !u
- “Come an !™

Bunt:r, a'most bursting with import-
ance, led the way to the 8ixth Form
~quarters. His followers, even yet, eould
. hardly believe that the fatuous Owl of

the Remove really intended to lead a

raid into the study of Gerald Loder, the
- bully f the Sixth. But it was soon clear
. that Bunter meant business. The support
of Skinner & Co. seemed to him like
| the beginning of the end. The Grey-
friars Bolshevik was coming to the top
at last—his natural place!

He reached Loder’s study door, and
blinked round at his followers,

“Ready 1™ he asked.

“Yes, rather!”

“Follow me !’

Bunter hurled open the doer and
rushed into the study.

At the same moment Skinner & Co.
, spun round and rushed in the opposite
' direct'on.  Bunter the Belshevik was
| lcft to deal with Lader of the Sixth “en
| his own "—as he mizht have guessed was
- Bkinner’s mtention had he not been quite

sa obhtuse,

In a second or two the passage was
clear, Bkinner & Co. fled for the quad-
rangle, suffocating with langhter, and
wondering how their gallant leader was
intting on with the bully of the Sixth.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

Left in the Lurch !

ERALD LODER of the Sixth was
not in a good temper that after-
noon. :

He had been left eut of the
eleven that was playing Higheliffe First
on Big Side, and that fact did not make
him amiable,

Loder bad retired to his study, like
Achilles to his tent, it a very sulky and
savage mood, and- he was smoking a
cigaret'e and looking over a racipg
paper whrn his door was rudely hurled
open and Bunter rushed in. ~

Loder looked up, almost transfixed
with astonishment.

“Com-> on!|” roared Bunter.
]_jim !.'l‘

“Geol gad!” ejaculated Loder,

“Bick up!” yelled Bunter. _

In the belief that his loval followers
wer: just kehind, Billy Bunter rushed
straight at Loder. :
- The prefeet {umped up as the fat
junior reached him, and seized him by
th collar. Bunter spun round in his
powerful gnp,

-

" Beize
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Billy Bunter rolied out into the dormitory passage in his pyjamas, and yelled after Skinner & Co.
my ﬂluhbar, you rofters ? *»’

“ Will you gimme

{See Chapter 10.)

“Rescue !” he howled.
Pile in !

“By gad ! exclaimed Loder in amaze-
ment.  What's the matter with the fat
idiot? Are you mad, Bunter?”

“Back up!” shricked Bunter.

Loder glinced at the doorway. It was
empty, and so was the passage outside.
He shook Bunter vigorously.

““What are you up to?" he demanded.

“Yaroocoh !”

“Back up!

“What do you mean?” roarced Loder. }

Oh,

“I—1 say, vou fellows——

hat! Where are they?”

Billy Bunter binked round in utter:
dismay as he discovered that he was
alone with Loder of the Sixth. His fol-
lowers had meltcd away like snow-in
the sunshine, and by that time they were
on the other side of the quadrangle,
chortling,

“Oh ecrumbs !” gasped Bunter.

Loder shook him angrily.

“What does this mean?” he de-
manded. ‘“How dare you rush into a
prefect’s study, yelling like a lunatic !”

“Ow!” qaq}ed Bunter, “I—I say, 1
didn't——

. “What!”

“T—I mean, T wasn't——

“¥You fat, Little 1diot——"'

“TJ—I mean—— The beasts! Oh,
the rotters! They were pulling my leg
all the time !”’ gasped Bunter. " Oh, the
cads! They ncver meant to back ‘me
up! Ow!” ,

“* What did you come here for 7'7

“I—I—] came to—to—to——"' The un-
fortunate Bolshevik's courage was oozing

my

L

|

out at the eneds of his fat fingers now.
He wriggled as Loder picked up a cane
with his free hand.
—I didn’t come here to rag you, you
know »

“Rag me?” repeated Loder,

“N-n not at all! I—-I wasn't going
to give you a thrazhing with your own
cane, Loder.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“I—I wawmn't gomg to make an
examp'e of you—I-I wasn't really,
Loder ! gasped Bunter, wriggling in-the
prefect’s powerful grip. “I—I just
lcoked 1n to— to—to ask youn how you
were, old c¢hap.

”WEH my ha‘tt!" gatd the astenished
prﬂfﬁct-

“I—T say, Loder, can I go now 7

“Not just wvet,” answered Leder
grimly. I haven’t dene with you yet,
' Buniter!”

“T—T’d rather let the matter drop now,
Ioder!” stammmered the hapless Owl of
the Flemove.

“Would you?”  grinned Loder.
“ Somrthing else is going to drop first,
you cheeky young rascal! So you came
here to rag me, drd you7”

“Nuuno! I—I wouldn't think of such
a thing, Loder!” wailed Bunter. *“I—
I respect you tno much, old chap.. 1
don’t belteve you're such a beastly rﬂttfl
as all the fellows say. I don't, really, I
—1I've often told the chaps that I don’t
believe you smoke nnd back horses,
Loder.” | -

“What!” roared Loder.

“I—I mean, I don't know anything

“I—I =ay, Loder, I |

ample of Leoder.

about it, Loder. T—T mean—that is h}
say—— Yaroooeoh” !

Loder’s eane was at work now. W:th
his left hand gripping Bunter’s collar,
lLoder plied the ecane with his right,
Loder ﬂ-f the Sixth was always liberal
with the cane, but on this occasion it
c-uld not be denied that the prefect had
some reason, And he did not even know
that Billy Bunter was a Bolshevik, Per-
haps that was all the better for Bunter.

Whack, whack, whack !

“Oh ernmbs! Leggo! T say, Loder
[—— Help! Fire! Murder! Yoop!”
roared Bunter. *“Oh, my hat! Yar-
oooocooh! Leggo ! :

J.oder did not let go. He whacked

away with the canc as if he were enjoy-

nmself. Perhaps he was!
'ﬁ]hmh, whaek, whaek ! -

“There!” panted -Loder at last.

That’ll be a lesson to you, Bunter "

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !
“Now get out!”
“Wow-wow-wow-wow-wow !
“Do you want some more?”
Loder, flourrshing the eane.

Appqlently Eunter didn’t, for he made
a frantic jump for the door. Loder
gave lnm another hek with the cane as

|H‘

roarcd

he went, to accelerate his retreat, und
slammed the door after him,
Billy Bunter scuttled away down the

passage like a rabbit. Hﬂ wis not
thinking any longer of makming an ex-
. He was only anxious
to put a good distance between himszelf
and the prefect’s study.

593
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Ha came out breathlessly into the
quadrangle, and rolled away gasping.
There was a shout from the direction of
the cricket-field :

" Well hit! Bravo, Wingate!”

Billy Bunter did not Heed it. He was
not interested in cricket. He rolled on,
gasping painfully. Loder had laid on
the cane not wisely but too well.

*“Hallo, Trotsky minor!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“How did you get on with Loder?”

-Billy Bunter blinked at Skinner & Co.
They surrounded him with grinning

facoes,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarad Bolsover major.

““Have you made an example of Lodcer?

Did you give him a thrashing with his
own canec?”’ - '

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!"” .
all Did you get the thrashing,
Bunter?” asked Skinner.

" Wow-wow-ow! Beast !

- “Ha, ha, ha!” :
24T tell you what, Bunter!™ said
Skinner  cheerfully.  “Let's make an
example of the Head next. You lead
us to his study——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter snorted, and rolled away.
He did not intend to lead any more
Bolshevik attacks that afternoon.

“Aren't you going to lead us?”
velled Bolsover major. “ Don't you want
to make an examplje of the Head? What
about giving him a fogging with his
own bipch 7"

- “'Ha, ha, ha!”

. Billy Bunter rolled on without reply-
ing. He left Skinner & Co. velling with
merriment. . _

But the hapless Bolshevik was not
fecling very merry. For an hour, at
Teast, Billy Bunter's voice might have
been heard under the old clms, and the
burden of his song was:

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Wow!"” -

Bunter the Bolshevik, like Rachel o
old, mourned and would not be comforted

—till the effects of the licking wore off ! |

R

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Lord Mauleverer Is Not Taking Any !

OLSHEVISM——"

“Cheese it !

“ Bolshevism 4

*“Dry up!” roared Peter Todd.

Not possessing Billy Bunter's superi-
ority of intellect, Peter was fed up cn
tho subject of. Bolshevism. - Besides, he
was hungry after the cricket, and he
wanted his tea. From Peter's point of
view, Bunter would have been better
employed wusing his hands than bis

tongue.

“Buat I say, Peter,” urged Billy Bun-
" According to the chaps who write
in this paper o

“Bother 'em!”

**According to them,
f!t-anda” for a rediztribution
11l

1 Br_r_r_r I]!

“Chaps who haven't any. you know,
are justified in helping themseclves from
those who have. Quite simple, isn’t it?”
said Bunter. “T hope you're not looking
for the sardines, Peter?”

“I Jolly well am!” answered Peter
Todd, rlancing round from the study

Bolshevism
of wealth

cupboard. ** Where are they?”
*Conhscated !|” answered Bunter
calmly.
“Whatted?"' howled Petor. -
" Confiscated!  Being hungry this
afternoon, I confiscated the sardines to

my own use,”’ said Bunter. “ You needn't
look for the jam, either. I've confiscated
that, too. I wanted it.”
“"You—you—you fat villain!”
Peter Todd.

