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THE FIRST CHAPTER.!
Something Like a Mystery !
T was pinned up on the notice-board at Greyfriars,
l among o crowd of other noticés, and it attracted general
attention :

“N.Q.B.F,

“The firat moeeting of the above will take place in Ne. 13
ftudy, in the Remove passage, at seven o'clock precisely.
“[Rigned) R. CRERRY,
% Prosident, N.O.B.F."
N.OBF.!

The follows looked at it, and wondered. What those
initials might possibly imply, nobody seemed to have an
idea. . The fellows read the notice, and re-read 1t. They
looked at one ancther; and they pondered and debated,
But nobody seemed to be able to arrive at a solution of
the riddle.
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The Remove, of course, were spocially interested.  Aa
E. Cherry was giving the meeting of the N.0.B.F. house-
room in his stady, und was the president of the N.O.B.F.;
and az R Cherry belonged to the Remove, that Form
naturally.felt very curivus to know what it all meant.

But fellows in other Forms looked at 1t, and wondered.
Even Wingate of the Sixth was seen to pause before the
notice-board, and look at the announcement with wrinkled
brows.

“ What doos this rot mean?’ asked Wingate, looking
round at the ¢rowd of juniors before the board. i

“ Bleased if 1 know [ said Bulstrode. * Some Piﬂle of
Bob Cherry's, I suppose. I expect it's only a lark.’

“ What's the N.O.B.F. 1"

e Nuhm]?' knows.""

L3 ‘é’i"lmm 8 Ch-&tiry 12 .,

“{xone out on s jiggar.

Wingate gruntad,l end walked on. The fact that the.
eaptain of the school had deigned to read the notice. of
course, gove it an added importance in the eyes of tha
Junicrs. , ) . .

They re-read it, and re-read it, and tried to make it out.

W hat was the N.O.B.F. ¢

« Hang it!" said Bulstrode, “It's some lark, Cherry
went out immediately ho had stuck the thing up there; and
I suppose it was 5o 88 not to be guestioned about it .

““ Ho said he would bho back at seven, I remcmber,
2kinner remarked.

1 say, you fellows—"

“ Hallo! Here's Bunter !
Qwl "

What do you know about this,
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Rilly DBunter blinked at the notice on the board through
hiz big spectacles.  He read it H_ll"'iJngh, Hrl"!'ll looked I"'U_J’-ﬂ':"d-

“ Look here, you know something about it ! said Skinner,
“ Yiob Cherry used to be in your study till they chucked
hitn inte No. 13, What's the N.QB. 2

Bunter Blinked at the mysterious initinls, e pever con-
fessed to not koowing apylhing; and, as a matter of fact,
he geverally Lnew as much about other pegple’s business
as they knew themselves.

“ Lasmeene see 7 said Skinner,
Donter. Ahem ! *Now Our Bunter Feeds !

¥y, really, Skinner R

“ Ha, ha, ha " ] .

 Blessed if I see anything to cackle at in a rotlen remark
like that!" said the fat Removite. * You fellows know I
don't eat mueh ; in fact, I'm quite taking up the simple life
Lately, The letters don't stand for anything of the sort.
1 was going to say that Mark Linley and that Chinee chap
are in No. 13 with Cherry; and they're bound to know
soimed hing about 1it,™

“Laood ! Where's Linley

“ He went out with Cherry,” said Russell.

“Where's Wun Lung?”

“ Let's leok for hun”

“Come on!” ecxclaimed Bulstrode. ©TF it's not a lark,
and it means anything, we'll screw it out of the Chinee.”

Amd o crowd of Bemovites rushed off i search of Wun
Lung, the lLittle Chinese member of the Hemove.

They ran to Na. 13 Study first. Bot that apartment was
emply. Bulstrode looked round #t; but there was nothing
to itclicate that a mecting of the N.OLBF, was to take
place, or what the N.OUB.E, might possibly be,

“Try the Common-room,™ mig Skinnor.

In the Common-room Wun Lung was found. The little
Celestinl was enrled up in a ehair, and from his comfortable
position he was suddenly yanked by a grip on his shoulder.

* Mow, then,”" exelanimed DBulsirode, fixing o tercifving
ginﬂﬂ' ;m the [ittle Chinee, * what’s the N.OB.F. "

O

“What's the N.OR.F, "

Mo no savee,”

“The N.O.IR.F. " roarcd Bulstrode, shaking him.

* No savvy.”

“ Look here; you dir in Chorey’s study ! You must jolly
well know what it means. What wheere is Bob Cherry
getting up to?”

W savvy”

“You—yvou worm! You savvy well enough when vyou
want to!" growled Bulstrode. * Now, look here, I'm going
to twist your wrist until you savvy—sec?”

Y No osavvy”

Buistrode grasped the Little Celestial’s wrisf, and com-
pressedd hig grip upon it Then he twisted it; and Wun
Lung pave a zharp crv.

“No twistee ! JTuliee !

“What does N.O.I3.F. stand for®

Y Nooeavvy., Ow 1V

“ Heve, chuck that !" saicd Ogtlvy.
Bulstrode. Tron'd be o cad [

*Mind vour own bhusiness!
N.ORBEI.

“Ow ! Nosavvy., Owowow !

* Stop that 17

It was a sharp, angry voice; and Harry Wharton, the
capfain of the Remove, pushed through the crowd of
juniors.

Bulstrade turned a furious look upon him,

Y Mird your own business, Wharion, I'm going to make
this whelp answer"

“You are not 17

“Who'll <top me®" roared Bulstrode.

T will '

Buistrode, grifting his teeth, gave Wun Lung's arm
anatier twist that brooght a ery of pain from his lips.

Wharton did not waste any more time in words. e
graosped the bully of the Hemnove by the eollar, and, with a
powerful heave, dragged him sway from the little Celestial.

Bulstrode swung away, collided with a chair, and went
reeling to the floor, where he fell with a heavy bump,

“RBerve you jolly well right,””  said Ogilvy, ™ * Why
couldn't you let the litile beggar alone #”

SOh, rot!” said Skinrer.  “ Bulstrode wasn't hurting
hitn.  And why shouldn’t he be made to speak, anyway ?"'

Bulstrode staggered to his feet, blind with rage. Ile made
a blind rush forward, hitling out furicusly ; and it happened
unfortunately Cfor Skinner that he moved at the same
mamant, and inadveriently stepped into the bully's wawp.

There was a terrific vell from Skinnee as Bulstrode's
erashing blows got home,

The right caught him on the ear, the left on the side of
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the chin; and Skinner went down as if he had been struck
by a conncon-ball. )

“ Take that, then!" roared Bulstrode, * Why, what—who
—you pes 1 )

“ Ow 1" groaned Skinner.

“ What Jdid you get in the way fori"

“Owawow 7 :

The Removites buarst into a roar. )

Skinner was grosning on the floor, and Bulstrode looking
at him in surprise.

Hurry Wharton smiled. :

“You'd better clear off, Wun Lung!” he eaid. And the
little Chinece did not wait for the advics to be repeated.

Fle scutiled away; snd Duolstrode made a movement to
follow him. - e .

Harry stepped into his path.

** No, :.':::upfl.lun't " he said quietly,

“ Biand aside [V

i Rate 1:!:

“Then I'll jolly well shift you!"” shouted Bulstrode,
gpringing at him.

“ Qo it I" snid Stott. “ Go it—ooooooh 1" ;

Wharton met the rush of the Hemove bully with perfect
coolness. His left swept up the lashing fists, and his right
came out with stunuing foree upon Bulstrode's 1aw.

The Remove bully reeled back, erushed into Stott and
sent him spinning, and fell acruss him on the foor.

Wharton glanced at them, and walked out of the room.

Btilﬁjrﬁdﬂ sat up dazedly. Stott rubbed his head, and
snarled.

“Go for him!” he exclaimed. * Bulstrode, you're not
going to take that lving dewn, are you? Geo for him IV

“}e looks as if he's taking it lying down!” grinned
Trevor.

“Go for him, Rulstrode "

* (h, shut up ! . e nE

Bulstrode rose dazediy, holding his chin.

“{!}h, don't be o funk!" swid Stott. * I— QOw—leggo
E‘l‘n“r "" - "

Dulstrode grasped him by the collar, and shook him till
hiz tecth rattled.

Stott. Easped for breath.

“ Who's a funk?” demanded Bulstrode,

T —ow—ow—leggo—yow-ow 1"’ : :

Dulstrode gave him @ final shake, and left him gasping
on tﬁc ﬂn?r. "1*hm:.] h"-ﬁ sltizlked out of the Common-roon.

“ Beast " gasped Stotk. . _

“ Heprve you right?” said Ogilvy  “If you want Wharton

ne for, why don't vou go for him yourself, That tap on
the chin was enough Tor anybody, T should think. But leck
here, vou chaps, we haven't found out yet what the IN.0.B.F,
means, ™

“ 7 say, vou Tellows——"

‘L: Oh, vou ring off, Dunter!
gbont it "

¢ Oh, reallv, Ogilvy ! T was going to say that ns T usaﬁ
to dig with Cherry, I=—I might have an idea. You see—

“ Well, what's the N.O.B.I., then®"” i e

“T—1'm feeling faint at the ]presnnt moment,” said Billy
Bunter. “I could explain, only I feel T'm not up to it
If vou liked to stand me & snack at Mrs, Mimble's—

“No fear 1’" said ﬂgih;‘:’, turning away.

1 sav, yvou fellows—— .

Rut the follows did not stay to listen. They knew very
well that Billy Bunter had no information to impart, The
puzzle remained unsolved, and fellows went to and fro,
asking one another what on carth the N.O.D.F. might be,
ard what it was mecting in B, Cherry's study for, without
recciving anvihing like a satisfactory answer.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Mysterious Meeting,
HAHRY WHARTON cntercd No. 1 Study, with a Iiarcai

under his arm.  Ho had been down to the tuckshap
to et something for teas, when the disturbance in the
Commen-room had called him there, to the rescue of
Wun Luniq'. The captain of the Remove was looking very
thoughtful as he came into the study,
 Frank Nugent looked up frem the grate, where he was
lighting the fire—a fire of sticks, for the purpose of hoiling

the kettle.
“Got the grub?" he asked., " Gond! What's a1l the row
about? The fcllows seem to be excited about something.”
* Thore's something on in No. 153," said Harry. * LHave
you ever heard of the N.O.B.F, 3"

“The which?

“The N.OBF, "

“What 13 1it—something to eat?’

“No," asaid Harry, laughing., “It's some wheezo that
Bob Cherry is getting up.  You know what those fellows in
No. 13 have beon saying—that they'll make No. 13 the top
study in the Remove. I suppose this is some scheme Bob
i# working for the purposze. e's sueccooded in making the
whole Furm curious aboutl ie."

“The N.OB.F. " said Iurrea Jamset Ram Singh, tho
dusky membor of the Remove, * I have never heard of the
honourable N.O.B.Y. beforefully.  Perhaps it's a sccrot
society which the csteomed Cherrey is forming.”

Al perhaps! We onghr to look into it, really,” said
Wharton,  * We'ro top of the Tlemove in this study, yvou
know. We all like Cherry, bat we've got to keep Mo, 13 in
itz place. I vote we aitend the mecting of the N.OJLE.™
" “T say, you fellows,” said Bunter, coming into the study,

15 tea ready? I'm hungey. Anything vou'd like me to
WD-L'.?”

“¥ou can botl the Lefide™

“Oh, really, Nugent! I'm bungry. You don’t mean to
say thai thet measly bit of ham 13 all you've got for ten,
Wharton ?*'

“Yes, it i3, my son,”

“But there's hardly enongh for me. What are you
fellows going to do? Aren’t you going to have any "

Wharton laughed as he turned out the Lam ypon a plafe,
Funds wora not high ir No. I Sitwdy just then; but Billy
Bunter, who never mads any contribution to the funds,
always expected something good for tea. Bunfer watched
him with great disfavour, and ho only grunted when
Nugent asked lom if ho were going to mix the cocoa. Tea
had run out; but, as Nugent said, cocoa was ever so much
better for anybody than tea, so it was really an advantage,

¥ Keitle's boiling,” said Wugent, © Lemune see, did you
say you didn’t want any cocoa, Bunter ¥

‘No, I didn't,” said Bunter. *“It's pretty hard cheesa
that I should have to go without my cup of tea, I think.
But I'm getting accustomed to mesnness in this study.”

.., Then it won't worry you so much when you got used o
i, said Nugent. * Let mo see, you like your cocoa wealk,
I think ¥

“"MNa, I don’t, Nugent!
thick [

“ Aoy sugar?"

** Look here, you know I take four lumps ™

“You don't take four lumps this time,” said Nugent
cheerfully. * There are only eight in the basin, you sce.
You take two.”

“0h, really, Nugent "'

“Carve the ham, Wharton. Inky is standing out of this
course ; but thero's o cold pie for him.”

; “A cold pie!” said Bunter, looking round.

“I've got it locked in my desk,” swid Nugent, grinning.
“I knew whoere 1t°d go if it were loft in the cupboard. You
haven't had a chance to scoff it. Ham for you, Bunty?"

“I'm fearfully hung ry 1"

“Good I Any bread-and-butter with your ham ™

1 0h, really—""

They sat down to tes—or, moro exactly, to cocoa, and
bread-and-butter and ham. Bunter grunted discontontodiy.
He seemod to toke shortage of funds im the study as a
personal affront to himself.

“ Blessed if I think I can stand this much longer " he
anid, “I've a jolly good mind to follow Bob Chorry, and
d:g; in No. 13 with tham "

‘They wouldn't have you, Billy. And it may be rough
on you fo stand this siudy, but whdt about the study having
to stand you ! demanded Nugont.

Bunter grunted. The door wae oponed just then, and
Ozilvy put his hoad in.

“"You chaps intorested in the N.OB.F. " he asked.

“ ¥Yes, rathar ! Have vou solved the mystary 2"

“No. But it's just on seven, and Bob Cherry and Linley
have come in. They're going up to No. 13, If you want
to look into it, now's your chance. Dulstrode's talkiog
about raiding the study.”
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And Ogilvy vanizhed.

The chums of No. 1 jumped up from their untouched tea,

“ome on ' osaid Ha.rr;r Ywharlon.

1 say, you [ellows: :

But Wharton, Nugent, nnd ITurreo Singh hastened out
of the study without listening to him.  Billy Bunter blinked
afior them in surprise. Then, as he glanced at the tas-
table, a grin of zatisfaction overspread his fat face.

In about two seconds he had gothered up all the ham on
to his own plate, and was travelling through it ab expr
specd. DMost of the bread-and-buiter accompanied it, an
the surreptiticus feed was washed down by four cups
CODOa.

Billy Bunter rose from the table fecling more chieerful.

