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Magnif.cent,
Long, Complete
Story of Billy Bunter.

CHAPTER 1.
Still 'in Search.

¢ OOK hare, Roylanea!™
Tt was Bunter of the Foneth
Fowm at St Jibn’s who spoke.

“Thauks, no!” veplied Dick
Roy Janco,  the New  Zealand  junior.

‘I've Tooked once, and I really do't like
£ TTain’t h(“'lth\ 5

= What's not JlCallth:\'.
wowled Buanter.

“Your face, old bladder of laid !
«+away and buvy it! Get a ma
¢ .m)put,ltcr( ! But don’t ask~——

*This is ecvious, and T thot
A0re @ serions (-hdp, Roglance
Punter, more in 2orrow than in anger,

L am, arven't [, Swiihy?

O vather!” groed Smith minor.

\zmth winor m ‘l ‘ontarint \llJU"l Roy-
vo. T ou the Fourth Form

you fathead:?

Take

Tave

lanee’ wly, N
PSS i
CWali «]uza't gu“ sly rot, then,” saul

Buntev severaly. ** Uve come to speak to
Lon_on an nuponm t aubjec
* Imiportant—and nopleasani v
Roylance,
*Eh?

ereried
not unples
nok yonur

«illy idiot |

. . v
}sn, and at all,

[N

“Chen, it's

Smith, ca

shouldn’t think <o, Bunter, If yon
lo it will be sotet bing diffore nt from the
tuff you talk 1o othee chaps.

*Really, Swmith, T did thiu

* Did you? Jndt was before you came
1y St Jim's. wa-n'e xc‘? There’s no ovi-
fence that you've done any thicking
-inee.”

The fat juuior

tnined in despair to
Glacomo Coutarini, whom the St Jim’s
iunivn called *Jackeymo.™

Contarini was a very good-tempered.
blwm(f lictle chap, and Bunter wenild
nave tackled hun firt, but that he kuew
weight in No. 7.
sense,  Con-

.

Rovla ﬂ( o cavricd moast
S0

opr you'vae
hv card.
sjenore,”

av

Contavini

s
umdably,

But whether he meant that he shaved
Bunter’s hope or that he had some sense
was not apparent.  What was appavent to
the two who knew hime well was that he
Adid not want to talk to Bunter, I)nt was
YOO poliie to zay 50,

‘Of course, you're only a
Dago, as the m,»nm-‘n say 7 vemarked
Bunter loftily. It thas makes no
difference to me. ve gof a mind above
-uch silly prejudices, J thiuk even an
ftalmn can be decen

ln. elgner--a

Roylnea and St meinor stared ai
Bunter.
I was ovident thad the fat apd fati

ww boy jutended (o be gratiating,

also evident that Contarini was

ot pleazad by the attempr.

“Go on, Bunter!” suid Re
Idchcymo 15 just beginning to soc
. veally nice chap sa frea
v.\n!n prejudicos—h:
There's noihing m \\h.u
(,J‘LJ‘.!‘) at, Roylance!’

fvomn

T eand
Buz
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warinlyv, b wean it every word,  Of
course 1 Lnow mﬂt '{hr‘ Italians van away
from the Russis

“ Krom who asked Smith minor,

Contarviei’s slim hands elenched theni-
selves, and the usual smile was ahsent
from his olive face,

“Well, from the French,
gians, or somebody.  Anyway, they did
w bunk. What aboui it? \obmly
pected them to have DBritish plue
they're not Britishers, ave they? Well,
then, I'n. not going to hold that against

or the Bel-

Contariri Here, 1 eay, what's the
matter ?”
Bunter's tone had :lmngul to one of

alarm, for the Italian juior had risen to
his feet, and was approaching with plainty
(ile intentions.
You dare!” he lLissed
© Herve, say——
Jackeymo, swhat's the
haven't suid anything
mean, I haven't said anything
you. have T?7 Here, keep u!f‘
* You dare to tv uhxre my countrymaon,

Oh,  really,
matwr?  You
to nﬁNhl me—I[
to offend

you faf Iving—what is it?—dog, cur,
hound ! )
“Try tripe-howr suggosted  Smith

minor.

“Here, hold on, Jadw;mo ? mxd Ray-
lance, who hardly liked the look of pas-
sionate vesentmment on the little Ttalian's

We'll deal

face. = with Bunter, you
know, when we know what he wants.
You needun't wind him: fact of the
matter is ho luvm't 0w when he's
being offensive,”

“It’s all the time, you see, old
Garibaldi,” p~1‘ in Smith minor.

*Oh, rcd]]\ ['ve a good mind 16 ray.
after that, that T wout cowe into this
studv 17 said Bunter, tossing his head.

“Woro you re 1][v thinking of daiug
that?” asked Roylance.

“Yes, of comse ! Dye
\\hm" haven't L7

‘Take an nlutm
minor.

“ We will not hm (o ]m
amico mio, is it saied Contalm.
with qguite nnnecessary anxicty.

*Oh, ves! Bunter can come into this
study all  wight,” rcpled  Raylance
coolly.

Sniith minoe stared at him,
wink reassured Smith mioor.

Contarini did not see that wink, ar did
not undevstand it. His face was workine.
and his bands were still clenched.  1f
Bunter did become an inmaie of Na. 7.
it would only be over Jackevma's Jdead
body, 50 to speak.

“T thonght you'd agree. Rovlance,”
sid Bunter, he'mmm upon the New
Zoalaider. *You're a chap of sens

“T am!” eaid Roghnee emphaticalls.
“Tve sense enough for thie. You mav
come iuto rhis etu(h Buuder, whon we'sa
moved un into the Shell, or sacked, oy
tecd e Thet~but nnt hr!m

- got to dig some-

suggested Smith

here, Roylanee,

Bat a

?i];!i.l’!’.
It voally
> to remain &

Fmith

MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

Foueth-Fovmer ot Targe, without a siw.!:
at all,

No rebutf had ever had a Iasting «foc
upon Bunter. He had been cleared out
of No. 6, after try g very severely t
patience of Blake & (0. ¥ven the lon
suffering D’Arey had been foreed to re
nounce hine at last.

Ho had tried in vain to effech o
Iodgment with Juli: an & Co. in No. 9,
and  with Levison & Co. in No. @

Trimble and Mellish, though they might
have been thought to have # mnch in
common with hlm had chased him with
ignominy from No. 2. Mulvane 2y Ininor
and Tompkins had rejected him, in spite
of Jis hbmdlny to them=—at Gronds's
exper

Bug in spite of all that bo had
imagined that the anns of Study
wornld be openad to peceive hin.

- Ioo]\ here, Royvlance, you don’ s
it,” he said now. 1 can take
well as auyon e, & 42

*Whern the I\rk* ‘{.\ nuii
Janee.

“Your not wati
you know. I'm
jolly well together.

vairly
No. 7

shide,

i iy
i wo nmull get on
Contarini can change

O

out, if he doesn’t fancy it. OF conrse,
yowd rather have “me  thou any
foreigner 7

“Trgvnl 7 said Roylanee, pointing ia

the dooe.
“KEh? Oh you're joking—lie, he, he ¥’
“Tl ogive you ten secomds to decilo

whether You go wut on your feet ar on

your neck !

Sinith winor rose to bis Foct, his
gleaming.

Still Buntar tmnpnrisrd

“Oh, don’t talk vor, Reylance!” jo

“T shall appeal to Rail-
He’s bound to see jnstico

sald peevishily.
ton, you know.
rlmn
*If he happens to be coming

passage in about two secone
see that vight cnough!”
grimly.

“Oh, but really——"

"()pou the door, Jackeymo !®

along the
; i

Contarini obey that command with
obnmh relish.
“Now, ihen, Bmithy !
“Yarooooh! Wharrer «1-:3»‘;;3;? Stop

pit. vou beasts !”
Roylance and S8mith minoe
Bunter, one on eithoy ~ldﬂ
Bunter was a heav izhi: but Roy-
tasice was powerful, and Smith miner no
weakling.  They did not need the aid of
Jackeymo,
. \oowup

had scizod

o ho\\l\d Bnmﬂr as he

" Blk Inol\ed out of \o 6.
“Ai's all vight, von fellows,” | )
to Hmnv«x and Digby and D Arey inside.
“It st murder. Tt’s only Banter i
search of a ~mc’\ and being aske
mstead of in.”
“Thought it w
vemivked  Korrais
out ol No. 5.
SN

B




Every Wednesday,

“Ha, ha, a!" sounded from No. 5 and
No. 6 alike.

Bunter picked hitsell up, scowling.

“All rightI” he said. ~ * You fellows
will be sorry for this one of these days!”

“When Bunter's a marquis he won't
icok at you,” gibed Kerruish.

““Bhall we be allowed to look at him 7"
usked Blake humbly,  “ Do say ¢ Yes,'
Banter, old top!”

Billy Buuter's fatuousness made him
easy to deceive.  He hardly troubled
other people to deceive him, indeed; he
wonld do it for himself.

In spite of «il that had come and gone,
L fancied he saw signs of relenting in
] ‘»i‘u‘,ke.

4§
coming

Tiitud
g 143

if — .
Ho pavscd.  Roylance and Smaith minor
end Contarini and Kerruish all grinned.
Julian, Hammond, and Reilly showed
themaelves behind the Manx junior in
tho docr of No. §5; and their facas also
wore expansive grins.

“1f what ¥ asked Bluke encouragingty.
“(o on, old gnn t”

“If you fellows would undertake to
treat  me  decently,” continued the
gregiovs Owl  “IXAroy wasn’t very
nice to me last time, 1 must say; but T
can forgive anything in my old pal

back into your study

Gassy.  And I can stand you and Dighy
all right, [ t,hinl,n Blake. But that cﬁap
{lerriog-—-"

“What about him?" voared burly
ticorge Teviies, appearing at the rear of
Hake.

O, nothing !
was that T
ilerrles.  You may seem rough some-
times: but I know vou don’t mean it.
You have a good heart, I'm sure.”

“I don't kuow what sort of a heart

T—what I was going to
liked sou no end,

Pve got,” growled Herries, who was
wally one of the last feliows in the

3
Fourth with whom the question of hearts
could be discussed &b all.” “ But T can tell
vou what sert of a boot I've got,
Bunter—-"
“ A number eleven ! grinned Bluke.
“And-—- Here, where are you off to?
Come back and be kicked 1"
But Bunter was not g

ity fatuous

CHAPTER 2.
Nothing Doing.

eiongh for that.
S SAY, you chaps!”

I Jerrold  Lumley-Lumley  and
George Durrance were at  tex
togethor m Study No. 1 when

Bunter's litt ves blinked in at them
frem behind Lis big glasses.

“Outside ! said Durraace at once.

But Bunter paid no heed to Durrance.

Tumley-Lnrsley was his mark.

He lately learned that
Lumley-Laoeley  was quite a  wealthy
fellow—the son of a millionaire—a real

milionaire, 1ot one of the bogus Baggy
brand.

Tt had not seemed credible to Bunter
when he first heard it.  He counld not
understand a fellow Laving a willionaire
father and not swanking about it.

In these days Lumley-Lumley, once
“the Outsider,” and the stormy petrel
of the Fourth, had become a very guict
ber of thet Form. e could assert
If when need be; but it was not
he was called upon to do so. He
went his own way : read mere than most;
aud had no very close chuin, though moast
of his own Form and the Shell liked
Lim, and Durrance found him a con-
genisl study-mate

Bunter would really
Laumiey-Lumley’s stndy to Roylance’s.
But it had chanced that he had scen the
door of No. 7 open during his weary
seregrinafion of the passages, and so he
isﬁ gried that first,

have proferred

7o you know. Blake, I wouldn’t

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Ho glanced at the table. The twe
appearved to be doing themselves very
fairly well, all things considered. Bunter
thought it woulid he quite a good move to
get himself invited to tea as a starter,

“Y see that you're at tea,” he said
plaintively.

“Yes,
Durraace.

“You've the use of

Don't disturb us!” snapped

our ¢y evi-

*3,

dently, Bunter,” said Lumleg-Lumley
drily.
“l haven't had any teca,” remarked

Bunter, with the air of a martyr,

“Hard choese t”  replied  Lumloy-
Lumley. “Wasp't ihere room for you in

Hall 77

Bunter sniffed.

“Tea in Hall ian't to my liking,"” he
said disdainfully.

“Well, a chap can always have it in
his study,” observed Lumley-Lumley.,

“But suppess a chap hasn’t got 8

study 77 Buater returned.
“Bvory cchap has,”  sald  Lunlay-
Lumley.  * Above the Third, that iz.”

“Do you wind passing tfl‘e cake, old

chap?” said Durrance, ignoring the Owl
cempletely.

“Certamly,”  Lumley-Lumley  said
politely. Arnd ha passed the cake.

He did not ask Bunter to have a bit.
Bunter's eyes fastened wpon the cake
with a wolfish glare,

“T haven't,” said Bunter dolefully.

“Haven'ts whati” inquired lLaaley-
Lumley.

Durranice weut on with his tea.  Ie
had one of Jack London's books beside
hig plate, and his atteniion was divided
between that and what he was eating and
drinking. There was none tn epare for
Billy Banter.

“ A study, of course,’
while Owl of Greyfriars.

“O0h, haven't you? T understond yomu
were in No. 6.

“I couldn’ stick it.
ticular about who I
Bunter said.

“Gussy and the ¥l not up to your
mark—en "’

1 ice  faoricd. Bub Lumley-
Lumley, in his own quict way, was get-
ting some atwusement ont of Bunter; and
he did not propese to shorten it beecanse
Durrance was not amused.

“1 don't mind (lussy so much, though
I must say that for a chap with titled
connections his ideas are rather low.
But the rest of thaa—well, really,
Lumley-Lumley, you raust sarely see that
Blake’s a bounder.”

“Queer! T never noticed that, do yon
know, Buanter.”

Durrance snorted again,

““And Dighy’s an empty-headed Litls
cad——-""

“Ts had”

“While as for Merrvies-—

“Worse than the rest of then i

“Oh, heaps! No mauners, no biatng,
no—"

“Well,

s 1

’

replied the eret-

' rather par-
associate  with,”

o

vou can't say Lie has nn {ent,

“T siould say not! Bunter ought to
krow something about Herries' boots,”
remarked Durrance, looking up from his
book.

Bunter scowled at him.

“T don’t like 13

“That's que
saiid  Lumley-Lumley,
stable companion.

But Durrence did not see tho wink.
ITis eves were fastened upon the face of
Bunter.

“SQay that a

winking at

gain !" lie rapped out.

“Well, T do like Huns,"” repeated
Bunter uneasily, “That's no offence to
you, Durrance, is it 7"

#0Oh, if that's all 1" said Durrance. And
bre went back to his book.

“Havea't you fried No. 8, toot”
asked Lumles-Lumley.

Three-halfpence, 3

i “T say, you know, old chap, T could
l'do with a bit of that cake,” Bunter said
| plaintively.
Lumley-Lumley cut him a large slice.
But he did not ask him to sit down.
“What about No. 27" he said. * Surely
the chaps there wore more after your own

heart¥”
ly, old pali” protested
Bunter, with Lis utterance considerably

impeded by cake. “A fat cad like
Trimble, and a sueaking spy like
Meltish

A chuckle came from Durrance,

“What's the joke, old man?” asked
Lumley-Lumlay.

“Oh, no joke, really! 1 was only
wondering who it was that was a fat cad
like Trimble and a sneaking spy like
Mellish,

“ Look here, Durrance—-—"

“I'm looking, Bunter!”

“I'm not talking to you, as s matier
of fact. I can see quite plainly that you
and I would never get on together, = I
don't like Huns!{™

“ What "

Durrance’s tone made Banier jump.
He edged nearer the door. iffing a
couple of ounces or 80 of cako into his
mouth as he went, )

“*No need to get your wool off,” he
saldl. “Frem what I can make out
you're only partly a Hun, and it wasn’t
really your fault, so T'm rot the chap to
fling stones at you. Dut it can’t he ver
pleasant for Lumley-Lumley to dig witf;
you, for your ITun breeding will be
bound fto tell.”

All this Bunter said with the knob of
the door in his hand, prepared to fly at
the first movement = Durrance  made
towards him,

But Durrance moved no farther than
tu his feet.  And now he sat down again,
with a disdainful smilo on  his goode
ooking face.

