There’s only one Billy Bunter—here’s the story of his latest exploit!

THE FIRST CHAPTER

A Pressing Problem !
A HO'S paving my fare 27

R/‘/ Billy Bunter asked the question.

He paused, like Brutus of old,
for a Teply.

Liike Brutus, he paused in vain.

There was no reply.

“Don't all speak at once!” went on
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not all spealk
at once. They did not spealk at all.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through his
big spectacles. He scemed perplexed.

“ Deaf 27 he asked.

No answer.

“Dumb ? 7 snorted Bunter.

The five juniors in No. 1 Study, in the
Greyfriars Remove, really seemed to be
either deaf or dumb. If they heard Bunter,
they heeded not.

“1 say, you fellows! I asked you a ques-
vion!” hooted Bunter. * You're going
over to St. Jim’s this afternoon for the
football match. I'm coming.”
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Silence.

" I'm coming along with you,” explained
Bunter. I knew you fellows would like
me to come, so I've fixed it. See 2 7

A burst of enthusiasm on the part of
the Famous Five would have been appropriate
at this point.  The prospective pleasure
of Bunter’s company on a long train journey
was sufhcient to evoke enthusiasm—irom
Bunter’s point of view, at least.

Still  Harry Wharton & Co. did not
play up. Enthusiasm would have been ap-
propriate, but—as Fisher T. Tish, of the
Remove, would have expressed it in the
American language—they did not enthuse
worth a cent! There was not a general
brightening of faces, as Bunter scemed to
expect. On the other hand, a sort of glumness
became visible on five youthful countenances.

*“ I've arranged to come,” continued Bunter.
“T'm giving up my half-holiday to come
over to St. Jim’s and see you fellows play
footer. MauleVerer wanted me to go out
with him in a car, but I've turned him down.”

Then Bob Cherry found his voice.

)



[ 1
“Turn
mggested.
Eh g 33
(g
Mauly’s o4 more

« ) .
*Te,” said Bob.
all we can.

lil{ﬁ'l}r

him up again, old bhean!” Yy,

patient chap than we
" He can stand ,you better

_ Stick to him ; he’s much less

to kick you than we are ! ”

Ha, ha, ha1?

?Gu’ghi' really, Cherry! I say, you fellows,

Sy 11{{3 me to come, 1 suppose? The

“c0 15, Walker of the Sixth is looking for

14
111

me—-—_»
[ 4 T
What 2 »
¢ Y s =
ou know what a suspicious brute

r .
W ilkel‘ 1s. I never had the cake &

o HEL, ha,,. ha 1 »
cmni,; ?n? bit thick, the way a fellow always

L o> Mquirg after me if he misses a cake.

don’t want to see Walker. It’s rather
beneath my dgnity to enter into a sordid
argument about a measly cake that had
Ilifrdly any plums in it. [’d rather not see
Walker: at, present. Besides, I want to oo
OVEr to St. Jim’s; I've got some old pals
there. The only difliculty is the fare. 1f you
11:}{1 Sense enough to put me in the ele{-'en,
Wharton, it would be all right ; 1t would
come out of the club funds. But you always
were an ass !

: Tl}aul{s,” said the captain of the Remove.

It’s not too late, if you like to make
& change in the team. You can leave out
some dud to make room for me. Johnny
Bull, frinstance.” ‘

" What ? * growled Johnny Bull.

“Or Nugent. Nugent can’t play footer
for toflce. You don’t mind my mentioning it,
do you, Franky ? * .

“Not at all,” said Frank Nugent politely.

“Or Inky,” said Bunter thoughtfully.
“You can leave Inky out, Wharton. He’s
no good, you know. Inky wouldnt mind
standing out to make room for a befter man,
would you, Inky ? Me, you know.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned.

“The betterfulness is not terrific, my
czteemed, fat-headed Bunter,” he remarked.

““ Oh, really, Inky & -

““ Shut the door after you, old fat man!”
sald Bob Cherry. :

This was a broad hint.

‘ oT WAas IMpervious

But William George¢ Bunt
tﬂ hintﬁ' 33 ] 1 Q'lid-
¢ I: =~ inn. .Yﬂt’ | L
m notﬁG 5 I
do you say, Wharton = Tharton.

“Ratg ! said Harry < 4

. Tldfsi'. i 5 - 3t’s about time [
])lm_dmf M(" ]:,5{1'}-11'4 1 aqid the Owl of the

'C or uLIre i Dy : o) s O
Remove seriously. I quite ““d‘:’lsﬁmd lt'h‘”’
. - 1C {
you fellows don’t 11]-.:011)1111111%’]1111;5 el fhl:;t
. n. and 4 S :
by a better man, “ame, you know.”
not the ganie. Play the game,

“ Fathead ! ”

“ Ol really, Whart
you put me down as
Bunter brightly.
reserves, 1 suppose ? o

e T 2 =

G — (¥ 1"' T u]l{]_ Ll]hhﬂ .

¢c }105 ..O*:‘Il ) 1. Take me as a

Ihey’re not much good. 1 ’

“Oh,mvy hat ! ”’

“Then the club will have
fare, see 2 »’ explained Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled. B

Billy Bunter, apparently, was to be taken
to St. Jim’s for the football nmt.ch,‘emhvr
as a player or as a reserve, to ]“’“1}_ ;111111 i
of the way of Wral]:cr'o‘f the Sixt !, who
was Inquiring after a missing cake. Really,
Remove footballers were not selected on those
lines.

“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at ! ” said Bunter peevishly. = I'm trying
to save you fellows ‘money by making these
suggestions. My fare’s got 1o be paid, I
suppose ¢ ”’ ;

" Suppose again ! 7’ suggested Johnny Bull.

“I happen to be short of money—nob
a usual thing with me 4

“Oh!?”

“I've been disappointed about a postal-
order 22

“Ye gods

“Well, then, to come to 'the point, who’s
paymg my fare ?2 7

The Famous Five grinned, but they made
no answer. No one, apparently, was anxious
to capture the honour of paying William
George Bunter’s fare to St. Jim’s.

“1 don’t mind going third!” added
Bunter, with the air of a fellow making
a large concession. ‘‘ There ! ”

“What

on ! Look ]1?}'0, SUPPOSE
o reserve ¢ suggested
« youre taking some

to pay mv

'!J
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Still

no talers.
(icorge Bunter
blinked at five
smiling faces, one
after another,
anxiously ; but his
anxiety was not
relieved. ISven
third-class fare did
not seem to be
forthcoming.
“Well, of all the
rotters !’ said Bun-
ter, at last. * Of
all the 5
“Bunter here ? 7
asked Herbert Ver-

there were
Wilhham

non-Smith, of the
Remove,  looking

into Neo. 1 Study.

The Owl of the
emove blinked
round at him.

“Yes, old chap—
here I am. 1 sav,
Smithy, these mean
beasts refuse to pay
my fare toSt. Jim's.
But I know you're
not. so jolly mean as
they are, Smithy,
old chap.”

e
-

Bunter lost no time as Walker of the Sixth crashed to the tloor, one hand
Bunter shot throuch thz open doorway

The Bounder clasped 1o his damaged nose.
orinned. .

“More!” he
answered. ““ Much more ! Stingy, in fact!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Oh, really, Smithy

“ Walker's coming upstairs,” said the
Bounder. ‘I looked in to give you the tip.
He seems rather excited.”

“Oh, dear!”

Billy Bunter forgot, for the moment, s
ambitions as a footballer, and the pressing
problem of his fare to St. Jim’s. Walker of
the Sixth, coming up to the Remove passage
with his ashplant, was a more pressing
problem for the moment.

There was a heavy tread on the stairs,
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with ligchtning speed, and fled down the corridor.

!

f

i

(See (:;hlpft'f 1.)

“I—I say, you fellows, d-d-don’t say any-
thing ! 7 gasped Bunter, and he backed behind
the study door.

The heavy tread of the Sixth-former came

“along the Remove passage.

0

Bunter wedged himself in between the
open door and the wall.

‘So long as the door remained open he was
hidden from sight, unless Walker of the
Sixth came right into the study.

From his hiding-place, he turned an im-
ploring blink on the chums of the Remove.

The heavy footsteps stopped at the open
doorway of No. 1 Study.
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Vameg Y, | :
With g 1\} alker, of {110 Sixth I'orm, looked in,
48 Pl_ant in his hand and a grim ex-
On his face.

‘I'I:lrr;‘r%ﬁ Bunter ? ” Lie demanded.
S as 4] larton & (o. looked as wuncon-
From “,lley could.
they hagq |, 'ere they stood, near the window,
Iview of the fat junior, squeezed
. .dciﬁl‘ that hid him from Walker.
*1ed to look as if they hadn’t.
Bllntep $H repeated Wharton. .
ST er! The fat villain 15" about
“ He's Y ]‘U_I‘E_," said  Walker savagely.
ralding my study—he’s got my

1S he 2

his ign+ 1 :
“1 1 S0t Bunter's study,” said Nugent.
TOW that, | '

I'm goina 4 - I'm beginning here, and
5820, g look in every study in the pas-

youno Sg;““']ed Walker. * I"]l teach the fat

W’]W? th;?undl‘el to raid a Sixth-form study !

with the €€ or four fellows saw him bolting

too! 1 Cﬂ].{‘-’*“_lll}' cake—a ten-bob cake,
skin him. Where is he 2 ”

13 GE]]tle S] ; |
Bob Cheryy 1epherd, tell me where! ™ sang

Bull%hdm auswers where ! 7" grinned Johnny
i The w
V\Talker_”

(' .

I'Oﬂ.i‘(:z[ 3 %?;Hﬁ Wﬂﬂt any Remove cheek!”

. Jyaiker, I want Bunter! Is he n
this study ? »

: \

Walker of the Sixth strode in, to glance
round the Troom, giving the door a shove as he
came, to throw it wider open.

But there was no room for the door to open
1a"'»'lldﬂ‘r.

:‘l?’ﬂl}"Bnnter’s circumference was against 1t.

Ooooooch |

It was an agonised gasp from Billy Bunter, as

_110‘:»1"&5 squecezed hard between door and wall.
Why—what—who G

Walker of the Sixth understood.

He grasped the door-handle, to drag it away
from the wall.

Bunter was not famous for presence of
mind. IHis fat intellect did not, as a rule,
work quickly. But fear is said to lend wings,
and on the pregent occasion, terror of Walker’s
ashplant lent wings to Bunter’s slow wits.
With wonderful and surprising promptness

herefulness is terrifie, my esteemed

(

ot Walker, as the

Bunter hurled the flﬂort]le hard oak cdge

senior pulled 1t ; “3“1 2 n0Sse.
crashed {fairlv on Walker's
¢ TalkeT
“Oh | ”” roared Walker.
It was a pninfnl SI}GCL'
crashing on a fellows ?\DS
welght behind it, is no JOX¢ 1 sat down sud.-
Walker stagoered baclk, and s

d(‘l}]}r . -

o 9 IDHTIHL{. ]1 )
£ : - too well w

Bunter lost no time. Only 1 as

he aware that there was no tillrle]lif(?r]ﬂssﬂ% ‘3.11'1(13l
dodged round Walker, as i a.l with ]ir:hi;
roared, and fled out of No. 1 i )

}lillg SI}CEd. 1 N
** Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Walker staggered up. He clasped his nose,
which streamed red.

“Ow! My nose! Wow !
him—I—7_J Walker
herent. He aripped his ashpl
furiated grip, and rushed ou
after Bunter.

Billy Bunter was already o
going strong. Walker of the
pursuit,

“Oh, dear!” gasped Bob
looks to me as if Bunter will be
football this afternoon.”

“Ha; ha, ha!”

The juniors rushed out of the study. They
had a view of Walker, going down the Remove
staircase three at g time. But Bunter, on ﬂle
lower stairs, was well ahead, and still going
strong. Bunter was not famous as a sprinter,
but he looked like winning that race. Pursued
and pursuer vanished from the sight of the
Removites.

Really, it looked as if William George Bunter
would be too busy, for some time, to think
about football matches ; and Harry Wharton
& Co. did not expect to see any more of him
before they.started for St. Jim’s.

Butitwasthe unexpected that was to happen.

An oaken doop.
o with Bunter'g

T’1I—I’I1 “skin
hecame Inco-
ant with an in-
t of the study

, the staircase,
Qixth raced in

Cherry. It
too busy for

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Merely a Mistake !
H,; dear!”
Billy Bunter
breath.
eally it seemed as if the troubles of the
Owl of the Remove would never cease.

1

groaned under lis
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Trouble often occurred to Wiiliam George
Bunter, in his carcer as a snapper-up of
unconsidered trifles. But the purloining of
that cake from Walker’s study seemed to be
bringing in its train more than its due amount
of trouble.

The fat junior had succeeded in dodging
the Sixth-former, and escaping—for the time.
By devious ways, Bunter had reached the
Remove box-room, where now he was lying
low.

