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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Getting Ready for Sammy.
“ Y AMMY'S coming !

S “Eh?”

“dammy's coming to-day !”

Billy Bunter made that statement with an air that
mmplied that it was a very tmportant matter indeed. But
it did not seem to impress the chums of Study No. 1 in the
Remove passage. Derhaps it was because they were
interested in a mateh footer, which Frank Nugent was
turning over, and Harry Wharton was examining with a
critical eye.

It was a half-holiduy at Greyfriars. and the Remove--the
Lower Fourth—had a football match on with the Upper
Fourth, and as Harey Wharton was junior football captain,
he naturally had no tune to waste upon Billy Bunter.

He looked round far from amiably, as the fat form of
Bunter almost filled up the door of the study.

“ DBuzz off. Dunter ™

“ But—"

“Don't worry !"

“It's all rig]nl_" said Nugent. “It's a jollv good ball,
Harry, though it wasu't worth fifteen-and-six——""

N2, 134,

I “It's a lie!" shouted Bunter minor, (Sse pige 6.) [
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BUNTER’S
MINOR.

A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

By

FRANK RICHARODS.

“T say, vou fellows—"

“Well, it's time we gol changed,” said Tlarry Wharton.
“The chaps will be on the ground in ten minutes.”

1 say, you fellows—"'

“QOh, do get out, Bunter! Blessed if it isn't as bad as
having you in the study again! Go and cat coke!”

“ But Sammy's coming !

“Well, let him come! T don't know who Sammy is, and T
don't care; but let him come—let ‘em all come ! said
Wharion. “ Now, buzz off !

* But Sammy—"

“My hat! He's got a Sammy record on, T think!"
exclatmed Nugent. * Look here, get out, Bunter, or I'll
buzz an inkpot at vou!”

Y Buat Sammy is coming this afterncon, and—"

Y Hoere goes !

Billy Bunter darted back into the passaze as the inkpot
rose in Nugent's hand,

“0Oh, really, Nugent

e peered round the door lintel. Nugent's hand jerked
forward, and a stream of ink shot through the dvorway

Bunter popped back in time

But another youth who was coming aloag the passage was

Ncvembar 12th, 1210,
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just in time for the ink. Tt was Alonzo Todd. He paseed
the dooryay at the psychological moment, so to spezk. Todd
waa alwaye tyrning uzi;n the wrong ?lace. t the wrong fime-
It was & little way he had-—ome of his ’iittlo ways which
added considerably to the gaiety of Greyfriars.

“Oh!” gasped Alonzo, .

Tho stream of ink canght him fairly on the side of his
rather Fnomugent nose. He staggered back, splashed, with
ink, half of his foce transformed into that of a negro, while
the rest remained quite Cancasian,

‘Oh dear!” gasped Alonzo Todd. “ Dear me! I—I am
quite mkﬁyl Ow 1"

i et T wondes wh

. ar me! wonder where that ink proeceded m?
Bt.r‘nter, did you throw that ink 2 P ed feo

H l,'”he, he!” cackled Bunter. It was Nugent! e,

he, he!

Alénzo Todd blinked into the study. The chums of the
Remove were !nug_-l:m?; they eould not help it, and the
:!\il;t of Alonzo’s piebald face made them laugh.louder than
. "My dear follows,” exclaimed Alonzo reproachfully, * this
i3 a very rotten joke, and ope that my Uncle Benjamin
would not approve of at all. It is a waste of ink, and my

ncle -Benjamin- has alwsys impreesed upon me to be
economical in the smallest matters. Besides, it will be
productive of oonsiderable inconvenience to myself—"’

‘Good old dictionary ! grinned Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha !

I shall now have to proceed ta our sieeping quarters and
offect a change of linen,” said Todd. R ;

““ Sorry I ga?ed Nugent. ‘““You see, I meant that for
Bupier. What did you come along for jmst then ("

“1 was about to proceced downstairs, ﬁugent."

““Well, you should have abouted to proceed at some other
time, Toddy. It's regfly very inconsiderate of you.”

“ My dear Nugeint———h; ’,'.' - N

iz o waste of ink,” said Nugent, with at gravity.
“1 siall: have:to expend another bottle of :gnri‘ngw over
Bunter, all through you coming by and wasting that.”

Todd blinked at Nugent, apparently dazed gby this argu-
ment. The Duffer of Greyfriars was not very quick in deal-
m% with mental preblems.

unter blinked round the door,

1 say, you fellowe—=—"

" Buzz off I”* roared Wharton.

‘‘ But Sammy’s coming——""

* Hang Sammy !”

Alonzo Todd, after a doubtful look at Nugent, turned
away, and retraced his steps, heading for the dormitory, to
wash ‘the ink off and change his collar before he went down-
stairs. Bunter, keeping carefully in cover, and ready to pop
back at & moment’s notice, blinked into the study threugh his
big spectacles.

1 say {,ou fellows, you might stand by a chap on an occa-
:lwn'hke thie. I don’t have a minor come to Greyfriars every
ay."”

“Oh, your minor!" said Harry.

* Bunter minor "’ chuckled Nugent. “If he’s as big a
;-ol(ter"a}s you are, Billy, he'll have a warm time at Grey-
riars !

““(h, really, Nugent——"

“The warmfulness will be terrific!” grinned Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur. * But it is the
physical impossibility for any j)erson to have the great and
equal rottenness of the esteemed and contemptible Bunter!”

*“*Oh, really, Inky—"

There was a whistle from the quadrangle, and Harry
Wharton looked oyt of the study window. Bob Cherry, in
football garb, with a coat on, was looking up.

“ Time you fellows were out!" he called up.

* We're coming 1"’

And the three chums of the Remove left the study. Bunter
scuttled away as they came out, but seeing that their inten.
tions were not hostile, he joined them on the stairs,

The fat junior had once been a sharer of Study No. 1. and
on that circumstance he based a never-ending claim on Harry
Wharton & Co. He had always been accustomed to vorrow
off Harry when he was in the same study. and he :howed no
siﬁns whatever of dropping the custom. Wun Lung, the little
(Chinee, had come in for his kind attentions for a time, as ho
shared No. 14 Study with Bunter; but Wun Lung knew how
to look after his cash, and then Bunter had returned to his
first love, so to speak.

“T say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, as he followed the
Removites downstairs, “ you know. my minor’s coming——""

“ Well, it can’t be helped,” said Wharton. ‘' Anyway, ho
won’t be in our Form, so there’s no need for us to bother.”

“ He'll be in the Second Form, you know.”’

“Well, then, go and talk to the Second, and tell them to
put on sackcloth and ashes.”

Tae MaeNRr LipRaARY.—No. 144,
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the football-gro

“Oh, renlly, Wharton! Look here, if you had a mincr
eo:g)_iuTg’ to Greyfriars, I suppose you'd want to look after him
a bit?

1 supposa so.”’

_They had reached the door now, -and went out, Bunter
still sticking to them like a loech. They strode away lowards

und, and Bunter’s little fat legs were going
like_clockwork to keep paee with the eturdy stride of the
juniozs. )

*“Well, you see, that’s how it ie,’ explained Bunter. ‘' My
Aunt Peggy sent me seme postal-orders, to stand something
for young Sammy, but the fellows madc.me stand treat to
them, pretending that 1 owed them money—-""

“¥ou did owe them money.” .

“Ahem! Wo neednit go into that! T was going to
cxpend avery penny in looking after my minor—""

“Rats! You were going to blua it all on yourself in the

tuckshop,” said Herry Wharton, with the perfect frenkness
he generally adopted towards Billy Bunter.

Buynter coughed.

“ Well, you see, Wharton, I'm stony now, that's how it isl
It isn't often T ask a chap to lend me money—"

“My hat!” z ‘

* But this is an important occasion. Young Sammy knows
that Aunt Pefgy sent the:tin; and He'll expect a bit of a
feed, and—and some looking after, ydu know. Then he's an
a.wfl_:’IIy greedy young bounder, and he's bound te be hungry

“Runs in the family, I suppose ?" suggested Nugent.

“Oh, really, you know! Look here, ﬁ ou fellows could
lend me a sovereign, I'd let you have it back on Friday!
I’m“expectiug & postal-otder from & titlad friend of mine

““ Qh, ring off " said Wharton impatiently.

“ Well, say ten bob——""

“Rats !”

The juniors had-reached the footbal-field now. Most of
the Remove players were there. Wharton ithrew off his coat,
and nodded to Temple, the captain of the Upper Fourth.
Billy Bunter jerked at his arm. )

";(, say, Wharton, you might stand five—special occasion

Wharton laughed im)iaf.ﬁegt-ly, and fished in his coat-
pocket. He found £ shillings and sixpence.
ﬁ“lzl:here you are, Billy you yeung spoofer!
off !

“Thank you, Wharton! I suppose you couldn’t make it
ten bob, after ‘all 2

*“ No I’ yoared Wharton.

“ Better let me have another tanner, and meake it an even
five bob; it makes the accounts ever so much easier to have
round numbars.”

“Will you get out?”

“ Oh, really—— Look here. will you have this out of m&
postal-order on Friday, or shall I put it-down to the ol
account 7"

Wharton made no reply in words, but he seized the fat
junior by the shoulders. and swung him round, and planted a
féotball-boot behind him as if he were kicking for goal.

Bunter gave a wild roar, and flew farward.

He alighted with outspread hands on the ground, and the
four shillings and sixpence went scattering on all sides.

“Ow ! roared Bunter. “ Yow!”

Harry Wharton, with his feclings somewhat relieved, went
on the footer-field. Billy Bunter sat up, and put his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose, and blinked after
him in great wrath.

‘“Beast !"" said Bunter. ‘ Rotter!

I stand that chap!”

And he groped about for the money. He found the
shillings, but not the sixpence. and he had to abandon tho
search for it. Greatly annoyed and discontented, tho fat
junior rolled away. .

Harry Wharton had understood that he was going down
to the station to mect bhis minor. Perhaps Bunter had
intended to do so when he borrowed the money. But as ho
passed Mrs. Mimble's little shop in the corner of the (lose ho
paused, and entered. And in a few minutes the four
shillings had changed hands, and the Owl of the Remove was
working bis way through a gigantic pile of pastry.

Now cut

Blessed if T know how

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Honour Bright.
" 00K here—"

“ Hear, hear!”
“Yes, here! Look here——"*
‘“Bravo !”

“ Shut up, Myers!”

“Rats I

“Look here—"

Oontaining 100,000 Words. Four
splendid, extra-long, complete storiea
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“I say, Gatty—""

*“Order "

Bang, bang!

Nugent minor banged on the desk bofore him with a
cricket bat. He was chairman of the meeting in the Second
Form-room at Greyfriars, and that was his way of keeping
order.

Bang!

“Order "

‘“Silence for the chair!™

Something like silence was restored. A junior meeting was
soldom very orderly, and perhaps the S8econd Form wes the
{east orderly of all. Youngsters ranging in age from ten to
thirteen were not likely to be very subdued on such occasions.

Nugent minor glarcd over the excited crowd. He had
called that mecting. and the fags were quite willing to meet,
or to do anything clsc that would give them an excuse for
shouting and stamping.

“ Look here.” went on Nugent minor, as soon as he could
mele his voice heard—** look herc, this is a matter that con-
cerns the whole Form !”

“Go it, Dicky!"

“Goce muchee, Dickee!" murmurod Ilop Hi. the little
Chince—the younger brother of Wun Lung. of the Remove,

* There’s a new chap coming into the Form to-day.” said
Dicky Nugent. * You've all heard of hiim—Bunter mincr."”

There was a groan for Bunter minor.

“You all know Buuter,” said Dicky Nugent. “ You all
kaow him—fat and lazy and caddish and a tell-tale !"

Another deep groan.

“The Remove can’t stand him." said Dicky. *“He's pretty®
Tur MAoNET LIERARY.--N). 144,

NEXT
TUESDAY :

“I washed my hands this morning!" sald Sammy Bunter. *It Is the custom to wash the hands more than
once a day,” said Mr. Kelly, **and 1t Is also the custom for boys to address thelr masters as ‘sir’ when
speaking to them.” (S<e page 7.)

“COKER'S CATCH.”

well barred by all the Form he belongs to; they can't stand
him. Now, what I say is, that we don"t want a chap like
that in the Sccond.”

*‘ Hear, hear!"

“If we got a chap like that in the Second, we've got to
make him upderstand that it won't do—that it's not good
enough!”

* Hear, hear!"

“ Dickee allee light !""

“Good! I'm glad you're agreed upon that,"" said Nugent
minor. *“‘ Now, as the chap's coming to Greyfriars this after-
noon, I vote that we take the matter in hand. My idea is
this, if he's anything at all like his major—and he's bound to
be—we'll drop on him heavy at once!”

‘“ Hear, hear!"

“We'll go for him bald-headed, and make him sit up, and
make him lie down,” said Dicky Nugent. ** We won't stand
any nonscnse !"

“Hear, hear !"

“ And as tho sooner we start the quicker, we'll go down to
the station in a body and meet him, half a dozen of us,” said
Dicky Nugent. “He's coming by the three o’clock trair.
I suppose his major will bo there to meat him. We'll maka
the pair of them understand that the Sccond Form is not
going to stand any nonsense !”

* Jolly good idea!” exclaimed Gatty.
vou, Dicky Nugent.
licking at first sight.
at the very start.”

“ We might duck him in tle pond at Friardale,"” Myors
suggested.

! “T'll come with
My idea would be to give the chap a
Nothing like putting him in his placo

b R T T
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** Duckee goodee idee."

“ Hear, hear!”

Trotter, the House page, put his head into the Form-room.
*If you please, Master Wingate says therc is to be less
noise in the Form-room, and he wants to see Nugent mixor in
hig study.”

And Trotter vanished.

There was a general snort from the S8econd. .

“ What rot!'" exclaimed Myers. ** As if we were making &
noise "

** Mere cavilling at nothing,” said Gatiy. ‘' Just Jiko those
seniors! Just becanse a thap's in the Sixth, he thinks thas
a junior hasn’t a riﬁ:ht. to breathe.”

ugent minor whistled.

“1 suppose I've got to be.called over the coals,” le re-
marked. * You fellows were making a: jolly row, and that's
the truth. Well, if it doesn’t turn out to L a detention, I
don’t care. If it’s lines, I'll make Punter minor do themw, ay
I've got 'em on his account,"

* Jolly good idea!"

And Nugent. minor left the Form-room, and most of the
Second Form dispersed, only Dicky's iinmediate chums wait-
ing there for his return. It was riot like the Second to spend
any part of & helf-holiday indeors, if they eould help it.

lgicky Nugent made his way to Wingate's study. Wingate,
the head of the Bixth, and eaptain of the school, was an awful
pevsonage in the eyes of the youngsters. He was a.big,
rugged, good-nstured fellow, very strict in his ideas of duty,
loss strict with others than with himself, and always kind to
the fags, who worshipped him. But timy ‘worshipped him
from afar—to the denizens of the Segend Form-room, ihe
Sixth-Form passage was as high Olym The Third and the
Lower Fourth and the Upper Fourth all regarded Wingate
in pauch the same way; it was not till you got as far as the
Shell that you found young persons who affected to regard
him as a mere human being, but who trembled at his frown
all the same. In the Fifth Form they did not tremble—and
in the Sixth there were fellows who would address him as
“ Wingate, old man,” or * Wingate, my son,” to the un-
bounded admiration of fags who heard them do it.

Dicky Nugent, who was regarded—correctly—as the
cheekiest young rascal who had ever entered Greyfriars—even
Dicky Nugent_was a little subdued as he tapped at the cap-
tain’s deor and ente ]

Wingate wss talking to Courtney of the SBixth, and he
hardly noticed the entrance of the fag. The two seniors were
discussing football, such mighty matters as First Eleven
matches, and so forth—great affairs, at which the juniors had
vo business exrept to crowd round the ropes and cheer.

Nugent minor ventured upon a discreet cough, and Win-
gate looked round at him.

“ Hallo " he excluiined.

“ ¥You sent for me,” said Dicky Nugent.

“ Did 1?7 said Wingate blankly.

Dicky was a little discouraged. Ho was a very important
young person in the Second Form-room. It was really too
bad that Wingate should seed for him, and then forget his
existence within five minutes.

“ Yes, you did,” said the fag, a lirtle tartly; “and, as a
matter of fact, you interrupted a rather important meeting.”

Wingate smiled, and Courtney burst into a laugh. Dicky
Nugent felt his ears redden. What a blessed eheek on the
sart of these seniors to think that important meetings couldn’t
Le held in a Lower Form-room! They were solenin enough
about their old Sixth-Form meetings. These thoughts passed
t;imugh Nugent’s mind, but needless to say he did not utter
them.

“H'm! I'm sorry!” said Wingate. "1 didn’t know the
Sccond Form were settling the destinies of Greviriars this
efternoon, of course. I believe ycu have been making a grean
doal of noise in the Form-room, now I come to think of it.
Monsieur Charpentier complained about it!”

“ Just like that blessed little Mossoo I’

“ Well, don’t make any more row,” said Wingate. * And—
end there was something else I was going to spcak about.
What was it, Courtney?

Courtney laughed.

“ Blessed if 1 know I”” he =aid.

* Oh, I remember! There's a new boy coming into the
$ccand—a minor of Bunter's, of the Remove."”

Dicky Nugent grinned.

* That's what the meeting was about,” he remarked. * We
were discussing it.”

** Oh, you were, were you?’ Wingate rubbed his chin
thoughtfully. ‘“ Well, T suppose youw're all up against this
new chap before you've seen him?”’

* Ves, rather ! said Dicky, with emphasis,

1 thought so. Bunter's not very popular in his Form,
and you think you'll be getting a second Bunter,” Wingate
remarked.

TrE MaeyET Lierary.—No. 144.
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*“ We shall jolly soon educate him, you know,” grinned

Nugent minor. “ We'll make his life not worth living if
he’s anything like Billy Bunter. And, of course, ho is. He's
bound to be. That's quite certain.”

“Then I can see that it's necessary for me to speak to
vou,” said Wingate, with a note of sternness in his voice.
** Look here, Bunter is certainly a young cad, but there’s no
reason to suppose that his minor is anything like him.”

** Why, he’s bound to be, Wingate !”

Wingate shook his head,

“ Minors aren’t always like their majors,” he said. *' Take
yourself, for instance. Frank Nugent, of the Remove, is one
of the best-behaved boys in the school. You are one of the
most reckless young rascals|”

b‘;gh. come, you know!’ said Dicky Nugent, rather taken
al ;
“Now, I think it's very likely that Bunter minor may be
a deoent chap, with nothing against him,"”” said Wingate. “ [
don’t usually take much notice of fag affairs, but in this case
I thought I'd look into it, because a lot of injustice may be
done the new kid, and you might be sorry for it afterwards,
too. It isn't a pleasant experience to come ulone and friend-
less to a big school like this, and it's rotten if you find every-
body against you at such a time,”

Nugent minor’s face took on a graver expression. Careless
and thoughtless as he was, as was only to bo expected at his
age, and with his associations, theroc was an earnest strain in
his nature, and Wingate bad reached it.

Dicky was not insensible to the flattery of the captain of
the school taking an intereat in Sccond Form affairs at all.

“You see what I mean?’ asked Wingate. "I want you
to Jook at it from the point of view of the new kid, Nugent.
It isn't so very long sinco you ware a new kid yourself. Now,
give this new chap a chance.” If he’s a cad, like Billy Bunter,
I don't say I want you to chum with himm. But give him s
chanoo if he’s better than that. If ¢verybody's down on him
at the start, he won’t show up very well, that's certain,”

1 suppose #0,” said Dicky slowly.

‘““He may be a very decent chap”

. Not likely I

** RBut it's possible.”

' Ye-es, 1 suppose so.”

Wingate smiled.

“ Well, Dicky,” he said, **T want you to do this for me
as a favour.”

Dicky's face brightened up.

“I'll do anything vou want, Wingate. 8o would any chap
in the Second. I'd jolly well whop him if he woyldn’t.”

““Well, then, give this new kid a chanea, that's all.”

** All—all right.”

** ] want you to promise me that he sha’nt be ragged to-day,
whatever he does,” said Wingate. ' 1 want you to go and
meet him at the station, and welcome him to the school, and
make him as comfortable as possible, and look after him—
and don't lay a finger on him to-day, whatever he does.”

Dicky Nugent gasped.

* 1 wouldn’t do that for a twin-brother!” he exclaimed.

* But you'll do it for Bunter miner.”

Dieky's face was rebellious for a moment.

“ T’ll do it becuuse you ask me, Wingate.”

“ Geood! And you'll cee that the others do.”

“ Oh, they'll do as I tell "em !

“ That’s all right, then,”” said Wingate. ‘ You'll be doing
a decent thing, Nugent minor, and ¢ven if it’s uncomfortable
at the time, 1t will do you good. Mind, not a finger is to
bie laid on Bunter minor to-day, whetever ho does, and you
arc to help him in every way in your power.”

* Honour bright,”” said Ihcky sturdily.

“ Good! Thank you, Dicky!”

Dicky Nugent left the study. He had given his word, an:d
he would koep it—there was no question about that. But his
face was gloomy as he returned to the Second Form-room,

He foresaw trouble.

But it cleared.

THE TRHIRD CHAPTER.
Wingate's Weord is Law.
ICKY NUGENT vre-entered the Socond Form-reom with

a troubled brow. Gatty and Myers and Hop Hi were
waiting for him.  Their looks grew sympathetic at

once.

B g?or, old Dicky ' said Gatty. * How many?”’

“Eh?

“ Two on each hand, T suppose?”

““ Rats! 1 haven't been caned.” .

“ Lines, then! Never mind, we'll make Bunter minor do
themn. Tt’s all his fault, of course,” said Myers.

**1 haven't got an impot.”

“Then what is it?’ asked Gatty, blankly. * You don’t
mean to say that you were detained for the afternoon?”
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Dicky shook his head.

“" ND.”

‘* Then what are you looking so jolly solemn about!" asked
Gatty warmly. ‘‘ You ain't going to a funeral, I suppose?”’

““1¢’s rotten!"

‘““ What's rotten?”

* Chap can’t break his word,” said Nugent minor gloomily.

** I suppose not; but what are you drivuig at?"”’

Nugent minor explained. The Second Formers listened in
astonishment, which soon grew into deep wrath.

“ Well, of all the cheek!” exclaimed Myers. * Fancy
Wingate interfering in our private Form affairs like that!"

** Oh, don’t begin to jaw against old Wingate !"" said Dicky
Nugent crossly. “I won't have it. Pwinh he'd kept
ot of it, but i;e'a a_jolly good sort, and he thinks he knows
best. The seniors all think that. They can't help it."

*It's a case of Sixth-Form swelled head,” said Gatty.

“Rats! ‘Wingate hasn't a swelled head. It's simply a
sense of duty, he would call it; you get it when you pass into
the Sixth,” said Nugent minor rather vaguely. *‘ It's rotten,
because it prevents us from putting Bunter minor in his place
to start with."”

Gatty gave a snort of dissent.

‘It may prevent you,” he said.

* Not much!” agreed Myers.

“Yes, it does,”" said Dicky Nugent quietly. *“TI've pro-
mised for you—and for all the Form, too. It's all sottled.”

‘*Hang it all! You'd jolly well no right to E;omim for
me, and I'm not going to stand it!" said Gatty rebelliously.

Dicky Nugent looked at his watch.

* There's time to go into the gym. before we meet the
train,”" he remarked.

“In the gym?"

““Yes; if you want to have the gloves on."

** Look here, Nugent minor——

“I'm head of this Form,” said Dicky Nugent. * If you
chaps aren’t going to back me up, we'll argue it out, with
or without gloves.” )

“I'll hava the gloves on with vou any time you like," said
Gatty. ** But that isn't it. If it’s a question of backing you
up, of course, we stick to you."

“ Of course,’"” said Myers. *‘ Only it's rotten!"

‘I don't say it isn't rotten,” said Nugent minor.
look pleased, do 17"

* Well, no; I must say you don't.”

** But Wingate put it in the form of asking a favour. He's
o jolly good sort to us—you know he stops Loder and
Carne and lonides, and the rest froin bullying us as they'd
lilze to do. We couldn’t refuse Wingm—gui es he's asked
this, instead of ordering us. Wingate's a gentleman."