THue MacxeEr Lisriry. - No, 593

gasped

'}

*“Oh, really, Toddy—as a Bolshevik,
you know——" |

“I'll Bolshevik you!"” exclaimed the
cxasperated Peter, and he made a jump
for a cricket-stump that stood in o corner
of the study.

Bunter made a jump for the door.

He caught a lunge as he went, how-
ever, and he disappeared with a fearful
howl. -

“Yarooh! Beast!"”

“You fat rotter, come back and have
some more!” roared Peter.

“Yow-ow! Beast!”

Peter Todd looked wrathfully round |

the study in eearch of something for
tca. It was too late for tea in Hull: and
the Greyfriars Bolshevik had clcared
Study ‘No. 7 to the last crumb. Breath-
ing wrath, Toddy went alons to Study
No. 1:in search of hospitahity, and- he
found Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
at tea there.

Fortunately, there was a good supply

in Study No. 1, and the Bolshevik Lad.

not been there, and Peter found a we!l-
come. When Billy. Bunter blinked in at

the door a little later Wharton ' and
Nugent had no time to deal with him:

Peter charged at his fat stidy-mate, and
Bunter slanimed the door and fled. -

He fled into Lord Mauleverer, who was
ambling gently along the Remove pas-
sage with his hands in his pockets.
There was a gasp from his lordshin as
he staggered aguinst the wall

“Oh gad!™

“Yow! Skinner, you silly ass >
“Wow! I wish it was Skinner!”
groaned Lord Mauleverer. “You fat

1idiot, you've winded me! Wow !

“Oh, it’s you, Mauly !”” said Billy Bun-
ter, setting his spertacles straight. on his
fat little nose and blinking at Mauleverer.
1 say,. I've been looking for you,
Mauly !”

**Can’t be done!” said Mauly.

“Eh? What ean’t be done?”

“Nothin' to lend.” -

“I'm not asking you to lend me any-
thing, am 17" hooted Bunter.

“0Oh, my mistake! I thouzht vou
were. Nothin' doin’, anyway.” And
I.ord Mauleverer detached himself from
the wall, and ambled on towards his
study. Billy Bunter rolled after him
into the study. |

Mauly’s study-mates were absent, and
Mauly indulged in a gentle groan as he
noted it. The slacker had hoped to find
tca ready. He sat down on the sofa to
wait. It did not oceur to Mauleverer's
lazy mind to get tea himself.

“Hallo! You still there, Bunter?” he
asked.

“I'm here, Mauly."”

“Go away, will you?"”

“No, I won't!” said Bunter.

“Oh, all right! Stay, then!' Anythin’
for a quiet life,” said Mauly placably.
“Don’t talk, there’s a good chap!
you shut up, it's nearly as good as if ~ou
clear off !”’

Billy Bunter closed the study door,
and turned again to Maulevercr., with a
gleam in his little round eyes behind
his glasses. Tord Mauleverer did not
notice it. His own cyes were half-
closed, as they often were. He reclined
on the sofa and yawned.

“I've got something rather serious to
say to you, Mauly,” said Billy Bunter.
fixing his eyes—and his glasses—on Mau-
leverer's face.

“Don’t!” yawned his lordship.

* Listen to me!”

“Oh dear! I wish Vivian would come
in an’' kick you out, Bunter!”

“Listen to me, you silly ass!” said
Bunter. * Bolshevism o

*“Are you goin’ to talk Bolshevism?"

“-5:*[_1&_” .

“Then I'm goin' out.” _

Lord Mauleverer began to detach him-

pounds about

If |

NO'N ON
SALE

self Trom the sofa. To his surprise, Billy
Bunter gave him a powerful shove “on
the chest, and he reclined on the sofa
again suddenly. -

“Wow!™ rasped his lordship.

“Now listen to me!” siid Buontor
sternly. -

“Oh gad!”

“Bolshevism.” said Bunter. “means a
redistribution of wealth. Sec?”

* Yaas "

“You've of
Mauly.”

“Yaas."”

“And I'm rather short of money.”

“Yaas.” .

“Well, then, under Bolshevisin, @ 1.

no  end weualh,

got

should collar some of vour cush. Sea?”
explamed Bunter.  “That’s what | I-
moean.

Lord Mauleverer sat up and stared at
the fat junior. Bunter's face was por-
tentously serious, '

ok Whi_tt are yvou drivin' at, fattv?”
asked his lordship politely. ?
“The redistribution of wealth. Now,

I dare say you've got as much as five
you, Mauly ?" ~'
“Yaas!”. . : '

“I'm willing to take half."

**Are you, by gad!” .-

“That's moderate,” said Bunter. “Tn
Russia, the wealthy idle classcs have Lad
to hand over everythine. - Nobody in
Russia gets any grub unless he works !

" Lucky for vou vou don't live in
Russia, old bean!” . :

Billy Bunter did not heed that
remark, ' |

“Halves!” he said. “That's very
moderate—for a Bolshevik. T'm waiting
for my half, Mauly !

* You can wait, old top !"

“Mind, T mean business !” said Bunter.
“You have to hand it over, or else |
collar it. See? That's Bolshevism !"

“My hat! Is it?”

“Exactly ! You hand over a fair share
of your wealth, or I take the poker to
you. See?™ B |

Lord Mauleverer blinked at him. Billy
Bunter looked as if he meant business.

“I sce!” assented his lordship, slowly,

- “That's the Lenin and Trotsky style,

15 1t? This is my styvle, Bunter !”

His lordship's  laziness suddeunly
dropped from him as he jumped up from
the sofa. He scized Bunter by the collar,
and spun him round towards the door.
The fat junior velled. |

“Leggo! Stop kicking me, you beasi !
Oh crumbs !

Biff, biff, biff! -

Lord Mauleverer threw open the study
door, and his last kick landed Buuter in
the passage. The Owl of the Remove
collapsed there, roaring. _

‘**Have 1 made my meanin' clear?"”
asked Mauleverer gently.

“Yow-ow-wooop !

“You can drop in again when you
want some more redistribution of
wealth,” said his lordship. “I warn vou
that you'll get more kicks than ha'pence.
Ta-ta!"”

The study door clased, and Lord Mau-
leverer returned to the sofa. He was not
disturbed there again. Bunter the
Bolshevik had abandoned the idea of the
redistribution of wealth, so far as Loxd
Mauleverer was concerned.

THE NINTH CHAPTER. 1
Getting Serious ! |

L CNTER! What are you up to?”
B Harry Wharton uttered that
exclamation, as he looked iuto
Study No. 1 a couple of hours

later. |
Wharton had come up from the Com-
mon-rocom for a book; and he was sur-
prised to find a light burning in. the
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study., As he stepped in, Billy Bunter
spun round from Frank Nugent's desk
with a guilty look on his fat face.

~ Wharton stared at him, his face grow-
ing very stern. The desk was locked;
but if it had not been locked—— TFrank
Nugent kept the funds of the Remove
Cricket Club in that desk.

“I—I1—1 say!” stammered Bunter.

“What are you doing here?” de-
manded Wharton angrily,

“ N-n-nothing !

“You were trying to open Nugent's
desk !’ exclaimed the captain of the
Remove, -

*“I—1I wasn’t, you know! 1I—1 haven't
got an old key from Fishy to open it.
Besides I

“What?"

“ Besides, the key doesn’t fit——"

“You fat rascal !” shouted Wharton.

He made a stride towards the Owl of
the Remove and seized him by- the
collar, shaking him vigorously. There
was a clink as a key dropped to the
floor.

“Ow ! Leggo!” howled Bunter,
“D-d-don’t shake me like that, you
beast! You'll make my—ow !—specs fall
off —wow !—and if they get busted—ow !
you'll have to pip-pip-pay for them—
wow !”

Bump! The captain of the Remove
gat Bunter down on the study carpet with
a loud concusston. He was really angry,
and a httle alarmed—for Bunter! So
long as Bunter’s Bolshevism only took
the form of “‘chin-wag?” it did not
matter very much; but when the egregi-
ous Owl began to put it into practice 1n

this way it mattered very much indeed.

Wharton stepped to tie study door-
way, and called to Peter Todd, who was
in the passage talking to Squiff.

“What's up?"” asked Peter.

* Bunter's taken to burghng !”

*“Wha-a-at?”

**What he calls Bolsheyism. He was
trying to get at Nugent's desk!” said
Harry. ‘' Call the fellows here; will you,
Toddy, while 1 keep -an eye on the fat
idiot7 He’s got to be dealt with!”

% Oh, my only hat!” said Peter.

'The Co. were soon called up to the
study, and Squiff and Peter came in with
them, and the door was.closed, Billy
Bunter plumped himself in the armchaiy,
and blinked defiance at the chums of
the Remove. He was not looking at all
ashamed of himself.

“Well, my word!” said Bob Cherry,
whien merton had explamed the matter,
““ 3o the potty porpoise is taking to steal-
mg, 18 he 7"
¢ tOTain’t stealing 17 snapped Bunter.

“What is it, then ?” demanded Frank
Nugent wrathfully. :

‘“ Redistribution of wealth !”