“I told Wharton there was hardly evcogh for e, and
there wazan™t!™ he murmured. “lle doesn't realise how
mnportant it 13 for mwe toe keep up my =treogth by talking
smple nourisliment. IMin jolly glad Ceeilvy ]ur..rl-r.n.'dy in juek
then, 1 suppose 1'd betfer get outr before they come back.
They may be anpeyed at my linishing up the tomingy.
Fellows are so sellish [

And Billy Bunter seutticd out of the =tusdy.

There was o crowd 10 the Remove pussage.  Word had
pussed through the Form that Cherry and Jinley had come
in, and they were followed to their sindy by a large pard
of Lthe Form. Iarry Wharton and kis feicwds had rushed
out just in time to see them enter Mo, 13 -0 pair of sturdy
well-set-up juniors, with fvank and cheery [aces, the aaui
faces wearing exprossive grins at the preseat moment.

“ Here, I say,” exclaimed Dulsirode, tapping DBob Cherry
on the shoulder as he went in, “what's the N.O.BF,

“The NAOWBE. Y It': tho—er—tho N.OBPF." said DBob
ciievrily, " Anything clze T can tell you ¥

“But what does it siond for 7"

“1 don’t know that it does stand,  DBuf if it dees, I sup-
pose it would be because there was nothing fo sic on

“0h, don't bo funny " roared Bulstrede. Y What doos
the silly roi mean, anywoy ¥

“IF it's silly rot, I don't oo why vou should be interested
in the weaning,” said Bob loftily. ** Hang it all, can’t a
chap hold a westing of fhe X.OB.F. in hus own study if
e wants fo?"

“But what is the X.O.B.F. ¥ shricked n dozen voices.

ve explamed to Bulsivode, haven't 1" Dob Cherry
pushed the stady door shat; bot Duolstrode and Skinner
jaamrnied their feet in the wav,

“No, you don't "™ said Bulstrode. " Weo're poing——""

“That you arc!" agrecd Iob Cherry, and he gave Duls

strode a push. " Get off I
“ Koeep your paws off me, or—'
"Wun Lung !

" Ma helet"

Iz the poker in the Hro '

“ Allee Lighe !

““Is it red-hot?"

o (%uit led-hot.”

“Bring it herc and jab these legs.”

“ Alleo light !

Tho legz vanished in a second, as Wun Lung was heard
to clink the poker from the grate. Dob Cherry chuckled,
and eclosed the door.

Outside, the Removites growled and sniffed, snd some of
them kicked at the deor.

“The kids scom to be curious,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“The N.O.B.T". scems to be making rather a sensation."

Mark Linley laughed.

““Ves, it does. Looks li%te being a row.™

* Never mind.  They ecan't make too much row out
thare, as Queleh iz in his study. Keep that policer handy,
though, Wun Lung.”

** Alleg lightee,” grinned the little Chinca.

The noise in the passage was increasing. The news that
Bob Chorey had come in, and that it was upon the stroka
of time for the inystorious mecting of the N.O.B.F. brought
the juniors from mear and far, Even fellows in the Upper
Fourth and the 3Shell came along the Remove passago,
ingpired by euriosity. There was a general dempnd for
information, but none was fortheoming.

Harry Wharton opened the dour of the study and looked
i, Bob.Cherry had arranped the chairs round the table,
as if for & meeting, and Harry noticed thoet there wero
several extra chaira in the study. A little wooden mallet,
such as is used in table-croquet, lay on the table at one ond.
Harey took in these dolails at a glance, and then looked
it Bob.

Bob Cherry waved his hand.

“Cut off, you kid!""

¢ Look here, Bob Cherry——"

* Buzz off [

* Aa coptamn of the Remove——""

¥
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“Captain of the Remove s nothing in the commitie-room
of the NLOB.F.” said Bob Cherry, **I'm boss here, as
Prosidlent of the N.OB P

* You utter ass! Whot is the N.Q.B.F, "

“ That poker hot, Wun Lung 1"

“ Quites plenty.”

“ Give that chap o jub with 16"

Harry Wharton closed the doeor.

“ Blessed if 1 can make it out ™ he said. I suppose a
chap has a right to play the giddy goat in his own study, if
he wanis to. 5till, it isn’t showing a proper respect towards
the top study in the Remove. But, look here, if there’s to
be a meeting of the N.Q.B.F., it—he—or they—or whalever
it s, will have fo come alc:rng here.  We'll wateh for *em 1™

IFaith, and let us pass, darlings!” said a cheary voice,
as Micky Desinond came elhnwin% along the passage.

Male room for ye're uncle, then ¥

IB”mp your shoving, Desmond. You ecan stand where you
are

" Dut, sure, 1T want ta go into the study, darlings.”

::Thg won't lot you in ™

" Faith, gand they will! Tt's 2 meeting of the N.O.B.F.”

\?lmt! reared a dozen voices. Do you know what
"I‘ﬁ N.O.B.F. is? Are you going to the mecting 7"
Loure and T am,  Lemme pass !
ITold him! Collar him! Make him explain !

Micky Desmond made a wild rush, and broke through the
Removites. Ho went bundling into No. 13 Study, with five
nr“tE‘; };ﬁrxda fi-]tlltchij'rllgdnt hl_ilm u second too late,

aith, and I've had a throuble gettin® here '™
Ll g Lie liad & ble gettin® here ! he gasped,

“Where's the poker, Wun Lung? You're doorkeeper.”

And the door closed aguin. In the passage there was a
greater ferment than ever. The mystery of the N.O.B.F.
was evidently known to other mombers of the Remove
beside the chums of No. 13. Micky Desmond had pot
through, but the juniors in the passage watched grimly for

the arrival of the next member of the N.OB.F., The next
would not escape their elutches o castly.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Looks In,

i AKE way there!"
" Stop your shoving, Lacy I'

“I'm going into tho study.”
¥.
“ (b, E-EH! 5 another of them !
Hands were outstretched on all sides to grosp Lacy, Ha
was scized and jammed against the wall, and pinned there

fast.
Are you a member of the N.O.B.F, 3"

** Now, thon!
“ Yos," pasped Lacy Let me go !’

“ What's the N.O.I3.F. 4"

s ﬁind -:iut,i”

* Bang his napper against the wall, Ski i

“ Rizht-ho ! H}:w E-EEEEI!” Skinuer

Hold on! The N.O.B.F. is—or—it's the N.O.B.F,, you
Bee. it’s a socicty—a sort of association, you know.”

“ What dues it stand for 7"

" That's & secret only known to the members.”

o It's going to be known to us jolly soun,” anid Bulstrodo.

E‘-wa him .t-hvu:t frog's-march up and down the passage.”

Rﬂmt}e!’ shouted Lacy., “*N.O.B.F. to the rescye!™

Hob Cherry’s study dour opened, and he rushed out,
followed by his friends. Thers was a scrambling struggle
in the ip.?.mage, and Lacy was perforee released.  He
retreated into the study with the tenants of No. 13, and the
dﬂsﬁ;“#ﬂ$ Et"mknf:ﬁd again, -

inner ki at i, an tott hammered, a ilv
thumped, till Harey Wharton called them to crrd:f Osilvy

“ Hold on!" he said. “ We don't want to bring Quelch
up here, you know. Don't make sach a ghastly row 1™

" Let's raid the study,” =aid Bulstrode,

"What aboui that %ldl_lj’ red-hot poker "

“And what about the prefects? They've started making
a rotten fuss about a row or two in the Hemove passage.”
h:j‘gtﬂp shoving aguinst me, Morgan! What are you up

“I want to get by, look you
h_" 'Elrﬂu don't mean to say you're a—— Hold him! Collar

im "

But Morgan had dlipped inte No. 13, He had quietly
worked his way through the erowd, and it did not dawn
upon them till the last momont that he was a member of
the N.OUB.F. The deor elosed behind Morgan.

“ My only hat "’ spid Nugent. ** This is getting too thick!
I wonder who else is in the game? Hallo, they've locked
the door !

The key elicked in the lock of No. 13. That evidently
meant, that the meeting was complete. 8o the Removites
were 1n possesston of one fact at least with repard to the
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N.OB.F., that it had six members—Cherry, Linley, Wun
Lun%: Lacy, Desmond, and Morgan.

' Vell, fgwe it up,” said Harry Wharton,
to do my prep.”

And he walked away. The Removiles hammered on tha
door & little, till & voice was heard from the direction of
the stairs, ingquiring what the row was about, and whether
they wanted the speaker to come up with a cane. Then
they gave it up. As they dispersed, a fat figure came along
the passage, and tapped at the door of No. 13. It was
Eilly Bunter. The fat junior was too short-sighted to sco
that he was observed by at least half a dozen pairs of eyes.

Nugent caught Harry by the arin.

. “1.;31}!-: there ! he muttered. “It's Bunter! Can he be
in it

Harry shook his head.

““* Hardly. Ask him. ™

Nugent ran :le_t.%: the passage and caught the fat Removite
by the collar. Billy Bunter squirmed in his grip.

" I==I say, you feliows, legpo! Ow! I—I didn't finigh
up the ham; it wasz the eat! I haven’t the [aintest idea
who drank the cocoa! Ow !

“Why, the yvoung cormorunt, he's scoffed cur teal ex-
cluimed Nugent.

“TI—I haven't! Tt wasg the cat! I—"

“ Look here, do you belong to the N.O.B.F.

“Uertainly not! I—I—-J——"

Billy Bunter squirmed away from Nugent's hold, and
seuttled into the box-room.

Franlk Nugent rejoincd Harrey, laughing.

“ The young cormorant’s finished our tea,” he exclaimed.
“1 cxpect he's only going there because he thinks there’s
zomte grub gomng. Come on! We sha'n't find anything to
cat left in the study.”

And Nugent was right—they didn't, Billy Bunter watchod
them cautiously from the half-open door of tho box-room,
and voentured out when they were gone. Ile tapped again
at the door of Bob Cherry's study,

“Clear off 1" called out Dob Cherry. * No admittance
except on business.™

“But I want to attend on business,” said Bunter, throngh
the kevhole. * I know jolly well youw're having a8 feed 1n
there. Let me in !

" Beoot, you young cormorant !

- “Look here, I'll join the NOBF, if vou like. I-T'11
join anything."

There was o chuckle in the study. Nobody there doubted
that Billy Bunter would join anvthing if there was o feed
attached.

“ Lock here,’” said Bobh Cherry, through the kevhole, ¥ T'lIl
tell you what N.OB.F, stands for, as [ar os you're con-
corned—MNot Our Big Feeders, Seet™

" (th, really, Cherry——""

“ Buxz off, or I'll come out to you!™

Bunter dizcontentedly left the door of the study. On a
previcus occasion, by his trick of imitating voices, he had
cansed Bob Cherry to open the door; but 1t had caused
trouble, and the fat ventriloguist did not feel inclined to
risk it again. He retived into the box-room, which adjoined
Mo, 15, Nao. 13 wae, in fact, an extra room which had baen
turned into a study fo accommodate the overflow of junigra.
It was separated from the box.room 2imply by a wooden
partition, which was papered on the side of the study, and
painted on the box-room side. Bally Bunter blinked at that
partition with a glimmer in his eves. e bent and placed
his fat car close to it, and heard a sound of tapping, and
then o murmur of voices.

His eyes gleamed behind his spectacles.

The sﬂung of voices was audible, but he could not distin-
guish a single word. Dut if he could find a knot-hole, or
any rift in the partitionr—

The thought had no sconer come inte his mind than he
was acting upon it.  Billy Bunier was one of the most
incarabla glackera in the Removo. In & competition of
laziness, Bunicr would have been an easy fArst. Bub he
could be very energetic when he liked. He was as curious
as a monkey, and whenever his curiosity was excited, he
would leave no stone unturned to gratify 6. And Bunter
wag not troubled with any of those scruples about caves-
dropping which would have placed obstacles in the way of
other {ellows.

A pair of sieps wos kept in the box-room, and Bunier,
having closed and locked the door, carried themn over to
the partition, and set them uap. Then he mounted them,
and procecded fo make an examination of the boards,

His eves gleamed suddenly. There was o knot-hole, more
than half an inch in width, at a height of eight feet or sa
from the Hoor. He could net sec into the siudy, because
the wpll-paper on the other side covered the hole.

But there was simply the thickness of the wall-paper
botwoen the two rooms at that particular spot

“My word [" murmured Billy DBunter. * They won't kecp

“I'm going
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the secret from me very long, I think. I'H jolly well find
out what it 12; and if there’s any wheoze on, I'll make Bob
Cherry atand me a foed to keop it dark.”™

And the fat junior chuckled.

Sinco No. 13 had set up in the Removae passage, a rivalry
had been growing up between the now study and No. I,
and that rivalry was growing kecner and keener every day.
No. 1 and No. 13 cach claimed to be top study; but No. 1
had the prestige, so far. No. 13 still had itz spurs to win,
g0 to speak. That the new Co. were in guest of some
schoeme for “ putting No. 1 in ita place™ everyvbody know,
and the upshot was awaited with considerable intereat by
the Remove. If that was what the N.O.B.F. were discussing,
and Bunter could learn the particulars, it would mean very
much fo the Owl of the Remove. In his mind’s eye he
already saw himaell mnnuming a succession of big feeds 1n
the school shop, the price of his silenco. ]

Bunter opened his penknifs, and with a caokious hand
glit the wa.]lffpnplar on. the other sida of the knot-hole,

The keen knife made no sound shearing through the
paper, and the salit did not enable Bunter to sec into the
study. DBut the voices from within came more clearly to
kia rars.

Rap, rap!

“ Order!”

It was the voice of Bob Cherry.
man of the meeting, and he was tapping on
the toy croguet mallet. s

Billy Bunter grinned gleefully. He furned the knife in
the paper, and made & cross slit, and then another, so that
a square of the paper was cut awayv on three sides.

Tt was then ocasy for him to press the piece of paper back,
without & sound, and leave himsclf an ancbstructed peop-
hole into the study.

From whare he stood, with hig eye to the peep-hole, he
could see the whole of the interior of No. 13, with the
exception of the wall below him.

And every word that was spoken in the room came to
his ears as clearly as fo those of the juniors who wers
sttending the first meeting of the N.O.B.F.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Noble Order of Bun Fighters.
BDH CHERRY had taken the head of the tabla. The

He was avidently. chair-
the table with

other five members of the N.0.B.F. wore scated round

it. Thoro was a slight twinkle in the eyes of Mark

Linley, the lad Irom Lancashire, as if he did not take
the proccedings wholly seriously. Wun Lung, too, wore his
usual smile, ** child-like and bland.” Morgan, Lacy, and
Micky Desmond were as serious as could be expected. As
for Bob Chorry, he was solemnity itself. Heo had the toy
croguet mallet in hiz hand, and was rapping for order.