** But what does it matter to hitn what happens to Buntar
mino:?"

** Blessed if T know. The prefects get queer ideas into their
lieads. What does it matter to thewn if we fill a paper balloon
from the gas-jet? But they licked us all round for doing it.
It's no good trying to undantnndgbrelech. You bave to tako
‘em as you find "em,"” said Dicky Nugent sagely. *‘ I dare sa
matters seem different when you get into tie Bixth Form.
suppose we shall know some day. Anyway, I don't sec that
the why and the wherefore matter. e've got to do as Win-
gata wants—besides, I've promised.”

** Oh, all right, then!"

‘““Wea've got half an hour before we need go and meet the
rotten train. Let's go and watch tho footer, The Remove
are playing the Upper Fourth."

* Alloe hight,” said Hop Hi.

And Gatty and Myers agreed. Tho four fags left the Formn-
room, and strolled down to the foothall-field.

The Form mateh between the Upper and Lowor Fourth was
in full swing. The Remove sectnod to be gotting the better
of it, so far. Thers was a goal up for tho Removo, and
nothing for the Fourth Form. Temple, Dabney & Co. wara
making great afforts to equalise, but the Remove held thomn
well in check

Dicky & Co.'s svmputhies were noturally with the Remove,
as the junior Form of the two. Temple, Dabney & (‘o. wera
given to putting on swanking airs, just as if they belonged to
the Shell, or the Fifth

“Bravo, Whartoa!" velled  Dicky Nugent, forgetting
Bunter minor and overything clse as he watched the Remove
captain making a brilliant break for goal.

[larry Wharton had the ball at hix feet, and was rushing
it goalward. Ilis own men were too far to take a pass, and
I~ had to do the work alone, Ile had beaten the Fourth
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Form halves, but the backs were right upon him.  With
splendid skill he dodged the 1oft back, and seemed to dribble
the ball right round the feet of the other, and then he
kicked for goal. . .

The goalkceper made a rab at the ball, and just missed
it, and it landed in the net

There was a roar from thoe fcllows round the ground.

“Goal! Goal!™

““Bravo, Wharton!"

* Hurrah !"

Two up for the Remove. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
gleeful as they strode back . the centre of the ficld, and
there was a screne confidence in their looks as Temple kicked
off agnin rathgr viciously. i = .

“Hurrah!" shouted Dicky Nugent, throwing his cap into
the air. “ Hurrah !

“Ow! Yow! Oh, really—""

Dicky Nugent looked round for his cnqi It had fallen,
and he burst into a roar of laughter. illy Bunter was
stooping down, cvidently scarching for something on the
ground, and the cap had fallen on the back of his cad, and
the sudden start had made the fat junior fall forward on his
hands and knees. S

The sight of Bunter on all fours, and blinking round to
discover what had struck him, madc the fags yell with
lasughter. Dicky picked up his cap. .

*“Oh, really!" said Bunter. “i\imo of your jokes, you
1—I say, vou fellows, you can help mo look for myx

sixpence, if vou like.’ ———

Bunter did not scem inclined for excrtion. Four shillings'-
worth of indigestiblo pastry, crammed at express speed, di
not conduce to exertion. The fat junior was very red and
very shiny. But he had come back to search for the missing
sixpence. It represcnted three morc tarts; and although
Bunter had slready had many more than were good for
him, he wanted the other three.

“ Lost a sixpence 7" said Gatty.

“Yes. I want it, you sec, becauso I'm stony, and I've

ot a minor coming this aftcrnoon, and I shall have to stand

im somcthing. If you like to help me—"" . :

“Oh, we'll Eelp vou!" grinned Nugent minor, with a grin
at his comrades.

They understood. If they were debarred from ragging
Buntor minor, there was no rcason why they shouldn’t com-
pensate themselves by ragging Bunter major.  He was the
only member of the Remove whom it was safo for & Second
Form fag to jape. . .

s lm:d ; hand, you chaps!"” exclasimed Nugent minor.

“ What-ho !"

And the four fags scized hold of Billy Bunter. The fat
junior gave a yell as he was bumped upon the ground, and

is cap was pushed over his cyes. He jerked it off, and
blinked wrathfully after the deimrtmg figures of the fags.

‘“Beasts " he murmured. *I'd go after 'em and lick "em,
only—only it's too much like work. Wherc's that blesscl
sixpence 7"’

And he rcaumed his search. Mcanwhile, Dicky Nugent &
Co. were going out of the school gutes, on their way to tho
station to meet Bunter minor, somewhat conpoled by tha
bumping of Bunter major for the good behaviour they had
undertaken to observe during that afternoon Lowards Bunter
minor.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sammy.

FAT, discontented fuce looked out of a carrisge win-

dow as a train stcamed into the little country station

of Friardale. It was a very pretty station, with a

long, rough plank platform, and fowcr-beds along

it on ono side, and a signal-box at a short distance that was

a mass of creepers.  But the little round cycs in the fat fuco

did not note the picturcsquencss of tho station. Perhaps,

although the roumiphcr was adorned with a prominent pair

of spectarles, they did not assist the vision much—as in tho

case of Williain George Bunter, of Greyfriars.  Anybody

who had scen Bille Bunter could not have failed to recognisn

the youth in the train. It was Dunter minor, a reproduc-
tion of Billy on a smaller scale.

He had the same round face and figure, the same round
little c¢yes, the same large glasses, the same fat, shiny
sppearance, and the same greedy expression.  Buoter minor
was clearly Bunter major over again, only a couple of ycars
younger.

“Huh!" grunted the discontented youth, as he looked
out of the window. * Nobody to meot mo. Huh! Where's
Billy 7 e ought to be here. Huh!™

The troin stopped.

There were four boys standing on the platform, hllg\u
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of about Bunier minor's own aze, all looking at the train
as it steamed in. Sammy Bunter did not know thewm by
sight, of course; but they krnew him imeediately they
sighted his face at the carriage window,

“There he 18 said Dielt Nogent,

“Bawe old Banter!”

Y Bamce Buntee,” remached itop T

Dick gave o sniff of disgost.

“Of course he 15, he said.
I think he wouldn't have made me promise.
fate clovey.”

“He’s got jam round his mouth, too,” said Myers. " He's
been gorging in the train, of course—just like Bunter,”

“ Regular beast ! smid Gatty. * Best thing to do wouald
Lo to lug him out of the train and buinp him on the plat-
form, to start with.”

Dicky Nugent laughed.

“Czn’t be did,” he said. ** We're pledged now to let him
alone, whatever he does, and look after him."

Br-t-r-r-r 1"

' Here goes!” caid Dick resignedty,

He stepped towards the carriage door. Bunter minor was
}umghng with it inside, when Dicky obligingly threw it open
or him,

The action took the new junior Ly surprise. He did not
let go the handle in time, and the sudden jerk open of the
door dragged him out of the carriage. He alighted with a
;‘.}dden jump on the platform, and fell upon his kands and

Bees.

“Oh, you giddy japer!" “ Ha, ha, ha!"

Dick glan-.ﬁ at him,

“T waen't japing,” he cxclaimed; ‘it was an accident.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Look here, Gatty——""

“You_silly ass!” roared Sam Bunter, scrambling to his
feet end bhinking furiously at Dick through his big spec-
tacles. ' What did you do that for?”

**I—I was opening the door for you.”

** Why couldn’t you let it alone?”

* You sec i

“I'm hurt.”’

“Well, I'm sorry,” said Dick, though he did not look
sorry. ' It was an accident. I only meant to open the
door for you.”

“TIt's a lie!”

. Dick Nugent Alushed searlet. His hands clenched, and he
tGok a rapid step tewards the new jumior. Then the blaze
died out of his eyes, and his fists dropped to his sides. He
remembered his promise to Wingate.

“[{’s the truth,” he said quietly.

Gatty and Myers were staring blankly at Dick. They had
expected their chum to wipe up the platform with Bunter
nminor. The actrve fag could have made short work of the
{at, unwieldy new bov, though Sam Bunter was the larger
of the two. To see Dicky Nugent take the lie direet from
snybody was s0 amazing that Gatty and Myers could only
etare with wide-open mouths,

“My only chapeau !’ gasped Gatty, at last. ““Why don't
you smaeh him 77

*“(Oh, rats !’ said Dick.

“ Well, if you don’t, T will.”

“No, you won't! Shut up, Gatty, and don't be an ass!”
flaid'Pick irritably. * We've got to stand tie chap for to-
A¥.

* (Oh, but il

" Chersa it !

Bunter minor was dusting his knees and hands with a far
from elean handkerchief, without heeding what the juniors
were saying. He had his elder brother's gift of being deaf
{o everything that did not directly interest himsclf.

“ Do you know my brother?’ he demanded, as soon as
his dusting was finished.

Dick Nugent grinned.

“ Bunter major’s pretty well known at Grevfriars,” he
replied.

‘“He ought to be here to mect me,” growled Runter
minor. ‘' Iluh!"

YT suppose he ought,” agreed Dick Nugent peaceably.
“But he 1n’t, you know. We came to meet yon.”

**Oh, vou did. did you?" said Sammny, surveying the four
with a far from favourable expression, * What did you do
that for 7"

*You're coming into our Form —the Second. We've come
here to—to welcome you to the school, and—and look after
you a bit.”

Bunter snorted.

*“No gammon!"” he said.

Dick Nugent controlled his desire to drive a left-hander
full into the fat face, but with difficulty.

“It's not gammon,” he said. * We came to meet you.”

"I suppose you were ment.”

“ Well, Wingate suggested our coming—-'

Tre MaeNgT Lierary.—No. 144.
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“Wha's Wingatt 9

* Renicr—captain of the school”

YOk, T ace. You were sent by the eaptain of the school,
and soon t to {ake the credit for being jolly obliging.”
“Well, it’s no good
1g {o gamnion me. If vou're sent here to sec me to the
seiool, yeu may as well look after my box.”

Tre new- jumor’s box had bheen bumped out on the plat-
form, znd the train was straming out of the station. Dick
Nugent told the porter to take the box away. Bunter minor
biinked after it discontentediy, as if Ke thought the juniors
ought to have carried it themselves,

“Arc vou going to walk {o the school 7" asked Dick. “1If
yoa do, the box can be sent later, and it’s much cheaper.’”

“ Ain't there something {o meet me here 1’ Jdemunded
Dunter minor.

“Only ua

“ There ought to be a conveyanee of some =ort.””

““There is on the first day of term,” explained Nugent
minof. “ But a chaup who comes in the middle of term like
this his to look after himself.”

Bunter minor grunted.

“Well, T don’t like it,” he said.

‘“Blessed if 1 see how that matters!”’ broke out Gatty,
who was inwardly boiling.

Sammy Bunter blinked at him.

‘1 didn't ask you for your opinion,” he said. ' Keep it
till | ask for7it, and 't shove in your remarks where
they re not wanted.”

Gatty olenched his fists, Dick pushed him back.

* None of that, Gatty!” he eaid quietly.

“T'1] squath him 1" roarcd Gatty,

“Drop it !

‘‘Lock here, Nugent minor- - -7

** Oh, shut up !”* said Dick irritably: ‘' Isn’t that new cad
bad enough, without you piling on a fellow, tooj"

‘“Sorry,” said Gatty. "1'm done.”

And he stepped back, thrusting his hands deep into his
trousers pockets, aseif to kcep them from punching at Bunter
minor of their own accord.

‘“Lock here, ‘I'm not goinq to pay for a drive to the
school, faid Bunter minor. ‘I think it's unjust. I'll take
the hack, and leave it to the school to pay.”

“Can’t be did.”

“Oh, res, it can. You necdn't say anything to the driver,
and when I get to the school it will be too %a.te for him to
refuse to take me, Then ke can get his monoy somehow ;
that's hisy Lusiness.”

“ Suntec Buntee ! murmured Hop Hi

‘**Look here, I'll stand the hack to the school,” said Dicky
Nugent. ** We'd rather ride back, you fellows, when I como
to think of it. I had a tip from my governor this morring.”

“1 wouldn’t waste it cn that cad.”

**Rats! Let's get. to the blessed hack.”

And Nugeot minor gave directions for Sammy Bunter's
hax to be placed on the station cab, and followed the porter
there with it. The driver climbed into his seat and took up
the reirs.  The porter planted the box on the roof, and then
stood breathing heavily. The box was not a heavy one,
but the porter was thirsty. Bunter minor sat in the hack,
ard did not scem Lo observe him.

" t's a eustomn here to give the porter chap a tip,” said
Dick, kicking lis.foot.

*ammen IV

“What

1 ¢ajppose the comnany pay him, don’t thev?"”

Dick cheleed back his feclings, and slipped threcpence into
the porter’s hand. Then he looked up at the driver,
“You'll have to do Lis cheap, old son,” he said.

standing it.”

The driver grinned.

“I'll do the lot for ’arf-a crown, Master Nugent.”

" That'll do Get on!”

The kack rolled away, creaking. Bunter miner grunted

1
said Hammy Bunter disagreeably.
1

I.Ilm

discopentedly as he jolted in the old-fashioned, wncom-
fortable vohicle on the rough road.
" Call this blessed “thing o lack 7™ he growled. ** More

suited to be a prison van, I should think,

“Tlang i1, breke out Gatty,
nothing !"'

*Shat un, (arty 1

“1 know it's jolly uncomfortablel' said Bunter miner.
“lT ehall be jolly glad when we get to Creyfriars, 1 know
that.”
_ Diek Nugent did not reply. Bunter accompanicd the
jolting ur.:d rumbling of the ancient yehicle with an unccasing
stream of complaints and interjections. Ilis likeness to hix
major sremed to become stronger in everything he said and
did. The fags did not answer him; but Bunter minor was
not the or:ly one who war glad when the hack errived at last
at Greyfriars,

Fm being jolted.”
“you're getting it for
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“ Leggo!"” roared Sammy Bunter from beneath a cr_o_\\-v;l-ol fags. ‘*Chuck It! No gammeon! Yah! Yow!”

( 8ee page 12.)

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
Skinner is Kind.

R. KELLY, the mastor of the S8econd Form at Grey-
friars, was seated in his study, looking out of the
open window towards the football-ground. The
Yourth-Form match was just ﬁnuhmg and it was a

close finish, and Mr. Kelly, who waa a keen footballer him-
self, was watching it with interest. And so it camo to pass
that he did not hear a tap on his door, and the tap was
repeated without his hearing it. Thon the door opened, and
Dick Nugent looked in,

“H'm!’ said Dick Nugent.

Mr. Kelly looked round.

“Ah! Come in, Nugent mmor ' he said, |n a rich voéice,
mth a traco of the brogue in it. ** What is it?
“New kid, sir—I—I mean, new boy, sir,” said Nugent
mmm‘
“Ah! Come in, yvoung Dunter.”
Pushed from bakind by Gatty and Myers, Bunter minor

ontered the study rather He blinked round
wrathfully at his assistants.

* Here he is, sir,” said Dick
to meet Lim at the stotion,
Bunter minor, sir,”

And Dick Nugent & Co

precipitately.

Nugant. ]
sir, and bring hiin

Y Wingato told us
here, 1t's

promptly disappaarad, only too

happy at having shifted their burden off vpon My, Kelly
for a time.
The Second Form-master looked at Bamimy Buntee. The

fat, discontented face did ot impress him favourably.

Y Good-afternoon, Bunter,” ho said, holding ont Liz hand.
“You aro to come into my Form. I understand that you
have been prepared for tlm Second Form here. I am your
I"orm-n:a‘.to.. Mr. Kells.”

“Ah! Your hand is very dirly, Bunier minor,” said Mr.
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Kelly. “I suppose it is travelling. *Wou will go at once and
wash your hamsjs as soon a3 you leave my study.’

“T washed my hands this morning,” said Bunter minor.

Mr. Kelly elevated his eyebrows.

“ It is the custom at Gxevfrmrs to wash the hands more
than once in a day, Bunter minor. Cleanliness is a great
virtue, and one I wish my boys to cultivate, and insist upon
their culttvatmg It is also a custom for boys to address
their masters as ‘sir’ when speaking to them.”

Mr. Kelly pauwd

“ Yes—sir,”" said Bunter minor unwillingly.

The Form-master looked at him keouly.” Tle did not quite
know what to make of Samuel Bunter, but he set him down
as a greedy, scifish fellow, who had been spoiled at home,

and required a firm hand to bring him to his senses. In
which Mr. Kelly was quite right.
“*You will learn those things, and many more, hei?,

Bunter minor,” said the Form-master. “T think yon stand
in need of a great deal of instruction, which we shall
endeavour to give vou. In the first plnce. don’t bite your
thumb while T am falking to vou.”

Sammy took his fat tlmmh Trom his mouth.

“ T shall =ee you again later,” said Mr. Kelly. *“ At pre-
sent you may go to a bath-room and wash yourself. Then I
should advise vou to seck out yvour major, who will be able
to show you about the school, and tell ‘you things you need
to know. You mayv go, Blllﬂ‘(‘l‘ minor.

Samuel Bunter left the room without a word. Mr. Keily's
1.0:00 called Enm back in the passage

“ Bunter!

The fai fnf’ unwillingly halted.

Y es—sir

“(‘losa the door "’

Bunter minor closed the door.

ITe looked vound for the fags who had accompanied him

Another School Tale of the Junlora of
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to Greyfriars. During his very brief interview with the
Form-master they had vanished. Teo walked on with a dis-
contented face, and met a Removito in the passage. It was
Skinner. the practical joker of the Remiove, about the un-
lickiest fellow for a new boy to mcet. Skinner paused, and
locked at the new boy. Ie {new hiin at once by his likencss
to Billy Bunter. .

** Bunter minor !’ he ejaculated.

“Yes," grunted Bunter minor.
brother? I want to find him,” )

**(Oh, have you got a brother herc?’ asked Skinner.

“ Yes; Billy Bunter. He's in tho Remove.”

1 think I've heard the name,” said Skinner reflcctively.
“ Rather & stout, handsome fellow, eh?”’

“]le's stout,” said Saupmy. “I don't know about hanrl-
some. I want him. He’s got to show me to a blessed bath-
room. The idiot in there’—this polite phrase was meant
to describe Me. Kelly—*' says T'm to go and wash my hands.”

“Well, they d it,” remarked Bkinner, with a critical
glance at Bunter minor’s decide_dl%grubby paws.

** None of your business,” said Bunter nunor.

““ Certainly not,” said Skinner smoothly. * Look bere, 1
don’t know where your major is, but I'll show you to a bath-
room myself if you like.”

* All right.”

It did not occur to Bunter minor to utter a word of thanks.
Skinner reflected for & moment. He was undecided whether
to direct Bunter minpr to the Hcad’s study or to inveigle
him into the French master’s room, and shui the door behind
him and leave him to explain matters. Fma]lf;_ he turned
away, and made the new junior a sign to follow him, and led
tho ‘way upstairs to the topmost bath-room. Greyfriars was
2 huilding pastly ancient and Earl.l%J modern, and the bath-
rooms were not all built together, but one or two or three
of them would crop up in ,tﬁé,moat.unexpected places. ‘One
tl.at was generally used by Removites was beside the box-
rcom at the end of the Remove mssugeu

Thither Skinner led the way. There was a sound of running
water and splashing , within, whieh teld that the bath-rocom
was occupi Bkinner rn'i)ped on_the dodr, and the voice of
Alonzo Todd replied amid the splashing of the water.

** Dear me! ho is that?’

“You're - wanted, Todd—most urgent message,” said
Ekinner mendaciously. '‘Open the door, old chap. Won't
take a minute to tell you.”

* Dear me!"' )

Skinner heard Alonzo floomdering out of the bath. Then
tha door was unlocked, and a large head and a bony meck
appeared round the edge of it.

“* What is it, Skinner?”’ . .

““What on earth are you bathing in the middle of the
afternoon for?’ demanded Skinner, pushing his way into
the bath-room, and shily cxtracting the key from the lock as
ho did so.

Todd blinked at Lim throuzh the steam, .

* My dear Skinner, my Uncle Benjamin always. impressed
upon me to be very clean. I have had the misfortune to fall
into a ditch. Bulstrode kindly helped me to step across it,
but unfortunately let go at the wrong moment, and I fell
into the ditch. Bulstrode was very sorry indeed, but it was
& most unfortunate occurrence for me. was quite covered
with extremely disagrecable mud. Under the circumstances,
my Uncle Benjamin would have recommended a bath, I feel
assured, and—"'

** Here you are, young Bunter,”

* Dear me! Is that Bunter minor—"

** Yes. Kelly’s told him to wash his paws, and they need
"

“Iave vou seen my

“ My dear Skinner, you might have found some other
bath-room; or have taken him to the dormitery—"

“Rats I’

Skinner stepped out of the bath-room, pushing Bunter
minor in. He snapped the door shut, and in another moment
had inserted the key in the outside of the lock, and turned
it. Then he strolled away down the Remove passage with a
bappy and contented smifo upon his face.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Alonzo.

LONZO TODD blinked at Bunter minor, who blinked
back at him. Tho bath-room was full of steam, which
congealed on Bunter minor's glasses, and shnt off
Alonzo from his sight. The Duffer of Greyfriars loomed

}i‘im]y before him, with a bath towe! wrapped round his weedy
gure.

“Dear me!” said Alonzo. **Skinner has quite forgotten
to give me the message he spoke about. It was very careless
of Skiuner.”

“Gammon 1 said Bunter minor.
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“Th?. What do you mean?”’

“It was gammon,” grunted Sammy Bunter.
waan't any message.
the door.”

“Dear me! If that is the ease, Skinner’s conduet is
reprehensible. It is wrong to tell a falsehood even for a
joke. 1 despise anything of the sort. My Uncle Benjamin
would be shocked—nAy, disgusted.”

“Let a chap wash his hands, and don't jaw,” said Sammy
Bunter.

““My dcar young person—""

“Oh, shut up!”

If Alonzo Todd had not been the most paiicnt and peace-
able fellow at Greyiriars he would probably have ducked
Bunter minor bodily in the ﬁomni bath for that reply.
But Alonzo was a long-suffering youth.

‘' Really, Bunter minor, you should not speak like that,”
he said mildly. ** My Uncle Benjamin says ono should always
bo polite. 1 consider—"

*“Oh, ring off "’

Bunter minor washed his hands in Alonzo’s bath. The
Duffer of Greyfriars stood wound up in the Bath towel
waiting for him to finish. Bunter minor's face would not
have been ‘any the worse for a wash, too, but Mr. Kelly had
not mentioned that, and so SBammy Bunter did not touch it.
He evidertly did not believe in dping more washing than was
quite unavoidable.

He took a towel and towelled his hand
When he was finished he let the to on the floor,
and turned to the door. He jerked at the harndle, but the

door did not open.
Whai's tho matter with this door? he

**Hang it!
growled.

Alonzo Todd had stepped into the bath again, and was
busily splashing. He sat up amid the steam and blinked at
Sammy Bunter.

‘ Nothing is the matter with the door so far as my know-
Tedge extends,” he replied.

“T¢ won’t opan." ‘

‘‘ Nensense !

‘1 tell you it won't open! "’ liowled Bunter minor.

““ You miist be misteken, my dear féllow—unless you have
{ocked it.” .

‘1 haven't—there isn’t any key here, anyway.”’

“Dear me! There was a key. Perheps you are mistaken.
Look again.”

“ You chump!” roared Bunter minor. * There's no key,
and the door's jamined somehow, - How am I to get out?”

Alonzo ¢hook his head amid the steam.

“1 really do not know, Bunter.' It occurs to 'me now that
Skinner is a rracﬁcal joking person, and may have locked
the door on the ontside frem a perverted sense of humour.
If‘%}xt is the case, Bunter mminor, you cannot get out at all.””

ss !

‘1 should recommend patience. My Uncle Benjamin——""

“ Oh, harg your Uncle Henjur‘uin " shouted Bunter minor.

“Why? What has ho dene?

Sammy Bunter looked at Alonzo as if he thought he were
a lunatic.

“You sre a daddy, though, ain’t you?’ he =aid.

