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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Blily Bunier in a New Role,

# ¥ WANT vou fellows to listen to me——"'
I *Ratg!"
“ 1 want to oxplain o
: *“Bosgh!" ; o
‘I am going to put it to you straight—-F
o Rubb?sh i

“ Shut up, Bunter! "

“ For the last time, will you listen, or shall T have to use
violenco T "

There was no reply to that remark. It took the chuma of
No. 1 Btudy too much by surprise.

Biliy Bunier stood in & threatening attitude, his fat face red
with annoyance, and his round eyes gleaming behind his big
apectacies,

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Huorree Jamget Ram
ﬁi[r:glﬁ the chums of No. 1 8tudy in the Remove, starcd at him

sukly.
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They wers accustomod to all sorts of things from Dunter.
He waa an incorrigiblo borcower ; he was an ingurable romancer,
He was several varicties of & worm, as Bob Chorry had cox-
pressed it.

But Bunter had never appesred in this light before. ;

Bunter, who had been known to buack down boefore a Thard
Torm fag, end to pelt off helterskelter before the smallest
butcher's boy in Friardale—Bunter was standing in a warlike
attitude, threatening the chyms of No.o 1,

Harry Wharton, captain of the Remove, and the heat 1;th!eta
in the Lower School at Greyiriars, locked ab him. Kugent,
who could have eatenn Bunter in a fistical encounter, looked at
him. Hurres Jamset Romn Singh looked at him, with an
sstounded expression transfixing hs dusky Ince. ] 1

“ Now, are you going to listen 7 7' demended Bunter, imagin-
ing that his threat had taken effect.

“It's teal!’ said Nugent faintly. "It isn't & dream
That's Bunter talking—it's the fat porpoise himself 1 "

“ Who are you calling a porpeize 1V
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* You, Bunfy.” ,.

“You'd better be ecareful what vou call me, yvou fellows!
I've huod enough of the ragging T used to get in this study. I'm
going to keep u]; iy end in future 1 7

" Which end
* Ohy, don’t be funny! Look here, you fellows, things have
‘got to go on a new footing now. I'm not going to stand——"

Nugent hoolted his foot into the leg of s chair, und sent it
gpinning towards Bunter. The back of the chair unfortunately
crashed upon the best-filled part of Bunter's waistcoat, and the
fot junicor staggered back to the door,

*Ow !l he d.

“ Borry ! Hﬁﬁ hat™

* What did you de that for, you rotler 17

" You said you weren't going to stand, so I was offering vou
a chair,” apid Nugent blandly.

“Ow!” Bunter rubbed his waistecoat tenderly. * Owl!
You beast ! You've nearly winded me. Yow!"

“ (o it. It sounds ke a locomotive letbing off steam 1™

“ 1—1I say, you fellows "

*' (h, ring off !'" said Harry Wharton.
worl.™

* The ringoff-fulness would be the wheezy good ides,” sug-

wd the Nabob of Bhanipur, in his purring voice nnd s
sutiful English,

* I say, you fellows, the tims haa come for a change in thia
study. Youn chaps have always lorded it over me——""

“ 0Oh, don't tells rot, Billy.: Woe've only kept you in your
place, beeause you have alwaya been such n miserable worm.™

* Are you looking for a thick oar, Nuront 7"

* A—a thick ear ! said Nugent dazedly. )

. “Yez: you're jolly near getting one, anyway ! ”* said Bunter
ierce]y.

Hulgent could only stare &t him blankly.

* Now, yvou fellows,” went on Bunter victoriously, ** vou see
how matters stand. I'm not going to stand the sort of thing
T used to put up with any longer. I'm not going to be of less
account than any other chap in the study.”

* You wouldn't be, Billy, if you were a decent chap,' said
Wharton. " It's becanse you're & fub little rotter that you're
sat upon.’”

“ Do you want a hiding, Wharton ¥

Y What 17

“1f vou don't you'd better be a bit more civil, Look here,
vou fellows may as well understand it once end for all. I'm
the head of this atudy ! ™

* The—the head of this study 1"

111 HH‘EB“!I‘

* He's off hin rocker,” said Nupent, in & faint voice. I
alwaye felt that it would come to this, It's the direct result
of overfeeding.”

* fe careful, Nugent. I'm helf inclined to lick you as it is |

* Lick—me 1 ™

" Yea, rather.
every fellow in the study.
any longer."”

“ Look hore, Bunter,” said Wharton, Iin hia c¢risp way,
* What's the game 1 What ore you t«ﬂ‘kil‘l% nll this-pifiie for? ™

“It’s not piffle; it's business. Since I've taken up box-
in i

*“ Ha, ha, ha !

* I've developed a wonderful gift for it.”

“ Ho, ho, hat''

“ And I've licked Bob Cherry in a stand-up fight."

“Oht!" gasped Nupent. * The murder's out now !
he'a licked Bob Cherey ! Oh, hold me while I ghriek | ¥

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 M

Bunter blinked wrathfully at the chums of the Lower Fourth,

He had licked Bob Cherry in a stand-up fight. a3 he said, and
Bob Cherry was one of ihe toughest fighting-men in the Remoave
He liad only thres saperiors in that line—DBulstrode, Wharton
and Mark Linley, the lad from Laneashire—until Bunter licked
him. XNow, of course, Bunter made o fourth.

That the fipht hod been s mere piecs of “ rotting ™ ; that
Hob had allowed himscli to be lic for a huge hoax upon the
rtupidest junior in the Rewmove, was perfeetly well-known to
the whols Form, Bunter had been told so, but he did not
believe it. He {ancied himself as a boxer, and it woa very
gratifying to think that he hud licked one of the best fighting
Inen in the Form ; and, like most of us, he contrived to believe
what it pleased him to helieve, .

The conviction was firmnly fixed in his mind that he had fairly
and squarely licked Beob Cherry, and he regarded explanations
to the contrary simply a3 atéemptz to lower his prestige and
minimize his exploits,

His illusion was encournged by Bob Cherry, who was a con-
firnied practical joker, Ever since that memorable contest
in the barn, Bob Cherry had made it & point to treat Hunter
with an exaggerated air of respect, and to stand in fear and
treinbling if the Int juntor hectored him.

The fellows who saw Bunter hectoring a big junior who eould
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have knocked Jum to piecea with a blow would roar with
laughter ; but Bunter was quits satisfied with himself.

And as the persuasion that he was a grest fighting-man was
more and more firmly fired in Bunter's mind, it developed the
worst traits in his character ; not & very pleasani character to
start with,

Bunter was a little bit of a sneak, and a little bit of a poltroon,
and those attributes, when united with great phyeical strength

usually produce a bully. Billy Bunter's prowess was imaginary
but it was real to him. Heneo Bunter was fast developing into
a bully.

It was amazing te bis study-mates.

It was hard for them to eoteh on ; bot as Bunter
the resl elate of the case dawned upon their minda. They had
noticed, for the past few days, a certain tronculence in Bunter's
manner ;3 but ag he always had some nongense or other in his
mind, they had taken no particular notice of it

The merriment with which his remarks were received, natur-
ally made Bunter feel very annoyed,

%-'Ie blinked at the chums of the Remove and clenched his fists,

] |

* Look herd, vou follows

‘* Ha, ha, hal™

“You'd better be careful—"

* Ha, ha, hat™

Bunter pushed back his cnffs.

" Very well.  Which of you will coms on Grst 17

“Ce.g.come on t"

“ Certainly. I'm going to lick you!™

“Ha, ha, hat™

“ The ha-ho-he-fulness s terrific.”

“Come on '

* Ha, ha, ha!*

“Yah! Youre afraid!"

“Oh, dear! Ha, ho, ho! Oh!"™

" Cowards |

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Bunter glared nt them wrathiully and scornfully. They
were rolling in their chairs in helpless merriment, but to Bunter
it wad perfectly clear that they were putting & on, becnuse they
didn't care to come to close quarters.

“ Well,”" he zaid, turning towards the door, " I despise you
“ You're o set of cowards, I'lL jully well let ell the Remove
know the kind of worms you are ! ™

* Ha, ha, ha!™

Bunter went out and slammed the door. Harry Wharton
rocked to and fro in his chair, breathlessa with laughter. Huarree
Singh waa eackling mway like an alarm-clock, snd Nugent,
utterly overcome, rolled on the hearthrug and kicked up his
fcet.,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
* To Your Knees 1™

ILLY BUNTER went down the Remove ‘passage with s
B frowning brow and a swa, in his walk. His shouldera

were thrown well back, his hands thrust into his trousers
pockets, and his fat chin was well up in the nir. Buater
was taking hiz new role seriously, and living up to it. Bnoop

of the Remove came hastily out of his study, and ran fairly into
the majestic Bunter.

“ 0h!" gnaped Bnoo .

Billy Bunter reeled against the opposite wall. He eould not

his fat hands out of his tight trousers’ pockets in time to
ﬁt'a himself with them, and so his head struck she wall with a
crack,
Bunter gave 0 TOar. o
“Ow! Oh! Gerrooh! Oh, really, Russell—-
“ Sorry ! ' gasped Snoop. ' Why don't you look where you
are going 1"
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" Yea. You've knocked sll my wind out, you short-sighted
owl ! " said Snoop, puffing.

Billy Bunter frowned.

He remembered that he was a great fighting-man, and he
had been hurt. Snoop, too, was & wretched coward, the sneal
of the Form, and he had been known to run from an angry fag
in the Third. Bunter's courage rose at the thought, ??'i]lad
with new ideasg of his own importance, and determined to he
eock of the walk in the Remove, he thought he could not possibly
start upon a more favourable object than Snoop.

" What's that 7" he demanded sharply. * What did you
CT A

% Bhort-sizhted owl ! " grunted Snoop.

The next moment lis gave a yell.

Bunter’s knuckles rapped on his nose, and he staggered back
with the witer shooting into his eyes, "

O W W DV W o ™

* Tale that !’ ssid Bunter impresaively.

O Ly Y O e’ :

“I've had enough cheelt from you Remove kida,” said
Bunter, while the astcnished Snoop gi:tp&d at him with widoe-
open mouth. ™ You called me an ewl!™

* Why, you—ryou beiled owl—you silly owl ™

* Put up vour Sats | " said Bunter,

¥ What 1

“I'm going to lick you !

* Lick mnp ! ™

"“Yez, Ready

“Oh, vou're off your rocker!™ gasped Sncop. * You
couldn’'t lick & worm ! You'rs afraid of the amallest fag in
tim Third, you know you are! You've been drinking or some-
thing, ™

* I've licked Bab Cherry, and .

Snoop gave o snoit.

“ You utter nea ! He was pnly retting all the time.”

“ Nothing of the sort. I've challenged him since, and he’s
refused to mnest me agoin. He suys he couldn'’t peossibly put
up anvthing like a show againat a chap like me.”

“ Ho was fooling you."

“I'll jolly scon show you whether he was fooling me, Put
‘I.!P“j;}ul' ﬁsm_i"

As 8 metter of fact, Bnoop was even a greater coward than
Bunter, and he would not willingly have fought a child of
asven. He backed away from the warlike Bunter, waving his
hands deprecatingly.

“ It's gll right, Bunter—I aay

* Tt’s not all right. You’ve insulted me,

* I—1I didn't mean to——"

* Are you going to fight 1 roared Bunter, his eourage rising
higher as Sncop retreated more and more.

“* N-n-n-no. I—you see—-"

:: ?DI?B on, you coward 1 "

“Then yeu'll jolly well apologise,” said Bunter severely.
¥ Before all thess follows, too ! "

The altercation in the passage had brought meny of the
Removites out of their studiea to seo what wos the matter.
Moat of them: were laughing.

“I—1I didn't mean to nsult you ! ** panted Snoop.

“That'a not encugh. You're going to apologise, on your
knesa,” added Bunter, s an aflter-thonght.

Snoop looked round helplessly. Ruater's determinnation
made him think that the fat junior must really have developed
gome new fighting powers; anyway, he was not the sort of
fellow to put Bunter the bully to the test

“ Better do it, Snoopey,’’ said Bob Cherry gravely. ** You
know what & fearful fellow Bunter is wien he's roused. You
E;mﬁnhﬂ the awiul licking he gave me in the barn the other

?‘TE&, ha, ha ! '™ roared the Removitea,

Bob remnined perfsetly solemn.

“If we hadn't had the gloves on, some damage would have
been done,”” he said. * Bunter is simply a terror when he's
rowsed. My idea ia, that he cught to fight it out with Wharton
who'a to be captain of the Remove, "

“Ha, ha, ha ! ™

* Botter knuckle under, Snoopey, befors he slays vou."

Bnoop’s kneea were alrendy knocking her.

*“1 eay, you fellows,” said Bunter, hhnking round, * T'm
poing to make on @xn.m?le- of Snoop. 1 haven’t been treated
with propér respect in this Form, because I'm a—a anhla
gort of chap. I can lick anybody in the Form. I've chollenged
Harry Wharton, and he's crawled out of it,”

* Amazing 1"

“I'm going to make an example of Sncop. I'm jolly weill
nok going to stand any nonsense in the future,  To your knees ! ™
ropred Bunter suddenly, twrniog upon the appy 8noak
of the Remaove,

*“Ha, ha, ha! To your knees ! "' roared Bob Cherry,

fnoop sank upon his knees.

“ Now apologise,” said Bunter ferociously.

' [—I—I—ap—apologise,” murabled Snoop.

" Humbly 17
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“ Then you can get up,” said Punter, with & wave of the
hand, .” I pardon you. Al you fellows had better take this
a3 & warning. I'm not going to be trifled with.”

And Bunter strode away. Ho loft the crowd in a roar,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Dip for Bunter,

AZELDENE of the Remove came out of his study with

& cloan collar on, his necktie tied quite etraight, and

with gloves on hias hands. BRilly Bunter stopped and

blinked at him as he came downatairs. Buntor noted

the traces of unusual care in Hazeldens's attire, and guessed
the cause,

1 say, Veseline

Hazeldene did net stop.  Ha Jeft the School Honse, and stroda
acroas the old Clese towards the gates, Billy Bunter ran after
him, his feet pattering quickly on the path, his fat face red
with exertion.

* I say, Vaseline ! I want to speak to vou."

**Qh, ratz! I'm in a hurry,” said Hazeldene,

" You'd better stop, when I speak to you,” said Bunter
threateningly.,

“Eh! Whatt”

* Ara you looking for a thick ear, Vaselias 1

* A—a—a thick ear ! ™

*“ Yes. I'm not standing any more nonsense. I'd just as
goon give you a thick ear as look at you,’” said Bunter. "1
want to speak to you, so stop. I suppose you're going over
to Cliff House to see your sister.”

