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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Blily Bunter’s Great Wheeze,
BD'B CHERRY came out of Btudy No. 13 in the Remove

passage at Greyfriars, and walked along the passage

whistling cheerily. Bob Cherry's whistle was loud

enough, if not particularly sweet; and wvolcea wera
hoard from some of the studias as he passed, requesting
him in far from polite terms, to “chuck it." Whereat
Bob Cherry whistled crescendo, till he srrived at the door
of 3tudy No. 1, where he ceased whistliny, and kicked at
the lower panels.

“ Halle, hallo, halle !" he exclaimed, as he tried the door,
;nd .*f::*lund that it would not open. ** What's the matter

aro !

There was no reply.

Bob Cherry, somewhat puzzled, pushed harder on the
door. It yielded an inch or two, showing that i1t was not
looked, and Bob became aware of a foot jammed against
it on the inside.

“ Halle, hallo! Why don't you open the door?” he
shoutad. ) . o

“0h, really, Cherry,” said a voice from within, *you
oan't come in, you koow."

“Why not1"

Mo, T8.

A Long, Complete
Tale of the
Greyfriars Chums.

— BY —

FRANK RICHARDS.

eefofoiotede

“ ¥ou see, you don't belong to this study now—" -
“ Wall, I suppose I can give you s look 1n if I want to?
exclaimed Bob, bestowing a sounding kick upon the door,
which made it groan again. * Open the door, you fat young

oyster, do you hear?” z
But Billy Bunter did not remova his foot from the door.
s i say, you know, you can't come in,”’ he said. “ Yoy

) .

I don’t see. Is Wharton there?

(4 % g [ 1]

i Eg:qgnt. or Inky?

% Then wheat are you doing that I mustn’t see?" exclaimed
Bob Cherry. * What little game are you up fo, Bunty 1"

“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

* Open the door!" )

“ You can't come in, you seo.’ )

Bob Cherry breathed bard through his nose.

It was only a few days since he had left No. 1 Study, and
had been transferred to INo. 13, at the other end of the
Remove passage. i

A certain amount of rivalry had somehow arisen betweon
the two studies, but still, that was no reason why Bob
Cherry shouldn't pay a visit to his old quarters if he wanted
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Bo Bob thought, Ile kicked at the door again, and again,
bt still the stubby koot within remalned jammed agninst
the door, and 1t did not epen. It vielded ancther inch or
two, bat that was all _

Ihere was a patter of feet 1n the passage, and Wun Lung,
the Chinese juinor, came scuitling along. He was Bob
Cherry’s study-mate in No. 13, wiéﬁ Muark Lanley, the lad
froin Laneashire, He stopped ws he saw how Bob was
engaged,

“No openi” he asked.

“Neo,” saud IBBob  wrathfully, “That yeung perpoise
Dunter has got his hoof agumnst the door. There's some-
tamg up, 1 suppose, but, of course, I'm going in.”

¥ What you tinkeel™ grinned Wun Lung. “Me open
door. What you tinkee ¥

He stooped down, close to the slit between the door and
the jamb, taking a pin from his sleeve. There was barely
reom to insert lus wrist in the opeming, but he contrived to
do 1f.  Bob Cherry grinned as ha watched him, He thought
that thily Dunter would soon he shifted now.

Wun Lung groped within with his slim fAngers, and there
was a sidbden roar in the study.

ir {:’_1" !!ll

Bob Cherry chuckled, and pushed at the door. There was
no longer any resistance. The doer flew open, and DBob
strode in.  Ihilly Bunter, with his spectacles nearly falling
off his fat little nose, was execuling a kind of dance on one
leg, and clasping the ankle of the other wath both handa,

“Ilalle, hallo, hallo! Anything the matter, Bunty 3"
asked Bob Cherry innccently, ns he watched the antics of
the fat junior.

“Ohw ! 1'm hurt! I"m bleedine to  death!™
Bunter! “Ow! You beast! ¥ah! Ow!”

“You'ro m:n.'l:m;i‘in jolly lot of row for a chap at death’s
door,” said Bob heartlessly. © For groodness’ sake expire
quictiy, and make a decent and respectable end. Now, why
were you teying {o keep me out, you grampus?™

He laoked round the study,

Bally Bunter, suddenly forgeiting that he was bleeding to
death, made a jump towards the table, and dragged o big
ahect of blotting-paper over some manuseript sheets that
lay there,

CtIlb—it was only a j-j-joke, Cherry,” he stammered. 1
didn’t really want to keep you out, you know.™

“Make an effort and tell the truth for onee, old chap,”
said Tiob, “ You'll find it easier than you think. ™

“ 0h, really, Cherpy—7—-™"

“What were you—— 1Ia, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter was extremely short-sighted, and although
he had covered the sheets with the blotting-paper, as r}:na
thouzht, he had left the end of one of them exposed to full
view,

And on that sheef, in big sprawling letters, Bob Cherry
réad the words:

"BUNTER'S WEEKLY.”
"“A MAGAZINE FOR THE AMUSEMENT, INSTRUC.

TION, AND GENERAL IMPROVEMENT OF ALL
FORMS3 AT GREYFRIARS SCHOOL.™

“Iia, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T ean see anything to cackle at,” grunted
Bunter peevishly. :

Bob Cherry roared with laughter, and Wun Lung doubled
up 1 a paroxysm of silent merriment. It seemed comical
to them that lly Munter's secret was staring them in the
Face, so to speak, under Dunter’s own eves, without the fat
junior being in the least aware of it

“What are you cackling at, vou silly assest’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

, really, Chorry——
Junter's Weekly "!"” roared Tlob Cherry. *“ Ha, ha,
ha! What has made you weakly, old chap? Under feed-
ing, I suﬂlmsc {5

Billy Dunter blinked down at the exposed sheet, and
uttercd an exclamation of disinay.

*0h, really, you fellows—"

A magazine for the goneral improvement of Greye
friars,”” gasped Fob Cherry  “1 can see Greyfriars being
improved by Dilly Bunter. Oh, my hat*

* Look here, Cherry, vou bopst—7

**Ha, ha, hal**

“You're not going to scoff that idea, anyway. It's my
idea—anyway, It's mine in a way. VYou see”” went on
Bunter, more confidentizlly, * when I was at 8t. Jim’'s, the
showed me a copy of & school paper they’ve got there, calle
*Tom Merry's Weekly,” and it rushed intoe my mind at onee
1.3 start a school paper here. Don't you think it's a ripping
1deq !

" Absclutely seorching.”

“I'm thinking of running ik on business lines,”’ explained
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Bunter. * All contributions to the paper to be paid for at
advertisament rates, and the name of the author appears on
the stuff. Every copy to be sold at a penny, and proceeds
to go to the editor for expenses.” )

**Are you going to azk me to be editori”

*Oh, really, Cherry——"

* Who, then—Wharton §"

“ Certainly not.”

" Inky

“¥You know jolly well that I shall edit the paper myself,
Bob Cherry. }‘l: requires @ [ellow of more than ordinary
abihity for a thing of that sort. As you’re not in our study
now, you won'l have a hand in it. But I'll tell you what,”
saul Bunter, 1n a burst of generesity, ** if you like to advance
the cash required for initial expenses, you shall have a hand
m 1t, and shall be made an honorary” sub-editor. 1 could
start the first number on five pounds.” _

1!“ Meke 1t five hundred,” suggested Bob Gherry sarcastics
ally.
‘yﬂh, really, Cherry! On zecond thoughts, I could make
five shilhngs de,”" said Bunter.

“ Omn third thoughts, vou might make it five penee.”

“Oh, really, Cherry! Say sixpence—for a coniribntion
of sixpence you can have your name on paper as
honorary sub-editor.” y :

“Thanks, I think I'll keep the sixpence. But this wheezs
of a school paper isn't a bad one,” said Bob Cherry thought»
fully. “The 1dea crossed my mind when Tom Merry was
over here, and he told me about his paper. I've a jolly
good mind to take it up.” i

“You've a _m!li-.r good mind to teke up my ilea! Lool
hare, Cherry !

“ My denr agg—="

“It's my wheezo.”

“Oh, I'll make you an honorary sub-editor ! chuckled
Cob. 'ﬁh'&l‘l’j. " Besides, as you have so politely and
delicately pointed out, I don't belong to this study now,
and 1t's open to me to borrow the wheezes from No. 1 Siudy
if 1 hke, Come on, Wun Lung, old cha{g. We'll start a
school paper, and call it the ' Wun Lung Weekly." "

“ What you tinkee ?'”

“Lock here, Diocbh Cherry——" )

Gut Bob EhErrfY end the little Chinee were gone. Billy
Bunter Blinked atfter them, ond then blinked at the heading
of * Bunter's Weekly.”

“The beast!" he murmured. Ill—
I'll-me Tallo 1™

Three juniors came into the study—ITarrg Wharton, the
captain of the Remove, Frank Nugent, and Hurres Jamses
Liam Singh, otherwizse known as ' Inky.” Wharton hurled
his ¢cricket-bat into a corner,

“Tea!" he szald.

“Tea!" said Nugent. :

“Tea! said Hurree Jamset Eoam Sinzh

"I say, you fellowg-—-""

“Tea!” roarad three voiees together.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
No Contrlbutors.

BILLY BUNTEE. blinked at the chums of Neo. 1 Study.

“T won't atand it!

He had intenced to keep his great idea dark tili the
first number of the school paper was sketched out, and
all ready for the first contributions, when he hoped
to spring it on the Remove, and gather in a harvest of small
silver by means of his original idea of making contributors
Ea}' for the publication of their stories. DBut there was the
eading of * Dunter's Weekly " plain for all to see.
“ What on earth have you got the table lumbered up
with this rubbish for "' demanded Harry Wharton. " Don't
vou know it's past tea-time?"

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE]

Just publicshed, & new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and ﬂ:plﬂ:llli-:g
bow every man snd woman can obtain robust heanlth
perfect development by exercise,

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free,
Addreas: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURLEIGH STREET,
BTRAND. LONDON, W.C.

A Splendid Talae of Wharton &
plnncl the Puplls of House, o




Are you ill, Billy ?" asked Nugent sympathetically.

FIE?  No

“The esteemed Bunter must be rather rocky somewhere,”
remarked the Nabob of Dhaunipur. * ke has actually for-
gotten the time of o meal! It is marvellowsful I

*Oh, really, Inky—"

“What's this rot?"” asked Frank Nugent, staring af the
Leadline on the sheet of manuscript, ** Bunter's 'ﬁ'i."fﬁ]i]_}' ¥
What the—— Who the—— How the—""

“‘ Bunter's Weekly'! Ila, ha, ha!”

““Ha, ha, ha! Tha Inughfulrmﬁs ia terrifie, Ha, ha, ha 1M

1 zsay, you follows——""

“f Dunter's Weekly 1" pasped Nugent, holding it up.
magazine for the——""

‘ Amusement, instruction, and general improvemept—

i‘Ia‘, ha, ha !” gaspod Wharton.

“Of all the estecmed Ferms at Greyiciars!” pgrinned
Hurree Singh.

Billy Bunter blinked at them indignantly.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's a jolly good idea to start o school paper,” growled
Biily Bunior. *['m just the chap to edit one, too. You
want a poworful intellect and a wide grasp of all sorts of
subjects to be a suceessful editor. That’s just where I come
out strong. If you fellows like fo put down your names
a3 honorary sub-editors, I can let you have the positions
for the moderate charge of five shillings.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"?

“ Oh, do stop cackling ! Blessed if I can ses anything to
cackle at | Bob Cherry has just been hers, and he has boned
the idea. Ic's going to start a school papor himseif.
you chaps were decent enough to stand by o chap i YOuT
own study, you'd snatch him baldheaded, and jelly zoon
Etﬂ'F him,"

“"Oh, rats! Lot's have fes,"

“I've no time to think of tea now,” said Billy Bunter
Ioftily. "“*I'm not onc of the chaps who spond their whole
time in thinking about their meals, like some chaps 1 could
name. I've had a snack while I was drawing up the lead-
1n%_ article of the * Weekly,” and I don't want any tea.”

Tho threo juniors stared at him.

“You don’t want any tea?”

. No. I could do with some, but I can't bother about
it now,” said Bunter. “Now, I shall want contributions
for the first number of the *Weekly." All contributions
have to be paid for by the contributor at thoe rate of a
shilling a ¢olumn, Would you fellows like to put your
names down first 7"

¥ No, thanks."” .

" Tho prico will probably be raised later. There is bound
to be 2 rush on the spaece of this splendid, up-to-date, and
widely circulated paper—ahom ! upon this paper which will
shortly bo Wi[]ﬁ-l;' circulated, I moan. ei’'d better not
miss the chanes.’

“I'd rather see that we don't miss tea., Get that rubbish
off the table."

“I'va fnished with the table. Now that Cherry knows
sbout the paper, I shall have to get it fixed up as soon as
I can,” satd Bunter. “I'm going round canvassing for
contributors. Sure you fellows wouldn't lLike to come in
on the ground floor?”

W duite sure, thanks.'

“Well, I'll be off. I think you're missing & big chanco,
but it's your own look-out."

And Eilly Bunter gathered up the scribbled sheets, and
left the study. The chums of No. 1 burst into a laugh.

““Bo this iz tne latest,” grinned Nugent; * Bunter as an
editor! Ha, ha, ha!”

“1t's not a bad idea about the paper, though,” said Harry
Wharton thoughtfully, " A school paper 15 a jolly good
iden, and wo might make something ﬂl! ik’

“Thoe goodiulness of the esteemed idea is terrific.”

“ Bunter’s taking it jolly seriusly to miss his fea over
it,” erinnod Nugent. “I'm not going to miss mine.”

Ho pulled opon the door of the cupboard where the study
provisions were kept.

“Hallo! Have vou moved the things?"

# No; they'ro there.™

 They'ro not.”

“ Voe, thera’s the ham, and the cold beef, and {the hard-
boiled eggs—"

“They're gone!”

“The cold pudding, and the cale—"

¥ Gona M

“ The bananas—"

“ Grone I

“ Then what on carth iz laft?"

¢ MNothing ' roarcd Nugent.

# Phew ! Bunter said he had had a snacl,™

“MNo wonder he didn’t want his tea,” howled Nugont.
#The young wolf has scoffed the lot. Now what are we
going to do? It's too late for tea in Hall™

Harry Wharton laughed,

“ We shall have to get it in some othor study, I suppose.
Whore can wa invite ourselves 77"

THe MAGNET—ThH.

NEXT

WEEK :

[ 14
4

“THE GREYFRIARS BUN FIGHT.”

EVERY
TUESDAY,

The “ Magmet ™

LIBRARY.

DNE
HEL-FFIHH"'TT

“Bhall we give Bob & turn?”