“Den's o personal. My Uncle Benjamin said T was
never to te personal. But won’t you have another look for
tho key—"

“There isn't any key here, I tell you!” snapped Bunter
minor angrily. ** Why will you keep on, you dummy?”’

o E.‘elli, dop’t be angry. You're stopping me from having
ny bath——"

‘“ Hallo, there!” shouted Sammy Bunter, ignoring Alonzo.
* Sonieone come and open this door!”

Alonzo sat silently watching while Bunter wailed to seo if
anyone complied. ut no one came,

Then a bright idea occurred to Alonzoe Todd, Why
shouldn’t the new-comer have a bath? He was waiting
until someone should come along and release him. He could
do nothing better. Alonzo was certain of the latter. He
had seen Bunter minor's dirty condition.

*“Won’t you have a bath?’ he asked mildly.

Bunter minor glared at him. He thought there was an
inference in Alonzo’s question. Mr. Kelly hed said enough
on that point, he thought, without this fellow stnrting.

“The water's nice and warm,” pursued Alonzo. "™ Warm
water’s best, they say, I couldn’t have got it off, I'm sure,
if there hadn’t been a good supply of hot water to-day—"

" If—if—if ()l’ou mean to say I require such a jolly lot of

'd_better shut up!” said Bunter threateningly.

“ Thero
It was only a dodge to make you open

ﬁrunting the while,

tubbing, you'
Alonzo stared. He had not meant the least offence. Bunter
minor was a stranger person than Billy Bunter, Alonzo con-
sidered, and given to taking offence at the merest trifles.
*1 don’t mean you to come in with me, Bunter,” he said.
1 you will eonduct yourself in a respectable manner I shall
have more confidenee In continuing my ablutions.”
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Sammy Bunter stared. He oould not understand Alonzo.

“I wish 1 could have met our Billy first,”’ he muttered.
“ He would have given me some tips about the fellows here.
This chap’s a silly chump, anyway.”

““You haven’t answered me, Bunter. I believe you are
ruder than your older brother. Will you have a bath when
I've ﬁnished}‘! Really, you know, I should say it's necessary.
f\’Voen},cl you mind passing me that towel you dropped on the

00!'.’!

Sammy Bunter gasped. His initiation at Greyfriars was
not turning out to his satisfaction. P

“Look here!” he said. * You dry up, or you'll get a jolly
‘good punching—""

“Dear me!_ For asking you to bave a bath?"’ asked Alonzo.

“Yes!” yelled Bunter minor. ‘“Shut up! How am I to
got out of herc? That’s what I want to know.”

“80 do I. I assure you, my Uncle Benjamin would bo
very much displeased to know that I bad been shut up in
a bath-room with such a peevish persop—"" )

Alonzo did not get any further. Sammy Bunter picked up
a dripping sponge and whizzed it at Todd. Ny

It did not occur to Alonzo that he could have replied in
kind, and probably sosked the little rascal to tho skin. His
Uncle Benjamin had doubtless taught him to give hack good
for cvil, and Alonzo could not forget anything his Uncle
Benjamin had told him, .

“That was very unkind of you, Bunter,” he said. ‘‘But,
of courso, as I'm in the bath, it does not mattoer very much.”

“ Oh, shut up, you howling ass!”

“ Won't you look again for the key? Tt has perhaps fallen
on the floor. My Uncle Benjamin says one should never
give in, you know."” .

Sammy Bunter took not the slightest notice of Alonzo
Todd. In his opinion there was no hope in that direction.
But Alonzo was determined to make another cffort.

“VYou said you wished you could have seen your brother
first, Bunter?" he said.

“Well, what if. I did?”’ .

“Perhaps I could give you those few tips about things
that you mentioned,” pursued Alonzo. “I've not hern here
:;u_ very long myself, but I've learnt such a lot about Grey-
rviara.”

“Have you?” said Bunter minor rudely. ‘ Then you can
keep it to yourself. I don’t want any tipa from your sort.”

“Oh, don't be rude, Bunter! You could overcome it, if
you'd make the effort,” said Alonzo gently splashing the
water about. *‘ Have you got any poatal-orders coming?”

Sammy Bunter stared.  He was beginning to think that
his companion was not quite *safe.”

 Postal-orders ?** ho said,

“Yes,” said Alonzo. *“They come in the morning, as a
rule. But I should have thought anyone in your family
would have known all about it.”

* Anyone i my family ¥’ said Bunter minor.

“Yes," said Alonzo brightly. * Your brother has a lot of
postal-orders coming, always. Hg hus promisod to repay an
old dobt to me when they arrive, and my Uncle Benjamin
says anyone in the family will do, if you oan’t get it from the
proper person—""

But Snxmmfl Bunter’s patience was exhausted. He scized
Todd by the hair.

The Duffer of Greyfriars howled. But it was no use
Dunter minor was master of the situation. Alonzo's head
went under the water time and time again.

“Ow!" yolled Alonzo. * Help! Help!™

There was a knock on the door. But Buntor mimor did
not hear it. Alonzo did, and he howled again.

“Help! Help!”

“Hallo! What's the matter in hore?”

It was the voice of Harry Wharton,

“[elp! Y'in being d-d-drowned. Gerrooh !

Bunter minor released Alonzo, who spluttered wildly in the
water, trying to gouge the soap out of his c¢yes.  Bunter
minor kicked at the door.

“ Unlock the door, you fools!'' he shouted.

“ Great Scott !’ gasped Harry Wharton, * Wio are you?"

“I'm Bunter minor.”

“ The dickons you are!"

¢ Open the door, you dummy !

Tho key turned in the lock, and the bath-room door was
thrown open. Sammy Bunter wiped the atcam from lus
glasses, and blinked at a erowd of Removoe fellows.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Bunters Wanted [

ARRY WHARTON & ('o. had come in aftec the foolball
match, which had ended in a victory for the Ruemove,
three goals to two.  The chuaies of the Remove had
changed, and were going down (o the siudy to tea,

when the uprowr in the bath-room drew them to the spot
Bunter minor blinked at them angrily. There was oo

thankfulness about Bunter minor: he did not scen to reflect

that the juniors could have left him in the bath-room if they
The Macner LicRARY. —No. 14}
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had liked, to get out the bost way he could. He was scowl-
ing. Alonzo Todd was still rubbing the soap out ‘of his cyes,
a3 he sat up to his shoulders in the stcaming water.

“ My only hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked that the only-
hatfulness wes terrific.

:: Etr:l:"bleased idiots "' growled Sammy Bunter.

s Wh[{ couldn't you como and open that door before?"

The Removites stared at him. .

* You young pig,” eaid Frank Nugont. * Do you think it's
our bizney to go found opening doors for fags of the
Second 2"

“Oh, gammon {"

“This new person is most unpleasant,” said Todd, blinking
through the stcani. * Ho has ducked me under tho water in
a most unpleasnnt manmer, after I had spoken to him nost
politely. My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked—nay, dis-
gustqd with him. I should advise you to have very little to

o with that extremely ill-mannered youth.”

““Oh, shut up!” said Sammy Bunter.

“ My dear Bunter—"'

Bunter minor stamped out of the bath-room, and slammed
the door on Todd. The Duffer of Gre&f,rinm resumed splach-
ing in the bath. Harry Wharton & Co. looked curiously at
the new addition to the Sccond Form. They were not very
pleased with him; and they recognised thet his likeness to
Billy Bunter was not confined to forin and feature.

Sammy Bunter scowled at them.

“I've had a rotten joke played on me.” ho said. “Chap
called Skinner locked mie up in the bath-room with that
lunatic.”

‘ ta, ha, ha!"

“Oh, stop that cackling!” said Bunter minor. “If you
know where my brother is, you can tell'me. Heo's got some
money for me.” .

“ Has he?’ chuckled Nugent.
mistaken there.”

‘" Ha, ha, ha!”

“What do you mean? My Aunt Pesg{ sent him some
money for me,” said Bufiter minor wrathfully. * Look hero,
who arc you? Arc you follows in the Seoong?"

It would have been a dendly insult if Bunter minor had
becn acquainted with Greyfriars. As it was, the Rowmnovitos
took pity on his ignorance, and did not alay him.

“ We'ro in the Remove,” said Harry Wharton stiffly.

“ Oh, that's my major’s Form.”

“Yes. I'm Wharton of the Remove, and this is Nugcat,
This is Hurroe Jansot Ram Singh, Nabob of Bhanipur, and
—and Prince of Boario-boolah-Gha, and King of the Cannibal

Islands.” .
nabob only

I rather think you're

The dusk rinned. He was sometimes intro-
duced like that, but he took it all in good part.

Bunter minor blinked doubtfully at the l;‘omm'ites.

“ No gammon,” he rémarked.

“ Nice polite youth,” murmured Frank Nugent. ‘' Reminds
me 50 much of his brothor. What a joy they must be in the
home circle—I don’t think."”

“The don’t-thinkfulness is terrific.'’

“ Look here, if you're Wharton, I know about you,” said
Sammy Bunter. “Billy's talked about you often enough.
You're his best chum, ain’t you?”

“Eh?"

“ And, Nugent, you're the chap who wanted to be Billy's
best chum, and got ratty because he preferred Wharton.”

My only hat!" gasped Nugent.

“I'm glad to see you,” suid Sammy. “If you're Billy's
best friends, I'm sorry [ spoke to you as I did. I was rather
ratty.”

“{)on't worry yoursclf,” said Wharton Frimly. “We're
not Bunter's best friends.  We've turned him out of our
study because we can't stand him. Ilc's been romaneing to
vou, my son. He hasn’t a friend at Greyfriars, as a mattor
of fact, that T know of."”

Bunter minor blinked with wide eycs.

“Oh, gammon ! he exclaimed.

“[f you mean by that civil remark that you doubt my
word, young Bunter, you're within easy distanco of getling
a thick ear,” said Wharton.

Samy bucked :qu’y.

Soh, that's all right ! he said.  “Only I dow’t belicve
eversthing [ hear, you know. Billy hus told me about you
follows, and how you all hang on to him, and how you cricd
wlien he left your study for good.  lle told me in a letter.”

“Crimd ! yvelled Wharton.

c ¥ ey, cried. Bally said so."

“ | think we'd better look for Billy," said Nugent warmly.
“ My hat! Pl give him something to cry for, too.”

*The eryfulnesa should be terrific I

‘[ aay, you fellows- -

9
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Billy Bunter was coming along the passage in scarch of
the chums of the Rcmove. It was tea-time. He caught
cight of his miner, and stopped. It wuas the first meeting at
Greyfriars between the two.

“ Hallo, Sammy !”

“ Hallo, Biily " :

“Where have you been?” said Billy Bunter peevishly.
“I—I've been looking for you everywhere. 1 sce you've
wready made fricnds with Wharton.”

“ Nothing of the sort,” said Harry Wharton coolly.

“©Oh, really, Wharton 7 .

‘T was just telling them what you'd told me,” said Bunter
rzinor maliciously. *‘ About the way they eried when you left
their study——""

Bunter turned erimson.

““QOh, shut up, Sammy !"

“@Gammon !” said Sammy. “Isn’t it true?” . .

“A—a—a little joke, you know, Wharton,” said Billy
Bunter feebly, ‘Just a—a little joke. I never expected
Sammy to swallow it. But he’d swallow anything; he’s a
greedy young pig.” )

“ And didn’t you say Wharton was your friend—your best
friend, Billy?”

“Yee-ea. So he is—so you are, Wharton. You've stood
by me lots of times, like a really good sort,” ssid Bunter
1. cakly.

HMarry Wharton laughed.

j“i\\!e 1, if you put it like that, I suppose it's right,” he
rildl.

“I do put it like that,”” said Billy. ]

“ And you told me Nugent was ratty becanse you didn’t
take so much notice of him as you did of Wharton,” pursued
the relentless Sammy.

“IWhat!"” yelled Nugent.

Billy Bunter backed away behind his minor.

“I—I—it was only a j-j-joke,”” he stammered.
mus;!:,n’t tuke any notice of what this kid says.
uss

Nugent glared at him wrathfully. He was greatly inclined
l"'rc" take Billy Bunter by the collar and dust the linoleum with

im

“8o it's all gammon, is it?"” seid Sammy. *“*What a
blessed fibber you are, Billy! You always were, too.”

*“Oh, really, Summy—— Look here!"” broke off Bunter,
chianging the subject. “T suppose you chaps are going to
have tea in No. 1 now.”

“Yes,” said Wharton.

“Good! I'll come and have tea with you, and so will my
minor. I suppose you'd like to stand a little bit of cclcbration
for mygoung brother, his first day at Greyfriars,”

The Removites staréd at Bunter. Well as they knew him,
he wae always surprising them afresh with his cool cheek.

*“No,” eaid Harry abruptly.

“ Oh, really, Wharton—-"’

The chums of the Remove walked into their study. Bunter
mujor and minor paused in the doorway. They looked
curiously alike as they stood blinking into the study.

Frank Nugent picked up a ruler.

‘“No Bunters wanted,” he said. “I'll give you my plain
op:inion of you, and then you can go. You're a lying rascal,
Billy!  And your young brother is a rude, inconsiderate
little pig, and no better than you are! If he had spoken to
nie as he has to Wharton I'd have jumped on him. Got out,
Loth of youl”

*“Oh, really—""

Nugent came towards the door, ruler in hand, with so
businesslike an expression that both the Bunters scuttled down
the passage. Nugent slammed the door. No Bunters wero
wanted in No. 1 Study.

At the head of the stairs the Bunters halted. They blinked
at onc another with mutual annoyance and suspivion.

““So they are your friends?” said Samuny, with a jeer.
" Your best friends—the fellows who cricd when you left their
study ! Gammon!"

““Oh, shut up!” said Billy Bunter irvitably. * You've
ruecered me there, by cheeking Wharton, you checky youny
beggar. You always were a nuisance. What am T gong to
do for my tea now, I'd like to know "

‘“What am I going to do? Lonk here, Aunt Peggy sent
you some tin for me, Billy, and .

“1 know I'm jolly hungry. I don't know what the dickens
they wanted to send you to Greyfriars for,” maid Bunter
irritably. “Tt’s always up against a fellow to have a young
birother in the infants’ Forms."”

*“Oh, gamumon !” said Sammy. “You can take it from me
that I'd rather have gone to sny other school, T knew you'd
elways be borrowing money of me, for one thing.”

“Look hcere, Saummy, if you want a thick ear

“Gammon! Where's the tin Aunt Peggy sent-—"

“All right, I'm coming !" culled out Dunter, in anawer to
&n_imaginary call from downstairs; and he ran off, leaving
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his minor standing alone, considerably astonished, and
blinking after hun.

“ Billy, come back, you chump!” .

But B:lly Bunter did not come back. He didn't want to
have to explain what had become of that remittance from
Aunt Peggy; and if his brotherly hcart yearncd after his

minor, Le had a wonderful knack of concealing it.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Warm Reception.

AMMY BUNTER waited a few minutes for his major
to return, but Billy Bunter remained absent. Sammy
realised at last that he was not coming Lack, and he
snoried with anger and dissatisfaction. Ile was getting

very hungry himself—he had the healthy Bunter appetite.
His major was to have shown him about Greyfriars—and
shown him, of course, where he could get somne tea.

Billy Bunter had told him, in the holidays, many a tale of
gorgeous feeds in studies and dormitories—tales that had made
Bunter minor's mouth water. Sammy had come to Greyfriars
with dim visions in his mind of great feasts, provided by those
dear friends of Dunter’s who quarrelled for his favour and
cried when he left them.

It was pretty clear now that those visions were not to be
realiscd—in fact, he began to be doubtful whether he would
get any tea at all that day. He desceuded the stairs, looking
out for his major, but his major was far away by that time.
He ran into Nugent minor, Gatty, and Myers, at the foot of
the staircase. They were looking for him.  Dick Nugent had
not forgotten his promise.

“Iere he is ! exclaimed Dick,
Kelly, kid?”

Bunter minor grunted.

“ He's a beast!” he remarked.

The fags frowned at him. Mr. Kelly, the master of the
Seeond, was a favourite with his Form as a kind and just man.

“Oh, rats!"” said Gaﬂ-}r. “Kelly's all right!”

" He's a checky beast!” said Saummy.

Gatty sniffed. "

* Checky to a new fag!” he said.

* Look here——""

“ Dry up!"” exclaimed Dick Nugent.

* How did you get on with

* Oh, don't talk rot!"”

* Don't begin ragging

now! I say, I suppose you haven't had tea yet, Bunter
minor?’
“No. And I'm jelly hungry!”

** What are you going to do—have tca with your major?”

» He's gone off, and T can't find him. I jolly weil helieve
he's giving me the slip on purposc!™ said Sammy wrathfully.

©* Not an uncommon thing for a major to do,” grinned
Maiers, ' They don't like to have minors tagging at their
heels.”

= Oh, gainmon ! said Sammy.  It's beeause he's got some
tin of minc -~y Aunt Peggy sent him some for me.”

* Nire brother, and nice family,”" said Gatty.

“Garmnien! You mind your own business!™

“1-1 sha'n't be able to hold out till to-moirow " pasped
Gatty. * Hang your cheek! Young Nugent, how can you
expect a chap to keep his hands off i v

* Don't be an ass, Gatty! lcok here, are you going to
h:n'{!‘ teain Hall, young Bunter, or would you like to feed with
us?

=~ Nugent ! enorvted Catty and Mycers tegether.

=1 told Wingate I'd leok after Lin.”

“But not that! Tea in lMail's goed cnough for him,
and—-"

CWell, T'm off 1" said Myers indignantly,  © It's layving it
on too thick, that’s what it is! 1'mi not geing to stand at!”’

And Myers, digging his hands decp into his trousers-pockets,
stalked away. Gatty sectied inclined to follow him, but he
stopped.

*Oh, I'll have tea with vou if you've pot anything pood 1"
suid Sammy Bunter. ™ Where do you chaps have tea—in
your study

*“The Forms below the Remove don't have studies,” said
Dicky Nugent. " We do our preparation in the Form-roomn
and we're allowed to use the Formeroom at tinwes when
there’s no lesson on and it isn't wanted for anything else.
We have a fire going, and we cock things there, end we keep
grub in the lockers,™

“1'd rather have a study.”

* Better tel) Dr. Locke so!™ snorted Gatty.

O, you drey up!”

Gatty scemed on the pont of choking again, but he dried
up.  After all, Nugent minor’s promise to Wingate was only
for that day. On the morrow ot would be possible to pive
Sammy Bunter what he descaved.  And Gty tried to possess
his soul with patience for the present, consoling himself with
a vision of rugging Bunter minor ahirost bald-headed on the
IIDTEOW,
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“You young sweeps!” exclalmed Loder angrily.
back and warm you!"

¢ Oh, crumbs! ” gasped one unfortunate fag.

“Jf I hear so much as a whisper Irom you again I'll come |

(See page 12.) I

“Well, we're going to get some things for tea,' said
Dick Nugent. * f)o you like sausages and chips?”

Bunter minor's ¢yes rolled behind his spectacles.

“ What-ho!" he said.

“Then come on—if you're surc you wouldn't rather go ana
look for your major,” said Dick, with a faint hope thut
Butiter minor would prefer to go and look for his major.

But Sammy shook his head.

“I'm hungry!” he said. *“I'll lend you a hand at cooking
the sausages il you like. I'm a great hand at cooking.”

“I'll go and get the things,” said Gatty. ‘‘ Give me the
tin, Dicky, and I'll cut across to Mrs. Mimble's,”

Cortain coins of the realm changed hands, and Catty ran
off. It was not merely a desire to be useful thet actuated
Gatty. Hec felt that if he didn't have a rest from Bunter
minor's company there would be unavoidable trouble,

Bunter minor accompanied Dick Nugent to the Sccond
Form-room. Dick was feeling a little uneasy as to Sammy’s
introduction into the Form-room. He had promised Wingate
to befriend the new-comer. He had induced his chums to
stand by him, but the rest of the FForm were doubrless in the
same mood as at the meeting Nugent minor had called, and
Dick fcl that there might be trouble with them. Dut the
sooner it was over the better, he reflected. It wos batteriy
herd on him. If Sammy Bunter had been a decent chap, as
Wingate had considered possible, it would have been alil right.
But he evidently wasn’t anyvthing of the kind. Dick had to
stand by him and defend him, knowing that there never was a
follow who more richly deserved ragging. But it never
ocourred to Dick to brea.i his promise to Wingate.

The Sccond Form-room was pretty well erowded. Between
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lessons and prepmration the fags had the room to themselves,
and they preferred it to the junior common-room, where they
would have been overborne by the company of the Remove
and the Uppcer Fourth.

There was a smell of cooking herrings at the large, wide
grate, where a roaring fire blezed. Diggs of the Second was
cooking herrings, and Parrott was helping!  Parrott’s face
seemed to be oookinff quite as much as the herrings, and the
perspiration was rolling down it in big streams. %’lis clothes
were scorching in two or three places, too, which added to the
“ scentfulness,” as Hurree Singh would have called it, that
hung about the fire.

There was a general exclamation among the assembled fags
as Nugent minor came in with the new junioz.

** Here he is!”

“ Here's Bunter minor 1

‘“ Here's Falstaff the Second !””

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Nugent’s got him !™

And a crowd surrounded the two juniors at once.  Sammy
Bunter was a little alarmed. 1le shrank back, catching hold
of Nugent minor’s sleeve,

* What's ail this”' he muttered. * What the—"

“It's all right,” said Dick. * They're only the Sccond.”

“0Oh, I seo!™

“ Here he is!” exclaimed Norton.
you?!”’

“ Yes, I am,” said Sammy.

“It’s a sixpenny edition of William George,” grinned Cary.
“ Fatter, I think, and uglier. Rotten that we've got to have
him in the Sccond!”

“ You're .Bunter, ain't

Anaother Schoonl Tale of the Juniors of
Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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** Oh, no gammon !"” said Bunter minor.

" w‘}.at!,,

* Mind your own business, and let me alone.
twopence for the lot of you,” said Sammy,

here was a roar.

* Collar him !

‘“ Bump him!”

There was a rush for Bunter minor. Dick Nugent sprang in
front of him and pushed back Cary and Norton and Price, and
the fags halted.

. "*What are_you up to, Nugent minor ?"* exclaimed Norton,
in a rage. ‘' You're not going to interfere with us!”
“Yes, I am.”

* What!” yelled the fags, in amazement and rage.

‘“ Hands off Bunter!”

‘“ Hands off Bunter !’ repeated Price, like one in a drean.
“ Why, only a couple of hours or so ago you were proposing
to rag him from the start !’

“That’s all very well, but—"

*“You've changed your mind!” roared Norton.
wo haven't changed ours!
minor 1"’

‘“ Rats!”

“* Stand aside I”

“1 won't!”

“ You'll jolly well get ragged if you don't )

“I tell you—""

* Are you going to stand out of the wayi”

“ No !I’

*“Then we'll put you!”

And the cxcited fags rushed on. Nugent minor was their
acknowledged leader, but his standing between them and
their ;ﬁmy in this manner was not to be borne. They rushed
upsn him in a yellmg swarm, and in a moment more Nugent
minor and Sammy Bunter were in the midst of a wild and
whirling erowd.

I dcn’t care

“Well,
Stand out of the way, Nugent

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder Looks In,

ICK NUGENT set his teeth as the fags rushed upon
him. He hit out straight from the shoulder—and Dick
knew how to hit. He was strong and sturdy and clear-

. eyed, and he hid had lessons in the manly art from his
major. Norton went down, and Cary fell across him, and
two or threc more of the fags reeled away under Dick
Nugent’s doughty blows.  But the fags were in swarms.
Nugent was grasped b{ a dozen hands, and bofne back with
a crash against the wall. He rolled on the floor, and the fags
rolled upon him. Still hitting out furiously, he disappeared
under a heap of fags.

Sammy Bunter had not put up a fight at all. He was too
confused and too alarmed. He made an attempt to get to
the door, but was promptly collared and dragged back. He
did not struggle—it would have been uscless if he had done
80, in the grip of so many hands.

Norton stafgered to his feet clasping his nose, which was
red and swollen and streaming with crimson,

“Groo!” he gasped. “ Got him! Hold him!
Lend me a hanky, somebady! Groo! Gerraoh!”

.And Norton mopped his nosc savagely. Strange gasps and
ejaculations were procceding from hencath the mass of fags
‘that pinned down Nugent minor on the floor. There was no

Gerrooh !