“You admit that you were after the
ericket funds?” exclaimed Squiff,

Billy Bunter nodded coolly.

“You fellows don’t understand Bolshe-
vism,” he said. ‘‘It's coming, I can tell
you that! You rcad the ' Weekly War-
‘Whoop ’! Bolshevism is coming! No-
body will be able to call his hat or his
boots his own when Bolshevism fairly
gets going in this country, You'll see !”

“ Phew ! murmured Squift.

The Co. regarded Bunter blankly.

The new and amazing ideas he had ab- -

sorbed from that valuable and nstrue-
tive journal, the ** Weekly War-Whoop,”
had evidently got into his head—con-
fusing his fat brain, never very clear,

That state of mental confusion was
likely to land Bunter into very eerious
trt}uﬁle unless he could be cured. The
chume of the Remove realised that it
WwWas a serious case,

““What on earth are we goiug to do
with the fat idiot?” asked Harry Whar-
ton, at last. . i 3 _

.
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“We ought to take him to Quelchy !™
growled Jtﬁumy Bull, )

“1 don’t mind!” said Bunter, reck-
lessly. “TI’ll tell Quelchy what 1 think,
fast enough! Blow Quelchy !”

“We don’t want to get the fat OQwl
flogged, or kicked out of the schoal !”
sard -Peter Todd, with a worricd brow.
“You see, this is eunly idicey—and a
fellow can’t help being an idiot. Sup-
pose we give him a thundering gocd

-hiding——"

*“You look out !" yelled Bunter darkly,
“You wait till I get some bombes, you
know, when they object to the redistribu-
tion of wealth. Why, I’d think nothing
of blowing Greyiriars sky-high!”

Bob Cherry tapped his foreliead.

“It's come ! he said.

“0Oh, reallvy, Cherry—"

Harry Wharton knitted his hrows.

“The people who print that rubbish
ought to be stopped,’ he said. *“It’s all
very well to laugh at it; but it's danger-
ous for weak minds. What on carth can
we do with this silly idiot 77
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“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Let's give him some DBolshevism!”
suggested Bob Cherry. “Hair of the
dog, you know—it may cure him.
F’rinstance, I'll have his jacket., You
can have his waistcoat, Toddy !

“Good I

“Hu, ha, hal”

“Here, I say, you [ellows——"" howled
Bunter. *Leggo! Wharrer you up to?
You let my jacket alone! Oh crumbs!”

Bunter's protests were not heeded. All
the juniors considered it a good 1dea to
care a Bolshevik by an application to
himself, of his own principles,

Billy Bunter’s jacket was whipped off,
and his waistcoat followed. Squif took
his collar and tie, and Nugent appro-
priated his boots. Johnny Bull and
Wharton took a sock each.

Billy Bunter, rednced to his shirt and
trousers, stood and roared.
“Yah! You rotters!

clobber !

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” |

“What about his bags?” aszked Bob
Cherry.

“Yaroooh! You lemmy bags alone!”

“ITa, ha, ha!”

Gimme my

Three-halfpence. 11

“1 think that's enough!” said Whas-
ton, with a chuckle. “Out yon go,
Buanter! Can’t trust Bolsheviks in this
study 1"

“You—you—you silly ass!
out like this "

“You ean, old scout,~and yon're going.
Lend him your boot, Bob !7

*Yaroooh !" |

Bunter found that he could go; in fact,
he went very quickly. The chums of ihe
Remove followed him out of the study
mto the Remove passage. Billy Bunter
blinked at them in almost speechless
wrath,

; ‘_:Y?u—}?u:.l—yqu rotters |7 he gasped.
"You're not going to leave me hke
this!™

“We jolly well ave !” answered Bob.
" IL you want your elobber, you can come
down to the Common-room for it!”

“1 can’t come downstairs like this!"
shrieked Bunter.

“That's your look-out !

“You—vou rotters! DBeasts ™
dear de

* Bolshevism has its drawbacks, vou
know !" grinned Bob, *“It's Hable to
come home to roost. Thanks for this
clobber, Bunter!”

“*Tam’t yours, you beast g

“It's ours now.”

And the grinniug juniots went down-
stairs with Bunter's clothes, leaving the
unhappy Bolshevik in his shint and
trousers, in a state of specchless wrath,
and perhaps begining to have some lurk-
mg doubts about Bolshevism. From one
pomnt of view, the community of poods
seemed  an  excellent idea, but frem
another it certainly seemed to have its
drawbacks.

I can’t go

{th

Ee— —

No Clobber !
( 0 W!
Billy Bunter was finding it
the passage watching him; tinding the
Bunter appealed to them in vain to fetch

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Beasts [
“Ha, ha, ha!”
chilly i1 the Reinove passage.
Hualf u dozen juniors were lounging about
Greyfriars Bolshevik, in  his present
moulted state, véry entertaining. Billy
his *‘clobber ™ for him,
“No jolly fear!” said Skinner. ** What

are you grumbling at, anyhow? Ain't
you a Bolshevik "

“Yah! Beast!”

Billy Bunter rolled away to the

dormitory staircase. e dared not ven-
ture downstanrs i his present state, and
risk meeting a master or prefect, There
was nothing for it but to go to the
dormitory and get his other clothes from
his box.

Skinner winked at his companions,

“This way !" he murmured.

Skinner and Snoop and Stott and
Bolsover mujor followed Bunter to the
Remove dormitory. They found the Owl
bending over his box, spluttering with
wrath as he turned out his clothes.

“That's mine!” remarked Belsover
mai'm', catching hold of the jacket Bunter
had turned out.

“{imme my jacket!” shrieked Bunter,

“Whose jacket?” demanded Bolsover
major.

“Mine!”’

“Mine, you mean! I want it.”

“Tll have this one,” said Skinner.
“ How many have you got, Bunter?”’

“Only these two, vou keast!”

“Then we'll have cne each!”

“¥a, ha, ha!”

“Here, divide up fairly!” exclained -
Snoop. “If you're going to have the
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socks. "

““The boots for me !"" said Stott.

Billy Bunter blinked at his humorous
Yorm-fellows, with a blink that en-
dangered lhis spectacles, as they divided
aup his property. Of course, from the
Bolshevist point of view, it wasn't his
property any more than it was anybody
else’s. But Bunter did not seem to be
able to apply his own principles to his
own belengings—a weakness shared by
many advanced reformers.

“You — you — you rotters!” gasped
Bunter. *“What am 1 going to put on,
you beasts?"”

t Anything you like,” grinned Skinner.
**Not this clobber! This clobber 1s ours,
I say., vou chaps, we can pawn this stuft
to-morrow, and raise the wind. 1T dare

g1y we can get ten bob from old Lazarus

on the lot.”

“Ha. ha, hat”

“You are not going to pawn my
clobber, you thieves!” howled Bunter.

“I1t’s our clobber now, my pippin!
Where are your principles?”

Skinner & Co. marched out of the
dormitory, laden with Bunter's clothes.
The fat junmior blinked after them in help-
less wrath., They had not even left him a
patr of socks. ¢

The unfortunate Bolshevik had no
alternative but to remain in the
dormitory. He turned into bed; and he
was glowering there when the Removites
came. up at hall-past nine.

There was a general chortle among the
juniors at the sight of the Owl of the

Remove.

‘““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s your
clobber, DBuuter,” said Bob Cherry.
“We're going to lend it te you for to-
morrow, "’

“Lend
Bunter.

“Yes lend it. Mind, we're not giving
it to you!” said Bob warningly.

“You—you rofter, it's mine!”’

“Not at all. We're going to lend it to
vou; but next time you begin Bolshevik-
ing we shall take it off you again, See?”

**The take-off-fulness will be terrific,
my esteemed fat idiot!” chuckled the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I—1 say, you fellows

“Have you given up being a Bol-
shevik®” 1nguired Harry Wharton.

“No!" yelled Bunter.

“Then look out for squalls next time
you begint”

"“*Yah! Rotters!"”

And with that Bunter rolled over to go
to sleep. He was greatly comforted by
the return of his *“clobber,” however.
Skinner & ("o. had not brolight back their
loot; and if Bob Cherry had not relented
Bunter would have been in difficulties
about roing down the next morning.

But Bkimner had not finished yet. After
the other fellows were asleep, the
humorist of the Remove slipped out of
bed, and he was busy with Bunter's
clothes for some minutes.

it me, you beast!” gasped

L

He chuckled softly as he returned to his |

bed. There was a surprise—not an agree-
able one—waitmg for the Owl of the Re-
move in the morning.

When the rising-bell clunged out in the
sunny mornuig, and the Removites
turned out of bed, Billy Bunter regarded
them with a sour blink. He was feeling
morose.  Instead of his  intellectual
superiority being recognised and admired
—instead of being elected the great
leader of a great movement—he was the
butt of mockery and practical jokes. And
his new wheeze, instead of turning out a
source of profit, seemed likely to turn out
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| Skinner & Co.

a susplcion to dawn in Bunter’s fat mind
that perhaps, after all, there was some-
thing amiss with Bolshevism,

Sharing Lord Mauleverer's wealth was
gquite attractive—but having his own
“clobber " collared by humorous jumiors
was quife another thing. As Hurree
Jamset Singh expredsed it in his wonder-
ful English, it was a boot on the other
eg.

