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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Alarmed !

i ODDYY, old fellow i
I Bijl],r Bunter spolee e very
honeyed tones,
Peter Todd locked grim.

Bunter had just rolled into Study
Ne. 7 in the Remove, which he shared
with Todd aml Tom Dutton. Toddy
was thers, and Bunter's fat face fell as
he saw bim. DBut he addressed his study.
mate in honeyed tones,

“Well?” grunted Peter,

" There—there’'s something going on
ur the Remove, Toddy.”

Li RE“HF?” '

" ¥Yes, there is,”" said Bunter nervously.
" 3-s-something to do with me, Toddy!”

“Go hon!” said Peter. :

“Yes, really, you know! I—1I zay,
there’s a sort of m{tetinﬁ' i Wharton’s
study,” said Bunter, blinking uneaaly at
Peter through his big spectacles. "
heard Bob Cherry mention my name!”

“Listening again!” snapped Peter.

**I=1 happened to be passing the
door, Amil:i heard Nugent, too—"

“ Br-r-r-r!"

“ And Johony said—-"

“:Rﬂ.tﬂr“ ]

“* And Hurree  Singh,
Smithy—and Squiff—"

“You seem to have lLcard o lot of
[ellows speaking while you were passing
the door,” remarhed Peter Todd

“I—1 stopped to tie my sheelace,”
said Bunter. “Quite by chance, of
course. I—I say, Peter—7"

“Well?™

“*Hadn't you better go to the meeting?
The study’s simply packed! 1 heard Tom
Brown and Ogilvy, too, and—and Red-
wing, and Russell. You ought to go,
Toddy! Yoo'ro being left out in the
cold.’

“I don’t mund,” said Toddy cheer-
fully.

“ But—but you're an importani chap
in the Remove, Toddy,” urged Bunter.
*“¥You ought to be there.”

* First time you've noticed my import-
ance, fatty.” sawd Peter Todd, with a
yrin.

“Well, you know, I think you ought
really to bhe capinin of the Remove,
instead of Wharion, Toddy. And—and |
think von nu,ghf: to attond that meeting—
[ do really!’

“T'm staying hove,” answered Peter
Tundd f."ﬂ]l!l'IIF.

" Look here, Toddy '

“Rats! What are vou doing with that
doar?”’

“I—T"'m shutting it~

“Leave it alone!”

“I~I say, Toddy; [ heard Wibley ask-
ing for you,” stammered Bunuter, ““Tie—
he's in the Common-reom.”

“He can come heve if he wanits e,

“Hadn't you better go to him,
Toddv 1 asked Bunter ansiousty.

“Not at all.” :

Bunter paused, His desire to get

Toddy out of the study was very evident,

though he was pot aware that it was evi- |

'

too—and |

]
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dent to Petor Todid, Bunter had the im-
pression that ha wus betng very deep.

“Nonnow T ocome ta think of it
Toddy, Me, Quelch wauts you!™ said
Bunter desporately. 5

“Does he!” snuled Poter Tadd.

“Yes. He—heo asked me to cond vou
to his study at onco. IMe—he's waiting
for you, Toddy.”

“Let him wair, old top

YTl mrean v owas the Mead! The
Head wants you.  You ran't keep the
kead waiting, Toddy. Now, can youi”

“1 dan’t suppose he'll miss me, Bunty,
I'm not going, anyway,”

“D-d-don’t yon believe me, Voddy:

“ O conrse nat ! answered Poter Padd,
in surprige. " You don’t expect me to
beliove you, do you?™

“Oh, really, Toddy

“ Let that door alone!” vaarved Poter
Fodd, s0 suddenly that Bunter jumped.

“Look here, you rotter!” excliimed
Bunter, mminﬁ out into the open at last
as it were, “Fm going to lock this door
and keep those beasts out. They're com-
ing after me !

“T know that," said Peter Todd, with
a vhuckle,

" You—you kuew 1?" howled Bunter.

“Exactly., And 1'm staying here to
s¢e that you don't lock the door,” ex-
plained Peter Tadd. *“ 5o vou can spin
nie yarns till you burst your crop, Binty,
stk 1 sha'n't clear out, Havvy?”

“Pm going o lock the door!” Liowled
Bunter.

“Well, perhaps vou may,” said Potor
thoughtiully,
me long to unlock 1t when the follows
conneer alongz.”"

Billy Bunter gave him a glave that
neavly cracked his spectacles.  Whatever
the J
stbe Btudy No. 1, 1t had plainky alarmed
hiem. _

“I—1 say, Toddy. you're my study.
mate, you kuow ! murmwred Bunier,

“That's ot my fault, s my mis
fortune,”™

“Wa'va heen pula!™ umiged Bunter,

“Have we? Fust U've heard of w7

" I—F've always shared my rations with
youw, old chap.”

“You've alwavs
you mean.'”

“ T nean I would have shared thew.
W—if T hadn't been so jolly hungry.  1f

"1

ratiled my  ralions,

L vou're alluding to the butter, Toddy,
it's mean, 1 never really meant to finizh

it As for the sardiics, there were only
twelve.  And 1 really shouldn’t have
thought you wanted to keop that tin o
pieapple from w ol sand Bunter

F reproachiully.

" Brer-rey -

There was a tvamp of Tech o 1he He-
prove passage, and Dilly Duptor gave o
yelp of alare. Mo slanvned the siudy
doar and turped tho key, and thes fived
ai unploring blink ‘on his study mate,
who grinned hebrtlessle,  Constdering
what chuma they had becn—according to
Bunter~Peter  Todd eertainly  zoenied
very wlifeeling,  Possibly ho nuissed the
cardines, thongh they wers only twejve,

-

“(20 shead! It won't take |

wl of the Bemove had heard ont. |
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and had not forgotten the butier, theugh
Buter had not meants to finish it

Thamp ]

The door shook uder Beb Cheriy's
b hoavy fist,

“Hallo, hallo, ballo!” boomed Bob's
powerful voice outside. * Ft's locked 1™

“Toddy®s there!” came Bqmilf’s voive.
COpen tha Jdoor, Toddy !

“Is Bunter there!”  called Hany
W harton, " "y

*Buuter's here, and s am 1.7
answered Peter Todd, " 1'L Have tlhe
door open in a jify!” i :
5 cnf]d'y!” gasped Bunter, “ Stand by
a pal, ol chap! It's a pggg, you
kuow!” _

“Yoe, I know,™ assented Potov. “0.i
aside 1"

“lt—iv's
Butiter,

“Exactly., Are you going ito rol cut
of the way, or Jdo you want we ta re!t
Fou?” demanded Peter Todd.

But Wilhan: George Banter wis
despe He stood with his back

rate,
the locked doow defer-mi‘\iyety.
* “Stand by a pal, Toddy!™ he pleaded.
“FPm gomg to. Lve gok to let them
ne before I can stand by thew, thoagh.”
“*Fuchly-—dear old chap—-"
“Whi-a-atr™
“Pear old chap!™ ropeated Butiber,
“My hat!™

1

]

x Formm rvagging ! howled

“I-1 always liked rFou, 'F‘IHI}!"
gasped Bunter, I did, R
L ever moeant 1t when—when booked

downt on you for being a poor seolivitor’s
SOHL.

“Oh, you didn't?” asked Peter.

“N-n-not at all, old bee. Not a bit.
I} think vou're gmte as good as me,
Toddy. I do, really }” :

“ 1 agree; poerhaps even a hiile betier,
rernarked Peter.,  Ave you going to roil
out of the way, barrel?’

“Keep off, you beast ¥ roared Bunter.
“Xou—yon come hera and—and I'll joily
well punch vour nose, Toddy !

“lio it!” said Peter choernly,
coming ! )

Al he came.

Billy Bumter hit oul—a remarkable
proceeding on Bunter's part ; hut he &),
His fat fist was knocked into the air, wid
Petey Todd took him by the collar and
rolled hun away, DBunter sat down on
the tng with a gasp. '

Then Peter Todd unriocked the doay a.d
threw it apen, and o crowd of the Remeva
awaimesd in,

“*¥m

|

]

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Reformation Reguived ! .

ARRY WITARTON, the ‘captain

af the Reonlove, led the wav, with

Nugent, Dob Cherry. Johnny

Bull, and Hurrce Famset Ram

Siigh. The Famous Five were followod
by Vernon-8mith and Tom Redwing,
L Oilvy and Russcll, Tom Brown and
[ Wiblry and Dick Rake, and several more

L of the Remove. It was (i'uitﬂ & ropro-
sentative gathering of tho Lower Fourth
Form at Grevfriars.

Billy Burter set hiz glasses straight-on
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his fat little nose, and blinked at them in
terror,

“Oh, here he is!” exclaimed Squiff.

“ Hallp, hallo, hallo! et wp, Bun-
ter I ronred Bob Cherry.

“Yaroooh ™

“Fathead! You're not hurt yet,”
said Bob., ' Keep your yells till you're
hurt, duffer! You're gbing to be, you
know, and you will need all your breath

then ! B

“Ha, ha, hat”

“The hurtfulness ia going to be terri-
fie,  my. csteemed Bunter,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, “ We are terrifie-
ally infuriated.”

. “Tho vials of onr weath are full and
overflowing, PBunfer!” said Sampson
Quiney Ifley Fiold solemaly.

“The hour Las struck ! said Wibley,
ﬁ'!W was always a little dramatic. * Vil-
lain, retribution has arrived !

“"Yow-ow-ow !"” camo dismally from
Bunter,

“Up you get!” said Johnny Bull
Y Kack i .Ii!? he gets up, Bob! You've
got tho biggest feef.”

“Why, yon silly ass, wbat about your
own thamping hoofs " demanded Bob
Cherry warmly,

Billy Dunter jumped up in a hurry,
{le did not want to be holped by Bob
Cherry's somewhat heavy ffreg.

“I—1I sar, vou fellows——" he saaid
{ocbly, "

“Tremblo, villain I” said Wibley.

“I---I say, if you've come to tea

“Ten!” exclaimed Wharton.

“YI—I'm jolly glad to see you I"* gasped
Bunter,

“"You look giad!” commented Tom
Browi.

“'The gladiulness {e torrifio ™

“I—1I nm, you know—honest Tnjun!
Alwaya glad to aro my—my dear old pals
in my stuily I stuttercd Bunter.

“"Never mind your dear old pals—if
any,” said Wharton. “It's us this
time "

“I—I mean you, you know., I say,
Harry, old chap, —I used to be in your
study,” said Dunter. "“D-d-don’t be a
beast, you kanow 1 . .

“Dont remind mo of that awiunl
time!” : 5 iy

“Oh, really, you know——"

“ Bunter | ™ ra}_:r?ﬂd “out the captain of
the Ilemove stornly.

“ Ye-es, old fellow,"

“Don’t ‘old fellow® me ™

“T—1 mean old chap ' grsped Bunter.

“8Bilence ! Willism (George Bunter, a
committee of tho Form bas met to deecide
what ia to be done with you,” said Whar-
ton stornly. “'The Remove aro fed up-
You, Wilinm ﬂvm'giﬂ Buntor, are a dis- 4
graco la Greyiciaes I '

“A disgrace -to Greyfriars!"" ochoed
tho whole committen with one voice. -

“You bavo committed sing too hume-

rous to mention-—="
- "Oh, really, you know-——'"
“The indictment is a fong one,” said

L] ]

Lo

Wharton sternly. * You listen at key-
holes.” :

“Listen at keyholes!” repeated the
commiites,

“You raud other fellows’ grub,” con-
tinued Wharton.

" Other “follows’ grub " gaid the com-
mistea aternly.

"You tell whoppers!”™
 “Whoppers !" roared the committes,
in such tecrifying tones that William
Gioorgo Buntar gave n yelp of alarm.

. “¥You exceed the grnb ruleal” gaid
Wharton. i

- Grub rylea!™ agreed the committeo.

“You're g food-hog !

“*Tood-hog 1™

“You swank abouit getting big remit-
tances, and try to borrow money on
them,” said Wharton. “ ¥ou spin yarns
about expecting postal-orders.”

MAGNET LIBRARY.
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Bob is brutal! (See Chapter 5.) .

* Postal-ordoers !
mmittee. '

"“"You'ro a fat worm "

1% Wnrm!"' )

“You shirk cricket, you dodge prac-
tice, and at the aame time you brag
about being a cricketer, a,ndy put on
mde. "

“Bide!" shouted the committes, appa-
rently acting as a sort of chorus. " You
put on side !™

“The Remove have come to the con-
clusion that they are fed ap.”

“Fed wp!” said the
hoartily,

¥ And that the time has come for you
to be slavghtered !™

“Blaoghtered |” roared the committee,

" B0 prepare 0 mect your doom !

“Doom !"" came in a roar. '

Billy DBunter’s fat knees knocked
together. v ol
- PI—1I say, you fellows—" he mur-
mured, :

“Hanging," continned Wharton, ““is
too
decided not to hang you.”

“Oh, really, you know—— ;

" But the hour of reckoning has come,”
said the captain of the Remove, with
unbending severity, It is decided
unanimously that you must be slaugh-
tored. I am sorry, Bunter, but duty is
duty. Duty must be done 1"

“ Duty must be done!™ said the com-
mitteo selemnly.

“I—1 say, you fellows, I know you're
only jﬂk:ngi. you know!"™ murmured
Bunter feebly.

" (entlemen,” eaid Wharton, * here is
the cuiliarlt. Iz ho guilty or not guilty "

“ Guilty "

*“Then it only remains to decide in
what manner he shall be slaughtered.
Have you any preference, Bunter "

“Yow-aw I ]

" Gentlemen may make suggestions,™
said the captain of the Remove. It
gocs by the majority.”

committeo

H-

- “What &bout the boilfulness in oil 2" ! _
4 Quelchy! T'll call Loder! Yaroooch! I

suggested Hurree Jamsek Ram Singh,
“Too easy!” said Bob Cberry fero-
ciously, “Desides, there's a shortage of
0il. He ought to be on German war-
bread "

snorted the com- |

.Fntnr.. Todd.
~1 kn

for you. Tho committee havo:

| ton sternly.

1 doom *** roared Bob

dodged round the table, pantic
“%&mnh ' 5

“Hanged, drawn,
suggésted Bquiff.

“ Yaroooh [

“ He ought to be put to the torture !”
declared Vernon-8mith. “We'll read
out to him. a dozen elogquent specehes
from the last House of Commons' debate.
We can take on the job in turns, so that
wo don't perish, too,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows T

“Tar and fcathers ! said Nugent.

“Bump him!"

* Frog s-march 1" Y. d

“Or the lot together!™ said Ogilvy.
'“Make a thorough job of it !”

*Hear, hear!”

“Good!” exclaimed Wharton. A
bumping, a frog’s-march, tar und
feathers, and a sooting from the chim-
ney. Is that agreed?” :

Hear, hear!”

and quartered!”

'*Ara you ready, Bunter®"” demanded

! I—1I &ay, you fellows, I—I
ow you're only joking!" wailed
Bunter.  * Keep off, vou beasts!"

“Do you confese?” demanded Whar-
“ Have you any defence to.

“Yarooh!

offer §"

“I—1 say, I—I"'m sorry I've raided the
chaps’ rations!'™ moaned Bunter. %I
zet awfully hungry, you know. Look
how thin I'm gotting !

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

The stern gravity of the committee was
quite overcome by Bunter's pathetic
plea. Certainly there were no outward
signs of his getting thin,

‘I—I won't do it any more!"
mumbled Bunter., “I—I won’t listen to
anything any more. [t was alwaya quite
by chance, you know, I—I-I—I say,
¥ou know, don't bo cads, you know 1"

“Arg you prepared to° meet your -

Cherry.
*“8lay him 1" :
" The whole commitice made an advanco
on Bunter. The Owl of the Remiove
ep . ol TH tell
ﬁa.?. you fellows—= Yarooch !”
'Beize him ™
“Oh, crumbs! Help! Bescue! Firel-
THE MAGNET LisRARY.—No, 541
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Hmdm roaved Bunter, as ho was
seized. ‘'I may, 'Loddy, }nu beast, stand
by a pal! {an o my neck!
Fogme oey enrs, ‘Pptch ! Yaroeeh "
“if= ha, hal™ '
Billy Bunter wriggled in the g
the avenging Iuni He was m vely
antiespadon of & bumping and a frog’ s
warel, and other horrors to follow. He
descrved: them, and more, But be did not
w&nt
* Meaw, &l bogether I'" said Bab.
Lhat! What % wwgh;l: P

“ My

Bw the effust of six or seven fellows the

[at pamier was swoang into the air. He
yellen dismal¥s,
“Fheld on!” said llarry Wharton.

“Huppose wa give Bunter a lasé ehanec?
It Be proumses to reform——-—" :
“Ie never hecps promises!” said
Nuogent, alking his head. “ Better
slanphier him. It will save time”
*Narooal! Gimme 2 chance ! howled

Bunter, eatching at that prospect of
eseape. “F say, vou we, give a cha

& chance.  1—I—=Pk reformt I mﬂn,
venllvy ! I—FII do

ing you fike!
Honest Injun® Y P

“VYou mean that™ demanded Whar-
ton.

“Yow-ow ! Yes! Put me down! You'll
drop mwe. Vou beasts—I—I imean old

chaps, O, dear!”

“Yau promise to reform?” demanded
Wharton.

“Yoem vea! Ow! Yea!”

“You won't tell any more ]wa'i‘"
“Fow-gw! Never! Not one !’
“You wen't listen at doeys?”
“No! Never! OwP*

“*You won't raid a fellow’s grub?”

“Honour bright! Owow!™

“You'll do cricket practice ?™

“No-—I mean ves! Yes, rather!
love cricket ! Pumme downl™ -

“¥You won't slack, and Iaze, and over-
eat?"

“Nupno! Never!™

“Well, we'll give you a chance,” said
Whartos, * Mmd we mpe:zt you to keep
those promises, ﬂun
vou'll get the ﬂfﬂ.ughi.ﬁring Under-
atamd 77 s .

“Yow-0w ! Yos I

I—I

1t

“Gentlemen, the commnmdee may now

retire.  Bunter has promised reform, and
his sentonce is prmtpﬁne-:t during geod
conduct. Put Limé down !

Billy Bunter was put down—rather
hard. The committaes, grinning, crowded
out of the etudy. Bunter sat on the rug
and gasped for breath.

pute vet that he waa not hurt.

“Oh, dear!” be gasped.
What are yon grmmng at, Toddy, you
brute? I—I don't believe they
rog me gt all, now; it was only
joke, the beasts ! Dh dear ! Ow !*

“You've' pmmu-wl to reform now!”
grinned Peter Todd, _

“Yaht Goand eat coke !

“1'll call the commutiee back——"

“Ow ! Dot ! T—I'm going to reform 1"

g Bl‘.lﬂﬂ-‘l' “Hawen't I soid so? OF
—of couine I mean it, Toddy ! Oh, dear!”