In those very moments, he knew, Harry
Wharton & Co. would be starting for
Friardale Station, en route for St. Jim's.
Bunter's little
scheme of escaping
Walker of the
Sixth, by jomning
the football party,
was knocked on the
head—he dared not
venture forth.

[t was hard
cheese—he felt that
It was so. By the
time the party re-
turned  from M.
Jim's, Walker's
wrath would have

cooledd  down-—he
might even have

dismissed the whole
meident from s
mind. But those
unfeeling fellows
had left Bunter n
the lurch, and now
they would be going
oft without him,
just as if he did
not matter. And
Bunter mattered
yery much — very
much indeed.

Still, 1t was some-
thing to he out of
Walker’s reach, and
Bunter sat on a big
trunk belonging to
Lord DMauleverer,
and rested, and re-

master of the

covered his breath. And then, to his dismay,
he heard the sound of footsteps on the little
staircase that led up from the Remove passage
to the box-room.

“Oh, dear! Ob, crikey ! ” murmured the
fat junior.

He rose from the trunk, and listened.

He had a faint hope that the footsteps might
be those of Skinner and his friends, who
sometimes came up to the box-room to smoke
on a half-holiday. DBut that hope was faint,
for he knew that Mr. Quelch, the master of
the Remove, had lately discovered a lingering
smell of tobacco-smolke in that remote apart-

A L TR
e C T TT T L
va s usaggyt
R LI 1T

Bunter flung the heavy bag with all his strength—but it wasn't Walker
who had come through the doorway, it was Mr. Quelch! |
Remove
Quelchy ' gasped Bunter. (See Chapter 2.)
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staggering  across the box-room. “ Qh—it's
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ment
twia 20d had become suspicious. Once or

LWilch ¢
Ee;cLiI;}t late the Remove master had been
that quarter, and Skinner & Co. had
HG h tﬂlﬂ.‘rnl: . ,
Vanish 53 El‘:ﬁ’d Intently, and his last hope
®d. The footsteps were those of only

.~ Person - T . S
Junior. - and they were too heavy for a

€y '
Hfl;fa&“‘ful benst_! " groaned Bunter.
S run-down in his last refuge.
fairly CJI!“?‘TG was no escape now! He was
as Waly nered in the box-room ; and as-soon
T of the Sixth appeared in the door-
woul dhi)e was doonled_! Then the ashplant
~C8IN 1ts operations !

Hulllter breathed hard.
€ had g strong objection to being licked—

an j : . : %
ﬂic]insunnomlta,ble objection to the lightest
of a Cane. And he knew only too well

d this would not be a case of flicking.
aMage tg V¥

Unter __*w-

alker’s nose had to be paid for—

as likely to be a record one.

: Was desperate.

b Veh the worm will turn : and it was agreed
Y all the Lower School of Greyfriars that

unter was o good deal of a worm !
€ Tesolved to turn !

. Adter all, as he was booked for as severe a
licking a5 Walker could give him, he might as
well take it resisting, he considered, as lying
down. Tt was no worse o be hun g for a sheep
than for g lamp,

unter’s eyes gleamed behind his big
spectacles.

There was a chance—a faint chance, if he
took his courage in both hands, as it were, and
made the most of it. Walker was apparently
coming up to search the box-room for him,

and if he could upscet Walker the moment he
- entered, and flee before the prefect could
scramble up, there was a chance of getting
clear. What had happened in No. 1 Study
might happen again—history might repeat
1tself.

Bunter looked round desperately for a
weapon. -

There was a Jarge and heavy portmanteau—
one of Lord Mauleverer’s many possessions—
lying near at hand. Bunter clutched 1t up.

Then he took up his position behind the
door.

The.

agped M s fat

The big portmantcatl, B li ready :

L5 e his head, all ready to

hands, was raised above .~nn as he stepped in,

crashupon the prefect as b‘i":; ..;g was no doubi
If the shot went home, the

Ut sprawling aerogs
that Walker would be bm};* 1?11'01"5 cle was i:r;
the box-room : and then Bu -3

_ o an vanmsh. |
dodge out of the doo? '*"ﬂ hopeful plan if the
Really, it scemed quite & ]

fat junior’s nerve did llﬂi;i:'f]tillﬁi?;m the stick-
. And his courage WasSCH T L Gyl than tal
Ing point 110“"—*“”}'“’.mg-“.‘-IS\{;:H\:H‘ desioned
ing the tremendous licking S
for him. _
He waited, breat}ung
gleaming through his spcc
bag poised ready to hurl.
The footsteps came up
outside the box-room, an
The door-handle was graspe

in jerks, his eyeg
tacles, the heavy

to the little landing

d stopped. _
d outside, and

turned.

The door opened.

Whiz !

Crash !

o Oh 1 33

Bump! - T
And Mr. Quelch, the master O the ove,

' --TOON.
went sprawling across ’r_;-he box lﬁlo .
Bunter was a short-sighted fellow; 1e

quickest sight could not have saved him
from that mistake. _ RO

Being absolutely COII"s"ln_Ced: < S oan
shadow of a doubt, that 1t was Walker of
the Sixth who was coming up to the box-room
in search of him, Bunter had acted with a
swift decision and promptness that would have
been admirable—had the newcomer been
Walker.

But it happened to be Mr. Quelch. _

Walker, in those moments, was rooting
somewhere around the form-rooms In search
of the Owl of the Remove. Mr. Quelch was
paying a quiet visit to the Remove box-room
on the trail of the unknown delinquents who
had once left a smell of tobacco-smoke there.

Of course, Bunter could not know t_lmt.

A fellow could not think of everything.

But it was very unfortunate.

As Mr. Quelch crashed and sprawled, Bunter
gave a breathless gigele, and darted for the
doorway. '

Then he saw what he had done.

{0,880 9)



His flight was
suddenly arrested mn
mid - career. He
stopped in the door-
way, and stared at
the sprawling I'orm-
master, his httle
round eyes almost
bulging through his
spectacles in horror.

“ Oh!’" he gasped.

“Ow! " spluttered
Mr. Quelch.

" Quelchy! 7 stut-
tered Bunter.

“ Groogh! Bless
my soul ! Bunter!”

Mr. Quelch sat up.

He had had a
startling shock for
an elderly gentleman
quite unaccustomed
to horseplay.

He gasped and
spluttered in a dazed
and dizzy condition,
and his eyes fairly
aglinted at Bunter.

“ Bunter! You
young rascal ”

* Oh, dear!”

“You young
rufhan

“Oh, crumbs !
“You shall be

Great beads of perspiration rolled down Bunter's fat face as he lumbered

up to the compartment in which Harry Wharton & Co. were seated. * I—I
say, you fellows, something’s happened at Greyfriars—I simply must
come with you!" (See Chapter 3.)

flogged for this !
roared Mr. Quelch.
“Youshall be expelled from Greyfriars Bunter.”

Mr. Quelch grasped at Mauleverer’s trunk
to help himself up. He was quite shaken.

Bunter backed thirough the doorway.

Walker would have been bad enough! But
this was worse ; this was awful ; this was irre-
parable! Billy Bunter could not see that he was
to blame in any way ; but there was no doubt
that his last state was worse than his first.

“ Bunter ! Stop!”

Bunter did not stop.

“ Stop, I tell you!” gasped Mr. Queleh,
dragging himself painfully up. ™ Stop! Do

(
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not go, Bunter! You will come with me to
the Head. I shall demand your instant
flogoeing and expulsion from the school. I

shall take you immediately to Dr. Locke,
Bunter !

But Bunter was gone.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Bunter Joins Up !

SAY, you fellows !
‘““ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ¥’
“Bunter ! ”’

“ The esteemed and ludierous Bunter.”
)
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Placeg & Co. were taking their

fat g 0 the train at Friardale Station. A

E‘Kcite%llue came bolting along the platform,
Y Waving a fat hand.

inII? Was William George Bunter, and he was
11 gt haste. The day was cold : but W. (.
uter looked very warm.

]Jerﬂe‘ Panted as he ran, and great drops of

fat “PItation rolled down his forehead and his
Cheels.

I sayp)» he gasped. ¢ I say, you fellows,”

Giood-bye, Bunter.”
I'm CUII]jI]g J4f panted Bunter.
7 Your mistake,” said Bob Cherry, cheerily.,
2 The mistakefulness is terrific.”
BT&-ta, old fat man.”
Whi;hnter maicle.a, dive at a carri;}ge from
Hets the.? grinning faces of Peter Todd and
beintreit' Vernon-Smith were looking. Peter
Bun s 18 study-mate at Greyfriars, dou_ht]e:-aﬂ
th_nter CXpected Peter to stand by him in
13 “mergency,

But Perhaps Peter Todd had enough of
Unter’s €ntertaining company in the study,
and did not want any in the railway cnrriage.
At al] ¢vents, he closed the door, and grinned
"lt:-;Bunter from the window.
-eter, you beast ”
‘ Roll oft, old man.”
. Peter, old chap
. Good-bye.”
4 Let me in, old fellow——
Bow-wow.”
" Beast | >
Bunter gave Peter Todd up, and rolled along
hurriedly to the next carriage, which was
occupied by the TFamous Five. Harry
Wharton was closing the door, but Bunter
grabbed it,.

 Wharton, old fellow =

“ Stand back, Bunter, the train’s going,”
sald the captain of the Remove.

“I'm going in the train.”

“ Fathead ! ”’

“ I say, you fellows, something’s happened
at Greyfriars,” gasped Bunter. *‘ I must go.
1 simply must.”

** Something will happen here, if you don’t
bunk,” growled Johnny Bull. ‘It will hurt
you when it happens.”

€<
<

€c

L 14

g *3

3

(

train moved.

" Ha, ha, ha!” o

" O, really, Bull—/

“ Back-pedal, old fat
" Do you want to be jer]
Bacl oft,”

“ I'm coming.”
_Slam, glam, slam, ca
liPh..—{.-“' !.HSE G008 Wore Cl(;;:’l}]g;houfed the I'riarp-

Stand clear there! S
dale porter.

~ L say, you fellows—

“You fat duffer,”
Wharton impatiently, .
without a ticket, Bunter
giﬂd}' oxX.”’ *

“I—I've got a ticket.”

“You crass ass., why couldn
before 2 Hopin!”

. " There’s no room i
Squiff, who was in the carrage
Famous Five.

I say, old chap

" Oh, let him wedge
said Bob. “ No time A
get along to another carriage NoW. A

Bunter plunged headlong 1m as the juniors
made way for him.

Slam ! _

The carriage door closed after him, and the
Bunter S].]I‘il‘s"‘]iftl among 1in-

numerable feet at the bottom of the carriage.

“Off!” said Frank Nugent, tﬂl_‘:”lg his
seat.  “ Get oftf my feet, Bunter, “',1,“ you *
You're not a light weight, you know.

“ Ow, wow !

Billy Bunter scrambled up breathlessly.

He blinked out of the window, and seemed
greatly relieved to sce the platform vanishing.

" Thank goodness we’re off I ™ he gasped.
“I—I was afraid Quelchy would be after
me before I pot clear.”

s Qllrtlchyj 2 said Bob., 1 thOUght. the
aiddy enemy was Walter of the Sixth.
Have you heen bagging a cake from Quelchy,
too 2 % ;

“Ha, ha, ha ?”

"It isn’t a laughing matter,” gasped Bun-

: 13 & 1 . 39

ter. I’'ve knocked Quelchy down

“WHA'T? ” roared the six juniors in chorus,

* Knocked him down i

“ Gammon ! ”’

man,” said Bob,
-od under the train,

~ame along the train,

22
oxclaimed  Harry
¢ von can't trave]

Don’t play the

't you say so

for Bunter here.”” said
with the

B
. if he likes to stand,”
fUI the tat Chllmp to
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“T thoucht it was Walker butting mto
ihe hox-room after me, and I knocked him
over with & hug, and then I saw that 1t was
Quelch %

“Oh, my hat !”

“Phew ! ” -

“Well, vou've done it now!” said Bob
Cherry, staring at the Owl of the Remove.
“ Knocked a Korm-master over with a bag !
Oh, my hat!”

‘The donefulness 1s
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Quelehy will be infuriated.”

* Infuriated isn’t the word for it,” groaned
Bunter. * He was as
mad as a hatter. I'm
to be flogzged and ex-
pelled. 1 don’t mind
being  expelled  so
much, but fancy being
flocged ! Me, vyou
know.”

* Well, you seem to
have put vour wholo
hoof in it this time,”
remarked  Squil.
* But what's the good
of bunking 2 You will
have to face the music
sooner or later.”

“ Oh, really, Field

B

“The best thing
vou can do, Bunter,
is to go straight back
to Greyfriars when we
change at Lantham,”
said Harry Wharton

terrifie,”  erimned
“The esteemed

oravely. ** You will
only make matters

worse by clearing oft
like this. I daresay it
will only be a flogging
—and you can stand
that.”