* Yes, said Hazeldene, looking curiously at the fat junior
He was aware of Billy Bunter's infatuation with himself as a
pugziliat, and was wondering whether it was worth while to
roli him in the grass, He didn’t want to get any knocks just
before gaing over to Miss Penslopo Primrose's School for Girla,
Bunter might get in o blow or two beforo he was convineed
that he copld not fight ; and Hazeldene didn't want to risk
appearing at Cliff House with a black eye or a swollen nose.
Bo he decided to give Bunter his head, so to spealt.

“I'll come with wou,' said Dunter.

“ You jolly well won't !

“ Why not 7 "

* Marjorie doesn't like you,” said Hazeldone bluntly. " Clara
doesn't, either, Nobody likeas you. You're o fat, conceited
t-(!ﬂd ! LE]

Billy Bunter pushed back hia cuffs,

“Come on ™

“ Oh, bosh ! ™

Hazeldene walked on towards the gates, Buntfer ran after
him and canght him by the slecva.

“Hold on! I'm going to lick youl"

“ Look hers,” said Hareldene impatiently. * I can't thrash
you now because I'm going to see my sister. I'll lick you
when I come back. Hands off 1"

“ You know jolly well Marjorie would be glad to see me,”
ppid Bunter. * I've seen brothers Jike you before, jealous
when s decent-locking chap comes near thoir sisters. I'm
joliy well coming." i

““ Oh, don't s fst idiot,”” said Hazeldsne impatiently.
“T'm not taking enybody with me, if I did, I should take
Viharton or Cherry.™

* Take me."

“ You haven't been invitad.”

"I csn moke that all right with them when I get there,™
gaid Bunter, with a salf-aatisfied smirk.

Hezeldene was strongly inclined to hit out atraight from
the shoulder, instead of that, however, & new idea came into
his mind, and ha grinned.

“Well, I don't want 8 row now,” he said. * Come if you
like, but remember it's on your own responaibility. 1f anything
hap to you on the way, you've only zot yourseli to thank.™

“ T don't see what could happen to me, Voseline,”
i kﬂ Don’t call me Vaseline,' said Hazeldeoe sharply. * I don't
ike it.'"

“ Lump it, then,* said Bunter, in his most bullying tone.
1 call you what I like, I'm not going to stend soy more
nonsonss from anybody in the Remove.™

** Ha, ha, hat ™

“ Blessed if I can see anything to caclkle at."

* You will—lafer."”

And Hazeldeme strode out of the gates, Bunter's little fat
Iegs poing like clockwork to keep pace with him.

was & grim expression on Hazeldene's face. He didn’
want a fight, naturally, just beforo paying s visit to & girly'
school. Buot to be * bounced ' into taking the fat junior
there to tes was & little too mueh, It was more than lih;’l}r

ik
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thnt something would happen to Bunter on the road. Just
oitgide the pates of Greyiriars they met Bulstrode, who frowned
darkly aa he saw them,

* (oing over to Cliff House now, Hazeldene 7" he asked.

" Yeg."

“ You told me vou eouldn't tale anybody with vow."

“1 can’t! Bunter's coming without my pormission.’

Hazeldens closed one oye slightly, and Bulstrode grinned.
Rilly Bunter was ton shortsighted €0 see anything of that.

“Come on, Hazeldene,” he exclaimed, ' don’t stop here
talking to that chap! I'n getting rather pechish, ag a matter
of fact”™

“ Right-ho 1 " aatd Iazeldene cheerfully, following the fat
junior and leaving Bulstrode staring after them. “ We'll take
the short eut by the priory ! ?

“1 don’t kunow,” said Bunter dubiously. * You have to
c;‘n-as”tahe stream by the plank that way, and T don’t half like
that,

* You only have to bo careful®*

" Yer, hute——"

* QOh, come on § vou don’t want to be late for tea, do you 2"’

That wos o safficiently strong appeal to Billy Dunter. He
hurried on as faat as his fat little leps would earry him,  Through
the thick woods, across the public footpath, & stream about
eight or nine feet wide run snurmuring and rippling, crossed
by & plank bridge. 1t was @ single plank, resting upon big
stones at either end, and perfectly sccure to a earcful walker,
Bunter was nervound, and he was shortsighted, nnd he was
above the average weight. He did not like that plank.

Huzeldene ran lightly aeross it to the other zide, leaving
the thick plank rocking after him.,  PBunter blinked at it.

" Oh, really, Vaseline, you might be a little more carclal
The beastly thing wmn't steady st all now,”

“Oh, rats ! You're afraid ! ™

“1'm not afraid, only I don't want to get a ducking.
the plank your end.”

" Rabbish! ™

“ T jolly well give you o licking when I get across, Vasching.™

Y 8h, bosh ! You couldnt lick o rabbat !

“Whot t

" ¥You fnt little duffer !

“1'm not going back.™

Y Yon e not coming Lo CLT House, "’ sai¢l Hazeldene, Inghing.
*T wouldn't tuke s slimy towl like you there for vnvibing.
Better «drop this new wheeze of bullying, Bunty, 1k doesn’t
suit you. And you might get hurt”

Bunter breathed hard through his nose.

" You—ryou worm 1" he ejaculated. ' Yon think yon're safe
on that side of the water, or you wouldu't dare to jaw at e
like that,™

“ Hu, ha, hia ' ?7

“10 jolly soon pet across, amd then just you Took out™
growled Bunter, ™ 171 knock you inte the middle of next weelk.
When von gebt to Cliffi House, the girls will think you've beoen
tlirougzh o threshing muchine,”

 Ha, lim, hn 07

Billy Bunter gaid no more. Breathing wrath, he storted
across the plank. Hazeldene watched him with s peeulior
grin till he reached the middie, 2

Then he suddenly brought down hia right foot with a tre-
mendous stamp upon his end of the plank. :

'The plank jumped, and Bunter gave o yell. Iis foot slipped
pleng the plank, and he sat down upon 1t und rolied sideways
into the water,

"There was n trermendous aplash ax he digappeasred,

“ Ha, ha, ba! " roured Hazeldene,

* Bog-—groo—ooof t "

Bunter's head and shoulders came out of the water. It
was only three or four feet deep. The fat junior pusped like
& landed fish, and serambled back to the bank, He tore franti-
cally at the reeds in hia efforts to drag himself ashore.

Hazeldene roared with luughter. DBunter dragged himself
out, drenched nnd dripping, and gouged the water out of his

eyes and snorbed.

“QOw!" he gasped. " I1—I'm nearly drowned! T shall
eatch my death of coll, I know I shull.  I'm pericetly sure of
i, Owil"™

“ HMn, ha, ha!"

“ You—-you pgrinning beast !

Fiold

Go back 1Y

I'll lick you—I'll pulverise

you! Ow!t®
* Ha, ha, ha! Are you coming over the plank 1"
“Ow! No! Yow!"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ I'l—T'li—lick you—ow !

Haeeldene, loaghing loudly, turmed ancd strode on hia wag.
Buanter appronehed the plank again, but hesitated. It looked
none Loo steady.  He could not overtake Hozeldene now.  And
lie certuinly could not present himself at CLiR House in such a
alate,

With a deep dizcontented grunt, the fat junior turned round
aml commeneed A long and dizmal tenmp buck to Greyfrines,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bully of the Remove,

L -M-M-MY only hat !
* What ig it { "

* Davy Jonea, T think!™
*“Ha, ha, hat™

' I—1T say, you fellows !

“Ha. ho, ha! ™

Billy Bunter erawled into the house, feeling aa if life wers
not worth living. He had been thoroughly soaked by his dip
and ho was simply rauning water. As he entered the house,
his hoots squelehed dismally, and he blinked wrathfully through
his damp spectacles,

“ Wy hat ! He's been having a bath with his clothes on”
said Skinner, gigghng.

Bob Cherry ﬂﬁ-ﬂﬂk his head gravely,

“Oh, no. Bunter's not been having a bath. He never
doca. Tt wos an accident, It ia always an accident if Bunter
gota near clean wader,™

“ Ha, ha, hat ™

“ The accidentiulness has been terrific,’
Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I've heen chucked into the water !V growled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hat "

“ It was that beest Voseline, I'm going to pive him a licking
when he comes back, ['m jolly wet,”

* You look it. Ho, ho, ha! ™

* Tlemsed if T oan gee anything to cackle at!
Snoop

* Wowhat do vou want * 7 said Snoop nervously.

“Come and help me change. I shall want iy thinea wrung
out, and you may as well do it.  Come up to the dorg™

Snoop  hesitated, and the Hemowve stared.  Buanter was
coming out stronz.  The Removiles never veniured to fag
cven the Second Forra; mied bhere waos Buater fagging one ol
the Remove itself,

* My but ! murmured Bob Cherry. " Let him rip ! ™

And they ellowed the fat junior to Y ripS" Snoeop. after a
hesituting planee round, followed DDuanter to the donnitory
There the new tyrant of the Remove 22t him to work,

It wus a novel sensation te Bunter fo he byggred for, and he
enjoyed it to the fnll, and moads thie most of ik, Hoe nadls
Snoop wring out his ¢lothes, nned elean hig bools, wwd b bim
a chapge, and help him on with Lhem,

Enoop did it all with burning eyes.  He had not sufficicat
courage to stand up for his indepondenee, even with such a
fellow as Bunter to deal with ; but he was fecling very savaz
nrel sullen all the seee

And Bonter was not a kind master, either, The more Enoap
mve in, the wmore Dunter assumed bullying oirs, il ot the
finish he eapped mattera by Lowing Snoop’s cora.

" Bleased j.!‘ I ean stand your stupidity ! " swad Bunter, a2 i
dealt the unfortunate sncnl: of the Kemove o souwmling sidack
* Take that ! " .

Snoop took it.  His eyes burned, bat he anid nothing.

Bunter, fecling congiderably refreshied by s ehange,
relieved in his soind by hig indulgence in the novel hasury of
bnllying, went downstairs. Snoop shook lus st after lin
fromn the door of the dormitory.

“You worm ! "' muttered Snoop,
You wait !V

Carcless of Snoop and his resentment, Billy Bunter ddscended
the stairs. He went into the commuou-room with his wseal
swagper, and & gencral chuchle greeted him,

Bunter the buﬁ}r woa s uovelty.  Bunter the hypnotist, Dunter
the baxer had been funny 3 bot Bunter 08 & bully simply hrought
down the house, so to apeak, The Remove entered into the
thing os a hupge joke.

Bob Chorry was the greatest offender. He seemed to tnke
a delizht in abasing himgelf before the fat junior.  He eould have
knocked Bunter into n cocked hat with one Llow, and a1l ths
Forn knew it. DBut Bob Cherry kept up the pretence of regarding
the Falstaff of the Remove with terror. :

* Feeling damp "' asked Bob, as the fat junior ¢ame in,

Bunter snifled.

“ None of your cheek, young Cherry 1’

“ Certainly not, my e i

“ (o wndd get me o chair,” aaid Bunter, in a domineering tono

“ Cortainly ! " )

Bob Cherry obediently fetehed the chair; Bunter sat down
in it and stretched out his fat little lega. He adjusted ha
spectacles upon hia [at nose, and blinked disdoinfully round the
TOOTL.

* (et me a cushion ! " he said,

" Anything elsa T

“No: look sharp!™

Bob Cherry brought the eushion, )

“ Putit behind my head,” said Bunter.  * Down behind the
shoulders, you fool ! Don’t let me huve to tell you twice”

Bob Cherry obeyed quietly. :

An irregistible chuckle burst from the Removites as they

e

Y muarmured Huorrea

Here, you

" Yeou miscroalde worm!



Iboked on. Bob Cherry hoad squeezed out a whole fube of
secootine upon the eushion as he placed it behind Bunter
and the fat junior settled back uneonsciously upon the mass
of stickiness. In o few minutes the cughion would be hermeti-
cally senled to hiz jacket. Bunter gave the grinning juniors
& haughty look, quite uncongcion® of the capse of their mirth.

“ (3h, stop that cackling ! ' he said.  * I can't atand & row,
Have vou rot the latest npumber of * Mluck.” Skinner 2 7

* Yex: I haven't read it yet.'

¥ Well, T want it.”

“ Here you are,’”” said Skinner oboediently, handing hia poper
to Bunter. * There's o story in it aboul o chap like youn—a
chap whe was brave, snd handsome, and whom everybody

was fond of ™ ;
Bunter prunted and took the épap&r. He did not read st,
however. Bunter was not fond of rending, unless he could get
some [umd American * horrible.” Ho wag content to sib
where he was and enjoy the novelby of his new reign
The fat junior was tired after his painful n:-:gxrriﬁnm and tho
long walk, and he seon fell asleep in his chair.  He was awakened

some time Inter by the sound of veolees near him,

“ T suppose Bunter will nearly kill him."

Tt was Bob Cherry's voice. Bunter blinked at the speakera
They were Cherry, Wugent, and Wun Lung, the little Chinoe.
Bunter was too shortsighted to notice that they sow his eyea
open, and exchangod glances,  He blinked at them, and affected
toslumber, for Bunter was never above playing the envesdroppor.

YT suppese so, sald Nugent.

“It'z rough on Hageldene,

“Yes; cspecially na his sister iz coming over to sce him
to-morrow,”

“ Amagzing Bunter developing os a {ighting man hke this,
tan't it 7

“ Yes, rather. He's a torror’

“ Terhape we could beg Hazpldene off, Byntor's o8 good-
tempere] wl generous s ho s Lrave, you know."

Nt soeved ta e aboot ta choke,

% ees” saidld e, T Bo he im0 What ean we do then 777

“ B'poace we standes foed 77 apgpeated Wun Lung, tle Bittlo
{hinezo junior, whe was Job Cherry™s study-mate, with Mark
Linlsw, in Na. 13 §'posce we standee Buntel big {ced, putice
Lita in good tempel?”

R T A

“ I say, :..:j:: fellowa t ™

 Halle,- hialic, Badlo !

* Py joat wolie ap, Cherry.

“ Bupper soon ! anid Nugent.

Duntier anorted.

“ o bred-and elecze Aand o wenk cocon for me,” he anid
contenptuonaly. " The school shop's not closed yet, 13 it 2"

*Oh no™

* Well, I'm going to have o fead.
yoet 77

" YR,

“* Where s ha? 1'm

“Waon'l vou bt i o

“No, T won't”

“He a deeent chap, Buonter, and let him off this
Tionemiber bow young he is' .

“ T jolly well give you anothor hiding. too, Cherrey, if T
eve any of your cheel,  'm going to lick Hozeldene,™

Awl Buly Bunter rase froon Big ohair. Toe eushion at his
havele, stuek fast to his jacket, rese with him, bot Bunter did
not notice ib. :

“ Took heve, Bunter, will you let Hazeldensa off if wo stand
yon o fued 77 snid Dob.

ncer appered to reflect,

“Well, make it a decent one,” he aaid,

* Come on, then”

Antd Bob Cherry solemnly led the way to the door.  In the

sange tho juniors passed Mr. Quelch, the inaster of the Remove.