“ Good idea ™

There was nothing clse to be done, Dunter had doubtlese
taken & seriez of snacks while he was engaged upon the
planning of the first number of * Bunter's Weekly.™ At all
events, the enpboard was bare, and thers was hardly a
cramb Joft for the chuwms of No. 1 Study, who had comoe
in very sharp set from cricket practice.

The threo chums left No. 1, and hurried along the Romove
passago. Bob Cherry's new study was at the other end.
Eilly Bunter was standing in the doorway eof Bulstrode's
study, and they heard him speaking in persuasive fonres as
thay came along.

“I say, Bulstrode, you know, it's the chance of a lifetima.
You get your name In print as an author, and you never
know what that may lead to. I've heard that big London
oditors sometimes look over school magazines in search of
new talent. This may bo the making of you. You may
have powers you'vo never suspected, a3z an anthor or a poet.
Everything goes in at a shilling a column, poetry or prose.”

“You voung asa!”

¥ Oh, really, Bulstrode! Couldn't you write a poern about
the Spanish Armada, or a story about Nelson--something
stirring and patriotic, you know? Patriotism is awiluwll
popular just now. 1 am sure you could if you tried, an
you musl admit that & shilling & column isn't much,”

“Gel out!Y

“Ves, I'm just going: but don’t you think you could
manage a poom=—say, at sixpence a column? I can offer
vou redoaced rates, as I am sure it will be a ripping poom,
and improve the circulation of the magazine. Ur would
vou like to advertise white rabbits for sale? You could
shove it in at the same ret: as poctry.'

W Are you going, you howling ass?"

“ Yes coertainly, but—— OL”

. A big volume whizzed through the air, and smobe the fat
junior on the chest, ] .

He reelod out of the study, with o gasp like escoping
stcam, and plumped into the arms of Iarry Wharton.

“Ow " he gasped. * The besst! Bulstrede, you rotter!
Ow! I'm bhurt! Thank vou, Wharton! Ow! Legkol
Lemmy ear alone !

Wharton was fastening finger and thumb on Dunter’s fak
ear. The junior squirmed.

“ What have you done with the grub?" demanded Harry.

“Ow! I've eaten it, of coursn! Wow! I was hungry,
and I had to have 8 znack to keep up my strength for my
litorary -work., Yow!™

Billy Bunter wriggled out of Wharton's grasp, and rubbed
his crimsoned car ruefully.

"1 sav, yvou fellows—' ]

“0Oh, seat! We're poing to get sﬂmrza’grub with Dob
Cherry. DBlessed if I know why the Head couldn’t take
you out of the study instead of Bob." -

“Oh, roally, Wharton ! I say, yvou fellows, if you're going
tu tea w tth Cherry, T'll join you. I'm feeling pretty

uUngry.

Aﬁd}r}jiﬂ Buntoer, leaving his canvassing for contributors
over for the present, followed the chums of the Romove
towards No. 15, Harry Wharton tapped and triod the door,
but it was locked. A cheery voice was heard within.

“ Iallo, halle, hallo! Who's there "

“We are! Have you had tea
“Yes, long ago”

“ ot anything left?™

“ Mot o crumb.’’

“Ratz! You might lof o fellow in, anywav"™

“Caa't be did. I'm busv'—g(:itingr out the first number of
my new paper, * Cherry’s Weekly,' "

“*YWhat ! roared Dunter. Y Your new paper! My new
paper! Yah! Beast! You've boned my idea! Yah!™

“ Dien't interrupt me, Bunter, with that row. Burcly ven
koow that an editorizl office ought to be gquict and undis-
turbed. Yoo will make my leeding article rocky."

¥

“Yah!" roarcd Bunter, througn the kovhole, ' It's my
wheeze! Yah '

“Oh, get away!™

“Yah! It's my idea! You've bonad it! Wah!"

“You can coniribute to the paper, if you like. 1 aceept

all contributions at the reasonable rate of a shilling &
column, either poetry or prozc. After to-day an cxtra
charge will be made for poctry, so yvou had belter closa at
once,”"

“Y¥ah ™

Wharton and hiz friends retreated, laughing heartily,
Whether Bob Cherry was in cnrnest or not, Lhey did nob
know, but Billy Bunter wasz boiling with indignation. Ha
villad and roared through the kevhole, and DBeb Cherey
goon ceased fo roply: and Puntor desisted at last.

“The beazt!' he muttered.  “I'l jolly well mess up
his precious *Cherry's Weekly © for him. Cherry, you mtt&w,

A Eplondld Tale of Hap
and the Pupils aof

Wharton 8 Co.
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open this deor. Look here, I'll go into partnership with
you, il you like. If you care to stand the expense, I'll edit
thﬂﬁfﬂg@r for nothing, and only have two-thirds of the
profits,

Thera was no reply to this generous offer. Billy Banter
kicked at the door, but there was no reply to that either,
exceph o subdued chuckle, which he recognised as Wun
Tamg'a, But sudidenly a new expression came over Bunter's
face. Since Bunter had developed his powers as a ventrilg-
quist, he had succeeded in wmany a little jape, for though
maet of the lower school knew what he could do, they were
not always prepured for it. And as & ventriloguist and an
mtator of voices, Biliy Bunter was certainly very clever.
As o rale, it was safe to take, az Beb Cherry put it, a
hundred per cent. off his statements of what he could do;
but there was one thing he could do, and do well, and that
was ventriloguism.

He walked away very noisily dewn the passage, and thers
was 4 chuckle in No. 13 as the juniors there heard him go.
Bunter grinned, and stole back on tiptoe, and opened fhe
dear of the box-room at the end of the sassnge, which was
only hall a dozen paces from the deor cdl- No. 13. Thiz was
to make all rendy for o sudden retreat. Then he tapped
at the door of No. 13

** Hallo, open this door!”

Bob Cherry jumped up from his table. For it was the
voice of Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire, his study-
mate, and Bob Cherry made haste to open the door.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Is Not to ke Taken In.

o OME in, kid!" said Bob Cherry, as he threw open

tite door of the study. * We're busy, and youn can

help. We're Hallo, hallo,
hallo 1

Bob Cherry stared into the passage. T was 'Elnj}t-j'-

The juntor gazed up and down, greatly puzzled. Mark
Linley was not the fellow to play a trick of that sort on
him, and he wondered where the junior from Lancashire
had got to.

He closed the door of the study and locked it again, and
gat down at the table. The table was littered with papers,
and the floor was pretty thickly strewn. BRob Cherry was
hard at work.

The fellows in the Remove seemed to expect No. 13 to
keep its end up ageinst No. 1, and the new (o. had soon
fallen into the way of it. The tdea of a school paper, pub-
lishedd in No. 13 before No. 1 had time to take it up,
appealed very strongly to Bob Cherry.  He had szet to work
at once, ably seconded by Wun Lung, and the result was
that scribbled shects lay all over the studv. The table, the
floar, and the shelf were all ecovored by this time, and abont
half the shects were crumpled up, Bob being dissatisfied
with them. The new paper had cost a considerable sum
in foolscap already, but the young editor was too enthu-
siastic to even think about that.

“ Blessed if 1 can get on with this leading article '
gfuntjfﬂ Biob Cherry. ** Listen to this, kid, and stop grin-
ning !

“HM-:a listen."

“*We have the honour of presenting the first number of
*Cherry’s Weekly ' to an expectant public. We trust that
the first number will be received—""

“Hallo, halle, hallo ™

Tap!

“Qpen the door. Boh "

It was Marlk Laniey’s veoice again.

“Go away ! roared Bob, * That door’s not going to be
opencd.  You should have come in when you had the
chance."

And he went on reading.

“{We trust that the first number will be received with
approbation by onr vast and numerous circle of readers, and
that they will—""

Tap! Tap!

e F-en this door I

My hat! It's Queleh I

Dol Cherry made one bound to the door, and threw it
open.

Then he blinked in amazement at the empty passape.

There was no one to be seen, Yet Bob Cherry had plainly
heard the familiar, metallic tones of the master of the
Romova,

“M-m-m-my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. * What do you
think of that, kid?"’

starling a new

Wun Lung grinned.
““Me savvy ! Buntel ;‘:Jla:.'ee thek 1

“How deo you mean?
“ Ventliloguist 1"
“0Oh! Fancy my not thinking of that before,” said Dobh
savagely, slamming the door, * But I was hall-expecting to
Tup MaicyeET—T76.
NEXT
WEEK :

“THE GREYFRIARS BUN FICHT.” 2hd the

see Quelch, you know, because I haven't shown up some lines
he |:u,rt.iuujurlj' wanted to see by tentime. How can a cha
do lines when he’s editing a paper, I'd like to know " He
locked the door. ' That door's jolly well going to stop
shut now, whoever comes to it !

And Bob Cherry sat down at the table again, and picked
& the rough draft of the leading article of the school paper.

ere were a good many rough drafts erumpled up on the
floor already.

“1And that they will appreciate our efforts
grudge the small sam of one penny, which will
& copy of the new paper.’” That sounds all right?'

“ Allee lightee 1 ‘

““ f Contributions may be submitted to the Editorial
Uﬁjm, Na. 13, Remave Passage. All contributions must be
written on both sides of tl.he PP ﬁnlly-' s ]

Tﬂgs tap! A hand tried the handle of the door outside.

Bob Cherry glared at the door.

“{Go away !"” roared the amateur editor.

“ Open the door!™

It was the Remove-master’s voice.

" But Bob Cherry, of course, was not to be taken in this
118,

“ Cut off, you ass!" Le shouted.

“* What 1"

“* et away !

* Cherpy 17

“Oh, go and eat coke !

“ Are you insane, Cherry?

T RE'I;.L‘:I 1.!::

The handle was rattled furiously.

“Open this door! Upon my word! Cherry, open this
door, or—or I will have you punished saverely "

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Go and cat goke !’

“Do you know who I am, Cherry?"

“Ha, ba, ha! Rather! It's becausze I know who you ara
that I'm not going to let you in, fathead!"

“* What 1" ]

“0Oh, run sway and play!" =said Bob Cherry impatiently,

and not
pu rehasa

Open this door at once !V

“Ei'n;; wsy. (o and eat coke! Go and chop chips! Buzz
offt I'

* Bay, open this door I

“Rats 1"

“Open this deor at onee!™

* More rats!”

““I=1I think you must be ineane, Charry. Before T report
this extraordinary conduct to the Doctor, T will give you one
more chance. 1 command you to open this dor! I have
come to see about tha imposition you have not shown up, as
directed by me. Will you open this deor instantly, Cherry,
or will you not i

“ Doesn’t he glo it wonderfully "7 grinned Bob Cherry. 1
should really think it was Queleh talking, you know, if 1
didn’t know how well that young bounder c¢an imitate a
chap’s voice.™

“*Wiil vou open this door or not?™

(X ] Nﬂtl !!:I

“ Hov, what does thiz mean?®"

Bob Cherry rose 1:;'4.1i13‘f£1?'l from the table, and took up the
inkpot. Wun Lung watchad Wim with a grin.

“Look here! whispered Bob., " I've had encugh of his
old buck! ¥ou unlock the door quietly, and whisk it open,
kid, and I'll bung the ink in his chivvy before he has time
to d?dg&! See? I think, perhaps, he'll let usz slone after
that."”

“Ha, ha! Mo savey 1"

“ Quick, then !

The juniors stepped quietly to the door. Wun Luﬂg
silently turned the key, and Bob Cherry ratsed hiz han
with the inkpeot in it, and stood ready to hurl the contents
at the troublesome individual outside the door.

Y Now, then!”

The deor whisked open.

Bob's arm swept through the air, and the stream of ink
ghot full upon the figure outside. There was a shout.

Oh! I?]’HJII my word I’

Bob Cherry staggered back into the study,

“My only hat! I1t's Quelch!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Wrong Man!
MR- QUELCH, the master of the Remove, stood in the

doorway, petrified. His gown and his face were

liberally splashed with ink, for the inkpot had been
: full, and Bob had expended the whole of the contents
mn that dexterous throw. _

The Form-master's aspect would have been comical to in-
different eves, but Bob Cherry did not see anything funny
in 1it. He was overcome with horror at what he had done.
He staggered back into the study, and caught at the tabla
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for iau]ipnft, his ayes fastened in & sort of fascinated staro
“E?H IH ]::!1’!53' faco of the Bemove-master.
aién 2

Wun Lung, with a gasp of terror, sguirmed under the
table, and stayed there. Mr. Quelch was speechless for
some moments.

He found his voice at last.

“ Boy, are you mad?

“ O, air, e

* Cherry, you—you must bs insane! VYon—yon have
assaulted me, your Form-master! You will be expelled for
this, sir—expelled! Hxpelled!"” roared Mr. Qualck, his
aﬁEEr rizsing, ‘' Yes, sir, expelled from Greyiriara for this
unheard-of outrage !

“0Oh, gir, I'm sorey! I—"

.1 dare say you are sorry, Cherry! I have no doubt of
it. But vou will be sorrier wvet, shortly!” roared Mr.
Quelch., ™ Yea, air "

“ But I—I—J1—"

“Me solly, too!” piped Wun Lung, blinking out from
undar the table. “ Me no tinkee——"

“I'm awfully sorry, sir! You see——-"

Y Not a word 1" Mr. Queleh dabbed the ink from his fuce
with hia handkerchief. *“ Not a word, Cherry! 1 to
the Head to report this matter. Prepare yourself to f%(f]ﬂw
me there ! Vou will be expelled !”

*Oh, sir, I—I didn’t know it was vouI"

“ Do not attempt to excuse yourself by falsehood, Cherry !
You know my voice; you knew it was [! Not a word!”

“ Put, really, sip—"

“ Enongh 1

Mr. Quelch stalked away in & towering passion, as was
natural under the cireumstances.

EBob Cherry drepped helplessly into a chair, and gazed
at Wun Lung, who put his head out cautionsly from under
the table, and gazed back at him.

] —

“M-omemy only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. * Fancy it
being Quelch! 'This is all the fault of that fat young
villain Bunter! It was he at first.”

* Atlee light [ )

* Quelch will report this to the ITead. My hat! I shall
be kicked out! e won't lisien to reason,” groaned Toh
Cherry. ** All through starting to edit a rotten school
paper, It was a rotten idea at the start. What on earth do
we want with a rotten school paper. You might have had
more g2nse, Ywun Lung, really.”

un Lung stared, ns well he might,

“What you talkee? Msa!"

“ ¥es, you! What did you want to start a rotten paper
for "' growled Bob Cherry. *It's all through that piffle.”

*Me no staltes! You staltea!™

*(h, don't begin to argue about it now. The mischief’s
\']l:I-I'IE!,?ml:r“'ﬂj. Iallo, hallo, hallo! What do you follows
want I

Beveral Removites were gathoring round the door. They
glared in on Bob Cherry with expressions of amarement,
mingled with admiration.