“(Can 1?7 hooted
Bunter.

“Well, you will
have to, you know.”

“I jolly well

shan't,” said DBunter,

path.

(

. é‘;? _ Ef ‘TPLEAEE. SHow
i ﬂ ‘ lALL TICKETS
' ‘I,,.zi-wen.:::‘—""-’q-'-J

A flogging wouldn’t matter if 1t was you—
but I'm delicate. I can’t stand it. I'm jolly
well not going to, anyhow. I'm not going
back to Greyfriars till that matter’s settled.
See 27

“Oh, my hat ! ”

“Let ’em expel me if they like,” said
Bunter. ‘“They can settle that with my
pater. I've never had justice at Greylfriars.
But I fancy that when they realise what
they're doing they’ll think twice before they
lose me.” |

“Tose you? " repeated Bob.

“Yes, After all, T do the school credit,

“ [—I've lost my ticket,” stammered Bunter, as the collector barred his
“ Better go and find it, then,” answered the official grimly, and
Bunter stared helplessly as tne grinning crowd of Removites passad Ircm to
the plattorm, leaving him on the wrong side of the barrier. (See Chapler 3.)
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vhich g More than you fellows do. It gives

a :
El?h%l & tone to have a fellow like me.”
7 Great, pip ! ”
I’'m

o not Ef_ra,id of bei_ng sacked,” went
I Hinot :1:- That’s a minor 11’13._131:0.1'. But
“J 80Ing to be flogged. That’s important.
¢ ) ha‘: 1111. ’ e |
fra ?Ie'ased if I see anything to cackle a.
Y you fellows, isn’t there room for me 2
: '1*1It doesn’t look like it,” said Bob Cherry.
i ﬂlere &rersi}: places and six fellows sitting
em.  You can have the floor.”
e Beast; | Who’s giving me a seat ? ”
% Licho answers who ! ” grinned Squiff.
cc I SUppose I can sit on your knees, Bob.”
My knees won’t stand more than half
e 13::111, old bean. You're beyond the limit.”
Beast | *
Bunter haq to stand. As he had plunged

]llnto @ carriage that was zlready full up,
¢ really mijght have expected to stand.

ut he seemed to feel it as a great injury,
ullrthe same.

" Better 2o back at Lantham, Bunter,”
adVl_ticd Nugent. “* Quelchy will only be
rattier with you if you keep him waiting for
his glddy vengeance.”

“ Rats ! »

The train rattled on, and the Removites,
much to Bunter’s disgust, began to discuss
the forthwmin;_{ game at St. Jim’s. Thatwas
& matter of the very slightest 1mportance
In Bunter’s estimation, compared with the
disastrous position in which he now found
himself. But the Remove fellows seemed
to think that it still mattered, somehow.
In Bunter’s opinion, it was like Nero fiddling
while Rome was burning—only worse.

Lantham Junction appearcd 1n sight down
the line. |

"I say, you fellows, there’s Lantham,”
sald Bunter. ‘“ Which of you is taking my
ticket 2 |

“ What ! ” exclaimed Hary Wharton, “ You
told me that you had a ticket.”

" That was only a platform ticket.”

“Wha-a-t ?

“A platform ticket. They wouldn’t let
me on the platform at Friardale unless I
took it.”

“You—you—you've got into the train,

(

Bull.

¥2 =
: . ticket ? 7 cjacu-
with only a penny platform tick

lated the captain of the Remo
“Yes. I knew my old P?
my fare to St. Jim’s, in thesc &
Circumstances.” . better lool:
“Oh, that’s all right, then -wto Lanthan,
for your old pals, when we R
I hope they’ll sec you through-
: Ha, ha, ha!” ’
) . "Tharton—— . ,
O M o
Lantham, or are they on the ts%lﬁ;?; 4
are they, anyhow 2 ” -'*-151‘:“{!', e |
" Oh, really, Cherry |
The train stopped, and
poured out of the carriages.
crowd they marched across t'h?
the other line, to take the express 10
I Sussex.
Billy Bunter rolled with thellu-ﬁr s Wors
Apparently, Harry Wharton tf‘!l *'l i tt
the old pals upon whom he Wwas 1;’ JEs
though they declined to recognist the :LL:G- :
“1 say, you fellows, keep 1-011?:1{1 ,]]”'t-:’ :L.I’f{l
we may gt;t through all right.”” W IleJt_Il‘[f
Bunter. * I don’t want to waste mone
on a ticket if it can be helped, of coursc.
I hope I'm considerate.” on bills
“Oh, my hat! Are we to help }-Ulll K
the railway company ? ” exclaimed Johnny

ve.
Is would stand
wiully serious

d the Remove crowd
In a cherry
bridge to

r Wayland

" Buzz off, Bunter.”

“The buzzfulness is the projet caper,
my esteemed and ludicrous Bunter.

" Tickets, please!” said the collector at
the barrier, _

Harry Wharton & Co. showed their
tickets and passed. An arm was extended
as the Owl of the Remove strove to dodge
through.

“ Tickets, please.”.

“T've lost it 1 gtammered Bunter.

“ Better oo and find it, then,” sald the
collector arimly. _

“I—I mean, my friend has got it—that
chap who’s passed e _

“He’d better come back and show it, then,
or you don’t go on the platform.”

" I say, you fellows ! 7 yelléd Bunter.

The crowd of grinning footballers walked ow.

1.”

* Wharton, old chap :
) .




No reply.

“Wharton, vou rotter

“Ha, ha, ha! ™

“ Beast !

Harry Wharton & Co. disappeared along
the platform, and William George Bunter was
left at the impassable barrier, blinking after
them—-like a very fat Peri at the gate of
Paradise.

12

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Bunter Too !
h HALLO, hallo, hallo! Here's the giddy
train.”

It was twentvy minutes later; there had
been a wait at Lantham for the Wayland
express. |

[t came into the station from a siding at
Jast, and stopped by the platform. The Grey-
friars crowd came out of the waiting-rooms
and buffet, and gathered to take their places.

Bob Cherry glanced along the platform
and orinned.

“ No Bunter!” he remarked.

“ The fat duffer,” said Harry Wharton, I
hope he’s gone back to Greyfriars. It’s the
wisest thine he can do.”

“ Then Bunter isn’t very likely to do it,”
remarked Nugent, “I half-expected to see
him here somechow.”

“ Thank goodness he’s not.”

The Famous Five got into a carriage, and
Peter Todd followed them in, the rest of the
party dispersing along the train. |

Bob Cherry kept an eye on the platform
till the train started. William George Bunter
was a sticker, and Bob would not have been
surprised to seec him at the last moment,
boltine for the train. '

But nothing was seen of Bunter; and the
Remove crowd rolled out of Lantham Junction
in the express, convinced that they were
done with the Owl of the Remove at last.

““ Poor old Bunter ! ”” remarked Bob Cherry,
as he settled down in a corner scat for the
long run to Wayland, “ I'd have stood my
whaek in his ticket, if it would have done
him any good to dodge Quelchy for the after-
noon.  But of.course, it would only have
made matters worse for him when he did: get
back.”

“ Oh, really, Cherry——"

Bob jumped.

* Great pip! Is that Bunter’s chost

[t was not Bunter's ghost : 1t was Bunter
in the flesh. Every eye in the carriage turned
upon a fat face and a large pair of spectacles
which blinked out from underncath a seat.

“ Bunter ! ”

“Bunter! Oh, my hat!”

Bunter grinned up at the astonished
Removites.

“T say, you fellows, have 1 surprised you ?
Fancy you fellows getting into the same
carriage ! I was jolly glad when I heard your
voices—-1 should have had to keep under the
seat all the way to Wayland if it hadn’t been
you. Real luck, what ? ”

Bunter crawled out from under the seat.

He was considerably dusty, but he seemed
in a cheery mood. The chums of the Remove
stared at him blankly.

“How on earth did you get here ? ” ex-
claimed Bob.

Bunter chuckled.

“That rotter—that low beast—wouldn’t
let me come on the platform,” he explained,
“ but I knew that 1t was the Wayland train
on the siding, as 1t happened. I dodged into
it all right.”

* Without a ticket ?

“If I’'d had a ticket I shouldn’t have
needed to dodge into the train on the siding.
Don’t be an ass.” ' |

“ And what are you going to do when we
have to show up tickets at Wayland 2 ” de-
manded Johnny Bull.

Bunter blinked at him.

“ 1 expect my old pals to stand by me,”
he answered. * After all I’ve done for you
fellows———-" = €3

“ Oh, crumbs !

" I shall settle up, of course,” said Bunter,
with dignity, “ I shall pay you out of my
very next postal order. Did I mention
to you fellows that I was expecting a postal-
order ? ”’

“I think you did!* gasped Bob Cherry.
“ I think you’ve mentioned it—once or twice.”

* That’s all right, then. You were saying
you'd be willing to stand your whack in my
ticket, Bob, old chap. The other fellows can

| 23



éq - - .
”G‘reut Pip ! Is that Bunter’s ghost!” Every eye in the carriage

Was turned to Bunter as he crawled ponderously from beneath the
Seat, grinning up at the astonished Removites. (See Chapler 4.)

help you out. Arrange it among yourselves.
I don’t mind.”

‘I?unter blinked round the carriage.

I suppose you’re not going to let me stand
all the way to Wayland,” he said, “I know
you’re selfish, but there’s a limit.”

- 3 Ijsn’t he a bheauty ? ” said Peter T?dd.

Isn’t he a card ? 1Isn’t he a corker? 1
suppose there would be a row if we dropped
him out of the train.”

" Oh, really, Toddy i

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We’ve got to stand his ticket, or else let,
nim be taken up as a bilk,” he said. 1
supposc we can’t let a Grevfriars man bhe
charged with bilking the raillway company.

(

We’d better see him clear

at Wayland, when we get
there.”

“I knew you wouldn't be
a mean beast, old chap-:
After all, it’s little enough,
considering all I've done for
you,” said Bunter. ‘* Now,
what about giving mec 4
seat ¢ 7’

“Go and cat coke ! ”’

“ You can take it in turns
to stand, you know,” urged

Bunter. *“I don’t mind
taking my turn with the
rest.’”’

“Sit  down !” gruutml

Johnny Bull.

He hooked Bunter’s leg.
and the Owl of the Remove
sat down very suddenly, on
the floor of the carriage.

£ £ 0'\\' ! 19
“Now sit there!?” said
Peter Todd. “Youve

diddled us into paying for
your ticket, you fat bounder,
and that’s the limit. The
floor for you till we get to
Wayland.”

““ Beast !

Bunter sat on the floor.
Otherwise there was ** stand-
Ing room only,”” and Bunter
S did not want to stand.

I say, you fellows &

“Dryup!?”

** Look here, Toddy——"

" Cheese it !

“Is that what you call sympathetic 2’
hooted Bunter. “Can’t you understand
that I'm in a frightful position e

: Rot ! The floor’s all right.”

I don’t mican that, ass! I mean, in the
circumstances I can’t go baclk to Greyfriars.”

" Oh, you’ll be able to stick somebody
for your return fare, just as vowve stuck
us,” said Johnny Bull.

" Oh, really, Bull—-"’

- " We'll pay your fare back,
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton.

3

somelow,
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“T don’t want you to. I'm not thimking
of the fare, you ass! I can’t go back to
Greyfriars until Quelchy comes to terms.”

“CEh?”

“You see, I can’t be flogged.”

(4 Oll ! )

“ Quelchy said distinctly that I was to
be flogged. He's got to chuck that before
I consent to return to the school.”

““ Consent! Oh, my hat!” |

“T1f he doesn’t, and until he does, I shall
not return.
the laws of the—the Swedes and Russians!™
sald Bunter.

Possibly Bunter
meant the laws
of the Medes and
Persians.

“Ha, ha, hal™

“It's not a
laughing matter.
I can’t go back;
that’'s  definite.
Not until Quelchy
comes down off his
hich horse, you
sce. Of course, he
will .come down
when , he realises
that he may lose
me for good. I
know my value to
Greyfriars, 1if you
fellows don't.
See ? Butit may
take time, and, 1n
the meantime, I
have to keep
clear of Grey-
friars, Well, my
pals at St. Jim'’s
may put me up
for a time——"

“ Wha-a-t 27

“Tom Merry 1s
a decent sort—

quite decent——"

*“*The more
decent he 1s, the
less likely he will

doubtfully.

That’s fixed and settled, like

BT R e
] : ‘ ‘

be to stand you, ol fat man,” said Peter
Todd. ‘

“Beast! And there’s D'Arcy—my old
pal, Gussy! You know, Gussy came to
stay with me once at Bunter Court on a
summer vacation, and, of course, he’s bound
to stand by me now. DBesides, he likes me.”

““ No accounting for tastes—if he does.”

“If 1 murmured Bob Cherry.

“The if-fulness is terrific !