;- yescue for Sammy.
“Leggo!” roared Sammy Bunter, ‘“Chuck it! No
gammon! Legga! Yah! Yow!”

“Collar him !’
“ Hold him !
ot him !"” roared Gunn.

“Yow| ah! Leggo!”

‘‘Lemme gerrup!” camc a suffocated voice from beneath
the sprawling fags. “ Yow! Lemme gerrup!  Gervoff me
chesi! Yow i’

**Ha, ha, ha!

* Yes, rather!”

** Now, then, you fat bounder—— Oh, cave!” y

The door opened, and Loder the prefeet looked in.  T.oder
was looking very angry. He had been interrupted at tea by
the terrific din proceeding from the Form-room, and as the
noise did not ccase, he was bound to go and investigate.
Loder didn’t like the trouble. He had thoughtfully brought
a cane with him.

* What's all this row " he roared,

Keep him down!”

* Nothing, Loder, Only—ow!"”

o Yahll,

“ Yaroop !I"*

*0Oh! Ow! Groo!”

Loder, without cven waiting for his question to be

answered, and knowing perfectly well that he would rover
ot to the rights of the matter in any case, had cut it shert by
«ashing out with the cane,
Tue MacNeT Librany.-- No. 144,

1S Week, ssonae XMAS DOUBLE NUMBER OF ““ PLUCK.”

'f'he fags spread and scattered in all directions as he lashed
out.
Loder did not lay the strokes on lightly, either. Wherever
the cane fell—on arms or legs or back—it stung and bit.

The prefect laid it on to the sprawling ﬁags who were
serambling in hot haste off Nugent minor,

They scrambled off with wild yells as the canc sang through
the air, and rolled on the floor yelling with anguish, '

Dick Nugent, dazed and bewildered, lay alone at last, too
stunned to risc immediately, and he remained the only vietim
within reach of Loder’s cane.

der lashed at him savagely.

“Oh!” roared Digk. *“Oh!  Yow!
thing! Stop it! Chuck it! Yaroopl?

He struggled, and squirmed away, and fled.

Loder made a last cut after him, and ‘missed, -and then
praused, panting. The fags were scattered far and wide,
among the forms and desks, o in the corners, all of them
ready to dodge again in case the prefect should pursue them.

But Loder was too breathless to carry the punishment
further.

“ You young sweeps!” he cxclaimed. “ If that lesson isn't
encugh I'll give you another one! If I hear so much as &
whis]?'cr from this room agein, I’ll come back and really warm
you!

“Ow! Yow!”

“Oh, crumbs !

“Groo! Ioo!” .

To that chorus Loder retired from the Forin-room, shaking
ﬂjs cane at the fags, and then slamming the door behind

im.

A crowd of smarting, angry fags remained in the Form-
room. Complaints were not loud, but deep. After their
painful experience, the Second Form did not care to make
any further disturbance.

Dickk Nugent rubbed his shoulders, and glared at the
angry, discontented fags. Bunter minor was sitting on a
form, gasping and scowling.

““ Blessed set of asses,
Nugent.

“ Oh, go and eat coke!” growled Norton.
fault we had that rotten prefect down on us.” .

*We could have ragged the new rotter without making
such -a row,” said Gunn.

* Let’s rag him now,” suggested Diggs. .

Diggs’s Kerring had fallen into the fire and been quite
consumed, in the eonfusion, and Diggs was wrathful; he felt
that he had perspired and scorched his clothes for nothing,
and that somebody ought to be made to suffer for it,

Norton shook his head.

“No go; Loder’ll come back.”

“T don’t care, for one! Let's bar the door.”

“ Jolly good idea,” said Gunn,

“ Ass! We'va got into raw encugh now,” growled Myers.
“Do you want the masters down on us as well as the
prefecis ¥

“ Are we going to let that Bunter worm off I’ demanded
Gunn indignantly.

*Can’t be helped.”

I haven’t donc any-

aren't you?"” exclaimed Dick

Tt was your

“ Rats! T say—-"" i
*Oh, shut up, all of you!” exclaimed Dick Nugent
angrily. " If you'd listened to me for a moment you might

have saved all this. I've gol to look after that new kid to-
day—-"

“Rats 1"

“ Piffle '

“1 tell you I've got to. Wingate made me promise.
to ke given a chance, though he’s Bunter's brother.
the why of it.”

“¥You ass! Why couldn’t you say so hefore?”

“Did you give me a chance ?”’ howled Dick.

‘“Well, perhaps we didn’t; but sou sheuldn't have
promised Wingate.”

*That's my business."

* Oh, Wingate’s all right ™ said Norton. “But it's roiten
having to let such an utter worm alone, all the same.”

“@Give him his head,” said Dick. * There’s to-morrow,
isn’t there?”’

The fags grinned.

* And there's to-night in the dorm.,” Gunn remarked.

“ Yes, rather!”

Dick Nugent frowned.

*“Not to-night,” he exelaimed. “Leave it over till to-
morrow—I stand by what I promised Wingaie.”

The Form-room door opened at that moment, and Gaity
cane in with a paper bag in his hand. He stared at the
dishevelled fags in amazement,

* What on earth have you kids been up to?" he exclaimed.

* Playing the giddy goat,” grunied Dick Nugent. * Got
the sausages 17

** Here they are.”

He's
That’s
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“Goed. Make room at that fire, young Diggs. Lve got
some cooking to-do. You’ve got the potatoes, Gatty?"’
" Ym "

,“Peel 'em, then, and you can go and borrow a frying-
pan, Myers. You'll find one in the Remove studies.”
* Right you are!"” said Myers. )
“Tea'll ready soon, kid,” said Dick Nugent, addressing
Bunter minor. But Sammy answered only with a grunt.
He was still feeling very breathless and discomposed, and a
little apprehensive for the future.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Butter for Coker.

UNTER minor blinked on while Dick Nugent made the
preparations for tea. The row was over, for thoe
present at least, and the fags had settled down to
their various avocations. Only Diggs was still sulky;

his herring was gone for ever, and that tasty morsel would
never delight Diggs and his friends. Nugent minor calmly
pushed him aside from the fire, where Diggs was baking
potatoes on the bars, and started cooking the sausages. He
set a plate before the big fire, and propped the sausages up
before it om an ingenious arrangement of pens and ruler.
fm appetising odour was scon greeting the noses of the
ags.

Gatty skinned the potatoes, and had them ready for
Myers's return. Myers returned; but he brought no frying-
pan. He came mto the Form-room with a run, and
slammed the door hastily behind him. Nugent minor
looked round.

“Got it

“No," said Myers breathlessly.

““ Why wnot, ass?"’

“ Bulsirode got after me.”

“Bulstrode! What have you been doing to Bulstrode !

“ Borrowing his frving-pan.”

Dick Nugent chuckled.

“You should have tried Wharton. Here, you look after
these sassingers, and I'll scout for a frying-pan.”

“ Rather you than L,” panted Myers.

“ Get some butter to go with those taters, Gatty.
back in two jiffies.” .

And Nugent minor left the S8econd Form-room.

He hurried up to the Remove pussage, and trod very
lightly past Bulstrode's door. Bulstrode did not always
need provocation to cuff fags whom he found in the
Romove quartera.  Nugent' minor halted outside Harry
Wharton’s etudy. The door was half open, and a fat figure
was standing there, looking in. The back was towards Dick,
but he knew Bunter major at once.

“I say, you fellows,’ Bunter was saving, '"“I'll come in
and have tea with you, if you like. I've been disappointed
about a postal order, and—"

ras

A heavy book whizzed against the door inside, anl
Bunter started back, and rolled agaiust Nugent minor,
pearly knocking him over.

“ Oh, really—"" he gasped.

* Look out !’ shouted Dick.
blessed steam-roller '™

“I'm sincerely sorry—"

“Oh, get off I L.

Dick gave the fat junior a push, and Dunter stuggered
further off. Dick put his head in at the door.

“[ say—— Yarooh!"”

He did not mean to say ‘‘ Yurooh!" hut he dilJ, because a
Latin dictionary caught him on the chest, and bowled him
into the passage like a cannon-ball.

He crashed against Buater, and the two fell to the fAoor

I'll be

““*Don't roll over me, you

together. )
“ Yow!" gasped Billy Bunter. “Ow!"
“M-m-my only aunt!” howled Dick Nugent. * You

dangerous asses! What did you do that for?"

* Phew !" excluimod I'rank Nugent's voice in the study.
“That's my minor."”

He opened the door.

Dick scrambled up furiously and glared ot him. Frank
was laughing, and Harry Wharton and Iurres Siugh,
further in the study. were laughing, too.

“You chump!"" roured Dick.

“Ha, ha! Sorry! I thought it was Bunter «coming in
again! I'm awfully—ha, ha !—sorry !" yelled F'rank Nugent.

“ 1 say, you fellows——"

Nu]Len! minor rubbed his chest, and kicked the dictionary
into_the study. .

“You champion ass,” he said, ‘I should think you could
tell the difference between that porpoise and me !’

“ Didn't stop to look,” grinned I'rank. *‘I saw a duffer
shove his head in, and let fy.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

*“The ha-ha-hafulness is terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows, I'm hurt! I've got a pain-—"
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Nugent rushed at the Owl of the Remove and lifted his
foot, and Billy Bunter fled down the passage.

“ Look hers, I came to borrow a frying-pan,” said Nugent
minor, with a growl. * I suppose ﬁqn can lend me one? I
don't see having a brother in the Remove if a chdp doesn't
make use of him.”

Frank laughed. . . .

. “You can have the frying-pan, kid. We've finished with
]t "

ouR
PANNY.

The frying-pan was looking decidedly ﬁrauly from recent
use. But Nugent minor did not mind.” He wrapped an old
newspaper round it, and carried it off in triumph. The
chums of the Remove resumed their interrupted tea, un-
troubled by any further visits from Billy Bunter: Bunter,
once a denizen of No. 1 Study, was being slowly instructed
to let that Study alone, and not to persist in visiting his old
haunts like a troubled ghost. :

At the head of the stairs, the fat junior was waiting for
Dick Nugent.

I say, Nugent, I suppose rou're standing a feed to my
minor ?"’ he remarked.

“Yes,” said Dick,

Billy Bunter beained.

“Good " he exclaimed.

‘* Rats I™

‘ Oh, really, Nugent minor ! You see, young Sammy won't
feel comiortable unless I'm there,” Bunter expluined. * He's
very fond of e, of course.”

‘I don't understand his taste, then."”

* Ha, ha!” said Buater, with a feeble laugh. ‘* Very good
—very good indeed! I say, Nugent minor, 1 suppose I'm
coming "’

‘‘ Something wrong with your supposer, thon.
not.”

“ Look here—"

“ Rats ! .

And Nugent minor guickened his pace, and reached the
Form-roo:n door. Billy Bunter rolled on after him, and
opened the door, which Dick had slammed.

He blinked into the Form-room.

I say, you fellows—"'

Whiz ! )

A potato hurled by Gatty caught the fat junior fairly
under the chin. He gavo a wild howl and staggered back.

‘' Look in again, do,”" aaid Gatty.

But Bunter didn't.

He remained in the passage, glowering with anger, and
rubbing his chin, equally divided botween a desire for a feed
and a drsire for vengeance. Cokor, of the Shell, came alony.
and glanced at him. Cuker was an old acquaintance of Biliv
Bunter's. He was in the Shell, but was old enough to hav:
passed into the Fifth long ago, if he had had brains enough
—which he hadn't. Cuker’s long stay in tho Shell waus o
standing jok2 ot Grevfriars, and indeed, unloss Coker
received a judicious push from somewlore, it was con-
sidered probable that (oker would stay in the Shell till
he was quite an old gentleman. Nugent had, indeed, drawn
a pathetie picture of Coker in tho Shell with groy hair and a

rey beard, which sent the juniors into convtﬂliom, and senl

‘oker looking for Nugent with a golf club.

Billy Bunter, who was given to having brilliant ideas, had
conceived the scheme of getting Coker to back him up in
hisstudy against the Removites, and Coker, who was hard-up
at the timo, had conserted. The Remove hnd handled him
3o severely that he had given up the idea, and consoled him-
self by licking Bunter. Since then the Owl of the Remove
had let hiny severely alone.

Cokar grinned at the fat Removite.

* Been in the wars aznin?” he asked.
vour rotten scliemes, I suppose?
licking.”

¢ Oh, really, Coker A

“ Geat ! said (‘okar.

Awrd ho walked on.  [ITe gunced in at the half-open door
of the Form-room. Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed. It was
that peculiar gleant in the round eyes which showed thal
tha ventriloyuist of Greyfriars was on the war-puth again.

Whether Billy Bunter could do anything else or not, he
could imitate voices.  As ('oker leoked in at the Second
Form-room, a voice suid very audibiy :

“That's Coker—chap who's taken a long lez.e in tho
Shell.” .

(‘oker Aushed crimson.

The voice seemed to comoe from the Sccond Form-room,
and he had no doubt whatever that the fags wore chipping
bLim, especially as hd thought he recognised Galty'a voico.

He strode into the room. .

* You youug sweeps!” he exclaimed.

Tho Second Formers stared ut him in amazement. }ghy

“I'll come.™

You're

‘“ 3ome moro of
I hope you've had a good
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Coker shcs Ud etride into their Forin-room suddenly with that
exclamation they couldn’t ‘understand.

“ Hallo I said Dick Nugent, looking round from the fire.
“What's the matter with you, Sokernuts, old son 2"

** No Shell-fish wanted here,”’ cried two or three fags,
feeling themselves strong in numbers.

** Go into the Fifth Form-room I”’ howled Myers. *“ They’ve
been waiting for you for a long time, Coker."”

And there was a roar of laughter.

Coker wasted no more time in words. He rushed at the
fags, administering smacks and slaps on cll sides. There
was & howl of rage from the Second, dnd Dick Nugent
ghouted to them to back up. Coker was such a big fellow
that half a dozen of the fags would have made little im-
pression upon him; but there were enough of them to over-
come him by sheer weight. . ;

Dick Nugent had just melted the butter in the frying-pan
for frying the potatoes in. He jerked it from the fire, and
as Coker was boxing ears right and left, he bonneted the
Shell fellow with the frying-pan.

Coker gave a wild roar. .

The butter was melted, but not warm enough to hurt him;
but it was worse than being hurt to feel the melted butter
running over his ears and down his neck.

“Qw! Yah!” roared Coker. ‘ You horrid young beast!
Yarooh!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The fags howled with laughter, Coker made a rush for
them, ang they scattered, and the Shell fellow, dripping with
butter, stamped out of the Form-room, to get himsclf
cleaned.

Billy Bunter chuckled softly as he passed. .

A yell of laughter from the Form-room followed him, and
Dick Nugent closed the door. The butter had been
eacrificed, but he felt that it was worth it.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Feeding the Brute.

UNTER minor left off rubbing his bruises, and sniffed
appreciatively, as the scent of the roasting sausages
came to him.* He was hungry, and even if he had not
been huogry, he was always ready for a mecal, like his

major. Dick Nugent had spread a far from spotlcss cloth
on o desk, and tho sausages were placed upon it on a tin
digh. Four or five cracked plates werc produced from a
locker, and a really varied u.ndpaurpnsmg array of cutlery.

Nugent minor gad cooked the sausages to a turn. The
chips in the frying-pan were also in a very satisfactory
state.

Bunter minor blinked through his spectacles at the feast.

““This is all right ! he remarked. . .

“(@Glad you like it,” said Nugent minor, glowing from his
cxertions es cook. . o e

“QOh, it's all right!" eaid Sammy. Of course, it's
nothing to what I've been accustomed to at home !”

Dick looked at him.

“No?” he aeked. . .

“(Qh, no!" said Sammy, with the politeness
that scemed to be an inheritance of th::
Bunter family. * Nothing like! I shouldn’t
dream of eating grub off a platc like this at

home I’

“ Wouldn't yout”

*Oh, no! Besides, the forks—look at the
forks!”

“ What's the matter with them?"”

Bunter minor sniffed.

** This one’s got a prong gone.”

“Give him your fork, Gatty!”

* The handle's loose,” said Gatty.

* Your one, then, Mycrs!”’ .

*There ain’t any prongs to mine at all
taid Myers.

“Oh, it’s all right!" seid Bunter minor.
1 can rtand it. I was only pointing out that
it isn't what I've been used to.” )

“Well, now you've pointed out that, sup-
;osc you let the matter drop?” suggested
Jatty, in a rather belligerent manner.

Bunter minor blinked at him.

*Oh, no gammon !> he said.

Gatty looke:d at Dick Nugent.

“1 know I g¢hall smash hiin!” he mur-
mured.

“Oh, kecp quict, Gatty, oid man!”

L But_ » .

“ Hand out the chipst!’” .
Gatty served the chips. Norert minor wes
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making herculean efforts to keep his promise to Wingate,
But he felt like Gattv, that very much more of Sammy
Bunter would quite overcome him,

Sammy Bunter, in apite of his dispsragement of the feed,
ate very heartily. He helped himself a sccond time, without
waitinF to be asked. and then a third time. A [nt znd
shiny look began to appear upon his face, which made him
look more like his major than ever.

“Got anything to drink 7’ he asked.

“We're going to have coffee,”” said Dick Nugent.

“Good! I like coffee. 1 hope it's decent.”

“1 hope so, tco.”

#I'm thirsty now,” said Bunter minor, with a manner that
hinted that he saw no reason why Dick should not leave his
tea unfinished, and make the coffee at once.

Dick looked ut him, and then rcse from the form, and
went to the fire. He jammed the kettle upon the hot coals
with a vicious jam, as if he were jamming his fist upon
Bunter minor.

Gatty and Myers exchanged glinces. The promise to
Wingate was all very well, but this self-control on the part
of Dick Nugent was almost uncanny. So they thought.
Dick came back with a very red face.

“Coffee in a few minutes,” he said.

‘‘Sooner the quicker,” said Sammy Bunter.
more sausages?

*“No; that's the lot,”*

“ Any more chips?”

‘“ All done,” said Gatty,

Bunter minor grunted.

“I'm still hungry,” he said.

The juniors exchanged glances. It had meant a consider-
able inroad upon their funds to stand that little iced to
Bunter minor. His acknowledgment of it was not exactly
what might have been expected,

“I'm sorry,” said Dick shortly.

“1 suppose you've got a cake to finish with?"” suggested
Sammy, “B;llg always told me in his lettere that they
finished tea with cake in No. 1 Study in the Remove.” .

** This isn't No. 1 Btudy in the Remove,” said Dick curtly.

“T'm fond of cake.”

Dick stared at him, and then thrust his hand into his
trouscrs-pocket, and drew therefrom his last sixpence.

* Will you cut dewn to the tuckshop, Myers, old man, and
get some cake?’ ho asked.

“ Oh, all right!” said Myers.

And he went.

“Got any

‘“ Anything to oblige !”*

Dick Nugent made the coffee.  While he and Myers were
engaged, Bunter minor entertained Gatty with stories of
his home life, making well-bred contrasts between the
grandeur of the Bunter mansion and his present surround-
ings. Gatty always wondered afterwards how it was that he
didn’t rise up and fell him.

. Myers came back with a big chunk of seed-cake wrapped
in a newspaper. Dick Nugent brought the coffee to the desk
at the same mmoment.

He poured out the coffee into crackcd mugs and cups and
glusses, at which Bunter minor blinked disdainfully,

‘* Here's the cake " said Myers.
Sammy Bunter sniffed at it.

** Pretty stale!” he remarked.

M>ycrs turned red.

St you den’t like it—"' he began,

“Oh, it’s better than nothing!” said
Sammy.

IAH'(I he proved his words by taking a huge
cliunk.

Dick Nugent <aid nothing. 1le poured out
the cofice. DBunter ininor passed somo very
free comments upon the coffec, but as he con-
rumed four cups of it, it is to be presumed
that it was not so very bad.

Sammy did full justice to the cake, too,

“ctale as it was. As n matter of fact, Mrs,
Mi::ble's cakes were famous for their fresh-
nese,

When the last crumb was gone, and the
coffec-cup  emptied for the fourth time,
Saunny gave a grunt.

* ad enough?” usked Gatty,

“Well, T could cat more,” said Sammy;
“but it will do."”

it glad it wiil de,'t said Dick.

“Ch, s all right! I suppose 1 ouglhit to
thank you fellows, really,” sui]l Sammy, as if
tii- idea had just eecurred to him,

" (1, not at all!” <aid Dick.

" Not in the least ! said Gatty.

' Oh, no, nol” ecid Myers.

Bunter minor rose.

" 1I'U etand you fellows something decent,™

”
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Billy Bunter.

" “Lend a hand, you chaps ! " exclalmed Nugent minor. **What-ho!” And the four boys selzed hold of I
(See page &.)

he said, with some emphasis on the word '‘ decent,” ‘‘ when
I get my money from Billy. Hc's had a remittanco from my
Aunt Peggy for me, and I'm going to get it from him.”

Gatty grinned,

“You'll be jolly clever if you get any money from Bunter
major,” he remarked.

Sammy blinked at him.

‘“Well, I'll get it from one of the fellows who owe him
money, then," he said.

“Qne of the what?”

“ Fellows who owe him money !"

“My hat! Fellows who owe Bunter money 7"

“Yes. Billy said in his letters that he often lende money
to the fellows in the Remove—especially Cherry and Wharton
and Nugent.”

“ My at 1!

“1f he hasn’t any, they'll have to stump up !" said Bunter
minor. “*I'm jolly well going to look for Eim now! You
fellows come ?"

“I've got an imporiant engagement with inv tailor,’
Gatty solemuly, *otherwire I should be charmed !

“Qame here ! said Myers.  ** There's nothing T should
like so well as a stroll with you, only I've promised the Head
to give him a look in !’

Bunter minor blinked at them.

“TIt's all right; I'll come!™ said Dick Nugent, with an
elfort.

*Come on, then "' said Saminy.

Aud thex left the Second Forin-room together. Gatty put
away the tea things, with the assistance of Myers.  They
diveus=edd Bunter minor the while,

“ Lot him wait till to-morrow, that’s all !" said Gatty.

“Yes. rather I agreed Myers,

And the thought of the morrow, and the puanishment it
would bring to Bunter minor for his sins, was quite cheering
to the two fags, and brought cheerful simniles to their faces.

Tue Mauser Lisrary.—No. 14,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Cash for Sammy.

N ALLO, hallo, hallo, young Nugent !"
H It was Bob .Cherry who delivered the hoisicrous

greeting., He was coming downstairs with, Mark
Linley, his chum in No. 13 Study, whe:s be met
Nugent minor and S8ammy. He stared at Sammy.

* Young Buutcr, I suppose?”’ he remarked.

*“Yes,"” said Dick. .

*You've churnmed up with him already—eh 7"’

Dick turncd red.

“ Well, yes; in a way,” he said.

“Good ! It's nire and good-naturcd of you to look cfter a
new-comer like ihis, 1 suppose Saminy 18 a9 nice a lad as hig
major !’

Dick grinred faintly.

“Just the same.” he said.

Bob Cherry usnderstood. One lock at Sammy was cnough
to show that he was very like Billy.

“Good " said Bob., * Look after hiitn—treat him rs if he
were the apple of your eye, nad feed him well ! That's most
important I’

* TLook here, Bob Cherry——""

“Or if you want to do Greyfrinrs a good turn, tike him
out and lese him!" said Bob Cherry genially. ** What do
you think, Marky 7"

Mark Linley smiled,

1le was not very pleasantly iiapressed by the row fag,
But Mark Linley’s heart was kind to everybody. [le had
Lind teo hard an experience himse!f to think of being hard
upon othera.

" Go ecsy wilh the new kid, Bob!™ he replicd.

*Quite riglt, Marky; you've wlways right!” Bob agreed
at once,
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Bunter minor was blinking at -him in a peculiar manner.
Bob Cherry met his eye, and gave himn a nod.

‘I say, is your name Cherry " asked Sammy.

“Yes; that's my name. This is Mark Linley. Linley, old
man, sllow me to present you to Samuel Bunter, Esquire, of
‘that ilk!” said Bob gravely.

‘“Ob, no gammon!" said Sammy. “I know that name
Linle{,u too; Billy's told me about him. Is he the factory
chap ?”

