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CHAPTER 1.
Up to Study No. 6.

té HEM !
di WFIE EI]’
“ Ahem ™

Blake and Herrics and Dighy
rather curtously at their noble
Arthor Augustus D’ Arcey of the

Tnoked
vhuam,
Ifourth,
Arthur  Auvgustus’  face was Very |
sertous : and he looked as if he were aht}ut

to utter something of the greatest im-
ortance, DBut there was a curlous
esitation in his manner. Apparently he

feared for éome reason tho effect of his

forthcoming remarks upoen lis stody-
mates,

“What have you gol on vour chest ™
azked Juck Blake.

“ Ahen I

“{iot a EUH?" askea] Digln

“Wats! No,"

"Ji ! nﬂi:l

“¥You seem o b l:umihm;r "
Herries snspitiously, f you're gethng
the 'flu, Gussy, "mu "d better buzz off to

ranny ab onco. ou don’t waut to give
it to the whole &tm]y.“‘

“I am not getiin’ tlie "flue, Hewwies,
I was abeut {0 say somethin’ wathah
important Lo you chaps,”

“Well, say it, old scout, and get it
over,” suggested Blake. " What s it 37

“ Abem !’

“Wake me up when vou begin,”
yvawned Digby. _
“Ahem!| I-1 =y, tuis studay is

wathah o gﬂﬂd size for a Juniah studay,

don’t you fellows think su?" asked
Arthur Augustus.
“Not bad,” eaxdl Blake, in great

wonder. “Is that what you wern woing
to say ! Sapicent vemarks on the size of
Lh Ft-nlu_f .

“N-no—mno! We weally have a lot of
space heali, more than they have in some
of the studies,”

“None too much space, with your
dashed lhatboxes and necktic-boxes and
things about.”

“Wats! I admii that it was walimh a
ewowd when Twimble was put in heali—
ha's such a fat boundah--when he first
came to Bt. Juw's, I adinit that it was
much more comfy when we gobt wid of
"Twhnble.”

“ Passed unarimously,” agreed Dlake.
“'What about 1 1"

" Hﬂ;&'ﬁah we mu]ﬁ . weally make
waom for Bve, at a pine

“Wa could, I &arl; say, but we're jolly
well not going to ! gaiad Blake. * None
of the studies has five in it. And you can
bet your Sunday bat that this study isn’t

Bt et e b fh e e e
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mullg in, What are you driviug at, any-
way? Do vou want to ask Clive or Roy-
me to ul:;.: m herve? I so, no’s the

answer.  Thev're charming fnﬂnu'-t. but a
good deal nore chavming ontside than
rnsicle, ™

“Tear, bear ! said llervies and g
together.

“We .t”_"} Wake —-"

‘Mo that's ‘n]mt you re hetnming amld
!mmnu about !’ AN laimed Blake ‘hdlmi
“You want to stick another fellow tiie

study ulnng mih us, You nns=t be off
your rocker
* Silly mﬁ i 11'I'r'u|:lll"u‘|:1| Herries,
£ 'ﬂuﬂh, Howwies-——-"
“ Nothing doing ! said Blake., “Ge

home and think it ont again. Besudes, 1
suppose  any fellow 18 keen on
chapging inte this study, amd crowding
us out. What.rot !”

“ A new follow———-

“Well, of all the cheek,
planting a new fellow here ! execlaimed
Blake, in great exasperation.  * There's
No. 2, with only Trimble and Mellish in
it. There's No. 3, with only Bates and
Macdonald, lLet the new fellow pgo
ﬂlm*f:'-]"'

** Bul—-

“Rot 1" said three voices together.

“But this new - fedl How 1s  somethin’
“a,tlu-.ll epecial ! pleaded Arthur Augus.
tus, *“1 am alludin’ to Buiah——"'

“Buontes ¥

“Waher Beuial, you know—the chap
we met at Gweviwiabis, You wemembal
him—a ecousin of that fat boundah Billy
Buntah,™

“1 rememiber him,” said Blake. “We
were a man nhnlt owing to l'om Merry
]ji!'\llrg a Shell duffer when he might
wve had a Fourth Form chap—and
Wally Bauter was there, and he played
fnl us,

And kicked the winnin' goal, deali

]:-i:-],' F* sand Arthur Augustus persuasively,

“1I dare say somebody else would have

) ]

to think of

kicked it i he hadn't,” said Blake,
“Besides he didu’t kiek 1t - he  lheaded
it."”

“It comes to the same thing, desh
boy.™

“I dare say M does: bul that's™ we

| Blake.

reasonl why bhe should come mto 1lns
study when be comes to B, Juo's.  You
oat) ask him to tea M vou like 1™ added
Blake liberafly,

“If he brings hiz ovwn rations,” said
Digby thoughtfully.

rthur Augustus paused. [Ho pehishied
his eyglass carefully, jammed it lo his
noble eve, and resumed the attack.

2 "Wﬂ.’]l;f DBuntah 1s a weally good sort,
.I.:ﬁll-]il?, ﬂ".l.]. lll-_!' i_Ii'l] T E\\'L"F.'I.t- H'I_'I_'T.'Ill:'l'
while we were at Gweyfwiahie, T was set
ou by a pair of young wullians wTriI-r 1
was out walkin®, an’ lhw.r were goin’ Lo
stick me in a ditch, an’ woin my clobbal,
Wally Buntah wushed to the wesene,”

“ And saved vour elobber at the rizk
of his life 1" grinned Herrics.

“He saved my clobbah, at all events,
b It was a genewous action. We became
gweat fwiends.™

“No reason why you shouldu't e
friends; but you're not going to ’]_ﬂzmi
your new friends on your old pals," said

“Five in a study is too wuch of
a good thing, No takers!”

“He is a wippin' footballaly

“We dou't play footer in the sty

“Tle will be vewy usclfal in the team

T L Wail, A -
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agaanst the New IHouse,” sanl I¥ 'nn
“We have sgweed that we are zoin’ f1
give the New House the kvbosh n'L footan
this scason.,  Young Bantal will Lelp.

“Hhe can help withom l.jiHEh]g' in thim
staedy.™

“The New House would he plad. o
g him, to play for 1‘.11-1'1' wolten old
show,” saul 1Y Arey, ‘It 15 weally n
stwoke of Inck for us that he is gouy 10
be a Behool House chap.”

“Room for him in the School House

withont mvBding thas stisdy,” soswerad
Jack Blake inexarably,
Herrvies and  Dighy  nodded  assent,

They were prepared to be quite cordial
to ihe new 1Jlium. nt 81, Jim's,

True, they did nbt think much of Billy
Bunter of Greyfrisrs; but they wers
ready to believe that his cousin Wally
was the real white article, so to speak.

But they were not willing to oxvend
Liospitality to the point of beng crowded

ia their study by a gew-comer,  Foupgwas
enough ;  indecd, Blake had remarked
that what with Gussy's toppers, and
Herrigs’ boots, four was teo large an

allowance,
Certainly there wae no room for five.

Arvthuy Augustus, in his  desive to bo
vbliging to the new fellow, was really
not  displayivg his  usual  tact  and

judggrnent.

The swell of Bt, Jim'e surveyed lis in-
flexible study-mates through This cele-
brated monocle more in soreew than in
anger.

‘Then you wefuse to have my fwicid

Wally in the studay 1" he asked.

“1'd ag soun have your young hrnl,hu
Wally—anud that’s sayiug guite a lot,’
replied ]}j.a{w “These Wallles are a
HRISATICEe,

“Wats !

“Let it go at that )7 enid Blake, ** Now,
speaking of the MHouse mateh next
Saturday, we've got to persuade Ton
Merry, somehow, 1o put 1 enough of the

t"fmull Woe want 1o make a sure thing
ot 11
W Yg:.ur; but about young Buatali— - "
“Give us a rest, old {]IJI]JT Wea're

preity cortain to beat }*Jggm-: & Ue.,
wuyway,” comtinued Blake.  © 'They van™t
really make up ae cleven to stand agains|
ug.  DBut of Tom Merry }Jl"‘t*‘l-ﬂ-ﬁ in playing
a crowd of the Hhvil—-—' -

** About Buntah——"

“Liive Buptor a rest !

“1 weluse to give Dudali a west,
Bluke,”  answered  Arvthur  Augustus
firinly, T weally think it is up to ns
to mvite him to dig in this stinday, wnil
I am grnm’ to porsiade you somckow to
HELWEee.

roarcid Dlake,

Blake glared at his noble chm, Gussy
was displayving ouce more 1he  lirmuoess
which Ins  chums  Lkened  aoto 1

obstingey of a mule,

“That meuns that you s going m way
your jaw till you ve talked s siliy 77 -
guired Blake.

s | nn*gﬂnl that ae a beastlay way of
]:-uttm it, Blake ; bt T o cortainly ol
gnuu to let the wattah dwop, 1 woepand

1 as bein’ up to ns, Now, about youne
Buntah——"
“Will you let Bunder drap ™
“Certainly nut 17

“Well,” said Blake, “you woi't per
suade ue, but we =hall persnade you., 11
your say Buanicr cnee more—only ouce
mmll yuilie |H‘m| povs nto the cinders

“ o] ewe 7 sand Dig and Mergies,



Every Wednesday,

“ Woally, Blake, T am bound to men-
tion Buntah, as--—-— Yawoocoh !”

“That does it!”

Arthur Augustus’ chums seemad fed up
with the subject of Bunter. They jumped
at Gussy as if moved by the same spring.
Arthur Augustus leapeg for the door, but
three pairs of hands yanked him back.
The next moment his noble head was ex-
ploring the fender.

“Yawooh!” roared Arthur Augustus,
struggling frantically. *“You howwid
wottahs ! Yawooh! Welease me!”

“Will you dry up on Bunter 27

“Ow! No! Yooop! Leggo! Oh
deah! Bail Jove! Ow!”
“Rub his head in the cinders,” said

Blake, “Rake out some more ashes for
him, Dig! Lucky for him the fire’s not
alight 1

“Gwoogh! Yooop!”

“Will you let Buuter drop?” grinned
Blake.

“Gwoogh ! No!
wathah ! Oh, ewumbs 17

Arthur Augustus scrambled away, his
noble head of hair streaming ashes. Yo
shook lis fist at his grinning studr-
mates.

“You uttah wottahs!” he roared.

** About the House-match t

“[ have a gweat mind to give you a
frabful thwashin’ all wound—"

“We'd better point out to Tom Merry
that he can't do better than play, say,
cight or nine of the Fourth. That leaves
{wo or three places for the 8hell; quite
cnough, in my opinion.”

“You feabful wuffiang——"

““ Iallo, there's Gussy still wagging his
chin! Collar him, and we’ll put his ﬁcad
into the coal-locker next!”

But Arthur Augustus did not wait for
tho coal-locker. "As his chums started
towards him he hastily retired from
Study No. 6, and the door of that cele-
brated apartment closed with & bang.

Bloke & Co. grinned, and resumed the
intereating football discussion which had
been interrupted by the mention of Wally
Bunter. It appeared to be settled that
Wally would not become an occupant. of
HStudy No. 6 in the Fourth!

CHAPTER 2.
Kerr Thinks It Out !
(D 5 NYHOW, we're jolly strong in

Yaas! Yaas,

goal I”
Georgs Figgina made fhat
pronouncement in his study in
the Now House at tea.

His chums, Kerr and Wynn. nodded
assont.

Fatty Wynn, especially, had no doubt
on the point. For Fatty Wynn was goal-
keeper for the New Houss Junior Eleven.

“They ocan't dig up a goalie anything
like ours,” wont on Figgins,
ene comfort, Mind you'ra ot the top of
vour form on Saturday, Fotty!”

“Rely on me!” said Falty Wynn.
“I'ass the pilchards, old chap!™

“0Of  course,”  went on  Iiggins
voflectively, “taking it oll in all, we're
better footballer: in this House than thew
arp in the School Iiouse.”

“Tlear, hear!” smiled Kerr.

“1 don't think there’s any gotting
ground thst” said Figgins.

“T say, Figgy—-"
41 ruppose
Fatty 5"

[33 \-'

you agiree  with

ne,

<3 but——""

“Put what 7

*“Yon haven’t passed tho pilchards "

“Oh, hother I gruuted Figeins, “I'm
tallzing about the Honse match, not about
dashed pilchards 1™

“You pass then, Xerr, old chap,” said
ffatty Wyon,  *“Don’t you fellows think
1'm greedy! I'm simply thinking of
keeping myself in form for the Uouss
match.  You can't do better thau loy a
solid fovndation,”

’

“That's fr
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“ A wook ahead ?” grinned Kerr.

*Well, stuppose a cﬁnp gets run down,
how’s he going to keep goal!” asked
Fatty Wyun warmly, “I think that
Fggins, as skipper, ought to be grateful
to me for thinking so much about keop-
ing in form for the match.”

“Ob, rats!" said Figgins ungratefull..
“As I was saying, we're better foot-
ballors than they are; but where the rub
comes in is this—they’re a bigger House,
and have more men to pick from, We're
limited in numbers.”

“Little but good !” suggested Kerr.

“That’s it! And I don’t deny,” said
Figging, *“that I wish we were a bit
stronger in the front line.”

Kerr looked thoughtful

“They have all the luck, really,” went
on Figgins. “There’s a new chap coming
to 8t. Jim’s on Monday, who's a regular
corker on the footer-field. You remember
that chap, Wally Bunter, at Greyfriars—
he played for our side when we were
there.  He’s coming on Monday, and 1
hear that he's going inte the School
House. 1f he were coming into the New
House I'd be glad to play him next
Saturday. It’s really too bad!”

“T think ? began Fatty Wynn.

Figgins turned to his plump chum.

“If you've got a suggestion to.make,
Fatty, go ahcad !” he remarked cordially.

“Well, I have, Figgy, if you won’t
jump on & chap.”

4“1 like that!” exclaimed Figgins,
“Haven't I asked you both for advice
every timo I make up a team? Why,
vou fat bounder, you know I'm always
willing (o listen to advice, and act on 1it,
too! What do you think, thent”

& (\’}Vell, I really think—"

“(Go ahead!”

“1 think we might as well have tho
sausages for tea—-—""

“ What 7"

“What's the good of keeping then for
supper !’ said Fatty Wynn argumenta-
tively. “Lots of things may happen
before supper-timo, Let’s have them to
finish up tea, and chance it.”

Figgins glared at Fatty Wynn, while
Kerr chuckled.

“You--you—you're thinking about
sosses !’ roared Figgins. “J thought you
wero going to mako suggestion about the
eleven !

“Blessed if you're not slways jawing
footer, Figgy! Now, about those sosses.
If we have them for tea——""

“Dry up!” howled Figgins. ‘' Ilere

am I, tryiug to make up a team to bLeat
Tom Merry's crowd, and you think of
nothing but pilchards and sosses, and
Kerr sits like a graven image without
saying a word !"
. “DPvo been thinking,” said Kerr mildly.
A Well, what’s the good of thinking if
nothing comes of it!'" demanded Figgins
grufily.

“Bomething may come of it, old top,”
said Korr placably. “ I’ve beoen thinking
about that new kid, Bunter.”

“No good thinking about him—he’s
going into the School House. el play
aguainst us next Saturday most likely,”

“JIt's certuin he’s going inta the School
Ilouse v asked Kerr.

“1'Arcy says 203 he knows pretty well,
I think. They mwade friends when wo
were over at Greyfriavs for tho match,”

“T suppose the chap doesn't know much
about this echool,” remarked Kery, “Ilo
can’t know that New House is cock house
of 8t. Jim's, or he'd try to syueeze in
here. Trom what I've seen and heard of
him ho's o really good sort, and plays a
splendid game of footer, though he's fat
as Fatty—="

“latter 1” grunted Tatly Wyenn,

“Patter 1 agreed Kerr amiably. Bt
ho's o topping sort, and the New House
is just the place for him. Why shouldn’t
he change his mind and come into the

3

Three halfpence. 3

New Iouse? We could bag him for our
cleven then.”

Tiggins stared.

“T suppose his peoplo have arrenged
his House for him,” he answered.

“Yos; but if he specially wanted to
come into this House his people couldn’t
object, I should think. Suppose he
settled down here, and wrote his pater a
very earnest lotter, saying how much
nicer it was in the New House. That
would work the oracle, I think.”

“But he wouldn’t!”

“IHeo  might! He's  coming  on
Monday,” said Korr. “Suppose he was
met somewhere on the way here, and per-
enaded. Threo very nice Iellows mmight
meet him, with their best manners on—
us, for example—-"

“May come during lesson-time,” said
Figgins doubtfully.

““Then we should have to get off lessons
somehow. We'll ind that out. We'll talk
to him ali the way to 8t. Jim's. We'll
put it to him nicely. 1le's a bit of &
gormandiser, I belicve, like his cousin.
Well, we'll spin him a yarn about this
Houge being a land flowing with milk
and honey, and so forth. We'll get some-
thing decent to feced him om, as an
example. We'll mnke him ag happy as a
Hun with a dish of saver-kraut, and
swoar eternal {riendship. And we'll bag
bim for this House, and spring him on
Tom Merry next Saturday at footer—
what 7"

Figgins grinned,

“It might work " he said.