“Go on, if

amuses yon, Lamleyv-
Lumley,” he said.  “Go on just as if I
wasn't here, T sha't’t mind,*

Bunter moved a step or {wo forward,
and looked important.” He really fancied
that Durrance was afraid of him,

“You're wasted on that chap, Luraley.
Launley,” Le said. “Look at him! Sits
and reads a wounldy hook all the time
you're at tea! Rude, T call it!”

“He mighr ba more socishle, I'll
allow, Bouter!” )

“Bociable! Wi
what he is! But v
& Huni”

Durrance

he's piggish, thai’s
hat can yon expect of

h .
Do no

sign of having

heard. Bunter was vas emboldened.
“The fact of tha matter i that it would

be better every way if he were to change
out, you know!" Le said.
“Change with yous"

. U That’s the idea ! said Dunter, swoirk.
ing.
He really thought L waz getiing on
3 g g
famously.

“But there’s a As
you haven't a we weuld be
turned out heuse and home if he
changed with vou, He would be alf
dressed vp anl nowhers 1o go, you

know.”

Buunter did not really ihink that that
mattered much.  But Lumley-Lumley
appearad to have somc silly idea of treat-
ing Durrante decently; and Bunter was
willing to humour anvone with so much
coin as Lamiley-Lumley.,

“I don’t think they’d take him in in

Vo. 6,” he said doubtfully. “1 know
they don’t like Huns—T will szy that for
them, though that chap Herries 13 no
better thsn a Hun himself.”

Durrance still kept his eyes on Lis
book.

“Bui there's Ne. 2,” Dunter went on
brightly. My notion is that it's rather
_ Tur Gzu Lipeany,~No. 575.
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a good thing to get the rag-tag and
bobtail together. A Hun would be quite
good enough company for Trimble and
Mellish.”

“They didn’t appear to think so,” ob-
served Durrance mildly.

“Eh? Do you mean that you were in
No. 2 at one time?”’

“Oh, no! Think it out, Bunter, and
don’t worry me again till you’ve done
thinking 7

“If you came in here you wouldn’t be
rude enough to rcad at mecal-times, I
suppose, Bunter?” went on Lumley-
Lumley.

“Rather not! Waste of time when
there’s grub about! Besides, I should
want to talk to you, dear boy!”

“You're. a great conversationalist,
aren’t you?”

“Rather! T’ve been noted for it ever
since T was a kid. Plenty of times I've
had roomsful of people fanly hanging on
my breath!”

‘““They must have enjoyed it! Nice
for you, too! I'd no idea you were so
eloquent !”

“That’s me! I suppose that’s one
reazon why I’'m so much sought after,
y’know 1” ’

“But what's poor old Durrance to do
when you come in here? Of course, your
feeling against Huns makes it quite im-
possible for him to stay on. Besides, the
study would be a tight fit for three,
when you were one of them.”

“I don’t know. Hasn’t the chap any
idea of his own about it?” replied
Bunter.

Durrance looked up.

‘“When Bunter comes into this study,”
he said quietly, ““1 shall dig in Nobody’s
Study.” - -

“Eh?” ejaculated Bunter, failing to
understand.

‘“That’s what DBunter’s doing now,”
said Lumley-Lumley, with a grin,

“Not in the way I mean, quite,”
Durrance said.

“Oh, I've got it! You mean the
punishment-room in the Shell passage.”

“Is there a punishment-room in the
Shell passage ?” inquired Bunter.

“Not really. It’s never used in that
way now. It’s empty.”

“I should think that would do for
Durrance all right,” said the egregious
Owl  “A chap who wants to stick his
head into a book while other chaps are
grubbing might just as well be alone.
When will you move, Durrance?”

“1 don’t quite follow you, Bunter!”

“Noj; I shall follow you! He, he!
Come after you here, I mean.”

“I didn’t say I meant to move out of
here,  But someone’s got to move out,
within two secs, or ”

“Here, stoppit! Don’t let him,
Lumley-Lumley! Stop it, Durrance! I
didn’t mean uny harm. You're not a
Hun at all; and, besides, I like Huns!
I think it’s all silly rot barring them!
They’re human beings, same as us, ain’t
they 7

“Very much the same as you, Bunter,
but not quite like Durrance and me!”
remarked Lumley-Lumley quiectly.

“Oh, I say! And I thought you were
a decent chap! 1 thought you were going
to be chummy! Yarooooh! Stoppit,
Durrance! Yooooop!”

Once more Billy Bunter smote the cold
and unsympathetic linoleum.

CHAPTER 3.
Bunter Among the Third.
HERE were quite a lot of fellows
at St. Jim’s who had known
Billy Bunter as a sponging rotter.
. But none of them  knew - that
Billy Bunter was Billy Bunter,
Tue Gem LiBrary.—No. 575,

They believed that their Bunter was
Walter Gilbert, iiot William George,

The two cousitis had changed places
and identities, Wally, who was to have
come to St. Jim’s, had stayed at Grey-
friars instead, and had succeeded to a
quite unexpected load of debt and trouble
left behind him by Billy.

Meanwhile, Billy, at St. Jim’s, was
trading upon the impression made by
Wally on Tom Merry and the rest as a
particularly fine footballer and a really
decent fellow.

But all that was wearing thin now.
The New House had been very glad to
ﬁet rid of Billy Bunter. Study No. 6

ad wangled themselves free from him.
Even Study No. 2, into which he had
been wangled, had rejected him. And
as for his foothall—one sample of that
had been more than enough! He had
played once for the New House, on the
strength of Wally’s reputation. He was
not at all likely to play for the School
House, it seemed. Tom Merry had re-
Jected his proffered services with scorn.

Bunter wandered up and down the
passages, sniffing  hungrily whenever
savoury scents assailed his nostrils, but
not daring for the present to stick his fat
little nose into any Fourth or Shell
study. He had tried them all too lately
for that.

By-and-by he found himself outside the
Third Form-room. -

There was a smell of cooking kippers
in the air. Bunter was hungry, and that
sinell struck him as good.

He pushed open the door.

There were a dozen or more fags
around the fire, including Jameson of
the New House, who should not have
been theré,  But Jameson’s chums were
all in the School House, and he was apt
to get fed up with life over the way.

D’Arey minor and Hobbs were toasting
kippers on the ends of pens. Frank
Levison was cutting. slices of bread—also

1 to be toasted, if the patience of the Third

could hold out long enough to allow of
the operation before it became abso-
lutely necessary to start on the kippers.
Manners minor and Frayne were dividing
up butter into portions as nearly equal
as possible, under the critical eyes of
Gibson, Jameson, Butt, Hooley, and the
rest.

To Billy Bunter, forlorn and peckish, it
a%l] looked very homelike and comfort-
able.

Hooley was the first to perceive the
visitor..

“Sure, here’s fatty!” he cried.

.D’Arcy minor looked round.

“Seat!” he said.

‘““No Fourth Form bounders allowed
here!” added Reggie Manmners.

But Bunter did not scat.

He advanced farther into the room, an
ingratiating smile on his fat countenaunce.

“I know a better way to cock kippers
than that,” he said.

“Rats!” snapped Jameson.

“Jt's the way we always cook them!”
observed Levison minor,

“I dare say! But it’s wrong, all the
same!” answered Bunter. ‘“When you
toast kippers you dry them up. What's
the good of that?”

The fags looked at one another.

There really seemed something worth
considering in Bunter’s theory. It was
a faet that their toasted kippers seemed
rather dry at times. And, as the Third
system worked out at about a third of a
kipper per man, at ordinary times, owing
to shortage of cash, any method which
rendered that fraction more palatable and
caused it to go farther deserved a trial.

Bunter wgs not yet so well known in
the Third as he was in his own Form and
in the Shell. .

There was a pretty eclear impression

Row oM
" SALE,

that he had turned out vather a rotter,
and most certainly he could not play
footer for nuts, as the Third would have
expressed it. .

But that did not prove that he was not
a good cook.

And, as a matter of fact, he was. Fatty
Wynn himself, whom Figgins and Kerr
reckoned the equal of any cordon bleu,
was not Bunter’s master in that im-
portant art.

“What's your way?’ asked D'Arcy
minor.

The Third understood then that Bunter
was—for the present, at least—to be
treated as a guest.

“Got a kettle 7’ demanded the visitor.

‘“What for?”’ asked Manners minor.
“It’s kippers we're cooking, not cocoa
we’re making.” :

“Never you mind what for,” replied
Bunter in his lordlicst way. * You kids
can leave this to me.”

“Look here, who arve you calling
kids 7’ said Hobbs, turning a flushed
face from the fire,

*Oh, dry up!” ordered D’Arcy minor.
“Yes, we've a kettle all right, Bunter.
Here it is.”

“Put it on the fire!” Bunter com-
manded. “It ought to be boiling.”

The kettle was placed on the fire. Tt
was very near boiling, anyway, as it
had been standing for quite a long time
inside the fender.

““Now I want a tin,” said the cook.

“Salmon-tin do?” inquired Reggie
Manners,

“They do say that Bunter's always
wanting tin,” remarked Frank Levizon.
*Who says that?” growled Bunter.
‘““Oh, I’ve heard my major and Cardew
and Chlive say it. What price sticking to

an armehair, Bunter?” '

“If yow’re not very carcful, youngz
Levison, you'll find yourself put out of
the door !’ said the Owl warningly.

“Well, T like that, blessed if I dou’t!
Just you try it on, that’s 2

“Chuck it, Franky!' eaid D’Arcy
minor. “Bunter’s our head cook, and
you have to be civil to cooks, else they
give notice, We don’t want Bunter
doing that before we’ve learned his new
way of cooking kippers.”

“’Tain’t a new way; it's the only
proper way !¥ sniffed Bunter. I say,
18 that all the kippers you've got?”

He looked doubtfully at the supply as
he spoke. There were half a dozen, quite
a whack, according to Third Form no-
tions, but not according to the ideas of
William George Bunter,

Bunter made nothing of half a dozen
kippers at a sitting, with cake and tarts
in any quantity to top up with.

“That’s the lot!” said Jameson.
~* Plenty, too; there’s enough to make
the bread-and-scrape tasty, anyway.”

“0Of course, these ain’t wangy,” re.
marked Curly Gibson. ‘ Bunter would
like them wangy, I expect. They go
farther that way,” he explained.-

Bunter sniffed. But already a wheeze
for getting what he considered his share
of the kippers bad crossed his mind.

And it was fairly safe to assume that, if
Bunter got what he considered his shave,
the talent of the Third for making kip-
pers go a long way in the process of
distribution would be put to a severe
test.

“Will a biseuit-tin lid do 2" asked Jos
Frayne. .

“Don’t be a young ass! Much too
ghallow !’ answered sBunter snappishly.

“Frying-pan?” suggested Butt.

“Faith, the {rying-pan’s busted!”
said Hooley.

“T've got it! One of those dishes ocut
of the lab!” Reggie Manners said. .

“That would do,” Bunter admitted.
“Of course, I'm not going to be made
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gesponsible if there’s ‘& row abont it
being borrowed.”

“You are a fat worm:@”
Reggie.

But he went off to get a dish from the
chemical laboratory. He had no right
to enter that room at all. and there
would certainly be a row if it were dis-
covered that the Third were using the
ware from it for culinary oporations.
But such small considerations as that
seldom affected Wally & Co.

“I wsay, what's Nobody’s Study?”
askd Bunter, leaning negligently against
the table, and watching Frapk Levison
and Curly Gibson toast bread. Opera-
tions upon the kippors had been sus-
pended until Reggie’s return,

snapped

Durrance’s remark had somehow stuck’

in Bunter’s mind. .

“Q0Oh, that one up in the corner of the
‘Shell passage !”" answered D’ Arcy minor.
“Why? Are they going to shove you in
there 7"

“Of course not! Really, you do talk
rot, young 1)’ Arcy !”

“Well, they might, you know,” raid
D’Arey minor thoughtfully. “Ti's the
punishment study.”

“That’s no reason whv T should bLe
put in ther~!” proiested Bunter.

“Ain’t it? 1 thought it might be. I
heard Blake and that crowd of old fogies
say '(;'h&t Railton’s jolly well fed up with
you."”

“Rot! He paid me a very high com-
pliment only the other day,” replied
Bunter untruthfully. .

*Said you'd washrd your neck, per-
laps?” grinned Hobbs. - * Railton does
malte mistakes sometimes.”

Bunter loftily ignored that.

“Jt would be rather good furi“having
ihat old study, Wally,” said Frank Levi-
son. ““It’s never used as a punishment-
room now.”’

“Do you know why?” asked Piggott,
who had com> in a minute or two carlier.

Reuben Piggott always affccted to
despise fag cookery. .
“Shut up, Piggy, you cad!” said

D’Arcy minor sharply.

“It's because of a rotten, dirty. trick

vour major—""

“If you say another word against my
major I'll—" :

“1 suppose I may say that, whatever
e may pretond to be now, he used to
be the biggest cad at »

It appeared trat Piggott was not
allowed to say that, or anything at all
like that, for before he cculd complete
his sent~nce Frank was upon him.

“Yoocoop!” howled the black shecp
of the Third, as a fist that wnas hard and
hefty, though it might be small, smote his
nose.

“Ow-yow! You silly voung idicts!™
hooted Bunter, as he was clutched by
Piggott and tuinbled cver.

N xt moment Frank and Piggott,
struggling wildly, fcll on top of him
together.

“Yarooch !
he roared.

“Get up!” snapped D'Arcy mirnor.
“Piggy, if you can’t hehave yourself
vowll pget kicked out! You aren’t
allowed to say anvthing about Franky's
major, because cverybody knows yow're
» spiteful beast and have got your knife
into hm. And Franky isn't allowed to
take notice of it if you do, because
you're such a rotten cad you aren’t worth
taking any notice of. So you're both in
the wrong, and so is fat Bunter, for get-
ting in the way; and the best thing vou
can all do is to pick yourselves up and
sort yourselves cut and be quiet, un) ss
you want me about your ears!”

Frank grinned as he got up. He was
used to this sort of thing from the auto-
ratic Wally.

My backbone’s busted 1™
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Piggott scowled. He also was -used
to it, but he could not take it in'the same
spirit as Frank.

Bunter was very indignant. The idea
of a kid of the Third talking to him like
that! )

But just as he was about o eet ‘Wally
to rights Manvers minor came in with
the lahoratory dish, which was possibly
just as well for Bunter. )

“Here, give it to me!” he grunted,
choking down his resentment in his
ecagerness to get to work on the kippers.

“1 stopped to give it a bit of a lick,”
said Reggie.  “It had something or
other in it that smelt rather like calcide
of carbium. Of course, it wouldn't have
hurt us, but I thought it might favour
the giddy kips a trifle too much.”

Bunter seized the dish ‘and put in two
of the kippers. The kettle was boiling

by now, and he snatched it off the fire

and poured isto the dish cnough ‘hot
water to cover the kippers. -
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give Bunter half a one, as he’s our
guest, and that doesn't leave much among
a crowd like this.”

Bunier, who had turned out the two
cooked kippers on to e newspaper, and
was proceeding to deal with two more,
ook-d round, half minded to utter an
emphatic protest against any such mean
view as this of the duties of hospitality.

But he said nothing. He turned back
4o his wvork, with a crafty grin on his
fat visage.

CHAPTER 4.
The Treachercus Bunter.
& OLLY good!™ said Wally D'Arcy.
J He had torn off a tail, and an
inch or so of kipper adhering to
it, and this sample sufficed to
show him that Bunter had not clajimed
toe much for ‘his cuperior method of
cooking.
“Hore, lét me fastet”

514l

(See Chapter 4.)

! ‘Bunter in ‘His Element. ;

“Is that all?” asked Watson.

“Yes;’ Thes'l} he done in a minute
or two. 3

“Well, that's jolly easy.” T suppose
you'll have to have a bit of kipper for
show}i}ng us, but 1 ain’t half sure it svas
worth it. :

“We've got to see if they're all right
yet,” said I)’ Arcy minor.

“And if they’re not we'll ram ‘them
downl Buntor's fat neck?” Reggie said
cagerly.

% Look here: T'll give up my share if
it can be put down Burier's neck!”
generonsly velunteered Levison minor,

“Peace, my infants! They lcok ali
right, and they smell all right, and 1
don’t mind tasting one, if everyonc else
is afraid,” Wally D"Arcy -said.

“Afraad your grandmother!-
give me one!” cried Curly Gibson,

“You don’t suppos: theré’s a whole:
one to your young cheek, do you?" asked .
Wally.  “Why, there won’t be much’

Here,

more than a quarter! I s’pose we must

“And met”

“Don’t be a pig, Wally !”