“Well, you did slang him a treat,” said Bulstrode. * But
;.;'hat ?211 earth made you do it? You mwust have known he'd

o wild.”

“ And slamming the ink on his chivvy, too !I'* said Skinner.
““It was all right as a jape. But that sort of thing mcans
the sack.”

“Yes, rather!” remarked Ogilvy., “Blessed if I can
understand vou, Nob Chorry. Were you particularly anxious
to be kicked out of Greyfriars?™

“Oh, dry up, you dummies!” growled Bob crossly. 1
didn’t know it was Quelch, of course !

Bulstrode shook his head.

“That won't wash " he remarked. * You know his toot.”

“Yes; draw it mild, Charry !

“1 thought it wasa DBunter imitating his voico!” howled
tho exasperated Bob. “ Can you understand now

“Ha, ha, ha?’'

“Thare's nothing to laugh at, you rotters I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“MNo good telling that to Queleh, I'm afraid," said
Skinner, wiping his ey s, “You'd better confess you've
bean drinking, and—""

“ O, shut up !

“What's the row here?’ asked Harry Wharton, coming
into the study. * Qualeh has just gope past Moo 1 like &
whirlwind, with ink all over his face."

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarod Bulstrode.

Bob Cherry explained. Harry Wharton did not laugh. It
was funny enou ]1TJ in a sense, buot he realisad how serious
it was for Llab, E(.r“lﬂﬂﬂ Mr. Quelch could be made to beliave
that Bob had acted in mistake, it was certain expulsion for
the unfortunate junior. And it was useless for Bob ouly
to explain. Without being unnsturally suspicious, Mr.
Quelch might regard the explanation az a cock-and-bull
story. It would be necessary to adduce proof—and Haurry
know that. There was only one way—through Bunter,

" Mice state of affairs, ain't it?"” groaned Bob Cherry.
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“I'm going to be expelled—all throush that fat young
oyster and Eis rotten scﬁuul aper.”’

* Bunter will have to n:'mf '

*Catch him '™

“ He'll have to—and prove it, too.
want, young Green

Green, of the Third Form, waz pushing his way through
I:h:ﬂ:d-:;mwd in the Ramove passage. e put his head into Liq
skudy,

* Cherry's wanted.”

 Who wants him "

“The Head.”

“Oh! Where!"

 Head's study., He's to come at once. ™

And Green walked away whistling, apparently uncon-
corned by the exeitement in the Remove.  The juniors
ceasod fo laugh as Bob Cherry rose, with a very gloomy
aexpression on hia face.

' 1 shall have to go,"” he remarked.

ain to Queleh.”

Mallo! What do you

1 say, this i3 rotten,”” szaid Wuwent anxiously. * We
zhall have to get round Quelchy somehow.”

“The rottenfulness is terrific.”

“We'll make Bunter clear it up,” zaid Wharton. * Does

anvioady know whera tho young rotter is:”

“ Hiding himself, of cours2"

“ ¥You fellows hunt for hiny; he's got to be found."”

“ Raght-ha!" said Hazeld-ne, * Seatter up and down the
passage, you chaps; Buanter cun't be far o7

Bob Cherry wont to the door. Harry clappod him on the
shoulder.

“ Keep vour pecker up, Doh.
and own up to the lHead.™

Bob Cherry nodded gloomaly.

Al right, old chap.”

And he went his way to the IMead’s study. Harey
Wharton and his chums jeined in the search for Bunter,
Altheugh Neo. 1 and No. 13 had become rival studies, the
ol fricndship was just the sama at Lbottom, and Whuarlon
meant to leave no stono unturned to save Dob from the
consequences of hia unfortunate mistalee.

Bob Cherey made his way slowly and heavily to the Head's
study. IHe knew what to expect there, and he waz In no
hurry te faco 1f,. He could imrdi_}' expeet his explanation
to be believed, umnless it was backed up by Bunter—porhaps
not then. And he knew Bunter too wall fo expect him to
run the slightest risk for anybody clse’s zalke. DBob Cherry
folt that all was lest; and his heart was heavy as he tapped
at tho door of the Head's study.

“ Come in!"”

e, Locke's wvoica waz unuspally deesp and stern. Bob
Cherry felt o fresh sinking at che hoarr, a3 he opened the
door and went in.

Dr. Locke fixed his eyes upon the junior. Mr. Quelch

I'll make Dunter come

was in the study, his face still blotched with the ink. His
ayes were ghlinting.

Y Cherey 1" Dr. Locke’s voies was like o knife. I have
heard & most astounding complaint from Mre. Qualch, [lave

vou anvthing to say, any defence to make, before T decide
to expel yvou from thoe school for an assault upon a Form-
mastar ¥ ]

“Yoopas, zir. I—I—I'm sorrv—or

“That is not to the point. You are naturally sorr
that you are face to face with tha consequences ¢
ruffianly action.”

Y Tt—it was o miztake, siv™

“What "

“I—I didn't know it was Mr. Qualch, sir"

“ Wonsense ! said the Remova-masler. T had spoken to
him, through the door, o dozen times or more, Dr. Locke."

Yoz, sir, but—bhut——""

**Do you mean to say that you did not know Mr., Quelch's
vaice, Cherry "

**Yas, gir, but=—Dbut=but I thought it wae another chap
pmitaking his voiee, sir”

““ Indeed ! Extraordinary! What other boy "

Tob Cherry was silent.

*Come, CUherry!  You say that another boy had tha
uatuuuding imperkinence to imitate 3Mr. Quelch—for if he
had not done so, you could not suppose that when Mr.
Quelch apoke it was this tuitaior.”

“ Yeos, sir."

“ Who was the bhoy *

Tha junior did net speak. e roalized that by doing so
he might gat Bunter into serious trouble,
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“ ¥You cannot answer, Cherry "

“I—I—I'd rather not, zir.”

“That is not the question. I order you to do so. If
there is any truth in your extreordinary statement, I must
see the bey and question him,” )

There was silence again. Tt was broken by a sound of
hurried footsteps in the passage without. And then a heavy

body crashed against the door of the lHead's study, and it
was burst open.

e W Rl

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Close Shave for Bob Cherry,

” HERE'S Dunter 1
&F B‘Il]'llfﬂ.r !11
“Have yvou scen him 77

] * Where is the fat young bounder 1
Bunter! Bunter! Bunty! Bunter!”
The Removites were sprezding up and down the pass

and the stairs, and into the studies, in scarch of the fat
junior.

Wharton looked into the box-room at the end of the
passage. Several other juniors had looked into it, without
SeeIng 3"&'5-5‘““? of Bunter, But Harry's secarch was
ﬂ'lm‘ﬂﬂﬁ‘h- He looked carefuliy round the rocom, and dis-
covered a fat leg and foot pratruding from behind a trunk
i a corner. Ile promptly leid hold of the ankle, and gave
it o powerful jark.

There was a yell behind the trunk.

“Ow! Hold on—1 mean leggo!™

“ Come cut, you voung duffer !

. POh, reslly, Wharton, I—I'm coming! I—I was only
just mkmf a2 rest. T wasn't trying to hide myself.”

“I;ﬂﬂk wiere, Bunter, you've got to go to the Head, and

“I'm sinccrely sorre, but I've got to speak to a chap

downsiuirs,” said Billy Bunter hurriedly, and ho scuitled
townrds the door.

" Btop him, Nugoent "
Frank pgrasped the fat junior and swung him back.

Bunter blinked nervously af the chums through his big
speotacles,

" 1 zay, you fellows, I—I'm in a hwrry, and—"
Whartan grasped him by the shoulder.
“You know very well what's happened, Buuter; you

must have heard Mr. Quelch talking to Bob Cherry through
the study door—""

“I-I didn’'t— Ow! Teggo my ear, Nugent! T—T
mean, suppose 1 did *" said Bunter, squirming. “ You see,
I couldn't x'erl?l' well interrupt; it’s not forin to interrupt a
master when he's jawing., Dob Charry is an ass. It's not
my fault.”

“You've got to po to the Head, and own up.”

“I've got nothing to own up to. I haven't done any-

H‘tiug,”
About imitating Mr. Quelch’s voice, and taking Bob
Chorry in, and causing him to make that misteke.”

“Oh, really, Wharton, it wasn’t my fault! Besides, I
can't] Queleh would be waxy.”

“¥You should have thought of that before yvon played
tricks,”” said Wharton grimly, ** Come along.”

" Ow—where 1

“To the Head's study.”

Billy Dunter wriggled spasmodically as Wharton swung
his out of the box-room into the passage, with & grip on his
collar there was no escaping.

“I—I—I say, Wharton! I'd rather not go. It doesn't
matter if Cherry is expelled—— Ow! Let my ear alone!
Look here, I'm not going. I won't own up! 1 won't say &
word 7

" Look here, Bunter, vou can’t he a dirky little cad! You
must go and own up, and gel Bob off. 1 you get licked,
that isn’t 50 sericus as Bob being expelled.”

“Ten't 1t3" exclaimed DBilly %uu[‘er wrathfully,
jollv sight more serious foar me, I can tell you 1™

“Come along I

Billy Bunter strugegled, but he was whisked along, and
down the stairs, in next to no time. His struggles redoubled
s5 he was dragged along to the Head's study.

“T won't go in!" he roored. " You—vou're a2 robien
sneak ! You can't give me away to the Head! Lebt me
alone 1™

H¥es lot him alone,’” said Duletrode, who was with the
crowd of juniors who wern following. * ¥You've no right
to 551;& him away, Wharton, M he deeso’t chooze to own

“It'z a

Wharton turned on him with blazing eyas,

“Tie vou think I'm going to stand by and see Bob Cherry
expolled, then ¥

“You've no right 4o sneak.”
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TWharton's
He turned his back en

“T say, you fellows, Bulstrode's guite right.
a beast| Rescue! Ow!” 1

Wharton released the fat junior,
Bulstrode.

" Now, Bunter, I won't force you to go—hold on! If you
don't go into the Head’s study of your own accord, Tl
go in and tell him, and you’ll be sent for. You can take
your choice," -

“ 0Oh, really, Wharton, I suppose I had better go in, but

* That's right—come on! Don’t be a cad!
most likely you won't get a licking.
your part.”’ .

“ Well, ves, that’s so," said Funter, a little more coms
fortably., * Of course, 1 suppose I nug'ht to own up, too—I
I mean, of course I'll own up. It's the manly thing to do,
and I should have thought of it myself, i you hadn’t
rushied me so. You feel sure thot I sha'n't get & licking.'

“1 dare say you won't.”

“Iere, that's not good enough. T won't go—I—" :

Dut Wharton, losing patience, gave him a push, and senf
him spinning on. gla crashed against the Head's door,
with a force that sent it flying open, and Billy Bunter,
losing his footing, rolled into the study.

Dir. Locke started to his feat.

“ Bless my soul! What is thal ¥

“0w! I'm hurt ™

Besides,
It was only a joke on

“ Punter! Wharton——"

“If you please, sir, Bunter has come to confess,’ said
Harry.

“ Confess! What ¥

“ About the mistake he caused Cherry to make, sir. Dr
L'D'Cl{ﬂ 55 Wﬂi‘tiﬂg "f-l:ln'[' ¥ou tor exij.iu,in.l B-i: }l-_”

“Ow! I'm hurt! Ow!"

“ Get up, Bunter 1™

“ Yes, wir.” Bunter scrambled to his feet. *I've had
such a fearful shock, sir, that I can’t remember anything
that occurred, sir.”

“ Bunter, what do vou know about this matter ?"

“ Nothing, sir,”” said Bunter prompily. “ 1 wasn't in the
bow-room when Mr, Quelch was talking to Cherry through
the door, sir, and I didn't hear him say anything. In fact,
I didn’t know he was there.”

“* Whera were yvou, then "

“In the box—— I mean, I forget, air.”

“* Bunter, you are not felling the truth!"™ thundered Dr.
Ln::ka;:. in o voice that made Billy Bunter jump clear of the
G TR,

"ﬂﬂ-ﬁ-nu}h, eir! T always tell the truth, sir. I was brought
up very sfrictly, sir. I've never told a whopper in my lLife,
giT. My father always used o lick me when I t.-:.uici’ one,
s

“ Bunter, have you been imitating Mr. Quelch’s voice, to
lead Cherry to suppose that it was his Form-master speak-
ing to him outside his study, when it was really yvourself ¥

i No, sir! Certainly not, eir. ] wouldn't think of =zuch
a thing. I couldn’t imitate Mr. Quelch’s voice, sir. DBesides,
Cherry ought to hove known that it was Mr. Quelch epeaking
the zecond time. I should have known.”

“The second time! Then it was you speaking the Eret
time *" exclaimed the Head.

“Yes, sir—I—I mean, no, sir. I wamn't speaking at oll—
in fact, I wasn't on the spot. I was fecling so eleepy, sir
that I was taking a hittle enooze in the box-room, and 1
didn’t know anything about the matter till long afterwards.”

““What! It did not happen ten minutes agol” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

“ [—I—I mean, sir, I—J—[—"

“You are felling falschoods, Bunter,” said Dr. Locke
gternly. ""‘_‘i’mu have ocontradicted vourself soveral times
already.”

“{'.khjlr no, €ir. that's all, sir,
You ree 24

“ T wish justice to ba done,” said Dr. Locke, “If I had
reason to believe that Cherry really thought & trick wus being
played upon him by 2 mischieveus Jumor, and did not know
that he was throwing the ink at Mr. Quelch, it would make
a great differonce.”’

“ Certainly,” said Mr, Queleh. T should be far {rom
wishing fo punish severely 2 mistake, however careless. An
imposttion would meet the case” :

“ Exactlv. Now, Dunter, tell me the fruth, and if I am
satisfied that vour explanation is veracicus, I shall not

unish you in any way." .
P “Why didn't you

Wou don't understand,

“Oh!" osaid Billy, gasming with relief.
sny that at ficst, sir? I can remember exactly what hap-
sencd now, sir. I wanted Cherry to open the door, sir, so
i imitated Mr. Queleh’s voice—I'm an awfully good ventrilo-
quist, sir, and I can Imitate voices a treat—and—and then
Mr. Quelch came along, end I thought he would be waxy,
go 1 bunlked—I wmean, 1 elithered into the box-room,
gir—"
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“ And when T epoke at the door, Cherry naturally imagined
that it was you speaking again!” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“¥os, siv, He wae an awful ass, sir”’

“Ahem! If vou imitated Mr, Quelch’s voice then, you
can do sa now, as a proof that you are felling the truth,”
said Dr, Locke. "I am afraid that I cannot place the
slightest reliance on any statement you make without corro-
borative evidence, Buntar,”

“Yes, sir. I can imitate any voice that's a hittle out of
the common, sir-—anything that has any characteristic a
follow can grasp, I mean. Mr. Quelch has a sort of raspy
sound in his voice that makes it easy—-""

Mr. Quelch turned pink as he heard a suppressed chuckle
from the passnge.