“Jolly good idea!” said Fatty Wynn
heartily, * Especially the idea of stand-
ing him a feoI That’s bound to touch

any fellow’s heart if he's at all decent!”
“You remember when that fat
bounder Trimble c¢ame,” raid Kerr.

“They didn’t want him in the School
House, and they tried to plant him on us,
and very nearly succeeded,  Well, one
rood turn deserves another; we’ll bag
Junter, by way of a Roland for an
Oliver.”

“Kerr, old man, I givo in!” said
Figgina. “You've really got a brain on
you. That chap kicked the winning goal
for us at Greyfriars, playing as a raw
recruit. After a week’s practice in our
front line he would be worth no end tv
vs. It's a e
¢ After all, he’s bound to prefer this
Ilouse when ho knows what's what,”
said Kerr. :

“Yes, t

“We'll even let hiin share this study
with us, if he likes!”

& O] l)'

1

“I—I say!” murmured Fatty Wynn,
in dismpay. “If ho's got an_appetite
anything like his cousin Billy’s, I'd
rather “he wns in some other study.
We're on rations, you know."

“Rats!”

“It's a go!” said Fiegégins, rubbing his
hands, and quito unheeding Fatty Wynn
and his misgivings. “If ho'll come, we'll
bag him. And why shouldn’t he? It's
an honour {o him to be asked into the
New House. Wo've got to find oub
exactly when ho's coming, and wanglo to
met him somewhere.”

“Wo can got that out of Tom Merry.”

“Mind he doesn’t suspect what you're
up to, Kerr!” exclaimed Figgins, in
alarn. *1f those bounders smell a

P

“Thoy won't!” said Kerr, rising from
the table. “I'll cut across and sec Tom
Merry now. Nothing like striking tho
iron swhile it's hot.”

And George Francis Kerr loft  tho
study and the New House, and strolled
across the quadrangle in the dusk.

Figgins remained in thought for some
moments, and Fatty Wynn watched him
with a peculiar expression on his face.

Tayg CeExM Lisrary.—No. 571
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Figgins strolled out of the study' at
last; and then Fatty Wynn jumped up.
. A minute later there was an appetis-
ing savour of frying sausages in the
study. )

The question of the footer cleven for
the House match was not quite settled
yet, but the more pressing question of
the sosses was settled beyond recall.

CHAPTER 3.
Tact !
OM MERRY came into his study
on the Shell passage in the School
Houso with a slight frown upon
his sunny face. .
Manners and Lowther looked at him
inquiringly.
o] ﬁnythmg doing?"” asked Lowther.
" fi) »

“Rotten?’! remarked Manners,

“Linton is a hard old case!” growled
Tom Merry. “For some weird and mys-
terious reason he sticks Form work
before everything else.”

“Perbaps because he’s a Form-
master !’ suggested Monty Lowther.
“These Form-masters are trying,”

“Brr-r-r! I pointed out to him that
Wally Bunter is coming along with his
tutor man on Monday afterncon, when
we shall be at lessons. I said as per-
suasitely as I could that, in the circum-
stances, we shou'd like to mieet him at
the station. I said it would be polite.”

“ And what did Linton say? *

‘There was a short from the captain of
the Shell.

“He said that if I could meet Bunter
at the station without infringing upon
the time devoted to Form work I was
at liberty to do so.”

‘Lowther grinned.

“Lintor’s a dry old bird!” he re-
marked.  “He was pulling your leg,
Thomas,”

“1 suppose he was,” agreed Tom.
“But 1 didn’t give in at that. I men-
tioned that Wally Bunter was a total
stranger in the locality, and might miss
his way to St. Jim’s.”

“And he said——"

“He asked if Bunter was dumb.”
th“ Dumb!” rvepeated Manners and Low-

er,

“Yes. He said that unless Bunter was
dumb he would doubtless be able to
inquire his way to the school.”

*‘Ha, ha, hal”

Tom Merry joined in the langh. Mr.
Linton, the master of the Shell, was
humorous in his way, and he had
redeived Tom Merry’s modest request in
a mildly sarcastia humour.

* We sha’n’t get off lessons on Monday
afternoon, then,”” said Lowther. T dare
say old Linton guessed that we were

king more about that than about
Bunter.”

“Bet you he did!” grinned Manners.
“He's a downy old bird. It’s rotten,
t_hou’g’;h. I' was going to take my camera
out.

“But I'd really have liked to show
Bunter some attention,” said Tom. *Of
couise, wa sha’n’t see much of the kid,
as he's going into the Fourth, But I
liked him at Gxe'yfriars, when we met
him there, and I'd like to give him a
weloome here. But Linton’s a hard-shell
old Hun. He doesn’t see it.”

“Well, I never really expected him to,”
sgid Lowther. “It was only a chance.
Lathoni may be a bit more amenable to
reason, and some of the Fourth may
get off to meet Bunter.”

There wag a tap at the half-open door
and Kerr of the Fourth came in

The Terrible Three nodded to him
eheerily.

Although the School House and New
House junigrs were deadly rivals, they
managed to keep on very good terms
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with one ancther when there was not a
House row going on.

“Trot in, old scout!” said Tom Merry.
“We were just talking about that chap
Bunter. You remember mecting him?*’

“Yes; ripping chap,” said Kerr. “ Not
very like that cousin of his.”
© “Well, they’re as alike as two peas
to look at,” said 'Tom. “Blest if 1
could tell t’other from which! But
they’re not alike in anything else. I've
Just asked Linton to let us off on Mon-
day to meet him at Wayland, and Lin-
ton has been giving me somo of his
sare.”

“I was going to speak about him,”
said Kerr ilan ly. “It would be only
civil to show him some attention, Pity
you fellows can’t get off—a great pity!
Some of us in the Fourth might manage
it. Is he coming while lessons are on,
then?”

“Yes. I've asked Gussy, who seems
to know all about it. He’s getting to
Wayland by the three train on Monday
afternoon,” said Tom unsuspiciously,

“Coming alonei” asked Kerr care-
lessly.

“Oh, no; there’s a tutor wallah with
bim, a chap named Shinbones or some-
thing—~—*

“Blimson,” said Manners,

“That’s it, Slimson. Tt seems that this
chap Wally Bunter hasn’t been to a
public school before, and he’s been pre-
pared by a tutor for the Fourth here.
His father’s on war work somewhere,
and: the tutor man is bringing him to
St. Jim’s, this side up, with care.”

“Well, he ought to be met at the
station,” gaid Kerr decidedly. “It’s up
to us to be a bit civil, as he played for
our side at Greyfriars when we niet him
there.”

“Just what I was thinking.”

“I was going to take my camera!”
said Manners regretfully.

“Lathom is-a good littlo. beast,” re-
marked Kerr thoughttully. “I den’t see
why he shouldn’t give permission. If
a_fellow with some tact pitched it to
him nicely——"

“You try!” said Tom, smiling.
“You've got lots of tact. Of course, he
ought to be met by School House chaps,
as he’s coming into'this House."”

‘“He. certainly ought tc be met by
fellows belonging to tghe House he’s going
to belong to,” assented Kerr. = “That’s
settled.”

“ Well, try it on Lathom,” said Tom.

“T1 will ¥

Kerr left the study, having thus easily
discovered what he had come to learn.
He maga his way at once to Mr, Lathom’s
study. The master of the Fourth had
his quarters in the School House,

The Terrible Three, having been dis-
appointed in that little schemre for get-
ting an extra half-holiday on Monday,
settled down to prep, and dismissed
Wally Bunter from their minds; while
Kerr of the Fourth proceeded to inter-
view his Form-master.

“Come int” said Mr. Lathom’s mild
voice, as the Scottish junior tapped at
his study door.

Kerr entered, and the Fourth Form-
master blinked at him kindly over his
spectacles,  Kerr was persona grata
there; ha was one of the keenest pupils
and hardest workers in Mr. Lathom’s
Form, and a Form-master mnaturally
liked a pupil who liked study for its own
sake, and did not merely grind through
it a8 a painful duty. Not that Kerr was
a swot merely; he played as hard as he
worked, and he was one of the best men
in the New House elevem

“If you please, sir——" began Kerr
meekly.

“Yes, my boy,” said Mr, Lathom

benevolently. )
“I~1 was going to ask vou a favour,

siv,” eaid Kerr, with becoming hesita-
tion.

“Procecd, Kerr.”

“There’s a new fellow coming to St.
Jim’s on Monday afternoon, sir——"

“Yes, Walter Bunter; he will be your
Form-fellow; Kerr,” said Mr. Lathom,
with a nod.

“I happen to know him, sir; some of
us met him at Greyfriars, where he was
vigiting his cousin, while we were there
for a foothall match.
fellow, sir.”

“Indeed " said Mr. Lathom, rather
puzzled,

“We—we thonght, sir,”* said Kerr sub-
missively, “that as he’s a—a new-comer
we—_)!

He's a very good

“ A new boy is naturally a new-comer,
Kerr:”

“Ye-e-es, quite so, sir—yes, of course!
But—as—T mean, if you would give, ns
permission, sir, we should like to meet
him at the station on Monday after-
noon,”

“Y am afraid that that will be impos-
sible, Kerr, as he arrives while lessons ara
il progress.’”

“Ahem! We—we thought, sir, that,
under the—the circumstances——"

*“1 was not aware that there were any
unusual circumstances in connection with
this new boy, Kerr,”

“There—there “are, sir,” murmured
Kerr, “He’s a really splendid chap, and
—and ho has worked in an office as &
clerk or something, It’s possible, sir,
that he may feel a fittle-a. little diffident,
thinking perhaps that some fellow might
be inclined to be a bit snobbish on ac-
count of his haying been at work as a
hoy.  If some of us met him at the station
in a friendly way, it would put him at
his ease to begin with. Don’t you think
s0, &lr 7"

My, Lathom beamed at Kerr over his
spectacles,

“My dear lad, that i3 very,
thoughtful of you !” he exclaimed.

Kerr coloured a little. But, in fact,
Kerr was quite sincere in what he said.
That consideration "had been in- his
mind before he had thought of bagging
Wally Bunter for the New House Junior
Eleven. There were fellows at' St. Jim's,
like Racke and Crooke of the Shell, and
‘Trimble and Chowle of the Fourth, who
were quite likely to display snobbishness
téwards Wally Bunter, and make him un-
comfortabla if they could; and if Wally’s
first experience of 8t. Jim's happened to
be with Racke & Co., certainly ho was
likely to be;made to feel discomfort.
Kerr was very thoughtful for others, and
he really deserved Mr. Lathom’s com-
mendation.

It was eyident that he had gained his
point,

“You wish to he excused lessons on,
Monday afternoon, then, is that it7”
asked the Form-master,

“Yes, sir, if you would let Figgins and
Wynu and myself go—ahem ! —"

Mr, Lathom looked thoughtful for a
moment,

“Very well,” he said.  “‘It is certainly
very t{mughtful of you, Kerr; and you
are so conscientious a pupil that I capnot

very

suspect you of wishing to avoid Form-
work. will grant leave to the three of
you for Monday afternoon.”

“Thank you, sir!” sid Kerr,
delighted, .

“Not at all, my boy,” said Mr. Lathom
graciously,

And Kerr left the study in a mood of
great satisfaction, and returncd to the
New House with his good news. He
found George Figging waiting for him
in the dogrway, and he imparted his
news, whiclf made Figgine chortle with’
satisfaction, too. Then they went wp to
the study to inform Fatty Wynn,
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They found that plump youth reclinin
in the armchair, with a very shiny loo
on his face. Therp was a scent of recent
cooking in the room, and half a sausage
lay on a plate. It was all that remaincd,

“Wa've got leave to meet Bunter on
Monda?'. Fatty !” announced Figgins.

“Oh ”»

“* All three of us!”

" O‘V!"

““And we're going to bag him."”

“G!‘(')oogh ” &

“What on earth’s the matter with the
image ?” asked Figgine.

@ Gurrrg !Il

““He's bolted the sosses!” exclaimed
Kerr wrathfully. .

* Not all the lot, surely ?” said Figgins.
aghast. “My only bat! No wonder he
looks like & Qrize porker!”

“Groogh ¥’

“Is this how you keep fit for footer ?"
roared Figgins.

“I—I was so jolly hungry!” moancd
Fatty Wynn. “ There’s n-n-nothing like
laying a s-s-solid foundation. I—I get so
jo{ly hungry at this time of the year.
Ow? I—I never mcant to bag the lot!
I just went on without noticing them.
Groogh! I—I think perhaps I've over-
dono it. Ow!”

*1 think perhaps yon have!” grunted
Figgins. “And I think you're jolly well
going to be bumped for overdoing it,
too!”

“Ow! D-d-don’t touch me!” gasped
Fatty Wynn. *“D-d-don’t touch me! I
—Isa Iy——I wish I'd left the last three, I
do reaify! Ow!”

Fatty Wynn was left unbumped; he
was evidently not in a statc for it. His
chums left him to hig sufferings. When
they oame up later to prep, they expected
to find Fatty Wynn pale and worn and
languid. But they didn’t. As they
came into tho study, his first remark
wae:

“I say, Figgins, what are we going to
have for supper ?”

“Supper {” yelled Figgins.

“VYes. There's no sosses now.
are we going to have?”

Figgins stared at him a moment, and
then ho said:

“] know what you're going to have,
Fatty; you’re going to have that bump-
ing! That's what you want, and what
you're going to get!”

1—1 say! Here, hold on!
Yooop!”

Bump!

What

Leggo!

CHAPTER 4.
The Wrang Bunter.
; ILLY BUNTER sat in the corner of
B the railway-carricge and grunted.
His fat face cxpressed discon-
tent

in the opposite seat was Mr. Slimson,
the tutor, and they had the carriage to
themselves on the train that was ranning
on to Wayland Junct.on.

Mr. Slimson was perusing a pocket
edition of Iorace, from which he gﬁmu%-d
across at Bunter occasionally with dis-
approval.

Ho was not pleased with Buater, and
Bunter was not pleased with him.

Mr. Slimson was a gentliman of great
attainments in the scholastic line, and he
was accustomed to the work of cramming
hapless youths, and he had found Wally
Bunter a very apt and bright pupil, and
his work had been unusually casy up to
tho time that Wally visited his cousin
Billy at Greyfriars School.

From that time Mr. Slimson’s task had
not been an easy or a pleasant one,

What had come over his pupil he dild
not know, but he was only too painfully
aware that there was a great.differcnee.

Walter Bunter was being sent to St.
Juw’s by his former employer, BMr.
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Penman, of Canterbury; a reward for
the courage Wally had shown in dcfeat-
ing the designs of burglars who had
broken into his office. Wally had visited
Greyfriars full of the good news, to tell
his cousin Billy. And Billy Bunter had
then been struck with the tremendous
idea he was now carrying ous.
. Unlike as the cousins were in nature,
in appearance they were as alike as two
peas from the same pod. Only Billy's
spectacles distinguished him from Wally.
Billy was in_hot water at Greylriars in
many ways. He had earncd the wrath of
his Form-master for slacking; he had
earned lines from the prefects; he owed
money to nearly every member of his
Form; and he had landed himself in
trouble with a racing sharper owing to
his desire to have a little flutter. And it
seemed to Billy Bunter a tremendously
ood idea to change places with his cousin
%Vaﬂy and go to St. Jim’s, leaving the

Three-halfpence, ]

Ingtcad of a bright pupil, he found
that Bunter had become excessively
dense. Instead of a keen, alert fellow,
he found a slow, obtuse, and short-sighted
feliow, for Billy had given up his
glasses to oarry out the imposture. There
had been a visit to an oculist, and glasses
were ordered for Bunter, the professional
gentleman expressing surprise that he
had not been curdexrcdg glasses before.

Mr, Slimson had rather liked Wally;
but after a day or two of Billy he be-
came oxceedingly anxious to land his
Eupil at St. Jim's and wash his hands of

im. His former good opinion of Wally
was guite gone now,

Indeed, the worthy tutor bhad confided
to his wife that the boy really did not
seem the same boy at all since his visit to
Greyfriars, little dreaming how near to
the facts his remark was.

Bunter repaid his aversion with in-
terest. Billy Bunter hated work, and his

oy

L
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Buntor Gets It In the Noaok.
(&:e ("hapter 9.)

hapless Wally to _houlder all the troubles
he left behind at Greyfriars.

It was impossible for the trick to be
detected so long as the two fat juniors
kept their own counsel. And Wally, who
was friendly with the Greyfriars fellows,
was keen to stay there, and so he had
agread at last to Billy’s remarkablo sug-
gestion.

A change of clothes was made on the
way to the station, when Wally’s visit at
Ciroyfriars terminated, and the trick was
done.

Wally had returned to Greyriars as
Billy; Billy had left by the train as
Wally.

As Wally was passing the last few days,
before going to school, at his tutor's
house in London, Billy had not had to
meet Wally’s family, though he would
have done so with perfect confidence. At
Mr. Slimson’s house he was received
without the slightest suspicion as Wally.

