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WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
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CHAPTER 1.
Billy Bunter of St. Jim’s.
6 SAY, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter sat up in the arm-
chair in Study No. 6 in the School
House at St. Jim’s.

ITe had been asleep, and for some time
his unmelodious snore had resounded
through the study.

Blake & €o., who were at their prep

round the table, had worked to that un-|fy

musical accompaniment.

Bunter rubbed his eyes, and sct his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked round him.

He had been dreaming of Greyiriars as
he snored in Blake’s armchair, and he
expected for a moment to find himself in
hig old Greyfriars study when he awak-
ened.

But the sight of Blake and Herries,
Digby and D’Arcy, working at the study
table, recalled him to himsetf.

He remembered that he was no longer
Billy Bunter of Greyfriars, but Wally
Bunter of St. Jim’s; that, at all events,

St. Jim’s had accepted him as Wally|

Bunter without a suspicion.

Bunter grinned a fat grin as he looked
at the four busy Fourth-Formers.

He had no prep to do, as it was his
first day at St. Jim's, and he bad im-
proved the shining hoar by taking a nap
in_the armechair.

When he was not eating Billy Burier
was always ,mndiy to sleep.

*1 say, you fellows!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arey glanced up as
the snore cecased to resound.

e met Bunter’s blink, and nodded

Wakin® up, deal boy ?** he re-
marked.

“Had a good nap?’ asked Blake. “I
suppose you were tired after your jominey
down, old fellow?”

Dunter nodded.

He was not so much tired after his
journey to St. Jim’s as after his exer-
tions at an early supper in Study No. 6.
His performances at that early supper
hoed amazed the study. But Bunter had
awakened, refreshed Dby sleep, ready
for further efforts, like a giaat refreshed
with wine.

“Yeg,” he said.  “What aboui sup-
per$?

‘" El‘?l’

“Must be getling towards bed-time,”
remarked Bunter. ‘T suppesc you lLave
somo supper herc?”

“Bai Jove !”

« oortainle ? eatd Jaeclk Riale
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hastily.  “In fact, the Shell bounders
arc coming in {o supper, and they're
going to bring some supplies. I suppose
yow're pretty sharp set?”

There was a hidden sarcasm in this re-
mark which was quite lost on William
George Bunter.

“Yes,” le said, “I've a fairly good
appetite, you know. That chap Fig-
gins  asked me to supper in the New
House——"

“Oh, never mind Figgins

“YTatty Wynn has been making some
preparations,” remarked Bunter. * Pei-
haps I ought to go over.”

“My dear chap, you can’t pay Visits
to the New House at this hour,” said
Blake. **Ouly half an hour to bed-time.
Besides, we're going to have supper
here.” v

“Kerr was very pressing, too——'

“You fellows done your prep?” asked
Blake, looking round. " *Tom Merry will
he here in a minute or two.”

“ Neahly, deah boy.”

*“Buck up. then!”

“Pll get the fire going, if you like,”
said Bunter. “It's gome out. Don’t
min_t,l me; I'd like to make myself use-

Blake hesitated a moment.  Coal
yations were very short in junior studies.
But he nodded. Politeness. to that dis-
tinguished gucst came before all other
considerations.

“Go ahead, old nut!” le replied

Bunter detached himself from the arm-
chair.

How he could possibly he hungry again
in so short a time was a deep mystery
to Study No. 6; but it was evident that
Bunter was keen on supper.

: He looked round for materials for a
re.

Firewood was lacking, but fortunately
there was some of Jack Blake’s fretwork
at hand, and Bunter proceeded to crack
it up and build a fire.

Paper seemed short, too, buf seme
pages from a Latin grammar supplicd the
deficiency

Bunter was not particular

The fire was sxoon ‘going strong, and
he heaped on it what coal remained in

It was quite a successful fire. Blake &
Co., having finished their prep, rose from
the table, and surveyed the fire with
some satisfaction. It was a cold night.

“Good ' said  Ilerries, warming his
hands.

“Yaas, waihah!” said Arvthur Augus-
tus D’Arey,  Vewy good indeed.”

“Oh, I can light fires,” sail Bunter.
“I can do pretty nearly anything, if you
come to that. At Greyfriars—" Lle

aused in time. “Time those chaps woere
Kere for supper. 1allo! Anything
wrong, Blake’”

Jack Blake was gazing with a stony
gaze at some fragments of fretwork in
the fender. Busy with prep, he had not
observed Bunter gathering the materials
for the fire.

“Phat—that—that's part of my letter-
vack!” he gasped. “And—and where's
the pheoto-frames, and—and——"
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-theslocker.

“You didn’t mind my using that rub-

bish for the five, Blake?”

“Rubbish?” repeated Blake faintly.
~ “And 1 suppose that old hook was no
ogood???
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Herries' expression became guite ex-
traordinary as he looked at what was
left of the “old book.”

“That’'s my Latin
said, in a grinding voice.

“Bai Jove!”

“Here they come!” said Bunter cheer-
fully, as the door was thrown open and
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, of
the Shell, made their appearance.

The Terrible Three came in
cheery smiles—and paicels.

Tom Merry & Co. were in high feather
that evening.

For had ‘they not triumphed over the
New .House, and beaten ]‘:‘iggins & Co.
to the wide? Had not Kiggins & Co.
flanned to bag Bunter for the New
House, on the score of his football repu-
tation—a reputation which, by the way,
belonged to his cousin Wally—and had
not the School House fellows frustrated
their knavish tricks, and bagged Bunter
in their turn? Naturally, the Co. were
feeling very pleased with themselves.

True, they did not yet know exactly
the kind of prize they had bagged. Had
they kunown their Bunter better they
would probably have made tlle New
House fellows very welcome to him.

But for th¢ present they were frium-
phant, and they were satisfied, and
everything in the garden, so to speak,
was lovely.

“Here we are again!” said Tom Merry
cheerily. “You felows finished prep?
Good! Ready for supper—what?”

“Yes, rather!™ saidp Bunter. “Any-
thing to cook? I'm rather a dab at cook-
ing, you know, and I've got a good fire
going.”

“Ahem!
Tom Merry.
eggs, and a cake.

“My dear chap, don’t mench!” said
Bunter.  “Almost anything is good
enough for me. So long as the stuff’s

grammar !’ he

with

Ii's a—a cold collation,” said
‘_‘,Hmu and hard,abeiled

1 good, and there’s plenty of it, I'm easily

satisfied.”

Bunter’s earlier performances had ex-
hausted the resources of Study No. 6,
but the Terrible Three had come to'the
rescue. The fat junior’s little, round
eyes glistened behind his glasses as he
surveyed the contents of the packages.
Books and papers were cleared away. and
the study wb&’e-luid for supper.

Blake’s glance wandered occasionally
to the remmants of his fretwork, and
Herries scenied a litile thoughtful, peyr-
haps on the subject of his Latin
grammar. Study No. 6 had aceepted
Bunter as an inmate, to keep him ouk
of the eclutches of their old rivals of
the New House. But they were he-
ginning to think already that they had
paid too high a price for the baffling of
Figeins & Co.

However, so far, all was cheery polite-
ness. 'They had to take Bunter as they
found himn; and if they did not find him
quite as they had expected it could not
be helped.

Supper was going strong when there
came o tap at the door, und Talbot of
the Shell glanced in.

““Bunter here ?” he asked.
chap? Oh, here he is!”

; “Here I am,” said Bunter, blinking at
him,

~ “Protty nearly time Bunter got to his
own 1Tonse ? «atd Talbot. *Mr. Rat-

“That new
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eliff has just come aeross looking for
him.”

“0Oh!" ejaculated Tom Merry. .

“Ratty seems rather ovoss,” said
Talbot. * Bunter had better slip out be-
fore the old bird nails him.”

“Can’t!” said Bunter. “I haven't
finished supper. DBesides, I'm a School
Houso chap, you know. I was sent here
for the School House.”

“Yaas, wathah!™  said  Avthur
Augustus., e
“Oh!"  said  Talbot, puzeled. “I

understood that that was & mistake, and
that you have been entered at the New
House.”

“T've changed my mind,” said Bunter.

“Figgins & Co. bamboozed him into
catering in the New Ilouse,” explained
“Y'om Merry, Thei wanted to baﬁ him
for their House Eleven, you know.
We've put it to Bunter, and he’s sticking
to vs, after all,”

Talbot whistled. .

“Ratty will have semething to say
about that,” ho remarked. “I dou’t
ilimk a fellow can change after n House-
master’s put his pame dovwn.”

Theve was a step in the passage.

““Here comes Kildare !

The captain of 8St. Jim"s canie along to
the door of No. 6. '

“Talbot, have you scen that new kid
Dunter: ’

“ Ahem U™

“Qh, here he is! Bunter; get back to
vour own IHouse; you're not allowed to
stay here so late.”

¢ Oh, really, you know—-"

“Qut off I said Kildare.

‘fom Merry & Co. exchanged glunces.
This ‘was # now complication, and it
hegan to Jook doubtful whether they
would succced in bagging Bunter, afte
all. Blake glanced at the fragments of
his fretwork, and took comfort.

i “The—the fact ie, Kildare~—-" began
‘oin.

“Well 77
“Bunter belongs to  the  School
Tlcuse,” explained Tom. *“It—it was a

- mistake his name being put down in
ihe Now House—"

“Better explain that to his ITousc-
raaster,” said Kildare. “Mr. Ratchiff is
in Mp. Railton’s study. You can go
there with Bunter, if you like.”

“0Oh, all right!”

“1 haven't finished my supper,™
Dunter.,

“ Ahem! Ylousemasters can’t wait
while you finish your supper,” said Tom
Derry,  *“ Better come along, Bunter.”

“Bub there's the cake—-**

said

“Get a move on!” snapped Kildave:}
respected Wallly1 Buuter, and he believed
)

*Do you want me to take you by -the’
ear?”

Bunter blinked at the captain of St.
Jim's, and decided to geb a move on.
With a discontented grunt, he f{ollowed
Tom Merry from the study and down
the stairs.

CHAPTER 2.
Ir. Rateliff Puts His Foot Down.

R. RATCLIFL, the master of 1the
New House, wore a frown, as

he often did.

Ne was in Me, Railton’s
siudy, and he had declined the School
Wouse muster’s offer of a chair,

Yo was anuoyed,

His sharp little eges glittored as Tom
Merry enterod the study with the Owl
of Greyfriaee.

“ Hereg is the hoy 1" he suapped,

“ Bunter, you should uot have slaywd
so lute in this House,” said Me. Railton
mildly., “You have given your llouse-
mast,(,er the treuble of coming over for
Fol.

“For which you will be duly punizhed,
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Bunter I” snapped Mr. Ratcliff. © Follow
me!”

“1[ you please——" hegan Tom Merry.

“You have nothing to do with this
matter, -Merry,” grunted the New House
master. “Follow mo at once, Bunter!”

Bunter stood where he was., He did
not like the look in Mr, Horace Ratcliff’s
greenish eyes,

“ Bunter is a new boy, Mr. Rateliff,”
remarked  the School IHouse master.
“Doubtless he is unacquainted with
ouse rules, so far—""

“ Merry i3 perfectly well acquainted
with them, and ho appears to have kept
Bunter bere,” said Mr, Ratclif sourly.
*“ Perhaps you ave right, and the punish-
ment should fall upon Marry instead of
Bunter,” S

“Will you let me explain, sir?” ex-
cluimed Tom Merry. “ Bunter belongs
to the School House !”
¥ Nonsensge 1™

“It's a fuct, sir,” said Tom, addressing
Mr. Railton. “ His fathor sent him here
for the School Ilouse. The Icad
knows.”

“I was under that impgession, Merry,”
said My, Railton. “But Bunter himself
explained to me that it was a mistake,
and he applied personally to Mr. Rateliff
to have his nawe entered at the New
House,”

“Oh!" efaculated Tom,

“That—that was a mistake, sir,”
stammered Bunter, liking less and less
the look, in Mr. Rateliff’s eye.

“Indecd! Another mistake, Bunter 7

“I was spoofed, sir,” said DBunter.
“Figging spoofed me—— Yarooooh {”

. “Bunter, what do you mean by shout-
tng out in that manner?”

“Yow-ow-ow! That idiot
stamped on my foot! Yooop!”

T Merry’s faco became crimson as

Merry

'om
Mr. Ruilton gave him a stern look.

* “Mervy, are you attempting to kcep
Bum:,-,r from cxplaining the matiter to
g 27

“ JI—ahem !

“You may rsiire, Meriy; your pre-
seneg Is not requiced,”

* But, sire—"

“Golt”

There was no possible answer to that,
aml Tom Merry went.

He haunted the passage, however, in o
troubled stute of mind. Evidently
Bunter was going to give away the litile
game Figeins & Co. had played; which
was against all the vules from the junior
point of view.

Tom havdly liked to believe that
Dunter was a sneak; he had liked and

¥

Billy to be Wally, Ile waited in the pas-
sage in a state of great uneasiness.

Y Now, Bunter, explain yourself 1” said
Mer. Railton severely,

“1 was spuofed, sir,” sid Dunier,
“Figeins spun me yarus about chaps
by hulf-.":lur\'cd in this House——"

“What {°

“So T juined the New Ilouse, siw,
vader a--a-—a  misapprehension,”  said
Bunter. * But I'm a Schiool House chap,

s, 1t's wot my fault that I'm se mueh
gought afters It comes of being so
popular,”

S They youy satoment to me that o
mistakoe had been made was a false-
hood 1™ vxelaimed Mr. Railton,

“Ahem! Nunno!”

“Then what wag 167"

SIb—it—i6 was a figure of speech, sir 1™
gasped Bunter.

- After the provarvication you have boen
zuilty of, Buuter, L shall covtainlly vefuse
to rely upon any stelements you make,”
aid the Housenmaster.  ““The matter
musé be settled by reference to your
father. For the present you belong to
Me, Lateliff's 1onse, as your name i8

Three-halfpence, 3

cntered there, and you will go to yom
House at once!”

“1 am waiting for you, Bunter I' said
Mr. Rateliff, in a voice that Von Tirpitz
might have envied.,

Billy Bunter blinked in dismay.

“But-~but I don’t want to go!” lhe
spluttered. “I—I mean—— Yoooop!”

loud how!l escaped Bunter as M.
Rateliff's finger and thumb closed on his
ear liko a vice,

“Come!” said the New Heuse master,

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“Silence 1V

M. Rateliff led Bunter from the study.
In the passage ho blinked dismally at
"Tom Merry as he was led away.

“ 11 say, Merry——2>"

“Come ! rasped Mr. Ratcliff.

The dismayed Owl of Greyfriars was
led out of the Sechool House into the
darkness of the quadrangle.

“Well, my hat!” murmured Tom
Merry.

_Heo returned rather dismally to Study
No. 6, whero he found his chums anxious
for news,

“Where's Buntah, deah Loy ?” asked
Arthur Auguetus.

“Ratelifi’s taken him away.”

“Bai Jove! But lie has no wight to
tako away a School House chap!” ex-
claimed the swell of $t. Jim’s warmly.

& C.uu’t,'_ say I'm  sorry,” remarked
Herries,

“ Weally, Hewwigs—-""

“Look at my Tatin grammar!?

“Bothah your Tatin gwanunah, Hew-
wies! I wefuse to allow Bantalr to be
kidnapped in this way by old Watty 1

“Well, it's his own fault,” said Tom
Merry, *“He let Figgins spoof him,
and——-"

“He is wathah inexpewienced, Tom
Mowwy.”

“And he seema to have told Railton a
lot of thumping lies I said tho captain of
the Shell grimly.

“T wefuse to think so!”

“He's burned my Latin grammer,”
said Herries.

“Bai Jove! I weally think wo shall
nevah heall the end of that Latin
gwammah. Buntali was vewy kind to
light the fiah for us, and he was bound to
uze somethin’,”

“Well, Tl change with you,” gaid
terries. “Tll have your Latin grammar,
and you can have mine—what's left of
i

“Pway, don’t be an unweasonable ass,
Howwies 17

“B¢ the New House has bagged
DBunter, after all,” said Manners. “He'll
be playing against us in the Flouse matel
ou Saturday. That's what those Now
House bounders wanted all along.”

“It’s going to be settled by the Hoad
writing to Bunter’s pater,” said Tom
Merry,

“Good!"  said  Arthur  Auguslus,
“That means that he will como into the
School House, aftal all! Vewy good in-
deed !”