Mr, (Juolch stared at the fat junior in amazement., What
Bunter could possibly be earrying a cushion on his shoulders
for, the Removeqgnaater oould not imagine,

“ Bunter ! " he rapped ouat.

" Yo, agir," said Bunter, - ey

“ What ure you earrying that eushion about in that ridiculous
manner for 7"

Bunter blinked ot him,

“ Cushion, sir t"

“Yos: what do you mean ? '?

* Man-mean, gir T

“ o't repeat my words, boy. What do you mean by
parrying a cushion in that absurd manner T ]

= Aa-a-anner, sir! " stammered RBunter, whe did not know
what in the world his Form-master was driving at. .

Ar. Cueleh frowned heavily. R : ;

* Bunter, I presume you are imitating & parrot, in repeating
my remarks, from sheer impertinence.™ : ; {

WA nonent, gir.  Buat—but I'm not carrving & cushion, sir.

“ Yo are carrying a eushion on your shoulders.™

“ (n my s-s-shoulders, sir 17 gasped Bunter,

He groped over his shouldera, andd felt the cushion there. e
pulled at it, and succesded in pulling the back of his jacket up
over his head.
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Mr. Quelch watched himn sternly.

* That is & most ridiculous trick, Bonter,"

“ [—I—I didn't know it wnas there, sir,
to me.”

“ Absurdt How can it ba stnek to you? ™ exclalimed the Form-
mastar, taiting hold of the pillow and giving it A wronch, that

It*'s—il's stuck

brought Bunter spinning round him like a hamming top, Dear
me ! I i3 indeed stuck.”

“ 0w ! wow 1 .

“ Lot mo try, siv,” said Bob Cherry, demurely, * 1 think

there must have been dome seccotine or semetling spilt over
the cushion, sic.”

“ Dear me ! 1t is very probable.”

“ Lend & hand, Nugent, will you t ™

* Certainly,”™

Aud Bob Cherry and Nugent laid violent hands npon Bunter.
Tl fat junior gave a howl as they drageed his jacket night over
fiiz head, and nearly up-coded him.

“"Yow ! Legoot"

* Weo'ro trying to get the cushion off,”

" Ow ! Leave it alone.”

Wronch ! wrepeh !

B § TTERN R TTR SO VoW i TE

* Lo it, Nupent ! "™

* Right-ho—T think it's coming ! **

“ Hard a3 yvou cant™

“What ho ! ™

They wrenched again with all their foree. Buntor was drageed
helpleasly to and fro. stageering and gasping and protesting.

* Dear me P geid Meo Queleh ; *t Perhope yoo had bettor

“ I’z coming, sir.”’

1t was indeed cning.  There was A aound of violent tearing,
and the cushion came away. Unfortunetely the greater part of
the back of Bunter's jacket cmme with it.  The fat junior
stoggered away and fell upon his heonds and knees, and Nugent
and Chorry sat down on tie floor, with the cushion and the hack
of Bunter's jacket in their grasp.

“ hy [ Gl really, you follows ! Ow t "

“ Tt is your fawlt Bunter,” said Mr. Queleh, © You ought to ho
moee sengille.  Take that coshion back where ik l}t‘-iuﬂ}l'.'ﬂ.
Cherry. The damage dono to it will be charged in your bill,
Donter™

* Oh, really, sir

* Enough.'

And Mr., Queleh strode away., Buntor felt round his back,
swrhiere ho could feel the draueht very plainly.

0w ! oy jocket's torn’

“ Nevel mindee,” murmured Wun  Lung,
feedee.™

"hat invitation was not to be resisbed,  DBunter followed the
Chinese junior with a big patch of white shirt showing at s
baclk, and followed by grins from whoever he passed on tle way.

*F
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Something Like a Feed.

UN LUNG the Ghinee, had more pocket money than any

ather junior at Greyfriare, not exeepting even the dusky

Nabob of H}mniI;r'ur. Hir was very froo with ib, too, and

it flowed hike water o2 long as it lasted.  When he stood

n feed, he could be very prineely about it,  Bunter'a eyes wero

glistening bohingd his apectacles as they enternd the tuckshop.

It was noarly time for Mrs, Minible to close, and she did not look

particularly pleased to see Bunter. DBunter wes not A paying
CUALHNIET.

Wun Lune, howavor, was o egatomer of another order, and
the good dame brightened up considerably when he extracted
a soversipn from the folds nt‘}ﬁis volumineus garments, ;

“ Please fecdee Buntel,' said Wun Lung, in his murmaring
Oriental voics ; * Giveo Buntel all he wantee to eat.™

* T say, Wun Lung, that’s jolly decent of you.”

* You lettes off Hazeldens. "

* Oh, yes, I'll let him off.”

Al Dunter bagan to fecd. 5

Bunter could do n groat deal in that line when he let himself go,
and he did let himself go now, at top apeed. o sat at one of
the little tables in the tuckshoyw, and Wun Luuu_wu-'ltm'l o him
assiduously.  Bob Cherry and Nugent came in, followed by
Skinner. They grinned cheerfully and helped in the waiting

JBuntor was tog busy to notice the lurking prin on Wun Lung’s
face, or to observe that he svattered a hittle powdor on several
of the dislws, :

1t was a quite harmloss herbal powder, but it had a certain
modicinal guality, and if taken in strong doses was likely to canse
painful disturbances in tle inward regions.

Wun Lung graduated the doses ha administered to Dunter
vory carefully. He wantad to give the fat junior a fow twinges,
but not to hurt him. :

Bunter's appetite zeldom slackened till he had eaten enough

A Splendid ]?!Eublg.l..aﬂgth Tale of Hanry Wheaerion

Co., by Frank Richards.
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for two or threa ; but on this oeeasion he elowed down unusually
BEQOTI.

A strange expression erossed his fat face,

* 1 say, you fellows, 1 won't have any more of that rabbit ple,"
he =aid.

* Why, it's a ripper,” gaid Bob Cherry.

“H'm ! It seems to me it must be a bit wangy.™

“ Why it looks all righe."

1 thought it had a taste."

Qnee or twive more Bunter expressed doubts. But he made
gn exccllent meal, the other juniora hardly eating anything,

Even Buonter was aotisfied at last,

He roze from the table and stretched his plomp limba,

* I think Fve had enough, Wun Lung."”

Wun Lung shook his htad.

* Oh, noce, noee, ** he said, persuasively ; ' eatee mole, much
mole,””

“ Well, annﬂller tart, then.”

LT M‘:‘Iﬁ ginEE' aw

" Perhapa mncpgﬁqs."

" "Nothel apple.”

“ I’ll shove 1t in my poecket. T daresay I shall be hungry
so-night.  I'il shove in some of these cakes and buns, too.”

And the fat junior calmly proeecded to fill hisspockets. Wun
Lung watched him with inexhaustible patience.  He settled up
with Mrz. Mimble, and then Bunter borrowed a half-crown of
him. ,

Then the juniors left the school shoyp.

Harrv Wharton met them at the door of the achoolhouse.
The fat, greasy look upsn Banter's face showed that he had had
a fred.

Wharton looked eurigusly at Wun Lung. He knew what that
lurking, peeuliar smile upon the little Chines’s fnee meant.

“ Near bedtime,”” he remarked.  * Had your supper, Bunter.™

“ Yes, and a jollv d one.  I'm thinking of changing into
No. 13 Study,” said Billy Bunter. ** I should be treated better
in there, 1 think.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

** They're weleome to you,' he said.
in the prize pig of Greyfrians, Bob 1"

** Ha, ha, ha!"

Dunter turned a wrathinl lnak upon the Remove captain.

* Now then, Wharton ! None of that.”

“ None of what 7"

* Your cheek ! I've warned you that T'm not going to stand
it. I'm going to be treated with proper respect in this school,
or 1"l krow the reaon why, and so T tell youw™

“ My dear ass—-"

“Shutup! Idon'tfecl inelined for aserap just after a hearty
Bupper, or 'F;d give you a thick car now,”

And Bunter nwalked on.
" What a beauzty he would

" Are you willing to take

“ My hat ! " murmured Wharton.
be, if he were reallv the fighting man he fancies he is."

“ Wouldn't he 7 grinned Bob Cherry.  * Niea side of his
nature, a'nt it ¥ We're bringing it to the light, you know, so
that we shall really know our Bunter.”

“* Ha, ha, ha 1™

Bunter went very slowly upstairs to hed with the Remove.
e hed, as Bob Cherry expresed it, a very full Cargo on Ihnm_'d.
He was beginning, too, to expericnee some elight pains in.
ternally. ] ]

“ I—1 =ay, vou fellows,” he remarcked, ** did you notice any-
thing wrong with the gooscherry tarts 17

**No,"” said Bob Chorry. )

“ Was it the apple dumplings, do you think t "™

* Wazwhat the apple dumplings 17

“ I—1 zeem to fe?l)a alight pain.”

* Where t " . .

“Inwardly. T suppose it must be a twinge of indipeation.”

“ Rot,"” said Bulstrode.  ** Porpoises never have indigestion,

“ Oh, reglly, Bulstrode > i

"t Me givee vou medicine if you likee, nicee Chines medicine,”
murmured the junior from the Flowery Laned.

Bunter made a grimace.

1 don’t want any of your rotten Chineze medicines.™

“ What I like about Bunter,” said Bob Cherry, " i3 his niee
politeness nnd his gratitude. You're alwaye so certain of kind
appreciation from Bunter. 5

* Oh, you shut up.”

“Eh!t What 17

“ Shut up,”” said Bunter, " 'Nufl of your jaw.
a thick ear 1

Dob Cherry chucklad.

" No, dear Bunter, pray let me off. You have let off Hazeldeno
yeu know. As you are strong, be mereiful.”

Bunter laid hizs hand wpon his waisteoat and gave a sudden
grunt.

“ The prize pig grunteth,” said Ruasell,

L1 nw ! LE

“ What's the trouble "

“Ow ! 1—1 don’t guite know.
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" I—1 feal o elight pain.”

Wingate of the Sixth, looked In &t the dormitory door.

“ Hallo! Not in bed yet.”

“Shan't be a tick, Wingate.”

* You'd better not,” grunted the captahn of Greyfriare.

And the juniors turmed in.

The Sixth Former turned out the light, bade the boys Egﬂﬂ-
night, and retired. Then in the darkness a voice was heard
from Bunter’s bhed :

“Ow! 1've pot a pain 1™

Ar——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fagging for Bucter,
ILLY BUNTER apparently expected asympathetic answer,

but he did not get one, Some of the juniors gave vend
to resounding snores, and some to chuckles, but that
wa3 all.  Merely that and nothing more,

“"Ow! I've got a pain”

Btill silence !

' You rotters !
kidney pie, 1 think,
those kidney ples.
kidney pies."

Snore !

** Perhapa, thongh, it was the ham patties, What do you
think, Wharton '

** I think I'm going to sleep.”

' I've pot e pain.”

* Well, you're welcome to it."

** Oh, really, Wharton, 1 am suffering intenss agony 1"

* Could vou manage to suficr it guietly ¥

** You heartless lot of rotters ! You don't care if T expire in
ageny in my bed,” growled the fat junior.

** Oh, yes, we do, if you mako o row about it," said Nugent,
* Of course, if you like to expire in agony without disturbing
anvbod¥, 1've no objection.*

** Ha, ha, ha.™

“' Look here, I think T should feel bettar if somebody robbed
my back,"” =aid Buntér, * I've heard that it’s & great cure for
indigestion.*”

* But ostriches never have indigestion."

i Eﬂﬂﬂp ! LR ]

I've got a painl Tt must have been the
1’ve had a suspicion for a long time about
Hang it ! I'm pretty certain it was the

There was & lond snore from Bnook' ted. Snoop had mo
mind to it up in hia nightshirt and rub Bunter's back on a cold
night.

% Booop ! Bnoopoy 1™

Snore |

" ﬁm}n? ' I any, Sncop! Wake up, Bnoop, will yon, some
of you 1’ s

HBob Cherry chuackled.

“ 1 don'"t think he needs much waking."

Bunter aat up in bed, and clutched hia pillow. Tt waa darl,
but he knew just whers Sncop's bed was, and just where his
hoad would be. ?

The pillow flew through the air.

B 1

1t deseended suddenly vpon Bnoop’s head, and the sneak of
the Remove was stortled almost out of his wits. Hoe gave s
tremenslous roar.

It wag uscless for him to pretendsto be oslesp after that.

“ Bnoop ! Snocpey ! )

“ Yaw—aw=-aw ! * yawned Bnoop, * 18 that you, Bunter 1"

* Yes, it is. Get up.”

* What for 17

* Don't argue with me.  Get up 1" roared the new bully of
thn Remove, " ot up, and come here. Do you hear 1" '

* My only hat 1 "' murmured Bulstrode, who bad o great repu.
tation as a bully himeelf, * what a nice nature t "

* Ripping,” =aid Bob Cherry, ** he's learned his manners from

(a1 P
Yol Rubhizh! Yon can't eny I was ever a worm like that.™

* My dear chap, Bunter is now like a Bulstrode rocord on the
gramophone. He's simply picked up yoor mannoers and customs.”

Bulatrode grunted. Ha could not help feeling that there was
some truth in it, and bullyimg small boys certainly seemad
meaner to him aa a locker-on, than it did when he was doing the
bullving hirmself. )

Enoop stowly erawled ont of bed, ;

Bunter blinked through the gloom nt the dim figure in the
nightshirt that eame reluetantly towards his bed.

“* 8ncopey, ia that you 1"

* Yes, it's me,” said Snoop, sullenly,

* 1 want vou to rab my back."

* Your—yonr back 1°?

* Yeg, the doetor recommended my pater to have his back
rubbed for indipestion.  1'm going to try it.”



* I'm jolly well not poing to rub your rotten hack.™

“ Do you want o licking ¥ ** roared Bunter.

¥ N.n-n-no."

* Then don't argue with me."

The Removites wera chucklmg. Bunter the Buolly seemed
to furnish them with endless amusement. And if Snoop was
mean -Enuu_gh to put up with hullying from such a fellow, that
was Bnoop’s look out.

" You can 8it on the bed, if vou like,” said Bunter. * Rub
gently in the emall of the back—ow ! ™

" What's the matter 1 *

“ Don’t go at it az if you were hammering naila in, you ass.
Sently. ™

Enn&:; snarted and rabked. He contrived to score Bumter's
back with hiz nails, and the fat junior shnsked.

" Orr ! You asa, 1'1 lick vou for that.™

DBunter reached out and gave the sneak of the Remove a
sounding smack across the head.

" Take that, and pet to bed,” he snarled.

Booop retreated without a word.

Bunter wrigeled and rmbbed his back, which was now paining
as much ay his inward regions. The fat junicr was feeling ex.
tremely uncomfortable altogether, -

“ That fellow’s an utter fool" he muttersd. ** Bob Cherry 1M

Bnor-z-r-ro |

" Bob Cherry, come here."