“ Gentlemen——""

Bob Chorry had said * Gentlemen ™ ab least a dozen times
already, but the N.ORBR.F. had beon somewhat hard to
reduce to attention., Butbt the charrman’s mmlleb haviog
rapped on Micky Desmond’s heoad instead of the table, cut
short the flow of his conversation, and the mecting gradually
came to order.

“ Gentlemen——""

“ Hear, hear !’ said Lacy. )

¥ Gontlomen, this is the first meeting of the N.O.B.F.
Our numbers arge not vory nwinerouas s0 far, but that is
because the extont of the society 18 not yet——"'

¢ Extensive " suggested Morgan.

“ Not yet extonsive,” agreed Bob Cherry.  “ It will grow.
I have asked you chaps—ahem !—you gentlamen to join the
N.0.B.F. chielly becanse yvou dig at this end of the passage,
and you would naturally back up No. 13 against—well,
against aliena from the other end.”

“Hear, hear!"

“T hopa later to rope in the Removs one by one, and

radually get the whole Form into the fold,” said Pob
5&1-5:1'1':;. “ Then wo shal] be irresistible, and No. 1 Study
will hm;f to sing small with its diminished hoad.™

T G‘m &

“The society—"' s 2 = g

# 1old on "’ said Laey, rising. * Is it in order to inguirg
what the initials N.O.B.F. may happen to mean? We've
attondod the meoting because we understood that thero waa
some sort of a feed to follow—ahem |—because of our
friondship for our estesmed president, I mean. But as
we're sailing undor the name of the N.O.B.F., it would bo
rather advantageous to know what it means.™

“*Hear, hear ! 3

“ Brother Lacy'a remark 1a quite in order,” said the
chairman -graciously, % The imitials N.O.B.F. stands for
the Noble Order of Bun Fighters ™

# Tha—the what?"’

* Tha Noble Order of which 1"

“ Bun Fighters,” said Bob Cherry, firmly. * T consider it
a ripping title, I presume you all know what a bun fight
is. Wa're the bun fghters. N.O.B.F.—Noble Order of Bun
Fizhtera""
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“Oh! I suppose that means that there's going to be a bun
ficht, or & tea scramble, or something of the sort,” remarked
B

nrﬁan,
“ Exactly I

“Go ahead! Woa're on” .

" The society 15 formed for tha purpose of hacking up
No. 13 Study, and putting the other end of the passage in
its pla?a,” said Bob Cherry. “That is the chief and of

“ Passage §"’ 3
“No, ass, of the soeiety Incidentally, we shall give the
Upper Forth beans, and the Shell socks—"'

';;'":1,1.3' not give the Shell beans, and the Upper Fourth
BOrEES §

“If you ara going to be funny, Lacy, you can get on the
other side of that door. No rotten jokes are wanted in the
N.O.B.F. Wa're going to keap up the end of the Hemove
against all comers, amnd keep up our own end in the Remove.
And, as it i3 necessary for every society to have a feed at
regular intervals, to bind it together in the strongest possi-
bla bond of union, we shall establish a periodical bun fight-—
say every Saturday.” :

*Hear, hear!"

“ The Vice-President of the Society, the Honourable Wun
Lung, wire, has the gond luck to be as rich as a giddy
Croesus. I, the President, have lately received a remittance
from a rich uncle who says I can buy a bicycle with it if I
lika. As my jigger is all right, I'm using the money as a
Foundation Fund for the Noble Order of Bun_ Fightors,
Funds are only allowed to be subscribed by FPresidents and
Vice-Presidents,”

“ Hear, hear 1" .

“ Every Saturday during term a bun-fight will be held—
and I need not say that the grub will not be limited to buns.
A certain amount of good grub will always be provided by
the MN.O.B.¥.—but any member will be invited t6 add any-
thing he chooses to the steck. Now for the rules.

I::l ule MNo. L—A bun fight every BSaturday, as afore-
said—""

 Hear, hear "

“Rula No. IT.—Implicit obedience to the orders of the
Prozident, even to the extent of facing cannon.”

“ That'a all right!" )

The members of the N.O.B.F. were never likely to be
called upon to face cannon by their President, so they sub-
seribed to that rule with eazy minds,

“Rule No. TIL—A meeting to be called whenever tha
President constders it necessary, such meeting to be held in
MNo. 13 Study or some other place.”

“ Right "

“ Rule No, IV.—Ne. 13 Study to ba considered top stud
in the Romave, .u._m,l CYEry |:!!u:rnh-s_'!r of the N.0O.B.F. to bac
up the Preaident in keeping it there.™

“aood!” .

“ No. V. Rule.—Striet secrocy to ba obsorved, and aa many
recrults as cl:-ms:ible to be gathered into the N.O.B.F. Ounly
reliable and useful members to be inifiated into the mys-
teries of the N.O.B. I

H What mysteries !

¥ Don't i|:|t|;-rrulrl:! Those are the rules of the N.QVB.F.,,
and they cun be added to, or subtroctad from, as oecasion
requires, at any future meeling of the N.O.B.F. Gentle-
mmen, are these rules adopted ™

“ Hear, hear!"

“ IHands up for the rules™

Every right hand went up.

* Good,” said Bob Cherry.

4 What was which ™

“ 1 henard somebody sniff."

“ Well, I supposs o chap can aniff 1f he likes,"” said Mor-

an, “*Thera's no rule aprainst sniffing in the rules of the
N.OBF., 1z there?"

Bob Cherry looked round to the partition behind him.

“ Hark '™

A sound eoculd be heard through the partition.

It was the sound of a heavy fr.:m-farﬂ on the floor, as if
somebody had suddenly deseended from a higher placo and
mizaed his footing in his hurry.

Bob Choerry snapped his teeth.

In an instant the truth rushed upon him.

Thers was an savesdropper in the box-room, and hs had
heard all that was said—he had heard Bob remark w1 tha
aniff, and was hurriedly beating a retroat.

The whola seeret of the Noble Order of Bun Fighters was
abk the mearcy of the spy!

“ Tho—the cad " gaspod Bob Cherry. * We——"'

“ What's the matter ¥"

g Thﬂh;'ﬂiﬁ somebody in the box-reom—he's beon listen-
171 g e
** He couldn’t hear through the wall I™
Mauorlk Linley pointed to the cut fragment of wall-pa.pgr.
5

@ MThe—what was that?'"
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Tt could be seen easily enough when the eye was directed
specially towards it.

“ ook there !

“ Phew !" ]

Dob Cherry was rushing to the door. He unlocked it and
threw 1t open, just as a fat figare dodged out of the box-
room and Hew along the passage.

* Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry.

For a moment the members of the N.O.B.F.
paralvsed.

It was Dunter—a member of the rival study—and he had
heard the whole plans of the Bun Fighters—and was going
to report them to Wharton !

8t him Y gasped Lacy.

“Faith ! Collar the spalpeen ™

Baob Cherry was already speeding after the fat Removite,

Billy Bunter heard the pattering footsteps bohind, and he
put on a desperate spurt, gasping with terror.

Exactly what Bob Cherry would do if he caught him the
fat junior did not know, and he did not stop to think.

He simply ran as if he were ranning for his life!

Patter! patter! patter!

With his eyes staring wildle, and his spectacles slipping
down Ins nose, Billy Bunter dashed along, b Cherry close
on his track, and the rest of the N.O.B.F. bringing up the
TEAT,

Bob was gaining fast: but Dunter had a start, and he had
not fur to go. Ile reached the door of No. 1 8tudy, and
hurled it apen, and hurled himeself in.

Right in he want with a tervific impetus, right at the table
whare the chums of No, 1 sat doing their prep.

{Mrash !

The table went flvin
Jamnset Ram Singh
exclamations.

' You voung axs 1’ roared Wharton,
time vou've done this! JI']}—--'

k IIe!p P gazped Banter. ™ The enemy !
out ! I've heen—er—scounting! They're—"

“What's ha talking about ¥’

“ They—oh! Keep him off ! Help !

The Bun Fighters tore into the study in an excited crowd.

etaod

g, and Wharton, Nugent, and Hurres
Jjumped to their feet with atartled

¥ Thiz izn'"t the firat
I've found them

k]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Taolls.

[LLY BUNTER made a dive to get under the table,
but Bob Cherr¥'s grasp closed upon one of his plump
ankles, and he was dragged out apain. He squirmed
in the grip of the leader of the NAOLDLF. DBob Cherry

vanked him towards the door, Billy squealing piteously for
eln.

Exactly what had happened the chums of No. 1 did not
know. The chances were that Bunter was in the wrong.
But they were not going to have their study invaded in this
way, and they rushed &t once to the rescue.

Marry Wharton %rasped Dunter by the shoulders, and tried
to drag him away from DBob f}'herrjy; and Bob tightened his
grip upon the fat ankles, and pulled the harder. Wharton
was trying to rescue the fab junior: but Billy Bunter's last
gtate was worse than his first.

“Let go!" shouted Wharton,

“Rats! You let go.”
“Ow!” gasped Bunter. *"IHelp! Fire! Leggo! T'm
be‘iu pulled to pieces! Rescoe."

"Tiine up, you chaps.’

“ Hurrah ! Give "em zocks.”

The odds were en the side of the N.O.B.F.

They charged at No. 1 Study periy, and Hurree Singh
and Frank Nugent were driven back ftowards the window
and pinioned thers. |

Then Micky Desmond lent Bob a hand with Bunter, and
they dragged him towards the deor. But Harry Wharton
pulled harder, and yanked him back again.

Bully Bunter yelled ond sguirmed frantically, _

Hle was in the position 4::? the slain here in the battle of
Lake Regillus.

“ Fiercer waxed the fighting
Around Valerius dead,
For Titus dragged him by the faot,
And Aulus by the head."

DH!Y Billy Buater was not dead—but he felt very nearly
#n. He was dragged [uriously o and fro, in imminent dan-
ger of being dropped on the floor any moment, and every
ounce of breath waos knocked out of his fot 2

“ Le-wm-m-m-m-me go!" he murmured, faintly. *I—I1—1
sav, vou fellows——"

“{ot go, Wharton !™

“ Rubbish ! What do you want with him 1"

“ He's been spying on ua,  Let me have him."
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" Rats [

Morgan suddenly collared Harry Wharton round the neck,
and Harry, having to defend himself, relaxed hizs grasp
upon Bunter,

Bob Cherry gripped the fat junior round the body and
whisked him to the door.

" Come on,” he shouted.

He rushed the breathless Bunter along the passage, and
the rast of the N.O.B.F. followed with yells of victory.

The three juniors in No. 1 study were pretty well {agged
oubt by the unequal struggle, but they followed as fest as
they could. It was only to see the bun fighters retreat into
No. 13, and slam the door in their faces. e key turned in
the lock: and the N.O.B.F, were sccure in their fortress,
and Billy Bunter was & prisoner!

Harry Wharten hammered st the door,

' Lat ue in, you bounders !

" Go and eat coke !

“It's no good," gaalnﬂd' Nugent. “If Bunter had puf up
a hght instead of yelling for help, he wouldn’t have been
captured. What are they doing?'

“Can't make gut."

A dead silence had fallen in the study, save for the breath-
less gaspa of the captured junior.

But Harry Wharton knew .very well that Bob Cherry
would not really hurt Bunter, whatever he had done, and
eo he did not feel uneasy about him. It was only the loss

In No. 13 Billy Buntor had been plumped upon the tabla.
. Round him_the N.0.B.F, stood wﬁh solemn I;ﬂnd threatens
ing faces, and the fat junior gasped and blinked at them.

“ W-w-what's the little game?”’ demanded Bunter at last,
““What are you standing round like a lot of owls for§”

“ Silence 1™

“* Oh, really, Cherry!*

“Here I am not Cherry—I am the president of the
N.O.B.F.,” said Bob sternly. * Silence, caitiff "

* Oh, really, ﬂharr;i*_, f'ou know I'm not n exitiff. I don't
know what it is, but I don't think you ought to swenre——""

1'm not swnurm% you utter ass!’ exclaimed the presi-
sident of the N.O.B.F., becoming Bob Cherry again a]Pnf a
sudden. “* A caitiff is 8 mean, sneaking, rotten sort of a
worm, and it just describes you.”

* Oh, really, you fellows—"

“¥You have surprised the secret of the N.O.RB.F.,” said
the president solemnly. * What is the punishment of a spy
upon the myateries of the N.O.B.F. brothers¥"

“Denth!"” said Laey, with a dim remembrance of some-
thing he had read in some American fiction about Anarchiste
mn E'ie.w Y-]u-rh:‘ {'Death!” —_ I \

“Bomething lingering, wit iling oil in it,"”" suppested
Morgan, with a remembrance of Gilbert and Eu!]ivmgl:g

“ (h, really, you fellows——"

“ Buppossee we puttes him to toltule with led-het pokes?™?
suggeated Wun Lung.

“Why, vou heathen beast!" exelaimed Bunter indig-

nantly. * k herg-—-"
“ Bilence, cartiff 1!
“ Bt

“There iz one alternative’” said the president solamnly,
" ¥ou have discovered the dread secret of the N.O.B.F,
You must die——""

&L ﬂw I:H 2

“Or else join the N.O.B.F,, and swear——"'

“ It's not allowed, and—--""

““ Bilence! And swear to observe ite rules and Lkeep its
gecrets, and join in the bun fight every Saturday.”

“7'11 awear that willingly enough? said Billy Bunter,
#I—T—T1'll ewear anything you like.”

“ Young blackguard ! eaid Morgan.

“Oh! I—-I mean—"

“Then the new.member must be initiated,"” aaid the
president, " Art thou prepared, caitiff, to be initiated into
the mysteries of the N.OBF. ¥

“Cartainly, Cherry. Do you mean a feod?”

* No, cormorant, I don’t mean a feed, Every applicant
for admission {0 the N.O.B.F. has fo go through an initia-
tion to prove his worthiness to be ndmitted as a2 member,
Art thou prepared?’

“ Ye.o.e-08, Does it hurt?™

The president of the N.O.B.F. sunpressed & chuckle.

“ First of all, the ¢andidate must stand upon his head and
turn round three times——"

“{h, really, Cherry-—-""

“* Bilence! Then he must do a2 cake-walk round the study
with a can of water balanced on hiz head 1

T I-"I"'E 233_'_n

“Then he must take the cath of secrecy. Art thou pre-
pared ¥

“ Yo-g-g-0-03."

“Bring forth the candidate!” thundered the president,
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r-_e_n voica that mada the fat junler Jump. *Let him be
nitiated.” .