Buntep svramhlud up, and mﬁhpmﬂ mto

" the armchair,
slanglitering was only & Remove joke;

and ho di{% not know how far he was

expected o keep bis promise of reform~—

Er what would happen to him if he didn't

cep 1t.

sidered,
I—’-J;ilha L@ET& mg?rﬂ-e 1;; L ﬁﬂl

aly to he uphill wor T the of
the gua

LY 8.
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of |

i vou den't

Be was not quute

“‘Beasts !

meant to
i r{rﬂe_n_

He rﬂ&hsed now that the

Heo was in quite a painful state.
of dgubt npon that point. All things con- |
it was fafcst for Bander to reform |
But that wae |

e

| anly word for it!

1 “that m

‘raids  on  study

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Begins!

HE ncxt Jdoy Willlom George Bum-
i I ter night have been rved
to he wearig a very t tfuk

exproesgion —if anybody had heen
pufficiently intevested in Bunter to netice
the fact.
Probably ncbody was.
Bunter, anyhew, was looki thuwhtw
ful. Pe I'hﬂ-pﬁ. tha scene in Bﬁud;{ No. 7
had made some mpression amx his: mind.

come if he did not change his wa
There had becn many signs of late
the Remave wore getiing fed up Iﬂth
those woaym In times of plenty Bunter’s
eupboards were eunly
exasperating, but m the lean years food-
hogging was warse than fing.
And that was pot Bunter's only sin;
had others too numerous to count.

Certainly, Willlam GGeorge regarded
himscl with complete satisfaction. In his
awn eyes Bunter seemod to be the just
man made perfect, sa to speak. He put
eriticisms  down  fo m,
chiefly to his good looks

But perhaps the [etfe scene i No. 7
had made him think. TFor Bumter was
thinking uwow—aseriously. He realised
that he was not popular, and was not
receiving the admiration that was hiz due,
Poasibly he realised at last that he did not
come up to the absolute pitch of perfec-

Harry Wharton & Co. had hoped that
thai warning would do Bunter good; but
it must be confeserd the warning

n given chiefly because it was raining
that afternoon, and the juniors had to do
something to kﬁl titne, Btlly Bunter had.
come I ul, in the way of entertain-
ment. BStill, the fat Owl of the Remove
:;aa in a state of deep reflection the next

ay.

After morning lessons Bunter rolled
out of the Form-room stil thomghtful.
He might have been obeerved paemng the
quaﬂran?llﬁ with his fat brow wrinkled
i thought.

When. the junicre came in to d.m:mr

Harry “hﬂ.ltﬂﬂ & Co. happenad ta notice
Bunter.

There was a now expression on his fave.
They could not quite make it out at ficst.
Bunter wae locking smug—that was the
Imugness was written
gll over his fut features.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! said Bob Chervy,
“Have yon reformed yet, Bunter 7™

Bunter blinked at brrro.

“T trust eo,”” lie anawared.
“Wha-a-at 7™
“1 trust so,"” sajd Dunter calmly.

The Famous F:m aimply bhn ed at|

him. That reply wes a0 utierly unex-
pected that it took their breath away.

" You—you—yon tr ust' s0?” gasped
Nugent, gt last, '

“¥Yea, Nugent! I fear”
conduet hitherio has been some-
what lacking in ideals:™ -

i i "+vha'tlill?

“I am going to endeavour fo correet
it,” said rih!-r hnmbly but firtaly. “I
Impe- Yol fellows will do the same. Wa
can all

Eﬁﬂrti-’l i
He pasged into flm dmmghmnm legving
the Co. fariugy.

“Wha-a-ut does he mean P*" asked Bob
Cherry dazarby. ‘““Is he r-ml;rmg fun of
thﬁilpad g scripons P

“Is he potty " ntud Frank Nugent in
wonder,

“Blegsed if T ever hoard the ailly idiot

talk like that before ! sgid Jn!mn;ﬁf Bull. §

“ Ntust be loase in the onion.”
“The ll:nﬂaeﬁ.lhmsﬂ must be terrific I’

-Perhaps he weas in dread of the wrath to |

tion !  Heform, too, was needed, unless |
the postponed slaughtering was to take |
place. Billy Bunter was thinking of
reform !

said Bunter, |

¢ ith |
make queselves, befter  with | G teleased Buntar very suddenty, anil

' was entitled to.

| Bab Cherry’s heavy

f
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Harry Wharton & Co. foilowed Hilly
Bunter in. The juniors took their places
at the Remove tabte the head of which
was taken by Mr. Quelnh their Form-
mastoer,

To the ustonishment of his Form-
fellowe, Buoter did not atiempt to anncx
a third helping.

Peter Todd nudged him. :

“¥Yon haven't quite cleared the tuh'c
Bunty,” he murmured.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Pray do not suggest, Poter, that 1
should take more my share!” he
sadd loftily.

“ Wha-g-at?”

“I am endeavouring to cxercige the
virtue of self-restraint,” said Bunter.

Tadd could oaly blink.

Such a fow of ﬂaguage had never been

heard from Willlam Geor Bunter
before; and certainly he had never
seemed to have any aequaintance with

the virtue of sclf-restraint at meal-times.
What was the matter with Bunter?
“Cherry!” said Bunter,~loud enough
for Mr. Queleh to hear,
“ Hallo, hallo, halto !

“Are yon not taking raiher more pie
than you are entitled to?”

“What?” pasped Bob.

“You munt remember, Che fhnt it
is  war-time,”" saud quﬂr ch 3.

“They do not have pie in the trenc
Everyone now is expected to exercise
self-restraint.”
“M-m-my hat !’ stuttered Baob.
“1 ]m e you do not mind my mention-
ing it, Cherry,” said Bunter calmly.

Dlh crumbs !’

To be lectured on such a topie by the
greedicet food-hog in the school was

ittle too much for Beb Cherry. He

:I'EEHt-EH} promised himself an interview

with Bunter after dinner.

Bunter did not take more pie ihan he
Wb That was a mirgele m
i

When the Remove left the dining-room
I:'I;Imd fell on Billy
Bunter's er.

“You fat wcrrm-—*” iun- began indig--
nantly.

“ Please don't cali me names, Cherr J;'
I forgive you—

“ What 1’"

1 ive you,” euid Bunter cheer..
fully. 1t is our duty to fergive thase
who offend us. But it is8 wrong, Cherry
—very wrong!”

ntmt taggered.

Unless HJ{H'EILI goOie

mad, he wasr npparﬁﬂ miffering from a

severa attack of sel-rightecusness. It

“ Control’ your temper,” went -on Bun-

waa really too amazmg.

ter. ' We should all eontrel our témpere,
Cherry! H is our duty!” :
“1 se I'm dreanmg " smd Boli.
“Look -here!” roared n&m B::E

rasping Bunter by the sheo
ghﬁ.]{mg him. *¢ Wﬁr o game ¥ W'hat-
are you mimicking Ia&g;le
the !-:u:'i’ Are wou amup-
ag 8 rlguweliaanplg'?" _
O =0W=-0W - :
That sounded like old Bunter again, as
J’nét‘ltﬁn If}B"ull shook hon 'rlgmnual;r '
Mr. Quelech camne out of the d:mmg-
room. Jehany had unfortimstely for-
gotten that he was still there. Johmny

stood in confusmon,

~ “Byll, why are sh-uh* Blrntar 8O
'mnghlg"” dema Mr, Que!ch mﬂl &
frown.
4 I--FI-I-——- atammrﬂd

Jnhﬂny,' :
with & crioson face, :
“7 shgll cane you, Bull‘“ R
1 E}h I_“
Lﬂunter chimed in. :
se do nob eaite Jam, &, Ihﬂg
E’ﬂ“.l-
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“What?"” exclaimed Mr. Quelcl,

*Bull was bullying me, sir, because he
i# bizgger than I am; but I forgive him,”
said Bunter, * I think Bull will be sorry
for bullying me, sir, when he reflects
upon what ho has done. 1 hope yvou will
not cane him, sit, Bull is not bad at
heart.” :

Mr, Quelch looked at Bunter as if he
were mesmerised, aa the. Owl made that
remarkable speech, worthy of Good Little
(reorgio at his very best.

“Heallyt!”  ejaculated the
master. *“I—~I—— You may go, Bull

He whisked awny, evidently nstonished.

“1 am so glad, Bull, that I have zaved
you from punishment,” said Bunter to
the astounded Johnny. ' You“treated me
very roughly, but I forgive you, Pray try
to control your temper, my dear friend.”

And Bunter rolled out into the guad-
rangle, leaving Johnny Bull rooted to
the foor. 'Iﬂ:a chuma of the Remove
s‘i:red after him. They could do nothing
elsc. .

Form-

.I.I'.l'
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Too Good for No. 7!

ETER TODD looked fixedly at Bun-
ter when the-latter canm into
No, T to tea that day,

Bunter's quedr lme of action
had attracted a good dezl of attention in
the Remove,

He seemed to have changed. '

Bquiff suggested that it was fatty de-
generation of the bLrain. Many of the
fellows thought he was a little potty.
There memzﬁ no other way of account-
g for it. '

Bunter's faults had always been toos

numerous to enumerate: and now he
scemed to  hsve added to them o
peculiarly offensive smugness and self-
rightecusness. ' .
elf-righteousniess, indeed, was wnitten
all over Eis-fa.t, emug faco
Ha looked like o ?Erlluw who was good,
and knew how good he was, and wanted

everybody to observe how exceedingly |

he was. _
oodness, was not exactly popnlar in
the Greyfriars Remove., Fellows were ex-
pected to be decent and to play the game:
that was good cnough for Greyfriars.
Smug goodihwess was really unknown
there. (iood Little Georgie, though he
was loved by his teachers, would not have
found life worth living in the Remove.
And now, it seemed, Willlam George
Bunter had started being good in the
most offensively priggish way he could
think of. If this was reform, Bunter
unreformed weas less intolerahle
_ Billy Bunter smiled at Peter as he come |
into the study—a friendly smile, and a
smug. Peter seemed to gulp something
dow L ' ;

- “Not much for tea to-day, I suppose?”
askpd Bunter,

*Is there ever much?” answered Todd,
“§till, there's enough, if yon give other
fellows a chauce to get in their whack.’ 4

“I hope you de not think me greedy,
Poter ™ ¥

“My hat! Have you cver been any-
thmf elset” demanded Peter. ;

*1 am sorry to say, Poter, that T fear
that I have sometimes been greedy.”

“Wha-at"”

“It is a serious fault,”” said Bunter.
"I am endesvouring-to correct it. TE is
my hope, Peter, to st an cxample to
thiz study." :

“0Oh, my sunt!”

S If I ean be a model to the Remove,”
satd Bunter modestly, “I shall be satis-
fied. * I should be very happy to bring
about a higher tone in the Form."”

“I'm dreaming, of course{” murmured
Peter daredly.

RO0
G
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" tively he helped himself to more than helf
the supply-of sardines, though thero were
three to tea, But.at once he put back
s portion of his helping, and very care-
fully allowed himself one-third,  Peter
watched that proceeding in amazement.

in’ the {ood-bog of Greyfrines,

“1 supposa you hought these anrdines,
Peter? satd Bunter, blinking at hi=
study-mate’s astonished face,

“¥Yes, assl”

“Do you mind tf T have some?”

““Eh? They're for tea, of conrse.”

“But I cannot pay my whack to-day,"
said Bunter. *‘Owing te being short of
money, you know—I've heen disappointed
about a postal-order.”

“What?"

“I—1 mean, I haven't been disap-
pointed about a postal-order, Peoter. 1
am not expecting a postal-uvrder.”

“Not!™ yolled Peter,

‘iNﬂ'I?

“Well, my hat!” said Peter dizzily,
| “Some ass said the age of miracles was
past! Yet here's Dunter telling the
fruth!™

“1 hope I shall always be trathiul,
Peter,” said Bunter. "1t is wicked to
tell hiea.”

“Have you just found that out?" in-
quired Peter sarcastically.

*T have found 1t out, Peter. I used to
be ajbad boy,"” said Buatev,

“D.d-did you?”

“Yesz. I am shocked to think of my
badness, Buat that is all over. Onee ¥
wos as bad as you are, Peter——"

“What!” shouted Peter,

“But now I am enlightened,” ex-
plained Bunter. “ I can see the sinfultess
of my former ways, It will make me very
happy if I can set an example of high-
minded conduct to my thoughtlegs school-
fellows,"”

“(Yh, great pip

“ Au these zardines ave yours, Peter,
have no right to take them, I am poor,™
said Bunter, with meek pride, * but
honest, Unless you give me your per-
misston, I shall not touch them."

“Oh, wire in, and don't talk like a
goat!|” gasped Todd,

"Thank you, my dear friend.”

“Don't call mo vour dear friond!™
shrieked Peter. * You fat 1diot, do you
think you are living in a bookt"

“Pray do not be angry, Peter. That
is a fuult you should endeavour to cor-
rect. Follow my example, my dear
friend.”

“Is this a game?" asked Peter, breath-
lizlg‘?iliud. ““Are you trying to pull my

'zt

**Is not that rather an inelegant, not to
soy coarse, expression, Peter?” asked
Bunter. *“ Should voun not be more care-
ful in your selection of phrasest 1 only
make the suggestion.”
~ "You ailly, fat chump!” roared Peter,
1 exasperation,

“Go on!"" said Bunter calmly. * (all
me any tames you like. I shall still treat
vou with kindness and friendship, Peter.

t is miy duty to return good for evil,”

Pater Todd seemed to be choking,

Bunter ate hias sardines and war-bread
sedately, and Peter atiended to his own
meal. Bunter was too much for him. Tom
Dutton, the deaf junior, was regarding
Bunter very curiously, He did not hear
what the two junjors were saying; but
he hud obzerved that Bunter did not at
tempt to annex the lion’s share of the
meal, aud that naturally surprised him.

** Are you ill, Bunter?” he asked, when
William George rose from the table at
last, leaving some jam atill in the dish.

“No; I am very well, thank you, Dut-
ton,” answered Bunter,

(1] Eh?!‘l

TRl
L]

Bunter sat down at the table. Tnstine-
-

“I am well!™ shouted Bunter.

Certainly, this much was an iroprovement

Three-halfpence. 5

114 “']lut?
Dutton.

“I did not call you a liar, my dear
fellow,"” roared Bunter. ‘‘My object is
ta set an example to this study of modera-
tion in languuge.”

“Language!” exclaimed Tom, “ Who's
using language?! Bad language, do you
mean?"’

“Oh, my hat! Nething of the kind{"”

Tom Dutton juraped up., :

“Out of my mind, am 1" he roared.
* You cheeky, fat ass, why, every chap
it the Remove is saying that you are
potty, Out of my mind! I like that! Do
¥ou want me to punch your silly nose?"”

Who's a liari” exclaimed

“You may punch my nose if you
choose, Dutton,” said Bunter. * I shall
not return the blow. . - That would be

wicked. I shall try to forgive you, Dut-
ton, if you are brutal.”

“Bhut up, you soapy little beast!”
shrieked Peter Fodd. %

“1 am sorry, Todd, but I caunot act
against my conacience,” said Bunter. 1
hope in time to see you and Duiton
equally conscientious, T have hitherto
been somewhat wanting in conscientious
seruples. To my shame, I confess it,”

“ Oh, holy smoke "' gasped Pater,

“What's  the fat  rotter burbling
about?” asked Tom Dutton., “I've a
jolly good mind to mop up the study
with him! (Out of my mind, godeed !”

“*8trike!” said Bunter.

“What?"

“Etrike! I shall not resiat.'”

Tom Dutton stared at Bunter, as that
youth's fat face was thrust towards him,
aa if wviting a blow.

“Take your xilly phiz away, or I shall
hit it!” snapped Dutton.

“I shall forgive you # you do, my -
friend.” :

Pater Todd rose to his feet, and took
Billy Bunter by hia fat little nose.

The Owl of the Remove gave s muffled
howl.

“Grerrghl™

*“This way,” said Peter, leading the
fat junior to the door by his nase. “I
don't know what gnu’ra playing this
funny game for, Bunter, and I don't
want to. But I know you're not going
to play it in this study. Outside!”

"Yurrrghi”

Peter led him into the passage, bumped .
him against the opposite wall, and retired
into the study, considerably red and
wrathy.

Foe some moments he covld hear the
Owl of the Remove spluttering and gasp-
ing. Then Bunter’s fal face was put into
the study,

“Peter ! ..,

“ Hallo, toad|”

- “1 forgive you!"”
“What?"” yelled Petor. A sof¢ answer

1 i= said to turn away wrath, but it did

not have that offect in Peter Todds
case.  Chmte the reverse, in fact. He
lared at the forgiving Bunter like a

ilisl.
you,”” repeated DBunter
“I hope you will regret this
aciion when you are calmer,

“I forgive
oa

ly.
bru I:u.f

Peter.”

Pater Todd did nob show any sign
of returnms calmness just then. He
made a jump for his bat, and another
jump for Buunter., The Owl of the Re-
move dodezed out of the deorway, and
flcd along the e, without waiting
to get anything more to forgive Peter
Todd for. '

“Come and forgive me again, vou
toad!” rosred Peter. “Come on! I'm
waiting 4o be forgiven, you hocrid little
fat prig!” '

But Bunter did not return. The bat
Peter wae brandishing was ¢oo much
even for hLis newly-awakened consclence,
and he left Petor unforgiven.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Good Boy's Dlary !
ALLO, hallo, hallo! Swatting 7

aslred Bob Cherry, _
It was the following day,

&b I I
and the Famous Five, after

lessons, came on William George ter
m the guadrangle,

] tEr_l.ﬂ

1 “Bo you're keeping a diary{” said Bob,
‘ {}wi. i

starinjg at the Oy

“Yeos, dear Bob.
record of my tho
able to oorrect W

By keeping a daily
hts and actions I am
& faulte in my charac-
explained Bunter,

* Oh, crumbs ™

mured Hurree Jamset

He was seated on a bench under one | oo staring at Bunter like a fcllow hypno-

of the old eime, with a book on his fat
pendcil,

It Bunier was swotling, it was surpriz-
ing enongh, The Owl never did any
work unless he had to, DBut after the
fqueerness ha had shown of late the Co.

would hardly have becn surprised even to !

see him working.

Billy Bunter looked up with a gmile—a
very carefully cultivated asmile, _which
displayed self-satisfied emugness in the
eompletest possible manner,

“ No, e o he answerad: ST am ] :
0;. skear Hab, “ ’ . ception to my eonduot, which, I confess,

' to my shama, hias

not awolting. ™
““Dear Bob!*
“Patty I gatd Johnny Bull
“ Not at all, dear Bail. All my school-
fellowe are dear to me,” explained Bun-

bepien ted Cherry,

ter. "1t 38 my dJuty to love my zchaol-
ﬂ"l-ﬂ-i'ﬁq-.”

*Whaii”

“1litherto,” said Bunter, 1 have
heen backward in recognising my duty.
‘That,” I ®ust, is past. My eyes are
opened. I have been a sinful youth,

my friends.™

“ A~a—~a sinful youth!” gasped Whar-
ton.