" Yaw-—aw ! Did you call, Bunter 1"

" Yea I did. Come hore." '

T Ilm E]HP‘P:IF;“

"1 don't care whether you're sleopy or not.
rub my back.”

“ My hat ! "" mouttered FEarry Wharton.

And the Remove gasped. ‘E{:h Cherry was willing to make
great sacrifices to carry cut his olaborate joke on Bunter, but
BO QD ge:?ected him to fag for the fat junior. But Bob bopped
out of bed. )

“ Right you are, Bunter," he said, © you won't lick me if I
eotoe near you, will you 17

“* Not if you behave yourgelf."

" You see, vou big strong chaps are liable to hit out very hard,
without knowing how much force you put into it.”

“It'a all right, if you rub my nack gently. I you act the
{o0l like Sncop, I shall lick you, s I warn you."

"I'll be jﬂ!ﬁ' careful,” said Bob Cherry. * Will you lend mo
& hand, Nugent '

" Certainly," £aid Nugent.

" Careful,” said Bunter, as the two Removites, their grinning
Invizible in the dareness, seized him. ** Mind, you dummies."

“Oh, wo'll ba eareful.’?

“ Better uso something to rub it with,"” said Bob Cherry,
thoughtiully, ' our knuckles are not hard enough.™

*You dun » you're not to use your knuckleg——,

* There's an old footbsll ooot at the ond of my bod, Nugent.
1 think that would do rippingly,™

* You asg——-""

" What's the matter now, Bunter t *

“ Don't you touch me with——"'

“ (zot the boot, Frank 1"

“ Here you are.'

“QGood. Bunter mustn't struggle. Sit on his head.™

" QW —yow —WoW -w-w-wow—— '’

Bunter was plamped face downwards in his bedelothes, and
Frank Nugent 2at on hiz shoulders. Then Bob Cherry began
to rub his back with the [ootball boot.

“Ow! Qw ! Oh! Stop 1t ! Chack it ! Oh!"

“ (3o it, Bob ! Ho scoma to bo gotting better,™

“Stop it ! Chuek it! Qb "

“It's all right, Bunter. This is doing you good.”

“Yah! Ow ! Yarooh!"

“ Give 1 a hit more elbow prease, Bob"

“Qood ! Keep still, Bunter.”

“T'll keep him still ! ™

“Help! Ow ! Yar-o-g-o0-0-h 1"

“"Hao! ha! ha!" roared the Removites, unable to restrain
their mirth.

“ Do wou think that's enouzh, Bunter 1"

"Yow! yes ! vow I "

Bob €herry pitched his boot to the floor.

" Got off his head, Nugent.™

Frank Nugent got off. Billy Bunter, gasping and spluttering,
st np in bed.

“Ow! You bepata '™

* Don't you feel better 1** asked Bob Cherry, innocently,

* [—1—1'll livk you for this to-morrow morning.”

* lan*t your indigestion cured 1"

¥ |—I—I—J§"ll pulverise you.”

“ Would yon like another rub 7™

“* Don’t you touch me, you beast."

“There's no pleasing some penple.” seid Bob Cherry, going
back to hed, * Bunter always waz an ungrateful pig, r{’er 4
you'll be better in the morning, Bunty."

“ Beast ! "'

And long after the rest of the Remove were asleep, Billy Bunter
wae still turning uneasily in his bed, as twinges of mvaterious

ina caught him,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Buster is Called In!

HE noxt morning, Bunter was fast asleep while the msing-
bell was clanging, and he did not wake till Bob Charry
kindly sguerzed a wet sponge over his fat face. Then he
awoke with o BESD. ’

* You—you besst!' he spluttered, as the cold water ran
down his neck, ** 1'il—I'll give you & jolly pood licking."

“I'm only trying to save you from a row,'' said Bob Cherry,
innocently. * Rising-bell’s gone long agm.”

“ Oh, I didn't get much sleep last nighs.”

“ You won't get much breakfast if you don't pet up™

Bunter ted, and turned out of bed, His ablutions did
not take bim long; they never did. Even if he started six or
seven minutes later, v would finish as soon a3 anybody.”

He was in n bad temper that morning, He had very much
over-eaten himself the Emvim:s evening, and that, added to the
taste of medicine the Chinese junior hed given him, naturally
dizturbed him in the morning. Ordinaridly, Bunter in & temper
was not much trouble. He would grow!l snd complain, and
gomebody would throw a boot at him, and all would be calin
and bright again. But Bunter, with the knowledge that he
was a greet fighting-man—Buouter the Bully—was more trouble-
some when his temper was * rocky.”

He blinked savazely round the dormitory. Harry Wharton
and Co. were 2oon gone down, bat Snoop was nob yot out of bed.
Bunter went over to his bed, drageed lum out, and adminiztered
several sennd spanks to his person

Snoop said nothing, bet his eyes burned.

Somewhat relieved in his mind, Bunter went to the washstand
for the infinitesimia? wash he indulged in of & morning. He
bBlinked wrathfuly at Snoop, who was dressing himsell.

* There's not going to be any rotton lazineas in this dormi-
tory,” he said, I don't like this sticking in bed tili the luat
minute. You look out, my boy, that's all

* You atick in bed yourself,” growled ‘Snoop.

“That'a no businesa of youra,” said Buuter, mm his most
bullving tone. ** As head of the Remove, I can do a8 I like.
You do as [ say, not as I do.”

And Snoop scowled and was silent,

“* Head of the Remove,” growled Skinner, ag he went down.
stairs, “ My only Ponama hat ! Head of the Romove ! Well,
if Bonty'a head of the Remove——ha! ha! ha!"

Skinner chuekled as Lo went down, Bome new and humorous
iden gecined to have come ioto his mind. He might have boen
seen whispering and chuckling with several other Removites
that morning, and from their looks it might have been gnessed
that some bigx joke was on.

After morning school, Billy Bunter swageered down the
passage with his new manner on. The Removites rpad.u way
for him respectfully,  As he went into the Cloxe, Skinner and
Bob Cherry and Nugent an:d Bulstrode ¢ame up to him, all with
the most respeatful manner poasible.

Eilly Bunter blinked at them.

" I say, you fellows, I'm jolly thiraty."

“ Yes, it's & warm day, said Bulstrodo.
Mrz, Mimble's and have some gingerpop.”

* Jolly zood idea.”

Billy Dunter came along willingly enough. A

Bulstrode stood him unlimited ginger pop. The juniors
stood round Lim in attitudes of respectiul admication, and
Bunter swelled viaibly with importance. This was something
Jlike! Hc was jolly glad thet he had taken up boxing, and
worked hard at it ! At last he was taking his proper place n
the Form !

' Now to come to business,” said Skinner.

“ That's it,” said Bob Cherry, * better come to business.
Only I don't know whether it's worth Bunter’s while.”

“ Woll, he's =0 jolly brawe, it will be all right.™ ;

* Yes, but he'll hardly like wasting lus time on a chap hko
Champigny."

“ Yes, that's =o. Btill, to ohlige us ”

*“ And az head of the Remove, Bunter is bound to protect
us," zaid Skinner.

“ You, Bunter will admit that.”

Billy Bunter looked a libtle unsasy.

“ What ere you fellows talking about " he asked.

“1t's about that fellow, Champigny, ot Herr Rogsenblaum’s
Forei Academy eover the way,” said BSkinner. * You'wva
BESTL ﬂm—hﬂ goes about with Meunier and Hoffmann. He's
rather o big fellow—taller than you, though not so gpltendidly
Luilt.™

** Not half,” said Bob Cherry.

* Yas, I’ve scen him,” said Bunter, * I'H have another ging-r

P{: .J‘I
R Ginger 1|:.'op this way, Mra. Mimbla™
“ Certainly, Master Bulstrode.'
“ He swapoors about s lot, and thinks he can lick us,' anid
Bob Cherry. " We were thinking of getting Wharton to t;.'a-:ﬂ

" Come along to

A Splendid %ﬂubia-l.ungt-h Tale of Harry-Wharton

Co., by Frank Rilchards.
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him on, snd knoek 2ome of the conceit out of him. But as you
]'I;i"r"l". [I:ix*?lﬂf:—ﬂ'i,l go wonderfully as o ﬁghl;.ing-mun, o tlmught.
of you.

‘::r‘-"."haﬂﬂn’s all right,"” said Nugent, shaking hiz bead, * but
ho doesn’t box like Bunter.'

" No; he wonld admit that himself.,”

* He hazn't Bunter’s style—that eplendid finish, you know.*

“0Oh, I don't doubt I epuld lick the fellow," zaid Buntor,
1 don’t think it's guites worth my while, though., 1 prefer
a foemon worthy of my steel, vou know, I'll have another
ginger pop, and some jam tarts,”

“You might tackle him,"” zaid Skinner, * we look ta you to
E‘)otmt ud, You could lick him quite as easily a8 you epuld

b Cherry or mysclf”

Y That wouldn't be very hard.™

" Let’s go down to the Cloisters and look for him,” suggested
Nugent. " Give me your arm, Bunter. You don't mind if
I take yvour arm, do you ¥ ¥ know it's o diztinetion to bo ason
with you. ¥You ought not to pass over your own study mates,
veu know.”

* (h, that's all right,” seid Billy Bunter, as he left the tock-
shop arm in arm with Bob Cherry and Franlk Nugent, with
Bulstrode and Skinner prinning in the rear, " I don't mind
taking you chaps about. I'm not proud. Bo long as I'm
treated with suitable respect, 1'm quite willing to chum up with
?n}'l.::::rd}r. As for this French ehap, 'l knock him into a cocked
bkt

* Brave, Bunter.”

* (bh, that's all right.
fellows,”

* I suppose there’s no doubt that Bunter will get in as captain
at the next Form eleetion,” Skinner rermnarked,

* Hardly t'" said Bulstrode.

Y Thiz way to the Cloisters ! Come on.”

Bunter gimply puffed with pride. Form Captain! Tn his
wildest dreams, he had hardly dared to hope for anything like
that, though the thought had erossed his mind.

Capiain of the Remove—William George Bunter, capiain of
the Hemove ! The thought was quite enouph to turn Bunter's
empty head.

At that moment, he would have faced a whole army of French
junigprs=—until he came to close gquarters with them, The juniors
entered the Clolsters, on the other side of whicl lov Uhe grouwmds
of Herr Reosenblanmin's Foreipn Academy,  Detween the Greys
friars juniors and the fureign fellows rows weore frequent, as was
only to be expected, nmd the honours were mestly on the sado
uf the English school.  Bat there was o new bov at the Foreign
Academy now=—a French boy named Champigny, who was a
swagpering bully—very moch hke Bunter himeelf in that respeot
iy bipger and more powerful in every way., He rather over-
bore Meunier and Hoffrann, who had been the leaders of the
alirres, and hed sdmineteored several  lickines to small bovs
belonging to Greviriars, The Greyfriars fellows had thooughs
af matching Harry Wharton against him, ol putting him into
his place ; bul it had occarred to Skinner to choose Bunter as
the Greyiriars champion, by way of o jape.

" Halle, hallo, halle 17 exclaimed Boeb Cherry, a3 they entered
the Cloisters. " There's the bounder, with Meunier and Chor-
pentier,””

The French lmgpﬂ sightod them at the same time.

Billy Bunter blinked nervously at the new French bov.,

Chamypigny was head and shoulders taller than Bunter, and
looked & tough customer in every wav,

Bunter heheved that he had licked Bob Cherry, but——1! Tho
more he looked at Champizny, the lesa he liked the prospect
of o ﬁ;_:ht- withh him. Mo puﬂm,l at Boh Cherry'a aleave,

" l=—I say. Cherry, ]—1 don’t want a row with a chap I
don't know, you know." he stemmered.

' .h' that’s all right,” gaid Bob, cheerfully, * L'l introduce

L

T'm perfoctly willing to protect you

you,’

2 Yo—e—eag, but——""

“Come on," said Bob, dragging him towards ihe French
juniors.

* Certainly, but—I—I—1"m sincerely sorry, but 1*ve forgotten
E'-mm?t.hing. 1"

“Thiz way ! Tiore we are 7'

And Bob Cherry roshed Billy Bunter onward at top Ep-c'ed,.
and =ent him bumping right upon the chest of Henri Champigny.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Champion of Greyfriars.
GHAHPIGHY gasped, and ataggered back. Billy Bunter

was no light weight, and he bad rolled heavily upon the
French bov's chest.
0w 'Y pnsped Bunter.

* Mon Diew ! " panted Champigny.

Baob Cheery took off his cap.

* Gentlemen, allow me to make vou known to one another.
Monsicur Champagne—I mean Champigny—this is William
George Bunter of ours."

THE MaGrer.—No. &3,

“Ciel 1"
“ Willinm George Bontar, thig ia Monsieur Henri Championy,
of theirs,”

1} ﬂw ! n

“ Now you know ono another.”

“iel! 1zink ?,atiou ingult me, you fat cochon !'*" exclaimed
Champigny, bending his brows fiercely upon Bunter.

The fat junior retreated in alarm.

LL] ]_1 1_____._”

Rob Cherry ruthlessly pushed him forward again.

" Of course you mean to inauit him, Bunty,"” hesaid. " That's
what you've come here for. He insults you horribly, Pigey.
You don’t mind my ealling you Piggy for short, do you 1"

“Qiel | I am insult.™

“ Punch his nose next, Buntazs.™

L] 1_'_1 ‘_I"‘_'__'__]I

* 1 zink zat I not have 2o nose punch viz myself,
I goes for zat cochon, and zrashes him."'

Y Look here,'” began Bunter.

Ld {}ﬁfhﬁn E bE

U Rlessed if T know what vou mean by a coshaw,” said Bunter.
* But I'in not going to be called names by g blesged alien, 2o I
tell you.™

“ That's the mowie, Bunty,"”

* Qo it, William Gm:rgr:-.'”

" Tile inte him | ™

Thus encouraged from all sides, Tilly Bunter showed a little
more spirit. As a mabler of fact, the juniors had only bronght
him thers for a " rag " and they meant to interfere before ho
wag mnich hurt. A few hard knoocks were no more than he de-
rerved for his arrogance. That was how Bob Cherry looked at
it. But the affair was to turn out in a way they were far from
suspecting,

It had not oecurred to Bob that the big French boy, with all
his swagrer and hluster, might be no braver than Billy Dunter,
at hottom. :

Bol had forpotten ihe old saying—generally a safe one to
follow—that bullies are cownards a4 a rule.

The moment Bunter assumed a warlike attitude, a great deal
of the ferocity died out of the manner of Champigny.

He ritrented a few paces m his turn.

“Cigl ¥ Who is this falk peeg 1" he ashed.

" 've introduced him,' saicd Boh Cherry,

H l—1—T1—1"m r-r-ready,"” said Bunter.

il ! I ozink I fight not viz vun smalier zan myself,*

“QOh, Bunter doesn't indnd.’