“ That will do, Bunter,” said Dz Locke hurriedly.

“ Yeg, gir, I'Il give vou the imitstion with pleasure, sir.*
And Bunter reproduced Mr. Quelch’s voice with s¢ much
fidelity that the Head starfed. * Now, then, what are you
juniors doing there? Get to your studies at onco.”

Thers was a sound of seuttling feet in the passage.

Ho faithful was the imitation that the crowd outeide really
believed that it was Mr, rguclch speaking, and they ran o
at once. The Head heard them go, n.ng he could not but
be satisfied with that unexpected proof.

Bunter grinned gleefully.

“You heard that, sir! If you like, T’ll give you o series
of imitations, I'm awfully clever at that sort of thing,
and—"

“ That will do, Bunter., I am eatisfied that vou have
spoken the truth for once. Cherry, you actad in a very
hosty and thoughtless manner, but 1 exonerate you from the
blame of throwing the ink over & master, I am sure you
belioved it to he this foolish and impertinent junior.”

* Oh, really, sic!”

“ Bilence, Bunter! You will take five hundred lines for
your carelessness, Cherry, and I hope it will be a lesson
to you to think before you act on another occasion.
You may go. As for you, Bunter, I have promised not to
punish you, and I ﬂ"é}:ﬂ] keep my word. But if I hear of
your venturing to imitate & master’s voice again, I promise
you equally faithfully that I shall give you a caning that will
cause you to remember the occasion for a very long time
to come. You mav go.'”

“ Oh, really, air, o

“ Leave my stiady "

And Billy Bunter want.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Claims His Reward—and Gets [t!
H ARRY WITAWTON linked arms with Bob Cherry as the

latter came out of Dr. Locke’s study. Bob was still

looking very sericus. IHe knew that he had had a

narrow osoapa, and he pressed Wharton's arm as they
went down the passage.

“(Food for you, Harry,” he said, in a low voice. * If ven
hade't bmi,lghb that fat young beast hers, I should have
besn done for. It was only that that got me off.”

“Thank goodness you did get off ' said Wharton, with a
deep breath., * Lucky the IHead was willing to listen to
roason.’

“YVaz he's really an old sport,” said Nugent. “ 8o is
Qualch. As for that ass Bunter, he ought to sealped.”™

“1 say, you fellows!” Dilly Bunter came trothing after
the Remowvites. *°I say, it's all right now. I've got you
off, Cherrsy.™

Bob Cherey glared at him.

“Oh!" he grunted. ' You've got me off, have you?"

“ Yoz, certainly. You wore really an ass, ron know, to
think that it wasn't Quelch. 1 suppose it was really a
misiala?"’

“Eh? What do yvou moan?"

" You didn’t really know it was Quelch, eh?’ chuckled
Billy Buntor,

Boly Cherry's brow became as black as a thundercloud, but
the short-sighted jumior did not see it

“ Didn't you hear me tell the Head sof"

“0h, yos; but you would naturally put it that way, of
Courso. ou didn’t want to be expelled. I say, it was jolly
lucky for you I had the pluck to own up.”

“¥ou had the what?” )

“Tho pluck,” said Bunter firmly. * Wharton thought I
should get a licking, but I said I didn't care——""'

7 hat!” gasped Wharton. .

“Well, perhaps I dida't put it exactly like that," said
Bunter hastily. '‘I—I meant that I didn’t care, and that
it was no use tr ::‘L%m hold me back, because I was deter-
minad to go to the Head's study and own up.”

“My word!” murmured Nugent. * You ought to be =
poet, or a journalist, or something, Bunter. You've the
tmagination to run a Press agoney.”

“0h, reaily, Nugent! You ses, I was really bound to own
up—it was the manly thing to do—but there are lots of
fallows who wouldn't have done it. I ran a jolly big risk
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off, but I didn’t mind that a bit. I think
t to stand something in return, but that's

¥

in getting Cherr
that Cherry ou
for him to decide.

“I'm standing something,” said Bob Cherry, * I'm stand-
ing you! Lots of fellows couldn't.”

“0h, really, you know! If vou wanted to stand me a
foad, for instence, I shouldn't refuse. I think you might
stand me a feed. I've been through a trying time, and
anyithing of that sort always makes me hungry. 1 need
keeping up. I saw Wun Lung taking some strawberry jam
and treacle into your study this afternoon. Of course, I don't
mean o say that T want any rewnrd for owning up to the
Head 1in a manly way. Buot if you thought you owed me
something in return—-""

Bob Cherry's eyes gleamed.

“Ho I do,” he replied. “1I certainly think T owe you
something, Bunter. Come to my study., You shall have
all the jam and all the treacla.”

“Right you are!"” gaid Bunter with alaerity.  “I'm rather
E?t:'td of jam, and I like treacle, This is very decent of you,

arry.’’

“ Yes, 13n't it 7" said Bob grimly., * Come aleng.”

“I'm coming. I say, Wharton, you're coming? You can
have some of the jam. If you'd like to make it up to me

ou can stand me some tarts at the tuckshop afterwards.

‘hy, he's gone! Nugent—— He's gone, too!*”

Wharton and MNugent had walked away chuckiing. They
?uﬁsﬂﬁd that Bob Chorry had something in store for the
atuous Billy, but they did not feel inclined to interfere.
Bunter, as he said himself, deserved & reward for the way
ha had owned up.

Bob Cherry entered his study with the sxpectant Dilly
at his heals.

Wun Lung had waited there, and he was looking very
anxtous. Mark Linley was thera, too, with a shade of anxiety
on his face, but they both brightened up at the sight of
Bob's cheery countenance.

*Ia it all right?" asked Linley.

“¥os, rether!”

“Wun Lung glad,”” said the little Chinee, *‘ allan lightee."

“ You ses, %ﬁly Bunter owned up about the rotten trick
he played in the manly way that one would naturally expect
of him,” said Dob Cherry. “I've promisecd him the jam
and the treacle in return.”

Voun Lung grinned.

He read moro in Bob Cherry's expression than the Owl of
the Remove thought of reading there.

* Allee light,” %ua murinurad.

* Got out the jam and treacle, Wun Lung.*

“ Mo savey.”

Billy Bunter blinked with satisfaetion as the little Chines
brought out a jar of treacle and a Bat dish of jam.

“I say, you fellows, this is decent of you. I never really
get encugh to eat in No. 1 Study. {thrtﬂn keeps mao
awlully short.”

* Will you start with the jam or the treacle ¥ gasked Bob
Cherry politely.

“I think T'll start with the jam, Cherry. Tt looks awfully
nice. I Oh!  What on earth are you un to?
O-0-0-0-0cn 1"

Bob Cherry slammed the dish of jam upside down on
Bunter’s head. It ran down over hiz sars, and he gave a
wild yell. He clawed at it with his hands, and drew them
away jammy and sticky.

“0Oh! Ow! Yow! What are you doing? Oh!™

“ Take the treaclo now, Bunty 1™

“Ow!" gaspad Billy, making a break for the door. * Oh,
you boast ! -o-h 1"

Bob Cherry jerked him back with one hand and with the
othor emptied the jar of treacle upon the fat, alarmad face.

Billy Bunter sputtered and yvelled.

“ Meow, you young oyster!” said Bob Cherry, in measured
tonos. ”{’ﬂu wanted something in the way of reward for
our owning up, and I promised you the jam and treacle.

on’'ve got ‘em !

Y Ow—wow—yow !"'

““ Wow you can cut. If you give me any more of your
giddy ventriloquism, or any more of your manly way of
En:r:g up, this is only a joke to what you'll get next time.

t

And Bob Cherry led Billy Bunter to the door and bestowed
a gentle kick to stari him, apd the fat junior went dizzily
down the pamzage. He put in his treacly head at the door
of WNo. 1, where Wharton and his chams had started their
prop. They etared at him blankly.

" What on earth’s the matter?’ demanded Harry.

| S

“Yow! It's that rotter Cherry! He's jammed and
treacled me all over.”
“Ha, ha, ha !
7

A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,
and the Puplls of ClIif House.
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“ Blossed if T ean see anyvthing to chuckle at! It will take
me hali-an-hour to get all ihis off ! Look here—""

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“ I say, vou fellows, vou ough? to stand by a chap in your
pwn etndy.,  You ought to raid No. 13 and snateh them bald-
headed.”

“Ila, ha, ha!™

;:LPDR here, you rotters, are you going to go for Cherry or
not ¥

** Ha, ha; ha!”

Bunter blinked at the yelling Juniors, and Indignantly
stamped away. 1t was pretty clear that he would get no
vergeatca for his injuries from No, 1 Btudy.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The First Number of Cherry's Weekly,
B ILLY BUNTER wore a thoughtful expression in class

the Following r"'él'.ill‘llfng'. His rapcdom goswoers fo somoe
of Mr. Queleh’s romarks brought him lines golore ;

: but Bunter never worricd about lines. IHe seldom
did them himself. Bunter was thinking over his grand idea,
and he naturally had no time to bestow much attention upon
such trivinl matters as vulgar fractions or Latin prose.

Once or twice he looked towards Bob Cherry, when Bob
wam't looking at hivn—as he thought—and grinned. As o
mattor of faer, he wos too shortsighted to sce that more
than once Dob caught his prin, and staved at him in return,
Buntor seamcd to be enjoying a joke all to himzelf, and Hob
wortdlered what it was.
~ When morning sehool was dismiszed, Bob Cherry did not
immedintely burst out into the Clase with o shout, as usual.
He hurricd away towards Stedy Mo, 13, Cherry's Weskly
was the attraction. Bob had taken uwn the ides quite
sorionsly, and he was determined that Cherry's Weekly
ehould appear before any rival paper could make its ap-
pesrance.  Hlarry Wharton and Nugent strollecd out into the
Close, and Hilly Bunter, for seine reason best known to him-
self, kept close at their heels, ITurree Jam=et Ram Singh
tapped the fat junior upon the shoulder.

“What of the estecined mag. that my fal friend is editori-
ally producing,” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur., *Is
the first nuwmber readyful ¥"

“Oh, really, Ioky, there's a lot of work to be put into it
yer and I haven't collected any of the subscriptions,” =said
Bunter, *If vou like to pay your subseription now—-"’

“The thankfulness is great, but the exenzefulness is
terrafie.””

* Early eubseribers get the paper at a reduction. I can
let vou have it for five shillings a year, sll cash to be paid
strictly i adyenee

“The ratfulness is terrifie. I will expend the sum of one
perny on the paper first numberfully, when it is produce.
fully published."

“Well, it will take some time, and I reguire money to
wark with., Il ven knew anvihing about business, vou would
understand that, Tnky. I can’t get on with it just now, as I
want o stroll before dinner, and—here, hurry up, or we shull
loze Wharton™

The nabob looked at him in surprise.

“1s it neceszaryful to keep the esteemed Wharton in
gipht 7" he asked.

* Yoz, ratier; I'm expecting Cherry—I—T mean, T want
to speak to Wharfon., Whaet are vou staring at, Inky "

“The esteemed Cherrey,” said Hurree Singh, looking to-
warils the School louse with an expression of amazement
on his dusky features. ' He appears to be labouring under
the great excitement.™

Billy Dunter gave a gasp, and scuttled after Wharton,
aned poked himself in between Harry and Nugent. They
lonked down at him.

“What do yvon want?'' .

Y phnenothing ; but—but I think Cherry wants fo speak to
vour.  He seems excited about semething,”” stammered Billy
iuntear,

The Bemovites looked reand. Peb Cherry certamly did
geem excited about something. e had come out of the house
:I.'. 4 TEITH, ﬂ.ﬂ{] Wals gl:‘irit]g III} f_l.l“:] I_I‘I',]'In".'" -'I.I'HI ]"f'lnﬂ{]. H.h[rl:l.fi
the Close as of in search of someone; and b expression
reerned to tmenly that something painful would happen to that
semeone whea Bob Cherry sighted him.

1le caught sight of Billy Bunter, who seemed to be tryin
to make himeelf as small as possible behind Wharton, an
CTadrien :I"ﬂ.f"::l]E_' OvVer 1"!]“':”'(,'5- ]!JI'ITI.

 Jemal=T sav, vou fellows,"” gasped Bunter, " you—you'll
e h:..' a fellow in vour own stady, won’t you 7V

M course,”’ said Harrv; " but what's the matter "

“ Where's that young villain®’ roared HBob Cherry.
“{‘ome out, Bunter; vou're tan fat to hide behind Wharton,
vou voung axe

“Oh, reallby, Cherey !

eaid  Bonter,
Toe Macser—T0.

dodging  round

Wharton as DBob Cherry chased him.
{ellows, stop him; he's dangerous !

“ Here, hold on!"" exclaimed Wharton, as the two dodged
round and round him, bumping him in turn, Boh Cherry in
hot chase of Billy Bunter. * You'll have me over soonl
You're making me giddy! What's the row

“I'm going to squash that fat beetle.””

Y0, m:-;:llg', Cherry—""

“ Come here, you fat young burglar! Stop!'”

“Here, you stop!” sanid Harry, secizing Bob by the
shoulder, and forcing him fo halt. ' You can’t play ' here-
we-go-round-the-mulberry-bush,” with me for the mulbereys
bush! YWhat 15 the matter®”’

‘“ That young reprobate has been in my study,’”” roared
Bob Cherry. * The first number of Cherrv's Weekly——"

“The which "

“The first number of the new school paper—it wes almost
finished last evening, and I got into a row through leaving
my prep. undene te do it—and it was left on my table.
somehody dedged into my study this mornirg, and messed
it up. look here!”

Bob Cherry flourished a roll of manuseript under Horry'a
NOSe.

Harry looked at 1. As Tlob flattensd 1 out, he read on
the front page, “ Cherry's Weekly., A Journal Devoted to
the Awscinent and Instroction of Greyiciars

Bt there was no more (o be seen, for the manuscript
1'n]umﬂlwuulcl not open; each page had been dabhbed to the
rext with seccoline, and 18 was posaible only (o turn the
corners of the leaves.

Wharton could tot help grinning.

“Look at that!” roeared  Bob, *Thera's an evening's
work T My leading article and a poem, an article on mﬁls
in Laneashire, by M. Linley, Tisq., Txtracts from the Warks
of Confucins, translated by Wun Lung—all messed upl
There were blank pages leit for vou fellows to fill up—ull
spoiled ! Lock here! I'in going to male Bunter eat this!™

*"Ha, ha, hal”

H{th, really, Cherry, I—I—"

“ How do you know it was Bunter messed 1t up 17

:: 'Iillf I-::}u[r&a 1‘i; wias Dunter. He daren't deny it."