Bunter was last out of bed, as usual.
FHe indulged in the brief ablutions which
were customary with him—and which
Bob Cherry deseribed as a “ecat-lick " —
and looked round for his clothes.

Most of the Remove had gone down
by that time; but Skinner and Snoop

and Bolsover major remained. They
were watching the Owl with deep
imterest. |

Buntfer set. His glasses upon his fat!
littie nose, and blinked round for his|
clothes in vain. Even his trousers had
vanished.

1 say, vou fellows, have you seen my
clobber?” he asked.

“Your clobber!” repeated Skinner.
“"I've certainly not seen your clobber,
Bunter. I didn't know you had any."

“I thought it had been redistri-
buted.” remarked Snocop.

And Bolsover major chortled.

“Look here, vou beasts, where’s my
clothes”" roared Bunter.

“If you've got any clothes, vou can!
look for them.” grinned Skinner. * Myl
idea is that your wealth—in the shape of
clothes—has been redistributed, and that
you won't see it again. Come on, vou
chaps; time we were down!”

“Gimme iy clothes!”  shrieked
Bunter.

“Ta-ta!” answered Skinner.

The juniors left the dormitory.

Billy Bunter gusped with wrath and
dismay. He had left it late, as usual,
and it was near breakfast-time. e did
not want to be late for breakfast—Bun-!
ter was the soul’of punctuality at meal-|
times. Besides, there would be trouble !
with Mr, Quelch if he was Jate.

He rolled out into the dormitory pas-
sage in his pyjamas, and yelled alter

“Will you gimme my clobber, you
rotters?" |
Skinner & Co. disappeared downstairs.

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. Je.
rolled back into the dormitory.
“Wha-a-at am | going to do? I—] shall

be late for brekker! Oh dear!”

It was quite certain that he couldn't!
go down in his pyjamas. In a state
of desperation he made a round of the
other fellows' boxes, looking for clothes !
to borrow.

Most of them were locked; but he
found Lord Mauuleverer's box open.
But that did not help him much, The
garments of the slim Mauly were not of
much use to Billy Bunter.

In desperation, he tried them, and
there was a long, rending sound as he
strove to squeeze on a pair of Lord)
Mauleverer's lower garments. With a
snort” of wrath Bunter pitched the bursé
“bags” across the dormitory.

He rolled to the door again, and
looked out—in the faint hope that Skin-
ner would return with his clobber. But
there was no sioan of Skinner. The |
humorist of the Remove was evidently
keeping up the joke. b

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter., “The
—the awful beasts ! 1'm late for brekker.
and Quelchy will be in a wax! Oh dear!
I—1—I wish I'd never heard of Bol-
shevism! Qw!”

The breakfast-bell was ringing, and it

THE BEST 40 LIBRARY ®®~ THE “B0OYS' FRIEND” 40. LIBRARY. *uo®

jackets, I'll have the waistcoats—and the | a source of decided loss—which caused

ceased as Bunter blinked out of tha
dormitory.

The fat junior thought of breakfast
and groaned.

He almost made up his mind fto go
down as he was. But not quite! In a
state of simmering fury he rolled back
imto the dormitory, and sat on his bed
and waited. And while he waited he
made remarks, not loud, but deep.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Blanketed !

M Remove table, and frowned.
He noted at once that Billy
Bunter's place was empty.

and thevy wondered why Bunter had not

come. It was very unusual for the Owl

of the Remove to be late for breakfast—

“Wharton!” rapped out the Remove-
master.

“Yes, cir?"
come i to breakfast?”

“No, sair!”

“You may ge and tell him to come in,
rangle."”

Harry Wharton left the breakfast-table,
and went out into the sunny quad %o look
fat jumior was recommmencing his Bol-
shevik tactics—now that the lesson he had
received 1 the Form-room was wearing

Skinner & Co. exchanged a covert grin.
They knew that the captain of the
Remove would net find Bunter in the

Harry Wharton came back in a few
minutes. e came back alone, Mr,
Quelch looked at bim.
asked, -

*“*No, sir., He doesn’t scem to be out
of doors.”

“None at all, sir,” answered Harry,
who was puzzled himself. FE

“Yery welll  You may sit down,

Whartoen sat down. sivs

Breakfast proceeded, and William
George Bunter did not appear. Mr.
and lis frown deepened. It was pretty
clear that the Remove - master remem-.
bered Bunter's previous remarkable out-
another sample.
_ "Does anyone here know where Bunter
1377 Mr, Quelch asked at length, hreak-

There waz no answer.

“1 suppose he came down from the
dormitory 7" said Mr. Quelch. |
Harry. - -

" Bless my soul! He cannot still be in
bed, surely!™ exclaimed the Remova-

R. QUELCH glanced along the

Harry Wharton & Co. had noted it, teo,
or any other meal.

“Do you know why Buntér has not
Wharton. 1 presume he 13 in the quad-
for Bunter., He wondered whether the
off.
aquad.

“Have you not found Bunter?” he

“Have you no idea where he 18 ?"
Wharton."

Quelch glanced at the door once or twice,
break, and suspected that this was
ing a silence that was growing ominous.

“1 haven't seen him down, sir,” said
*Iid vou speak, Skinner?” ' |

UI—1 don’t think Bunter came down,
sir,” said Skinner.

"“That 1s very extraordinary. I sup-
pese Bunter 1s not 111 2" said Mr. Quelch.

“I—I think not, sir.”

The Remove-master knitted his brows
more grimly.
~ ““This appears to me to be an act of
impertinence on Bunter's part!” he cx-
claimed. * Trokter!” '

“Yessir 7"

Trotter, the page, came up.

“Kindly go te the Remove dormitory,

- Trotter, and ascertain whether Bunter is

there. Tell him to come at once !
“¥ ossir,”
Trotter left the dining-toom.



Every Monday.

The Remove fellows watted rather
breathlessly for his return. Bunter’s
absence astonished them—with the ex-
ception of Skinner & Co. Those
humorous youths were well aware why
Bunter did not come.

All eyes were on the school page when
he returned, with a lurking grin on his
chubby face. i |

“Well, Trotter " snapped Mr. Quelch.

“”’;\fiaat.Er Bunter says he can’'t come,
Bil.

“What?”

“TlTe ecan’t come, sir, “cause _

“Return to Bunter at once!” ex-
claimed Mr., Quelch, “Tell him to come
down immediately, Trotter!”

** He says, sir——*°

“You need- not tell me what he says.
Inform him that if he does not come
down immediately he shall be taken be-
fore the Head to be flogged !

“Oh, lor’! I1—I mean, yessir!" gasped
Trotter,

And he departed again.

“*Why the thump doesn’t the fat duffer
come ?"” murmured Bob Cherry.
“What’s his game now?"”

“Potty, 1 suppose,” grunted Johnny
Bull. *“He's pﬁ;?;ing Bolshevik again.
Quelchy will skin him, 1 think.,”

There Was breathless attention now,
Fellows from other taples were looking
across, realising that there was something
amiss in the Remove. The murmur of
voices at the Remove table died away as
Mr. Quelch glanced round with a glitter
in his eyes. Nobody was anxious to catch
Mr. Quelch’s glance just then,

Trotter came back at last, and the
Remove-master rapped out, before the
pago scould speak :

**Is Bunter coming, Trotter?”

“Yessir. He says—-"

bk r]_‘lhat‘ ,“..ill d‘ﬂ 11'!

i YL‘EiI‘,”

Trotter moved off, and the juniors
could see the grin that lurked on his face.
They wondered what was the cause of it.

As they contmued their breakfast a
good many surreptitious glances were
cast at the ‘doorway. Bunter seemed to
be taking his time, though Trotter had
announced that he was coming.

But there was a footstep outside at last.
It was accompanied by a dragging, swish-
ing sound.

““What on
Nugent,

‘** Silence, please !”

All eyea turned to the doorway. There
was a gasp of astonishment as Billy
Bunter appeared there.

He was enveloped from head to foot in
biankets, which were swathed round him,
and trailed on the floor as he walked.

The fat junior’s face was crimson and
furious.

“*Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Wha-a-at's the name of that game ?”

“Is he mad?”

*“The madfulness must be terrific !”

Mr. Quelch’s eyes seemed to bulge from
his head as they were fixed upon the
startling apparition in the doorway.

“Bunter |” he gasped. \

Billy Bunter rolled into the dining-
room. At every table fellows were cran-
ing their necks to stare at the remarkable
ligure of the Owl of the Remove. There
was a howl of laughter from one end of
the dining-room to the other.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Prout, at
the Fifth Form table. *“ This is—is very
odd! Is that boy out of his senses?
Very odd—very !”

“ Bunter !” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Ow ™ Yes, sir 77 gasped Billy Bunter.

“What does this mean, sir? What do
you mean by coming here enveloped in—
in blankets? Are you out of your
senses !

)

earth’s that?" murmured
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“Nunno! I—-I—""
“Take off those blankets at once!”
shouted the Remove-master, jumping to

his feet. ‘“How dare you! Take off
those blankets!”

“But I—I—I 4

“Do you hear me, Bunter? Take
them oft }”

“I—I can’t! I—7

* Boy, what msolence is this? Do you

venture to disobey me?” exclaimed the
Form-master. “I command you to take
off those blankets immediately !”’