Mr. Slimson had noticed a ¢hange, but
he never dreamed what that change really
WA,

feelings towards people who wanted him
to work were Hunnish, Besides, he
didn't need preparing for the Fourth
FForm at St. Jim’s; he had been in the
Remove at Greyfriars, and knew the
Form-work well ¢nough to pass. The
Remove was the Lower Fourth at Grey-
friars; but the standard of work was
higher there, and it corresponded to the
Fourth Form at St. Jim’s. Bunter was
quite content with his attainments, such
as they were, and he was not looking for
scholastio distinction, as Mr. Slimson soon
found.

Mr. Slimson found other things, too.
Wally had had a formidable appetite,
but compared with Billy’s it was as
moonlight unto sunlight, as water unto
wine.

Bunter scoffed everything he could lay
hands on in Mr. Slimson’s house. e
robbed the pantry, and he haunted the
precinets of the kitchen at every cppor-
tunity, like a lion secking what he might

dovour. .
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Now that they were on the way to
B8, Jim’s Mr. Slimgon was looking for-
ward with great keenness to landing his
hopeful pupil, and having done with
him; and so he was trying to keep
good-tempered.

But' Bunter was very trying. At
every station he wanted to get out and
¢oout in' tho buffet, and twice he had
near)g lost the train. He sucked ani-
geed-balls, he chewed hullseyes, he pro-
duced eatables from all his pockets, and
he was sticky. Mr. Slimson wondered
how he could ever possibly have liked

hiaMpupil.

r. Slimeen put away his book at last.
“Wayland is the next station, Bunter,”
he said.

“Js it?” grunted Bunter.

Hie manner was not very respcetful.
Unlike Wally, Billy Bunter did not sce
any reason for wasting respect on &
*blessed tutor.” it

r.

“It is!? said Slimson quietly.

“Please don't suck your thumb, Bun-.

ter !

Grunt! |

** And wipe that stickiness off your
mouth,” said Mr. Slimson. ‘ You must
have been eating toffee again!”

“I’'m hungry.”

“You had a very substantial lunch,
Bunter.”

*That was over an hour ago.”

" Bless my soul!” said Mr. Slimson.

Bunter blinked out of the window
through his big speetacles, and grunted,
Ho was more thin fed up with Mr. Slim-
son, and anxious to get rid of him. He
wondered if Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
would be at the station to meet him.
1’Arcy had made friends with Wally
Bunter, and he had a deep aversion to-
wards Billy; but that did not matter, as
he was going to receive Billy as W’aliy.

Billy Bunter was looking forward to a
great time at St. Jim’s., Wally had
made an excellent impression upon Tom
Merry & Co., and Billy was going to
yeap the fruits of it.

“I—-I sy, Mr. Shmson——" bhegan
Bunter, after a pause.

‘““Yes?”

“I—¥ was expecting. a postal-order
before starting for school,” said Bunter,
blinkingl at him. “Somechow it didn’t
come, I—I suppose you could let meo
have the ten shillings, Mr. Slimson, and
Y1l send you the postal-order when it
comes?”

Mr. Slimson’s face was like unto that
of a graven image.

“7 understand that you have received
your firet week’s allowance from M.
Penman,” he replied.

“That’s gone!” .

“If it has gone, Bunter, you can ouly
have expended it .upon indigestible
enmestibles !”” said Mr. Slimson severely.

“I'm rather hard up, as it happens,”
said Bunter, ‘Y don’t want to arrivé in
my new school withont & brown in my
bagsa. Of course, I should scnd the
postal-order on immediately !”

Mr. Shmson looked at him fixedly.

He had mever been to Greyfriars, and
he had nevdr heard of Billy Bunter’s
evclebrated postal-order, which was always
expected, but never arrived.

After some thought, he extracted a
ten-shilling note from his purse.

“Very well, Bunter. Take thia. T
shall expect to be reimbursed befeoro the
end of the weck.”

“ My

“To-morrow !”” said Bunter.

postal-order’s sure to come to-morrow! |

It’s from one of my titled relations, yon
know.”

Mr. Slimson looked hard at him.

“Y will give you a word of counscl
before you begin at your new school,
Bunter,” he said quietly. “You Hhave,
Y understand, worked in an office, and it
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is by the kindness of your late employer
that you arc sent to St. Jim’s. This is
all to your credit. It is very creditable
of you to have supported yourself at o
early an age, and relieved youvr parents,
whose means are straitened. But you
must not forget the facts,”

“The—the facts?" murmured Bunter,
suppressing a grin, Mr. Slimson's
“facta” were only facts in regard to
Wally Bunter, to whom he supposed he
was speaking.

“You have several times,” resumed
Mr. Slimison, “spoken to me of your
titled relations during the past few days.
Now, you certainly have no titled rela-
tions, Bunter!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“I repeat that it is all to your credit
tihat you have supported vourself at an
early age, Bunter, But it is a clear proof
that you do not possess the wealthy and
influential connections, all on_cordial
terms with you, that you would claim.”

“Oh " gasped Bunter.

“I have only noticed that absurd
snobbishness in you since your visit to
Greyfriars, I conclude that at that
school you picked up some of the ways of
speaking of some more wealthy boy,
This is ridiculous in a lad in your posi-
tion, Bunter, and if you persist in it it
is likely to bring you into ridicule in
your new school. 1 am speakng entirely
from kindness, Bunter, in order that you
may not bring yourself into diseredit.”

Billy Bunter gave the tutor a glare
that bade fair to crack his spectacles.
Evidently he did not appreciate Mr.
Slimson’s kindness in the least.

““You have nothing to be ashamed of,
unless you indulge in foolish brag, which
is something to be very much ashamed
of indeed,” added Mr. Slimeon. “I
trust you will bear this in mind,
Bunter.”

“Well, of all the cheek!” ojaculated
Bunter.

*“What 77

“Cheek )" retorted Dunter indepen-
dently. *“Sheer check! That's what I
call it—cheek ! Neck, in fact!”

My, Slimson gazed at him speechlessly.
Iie bad given advice to pupils before,
but he had never heard it characterised
as neck before. Iis hand wandered to
his umbrella. Billy Bunter came- very
near at that moment to getting what he
had really been asking for ever since
he had been. with the tutor.

But Mr. Slimeon restrained his wrath
comforted by the reflection that he would
soon be rid of his hopeful pupil for good.
‘T'hey sat in grim silence, while the train
van én to Wayland, save for an occasional
<noft of indignant contempt from Bunter.

‘Fhe train stopped at last.

“Wayland gunction! Change
Rylcombe and Abbotsford !

Billy Bunter threw open the door, and,
taking no heed of his eq‘lex‘ly compauiotr,
jumped out on to the platform. Then
f\e blinked this way and that way, in the
hope of beholding the elcgant figure of
Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy, whose best pal
Le was going to be at St. Jim’s—per-
haps?

for

CHAPTER 5.
No Chance for Gussy.

" OTTEN !
Arthur  Augustus  D’Arey
made that remark after

dinner that day at St. Jim’s.
Jie spoke in tones of deep indignation,
and several fellows kindly inquired what
it was that was rotten,

“\Wotten P’ repeated Arthur Augus-
tus. “I have asked Mr. Lathom for
pormish to meet my_ fwicnd, Wallay
Buntah, at the station. He has wefused.”

“Well, Mr. Linton rcfused us!™ said

Tom Merry cheerily. *“It's rotien, but
there you are! Can’t be helped.”

* Yaasj but he has alweady given per-
mish to othah fellows—New glouse bhoun-

dahs!’? exclaimed Arthur Augustus
wrathfully. *“Now, as Wallay Buntah is

comin’ into the School House, oughtn’t
he to be met, by School Iouse fellows, if
at all? I appeal to evewy gentleman
pwesent.”’

“Yes, rather!” satd Blake. “TI'd
heve been glad of an afternoon off my-
self.”

“Hear, hear!” ehiined in Herries and

iz

They weren't specially interested in
Wally Bunter, perhaps; but they would
have been very glad to spend that clear,
suuny afrernoon ontside the Form-room.

“Who's got leave?” asked Dick
Julian.

Figging & Co. of the New Houee,”

“Cheek ! said Roylance.

“ Awful nerve!’ exclaimed Manners.
“Why, that bounder Kerr——"

“So that's why he was so jolly in-
terested in the new chap the other day !”
exclaimed Monty kowther. “ Why, he
said himself that Bunter ought to be met
by chaps from his own House !”

“The Dblessed spoofer [ exclaimed
Tom Merry. *‘So those threc hounders
have got an afternoon off !”

“Y wegard it as wotten! I was not
thinkin’ in the least of an aftalinoon off.
I was thinkin’ of Buntah., 1 got vewy
fwiendly with him at Gweyfwiahs, and
he will expect me to meet him if poss,
Bat - Mr. Lathom seys he has alweady
given leave for Figgine and Kerr and
Wynn, an’ he cannot welease the whole
Form fwom lessons. I twied to point
out to him that I did not constitute the
whole Form, but he iutewwupted me
quite sharply.”

“Go hon!”

“He did, weally, deah boys! Now, I
wegad this as wotten. The New House
houndahs are wedgin' in where they have
no wight. There is only one thing to he
done ! said Arthur Augustus firmly.

““ And what’s that?” asked Levison.

“Tigging & Co. must wesign in my
favah. I wegard:it as bein’ up to them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I seo no weason whatever for Jaugh-
tah! T am goin’ to put it to Figgins, an'
if he does not agwee 1 shall expwess my

.opinion vewy stwongly !”

* And that wil! do the trick, of.course!”
remarked Cardew of the Fourih. “Fix
him \vif_l} your glittering aye, you know,
ane

“YWats!”:

Arthur Augustus, fu great indignation,
started in search of Figgins & Co. Tt was
not till close on time for afternoon classes
that he found them; and then they were
on their way to the gates.

Figgins & Co. looked very cheerful, as
wag natural in the circumstances. KEven
apart from their little scheme of hagging
Bunter, it was very pleasant out of doors
on that clear, cold day; certainly a great
improvement on the Form-room.

They smiled sweetly as Arthur Augus-
tus hore down on them, with stately
wrath in his aspect.

“Pway stop, you fellows!”
Gussy. .

* Certainly, old top!” answered Figgins
affably. “We're off to meet a train; but
we'd 7isk losing it for the sake of heaving
your beautiful accent! Pile in!”

“Y wegard that wemark as asinine,
Figgins! 1 unduhstand that yon are
goin’ to meet Buntah at Wayland {” said
D’Aicy loftily.

“PDo  your?
astonishment.

**Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated George
Figgins.

began

oxclaimed Tigging in
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“Ts it not the case, Figgins?”

“Oh, yes, 1t’s the case!”

“Then I fail to see anythin’ to be sur-
pwised at in my makin’ the wemark!”

“My dear man, you said you under-
stood it1” explained Figgins. ‘““You'll
admit yourseﬁ that there’s something
very surprising in your understanding
anxything. Now, be candid!”

* You uttah ass—-""

(8 Ell?”

“You cwass duffah—"

“io it1”

“You—you feahfu) churap—--=""

* Ain't he eloquent?” gaid Figgins ad-
miringly. *This is how he is going to
pitch it at them in the House of Lords
some day! But look out, Gussy; there'll
be ladies in the House of Lords by the
time you get there, and you'll have to
use much nicer expressions. That's a
tip,'”

“1 wegard you—-"

“]1 say, we've got to call in at DMrs.
Murphy’s on the way,” said Fatty Wynn
anxiously, *Come on!”

“Right-ho! Walk out of the way,
Gussy !”

“1 wefuse to allow you to pwoceed,
Fivgins, until this mattah. has been
gettled. Buntah is a 8chool House fellow,
and therefore he ought to be met by me,
who am his fwiend. Therefore——""

“Ergo!” said Kerr encouragingly.

“Therefore I wequest you o wesign in
my favah, an’ to go to Mr. Lathom an’
tell hiin so!” X

“ What a nico afternoon!” said Figgins.

“What?” X

“It doesn't look like rain, does it?”

“I1 am not talkin’ about the weathah,’

1l

Tiggina!

“But T am, old scout!”

“You are delibewately beggin’ the
question, Figgins, an’ I wefuse to weply
to iwwelevant wemarks. You are not
goin’ to meet Buntah. I wegard you as
baggin’ my leave.”

““He regards us as bagging his leave!”
said Figging sorrowfully, “ Do you really
mean that seriously, Gussy?”’

*“Yaas, wathah!”

“He means it seriously, you fellows!
And if we bag your leave, will you re-
ward us with terrific scorn?”

“Yaas!”

* He will regard us with terrific scorn!”
said Figgius sadly, “ And if you regard
us with torrific scorn, Gussy, will it
matter in any way "

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kerr and Wynn,
quite entertained by the expression on
Arthur Augustus’ noble countenance.

_I‘I‘I"ig_g){ins! You-—-you jokin' wottah,

“There goes the bell for classes!” said

Fatty Wyun. “You'd better cut,
D'Arey 1”

“¥ wefuse to cut—""

“Gussy !” roared Blake.

“I wepeut, Figging—""

“You’i’le boe lote!” hinted Kerr.

“Lathom will comb your hair!”

“Figging, I wepeat——"

“(iussy t” raved Blake. “(iet a move
on !’)” Do you want to be detained, you
uss?

*Undah the cires, Figgins

“We mustn’t keep Gussy any longer,
or Lathom will be wrathy with him!”
said Figgins considerately. “8it down,
Gussy, and we'll go ont”

“1  wefuse to sit
Yawooooh {”

Gussy rvefused; but his refusal did not

13

down!

count for much, as ‘the three chortling

New House tuniors seized him and sat
Iim down gently in tho quad. Then they
hurried on to the pates, loaving the gwell
of 8t. Jim's gasping.
“Gwoogh! You feahful
Yooop!”
Jack Bluke rushed

“QGussy, you ass!”

T

wufliang !
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up and helped D’Arcy to his.feet; tuking
hold of his ear to do so. “Come on—-"

“Yawooop !

“Come on, you duffer!
already !

“I wefuse to come on, Blike, until I
have thwashed Figgins!” '

You're late

Blake, you feahful vaiffian,
—— . Oh, evumbs!”

Arthur Augustus, with a grip of jron
on his arm, was rushed away to the
School House. Ho turned up in the
Fourth Form-room only & minute late;
and Figging — unthrashed — procecded
merrily on his way with Kerr and
Wynn.

Arthur Augustus’ noble brow wore a
cloud that afternoon in class. He waa in-
dignant, and ho was wrathful. He was

 heard to murmur several times dark

hints concerning a ‘*feahful thwashin’,”
Apparently something very serions was
impending over tho devoted head of
George Figgins after lessona.

_ And Figgins, quite regardless of the
impending  storm, was proceedin,

cheerily on his way to Wayland with his
chums, to meet Wally Bunter, as. he
shought, and to bag a first-rate foothaller
for his eleven—and, as a matter of fact,
to meet Billy Bunter, and bag the worst
footballer that ever muffed a kick. If
he had only known! But, fortunately, he
did not know! It was a case where
ignorance was blizs!

CHAPTER 6.
Bagging Bunter.
L] ALLO, Bunter!”
“How do you do, old
scout?”
“Jolly "glad to see you,
Bunter, old top!”

Those three cordial remarks, fired off at
ouce, greeted William George Buriter as
he blinked round the station platform at
Wayland. Three cheery juniors were
waiting on the platform, un(i they rushed
up as soon as they saw Bunter. A podgy
hand was shaken thrice.

Billy Buuter blinked at Figgins & Co.
e remembered them as members of
Tom Merry's eleven in the Greyfriars
match—Fatty Wynn especially. He un-
derstood that they had come to meet
him, but he was disappointed, It was
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy he wanted to
see, The wealthy and eleganst swell of St.
Jim’s was marked down, as it were, as his
prey.

“Hallo!” said Bunter, rather off-
handediy. *““Is D’Arcy here?”

He was so accustomed, by this time, to
playing the part of Wally Bunter that he
almost believed he wes Wally, and there
wag not tho slightest hesitation in his
manner.

“1’Arcy !” repeated Figginus, * Ahem!
He—he would have come; but he wasn't
able to get off lessonst”

“‘Rotten!” said Bunter discoutentedly.

Figgins coughed.

Bunter’s manner was not gracious.
Figgins & Co. did not know him very
well, certainly; but they had not ex-
pected Wally Bunter to act quite like
this, And they were right. Wally
wouldn’t have acted like that.

“Blessed if I see why he:douldn't get
off, if you got off!” sud Bunter, ‘with a
grunt. *I expected him.”

“ Ahem!”

Mr. Slimson had stepped. from the train
by this time. The Bt. Jimn's juniors
raised their caps fo him respectfully.
They were aware that Bunter was to be
accompanied to St. Jim’s by his tutor.

“We're fricnds of Buuter’s, sir,” ex-
plained Kerr. “We've come to rcet’
him and see him to the school.”

Theee-halfpence, 7

Slimson. *‘Perhaps you can direct us to
the platform for Rylcombe.”

“Certainly, sir! Half an hour to wait,”
sald Fatty Wynn. “There's a buffet at
tpi’? station, if you'd care to step into
1t.

Billy Bunter’s eyes glistened behind his
spegtacles; but Mr. Slimson seemed im-
pervious to the attractions of the buffet.
He shook his head,

“T say, you fellows, I think T'll look in
at the buffet,” said Billy Bunter ecagerly.
“I'm famished!”

“You had better come with me at
once, Bunter,” said Mr. Slimson, with
asperity.