“ P going to make him eat it!
EW O]

“1—1I sayv, you fellows, vou stand by a chap In vour own
study. It was my idea, vou know, and Cherry boued it.  Seo,
of course, I busted ap his first number. Ile shouldn't go
around borrewing peeple's ideas™
.]"“ :Nh}" NOu hﬂrruweé it vourself, from Tom Merry at Sk

s

“¥e.p.p5, bult—""

“Clome hero and be squashed, you—vou beetle.
Whareton ! 1 tell vou I'm going fo squrash him "' roared Bob
Cherry. * He's wanted.squashing for a long time.”

“ Hold on, Bobh——"

T won't! I'H squash him !

Wharton laughed, and made & sign to Nugent and Hurrea
SBingh. Three pairs of hands closed on Bob Cherry, aud he
was suddenly bumped in the grass. Three bopts were
planted upon his waistcoat as he wriggled there.

“ Make it pax with Bunter,” said Wharton, laughing.

“1 won't!"”

“ Better I

“I tell you I won't!" roared Bob Cherry. “I'm going
to squash him, and make him eat this number,"

“When I say jump, you all jump,” said Wharlon,

¥ Here, hold on " gasped Bob Cherry. ** Lemme gerrap.'

“ Make it pax, then”

“]—1—I—- Look here, take vour hoofs off my chest!"

“Rats! When I say three, kids, you all jump. DReady ™

“ Yos, rather!™

 The ratherfulness 15 terrifie”

 Look hers, yvou dummies 3

“One ! said Wharton, ¢countinms,

“ You utter ass—"'

“ Paol”

U I—I—I"ll make it pax, if vou like.™

Y Good M

Bob Cherry was allowed to rize. He stagprered up, and
du:,-I:.g-.d his waisteont, grinning rucfully, Billy Bunter blinked
at mim,

“1 say, Cherry, I don't bear any malice," he remarked.
“PIl let you contribute te the first number of Bunter's
Weekly, if you like. All contributions charged at the low
rate of one shilling a column-——""

“Oh, go and eat coke!" grunted Beb Cherry, and he
stallied away in disgust, with his ruined first number under
his arnm.

“1 say, yvou fellows, have you made up your minds
whether you'd like to contribute to the Weekly?” asked
Bunter, blinking at the chums of Study No. 1. ' As you
fellows are in my study, [ could offer you reduced rates.

“I=1 saw, wvou

Come here, you young

I—leggo,
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“ Bunter! You are oot felllng the truth " thundered Dr, Locke, In a voice that made Billy Bunter ']:ump
clear of the study carpet.

i m——

Your stories or articles go in, with your name in big type,

:ﬁu:iﬁmncu a column, You don’t ofien get an offer hike
" And we're not g-::rin% to accept this one,” said Wharton,

langhing. “ Come and let's get some cricket, Nugent.”

‘" Here, I say, you fellows, hold on—beasts! Fancy chaps
walking away while I'm talking to them, and making them
& really reasonable and gencrous offer. I say, Bulstrode—
oh, 13 it vou, Hazeldene? Are you going outi™

“ Yes,"” sard Hazeldene, who was wheeling his bicrele
down to tha gates.

“%hl You're going over to CULiff House, I suppose ¥

[} ] 'EEa,’

“I'll come with vou, if you like™

“Thanks; I don't like."”

“Oh, really, Vaseline! Look here, I want to propose
to your sister——"

“What "' roared Hazeldene.

Y What's the matter ¥ said DBunter, blinking. * Blessed
if I can see anything to get excited utbnut. in that, I want
to propose to Marjorie——"

"¥You young ass " said Hazeldene, taking Bunter by the

neck and jamming him, sgquirming against the wall., “ Ilo
vou want me fo biff your head on the bricks?™

“No, no, no!" gasped Bunter. * Certainly mot. Ow—
leggo ! I say, Linley, make him let go!”

Mark Linley stopped and locked on. Conzidering the raid
he had made on Study No. 13 that mormng, it was rather
THE Macrer—T6.
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But coolness waa

good-

cool of Bunter to call on Linley for aid.
one of Bunter's leading brats.

“"What's the row, Hazeldene?"
naturcdly.

“The young ass 1s getting more fatheaded every day, and
he's started making funny remarks now,"” said {Inzeldanﬁ.
“It’s hard enough to stand him any time, but blessed if I'm
going to stand him funny.”

“You can’t expect it, Bunter,” =zaid Mark, laughing.
“Don’t be funny.” .

“1I wasn't being funny ! roared Bunter. I was speaking
seriously on a serious subject. I said I wanied to pgo over
to Chff [House to propose to Marjorie Hazeldene——"

“What !

“Yes, that's it,"" zaid Hazeldene, biffing Bunter’s hend
against the wall. * This is where you stop being funny,
Bunter."

Ow! Wow! Vow!" ) ]

“ Serve you jolly well right, Bunter "' said Linley. * Give
him another biff, and I'll lend you a hand to rell him n the
fountain.™

“(Oh, really, Linley! S&toep! Hold on! Why shouldn’t
Marjorie contribute to tho Weekly if she wants to?”

“Hh? What? What are you jabbering about "
“lessed if [ can make you out!" pasped Bunter.
“You're off your rocker, I think. I esaid ] wanted to pro-
poso to Marjorie to contribute to my new school paper, and

vou flaw out at me like a lunatic.'

asked Linley,
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“11a, ha, ha!" roarcd Linlay.

““ Blessed if T can see anyvthing to ecackle at. T want to
proposa to Marjorie to contribute to the © Weekly,” and I
don't seo why I shouldn't.”

Hazeldene released the fat junior, gasping with merri-
ment, He had cerfainly made a mistake that time: but
then, Bunter was generally impertinent, so the mistalke was
really hiz own fault,

“It's all right, Billy, T'm sorry. I thought it was some
more of your rotten cheak, you know. You are such a
Attie baast, ns vou will admit yourself.”

“I—=I don't admit anything of tho sort, you—you rotter!
Look bBere, you've rumpled my collar, and nearly throtiled
me. Can I come over to Chft House ?”

Hazeldene shook his head solemnly,

“LCan’t be donre, Billv! T couldn't take a chap to a girl's
school in a rumpled collar, vou knotw. Ta.ta!”

And Hazeldene wheeled his bieyele away, leaving Billy
Bunter struggling with his collar to get it straight, and
gasping breathlessiy.

“ Beast " murmured Bunter. “T1 shall jolly well go all
the same! T don’t see why T shouldn't propose to Marjorie
e contribute to the * Weekly * if I want to,”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Subscribers,

e ALLO, hallo, hallo 1"
“ What's that 1™
“ Banter again 1™

“IIa, kLo, ha!”

. A erowd of juniors were gatharing round the notice-board
in the hall, There was 2 new notice upy, and it had ceught
Bob Cherry’s eye first. Thinking 1t might e something to
do with the ecricket fixtures, Bob strolled over to look at
it. LHI5 surprised exclunmnation soon drow others to the
BP0

The notice was nothing to do with the cricket. It was In
the handwriting of Billy Bunter. Big, sprawling writing,
plentifully aderned with blots, and with soveral Little varia-
tions In the zpelling, which showad that the editerial minds
was not trammelled by commonplace orthographical rules.

“ NOTICE !

"It having been decided to found a School Paper at Grey-
friars, the Knterprise has Leen undertaken by William (3.
Bunter. The paper will be published weakly, on the first
Monday in every weak. The title will he * Buntor's
Budget." No connection with any spurious imitations further
up the pazzage.

" Gentlemen of the Lower Forms at Gueeyfriars are invited
to submit contribewtions. All contribewtions will be care-
fully considered, and all those which are sccompanied by
& remittanco of a shilling a column will be published in the
weakly paper. Special terms for special stories.

“ All communications to be made directly to William G.
Bunter, at the Editorial Offis, No. 1 Study, in the Remove
passage.—Sined, WiInLiam Grorer BUNTER, Editor.

* P.B.~No connection whatever with Study No. 13.7

The juniors read and stared, and grinned gleafully, Bill
Bunter often had curious ideas. He had moved the mirt
of hiz Form-fellows as o hypnotist, as a physical eulturisé,
and as a photographer; but he had certainly never developad
anvthing as funny as this idea of running a paper with
contributions to be paid for by the contributors. Such
things may not be unknown in the Press, but Bunter's
editorial experience was not extensive encugh to make him
aware that they would be better dons sub rosa.

“It’s a jolly good offer,” chuckled Skinner. ** T think I
can see the whols Remove rushing aleng to No. 1 Study with
siiflings in their fists.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 zay, you fallows—"

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's the editor I

Bunter bustled up, with a notehook and a pencil in his
hia.nr.i, He was blinking very importantly through his big
glasses,

“I say, vou fellows, can T put your names down? You'd
better subscribe for the first year, Bob Cherry. Any cha
paying a vear's subscription in advance can have his stu
pranted free of charge for one issue. Wou could pick up
some wrinkles, how to run a paper, from my first number,
Cherev.  Shall T put your name down?”

“T don’ think "

“ Shall I put your name down, Skinner '

“Certainly,” satd Bkinner. “ It's a nice name, and yon
can put it down anywhere vou like. Tut it in full—Herbert
Arthur Reginald Skinner 1™

“Ierhert Arthur Reginald Skinner,” snid DBunter, serib-
bling away in his noteibook, regardless of the grins of the
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surrounding junicrs. “Good! Shall T put you down for a
yoar's subscription "'

**I don't know. Is that really lon

“Well,” said the youthful editor, beaming through his
plasses, * there's something 10 that. YWe may get a rush
for copics, and get sold out, at any time, so0 1t would reall
be eafer to book the paper ahead for » couple of years,
could make a reduction, too, for o larger guanbity, You
can book the paper for two years for—"

“ But the difficulty is, would two years be enough 1" said
Skinner, with an air of great pravity that macde hie com-
panions chucklo azain. “You may get s fearful rush for
coptes in the third year, and then a chap who's deeply
interested inm the zorial stovies or the adveriizements, or
Ia it poasible to

enoughi™

anything, may get left all of a sudden,
subscribe for the Bunker's Budget?’

““Ahem! Bunter's Budget.,” .

oAb, my mistake—DBuntor's Budget! Is it posible to
sabscribe for five yvears in advance ¥’

' Yes, certainly. I'm eincerely glad to see you taking ib
up like this, S8kinny. T always tﬁnught you ware z chap

unusanl intellect. Let me soe, the subseription for five
yeara wounld be twenty-five bob, but I can let you settle it
for a pound.”

Skinner shook his head.

""INo, Banter. I must be firm on the point. T can’t take
any advantage of your generomty. You generous chaps are
alwaya giving too much away. insist upon your booking
the paper down to me at the full market price.”

““ Oh, really, Skinner, if you insist—""

“1 do insist,” said Skinner solemnly. I regard it as a
bounden duty to insist. I'll book it at twenty-five bob, or
I won't book it at sll"

“Good! DBlessed if I can see what you ::ha%a are cackling
at. You'd do jolly well to take example by SBkinner. He's
a c¢hap of very unusual intellect, and he knows a good
thing when he sees it.™

Y Does he seize it when he knows 169" aslead Opilvy.

“0Oh, really, ﬂﬁilfrt Lemme sea, that will twenty-
five bob, Skinner.

" Exactly I said Skinner, without, however, making any
movement to produce the money. ;

“ Ahem! All cash is payable sirictly in advance!’

“My dear chap, you're quite offwide,” said 8Skinner,
shaking hiz head. ** All cash, in this case, 13 payable strictly
at the close of the period of subseription.”

sl Eh !'?

“ My payment falls due in the year 1914, We zha'n't be et
Croyfriars then, but if you hunt me up wherever I am, I'll
pay up like a lLittle man. Meanwhile, I receive the copy of
the * Budget ' delivered in my study every week.”

Y Oh, really, Skinner!"

“T.ot me see, it's on the first Monday in every week,'
said Skinner, glanoing at the notice. ' I suppose it wouldn't
ba easy to [mlﬁish it on the second Monday in a week, come
to think of it. I shall expect that paper ip my study on the
first morning of the first Monday every week, Dunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Stott. I think I'll subscriba on
the same terme.”

“And if I don't get the paper regularly on tho first
morning of the first Monday, you don't rope in my subacrip-
tion in the year 1914," said Skinner solemnly.

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

“1 say, Skinner, look hera! Don't wallk away while I'm
talking ! Beast! I say, vou fellows, are you going o book
the paper for a year ahead 1"

“On the same terms as Skinner, look you,” grioned
Morgan,

“(Oh, really, Morgan! Bkinner was only rotting, you
know. I shall have to seratch hiz name out of my book.
Bhall I put yours down?"

“{On the same termas ags=—"

“T wish you'd be serious over a serious matter. I say,
Hug?nt, shall I put your name down for a year's subscrip-
tion "'

“On the same terma as Skinn—""

“ Beast! What do you say, Busscll? Shall I—"

“On the same terms asg—" o

“Itotter! I say, you fellows, vou're missing a chance.
This paper 15 really ripping, and it's going to make things
hum like—like——"

“ Like Lkippers!” suggested Stoik ]

“0Oh, really, Btott! Like anything! T expect there will
ha a rush of the whele school to get the first number, I
shall use my influonce to get it taken up in the Upper Forms.
It's the chance of a lifetime.”

“ And all us caralosz bargees are missing 1£" gﬁim&nd Boh
Cherry. Why don't you try the Upper Fourth, Bunter?
Temple, Dabney & Co. Wou]ﬁ jump at it, and Ionides, of
the Sixth, would jump at it just as much as they would,”

Y1 might as well try,” said Bunter thoughtiully. “I

A S did Tale of H Wharton & C
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mppose if T get a list of Sixth Form nsmes tn the sub-
scription, vou kids will rally up, thent"

*(Jh, rather !’

“The ratherfulness is terrific !

And Billy Bunter, with his notebool: in hig hand, rolled
BwWay in search of subseribers in the Sixth Form.

He left the junicrs roaring with laughter.

Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, was the first Sixth-
Former to receive Bunfer’s miunificent offer,
 Billy Bunter ran inte him in the Sizth Form passage
literally. Wingate took him by the collar, shook him, an
was passing on when Bunter ealled to him.

“1 aay, Wingate, I was coming here to speak to you.
Hold on a minute! It's important. One of the mast im-
portant things that have ever happencd at Greyfriars.”

“Eh? smd Wingate, turnmg round. What are you
babhling about?! Sharp !