“But the point 1s,” went on DBunter,

(41 5
I shall need some money:.
“ Quite a new need with you, what ?”

asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Jolly glad to sec you, Gussy !” exclaimed Bunter, capturing the somewhat
reluctant hand of Arthur Augustus and shaking it with great vigour. ** Rip-
ping tosee one another again, what 2" “Oh, yaas!” answered Gussy, a little
““Oh, yaas, wathaht?”

( 95

(See Chapter 5.)
)



Oh, quitc! I've no doubt that D,AI‘C}T

Can 44 :
eaé,ﬁlrﬂ-llge to put me up for a time, but I
v very well borrow money of thc chap.

0
1 See that 2 »

i €t me catch you t-ryingwto borrow
Wha?tr of any St. J 1111;5 !11111_11 1" exclaimed
Yo von wrathfully. Tl jolly well scalp
£C
1llclI shall have to have some money. I'd
in-'l,.l‘%ther not borrow i_m}:thmg at St.
o 315 y I've got a sense of dlgn_lt}f, and what
ue to a Greyfriars man, 1f you fellows
fS;’En‘t. o the question is, what are you
OWS going to lend me ?
Ha-l‘l'}’ Wharton & Co. looked at Bunter.
¥> they did not quite know what to

. Well,” said Bob Cherry, at last, 1
an lend you something. Bunter.” |
.. What’s that ? 7
.. L boot.”
Yaroooooooh ! **
unter did not secem grateful for the loan.
¢ squirmed along the carriage to get out
of range of Bob Cherry’s fect. Bob took a
AIge size in boots.
2 Look here, you fellows
2 Shut up ! >’ roared Peter Todd.
But I say S
“ Another word and we’ll jolly well roll
You under the seat, and keep you there
till we get to Wayland.”
Billy Bunter snorted angrily, but he did
not utter the other word.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Bunter’s 0Old Pal.

% BAI Jove! Heah they are!”

It was the well-known voice and
remarkable accent of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, the ornament of the Fourth Iform
at St. Jim'’s. |

Arthur Augustus was standing on the
platform at Wayland Junction when the
express came 1n.

In his natty overcoat and shining hat,
Arthur Augustus was, as usual, a thing of
beauty and a joy for ever.

He raised his shining topper gracefully
to the cheery faces that looked out of the
carriage windows as the express stopped.

{

906

:T“"O other St. Jim’s fcllows were with
D’Arcy—Blake of the Fourth and Tom
Merry of the Shell.

The train stopped, and the Greyfriars
crowd swarmed out. There was a cheery
and genial greeting.

““ Gussy, old man

: B:ﬁ Jove ! Is that Buntah 2

Yes, old chap! Jolly glad to see you
Gussy,” said Bunter, ('ﬂptﬁring the somewhat
reluctant hand of Arthur Augustus and
shaking it with great vigour. °° Ripping tC
sece one another again, what 2

“ Oh, yaas!?”

“I knew you hadn’t forgotten me, old
fellow.”

“IEh? Ol,no!”

“ Friends like us don't forget one another
1 a hurry, do they ? ” said Bunter brightly.

" Oh, yaas, wathah!”

“What 27

“I—I mean =

“This way,” sald Tom Merry cheerily
Tom’s eyes had dwelt rather curiously on
Bunter for a moment. ** We've oot a chara-
banc waiting outside.”

“ Good !

““A new recruit of yours, what 2 ” asked
the St. Jim’s junior captain, as he walked
down the platform with Wharton.

“Bunter 2  Harry Wharton laughed.
“No, not quite! He's come over with us
because lhe’s landed himself in a row at
Greyfriars, and wants to put off the licking
as late as possible. I keep on telling him
that he’s only making matters worse, but
1t’s no use talking sense to Bunter.”

‘I remember him!” grinned Blake.
" What has he done at Greyfriars 2

* Knocked his Form-master over in mistake
for somebody else.”

" Oh, my hat!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you f{fellows,” yelled Bunter.
“ Don’t forget that I haven’t a ticket. You'll
have to pay at the gate.”

The St. Jim’s fellows grinned.  They
remembered William George Bunter of old,
and they were not at all surprised to hear that
he was travelling without a ticket.

Bunter’s fare was paid wbzn they reached

)
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the gate, and the Greyfriars
'ootballers walked out to
the charabane, DBunter
keeping  hold of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

According to DBunter,
D’Arcy of St. Jim’s was an
old and trusty pal of lns;
and so the mecting ought
to have caused mutual
dehight. But no one would
have guessed from D’Arcy’s
looks that he was an old
attached pal of Bunters.
The expression on  his
aristocratic face was almost
unhappy, as DBunter took
possession of him. DBut the
swell of St. Jim's was a
long-suflering youth in the
cause of politeness and
cood manners. - He gave
Bunter his head, as 1t
were.

In the charabanc, Bunter
sat beside the swell of St.
Jim’s, and expanded to
his most genial mood.

If D’Arcy answered him
only 1n monosyllables,
Bunter did not scem to
notice 1t: as a conversa-
tionalist, Bunter was easily
equal to the work of two. -In fact, he
preferred monologue to dialogue.

The run to the school was quite a pleasant
one, for Bunter. Whether Arthur Augustus
enjoyed it was another question. «

Certamn 1t was, that when the party arrived
at St. Jim’s, somehow or other Arthur
Augustus became detached from his affec-
tionate friend, and disappeared. Perhaps
even his Chesterfieldian politeness was not
equal to too great a strain.

Bunter did not see his St. Jim’s pal again
till the footballers had changed, and were
' going down to the field,

“T say, Gussy—"

“Yaas, Buntah,” almost groaned Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

“1'm not playing in thus mateh,”said Bunter.

(

Thera was
“goal!”

- —— . = _"'"-.

a shout as Wharton drove the ball into the net.
It was first blood to Greyfriars.
was EBilly Bunter’s opinion.  (See Chapter 6.)

“A mere fluke!?”

“I know.”

© I'm left out,” said Bunter, rather bitterly.
" There’s a lot of jealousy in football.”

“ Bai.Jove! Is there?”

“Ob, yes! Seecing me looking on at this
game, while those chaps are playing, you'd
hardly think that I was a better man than
any of that crowd, would you ? ”

* I certainly should not, Buntah.”

“ Yet1t's the case,” said Bunter.

* Bat Jove ! ”’

“ Jealousy, "you know,” said Bunter.
“ Wharton can’t stand being put in the shade
by a better man. That’s how it is.”

“ Weally, Buntah——"

" Centre-forward is my favourite place,”
satd  Bunter.  * That's where [ come
out really strong. But you de¢ think
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&I‘tOI _" -
T 1 will eive up the place to me 2
hﬁ f{}ar | » o B 1 00 S

Pw.}-gbub]y not,” assented Arthur Augus-
¢ With a faint grin.

ey u : A :
saig Vcan beat mein the half-way line, too,”

¢

Che Bunter. ““ Look at that clumsy ass Bob
ey ! Dve offered to take his place!
«2Xton refused my offer.”

ce Did he weally 2 7

| Then look at the backs,” said
L. * That elephant, Johnny Bull, and
% . I J \ , AN
'3t duffer, Mark Linley. I could play their

11(3 5
a - : ) ‘
T ,,dS off. Wharton ecither can’t or won't sce

4 4 Oll ! ’s

“Ti' soal
hoa:

I'n pursued Bunter. “In goal,
1 What may be called a tower of strength.
Vhar : i

i on ktan’s picked out thnt?chﬂp Field—Squiff,
£ fl*{ow. I don’t say he’s not a good man—
S1air.  But look at him, and look at me !
Etlf,:-(rltxlrmf ‘Augustus D’Arcy glanced at i]u}
e lefty Australian junior, and then at
© 1at figure rolling at his side, and smiled.
Bm"mg looked at Squiff, and looked at
unter, ag requested, he was not really sur-
Prised that Wharton was playing Squift in
80al, and that W. G. Bunter was merely a
Sp?‘Ctﬂt{)I‘. However, he did not say so.
. Jealousy all round,” said Bunter. * Bit
Sickening, isn’t it 2

“Oh!

“ But I'm used to it,”” said Bunter. “It's
what you might call the penalty of superiority
—Carping envy and jealousy all round.”

" Bai Jove ! ”’
; C:omic on, Gussy ! 7 called out Blake.
4 Comin’, deah boy.”

I’ll see you after the game,” said Bunter.
I've got something rather particular to say
to you, old chap. You know that I'm rather
In trouble at Greyfriars.”

“ Sowwy, deah boy.”

" Precious few fellows would have the nerve
to knock over a Form-master,” said Bunter.
“But I’'m not the man to stand any cheek,
evel from a Form-master.”

“Wasn’t it an accident, then, Buntah 7 ”’
esked Arthur Augustus, staring at the Owl
of the Remove blankly. He had heard 1n the
charabanc what had happened at Greyfriars
that afternoon.

£¢

(

%)
sec—

: Well you : e shouted Blake ; 144
Buck up, Guss; ].mrﬁculur hurr}", but.

- r . 'lllﬁr . 5 . .
that there was ‘@ iJy desirous of rescuing |y

Jack Blake was ki (teorge Bunter.

o '-11]1 ‘l ) :
chum from Willi » «qid Bunter. A Heaqo

“It’s a flogging: Ouelchy was talki

. - \W. 4 3 . O
ﬂﬁggmg, you Lm;x;lwllﬂd; but I know jol]y
about having me ¢: ink twice aboy
well tl rtb thz Head would thml-\ . ® ahout
ell tha Greyiriars to lose

that. He wouldn't like
iUI]?ghhlku ]\I{Ft;uldn?t he 27 gasped Arthyp
Augustus. ,is, I'm not going t,

T &= : ' _
tal I\UjI{Ldl'-w aoIng bilcklto (-1‘“'.}"
ake a floocging. = st den ®
B0 L that 1dea.
friars till Quelchy chucks up
. - 2?7
““ Bai Jove!
. e . " 1
. I'm gomg 10 5
(russy, old chap, s
D’Arcy jumped. - |
ek “rh"l 1].“, } I'm SOWWY, Luntah, ];.1”
L _;._ =Ll o ’ -y ‘f{! DT \ .
that is imposs, “'Ufl]]}r imposs. -n}thgd‘;é} nnlx,
allowed to have visitahs stayili i ‘ [ 0
vou know.” Arthur Augustus SCCICL quite
alarmed. * Quite out ol the question, deal,

boy.”

* I daresay you coll
your Housemaster.”

“ But——"

“ Putting it to h
wants to stay a day or
his school,” explained Bunter- |

“ But vou haven’t leave irom your school,
Buntah.”

“ That’s all right.
know.” )

“Gweat Scott ! _ '

* W'G’Htarrange it all righf_s,”‘smd Bunte,
airily. ** If it’s necessary 10 stuftf your Hou?u-
master, I’ll put you up to Whﬂ;}? to say. l'm
rather a dab at stuffing people.

“Weally, Buntah g _

“ You can leave that to me,” said Bunter,
“ I’ll put you wise, and we'll pull Mr. Railton’s
leg all right. Rely on me.”

“ Bai Jove I”” murmured - Arthur Augustus,
almost overcome.

Jack Blake grasped his friend’s arm and
fairly dragged him on the field.  Arthur
Augustus had quite a dazed look.

“ Blake, deah bov,” he gasped, © that fat

v a few days with yoy
:d Bunter atlectionately.

ld get permission from

‘' that your best friend
two, and has leave fron,

You can say 80, you

08 )



boundah—I mean DBuntah—js thinkin’ of
stayin’ on heal aftah the match and-—and---
I'm to stuff Mr. Wailton that he has leave
fwom his school, and—and—I suppose it
would not he civil to kick a fellow who ‘has
come ovah with the Gweyfwiahs chaps, would
it ¢

Blake chuckled.
“ Civil or not, I shall chance 1t 1f T find him

around St. Jim’s after the other fellows have
gone,” he answered.

“ He weally 1s the limit, you know,”

“The outside edge ! 7 agreed Blake. * It’s
all right—1’ll settle that matter with him after
the game, before I take my football boots oft.”

And the foothallers went on to the field.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
The St. Jim’s Match.

ILLY BUNTER took up a position to watch
the game. Ogilvy and Russell, who
had come over with the team, were with
him. There was a good crowd of St. Jim's
fellows round the field, and Bunter knew a
aood many of them. In fact he had, as he so
often said in the Remove, many friends at St.
Jim’s. Every fellow to whom DBunter ever
spoke, and who did not, kick him, was ap-
parently a friend, and by this computation
the name of Bunter’s friends was lecion,

The O'\\'l Of t-h{_‘, -.HL‘IIH'H'H iltlﬂl'itt_*l'l L ]ﬁﬁ )4 ;1_]111
supercilious expression as he watched the
kick-oftf and the beginning of the came. He
wanted to malke it clear that he looked on this
cgame from the lofty and patronising point of
view of a fellow who could do much hetter
things.