Bob Cherry turned red with anger.
restraining grasp upon his sleeve. was very neat coni-
mitting assault and battery at that moment.

* Yes,” said Mark quietly, s ing for himself. * ¥Yes,
I'm the factory chap, Bunter miner."” . ,

** Oh, ureJ’ou? 'ame here on a scholarship, or charity, er
something, didn't you?” asked Sammy.

*“Yes, on a scholarshi?" i

““ Well, that's a kind of charity, ¥ suppose?” :

*“ Not exactly,” said Mark Linley gquietly. ‘“A schelarship
is a thing you work for, and:get by haxd work. It only falls
to chaps who can work, and wim it. You would bly
gnt‘)’w that if you weren't » fat, rotten little cad! Come on,

ob t*

Mark fastened a

Bunter minor blinked et him as he walked on with Bob
Cherry. Then he blinked at Nugent minor, who was red and
uncomfortable. .

‘“ Is that rcally Linley, the factory chap?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Dick shortly.

*“ He's really the scholarship bounder that Billy told me
about in his letters?"’ Sammy asked.

“ He's the scholarship chap. He's not a bounder—he’s one
of the beet,”" said Nugent minor, .

““ Woell, that's a matter of opinion, of course. I think it's
rotten that he shiould be adinitted here—that's one of the few
things I agree with Billy about,” said S8ammy. * I've heard
about him from Billy, He's always sucking up to Billy to
be taken notice of, isn't he?”

“ Did Billy tell you that?”

* Yes, of course.”

“ Well, it's a lie,” said Dick.

13 Eh ?ll

“ T suppose you know your major is one of the biggest liars
on earth,’” said Dick testily. *‘ Mark Linley wouldn't take
any notico of such a cad."”

‘ Oh. no gammon. you know !"' .

“T only wonder that Linley didn't wallop you for your
cheek just now, too."

Sammy stared. .

“ Gammon !"" he said.
a finger on me!”

Nugent minor almost choked. But for that unlucky promise
to Wingate, he would have enjoved giving Satnmy Bunter
the licking of his life there and then.

"He let the subject drop; he felt that he could not speak
egain without hitting Bunter.

** Which is my major's study?" asked Bammy.

* No. 14—here it is!"” - .

Sammy turned the handls. The door did not open.

He knocked loudly.

“ Billy ! I say, Billy!” he called through the keyhale.

Bunter’s voioe angwered from within:

‘ Hallo! Who's that?”

* You jolly well know who it is. Open the door.'

“ Can't!"™

“ Why not?"’

“1It's locked!"’

¢ Unlock it, then!"

“I've lost the key!"

“ Gammon !”

“ Oh, really, Sammy—"

“ Look here, Billy,” ssid Bunter minor, through the key-
hole, I want that tin!"

* What tin?"’ .

* What Aunt Peg;gy sent you for me.”

There was no reply. DBunter seained to be suddenly aflicted
with deafness. Sammy shook oor and how through
the koyhole, but it was of no use. There was no further reply
from Billy Bunter. )

Nugent minor watched him with a grin.

He knew perfectly well that if Bunter major had received
any money, for Sammy or for anybody else, he had spent it.
That accounted for the door being locked. It was easier to
lock a door than to give un explanation.

Bunter minor hammered loudly at the door.

“ Billy!” he shouted. ‘ Billy!""

But Billy was dumb.

Bany, bang, bang!

A door opened down the passage, and Bulstrode looked out,
and shouted furiously to the fags.

** Btop that row, will you, or I'll come along to you?”
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‘ Of course, he wouldn't dare to lay

‘“ Better chuck it,"”" whispored Dick. *‘ That's Bulstrode.”
“ Who's Bulstrode?"’

* Biggest chap in the Remove.”

“I remember the name—he's one of the chaps Rilly lent

money to—my money, very likely,” said Sammy. ¢ I'll ask

him for it."

Nugent minor gasped.

* You ass! Don't do anything of the sort!” ho exclaimed.
“Your major was only gammoning. I don't suppose for a
moment that he's ever lent Bulstrode any money.”

* Well, anyway, I can ask Bulstrode.”

*“ I advise you-not to.”

Bunter minos blinked at him.

** When I want your advice, I'll ask for 48,” ho said, in tho
best manner of William George Bunter.

Nugent minor bit his lip,

Sammy Bunter rolled along the passage towards Bulstrode,
who was standing in his déorway staring at him. Nugent
minor remainced where he was. e didn't care to accompany
the new fag on such an errand to the Bully of the Remove.

Bunter minor blinked at Bulstrode.

“ Hallo, young shaver I’ said the burly Removite. * Young
Bunter, I suppese. Well, you're a eﬂi]i of the old block,
and no mistake!” .

“ I'm Bunter minor.”

‘I guessed that by your fat chivvy. Well, don't make any
more row in the Remove passage, or you'll get into trouble,”
said Bulstrode,

He stepped back into his study.

* Hold on!" exclaimed SBammy. ‘‘ What about the money
Billy lent you—"

Fhat "'

* Billy’s got a remittance for me, and he prefers you to

pay me what you owe him,"” Bunter minor explained.
Whet—I—owe—him !” said- Bulstrede slowly, as if he
coqld hardllgi believe his ears.

* Yes. Pleaso hand it over.”

* Did Billy Bunter say I owed him money?

* Yes; fifteen bob, if I remember.”
1] My hﬁt " =1

‘' Hand it over, will you!” said Sammy, holding out a fat
i;asd—wh_:tc b;;'" n&wtul:‘ :’I:e' sallr:e state as w}lenl Mr. Kol.liy

ad seen it, before tha in the company of Alonzo Todd.

Bulstrode stared ‘at the #mnd. pany

* I don’t owe your major any money,” he said.
one of his lies.”

** No gammon, you know!"

‘“ What?"' roared Bulstrode. )

* No gammon, you know! Hand over the tin{"

Bulstrode glared at the fag for a moment. Then he grasped
him by the shoulders, and swung him round, and delivered a
kick behind him that sent him spinning along the passage.

Bunter minor staggered and scrambled on a dozen paces,
and then fell and sprawled on the linoleum.

Bulstrode glared after him.  Bunter minor sat up and
blinked dazedly at him. Nugent minor, along the passage, in-
dulged in a soft chuckle.

‘““Take that I"" said Bulstrode. '* If you come here with any
more of your rotten cheek, I'll really kick you next tiino |"

And he went into his study and slammed the door.

* Ow!" groaned Bunter minor.

* It's only

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Does Not Pay Up.

ICK NUGENT gave Sammy a helping hand up.

D It riust be confessed that Dick wias grinning.
Although his promise to Wingatoe restrained him from
punishing Bunter minor himself, he was not sorcy to see

him meet with a little of his doserts. )

But he helped him up.

%u&llter Il\i:lfl)l'l groanted.l and hl_lll'ﬂ.' on l:lim for a fow moments,
an en put his spectaclos straight, and groane in.

““ The beast!" ho said. o prowic agein

‘** Well, it was rough,” admitted Dick.

" gh? b;(ultn 5 1 H

* Bulstrode's always like that,” said Nugent minor.
best thing is to keep away from him, you i‘mow."

‘: (\{wl!l %'m huer‘ti [ 4

“ Well, I warned you,” said Dick. ** Bulstrode's not
chap to cheek, you know. And, of course, he dozgn'? :::::
your brother any money.”

£ Oh, shut u:lm "

Dick's eyes glinted.

Sammy Bunter remained for a few moments grunting, and
rubbing his injuries, and then he blinked at Nugent in an
:’%g:rewve manner, and asked where Harry Wharton's study

* Next study to this,” said Dick quietly.

“ The
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“ Oh, all right! Come there with me!"

Sammy might have taken. Dick for the House-page by the
way he spoke to him—though a well-bred lad would not have
spoken to a page, or a. bootblack, or anyone clse, in such a
tone. Dick took it quietly. It was his medicine, o to speak,
and he took it. He was astonishing himself by his powers of
self-control.

Why Dick was attending him, Sammy probably never asked
himself. He had paid no attention to what the juniors said,
and if he had understood about the promise to Wingate, he
would not have believed in it.” A promise, or a thousand
promises, would not have bound him in like manner,

Sammy probably thought that Dick was paying him the
respect due to a superior porson, or else that Dick had some
intention of trying to get something out of him—or, perhaps,
he attributed both motives to Nugent minor.

At all events, his manner to him was insolence itself; and
Dick could only console himself by thinking of the morrow,
when his promise would no longer bind him. Then there
would be something in the nature of a surprise for Bunter
minor.

Dick Nugent knocked at the door of No. 1 Study, and
opened it. Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were there,
reciting the parts of Brutus and Cassius, in the fainous quarrel
roenoin ** Julius Ceesat,” Hurree Jamset Ram Singh holdin
the book and putting them right when their memory failed.
The two juniors were deeply engrossed in the practice, which
was intended to bear fruit in some performance of the Remove
Dramatic Society—and they were keenly interested, too, in
ene of the finest passages of one of the greatest of human
masterpieces,

They did not leave off as Bunter minor rolled in. They had
been through the piece once, and were beginning again, and
Nugent was rolling out Cassius’s lines.

‘' * That you have wronged me doth appear in this!
You have condemned and noted Lucius Pella,
For taking bribes here of the Sardians—'*"

“T say " began Bunter minor. ‘* Chuck that rot a minute,
will you?’

Frank Nugent glared and finished his Jines.
“ T say—"" began Sammy again.

‘“* You wronged yourself to write in such a cause,” ™ said
Harry Wharton, taking no notice of Bunter minor.

The fat fag snorted,

‘‘ Look here, you fellows, I've come here—""

Tha Remorvites seemed to bo deaf, oxcepting to one
another’s voices. They proceeded with the quarrel sccne as
if Bunter minor did not exist,

Dicky Nugenrt pulled the fat fag by tho sleeve.

** Come away,”” ho muttered.

Sammy shook off his grasp.

“1 say, you'll only get ragged,” muttered Dick.
you sco they're busy? Come away, yon young ass!”’

* Mind your own business!”

Dick gave it up. He sat on the table to wait, pretty sure
that there would be *‘ructions” if Bunter minor succeeded
n interrupting the rehearsal.

“ Fools,” they say, “rush in where angels foar to tread.”
Bunter minor rushed in.

"I say,” he bawled, “will you stop that silly rot and
listen to mel”
_*Did not great Julius bleed for justice sake? " Harry
Wharton was demanding in thrilling tones,
***What villain touched his body, that did stab
And not for justice?’”
*Look here—"

“Can't

“*“What, shall one of us,
That struck the foremost man of all this world,
But for supporting robbers, shall we now
Contaminato our fingers with base bribes,
And sell the mighty space of our large honours,
For so much trash, as may be grasped thus '—

And Harry Wharton, making the appropriate gesture to
the words, grasped the neck of Bunter minor, as if by acci-
dent, in a grasp that made the fat fag vell,

“Ow!l Owl Ow!”?

Wharton did not appear to hear Sammy's wild yells. He
vent on with his part with a perfectly unmoved face, his
grasl; still tight upon Sammy’s neck. Sammy began to
gurgle.

*“*I had rather he a dog, and bay the moon,

Than such a2 Roman!™ "
“Ow! Yow! Leggo! Yarooh! You're chok-chok-choking
me! Yaroop!”

* Ha, ha, ha!" velled Nugent minor,

“Yow! Yarooh!”

“Ila, ha, hat?

‘*“* Brutus, bay not me," " said Nugent, trying not to laugh.

“‘T'll not endure it’——— MHa, ha, ha!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shock his head.

*That is not in the honourable book,” ho remarked. *“ 1t
is later that the esteemed Brutus declaves that he will use
tho worthy Cassiug for his honourable sport and laughter.”
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*Ha, ba, ha!”

“Go on, Frank.”

“I c-c-can’t! Ha, ha, hat’®

o ggo!" shrieked the squirming Sammy. * Help! Yowl
Leggo !’ ’

Wharton dropped him wriggling on the carpet.

‘“What do you come here interrupting a rehearsal for?”
he demanded.

“Ow! Yow!” gasped Sammy. * Look here, you beast—""

** Whatt”’ .

“Look here,” said Sammy, scrambling to his feet, I
want some of the money you owe n y brother. He owes me
a lot, and that will make it square.’

£ MoneyTyour brother |

“Yes; I'm collecting debts,” said Sammy, rubbing his.
neck. *‘Just you hand over what you owe Billy, and—"

*What are you talking about? I don’t owe Billy Buntey
anything.”

* Gammon !’

“ What?’

‘' He's lent you lots of money, you and Nugent—in fact,
he told me that you two wero always sponging on him,"t

“ My onlﬂ hat 1" ejaculated Nugent.

Harry Wharton pointed to the door.
direction of his finger with blinking eyes, a
at Harry again.

“Well?”” ha said.

““There's the door ! said Harry curtly. *‘The sooner you
ge!‘: on the other side of it the better it will be for youl

Look here——"'

“ Qutside 1"’

“But I tell you——"

“ Qutside !” roared Wharton.

‘* Look here——"

Wharton wasted no more time in words. o seized the
fat fag by the shoulders and ran him out of the study, and
whirled him along the passage.

Bunter minor went spinning.

. Wharton, looking a little flushed and angry, came back
into the study and closed the door. It was not likely that
Bunter minor would return for move.. Harry stopped, and
stared at Nugent minor, who was sitting on the table, swing-
ing his legs and grinning.

*““What do you mean by bringing that fat toad here?”
demanded Harry wrathfully,

Sammy followed the
n(f then blinked,

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Wishes to Change the Subject,
ICK NUGENT grinned.
‘*Borry,” he said. “T can’t help it. Isn’t he an
awful cad ¥’
*“*¥Yes, ho is! Rotten!”?

‘“The rottenfulness of the esteemed cad is terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in his excellent English:

** Never saw such a rotten outsider !’ Dick Nugent added.

* What are you chumming up with him for, theni” de-
manded Frank.

Dick Nugent shuddered.

“ Chumming up with that!"* he ejaculated,

“You're going about with him, at all events, and yon
brought him here.”

Dick gave a shrug of the shoulders, with a hopeless look,

“ Can’t be helped,”” he said,

“Why not "

“It’s all Wingate’s fanlt,” said Nugent minor testily. * He
Licard that Bunter minor was coming, and had an iden that
ho might be ragged by the Second, s0 he got me to promise
to look after him liko a brother for the first day.”

“Oh?’ said Wharton,

*1 promised, like an ass—didn't like to refuse Wingate.
What else could I do?" demanded Dick,

Nugent major shook his head.

** Blesced if I know !” ho said.

“I'm looking after him,”” said Dick. *“ I've stood between
him and the others. Ile’s an awful cad—as bad as his major.
1t will take a long time to lick him into shape, 1 fancy.
But I've promised for to-day, and I can’t touch him. I
suppgse you wouldn't recommend a chap to break his
promise

* Of course not!"”

“ Tho notfulness is terrific "’

"“Well, then, I've got to play the game for to-day,” said
Dick. " TI've got to stick to the beast through thick and
thin, and put up with what he does, and keep the other
fellows off ‘ﬁm. Nice for me, ain't it?"”’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It’s good training for you,” he said. "It will do yon
good. Anyway, you've got to keep your promise to Wingat?.”

1

Another School Tale of the Juniors of
Greyfriars. , By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Nugent minor grunted as he slid off the table.

I know that,” he said. *‘I suppose I shall have to go
and pick him up now. There will be a row in the dormitory
to-night, too. Blessed if I kngw why Wingato wanted to
plant such an awful cad on me to look a¥ter.!”

" Never mind; play the game,” grinned Frank. * You're
bound in honour now, you know.”

*“ Oh, 1 kuow!"”

And Nugent minor left the study. 'The chums of the
Removs laughed. They could see how .comic Dick Nugent’s

redicament was, though the fun of the thing had hardly

awned upon Nugent minor himself.

Sammy Bunter was waiting for Dick in the passage e
was in_a savage temper, and as he could not veuturo into
Study Ne. 1 again, he consoled himself by slanging Dick as
soon as he saw him.

*“Why couldn’t you come out before?’ he demanded.

“ Well, 'm here now,” said Dick mildly.

‘“I've been waiting, you fool I”

Dick gulped something down, Half that insolence would
have l-ecf to war in tho"%econd Form-room, and Dick began
to wonder whether he would reslly -be able to stand it tifl
the morrow—wbether flesh and blood could bear it.

“Do you know where that chap Todd is?' asked Bunter
minor angrily. ‘ He's one of the. chaps that owes my
brother money."’

“I've told you that it was only Bunter’s rot,” aaid Dick.

“Oh, shut up! Where's Todd’s study?”

“I think he's with Skinner now,"” said Dick. “He used
to share the end study with your major, but he couldn's
stand Bunter.”

Dick knocked at the door of Skinner’s study, and entered.
Skinner wasn’t there, or Stott, but Alonzo Tedd was at the
table, looking through a stamp album. Among other things
Alonzo was a philatelist.

t* Here's Todd,” said-Dick Nugest._

“Yes, here I am,” said- Alonzo, risin
do anything for you, Bunter minor? '
what {mppened in that bath-room, alt h you oertainly
lam a ‘:lzry rude g:ldtuwle::isni ,Hon. ﬂut was sglhnm‘s

mentable propensi 0 practical joking t caused—-""

“ Oh, cut the onakLl'f said Sammy.

- Todd gave him a severe look.

“My dear Bunter minor, that'is not the way to address
your elders. I was always breught up to respect my
elders—""

“ Look here——"'

“My Uncle Benjamin always 'imi)resaed upon me that T
should respect my elders. If my Uncle Benjamin should hear
you speak in that manner to & fellow older than yourself, he
would be shocked—nay, disgusted.”

' Look here, you dummy——""

** My dear Bunter——"'

“You owe my major'some money. He's keeping back
some that belo to me, and you're to pay me what vou
owo him,” said Bunter minor.

. Alonzo looked amazed. .

*‘ Dear me! You are strangely misinformed,’”” he exclaimed.
‘It is Bunter major who owes me money, my dear fellow."

“ Gammon "

“If the word gammon implies a doult of my statement,

politely. *“Can I
am very sorry for

Bunter minor, I am sorry to 5ee one 30 young given to
suspicion and to rudely expressing it. My {Inele jammin
would bo disgusted with you.”

“ Look here, I want the tin!"

“I do not owe Bunter major anything. In fact, he owes
me considerable small sums; which he infends to pay as soon
as some postal-orders arrive, which he has been expecting for
quite a long time. “There is also a sum of ten shilliags
belonging to me, which Bunter used by mistake—"

e L

“That is all. To change tho subject, are vou interested
in philately?”’ asked Alonzo Todd. ™I should be very glad
to show you my album——"

Bunter minor snorted.

“I don't want to change the subject. I want my tin.”

‘“ Pardon me, but my Uncle Benjamin always impressed
upon me to change the subject when matters were growing
unpleasant.  Are you fond of philately 7’ asked Alonzo
Todd firmly.

“ Wherce's the tin?" )

¢ Excuse me, there is no tin.
Chilian—"

“ AQ& !"

*“ My dear Bunter minor—"" .

“I suppose this chap’s off his rocker,’ said Buater minor,
!ooking at Dick. *“But I'm going to have my tin all the
same.’ . .

Bkioner entered the study at this moment. He glanced
in sutprise at the two fags of the Sccond Form.

# (et out of the study, you ﬁ'oun&beggars I"" ha exelaimed.
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*Certainly I said Dick Nugent. “ Always glad to get
away from a chivvy like yours, Skinner.”

. Skinner made a dive at him, but Rugent minor skipped
into.the passage. The Remove fellow turmed to Bunter
minor, who showed no sign of moving.

“This chap a friend of yours, Todd?” he asked. * Did
you chum up in the bath-room this afternoon.”

“ Dear me, no!" said Alonzo. *In fact, he is being very
rude to. me. He accuses me of owing his brother money,
whereas, as & matter of fact, Bunter major Owes me consider-
able sums, which ho intends to settle when—""

“I seo. There's the door, Bunter minor.”

“I want my tin."

Bkinner made a movement towards him, but Alonao Todd
cauililt him by the sieeve and held him back.

“Let go!" exclaimed Skinner angrily.

* My dear Skinner—"

“I'm going to chuck him out, you ass.”

““My dear Skinner, I beg of you to use mo violence, My
Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me to use ‘mo
violence, and—"'

Bkinner snorted, and pushed Alonze into the armchair.
l.;AIon:o Todd sat down in it with & bump, and gasped for

roath.
Skinner picked up a ruler from the table, and rin at
ter minor. Sammy’s expsrience at the hands of Bul.
straode and Harry Wharton had mede him a little more
careful than before.

He dod%ed quickly out of the study, hefere Skinaer could
get in a blow at him, and dashed down the Remove B
gg top specd, right inta Dick Nugen}, who was waiting for

1

m.

Dick threw his arms round the fat fag to keep himself
from falling, and they nta%gared together against the wall.

“Oh, vou ass!" -gasped Dick.

“You idiot I howled Bunter mincr. :

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skinner from thf doorway -of the
study. And he ran inio the passage, rulor in hand, and
both the fags took to flizht only just in time;

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker ts Cross.

UNTER MINOR did not stop until he had reached the
lower passage, near the Sixth Form studies, and thera
only because s strong hand gripped himg. by the
shoulder and brought him to a halt. It was Wingate's

hand; but the new fag did not know Wingate, and he
began to kick and struggle savagely.

Nugent miner, who had 'slackenog' dawn after leaving the
Remove passage behind, quickenmed his pace again, ani
hurried up.

‘“ Bunter, don’t be an ass!"

‘“ Leggo !’ howled Sammniy.

-And he made an attempi to kick Wingate's shins.

Wingate held him out at arm’s length, with a grip on his
collar, keeping the fat fag out of kicking distance, and
regarded him with amazement. Bunter minor still wriggled
and squirmed.

* What's this 7’ demanded Wingate.

“Yow! Leggo!”

Dick Nugent grinned.

“It's Buater minor,” he said.

““Oh,. Bunter minor!"” said Wingate. ‘*What was he
bolting 2long like that for? Were you after him, you vounz
rascal, after your promise to me?"

Dick flushed red. - .

“I've kept my word, Wingate,” he said. “If you knew
how hard it was to stand by a chap like that—well—""

Nugent minor concluded by an cloguent silence.

Wingate lockad curiously at Sammy Bunter, He couid
imagine, from his looks, that he was not a wholly pleasent
person to deal with.

“You’ve been looking after him?"

(13 Yes.|'

“ Btanding his friend all the time?”

“Yes," repeated Dick, with a grimace.

‘ And what was he running for?”

“He’s been trying to collect a debt from Todd of the
Remove. Bunter major has been stuffing him up with yarns
about the fcllows owing him money,” Dick explained.

Wingate burst into a laugh.

$0Oh, I sca!”’ He released Bunter minor. “Cut off, you
young tascal, and dor’t try to kick a Sixth-Former again.
It _will be bad for you.” )

Bunter minor cut off, without a word. Wingate was about
to go into his study, when Dick stopped hi:n.

“1 say, Wingate——"" he began hesitatingly.

“ Well ?”" said the Greyfriars captain crisply.

‘You—you made me promise to stand by that sweep.”

Oontaining 100,000 Werds., Four
aplentlld, extra-long. complete sicrina



*“] didn’t make you, I asked you.”

“ Tt comes to the same thing—I promised.”

“I'm surc you'd keep your promise, too.”

“Yes, that's the worst of it. It's getting me into awful
trouble with the fellows in the Second. And—and that chap
is such a worm. You sce, he’s worse than his major. and
that’s saying a lot. I say, Wingate, do you think I've done
enough, you know, and will you let me off my promise*”’

Wingate shook his head.

*“No, I won't.”

“0Oh! You sce——"

“It's good training for you, yonng 'un,”" said Wingate,
with a grin. “1 helieve when you first came to Greyfriors
you were a thorn in the side of your major, and gave kim
no end of trouble with your tric!‘;a.”

Nugent minor flughed.

“That’s all over now,” he said.
like a brick.”

“Well, you can stand by Bunter minor like a brick,” said
Wingate. “ One good turn deserves another. I expect you
to keep your promise.”

And he went into his study.

Nugent minor, with a glum countenanee, followed Sammy
Bunter. He found the fat fag waiting at the cnd of the
passage, very red in the face, and bhreathing very hard.