Meunier nel Charpentier grinned at one another. Champigny
hudd Jorded it over themn o great deal, owing to his size ; but lug
unwillingness to tackle Bunter gave them a hint that he was
nert, 1he greal figlting-man he pretended to be.

Al with one accord they determined that the fgzhé should
take place, whether Champigny wanted it or not.

“Ain eet,” cxclaimed Meunier, " fat parcon is a terribla
fightair, but yon are not afraid of heem.”

" Yon vill leeck him, so enzy,”’ said Charpentier, snapping
Iz fineeera.

" e !

Y Rate t
g fraied. ™

* Afraid ! I, Henri Champigny, afraid 1™

“ Wall, get to work, then”

Eillv Bunter puficd out bis chest. He took hiz spectacles
off and handed them to Nugent to hold. He rubhbed his eves
and blinked at tho aliens. The more doubtiul Champigny
appearcd aboot beginning, the more Bunter's courage rosce, of
course. He felt the proud consciousness that he was a Brit-
isher, after all, and that Champimmy was a blessed alien, os he
woulidl have put it

“Come om,'” he exclaimed, brandishing his fists. * Maks
him ¢ome on.”

Li I Ei.rlk ] ]

“ Blove him this way, Meunier, do you hear 1™

“ 1 zink zat——""

“Go on, garcon—Ifight heem,’”’ exclaimed Meunier, giving
Champigny a vielent push behind the shoulders that sent him
stappering towards Bunter,

Billy Bunter landed out, and caught the Frenchman s
sounding rap on the nose.

Champigny gave a roar, and clapped his hand to that organ.

“Ow! Ciel! Ow!®

Bunter danced round him. The fact that Champigny was
unwiiling to fight was now apparent to everybady, and Bunter,
in eonsequence, wad a8 hrave at o lion. If the bully of the
Foreign Academy had known Bunter's true character, he
would, of course, have tacitled him readily. DBut all he knew
of Bunter was that the Grevirinre fellows had brought him
forward as.a champion. He naturally coneluded from that
thet appearances were against Hunter, and that he was in
replity an athletic and rather terrible antagonist.

Boh Cherry pave a gigele, as he saw Bunter dancing round
the big French boy.

I zink zo$

“ Mow Legin

Zat is true.  Mais—bot—*
Got to business,” said Bualstrode, ' T think you're
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“Do you humbly apologlse P ™ sald Bunter ferociously. * Yes.” ¢ ﬂﬂﬂ:ihljr, humlﬁy?" “Yes,” answered |
the unhappy Snoop, In a trembling voice,

-aar =ew

Tt wne too funny to see Bunfer az a fighting man, urging
Champigny to * come on,'" when Champigny could have
knocked him sgy-high with a single blow, if he had had the
courage to deal it.

Meunier and Charpentier were sniffing with disgust. They
hud their fonny ways, but they were brave enough. They
hed no merey for the coward,

“ Tteturn zat blow !"" shricked Meunier,

“ Go for heem ! ™ yeolled Charpentier,

“Ciel! I am hurt !

“Come on!" roared Bunter, making frantie passes at
Champigny, and tapping him all over the ribs and chest, Ha
eoilld hardly reach the French boy's face, and without his
glaseez he could hardly see clearly whers to hit him. DBut
many of his blows took effeet, all the same. * Come on, you
blessed alien ! Put up your hands, you rottor! Stick to it !
Come on!"

“1 zink zat T am fatipue.”

“¥ah ! Take that!”

Champigny rollod on the ground.

Bunter, more execitod than ever, pranced round him, bran-
dishing hia fat fistz and shrieking to him to get up and be licked,

Champigny, whe apparently had no taste for being licked,
remained whero ho was.

“ Get up ! " roared Bob Cherry, almoat choking with laughter.
“ {iet up, vou bounder ! (h, this is as pood as a cireus.”

* Better,” pasped Nugent, wiping his eyes. ' Oh, Dunter,

Ter MaoxeT.—No. B3

Bunty, vou'll be the death of me velt. Fanecy Buanter striking
terror to the hearts of his foes, Ha, ha, ha "

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“Get up!” shricked Meunier. ' Coward!™

* Coward " yelled Charpentier, stirving Champigny with hia

foot. ™ You are disgrace to your country. You are not
Frenchman, Yah 1™

* Come on, you blessed alien! Come on '

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

“Ciel! Jam hurt! I zink zat my back Iz aprain,

“Ha, ha, la!'

" The preat champion ia
You're o

dd HE'I'H

** Licked '" ronved Bob Cherry.
licked, and Buntor has done it. Como on, Bunter.
great chief | ™

“ 1*d rather make a complete job of it,” said Dunter.
not half licked yet”

“*Ha, ha, hat*

** 1 zink zat ve lick him, zen,' 2aid Meunier. * He i3 dizgrace
to la helle France. I avenges =zo insalt myself pre.*-:ent-h.'.
Charpentier, mon ami, lend me ze hand, and ve vill giff him ze
march of 7o frog.”

“Good! Ve will!'

Champigny began to struggle, but the two French lads,
bubbling over with indignation, reized him, and marched him
off into the gates of the Foreipn Academy, giving him * ze
march of zo frog ” in & way that mnade him roar,

Dunter put on his jacket with a satisfied smirk,
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" That's all right,’”” he remarked. * You fellowa can always
look to me for protection. I'll lack after you.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™"

“ Blessed if I can soe anything to cackls at in that | Bulstrede,
come nlong, I am thirsty ; 1 shall want some more gmger pop.””

U Go and eat eoke | " zaid Bulstrode.

 Aro you l(mkiﬂg faor a thick sart™

* Ok, come on,' said Bkinner, linking arms with Bunter
and dragging him off before Bulstrode eould reply, afraid that
the bully of the Remove might spoil the japs, “ I'll stand
the EInger [:u:}p.”

“ I*'m jolly well nob going to have any cheek from Bulstrode."

“ (M course you're not. But ho wouldn't dare to be cheeky
to you. Now put it to yourself calmly, Bunter. Do you think
any :-.!mi: in the Remove would dare to be checky to you ¥

“Wwell, I supposs not.”

“ That's rigﬁt.. Come along and have some ginger pop.”

And Bunter went along and had it.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Free Kicks.

T wes a half holiday that day at Greyfriars, and as the
weather was fine, most of the juniors were looking forward
to a pleasant time. Hazeldene's sistcr Marjorie and her
friend Clara wero coming over to see Hazeldone, and

Harry Wharton & Co. were more than usually attentive to
Heazeldene on account of it.  They wero laying {itﬂﬂ plans for
& p!eusant feed of cakes and iees and ginger beer under the
trees in the Close.

Other fellows in the Remove were laying other plons, Skinner
borrowed a fragment of cardboard from Bob Cherry, and a
camel-hair brush from Ogilvy, and some ink from somebody
else, and spent ten minutes in cencocting a little placard.
This he affixed to a hooked pin, and concealed wnder his jacket.
Then he went to look for Billy Bunter.

He found the fat jupior engaped in living up to his new role.
Bunter was bullying a Third Form fag in the Close, and the
fagp was scowlin As he was about half Bunmter's size, ho
couldn’t do anything else. Bunter pulled his ears, and sent
him away mwi';u » and blinked at Slinner.

“ Jolly thirsty this afternoon,’ said the fat junior.

“ Yes, it's dry,” said Bkinner. * the way, there's some
duat on your jacket—let me rab it Gﬁ}.‘;’

He rubbed the back of the jacket, and affized the placard
to it at the same time, quite unknown to Billy Bunter.

' Any ginger pop going t' said Bunter,

“ Not as far as I'm concerned,” said Bkinner. * I'm stony."”

“ You'll jolly well stand me o ginger pop, of you won't bo
mble to stand at all,” said Bontor threateningly.

Skinner became immensely subinissivo sll 8t once.

* Al right,” he aaid. ** Come on."

Bunter trotted off with him to Mrs. Mimble’s, He hadn’t
the faintest idea that there wes a placard on his back, and that
it bore in large, staring black lotters on o white ground ;

“ PLEABE TAKE A FREE KICK 1™

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, were standing
cutside the tuckshop, and they were the first to sight that
culiar invitation pinned to the back of the Falstaff of the

OV,

Temple chuckled.

“ Can't refuse m chap a thing like that,” be said.

“ Oh, rather,” said %nlma}n

** Here you are!' said Temple, landing out with hia foot,
and lifting Bunter a couple of feet along upon his way.

The fat junior gave a roar.

“ What on earth—"

" Well, you asked for it,” said Temple, a8 he walked away
with his friends, chuckling. Bunter blinked after him.

“The utter asa! I've s jolly good mind to go after him
and lick him ! ™ he growled.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ™' exclaimed Bob Cherry, coming along.
* Free hick-—certainly ! Hero you are 1™

And Bob Cherry's boot—which was a good size in boots—
drove the fat junior fairly into the tuckshop, snd seat him
rolling there on his hands and kneca.

“0Ow! Yow!"spluttcred Bunter. * 'What beast was that ?
What do you mean? Owl!l I'm burtt I'll jolly well
pulverise you,”

He staggered to his feet. Bob Cherry was gone, and so
waa Skinnoer, and the ;;::nmisa:i ginger pop was not fortheoming.
Bunter knew better than to nsk M. !H.'imhh for it when he
waa out of cash. ¥

He went out of the school shop, in the vilest poasible temper.
Bnoop was just coming in, and Bunter gave him a bullying
puszh that sent him to the door-post.

Snoop did not make any return for that little favour. Omly
hiz eyes plowed. DBunter went out, and almest ran into
Bulstrode. The Remove bully glanced at him as he passed,
with o grin,
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“ Cortainly '™ he exclalmed.

Bunter blinked round at him.

“FTh! Did you speak, Bulstrode 1"

“ Yea, T’ll take a free kiek."” -
w

“ You jolly well won't ! I

Bunter went staggering forward. -

Bulstrode walked away, lsughing. Bumter Blinked after
him, in growing amazement. 1t seerned to him that a sudden
attack of insanity Rad descended upon the fellows of Groyfriars.
What on earth did they all mean by kicking him like this ?

“ Hallo 1" exclaimed Carberry of the Bixth, as Bunter
passed him. ** Well, blessed if that doesn’s take the eake.”

“ What doea 1" asked Ionides.

“ Look at that!™

* Ha, ha, ha | We must do as requested.”

“Good ! Both together.™ ;

Twq Sixth Form boots, planted at the same moment behind
Bunter, fairly hurled him off his feet. He went down in the

rass on his hands and knees, and then rolled over and sat up,
%linking. The two Sixth-Formers were walking away. Dunter
wondered whether he was in a dream. L

“They're all mad!™ he said to himsel with convietion.
Al as mad as hatiers ! The silly asses ! Fancy kicking &
chap!'

And the fat junior, feeling decidedly disturbed and sore,
went on his way. He received several more kicks before he
reached the door of the School House, and the curiona thing
was that the kickers seemed to think that they were obligin
him, Ogilvy gave him the last a3 he was entering the Schoe
House, and sent him staggering into the arns of Harry Wharton,
who was eoming out.

“ Hold on!' exclaimed Wharton, catching Bunter by the
collar with one hand, and holding on to the door with the other.
“ Where are you running to 1™

ik ﬂw E L& ]

% Can’t youn see where you're going t*

“ Yow ! A bheast has just kicked me."”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "' roared Wharton, cotehing sight of the notico
on Bunter's back. * Ha, ha, ha! Woell, you must expect it,
if vou ask for it."'

 Ask for it! What do you mean 1"

*“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Anil Witarton walked away without any further explanation.
Bunter wandered in, thinking that Wharton weas az mad es
the rest.

Wun Lung the Chinee caught sight of him, and crept up
quietly behind the fat form of Bunter, and tool the free Lick.

Bunter gave a whoop smd tottered forward, just as Mr
Queleh came out of his stady. He caught st the Remove
master to aave himself from falling, and tore a huge remt in
his gown.

Mr. Quelch uttored s sharp exclamation.

“ Punter ! What do you mean "

“Ow! Bome beast kicked me. Yow!"

* Wun Lung, did you kick Bunter 1"

“ Mo kickee,” said the little Chinee cheerfully.

“ What | You admit that you kicked Bunter 1" demended
tho Form-master.

“ Mo kickee, allee light."

¥ You young heathen besat——" :

 gilence, Bunter | Why did you kick Bunter, Wun Long ¥

¥ Ho askes.”

“ What * "'

it Buntel askee,” said the Chinee, with a smile that was child.
like and bland.

" It's g lie ! " hooted Bunter. " I didn't ask—I wouldn’t!
As if T should ask to be kicked, you rotten heathen alien!™

“ Silence ! Wun Lang, you must intend this for impertmence.
What do you mean by saying that Bunter asked to be kicked 1™

“ He ashee taken flee kick.™ :

And Wun Lung pointed to ths notice on Bunter’s back
Mr. Quelch glanced at it, and could not supprees a smile. He
jerked it off and showed it to Bunter.

“ Look at that, Bunter, Am I to understand that you
deliberately wore thi absurd placard on your back ?"

Bunter's jaw dropped as he stared at it blankly. .

“ N-n-n-no, sir. ng course I didn't know anything sahout it
Some beast has done that for nfniuahl suppose.”

““ Ha, ha—]1 mean, very foolish indeed ! Wun Lung, you
surely knew perfectly well that Bunter had not placed that
notice on his back himself 1

* No savvy."

“ You must have known that Bunter did not really wish you
to kick him,” said the Remove-measter sternly.

(1] ND Hﬂm.ll

“ Pid you think so, Wun Lung t"

“ No savvy, sil.” ] ;

“ Come, you must give me a plain enswer. You certal
did not imagine that it was Bunter’s wish to be kicked ! H

“ Mo no savvy."




The Form-master looked intently at the Oriental junior,
Wun Lung’s face was perfoctly mild and innocent,

“ You may go, Wun Lung.™

“ e tankee you, sir.”

And Wun Lung went his waiy. As goon a3 he wad out of
pight of tho Form.master the little Chines doubled up in a
paroxyem of silent merriment. Mr. Quelch went on hia way
with a rather perplexed look.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Shut Up.

“RN ARTORIEL"

M Four woices uttered ithe name slmultanesusly.
Four juniors started to run to meet the two girls who
enterad the old gateway of Greyfriars with Hazsldene

of the Hemove.

Marjorie Hazeldens and her friend Clara looked vory charming
n white summer dresses and big shady hats.

But more charming than the dresses or the hats were the
two pretty faces with their bright eyes and agrecable amiles,

Four hats went off as if by clockwork,

" Good-afternoon | 7

" Bo jolly glad to ses you,"

“ The gladness is terrific.”

“ I say, you fellows!" broke in a voless

Billy Bunter rolled up.

Buntor was clud ing white ducka, with o sash and 2 wide-
brimmed hat, and looked move fat snd heavy than ever.

But he was evidently pleased with himnself, and fancied that
be was cutting s very handeome figure in the eyer of the girls.

