THE FIRST CHAPTER
Bunter the Beneficent

5 gAY, vou fellows!”

I Billy Bunter, of the Remove, made
that remark as he rolled out of the
school - house at Greyfriars,  Five

juniors were ated in a4 row on the stone
balustrade outside, sunning themselves and
chatting cheerily. But as BIH}T Bunter ap-
peared the cheery chat ceased suddenly, and
there was a chorus of five voices :

* Buzz off, Bunter!”

Bunter did not “ buzz " off. He had not
come there to buzz off. He had come there
to talk to the Famous Five of the Remove.
An& he proceeded to td"{

% Uan ¢ said Harn Wharton, holding
up his hand.
“Eh! Don’t what®”

“Don't say anything ! Jmt roll away.”
i {Jh rt_a,lh “harton

‘ What price rolling Bunter down the
steps ¢ 7 asked Bob Lherr} thoughtfully.
“1 believe he would bounce. Do you think

you would bounce, Bunter ¢
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“ Look here, vou ass——"

“Let’s try!” said Bob, getting oft the
balustrade.

Billy Bunter backed away a pace or two.
He never quite knew how to take Bob Cherry :

and certainly he did not want Bob to roll
him down the steps to ascertain whether he
would bounce.

“ I say, don’t play the goat, you know,”
urged Bunter, blinking at the wturd}r Bob
warll'i. throuv.rh his big spectacles. * I've
come here to tell you fellows something——->"

“Can't you go and tell somebody else ?
inquired Frank Nugent,

1 want to do you fellows a favour!”
roa red Bunter,

*“ Oh, my hat!”

* I'm going to do vou a service,” said Bunter
blinking at the Famous Five with a great deal
of dignity.

Bob Cherry sat down again. He seemed
quite overcome by William George Bunter’s
statement.

* Fan me. somebody ! 7 he murmured.

“1 say you fellows, do be serious,” urged
Bunter. " 1t’s a half-holiday t{o-day, and
vou fellows have been discussing what to do
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with it. 1 hmppened to hear you as I came
along. Well, I've got a ssurrgeqtmn to make,
Let’s all go to Chunkley 8.

* “What on earth 1s Chunkley’s?” in-
quired Johnny Bull. ;

** Chunkley’s in Courtfield ! explained
Bunter.

* Never heard of 1t.”

Bunter sniffed.

** You fellows never hear of anything | = he
said scornfully. *° You'd never know what's
going on right under your noses, if 1 didn’t
tell vou, Chunkley’s is the new blg stores In
Courtfield. * They "flooded the place with
cireculars when they opemned. They supply
everything, like the big stores in London-—
everything from mixed bi“lr uits to motor-cars,
TL%E}? ve got a tea lounge——"

A which 2 *

““ A tea lounge,” said Bunter, his eyes
glistening behind his spectacles. ** Coker,
of the Fifth, has fed there, and he says it's
topping, So does Vernon-Smith ; he's spent
a lot of tin there, and he says
it’s no end good. Now, my
idea is to patronise Chunkley’s
this afternoon. Tl take all
vou fellows, and stand you a
hp]‘t‘af]. in the tea ls:mncre

* My only hat!” ejac ulated
Bob Cherry. * You will ?

“ Little me!” said Bunter.
loftaly.

The Famous Five of the Re-
move stared at Bunter. This
oenerous offer from William
{(feorge was surprising, to say
the least. William (eorge had
a wonderful scent for spreads,
and a wonderful gift for secur- .
ing himself a share therein; but
he was not wont to stand bprhld‘-!
for others. The spirit, perhaps,
wag willing, but the financial
resources were weak.

“Well, my word!” said
Bob Cherry. * Do mine ears
hear aright, or are they deceiv-
ing me in my old age 7 Singit
over again to us, Bunter.”

“T'm going to stand vou all

(

Bunter was unusually
clean, his clothes were brushed, and there was a shiny silk topper on

his head.
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a tlp {aop Spl'ﬂﬂ.d in tha fea lounge at C]:Lunk-
ley’s Stores ! ' assured Bunter.
Frank Nugent began to quote :

“ Do 1 sleep, do I dream ?
Do I wonder and doubt ? i
Are things what they seem ?
Or 18 visions about ¢ ™

*Ha, ha hal?t

“ 1 say, vou fellows, don't talk rot !’ ez
claimed Bunter. * If we're going to Chunk-
ley’s, the sooner the better. T'm getting
hungry already. 1t°s nearly two hours since
dinner, and I've had nothing but a few
sausage-rolls, and a cake, and a bag of jam-
tarts and some nuts; and we've got to walk
to Courtfield, unless one of you fellows like
to telephone for-a taxi. You can get taxies
from Chunkley’s, they supply everything,
vou know. As I'm going to stand the feed
perhaps one of you FEHUu 5 could stand a taxi
to Courtfield.”

“putty * in his Jooks. His collar was quite

He cave Smithy a lofty lock. (See page 21)
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% The perhapsfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed fat Bunter,” remarked Hurree Jaiset
Ram Singh.

“ Well, 1 don’t think vou fellows ought to
be mean, W hen I'm gmn;, to be so jolly
generous,” urged Bunter. “ It isn't every
chap at hrevfn&r* who wonld take five
fellows to tea at an expensive place like
Chunklev's, I can tell von. But I don’t
‘mind. T alwavs was an open-handed chap.”

“ Open-mouthed, at least,”” remarked Bob
Cherry.

** Oh, really, Cherry——"

“ The fhct ie, Bunter, we were thinking of
trotting down to the cliffs this aftornoon
remarked Harry Wharton,

“If that’s the way vou tlan a (,hal:u for
a.%i{nw you to tea. W hartnn

““ Ahem |  You sce

“ Here I've wasted a half-holiday, thinking
of vou chaps,” said Bunter indignantly.
“ Lord Mauleverer wanted me to 20 home
with him in his car for the afternoon, but I
refused on your account. Wingate of thn
Nixth asked me to- tea, and I said ¢ I
am sticking to my old pafrs. And no

“ Ahem ! ”

Wharton hesitated.

Billy Bunter was blinking at him more
in sorrow than in anger, as it were, and
the captamm of the Remove felt a little re-
morseful.

After all, if William George Bunter wanted
to play up for once and think of something
else than his own capacious inside, it was
a new departure on the part of William
{reorge which deserved to be encouraged

'ﬂ hartcn glanced at his comrades. -

['ll leave it to you fellows,” he said.
“It’s verv decent of Bunter, if vou come
to that.”

“ Hold on a minute,”
who was rather a cautious fellow,
ley’s, from Bunter's account,
mpmqavo place.” _

* Awfully @X;Jf'nmre’ said Bunter im-
pressively, They supply everything tip-
top and charge accordingly. You can hire
a full-blown famliv ]Jlltlf: there, if wvou
like, guaranteed the real article, same as
used in the best families.”

said Johnny Bull,
* Chunk-

is a jolly

(

* Oh, my hat‘ What 1 mean 12, ean you

stand the bill 77 asked Johnny Bull. “To
be quite candid, my dear porpoise, if we
want to stand ourselves a feed, we can do

it at a cheaper place than 11unk1ev 3
* Ha, ha, ha 1

Billy Bunter gave the cautious Johuny an
indignant blink.

“ 1 eall that ~3u~pici0u- Bull,” he said.

* Bow-wow ! retorted Johnny Bull. “ I'm
asking for information.”

Bunter sla pped his pocket with a hoastful
air.  There was a clinking and a jingling
fmm the pocket. To Judm:' by the sound,

the Owl of the Remove was unuuualiv well
supplied with coin of the realm,

“ My hat! Have vou been burgling a
bank ? 7 demand eﬂ Bob Cherry,

" That's not all,” said Bunter airily.
got some notes in my pocket.”

Where dld you pick up the key of the
l-[e&d s safe 2 inquired Bob.
“ You silly ass!” roared Bunter,

“T've

“ Look
here

“ All serene, m}' fat tulip!” said Bob,
laughing. * We'll come. If you're going ta
do & decent thing for once we won’t stop
yvou.’

= H_EELT, hear ! ” i

“ I'd rather like to sample Chunkley's, too,”
said Bul} slipping off the balustrade once
more,  “ Come on, you fellows; pull up
yvour socks and follow Bunter !

*“ Righto !

Billy Bunter smiled a fat smile of satis-
faction,

To judge by his expression he was as
pleased at the Famous Five's acceptance
of his invitation to a spread as he would
have been by a similar mvitation extended
to himsell,

Which was rather curtous, for William
George Bunter was not famons for parting
‘i.".Jtll rroori thmg:: if he could help it.

Rmdv’ sald Nugent.

“ Better dress a bit for the occasion,”
sugeested Bunter, * Chunkley’s is an awfully
h‘ﬁailkv place, and they expect fellows
to hi' ue]l dressed in their tea lounge !’

“ My hat! Do you want us to sport our
toppers ¢ 7 grunted Johnny Bull

20§



“Well, T think it would look better.’

“ What rot | 7

““'Well, Bunter's the founder of the feast,”
said Harry Wharton, laughing. Lot"t,
pldn. up ; it won’t take us a few minutes.”

“You may as well change your collar,
Bob,” said Bunter, with a eritical blink at

tobert Cherry.
"¢ What's the matter with my collar 7 *

“ The question is, what 1<~n t the matter
with it 2 grinned Bunter. * Dash it all,
we're going to a swanky place for a tip-top
apread’ It's up to a chap to sport a clean
collar ! ™

Bob Cherry opened his lips fo reply, but
he closed them again., The Famous Five
went into the }:mw: to pﬂll‘ah themselves a
little for the great occasion. Billy Bunter
rolled after them, still with the fat smile
of catisfaction upon his plump face. William
(ieorge Bunter, at least, was going to enjoy
himself that afternoomn.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Bunter’s Party

Wﬁm a merry nut !
Vernon-Smith of the Remove was
ounging outside the schoolhouse when Billy
Bunter Emerc'ul again. The Bounder of Grey-
friars looked at him with great admiration.
Bunter was unusually ** nutty ” in hislooks.
His collar waz quite clean, his clothes
were brushed, and there was a shining silk
topper on his head.
He gave Smithy a lofty look,

“ Wherefore this thusness, old top 7"
wnguired Vernon-Smith.  “ Are you doing
thi% just to dazzle Greyfnars 27

" I'm taking a few friends to tea at Chunk-
ley *:»—mm the tea lounge,” said Bunter care-
lessly, ** You can come, if you like, Bmithy.
I'm standing treat all round.”

* Great Scott ! You are 27

“ Why not ! 7" demanded Bunter warmly.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are!”
“ame the powerful voice of Bob Cherry, as
the Famous Five came out in clean aollarw
nicely ‘nruuiwd Etons, and %IEL toppers com-
plete. * Will we do, Bunty ?°

Bunter glanced round at them,

“ That's better,” he said. * You look
quute respectable for once, Boli Cherry.”

* Why, yvou cheeky ass—— '

** You might put your tie straight, though.’

** What's ‘the matter with my tie ! 7

* It only lookf-s as if you'd been trying to
hang yourself | ” answered Bunter blandlv
s Sti]l, if you prefer it like that-—"

Bob Cherry gave his tie a jerk. He was
beginning to repent now that he had accepted
Bunter’s extraordinarv invitation.

"Iz thi-i a game!” inquired Vernon-
Smith. I suppose Bunter isn't really stand-
Jug a terrific spread 2 ™

"He ig—he are!” replied Wharton, with
a laugh. * The age of miracles is not past.”

* If vou call that grateful, Wharton——!”
began Bunter.

“ Ahem!”

“ Let’s get going,” said Bob Cherry, rather

gruffly.

“You coming, Smithy " asked Bunter,
hospitably. * The more the merrier, von
know.” :

“Oh, T'll come,” said Smithy, evidently
oreatly astonished, * This i3 an eteasion

worthy to be marked with a giddy white stone.
Wait a tick while I cut in for my topper. 1
won't disgrace you with a cap, old scout.”

“ Right you are! Follow us on,” said
Bunter.

Smithy disappeared into the lmut«e and
Bunter and his flock started for the gates at
an easy walk. Squiff of the Remove was in the
gateway, talking with Fisher T. Fish. the
American junior. Fishy was trying to sell
Squiff a pocket-knife, and "%qulﬁ was tryving
not to purchase it. Squiff had really the more
difficult task of the two ; for Fishy was a de-
termined business man, a.nd he firmly declined
to take no for an answer. Squiff turned to
the Famous Five as they came along, greatly
telieved by the interruption,

“Hallo! You fellows going to a aiddy
fashionable function 7> he inquired, with »
glance at the handsome arrav of shining
toppers.

1 guess you can’t do better than take thi:
off my hands, Bquiff,” Fisher T. Fish went on

“1've said no nineteen times!” gruntec
the Australian junior.



“ Then sa}' yep for thv twentieth,” sug-
gested Fisher T, Fish.
1 e Ra.t:ﬂ 1 33

““ I really caleulate——""

“ It’s Bunter’s treat ” said Harry Wharton,
interrupting Fishy, ™ He's takmg ug out to
tea.”

* Great pip !

 You like to come, Squiff ? 7 asked Bunter.
“I'd be glad. We're going to sample the tea
lounge at Chunkley’'s new stores in Court-
field.” :

“ My hat! You must be rolling in tin if
vou're taking nearly half the Remove to that
swell show !~ ejaculated Squifi.

Bunter slapped his pocket, and there was a-

musical jingle.

“ Come with us!” he said.

“ Oh, all right! Thanks.”

“ T guess I den’t mind coming,” said Fisher
T. Fish, without waiting for the trifling form-
ality of an invitation, Perhaps he saw the
possibility of selling the pocket-knife to some-

body durlng tea at Chunkley’s, Fishv had
bought that pocket-knife for eighteenpence
an impecunious fag; and he was very
a8 to sell it for five shillings,
" ¥ou can come, I ishy ! 7
“1 guess I'm your antelope,”
T. Fish, promptly,

The juniors regarded Punter with wonder,

As a rule Bunter was as hard np as any
fellow at Greyfriars; his remittances, when
they came, usually found their wa v ab once to
the tuck-shop.

He was a renowned fisher for invifa-
tions ; hut- now he was issuing invitations
himself in the most reckless manner, The
bill at Chunkley’s was likelv to be a very steep
one, at this rate ; but Bunter did not scem to
gwe it a thouﬂh‘r

Tnppers are de Tigueur,’  said Bob Cherry,
gravely. “ If you're joining this merry party,
you must travel in for your toppers.”

* Oh, all right.”

Fishv and Sqmﬂ started for the schoolhouse
as Vernon-Smith arrived at the gates, Smithy
was wearing a topper, and also a rather per-
plered expression. y :

“I'm all ready !” he said. I was going

to gport my E:undav hat in honour of the oc-

said Fisher

%me rhe&ky 888
11&3 borrowed my Sunday topper

casion, but T can't find it.

" Let’s start | 7 said Bunter hastily.

The Bounder gave him a suspicious look.

“Hallo! Where did you get that hat,
Bunter 27 he exclaimed. “ That's a jolly
aood hat—for you! Why. you fat fraud——"

“ Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry. * 1t's
Hmi‘th}"a .hunrld}r topper ! ™ ;

“ I say, you fellows—look here, Smithy, 1
suppose vou don’t mund lending a hat to a
fellow who's taking vou to a tip-top tea at a
ﬂmnlw place——"

*Thaa ]ollv good mind——--

“ Order ! chuckled Bob ( _‘herr}*. “ The
founder of the feast 15 entitled to borrow a
11&1 I’ jolly glad he didn’t select mine.”

" I Jooked at your Hm:}&} topper, Cherry,
but it w a:snl any good,” remarked Bunter
_almh' g £ t’}l}lfl lldr‘ll.'lh' be seen out in it.’

Ha ha, ha !~

5 “h}, you fat rotter—" '
* Order ! ",L_rrinms-d the Bounder. * Let's
zet off. If vou damage my topper, Bunter,

1 shall dmmg' VOur fea_turﬁ
“ @h, really, Srmth‘f———-— e
o Here thpv are ! " said Wharton, as Squifl

That’sa tip!”

-and Fisher T Fish came racing dmm from the

schoolhouse in shining hats. ** Come on!”

“With Billy Bunter in the lead, the party
of juniors started from the school gates, up
the long, white road to Courtfield.

Billy Bunter was evidently feeling very
proud of himself, and he walled with what
could only be described as a strut. o,

But Billy Bunter was entitled to strut. He

Swas takmg eioht fellows—all with good

appetites—to tea, at the most ewcpengwe piac e
in the town. A little * swank ** was pardon-
able under the circumstances,

There was an occasional elink from Bunter
as he walked. The metallic supplies in his
pocket made themselves heard, From Bunter’s
manner, it might have been snpposed that his
pocket was full of sovereigns ; but that could
hardly be the case. If it was only slver in
that hulfrmy clinking pocket, he must have
been in possession of a goodly sum; and
he had declared that he had notes. too.
Apparently Bunter had come in for a
windfall, and was geing to get rid of it
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lavishly. Once upen a time, it was knewn, Chunkley’s, and the car was snorting outside
Bunter had been in funds, on an occasion almost as soon as you had hung up the
when his father had been fortunate on the receiver. If you wanted extra gentlemen
Stock Exchange. It looked as if Bunter for a dance; you rang up Chunkley’s, and at
senior' had scored once more in that weird the hour appointed the extra gentlemen
market where men huy what they cannot pay arrived, graceful and debonair, in beautiful
for, and sell what they do not possess, and evening clothes. If you required a staid,
make fortunes . -old - fashioned
thereby —va- . : butler to give
ried with an the house a
occasional tone, Chunk-
bankruptey. ley’s supplied
William you with a
(ieorge Bunter butler who
seemed to be looked as if he
walking on air, had passed his
as he led his whole life in
merry men ducal man-
into the old siong, and the
High Street of A said butler was
Courtfield. supplied by
They halted the hour, the
at Chunkley’s. dav, or the
Chunikley’s week. Chunk-
Was .84 new ley’s only
bullding, of asked vou to
huge dimen- pay hberally
siong,  Chunk- for its efficient
lev's was the services—t h e
last word in bills at Chunk-
modern, up-to- ley's were on
date efficiency. as grand a
Chunkley— scale as every-
whoever thing else.
Chunkley was Some of the
—had seen Greylriars fel-
that there was lows who had
room for such patronised the

an establish- " famous tea
ment in Court- Billy Bunter glanced round at the party. * That's better,” he said. lounoe at
&

: “ < qui spec for once, Bob Cherry. Just shove your . )
field, and the *, You look quite respectable fo e i . YW Chunkley’s
oreat stores tie straight ; it looks as if you've been {rying to hang yourself! bad ~deslaced

had msen like e page, 20) that every-
a mushroom—but a very substantial mush- thing was topping there, but that the charges
room. made a fellow wonder whether he was in a

There twere great blocks of buildings ; there Swiss hotel. But William George Bunter led
were endless departments, innumerable his flock into Chunkley’s, as if the place be-
smiling shopwalkers, and battulions of charm-  longed to him. They invaded the tea lounge
ing young ladies, ready to supply everybody —-quite a nice tea lounge, with views from the
with everything that he did or did not desire. windows, and nice little tables, and palms in
If you wanted a car;, you telephoned to pots, and an orchestra lalf hidden by big
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paims at one end, The orchestra was dis-
coursing the mysterious sounds which, in tea
lounges, pass for music, as the Greyfriars
party came in,

* Well, this looks all right!” murmured

Squiff, :

“ Quite a decent show, what?” said
Bunter, carelessly.