He blinked at Nugent minor aggressively.

“Who was that rotter 7" he asked.

“He wasn’t a rotter,” said Dick tartly. * He’s Wingate,
;‘l_e captain of the school, and the fincst fellow at Grey-
riars.

Bunter minor snorted.

1 don’t like him,” he said.

“He mayn't be any the worse for that,” said Dick coldly.

“ (Oh, no gammon, you know "

Catty and Myers came along. They hesitated at sight of
Bunter minor, their manner indicaeting plainly that they
wanted no more of his company, unless for the purpose of
ragging him. ’

“Coming into the gym., Dick ?” Gatty asked.

“Will you come?” asked Dick, looking at the new fag.

“ Oh, I ¢'pose so!" said Sammy.

And he rolled along to the gymnasium with the chums
of the Second. Gatty drew a little behind and whispered
to Dick Nugent.

“How can you stand him, Dicky 7"

Dick shrugged his shoulders hopelessly.

“1 don't know. I must, you sce. Honour.”

“ The fellows arc going to rag him in the dorm. to-night.”

Dick shook his head.

“They're not, Gatty."”

“They say they are.”

“J say they're not.
stand by me.”

* Oh, we'll stand by you, as far as that goes,” =aid Gatiy,
with a careless laugh, *‘but it won't make any difference.
The whole Form’s up against him. They're up against him
for the way he talks to you as much as anything vlse. Thev
think he’s taking a rotten advantage of your promise to
Wingate. He's going to have a lively time toaght, I can
assure you.”

Dick Nugent looked worried.  During the cvening he
might succeed in steer'ng Bunter minor clear of reefs. But
when the Second Form were shut up in the dora. together,
ufter lights out, what then?

Dick foresaw trouble.

“ Now, then, vou fags, clear out of the way "

It was Coker’s loud voice. Coker was loud in every wav—
in voice, in manncyr, and in clothes. The big Shell fellow
and the slightcr Hebson came in together. They pushed
the fags aside without ccremony, a favour to which the
Second-Formers  responded—from a safe  distance— with
queries s to whether Coker had got his remove into the
Fifth yet, or whether he had taken root in the Shell.

(‘oker turned red. Big and rough fellow as he was, and
conscious of the deficiency of his attainments, he was sensi-
tive on that point. Ie knew he couldn't “mug up ™ Latin
like some chaps in the Upper Fourth, and he knew there
were “kids" in the Remove who could make rings roumnd
him in mathematics. The probability was, from his own
powers, that Coker would spend the rest of his natural life
in the Shell, and that ne would never get into the Fifth at
all. And when he ragged the fags, the fags did not forget
to remind him of it

“Young sweeps !’ said Coker angrily.
mind to go for 'em, and teach "emn manuers”

“All serene,’ said Hobsun. “You'd never caich ‘e,
Come on to the bars.”

“ Rlessed if 1 sha'n't do something desperate if T don’t
get my remave " said Coker. My Aunt Jwdy has written
to the 1lead abouet it several times. T helieve the Head s
willing to give nve o shove, if Le ean arrange it with Prout.”

Hobson grinned.

WO, don't gret into the Fifth ' he exclaimed.  “ The
Shell won't be the came Shell without you.  From tine
innemoria) its had you in it, and——"
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“Qh, shut ap !’ said Coker orossly.

“Well, leave it till I get my remove, and let's go up
together,” said Hobson.

Coker shook his head. )

“ Aunt Judy has promised to come down handsome if I
get my remove this term,” he said. Shé's hield out pro-
mises of unlimited pockct money, and so on. She thinks
I'in lazy.” ]

“Doos she?” asked Hobson, without, howcever, looking
very surprised. As a matter of fact, he quite agreed with
Aunt Judy. )

“Ves; and she says she wants me to be a credit to the
family. Blessed if I want to be a credit to the !nm:}j'!‘ Arn
I like the Shell all right, if only the fellows wouldn’t chlq
a chap so,” said Coker. * But when 1 get my remoye I
shall have piles of tin, I know that, and we'll huve a giddy
celebration, anyway.” s

“Well, that's aﬁ right !"” said Hobson. “T'll back you
up. Suppose you start swotting "’

Coker groaned. y

T suppose 1 shall have to,”” he paid. "

“ 711 help you. Come and do some Horace now. .

“QOh, I think I'll have a turn on the bars now. Nothing
like keeping onesclf fit, you know. It—it conduces—that's
a good word—to mental fitnoss, you sce, and helps you on
with rotten Latin.” i L.

Hobson laughed. Coker gencrally re| lied to an invitation
0 "swot” with some sage remark of that sort.

«“ Well, here you are,” said Hobhson. “What arc you fags
hanging about for? Get off the eorth.” . )

“Bought up the gym. " asked Nugent minor ‘?nreasuca. y.
“ 1 suppose you don’t want all the bars at once?

*“Get out!”

[ Rnts !!l d

Hobson made a rush at Dick Nugent, who melted away.
Summy Bunter was not so quick, and Hobson's grasp closed

Ll h- . .
ul‘?rl'lo::r him,” said Coker. “1'll teach him to ask me
“Y didn't!”

questions about tﬂcsl*‘ifth LA

“Yow !” roared Sammy. ! )

wAWell, if you didn't, t.l:{a other fags did,” said Coker ra!hor
unreasonably. 7 It comes to the same thing, I suppose.
“Ow! Yow!”

Dick Nugent ran up. .

«(huck that, Coker!” he excluimed .

The big Shell fellow stared at him in astonishment.

“Fh? What do you mean ?” . . .

“ Bunter minor's under my protection,” ecid Dick stoutly.
You let him alone.”
Coker hur;t in,to a roar.
“1la, ha, ha!

“Oh, my hat ! gasped Hobson. * Wlat are the S(-'o_?ml
coming to? What is Greyfriars coming to? Ha, ha, ha!

“You checky young sweep-—"

“ Let him alone !

Coker lnughed, and sitting down on a hench, he drew
Bunter across his knees, and delivered a mighty slup upon his
D“I'!‘nn.

Sunny uttered a yell that could ke heard from one end
of the gym. to the other.

* Yaroop !

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Ilobson.

Smack !

“ Yarooh ! .

Dick Nugent's eyes gleamed.  1le drew a quick deep
Lreath, and ran straight at (‘oker. 1le chmged right into
him a8 he was bringing down the third su.ack.

““Look out I’ shouted Hubson.

But it was too late to look ont.

Nugent minor’s weight sent Coker flving backwards, bench
and ull, and Bunter minor went with him. )

The beneh erashed down, and Coker went sprawling on his
back on the floor, und Bunter minor sprawled over him.

And the weight of Bunter minor was considerable. From
beneath the fut fag eame a faint moan.

“QOw! Draggimofi!"

H

“Go it 1

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hanged !

10K NUGENT stagiered back, rather dozed by the foree

D with which he had crashed into the big Shell fellow.

The grinning Gatty seized him by the arm and dragged

him away. Bunter seemed to be in no hurry to move.

e was sitting on Coker’s chest, and apparently found his
restinge-place quite comfortable,

O " moaned Coker. ** Draggimaway !

anoff 1

Yow! Uluci.
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It really sounded as if Coker was speaking in Russian or
some Slavornic tongue. Hobson rushed to the rescue. )

To scize Bunter minor by the shoulders, and whirl him
off tho unhappy Shell fellow, was the work of a moment.

Bunter minor went spinning. = .

“Como on ! exclaimed Nugent minor, scizing Sammy, and
Dul!ing him away. ‘‘Better oot be hore when Coker gets
ue, _

“Come on, I say!”

“Zha'n’t!"” . )

Dick relcased the fat jumior. Gstty and Myers linked arms
with Nugent minor, and ran him at top speed out of the
gym. If S8ammy Bunter did not chooso to follow while there
was time, that was Samamy’s own business.

Coker staggered to his feet. He was gasping for breath,
and rubbin e back of his head, which had came into violent
contact with the floor.

“Oh!" he groaned. * Where are those young villains?”

“ Here's one,” said Hobson. g

Bunter minor blinked at them as they strode towards him,
and ran. But he was overtaken in three sirides. i

‘“ Lomme alone !”” he roared. “I haven't done anything!
Yah! Lemme ulone! Pl complain to the Head!”

' Oh, you'll cpmplain to the Head, will you " said Coker,
compreasing his_grip on Bunter minor’s collar till he was
nearly suffocated. ** Then I think I'd better give you some-
thing to complain about? What do yeu think, Hobby ?

Hobson grinned assent.

‘L All serene, sonny.” . . ’ .

Coker glared at ﬂunber minor, who writhed in his grip.
Coker was a big and over-bearing fellow, but he was not
brutal. Ho had a very highly developed sense ‘of humour,
though the humorous side of his nature was not always
appreciated by others, . .

* What are you going to do with him ?” said Hobson.

“Hang him,” said Coker.

“What 1™

“ Hang him !"

“Eh?

““ There’s the parallel-bars there, and you can get a rope
out of the locker,” said Coker. ‘“I've often heard that
hanging is a great deterrent to crima. Chap who is hanged
for doing a liing never does it azain.”

“You ass!

“Get me a rope—a jolly strong one.
weight, you know.”

L Bub_Qi

”»

He's not a light-

‘“Get me the rope !" roared Coker.

Hobson, catching a wink frour Coker—which Sammy
Bunter was too short-sighted to sec—hurried away for the
rope, grinning. Sammy made a desperate attempt to bolt.
But Coker’s grasp was like a vice on his collar.

“Buck up with that rope 1"

“¥ow!" roarcd Bunter minor. “QOw! Help!

“8tuff,” said Coker, shaking him. * Shut up!
to hang you as a warning to you in the future.’”

“Help!"

“Bhut up!”

Coker shook the fag so heartily that Bunter minor's yells
died away into faint gasps. Whether (Coker was in carnmost
or not he did not know. He could hardly be in earncst; and

et his expression was so ferocious that he might be: and

unter minor was as grcnt a coward as his major, and as
canily frightcped at a shadow.

Hobson, grinuing, came back with the ropo.

““Msake a loop,” said Coker.

““ All serenc!”

‘“ And throw the ond over the bar there.”

(1] Risht‘ho !',

“ Prisoncr at the bar,” said Coker, with great humour,
‘“have you anything to say why vou should rot be hanged
by t%)re r till you have snuffed out ¥

i o "

Murder !
I am going

w !
' Anything clse?”
” grgo e o

“‘Yow' and ‘groo’ cannot be regarded as an adequai e
defence.” said Coker, with a shake of the head. “The
oxccution will proceed.”

“Yarooh !

‘“ Any remarks in Dutch or Russian do not count. Shave
the noose round ‘the neck of the doomed prisoner,” said
Coker ferociously.

** All serene,”” ‘said Hobson.

Bunter minor ought to have secen that it was a Jape, but he
was too much of a poltroon for that. Dick Nugent & Co.,
looking on from a distance, were grinning. Dick had rescucd
Bunter minor once, and he had not chosen to escape while
he had the chunce. Two or three more Shell follows had
gathered round Coker and Ilobson now, and further
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interference from the fags was impossible, even if Diek had
been inclined to risk it.

The rope dangled over the bar, and the loop was .placed
round Bunter minor over his head. .

Coker slid the noose down till it was under hia arms, and
there he drew it tight; but Sammy Bunter. in hia terror, did
not observe that. The tight grip on his collar prevented him
from observing anything very clearly.

“ Now, then,” said Coker., * Pull away !’

““ All sercne.” .

“ A long pull, and a strong pull, and a pull all together,
said Coker.

Iobson tugged at the loose end of the rope, .

It tautened, but Bunter minor did not rise in the air. Ho
was too heavy a weight for Hobeon's unaided efforts.

Coker let go his prisoner, and went to the aid of Hobeon,
and threw his weight upon the rope.

Then Sammy Bunter swung off the ground. . .

His fect swept through the air, and the tightening circlo
;zpder ﬁis armpits warned bim that the rope wes not round
his neck,

Ile gasped an:i" yelled.

“Ow! Help
“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Shell fellows.
“Help! Yowp!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!

Bunter minor swung only a foot from the floor. The jokers
of the Shell would not pull him any higher lest the rope
should break—as was quite probable under so considerable a
weight as that of SBammy Bunter.

“There!” said Coker, surveying his handiwork with great
satisfaction. ““There! I think that is a really workman'ike
job.  What do you think, Banter minor?"'

“ Yow !

‘“ Are you satisfied

“ Lemmegotoff I

‘“Is that Russian ar Polish?”

* Chuck it, you ass!”

‘“ Ah, that's English at last!” said C'oker.
respectful from a

48 {cﬁf me 0!""

“T’ll sce you hanged first,”” said Coker politely.,

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"’ roarcd the Shell fol.l.ows.po =

And they walked away in a body; and in case any of the
fags should attempt to rescue Bunter minor, they drove them
out of the gym., and chased them to a distance from the
spot. Not that the fags cared. No one wanted to reseue
I{unter minor, unless it was Dick Nugent—and he had no
clhance.

“ But very dis-
ccond Form fag to a chap in the Shell.”

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Swisg for Bunter Miner,

L ALLO, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob <Cherry.
Harry Wharton & Co. had just eome into the gym.
They stopped and stared in blank amazement at {ho

figure awinging to and fro from the bar.

“ My only hat!"' said Frank Nugent.
naughty boy, ovidently!"

“Come and cut me down, can’t you?' Bunter minor
howled.

“ We could," said Bob Cherry politely, * but you look &>
nice, Bunter minor!"

‘“ A thing of beauty is a joy for ever,” went on Nugent.

* But we ought to cut the little beast down, I suppose !
said Harry Wharton.

* You fools!” shouted Sammy. “ You idiots!

. Paticnce, Bunter minor—patience !
virtue——""

* 3eldom found in fags," suggested Nugent.
photograph him, Bob*"

“I'd rather swing him !’ said Bob Cherry.

:'Thv .swing"fulness would be terrific!”

¢ oga !

And Bob Cherry gave Bunter minor a little push, and he
began to swing gently.

“You cuds!" spluttered the fag.
lemme go!”

Bunter minor wriggled and kicked as he swung about, bat
he could not reach the juniors, They took good earc to ke
out of his way. Iarry Wharton looked on. He knew quita
well that Bunter minor very probubly deserved what he had
got. That he had been checky was beyond any question, of
course.  His requests to be relcased hud not been couchimd
in polite language.

* Harry Wharton!" yelled Samuy.
me alone!™

“Oh, rata!” answered Harry.

“And many of "em!” said Bob Cherry, laughing.

“ SBomeone's becn a

. Buck up!"
Patience ia a

' Suppose wa

“Cut me down, an:l

* Muke these eads let

“Tha
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little _benst ought to be swung! Who hung you up, pore

ise 7’

P I'll tell my brother!” roared Bunter minor.

““The brotherfulness s terrific,” said Hurree Singh. * We
couldn’t release him for all the csteemed postal-orders in the
world1”’

“1 should say not!” roared Nugent.

And he gave Bunter another push. The fag struggled, bl}t
in vain. The rope held good. He could not release himself
that way.

Had ]y}unter minor been a little less fat and a little more
active, he eould have pulled himeclf up on the rope by his
hands, and found releasc that way. But the effort was
beyond SBammy. . -

He swung to and fro, gasping and yelling.

As a matter of fact, he was not much hurt. The rope was
thick, and his clothing prevented it fromn hurting him_much.
But he made as much noise as if he were in the decpest
torture-chamber of the Spanish Inquisition.

“Yow! Yarooh! I’'m hurt! go! You rotten cedy,
cut me down! I'll complain to the Ilead! Q:—:! 1 say, do
let me down! You rotters! You cads! Yah!

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. ‘‘Isn’t he nice?”

** The niccfulness is terrifio,” L.

“ Pass!”’ shouted Bob, sending Bunter minor swinging back
towards Nugent. :

Nugent caught his legs and passed him back.

Bunter minor kicked and squirmed wildly.

“Ow! Help! Yow!”

Harry Wharton laughed. The scene was funny cnough,
though Sammy Bunter did not seem to sec the fun of it.

“ He’s had cnough of that, though,” said Harry, “I don't
believe he’s hurt at all, but he’ll raise the whole coll. if he
isn’t cut down.”’

“Ow! Yow!" .

“ Good ! said Bob Cherry, toking hold of Bunter minor's
ankles. “1 haven’t got a knife with me, but 1I’ll hang on to
his legs and break the rope.”

Bunter minor blinked at him blankly.

“You—youn idiot!” roared Bammy, thinking that Bob
Cherry was in earnest, and in_his mind’s eye feeling himself
stretched as if on the yack. ‘‘ You dangerous idiot!  Stop it!
1 say, Wharton, stop him I”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton. .

“You said you wanted to be sct free!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry indignantly., 1 call this ungrateful, Bunter minor1”

“The ungratefulness of the cstccmed and venerable pig is
terrific!” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Harry Wharton laughed again, and was about to approach
to unfasten the rope, when Billy Bunter came into the gym.
The Owl of the Remove blinked at his swinging minor in
astonishment.

**What on carth are yon doing to my young brother?” he
demanded.

“(Oh, somehody else did this!” said Bob Cherry. “I
suppose it’s on the principle of hanging up a pig to cure it,
you know.”

“0h, really, Cherry—-"

_ “Lemme down!™ roared Bunter minor. * Why don’t you
lielp me, Billy, instead of standing there like a silly idiot?™

EE}

** Oh, really, Samm{ . )
“My hat! These knots ave tied prett{ hard !" said Bob
Cherry. *“ As a matter of fact, Billy can let his minor loose,

if he wants him loose. It will take you ten minutes, Billy—
or you can go and fetch a knife, or you can throw your weight
on io your nmunor’s legs and break the rope.”

“ Oh, really—-="

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled away.

“1 say, you fellows 3

But the fellows were gone.  Billy Bunter turncd to lis
minor, and blinked at him in a rather curious way. Bunter
minor blinked back furiously.

*Why don’t you eut me down, you champion durnmy?”’ he
demanded.

1 haven’t a knife, Sanuny.”

“ Untie the rope, then.”

“The knots are tied awfully tight !’

“You chump!’ reared Sammy. “I suppose you're not
peing to leave me hanging heve, aiv you. you !l'ttb'ou% ass "

* Oh, really, Sammy——" Bunter began io fumble with
ithe knots, without making much pwrogress, however,

“* Buck up, you chumn!”

“ About that remittunce Auni Peggy sent for you-—-—""

* You've got it 1"

1 lent it to the fellows—"

“Gammon!” said Sammy Bunter.  “ They «ay you never
lent them anything—and 1 belicve them, teo, now I've
thought it ever, You spent the money yourself.”

“Oh, really, Sammy "

** And now you'll have to find it again. that’s all?
up with those cords, you silly ass! I'm Lurt!”

“I'm afraid I sha’n’t be able to pet them undone,” said
Rilly Bunter, ‘‘ unless—unless you agree to say nothing more
wbout the remnittance from Aunt Peggpy.”

“ You—you awful spoofer!” Sammy gasped.
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““ Look here, Sammy—"

“Oh, rats! You oj;m’t gammon me] Undo those blesed
knots! I can’t stand much more of 1

Billy Bunter fumbled with the cord once more. He had no
intention of loosing the knots yet. The wrath of Aunt Peggy
waz more than he cared to face, at any time or distance. It
noist be averted at any cost. And the Bunters did not trust
ane another.

““0Oh, you are a rotter, Billy !”’ burst ocut Sammy Bunter,

** These knots are really so tight, Sammy—7"

“ Cheese it, you ass! They are nothing of the kind! You
can undo them any moment you like !’ )

“If you say that again, Sammy, I shall decline to release
vou at all,” said Billy Bunter, with dignity. “sl.cok here, 1
{:ant:t undo these blessod knots! I think I'd hetter go for &
knife !

‘“ Here, I say, Billy, don't go!” yelled Sammy Bunter,

“1 think a knife will be better, in any case,” said Billy,
going on towards the door of the gymnasium. )

But Bunter minor did not int him to go. It might be
long before another fellow came, and Harry Wharton & Co.
were gone. .

‘1‘11:3{"“! 1 say, Billy, you ean untie them ! Come on!” he
yelled.

Biily Bunter made a pretoncee of darting off through the
door. 1t had the desired effect.

g Bili‘y! Billy I”" yelled his minor. *“Billy! Here!”

“ Well, what is it?"” said Billy Bunter, putting hiz hcad
back for a moment.

* Come and cut me down!
way !" shouted Sammy.

“Will you say nothing about the remittance to Aunt
Peguy?’’ asked Billy Bunter. )

‘;éfﬂ_i’ue and cut me down, and we'll talk about it after-
wa 8.

* You might change your mird then, Sammy, so we'll talk
about it now !”’

* Oh, all right, then! I'll say nothing to Aunt Peggy!”

Billy Bunter came back to where Sammy was suspended.

*1 think I might get these knots undone with a good try,”
Le murmured.

T should jolly well think you could!” said Sammy. He
knew his elder brother.

Billy Bunter pretended to wrestle with the knots. In a few
secorgls S8ammy was free, and he necarly fell as he was'let
down on his feet.

“There:” said Billy, with a beaming smilc. *' You ought
to be jolly thankful that you've got a major here to lock after
you, Sammy !’

“QOw! Fm aching all over! Beast!”

*“ Oh, really, RBammy

* You're o rotten waster!” said Summy ungratefully. * As
for the remittance from Aunt Peggy, I know jolly well you've
spent it, and there's no chunce of my getting it, any way !

Billy Bunter blinked at him with an air of great dignity.

* Of course, I have lent it to the fellows,” he said, ' 1—="*

* Gammen !

*“ I shall return it to you out of some of my postal-orders
if I do not get the loans back from Wharton and the othere.”

*Oh, chuck it! That kind of yarn’s no guod in the family,
you ass!” growled Bunter minor,

Rilly Bunter rubbed his nose thoughtfully. It occurred to
himn that Sammy was right on this point. But humbug was
so ingrained in Billy DBunter’s nature that to part with it
would be like parting with a bit of himself.

“ Look here, Samuiny, that’s not the way to talk to your
major,” he exclaimoed—" especially after he’s done you g
serviee!  You’re an ungrateful young sweep I”?

* Oh, gammon!”

“1 was intendinyg,” said Bunter lofiily, *‘to protect yen
from the fags, who are pretiy certain to rag you in the dorm.
to-night. I would have-—have tackled the whale of the
Heeond Torm single-handed! Now I shall refuse to do
anvthing of the gort!”  And he rolled away.

fanuny Bunter followed him more slowly, his only reply to
RBilly’s veronrks being a single word :

* Gammon !

TUntic me! Got me down some

"

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Raggers.

ITERE were two fellows in the Second Form at Grey-
friars who were looking very uneasy as hedtime came
near,

They were Dick Nugent am<d Bunter mirer.

Bunter minor had caueht remarks and whispers among
the Sceend Formers, and he ha:l a very well-founded sue-
picion 1hai he was to be ragged in the dormitary, when the
faprs had him all to themselves, .

Dick Nugent knew it even better than Bunter did.

Another Echool Tale of the J of-
Greyfriare. By FRANK RICHARD
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Not that Dick cared a rap whether Bunter was ragged or
not, as far as that went; but-there was his promise to
Wingéle.

Thgét promise had tosbe kept. Dick Nugent had to stand
by the peevish, ill-tempered, ungrateful junior as long &s his
promise lasted. Wingate seemed to consider that it was
good training for Nugent minor. It wasn't pleasant, but it
had to be done. Dick had made up his mind to that.

But how to prevent a ragging of Bunter minor in the
dorm. was more than Dick could plan. To tell a master or
a prefect was impossible; that would be sneaking—against
his own friends, too. .

But how clse was it to be done? Dick thought that per-
haps Wingate might look in at the dormitory after lights
out. If he did, well and good. If not—well, Bunter minor
was booked for a ragging. Dick meant to defend him if he
could; but that, probably, only meant that he would share
the ragging.

Per}gg:s gDick was not wholly bothercd at that prospect.
1t would be worth a rough handling to sce Bunter minor
get his deserts. . 5 e

That fat fag was getting more and more on Dick’s nerves.
As bedtime came near, it was noticeable that several of the
fags gathered round Bunter minor, keeping an eye on hin
in a really affectionate manner. ,

He had been seen to approach Mr. Kelly's door efter the
affair in the gym., and Gatty and Digge had headed him off.