Bunter looked obstinate.

“Plenty of time,” he said.
something to eat.”

*Half an bour bLefore the train, sir,”
murmured- Figgins.

Mr. Slimson tightened his lips.

“Very well. Follow me to the local
platform in time for the train, Bunter.”

“Oh, certainly{” said Bunter -care-
lessly.

The tutor marched off towards the
bridge over the line, probably glad to be
rid of the Owl of Greyfriars for a time,
though annoyed by Bunter’s want of
regpect.

DBunter was glad to sce him go.

“ Awful crusty -old stick, that Llessed
old fogy!” he confided to the St. Jim's
junijors. *“Nagging a chap all the
time |

“ Hard lines !” muttered Kerr.

“T'm fed up with  him,” said Bunter,
with a sniff, ~ *“ Blessed if-I see whyt he
wanted to come to the school with me
for at all! I suppose I can find my way
ebout without him.”

“T should think so,” said Figgins.

“T say, you fellows, we might leave
him on the platform, and get off without
him,” suggested Bunter. “Rather &
lark to leave him mooching about the
station looking for me—what?”

_IAnd he chuckled a fat chuckle at the
idea.

Figgins & Co. exchanged a quick
glance.

As a matter of fact, the presence of
the ““tutor-wallah ” was rather a diffi-
culty in their path. If Bunter arrived
at 8. Jim’s in charge of Mr. Slimson it
would not be easy to inveigle him into
the New House, and land him there like
a fish, so to speak.

Figgins had already been turning over
in his mind the question’ whether there
was any means of dropping the tutor en
route. i

Bunter’s suggestion came as a way out
of the difficulty.

“What a ripping idea!” said Figgins,
“Jolly good wheeze, I think! After
all, it won't hurt him to catch the next
train,”

“He, he, he!”

¥ Topping " said Kerr.

“Y say, you fellows,
buffet?”

“This way,”’ said Fatty Wynm

The four juniors went along the plat-
form. Figgins relicved Bunter of the

bag he carried. His box, being labelled

for Rylcombe, did not need looking
after,

Outside the buffet Figgins paused.

“If we're going to dodge the tuter
man, we'd better %mp ont of the station
and walk,” he suggested.

“Much of a walk?” asked Bunter.

“Oh, a short cut through the wood,
vou know.”

“{tood idea, then,”

“Then we'd better not stop lere,”
suggested Figgins.

Bunter gave him a freezing look,

“¥'m hungry,” he answered,

“Yes, we'd better.drop in, Figegy,”

“1 want

where's the

“That is very kind of you,” said DIr. |
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urged Fatty Wynn, quite agreeing with
Bupter. *‘I can do with a snack myseli
just now.”

“Ts there any time when you couldn's
do with a snack?” grunted Figgins.

“Well, Bunter’s hungry, too,
know.”

Bunter settled the matter by rolling
into the buffet, and the St. Jim’s trio
followed him. There was only a war-
time display in the buffet, and Bunter
gave a disparaging glance round.

But Ft%tty Wynn, whe was well
ascquainted with the resources eof the
place, gave the orders, and Bunter was
soony tucking in at a great rate, Fatty
Wynn followed his cxample, while
Figgins and Kerr looked on and waited.

After a quarter of an hour George
Fi?:gma became restive,

“The tutor man will be looking for
you soon, Bunter,” he remarked,

“’Nother quarter of an hour,” said
Bunter, glancing up at the clock.

“But he'll expect you on the local
platform,”

“QOh, hother him! These buns ain’t
bad,” said Bunter. ‘“‘I’ll have some
lnom‘Y)

And he had some more.

Five minutes more passed, and Fatty

Wynn was ready to movo; but the Owl
of Greyfriars was not, He was still
going strong, in the happy. knowledge
that Figging & Co. were going to settle
the bill.
. “Look here, Mr, Slimson will be com-
ing back for you,” saig Figgins at last.
‘“We sha'n't get out of the station,
Bunter, if we don’t get a move on.”

Bunter gave in at last. His snack had
assumed, and exceeded, the proportions
of a square meal, but he condescended
to slide off the stool at the counter at

you

ast.

“I'm ready,"” he remarked,

Figgins footed the bill, after a hasty
collection from Kerr and’ Wynn to help
him out. Then they left the buffet. On
the opposite platform Mr. 8limson was
seen, and he waved his dmbrella across at
Bunter.

““Bunter, make haste!” he called out
across the line, *The train is due in a
few minutes.”

“Pm coming !’ called back Bunter,

Heo rolled along the platform with the
three St. Jim’s juniors, but not in the
direction of the bridga, Mr., Blimsen
called out azain,

“That is not the way, Bunter. Cross
by the bridge. Bless my soul! Bunter!
Bunter!”

Bunter & Co. disappeared among a
crowd of passengers, and Mr. Slimson
did not see the Owl again. )

Figgins & Co. emerged from the
station with the prize, and started
walking at a good rate, fearful of seeing
tho tutor dodge out of the station in pur-
suit,

Fortunately, Mr. Slimson had no sus-
picion that Bunter had left the station,
with the amiable intention of leaving
hig stranded, and he waited on the local
platform, with growing anxiety and im-
patience, till the local train came in.
The train came, but Bunter did not.
While Mr. Slimson fumed, Bunter was
rolling out of Wayland with Figgins &
Co., and starting on the walk to St
Jim’s through the wood.

CHAPTER 7.
Bunter Makes Un His Mind.
B ILLY BUNTER'S fat face wore an

expression of satisfaction now.
He had satisfied——or almost
satisfied—hig unearthly appetite,
and it had not cost him anything, whi-h
wae all to the good.  And he had Ieft Mr.
Climson stranded.
f LiBRARY.—No. 571

He cordially disliked Mr. Slimsor, and |

ho was much ertertained at the idea of
the unhappy tutor scarching up and
down the station for a fellow who was
not there,

He chuckled several times as they
started through the wood.

“When’s the next train to Rylcombe,
you fellows?” he asked.

“An hour,” said Kerr.

“He, he, hel That old bounder will
have to wait, then.”

“ Ahem! I suppose so.”

“Serve him jolly well right!” seid
Bunter.

" Hlm l"

Figgins & Co., to tell the truth, were
rather remorseful about the trick that
was being played on Mr, Slimsqn. It
was only beczuse the success of their
little scheme demanded it that they had
made a sacrifice of the uneffending
gentleman. They were far from sharing
Bunter’s satisfaction, and they did net
sympathise with it.

“Find that bag heavy, old scout?”
asked Bunter, as Fizgins changed it from
one hand to the other.

“Nunno! Not very.” .

“There’s some tommy . in it,”.said
Bux;]ter. “1 bagged a cold chicken last
night.”

“Dd-did did you?”

“Yes, And you should have heard
Mrs, Slimson after it this maorning,”
grinned Bunter. “She couldn’t guess
what had bécome of it.”

‘“ Oh)” ¥ .

“There’s a cake, too,” said Bunter.
“ A jolly good eake! Mrs. Slimsan could
make cakes, TIll say that for her,
though she was rather & cat.”

* Isice of her to give {ou a cake, any-
way,” remarked Fatty Wynn. *“Thats
what I call a real womanly action.”

Bunter chuckled. L.

“He, he! She didn't give'it to me; I
begged it.”

“Qht” .

“Y felt entitled to bag anything I
could, you see,” cxplained Bunter, X
never had enough to eat at Slimson's
gshow. If hetakesin pupilsfor crammiing,
he aught to feed them, oughtn't he?”

“Certainly said Fatty Wynp
warmly.

“Whate a crammer
cram?” asked Kerr.

“J never had enough to eat at Grey-
friare, either,” said Bunter incautiously.
“J lope it’s better at St. Jim’s.” .

“At—at Greyfriars?’ repeated Fig-
gina. Did you stay long at Greyfriars?”
. “Oh! Ah! Ahem! I+I mean my—
~-my visit there,” stammered Bunter.

lll see-!l

“T'm a bit anxious about the feeding
at St. Jim’s,” went on Bunter.
is it like, you fellows?”

Figgins g'. Co. smiled at one another.
This was an ope ing.

“Well, that depends a good deal on
the House you enter;” said Kere. “In
the New House we rub along all right.
But I've heard Trimble, of the School
House, say that be's half atarved.”

Bunter looked alarmed,

“I—1 say, you fellows, I'm booked for

if he doesn’t

the School ~ Itouse!” lie exclaimed.
“That's rather rotten. Are you New
House ?

“Yeos, rather!” said Iigeiog, with

proud emphasis. .
“ And they feed you well #° X
“Quite as much a5 we want,” paid

orr.

“ | wish I'd heen put down for the New
Iouse, then,” grunted Bunter. “I was
ghd it was School Houge, because my
old pal Gussy is there. But I suppose I
couls chum with D’Arcy just the same if
Y was in the other Hovse.”

“Quite easily,” eaid Figgina *To
D’Arey an old friend of yours?”

“What |
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“ Bosom pels,” said Bunter .

“Well, you'd sce as much of him as
you wanted to i yon were in our
Ilouse., Speaking as o friend,” said
Figging solemnly, “I should advise you
to get into the New House if you could.”

“You see, it’s the cock house of St.
Jim’s,” c:epfained Kerr. “Thore’s a eer-
tain amount of distinction in belonging
to the New House.”

“My hat!” said Bunter. “Isn’t tho
New House the place the other chaps
speak of u's an old casual ward?1”?

< em.’,

“I heard Lowther speaking gbout it at
Greyfriars; he was arguing with a chap
named Redfern, I think,” said Bunter.
“He said the New Honse was a home

_tor idiats.”

Yy Oh!’,

“That—that was only School House
swank,” said Kerr. *“Poor old Lowther
is School House, and he pretends to like
ft—they all do. But the New House is
IT. Frinstanoce, we practically win_all
the footer matches for the schoal, and in
House matches we walk al! over that
erowd.” i

“We'd like you to play in the Junior
House Eleven, if you belonged to our
House, Bunter,” remarked Figgins, " Of
course, a new chap never is given his eap
for the eleven; but we’d make an cxeep-
tion in your favour.”

Bunter nodded. ,

“F expect that, of course,” he eaid.
“A footﬁaller like me would make the
fortune of any Jjumor side.™

“Rather hard ohecse on Tom Merry's
lot, though,” grinned Bunter. * They'll
be beaten to the wide if I play against
e d Figgins agai

‘Oh!” murmured Figgins again.

He was puzzled,

Conceit, a8 he knew very well, wae not
usually an attribute f a really good
player; and on_Bunter’s words afone he
would have set down the fat junior as a
pretentious ass. DBut he remembered how
he had seen Wally Bunter play in the
match at Greyfriars, and he play had
been simply first class. Naturally he was
puzzled.

“ Will Guesy b~ playing for the Scheel
House ?”’ asked Bunter. )

“Yes;”he generally plays in Flouse

matches.

“H’'m! I don’t know whether ¥ could
agree to playing against my old pal
(3ussy, and putting the kybosh on him,”
said Bunter thoughtfully.

“DArey wouldn’t mind—he’s a real

sportsman. .
“Buty of course, the {zrub question
comes first. I’'m jolly well not going to

be starved, I know that! Wha’s this
Trimble you spoke of 2% R

“A Sc]?:ool Flouse chap,” eaid Figgins.
“T'vg certainly heard him say a dozen
times that he’s half starved.”

“Fver heard a fellow in your Houso
gay so?”

“Never |”

“We often have little fecds in the
study,” remarked Kerr. ‘‘ Wynn hexe is,
a topping cook. You should see the
sosses he turns ous!” .

Bunter’s eyes glistened behind his
spectacles.

Those spectaclos  had attracted the
notice of the St. Jim’s juniors, as they
remembered that Wally Bunter had not
worn glasses like his cousin.  Bub they
had made no remark on ihe subject, fron:
motives of politeness. It was easy
enough to conclude that Wally was takiog
after his cousin in the matter of defoctive
sight.

“Bosses I said Bunter,
fond of sosses.™

“My dear chap, vou can't do better
than come into the New IHouse,” said
Figgins. “ A letter to your pueople will
be enough~—-"

12}

“T’'m rather



Every Wednesday,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Oh, that’s all right; they weuldn't leaving Mr. Slimson with Manners and

care either way }** said Bunter carelessly.
“Never mind them. Do you get any-
thing over the rations in your House 7>

“
matically.
is enough, isn’t it ?
He locks as if he has enough,
ho?”

“Te does, and mno mistake,” said
Bunter. “He’s fat!”

Fatty Wynn breathed hard. He was
not so fat as Bunter, at all events. But

“We get plenty,
Look at Wynn here !

he made no remark. It was no time to:

tell Bunter what he thought of his
manners.

“T suppose I could come into the New
House if I liked,” said Bunter thaught-
fully, “In fact, I think I shall. What
sort of a dinner do you get?"’

“Well,” said Kerr, “I don’t know
whether you care for arlome—-"

“Yes, rather |”

“ And steak pnddi'ngs——”

“Qh, good !”

“And [ﬂxddings and pies and preserved

frui

“Phew I”” gasped Bunter.

“And a Housemaster who keeps on
urging you to take another helping,”
sald Kerr recklessly.

"M¥ deai chap, I'm coming into the
New [House!” gasped Bunter. *‘Not
another word—F’m your man !’

And so it was sottled.

What Bunter was likely to think the
next day, when Kerr’s attractive picture
was put to the test, was another matter;
by that time he would be installed in the
New House,

Kerr, certainly, had not said that all
those nice things were to be obtained in
the New House; but that was the im-
pression Bunter received from his
remarks, and it made hie mouth water.
. He even quickened his pace a little, as
if anxious to got to the delightful quarter
where there were sirloins and stenk
puddings, and pies and preserved fruits
galore, and a Housemaster wheo was &0
considerate as to urge fellows to take
fresh helpings.

Figgins & Co. smiled serenely.
had bagged their game!

Fortunately, they were not aware yot
of the varicety of game they had baggzed.

They

CHAPTER 8.
A Pig in Clover.

“ ALLO! That merchaut looks
vather  excited ! remarked
Tom Merry.

The Terrible Threa of tho

Shell were efrolling in the quad after

lossons, when a gentleman egfered at the

gates; no other than Mr. Slimson.

If he did not look excited, he certainly
looked disturbed and angry.

He came along with great strides; but
ha stopped as he saw the Terrible Three,
and spoke to them.

“Can you tell me whether a boy named
Bunter has arrived here this afternoon?”
he asked.

“Bunter ! said Tom Merry - “T know
he's expected; but I-dou’t know if he's
come; we're only just cut of the Form-
reom.”’

“FHe was in my charge,” said Mr.
Slimson.  * Somchow, he disappeared at
Wayland Station. Ile must surely have
come on to the school. "There were three
boys with him from this school, who met
him at the station.”

“1 know them,” said Tom. “They
belong to the New House. I'll eut in
and see if they brought Bunter here, if
you like, sir.”

“Thank you very mueb!™ sail Mr.
Slimson. “T am most anxious abous the
boy. Ile is so stupid that Le may have
lost himself somewhere.™

Fom Merry ran into the Now llouse,

t
|

Lowther N
He hurried up to Figging’ study, to
discover whether the Co. were there,

e dor’t need to,” said Kerr diplo- | rather puzzled by the tutor’s story of the
and plenty | happenimg at Wayland.

There was a savoury smell proceeding

docen’t . from Figgins' study, though it wae not

yet tea-time. Tom Merry tapped at the
door and looked in. ki

Figgins & Co. were there with their
guest,

Thev had arrived at St. Jim s before
lessons were over, and had entered the
New House quite unobserved

Bunter was landed in Figgins' stugdy,
which was the first step in the carrying
out of the little scheme.

The fat junior was seated at the table,
Iw.ith a plate of sausages and chips before
him.

It was necessary for him to see the
Housemaster as soor as possible; but

RN
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Merry came in. To tell the truth, they
had forgotten all about the unfortun:te
tutor stranded at Wayland Junction, and
they were hoping to keep Bunter dark
till "his name was entered as a regular
inmate of the New FHouse, which could
only be done by Mr. Rateliff, the House-
master.

“Qh, here you are™” exclaimed Tom
Merry.

“Here we are,” said Figging, rather

grufly. “ Anything wanted 7"

“Yes; Buuter’s wanted.”

‘" h !3’

“Ts that Wally Bunter 7" asked Tom,
perplexed.

“Of course it is!”

“ Oh !71

Tom Merry had wondered for a

moment whether it was Billy Bunter, at
sight of the big glasses.
The Owl of Greyfriars locked up with

an agreeable grin.
“;/l
o ! N
~ B S /a T
@,
-, *-5
L/

)

N

l ’ The Lordly Bunter! |

(Bee Chapter 11.)

Afr. Rateliff was in the Fifth Form-room
at prescut, and could not be seen till he
returned to his quarters. Figgins & Co.
were Impraoving the shining hour by feed-
ing Bunter. TThey had taken his measure
pretty accurately in one respect at least,
and they knew that the best tway to

appeal to lhim was through his inner
Bunter.
They were doing it in great style. All

the resourcrs of the study were at the
disposal of the guest. Piles of toast sur-
rounded him, and the sosses and chips
were done to a turn. Fatty Wynn, who
could have cooked the head off a French
chef, as I"iggy put it, had done nobly,
and the result was very pleasing 2’0
Bunter.