“Not, much chance for us this time, Russell,”
he remarked.

Russell looked at him.

“Why not, fathead 2 ”

“ Look at the way they've started,” said
Bunter. ¢ Look at St. Jim’s going up the field.
That’s a certain goal to begm with.”

“ What on carth do you know about foot-
ball 2 inquired Russell. ** It that’s a goal T’ll
eat my hat.”

« “You'll jolly well see in a minute

Russell was under no necessity of eating
his hat. The ball was cleared into the St. Jim’s
half, and the Greyfriars men followed 1t up.

TH
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Johnny Bull had cleared with a tremendous
kick. -

“Well ? ” grinned Russell.

Bunter snitted.

“Look at that!™ he said. * Skying the
ball just for fluff I That’s not the way to play
soceer.”

“You silly owl!” said Russell, and he
moved off a little further from Bunter. He
did not scem to want to hear any more expert
comments on the game.

“ I say, Ogilvy——"

“Oh, cheese it!” said Ogilvy, and he
moved off after Russell. He did not want any
enlightenment—{rom Bunter—about the game
of soccer.

*“ There they go ! ” said Bunter, addressing
his valuable remarks to some St. Jim's fellows.
“You chaps can count on & win this time !
Look at that ass Wharton—he could put the
ball i1 now—Dbut he won’t. You sece——"

The next moment there was a shout.

“Goal 1 ”

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.

It was first blood for Greyfriars.

“That’s a good man,” remarked Wildrake,
of the St. Jim’s Fourth. “ That was a jolly
good goal!”

“ A mere fluke ! ” said Bunter.

“Ih? What??”

“ You've got a pretty rotten goalie to let a
shot like that pass him,” said Bunter scorn-
fully.

" Our goalie’s Fatty Wynn, the best junior
goal-keeper at St. Jim's,” said Wildrake, with
a stare at Bunter.

“ My hat! If he’s the best, what is the
worst like ? 7 grinned Bunter.

Wildrake gave him another look, opened
his lips and closed them again and moved off.

“ Hallo, Grundy!” Bunter blinked at
Grundy, of the St. Jim’s Shell, and nodded to
him. '

Grundy stared at him.

(rundy was a Shell fellow, and a very im-
portant fellow in bis own eyes. He was not in
the least pleased by the familiar grectine frum
a Lower Fourth fellow from another school.

" Rather a scratch lot you've got playing
to-day,” said Bunter affably. ; .

“Think so ? ” grunted Grundy.

)




£&
I.HO}WS that 2 7 asked Blake, as he stepped back to admire his
landiwork, and the three juniors chuckled softlv, as they gazed

upon the soot-daubed

(See Chabdler 7.)

“ Well, our lot are pretty feeble, but look
at the way they’re mopping up your men,”
sald Bunter. “ Is this what you call football
at St. Jim’s 2

Grundy walked away:.

““ There comes another goal ! ”” said Bunter.
“My hat! Two in ten minutes! The ball’s
going in this time—just look ! ™

Manners, of the St. Jim’s Shell, at back,
cleared away the ball even while Bunter was
speakine. When the Owl of the Remove
blinked again the game had swayed away into
the visitors’ half.

“ Well, where’s that goal ? ” asked Digby,
of the St. Jim’s Fourth, with a sarcastic grin
at Bunter.,
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countenance of the sleeping Bunter.

or's fat lip curled.

Bunt
i T 511011](1 have f:t.]{{_-n iT,"
- ‘é z
he UX]ﬂmnml' But we'r

q rTotten lot to-day- .

laying @ : ;
¢ ’ = . . I} - ]
Call this football ? .
Dichv moved ofl. In fact,
ins are Wds 4 o
1 ]though the W_.-.‘tnn[
crowd on the spot, Uliam
(ieorae Bunter soon  foun(
h | ™ = " ‘
nimself standing quite alone, 4
if somehow OF other the S,

o fellows did not undpy-
. a treat t]lﬂ_\: Worae
missing 1N losing his company
and his comnients on the rame,
Billy Bunter  was  soon
-awning.
1’1\:1 f matter of fact, "‘-‘-'hut;
he did not know about Soccer
would have filled ]'111‘{_‘;8 volumes,
TIIEI'G Wwas I'C:,l”}' {lI'StJ‘:UIH.SS l]'lil_\.-'
on both sides, but 1t was all
lost on Bunter. He was soon
tired of watching the game :
and would oladly have trans-
ferred his fat presence to the
<chool shop. But as he was in
Lis usual impecunious state, it
was not of much use to do so:
and he deeply regretted ot
having already * touched  his
old pal Gussy 10r & little loan,
At half-time tll? SCOTE Was
aoal 1or goal, Tom DMerry

having equalised. But Bunter hardl_y nioti::eil
what the score was. e was thinking of

J1im
stand what

more important matters.

He was hungry ! _

When Bunter was hungry, all other things
faded into utter insignificance. At such a
time there was only one thing in the wide
universe that mattered.

In the interval, he hoped to find an oppor-
tunity of speaking to Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy. But he did not find the opportunity ;

possibly because Arthur Augustus did not

desire it to be found. |
When the game re-started, Bunter was no

longer watching 1t.

He left the football field, and wandered
)



away to the School House. Bunter had been
at St. Jim'’s a good many times before, and he
knew his way about the school. He had no

hesitation whatever about ** butting 7 1to
quarters where casual wisitors were not

supposed to penetrate. He rolled into the
School House as if the House belonged to him.
Some St. Jim’s fellows glanced at him, but did
not speak, and Bunter rolled on to the big
staircase. He mounted the stairs, and on the
first landing came on Cutts of the I'ifth, who
cave him a stare.

“Who the dooce are you ? 77 asked Cutts.

“Eh! I belong to Greyfriars,” said Bunter.
“1 came over with the football team, you
know.”

“ I don't know,” said Cutts coolly. * What
the thump are vou wandering about the
House for, anyway ? 7

“1 suppose I can sit down m my
friend D’Arey’s study if I hike,” said

Junter. ** It’s jolly cold

And he rolled on, Cutts of the Iifth K
clancing after him doubtfully.

Bunter knew his way to Study No. 6

in the Ifourth, and he soon reached =+

that celebrated apartment, fortunately

out there. [

without  being asked any more *®
(uestions.

Bunter blinked round Study No. 6.

No doubt, being D’Arcy’s old pal
and Dbest friend, he {elt entitled to
make himself at home there.

At all events, entitled or not, he
proceeded to do so.

There was no fire in the grate, and
it was a cold afternoon. Bunter found
firewood in the bottom of the study
cupboard, and coal in a box, and a
Latin grammar which, fortunately,
happened to be lying on the table,
furnished paper to start the fire. There
was soon quite a cheery fire going;
and Bunter pulled the study table
and the arm-chair towards 1t.

Then he explored the study cup-
bhoard, the upper part of which was
used by Blake & Co. as a larder.

Bunter considered it probable that
the chums of Study No. 6 would want
something substantial for tea after a
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“ Gweat Scott!” ejaculated D’Arcy,
black tace; his glasses, catching the gleam of the fire,
shone from his sooty features with weird efiect.

football match, and equally probable that the
supply was alrcady laid in.  On both points
he was right.

Ham and eges, and a cold meat pie, and a
cake, and several other excellent things, caught
his eye.

e Lifted them out on the table.

The good things had been intended to make
a ““ high tea ” for four. They supplied Bunter
with almost cnough for tea. _ \

His fat face was irradiated with satisfaction
as he sat down to warm his toes and dispose
of Blake & Co.’s tuck.

It did not take him very long. In many
things Bunter was slow, but as a trencherman
he far exceeded the usual speed-limit.

Having finished the supplies 1 Study
No. 6 to the last crumb, Billy Bunter
leaned back in the arm-chair, with his feet

It st
Ei I| 1| I
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i
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saw Bunter’'s
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on the fender, in a full and happy and satisfied
mood. '

How the football match was going he did
not know ; and he cared not at all. He had, in
fact, forgotten it. His eyes closed behind his
brg spectacles, and a deep snore proceeded

from him, Bunter was sleeping the sleep of the
just.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
The Sleeping Beauty.
OAL!”
“ Bravo!”

“ Good old Wharton ! ” chuckled Russell.
““Bai Jove! Quite wippin’, deah boy.”
While William George Bunter was taking
his ease mn Study No. 6, the football mateh
went on merrily in a keen wind, and drew
to its close. Hard and fast was the play i the
second half, and both sides came near to
scoring—hut the goals remained intact. Fatty
Wynn for St. Jim’s, Squift for Grey{riars, put
paid to all attempts—right up to the finish.
And then by luck and pluck Harry Wharton
& Co. came through, and the leather went
in from the foot of the captain of the Remove.

It was a ripping goal, as ID’Arcy generously
declared ; and it was the winning goal 1n the
match. The whistle went.

“Well, we win,” said Bob Cherry, as the
footballers came off. “ But I think we've
earned it. A good game, you chaps.”

“ Topping ! ”” said Tom Merry, with a cheery
smile. ¢ Youreally deserved that goal! Better
Juck for us next time.” /

“ Yaas, wathah!”

The footballers changed, in a cheery crowd,
and then the Greyiriars party joined Tom
Merry & Co. at tea in the School House. Bob
Cherry glanced round with a rather puzzled
look. N

¢« Where's Bunter 2”7 he said.  Bunter
knows we're teaing here with the St. Jim's
chaps ;- it's not like him to miss 1t.”

“ Anybody scen Bunter ? 7

Nobody had, apparently.

Nobody, however, cared very much where
Bunter might possibly be, and the Greyfriars
follows did not wastc much thought en him.
1t was Blake & Co. of the Fourth who
discovered the missing owl.

11

hall ; they had
n study. {\{*tfit:r
¢ visitors,
nt up to

Blake & Co. did not tea 1
something special in thewr own |
Augustus D’Arcy remained “:1“1 .
but Blake and erries and Dighy We
Study No. 6.

As they approached tha
strange sound met their ears. 20 ™ tunnel
thing like the rumbling of a tram i & 1"'“116
and something like the whirr pi £ CHEN

t npnrh‘tjlf'ni-, q,
It was some-

acroplane. _

Y , 2 exclaimed

“What on carth’s that? exclain

Blalke. . : L3 gaid
“ Some dashed animal in the study, =

. 3
Herries ¢°

Dighy. “Isitv wssed bulldog, |
aby. ““ Isit vour bless & . o that,”

“Towser doesn’t make a IOW b
answered Herries.

Blake threw open the door
Then the Tourth-formers :
source of the strange and mysterious SOUNT-

It preceeded from William GL‘GF:LEI‘[U'- Bllint{}.

Leaning back in the arm-chair, with his ({1 t?
closed and his mouth open, was the Owl 0
the Remove, snoring as if for @ wagel

Blake & Co. stared at him.

Junter ! ejaculated Blnl;:ﬂ: | ke

“ Well, we want our giddy visitors {0 maxe
themselves at home,” said Dig, “"1’{11 i B
“This chap looks as if he's been doing 1t.~

““ He does—he do ! He’s been feeding here.

“Wake up, Bunter ! 7

Bunter did not wake up. It was not casy
to wake Bunter when he was sleeping off the
effects of a Gargantuan feed.

Blake glancéd into- the study uulﬂmﬂl‘d,
and frowned. Ile was a hospitable {fellow,
but there was a limit. Visitors were not
supposed to clear out a fellow’s study cup-
hoard uninvited. e

“Well, my hat!” said Blake. He's
bageed the lot! It will be tea in Hall for us,

co "

after all.”

* Fat pig ! > grunted Herries. :

“He 1s the giddy limit, and no mistale.
Here, wake up, Bunter ! Tea’s going on down-
stairs, and you can’t have had enough—
vou’ve only had enough for four. Wake up,
fatty.”

snore !

“ Look here, this is too jolly thick!”
orowled Herries. ** Politeness is all very well,
but this is too thick. I've a jolly good mind

of Study No. 6.
Jiscovered the

!!l‘
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to kick that fat bounder out of the study.
Wolfing the whole shoot !

“Well, he 1s a giddy porker,
mistake !’ said Dig. * But we can’t
a fuss about the grub.”

““ Like his cheek to butt in here and go to

)

and no
make

sleep.

Blake grinned.

“It doesn’t scem easy to wake him,” hu
said. “ Let him rip! 1've got a wheeze.

Blake took the fire-shovel, and scraped soot
down from the chimney. Dig and Herries
watched him, and grinned, too.

Bunter slept on, snoring hard. Only a
cannon-shot near at hand, or a severe shaking,
would have wakened him. But the juniors
did not want to wake him now.

Jack Blake proceeded to daub soot over
ihe countenance of the sleeping Owl of the
Remove.

Bunter did not stir.

While more and more soot was daubed on,
he snored away peacefully, s little round
eyes glued shut behind his bputlwlv

“ Oh, nmy ]mi" Jnurmured  Dig.
]UUI\E: a be: auty !’