Morgan and Lacy ranked Billy Bunter off the table and
plumped him on the floor. Bunter sat there bligking, and
wondering whether the N.O.B.F. wers in earnest or not,

* Now, prisoner—''

“I say, you fellows—""

“ The initiation will now commence. Wun Lung, keep
that red-hot poker handy and prod him if he hungs%)ac il

“Yea; lathel !

“Candidate! Begin, or diel!™

“Ow! Will—will you hold my spectacles, Linloy?™”

* Cortainly.” -

“Mind you don't dm;i them. If they get broken you'll
have to pay for tham. I—I say, Cherry, wouldn't it do if
I stand on my [eet inatead ¥*°

“The poker!" thundered the president.

“Ow! Keep off, you horrid, heathen rotter!
gomg to begin.”

And Billy Bunter, placing his fat hands very gingerly on
the carpet, proceeded to stand upon his head, whila the
MN.0.B.F. looked on with euppressed chuckles.

[ T

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Is Initlated.
f S ILENCE ! rapped out the president of the N.0.B.F,

'm just

And the chuckles ceased.
Bunter planted his hands on the carpet, and then
the crown of his head between them, and slowly
raized his feet in the air. .
His feet left the carpet about six inches, and then flopped
down again, and Bunter scrambled up.
" There you are, you fellows!”

“Bosh! That isn't standing on your head. You've got
to stand perpendicularly, or die!"”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“*Bring forth the poker, Wun Lung "
“Ow! Heep off! I'll try again.™
And Billy Bunter up-ended himself once more. This time

'Il_':ia- iaiii lega rose higher, till they were at right angles with
is body.

#T—1—T say, 1s that all right*"” he gasped.

“ Higher, you young ass!”

The feet went up another inch.

“ Higher ™

Anothier inch.

“Shova them up, you duffer! Make an effort!*

Bunter gasped, and make an effort. His feet flew up—
and over, and he went down on the wrang side with a bump
that ehook the floor,

“h!" ho gasped.

HCaitiff ! hat do vou mean by damagin

the study
carpat in that way?"

demanded the president of the
N.OBF.
“(h, really, Cherey——""

“He hasn't turned round three times,” said Lacy. “ Ha
had bhetter die, after allL”
W1—I—I"ll turn round now!" gaspod DBunter. *‘ Don't be

hard on & chap, you know. This ia making me fearfully

hungry."

“ ia, ha, hal"

“ Jilance

“Now for the second ordeal. There's a can of water in
the corner, Lac% Brmg,; it hers—] mean, bring it forth.
Art thou ready, Bunter?

“Ye-g-e-c-es'’

Billy Bunter tock back his spectacles from Mark Linley
and placed them upon his little fat nose. Then he blinked
doubtfully at the water in the can

The ean was used to convey water to the study for filling
tEa Eatﬂe, and cortainly was not planned for balancing on
the head.

It was halt Full of water, and held about two pints, and
Bunter shivered as he thought of it running down his back.

#ij—I—1 say, you fellows, I can't balance that on my
head, you know, espécially if I'm going to do a cake-wall,”
he stammered.

“ Bring forth the red-hot poker!™

“Hold on! I=I'l try.”

Bunter gingerly placed the can on his head. He found
that he could balance it there so long as bhe kept still, but
vwhen he started cake-walking it was pretty certain to go.

“* Buppose I upset the water?” he gruated.

* Then the execution proceeds,” said the presidant, * You
will die the death of a dog—or, to bs more oxact, of a pig.
Proceed !

“ Faath, and start, then,” said Micky Desmond., *I'll
bhelp yo begin."

And he guve the fat junior a gentle lift with .hie too.

Bunter lurched—and the can Eﬂrﬁlmd and went over—and
there was a terrific yell from Micky Desmond,

The water swooped fairly upen his head as the can fell

THE Maexgr.—No, T7.

NEXT
WEEK:

“HARRY WHARTON & C0.’S BANK HOLIDAY.”

ong__ |

- HALFPENNY, _j,

TUESDAY,

The “Magnet”

LIBRARY.

towards him, and Bunter, plunging forward, escaped getling
» single drop. .

“Ow!  Ocoocooooch!” spluttered Micky, *“Taro aaod
cunds! I'm wet! Bure and I'm drenched intirely !

¥ a, ha, ha!"

¥ Ye grinning gossoons—""

**Ha, ha, ha!"

* Bilence!"

“I1—I say, you fellows, T couldn’t help it, you know—""

“The candidate is oxcused. Brother Desmond, youn can
go and dry yourself. Cet out!™

“ Faith, and I—"

“1 say, you fellows, I couldn't help it—"

“ Bilence! Brother Desmond, you can't stand there
dri_p]]lgin all over the floor. Go and dry yourself."

“ Faith, and I—"

“Order!™

Micky Desmond went to the door spluttering, and leaving
g trail of water behind him on the carpet. Ile shook his
flst at Billy DBunter, and went splattering out of the study,
and Lacy locked the door after hin 3

“Order! Gontlemen, the proceedings will now proceed.
The candidate will execute the cake-wulk, or we will exceute
him. DBegin.™

Billy Bunter, much relieved now that there was no water
in the can—and by no means displeased that the water had
gone over Micky-—replaced the can on his head, and euko-
walked.

Bunter could cake-walk, and he rather prided himsclf
upon his ability 1n that line,. He cake-wnlked round the
setudy, and then stopped and gasped, and looked round for
admiration.

Tho president grunted.

*“That will do!™

¥ (Oh, really, Cherry, it was ripping, you know—-"

4 “Silence! The candidate will now take the ocath. Bit
owin'’

Bunter sat down.

* Now, repeat this zolemn vow after me. T swoear..—'

T awear—"

r“f}' the first six books of Euclid and the last boolk of tha
1 in ¥

“ All right!” mumbled Bunter, *‘ By the first six books
of FRuclid and the last book of the Ilied—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

0 Si]'&nﬂ-&!"

“Eﬂrrﬂl Go on."”’

“Ry the—the bridge that Balbus builded—"

*“Yes; by the .the bridge that Balbus builded —"*

“ Br—by alpha, beta, gamma, and delia &

“ By alpha, beta, gaiama, and delfa—"
vf‘ Eir t.h:ai Commentaries of Cwmsar and the Georgics of

irgil—-

“By the Commentaries of Cesar and the Georgics of
VJ'.‘I%!. *

: ﬁwﬂar—':
“1 swepr—"

“To observe the rules of the N.O.B.F.——*

“To observe the rules of the N.O.B.— Yow!"

““ Stop that row!™

“Yow—wowwow ! Somebody pinched me !

“0Order! To obay the President of the N.O.BF. in all
ﬂ-rdf:jtrsl, even to the extent of facing a cannon or missing &
meal——

“To obey the President of the N.0.BF., aven to tha
extent of facing & cannon or—0r—or missing & meal.”

M Good! Now repeat the oath through me the begin.
nin _n

BEI'”}’ Bunter blinked in dismay. He had been able to
follow Bob Cherry’s lead through that most peculiar oath
of secrecy, which Bob was probably mm]hmﬂin a3 he went
along; but to remember it was more than Bunter could
MADATE.

“Temme zca. I swoar——"'

“Yes, go on. Silence, you fellows—I mesn brothers of
the N.O.I3F. Listen to Bunter swearing!"

“(h, you shock me, Cherry ! ™ said Lacy.
gars if you don't mind. I was very carefully brought up;
and when 1 first came to school, my great-grandmother

took my little hand in hers, and made me promize never

“T'U stop my

t Rin% off, you babbling ass! Let Duntor swear. Go
ahead, fatty1™

¥ I—I—1 swear—by the—the bridge that Virgil builded,
by the first six books of Balbus, and the Commeniaries of
Euclid—"" stammered Billy Bunter hazily,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ By alpha, beta, Virgil, and Cewsar, to observe the
Pres: Enl: of the N.O.B.F., and to miss a cannon and face
a meal” .

T
A Splendid Tals of the
Chums of Greyiriars.
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“1a, ha, hat"

“YWell, that's near enough.'" said Bob Cherey, lavghing.
“You are nox—I mean, thou art mow a member of the
NOBEF. You will be admitted to all the bun-hights of the
neble order. You will back up the N.OVB.F, through thick
amé thin, Dy the wav, y-:}u.‘lri be up apainst your own
study."

“ Oh, that deesn’t matter, Cherry, Wharton never really
treats me properly in the matter of feeding, and if there's
fo be a bun-fight every Batarday, I'm on your side all the
time, That's all right.”

" Regular worm, =o't he?" said Morgan,

“(h, really, Maorgan-—""

“That's settlad.” said Bob Cherry.  * Mind you keep the
recrets of the noble brotherhood, or vou will get it where
the chicken got the chopper, that's ajl!"™

1 apy, Cherry, if that's true sbout the remirtance from
vour uncle, I—I-—— Look here, if you like, I'll come and
dig in this study.™

“1 dou't like!" snid Bobh Cherey grimly. “You're a
member of the N.OBF,, but I wouldn't have you in fthis
study if vou were hung with dinmonds; in fect, I'd prefer
vou hung with a length of rope! ™

“{h, really. Uherry—- -

Bobh Cherry unlocked the door,

" Now vou ecan run along™

“JI—I—1I say, you fellows, jsn’t there going to be a
fecd * ™
' “There isn't. CGentlemen, the first meeting of the
N.OBY. iz now over. The first bun-fight will take place
on Saturday afterncon, al fresco—a sort of picnic up the
Sark, on the Holme Iall lamd. The time will be duly
snnounced, Gentlemen, you oare dismissed.”

* Hear, hear!™

“T'm jolly hungry e

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! You still there, Bunter? DBriog
forth the red-hot poker!”
Billy Bunter scuttled down the passage.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Keeps the Secret,
toad

Bunter!” Frank Nugent remarked the following
dav.
He addrozzed Harry Wharton, who was looking on
at & gome of cricked E-Lﬁ,}'m] by the First Eleven, and did
not reply. Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, was batting,
and kunocking away the ball in fine stylo.
“He geems to have something on his mind,” went on

“Bmssnn if T know what to make of that veun

Nugent, '* He's going about with a——"'
“Brave! "
L E]l?ij
“Ripping! That will be a three

“What the dickens——"" _

“RBrave, Wingate!” shouted Huarry., “Carberry won't
gend the ball in in time. There, I told you so! The bat's
on the crease, with seconds to spare.’’

“{h, blow!"™ said Nugent. * I was speaking to you.”

“Were vou? " snid Harry, looking round, as the bowler
took the ball again. * Something about Bunter, was £ 7"

“Yes, He's going about lnoking as if he had something
on hiz mind—as if he had a secrct.”

“ Perhaps he has. Hurrah, Wingate!"

“Well, it you don't take any intcrest in the matter—

“ O, butl I do,” said Marry, loocking round. * If there's
anything wrong with Bunier—"

“ Never mind Bunter. I'm thinking of us. He's been
extremely chummy lutely with No. 13, and it's beginning
to look to me as if we had an enemy in the camp®

Harry Wharton laughed.

* His chununiness with No. 13 seems to me to be only
sticking those chaps for feeds,” he remarked.

“ Vet but why are they standing him feeds ™'

“ Blessed if | know!" ; : .

“There's something on!™ raid Mugent impressively.

Wharton looked more serious,

“ Hum ! Something up against us, do you mean? "

Y e gaid Nugent, with convietion. ¥ You know that
Bob Cherry has made up his mind to make No. 13 top
gtudy ? They're already ialking of a re-election, and
making Cherry captain of the Remove.”

Wharton coloured a litfle.

“T don't care if they do!" . .

“But T da! The eaptain of the Form i2 going to bhelong
to No. 1 Study, or 'l I!umw the reason why!" srid Nugent.
* Hang at, I suppose we're going to stick to our colours!
Look here, there's somcthing on, and Bunter knows jt. I
suppose it's that N.O.B.F. business. 1 ean’t make that
put.”’

* [ haven't tried.”

Tue Masser.—No. T

“Then ii's time you did! As to Bunter—-""

"1 say, you fellowge—=""

“"Here he iz! Talk of angelal®

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of No. 1 Study. Ile
was looking a little discoptented. o

“1 suy, you fellows, are vou thinking of gelting in any-
thing for tea in the study? I don’t mind doing the shop-
ping for you.' _ ——

‘1 thought Bob Cherry was feeding you lately, Billy ¥

“He's so jolly mean,” said Bunter confidentially. ' lla
thinks a couple of pork piea and a few tacts are Ennugh for
anybody. I think he might treat a member of the N.O.B.F.
a little more decently, fdu really.”

“(Jh, so you're a member of the NO.B.F. " )

“ Yes," said Bunter importantly, "eone of the principal
members. I have a great deal of influence in the
MNOBIY

“ And what is the NOBF.1"

*Ahem! I have sworn——""

“ Why, vou young rascal—' -

“Y have sworn to keep the secret. Cherry administerca
I 11{;.1_;[1[&1' blowd-curdling oath in No. 13 when I joined yes-
ferday.”

“(h, he did, did ha?"

“ Yes, rather! Of course, I can't break the oath; that
would be roftren. I zay, I'm hungry. What are we going
to have for tea?™

“We're going fo have fea in Iall. Funds are low."

“(h, T say, you fellows, you'rc getting 28 mean 29
Cherry | ™ _

“There's Lizsle batting now!" said Wharion, tp.rmng
towards the ericketers, “*Jolly good form for the Hixth!

“(h, really, Wharton—— 1i..f}r:-l-: here, I could tell you
gomebhing. "’

“ Den't trounble, thanks!™

“¥es, but it's noportant! T suppose vou don't want
rour atudy to be put in the shade, do you, and the rotters
in No. 13 to crow over you? ™

“ {30 ahead ! said Nugent tersely.

“I'm feeling very faint. If you could stand me-—"

“Waea ean't stand you!” said Wharton., *Cut off!™

“1i you could stand me a few tarts——"

“Rats!"

“Yery good, Then T'll keep the secret.  Tf the Nobla
Order—ahem —if the MN.O.B.F. knock you sky-high, you'll
only have yourselves to thank.” 5

“The ‘Noble Order,” eh?” said Nugent, grinming. ol
expect we shall scon know all about it. What's the rest—
Noble Order of Big Feeders?” .

“ Cortainly not! I shall not lell you anvthing at all
Of course, as a member of No. 1 Study, 1 shoald like to
put you on vour guard."” ] . i

“ Didn’t you say you'd promised not to say anyibing? ™
gsked Harry, with & frown.

“Well, yes, but——" i

“ Then don t say anything. 1f you break a promise, you
ought to be jumped on; and I'll jump on you!™

““ Oh, really, Wharton—-" ]

“Buze off | I'm waiching the cricket.”

And Billy Bunter, blinking i"dig."“""ﬁ'.' buzzed off. He
wandered - away disconsolately, with his hunds in  his
pockets. He was in a very discontented frame of mind.