“Well, we'll be glad to have him,”
said Tom. “I liked him well enough
swhen I met him at Greyfriars, when he
was visiting his cousin Billy at the time
of our footer-match there, Wo don't
Te"}‘ to have scen him at Lis best to-

ay.

‘S‘,He is a weally wippin’ fellow,” said
Arthar Augustus. I made fwiends with
himi, an’ I am not goin’ back on a
fwiend.”

“He's given Figgins & Clo. away to the
Houvsemasters,” .

“Bai Jove! I am suak ho did so in-
advertently, Tom Mewwy; he copld not
hayve meant to give them away.”

Tom DMoerry laughed.

“All sorene, Gussy; we'll thiuk the

T'ue Gey Lisniry.~No. 572,
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best we can of mim. Hallo! Jlere comes
Darrell to rout us out o the dorm!”

Tom Merry & Co. went up to bed
rather puzzled about Bunter, and not
quite knowing what to make of him. Cer-
tuinly, so far he ld not borne out their
previous high opinion of Wally Bunter.
But they were willing to be charitable,
and to think the best they could of him;
and that was all they could do.

Meanwhile, the Owl of Greyfriars was
not having a happy time in the New
House !

e

CHAPTER 3.
Going Through If.

L] IGGINS! Kerr! Wynn!”
Monteith of the Sixth looked

into the Common-room in the
New House, and rapped out
those three names in succession.

Figgins & Co. looked round, ceasing a
rather excited football argument with
Redfern and Lawrence. Monteith was
looking grim.

“Yes, Monteith?”

“Mr. Rateliff wants you three in his
study,” said Monteith, “Cut off at
onee !”

“Oh! Anything up?”® asked Kerr.

“To judge by Mr. Ratehiff’s expression,
something certainly is up,” said the Jpre:

foct drily. “T advise you to hurry.
“ Right-ho !”
The three juniors started for tho

Housemaster’s study not in_a happy
mood. Nobody in the New House en-
joyed being called on the carpet by Mr.
{.{Mcliﬁ’.

*“What the dickens is the row?” muy-
mured Fatty Wynn uneasily. “We
haven’t trodden on Ratty’s corns that I
know of. He can’t have heard of the
rabbit-pie in the study, 1 suppose? If he
has, it’s not his bizney. ’Tain't over the
rations.”

“T4 isn’t the rabbit-pie, futhead!” said
Kerr. “May be something to do with
that new kid Bunter.”

“T1 don’t see how it can he,” said
Tiggins, “He's gone into the School
House, after all. We could spring
Ratty on them, and get him to claim
the fat bounder as a New House fellow,
only--only—-—7"

“Only we can't!” eaid Kerr, with a
grin, “That’s not in the game, It looks
ag if we've lost Bunter, after all. But
1 wonder what's the matter with Ratty 7™

Kerr rubbed his hands with painful
anticipation.

The three juniors presented themselves
in Mr. Ratchit’s study., Bunter was
already there, He was standing with an

expression of mingled indignation and

apprehension on his fat face. He blinked
wrathfully at the Co. as they came in.
Ho attributed his present plight to them
-and to their little schemeo of bagging him
for their House.

Mr. Ratcliff eyed the juniors grimly.

“You-vou sent for us, sir?’ faliered
Georzoe Figgins.

“T sent for youn, Figging, to question
you with regard to this boy Bunter. Tt
appears that the matter hae been mis-
represented to me———-"

“Oh, six!?

“PBunter, it appears, was sent hore to
the School House, and he spoke faleely
in informing me that o mistake had been
made.”

Figging & Co. were silent.

It was not their fanlt that Billy Buntor
had departed from the strict line of
veracity. They had not wanted him to.

“Bunter spoke falsely owing, appar-
ently, to your persuasions,” said Mr.
Ratclifie.  “You induced hm to come
into this House when le was intended
for the other.”

“We—we wanted him here, sir,”

-
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“You were aware that ho was intended
for the School Houset”

“Ahem! Yes, sir! But—but we
thought he might as well suit himself,
our House being the—the best Hounse,™
explained Figgins.

*You had no right whatever to inter-
fere, Figgins!”

* Ahem I

“J was deceived by this boy, who cer-
tainly nttered a falsehood.”

“0h, really, sir 7 came
Bunter. * [ must say, sir 2

“Silence! The boy’s name has been
entered in this House, and the House-
dame has been given the trouble of
making arrangements for him,” said Mr.
Rateliff.  “1 also have been put to
trouble. He is mow to remain here till
his father has been written to. All this
trouble, Fizgins, has been caused by
your reckless deception!”

 Ahem 17

“ According to Buuter's statements,

from

you deccived him—-"
“What??
“8o you did!” exclaimed Bunter,

blivking at Figeins. * You spoofed me!
You were entirely to blame! You don’t
deny that. It was your feult all along!”

Figgins stared at” him. ¢

“You can't deny it!"” hooted Bunter.

“T don't want to!” said Figgins con-
temptuously. *If I’d known you were a
sneaking cad I wouldn’t have troubled
my head about you!”

“Oh, really, Figgine "

“Tiggins!  How dare you use such
expressions!” thundered Mr. Ratchiff.
“7 shall punish von three juniors for the
trick you have played.”

He picked up his camne.

Figgins & Co. said no more.

The little scheme they had played was
veally a harmless one, due to their
rivalry with Tom Merry & Co. of the
other House; but it was useless to
attempt to explain all that to Mr. Rat-
oliff.  They had been sent for to be
punished, and they had to go through it.

They went through it in the next few
minutes, with all the fortitude they could
muster,

Qwish, swish, swish!

Billy Bunter blinked on, wondering
whether his turn was coming He was
soon enlightened. .

“Now, Bunter!” said Mr. Rateliff.

Bunter started back.

“Yi—if you please, sir——"

“¥old out your hand!”

“1—J ghould like to point out, sir, that
1 wasi’t to blame!” gasped Bunter. *I
—I-I—it was Figgins all the time, sir,
and—and Kerr, and—and Wynn, "“DPm
sll‘r?wked at them, siv; in fact, disgusted
that

“Hold out your hanud, Bunter !

“1—1 despise them, sir! I believe
they’ve thoroughly bad,” said Bunter.
“I—Y wasn’t to blame in the least!
They’ll bear me out in tha!”

”f)o you hear me, Bunter?”

“VYao-es, sicl Certainly! But—”

“If you do not hold ou your hand at
once, Bunter, you shall be flogged instead
of caned !” thundered Mr. Ratcliff.

“Oh, deart” .

Billy Bunter’s fat hand came gingerly

oub.

M:. Ratelifife expression was quite
Hunnish as he took aim with the cane.
LEvidently -it was going to be a terrific
swish, and the arid-tempered master was
putting his beef into it.

Bunter’s heart failed Lim as he saw it
coming. Without stopping to think, he
jerked back his hand as the cane
descended.

}i\?ha&-k!

aturally, as the cane met with no

resistance, 1t continued its career, and

was stopped by Mr. Rateliff’s own leg.
“Yoop!? roared My Ratcliff, as he

Noyi O
SALE,

canght it. Axd lLie hopped on the other
leg 1n anguish.

Figging & Co. gasped.

Billy Bunter blinked at the House-
master in ttter dismay. Me had certainly
not intended that fo happen, and he was
too terviffed to miove as lie saw tho
Housemaster hopping on one leg.

“Oh, dear!”™ he gasped.

YOw! Oh!  Yaw-woop!
Qaoooop ! came from Mr. Rateliff.
“You—you youny rascall Oooooop!
Yon young scoundrel! Yooop!?

“I—1 sy, sir—— I—t— Oh,
crumbs! Teggo!l Yarooooh !

Mr. Ratclitt’s left hand fastened on
Bunter’s eollar. The cane rose in his
right, and descended.

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

Bunter’s yells rang through the study.
Figgins & Co, retreated into the passage,
not wishing to catch Mr. Ratchff’s eye
again, But the Housemaster wase not
thinking of theni. Al his attention was
devoted to Bunter, and the unhappy
Ow! of Greyfriars was going through it
with a vengeance.

The terrific yells that rang from Mr.
Ratclil’s study drew fellows to the pas-
sage outside, and they listened in awe—
without venturing too near the door,
however.

Billy Bunter came forth at last.

He came at a run; and the study door
closed behind him with a slam.

“Y ow-0w-ow-0w-ow-woovoop ! roured
Buunter.

“Had it bad?” aeked Redfern sym-

U‘izh !

pathetically. 1t was rather an unneces-
sary question.
“Yoop! VYah! I wor’t stay herel”

howled Bunter. “Oh, dear! T wish I
was at Greyfriars! Ow-ow-ow !”

“Shut up that row, Bunter!” said
Monteith, coming aloug the corridor.
“Bed-time, you fags! (et off to your
dormitory 1"

“Yow-ow-ow

“This way, Bunter!” said Figgins.

“¥Yah! Beast! Yow-ow-ow-owl”

Billy Bunter gave the Co. a glare, and
rolled away. He was not feeling friendly
towards Figging & Co. just then.

In the dormitory he turned a deaf ear
to words of consolation. He was still
grunting and snorting when Monteith
pub the light oup, and he grunted and
snorted himself to sleep at last.

CHAPTER 4.
‘Well Matched,
TOM MERRY & CO. loocked for

[ §2]

Bunter when they came down
the following morning. They
were rather curicus to know how

ot on with Mr. Ratcliff. But
they did not find the fat junior in tho
quad befors breakfast. They {found
Iiggins & Co. taking a briek walk; but
the new junior was not to be seen.

“Where’s Bunter?” asked Tom Merry.

Figgins gave a_grunt.

“8till in the dorm!
out at rising-bell.”

“Lazybones |” explained Fatty Wynn.

“Did he catch it from Ratty?”

“VYes; can’t say I'm very sorry,” said
Figgins candidly. ‘‘He isu't exactly the
fellow I thought him.”

Tom Merry smiled, That was cxactly
his own impression of Bunter,

“ Ho scemed a really decent chap when
we met him at Greyfriars,” remarked
Monty Lowther.

“He seems to have changed a hit,”
said Keyr. *Ha doestét seem to have tho
faintest idea of playing the game.
car’t understand how we were so taken
in by him.? Lo

“Sorry you bagged him?”
Manuners.

Kerr laughed. Hia little scheme had
turned out & success in a way, after all
Bunter had heen hagged—at least for the

he had

"Ile didn’t turn

grinned
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present.  But the Scottish junior was be-
ginning to doubt whether the prize was
worth the trouble.

“You can have him back, so far as
I’m concerned,” he answered.

“Keep him, old chap!” said Tom
Merry ;’}ﬁubly. “T make you a present

im

of 2
Aund the Terrible Three strolled om,

smiling.
“After all, we've got him,” said
Figgins. “He seems to be a bit of a

worm in some respects, but he’s a foot-
baller; we know that, because we've
scen him play at Greyfriars. And he's
a rod in pickle for those School House
bounders on Saturday.”

“Yes, there's that!” agreed Kerr.

“After all, we must remember he's a
new kid, and—and he dropped in under
rather unusual eircumstances,” said
Figgins tolerantly. “We ought to make
allowances for him.”

“Oh, certainly!” said Kerr, rather
drily.
“Ho's got his good points,” eaid

Fatty Wynn. “He knows how to cook,
and ho’s a judge of cooking. IIo doesn’t
cat a thing without looking at it or
caring what it is, like you, Figgy.”

Tiggins chuckled.

“Well, as he’s got his good points,
we'll make the best of him,” he said.
“At least he’s a good forward, and he
will be no end of use in the Houso
Eleven on Saturday. Make tho best of
him, and kecp friendly with the chap,
and he may tucn out all right, after all.”

Kerr nodded without epeaking.

He was not so sure of the possibility
of Mmaking friends with a fellow like
Bunter; but ho was loyally prepared to
back up Figgins, and see what could be

done.

After all, Bunter could not very well
he dropped like a hot potato, after being
taken up with so much enthusiasm. It
was only fair play o mive him a chance.

At breakfast in the New House, there-
fore, Fiegins & Co. emiled genially at tho
Owl of Groyfriars.

They re~eived a glare in response.

Apparently Bunter wasn’t prepared o
regeive their friendly overturcs in a
friendly spirit.

He had not forgotten his licking yet;
and he could not forgive Figgine & Co.
for having landed him, like a fat fish, in
the New House.

True, he owed his punichment to his
own untruthfulness, for which Figgins &
('o. certainly were not responsible ; but he
visited it all upon their heads.
he was separated from Arthur Augustus
1’Arcy, and he had looked upon that
wealthy youth as a prospective gold-
mine.

After breakfast Figgins & Co. joined
him, and walked out with. him, Bupter
wearing a lofty and disdainful expression.

He was goinz out to look for D’Arcy,
as a matter of fact, and he liad no use
for the New ITouse chums.

“Like to come and sea my rabbits,
Bunter?” asked Figgins affubly.

Bunter thawed a little.

“T don’t mind cooking rabbits for yon
after lessons,” he said.

“Ahem! T don't meant thut. White
rabbitz, you know.”

“They can be caten all vight,” said
Duntor.

¢ Mine
shortly.

Buntor sniffed.

S We'll show you round the school a
hit,” said Kerr amicably. “You haven’t
roally scen Bt. Jim's vet.”

“You needn’t trouble.”

“Ahem!”

“The fact is, I'm going to speak {o my
old pal D’Arcy,” said Bunter. “You
follows needn’t worry ‘about me!”

And he rolled .away, leaving Figeins

can't!” answerad Tiggins

Morcover, -
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& Co. siaring. Figgins breathed hard
through his nose.

Figgy was not accustomed to wasting
much attention upon a mere new kid;
and to have his friendly attention turned
ilpwn in this way was rather a facer for
1im,

“Never mind; he’s got hiz back up.”
Lo said. “We must make allowances.”

“Humi” said Kerr.

Bunter sncceeded in discovering Avthur
Augustus D'Arcy. He attached himself
to that noble youth until lessons, and
came into the Form-room with him.

It is possible that the noble Gussy did
not ﬁmll Limeelf so much at caso with the
new fellow as he had expected to bo with
Wally Bunter; but if that was eo, he
would not admit it even to himself.

Loyalty was Gussy’s strongest trait; he

Three-halfpence.

“I've been going ta S{u'uk o xou,
Bunter,” he remarked. *I bheav that
you're quite a terrific fontlialler.”

“That's me!” said Bunter cheerfully.

“Woll, T'Il tell yon what T was think-
ing,”" saild  DBaggy. “At  home—at
Trimble Ifall——"

“Where?"”

“Primble Iall -y hame, you know,”
said Baggy affubly. At T'rimble Ilall
we're going to do rather big things this

Easter. The pater's keeping open
house for a lot of wounded officers,

chiefly gencrals, and we're doing a lot to
entertain  them. Among other things
the pater’s asked mo to tring a crowd o
fellows home.”

“Has he ?” said Bunter.

“1Te has! We're going to get up two
footer elevens, and play matches, aud all

Taking a Plg by the Ear!
(See Chapter 2.)

L

e

had made a friend of Runter, and ho was
going to stick to him—so long as he
L conld, at all events.

‘Mr. Lathom, the master of tho Fourth,
eved Bunter a good deal in class that
morning. Even Baggy Trimblo was not
denser than Bunter: and the fat junior’s
denseness was accompanied by a self-
satisfaction which was a little exasper-
ating However, Mr. Lathom was very
lenient with & new boy, and Bunter got
through the morning.

Tom Merry & Co. rushed Arthur
Augustus away to - footer-practice the
moment the juniors were dismissed, and
Bunter was not able to nail him. He did
not feel any inchination whatever to
follow the juniors to the footer-ground.

He was blinking about him in the door-
way when Baggy Trimble came up, with
a friendly grin on his fat face.

Bunter oyed him.

Baggy Trimble was a youth whose
rotundity of figure vivalled Bunter’s own,
and, indeed, he resembled Bunter in a
good many other respects.

But Trimble had his swectest smiile on

now.

that—sort of football week, you know,”
said Baggy. ‘ Iearing that you were'n
;:rca,t gun at footer, I determined to ask
you.”

Bunter blinked at him. This was
really flattering, and the Owl of Greg-
friars began to swell.

“1'd like to ask you to captain one
team, if you would,” said Trin:ble. “Of
course, there's not only footer. There'll
be a lot going on, in one way or-ancther.
Clare for shooting 7"

“I'm a dab at it.”