He raised his hat to the girls with that half-impertinent, halfs
patronizing sir thet mode all girls dishike him, and grinned
aminbly,

* Ripping afternoon, isn't it, Marjorie 1™

Y Yes," said Morjoric Hazeldens shortly.

She was ** Mavjorie M to her friencds in the Greviviars Romave
but somehow she did not like Bunter to address her by her
Chriztinn name.  Buab o litkle thing ke that was not likely to
affect Bunter, and he was not afraid of a licking now.

“"We're going to have tea under the trees,’”” said Bunter,
speaking as if ho wero quite master of the ceremonies ; whareas,
a3 & matier of fnet, he was not even invited to the feed,

Bob Cherry looked daggers at the fat junior, amd then, as
Miss Clara’s eyes turned upon himm, he tried to chanpa tho
exprossion of his face in time,  He pretended to be coughing,
gnd beeame as rod as o bestroot.

“My goodnes=,"” said Miss Clara, ' are you ifl 1%

A RO0 —0 No, thanlks.'

“You have 8 cold 2" raid Maorjoric anxiously,

“No-n-n-no ! Groo ! " .

“ I didn’t know you had a cough, Cherry,"” said Hazeldene in
mrprise,

" Y pron—aoo—haven't."?

“What sre you borking for, then 7™

" I—groo-voo-och—I"'m not barking."

*“1 anv, vou fellowa o

" Herey 1 want to spesk to vou, Bunter,” anid Nugent, snd-
denly taking the fat junior by the arm and leading him aside.

The others, whe guessed that what Nugent had to say would
be better anid out of the presence of the girks, contrived to walk
in with Marjorie and Clarca, leaving the fab junior bohind with

Nugent.

" 1—I say, Nugent—="1

“ Bhut wp, Bunter ! ™

“ I—I sha’n't chut up ! 1* give you s jolly good licking 1 **

“"Rats ! You young ass | That was a jape so far es it
went, but it's time to write finis. Do you se¢ 17!

* Look hero——""

* You're not really a fichting-man—you’re a rotten, cowardly,
beastly, little fat toad ! "' explained Nugent.

Bunter turned as red a3 a tarkey-cock with indignation.

“"You—you rotter!" he ejaculated. * PU—Dll give you
the licking of vour life. Come into the pym."

Nupent hesitated a moment, and then he nodded quickly.

*All serene.  I'll eome into tha pym.”

And ho inked arms with Bunter and led him thithor.
blinked at him several times doubtfully.
this was bluff on Nugent's pare.

It Nugent turned ont to be in esarnest——

Bunter's new courage sonk a great deal at the thought,

He wns in a less boastful frame of mingd as they reached the
E; The big building was almost empty, most of the fellowa

iz out in the playing-fields or on the river.

" J—=1—I say, Nugent——""

Franl: Nugont made no reply.

He led the way to a little room where some of the gymnastic
raquisites were kept, and opened the door,

‘Coma in hore,” he said,

" Wh-wh-what for §'

* (fet in."?

" i—1 Wﬂﬂ't t "

Nugent seized the fat Junior by the shoulders, and bundled

bim . Billy Bunter rolled over in the midst of an over-
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turncd eonfusion of foils and masks and ropes and other paras
phernalia,
“Ow " he roared.
“ Ha, ha, hat"
The door slammed to,

*I'm hurt,"

Billy Bunter jumped up and. ran at it fiercely. But before
he could touch the handle the key clicked in lock on the

outaide,

Bunter hammered on the door furiously.

* QOpen thiz door!"” he yelled,

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

Nugent's laugh was the only reply ba received.

He heard the junior hurrying away, and he hammered on
the door in vain. Few had seen the trick Nugent had played ;
and they, gpueasing that Bunter was making himself obnoxious
to the girls, wele not inclined to interfere. . .

Nugent left the gym with a grin on his face, and joined his
friends. Harry Wharton gave him a quick, inguiring look.

“ Where's Bunter 1" he asked in & low voice,
*In the gym''

* Btaving thers "
B Y&E i1

L 1 “rh:?_ 1, L ;

* Lumber-room—dgor locked,” aaid Nugent briefiy,

Wharton langhed,

Marjorie and Clara had heard nothing of the exchange of
words, and they had no suspicion, They did not earo in the
least what bacame of Bunter. i i

The juniors had already made their preparations for that
pleasant little alternoon tea. .

Under the shade of one of the large, overhanging elms a little
table had been set out, with a spotless cloth, and upon the table
wers arranged plotes and glasses, and bottlea of ginger-pop
and lemonade, cakea, and strawberriea in little neat bashketa,
and hitle brown jugs of croam. )

It was & very pleasant and enticing oarray, and the girls
a?li'!'ed cordially as they sank into the deep, eomfortable garden-
chiira.

In the Close the sunlight was falling in great sheots of heat,
but under the thick branches of the elin all was shady and calm.

Aa the juniorz and their girl chums sat there, a happy little
group, many an envious plance was turned uppn them by fellows
who passed in the hot sun,

e ]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fall of Billy Bunter.

ILLY BUNTEER hammerod on the deor of the room till
B he was tired, [ia knocking did not pass unheard. As
he desisted, at last, he heard a voice of inquiry from the
ather side.
“ Anyvhody in there 1" )
“ Oh, yes, Ogilvy,” exclaimed Bunter, putiing his mouth to
the kevhole, ™ I'm locked in ' "
* Diear me ! soaid Dgilvy.
“ The key’s in that side of the lock.™
i Eﬂ' :Ilt is.!ll-
" Will you unlock the door 1 1've been ahut up here by that
beast Nupent because he's jealous of me,”
* Ha, ha, ha 1" ]
The footstepa of Ogilvy could be heard dying away.
kicked on the door. )
“Ogilvy ! 1 say, Ogilvy!"
There was no reply. ]
Bunter removod ﬂ}.ﬂ spectacles, wipad ljis pers lﬁngo nose,
and replaced them. Heo blinked at the immovable door in

wrath.
Anvhody in there 1

Bunter

* Hallo !

It waa the voice of Snoop. 3

Bunter atartsd with hope. Snoop, at least, would let him
out ; Snoop would not dare to keep him a prisoner there,

" Yes, Bnoopey, I'm here. Open the door, thers's a pood
chap."”

“PHﬂ, he, he 17 gipeled Bnoop. .

" Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at ! Opm the door.

“ He, e, ha ! ™

“ Will you lot me out ! roared Bunter. ** I'll give you tha
hiding of your Jife if you Jdon't unloek the door ! ?

till that disagreeable snigger of the sneak of the Remove

wasd all that Bunter received in reply,

g Hﬂ. Im' I'H] I 15 1 ‘

“I'll give you an awful licking !" roared the fat junior,
through the keyhole,

“ Rata! You couldn't lick a mouse.'”

s S N R R
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“ Whewhat ! What's gt 7"

“ They've only bmen fooling you.  You eouldn’t liclk & tame
rabbit.  I'm geine o give you o hiding™

* You wouldn’s dure to say that if the door wasn't locked '™
roare:d Bunter.

** He, he, he !

Billy Bunter snorted with wrath, Tt was bad encugh fo he
zhut up there by Nugent, and to be mocked by a fellow like
Ogilvy ;. but to have the very worm turn on him in that manner
was too galling.  Snoop the sneak—=8noop whom he had cufied
atd bullicd—eveon he was defying him now that there was o
locked door between them !

And then ithat tea vwnder the trees—the cake—the ginger-
pop---tho strawborries and croam !

Bunter groanced in anguish of spirit,

He tapped on the door again, resolving to spaalk tho sneale
of tho Hemove fuir, sinee threats wore of no avail throupgh a
loehked door,

“Enoop ! Tsay, Bnoopey 1Y

- H"nll-:!. Porler 1Y B

Billy Bunter Lristled with wrath. Snoop was venturing to
call lnm D'orker—because the door wasg locked. DBut ha con-
troiled lvs wrath.

“ Brnoupey | Open the door, there's o pood chap t™

~‘He, he; ho+"”

*Don't be a cad, Snoopey.”™

* He, he, ho 17! Py

" Yon mongreel ! reared Bunter, losing paticnce,
break vou inde little bits when I get hold of youl”

“* He, e, b 17 s g pitl EIL:‘}:}P-

T hein m::ldon[}- Lhe spund of the snigeer died away, A heavier
fﬂ::L‘?Lﬂlt apunded oubkzido  the Lttle door., Buntor heanl a
viron he krow well—the ll_vl‘-:rch volce of Wingate of the Sixth

* Whe's been Jocking this door ¥ Young rascals 1"

There was a sound of the ey turning in the lock. The door
oprned, and Wingate came in, snorting.

He gave a start as he nearly knocked over Billy Dunter.

* Thank you, Wingate, I—7

" What are you doing here 77

i '&rﬂ“ m- iy S

“Geteout!”

1 was shut up-——

* Well, shut up again, and get out,”

L1 ..I-ﬂu E-'IH:'-'—'"—‘"

' Ohy get along, do, and don't bother."

Bunter pot onut of the room, snifing with indignation.
was inoa state of towering wrath, but ﬁa
with Winoate,

He looked round for Snoop, but Snoop was gone,

Billy Bunter breathed hard through his nose,

“The rottera 1™ he nwmttered. ™ They think they're gong
to do me out gf my ten, I suppose. 1'll show "em ! 1] joliy
well give Nupgent a licking lﬂﬁ:l‘ﬂ the pirls. That'll make him
feel small ¢ 1"l kiek him out, and won't let him have any taea,
and if the others don’t like it, Il give 'em a licking all round.
I'll jolly well show "em who's master.  Let "em look out ' "

And Billy Bunter strode from the gymnasium, with wrath
and thunder in his contracted hrows,

It did not take him leng to reach the spot where the chums
weore discusaing strawherries and cream under the big tree.
Snoop was there now, and he was relating something that made
the chuma ehnekle, and brought amiles to the faces of Marjorie
and Clara.

Bunter simply snorted. They were daring to make fun of
him before the girls | The cheek of it |

He resolved to bring them to their senzes.  He strode up to
the spot, and scowled at Bnoop, who retreated s fow paces.,

Bunter Looaked ot Frank Nugent.,

“ I've been let out 1" he exclaimed.

Nupent nodded.

* J see you hove,” he anid. ' Jollv careleas of the authoritiea
et Bedlam, that's all I've pot to say."

“Ha, ha, ha 1 "

" Look heve, Nupent

“m looking.”

* You ahut me up——"

“ Then 1 ought to bave a medal from the Humane Society,
for shutting up a chap like you on a hot doy,” enid Nugent.,
" It's jolly lmr:[; to shut you up.™

* Oh, don’t be funny,

' Mot by me.”

“ I'm not going to bo treated in this fashion ! " reared Billy

Bunter.

. Harry Wharton turned a guiet, but meaning glance upon
1071,

* You seem to forgot who's present,” he said.

Bunter sniffedd.

Y Wo, T don'e.”

Well, tuze off.*'

“1 won't "

“ Dunter "

Tur Maicyrr.—No. §3.
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* I can lick any fellow here,” said Billy Bunter. ' I'll lick
you if you give me any cheek.” .

““ Now, look here, you fanny merchant,” said Wharton,
leaning forward a little.  * You've been japed by the Remove
till you don't know whore vou are.  You can't fight—you can't
do anything but eat. You're the worst ficure a3 a bully that
cver waz made. Llon’t be an ass. DBuzz off, or be quiet.”

il ek you."

“* (Oh, Bunter ! *" said Marjorie. .

“ 'm sorry, Marjorie, but 1 have to bLe firm,”" said Dunter,
“T'm the head of this Form. Theze fellows are checking .
I shall have to make an example of them, "

““ ¥lo, ha, he t ™

It was an irresistible snigger from Bnoop. JBob Cherry, who
had had enough of the joke on Bunter, had fully explained
matters to Snoop, as he realised that Bunter wonld not Lo cured
of hizs hallucination without a licking, and he didn’t want to hurt

Bunter turned upon. Snoop flereely. Snoop waa about tho
casieat fellow to tackle, for the purpese of showing his prowess
boaforn the pivls from (hff Honae.

“ What did you say, Sncop 1" he rosred.

“He, he, in 17 :

“1'lIl teach you to enckle ot me ! ™ snorted Bunter.

* Hold on, Banter ! "% exclaimed Bob Cherry, who didn’t want
even such a fureical ficht as Billy waa likely to put up, befory
the pgirls. :

But Billy Bunter was not to be restrained. He was on ths
warpath, so to speak, and he meant business. The reputation
of Bunter the Bully was tottering, and it had to be sustained.

' Come on, Snoop, you worm |

** He, he, he ! "'

* 1've licked Bob Cherry, and I've licked Champigny.
on, and I liek youw ! "

* He, ho, he 177

As Snoop did not come on, Bunter came on himself, He
rushed upon Snoop, smiting ont at him in & geod deal of ths
manner of the saila of & windmill,

“ Don't ba alarmed, Marjorie,”” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“ Duntar won’t hurt Snoop, and Snoop won't hurt Bunter
They’re too much afraid of one another.”

Bunter and Snoop closed in deadly conflict. DBuntor's had
went flying in one direction, and his glasses in another.  Snoop,
clatching the fat junior tight and close, 3o that Bunter could not
hit him, danced about with him, dragging him hither and
thither.

The girlz had looked alarmed for the moment, but the fight
was 30 absurd that they were smiling now, )

It was perfoctly plain that the combatants were afraid-of
E-E!H]Il othor, and were grasping one another 5o close to avoid
blovars,

But Bnoop was & trifle the less afraid of the two. He made
nn ¢fford 'PT'd-J‘{-H'nl:-I_'_I,", and hurled Buanter into tha grasa, The fat
junior lay gaaping like a newly landed fish.

“ Ha, ho, ha "’

“Get up!” yelled Snoop, simply bursting with courag
now. “ Up with you ! "

* Heold on,”” said Wharton.
buzz off, Snoopey !

And Bnoop buzzed off. Duntar slowly rosa to his feet, and
Aot himself to rights, There wa? no chair for him, but he no
longer thought of turmning Nugent out of his. It was dawning
even upon hiz obtuse bram that he had been * rotted "' in o way
that could only have been done with a silly, conceited fallow,
and that ho had made a most egregious ass of himself.

And a3 that conviction forced itself into his mind, the truey.
lence died away out of his manncer.

“ M rcourse, you fellows knew it was all a joke,” ho aaid,
hl:.-lpi ¢ himself to strawberries without being invited.

“ What-ho !'" said Bob Cherry. * Weo did."

“I—1 mean, a joke on my part. I knew what you were op
to, you see, and 1 entered into the spirit of the thing."

