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P.S.—Watch Billy Bunter and Alonzo,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Personal J#ﬂ.lﬂ”ﬂ!ﬁ
Hy'M going to give you fellows one last chance.”

l Billy Bunter made that statement.

He stood in a dramatic attitude—ar, at all evenls,
what he considered a dramatic attitude—in the Bamove
dormitory at Qreyiriars.

It was bed-time, and the Remove the Lower Fourth of
Crreyiriars—had gone up to bed, Most of the juniore had
turned in, and all were undressed, for the prefect was ex-
pected every moment to look in and put out the light.

As a rule, there was a great deal of chatter in.the Remove
dormitory when the juniors went up to bed, and this par-
ticular evening was no exception o the rule. The Bemovites
were chatting away very busily, and there was but one topic
- -tha school paper.

Certain fellows in the Remove had brousht out a new
raper. John Bull was the editor, and it wae called * John

Bull Junior's Weekly.,” Harry Wharton & Co. wers all
sub-editors, If the paper was not 8 success, it certainly
would not be from any lack of sub-editing.

- Billy Bunter had offered his sarvices pressingly as editor,
as sub-editor, or as anything else, and l%s valusble services
hm?f been declined with singular unanimity by the whole
staff.

The juniors were taiking about & forthcoming second
pumber of the paper; and had appasrently forgotten that
fhere was such a person as Bunter in existence.

Bunter had been glowering through his big spectacles for
a long time, while he divested himself from %’lia tight-fitking
clothes, However large Bunter's clothes might be, thew
were certain to be tight-fitting. He had transferred himself
intg his pyjamas, looking a great deal like s ecoloured
balloon, ae Frank Nugent had remarked.

No one even obeerved that he was glowering,

Bunter's words burst out of him at last, in a stream of
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indignation. Standing erect, or ea ereck as his tubby form
would allow, with hie arms folded, he hurled his uitimatum
st the Greviriare’ Remove. .

** A last chance I" he repested dramaiically.

Tie Remove od 1o awnke then o a koowledge of the
e:-tiaieinfe- _]-al the fat junior, Two or three fellows Jooked
round lazily.

Frank Nupgent, who wps getting into bed, sat on ihe bed
instend, and locked at Bunter.

“Did you speak, Banter " he asked

“Yea T jolly well did I gnerted the Owl of the Remora,

"}’-"hat Wl you say ™ S £
“I'm geing 1o give yoa we & last chance.”
G He'nga'i'lﬂderﬁ:g,' sibd Bob Cherry. “'Ife can’t help
doing theee things; it's eimply an effect of too many jam
tarta on the eystem. 1 shonld strongly advise you to give
up jaam tarts, Bunter. In the long run--——"

“tlook here—-="

“I'm locking. It's ’Fainful to the eyesight, but 'm doing

it. In the long run, 1 cen foreszee you tottering a prema-
turely aged wreck into an early E;are.
an epitaph for you, which would
tribution to the * Weekly.' "

“Oh, really, Chervy--—" !

“ Tere lies ane whom jam tarts did kill,
Who always lied, now lies slill 17

The Remaove roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“I think that's s jolly good epitaph,” seid Bob Cherry,
with & great deal ol eatisfaction. ** You zee, there’s a pun
in the last line.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I was thinking of
temporarily for a con-

“ Look here, vou fellows,” romred Billy Buster, * I've had-
ou 8

enourh of this rie! I've said that Im going to give
last chence.” )

“(Oh, go to bed I’ emid Harry Wharion. e

“ You have excluded me {rom the etaflf of the school
week ly—-* -

“Turn in " ' 1

“ And yom mezn to keep -me out of the whole thing b
combining againet me: Your motive is shéer persona
jealousy. You zhink that if my splendid work appears Im
ihe plnpelr, it.I:n]‘I throw all your stuff nto the shade.”

=} a, ha,. H..”

‘ You know how { can write poetry—-"

““We know how vou can erib it ! said Tom Browng

“Ha, ha, ha !’ :

 Oh, really, Brown! You've seen an instalment of my
wrrial —" '

** Hea, ha, ha ! R e

" I£°s o splendid story of thrilling adventure—-

“ My hat! said Pob Cherry. I looked at the manu-
ecript in the editorial offices, and I thought that it was &
comic serial. I know I laughed.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . _ o

“ This personal jealousy blinds you to merit in my cote,
You see, some chaps are born to do brainy things, and—
Amt&’m fﬂhﬂf 11-1!'I£m-."- E

wd !' l., a“|I ]

“ I'm quite willing to edit the * Weekly '—"

. *Go hon!" satd John Bull ]

'y quite willing to take the chief place as sub-
ot veally ¢

“ Not really?

“QOr just ff; contribute,” ¢aid Bunter. * There!”

““ The trouble ie, that we're not willing,” said John Bull,
“ Byen if you wrete anything good, I ehould think sou'd
eribbed it1? .

“ 0O, really. Bull-—-"

“ You've tried 10 work off Tennyson's poctry as your own.
Vou'll be bringing along & play next by Shekespeare, and
feving to make us believe you wrote © Jlamlet.” ™

** Ha. ha, ha!”’ Sogpe 3

v Well, Bunter might make ont a claim,” said Nugent
gravely. *Some pecple say that Shakespeare's plays were
written by Baeen., Bacon is a kind of pork, and Bunter i1s
B pig, st

“Ha, ha, ha®"’ ) . \

i« § gny, vou [cllows, vou'd betfer lislen io mne. It's your
last chance.”

O, go it? eaid Ogilvy, ' Pile in. Get it over. T want
fo cet to bed.”” ]

“It's important--—-"’

i ?ueh uy ! ’m . R— "

‘I'm going to mive you a last chance—— .

G iWe've heard thar one before,” said Bulstrode, " Can't

you change the record I”
“Ha, ha, hal’ .
“ Oh. really, Bulstrocde—--""

PLEASE NOTE!

“The Rivals of St. W
in THE "EMPI

“Get on with the washing !’ roared Bob Cherry, Do
you think we're going to listen to you all night ¥

“Well, as I was saying, I'm going to give vou a Jlast
chance. You can make the * Weekly " a success E} putting
my stuff in, or ¥ou can ruin it b{ perzogal jealousy. You
are free 10 make your choice about it; but, niark-- ="

' Hare, Linley, Bunter’s talking to you !”

“BEh? What's that !’ eaid Mark Linley, turning round,

Bunter snorted,

“1 wasn't talking to Linley. I said mark—-"*

" Well, Linley's Mark.”

“What s it ¥ asked Mark Linley, who had been studring
o list of Greek verbs written on the inside of hie cap, and
not paying any attention o the'Owl of the Remove. :

5 Ept]i;iﬁg; you ass 1" snarled Bunter. “1 emid mark —-'*

e]t? a

:: %ﬁ;ﬁl’:'!” Toared Bunter, * Mark my words!"

* Ha, ha, ha !

“ Mark my words "' went on Bunter furiousiv. *'Aark
my words, I 1o o

“I'Il mark your chivvy if you Jdon't pretty eoon come {o
the end !I'"" said Hazeldene.

** Oh, really, you know, as I was saying, you can take gour
choice about excluding me from the staff of the * Weekly 'y
but, merk my words, you'll be eorry for it. Vou know, I'm
a dab at writing, and at mansging things, too. ['ve got
maore knowledge of business than all you ailly asses put
together ! Now, I'm going to give you a last chance —--°
My hat! He™a at the eginninqragﬂ.in now.”

“Oh, Bunter hag been reading Tennveon! He's learncd
& Jesson from the little brook, and he's going on for cver,™
eaid John Bull.

“ Ring off, Bunter !’

Y Go to bed !V

“ Cheesa 1t 1"

“ Mark my words !’ roared Bunter. “71&aw, mark me! I
shall either toke up a chief place on the =taff of the echool
paper; or—""

“Or you won't ! suggested, Wharton.

“Ha, ha, #a!”

“0r,”" said Billy Bunter, affer a dramatic pause-—*or 1
shall etart & rival weekly 1

“ What 1"

The junicrs of the Remove elared at Bunter.

If Bunter had wished {0 astonish his Form-fellows, he had
gucceeded in doing so now. ¥or Bunter, who bad not an
idea in his head, and not a shilling in hie pocket, to think
u]t stlarling 8 school paper on his own was surprising, to eay
the least.

The juniors stared at him blankly for a few mamente, and
then they roared: It was a roar that rang threugh the
darmitory.

Buuter blinked at them indignantly.

“I eay, vou fellows - "

*“Ha, ha, ha!” - -

“ Look here, vouesilly asseg—--""

‘"Hn, ha, ha!"”

T tell you——'"

" Ha, ha, ha!” _

“I want your answer!” yelled Bunter. “I want vou to
say whet you're going to do. I want a plain answer- yee, or
nen ™ :

Harry Wharton made a sign o his comrades.

Fach of the juniors gras s pillow or a bolster,

“ Vou want an-answer ' queried Wharton.

“Yes. I-—"

4 Here it 16, Pile in !

Whiz! Swish! Swoop! Boosh!

=Yow! Ow! Yaroch!” )

Pillaws and bolstera flew through the air like a eloud.

Biff ! Bump! Whiz! Swoop! ]

They bumped on Bunter, they biffed on him, they caugli
him on the head, and the legs, and the back, and curlcd
round his neck, and knocked him breathless. :

“Yow ! rosred the Owl of the Remave. ' SBiop 1t!l
Yoop! Varcoh! Yah! Oh! Help! Fire! Help:”

“Ha, ha, ha '

Biff | BEiff! Buff !

The fat junior staggered and rolled aver.

8Lill the hail of mimiles continued, till the Owl of the
Remove was almost buried beneath a mountain of pillows
and bolsters.

The door openad.

“Cave " oalled out Harry Wharton.

The juniore rushed into bed. i .

_ Wingate, of the Bixth, the captain of Greylnars, lecked

in.
“ Naw, then, in bed. My hat!”
Wingate paused and stared at the scene on the floor of the
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r John Bull swept the concertina eut to its full extent.
caught Bunter on the ear, and there were a couple of wild yells. (Ses page 4.)

S o —

One hand cfashed upon Alonzo’s chin gnd the ether {

dormitory,  Billy Bunter's head and spectacles emerged
from a sea of holsters and pillows. From the beds, minus
pillows and boleters, came loud snores.

“(aroo " pasped Bunter. Y QOw! Oh!™

“ My hat! What the - - Ha, ha, he!”

Wingate burst info a roar of laughier. e could not help
il. Bunter sat up, and blinked at hin and groaned.

“Ow!  I'm hurt! I've been brutally assaulted! 3Iy
backbone 1s sprained, and some of my legs have been broken
— 1 mean, same of my ribs ! Ow!?

“1a, ha, hal'

Y Oh, really, Wingate—""

“{ret info bed, Bunter. Take these things back, you kida.
Don't pretend to be asleep, you asses! Do you think I
helieve yau're asleep without your paliows ¥ exclaimed tha
Greviriars captain, with a langh,

Tho juniors tumbled ouvt, grinning. They had not really
expected to take Wingate in with those loud snores, under
the circumstances. -

“1--1 can’t move!”
lwrt ! My backbone - :

Wingate drew back his boot. Bunter squirmed out of the
way with really wonderful agility, considering 1hat so0 many
of hiz limbs were brolken, and bolted into bed,

‘' Now, no more rows here,’ sald Wingate, laughing,
“Aind, I shall come up if you begin any more of this,
Goad-night I

“Croctd night, Wingate 1™

Awd the light was {urned ont, amd the door closed Lehingd
the caplain of Greyfriavs. Then a sgueaky voice was heard
froan Bunter's bed, addressing the Bemove generally :

* Beasts !

And the Remove chuckled.
The Maerer Lierary.—No. 159,

rokEbAv:  POOR OLD BUNTER.”

grnan?d - Bunter. HYon zee, I'm
i

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Muslcal Editor,

“ EMME s¢e," Frank Nugent remarked the next <lay,
h as the chums of Study Ne. 1 in the Remove finizhed
their tea. I suppose we'dl better take our copy

before we go out for a run ¥

“ Well, I"é“gﬂrt mine done,’” eaid Hoarry Wharton, * Ilow
are you getting on, Inky *"' '

The dusky Nabob of Bhanipur prinned.

“The csteemed ludicrous ceditor printa so little of my
honourable serial, that 1 am not overworkfully taxcd ic
koep up the auvgust instalments” he replied. [ have morg
than enouph for the present nonourable week.”™

“ Then let's pile it in on him and get out.”

“izond cpgl” .

The Greviviars juniors were fuking the new papor auils
seripusly.  Dut they had to admit that the contributiors
took up a great deal of time thoy bad been accustomed 1o
devoting to the gym. and the [ooter ficld.

However, Harry Wharton & Co. were prepared to sef L
cxample of stfching to it

Wharton, and Nugent, and Huarree Jomset Hom Singh,
walked up the Remove passage with theie manuseript ander
their arms.

Nugent gave a sudden shout :

“ Listen! The villain!™ .

From the end study—No. 1d—usually eccupicd by John
Rull, Alonz> Todd,.and Ficher T, Fish—now uv-ed as the
cditorial effice of the ** Weekly "—came the dismal #lrains of
a concerting,

It was John Bull’s one weaknesa,  He fondly fancied 1imd
he could extract music from that terrible instrument.

A Splandid, Long: Complete Tale of the C
of E‘HFIFIIPI-:. By gELHE HIGH.ER!’?I‘E.M'
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Tiit he couldn't.

The three Hemovites pauszed in the passage They had
no desire to get nearer to the concertina i No. 14, .

“h, we'll bung in the copy and belt ! exclaimed Whar-
ton, “* What a feacful nerve, useing the editorial office to
play that rotten instrument of torture!™

“ Buck up, then!”

Lhe juniors ran along the passage.

John Bull was sitting on the edge of the study table, o
rapb expression on his face, and the concertina going at
full spoed.

Bull probably imagined that ke was playing a tune of
some kind, But in that case it mnst have been sn extremely
clagsical one, for it was not recognisable as a tune at all.

* Hold on!" voared Wharton.

o Efﬂ-rj ]::

Chuck " ;

“Ball played on, unheeding, His head was a little on
one side, hig cyes dreamy. He was deep in his occupation,
lost to the cutside world,

“1 have already requested Bull to coass that anpleasant,
and, indecd, exasperating noise,” said Alonzo Toedd, who
was seated at the window. * He persists, however, i spite
of iy carnest request. My Unecle Benjamin would speak to
him very severcly, T am gure, if he wera here”

*Chuck it, Bull ! roared Wharton, Y Ilere's the copy |

" Put it on the table”

“ Don't you want to discass it

[ Hﬂllﬂ

" Look here—""

“*Den's interrapt B

“ Yon ass!”

“Get out 1"

“Jdolly glad fo " zaid Nogent,

Aud laying their copy on the siudy table. the three chums
bolted, A fow mipates later Bob Cherry looked in.

Will yeu step that row, Bull?” he bellowed. * This
vext room is wnne. and T can hear every ievk and grind of
that horrible thiee

“It in, indecd, exiremely painfol to listen to, my dear
Bull ** said Alonzo Todd.

" EPm gaing out !’ bawled Bob Cherry., * When T come
1w, you'll stop—do you hear =—or there will be honieide ™

“ Grind—crash—buze=—gr-r-r-r!"

Bob Cherry stamped out of the study.

Billy Bunter rolled up the Remove possage, and looked
in at the door. Ye stopped his cars with his fingers.

“Y say, Bubh——

et

* Bull, old manw---"

“EBhut ap !’

“1 want to speak {0 you

‘*{3et oot !

“I'm going fo give you one mors chiznee—>"7"

“ Br-ropep 1 ]

Bunter snorted. Alonze Todd was looking deeply dia-
tressed. The grind and growl of that dreadful cliweap con-
cerlina was enough to distress a marble statue,

The {we junors approached Joho Bull

Hull slid off ihe rable, and without ceasing fo play, he
lunded out with his boot, and Alonzo gave a vell.

“Ow!l My dear Bull, you have caused me considerable
i iy leg! QOw i

“ Ge-ror-rerind f—erash—rattle—groevre 17

John Bull plaved on, He was evidgutly quite indifferent
to the considerable pain in Alonzo's leg.

“ My dear Puoll—-"

“ I say, Bull——"

“TIader the circumstances,
would——"

“* Look here. Buoll—"

* He would be shocked, not {o say-——

my  Unele Benjamsn

L1

U going to give vou o last chanee-—-""
e Dhapeaed ! You s

Lt [}I.i !':I'

“Yow M

y Ona
the other

John Bull swepd the concortina oui (o ifs Foll extont,
baned ceasheed vpea the side of Alonzo's ohin,
caught Baumter o the oar.

“ Yarpoht OnL

Alonzo stagcered away, robbing hig'ehin, Bautor sat on
the table, amd rubbed his car and roared. The concertina

shricked on.
Oh, deur, I fool that I

My dear Ball I cannot——
nrest retire ! Oh

And Alonzo fairly bolted from the study. Billy Bunter
followed him.  Fasen Bunter, who had oo ecrves to speak
uf. conld mot stamd John Bull's music.

Jaln Ball grinned. He was [oft in undispuied possession of
ihe field, and the concerting brayed and shoieked on
uncheoked.

e Macner Livrary.—No. 130,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught Bending.

“ % LUM jam !
it h El” i
“ Raspberry jam!”

“What " :

' Black-currant jam ! saild Billy Bunter dreamily. )

The Famous Four siared at Billy Buonter. Dob Cherry
tapped his fovehead significantly.

“Has it comne pt last ¥ he murmured.

“The comefulness is terrific!” murmured Hurrved Jamset
Ram Singh., ' The csteemed Bunter is off his augusl rocker
at last !’

“ Btrowberry jam )’

“ Bunter—""

“Plum jam ™ SRS

“There—he's got back {o the first reecrd again 17 «aid Bob
“What's the watter with you, DBunter? Are jou
understudying & gramophone ™

“ Raspberry jum I

“ Look hare—"

* Rod-currant jam 1" o

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry took the fut junior by
the shoulders and shook him until his glisses rolied down
his fat hittle nose, - . _

Bunter made' a wild clutch at his glasses, and blinked
tndignantly at the four Removites. ‘

“Groo! Whats up? Lemme alone!™ )

“What are you mumbling about?” demanded Wharton,
# Are you off you silly omon ™

“{—I was thinking of-—="

“ Jam " grinned Frank Nuogent.

“Yooos, sad Billy Banfer. * You sece, the housckeeper
lult? hte;g; putting awey a lot of jum that she wmade her-
$E E Ly
“ And vou'd like to put same away——"

“Ha, ha, ha ! :

“ (bh, really, Nogent ! You see, I happencd o seo—

“What a lot of things vou happen to sce!” Frank Nugent
remarked sarcastically. * Were you looking in al a window
or a keyhole

Y 0h, really, you know—

“Well, you dou't mean to say that Mes. Kebble has
presented you with any (jlﬁm, raspberry, or black-curvant,
or any other kind?” asked Bob. :

“0h, no! I was thinking—— Look here, if you fellows
are game for a reid, I can show you where it is!” sa:d
Bunter, in an impressive whisper.

“What 1™

“It's in the paniry.
from Mrs. Kebble's room, you see, and——

“¥ou fat rascal I'° .

“ Oh, really, Wharton! I know the drawer in the table
where Mrs, lj:[f:hble keeps the key, and 1t would be a3 casy
a5 angthing for one of you chaps {o pop in and encak
if—

Y Why couldn't vou pop i and sncak it ¥

“Well, you sce, I—J-—-"

“ Vou might be canght ! sniffed Nugent.

“Well, I—I--vou see, I'm notl so light on my leel as you
chaps,” said Bunter, blinking ail them. *I1'm rather slow,
owing to being run down for want of novoishment—--""

“*“Ha, ha, ha!l” .

“ A few pots of jam would set me up splondidly. Look
heir, if you nip mnto Mrs. Kebble's room to get the hey, I'il
undertake to T{EEI} tho old lady ocoupied somewhere else.
You know what a splendid ventriloguist I am, for instance.
Look here, it's worth working, and if 1t's & success you chal)
have half the jam, and f’? give you some columns In
“ Bunter's Weekly.”

“ Bunter's what ¥ rpared the four sub.editors of * John
Bull Junior's Weekly ' together.

* P Bunter’s Weekly U7 said the Owl of fhe Remove
holdly. 1 tcld you I was geing to start a new echeool

wper !t
i ‘l"lla, ha, ha!"

“1 zay, you [cllows .-t x

“TLoak here,” said Bob Cherry, clapping the Owl of the
Romove on the shoolder, * we're not going to raid pantriea
and steal jam! That's in your line, but not in QUrE, apd 1
varn you to let it alone ! n't be a pig! Rats!”

And the Chums of the Remove walked on aud leit Bunicr
blinking. o

* Beasts ™ gald ihe fal junior savagels.

Tlrat was Bunfer's favourite epithet when people did aed
do exactly as he wished. .

Aceording {o Dunfer, the world must have been chicliy
pojpmlated by boasie,

Bunter thrust his hands deep tato his pockels and fhesaphn
it out. The idea of the jans, it rows of pots in the howsc-

We should only have to goi the Ley

L

¥
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keeper's pentry, haunted him, and filled his mind with
visions of endless gorging.

He could not get that jam out of his mind.

How he was to zet the key from Mes. Keblle's room was
A mystery, Two fellows in cons wraey miight have done ik,
but for one alone it was very :ri51!:3'. And Bunter knew that
nobody in the Bemove, excepting himself, would be wilhing to
run risks for the sake of ever so much jam, plum ov strawberry
or hlack-currant, o

The fat junior rolled away in the divection of the house-
keeper's room, .

Mrs, Kebble was theve,

Bunter could see her thraugh the half-open door; and per-
haps the fat junior made some sound, in spite of his caution,
for the housskesper looked up and 'saw hun.

" What do you want, Master Bunter?” she exclaimed, with

erity in her voice.

Mrs, Kebble had never liked Bunter, especially since the
time when he had fallen upon her favourite dog—with fatal
results {o the dog.  Bunter was not a light weight.

“I—I say, Mrs, Kebble, I—I want to speak to you,” stam-
mered Bunter. He really did not know whai to say, for ho
was caught unexpectedly, and he had no bhusiness in that
nassage ‘ut all—at all events, none that he could explain to
Mrs. Kebble.

* Well, what 15 %" asked Mys. Keblle.

HI—I—you see——""

Y Well 2

" 11 wasn’t thinking of the jam,"” Bunter expluined. * It
—it’s a nice afterncon, isn't it, Mrs. Kebble?™

"I amh hot poing to ﬁ'i"-’{-& vou any of the jam, if that is
what you mean,” ssid the housckeeper crossly. * You have
much—too much to eat already.”

“Oh, really, Mrs, Kebblo—""

* Please tun away, and don’t Lother.™

“ B-b-b-but—""

“{h, go away "

Bunter grunted, and walked awasv. 1T turned into the
lower passage and walked right into a junior, who was coming
along reading a book, The junior win was reading did not
see Buntor ; and the short-si ]ltted Owl of the Remove did not
sae him till they had collided,

Bunter staggered back, and the other fellow, who happened
to ba Alonzo Todd, vilered a startled cxclamation, and let
the book fall,

Bunter gave a fiendish yell.

The book was a heavy one—in two senses of the word, being
a Ihctionary of Datea and Events—and it had dropped on
Bunter's tooe.

“Ow! Owl"

* My dear Buntep—"

“Oh!™ roared Bunter, hopping on oue foot in anguish,
"¥ah! You chump!™

" P'm so gorry—"

“Yow! You ass!'-

“I'm so sorry, Bunter. T did not see vou. I was perusing
that volume to find some interesting fact suitable for imser-
tton in “John Bull Junior's Weekly,” " said Alomze Todd.
“T'm so sorry the book fell on your toe, Bunter.,™

“Ow! Fathead !

“My dear Bunter——"'

ii Grﬂﬂ 1

“I'm sure my Uncle Benjamin would consider I had done
suffigiently in expressing my contrition for this slight accident,
Bunter. Knowing your insincere pature, I cannot help
suspecting that you are feigning an injury vou do not feel.”

And Todd stooped to pick up his book.

As he bent down the temptation was ten great: revenge, as
they say in the sixshilling novels, was in Bunter's grasp.

EhFE fat junior swept out his foot. |

ift !

“Oh!" roared Alonzo Todd.

He pitched forward over the book. Bunfer grinned.

" There, you ass!" he gasped. *'I cauvght yvou bending that
fime! Yah!™

And Dunter rolled away as fast as his fat little legs would
move.