“Then you'll like
Skate "

“Like a bied ™

“I—Ive never seen a bird skate!”
said Trimble, staring.

“T moan, I skato jolly well. Precious
few things I don’t do well, if you como
to that,” said Bunter.

“T can quite believe it," said Trimble
cordially. “You're a dancing-man, I
ean sce that. A fellow with your figura
would be bound to dance. Care for 3t?"”

“Yes, rather! You shonld have secn
me when they gave & -dance at CLfE

Tae Gey LiBRiRY.-—No. 572
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House!” said  Bunter. “The girls
eonldn’t take their eyes off me.”

“T'm not surprised at it——not at all
Shall I put you down on my list, then?”
asked Trimble. “[’ve only got fiftcen
fellows down so far—1)’Arey and Tom
Merry and Blake, and Talbot and Cutts
of the TNifth, and some others.”

“Put me down, by all means,” said
Buuter. *“If you give parties and so on,
you can depend on me to make them

“J will! The pater will be dclighted
to see you!” said 'frimble heartily.
“You'll meet some fairly decent people
at my place—Lord French, you know,
and Roberteon. 1 don’t know if you care
for military men——-"

*“(Certainly 1

“And some rather big political
johnnies,” said 'Trimble carelessly—
“ Asquith and Lloyd George, and that
Iot, you know.. We bar lansdowne.. I
donw’t care much for them myself. I find
Asquith rather a bore.”

“D-d-do you?”

“He talks too much,” said Trimble.
“1 suppose you won't feel nervous if you
nieet Royalty "

“N-n-not at all!” gasped Bunter.

“We're rather expecting King George
for a few days at Yaster. I'm so glad
you’re coming, Bunter !”

“Rely on me.”

“By the way,” said Trvimble confi-
dentially, *“my remittance hasn’t come to

hand yet--a tenner I was expecting from:

my pater.”

“Oh ! said Bouter, his manner chang-
ing a little.

“It’s rather a nuisance, because I've
Ient D’Arcy my last. quid. Could you
lend me half-a-sov till the next post, old
thap?”

Bunter blinked at him.

Trimnble had come down to facts at

last.

“Certainly,” said Bunter. “I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order, and as soon as 1t
comes just remind me, will you?"”

“The fact is,”” said Trimble, “I'm
actually hard up at the present moment.
It’s rather absurd—ha, hal--but there
you are. These things happen.”

“They do!” agreed Bunter.

“If you could lend me a bob till the
post comes in—"

“Certainly " said Bunter.

He drove.his hand into his pocket, and
Trimble’s eyes glistened. But the fat
Land came out empty.

“I remember now,” said Bunter
ecalmly. “I left my purse in Figgins'
study. 8o sorry!”

Ho rolled out into the quadrangle,
leaving Baggy Trimble staring after him.,
Trimble could not make np his mind
whether Bunter was the biggest fool he
had ever met, or whether he wasn’¢l .

‘He determinced. at all events, fo be on
Jiand when Bunter's postal-order arrived.
He was not aware that his schooldays
were likely to be over and forgotten by
that time,

CHAPTER 5.
Making Himself at Home,

L] OMING down to footer, old
fullow 17
Figgins asked that question
after dinner, tapping Bunter
an_the shoulder quite cordially.

Bunter blinked at him through his big
plasses,

*No!" he answered.

‘ Abem 1" murmured Figgins.

“I don't care for racing about after a
ball just after dinner. It's not good for
the inside.”

“Oh, it's not regilar practice, youn
{;)'!m’\y—-]ust puuting the ball about a

18,
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“Well, I’m not coming! You haven't
treated me well,” said Bunter distantly.
“You told me fellows were half-starved
in the School House—-"

“T told you Trimble said he was half-
starved there,” ecorrected Figgins. “So
‘he did. He says so every day.”

“Twice a day!” remarked Kerr.

“More like a dozen times!” said
Fatty Wynn, with a grin. ““I'rimble’s a
fat, greedy bounder!”

“You told me the New ITouse master
always asked a fellow to take a second
helping, and a third,” pursued Bunter
warmly. *“That was you, Kerr.”

“Not at all!” answered Kerr. I
asked you what you thought of asHouse-
‘master who did so. Quite a differeut
thing.”

Bunter snorted.

“QOld Rateliff is a stingy beast ! he
said. ‘““He sticks an eye like a gimlet
on a chap who wants enough to cat.”

“ ¥You didn’t do badly.”

“Why, Pm simply famished!” said
Bunter indignantly.

“My dear man, the grub’s the same
in both Houses, so you'd be famished
anyway,” said Figgins. * Besides, you
can get things at the tuckshop to eke it
out 1f you like.”

Bunter brightened up.

“Well, that’s a good idea,” he said.
“But Pm in rather a difficulty there.
My postal-order. hasn't arrived.”

“Wer¢ you expecting one 7"

“Of course! It ought to have been
here by the first post this morning; i
fact, 1 darc say it nias come, and hasn't
been handed out yct. If you'd .care to
lend me the ten bob, Figging—-"

“What ten bob ¢’

“The postal-order’s for ten. Then I'd
hand it to you as soon as I get the letter.
It comes to the same thing, doesn’t it?”

“Quite!” agreed Figgins. “Only

“QOnly what?” grunted Bunter.

“Only I haven’t got ten bob,” ex-
plained Figgins.

Grunt.

““Half-acrown any good?” asked Fig-
gins.

Smile.

“My dear chap, you're a Briton!”
said Bunter affectionately. “T'll settle
this.out of my postal-order.”

“Right. you are!”

With_ ha¥f~a-cro.wn in his podgy paw,
Bunter started for Dame Taggles’ little
shop. At Greyfriars  Bunter spent a

portion of each day trying to obtain extra,

supplies of rationed food at the school
shop, never daunted by continual failurc.
IHe was wondering whether he would
have better luck at Bt. Jim's.

But' Dame Taggles uttered that dis-
agrecable word. coupons at once when
Bunter demanded a tin of beef and a pot
of jam, and the Owl of Greyfriars had
to come down to unrationed articles.

However, he fourd considerable satis-
faction in expending Figgins’ half-crown,
und he looked rather shiny and smeary
when he turned up for afternoon lessons.

After lessons, as there was still Light
enough for some footer practice, most of
the juniors were on Little 8ide, whither
Bunter did not follow.

With his football reputation it was
rathcr odd that he did not scem in a
hurry to touch the gamec; and Figging,
who was anxious to see the form he wus
in;, was getfing rather impatient about
it. But Bunter declined, and the Co.
left him. to himself.

Baggy Trimble joined him as he was
making for the New. Ilouse, with a
genial smile, but a suspicious cye.

“The post’s in,” he remarked.

“T know.”

“Did your postal-order come?"”

“There's been some delay in the post,”

5

said Bunter, with a grunt. “For some
reason it hasn't turned up. To-morrow
morning, I expect. Did you get your
remittance from Trimble Hall?”

Trimble nodded.

“Oh, yes!” he answered carclessly.

“A tonner?” exclaimed Bunter, his
round ¢yes growing rounder behind his
spectacles,

“ Yes,” assented Trimble. “I rather
oxpected a pony, but the pater made it a
tenner after all.  He's getting rather
close with money.”

“I—~1 say, Trimble!" Bunter almost

gasped. ''My pastal-order’s sure to
come in the meorning, Could you lend
me

“How much, old fellow?”

“"Pory bob 17

“Why did’t you ask me ten minutes
ago?" said Trimble regretinlly. “I've
just scttled my bill at the tuckshop, and
then Tom' Mcerry borrowed what I had
left—clrared me right out. It's really
too bad, isn’t it?"”

Billy Bunter grunted, and rolled on to
the New House without replying. As u
matter of fact, Bunter and Trimble were
well matched, and hoth of thein were
Leginning to realise it,

Bunter found his study— Figgins' study
—cimpty, which did not displease him,
He intended to have an early tea before
Figging & Co. came in.

Ie blinked into the study cupboard,
and his face brightened.

In five minut's he was scated at the
table, and the eold rabbit that was in-
tended to furnish a tea for four was
furnishing a tea for one.

Tiggy's supply of sardincs followed it,
and Yatty Wynn’s cake.

The cupboard was in the state of the

celebrated Mrs. Hubbard's when Bunter
hsd finished.
- He was feeling a little better now,
though still, like Alexander, sighing for
fresh worlds to conquer, when Figgins &
Co. came tramping in, ruddy end hungry
from footer,

“Iallo, here you are!” exclaimed Fig-
gins cheerily. * Ready for tea, Bunter ?”

“Yes, rather!” asscnted Bunter. “I
was wondering when you fellows would
come in. "

“Well, here we arel

”

Not a jiffy

now,” said Figgins, going to the cup-
board. * Are you hungry, c¢ld chap "

“ Famehed {”

“You might have taken a snack,” said
Fatty Wynn, who could feel for a fellow
who was famished.

“Well, T have,” said Bunter, “I've had
a snack, but I'm ready for tea.”

“Hallo! Where's that rabbit?” ex.
claimed Fi’_zgim, staring into the empty
cupboard. |

“ And the gardines 7’ asked Kerr.

“ And my cake?” bocmed Futty Wynn,
staring over Figgy's shoulder with quite
a horrified expression,  “Some awful
rotter has_boned our grub!"

“1—1I say, you felows—"

Figgins & Co. looked at Bunter., They
remembered that he had had a snack,

“D-d-did you-—-" stuttered Fatty

yan.
“1 fnighed the rabbit,” said Bunter
calmly. “It-was a rotten small one.”

“ And the sardines?’

“Yes; I thought ¥'d better, as 1T was
going to wait for tea till you fellows
came in.”’

“¥au—you—you've scoffed my cake:?
gaegped- Fatty Wynn.

“Well, it wasn't much of a czke,” said
Buanter. *“But I managed to get it
down. I'm not a particalar chap,”

“ You—yoi~—you—-" stuttered Fatty
Wynn, at a loss for words.

here: were no words-in the English
language, or even the Welsh, that could
have expressed his feclings at that

(x
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moment. Tven German would not have
done justice to them,

‘Bunter blinked checrfully at the petri-
fied Co, They were hungry from footer,
and there was nothing for tea. Even tha
war-bread bad vanished, almost to the
last crumb.

“ Well, what are we going to bave for
ten ?” asked Bunter.

“ You've scoffed our tea !” roarrd Fig-
gins at last,

Y You—you—you fat Huan!” howled
Fatty Wynn. )

“Fat!” pepeated Bunter., “Well, 1
like"t’hat! I suppose you weigh abeut a

on |

“ Well, it enn’t be helped now," began
Figgins pacifically. * But you'll have to
learn not to bug all the grub in the study,
Bunter. That’s a bit too thick.”

“I'm going to ecalp him!" hooted
Fatty Wynn,

“Shush 17

Bunter's lip curled in disdain.

“If youw're worried about a measly old
sabbit and a tin or two of sardines, I'll
pay for them " ho said scornfully.

“0h, dry np! You'ro not wanted to
pay for them,” growlad Figzins, “Quly
go oasy on other fellows’ grub.”

“As you make a fuss about such a
trifling matter, X shall insist upon paying
for the things " said Bunter loftily.

“Let him do it, then!” hooted Fatty
Wy, “We can get something or other
at the shop, and we're all stony 1

“Oh, rats!” said Pigging uneasily.
“The fat bounder’s not going to pay us
anything !

“Rot! Let him stind a tea, as he's
bagged our tommy !"” exclaimed Fatty.
“Tm hungry! Hungry, T tell you!
We've missed tea in Halll

“Yes, lot him pay up!” said Kerr,
who wns looking very keenly at the Owl
of Greyfriars. ** Why not ?”

“What’s the amount ?”’ asked Bunter
(‘on’t’emptuuusly. “YWiHl five bob cover
it?

“ Muke it five bob," said Kerr quictly.

“Then Tl ‘sotile up—as eocon es my
postal-order comes.”

“1 guessed that was coming,” said
Werr. “That's why I spoke. You don't
intend to settle up, Bunter, Youw're nat
expecting a remittance at all; and yow're
a fat. lying, spocfing bounder !

“Kerr, old chap-—" murmured Fig-
gins.

“Y won't lick you, Kere-—" began
Bunter.

“0Oh, do!” qaid Kerry,

“But I shall certainly decline to re-
main in this study if I'm not treated with
civility.”

“Get out of it, then!” hooted Fatty
Wynn. :

“0Oh, really, Wynn--—"

“Shush ! said Figgins.
Bunter—""

Bunter gave him a lofty blink.

“Youn needn't speak to me, Figgins!”
he said. “ As vou're not Luving fea in
this study, I shall go to tea with my old
pal D’Arcy. I must say I think this is
a rotten House, and T shall be glad to
change over!”

With that Bunter rolled out of the
study, and slammed the door after him.

“1—I—D'll go after him and pulverise
him | hissed Fatty Wynn,

“You won't!"” grinned Figgina, “Let's
go along and see if Reddy's got anything
for tea. After all, the chap’s going to
play footer for us on Saturday, and help
us beat the School House!”

“Oh, blow footr!” growled Faity
Wynn, “I want my tea! Besides, tho
fut bounder has been fghting shy of
footer, and I shouldn’t wonder if Le’s
no good at allt”

Rats! You saw him play at Grey-
friara.”

“Well, he's a fat rotter, and docsn’t

“ Yook here,
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look liko a foutballer i” suid Wynn, “He's
too jolly fat to put up much of a game !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling ut now ¥ de-
manded the Falstaff of the New House.
- “ Nothing, old son! Come and see
Reddy | grinned Figusins:

And Figging & Uoo started on a, voyvage
of diseovery in quest of tea, what time
Billy Bunter was calling on his friends

in the School House with the same
ohject In view,
CHAPTER 6.

Very Short Commons,

[ WOT in, deah boy !”
Arthur  Augustns .D'Arcy
smiled genially as a fat face

and spretacles plimmered in the
doorway of Study No. 6. .
Blake and Herrics and Dighy did not

look enthusiastic, but they contrived to

smile.

Study No. 6 were about to have tea,
and Blake & Co. did not nced telling
that that was why Bunter -had given them
a look-in,

Supplies were short in Study No. 6,
however, the state of the money ‘market
Leing tight.

Blake wondered what Bunter would
think of the tea. .

“J thought Y'd drop in, old nuis!” eaid
Bunter affably.  “1Um really & School
House chap, vou know, "I feel more at
home here. Kindred spirits, vou know.”

“That's wight!"

“Figgius & Co. pressed me ta stay to
tca, but I folt bound to decline,”” said
Bunter. I told Figging I was sorry,
bt I couldn’t leave my pals in the
Inrch.”

“Good man!” said Arthur Augustus
approvingly. 1 wish we had somcthin’
bettah to offah you, Buntah; but war-
tine, yon know. I'm suah you don’t
mind.”

“Not at all1” answered Bunter. “So
long as there’'s godd stuff, and plon";y of
it, you won't find me complaining.

“(Oh, hai Jove!” i

Blake & Co. woro rather curious ex-
pressions as they laid out the frugal tea-
tablo,

There was bread; fortunately, mno
shortage of that. There was one tin of
pilchards—n smull tin. There was coffee
~—rather weak—plenty of . water, but-a
limited supply of the stimulating bean.
Such as it was, Bunter was welcome to
share it. L.

Supplics might be limited, but the
hospitality of Study No. & was un-
bounded. The question was, how Bunter
®ould enjoy the hospitality without the
supplies?  Arthur Augustus felt a little
concerned; though his coneern would
probably havo been relieved if he had
been aware of how exceedingly well
Bunter had already done himself in the
New Houge,

Bunter's expression, too, became rather
odd as he blinked at the tea-table. He
had . led himself to expect that Study
No. 6 was a land flowing with milk and
honey.

War-time restrictions could be got
reand by a fellow with plenty of money,
and as D'Arey was the son of a wealthy
nobleman Bunter did not sec why there
should be frugality in No, 6.  Gussy's
great maxim of ' Noblesse oblige ” did
not appeal to the Owl of Greyfriars in the
least.

“Short  commons—what?"  remarked
Bunter, as he took the tin-opencr from
Dig and started on the pilchards.

“Yaas, old fellow, wathah!”

Y War-tirce, you know," romarked
Blaka. .
“Oh, all serene!” said Bunter,

“Touckily, I'm not what you'd call a
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hungry chap. T've always had rather a
delicate appetite.”