“ Oh, mthe: 2

“ Topping !’ said Boh.

" The topfulness is really terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram .Singh.
* Here's a’table that will do for us, you
fellows,” said Bunter.
And the Greyiriars party sat down.

THEZ THIRD CHAPTER .
Something Like a Spread

H.-u-tm “"u,-mrm.' axp Co.
“apread ' at Chunkley's.
Billy Bunter did the honours in stvle,
There was plenty of everything,
juniors did full justice to all that was pro-
vided,

* Don’t spare the grub, you fellows ! said
Billy Bunter hospitably. * Just you pile
in. Follow myv example.”

Bunter’s guests did their best to follow
his example ; though they could not follow
¢ it to its full extent. They did not share the
marvellous stowage capacity of the Owl of
the Remove.

Bunter certainly distinguished himself.

The delicacies provided in the tea lounge
were exceedingly nice, if not very solid ; and
a hungry fellow could get through a very lnrﬂ'e
:1111!11‘11‘\-‘ of them. The quantltv Bunter
travelled through was enormous. The other
tellows did well.

Once or twice there was a pause ; although
it really was not their business, the juniors
~ could not help thinking of the terrific bill
Bunter was piling up for himself.

Squiff, after a glance at the * carte,”
ascertained that the jolly little cakes which
were disappearing by dozens were a shilling
each, and that the stuffed dates were six-
pence. And the stuffed dates were vanishing
by the score.

Squiff gently pointed out the fact to the

enjoyed the

and the

founder of the feast. But Bunter ﬂnlv emiled

gemall}r
"Pile in!” was his reply.
“Well, if you ean stand it——"" gaid
Squift.

“ My dear chap, this is my spread, and
there’s no limit,” said Billy Bunter, * AII
I want is to see my guests enjoy themselves

* Hear, hear!” murmured Bob Clwrn

And when the juniors slacked down,
Billy Bunter urged them to renewed eﬂnrtq
still setting a noble example.

Lertmnlv the Grevirars crowd enjoyed
that spread.

It bheat hollow any feed in No. 1 ‘:‘st‘udv ab
Greyfriars ; it excelled, by far, any spread at
tha school in the memory of “the oldest
inhabitant,

Billy Bunter, who had bagﬂed feeds in
cvery etudv in the Remove for whole terms,
seemed bent on mmppnqatum his victims at
one fell swoop as it were,

But the best of things come to an end
and there came a time when even Chunkleyv's
most tasty delicacies failed to tempt the
juniors,

Even William George Bunter stopped at
last. '

He leaned hack in his chair. with a very fat
and happy and shiny face,. and blinked at
his guests.

“ That's what 1 call something like ! he
remarked.

" What-ho! ” said Bob Cherry, cordiall ¥,
“ You've really done us remarkably well,
Bunty.”

“ The donefulness is tc—rriﬁc! concurred
the Nabob of Bhanipur. ** Our esteemed and
ridiculous thanks are due to the excellent
Bunter.”

* Hear, hear!”

#* About time we were moving,” remarked
Vernon-Smith, as Billy Bunter made no
motion to rise. The waitress was hovering
round the table, as a hint that after the
feast came the rec konmg.

“Eh? Oh, yes!” said Bunter.

A slightly thoughtful look came over the
fat face of the {h\l of the Remove,

“You fellows ready to march?” he
murmured.

23

( 24 ) <



¥Yex ki,

* Ask the waitress for the bill, will vou
Wh&rttm (i

“ Certainly.” ;

Harry Wharton proffered that request: Yo
the young lady.in attendance, and the bill
was laid befure them,

The amount of it made Wharton start.

The items were numberless : and the total
amount was twelve pounds ten shillings and

sitpenco

*My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,
g]anun“ at it over W hartﬂna arm. I
tlwucrht it was piling up !’

'ﬁell Bunter was warned,” grinned
Squifi. T suppose he knows what he's
about.”

*“ I hope so,” murmured Wharton. ** Here

vou are, Bunter.”

He passed the bill across the table
Bunter.

That fat youth was not looking quite so
happy and contented now. Tn fact, a very
uncertain expression was creeping over his
face.

“ How much ? ”* he asked, blinking at the
paper through his big giaswes

* Twelve pc:unds ten and six.

*~Ont"

Wharton frowned a little. The suspicion
was dawning in his mind that t]lf_- Grewfrlam
follows had, after all, been *done” once
more by the astute Owl of the Remove,

Bunter made no motion to produce the
cash.

The waitress had retired to a little distance,
and w&&. in conversation with another young
lady : but her weather eye, as it were, was on
the tah]e where the schoolboys sat.

Billy Bunter cast one blink towards the
exit.

But the exit was at a good distance, and it
was necessary to circumnavigate a dozen
tables to get there. There was no escape that
way for the spoofer.

to

“ Well, Bunter ?” said Harry Wharton
quuz-th

* Well, old chap,” said Bunter, with feeble
.1ﬂablllh

*Hadn't vou better scttle the bill 27
““ Oh, yes!?

“ They'll be wanting thc table,” suggested
Nugent.
* Let ‘em “ant e aald Bunter. “ We can

keep the table as.long as we like, I suppose.’

““Well, it’s time we were off.”

* Oh, hwry, old chap!”

Other fellow s, us well as Harry Wharton,
ljcﬂan to feel—and to look—suspicious.

* Look here.” said Bob Cherry abrupblt

““ Settle the bill and let’s get out, Bunter,”

I say, you fellows—

“Well 2 said Harry Wharton grimly.

“I—I'm afraid 1 haven’t enough—quitc
enough—to meet this little bill,” stammered
Bunter. “ I—I su ppose you fellows could lend
me a pound or two temporarily.”

* 1 suppose so. How much are you short? *

“ Lemme sec—ahem ! I'd better tell you
what I can put up, and vou fellows can put
up the rest—only as a loan, of course, You're
my guests,” said Bunter, with dignity. * 1
hope I'm not the kind of fellow to stick his
ﬂ'Lll’“it‘-: into payving for their tea. Only the
Bill is rather steep, and I haven’t enough in
my pockets.”

*“ That’s all right.”

“ I'll settle to-morrow, of course.
pecting & postal order——7

“ Wha-a-at ? ” .

“ I'm expecting a postal order to-morrow.™

* A—a—a—postal order!” said Wharton
dazedly.

The Greyiriars party looked at Billy Bunter
as if they could eat him. They had not run
up a bill of twelve pounds ten shillings and
sixpence in order to hear about Bunter's
postal order—which he was always expecting,
but which somehow never arrived.

“From a titled relation of mine,”
plained Bunter.

** Look here

* Your money will be quite safe, Wharton,”
said Bunter. “ That postal order ought really
to have arrived to-day. There’s been some
delay owing to these Labour troubles, I sup-
pose. This industrial unrest, you know.”

‘ Bunter ! ”

" But 1t will come along to- nmrmw,h “and
then Ill square the small sum I require
now.’

* How much can yeu put up towards the

I'm ex-

ex




bill 2 ** asked Ha Wharton very quletly
" Billy Bunter hemtatea‘ He seemed loth
to reply, but a reply had to be made at last,
and he spoke.
* Bixpence !

| »

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Pay Up !

11'!

IXPENCE !
The word was repeated round the
-tea-table in various tones. That William George
Bunter cquld
not meet the
expenses he
had incurred
was pretty
clear by that
time; but that
he should name
the handsome
sum of six-
pence as his
intended con-
tribution to
the bill rather
took away the
breath of the
juniors—well

Hurree Singh, “ but the rascalfulness of the
esteemed spoofing Bunter is terrific.”

“ Oh, really, Inky——"

b S1xpence" said Harry Wharton again.
“You've spoofed us into running up a ter-
rific bill, you fat bounder, and now you offer
sixpence towards it! Where is the twelve
pound ten to come from ¢

“ You fellows can lend me some tin, I sup-
pose ? I'm 'squanng up to-morrow out of
my postal order.”

““ A postal order for over twelve pounds ?

“Ahem! 1
—in—in fact,
'm expecting
several postal
. orders,” said
* Bunter, “ from
—from some
of my wealthy
relations.”

“The fat
spoofer has got
the tin about
him,” growled
Johnny Ball.
*“ He was rat-
tling it in his
pocket all the

ags they knew way to Court-

their William field.”

George. A faint grin
“Sixpence!” appeared for a -

said Wharton moment on

blankly. Bunter’s fat
“A—a—a ' face.

tanner!” stut- Vemon-Smith gave Billy Bunter a suspicious look. “Hallo!” he “You see

tered PBob exclaimed. “ Where did you get that hat, Bunter? It's a jolly " he be-

Cherry. “ Oh, good ong for you. Why, you fat fraud, it's my Sunday topper!” gan.

youfatrascal!” B plge 22) “Yes, ra-
“ Oh, really, Cherry ther,” explained Wharton sharply, * You're
“You fat fraud ! ” not spoofing us like this, Bunter. Turn out

“Is that your way of thanking a chap
who stood you that splendid feed, Bob
Cherry 7

“ It seems that we've stood ourselves the
feed ! ” grinned the Bounder. “ Bunty pays
a tanner, and the rest of us find the trifling
sum of twelve pﬂundﬁ ten shillings, We ought
to have known.”

“ The thoughtfulness is great ” murmured

your pockets—the one with the cash in it.”
“ There's only a tanner.”
“ Then what were you jingling ? ”
“I—I may have some old keys in my

pocket.——"
* K-k-keys ! ™
“ Yes, I don’t mind showing them, if you

~want to gee them,” said Bunter.
He turned out the bulging, jingling pocket



before the staring eyes of his guests. The
only coin of the realm that was_disclosed
was a solitary sixpence. But there were five
or six old Le-‘l,:-_. a number of buttons, several
screws, and a number of marbles. The j juniors
fairly blinked at that collection which had
jingled merrily in Bunter’s pocket, and given
them the impression that the Owl of the
Remove was quite rolling in money.

* Spoofed ! " muttered Bob.

"You awful rogue!” gasped Wharton.

*You plauned thn—wu jingled that rubbish
just to take us in

** Oh, really. Wharton——"

. Dldnt vou ? 7 howled Johnny Bull.

‘T must say vou fellows are suspicious,”

said Bunter. cr.tll it low., I don’t like to
say it, but rea]iv it's rather low.”
& VL hy,

murmur&d Frank Nugent. © We
here. Penple are be-

“ Shush i *
don't want a shindy
ginning to stare.”

Bunter grinned again.

The argument proceeding at the schoolboys’
table had already drawn some glances from
the other guests in Chunkley’s Fashionable
Tea Louuwe

It was evldent too, that the waitress was
interested, thml,ﬂh she was out of hearing as
vet. Two other waitresses had joined the
voung lady. All three were gazing towards
the Greyfriars party.

The young lady had been willing to trust a
party of well-dressed public ELhOGIbO‘rh but
only as far as she could see them, so tc -peak
There was no poss;blhtv of the party getting
out of Chunkley’s Tea Lounge without the
account hemg settled.

A “ scene” in the tea lounge, under a huu-
dred curious eyes, made the juniors shudder to
contemplate it, Only Billy Bunter, perhaps,
could have faced it with equanimity. Bunter
would have faced worse things for such a
spread as he had just enjoyed.

The juniors suppressed their feelings

“ The awful beast said he had uotea, tao
mutternd Squiff.

* I hope vou don't think 1 was «peakmu un-
!;ruthfulh Field ! * said Bunter loftilv.

‘What! You've got some notes ! ”
“ Certainly. I said 1 had.”

“ Ob, good,” said- Wharton, in great relief,
“ Produce them, then. If this is onlv a silly
Joke, all right. Turn out the notes.””
** They won’t-be much use here,” said Bunter
2 The}r re not banknotes, you know.”
@ urrency notes are all night, if you've got
ennugh, ass,’
* But they're not currency notes.”
“Eh! What the thump notes are they,
then, if they’re not banknotes or currency
I’Intta 2" exclaimed Wharton.

“Abem! You—you see—"
* Produce them, anvhow,” hissed Bob
Cherry,

“ Oh, all right.”

Billy Bunter dived a fat hand into another
pmke.t and produced a number of crumpled
mﬂopc of paper. The j ]unmrs stared at them.

““ There’s the notes,” said Bunter.

“ What—what—"

“ Old letters !  said Nugent.

“ Notes from my father,” said Bunter.

“ You can call them Ietters if you like. It
comes to the same thing.”

* You—you—you said——"

“ 1 said they were notes. o they are notes.
I never said they were hanknotm did 12”
said Bunter in an injured tone. “T do think
it’s rather rotten of vou chaps to put words
mtcu a fellow’s mouth like that.”

\. ou gave us the impression

I said notes. If you choose to get a
wrong impression, that's vour own look out.
Im not answerable for you fellows being
tt.up:d i

* Oh, my hat!”

Harrv Wharton drew a duep breath.

* This really &erﬂ. esusright,” hesaid. “ We
ought to have known Bunter better. He’s
planned this, and spoofed us all along the
line ; and it’s really our own fault. We shall
have to pay the bill, and take it out of Bun-
ter's hide afterwards.”

“1 say, you fellows

* We can raise it among us, I suppose,” said
Boby Cherry. “ But- ——but——but. the funds
don’t run to a feed like this. D'm blessed if I
know how we shall stand it. T've only got
haIf -a-crown,’

* Whacks all round, as much as every fellow
can stand,” said Wharton, with a worried look,
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Fisher T. Fish rose to his feet. There was
a very determined expression on Fishy's bony
face.

During the spread Fishy had been making
surreptitious attempts to sell his pocket-
knife to one member of the party after another.
He had not succeeded, though the price had
come down to four shillings, which was only
twice its value. Fishy was feeling discon-
tented, and his look showe& that he did not
intend to be * stuck ' for a * whack ” in pay-
in g for the glorious spread at Chunkley 8.

T guess this lets me out,” he remarkc&
fibcmt time I noseyed on, I reckon.”

** Hold on, Fishy

“I guess it's time to vamoose the ranch,
Wharton.”

** But- the bill isn’t paid.”

* That’'s Bunter’s bizney.”

“ You know Bunter can’t pay. We've gof
to raise the money among ourselves some-
how—"

Fisher T. Fish shook his head very decidedly.

“ Nope ! ” he answered. * I came here as a
guest ; and guests don't pay for their refresh-
ments in Noo Yark, where 1 was raised, I
reckon this lets me out. Ta-ta.”

And Fisher T. Fish reached for his hat and
walked off, leaving Harry Wharton and Co. to
deal with the situation as best they could,
without his assistance.

The waitress hovered a little nearer the
table. She was aware by this time that there
was a hitch in the pmceedings somewhere ;
and the departure of one guest at a hurried
walk was a suspicious circumstance. She
stood prepared to bar the way to the next, if
there was a next. Guests could not pile up a
heavy bill in Chunkley’s Tea Lounge and then
steal off one by one.

But there was no other departure. The
rest of the party * played up ” loyally together;
there was only one Fisher T. Fish at Gr{=1~
friars.

“ Cash up all round,” said Harry Wharton.

“ Glet a move on; we shall be asked for the

money soon. My hat! We'll give Bunter the
ragging of his life for getting us into this
serape.”

“If that’s your thanks, Wharton——"
“Shut up!” hissed the captain of the

(
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Remove. * Now then, you chaps, how much
can you stand ? I've got a quid.”

“ I have three esteemed quids, my excellent
Wharton,’ murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“ Half-a-crown ! ” groaned Bob Cherry.

" Twopence | ” mumbled Nugent.

“ Oh, dear!”

* Bunter, you villain——

“ Bunter, you fat Hun——

* If you fellows are going to call me names,
after standing you the biggest feed of the term
-——"" hegan Bunter warmly.

“ Shut up! Hack his shins, Squifi—you’re
nearest.”’

* Good egg !

“ Yaroooh !’ roared Bunter, with a sud-
den yell that woke the echoes of Chunkley’s
Fashionable Tea Lounge.

“ Oh, my hat! Shut up!”

0]& dear ! ”

Every eye in the Tea Lounge was fixed
upon the Grevfriars table as if glued there.
The juniors were crimson.

Billy Bunter was not specially concerned
for appearances. He had “the a(hantaffe of
Hw rest of the party there.

(}h wait till we get you home to Grey-
friars | 7 gasped Bob Chorr}

“ Yow-ow-ow ! ~

“ Shurrup !

“I've got a fiver,” said Vernon-Smith.
“Lucky I joined up—mhat ! I think we
shall get through all right.”

The reqmred sum was made 'up at last,
Smith and Hurree Singh being the largest
contributors. The other fellows handed in all
they had; it was the most they could do.

Wharton, with a very pink face, signed to
the waitress, and the cash was handed over
with the bill. The waitress with a haughty
expression marched off to the desk with it.

* Come on, now,” muttered Wharton.

* Wait a minute,” said Bunter.

* What for you, fat villain 2 ™

“ T want my rempt”

“ Your receipt ! ”* stuttered Bob.