The Owl of Greyfriars was enjoying
himself.

Figging & Co. were enjoying them-
solves, too, in their own way; in tho
satisfaction of having secured that valu-
able prize, and dished the School House
onco mare.

They lcoked rather warlike as Tom

“Pm the man!” he said. *“Glad to
sce you, Tom Merry! You haven’ts
forgotten me—what? I kicked goals for

ou—eh 7 .

“T've not forgotten you, cld son I”’ szid

om. “I—I wasn't aware—"

*“Qh, the specs,” said Bunter calmly,
“71 found I had to have 'em, you know;
ut it off as long as I could; but it had
to come. Runs in the family, you know,
as a matter of fact. My cousin Billy's
just the same.”

Tom Merry nodded,

Tt was not surprising that another Bun.
\ter had taken to glasses; but certainly
this youth locked the living image of
Billy Bunter as he remembered him.

“Well, Wally, old son, you seem (n
have lost your tutor at the station,” wiid
the captain of the Shell. *“Ie’s just
arrived, in a state of flutter.

“Oh, old Slimson!”

“Yeg; I'll tell him you’ve arrived all
right. How did you come to miss
him?” asked Tom.

Tre Gex LiBrary.—No. 571
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Bunter chuckled.

“Teoft him waiting for a train, while
we walked,” he answered, “ Never mind
him. He's a silly old ass. Tell him to
ko and eat coke!”

“Wha-a-at?”

* No need to waste politencss on him,”

said Bunter, ‘““He’s only & paid tuotor,

“Jle can tell the Head I've come, and

take himself off,” said Bunter, * Bother]

him! Tell him I said so.”

*I don't think I’ could give him a|

message like that, Bunter,” said Tom
Merry quietly.
him, hadn’t you ?"

“How can I, when I’'m baving tea?”

“He will expect——""

“fet him expect, and be blowed !”

“But, really, Bunter—"

*Look here,” said Bunter, *I'm jolly
hungry—I've only had a snnck at Way-
land since funch.
1 wouldn't leave this spread if there was

an air-raid. That's flat! Bother the
man!”
¢ B-b-but-—-"

Bunter settled down with knife and
fork again, evidently with no intention
af stirring.

“These sosses are prime,” he eaid.
“What & bit of luck that you can get
sosses  without coupons nowt I say,
Wynn, you can cook !"”

“Can’t T?" said Fatty Wynn, beaming.

“You ought to have the O.B.E. for
it,” said Bunter. *“They give the O.B.E.
for much lesser things,"

IPatty Wynn grinned an appreciative
prin.  Next to eating the sosses himself,
it was enjoyable to see them thoroughly
enjoyed by 4 fellow who knew what good
cooking was. He felt quite chummy
towards Bunter just then.

Tom Merry stood undecided. e liked

Wally Bunter; but it was only too clear]

that the new junior's manners loft much
to be desired..

“Well, what am I to say to the tutor]|

man?” he asked at last.

“Pass the salt!" said Bunmter.

“Couldn’t you keep him busy a bit,
while Bunter’s finishing his ten 7" asked
Itiggins. *Mr. Ratcliff will be back in
a few minutes—-"'

“Eh? What's Mr, Rateliff got to do
with it?”

“Ahem! Ah! D-d-did I say Mr. Rat-
cliff 2 stamnmered Figgins. ““I—I mean
that Bunter’s hiingry, you know, and he’s
simply. got to finish his tea; Take the
tutor man for a walk.”

“I can't, you asai”

“Take him into the School House, and

tell him Bunter’s coming,” said Kerr.

“Well, I suppose I can do that,” said }

Tom Merry.

And he left the study.

“I'm jolly well not going yet, though,
yon fellows!” said Bunter.

“No fear 1" said Kerr. ““The man can
wait a big.”

“He's paid 1" said Bunter,
wait !

“Ahem! Another cup of coffee?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Pry the cake next?”

“Thanks; I'll finish the sosses first.
Lots of time for the cake.”

And Billy Bunter went on with his
gastronomie performanoces, which Figgins
and Kerr watched almost with awe—and
even Fatty Wynn with growing
amazement.

“Let him

CHAPTER 9.

Bunter of the Neow House.
LD OME in}” snapped Mr. Ratcliff,
Figgzins opened the door. of
his Housemaster’s study, and
. ushered William George Bunter

fnto his presence.

Tue Lisrary.—No. 5§71,

“Youwd better come to |

{ sir i

I'm having tea, and|

Mr. -Horace Ratcliff glanced a$ Bunter,
and glanced at Figgins.

Figgy's manner was very theek. He
knew that this wasa matter that required

tact.

“Well, Figgins?” said Mr. Ratclff
acidly. His tone generally was acid.

Figgins & Co. had warned Bunter. that
Mr, Ratcliff’s manner was against him,
and that his good qualities were not to be
seen on the surface. They did not con-
sider it judicious to add that a microscope
would have been required to see his good
qualities at all.

“If you please, sir, this is the new boy
in- tho Fourth Form,” said Figgins—
“ Walter Bunter, sir.”

“J do not see why you have brouglit
him here, Figgins.”

‘““As he is coming into this House,

>

“You are mistaken, Figgins. I have
not been informed that a new boy is
cxpected in this House.”

‘No, sir?” oxclatmed Figgins, lodking
surprised,

““Probably Bunter is intended for the

School House,” said Mr. Ratcliff. * You
had better take him there.”

¢ But—but he really is coming into this
House, sir—aren’t you, Bunter?”

“Certainly !” said Bunter promptly.
“I¢’s 2 mistake about my going into the
School House,. sir. I really don’t know
how such a mistake could have arisen-
il’s very extraordinary, My father—h'm!
—is very particular about my being in
the New House.”

Mr. Rateliff thawed a little,

“Dear me!” he said:

“Y have a letter from my father to the
Head, sir, specially mentioning that he
desires me to be placed in the New
House. ;

“That should certainly settle the mat-
ter,” said Mr. Ratcliff. * Pray, show me
the letter.”

“Certainly, eir!”

Bunter began to go elaberately through
his pockets.

Figgins watched him, dumbfounded.
As Bunter certainly was intended for the
School House, Figgins could not see
how he could have had such a letter in
his possession. It did not occur to

Figgy’s simple mind for the moment

that Bunter was lying.

Bunter went through ons pocket after
another.

“Did you see what T did with that
lotter, Figgins?” Le asked.

“Nunno!” stuttered Figgins,

“T read it out to you in the study,
you know.”

“D-d-did  sou?” the
amazed Figgins. .

“I must have lost it,” said Bunter.
“It’s very annoying. I'm very sorry
indeed, etr, that I've lost my father's
letter.”

“Tt was vaery careless of you, Bunter ”
said Mr. Ratcliff snappishly. ¢ However,
U will speak to the House-dame, and you
may take up your quarters in this House
for the present.”

“Thank you, sir!"” )

“May Bunter come into our study,
sir?” asked Figgins meekly. “%We can
make room for four.”

“Certainly 1"

“Perhaps you'd speak to the Head,
sir,” suggested Bunier. * There seems to
be a mistake about my ITouse.”

“I will mention the matter to Dr.
IHolmes. Have you scen your I'orm-
master yet?”

“Not yet, sir.”

“You had better tako Buuter to BMr,
Lathom, F_'iggins!”

I 3

stammered

, ir. ;
Figgins left the study with Bunter,

very. pleased at the result of the visit.
The matter had gone more easily than
he had aunticipated; partly, perhaps,

1*you're making a mistake,

NOW 0!
"SAI.E..

because he had not anticipated barefaced
lying on Buunter's part. .
 In the passage Bunter gave him a fat

wink,

“T pulled his leg,a treat—what?” he
remarked.

“Did yout”

" Yes—about that letter ! He, he, he!”

“You haven’t got a letter from your
pater?"”

*Of course not!”

“You—you only pretended to have
lost it?” ejaculated Figgins, understand-
ing at last,

“He, he, he!” was Bunter’s reply.

“You’d better come and see Lathom,”
said Figging abruptly. He swas not so
pleased with his prize now as he had
expected to be.

“Who's Lathom?"”

“Qur Form-master.”

‘‘Oh, all right!”

Figgins piloted Bunter across the guad
to the School House, feeling sure of him
now. There was an exclamation as he
came in with him.

“Bai Jove! Heah you are, Buntah !’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy advanced to
meet h's old friend of Greyfriars.

“Hallo, Gussy, old top!” exclaimed
Bunter, sﬁmking hands very heartily with
the swell of St. Jim’s. *Jolly glad to
see youl”

“It i3 a gweat pleasuah to meet you
heah, Wallyt” said Arthur Augustus,
“It appeahs that your tutah awwived
without. you.”

“He, i’le. he! I stranded him at the
station!”

“Oh, bai Jove!”

Tom Merry came up.

“Your tutor's in Mr. Railton’s study,”
he said. “ You'd bettér go in, Bunter.
He’s a bit ratty !”

“ Bother him!” answered Bunter,

“You will have to see Wailton, Wally,
to weport yourself,” said Arthur Augus-
tus, ‘“He will give you a study heah,
you know!”

Arthur Augustus would have liked to
add that he wanted Bunter in Study No,
6; but Blake & Co. bad already settled
that matter. They were present, and they
gave him significant looks.

The swell of the Fourth gave his
chums a reproachful glance. He was
failing to keep up the high standard of
hospitality he had marked out in advance,

~and it was duo to their objection to

being crowded in No, 6

“Bunter's got his study already!™ re-
marked Figging casually.

“Bai Jove! What studay, deah boy I

“Mine!”

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass
upon Figging in great surprise.

“Weally, Figgins, I do not sce how
Buntal can share your studay, as it 15 in
the New House!” he said.

“Quite easily,” said Figgine. “Bun
ter’'s a New House chap.”

“Wats!”

“Fact!” grinned Figgins. *“He's re-

ported to Ratty, end it’s settled.”

“Wubbish! ~ Buntah's a School House
chap!”

““ Ngthing of the kind "

“Look bere,” exclaimed Tom Merry,
i Figgins!
Bunfer certainly was coming into this
House; I heard so from Mr, Lathom.”

“Yven Form-masters make mistakes
sometimes |” answered Figgins cheerily.
“Yt turns out that Bunter's booked for
the New House."”

* Weally, Figgins—""

“Well, agk the kid himself!”
Blake. “1 suppose he knows!”

“Yaas, wathah! You are comin’ into
the School House, Buntah?”

The Owl of Groyfriars hesitated, It
was very flattering to be sought after in
this way; though, as a matter of fact, it

said
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was not he who was being sought after,
but his cousin Wally, Bunter took ‘it
all to himself; and he began to doubt
whether lie had done so wisely as ho had
supposed in planting himself in the New
House.

Figgins noted his expression, and he
caught the Owl of Greyfriars by o fat
arm.

“Come on!’' he said.
seo Lathomt”

“ Weally, Figgins—"

““This way, Bunteri”

“I—Y say, you fellows—
Banter.

There was a step in the passage, and
Mr, Slimson’s voice broke in.

*“Oh, you are here, Bunteri”

Bunter blinked at him.

“Here 1 am!” he answered.

“You left me at the station!”
cJaimed Mr. 8limson sharply.

“Did I? Sorry!”

““You deliberately left me theve, while,
vou walked to the school, leaving me to
suppose that you had lost yourself!"” cx-
claimed the tutor.

‘“ Ahem! Not at all, eir!”

“Then why d you leave me?”’

“Forgot all about you!” said Bunter
coolly.

My, Slimson starved at him, and seemed
to swallow something with difficulty. The
juriors looked hard at Bunter. Arthur
Augustus murmured “Bai Jove!” under
his breath.

“Follow me, Bunter!” said Mr, Slim-
son, at last. I will take you to your
Housemaster, and wash my hands of
S

“Yvé seen my IHousemaster!”
answered Bunter. ‘‘You needn’t bother
any further! The fact is, I don’t want
you any longer!”

“Buntah!” murmured D'Arey,
distress.

Mr. Blimson_ blinked at Bunter, and
then took him by the collar. His temper
was failing—which was not surprising in
the circumstances.

“Comel” he snapped.

And Bunter had to go. The tutor led
Lim into Mr. Railton’s study,

*‘This is the lad Bunter, Mr. Railion,”
said the tutor. ‘‘I place him in your
charge; and, with your permission, ¥
will now take my leave.”

The School Housemaster gave him a
rather curious look, He did not fail to
note the signs of suppressed wrath in the
tutor’s face. He then glanced at the fat,
scl§-satisﬁed face of Bunter,

“Ah! This is Bunter?”

“You've got to

» began

CX-

in

he said.

‘““Where have you been all this time,”

Bunter?”

“Having my tea, sir,”

“What!” exclaimed Mr, Railion,
‘“Are you aware that Mr. Slimson has
been waiting for you for upwards of half
an hour?”

‘‘Never thought about it, sir!”

“You should have thought about it,
Bunter!” said Mr. Railton, frowning.
“Have you never learned to treat your
vlders with respect??
ﬂ'Btunt-er grunted as a suitable reply to

1at.

“And how comes it that you missed
Mr. Slimson at the station, and left him
under the impression that you were lost?”
ssked the Housemaster.

“T decided to walk.”

“ Without informing Mr, Slimsoni”

“I forgot him.”

“You must learn to have a bettor
memory, Bunter, and a great deul less
npertinence }” said Mr. Railton sternly,
and his hand strayed to a canc,

Mr. Slitnson interposed,

“Pray do not pursue the matter on my

account,” he soid. ““You will excuso me j

now; I have little time to spare for my
troin.  Good-afternoon, Ar. Railton!”
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Mvr. Railton accompanied tho tutor to
the door, where he shook hands with him,
and Mr, Slimson went his way. The
Housemaster returned to the study,
where Bunter was waiting

He fixed his eyes upon the fat junior.

* Bunter, you have treated. Mr. S8limson
very disrespectfully I'* he said.

“Havo 17" said Bunter,

“You. have, boy !’

“He's ‘paid!” s=aid the Owl of CGrey-
friars.

* What?”

“He’s paid for it ull, you kuow, siv!”
explained Buuter.

“Boy! X am sorry, Bunter, that your
first experience here should be a caning,
but you leave me no other resource,” said
Mr. Railton. *Such impertinence as this
cannot pass unpunished! Hold out your
hand !

“Oh{" ejaculated Bunter.

He blinked at the Housemaster in

8|

Cadet Notes.

A W R —

| w;

During the last three ycars the lads
who have reached military age havé
shown themselves as a whole anxious
to join the Army and do their bit.

We do_not belleve that they needed
any eompulsion to bring them in;
and many. we are sure, regretted that
the Military Service Act prevented
their joining earlier. The younger
boys have been looking forward to the
time when they would be called, but
now that {5 suspended. If a boy joins
the Regular Army under the new
eace conditions, or the Volunteers, he
as to give all his time to it and to
be bound for a certain number of
years, For the boys between 14 and
18 there ia ‘a great chance, They can
{oin Cadet Corps, which are to be
ound in evety part of the country,
under the most favourable conditions.
There are no whole-tlme workers.
They attend on a few evenings in the
week. The cost to them is nominal,
and if, having joined up, they do not
like it,. they can resign. No doubt
many boys would be only too plcased
to get some military instruction and
discipline in a way which did not
Interfere with their regular work. A
boy can join a Cadet Corps, and then,
it he finds he likes the work, be can
join the Regular Forces later, know-
ing to a certain extent what o expects
Most of the Cadet Corps are infantry,
but R.A.F. Instructional Corps are
being formed. at present chiefly in the
neighbourhood of London. A few corps
have wmachine-gun companies, and in
one or two places outside London there
are Artillery Cadet Corps. Any boy
who wants advice as to his nearest
corps should write. stating his age,
ete,, to the C.AV.R., Judges' Quad-
, Law Courla, Strand, London,

alarm as Mr. Railton picked up a cane.
My, Railton was really angry. The Owl
of Greyfriars was a new experienco to
him, and not an agreeuble one.

Buuter d:d not hold out his fat hand.
The interview with the Housemaster had
quite fixed hia desire to belong to the
New House; he had already taken a
cordial dislike to Mr, Railton.

“You hear me, Bunter?” rapped out
the School Housemaster.

Bunter backed away a step.

“Oh, really, sir!” he exclaimed.
1 don’t belong to this House——"

“ What*”?

“I’'m a New House chap!” said Bun-
ter. *‘Figgins says the chaps are ouly
punished by their own Housemasters!”

“That is the case,” said Mr. Railton,
looking at him. ‘‘But yon are under a
rhistaken impression, Busiter; your name
has heen given me by Dr. Holnies, as an
inmate of this House.™

L ‘\S
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“That's & mistake, sir,” said Bunter
cheerfully. “I’ve already put down my
pame in the New House, and My. Rat-
cliff has given me a study there.””

“Bless my sould’ said Mr, Railten,
perplaxed.

He laid down the cane.

“Mr. Ratehff fold me I was to go to
my Form-master, sir,” said Bunter, pur-
swing his advantage, ““I'm bound to do
as Mr., Rateliff tells me, as he’s my
Housemaster. Can I go now, siv”

“Figgins!” called out Mr. Railton,
catehing sight of the New House junior
hovering outside the doorway.

