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WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
BEOS0E0MNMMNEHNEE
CHAPTER 1.
Billy Bunter of St. Jim’s.
6 SAY, you fellows!”

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

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

Blake & €o., who were at their prep

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

musical accompaniment.

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

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

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

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

St. Jim’s had accepted him as Wally|

Bunter without a suspicion.

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

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

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

*1 say, you fellows!”

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

e met Bunter’s blink, and nodded

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

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

Dunter nodded.

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

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

‘" El‘?l’

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

“Bai Jove !”

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

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

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

“Oh, never mind Figgins

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

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

“Kerr was very pressing, too——'

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

“ Neahly, deah boy.”

*“Buck up. then!”

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

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

“Go ahead, old nut!” le replied

Bunter detached himself from the arm-
chair.

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

: He looked round for materials for a
re.

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

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

Bunter was not particular

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

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

“Good ' said  Ilerries, warming his
hands.

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

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

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

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

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

“You didn’t mind my using that rub-

bish for the five, Blake?”

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

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

“Bai Jove!”

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

The Terrible Three came in
cheery smiles—and paicels.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ahem!
Tom Merry.
eggs, and a cake.

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

grammar !’ he

with

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

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

satisfied.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That new














