“ Yes, certainly.” :

“ Let him have the receipt,” said the
Bounder. * He owes us twelve. pound ten,
and we' re going to rag him every day till he
pays up.”

"
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“Spoofed ! ' stuttered Bob Cherry.

“ Every day of his life, then,”
Johnny Bull.

* Oh, really, you fellows

The waitress brought the receipt on a
plate, and Billy Bunter pocketed it, The im-
mediate results of his game of spoof were
likely to be painful to W illiam (George Bunter ;
but that receipt was a valuable asset, all the
same. On future occasions Bunter w nuld be
able to let that little paper be seen by ap-
parent accident, and fellows would know
that he had * fed " at Chunkley’s Fashionable
Tea Lounge to the tune of twelve pounds
ten shillings and sixpence. It was probable
that Billy Bunter would make use of that
receipt for purposes of swank, till it was worn
to ahmrl& and ]mtn.hca

* Now come,” muttered Wharton.
* Better leave half a crown for the young

growled

“ You awful rogue!™ gasped Harry Wharton.
to this spread, and all you've got to foot the bill is—sixpence!™

* You invited us
(See page 27)

lady, Wharton,” said Billy Bunter reprov-

mngly. * She's waited on us a lot. As I've
stood the feed I think you might stand the
tip.”

“Why, vou—you——" Wharton almost
exploded.

* Tips 7" were expressly forbidden by several

large notices in the tea lounge, nevertheless,
there seemed to be an expectant air about the
young lady. Vernon-Smith found half .a°
crown in his pocket, and laid it on the table,
and the juniors marched off. Something
suspiciously resembling a sniff was heard
behind them as they went. - Probably the
young lady had anticipated more than half a
crown as the fee for a twelve pound ten
repast.

Harry Wharton and Co. marched out of
Chunkley’s Stores in a frame of mind that was

( 29 )



* were real done.

almost Hunnish. But Billy Bunter did not
march out with them. He slid off quietly and
disappeared among the huge departments of
Chunkley’s. The Greyfriars party started
home without him. Probably the Owl of the
Remove considered it judicious to let- his
** ouests ' cool down a little before he saw
them again.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Pleasant Prospects for Bunter !

UNTER in yet 7"

That question was being asked by
half a dozen fellows as the hour of calling-
over drew near at Greyiriars School.

The fat junior had not turned up yet.

Vengeance waited for him at Greyfriars,
and Billy Bunter doubtless was perfectly
well aware of it. It was close on call-over,
and he had not put in an appearance,

Seven juniors were exceedingly anxious to
gee him.

Of the merry party at Chunkley’s only

one member was taking the affair rhmrfulh :

That one was Fisher T. Fish
Fishy even saw something
humorous in if As he airily e*{piamed he
was far too “spry” to be “stuck”™ by
Bunter or any other guy: he had scoffed a
oood share of the great spread, and wasn’t a
penny the worse. Iﬂmhv was, in fact, greatly
tickled by the wrathful looks of the Famous
Five, and inclined to admire the ° cuteness ™
of Bunter's *stunt.”

“1 guess you guys were fairly roped in,”
Fisher T. Fish remarked as he found seven
wrathful }Outh*:- waiting for Bunter in the big

and smilingly.
of New York.

doorway. “ You look a bhit mad about it
Ha, ha, ha!?”
Tﬁlmny Bull glared at him.
‘ What are you chortling ahout 2 ** he de-

manded grufﬂv

* Waal, it’s funny,” urged Fisher T. Fish.
“ You can't deny that it’s funny. You galoots
I guess Bunter wouldn’t
have put the cinch on me in that way. No.
sir; not on a galoot who was raised in Noo
Yark. We cut our eve- f:e-:;'i:‘*1 too early in Noo
Yark.”

“ You came—the same as we did.”

,ling as he went

“But T guess I slid out of the paving
sLLm‘r

* Somebody had to pay.”

“1 guess that was Bunter’s game. They
could have called a bobby, and given him in
charge, you know,” said Fisher T. Fish coolly.
“ I reckon I should have smole ! You galoots
are too soft! Ha, ha, hat!”™

In the circumstances Fisher T. Fish’s
nerriment was ill-timed. The exasperated
juniors showed their sense of that by collaring
the hilarious Fishy. and sitting him down on
the floor with a heavy bump. Fishy's un-
musical chortle changed suddenly to a fiendish
wli'

** Yoooop !~

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Why don't you
laugh ? 7 chortled Bob Cherry., * Isn’t that
funny ?  You've got such a sense of humour,
you know.”

* Yow-ow-ow !

“ Give him another,” said Squiff.

Fisher T. Fish hurriedly sc ramb%ed out of
reach. He did not want another, and for
the moment at least his merriment was sup-
E‘reﬂsed. He shook a bony fist at the Famous

ive and retreated.

“ Call-over, vou fellows!” shouted Peter
Todd down the passage. “ What are you
waiting: for 7 7

“ Bunter ! We're going to slanghter him !

“Hu, ha ha!l”

* Hallo, hallo, hallo, here's another funny
ass ! Bump him!”

Peter Todd promptly fled into Hall, chuck-
The storv of Bunt{-‘r s spoof
had spread, and most of the Remove fellows
seemed to find something amusing in it ;
though all agreed that Wi lliam (‘enrgﬁ Bunter
ought to he pnnu-he(l by something lingering
mrh boiling oil in it.

‘ Better cut off,” said Harry Wharton, at
last. * We don’t want to be late for call-
over. Quelchy’s taking the roll.”

And the wrathful seven headed for Hall.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was
taking call-over. At the last moment a fat
and Wreathless figure wedged into Hall, and
answered to the name of Bunter.

William George had put off his return till
the latest possible moment. But he could not

CLEate)



venture to cut call-over. and here he was.
Seven fiery glances were turned upon him as
he joined the ranks of the Remove. Bunter
gave Wharton a feeble and propitiatory smile
aitor answering to his name.
" I say, Harry, old chap,” he murmured.
“T'll give you Harry, old chap, presently !’
mutter{lfl the captain of the Remove.
** Bob, old scout——"
“ B-r-rerr ! 7 _
¥ I—I hope vou fellows enjoved the spread
at (‘hunklw‘ﬂ ¥
* “ I hope you'll enjoy what you're going to
get presently ! answered Johnny Bull.
¥ I—1 say, you fellows-——"

“ Silence ! called out Wingate of the
Sixth.
There was silence in the Remove ; but the

glances that were cast upon Bunter spoke
more eloquently than words,

Billy Bunter wore a worried look,

Now that he had fairly digested that terrific
feed, it was possible that he was beginning to
repent. But repentance of that kind was not
likely.to serve the Owl of the Remove. There
was only one way of making his peace with

the aggrieved juniors, and that was by handing
* over the sum of twelve pounds ten shillings,
And Bunter's last sixpence had been ex-
pended at Chunkley’s, in his eontribufion
towards the payment for the spread. Evi-
dently there were squalls ahead far Bunter.

The moment the signal to dismiss was given
Billy Bunter scuttled out of hall, His only
hope was to keep out of reach, and stave off the
evil hour. Perhaps he hoped that the wrath-
ful Removeites would not let the sun go down
on their wrath. TIf so, he was likely to bhe

disappointed. :
“ After him!” muttered Bob Cherry,
hastily. ** The bounder’s 1111??Imu‘ i

“ Thmt let lum get away !’

* After him !’

There was a rush of the Removites, Mr.
Quelch's cold, clear voice rang out sharply.

* Wharton. Cherry! Kindly do not rush
out of Hall in that dlqurderlv way. Return
to your places at once, and ‘walk out in an
orderly manner.”

“QOh, dear!?”

Mr. Quelch’s command was law. Willam He

(George Bunter had to be suffered to escape!
He was not in sight when Harry Wharton and
C o. Enmrge& from Hall at la#t

* Anvhody seen Bunter ?°

That question was being abked up and down
the House during the next half hour, by seven
furious juniors.

But nobody had seen Bunter.

The fat junior was understudying Brer
Fox, and ** Iying low “—very low, indeed.

The juniors had to go to their studies for
prep.. and after prep. the Famous Five looked
in at No. 7. Bunter shared No. T with Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton, and should have heen
there at work. But he wasn’c there.

“Seen that fat villain, Peter 77 acked
Harry Wharton, as the juniors looked in,

Peter chuekled.

* No; he hasn't turned up vet.”

“ Hasn’t he done his prep. ¢~

" Apparently not.”

“ Oh, the fat rotter!”

Harry Wharton and Co withdrew. Bunter
was evidently abandoning prep. for that
evening, chancing his luck with his form-
master in the morning. e was still adhering
to hu, policy of putting off the evil hour.

* Never mind-—we'll cateh him at dorm !
said Bob Cherry,

There was an hour be} ond whu h the
elusive Owl could not put it off. He had to
turn up in the Remove dormitory, with the
rest of the form, at half-past nine. The
avengers gave up hope of seeing him until
then, but their wrath did not apull by keeping.
In fact, it seemed like wine to improve with
age,

By the time the Remove were shepherded
off to their dormitory, they were quite pre-
pared to hang, draw, and quartrr Bunter.

Wingafe of “the Sixth was in charge of the
Remove that night. He noted that one was
absent from the dorm. when the Remove
marched in.

* Bunter’s not here,” said the Greyfriars
let‘litt * Where is that fat mm‘ﬂ[ e

* I—I—I'm here, Wuw&te " gasped Bunter
frmn behind him,
Roll int” snapped Vunﬂafe

Billy Bunter rolled in from the corridor.

cast  nervous blinks towards Harry

[ .



Wharton and Co; but they avoided looking
at him. What they had to say to Bunter
was not to be said in the presence of the head
perfect of Greyfriars.

gl (e ) =4y, you fellows | ” mumbled Bunter.

“ Turn in, sharp ! said Wingate,

When the Remove had turned i m, Wingate
extinguished the light, and retired from “the
dormitory. Then seven juniors sat up in bed,
as if moved by the same spring.

" Now, Bunter!”

“ Have him out ! L)

* Sealp him !

’ Slaughter him !

Harry Wharton struck a match and lighted
# candle-end. Bob Cherry strode towards
Bunter’s bed.

“ Now, Bunter, you rascal !

Snore !

** Hallo, hallo, hallo, he's asleep !
him—hand me that water-jug, Franky——
“Yaroooh! ™ _
“ Hallo, he’s awake after all!

Bunter !

“ I—I—1I say, you fellows—-"

“Turn out ! ”

“ I—T'm asleep—I—I mean—yaroocooooch !

Bob Cherry grasped the bedclothes, and
there was a loud bump, and a yell, as William
George Bunter landed on the floor in a tangle
of sheets and blankets.

I'll wake

3

Turn out,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
In the Hands of the Amalekites

East!”

That was William George’s remark,
as he sat up in the tangled bedclothes.
He made it with emphasis.

Seven avenging figures in pyjamas sur-
rounded the fat junior, as he sat and gasped.

* Now, vou fat toad ! 7 said Squiff,

“Ow! Wow! Ow!l” -

“Gerrup !’

“I—I can’t get up!” gasped Bunter,
“ My back’s broken——"

“What 27

“1 mean my neck—that is to say, my leg.
Broken in the spinal column of the knee,”
gasped Bunter,

“Ha, ha,ha!”

(

Most of the Remove fellows were mttmg up
in bed to watch the scene with erinning faces.
Skinner had lighted a candle, and two or three
fellows followed his ewcample The Remove
apparently locked upon the ragging of Bunter
as an entertainment,

Bunter didn’t. He was in a state of great
alarm. i

“I—I say, you fellows,” he stuftered.
“ Lift me back into bed carefu]ly will you ?
'\Iv arm’s broken in two places.”

** It was vour leg a minute ago,” said Bob.

“ My, arm as well ag my leg Cherr} —both
are busted in several places. I think you had
better call a doctor. I'm in fearful agony.”

And Bunter gave a dee ‘P groan.

** Lift him up carefully,” said Bob Cherry.

““ Look here, he's only rapm’:-ﬁnﬂr as usual,”
grunted J{:-hnn} Bull. “ You’ re not ass
onﬂuﬂh to believe him, I suppose.”

Uh really, Bull

© Of course not, ass,”” said Bob Cherry.

““ But lift him up, all the same., He's asked ta
be lifted up.”

** Oh, all right.”

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull lifted Bunter
—Hurree Singh lending a helping hand.
Bunter’s weight was not easy to negotiate.
The fat junior breathed with relief. He was
under the impression that he was to be lifted
back into bed, on account of his broken limbs.
But he wasn’t. Having raised him to the level
of the bed the juniors stopped.

“ Put me in,” said Bunter, in a faint voice.
“ Careful, now. I'm suffering awfully. You
needn’t trouble about calling a doctor, if you
put me in the bed very carefully. Now—
yvooooop ! 7

Bunter gave a yell as he was suddenly
lowered, not into the bed, but upon the floor
He smote the floor hard.

¥

again.
*Oh, crumbs! Oh, varoocoh! Beasts!
Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! ;
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. *‘ Any

more legs broken, Bunter ?
* Yow-wow-wow ! ”
“ How are you going to get up, old fat
top ? 2 ** inquired Bob Cherr}‘
*Yow-ow ! I ec-c-can’t! My back’s broken
now. Broken in three places. Oh, dear!
Wow ! ™

32 ) y
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Billy Bunter gave 2 yell as he was suddeniy lowered, not into the bad, but upon the dormitory floor.
He smote the hard boards with 4 crash! {Ses page 32;

“ 8till broken ? 7 said Bob. “ All serene: for that spread 7" demanded the captain of
we'll lift you up agdin as carefully a: pefore. the Remove, :

Lay hold, you chaps.” * Oh, certainiv ! "
“Yah! Gerraway!” * Pony up, then ! zaid Vernon-Smith.
Billy Bunter hounded to his feet, without “Lail'm going to settle up to- IGITOW,
waiting to be lifted. For a feliow whose back said Bunter, in an m]vrpd tone. “It's

was broken, Le displayed remarkable activity. nothing to me—only twelve pound ten,
Hﬂ“ﬂ. hai]o, hallo! He ean get up, \Inthmg at all to a \wahhx fellow like m

ﬁftf-'r all ! 7 exclaimed Bob Cherry. 3 m expecting a postal ome*_—”
‘Ha, ha, ha!” - " Yon spoofing porpoise
“1 say, you f[ellows, let’s gn to bed,” ‘ Several postal orders—a lot, in fact, T—

mumbled Bunter. * I--1 shall misz my I‘m going to write fo some of my ritled
gleep, vou know. I—I don’t want any larks relationg——" :
at this time of night. I-—I say, youifellows, " Oh, collar him ! ** exclairmed Johnny Buil
after the spread I stood vou to-day at impatiently.

Chunkley’s-——" : “Yah! Hands off, you beasts!! Billy

“ Shut up, Bunter! Are you going to pay Bunter dodged round his bed, * I—I sav, vou

{3 )



fellows, I—I mean business, honest Injun,
1—1I really meant to be standing you fellows a
feed. I'm really expecting a.postal order—1I
mean a lot of postal orders——" * ,

“ You're going through it,”” said Johnny
Bull grimly. “ You bilked us into spending
twelve pounds ten shillings on a feed, and you
bagged the lon's share of it, as usual. You
took us all to Chunkley’s intending to spoof
ug; you ordered things right and left, while
you had only a tanner in your pocket 2t

“ And some old keys!™ grinned Fisher T.
Fish.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ I think it’s rather mean to make this fuss
about a temporary loan, Bull; merely
temporary—— _

“If will be all the better for you if it's
temporary,” remarked Vernon-Smith. “You're
going to have a ragging every day till you
pony up.”’

** Oh, really, Smithy—-"

 Every day regularly, beginning now,”
caid Harry Wharton sternly.  You've passed
the limit, Bunter. You've spoofed us, and
told awiul whoppers, and cleared us all out of
cash, All for the sake of guzzling a spread
you couldn’t afford. Are you ready to be
ragged ¢ ”

“Nunno! I—Id rather leave it over till—
till—till next term, if you fellows don’t mind.
I--I'm really thinking of you, you know.
You're losing your sleep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Removites.
Bunter’s consideration for the fellows who
were losing their sleep was quite touching, in
the circumstances.

“1In fact, I'd rather let the whole matter
drop now,” said Bunter, blinking at the
indignant seven. ‘I stood you a splendid
feed. There was a slight misunderstanding
about payment.
about. Misunderstandings will occur.
prefer to let the whole matter drop.”

* Collar him | ”

“Yaroooh ! ™

Seven juniors rushed round the bed after
Bunter, and Bunter made a wild scramble
across the bed just in time. Never had the fat
junior shown so much activity.

* Btop him ! ™

I really

(

But that’s nothing to row

]

* After him!” .

Bunter scrambled across Peter Todd's bed
to escape. . There was a wild howl from
Toddy as he caught Bunter's elbow with his
eve. Bunter rolled off on the other side.

But the Philistines were close on the track.
Bunter rolled under the next bed, which hap-
pened to be Tom Brown’s, and staved there.
Seven faces were bent down, and seven
ferocious glares were turned under the bed

“Come out ! .

“ Roll out, you fat frog!”

“ Anybody got a cricket stump ¢ ”

“ Yank him out!”

* 11 say, you fellows,” spluttered Bunter,
“d-d-don’t you think this has gome far
enough ? 1—1I can take a joke with anybody
—he, he, he |—but I really think this joke has
gone far enough.”

“Roll ous ! ”

“ If you're going to make a rotten fuss over
a paltry twelve pound ten, I'll settle nup to-
morrow, honour bright | ** groaned Bunter.

* Your honour isn’t very bright,” remarked
Bquift; ** it’s badly in need of some polishing.”

*“ Have him out ! 7

* To-morrow,” howled Bunter, squirming,
as Bob reached under the bed for him, * Give
a fellow a chance. TI'll really have the cash
to-morrow, on the word of—of a Bunter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Only, gas!” said Vernon-Smith. * I'll
get a water-jug and swamp him out.”

“Good egg ! 7’

“ Yaroooh! 1 say, Harry, old chap—
Wharton dear boy—give a chap a chance. ' T
—I'll band you the tin after morning lessons
to-morrow. I will, honest Injun.”