“I—I—1 can't! | " shittered
Bunter,
“Wharton! Cherry! Take those

blankets from Bunter at once !”

“Oh, yes, sir!”

Wharton and Bob Cherry jumped up
to obey the TForm-master’s command.
Billy Bunter backed away.

“Lemme alone!” he howled. “1 tell
you I haven't Oh crumbs!”

The two juniors grasped the blankets,
and dragged at them. They came off,
whisking, and Willham George Bunter
was revealed—his fat form encased in a
set of highly-coloured pyjamas. The
reason he had come down in blankets was
explained now.

There was a wild howl of merriment in
the dining-rcom. Fellows were standing
up now at all tables to stare at Bunter.

Mr. Quelch eeecmed transfixed.

He glared at the Owl of the Remove
as if he could hardly believe the evidence
of his eyes.

Wharton and Bob Cherry dropped the

blankets in sheer astonishment.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh  crumbs! Bunter takes the
cake !”
“Bunter ! cried Mr. Quelch. “ What

~—what—what do you mean by this?
How dare you come downstairs, eir, with-
out your customary attire! Have you
become utterly msane ?”
“You told me to!” howled Bunter.
“What! I told you to?”
‘“Yes, yonun did!” hooted Bunter.
didn’t want to come ! Yarooch !
those Dblankets, vou beasts!
c-c-cold !
“Ha, ha, ha!” -
“Put those blankets on at once, Bun-
ter I stuttered Mr. Quelch.
I‘;:’I didn’t want to take ‘em off, did
“Bunter ! I shall deal with you i

“"Twasn't my fault—was 1t 7"’ howled
Bunter, clutching the blankets round his
rndgy person. **I didn’'t want to come
down like this—did I? I haven’t got any
clothes——"

“What? Where
Bunter ?"

“They've been takefi away!” lLowled
Bunter.

“0Oh!” exclaimed Mr, Quelch. “T1—T
understand ! Were you left in the dormi-
tory without any clothes, Bunter 77

“Yow-ow ! Yes, T was! I'm e-c-celd ™

““Bless my soul! This is some foolish
practical joke, 1 presume! 1 was not
aware that you had been deprived of
yvour clothes, Bunter! Return to the
dormitory immediately !”

i Y["Esir !T'

Billy Bunter was only too glad to
return to the dormitory immediately. Ie
chllihﬂhed the blankets round him, and
rolled out, grunting and gasping, leavin
the whole dining-hall réjck-gxg witﬁ
laughter as he disappeared.

L I
Gimine
I'm

are

vour c¢lothes,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Exit Bolshevism !
KINNER tossed a bundle into the
Remove dormitory after breakfast,
and departed chuckling. Five

minutes later Billy Bunter came
downstairs, clothed at last, to be greeted
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by howls of laughter,
fist at the howling juniors.

“You silly chumps!” he roared,
“There’s nothing to cackle at! I've joily
nearly caught cold coming down in my
pyvjamage——"

“Ha, ha, ha!’"

“T've a jolly good mind to give yonu
a thumping licking, Skinner——"

“(Go ahead 1" grinned Skinner.

“Only you ain't worth the trouble!”
said Bunter. *““Yah4” : :

“There'll be a row when we get int
the Form-room!” Bolsover major mur-
mured to Skinner. *“Quelchy’s sure to
want to know all about it. What are you
going to say?”

“The facts!” answered Skinner airily.
“ Having acted from a sense of duly——"
; “rEh? I thought 1t was a joke on Bun-
er ‘11

* Not much good telling Quelchy that !
Having acted from a sense of duty, I
shall admit it fearlessly, like a really up-
right fellow !” yawned Skinner.

“Oh, my hat!"” said Bolsover major.

Skinner scemed quite easy in his mind
when the Remove went into their Form-
room. Billy Bunter gave him a ferocious
blink, devoutly hoping that a caning was
coming for the humorist of the Remove.
Mr. Quelch, as he took his place at his
desk, certainly looked as if he intended
to cane somebody.

*“Bunter!” rapped out the Remove-
master. *‘Come REL‘E kg

Billy Bunter rolled out hefore the class,
giving Skinner another feraeious hlink as
he passed him. larold Skinner winked
111 response. |

“It appears, Bunter, that vour clothes
wero tuI[:':Ptl awav In the dormitory this
morming,’ said Mr. Queleh.

“They were taken away overnight,
sir |7 grunted Bunter. “1 couldn’t find
them when I got up "

“In that case, Bunter, I do not blame
vou for not coming down. I require to
know who deprived Bunter of his
clothes I"” said Mr. Quelch, looking round
over the Removites, “ Buch an action 1s
far beyond the limits of a joke, in my
opinion! Who was it ?”

Harold Skinner rose in his place.

“If you please, sir——"" he began.

“Was it you, Skinner, played thie
foolish and inconsiderate trick 7"

“It wasn't a trick, sir.” said Skinner
calmly. "1 was acting from a sense of
duty, sir,”

“*What 1" ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

‘The Removites stared at Skinner. This
was the first they had heard of Skinner's
sense of duty.
thing, he had certainly kept it very dark
hitherto.

“That’'s how tlie matter stands, sir,”
gaid Skinner. “I'm sure you'd approve,
sir, if you knew the facts,”

“1 certainly do not approve of such a
foolish practical joke, Skinner !” |

“But 1t wasn't a joke, sir—not at all!
It was a lesson for Bunter. Bunter's
a Bolshevik——"

There was a chortle in the Remove,
which died away as Mr. Quelch glanced
round.

“Kindly do not talk such nonsence,
Skinner |7 snapped the Form-master,

“But it’s a fact, sir,” said Skinner.
“Bunter's a Bolshevik, and he says he
believes in community of goods, and help-
ing himself to other people’s property
whenever he wants their things. He's
been doing it lately, as Wharton knows.”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“Is that the case, Wharton ?” asked
Mr. Quelch quietly.

* Bunter’s always playing the fool, sir,”
said Harry uncomfortably, ‘‘He's rather
a IZ:i!Er.'EEI' fool now than usual—that’s al,
sir | '

“Indeed! But what has that to do
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with your taking Bunter's clothes away,
Skinner?”

“1t was to give him a lesson in
Bolshevism, sir,” explained Skinner. *I
thought that if he had his own things
taken it would open his eyes, sir. T acted
quite from a sense of duty, of course, I
felt bound to open Bunter's eves to his
—ahem !—folly, if 1 could, sir.”

Mr. Quelch gave Skinner a sharp look.

“I hope your motives were as you say,
Skinner,” he said.

““(h, ves, sir—quite so!"

“You may sit down! Bunter!”
Remove-master turned to the fat junior,
“ A few days ago you were uttering im-
pertinent nensense in this Form-room.
‘Am I to understand that the correction I
then administered to you was not suffi-
cient to cure you of vour felly ?”

Bunter jumped.

“Oh, ne, sir—I mean, ves—aquite suffi-
cient, sir—more than sufficient. sir, [
assure vou! I—I don't want any more,
gir 1"

“Ha, ha, hat!"”

“Silence! Bunter, if you have carried
?ﬂur Eb&urdity to the poeint of dishonesty,

“0Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter, “ Not
at all, sir! I—1I wasn't in Wharton's
study at all last evening, sir. I—1 never
said anything about the redistribution of

SYNOPSI1S.

Johnny Goggs comes to Bylecoembe Grammar
School from Franklingham with his chums
Trickett, Blount, and Waters. .

Goges is a ju-jitsu expert, a clever im-
personator, and the organiser of many bril-
liant japes. He leads an expedition of
Grammarians to 8t. Jim's, and accomplishes
one of the most daring night raids ever per-
petrated,

(Now read on.)

Paying For It !

£é HE Head desires to see you, Goges.
And you, Monk.”

It was Mr Adams who spoke in

the Fourth Form-room on the mern-

ing after the raid upom 8t. Jim’s, and the
adventure of the roof.

Goggs and Frank Monk arose and walked

golemnly out. '

They felt solemn. It was mo joke to have
to face the Head, knowing, as they knew,
that upon them depended the keeping of a
dozen or 50 of others out of a bir row.

They themselves were in for it, and they
Knew it. But they could not, as

it, confess everything. and throw theméelves

upon the mercy of the Court. On the con-

‘trary, they must be very careful what they.

srid. They were not prepared to tell lies :

but this was certainly not an oecasion when .
the truth, the whole truth, and nothing bui .

the truth, was advisable.
“It's worse for me than it is for you,
Gogzgles,” said Monk.
*“Amd why, my dear Gorilla ?"

The |

wealth. “I—I've never even heard the
expression, sir !”

* The what?" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

" The—the redistribution of—of wealth,
sir ! gasped Bunter, “I-—I think it's all
rot myself, sir—at least, when it's applied
to a fellow's own things &

“What nonsense have you been read-
ing, Bunter?” demanded Mr., Quelch,
“ You must have picked up that nonsensi.
cal expression from some absurd paper.

Give it to me at once !”

o I I I Fe

“Give 1t to me, Bunter! Do you
hear ?*"

The fat_junior's podgy hand went juto
his jacket, and the * Weekly War-
Whoop " was extracted and handed over

to the Remove-master. Mr. Quelch’s eves
opened wide as he took it.