“Oh!" gasped Todd. * That was most brutal of Bunter!
Yow! I am considevably hurt! Groo! My Uncle Benjamin
would be shocked, not to say disgusted! Ow ™

]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Bunk Up for Bunter,
e ULSTRODI, old chap!™ -
Bulstrode, the bully of the Remove, looked down at
Billy Bunter, and smiffed.

. When Bunter addressed anybody as old chap, it
invariably meant that he wanted sﬂmntiling'—ngmm'a.l[y money.
Bulstrode involuntarily slipped his hand into his trousers
pocket a5 if bo make sure that his cash was safe while ho was
talking to Billy Bunter.

“0Oh, get out!” he said. * I'veo nothing lo give away! I
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know you're metting a postal-oider this evening, and only waut
me to cash it in advance, but D' not taking any, Seel”

“ Oh, really, Bulstrade—"

“Buxz olf "

* As a matter of fact, I am expecting several postal-orders,”
satd Bunter warmly. * 1 shall have one thizs evening from iy
Uncle Tabitha—I mean Uncle John—and another from u
titlad friend of mine. And——"

“*I've heard that before. Get out!™

“1 hopa, Bulstrode, that you don't imagine I wea going
to ask you for money?" said Billy Bunter, with & groat doal
of diznity.

The Remove bully staved at Lim.

“1 jolly well did imagine it,"" he said.

“As s matter of fact, I was going to ask you to give
me——

“Five hob?' sneercd Bulstrede., * You mught as well say
five pounds. You would be just as likelv to get it.”

** Not at all. I was going to ask you to give me & bunk up.”

““ A what?"

“A bunk up.”

“You fat duffer! What are you driving at?

" You see,” said Billy Bunter, lowering his voice mysteri-
ously——"" you see, Bulstrode, Mrs. Kebble got & frosh ot of
jams and prescrves out of the store-room to-day. They're in
the pantry; but the old cat is so keen, o fellow cant got at
the key, and the pantry's always kept locked. But there's’
windeyw in the pamtry, and I happen to know that it docsn't
fasten safoly.”’

[ lﬁfri'_hugn

© Well, if somebody gave me a bunk up, T could get in,”
san:ll Bunter eagerly. “Then I could hand she jum out,
B1L

“ Oh, good !

Bulstrode's eves glistened with a pleam of fun. Ile knew
the small, square pantpy window, and he did not helieve for
a moment that the ample figure of Willlam George Bunter
would pass through it.

“You'll ive me & bunk up?' asked Bunter sagerly.

“Lertainly,

“I'll hand the jam and prescrves out to you.
well get anocther fellow to help us carry them away,
Bunter.

" Good egex! Hallo, Hazel™

Hazeldens of the Remove came up.  Hazel was looking a
little rloomy. He was still on bad terms with Vérnon-Smath,
the Bounder of Greyiriars, who always lent him money whien
they wore friendly. Hozeldene never could keep money in
his pockebs: he owed the Boonder a great deal, and he was
stony now. MHe was sticking to the line he had marked out
for himsell—to please his sistor Marvjorie more-than anything
else. But it was not a8 pleasant line. The horn of plenty Lad
ceased to Row, and Hazeidens was disconsolats.

_ Y What is it he asked gruffty enough, looking at the two
juniors,

* Bunter's got a great wheoze," said Bulstrode, with a min,
“Ho's going to raid Mes. Kebble's jam and prespreves.”

* Oh, blow the jam!"

¥ Oh, reslly, Hazel—"

“1'm off I'

“Look herc!" said Bunter, I think you ought to help
me, Hazel. You ought to stand by a chap who's on such jollv
good terms with your sister. You know how Marjorie {il:rr.-.'
e, ¥
Hazeldene's eyes gleamed, and he clenched his hand.

Y Chuck it, you ass!” said Bulstrode. “ Don't get watty,
Hazel. You ought to lend a hand here and. help Burter
He's going to get in through the pantry window.”
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Bulstrode winked as he :poake, & wink that was guite un-
veeh by the short-sigbted Owlsof 1the Remove.

Hazeldena's faca imkta ko & Zrin.

“Oh, T zee! he said.

¥ You'll hEIE bunk him up®™

“ Cortainly,’

“ {dood I said Billy Bunter. ** We shall want help to ecarry
the things away. Tl stand in the Jarder and hand them out,
and then you can help me down. T she'n't be ablo to get
down [rom the window without assistance, you know; it's too
hgh up”

* Oh, coma on!" said Bulstrode.

" Mako suro we'ro not watchoed [irst.” exclaimed Bunter.
S We don't want a row over i, you know., Ib would mcan
caning, and Quekhﬁ. lays it on so hoard.” )

Me. Quelch, the Formy-masier of the Remove, was walking
in the Close, as it happened. Bat the Ouwl of the Remove did
not even sce him as blinked round.

“ Thiz way ' said Bulstrode, ** Uome on, Haeel I

" I'm coming."

The threa jurmers went round the house very mysteriously,
They stopped under the blank wall in which the httle square
window of the paokry opéned. The window was opened, and
within the square orifice were untodd breasures.

“*Look here! 1'll give one of you fellows a bunk up, if
Hn;l like, wstead " said Bunter, lookzy up doubtfully at the
wall.

“Btuff! Up vou get—"

“¥You see, 'm-rather heavy, and—"

“Rats! We'll manage you heiween e ™

“ Hureldone 18 lighter than 1 am, and—-"'

“Up with you!"” said Hazcldene,

* But 1 say—"

Bualstrode and Hazeldene ent shoet the argunmient by seizing
flie fat junior and ** bunking * him up azainst the wall, Billy
Bunter sprawled against the brickwork, clutching, and claw-
g wildly. .

“ Careful 1 Tro pasped,

“That's all- ﬁ,E i,

S N el

“ Collar the window-sill, and yon'll be all right.”

Bunter grasped the sill, and hung on.

" Now pull yourself in,” taid Dulstrode.

* A-g-all right !

Bunter clambered in at the window. 1le got oz head end
arims and shoulders in.  But he did not get any further,

I1is fat logs lashed outzide the window. His arms sprawled
within. He gasped, and called out to the junicrt'!:t outside,

“ le=]—I can't get in, Bubstrode! Ow?!

There wasz mo reply. The unnatural stillness avound bim
siruck Bunter. He called oub again.

** Bulstrode ! Hazeldene! Bulstrode !
fellowa! Bulstrode!™

But no answer came.  As soon as Billy Bunter was jamimed
iy the narrow window, the two jumiors had walked away
and left him there, :

Boasis! I say, you

22 &. i1 umm

THE FIFTH CHAPYER,
Not Quite!
ﬂh!”

Billy Bunter squinimed and woggled i the nercow

window,

Within, enticingly areayed on the shelves, were the
pood things for which he longed—jams in jars, and preserves,
wnd all kinds of eatables. The tortuwres of Tantalus were a
joke to this.

S0 near and yet so far. Billy Bunter, squivm and wriggle
a: he might, could not get throush the window, .

And he bogan to have some doubts about whether he could
pot out again, either. )

He had squeezed himself in so far. that he was stuck in the
opening, and bhe could neither advance nor retreat,

“ Bulstrode ! Huazel! 1 say, yeou fellows™

But Hazeldene and Bulstrode were far away.

The fat junior wriggled and rolled.

" Help! Bulstrode! T :ay-—help ™

Billy Bunter's voice rang and boomed 10 the narvow Inmis
o the pantry. It echoed out of the hittle window, but there
w45 no one at hand to hear if,

“ Help! Help!?

Bunter shouted louder and louder,

He did not care what happened now so long as he escaped
from his terrible predicament. . Even if he could have wnggzled
himmself out of the window he could not have found the nerve
to drop to the gpround without assistance.

“"Help! Help!™

“Dear me' ejaculated Meo Quelch, whose strefl had
browght him within distageo of Billy Bunted's rouriug.
“ Whatrver can ihat he?

Ter Macrer Liekary.—No. 139,
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“ Help 1™

“Proar me "™ ;

Mr. Quelch hurried in the direction of the mufiled shouting.

His astonishment at seeing & paic of trousers and a pair of
boots wildly waving 't'mmu#m pantry-window, may be, as a
navelist would say, better imagined than deseribed.

Mr. Queclch stood and gazed in blank amazement at the
ﬂsetuundiﬂg apperition.

“ Bless my soul!"" he exclaimed.

L HEIP I’il

“ It is Bunter's voice!" ]

“ Holp me out " roared Billy Bunter, who heavd the voiee,
but in his cramped and excited state did not recognise it @
the Form-mmaster's.  Help me out of this, you beast!”

“ What?" |

“ What are vou wasting tinae for, you silly fathead ™

" Bunter!" h

“ Lay hold, and pull me out, you silly chump!”

“ Bless my soul b’

Mre. Quelch stood dumbfounded for & moment. "Then he
raised his walking-cane. Billy Buider was in & favourablo
situation to take a caning, and he took it

HAwish, swish, swish! )

The fat little lezs wagged and waved move wildly then
ever, and Bunter's roaring sounded like thal of an -
prisoncd buall, -

“h, oh, oh! Yah! As! Beast! Warcohl'

Swish, swisd, swish [

“Yow! Help! Merder! Fire!™

Swish, swish ™

" Yooop!” i

Bunter, with a fina] tervific weirgle, squeezed hamselfl back
ont of the window, and dropped to the earth with & bumgp.

The fall was nob veally far, and Billy 1‘3-1111*-131' was ot huit,
only all the breath was bumped out of him, and he sat gasp-
ing hke alanded fish. . )

ile clutched at his olusses, and set them straight on his fat
Ei”!:i nose, atd spluttered and gasped, and gasped wod =plut-
tesred.

 Bavder ' shouted Mr., Quelch,

0h, I-1 didn't know it was you, sie!” stuttered Bunter,
 I—I thought it was Bulstrode, sir. 11 assure you, sir——"'

* Whal were you deing at that window, Buater?™

* That—that window, sir?"

“Yes,  Wihut were you doing theret

= J—I was brving {o get—to got out, sir’’

“ Then vou had been teving to get in,” gaid Mr. Quelch
vorarding the far jumor with a stern brow.

“ 0Oh, no, 0.

* Then how did vou come at the window at all?”

* Bulstrode banbed moe upy sir™ ;

“ Why did be bunk you up, as you call it, if not te coable
vou Lo pnter the pantry window?"” demanded Mr, Quel-h.

v I-<1 vemily don't know, siv. Perhaps it would be better
(0 mﬁ:;: ﬂu-l:ﬂm':dc, sir. He miay have bhed almost any motive.”

wi =’ t.n.

“ You cen't expect me to explain Bulstrode's motives for
tlotng things, siv. Bulstrede may have done it for—for any
reason, you koow, sie’

* RBunter !

“ Yogopeps, zir"

© Did you ask Bulstrade to assist you io culer that
wingow '

* Oh, no, sir."” _

* AL Abe. OQuelh Tooked rouml lqu!t:k_if', Bulstrode had
just come round the comer of the house. The Remove bully
was curious to see how the fat jumor was gething on. His
iaw .r]_r(nmmq] whe the sight.- of Mr. Quelch., He would have
vetreated hurriedly cniough, but the Rewmove-master beckoned
to him,

* Bulstrode "' ]

“* Yoops, siv,” zmid Bubtrode, advapemng l'{*l['l.ili.'{-'.‘i:ir”}'- :

“Ihd Bunter reguest you to assist him in at this window 7

Y s, wie”

“ ¥on hear that, Bunter?”

oo J—L Aty sie?'"

“ ¥Yon awful veung liav?!” ejaculated Bulstrode,
}ipll:’rﬁkd.ﬂ e Iy gh'l."! ¥Ou & bunk Upk
L6k

i 'I‘_hﬂ.:._'r:i A different matter,” said Bunter, ' You- you
sy, wil, Toeee-

* Did you E'I.:St‘i Bulstrode to give you a bunk up?”

Y s, sir”

- Just now you denied doing w0

“{h, no, =ir” _

“ You denied that you asked Bulstrode for assistance.”’

* Nea, sir. You sce, =i, 1 really asked him to give nwe a
bonk wp, That- that's a very different matter, sir,”

Moy, I:lll'l,r-_*h']] wterii] ﬁxﬁ.ﬂy at Punter. .

“ I do not beliove that you are 0 stupid as vou protend
to he, Bunter.”

wi 1“'-'1:5’,
Hazeldene knows you

and the Chuma of Eylcombe Grammar School apg
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148 'I.'h_a_jﬁulurl trod cautlously down the Remove passage, and as they entered, Harry Wharion attered a suppressed |
exclamation. * Look 1" he exclatmed, polating to the bulky figure wrapped in a dark cloak like s brigand. (5ee p. 23)

“Oh, sir

* Bulstrode, did you intend to help Bunter to rob tho
pantry "

* Certainly not, siv. I knew he was too fut to get through
the window, and I thought it would be a lesson to the greedy
voung bounder, sir.”

Ar, Quelch smiled slightly.

“ ¥Very well, I excuse you, Bulstrode; but it was certainly
your infention to vob the pantry, Bunter."

L sir? Oh, no. sir!™

* Then why did you wish to enter?”

" Tn anter what, st

“ The pantry.”

“1--I didu't, siv,  You—you ses, sir, I--I was only doing
that for & little exereise, sir. I've been told that exercises.
mich as elimbing into—into pantry windows, sir, 13 very good
for a chap run down for want of food. So—so I was tiying it,
sir. I—TI think it's done me some pood.™

Mr. Quelch looked hard at Bunter. Bunter's aystem, when
he found himself in trouble. was nevor to tell the truth
while he had a lie loft. But his untrothfulness was so steen,
g0 out of all bounds, that he seldom succesded in deceiving
anybody. Bunter's opinion seemed to be that the bigger the
lie. the more likely it was to be believed,

THE Maaxer LFBR.&‘R‘L—HG. 159,
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‘ Bunter, vou are speaking untruthfully."

“ 0Oh, sir, [—1 hope you haven't such an opmmon of me, sir,
Bulstrode is an awfully untruthful chap, but I've done my Het
not to follow his wicked example, siv. I've often got into
trouble for being too truthful, sir.”

“* You wore going to rob the pantey.”

“ Dh, sir, not at all, gsir. You zee, I wouldn't do a thins
like that. Besides, home-made jam isn't g0 very ripping.
after all. Then Bulstrode had gone off, s0 1 couldn't have
handed out the jars as | arranged, so [—[—-"'

' You intended to hand out the jars to DBulstrodo®"

* Yes, sir—1 mean ne, sir”

“ Bunter, I have already caned wou, or T shonll take
you to my study and cane you for your dreadful untruthiul-
ness. As ik i3, vou will take two hundred lines for beins
found in the pantry window, and if you are found there again
you will be punished severely."”

B & Aok kil e g sl

alyr. Quele ook his head sternly, and strode awavw.

Bulstrode chuckied, )

 Yell, rou’ve got it in the neck this time and no mistake ™
gaid the Hemove bully., *' Ha, ha, ha!"

11 pay, Bulstrode. I suppose you're going to do those
lines, ms it was all yvour fault.”

A Bplandld, Long, Complete Tale of '
of Erari’n!mu; By E‘Hﬂﬂh‘.' chhhflfﬂm.
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“Tle, ha! Catch me, thal's all”

And Bulstrode grinned, and walked off. DBilly Bunter cast
& longing plance at the pantry window., But not even the
thought of the jam inside could tompt him to make another
essay in the digection, He rolled away diseonsolately, and
13 he reached the School House, he was suddenly stopped by
a gvasp upon his shoulder. e blinked round, ﬂm.}{) T
nised the frowning fuce of Alonzo Todd,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Alonzo Does H!

it H, really. Todd!™
** Bunter, I require some minutes of conversation

with you, for the purpose of discussing a somewhat
:m&mtant raatter,” zaid Todd portentously.
Alonzo Todd wes frowning. Todd was the best-tempered
fellow at Greylriars, and it was but seldom that he was seen
to frown. It was clear thet something had happened to dis-
turb the serenity of the Duffer of the Bemove.

“Oh, cheese it,"" said Bunter K:fwiah'i}'._ “I'my busy, I've
sot an inportant matter to tlunk out, and—"'

%E'}ﬂ”’ 1 have reflected over your conduct-——""

1 have alse refltected upon the maxims inculeated by iy
Uncle Benjemin, My Uncle Benjarmin always mmpressed
wpon me o keep the peace, whenever peaceable methods
wnreﬂ;::ﬂmgiihia with honour and self-respect.” )

44 'l’ r F_‘T'F -

“* But: under the circumstances that have transpired,

Bunter," went on the long-winded- subleditor of ** John Bull

Junior's  Weekly ""—** under these peculiar circumstances,
Bunter, I feel that I have no resource but to administer per-
sonal chastiserpent.™ '

* Eh?? '

* Will you kindly accompany me o the gymnasium, wihere
we can don the boxing-gloves, and settle this unhappy matter
without interruption? -

** Look here, Todd, what are you driving st?'’

* You canpot have forgotten, Bunpter, the brutal assault of
which you were guilty, in offocting a cmuﬁ%un between your
boat and my person,” said Todd sternly.

Bunter grinned. As a mstter of fac
anxiety on the subject of the jam, he b
vatching Alonzo bending.

“ I—1 say, Todd, that was a joke, you know,"” he said.
“ What—w I meant to convey that was that—you were
the kind of fellow I like, and t I admure vou maove
than any other chap in the Remove.™

Alonzo blinked at him doubtfully. .

“ You are o very untruthful, Bunter!"

* Well, you zce.” szaid Bunter, who vould drop all his fzt
nwank, and be az meek as & pet lamb when occasion de-
manded. " You see, Todd, old man, I never had the ad
vantage you have had, of an’ Uncle Joseph to loock after
me—""

* ¥Yon mean Uncle Berjamin, Bunter.”

“Yes, that's it; Uncle Benjamin, Yon see, Toadd, 1l'm
trying to follow your example, and to become like you, you
know. [ always tell all the fellows that there never was &
vhap like you in the Grerfriars Remove before, and never
will be agein,”

Alonzo smiled with gratifieation. He did not sce any
double meaning in Bunter's remark. and o testimony to his
high moral infuence always pleased Alonze. It made him
feel that all his Uncle Benjamin's efforts had not been
wasted.

“I.am truly glad to hear you speak in this manner,
Bunter,” he =and.  * But surely kicking mc in & very tender
vlace iz a very singular method of showing personal regard?”

Bunter grirned. Alonze was in the painful position of the
zentleman who so pathetically complamed to the object of
lits affection—"" Perhaps it was right to dissemble vour love,
but why did vou kick me downstuis?'

* You see,” zaid Bunter, " 1I—I meant yvou to—te under-
stand thet—that I knew you were the sort of chap who conld
take a little joke. As a matter of fact, I was just looking {or
vour at this moment, [ wanted to find & chap who'd do an
chitging thing for me, and —-"'

""Hay no more, my dcar Bunter!
g viee"?

“ If you wouldn't mund doing me a little fuvour, Todd!™

“ Anything, Bunter-—that 13 to say, snylling compalible
with the instructions of my Uncle Benjanun, and my duty
and respeet to the mesters here.”

* Ahem! Look here, old Kebble—-"

I trust you are not u.]luding to ihe respeciable Mrs
Kebble, the housckeoper, in that disrespeciful way, Bunter?™
Tuz Maoner Lisrary.—No. 159,
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 Ahem! 1 mesn Mrs. Kebblo. Look here, you've been in
the housekeeper's room, haven't you, Toddi"

" Yes. On sevoral occasions I——" S

“ ¥ou know the writing-table with a draw in 1%

“ Yeu, I heve abserved that article of furniture, I—"

“The key's in that draw. Now—"

“ What kev, Banter™

* Ahem! My study key. T—I'm having a new lock put on
my study doov,” Bunter explained. * A-—a Yale lock. INow,
thore's & YVale lock in the pantry; and as | happenvd bo drop
my Yale key, Mra. Kebhie picked it up, spd—and someshow,
thinks it's her pantry key, just’ because t#'s a Yale key.
I—I can't get into my study till I get that key—"

“ My dezr Bunter, vou are rjuite mistaken. I passed your
study door five minutes ago, and it was open.”

**I--I mean that I can't lock my study door till T get that
ey, Only Mya. Kebble is firmly convinced that it is her
key, AS—as I suppose she's lost hers, and I was thinking that
Fou—--

“ 1 kuow, Dunter. You wish me to see Mrs. Kebble, and
cxplain the matter to her, do sou not? I shall be very
pleaged to do se.' .

“ Not exactly that!” staromered Bunter. * She 1s _mll{
ohstinato, you w, snd—and won't listen to reason. l1—I
was thinking of taking the key, F';'uu seo, and then explaiming.
It's easier that way, because she’s got a prejudice sgainst
ma, semehow, and I know she wor't give up the key if
she can help it."

“1 hardly like the idea, Bunter. Yot if you are convineed
that it is vour key that is in the table drawer—"'

“Mot the slightest doubt about that, Todd. I'I} show yon

" v initials seratohed on it when you bring it to me.”

“ That will be quite =afisfactory, of course. But——"

“My idea is that I should got Mrs. Kebble out of tho
room somehow, and you should nip in and get the key,™ =aud
Bunter. ** I thought of you ause you're such a bratuy
chap, and so awlully keen and—and deep.”

“Thank ven very much, Bunter. But—"

“0f eourse, if rou Jdon’t want to oblige me—""

1 shall be verv wnleased to oblige vou, Bunter.

* Theu come on [

“ My dear Bunter——"

“This way, Todd. You wait at the corner of the passaga
here, and when old Kebhle's gone—"1"

By and e o) |

“Non nip in and pet the key. Mind, you've promised!™

¥ do not remember promising. I—"

“Tf you've going back on your word-—"

My dear Bunter—""

*Come on, then!” . i

. Alonzo, in a rather confuzed state of mind, allowed himself
to be dragred away by Billy Bunter. le was posted at the
commer of the pazsage.

Bunter ralled on to the housekeeper’s room. A tap at the
door assured him that Mrs. Kebble was there, as her voico
bade himy come . )

Bunter partly opened the door, taking care that he could
not be seen from within: Bunter, whe was a great ventrilo-
quist, had a pgreat gift for imitating voices. It was the
voice of Trotier, the llouse page, that he chose to imitate
b this accasicn.

*Mrs. Kebble, mum, cook says will you step down {n
the kitchen, mum, 'cavse she's 'ad a haceident with the "Ead's
ginner, mum.' i

There was an annoyed exclamation within,

“Oh, vory well ¥ '

Bunter swiftly retreatod.

By the time Mrz, Kebble was al the door Bunter was i
aiother room, with the door ajar, to watch if she went down-
atatrs.

Mrs. Kebble descended to the lower vegions, and Bundee
followed her as {ar as the hall Avor, where he took up a
position at the notice-board.  There weve several juniors
szanding  there resding the footer announcements. Biily
Bunter wanted to niske himself as prominent as possible jist
now=it micht be necessary to prove an alibi if there wus a
rquestion ratsed as {o what had became of the key.

C " Can you tell me the time, Fish?” he asked the Amevican
unior.
! L oguwezs 0. Bunted,” saul Fisher T, Fish,

He took out his watch and locked at it.

“ Six o'clovk,”’ he said, ]

“ Thanks, Fizh! I sav, I'm expectin
evening, I wondes if you would min
bob till i comes?”

The American youth clesed cne eye.

¥ ruese not,”? he said,

“0Oh, really, Fiz e

*Nope. my son! You will have to zet up very carly in
the morming to get a fow bob cut of me,” said Fisher 1. Fish
vtnphatizally,
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YT gay, Wharton, would you misd—"

“"Yeu 1" naid Wharton abruptly, walking away.

Alonzo Todd appesred in tho passage, lookinz rather
Austered and excitﬂg. Billy Bunter ran towards humn.

“Todd! Got it?"

Alonzo Todd held out a Yale ker.

“Yes, my dear Bunter. llere is the key.
where you said.”

*Good enough 1’

Billy Bunter slipped the key into his poclie with a grin
of satizfaction. W?mlu rows of jam-jars scemed to be dancing
Lefore his eves,

“You didn't let an body see you, Todd?" he a-lked

“ Unforfunately, Mrs. Kebble came in as T was leaving her
spartment. She seemed to be annoyed about sometling.”

* ¥ou ass!™

“My dear Bunter!”

H \".’{mt did you let her see sou for?
cant't be helped,”” growled Bunter.
you'd muck up thoe thing." .