“Yes, siri” said Figgine.

“You heard what Bunter said. Are
you aware—--
*“Oh, yes, sir,” said Figging. * Bun-

ter’s been to Mr, Ratelilt alveady, sir—
he’s for the New Ilouse.”

“A mistake has apparently been
made,” eaid Mr. Railton. “If Mr. Rat-
cliff has made arrangements to receire
this boy in his House——""

“He has, sir.”

“Very well! You may go, Bunter!”

And Bunter went.

CHAPTER 10,
Diplomatie.

“ OTTAHS "
< 'Thus  Arthur  Augustus
D' Arey, the ornament of the

Fourth Form, in the School
House junior Common-room.

Arthur Augustus was wrathy.

His noble eye gleamed behind his eye-
glass, and his countenance expressed the
loftiest indignation; and Monty Lowther
lv.'_.';\s moved to inquire what was biting
Hm.

“Nothin’ js bitin’ me, Lowthah,” an-
swered Arthur Augustus. “T wegard the
question as widic. I wepeat that they are
wottahs 1?

“Who are, dear man 7" asited Manners.

‘“Those New House wuffians. I was
goin’ to give Figgins a feahful thwashin®
for tweatin’ me with gwoss diswespect
thig aftahnoon; an’ I let him oftf because
Buntah was with him, an’ 1 did not waunt
a wow in the pwesence of a new f[ellah.
And what 13 my weward?”

“Tcho answers what 77 grinned Blake,

“The feahful wottahs hava bagged
Buntah 1 contimued Arthur Angustus.
“That is why they went to the station
to meet him1 They bagged Buntah for
their wascally old House !

“There seems to have heen a mistake
of some sort,” remarked Toima Merry.

“THere was no mistake, Toin Mewwy.
Those boundahs have induced Wally to
change his mind an’ go into the New
House instead of comin® heah !

“Oh, my hat!” ecjaculated Monty Low-
ther. **That's what Kerr was after tho
other day. The bounder actually said
that Bunter ought to be et by fellows
belonging to s own House, ‘Fhey had
planned it, then.?”

* Yaas, wathah !”?

*Well, what does it matter?” asked
Herries. “Tf the chap prefers tho New
House it shows he’s an ass; but it doesu’t
matter, that T can see.”

“Wats! It mattabs a gweat deal
Hewwies. What do you think they have
bagged him for?”

“Rlessed tf T know, unless it's to melt
him down mto tallow.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Weally, Howwies—--""

“ Well, they do seem to have bagged
him,” said Tom Merry. ' But they'ro
welcome, eo far as I can sce. What did
they want him for 7%

“They have bagged bim ta sprwing him
on us in the House match, because ho is
a wipin® footballah ! eaid Arthur Angns-
tus, with conviction.

“My hati?

Tre Gem Lisrsanry.—No, 571,
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“Good old Gussy!” exclaimed Clive. y found tho new junior in comvany with

¥ (lusssy’s hit it}
now recruit{"

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows,

He had been rather perplexed by the
happepings of that efternopn; but he
saw light now. Already, in his own
mind, he bad assigned Wally Bunter a
place in the School House Junior Eleven;
and he had reflected with satisfaction
what 8 rod in pickle ho would-prove for
the enomy.

The case was bltered now. It was the
enemy who had bafged that brilliant
forward. As a New House fellow, Bunter
would play for Figgins' team—which, as
it happened, specially needed strengthen-
ing in the front line. .

*The awfully deep rotters !” exclaimed
Manners indignantly. “ We're not going
to stand this, you Iellows!”

“Wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus
emphaticallfn 1 y
fwiend Wally to be bagged in thjs un-
scwupulous mannah! He is entitled to
the horish of belongin’ to the cock bouse
of 8t Jim's—eu’ that i3 the Bchool
Klouse. I wefuse to have bim pwactically
kidnapped in this way |"”

“Hear, hear!” .

“ But he must be a silly ass to let those
New House bounders pull his leg like
that!” said Manty Lowther.

“The howwid  boundahs  have
fnfluenced him <omszhow, Lowthah., But
wo cannot take this feabful injahwy lyin’
down !’

“Np fear!”

Tom Merry nodded,

*I wanted Bunter for our eleven,” ho
temarked. “ Wae can beat the New House
without him, of course; still, wo'ro en-
titled to him, as he’s our man., We can’t
have our %m’y;ers collared like this!”

“No feah!
it's up aglainst the School

Hlouse,” continued Tom, “The New
House bounders will be cackling no end
pver dishing us in this way, We've got
Lo get Bunter back, for the honour of the
Iouse !

*Hear, hear!” )

*Yaas, wathah! Follotwx me, deah
boys, and we will waid the New House,

nd cawwy him off |” exclsimed Arthur
Zugustus.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T fail to see anythin’ to cackle at in
that suggestion!”

“ Fathead !” said Blake politely.
% Look here! What about asking him to
supper in Study No. 62 Send him a
polile note by a fag, and he's hound to
come, Then we’ll talk to him like Dutch
uncles, and make him chango his silly

mind again,
“Yaas, wathah! That is not a bad
Anyhow, T wefuse to allow the

e .

ideah!
New House boundahs to bag him {”

Blake’s suggestion was acted upon ; and
Tom Merry sat down to indite a very
polite invitation to supper, addressed to
W. Bunter. L'Arcy minor of the Third
¥orm was requested to take the note over
to the New House—in order not to excite
suspicion on the part of Figgins & Co.
D'Arcy minor cheerfully yndertook the
task, and scuttled over to Mr. Ratcliff’s
House on his errand.

Tom Merry & Co. waited with keen
interest for his return.

Even fellows who were quite indiffcrent
as to which Houee the new boy might
*oin wero keen on bagging him in_turn

rom Fxg_gms & Co. It the New House

wanted him, that was a good reason why
they shouldn't have him—from the point
cf view of their rivals in the School
fIouso.

1’ Arey minor looked into the Common-
room in the New House, #nd, as neither
Punter nor Figging & Co. were thers, he
went .up to Migrins' study.

“1 wefuse to allow my|d

Thkera he |

They’ve bagged owr| the Co.

Bunter was talking; and Figgins & Co.

interest. ‘Their object was to keep Bun-
ter quiet and contented in the New
House, 0 88 to get him established ther:
8§ it weré: and also to keep him out of
reach of templation from the School
House side. As a matter of fact, Bunter's
conyersation was boring them almost to
toars; but they endured it nobly.

Bunter’s remarks consisted chiefly of
self:satisfied references to himself a.ng his
exploits; the k'nd'cf pra a3, in fact, which
according to the proverb 13 no recom-
mondation.

He was quite charmed with Figgins &
Co.; had never been allewed to run
on like this, with attentive and respectful
listeners, at Greyfriars.

D’Arcy minor put his head in at the

oor.

“Hallo, Falstaff! Letter for you!” he
callod out, and he tossed Tom Merry's
note to Bunter, and departed whistling.

Bunger caught the note, iu somse sur-
prise, and opened it. A f
satisfact'on overspread his face as he read
it, and Figgins & Co. regarded him with
some anxiety,

“You fellows will excuse me?" said
Bunfer, rising.

“Ahem! Going somewhere?” acked

iggina.

“Yes; my friends in the School House
bave asked me to en early supper.”

[;llggms: eycs gleamed  He aid not
need telling that supper in the School
House was only the bajt that was bemg
used to land this fat fish,

“ But you’re going to have supper with
us,” he urged. * Fatty’s been making no
end of preparations.”

Bunter nodded. . -

“My dear men, I can do two suppers !”
he answered. “I'll have supper with you
when I come back.”

“0Oh, my hat! I—I mean—->"

“Tom Morry says I'm expected at
once, and there'll be all my friends »t
aupper to meeot me,” said Bunter.
get off, I'll be back in time for supper
here—don’t worry{”

“ But—but—but—— I—I say{” stem-
mered Figgins,

Bunter was moving to the door, and
Figgins & Co. looked at one another. It
was settled, certainly, that Bunter was
a New House fellow, and it would rot be
easy for him to change back, But it was
perfectly clear that Tom Merry & Co.

50, and the result was uncertain,

Yet to keep Bunter in the New Houze
by force was hardly feasble, While the
Co. wera debat’'ng it in their minds Bun-
ter rolled out of the study.

““ He—he’s bound to come back!” said
Figgins hesitatingly. *‘He's zot his name
down in this House now, and a House-
master, can’t be plaved with like that.
¥ven~if-he changes his mind. he'll have
to stick here now.”

“We'll call for him hefore bed-tims,
and mnke sure!” said Kerr.

“Good ("

Figgins & Co. felt confident; but their
confidence was mixed with uneasiness,
But they could only hong for the best.
At all events, if Tom Merry & Co, .at-
r tempted to bag: their new reeruit, they
were: determined that Bunter should be
recaptured by hook or by crook—there
was no doubt at all about that.

CHAPTER 1i.
Won from the Enemy.
! TUDY No. 6 was locking quite
S festive ‘when Billy Buntdr mllgd
tho

into it _jn company with

Terrible Three.
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Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther had

were lListening with expressions of great|

at smile of |

“Ty

meant to attempt to induce him to do |

“all wightt

raed him ot the door of the Sehot! House,
and they escorted him to Ne. & with
great satisfaction..

Blake & Co. met him thers with egual
satisfaction.

As B matter of fact, the juniors ghould
have been at prep just then, and it was
not tme for suppér; but it was agroed
on pll hands to “blow prep,” for the
important purpose of fo'ling the knavish
tricks of the New House.

Rations had been pooled, and every
gossxble addition made to thoe festive

oard ; and Bunter’s eyes glistened at the
sight of the spread table. How he was
ible to tackle that sarly supper after his
feed in Figgins’ study was a mystery ; but
it was clear that hs was quite ready to

“I say, you fellows, this is really rip-
ping of you1” said Bunter, as ho took his
seat at the table. “So glad to ses you
all again, too!”

“The pleasure’s all on our side, old
chap!” said Tom Merry solemnly.

*'Yaas, wathah!”

“We've got lots of things to say
Bunter!” continugd Tom Merry.
I'’ke to settle about the footer, for one
thing. We want you in gur &Evun, of
conrse,"

Banter did not answer.

Ho was eating.

When he was eating all other matters
faded intp the background. But the
chums of the School House wers only
too glad to seo him contented, and they
weited on him with great assuduity.

Even Bunter slacked down at last, how-
ever, and lay back in his chair with &
fat grin of contentment.

Beaming faces surrounded him. Billy

Bunter had the unusual feeling of being
popular and seught after. It was very
flattering and very pleasing, and he
enjoyed 1t.
. “There seems to have been a mistake
made about your Howse here,” remarked
Tom Merry pleasantly. “You're really
coming inio th's House, of course.”

Bunter shook his head.

o
2]

it orty, old scout; can’t be donei” ho
gaid. “I couldn’t stand the grub, you
know "

“The grub?” repeated Tom.

*¥Yea! Otherwise, of course, I'd havo
beon glad to be with my old pals!{ But
I'm bound to think of my health first.”

“ But the grub here is just the same as
in the New House!” said Blake, rather
puzrled.

Bunter stared at him.

“Eh? Ain't you half-starved herg?”
he exclaimed.

“Certainly not!”

“ But—but Figgins said, and Kerr said
that—""

“Bai Jove! The spocfin’ wottahs!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus indignantly.
*“That is how they did the twick, then!”

*They said & School House chap named
Trimble told, them he was half starved
in this House!” excla:med Bunter.

“Trimble’s a fat pig, and always grous-
ing about the rations!” explained Tom
Merry. **The truth is, we do better in
this %ouso than they do: our House-
master is a good sort, and Ratcliff is a
crusty old Hun. He glares at a chap who
asks for n second help'ng.”

“TLike a tiger!"” said Lowther.

“He's got a temper like Von Tirpitz!t"
said Manuers. .

“And he nover sces a junior without
caning him or giving him lincs!” said

- Dighby.
4 Hazrdly ever!”

“(Oh, said Bunter, in
dismay.

“'Phey swere takin? yon in, deah boy
said Arthur Augustus 1’Arcy, * Dut it's
All you've got 1o do is to
change back!”

crumbs ¥

r"
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Bunter swelled,

“This is what comes of heing so much
sought after!” he said, *It's the samo
wherever I geo, cspecially with girls, too!
'They can never take their cyes off me!”

“ ()l1 !31

“ And you say the grub here i3 as good
as in the other House?” asked Bunter
cautiously, '

“Better!™

“ Well, this is a rather nice study,” said
Bunter, blinking round. “I could be
tomfortable here!”

.ﬁlnke & Co. looked rather queer.

Of course, my original intention was
to dig with my old pal Gussy!” sait
Bunter. “Blessed if I don't do it!”

Blake and Herries and Digby opened
their lips—and closed them again.
Arthur Augustus gave them a stern fook,

. The Terrible Three eyed them signifi-
cantl§
If Bunter was to be bagged, and the
New House foiled, it was no time for
Blake & Co. to raise objections about
erowding in No. 6. Tt was, in fact, a
time for self-sacrifice; and Blake felt it.
He gulped something down. ’
“Do!" he gasped.
“Oh, d-d-do!” mumbled Herries and

Dlg.

*Yags, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus, with a grin. “Pway wemain and
share this studay with us, Buntah!”

Bunter nodded affably.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Bravo !

1 shall have to step Lack to the New
House, though—"

“Eh? Why??

H“I've arranged to have snpper with
Figging—"

*5-s-supper?”?

“Yes! Can’t break an cngagement,
can 17"

Tom Merry & Co. blinked at him. Tt
really looked as if Bunter had determined
to commit suicide by the painful method
of bursting.

“Oh! Supper!” gasped Tom, at lgst.
“B-b-but we’re going to have another
| supper here! This—this is only a—a—a
snack to go on with!
supper after prep.”

"My dear fellow, say no more!” said
Bunter genially. “I'm staying! Rely on
me!l”

Thero was a tap at the door, and it
opened, to display three rather grim
 faces. Figgins & Co. had arrived.

Grim looks met them.

““Just called In for Bunter!” said
Figgins, as affably as possible. “ Supper’s
nearly ready, Bunter!”

“Tell those boundahs what you think
of them, Buntah, deah boy!" advised
Arthur Augustus,

. Bunter did not move. He was feeling
rather too heavy and over-fed to want to
move, in fact. He blinked loftily at the

“It's a go!” he said.

A

New House juniors through his big

' moment,

We—we have |
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glasses, and merely waved a fat hand at
them.

*“You can eutt”? he said.

‘‘Wha-a-at?”

“I'm a Bchool House chap!” said
Bunter. * You spoofed me—~took me in!
I'm disgusted with you!”

“Why, you—you—"

“In ¥act-, 1 rather despise you!” said
Bunter. “You can cut! That's all!”

“Yaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur
Augustus,

Figgins & Co. stood transfixed for a
Then there was a roar from
George Figgins,

“Why, you fat rotter——""

“QOrdah f"

“ You belong to the New House now!”
exclaimed Kerr. *Come on, Bunter!”

Tom Me made a sign to his com-
rades, He did not mean Bunter to be
assailed by more temptations.

There was a sudden rush at Figgins &
Co., and they went whirling out into the
passage.

There followed a sound of yelling and
of bumping on the stairs as the heroes of
the New House departed.

And Billy Bunter,: in Study No. 6,
chuckled a fat ebuckle!

THE END.
(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St
Jim’s— ‘““BUNT R OF 1HE NEW

HOUSE ! ""—by Martin C.ifford.)

g
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Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD”

and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”

GRUNDY TO T

“Why is it wet?
Because it's Wednesday!
Why is it Wednesday?
Because it’s wet!
Brrreerrrr 1

HIS extraordinary specimen of poetry
was furnished verbally, and on the
spot, by Monty Lowther.

At least, 1 suppose it's poetry. It
docen’ty rhyme. The metre’s out.  The
reasoning i3 fallacious. Therefore, 1 have
hopes that it will go down to posterity as
classle poetry.

But its use now is to make clear that the
dai. was Wednesday, and the weather was
wet.

It had rained all the morning during |

lessons-—which didn't matter. But it was
raining harder still now, and looked  like
keeping it up’ all the afterncon--which mat-
tered much, For a rather important practice
match had beeén arranged for that after-
noon, and now had to be abandoned.

*“Never mind; it’il do the crops good!” ¥
said philosophically. (My ankle was strained,
By the way, and I wouldn’t have heen able
to play in any case.) “Good for the crops,
you know |

“In the middle of winter?” gnorted Low-
ther, “Down it comes! Blow it! 'Tain’t fit
for a dog to play footer in!’

“Even old Grundy wouldn’t be ass enough
to go out into it!” remarked Manners.

Cardew sauntered up. And when Cardew
has nothing to do—which is often the case—
there i gencrally trouble hrewing for some-
one.”

“T rather think Grundy would, if he were
asked nicely,” he said ecasily, more for the
!ach otf :u"gumenb than anything el:zc.