Y D'm etarting a new paper, to represent the eream of the
intellect at Greyfriars, ould you care to take a year's
subscription 1"

“"Young ass! Nal"

“It's the chance of a lifetime, Wingata. I'll put in your
contributions for nething if you subseribe for a couple of

years.''

Wingate walked awany. Banter blinked after the receding
form, and went along the passage to Tonides' study. Ionides
was & Greek, and the richest senmior st Greyfriars, and
alzo the most unpleasant tempered, Bunter tapped at his
daoor, and as thera was no reply, he opened it, and looked
in. The study was empty. Bunter grunted discontentadly.

“Gr-r! 1 suppose I'd better wait for him. He's a rich
beast, and I dara say I shall get a3 Food subseription out of
him if I put it to him nicely.” he muttered aloud. * You've
only got to pretend to lonides that vou think he was & lord
in iiac}ﬂwn country, and he'll be as sweet as anything., I

"i'r' !!l

A prip of iron was fastened upon Bunfer's neck behind,
and he wae swung out into the passage. lonides’ face showed
that he had overheard Bunter's remarks, but Billy was teo
short-sighted to eee 1t

Heo wriggled in the grip of the senior.

" § say, Carberry—"

“ ¥ou young raszcal! English brute!” szaid the Greek,
chaking him.

“Oh, is 1t vou, Jomides? I come here to eee vou. I
wanted to speak to you on a most important eubject. Ow !
Don't you shake me like that! If you make my glaszes
fall off, and they get broken, you'll have to pay for them,
T warn vou. ou see, I'm starting a new school pa_g_ur,
Ionides—ow l=—and I want you to subseribe to it o
can afford to, you know, as you're-so rich. I know you're a
lord in your own country, and Ow, ow, ow "

Billy %unhar went whirling down the pgmuge. to fell in
8. heap a dozen A:»u.ﬂaa away, and Yonides went into his
study and slammed the door. Bunter eat up, looking dazed
and bewildered. ;

“M-m-m-my word! Fancy being chucked shout like a
sack of potatoes by a beastly alien! Beast! Rotter! I
suppose it's really no good trying to get subscribers in the
Sixth Form. They're naturally jealous of a junior being
claverer than themselves, I suppose. I'd betfer try the
Upper Fourth, perhaps, and the girls at Cliff House,"

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Borrows a Bicycle.

ARRY WHARTON & Co. looked anxicusly at the slock
in the class-room as lessons wore on that afterncon,
They had an important engagement after achool, and
they were eager for the signal to dismiss. Billy

Bunter was equally so. When the big hand pointed to half-
past four at last, many of the Remove drew a deop breath
of relief. As they filed out of the class-room, Bunter
hurried after Wharton, and fastened wpon him.

“I sy, you fellowa—"

“No time now, Bunter,” said Harry, jerking his slecve
mf:r,i. “We've got fg ?g;ct oft,”

ra you going out?

“Yeo. Good-bye!”

““ Here, hold on!"” exclaimed Billy Bunter, as the chums
of No. 1 hurried away. " Hold on! 1 wish you wouldn't
walk s0 fast. T get quite out of breath. I say, Wharton,
if you're going over to Cliff House, I'll come with you.”

“Going to ride,” said Nugent,

“T'll stand on the foot-resta of your machine,” snid
Bunter. "I really want to go over to Clif House, as I
wan\tﬁtﬁf Propose to Marjoric Hazeldene——"

Id x ﬂ-tl 11‘?

“To contribute to my new paper. Bhe could give mea
some ripping articles, I think, on the subject of cooking,
for the Home Column. I'm thinking of offering prizes
for short articles, you know, same as they do in * Home
Bosh.! I must see Marjorie about if, so I'd better come
over with you. I suppose-you'll be staying to tea i

* Mow, look here, Billy. Marjorie and Clara are coming
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for a spin, and as you haven’t o machine, you'll have to
leave 1t alone,” said Harry., *““I'd take vou if I could,
though Marjorie doosn't Jike you——-="

““0h, really, Wharton, you Lknow perfectly well that she
likes me so0 muoch that—-"

““That she can't stand you,” sa:d Nugene

“ONuff said " exclaimed Wharton, “ You can go and
edit school papers in the study, Bunter; you ean have it to
vourself for a couple of hours.”

And the Removites hurried off towards the bicycle shed.
Bob Cherry was already there, getting out his machine,
He coloured a little at tho sight of the chums of No. 1
Btudy.

“Going out?” ssked Harry.

“1 was thinking =o. Lock here, chall T come over to

Cliff Housze with wou?" asked Baob bluntly, and turning
vor :
"EYES. rather !"' snid Harry, slapping him on the shoulder,
“Don't be an asa! We may bo in different studies now, hug
that won't make any difference to us ws far as CHff Houso
is concerned, at any rate.’”

“ Good ! said Eu“b, looking relieved. * Of course, No. 13
is top study——"1

“Rats " I

“ But wa can gottle that in the Remove passage,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “Out of doors we're the same oid Co. It's
& lovely afternoon for a run.” I :

“Hallo! I’ve got a puncture,” said Nugent. “ You'll
have to wait.” 4

It took MNugent a quarter of an hour to reduce his tyra
to a satisfactory state. That quarter of an heur was spent
by Bunter in trying to borrew a bicycle.  Ho did not
succeed. Oyolists, as a rule, are very chary of lending their
machines, of course, and every owner of a bicyele knew
perfectly well that Dunter never took care of anything
he borrowced. He would have brought it home with a
punciure or two, covered with mud, and probably with
something bent or broken; and it would not even have oe-
ourred to him to make the damage good. Hence the
refusals which mot him on all sides, couched in far from

olite terms, too. DBunter was locking disconsolate az he
grifted into the bieyele shed, iust es the juniors were wheel-
ing their machines out.

I;I- ﬂn.]:;', Eﬂ fallowa—-""

ut the OWE Ware gono.

Bunter blinked after them, and then blinked round the
bicyele shed. Thers were a good many msehines on tho
stands there, and only a fow of them were secured. It was
easy ecnough to take one; but to gel it to tho gatea unseen
by the owner was a more difficult task. Bupter never stood
upon ceremony when he wanted anything ; ’::ru_t he diedd nok
want to risk being dragged bodily off a bicyele by an
indignant owner. )

“ Lomme se¢e," he murmured. * There's Stolt's machine,
He's gone down to the river, I know, I can shove it back
wheng[ coma in, and he won't know the difference.”

And Bunter dragged Stott’s machine off the stand.

It was not a very frst-class machine, It had cortainly
seen its best days; but it was naturally very valuable ta
Stott, who couldn't afford a new one. He took great cara
of the machine, and nothing would induce him to lend it
That did not matter to Bunter. He wheeled the machine
cut, and passed Bulsirode ncar the door. i

“Hallo ! Bulstrode exclaimed. * ITas Stoit lent you hia
machine, Bunter "’ - ;

“Looks like it, doesn’t it1" said Bunter.

And he wheeled it on rather hurriedly. Ile mounted on
the drive, and dashed down to the gates, rather wervous
that Bulstrode might stop him. He whisked through the

ateway, and rang the bell furicusly at a junior who was
in the rodd. ;

‘“Hi, there! Get aside, ecan’t you!™

The junior jumped, and lecked round.

It was Stolt!

“ Halle, Bunter !

“0Oh! TIs—is that you, Stott?
Bkinner's hike—" 28 y

“You haven't!” roared Stolt, recognising his properly,
“"You've borrowed mine! 1'H—I'll make you squirm, you
worm. Get off that machine [

“(Oh, really, Stott—""

Bunter had had to put the brake on, becouse Stolt was
blecking up his way, and refused to budge. The bicycle
wobblod, and Bunier plunged to and fro in the lane io
avoid falling off. He was delermined nof to dismouni;
but hiz wobbling brought him very near to the ditch on the
rondside, which was [ull nearly to the brim with flowing
watior.

Stoll madz o rush at him to drag him off, and ]]uﬂcsl:

Borrowed a machine ¥
Yes, I—I've borrowed
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made a desperate attempt to turn the bicyele round and
dlash off in the opposite dircction. But he had hardly
room to furn in, and he was too flurried to have any nerve.
The bicyelo curled uwp, and Bunter went flying.
“"My hat!' gasped Stott.
Sash !
Hight info the ditch went cyclist and cycle!
It was porhaps foriunate that the ¢itch was there—for
Bunter. It saved him from getting hurt on the hard
round. But it wasn’t pleasant. be went right under.
na bhicyele went right under, too. A second later a
spectacled face rose dripping from the ditch.
“Ow! Help! I'm drowning! Ow !
“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Bulstrode, who had i:::-lI-::-Wd tho

fat junior to the gaies. * Ha, ha, ha! This way, you
chaps ! This iz worth seeing!"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Help! Help!™

T I‘III._, hﬂ, h[l..,ru

The juniors roared with laughter, but they made no
motion to help Bunter. Biokt was the only one who did not
langh. He was thinking of his machine repozing in the
mud at the bottam of the deep ditch.

“ You young sween "' Lie shouted.  “ Bring my bike out

0w ! ow your bike!™

Billy Bunter tried to seramble out. But his feet wore
deep in the mud, and he was up to his neck in water.

e managed at last to get half-way up on the grassy
bank, and then Stott thrust out a foot and sent him rolling
back again.

“0Ow! Help! Grrerrr!™

Bunter waa rifht. 1N QERin.
gasped and blinkod.

“Ielp! DMurder!

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Get my bike out!” growled Stott.
out till my bike’s out.”

“Ow! Oh, really, Btott! Helpt™

“Don't you try to get out. The bike first, you young
fat rotter. I'll teach you to collar my bike.  Shove it
out!"

There was no help for it. Bunter splashed and groped
for the bicycle, and dragged it p. He pushed it up to
Stott, who seized it and dragged it from the diteh. Bunter
crawled after it

Stott leoked at hia muddy and dripping machine, and
said things. He would have kicked Bunter into the ditch
again, but Bulstrode stopped him,

“INuff's as good as a feast,” said Bulstrodo. * Lot him
alone "

“Look at miy machine "' yolled Stott.

“Ha, ha! It does look rocky. Make him clean 5.

“Bo I will. Bunter, wheel that machine back to the bike
shed, and clean 1it! Do you hear? Quick!™

“Ow! I'm wet., I know I shall get my death of eold.
Ow! TI've got an important appointment at CLff House;
Marjorie Hazeldene iz expecting me! Ow ™

U Liar!"" said Bulstrode cheerfully. “Go and chango
your things, or else you will catech cold, you voung duffer.
Then if I were Stott I'd make you rub every mark off
that machine, or elae take it out of your hide.™

“And so I jolly well will,” said Stott vengefully.

Billy Bunter scuttled off to change his clothes, and when
ha came downstairs, after about half an hour, he locked
round cautiously for Stott. He didn’t mean to stay in and
clean the machine if he ecould possibly avoid it. But thers
wai no avolding Stott. The indignant bicyele owner was
waiting for him at the foot of the wairs. Bunter caught
sight of him and tried to dedge by, but Stott grasped him
by tha collar, and ran him off, and did not allow him to
halt till he was in the biecycle shed. There Bunter sank
breathlessly upon a bench.

“ Now thon," said Stott grimly, * thero's the bieyele. TIt's
wet all over, and smothered with mud. It's got ‘to be
cleancd. Take every stain off it, or I'll take the skin off
you. Now then!"

“1 aay, Stotf, I've gol an ar'pu?ntment with Marjorie
Hazeldone, and she'll be awially disappointed if I don’t
turn up.”

“Don't tell lies!" snid Stott ealmly. ** Marjorie Iazel-
dene can't stand you. Cloan that machine.”

“ Look here, I'll lot you contribute free of charge to the
* Budget” if you like.”

“Don't talk pifile. Clean that machine™

“I—I1'd rather not, Stott, if you don't mind, and—"

Stokt picked up o cricket stump,

“All right. Where will you have it?"

“Oh, really, I—I—I don't mind cleaning the maching,

He clung to the grass and
Fire!” he shriolod

“You're not coming

you know.,  I'll=I'Il clean it with pleasure, Stott, old
man '

Tﬁ; :}E{i_w:-lm'-ﬁ, - i
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“Go it, then "™

And Dunter, with an inward groan, started cleaning the
machine. Bunter hated anything in the form of work;
and thiz was cortainly hards work. For Stoft was very
particular about hiz machinao. Even whon Bunter had
ﬂll_mlmd it, Stott pointed out lots of places whore it was
still mmuddy, and cheerfully remarked that it wasn't half
done yet. And Dunter groaned and resumed his labours.

Stott sat on a stool and read the latest number of
“ Pluck,” with the cricket stump ready across his knees, in
case 1t was wanted. It was not wanted, Bunter cast many
longing glances towards the deor, but did not venture to
make o run for ik, He was giving the bicycle the finishing
touches, o gﬂﬂd hour and a half later, when there was a
jingling and a trampling at the door of the bicyele shed,
and the Famous Four came in.

Y Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob Chorry. * Bunter
warking! My hat!”

*“He's cleaning my machine,” said Stott, rising. * He
shoved it into & ditc]{ and he kindly offered to clean it I
think that will da, Buntar.*'

Bunter dropped the rag with a gwﬁa

“0Oh! You beast! I'm utterly exhaustad. If's too late
to go to Clif Houso now. I say, you fellows, I wish you'd
givee 3tott a licking, You ought to stand by a follow m
your own study.™

“1'll hold your spectacles while you give him a licking,”
said Frank Nugont.

“0h, really, Nugente—"

Stott quitted the shed, echuckling. Billy Bunter lookod
at the nice, ¢lean machine, and then &t his blackened hands
and cuffs.

“0Oh! The beast! I've a jolly good mind to shove my
boot through the wheels now! 1 would, only—only—"

“Only you'd get a licking,” grinned Bob Cherry. “ How
did you come to get Stott’s bilke inte a ditch, Bunty ™

Billy Bunter explained, but he received no sympathy.
The Removites roared with laughter, and the fat junior
marched indignantly out of the shed and left them atill
laughing.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Woes of an Editor,

UNTER'S “ Budget™ did not seem to be prospering,
much to the surprise of the editor. He had offerad the
Remove the fairest possible terms, and they had been

.. rejected with loughter and rude remarks. As Bunter
said plaintively, he didn't know really what the fellows
did want.

Elo found no suppeort in his own study. The chums of
No. 1 seemed to be willing to agree that a achool paper
was really a good idea, but they did not agreo at tht ak
Bunter was the lpru::par arson to edit it.

“TI aay, you [fellows,” said Bunter at tea that avening,
after his expeorience in the bicycle shed, * you might bac
me up in this. For the sake of getting the paper started,
I'd shove in yvour contributiona for nothing.'