“ My dear Bunter, that seems to be somewhat ungrateful,
nor do I attach any importance to this chance mecting with
Mrs. Kebble. You were gaing to show noie vour inditiils cat
on that key, my dear Bumter®

“Eh?" said Bunter, suddenly becoming deal

*Your initials—"'

“T'Nl see you again presently, Todd." said Dunter, turning
away. :

“ But you were going to show me——""

“Did vou know YWharton's looking for you, Todd® asked
Bunter,

“Dear me! Nol”

* He wants ;,r:}u—mmething very important, I think," said
Bunter. * He's—he's in the Cloisters. I'll see vou loter.™

Alonzo Todd ran out of the house, and hurried off in the
direction of the Cloisters. Bunter chuckled, and rolled away
with the key ir his pocket.

— e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTEP,
. Cheap Jam,
“ BREAD,” guid Wugent, “ and butter.™

It was just

Weil, T auppose it
1 mighi have koown

" And what else?”
:: Nnm ing.”

The Chums of the Remove looked raihor blauk. They had
iuma in from football practice, and they had come in very

ungry.

Funds were low in S8tudy No. 1, and provisions wers low
in the cupboard. It was nof a pleasant discovery to find
nothing there but bread—and not too much of it—and & littls
butter—very little.

h"M;.f hat " said Wharton, “That means tea in hall,
then !* -

Nugent shook his head. -

*“Tao late for that, old son.”

“My hat! I'm hungry !

" The hungryfulness 1s terrific!™

Y1 say, you fellows—"'

Biilly Bunter eé:ut in his head at the door. The thres
Removites turned round and glared at him. Thev were in no
humour to stand Billy Bunter, -

HOh, buzz off I" said Wharton. * There's nrothing for
vou. We've only got bread-and-butter for tea, and not
much of that."”

" Oh, really. Wharton, T haven’t come to tea. vou know,"”
saud Billy Bunte.t;, in an injured tome. **I want to do you
fcllows a favour.”

“Rats "

“Look here, if you haven’t any grub for tea, T dare say
vou'd like a pot of jam,"” the fat junmor sugrested.

“Aro vou giving pots of jam away?!’ Nugent asked
saroastically.

“Yos, I am, Nugent—practically giving them awar,” said
Bunter. " ¥ou see, my Aunt Tabitha—I menn Georgina—
makes home-made jam, and she has sent me a lot—->"

“"You young boonder!’ roarsd Wharton. “ You mean
vou've bean robbing the pantey, after all! You've got Mrs
hebble's key somehow.” : :

“I—I've soveral pots of jam to disposa of cheap,” said
Rilly Bunter. * Look here!” Ha drew a jam-jar from under
his jacket. * That’s what would cost a bob in the village
or at Mrs. Mimble's”" he said. **I ean let vou fellows hatve

it for fnm]wzwef’

" Rats !

“Well, say threcpence, then™

““Bosh !

1 zav, vou fellows, vou don't want a jar of jown like that
far twopenes, I suppose?™ demanded Billy Bonter wrathfully.

*We don’t want it at alk” said Wharton, * It's not vours
to sell. Tuke it away.”

“Woell, then, I'll tell you what T'Il do." =aid Bunier. “Tf
von chaps like to do me some really good contrilutions for
*Fanter's Weekly "—""
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I can zeo anvthing to cackle at,” =said Bunter
peevighly., “If vou care to do me something really decenk
for my new paper vou shall have the jom.™

*Oh, go and ecat coke!”

“What do you say?"

¥ Rata !

“Look here, if vou think you're going to have that jam
for nothing——"’

Mugent picked up a ruler, and came towards Buntor. Tho
fat junior eyed him warily till he was guite close, and then
dodged into the passage. The ruler looked too dangorous
at Jma guarters, ;

"I gay, vou fellows———"" Bunter called in from tha pazsage.

Nugent slammed the door.

** Beasts 1"

The Chums of the Remove settled down to their tea of
bread-and-butter. Billy Bunter rolled along the passage with
his jor of jom under his jucket, IHe blinked in at John Bull's
study.

The sturdy jumior was writing at his table.
the new weskly he had plenty of work to do.

Bunter rolled in, snd Bull gave him one look.

“Get out!" he said briefly.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

John Baull jupior picked up the inkpot. Billy Bunter was
outside the study in the twinkling of an eve.

Bolr Cherry

OMNE
PFENNY.

tm [ 1 ‘wti )

Az editor of

He granted, and lanked in at the next door.
and Mark Linley and little Wun Lung,. the Chinee, wera
huvinﬁiz tez there. DBunter nodided to them, but he receivod
only frigid stares in return. The chums of Btudy No. 13
did not want the company of William George Bunter at their
festive board.

“ I say, you fellows, I notice you haven't any jam for tea,™
gaid Bunter, “ Look heve! A relation of mine in tho jam
business has sent me a lot of jam, and I'm disposing of it
cheap. Look at that!"

He planted the jam-jar on the table.

“ Velly good,” said Wun Lung.

“ How much would that cost you at the tuckshop™ de-
manded Bunter. )

“* About a hob, I suppose,”” said Bob Cherry.

“¥ou can have it for ninepence.”’

“I don't want t."”

“¥ou can have it for a tanner, Linley," said BRuuter,
turning to Mark. "“I'm willing to let you have it very
cheap because T know you're horribly poor, and, besides, T
like, doing little kindnesses to tho lower classes. Say six-

ence.””

4 The Lancashire lad turned pink,

“Will you get out of this study, or shall I throw you out?"
hie asked quietly.

Billy Bunter jumped. .

“ I—I say, Linley, you know, T haven't fnished yet. Blessed
if T see what vou want to get your rag out in ﬂlju way for
when I'm trying to be kind to you! Look here, Wun Lung!
Would you like that pot of jan: for a tanner?’

“ No savvy ! said the little Celestial softly.

“ You can have it as it stands, jar and all, for sixpence.”

* No savvy " ]

“I'va got a relation in the business who sends me these
things, and [ can lot you have lots of jam at the same price.”
said Bunter, My intention 1s to treat {the Remove well if
they treat me well.”

“No savvy!"”

“Iwook bere!

* No wantee.”

“ Say fourpence, then, you mean heathen beast!"

* No sayvy ! -

““J don't want the trouble of carrying that jar away,’ said
Bunter., “"I'm willing to take threcpence."

“(0h, cloar out!” said Bob Chervy. I don't suppose it
belongs to vou at all. If it does, we don’t want it."”

*1'll make you a present of it, on certain conditions," said
Bunter, blinking at him. “You must undertake to writo
only for ® Bunter's Weekly," and not send any contributions

Do you want that jam™

to the rival "

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" ] i

Mark Linley picked up the jam jar, carried it out of tha
study, and put it on the floor of the passage. Then he cama
back towards Billy Bunter. Bunter retreated towards thy
door as the Lancashire lad came towards him, and backed ;4
into the passage. He did not exactly like the look in Mark
Linlay’s eye. )

#T—I say,” he said.
say—you see—oh "

Blam !

The closing of the door cot short Bunter's fechle romarks.
Ho seowled over his spectacles, and picked up the jar of
jan.

9
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He stood blinking for a few moments in the passage, con-
mdering where he should teke his wares next. There did
ot seem o be & ready sale for jam, however cheap, in tha
Remove passage.  As he stood considering, Bulstrode cla
ll;:‘maﬂn the showlder, and calmly jerked the jam-jar out of his

nd.

“This for me?"” asked Bulstrode.

“Oh, really—" : :
t-*:::’[:‘hankﬁ very much! Come on, Skinner; there's jam for

v What-ho!"” said Skinner, chuckling. .

I—1I say, you._fellows! That's—that's my jam! You
<an have the jar for ninepence.” '

" We don’t want the jar; wo want the jam,” said Bulstrode.

f:ih?;ﬁd r-:‘:gn have the jar ﬁﬂ.ck—"-f{'.irl nothing—when we've
“0Oh, really——"" Buntcr rolled down the passage after the

two uniors, “¥You can have it for sixpence, Bulstrode.”

_ “As—as you'ro g epmial friond of mine, F'll let you have
# for feiirpenashalfpenny,” said Bunter. “I1 couldn’t part
with it for loess, or I should actually lose money aover it,
mﬂ?gﬂﬂg the cost of carriage from my relation’s factory to
Greylriars.”

“Why, you young fibber, you've boned this from the
pantry, you know you have 1"
(1] I_'i *

“Look here, will you take a pound for it%” demanded

Bulstrode.
*Oh, yes! Certainly! Rather!"™

“ Well, owe me about & pound,” said Bul p,
‘can kee ﬂr this jam, Ta !l:.a. ! B dide B

And Bul and Skinner went into the former’s study,
'ﬁ"ﬂ_"E_B!“F unter, spluttering with indignation. Bunter

ways inmsted upon putting little loans down to an account,
and in_maintaining that he would settlo them shortly from
an -abwndant supp%nuf postal-orders that he was oxpecting.
If that were true, ho should have been very pleased to have
the whole of his indebtedness to Bulstrode wiped out at the
cort of & jar of jam. Yet he did not seem pheased.

" Bepsts " he snorted. * Cads!™ '

And he rolled away disconsolsto.

-—m—*

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Bunter's Best Customer.
ol UH’,EERI My dear Bunter !”
B Would you like some jam, Todd?" asked the fat

junior £
i oy i
“¥Yes. You seo-—-»""

“You were going to show me your initials cut on that
key, Buniter. T am vory anxious to see them, because I have
heard that Mrs. Kebble is complaining, thet someone has
taken her key away. I trust there has been no unfortunate
mistako.

“I'm sincerely sorry, Todd. I've lost that key,” said
Bunter, “ Better say I::u‘t.hing about it."” e

" But you are sure that it was your key

* Oh, quite sure!”

“It iz very odd,” said Alonzo, * beeause I have locked af
your study door, and you have not & Vala lock upon it.”-
o 'L—I :n%ant I mﬁ %'ning'qtu h&"-"ﬁ," stammerad Billy

unter. sever mind theat. Bay nothi
and it will be all right.” ’ Ll

“But, under the circumstances——"*

‘ Do let the matter diop, Todd, You're such & long-winded
Iﬂlﬂl‘u here, would you like some jam ¥

Oh, certainly, my dear Bunter! My Uncle Benjamin
considers jam a very harmless and even nutritious article of
dgiet, provided, of course, that it is menufactured of sound
frmit and—"

“I've got lots,” said Buntor. * A—a relation of mine in
the business has sent me dozens of jars of jam. It ocourred to
me, you know, that we might let fellows in the Remove
have them cheap, and save them some money.”

*“That is a 1.'_13:{_ good idea, Bunter, and qnte philanthropic.
I am sure my Uncle Benjamin would approve of it,” said
Todd warmly.

**That's réally what I was thinking of all the time—what
your Uncle Benjamin would think of it,”” said Bunter blandly.
“It seems to me to be a good idea, and I want to sell off
all the jars before Mis. Kebble—ahem! 1 meant before—in
fact, as soom as possible. My object is to be philanthropie.
H you womld like to buy some jam, Todd, at a greatly
recuced price—say, three pounds of first-class home-made jam
for ninepence—""

“AMy dear Bunter, you are too good! T shall certainly
purchase some of the jam at that price, if you are quite
ceitain that it will not be inflicting a T;ss upon yourself.’

Tax Masxer Lierany.—No. 159
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“ This way then, Todd.”

And Biily Bunter, glnd to get & oustomer at last, marched
Alonzo Todd off to his study.

Bunter had a study to himself in the Remove passapge.

Fellows were often crowded in the other studies. But no
one.showed any desive to share that study with Bunter. He
was not popular as a study-mate.
_ The study was untidy. There were the ashes of a doad fire
in the grate, and dirty crockery on tha table and the mantal
piece. Bunter had been tidy when he was an occupant of
Harry Wharton's study, to some extent, because he was in
danger of being hammered when ho was untidy. But in the
solitary independence of his own quarters, he was as slovenly
as he chose—and there seemed no limit to it.

On tha table, amid soiled crockery snd huddled books and
papers, appeared a large sheet of foolscap. Borawled across
it was the title—" Bunter's Weekly."

That was as far as the Owl of the Remove had advanced
with hig rival ﬂﬁa}}ar. Alonzo Tadd blinked at it suriauﬁl_}-_. .

“My dear Bunter,”” he exclaimed, “it is surely out of the
guestion for you to start a paper! When you are not clevar
enough to be even a contributor, how can you expect to
cdit & paper? 1 assure you—-"

“0Oh, shut up!” pgrowled Bunter. “I warned the. fellows
how 1t would be. Ii I'm not given a prominent place on the
staff of the *Weekly,” I start another on my own. It's
beneath my dignity to submit to exclusion solely [rom
personal jealousy."

“ My dear person—" _

;;%cﬁtuk here, here's the jam,' .said Bunter, changing the
subject. / _

Alonzo Todd looked at the pilles of 1iar_3 containing jams
and presorves, revealed to sight as Billy Bunter raised the
cdgoe of the t-aj:ule-cpvmu

“ Goodness gracious ! exeleimed Alonzo, in astonishiment.
“"¥our relation must be a very generous man, Bunter, to
send you such a quantity of jam f?:nr nothimg.™ .

¢ he's—he's awfu II'T decent !”" said Bunter. * Look
hore, how many Jars will you have? T'll make it cheapex
by the dozen—say, seven and six the dozen.”

“You are sure you will not lose by the trensaction,
Bunter ¥

“ Oh, that's all riﬁht i

"“"Then I accept the offer. You are very kind."

“(Good! I mean to be kind, Seven-and-sixpenee, please !

“The unfortunate part of the matter is, that I llm'.re no
ready money,” said Alonmzo. I seppose that does not
matter, between friends."

Bunter glared at him.

* You frabjous ass !

“ My deatr Bunter—""

“ You—you unspeakable chump! Got ont!"

‘ But, my dear—'"

Bunter grasped one of the jars, with deadly intont. Alonzo
Todd hopped out of the study in alarm.  Bunter snorted
with indignation and wrath. :

The jar scemed to be & drag in the market, after all
Bunter set the jar down on the table, and growled. He had
already disposed, lntﬂrnn}!}if. of* a considerable quantity of
the stolen property. Undet the circumstances, he did not seo
that he could do better than continuc that process. He

erked the peper covering from the top of the jar, found a

15 spoon, and started.  And for some minutes, at least,

Billy Bunter was happy.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

“ Bunter's Weekly,"
HE next morning, in class, John Bull, chief editor of
T * John Bull Junior's Weckly,” wore a very thoughtful
axprossion.
ever, as his abrent-minded answers

showed.

He was not thinking of hia lessons, how-
to Mr. Qualch

When he replied to a question of the Form-master, and
informed thet gentleman that the most promment charscter
in the Elizabethan era was John Bull, and that the most
noted ovent of the reign of Queen Bess the production of
the first number of a * weekly,” Mr. Quelch was astomished,
and he eortainly had reason to be. .

“Bull!" he rapped out, lending additional emphasis to his
words by rapping his cane on & desk with & report like a
pistol-shot. ‘" Bull, you are paying no attention to the
lesson 1™ i

“(h, sir!”’ said John Bull, coming out of a brown study.

“ You have been talking nonsense, Bull 1"

“ H-h-h-have I, sir?"

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“You have! You will take fifty lines, aud pay more
attention !

“Ye-o8, sir?

“The Rivals of 8t. Wodas's,” he Ch of Rylco
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ohn Bull paid more atfention, e was very glad when
ﬂ{z class was %?smissedi He hurried off at pnce at?trgthe stairs,
ko go up to his study. : ;

" Not coming out to footer practice, Bull ¥ Harry Wharton
called after him.

" No, not now.™

" Lovely weather for footer; wou'd better™

¥ (Oh, rats!"

"1 sav, Bull, old man—"" called out Billy Bunter.

But John Bull junior did not even stop to veply to Billy
Bunter. He went upstairs, and into his study.

The fat junjor<followed him. Bull was settling down at the
editorial desk—formerly the study table—when Bunter
looked in.

“ I sav, Bull—*"

“Oh, get out!" said Bull, “I'm busy! I've got to peb
the copy ready for press, and if T don't buck up, the second
number of tho * Weekly * will ke late this week. Buzz off!
I haven't time even for & tune on the concerting.”

Y Jolly good thing, too!™

 What '™

“I1—1I mean I'va got & jolly good thing to show you,” said
Billy Bunter. *f Look here!™

He unrolled .o sheet of foolscap, and spread ik out on the
table before the surprised oyes of the cditor of * John Bull
Junior's Weekly.”

“ Ay word ! said Bull,

“There! What do you think of that—ch®'”" said Dunter
triumphantly.

It was the paper Alonzo had scen on Bunter's table, Lut
amphiied. It vead:

“'BUNTER'S WERKLY.
*A Journal to Amuse, Instruct, and Entevtain.
 “Edited by W. G. Bunter, Iisq.

“ Contributions to the columns of the “ Weekly ” are cave-
fully considered, and three penny stamps should be enclosed
for veturn of rejected manuscripts. In case of manuscripts
being returned by hand, the stamps will be used for editorial

wrposes. No manuseripts considered unless recompanied

y three penny stamps. Authors and artists are invited to
serul 1 their work.”

" TTa, ha, ha!" voaved John Bull. T should say so if you
made threepence a time out of them ™ )

f"i-mll see, there are a lot of stamps used in editoriz)
oflices,” said Bunter. “ I could not be-cxpected to provide
them out of my own ket. If 1 sometimes changed the
stamps at Mra. Mimble's, T should keep a careful account of
them, of course, and enter the sum to the credit of the

ar

paper.

‘“Ha, ha, hal"

Bunter snorted. Bull read on down the pago

“Contents of the first number: Articles by William Geomrge
Bunter. A short story by W. G. Bunter. Leading article
by William G. Bunter. Poem—* Spring "—by W. Georre
Runter. Chatty pars, by W. G. B.” i

“ Well, there will be plenty of Bunter, at ull events,” John
I'Iz:l!lf;l;rhmm-ked,l

OF course, I'm putting in plenty of my own work,” ox-
E]ﬁ“!::?d r_{’!:;nf_!nlr.k “'t, “hat 5 j:&!l-ﬁj Iw':ut £ t'ia make the thing
& ake 1k go with a swing, vou konow.”

"{Hﬁ]luﬁ Wh;:t's this 1 Ry AL it

“ Oh, that's the serial beginning in the st number. T'm
pretty cortain that it will make agmnsat won in the :,chml.l”

“My hatt™

The announcement that caused John Bull’s oxclimation
ran as follows: .

W"ﬁ 5 Iez;d:d spi:mT story, an :;ﬁiir-:-l_r original work by

. L. Bunter, will commence in this nu . i itled
il gt somp mber, It is entitled

“I've heard of that story before,” voared John Bull.
“You ass! Vou're at it again—plagiarising.”

& g}: reatly, Bull— ';1

“This is on a par with trying to palm off *The Char f
the Liglt Brigade® on wus as.g;m Eriginal oo, -grigu':::w?r]
Juhn Bull. * Why, vou ass, Jack, Sam, and Pete ave known
wherever the EH%llﬂl language is spoken. Why don’t you
shove in ‘Harlet’ or ‘ Coriolanus,’® and say vou wrote it

** Look-here, Bull—"

It will jolly well cavse a sensation if vou print that storv,
hut not the kind of sensation you’ll like," grinned Bull, * If's
bound to be copyright,”

“ [ wrote it—"

“ Out—from a copy of the paper.'?

‘“ Oh, really——"

“You awful fibber! Why don’t vou tell easior ones?'”

“I haven’t come hore to argue with you, Bull, about the

originality or otherwise of my literary work," said Bunier

lofeily. **I've come here to make you a lust offer. ¥ou seo
the sulendid number T am producing—each number completo
in itsell, and every story a wem. Well, what show will vour
vatten paper have when this comos out ¥

" Ha. ha, ha!”

“You won't have an ecarthlv, Now. laal: hers, I'm nof
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bent on this; I don’t want the fag of bringing ont & paper.
I'd. rather make yours a success by writing for it.”

“How good !”

F1'l take the post of chief sub-editor, and contribute my
gplendid serial, * Jack, Sam, and P F' to your columns, and
drop my own paper,” said Bunter. *I'm willing to do that
on certain conditions.”

(4] %ﬁt !!I d" . h Pd !

“ The conditions are, that I'm treated with proper respect
in this editorial office, and that there are refreshments—decent
vefreshments—when I'm here doing the copy,” said Bunter.
* That's not much to ask.*

“ Anything else?”’ asked John Bull blandly.

“Well, ves; I think I ought to have the armchair.”

* And what move "

“And a cushion; and wvou other fellows ht to stand
about to help me, if I nead it," said Bunter. ** After all, you
don’t often get a chap like me on the staff of a school paper.™

Y Quite troe”

“Well, 1f vou like to agree to those conditiops, T'll join
vour staff,” said Buantor.

“ And if not¥"

* Then, not!”

John Bull pointed to the door. Billy Buntor followed hig
gaze, and then blinked buck at John Bull through his big
spectacles with a puzzled expression.

" What do yoit mean?" he asked,

# There's the door.”

Y Well, [—"

“Get on the other side of it."™

“0h, really——"'

“ And elose the door.

“ Look here, Bull,”" roared Billy Bunter, *I'm giving yoof,
a last chance. Am I going to join your staff, or am I to sel
up & rival weeklyy™ ;

“T'm giving you a last chance, #00,” said John Dull
“Get out of this study.™

“ You silly ass—""

John Eu]rjump&ﬂ up. .

Billy Bunter made & rush for the door then. Dut he had
left it too late, In a twinkling the grasp of the sturdy junior
was on hiz callar. He was whirled through the doorway with
a whirl that tool his breath away.

Bump !

HBuanter sat down viclently on the linoleum in the
and gasped. John Bull crammed his manuscript down l‘-m
hack of hiz neck, rolled him over, and left him. Tha door
of the editorial office of * John Bull's Weekly ™ slammed.

Bunter sat up.

“Ow! Groo! Beast!  W-w-w-what’s the matter with
m% neck? Ow! The roiten beast! Yow! Yarooh!"
unter dragged the crumpled page of * Bunter's Weekiy *

from the back of hiz neck, and rolled away, vowing vengesnce.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ia Borrowed Plumes,

Xt HARTON—"
w " 3an't bother 1™

“ Wil you lend me——'
B WYL 11

" Wil von lend—"

HNol”

“Will you—H*"

. Y Ass! U'm stoeny!” shouted Harry Wharton, looking up
;ﬂ jxﬂﬁpﬂfﬂtlﬁn from his work, ** Do clear out! I'm slouy
o-day.

“Will you lend—"'

“ You hear what I say?

Wil vou land me——"

“My hat! I—*

“Your overcout."

[N Dh .!'r'r

“Will you lend me your overcoat®" Billy Bunter asked
calmly, still blinking cheevfully in at the door of No. 1 Study,
where the Chumz of the Remove wore doing an imposition
in three parts. They had a model of haodwriting set up
before them, and were all fcoping as close to it as ible.

‘Wharton stared at the fat junior. He had naturally ima-
gined that Billy Bunter was aftor money, as usual, from the
way he opened the conversation.

“ Overcoat ' he repeated.

“Yes. I'm going down to Friardale. Any little com
mission I can see to for vou?" asked Bunter obligingly.
“ T should be very pleased to call in at Uncle Clogg's, if you
wanted any pork-pies or—

“ Raots! hat do you want my overcost for? You'va
got one of your own.’

“*¥es, but mine's rather shabby,” said Bunter.

Cot out 1™

“You sap,
1t

A Splendid, Long, Complete Tale of th
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I'm going ont & most important mission, and T want to look
rather smart.”

:‘ Well, of all the cheek——"

1 suppose it's nob asking much, to ask a chap to lend
me an overcoat,” said Bunter, in an aggrieved tona ' Be-
3"??"‘* you've got two I only want the Sunday one.’

The best one, of course,” said Nugent sarcastically.
;d:nd you'll burst all the buttons off it if you try to button

i
it.
“I'Il wear it opem, to oblige Wharton. I shall be warm
ﬂﬁfi h ]1: E’F}i lend me your sitk mufler, Nugent.

¥ ha

i: No, your silk muffley * :

You can have the second-Best coab to go out in this
onee,” snid Harry, * But whet are vou after? What's the
little game?" i

“I'm going to undertale some perzonal inferviews on
account of the new school paper,” said Bunter, with con-
siderable dignity.

b }"h‘llmt ’E -,;ﬁaﬁ Jc-hnhﬂu]l-—”

*Jolin as nothing to do with it."”

“]But the {:aw school A 2 oA 3%

“I'm speaking of " Bunter's Weekly.” ™

“(h! Ha, hg, ha ! : *

* The ha-ha-ha-fulness is terrific.”