Ile opened the tin quite deftly, and
turned out the pilchards into a plate,
tI'Iﬂksat before that plate, and took up a
ork.

‘The Fourth-Formers watched him with
curious looks,

““Pass the bread, Blake !”

*Oh, yes! llers you are!”

* Any butter 1"

“ Nunno.”

“Never mind. T can rough it,” said
Bunter. “These pilchards are not bad.
What are you fcllows going to have,
though 2"

“Eh?”

“Not at all bad.” went on Bunter.
“Is that coffee? T’ll take o cup, please,
I take both sugar and milk—plenty of
sugar, please.”

“Oh1” gasped Blake.

There were five lumps of sugar in the
mustard-tin, which was all that remained
of the study’s supply. Bunter blinked at
them.

‘“Sngar limited ?™ ho asked.

* Yes-es.”

“Then I’ll have only one cup of coffee,
pleage.”

And Bunter cheerfully ladled the five
lumps Into his one cup of coffee, rome-
what to the consternation of Study No. 6.

“You fellows don't take sugar?” he
asked affably.

“Oh! Ah! Nunno!”

“Not to-day, at all events,” grunted
Herries.

“You're really better without it,” said
Bunter comfortingly. * SQugar isn’t what
it used to be. Besides, you don't need
sugar if you have plenty of honey.”

“But we haven’t any honey,” said
Herrics.

“Ah! That's a mistake,” said Bunter.
“You should get it, you know.”

** All sweetstuffs aro rationed now,”

‘' But you had time to lay in a supply
before that,” suid Bunter. “It's only a
question of money.”

" “Bai Jove!”

“ That’s hoarding,” said Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—" murmured
Arthur Augustus, in distress,

“Well, isn’t that hoarding ?*’ demanded
Herries, who was getting very restive,
and had an expression. on his rugged face
that reminded his study-mates of Towser.
“What do you call it?"”

*I am sush Buntsh was only jokin’,”
said Arthur Augustus,

Bunter gave him a quick blink.

“Oh, pf course!” he said. “1I suppose
you coufd see, Herries, that my remark
was simply & joke?”

*Oh, was it 7" grunted Herries.

“If you think I would hoard——'
began Bunter warmly.

“ Hewwies does mnot think so, old
chap,” said Arthur Augustus soothingly.
But Herries did not speak. He gave a
subdued snort.

“You fcllows ain’'t eating anything,”
said Bunter, when tho pilchards were
gone. “Not hungry—what?” He rose
from the table, “If you'll excuse me,
I'll look in on Tom Merry. I'm really
sorry I can’t etay longer; but a chap has
to portion out his time, as it wove, when
he's a greut deal sought after. Tatal”

Aud Bunter rolled out of Study No. 6,
leaving a decp eilence there—a silence
that was more expressive than words.

The fat juniot rolled along to the Shell
passage, and looked in at Tom Merry's
study.

The Terrible Three were at tea, and
they gave Bunter a genial weleome,

“Trot m, old scout !” said Tom derry.
“Ilad your tea®”

“Not yet,” suid Dunfer,
mind joining you fellows.”

T'He ey LiBRARY.--No. 572

1

“1 don't



8 A GRAND SCHOOL STORY APPEARS IN THIS WEEK'S “ MAGNET,” 15> ORDER NOW.

swib down, kid,” said Manners,

Junter sat Jown. 'The study table wag
ruthier well supplied, as it happened, and
Burder blinked over b with great satis-
fuction,

1Io did not waste mucht time on conver-
sation, Ie travclled through the pro-
visions at express speed, and the Terrible
Three, constrained by politeness, did net
vnter into competition with him.

‘The pot of howme-made jam, from Tom
Morry’s old governess, Mixs Priscilla, wax
untouched when Bunter arrived, and
after he arrived nobody ¢lse had a chance
of touching it. Quite odd expressions
grew ou the faces ol the Shell fellows as
ihe Owl of Greyfriavs procecded. Ile
tinished wheu a single crumb did not
remain on the table,

“'Lime this blessed war ended, T
think I eaid Dunter at last.  “TPw
getting fed up with rations.  Short con-
mons once i a way ain't o bad; bul
short commons all ‘the time get on n
fellow’s nerves, It's bad for the health.
Don’t you think so ?”

"Ye-es!” gasped Tom Merry., *“I-T
suppose so0.”

“Not that I complain,” said Buuter
ragnranimously, “1’'m patriotic, I hope,
A enack like this will sew me through, if
there’s nothing better going.”

“Oh!” gmid Lowther.,

“ You fellows finished ' asked Bunter,

L Ye_ < ”

“Well, TI be getting along,” ro-
marked the Owl of Greyfriars, as it be-
came clear that no fresh supplies were to
be produced. “I've got to sec Talbot.”

He gave the Terrible Three a graciots
nod, and rolled out, leaving them blink.
ing at one another,

*“ Mum-mum-my
Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry burst into o laugh,

“Come to think of it,” remarked
Manners, 1 don’t envy Figgins & Co.
their prize! T rather think it will ho 2
#ood thing for this ITouse if Bunter stays
vver there,”

“T wonder how he gets on with Fatty
Wynn ?” grinned Lowther,

“y bﬂ, 1a 1

“Hallo! What's that?” exclaimed
Manners a nunute later, as a loud roar
came from the passago.

‘ Yarooh 1

“You fat rotter!
wialade 17

“ Yoopl”

Bump!

The Terrible Threc rushed into the
Dacsage.

Lat!”  murmured

That's my mar-

B

CHAPTER 7. .

Arthur Aungustus Receives a Shogk,

ILLY BUNTER was sitting on the
floor clutching at” his glasces,
which had slid down his fat little
nose. Over him towered George

Gore of the Shell, his face red with
wrath.

*What's the row, Gore?™
Tom Merry.

*Look at him ! roared Gore furiously.
“Just canught him coming out of my
study  with miy marmalado wnder hig
arm §¥

“ Yaurcooli I

“Oh, my hat!” cjaculaicd Lowther.
Y Bunture, wy fab pippin—-"

“Yoop! Keephimoff ! Yavocoh !

“ My marmalade I roared Gorve, **'J'is
very last let ! And that fat pig——="

2 8hush ! mwmared Tom Merey.
“Here's your bleesed marmalade. Don't
titke such a territie row, old seoug 1

The jar of marmalade had rolled olong
when Buiter sat dovu.  Tom Maryy
picked it up,

“Y gay, you Jeillovs, that's mins !t
howled Bunfer,
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exclaimed

“YWhat ?” shouted Gove, in amazement
und wrath. *““You just brought i% out of
my study !

“I—I say, you fellows—-"  Bunter
scrambled up.  **Look here, that’s mine !
1 hope you don’t think, Tom Mcrry, that
I'd touch another fullow’s marmalade 77

Tom Merry stared at him, .

“Gore says you brought it out of his
siudy,” he answered,

*1 happened to have it under my arm,
bocause 1'd stepped in to speak to
Talbot,” explained Bunter.

“You—you had it with yout” ejacu-
lated Manners,

“Yes; exactly.”

The Terrible Three fairly blinked at
Bunter. It was only a few minules sine:
be had left their study, and they had seen
no sign of marmalade about him while he

was there.
g
1
Gore soemed speechless.

im§

““You had it with you!” repeaied Tom
Merry blankly. “But you hadw’t it with
you in onr study, Buntee,”

Bunter started a httle. .

“Yaos, I—T had,” he stammered, “The
fact is, b brought it over to—to offer yon
fellowy for tea, but—but 1 forgot it.”

“You lying 1Tun !” roared Gore,

*0Oh, really, you know——"

“Look here, Bunter——" begau ‘Lo

T say. you fellows, it's wine, you
know ! Gimme my muarwalade, Toin ;
Merry 1” hooted Bunter.

“But-bat you couldn’t have had 1
when won weee in oue study ! roaved
Monty Lowther.  “\Wa shoulbl have scen
it if you had.”

“I--T had it in my pocket.”

“Tn your pip-pip-pecket 7’

“Yaou. of course I

“A theee-pound jar of manmside iy
your packei I yelled Manuers,

“E—T—-T mcan, T haddu't it exacily in

.

Cadet Ngtes.

-

Did you make any resolutinus tor
New Year and, if so, have you kept
them? 1f you have uot, I am going
to suggest some resolutions for you.
Let those hoys who have nol yet
Joined a Cadet Corps find wut where
the nearest Corps is, and if they are
¢ligible, let them become members.
If a lmy joins now he will be able to
make himself efficient during the
winter months? g0 as to take his share
of the larger duties in the summer.
He will probably get a holiday in
camp somewhere in the couuntry, and
s certain of some good exercise m
the open air.

Some boys still appear to confuse
the Cadets with the Regular Army.
For their benefit we will repeat that
a Cadet Corps is only for boys be-
tween the ages of 14 and 18, and
takes up a little of their spare time
only, and requires but a small sub-
scription frgm its wmembers, Most
Corps teach Infantry Drill; some also
give Machine-Gun and Engineering
Iustruction. Members wear uniform
md learn to shoot, In the winter
most of the training is done indoors
in the evening, with occasional out-
door parades at the week-ends, In
the summer most of the work is out
of doors, and most Corps go away to
camp for a rhort time. Any lad who
does not belong to a Cadet Corps is
missing 4 great opportunity of
making himself healthy, smurt, and
efficient, It costs practically nothing,
and its advantages are enormous,
and we believe Lhat it is ouly ignor-
ance which keeps so many lads from
joining. Any boy who would like to
now the ncarest Corps should write,
stating age, ete.. to the C.AV.R,
Judges’ Quadrangle, Law Courts,
Strand, London, W.C. 2.

my pocket i staramered Buntey, "T——;l
roally meant to oy T <howld Lave had it

in my pocket if my pocket had hoon hig
enough. Sce??

“Oh, my hat! And where did you
have it, then, while you were in our
study 7 demanded Manners,

Bunter paused a moment.
required thinking out.

“I—T left it out in the passagw, now I
come to think of it,” he replind. *“1
dropped it, and forgot it.”

“You didn't hcar it drop?” asked
Lowther sarcastically.

“Exactly—1 didn’t! I—T saw it a8 ¥
come out, and picked it up again. See?
(live me my marmalade, Tom Meorry 17

“Well, my ouly sainted Aunt Jane!”
Ujaculated Tom Merry, *“Ilexe’s your
marm, Gore.”

(George Goare grabbed the jar.

“It’s mine!” hooted Bunter.

“Don’t be funny, old seout 1 said Tom
Merry, I suppuse this is some sort of
a joke of yours, Bunter. Chuck it]"

“T say, you fellows "

“Bai Jove! Whot's the mattah?
Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy came along the
passage. T twust you fellows arc not
waggin’ Buntah #”

“1o jolly well ought to be ragged}”
snorted Gore. ** A chap who bags a fel-
low’s "marmala(l(‘, end tclls lies about
T

* Weally, Goah—""

“I appeal to Gunssy!” suid Bunter.
“Gussy, you remember that I bad a jor
of marmelade under my arm wlen T canie
into your study ?”

“Bai Jove, I don’t. Buntah "

“You must have noticed it!? urged
the Owl of Greyfriars.

“T should have noticad it if it had heen
there, Buntah.” siid Arthur Augustus
innocently.  *“But it wasn’t, deah boy }”

“Are you asking 1YArcy to tell lics
for yon ?” hooted Gore.

“1 wegard that wewark as wttably
wotten, Goah!” swid the swell of Bi.
Jim's severely.  ““Buntah ia incapable of
such a thing.”

“Ile's capable of stealing grub and
Iying about it, anyway!” growled Gore.
And he marched into his study with his
recaptured jar.

Buuter gave it a mournful blink as it
vanished from his. sight. That marma-
Iade was gone {from his gaze like a beaw-
tiful dream.

Arthur Augustus gave him a yather
doubtful look. Buunter wus surprising
him again.

“1 say, you fullows, 1s that chap goinyg
to be allowed to keep my marmalade’”™
asked the Owl of Greyiviers reproach-
fully.

“Ber-r-r 1Y wae Tom Merry's roply.
And the Terrible Three went back mto
theie study. They had had eunoagh of
Bunter.

The fat juntor went dovwn tlie passapn
with  Arthur Auvgustus, who was stiil
Jooking puzzled and uncertain.

“You were an uss!” gruuted Bunter
discontentedly.

“ Weally, Buntali—?"

“Why couldn’t yon back e up 7

“ B-b-back you up, Buntuh

“Yes. The fellows would have taken
your word if you'd suid it was my mar-
malade.”

“Vewy pwobably, Buntah; but I
eouldn’t say it was yvour marmalade when
it wasn't your marmalade, could 127 ox
cliimed  Avthur Anguostus, in Dlnk
astoyishiment.

*Oh, you're a duffer!” grunted Bon-
ter. And he relled away down  the-
staivs, leaving the swell of 8t Jim's
staring.

“Bai  Jove!”  munoured  Arthar
Augnstus.  And then, after a moment ar
two, he murmured again, * Bai Jove 1Y

Then he retaroed to Study No. 6, with
a very, very theaghtfol expression ppan

8 face,

Tlat really
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CHAPTER 8.
No Footer for Bunfer.

‘s ERTAINLY not!”
W. (+. Buuter spoke in a tone

of finality.

It was Wednesday, a half-
Toliday at St. Jim’s, and a clear, cold
afternoon, and naturally most feliows’
thoughts were turning to football.

That afternoon Figgins' ecleven was
going to be put through its paces, anc
Figgins, of course, wanied Bunter in the
ranks.

Bunter had been bagged by the New
IIouse chiefly as a rod in pickle for the
School Iouse when the House match
canic off on Saturday. TFiggins had not
forgotten the great form Wally Bunter
had displayed in the great game at Grey-
friars.

But, good as his new reeruit was sup-
posed to be, Figgins wanted him to prac-
tise as much as possible with the team.
IIe looked on his new man as a tower of
strength, and that consideration made
himy more patient with Bunter than he
would otherwise have been.

But the fat junior’s dislike to footer
practice puzzled and irritated him. Wally
Bunter had been as keen as mustard, but
he seemed to have changed, somehow.

Figgins was pointing out to Bunter
now that he was exrected to turn out
with the team that afternoon, and show
what he could do. The fat junior’s reply
was a most emphatic negative.

“I don’t care abont it this afternoon,”
he went on, while Figgins & Co. glared
at him. *“Besides, m not at all sure
that I shall play tor you on Saturday,
Figeins.”

*“What?”
leader.

“T haven’t been treated well in thix
House.” said Bunter. “I’m not treated
well in the study. A fuss is made over a
measly rabbit. There’s a lot of jaw over
a tin of sardines. I despise that kind of
thing. It's mean!”’

“Never mind the rabbit now,” said
Figgins. “T’ve got. you down for my
vleven on Saturday.”’

“Well, I may play,” said Bunter. “I1
don’t say I won’t. But if I'm going to
win matches for you TI've got to .be
trlm_nte,c,l a lot more civilly. I tell you that
plain.

“Look here——"

* As for practice.” pursued Bunter, “I
don't need 1it. Without any practice I
could play the he~ds off anybody you've
pgot here.” T don’t think much of St.
Jim’s footer.”

“Wh-a-a-a-t ?”

4 Not in my style, you know; in fact,
it’s fumbling. You don’t mind my men-
tioning it, 'm sure, but really, you
know, your footer here is enough to make
u cat laugh !” said Brnter agreeably.™ ¢

“To mum-mum-make a kik-kik-cat
laughr” stammered Figgias dazedly.

“Yes: not at all the sort of game I'm
naqd”t,o. I play it, you know—not fool
att!

* My hat!?

“If you don't mird iy speaking
plainly. Figgins, you're a pretty rotien
player !

“Am I?7" gasped Figgins.

“Oh. yes; and Kerr iy o dud- simply
a dnd!”

“1—-T'm a dud!” breathed Kerr.

“And look at Wynn in goal!”™ said
Bunter d'sparagingly.

“Well. what about me in.gonl 77 asked
Fattv Wynn, with an espression on his
face that was quite extraordinary.

“Poor—very pnoor!”  said
cheerily.  “You're too [at,
thin» |

“ Fuf-fuf-fat 1"

“Yes; and clumsy

“Cluanisy 17 bresthed Fatty Wynn,

roarcd the New ITouse

Bunter
for oue

1
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“Like a blessed hippopotamus, if you
want me to be quite candid !” said Bun-
ter. “You'll have to improve, you
know. If I join your eleven I can’t be
let down in the game, I shall want yon
to play up.