“X fear s0, T can say that I am {ruly
repentant,” said Bunter, “1 hope io
show my repentance by acting alwayas in a
lugh-minded manner. As von are here,
Wharton, I will take thiz oppostunity
ol ashing your forgiveness.”

“Mum-mmum-my  forgiveness?™
tered the captuin of the Lemove.

** Yes, dear Harry.”

“ Dear Haryy I'* velled Wharion,

“ You do not mind my calling you so#"
zeked Bunter meekly, “ ¥ look npen you
#s & ear friend, Harry.”

" ¥ou'd better stop it, then, unless ven
want the end of this bat on vour necl!™”
growled Wharten.

Bunter shaok his head. He was meel;,
but firm.

“Iowever brulally vou treat me, dear
Harry, ¥ shall alwaye look wpon you as a
Friend, and love you,™ he anewered. *If
you strike me with vour bat, ¥ ehall
forgive you, and hope that yon will regret
it. Last week, dear Harry, I teck a tin
of pilchards from yonr study enpboard,”

“ I thought you had thém, vou togd!”

“1 bag yoan io forgive me,” said Bun-
tar.

“Ohb, my hatt™
. "*When I have somo money I shall re-
imhurse you for the cort of that tin of
piichards,” said Bunter, “ At present I
el al-order 1

" Lxpecting a postal-order I suppose?”
remarked Frankp;i‘ugﬂtﬁ.. *

“ No, dear Frank, ¥ am not expecting
a postal-order. T say, to my shame, thas
1 have hitherto niisrepresented the means
of my family,” said ﬁunter sadly. “My
father has lost money, and wo are poer,
Mow that my eyea have boen openad, [
aw not achamed of it. I glory in it.”

“Oh, my hat1”

“Da you forgive me, Wharton7"

“ Are you ﬁ)ﬂﬂ'—j"?” was Wharton's reply.

Bunter sighed,

“1 hopa you will forgive me, dear
Harry. I shall endesvour to merit your
goocd opimnion in the future by good eon-
duct and hugh-mindedness. Perha yout
dear fellows would like to ree my diary "
said Bunter, with a gentle smile. “Vou
ray care io keep diartes yourselves in
the eame manner. Read it, dear Harrs.”

TER MacxeT Lignany.- No. 541,

aint-

| iary,

St : [ tised.
knee in which he was scribbling with 2 | §

Harry Wharton mechanically toclk the
“Read it, all of you,” said Bunter en-
couragingly. ‘It may do you good, and
raise your thoughts fo baetter things.”
The Famous Five blinked at the diary.
It was really worth reading. It showed

r

, Buntor in his new role as gn insufferable

prig at its very best,

| dear etudy-mate, T

“ Wednesday.—This day I was brutally

till-treated by some of my Form feliows,

whoin 1 forgave freely. They took ex-

; not always been high-

minded. 1 promised to roform, and shall

endeavour to keep that promise, and

Ei:rl.ﬁggle against. the weakness of the
esh.

" Thursday.—This davy my dear school-
fellow, Baull, ill-treated me, and 1 had
the great eatisfaction of interceding for
him with Mr. Quelch. Oh, how deﬁ
ful it is to return good for evil!

“Thursday Evening.—At tea-time my
d, was eruel and
unfeeling, and I forgave him at once. |

{ am rorry fo note that my forgivenese only

made him very

ngry; but I shall hape
and pray that ‘ﬁa may Yreach a better
frame of mind,

“Friday.—This morning I did

| preparation, I was tempted to tell him

an untrith, I am happy t0 be able to

enter in my little diary that 1 resisted
the temptation.”

The Famous Five read it, and blinked
at 1t, and blinked at Bunter. If the fat
Jjnnmior was pulling their leg, he
quite_in earnest abont it. He met their
astonished stare with a meek smile.

“What have you scribbled down this
silly piffle for, 7" asked Bob
Cherry, breatbing hard.

“1 am sorry you ehould regard it as
piffle, dear Bob, I shall pray for you.”

““What?" shrieked Rob,

1t is my duty. - But ob, my dear
friends,” said Bunter eloguently—*my
dear, dear schoolfellows, why do you not
follow my example? Perhaps you could
uot, all at once, reach my high level ; but
you could tr_ﬁ. Tell me, my dear friends,

that you will trv, and you will make me
| a0 happy ! '

“Your high level?”? sgtuttered Bob.
- “ The high level of a sneaking toad!”
“Call me names if you like,”
Bunter. *“1 shall bear them meai:l_w_r.
15 iy duty to be humble and meek.”

“¥You fat idiot !

Banter did not reply to that, but he
made a fresh entry in his diary. The
Famous Five read it as he wrote, and it
ran as follove:

“Friday Afternoon.—This afterroon
Bab Cherry abused me coarsely and vin-
dictively, but I did not allow my temper
to rise. I remembered that it was my
duty to he meek. Men.—1I must try to

shaw Bob Cherry sotue grest kinduoess,”

Biff |

Bob Clervy took a running kivk at the
diary, and it flew out of Buntere fat
ha sml whizzed through the air. Bab
waa fe

. “¥Yarooh!” yelled Buiter, with a
jump. But he recollected himself in »
moment. * Dear Bob, why are yeu so

gard
It

!_‘.'rut-al'f 1 forgive vou.”

“The_ erumbfulness s terrific,” mur-}
Ram Bingh, whoi

ghi‘ri

I _“Hallo, there’s Wingate!” murmured
fairly

Nugeut.

Bunter's precious diary dr 1
at the feet of the captain of Greyfriars,
| who was crossing the quad. Wingate
locked round sharply. . :
. “Hallo, what's l;}vlat gamo!” ha de-
manded.

“Ahpm 1

“1¢ is nothing,
T“Bﬂh ﬂhﬁl‘fj’nﬁtnhﬂy kieked my book
ot of my hands, and gave me a very
painful shoek: but 1 h
punizh him. ﬁnb is not bad at heart,”

“Don't talk {o me like a born idiot,
{ Bunter I sgnapped Wingate. *Cherry,

you are too hefiv with your boots, What
the thunder do you mean by kicking o
book ont of & kid’s hands?  Pick it up
and give it to Bunter.”

Bab, with a crimeon face, obeyed,
Bunter receivod the hook from him with
a snurk, indicating that ho forgave Bob
from the bottom of his heart.

“Aund teke fiity lines, Cherry!” added
Wingate, frowning.

“ Yeeen,
Bob.

1 “Please do not punish Cherry, Win-
{ gate,” explaimed Bunter. * He has been
very brutal to me, but T forgive him

frecly.™

" ]Su you want me to give you a taste
of the ashplant, Bunter 1™ askied the cap-
tain of Greyfriars, staring at him.

Y N“ﬂulh ]

“Then don’t talk in that strain any
jmare, or you'll get it!” Apnd Wingate
W on, frawning,

“Dear Bob——" ; :

“You sueaking little beast!? mut-
tered Bob Cher

ry.
construe badly, sand when Mr. ¢ ueﬂ **Dear Ho LII; 1 do your lines for ;
i ssked me whether I had df,,fi my | You £ a.ukﬁdhhunﬁnr ineek

“My—my bneai"
_ “Yes, dear B;x}:; I fecl that ¥ am thg
L inocent cause r panishment, an
I shall be very mpjﬂg do your lines.
Bob Cherry oug
ful for that forgiving kindoess. But he
wasu't. {:[e gave Bunier, instead of
thanks, a lunge with his anicket-bat, and
the Owl of l;:hgﬂ R
Then Bob, with a ruflad brow, strode
the ¢ricket-ground, followed hy

“Beast 1* howled Bunter,
n he remembered that he was ro-
formed, and opened his diary agiin and

made another entry :

“Friday Afternoon.—Again Bob Cherry
treated me with savage iy, ¥ must
txy hard to forgive hnu.

E
Fro
5

The Reward of Goodness !
ILLY BURTER was the cyndsure
of all eyes in the junics Common-
} room that evening. :

Bunter's mew departure inter-
{ ested all the Ramave.

That the Owl of the Remove Lad re-
The gencral impression was that he was
apqdﬁgng, tho really ho secmed to be
hving up to bis mew i

form in the case of a fellow like Bunter,

1" was a new

riars Remaove,

But * Good Little
phenomenon in the Gre

it was his way

5 . They su .
for the ragging

of mettinge his own
in Neo, 7 Biudy.

ol
-k

a bundred times as unplessant as Bunter
unreformed ! '

| when
locking as self-satisficd and smug 28 ever,

Wingale,” eaid Bunter, -

you will not -

Wingate,” stanmered poor

emove uttered o yelp.

if genuine, was very likely to iake the
shape of an intolerable self-rightecousnces,

The 'uniﬂr,s concluded that Bunter was -

Cecil Reginald Temple, of the Fourth,
" ;

ta have boen grate- -

formed nobody believed for a moment. .

P s AL

Certainly, Bunter veformed was about

Neatly every fellow looked at him. .-
he rolled jnto the Cemmon-reom, -

et By 7T
et S
g
- .'\'

o



extracted an eveglasa from his waistcoad
pocket, and torned it on Bunter. C(Cecil

inald was in possession of the most
comfortable armchair, and Bunter cast
an eye o that chair. He liked lazy com-

fort.
“*Hallo, here’s the merry prodigy !
grinned Temple. *“This way, Bunter!

We want to look at vou.”

“Oh, rather ! said Dabney.

1 hear you're mettin’ up az a giddy
model,” contimnad Temple, ;

“I hope to.be a model to tny school-
follows, dear Reginald,” answerod Bun-
ter meekly,

“Hﬂr, IlII-. ha 1

“Dear Beginald!™ repeated Temple.
“You cheeky toad, don't call me Regi-
nald, or I'll biff you !"

“He will forgive you if you do!™
gﬂ}m{rd Rkinner, “Won't you, Bunty?™
i | g0, Skinner, said Bunter. * It
14 my duty to do so. The good and the
meek are always persecuted by brutal
fellows, I expect it,”

“Tho—the good and—and the meek '™
stuttered Tewmple. * Hay the silly idiot
gone guile poity !

“The ttyfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Singh, “The pullfulness
of the log is also great,”

“I hope I am eincere,” said Bunter.
e 4 %udemm;r to ilﬁe'f-.u." ;

e " said Temple.

“I enﬁﬁraur to correct my own faults,
and to poing out their faults to my school.
follows,” said Bunter. “I shall continue
to do so in_ spite of misunderstanding
a ecution. I am sorry to say,
Temple, that you are a sclfish fellow.
This 18 a very aerious fault.”

“What !” ejacolated Cocil Roginald.

“You kuvow 1 lke that chair,” said|

Bunter. “You do not offer it to me.
I will not take it away from vou—-"

“¥ou'd betier try [ execlaimed
Temple.

“1 shall not, Temple. T forgive you:
Irat 1 am shocked nn{iq pained. e ¥

“I'l! pain you a littla more,” said
Temple; and he rose from the chair, and
took Bunter by the ecollar and sat him
down on the floor with a bump., *“ Now,
Fﬂug E:ﬂ; spoofer. what have you got to
say !

“Grooogh ™

““Hna, ha, ha!™

“Ow-yow! Beast!” howled Bunter.

“ That sounds like the merrv old Bun-
ter!” ohuckled Bob Cherry, .

'“EIH, h-ﬂ- h&’!!i :

The Ow! of tho Remove strugeled to
hﬂ“ {eﬁfih < Templ .

orgive you, Temple!™ rraped,
1 shaR not complain to my Furm-ﬁmaﬁ{ér_
I ahall try to forgive you.”

“Take him away and put him in a
steait-Jacket ! anid Cecil Reginald, in
disgust, and he st down again,

Billy Bunter blisked round him, evi-
dently quits pleased with the limelight
he was gotting.

; "I;éq;t it &l;hnuf: time
ing iddy ox, Bunter?" asket Peter
Todd, wf’if an omingus look,

“* Dear Petor ——

e Hﬁ!;g off, iﬁiﬂﬂ”

“Almse will not prevent me from
daing what T know to g’e right,” answered
Bunter firmly. “Dear Peter, 1 should
be so glad if you would follow .my ex-
ample, and {ry te rectif y the very serious
faults in vour character.”

Poter Todd picked up a cushion, but
he laid i down again, and turned away |
with » snort, ]

““My - esteemed Punter,” murmured.
Hurrea Singh, “the  jokefulbeas is
13 great, but it is possible to overdo the
jokefulies,”

““That reminds me, Inky,” said Bunter |
cheerfully, “1 beg vour forgiveness. I

you chucked play- |

- o
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it sorry to say that 1 have alwayz looked
down on you tor being a nigeger, Inky.”

“What?” exclaimed the Nabob of
Bhanipur.
“I am going to try to regard you as

a schoolfellow, and check my disposition
to look down npon yon,” said Bunter
“Is it your fault that you are a nigger?
Certainly not. It is wmu% to despise yon
becanse you have a black face. 1 feel
that thiss so.”

Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh's olive face
was quite a study. Billy Bunter rolled
away, leaving tho astomished nabob to
digest his speech and his forgiveness, and
joined Vernon-8mith and Tom Redwing,
who were chatting in the window-recess.
They did not give him welcoming looks.
Tu fact, the Bounder snapped :

“*Buzz off I

But Billy Bunter did not buzz off.
He blinked at Tom Redwing through his
big spectacles.

‘Redwin " he began.

“Halle '™ said Tom.

“ Pleage forgive me !

* What "

“1 regret that I have shown =0 much
contempt towards you because you are
a commop Beamane som, and have no
right to shove yourself into a school like
this!” exclaimed Bunter choearfully,
“This is class prejudice, snd a fault. 1
regret it, Redwing, and 1 ask your for-
giveness."”

Tom Redwing could ouly stare. The
Bounder’'s brow grew as black as thun-
der. Billy Bunter certainly seemed to
have o knack of saying dmigﬂd’l:.r unplea-
sant things in his new role as a virtuous
youth,

“I am willing. to shake hands with

u,”” said Banter, *althbugh you are a
ow fellow and a pushing bounder. 1
raust pention that I think it would have
been r for you to remain im your

oper social gtation, but I am trying to
earn not to rewsrd you with contompt
and—— Yarcoh!”

The Bounder’s boot was introduced at
this moment, and it smote Bunter like
a battering-ram. The Owl of the Re.
move staggerad three or four paces, and
dropped on hi= hands and knees. Fe
gave n roer that rang to the other end
of the passage outside, and it was echoed
by a roar of laughter from the juniors
in the Common-room.

“Go it, Bmithy "

Smithy was going . He was kicking
Bunter for all he was worth, and the
Owl was scrambling and squirming wildl
to escape. Hia yells rang and ec
with & terrific dun.

“8Smihy 1"’ excliimed Tom Redwing.,

“Don’t! 1 don"t mind his gilly chesk,

old chap. Don't ™

But the Bounder did not heed. If Red-
wing did pot mind his cham wlid, and he
WA gﬁvm_g the virtuons Bunter a lesson,
And Bunter, virtuous as he was, did not
raceive any sympathy—amother instance

of the inevitable persccution of the meek

and righteous,

“Yoop! Help! Fire! Yarocooh!"
roared Banter, “I my, you fellows——
&Eﬂﬂp! Stoppit! Oh, my hat! V¥ah!

“Hﬂ; hﬂf haI"
“ Voemon-Bmith!”™ thundeved 2

at the door.
L

“Oave !
late.

Mr. Queleh was frovning in at the
doorway. Bunter's wild yells had dvawn
him: there,

oica

shouted Wharton. rather too

'~ The Bounder dvopped Lis too active

foot. He was &{? with exertion.
Billy Bunter ro on the floor and
roared. The Remwove-master, with an
augry brow, strode into the room.

yelled Bob Cherry,

Three-halipence. -

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on the Remove !

o UNTER!™
B “Yaroooh!”
*“ Rise to your feef, Dunter!”

“Yow-aw-ow !”

Horry Wharton helped the yelling Owl
to his feet, Billy Bunter set his glasees
atraight, and blinked furicusly st the
Bounder. For the moment ha was not
in a forgiving moed. Even Bunter's
virtue had ita imnits.

“ Now, Vernon-8mith,"” said the Form-
maaster, fixing a stern Iook upon the
eritnson Bounder, “ kindly oxplain to me
why vou were kicking Buuler in that
brutal way.”

“J—1 drd not mean to be brutal, sie,”
“The little

stammered Vernon-S8mith,
beast asked for it!”

~ “What? Do not use such expressions
in my presence !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

(1] I""'"" mm.!‘_.Tl

“Do you mean to tell me that Bunter
asked you to kick him?” exclaimed the
Remove-master. ** Prepostorous !

There was a subdned chuckle. My,
Quelch evidently misunderstood.

“I—I mean he provoked me, sir,
muttered the Bounder.

“That does not excuse you, Vernon-
Smith. You have acted in a roffianly
manner. What prm*m&tiau did Buntes
give you, pray?’ : w

The Bounder was silent.

“1 jusiat upon knowing!™ exelauned
311:;"&1131211. “Bunter, what did you
0!

“ N-n-nothing, «ir,” gnsped Bunter.
“I—1 wasn't even g to Vernou-
Smith. 1 was only speaking to Red-
wing.

“ls that the case, Vernon-Bmithi”

“ Yews, gir,”

“And you attacked Bunter in that
manner bacausa he was speaking to Bed-
wing?"” thundered Mr. Quelch.

The Bounder was eilent. But My,
Queich's expression changed as a reecollec-
tion came mto his mind. I had not
escaped the Formy-mester's atiention that
some snobbizsh fellows had affected to
look down on the saflorman’s son  of
Hawleclif when he came to Gregfriurs
on a scholarship. He fixed his eyves onu
the Owl of the Remove.

“Bunter!” he rapped out.

“Yes, sirt" said Bunter meekly.

The Owl had recovered himself now,
atil he was as meek as ever, thongh hLis
little - round eyes were ghnting behind
his l?]zm. :

“* What were you saying to Redwing®"

"1 was asking him to forgive me, iir,
because I had treated him with thought-
lessness gnd want of consideration.”
“What 1" ejaculated the Form-master,
quite taken aback. :
" Redwing*will bear out what I sav,
mr,”” said Bunter. “1 simply told him
1 was sorry 1 had loocked down on bim,
and offered to shake hands with him, 1
don’t know why Vernon-Smith attacked
me at gll,”

“ Redwing, is Bunter's statement cor-
t'-ﬂl?-—t?” L

“Yes, sir,” said Pem reluctantiy.

“He waa asking you to foigive him
for having showing absurd snobbish-
nesg?” :

*Yes, sir. But—but it was enly hum-
bug,” said Tom, flushing, *“He was put-
ting it that way so as to be able to zay
insulting things. That's why Smuthy
kicked him. [g:a deserved it."