‘ The sleeping beauty !

“ Ha, ha, lld B

“ Shush ! ” whispered Blake. “ Don’t wake
him up till I've finished.”

But there was no danger of Billy Bunter
waking up. He snored on peacefully while
Blake rubbed on the soot.

In five minutes, Bunter had been trans-
formed into a very good imitation of a Christy
Minstrel. When there was not a spot on his
fat face left unblackened, Blake stepped back
to admire his handiwork.

*“ How's that, umpire ?

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!

“ Now we'd better cut down to tea,” said
Blake cheerily. * We'll leave him to it. It

“ He

" erinned Herries.

he aslked.

23

will be quite a pleasant surprise for him

when he wakes.”
And the chuckling juniors left the study.
Bunter snored on, while the early dusk
deepened, and the study was illumined only
by the firelight.
Blake & Co. joined the merry party down-
stalrs.
They ““tea’d” in Hall, with Tom Merry

(

& Co. and the Greyfriars fellows. It was a
cheery tea, but it had to be brief, as .the
visitors had their train to catch at Wayland.
Tea over, Harry Wharton & Co. donned
their coats to go in the charabanc which was
walting to take them to Wayland Junction.
Then they remembered Bunter again.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where’s Bunter ?2 ”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. ** We can’t go without
our prize [:vurker [

“ Bai Jove ! Buntah seems to be missin
sald Arthur Augustus D’Arey. ‘' Pewwaps
some of his fwiends heah have been enter-
tamin’ him 1 a studay ! ”

* Perhaps he'’s taking a rest in our study,

!'!!

being such a pal of yours, Gussy,” said
Blake gravely.
“TI'll wun up and look,” said Arthur

Augustus ; *° Buntah must not be left behind
by his fwiends.”

Bunter being left behind was too alarming a
prospect. Almost any St. Jim’s fellow would
have taken any amount of trouble to prevent
William George Bunter from being left behind
at St. Jim’s,

Arthur Augustus hurried up to Study No. 6,
with as much haste as was consistent with
the repose which stamps the caste of Vere de
Yere.

As 1t happened, Billy Bunter had awakened
a few minutes before. Possibly his inner
Bunter was beginning to feel the need of
another meal. At all events, he had awakened,
and was sitting up lazily in the arm-chair, in
the glow of the firelight, yawning.

Arthur Augustus looked into the study.

= Bal Jme “he can’t be here, as the light’s
not on,’ * murmured Arthur Aurrustus =l
wondah where he is 2 It would be too feahful
for him to be left behind when those chaps
go. I

Arthur Augustus broke off.

Bunter had heard his footsteps, and he
rose from the arm-chair and blinked towards .
the doorway.

The swell of St. Jim’s stared at him in
amazement and alarm. .

In the firelight he saw a startling black face,
and Bunter’s ﬂ'lauses, catching the hght of the
fire, gleamed from the black countunance
with a starthing and weird effect.
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~ Gweat Scott ! ” ejaculated D’Arcy.
He jumped back into the passage.
“ What—what—who—which——!

Bunter rolled towards the doorway. Arthur
Augustus was a courageous youth, and he
feared no foe, in shining armour or other-
wise. DBut he was utterly startled by this
awful apparition in his study. Looking there
for a fat schoolboy, he had found a horrible-
looking black man, and the shock was rather too
much for him. He scudded away to the stairs.

“Found him ?”’ called out Tom Merry,
from the staircase.

“Eh? No! Look out!” gasped D’Arcy.

“ WWhat on earth S |

““There’s somebody in
howwible negwo——"

“ What ? ” yelled Tom.

“ A feahful-lookin® negwo ! > gasped Arthur
Augustus.

“ A negro ? ” repeated Tom Merry blankly.

“Yaas, wathah—an awful-lookin’ cweature.
Bai Jove, there he comes!”

Bunter rolled out of Study No. 6.

Tom Merry stared at him and jumped.

“ Who—what——! "’ he stuttered.

“1 say, you fellows——"

Arthur Augustus jumped clear of the floor
‘n his amazement.

“ Buntah!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER-
~ Astonishing the Natives !

say. you fellows!”
Bunter rolled along the passage towards
the St. Jim’s junilors.

He was quite unconscious of the change
that had been made in his appearance. He
had not the faintest idea that his fat face was
as black as the ace of spades.

The amazed stares of the St. Jim’s juniors
astonished him.

““ T say, you fellows, what’s the matter ? ™

“ Gweat Scott ! gasped Arthur Augustus.
¢« Js—is—is that weally you, Buntah

“T|h?2 Of course it’s me! What do you
mean ¢ 7
" ¢ But—but what is the mattah with you ? ™

“ Nothing—only I'm hungry.”

“ What Lave you been doing ? 7 ejaculated
Tom Merry. ‘“ Been up a chimney %™

my studay—a,

i<

. blinking at him—a black blink.

| 9 qﬂid BllllLCrr
: (¢ '\‘Thn‘[‘, are
clk In your

“Eh? Of course not

you driving at ? I’ve had a Sh&

“for tea. -1
Study, D’i\r{\_}r} ]Jllt ]’1]] I(E‘lld} 101 t \Vllﬂf
understand that we're teaing here.

. ?

the thump are you fellows staring oS

41 . y

~Ob, bai Jove!” » «nid Bunter.

It seems to have got dark, E?H D’Arcy

€& T . i 4 s Co

I've had a little nap in your stultl} o
I knew you wouldn’t mind, old fellow.

* Oh, you've been asleep ! ™ exclt
Merry. 1 now

The captain of the Shell understood nh. |
It was clear that some humorous }r‘oubh .
dealt with Bunter while he was sleepine- 2
“Eh? Yes, Ihad a little nap: &5 ]F]e{lt"é
for tea,” said Bunter. ‘ Look here, :;’14
this game 2 What are you staring 8t

“Ha; ha, hs 1 * _ Kle at

“ Blessed if T can sece anything to CacKiC T
If these are St. Jim’s manners, 1 must sy .
don’t think much of them!” said Bunter

warmly,

“ Weally, Buntah——" ce Besiiie

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” roared Tom Merl_‘}"-# Bl =
body’s beén jesting with you, 1 think, Huntet.
You look a giddy picture.” ekt o

“I don’t know what you’re driving ];1 'y
Tom Merry, and don’t want to, as far as that
goes! I'm going down.” .
" “Are you gﬂing down like that?” gasped Tonl.

“ Like what 2 ” hooted Bunter.

“Mhat! Come and have a wash first——

“Well, of all the cheek!” exclaimed
Bunter. “ 1 don’t need washing 50_;111}?11 as
you St. Jim’s chaps do, and chance 16!

“ I—I mean i

“Oh, rats ! ” o

Billy Bunter rolled past the two Juniors
and took his way down the stairs. He was
greatly incensed by the hint that he needed
washing. Often and often he received such
hints from Remove fellows at Greyfriars ; bub
really he had not expected it at St.'Jim’s.

“Bai Jove, Buntah!” shouted Arthur
Augustus.

“Go and eat coke!”

Bunter rolled on.

On the stairs he passed Levison, Clive, and
Cardew, of the Fourth Form, coming up. The
three juniors jumped as they saw him.

bl |
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hecamie serious as soon as they saw Mr. Quelch’s grave expression.  “ Wharton !
say that Bunter has deliberatelv remained behind at another school 2 he

adequately . to_express his opinion of Bunh.ra .u,tu)n.

e i1s not returning to Grevfriars to-night 2 * I—1 suppose so, sir,” answered

(See Cimhhr 0. )
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“What on earth’s
Levison.

““ Look here, Levison i

“ Bunter ! yelled Clive.

“ Oh, gad, Bunter!” ecjaculated Cardew.
“ Behold, he is black but comely,”

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

Bunter gave the hilarious three a glare.

“ You cheeky cads! What's this game ?
he hooted. “ My hat! This is St. Jim's
manners, 18 1t 2’ - -

“Do you know what you look like 2
shricked Levison.

14 Yah ! 23

Bunter brushed past them and rolled on
down the stairs, leaving Levison & (o.
shrieking.

He reached the lower hall, where Harry
Wharton & Co. were gathered, dressed for
their journey home. There was a roar as he
appeared.

‘““ Hallo, hallo, hallo! ”

“Is that Bunter ? ™

“It’s Bunter’s circumference, but where
did he get that face 2

% Ha, ha, ha 1™

“You silly ass, Bunter, what have you
been doing ? 7’ exclaimed Harry Wharton.

““ Oh, really, Wharton =

“What do you mean, you fat duffer ? Is
it a lark 2”7

- The larkfulness 1s terrific.”

“1 don’t know what you mean!” howled
Bunter.  “I know I want my tea. You
fellows needn’t wait for me, if you're going.
I'm not going back with you, you know.”

‘““ You jolly well are ! ”* said Harry.
over, and you’ll have to wait till we get home.
Get a wash first, and quick ! ”

‘“ Oh, cheese it !”’ exclaimed Bunter. “1I
don’t know what the joke i1s, but I can tell
you I'm fed up with it. I’'m not going without
somo tea; .in fact, I'm not going at all.
3 “ Bless my soul! What 1s this?” Mr.
Railton, the Housemaster of the School
House, had come along to speak a word to
the Greyfriars footballers ere they departed,
and he started at the sight of Billy Bunter.
¢ \Who—who—who 1s this ? ”’ :

“ I'm Bunter, sir,” said the Owl of the

that 2  exclaimed

“Tea’s,

i:
qster. . You
. usemaste
Remove, blinking at the Io

& '. l,
remember me, sir ¢’ Cirey(riars boy 1”7
“Upon my word! 4 11{:3&? you into that
? . i sk . ¥ C:.l o "
sald Mr. Railton. UQP tor 2 What has
cXtraordinary state, Bunt
happened 2 g
T 2 NT . tI l-*n{}“' Ol,
IXh ? Nothing that 1 K
£c E
Ha, ha, ha ! . w1 exclaimed
“This is—is extraordindLy® . - @ that
Mr. Railton. *Is it l‘osﬁihlc’ f]'mmi;r’l)l-w{l]'
. ’ ace e
},011 HI‘{} llot aware t]lilt; }L}llf ?1:’ b |
that it is covered with soot—""
i :
Ha, ha, ha!”
“ What ! gasped Bunter-] . gaid Mr
“I cannot understand ; 1'51?11i5 1~:. ) jv*%l'-.
Railton, a little sternly- ]1 it. How Ui-lli
Bunter, I fail to understanc {1{“0 blackened
you possiblv ]_1;1.?{', ]Hl[-l )roul’ ;]f" it L
in that manner without knowinis tuttered
i ¥ (oo stutterec
Mum-my  fuf-fui-I
Bunter -
: in my studay
“ Buntah has been to slecp \rcy, from ’[ﬁ:
sir,”” said Arthur Augustus D Ar }’1 st BOInG
stairs.  “ I gweatly feah, Slr’r' t’hm thwi{:];
pwactical jokah has been play 151111: »
on Buntah while he was asleep, SIT-

- 27
“Upon my word !

“Ha, ha, ha!” to a bath-
“D’Arcy, kindly take Bunter to & b

: ailton, and he
room at once !’ said Mr. Railton,

turned away with his face t‘s‘."ltClﬂﬂg'

€c IThiS “'El}', Blllltﬂh, deah bO}r.

“ But—but what—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” _ _

Bunter rubbed his face with his hand. His
fingers came away black, and Bunter stared
at them, as if he could not believe his spec-
tacles. The expression on his sooty face
made the juniors yell.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Oh'! I—I say,
you fellows, this is a rotten trick! I—I say,
do I really need a wash 2™

“You look like it ! roared Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!?”

“This way, Buntah!” gasped Arthur
Augustus.

And the Owl of the Remove was led away
to a bath-room. There, he blinked at his
reflection in a glass, and jumped.

“Oh, my hat! Is—is—is that
gasped Bunter.

<aid Bunter,

me ¢ 7
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“ Yaas, wathah, deah boy,” chuckled Arthur
Auzustus.  “ Bettah eget a wash, old scout !
Heah'’s a towel, and I've turned on the hot
watah! Go 1t.”

Arthur Augustus retired, leaving Bunter
to his ablutions. He joined the fellows down-
stairs with a smiling face. Bunter was very
busy in the bath-room, with steaming water
and soap; he had a great deal of washing
to do to restore his normal complexion.

“It was weally too bad, vou know,” said
Arthur Augustus. ‘1 wondah who plaved
that twick on Buntah ? ™

“T wonder!” murmured Blake.

“Ha, ha, hal?”

Harry Wharton glanced at his watch, after
a constderable wait.

“We've none too much time,” he said.
“ Bunter will have to buck up. If we lose
our tramn were done; there 1sn’t another
to-day.”

“ Bettah give Buntah a call! 7 said Arthur
Augustus hastily.