" Give him a chance!” chuckled Skinner.
It will be interesting to hear what whoppers
he will tell when the time comes,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Honest Injun ! ” howled Bunter, “ Can’t
you give a fellow a chance! 1 put it to you
as captain of the Form, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton hesitated. He did not
believe a word that Bunter uttered, as a
mattedof course ; but, after all, even Bunter
was entifled to be given a chanee.

“ What do you fellows say?” agked
Wharton. “ After all, we can begin ragging
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the fat swindler to-morrow, if he doean't
pay up.”’

“Give him a chanee,” said Peter Todd,

* Bunter may get a postal order from his
uncle the marquis, or a cheque from his grand-
father the duke. Or his pater may send
down the fmmlv butler with a sack of hank-
notes for him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ I say, vou fellows, he Sports, you know,”
urged Bunter from under the bed, ** play the
game, you knm\ I'm settling up to-morrow,
and-—and, if yeu like, I'll take you along to
Chunkley’s Tea Lounge for another spread. I
can't say fairer than that, ean 1?27

*“ Oh, roll into bhed, and give us a rest,”
growled Bob Cherry,  We'll give you till
after lessons to-morrow. Then, if wu don't
shell out, you will get scalped bald-headed.”

And the seven av engers went back to bed,
leaving Bunter to his own devices. Bunter
crawled out, and blinked round him very ner-
vously, and bolted into bed like a rabbit into

his burrow. His fat voice was heard again in
- a few minutes.
* 1 —1 say, Harry——
* Brerrer-r !
" (Good-night, old boy.’
Guud-mrrht vou fat rascal !’
“ I hope you'll sleep \wll dear old chap.”
"1 hope you will! " answered Wharton.

‘- ou need o good night’s rest, to go thruugh
W h.it § going to happen to you to-morrow,

‘13 hope you fellows don’t hear me any
malice.”

* Not at all,” said Bob Cherry. = We're
only going to rag vou every day till you
square,”

* Oh, dear! ™

Bunter decided to go to sleep. Evidently
the hearts of the spoofed juniors were not to
be softened by * soft sawder.” Bunter, for-
tunately, was a good sleeper. Otherwise the
.llarmmrf prospect for the morrow m-trht have
kept him awake till dawn crept in at the
dormitory windows. DBut, as it was, Bunter
slept quite soundly. and dreamt that he was
at Chunkley’'s Fashionable Tea Lounge,
enjoyving that tremendous feed over again—
and a sweet smile played over his face during
his balmy slumbers,

(

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
No Cash

H.mr:‘r Waarrox and Co. left the Owl of
the Remove severely alone on the
MOTTOW,

Bunter was being given his chance; for
what it was worth. If he succeeded in raising
the sum of twelve pounds ten shillings by the
time lessons were over, it was *‘ all clear = for
him. It did not seem likely that it would be
all clear, however; for Bunter would have
had considerable dlfﬁeult} in raising the sum
of twelve pence.

He had gained time, that was all. Perhaps
he hoped that the wrath of the * bilked
juniors would die away with time. Perhaps
he depended on his sagacity to elude the
punishment when it fell due again. At all
events the postponement was so much to the
good.

But it was not a happy day to Billy Bunter.
He did an unusual amount of t]unl.mg that
day. He looked so thoughtful in the form-
room that Mr. Quelch *«11|}|m<-ed he was really
giving some attention to his lessons for once.

But when Bunter was called upon to con-
strue, he made so lamentable an exhibition,
that Mr. Quelch’s pointer was called into
play. And for some minutes the Remove
master was quite eloquent to Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove bore it with what
fortitude he could. Even Mr. Quelch’s sharp
tongue, even his pointer, did not worry Bunter
so much as the alarming prospect of what was
to happen after lessons,” For the twelve
pound ten was as far off as ever. At dinner,
Bunter turned a very pathetic look upon
Harry Wharton ; which the captain of the
Remove did not heed in the least. Pathos,
however, did not affect Bunter's appetite : he
proved quite as good a trencherman as usual.

“When the juniors came out of the dining-

roon, Bunter joined the Famous Five,

* I say, you fellows,” he began.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! have they come ?”
asked Bob (;herr}'.

* They-—what ? ™
“ That cargo of postal orders!” said Bob,
genially,

“ N-n-n-no.”
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“Not the cheque from your uncle, the
earl 2" asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Or the esteemed remittance from the
grandfatherly duke ?” inquired the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“I—1 say, vou fellows, T'm going to
settle up ! 7

“ You'd better ! * assented Wharton.

“ The betterfulness is terrific ! ™

* But there may be some—some delay.”

* That will be unlucky for you,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “I'm taking a fives bat to
the dorm. to-night. Better put on vour
thickest pyjamas, Bunty.”

And the Famous TFive walked away,
leaving William George Bunter in a dolorous
mood.

The alternative lay befween the twelve
pounds ten and the fives bat. The odds
seemed to be on the fives bat.

In class that afternoon Bunter was more
thoughtful than-ever, but it was not his
lessons that oceupied his thoughts.

After lessons, when the Remove came
out, seven juniors surrounded William George
Bunter before he had time to eseape.

* Well 27 said seven voices at once,

Bunter blinked at them uneasily,

“ Time’s up ! ™ remarked Frank Nugent,

* The—the post isn’t in it ! murmured
Bunter. *1-—I'm expecting my-—my re-
mittances by the next post. yon fellows.”

~ Btill keeping that up ¢ grunted Squiff,

* If you can’t take my word, Field—"

“Your word! Oh, crumbs! ™

“ I've written to my pater,” said Bunter,
with dignity.  “I've pointed cut to him
that 1 must have twelve pound ten to-day.
As my pater’s rolling in money——"

* Bow-wow ! *

“ He's bound to gend it. You see,” said
Bunter confidentially, “ my pater’s: heen
doing them brown on the Steck Kxchange
lately. He's been a buil.”

A which 2 ¥

“A bull!?” ,

“ Your pater’s been a bull!l”
Bob Cherry.

* Exactly.”

“If he’s anything like his son, I should
think he was an ass, if he’s any kind of

ejaculated

animal at all! How could he be a bull, yon
fathead ?

“It’s a Stock Exchange expression.” said
Bunter. Tt means, he’s been buving to
buck up the market.”

** Oh, that’s a bull, is it 2 **

" Yes. I think he had bad luck when he
was a bear.”

“* My hat ! Has he been a bear, too ? 7

“ Of course he has! ™

“ That acconnts for your manners, 1
suppose !  remarked Bob Cherry thought-
fully. ** Inherited, what ?

" You silly ass! A bear is a chap who
sells to lower prices. Sometimes he’s a
stag,” said Bunter.

* Great Scott ! There seems ic be a whole
Zoological Gardens in the Bunter family !

Is he ever a tiger or a lion 2 7

** No, you ass!”

" Well, suppose he has been a bull, will
that make you able to hand out the twelve
pounds ten shillings you owe us 27

" I-—I hope 0. You see, the pater has
been skinning them. When you're a bull,
you buy up no end of shares. and the price
rises.  The public think it'’s a good thing,”
explained Bunter, with an air of great know-
ledge. * They rush in to buy: price goes
higher. Then you sell off and slide out.
You make a lot of profit that way.”/

* Rather a risky game, 1 should think.”
caid Bob Cherry, “ Suppose the police got
atter him ?

" You silly ass ! shrieked Bunter. © It's
not against the law. It's called operafing.”

"My hat! There must be something
amiss with ‘the Jaw, then. But to come
hack to business, where’s the twelve pound
ten ¢ 7
. I-~T'm expecting it by the next post.”

“ We'll give you till the post comes in,
then,”. said Harry Wharton: “and we’ll
keep an eve on you. You won't dodge us
this time !

" No fear ! ” said Bob emphatically.

Billy Bunter rolled away disconsolately
into the quad.

He was not feeling happy. Whatever
““ operations ”  Bunter senior might have
been conducting on the Stock Exchange,
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“ I had your letter, Billy,” went on the fat voice. “ The amount vou
I shall not send you a clieque, as you
might have some difficulty in cashing it!”

have asked for is a large one.

his hopeful son did not expect to see any of
the results in the form of cash.

He expected twelve pounds ten shillings
from his father about as much as he expected
it from the man in the moon, and he felt
that he was getting very near the end of
his tether.

But that alarming situation made his
fat brain work with unusual activity. It
was only too clear that something had to
be .done. Bunter was doing some hard
thinking as he strolled under the elms in the
quad.

Harry Wharton and Co. were also strolling
in the quadrangle. They did not mean to
lose sight of their William George this time.

Bunter blinked at them morosely, and

started for the schoolhouse at last. The
Famous Five sauntered on his track.
Bunter rolled into the house and dis-

appeared into the Second Form-room. Bob
Cherry glanced in at the door, and found
him deep in talk with his minor, Sammy
Bunter of the Second,

Sammy was grinning, but William George

{

seemed to be explaining himself with great
earnestness.

Bob rejoined his comrades in the passage.

“ Trying to squeeze a loan out of Sammy,
I think,” he remarked. “ More power to his
elbow ! Lucky for him if he does!

Sammy Bunter came out of the form-
room and passed the Famous Five in the
passage with a grin on his face. William
George did not appear.,

Ten minutes later Vernon-Smith came
along,

* Post’s in,” he said.

:‘ .{njﬁehing for Bunter ? 7

No.*

“Come on! " said Harry.

_ And the juniors marched
into the form-room, where

it Billy Bunter greeted them

with an uneasy blink.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
At the Eleventh Hour

“ T say, you fellows

% " Post’s in ! ”” said Wharton curtly.

Oh, good! Tl go and see whether
ther:’s a letter——"

“ Smithy’s been, There isn't!”

“ Oh, dear!”

Billy Bunter was edging towards the door,
but Bob Cherry’s sturdy form was in the
way. There was no escape for the Owl of
the Remove.

“ Here begins the first lesson,” remarked
Johnny Bull. * Put Bunter across a desk,
Old Twigg’s left his cane here. That will do.
Are you ready, Bunter ? ”

“I say, you fellows,” murmured Bunter,
with a longing blink at the door.

“Are you ready ?” thundered Johnny
Bull.

+ “Nunno! TI-—I say as—as my pater
hasn’t written, 1T expeet he will telephone

“Rats! ™
* There may
trunk call,” mumbled Bunter,

be some delay as it's a
“Just you
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fellows wait till my dear pater telephones

LA

** Is he going to send you twelve pound
ten by telephone ¢ *' grinned Bob.

* The—the fact 13—

Redwing of the Remove looked in.

“You fellows seen Bunter, somebody
saw him coming this way ? Oh, here he
is ! Bunter, vou're wanted.”

** He’s wanted here,” growled Bob.

“ Wingate's sent for him.,” answered
Redwing. * He's been called up on the
telephone in the prefect’s room.”

i ¢ |, 0l s

It was a general exclamation of surprise,
For once, amazing as it was, it seemed
that Billy Bunter had been telling the
truth.”

* On the telephone! ™ repeated Wharton.

“ Yes. it's his father,” said Redwing.
* Wingate took the call, and he was going
to cut off when the johnny said he was
Bunter’s father. So Wingate sent me to
call Bunter.”

“ I'd better go.” said Bunter.

* We'll come with you.”

* Oh, really, vou fellows——

“ (ret & move on. We're coming.”

[t was quite a little army that marched
into the !!'l'llfi.'r:t:-‘\- roont. '!.‘r"ing:i{u. the cap-
tain of Greyfriars, was there, and he raised
his eyebrows at the sight of the invasion.

" Your father’s called you up on this "phone
Bunter,” said Wingate rather gruffly. 1
<uppose he mistook the number.  Still. vou
can take the call.”

" Ye-e-es, Wingate.”

The captain of Greyfriars quitted the
room, and Bunter went to the telephone.
Harry Wharton and Co, went with him. There
was a second receiver to the instrument, and
Vernon-Smith picked it up and put it to his
car. The Bounder intended to know whether
it really was Bunter's father at the other end
of the wire. He had his suspicions.

“ Hallo! ™ began Bunter. *Is that you,

¥ hlae |

father 7°
“Yes. Is that you, Billy ? ¥

( 30

YVernon-Smilh siarted.

The voice that came through was
A fat voice, not unlike Billy Bunter's own, and it really

ed as i it were Bunter's father at the other end of
the telephone !

“ Yes, dad.” #

Vernon-Smith started. The voice that came
through was a fat voice not unlike Bunter’s
own, and it really looked as if it was Bunter
sentor at the other end.

1 had vour letter, Billy,” went on the

fat wvoice. ** The amount vou have asked
for is a large one.”
e 71t

" Lshall 1ot send you a cheque as you might
have some difficaity in cashing it.”

“Oh!” murmured Vernon-Smith, in great
aurprise. 2

“ L will send you the money on Saturday,
William.”

* T-t-thank you, father.”

“I will send it down by hand, William.
The butler will bring it.”

“ Yes, father.”

*“ That is all, William.

)

Good-bye.”



“ (i-g-good-bye, father,”
Bunter put up his receiver, and Vernon-
Smith put up the other. Smithy fairly
blinked at Bunter. :

“ Well, my hat! " he ejaculated.

* What's it all about ? 7 asked Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter elevated his fat little nose
haughtily.

“ Smithy can tell you,”
mightn't take my wnrd."

“ Go it. Smithy.’

“ Bunter’s pater says he is sending the
butler with the money on Saturday as Bunty
mightn’t be able to get a cheque cashed,”
sald the Bounder.

* Great Scott!”

* Gammon !

“ Well, that's what he said,” answered the
Bounder. “ 1 don’t pretend to understand
it. I suppose Bunter's father wouldn't enter
1111‘0 a game of spoof with Billy. But

“1 say, you fellows, I've told vou often
enough about Bunter Court and the pater's
hutlpr said Bunter, in an injured tone.

But we never believed a word of it,” said
Nugent.

" That's suspic-ious, Nugent. Suspicious-
ness is low,” said Bunter crushingly. " I sup-
pose you L believe in PllLlngham when you
see him.”

** Pi-pip-Pilkingham ! ”

Thatq the butler’s name.”

he said, * You

said Bunter

loftily. " He was with a duke before he
came to us, The pater offered him higher
wages.”

* Oh, my hat!”

Loder of the Sixth came into the prefects’
roonl, He gave the group of juniors a grim
look.

“ This isn’t a meeting-place for fags,
remarked. * Clear out.”

The Removites cleared out. Billy Bunter
was strutting now, just as he had strutted on
the way to Chunkley’s Fashionable Tea

Lounge. He felt that the storm was averted.

In the passage Harry Wharton and Co.

lnnknd at Bunter, and lool\r:d at one another.
* Well, this is a go!” said Bob Cherry.

“ I—I suppose if the money is coming on
:tturdav we can let tlmt fat bounder o7
“1—I suppose so,” assented Wnarton,

74
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“ He onght to be hoiled in oil, hui‘ if the tin
is gonw to he paid he can go.’

" But is it going to he palrl? 7 said the
Bmmdm

* Well, if the merry family butler is hring
mrr it down by hand on Saturday——"

‘But is he ? ” persisted S:mt]n

“ Well Bunter's pater said so.

" Was it Bunter's pater on the phane at
all, though ? ”* said Vernon-Smith. “ Bunter's
:suc'h a spoofer——"

* Phew ! Bunter, vou awful rascal—"

“ I say, you fellows, I don’t think vou ought
to be suspicious beasts like Smithy. You
wait till Saturday, and 1 shall settle up. this
frifling amount,” said Bunter loftily. ** It's
rather sickening for o fellow like me to be
bothered for a trifle like this. I must say T'm
rather ashamed of vou fellows,”

*“ Wha-a-at ! 7

“If yvou w ant to LFE‘]] my friendship,” said
Bunter calmly,  vou'll have to be a little less
mean in money matters. That's all. Don't
let me hear any more about it, and perhaps 1
can overlook vour rather rotten attitude in
the matter.”

‘And Bunter rolled awav, with his fat little
nose in the air, He left the chums of the
Remove speechless,

THE NINTH CHAPTER

Doubting Thomases !

5 l 7's the biggest one vet !’ said Skinner of
the Remove, after due reflection.

Harold Skinner was referring to the state-
ment that the family butler belonging to the
Bunter mansion was coming down to Grey-
friare on Saturday, with hard cash for William

(ieorge.

As Skinner put it, the “ whoppers ” Bunter
had often told might have exeitéd the envy of
a Prussian. But this was the biggest. This
one, according to Skinner, took the whole cale.

Most of Th[ Remove fellows acreed with
Skinner,

Bunter Court, and the wealth a,ppertmmng.
thereto, had hoen heard of a great deal in the
Grevfriars Remove, and indeed in other
Forms. But nnhnch seemed to have seen
Bunter Conrt: and the wealth, if it existed,
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remained there, and very little of it travelled
as far as Grevifriars School. The Bunter
family butler, who preferred Mr. Bunter's
service to that of his former ducal employer,
had also been heard of. But, like Bunter
Court and the Bunter riches, he had never
been seen.

Skinner’s opinion was that he never would
be geen. Only Bunter's eye had beheld him,
according to Skinner; and even Bunter had
only beheld him with his mind’s eye.

Harry Wharton and Co. hardly knew what
to believe. If it was really Mr. Bunter who
had telephoned, it seemed that the yarn must
be true ; but Smithy’s doubts were shared to
zonie extent by the Co.

Little circumstances came to light during

_the next day which rather confirmed Smithy’s
donbts.

For instance, Ogilvy of the Remove had
seen  Sammy Bunter sncaking out of Mr.
Quelch’s study, just after Bl]lm had received
that call. Mr. QL‘H‘IF]‘[ was out of gates at the
time. The question arose, had ‘-:mnnw heen
using Mr. Queleh’s tnIPph{mp in the service of
his major 7 It was quite possible that the
fat fag, seated at Mr. Quelch’s instrument. had
rung up the prefects’ room number, and that,
80 fdl from its being & ** trunk Ca.ll the call
had come from the Remove master’s s:t'.ud}:-

Sammy, questioned on the subject, had
nothing to say. He only seemed surprised by
the question. But Sammy’s veracity was
known to be on a par with Billy’s ; neither of
the fat juniors bore the most remote resems-
blance to the late lamented GeorgeWashington.