“Oh!” gasped Figgins.

“Stick to practice,” said Bunter en-
couragingly. “If 1 have time T'll look
in and give you some coaching. I may
not have time, though. A fellow with so
many engagements—-—" .

“You're coming down to practice this
afternoon 1 gasped Figgins at last.

“Sorry; can’t be done!”

Billy Bunter rolled off with that, and
the Co. leoked at ene another.

“Don’t play that faol at all, Figgy,"™
advised Fatty Wynn. “I've told you
already that he’s too podgv to play.”

“ But we've seen him play !” exclaimed
Figgins. “Didn't he play for_us that
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bagged him from the School Honsn; ai
we should look asscs if we didn’t play
him after all. Goodness knows, he’s gof
no recommendation excepting his footer |
If we've got to put up with the fat beast,
it would be silly not to make nse of hip
where we want him.

“That’s so,” agreaed Kerr. “But it
queer how he steers clear of footer sine:
he’s been here.”

“I'll jolly well make him practine I
exclaimed Figgins wrathfully,  “Qf all
the conceited chumps—"

“Conceited chumps don’t usually play
good footer,” remarked Fatty Wynn
sapiently.

“He does,” answered Fizgins. !
wouldn't believe it if I hadu’t seex hiw
pu_t, I have seen him do it, and that sotiles

All the

.“Wcll,’I suppose it docs.

same——
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Qore the Buily!
(Se¢ Chapter 7.)

time at Greyfriars when Tom Merry was
a man short for the mitch? IIe played
up like a giddy International !”

“Well, so he did; but, all the same, 1
dare say that was only a fluke. Look at
the fat idiot now!”

“Fathead!” answered Figgins, “It
wasn't a fluke, and couldn’t have heen.
Heo played up splendidly from start to
ﬁui’sh, and practically won the match for
us.”
Fatty Wynn grunted.

He could not deny that Wally Bantuer
had plared a wonderful game on that
great occasion; and yet he felt he was

vi ht, and that the fat, self-satisficd Owl

was no footballer,

How to reconcile those two things was
rather a puzzle, though there wonld
have been no difficulty in the matter if
he conld have guessed that Billy Bunter
had taken his cousin Wally’s place at =t,
Jim’s.

But nobody at St, Jim’s Jveaned of
that,

“Wolve got to play  him." suid
Piggius decidedly,  “That's why we

2“;\ lot of the chaps have been growl-
ing at me about_putting him in thy
eleven,” growled Figgins. “They think
he’s no player, to look at him; and, goo:l-
ness knows, he doesn’t look like a foot
baller! But a chap can believe his onn
eyes, I suppose? He’s going to play in
the ITouse match if 1 have fo yauk hint
to Little Side by his fat cavs.  Aftor thet
he can go and cat coke!”

Figginy was in an exasperated nood,
which was not surprising under the cie-
cunstances,

The New Heuse chums had tukin no
end of trouble to bag Bunter for theis
House, and it bad carned them a licking.
They fouud him unendurable iu thy
study, yet they put up with him. z
all would have ben in vain if e did net
turn up trumps on the footer-growud in
the ouse match.

On that point Figgins was dederiiued,
Bunter had to play for his Tlouse,

There would never be another appr-
tunity, co far as they went; for Figgtis
v awiore that Buater wonld ba shiftod

v Cien LIanraky.. -MNa 572,
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to the School Houso after a time. So
long as the New House had him they
were going to get the benefit of him.

And after that the School House could
have him_ as soon as they liked; und
certainly Figgins & Co. were not likely
to weop when he shouk the dust of their
study from his feef.

But it was easier to determine that
Bunter should practise’ with the team
than to make him do it. When the New
Houge footballers were ready to begin
the Owl of Greyfriars had vanished.

Bunter was tha biggest duffer at footer
that ever muffed a kick, but he was
firmly persuaded that he was a first-class
man,

The fact that he had been excluded
from the Remove Eleven at Greyfriars
he attributed to jealousy of his great
prowess.

Still, he could not fail to be aware that
fellows who saw him play had no desire
to avail themselves of his services.
Along with his conceit he had a great
gift of cunning. He was fully resolved
to enjoy the distinction of playing in a
House match; and, in spite of his con-
ceit, ho realised that if Figgins saw him
play Figgins would never have him in

is eleven.

That was the chief cause of his disdain-
ful attitude. Nobody at St. Jim’s was
going to see him play footer till they saw
him 1n the New House team for tho big
match, when it would be too late for
Figgins to change his mind. For,
whether it was jealousy of hig pawers or
not, Bunter was aware that Figging
would drop him like a hot potato 1if he
once saw him play.

It was necessary, therefore, to avoid
the practice game of that afternoou, aml
Bunter avoided it by going out of gates,
He had another attraction out of gates.
Racke & Co. of the School House were
going out, and the Owl of Greyfriars
had calmly decided to attach himself to
them,

In his few davs at 8t, Jim’s Bunter had
learned something of Racke and his set.

In fact, there were few things that
the Peeping Tom of Greyfriars did not
nnse out sooner or later.

Bunter wasn't shocked at the black
sheep of the School House. The Owl
rather prided himself on being a blade.
It was the disastrous vesult of playving the
gay dog that had made him so anxious to
ot away from Grovfriars, and leave the
penalty for his cousin Wally to puy. But
the fatuous Owl was ready to play the
yvay dog again,

'hen Racke and Crooke and Serope
strolled out of gates Bunter strolled
after them, and he had been gone half
un hour when the New House footballers
went down to practice, and Figgins
sought for him to round him up.

iggins, naturally, sought him in vain.

The chieof of the New House juniors
was in a rather excited and wrathful
frame of mind when he came down to
Little 8ide without Bunter. ITa called
to Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, who was
there with Study No. 6.

*8ecn Bunter, D' Arey 2"

““Yaas, wathah, deah boy!"”

“Oh, good!” excluimed Tiggins, in
relief. I believe -he’s dodging the
footer. Where iy he?”

“1 weally do not see why he should
dodge  the footah, Figagins:  Wally
Buntah 1s wathah a keen footballah.”

“Well, where is he, anyhow?"” askod
Figgins,

“T am sowwy I do not know his pwe-
sent whereabouts, Figging.”

“You said vou'd seen him!" hooted
the exasperated Figgins,

“Yaas, so I have, In class, you
know.”
Tur Gey Laprauny. - No. 572,

“ Ass ! ghricked Figign:.

“Weally, Figgings—-"

“1 saw him in  classes,
howled Figgins.

Arthur Augustus uodded.

“I have no doubt you dul,
you are in the samc Form.”

“Oh, you—you chump!
seen him gince lessons?”

“1 wefuse to be called a
Figging,”

*“Have you seen that fat burbler since
lessons?” yelled Figgins.

“Weally, Figgins, 1 wish vou would
not wosh at.me:. It thwows me into
quite a fluttah when a fellow woars at
me.”

“*You—you—you—-""

‘““Howevah, I have not seen him since
lessons,” added Arthuar Augustus. And he
walked away.

“Come on, Figey,” said Kerr, with a
grin,
fat bounder. He's gone out, I cxpect.”

“T—I'Il burst hirm when he comes in!”
growled Viggins. *“Fancy, a new kid,
only came on Monday, und he’s cffered a
place in the House team, and he turns
up hisfat nose at it! If he tries to dodge
us on Saturday TI-I'I1—-I'-—"

“ Are we ever going to begin?" asked
Redfern, with an air of martyr-like
patience,

“Oh, get going, and
snapped Figgins.

And the New House foothallers got
going  without DBunter. That valued
vouth was otherwise.engaged just then-—
very otherwise,

fathoad!”

Have you

churap,

he  blowed!”

————

CHAPTER 9.
A Gay Time.
L] SAY, you fellows!"”
Racke & Co. looked rotind.
They hud left Rylcombe Lane,
and crossed a field and entered
an old barn, where the sportive youths
expected to be free from observation.
Since Rucke’s man had cleared out of
the neighbourhoed the festive Aubrey

had lost the headyuarters whore he had:

been accustomed to resort fur a little
game. But a little game was & necessity
to a fellow of Racke's shady tastes
While the other fellows were more
strenuously engaged, Racko & (lo. were
planning to enjoy a quiet game of poker
in the barn.

Aubrey had introduced poker to his

cheery set. It had the advamtage that it
was & much more reckless formm of
gambling than nap or banker.
«xThe three black sheep stared grimly at
Bunter as his ‘fat form was {ramed in
the doorway of the old barn. They were
not glad to see him.

“Well, what do you want, barrei?”’

asked Crooke surlily.

“Oh, really, you know——

“Fourth Form fags not wanted here !”
growled Scrope. *'Cut-it!”

“T'm not talking to you,” said Bunter
with dignity. ‘‘I simply wanted to ask
Racke i? he could change a banknote for

ne,

“1 could,” said Racke; “but T waut
my change. Ask somebody else.”

“Well, you sec, I've asked at the tuck-
shop, but Mrs. Taggles couldn’t change
a ten-pound note,” said Bunter. ©
could ask my Honsemaster, but old Ratty
would- ber down on me, as likely as not,
for having a tenner at all.”

Racke & {'o. exchanged a quick glance.

They Lad come theve to gamble um(m{{
themselves, but they were not at all
averse from devoting sowe little time

”

to relieving a new fellow of his pocket-

money. Jf Bunter had a tenner he was

quite welcome in thut eelect circle so]

long as the tenner lasted.

Figgay, as.

“Wea'd better begin without the-

NOW ON
SALE.

Three agreeable smiles were turned on
Bunter as if by magic.

“Well, T don’t know that I could
change 1t,” said Racke, “I'in rather
short of money to-day—only about seven
or eight pounds about me.”

rooke and Scropo snecred. It was
like Racke to remark that he was short
of money when he had twice as much ag
eithor of them,

“Well, [ dare say I can get it changed
in the village,” suid Bunter. “You fel-
lows going that way '

“Well, you sces ~--"

“1 say, are they cards vou've got
there?” asked Dunter, blinking at
Racke's hand. “I’ll tell you what, you
chaps! If you care for banker, or nap,
I'm your man!”’

Buntor’s fat face did not betray that
he knew perfectly well that the shady
trio had come there for the especial pur-
pose of playing cards. He preferred to
let them suppose that he was an
unsuspicious new fellow, with tastes like
their own.

“Well, mum's the word.” said Racke.
“We were going to play poker.”

“Ripping game !” said Punten

“Qh, you play it?” asked Crooke.

“Yes, rather! I learned it from
Angol of the Fourth. He’s a goay chap
at Greyfriars,” said Bunter.

“Never heard of bhim,” yawned
Crooke. “But if you'd like to take a

hand, Bunter, you're welcome.” )
“Quite welcome,” said Scrope. I
can see that you're a sportsman,

Buntor.”

“That's me all over!” answered
Bunter. “I hope you fellows don’t play
for bob stakes, though., 1'm accustomed
to something rather big.”

“No limit ?”* asked Racke.

“That's my style.”

“We'll see you through, then.”

Another aquick glance was exchanged
among tha voumy rascals. It was
tacitly agreed that they were to skiu
Bunter before their own game hegan.

The fat junior sat down on a beam,
and Racke upturned an old bucket to
serve as a card-table, Deal fell to
Aubrey, and he handed round the cards,
five to each.

Billy Bunter blinked at his cards. Ile
kpew the rules of poker, though ho waa
a hapeless duffer at that eame as well an
at move manly gamos. His eves glistened
behind his glasses as ho found himself in
possession of four queens and an ace.

“Draw any ?” yawned Racke.

Crooke and Scrope drew cards, but
Bunter shook his head. With such a
hand a3 that he knew it waa best to
“play pat.”

The betting began with shillings, and
Bunter dropped in one shilling. It
belonged to Rodfern, from whom he had
borrowed if that morning.

The stake wans raised to half-a-crown,
and sgain Buntor came in, with a half-
crown that had formerly been the
property _of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
After that Racke put in four shillings
with a flourish. The three looked at
Banuter.

The fat junior half-drew a pocket-book
from his 1nside pocket, but let it slip
back again.

“Can't cut up a tenner,” he grinned.
“IN put in TOG's till the finish, and
redeem them afterwards.”

Racke nodded assent,

Billy Bunter scribbled “10s., W. G. B.”
on a fragment of an old letter and
dropned it intd the pool.

“My hat! You're going it ! remarked
Crooke. *“But I'll sce you!”

And Gerald Crooke dropped in a red
ten-shilling note.

His comrades followed his example,
and Bunter followed on with & pound in
paper.
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Scrope passed, but Crooke and Racke
continued.  They grinned at one
another.

Anyone less obtuse than W. (. Bunter
would have divined that Racke had
planted a good hand on him with the
intention of drawing him on, having pro-
vided himself with a better one. But
Bunter was too busy with his own game
of spoof to realise that he also was being
spoofed,

Pounds dropped freely into the pool,
and Crooke passed out of the game, still
grinning.  The three were to recover
their stakes and share the plunder after-
wards, and Crooke and Scrope had only
passed to keep up appearances.

Pound after pound dropped in, till
Bunter had written paper to the valtuc of
ten pounds in the pool.

Then Racke called.

“Four of a kind,” he remarked care-
lessly as he laid four kiugs and an ace
face upward on the old bucket.

Bunter stared at the cards, and
gasped.
Four kings, of ecourse, beat four

queens, and Racke had won the pot.

“Oh !" gasped Bunter.

“What's yours ?”’ smiled Racke.

“Quick - quick - queens !  stuttered
Bunter,

““Well, that was a near thing,” said
Racke agreeably. “You're a real sport,
Bunter, to go in so deep on four queens,
I rather think I take the pool.”

“QOh, dear!”

Racke turned out the pool and counted
up Buntexr's paper. R

““Nine-pounds-ten,” he said coolly.
“(thuck over the tenner, dear boy, and
I'll give you ten shillings change.’

“The — the tenner!”  stammered
Bunter.

“VYea"

“QOh, I—I say, vou fellows, I thiuk
that's D'Arcy calling me!” exclaimed
Buntey hastily.

He jumped up and made for the door.

With a spring a good deal like that of
a tiger Racke of the Shell was after
him, and he gresped the fat junior by
the shoulder and ya.nked him back,

*““No, you don’t!” he said grimly.
“You gettle up first, my pippin!”

“Oh, really, Racke--- "

“Trot out that tenner!” satd Racke
roughly.

. “Iry—_I say, you know, the -the fact

“You fat swindler, pay up {"”

“1f you call me names, Racke, I shall
decline to pay up !’ said Buuter, with
dignity.

“We'll gee abont that!” said Aubrey
Racke. “Now, then, are you going to
hand over what you've lost, you dushed
fat thief 7

“Be a sport, Bunter " urged Crovke.
*You've last, you know !” J

Billy DBumter cast a longing leok
towards the doorway.

“I- I say, you fellows,” he gasped, *'1
- I'm going to settle, of course. 'The.
the fact is, T'm expecting a postal-order,
and tho—"*

“What?"”

“The minute it comes T’ll settle up ™
gasped Bunter.  “I1- L mean, I'm ex-
pecting a tenner, you know, from . from
one of my titled relations. The minute
it comes I'll hand it over——"

“You'll hand over the one you've got
about you, you fat rotter !".

“My hat!”’ exclaimed Crooke, us a
sudden light dawned on him. “He
hasn’t got a tenner at all! Ile’s been
spoofing us !”

“What " velled Racke,

“Qh, really, you know--
Bunter feably.

The truth dawned upon Anbrey Racke.
That innocent guestion of Bunter’s, as
to whether he “could change a tenmner,”
had been intended to give him the im-

mumbled
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pression that Bunter had a ten-pound
note when lhie hadn't |

All the cash he had posscssed--Red-
fern’s shilling and D’ Arey’s balf-crown—
was in the pool, and the fragments of
paper with figures scribled on them were
worth their weight as wastepaper, and
no more !

Racke of the Shell, who prided himself
on being the sharpest customer an
keenest bird at St. Jim’s, had been taken
in by this fat Owl as easily as a baby!

Indeed, if he hadn’t taken ‘the pre-
caution of cheating Bunter hée might
bave had to hand over hard cash, while
Bunter was risking in the game nothing
but fragments of old letters!

For a' full minute Racke stared at
Bunter with wrath gathering in his face,
hardly able to believe that he had been
taken m like this,

Then the storm burst. “

‘*“You--you--you fat thief ! he howled.
“You--you've got no. moncy at all!”