“Bless my soul!" he exclaimed.
“Have you been reading this pernicions
nonsense, Bunter 7

"“I—I just looked at it. sir.” said Bun.
ter cautiously, with one eye on the
Remove-master’s cane. “J think it’s all
rot myself ! Utter hosh, in fact! [—T
never thought about it being applied to a
fellow's.own things, of course I"

“Put it in the wastepaper-basket,
Bunter! Tear it across first 1"
“Oh!

The valuable journal was torn across,

well enough that he won’t talk o me from
that standpeint. He'H call me * Monk R

“You have been called by much worse
names, dear boy." !

“1 know that, chump’! “Phat's not the
thing. I'm only trying to make it clear to
You that I can't expect any favour becauss
I happen to bhe his son.”

“On the other hand. vou do pot anticipate
warse freatment en that account?”

“Of course not. The old bird's alwavs fair.”

“Then I really de not see how it can he
worse for you than for me.”

And Goggs could not see it. But Monk
could. When he was called up in this way
he could never manage to forget the Head's
paternal autherity.

“You do the chinwag, Goggles,” he said
appealingly, as they reached the door of the
Head's study.

‘I will be eloguent, Chimpanzee., It is my
strong peint.”
“Don't be too jolly cloquent, though!

There’s quite a 1ot that had hetter not be
said. Amnd, loek here, don't you taltk te the
old bird as youn talked to Adams last might.
He won't stand it. They say you clieeked
Adams no end.”

“I' am sorry that asyvone should imagine

~me capable of such a thing,” replied Goeggs,
"a$ he fapped at the door.

“€ome in!" called Dr. Monk.

The two entered,

Rylcgmbe’s Head looked at them with
severe displeasure. — -

“1 have received & surprising complaint,
against you twe boys,” he said. :

Monk waited for Goraes te answer that.
But no. reply came. To Goggs -it hardly

Yes, gir!” l

e R

By Richard Randolph .

A Tip: Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW |

and deposited in the wastepaper-basket
—the appropriate receptacle for such

lucubrations. Mr. Quelch picked up hias
cane.
“ Bunter ” he began.

“I—I say, I—I ain't a Bolshevik!”
groaned Bunter. “I—1I can see that it's
all rot now, sir! I can really, sir! Utter

rot]  Why, under Bolshevism a fellow’s
own cuke wouldn't be safe! 1 can see

that now, sir! TI—I believe in hanging
Lenin and Trotsky, sir! I do really !
There was a pause, and then Mr,
Quelch laid down his cane.
“¥You may go to your place, Bunter!
But if T hear anything more of this
ridiculous nonsense——"

Mr. Quelch did not finish; he left the
rest to Bunter's imagination. The Owl of
the Remove was glad to roll away to his
FIEI{'E'. Billy Bunter had profited by his
esson—and nothing more was heard in
the Greyfriars Remove of Bunter the
Bolsheviik !

THE END.

(Don’t miss ““ THE GREYFRIARS
SWIMMING SPORTS!” — next

Monday's grand complete story of
Harry Wharton & Co., by FRANK

RICHARDS,)

He would have preferred a few chatty re-
marks about the weather as a startor.

“What could have possessed you to do
80 foolish and dangerous a thing as to go
upon the roof?” smapped Dr. Monk, coming
straight to the point.

"Now that 1 reflect upon it, sir,” answered
Goges, “1 perceive that it was indeed both
foolish and dangerous, and I am quite sure
that Monk agrees with me.”

“0h, yes!” mumbled Frank Monk, looking
yvery much confuszed. .

“That is hardly an explanation, G gs!”
snapped the Head. “I did not send for you
in order that you might express regret for
what you did. It is my intention to wuse
means to make vou regret it.”

"It was such a very fine night, sir,” said
Goggs mildly. *

“And you went upon the roof bheciuse it
wis a very fine night, did you, Menk?”

The guery was fired at Frank Monk's head
almost like a shot out of a gun, and it made
him s$ill more cenfuszed.

“I—yes—er—— That is, no, sir,” he replied.
"You see, we——"

Bugz, bazz, buzz!

The sound wae as that of a hee huzzing
around Dr. Monk's head. His son stopped
shott, and watched with almost fascinated.
eyes the Head trying to wave away that in-
vigible hee. 'For the moment it did not eccur
to him that there was no hee—that the buzz-
ing was the work of the demure-looking
Goggs. And, of course, that did not occur
to the Head, who knew nothing of Goggs'
ventrilognial powers,

Burz, buzz, bugz!

“Can you sce a bee near me?” demanded

Oh, T know l
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“Because the Head's my pater. seemed a cheerful conversational opening.

Dr. Monk.

—

The Floatway Honsa,
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“No, sir,” replied Goggs., “Is there one?”
“Of course there is! Can you not hear it?"
Bugzz, huzz, buzz!

Frank Monk had time to think. He realised
that he had been on the point of explaining
too much, and that that was why the buzzing
had begun.

It ceased suddenly. Goggs saw that his
ohjeet had been achieved. The look on Frank
Monk’s face showed that.

The Head looked arcund him in rather a
hewildered way. He could see no bee. Butb
he did not really want to see it; that it
should cease from buzzing round him was
enongh.

“Ah! What was I saying?” he asked.

ITis son kept silence. Uozgs, after a meo-
mentary pause, said:

“You were asking whether it was only the
fineness of the night that tempted us on to
the roef, sir. I think that the answer must
he in the negative. There were other con-
tributory causes.” |

“Other contribatory canses were there,
(loggs? Such as recklessness, idle folly, a
desire to brag to other juniors, and the like?”

* Possibly, sir.”

“And you both fell from the roof into the
water-butt? Why, you might have broken
your necks!”

“It was only from the lower part of the
roof, sir, and the drop is not really very far.
It is true that we broke the skylight. But
that was afterwards.” '

“For the broken pane in the skylight you
will pay jeintly out of your pocket-money.
For your folly in going npen the roof at all
I shall eane you both. Hold out your hand,
Goggs ™

Frank Monk wondered whether the bhee
would begin to buzz again now, or whether
there would be some other manifestation of
the ventriloquial powers of Goggs.

But there was nothing of the sort. Goggs
raw no need for it. He was quite satisfied
if they could get away without involving any

af their fellow-adventurers; and to that end

h¢: was prepared to take cheerfully any
punishment that might come to him.
He held out his hand meekly.

 Swish, swish, swish!

“Now the other.”

The left hand was extended.

Swish, swish, swish!

“That will do, Goggs.”

Johnny Goges rather thought it would,; he
yvearned for no maore.

The Head loked at him curiously. He had
naot even wineed, For all that he showed
thfﬂﬁﬂ gix strokes might not have hurt him at
all.

But they had!

“Your hand, Monk !"

Frank Monk took the seme dose as Goggs,
and took'it equally well. But his father had
Jont khown that Frank could take punishment
withoit whimpering, and would have been
greatly disappointed if he had shown up
worse than Goggs.

“You can go. Let this be a warning to you
for the future. If you bad broken your backs
upon the edge of the butt, or had been
aulfocated in it, as might well have happened,
the school would have suaffered damage Trom
which it might never have recovered.”

“1 was not aware that our respected Head
placéd so muech value upon our unimportant
existences,” remarked Gozgs, in the eorridor.

“Asgs! He doesn’t! He-only means that
there wotild have been an inquest, and every-
thing would have got into the papers; and,
of course, that would have been most rottenly
had for the school.”

It would, 1 admit. And yet an inquest

would bhe quite an interesting experience,
Monkey !”

“ A eaning is enough -for me!™ growied
Monk.

“ And too, too much for me!” agreed Goggs.
“Your venerabhle progenitor, Orang-outang,
has well-developed biceps. 1 consider his exe-
cution superior to that of Adams. You may
tell him so, with my compliments, when you
next take tea with him on a family footing.”

“You are the bigrest idiot 1 ever came
aeross in some ways, Goggles. But you aren’t
all idiot. You played that buzzing trick just
in ‘time. In another minute I might have
let-out too much.” :

~“#Was there not a bee¢, Gorilla?”

“Pon’t you know there wasan't, fathead?”

“Your paternal relative appeared sure that
there was, and I value his opinion.”

“Oh, rata! I'm jolly glad we eame through
it without letting any of the other fellows in
for it, anyway. And that was due to you,
rather than to me. Goggles, old bird, I ap-
prove of you!”

~ Before classes were over all the sharers in

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE MACNET.

Every Monday. Every Wed,

The Editor’'s Chat. |

The Companion Papers ara:

THE CEM. THE BOYS’ FRIEND. CHUCKLES.
Every Monday.

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS CLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS.

THE PENNY POPULAR.

Every Friday. Every Friday.

e
For Next Monday :

“THE GREYFRIARS SWIMMING
SPORTS 17 -

By Frank Riehards.