“No, not yct, asses! I'm not going to
take another bit until they're all done,
and that mouthful can come off my share
then. Get on, cook! Your way’s ell Sir
Garnet, and you shall have half a kipper
when you ve done.”

Billy Bunter got on. But he had no
intention of accepting any such measly
reward as the half of a kipper for all the
trouble he was taking.

The Third fancied that Bunter was
cooking kippers for them, and they con-
sidered half a fish quite a suitable pay-
ment. Their shares would work out at
less than that. But Bunter was not
rea:ly cooking kippers for the Third.

The kippers were #ll done, and there
was quite a pile of toasted bread in wait-

| ing, when the voice of Mr. Selbv, the

tyrant of the Third, sounded from the
assage,
Or seemed to sound. For, as a matter
Tar Cem LiBRARY.—No. 5§75,
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of fact, it was William1 George Bunter
who spoke.

Thus far Bunter had let his gift of
ventriloguism lie fallow at St. Jim’s.

But now there had come an occasion
upon which it seemed worth while to
employ it.

“D’Arcy minor! Levison minor!
Iobbs! Are you there?” came the

voice.

“Crumbs! That’s old Selby!"” said
Reggic Manners. ‘“‘Hang him [”

No one doubted that it was Mr. Selby.
The voice was his to a shade of tone,

And no one doubted that something
unpleasant was impending. There
usually was something of that sort im-
pending when Mr, Se.by called upon his
Form at an unwanted hour, as this was.
Moreover, when anything of the sort was
uppermost, he had a way of thinking

first of Wally D’Arcy and Frank
Levison.
“Yes, sir. ‘Most of us are here,”

answered Wally.

“T wish he was boiled !” he added, in
lower tones. ‘“*My word, if old Selby
was a kipper, I'd cook him!”

“ But nobody would want to eat him,”
said Frank, with a grin.

‘“ Follow me at once to the gymnasium,
all of you!”

The fags stared at one another.

There was no precedent for such an
order as this.

Mr. Selby had no interest whatever in
gymnastics. ~ What could his summons
mean?

One thing at least it meant—or so they
all supposed, unknowing and unusupect-
ing that it was not their tyrant who
spoke, but their traitorous guest.

“Are you not coming? If I have to
come and fetch——"

“We're coming, sir!” yelled D’Arcy
minor “Keep an eye on the kippers,
Bunter !” he said, in an agonised under-
tone, “It would be a pity to let them
get cold now that they’re done so rip-
ping well 1

“Oh, T'll keep an eye on them—never
you fear!” replied the Owl.

“But who will there be to keep an eye
on Bunter?” asked Reggie dismally.

There would be nobody, of course. Tt
would not do for any boy there to risk
disobeying Mr. Selby’s summons.

Backward looks were cast as they
hurried out—the three minors leading,
with Hobbs and Jameson and Gibson and
Frayne close behind them, and Butt and
Watson and Kent and Leggett and the
rest crowding after for fear of a reproof.

Hooley was last but one. He looked at
the kippers with a rueful eye—two rueful
eyes, 1 fact.

“You'll get in a row if you don’t go,
Paddy from Cork,” said Bunter.
*“ What are you waiting for?”

*“Faith, an’ T was after saying good-
bye to the kippers!” replied Phelim
Hooley.

Last of all was Piggott.

“1 shouldn’t leave them a blessed
scrap if I were you, Bunter !” said that
cheery young sportsman,

“I'm not going to!” answered Bunter,
with a fat wink.

Piggott went out in a far more cheer-
ful frame of mind than most of the
Form.

Bunter recognised the need for haste.
The fags would probably wait a few
mmutes  when they found that Mr.
Selby was not at the gym; but they were
]:-ard?y likely to wait long.

He puiled the toast towards him, and
began piling  the butter upon it 1n
everish haste, his mouth full of kipper
as he spread.

While the first kipper was disappearing
he got half a dozen rounds spread. That
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exhxausted the buiter, which Bunter had
1ot spared.

Then he set to work in deadly earnest.

He made about four mouthfuls to a
“kipper—and they were large fish.

He really had not time to sort out the
bones properly. The backbones he did
discard; 1t was easy to rip them out.
But smaller bones went down.

The toast, soaked with the butter that
was to have served for over a dozen fags,
disappeared at a rate almost magical.
Bunter felt that he could have got on
even faster if he had had something to
wash down the food with. But, though
he had no doubt that supplies of tea or
cocoa were to be found somewhere in the
Torm-room, he had no time to look for
them.

It was only lack of time that restrained
him; he would have had no scruples as
to rights of ownership.

Meanwhile, those of the Third who had
gone across to the gym, at what they sup-
posed to he the command of their Form-
master, were waliting in the dark quad
for Mr. Selby’s appearance.

They had no suspicion at all at first.
It was quite like their tyrant to order
them out of their Form-room and then
keep them waiting for him,

But suspicion soon arose.

“When’s the old beast coming 7 said
Manners minor impatiently,

**Must be here soon,” replied Levison
minor.

“He’d better, if he wants to find me,”
D’Arcy minor said darkly.

* Look here, you chaps, wag it really
Selby 77 asked Butt.

“Rats!” snapped Hobbs., “We all
heard him.”

“ Must have been the old hunks,” said
Curly Gibsou. *Wha else couid it have
been?2?

“Well, it might have been some
bounder imitating his voice,” answered
Frank Levison doubtfully.

“We'll make it jolly hot for that
bounder if we ever catch him, then!”
said Wally hotly.

“ But
Jameson said.

“Look here, Jimmy, you'd no business
here,” 1’ Arcy minor remarked,
“You'll have Ratty down on you for
being out of your House.”

“Well, Selby wiil be down on me if T
cut oft.”

“He didn’t see you. Ile couldn’t have
known you were with us,” Frank said.
“1 should cut if I were you, Jimmy.”

‘“None of us will be after mindin’,”
added Hooley.

“That’s all very well; but what about
the kippers?” objected the New House
fag.
“They're all right. Didn't you leave
Bunter to take care of them? He, he,
he!” jeered Piggott.

“ What do you mean, Piggy *”

“You needn’t bite my head off, I’ Arcy
minor! I mean just what I say, of
course. Why, you told Bunter yourself
to take care of them.”

“Faith, T don’t trust Bunter a yard,”
Hooley said.

“He 1is rather a shyster, from all
accounts,” admitted D" Arcy minor.

“If I could only see how he could have
wrangled it I should think he was at the
bottom of it all,” Reggic Manners said.

“But he couidn’t have. Selby’s voice
came from the passage all right. Besides,
that fat pig couldn’t mimic Selby so as
to trke us in,” replied Frank Levison.

“ Not likely I agreed Wally.

But doubt was growing with every
minute.

“Don’t hurry ! said Piggott sneer-
ingly. “Give Bunter another minute or
two, and the kippers will be safe enough,
T'll het 1”

we never shall catch him,”

i cads!”

How ON
SALE.

“I'm wetting fed up with this!®
announced Wally D’Arcy.
“ And Bunter’s getting fed up with the

;(ipp,ers,” sniggered Piggott. ‘“He, he,
e !’

“I vote we go in!" snorted Reggie.

There was a moment’s hesitation.
Then D’Arcy minor led the way, and all
foliowed him, even Piggott.

In the gloom Piggott grinned spite-
fully. It was but a small matter to
trinmph over; but Piggott’s was but a
small and malicious mind.

They hurried now. There might or
might not be a row with Mr. Selby to
follow. But they were thinking more of
the kippers than of their Form-master—
for the moment.

Weird sounds came from the Form-
room as they neared it.

“Bus-sus-sounds like someone chuk-
chuk-choking ! stainmered Leggett, in
alarm.

“Then it’s Bunter choking over our
kippers, the fat rotter!” snapped Wally.

And he bolted into the Form-roor.

He was right.

Billy Duuter sprawled over a desk,
squirming. The weird noises were
coming from him.

In his frantic haste he had risked too
much in the way of bones. Something
had stuck in his throat, and his face was
changing from purple to black.

They collared him, and thumped him
on the back with vigour. Perhaps
none of those who thumped quite knew
vihether his vigour was due most to ven-
geance or to a desire to prevent the
robber’s choking.

‘It was rough-and-ready surgery, but it
proved effective.

“Ow-yow!” gasped DBunter. *It's
gone now., I thought it would have
killed me—I did, reallv!”

“Pity it didn't, you fat thief!” roared
D’Arcy minor.

*Give him
Manuners minor.

“Yaroooh !

some more!” howled
Lemne be, you voung
wailed Bunter. “You don't
know what damage I’ve done to my—
oo-er !—inside !

“But we know what damage you've
done to our kippers!” velled Hobbs.

It was easy for them all to see that.

Bunter had not quite cleared the
decks. ‘There remained nearly the half
of one kipper—the smallest one—with
half a round of butter-soaked toast. And
—if these counted—there were five or six
backbones, with fragments adhering
which might have been relished by a
hungry cat.

The Third-Formers were hungry, but
they were not cats.

Their kippers had gone. Their butter
had melted like snow in sunshine. All
that remained, besides the fragmeiits,
was  bread. And  bread—with some
butter, if not much—they might have
had in Hall.

“The fat worm!”

“The thieving hippopotamus!™”

“Oh, let’s slay him!”

“SBure, killing’s too good for
baste!”

Amidst all the clamour Piggott stood
with a supercilious smile upon his un-
wholesome face.

Wally D’Arcy wheeled round, and saw
that smile.

It was too much for Wally's
strained temper.

His open hand smote Piggott’s cheek
with a resounding smack.

“D’Arcy minor!” roared a voice from
the door. .

And this time it was really Mr. Selby,

the

over-
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CHAPTER 5.
L] AM utterly shocked at your con-
duct, D'Arcy minor!” ground
3 g
had Piggott given you that youn
should assault him in that manner?”
say? .

He felt that Piggott’s sneering smile
that slap of the face. But he khew that
there was no chance of getting Mr.

The master came into the room.

“Piggott, perhaps you will - answer
minor?”

‘““Nothing at all, sir. I didn’t even

“Exactly as I thought. D'Arcy
minor, you are an unmitigated young

‘““Not anv more than Piggott is, sir,”
mumbled Wally.
unmannerly boy?”

Wally did not repeat what he had
anyway.

“The state of this room is a disgrace—
“You have been cooking: here. :
tice which you know to be against all
The evidence is too flagrant!”

‘“He means *fragrant’; tbat’s the

Then, for the first time, the master’s
eyes fell upon Bunter.
object in the landscape to have been
noticeable earlier. But, to do him jus-
escape notice.

No doubt he was anxious to save the
presence of a guest might bring upon
their devoted heads.

Mr. Selby. ) )

“ Nmn-nun-nothing, sir,” replied the

“You are Bunter of the Fourth, T
believe?”

“Are you not aware, Bunter, that
vour presence here, and your participa-
all rules?” thundered the master,
© “Participation’s pretty well, when the
Iot!” muttered Jameson.

Jameson would have doue better to

His words did not reach Mr. Selby,
but his muttering drew the master's

“Ah, Jameson! May I inquire what
is your errand here?”
son, as if failing to understand.

“You are a New House boy. You

Hold
out your hand!”
Selby was seldom without a cane, 1t
was the sceptre of his rule.
three stinging cuts without wincing per-
ceptibly.

Nemesis on the Instalment Plan.
out Mr. Selby. “What offence

Wally was dumb. \Vhat(ﬁould he
was more than sufficient justification for
Selby to see.that.
me?  What had you done to D’Arcy
speak to him,” whined the black sheep.
ruffign 1”

“What do you say, yvou rebellious and
said. He felt that it was pretty weak,
a positive disgrace!” snarled Mr. Selby.
rioles and regulations. Do not deny it.
kippers,” whispered Reggie to Frank.

Bunter was a sufficiently prominent
tice, he had done all that he could to
Third from any extra trouble that the

‘“What are you doing hgre?" snapped
Owl weakly.

“Yes, sir.”
tion in this disgusting orgy, are against
fat rotter has giddy well wolfed the
hold his peace.
gaze upon him.

“1 beg vour pardon, sir?” said Jame-
have no right here at this hour.

Mr. Selby had a cane with him. Mr.

Jameson held out his hand, and tock

“You will now report yourself to Mr,

Raicliff for being ebsent from your-
House,” commanded the tyrant.
“Am I to tell him that wveu have

caned me, sir?” asked Jameson.
“As vou please.
it will make any difference whether vou
mention that detail or not,” was the icy
reply.
And the worst of it was that Jameson
and the rest knew that Mr. Selby was

A prac- |
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right. Ratty was as consistently unjust
and spiteful as he was.

If Jameson reported himself he would
certainly get another dose of cane. It
was unlikely, however, that Jameson
would be foolish enough to risk that. He
wvouid prefer to risk disobedience.

He went.

“Held  out  your hand, D Arcy
minor ! snapped Mr. Selby.

Wally’s right hand was extended
firmly.

Swish, swish, swish!

Not a muscle of Wally's face moved.

“Now the other!”

The left hand was held out.

Swish, swish, swish ! .

Still no sign of pain from Wallv. But
that was not because he was not hurt, by
any means.

“Levison minor!” )

Frank stepped forward. He had ex-
pected that summons. Mr. Selby made
a point always of dealing with Wally and
him, and one or twd& more, before his
arm began to flag.

Billy Bunter thought he
chance.

He stole unocstentatiously towards the
door.

“Bunter !” sounded a furious voice.

“Yessir?”

“Where are you going?”

*“Ch, - really, sir—nowhere, sir—at
least, only into the passage for a breath
of fresh air. This room does smell so of
fish, sir!”

“Oh,
Gibson.

And, indeed, after having put away
practically the whole feast, and nearly
choked himself in doing so, Bunter had
no right to complain of the smell, which
was pretty nearly all he had left for the
rightful owners of the spread. )

“Come here, Bunter!” gritted Mr.
Selby, fingering his cane as if he loved
1

his

saw

. But any such affection was not shared
by Bunter; and he did not obey at once.
“I--—  Oh, really, sir, you -surely
don’t think of caning me?” he burbled.
“ Wrong, Bunter! I not only think of
it, but 1 mean to do it! Come here at
once!”

““ But-bub-but, I say, sir, you cu-cu-
can’t, you know!” .

Bunter would have done better to fly
the spot. He had got near enough to
the door to have at least a _sporting
chance of escaping unscathed; and if he
had known Mr. Selby better he would
have been aware that flight was, at
worst, no more dangerous than .argu-
ment.

But a mental vision of the angry
master pursuing him, the caue lashing,
kept Bunter rooted to the spot.

“Wrong again! I not only can, but I
will 17

“But I—I—I ain’t in your Form, you
know, sir!”

“That is merely an addition to your
offence. In other words, if you were a
member of the Third T should cane you
for breaking rules. As it is, I shall cane
vou not only for that, but for intruding
to break them!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Who was guilty of that gross imper-
tinence?” roared Mr, Selby.

“I said ¢Hear, hear!
D'Arcy minor.

“How dare you'!"

“Well, sir, I didn’t think there was

answered

1 any harm in agreeing with you.”
I really do not think- i

“It was sheer impudence, and you
know it! You will write mé three
hundred lines! Bunter!” ’ )

The Owl had got a step or two nearer
the deor. !
he heard those stern tones.

the rotter!” breathed Curly

But he halted once more when”
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“Yessir?” he burbled, trembling like
a jelly.

“(Come here!”

“T'll kuk-kuk-come, sir; but you kuk-
kuk-can’t kuk-kuk-cane me !’

The Third were giggling now. Not
all their dread of Mr. Selby could restrain
them from that.
P Bluutcr came, his fat hands behind his

ack.

“ Hold out your right hand, Bunter!”

“Oh, really, sir, I must pretest! I'm
Fuf-fuf-fourth !”
“No, third. He's got your turn,

Franky,” murmured Gibson.

“Take that!”

The lithe cane fairlv sang in the air
before it curled round Bunter’s fat legs.

“Ow-yow! Yoooop! Stoppit, you
beast !

“Bunter! Another word of such gross
disrespect and I will take you straight to
Dr. Holmes!”

“Tuk-tuk-take me, then! He'll tell
vou that I can’t be kuk-kuk-caned by
you!”

“Come with me, then!
boys later !”

And Mr. Selby stalked towards the
door.

“J—I sus-sus-say, sir! I dud-dud-
don’t think I'll go to the Heud !” gasped
Bunter, not moving.

“Then you will hold out your hand!”
rasped out Mr. Selby.