“Ob, really, Racke! I--I'm expecting
a postal-order—- -

*“¥-—T'Il emash you !> roared Racke.

“Yarooch! Help! FKire! Murder!
Yoooaoa

™

Bunter hardly knew what happened in
the next five minutes. In thuat brief
space of time--which did not seem brief
to_him—h¢ paid for all his sius.

He sat up in the barn and blinked
after Racke & Co., who were walking
away., He gasped and sputtered, and
sputtered and gasped, and groped down
his back for his spectacles, and groaned
deeply.

When the enterprising Owl of Grey-
friars tottered out of the barn he was
feeling that life wns not worth living.
He limped home to St. Jim's with
gasp and a groan at every step.

Billy Bunter had set out for a sportive
afternoon. He was not feeling sportive
when he limped in, at last, at the gates
of 8t. Jim's, The way of the transgrossor
had turned out to be hard!

CHAPTER 10.
Not Popular,

OM MERRY & CO. had the plca-
sure—or otherwiso—of seeing a
great deal of Billy Bunter during
the next few days,

Tiggy’s determination-to get him along
to footer practice gave the Owl a great
deal of dodging to do.

He bestowed the honour of his company
upon the chums of the School House to a
considerable extent. As he confided to
them, he was going 1o be a School House
chap—as soon as his father was heard
from,

His father, as a matter of fact, hudn't
the: faintest idea that Willlam George

' owas anywhere near St, Jim's. 1t was

TWally's father Bunter referred to.

Wally Bunter's father was away from
home on war-work, and it was some days
before the Haad received a reply from
him. And that reply ‘'was only to refer
Dr, Hobmes to Mr. Penman, of Canter-
bury, who had sent Wally Bunter to
school. So the Head had to write again;
and, meanwhile, Bunter remained an in-
mate of the New House—heartily sick of
4dt, An truth, though not so sick of the
Huouse as the House was of him,

Mr. Rateliff, when he deigned to
notice Bunter's existence at all, generall
did so with a suap, and the fat junior’s
podgy fingers were often sumrting.
Figgins & Co. barely tolerated him in
the study ; but the saving grace of being
a good -footballer—or being suppgsed to
be one—savéd Bunter from complete con-
tempt thers, "What they would think of
him after the House match was a very
luteresting question.

With Study No. 6 open to receive him,
Bunter was quite auxious to be trans-

Three-halfpence, i1

ferred, but for the present he was New
House. Blake & Co. did not view tho
prospect with any joy. Even Arthur
Augustus, perhaps, had some slight
doubts as to whether Bunter would be
enjoyable company in No. 6. But Arthuy
Angustus was not a fellow to go back on
his word,

Meanwhile, Bunter epont a good deal
of time in Study No. 6, whichy, as it hap-
pened, had the effect of making that
study less and less kecn to have him there
permanently.

“That fellow Figgins is ufter me for
footer!” he sdid, as he ¢vopped in after
lessons on Friday, *“I've told him it's
too. dark.”

“**There is some Jight, Buntah ! ve-
marked Avthur Augustus, who was get-
ting tea. “ Blake and Hewwies and Dig
have gone down.”

“Let "em " replied Buuter, “¥ don't
need all that practice, you know. You—
ahem t—you've seen me play footer!”

**Yaas, wathah; and it was wippin’!"”

“Footer’s my strong point!”’ remarked
Bunter, Llinking at him. ¢ Cricket, of
course, I play well, and other games; but
I must say I'm 4 dab at footer, It's really
my game}”

“Yaas®"

“I'm not at all sure T ehall play for

Figgins on_ Saturday,” said  Bunter
loftaly.  “His team ain’v up to my

formn !

“But weally, Buntah, vou ave bound
to play fjm' your House if you are
wanted !’

“Well, T dare say I shall be gouwd-
natured !’ said Bunter, " That's a fault
of mine—¥m always too good-natured;
always thinking of others, yoia know!
Are you going to have tea now?"

‘““When Blake comes in, Buntah!”

“May as well begin now!”

“Blake is goin to bwing in ihe gwub,
denr-boy! There ian't much!”

“DBlessed if I see what you go short
for1” said Bunter. “You've got plenty
of tin, and o chap with plenty of tin can
always get round the rations, with a bit
of gumptiont”

“I twust, Buntah, that I shall nevah
havo that kind of gumption!” «aid Arthuy
Augustus sternly.

“Alnegx! I—I mean, of—of course,
OU~——

““Bai Jove! I weally think I'll go down
to the footah befoah teal! It is ‘weally
quite light!® said Arthur Augustus,
“Will you come, Buntah?”

“No fear! Figging will nail me!”

“But why not do some pwactice, deah
boy ¥’

“I don’t need it!”

“Pwactice makes perfect, you know !
suggegted D'Aray.

“Ol, yes; but I'm perfect already. o
fay as footer goes!” explained the Owl of
Greyfriars.

“Oh!?

And Arthur Augustus went alone. And
he did not adomt,-even to himself, tha
he had gone in order to es¢ape from
Bunter’s fascinating society.

Billy Bunter hlinked round the study
discontentedly. He hlinked into the cup-
board, found a jor of calves'-foot jelly
there, and ate it--the jelly, not the jar;
though really he looked as if he could
almost have eaten the jar. too.

Then e went along to Tom Merry's
study. 'The Terrible Three were out, and
-the cupboard door was locked.

“Suspicious beasts > mutitered Bunter
in disgust.  *“Just as if they’re afranl
thut a chap might be after their grub!
| Pah1”

He looked into Racke's study next,
and found Racke and Crooke there. They
scowled at him over the tea-table,

“fret out!l” anapped Racke, reacling
for a missile.
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Bunter eyed him warily as he came
irto the study.

“I’'m sorry to say, Racke, that you're
booked for trouble!” he remarked.

“What do you mean, you, fat chump?”
growled Aubrey uneasily. Racke lived
under a constant drend: of his shady ex-
ploits coming to light. That was oue of
the drawbacks of being a merry blade.

“I've been thinking over what hap-
rened on Wedunesday{” said Dunter.
** I'm shocked at you, Racke!”

“What?”

“You were gambling, and you drew
me into it—me, an innocent new chap !”
said Bunter. ‘"It was really disgusting,
Racke! I wonder you can look me in the
fuce afterwards!”

“Why, you—you—-",

“I feel bound to ask the House-
master’s advice about it!”’ said Bunter.

“You fat worm!” hissed Racke.
““Does that mean that you are going to
sneak ?”

“I'm afraid it's my duty, Racke!”

“Well, go and sneak! And I shall
deny the whole yarn!” said Racke.
**Crooke and Scrope will bear me out!”

“I don’t want to be unfriendly, old
siout!” said Bunter. *“The fact 15, ¥'m
prepared to stand by you as a pal! But
1 must oxplain how the matter stands!
i'm expecting a postal-order-—"

“Wha-a-at?”

“ A postal-order! It’s been delayed in
tho post. Now, as a pal, I think you
wmight lend me the ten Lob, and take the
postal-order when it comes. What do you
think of the idea?”

Racke stared at him.

“If you treat mo as a pal, of course,
T'm prepared to stand by you,” said
Bunter, ‘“But, mind, T expect to be
treated welll That's only far! If you
like to lend me tho fifteen shillings—
Yarooooh!”

Whiz!

A oushion flew across tho study, and
caught Bunter under the fat chin,

The Owl of Greyfriars spun back into
tho doorway with a yell, and sat down
tiere, hard,

“Give_me that hassock, Crooke!”
shouted Racke.

“Here you are!™

But Billy Bunter did not wait for the
hassock ; tho cushion had been enough for
him, He flew.

The hassock whizzed out into the pas-
sage after him. But Bunter was first,
wnd he just escaped.

“0h, crumbs!” gasped Bunter, as he
seuttled down the staircase. *“Obh,
u'lkey! The beast! Oh! Ow! Oh, my
hatV?

. Crash! The Ow! of tho Remove rushed
iuto. Grundy of the Shell, who was
coming upstairs.

Grundy gave a gasp, and grasped the
Owl by -oue fat ear. There was & dismal
yell from Bunter.

“Yow-ow-ow}  Leggo, Tom Merry,
you beast! Yow-ow!”

“Where are you running to?" de-
manded Grundy. “I'm not Tom ey,
sou blind owl!”

“Yarooh! Leggo!”

- Grundy sat him down on the staivs,
snorted, And went on. Bunter shook a fat
fis§ aftér him,

C¥ah! Beast! Come back, aud I'll
lick you!” he howled.

Georgo Alfred Grundy swung round,
aud started back, According to the pro-
verh, second thoughts are Dest; and on
second thoughts Bunter decided not- to
lile Grundy. He scudded out of the
Hchool House instead.

His fat fice wore a frown when he
came into Figging' study in the New
Tlonse and found the Co. at tea.
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“Is that all thero is for ¢ca?” he
snorted.

“That's alll” sna%ed
“There’d be more
whack, as any decent fellow would.

“0Oh, really, Wynn—-"

“You could have tea in Hall, you
know,” suggested Kerr.

“Tve had tea in Ilall,” grunted
Bunter, .

And ho sat down to take the lien's
share of what was going in the study.
After tea Ficgins referred to the sub-
ject_of football. R

“You've dodged footer practice all the
week, Bunter,” he said.

“0Oh, don’t worry!"”

“You're playing for the Ilouse to-
morrow,” said Figgins, controlling his
wrath, *I want you to put up a good
game.”

Bunter sniffed.

“There won't be a follow there to
touch me,” he said. “T’Il play--just to
s'ho“:’ you fellows what footer's really

Fatty Wynn.
o stood your
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“Well, if you can show us anything
we don't know, we'll be glad to learn,”
said Figgins mildly, “But no dodging
off after dinner! I may as well say that
I shall keep an eye on you.”

Figging did keep an eye on Dunter
after lessons the next day. But as it
happencd it was not needed.

The Owl of Greyfriars was quite ready
to spread himself in a House match.
When the junior footballers went down
to Little S8ide Bunter went with them;
and he rolled on to the field with an air
of suprcme self-satisfaction in his footer
rig—{ooking as if he were on the point
of bursting through at all quarters.

CHAPTER 11.
Bunter’s Goal.

HEEP!
P Lefevre of the Fifth blew the

whistle.

Two good junior teams were in
the ficld. Tom Merry's eleven was good
all through; and Figgy’s eleven, like the
egg in the story, was good in parts.
The New House had a smaller number
of players to choose from; but that
deficiency, Figgins hoped, was made up

by the bagging of that distinguished |

player Bunter. If Bunter put up suc¢h
a game as Wally Bunter had played at
Groyiriars Lo would certainly be a tower
of strength to his side; snd Figgins felt
that, in that case, he could forgive him
all his fyults and failings.

Thererwas a good crowd rovnd the
field to see the House match, and Bunter

drew a. good manf glances.  Fetllows
who had seen Wally Bunter play ex-
pected great things of him.  Other

fellows wondered what made Figgy so
crass an ass 88 to play the Owl in the
match at all.  Certainly, as ho_stood
blinking in the front line, he did not
look much like a topping footballer.

Buntor had demanded tho place of
centre-forward, and Figging had con-
ceded it. The Ow! of Greyfriars had a
fixed belief that he looked. the very
thing, as he stood there, with his podgy
nose elevated and a lofty expression on
his fat faco.

Figzins had suggested that he shoukd
remove his glusses for the match, in case
of accidents; but WBuntcer declined. As
a matter of fact, the Owl of ‘Greyfriars
wou'd bave been quite helpless without
them—though prohably that would not
have made much differenco to the quality
of his footer.

The New I[louse got away with a rush
from the whistle, and Figgins’ forwards
bore down through the enemy—with the
exception’ of tﬁe centre man. He
labourcd after the rest, pufing and
blowing.

.the help of a gmsix
o

OW 0
"SN.E.“

There was o vell from New House
fellows round the ropes.

“ (et a move on, porpoise !”

“Roll on, barrel!”

“Yah! Wake him up!”

“Bai Joye!” murmured Arthur
Augustus D'Arey. “1 weally thought
Wally Buntah wag a footballah! This
is vewy wemarkable!”

There was a long and hard tussle in
the School House half, in which Bunter
did not take part—excepting for one
effort to take tﬁe ball away from Kerr,
which fortunately failed. School House
rallied, and drove the enemy back into
their own territory, and a fat figure was
strewn on the field behind them as they
advanced.

It was Billy Bunter, gasping and
grunting, and clutching around for his
spectacles.

The School Iouse pressed on, and the
ball went in from Tom Merry’s foot, and
there was a delighted roar from School
House partisans.

6 Goul !,Y

Billy Bunter serambled to his feob with
from George Iig-
ring. Figgins was lookitig at him as if
e would eat him

“Bunter " he gasped.

“Yow! Leggo!”

“Why don’t yod play up?” howled
Figgins.

“Why don’t you?” retorted DBunter.
“Tlow can a chap play up in a gang of
fumblers hike this? Call this football 7

“You—you clumsy, fatheaded Hun!”
roared Figgins, “You've taken us in
somehow ! You can’t play footer!”

“Fat lot you kuow about footer!
Why, the Second Form at Greyfriars
would cackle at this!” snorted Bunter,

“You—you--you—""

“Lino up !” "

Figgins controlled his feelings. He
was amazed as well as enraged. For it
was evident to the veriest tyro on the
field that Bunter could not pl{;y footer—
and it was on his football reputation
that Figgins & Co. had bagged him.

And this was a House match—and
Figgins had put that hopeless dud into
the centre of his front line expecting
huge things of him there!

The ball was kicked off again, Fig-
ging suppressing feelings that were too
deep for words. Bunter did not kick
off ; Redfern was shifted to centre.

Billy Bunter’s-eyes gleamed behind his
glasses. The New House players had
dropped him out of account; they played
as if he were not thore. Dut that did
not suit Bunter. He was going to dis-
tinguigh himself.

He rushed into tho fray.

Tom Merry & Co. had brought the
ball up to the New Houso goz\f Red-
fern bagged it from D'Arey, and was

-about to clear, when Bunter took him

i flank.

As Reddy was not expeeting an at-
tack from onc of bis own side he was
natarally taken by surprise. Bunter cap-
tured the ball, leaving Redforn in a
dazed condition, and rushed it for goal—
but, unfortunately, owing to short sight
and general ouvtuseness, he niistook the
goals, and rnshed for the New House
citadel.  Refore Fotty Wynn could
realise that a New House forward was
kicking for the New House goual, the
ball shot in.

There was an almost hystorical yell
round the ficld.

“@Goal! CGoal!”

“Tla, ha, ha!”

“Bravo, Bunter!”

“Wall kicked! Ha, ha, ha!”

Fatty: Wynn seemed frozen. 8o did
Fizgins, for a moment or two. Then,
as the wholé field yelled, he rushed upon
Dunter and grasped him by the back of
the neck.
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“Yarooh! Leggo!” howled Bunter.
“There’s a goal for you, you fumblers!
That's the way {o play footer!”

“Iia, ha, ha!”

“Oh, ewikey !

“It's our goal!” shrieked Figgins.
“Youw've kicked a goal against us!

Vou-—you unspeakable toad! You fat
villain! Youn crijgginz Hun! You-—you
—-you—- Get off the ficld! You—you
yahoo, bunk !

“I--T say, you fellows—— Yow-ow-

wooonp !’

The cnraged Figgins, with an fron
grip on Bunter's neck, fairly ran him
off the ficld, finishing with a powerful
drive from a rather ﬁlrge football boot
which landed the fat junior amoug the
howling spectators.

Bunter did not appear on the field of
play again; and the School House won
the game, although the New IHouse
fellows played up desperately.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

A terrific burst of merriment greeted
;Hxlly Bunter when he put his fat face
into Study Na. 6. where Tom Merry &
Co. were celebrating their victory over
their old rivals.

“I-1 sy, you fellows—-"
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“J1s, ha, hal?

“Bai  Jove, DBuntah,
corkah, you know!”

*QOh, really, Gussy -

“What a stroke of luck that the New
House bagged you, Bunter!” roared
Tom Merry. *‘Otherwise, I should have
put you in my eleven! What an
escape !”’

*“I ghall be able to play for you now,
Merry,” said Bunter, blinking at him.
“T'm not going back to the New
House——""

“I shouldn’t think your life would be
safe theve if you did,” chuckled Blake.