He mounted the stairs again.

In afew minutes he came back, alone, with
a rather blank expression on his noble face.

“ Has Buntah come down ¢ he asked.

(Y NO_!,

“T can’ find him.”

“(Can’t ind him ? 7 exclaimed Wharton.

“He seems to have disappeared.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“It's a dodge!”™ exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“The fat 1diot has some wheeze of getting
left behind, because there’s a licking walting
for him at Greyfriars. IFor goodness’ sake
root him out, you chaps; we can’t lose our
tram.”’

There was a rush of Tom Merry & Co. to
Jook for Bunter. Harry Wharton & Co.
did not want to leave him behind ; and most
assuredly Tom Merry & Co. did not want
him to be left. ~

But they came back without Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was not to be found.

““What on earth’s to be done 2 7’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton blankly. ** We can’t lose
our train—it’s the only one.” What the
. dickens i

“You'd Dbetter start,” said Tom Merry.
‘““ Goodness Lknows what's to be done with

Bunter. But it looks as if he'’s keeping back
on purpose. I—I—I suppose we can put
him up for the night, and bundle him off in
the morning.”

““The duffer!”

“The fat chump!”

Wharton, with a worried brow, consulted
his watch. There was time left to catch the
express at Wayland, and that was all.
Evidently the footballers could wait no longer
for Billy Bunter, unless the whole party was
to be landed at St. Jim’s for the night ; and
that, of course, was not to be thought of.
In a wrathful mood, Harry Wharton & Co.
went out to the charabane, and it rolled
away with them to the railway station at
Wayland—minus Bunter !

THE NINTH CHAPTER

Baflled !
B UEPREGEDMTED S
 Unpardonable

" Extraordinary ! ” said the Head.

“ Amazing ! 7 said Mr. Quelch.

““ Scarcely credible, in fact.”

* Really, quite mcredible !

It was a sort of chorus, strophe, and anti-
strophe.

The Head and the Remove master were, of
course, discussing DBunter.

William Gieorge Bunter, the least important
fellow at Greyfriars in the estimation of
everyone but W. G. Bunter himself, had drawn
an unusual amount of attention that afternoon.

Flooring a Form-master was not an every-
day occurrence at Greyfriars.

It was, in fact, as the Headmaster observed,
unprecedented. It was, as the Remove
master said, unpardonable. Likewise, it was
extraordinary and amazing.  All these
epithets were well deserved.

Obviously, there was only one thing to
meet the case. That was the Head’s birch.
But there was a difficulty in the way.

The Head was there, and the birch was
there! But Willilam George Bunter was not:
there !

It was said of old that it takes two persons
to make a bargamm. A flogeing could not
take place without a floggee, so to speak, as
well as a flogger.

'.H
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Billy Bunter is a terror when he's roused—if his opponent is small enough !

)
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The performance was unavoidably post-
poned, owing to the absence of the principal
performer.

Flooring a Form-master was bad enough-—
1t was unprecedented and unpardonable and
several other things. But Bunter had added
to this offence by his incredible audacity in
absenting himself and avoiding the dire but
deserved punishment.

He had cleared out—where, was a mystery
at first. Mr. Quelch, quite eager to see Bunter
flogged, had sought him far and wide, and
inquired for him up and down Greyfriars.
He learned, at last, that Bunter had gone
after the football party; he learned at the
station that Bunter had taken the tramn
with Harry Wharton & Co.

That was the climax.

There was no harm in a fellow going over
to another school with a football team on a
half-holiday ; but i1t was necessary to obtain
leave to go so far out of customary bounds.
Bunter had not stopped to obtain leave. In
the circumstances, leave would scarcely have
been granted. But 1t added to his offences,
that he had ventured to go over to St. Jim’s
without leave—at the very time that his Form-
master was, in a manner of speaking, raging
for gore.

Mr. Quelch had to bottle up his wrath, and
consume his own smoke. It was not a pleasant
process. His wrath did not diminish with the
passage of time: rather, 1t 1mproved i1n
potency, like wine, with keeping. No punish-
ment could be admimistered until the foot-
ballers came back from St. Jim’s, and brought
Willlam George Bunter home with them.
The punishment was not likely to be lightened
on that account.

The sun went down
Mr. Quelch.

It was now time for the footballers to return.
Mr. Quelch knew what time the express stopped

upon the wrath of

at Lantham, and when the local train would

get in at Friardale. He was m the Head's
btudy now, and on the Head's table lay the
blrch—read}r for service. Bunter was to
have no respite. As soon as he appeared,
(osling, the porter, had orders to bring him
directly to the Head. After which. Bunter
was to sufler for his sins.
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A sound of footsteps, and a buzz of voices
in the quadrangle, warned the two masters
that the Remove footballers were home again.

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet

“Now——"!"" he murmured.

He expected to hear the tap of Gosling's
horny hand on the door. He expected to see
the door open, and to see Gosling marel
Bunter into the room. But 1t did not happen.

There was no tap at the door : the door did
not open. Mr. Quelch frowned portentously.

“Is 1t possible that Gosling has forgotten
his orders ? ” murmured Dr. Locke.

“ It 1s possible. I will see.”

Mr. Quelch quitted the study.

In the hall of the House there was a cheery
crowd of juniors, just come in. Wingate of
the Sixth had come out of his study to ask
how the match had gone. Mr. Quelch was not
much interested in that matter. His gleaming
eye roved over the crowd in search of Bunter.

“How did 1t go, Wharton ? 7’ asked the
Greyfriars’ captain.

“We beat them,” said Harry cheerily.
“Two goals to one, Wingate.”

“ Good man.”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
murmured Bob Cherry.

“Mind your eye—he looks waxy!” mut-
tered Vernon-Smith. * This 1s where we are
very good and respectful, and an example to
all Greyfnars.”

““The waxfulness 1s terrific.”

All the footballers became very serious at
once. The look on Mr. Quelch’s speaking
countenance showed that matters were grave.
They had almost forgotten the existence of
Billy Bunter ; they were reminded of it now.

5 Wharton K

*“Yes, sir.”

“ Where 1s Bunter ?2 7

“ B-B-Bunter, sir ?” stammered the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“Yes. I understand that he went over 1o
St. Jim’s with you, without obtaining leave,”
sald the Remove master.

“He went with us, sir,” said Harry.

“You should not have allowed him to do
so, Wharton, as head boy of the Remove,
when you must have been aware that he had
no leave.”

)
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“Oh, sir!”

Wharton wondered how he was to have
prevented Bunter, or anybody else, from
making a rallway journey on a half-holiday
if he liked. But he did not say so. Mr.
Quelch, obviously, was not to be argued with.

“ Where 1s he now, Wharton ? I presume
that he has returned with you.”

“ N-n-no, sir.”

“What ! 7

‘“ He—he hasn’t come back with us, sir.”

“Do you mean that he is travelling by

" himself ? *

“I—I don’t quite know what he’s doing,
sir. But he did not leave St. Jim’s with us,”
said Harry.

“You left him behind ? ” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch.

“We had to catch our train, sir,” said
Wharton. “ As Bunter was not on the spot
when we had to start, we had no choice.”

“You left him behind ?* repeated the
Remove master.

- We had to, sir.”
“ Cannot you answer yes or no, Wharton ?
[r. Quelch was not in a mood of sweet
reasonableness. * Did you leave him hehind,
or did you not leave him behind ? ™
WeNes: mir.”
““ You should not have done so, Wharton.”
“How could I help it, sir ? 7’ asked Harry.

“ If we'd stayed longer for him, we should have

lost our tram.”

‘“He wasn't on ’rhn spot, sir,” said Bob
Cherry. “ We

“ You need not speak, Cherry ! ”

“0Oh! Yes, sir.”

“ Wharton, you are head boy of the Remove
and have responsibility in the matter. You
should not have allowed Bunter to accompany
you on the journey, and you should have
taken care that he returned with you. You
have been very remiss, Wharton.’

The captain of the Remove did not answer.
He was wcll aware that Mr. Quelch was

““ blowing-ofi steam,” so to speak: and that
middle-aged gentlemen had to be allowed to

" blow oft steam when so disposed.
“Do you mean to say that Bunter de-
liberately remained behind at another school 2’

asked Mr. Quelch, with gleaming eyes.
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“No, sir : T only know that he did not turn
up in time for the train, and we couldn’t wait.
for him. I can’t say any more than 111..1t

** Is he following h\, a later tramn ?°

“ I—I think there isn’t a later tramn, sir.”

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

Bunter’s conduct, Iitherto, had been
unprecedented and unpardonable and in-
credible. How to characterise 1t now was
beyond Mr. Queleh’s vocabulary.  The super-
latives in the English language were not equal
to 1t.

*“ Then—then—then,” the Remove master
almost gasped, “ then Bunter is not returnng
to Greyfriars to-might at all.”

“T don’t see how he can, sir.”

“He is remaining away from school at
night, without leave ! ™

*“ I—I suppose so. sir.”

“ Upon my word ! 7 stuttered: Mr. Quelch.

He stared at Wharton in silence., Perhaps
he was trying to think of a word adequately
.1])])]1(:.11110 to Bunter’s proceedings. 1i
the resources of the language failed him.

There was a pam[ul silence.  Mr. Quelch
broke 1t at last.

“Very well! Very well, indeed! No -
doubt vou are aware, Wharton, that Bunter
was to be flogged for no less an offence than
assaulting his Form-master.”

“ Bunter told us something about 1t, sir,”
said Harry. “I understand that 1t was an
accident &

“Then your understanding is at fault,
Wharton, as i1t was nothing of the kind,”
snap]md Mr. Que](-h

" But, sir

“TPhat will do !

“ Oh, very well, sir.”

“Tom Merry told us that he would put
Bunter up for the night, and bundle him ofi
in the morning, sir,” ventured I'rank Nugent.

“He will, I presume, return in the morn-
ing,” said Mr. Quelch. “ Wharton, I am
very displeased with you. You have been
very remiss. You have not acted as I have a
right to expect of my head boy. You need
not speak. I am extremely displeased with
you.”

And Mr. Quelch whisked away, to return
to the Head’s study and acquaint Dr. Locke

)




with this amazing and unexpected develop-
ment. -

The footballers looked at one another.
~ " The fat’s in the fire now!” grinned the
Bounder., ¢ 1 pity  Bunter when he does
come baclk.”

" Yes, rather.”

“This is rather thick,” said Wharton.
* What the thump could 1 have done ¢ 7

" Nothing, old chap.”

* Quelchy seems to think——"

“The dear old
scout 1s waxv.”
:-‘-uid.lu.,shlln}' ‘3'11”.
“ et i blow
ofl steam, 1f 1t's
any comfort to
o, He will be
all - might  acain
when he
take 1t
Junter.”

“Ha,ha, ha! "™

Mr. Queleh, in
the Head's study,
was deep n dis-
cussion with Dr.
Locke —in deep
wrath.

There was dis-
cussion of Bun-
ter'samazing pro-
ceedings In most
other studies at

can
out ot

Greyiriars  that
evening.  lven

the great men of
the Sixth talked
about 1t. In the
Fifth-form pas-
sage, Coker of the Fifth asked what Grey-
friars was coming to; and nobody in the
Ififth could tell him.

In the Remove dormitory , when the Lower
Fourth went up to bed, there was a vacant
place. One bed remained unoccupied ; and,
for once, the deep and resonant snore of
William George Bunter did not echo and re-
ccho through the dormitory. Bob Cherry
rematlked that somebody else was getting
the benefit of DBunter's snore; and Bob

fellows are not wealthy.

“1 could lend you ten shillings, Buntah, if that's any
use,”” said D'Arcy.

v. Bunter held out his hand. “ Thanks,” {lnd'grmr_ledtothe
old chap, it’s not much—but, of course, you St. Jim's Junlors 1n Study
[ forcot that!” (See Chapter 10.) No. 6.

charitably hoped that somebody else was
enjoying 1it.

THE TENTH CHAPTER

Gussy’s Guest !
“l say, yvou fellows!”
“ Bai Jove!”

“ Bunter!”

In Study No. 6, at St. Jim’s, four juniors
had just finished prep. when the door opened,
and a fat face and a pair of large spectacles

| alimmered in.

| " B .l < k 3 ¢ 1

MW, tterves,  Digby

-" I 1‘1” and D'Arecy,
A €, iy

stared at DBilly
Bunter.

That the fat
junior of Grey-
friars was some-
where 1 the
School House of
ot. Jim’s they
knew, as he had
not gone oft with
Harry Wharton &
(o. They had
wondered when
andd  where he
would turn up.
Now they knew.

Here he was,
fat and fatuous
as ever, appar-
.ently in a cheery
mood. He nodded

“* They’re gone,
of course ? ” he asked, as he rolled in.

* If you mean the Greyfriars chaps, they’ve
gone long ago,” answered Blake, staring at-the
fat junior. “ They’re home before now.”