When funds were low in Neo. 1 Study, Dunter always
“felt the draught,”’ as he expressed it. Ile never con-
tributed anything to the funds, Lut he took it as a personal
injury if they ren low. Tea in Hall had no attractions for
him. PBresd-and-butter and a slice of cake might do to
begin with, or finish with, but the ieal would be missing.

Finding himself a member of the N.O.BT., and in pos-
scxsion of the preat secref, he had expected to sponge on
the members of No. 13 without limit; but his eflorts in
that direction had not met with any great success.

Bob Cherry had stegd him two or three little fceds, but
no big ones, and now he had stopped altegether. Mark
Linley had no money to waste upon him, and Wun Lung,
when DBunter hinted for a treat, only replied that he did
not “savvy.” As for Lacy and Morgan and Desmond,
they did not even listen to him.

Until the “bun-fight” oen Saturdey afternoon, Dunter
had nothing to expect, and he was dissatisfied,

Turree Jamset Ram Singh was Iying on the grass under
an elm, looking on at the cricket, and the short-sighied
junior mearly sprawled over his ontstretched legs as he
wallked on. There was a mild exclamation from the dusky
unior i
e Really, my worthy Bunterful chum, you might look
where you are g.?lj;.gl You 1ha.'r'a made the dustful stains
upon my honourable trousers!™ o

Ir“i.'leh;,Fnerzﬂ.lly, Inky, I didn't see you!' Bunter st{:;ppﬁﬂ,
“T gay, Inky, I want to speak to you. I want to—""

“ Would vou mind standing on one side, Bunter? 1 am
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Bob Cherry threw open the study door Just as & [at figure dodged out of the box-room and flew along the passage.

“ Bunter!” raared Bob Cherry.

For a moment the members of the Noble Order of Bun Fighiers sicod paralysed!

looking at the cricketful game, and you are bleckiully in-
terrupting the view.” : L

;‘l’n-i sincerely sorry "' said Bunter, shifting. * s that
ail right? "

a Y'Es., that is rightfully agreeable to me; and now, if you
will have the inestimable j{ﬁlf goodness to refrain from the
lengthy jawfulness, my chligations to your worthy self will
be terrific!™ ]

“You ses, I want fo speak to vou. Thoso chaps in Neo. 13
gre up to a little game to take No. 1 Btudy down o peg or
two,” said Bunter, blinking down at the fudiml,

Hurree S8ingh sat up. )

“Indeed ! Ilave vou discovered their planfulness? ™

“T'va pot it all from start to finish, Inky, but I feel so
faint from want of nourishment, that I don’t feel up fa
talking about it.’’ )

The nabob locked at him keenly.
feot, and linked his arm in Bunber's.

“Come, with me, comradefully, to the estcomed grub-
ghop,” he said eofcly. ** There the ereditful tick shall be
tun up to the sum of the couple of shillings, and the
Eﬁ-tmimed Elunter sl'lllﬂll grﬂgléutalhéﬁ talefulness.”

1 say, that's jolly . Inky.’

“ 'lf_‘.‘-umye} oI, m:..rlxmrth chum "

And they went into the school shop. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh raised his cap to Mrs, Mimble with his i,-rmeful bow.

" Esteemed madam, may 1 beg you to supply the grubful

Tur MA¢seEr~No. TL

Then he rose to his

refroshment to our worthy friend Bunter up to and including
the esteemed value of the twoful shilling-piece?" he ex-
claimed. ** As the fundfulness is low, I must request you to
chalk the amount up slatefully.”

“ Certainly, Master Singh 1" said Mrs. Mimble, who knew
that the Nabab of Bhanipur could be rehied upon to sguars
any little accounts like this. * What will vou have, Master
Bunter "

Billy Bunter ran his eyes round the shop.

‘f Lemnme see, id you say four shillings, Inky "

“ Wao, mny esteemed fat chum. I said twao shillings

Y \Wall, if T owe Mrs. Mimble two, and you owe her twa,
I suppose that will be all right™?"

“It will not be all right, Master Buater !”

“Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble-—-"

“"The twolul shillings will be sufficient,” said the nabob.
““And while you are consuming the grubful refrechmen
my Bunterful chum, you can tel]l me the news™

“You see,’” sald Bunter, eyeing Mrs. Mimble hungrily, a»
he waited for the refreshments, 1 supnose fellow ought
to stand by his'own study, oughtn't he ¥

“Of coursefally I

“And if I knew anything these Noble Order asses have
against us, I ought to let on about it—eh ?”

“ Certatuly !

"Well, vou see, they're planning a—— Yes please—tha
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veal-pies, Mrs. Mimble. I think you might let me have a
guantity at a reduction—say, four for the price of three.”

“You wers saying, my worthy chum—"

“Oh, ves; certainly! I was saying——  Some of the
ham, too, Mrs, Mimble. I suppose I'd better have ginger-
pop with it."”

" Y ou were eaying —— .

“I'll have it on this little table. Make up the two beb in
tartz. You sard two boly —was it, Inky, or half-a-crown 7"

“Twao bab, my dear Bunter! Tt is enoughfully sufficient
to feed anybody but an esiecemed cormorant. You were
SAVInE ——""

“Oh, yes!" said Bunter, as he settled Jdown to his [eed.
““ Wait a minute, till a fellow getzs a mouthful. I was say-
ing-— This 15 prime veal.”

“But the news "

“ Ah, yes! Some salt and pepper, Mrs. Munble? I sup-
pose you don’t expeet me to make a2 meal without salt amd
pepper ¥

Knife and fork went rapidly to work. .

“Jolly good!” said Bunter. “I will say this for Mra
Mimble—she ean make wveal-pies. She is very cloze over
acrounts, and hasn't any knowledge of the system of building
up a big business by means of credit; but when it comes to
making veal-pies, she's all thers!”

““ But the news——" ,

“ Oh, vez; I was coming to that! I could just do ancther
veal-pie, Inky, if—--"

“The eashfulness 1s low, my worthy chum. Try the tarts,
And the news-—"'

“ Ahem -ves! Dob Cherry 15 going to—Ow !' ]

Billy Bunter broke off with an agonised squeal as a grip
of iron was laid upon his collar from behind, and he was
lifm-f]i out of his chair and plumped upon his feet with a
crash.

e wriggled round, and blinked with startled oyes into
the indignant face of the president of the N.O.B.F,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cake for Bunier.

OB CIIERRY glared at the fat Removite, and shook
B him till Lis teeth scemed to ratile in his head.
Buanter was helpless in his grasp, and he wobbled to
and fro like a sack of potatoes, his heels beating on
the floor, his spectacles shiding down his nose, and his knife
and fork still clutehed in his hand.

0w, he gasped —*ow ! Oh, really, Cherry, leggo! Ow
—wow |

“You young sweep ! )

¢ J.—I wasn't telling Inky anything. Ow

Bhake, shake, shake! .

“Oh, really, Cherry, I—I'm sincerely sorry! I haven't
tulg Inky ﬂa.nythin,r; about the Nable Order of Bun Fighters;
and—-—— Ow!"

“Tha Noble Order of Bun Fighters?’ murmured the
Nabob of Bhanipur. * " We are getting on famousfully.”

“You young, fat rotter! You were giving the whole
show away—selling your promise for a mess of pottage!”
rosred Ilob Ehc—rrr‘.*.

“I—I—-I wasn't!

prE

It was wveal-ples—ow !—and tarts!

“ Ha, ba! You young ass! What have you been telling
Iﬂ-k—  PrY

“}I haven't told him anything—I haven't, really! THae
doesn't know we're going to have a picnic on Suturday,
.ﬂ.ﬂ{i—' D“ !" - . &

W (lame with me, vou fat, voung imbeeile! Come on!”

# 1 1 haven't finished my grub "

“ You're jolly well not going to fnish it! Come on !

“But [—I'm hungey. I " o L.

¥ This way ' aaid Bob Cherry, jerking the [at junior
towarda the door.

“w ! Rescue, Inky! I- T say, Inky, rescao!”

Hurres Jamset Ham Singh rushed to the rescue at once,
but Mark Linley stapped in the way with a cheerful smule,

“ Handa off " he sad.

“ My worthy chum, I—" .

“{lome on, Bunter. Young Mimble can have the rest of
that fee<). You're not going to aell the secrets of the
N.OHB.F. for & mes: of pottage. Come on!"

“{th, really, Cherry, " ]

Tilly Bunter disappeared from the tuckshop in the grasp
of Bob Cherry. Mark Linley closed with Inky as he tried
to follow, and held him in & grip of iren, The Lancashire
ladl had three times the strength of the slim Hindu, and he
held him without an effort, Hurree Singh grinned ruefully,
and gave up the strugele, e e

“Jf you will releasefully let me go, I will give infully I
he remarked.

Tie MAGKET.—No. 77,

NEXT

WEEK:

¢ Right you are!" Iaughed Linley.

‘And he let the nabeb go. e strelled after Bob Cherry.
Bob had linked his arm in Bunter’s, and was walking him
away across the Close. Bunter was in a state of dire terror.

“Lemme go, Cherry!” he squeaked. " Look hers, you
know, I'm going to go! What are you going to do, you
beaat "

“ Boal you in oaf !

“Ow'! I—I resign from the N.O.B.F, I—JI——"

“ Come on!”

Bob Cherry marched the fat junior into the house, and up
to No. 153 Study. DBunter mu{d not help himself, but he
went in fear and trembling. IBob marched him into the
study, with a face of preternatural gravity, and closed the
door. Bunter squirmed towards the door, but Bob locked
it, took out the key, and put it into his pocket.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through his spectacles, not
dosing a movement.

Bob took s carving-knife from a drawer in the table, and
tested the edge with his finger. IHe shook his head.

“# Not sharp encugh 7 he murmured.

L Waw-r;-\l.r]l:a.t are you going to do!’ stammered Dunter,

#¥ou'll see in & minute.”

" Laook here, Cherry =

“ Silonce I

Eob stooped down before the empty grate, and began to
sharpen the knife on the top bar.

Billy Bunter crept to the door and jerked at it
desperately, but a locked door was not likely to open. He
went to the window, and pushed up the zash cautiously. He
laoked out inte the Close. The risk was too great; he dared
noet abtempt to climb oub

Sorape, scrape, scrape !

The sound of the knife grinding on the top bar of the
grate sent cold shivers through Bunter's fat Ve

He stole another look at Bob Cherry's face, and saw that
it was hard and resolute, the brows heavily contracted.

Scrape, scrape, scrape !

“ Oh, dear !’ murmurad Dunfer. ' Oh, really, Cherry——
Oh, dear! I—I wonder what he is poing todo? Ow !

Bunter jumped as Bob rose from the grate. .

Bob felt along the edge of the knife with his thumb-nail,
and nodded with an sxprassion of satisfaction.

“H'm! That's better."

“1 say, Cherry-—"

“ Silence ! .

“ But—but—but, I—-I say, Cherry, I—I didn't really tell

Inky anything! I—I wouldn't have told him anything for
worlds! I[—I —- Don't murder me, Cherry !"

“Ehi"

“Ow! Don't!” pusped Bunter, as Bob Cherry came
towards him. “I—l—— Mercy!"

“What 1"

“Ow! Merey!"”

“ Don't vou want me to-—"?

¥ No. w! No. Don't!

“ But I thought you liked cake?"

“Eh? Cake?"

“¥ea I was moing to cut you a slice of cake,” =xaid Bob
Cherry innocently, feeling the edge of the kaife again. **If
you don't want any, say so.”

“ Oh, really, Cherey—""

Bob Cherry opened the cupboord door, and took out the
enke. DBilly Bunter's eyes glistened. Bob Cherry cut a
liberal slice of the cake.

& “ Was—wae that what you wero sharpening the knife for,
therry "

“".’!"1?_:51 of course, ass!” g

;I-—I thought—I—I mean—— Yes, I should like some
ca l:.”

And Billy Bunter started on it. He iried to make out
fromm Cherry's [ace whether he had been * rotting " or not,
but Bob lecked perfectly serious. Bunter ate that elice of
cake, and another, and another,

“ Jolly good ! he sand.

“ Naw, look here,” zail Pob Cherry. “Not a word in
No. 1 about the pienic on Saturday. They'd get up to some
dodee to muck it up, and then slap would go your [eed. If
the hun-ﬂ;-_:ht doesn't come off, you don't get any buns.”

“T won't say a word !’ said Bunter ian'enﬂﬁn

Fob let him out of the study. When he had gone, the
president of the N.O.B.F. chuckled.

““HARRY WHARTON & C0.'S BANK HOLIDAY.”

ANSWERS



THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter s Patrietic,

P 0. 13 is going ahead ! gaid Frank Nugent.
N *Let 'em rip!" remarked Harry Wharton eare-
legsly. * What's the latest ¥
“ I den't qluii'a know. Only a lot of the fellowe are
joining the N.O.B.¥., whatever that may be. Noble Order
of something, Inky saya’

“*8o our Bunterful chum inadvertently informed me™
gai] the nabob,

“It'a a society they're getting up in the Form, of course.
It doesn™t much matter whet the name 18, The point 15,
that they're getting a lot of the fellows into it. Skinneraand
Stott, and Ogilvy, and Lyell have joined, I know, and I
think Russell and Trevor. They'll heve the whole Form in
aoon at this rate. And they're all talking among themeelves
about something that's coming off.”’

“Perhaps it's & row among themselves,” said Hn.::if,
laughing. " They won’t be in & society together long with-
ouf & row.”

“1 don't know. There's something up against vs, so far,
and we've gol to keep our eyves peeled. I think it's rotten
that a chep in our study should join them. We ought to
make Bunter resign.”

“ The oughtfulness is terrific.”

Y Oh, he'll resign when they can't feed him any longer,’
paid Harry.

“0h, really, YWharton?!” Billy Bunter came inte the
study. “ T don't like to hear you fellows running & chap
down behind his back.”

Harry coloured.

“Don't be an azs!" he exelaimed. * You know jolly well
I'd have said the same if vou'd been hara, TI'll say 1t now
if you like wou've only joined the N.O.B.F. for what
yuuhcan make, and yﬁu'lf chuck 1t up when there's no more
grub.

“I'm sinmrelﬁ .:-nrr:{ to eee this jeslousy and petty epite
so rampant in the study,” said Bunter, with digmty. “If I
had been treated well here, I should have been willing to
lend you my assistance, and exert my influence with the
Form in vour favour. Dlessed if 1 can see anything to
cackle af, Nupgent.”