‘“Hold it out, you fat idiot!” hissed
D’Arey minor.  “Youll only. get it
worse if you go to the old man!” )

“I--I—I dud-dud-don’t think it’s right,
sir; but T submit—under protest!”
Bunter burbled.

“Your protest 1s a matter of completo
indifference to me,” replied Mr. Selby.
“Your hand !”

It was held out. "But as the cane came
swishing down. Bunter drew it back in
dire alarm, and the full force of the blow
descended upon Mr. Selby's own leg.

“Yoooop!” he howled.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the fags.

Not to save themselves from instant
execution could they have kept back
their laughter, .

Bunter fled then. But it was too late.

He had practically no start at all.
Before he had gone two yards the cane
smote his shoulders.

“Owwwww 17

Swish, swish, swish, swish !

I will see you

“Yooop! O, I say, stoppit! That
hurts! Owwwww!”
Right . up the passage Mr. Selby

pursued, and Bunter roared and writhed
and ran,

Then the master of the Third cams
back, and his Formmn found that the
punishment dealt out to the hapless Owl
had left plenty of vigour in him.

Levison minor, Manners minor, Frayne,
ITobbs, Gibson, Hooley, Butt, Leggett—
one after another they faced pain with
what stoicism they could summon. It
varied a gooddeal, for Leggett was not
made of quite the same stuff as Wally &
Co., though there were others who were
made of much the same stuff as Leggett,

All were put through it—except
Piggott. He was left until last, and then
Mr. Selby's glance round seemed to over-
look him. 1t was not really unfair in
essence, for Piggott had had no share in
the lost spread. But it was grossly ‘un-
fair in intention, for the master did neot
know that, and did not ask about it.

“Clear up those disgusting remnants !”’
snapped Mr. Selby, = “If anything like
this happens again I shall not let you off
with so light a punishment, T promise
you!”

He stalked out, tapping his leg with
his cane. But the leg he tapped was not
the one he had inadvertently smitten.

Wally D’Arcy surveyed the scene.

Taeg GeM LIBRARY.-—No. 575.
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Y Crnmbs, this §s about the giddy
limit * he said. “We've got to clear up
after that fat beast’s wolfed everything

“ Never mind ! said Reoggie, throwing
. 3 VOgELo, g
fragments of kipper-skin inta the fire,
“We'll take it out of Buuter when we
catch him, you bet!” :

“*Here, doin’t waste that I said Wally,
elntehing at a scrap of Kipper.

“You don’t wani it--after Bunter—
surely ¢V

Of course T don't, Franky! But
Piggy does! Anyway, he's guing to have
it—down his neck !’

“Lemme alone!” panted Piggott.

“Oh, no, my pippin! Selby missed

you; but that's no reasan why we
should. Get him down, you kids !
“Let him alone,” said Frank., “ After

all, he wasn't in the feed hizney, and it
was f(’)]1 that we were Cﬂﬂed>
sure that Bunter hasn’t had about his
whack, too.”

Wally threw his fragment into the fire,

“We'll let Piggy alone, then,’ he said.
“He’s a rotten outsider, all the same.
Buot I'm dashed if we’re going to et

Bunter alone—the beastly pig ! What do-|

you say, you fellows7*

“Not jolly well likely!” came: the:
chorus,

Frank gave in on the score of Bunter,
and took his share in the discussion which
ensued on ways and means of getting
even with Bunter,

That youth might faney he had already

had his punishment. But the Third did
not agree.

He might have had part of it; but
N:umesis, in
work on the instalment plan,

CHAPTER 6.
Any Pert in a Storm.
HERE he is, ths fat
After him !” )
Billy Bunter looked round in

[(3 T xotter |

alarm.
It was obviously he who was referred
to as a fat rotter. Whatever he might
think as to. the justice of the description,
he could have no doubt about: that.
Bunter's memory was a short. one—too
fatally short for anyone with his
imveterate habit. of saying ' the thing
which was not.  If it had not besm for the
fact that he could still feel the stings left
behind by the lashing eane of Mr. Selby,
he might by this time—nearly twenty-
four hours later—have forgotten all.about
the matter of the Third Form kippers.

But when ke saw Wally D*Arey, Frank |

Levison, and a dozen or so niore fags

bearing down upon him: it all came |

freshly back to his mind; and he judged
it expedient to flee.

He fled accordingly.

It was almost a pity that D’ Arcy minor
had given tongue in sach hot. haste, for it
handicapped- the fags’ chance.
that shout they might have come upon:
him wnawares.

But there is s zest of the chase which |

Wally was the very fellow to feel keonly.

And Wally’s followers wore hardly less [}

keen than he.
Fear
Williamn George Buiter:
IIe went up the broad staitcase at a

pace that might well have been. deemed |

impossibie to such a figure as was his;
b

Along the Fourth passage his fat little |

legs went like clockwork.
“Go it, Bunter I roared Blake.
“Where’s the bobby 777 howled Herries.
“Two to one on Bunter against the
field " yelled Dighy.
The Terrible Three—Tom

% Merry,
Tue CeM LisvaRy.—No. 575,

Pm not |

Mouty Lowther, and. [Tarry Mavners, of
the Shell—appeared round the corner,
-coming from the passage upon which the

studies of their Form ware situated.

*“Bunter running!”  gasped  Tom
- Merry.
“ Doubly,” said Monty Towther. * His

legs ure going at a truly astonishing pace,
rand the grease from him lards the lean
“eirth—I mean the linoleum; if T mnst be
- pedantically accurate —as he runs.”
" But what's he running fori? asked
Manners perplexedly, as the Owl pushed
| past them. without & word.

“*The wicked flee when no man
pursueth,’ * said Lowther solemnly.

*Then Bunter isn't the wicked flea, for
he is being chased,” replied Cardew, look-
Ling aut of No. 9.  ““Levison, old bird,
> your minor’s. in this 1

The pack had just come into sight,
Wally and Frank ;leading.

IR S

[ e Stacker 7~

i

e (o (0. @ @) (0 @ @

Bunter’s case;, was going to |

But. for |

lent wings to the speed of |

~ ARE YOU ONE?

+ Now is the time to show what | 1 be
3 - to your own quarters,” said Kangaroo.

you can join a Cadet Corps,

HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applying to
 Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
‘tice, W.C, 2, who will send you
.particulars as to your nearest
. Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

'BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

uoei{a. (@ in (o) (8) (e} o) (a)

(oo x 2 = 1o v ow

. ‘““And mine,” said Maoners, sighting
: Reggie just behind the leaders. .
L “Bak Jove! An’ mine, too!” said
[ Arthur  Augustuss D’Arcy.  “ Weally,
. Wally, it is scawcely the thing to wush
along this passage as if—-" .
Wally: paid no heed, and Gussy left his
reproof unfinished:
The pack swept on.
| ““Tt looks wathah as if they were aftah
. Buntah,” remarked' Gussy.
¢~ Does it?” said Cardew.
‘mind you have, my noble kinsman !”? .
“Did you think that out for yourself,
Gussy, or did Herries help you?” in-
“quired Lowther.
© “You needn’t drag me in!” growled
"Herries.
“Tt must have been some great mind.
‘T naturalty thought of you, old top,” said
‘Lowther swestly.

(et

‘Merry. .
“Bunter got the rag of the Third out

last night,” explained Ernest Levison.
“Wolled' all their kippers.”

 stuff you are made of. Don’t slack |
about the streets in *civvies™ if |

“C.A.V.R,, Judges’|

“What a |

“But what’s it all about " asked Tom |

R Granid BUNTER Story Appsars in this Wesk's “ Magnet,” 11>

“But where were Wally & Cu. to
allow that?’* asked Rlake.
“There's some ngsiery abous it,”

Clive answered.  “ Young Frank kays
that they heard Selby’s voice in the
passage teling them to go acvess to the
oym at once; but when they got there
dear old Belby was non est, and they

fancy someoue else must have mimicked
: B

him.™ .
“Would anyone mimic an order by
Selby in order that Bunter might stesl

- the fags’ tommy?” said Digby doubt-

fuliy.

** Not knowin’, can’t say,” replied Car-
dew. “My guides an’ instructors have
given you succinctly the story as re-
lated to us by Franky. The application
—likewise the moral—wo leave entirely

‘to you.”

“Ara they to be al'owed to slaughter
Bunter in our passage, Tommy 7 askod
Mauners.

“Seeing that it's Bunter, T should say
‘Most certainly ’,” said Lowther, "1
consider it a meritorious deed o
slaughter Bunter anywhere and any-
how.”

“Oh, weally, Lowthah——"

“Any objection, Gussy? If so, put it

| into writing, and we will give it our bess
| consideration.”

“1 rather faney the slanghiering’s
off,” said Tom, grinuing. ‘Here they
come bhack ! B nty has taken refuge
somewhere, and the hounds are at fault.
They have lost the scent.”

Wally & Co. were indeed coming back,
shepherded by Harry Noble and the
great George Alfred Grundy.

“You kids can’t do. this sort of thing,
you know,” Grundy was saving.

“'The merry chase should be confinc.l

“i'm talking to them, Noble!” pro-
tested Grundy, with immense dignity.
“Right-ho! They're sure to take

 notice of you—I don’t think !”

“Oh, shut up, you asses!” growled
D’ Arcy minor.  * What licks me 1s where
the fat rotter got to.”

“ e must have gone into one of the
studies,” said Frank.

*Then it was arr empty one,” said Jack
Blake. “If there had been anyone m i
he would have been kicked out at once.”

“Bunter is not much mere popular in
the Shell than in his own Form,” rec-
marked Dig, smiling.

“Lesa!™ =aid Kangaroo, with con-
viction.

“That,” said Levison, with equal con-
viction, “is not possible.”

It was true.  All along the two pas-
sages there was not a single occupied
study from which Bunter would net have
been expelled at once.

Not even Racke or Crooke or Scrope,
niot even Trimble or Mellish, could stand
“the OwkL

To such a pass had a few weeks at St
Jim’s broucht that shining light of the
Greviriars Remove !

Nevertheless, Bunter had found a
refuye.

It was not in an occupied study, how-
ever: It wus in the one stidy on the
Shell passage never occupied in these
dayvs—Nobody's Study !

That apartment was at the exiremc
end of the passige, or, rather, in a short
lind allev leading out of it.

Nobody’s Study was generally keps

locked. But from time to time it was
opened and swept out, and this chanced
to be one of the davs when cleaning
' operations were done there.
Boenter, short-sighted and  econfused,
| had blundered into the blind alley well
ahecad of the chase, and had seeu the
open door.

The key was in the lock. ITe snatched
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it out, transferred himself to the inside |

of the door, and locked hiniself safely in,.
just as the pack of fags went whooping
past the head of the short passage.
They weve completely at fault. They
never even thought of Nobody’s Study,

though Bunter had spoken of 1t to them |,

the ‘evening before.

But  ther:;, Bunter had not really
tho ght of it. He had c¢nly happened
upon the open door.

It was merelv a case of any port in a
storm with Wiltlhiam Gearge Dunter.

Even now he did not at first realise
where he had got.

He blinked round him confusedly. This
1 It seemed |

place was onite unfamiliar.
to Bunter almost as though same hene.
ficcnt magician had devised a refuge for
him on the spur of the moment.

Then some recollection of what Dur-
ranee and the fags had told him came to
lifs confused mind.

“This must be Nobody’s Study " he|

said to himself.
And he blinked round again.

“Don’s think much of it,” he]
niumbled.
There was certalnly nothing very

attractive about Nobody’s Study.

The walls were of so?i
room belonged to the older part of the
school. The one window had no view
hut that of blank walls, by no. means
ingniriting.  Of course, furniture was en-
tirely lacking.

“ Wauldn’t be so bad, though, if I had
an armnchair and a few nicre sticks of
furniture,”  said Bunter to Bunter.
" There's a good big grate; a roaring
fire would soon make the place. a bit
cheerier. T've a jelly good mind to cot-
ton_on to this studv !”

He moved over to the window.

“No chance of being averlooked by
anyboly-—that’'s something to the good,”
he said. “With plenty of grob and
firing a chap might not have half a bad
tini heve.”

Billy Bunter was not really a gre-
garious animal, thongh his habit of
forcing himsell into comrany whi~h had
1o use for him might have made: him
secnl 0 to an observer with not too
muach acumen.

When he did that, however, it was
never for the sake of company. He wrs
always after something to eat and: drink
otherwise unobtainable.

Let Bunter only have ail that his
soul—or, rather, a more solid part of his
make-up-—eraved, and he would rare but
tittle for society. With tco much to eat
and drink he would have been eontent—
in the words of the poct—‘to let the
\\'or'd go by"’

Hig establishment in Nohodv’s Study
would not, of course, provide himr auto-
matically with too much to eat and
drink.

But if he could establish himself there

unknown to any of the two Forms;, he
could see his way to easier times in
the matter of gorging. At present,
ruids upon the cupboards of others were
complicated bv tha diffierlty of disnesing
of the staff raided—-a v é t
for the homelcss Bunter.

1f he did decide to locate himself in

o,

Nobody's Study, he must do it en the:|

=ly, of course.

It was a Shell study Nobody in the
Sh-ll wanted i, it is trve; they would
have crawded in four or five to. a study
vather than dig in that cheerless apart-
menrt.

All the same, everyone in the Shell
would object to the establishment of
Bunter there.

Buuter was aware of this, though he
could not in the least understand 1t.

‘T think Tl bag it!’* he muttered:
“Wonder whether those beastly: fags
have gone yet?"
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d stone, for the |

cal difficulty |

THE GEM LIBRARY,

He unlocked the door, opened it, and
listened.

The fags had cleared cff, that was plain.
It was impossible for Wally & Co. to
be anywhere and not to be heard; and
. Bunter could not hear them.
*Must have a place to geb oub of the
.way of those spiteful young rotters!”
mumbled Bunter. Ul pur the key in
'my pocket, anyway. No cne knows I’ve
-been here, and if anyoue misses it they
can’t trace it to me.’
- He put the key in his pocket and
 rolled il

CHAPTER 7.
Very Mysterious.
ITERE was a pie here,”
Manners darkly.

‘“T
Two. days had passed since
the fage had chased Bunter. It

"was tea-time, and Manners was stand-

said

Three-halfpence, ¥

“What's more likely Buntor?” aoked
Tom Merry, entering at. that moment

“Pis disappeared,” replied Manrors
briefly.

My hat! That certainly sounds
rather like the fit villain!” said Tom.
“He raided all Grundy’s grub—extra-

-gpecial hamper from dear old" Uncle
Grundy, too.”

*“Something will have to be done
about it,” said Manuners.

“Can’t  we leave that safely to
Grandy?” asked Lowther.

“Ass! I mean about our pie.™

“Oh!  That's really serious, Tl
admit.”

“We can’t scrag him on suspicion,”.
said Tom slowly.

“I don’t see why mnoti” repliad
Manners sharply.
*Oh, yes, you do, old man! FTren &

fat worm like Bunter must be given
justice.”

The. Owl’s Nest.
(See Chapter 10.)

ing in front of the cnpboard in Study
No. 10—that. which the Terrible Three
shared.

“Of course there’s a pie there—a
rabbit-pie,” replied Lowther.

!1“’9}1‘ is there? D' blind, then, that’s
ali !

Lowther came over in haste.

“You've put something on top of it,
- duffer I he said.

“Qh, have I? Find it, then!”

But Lowther stared into the cupboard
in vain. The pie was certainly not there.

“May have been Figgy & Co.,” he
said slowly., “I saw kKatty over here
between clusses and dinner.”

Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn, of the
- New House, were on the best of terms
with ths Terrible Three as individuals,

Ho-se: and the raiding of the enemies’

legirimate warfare by. both parties,
. “Moro likely Bunter }” growled Man-
nera.

But New House was up against School |.

grub was: reckoned more or less an.act of |.

“It will be blessed unhealth
if he gets that!” Lowther sal

*“Hallo, Guesy, old bird! What’s: the
matter?” inquired Tom, as the noblas
countenance of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
Jooked into. No. 10.

“There has been a mysterious. disap-
ipeawance fwom our studay, Tom
‘Mewwy,” said the swell of the Fourth.

“If 1t’s a bottle of face-wash, apply
Georgs Alfred Grundy, farther af{onf;
the passage,” replicd Lowther. “Hc's
probg’bly taken 1t as evidence against
you ¥

“ Do be sewious, Lowthah! Suahly you
do not suspect me of using anythin’ 20
‘effeminate as a face-wach?”