Bunter blinked at them angrily. He did not seo wly the
meve mention of “ Bunter's Weekly  should make fellows
vour with laughter. But it alwavs did.

" I zay, you fellows, I'm blessed if T see anything to cackle
at," he exclaimed “'I'm -:ri.n;;. round now canvassing for
advertisements for *Bunter's W eckly,” and I want to look
ws decont as possible. That's why
Wharton's best coat.”

" The second-best,”” Harry reminded him,

" If you've going to be mean about it, Wharton—"

“Well, T am, if it's mean to prevent you bursting the
huttons off m - best coat,” said Harry. * Besides, you never
eare for anything yon borrow. You're a more careless beast
with other fellows' things than with your own.”

o You needn’t say any more, Wharton,” said Bunter loftily.
“T deeline to Borrow & coat of you at all. That’s the ﬁnﬂr
digiified course I can take, under the circumstances.”

" Very well,”” said Harry, sitting down to his work again.

Banter bhnked at him.

“I—I mcan that, under the circumstances, T will borrow
tho second-best coat,” he said, * Where is it, Wharton ¥

“ Here it is"

Whartou took a coat down from behind the door. Ha
held it while Billy Bunter inserted his fat, unwieldy fgure
utto i, Certainly Bunter could not have buttoned that coat
without great physical excrtion, and certainly the buttons
woulil have flown off in & moment if he had. " It was some-
what of & strain on the fat junior to wear it open.

" Where is that muffler, Nlugent?" Bunter as!:ed

"“What muffer

“That silk one.”

“Whet silk one?” ashed Frank, deliberately misunder-
standing.

* The silk muffler you wers going to lend me.™

“1 wasn’t going to lend you one that I know of.”

““Oh, really, Nugent! If you'd vather I risked spoiling
Wharton's coat by buttoning it—'

“There's & woollen scarf you can have,” said Nugent.
* You won't have my silk mutfler. Go and eat coke.”

“ Look here——"

““0h, buzz off ! I'm tired of you.”

“1'll have the scarf, of ecourse, if you are poing to be die-

—

I'm going to have

gistingly mean about the mufler. Now, if Inky will lend-

me his Jdiemond pin. apd—-=""

“Inkv's a silly ass if he does.”

“The silly-assfulness of my esteemed self 15 not terrific.
The lendfulness will never bo the sccomplished fact.”

“ Look here, Inky, I want to look decent 3

“ ITmpossible 1™
' ¥ou—you ass, Nugent! Inky's diamond pin will leok
vich, and give an impression——'

“Dosh! Nothing will make you look decent, Bunter,
encepting becoming decent, and that's wildly unlikely.™

*Can I have the pin, Inky? Of course, I shall take great
care of it, and return it to you inmediately I come back from
Friarcdale.”

The nabob hesitated. He was the best-natured of fellows,
and he disiiked zaying no fo anybody. But Bunter, besides
being a most unscrupulous borrower, was the most careless
afra. Tt was qute probable that he would wear the pin and
loze at, and mention the latter fact quite uﬂ"handed!l:?r when
he was called to account for it. nk%‘ was a vouth with
somewhat gorgeous-Oriental tastes, and his diamond pin was
worth fifty pounds, being, in fact, a jowel helonging to him
as prince of Bhanipur.

“Come on, hand it over!” said Bunter. " If anything
should happen to i, T will buy vou a new one."

AGRET Liorary.—No. 159,
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“You ase!” gaid Harry Whavtdn,
snough money m fifty years”

T would ask m i:;[- or for a cheque,” said Bunter loftily,

“Oh, cheese it 1"

“T1f I lend the esteemed Bunter the pin—-""

“You're not going to,”’ said Harry. * Get out, Bunter, or
I'll help you with my boot. You've borrowed enough in
this study."

“I'm talking fo Inkv." .

“And I'm talking to youw,” said Wharton, getting op.
“ Clear off 17 _

Bunter backed into the passape.

" Look here, Wharton——="

Wharton advanced towards him. Bunter dodged dawn
the passage, and Harry closed the door of the study. _

“ Peast " murmured Bunter breathlessly, az he stopped
outside Hob Cherry's study. )

He blinked into the study. Bob Cherry, and Linley, and
Wun Lung were all absent. Billy Bunter Htﬂp[‘.ﬁ-d info the
rootl. e calmly appropriated Bob Cherry's best pair of
gloves, which he used for church parade. Bunter knew
where Bob kept them. Bunter always seemed to koow
where fellows kept theiz things. i

He left Bob Cherry's study, and looked into Bulatrode's
room. Bulstrode and Tom Brown and Hazeldene were all
out in the (Mlose.

“Good I murmured Bunter. -

He extracted Bulstrode’s Sunday topper from o leather
hat-box, and tried it on before the glass. It certainly looked
very nice.

“ Good ', murmured Bunter again, “I suppose I may os
well toke Brown’s umbrella in easze it should rain. Jt's not
& first-class one—blessed if I know what these chaps: come to
Greyfriars for, if they can’t afford a decent umbrella. I
suppose I shall have to make it do.” i

And the fat junior, locking unusually gorgeous in his
borrowed plumes, stepped out into the passage and went
downstairs. At the door of the School House he met Bul-
strode, and Skinner, .

Bunter felt an inward tremor, in case Bulstrode should re-
cognise the silk hat. He pasped as the burly Hemovite
clapped him on the shoulder. DBunter would very gladly
have hurried past, but Bulstrode stopped him.

“Halle! What's on?”’ demanded Bulstrode.

# [—]—— You see—"

““ Been gelting & postal-order?”” grinned Skinner. *'Or
has your unele in the old-clothes bizney eent you some of his
shop-soiled stock

“(Oh, really, Skinner——"" )

“ Never seen the fat bounder se gorgeous before? snid
Bulstrode. * Are you ?uing aver to Cliff House, to give the
girls something to cackle over "

* Oh, really—"

“Whoze mlk topper 15 that?'' asked DBulstrode, littla
dreaming that it was his own, **.I'll bet you've borrowed or
stolen it. You never had so decent a one yourself.”

“I'm in ratbher a hurrey,” said Bunter, with dignity. “I'm

"You couldn’ raize

.going to interview some tradespeople about putting advertise-

ments in ‘ Bunter's Weckly '-—
““ Ha, ha, ha !’
“1 =gy, yvou fellows—" ) !
“IIn, ha, hai? roared- Bulsirode and Skinner. Tle
mention of ** Bunter's Weekly ” had had its vsual "effect.
Billy Bunter blinked at them indignantly, and rolled .
away. He left them roaring. DBut Bulstrode cemsed to
laugh when he went up to his study, and found his hat-box
open and empty. Then he understood only too well how it
came to pass that Billy Bumler was arrayed in such un-.
usuzlly expensive headgear. And Bglstrode breathed vows
?f_ vengeance, and waited for Billy Burter to return to Grey-
riars.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

One Way of Getting an Order,
“ ¥ F you please—-""

I “Money down !"" said Uncle Clegg.

Uncle Clegg did not speak pﬂlitﬁﬂh Unele Clegg

was not a polite man by nature. Uncle Clegg kept

the tuckshop in Friardale, and perhaps the trials of the

antmn had soured his temper. Certainly a customer like

unter was sufficient to sour anybody's temper. Uncle

Clegg, like most of the tradespeople who were honoured

with Bunter's custom, never allowed the fat junior to take

unythinﬁ he could not pay for at once. They Lknew their
Bunter !

20 when Bunter entered his shop with a particularly
agreeable smile on his fat face, and a particularly insinua-
ting wriggle of hiz plump person, Uncle Clegg came to the
conclusion that he wanted credit; and Unecle Clegg turned

“*The Rilvals of 5t. Wade's,” and the Chums of 1¢ be G Sch
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on the special manner ho Lkept for creditors. It was not a
pleasant manner! : -

* Money down, please I

"1f you please——->*"

“1 don't give credit in this shop."

*0Oh, reaﬁy. [ncle Clegg—""

“You're wasting my time,'” said Mr. Clegg.

" Look here,” said Billy Bunter indignantly, *“I don't
want any tick here. I don’t want any of your pork-pies.
ﬂ‘hagre jolly wungy, anyway.”

*DOh, kar they?” said Uncle Clegg.

““Ves, they are! Loock here, I don't want any of vour
gtuff! 1 haven't come here to hl.l:ir' anything at all."

 Then you're wasting my time,” said Mr, Clegg.

'EFT!}E fﬁ:ﬁ of :hekmﬂttﬁffis_" e o i
. Unele Clegg took up his newspaper an i5 pipe, an
dﬁhhﬂrut-el{]gbﬂg&n to read. If guntﬂr hadn't come as o
customer, Uncle Clegr wasn't disposed to listen te bis con-
versation. Uncle Clegg was a business man.

“ Look hera,” satd Bunter, blinking at him over the little
counter, with its little pyramids of stale tarts and cake.
‘' Look here, I've got a business proposition to make. We're
bringing out a school paper at Greyfriars, and we're open {o
take advertisements at & reduced rate. We give you &
whole column at the rate of a shilling, and in your case, we
should be willing to take it cut in {arts."

TBtnfE ! sald Unele Clagg.

““Mow, as a business man, you can't object to a shilling
for—for two columns,” said Bunpter. *' Say three columns
for a shilling! Bo reasonable.”

' Hl.lbhiﬁh !rr

“Of course, considering that I'm a regular customer hore,
I might be able to do four columns for a shilling. "

“ Good-morain’ 1"

“ Maw, look here, Mr. Clegg, don't be an ass!"

Unele Clegg snorted, and went on with his paper. Ie
whisked the paper round to drive away a kelated fly, which
peczisted in settling op the bald spot on his head.

fiDrat it!" he grunted. * Look ‘ere, Master Bunter, I
ain't iving you anything. Good-doy to yer. That's all
Good-day !

Bunter's eves gglanm&d behind his spectacles,

1t was pretty clear that he would not get an advertisement
for © Bunter's Weokly " out of Uncle Ulegg, and the sight
of the =buzzing~'ﬂ5 had put an idea into the head of the fat
ventriloguisi of UGreyfriars, for getting his own back on the
surly’keeper of the village shup. .

B-zzzz!

Uncle Clegg started ap.

“Drat it! That's a wops "’ he muttered. * I didn't think
there was any wopses about at this time of the year.”

sErEnEaE |

* Where is it 1"

“ Buz-z-z-z 1"

The buzzing came from behind Urcle Clegg's head all the
time. But as fast az he epun round the wasp seemed to spin
round, too, for the troublesome insect waas never in sight,

“Nrzg.zz!

“ Master Bunter! Can
¥ There it isl” shouted

¥ Oh, dear! Where!"

“ Thera—just settling on your head," smid Bunter, who
had no regard for the truth to interfere with his sense of
humour.

Uncle Elaﬁg made a-smack at the top of his head, and
grunted with the pain; but the smack spparently did not
touch the “ wops,” for the buzzing continued round his
SArE.

Mr. Clegg's eyes began to grow wild.

He grasped his {folded newspaper, and swept it blindly to
and tfm in the air in the hope of smashing the buzzing
insect.

He succeeded in smashing & jar of sweets and & bottle of
hullua{eﬁ, but the buzzing of the wasp continued unabated.

ou ses it*"
unter,

Uncle Clegg was quite unacguainted with Bunter's ven-
triloguial powers, and the fat junior did not allow his lips
to move. :

He grinned at the excited shopkeeoper,

““Would you like me to drive it out, Unele Clegg?" he
deamanded.

“Yes," gasped Mr. Clegg. *“Drive thé orrid thing out,
Master Bunter, and I'll give you a—a tart!”

It cost Uncle Clegg an effort to sav that. But he remem-
bered that he had, behind the counter, an exceedingly
ancient and frogrant tart, that had seen better days; andgha
could really aflord.to give that away.

“I'm on!” said Bunter, at once.

He had intended to meke Uncle Clege “sit up.” but tho
offer of o tart was too tempting.
and waved it in the air, moving towards the door. As he
was the avthor of the buzzing, it was easy for him to make
that move towards the door also.

It ceased in the doorway, and Bunter returned to the-

counter, somewhat flushed with his efforis.
Tue Masyer Lipriry.—No. 159,
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* It's gone, Uncle Clegg," he said.

. “Thank you, Master Bunter!” said Mr. Cleggz, much re-
lieved. '*I never could abide wopses—nasty thinga!”

“ What about the tart?” asked Bunter.

“'Ere you are, sir.”

Uncle Clegg fished behind the counter, and produced the
tart. Billy Bunter gazed ot the mouldering crust of it, and
the sticky, dusty, tamted jam of it, and then fixed his gaze
upon Uncle Clegg,

“ Do you eall that a tart?” he demanded indignantly,

“It's & good tart,” said Mr. ﬂlagg stoutly.

“ Rotten! I'm not having that.' )

“It's all you'll get from me,” said Uncle Clegg. scitlin
down with his ]papar again, He thought he ecould affor
to be ungrateful, as the troublesome wasp was gone.

Ha did not know the nature of that

" EVERY
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. But he was mistaken.
wasp.

B-zz-zz!

Uncle Clegg started up angrily, 5

The buzz came sailing in, ne 1t were, at the doerway, 1n-
creasing in loudness every moment as it came nearer, and
Uncle (legg had no doubt that the wasp had returned.
Perhaps the odour of that ancient tart had attracted it. Unclo
Clegg glared "angrily at Bunter, as if he thought the fat
junior might have had some magnetic influence on the wasp,
and drawn it back to the scene of its former labours.

' Oh, d}rt it I" growled Uncle Clegg.

B-z-x-z-z ! .

The old gentleman jumped as the buzz came round lus
&ng, m]ldr swept his newspaper wildly through the atr

rasiy

A jar of sweets came crashing down, breaking into n score
of pieces, and Best Mixed were scattersd to 'rtgi'-:t- and left,

“ 0Oh! gurgled Uncle Clegg. * Oh, dear?

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Bunter. * Berve you jolly well
right, you mean old bounder! I jolly well hépe he'll sting
you ! o, ha, ha !

“Oh! Ah! Drive him away, Master Bunier!™

113 N'l} fﬂﬁr !u

B-z-z-z-z ! :

#I—I—I'll give you a frosh twopenny tact!™

“ Rats!"

B-z-zz-zl - ;

Uncle Clegg etarted and jumped, and jumped, and
pranced, driven almost into hysterics i:-y the rocessant buz-
zing round his ears and the beck of his head, and the
momentary fear of being stung upon his bald spok

Bunter grinned at him in great enjoyment. [t was a field-

-;I:y for the Grevfriars ventriloguist, He was quite enjoying
1

B.zz.zz!

“ Oh, dear! Drive him away, Master Bunter! I—I can't
get at "um !"" gasped Uncle Clegg. “* I know he'll sting me in
A minute ! %t might cause blood-poisoning! Ow! Look
*ara, Master Bunter, drive him away, and I'll give you an
advertisement for your paper.”

Buntaer's fat face brightened up.

“Two columns?” he osked.

“Yes! Yow! Drive him away|"

Brzzz!

* At two shillings a column ¥

*! No—a shilling—that's what you said."™

"Bezozosl™

“ Yez, two shillings if you like—two shillings & column
—drive it out!”

# Money down {* said Bunter.

“I—I—I'll pay when the advertisement appeara—'

* Rata "

“B-z-z-zz-z-z!"

#Oh! Ah! Groo!"

The almost hysterical old gentleman Aung four shillinga
out of his till. _

“There you har!"" he gasped. * Now drive it hout!™

Bunter slipped the shillings mto his pocket.

“ Vour advectizemment will appear im the next number,' he
said, Je swished his hat in the air, and .it spparentl;,' had
full effect upon the wasp, for the Luzzing coased, * How
would you like it worded?”

Uncle Ulﬂgg mopped his perspiring brow with & red hand.
kerchief, - Now that the wasp had gone he regretied his
four shillings.

* Look "ere, Master Bunter, I'll give you two tarts instead,
and you'and me back the four bob!” he said,

Bunter elovated his fat little nose in the air with all the
dignity of an editor who is apprised for the ficst time that
common persons attach any importance to mere money.

* Impossible, my dear sir!” he said. “ All money that
passes into the editor’s hands must bo—er—rotained for
editorial purposes. It is possible to pay in more money, but

14
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not (o relract any payment made. If would be against all
the traditicns of the editerial profession.”’

* Look_ “ere—" : :

“I could make some modification in the arrangement if
you like, if it does not. invelve the return of cash. For
wstance, I would give you a whole page displayed adver-
tisement-for seven shillings and sixpence, and would take
what has been already paid as part payment of the
same."”

" ““¥ou young idiof!"

“Abhem! Or I -could mmtroduce your business into
*Topical Pars by W. G, B." in a neat and effective manner.
Buch as something like this: * We aro pleased to be able to
say that gur old friend Unecle Clegg now supplies fresh and
wholesome pastry, and his customers may relly round the
old shop without fear of indigestion.’ That would eost you
two shillings.” '

“ et hout of my shop 1M

“0Or 1 could give you & column in the forin of an inter-
v igw—"" . _ G, o
- U'nele Clegg maede o clutch at & barrel stave, and the
zditor of ‘ Bunter’s Weekly ' dodged out of the shop with o
promptness thal was not at all editorial.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Another Advertiser.

] EAST 1"

; B That was Billy Bunter's expreszed opinion as he
travelled on from the village tuckshop. But he
jingled Unele Clegg's four shillings in his trousers

pucket wﬁﬁ considerabla satizfaction.

- He knew that Johkn Bull and Harry Wharfon had failed

tmut any orderz for advertizements from the Friardale

tradesfolk, and Billy Bunter plumed himeelf considerably
on his success., )

True, hiza success was due to his abilitica—mot as on
editor, but as a wentriloguict. But Bunter's motto was:
* Nothing suetecds lilkie success,!

Aud with Billy Bunter c¢ash counted first, last, and all
the time. So he jingled Uneclo Clegg’s four shillings quite
joyfully as he ambled on -his way.

Ilis niext vigit was to Walker's, the draper’s.

- 'The editorial etaff of “ John Bull's' Weekly " had inter-
viewed Mr. Corney—Walker's famous shopwalker—but had
failed to draw an advertisement from the firm. Billy
Bunter walked into the shop determined to see the pro-
prictor. Mr. Corney swam up to him with his grandest
MY v ant to h ictor, pl

“1 van e the proprictor, please,”
boldly.

The shoepwalker conghed.

“ Imposaible " .

*1t's important—most important!”

“ Impossible !

“Take my name mto him, please '™

The shopwalker gaaped.

* My dear boy,”” he explained, “it is impossible to dis-
turb Mr. Walker. He is
ﬁlauning' a pew dcpartment.

e are opening & new depart-
ment for youthe’ underwear
next week, It iz imposszible
v disturb him.”

“I want to see him."

“Yrr, maam? This way,
me'zn ! Will you please walk
thiz way, ma'em?” said Mr.

sail Buntor

.

Read the Splendid Tale of

“Tom Merry

“1Is that dog yours—""

“ Bow-wow! Yap!"

The sound came from behind the counter, now. It was
f?llialwed by a sound c¢xactly resembling that of tearipg
cloth.

Mr. Corney almost raved. A doz in his establishment,
tearing the stock behind the counter ! Why, it was unheapd
of—incredible ! Colenel Pride’s soldiers entering a Honso
of Commons' rising like a flock of frightened geese round
them—that was the only scene in English history st all
compuarable to the sonsation that was now caused in ihe
drapery establishment of Walker's.

E-Fr. Corney raved, and the young ladics shrieked, and the
young gentlemen looked helpless. Mr. Corney brandished
g pair of thin arms

“There is a dog here! Drive it out! Mr. Twist—Mr.
Bowback, I insist upon your driving that dog out
immediately ! He iz destroying the stock !

My, Twist and Mr. Bowback rushed to drive the offender
out.

The yapping seemed to dodge round the counter, and then
procceded from a different spot. Two young ladies shricked
and fled. _

"" lé}dl_fsﬁrﬂhubb—h{{sﬂ Skinner, drive that dog out !

“Tt is unheard of-+nbeolutely !

“Bowwow ! F.zzz! Grerr!"

“Oh, dear !’

“ Oh, my goodness !

“ Absolutely H

A fat geontleman came running out of the inner regions—
the szanctum sanctorum of Walker's. It was the great
Walker himself—the Whiteley of Friardale.

“What 13 the matter? hat is the maotter? Whal 18

A dog in the shop—a dog behind the

Drive—""

the matter? What——""

A dog, sir !
counter *

“ A dog, sir! Then why do you not drive him out, sir?
I employ you, Mr. Corney, to keep order in this establish-
ment, s !

“1 have directed Mr. Twist and Mr. Bowback—"

“Grererer

“ Bow-wow "

“My word! Ohl”
I you please, sir, may T have a word wilth you®" said
Billy unter, approaching the proprietor. “I'll drive ihe

dog out, sir.

“What, boy? What—"

“ Bhush ! exelaimed Buunter  “ Quict! (o out!”

The growling and yapping ceased immediately. The
curicus thing—which did not strike Mr. Corney at the time
—was thot the dog had not been seen in sight at all.

“ He iz not gone ™ said Mr. Corney.

* Ho must be I"* said Bunfer. ** 1 can’t hear him 1"

“Bless my soull” exclaimed Mr., Walker. “ He must
ha\'ehﬂﬂcil}\gﬁc{ ioto anoether department ! What do you want,

o L]

“ 1 want to speal: to you, siv, on mosl imporiant business—
concerning a rush of customurs
from Greyiriars, siv.”

Mr. Walker stared at Bun-
ter 1n  surprise, and then
beckoned him into, his inner
office. He sat down at hir
desk,  still
flustered.

“ Mow, what is it 7" he said,

“We're starting a school

locking  very

Corney, turning away fo paper at  Groyfriars,”  said
atten n a ecnstomer who i) Bunier, plunging in lﬂt"dl[ﬂ: res
had no ﬂaﬁenc& excephing  in VERSUS ot once, so to speak. '\"l-':ﬂ
hi- imagination. ;'mnt- nﬁnmp , advertisements
I PO VO, SEF.
iy St reraeas of Grey: J aCk Blake 12 Mr. Walker shook his head.
friars was not to be put off 5 " “Tin n&ublﬁr” he  said
w0 easily aa that, ; :}Iﬁmtuhily e
“Grr-rr-r-r! Yap, yap!” e, sin——"
Mr. Corney jumped as the in this week’s ::ﬁ}:ﬁ:alutvt}r i
suarling and yapping of a We can give you iwn

govege dog came round his
foot.

“What! he exclaimed.
“WHat! A dog here! Dogs
are not admitted ta this
cstablishment! Master Bun-
ter, 15 that dog yours? You
mist take hnm awayl Abso-
lﬂtﬂl E:-r

“ér-r—rvr
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columns for five shillings—-"

“1 think not 1"

“Or, a3 & speciel arranize-
meant, we conld let you have
four columns for half-a-
crown.'"

b Mr. Walker smiled.

| “Thank you, no!"

{ “It would bring & rush of
eustomera  from  Greylriacs,
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| Pillows bumped on Buntéer, they blffed him, they caught him on the head and legs and kmocked him
breathless., “Ow!” he roared. Stop it! Chuck it! Ow!™ (See page 2.)

S T mmee——

sir. T know a lot of chaps who are in wani of—of new
shivts, sir, and they don’t know exactly where 1o go.”

* Ahem 1"

# Just *a column -advertisoment at twa shillings, to give
we o atart.’”

Mr. Waller hesitated. 1le was a good-natured man, and
it geearred to him that an advertisswent 1m0 a school I peT
for two shillings might be worth whilee  He hod ]]p-EuI'ﬂ
af John Bull's ediforial ventare from Mir. Corney, and he
natarally supposcd thai Buater represenfed the sne paper.
Aud the fat junior was very careful noet o enlighten him
upon this point.

“Well, then, we will have & colamn,” said Mr. Walker.

“Thank you, sir. IF you will give me the wording now
it will save tige,”” and Bunier opencd o pocket-bool and
licked & stump of a pencil. 1 may mention that Mr,
Clegg is advertising in the *Weekly,” sir, and expecis o
do a great deal of business through it.”

Mr. Walker gave the wording for the advertisement, and
Bunier took his leave, the vicher by two shillings.

The Owl of the Remove was in- & very triwmphant mood
a3 he left Walker's, and proceeded in zearch of another
vietim. He felt that he wag scoring over Harry Wharton
& Co. all along the line.

Tue Maiwer Ligrart.—No. 159,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Jump.