“I was thinking of your influence with the Form,”
chuckied Nugent. *“‘Go on.” : ;

*{Jh, really, Nugent! Look heres, I'm quite willing o
treat yvou fellows the samae us ever, and I shall not refuse
any little loan on Saturduys as heretofore. I'm not the sort
of chap to go back on old chums.™

“Bo long as the tinfulness lasts,"” purred the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

" O, really, Inky! As a matter of fact, I should like a
few bob just now, to contribute s few extras to the bun
fight—]—I mean—-—""

* What bun fight ¥

“Oh, thai—that was a slip of the fongue.
anything ™ - ;

“ Bun fight,” sald Nugent. “ Why, that’s what the initials
stand for, then. Noble Order of Bun Fighters. Ha, ha,

rE

* Oh, really, Nugent——" .

“Bo you're ﬁ:mg to have a bun fight to-day,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. ** Where "

¥ That's a dead secret, Wharton.
going to have one.”

“1L'p the river, I suppose?”’

“OFf course—or, rather, no, coerfainly not.
river.”

“Ha, ha, ha " ,

“I say, you fellows, if you could lend me five bob—".

“Five rats ! .

“ Half-a.crown would do at a pinch.”

“Well, T can give you the pinch,” said Nugent, fastening
hiz fiuger and thumb gpon the fat juntor’s arm. * But not
the half-crown. Now——"

O, 0w, cw 1

“ What's the matter 1™

" (e, yow !

Filly Bunter tore hims=elf away.

“Yow! Ow, vou beast! Look here, I'm done with thia
study ! T shall jolly well go and dig in No. 13. I wash my
hands of you!”

And the fat junior rolled out of the room.

“We're disinherited and done in,”” grinmed Nugent.
“Fancy Bunter washing his hands et all] ILook here, you
chaps, those bounders have got something up for to-day, and
we're poing to wade in and make them sing small.”

“The idea 15 & wheery pood ona,™

Harry Wharton nodded.

“TI'm on, if yvou like. We must kee

I didn't mean

I—I mean, we'ra not

Down the

up the dignity of

Elua Lghuﬂy, The Noble Order of Bun Biters has got to be
o :

*“Ha, ha! Tt's pretty clear that thera's going to be a
pienic of some sort up the river, and we'd better be on the

scene, and chip in.”
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And the chums of the Remove kept their eves upon the
members of the N.OB.F., It was easy enough to seo that
the Bun Fighters had something on. They hardly made a
secret of it.

Bob Cherry was observed to go into the school shop, and
cmerge with a large cane baskét, which scemed to weigh
Wﬁ' eavily. . R

organ went down to the village on his bicycle, and
came back with & pareel; and the chums of No. 1 knew ag
well as 1f they had been told, that he had been to obtain
comestibles not obtainable at the school shop. ]

Later, they sighted Billy Bunter hanging hungrily round
the door of No. 13. He tried the door several times, but 1t
was evidently locked, and the key was gone.

Harry Wharton laughed as he went into No. 1. "

““Cherry's locked the grub up in the study till he's ready,
he remarked. * Buntec is looking for a snack.”

““Hua, ha, ha!" i

“‘The snacklulness would Le terrific if the esteemed Bunter
once got at the honourable grub,” remarked the Nabob of
Lhanipur, i

‘* Hallo, here he 181"

Billy Bunter's spectacles gleamed into the study.

*1 say, you fellowse——" -

*‘ Hallo, haven't you washed vour hands of us, Eunier?_
_t_“f ﬂidn‘t really mean that, vou chape, Do you—er—mt
] ——

“ What are vou doing with that key 77

Bunter gave a guilty start. ) ] .

He had come into the study, and was standing with his
hands fumbling behind him at the ker in the lock.

i ¥ou—yon pee——""

“What are you mumbling about?” )

“You zee, I}—I’vn left something in No. 13, and I think
perhaps this key will fit the lock,” stammecred Tonter.
—TI’'ve tried soma of the others, but they won't.” "

“ Vou young cormorant ! You want to get at the grub!

“Wall as g matter of fact, Wharton, 1 can't help thinking
that it would be only patriotic of me to stand by my own
study, after all’" said Bunter. * You see, I belong hnre,_su
I'm really up against No. 13. Suppose we raid the grob ™

* Well, you—you worm ! )

“(Oh, really, Wharton! As a patriotie—""

“Oh, cut off ! Yon make e tired IV

*“Can } take the key "™

“ Yes, if you like! Buzz away!”

Riliy Bunter buzzed away willingly enough, when he had
extracted the key from the lock.

In two secomds he was fitting it into the leck on the door
of No. 13. But it did not seem to it very satisfactorily.

He twisted it, and jammed it, and ground it, but 1t would
not fit; and he was still busy with it when a hand fell upon
his shoulder.

Bunter gave o jump.

* Oh, really, Wharton Ao

“ What are vou doing?”

Tt was Bob Cherry's voice. ]

“QOw! Oh, really, Cherry! T—I—T wanted to see if the
grub waz safe—that was all. Those fellows m No. 1 were
talking something about raiding it, end I thought I'd have
a look to see if it was all right.”

“ That's right, roll "em out,’” said Bob Chﬂrr{ scornfully.
“1f vou had o farf.hiug for every lie vou told, Iunty, you'd
simply roll in wealth.

£ (h, re:ﬂl;. Cherry—->"

* Buze off ;

Billy Bunter diseonzolately drifted down the passage.

True, there was the feast in the afterncon, but that was
to be after a pull up the river. and was some hours off yet.
And Bunter wanted to begin ot onge; and he didn't
particnlarly faney a pull up the river on a hot aiternoon.
If he ecould have wired in now, he would have missed the
bun fight on the grounds of Holme Hall.

He returned the key to No. 1 Study,

“ Any luck ¥'" asked INugent, with & grin.

Bunter shook his head dolefully.

“No; that beast Cherry came alomg. Look here, you
chaps, he's alone there, and if you like to back me up, we
can raid him." )

“ Tolly good supgestion,
N.ODF.," grinned Nupgent.

“ Well, as a patriot—->"

** Oh, cheese 1t !"

“Tut I say, you fellows—"*

“ Turn him round, Inky.”

*With the greatest pleasurefulness, my worthy chum."

“Here, hold on—that is to say, leggo—leggo! What—
how Cth 1™ )

The nabob caught hold of Bunter, and slewed him round
in the doorway. i
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Nugent lifted his bdbt, and gave Billy Bunter a lift into
the passage, and the fat junior toltered away.

He brought up against the opposite wall, and turned round
to blink at Nugent.

“I—I—I say—=—""

* Clut off 1" roared Nugent.

And Billy Bunter disappeared.

THE TENTH "CHAPTER.
On the Track,

i HERE they gol”
It was Nugeot who spoke, about an hour later.
Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were leaving the
iatEa of Greyfriars, and each of them ecarried o weoll.
packed bag.

Milly Bunter was scuitling after them, his little fat legs
goang like clockwork to Lkeep pace with the sturdy stride of
the two juniors.

“Well, they're off,” asaid Wharton. *Only three of
them! What about the rest of the Noble Order of Bun
Feodars !

E’:-Tug&nl:- shook his head,

They mn[':* be going to meet some of them later—or it
may simply be a plenic for No. 13 Study., Anyway, it's Ty
to us to bust it up.”

* Good 1™

* Tho i;uudiulrgasa is terrific.”

“We'll wade in and lick them, and raid the grub, and
then if they like to make it pax, we'll let ’em have a share
ﬁi_ k*;l:l-'?}r own fead,” grinned Nugent. * How's that for

igh !

“Jolly good. Let's get along.”

They lett the school gntes. Hazeldene, of the Ramove,
was 1n the lane, with a clean collar on, and they stopped
for Er‘;nqmentl to apeak i!:n i:ilﬁ. :

“Coming along ™ ashe arry. ““We've going to raid
the N.O.B.F."” 2 ¥ L

Hazeldene Jaughed.

U I'd come willingly, but T've got an engagement. My

sister’s been over to Southeote, and I'm going to meet her

&t :—Ic:!!'m:: Hill, and walk back to CLff House with her.
a-ty !

And Hazeldene strolled away., Harry Wharton looked
after him somewhat enviously,

He would, a3 a matter qn(;,r fact, quite willingly have let
the raid go, and walked with Hazeldene to meet his sister
Marjorie.

But that was not to be thought of now.
on the ?.'nra];;nth. o

Keeping Dob Cherry in sight, the chums left the precincts
of the school, following ﬂmﬁnne up the river.

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley kept straight on, without
once looking back. As for Dilly Buntor, he never even
thought of looking over his shoulder. All his energy was
taken up by pledding on after the others. Dunter was not a
good walker. He took too little exercise, and ate a great
dexrl too much to be in good condition. e was in a profuss
p;::-rlalnratmﬂ 23 he tramped on, and he ventured to protest
at lask,

“I say, you fellows, don't go so jolly fast,” he mumbled.
“I'm fagged, you know, I'm rather delicats, and you
oughtn't to work me like this.”

" Wea've got to get to Holime as soon as tho boat with the
pthor fellows in 1t," said Bob Cherry.

““ There's no hurry.”

“The grub's in the boat—most of it.”

Y8l we've got enocugh with us in cose of accidents,”
said Bunter. * Don't you think it would be 2 good idea to
ait down by the roadside here for half an hour or so, and
have a snack **

iiNui I d{}nl‘tli

“I'm jolly hungry.”

“Then you'll enjoy the bun fight all the more.”

“There's such a thing as over-taxing a fellow's strength.

You wouldn't like me to fall down in a swoon at your feet,
Bob Cherry.”

"1 shouldn't mind, DBilly. Don't mind me. I sha'n't
interfers with you. It would be betler than your keeping
on jawing, anyway."

*“ Oh, really, Cherry i

“Comae on; it isn't much further.” ,

And they strode on, Bunter gasping and complaining all
the time. At a good distance behind, the chums of Neo. 1
kept them in view.

Mo, I Study were inclined to tetumph.

Thers was no doubt that when they ran the bun fighters
down, they would have things all their own way, for Bunter
counted for nothing in a tussle; and, in fact, he was certain
to join the winning side, whichever it was.
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The N.O.B.F. were approaching an ignominious defeat,
a4 far as the chums of 4{:1:. 1 Study eould soe. )

* They haven't the faintest idea that we're on their track,”
grinned Nugent., **They haven't looked back once. Hallo,
they' re stopping now !'’

The bun-fighters had turned from the lano into a path
that led down to the river., Ahead through the trens could be
goen the waters of the gleaming Sark.

* They're poing to camp there,” said Wharton.

“Good ! Keep cover!”

. The juniors erept on through the trees and underbrush be-
side the path, keeping the school caps in sight as thay
followad the picnickers.

Bob Cherry stopped on a stretch of green velvety sward
timt sloped down to the water, under the shade of a gigantic
slm,

.. 1t was an ideal spot for a picnic: and the bun-fighters
dropped their bag thera witﬁ the evident intention of
making & camp of it.

Billy Bunter sank upon a grassy knoll, and gasped.

“1 say, you fellows, I hope yuu're not expecting me to
make thd fire or anything,” bhe mumbled, “I'm too ex-
hausted.”

© Woell, you chosa to walk, you know," said Bob Cherry.
“ ¥ou conld have gone in the Eua-.t.“

“Yes, but you said I should have to row.™

 Well, you can't join the N.O.B.F. to lead a lazy lifo,"
aaid Mark Linley. ** But sit where you are; I'll make the

B
th"tll;l;?.lln, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. * What's

Fi 4 P

Tlarea figures rushed from the trees as he rapped out the
words.

Without wasting time in speech, the chums of Na. 1
Stucdy dashed to the attack.

Wharton closed with Bob Cherry, and Nugent with Mark
Linley, and they rolled over and over in the thick grass.

The Nahob of Bhanipur pranced up to Billy Bunter with
hiz fists in position, and the fat junior jumped up and
dodged round the tree.

“ Hore, hold on!" he roared. " What's the game? You'ra
nob going for & chap in your own study, are vou "

“ My worthy Bunterful chum, on the present suspicious
oceasion you are an enemy, and I am going to lick vou
terrifically.”

““ Hold on, you inky idiot?! Stop! Chuck it!"

Bunter dt::{lligaﬂ actively round the tree, and the dusky
junior dodged after him.

Huarree Singh was only in fun, az o matter of fact: but
Billy Bunter thought he was in deadly earnest, and hs was
in groat terror.

Ha dodged round the tres iill he fell over one of the
baskets, and then he plumped down in the graas and yelled.

“Ow—wow—yow! Keep off! Oh! I've broken my
¢ Pg’ve sprained my back—I mean my ankle! Keep off!

ow !

£ HEI-. h'arp ha !l"

“Pax!" roared Bunter,
I'm on your side all the time,
his own study. Lemme alope ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Wharton was sitting on Bob Cherry's chest by this time:
but, on the other hand, Mark Linley was sitting upon
Nugent. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh soon allered that. He
caught Linley by the shoulders and relled him over, and
Nugent came uppermost. i

Y Oh! gasped the Lancashire lad, as he rolled in the
grass. *' Grool"

“Fot him !” y

“ Got them both!" grinned Wharton. * Now, then, my
nobby bun-fighters, where do you coma in "'

“Ha, ha, ha " gasped Bob Cherry.

« Hallo! What nre you sniggering at?”

““Ha, ha, hal"

“ You utter ass—""

“Ia, ha, hal” i

Bob Cherry was gasping with laughter: breathlessly, but
with evident genuineness.

The victors in that brief struggle were amazed. -

Bob Cherry was amused; but they could ses nothing
amusing in being licked and captured, and having his
picnic raided. ] ] . )

“ Look here!" exclaimed Wharlon, shaking hia prisoner,
and making him laugh the more thoreby. “ What doos this
sniggering mean 7"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“ Took here, Linlay—="

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You shriakin]g dufferg—>"

*Ha, ha, hal’ o

* Oh, they're off their rockers I said Nugent.

“I'rm on your side, yon ass!
A chap has to stand up for

of tha
ars.

A Splandld Tal
Chums of Grey



“The off-fulness of their honourable rocheors 13 terrific.”
“ The silly asses—"'
“Ha, ha, hal"

There was a splash of an oar in the water, and a bump of
& boat among the thickets on the shore. A shout rang over
the bank.

““ Arrah! To the rescue, darlings!”

And Micky Desmond rushed upon the scene, followed by
Lacy, Skinner, Trevor, and the rest of the bun-fighters.

Wharton and Nugent jumped up.

But they had®no chance!

There was a moment's struggle, and then the chums of
Study No. 1 went to grass again, with overwhelming odds
gprawling over them.