ANl my chums, whether swimmers or nou-
swimmers, will fairly revel in next Monday's
grand long complete story of the chums of
ireyiriars., Happy memories of * Se¢hool and
Sport ¥ are revived when we read how Tom
Merry & Co. of St, Jim's, Frank Courtenay &
Co. of Highclifte, and Jimmy Silver & Co, of
Rookwood, ceme to Greyiriars to participate
in a Grand Swimming Tournament. Two silver
cups are presented—one to the winning junior
side by Dr. Locke,” and the other to the win-
ning senior side by Dr. Holmez. Of course,
there iz plenty of comic relief—mainly
supplied by the one and oniy Horace Coker.
Great is the excitement when

“THE GREYFRIARS SWIMMING
SPORTS *’

actually ecommence; and that this rousing
-story of school and sport will make a big hit
is assured in advance.—

e —

HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN
HAMPSHIRE !

The Greyvfriars stories now appearing in the
“Penny Popular ® describe, as most of you
know, a Great Sports Tour, conducied on
alternate weeks by Harry Wharton and
Vernon-Smith.

The first three counties to be wvisited by the
Greyfriars juniors were Lancashire, Surrey,
and Kent: and the stories have excited tre-
mendous popularity in Lhose counties.

Last week it was the turn of Essex to be
vicited. And this week Harry Wharton & Co.
are going to Hampshire, to compete with the
leading junior sportsmen of that famous
Southern shire,

No. 22 of the “ Penny Popular,” on salé this
Friday, contains a grand long complete
story, entitled

“HAMPSHIRE HEROES !
By Frank Richards.

This story is of espeecial interest, since it
featurez Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd of
Rookwood. These enterprising schoolboys are
included in the Hampshire team ; so miy chums
will guess that the Friars find themselves
fairty “up against it,”

How do they acquit themselves? This you
will learn on Friday morning, when you
emerge from your newsagent's with a tri-
umphant smile and a copy of the “ Penny
Pup_ﬂ

By the way, I should appreciate a line from
my Hampshire chums telling me how they like
this story.

THE COMPANION PAPERS ANNUAL.

At the time of going to press letters are
pouring in on this subject.

Perspiring postmen are staggering through
the marhle halls of the Fleetway House, drag-
ging bulging post-bags behind them,

When my office-hoy has succeeded in sorting
out the many hundreds of letters for my
perusal T shall be able to make a definite
statement concerning the suggested Annual,

Watch this page next week for develop-
raents !

YOUR EDITOR’S SERIAL !
A CHORUS OF APPROVAL!

From near and far I have received enthusi-
astic letters urging me to write a serial in
one of the Companion Papers, setting forth
the history of our hright little journalg, and

iving my chums an insight into the lives and

abits of Frank Richards, Martin Clifford, and |- other readers.-

- -

the other gentlemen of genius who wrile for
these papers., )
Jimmy H., of Repton, who always voices
Lis comments in verse, bursts into the fellow-
ing spasm
“Now, then, Mr. Editor,
Wherefore hesitate?
Write Lhat merry serial—
1t will be first-rate !
Write the first inatalment—
Do it right away ! _
This is what we all meant -
First of all to say!

Tell us all the details
That we long to know!
Where does Franky Richards
Sojourn here below?
Does he live at Bristol,
Or in London town?
Does he own a pistol?
Is he pale or brown?

Where does Martin Clifford
Make his sung retreat?

Does e live where traffic :
Thunders through the street?

Does he write his stories
Mid the merry strife?

Does he know what war is?
Has he got a wife?

Tell us all these items—
Tell us hundreds more !
All ycur gay adevniures
Will not prove a bore!
Show your readers ciearly
What you do and are;
I am—yours sincerely.
Youtliful Jimmy R.!”

Well, Jimmy R., your_appeal—and (hat of
your thousands of fellow-readers—is irre-
sistible. :

I have bowed my head hefore the storm,
so to speak, and have yielded to the demands
of the multitude. -

The zerial in question shall be written; and
a further anncuncement as 1o when and where
il will appear will be made on this page next

week,
H. A. H. (YOUR EDITOR.)

—_——

NOTICES.
Cricket. ?

GRAHAM'S ELEVEN, strength medium, require
miatehes ; ten miles rading Coventry.—L, Bed.
der, 9, Fleet Street, Coventry,

Correspondence, ete. Wanted.

Miss Harding, 104, Argyle Road, W. 13,
woeuld like to hear again from the Fistical
Four (R.A.F.).

W. Davis, 20, Sykefield Avenue, Leicester,
wants to form a *Magnet ¥ and * Gem * Club
in Leicester. Hopes Lo hear from someons
who will act as partner and representative in
cne of the hig centres,

H. Cleminson, 4488, Stretford Road, 0Old
Trafford, Manchester—with readers in the
East, especially Persia,

Walter Munn, 218, Norman Street, Stratford,
Ontario, Canada — with- readers - anywhere,

aver 17,
Pack Numbers Wanted.

K. Smith, 5, Brunswick Road, Cowes, 1.O.W .,
offers “ Magnets ” from Jan, 1916 to Jan. 1918,

Cyril Bell, 15, -Hastings Street, Choriton-on-
Medloeck, Manchester—* Bunter the Boxer,?
“ Bunter the Postman *; also 544, 540, 523, 3d,
cfiered. _

W. Marsh, 6, Shaftoe BStreef, Haydon
Bridge, Northumhberland — * Magnets ® and
¢ (Jems ™ containing lists of stories which have
appeared. - :

R. B. Kramer, 259, Roy Street, Montreal,
Quebee, Canada, has back numbers of Com-
yanion Papers for sale; 5256 to current issue.
gent, postage prepaid, on receipt of 3d. per
copYy. -

Edward McMahaon, 2808, Mance Street, Mon:-
real, Canada—* Magnets » before May, 1916,
1}d. each, He would exchange copies With
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ihe. cxpedition knew that the danger had
-* been averted—provided that Mr. Adams did
not get asking awkward questions on his own
account. —
= But the Fourth Form master, having re-
pnrterl the matter to the Head, seemed to
- eonsider that it was no further concern of
his, and said nothing.
=& Classes over for the mormiag, (ordon Gay
and the' two Woottons managed to-‘get out-
- pide the Form-reom first, though only just
ahead of Larking, arpcntEr, and Snipe, whu
seemed in rdther a hurry.

Those threc held up the three traltﬂrs,
while the rest stood aside to let Mr. Adams
pass out.

Shipe ﬁarted an appealing glance at the
master as he went past; but. Mr.
paid no heed. And even énlpe did not dare
to ask openly for proteétion.

“I haven't anything to say to you, Gay,
and I should prefer to move on,” said Lark-
ing. -

“But we've quite a lot to: zay to you, and:

you move on until
the

let
answered

inmtend to
it!”

we don’t
we have =said
the Feurth.
"A. crowd gathered round the trio.
slunk past. He ought to have been in any
IH.IIIIEthIit they were to take, and he knew
- jt. " He was rqther afraid thdt Snipe would
“give him away. Larking and Carpentﬂr could
" be trusted not to do that; but’ Snipe was
not to be trusted a yard ahout anything.
“het’'s have them back into the Form-
room!” gaid Frank Monk. .
The three were hustled back. :
Carpenter was red with shame, Larking
white with i"age and Snipe pea-grecn with

fear. *
o “Yoeu're going tu have a fair trial,” growled |
1ach Wootton. “But we know jolly well

you're gnilty, so you "haven’t a dog’s chance
of g::ttmg ::rﬂ"“

The Trial of the Traitors !
ONSIDER yoursgelf appointed head-
mnatahle, Carboy !” Gordon Gay
siaid. | . “Lanc and Donaldson arc
your 145151;;111‘{5 You three will sce
'th.:tt the prisoncrs do not eseape while we
are arranging the details of their triall”
“Well see to' that all sercne, you het!”
~¥eplied -Carboy. *“1 should thml:. the best
plan. would be fo sit upon them.”

“Oh, vyou hneedn't think we funk
snorted ~Larking. <~ We've done - nothing |
we're ashamed of 7

“Speak fof voursell!” sald Bags., " Snipe

1506 'ujhdnltd e -docsn’t Lnﬁw how to bhe!

You may not he But T believe you are. And
I know jolly weu-{‘.tr,:-mier j= ‘-

“ Oh, dry up M shagped Carpenter. =~ Wha-
evel d4s to be -deme- we're soing through it
together, and 1~ @onf want te tn- any

diferent ftrecatment Trom the other
or have anyone beligve timt-' I think difer-
ently fram them about it)’

“We must have a judge who wasn't in Iast
uight's affair,” said Gay.

~L am willing to act as judge, Gay,” Tad-
pole said.

“Right-ho! Mmd yvou'll- ;:ﬂt it in the neck
of ;mu make any hones ﬂmub finding  them

suilty, though!™

S After what I heard in mlr dormitory
last night I do not think I am at all likely
to make any bones about tlmt " rnp]md Tad-
prale,

“8neaking eur!” sneered Larkmg-

“That's contempt of court, and if there's
any more of it we shall make you sorry for

yourscdlf,” said Carboy.
Tadimle took his seat on Mr. Adams’ desk.
“Prosccuting counsel, Goggs!” zaid Gay.

“And are we going to take all day
mght over this biznev?” asked
Wootton.

But no one paid any heed to him.
generally felt that Goggs was quite
iable counsel for the prozecution.

and all
_Harry
| It was
@ suit-

“Counsel for the defendants—iet me see.
Oh, Weird wil do!” Guy continaed.
“My hat! Worse than Goggles!” grumbled

Wootton minor.