Morcover, Peter Todd was a witness to a
little scene in No. 7 Study, Sammy of the
Second ]JI‘E‘-‘.i—'lli{‘[l himself there, demanding a
* two-hob bit * which had been promised him
by hiz major. Bunter major was not in a
position to liquidate that liability : his efforts
to horrow a trifling couple of shillings from
Peter were fruitless. The fat fag was finally
satisfied with the gift of Bunter's ‘put_lu*t,-
knife in lieu of the two shillings. And when
Peter inquired of Billy Bunter as to the
grounds of Sammy’s demand for cash pay-
ment, Billy’s replies were very vague and
'lm“-;ﬂ.t]‘-':fﬂ(.tﬂr}r

From all of which Skinner astutely deduced

(
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the theory that it was Sammy who had *phoned
to Billy, in his parent’s name: that he had
doneit from Mr Quelch’sstudy on Mr, Quelch’s
telephone, and that Billy had [}rurmwd him &
loan of two shillings for the service,

Which theory fitted in so well with Bunter’s
duplicity, that the least suspicious member of
the Famous Five was inclined to believe that
Harold Skinner had hit the right nail on the
head.

Possibly Bunter had expected the whole
affair to die away by Saturday. Schoolboys
have short memories; and Harry “harton
and Co. were not: the fellows to nurse an injury
for long, even with a good cause.

Bob Cherry observed that, after ali, they
had had the big spread at Chunkley’s, and if
they had to pay for it themselves, well, any-
how, they had had it. That. doubtless, was
the humour in which the fat junior wished to
see the fellows he had so ruthlessly spoofed,

But. Skinner's discoveries and deductions,
exasperated Bunter's victims afresh. If the
whole scene in the prefects’ room was another
sample of Bunter’s incurable duplicity, they
felt that the Owl of the Remove was still more
severely in need of a lesson than they had sup-
posed. Tt was, as Harry Wharton remafked,
bad enough to be spoofed and swindled, with-
out having their leg pulled in addition.

Bunter, taxed upon the subject, could only
refer the indignant and suspicious juniors to
Saturday. On Saturday afternoon, according
to the Owl, the Bunter butler would arrive in
all his glory. That ought to silence the most
captmm of crities.

‘You're spoofing again! 17 said Harry
Wharton, shaking a warning finger at him.

As Skinner says this is simply the higgest
whopper you've ever told. You think it will
nll blow over }w Saturday.”

“ That's it ! ™ agreed Johnnv Buil.
it won't ! ” :

“No fear!”

* The no-fearfulness is terrific,” said HHT]"E‘E
Jamset Ram Singh, with great emphzwm Tt
is time that the vqtemned and lying Bunter
was given a ridiculous lesson.™

Bunter blinked uneasily at the chums of the
Remove. He had his own reasons for not
feeling easy in his mind,
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“1 say, you fellows

“ Well, are you going to own up!” asked
Frank Nugent.

“Of course, I've told you the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth, * said
Bunter. “ That's my v.‘w' 1i you fellows
were as truthfnl as I am, you'd do.”

“ Great pip!”

“ But really, I think it’s time you let thH
trifing matter drop,” urged Bunter. If
there’s any delay in the money coming

* He’s owning up ! ” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ Collar him.”

“ I’'m not ! ” howled Bunter, jumping back
in alarm. * The tin 1s coming to-morrow after—
noon—otr butler’s bringing it. I've said so.’

““ Sticking to that ¢ g,runted Johnny Bull.

“ Certainly ! But—but suppose the builer
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the pockat-knife {o young Tubb, of the Third, for one-and-six,’
leaves you owing me sixpence!”

(See page 44)

has a railway accident coming here—that
won't be my fault, will it 2 said Bunter,
almost pleadingly.

“It will be your misfortune, not your
fault,” answered Wharton. * You'd better
hope that he won't! If he doesn’t arrive,
there will be a manﬂled porpoise lying about
Greyfriars afterwards.”

““Oh, really, Wharton

“ You may as well own up, you fat bounder,”
said Vernon-Smith impatiently. . * There
1sn’t any butler and there isn’t any tin, and
your pater never ‘phoned at all; and you're
only trying to gain time for your swindle
to blow over,”

“ Well, what are you keeping it up like
this for, I’d like to know ? ¥ mumbled Bunter,
with a very injured look. ' ““ It was Wednesday
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we had the spread at Chunkley’s. and here
vou are still jawing about it on Friday
evening. 1'm sick of the subject ! ™

“ He's admitted it!”

“T haven't!” howled Bunter. * It—it’s
all right. You wait till to- “MOTTOW afternoon,
when Walsingham arrives.’

5 Wals;ngham * Who's Walsingham 7~

“ Our butler,” said Bunter, with a tGllC]l
of his old manner, in spite of his uneasiness.

“ His name was Pilkingham yesterday!”
snorted, Johnny Bull.

“ W-w-w-was it ? ’ stammered Bunter.

William George had never laid to heart

the sage maxim that a certain class of person

should have a good memory.

“ You said so ! " grunted Johnny.

“D-d-did 1 ? I1—I made a slight mistake.
Pilkingham was our old butler—the one
we had before we had Walsingham,” stam-
mered Bunter.

“ Can’t he pile it on ? 7 said Skinner, who
was listening admiringly to this little heart-
to-heart talk in the common-room. * They
can say what theyv like about the Kaiser, bt
he’s a fool to Bunter when it comes to real,
dﬂwnrlahb lying ! ™

* Oh, really, Skinner

“ Well, you've got till to-morrow, Bunter,”
said the captain of the Remove. * It's
pretty plain that youw're lying, but vou're
going to have your chance. Though why
vou can’t own up now beats me.’

“ May as well take your medicine and
get it over ! 7’ suggested Squiff,

But Bunter did not see that. He had no
desire to take his *“ medicine ”’ at all, and the
longer the painful operation was put off,
the better he was pleased. Indeed, as he was
promised a ragging daily until his debt
was liquidated, every day guined was so
much clear gain.

Bunter rolled away rather dismally to an
arm-chair, where he sat with a very thoughtful
cast of countenance. Pmbablv he was trying
to devige some new “stunt’ which would
save his worthless skin when the family
butler failed to put in an appearance on the
morrow. He was the recipient of many
grinning glances that evening. Many of the
Removites were looking forward with ex-

pectation to Saturday afternoon, not at.
all expecting to see the stately butler of the
Bunter mansion, hut wondering by what
terrific ** crammer ©° Bunter would endeavour
to account for his non-arrival.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Bunter Sees Light !

1ILLY BUNTER wore quite a worried look

on Saturday morning.

The unhappy state of affairs was really
beginning to tell upon the Owl of the Remove.

The Chunkley’s affair had not blown over—
far from it. Bunter's series of *‘ whoppers ”
and pretences had, in fact, helped to keep
it alive. On Saturday morning zeven juniors
of the Remove were as keen as ever on
being indemnified to the tune of twelve
pounds ten shillings, or on taking the equi‘ra-
lent value of that sum out of Bunter's “* hide,”
It was easy enough 'for Billy Bunter to
devise some astounding yarn to account
for the butler's non- appearance, but the
problem of saving i||~ “hide 7 remained
unsolved. At morning lessons on Saturday
there was a deep wrinkle in Bunter's fat
brow. He was finding the way of the trans-
gressor very thorny indeed, and the time

was getting very close now.

After breakfast he joined the Famous
Five in the quad with an almost beseeching
mprm%iml on his fat face,

1 say, vou fellows

e Hallﬂ hallo, hallo !
old butler died overnight ?
Cherry sympathetically.
he has, my pippin! ”

“ Nunno! But—but—-"

“Go it!” grinned Bob. * Gather round,
you {fellows, and receive an obiject lesson
in the exploits of Ananias!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

* Oh, really, Cherry, I—I was going to
say, 1—I remember now that Packington
has rheumatism! He-—he—he may not be
able to travel to-day on account of it!”
stammered Bunter.

* Packington ! 7 velled Bob.

“ Ye-es, our old butler, you know! "

There was a vell of laughter from the

" he began.

Hdﬂ the merry
asked Bob

“ Bad for you if
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Removites. Bunter's hapless memory had
played him false again.

** So his name’s Packington now ? ©
Nugent.

“ Eh ? His name ulwayﬂ was Packington—
I—I—I'mean, Walsington ! " stuttered Buntec
& 1‘ t-that is, Paokmgham &

* Trv again ! 7" grinned Bob.
T say, vou fellows, do be serious !

“ That butler chap ehanﬂea his name like
a giddy German spy!” chuckled Bob.

\n“. is» he Pilkingham, Walsingham, or

Packington ¢  We're not ]}artlru]ar but
we'd like to know what to call your butler,
if any.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 11 mean Walsingham ! ” gasped Bunter.

“1 seel When you say Packington, you
rea]h mean Walsingham ?

‘ Ye-cs, exactly ! 7

gasped

“And when you say Walsingham, you
mean Pilkingham ? 7 suggested Bob Cherry
gravely,

Rl B B |

“You're sure you don't mean Smith, or
Jones, or Robinson ? ™

* Nunno ! ™

““Oh, 'good ! So it seems that Pilkingham-
szlsmrr}mm Packington has the rheunmtms
and may not be able to travel to- day. 1
dare say he finds travelling rather difficult
with that thundermg lot of names to carry
about! You'd better send him a wire,
Bunter.”

“ W-w-w-why 2 ”

“Telling him not to have rheumatism
till to-morrow, because if it prevents him
from trav olling to-day, you're going to have
a jolly good lulnn;., with a fives bat!”

“ B-b-but he can’t help having rheumatism,
can he ? 7 stuttered Bunter.

“No more than you can help having a
licking with a fives bat if he doesn’t show
up this afternoon!™

“I—1 say, he's coming all right! But—
but as the poor old Lhap really suffers from
lumbago—"

““ As well as rheumatism 2
“I—I mean rheumatism !
what made me say lumbago ? ™

“You forzet the whoppers you've told

I—1 wonder

when you're making up new ones!™ ex-
plained Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“It’s rather hard on the old fellow to
travel with lam-—rheumatism. isn't it ?
Suppose—suppose  he doesn’'t come till
Monday ¢ 7

“ Then he'll be two davs late to see you
licked.”

And the Famous Five walked away chuck-
ling.

** Beasts | 7
as they went.
heaved a sigh.

* He, he, he! ™

Bunter blinked round as he heard that un-
musical cachinnation. His hopeful voung
hm’ther Sammy grinned at him.

* What are you cackling at,
heast 27" was William
frrwutnm

" You've fairly landed yourself this time,”
grinned Sammy Bunter. <1 thought 1t was
a rotten yarn at the fime. You nught have
guessed that the fellows would be keen to see
the butler man.”

Buntcr groaned.

“I—1 timught it would all blow over by
Saturday,” he mumbled, “ 1 never thought
thev'd he keeping it up like this. Mean, 1
call it. P-p-perhaps I overdid it a bit at
Chunkley’s the other day. I—I1 thought 1
might as well be hanged for a sheép as a lamb,
you know. Who'd ever have thought of
the beasts keeping it up like this 2 A paltry
tmelve pound ten

* You owe me sixpence.”

“Rats ! ”

“You jolly well do!” persisted Sammy.
“1 sold the pocket-knife to young Tubb of
the Third for one-and-six. That leaves you
owing me sixpence.”

* (o and eat coke!

“ P’r’aps you can let me have it out of what
the butler is bringing you this afternoon!”
jeered Sammy.

* Oh, dear ! 7’

“You're fairly landed!” grinned the fat
fag. ““I wouldn’t be in your shoes for some-
thing, Billy.”

is Oh, dl‘}’ “P! 1

cjaculated Bunter, dolorously,
And the tat sinner of Greyfriars

vou fat little
l.ll'[’!l‘gt s brotherly
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“ What are you going to do when the butler
loesn’t turnup 7 o -r1;_rg!ﬁd Sammy, apparently
leriving only entertainment from his major’s
anhappy predicament,

Bunter gave another groan. That was the
problem he was trying to think out, without
SUCCESS,

“ He, he, he! You'd better hire one at
Chunkley’s! ™ cackled qammv * They let
‘em out by the hour, vou know.’

And the fat fag rolled away in a state of up-
roarions nmrrlment.

Bunter
blinked after
2.

There was a

1TioUS  expres-
sion on his fat
face, Sammy

ad made his
suggestion
r -mu]!v 3 but
Bﬂlj,r "Bun-
“=r’s troubled

ind it came
2s a plank to a
"~'~.1.'uing Tan.
he Owl of the

nnw drew

deep, deep
sreath.

* Chunkley’s!
My hat!”

Afewminutes

izer Billy Bun-
ter astonished
the Famous
He rolled

p to them as

-

L

'I
5

E LN O

a LWL,

e were chatting in the gateway,
«d a very n:hgﬂmﬁfld blink on them.

and

Xou follows have doubted my word |
said accusingly.
“We have!” agreed 'Boh Cherry. “ We

‘ Guilty, my Tord !
“Thope you'll have the deceney to ;.l]‘l()luﬂ ise
“en Blessington comes this afternoon.”
Hltmﬂngtun 1** roared Bob.
“ I—I mean Pilkington. That is to say,
Wilsingham. You fellows don’t believe that
Wiksingham is coming.”

“Pylaps vou yvoung gents know where
Gosling, who regarded the portly wvisitor with great admiration.
{See page 49)

“ Of course we don’t, vou fat duffer,” zaid
Harry Wharton.

% ‘h'nr well ! " said Bunter, with great t]lﬂ'-
nity. * I'll make vou an offer. W hen you're
proved to be in the wrong, you’ll have to admit
that YOu owe me an a]mlﬁg}.

“ When ! 7 grinned Boh.

“ The whenfulness is terrific,
fat Bunter.”

“Very well! When he comes you'll see
with vour own eyes. Seeing is he]ievin,q,
isn't it ¢ You've doubted my ‘word in public,
and held me up
to ridicule,”
said Bunter,
with an air
more of sorrow
rhan of anger.

“You're bound
to make it up
to me. I owe
vou some paltry
sum-~—twelve or

thirteen pounds
%

my esteemed

“Twelve
pounds ten
shillings ! ™
grunted Johnny
Bull.

“You can’t
expect me to
remember these
trifles exactly.
Walsingham 18
bringing me the
money to pay .
you."”

i “ Bow-wow!"”

* But under the eircumstances I shall refuse
to du 0. You have doubted my word, and

s up to you to make recompense. When
vou're proved to be in the Wrong, you can

call it square. | put it to von as sportsmen,”
added Bunter loftily.

The Co. stared at Bunter,

It really looked as if the heir of Bunter
Court believed in the existence of the ducal
butler—vague as he seemed to be on the sub-
ject of the gentleman’s name.

* What is he getting at now ?*’ said Bob

Master Bunter is,” said
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Cherry, rubbing his nose. “ Some more

spoof, I suppose. Of course, we shall never

get the money out of Bunter in any case. 1f

he’s really been telling the truth all this

time, I suppose we can let him off the rag-
ings.”

“If I grinned Nugent.

Harry Wharton Jaughed.

“ 1 think we can agree, Bunter,” he said.
“ If the family butler reai]y turns up this after-
noon, we'll let you off. Mind he does.”

“Ha, ha! "Mind he does!” grinned Ver-
non-Smith. * If he doesn’ t, Bunter, you will
want a new hide for ta—mormw.”

*“ Our butler,” said Bunter, calmly, ** will be
here about three o’clock. Perhups a little
later——"

“ Perhaps 4 lot later ! * chuckled Bob.

“ The latefulness will probably be terri-
fic.” remarked Hnr’rpp Smgh with a shake
of his dusky head. ‘ But better late than
newrfull=ﬁ. The odds are on the neverful-
119%1

“Say half-past three—not later,” said
Bunter. “1 trust you ‘will apologise for
“these low suspicions when you see him. I
hope you will behave yourselves rather de-
cently, too.”

“What ? "

“You see, Walsingham is a decent old
fellow—trained in a ducal family, and aceus-
tomed to aristocratic surroundings in our
mansion. [ hope there will be no vulgar horse-
play in his presence. He would fail to under-
stand it.”

“Wh ¥s
Cherry.

“ That will do! ™ interrupted Bunter, and
with a lordly wave of a fat and rather grubby
hand, he rolled away.

“My only hat! Ts—is—is there really a
Bunter mansion, and a Bunter butler,”
stuttered Bob, “ or is that fat idiot only
keeping up his spoof till the last possible
moment ¢

“ You've hit it ! 7 answered the Bounder.

And on consideration the Co. agreed that
it was so. But they could not help, now, en-
visaging the bare possibility that Bunter—
William George Bunter—had broken his life-
long record by telling the truth.

you — you —— " stuttered Bob

'--.?.'1:'-'-.:":-_“ " -r'—_l'l: -l-'\‘ "1,*1 l:""ll @i‘r{"’rﬂ mmw‘m’w

THE ELEVENTH CH&PT ER
Great Expectations !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER was not seen
again till dinner-time. Apparently he
took a walk out of gates. Indeed, Hazeldene
of the Remove noticed him plodding on the
Courtfield road. But he turned up at dinner,
and he turned up smiling. The afternoon
seemed to have no terrors for William George,
after all.

Which was curious, for there was no doubt
that a record ragging was waiting for the Owl
of the Remove. All the Form agreed that
what Bunter wanted was a really thorough
ragging, to teach him the difference bvtween
truth and untruth and between ** meum ™ and

“tuum.” Seven juniors, at least, were deter-
mined that Bunter should get what the whole
Form agreed that he wanted.

The incensed seven had let the sun go down
upon their wrath several times, and it was
unabated—indeed, it was increased by the
fat junior's incessant shuffling and spoofing.
When the ragging came it was probable that
Bunter would be sorry that he hadn't taken
it in a milder form at once.

Yet Bunter did not seem uneasy.

Whatever trepidation he had had seemed
to have disappeared. He was smiling and
contented at the dinner-fable, and ate with a
remarkably good appetite.

Many curious glances were turned upon
him. His placid contentment was a puzzle.
Harry Wharton and Co. really began to doubt
whether, after all, they had not been too hard
on Bunter for once. Suppose he really had
been telling the truth all along——

It was rather an nncomfortable refloction.
If the stately Walsingham arrived, it placed
the Famous Five in a very unenviable posi-
tion. Bunter. assuredly, was entitled to com-
pensation for the ridicule and contumely that
had been heaped on his statements—if Wal-
singham did appear. The seven swindled

~juniors agreed that in that case it would be

only fair to call the matter square, and pnt
up with the loss of their money. That was
the least compensation they could make,
Bunter’'s manner was so assured, as he
sirutted out of the dining-room after dinner,
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that even Skinner began to have his doubts.
Skinner talked it over with his chums, Snoop
and Stott.