“If Bunter was expressing regret, and
offered o shake hands with you, T do
not see why you shonld suppose that be
was nob sincere, Redwing,” wmaid Mr.
Quelch tartly. “He was not bound to
spoak to you at al, I wuppose. [le
[ appesrs to have offered to make amends
Tue Macrxer Lasnany,.— No, 541,
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of his own free will. A very proper step
for him to take, in my opinton.™

Redwing was silent anc unm?.lft}'l‘tahle,
It was natural for Mr. Quelch to take
that view, not knawing the new and irn-
tating role taken up by the Owl of the
Remave. -

* And o you atlacked Bunter, Vernon-
Smith, because you fancied he was not
gincere in what he was saying to Red-
wing 7. '

"“He was an insulting ecad, sir!" said

Vernon-Smith. " :
- * Even if you supposed him o be ipsin-
core, Vernon-Bmith—though 1 see no
reason why you should do so—you had
no right {o treat him as you did, ] shall
vane you severely, Vernon-B8mith, Follow
me to my study.”

The DBonnder set hie hips hard, but
made no reply. In silence he fallowed
the. Form-master frem the room. Tom
Redwing made a step after him, but
stopped. There was mnothing he conld
do.  The sailorman’s son stood looking
very troubled and distressed.  Billy
Bunter dusted lLimsml down with a
patisfied amirk, and the juniors gathered
aboyt him with dark looks. i 8

“What shal we do with the {at
beast?"’ said Bob Cherry, in tones of ¢an-
_ecentrated wrath. o
- Bunter blinked at him.

“Are you angry, dear Bob!” he asked.

(1] Eh?'ll

“Have I done anything to offend
you! Ii so, ¥ ask your forgiveness,”

“M-m-my word?!" muttered I3ob,

“You gueakin’, poachin’ cad," said
Temple of the Fourth, “yau ought to be
boiled in cil! If we had you in the

Fourth we'd scrag you!l" :
“You may call me anything you like,
Temple. I ehall not retort.”

- "¥ou worm!” exclaimed Wharton.
“You've got Smithy a licking, yoir un-
speakable toad ¥

1 am afraid that S8mithy's bad temper
will cause him to receive punishmient,”
igreed Dunter, * But this may have a
good eflect upon Bmithy by teaching him
self-control. Don't you think so, dear
Hurry?”

Deur Harry’'s reply was to take the (vl
of the Remave by the eollar and shake
him foreibly,

Billy Bunter splutterved,

“Bump him !*' shouted Qgilvy.

“Berag him !\

“8erag him terrifically !

“I—1 say, you fellows, I-T1l tell]
(Quelchy I yelled Bunter, as the angry
uniora eclosed on  him. Y J—
arotooh 1’ s o4 g :
Bump!

William the Good sat on the floer with

a heavy cencussion. Then Bob Cherry
Eeﬁan operations on him with a cushion,
1

Billy Bunter velled like a wd Hun

“Bhut the door!” exclaimed Nugent
haut:l;f. “We don't want Quelchy
back."

" He's trying to make Quelchy hear1”
exclaimed Bolsover major. *“Bhove this
rug over his face.”

Biff, biff, biff ! came down the cushion
on the fat peérson of William the Good.:

Russell was scudding to the door to closa
it, but before it ml?xi! close Mr, Quelch's
angry face looked in.
reached him, as the virtuous Owl in-
tended they should.

“Release Bunter-at once!” thundered
the Forin-master. * Cherry, if you toueh
him once more I will veport you to the
Head for a flogging !’ , o

“Oh!” gasped Bob, dropping = the
cﬁuilnun as if 3t had guddenly become ved-

ot, _

Bunter sat and roared, _

" Thig is disgraceful!” exclaimed Mr,
Quelch, his eyes flaching at the dismayed

THE Maaxer LipnaRry.~ No. 541.

Bunter's yells had

juniors. It 1s what, I suppose, you call
a ragging. Wharton, I am surprised to
gee you, the head boy of the Form,
taking part in this outrageous hooligan-
ism. I am ashamed®of youl"

Wharton crithsoned.

“Every boy here will be detained to-
morrow afternoon for the half-holiday ¥
exclaimed Mr. Quelch Etﬂrnlﬁr. “ Bunter
appears to have beéen victimised. T ehall
certainly take sovere measurez to pre-
vent anything of the kind, DBuuter, if
you are molested again, come at once to
iny study and infarm me.”

“Yes, sir,"” gasped Bunter.

M. Quefch gave an angry glance at
the red faces of the Removites,” and
swept out of the Common-room. DBilly
Bunter dusted himself once more, gasp-
ing fur}{‘nruaﬂ:, but with a fat grin on his
face. - He felt qurte sale now. .
Bob Cherry breathed hard through his

noaae,

= iy

WAR AAVINGS TARD :

AP Y T Ui g

BoOLD

F:. ﬂ -NOW

MEANS A

SOVERE CN]

FIvE YEARS HENLE

on the ¥mynise of ths

moment we fritter away our

mopey. II we stopped 16 think we aliould
remeniber imi we are 4aked to save:

wmwiz

You won’t mindgolng-without !nm- litiia

when you remember lorwhom

“ Datained tomorrow,” he mumblegd.
“That eettles the match with e
Fourth 1" '

“¥You'd have been licked, anyhow,”
gaid Temple comfortingly. . i

* Br-r-rrl" " g :

“It's rottenl!” ‘said Wharton, with a
j Jeep breath. “Quelchy thinks we were

bullying the little beast, He doesn’t un-
derstand.” I

“I think Mr. Quelch does understand,
dear Harry,"” said Bunter agftly.  ““He
knows that the. are always ill-treated
by the thoughtless and brutal.”

’

a homicidal look. -
“Dear Bob—*

‘Bob. " Quelchy or no Quelchy, I'm not
gulnq to stand him!”

Billy Bunter smirked at the enraged

| Nearly all the Re

inspired by William Goorge

“Bhut up!” roared Bob Cherry, with

«J—I ghall slaughter him!” gasped

| siraint he was exercising,

Removites. Every hand there was fich-
ing to thump him; bul the jusiors knew
it would not do. Mr, {inelch bad bidden
Bunter report to him if he was molested
again, and there was no doubt that the
virtuous Bunter would do so—not the
least, Nobody wanted to be sent in to
the Head for a fin [
Bunter held the whip-hand for ouce. He
realised if, and bis smirk grew more pro-
younced and more fnsufferable, :

“You'd better shut up, Bunier!* said
Harr? Wharton, as cally as he conld,- -

“Certamly, dear Harry, if you wish I
smirked the Owl, *I only wished to say
to all of you that I forgive vou.” i

b Cherry clenched his hand, and
unclenched it again.  Williamn George
Bunter rolled away ‘to the sofa and sat
down, grinning. A few miinutes later
Vernon-Smith came back into the room,
looking a trifla pale, but very ywist.

“Bmithy 1" called qut Bunter softly.

The DBounder did not Leed,

“You treated me very -brutally,
Em:thi. But I forgive you. I.am going
to make a note iIn my diary to perfoprin
some act of kindness towards you.™
- ¥Vernon-8mith breathed hard, and his
cyes - ghitered,. But Tom Redwing’
touched him on the artm, and they left:

o E on-roamn  together,  Billy
Munter remained on the solfs, smiling
srenely, in the happy conscionmness thing
overy fﬂll-::rw m the room: wanied -to
punch him hard, and could not venture
to touch him at all b :

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

St Improving ! :
HE following day was Saturday, a -
hali-holiday at Greytriars, and
the Remove Eleven had been
booked teo meet .the Upper
Fourth at cricket in the afterncon..
nmovae were detained,
however, as a result of Banter’s uncom-
mMOon. gaodnma._md the match had ta be
put off. The Jun‘lm wera wrathfal and
indignant, and they were not appeased
h;; the remarks of Temple, Da{ine &
Co., who sweetly sssured them that their
detention had saved themi from a terrifie
licking on the cricket-field. ;
Their feelinga towards Bunter could
only he describcd as Hunnish. Rilly
Bunter had #over been exactly popular
before his reform, Now he had re-
formed, unpopularity did not desciibe
the estimation in which he was held. If
Good Little Georgie, who was loved by
his kind teachers, had entered the Grey-
friars Remove, he could not have been:
regarded with more loathing than thag
unter.

And yet, ns Bquiff remarked, it was
really only to be that if Bunter
aver changed his ways he would’ dhauge
them for the woree. Jf he évér became
& fgmd,”ﬁ it was bound to take the'form
of seli-righteous smugness and priggiah-
ricag, The Remove flimvn ‘ha 'tﬁreat--
ened to l'E.% Bunter i
his ways, but now they folt more in-
ﬁf;nﬂ to rag bhim if he didn't change
ck ! -

Whether Bunter's reform was genuine
or whether it was all an elaborate spoof,
the junjors oould not quita’ decide. Per-
haps he was only getting his own back
in the most offengive way possible. But
i he had really become *“good,” his’
Form-fellows would rather have seen him
bad. Like the fallen Prince of Darkness,
though in a different sense, théy *felt
how awful goodness inl" S

Bunter seemed to be enjoying it, too,
The feeling that hie" was- every-.
body compensated him for thIﬂ.ikﬂEHE :

1 . s
gentlemen who stand at Btreet-corners,

zing. Williun George -

he didn't change

ﬁg 'HU. is +
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and confide to an interested. public how
wickeed they ‘used to he, and how good
they have become, Buntcr found great
joy 1n confessing his previous sinfulness,
and asking forgivencse for it, in retnrn
for which he forzave evervbody {recty,
all the more as he perceived that his fer.
giveness had a most exaspersting offect
upon the recipiente.

" After dinner that day the Remove had
to march inta the Form-room, to spend
the afterncon on Tatin conjugations in-
stead of crickét.  They learned gz groodd
deal that afterncen about deponent
verhs, without in the alighti st degree
appreciating . that gain in - knowledge,
From the Remove point of tview. de-
ponent verba couldn't hold a vandle 1o
cricket, : '

It was & dismal afterioon, :

* Mr. Queleh left them fo their fasks,
lovking in occasicnally to. sec how they
wero getting oh, or perhaps to ses that

ey were not getting off. : K

In an interval betseon the Form-
master's visibz William
gave them a lookdn, Deadly looks were
cast- at the fat, smug face when it up.
peated in the erta'h}'.

"1 say, you fellows I purred Bunter.

“Get out!” breathed Bolsover major
sulphurausly.

“1 hope you fellows are bencfiting Ly
your industry,” mid Buuter, *' )i it not
pleagant to improve the shining hour #*

et out ! shticked Bob Cherry.

“I am g0 sorry that you do not look
happy,” ¢ontinued Bunter, preparing to
dodge. a8 Bolsover maj
inkpot from a well in
Fou are not angry,"”

“Yon fat rotter "

18 desk. **I hope

“You ﬂ'll_ll:,' call me names if you like,
Wharton. forgive wyou,”
Whiz !

]:}ulmvw 'majm' j!'.mrled tha
which left & trail of ink
room a3z it flow,

Bily Bunter dodged promptly, and the

inkpot,
across the Form-

mmssile missed,

But every bullet 3s said to have ita
billet, and that inkpot was no exception
to the rule,

It was sheer bad luck that Mr. Quelch,
returning to sce how the Hemove were
Egtgm an, arrived at that momoent le-

i1 :

hunter, .
Bunter escaped the inkpot, and it
whizzed past him and landed upon the

sacred walistcoat of the Form-master,
Biff !
- Mr, Quelch staggercd baclk,

The sudden shock surprised him, and
for a moment he did not know what had
happened. 'But as the inkpot crashed
on the floor at his feet, and he saw the
ink streaming down his gown, he under-
stood. The expression that came over
Mr. Quelch's face then was like unto the
look of a Von Tirpiiz at his very worst.
Almost stuttering with wrath, he strode
nto the Form-room, and ‘F':’i]]inm the
Good winked into the passage. He fore

saw trouble, y
' olsover major sat frozem in his 8eqt,
realising what he had done. 'The Re.
move secnmed turned to marble,

Who threw that inkpot ™
" My. Quelch’s voice was like the rumble
of thunder.

There was a frozen silence,

“Who threw that inkpot?™

still silence,

“Baya! o you hear me?
threw that inkpot 7"

he juniors did not answer. The
couldn't! The sight of Mr. Quelch witﬂ
the ink streaming down his gown over.
cams them. They stared at him, frozen,
M]:-i{ he had been a new edition of the
fabled Gargon,

Mr. Quelch calimed himself with an
effort: But his calmness was more deadly
than his wrath, :

* Bomeone,” he said, in a voie like

Who

Geaorge Tunie

or ¢lutehed u an |

|
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One for Quelehy ! (Sce Chapter 8.)

|

* M e—

the concentrated essence of tho hitterest
acid—*" someone harled an inkpot at me!
The missile smote me foreibly, I am
drenched with ink. I did not see the
]:er[mtrutur of the outrage. T commuud

im to stand up !’ - .

Bolsover major did not stand uf). Heo
was wishing that the floor wounld open
and let him slip throuvh, :

“Who threw that jukpot ?" '

Mr. Quelch’s voice was like that of the
great huge bear.

Awful silence | :

“Very well!” said the Remove -master.
“You refuse to reply, Igeonclude that
all the boys present were parties bt this
unheard-of asspunlt, 1t shall not pass
unpunished.”' '

“If—f you please, sis—" Dlegan
Whatton, finding his voice at last. '

“Have you anything to eay, Whar-
ton 7" : ;

“The—the inkpot was not meant for
you, sir,™ :

“Did you throw it, Wharton %"

‘;,:N'umm,“

“Then how do
was meant?'"

"It was meanut for Bunter, sir!™ said
Bquifi, o e

"Did you throw it, Field "

“N-n-no.”" :

. “Onece more, and for the last time, I
comimand the boy who hurled that ink-
pot to rise to his feet and confess 1"

Bolsover major remained glued to his

form.
" Very well.
be pumished with the utmost severit
eald Mr, Quelch, * This is apparently a
conspiracy. Al half-holidays are can-
celled for the remainder of the term [

“Oh1” gazped the Remaove, :

Expresstve glances  were cast upon
Bolsover major.  That sentence played
havoo with the c¢ricket fixtures, and &

o0d many other things. Tt waa time
gnr Percy Bolsever to gwn up, and he
realised it, Bolsover was a good deal of
a bully, but he was no funk. TUp he
jumped, as if.moved by a spring.

1 threw it, sin,™ LN

“Good old Bolsover ¥ muarmured Boh
Cheriy, : : -

“Oh1 It. was you, Belsover?' rumbled
Mr. Quelch, T :
“Yes, gir.

you know for whom it

Every boy present will

1%

Tho—the ﬂfhér féilnw;

alightest doubt that
{from the echool.

{—1 mean, I threw\it at that

hadn't anything to do wath it!” stam-
mered Bolsover.

“I accopt your assurance on that Eroint,
Bolsover. T excuse the other boys ™ said
“¥You, Belsover, will fol-

Mr. Quelel.

low me to the Head. I i]ﬁa‘i: - not ﬁhg
you w € e

Come I iy

Bolzover gave a gasp,

“I-I didn't throw it at yon, eir!" he
stuttered. “I—I didn’t know you were.
there, gir! On my word! I chucked it
: grinning
little beast! J--I mean, Bunter.”

Mr. Quelch gave him a searching look.
There was truth in Bolsover’s crimson
and  dismayed face, and the Form-
master was growing cooler, too. Hae
vealised that this incident was not the
terrific outrago he had supposcd at first,
Ha had reccived the inkpot by mistake.

‘That waa serious enough, certainly; but

it was not the immessurable offence he
had belioved, Lo e
~ “B-b-helieve .me, sir,” stammered
Bolsover, “I—I wouldn't have thrown
it .ot you for anything, sir! Not for a
milhon pounda, sir ! :
Whicli awas true enough. Not for the
whole of the War Loan would any fellow
in the Removo have thrown an i at
Me, Quelch. Twisting o tiger's tail
wounld have been a gentle and harmless
amueement in comparison, '
Bolsover major's terror was a witness
to -hia sincerity.. Mr. Quelch’'s face
looked a little less like a German

[ offensive on a large ecale.

“1 believe you, Bolsover,” said the
Form-master at jaat, “Indeed, it ia
scarecly credible that any hoy in 06~
sion of his right senses could be guilty of
such an act. You hurled that dangerous
missile at your Form-fellow " -

" ¥Yo-eg, airV :

“Are you aware, Bolsover, that you
might have caused him serious injury.?”

YOh, no, sirl I—1 only chucked it at
his tfummy.” M e
- “Hia what 1" shricked Mr. Queleh,

}.:“His stomach, I mean, sir,” said

Bolsover, abashed, {
“* And you struck my wa itcoat instead,

Bolsover.” ' -
- 1-Pm sorry, sir | I—-1 wantfed it to
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hie Bunter. I'm sorry it dida't-1-T
I'm sorry it hit you, sir ['”

= &nd why Bolwover, did you hurl that }

dﬁﬁzmm mismile at Bunter 7"
& Bescnmse - because —-

Well "

SWecause he's a hoceid little beast,
siwr ™ groaned Bolsover.

Efr Quelcl: turned his pimict-eyes on
Punter. )

*Punter! You have no righi to be

as gou are not under cf!etﬂutinnr
fn what way did you provoke
Bobkover ¥

Bunter smirked.

[ did mot mean to provoke him, sie.
1 only esme to tell the fellows 1 was
sorxy they were detained, and I said I
hopad they wero not angry. That is all,
gir. VWharton will beae witness—--"

“%s thot correct, Wharton "

“Ye-e-es, fir; but-—-""

= fod hecanse Bunter acted in a kind-
lisacted it thoughtless way you hurled
that misgile at  him,

-

“Yow may po, Buntcr. PBoleover, 1
E}M to the Head, and when your
] I o¥er yom will report your-
solf (_;;Jrr a %

“Oh " gusy ] r.

With that Mr. Queleh swept out of
the rooin. The gﬂiﬂﬂﬂ'ﬂf in. dismay.
Percy Boleover's face was & stody,
Ouelch’s footateps died away dewn
passaye, and then a fat face amirked
into the Form-tooim.

“f am g0 SOFTy you are ing to -be
flogged, Bolsover ! I am still more sorry
that you wanted to njure me ! for
give you, Bolsover !’

Bolsover major
Two or threa juniors jumped up, with
furious looks, and Wilham the Good
took & hurried departure. Even the
wpath of the Form-maester would not
have saved him from slaughier if ke had
remained jnzt then,

¢ ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Too Good'! '
IIM{R&T WHARTON & CO. had

elum looks that evening. As a
raln they did not bother much
about Bolsover major, but they
felt for him pow, and the flogging he
received in the Head's study was bitterly
yesented by all the Remove. Even the
hardy Baolsover locked pale when he
cpma sway from the dreng&d- apartment,
wiid e was very silent that evening, He
did oot cven lock at Buater. Somo of
tho fellows cxpected him to fall on the
vighteons Owl and smite him hip and
thigh. But one flogging was enongh for
*erey Bolzaver; he did not want to earn
anothar, Until the effcets of i wore off,
at least. Polsover major was not bkely
to lay his heavy hands npon the Owl,
The feeling of the Removites for their
good ond high-ainded Form-fellow, W,
(+. Bunter, were feclings of loathing—
iiideed, loathing was a mild word. They
had thoushé that they knew Williom
Cleovge pretty well; but they had never
dreamed of the amount of potential nn-
pleasaninesy thot was wrapped up in his

fat carcass,  Bunter did net mind, |
apparently. ITe was clothed with scorn
nnd dismusi as with a garment, and it

did not eeem to alfecl him in the least,
Perhaps hia pure and stainless eotiscienco
upheld him,

(n Sunday. after morning service,
Bunter waulked in the quadrangle by him-
self. Nobody was yearning for his
society. But his fat fnce wore & placid
grin, His winor, Sammy Bunter of the
Second Form, joined him after a time,
booking very carious. News of Buuter's
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.r-'

looked quite wild. |

-grﬂat smprovement had sprend, and
F Sammy was very interested. :
“] ‘say, Billy, what's the game?”
.ﬂﬂie_d Etﬁ;ﬁer_ d::‘tbitmr-fw:ﬁ’hnt wre yomu
playing the giddy e for?”