“ You're too good,” said Wharton, laughing.

“The goodfulness of our honourable chum is torrific,”
aaid the Nabob of Bhanipur. **I could not take advantage
of hia genarosity.”

“ Look here, Inky, don’t be an ass! It's the chance of
a lifetime. Lots of groat authors have started by contri-
buting to school papers. You can shove your stoff in for
nothing, I'll only ask you fto pay a year's subscription in
advance.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Blesaed if T ean seo anything to cackls st in that. Yon
gaid yourself that it was a good wheeze, Wharton.”

“ 8o it 1s,” said Harry, with a nod. *“1I think it's a jolly
good idea for this study to start a achool paper. But you
couldn't have a hand in it, Bunty. You could be the office-
boy ; but anything above that would be too much for you.”

“With my abilities as an editor—""

“They havent done much so far. However, we won't
interfere. T think we might start a paper, but you can try
your hand first. If you succeed, we'll stand aside and lof
you cdit to your heart's content.” )

“PBut 1 can’t succeed unless you back me up,” said
Punter, in a tone of patient expostulation. “I must have
money to work with, Tt costs a lot to get & paper printed.”

“That's for the editor to seitle”

“Vaz but vou cught to back mo up.” :

“ Backing ¥ou up scems to be another expression for
handing over all our tin into your hands,™ said Wharton,
with a laugh. * Bring your genius to bear on the subject.
Great papers have besn started in little back rgomes u
half n dozen flights of staira, without any eapital to spea
af. That's the way to win.”

“Yes, but I must have a pound or two to siart. Tf we
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don't soom %t the paper going, Bob Cherry will be bringing
out ona in No. 13. It's all very well to say that this is top
study in the Hemove, but it won't be if they get ahead of
us hike that, Look here, I've got a new wheeze by which
I ean start the paper without any help. I'm thinking of
offering prizes among the suhmrig&rs E::-r ane year, every
subscribor to have & prize. Don’t you think that cught to
bring them in?"

“CUertninly, if the prizes are worth more than the year's
subseriptions.”

“ Well, 1 was thinking of offering some of the things in
this study. You fellows ought to Enr;:ll; me up a little, I
hate a chap being sclfish or grasping. I wes thinking of
& viclin as first prize 2

“Have you a vichn "

“ Well, there's yours. You don't play it much, and—"

“If you touch my viglin, my son, youw'll get a champion
thick ear,” said Harry Wharton impressively. “ You know
what to expect.”

“ Then there’s a silver-handled penknife as second prize,”
said Bunter, unheeding. **I’'m sure Inky would contribate
hia penknife for the good of the couse.”

“The surefulness iz unfounded, my worthy chum.
estegmed penknife will remain in my esteemed pocket.™

“Then there's Nugent's new acetylene bicvele lamp. Lots
of the fellows would like that. And now lighting-un time is
g0 late, Nugent doosn't really need ib™

“ Let me see you offering my bike lamp as s prize, that's
all ' said MNugent wrathfully.

“I don't think you chaps ought to be selfish. I eould
make up quile » list of prizes of things you don't really
need, if you are agreeable.”

“I'm afraid you will find ue disagreeablp, then,” said
‘I';‘Iarry.”]u.ughing. “Youn must think of some new wheeze,

unty.

Bunter grunfed as he rose from the tea-table.  He had
finighed up the last tart gnd the last scrape from the jam-
dish, end there was nothing meore to cat.

* I think you're jolly selfish, that's all
idl}-lil.-—“

“Go and tell it to Bulstrode, or Temple, or Tonides,” said
Nugent, yawning. " We're getting fed up with your ideus
in this study.”

“Look hare! If I stand o big feed to the first six sub.-
scribers, that ought to fetch "em in, I think. Of course, I
een stand the feed out of the subseriptions, but I shall
want a little working eapital. I've been disappointed about
& postal-order, or I wouldn't ask you chaps. I'm expecting
to get some big cheques shortly for some art photogrophic
work I'm doing for the Press. If you could lend me ten
shillings temporarily :

“ Make it.tenpence !”

“Well, pnrhaps I could start with five," said Dunter
thoughtiully. " Yes, upon second thoughts I dare szay
could make five do.”

Harry Wharton dived his hand into his pocket. He fished
out & half.crown, and laid it on the table. Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh added a second half-crown, and Nugent placed
a shilling with them.

Billy Bunter's eyes glistened.

“*Thoere you are!” exclaimed Wharton. * Take it and

o, and don't let's hear any more about your precious papar.

'm fod up with it."”

=3 ahnlr let you have this back out of the first profits,™
anid Bunter, collecting up the coins. “ 8hall I put it down
in the account?” : :
] i:‘ D£1 of course; you mustn't overlook an important detail
ke that.”

Bunter did not reply to that remark. THe quitted the
study, with the three silver coins jingling together in his
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trousors” pecket. His look as he rolled dewn the Hemove
passage was 2o cheerful that a good many juniors noticed
1t, and inguired the cause.

“ (etting on with the paper?” asked Skinner, with a
grin. ** You won't forget to let me have my copy regularl
on the first morning of the first Monday in the first weel

T¥

“ (Oh, really, Skinnoar! Twok here!l T've been talking
over the scheme to Mo, 1 Study, and they all agree that
it's a pood one, It's the iden of standing a ferd io tho
first six subscribers. I've got the cash, Look here!™

“Who have you been mﬁnhing ¥ asked Bkinner genially.

“The fellows in my study have advanced this, as they
think the idea is a Frstclass one. Loock here, you chaps
pay a tanner cach—that's for the first asix week's subserip-
tion—and I stand a big feed to the first six of you. The
feed will cost at least two shillings o head. You all stand
to gain that way. It's a prize, you see, for the firat six
aubzcribers.”

“Good! If vou stand the feod—"" B g

"1 give you my word as editor of Bunter’s Budget,” eaid
Billy, with great dignity. ‘' You see, you take your chance,
If vour name happens to be among the first six, you get
the feed. If it docsn’t, you don't; but you got a first-closs
school magazine free evary week for six wecks. That alone
18 worth t_:uh]:‘.‘; the money. You fellows stand to win all
alomg the line, ‘

“H'E-Tal], that's all right,” said Skinner suspiciously. * but
I should want to be sure that F'm among the first six.”

“ That's practically certain in your case. I've got a few
names down, but in your case there's practically no doubt
that you're among the first six™ &

“ Well, that's good enough; here's my tanner.

Bunter pocketed the sispence with great glee, and gave
Skinner a formal receipt for it. It was only sixpence, bub
it was his frst carnings as editor of the new school paper,
and so it was very acceptable. It was a promise of greater
things to come.

Cheered by his success with Skinner, who was one of the
most suspicious fellows in the Remove, Bunter looked out
for fresh subscribers.

He looked into No. 13, and found Bob Cherry, Mark
Linley, and Wun Lung at work.

“1 say, you fellows—"

Bob Cherry looked round.

“ (3o and do vour prep., Bunty.”

“ There's no hurry for that, Cherry.” -

“Wall lesve me to do mine. There's a hurry for that.

“ ook here, I've come to give you o chance. The firset
six subseribers of a tanner join mwe in & Fipping feed at tho
school shop, What do you say i

“ Rats!” said Bob Cherry. . : it

“] supposc vou're going to subseribe, Linley?

“WNa, thanks.” T

“1 say, Wun Lung, T suppose you'll be one of the six?

H Na 5&‘.“-"‘.’-”

Tt will be a ripping feed—rabbit-pies, ham and eggs

N M"'\'Fﬂ” .

“ You're practically cortain to be one of the first six
opencd—I—I mean one of the first six subseribers, and then
vou zecure thiz really handzome prize”
= i Mg 5&‘-"‘:‘}'-”

“ Now, vou're a generous, decent fellow, Wun Lung, and
you migh ¥
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" No savvy.™

“ Look here, you Chinese heathen—"

" WNo savey,”

“Roeep your rotten tanner, then, you yellow-faced, pig-

tailed, slit-cyed, fat-headed Chinese pagan !’ said DBunter;
and ke went out of the study and closed the door, leaving
the new Co, chuckling.
A few minutes later he had run Bulstrode down in the
iunmr common-roont, Bulstrode partod with aixpence care-
osaly enough, and DBunter was greatly encouraged. e
raked in subscriptions from Ogilvy and Russell, and tho
lingle of tire silver in his pocket was like music to his ears.
ile was still subscription-hunting whon the chums ol No. 1,
having finished their prep., came down. They found
Buuter in the passpge, talking to Trever. Billy Bunter's
voieo was beawtifully porsuasive.

" You see, Trovor, youw're practically certain to be among
tho first six, and—"

“Oh, there you are!” said Trever.

“Lood [ I'M! put this dewn to yvour name.™

And DBunter walked on in search of more victims, Smith
and Desmond wero induced to part with sixpences on the
aame terms. Half an hour later Harry Wharton came upon
Bunter again, still eanvassing for sixpences, and he was
using the same persuasive eloquence.

“¥ou see, young MHiggs, you're practically certain to be
amn-FE the }firs-;i, six.” 1 3 i

“0Oh, right you are!"™ said voun iggs. * i
i S t.ﬁu féed?” voung Higgs The first six

“That’s 14; and a jolly good feed too.”

Y Well, there's my tannep 1"

“Good ! Hallo, Stott, ars you going to
down, too? Oh, 18 it vou, Wharton? L% wi
bump me on the shoulder like that.”

“Look here,” said Wharton, half laughing and half
angry, “ 1 understand you'ro going to stand a feed to the
first six subscribers?”

“Yes, coertainly, Shall T put your name down? You're
practically certain to be among the first six, and—-"

* How many names have you got down already

iy U_nlj-f gight or nine, and—"

“¥eot you're telling follows that they're certain to be
among the frst six,” said Wharton wrathfully.

“0Oh, no; I said practically certain.  VYou inust have
herd me use the word ‘ practically,”” said Bunter. **I hopa
you don't think I would deceive anybody for the sake of a
paltry tanner or two."”

“Tf you've got eight or nine names down, the fellows
car't be among the first six.’

“They take their chance of that, of course. T warn them
that they will take their chance. Tt's a kind of comjoti-
tion, you know. Dut, of course, you dor't undorstand these
f.h!t!g‘:i.“ You haven't studicd the business of editing a
paper.

“ Lok here, what you were saying to Higss amounts to
s swindie,”

“0h, really, Wharton! I'm willing to make allowances
for jealousy, but T really think you cught to stop short of
Eﬁ}':% things like thal. This is business, you Luow.*

“You get a sixpencoe out of a chap by telling him un-
truths.”

“ Monsense ! This i3 business,” said DBunter feebly., Tt
was evident that with Bunter the word business, like
charity, coverad a multitude of sins.

0h, it's no good talking to you!" aaid Wharton, in
disgust. "I imagine the fellows will lick you if the feed
ilpﬂﬁf:f".’ materialize, that's all; and serve you jolly well
right !

“They've no right to grumble if they're not among the
firat six—-=""

Wharton wulked awny without listening to any more.
Dunter blinked with indignation, and went in search of
more suhseribers, e found one or fwe, and when he
oounted his illwotten gaing he found that he had ten six-
pences 1n addition to the six shillings he had raised in
Mo, 1 Study.

“Well, that’s not so bad,” he murmured. “ I suppose I
had better po and pet in the stuff for the feed now. 1°d
'r.uthnr spend the money on producing the first number of
tue paper, but I must keap my. word fo the subscribers, of
courde. 1 never lilke a fellow gpoing bacl on his word, and
I have the responsibility of an editor upon my shoulders
now, Besides, I feol as if T need a snack myaelf

And Billy Duntor made his way to the school shop.

Mrs. Mimble looked at himn with an expression of con-
giderable disfavour, which slowly changed to an agreeable
smile ns Rilly Bunter produced sleven shillings in silver
from his trousers’ pocket, and slapped it down om the
counter.

“I'm in funds, Mra. Mimble,” Bunter remarked.
not going to spend all this. I just want enough for a little
spread. I don’t owe you anything; you had your account
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cut of my five-pound note the other day. Temme ses, have
you any of those nice little pres with the faky crusta?”

“¥Yas; some miee ones, fresh made, Master Bunter.”

*Then I'll start with those,”

Billy Bunter started with the pies. e continued with
various other comastibles, and the rate at which he travelled
through them was amazing.

Mra. Mimble served him with great willingnoss. Sho was
glad to do so—to the exact extent of oloven shillings.

Credit found no favour in the tuck-shop keeper's eyes,
eipecially when Bunter was the customer. %uutar had once

aid up an account, through a mistake, and since then Mrs.

imble had used no other, so to speak. But whilo Bunter
had cash, Bunter was a welcoma customer.

Mrs. Mimble watched pies 'and puddings, pressrves and
cakes and jellies disappearing with benevolent satisfaction.

Billy Bunter was hungry; he usaally was, Money always
burned in Bunter’s pockets. If ho had had five pounds one
morning ha would have had nothing by evening.

Ho ate and he drank with o growing enjoyment in his
fat face, and it was not till his appetite slackened that it
suddenly entered his mind that he must be approaching the
limit of his funds.

3;-;1d say, Mrz. Mimble, how much does that come to?" he
naked.

“ Nine-and-ninepence,” said Mra. Mimble grimly.

‘* Oh, dear, I had no idea that it was au;rtﬁing like that!
Are you guite sure you haven't made s mistake 7"

= dultﬂ aure, Master Bunter,"

half in cash, and

; ra. Mimble ! said
“I'm a jolly good customer, you

suppose you wouldn't mind havin
putting the rest down to the account,
Bunter perauasively. )
know.™

“¥ou ara & bad oustormer if you don’t pay for what you
have,” said Mrs. Mimble. *“If you don't pay when yon have
the money I shall complain to the doctor.”

*Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble, thers's the money! I think
you are a selfish woman. It's pretty plain that I sha'n't
be able to stand that fead now: you can’t stand a feed on
one-and-threepence. Poarhaps I had hetter have some of
those cream puffs and some more jelliss, and mome tarts,
and some gingerpop.” ]

The one-and-threspence did not laat long. Eleven shillings
clinked into Mra. Mimbla's till, and Bunter, casting a long-
ing glance at the eatables now boyond hie reach, turned to
leave the tuckshop, There was a shout na he did so.

“* Here he ia!"

Skinner and Russell and Trevor rushed in, Skinner laid
hands on Bunter, and jerked him back as he tried to scuttlo
out. The fat junior was jammed back against the counter,
and thres excited faces plared at him.

" Where's that feed "

““ Eh, what foed?"

“The feed for the first six subscribers.”

“ Ah, I'm sorry about that, Skinoer! Your name wasn't
in the Hrat aix, s0 you don't come in, and it's the same with
vou, Hussell, and vou, Trevor."”