*Ha, ha, ha 1 ™

“ Funny, wasn’t it 1 I made you belisve that T—that I—I
wWea a l.:ulI}" like Bulstrode, only in fun, of course.™

“ ¥Yes, it was funny,"” agreed Wharton—"" more funny than
vou think. We know now what & nice fellow you would be i
»ou were a3 big and strong as Bulstrode ; so we're more satiafisd
with you &8 you are—a fat, lazy worm."”

* Oh, really, Wharton 7

" Have some strawberries, and shut up 1™

And Bunter obeysd. Ile ate his strawberries and cream in
silemce, while the juniors and the girla chatted merrily. Bunter
had little to 'sey, for once in his hife. Xven he had been madh
to feel very amall indoed ; and, needlesa to say, from that tims,
though Billy Buntor continued to vex his friends in many way,
nothing moere was heard of Bunter the Bully !
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys is forced to leave Sandhurst through the
treachery of hisstep-brother, lan, and enlizts in the YWessex
Regiment under the name of Chester. Unfortonately for
Ronald, Tan joins the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by Sergeant Bagot and Private Foxey Williams, does his
best to further dizgrace Ronald, In a sham fight with an
Irish regiment, a recreit named Augustus Smythe loses his
head and dses his bayonet, wonnding one of the Irishmen,
aod this incldent couses high fecling between the two
regiments. Ronald is in the town one evening with three
friends, who are giving a little dinner in his honour, when
he notices Ianfollow a Mr. Mordeecai, a money-lender of the
worst type, Into the Roebuck Hotel. The two engage a
private room, as their converaation i3 of a very confidential
nature,

{(Now go on with the story.)

tan Chenys' Nerves.

“¥eoth. Thnow and holly and things. Beautiful time,
Chrithmath !I"" said Mr. Mordecai, giving his silk hat &
polish and depositing it carefully on the floor. “I re-

member oneth-—7 :

“ Excuse me, but my time iz short!” interrupted Ian
curtly,. "1 did not arrange this meeting to discuss the
season of peace and goodwill toward men with you, Mr.
Mordecai. I want to come to business straight away.”

“Ah, guite tho, Mr. Chenyth; of courth!” agreed the
moneylender, far from abashed. * Bithneth, eh? Next
to Chrithmath give me bithneth! Well, here we are! And
what can I do for you now?"

“Have o drink?” said Ian, pushing a decanter towards

m.

* Thankth! After, perhapth, but during bithneth, never!*
rald Mr. Mordecai, waving & fat and somewhat grimy
hand in depracation.

“A peod motto, no doubt!” snapped Ian, pouring out =
stiff three fingerz of brandy. ' But I—well, I've been
feeling a bit run down lately, and I find it bucks me up!
Here's to another three thousand 1™

I:Ilgdtcrused off the drink, and Mr. Mordeca: bowed and
Al .

“Veory neatly put, Mr. Chenyth,” he said in acknowled
ment. EThn I}th to be three thouthand thith time, ith l't-E;
Three thouthand, and five latht time, thath eight thou-
thand, Well, we mutht thee if we can’t accommodate you.
By the way, what were the thecuritieth, again?'

“The Chenys estates, to which 1 am next-of-kin," an-
ewerad Ian,

- “Ah, of courth! ' You had an elder brother, did you not "
asked Mordecal, in a wheedling voiee, consulting s note-

book.
“ A stepbrother. Ha is dead.”
“"Dend! Ah, poor fellow, I remember now! Thorry to

have been tho elumthy. It mutht have been a very thevere
blow to yvou, I'm thure.™
AGNET.~No. 83
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“Very,” answered Ian curily.

“Three thouthand, eh?’ continued the moneylender,
watching him dreamily from between his darklashed eye
lids. ** And your pogr thtepbrother ith dead "

At that moment there came the steady tread of heavy
boots on the landing outside. Tan turned ashy grey, his jaw
had dropped, his hands were clutching the elbow of tha
chair in which he sat, looking waxy white against the dark
Spanish mahogany. His eyes were fixed in terror on the
door, as if he expected it to be flung open suddenly, and
some avenging hand to reach forth and pin him down where
he was sitting.

All this time Mordecai was watching him, the half-closed
lids veiling the cunning eyes. )

The footsteps passed, but not till they hod echoed away
up the staircase and along the corridor overhead did Tan
relax a single nerve or muscle. .

“ Bxcuse me for startling you like this!” he staminered,
and gulped down half & tumbler of raw spirit in 2 eingle
tozz. “ I've been wvery dicky of late-=all nerves, in fact!
The least thing—the least noise upsets me. Dut now to
business 1™ )

““ Ah, yeth, to bithneth!" said the moneylender, sitting
forward in his chair and dizmissing the little incident,
apparently, from his mind. “ Three thouthand poundth,
e\i:.? It ith a large thum to raith in thethe hard timeth, bot
we will thes what we can do to ¢blige an old client.”

The heavy footfalls which had resounded outside the door
at such a dramatic moment were not those of detectives, as
Ian had feared, but of Ronald and his three chums makin
1ﬁeir way quietly to the room where their repast awaite
them.

Tho unexpected appearance of the moneylender in Wocl-
chester, and the certainty that it must have some connection
with hia brother’s visit to the hotel, had cast & damper on
Ronald’s spirits.

In spite of the ln:rn% reckoning which stood between him
and his stepbrother, he could not h&I]p noticing, with com-

assion, the awful ravages which the happeninga of the last

ew months had worked upon the lad,

Hiz once handsome face was baggard and drawn with the
sheer torture of the life he had created for himseli. There
was a twiiching of the lips, too—now hopeless, as if the
nerves could no longer control the museles; now wolfish, as
if the testh were ever ready to clench and snap when the
moment should come to turn at bay. The eyes were the
aves of a man who ie drugged to resist some unbearable
torment rending body and goul. .

Ronald knew the secret of that lacklustre gaze. Lieu-
tenant Bob had hinted to him as much of that interview
with Ian as an officer might, in discussing such matters with
o comman private. He had waited for Ronald to exy some-
thing whi(:)ﬁ would open the matier on a more personal
basis, for some instinet told him that there was & bonid be-
tween the two men—a kinship which loosed the hand of
the one and sealed the lips of the other.

Ronald, however, had not vielded to the tempiation fo
unburden himself. If ever he waa compelled to, he knew
that he could find no stauncher friend than Fairly, fuz ail
his eveglass, and languid, foppish ways. When roused-

h.Tale of Harry Wharton
rank HKichards. g
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Lieutenant Bob was a man of action, a atraight hitter, a bad
euemy, and a storling ally. Ronald knew that, )

Mouldy and his othar chums, however, were quite
oblivious of the gloomy thoughts weighing down the heart
of their guest. ':%h-:].r attacked the d fare withoub cere-
mony, and the one and only toast of the evening, after the
King, was “ Privit Chester, aa'll have “two up' with any-
body in the world.”

Tﬁia being honoured, and cigars lit, 1t was time to make
s move to the Paragon.

““ And what are you going to do with the turkey ! asked
Ronald, with visions of the military police,

“Why, take him with us, of course!” said Hookey, in
surprise. “I'll roll him in my overcoat—eo; and then
where's the harm? Come on, lads! It's the R’val box that
we want to-night. Somewhere where wo can spread our-
selves, and wink at the gals, and zhow 'em what fine speci-
mens of hoomanity they has to look arter their dear little
‘earts an’ "omes!"

The turkey being duly enfolded in Hookoey's overcoat and
tucked under his arm, Mouldy settled the bill, gave two-
pence to the waiter for himsself, and the four fell into step
and zet out for the music-hall,

Even then they had forgotten all about the affair with
the Formanaghs, and the likeliheod of ructions befors the
night was out. A fow strapelers of the Irish regiment were

assed, but though they got o black lock or two, none were
{;nld enough to attack such a hefty qguartette,

A atageﬂmx baving been duly paid for, it was cccupied in
force, and Mouldy afid Hookey, each with fat cigars of the
bigrest and strongest brand they could purchase for two-
pence, lounged at ease ovor tho baleony.

The programme was a long one, if not a strong one, but
there was one jtem which promized to be of thrilling
mterest. This was the first appearance of Ivan Pushofsky,
the Polish Bear and Champion Wreestlor of Two Hemi-
epheres.

“ Now's your chance, Hookey,” raid Mouldy maliciouelx.
“You alwavs uzed to be gassin® about your wrestling. Have
a cat at the cove, just to show 'em what’'s what.”

Hookey turned pink a2t this. As a matter of fact, when
he knew for a certainiy that there were no other wrestlera
in the regiment, he had been E;u'tlt? of a little harmlaoss
boasting on the subject; but of late, since wrestiing had
become a popular pastime in the gpym., and men like TRonald
had ecome upon the acene, he had discreetly kept hiz mouth
shut as to his prowesa on the mats.

“"Have & po at him yourself, if you're so jolly anxious 1"
%mwiud Hookey uneomfortably., *“Or put Chester up.

a's the man for the iob!™

“MNot I said Renald, laughing. “I'm after no more
laurels. Besidea, he'd make o catherine-wheal of me!™

“ Don't you helieve it," said Mouldy., *° Now, see hare!
This blessed alien has the neck to say he'll wrestls all
comers, and any man as stands up against him for fve
minutes 'lI gat five pounds—and for ten minutes, fHfteen
golden sufferins.  '"Ang me, if I don't have five minutes’

worth myself 1™

“You!” sneered Hookey. “ Why, I could put vou on
your back inside of ten seconds. You're talkin’ through
your hat, you old loonatic!™

“You put me on my back!” said Mouldy, firing up.
“You! Not in ten years, let alone ten seconds! Try it, you
brass-headed, pas-balloon—try it now, on the floor of this
box, and se2e the mess U'll maks of yor ™

¥

Hookey and Mouldy Accept a Challenge.

“ Bteady on, you two!" said Ronald, hall choked with
laughter at the sight of the faces of the two old warriors.
They had advanced their nesos within six inches of each
other, and were breathing deliance as hard as they could
puff and blow. * Steady on, now, or you'll be getting your-
salves into trouble ™

“Well, heo shouldn't call me a gas-balloon!” gnarled
Hookey.

* And you shouldn’t go braggin® aboui puttin’ me on my
back! The idea! VYou-—you A

“Tony and I'l pot you both on your backs in a minute,
and sit on your heads for the rest of the evening, if you
can't stop yapping at one ancther like two mongrels!” said
Honald, sgueezing botween the pair and leaving them to
seowl over his broad shoulders.

“ Now, to aetile thia little difference of opinion, 've got
the very plan. When this Peolish chap appears, you, Hookev,
as the challenger, get on the stage a.mr take him on. I'll
time vou by my watch. Then Mouldy can have his turn,
and the one who stands up longest wins. How's that for a
bargain 2"

“And I'll have a bob on it with Mouldy that I beat him,
and give him five to gne.”
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““Right you are; I'll! hold the stakes,” said Tony.

' And I'll baek myself for another bob at the same figger,”
paid Mouldy, handing over his shilling. ** Haw, haw! To
listen to yer, Hookey, anyone. 'ud think you konew enough
about wrestling to shake a doormat! Garn! Ten EE!EGIEE#!
Haw, haw!""

Fortunately for the suctesa of the evening, the wrestling
turn was the next item on the ﬁr:gr&mmﬁ. MNeither of the
rivals, therefore, had time to think twice of their bargain
before they found their eyes buiging at the sight of ad
enormous brute of a man, whe came torward, escorted by a
grubby little creaturo in evening-dresa.

“Here, I say, he's & bit large, ain't he?" gasped Hookey,
who had offered himsslf as the first victim, ‘' Look at them
arms of his—they're bigger than Mouldy's feet, and that's
gaying acmething!"

“You leeve my feat alome" asnorted Mouldy, somewhat
comforted by the thought that he came second, " and get
ready to put him on bis back, same as you was geing to do
to me just now !

“ Ladies and gentlemen," said the Eruhb‘j‘ little man,
coming forward to the footlights, “ Hi 'ave the henner to
hinteraduce to you to-might Ivan Pushoffsky, the Polish
Bear, and Champion Wrestler of the Universe! Pushoffsky
18 hopen to take hon hall comers on the terms prinied in the
programme, and hany gentlemen in the haoudience who feel
disposed to avail themselves of that munificent hoffes, ave
anly to give their names to the management 2t the dour on
the right, and the Polish Bear will take them hon, one snd
hall 1n the horder of priority. While these gentlemen are
makin' hup their minds, Ivan Pushofishy will give displayvs
of Greeker-Homan an' ketch-as-ketch-can, with Patsy Dolan,
Champion Wrestler of the Hemerald Ilisle.”

The last announcement was greeted with a yell of delight,
which showed that the Farmanagh boya were in some [orce
in the gallery and pit. Indeed, the house was pacled with
redeoats, the Wesse: men, owing to long stoppage of leave,
being well in the majorikty.

While Mouldy and Hookey were watching, with awe-
atriclten gazo, tho fate of Patsy Dolan, IRlonald sacribbled
their two names sn a scrap of paper, and smuggled it to
Tony. The latter saw the whecze at once, and shipped out
of the box, leaving neither of the rivals the wiser.

“'Ark at 'im! Did yor hear them poor chap's bones
serunch ?'" murimmured Hookey feebly to himself, as ths
champion of the Emorald Isle succumbed to a half-noalson
wiich might have rolled a 4.7 gun from its mountings.

* He slaps his arms and legs as if he wanted to break "em,
too!™ groaned Mouldy, dimly wondering what his own
arontes wourld be like when he came to submit himsell to Lha
saume mauling process,

Suddenly, with a crash that seni the hearts of both into
thoir months, Patay Dolan was lifted high in the air, swung
three times round Pushoffsky’s head, and plumped down
upon the stapge az if he were of no more conscquence Lthan a
sack of cement.

“Mouldy, old man,' said Hookey, reaching for the others
fist in the darkness of the box, * that finishes me! 1 tale
baclk all I said! I'm no coward, but rather than put myse!f
in the talous of that rampaging rhinoceros I'd cat all I paid,
ond lose my bob!™

“Bame 'eres, Hookey!" snid Mouldy, with something like
g eatch in his voice. " We'll say noe more about it, Where's
young Tony? He's got our stakes! Why, where has the
young varmint got to? He's bolted 1™

** No, no!’ said Ronald, laughing. “ He'll be back ina
minuts. He only lcft the box & second ago.  Lieten, and
hear what the managor has gol to say. It looks as 1f some
body has been found in the audience to meet the Polish
Bear.”

“Well, it ain't neither of ns, I give you my word!'" said
Hookey, with feeling. “'I wouldn't wrestle with that cove,
not if T was "Ackenschrmudt and Sandow rolled into onel
*E's dangerous, that's whut e 181" _

Meanwhile the grubhy little man in the dirty linen and
dusty swallow-£ail coat had come forward to the footlights.