: mﬁ:ﬂl v Danter gave the fat fag a lofty
& f don't anderstand g_l:t, Sammy,” he
anawered. ¢ Den's be frivolous !”

1 hasr that they're talking
ing yow in yowr Form,” said
blinking at him.

«“] asm pussedersteed,” explained
Bunfer. “In tiee, I hope, the other
 fellows will follow my T |
hopa will, Sammy. I ver

of lynch-
Sammy,

ot are, Sencmy. If you tr:uri_;ou might
Emrme as pood as ma, LTry!
“Pon't be fonny I urged Ssumy.
Bunter sighed,  Ewen his own brother
E uppeared to mi rstand William the
Goed. wa thut wzs beesuwse be
knew him so b
puﬂh&? their Togs, of comms™
1y, *1t makes "ems wild, I

L Y“You're
Fsald Samn

know. But I wouldnt go foo far if 1
were vou, Billy, You'll get scragged.”
“I  have already E:H:‘.ﬁﬂ ‘bratally

| treated,” said Bunter calmdy. I expect
F#¢. The good and high-minded are
always persecuted. Only this morning
F Rako. kicked me.”

“Qarvn you jolly well right!” com
mented Sammy,

“1 forgave hiin,” said Banter, _

*“Yon knew that would make hum
wild,” grinned S8ammy,

Bunter grinned faintly for a moment
but he immediately became serious an
finug again,

“I felt it my duty te iuform Mr.
' Queleh,” he eaid.  Rake haa been given
an imposition,”

“Rnaak

“Cpnscienitions  duty comes  firsi,
Sammy. I have offered to do Rake's
impot for him, I hope always to repay
brutality with acts of kindness.”

“ And are vou poing to do &' asked
Bunter minor geeptically.

“For somo reason, the offer sremed to
make Rake angry.. He refused.”

“He knew vou were only gaseing.”

“You pain me, Sarmmy. L was guite
sincerd in my offer. Possibly T should
not have found time to do the lines by
the time they had to be handed i to
Mr. Queleh. I eould not negleet my
other duties, of course, I really thought
Bake was going to kick me again when 1
;n_udf; the offer, 1 should bhave forgiven
um. !

“And Ouelchy 7" choekled
Sammy,

“Only for Rake's own sake, Bamioy, sor
that he would be tanght the valuablo
losson of controlling his temper.”

“Oh, my hat !’ said SBammy. I say,
Billy, now yon've got 80 good, will you
lend ma & bob ™’

Bunter shook his head.

“You've got ona,” eaid Sammy.. “I

iﬂl'-_l

know you've got your allowance. Look
here, Billy, you lend me a hob:!"’
“I shonld do 8o with plensuve,

Sammy, said Bunter regretfully, “if [
were sure vou wonld spend it oo a
~ohieet.”

“#o T would,” said Sammy. “Tolles.”
“ [earn to redtrain your appetito for

E’ '

“1 feel compedled to refuse, Sammy,
for your own suke. 1t would emcomnrage
you in guzsing.”

“Yah!' gaid Sammy. “Look here,
Rilly ¢ You lend me a bob fo—ko buy a
hvmmn-haol:.” :

“You rveolly

vant A

wou
pleasant to bs geod and W' -l i
It in—te exaltmege. [ used to ba as Al |

- sweet things, Sammy, F my
example.” _

~ “Look hero! Will you lend me a bob, |
or won't you?!' demunded Samimy
eruflly.

bymno-beok, .

 Sammy !" asked Buntor, appearing to
reflect,

“Yes,” said Sammy eagerly, wonder-
ing whether his major’s reform had
roally gone so far as to induce him to
“part with money, Tf so, Bammy was
 prepared fo believe in_it, “I—L want
one like anything. In [act, I-T'm
'milllll.-:ing of turning good like you,
Bi ‘H .

“I am so glad to hear it, Bammy'
| You shall certainly have a hymn-book,
 said Bunter.
- *"You're
really I S

“T hope that I am good,” said Dunter
modeatly. “I try to be.”

“Well, ehell out!” Sammy held oul 2
-fat hand,

“] have no hymn-book about me,
Sammy, but [ will get vou one.’

“Wha-a-at?" y

“Clomo with me, and I will get you
one,”

Sammy Buntor’s face was & stady.

“Will yon lend me a bob:" he said
at last, in concentrated tones. .

“Rut it is o hymn-book you want, deer
Sammy,” answered Punter, 1n surpriae.
 You rould not purchass one to-day, as
the shope aro closed. Dut I have an old
one that I will give you with pleasure.

fammy did not wait for any more.
He gave an expressive snort & stalked
away. From that moment the most
sceptical fellow at Greylriars on the
subiect of Billy Bumter's reform was
Samuel Banfer, . y

William the Good smiled sorcnely into
space, and continued s wallt uader the
‘trecs- with his shilling still n

deot, ' _
Pﬂfﬂ! came in to dinner with a smiding
and satisfied face. Grim lfooks from the
other fellows at tabla did not worry him.
After dinner he Wharton o $he
pAIsage. =

“ Dear Harry— Sin .

“ Don't speak to mo, Bunter!” said the

ain of the Remove, breathing hard.

‘Would yow care for my compuny in &
littla walk, Harry?" asked FRunter
gently. ' :

[13 Nﬂ.!!."

“]1 hope, Harry, that you arve not
angry with me,” said Bunter, with a
sigh, “ It is wrong to be angey.”

Wharton walked ont hurriedly. The re-
formed Owl of the Remove followed him
into the quadrangle, and dlipped his arm
through Wharton’s. Whartou shook it
off as if it had been nn adder, _

“T.et me ulone, you [at beast!” he
snapped. _

“T am sorry you call ;e namea, dear
Harry. Is there suny act of kindmwess I
could do
me better?

“You can slag upt’

“ Perhaps you would

n good chap-you are,

I

like wse 4o clean

vonr bicyele, Harry!” said Bunter. oo |
should be so happy to perform some
gervice——" '

Wharton closed lis hetd haed, and
his mind.

my bike. Comnre along fo the bike-shed
and get to work, as you're &o liging '™
Bunter stood quite stilt for @ moment.

b um&pt—m‘L
i 4 moment.
“Dear Harry, T nm so glad yon will let
i me be kind te you!" be sad. “Let ws
go together.”
|  Wharton

!

vet been: cleaned after a long »un, owing

t’a?_tﬂin of the Remeve,
“There

“Pila int"

of Y’

%Eu, in order to make yon like

then unclosed i, A new ides eame inio-

broatlied bard ; but he led the
' way tothe bikeshed. The bike had mot

s

to other engagements having eldfimed the

“¥es," ho aaid, “T'd hike your to ciean =

Hiz offer was intended bo irritate, not to -
But he recovered himself :

you are!” he said, grimly.

, dear Barry. - H you do not ¢are



Every Monday.

to help me, you may leave we to the
task,” said Banter gently.

“§ will 1 _

DBunter was left {o the fask, Iarry
Wharton joined bis chums, and, after a
time, ther came along to the bike-shed.
to see how Punter was getting on. If
L= had really cleaned that mwddy bike
it locked as o Tus reform was not all
hambuag.

Bunter was nof there. The hike lay
o the fleor, with both tyres detached,
aind holds in each of them.
was twisted, and the other was off..
Several of the spokes had been broken,

Harry Wharton gazed ‘at that unhappy
bieyele speechlessly for some moments.
~ “The—the toad!” be gasped at last.
“He—he's mucked up my bike! It will
take hours fo wend i now! UOh, my
hat!®

“The muckfulncss is terrific!”™ mur-
mured Hurree Bingh., *1 shall not let
tire esteemed Bunter perform any acis of
kiidfuliess to me.™

“HBealp him ™
mdignantly.

Harry Wharten rushed out of the shed
in search of Bunter. He found that
happy youth sunning himsel just undey |

exclammoed Bob Cherry

Mr. Quelel’s study window. Wharton ]
Kra him by the neck.

“You poung rolter!” he ehouted.
T Yﬂl’i Fﬁ“— 1=

“My desr Hairy—— Yarooh——" |

~*You've mucked up 1ny bike!” yelled |
W hartomn.

“Y did my best with it!” gaf}uzd
“1 really worked very hard at |

Bunter.

that bike——  Yowooh! J.cave off.

sbaking me, jou beast—- Yow-ow!

Help!™ J

Crash! Up went Mr. Quelch’s window. §
k mqnj.? ;
“Oh my hat! VYes a1 ]
“How dare vou!” thuudered the Ra-

wove-masier. ™ What does this incessang i

I-Hft:sﬂmltmj I- _?#ill]guntﬁr mosn 1 ,
i Whar-t_gn iar-anfry becanse I have not

cleaned lus hicycle guite fo lhis satis-’

%‘}uetign, gir,” purred Bunter, “J did my

f‘n-t. - F
“What? What? Jlas Buanfer cleaned

vour bieycle, Wharton1” :
gl ‘&FEE. Ei]."_; but—'—“ﬂ‘

“You have no right to set Inm Lo such
a task, as you know wvery well}”
“He—he offered, sir™ gasped Whar-
ton.  “ And “ _
C‘What? DBnnter offered to ckan your
bicycte, and you are shaking him in that
123311 manner becanse you are not satis- |
fied with it? Wharton, 1 am shonked!
You appear to be ing in most
elementary feelings of gratitude. Whar- .
ton, you will take two lines ! .
Hlam?! The window oosed. Harry
Wharton stood hreathing bard, and
Bunter smiled st him au_n:%;h 1
“ Dear Harry, shall 1 do yousr lines for-
veu?”’ he murmeored softly, “1 should
Lo 80 happy to please you, and make you |
like mei”
Harry Wharton sizode away without
- roplying.  He could not trust himeeli
within arm's length of Buuter. :
William the Good winked at ithe old

]

elm teees. The ‘faf.h af reform wes &
more plaasant path than could have heen |
expected. _ ' :
THE TENTH CHAPTER. ,1

Noi 8o Plessant ! :
N Monday there was a meeling in |

t. Noe. 1, Rewmove. The

_ Famous Hive were theve, and

Bt and Hazeldene and Brown-
camd Mark Lisdey and the Bounder, and

several more. There was 5 warm discus- |
sioi, and ibe rubject of the disoussion
was Wiham the (Good,

One pedal Lold Bunter could be m‘ixged

{ little mecrets were known {o the Owl.
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Billy Bunter had fairly fciced the Re- .

movites o ftake mote of lis hitherto
unimportant existence. Ji was agreed
on all hands that Bupter had to be sup-
pressad somchow. DBut suppression was
not s0 very easy, since-Bunter's sxtreme
goodness had caused him to become a
sneak and a tale-bearer.

1f Bunter went en improving on those |

lines he wounld finish as » reg
Prussian, and it was time it was sto
But liow was he to he sto 7

wlar
d.
he

and eavesdropping and grub-hunting,

.

Or EBPYINgG ;

But the new Bunter couldnw’t be ragged |

for being gand. The Form-niaster would
never understand how exiremely oppres-
rive aiwd exasperating Bunter's kind of
goodness was.

There was a long discussien in Study
Mo, I, and o decision was reached at last.
It was a simpla decision. It was resolved

unanimously to leave Bunter geverely.

alone, and let him bhe as good as he

liked m the cold shades of Coventry. |

This, at least, was withm the powers of
hizs Form-fellows. They had a2 rnght to
decline to speak to Bunter if they clioss.

And when it was decided the decision:

was communicated to the rest of the
Form, and wnanmnously assented-to,
Even Skinner and Snoop backed up

Harry Wharton & Co. for once, for they

lived in dread of Bunter's new virtue
compeiling him o give them away to the
Eorm-master~and many of SBkinner's

In

fact, Bamter had already told Rkinner,

with great selemuity, that his conscience
him to report t6 Mr. Queleh that

bhe amoked and played cards. He it

that, for Bkinner's own good, My, Quelch

-'pug‘fzt to know, Tlat was true enough,
i tale-bearing had not been involved.

up cigareites in the study for a time, and
even stood the virtnous Owl several
packets of toffee—which Dunter’s con-
science fortunately alowed him 40
accept. But Herold Skinmer's feelings
were Hunnish while he brihed Bunter.
Fivery fellow in the Remove apreed to
the new ade of treatment for the
virtzous youth; and it was agreed that
nobody should lose his temper with him,
or punch him, or throw things at hLim.
I§ was simply to be as if Billy Bunter did
not exist at all.  And, when they came
to think of it, the juniors felt that this
was o8 severe a puuishn

=

1ent @ they vondd

have plained for tho chatterbox of 4he

Form, whe lovesd talking almost as yoach |
1 the other day? T was guite gineere,
wing. I am sorey T hart your fedings by

as he loved euting and i

Bilty Bunter corpe into No. 7 to.tea
FOOT1 Bx:ﬂﬂ'

the meeting i No. 1 broke up.
Peter Todd and Tam Dutton were there,
chatting anmeably,

They stopped as]

Banter came 15, and want on with theip!

tea in silpnce.

He was uo lon m dreoad of Peter’s
reported to 3lr. Quelch {or stumpmg a
study-mate siaply because he was good.

“Jrass tho  wardesd, please, dear
Peter,” said Buntor.

Peter passed the bread in sideuce.

*1 am so sorry I havent been shle 4o
mske any contribugion ie the tea,” said

Bunter. “J em sure you do nict min

tPeter. May T have some of fhe cheese?”

Sileuce,

“May T have dear
Peter?’

Peter Todd seemed to have beeome as
degf as«Tom Dutton. At Wl events, he

some oheese,

did not appear 10 hear Bunter’s question. 1 gleow

The Owl of the Remova bhuked &t him
in surprize.

*Are you deaf ¥ he demapded.

No answer.

“Look here, Pator, vou silly ass——
began Bunter, annoved.

L4

eter did not want to be'

1 He wanted to say unpleasant

1 there.

1 Whaot's thie silly game ™

L

Three-harfpence. 1

Peter Todd stared at hiwa a= if e weia
an article of furniture, and remuined
stone deaf.

Not a word could Bunter exiract fram
bym, and, with a snart, he turned to Tom
Dutton, He wuas bound fo talk. Ilis
tongue never coukl keap whill,

h
he was very deaf sometimes, eanex;iurly
when Bunter talked to him.

“Putton, you ass!” rosred Bunter,

“Can't you hear me, you deal idiot?”
shrieked Bunter, growing crimson with

“1 say, Duiton!” he shontod.
Never had Tom seemed so deaf, thou
Tom Dutton helped himsell to war-

bread and marﬁarim’: sedately.

‘hia voeal exertions.

Biony silence.

Rilly Bunter glared at Lis solemn-
faliTl stndy-mates, his very glasses glitier-
with wrath. Bui no word passed their
li[Jua durirge tea, and Bunter reze at last,
tidemperad, and looking muuch less sinng.

“Look here, you silly idiote! What's
this game?” he demapged,

Bunter, itke Brutus, pausnd for a reply.
Bot o reply was fortheoming. The Unl
of the Hemuove enorted, and rolled out of
‘the study. i

Harry Wharton & Co. were chatiing in
the window. The fat junior joined them,
compesing his podgy features into as
smug an expression as his wrritated feel-

ings waould allow.
1 say, flayry—o>"

“We can mangge the Fourth Form
match an Wednesday.” Havry Wharion
cantinued what he was saying regardloss
of Bunter. “Temple’s agreeable.”

“Dear tlarry A
t “",l;he weather Joocks like helng fine,

a0. .
“1 say, you fellows—--" ,
The Fanous Five walked away to the

———

Skinner was auite scared, aud he gave 1 lauding., Baoter ‘himked wafter them in

exarperation and surprise,

“ Look hove, -you w»otters !’ he shauted,

The Co. went downstairs Billy
Bunter enorted after them. Punier was
in a talkative mood, os he generally was,
things, tau;
and in those circumstences 1t was really
hard to find no listeners, “l'om Redwing
and Vernou-8mith esme along the Ra-
move passage, wnd Buoter hustened 1o

1 intercept them.

“T hope you've got aver your Mrking,
Bmithy, old fellow,” he said. “ 1 really
hape it did not burt vou much.”™

The two juniors walked on hecdiesaly.

“Redwing " Bunter rolled after
them. “You remember what 1 told you

showing you the contempt 1 felt for

you.” _
Bedwing went inte the Bounder's study
with him, unbheeding Bunter. The faé

: = 1 junior waa- following, whea the door
Bruter sat down at the fable, smirking, | jait

siammed. Bunter jumped back juab io
time to sove lus fat listle nose.

He stood pussled, w dng whas thia
peeutiar conduct on fhe part of his Form-
follows might mean. He zolled alooe-to
Bnoop’s study at last, and blinked jn,
findimg Snpoop snd Stott spd Skimnor
‘They were talking, and they wunt
on salking.

“J say, you fellows—"

The jumors did not beed. . They d&d
not seem to hear.

“Are you getting deaf, too?” des
manded Bunter. :

Sidney James Bnoop poiuted to the
door without speaking., Bui Bunter did
not go. He stood where lw  was,

ering. . :
“1 suppose you fhink that's jolly
dlovor?” he sneeréd.

“Look herel

No answer, . ot
Harold Skinner weas fumbling e ks .
- Tue Mscyer Lisnany —Nog5il,

-



12 THE BEST 40 LIBRARY W@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 49 LIBRARY. "fi:"

pocket. He took out a cardboard cigar-
ette-box and laid it on the table,

“0h, good! You've gob
Shinney ™ said Snoop. .

“T'ifty of the best,” eaid Skinner.

“(Food man!” said Btoth. .

“Y am sorry to see you fcllows indulg-
ing in smoking," said Bunter, in his most
virtuous tone,  * Bkinner, ffec:l_t-hat I
cannot allow this to go onl It 1s very
wrong, Skinner |
Hnoop rose to his feet, pushed Dunter
gently out of the etudy, and clesed the
deor on him. .

Bunter stood fairly
wrath. _

He began to understand now the taotics
of the Remove fellows, He was 1in
Uoventry, and the whole Form were in
agreement to keep him  there. Bu'l;
Skinner, at least, he could bring to heel,
cit his new system of tale-bearing for
vartue's sake, He rolled away to Mr.
Quelch's study.