“ You can never tell ! "’ Skinner remarked
sagely. *1 know old Bunter had money
once—some swindle on the Stock Exchange,
vou know. Billy had fivers at that time.”

*“ But he was soon hard up again!” said
Snoop.

“ And he’s been hard up ever since ! ™ re-
marked Stott.

" True, O king!” said Skinuer.
=hat’s happened once might happen again.”

" Something in that!” agreed Snoop.

“ There's always fortunes being made and
o5t in stocks and shares. Old Bunter may
“ave bagged somebody’s money thiz time,
nstead of somebody bagging his,”

“ It's possible.”

* And if he's made money, he's just the kind

¢ fat old goat to set up a mansion, and a
Zucal butler, and so forth—to lust till the
sext time he goes bust!” said Skinner.

These new-rich blighters do, you know.
“ike the munition millionaires, you know,
v %o are buying up Park Lane out of their war-
ceofits. Just look at Bunter now! He
“oesn’t look like a chap who's expecting the
zazging of his life to-day, does he 2 7

Snoop and Stott looked at Bunter. Cer-
“2inly the fat junior didn’t look as if he were

wpecting trouble. He was strutting in the
uad with his fat little nose in the air, as if at
~=ace with himself and the universe generally.,

~ Blessed if 1 don’t think there’s something
= 1t,”7 decided Skinner. 1 can see that
“harton has his doubts now. Those silly
ws=os have agreed to let Bunter off his debt if
== butler turns up.”

~ Well, they owe him that, after the way
“ew ve run the chap down,” said Snoop. “ 1

=ought all the time they were rather hard on

i Bunter.”

“Just what I thought,” said Skinner.
- We know Bunter has his faults. We all
tave. But I don’t believe in jumping on a
“ap when he's down. Billy is a good sort, in
s way.”

~ He's got his good points.”

~ Just what I've always said, Snoop.”

~ Blessed if I've ever heard vou,”” said Stott,

“ But

A

in astonishment. Stott was rather slower of
comprehension than Sidney James Snoop,

** If you're going to join in running Bunter
down, Stott, von needn’t do it to us,” said
Skinner virtuously. “1 don't see why a
chap shouldn’t be civil to Bunter, He's not
at all a bad chap—in his way.”

“In his way!” agreed Snoop.

“Oh!” ejaculated Stott, comprehending
at last. “ You mean you really think he's got
Money Nnow 5

“ That’s a rotten way of putting it, Stott ;
I must say I'm rather surpised at you. Let's
go and speak to Bunter,” said Skinner. “ A
civil word is never thrown away "

* Let’s ! ™ said Snoop.

And the three worthy voung gentlemen
bore down upon Billy Bunter. That fak- vouth
blinked at them through his big spectacles
with some suspicion. Harold Skinner slapped
him on the shoulder in a very friendly way.

“Yow-ow!" ejaculated Bunter. * Don’s
vou punch me, Skinner——"

" My dear chap. as if I'd punch you! ™ said
Skinner reproachfully. * Just greeting you,
that’s all. Let me see anybody punch you.”

“ Oh!” ejaculated Bunter,

He understood.

Skinner and Co. were feeling the effects of
the family butler, in advance, as it were.

At that thought Billy Bunter drew himself
up. Like the young lady at the tea-party, he
*“ swelled wisibly.” '

* Iwas just thinking you might like a ginger-
pop after your dinner, Bunter,”” said Skinner,
with great affability,

" Oh, T don’t mind ! ™ said Bunter loftily.

" Trot along then. old scout.”

Billy Bunter trotted along cheerfully to the
tuck-shop. His footsteps were alwa;,;s easily
Jed in that direction, Fisher T. Fish came
scudding across the quad, and he joined the
little party.

“ Hallo, Bunty!” said Fisher T. Fish
amiably. I say, that was a stunning spread
y#u stood us the other day at Chunkley’s,
I've been going to ask you ever since to tea in
my study-—something rather special—if you'd
care to come.”

" Like a bird ! ” said Bunter promptly.

Skinner and Co. glared at Fishy. Evidently

A



that transatlantic young gentleman was of
the same opinion as themselves, and *° guessed”
that there might be something in the Bunter
butler after all. Skinner and Co. were by
no means pleased by the presence of this rival
for the crumbs that were going to fall from the
rich man’s table. But Fisher T. Fish was not
to be daunted by glares,

Fishy accompanied the little party into
the school shop; and after Skiuner had
“stood ” the ginger-pop, Fisher had the
pleasure of standing Bunter tarts. It gave
Fishy a pain to part with the money ; but he
felt that it was well expended—a sprat to
catch a whale, as it were. Billy Bunter was
beginning to prosper, and the Bunter butler
had not yet appeared. It was probable that
when he actnally did put in an appearance,
the new popularity of William George would
grow.

Harry Wharton and Co. were in the quad,
and they had observed the little scene. The
Famous Five exchanged glances,

“ Skinner believes in the merry old butler !”
murmured Bob Cherry. ““And Skinner’s
very keen.”

“Too keen!” said Wharton.

“ Fishy believcs in him, tou—and Fighy
is spry, I guess,” grinned Bob. 1 shall begin
to believe in Pilkingham-Walgingham- Parl..-
ington-Blessington myself soon, at any rate.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five had not quite reached
that point; but certainly their doubts were
shaken'; and they were very curious indeed
to see what would happen that afternoon.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Bunter’s Builer

“TLJE'S come!”

“What!”

* Not really!”
“ My hat!”

“ Bunter’s butler! Great pip!”

There were suppressed exclamations from
a score or more of the Greyfriars juniors

The great expectations had heen realised.

He had come!

““ He,” of course, was that stately gentle-
man. the family butler of the Bunter man-
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sion ; at all events, there seemed to be hardly
any doubt ahout it now.

For ** he ” was there !

Vernon-Smith was the first to spot him.,
The station hack from Friardale had rolled
in at the gates, and stopped at the porter’s
lodge. The solitary passenger within had
descended, and was seen in talk with Gosling=
the porter. So far, that was all. But in a
few minutes, scores of eyes were upon the
new arrival, from various directions and
various dmtmwes

For if ever there was a family butler who
could not possibly be mistaken for anything
but a butler this was the man !

He was a portly gentleman; and it is, o.
course, well known that the genuine brand of
butlers is portly in figure. “He was not too
portly : just portly enough to give him an
appearance of weight and dzgmty

His garb was becoming and quite tasteful
and quiet; just what might have been
expected in a butler of ducal training. The
Bunter livery—if there was a Bunter livery—
might have been pictured as something rather
Joud and flamboyant—something rather in
leeping with Bunter’s manners and customs,
But the butler had evidently profited by his
traiming in a ducal household, and Mr. Bunter,
1;erhaps had profited by it at second hand.

all events the portly gentleman had a
qmet staid, and dignified appearance; and
at the first glance it could be seen that he
would have been an ornament to any noble-
man’s hall. Gosling was plainly impressed.

He was quite respectfal to the portly gentle-
man, whose clean-cut, clean-shaven coun-
tenance contrasted rather strongly with the
rugged aspect of Mr. Gosling.

“Tt’s real!” murmured Bob Cherr?, and
there was a chuckle from the juniors under
the elms.

“ The realfulness is terrifie,” said the Nabob
of Bhanipur. * But is it an esteemed Bun-
terful butler 2

“ Well, he’s a butler right enough!” said
Johnny Bull. “ Anybody could tell he was
a butler a mile off.”

“ Yes, rather.”

“And he’s inquiring for somebody—must
be for Bunter.”

)



Harry Wharton was puzzled.

If such a manservant had arrived on
aceount of Lord Mauleverer, or Temple of the
Fourth, there would have been nothing sur-
prising in it. But on account of Billy Bunter !

That was the astonishing t]nucr*

Judging by the portly gentloman & looks,
he emanated from a first-class establishment ;
his mere aspect told of a huge servants’ hall,
in which he reigned supreme over the qmaller
fry ; it mggnai-
ed gigantic ac-
cumulations o f
family plate, over
which he kept
watch and ward,

Assuredly such
1n imposing gen-

tleman could nrJt
have come from
& snburban villa:
such a dwelling as
that in which the
Hunters were sus-
pected of living
and moving and
having their
being,

The portly
gentleman was a
ort of living

-ID[ of the gen
ine existence of
Sunter Court and
*he glories there-

he
T ¥

‘He can't
r Bunter

% ._:;1 Frank Nu- Tubb's c\;md eptrance interrupted the little party.

at
‘inwt likely it's
4 Mauly's butler, turned up by chance.”
* Most likely,” J.;_rrnml Bob, rather doubt-
'Z:_'r however,
" Let’s ask him,”
*Ahem!”
* No harm in asking,” said Vernon-Smith,
Y cat may look at a king, and a Lower
Fourth chap can talk to a butler. I'm going
ask him. 1f he’s for Bunter, we'll take him
He's asking Gossy about. something.”

L= §
W ]”ﬂ‘-’ W .i"',

suggested Squiff,

15 the fat junior rlled over.

“Oh, all nght.”

Harry Wharton and Co. bore down on the
porter’s lodge, The stately gentleman saluted
them slightly, distantly, but respectfully.
His manners were quite in keeping with his
}nok: his clothes, and his portliness.

Inqulrmg for somebody ? " agked Vernon-
‘-am]t’m who was blessed with rather more

“ cheek ”* than the other fellows. * Perhaps
we can be of assistance to you.”

“You are very
kind, sir! " said
the stately gen-
tleman, in a rich
voice that seemed
to tell a tale of
excessive bins,
crammed with
bottles of old port.
* 1 was inquiting
for Master Wil-
. liam.”

: “ Bunter 2 7

“Yes, I should
have said Master
Bunter, sir. But
1 am accunstomed
to speaking of
him as Master
William. Per-
haps I should
mention,” added
the stately gen-
tleman, with dig-
nity, ** that 1 am
Mr. Bunter’s but-
ler. My name is
Parkinson.”

[t was proof
porﬁith'{’.

True, the gen-
tleman’s name, apparently, was i’a:kmmn'
not Pl!Lmt{fmm W d]ﬂll't*"h..llt'! Packington, or
Blessington. Billy Huntm u-rtainlv had
remarkable -agueness on that point.  Bub
here w as the man! Whatever his name was
or wasn't, here he was!

“Praps vou young gents know where
Master Bunter is.” said (tosling, who was
1{%gald111g the portly visitor with great admira~
tion,

He enllided
last. with Billy Bunter's stool, and & portion of dough-nut went the

(See page 50)



“Prlaps vou'd care to step in a minute,
Mr. Parkinson, an’ sit down.”

Mr. Parkinson inclined his head slightly in
acknowledgment.

* Thank vou very much,” he said. * But
I think I had better see Master William at
once.”

Mr. Parkinson’s manner to (losling was
very civil; but it marked the distinction
between the position of a butler and that of
a porter. At the same time his atiitude
towards, the juniors was one of respectful
deference, showing that he realised also the
difference between his own position and
theirs. Mr. Parkinson was evidently that
rarest of bhirds, a man-servant who exactly
knew his place,

“Come with wus, Mr. Patkinson,” said
Vernon-Smith, “ We know where Bunter
is. We'll take vou to him at once.”

*“ Thank you kindly, sir.”

“ Not at all. This way!”

Mr. Parkinson inclined his head again, and
followed the Bounder. Harry Wharton and
Co. accompanied them, in a state of great
astonishment.. And the whole party pro-
ceeded in search of Master William,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
The Perfect Parkinson !

Tmm, of the Third, burst in to the tuck-

shop in a state of great excitement.
In Mrs. Mimble's hittle *&lmlu William George
Buanter was perched on a high stool at
the counter, with several very civil fellows
round him. Skinner and Co. were there, and
Fisher T. Fish. Smith minor was urging
Bunter to * try the dough nuts.” Bunter
did not need much urging. Smith minor,
evidently. had joined the ranks of those who
believed that: Bunter was probably going
to be in great funda.  Already Billy Bunter's
manner was lofty and patronising to his new
admirers. That only confirmed their new
faith. A really wealthy fellow, as Skinner
remarked to his pals, was entitled to swank
a little. Besides, Bunter was sueh a good
fellow, that a chap could put up with a little

“ade " from him, It was surprising how
many good qualities Harold Skinner had

{

]

'

already discovered in the Owl of the Remove.
Tubb’s excited entrance interrupted the little
party. He collided with Bunter’s stool,
and a portion of dough-nut went the wrong
way, and the fat junior '-“.]}]l.lﬂf‘l'i*(i

"You young ass, Tubb!™ exclaimed
Skinner warmly. * Wh at do you mean by
humpmg, into Bunter 7’

" Cheeky little beast ! said Sunoop indig-

nantly. .

* Grooh-hooh-hoop ! ™ came from William
(leorge.

“1say ! gasped Tubb.

* Bhut up!

“ et ont |

“You're bothering Bunter!”
SLinm-r. with great indignation.

(J;cmh hooooop ! ™
“ I say. he's come ! shrieked Tubb, dodg-
ing Skinner.

“Eh! Who's come 27

“ Bunter’s butler.”

e 0'{1 ' ¥

Billy Bunter gave a jump. He coughed
away the dough nut hastily. Skinner and
Co. r-tclmngcd “Ll;rl{*t‘-‘% Thw had begun tcr
believe it, and thm were  © huttermg up’
Bunter in case it was true! Evidently
Harold Skinner had been wise in taking time
by the forelock. Lots of fellows wonld be
very civil to Bunter after the event. But
dear old Bunter would remember that
Skinner had been pally before the butler
eame.

“ The—the butler!” murmured Snoop.
“Oh, my hat! I-—I say, Billy, old scout,
\‘uu]l want a ginger-pop after those dough
nuts.’

"I don’t mind.” said Blth'r.

“ He's coming! ™ said Tubb.
bringing him here, Bunter.”

“All right.”

“Ain’t you going to speak to him 7 7 de-
manded Tubb, rather puzzled by Buntﬁrﬂ

exclaimed

“ Rmithy's

calmness.  “ I sav, he looks a regular nob.”
Bunter gave the Third Former a lofty
blink.

" I'm eertainly not going to disturh myselt

on account of a dashed man-servant,” he
said haughtily. * I'm  surprised at vou,
Tubb. Ptll.m"ton can come here.”

}
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The dialogue was listened to with breathless interest by the juniors in the tuck-shop.  (See page 52)

“ His name’s Parkinson,” said Tubb, with
a stare. 1 heard him tell Smithy his name
was Parkingon.”

1 mean Parkinson.”

“"Tubb joined Paget of the Third, in the
doorway. Paget was regarding the on-
coming juniors, and the butler, with a critival
_ Paget, of the Third, was a highly
onnected youth, and counted earls and
marquises among hig relationg ; and he was
much looked up to in the Third on account
i his knowledge of the aristocracv, and
dieir manners and customs. Tubb looked
to Paget for an expert upiniuu on the Bunter
outler.

Paget was pleased to approve.

LN e,
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“ Ro that’s Bunter's butler, is it, Tubby 27

“That’s him,” said Tubb, eagerly and un-
ungrammatically, * What do vou think of
himi, old kid 27

* Quite decent!” said Paget.

* Think se ?

“The genuine article,” said the vouthful
connoisseur. " I'm rather surprigsed. Ishouldn’
have expected the Bunter gang to run a
butler like that,”

** As good as yours at howe ? 7 asked Tubb,
mueh impressed.

Paget smiled,

** Not exactly, but quite near it,” he said.
* Bunter’s pater can’t be such an awful out-
sider as Bunter. His butler proves it.”

)



Paget’s word on such subjects was law in
the Third. The Bunter butler was the
genuine article, on the word of an expert in
such things, It followed that the Bunter
mansion was a real mansion, and that the
Bunter wealth was not the myth the juniors
had always supposed it was. And within a
quarter of an hour Sammy Bunter of the
Second Form was surprised to find that he
had friends in the Third, of whose existence
he had never dreamed before. Tubb and Co.
were on the way to finding the same shining
qualitids in Sammy Bunter that Skinner and
('o. had already discovered in his major,
Billy.

Meanwhile Harry Wharton and his com-
rades escorted the portly Parkinsen into the
school shop. ]

There he was eyed with much admiration.

Bunter was busy with ginger-pop. Par-
kinson coughed respectfully to attract his
attention ; but Bunter was not in any hurry
to bestow his lordly attention on a dashed
man-servant. He finished his ginger-pop
calmly.

“ Bunty ! " began Vernon-Smith.

“Mr. Parkinson's arrived, Billy,” said
Squiff. .

Bunter glanced round loftily through his
big glasses.

“Oh! You're here, Parkinson,” he said
carclessly.

“ Yes, Master William!”

“You're late, Parkinson,”
severely. =

“1 regret it very much. Master William.
The ‘ack from the station was a little slow.”

“ The * "ack * gave the finishing touch, as it
were, to Parkinson. Evidentlv he was too
well-trained a man-servant to presume to put
in his aspirates. Plainly, he was the genuine,
old-fashioned family retainer, who had no idea
of putting himself, even in speech, on a level
with the quality. :

“ Oh, never mind,” said Bunter. * But
you've kept me waiting, all the same, Parkin-
son.”

T am very sorry, Master Willlam.”

“ QOh, all right! How did you leave the

ater 77
# Your ‘onoured father is very well, Master

(

said DBunter

33

William. °E “opes 1 shall be able to tell "im
that vou are the same, sir.”

* Oh, that’s all right. 1 never get enough to
cat here, hut otherwise, I'm fairish,” said
Bunter. * How’s the mater ? 7

“ Your respected mother is still in the
south of France, Master William."

* Ye-e-es—1 forgot. Is Bessie at home 77

** Miss Bessie is still at school, gir.”

* How is the pater’'s new car turnin’ out ?
inquired Bunter, with an air of interest.

“Your respected father was not quite
satisfied with the new car, Master William,
He is changing it for a Rolls-Rovce.” :

“Oh, good!” said Bunter. “I advised
him to have a Rolls-Royce in the first place.
You heard me, Parkinson 2 "

* I remember perfectly, Master William.”