“But you do wash your fi EOMGe
times, don’t you, Gussy? It always looks
‘nice and pink and clean, anyway 7’

“There is a gweat deal of diffewescs.
‘between a face-wash an"—an’ i

“A wash of the face—ch? Is there?
Now, 1 shouldn’t have thought it. It
only tends to show the defects or the

Trae Gex LBrany.— Nao, 575,
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merits—not sure which—of our beautiful
language. For in Latin the two things
would have to be expressed by the same
word, and——" !

“Oh, shut up, .you pifiling idiot!”
snapped Manners.  “ Anybody might
think that losing a pie didn’t matter ”

“Have you lost a pie, Mannahs?”

“Yes. At least, we had one boned.”

“I'm not sure whether Dame Taggles
bones the rabbits ”

“Oh, dry up, ass! What have you had
stolen, Gussy®"

“I should not caah to assert positively
that it had been stolen, Mannahs. In
tact, T am quite suah that you fellows
would not be guiltay of such——"

“Us?” roared Manners. “Do you
mean to say—-" .

“Really, Gussy, you might draw it a
bit milder!” said Tom.

“Well, of course, we know that if you
bagged it you onlay did it in fun,” ‘ex-
planed D’Arcy. “But we should like
1t back, don'tcherknow!”

“Like what back, you potty gas-bag?”

*Weally, Mannahs »

“What have you lost, you burbling
maniac?” demanded- Lowther. -

“Weally, Lowthah ”

“Leave the old chump to me," said
Toni, grinning. *“ What is it, Gussy ?”

“A cake, Tom Mewwy—a vewy large
cake.  An’ I should like to point out that
I came along heah in the vewy fwiendliest
spiwit—-" )

“To accuse us of boning your cake,
you dunimy ?” roared Manners. -

“Nothin’ of the sort. We simplay
thought you might have taken it for a
lavk.” At lcast, I thought so, an’ Dig
thought so. Blake was not suah, an’
Hewwies was weally wathah violent about
it. So it seemed up to me, as a fellow
of tact an’ judgment, an’ all that,
v'know, to come along an’ ask politely
whethah P )

“Whether we were grab-sneakers?”
howled Manners. .

“Steady does it, old chap!” said Tom
soothingly. “We'vo raided their tommy
before now, and €0 have they ours. But
not this time, Gussy, old dear! We

" haven't seen your cake.” .

“Cake missing in No. 677 asked
Talbot, appearing behind Gussy.

“That's it. What have you lost, old

top?”

*“They were Gore’s, really. A bag of
scones, that's all. - We shall get over it.
But, for a philosopher, Skimmy's really
making rather a fuss. He happene to
have discovered that he’s hungry.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's the giddy joke?” inquired
Clifton Dane, the Canadian junior, halt-
ing in the doorway.

“Talbot's study has lost a bag of
ceones,” explained Tom.

“And you silly. asses think that's
funny! I don't! We're a pound or two
of bacon down, and I'm looking for the
rotter who bagged it!”

“Well, we’ve lost a rabbit-pie, so we're
not out of the fashion,” said Lowther.

“My hat! Someone’s been going it !”

“Hallo, here’s Levison!” said Man-
ners, who was getting back his own good
temper now that it was evident that he
laml his chums were not alone in their
088,

“ What’s missing from No. 9, Levi-
son?” asked Tom.

There was something of the old-time
auick suspicion in the look that Rrnest
Levison gave him. But in a second the
newer look, that was so different from

the old one, returned to the Fourth-;

Tormer's face
“All in jt?” he asked.

“Ours is a pie, Talbot’s a bag of

Beones, Gussy makes plaintive inquiry for
Tur Gew Liseary.—No. 575

a missing cake, and Dane has lost—
uot saved—his bacon,” replied Lowther.

¥ Any of you seen au extra-big tin of
sardines walking abotit on its own?” said
Levison.

That unusual spectacle had not had a
witness among the assembled company.

“It's either Baggy or Bunter,” said
Manners. “No good pretending that
we're above suspecting anyone without

“proof’!‘ I'm not, I'll own. I suspect them

both.’

“Rather a wholesale bizney
Baggy,” said Levison thoughtfully.

“Another giddy victim!" said Low-
ther.

It was Kerruish this time.

But. now there was a change in the
complaint.

*“Do any of you chaps happen to have
borrowed an armchair from our study?”
asked the Manx junior. *Of course, we
don’t mind lending it; but we're not
giving it away. I've inquired all along
our passage.” '

“Not a very likely thing for anybody
to borrow,” suid Jack Blake, coming up
with Herries and Digby.

“No. We do borrow chairs at times:
but an armchair is a bit too big to be got
out and in again comfortably,” Toem said.

“This-is that wicker one of ours,” ex-
plained Kerruish. “It’s quite light; you
can tote it along just as easily as an
ordinary chair.

“When did you miss it, deah boy?"
Gussy asked.

“Last night.”

The meeting in No. 10 had become an
overflow one by this time.

¥Well.” remarked Lowther thought-
fully,- “if we only pool our losses we can
have quite a fine spread. Ttems, a rabbit-
pie, a cake, a dozen or so scones, a pound
or two of bacon, and a large tin of sar-
dines. Really—-"

“Who's been bagging my tea?”

It was the stentorian voice of (George
Alfred Grundy which howled that ques-
tion along the passage.

“Come along here, old bird!” said
Blake. “For once you have our sym-
vathv. We all happen to be in the same
box.”

“What, all lost toa?
"Tain't  likely!  Ours
pound.”

“Wo've lost ”

“And we've had——"

“Ours was——"

‘“ An armchair of ours has vanished!”

Kerruish alone managed to make it
clear to Grundy what had gone from his
study.

““An armchair? Oh, don't be pottv!
Who'd steal an armchair?” said the great
man contemptuously. “’Tain’t like a
pound of tea.”

“Not very like. certainly,”™ eaid Low-
ther. “The difference is visible to the
naked eye, anyway."”

“Look here, there’s a thief about!"
snapped Grundy.

“Soe what it is to get a fellow with
real detective ability on the job!™ said
Lowther admiringly,

“This will have to be gecn into!”
Grundy proclaimed.

“ As the man said about the millstone,”
murmured Lowther

“Things can't disappear like this!"

“Bai Jove, Gwunday, it looks wathah
as if they can, thouch!™

“Wilky !™ hooted Crundy.

Wilkins and Gunn, Grunds’s two
studv-mates, came up together,

Behind them came Cflive and Cardew
of the Fourth, and Gibbons and Lucas
of the Shell i

Of the half-dozen who thus added them-
selves to the growiug crowd. all but
Cardew looked distinctly worried. But
the face of Ralph Reckness Cardew wore
its usual unruffled expression.

{or

Don’t talk rot!
was  a  whole

HOW OR
SALE.

“Who's bagged our teapot?” asked
Clive.

“There's a frying-pan gone from our
study !™ said Gibbons.

“Look here! Have any of you chaps

borrowed my violin-case?”  inquired
Lucas.
“This looks to me like a case of com-

plete  study said Talbot
quietly.

* Wilkins,” commanded Grundy, in his
lordliest mauner, *“go round to all the
studies and find out what everyone's
lost !

“Grundy,” repliedl George Wilkins,
“go and eat coke !”

“Wha-a-a-at?"

“Go and eat coke, T said. Think I'm
going to be ordered about by you, fat-
head 7”

Grundy gasped. This seemed to him
rank mautiny. :

“I don't sce what anyone could pos-
sibly want with Lucas’ violin-case,” said

13, .

Oh, T dou't know about that!” Her-
ries said. Herries was musical.

“ Better get old Towser on the job,”
said Tom, with a wink at Blake.

“Towser and Grundy—a combination
warranted to——"

“I don’t see where Grundy comes in.
Lowther!” growled Herries. “0ld
Towsy would jolly scon find the thief,

e

furnishing,”

I'll bet
“If he'll only find our teapot I shall
be satisfied,” said Clive. “ I don't know
about any thief. Chaps do borrow other
chaps' teapots.™
“Poor old Sidney! A born son of
Martha—anxious and troubled about
many things,” murmured Cardew sooth-
ingly.
" You potty ass!” snapped Clive.

““The eonsg of Mary seldom bother, for

they have inherited that good part ;

But the sons of Martha favour their

mother of the careful soul and the
troubled heart,”

chanted Cardew.

“That’s Shakespeare, I suppose ?” said
Grundy scornfully.

“No—Iipling; but it's nearly the
same thing—ncar enough for Grundy,
anyway,” Lowther said.

“It's rot I” growled Clive.

“Here’s Baggy !” said Dig.

CHAPTER 8.
The Inmate of the Box-room.
“E ERE, I say! Wharrer doing 7”
burbled Baggy Trimble.
“Easy on, Grundy!” said
Tom. *“There’s nothing been
proved against Baggy yet !"

““An’ even Baggibus has some of the
rights of a Briton,” drawled Cardew.
“Even Baggibus must be Leld guilty
until he's proved innocent.”

“Isn't it the other way round,” Car-
dew ?” asked Talbot, smiling.

Cardew shook ‘his head.

“ Not with Baggibus,” he zaid. “Much
safer my way, old gan !

“Yow-ow ! Stoppit, Grundy! Make
this beast stop it, Tom Merry !"

Grundy gave Baggy onc final shake,
then released him.

“ Now tell the truth !” he growled.

“If Baggibus is to do that, the shaking
process had better be coutinued,” said
Cardew. “Truth is fabled to inhabit the
bottom of a well, y'’know. If there’s any
in Baggibus, it's deep, deep down N

¢ Farther than any plummet——

v

“More Shakespeare ! groanad
Grundy. = “I wish you'd shut up,
Lowther, and you, too, Cardew! A chap

can’t hear himself speak for your eternal

clack 17 -
“That's a chap's own fault for whis-

perit’, Grundy," cbserved Cardew, “A



Every Wednesday,

voice ‘gentle and low’ may he
cellent thing in woman,’ but—-"

“We shaﬁ never get any further till
Cardew and Lowther are muzzled !” said
Blake.

*“I am damb !’ proclaimed Lowther.

“An’ I’'m deaf!” said Cardew. “I1
can’t hear Gtrundy at all unless he speaks
louder.”

* What's the row 7 whined Baggy. .
“Things have heen disappearin’, Baggi-
bus. We don’t—"

“Shut up, and let me
Cardew !” hooted Grundy.

“Eh? Was your Majesty graciously
pleased to whisper?” inquired Cardew,
with a hand to an ear.

“Well, suppose things have?” said
Baggy defiantly. “ What’s that to me?
I’'m not a thief, am 17"

“Notice must be given of that gues-
tion,” said Lowther, in his best parlia-
mentary manner.

“You may not be a thief,” said Tom
Merry, “but you must admit that now
and then you've been caught in posses-
sion of things that you couldn’t prove
to be yours,”

“Very nicely put, Thomas!” Lowther
said approvingly.

“I don’t admit anything of the sort!”
bleated Baggy. “I would scorn to touch
anything that didn’t belong to me. I
hope my principles are too high for
that !

“Baggibus has hope. The gentle
Thomas has charity. But where—oh, tell
me where !'—ig faith to be found when
Baggibus an’ the morals of Baggibus are
in question 7’ asked Cardew.

“I haven't touched anything of any-
body’s,” persisted the heir of Trimble
Hall.

“Quite  touching !”  said Lowther.
“The sight of such perfect innocence
almost makes me weep extensive weeps.”

**Oh, stop it ! hooted Grundy. “‘Look
here, Trimble, either you bagged our
stuff or somebody else did—there’s no
getting away from that !”

“What a stupendous brain!” mur-
mured Lowther.

“Well, I didn’t!” said Baggy.

And, somehow, most of these who
heard fancied he was telling the truth,
unusual ag it was for him to do so.

**Then who did 7 ’

“That ain’t my bizney, is it? All the
same, I think I could give you a hint.”

And Baggy looked very knowing
indeed.

Durrance appeared just then, and be-
hind him came Roylance and Smith
minor and Kangaroo and Glyn. Even
the passage was getting* rather crowded.

“Sugar’s done in, as well as bacon,
Clifton,” said Harry Noble to his chum
and study-mate.

“1 say, we've lost a tin of pineapple
and a jJar of preserved ginger,” an-
nounced Roylance. “Have all you chaps
Jost things " .

“Somebody’s made the merry dickens
of a raid on our study,” said Durrance.
*“As it happens, Lumley-Lumley and I
had both had hampers. "All that’s left of

‘an ex-
-

tell  him,

them wouldn't make a meal for .a
sparrow !”

“It's all screne,” remarked Glyn,
“You’ve caught the robber, haven’t
—T
you?’ . Y

*No, they haven't, then!” roared
Raggy.

“Sounds a bit suspish. No one men-
tioned your name, fatty!”

“ Everybody makes out I'm a thief!”
whined Baggy. “T shall complain to
Railton about it if it doesn’t stop!”

“Much better wait till the chaps you
bone the stuff from complain to him,”
said Dig.  ‘“No use giving yourself away,
you know,*

“Baggy thinks he can tell us who the
criminal is, Glyn,” said Blake,
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“T shouldn't wonder,” replied Bernard
Glyn drily.

“It wasn't me, then! Tt was
Bunter !

No one seemed surpriced at that
charge.

“Have you any proof of that?” asked
Tom. .

“Yaas, wathah! Tt is quite off the
wails to .accuse a chap without pwoof.
Twimble ! : :

“Proof ecnough,” grunted Baggy.
“Do any of you chaps know where the
fat rotter has been the last day or two 7™

“At a guess, 1 should hazard Study
No. 2, with Mellish,” said Cardew.

“Rot! Nothing of the sort!™

“When did_you change out?”” inquired
Cardew sweatly.

“I haven't changed out, you silly
ass !’ .

“Oh, haven't you? Then—-"

*Dry up, Cardew !’ said Tom. *“Come
to think of it, you fellows, we haven’t
seen much of Bunter just lately.”

“The fags have been looking for him
everywhere, they say; but they can’t get
on hig trail,”” said Levison.

Baggy nodded and winked and laid a
podgy finger against his snub nose.

“1 know !”” he said

“Where ?” came an ecager chorus of a
dozen or more voices,

Tl take you. I consider Bunter’s a
disgrace to St. Jim’s,” said Baggy
virtuously. “ Whatever’s gone, he's
taken it—there’s no doubt about that.
The fellow’s grossly unprincipled !”

“There’s one thing he hasn’t taken,
Baggibus,” drawled Cardeow.,

“What’s that 7> asked Noble.

“He hasn’t taken away the character
of Baggibus. Baggibus lost that leng
before Bunter came.”

“Do you mean that Baggy has taken
away his?”

“No, Manners—no! But it would
have been a kind act if he had. Bunter
has the sort of character best carefully
mislaid. ”

‘“Lead on,
Blake. :

Baggy led the way upstairs to a little-
used box-room at the end of the Fifth
Form dormitory passage.

He flung open the door.

“There he is!” he said dramatically.

“Tableau—the Sleeping Beauty !” said
Cardew.

William George Bunter lay fast asleep,
and his snores fairly echoed down the
passage.

He had diawn two big boxes together
for a bed. Upon these he had laid several
overcoats—not all his own property, of
course. Indeed, he had his own over-
coat on, ag well as a thick rug round his
ample person.

His face was greasy. His sleeping
smile looked suspiciously like the smiie
of repletion. He lay upon his back, and
inside the rug his fat arms were crossed
over his waistcoat region.

““Well, I'm blessed!” said Talbot.

‘“Here’s Bunter!” Manners said. “But
where’s our pie?”

*“Yaas, wathah!
Jove!”

“ And our bacon

“ And——"

“I would suggest that only a post-
mortem could answer all those ques-
tions,” Cardew said.

“But you can’t have a post:mortem
on a chap till he’s dead, ass!” objected
Clive. .

‘“That, my dear Sidney, appears to me
an argument in favour of it, seein’ that
the person in question is Bunter!”

“It’s a queer thing what he’s done

you fat worm!"” snapped

An’ our cake, bai
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with all that stuff if he has boned it,”

said Tom. . .
“ Nothing queer about it!” snapped
Grundy. *“He’s wolfed it, of course!

Three-halfpence, 11

D?’x}"t we know what a gorging rotter he
ig?” -

“8till, if he’s eaten it here there would
be some sign of it about,” remarked
Gunn.  “But there’s not—not a crumby,
or a tin, or 2

“And he couldn’t have cooked bacon
here!” Durrance said.

“Bai Jove, it weally is queeah! For
Buntah makes a tewwible lot of cwumbs
as a wule, doesn’t he, Dig, deah boy?”’