“If you please, sir——" hegan Bunter
meekly, as the Form-master laid down his
book and looked ak him.

“Well, Bunterit'

1EI!'I,

guivering with

“T feel thet T am bound to tell _Tr'ml.]

pir-—-—"

Mr. Quelch raised an admonitory fore-
finger.

“T trost that you are not about to tell
me tales, Bunter! You are well aware
that I do not approve of tale-bearing.”

“Oh, sir!'"”

“1f you have been ill-used vou have a
right to place a complaint beforg me,”
waid ‘Mr. Quelch, more kindly.

“Tt is unot that, sir,” eaid, Banter
merkly, * But I feel that you ought to
know that Skinner ig smokiog in Bnoop’s
stodv, I§ secins s0 very wrong to me."”

“It 13 wrong, DBunter,” smid Mr.
Quelch, rising to his feekt. ¥ 1 cannot,
however, approve of your giving informa-
tion n this way, hope your motives
are good "

“1 hope so, sir.”

“You will come with me!™” and My,
Quelch, frowning a little. :

Bunter followed him enntentedly
enough to the Remove pmssage. The
vials of wrath were about to bo poured

out on Skinner & Co., and the virtuous }

Owl felt a greal satisfaction at the pro-
speck.

Mr. Quelch knocked at Snocop’s door,
and openced it at once, Bunter grinuing
behindg him,

The three juniors were still chatting,
and the Form-master caught the word
“eoricket,” as he rustled m, They rose
respectfully to- their feet, On the table,
in full view, was the eigarette-box.

There was noatmosphere of smoke im the

room, however, If the young rascals had

met for that purpose, they had not yet!

siarted. Mr. Quelch’'s eyes fixed on the
cigarotto-box. :

“I have been informed that smoking is
geing on i this stady ! he said sternly,

“ Burely not, sir!"" said Skinner calmly.
“Nothing of the kind. Ym wsure I do
not smoke {"

“Certainly not{” said Snoop and Stott
together.

“Boys! What 13 thus box, then "

“Oh, ihat box!" said Skinner, un-
Troved. “ That’'s my eeed-box, sir.”

“What?"

Bkinner took the lid from the cigarette-
box. Tmaide were disilosed n number of
dried peas.

“We're takin' up gardenin’ in earnest,
. you wee, sir,”” Skinner explained respect-
fully. *“These are first carlies, and I'm
going fo try to raise a late crop on cur
nlln-tn}entﬁ Mr. Mimble gave them to
moe."’
~ “That—that i3 a cigarette-box,

Tar Maaxer Lisrary.-. No. 541,

&

how-

1

1

o5

i Remoye, and he was

ayer, ‘Skinner, although it contains peas
ot the present moment,”

“Yea, sir. Mr Mimble was kind
cnough to give me the box,"

illy Dunter’s face was a atudg'. _

Too late it dawned upon his fa§ brain
that Bkiuner had deliberately displayed
that cigaretie-box under his nose, with
the intention of letting him tell tales to
the Form-master on the subject—and put
hia foot in it.

“Bunter!” Mr, Quelch’'s voice was
very deep. "“You informed me that
Bkinner was smoking in this study!”

HI—I—" stammered Bunter—*I
thought—Y-——— '

“You supposed there werr cigaretics
1a this old box?"

bl o | Yes, sir.” ;

“You did not ask 8kinner what it con-
tained "

111 I_I_

“Yes or no’” snapped Mr, Quelch.

“Nunno ["" gasped Bunter,

* You did not see Bkinner smoking "’

“N-n-not”

“In ehort,” thundered Mr. Quelch,
®you came to me and made a false ac-
cusation againat Skinner, simply because
you had seen this old box, which the
gardener gave him to keep the peas for
his allotment ™"

“T—I thought——"

“You should think a little more care-
fully, Bunter, before yon take 1t upon
yvaursclf to accuse a boy. of breaking a
strict rule of the school. T shall cane you
Burnter, for ﬂpe&kin‘g untruthfully an
wasting my time. Follow me!l”™

Billy Bunter followed the Form-master
once more—not with ploasurable anticipa-
tions this time, Skinner & Co. ex-
changed & delighted grin, and they fol-
fowed as far as the stairs, They leaned

"”

over the banisters to listen, and they were’
the sounds of loud howlsl

rewarded b
from Mr, Q‘(ueln:h'ﬁ study.” A dozen fel-
lows joined thein there, all listening in
great enjoyment.

Mr. Quelch’s door opened again, and
Bunter came forth wringing his hands.
And the expression on William George’s
face at that moment was ecortainly not
suitable to a good boy and a model to
{ireyiriars, '

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,.

Bunter Recovers !

AP!
R “ Yaroooh{"”
Tt was the following day, and

tea-time Iin Stody No. 7. For
twenty-four hours not a word had been
spoken to Bunter by any fellow in the
%mwing decidedly

restive, At tea in No. T Tom Dufton and
Peter Todd were grimly silent, as usual.
Perhaps his experience of Coventry had
tired Bunter a lititla of being pood, or
perhaps the old Bunter was too atrong
within him. At all events, the cake thar,
for ence, graced the tea- i:rle, proved too
strong a temptation to the victuous Owl

He helped himself, not wisely but too
well. Peter did not speak. He com-
municated his disapproval by means of
the handle of his knife, which came doiwn
with & rap upon Bunter's fat fingers.
Hence the wvell of anguish that rang
through Study No. 7. _

Peter Todd stuck the. knife into the
huge chunk of cake Bunter had annexed,
and transferred it to the diah again.

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow!"” came fromn Bunter.
“Yow! T'll tell Quelchy, you rotter!
Ow ! He eucked his fingers and glared
at Peter, who seemed oblivious of his
remarks. '

Bunter rose to his feet, but he sat down
again. Mr., Quelch did not encoura

| tale-bearers, and it was scarcely feamble

1 mitted

to report to him that Buanter had had his
fingers rapped for sttempling to annex
somebody else’s cake. Besides, Bunter
wanted some more of thé cake, He had
only had & third of it eo far.

“ I—I say, Peter—" —

Peter carved the cake unheeding.

I forgive you, Peter,”

Formerly that remark was enough to
make Peter wild. Now 1t had no effect
upon him whatever. He helped himeelf to
cake, and munched away cheerily. :

“f hope you will be sorry for this
Peter, when you are calm,”
Bunter, actually in the hope of provok-
ing Peter to throw something at him.
Anything was better than this tomb-hke
silence.

But Peter did not throw anything at
him, He did not even . to hear,

“Joook hers, Toddy, you rotter!”
roared Bunter,

Peter did not even look.

“J1 say, Peter, old chap, let a fellow
have some of the cake! Don’t be mean,
you know !"" pleaded Bunter.-

A stony, uneseeing stare was the only
reply. Bunter stretched out a fat paw
to the cake again, and Peter took his
knife by the blade, ready. Bunter dd
not touch the cake. !

“ I—I say, Peter,” he mumbled, “don’t
be a beast, you know. You're sclfish,
Peter. It’s wrong to be selfish '’ -

Peter finished his cake In contented .
silence.

“Look here, Peter, this has gone on
long enough!'’ exclaimed Bunter, **Can't
you speak, you stone imua'e?"- G
- Apparently Peter couldn’t! Anyway,
he didn’t. Bunter left the table, givi
his study-mate a basilisk glare, and
discontentedly out of the study. From
No. 1 there came an exhilarating scent
of grilled herrings, Bunter paused, and
Enigéd_,' end sniffed again, and opened the
door of No. 1. The Famous Five were
there, enjoying a tea of unusueal plenti-
tude. ; . i

“1 say, you fellows——"" £ 5 ]

“ Another herring, Franky?" asked
Whartori. -

““Yes, old scout!™

“Prime!" said Bob Cherry. * Blessed
if 1 thought Franky could grill herrings-.
like this.  You canh come and grll my-
nexg lot, Franky.”

*1 pay, you fellows—"" . :

‘“They are good, though I say it1” ad-
ugent.

“Did yvou ask me to come in, Whar-
1}011?"

Wharton did not even look round. - .

Billy Bunter eyed the juniors hungrily
and uncertainly. There was quite a dish
of herrings on the table, and Bunter had
had only one tea, 80 he was hungry. The
path virtue, however unpleasant 1t
' might be made for others, did not attract
him so much now. He would rather have
joined in the herring spread. )

Somewhat wuncertainly he came into
the study, and, keeping one eye on the
juniors, he drew a box:to the table. He
sat down, blinking at:them, .* R
- Still they seemed quite unconscious of - -
his presence, But they woke to censcious: -
ness suddenly as Bunter took up a fork to
hE{iP himself to the sucoulent herrings. . -

ive juniors rose to their feet as if
moved by the same spring, and five hands .
were laid on Bufiter. He yelled in antiei- -
ation of a.bumping, . But he was noet-
Eumped. He was to have nothing to re- .
port to Mr. Queléh. ' He was simply led
to the door by the ears and the hair, and
the door waes shut on him; and all without
& word being spoken. - -

Billy Bunter blinked furiously at the-
closed door. He stooped, and yelled
through the keyhole: :

“ Beastat™ - : . ;
| Then his heavy footsteps departed

pursue

e,

{




Every Monday.

Beb Cherry chuckled softly.
“That ﬂx'::-umiﬁ like the nld Bunter '” o

murmured, “ Nat a hit Lke hum] Littla
Georgiec! Bunter's recoverin
"1 think he's getting fe up,” ga 1d
Tﬂ , langhing,
i' fed-uptulness is terrific ! grinned
Hurrea Jamset Ham Singh. “ The

esteemed and disgusting Bunt{}.l will soon b
give up being so goodial.™

“Well, Hlis had:mm ia bettar than his
Enﬂd'n,” remarked Johnny Hu‘i Ff

o gives up being good, we won't try to
I'Efﬂl'lﬂ hin .xha,m fe's bettor as he
wag. '

To which ﬂie Co. gave a henrt}r assent,

William the Cood was, in point of fact,
growing fed- up. Bunater's variety of

ness was nob lilkely fo last, nnless it

eould be made continnally unpledsant to
somebody. And now the Remove fellows
vefused to be drawn. Bumter could for-
give them as much as he liked, and they
sald no word, and did not even ook at
him, And Burdﬂr with the chatter of a
whole day bLotted up within him, o to
speak, felt that he would veally burst
soon If he was not ollowed to talk. It
would have been a great treat fo talk,
aeven if he had to aveid ruying timagreﬁ
able things,

In_the dormitory ibat night he cast
an almost imploring blink at Peter Todd.

“Good-night, 'Foddy!" he eaid
b&ﬁmnhultlgg

Peter o torsed b without heading.

* Good-nigit, Wharten ! *

No answer,

* Good-night, Squifl !

Snore.
Holters ! howled

“Yah! Bunter,
4 Bﬂﬂﬁtﬂ 1 Yﬂh §Er

And still there came no veply, though
a faint chuekle was audible from some-
where.

. When Bunter inrned ont in the morn-
ing he was quuba glum, and not at all
smug. BSomehow, his excomssive goodness
did not sustain him under this trial,
though, as he had surd hiniself, the good

§
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are always persecuted by the bad. A
chilling silence surrounded him till he left
the dormitory, ;

At breakfast, if Lo asked 3 [ellow to
pags anmethmg, it was pas=ed in stony
silence,

Billy Bunter looked very Lhmtghtfnl
during morning lessons. When the [le-
move were dispussed, he caught Peter
Todd’s army in the pLsEﬂ.gE
him off silently, and went out into the
quadrangle. Bunter rolled after him, and
found him talking to the Famous i‘wp
discussing the mntfh that was mmmg
off that afternoon,

“1 say, you fellows——"" began Bunjer,

The group of j d]m*m:.ur:ss mn-;e:%nﬂ' a little,
Bunter followed them, and they moved
ul‘f again, =till w; thoat looking at him.

" Look here, you beasts, don't play the
goat!” howled Bunter at Jast, "”.i.lﬂd:'.lf,,
you rotter, ean’t vou speak to a chap?
You're treating me badly, Toddy,” gdded

Bunter pathetically, -
Th_E group moved off again, '
“Oh, you rotters !’ g'a-:ped Bunter. “T
—1 say, you fellows, I—1—1'm not gomg
to forgive you!™
~ “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Chenry
nm.dvertﬂntly
“ I—1 eay, don’t bo baasta, you know !”

said Hunh-:-vr "You told ine you'd rag me
if I didn’t reform, didn't you? Well, now
ou’re not satisfied, It seoms to mo that
igh-minded fellows ain't popular in this
school, I——J}—I'm going to chuck it1”
“The sooner you chuck your sort of
 high-mindedness  the better, you fat,
ﬂnﬁ:ﬂtm toad!” satd Bob C.'hewy, break-
m% ng silonce at last,
unter did not forgive him for calling
him names, and hope that he would thmlr
botter of it when he was calmer. He
knew what the result would be, Even
Billy Bunter’s obtuse brain realised that
the “Good Litile Georgie” game was
played out. So long as it was only un-
pleasant to others, that was all right:
but it had become very unpleasant 1o

Peter shook |

| but

i

i

Three-halfpence. 13
himgelf, owing to its consequences, and
that was quite a different matier.
“Own u ﬁ)at-‘m.t you were only epoofing,
you fat viltain 1" growled Peter Todd.
“Tl own up to anvthing you like,
Toddy ! said Bunter. *'I—I won't eneak
to Quelchy any more—he’s a beast, auy-
way. I—I'm going to chuck 1i'"
“Hen-r bear ™ Ea.l.d Bob Cherry. 5o

you're gmng to give up sneaking?™
*“¥Yes, old chap!” &

“(ood! We’ I ut you to the tesl™
said Bob., *“I'l jolly well kick wou, and
soc whether you tf:lf Quelchy, How dJdo
you like the ldﬂil.'i'"
1;Whjr, jrnu " rotler——  Yaroooh!

I‘Ef EIET
“Ha, he, ha!” roared the Co.; and

they wa]ked down to the cricket-ground,
leaving Willlnm George Bunter splutter-
ing and gasping.
Far some moments Willinm  was
ted to be William the Good again;
e refrained. And that well-deserved
mkmg_‘ was not rted to his Form-
master, And when Eulamrer major, feel-
ing that the hour had come, laid inta the
Owl with a crichet-stump Bunter fled to
Toddy for protection matend of to My,
Quel a very wise proceeding ou his
part. Bunter d rﬁﬂDvﬂrﬂtH
“1 say, you fellows,” Bunhar remarked,
blinking mtu Study No. 1 at tea-time,
“T'Hl have some of that eake. I say,
Wharton, can you lend me fiva bob 1™
) 1 1] What'? [k ]

“I've been disappointed about a postal-
‘order,” explained Bunter. “I'm cxpect-
ing a postal-order for a gquid from one
l}f titled relations, you know.”

a, ha, ha " runred '-I:lm hole study,
E‘Fidﬁnﬂ Wilkam Geor unter was
no Innger William the Gﬂﬂdl

(DON'T MISS * BOLSOVER'S
ENEMY !'""—next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

A Great New Seriul Story._

THE BROWN TORRENT

By SIDNEY DREW.

A Thrilling Story uf'Adtrenture, in which Ferrers Lord, Ching~Lung,
Gan~Waga, the Eskimo, and other Popular Chara.'c'i;ers; play their parts.

NEW EEADERE START HEHE

Rupert Thurztan hurﬂ an idel bearing the mscﬂpﬂun
Ferrers Lord, Ching-Lung, Gan-Wags, Maddock, Prout, and O’ Rmy ALTiveE,

h, is ifu%ﬁm&d as {:ﬂul{ and the one- -time rﬂha] Earput LRaj, is the

crash tha hotel cellapses
A Iank Indlap, nnmml Goadra Si
h-uﬂf-mitﬂamupen bt they «

‘d am Sharpra the Elumhamrﬁa

d 3t my awﬂnmmuwmﬁshautmmlﬂﬂ”
d’iayﬂmmmm and with a terrific

a!ﬂkﬂﬂ. ‘Whﬂe walching the idol

Duke Payton a 23 afd jolrns the expeuﬁﬂnﬁ to tim mc:tlm rmmtl;r They are ont hunt.tng a tiger, and Ching-Lung -lo shoot

i. They find a bine- m&na;tm who has been Milled by a python, amd bury him. mgﬂmk Gan-Waga, Barry O‘Hooney, aud the cook are
Ieit in camp, Some rebelling natives fire on them,

_ {Row raa_ui on.} |
o A Bid ler Pﬁﬂ“ a racquet and he wonid have ]mked reauhr.q " “He may he wrong, Ching,” said the
i for a game of tennis oo an Epglish lawn. . m%]anair&, and wmﬁ otut.