““ Faith, and here he is "

Micky IDesmond rushed in, -and there ware half a dozen
juniora behind him. Billy Bunter turned pale as he re-
cognized the whole of his subseribers, to each of whom he
had assured the cerlainty of being among the first six.

* I—I say, you fellows, I want to apeal to Wharton par-
ticularly. I['ll see you later—"'

“* Faith, and you'll see us now!" said Micky Desmond,
Y Whore's that feed ?"

“I'm sincerely sorry, Desmond, but your name wasn't
among the frst aix

“Where waz mine "’ shouted Morgan.

“ Lemme 3ee, Yes, you were scventh,
sincerely sorry Er

“And mine?"" velled Ogilvy.

“ Er—vou were ninth—"

“ And mine? And mine?”

“Ponth, old chap, and eleventh—-"'

“Then there weren’t any first six 1" roared Skinner.

“ Oh—or—yes thore were six, of course-—the first aix!™

“Then tell us their names™

" Their—their names " stammered Bunter, fairl
into a corner at last. *' Ihd i;«’u:ru say their names,

“ Yeas, I did, you young welsher !’

“I-~T've got them down in my notebook.
the study and get it, and—"" : .

“ No, vou won't!" said Ogilvy, pushing the fat junior
violently back against the counter. “ You know jolly well
you meant to awindle us!”

“Oh, really, Ogilvy !

‘“ Just hand over the tin! Wheare js it?

“I—I—I haven't any left. I've been spending it on
the—the production of the paper, you know, in—in—er—
nourishment for the—the editor, you know !

Morgan. I'm

driven
gilvy 7

T'll run up to
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“The young sweep! He's bluad the tin and scoffed sall
the grub!”’ asid Bkinner. “I had a suspicion that he was
doing us all the time! Bump him !

“1—1 say, you fellows—— Oh, really, [—I—]—"

Dump !

Billy Bunter went down viclently into a sitting position,
and Ogilvy seized a couple of jam-tarts and jammed them
on his fat face. Bkinner followed it up by emptying a
bottle of lemonade over his head, and then the fun, having
fairly started, each of the disappointed subscribers lent a
willing hand. Dulstrode slammed down a half-crown on
tha counter to pay for the damege, and the juniors took all
that half-crown’s worth out of Billy Bunter. They jammed
him, they marmaladed him, they lemonaded, soda-watered,
and gingerbeered him. They filled hiz mouth with raw
cges, and hizs hair with treaclo and jam. They squeezed
oranges down his back, they ancinted him with evervthing
that was sticky, and rolled him ip the sawdust. DBy the time
they had finished, Billy Bunter wes wondering whether he
was alive or dead, on his head or his heels. They trooped
away finally, leaving him sitting in the sawdust, absolutely
dazed and thharglfatacl.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the
Famous Four locked in to =ee what the excitement was
about. “ My hat! What is that !

“Tt's Bunter !"' gasped Harry Wharton, “ Great Scott !

Billy Bunter staggered to his feet.
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“T1 say, you fellows—"

‘“Ha, he, ha!”
“ Br.r-r! QGrr-r! This is what comes of irying fo heip
fellows—of trying to make the study t{:;ﬁ: study in the
Remove! And you stand there cackling! I've had encugh
of 1t! If you want a school paper you can jolly well run
1t yourself, that’s all! I'm jolly well going to chuck it!
¥ah! ¥You cackling asses! wash my hands of it!"

“ You'd better wash the rest of yourself while you're about
it " gasped Bob Cherry. * Ha, ha, hal”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

Aund Billy Bunter, feeling as if life were not worth living,
crawled out of the tuck-shop, followed by the laughter of
the Remove chums; and it was a long, long time, after
endless rubbing snd serubbing, before the stickineza wae
removed from the clothes and the hair and the fot face
of the Greyiriars editor.

THE END.

(Another aplendid fale of the Chums of Greyfriars next Tuosday,
entitied © The Greyfriare Bun Fught," by Frank Richards, Order yetr

" Magnet Library ™ in adeancs,  Price One Halfpenny.)
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A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, is
felsely accused of cheating in an exam., 50 one might,
packing up a few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his
dog Roagh. He walks t¢o London, enlists in the Royal North
Wessex Hegiment under the name of Chester, and is sent
down to Woolchester. Arrived there, Ronald unnfortunately
manages 1o fall foul of Bagot, o ﬁu.tl:.'iuq sergeant, aad
Foxey Williams, a private, on the flrst day, and so he
comes in for a roegh time, On the night that he is doing
his first sentry.go, Ian Chenys, his unscropulous steps
brother, enters the regiment as a subaltern, and recognises
the sentry. After a stormy interview Ian savagely as-
saults Ronald, and flees at the approach of the gquoard.
Romald s discovered bruised and bileeding, but, retfusing
nny explanation, is sent to the guard.room, in the morning
Lieutenant Bob Falrly, who suspects Ian's share in the
business, compels him to go and see Romald tried.

(Now go on with the story.)

P ——

Before the Colanel.

Lieutenant Bob elipped his arm through the elbow of
his slim young comrade, and urged him forth in such a way
that Tan could enly hold back with an obvious struggie.

“ The fact is,”" Bob Fairly was eaying to himself, * you're
a little liar, Mr. Chenys, and a preciows waster besides!
You took too many brandies-and-sodes last night at mess,
and when you got outside in the ecld night air, you started
to Pﬂ.ll‘tt things red.

**You tumbled across Chester, and, falling foul of him, youn

]':a.stgd him, knewing he daren’t hit back. Then you bolted,
eaving him to get out of the mess the best way he could.
You must remember all that or ¢lse yvou would not be so

glib with your yarn of an imaginary fall, which I can swear
never took place.

“You'll come along and hear your vietim tried, if I have
to take vou there by the ear; and, by Jimmy, if you sit
still and see him punished without eoming out with tho truth
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of the story, I'll proclaim you cad to sll the mess as soon
as aver I ean prove it!

And yet sll the time Licutenont Bob was smiling, and hia
arm was linked as affably in Ian’s as if they had been bosom
pals for vears.

“* Good-morning, sirl’’

They drew themselves up stiffly and saluted as Colonel
Conger stalked past, looking more like a ruflled cockatoo
than ever: then Lieutenant Bob and Ian fell in behind the
little big man, and followed.

Outsida the orderly-room wera mustered numergus groups
of gsergeants and men, all with business of sgme sori to
transacted during * office hour.™

On one flank were drawn up eirht or ten prisoners under
sn armed escort of two men and Sergeant Bagot, of the
guard, DBesides there were the ovidences, or witnesses, in
their several cascs. i

The whole of the motley parade came to atlention at the
thundered command of Sergeant-Major Tozer, as Colonel
Conger approached, and no sooner had his spurs twinkled
through the deorway than Bugler Midge was sounding the
“ Prisoners” Call I

If Tan could have furned tail and run he would have
done 50, One sweeping glance slong that line of crestiallen
wirriors showed him one who was standing pals and crect,
and for a single moment his withered conscience stirred
within him.

Ho cursed himsell for & fool, but he cursed moro
vechemently the blundering interfercnee of Licutenant Bob
in hustling him into this Eilemma..

Flushing red and white by turns under Ronald’s accusing
eyes, which he knew were directed upon him, he prossed in
on Lieutenant Bob's heels, and sank into s seat in tho
background, feeling so like & whipped dog that he could
have eaten out his heart with mortilication.

Tho harsh blare of the bugle ceased.

“ First prisoncr, fake your cap off !
T'¢chun! Right turn! Quick march !

Kseort and prizoners !
Left wheel! In vou
15
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go!l" The voice of the sergeant-major sounded from without
in o serics of rumbling explosions.  ** Halt!"

The first prisoner found himself facing the seat of justice,
%“t:}t. escort on either side of him, and the witnesses on the
&Lk,

&till Jan dared not lock up until the man's name was
called. It was not Ronald's, and he raised his eyes, only
to find Licutenant Bob locking blandly at him.

The first culprit was a thin, screggzy youth, heavy-oyed
and shame-faced, whe had, nevertheless, given the three
burly regimental police a brisk quarter of an hour's work
to get him to the guard-roem.

The charge against him was “ drunk and resisting," and
thore was a second indictinent for *“ creating a disturbance
in his cell.””

“Fined ten shillings,'" said the colonel, when he heard
that this was the weedy vouth's second offence. © Next M

Feot tramped out, and others tramped i,

“ Na. 3008, Private Ronald Chestor. Neglect of duty when
on guard. Captain Carthew, Colour-Sergeant Jones!"
announced the sergeant-major, the last-nammed being the
LA T

Ian had made up his mind to keep his eyes glued on the
ground before him; but he found them Lifting meh by inch
under some strange power. Again they encountered Lieu-
tenant Bob's gleaming monocle, shining itke scmme weird,
accusing eye, 8o Lan thought. Then he mustered up courage
to steal a glanece to where his step-brother was standing, to
try and read what reselve was in his mind.

Tf ho betrayed him, Ian would have to lie. What false-
hood eould he tell to clear himzelf of a charge which he
knew waoll would mean his dismissal from the Service? It
ought to bo easy enough to refute the accusation of a man
who had been Lkicked out of decent society already as &
chent.

“ MNow, Captain Carthew, give your evidence,"
Colonel Conger, after glancing at the prisoner. _

Captain Carthew told his story with & mercy due in a
large measure to Lieutenant Bob's remarks of half an hour
bafore, and Jones, as battalion orderly sergeant, tried to
make matters as light as he could.

“Was this man in drink?" demanded the colonel, in
antazement.

“NWa, sir,” pnswered Jones.

“ YVory coxtraordinary,’” anorted the colonel, who, ocut of
his cxperience, knew of onlv one root to all Army erime.
”'ﬁf.&'? hear now what the prisoner has to =ay. 1Pri1.r:r.t-u
Chester, vou have heard the evidence. What 15 your
version I y y

“7 told Captain Carthew last might, sir, that I prefarred
to keep silence on this matter,
That is still my decision, and
I am prepared to take the con-
saouences. "’

Ronald's eves met Ian's as
h: made thiz beold anpounce-
roent, and the cheeks of the
vounger lad Hushed from the
dead white of fear to the pink
of shame.

“ But—but—ronfound it !"
rannped Colonel Conger, " It"s
abaurd, prenocsterows, 1mpos-
sible! There must be a reason,
and we must have 1t. It 15 re-
ported that voices were heard
an the direction of vour post,
and sounds of a seuffle. You
are found o few seconds later

asid

] The Editor,
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a suificient reason for a novel

to say. 3till, if he could do this gentloman-ranker a bad
turn, he meant to.

.. Xes, sir, I thought he seemed funny,” he blurted out.

S Funny! Great Jupiter, what do you mean by that?
Was he under the influence of drink 2"

Bagot looked wildly around.

* ¥es, sir—that is, at least—"" he sfammered, and began
to sge that he was putting his foot in it.

** ¥es, means yes, I EUDpOse, without your gualifying it
with *that 1s, at least,”'" enorted Colonel Conger, getting
more ruffled than ever. “8o it comes to this, Scrgeant
Bagot, that you had a man in your guard in a state of
intoxication, and you thought fit, nevertheless, to keep him
on duty. This is a serious accusation to make against your-
solf, 1an't it

Bazot spluttered and stuttered, and admitted it was.

“ I must consider that separately. SBtand down! Sergeant-
major, place that witness under arrest. We'll have the
corporal of the guard in now.”

Corporal I{edfa enterod, and stood straight and solomn
as a signpost. Iis version was that Ronald was quiet, as
he always was, but not strange, and certainly not under the
influence of drink.

Colonel Conger flung his pen on the floor at this, and
stamped it into splinters.

“Take the prisoner away!” he exclaimed at last. “I'll
hold this ease over to tho last. It is prepeosterous, ridicu-
lous !  And he went on bubbling and spluttering to him-
salf, like an overful kettle on a blazing fire.

Ronald was marched out by the escort, and fell in again
on the left of the prisoners still untried.

Sergoant Bagot stood near him, his blotchy Ince still pale
with rage and fright.

“AlLL n&'ht, you smug-faced swab, landing me in for this!"
ha snarled, under his breath. *If I lose my bleased stripoa
for this, then "Eaven 'elp you, look ocut for yourself 1*

Ronald ignored the threat, and looked straight to his
front, while Corporal Kedge, to whom the joke at his
sergeant’s expense had been passed by Honald's escort, did
a guiet grin in his sleove.

Inside tho orderly-room Tan still sat fidgeting in his
miscry, conscious all the time that Lisutenant ?}oh was
regarding him with that gleaming basilisk eye of his,

“Confound him, why doesn't he turn the confounded
thing away?’ he asked himself. “He can know nothing
of the truth of all this."

Thoe list of charges was got through at laat, and the
various malefactors sontenced to fine or imprisonment.
Othor business was dealt with, and still tho case of Privata

Chester was not recalled.

It was only after Colonel
Conger had gean in private
cauncil with eome of the ssnior
officers  that Renald was
marched before him again.

Y You atill PEI‘ﬁJ'.ﬂt in koap-
ing s1lenca?™ demandod
Colonel Conger.

" Yea, zir,” answered Ronald
firmly.

“Thirteen days confinement
to barracks then!"” =said the
colonel shortly; and the trial
was at an end.

“ Thirteen days C.B.I" ax-
claimed Corporal Kedge, aa
Ronald emerged, scarcely able
to balieve hiz good fortune.
“Well, that's a rum sentance,
and the lightest I ever heard
of. I dow't know what you

:t;“alir:alE'::rfllwre?ahiizﬁhp“.{:*nr';;lt'p;riiclt Competition that has some sur- wero up fto last night' to
H . I L | 1
of the guard? Why is he not prising results for the eager wguf]at;a ma:n?id iTut n-:nM gﬁs
down to give evidence " coniestants. - asking, 1 suppose; but I
_Bagot was roared for out- Billy Bunter wishes he'd bunked 3N do know this, you're tha
side by the sergeantmajor, \ firat man as ever aet
sod cams in in a futter. ) away. his back agin the old man
Inu?h;zlr:l;n]ﬂ&}:mﬂ?;l twaan}ﬁ and come off without being
i might. Ih o U skinned alive. He can’t bo the
you notice anything unusual N.B.—Hector Drake Is In PLUCK. man he wus, that's evidens.

about him before he mounted
on sentry on his eecond re-
Liaf ¥’ demanded  Colonel
Conger fercely.

Bagot falt at & decided disad-
vantage. If he had only heard
the evidence of the others,
bha would have known what

Losing his teeth, perhaps, with
old agw.

fAnother long fnetalinent of this
aplendid Army stery next Tuesday
Pleare order your copy of “Ths
Magnet" Library in advance,)
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