" Untidiest chap I ever saw,” agreed
Dig. * Worse than you, Gussy !”

* Weally »?

“And where’s our armchair?” asked
Kerruish. ““No sign of that!”

“Or of my violin-case!” put in Lucas.

“There’s no sign of anything except
Bunter!” said Mauners crossly. “And
goodness knows we don’t want Bunter.
I'd as soon think of hunting round for
a dose of influenza as for Bunter!”

Baggy Trimble was evidently taken
aback.

“I~I— Look here, you know, he’s
gorged it all—he must have!” he said.

“But where? He certainly hasn’t eaten
it here !’ said Kangaroo,

Suspicious looks were being cast upon
Baggy. It seemed very like an attempt
on the part of that high-principled youth
to make a scapegoat of the sleeping ‘inno-
cent before them,

But was Bunter sleeping? e still
snored, it was true; but Cardew saw him
open one eye ever so slightly.

No one else saw that. Most of them
were busily engaged in examining the
box-room for any  sign of Buntec's
alleged gorge.

Cardew, without a word, took out his
scarfpin and approached the supposed

sleeper.

“Chuck it, Cardew, you rvotter!”
roared Bunter, sitting up in a desperate
hurry.

‘“Halla! You awake?” said Tom

Merry, wheeling round.

“Yes, I am, then! I wish yon fellows
would leave me alone!” replied Bunter
peevishly.

“We’d do that fast enough if you’d
leave our grub alone!” growled Herries.

** And our furniture!” added Kerruish.

“I don’t knew what you're talking
about !’ said Bunter, rubbing his eves in
a most natural manner. N

*“Everybody’s been losing things this
last few hours,” said Levison bluntly.

“Well, I can’t help that, can 17 They
should take better care of them, that’s
alll” :

“The general impression is that you
could help it, my fat tulip!” said
Lowther,

“What do you mean? You're talking
in riddles!” .

“The question is—what are you doing
up here? You've no right here!”” hooted
Grundy. )

“Well, T like that!” said Bunter in-
dignantly. *“Where am I to go?”

“You've no right here!”
Grundy.

Thete was a look more of sorrow than
of anger upon the fat face of Buntor
as he gazed around him upon the crowd.

“I can’t make you chaps out!” he said
plaintively. *“I thought St. Jim's was a
decent school !”

“Bo it is, you fat rotter!” returned
Clive hotly.

“Well, T haven’t found it so! I'm
driven out of the studies. No onec will
take me in—I don’t know why. T suppose
I've got to be somewhere, haven’t 17"

“The mnecessity is not obvious!”
Lowther said.

‘“Oh, really! I never heard such rot as
you talk, Lowther! Well, T find this
place. ’Taint very warm or very comfy,
I can tell you that! But anyway I'm
doing no harm to anyone here, am 1?”
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repeated
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Bunter paused for a reply. He looked
almost ready to weep fal tears. The
pathos of his position seemed to get home
to him, if it failed to get home to anyone
else present.

“As far as that goes,” admitted Tom
Merry, “there’s - no. great harm in your
snoozing here all the time when "you
aren’t ‘wanted in Form. Perhaps the
chaps whose overcoats you've borrowed
nay object no k

“You should have a more decided
opirion about thag, I think, Tornmy, for
I see one of yours there!” struck in
Lowther, :

“Well, it’s only my old one—it’s no
great odds. But the point iz, Bunter,
that things are missing—r-o"

“That’s no cvoncern of mine, Merry!
Search ree, if you want to—I don'’t care!
Search this miserable hole that vou've
driven me to—vou ‘won’t find anything
heye,” .

“Bunter's conscious virtue is even
amore  touchin' than ~Baggy’si”. said
Lowther, . ie

“Bai Jove, though, Lowthah, you must
own that there is no evidence whatevah
against the chap; an’ I for one uttahly
wefuse to condemn him without evi-
devee! He is wathah a wottah, T must
say, -but that does not pwove him a
wobbah !

And as Gussy tliouéht. so thought most:
of the rest. Bunter mighs still be under

suspicion ; bui the case against him was
“not proven,” as the Scots verdict has
.
Nothing could be done. It scemed
advisable to viear off to such scanty teas
a8 the mysterious thief had left them;
and they cleared off accordingly.

Bunter wuited till they had all gone.
Only his own overcoat and Tom Merry’s
old garment were left then; the rest had
Leen reclaimed by their owners.

But Bunter did not appear to mind |

that. He waited till the study passages
vere quiet, and then he stole on tiptoes
1e'to Nobedy's Study, and locked him-
gclt'in and sat in 2 wicker armchair before
& roaring fire, arid extracted ginger from
a jar after the manner of Master Jack
Horner,

CHAPTER 9.
Arcades Ambo !

URING ‘that evening and the
morning of the next day many
more discoveries were mado in
the matter of missing articles,

It was but natural that the-first things
to be missed should be those which had
been, in one way or another, wanted at
tea; and the armchair from No. 5 left a
gap which it was not easy to overlook.

But less noticeable things were found
te have disappeared—an old set of book-
shelves, & chair or two, ‘4 hearthrug from
the study shared by Racke and Crooke.
It was nct the hearthrug they had bad in
vse; the rissing one had had ink spilt
upon if, and had been thrown into a
space behind a bookcase. But they made
as ‘much fuss about it as other fellows did
about things really wanted.

When it came to comparing notes and
making inventories of the things gone,
the juniors began to fancy that it must
be a syndicate of robbers—the phrase was
Cardew's—at work, rather than a single
thief.

It seemed almost impossible that one
follow could have any use for so much
etuft,

Grundy got (o work. He found numer-
ous clues, invisible to anyone else—even
1o Guun and Wilkins, But he did not
find ‘the thief, .

Perhaps it was strange that Nobody's
Study rever occurred to the mind of any
of those concerned. But so it was.
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-asked Bunter peevishly,

{ with dignity,

Bunter needed quite a lot of luck, of
course. But he had it. No oune saw him
coming -or go:ng to or from his real nest.
But he was. often seen on his way to the
box-room on the dormitory floor.

Baggy Trimble sidled up to him after
mornmg classes the next day.

“I say, Bunter——" he began.

“Scat, you fat frog!™ .said Bunter
politely. :

Baggy looked vicious,

Al right!” he said meaningly,
“Perhaps yow'll wish a bit later .on that
vou'd ‘listened ‘to what I had to sayt”

Bunter lcoked at him. Did Baggy
know anything?

“Well, what have you to say:” he,

asked ungraciovsd,. .

Trimble put his mouth-close to Bunter’s
fat .ear, and shielded it with his podgy
and unclean paw.

“Halves!” he whispered.

Buiiter started back.

“What do you mean?” he ‘burbled in

alarm.

“O0h, you know, and I know, and we
jolly well ain’t going ‘to let anybody else
into it, are we, Bunter, old hoss?”

“What do you fancy you know?”
*Mind, it’s only
fancy !”

Baggy hesitated. If he had really
known anything ‘he could have brought
Bunter to terms with two words.

Those two words were “Nobody's
Study.”

Bunter waited, expecting ‘them to be
spoken. :

“T know who's collaring the grub and
things!” said Baggy. )

At that the Owl of the Greyfriars
Remove breathed more freely. He knew
something ; he knew that the truth was
no more in Baggy Trimble than it was
in_him.

He was 10t going to be bluffed by
Baggy.

“Well, ' not surprised ai that!” he
said calmly.

He was sure that if Trimble had known
of his nest he would have spoken of it.

“Eh? Oh, no; of course, you know
what a cute chap I am, Bunter! We're
ﬁlike in that way, you know! He, he,

ol”

“ Nothing of the sort!™ replied Bunter.
“I don't ‘call it ‘cute to

steal I"’

“What-a-at?”

“And I give you fair warning,
Trimble, that anything you say now may
be used in evidence against you lateri’”

“In evidence? Against me—me?”
burbled Bazgy.

“Yes. Mind, I've no ill:feeling in the

matter., But I don’t want your con-
fessions; and it’s not a scrap of use your
asking me to go halves in what you've
boned. T hope my principles are bétter
than ‘thati”

And Bunter rolled virtuously away,
leaving Baggy dumbfounded.

One might have expected that atier
that Baggy would have dogged the Owl
to find out the truth, But Baggy,
though ‘there waus a good deal of the spy
in his make-up, was anything but a de-
tective. He was too slack and ‘too
obtuse for the job.

Billy Bunter was no genius; but his
brains were a trifle more active than
Trimble's.

Bunter had made himself exceedingly
comfortable in Nobody’s Study.

He kept up a roar'ng fire. It was easy
enough to steal supplies of coal, and he
had carried off several old and broken-
down articles of furniture to break up
for firewood. The bookshelves taken
from Walkley’s study were hung up on

the wall, and held pots of jam and mar-.
| malade, and such tiifles.

use for books. A packing-cace from the

Bunter had no’
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box-room served as cupboard and table.
The armchair from No. 5, filled with
»gorrowed cushions, stood in front of the

re. t

Bunter was as happy as Robinson
Crusoe in his best moments.

The lonely study was his desert island.
The other studies served him as a source

of supplies, just as the wreck served

Crusce. He had no Man Friday—not
even a goat. Baggy mizht have served
in either capacity; but Bunter did not
want company, and more particularly he
did not want Baggy’s.

Baggy was really the last fellow in the
school he would have welcomed, for
Baggy alone could have put down as big
& share of the provender as he. Fatty
Wynn might have come near doing so.
But Tatty would not have shared in the
telonious enterprise at any price.
_Bunter had sccumulated quite a stock
of supplies. © Of some articles he had
enough to last him for days. But there
were others of which he was short; and
Saturday afternoon seemed to him quite
an _excellent time for gett.ng them.

‘There were senior and junior matches
on, and practically all St. Jim's would
be on the playmmg-fields. A look-out
would have to be kept for such slackers
as Baggy, Racke, Crooke, and Mellish.
But while the rest were at footer Racke
& Co. would be at banker, with closed
door. It was Baggy alone whom one was
liable to meet on the same errand as one’s
own.

So Bunter was on the qui vive for any
sign of Baggy when he stole through
the quiet passages that afternoon.

The sun was shining brightly. From
the fields came the distant hum of voices,
with now and then a fren:ied burst of
cheering which told that one of the St
Jim’s teams had scored a goal. Bunter
cared not for the sun and the bree o
and the open air; and as little did he
care for the footer,

He had Lucas’ violin-case with him.
A violin-case is quite a useful market-
basket; so to :speak. But, of course,
Bunter bought in a cheap market—onc
where things were without price, inceed.

If he had been seen with the violin-
case suspicion would have been arcused
at once. But he had no intention of
being seen.

He had picked up not wholly uncon-
sidered trifles in three or four studies
when, with the case under his arm, he
entered that of Blake & Co. :

A low growl from under the table
caused him to start back in a flurry.

Towser had no right to be there. But
Towser was there. Since he had come so
near ‘to being poisoned by Racke his
master could hardly bear him out of his
s'ght. And the prohibition of pets in
studies dated back so far that Herries
held it doubtful whether the Head still
“meant it.” .

It was Towser who growled, of course.

Bunter had not yet made Towser's
acquaintance, and he had no desive to do
80.

He bundled out of the study in such
haste that he collided with something as
heavy as himself. That something was
the fat body of Bagzy Trimble.

A collision between the bodies of those
two was hardly likely to be attended
with any very painful result to either.
Both were too well padded.

But, as it chanced, their heads also
met,

“Yooooop!” howled Bunter,

“Yaroooooh!” sang out Baggy.

“You clumsy fat worm?!”

““You blundering fat idiott"

After these mutual compliments they
stood and stared at one another.

“Then into the tyes of each camz a
cunning gleam.
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“What were you after_in there, Bun-
ter?” asked Baggy, with'a finger fo his
nose.

“'That’s no bizney of yours! What
were you going in for yourself, come to
that?” .

The door was shut, and Towser was
silent Inside the study. A project was
forming itself in the brain of Bunter.

“I wasn’t going in at all!” lied
Bazgy.

“T was coming out,” said Bunter,
truthfully for once. *There was no one
at home,” he added, still telling the
truth.

“Well, did you want anyone to be
there? They’d jolly soon have kicked
vou out if they’d been there. 1 say,
that’s old Lucas’ violin-case, ain’t 1t?”

“No, it’s.mine!” snapped Bunter.

*I d'dn't know you played the fiddle!”
s:id Baggy cunningly.
" “You don’t know everything! As a
matter of fact, I'm a first-class player. T
looked in at No. 6 to see whether Hervies
had any rosin.”

“You can’t eat rosin!” said Baggy.

* Always thinking of grub! I'm jolly
glad I'm not like that!” replied Bunter
loftily.

“Well, T'll believe you can play the
fiddle: when I hear you; and I believe
now that that case is Lucas’. And as for
going in there for rosin—you can tell
that to my grandmother!”

“1 didn't go in there for grub, any-
ay!” said Bunter. “I'm not a grub-
S0 If T had been—"

He paused.

“If you had been
cagerly.

“Noj; it’s not good enough, Trimble!
Tt’s not nearly good enough! I know
what you'd do if you saw the cake those
chaps have in their cupboard!”

Baggy’s mouth watered. It was hard
to believe that Bunter had come out and
had left a cake; but it might be true.

“1 say, was it a plummy one?” he
asked greedily.

“I'm not going to tell you anything
ahout it. If T said it was simply crammed
with sultanas and currants——"

“T'Il go halves with you, Bunter, old
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said Baggy

top

“You won't, then! I'm not a speak-
thief 1” )

And Banter went off without turning
his head.

No sooner had he disappeared round
the corner than Baggy cautiously turned
the handle of the door.

And no sooner had Baggy turned the
handle of the door than the head of
William George Bunter was thrust round
the corner.

i\’ext', moment there was an agonised
vell, !
“Yaroooh! Yooop! I shall be killed !”
howled Baggy.

“ Towser’s
Bunter.

Baggy came out of No. 6 all in a heap.
The door partially closed behind him,
and Towser had to push it open—a task
for which his great blunt head was less
we!l adapted than the sharp nose of a
fox-terrier, of course.

'The second or two of delay gave
Baggy a chance to pick himself up and
move on his way. But he was not three
yards down the passage before Towser
was on his track. .

“Yooop! Murder!” roared Baggy.

“The beast can run,” said Bunter
critically.

Towser stopped. Perhaps, on reflection,
he came to the conclusion that Herries,
who wds no end particular about his diet,
would not care for his making a meal

oft Baggy.
He padded back to No. 6 in a thought-
ful way.

after  him!”  chuckled
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Bunter concluded it best not to raid
farther that aftcrnoon.

It was not likely that Baggy would
start again. Baggy, of course, was a
funk. But on the whole—well, on the
whole, as there was *no lack of grub
in Nobody’s Study, that retreat seemed
to Bunter safer and more comfortable
than “nosing around.”

‘Bunter and Baggy were “arcades
ambo ”—which, literally, means *shep-
herds both.” But when the old Romans
used the phrase it was meant in another
scnse,  “Dodgers both 7 might express

it.
The dodgers had choked cach other off
the hunt that afternoon.

CHAPTER 10.
Caught Out.
““ COME along, you fellows!” said

I’ Arcy minor.
Wally and his chums were
watching the junior team play
2 side from Wayland.

Tt was a high compliment for the eritics
of the Third to pay Tom Merry and his
men, for there was also a senior match
on. But perhaps the compliment was a
trifle discounted by the fact that I)’Arcy
minor had expressly laid it down that no
more than half-time and ten minutes over
at the very outside were to be spent on
the field. After that Wally & Co. were
to pass on to something more important
than watching “the old fogies’ ” well-
meant cfforts to play footer.

“(Oh, hold on, Wally!” pleaded Frank
Levison.  ‘“‘Just till my major scores
another goal!”

“Till Doomsday !” growled D’Arcy
minor.

“Rats! He's scored one already.”

“Well, another fluke like that isn’t
likely to happen this side of next Christ-
mas,” said Reggie Manners.

“(Go to Bath!” snapped Frank.

“Don’t be an ass, Franky,” said
Wally. “Why, I wouldn’t give up get-
ting even with that fat rotter if 1 knew
that my major was going to score
twenty blessed goals.”

“There’s no jolly fear of that,” Reggie

said.
“What chance has he, on the outside
there? He's a silly old dud, of course.
But after all, he’s in the team, and that’s
more than you -can say about your
major!”

“Glad I haven’t got a major here,”
remarked Hohbs loftily. * But I wouldn’t
il;z’gt"squabbling about the silly ass if I

“He’d be a-silly ass, then, if you had
one?” asked Curly Gibson.