After that, he had been-observed to stroll, as if ca—ref:-ssl;.:
in the direclion of the Head's study, Gatty and Norton
had linked arms with him, and walked him into the Form-
room where he now was. .

They guessed his intentions. Perhape, with the dread of
the night before him, Bunter minor would be justilied in
speaking to a master; but the fags did not mean to allow
hirs ‘a chance of doing so. Of course, he might speak to the
prefect who saw lights out in the Second. But that hap-
rened to be Loder this particular night, and Loder was not
{iliely to take any notice of him.

Bunter minor kept-his eyes about him now. He meant to
epeak either to the Head-or to the Form-master on the sub-
‘ject. of his suspicions. When he thought that all eyes were
off him, he suddenly made a bolt from the common-room.

There was an alarm at once.

““ He's gone!"” shouted Gatty.

« After him!"

Bunter minor dashed down the passage. If he couldyreach
Mr. Kelly's study, the mere fact that he was pursued would
lond weight to his complaints.

But it was not to be.

Gatty’s hand was on his shoulder before he was at the
end of the passage, and he was stopped with a jerk that sat
hkim down on the floor.

“No, you «on’'t!" said Gatty.

“ Leggo!" roarod Sammy Bunter. “You cad! Lemme
alone !

‘“ Rats!”

“1'1l jolly well——""

“Come back !" .

“J won't!” howled Sammy. And he hit out savagely,
and Gatty caught the blow on the point of the chin, and
crashed against the wall. .

Sammy Bunter essayed to dart away again, but Myers
and Norton had hold of him in a twinkling, and he was
dragged back. ) o

“M-m-my hat!" gasped Gatty. ‘““Take him in!
jaw aches! I'll smash him! Ow!"

They marched Bunter minor back into the common-rcom.
(Gatty shook a doubled fist in his fat, alarmed face.

“ Put up your hands!” he bawled.

“I won't! I H

“Put up your fists " yelled Gatty. “ You've biffed m:z on
the chivvy, and now you've got to go through it."”

it 71*!1

Ow, my

“Let him alone, Gatty,” said Dick Nugent quictiy.

‘“Rats! Stand back, young Nugent!”

But Dick pushed in front of the fat fag.

“Let him alone,” he said.

“I won't! He's got to be punched for that knock on my
jaw,” said Gatty. ’

“ Wait till we get in the dorm.,"” said Myers.

Gatty reluctantly agreed. He would have pitched into
Bunter minor at once, but Dick Nugent was determined.
He did not expect to ward off every attempt to rag Sammy
Dunter, but hé was going to try, and nothing further was
eaid until they were in the dormitory.

“Now,” sard Gatty, * you can go on with those punches
on the jaw, Bunter. But you won't find it so easy now.
Come on !

‘Bunter was ir no hurry to accept Gatty's invitation; but
before Gatty could do anything, er popped his head in.
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“ Better turn in quickly, or it'll be worse for you,” he
said.

Bunter minor looked relieved. Gatty clenched his fists.

“ Wait a bit, you fat cad !" he muttered.

Slowly the juniors began to undress,

“T say, Lmiv ™

The prefect stared at Sammy Bunter.

“ Look here, these rotters are going to rag me as soon as
you are gone! You ought to protect me. I'm jolly well not
going to stand it; and it's your duty as a prefect i

Bunter dried up, as Leder continued to stare at bim as if
he were a being from another world.

The juniors grinned. They did not like Loder, but his
ennduet fell in with their wishes just then.

“If you please, Loder——"" began Sammy Bunter once
more.

For answer, Loder furned on his heel.
gas.

Bunter was in despair. He made a last effort, As
Loder’s footsteps were heard near the door, ke appealed
again.

1 say, Loder, they're waiting till vou've gone to rag
me ! You ought to interfere. Oh, I say! Ow, ow! Ow!”

As Bunter started talking, Loder had approached him in
the dark. The dormitory resounded with Bunter minor's
squeals as Loder tweaked his ear.

“ Now shut up !

And Sammy Bunter filled the dormitory with his howls
as Loder boxed his ears soundly.

“(Go to bed, you young cub!”

In a few minutes all was silence.
work as a_prefect complete, departed.

The juniors waitad till his footsteps had died away. Then
there was a rustle of bed-clothes.

“Ow'! Lemme alone! Chueck it!" yelled S8ammy Bunter,
as violent hapds were laid upon him in the darkness, and he
was dragged from his bed.

“TI'll get a light,” said Norton.

Two or three matches glimmered out, and candle-ends
were lighted. They cast a dim glimmer through the Second-
Form dormitory.

Nearly every member of the Form was out of bed now.
With grim and vengeful faces, they gathered round Bunter
minor.

Dick Nugent sprang from his bed.

‘“Stop that "’ he exclaimed.

There was a yell from the fags.

*“ Get out of it, Nugent minor!”

“1 stand by Bunter minor."”

‘ Shove him away !I"" shouted Gatty.

Three or four pairs of hands were laid upon Dick Nugent.
He struggled fiercely, but the odds were too great.

He was borne back to his bed with a rush, and the fags
held him there, and he struggled in vain.
“Good ! said Gatty, with a grin.
Can’t be helped, Dicky, old son. You will shove your oar

in, you know: Now, Bunty.”

Sammy Bunter made a wild rush for the door. The fags
closed round him, and he was berne to the Aoor amid a
scrambling heap of them,

His yells rang through the dormitory.

“Healp! Ow! Yow! Help!”

But there was no help for Bunter minor. He was at the
mercy of the fags, and they were not inclined to merey.

“The frog's-march!” said Gatty, with a chuckle. “TUp

He's not a light weight.”

e put out the

Lodor, considering his

“Keep him tight.

with him ! All hands to the mill.

“ITa, ha, ha!”

Bunter minor was dragged up, and up and down the
dorinitory he went in the joyful frog’'s-maercn, amid yells of
lul‘zg,glter.l But amid the <in came a sudden warning shout:

Cave "

The dormitory door opened, and Wingate, of the Sixth,
looked in. y

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Limit.

INGATE came into the Second-Form dormitory with
a grim face,
w The fags who were holding Dick Nugent let him
go. Bunter minor blinked at the captain of the
scnool, the Second-Formers showing no more desire to touch
him now than if he had become suddenly red-hot.
Wingate surveved the startled scene.
“1 think we may as well have the gas alight,”” he re-
marked.
Gatty lighted the gas.
“You seem to be keeping it up this evening,” Wingato
remarked.
{Continued on page 24.)

Oontaining 100.000 words. Four splendid,
extra-lonz, comp'eta storlze.
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There was silence. No one seemed to feel called upon to
reply to that earcastio remark.

' What sort of amusement were you indulging in?” the
captain of Greyfriars went on. *‘ Ragging, I suppose’

&till silence.

*“Nugent minor.”

‘' Ye-e-es, Wingate."

‘“ What have you been doing?"”

! Nothing.”" .

Wingate looked hard at him.

“Oh, Isee! You have been looking on while they ragged
Bunter minor. Is that your promise 7"

Dick turned scarlet.

¢ I—I couldn’t help—""

“It's got Nugent's fault,” eaid Gatty sturdily. “Two or
thrée of ‘us held him."

‘“Oh, you held him, did you?" said Wingate. “ While
you ragged the new fag—eh 1"

“Yes,” said Gatty despemately.

‘“ And what were you ragging himn for?"

‘“ Becausé ‘he's a rotten cag !” )

‘ They—they've -hurt me,” mumbled Bunter. minor.
“Yow! I'm awfully hurt. They ought to be fogged all
round, Wingate !”

The Greyfriars’ captain ‘made no reply to that remark.

. ““He's a beast!" went on Gatty. “Nugent's been stand-
ing by him like a brick, and he treats him like a dog in
return. He ought to be ragged bald-headed—that’s what I
say; and I—I don't care if you do lick me!”

‘“ Nugent’s stood by him, has he?”

*“Yes—and more fool hel!”

“I'mr glad you've stood by your word, Nugent minor. I
expeoted that of you. This ragging has got to stop, you
young sweeps. You understand gmt?”

The fags drew quick, deep breaths. Was it possible that
Wingate was going to pass over the riot in the dormitory? In
their minds’ eyes, the fags had alrcady seen themselyes hauled
before the Head, or sentenced to detention for three or four
half-holidays, or caned in succession by the school captain.

Wére they going to escape?

‘“They ought to be flogged!" exclaimed Sammy Bunter.
*‘ I suppose you're going to report this to the Head?"”’

Wingate gave the fat fag a cold look.

“I'm not guing to do anything of the sort,” he said.

‘“ He ought to know it. You ought—"

‘‘ That’s for me to decide, Bunter minor.
tongue !"”

* Look here——""

** If you interrupt me, Bunter minor, you will be caned!”
eaid Wingate, with a gleam in his eyes. * Hold your tongue!
You youngsters get k to bed. There is to bs no more
ragging, and no more disturbance, do you hear?"’

* Yes, Wingate!”

fags were meek enough now.

“ Mind, I don’t say I sha’n’t mention this matter again—
but you'll get off most lightly by behaving yourselves,” said
Wingate. *“ I'll leave it to you to keop your word, if you tell
me you won't touch Bunter minor again.”

The Second-Formers looked &t ono eanother.
generous of Wingate to trust them, and they folt it.

‘*“ We won't touch the cad I said Gatty.

‘ Very well. Now, go back to bed.'

The fags tumbled into_bed.

“ Wingate!"” howled Bunter minor. * You—you're not
going to leave me to those brutes? Look here, I won't stay
in the dormitory!" ’

“They won't touch you again,” said the Greyfriars' cap-
tain contemptuously.

“ I won't stay here!” yelled Sammy. *“I tell you, I won't

Hold your

It was

stay here! IL.ook here, I tell you I won't——
‘ Hold your tongue "'
*“I say I won't!”

Wingate took a step towards the fat fag

‘“ Get into bed!”” he said curtly.

Bunter minor_blinked at him once, and then bolted into
lb_cd. Wingute did not look as if it would be safe to disobey
1im. ‘

“ Don’t leave the dormitory, or you'll hear from me, that's
all,” said Wingate,

Then, without wnother word, he turned out the gas and
quitted the room. The door closed upon a silent dormitory.:

But the moment Wingate’s footsteps had dicd away down
the %gsage, the voices of the fags burst out.

** Wingate's a brick,"” said Gatty enthusiastizally— he's a
real, jolly brick. But he's o silly ass. It would have been
ever so much better to leave us alone!”

“ Muchee bettel ! said Hop Hi. “ Plenty bettel !”
‘“We'd have given the fat cad e good ragging, but for
Nugent minor!” growled Norton. *I think Nugent ought
to be ragged!”
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‘* Oh, go to sleep,” said Myers.

“ Hallo! Who's that getting out of bed?”

“ Bunter minor !’

‘“ Bunter! Sammy Bunter! You fat duffer! Where are
you going?”’

“I'm going out of this rotten dormitory,” said Bunter
minor. * I'm not going to stay here with you cads!”

** Collar him !"" shouted Diggs, jumping up in bed.

¢ 8top_him "

Diggs lighted a candle. The
minor getting into his clothes.
stinate.

Dick Nugent slipped out of bed.

‘“You can’t go out of the dorm., Bunter minor,” ho ex-
claimed, coming over to the fat fag as he pulled his boota
on. *“Look here—""

Sammy Bunter scowled at him.

* Mind your own business!"” he snapped.

“ You heard what Wingate said—""

bt HanF Wingate !’

“Don't be a fool!"” said Dick persuasively. * You can't
go against what Wingate says. You'll get an awful licking 1"

* Oh, cheese it!"”

Dick flushed, and was silent. He was the only fellow in
the dormitory . that Bunter minor would have ventuved to
answer in that way. It was because he had stood the new
fag's friend. Bunter minor had deduced that Nugent was
afreid of him; he could not think of any other adeguate ex-
planation of his conduct. And so he thought he was quito
safo in being as insolent as he pleased to Dick Nugent, and
even in bullying him if he chose.

Bunter minor finished dressing. The other fags, sitting up
in bed, watched him iun silence and curiosity.

Wingate's warning that there was to be no more ‘disturb-
ance, and that no one was to touch Bunter, checked thoss
who would have thrown him back into bed again. They
simply sat and watched him. After all, if he went out lookinyg
for trouble, and found it, serve him right—no one in the
Epcond—["orm dormitory would be found to sympathies with

im.

Dick Nugent looked distressed.

Bunter’s black ingratitude might disgust him, but it made
no difference to his promise. It would be serious for the fag
if he ventured out op the dormitory against Wingate’s exprass
orders, and that was what he was going to do. Dick felt that
he ought to stop him if he could.

Bunter minor finished dressing, and with-a defiant grunt,
crosscd to the door. Dick Nugent ran after him.

He caught the fat junior by the shoulder.

‘ Bunter minor! Stop, I say— Oh!"

Bunter minor swung round with a snarl, and struck the
junior full in the face.

More from surprise than the force of the blow, Dick Nugent
staggered back, and fell upon the floor with a bump.

here was a howl from the fags.

‘“ My hat! He’s knocked Nugent down !"

“ Go for him, Dicky!”’

 Smash him!”

Bunter minor glowered down upon the fallen, dazed junior
with a lowering brow, and his fat fists clenched. He was still
labouring under the impression that Dick was afraid of him.
and that he could bully him if he liked.

** Get up, if you wunt some more!” he said.

“ Go for him, Dicky 1"

*“ Pulverise him!"”

‘“ Smash the cad!”

Dick Nugent rose slowly to his feet.

His face was deadly pale, save where the mark of tha blow
showed up red against the pallid skin.

He did not throw himself upon the fat fag, as everyone
expected. Everybody in the Second-Form dormitory, with
the exception of Bunter minor, knew that Dick could have
wiped up the floor with him if he had chowun.

ut he did not.

His hands dropped to his sides.

He gave Bunter minor one look, and th~n walked bork
quietly to his bed, and got into it. Tho Second-Formery
watched him, stupefied.

Dick Nugent lay quiet, his head on tho piilow.

“ My word !"" exclaimed Gatty. ‘' Dick! Dick Nugont!

‘CWell 2

“ You're not going to take that lying duwn?" roared Gatty

“Yes, I am?”’

limmer of it showed Bunter
is face was angry and gb-

¢ Chump I

““ Oh, go to sleep!”

‘“ Why don't you smash him?'
‘ Because I don't choose.
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“ He's afraid !’ jeered & voice from the end of the dormi-
tory.

" I'm not afraid of you, Monson,” answered Dick quietly;
“and if you care to step out of bed, I'll prove it to you.”

Monzon niaintained a discrect silence.

“Dick,” said Gatty, with friendly candour.
fool I’

*0Oh, shut up !’ said Dick. * Go to sleep!”

Bunter minor stared at Dick for a few moments.
7ave a taunting laugh.

“ So you don’t want any more?"” he asked.

Dick looked at him,

‘“ No,” he said,

* You'd better let me alone, then,” said Sammy vauntingly.

" T'lIl ask you for some more to-morrow,"” said Dick.

* Oh, gammon |

And Bunter minor left the dormitory.,

“You're a

Then he

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
An Appeal to the Head.
g UNTER minor | .

B It was the voice of Mr. Kelly, the master of the

Second. He was standing in the lower hall, chat-
ting with Wingate of the Sixth, when Bunter minor
came downstairs.

‘As a matter of fact, Wingate had been giving the Seccond
Form-master a deseription of the scene in the dormitory, and
suggesting to him that the occurrence should be passed over
unpunished, from his opinion of the provoecation undoubtedly
given by Bunter minor.

‘* Nugent minor promised to look after him, and prevent
any ragging,” said Wingate. ** He's kept his promise splen-
didly, If, in the face of that, the fellows are determined to
rag Bunter, it. shows it’s Bunter’s fault, in my opinion.
Nugent minor has done his best, and he's the acknowledged
leader of the Form. The fags wouldn’t turn against him
unless Bunter minor had provoked them very much. That's
imy opinion. But, of course, you will decide.”

Mr. Kelly nodded.

“ My opinion is the same as yours,” he said. ‘T think very
little indeed of this new junior. He's made a very bad im-
pression upon me. He seemns to me dirty in his habits, and
insolent in his manners.”

** Just my opinion of him, sir. My idea was to give him a
ciear chanco on his first day here, and not let him suffer. for
his brother's bad reputation—but he looks to mo as bad as his
major, as a matter of fact. Why, here he is—and I told him
expressly not to leave the dormitory !’ .

It was then that Mr. Kelly exclaimed ‘‘ Bunter minor!"
Ho followed Wingate’s glance, and saw the fag coming down
thue stairs.

A sullen expression came over Sammy Bunter’s face.

Mr. Kelly signed to him to approach, and the fat fag came
up sulkily enough. .

** What are you doing out of your dormitory, Bunter
minor?’’ asked the master of the Second coldly.

** I’ve been badly treated, sir, and I wouldn’t stay, and—""

* T believe Wingate stopped the ragging there?"”

‘ Yes, sir; A

*“ Did not Wingate order you to remain in bed?’

** Yes,” said Sammy sullenly.

** And you have come out in spite of that?”

" Ye-e-es!”

" Very well," said Mr. Kelly quietly. “T don’t want to
be hard upon a new boy, Bunter minor, but discipline must
ke maintained. Come into my study.”’

Bunter minor blinked at him.

“ W.w-what for?’ he stammered.

* That you will soon see.”

“ ik

Mr. Kelly’s hand fell upon Sammy Bunter's shoulder, and
lie marched the fag into his study with a strong grip.

Bunter minor gasped a little as Mr. Kelly sclected a cane.
1o understood now that punichment was intended.

** Hold out your hand, Bunter minor,” said Mr. Kelly
quictly.

Bunter mninor backed away towards the door.

“I—I won’t be caned!” he gasped. ** I—I left the dormi-
tory because 1’d been ill-used. I want to go to the Head!”’

Mr. Kelly looked at him steadily.

*“ Hold out your hand, Bunter minor.”

“J—I'm going to the Head!”

Mr. Kelly laid down the cane.

* You appeal to the Head, then?" he «aid.  * Very well.
You may do so; but I warn you that it will profit you very
little. Come with me.”

He marched Bunter minor away to the Tlead's study. Late
»3 the hour was, Dr. Locke was still busy in his studv. Ho
looked surprised as the Second Form-master presented him-
self, with his band on Bunter minor’s shoulder.

* Dear me!" zaid the Head. adjusting hiy glasces.  ** What
is the matter? Why is not this boy in bed, My. Kelly 7’

‘““He has left the Second Form dormifory, sir, against
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Wingate’s express orders, and has refused to be caned by
me,” said the Second Form-master quietly, ‘1 leave him
in your hands, sir.”

And he quitted the stud}y.

Dr. Locke looked sternly at the fag. Bunter minor trem-
hled. Tihe stern looks of the Head, and the cane on the
table, scared him. “He began to wish that he had remained
in the dormitory, or that he had taken the caning quietly
from Mr. Kelly. Every step he advanced in msubordination
seemed to make matters worse instead of better.

** Well, have you anything to say 7" asked Dr. Locke.

“Yo-e-cs, sir.”

‘Say it quickly, then! You are wasting my time!”

Bunter minor stammered out his complaints. The Head
listened to him in grim silence. The fag’s voice trailed
away at lasgt. Ile felt that he was making no impression
ujon the cold, immovable man before him. ’

“Is that all?”’ asked Dr. Locke.

“ Ye-e-cs, gir.”

““You have dene wrong, Burter minor. You should have
relied upon: Wingate's assurance that there would be no more
ragging. That matter will be left to Mr. Kelly’s discrotion.
It is out of my province. But you have appealed to me
against your Form-master, and that I must deal with. You
have been discbedient and disrespectful, Bunter minor. Tt
is my duty to punish you. Hold out your hand !”

wi— "

‘ Hold out your hand, Bunter minor !’

And Bunter minor obeyed. He received two cuts on either
hand. and was dismissed, with & caution to go back to the
Second Form dormitory immediately, and go to bed.

He went.

There was no higher authority in the school to appeal to
than the doctor, and the doctor had deeided against him.
With & sore bitterness in his heart, the fag made his way
back to the Second Form dormitory. His tingling, amart-
ing hands were a sufficient warning to him not to disobey
the Head's command.

He entered the dormitory.

The candle was still buening, and the fags sitting up in bed
waiting for him. There was a general grin as he came in,
rubbing his fat hands hard.

** He's got it ! remarked Gatty.

““ Herve him jolly weoll right " said Myers.

‘“ Hlow many, Bunter?”

Bunter minor did not reply. He went towards his bed, and
undressed. Dick Nugent looked at him, but did not speak.

Buanter minor’s eyes glittered. Here was one person, at
lcast, who was afraid of him—one person upon whom he
could wreak his anger and resentment.

“ You—you cad !"* he exclaimed. *‘This is all your fault !*

“T don’t see how you make that out,” said Dick, rather
taken aback by this unexpected accusation.

“ Oh, shut up !” eaid 8ammy.

*Oh, you young ced !’ murmured Diek Nugent,
H\uﬂ\’mai_t till to-morrow morning! You awful ead’!

w T

Whiz ! .

Bunter minor’s boot, which he had just taken off, flew
through the air. and crashed upon Dick Nugent's head.

“* Now you shut up, will you?"” said Sammy, in his most
bullying tone.

“ My hat " muttered Gatty.
But Nugent minor didn’t.
way, and did not speak a word.

gasped.

**Oh, he’s off his rocker I’ said Myers.

“The offce rockee velly tlue,” said Hop Hi; “but me no
likee to be Bunice minee to-mollow molning! What you
tinkee 7"’

‘ Not much!” chuckled Gatty.

The whole Form agreed with Ilap Hi there. Burter minor
rolled into bed, and, in spite of his apprehensions, he was not
disturbed again that night. He slept as soundly as a top,
and he woke with the sound of the rising-bell in his ears, and
the morning sunlight streaming into the dormitory.

“ Just

p i

“ Dick’ll squash him now 1
He tarned his face the other
The Second-Formers

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
A Licking at Last,

« P ET up !”
It was Dick Nugent’s voice.

Bunter minor blinked at the junior, and stretched
out his hand for his spectacles. Dick pushed them
away from him.

“ ¥ou wor't want those just vet.” he said quietly.

“Gammon !” said Sammy. “ Why not?”

““You can’t fight with glasses on; you might get hurt.™

Bunter blinked at him.

“T’'m neot going to fight,” he said. 4

Another School Tale of the Ju of
Greyiriars. By FRANK%&%
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Dick's lip curled grimly.
" Your inistake,” ho said.

You're going to
ﬂgl(lLI :nin l}u'ntur minor "'

“You are!

“1 promised Wingate to sland by vou yvesierday, and not
to lay u finger on you, whatever you said or did.” said Dick
Nugent, with 4 deep breath, “I've kept my word. You've
treated me worse than a decent chap would treat a dog.
But I've kept my word; 1 appeal to the fellows if L
haven't?”

“You have,” eaid Gatiy.
enybody else in the I'orm would have done it.
played the giddy ox, as a matter of fact!”

“Velly muchee giddeoe oxce!"

“You can't ask a fellow to fight at this hour of the
morning-—"" began Bunter minor.

““Theo cad !” said Gatty. *“I should chew him up, if I were
you, Dicky!"

“Oh, come off ! You must be off your rocker, all of you!
Look here, Nugent, give me my boots "

*“ Shall I drag you out of bed ¥’ said Dicli Nugent curtly,

“ Look here—"

“Get up! It'll bo best for you!”

“Well, I suppose I might as well get up, in any case,”
Ni:id Sammy uneasily. ‘“Look here! What’s all this fuss
about "’

“ Because I've had enough of you! 8o have.we all, for
that matter, and you're going to have a good hiding !"

“You're asking for it, you know, Nugent !" said Bunter
minor, as he proceeded to drag on his things. * Of courso,
I'm quite willing to hght you "

*“Then come on !

“ Dut—but, upon the whole, I shall let you off I"*

“ Are vou going to fight 7" howled a dozen voices.