“TRats )

,“Think 1 couldn't persuade him to take a
little walk—say, for four or five miles?”
“Fm  jolly sure you couldn't!”
Manners emphatieally.
“Then we'll make a het on it,” said Cardew
pleasantly. “Here, Levison!"
Levison was standing by with Clive, and |
came up on being addresscd.
“Well, Cardew?”

said

HE RESCUE. ®

“Bear witness to this little bet of mine,
old bean! When peace is finally declared,
and - all of us, of course, are old, oid
men with white beards and bald heads, we
are to gather round a festive board groaning
under the good things of the earth. And it
I don’t succeed in sendin’ Grundy out into the
wet to-day, I'm to pay for that future
spread. If 1 do succeed, then I'm to gorge
myself to the full at these fellows' expense.”

Levison grinned.

“1 bear witness to that!”

“But without telling Grundy an actual
whopper, though,” I put in. “For instance,
you could say. tfmt his uncle was having a
fit in the road. That would send him out
tike a shot, but—*

“I'll spin him no whoppers, old son!"
promised Cardew. ‘“But I'll want your help,
“Levison.  You're rather pally with Grundy,
aren’t you? I hear he’s been lookin' after
you lately.”

Levison frowned, and then laughed.

“The silly 0ld ass! He means well enough,
I dare gay. But I wish bhe’d mind his own
dashed husiness!”

“ Anything on this afternoon?”

“Not, now that footer's off,” answered
Levison. “By the way, though, I've some
lines to do for Lathom before tea, 1 forgot
those.” :

“Never mind them! Just trot along with
me! Ta-ta, you fellows!”

And Cardecw lounged out, of the Common-
room with Levison.

When he left the room he left our minds
algo. We took his bet with a pinch of salt,
g0 to speak, and remuined at the window
wateliing the rain, and listening to Lowther’s
worst jokes—if any of them can be called
worse than the rest.

Cardew and Levison, however, were not
long in making their plans. The result was
that a few minutes later ey sought the
study vf deorge Alfred Grundy.

That remarkable man was busy hammering
huge gtuds into a pair of huge footer-hoots.
. Cardew viewed this operation with great
interest until it came to wn end.

“It rou haven't studicd footer, Grundy,

By Tom Merry.

old bean,” he remarked, “I can sce tha$
you’ve studded footer-boots!”

“Eh?" said Grundy.

Cardew didn’t trouble tg explain that very
obvious pun. He felt he hadu't energy
enough.

Levison drew a cigarette-case fromm his
pocket, and proffered it to Cardew.

“Have a whiff, old man? Ahem!”

Seeing Grundy’s questioning eyes upon hip,

‘he hastily put back the case with a gre

show. of confusjon.

“Hallo} 8liding back again, Levison?” ex.
claimed Grundy. “1 thought you'd chucked
that gante, liké a sensible chap!”

“Well, s0 T have,” said Levison uneomforts
ably, {1-— Oah I have a word with you
in private, Grundy?”

“Certainly }” said Grundy magnanimously.
“8peak’ out ®

Bis great mind overlooked for the moment
the fact that private speaking is scarcely
possible in the pr of company.

Levison turned to Ralph Reckness.

“Will you clear out, Cardew?”

“With pleasure, as you put it so very
nicely !”

And Cardew went, apparently rather huffy.

Gr\mdy looked approvingly at Levison.

“That’s the way!” he sald. “Don't get too
thick with that chap! I don’t think much of
him! Now, what's the trouhle?”

“I'd like to have your adviee—"

Grundy ,beamed.

“Qo ahead}”

“In fact, it’s more than advice I want!
It’s help—active help. You remember how
Selby was imprisoned in the Moat House,
don't youil

“I remember that.”

“Well, Lathom, he’s—he’s—"

“Collared at the Moat, House?”

“Nunno! Another place altogether. I'IL
tell you how to get to it in-a minute. But
he—he's loclied in a room—

“Eh? Who locked bim in?” .

“1t w4s dotte by a—a mon I knew,” said
Leviton cautiously.

Grundy stare at him.

“Than why didn‘t you stop him, you assi?
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“You—you sec,” said Levison desperately,
“he's got a kind of hold over me—->"

Grundy snorted.

“One of your shady acquaintances?”

“I don't see why you should call
shady,” said Levisoa sullenly.

“Cut that! Who s het"

“Never mind hisa name!” said Levison
hastily. <If 1 ‘give him away he rmjght—
woll, he's already reported me to the Head
for visiting the Green Man. 1 just scraped
out of it with a licking!”

“Precious friend!” sniffed Grundy.

“He isn’t a friend, rcally. But I'm undor
i3 thumb, in a way. I've had to do a
1ot of {obs for him that 1 haven’t altogether
liked—in fact, haven’t liked at all.  This
afternoon P’ve somethlag to do for Lim, and
il I refuse it's ten to one he'll report me
to the Head, and—and——"

Levison shrugged hopelessly,

“By Jove! 1ie's locked Lathom in a room,
You say?”

“Without food,” said Levison miserahly.
“But the key's in the lock—I kmow that!
Jt's just a matter of turning it, and
Tathom's free. But I've this beastly job to
do this afternoon for—you know, the fellow
who locked him in—a job I detest; but—but
I'm in his power—-"

Levison paused.

“YWhere 13 this place?” demanded Grundy.
“And what {3 it?”

“I can_give you directions on & bit of
paper.  It1l mean & walk of four or five
miles if you follow them. But if you think
your legs could stand it——"
“My legs stand it!” exclaimed Grundy.
“It there’s a fcllow at St. Jim'sa who's
& patch on me at walking—beastly wet,
though!” he said suddenly.

His spirits scemed damped for the moment.
Thea he asked:

“What kind of a place ig it?”

“It's a kind of board-residence show, in
a way, and people live there at a specified
chaxg& I know the place well enough, and
I think you will when you sec it before
vou. It can’t be missed if you follow thesc
directions.”

“Look here, then. If you'll promise mo
that you'll have no more shady trans-
nctions with this man—no gamabling, smok-
ing, drinking, and that rot—-"

“Never, in future!”

“In spite of his power over you?”

“In wpite of that,” said Levison frmly.

“Then L'l free Lathom!” said Grundy
magnificently. "That rotter ought to be
imprisoned. .

“No!” broke In Levison, “Not that! 1
don't wan% him punished. But set Lathom
free, and 1 promise you that bhe'll have
nothing further to fear from the man who
locked him in,"

“Just as you like, so long as you keep
your own promise.”

“I'l keep that. In fact, T'I-Tt[ visit
Iim this evening, and—and give lim romo-
thing, 1 can tell you!”

“Be advised by me, and break off with
him,” said Grundy encouragingly.
“But—but don’t let it zet about that I
sent you. That—tbat fellow—"

Levison shuddered as he spoke, and broke
off dramatically.

him

“He must be 2 Hun!" exclaimed Grundy.

“1 \:viab I could put my fist wsgainst his
nose!”

“I'l scribble out the dircetions,”
Lovison quickly. *Lemme see!” )

After a few minutes with the pencil, he
handed the sheet of paper he had becu
working on to Grundy. .

The latter read, and nodded approvinglr.
Tho dircctions were lucid enough;

said

“Follow Rylconbe Lane.

Take footpath across moor.
Reaching lane, turn to right.

At the end. again turn to right.
Firs® turning on lgft.

¥irst on right.

Second on right.

Yirst on right~—building in front.”

“And tben,” explained Levison, “it's al
quite simple. At the gates of the housc
you'll ind a porter—one of the Taggles breed,
you know. ake no notice of him, for the
gates are open. Straight ahcad is the door
of the place—also kept open for the con-
yenience of inmates, of course.  Whether
Lathom's gagged and bound—well, you can
depend upon it he won't be making much
wvolsc.  He's locked up In the end room

THIZ

“ MAGNET."

of the first poszazs on the svcond floor. Ro-
wember thaty”

“Second floor, first passage, c¢nd room,”
repeated Grundy, jotting it down on paper.

Then he looked dubiously at Levison.

“Look hcre, this is the solid troth you're
giving me, ain't it? Lathom i3 locked up
in this room?”

“I know it for a deagd cort!” cxelaimed
Levison desperatcly.  “How I know doesn’t
matter. But it's the truth.”

“Right-ho! Then I'll be off.
asked my advice, younZ Levison,”

“You're the only fellow I felt I counld
rely upon to do a job of this kind, Girundy!”

And Grundy departed upon his crrand,
groatly gratified,

Lucky you

Cardew lounged inte the Common-room,
with Leviton, grinning, behind him.

“8til  here, old
“What behold ye, Sister Ann & Co.?”

“Rain'” snorted Mounty Lowther. *“Rain,
rain; nothing but— Hallo, Gruundy!”

“Not really?” yawned Cardew.

Cap pulled down over his eyvs, coat hus-
toned up to his ears, George: Alired Grundy
squelched across the quad.

He stopped in the gateway, with the rain
heating down upon him, and pulled a piecc
of paper from his pocket.

After referring to it for a moment he
thrust it back again, and swung out of
sight—behind a curtain of falling rain.

“When the pipin’ times of peace come,”
Cardew reminded us, “I'll expect that spread.
8o don't squander your old-age pensions
away{"

1L
BUNDY set his jaws grimly as he
strode down the road.

“Cusps like Lovison were made to
get fnto the clutches of scoundrels,”
he muttered. "I can’t imagine anyono
taking me in to that tune. Ha, ha! Ugh!
What a beastly day! 1 wonder what the

waster’s like? Poor old Lathom!” .
This, and much maore, Grundy said to
CGrundy, as he tramped on through the wet
and mud. t
He was crossing Wayland Mcor by now.
This bieak and desolate expanse worked upon

his fmagination, and the abducting of
Lathom seemed quite likely.
A hulking figure, roughly dressed, and

carrying & huge stick under its arm, loomed
up

p.

(rundy looked at the man suspiciously in
passing.

The man evidently resented being looked at
suspiclously. He returned the look with re-
doubted suspicion. .

Grundy became moro suspicious, He spun
round when the man passcd, and atared
intently.

Then the man slung tound, and returned
the stare in a very aggressive inanner.

A sudden thought struck Grundy. Suppose
the man had had something to do with the
imprisonment of Lathom?  For, although
there was no reason why he rhould have,
there was still no reason why he shouldn't.
Thus reasoned Grundy.

“P’Il throw out a few hints,” he thought.
“He may let something drop unawares.”

~He looked harder at the man.

& When you've seed enough ov me I'lIl pass
on!" growled the stranger.

“Y want no impudence from you, my man!”
eaid Grundy sharply. “As a matter of fact,
I'm not ¢o sure that I haven't secn you
bLeiore !”

The stranger stared at Lim wapleasantly.

Ava yout”

“Mind,” said Girundy, eyeing him narrowly,
“I den't say that you've committed a rob-
bery, or a murder, or anything like that—~"

The man seowled. 3

“Rut there’s suelh a thing as locking
people in rooms,” zaid Grundy meaningly.

*Not to mention gageing and binding them !

“Who's locked people In rooms?™  ex-
claimed the man.
“Never mind! [ mpke no accusations! But

I bope T know a criminal when I zee one!”

*Young ‘ound!”

The man grasped his cudgel turiously,

“Look here!  Dlusterlng won't do any
wood! I've done u bit of defective work in
my t{ime-—-"

“Take that!”

“Yaroovogh!” roared Grundy, as the stick
ﬂcsgsndcrl sharply upon his head. “ My hat!

wi
“And that:”
Whack!

heans!” o remarked.

PR'GE 1:™ ORDZR NOW.

Grundy fled, howling,
shook his fist after him.

Grundy met many equally suspicious-look-
ing characters afier that, but bhe did not
uecost them. He had had enough.

In the tane he mwade furtber refercnce 10
the paper.

“Turn to the right!” he murmured.

Grundy trudged along the muddy lane, ge!-
ting wetter and wetter. 3

At the end, according to the instructions,
be again took the road to the right.

"Thizs srems to be a roundabout way of
Levison's,” he grumbled, when af last be
came to the turning on the left. “It would
have been much shorter to hiave takin the
road behind the school,”

He went quite a long distanca now before
hie h(t-amc to a road sheoting off frum the
right.

Grundy walked on. "

The roads became worse, hul bhe pilodded
on manfully.

Grundy frowned when the time camec to
act upon thoe directfon “8econd on the right.”

“Tt strikes me,” he exclaimed, “that T'Il
?ass jolly near to St. Jim's!  That fool
wyizgon-——r"

He didn't finish, but pledded on, his frown
deepening. .

Twenly minutes” forlker walking,
Grundy came to the “first on right.”

The “bullding in front ” was St. Jim's!

Gradually, very gradually, it dawned upon
Grundy's great mind that something was
wrong It Dhad, in fact, been dawning vpon
bis mind for some time.

Going through the gates he passed the
porter, indisputably of the Taggles breed,
and set off acrosa the quad, bewildered and
bedraggled. Ag yet he hadn’t quite grasped
the situation.

A few of us were on the steps of tha 8chnol
House now, for it had almost czsased to rain
at last.

“Halio!” yawned Cardew. “Didn’t expect
Grundyv back so soon, hy gad:”

Yevison made himself scarce.
didn't seem to want hin. )

As if in a dream, he was murmuring,
“Seoond floor; first passace; end 10om!”

He followed thess directions, and
followed him

They brought him to Lathom’s astudy.

What promnted him to try the door I
don't know. Even his slow brain nmst have
grasped the faet that the *abducting”
bizney was off.

Anyway, he tried itt and it waa locked.
But Lathem was inside, and ho unlocked
and onened the door.

“Wellt” he snapped
What is it, Grundy?”

L S ¢ You're mnot kiduoapped,
stammered Grundy.

“What "

“1--1 mean, not gaeged and bound--that
is—I—I--a rotter ham't locked you in this
reom--a4 rooni—— O, ecrumbyg!”

“Ja this a foke, Grundy”

“Nunno, sir! [-—

“You . ridiculous boy! the
room!"” )

e dragged poor Crundy in as he spoke.

Let us draw a kindly veil.

and the etranger

and

But Grundy

we

“I am very busy!

an

eir?

Come inte

¥ You rotten liar. Levison!®

CGeorge ‘Alfred Grondy. his hands tucked
under his armpits, glowered at Levison.

“1 gay, go easy. Crondy!” Y exclaimed.
“You can't call a fellow a Har for nothing,
you know!"

“¥or nothing!" hooted Grundy. “He told
819 Ls&lmm had been locked in a room by—

“Ry bimself!” gaid Levison calmly.

“By a chan whose power you were inl”
roared Grandy,

Levicon nodded.

“8p [ am, in a seuse. [ <aid he makes ma
do jobs that I detest. Well, he gave me some
lines to do this afternoon, and that ain’t
pleasant, is it?”

“You—you—— QGrundy wai almost speech-
teas, “You maid he was locked in o room
mites from 8t Jia's!”

“Not at all! I erely showed you one
way of getting to Latbomsg reom, 1t was
rather a long way round, I admit. Dut it
was a walk, you know!”

Grundy rushed at him. But we collared
him promotly, and held him baek.

EWel, I give you best, Levison!” he zald
refully. “Rot to hambooale e, yvou know!
Me! My hat! You're elevercr than
thoneht, Loviam !

“Thanks awfully "
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1UK REDFERN is quite one of the
heftiest feliows among the St. Jim's
iuniors, and popular  exceedingly.
Richard is hrainy, but he is muscular
also, Among the hest of Mr. Lathom’s pupils,
ho is also among the most prominent mem-
hers of the Fourth Form on the playing-fields,
He ranks with Figginseand Kerr and Fatty
Wynn in the New House elevens, Those four
are worth very nearly as mneh as the other
seven, thongh there are good men among the
SUVEn.
Redfern came to St Jim's a= a scholarship
hoy, and with him came his chums Owen and

awrence,  They were all from a County
( ou_nvil school,  and the attitude of the
juniors generally  towards them  was  not

entircly a welcoming one. The first St. Jin's
fellow they met was Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
Now, Gussy has not an ounce of snobbery in
him, and when he let out the fact that his
chums were rather expecting to .see three
doubtful specimens he had no intention at
all of hurting the feelings of Redfern & Co.
Gussy offered to proteet them. They did not
feel that they wanted protecting; but what
lte had said gave Redlern an idea.

The fruit of that idea was the appearance
at the old school of three awful ragamuffins.
1f that was the kind of thing St. Jim's ex-
pected, let St. Jim's have it! Mr. Wiggs, at
Wayland, supplied the necessary clobber, and
Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence supplied a
Cockney accent that one might have ent with
a knife, ind remarks, that did not represent
the real tone of their minds. They were
thicker than anything the juniors had
dreamed of. “1f you coves are goin' to put
on any side there will be trouble,” said Red-
fern. “We ain’t.goin’ to be put on becanse
we came from Slum Alley.” That, of course,
is not Redfern’s usual language. Tt fairly
took aback Figgins & Co., for it was to the
New House that the three new fellows came.
Gussy gave the game away, and the fellows
who had heen just a little inclined to he
snobbish telt a bit ashamed of themselves.
They had certainly been fairly scored off,

Reddy & Co. were up against Figgins & Co.
from the outset. They were the New Iirm,
they said, and they meant to make the New
House cock House at St. Jim's.

=1'm sorry to ruffle his Muajesty King
Figgins, but we've decided to start aw iu-
dependent: republic in the new study,” Red-
fern told Tom Merry & Co.