This dialogue was listened to with breath-
less attention in the tuck-shop. Mrs. Mimble
was gazing at Mr. Parkinson across her little
counter as if her eyes were glued to his portly
figure. The good lady was beginning to regret
that she had not allowed Master William to
run up the little account he was always so keen
to run up. Where Mr. Parkinson came from
there was evidently plenty of cash.

“ Well, I'll speak to vou presently, Parkin-
son,” said Bunter. in a very ofthand way,
“ You'd better wait in my study.”

* Yee, Master William.”

* Perhaps one of vou fellows would show
Parkinson the way to myv studv,” said Bunter,
alancing at Skinner and Co. :

" Certainly, old top!" said Skinner, with
alacrity.

“Thanks. Go  along
Parkinson, and wait for me.”
“*Yes, Master Willlam.”

“You can put the pater’s letter in my
desk: I'll look at it presently. Here's the
key.”

* Yes, Master Willham.”

“ Lock the desk. I don't want banknotes
left about.”

* Yes, Master Wilham.”

Bunter’s butler took the key, and followed
Skinner from the tuck-shop. Bunter glanced,
in the midst of an admiring silence, at a stand
of jam tarts close at hand.

* 1 think I'll try a tart.” he remarked. He

)

with  Skinner,
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ran his fat hands fhrough his pockets,
hat! I’m out of cash

** Please take the tarts, Master Bunter,”
rmurmured Mrs. Mimble, “1 shall ba very
vleased to put it down to the account.”

Bunter helped himself. With his mouth
full of jam tart the Owl of the Remove
blinked loftily at Harry Wharton and Co.

" Perhaps you believe me now,” he said,
w ith a curl of the lip.

“ Well, seeing is believing 1 remarked Bob
Cherry. It beats me hollow! You must
“ave heen telling the truth lots of times, when
we thought you were only buntering.”

“ Ha, ha, ha I *

Billy Bunter sniffed.

The Famous Five quitted the tuck-shop
verv much perplexed. Billy Bunter had

dﬁﬂtl}v been much w mnged much that
“he juniors had set down as mere “ gas”
semed now to be founded in fact. The
rortly Parkinson exuded an atmosphere of
=ealth and importance.

~ Well,” said Bob Cherry, “ it beats me! ™

“ Hollow ! ** agreed Wharton.

" Bunter can’t be such an Ananias as we've
#iwavs supposed—-"'

© I—1I suppose not.”

" It’s dashed queer,” said Vernon-Bmitlh
mminatingly. “1 was prepared f[or some
spoof or other; but that man Parkinson is
i8¢ genuine article.”

= Oh, quite ! ”

* Bunter might have been rogue enough to
+ze some fellow to come here and apoﬂf us,

t he couldu’t hire a thoroughly respectable
mau like that.”

' Impu*ﬂibic

Fruth 18 stranger than fietion.” grinned
g mﬁ * Anyhow, Bunter scores. We agreed

iet the twelve pound ten drop if the butler

'{*wed up. Now it seems that he could pay
“2e money if he liked.”

= Well, of courge, we didn’t believe in the
werry butler,  But—I suppese a bargain’s a
Sargain.”

= I suppose =o0.”

“' harton rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

© It beats me,” he said. 1 can’t quite

telieve it yet. But-—there's the giddy butler.

* Deats me hollow ! ”

" My

* The beatfulness is terrific.”

Billy Bunter came out of the tuck—mnp He
bestowed a lofty blink on the Famous Five,
and rolled on to the schoolhouse—to see
Parkinson in his study. And while Bunter was
shut up in No. 7 Study with Parkinson, there
was endless and amazed discussion in the
Lower School of Greviriars—and the sole
subject of discussion was Bunter’s butler !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
. Bunter in all His Glory

in the
the following

AERE was quite ‘a gathering
Remave passage during
hali-hour.

The curiositv on the subject of Bunter's
butler was intense,

He was shut up in Ne. 7 with Bunter, and
fellows who passed the door heard a murmuz
of voices within.

That was all.

Doubtless Bunfer was asking his butler
questions about home and the family, and
Parkingon was imparting information.

At the end of the passage, and up and down
the passage, in little knots, Removites had
collected, as well as a ﬁood many fellows of
other forms.

Fellows who had not vet seen Bunter's
butler wanted to catch sight of him as hie went.

Hewas naturally an object of great interest.
He was the living substantiation of the Owl's
many yarns ; and as several fellows remarked,
if the butler was genvine why shouldn’t the
rest be genuine ?

And the butler looked as genuine as a
butler could possibly look. There was ﬂenera
agreement upon that.

"Harry Wharton was not in the crm'rd in
the passage, perhaps the captain of the
Remove did not consider so much curiosity
consistent with his dignity. But some of his .
chums were there, and nearly all the rest of
the Remove. Skinner and Co., of course, were
much in evidence. Bo was Fisher T. Fish.
Fizhy had a deep and truly republican ad-
miration for such an institution as a genuine,
old-fashioned, respectful man-servant. Such
critters, as he sorrowfully acknowledged,
were not to be bad in “ Noo Yark.” Aund

(- 830)



Bunter’'s butler was not merely a common or
garden butler, so to speak, he was the very
last word in butlers.

There was a breathless hush in the Remove
passage when Bunter's door-handle was
heard to move at last.

*“ He's coming ! ” murmured Skinner.

The door of No. 7 Study opened.

Parkinson, staid, sedate, loftily humble
as became his position, stepped forth into the
passage.

AH eyes were upon him.

The fat figure of Billy Bunter was framed
in the study doorway. He glanced carelessly
at the juniors along the passage, and grinned
a little.

* Parkinson ! 7

“ Yes, Master William.”

“You'll remember all I've told you ? ”

“ Yeq, Master William.”

“Don’t forget to tell the pater T want him.

to write to the Head, and ask for an exeat for
me. L want specially to try the new Rolls-
Royce.”

* I will remember, Master William.”

“ And give that
envelope to the
pater. Tell him
I'm much obliged,
but I sha'n’t need
the money after
all.”?

“ Yes,
William.”™

‘That’s
You can
Parkinson.”

“Good-bye,
Master Willlam.”

“ Oh, good-bye,
Parkinson,” said
Bunter carelessly.

Bunter's butler
trod down the
passage with a
dignified portliness.
The juniors made
way for him, affect-
ing tc be engmged
in conversation
with one another,

Master

all.

g0,

Mr. Quelch.

The man from Chunkley’s handed an envelepe to

(See page 61)
(- 54

or in looking out of the windows. As a
matter of fact, their attention—-scarcely dis-
guised—was concentrated upon the portly
Parkinson.

Parkinson did not seem aware of it.

He descended the stairs, and stood aside
respectfully on the landing as he met Mr.
Quelch coming up.

The Remove Master glanced at him as he
descended the lower stairs. He glanced
again as Parkinson disappeared into the
lower hall, and called to Harold Skinner, who
wag craning his head over the upper banisters,
catching a final glimpse of Parkinson and his
.Ltnwf-.pherﬂ r:rf wealth and distinction.

" Skinner !’

“Yes, sir,” said Skinner.

*“ Who is that ?” asked Mr. f-}uelt;h. o
have not seen the man here befurc

** Oh, that’s Bunter's butler, sir,’

“ What ?

“1 mean Bunter's father’s butler, sir!
He’s been down with a message to Bunter
from his pater.”

“ Oh, indeed ! " said Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, indeed,
gir,” said Skinner
officiously. ‘A n
il old servant in the
Bunter family, sir.
He's known Bun-
ter since he was a
little kid so high.
He told me so, sir.
Spoke of him al-
most with tears in
his eyes, sir.”

** Bless my soul!”
said Mr. Quelch.

“ Very touching,
sir, the attachment
of a faithful old
family servant,”
said Sl.inner

“Very,” said
Mr. Quelch drily.

Mr. Quelch
stepped to the
window at the end
of the passage,
and glanced down.

)
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at  him
then
from the window and

The portly Parkinson dawned upon him
again, sedately going his way towards the
porter’s lodge.

Mr. Queleh looked

hard, and m 1
turned away uh“!_llJHm IJIL;LI _ﬂl

o

pr

went his way. Some
{ the juniors glanced
t their Form-master,
sondering whether he
was greatly impressed
v the Bunter butler,
Sut Mr. Quelch’s face
5 ag Impaseive as
sual, and gave no Ye
=STN.
There were admir-
z eyes upon Parkin-
wn as he stepped
1o the station cab,
which Gosling
“eionsly cloged the
or for him. The
krolled away
*h the portly gen-
Iiall.
reviriars had seen
= last of him.
Bunter’s butler
! come and gone !
it the aTmﬂwpth-‘
calth and distine-'
which he had brought with him, lingered,
1t cast a sorb of halo about the head of
# iam George Bunter.
‘-.'1-.1 that day the Owl of the Remove
ed his fat little nose very high in the
sessages and the common-room.

5]

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Dark Doubts !

T* next day was Sunday, and almost for
the first time in his fat career at Grey-

“ars School, Billy Bunter found himself in
wuest for “ Sunday walks.”

L5 a rule, fellows did not geem to yearn for
B r- society, indoors or ouf.
Hut there was a change,
irry Wharton and Co. certainly did not

(

-

tn

¥l

LT i Xy
il | :-I.,xij b } a, I_Il""":.’il |
& ; !!|l| N ||. I,“ II”illl"hF. . f/\!‘fﬁ

, M
‘ _ ||||[

"Imi| |

-.:_——_ =

L by

-.-L._=

g5y

Fisher T. Fish jumped up, foreetful of where he was, find brandished 2 hony
fist under Billy

Bunter's fat ness.  (See page 62)

seem to yearn for his fasc 1nating society anv
more than of old. But there were ul{*nh of
fellows whe did. If Bunter went for a
“walk 7 with any fellow. he dig played a
marvellous Lnrmiedw of all the phuﬂi of re-
freshment within a radius of two miles of
Greviriars, and 4 dogged persistence in in-
duecing his companion to dmp into as many
of them as possible, and a wonderful skill in
contriving that the other fellow somehow
should foot the bhill incurred. This did not
make fellows eager to take a walk with Billy
Bunter.

But on this especial Sunday Bunter had
no lack of comrades. Skinner had bageed
him first for a sunday walk, and Snoop anfl
Stott came with Skinner as his friends, and
also because they found much gratification

)



in the charming society of *‘old Bunter.”
Billy Bunter was now “old Bunter”™ to
quite a number of fellows, who had been
wont heretofore to refer to him as that © pig
Bunter,” or ** that fat bounder Bunter,” or
“that porpoise, Bunter.” No longer was
William George, in their eyes, a pig or a fat
bounder, or a porpoise. Far from it. He
was now “‘old Bunter,” and * Billy, old
bean.” It was the portly Parkinson that had
wrought the difference.

Fisher T. Smith, and Smith minor, and
several other fellows, joined Bunter's littie
crowd, as they started on their walk. And
Bunter, as he passed the Famous Five in the
quad, gave them a scornful blink. Bunter
was a fellow of some consequence now, and he
wanted the Co. to understand it. Moreover,
Bunter had money in his pocket. Skinner
had lent him ten shillings—ten sprats, as it
were, which were to catch twenty whales or
s0. Snoop had found five shillings for a loan
to “ old Bunter,” and Stott had lavished
half a erown on “ Billy, old bean.” Even
Fisher T. Fish, though it gave him a pain,
felt that he couldn’t do less, and with many
inward pangs he had pressed William George
to accept a loan of two and six.

Visits to the Bunter mansion, where they
would be waited on by the Bunter butler,
tioated before the eves of those mercenary
voung gentlemen. They thought, too, of
extensive feeds in Chunkley’s Fashionable Tea
Lounge at Courtfield. They had seen Bunfer's
receipt—indubitably a receipt for the sum of
twelve pounds ten shillings and sixpence.
And they bad heard a new version of the
affair from Billy Bunter. According to this
new version, Bunter actually had stood that
feed and paid for it on the nail—witness the
receipt.

As Fisher T. Fish had been present, and
know the circumstances, he could not bhe
expected to swallow that version: but he
held his peace. Skinner and Co. professed,
at least, to believe it.

Anvhow, it was assured that Bunter could
afford to stand such feeds, if he liked; a
fellow whose father had a butler like Parkinson
cvidently had a horn of plenty at heme, upon
which to draw.

“ Bunty's getting quite popular!” Bob
Cherry remarked, as the Owl of the Remove
rolled out®of gates with his crowd.

Harry Wharton smiled.

* Looks like it!” he assented. * There
must be some money about somewhere; at
least. those fellows think there is.”

“ They've been lending him money.”

“Then they must think he’s got plenty.”

“The thinkfulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, * but the factful-
ness may be a boot on the other leg.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter came in from his walk looking
very fat and shiny. He had utilised his know-
ledge of the places of refreshment that were
open on Sundav, and he had done himself
very well at the expense of his admirers. His
borrowed cash was still safe in his pocket.

The next day William George Bunter was
in high feather.

He was still the admired centre of Skinner
and Co.’s society : though he had not seemed,
as yet, to see Skinner’s hints as to the
advisability of paving a visit to Chunkley’s
Tea Lounge.

But on Tuesday it was to be observed that
William George Bunter seemed a  little
tronbled.

He received a letter that dav, which the
inquisitive Skinner had noticed bore the
local postmark of Courtfield, with ** Chunkley’s
Stores 7 printed on the flap of the envelope,

“ Been shopping at Chunkley's, what 77
asked Skinner, affably, as Bunter took the
letter from the rack.

“Eh! Oh, no!”

* That’s from Chunkley’s, isn’t it 7

“ Nunno ! "’

“ Their name’s on the envelope.”

“0Oh! Eh? Yes, certainly! It—it’s
about a motor-bike I'm thinking of buying
there ! 7 stammered Bunter.

““ Phew ! ” murmured Skinner.

Bunter only glanced at the letter, and put
it hastily in his pocket, and walked away.
Apparently he did not mean to communicate
any details about Chunkley’s epistle on the
subject of motor-bikes. '

But. afterwards, he wore a worried look.

He had heen in high feather until the receipt



of that letter from Chunkley's Stores, but it
really looked as if that letter had dashed his
spirits, somehow.

He brightened up a little at tea-time, when
hkmner asked him to tea in his study.

\athmcr very special, you know.” said
Skinner. “I can’t afford what you can
afford, Bunter; I'm not rich like you, old
chap. But a nice little spread, :tlli"] a few of
your own friends. You'll come !

“ Like a bird ! said Bunter.

And he came.

It was quite a nice tea in Skinner's study,
and Skinner and Snoop and Stott vied with
one another in making Bunter feel at home.
Bunter made himself quite at home, and he
cleared the table of the good things at a
great rate.

Then hisg timughthlI look returned.

“1 say, you fellows——" he began, inter-
rupting "-lmmp who was talking.
“ Yes, old chap?? said Skinner. “ Dry
up, Snoopeyv; Bunter’s f;]w:l:mg‘ 3
%om '” murmured Snoop. “ Go on,
Buni'?r

*“ The fact js———"" he said.

“Yes, old bean ¢

“You know my father sent his butler
down the other day ?”

* Yes, rather.”

“ He sent me 2 couple of tenners,’
Huntpr

“My hat!”

* Liake an aszs,” said Bunter, ** I sent them
back—I wasn't specially in nced of the
money, I forgot that I owed a little hill.
Now, as the matter stands, I'm hard up for
X guineas.”

“ Phew !

sad

Skinner and Co. looked very oddly at
Bunter.
“ Why not write to vour pater 2”7 asked

stott.

““ As it happens, he's run over to the south
of France to see the mater.”

“Oh!”

““ So temporarily, of course, I shall be short
of money. I'm expecting a postal order.”

* Wha-a-at 2 "

“ From a titled relation.
some delay in the post.”

But there’s been

(
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“ 1 happen to want six guineas in a hurry,”
said Bunter. * Can you fellows suggest any-
thing 2

The fellows looked at one another,

“T've got it ! 7 exclaimed Skinner, suddenly.

* Got the six guineas ! 7" asked Bunter, with
great eagerness. ™ Skinner, old chap, I'm
._-w.rfully f}b]lged 1* :

* Nunno ! N{:-t the six guineas! I've gob

the idea ; write to Parkinson! ™

Bunter jumped.

* Pi-pip-pip-Parkinson ! ” he stammered.

* Yes ; your butler, you know. Your pater
mugt have left him plenty of dibs to carry on,
while he's away, Write to him.”

sl
* Jolly g-:md idea ! ™ exclaimed Snoop
heartily., ** Parkinson will play up, of course.

Hn s no end attached to you, Bunter.”

“ T—I—TI don’t exactly care to ﬂsh a gervant
for a loan,” {faltered Bunter. * I—I was
thinking you fellows might-—might lend me
the money.”

“Like a shot,” said Skinner blandly,

“only we're not rnl]uw in it, Bunty. I'm
down to my last tanner.”

Snoop and Stott nodded in agreement.
Apparently they had lent Billy Bunter all the
cash they deemed 1t advisable to lend him, on
“spec.” And they were growing a little sus-
picious, too. Bunter’s butler was great and
impressive, in fact, distinguished. But it was
certain that, since hig visit, Bunter had been
as impecunious as before—whether Bunter
had sent back two tenners or not, it was certain
that he was none the richer for the butler's
visit.

Buntr-r looked rather r]]%{*mlr&gpd

“ It isn’t much,” he remarked ;
guineas. You—you  see, a fellow
PG‘sltlﬂl’l doesn’t like hemg dunned.”

* only six
n my

"Oh! A bill from Chunkley’s ?” asked
sSkinner.
“Nunno! Just a bill!”

* Well, sorry we can’t do anything. Tll tell
you what—I'll lend you a stamp to write to
Parkinson.”

Billy Bunter did not accept that offer. He
cast a last glance over the table, and as there
was nothing left to eat, he drifted disconso-
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lately out of the study. Skinner and Co.

exchanged rather queer glances when he was

gone. :

“ It looks——"" murmured Skinner.

“ It does ! ”* said Snoop.