“Pve just seen Railton,” went on
Bunter. **That blessed letter has come
at last; and the Head says I'm to be in
the Bchool House. I'm jolly glad to
have done with Figgins & Co. They'rs
a rotten lot.”

“Weally, Buntah——"

“I ean't say I think
footer, either.

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

‘“Bo yon can put me
cleven, Tom Merry!”

“TIl put you down fast encugh, and
hard enough, if you come anywhere near
my eleven!” grinned Tom Merry.
“Not taking any, my pippin! You've

yeu  are a

’

much of their

down for your
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played in your last Iouse match here,
Bunter.”

“1 hardly expected this jealousy from
you, Tom Merry—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter drowned Bunter's
further remarks. It was pretty certain
that the Owl of Greyfriars would never
figure in Tom Merry's eleven—but, at
least, he was to be an inmate of Study
No. 6 in the School House; therc was
no help for that.

Blake & Co. wondeced how they would
be able to stand him—and even Arthur
Augustus wondered a little.

But Billy Bunter had no doubts. He
fully expected to be popular—being a
fellow of so much charm!

That evening his belongings were
transferred to the School ITouse; and he
confided to Arthur Augustus that from
that date they were gomng to be simply
inseparable—to which Arthur Augustus
replied, m faltering tones:

“Yaas, wathah1”

THE END

(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St

Jim's — “SPOQF ! -— by Martin
C.ifford.)

I Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?”
and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”

THE MYSTERY OF CLIVE. % By Ernest Levison.

ARDEW'S an ass-—an awful asst
Oh, I know very well it's been said
before—Jots of times. 1 don't claim
any originality for the statement.

And I know he's a c¢lever ass, All of us in
No. 9 have brains, for that matter.

Clive's are the ordinary sort of brainz—good
enough, but not remarkable,

Mine are—well, if 1 said what mine really
are I might be accused of swank.

But Cardew's are extraordinary. I don't
mean In quantity, or yet exactly in quality,
but in kind. Theéy aren't a bit like these of
abyoue else 1 ever met.

It was a kind of shock to hoth Cardew and
me when Clive got mysterious.

Yonu see, he is not that sort of chap. Cardew
can make mysteries out of almost nothing.
But Clive is generally as easy to sce through
as a pane of glass.

80 I was no e¢nd surprised when Clive an-
swered my query as to whether he was coming
along to the Grammar School ground to sce
us play Gay’s crowd by saying that he had-an
engagement elscwhere, N

He almost blushed when he said it, and
looked quite confused. Cardew stared at him
bhard. Cardew says he has the eyes of a tynx,
you know.

It was only as a matter of form I had put
the question. I rcally had not felt any doubt
about the answer. Clive and Cardew always
do come along when I am playing, unless the
matceh is too far off for followers of the team
to be allowed.

Study No. 9 is not quite as well represented
in the St, Jim's Junior Eleven as I consider
it should be,

I am a fixture in the team, so I can't
grumble personalty. Cardew slacks, so he
has_no right to grumble; but I malntain that
he ‘might be in the first balf-dozen if he
would only take the game seriously.

But Clive—well, I know that Tom Merry
honestly considers Lowther a shade better
than our man; but I honestly don’t. And
there are one or two others about whom I
Liave my doubts,

Clive never grumbles; he is not that sort.
But I know that he does feel sometimes that
watching a game in which he might be play-
ing is riather dull work.

All the same, I was surprised when he said
he was not coming along to see us put it
over the Uraminarians,

“ Got an engagement, Sidney?” said Cardew
sweetly. “Oh, good! P'm tired of spectatin’,
¥koow, Il foddle along with you.»

Clive really blushed then.
“Jorry, old chap!” he mumbled. “But—-
Oty well, I can't take you, and ehat's all about

Cardew wagged a reproving finger at him,

“Naughty, naughty !* he said.

“You silly futhead! What do you mean?”
roated Clive.

“Cherchez la femme!" replicd Cardew, look-
ing ever so knowing.

“You potty idiot!
looking for girls——?

«I am glad you say *‘may,’ Sidney, for you
must admit that, as a matter of faet, 1
dow’t. It is true that they sometimes pursue
me. But my fatal beauty, my extraordinary
fascimition—these things are misfortunes, not
fanlts, And it is bard to be reproached with
one's misfortuncs—hard, indeed!” ™

“You chump! I'm nob reproaching you
with your beauty or your fascination—never
knew you had them, and don't believe it now,
And if you don’t nm after girls I believe it's
only beecause you're too slack and lazy-——>

“Not hecause he has your extremely proper
views on the eubject, Clive,” I put in,
grinning.

“Well, I do think it's rot for chaps of our
age. Look ab Gussy, now

“But you an’ I an’ Gussy are not all the
same age, dear hoy,” said Cardew, looking
quite serious,

“ Asa! There fsn’t six months' diffecrence
between any fwo of usi?

“ Years, okd gun—decades! Gussy is about
twelve, for any practical purpose. You are—
shall we say a rather youthful thirteen? 1
—1 am forty, at least. an’ beginnin’ to feel
old age crecpin’ upon me like a giddy thief in
the night, y'Enow.»

“Hot! You know what T mean. All that
sort of thing is all very well at its right time;
but 1 dou't expect to have any time to spare
to fall in tove before P'm twenty-five at least,”
said Clive,

“ An’ the image thinks that fellows fall in
love in their spare time!” gibed Cardew,
“Why, fidney, dear, innocent lad, a chap in
love positively bash't any spare time! Jt's
all taken up with runnin’ after the fair one
an' meditatin' upon her extraordinary per-
fections—ses 7

“ Rot V'* snapped Clive again,

“But I resih irve the dear Bidney has
suecumbed to the shafts of the archer,”
Cu{de\v said to me later, when Clive had gone
out.

“Eh? Sucoummbed to what?® I asked, mot
catching on,

You may trot round

“Don't you ever read the classics, dear
?n

“(Only when I have to.”

“Bven that should have been enough to
put you wise fo Cupid with his bow—Cupid,
son of Venus—called Eros by the Greeks,”

“Qh, that piffle!” 1 said, “Chuck it,
Cardew! Clive is about the Jast chap I know
to get potty about a girl.”

“Ernest, ingenuous youth, are you not
aware that it is just the very last chap likely
to fall in love who does it—souses in right up
to his giddy neck?”

“ Rot ! Why, by that T might go doing it!"”

«1 can think of nothin® more extremely pro-
bhahle {» drawled that silly ass.

He was all wrong, of course. Don't I fancy
1 can see myself? Not much:

And Cardew did not really believe it of me.
But he stuck to his notion about Clive.

[

l George,” sald Cardew to Durrance an

hour or fwo later,

Durrance is a level-headed chap In most
ways; but Cardew can lead him into playing
the fool somietimes. Durrance is no end fond
of Cardew—partly, 1 suppose, because he had
no people of his own {ill it was found Qut tiny
be was Commander Durrance’s son, aud our
silly ass's cousinm.

“Right-ho {” said Durrance. “Are we goinr
to see our chaps smash up the Grammariansy?

Cardew yawned,

“Nothin® so dull an’ trite, dear boy,” lLo
answered languigly.

“1 gon't, eall that dull, you know.”

«4Tot homines, tot scntentim,’?
Cardew.

He will trot out this classical stufi when
the fit takes him, though he's always getting
into rows with Lathom for not preparing his
construes. When we have Cicero to do he
will stick his head into the “FEneid,” and gns
about old Publins Virgiliua Maro being & greag
poet; but when if’s Virgil that ought to he
done he reads (. Henry or Mark Twain.

«Eh?” said Durrance,

In the Yourth we dow't let on that e
understand any Latin at all outside the heurs
of classics and prep. Of course, Cardew is, an
exception to that, a4 to all other rules, Bub
I've known him to pretend that he could not
translate “ Hamo sum » when it happened to
suit him to take the usual atlitude.

“Let cvery galopt think as he durned weli
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DESIRE the inestimable privilege of
your company this afternoon, cousin

said
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pleases.  Thal's an upav-aste translation,”
Cardew explained.

“Well, where
Durranee.

Y “Iél’y’ dear man, I don't know in the very
eust ™

l');lirrfnve”sl.urcd. as well he might.

s But—

“I know what we are goin’ to do. Whither
it will lead us is another matter, ¢h, my
cousin 1

“1 see,” sald Durrance.

\l!u(é he didn't, and Cardew saw that he
didn’t,

“We are goin’ to follow the dear Clive,
congin George.”

“Eh? Kollow him where? Do you mean go
with him?”

“Cousin, cousin, there have heen times
when I have suspected you of intelligencel
T regret to say that those times must now
he consigned to the limbo of the past.”

“You do talk such silly rot, Ralph!”

“On the contrary, all my utterances are
congise, perspicuous, and—"

“Now you're talking like Skimmy!”

“Am I, by Jove! That won't do. Lot
me try a fresh line. How, cousin George,
could we follow Clive an’ at the samc
time go with him?®

“Ask me another! What licks me is what
You should want to follow the chap for.”

“That is an easy one. Clive confesses to
& wmysterious enﬁ:gement this afternoon.”

“I say, you ow, Cardew, we can't go
butting in like that!”

“For Sidneg's own good, dear George—for
his own good, y'know. Hang it all, man,
what's the good of your bein' named George
if you can’t be pious an’ interferin’'?”

Durrance stared again. !

“George is a g boy's name—I don't
Jnow why. I can't argue the matter. T
should find myself up against Georgius
Quartus, some time the Prince Regent, who
wug not the very cleanest of potatoes. But
there were Oeorge Washington an’ George
arbert—holy George Herbert—you've heard
of him, old bean?”

“1 haven't, and 1 don't want to. I want
1o know what all this rot ahout spying on
old Clive is.”

“Don’t call it spyin’, George dear! Let
wi say sceoin’ that the dear youth doesn’t
et into mischief.”

“Rot! Clive isn't that sort.” )

“Should you he surprised to hear, cousin
George, that the inocent Sidney was in
love?” yawned Cardew.

“Ha, ha, ha!" chortled Durrance.

It struck him as funny for the moment.

‘ut then he saw the other side of it.

“I1f_you mean that he's going to mecet a
;.virl. }(‘lm dashed if I'm geing to dog Lim!"

1w said,

“But surely you don't agree with his doin’
such things, George? Our Sidney—our sweet,
ingenuous youth, who might almost be a
Goeorge himself, so high does he——"

“Oh, cut out all that rot, Ralph! It's
a jape you're after, I know; but somehow
U can't quite see it your way.” "

But in the long run Durrance was induced
10 see it Cardew’s way. Of course, hic knows
liow really chummy Cardew and Clive are;
Imt I fancy the real reason why he gave
in was becausc he was jolly sure Cardew
Wias wrong.

are we going?” inquired

1§ SR w8y

13 OO0K here, Cardew, I must go,” said
Clive impatiently.

We bhad already gonc off to the

Grammar School ground, and most

ol the Fourth and She!l had gone with us,

Skimmy was left behind, likewise Baggy

aad Mellish, and a few more slackers and

rotters.  But Clive must have been rather

surprised to sce that Durrance had not gone,

ond he may have felt so about Cardew,

though by this time he ouzht to have given

up Leing surprised at anyvjﬂng Cardew doos

ot doesn't.

Cardew had  kept him  talking—about
nothing in particular. Now the cool
bounder asked :

“Go?  Where You'rc not

i to, old top?
laying, are you?”
“Tom Merry asked me to DLe reserve, but
I told him I'd rather not,” replicd Clive.
He flushed slightly as he spoke, and it
occurred to Durrance that he rather evaded
the guestion whether he was playiug footer.
Durrance i3 pretty keen, you know.
“You amaze me, Sidney! Why, if you had
faken on that honourable position there
wight have been—let's see—perhaps  one

chance in ten thousand of gettin® & game.
The dear Levison might break his neck on
the way there—"

“I don't want Levison to break his neck
just to give mc a game, you cheap ass!”
snorted Clive. “Besides, if that happened,
the match would be off, of course.”

“Don't be so dashed literal, Sidney, old
gun! A minor accident, now—"

“I'm not keen on one chance, in ten thou
sand,” grunted Clive. “It's hardly good
cnough. I'm going, Cardew, 8o leave go
of my jacket!”

“But where to?" persisted Cardew.

“Didn’t I tell you I had an cngagement
for the aftcrnoon, dumrmy?”

“Oh! Ah! Yes, now that you mention
llfj‘ li'ou did casually refer to somethin’ of the
cind.”

“Casually rcfer! Why, we argued about
}t, for ever so long, you maniac!” hooted
Jlive.

“That's a fallin’ of yours, my boy—that
tendency to unnecessary argument,” said
Cardew sweetly. “You should try to over-
come it. It may grow upon you.”
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Clive only grunted at that.

“Would you care lor tlhe company of
mysclf an’ cousin George?” asked Cardew.

“No, I jolly well wouldn't!” roared Clive.
“No offence, Durrance, old chap; bhut this
lunatic Knows alrcady that I don't want
anyone with me.”

And with that Clive hurricd off.

“Clear case, ¢h, Georgicy” said Cardew.

“Hang it all, don't eall me Georgic, ass!
I draw the line at that,” said Durrance.
“Clear case of what?”

“@oin’ to meet a charmer—eh, what?”

“I don't a bit helieve it.”

“Well, well! Nous verrons. Anyway, I've
made the dear Sidney so late in startin’
that he will ride at a breakneck pace an’
never give a glance behind.  Which, as the
sleuth-hounds will be upon his trail, is all
to_the good—ch, dear cousin George?"

Clive rushed for the bike-shed, ran his
mackine up to the gates, jumped on, and
was off in the dircetion of Wayland in
about two twos.

But Durrance thought that it was queer
he should carry a bag on his handle-hars if
he were really going to meet a girl.

Cardew and Durrance got out their hikes
and pursucd Clive over Wayland Moor.

Clive never once looked round. So far
Cardew was right.

But Durrance felt pretty surc that he
was wrong otherwise.

Cardew always pretends that he doesn't
like riding hard; but he rode hard enough
then, It was about as much as Durranc:
could do to keep up with hinn

When they got to Wayland Cardew made
out that he was frightfully pumped; bhut
he wasn't a bit really, Durrance says.

“By Jove! This is worse than my blackest
dreams!” exclaimcd Cardew.

And even Durrance was
aback. For Clive had wheeled his machine
into the yard of a pub, and they saw him
%o into the place by a side door in the yard!

I say a pub, but that’s not quite fair.
It was a highly respectable hotel, and
within a minute Durrance had secn through
it _all.

For a small crowd of other fcllows, from
firtteen to eighteen or so, all with bags,
passed into the hotel hy the front door.

“Footer tcam, gone in to change,” said
Durrance. “Same with Clive, I'll bet. He's
playing footer herc this afternoon, though
why he wanted to make a mystery about &
simple thing like that licks me, I'll own.”

“What an unimaginative mind you have,

rather faken

cousin George!” said Cardew, in scornful
SOTTOW.

“Right-ho, chappie! We shall sce,” said
Durrance.

Two or threce more fellows went in, all
ready togged for the game.

“Somg of the local team,” said Durrance.
“The others would be the visiting side, and

here. Got gifts for her in that hag—ha,
Durrance remarked. “If old Clive's playing
Iv.
e did not sce them, They followed.
cyed, stopped and greeted the two—or, rather,
feels himself in the way. He's going on,”
Giedrge ?” asked Cardew.
pose ?”
a bit of an ass, Ralph—hul I could.”
“1It's sure to be something mad,” said Dur-
I though!{ you were
way?*
“TFrom that siren, dear boy.”

this place is the team’s headquarters.
Nothing in that. But I suppose your theory
is that Clive is spoony on some barmaid
ha!”

“Wait an’ see, my infant!” said Cardew
oracularly.

“Meanwhile, we might put up our bikes,”
in a game here we may as well watch it,
though I'd rather have seen the Grammar
School match, I'll own,”

LIVE came out with a good-looking
fellow two or three years older than
himself just as the two returned
from stabling their machines.

And within three minutes something hap-
pened that made Durrance doubtful, and
Cardew even more cocksure than ever.

A very pretty girl, fair-haired and hlue-
greeted Clive, for she shook hands with him,
while she only gave his companion a nod.

“The charmer! Nice, too, cousin George!"
said Cardew. “Ah, see! The other fellow

It was even so. Clive’s companion quick-
ened his pace, and left the two, while Clive
and the girl walked on more slowly.