ERRERS LORD was brushing his hair | were afl o the a-.lnrt. ut Raj

when Ohipg-Lung anpounced Prent's Tt would be a Et.:r to kill any of them;” ammd i il L"]';,t e,

news, he. said lazily. A precantion, our fre- Iﬁainnt.thamnnt., :mar t]:m barrier,

“Are they more of the same lot,
thng?“ e apked, without turming hia head.
“Are they Af ]]H.ilﬁ*—-nﬂl'lmﬁﬂ 1 mean?*

“Oby yes, I think so, chlel. You're not
ﬂﬂfl:ﬁllg a0y other km{l el . visitors; arc
you i

The milliengire tmk up
made the peatest of koota, dnd pushed a tle-

« that consisted of ene Black peard, into

- TIatm e put on his coat. In his urcg
flanuel suit and white buckalii shoes an
Toose sllk shirt Ferrern Lord only nceded

imm silk tie, |

eating cook had better ]nad ap that blunder-
buss of he.- They mwust be reinforcomenta

who have come too late, and by this time I |

suppose they have heard what -a reception
the advance atiack met with. Hine FOu selat

out & zcouti”

“The shikari has gone,” sald E]’sm;-_Lnng
*] instroneted him, as from yeow, not to shoet
unles hia life was jn actual peril. 1t séewed
to amusge Larput Ra). He hmsn't a very
I%E)r opinlon” about. ihe plock of
chaps.™

fhese | my handa thar would haye run like

on his wrinkled fzee.
- "WeH, old wni!?" : )
“Five score of these grass-eaters fess four
have ¥ eounted. eahib,” said the shikari.
~Phey have landed across the strcam u.hem
“the fall, TI}B',]" have the hearts of frogs, and
we' conld beat them . nwey with h’ﬂq‘
‘Rah!” he added, with all the disdnin 3
hﬂimm feels for the more industrious an
law plafaeman. "II I had ol
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Payton, who was Hatening, oodded. Heo If the chief Las made up his mind fully— | Zapra, the priest. He waa fal and bloated
had fought the monntain tribes, and bhe | and I think Lo has--to croess the divide and | and hideously- ugly, with & waist-cloth made
shargd gome of the shikari's contempt for | reach Sharpra, hell do it. I{ he doesn’t, | of snakeskin and untimited tattooing. While
the lowlanders, for ln this strange world it { he'tl have to bump up against eomething § the others Bl;:::at.t-ﬂﬂ on the ground, looking as
is freguentfy the people who cause meest | hard and heavy. What was the name that § like ench ot as peas in a pod, the priest

trouble whe gain the moest respect. brown chap with the plastered chest gavo § aat on an elaborately-carved chair, and had
“Aa they are on the opposite bank they'!l ) him, Paytoni" - _ a hoy to wait on him, _ ;

hardly atiack until dark,” said Ferrers Lord. “Azada, the mighty and merciful! ope.” FPerrers Lord made a brief apeech. He told

“Go up and keep an cye on the ford, Mad- “It sounds more like the pame of a new | the listening tribesmen that he and his people

dock. They may come in two parties. Oid | hrand of toffee or chocolate.” swld Ching- | were peacefa] bunters, who wished to cross
woll,” he went on in the verpnculsr, “sec | Lune  “ Well, they can have which they | the divide in peace, and to return in peace to
thoy that these frogs do not cross’ the | likz and ask for, eithcr might or mercy. | their own land. Bot his people understood
-atreanm, hut kKeep thy rifle-barrel cool. Thou | AH 1 want is ?uiet. some supper, and a good [ war and how to wage war, Ho was willing to
art & ehikar], forget it not, and a wuarrior, | night's rest. L've not paddled a canoe for | forgive the attack madc on ihem, but he
not n slayer of sheap.” a long time, and my arma feel o bit stiff. | would punish any farther treachery. He
Payton robbed his pink, lLealthy chin, nmd | What's the matter with vou, Barry? Are you | would even proteet Dandu and the tribesmen
Aot @ gaick glanee at Ferrers Lord that studying me to wrii2 one of your abominable | against their encmics provided they were
-Wad nobk tlevold of respect. The millongirs poems abogt o i faithinl and proved thcmaclves to be men,
noderstond haw to deal with wiid epirita ks ] - “Tt's the bale Di want, sor,” said Barry | not robbera onil tooters. Here was Puyton
Latput Ruaj. His last words to the shikuari Rooncy, “the wan you're sittin'® oo, Sahib, a famous Sabhib who represented the
wotild keep Larput ltuﬁ's finger awuy (rom | Twinkle, twinkle, lttle sthar, how Of { (reat Whito Emperor, a mighty warrior, who
lhe trigger of the rile the Viceroy had | wondher phwat you are. Up above the ]| commanded many warriors, and he would
given him, however much he might  he | worrld &o high, loike a eoughdhrop a the | speak, : |
tempted to shoot. With some curiosity | skoy. Oi'm afther the lovely Vennses and Payton took hLis pipe from bLis mouth and
Payton weited to see what would Lappen | Marses, so d've moind movin whoilp Ol dig | faced tiwe silent tribesmen.
next. thim out?" : ' “Qreat gwod fortune- has come to you,
“Thy prisoner, Gadra Singh,” eried Ferrecs Chipg-Lung moved as requested, and Barry | Darhans,” he said, "in that . ¥You have mat-
Tord. “Thou baab not done badiy for ® ] O'Rooney obtaimed the box of star-shelfs | Azada, for, indeed, he s strong and he is
hurner of cakea and a destroyer of good | e required, ‘and alse a couple of Vercy | mérciful. For the thing you have done I

meak; but get back now to thy cooking-pots, | pistols, with ammunition. would have hanged a score of you. Azada
Every man to his teade, and thou art not “Whether tho chiel cxpecta a night attack | has pardoned you, end it ia not for 1
yet s shikari or & fighter.” of 6ok, he's preparing for it,” said Thurston. { deny him, for he ia our leader, Let it be

Lf the lean cook had been a few shadea | “Jove, I want my sipper! All day, and | peace. then, between us. I am an old welf, .
paler his blush of joy would have been { never o thing with fur or hair on it to| and T have hunted many men. who rebelled
-vigible, The greatest sahib of them all ha% shoot at! What a rotten country!™ , and thought in {leir foollshness thab they
told him he had not dope badly, and thaf Gan-Waga rememberad the Afghan gun he | could defy .me. I can read your hearts, and
wak praisc igdeed, Moaz pootifzl! The rest | had flshed out of the pool, and browght it ] let me And nothing there that is evil, Let
of the milllonaire's remark he pelther heard | for Ching-Lung’s inspection. 1 it bo peace.” - SO
nor heeded. His bony ehest was so loflated " A %urgmun capture,” 3ald the prince. Some of the tribesmen bad a emattering of
that Gan-Waga could nob help hitting it | “I¢s all right t0 hang on u wall, but take | the vernacular, ‘but Dandu teanslated: w ab.
Gadra Bingh doubled up, duv he was sol a tip from mo and don't flre it, old man. | Ferrers Lord and Payton had sald. Ho had
appy that he wne not asgry ahout it. When they don't burst wide open the a good memory, and did & very fairly. Eﬁa-i

“1 am atlll tempted to hang thee, Dandu,” | kick like camela. (o and_ hit the coo{ rolted in his chair, smoking a pipe the boy
gaid Ferrera Lor addn:sulmi the prisonce, { over the head with it, and tell him to hurry | had lighted for him with a fint and steel,
" Thy peopla are yonder, and they come with | up.” There was a frown on bis repulsive faco that
WEADONS their hapds, ageinst us who have The crimeson of the was fading into | grew dacker when Dandu was king. The
dono them no wrong, We came not to make | pale amber when Larput Ra), who had been | chiet thanked the white 8 6 ' for their -
war, but Lo sheot game, and gladly would standing on the ridge, a hinck, motionless promise of friendship and protection. He
have boen friends with thee and with thy figure, suddenly rdised his 1cft arm. Thurs regretted the attack that had been made on
f*m%dﬁ. Shandza is dead, and thou art chicf | ton, Payton, and Ching-Lung eprang up and { them through evil counsel, which they had
of thy tribe. I usk not for war, but it you | grasped their rifles. A man was cmﬂ:ﬁ followed out, not through any love of murder -
force me to war the guilt will’ he thine. | the ford. Me was alone, and the shik or desire to rob, but on account of their
Thou art frea. Go to thy people, and tell dropped his arm agaln. It was Dandw great perll. iIn the name of his people he
them that I wish to be at pesco with them, | Larput Raj tet him pass. He ran down the mised to be loyal to thé great sabibs and
and that I will ‘help them to Bght thels slops feariessly, vaulted over tho barricade, gonght, beslde them when the tlmo came. .
onemiea from the hills and the forests. I | and salaamed to Ferrers Lord. Then Zapra, the priest, rose to bis feet.
ask no hostages, so také the men with thes “What s thy newsi” He m!lma}}mm side to side ne ho-talked apd.
that are my prisoners. 1f {8 be nob peace, “I have talked to my le, Azada,” said | shook his clenched fsts. R e
Dandu, there will be many a widow among | Dandu, “and they would have peace with | It was ohvious that Zapra was not ju favonr
tho Darhans before the sun seta again auﬁ thee, and cravo thy protection. Zapra, the | of peace and friendship. A fow of tho tribes:

many a babe witl be fatherless.” prieat, und those who follow him, are agaloet | men uttersd approving .. grunts, bhut- the
He made & sign to Necha, and without | me. Thongh not many in numbers, they aro m,—.,‘\r#-uy of them wers ajlent. - iy
elay tho astonished prisoners were set free | strong. Zapra, who awors to us by the | oo s shall have trouble with that old-

from the cords that secured thelr wrists | snake that the white sahibs bad efain hia heavy-weight, Payton,” sald Ching-Larag.  “I 4
ard ankles. The chief went down on one | son, swears now that he lives, and will retumn. | can tell by the tome of his voice that he's -
kaoee with howed head and swept his hands | and that I am a usurper. He swears that a nok- Hyufn_;wm things aboub-us, the ugly
round him in a hall-clrels. anare has been laid for us, and that we shall | ol mediclie-man.” T
“It s the slgn of the snake, great gahib,” | surely be put to death whem thou, Azada, Again Dandu trapslated. Whether he was
he sald, standing erect, “and it binds my § hast us io thy power. The young wen are | fair or not thia time was diffcult to teli. -
oath. I- name theo 'Azada, which tn cuor| with me, for théy loved vot 3handza, and Zapra listenod with opne ear cocked in a m_
fongus means mighty and merciful, I7 I | ihey love not old Zapra, his father; but | that made Ferrers Lord think that he.was A
return not, may the python that slew Zapra has cunning and magic, and many fear complately Ignorant of the vernacular. = - o
“hundza slay mo also.” : i To-night wo tako counsel, and I know *Zapra tells us,-Azaida,” said the ehlef, “that -
* "Call in Maddock and the shikari, and then | I shall prevail. My heart s clean towatds | it we make this peace evil will surely come -
let these fellows go,” said - Perrors Lord, | theo, subib, 80 dread no treachery, At dawn of it, for you are here not to kil pame bui

turndng away. I will bring my young men to without | to seize our lnnds and make us your slaves,
" What's all the palaver nbout, Payton?" | weapona ip their handa™ : ‘But woe know him to be a great liar, and the
asked Rupert Thurston, yawning. Once more Dandu bowed low and made young men are weary of him. He has lost -

Payton explained, Personally he had very the slign of the enake. Then, jumping the| hjs som, und that, pefhﬂegm has made bipr
little falth in the millionalre’s bold experi- | barrler, he ran ap the slope and disappeared | more bitten,” e add magnshimoasdy, -
ment.  Bitter experience had taught him gﬁnt over the rideo. - “Btund thou there, Azada! Those who give
kindlness and generosity were frequently “Buppers, Chingy, old dears!”  eried the the slgn of the smake wiN be faithivl” He.
thonght by the curious reasoning of the | volco of Gan-Waga. *¥o' a butherinis lot of | shouted something, . 3
native mind, or what thers was of I8, to be sportsmen to gn owt shooting and not hite] With the exception of halt a dozen, thp -
noslgn of weakneas, He hinted to Rupert § nothings, I don't think! Never minds! 1 tribeamen sprang up and fled past Ferrers
Thurston that he did not think it would be otted a lovelifuls fishes, so come and tﬂﬂtﬂl‘ Lord, each dropping on one koee-and ﬂfﬂ“
& succeas ko’ ; _ Ing out his hands. Dandu’s white tecth faslied -
“Dear otd chap! sald Thurzton, with a Nothing distarled thas peace of the aightlin a gratited smile. o
laugh. "You've hbieen at this game for the | except the oceasional explosion of o star-| «“wo are o peacefnl folk, Aeada,” he maid,
hest part of your life. You know It from | shell. And each time the garish blue glare | “byt for our homes and our women and chilel -
A to Z. We're good friends, and it won't | dispetled the darkness it disclgeed the shikar | dren we shall fight to the last. In the villages .
ratbtla you, T know, when I tetl you I°d |standing on the ridge with the rifle on his thero are atill ten score men who are loyal
hack the chief for tona of rupees to bent | shoulder ns motionless ad n carved statue, but | to me. Lead us, then, and may the spake .
you or any other man in the Indian Civil { a3 alert 2a n tigress watchipg for her nrey. that slew Bhandza slay mo also it we turn
service 1# t{rhis kln{!ﬂﬂf thing, l11[11-.!:“1:::115# Le _ aside|” e g L 5 mﬂ
come sort of magnetie powsr which, 1 agp. . ' Ferrera Lord, ftom, B hing-Lung wont
rode, 18 only another mame for high quality In Dandu smz:g“gﬂ_—hmm n‘Rmn-ay Lack to breakfast. - R v
braina. I've seen the chief do tngs like : a , “1 think we can trust these fellows”™ paid
this hefnre, The prince will tell you the WrrlTHE pow-wow took™ place soon aler] the milliopaire. *There seemns to o ahout

samo thing, I believe he'd walk into o daybreak on the bank of the river. | thrée hundred of them. If wo can knock theps . -
country swarming with cannibals with nothing Ferrers Lord, Paylon, . and “Ching-| into shapo thoy may be useful, .Our shikari

«xtept & cane and a ciﬁﬁrettwmu, angl in leas | - Lung attended iti Dandu and I.s | does not think much of them as raw maberial,.
than a week they'd ve glected him kinﬁ followers had leit their weapons behind. Thelbut T am not-so sure. Dandu is quite an
ind furned vegetariana £ eay, Cljog?™ | milliondire was unconcerned, but Payton and | ntelligent chap- . The only danger is that-
. "Bomething like that.” d O 'II_:%-LHHE. I the Ptince brought automa isfols in thelr| corpulenb pelest.” ' /

There's ono fack you can rely on, Payton. | pockets. Ip was nob difeult #o plck out] - “They are the causc of ball sho l:mnbiﬂr"
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Eadd Lning-Lung. 1 rathicr fiee the notion )
of drilling these chaps on the of-chance of al
FOW. Are you thasking of arming  theor,
T :

“Neo; but 1 am cowng Lo arm the bearers,”
answered Ferrers bord, " I'H pet some of the
tribeemen to take their places and pay them,
of course. U'H attendd Lo that at onee. Whete
did your Hnd that, DPeoat i
b dont know, sin,” pabd Prout, handing
Lie mulionaire his little, sold-topped cune.
“One of the brown polishes just brouweht it ig.
They look mighty eveited ahout something,
by bouwey! The hcadwan wants to apeak to
Wi, alr.”

Davdu had brovcht a peorspiving messenger
withy L.
~"The foe is, at band, Azada!” he swid. |
Their skirmishers were seen on the plaing
Last night. They have eaught many borses,
i retnrn at once to detend the greatest of
onr villages,  Thou wilt [ollow, creat sshibi™

“I necd bearers,” suid Ferrers Lord, “so
that 1 can [res my fichting-men,  Give nie
Bearcrs, and I will follow swittly. [ ask lahour
ol a0 man withowt pay. Give me hearers and
;‘I 51:7} gulde, and 1 shall not be fur behind |

e,

- larput Raj rubbed his haods, and obd Noci |
chitckled when they heard e aew =, :

The shikart lined up s wen.

Yhisten!” bhe erivd. CTo-duy you Fn'-..!-rlr.-;_-i
WATTOrs agalnl and cedse to be gnules and
wvirriers of burdenz. To-day the predt .-.-thh,.!
wur master, will put ritfles it your hamla,
Truly it ia a day fur rejoiciog!” :

Hifles anpd amrupition were scrvod ont.

Nacha was put in charge of the new bhoarers
with an srmed guard, and UPreut, oot at all 1o
his liking, was left in eole commamd  Pront
decepted his orders with a salute, amd with:
vut the ghost of @ gromble or o susEestion
that he would have preferred souwe other
duty. He thowght it would be slow work, for
inen haves o bie trained to carry boavy packs, |

“Don't break their hearts, Tow," =aid Ching-
Iung. “"They are wiry beggurs, Lut they |
aren’t used to o it.  Give them plenty of rost |

aind plenty of tuck, To pasz away the time,
you'sk better atart teaching Naclia Epnulisi.™

Prout groangd.

“"He can say * By boney " quite nisely now,
i be said. "EPFm onot too hwopeful ahont
these brown polisbes, and | oexpeet we shall
rush alome ot a suail's gallep, but we'll do !
-our best.” g ' i

Mr. Benjamin  Maddock,  Mr. Barey
(VEooney, and Mr. Gap-Waea <ol lianada
solemualy with Mr. Progt. '

"Mt's sorry to Fave yo woe are, Toun” said
Barry, wipihg away a pretended tesre, “hat
ad you've been promoted boss of the zoeds
removal departiment, lave ye we must.  houpe
ont smilin’, and doo't fose anyihin'. O Lot
they'lb all bave cornsg ard Dlisters on their
fute glore the ind of this glorious day. Swate.
hearrt, gogd-hye-ec ! ;

“Gogd-bye-ce, Tommy, old deara!” said taan-
Waga., " RKeep vo' peckiers upness. Yoo zottod
Ieft badfuwle, old ccouts!”

“Well, by Donwey, if yon aim't o choeering
lat ! uid Prout., “Yon talk as if 1 was heings
ety for good, I he mighty glad to gel rid
cel some of vou, anvhow!  Oh, puzh ofr 1
sha 't be g thoasaned orles bebind, and doa't
forget itl!”

Weeping Willie - cansed somoe slight  delay, |
The mule felt hiz back tickling and luy downd
to rollb sl get rid of the sensation, This
crented conlueion, and @& great upsettiog of
pod s and pans and olher dunnage, to the joy
of Gan-Wara, amd the rage and Jespair ol
Gadra =ipgh, the cook. When this iittle
matter huad becn put right they made gooed
- spewd as far as the Lgood, The guide sfrock
away Lo the right over a prasay plain on
which wild ponies were craciva, They were
whinost as shy and wuary as the wild-Tow! on
tie ligoon.

CThere 2 1he wvillage,”™ said Thurston at last.
U Whe.ew ! T odidu’f stepect that,? _

The guide gave a warning zhout. A ravine
had opened unexpectedly almaosi at their feel.
H, o was forty feed wide atwg mwere fhan a2 hun-
drid foet l‘]rf?ep. A stréam ron Yhroarghe bt
gishing past by linge bowdders, The soeni
wias atoegpooand ditlicalt, moeh more diTealt
than the s-cent o the olber side, apd the
louble journcy mace Gan-YWagn blow like g
tiresl grampue,

<l dears, deara!
Chingy '™ he panteid.
I cool down a bita ™
- Fhere waz oa bpice pomnd handy, iute which
Gan-Wagn promptly retrented and sxb chin-
decp Lo smicke @ cigar amd get rid of some of
Ahe superfluonz heat, -

As they nearcd the village all the dogs ran
eud to bark ot them. The village was sur-

-

=y ——
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|
|

I abarils Dedded upniess, |
* 1 zolted uo breaths!

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Foilisded By o civenlar :stockade, with woodon |
bowers placed at intervals, from which tho

archers could discharge arrows at an sttueck-
ing foe,  Aronnd i patebe: of laond were in
cultivation. 16 wis quite o small place, eob-
sisting of ity or sixty thatched hnuts, ail
clitstering togcther, In the centre was A
lrrer witndow less huilding.