But ‘Weird looked pleased,
vlse objected,. |

“Jury, all the Tfellows who weren't in the
ruid,” said Gay. "Thﬂtﬂ fair c¢noungh, I
think?”

Everyone agreed tlmt th"lt waa fair enough,
aud a dozen or zo fellows ranged themselves

and no one

. 01 one side as jury.

he elerk
“You, Bags?"

- “T'm on!" said Bags.
] d‘_ru
: “Oh, yon- hiave to

2

“Someonc must of the eourt,”

say what the sweeps

Adams |-

leader of |
| ca -{ i
Carker

it!”|

in a special way,

“Wihat do I have te
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arc charged with, and ask them whether
they'se guilty or not guilty.”

“That’'s no good,” said Wagtail.
lie about it.” :

“Lying won't pay tlmm‘
Gay grimly.

“You necdn't Eh[}E{t us to fall in with your
silly rot,” said Larking. “We've got a bit
heyl:md auch kids' games, you know."”

“Do you think we care.a straw whether yon
fall in with it or not?" snapped Jack
Wﬂnttnn. "

1L

“You’ll go thmugh
added his minor.

Bags took his place at the feet of Tad-
pnle, as clerk of the court. Goggs and
Jasper Weird had seats close at -hand.

“I'll. be usher!” said Morgan. “8ilence in
court, whatever!” _

“Prisoners at the bar, you are charged with
treachery to your School and Form!” Bags
said in his dgepest netes. “Do you plead
gmlt}' or not guilty?”

‘We don’t plead at ali!”
sullenly.

“Counsel for the prosecution will state his
said Bags.

“1 believe you are saying the things that
really belong to my part, Blount!” said Tad-
pole mildly.

“They'll

rf'plied Gordon

with anyway !”

anawcrad Lin'kiﬁﬂ

“Well, why don't you do your own bark-
ing, stoopid?” _ _
Goggs rose. Lveryvone expected a long

speech, and Harry Wootton greoaned aloud in
anticipation of what he would he ealled upon
to suffer.

But Goggs seldonr did the thing cexpected
of him.

“l1 accuse the misercants at the bar of
having traitoronsly, feloniously, and mali-
ciously sought to muck up our raid on St.
Jim’s,” he said, "and 1 propose to call evi-
dence to prove their guilt.’ g

im:l with that he =at down.

“Is that all?” asked Wootton mm-:u:
RUrprise.

“It 13 all that is nceessary at the I'ITEF.F.'!‘I'E
stage of the proceedings, my dear Weoden-
head !” answered- Goggs,

“Fisst time I ever knew you to shut up
when you'd s=aid all that was necessary!”

“Oh, chuck it! ﬂnEf.-;s knows how to deo
that when- it sirits him,” Frank Monk put in.
“He saved the whole giddy lot of you a
couple of hours or so ago, when, if it hadn’t
been for him, I might have been ass ¢nough
to give you away.”

“These unseemly interruptions must eease
forthwith,” =aid Bags, with a very closs

in

imitation of Goegss’ u=sal manner. “WIiH the
counsel for the prosecution have the good
gracinBsness to cal hic first witmess?"

- Gordon Gay was ealled, and procesd=d
to relate bricfly the schemess for the raid,

including the zcetting of Gozgs into 5t Jim's

- as Phelim O'Hosgarty.
chaps, |

Whnen he mentioned that Tricks broke out
in excitement.

“My hat, Goggles, you'd no buslness here
at all last night! You'd got leave, you gilly

fathead! I hope 1o goodness no one will
remember that’ You'd forgotten it, I sup-
pose?” _
“1 did not exactly forget it, my ~dear
Trickett,” Goggs answcered.
Some  understood: some did not. But
-among those who understoed were Frank

Monk and Gordon Gay.

Goggs, locked out, had nothing to do hut
to find a resting-place for the night, and
walk in at any time he chose the next morn-
ing.
one else, and it was he
hut Monk from a big row.__
too.

They were heginning to think quite a heap
of Goggs, these Rylvombe fellows. It was
not only his cleverness and resource that

who had saved all
He staodd by Monk

- mattered ; what mattered even more was his

Javalty., He was of the sort that never let
down a friend at a pinch. ' ~T
“More unscemly and irrelevant interrup-

tions!"” graid Bags severcly. “1 thought you
knew better Tricks. Get on, withessg!"”

“I've finished,” said Gordon Gay.

“You've proved nothing at all against ns!”
snarled Larking. “All you can say is that
you had some pillling scheme against St.
Jim's! What's that to do with ns?”

“We all know thut you ftried to muck it

up!” Carboy =aid hotly.

“How do you know? None of you saw us
there!”

“"Rot! T =aw you, and =0 dJdid Bars and
Tricks!" cried Wagtail.

Larking’s jaw fell. He had quite forgotten
the trio for thé moment: He ought to have
remembered, for they had assisted him over
the wall in a hurry.  But his mind had becn

"
- =

ut he had taken more risk than aopy- |

il

.f .
i
3 &

' fact that it was Goggs

so Tull of spite against Gogegs that he Lad

let that fact slip. him.

- He had remembered
that the only

fellows besides Goggs who

had been concerned in the woodshed episode

all belonged to St. Jim's, and he had had a
wild notion of setting up ‘the defenc¢ that
Goggs was lyving, or, alternatively, that as
prosecuting counsel he -
evidenee.

It would not have paid h[mt Thgrﬂ Were
many there who would have been mere full

than ever of resentment against Larking &

Co. had they accused {-nggs of lying.
word would .have been taken against ‘L'IEIE
oaths of all three of the traitors.

Tricks and Water~. gave their evidence.
They had heard what had passed between the
prizoners and QGoggs, while Goggs was sup-
posed by them to he Cardew, and that was
quite enough to establish their guilt.

“Counsel for the defence may now speak,"”
said Bags.

Weird arose. He looked at the three, and
hiz look was mot at all sympathetic.

But no one was qute preparéd for what
ne had to say.

“1 must coniess I've not the face
Deience to set up in this case,
I look to see each measly sweep
The harvest of his treason reap.
Larking and Carpenter and Snipe
All seem to me for hanging ripe ™

Such were the words that eame—or secimed
to come-—from the lips of Jasper Weird.

And only a few noticed the fact that during
their ununmutiun Weird's face took on .a look!
of utter surnrise. He
gasped.

Bags saw that, and Tricks and Gordon Gay
and Frank Monk--perhaps no one else. But
those four knew that the wuu:L was really
that of Goggs.

For a moment they I'mue
would give the show away. It only needed
that he should deny having spoken {hus, and
most of those present would get on to the
ho had spoken Ton
him.

“Hear, hear!” .

“Dashed good 1"

“(ood old tame poet!”

Those cries, and more
the matter.

Weird beamed.
he got any credit Tor his Toolish thymes; and

like thnl':m. sebtled

this taste of popularity, uncarned though it - '-

was, pleased him. - He was not above 't"llxl!]g
it to himself, the mare readily, it may he,
because, on the whoele, the wr::rfia had

]hl.-_';:.:-t':l"i his sentiments. No more than 'llll -

=t did the eceentric Jasper like traitors.
He

removed the forar while he had "beén on his’
. }:;;r even while s
bheamaed, Tor the icllows were still applaudmg,
Hu-% e did not tumble to it that they were
now applaoding his 1all

“"A pretty sort of delence

snorted Carpenter.

““ What hettor did yon sweeps expeel?
I can’t regard vou with respect.”

replicgd Weird.

I don'| fluink!"

“ Gentlemen of the jury,
sider your verdiet,”
As with onc
Jjury .
“Guilty !
“And now the only qu-,»nuu E .ﬂmul the
;ium shment they're to gt L-nrf[un Gay said.

Tadpole said gravely.
voiee came the reply of the

‘That’s for the judge to say,” answered
Larking. .
It was not a bad move. Tadpole, who was

in the same dormitory as Larking & Co., and
wis not a -pugilistic individual, was hdrdlv
likely to suggest anything x*erv drastic, for
fear of what might happen to himself later.

“I—really T do not know what should be
done to them,” sald Tadpole, kpitting his
lofty brow portentouszly. %1 should mnot
consider that letting them off with a caution
would guite meet the case——"

“1 should !e}llg well think ut!" snapped
Carboy. “You won't zet let off with «
caution if you talk such rot, Taddy!”

“But I said that 1 should not——"

“Dry up., Taddy! Your job’s- finis
said Frank Monk. “We'l settle this 1#

affair. I should vote for puitting the bound s

head-foremost into the water-butt Gogg
and T sdampled last night, and holding
under until they gave up the ghost.
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that Weird

1t waz seidom indeed that =

1*1 -_.. .

fairly goggled and nal

.F

s:at down—on the floor, for Tricks had®f =

"'1'- _-'. :

sitting on the fioor ht..“

e . And this time it really was
- Weird who spoke.
I ask you to con-'

L
P

them
Only -

I'm afraid that might give the school 8 bhad -

name with peaple who don’t know them. Nc
one who does would object, I should think.”
(Another grand - long

Hﬂﬂday 8 issue, Order early.)
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magnificent school serial will appear in neﬂ*