Y 1've told you no! I don’t want to hurt Nugent !"

The chums of the Second Forin chuckled.

There was not much likelihood of Bunter minor hurling
Dick Nugent in a fistical encounter.

Dick could not help grinning himself.

““Are vou ready ¥ he asked quietly.

* Look here,”" said Bunter minor, “I—I—— Tt was an
accident, that boot coming at your napper last night. Ii—it
alipped out of my hand !

“1on't lie!" said Dick scornfully.

““I—I say, you know, I—I really didn't mean to—to punch
your head, you kpow ! Bunter minor explained haltingly.

“No; he did 1t without meaning1 it,” said Gatty. “Do
give hiim a hiding, Dicky. and stop his blessed crammers !”

“o it, Nugent!"

“Priverise him !

“Plav up, there! On the ball I’

Dick Nugent needed no urging.  But Banier minor scemed
to need a great deal. Both he and Nugent were in their
priamas, and the other fellows gathered round in pyjamas
and nighishirts, .

Thex had no timo to think of dressing just then. The
business in hand was far too important for that.

Dick Nugent's eyes glinted.

“Will you put up your lists, Bunter minor 2"’ he exclaimed.

“ Look here—"

“Take that, then!”

Smacl !

Dick's open hand smote the fat fag across the face, and
Bunicr minor reeled from the sounding smaclk.

He gave o yelp of rage.

.After all, he was half as big again as Nugent minor, and
only a coward would have shrunk from such a combat.
Anger fook the place of courage in Buater minor's breast,
and he leaped forward at Nugent,

His fat fists swept down uvnon Dick, who knocked them
aside with the greatest of easa. In return, he let out his
left, and il caugint Bunter full upon his round, fal nose.

“Ow!" gasped SBammy. )

i He sat down on the foor of the dormitory, with a terrifie
uine.

“You've kept it more than

You've

“Yow! Yarooh!"

“Ha. ha, ha!”

The yoll of Imughler from the fags infurinted Runter
Ile sprang to his feet, and rushed furiously at Dick

Nugent.

Saver weight drove the fax back, and thouzh he put is
two sounding blows, Buater minor suceeeded in closing with
him, and they rolled on the floor of tho dormitory together.
Bunter was uppermost, and Dicl’s head had crushed on tha
floor. dazing and setupeflying him for tha moement.

That was Bunter's chaner, and he wa+ not the kind of
fellow to let it pass him by. Considerations of fair play
did not-cuter into his creed ot all. )

He ng his fat fist round. and it crashed into Nuwzent
minog's face, *knocking his head back against the floor
again.

Dick gave a choked ery.
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There was a roar of indignation from the Second Form.

“Coward " bellowed Gatty. “ Fancy hitting a chap when
he's down—like that, too! Drag the beast oft !

Bunter minor was dragged off, aud Hung aside.

Dick was helped to his feet by half a dozen wiliing hande.

He was pale and gasping, snd his head was swimming,

‘ 8tand up, Bunter minor ! he gasped.

Unwillingly enough Bunter minor” toed the line again.
He was not at any time inclined to fight, unless every
advantage was on his side, and he felt convinced that his
opponent was o match for him.

But he had no choice now. He could either fizht Dick
Nugent, or be ragged by the whole of the Second Form, and
be chose the former.

He squared up to the hero of the Second.

Dick Nugent faced him grimly.

e had stood much—too much—from Bunter minor. but
the promise to Wingate had expired now; he was free to
avenge his injuries, and he did not mean to spare Bunter
minor. ‘

He tock care that Bunter did not get a chance of closing
with him again. He kept the conflict.at arm’s-length.

Few of Bunter's wild and clumsy blows came home. But
all tho time Dick Nugent's knuckles were making play on the
fat, angry face.

A heavy right-hander at last sent the fat fag spinning,
and he crashed on the floor with a bump that secmed to shaice
the dormitory.

He lay where he had fallen, blinking at the Sccond-
Formers in a dazed way.

“He’s shamming !"* said Gatly.

‘* Bhammee mucﬁe{*‘." murmured Hop Hi.

Dick Nugent looked down upon the fallen junior.

‘““Iave you had enough, Bunter minor 7"

“Ow!" groaned Sammy., * Yes! Ow!”

Dick unclenched his hands.

“Very well; I'm satisfied if you are! I think you've had
a lesson, anyway. But look out—no more of your insolence,
Bunter minor, or you'll get the-same again; and if the Form
rag you. there's nobody to interfere. I'mm done with you!
I'd advise vou to be a little more careful, and a little less
of a cad. That's all.”

Bunter minor only pf'maned by way of reply.

But he seemed inclined to take Nugent minor’s advice.
After that licking at Dick’s hands, the Second-Formers let
him alone, agreeing that he had had eriough. and that he
should not be ragged again, unless he offended afresh.

Bunter minor understood, and he was carcful not to offend
afresh. The insolence he had displayed on his first day at
Greyfriars vanished as if by magic, and a new and strange
meekness took its place.

His major met him in the Close after lessons that day, and
stopped him. Sammy eyed him in a grim manner.

“T say, Bammy, do you happen to have half-a-crown about
vou?" asked Billy Bunter, with an air of most brotherly
affection.

“Yes," said Sammy.

“ Would you mind lending it to me "

“Yes,” said Sammy again.

“0Oh, really, Sammy—""

‘“ Bosh I"

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at his minor.

“I'll tell you what I'll do,” said Sammy. * You can keen
it ont of thai remittance of Aunt Peggy’s!”

Billy Bunter scemed to choke down something.

“Well, never mind !I"" he said. ‘ How are you getting on
in the S8econd Form, Sammy? I've got to write home
to-day. and they'll expect to hear.”

“Oh, first rate ! said Sammy.

“ Any rows last night?” asked Billv. with a blink at the
bruises that were quite plain on Sammyr's countenance, the
rasults of his encounter with Dick Nugent.

“Oh, no! I'm getting on wall; in fact, it looks as if T
shall be o general favourite in the Form!" said Bunter
minor.

Billy Bunter gave his minor an cxpressive look. e
realised that tliere had come to Greyfriars one who was quite
a5 exporienced a romancer as himself,

“I'm glad 15 hear it, Sammy 1" he said. * Just vou keen
an eve on me, and model your conduct on mine. and vou'll
be all right ! Always be honest. brave, and speak tha truth.
like—like me, and vou’ll get on like anything! Play the
game, vou know! That's alwavs been my motte, and it's
10 that that T T owe my present position in the school 1"

To which Bunter minor replied with a single word—only
one word, but it was very exprossive:

“Gammon "

THE END.
(Anaother splendid, long, complete tale of Harry Wharton & Ca

next week, by Frank Richards, entitled “COKER'S CATCH." Order youl
copy of the MAGNZT in advance. Price Ore Penny.)
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Stephen Morison, Thiei—At Vera Cruz—Queer Merchandise
—4A Robber Shadowed by Robbers.

A brawny fist ehot out, and in an instant Sebastian went
flying head-over-heels for a distance of several yards. He lay
in aﬁluddied‘u heap where he fell. There would be nothing
further to be feared from him for an -hour or more.

As the struggle had commenced, Dare had caught sight of
the coastguard—his stalwart rescuer—almost at the verge of
the headland, he having just climbed up she cliff-path from
the beach; but the others had not seen him, nor had they
heard his approach on the soft grass. The tables were turned
now with a vengeance. Sherard Garth was very scon over-
powered and secured, and, further assistance having been
procured, the pair of villains were takem back to St
Austell, and there handed over to the charge of the police.

The case, so far as Stanley Dare was concerned, was ended.
It was another added to the list of his successes. .

One or two points will need a brief explanation before this
record is cl . The maaner, for instance, in which Douglas
Merivale was trapped into the power of the trio of scoundrels
at Greymere House. He had been keen on the search for
the missing boy, and, knowing something of Garth and his
accomplices, had found out that young Treherne was in their
power, but did not know where they had taken him - to.
Foolishly, instead of placing the matter in the hands of a
skilled detective, he had written to Garth offering a sum of
money if the boy was immediately released; but threatening
that if he did not comply with these terms to set the police
on_his track. )

Garth immediately sent a wire saying that he agreed, and
appointing a meeting at Greymere House. Not suspecting a
trap, Douglas Merivale had presented himself at Greymere,
where Sebastian had attempted to stab him. A struggle
ensued, during which Merivale attempted to gain pessession
of a letter in which the whereabouts of the boy was men-
tioned. The letter was torn. Merivale rushed out of tho
house, leaped on to his motor-car, and started it, meaning to
seck the aid of the police. Garth and Sebastian chased him,
and just had time to drag him from the car as it was
gathering speed.

Then they carried him forcibly back into the house, where
they kept him a prisoner, trying first to extort money {rom
him. Finding that was a failure, they bricked him up in the
vault, leaving him to a lingering death, as they thought, for
they were cruel and merciless scoundrels. The bronze mask
which Garth had first used to disguise his features was after-
wards fitted over Douglas Merivale’s face in o mere freak of
wanton cruelty.

From the clue offered by the scrap of paper found in the
wrecked car, Stanley Dare had, as we have seen, cleared the
tangled skein of crime, and, in the most masterly fashion,
woven a web around the criminals that eveninally resulted
in their being brought to justice. :

The coastguard who had rendered such timely assistanco to
the young detective was well rewarded. Cecil Treherne and
Douglas Merivale eventually recovered their health and
strength, and are now warm friends of Stanley Dare.

“T seem to have lost my nerve,” muttered Stephen
Morison, late manager of the big London firm of Crawford,
Linscott & Clo., as he stepped from the ship’s boat on to the
quay al Vera Cruz. “Six weeks ago my nerves were as
goed as any man’s, bt now "
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INTRODUCTION.

Stanley Dare, the Bey Detective, is assisting Cecil Theberne, from
whom a letter containing a clue to the whereabouts of a store of hidden
money has been stolen by twe scoundrels named Sherard Garth and
Luigi Sebastian. Dare tracks the scoundrels down, and finally comes
face to face with them on a narrow clifi-path on the Cornish coast. Ha
attacks them, but is overpowered, and is on the point of belug burled
over the cliff, when a burly coastguard arrives on the scene in the nick
of time,

(Now go om with the Story.)

He started violently as someone touched him on tle
shoulder. It was only a Cystom House official, however,
who wished to akk him a guestion. . )

“The senor,” he said, bowing politely, ‘' has just arrived
from England?” : :

* Yes—yes, certainly!” replied Stephen Morion, in a
curiously hesitating voice.

" Br_y the mail steamer?” . i . :

“ No. I was a passenger on board the sailing-ship Cuban,”
said Morison.

‘ A sailing-ship—the Cuban? - Ah!” . ;

The Custom House official shrugped his shoulders with the
slightest possible expression of contempt. Passengers by
sailing-ships were, as a rule, men who had not much mone
to spare; therefore the possibility of receiving a liberal “ tip ™
when examining his luggage in order that as little of it as
possible might be disturbed when being *‘passed” seemed
very remote indeed.

*“I came on a sailing-vessel for the sake of my health,”
Stephen Morison hastened fo explain. ** The bustle and noise
on a mail steamer and the smell of the engines I cannot
stand. Moreover, there are some goods of mine shipped on
the Cuban as cargo cases of entlery and ironwork, and that
was another reason—"’

“ Why the renor came out on the Cuban—precisely,” said
tho Custom Howmse official, finishing the sentence for him.
“I shall have the honour of examining the senor’s baggage,
not; the cargo, which, if only ironwork, will not need to be
examined.”

The liberal tip which this official eventually received both
surprised and gratified himn, and caused him to alter his
opinion_about passengers who made the voyage on a sailing-
ship. The English, f:; reflected, were ccoentric, and there-
fore the strange statement of this particular one that he had
come out to Mexico for the good of his health passed almost
unheeded.

But there was a lounger on the quay, dressed in the garb
of a fisherman, who, having heard the greater part of the
conversation which had passed botween the Customs official
and the English passenger, gave considerably more heed to
the statement, and, moving forward, took up a position
where he could obtain a clearer view of the passenger’s face
without attracting attention by his cerutiny,

He saw a man of about forty years of age, inclined to be
stout, with a clean-shaven face that certainly looked puffy
and unhealthy, and pale blue ¢yes that had a queer sort of
furtive expression in them.

A porter was carrying a Gladstone-bag belonging to the
Englishman, and the quay lounger, shifting his position once
morcle, contrived to read the name that was written upon the
label.

It weas John Vincent.

The quay lounger, having read tho name, laughed softly
to himself, and, turning on his heel, walked swiftly away
into the town.

In tho meantime, Stephen Moricon, who choso now to be
known as ‘' John Vinecent,”” had driven to a quiet hotel and
enga a bed-room. As soon as he was alone he cank down
into a chair, and mopped the perspiration from his face with
a silk handkerchief. His hand shook as ke returned the
handkerchief to his pocket.

*“Confound it! I wish T didn’t feel like this!"” Le said to
himseif. “ Many more days like this, and I should suffer in
health in good earnest. I have dreaded the day of arrival

Another Schoal Tale of the Juniors of
Greyfriars. By FRANK RICNARDS.
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here all the voyage, for fear T may have beon traced and
arvested as soon as I set foot on shore. But, after all, I
was a fool to be afraid, for my plans have been arranged so
carefully that it is not [ikely anyone will connect plain * John
Vincent,' who is travelling quietly for the sake of his health,
with Stephen Morison, one time the manager for Crawford,
Linscott & Co., the great firm of South African merchants.
1 shall get over this nervous feeling in a day or two, and
then sce about banking and investing the money, as that
will give me more f om for my movements,”

Stephen Morison was flying from justice. A man who had
held a position of great trust in a large and wealthy firm,
and in receipt of a good salary, ought to have been above
tem:ptation. But he had lived a double life, and his reckless
expenditure—unknown to his business friends—far outran
his income, and in the end he saw ruin and exposure staring
him in the face. In his desperation he resolved on a
coup, which he carried out successfully, and a week after he
had sailed in the Cuban all London was astonished at the
news that the greatly respocted Stephen Morison was wanted
by the police on a charge of defrauding Messis. Crawford,
Linscott & Co. of two hundred thousand pounds.

But so carefully had his plans been laid, that not a trace
either of the money or the ex-manager could be discovered.

It was not until five days after the arrival of the Cuban
at Vera Cruz that the cases of cutlery and ironwork which
bolonged to Stephen Morison—or, as he was there known,
John Vincent—were landed. DBy this time the ex-manager
had rented a moderate-sized house on the outskirts of the
town, and to this house he had the cases of * cutlery”
brought, and carefully stowed away down in the cellar.

He had personally superintended its removal from the
wharf to his house, i)ut, of course, he had not been allowed
down the ship’s hold, where the stevedores were working at
dizcharging the cargo. One of these mon seemed to be
particularly curious as to the contents of the cases of
‘cutlery,” and he found an opportunity to open one just
slightly ‘at the corner when he was unobserved.

%‘hero was a lot of bran and sawdust inside, but in the
midst of it he saw the yollow gleam of gold. The case
was packed with gold coins, put in loosely among the saw-
dust and bran. He extracted one. It was a sovereign—
tho cuirent gold coin of Britain.

The man carefully secured the case again, and kept his
discovery to himseli—at least, so far as the other stevedores
were concerned. By the size and weight of the case he calcu-
lated that it contained about four thousand sovereigns. There
ware fifty cases, so if they were all packed with gold, the
total sum would be two hundred thousand pounds.

On the following day this man was working among the
stevedores in the Cuban’s hold.

A week passed, but Stephen Morison had not yet invested
any of the pr s of his gigantic robbery, nor had he
placed any of the money in a bank, which, with his experi-
ence, one might have supposed he would have done for
safetv. There were many desperadoes in the low gquarters
of Vera Cruz who would have cheerfully committed murder
for a hundredth part of the sum. he had hidden away in his
cellar, and there were others leds crude and openly brutal
in their methods, but far more dangerous, who would clear
him of every coin, and, if necossary, remove him, so that
no trace would ever be found of him again.

But Morison flattered himself that not a living soul except
nimself knew what the e

want to part with it, but liked to pass long hours in the
cellar gloating over the glittering heaps by the light of
lantern,

Ono evening Le had been so occupied when, on coming up
again into his living-room, he was startled to seo a man
scated at the table calmly rolling a cigarette.

““Who are you? What do you want here?” he demanded.

The man—a dark-complexioned Spanish-Mexican—lit his
cigarette before replying. Then le said, in very fair English
—Stephen Motison ﬁa\fbut & slight knowledge of Spanish.

“T havo taken the liberty of calling on you, Mr. Stephen
Morison, on a little matter of business.”

On learing himself addressed by his own name, which
ho believed no one in Vera Cruz knew, he was for a few
moments teo terrified to speak.

* You are mistaken !’ he gasped out at length.
is John ¥incent, not Morison.”

“1 am desolated that I should bo compelled to con-
tradict you,”” pursued the ex-manager’s unwelcome visitor,
with mock politeness, ““but I happen to know that your
name is Stephen Morison, and that in the cellar from which
vou have just emerged there is a sum of two hundred
thouzand pounds, or almost that amount, in English gold!”

“It is a lio!” cried Morison. * You talk the most utter
folly! The idex of a man having two hundred thousand
pounds in English gold stowed away in a cellar is too
ridiculous to be discussed! Fow could I get it there?”

“In boxes marked ‘cutlery’ and ‘ironwork.” was the
reply. “We are not going to discuss the matrer, for the
simjle reason that my friends and I have alrcady decided
how we are going to disposo of the money.”

“You slmll not la ands upon it!" screamed the ex-
manager. ‘' ILeave this house, or S

“* Keep your hands in front of you!' commanded the
Mexican, drawing a revolver from his belt. "1 see you
have a weapon in your pocket, and I shall havo to relieve
you of it."”

He rose to his feet and deprived Morison of his pistol,
which he coolly dropped into his own pocket. Then he re-
seated himself at the table.

“Who are you?” cried Morison again,
or what you appear to be, thieves:

“You would find yourself at home in the society of
thieves,” interposed the Mexican drily. ** But you shall hear
something of your visitors, Senor Morison. For myself, my
name is Pedro Valdez, and I am one of the members of a
certain society whose object is the amassinz of money by
fair means or foul. Listen carefully to what I am about to
tell you,

“The methods which this society has of obtaining informa-
tion are marvellous, and news reached it from London that
a certain Stephen Morison had absconded with two hundred
thousand pounds. His change of name to John Vincent and
hiis destination are known to this society, although he believes
that no one has penetrated tlre secret. On landing at Vera
Cruz his movements are watched with undeviating attention,
and the contents of oue of the cases of ‘ cutlery ’ are examined
while still in the hold of the Cuban. Well, need I say more?
The cases are now in the cellar of this house, and the society
intends to take possession of the gold.”

Stephen Morison _had gone as pale as death during this
recital, but when Pedro Valdez had finished he tried to
pluck up sufficient courage to defy him.

S “I do not believe

“ My name

‘“ Aro you friends,

contents of the cases
really were. And yet,
careful though he was
pot to excite attention,
he began soon to have
an uncomfortable feel-
ing that he was being
waiched. On two occa-
sions he tried to put
these suspicions to the
test, and he was almost
certain that he was
shadowed to and from
his house. He could
not be quite positive,
but he decided that it
would be advisable to
bank the money and
shift his quarters.

But he delayed again,
for the lust of gold had
him in its grip. His
nature had changed.
He no longer had the

your story of a society,”
he cried. “You are
alone, and you will find
yot that [ am a match
I for you."

Pedro Valdez tossed
away the c¢nd of his
cigarette,

“ Look at the door!"
he said.

Stephen Morison had
been sitting with his
back to the door of the
room. He swung round
in his chair, and then,
with a groan of terror,

“GOKER'S CATCH.”

Always on the look out for
something novel and interesting,
Frank Richards has written for
next Tuesday's * Magnet " a really
capital long complete story. sank against the table,

You will find that Coker is not with every particle of
such a bad chap after all. the small amount of
courage that he ever
had quite gone from
him.

(Another splendid
instalment of this
ceorial next week.)

desire to spend: the

moaey; he did not
Printed and published by the Proprietors at 23, Bouverie Street, London, England. Ayents for Australia: Gorlon & Golch, Ltd., Melbourne,
Bydney, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.Z.; for South Africa: Central News Agcncy, Cape Town, and Johannesbury ; -

Iperial News Co., Toronto.

Canada: The

Subscription, 7s. per annum.  Saturday. November 12th, 1320



No. 144. _ THE “MAGNET” LIBRARY. iid

FREE! FREE! FREE!

TIE-PIN, BROOCH, CHAIN, OR RING FREEY FOR BELLING 12 CARDS.

SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU.

i To advertise our new Series of lovely Xmas and New Year Cards, we offer every reader of this paper a
f handsome present absolutely FREE simply for selling or using 12 cards at 1d. each. Our lﬁlgauud

iu List conr.mnn over 200 new h‘.hmeludiug Ladies’ or nts’ Watches, Eleotric Tralns, This SD!ud.hl
; gs, Phonogra; El. al Furs, Roller Skates, Umbrellal.cin AERUPI.ANE
nnt.og_m 'J.‘o ul'nu ds, Accordeons, Air Guns, Steam Engines, -

Eto., which we are giving awa; ca JE* 3R 363 X
w giving a y:opurchaseﬂnl'our rds. ; WRITE

GIFTS FOR ALL

Al you need do is to send us your fall name and address (s posteard will do), and we will send you per returna
selection of Xmas and New Year Carde {lncludin, J numercus folding cards), heavily gold-mounted, beautifu ly
coloured and emnbossed, to sell or use at 1d. sach. Ure or vell what you can wihin 28 days, and we will reward you

ing to the list nd
S NoW. IT NEED NOT COST YOU A PENNY OF YOUR OWHN MONEY.

Send a Postoard to—
THE ROYAL CARD CO.

13 CARDS. _ (Dept. 21), ROYAL PARADE, KEW, LONDON.
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Every boy (and every boy's father) should send a postcard to us for a o
FREE COPY of “THE DIARY OF A DAISY BOY,”

Written by a man who knows boy nature thoroughly.

Sixteen pages of wholesome humour, happily illustrated, and in addition a §
*Manual of Arms,” ““A Few Hints on Shooting,” and * The Target and How

to Score.” Of course it tells about the Daisy Air Rifle, a *' real™ gun for boys,.

that furnishes endless amusement and at the same time gives that true training

and development of hand, nerve and eye that mukes for healthy, successful

manhood. The " Daisy' is modelled 2fter the latest hammerless rifle and

shoots accurately, using compressed air instead of powder. No swmohe, no

noise, and perfectly safe in the hands of any boy,

1000 SHOT DMSV. an Automatic meim Rifle . 'm;‘-

BEOO0 SHOT DAIS "

20TH CENTURY DAISY. Single Shot... ... o v e 8{3

Sold by Hardware and Spertin, Goods Dealers everywhere, or dellvered

free anyw here in Great Britain ard Iretand on receipt of price by—
WM. E. PECK & CO. (Department 8),
31 Bartholomew Ctose, LONDON, E.C.

BLUSHING.  |JAPANESE TRICK KNIFE.

1 o all m-. particulars of & pmod home trestment that quickly | You draw the knife across finger or nose, red blood appears on the blade.
:,RE,,‘E L, il ] ahrt.!lmg the spectators; the ,iem:e is removed, but no cut is seen. Post
o e g e g e I d. Agents wanted. —H. Lille & Co..26,Central House, Aldgate, E.

A wonderful list of Long, Complete Stories will be
contained in the

Grand Ghristmas Double Number

OF

“PLUCK,”

All Out this Week Adventure,

the Star Humorous,
L Authors, = — _— =e=  Ete, Etc.
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NEW NUMBERS ;S;..g:\ Now oN SALE
No. 136: Ne. 1372 No. 138 :
THE DIVIDING LINE. THE HIDDEN WILL REDCASTLE & CO.
A thn]img NEW Debe-"t '.'l‘l spe “j' A gplendid Tale of Nelson Lee, Detectiv A magnificent Tale of School Life
itten for * The Boys’ By MAXWELL 8(..()1']: By DAYID GOODWIN,
WORDS!

Splendid

.. Complete Stories
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Xmas Double Number

"PLUCK

Out "This "“Weelk.
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