VULATRODE looked round the Close, and locked into
B tho common-rooni.
“# Anyone seen Bunter ¥ he asked.
Alonzo Todd locked up from a volume of *° Dictionary
Dates and Bvents,” o present from Lis Uncle Beojamin.
““ Yes, indeed, Bulstrodel” he said.
Y YWhere
“In class, to-day.
Bulstrode snorted.

He wes on the same form."”

“You ass! I mean stnee he went out 1"
“Ah! No! Probably he has not returnad 7
© Ass ! Skinner saw bim comte in! He's hiding some-

where t"

Todd looked jerplexed. ;

“That is very singular. Bulsirode. Are you playmg o
game of hide-and-seek with him, Bulstrede? Is that what
you mean?”

“HWWell, yes, that's i in a
“ Buntor's hiding, and I'm seeking.
I'm going to give him a hiding !

Tedd pondered.

way,” he seid grimlv.

And when [ find him
FCI”
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#“No, I do not quite see,” he replied. **1s vour latter
statement that kind of a play upon words which is generally
alluded to as o pun? My E‘ncla Benjamin says that puns
are o positive proof of feebloncss of intellect. You sge—""
;.'Dh. dey up, Todd! Anybody here know where Bunter

“ Might be in Wharton's study,” said Snoop. “ Wharton
had a postal-order this aftermdom, and they'll be having
aomething decent for tea’

“Good ! said Bulstrode,

He went :j; to the Ramove passage. He knew that Bunter
had returned, because Skinner had seen the fat junior come
i, and Bulstrode had found his silk hat, considarably the
worse for wear, in his study. Buntor had deposited it there,
without taking the trouble to brush it, or even to put it
back in the hot-box. That was very liko Bunter,

_Bulstrode looked into Study No.'l. Hers wero prepara:
tions for tea on the table, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
was thera. The Nabob of Bhanipur was just leaving the
Ett:::i::-' as Bulstrode looked in.

Been Bunter 2 asked: the burly Remdvite.

';I:hg nabob shook his head,

; I"'“:“I have not seen the csteemed fat Punier,' he re-
[11:4:?&. I’undﬂrstandfull:,r opine that he is,gone out.”

“'Dh, he's come back. Going to have tea ™

fThe honourable Wharton and the esteemed Nugent are
f“}“E’_ to have tea, and I thinkfully belicve that they are
winging the esteemed Cherry,” said Hurroo Singh, * For
imy own honourable part, I have been askiully invited to
tea with our revered Head-master, sahib, and [ am going
now, if the august Bulstrede will exeuse me.”

Ch, buzz off as soon as you like 1™

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh walked down the pasaze, and
Bulsirode watched him go downstairs. Then he stepped
quickly into the etudy,

He guessed that Wharton and Nugent were gone to Mrs.
Mimble to expend some of Harry's postal-order for tea,
ﬂﬂl‘l{] if that was the case, and they were bringing Bob
Cherry to ten with them, there was little deubt [hat
Billy Bunter would go on the scent of the feed, and arrive
sooner or later at Study Ne. 1. -

Bulstrode determin to wait for him there. As the
Chums of the Hemove were mot likely to lend him any
assistance in the matter, he did not intend to apprise them
of his intention.

He slipped underneath the table, of which the covers
cxtended near enough to the foor to concesl him from
51 ini:, unless a clﬂﬁlf Hami“ﬁﬁﬂn should be made.

It was a somewhat eram sitton for the burly bully
of the Remove; but Buhtmdapiiuid muster u plgntjr -{'f
paticnce, especially when he was feeling s itel'u{..

In & few minutes thers was a mung GF foptsteps in the
passage, ond the door of tha study opened again, and
Bulstrode saw threa pairs of feet enter the study. Then he
Feﬁr& a bump above as a parcel was sot down upon the
A,

“There's the tommy! exclaimed Harry Wharton.
o l’mé staying to tea, :i]rinb?" !

Bob Cherry grinned cheerfully.

“Yes, rather !" he said. “Marky's gone to tea with the
Head, with Inky, and Wun Lung's off with his minor. [
should have had tea in Hall=not mueh fun feeding alone.
i ﬁ::h with you with pleasure.”

i d!" said Wharton heartily.

Bob Cherry helped to unpack the parcel. Wharton had
had a substantia] rerxittance from his uncle, and he had
expended most of it rig:ht royally. There was o really first-
cluss feed for Study No. 1, and there was not the slightest
doubt that if Billy Bunter got on the scent of it he would
not be long in arriving. Bulstrode chuckled silently under
the table. _

Nugent made the tea, and the juniors settled down ta
their menl. Not the least suspicion had any of the three of
the presence of the Remove bully in the'study, They nevers
thought, of courae, of looking under the table,

Once Frank Nugent knocked his foot against Bulstrode's
boot, but he imagised it to be Wharton's, and thought
nathing of it, _

Bulstrode's heart jumped for 8 moment, Bul no remark
was made by Nugent. The Remove bully was growing vers
cramped nnd uncomfortable in his confined lemrsi and he
sincerely hoped that Bunter's coming would not be long
dolayed. But there was as yot no sign of the fat junior,

Bulstrode’s detention was not to last, however, unhil
Billy Bunter arrived. An incident occurred upon which he
had not counted.

Bob Cherry had lifted the teapot down to the grate to
refil ik from the kettle.  As he brought it back fo the table,
he set it on the tray, and in sitting down, swept it over with

i3

his elbow. Tt waes Bob Cherry's little way, as a matter of

fact. But Bulstrode was not prepared for it.
Tae MacwET LisrARY.—No. 159,
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Crash!

The tcapot Tell upon the foor and smashed, and the hot
ten sploshed over Bulstrode's face and head under the table-
cover,

My hat!"” ejaculated Wharton., “I—— Oh!"

Thoe crash of the breaking teapot had startled the juriors,
but not HE”H so much as what followed.

The tea-table suddenly uprose.

As they could not see Bulstrode beneall if, it scemed to
the junicrs as if the table had suddenly risen in the air of
its own pécord,

[ ] what..___-_-fﬁ

“FHow—'"

“ Look out——""

Bulstrode, scalded by the tea, had leaped up. Liiadle,
hurling the table into the air.

. The juniora sprawled baek over their chairs, rnd Nugent
went to the floor, accompanied by a shower of cutlery, and
crockery, and cakes, and jam.

" What is it.?"

“Oh! Look out—""

“ My hat a8

:::ThﬁrlE’E somebody under the table!" ronred Wharlon.

THEN0

The table rolled over on it= side, and Bulstrode stood up.

His faee was crimson with scalding and fury.

* Bulstrodoe ! :

* You—you ass!™ :

“You clumsy chump ! roared Bulstrode, glaring at Bob
Cherey. t did vou =zeald me for, von frabjou: assl
Fathead I

" M-m-my hat y

“What were you hiding under the table for ¥ demanded
Harrir,; Wharton sternly.

Bulstrode mopped<is drijhrﬁng face with a handkerchief.

“I wae waiting for Bunter,” he said sullenly. “1 wanird
to catch him. How was 1 {o know that fosl would drop a
teapot ¥

“How was I to know o mean cad was squirming undee
the table?” anid Bob Cherry. “ Get out of the study ™

“I'll go when I please!”

“¥You'll go when we pleasc!” said Herery Wharion
angrily, throwing open the door. “ There's your way !”

ulstrode glared at him. But the three juniors, ex-
asperated by the destruction of the fced, were wdvancing
upon hi.

Discretion was evidently the better part of valour, Byl
strode Etﬂ”;:ﬂd out into the corridor, and Nugent closed tha
door after him.

The three juniors surveyed the scone of devastation in
dismay. :

“ Bang goes the feed 1" growled Bob Cherry.

“h, we've plenly more grub,” said Wharton, as checr-
fully 25 he uuulg. “ and we can borrow some more crockery.”

And after some delay the juniors went on with their tea,
Thoy had just settled down when the door opened, and
Bunter blinked into the study.

Y"‘I*.na;', you fellows, I hear you've got a fead poing—

ow 1"

A pat of butter, hurled by Nugent, caught the [at junior
fairly on his fat little nose. ] ]

Buntor staggered out into the corridor, gasping, and
spluttering, and anorting. A 1car of laughter followed him.

ugent closed the door. Tea in Study No. 1 was not inter-

rupted again.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called Over the Coals.

i OoDD "
T “ Where's Todd "'
“ Wherae's the Duffer t™

“ My dear fellows—""

“Oh, here you are! You're wanted !

Half & dozen juniors were in search of Alonzo Tedd,
They found him in the junior commeon-reom, busily eccupicd
with a pencil and paper, copying out some _r_ﬂaii_';' valuahle
facts from the ** Dictionary of Dates and Events™ to adorn
the *“Scientific and Useful™ ecolumn of ““John Bull’s
Weekly.”™ _ ]

“ You're wanked ' said QOgilvy.

“1 am very glad to hear that a value is placed upon my
presonce, my dear fellows,” said Todd. ;

“You won't be so glad soon!” grinned Ogilvy.

“ Faith, and" it’s the Hend that waniz you!™ said Micky
Deamond.

“ Dear me !

“You're wanted in the Head's study, Todd™

“ Buck up!”

Fre

e
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“There’s a row! Mrs. Kebble is there, and she locked
waxy when I saw her go in!™ Skinner remarkaed.

“ Faith, and ye're right IV

Alonzo Todd rose with a sigh. He found a fascinating
interest in the * Dictionary of Dates and Events,” and he
was loath fo leave it.

But he had to go. Even the Duffer of Greyfriars was not
duffer enough to keep the Head waiting.

“I suppose I had better go,” he remarked. “ It is very
anpoying, because I was noting down some very inferesting
particulavs of the discoveries at Ninaveh, which T am sure
would have inferested the fellows vory much in - the
‘Weoekly.! However, I will go at onee.”

“You'd better, aszs!"

“My dear Morgan—-"?

“Hurry up i

Alonze Todd hurried up.

He sped off to the Head's study, and arrivod there in &
breathless state, and knocked at the door with upintentional
violence. His knock sounded like a crash. A sharp voiee
within bade him entor. i

“ Ah, it iz you, Todd [’

Dr. Locke locked at Alonzo over his glasses severely.

“Yeog, sir,” gaasped Alonzo.

" What do you mean by knocking at the door so loudly 2"

" I-I—if you please, sir, I was in a hurry, and—"

"* Mrs. Kebble has a complaint to make against you.”

Todd turned to the housckeeper. That dame was looking
very red and very wrathful.  8he fixad her eye like a
basilisk’s on Todd.

"My dear madam,” said Todd, “I trust I have not been
so untorfunate as to displease ron in any way. My Unele
Benjamin always impressed upon me to be very kind and
pﬂ‘!iite to ladies, even to those who are old and plain,
and—-

Mrs. Kebble Became erimson.

“ Bilenee, Todd ! said the Head, covering his mouth
with his hand for a moment. * Mrs. Kebble accuses you of
robbirg her pantry.”

Alonzo jumped.

T L sir ¢
“Yes, you, Todd "
“ It is a great mistake, sir. I should certainly not rob a

nantry. My Unclo Benjamin would be shocked at such a
pmnead:nﬁ on my part.”’
“Mrs. Inebble states that she found you leaving her room

yosterdary, and that afterwards she missgd the
pantry.™

*“ Yes, sir, but——mo-" : .

“*One moment! Mrs, Kebble thought she must have lost
the key, and had a new one made, and has only just
obtained the new one. On opening the pantry, she finds that
it has been almost cleared out of jams, preserves, and other
things.” :

1 Ihm 20 EOTr 5

“ Mre. Kebble therefora thinle ihat she Jdid not lose the
key, but that it was taken frem the drawer in her room
by someone who robbed the pantry. Certainly, the pantry
could not have been opened without that spocial key, as it
has & Yale lock.™

My dear sir—"*

“Ind you take the kay from Mrs. Kebble's room, Todd 2"

“Certainly not, sir 1™ :

“You know nothing about it 1

““Nathing at all, sir 1"

* Then what were you doing in my room that time, Master

Todd 7" asked Mrs. Kebble, with great asperity.
~Alonzo Todd hesitated.

“You must answer, Todd,” said the Head, who was re-
ﬂ]art!mg the Duffer of (zreyiriars with a very keen and curious
glanee. :

“H you please, sir, it is not wholly my secret.”

" What do you mean®™?

“1 was asked to visit Mrs. Kebble's room to pevform a
seyvice for somebody olse, sip”

“Who else?” .

“Am I bound to give the name, sir? Although there was
ne oetual arrangement as to weserving seereey, yob I con-
sidor that it is my duty to keep the matter davk until L
?&TF at least consulted Bunter—I—T mean the person 1 allude
0.

Tle Head smuiled, and touched the Lell,
at the door.

" Find Master Bunter, and bring Sim here, Protter,” said
the Head.

The page vanishoed,

 Now, Todd, what service did von wish to perform for
this other person, Il?iy paying a visit to the housekeeper’s
yoom "' asked the Head,

It was to obtain & key, siv.®

cy of her

Trotter appeared

HA I':'E':r'?”

" Yes, sip"

* What kind of a key®”
“A Yale key.”
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“The key of the pantry M*

“Oh, sir, No! Not at alll™

“Then what key was it??

“The key of o study, sir.™.

" Wono of the studies it Greyfriars has a Yale lock, to my
knowledge, Todd,” said the Hesd sternly. ;

* No, sir. But Bunter intends having s lock put on his
study door, you sce, sir, and he apparently had the key
first. He lost the key, and Mra. Kebble found # and put
it in the drawer, thinking it was the pantry key.”

“ How do you Lnow thet, Todd i

“ Bunter told me, sir.”

“ And that was the key you took for Bunter:

© Yes, sir," said the Duffer of Greyfrisrs cheerfully.

The Head could not hclp smiling.” The simplicity of the
great Alomzo was comic. = No.one at Greyiriers, except-
mg Alonzo Todd, would have dreemed of swallowing Bun=
ter's prepostercus yarn for & moment. But it had gone
down quite easily with Alonzo, .

“Did it not oceur to you, Todd, that Bunter might be
ﬁi}eakiﬂg‘ untruly, and ghat the key in the drawer was really
the key of the pantryf™

*“(Yh, sir: no, sicl™

“You gave the key to Bunter

“ ¥og, sir.”"

“ What did he do with #¥*

" He hag since lost it.”?

* Pid he {:Iien the pantry with it'

o Net that I know of, air,” saul Todd, looking very much
distressed.  “I veslly and sincorely hope, sir, that Bunter
would not do anything of the sort. My Uncle Ben-
jamin——

" Your Uncle Benjamin is not at present under discussion,
Todd. Pray leave out any further referenco to him. You
do not know whether Bunter opened the pantry with the
key you handed to him aftor abstracting it from Mrs.
Kebble's roomf”,

“ MN-n-n-no, sir? "

“Do you know whether Bunter has lately been in possce-

zion of any quantity of jams end preserves, such as might
have been abstracted fromn the pantry by whoever dhened
it?

“ Bunter certainly has been well supplied with pots of
jam, sir, but he obtained them cheap from a relation of his in
the business.™

" How do you know that?

“ He told me so, sir,”

The Head smiled,

 Ah, here is Bunter!” .

The door opened, and the Owl of the Remove cumo in with
Trotter. He was looking very ved and uncomfortable. Bun-
ter knew instinctively that he was to be hauled over the coals
for something; but his sins were so numercus that hoe hed
no ides which of them it was thet he was to be called to
account for now.

Trotter retived und closed the doer, snd Billy Bunter
hiillll'l:'l.‘:ti. at the head-mastor vneasily through his big spee-
tacing,

il

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Fall In Jam.

E. LOCKE locked sternly at Bunter. The fat junios
blinked at him, and then blinked at Todd, and then
at Mrs. Kebble, The sight of the housekesper in
the Head’s study gave Bunter an inkling of what waa

toward. He remembered the jars of jam and preserves piled
up under the table in bis study, and inwardly quaked.

“Yoy-v-you sent for me, sr?’ he stutt&mg.

“¥es, Dunter, You induced Todd to take g key from
the housckeeper's room for you?” seid the Head stornly.

“[h, no, sir.”

“You deny it

* Certainly, sip.” .

My dear Bunter! exclaimed Todd in smasement.
Y Burely your momory is very defective? You sitrely recall
asking me to obtain the key, which you said was your
own, and which Mrs. Kebble refused to give up because sha
fancied it" was heva 3

* Look here, Todd——"

*Ia that correct, Bunter?”

“ Mot at all, siv. Todd has been dveaming, sir. I belicve
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bho i3 subject to- these fancies, sir-—a kind of hallucination,™
gnid Bunter,

The Head's brow grew very steen.

“Are you speaking the truth, Bunter?™

“1 hope you don't doubt my word, sit. The Buanters are
& very t:mtﬁful. family, excepting my minor, Sammy. We
have always been famous for telling the truth, sir, over
gince my ancestor, Bir Bunt do Bunter, came over with the
U'ong ierop—-="7

“You did not open the pantry., Lunter?”

“* 0Oh, po, sie™

“Then where did you obfain & guantity of jams and pre-
acrves from?”

“1—=1 haven't any, sir.”

" Your mind must be wandeving, Bunter,” said Todd in
astonishment.  “ You hwve them stacked under the table in
your study—you rembmber, the consipnment of jams and
things your relation in the busincss sent vou!™

Bunter looked dagpers at the too loguacious Todd.

“You ass, Todd——="

- Bunter!" thundered the Head.

"' I==1 meant to =zay, just so. Todd.” stammered Bunter.
“That--thut was what I really mcant to say, sir™
l':ﬂY{:ur have jams end presceves under the table in your
pludy ¥'

“* No, sir.”

* Trotter I

Trotler must have been very near the door, for he heard,
and cntercd at once.

" Go to Master Bunter's study, Trotter, and bring here
ain:.r jams, preserves, or flinge of the sort you may find
there."!

“Yes, gir.”

Buntoer gasped.

He was wonderful when he stavted lying: but he never
took the slightest precautions againzt being found out. [Ilis
mentel powers did not extend so fav a3 that. As scon as
Trotter had departed, however, Bunter began to hedge.

* It's—it's possible some jars and things may be found in my
study, sir,”” he said cautiously. **I don't shy it's likely, but

it's etble.

“'ﬁm’t where did - they come [rom, Dunteri™

¥ A relation -in the bwsiness, sir, sent me—--"'

“ His namol’”

“His fi-n-name, sir?"" stommercd Bonter, taken aback.

“¥Yes, what is his namci”

“-b-bunter, sir.”

“His address ?"

“ A-a-a-address, sir?” _

“¥ea; I shall write to him and make an inguiry.”

Bunter almost staggered.

' forgot his address, air,” he sad. Y And now I
come to think of it, I ate all he sent me, and if any things
are found m my study, sir, they won't be what he sont me,
You must put that idea night out of your head, sir”

“Thenn where did you obtain them, Bunter "

“I—I didn't obtain them, siv”

“Buat if they are in your study——""

“It's a plot, sir.”

* What "

YA pi-pippip-plot ! stammered Diaicr, somewhat discon-
corted by the direct gaze and knitted brows of the [Iead of
Cireyirings.

“1 don't understand, wou, Buntor.”

“It's a plot to ruin me, sir,”’ said Bunter. 1 read =
thing of the same kind in a story in a newspaper the other
day—a newspaper serial story—-—"'

“1I do not approve of my bovs reacding the servial storics
in newspapers,”” said the Head, frowning. ** The less you
#ce of modern newspapers the better, with very few excep-
ttons. DBut that has pothing, in any case, to do with {he
present matter.”

“Yes, sir; it's the whoeza, sir,

“ Nonsense !’

“In that story, the villamm. a chap named Clavence Fits-
Herbert, sir, planted a dead body v the voons belonging to
Ceeil De Vere, sir, so as to pet hiwm convicted of murder,
sir, 50 as to have him bung, sir, so that he could marry the
givl, the Lady Gloxiana, sir, and so that )

“What nonsense are you talking, Bunisr®”

“This isn't nonsense, sir, it's a nowspaper zerial,  Well, siv,
this 13 a similar cases—somie awful villain has planted those
jam pota on me, siv, so os to ruin e’

" You utterly stupid boy!™

(11 Eh T”

“Ah' Ha! My goodness'

The door opened, and Trottér came in.

His arms weare full of jam %-:tr-s. anel hie was heavily laden.
He staggered gasping into the study.

His foot canght in the rug. and lw took a step too many
forward, end lerched.

Crash [
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A jam jar smashed on the Hoar.

It was like the first drop of a thunder shower.

Crash! Crash! Crash]

CRASIH! )
. Down in s terrific shower went the jam pots and presecve
Jars, nuxmg in wreek on the Head’s carpet, while Trotter
stared at them in dismay,

F L ——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Buoter Catches It.

ROTTER gasped, and gasped again.
“ e, L'm sorry, sir! They was "edvy, air! [Ta,
dear "
“You stupid boy!™ cxclaimed the Head.

LL] 1{‘] !F}

“My joms!” cjaculated Mrs. Kebble.
Ode, dear!™

“I'm so sorry,” =aid Alonzo Todd, * but perhaps I can
serape up some of the spilt jams, and it can be restored to
the jars. It may be possible to wash i!”

*“ Ho, dear!™

“ Buntey !

“ Yes, sir!”

*That amount of jam has been found in your study! It
was in Dunter's study, Trotter?

“Yee, siv!” gasped Trotter. ™ Hunder the talde, sir. You
told me to bring it hall. sir, but it was "orvid "eavy, sir,"

** How did thoso jars get into- vour room, Bmmter?"

“ Must have been taken there, sirn

] B}' J'_cn-l?l-q-

“ Ceortuinky not, sir!”

“Then by whom?®'

“ By some deeply-dyed villain, sir, like=—like (Yarence Fitz-
herbert in the story in the *Chronic Weekly," sir.” said
Bunter.

“ Bunter! How dare vou talk such nondécnse to met”

“It's & plot, siv'’

“A—a nlot!™

M Yes, sir, & plot to fix the jam on me—I mean the theft
of the jam on me, That's what it was, sir, depend wpon
it—a plot, sir."

* My dear Bunter—="

“ Oh, shut up, Todd 1

Y But you assared me that all the jum had been sent &a
you by a relalion in the business, Bunter!”

* That wazn't this jam, fathead [*"

“* But I recognise the jars, Bunter."”

“ Rot! Jam-jars are very much alike.'

““¥es: but it is rare for jam-jars to huve the names written
upon them on labwels by hand,” said Todd. **I remember
thay were like that.” .

It is quite clesy,”” said the Head, * vou induced Todkl,
by a falsehood that would not have inwyosed upon a loas
simple boy, to ebtain the key of the pantry for you, Bunter.™

“0h, no, sir!™

“Then you robbed the pantry, and deliberately throw
the key awuy, so as to pui off the hour of dizcovery as long
85 possible,”

“ Il didn't, sir! I=I dropped it down the drain quite by
acoident, s’

“What! Then wvou admit having had the key of the
pantey ™

“0Oh, sir! No, sir!"

‘' But vou have just admitted it.™

HI—1 didn't mean to, siv. It's s mistake, sir—a slicht
mistake on your part. What I really meant to say was, that
I never saw the kev at all-——in fact, I don't know what &
Yale lock is like, and I never saw a Yale kev."

“ My dear DBunter, you told me—""'

“0Oh, shut up, Todd ™

“ You will do yourself no good by this lying, Bunter,"” sail
the Head sternly. It s uumz.iug that vou should expect
anvbody to believe such falsehoods.”™

" You—you see, siv,” said Bunter, changing his ground
a little, ' I—I might have taken.the jam, sir, thinking that
yvou'd like us to have plenty to eat. Prople do these things
and forget all about them, sir.”

* ¥You did take the jam?"”

“I=I might have—""

“ Did vou, or did vou not?"

“ Ye.pees, sir! Whoen I think over it carefully T think T
must have, sir. I did it to stand the fellows a feed. They
are always twitting me with feeding at their oxpense, sir
and never standing them anvthing," said Bunter pathotically,
““20 I thought I would really give them a pood blow-out,
sir, for once.”

“Yon do not appear to have given the jam away,. asz it
was found in yonr study,” said the Head sharply.

“I-T was going to, sir”

“ My presorvesl!

de's,” and the Chums of Bylcombe Gramm
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It seemed to the startled junlors as It the table had risenin the alr of its Wﬂlﬂ_ﬂﬁrﬂ They scrambled
over the backs of their chalrs, and Nugent went te the floor,
| roared Wharton., (Ss¢ Page 16.)