Figgy and his chums got in the Terrible
Three to help them bandle the New Firm
after the New Firm had scored very distinetly
m a wheeze which had to do with pies and
sawdust and things. But even with such
illustrious aid Figgy & Co. failed to pull it
off. 1t was plain that the New Firmi were
fellows of more than common resource.

It was Redfern who led the revolt agninst
Mr. Rateliff which culminated in a barring-
out. Other things had happened before the
New House juniors took that very drastie
step, however.,

The trouble arose over the food question.
There is no getting away from the fact that
Mr. Rateliff is mean. For a long time hefore
this complaint had heen made of the guality
and quantity of the grub—the official grub—
in the New House, which compared very un-
favourahly with that in the School House.
Fatty Wynn found it less bearable than ever
when the Housemaster confiscated his private
supplies and called him a greedy young rascal.
Arthur Augustus 1'Arey, always sympathetic,
helped Fatty to recover the stulf from the
pantry. If it was not precisely the same stufl,
it was cqually good stuff, anyway ; and a fair
rohbery i3 no exchange—no, dmt‘s wrong.
It was a fair robbery, and it was an exchange
~at least, so Fatty Wynn thought.

Mr. Rateliff did not agree with Fatty. He
pat the prefects on to inquire about what he
called the robbery. 'They were not keen on
the job., Monteith aud Baker and Webh all
chneked it after a bit; but Sefton held on—
Le liked anything with a touch of hullying
in it. Before Monteith had gone out of the
wiiwe Redfern had had him quite nicely. The
three new hoys were questioned as to what
they T Biadd for tea,  Redfern confessed to
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having lad a tongne at tea. Asked where he
got it, he =aid he had brought it to St. Jim's
with Lim. Monteith said that iy could not
have kept good so long unless it was a tinned
tongue.  But Reddy said it wasn’t timned.
He bad kept it in o sate place. Monteith
asked him where, “and Liz veply was “In my
mouth !

As nothing  definite  was  discovered  hy
Sefton, the  juniors  were  put on short
commons. Now, this was plainly unfair.

Many were to suffer for one or two, and to
suffer in a way that is not fair punishment.
It may be a very ecffective way of actting at
a growing hoy to cut his food supply down;
but it is a wrong way-—bad for the bhoy.

Figgins got up a protest against it. LEvery
New House Fourth-Former stood up at the
tea-table to protest, and every one of them
ot five hundred lines of Virgil for lus
audacity.

Then Redfern did something much more
andacions, He took all the New House juniors
down to the bunshop at Rylcomhe for the
biggest spread that the place could provide —
and he had the bill sent in to Ratty!

There was trouble, of course,  Redfern was

)
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sent for by the furious master. The rest
would not let him go alone. At least twenty
followed him—Owen and Lawrence, of course,
and Figgy & Co., and also Pratt and French
and Thompson and Clarke, imnony others, The
Housemaster said that the bill would he sent
to Redfern’s parents, Reddy told him coolly
that his father ceuld not possibly pay it.
Then Mr. Ratelifi ordered that each boy who
had taken part in the *disgusting orgy ”
should pay his sharc—or, rather, that their
pagents or guardians should do so, Kerr
stePped forward at that. If it was attempted,
he sgid, his father would certainly make a
counter-claiin against Mr. Ratcliff for food
charged for in the term’s bills and not
supplied.  All the juniors were willing to go
to the Head; bhut Ratty did not want that.
Dr, Hohnes is the last man to agree with
starvation as a penal measure. 3o they were
ordered into Iall. and the angry master came
down with a hirch in his hand. Hall was
emply! 16 was open rebellion now.
Montcith and Sefton were summoned, and
told to féteh the six ripgleaders—Redivrn,
Owen, Lawrence, Figpins, Kerr, and Wynn.
They were anthotised to uze foree if neces.
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sury.  Monteith did npot eare ahout doing
that. Nefton rather liked it—until he Yound
what the pesults were.

He got handled then, and at dinner he got

it worse. The jumiors were completcly out
of hand. They collared grub meant for tho

senior  table; they pelted the umpopulav
Sefton with vegetables. Ratty did not show
his nose.  But during the afternoon he sent
for Redgern, and Mr. Lathom, who knew
nothing of the trouble, told the junior to go.
Reddy did not go to Mr. Ratelift ; he was dis-
covered hy that gentleman walking the quad,
and informed that he would he expelled. He
was captured witli Sefton’s aid, and cruelly
birchied hy the master while the hullying pre-

feet. held him.,  Figgy led an attempt ab
rescuc; but the juniors eould not get in to

ve Reddy, and the upshot of it all was that
Mr. Ratelift was hustled out of his own Housc,
and it was barred against him,

Then the Head stepped in. He dealt with
the rebels himself; but he dealt with - Mr.
Rateliff ulso. That gentleman had to take a
holiday of several weeks' duration. He camo
near to resigning in his wrath; but, unluckily,
he thought better—or worse—of that.

Redfern's leadership in this affair naturally
increased his prestige among the juniors or
the New lHouse., But the New Firm, hefty
as they were, never quite got on top of Figuy
& Co., and, though they may try again, are
never likely to. .

The rivalry led to at least one big row, how-
ever. The New Firm were informed by
Figgins that they had to toe the line; and
they did so—in seeming. But it was only in
seeming, and the results of the pretended
ohedience were not welcome to Figgy & Co.
Mr. Ratelilf sent for Redfern and his two
chums, und told them, bhefore he caned them,
what mmounted to a direct lie. 1t is trne
that his words eould have been so construed
as to avoid the implication that Figgins had
wneaked to him; but that was the only con-
struction auy hoy would have put upon them,
and one can have no doubt that it was ilo
construetion Ratty meant to -have put.

Rediern was in a fury. He went straigut
to Figgins and accused him of sneaking. That
accusutien is one that a fellow of Figgy's
type—honest as the day—is sure to rescu!
hotl They gol to blows at once, and, though
separated by Kildare, fought it out lat.
behind the chapel

It was a tough fight.
when Ratly intervened. He might have harl
Redfern knocked out but for his chivalry. 16
was not in Figeins to go for a fellow as L
staggered wp from a nasty fall. The laws of
the Ring allow it; but George Wiggins has a
higher seise of fair play than that. He stood
aside and let Reddy rise unhampered—waited
for him to get breath and start again. Gooeid
old Viggy! But jnst 0 would Redfern havo
done had the positions heen reversed.

The Head had to clear up this mess, oo,
And agtin e had to rebuke Mr. Rateliff.  Ju
was obvions to the Head that Ratty had heen
at least eareless in his handling of the truth:
Probably Dr. Holmes did not suspect that
behind that sceming ecarelessness lay medi-
tated spite. But we know Ratty, and 1, for
one, have no doubt whatever that he meant
to make had blood between those two, bolh
of whom he hated.

On the whole, with occasional sqnabbles
and  some constant rvivalry, Redfern  and
Figgins have heen the hest of fricnds sinee
that.

But Redfern lhas had ono other hig fight.
Quite lately we found him, through the
machinations of Racke and Crooke, hard up
against Tom Merry. Tom carried too many
wuns for him, and he was licked, But Reddy
can take a licking. The nasty suspicions hurt:
Lim far more than that did; but a few words
from Tom made amends for them, Two
fellows of ~o much the same type as Richard
Henry Redfern and the junior captain of St.
Jim's conld not be at feud long after there
hiadd been a fair ehance 6f clearing up matters,

How thoroughly popular Dick Redfern is
was well shown when Cardew displayed the
snobbishuess of -which mention was made
couple of weeks ago, Not o only the New

Figgins was on fop




16 Every Wednesdav.

House Juniors invited to Cardew’s spread, but
those of his own House, too, walked out.when
they heard him insult the three scholarship
boys. e made amends later; but one need
mnot tell that story over again.

Redfern’'s journalistic proclivities have not
been mentioned. He means to be a journalist
when he leaves school ; but that did not quite

ustify him in running away to be one, as

e did once. He got a job,'and did very well
at. it, too.. Rut he had to come back to St.
Jim's, and was glad to come. Do you remem-
ber how, later on, he was asked to report a

THE GEM LIBRARY.

meeting at Wayland, and found Mr. Ratcliff
getting up to make an ‘anti-war speech, ana
turnéd out the gas to save St. Jim's the dis-
grace which he considered would have been
brought upon the school by such a speech
from one of its masters?

Dick Julian owes something to ‘his New
House namesake. There was a time when
Julian was accused by Hake, the rascally New
House Sixth-Former, of theft; and the evi-
dence against him seemed very strong. Red-
fern was certain of Julian's innocence, and

set out to prove it. The fact that it must

Three halfpence,

nave been a fellow from his own House, if not
Julian, did not choke him off. By a clever
tuse he showed Hake to be the dishonest
rotter he was, and eventually Hake confessed
the earlier theft—for Redfern’s ruse had
involved tempting him to another—and Julian
was completely cleared.

One of the very best, Redfern, frank,
honest, full of fun. full of misckief, too, but
never wicked mischief; an all-round athlete
of rare calibre, cricketer, footballer, runrer
swimmer; with first-class brains-in addition,

Floreat !
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For Next Wednesday :
“ BUNTER OF THE NEW HOUSE!”
By Martin Clifford.

You know Bunter now, all of you.

How do you like him?

Nice, unselfish, sportsmanlike,
kind of chap, isn't he?
met he really is funny—you cannot deny

at.

And the stories dealing with his doings.at
Bt. Jim's are some of the very best I ever
read.

Quite a lot of the St. Jim's fellows know
Billy Bunter. They don't know him quite as
Greyfriars knows him, of course. But they
know him to be greedy and vain and un-
truthful.

They don’t.-know, however, that the fellow
who has come to St. Jim's is Billy Bunter.
They think he is Wally, Billy's cousin. And
Wally is a decent fellow” in every way—one
of the very best.

8o Billy makes a start at St. Jim's with a
clean slate; and we see how soon' he begins
to make it dirty.

And poor old Wally—at Greyfriars. with all
Billy’s mifdemeanours piled on his poor, inno-
cent shoulders!

But if you want to know—as I am sure you
do—what happened to Wally, you must get
the *Magnet.”

winning

" FALKIRK'S "’ CRITICS.

I have had scores of letters about my Fal-
kirk correspondent’s last communication. Not
one of the writers agrees with him! He was
greatly incensed because 1 did not take much
notice of the one Scot who did. But that pat-
ticular Scot was so very un-Scotlike.

So is “Falkirk.” Most of those who write
about his communications are of his own
race; but their tone is as different from Lis
as anything can be. They don't talk rot
about Bannockburn; their blood does not boil
because @George Francis Kerr has red hair and
freckles; they don't hate the English or feel
sure that I hate the Scots; thcy don't say
lilﬁ' things about Americans.

y own experience is that very, few Scots
have any dislike for England, or for English
things and people. There is much of this in
Ireland; it is fostered artificially by Sinn
Fein and such movements. But Scotland is
80 very different.
days England and Scotland learned mutual
respect. 1 can think of Bannockburn in ex-
gactly the same way as of Flodden, saye that
there was none dead at Bannockburn whom
one could regret as one finds it easy to regret
that gallant, knightly Scots James who died
on Flodden field with all his ncbles around
him. Do you know Aytoun's ¢ Edinburgh
after Flodden ”? Do you remember how the
man who came back alone to Edinburgh teld
of those stark Scots warriors?

«0f the brave and gallant-hearted

Whom ye sent with pride away
Not a single man departed

From his monarch yesterday!”

Put they all died round their -King, who
lay there “keeping royal state and semblance
still,” with two of his bravest lords at his
head and at his feet a slain English knight.

There are thousands—many thousands—of
English people who are as full of pride in the
deeds of the Highland regiments as any Scot
can be.” For myself, brought up as I was on
Sir .Walter Scott's ringing verse and manly
stories, I am as keen az any Scot can be.
The average Englishman, I am sure, is not a
man who has any of this feeling of sectional
jealousy. He is ready to consider Scot or
Irishman or Welshman as a brother; it is
hardly ‘his fault if they feel otherwise. But
I do not believe. and I will not believe, that

In the great old fighting |-

‘untit the sid of the week.
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the Scots or the Welsh,. or, indeed, many of
the Irish, do feel otherwise.

AN ISSUE THAT WILL BE

REMEMBERED.

I hope every reader of the GeM has ordered
his copy of the « Penny Popular,” which will
reappear. on Friday, January 24th. If you
have not doume so you would be well advised
to place an order with your newsagent im-
mediately, as failure to do so is liable to bring
you bitter disappointment.

With this magnificent issue of the “Penny
Popular » »

A MAGNIFICENT PLATE
of *Billy Bunter will be given free, whilst in
the issue datéd Fehruary 1st, and on sale the
previous day, a splendid plate of
ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
showing the swell of St. Jim’s in various posi-
tions, will be

GIVEN FREE.

reproduction of

The above it a small
this plate.  When 1 tell you that the
size of each of these plates will be 10in. by
6iin. you will see that there will be nothing
cheap about them, and that they will be
well worth framing.

In the issue of the “Tenny Popular® dated
January 25th there will be a long complete
tale dealing with the early adventures of the
chums of St. Jim's, -and entitled “D’Arcy's
Delusion !” 1In this story Gussy falls in love
with the girl at the tobacconist's, and—
Well, I do not think I need say more to prove
that the story will be one of the very best.

There will  be two 'more stories in this
number. One is entitled “Billy Bunter's
Postal-Order !" by Frank Richards; and the
other i3 “Rivals of Rookwood!" by Owen
Conquest.

There is going to be a hig demand for this
Bumper Number of the “Penny Popular,” so
take my udvice and

PLACE AN ORDER

with your fiewsagent at onhce. Don't Teave jt
Po it mow 1>
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NOTICES.

Correspondence, etc., Wanted by—

G. R. Abraham, 110, Silverleigh Road,
Thornton Heath, Surrey, wants members for
correspondence society.

J. W, Mayer, 556, Oldham Road, Bardsley,
Ashton-under-Lyne, wants memhers for Book
and Exchange Club.

J. Saxton, 98, Sneinton Road, Nottingham,
wants writers, over 14. for amateur magazine.

H. Swindells, 10, Vernon Street, BuxXjon
Road, Macclesfield, wants to correspond with
readers anywhere. He is willing to supply all
information as to names and numbers of
Companion Papers. He would like to hear
from readers who are interested in ventrilo-
quism. Stamped addressed envelope.

i YOUR EDITOR.
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EXIRACTS FROM THE DIARY
OF A +AG.

MonpaY.—Rising-bell?  Oh, ‘'tain't right!
Why can't they let a chap sleep on for a few
hours? Somebody'll cateh it, though,. to-day.
1the fellows are calling from the quad—no
time to get washed. I'll see ahout it in the
morning—if I ve time. Just kicked a football
through old Rattys window. Now for fire-
works! The old rotter’s always ratty in the
morning, so I expect I shall catch it. Curly
Gibson says it serves me right; he says %
stops the game. Perhaps jt does, but I'll
settle with him soon, though. Just “inter-
viewed »” that old beast Ratty. Oh ain't life
worth living!

Tuespay.—Just had a wash. That’s worth
putting down here. It wasn't exactly a bath,
But what's the use? Chap'll only get dirty
again, so it's a waste of soap, and if ain't
patriotic to waste anything, they say. I
always was a patriotic chap. Darrel has just
told me I'm to fag for him to-morrow, That's
good! Plenty of tuck now. Hurrah!

WEDNESDAY,—Just brought a herring away
that Darrel doesn't want. Jolly funny! He
says its smell is strong enough to stop ona of
our tanks. I s'pose he doesn’t know what a
nice-flavoured herring is like, He's 2 good
chap, though, old Darrell I'm having a fine
time!

I'HURSDAY.—Just made a booby-trap for that
rotter Knox. When he walks into his study
down it'll come right on the top of his napper,
Serve the beast jolly well right! What's he
want to cane mesfor, anyhow? Just for slid-
ing down the banisters and bumping into 'him
at the bottom and knocking him spinring,
that's all, the rotter! Ha. ha, ha! It was
funny, though. I mean his sitting on the
floor, not my being caned. Thatv. booby-trap
has just acted. What a row the rotter’s
making! He'll never know, who's done it,
though. Three cheers for the Third!

FripaY.—Just had four fights. Won ’era all.
Nothing much the matter with me, though,
Only a few teeth missing, and n swollen eye,
and a nose like two. But the other chaps are
in the sanny—for good, I think. Can't writo
any more to-day. I feel a bit gueer, Lhough
not from the fights, mind you.

SATURDAY.—We play a footer matel to-day,
I'm centre-forward, It's been raining like
billy-ho all the morning, and the ground’s like
a giddy pond; we're Licking with the tide,
though. Just finished the mateh, We've won,
eight to six. But ain't we in o lovely statel
We'll atl be in the sanny soon. Wally D'Arcy
says that doesn’t matter af all, though,
because he says we shall jolly well be out for
next Saturday’s match. Old Wally knows that
for sure, because he's just whispered thag if
@e're not better we're-juily weall-ging fo doa
‘bolt. Good old Wally! ¥oothail is a grand
game, ain't it?
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