“Couldn’t be off it, being Hobby's
major,” said Wally. “Come on, Jam-
face! Come on, young Frayne !”

Six of the Third followed Wally off the

field—Levison minor, _Manners minor,
Jameson, Hobbs, Gibson, and Joe
Frayne.

They had planned to ecatch Bunter that
afternoon.

Not to catch him out grub-hunting.
Suspicion had not quite lifted its cloud
from Bunter; but it was pretty equally
divided now between him and Baggy,
and Wally & Co. were really very httle
concerned as to which of the two was
the guilty party.

The Third had not been losing grub
—at _least, not since the woeful tragedy
of the kippers.

But the Third had lately come to
know of Bunter’s supposed establishment
in the box-room near the Fifth dormi-
tory; and they proposed, as Wally put
it, to catch a porker asleep.

They felt quite sure of ecatching him
in that box-room. They approached it on
tiptoe, almost holding their breath,
listening for the twenty-horse power
snores of Bunter.

Three-halfpence. 13

But they heard nething.
Wally pushed open the door,
Bunter was not there!

“Oh, crumbs!” said Wally, =~ ¢I
thought it was a dead cert.”

“That’'s you all over!” Manners
minor said. ““You get a notion into your
fat head, and it’s a dead cert at once!”
“There’ll he a dead Manners here if

you ain’t careful, young Reggie!”
snapped Wally.

“Peace, kids!” said Frank Levison
soothingly.

“If Bunter ain’t here—""

“Well, is he here, Hobhy?”

“It doesn’t look like it. If he ain’t
hﬁr,e, he must be somewhere clse—that’s
all.”

“Yes, thore are one or two other
places in the world!” said Wally sar-
castically.

“Well, he wasn’t on the ground—I'm
sure of that,” said Jameson.

‘“Let’s go an’ "unt for “im,” suggested
Joa Frayne.

They went down to the study floor.
There they ran against Baggy.

“Tallo, porpoise!” said Wally
cheerily.  “ What’s the price of blubber?
Seen the other fat rotter?”

“If you want a civil answer, young
D’ Arcy—-"

“T'd better roll you over and sit on
your waistcoat till you’re ready to be
civil, T ¢pose? Well, I donw’t mind.
Come along, you kids!*”

“1 saw Bunter going up the Shell
passage just now,” Trimble said, in
haste, before any of the fags had time to
grab him,

“Right-ho! You’re let off this time.
But it would be just as well if you re-
membered who was talking to you next,
and stowed your cheek!”

“He might be in any of the studies—
cept Racke’s, perhaps,” said Frank.

*““Weo can have a squint in them all,”
answered Wally,

They had a squint in them all, with
the suggested exception. The door of
that was locked. )

But no Bunter was in any of them.

“Might be with Racke and Crooke,”
said Hobbs doubtfully.

‘‘ Not likely,” replied Wally. “Hallo!
What have you found, Franky?”

“Old Towser’s here, sniffing at the
door of that empty study,” satd Frank,
standing at the top of the short blind
passage. :

“Then he’s after something!” said

Wally.  “I say, s’pose fatty was in
there 7"
The seven crowded together and

looked in each others’ faces,
“ I1e might be, you know,” said Curly.
“That would explain-—oh, lotsi”

“Don’t make a row!” ordered their
leader.

He stole cautiously up to the door of
Nobody’s Study.

Towser looked up at him, and wagged
the behind half of his heavy body.
Towser approved of Wally, though
Wally wasted no affection upon him,
There wus, to Towser’s thinking, quite
a comfortable doggy smell about D’Arey
minor—a_smell for which Pongo was
responsible.

Wally wrinkled up his nose and held
up a warning finger.

The six drew near.

“T can ’niff something a bit high,”
whispered Wally.

“So can Towser,” said Curly Gibson.

“That’s what he’s on to,” Hobbs

said.

“But Bunter’s low,” said Frank,

Reggie giggled.

“Listen!” bhissed Frayne.

But there was really no rzed to tell
anyone to listen.

Bunter had just begun to snore; and it
would have been a very deaf person

Tre Gem Lisriry.—No, 575.
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vho had failed to Lear bint from where
the seven stood.

“My hat!  Fency the fat bounder
doing alt the old {ogies down like this!”
chinckied Wally.

“And us findivg him, after all!” said
Cusly. .

¢ Well, it was really Towser,” Frank

- guid.

“Towser's after the stuff Bunter's got
horo that's gone a bit off,” corrected
Wally, “He wouldn’t hother his fat old
head about Bunter.”

“What shall we do?” asked Jameson

“Let me think a moment, Jam-face !
Tiook here, you chaps, which is the best
game-~taking it out of the fut clam our-
solves, or handing him over to Tom
Merry and that lot 7™

“Let’s band him over!” said Gibson.
“They'll rag him baldheadod.”

“We could do that all rizhi,” eaid
Tobbs. ¢ And they'd do it again after-
wards, so he'd get it twice.”

“But it would be rather a score over
them to find him when they couldn’t,”
argued Frank. )

“Rather!” said Reggie. “And 1
always like scoring over my giddy
wajor.”

“Hands up for leiting the old fogies
ftnow 1™ said Wally.

Frank and Reggie and Joe Frayne put
wp their hands. After a morment’s hesita-
ton Cwly Gibson pug up his.  Then
Wally followed ‘suit: and Hobbs and
Jumeson, seeiug that it was of 1o use to
hold out, did likewise.

“This is the game, then," said Wally.

“Two or three of us—say Frauky and
Reggie and Joe—go along to the ground
aud bring back some of the Fourth and

Shell  bounders  who're not playing.
There's Rezgie's major and Herries and
Dighy.  OL, and Lumley-Lumley and

and  Kerruish—

We four will wait here
porker if he comes out.
We'll ouly sit on him, honour bright !
You sha'n'i miss anything!”

The trio departed, rendered willing by
this promise: and the quartet waited,

Towser alse watted. Bunter must have
had a cold in the hexd. for quite nn-
mistakably something among his stolen
toods had gone “wangy.” It was not
audy Towser who emelt it

Wally sat on the floor, and Towser laid
s great head. en Wally's knees, and
allowed his ears to be pulled gently.
tlobbs and Jameson played noughts and
crosses on the back of an envelope.
Curly produced his latest packet of stamps
cn approval, and tried to reconcile
Limited cash vesources and high approval
-¢f the specimens ineluded. 3

And Bunter snored—how he snored !

A quarter of an Lour passed, and then
there came the trainping of many feet.

“They'll wake the sweep up!” eaid
Wally.

But az the host drew nearer the fags
tho tread of one and ell grew lighter,

Now they came round the corner. All
those whom Wally had menticned werc
there, with Hanunond and Reilly, Glyn
and Gore, Gibbons and Walkley and
Lumeas and Buck Fion, Smith minor and
Contirini, Mulvaney minor and Tomp-
kins, and a few more. The short passage

Durrance  and Jaliun
plenty of them !
and collar the

THIZ
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the door. That will culy make the fai

swoep stay there, and, of course, he's
locked bhimsclf in.  What's the dog
doing 7™

“Towser, de you mecan?" demanded
Herries hotly.

“He's the only dog here, as far as 1
know.”

“And you're such a silly ass that you
don’t know Towsy's dons practically
everything ! It was Towser who tracked
the fat oysier to his lair o

“Where do we come in?”
Wally.

“Oh, well, you did ths right thing in
sending for us- after Towser had found
the t}'l'ievz'ug porpoise, of course. But
T

At _this moment the snoring ceased.
and Dig’s elbow in tho ribs of Herries
warned the buriy Fourth-Former to dry
up.
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A miuute passed, seeroing  rauch
longer. Then the sound of feet moving
over the boards came from Nubody's
Study.

“ Shush ! hissed soraconc.

The dovr opened. Then came a wild
cry of alarm.

The door was pusbed to again, but be-
fore the Owl Lad a chance to lock it there
was a goneral rush. And even as the
crowd already gathered made their rush
the sound of fresh voices was heard from
the rear, and the School House members

was filled by the crowd, of the junior team surzed in.
¢ Suare, we'd better bang on the door!” “Come on, Toramy t” yelled Manners.
suid Mulvaney minor. “Wo've canght the fat slug  red-
At that moment Grimdy cama stalking | handed !
up. with Gunn and Wilkins at his heels. Tom Merry and Lowiher, Blake and
“How was it I wasn't ¢old?” he Gussy, Talbot and Noble, Roylance and
suapped. Levison pushed theic way through the
SDidu't wanl you maucking up cverg- | crowd,
thing.” replied Neggie. “Yoooop!  Lemme bot"  howled
“You'd bettor he careful, voung Man- | Dunter. “T'm act doing any harm,
nors! Now, we'll have no knockmg onl am 177
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“My hat!”

“Our chairi?
, “l’l‘he fat heast's boued my  booke
shclvest™

*“That's my violin-caso!™

“Must bave meant to set up in the
jam trade!”

“That kettle's from our

“Well, T'm blessed (”

* Weally, Buutah, [ must say—-»"

“Look at tha cmpty tins!”

“I~I-— Look here, Tom Merry,
make these chaps leave off, and let &
fellow explain 1" burbled Bunter.

“Leave off, and let a fellow xplain
commanded Tom, with a grin.

Carvdew and Clive joined the crowd ia
Nobody's Study at that point.

“Who’s the merchant who's going to
explain?®”’ asked Cardew.

“Bunter, of eoursei” growled Grundy.

“It will want some explainin'—whai”
Pile in, Bunter, old gun! The explana-
tion_ought to be no end entertainin'.”

“It’s like this,” said Bunter slowly.
“I—well, I don't mind saying that on
the face of it it does look as i '

study 1"

as if—-"

“ Right on the wicket!” said Towther.
“T certainly does look as ift”

“Bu it ain’t so—really, it ain’s! I—I
happened to siroll along here, and o
find the door o So I walked in—any
chap might wallk in. michtn’t he? And
I sat down in front of the fire, and fel
asleep—at leact, I dozed for a rainute or

two. 'Taint five minutes since I camn
in, and I never even knew there was u

study up this corner il then,’

“Oh, crumbs!” yelled Wally. * Why,
we've been outside nearly half an Lonr i

“Then my watoh must have stopped,
or something,” csplained Bunter. 1
must have snoczed lonzer than I thought.
This fire was a temptition to o chap
who's had to pig in a cold box-room for
several days, I can tell you,” Le added
plaintively.

“And you haven't anv ider at ali
whose stuff all this ist" asked Kangaroo.

Bunter blinked round L.

“I really hadn’t noticed it,” he said,
“Not really to notice it, that is. But,
look here, you chnps, T dow’t like oasting
suspicion on another fellow. but 1 can't
Trimble’s had
) .

belp thinking that fat wig
2 1

semething to do wish this!
“Oh, slay him!” howled Grundy.

Bunter was not sliin. e got twents
of the best in the rizhi place with a pre-
fect's ash-plant, and Lo was compelled t.
carry back all that were left of the
borrowed articles to the studies of their
Owners. :

It was evidont to all that Bunter's
notions of honesty were more than a
trifle hazy. But alreadv the excuse
always made for him at Greyfriars—that
he scarcely realised the miquity of what
he was doing—was boginning to be mad.
at St. Ji

aps thera was seme truth in
THE EXD.
(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom M-rry & Ce. at St
Jim's—*“THE TWO BUNTERS!"
—by Martin C.ifford.)
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THE ST. JIM'S GALLERY.

No. 35.—Miss Ethel Cleveland.

SRSIAY

ISS CLEVELAND is » Cousin Ithel »

to 2 score or mmore of fellows ay
St. Jim’s. but, of conrse, it is only
to Arthur Aungustus and Wually
D'Arey that she is really related.  Not 10
Cardew, though he is a relative of the
D’Areys, That is on the other side of ithe

family, you see.

There are very few readers who are not
Tond of cousin Ethel, I know; there are many
who are quite enthusiastic about her. For
yuite a longish time she practically dis-
appeared from the stories; but we have seen
her back at St. Jim's lately, and we are sure
to see her there again before long,

She is always welcome—more than welcome
—in the Head's family circle. And that is
not to he wondered at, for it would be hard
to find a thoroughly nicer girl in every way
than Ethel Cleveland. 1t goes without saying
that she is pretty; that matters, but it does
not aceount for the general affection she
inspires.  There are lots of pretty girls with
whom people fall in love for their good looks;
but cousin Ethel has a charm that goes far
beyond mere good looks.

She is gentle and affectionate, wyet with
3pirit. enough and certainly with more than
average brains and strength of character,
She is very eharitable in all her thoughts and
deeds; she does not like to turn her hack
eamipletely even upon fellows who are harred
by her chums among the juniors, lumley
Lumley and Levison in their bad days, Mellish,
and even 'frimble more recently, have ail been
treated by her with far greater kinduess than
they deserved. She eannot stand Racke and
Crooke, but shc has ne wish 1o think hardly
even of them,

Lots of people have heen in love with cousin
Ethel, of course. Gussy was so at one time,
or, at ieast, imagined himself s0; and hLe wis
for long after a trifle disposed to look upen
Figgins as an intruder,

Then there was Skimpole. Just faney Skim-
pole in love! It first came out when he
handed in a contribution to *“Tom Merry's
Weekly.” That contribution was 1o have
been an article on Socialism, out of which
Tom Merry bad promised to take all the words
of more than three syllubles—not that Skimmy
wished them taken ont, of course. But it
turned out to he a poem. Skimmy wanted iy
ta be a long poem—all about  the soul's out-
pourings,” “the wild, untrammelled fancy's
soarings,” “the levely maid of noble race,”
which said maid was declared to he -the
vision of a poet’s brain,” but seemed much
wiore like an attempt at Miss Cleveland,
Skimmy said be was “idealising the ideal.”
which sounds rather like carrying coals to
Newcastle. But there was no possible, pro-
hable shadew of doubt as to the fact that the
philosopher of the Shell was in love. or as to
the object, of his adoration. He got his chance
to declare himself when cousin Ethel and her
chums of St. Jim's were up the river onee, ant
he seized it. There are doubtless many ways
of making love—l speak as one whose ex-
periences in that line have been extremely
limited—and come ways arc better than
others,

Skimmy’s was one way—not one of the best
ways, I should say, He led up to it by re-
marking that on such a glorions afternoon
there were more suitahle subjects than pessi-
mistic philosophy for converse; and then he
went on to remark that “In the spring a
livelier iris changes on the burnished dove
fo which statement in natural history, app
rently apropos of nothing whatever, cousin
Ethel answered “Indeed (" And I don't see
what else she could very well have answered.
Bat Skimmmy, still quoting Tenny=on, procecded
to imform her that *“In the spring a young
man’s faney lightly turns to thoughts of love.”
Consin Ethel, possibly failing to recognise
A young man—in the general or the particular
sense—in Skinmmy, replied, “Does it really 2
Fhen Rkimmy got warmer. He told her that
he had <beheld a being far removed from
conunon mortals, one raised far above common
wants and failings.> He meant, Ethel, of
course.  And Ethel acked him to p the
luncheon-basket ! She effered him eake; sbe

made him open a hottle of lemonade for hey;
in short, she did all she could to turn down
quite nicely the offer of Skimmy's devotion.

But others had to take a hand before
Skimmy was cured, A tar-bucket eame into
the matter. It was really a little rough on
Skimmy, and I am sure consin Ethel wonld not
have countenanced it hut it proved effective,
which was the thing that mattered most,

Figgy’s devotion—uot turited down—hegan
before that. It hegan, indeed, when he first
set eyes on cousin Ethel; it has lasted ever
sinee; and it looks like lasting. Not often do
hoy-and-girl attachments endure into later
life,  Perbaps it is as well that they sheuld
not, for on the whole the chances of happiness
in such a case are decidedly not greater than
in cases where man and maid first meet each
other in later years; hut there are <uch cases,
and sonic of them turu out happily,

Perhaps cnough has been said upon this
matter in dealing with Figgins. But no sketch
of cousin Ethel would he complete without
reference to it. It is a golden thread run-
ning throngh all ihe storiés in which she
figures. Her hoy chums—even Gussy—under-
stand that, though she has a very deep liking

for them all, Figgy ecmes first.  That they
do understaud this was proved in the adven-
ture of the Black Housze on the Moor, when
Tom Merry amd Blake and Arthur Augustus

1y stood aside to let Figgins go to
the girl's rescue first, knowing that it would
be for him she would look. And one must net,
pass over something which escaped mention
in the Figgins sketch—the time when Ethel
was going to Paris for-a year, and Figgy went
with Gussy to Charing Cross to sce her off,
and jumped into the train at the last moment,
hardly aware what he was doing in his grief
ab the prospect of s0 long a parting, and
5 ed the Channel with Ethel and her awnt,
Mrs. Quayle, and was very disgruntled aud
jealous and sulky on sceount of the elderly
Frenchman who would talk to Ethel. Then
there was a railway aeccident; and the clderly
Frenchman did not. <how up well, but George
Figging did, as might he expected of hin.
He saved Ethel’s aunt Adelina—Mrs. Quayle—
from terrible danger; and his escapade was
forgiven because of the real courage and pre-
sence of mind he had shown; and Ethel came
haeck to England to nurse ber aunt, and did
not go to Paris ofier all—muek {0 the joy of
Figgy.