—

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Trlumph of the N.0.B.F,

OB CHERRY stag‘?&rﬂ] to his feet, gasping wilh
Iaug'rhier. Harry Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh
lay in the grass now, each with a couple of bun-fighters
#itling upon him. The tables had been turned with a

Yengeance,

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Bob Cherry.

lmgﬁer I
“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the bun-Gghtars,

“My hat!” gasped Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“We've got them, the bounders!” said Billy Dunter,
gatting up, and adjusting his spectacles. * 1 say, you
fellows, you ought to make an example of them. They were
going to make a raid on the grub, nnd if I hadn't put up a
1nlly_gmd fight, they'd have been off with it before now,

‘" Shut up, Bunter "

“Oh, really, Cherry—="

“QOh, ring off! Luok here, my innocent infants,” said
Bob- Cherry, addressing his prisoners, * you're no mateh for
the N.OL.B.F. The sooner vou chuek it up the better. The
new Co. are scoring all the time, snd 1t's time for Stuady
Mo, 1 to go out of Eu:-ines:i.”

[ RﬂtE !1!-

“T1 knew vou had szcrewed some information or other out
of that mmnhing worm, Dunter—--"

“Oh, really, Gherr{f—"

“Bhut up, Bunter! I knew that, and I laid my plans
Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the N.O.R.F.

"“We came along here on our little lonesome, and I knew
i{sll;_.r well you chaps were f::-il-:mrmg,” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“You didn't see us look back, did you? That was becauss
we were leading vou into this”’

“Ha, ha, ha " .

The chums of Study No. 1 exchanged sickly looks.

It certainly looked as if they had been completely done
by Study No. 13 this time. )

“Most of us were coming by boat, vou szee,” explained
Bob Cherry, chuckling. * The boat was in sight when you
rushed us, though vou didn't see it,"”’

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

' And now——" .

“ (Oh, go and eat coke "' sard Wharion.
But we'll make you wriggle another time.
No. 13 being top study, that's all piifle.”

“ You're prisoncrs of war. Wa're willing 1o make it pax,”
gaid Bob serenely, * First of all yon've got to admit that
you are lioked.”

“ Well, I suppose we may do that,” said Harry ruefully,
“ There's not much doubt on that point.”

“ Mext, yow've got to own up that Study Ne. 13 iz top
ptudy.”

i E{lﬂh I+

LR ] R'“-f-ﬂ- [1‘

“ The ratiulness is terrific.” ) -

t Then we'll make it pax, and let you into the picnic,”
eaid Bob Cherry,

" Oh, really Cherry—"

“ Shut up, Bunter!”

“Yas: but there’s none too much grub now, and I'm
hungry. I think—" ] 3

“ Shut up ! Whtt Iul:hz'n you say, Wharton?

“Go and eal coke!™ :

“igad ! Clet the pickles out of the bag, Micky!”

# Faith, and Here they are!™

Do you like pickles, Wharton 7"

“ Bonetimes—what are you driving ot

“ Do you like them taken externally ¥

i Eh ‘?‘? :

" Peeause that's what you're poing to get. You're gomg
to own up that Study No. 13 is top study, or else be
‘ancinted with pickles, I'm letting you off lightly, you
know, on the score of ancient friendship.”

“ Look here—"
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“ Here you are, prime piekles! Warranted to make you

wriggle when they're poured down the back of the neclk.”

““Ha, ha, ha!*’

“1 may, Cherrv, couldn’t you pour zome water or some-
thing down Wharton’s neck? It's a sin and a shame to
waata good pickles."

“Ha, ha, ha !

“You can have them when I've finished with them,
Bunter. I don’t suppose Wharton will want to kep them
down his necl:.'”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Oh, really, Cherry—="

Bob. Cherry opened the pickles, and approached Wharton.

The leader of No. 1 Study struggled furiously, but he was
held in the grasp of Morgan and Trevor, and he had ne
vhance,

“ Hold on!" he exclaimed, “[—-I—"

Bob Cherry chuckled. . .

“Do you admit that Study No. 13 is top study ™

“No ™ roared Wharton.

:: ':B[:Ih S "J{J{I” 11F

¥ ness | X

I3ob Cherry gave a jump, and the bottle of pickles
dropped into the grass.

It was a girl's voice that spolke,

He swung round in a twinkling. .

From the path in the wood two fair fuces were looking,
and Hazeldene's grinning countenance was beside them.

The two girls were Marjorie Hazeldene and her friend
Clare, the pupils of Cliff House. They had come upen the
scene quite uncxpectedly, and were looking on in hlank
amazement. ) ] o

“ (toodness gracious !'" said Marjore.

Bolbh Cherry turned crimson. 4

He jerked off his cap, and the other fellows did the same,
all of them looking very confused and guilty.

“ GGet up, yvou duffera ' muttered Bob. ]

Wharton, Nugent, and the nabob scrambled to their feet,

There was & moment’s awkward gilence. . T

“ My hat " snid Hazcldene, grinning. ** Is this a picnic ¥

“Vo.g-es," stammered Bob Cherey, “*1ts a-8-a-a-8-8 prone.
A-a-a pienie, you know.™ . ; y

“Exactly,” szaid Harry Wharton, recovering his pre.
sonce of mind with his usual quickness. * We should be
glad if vou would join us, Miss Iazeldene, and you, Miss
Treviyn." :

 Jolly glad " said Bob Cherry heartily, ,

A glimmer of amusement came into Marjorie's ayes

She understood very well that she had arrived in time to
put an end to a scrimmage of some sort, and that was quita
sufficient to decide her to remain.

1 suppose you fellows were doing Some—some gym-
nasties 1" said Hazeldena.

“ Ye.g.e.es, in & way,” said Bob Cherry; “and I—I was—
was showing Wharton some pickles. 1 say, Miss Marjorie,
we've got a jolly good feed. It's awfully good of you to
join us. Bunter, vou fat young villain, why haven’'t you
lighted the fire?™” |

“ Oh, really, Cherry-—-" .

“ [ow can we boil a kettle without a fire?"

“ Yes, but—"

“ Light the fire.” ; .

Wharton pulled his collar straight. The arrival of
Marjorie and Clara had been a very fortunate thing for
him. ITe would never have admitted that Btudy No. 13 was
top study; but he weuld certainly have had an uncomfort-
able time if he hadn't done =o. o

And so he was more than usually pleased to see Marjorie.

All signs of warfare were banished from the camp of the
N.O.B.F. at once. _

A fire was lighted, and the kettle slung over it and boiled,
and the goodly array of eatables set cut on white cloths on
the grass. .

“ My goodness!” murmured Clara.

O, %In ra ' .

“\Well, spiffing, then,' said Clara.

And Marjorie laughed. . ]

The picnic was certainly a very enjoyable one. Wun Lung
shaded the girls from the san with his big umbrella, sitting
belween them with great state and a contented grin on his
face: but whenever Billy Bunter drifted near the girls,
there was always somebody to give him 3 shove and send
him away again. Bunter attributed it to jealousy 3 but
thero was nﬂ-%uelp for it.

The picnic was enjoved by all; and when towards the
finish Bob Cherry gave the toast—to the N.OB.F.—in

inger-beer, it was drunk with enthusiasm: ouly the girls
inquiring what the N.O.B.F. might happen to be.

ab-Cherry explained, and strack by a great idea, begged
Marjorie and (lara to become honorary members; which
they forthwith did. Vi
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“ 1 any, vou fellows, what about the initiation ¥ said Billy
Bunter. * All new menmbers il

“ Bhut up, Bunter! The initistion 18 waelved in case of all
]ﬂ{];‘r :Ir:nmhhﬂ]’:’-i.“

“Oh! Dut—"

* B8hut up ™'

And Billy shut ap. The N.OB.F. grinned cheerfully at
the chums of No. 1 Study. They had secured two lady
members for the Noble Order of Dun-Fighters, and after
that they naturally considered that it was time for Harry
Vharton & Co. 1o strike their colowrs.

When their picnic was over, most of the N.OUB.F., walked
home with Marjorie end Clara, and so did Wharton and hia
chums.  They parted with the girls at Chff House, and
walled back to Greyiriars together., It was tacitly apreed
that it was ““pax'™ for the rest of that day. Bob Cherry

Berofrododode bobododototaodedolbodetod:

gave Wharton a staggering slap on the shoulder as they
enfered Groyiriars; but it was a friendly one.

““ I rather think that Study Ne. 13 is top study now, old
son " he remarked.

To which Wharton replied with the ancient and classic
monosyllable ;

“ fRats 1M

Rut afterwards, in Wo. I Siudy; Harry Wharton & Co.
talked it over, and agreed that it was time they * pulled up
their socks,” as Nugent expressed it, and settled that burming
guestion for good and all!

THE END.

(Another splendid fole of the Chums of Greufrigrs next Tuesday,
entitled  Harry Wharton & Oo's Bank-Holidag," by Frank Richards.
Order your ¥ Magnet Library ™ in advancs,  Price One Halfpenny. )
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

u BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Reémnld Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, is
falsely accused of cheating in an exam,, S0 one night,
Em:l:.lng up & few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his

o Rough, e walks 1o Londoen, enlists in the Royal North
Wessex ]‘Ecgimcnt under the name of Chester, and is sent
down to Woelchester, Arrived there, Ronald unfortunately
manages to fall foul of Bagot, a bullying sergeant, and
Foxey Williams, a private, on the first day. and so he
comes in for a rough time. On the night that he is doing
his first sentry-go, Ian Chenys, his unscrupulous step-
brothey, enters the regiment as a subaltern, and recognises
the sentry. After n :H‘mm{ intervicew Ian savagely as-
saults Ronald, and flees at the approach of the guard.
Ronpld is dis¢covered bruoised and blveding, but, refusing
any e¢xplanation, is sent to the guard-room. As the result
of his trial, he receives the sentenee of thirteen days® con-
tinement 1o barracks. Corporal Kedge, who is a friend of
Ronald's, congratulates him on his light sentcncce.

(Now go on with the atory.)

The Great Fight—Ronald In Tralning—Blackes{ Treachery.

“And now, before T forget 11" added Kedgs, " you're to
report yoursolf to Lientenant Fairly as soon as our pusrd
is disnyssed,  [He's juat sont out word, T'chun! Left turn!
Quick march ! And Bonald and his comrades on escort
marched back te get ready for the new guard, shortly to
relicve them.

Inside the orderly-room serious business had been sus-
r:ll:'l'll;J':'!!'I E“r 'I'I::IE L,

“Woll, I feel that I've boon over lenient,” Colonel Conger
wia saying for the thied time, trying to look very fierce.
““ Thirteen dava C.B. i3 & perfectly ridicnlous senlence for
a pig-headed voung fool like that; but I must agree that
it's uncommonly sporting of him to take his gruel like that."

Bob Fairly locked up to sec how lan regparded this; but
the new aub-licutenant had Hli;‘:]h‘.d AwWay.

“ And you think you cun get him for Wednesday woek,
Fairly ¢ asked the grizzly hittle colonel, locking up with
audilen boyish cagernesa, He had won an oflieers® bhantam-
welght championship himself in a particularly hot year
away back in the sixties somewhere,

“(Certain of it, sir—that ia, if he will only Lght."

“Fight, by thunder!” roared Colonel Conger. " Ha's

ot to fight! Do you think I've let him off lightly like this
or nothing=—och? If ho rofuses and let's the regiment down,
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groat Scott, T'Il cancol the sentence and give him cells
instead, the obstinate young ass! Desides, what makes you
think he won't fight? Hasn™t he heart encugh, or 15 1t a
guestion of & purse?” )

“A hoart as big as a haystack, sir. As for a purse, thoe
less wo say about that tho better. I Choster boxes the
sailor, it will ba for the honour of the rogiment ontirely.
Thoe moment wa taik about offoring him money, we can call
the match off, so far as he ia concernad.”

“[{'m! And you think he ¢an beat this Navy pet?”
askod tho colonel.

““It’ll be a contest of scionco against beef, and you know
that that always moans a tossup, sir,” zaid Lieutenant Bob,
*If I can only have him entirely to myself—-""

“Well, you can't!” spapped Colonsl Conger. *“I'vo
sentenced him to thirteen days' C.B. simply and entirely to
loave him free for the night of tho contest, and that 13 o
douced sight moro than I ought to have dono. You've got
to got him fit now as best you can. [csides, pack-drill and
extra fatigue ought to bo jolly good training in itsell.
Sergeant-major, put down that date in the diary, and sce
I'm reminded of it. If I miss that fight, 1'il court-martial
the whele of the battalion, hanged i I won't!'

" » L] L] i [ ] &

It took all Licutenani Fairlv's good fact to induce Ronald
to enter the arena for the Wessex regunent against tho
Navy champion; but he suceecded at lastk.

Had it been a mero sparring match, Ronald would cor-
tainly have refused. He was a keen boxer, and ho had no
foar as to his own fistic powors, but he had at tho samwo
time a fixed determination not to allow himsslf to be pushod
forward as a pugilist. ;

In the cause of charity, however, and in honour of his
regiment, he waived his own inclinations. Tho challenge
was confirmed, and he settled down to hard fraining.

For thirteen days he did hia three hours” extea pack-drill
a day az a defaultor, and double faligue, and spent his
apare moments in the gymnasium, sparring with Lieutenant
Fob, Spud Murphy, and every other hesvy-weight who
woilld stand against him.

Hoe had yielded to the demands of Hoockey Walker and
Mouldy Mills that they should act as his trainers, and the
two veterans, who were both supposed to have baen renowned
scrappers in their time, weore a dozen times & day on tho

A Splendid Tale of the
Chums of Greyfriars.



verge of blows over the right and wrong way of preparing
the:ir marm.

“Raw steak! Thats the stuff I Hookey insisted for the
thirteenth time. ** That's what Savers and Heenan an’'—"’

“¥Yes; and Goliath and Julius Cesar, and Bluebheard and
Captain Kidd, and a lot of other old mommics used to
train on. I krow just what you're goin' to say, Hookey.
To hear you talk, anyone would think that yor were a
hundred years old, and had got a solid wooden head into
the bargain. Tt's all seience nowadays, my boy, and seience
gays raw boefsteak 1s all rats. What Chester wants is milk
puddings and chicken, an’ fruit and marmalade, like they
trains the (Oxford and Cambridge crews on.”

“WWell, an’ how much milk puddings an’ chicken an’
marmalade 'ss 'e "ad since we started—eh " demanded the
indignant Hookey.

“ Ah, now you're beginning to talk sense!" Mouldy
replied, with a note of regret. * Ile ain't had none, o
course, except them kippers this morning and the sausagoes
last night. But there you are. That's the theowry, as the
skientists would say. Anyway, anythink but raw steak is
my motto,”

o sll of which Ronald smiled, and ate what he could
and what he wanted,

S0 keen was the interest in the noble arl suddenly
developed: in the battalion, that the canteen was com-
paratively deserted in the evenings in favour of the gym-
nasinm, : .