“Now, what saith the sapient cousin

“IWell, it looks a bit like it,” admilted
Durrance. ¢ But I wouldn’'t he dead sure,
cven now. A fellow can walk by the side of
a gir?l_withoul. being in love with her, I sup-

“Can he, by gad?” returned Cardew scep-
tieally,

“Well, ean't he?” said Durrance im-
patiently. “You couldn't, I dare say—you're

“Clive couldn’'t, though—not a girl like
that,” said Cardew solemnly., <It woula he
worse for him than for Gussy. Gussy’s had
the disease hefore. Georgic, I have an ideat?
rance doubtfully.

“You disappoint me,
an admirer of mine.”

“0Oh, rats! What's the DLrilliant ides, any-

“I am going to save Clive!” replicd Cardew
dramatically.

“Chump. 1 can’t see wiat he needs saving
from.”

“Well, what's the gadget?”

“That you will see presently.”

Durrance was interested—and mystified,
He remonstrated when Cardew led him in the
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opposite direction trom thal which Clive and
the fair lady had taken.

“We don't know where ihcy are going.” he
said, “And I want to see Clive play. “'That
I\:{lll lge Detter value than your faf-hvaued

ea

“Fhey are going to the Sports Ground, of

“1 am pot o
Come on,

cpurse!” answered Cardew,
stranger in Wayland,
Porgie !"

“Qh, you blithering idiot!” greaned Dur-
rance. But he followed, /

Cardew led him to a shop where theatrical

rostumes were sold or let on bLire,
“Could you—er—transform me into a fairly

presentable young lady?” he asked the prg-;

yrietor,

The man looked him over critically.

“With a little make-up, sir, T could turn
¥you into quite a hapdsome onme,” he said,
;v}ﬂlout the quiver of a muscle in his colemn
ace.

“An’ my fricnd here?” asked Cardew. *Of
coyrse, in his case therc are naturat dis-
agyvantages to contend with, y'know, but---?

“XNot for Joseph!® snapped Durramce.

¥You mean for Georgie, dow't you, dear
hoy? Well, I let you off.
devoted escort. But in
you, you will have to fade out of
the moment I say ¢ Vanish !’ For you, Lieorgic
dear, would give the giddy gﬁ-me away.®

~ We'll see about that,” said Durramee.

He waited in the shop while Cordew wewt
info a back rgom,

He bad been there twenty mingies of 20
when a girl came owt, ahd etopped hefore trim,
- “Oh, you duck!" she spid. 1 really myst
kisg you!® ;

Durrance admits that he very nearly cut
ayd run at that, But
up his mind the drawling veice of Ralph Reck-
ness said:

“On second thoyghts, no! Causin George,

was your washin' this mornin’ geite on the
customary scale of thoroughness?” ¥

«You awful ass!"' gasped Durance, “You
dop't think I'm coming along with you like
that, do you?® d

“XNo, Georgie—no! You will come ap the
yery ordinary schoolhoy you arc. | have given

hope of any transformation of you into

the nice, modest sort of mwaiden you sce before
youl"”

»That's as well,” said Durrance, “for 1

wouldn't make a fool of mysel like that for

And as for the modest
look beastly fast, if
paint-

an admiral’s pension!
—hang it all, Ralph, you
you azk me. That chap’s overdone 4
und-powder bizney."”

But Cardew was guite satisfied with himseH |

—habit of his, by the way. And, somehow. e

arsuaded Durrance to come along with him |

o the Sports Ground. I famcy the curiopity
Durrance felt helped to make the persuading
vasier.

tardew would not say what he iutended to
do. It was casy to guess that it would he
something pretty wild; and Durrance seemed
(o remember having heard that there were
penaitivs for male persons who wore female
vlobher in public, §

But Durrasce went along. And T think
ibat I should have done the same had I heen

there.
oppenents were a side from West-
waod

Y. 4 B
AYLAND SWIETS werc the team
Clive was playing for, and their

i ' 1t wos a goed, clean, fast

unpe, and Clive, at centre-half, put np a first-
clags show, *

But wll that does not matter much Lo the
story. I am not going to deseribe the match.
1t wounld he more to the purpose for me to
tell you just exactly how, some miles away,
s Gordon (ay & Co. te the tune

(Yes—I think not! But Levison kicked the
tast two goals for us—jolly good ones, hoth
of them; and I suppose thix iz really what he
wanted to goet in~T. M)

At hali-time the score was two all—at Way-
tand, that iz, not at Ryleombe—and when
Clive came off the field he went straight to
the youny lady with whomn he had walked Lo
the ground.

Durrance really thought then that it was
i case!

~ Vanish ! said Cardew, in a stage-whisper.

Durrance did not exactly vanish; but he
Lupy back, He would have done that, apy-
way, without being told.

Cardew, with a flutter of skirtz--Durrance
~ays—and a ghastly leer—I zhould say--swept
up 1o Clive and the girl.

% Oh, Sidney, Sidney, my own, have I found
you at last?" he squeaked,

(He denicz soavaking. ITe says he didn't

Georgie- |

{ der,
&'\m *,i)\;‘;mngal. But Le wusn't—not a hit
A . ’

1 a—a kin

befare he could make

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Teer-—ib was o look between smites and tears
that he gave Clive. He was playipg the pari
of the deserted sweetheart, you know.)

Clive went as red as a heetroot,

“4,00k here, you know, you're making a silly
mistake ! he said confusedly. ©I don’t know
you from Adam!”

“The young lady seems to know
though,” said the fair girl.

She smiled, as if a good deal amused, hint
Clive wasn’t amused at all.

“Q0h, Sidpey—darling Sidney——"

“derraway ! howled Clive.

'Fhen if that ass Cardew didu't fall on his
neck before everybody!

“Oh, my hat!  Btoppit! Yourc making a
mistake! Yoy must take me for someone
clse! Took here, I don’'t want to he rude ta
u girl, but—-»

«No mistake at all, Clive, ¢ld bean!”
breathed Cardew in his ear. “But 1 fancy

you,

the fair charmer will be pathier off you after

this, y’know.”?

“Cardew?! Oh, you silly ass!”

And then Clive burst into a roar of laugh-
The people round must have thouglit

b1
Our Siduey is not a dull person, for all Car-
dey way say when he is vagging hm. He

&Wctmmgk the game dircetly Cardew siid |

that.

And he furped to the girl.

“Mrs. Witgot,® he said, “you're partly
responsible £or’ Chis. Let me ‘introduec 1y
chug Cardew, whe bas heen idiot enough to
dress Mp o8 @ girl fo—well, 1 suppose it yos

er—tg—he thought he could make me ow

c¢hoke you off me!™

_Durrance came Mp in (ime 40 hear fhe girks
silvery laugh and to catch hey reply.

“ Really, your chum Cardew retmus to haye

of a gay deceiver, you know, and |

taken a lot of grouble quite needlessly, .

Clive !” she said. “I wopder whuat wy huse-
band would say? But Mr. Cardew makes sgch
a char gir]l that in your place I should
insist u
ebd of the mateh, gt least,”

‘But that did not suit Cardew. No, pe

u hiz maintaining his role witil the |

wasn's taken aback. You dom't kuow biw utx

you think that likcly—anyway, if you th
it likely he would show it.

But he Awurried |

off to the pavilion, and got out- of lus gigl's

clobher, and made it all yp in a parecl. He

had his owa things on npderneath, of course, |

And I'm hanged if he dido't go hack o
Mgs. ‘Wilmot gtsge boh}{

her side during the whaole of the sccond haM,

| and talk fo her as if he bad known her for
Durrance said be secmed to forget |

yeurs!
that be bad neither cap nor gyvereoad in bis

pa brass, ond staud by |

wnthusissm. But I fancy it was pot readly |

50 mpeh entbusiasm as his wuy of brazeming
the thing out.

Wayland Swifts won by threc poals, and
Clive showed up well from first to last.
ol the way home ke told Cavdew and Dur-
rance all about if. i A

S You remember we played cuainst ibem
Inst {era¥> he said.  » Gray--that's  thair
gkipper—chap you saw me with—and ) hap-
pened to get yarning, and I lot out that T
was only playmg as a reserve, and die said
thut they'd He glad to have me i heir Lean
when I had nothing else ou. 8o { played for
shem a fortunight ago—when Levison was af
Westwood with the team, aud you'd gone off
on some potty bizney of your own, ass! And
I was keen to play to-day, beeause the return
with our fellows ix next week, and if 1 dop't
play for 8. Jim’s I wunt to play for the other
side,®

#Qu your form to-day,” »a1d Durrancee, * you
ought—-

~0h, I'm not grambling! I know Merry's
absolutely fair. But I should like {o show
him I'm a trifle better than he thinks me.?

“ But all this doesn't explain the charmin’
Mrs. Wilmot,” said Cardew.

»8he? Oh, there's no need to explain her,
iy there? Gray took mnie home to tea with
him last time, She's Gray'ss married sister;
her husband's in the Army, and oul in France.
She was interested in me because 1'm South
Alrican, and so0's he, and after the war she's
going hack with him to live there, You potty
idiot! She's ten years older than I am!”

“Phat's no odds!” drawled Cardew. * Ak
Gussy!  An’ she doesn’t lovk it!”

“Married, too!” snorted Clive,

“f'm! That’s not much odds, eitiir!”
replied that ass Cardew,

ut, of course, he did not mean that. He
only wanted to shock Clive and Durrance.
That's Cardew's way.

We called bim » Miss Cardew ? for a week
or two afterwards, But it fell flak.  The
bounder Jdidu’t mind a bit

THE END.

Ana

NOTICES.
Correspondence, ete., Wanted hy—

& Inglis, 20, Tinsley Street, Liverponl,

wants members for ecorrespondence ‘club.
{ Stamped addressed cpyelope. New system.
P. Hapuan, 6, Bell Btreet, WwBom Y

8. P.

Road, Huddersfield—with readers, 1-17, pruoe
ferahly in Yorkshire.

Edward H. Edwards, 117, Constantine Road,
Hampstead, N.W. 3, wanty readers, about 17,
to co-operate in amateur magazine.

Ernest T. Acott, 57, White Lion Street,
Angel, Tshngton, N.1, wants to hear from
readors anywhere to form a cub, tuke charge
of foreiga branches, ete. Stamped addressed
envelope,

. Rutter, 83, Charminster Road, Bournc-
mooth, Hants, with recaders abroad re fm-
ucting pnd traveling.

€. Pescia, 75, Glenferric Road, Glenfergic,
Vietoria, Australia—-with pcaders, 11-13, will
ing to join eorrespondence club.

Miss P. _ Gardner, Beverley, Vietoria
Strect, Roseville, New South Wales, ‘Aus-
%gall;a -with another girl of different country,

E. A. Pridmore, Main Road, Misterton-eum-
Walcote, ‘near Lutterworth, Leicestershire—-
members wanted to start a club with Colonial
branches,

Miss Edaa McGrath, Yarunga, O’Sullivan
Road, Waollahra, S8ydncy, N.S.W.,  Australia
—with girl rcaders, 18, in United Kingdom,
Amcrica, aud Canada,

Wm, Forsyth, 28, Friars tloosc, Felling-on-
Tynpe--with readers, 16-18. kcen ou goipg on

tage.

AL P, WylBrow, 47, York Road, Wands-
worbh, S.W. 18 —wild ropders iutercsted in
ioamg,g ~tpmps.

A. E. bBuncan, %5, Beechfiold Strect, Cheet-
mgl} Hill, Menchestor, wants miore members
i3 at.amp afghamse ; pverseas readers speaially
nvate 3

’ apaer, 26, Balishury Strect, Leng

. Deebysiire, Eogland, asks Dave Dun-

cig, Albert Purk, Auvstralia, to-write. No

rm!’y came from last letter, which suust bave
!m&,n lost('

Harry Gibson, 1, Elcanor Streot, Hall kanc,
Airmlcy. Loeds—with  readers iutcrest.efaan n
Meccano.

Patrick Moore, 7, Artane Cottagcs,
Dublin—with readers anywhere,

T Y. Brazier, 54, lostitution Street, Wood-
iwu:sc,whcegs,i wats ci;,ﬁx‘:'ctte»cm:dirualh-
or's War Sorics, givieg Rey. Capt. Addison,
i,;]‘ \%('NF' 18. ,oﬂcrc(f. 5 S

. M. Norris, 221, Westcomhe Hill, Black-
Legth, 8.8. 3—with ;endcuoex}»ywhcge. b

Miss Gladys Dove, Chgndog Lodge, Ltlen-
horough Park, Weston-super-Mare—with girl
readers, 17-48. :

Thomas Newson, 350, Lahprpum
Kingsland TRoad, Londou, #£.2—with  any
reader. with forcign stomps for sale. Bust
prices for stamps in good’ eoudition.
(4. W. Blamphin, care of James Bocon &
Sous, 17-10, Basnett Strect, Liverpeol--with
readers, 14, anywhere.

Co.

Street,

Wuw. Lecgham, 25, Park Eanc, Lougon,
W. I—with readers juterested In amateur
theatricals,

F. Wirty, 12, Tavistyck Place, W.C. 1, wants
members, for his corrvspoudence club—ama-
teur wagazine, Stamped addressed envelage.

$Basil G. W. Buyley, 24, Reypard Road;
Chorlton - cam - Hardy, Manchester — with
foreign and Colopial readors.

W. Stubbs, 13, Sandmere Road, Bedford
Road, Clapham, S.W.4, wanls memhers,
1416, for stamp club; Ldomiads gpeeially in-
vited, Stamped addressed enyelope.

Miss Ailsa Hay, Blackwood Road, Bunbury,
Western Australia, will be glad to hear again
from the driver in the R.F.A., France.

. W. Comnolly, 203, Westgarth Street,
Metbourne, Vietoria, Australia--with readers,
14-15, in England,

Eddie Davidson, Elmfield, Haydon Bridge,

Northumberland—with  réaders, 12-13, any-
where.
€. B. Arahill, 30, Louis Street, Redfern,

Sydney, New Sonthh Wales, Australia—wiih
readers anywhere.  Wishes to obtain back
numbers.

F. Pawcusky, carc of Messrs. 1. W. Jagger
& Co., Majn Street, Port Elizabeth, South
Africa~with rcadets in England.

G. Duckett, 33a, Edgwic?( Road, Foleshill,
Coventry—with readers anywhere.

Max Nochimovitz, P.6., Box 126, Owit-
shoorn, Cape Provinee, douth Africa—with
readers, 12-14, anywhere.

¢, H. Blewett, 1, Balsam Strect, St John'y,
Newtoundland—with readers in New Zealand,
Tasmania, Australia, and Atrica. Al letters
auswered
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The Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Wednesday:
“ SPOOF!”
By Martin Clifford.

Next week’s story is positively gorgcous.

I laughed over it till I almost eried.

Bunter .plants himselt upon No. 6, thanks
to the weukness of Gussy,

No, that's bardly fair.

There is something much higher than weak-
ness in Gussy's p(»litunesi.

Billy ‘Bunter 1a Wally to 8t. Jim’s; and
Wally had done Gussy a service, and Gussy
liked Wally very wmuch.

== = 5 — L A e

So Billy gei% inlo No. 6, though already he
had shown pretty plainly the cloven hoof.

And Billy is got out of No. 6—got ont by
one of the most elaborate games of spoof ever
played at St. Jim's,

I am not going to tell you all abouf it here;
but I don't mind letting you know that Baggy
Trimble and Mellish come into it on one side,
and on the other, hesides Blake & Co., the
Terrible Three and the chums of No. 9.

The game is a game after Cardew's own
heart, and be takes a most effective bhand
in it.

Don't on any account misz this story!

WALLY BUNTER AT GREYFRIARS,

And don't miss, either, the fine stories
appearing in the “Magnet,” in which .you.
can read how Billy's cousin, Wally Bunter,

who ought to have gone to St. Jim’'s, fares
at Greyfriars, loaded down, like the scape-
goat of old, with sins not his own!

We have never had anything in the two
papers quite like this double Bunter series—
never, to my mind, anything better, if any-
thing as good.

AN UNFOUNDED COMPLAINT.

A Welsh boy, signing himself “Cymro
Glan,” writes from Manselton, Swansea, to
complain that there is no Welsh boy at St.
Jim's. He has been reading the GeM for over
two years, and not once has he scen a Welsh
name appear in it !

Rub your eyes, ©Cymro Glan,” and look ouf
for the name of David Llewellyn wynn!

YOUR EDITOR.

N