“ There’s somebody under the table:!™

.

i

“T Fear you are lying again, Buptor,”

“ |—I—I've already disposed of about a dozen jars, sie”

“There was about a dozen empty jars in tho bottom of
the eupboard in Mastor Dunter's study, sir,” said Trotter.

* Beast " munnured Billy Bunfer. ' '

“You have saten yvourself all that vou have disposed of,
I havo no doubt, Bunter,” said the Head. “ For stealing
the jam and for lying about it with such extraordinary
efipontery I shall administer & severe punishment,”

:**Oh, gir! I—I think, sir, you mught go lightly through
my courage and manliness in owning up to it,"’ said Bunter
dismaly. * When & chap owns up to anything in ‘ Bherrick ;
or, Bit by Bit," his kind teacher takes him by the hand, sir,
amd ories over him,"

The Head smiled 'grimlj*,

.1 think you will do the erying in this case, Bunter.
afvatd that you are a very unserupulous boy.™

* Oh, sir! '

" You may go, Todd ™

“Thank vou so much, zir! I am afraid that I have been
deveived by Bunter, sir.”

“You have, undoubtediy.”

“ Ok really, sip—m""

“And that has led me to become instrumental in causing
loss and inconvenicnce to this good lady, whom I admive and
respect very much,” said Todd, I trust Mrs. Kebble will
accopt my profound apologies. I foel that I cannet do less
than er - them wunder the uwnfortunate and distressing
circumstances."

Mrs. Kebble sniffed.

Perhapa she did not feel that the apologivs of Alonzo Todd
were a sufficient indemnification for the loss of her jams and
JHEEOTYSa.
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‘the cane, and he did not hike it

e e e e e

“* I will now retire, sip—"%
“ Please do so at ance.”™
“Oh, sir, certainly '

And ‘Alonzo Todd retired.

“* Mrs. Kebble, the delinguent s discovered, and will be
duly punished,” said the Head,

Mrs, Kebble left the study,

Then the Head dovotod hiz attention to Bunter.

The fat junior cyed him nervously as he selected o cane,
Billy Bunter knew from of old how the llead eould lay on

Ha racked his brains for
an avenus of escape,

- I=T say, sir, f you please, sir, would you mind letting
me off this tine, sir? You sce, I'm yery delicate, sip——"

* Hold out your hand, Bunier!”

HI-I;T-IH-:.- oot o weak head, siv—=I—1 mean a weak heart,
and—

“¥our hand, Bunter—"

" And I may be ill, sir— Yow [**

Bunter {E]I'&d' 8s the cane sang ‘across his fat shouldera.

**MNow hold out your hand, Bunter, or I shall flox vou
insioad of caping you,” suid the Head sternly,

“Oh, sirl I—"

Swish !

*Yarooh!

“Your hand, Bunier!™

Billy Bunter held out his hand at last.

The H gave him four cots on either hand, and he laid
them on with the seientific ekill for which he was colobraiod
in Greyfriars, Sometimes the Head’s caninga were littlo moro
than a matter of forny, bt when he was in earnest he made
the cane ring again on the palms of the unfortunate vietims,
Ha was in esrnest thiz time, The Iead ebominated g liav

A Bplandid, Long, Complets Tale of th
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wbove all things, and Billy Bunter received more for his false-
hoods thah for his robpery of the pantry.

The fab junior was wriggling "and sgueming like a wounded
snike when the Head had finished #ith:him. Dr. Locke laid
down the eane.!". ‘77 0 EA S

“You may gbo how, Bunter,” he said. I trust that this
will be a lesson to you.”

And Bunter groaned and departed,

THE SEVYENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Alonzo Implores.

i I''S heen through it, poor beast!"
. Bob Cherry made the remark as Billy Bunter came
into the junmior common-room.

Bunter was wriggli
hands tucked away vnder
riuddy than usual.

There were sympathotie inguivies from all quarters. Even
Bltlﬂtﬂ iaa entitled to a iittclla_s,ympat}ijf when he had been
[T roug i-t'_.". : i .

“ Poor beast "' mid Bob O erry. " Did it hurt®"

ling as hs walked, with his fak
s armpite, and his fat face less

“Ow? groaned Bunter. ““Yow! Dhd it hurt! Do you
think I'm g this for fun, you ass?”
‘* Ha, ha, ha I '

“'The hurtfulness of the honourable Bunter must have been
terrific, as he is so fat and out of hjs esteemned condition,”
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Yowl"”

“ Hallo, Bunter there!" exclaimed Bulstrode, coming into
}!1: l:;:smt:.:mp-rmm. “I've got a bone to pick with you, my

at boauty '

HEw? .
*You've been borrowing my silk hat—*
“Groo!”

T"Emﬂ T'm going to give you the licking of your lifc!
Now——

" Hold on, Bulstrode ! said Wharton guietly.

The bully of the Remove gave him a fieroe look.

“ What on earth’s it got to do with vou? he exelaimed
angrily.

** Bunter's had enough.”

** Look here—"

“1 dere say he deservesz a licking, but the Head has been
going for lnm, and you can leave him alone."

“I'l do as I like! J—="°

“No, you won't!" said John Bull. “ You'll do us the
decent chaps in the Form like. T.et Bunter alone.”

* Chuck it, Bulstrode

B Hing off, ald man

“Don't be & cad ™

Bulstrode hesitated, But he saw that opinion was against
him, and he gave in,

“Wall, T darcsay the fat beast has had encugh,” he said:
“but if vou touch my topper again, Bunter, I'll make you
wriggle!”

is e |_”

* Oh, stop that row !”

Billy Bunter dmﬁped into a chair and groaned. Alonro
Todd came up to him with a very svmpathetic expression
upon his face.

“I'm so sorry, Bunter, that you are mn pain,”" he said;
** but perh&ps vou can fhnd some comfort, even in this un-
nl-rr;u:sfa.nt ?ﬂl:ctiﬂn, by reflecting that it is for your good.”

“Yow!l"

“¥You have been puilty of the most wexcusable untruthful-
ness, and have, indeed, shown a character warped very far
from the path of rectitnde,’”” said Alonzo, in the best manner
of his revered Unecle Benjamin, “ I beg and waplore you,
Bunter, to let this be a lesson to you."

“You fathead ™

““ My dear Bunter——"'

“You silly chump—"

“ My dear—"" .

" Buzz off, vou burbling jabberwock 7 X

“1 really cannot approve of these cxpressions, my dear
Bunter, and I am sure that my Uncle Benjamin would be
equally shocked—nay, disgustad.” said Tedd seriously. ** Your
untruthfulness, Bunter, is your besctting sin.  If you gave it
up vou would find & very great comfort in the solace of an
untainted conscience. From my high morval standpoint—
which I owe wholly to the lessons inculeated by my Uncle
Benjamin—I strive to reason with you, Bunter, and sgain I
beg ‘and implore you te give it up.'

e AES !!!l

“ ¥ boe and implore—"" )

*“Take thiz dommy away!"” shricked Bunter. “It's too
Iaad-—wmn't somebody cart him off to a3 lupatic asvlun?

W irh
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“ Fhut up, Todd!™

“Leave him alone !

" Ring oft, old man!"™ 5 1

Alonzo Todd looked round at the remanstrating Juniora
Alonzo Todd was on the high horse now—fairly mounted
upon the high moral stundpoint which he owed wholly to tha
valuabla instructions of his Uncle Benjamin.

“My dear fellows, I cannot conscientiously shut up. I
feal it to be my bounden duty to beg and implore Buntey——"

“Cheess it 17

“ Ass!"' said Wharton. “If yvou want to talk like a silly
chump can't you do it at some time when your victim izn't
bothered-about anything else?” 2

“ My dear Wharton—""

“When you start boring anybody. you should first ascer-
tain that they.are physically fit and fre€ from worry,” said
MNugent. ;‘A{ny idiot might be expected to ascertain that
before beginning to bore.'

“ My dear Nugent——"'

“Ring off "

_ Az a friend to Bunter, seeing him in this state of moral
irexactitude, I am bound to beg and implore of him——"'

“3hut up " roared a score mgvniﬂ-es.

“ My dear fellows——"

“Oh, kick im out !

“Jump on him "

“But I am only bezging and imploring Bunter—="

¢ Fathead "

f S3hat up '

U Under the circumstances, I do not believe that my
Uncls Benjamin wonld approve of my shutting up. as you
s0 coarsely put it. I am bound to go on, and to bez and
implore Bunter—before it is too late, to——""

ut the Remove had had cnough of Alonzo's comscience.
Thay made a rosh st him, He was avhizled off the floor in a
moment.

He struggled frantically in the grasp of a dozen fellows.

* Now, are you going to shut up?’' roared Tom Brown.

“Cartainly not. 1t is my duty to beg and implors
Bunter—"'

“ Fathead !

“My dear fellowz—""

“ Bump him " shouted Hazeldene.

“But I beg and implore—"*

“ Chump "

““Bump him "'

Alonzo Todd smote the-carpet in a sitting position, and
with a concussion that was painful. He roared!

“0Oh! Ow! Yarooch!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“I beg and implore—""

Bump ! :

Ones more Todd smote the carpst with himealf,

* Now, are you gotug to shut up " demanded Tom Brown.

“ Certainly not, I beg and—"

Dump!

“ Yarooh "

 Finished now *"*

“No! I—

“0Oh, chuck hin out!"

Alouzo was rushed io the deor.

He was whirled through the deorway, and then half o
dozen boots were planted behind him, and he went spinning
along the passage. A ronr of laughkter followed him.

“1 guess he's dore now," remarked Fisher T, Fish.

“ Ha, ha, hat"

A dusty face, with a torn collar straggling under it,
looked in at the door. Alonze Tedd blinked round in search

of Bunter.

© “ My dear Bunter! 1 beg and implore—"
“ My hat! He's at it again !
“{J::ﬂlz:r him o™

The juniors made a rush for the door. Bul even the
Duffer of Gresfriars thought that it was tigne to go then, He
dodged alung the passage, and fled for his life, with excited
junters whooping on his track. And he did oot exen stop to
{;reu.l:he. He hiad loclked himself up in a deserted class-room,
wil was =afe.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Splendid Serlal.

OHN BULL sat at the editorial table in Biudy No. 14 in
the Remove passage. He was not editing now. Editing
was over for a tima. Copy had been sent off to the
printers in Courthield, and the printed copies were

shortly due at Greyfriars. John Bull had conceived the idea
of imitating the famous *“ Punch” round table, and he wasx
standing a feed to his staff to ceiebrate the despatching of
the last of the cony,

Wode's,” and the Chums of Eylcombe -Grammar School arg
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John Bull was still rolling In money; for though he had
rown .more carefn! than he had heén at first of the muni-
cent ‘present fromr his Aunt Tabitha, he still spent it right
: t&li:,r when oocaszion demanded, and he had a great deal
2il.

The table groaned, as a novelist would say, under the
weight of the goodly wviands. Johm Bull, and Harry
Wharton, and Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugent, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh sat round the table. Mark Linley and
Tom Brown were on a stool, and Fisher T. Fish, and Alonzo
Todd on boxes. The etudy was crowded, certainly, but every-
thing was very cosy and cheerful, and the party were very

lﬂﬁfgq
“ Here's to the school paper!” said Jobn Bull, lifting a
glass of ginger-heer,

** Hear, hear!™

 That ought to be drunk with musical honours,” zaid Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, that's easy enough!" exclaimed Jobu Ball. = My
MHEErt:ﬂn‘s in a locker there, and—"*

e

“I should be very pleased o——""'

The juniors looked at one another with sickly expressions,
John Bull was their host, and they were bound not to ex-
presg, their opinions with the freedom they were accustamed
to on the subject of tha concertina.

But even a guest was not bound to stand a concerting,
The laws of etiqueite could not be 3o stringent as that,

“I=I think we'll leave the musical honours out,” said
Harry Wharton, * You sea—-"

“ Exactly ! said Nugent. “ You see—-

“The seefuiness is terrific,” murmured Horree Jamsst
Ram Singh.

John Bull langhed.

- Oh, rats! 3?-:-_-11 fellows have no car for musie”

“That's it—anything you like,” ngreed Tom Brown.
“Oply—only don't give us any! You zee, old man—>"

The door opened.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What do yvon want, Bunter "

"' Not much need to ask that, when there's a feed going,”
grinned John Bull,

“* Ha, ha, ha "

1 say, you fellows—-"

_Dh, you can come in!" said John Bull unceremonious!y.
“Fid a place to sit down if you can, and tuck in. You're
vwelcome ™

" Thank you, very much, Bull 1" said Bunter,blinking at
him. * You see, I—I didn’t come here for a feed, but as
you're so pressing, I'll have some.”

My dear Bunter——"'

**©Oh, shut up, Todd I said Bunter peevishly. © I'll bezxin
with ham, please, and I think I may asz well have a pork-
ne with 1t."”

“ My dear Bunter, you are dronping into vour old habit
of untruthfulness, and 1 heg and implore you—""

** Bhut up, Todd !" ro the whole =tudy,

My dear Fellowsm—

“ Ring off "

* Under the cireumstances——"

“*Exactly, Under the circumstances,
Wharton.

I zay, you fellows, 'm rather chilly—I% like a seat Ly
the fire, if one of you chaps wouldn't nind moving. I'm ac
customed to sitting in an armchair, yvou Lknow.”

Wharton laughed, and rose, and Bunter took his place,

“You might hand me some grub, Wharton, as you're on
vour feet,” said Bunter. )

“Good old Bunter!' murmured Rob Cherrv. “ XNo
change! Some old Bunter—same beast all the tine!”

*'Oh, veally, Cherry—-"

Wharten handed Bunter supplies of food. He had plenty
of handing to de. Long after the rest of the jumiors had
linished, Bunter was still going strong.

”.'_rif'uu_fe'ilﬂwas want the table 7" he asked, " Don't wait for
THE.

' Are you fnished ¥

* Well, not exactly finished : but T'll fake some of the dishes
hm'ﬁ" said Bunter, **Then I can help myszelf. Don't mind
ne.

“My hat!"

SWell, wy only desire 5 o avond giviog froukle. After
I've finished, ['ve gol a splendid offer to.make to you
fellows."

as Riﬂﬁ E”

Bunter did not reply.  He was oo bu-y cating. The other
Fellows cleared the tabie, and =ome of them went down.
vhile seine gathered round the table to discus: the policy of
the third number of ** John Bull Junior's Weekly.”

Billy Bunter was finished at lazt. e ceaszed eating with
a great pasp of breathless enjoyment,

“ That was something like ' he remavked.

“Eh¥ What was ¥ asked John Buil, locking round.

“That feed! ['m finsshed, thanks! T'll put seme of the
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cake in my pocket, if you don't mind in case 1 get peckish,”
eaid Bunter. " It's important for me to have plenty of
nourishment, you know, as I've got & very delicate econ-
stitution.”

And Billy Bunter proceeded o fill every available pocket.
John Bull did not make any remark.

" Now, you fallows,” =aid %i"j" Bunter, * to business !'’

“Eh? What?"

1 told you chaps I was going to make von a splendad
offer, For the last time,” 5aidnilill Bunter impresmvely.
“1'm gomng to make vou the offer of my aplendid =erial for
the columns of the * Weekly." ™

“h, rats "

" If you don't want my splendid work, you can say so,

and—-—""

" We don't 1™
“ No fear!™
* Rats I

Billy Bunter blinked at the staff of * John Bull's Weekly."
Their opinion had been expressed unequivoecally encugh for
most contributors. DBut it did not seem to have any effect
upon Billy Bunter. ‘ :

He simoply extracted a manuseript from his pocket and un-
folded if.

"* Here's the first chapter of my serial—-""
“Take it away!”

“ Bury it "

1 say, you fellows, you might give a chap a chanoe ! 11t
bet Eou anything that this is better than any stuff you've got
in the rotten paper now,"

“ Brer-r-r-r I

“Well, read out the first paragraph,’”’ ssid Joho Bull re-
signedly. I supposc an editor.is bound to go through thesa
things. (ret on!™

Bunter opened his manuseript, and coughed, and whweezed,
and began, in an extremely important manner:

* Jack, Sam, and Pefe !

There was a roar.

* What's that?"

*That's the title " said Bunter, blinking round.

“ My hat!"

“You giddy plagiarist !

“ You blessed burglar?”

"0k, really, vou fellows—"

“OF all the duffe '

“ Look bhere; let me go on with my-splendid story. ¥You
arreed to listen to 1. Chapter I——" Pete gnd the ("amel.'"

“ My hat!™

“ Grreat Seott!"

“ The esteemed great Scotifulness is terrific.”

Bunter read on. o

“ Zeila iz a small town in British Bomaliland, and it is on
the !]Faatﬁm coast. Here, Jack Sam, and Pete had wandered

L

Billy Bunter could pet no further. A yell of indigoation
interrupted him.

“ Btop it

“ Cheese it!"

“You burglar!”

“My hat!* exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“T believe that

.chap would rob s church. You fat, silly duffer, Fre read

that story!”

" Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Tt was 1n the *Mgrvel’ a few wecks ago!” Hearry
Wharton shouted excitedly. ‘It was called *Pete's Bad
Bargain." I lost my copy of the paper. I suppose that fat
duffer found it, and he's copied the story out.”

“ Oh, really—-"" said Billy Bunter feebly,

“You plaplansing rascal ™

“You awful fibber!™

“You chump!" ; ]

“1 say, you fellows, of course, Wharton's statement is
dictated wholly by perscnal jealousy,” said Buoter. * 'That's
understood.  J—-'

t l:"i:lbbe!' L

* Liar!"

“I—I never foumd his copy of the *Marvel' T bought it
myself in Friardale—I—1 moan, I never saw a paper of that
name at ail. I vever knew there was =uch a paper, and I
have not taken it it myself at all.™ )

“You haven't taken us o, anywiry, you fut fraud!” said
Frank Nugent,

* Oh, really—"

' Get out !

Y llear out, you [raud!”

1|I Eﬂ-}l'_'_'-”

My dear Bunter, T am shocked st vou,'" =uid Alonza
Todd solemnty. “And i my VUncle Benjumin were ]-HEE 1

A Splendid, Long, Complete Tala of the Chum
of Greyiriars. By FRANK RICHARDS DT
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am convineced that he would be egually shocked—nay, dis-
gusted. Bunter, I beg and implore of yvou——m-»”°

* Qutaida I”" roared John Bull

¥ Oh, really, Bull——"

John Bull lifted hiz boot. Bunter waz out of the study in
& l{.wml:iing'. He had felt the weight of John Bull's boot

ore.

Alonzo Todd ran to the door after him.

** Bunter—my dear Bunter, I ber and implore you-—"2

But Billy Bunter was gone.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

A Dissatizstled Advertiser.

T ERE'S the gecond number 1™

H John Bull looked very satisfied as he made the
onnatncarment.

% It was very gratifving to the youthful editer of

John Bull's Weekly ™ ta hava the sccond number of his
paper delivered safe and sound in the editorial offices.

I'he juniors received their copies cagerly.

There had becn trouble over the first number, owing to
the action of Billy Bunter in getting some copy of his own
inserted without the knowledgze of the editor, But the second
copy was all vight.

It looks ripping " said Bob Chovry.

" Firat-class!™

*The first-classfulness is terrific!™

. What we want,"” said John Bull thoughtfully, *is adver-
twements from local: tradosmen to 6ill the covers, so as to
save some of the cxpense of printing. Of course, I don't
miad footing the Lill; but its Letter Lusiness to get edver-
tisers to do it.™

** Yes, rather "

. “The Frardale people don't scem very keen on advertis-
mz in the papes "

" That's becausa you don’t koow how to canvas for ad-
-T}ﬁ_memﬂnts.” sard Billy Buntor, *New, if I were on the
Biall—

** Oh, cheese it, Bunter!”

“I X were on the stuff T could manage it for xou. Not
that I wwould accept a position on the staff ‘now. I am getting
iv advertisementa hand over Gist for my paper.™ -

" Your what?’

“My poper—° Bunter's Weekly," ™

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

f 0Oh, really, vou fellows——""

“Ha, ha, ha "' vonved the jnniors

“¥You ecan cackle as mueh as voa like,” said Bille Bunter.
**That's how the matter stands. D've got advertizements
imn}tUm}Iﬂ Clegg. and Walkers, and Sands, the grocer.”™

(11 ﬁts !t!

“TH you choosa to doul! my stetoment—-"

“We do—rather!™

“*You cannot be surprised at that. Bunter,” said Alonzo
Todd. ** You are a mosk untruthfal boy. and you have per-
sited in bad courses, althongh I have begged and imploved
FOY e

O, rats ! snorted Bunter. and ho rollad awaw.

_ When Bunter did tell the troth no one belisved him. But
1t was on such rave oceasions that that really made very littls
difference.

“We'll rope in some advertisemerits sorchow,” said Juhn
Bull, *“ Perhaps the people were rather shy of sdvertising in
the paper while it wus still in the aiv, vou know. Now rthat
it's a concrete fact they may mbbie."”

“Yory likaly.”

. U We'll send free copies of the paper fo every tradesrian
in Friardale,” seid John Bull Grmly. **That's the business
way. We'll send a little vivcolor, too, caliing their attention
tor the aplendid advertising mediym they are missing.”™

“ Cast something in stamips.”

" Good business always costs money. We shall get it back
in adverlisement fees"

(1] Gﬂﬂd !"l

And the editonal stafl of *“John Bull's Weekly " busied
themselves for some time in despalching free copies of the
paper to the Friardale tradesfolk.

Humorous inqguiries were made of Bunter as to when the
first number of the weekly of which he wuas editor waz ro
appedr.

On that point the fat junior maintained a diserect rescrve

Egjﬂﬁ of the fellows thousht ihat he must really have cape-
tured some advertisement fees in Friardule, becouse on his
return from the village he had been seen in the tuck:hop,
oypending money En:seﬁ-'c.

But, wiether he had eaptored advertisements or not, Biliy
Bunter certainly had no eapital to pay for the production of
the promised weekly paper.
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* Bunter's Weekly " remained, for the presont ot loesst, a
thing of the imagination.

As a matter of foct, Billy Bunter was. turning the matter
over in his mind, and the question of raising: the wind—other-
E’iﬁn the capital—for his new venture was & burning one with

inn.

The more the fellows joked abont  Buntes's Weekly," the
more the fat jumor was determined to brinz the paper out:
but the more he reflocted wpon the matter the more 1mpos-
sible it seemed {0 vaise the monevy.

He even descended to the desperate vesonrce of visiting My
Casey. the printer, and requesting him to publich the first
number on credit, payment to be made out of the advertize-
ment fees that were to acerue later,

Mra'ﬂuﬁey looked at him over his glasses sperchlessly for a
minunte.

Bunter's rﬂll}luﬂs!- seemed fo have taken his breath away.

Then he called to Solly Lazarus:

** Lazarus, show this vounz gentleman out™

Solly prinned, and opened the doov.

“Thith way, i vou pleathe,” he said.

Billy Bunter blinked at the printer.

“But, I say, you know, I'm making you a jolly mood
offer!" he exclaimed. “I'm willing to add five per cent.
interest to the capital amount if you let the thing stand over
for payment for, say, a month.™

“ Gopd-afternoon [

“Weall, say ten per cent. interesf®"”

1 am very busy now——"

*f Look hi}lff.!, Gifteor per cent—-""

“* Bhow Master Bunter out, Lozurus.”

£ Yeoth, thicl"

“ But lock here—"" roared Bunber.

Solly laid an insinusting hand upon his fat shoulder and
steered him to the door.

Bunter turned round in the deorway and blinked at the
printer.

* Look here, Mr. Casey, we'll say twenty per coent. That's
splendid for letting a small debt stand over for a month.
Twenty-five per cont-—"

The door closed behind Bunter, and he was lelt tulking
to the desert air. The fat junior snorted.

“ Beasts 1"

And he walked back to Greyfriars disconsolately.

He found an excited group of junmiors in the Ulose when
he entered. There was a shout atronce as Bunter appeared.

“* Here he 15!

“ Here's Bunter!"

The juniors crowded round the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter began to swell visibly. He had never deemed kim-
self of such importance in the Form before.

“Hallo, you fellows! What iz it?" he asked lofiily.
"Want my advice sbout something? Suppose we go aml
tulk the matter over in the tuckshop®™

“You fat frand ™'

“You bounder——'

“Yeou burglar!™

“ You rotter——"'

“0h, I say, you f[ellows, what's the row?’ demandal
Bunter, realising thut it was net an ovation, and blinking
round in some alarm.

Alonzo Todd wagged a bony fovefinger at him,

“ Bunter, I'm so sorry fo see you persist in your evil
courses, although 1 have begged and implored of you—-"

“Took heve. Bunter!” shouted Johm Bull.