Lieutenant Boh Fairly wos the master of ceremonies,
ha*nn& blossomed from & languid dandy, too bored to do
more than he could possibly help, into the life and soul of
this sida of scldiering, and the idol of the men.

Differences that might naver have been settled under the
old conditions, but left to rankle and heal as best they
could, were now adjusted with promptness and despatch.

In all this the *“hard nuts” of Company were well
to the fore.

Mouldy and Hookey snd other veterans stood by and

criticised while the youngsters belsboured one another with
& vast amount of energy, and not much to show for it.

Private Augustus Bmythe was a regular attendant, divid-
ing his time between [uricus encountors of the Kilkenny
oat variety and painful contorfions with dumb-bells and
Sandow exercisors,

In his brief moments of rest he would stand with arms
folded, his knuckles carcfully arranged so as to make his
ekinny hiceps look as big and terrible as possible, scowling
at Mouldy and Hookey.

Hea had never forgiven this pair for their hoax aboat the
Elephant Hussars, and it was his intention to challenge one
or both to mortal combat as socon as ever he had developed
hig bicepa sufficiently.

It was Mouldy who first scented the appalling fate which
threatened them.

He and Hookey were standing swapping accounts of
imaginary batiles in bygone days with chempions of the
fistic art, for ir own amusement and the benefit of the
awestricken youngsteres who stood around.

Ronald had just finished a rattling six-round spar with
Spud, the Irishman—the last before the great contest on
the following night.

He was fe&linig as it as a fiddle, and streng encugh to
fight a windmill. Having made it & rule in life fo keep
always in good fcttle, he had needed only a fortnight’s hard
training to get him into tip-top trim. _

The one thing he did not like abaut the morrow’s contest
wag the amount of meney which had been iaid on his chance
of victory. He hated betting himself, and he hatéd still
more to be the subject of a wager, however small.

At that moment, however, he knew that many hundreds,
if not thousands of pounds had been booked on him. Tho
odds being then at five to ane in favour of the champion
of the Navy, the Wessox stood to win a fortune if Fate
was kind to their represontative.

f any man in the battalion had laid ngainst Ronald’s
chance, he was discrect encugh to keep the fact to himself,
and book his hate elsewhere.

Ronald hated all this, but there was no beeking out now.
After all, the show was in the couwse of charity, and that
13 sald to cover a multitude of sins.

He had had his rub down, and was laughing ¢uictly over
Hookey's latest apnecdole of a hundred znd twenty round
contest which he had waged with Tom Savers for £500 and
the championship of the world.

If it had only been true, it would have made Hookey
gomewhere between scventy and cighty years of age at the
present moment.

“iTime I sez the referes,” continued Hookay, telling the
stary. * It was the two hundred and ninefeenth round--—""

“You said one hundred just now,” said Mouldy, suddenly
betraying an inchination to cast doubts. Auvgustus Pmytho
was smiling in open scorn and derision.

“Oh, all right! One hundred and nineteenth, i vou're
g0 beastly perticklor V" snid Hookey, rather annoved. It
was the one hundred and nineteenth round. *Time!” sez
the referee.’”’
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“Go on! Get on with if, chum !
before,” gibed Mouldy.

I rose from my corner so blind——""

“ Blind what?" interrupted Mouldy.

“Blind! I couldn’t see, and so groggy about the legs I
couldn’t stand.”

1 Lianr " _

Gussy's clean cut and curt summary of Iookey's status
a8 o teller of the truth came with starthog effect in the
middle of a dramatic pausce.

“ Bomebody caltin%: you, Hookey,” snified Mouldy,

“Liar I snarled (Gussy, in a melodramatic voice, slowly
drawing off ono boxing-glove. I say again, liar! Coward
Craven! I challenge you to mortal cowmbat, and there'—
ﬂing‘:ng the glove with a. emack in Hookey's bewildered
face—** there 18 my gage '’ ] .

" Bravo! Hear, hear!” roared’ Mouldy, slapping Gussy
on the bare shoulder in a way that brought tears fo lus eyes.
““ That's the way to talk to 'em! Now go and hit him on
the nose to clinch the bargain ! .

“Just half a mo!” said Hookey, holding him off. “Did
I understand you, Gussy, my lad, to say that I'm a coward "

““Ves, a coward and a liar!" yelled Gussy tiercely. ;

“Wa won't say anything about the liar part of it
Perhaps youw're right there,” admitted Hookey coolly.
“It's the coward I cannot stummick, particulariy from one
eo fresh and green as vou. Young man, you've done 1
thia time. Jest look your last upon the gas, for, by the pig
that bit my Aunt Jemima, thou diest the death. Jest give
me them glaves, Chester, and hold me back when you { ink
I'm gettin® too 'cartless and ‘arrible in my revenge.

Hookey's manner of accepting the deadly insult_had a
somewhat dispiriting effect on Augustus Smythe, Nor was
Hookey feeling over comfortable.

However much he knew in thecry of the noble art, he
knew absolutely mothing of the practice, and in view of all
his bouneing during the past two woalts, he would have
given anything to have got out of the awkward fix ho was
now i,

There was no denying Gussy’s spirited challenge, how-
ever, and there was the crowd all yelling and cheering and
pressing round to sea the fun. :

Hookey saw no way of getting out of it, so he pulled on
the gloves and climbed into the ring. nald wns his
&emnd, while Mouldy officiated in the same capacity for

UsEY,

The latter was white and trembling, but there was un
angry spark in his eye, and a tight look about his jaw,
"..n'hlf.'?l' revealed 8 determination to do or die.

8pud Murphy took the time, and at his shout the seconds
“gliﬂ{ﬂd the chairs out of the ring, and the combatanta
advanged.

Augustue dispensed with the familiar handshalke, and
smote the unsuspecting Hookey on the nose instoad.

Hookey staggered back aghast at this, and Augusius,
following up smartly, hit him o thump in the wind which
made Hookey whoop with pain. But Avgusius wag mercl

You satd all that once

less. He shut his eyes, and rushing in under Hookey's
windmill arms, gave him an upper-cot which just cought
thae tip of his nose.

The crowd yelled at this success. They cheered and
laughed themselves hearse, while Mouldy got so near
hysteries ‘that he had to ¢ling to the ropes for suppork.

&till Gussy raged like a lion, while Hookey wallowed liko
a buffalo, and hit out blindly with the force of a battering-
Ta. o

Down went Augustus at last, felled by a swinging blow,
and down sat Hookey in the middle of the ring, so hreath-
loss and exhausted by his cxertions he could only roli his
BYOR.

*Bﬂut Augustus was up like o flash.  Blind with fury, and
the tears streaming from hiz eyes, he charged neross the
ring. tripped up over Hookey's prostrate body, and, pitch-
ing head E}rmnmt. Iutched Mouldy round the neck.

Mouldy howled, The crowd howled, and Ronald could
hardly Lift a hand for laughing. _

Thinking it was time to intecfere, he was just about to
elimh into the ring, when suddenly the gas went out, plung-
ing the gymunasium into darkness.

He had ducked his head to dm"l%‘ﬂ beneath the ropes, and
at that instant something whirred past his ear, and dealf
him a erushing blow on the shoulder.

The pain was so exoruciating for the moment that he
could not help eryving out. e staggcred, then recovered
EE:MEIE, and elutched at somebods he felt was close hehind

b, :

The cudgel swept dewn again, but fortunately missed
him clear, and then his hands clesed on the man’s arns n
the darkness. . _

He clutehed the sleeve, bul hiz grip had gone. MHis left
arm waa numbed from wrist to shoulder. .

“HARRY WHARTON & CO.'S BANK HOLIDAY.”  Asplediisietsse
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A Surprise for Sergeant Bagot—Underhand Work,

The wrathful yells of the spectators when the gas was put
oint, and the boxing duel between Gussy Bmythe and Hookey
Wallier stopped in the most exciting part, drowned all
-Er-‘run.clfs of the struggle between Honald and his treacherous
assallant.

Ta add to the pandemonium, Rangh had alse joined in
the fray, barking and growling furicusly.

So numbed was Ronald’s left arm by the crushing blow
which had descended out of the darkness on his shoulder,
that his foe had litile difficulty in wrenching his eulf from
his grip. But the next instant Ronald's right hand closed
on a tunic collar, and the two fell together with a crash.

Matches had now been struck, and the crowd of soldiers
came surging round to ses what it all meant. To their
amazemeant, they found tieir champion of to-morrow's fight
grﬂrﬂllmi on the ground with a comrade; while Rough, the
terrier, had pgot already one handzome mouthiul of the
enemy's trousers in his teeth, and was returning for more.

Who it was that Ronald was pinning by the throat could
not be seen in the flickering light; but wi{:ﬂn Spud Murphy
intervened, and drapged the unknown to his feet, there was
a8 gasp of amazemont on every side, for it was none other
than Sergeant DBagot.

Ronald, too, was taken abacle at the discovery., To strike
ot lay hands on a non-commissioned officer, no matter under
what provocation or circumstance, i1s a penal offence in the
Army, and Bagot was not the man to forgo s pound of
flesh for the indignity he had suffered.

His face was ashy pale with the white heat of passion, yet
there wasz a2 hunted look in his eyes,

Ronald was quick to see this, and it enly convinced him
the more that Bagot was the author of the dastardly attempt
to dizable him.

At that moment the gas was relit, and the erowd parted
to adnnit the passage of someone in authority. It was sub-
Lieutenant Ian Chenys who pushed his way to the front.

“What iz the meaning of all this, SBergeant Bagot?” he
ackod coldly, a sneer curling his lips as his eves met
Ronald's,

“I bardly know, sir,” answersd Bagob, still strugglin
between blind rage and craven fear. “ The gas was turn
off suddenly, and Private Chester and hiz infernal cor set
upon me in the darl, knocking me down and mauling me
as 1f they intended to throttle me !

“I saw 1t,” said Ian guietly. *°I waa in the gallery. Let
him be put under arrest at once. Corporal Kedge, take this
man to the guard-room !

An involuntary murmur of
surprise and anger ross from
the crowd of Tommies, and
Tan turned upon them with a
threatening seowl.

* Just one moment, Chenys,
please I** said o voice,

And Licutenant Bol Fairly
etrolled leizurely forwand.

“1 have already put this
man under arrest,  Mr,
Fairly I'" retorted lun hotly, as
if to put an end to all arpu-
ment.

“And I am senior here,
Ms. Chenys " drawled Lieu-
tenant Bob.,  * Moreover, T
have been present from the
first at the ring=side, and not
in the gallery. We will dis-
cuss  anything further wvou
may wish to say in nnother
place.  Meanwhile, I prefer
to look upon it in the light of
A very natural mistake, due to
the room being plunged sud-
denly into darkness: and, in
any casge, I menn to hear the
evidence of both sides. Why,
whatever i1s wrong with that
left arm of yours, Choster 7

Bob  Fairly drawled no
longer. The sight of the ugly
brutse on the Wessex cham-
{mm:ﬁ shc—!..]di_-r, and the arm
wngmng dimp, roused him at
OTIen.

“Somebody aimed o bLlow
at me, sir, soon aftor the gas
wai  put  oub’ answersd

[Fa—
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HARRY WHARXYON’S

EANK-HOLIDAY,

The Chums of Greyiriars take ad-
vantage of the coming holiday, and

a big party of the Junlors make a
right merry day of It.

Thelr jaunt includes the Crystal
Palace, and while Billy is nol busy
feeding he puts in a litile playful

N.B.—Hector Drake Isin PLUCK, ¥/ round

Ronald, grey to the lips with pain. * Whoever 1t wa

astruck at my head; but I had moved, apd the Han;m:;
struck me here. He struck again, I caught his sleeve
though, just in time, and we struggled and fell, and—well
no-one was more surpirised than I to find that the man T hafi
got hold of was Sergeant Bagot I’

“Do you dare to insinuate that it was I who set upen
you?’ spluttered Sergeant Bagot, with a brave show of
indignation.

“1 suggest nothing. I ean only tell you what happened
exactly,” answered Ronald, locking Bagot so steadily
between the eyes that he fell' back a pace, muttering an
oath. “1 may have been mistaken.”

‘“ Ah, what makes you szay that?" asked Lisutenant Bob,
eager enough to clutch at any straw to prevent the matter
drifting further for the moment.

. 1 caught my man with my left hand, but, that being
n_urﬁh?d, hie tore himself free. I then gripped him with the
right.”’

::Exactiy I'" enecred Bagot.

Why exactly, sergeant? What do you mean by that?”
asked Lieutenant Bob, with a quick glance.

“* That he is mistaken, of course, sir!" stutterad Bagot,
cbyiously taken aback for the instant. * He lost his first
grip of the real man, and fastened his second upon me.”

“Then you admit it was all without malice—-a pure acci-
dent ! ‘zaid the officer.

But Bagot did not reply. Instead, his lips twitched wita
baffled spite. He had no wish to see his pet aversion escape
so lightly as this. His crime was a technical cne, perhaps,
but it was o erime nevertheless,

i "'i-"iar:.r ;-E'&H,” said Lisutenant Bob, as if he had con-
sentod. I am sure now, Chenys, that wvou should agres
that it should rest at that." ¥ &

:E;m shrugged his shoulders, but answered nathing,

“The fact remains that a blow was struck by some
despicable creature here, and apparently with one intent.”
continued Fairly, iznoring the contemptuous gesture—*to
dﬁsa'ﬁf Uhest?r on the eve of his ight. That is a stain on
the honour of our regiment, which can only be wiped out
when that brute has been run to earth ! " [

A roar of * Hear, hears ' greeted his words,

“ Very well, lads,"” added Licutenant Bob, I hope you
will make it your duty, a3 T meun to malee it mine, to siff
this conspiracy to the end. For the present I am nfraid
thot we of the Wessex must awallow defeat as beat We can
for the contest must be declared off,” i

“No; mot off, gir !" answered Ronald,

" Why, man rlive, you can's
enter the ring with an arm like

%Jﬂ.-‘l- '™ exclaimed ILieutenank
L]

“T ean <do my hest, sir,
After all, I ur.’h:nn'i:Jr bhelieve it'a
utte =0 bad as it feels,” said
onald, raising hia arm
cauticusly, though the effort
made him bite hisz lip with
pam.  *I'm better with my
right than my left, anyway.”
“ Bravo, Chester " shouted

Hookey, *“ That's the way
with fhe Wessox—ain't 1%
chums #*'

A wild yell of applauss
greetod  the  old  soldier’s
words, and, but for risking

Lurther injury to their plucky
champion, there is no doubt
that they would have marched
him off shoulder-high.

“Well, you're u game one
to talk like that,"” said Liey-
tenant Bob. *If you mean to
fight, though, we must see
about getting that shoulder of

ours under the doctor's
wiands at once. Put a coat
your shoulders, and

come with ma.”

Er—
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