The very first story in which ¢o

appeared showed us Figgy eoming to her
cseue, though there was nothing tragic ahoui
the cireumstances which rendercd help need.
ful. Tom Merry and his chums—Manners,
Lowther, and the four from No. 6—had tuaken
out cousin Ethel in a big motor-car--not. mite
big enough, however, to accommodate the
New House trio as well.  Somchow or other-—
those who recall the story will remembe
how t—the car broke down, and it was F
who took Ethel back to St. Jint's
car of his motor-cycle,
In a recent serics
dealt with the lead's
encugh how n:

, ey
in the side.

of ithree siories which
birthday we = plainly
1y friends, how mnany ready

champions, cousin Ethel has at Ji
Manners thrashed a_teamp who was ticenten.
ing her. Cardew showed, in his own whime

sical way, his desire to he of service to her;
the great Grundy came forward in  hes
cause; for her sake Wally D' Arey fought and
heat a fellow head and shoulders taller than
himscli,  But thai w all. There wern

tight, to thrash Racke; Arihur Angus
) 1t his stubhorn pride ; Torm Merry aud
his special chums were all in H 3 even those
who stood outside the circle of her intimates
were sharers—fellows like Jalisn and  Kee
ruish and Noble and Gunn and Wilkins,

Old readers will recall a time when Manners
scemed 10 have heen colnvicted af ardice,
He had the chance to g0 t0 Ftlel's reseuc.,
and all the availuble evidence tended Lo show
that he bad fauked it. So hlack did the case

lovk that even Ethel Lersell was Toreed to
douht him; bat she ouly doubted—:he did nos
aceept it as proven. QOuly T Merry and

Lowther stood by him; and only tl':y‘ woro
vight, though Ethel herself was not 30 far
wrong as the rest. certainly not o far Wwrony
as to meke in hard for Manners to forgive hiev
doubting him. -

Do you remember how keen they all wera
to Louour cousin Etbel’s John Palmer, tie
man who hiad rescued her dog from drownine.
and how they made o great fus: of a hogns
Jobn Pahner, who turned ont to be an utier
wrong ’wn, and how, when the girl herselt
came along, the real hero was discovered in
the quict old sionebreaker, who had no desire
to be made a hero of, and most assuredly no
desire Lo sponge on the juniors, the falsc
John Palmer had sponged on them?

And do you remember how couzin Ethel's
hike ran away with her downhill, and she wus
thrown on the railway-line, and was saved hy
—well, by Levison, as it was supposed? Levi-
son accepted the credit for it, or, at hest, dig
not repudiate it. But Lumley-Lumley was the
real rescuer, az came ont afterwar

There was a reason why Lumley-Lumley
rather shirked showing up ‘in the matter—,
reason apart from any question of modesty
Earlier on. when he had been a vank outside 3
he had behaved towards Ethel in o very offen-
sive mauner, and Lad once endangered her life
by his folly and recklessnesz, He had long
since come to feel ashamed of that; and per-
haps it was natural—at any rate, it was decent.
—in him to prefer keeping davk about what
he did for her.

It waz when eousin Ethel, with her friends
Phyllis Monk and Vera Stanhope, were sta
ing at Laurel-Villa, Huckleherry Hoath, wh
Tom Merry’s dear old governes:, Miss P
cilla Fawcett, lives, during the snmmer holi-
daye, that Lumley-Lumley drove off the hrake
withh cousin Ethel in it to Major Figgins
house, and was pursued by several of iha
juniors on bikes. In the same story we read
how the thiree girls played ericket for Tow
Merry's Eleven against Figgine' Eleven, znd
played jolly well, too, and largely helpen to
win the mateh for their sids,

One remembers another t
{in the eric

» when Pthet
distinguished herself ket-field, That
was against a circus team, and the caieh she
made ay cover-point was the means of winning
that game for | tean:,

Atways BEthel is az nice as nice can le ta
Miss Pr , who, with all Ler mauy o
points, i not precizely the casiooy person 10
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thts world to get on with, Do you recali Miss
Priscilla’s scheme for making peace between
the St. Jim's juniors and the Grammarians—
quite unnecessary in reality, but how was a
maiden lady of middle age to understand how
much real, good comradeship there was and
is between the rivals, in spite of all their
frays and all their japes? Ethel was no end
tactful then. She understood; but she con-
trived so that Miss Priscilla’s feelings should
not be hurt, and the worthy lady went home
to Laurel Villa sure that she bad achieved a
great deed. . c - .

Kone of you who have read it will have for-
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gotten “Cousin Ethei’s Schooldays,” and the
wavward, passionate Dolores Pelham, to whom
Ethe! was so good a friend; and Enid Craven,
with her unpaid dressmaker's biils and her
dishonesty, which so nearly breought Dolores
into heavy trouble; and Milly Pratt, with
her Bunterish appetite; and ali the rest of the
girls at St. Freda's. Gussy and Figgy and Tom
Merry ail came prominently into that story,
and there were visits from St. Jim's to S§t.
Freda's, and vice versa, and Dolores Pelham

“did her foolish utmost to arouse jealousy by

making a dead set at Figgy—an attempt most
completely in vairn, for Figgy bas eyes tor no

Theee-halfpence, -

oilier girl while Eihel {¢ near, and §s comn
pletely indiffercnt to the rest of the scx im
ker absence. ) :

Is there any need to teli more? Thero fs
much more that might be told, of course. . But
it would only be making unneeded additions t.e
a portrait which should alrcady bhe complete
for those who have read the stories—or mosg
of them--and c¢an hardly be made so for those
who have not, To them the real charm of
gentle, courageous, affectionate, loyal Ethel
Cleveland ‘may not be made clear here; bug
it cannot be missed by those who have read
Mr, Clifford’s fire stories.

PROPEPPIVOPEIEPPIIPLUOPOEEPPLERVPPPPILVOPLLEPPPOPOCOPEOEE
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The

Fcr Next Wednesday :
“THE ‘TWO BURNTERS!®
By Martin Clifford,

Tt hos always been on the cards that Mr.
Penman, Wally Bunter's former employer,
who is paying for his educatjon at 8t. Jim's
~though he is getting it elsewhere—may en-
danger the double Bunter secret. For Mr.
Penman would sce through Billy Bunter, of
course.  Billy knows very little indeed of
Wally's old work at Canterbury, or of Mr.
Penman's office, ard -he would be dead certain
to give himsclf away—incidentally giving
away Wally also. ) .

Mr, Penman writes to say that he is coming
to see Wally, Billy reccives the letter,

Whyt dees Billy do? And what does Wally
é5? How are they to meet the difficult turn
ef affairs?

Kext week’s story will tell that.

READERS’ LETTERS.

You all know that we get many letters from
readers. For a week or two after the postage
Fate was increased thore was quite a percep-
tible falling off ip pumbers, But it would
peemn that everyone has gov us:d to the turee-
Lalfpenny charge now, for they are coming in
greater numbers than ever. .

They are of all sorts. I have had letters
from readers of seventy and of seven, from
feilows who knmew practically nothing of the
laws of grammar, whose spelling was more or
less like Bunter's or Grundy's, and’ from

eople of high education and wide reading.
ft is not on that kind of thing that one judges,
though. Spelling and grammar are small con-
giderations, and age is of no comsequence ab
ali. The tone of the letters—the intentions
of the writers—is what matters.

Most of them are enthusiastic and friendly.
But now and then one gets a screed from a
<« Falkirk,” or a % Djsgusted Coleman,” or an
@ Accuser.” When I refer to these letters
toyal and friendly readers write to tell me
not to worry. Bless you, I don’t! I know
400 much of what worry means to let such
things as that trouble me at all. The one
thing I fee! sorry for is that I should have
spiteful and rancorous readers. It puzzles
e, Why are they readers? There is no com-
pulsion on them to buy the papers. They
don't buy them to please me, I know. If
they do they are making a big mistake, . It
would almost seem that they must like them,
in spite of all their grumbling. But they
don't like everything in them. Is that it?
Well,” who ever expected them to?! No man
who has learned the trade of the editor can
hope that all he prints will please all bis
geaders. : N

We are always fairly safe on the long
gtorics. Once in a way Mr. Clifford or Mr.
Richards may write something which does
not get a 100 per cent. reception. But it is
not often. As regards the other matter, I
know that the stories I print will not appeal
equally to everyone; but 1 dou’t know what
would, and I must consider variety of tastes.
Once now and then I include a short story
which I suspeet will not be universally
popular. But: I know that it will greatly

ledse a minority of those who read it; and
?consider that that minority iz worth cater-
fng for.” As to verses,”again, 1 am perfectly
well aware that some people never read any-
¢hing of the sort. But is that any reason why
a column or half a column should not be
given once in a way to those who are keen? -

Many of the grumbling letters make a dead
Bet at certain types of congributions. One
reader informs me that he does not approve
of limericks. But that's nothing to the pur-
pose. Valuable as his approval may be, I
don't run my papers with a sole view to
eccuring it. There are other things to be con-

- sidered. Others bar adventure tales.

Editor’s Chat.

Well,
they don’t get many of these at any time, and
they. should remember that there are many
who like them. .

But I have come to the conciusion that most
of the grumblers are merely seekers for
notoriety. They like to see their disgruntled
views in print. 1 do not very often indulge
this morbid craze of theirs; and I think that
in future it will find less indulgence than ever
at my hands. “Falkirk's® effusions brought
me scores of letters, nearly all from Scotland,
and almost without exception the attitude
of the writers of these letters was as com.
pletely anti-Falkirk as could be. I was asked
many times not to accept “Falkirk” as a
true Scot, or as representing Scots’ opinions;
and some of the things said about him were
enlculated to make him squirm could he but
have seen them. There is no chance of that,
however, for I was not favoured with his name
and address. L

8ay if you don't like anything in the paper
—but say it civilly, please! That's all I ask,
and it is surely not too much.

NOTICF <,

Footbait—Mateaes wanted oy 3

WEST DRAYTON JUNIORS—I14-15--5 iniles.--
W. H. Kennedy, 26, Brandville Road, west
Drayton, Middlesex.

BRITANNIA—18—10 miles of London; hume
and away; members all night-workers, and
can only play mornings.—G. E. Brace, 1%,
Suffolk Road, 8t. Apn’s Road, South Totten-
bam, N. 15. . '

Foors CrAY OLD Bovys—17--5 miles.—H.
Young, 47, Cray Road, ¥oots Cray, Kent.

- Sports—Players and Teams Wanted.

Jack Graham, 37, Chermside Road, aig-
burth, Liverpool, would like to join cricket
club in Liverpool (8.); wicket-keeper and slow
bowler.

PARK RAN3ERS—17—players wanted; right-
back, left-half, and outside-left; also fixtures.
—E—P} Tandy, 369, Strone Road, Manor Park,

.12,

W. A. D., 13, Rosebery Road, Clapham,
8.W,, wants to join football and cricket club
—one to two mile radius. .

SUFFOLK  UNITED—players wanted--13-14.—
E. Tomlin, 17, Mimosa Street, Fulham, S.W. 6.

Cricket.

8r. HeLeN’s, ist and 2nd, require matches,
home and away : 5 miles—St, Quintin’s Park.—
W. Cox, 5, Brasewell Road, St. Quintin’s Park,
North Kensington, W, 14,

Cycling,

OVERLAND CycLiNg CLUB.—The secretary
would like to hear from those interested in
eycling within the city of Nottingham.—C. J.
Petrie, 23, Holborn Avenue, Sneintcn Daie,
Nottingham. =g

Correspenderce, ete., Wanted bv—

Albert E. Thomas, 11, Postern, Brecon,
South Wales, wants members for correspond-
ence club; magazine 24d.—addressed envelope.

E. Eden, 23, Cromwell Road, Wimbledon,
S.W. 19, would like to hear from readers wish-
ing to join amateur theatrical society within
three miles.

R. Hope, Jun., Jesmond Sports Club, 8,
Hamilton Street, Newcastle-on-Tyne, wangs
ieaders who will act as agents for club—age
5-18.

N. H. T. Weston, e/o Box 116, Port Eliza-

L S

T
beth, Cape Colony. South Africa—with hoy
readers in British Isles—16-17.

A. -Richards, 98, Melrose Street, North Mel
bourne, Victoria, Australia, with readers
anywiere interested in stamp col.ecting.

Miss Dora E. Strafford, Brampton Mous«?i
120, Weaste Lane, Pendleton, Lancs—with gis
readers anywhere,

C., 49, Judges' Sfreet, Loughborougi
Leicestershire, wants to hear frcm readers
interested in an amateur magazine, .

Members wanted for hobby club.—Hon. sec.,
20 Hustlers Row, Meanwcod, Leeds—-stamp.

L. A. C.,, 40, Bathley Strect, Nottingium,
would be pleased to write for amateur mage-
zines. Will editors please write? - .

T. Hathaway, Carlyle Street, Napier, H. B,
New Zealand—with readers interested in car-
tooning. &

James A. J. Higgins, 22, Eathmines Road,
Dublin, who wants members for -circulating
library—Companion Papers circulated.

Thomas Wilks, 14, Wansbeck Road, Dudley,
8.0., Northumberlund—with readers, 15-16..

A. Dallow, 2/32, Bordesley Park Koad, Smal?
Heath, - Birmingham—with readers at home
and abroad. . -

W. A. Foster, 85, Victoria Road, Rcinford,
Fssex, who.wishes to join" a “Magnet » snd
GEM Exchange Club anywhere,

Alber gar Locky-+ =175, Newtown Pow,
Birmingiwn- with rex s in any British
Colony. %

Ernest Boreham, .c/0 wiephen Fraser Coy.
P.0. Box 183, Port Elizabeth, South Africa-—
with readers overseas. .

Miss B. Prince, ¢/o J. W, Jagger & Co.,
Main Street, Port Elizabeth, South Africa—
with seaders anywhere. from 21 upwards.

H. Swindells, 10, Vernon Street, Buxtonm
Road, Macclesfield, will contribute "jokes,

riddles, stories, ideas, etc., to amateur maga-

zines—stamped envelope.

L. 8. D., 15, Quecn Street, Colchestér, wants
correspondence from New Brighton, Ramss
gate, ' Dover, Bath, Cork. Dartford, Eritl,
Reading, Keighley, and Derby. g

J. Rice. 12, Queen's Row, Walworth, S.E. 17
—with readers, 14-15. ,

T. Mackay, Water Werke, New Seabam,
co. Durham, wants to correspond with readers
in England. Scotland. and Capada. .

J. E. Smallwood. The Pavilion Hotel, Scar.
borough—with readers anywhere—16.

A. Clark, 48, Grant Street, Greenock—witk
any reader of “Magnet ¥ interested in dctecs
tives—age 12-14. 2id. for particulars.

Members wanted for correspondence and €xz-
change club; printed magazine ; competitions,
—Claude Whitehead, 51, Market Square, Pocke
lington, Yerks.

George Williams, 20, Dudley Street, Barrow.
in-Furness, Lancs—with readers, 11-12, auys
where, interested in natural history.

Miss Amy Chicken, 47, Dover Sireet,
Summer Hill, N.3.W., Australia—with readerg
overseas.

Cecil Lee. 9, Partridee Street, Warrenby,
Redcar, Yorks, would like to Fear from his
old chum Herbert Samvel. who used to live a$
Chester, and is now in Wales, i

J. W, Mayer, 556, Oldham Road. Bardsley,
Achton-under-Lyne, wants ascistant fog
amateur magazine—one really interested im
the work. .

Miss Nan Paterson, 52. Main Street, Milas
gavie, near Glasgow—with readers anywhera,
14-16. -

A. B. Fergusson, 52, Reculver Road, Rothes
hitke, S.E.16—with readers abroad.