He hold out a letter to Bunter. The lottor was written,
o serawling hand, upon sugear-bag paper, and the address on
it was that of Unele Clegg, the keeper of the tuckshop in
Friardale,

* Deer Sie,"” ran the letter—"1 ave seen the koppy of the
?&[Hﬂ' you ave sent me, but [ doant see my vertizment, which

ave paid 4 shallings for. I rekwire the return of 1he
munny '—Yores trooly, J. Clege™

The staff of ““John Bull's Weekly " glared zt Bunter.

“Well, you frand?

“What do vou say to thatt"

“¥ou've been swindling again ™

“0Oh, really, you fellows—look heve, that letter must lave
been for me, and you've opened it It's not what I call
honourable,” said Bunter.

John Bull glared.

“Tt was addressed to me!' he exclaimed.

He held up a chean envelope,

Upon it, in a serawling hand, was the superseription:

" The Eddvtor of the SBkool Paper at Grevfrires.”

“ That was for me!" said Bunter loftily. * DI'm the cditor
of the school paper at Greviriars—* Bunter’'s Weekly." ™

Y ou—vou—yoi——"

“It's no good colling me names, Bull, because I'm bring-

[E LDI:IL h!‘.‘l'i‘ ill
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mg out @ better }lm swor than you are, and pelting adverize-
ments for 18" saiel Bunter.

“You fraud! You must heve made Ulegp beliove that
our weekly was the ane you were talking to hin about. He
wouldn't {lave belisved for a moment that you had money
or gensa enouzh for the job.™

“Clegg may have made such a mistalkie; but Trsuppose I'm
not regponsible for his being o stupid ass. 1 cedtainly didn’t
tell him &0

“¥Youn've spoofed him—"

“T decline to discuss the matter further,” said Bunter
G ;311 this is the.outcome of personal jealousy on the staff,
ang—-—

“h, buwp him !

“1—1I say, you fellows, hold an—- o

AW e ;_.mingi to pay Uncle Clegg back his four shillings,
and explain to him that you werc spoofing him,” said John
Hull. " “But wyou're not going to do this sort of thing
agoin.

et Bump the cad "

¥ Ow-—yow—yarooh 1"

But in spite of Banter's wild yells, he was bumped, and ho
was left sitting in  the Closo loocking very dusty and
bewildorcd. Thers was a spiteful gleam in his little, round
eves as he rose to his fect, gasping.

Y Beast«! "M make them sit up for that

And Buntey rolled awey, still snorting.

uh

THE TWENTIETH CBAPTER.
Caught,

o REAT Scott! What was that '
G “ Whnat was whal{"”
“ That ™
“ Ass! What are you jabbermz about 77
Bob Cherry pecevishly.

“There was somebody openio :
Frank Nugent, sifting ap in bed. * Somchody has either
come in or gone out.” ) :

“The burglar again, perhaps,” sniffed Bob Cherry, *lle
i:m-er was captored, and he may come back again, you

now.”’

“ More likely Bunter gone vummaging for a feed,”” 2aid a
rleepy voice {rom Hurr}rgW!mriun’s ﬁcbd ‘“t's all rlght.”

“iM:.;, hat! He may be afier the cold chicken m our
~tady !

“ The cupboard’s iocked.”

* Bunter would bust the locl
when he's hungry, I'm going to see.
Nugent.

Thera was no reply.

* Banter ! Bunfer!" !

Several of the fellowas woke up, and FI{‘E],]':IIJ.-: demanded
what the matter was. But there was no reply in the veice
of Willianmn George Bunter.

“He's pone ! said Bob Cherry.

“ Might be aslecp.”

“T'Il so0on seel”

Frank Nugent leaped ont of hed and struck a match.
The light glimmered upon Billy Bunter's bed, and showed
it 10 be untenanted. The [at junior was gone. . .

“Shouldn't wonder if the fat duffer’s walking in his
Jdeep again,” said Harry Wharton, **Ile did once before,
yon know." T

“ Let's go and look for him."”

*“ (b, all right.” -

The three juniors diew on their elothes, and quitted the
dormitory. They desconded quietly to the Remove passage.
It was not yet late, and the lights were still on in Greoy-
friars. Masters and prefects were awalke, and it was neces-
sury for the juniors to be careful. 3

Harry Wharton uttered o suppressed exclamation as they
enlered the Remove passage:

* Look !’

“What is it "

Y% There—it's gone !

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent halwed,

“ What was it, Harry ?" . .

U Blessed if I could sca! It locked like somcbody v a
dark cloak.”” said Wharton, with a perplexed look. LS |
wonder——-"

“ A dark cloal ¥

“Yes, Tt mipght he——

“The hurglarl"

“ Possibily. "

“ome on—only be carciul -

The juniors trad cautiously down the passage. They did
rt feel, somehow, that it was a burgler. DBui recently o
deiermined ruffian had made several altempis te enter tho
seliool, and he had not yet been captured, so it was quite
pessible, ;

f it were Bunfer, what was be doing wrapped inoa dark
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cloak Tike a brigand? The juniors breathed softly as they
stealthily made their way down ithe prssage.

“ Lok !" muttered Hlarry, " There's & light in Ne. 141"

“John Ball's study ™

E“_'k:ﬁﬂ* Where he kecps his tin—and he's got plenly
ot it

“Then it's & burglar ™

'] Yﬂﬂ_ﬂr—"’"u

Wharton paused. In spile of his upscrupulousncss in
money matters, surely it was not possible that Buoler meant
te help himself to John Bull’s meney in thie way? Bat
Harry felt almost corizin that the figure in the dark cloak
was Buntar'a.

Y Come on !’ he muttered.

Mugent stumbled v o fovin in the passage and ultered an
oxclamation. There was a sound in Bludy Ne. 14, and (hoe
light was instantly extinguaished

There followed the sound of a door shutting sofily.

“ He's out in the passage !”

“ Btand where you are!”

In the darkness the juniors could sce nothing.

Thare was no zound.

“Stay here, Frank,” Harry muttered, after n fow
momenis.  I' loek in the study and sco what he's been up
fo. He can't get bpack to the dorm. while vou stey hereV’

“ Right-ho ¥

Wharton and Bob Cherry ran up to the study,

They entercd it, and Harry lighted the gas, and the lno
juniors looked keenly and cagerly round the rogm.

Nothing had been disturbed, o far as the locker where
John ‘E‘-uﬁ kept his money was concerned.

John Bull's woney was not the gbject of the late visitor
to the study. Wharion uttered o sharp exelamation as he
looked at Bull's desk.

A lerge drawer, where the copy for the “ Weekly " was
Lhept, was open, and o great heap of manuscript had been
taken out.

Beveral sheets were forn across.

Wharton's eyes blazed with anger as he saw ik, Thero
was no longer any doubt as to the identity of the rascal, or
the gbject of his visit to the sludy.

It was Buntor, and he had come there to destroy the
menuscript of the ** Weekly "'—-to throw the next pumber
hopelessly behind, and, at the same tine, to involve itho
staff in & great wmount of unnecessary labour.

“*Tha ead!"” muttered Bob Cherry, to whom the pame
thought ecenrred at the same time,

“MThe worm P said Harey,

He pushed the papers buck indo the drawer and closed it
The fat junior had becn interrupied before he had time 1o
destroy more than a few sheets. Littla harm had been
tdone,  But the sub-editors of the  Weakly " were fesling
very vengeful. They felt that it was a tilno when drastic
Menmres were roguired.

The two chums lcft the study and cejoined Nugent.

“ What ig it ?"" whispered Frank.

“ He's been tearing up the * Weckly Jaab

“The cad! Then 'z Buater 1V

“OF conree I

“ e hasn't come back this way ' asked Bob Cherry.

" No; he couldn't have passed me."”

““Then he's tuken the ﬁEl.%i.‘ passape,’” said YWharton.
an !

The juniors turned into the passage, and hurried on. This
part of Groyfraira wes still lighted. 1

There was a swishinyg sound from the distanco.

" That's Bunter 1"

Wharton held up his hand as the sound censed.

“ guiat 1" ha satd.

1] ut._._”‘ ,

“He's stopped,” wlispered Harry, “He's hiding behind
the corner at the end of the passage. He can't go conv
further without poing Jdown the prefect’s passage, and ho
would maost likely be spotted by Loder or somebody.”

The juniors grinned softly. They had Bunter now, )

Y The chump has put on that cleak to pass &5 & burglar if
anybody =eca hin, becausze that burglar chﬂEl. Frayne, was
here some time back,” muttered Harew. ' He thinks he'll
frighten apybody who secs him, and bolt without being dis-
covered, I? he's pasting off as a burglor, we'll treat hum as
one.'’

“Good egg I grinned Frank.

Bob Cherry very nearly burst into a chuckle, but he
restrained himscelf in tinme,

'The juniotrs crept on cautiously.

Harry Wharton wes the first to reach the corner, and ho
]:Imfml round it. A fat Bgure, draped in a duvk cloak, stoud
thore.

Billy Bunter blinked at Wharton.

i L"ﬂmu

ie was standing, draped
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in the cloak, a great deal like a brigand on the operatio
stage. Tut as soon as he saw Wharton, he drew the cloak
over hia fave, to provent vocognifson.

“ Back " ho hissed, in a melodramatic voice. ™ Away!”

“ Burplars ! oxclaimed Wharton, in affected alarm.

“ Back !" said Bunter, from behind the cloak, " I've pot
a revolver—I mean a Mauser pistol-—fires twenty automatic
shots a second ! i

“Collar him !

The thres juniors rushed upon the cloaked figure. .

‘;}GIW " roared Bunter, dropping the cloak, snd ettempling
to bolt,

Rut their grasp was already upon him. .

He was whirled round, and jammed against the wall with a
Ebcériﬂuﬁsim that knocked every ounce of breath out of his fat

el %

“Larran [ he gasped.

“ Bump him !’

** Biff him 17

“Groo! Ow! Oh, really, vou fellows, I—I—I'm not a
burglar, you know; I--I'm Bunter, you know. It's only a
—~ow—lark! Grog(?

Bump—bump ! went the fat junior apainst the wall,

“Yarooh! Grooh! Yow! Oh!™

Bump—bump 1

K Ym;! Leggiu! I'm Bunter! Ohw!"

Thered was a loud voice from the distance—ihe voice of
Loder, the prefest. '

" What's that row "'

Then there was & seund of approaching footstens,

“ave ! gasped Nugent.

“ Bolt—quick | Buck up, Bunter '™

“I—1 can't move; I—I'm injured !™

*Take his other ear, Bob " |

“Ha, ha! All nght!™

“Groo! Ow! Ygﬂ--:'." I—I-T'm ¢-ccoming.”

“* You are !"

The juniors rushed off. With a hard grip on either ear,
Buuter had to go, or elze part company with hiy auricular
appendages. Ha went.

The juniors rushed at top specd back to the Remove
dormitory, and hurled bhim ‘into bed.

“0Oh!” roared Bunter. “ Val! Oh!"

“Get to sleep,” said Wharton, with a cluckle.
cortain to look in here.”

———

Y Loder 15

—

THE TWENTY-FIRST €HAPTER.
Rough on Loder,

WO minutes later the door of the dormitory opened.
Vhon there was any disturbance, the prefects generaliy
locked to the Romove for the cause of it. They knew
the little ways of the Lower Fourth.
But thers wes sileree and slumber in the Remove dormi-
tory. Even Billy Bunter had sufficient sanse to snore, instead
of groaning over his supposed injuries. If Loder had had
any proof that he had been out of the dormitory, he would
ha]rie had some real injuries to groan over, as he knew very
well.
“* You rats asleep "
That was Loder's nice polite way of putting jt.
Hnore !

There was a suspicious unanimity in that chorus of SnOritg
from the Remotites. '

Loud and resonant sbove all others, sounded the formidable
snore of William Goorge Bunter. Bunter was primus inter
pares, in that rospect at least.

ow Rou'ro shamming,” growled Loder. “Some of

you wers out of the dormitory just now.”
Snore !

* Look here, vou rats—"
Bnore !

A still, small voico was heard amid th ng.
e yoie ol Mcienma e snoring. It was

“ My dear Lodor——"

:: Oh, you're awske, are youi™

I;‘fex, I am awake, Loder. It is not possible to sleep

while you are spesking in tones that can enly be justly
dnf.::nhm] a3 stentorian, You have awakened me— "

% ¥You young liar! You weve awake all the time !
" Indeed, Loder, ¥ was not awake all the time, and I regard
it as decidedly rude of wou bo impute untruthfulness to me.
Bunter iz untruthful, although I have begped and implored
him to follow the path of rectitide. But T have been far too
carefully instructed by my Uncle Benjamin to ever deviate in
the slightest degroe from the actual facts, and under those
circumstances, after I have made this brief cuplanation, I
}-I'HHE you should withdraw the expression you have just used,

octer,”

The juniors left off snoring to chuckle.
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They wondered how it was that Todd had been allowed to
get -s0 fur without interruption from the prefect.  But the
explanation was simple. Loder waa picking has way towards
Alonzo's bed in the dark, and he did not waut to betray his
approach by speaking. .

He reached Todd’s bedside, and grasped the Duffer of
Greyiriars, and yanked the clothes off lum,

“Now then, you cheeky young scoundrel——""

“0Oh, my dear Loder, I did not intend to be cheeky, I
aﬂslium you! My Uncle Benjamin impressed upon mo—-
.]‘"
Spank !
“Yaroph! Help!”

Harry Wharton spran

“Hescue ! he shouted,

(14 HUI'I"E.}] .!I'r

The Removite poured out of bed on all sides. The bully of
the Sixth was quite outside his rights in attacking Alonzo
without cause.

And in the dark, Loder would not be uble to see who
his assailants were, and so there was lem danper of being
called to account for assailing a nrefect.

The juniors closed vound Loder in the gloom.

Wharton and Jobn Bull grasped him, and pulled him off
Mlenzo, and Le was sent spinming to the foor.

Crash !

“Yow!"

“* Holl himm ont!™ velled Bob Cherry.

“ Huarray !

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

* Bump him over!™
* You young hounds!™ roared the prefoct, struxeling to lis
foet. ** P'II—=1"ll——"

“ Kick him ont?"

“ Outside, you bounder !™

* Go for hun!"

A score of hands resclhed at Loder.

He hit out frantieally on all sides, and several of the
juniors roiled on the Aeor of the dormitory, yelling.

But they were too many for him. The pwefret was over-
1;'Imln1e:‘:' with numbers, and he was rolled and hustled o the
GOOr,

“You voung oads!

“Roll himm out!™

“Ha, ha, hat"™

“ Bump!

“My dear Loder, you cannet expest anvihing clse after
vour ¢xceedingly reprehensible conduct!™ calied out Todd
from his bed. * You have acted in & way that betraya o
shocking state of moral turpitude, My Uncle Benjamin would
be shocked at you—nay, disgusted!”

(1] Hﬂh l“lr i.l-[l [fl‘

“ Loder, why do you not change your bad wave? Why do
you not _seek the path of rectitude, and follow it unswery-
mgl ' Loder, I beg and implore you——-"'

'ila, ha, ha!*

out of bed.

Stop—I—I—0h '

Bump!

Loder was deposited in o heap in the passapa.

There was a footstep down the passoge as hgr. Queleh, the
master of the Hemove, came hurrying to the scene. The
noise upstaivs Lhad called the attention of the Remove-mastar.
But in the excitement of the moment, neither the prefect
nor the juniers heard or saw the master of the Remove.

Loder struggled to his feet in tho passage.

He was torn and dusty and breathless, and shaking with
rage. Ho gathered breath for a rush at ng tormentors.

n the momoentary pause, Bob Cherry caught atht of the
form-master advancing along the passage in the gloam,

* Cave!” he muttered hurriedly.

The juniors crowded back into the dermitory.

Loder ran rig'ht inte him, hitting out furiously.

“Take that!™ he snarled. *“ And that! And that'”

F0h!" pasped Mr. Quelch.

He stapgered back against the door, almost foored
a terrific right-hander on the cheat, and a left on the chin.

“ Bless my soul! What—'"

Loder was hitting out again, but at the sound of the Form-
master's voice, his hands dropped to his sides as if paralysed.

The dreadful consciousness that he had been hitting a Form-
master rushed upon him, and he simply stapgerved.

¥ Oh, gir!” he gasped.

“ Lader !"

“0h, sir!”

“ How dare you!" spluttered Mr. Queleh.
Loder ¥ )

“I—I was g‘ﬂm% for those young cads, sir," stammered
the preleet. ™ I—1 didn't see you, siv. They—they have
chucked me out of the dorm., sir, and— and—"

Y No wonder, Loder, if you were tresting them in that
manner,”’ said Mr. Queleh. “ you rmcan to say that
vou would deal such biows at mere lads—that you would hit

“ Are vou mad,

Rylcombe Grammar Sch
One Halfpenny. Every Wldnuﬂ’dl:'? Sak



these juniors as if you were & prive-Bghter hammering an
opponent in the ringi™ i

"My word! murmured Nogent m
“Lader's petting it in the neck!™

“Berve hun nght !

“ The rightiuluess is tevrilie, wy worthy chiums,
Quelch seeniy to have got his -esteemed rag ouot.”

“ifa, ha, hat*

O I—I—T1—"" stpupnered the prefect.

As z matler of fact, Loder did not know what to say. Ho
had been caupht in the act, and theve was really no defence
he could make, o .

“ I shall not punish you for striking me in the dark, Loder.
I min willing fo believe that that was e mistake on your
part--——"

“Indeed i1 was, siv.’ I

Y But for intending to stvike juniovs in such a manner, 1
shull have to report you to the Head. Buch brutal methods
are not snitable for a prefect, Loder. Go to your room at
aner, siv !

* But-—but—h-h——"

“Not o word more! Gol™

And Loder went. ; =

Mr, Queleh looked into the Remove dormitory. No sound
but incessant snoring was to be heard. The fﬂl'ﬂ‘--llm:‘ﬂﬂl'
smiled slightly, closed the door, and depasted.

the dormitory.

The nobio

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER,
Genilemen to sec Bunter!
“GE'NTLEM_EH to see Master Buntee!

Trottey made the announcement with a grin on
his face. i
talking to some of the fellows, after morning school,
Tle fat jupior was trying to make the fcllows understand
that if they subseribed twenty pounds to produce the first
wanhar of “ Tianter's Weckly,” they would soon have the
meney back with intevest in the form of fees for advertise-
menits. x

Wlhereat the juniors langhed. ;

= You fellows haven't the slightest knowledge of business,”
suid Lbunter with o contemptoous snork ™ You make me
tived. fook here!  Buppose  you pand e twenty
pounds—"

“ Gentleman o see——

“ 0k, shuat ap, Trotter!
fquigl=—""

* Gentloman fo——" .

“Show Inm in here,” said Bunter. !
advortizor anxvious to sea the editor of ' Bunter's Weekly,

“T don't thinlk!”’ pgrinned Bob Cherry. _

< Oh, really, Cherry! Look here, 1 have a splendid
scheme on——" )

“Wly not work it lhe other way round!” suggested
Oglivy. -

Bunter blinked at him.

“Kh; what do you mean®” ;

“You always start yvour little schemes by sugomesting that
somobody should hand vou smne money. Ippose you start
aie by handing somebody else some money ™’

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, really, Ogilvy—=—""

~-gif:m| i :,i!iﬂlﬂ;lﬁl'rijd Baoby Cherry. “ Yon see, you hand us
twenty pounds——""

! llla;,lh.u, ha!" .

0Tt would really come cheaper in the long van, even for
vou.'' sauid Bunter, with a snort. " Some of you lend me
aall sums at times, and owing to the delay in some of my
po-tal-ovders coming in, 1 haven't always been able to settle,
Woll, with fwenty pounds capital to start this new scheme I
conld draw in o steady inceme. I should never have to ask
a penny of vou again—in fact. T should refuse to do so. A
fdlow mnst consider hiz independence and his  personal
dignity.”

* {la. ha, ha!
Bupty.”

- Ohy, reallye—"" . N 1

“Tlallo, hwdle, hallo! Here's your giddy visitor I’

[i was M Sands, the grover. e came mnte the room
with & very roed face,  Ths expeession was not cordial, but
Bupter wos too shocbsighted fo notice that. ke yolled
towarids his visifor in his graceful way,

Al M Sands! So glad fo see you! 1 suppose you
have decnded (o have the two columns mstead of one in my
aper
5 *I"I was par-iee, said Meo Sands—My, SBands did not mean
shat e had been deoing a geammatical exercise: he meoant
Chat he Jaed been passing—""1 was parsing, and 1 called
1 e abour . "Erve’s a copy of the paper which I ‘ave
roreivoed,

{le held ouwk & copy of “John Ball's Weokly," second
vinnlor, which I pooduoesd from his cont-pocket.
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Louk herve, you hand me twenty

1
“ 1 suppose it's & new

111

Rather Tate in the day for vou {o bepin,

Billy Bunter was in the common-reom,
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The juniors grinned. They guessed what was coming
now. It was the case of Uncle Cfc-]gg over again,

Bunter blinked at the paper, aud then at Mr. Sands.

“Whieh T paid threeand-six for tho ad. in ithe school
paper,”’ samd Mr. Sands; * but I "ave searched up and down,
from hend to hend of tho paper, and my ad. ain't there, 50
az T owas parsing I chought I°d call in about it

* ¥ou—von see, that’s not the paper, said Bunter, redden-
mg,  “That's a rnval map—of no account whatever. My
paper is called * Bupter's Weekly" "

“I 'ud 'eavd of this paper,”” said My, Sands, “but T 'ad
nat "eard of the other. "Ave you a copy of the other, Master
Jurtert”

* It-—if 12 not printed yot.*? +‘

The rvorer’s face assumed an unpleasant expression.

*P'r'aps it never will be printed,"” he sugrested.

Oh. my deay =i ; _

“Which, then, 1'll ‘ave my money back, and pay again
when I sea the advertizement,” said Mr, Sands.

Bunter shoalk his head. )

“ Imipossible, sic! Money once forwarded to the editor
cmmiot be returned. MEditors never psrt with money, It
would be against all the traditions of the profession.” :

“It looks to me.” said Mr. Sands unpleasantly, *"as i 1
was being swindled.””

“My deay sir—"

“ My dear Bunter!” broke in Alonzo Todd,
fimes I have beggod and implored you——""

“Oh, shuf up, Todd 1 : i

“You'd hetier take your money back, siv,” said Hary
Wharton, taking threa shillings and sixpence from his pocket.
“ Bunter's vaner 1% only a scheme, sir, and 1t will never come
fo pass” :

M ’l’hﬂ-nh svou, Master Wharton!
] —

And My, Sands walked away saiisfied. ITe losked back at
the door of the roon. 2 o

“7 parsed Mr. Waller at the gale,” he remarked. 1
Lelieve he has some business with Muastor Dunter,”

[T I!!

}i?.hﬂunds departed,  Bunter made a roll towards tho door,
bt the hand of Harry Wharton desceaded upen his collar,
and he was lield fast, wregling., .

“ No, you don't ! said Wharton grimly,

“Oh, really, Wharton—"" ) :

“Tf Mr. Walker's coming you can sco him— :

“ Look here, I—I loft some necgetives exposed in my
room—-—"

“Hats!" ] "

“ J—1 mean I loft the bath-tap runming—

*Ha, ha, ha1”

“ Look l::ere, I'm going! I don’t see why T should stay
and see Walker if 1 don't want to! You fellows can—"

“ Thiz way, sir " said Trotter's voice.

“Here he is!” . .
Mr. Walker, the pgreat chief of Walker's Drapery
Emporium, walked sugjestically into the reown. He held a
copy of “John Bull's Weckly " in his hand—the copy that
had beew sent to huo free by post. ] .
" Good-aftornoon, young gentlemen,” said Mr. Walker. "I
have received this copy of the paper, but I dpn’t see my
advertisement in it. You have missed it out, Master Bull.”
“ You didn't give me the advertisement, sir,” said Bull,

colouring. -

Ch, gtm‘. It was M Bunter I gave it to,” said Mr
Walker, with a curious glance st Billy Bunter, who was still
wrizgling in Wharton™s grasp. I paid him for "

“ Bunter azain!  Spoofer !’ ;

" My dden ¢ Bunter, I have begeed and implored—"

e[l Yoa see, the paper’s not out yet " stammerod
Bunter. “I'm sinceroly sowry, Mr. Walker, if you made a
mistake, and—and supposed that I was representing that
isreputable rag bw! Legygo !—that paper you held in
vour hand., 1 came to you to canvass for advertisements [or
' Bunter’s Weekly." o

“Oh' Yeu never zaid 5o zaid Mr. Walker suspiciously.