A crowd of veiled women amd semi-mide
vhildren had gathered round the open gatewny

to stare wonderingly at the sirangers. The

Kiiard consi-ted of a4 mamber of lads sroged

with spenes,

1 think it wowld he wmore comfovtalile to
ciafmrp ontaide,  sir® o wuid  Dgke Pavton Lo
Forrers Lord, = [ den't object o walive hios-
pitality altogether, hut T don't like to be the
foast. By that 1'm npet saggesting that
they sere cannibials,™ _

“lutzide Iet it be by ail means,™ said Ching-
Eung, 1 don’t wand to be caten, eithier ; ad,
by the pumber of Jdogs abwut, like Pavton, I
suspect feas,  Those nimble ingects are fomd

of me, bwt [ odon't return their affection a::

little bit. Bo outside for me,
very mueh i” "

“And the farther you go, the more youn
riew, AWlhieriver jon turrn the same. thing's

too, thank you

coties Agul, bodied, there’s nothing  wew
Windlee  the sun ! remarked  Mr
O Baaney et ieal]y,
Lhae  those  young migticnan
seaibs 0 this impsorthant city.
sos-iizs Wid Lhe speaps.” _

“And L ogness yoeu'd take auyihipg that
et Belong oo yon, sonse me, if it was HIYY
g ' Al Maddock,
think youw're vight, T believe Lhey are Lhe
leeal Hoy seonts, ™ '

From 1he gawde they learned that Danda
aned his men had followed up a detachment of
rabchers wive had captored a nnmber of ponies
el driven ol coime cottle, Zapra, the priest,
bid returmed . ol was in the village asking
didvice fromm the saceed snakes. Unless the few
Faithiul vnes Iyl helped to carry the priest in
his carved ehair, which was fitted with poies
For sumie stk purpose, Zapra was a great deal
riare cuergelic sk mimble than he seemed Lo
b, judwing [rom outward appearanees, for it
wiaz A rorgh journey for a person of his
welght., The Laroe, windowlves hut wis the
old medicineman = sanet g, :

tuky ane Lent Lad been hrought. Tt was a
Bight affaie, sud casily erceted,

Ferrers Lord selected the camping-gronmd
sogrre hovdred yards away from the stockmde,
There wa- a water-hole not Far off, amd the
water Wi hre and oweet,  There were fowls
th plenly., « Incking amd sbrutting abont,

Dirdker= ol heen iszned that vothing was to
be teuchal urless bargained for aml hopestly
paid for, :
Gan-Waga for feesh eges amd o hoiled fow),

The t-kitne bad sother vague jdeas abauot,
s ilen o coin of the roalm, and vague olies
stwente the valoe of paper money. He looked
ransd for s banker, Ching-Lung, but as the
prance wis net wi:zible at the moment, he

are the
Ui matie the

_ Barry |
= 0N tahke ut, Henjain, |
Boy |

“fm this occazion I

And s sndden longing came upon

dpprogched Mr. Darry (Y looney, who was
reposing in the shade of o hush, hlowing
clonadls nf robaeen-<moke into the air.

*Harey, old dears, ¥o' gotted any monev,
bronk e nguired  the Eskimo sweetly, =1
hrokenness

" Phwat d'ye mane- monev? TFye want to
horrew  comne, e eandle-devourin® spalpeen
How ek d've want 2

“ My obl Chingy pav ¥9" haeckses, Barey,™ |

~abd the F<kimo. =T want to huy a fowlses
antd soume egeses. Only ever snch a littleness
money, Barry! T think ahont five huncreed
ronmed aned tuppenes be plontiness, Barry,”

Mr. OV Roouney groanod,

“Take nt away amd bhury ub!™ e eanid,
“Toive hundred poumids and tuppenee, iz nt?
Whoy,'ve— Here, give me a fountain-pen,
il ANCTE wroile youn o chegue For o, Buf
(' wooner haild a noice, guoich littie lunatic
asylum for yon wid ut, Gan.  Foive hundred
poltel- and toppencet Whoy, ye osan of o
bol-tailerd walrus, Oi've o ould poeket-noifs
here wild. & hroken hbade, amd, bedad, 0i'ld
hu¥ enongh fowls and ewes wid that wo =tarrt
g poidthey-farem ! Come along, pudden-hoad,
aml 4H'll show Pow ut's doge' :

Followed by Gan-Waga, Barry wpproached
the gole of Uhe ¥illage with o junniy air. The
Bl with Che speirs wers still on gaard, but
they had Deen told net to exclade the
strangers, and they made way for them at
once.  Barry approached an old gentlenran
who was peatly as plump as Zapra. Ne sat
ont=ble a It boiling a 1itiTe brass pot over a
gecond little Lrass pol that contaived glowing.
charcoal, ; _ :

Then PRarry took ont the pocket-knife,

sguatied dewn on his beelz, fl
up wtid dewn, amd sieid:

dpedd his arins

13

U Tuek-a-tuek-a-tuck D aodle-ooidle-on.an i

Gal-Waga imnitated the example of the
braioy Irishioan, theugh nol with the same
drace and heauty; hut he did his hest. Then
rising, somwewhat red in the face after his
cxettion:, Barry made a bow, and presented
the knpife to the pinmp gentlemun, who
docepted it wikh a beamdng =mile, amd went
into the hot. He returned with o rush basket
filled with eggs and a defunct rooster.

Mr. 3'Hooney winked one eve at the Eskimo
13 be praciously accepted these giftz, e
gave the fowl to Gan-Waga.

YUL's brains that's wanted, son,” he sabd.
“AV ¥e can't spake the libge ye must aet ut.
Phwat ilse d'ye want ?? :

“I want s=ome hutterful cheese, Barre,”
sald Gan-Waga., - %ome cheese and . butters,
Act some echeese and butters, Barry, old
dears, and make 2 noises like them. 1
knows yo' do it, vo' sn cleverfula,™

“Phwat d'ye wane—make a noise loike
cheese, and  butther, yo billy-goat?” said
' Rooney, = Ax me somethin' aisy. - How can
A man act elvesse and botther?  As 00 may
have said afore, Oi've seen things loike you
come oub of cheese whin Oitve looked at thim
through a magnifyin'-glass, only hetiher-
lookin'. Och, ut's potty ¥e are! Ho come
AWy wid ve!™ :

Gun-Wadn lingered. The villagers had goats
aid o few cowas,  Butter was the Eskimo's
delizlit. He ad littie hope of abtaining
any, good as the pasture seemed, but cheeso
Wis ot to be despised. | Gan-Waga smiled at
the old gentleman, and the old gentleman
smiled back at Lim In the most friendly way.
Then he made gestures to represent the milk-
g of u eow and ehurning.  These had no
cllect,  Evidently there was no butter. Then
tan-Waga tried again. He chlutched his litile
snub nose, and pretended Lo eat something.
_The old wan grinned and nodded. He wend
into the hut ovce more, and came out with
Ismrl_!ﬁthiﬂg neatly folded up in a large greenm
vl ;

= Checses, Barry!” cried (fan-Waga, unfoli.
ing the leaf. = Uoh, hutlerfukz!  Ooh, loveli-
ness!  Smellses him, Barry! Ob, delicious-
ness! Amells hims!”

Barry did not wish to smell that brownish.
coloured article, but dan-Wagan held it co
close to his nose that he could pot help hini-
self, The sun bad tanned the [rishman down
to the Bone, hist he paled several shades, A
kind of faintmess came over him, coupled with
a longing to run away and hide or cregp dowwn
# rabhit-hole,

Nearly hulf the worst jokes in ile world
have beei made abont cheese, and the other
half about mothersin-law.. This particular
sample of cheese deserved all the jests ever
made. The smell hit him like a blow frem a
brick—or he pretended that it did so. MHe
steadied himself just long enougle te push the
basket of egys mnto Gan-Waga's bhand, and
then reeled ackwards. -

“¥e've murdhered me, Gan, bad lvek to
¥e!" he monved. “Phwat a fute [or the last
of the guld O'Rooneys, to doie loike this! To
tuie sthabbed to the bearrt wid a purnd of
cheese ! Och, bot ut's rovgh! To die—-"

Barry staggered again, for the Eskipo had
taken a bite out of the cheese, and he seemed
Ly like the fluvour of it. The Trishman’s heel
struck some chstacle. He spun .round to try
and regain bis balance, The door of the
large windowless bt wus lhe only suppoct
that offered itaclf. Az hiz outetretehed hands
strner the deor it opened, and he staggereal
through. At opece the door closed Lebind him
with & erash, aad he found himszelf in com-
pPlete Adarkness. .

“i beg your pardon, av anyhody iz at
herie,” suid Barey polilely, “for O Jida'b
mane to inthrude. Oi was doin” a bit of hanky-
panky abont the zcent of a bit of cheese wiil
my friemd Gap-Waga., Phwat am 0§ talkin’
about at all, ab all, whin OF moight as well
talk to the rmwen? - That would wndersthand
Just s aisy.”

It wus enly the hright supshine outzide that
made the place appear 20 dark, The door
wonld uot yield, awd he could not discover
what wis Tastening it. He peered round him
citrion=ly.  The floor was of hard-heaten clay,
with a few rugs scattered about. e recog.

-nised the carved chaie as either the one e had

geen in Danda’s camp or its repliea.

There was a rustiing -onml.  Some shadowy
Lhinge was waving aml =waying in the gloom
with a curious sparkle above it. Barry yelled,
and charged at the door fike a buman bhatter-
ing-rani.  Ile tumbled through, spilling Gay-

MWoaga and the eggs; and as they rolled in the

dust Wosti, the reek-python, the zacred snake
al the Darbans, poked out elght or nine feet
of himzel! to see where Barry had gone to,

' {To be continued,)
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BRAHAM  SYLVESTER, fathier  oOf
svlvester of the Seconsd Form, wis
= reported  Fisler 1. Fish)  the

mnlti-mmilticnaire of San Francisco—
cond maersoedollars, sir, than he coalt eount
in g month of Bundays"  Naturadly, Fishy
was inforested in =gel a man’s son. awd hadl
every intention of being Kind 1o him wWhen
he turned npe at Greyiriars, evel thongh he
waz . ere kid who was  going into the
seramd Form.

But it was not oy Fish who wanted to
be kind to the vonngster.  filly Bunter had
also that dezire.  Bunter lims o minor in the
Seeomd, and Sammy was alsa to be kind—
ander the watehinl and almost paternal cve
nt Billy, of conrse, and with a elear nruler-
standing that the protits of Kipdness wete to
bie chiefly Billy's.

There were ofhera Teady o Twe kind, ho
slonht. A new fellow ot Groviviars Iay
conmnt on that sort of kimdnezs—it he is well-
tao-dlin, It does not amount to much—oer-
taindy pot to as muah s 1he comradeship
which fellows like the Famoons Five and the
Three Calenials and Peter Tooda aned Busscll
anid Eake sond Ogilvy and Lintey are alwads
ready to extend to tie right sort of farlbone,
no matter what the state of his excheguer,

Bt there was something interesting about

Boderick  Sylvester apart from his father's
tmittioms.  Me had twice been Kolnapped and
b lal ter Tansount, Fishy gnid that it was a
riegnlar business in the statea to o thatl =ord
of thing. (e can imagine Fisby's month
waterine at the possible  profits of  sueh
nefarious ackivitics. Ther: ir ol much in
Fishy's conscicuce that would shy al them,
though he might fonk the risk. The ease
may not he goite 2o bad as he represented
it hut it i3 nevertheless a fact that many
instances of this sort of thing have
Knowi. Thers never  laek —vither in the
Siotes or elsewhere—people on the look-omt
Far st chatiee to got posscasion of nther
preople’s woney s and the more o man [THE N T
greater is his risk of losing some of it in this
way. And what more poweriul lever could
Die found hy a seoundrel than o father's love
for his son?
CLittle Syvivester was dogmed to Greviriars,
and the kidvappers gobt in a stroke biddore he
cven reached the selnol, Fish had gone to
Friariide Station fo mecet ling and while they
wore driving bBack two men attacked them,
They lert Figh and the turor who had accom-
panied Sylveater in the rcad, and o of
them drove away with the youngster.  The
Famons Five gaw it all, Lat owere not near
enofel to o to the redcue.  They parsned
the trap —-all of them but Tk, ke Lyre
was painetured,  Wharton got abeaed o Johuny
Ball, Boeh Cherry, and Frank Nuogent rode
cloae  beliind.,  The scoundrel in the trap
fired ot Wharton ;. bt the four plucky junlors
were ton murh for him in the long ran, and,
thongh he escaped, they rescued Sylvester,
amd took him in trigu.ph to Creciriars.

Hylvestor is oo yoosngster with a very fair
share of couraee. - He told them oll about it
candly enough,  The man they hadl  over-
(e ered Was cPive-Thandred  Tholbar =imidle,”
amid the yonnester giessed thoat the gendle-
man with this cnrions naue Cmeant hasinesa.”
Cie's come all the wiy Trom the States, and
1 rness he won't be very easy to stop,” =aid

=yvlvestrr.

Five-Hundrel Dollar Smith certaindy  odid
menn hisiness, Fishy was as sure of thia
ac Bylvester was: Fishy seemed to have a
feeding that the United States Lind heen done
in tlne eye when four of the Famoos Tive
Tad poid 1he kvbosh on ge celehrated o eronk

a3z Five Hundeed  Dallar, But Fislicr T.a
stapdcinns el to Bis imagining  strange
thipre, Trom o distanee e saw someone 1

cap and gown talking to the amall boy from
Vipeviean,  After that Sylvester wis missmg
sl Fishe was quite certain that it was Fivee-
ITnnadriad Doliar in disguise who had accosted
hivn. It was not: only the Hemd, who had
isked Aylvestor fo tea which aceounted for
his not heine easily found when beolkoed Tor,
Svivester got on all right in the =econd.
e foct that b was ' well beeled,” as Fishy
snve, wis not oat o all agoinst bis doing that ]
bt unless e bad heen o deeent Little chap
iz woney wonuld oot have obiained for bim
the approval of Nuwent minor, Gatby. arud
Myers, thoueh it wonbd bave won Lim the
valuahle fricmdsbip of Bunter minor.

N
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The =eeomd thought it no end rotten that
svlvester shwonld be o wated, It was not &
pumishment. of course: it wad merely to gafe-
wiiatd Lim. Eut to Dicky Nugent & Co. it
seetiiad Tike o punishment for something he
hnd et done s med they temptesd hom to 2o
cut with thew,  He wenb bat o master et
thz evowd, aud sent the American  junicr
ook to doan imposition.

Biogs, the Friardale postman, was off doty
At this time, and hisa work was being done

by ane Jaekzon.  This was not an offieidl
wrransement 3 oftficially, Blogg was not  off
duty, dndewd. But Jackson was dning s
work, all the same, toknown to the post-
master,  and  Jackson was—Five-Huodred
Dallar =niitia! That astute crook was also
W M. Vineent, an oeblerly  gentlenman who
tinnk loot oof interest in =ylvester, amil &ent

Dim vakes,

Cakes, or zomething of the kind, came
practicaliy every day, and Jackson got into
what scemed the nataral habit of lonking up
Sylvester  to deliver  the parcelz,. Then
Sylvester alizappwearcd  completely, It was

o the cobernonn when T baoad atarted oud
with Dhcky Nugent o Oooo anud ol Deep
a3l back with wi jpesition too de Tt owas

ircen the Form-room he ol gone : that was

Main, Tor his lalf-written
But how hod B fone?
He tud been earried off in Jackson™s bag!

lines were Lhare.

Firrers Locke had to be bromght in betore
that was discovered., Bt discovercod 18 was;
and  the Kblonapper  was  arrested,  tried,
and  sentenecd  to seven years®  penal
servilnde,

Exeept for that one story, we have nob

heard nech abont little Sylvester till Lately,
when b played some part in the yarn in oor
last  Christmas  number—"The  Greylreines
Christmas  Party "—and that which followed
it —lFonr from the East.” Wi aaw. hiin
there chomtoing  with Wop Hi, and being
gl by Fishy and Buck Finn for cotton-
ing to Chinks.  Those two micght be down on
him for differine from them ag to the rorrect

s bl

cenongh to justify move  than

was ll'.hrl'nu;,h Lt Cchlviairons, progective
I!'r1*IJ:|,;'||II|1_ bir the Lransatlnntic yvoungsker
that suapivicn felt upon Delarey, aowl Bar

Jimmy Vivian sacriffeed bimsell oo awvert Gt
recently in “Losval  Bie  Jhomy”
sylvester alid a silly thing then: but if it
wis silly it was also well-meant and gendcrons-,
atd neither Delarey nor Vivian is likely ever
to hold it asainst bim., Perhaps he oonght to
have known that he conld not give Piet
Delarey movey—hbwever  hwlly  necded  0b
might b —even anonymonaly 7 but he is quite
a kid atitl, and he lLas onore cash than he
knows how to use.

Likels cnough we may hear of the littls
olive-Taced American again. He is interesting
onie:  Tutnre
atory.
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| The Editor’s Chat. |

‘.ﬂ"-‘l Lhe 8 ---il-l-nﬂl-'ll'h-“"h""-“‘t%

For Next Monday : R
“ BOLSOVER’S ENEMY ! "’
By Frank Riehards.

o of von oare at all likely to huove dor-
cotten o revent story in which Perey Rolsover.,
bl bully of the Remove, fgured promisently
——* Bolsover's War.,”  The tine yarn which will
appear next weck s, inon sense. A Seguel
to thot. DBolzover hoas made an encmy o6
V., (harles Swmiles. the raseally sharper
and Mr, Smiles strikes for vepgeanece.

IF YOU WANT TO GET THE
“ MAGNET "

i Fneers, You can only Tnake sire of doing
a0 by wiving vour newsagent a standing arder
For the paper,

1 have told -you thiz before, 1 know: and,
arter all, vou have found that there WeTe
still eopics of the paper in the shop windows,
fr aals too anyone who wanted them.  But
don’t thipk that this warning is an emply
o Tor that reason.  Months ago the Govern
ment deeres went out that in future news
aoents would not be allowed to make returns
sl every paper told its readers of this, and
naked them to order in advance.  Bot the
systemn of returns—that is, the sending hack
to the publishera of . unsold copies, amd pel-
ting the priee of them. returned

ta an Ol
i i the trade, and o very convenlent ono
for the trade.  Strong argoments were givea
the Government for its continuance, and the
powers that be relented. Al that was done
was to cut down the proportion of returna
Hat this time that will not he the case,
heeause it cannot bhe  doene. Paper has
Lbecome s scarce  that b mmst be
cronommised  in every  posaible way,  short
af  that  interference  with  the  liberty
o the subject which Hritons all the world
over are very loth to tolerate, An auto-
rratic Grovernment might po over the list of
papers published and cut aut all thut were
held vunecessary. And the “dMagnet ™ andld
“gem ~ mivht have to go—probably would
hawve to go, though I don't regard them as
unneeessary, and I am soree you do not. Bat
that iz not the way of our Government.
Aa far as may be we shall be allowed all
the frecdom that we consider our right, bul
cortain thinge must be dope in order 1o
muke that freedom possible, Do you see?

I think sou will soe, amd that the great
majority ol those among Yol wha have not
yet given an order for our papers will do s
now, and thus make sure of getting what
they want. Here is a form which 1 :hould

cotirse [0F @ oood American to adopt with | like vou to sipn and hand to yonr news
recard to Chinesc: but the rest liked hing | agent. Don't scnd it to me: it iR Do use
ad were all imelined to pet hime and he | doang that ! .
fomaed i =pecind  friend in Piet Delavey. L YOUnR EDITOR.
i o
ORDER FORM FOR THE ' MAGNET.”
To Mr e ~........Newsagent (fill in name),

Will you be goed enough to order and keep for me each week until further ¢
notice a copy of the MAGNET LIERARY, :-.j.t 1.

Signed ... ... ... &

d.. which I undertake to accept.

-
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