*“ If we’ve been spoofed again——'

“ After all, he’s a fearful spoofer 2

“ But the butler——"

“Ten bob!” murmured Skinner. “Tve
lent him ten bob! If he’s spoofed us—if he
borrowed that dashed butler from some-
where——"

' Ui‘l! 23

* I—wonder——"

The loyal and admiring attachment of
{Ii’:unter’s new friends seemed to be breaking

own

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Light at Last !

iz HALLD, hallo, hallo !" What's the merry
trouble 7 7

Bob Cherry slapped Bunter on the shoulder,
as the Remove were going in to classes on
Wednesday morning.  Billy Bunter was
looking worried and downcast, as if most of
the troubles of the universe had descended
upon his podgy shoulders and found a per-
manent lodgment there. Hence the exuberant
Bob’s hearty greeting

“Ow ! Don’t bust my shoulder, vou ass ! ”
arowled Bunter. “I—I say, Bob, old
chap——"

“ Sorry—stony ! answered Bob Cherry
promptly ; apparently regarding * Bob, old
chap” as a preliminary to a demand for
cash, .

“ Oh, go and eat coke!” grunted the Owl
of the Remove

“ But what's the row ? 7 asked Bob good-
naturedly. “ You've been looking awfully
down, Bunty. Seems tome you're a jolly lucky
bargee, You've wriggled out of paying twelve
pounds ten you owed among seven . fellows,
You've had seven narrow escapes of being
scalped. Isn't that good enough 7

Bunter grunted.

Benefits received mever lingered long in
Billy Bunter’s mind. He had succeeded, in
the end, of clearing himself of the liabitity the
visit to Chunkley’s Fashionable Tea Lounge

{
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had brought upon him. The rash agreement
of the juniors to forgive the debt if the Bunter
butler showed up, saw him clear, It had been
founded upon an utter disbelief in the existence
of Mr. Parkinson, certainly ; but the chums of
the Remove were fellows of their word ; theyv
felt that they had been caught, but they held
to what they had agreed. Bunter ought really
to have been very contented. But he was
looking anything but contented.

On wriggling out of one scrape he had
wriggled into another, as he usually did when
he exercised his fatuous cunning. And the
last state of William George Bunter was worse
than his first. He had owed money to Remove
fellows, who would have taken it out in
" raggings 7 as a last resort. Now he owed
money to much more business-like people,
who assuredly wouldn’t take it out in raggings,
or in anything but hard cash.

Henee the worried looks of Bunter.

** Bob, old fellow " he recommenced.

*“I've mentioned that I'm stony,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

* We've always been pals

“ Have we ? 7 ejaculated Bob, in astonish-
ment. *° This is the firet I've heard of it.”

** Oh, really, Cherry

* Come on, you fellows; you'll be late,”
called out Harey Wharton.

“ I—I—I say. Bob, could you lend me six
guineas ? ~ gasped Bumter.

Bob Cherry jumped.

* Rix which ? 7" he exclaimed.

* Bix guineas,”

“ My only hat! Sixty thousand just as
goon,” said Bob, with a chuckle. * My dear
old porpoise, guineas don’t grow in my study.”

“ You might raise it among the fellows,”
suggested Bunter. ™ It's only temporary, of

course. 1've been disappointed about a
postal order i

* Ha, ha, bha! The same old postal
order 77

* Nunno—another one. T—I'm rather in
want of six guineas; in fact, 1 owe a little
bill—"

* Yes—twelve pound ten ! ” assented Bob.

“1 don't mean that. 1 mean a real bill,
and—and I've got to pay it. I—I say, you
wight stand by a chap.”

)




** If you run up bills for six guineas a time,
old scout, you'd better write to your pater,
Or write to Parkinson,” suggested Bob, with
a chortle. * That devoted old retainer would
stand you all his life-long savings, T'm sure—
he’s so attached to Master William.”

Leaving Bunter to make the most of his
advice, Bob Cherry followed his chums into
the form-room. Billy
Bunter rolled in after
them with a dismal
face.

There were grinning
glances for Bunter in
the Remove that
morning,

That the fat junior
wasin financial troubles
again was well known
by this time. Skinner
and Ce. zave him black
looks,

Nothing had come of
their attentions to Bun-
ter, except desperate
attempts on Bunter's

part to horrow six
guineas of them.
What he wanted

that particular sum
for he did not disclose,
but it was clear that
he wanted it badly,
Skinner and Co. were
more than suspicious
now. Bunter had
spent, by this time,
the small sums he had
extracted from them in
the way of loans; and
there were no

e extracted. His
statement that he
couldn’t write to his father for a tip because
that gentleman was at his villa on the Riviera
received no confirmation from Sammy of the
Second.  Questioned hy the suspicious Skin-
ner, Bunter minor proved to know mnothing
of his father’s being abroad—or even of the
existence of a villa at Cannes. And Bunter

(
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more When William George Bunter crawled out of the

sums, lﬂrgﬂ or small, to FUI‘[IPI‘QII‘I‘-, :aft_er lessons, he was looking as if he

1 found life on this troublesome planet scarcely worth
living! (See page 62)

persistently declined to take Skinner’s advice
to write to Parkinson.
1t was dawning upon Skinner and Co. that
they had wasted time—and cash—on Bunter,
for nothing—and Fisher T' Fish especially was
in a state bordering on anguish. Fisher T. Fish
had parted with half a crown—hut if it had
been half 2 million dollars, it could scarcely
; : have given Fishy a
J HJ ”| fill more acute pain to
[ HEll think of it. The
U R A thought. that that
Ll | half-crown had been
thrown away on a
fellow harder up than
himself made Fisher
T. Fish feel that there
were some wrongs that
could only be wiped
out in blood. 7
Billy Bunter sat in
his place with a gloomy
brow, heedless of grins
and of black looks

alike.  Sometimes his
glance wandered to

the door, and then his
expression was quite
apprehensive,

Plainly he was in
dread of something ;
that was clear to all
the Remove, though
they conld mot guess
what 1t was.

Mr. Quelch found
Bunter more inatten-
tive than ever at les-
sons, His pointer
came into play onee or
twice; but even the
pointer failed to fix
Bunter's attention on
his work., Weightier
matters were occupying his fat mind.

In the middle of morning lessonsthere was
a tap at the door of the form-room, and
Trotter, the House page, looked in. Mr.
Quelch gave him an irritated glance. He dis-
liked interruptions in classes.

" What is it, Trotter ? ” he snapped.
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BUNTER’S

BY THE GREYFRIARS

e gl —— —

o E found him lving in ithe
W Close, S5

§ A porpoise, fat and sleek ;

# And as we crowded up to

i hin,

He gave a piercing shriek.

#0h,dear! Oh,crumbs! Oh,
help ! Yaroooooh !
I'm swiftly dying, boys ! "
* Well, diz away!™” growled
Johnny Bull,
 But doit with less nojse ' 7

*What ails vou, Bunty?
: Cherry cnied.

“Is Quelchy on vour track "
Said Bunter, “ Shooting, stab-

bing pains
Are torturing my back !

“ My head is going round and
round,
My eves are growing dim ;
I feel us if 1I°d fallen from
The top trapeze mn gym.

R~ I've breken both 1y legs, |
think, Sl
And tweniy bones, at least!
How dare you cackle at me,
Todd,
You horrid, heartless beast

“ My number's up, and very
S00m
You'll {ind me cold and still.
Wharton, upolt your blotting-
pad
I've written out my Wil

AILMENTS

RHYMESTER

“To Cherry 1 have left my
knife :
(The one I pinched last May §
From Bulstrode, when 1 found
that he
Had gone out for the day !).

“To you, Wun Lung, I've left
my bike,
So thank your lucky stars!
{The whole machine was Whar-
ton’s once,
Except the handle-buis-!)

* My purse, containing haif-a-
Crowi,
I'm leaving to my minor.
He calls me stingy, but, my §
hat ! .
What action could be finer ? B G

“ Good-bye, vou chaps; ['m ;

going West !

Farewell, my comrades true!
With panting breath and feshle

voice, -

I bid you all adieu! ™

* One moment, please !t Bob |
Cherry cried.
He then produced a pin.
Said Bunter, “ What's the little
rame 2
“*I'm going to stick

it in'"§

Then Bunter gave a fiendish -,.e'r

vell 5 :

He |‘|r'|:]1‘|[‘|1':_'5- roge and fled — B

A very smart performance {or
A Tellow nearly dead !
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“ (enelman to see Master Bunter, sir.”

“What! Nonsense! No one can see
E‘umter during classes ! Tell the man 30——"

“I've told hnn sir, but he won't go.”
“ What ?

** He says he’s instructed to wait for the
money, sir.”

** Bless my soul !

“Ow! Ye-e-es, sir,”
Bunter.

* Have you been incurring some dfzbt which

vou have failed to pay, Bunter ?”’ exclaimed
the Remove master in a terrifying voice,

** Nunno ! ].-—1 mean, ves, sir! That is
0 say, n-n- no ! " stammered Bunter.

* Where does the man come from, Trotter?
Chunkley’s Stores in Courtfield, sir.”

“* Has he the account with him 7

“Yessir: and which he says he's to wait
‘or the money, and hutherwise to go to the
Ead, sir.”

** Bring the man here.”

* Yessir.”

Trotter quitted the form-room, and Mr,
OQuelch breathed hard, fixing a look upon
William George Bunter which almost pierced

ke & gunlct The juniors sat breathless.
Nobody wanted to catch Mr. Queleh’s eye just
hen s the form-master was plainly in a very
zasperated mood.

* So, Bunter, you have incurred a debt at a

IV expensive estabhqhment reckless of vour

nhllltv to llqmdal@ it 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“ Oh, dear !

= l*or how much is this debt, Bunter 77

" Nis-sis-gig-sis-siX guineas, sir.”

“ Upon my word ! You have run into debt
5 the amount of six pounds six shillings ; you,

iunior boy in the Lower F ourth Form! And

a1 cannot pay the amount 7

* Nunno, sir! "

" Have you no regard, Bunter, for the repu-

uiUI'I. and good name of the school you belong
" thundered Mr. Queleh.
hunno——f—-l mean, yes,
B mrl-r b |8 vcrtamlv "
" Then what do you mean, Bunter, by in-
irring a debt you cannot pay ! Had you
o v intention of paying it ?”
~ Ob, yes,sir! I—I hoped something would

curn up—"

Bunter s
stammered B111 y

II',I'J!

gir! 7 sasped
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“ What 2 7
“I—I mean, I-—I was expecting a postal

23

order——

“ Ha, ha, ha! " came in a sudden, involun-

tary, but irresistible vell from the Removites,”

“ Silence ! 7 thundered Mr. Queleh. ** This
1s not a laughing matter. Bunter, what have
vou purchased at (hunkleys Stores to the
\'uhle of six guineas ¢ ™

* N-n-nothing, sir !’

“What! You deny the transaction 77

“ N-n-no, sir!”

“ Then, what do you mean ?”

* I—I—hired something, sir,”
Bunter, dismally. _

“Oh! Very well! The article can be re-
turued then.” .

“ It's gone back alveady, sir.”
“ What! For how long did you use it?’
* Only for a couple of lmurs, sir.”

“What! Do you mean to say Chunkley's
are charging yvou six guineas for the hire of an
article for two hours 2 This is an imposition
—probably a matter to be laid before the
profiteering tribunal. 1 must see into this.
What was it you hired of Chunkley’s Stores ? ™

Bunter did not answer.

* Do you hear me, Bunter ?
once.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the floor, and then
at the ceiling, as if seeking inspiration. He
found none, however’; and then he blinked at
the Remove master, still without replying

Trotter’s tap was heard at the door again,
and it opened to admit a well-fed-looking com-
niissionaire  with “ CHUNKLEY'S 7 in gold
letters on his cap  Mr. Quelch turned a gimlet
glance upon him.

“ You have an account for Master Bunter
from Chunkley's Stores ! he demanded.

“Yes, sir! ”

“ Kindly hand it to me.”

The man from Chunkley’s handed an enve-
lope to Mr. Queleh.  All eyes in the room were
upon Mr. Quelch as he opened it, and took out
the hill. He glanced at it, and his eyes seermed
to bulge from his head. Tn a voice that seemed
like the rumble of thunder to the unfortunate
Owl, Mr. Quelch read out the bill from Chunk-
ley’saloud. And the Remove, as they listened,
wondered a little whether they were dreaming,

)

groaned

Answer me at
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CHUNKLEY'S Stores, CourTrIiELD.
To Hire of one First-Clags Family
Batler .. 5 s vt K
To Expenses of above, including
Hack from the Stores to Grey-
friars School, and from Grey-

friars School back to the Stores £1 1 0
Total .. . X6 6 0

As our terms are strictly cash, an immediate
settlement will oblige.

A pin might have been heard to fall in the

Remove form-room of Greyfriars when Mr.
Quelch had finished reading out that extra-
ordinary invoice. The Remove sat dumb ;
and Mr. Quelch, having read out the hill,
seemed to be deprived of the power of further
speech. Billy Bunter was blinking longingly
at the floor, wishing fervently that it would
open and swallow him up.

Mr. Quelch found his voice af last.

“ Bless my soul! 7 he ejaculated.

At the same time the Remove found their
voices, too, and a wild yell rang through the
form-room.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bunter’s butler ! ”

“ Hired at Chunkley's!”

" Spoofed ! ”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

““ Silence ! ” shrieked Mr. Quelch.

But for once Mr. Quelch called in vain for
silence. The junior’s roared and yelled, and
howled. The discovery was too much for
them, and even the awful veice of their form-
master passed unheeded.

& " Ha, ha ha, kal”

- “GGood old Bunter—good old spoofer ! ™
““ The butler from Chunkley’s—ha, ha, ha ! **
“Bo attached to Master Wilham—at five
ineas !

“ Ha, ba, ha!”

Fisher T'. Fish jumped up, forgetful of where
he was, and brandished a bony fist under
Bunter’s fat nose.

“You fat clam ! ” he cried. * You spoofing
mugwump ! Pulling me leg—the leg of a galoot
who was raised in Noo Yark! Gimme my
half-crown ! ”

il
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“ Nilence ! * roared Mr. Quelch.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Remove master made a clutch at his
canc. Then there was order at last. The
Removites wiped their eyes.

“ Bilence ! Fish, go back to your place—
how dare you leave your place, sir ¢ Skinner,
if you throw that volume at Bunter, I shall
cane you severely. Bunter, stand out before
the class.”

There was.a suppressed chortle in the class
as the woebegone Owl of the Remove rolled
dismally out. Mr. Quelch eyed him wrathfully.

“ 8o, Bunter, you—you—incredible as it
seems—you hired the—the man—the man-
servant—who came here the other day-—you
hired him, in order to play off & miserable,
pretentious deceit upon your schoolfellows.”

“Oh, dear!”

“ This bill,” thundered Mr. Quelch, © must
be paid! I shall pay it, Bunter, and imme-
diately forward the account to vour father,”

Ed 01‘: I bk ]

“With a full explanation of the circum-
stanceg—-"

“Oh! Ob, dear!®

“And you, Bunter, will be given a Jesson
severe enough to keep you from such absurd
and pretentious pranks in the future.”

*=0h,dor’ 1

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
Bunter in Disgrace

ET us draw a veil, as a novelist would sav,

over the scenc that followed.

It was a painful scene—to Bunter, at least !

It was very painful indeed.

Mr. Queleh had said that he would admin-
ister a severe lesson. He was as good as his
word. He felt that he had a stern duty to do,
and he did it well. The hapless Owl of the
Remove was of the opinion that he did it teo
well. He would have been satisfied with a
much less conscientious form-master,

When Williamm George Bunter crawled out
of the form-room after lessons, he was looking
as if he found life on this troublesome planet
scarcely worth living.

And then he had to face Skinner and com-
pany. Those young gentlemen had quite lost

)



sight of the sterling qualities they had lately
discovered in Bunter. Thev seemed now to be
vearning, not for his fascmatmg society, but
for his blood,

Fortunately for Willam Bunter, Harry
Wharton and Co. came to the rescue, and
Skinner and his comrades were driven off,
howling.

Billy Bunter blinked dismally at his
rescuers.

He seemed dispirited.

* I—1 say, you fellows!™ he mumbled,

“ All serene now, Bunty,” said Bob Cherry
l&ll“’]ling

" And don’t worry about the twelve-pound
ten,” chuckled the Bounder. * We ought to
make you pay up, as there wasn't a nwrn
Bunter butler after all; but I think you've
parned it.”

B I—I Sﬂ}'—

“ And you're not going to be ragged,” said
Harry Wharton reassuringly., * You deserve
it—but Quelchy has given you beans. We'll
let it go at that.”

“ Yes, but I—I cay

* Well 27

“I—I say, you fellows, my pater will
kick up no end of a shindy if that bill goes

to him. Perhaps you'd like {o lend me the
money——"
113 Eh ? »n

“ It will get me out of an awful scrape !
All you've got to do is to lend me the money
—only lend it to me, vou know, and rn
pay vou back.”
wE {:}11 ‘! 23
“Of course, I'll let you have it back
again!  You see, I'm expecting a postal

order——-"

“ Another postal order for six pound
-ib 5

“ I mean a lot of postal orders, Cherry.
When I've heard from all my titled relations,
there will be more than six mouldy pounds,
yvou know, so 1 shall pay you back with
interest !

“ Just hark at the fat dummy!”
Bob Cherry.

** If you haven’t the cash in hand, you could
sell something——

* Wha-a-at ¢~

* Your bike, for instance, Wharton—— %

“ Mum-mum-iny bike ! ”* stuttered Wharton
dazedly.

“Yes, 1 think vou fellows ought to be
willing to do me a good turn, after thv splendid
feed T atoml you at C hunkley’s

gasped

“ What ?°
“ And look here,” said Bunter. in a burst of
generosity, * you see me through this, and I’ll

’raLo vou "home with me tc}r the hollduw To

Bunter Court, vou know.”

“ Bub-bub-Bunter Court ? *
“ Yes—where you'll be waited on by our

butler you know—"
“Your bib-bib-butler!”™ habbled Bob
Cherry.

“ That's it—you’ll like it, vou know—it will
be a chance for you to see htj.rh life. What do
you fellows say 7

Harry Wharton and Co. did not say any-
thing. They simply stared at William {Jﬂnrrrc-
Bunter; and then they fell upon him, and
seized him, and bumped him on the floor of the
passage. Then they walked away leaving Billy
Bunter roaring.

And from William George, at least. no more
was heard at Greyfriars of Bunter's Butler !