I am "appy to state,'’ said he, " that among the haudi
ence to-night we 'ave twe distinguished champions, both
heager and- hanxiouns to try their skill against the Polish
Bear, as he helects to call "imaelf on the Henglish staze
Their names are Privit Mouldy Mills and 1’rivit “Ookey
Walker, both catch-weight champions, I ham hinformed, of
the 1'val Wessex Hagiment.™

“ What!" welled Hookey, scarlet with rage, in & wvoice
which could be hesrd high shove the vociferous cheer which
greeted the announcemont.

“What " sgueaked Mouldy, clinging to the edge of the
box in his bewilderment, and looking more like a condemned
man in the dock than a gallant warrior on enjoyment bent,

“That young Tony 'as done this! Il ﬂa}r him alive!
I'll tear “im in three "alyes and dance on ‘im—sce if 1
don't!" yelled Hooley, glaring round wildly.

1w



Y8 will 1™ echoed Mouldy.

* Gentlemen, Ivan Pushoffsky is ready,” said the grubby
man, with a smirk, advancing towards 513 box and bowing.

In a wild desire to create some diversion, Hookey grabbed
up his prize turkey by the neck, and, swinging it round,
EWEEM it down with a thud on the top of the grubby mgn’s

A,

He went down like & ninepin, and so did Hookey. In his
soxiety to put all the foree he could muster into the blow
he toppled himself over the front of the box, and pitchmi
headlong on to the man with the baas fiddle, reducing that
instrumant to kindling-wood.

The audience rose and é'elled with delight at this, and a
poase of uniformed attendants, under the command of the
manager, made a dash to capture Hookey.

Hookey was not to be taken without a struggle, however.
Hizs blood. was up, and though the bases ﬁdcﬁ& man made
several efforts to brain his assailant with the neck of his
instrument, which was all that remained, Mouldy, who had
regained possession of the turkey, was able to place him hors
de combat from hia vantage-point above.

Meantime Hookey was doing his best to arm himself with
a might}’ brass horn, which the long-heired owner wore
Ee{i]tm round his neck, and clung to 1t as if it was a life-

Before he could effect his purpose the Polish Bear himself
interfered. Getting a firm grip of the old soldier’s tunic
coliur, he hauled him bodily out of the orchestra on to the
stage, and stood hiin on his feet.

“MNow zen,”’ he roared, "I haf had encupgh of zis! Are
you re schoundrel vot is called "Ookey Valker, or are you
not? Answer me zat!"

“ Yes, yes!” velled the audience. * That’s him, Fuv’m}r!
Take him on! "Ookey's the boy! DBrave, "Ookey!

“Ten you are ze echoundrel !" said the Polish Bear, gnash-
ing his teath. * You send your name cop to me to zay you
will me wrestle, and py tunder, vyou haf cot to do it! Dake
off your clothes "'

“Where's that limpin® viper Tony?"” bleated Hookey
miserably, looking round wildly for some avenue of escape.
" All rlg:ht, nuister, Just wait half &8 mo'! I'll be back 1n &
tick! I'm lookin® for my palt”

But the Polish Dear was not in the mood for waitin
even holf a tick. Catching poor Hookey round the nec
with a 5!&% which nearly dislocated his spinal vericbre, he
flung hin flat on his nose on the ground. Then ho dropped
arross him, fixed half-nclsona and hammer-locks on to him
galore, twisted his arms and legs until the joints eracked,
picked him up, swung him round, and banged him down
sgain, always managing to frustrate Heokey's desperata
cndeavour, which waa to get both shoulder-blades flat upon
the mut together, and so end hia torture,

Ronald's Glerlous Yictory.

There was one thing about Mouldy and his old chum.
However much they might enap and show their teeth at each
other at times, that was entirely their own business, Let an
outtider interfero and take sides, and the pair would
pmrnﬁt]y forget their quarrel, and unite forces to turn and
rend him. :

Pushoffsky heing the outsider on this occasion, Mould
felt in duty bound to rush to the aid of his old fri-&n.c;,
though it cost him hig life. Therefore he wound the neck
of the turkey tightly round his wrist, tucked up his sleeve,
?Ind, eeiting one foot on the balecony of the box, leapt on to

14 stage.

W!Liiﬁiﬂg the plump bird furiously round his head, and
roxring atrange battle-cries, he advanced upon the Polish
Beoar, who, by the fearful contortions of his features, seemed
aciuully to be ubout to gorge poor Hookey whole, like a
boa-conetrictor.

Menanwhile the manager, secing thiz new frontal attack,
decided on u flank movement. Heading a rush of his gold-
braided minions from the wings to taks Mouldy in the rear,
he got a sudden backhander with the turkey, which sent
bizn headlong through a wing of scenery.

roronay, THhe “Magnet” warfrewny.
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Here he stuck, with his legs waving in the air, velling
furmuf-l‘:ll,' for assistance.

Mouldy, awaking to the new danger, turned like a bull
on the posse of attendants, and, whirling right and left,
knocked one bottlenosed doorkeeper into the orchesirs,
where he subsided grocefully into the interior of the big
drum, and sent snother through the hole already occupied
by the manager.

The third would have had his ribs stove in for a certainty
had the tortured fowl cml(i? kept its head a little longern
The neck parted in the middle of Mouldy's swing, however,
and the battered carcase, breaking away ot a tangent,
landed plump in the chest of a portly spectator 1n the stalls..

Overbalanced by the energy of the blow, Mouldy toppled
apainst a ladder in the wings, which happened to be the

somewhat insecure perch selected by the limelight man

from which to illumine the proceedings on the stage.

The limelight man only saved his life by elinging monkey-
wise to a beam somewhere in the flies overhead; but the
ladder and all its peraphernalis came hurtling down with
a crash _rlﬁht across the etage.

The mighty smash frightened the Polish Bear into a2 more
reasonable view of things, and even stilled for an instant ths
shrieks of laughter which convulzed the house. '

Hookey and Mouldy meantime had seized the brief respita
to make a wild dart for their box again, and here erected
& formidable chevaux-de-frise of chair legs, from behind
which they were determined to eell their lives dearly.

Ronald, whe had never left the box, was simply rolling on
tiie floor at the last pasp. His ribs ached, and he could
laugh no longer. . .

the manager could have got his legs disentangled from
the scenery, and his head from underneath the unfortunata
minion who had been dumped on top of him, all might have
been well.

The curtain could have been rung down, the orchestra—or
what was left of it—bidden to strike up, and the incident
brought to an informal close,

Fortunately for the gaiety of the audience, however, the
manager was incapable of saving or deing anything. 1b
was Ivan Puﬂmffslkg.f whe took command,

In o few biting and highly indiscreet phrases, he expressed
his particular and private opinion of the DBritish zoldier.
He ealled him coward, poltroon, mongrel, windbag, and
everything he could curl his tongue to in the frenzy of the
moment. g

The red-coat scetion of the audience held iis breath in
surprise during the fury of the blast, and then retaliated
with & furious roar of defiance. )

Those in the gallery started to climb the barrier and drop
into the pit, and those in the pit began to make stepping-
stones of the people in the efalls in their wild desire to
measure fietz with the impertinent Tole.

In ancther ten seconds there would have been bloodshed
had not Roneld risen to the occasion. ] _

Clearing a gap through Hookey's barricade of inverted
chairs, he legpt on to the slage and held up his hand.

The sight of Ronald Chester, their boxing champion,
standing 1n the glare of the footlights, caused an instant lull
iz the uproar, followed by a volley of cheers. :

 Comrades,” said Ronald, as soon as he could make hie
voice heard above the din, ““we have heard the opinion
which the distinguished alien, Mr. Pushoflsky, has been
kind enocugh to exptess as to the British soldier.  He has
gecused him, among other things, of want of pluck, and by
that I euppose he means that he is annoyed by the fnct that
no serious competitor has come forward to-might to accept
his challenga. =

“ Now, I am no wrostler " —shouts af ““ Rubbish; have a
go, lad!"—'"but if no better man comes forward to take
myv place, T intend to take Mr. Pushoffisky on myself at hig
own terms !

If Ronald had intendcd to say anything further, the din
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which arose at this plucky acceptance of the professionzl's  the terrible grip. His back erumpled and he fell ; the Polish

chaflenge decided him to save his breath for the struggle  wrestler athwart him to crush him down.

before him. But before hia shoulders could strike the boards Ronald
In any case, am interruption arcse in the shape of the had twisted like an eel, and the two landed side by side,

manager of the musie-hall, who, having heen lugged out of grappling as men grapple for %‘3? life.

hise awkward predicament, now came blustering on the ow eomething had" happen for the foreigner had

ECENA, snddenly fallen limp in Rﬂnaldl’is._ straining a&rms._ d'Hﬂ musi:
“ Dy up, you idiot!” said Ronald quistly, as he divested have hurt himself. Yet the rolling eyes and grinding teet

himzelf of his tunic. * Can't you see ci’m d:r:uing this only to  S8ggested rather helpless fury than pain.

save your house from being breken up into firewood? Crin ever relaxing his energies for an instant, Ronald tugged

and make the best of it, instead of spluttering there!” and heaved at the giant pinned to his side, and little by

But whether the manager liked it or not, it was evident little his furious efforts began to tell. . )
that neither Ivan Pushoffsky nor the sudicnce were to be Inch by inch the Pole was prised from his tenacious hold,

denied. and yet few could tell by what cunning means science was
The affair had gone too far alroady. The foreigner nad EEITTE;T &ﬁﬁgﬁ;ﬁrhhaﬁmwli?;ﬁmﬂmui d had fixed upon
Aung down the gage, and at all costs somebody must take it his man, ard there was but one way to hreak it.

up. As inch by inch Pushoffeky wae heaved over on his side

Quietly Ronald prepared for the struggle. Ife had elected the excitement among the audience increased in leaps and
I_.'-ﬂ' "I‘I'I."Eﬁt-IE l.“id'."-[" Gﬂtuh'ﬂﬂ'ﬁﬁtﬂll'ﬂﬁ-ﬂ TLIES. Iﬂ thiﬂi hﬁ was bﬂuﬂdﬁ, untﬂ ot ]_n_st. thg mMAan Igﬂﬂd OYor \rﬂnquiahﬂcf Thu
lﬁnmnt encugh, but of the Grmeo-Roman style he knew  thunder of the stamping feet was like the roar of an ava
absolutely nothing. lanche.

One of his father’s gamekeepers at Chenys Hall had been As soon as Ronald's paralysing grip was released the Pole
2 great Cumberland wrestler in his time, and he had taught  sprang to his feet. He was guivering with passion, and his
Honald one or two grips and checks which he never remem-  face and lips were livid. : : .
bered to have seen used by any professional. “ Again, again!” he shouted, gesticulating furiously. “I

At best he could but try these, and if they failed accept  8a¥ Ivcru wrestle again. Tat was a foul!” ;
his defeat like & sportsman and a Briton, f you dare to accuse me of playing foul, F'll thrash you

The grubby-locking little man held the wateh, and the where you etand!™ paid Ronald, beginning to get white-hot

- iy L in turn.
iﬂ;’;ﬁ‘ E@EE;::;T: '}‘;332' the “Elympert Advertoas ™ was “ You wrestls & ail:-, ou beastly Fi"nglﬂrashm&.n, l.:ér I wiil
L . 134 - x
The conditions were an out-and-out struggle for mastery, k:}ll'h:?“l;tt:::?u;.‘;a d th‘i?s ;iilf:sr' :;Efl 1:!5 ?;-E.I{ﬂn;’us:huﬁsky
and one fall woas to decide the match. The offer of prize- charged headlong, to his own et

; ng.
money, made by the manager to Ronald if he succeeded, he Smack! A straight left had darte-g through his random

curtly refused. arms and landed flush upon his nose, pulling him up dead
“1 wrestle simply for the honour of the British soldier, i the midst of his careel%? ' 8 v
and [ am only sorry that there is not a better man to tale Pushoffsky's knees buckled beneath him. He threw his
my place,”’ said he. And those near enough to overhear the arms above his head and toppled with a crash.
plain statement, cheered him to the echo. : Ronald locked at him for an instant, put his hand upon his
A hbreathless stillness now fell on the audicnce as the two  heart to make sure that he was only stunned, then he put on
men began to weave and feint for a hold, his tunic. Throwing his leg over the box, ha regained his
The difference in physique between the pair was very  friends just as some clear-witted stage-hand behind the
marked. Ronald was tge taller by & couple of inches, but  scenes let the curtain down with a run. ]
compared with the dpm[&s-aim‘ml's rugged limbs, his arns “ Come out of this!” said Mouldy, handing him his over-
and lege were as slender as a boy's. coat and cane. By gum, you're a bit of a holy terror,
Bull-necked and bull-chested, the Polish champion was, in  Chester! But get out of thl‘a' a3 sharp ag you ecan!”™ :
minew, if not in ecience, o fair opponent for the most power- “Why?" asked Ronald. “I'm not ashamed of what I've
ful wrestler the world has ever known. done., I knocked him out in sall-giefcnm. If you think I_m
Smack—thud ! The mighty afraid of a foreign brute like

that—""

“ Foreign brute be hanged!
It's Tony that's jnat  brought
the news. The Fermanaghs
are out on the rampage in the
town over that jambouce yes
terday, when their man got
stuck in the arm. They think
vou did it, and the word's got

grip had fallen first on
Ronald’s wrist and then on his
neck, with o weight and a
crushing force which stag-
gared him, But his left hand
shot out to the Pole’s knee,
and Pushofisky secmed to read
danger in the movement, for
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He had scarcely drawn back 4 1, ki e — e (307 ferss but that's nothing to

a foot than Ronald waz at him

like a tiger. Cutting the iai ““mh,ﬂr g
guarding hand down as if he A SpEﬂlﬂ. 2 chapa nre slimbiog Aut to hisve
were parrying a sword-thrust, OF TH

n cut at them. e'll get out
he gripped his antagonist with
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what they'll do with you if
they catch you! See, our

A quick heave, a shuddering It will contain & grand fuse I" protested Ronald, by
strain of five seconds, in which double-length school tale of The 5O THEanS Tilmf?hd' to slink out
he expended every ounce of ; entitled ; ﬁf‘}mui? o like thia. =)
wxagih o Bevie e il (§ ORODEG CORONE ' el ot e e o

] ts balance, then nd you, A i |
;ﬂeu:;; hn.r{? Tﬂ i;}!ﬂﬂ h?s hold. Hﬂ.rl'}' Whﬂ.rtﬁ“ & C'ﬂ- ﬁﬂﬂat- : hind,"” said Mouldy, ignoring

his protests, “ Now then, nut
¥you go, and no argyfying. We
gre not going to aec an inno-

Now it was Pushofisky's BF FRANK RI[}HARI}H.

turn, and he came on with con-
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his enemy,

Hound and round they
circlod—BRonald retroating, the
Pole in hol pursuit.

At last, with a guttural cry,
he leapt forwas to  closa.
Ronald met the charge man-
fully, but seemed to crumpls in

be lucky if you get no worss.
Off belts, now, and be raeady
for & rush when we show our
poaes round the door !
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