“ [ may have onutted to mention it. However, it does
aed matter.  Your advertirement will appear in * Bunter's
Woeekly  in—in due conrse.’”

“ Shut wy, Buseter!™ said Havey Wharton, shaking the fat
junior. " The fact i, =ir, that 'ﬁuntor‘g_]:-ag}pr 15 only gas.
There 15 anly ane schoo! paper at Greyfrisrs, and that's it—
* John Bull's Weekly." Bunter haz spoofed you, siv s but woe
Jon't want anybody (o be dene by o Greyfriars fellow. You
ean-have your mesey back if you like, sie, or we'll put yvour
wadvertisermont freo of charge into “John Bull's Weekly.” ™

= Good I sxid Jobn Bull,

Mr. Wallier smilec.

“Yory prood P he saud
Uworpey to =emd 1%L in fo yoou

“ow many

You're a genfleman,

¥

“Thot's all right! T'I tedi My
Cood-day, young zents!”
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Y Good-day, sir T’

Mr. Walker quitted the room. Billy Bunter made an

effort to follow., There was a snap as tho stud ab the back

of his collar ;pcu.rt,eﬂ, but Harry Wharton's grip did not part.
Jhe Owl of the Remove was a prisoner.

“I—I say, you fellows!" he oxclaimed, blinking round in
alarm. ' lt—it was all a mistake, you know!

contrse,"'”

‘" Hand it over, then "

“ When—when my postal-order comes T will hand it over
with plessure. I—I am somewhat short of cash at the present
moment, otherwise T would settle up withoot a second's

delay, J—— Owi"
“* Frog's march the bourder I
“Oh! Ow'! Halp!"

* Collar him 1" . ,
“Tha ¢ollarfulness is tervific 1™

ALV

As for the

money Yyharton paid to old Sands, 1 zhall vefund i, of

*Twice round the room, and then bump him " said Harry
Wharton. * Go it!”

“Oh! Ow! Yaroch! Yah'

Billy Bunter's voice died awax in inartlenlate pasps as he
was borne round the room in the delizhts of the frog's march.
Ho was bumped down at last, perspiring and guasping and
=norting.

Then the Eiu“iﬂm streamed out, laurhine, and left him.
The editor of ** Bunter's Weekly " =at on the foor for some
minutes befora he had breeath enough to rise.

** Beasts "' he snorted.

Then he rolled away. Bat the Ieszon was not lost on
Bunter., John Bull's paper flourished, but in the Bemova
quurters ot Greyfriars nothing move was heard of * Bunter's
Woeekly." PHE BN

E END.

{Another eplendid, Tong, ::rm’rgl'ﬂa tale of Harryg Whosdon & Co. next
Cureday, entitled @ © POUR OLD BUNTER" by Frank Richarde
Criter tn advanes, FPrice One Penny)

{0ur Readers are inlormed that the charactets in the following Serinl Story are purely imaginative, and contain no reference or allusion to any

living person.
cefisetion iz intended.]

Aotuoal pames may be nointéntionally mentioned, but the Editor wishes it ¢6 be distinctly understood that oo adverse persona!

GRAND NEW ADVENTURE SERIAL JUST STARTED.
FHOCOIOCOLOLOVEITLOLELELETENEIDIOODIELEIELTHEITL LB TOIT

b

READ THIS FIRST,
Ferrers Lord is the possessor of a powenlul submarine, called

* The Lord of the Desp.” One night the model is stolen from him b
Michasi Scaraff, a Ruszian, Lord declares that he will catch Scaroff,
even If the pursuit takes him twenty years, and, accompanied by
Rupert Thurston, leaves London by train for Dover. On the way,
a bullet comas wh'u:ing through the carriage window, just missing
Farrars Lord’s head. *' Some poaching fellow, [ suppose,” remarks
Thurston,

(Now go o with ¢he story.)

The Smash! .

* A poacher.in May,” exclaimed Fervers Lord, ** when birds
ara nesting and geme is at a diseount®  Oh, Thurston, I
frar you are no sportsman ! Look at the hole it has made
in the table. For the sake of argument, let us presume that
the gentleman who presented us with that little token of
esteem was & poacher.  All the poachers [ have known—and
I preserve somo thirty thousand acres—have carried a shot.

un. Look at the hole again, Anyv modern rifle—Lee-Met-
ord, Mauser, Quackenbush, or Lee-Enfisld—would have
passed clean through without making a splinter. That bullet
was fired from some old-fashioned weapon, probably a Brown
Bess., In fact, here iz the bullet iksell”

He picked it up—a shapeless piece of lead—and tossed it
over to Thurston. The millionaire’s caveless calmness had
hatl its due effect. Thursion was calm now.

“1 am sure yvou are right,”" he said, glancing admiingly
at Ferrers Lovd. * Why, the hullet is nearly as large as o
pigeon’s egg! Butb why did the fellow five on us ¥

“¥ou have a short memory, my friend. I fancy I remarked
that Michael Scarcff would take good cave to cover his
rotreat. He knows me, and I know him. No doubt belove
he managed to kill my poor servant there was a struggie,

.and he lost Ris false arm then. Even without that I would
have guessed who the thief was. Perbups you wonder why
1 take thyngs so calmly. It is because an adventure like this
13 my 1'&% ife I have already fought as an adventuver in u
dozen different armies. I have been in ten insurrections
‘South America; 1 fought for Grecce against Turkey, aud
for the Yankess against Spain; and I was with Kitchenor
at thoe Khalifa's last battle that was wouth calling a battie.
My friend, if vou love excitement as I love it, do not despair,
for I will give you plenty. Will you try a smoke now "

Y With pleasure ! said the voung man. * Your cigars arc
really marvellous 1" )

“Well, they cost a couple of ruincas each, and the world
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The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.
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Wolves of the Deep. §

By the wav, as we have at least half an
Reach

can show no hetier.
hour, T will show you something that will amuse vou.
over my bag, please.’’

Thurston lifted the leather gladstone-bag from the seat and
placed it upon the table. Once more the engine uttered its
warning hoot as it thundered into a tunnel. Ferrers Lord
puliﬂﬁ out his gold key-cliain and selected a key from the
bunch.

“This 1= an amazing invention,” e went on, as he ua-
locked the bag; * but up to the present the motive power
has absalutely defied me. I can make it fiy for ten or twelre
hours, and travel against a strong breeze: but the weight
of the fuel 15 too great. Heen it 35"

He thrust his hand into the hag, and Bupert Thurston hent
forward eagerly. There was a herce crash, a girinding voar,
and the whole train seemed to splinter into fragments.
Thurston was pitched forward like & slone from a catapult.
A ory hroke from his Lips, and all was silent.

Ferrers Loavd :;trugp;fz-ﬂ from the mass of wreckage, his
face crimsoned with blood. All was dark and silent; but
even in the pitchy gloom his eyes shone like the cyes of 2 cat.
The smeshed carrisge lav upon its side, but the windows
were shattered to atoms. |

He dragged himself through the opening hall way, and
then dropped back xs he scented the noizome stench of the
tunnel. ?l'kl:e saloon, curiously enough, had only been lghted
with gas, for the train had been ordered at a moment's
notice. The gas had gong out; but as he struck a match
he saw that tgle globe was unbroken. e picked up one of
the lega of the splintered table, and with one hlow dashed
the globe to stoms. The reservolr was intact, for the gos
caught alight at once in a spluitering Jef.

Ferrers Lord looked round hitn. The front of the saloon
had been practically telescoped. The buffers of the over-
turned engine protruded through the wrecked pancls, and
sealding steam filled the ruined cormiage.  Thurston was Iving
under a mass of wreckage, and the cigar e had been smoking
was smouldering under Loyd's feet.

The millionaire was still as calm as ever. He strefched
out his arms, and finding be was unhust, except for a few
bruises, tool: out his cigar-case amd stiuck a second match.
Then, with a cigar between his teeth, be sct to work to free
Thurston. ]

His muzcles seomoed like iron, and ne weight seemed ton
much for hiz sinewy arms. In five minntes he had dragged
the wreckage aside, and Thurston was released.

“Wot so bad,” ke said, ranming lbs long fingers over the

“The Rivals of S5t. Wode's,” and the Chums of Rylcombe Grammar School ars
in THE “EMPIRE’ LIBRARY. One Hrifpeany. Every Wednesday.



;aung.m’u limbe. “A Broken arm, and nothing, more
Now to-explore. I expect it’s abont time to get out of this’

He took out his Haslr, and, prising open young man's
clenched. teeth, forced a quantity of brandy down his throat.
Then he pulled himself through the window and stepped out
wpon the line, snatching up t E_:;m

He heard'a deep groan from E: ind, but took no notice.
In & moment he collected a pile of broken wood and
laid a2 fire. He poured half the contonts of the flazsk upon
]I:* r{ud a bright flame shot up. Thon Ferrers Lmﬁ furned

aAcK. ;

The guard’s van had suffored least of all, though it was
standing up op end. Ie thrast his hoad through the broken
window and called -

“ Are you badly hurt 1™ T

A second greoan enswered his question, and then a husky
roice said : : :

“T'm a good bit shaken, sir, and pinned down; but T don't
think there’s any bones broken. Can you give me a hand?
I;ha qlgur:k, sit, for Heaven's sake, for the express is sbout
chees ! .

The van was in darkmess, and even Ferrers Lord’s eyes
could not pierco the gloom.

" 'I':.’ir"“a.it or me a moment,” he =aid, “and T will get a
ight,

“But the express!” eried the guand.
e was suffering, he remembered his duty,
bohind us, sir ! .

*1 have built a fire here,” said the millionaive.

“That's no good, sir. There s a big bend in the tunnel,
atd they won't see it until it is too late. It's the boat-train,
and it’s sure to be crowded !V

“You'ra a brave fellow,” said Ferrers Lord, “and I will
:l::ﬂk. to you presently. }ica.mr'hi]e, I will see what I can

ﬁll

iTe ran back to the saloon, and sprang through the window.
Madly he gatheved more ﬁagments of wood, and spatched
up the magazine Thurston had been reading. Then he ran
wiidly up the dark tunnel at a pace that few athletes could
have oqualled.

He laid the fire, emptied the flask upon i, and as the
Aames licked round the wood he listened intently. Some-
where in the distance a goods’ train was snorting and puffing,
and a dozen bats were squeaking rvound him.

A straight hne of rais lay before, and the wood was
crackling merrily. Any engine-driver who could have mssed
his danger signal must be blind at least. Ie straimed his
ears, and caught the distant roar of wheels. Then, with a
laugh, he hurried back, and screnbled into the guard’'s van.

* How are vou now ?"" he asked.

“ Protty bacd, zir. Have you built another fire ¥"

" ¥es; you may make vour mind easy on that point.
Where's your lamp?"

1 don't know, s’

Ferrers Lord found it quickly by the light of & match.
The can was still half-full of cil, and the lamp throw out o
brilliant light. The guard lay in the left-hand corner, pinned
dawn by & heavy trunk and some lighter wreckage. Ferrers
Mord's tireless arms set to work again, and he was quickly
frng.

He stood up with a grant. )

“Thank you, siv,” he said., "'If I hadn’t been in the
roiner, I guess I should have been as dead as a kipper.
\What's the time 1"

MHe pulled out a watch., but it was broken to atoms

* What is the time, sir !’ he asked. **I'm afraid my old
turnip has ticked its last tick.™

“ Tt is just 11.40."" said Ferrers Lord.

“Then the express is overdue.’

“ There 15 no danger. The fire will burn for an hour.'

“I'd better go, sir, for all that,” =aid the guard. Hoe
follaowed Ferrera Lord pamfully through the windew, and
then stopped.  ** What about the driver and stoker "’

Ferrers Lord shook his head.

“T have not had time to look,” he answered. * Wou go
wip to the mouth of the tunnel and show your red light whila
[ go back. Our special is sure to delay the train for a short
tima. I will go back.™ : :

They sepavated. The guard hurried towards the mouth of
the tunnel. The fire was throwing a fierce red glare upon
the damp, oozy roof of the tunnel. HHe looked up the hne,
and saw the flashing lights of the approaching train, and
heard tha ruzsh of its wheels.

He waved hiz red Iigllzt frentically up and down. The
lights grew brighter, roar more distinet. Then the
frightened driver forced down the brakes, and the train came
to a standstill.

“ What’s the matter "’ ]

* Line blocked,” said the guard laconically.

A man staggered past him into the glare of the furnace.
He was carrving & body mn his arms

“ Line blocked, you say. I should just fancy it is! There's
« boulder almost as big as Gibraltar across it, and both
detver, and froman are a2 dead as doornails.  Is there a docter
heva " '
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The permanent-way was crowded with Ffrightened pas-
EONEers. eone heard the question, and a young man
stepped forward,

‘““I am a doctoy, sir,’” _—

““ Then f]utt take charge of this patient, please. and do
i{lm‘ best for him. He bas his loft arm broken,” said Ferrers

ord, ““You will be well paid. Here, driver, stean back
at once, and telegraph for a gang to clear the line. I am
in a hurry.™
erl‘t& _%min sleamned back, but Ferrers Lord was pnaching
s Teslbn,

“ Thank you, Scaroff!” he muttercd.
now, but I can wait!”

“Tt 1= your tum

—_—

Alter the Disaster—On Board the Yiolet—Off to Calals on
Track of Scaroff,

. Ferrors Lord was bruiced and shaken in the accideni; but,
in his rage agamnst Scaroff, he felt no pain. He was con-
fident that the Russian was not only responsible for the
bullet that had grazed his head, but also for the disaster that
had wrecked -the spectal train and cost two lives.

By what he had séen in the tunmel by the light of the
guard's lantern, he felt certain that Scaroff's hirelings had
been disturbed omly just in time.  Possibly the train had
made better apeed than they exnected, for they had failed
to get the mass of granite into position between the rails.
The left buffer had struck itz protruding side, flinging the
engine over, and killing both -river and brakesman.

Iis own escape had beer wonderful. The force of the
shock had dashed both-ehgine and boulder clear of the raile,
and the shattered saloon and guard'as van had :lid forward
a good twenty yards before they had come to a Talt. Had
the train been hve minutes later, giving time for the propeér
placing of the obstacle, it would have meant death for all.

Frightened people crowded round him, asking a hundred
guestions ; but he waved them aside.

**1 want a doctor,” he said coldly, **and I think someone
said he was a wedical man just now. Ah, you are there,
sir! Will you just zee how mwuch my friend 15 damaged

The docior was a Jittle stout man, with fat, freckled
}":“ﬁh- He ran his hands swiftly over Rupert Thurston's
imbs,

** Broken arm,"” he gaid jerkily, “ and a nasty rap on the
head. Nothing very bad for a young fellow in good form.
I'll fix him up as well as T can, and—- Why, here’s a
station! Take his heels, si», and we'll put him in the wait-
ing-room. D've got all T want in my bag.”

he train drew up os the brakes woere applied, and for a
moment all was confusion. Ferrers Lord left the guard to
explain, and aided the stout doctor to set Thurston's broken
arm. él. spoonful of etrong brandy made the young man
open his eyes, -

““ There, what did I tell you?’ chirped the doctor glee-
fully. *““IHe's just as hard as rmilsw—-.ﬂi muscle and no fat.
How do you feel now, my
fellow 1"

His clever fvgers deftly plastered up the cut on Thurston's
head. For a moment tﬁa young man was dazed and hbe-
wildered, but he quickly remembered. He spw Fervers
Lord, and utiered - a cry of pleasure.

“T'm gind vou didu't get knocked over. he said weaklwy.
“How do I feel? Well, I feel as if someone wearing Im{-
nailed boota had hﬂen-(ianﬁing a _jig on my head. You've
Not sawn off an darm, have you? I've only got one as'for as
I can tell.”

Tli?.'ﬂuntur langhed.

“ No, no, my dear sir; we've anly patched vou up. Have
a drink of brandy-and-watéer. Y::;::I*I taka b;um ack to
town, I s_up'Eﬂse i added, turning to Ferrers Lord.

Tlmrsi:-r.::n eard the words, and, to the doctor's amazement,
rose to his feet, though rather shaki_l;:r.

"1 am not going back to Londen,” he eaid.

“You know your own business best, sir. T simply said
I.rc:um!:m,‘hemusell saw your frain out. You nced a few
days qiumt, that ia all, and one place is as good as another.
I am glad to have been of service to you. Here i3 my card.”

Ferrers Lord had turned away to slip & hundred-pound
Eantknnte into an envelope. He handed the enwelops to the

octor.

" You will find my card in this,” he said, amiling, “ I am
deeply obliged for your kindness. I fancy the guard of cur
unlucky train got rather mauled. Would vou add to the
debt by looking after him. Please do not.open the envelope
until you have done that.”

“ Certainly, =ir ! said the doctor briskly.

He hurried away, and Thurston sat down.

2 Well?" he asked meaningly.

ar
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~ PFerrera Tord wos stil] smoking hie cigar. He flicked the
ashes into the grate of the dingy walting-room. .

*¥You have guessed, I supposa ™ said Ferrers Lord.

“Of course [ have guessed. Fir:t we have a bullet, and
then a raalway accident. 1 ean pub twa and two together,
I{.1 had no.guarrel with this precious Buassian of yours Le-
fore. I have one now. I wean to go on to the bitter end,
Tord. Beoroff has tried to kill wne, and I mean to return
e complunent,”’

Thurston was pale, and hespole quietly; but there was a
luok on his boyish face that the millionaire had sever scen
there betore. '

*Then you intend to go on?"’ zaild Fervers Lord.

Y The very moment the line is cleared.”

“1 don't think we shell have to wait for thar, They will
run i3 round en the up-line, I expect, for mailz can't be
delnyed., Bt down and rest, my friend, while I"explore”™

Already the marvellously rapid machinery of the great
railway was at work. A train packed with brawny navvies
puffed in, voming aprarently from nowhere. All along the
. bine the news had been Aashed: The train discharzed its
hurnan freight, ‘grent lizhts faved in the tunnel, ond slalled
hands burried to clear away the wreckage.

IFerrers Lord found the station-master.

" Ilow long do you intend to keep us here ¥ he asked.

* Not five minutes, sir, We'll put you on the emcrgency
line at onee. The boat will wail for you, This 1s a grave
business, sir, and I can't aceount for it except 1n one way.
We've got police and detectives all over the place already.
You'll make your report at Dover, sir”

= If I have time,” said Ferreras Lord.
o private first-class carrviage.””

To went back te Rupert. Thurston was holding a cigar-
ette in the Aame of the gas. Iis arm huct him ternibly, bat
e smiled as the millionaire appoared,

“ Look hera, Lord.” he said. “do vou think we've come
to the end of this chapter of accidents ™

1 expect so, until we get to France, at least. Ile has
gzcl a long start now, and I don't see what else the Aend can
do. Don't breathe o whisper of what we know, Let them
imagine that it i3 the worl of snine madman with a mama
for train wracking. We muat pet on, and a hint would mean
a grave delay. Hang it, more trouble !”

* Please put me on

¢ had turned to face a voungunan in knickerbockers,

who had come hastily into the room. The man rvaised his
vap and bowed. )

** Mr¢, Ferrers Lord, I presume ™™ he said.

“1 am Mr. Ferrers Lord.” .

“ Pleased to meet wyou, sir; I am:a detective—Ralph
Grey—employed by the company. I want you to tell me all
you can, sir. It's a black business.”

A look of displeasure crossed the millionaire's face. lIle
glanced at his walch. ) _

. “You had better travel down with us, then,™ he saud
coldly, “ for we are pressed for time. There goes the bell
Came, Thurston, give me your sound wing!”

“  They entered the reserved carriage, followed by the de-

tective, who had produced a bulky notebook. The whistle

sounded, and the train moved back to the junction. In ten
minutes they were again racing through the tunnel where,
in the bright glare of the lamps, the toiling men looked more

lilke imps than human beings. . .

Ferrera Lord tuld his story lazily, and it was a brief story.
He had been smoking -
and chatting with his

friend just ore the
ucoident, He had freed
himself, released the

guard, and warned the
approaching  traimn,
Afterwards Jie  had
found the bodies of the
eogine-driver and his
comrade, and discovered
the .obstacle that had
wrocked the traim.

The wyoung detective
wrote it sll down.

“Tt is certain,” he
said, biting “his pencil.
* that the train was
maliciously wrecked. 1
vippose  you  have a
tiraory, or, perhaps, a
pispicion concernine the
mltllmr-—--" .

1 have neither”
aatd  the millionaire
coldly. * That is vour
business, not mine, Let
u: change the topic, if
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vou please. A man wants time to recover his nerve before
tallking about a thing like this,  Hallo! What arcewe
stoprng for 7

i irIEt‘Eljr to set me down. Good-alght, sir, and thanka!
Good-mght, Mr. Thurston !

The detective slipped oul, again raistng his cap, and shut
thie door behind him. A eroxd was waiting anxiously ol
Dover, for the news had leaked out. The two men hurried

i:rut of the station, and Ferrers Lord looked keenly round
1Y ;

Two figures stepped from the gloom, and the millionaire
waved his hand. Thurston glanced bebind him onee or
twice, The adventures of the day had quickened his wits.

“We are being followed,"" he said, in a honese "-‘-':!’IIE-I:!ET-

“ Don't worry abouat that.”™ answered the millionaire, * for
they are a couple of my own men, Dover is a mee, quiek
little town; but Michael Scaroff is no respecter of places. I
took the precaution of ordering a bodyguard. There are
twa more in frong”™

They reached the quay, ond entered a boat that was
waiting. It waz long past midnight, and the sea was smooth
a9 glass, and silvered by the mooolight.

“Pull ! said Ferrevs Lord. :

The cara fell, and the hoat leapt oul. A irim vacht, with
smoke rising from hee funnels, was rﬂc‘l-‘[tifi lazily on the
slight swell. The boat grazed her stde, and Ferrera Lord
scrambled on board., Strong arns helped Thurston up, and
almeost before his foet touched the deck the liltle serew was
lashing the water inte foam.

* ¥You had better turn in, Ruperl,” said Ferrcrs Lord
kindlx. * That splintered bone will want careful nursing.
Does it haet muach ¥

Thurston was wincing with pom, bai he tried not to show
it.

“ 1t twinges a bit,” he said lightly, “ 1 must admat. I'd
seefer an howr on decl:, for all that, This 13 a nice little
{m.-:r of yours, and she knows how to move.
might P

“ Not for long, 1 fear. That looks: ugls.”

Ferroty, Toord 'iﬂj’ back 1n his cushioned deck-chair, and
pointed in the directiom of the French coast. A line of
IR ed cloud was rising rﬂj}id!}' in the Eastern sky, and a
cool ‘breeze came rippling over the water. A Rash of light-
ning fickered across the horizon, and the breeze grew
stronger.

“Wo pre going to have a gale,” saul the young man.
“ Luekily, T am & good sailor. Those boats don™ seem to
like the look of things. They'ra tacking round for shore.
[low large is your crew ?" .

“ Baventeen men. I call this yvacht the Vielet, after my
niece, As [ belong to the Roval Yacht Club and By the
pennant, I have no diffienlty about harbour dues in most
parts of the world By Jove, my friend, I think we are in
for it! Luek is against us to-day.”

“ Drink thia, Rupert,” said Fevrers Lowl, handing hin &
olass containing a slecping-draunght. .

Thurston took the glass unguestioningly, and drained off its
contents. In an instant the cabin was whirling round howm,
his head swam, his eyelids felt like lead. Ie fell back
aslaap.

Fervera Lord looked down at Lim m:ﬂi'li_ng'.

“I faney I have made o good bargain,” he murmured:
* plenty of nerve amd
plenty of muscle. He
will need both, poor
fellow ! It  secms
almost a pity to sacwi-
fice him."
~ He sighed, and, tuin-
mg upon his heel, hur-
ried upon deck.

\What a perfect

Forvers Lovd mounted
the little bridge, and.
leaning over the rail,
peered into the dark-

EBEHuauntoex.”
Bllly gets an awlul biff

consequent loss of memory § blinding rain  had
which follows makes him drenched him to  the
pay hls debtsand gﬂl'lﬂ'iﬁ]]lf skin, The officer in
sé'ﬂﬁ.“ everybody in the command passed and re-
¥ N.B.—Look forthe “X" 1o [I:I-i!ﬂ?{] him, atuggering

under the force of the
wind.

{Another aplendid Instal
ment of thia thritling serfal
#lory  next wmek,  Order
f-uur copy of THE MAGNE]

I1BRARY in advance. Prige
(e Penng.)
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