“ Good ! 7

“ Weally, Buntah %

“It’s all right,” said Bunter, “I thought
I’d keep out of sight for a bit. Nothing like
making sure, what ? ”’

“ Well,” said Herries, with a deep breath,
“ you take the bun, and no mistake! Whet
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do you think you are gommg to do here,
Bunter ? 7

Bunter blinked round the study.

“ Well, I could do with some supper,” he
answered. “ I'm jolly hungry. Are you
having any supper in this study ?

“ Supper’s off,” answered Blake. ‘ Some-
body came in here and scoffed all there was
in the cupboard.”

““ Oh, really, Blake "

“You're welcome, as far as that goes,”
said Blake. * But there’s nothing left,
see ? But you can get bread and cheese in
Hall.”

Bunter smfied.

“That 1sn’t the kind of hospitality we
hand out at Greyfriars,” he said. *“ We
treat our guests to something better than
that.”

*“ Perhaps your guests wait to be asked ? ™
suggested Digby.

Bunter decided not to hear that remark.

“ Have you told your Housemaster I'm
here, Gussy ? 7’ he asked.

“I have not mentioned the mattah to
Mr. Wailton yet, Buntah.”

““ Well, better let him know in time, so that
a bed can be fixed up for me, you know,” said
Bunter. 1 don’t mind having a bed in
yvour dormitory with you chaps. I'm not
particular.”

0,8

“1 suppose you don’t mind if I take the
arm-chair 277 asked Bunter. “I'm rather
tired.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was adorning the
study arm-chair with his elegant person. He
rose without a word, and took another chair.

Bunter settled down comfortably.

““ That’s better ! Now, what about supper ?
I can’t very well have a supper of bread and
cheese, after what I'm accustomed to. I
don’t want to put you {fellows to a lot of
trouble, of course.”

“ That’s all right:
Blake grimly.

“Not at all ! ” said Herries.

“Not in the very least ! 7 said Dighy.

Arthur Augustus coughed.

“As a mattah of fact, Buntah is a guest,
in a way,” he said. “ We are bound to look

(

you won't!” said

aftah him a little. Unfortunately, the tuck-
shop is closed at this houah, Buntah, and we
have nothing in the studay, owin’ to—ahem !
But pewwaps I can find somethin’ in anothah
studay.”

“ Hardly fair to plant the fat bounder on
another study,” said Herries.

" Weally, Hewwies %

“I want to have a chat with you, Gussy,
about the immediate future,” said Bunter.
** Perhaps these fellows wouldn’t mind leaving
us alone for a bit.” -

“You'd like us to clear out of our own
study ? ” said Blake.

* That’s 1t.”

“Well, you can like!” said Blake curtly.

““ Pway go on, Buntah ; you needn’t mind
my {wiends bein’ present,” said Arthur
Augustus gently.

Bunter blinked at him rather doubtfully.
He was not so sure about that. His opinion
of Arthur Augustus was, that that noble
vouth was “soft ”; but he did not suspect
Blake & C(o. of being soft. He would have
preferred to deal with Arthur Augustus ™ on
his own.” Probably Blake & Co. suspected
as much, for they obviously did not intend
to leave the study.

“ Well, about putting up here,” said Bunter,
at last. *° I'm thinking of staving a few days,
while I think things out. You sce, I can't
go back to Greyfriars till the question of the
flogging is settled. I'm not going to he
flogged.”

" But "

“ After a few days I fancy that Quelchy
will see reason. It will dawn on him that he's
running the risk of losing me entirely,”
explained Bunter.

“ Oh, my hat!”

*“ So I shall have to stick it out somewhere
for a few days at least. No good going home—
my pater would send me back to Greyfriars.”

" I should jolly well think he would ! ™

“ So that’s no good. In this emergency,”
said Bunter, “I thought of my old pal
Gussy ! Iknew Gussy would stand by me.”

“Weally, Buntah!” murmured Arthur
Augustus feebhly.

“You frabjous ass!”
measured tones.

sald DBlake, In
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“Irabjous ass! You frabjous ass, do you
think you can put up at a school you don't
belong to? You'll have to have a bed for
the night, unless Railton puts you into the
wood-shed ; I jolly well would! But you’ll
be bundled off first thing in the morning,
back to your own school.”

“You see, Buntah, deah boy——"
mured Arthur Augustus.

“TIs that what you call hospitahty ?”
sneered Dunter,

“You sce, we're not allowed to entahtain
visitahs in term-time, deah boy. It's weally
out of the question.”

“ Special eircumstance, and all that,” said
Bunter. “I'll go with you to see your House-
master, and you rely on me to stuff him all
right. I'm an old hand at it.”

“I dare say you are, Buntah, but I should
certainly not be a party to stuftin’ my House-
mastah,” said D’Arcy sternly. *I1f you
tell Mr. Wailton anythin’ in my pwesence,
Buntah, you must tell him the twuth.”

“ Oh, don’t be a silly fathead ! ”

“Wh-a-t 27

“ Silly fathead!™

“ Bal Jove ! ™

“1 expected something better than this,”
said Bunter. *‘ Look here, D’Arcy, I'm relying
on you. I jolly well wish now that I'd gone
to Rookwood instead—Jimmy Silver would
have stood by me like a brick. Still, as the
matter stands, I'm here, and it’s up to you.”

" Oh, deah!”

*“ Put it to your Housemaster how you like,
if you're so jolly particular. Tell him I'm
too ill to travel for a few days; that will
dD‘JI ;

“ Weally, Buntah——"

“T leave it to you, Gussy; I know you
won’t let me down,” said Bunter cheerily.
““ Now about supper. That’s important.”

Blake & Co. looked grim. They did not
attach the slightest importance to that
important matter, and their looks said as
much. But the long-suffering Arthur Augustus
played up. :

“ Pway come with me, Buntah! 1 hehcxza
there is somethin’ goin’ on in Tom Mewwy's
study, and 1 will do my best for you.”

miir-
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“Good man.”

Bunter rose from his chair with alacrity.
He rolled out of No. 6 after Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, leaving Blake & ('o. staring. Jack
Blake drew a deep breath.

“Well ! he said.

“ Well! ™ gaid Dig,

“Well! 7 said Herries.

Really, 1t was all they could say. The
fat and fatuous Owl of Grevirars was too
much for them.

Arthur Augustus piloted the fat junior
along to the Shell passage. At the corner
Bunter stopped him.

*“ Hold on a minute, Gussy.”

“ Yaag, deah boy.”

“1t’s happened very unfortunately that I
left my money behind j T left Greyiriars in
rather a hurry, you know,” said Bunter, * If
you could lend me a fiver for a few days——"

*“ Bai Jove !'”

“A couple of pounds would do,” said
Bunter, who was an adept in reading signs
in a countenance—especially such an expres-
sive and guileless countenance as Arthur
Augustus D’Arey’s.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“I could lend you ten shillings, Buntah,
1f that 1s any use.”

“Thanks, old chap! Tt's not much:
but, of course, you St. Jim’s fellows are not
wealthy. I forgot that.”

Breathing harder than ever, the swell of
St. Jim’s handed over a ten-shilling note.
Then, with feelings really too deep for words,
he led Bunter on to Tom Merry’s study in the

Shell.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER

A Spread in Tom Merry’s Study.

ow, who’s 1t to be ? ”’ said Tom Merry.

No. 10 Study in the Shell presented
rather a festive appearance.

There had been a remittance that day,
and 1t did not matter to which member of the
study the remittance came. Like the Early
Christians, the Terrible Three of St. Jim's
had their cash largely in common. Funds
for one were funds for all ; and there was a
handsome supper that evening in No. 10, and
now the three chums were debating the
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““Not a bad spread, you fellows!” said Bunter, gazing round at the Terrible Three.
‘** X course, 1it’s not anvthing like the feeds I get in my study at Greyfriars! But, dash
it all, I'm not the sort to complain of fellows who're doing their best ! (See Chapter 11.)
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question of cuests, With overflowing goad
things for supper, naturally they did not
want to enjoy them all by themselves; 1t
was a time for their friends to rally round.

" Let’s have Study No. 6,7 said Monty
Lowther. **They had all their tuck scoffed
this afternoon by that fat animal from
Greyfriars, I hear.”

“Good! That's four.
Tom.

“That's five! What about Study No.9? ™
asked Manners. * Levison, Clive, and Cardew.
It will be rather a crowd, but we've got
lots.”

“ Good egg! The more the merrier.”

Tap !

“ Come in ! 7 sang out Tom Merry, cheerily.

Arthur Augustus D’ Arey opened the door,
and his eyeglass gleamed into the study.
By 1t gleamed the big spectacles of William
George Bunter of the Greviriars Remove.

“ Bunter !’ exclaimed the chums of the
Shell, together.

The Owl of Greyfriars nodded and grinned.

* Lattle me ! 7" said he, brightly.

“ Well, my hat! You're still here, then 2 ”
said Lowther,

" Certainly, old chap. I'm staving for a few
days as the guest of my old pal D Arey,”
explained Bunter.

© Great pip! Railton will have something
to say about that ! ™ exclaimed Manners.

" Gussy’s going to fix it with him.”

“I—I—I will twy, Buntah!” gasped
Arthur Augustus.

“That's all nght—I rely on you, old
fellow,” said Bunter. “ I say, you fellows,
that looks a decent spread you’ve got there.
Not quite up to our spreads at Greyfriars,
perhaps ; but any port 1 a storm, what 2”7

“Oh, deah! You fellahs, Buntah 1s landed
heah, and her wants some suppah!” said
Arthur Augustus, dismally. " I—I was
wonderin’ whethalh you fellows would play
up, as I knew you had somethin’ goin’.”

““ Of course they will,” said Bunter. “ We've
been friends a long time, you fellows, what *

“Have we?” said Manners. * First
I've heard of it ”

“ Oh, really, you know

“ Glad you've told us, Bunter,” said Monty

(

And Talbot,” said

L] 1’

Lowther, politely. “ It's never too late to
learn.”

* Look here——"

“Weally, you fellahs ! ™ murmured Arthur
Augustus, in distress. ** Buntah is a—a sort
of guest, you know i,

“ A guest of sorts ! 7 said Lowther.

“Oh, roll im in!” said Tom Merry,
resienedly.  “ I suppose it's up to us. We
were going to ask a little party to supper.”

“1don’t mind a party,” said Bunter. “ In
fact, I should like to meet my old friends
round your table, Tom Merry. Only make
sure there’'s enough to go round, before you
ask a ciowd. That’s important.”

“We shan’t ask anybody else, if you're
supping here,” said Tom. * Unless you'd care
to stay, Gussy ? "’

“ Thank you vewy much, Tom Mewwy ;
but if you can weally stand Buntah—I—I
mean, if you will give Buntah a feed, I will
wetire.”

“ Leave him to us.” -

“ Thank you vewy much, deah boy. Aftah
all, we ave bound to keep up our weputation
for hospitality, even in these vewy peculiah
circumstances. I twust you will excuse me
for landin’ Buntah on you ? ”

“Oh, don’t mench, old chap.”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy retired,
greatly relieved at having got clear of his
remarkable guest.

Bunter sat down at the table. ,

The 1dea of asking a party to supper in
No. 10 was quite given up. Ample as the
supplies were, they were none too ample for
four, when one of the four was William
(reorge Bunter. |

 Well, this is a
Lowther.

" Oh, play up ! ” said Tom Merry, laughing.

The Terrible Three felt that it was_up to
them. Hospitality to the stranger within the
gates came before all other considerations.
They took the situation good-humotredly
and cheerfully ; not that Bunter cared very
much how they took it. He was already deep
m tuck, and going deeper. For a quarter of an
hour the chums of the Shell were not troubled
with any conversation from Billy Bunter. His
jaws were too busily occupied in another way.

go!” murmured - Monty
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But after that space of time even Bunter
slacked down a little, and the delights of his
‘conversation were added to the pleasure of
his company. |

" Not a bad spread, you fellows,” he said.

“ Glad you like it,” said Tom Merry politely.

* Of course, it’s not like the spreads I get
1In my study at Greyfriars. But, dash it all,
I'm not the fellow to complain of fellows
who are doing their best,” said Bunter.

44 Oh ! 27

*“ Pass the cake, old chayp.”

Tom Merry passed the calke.

It was quite a large cake, but it vanished
at a wonderful speed. Bunter blinked round
the table.

“ Pass the dough-nuts! Thanks. I’ll take

the lot if you fellows don’t want any ?2”
= 0hl

“You chaps give me a look in, if you're

ever over Greyifriars way,” said Bunter, in
the intervals of bolting dough-nuts at record
speed. “° I'll do the same for you—something
a bit more handsome, in {act.”

=(nt"

““1 hope we shall see a bit of one another,
while I'm staying here,” went on the Owl of
the Remove. *° If you've got a foothall match
on-for Saturday, I'll play for vou, if you like.
After what I've seen to-day, I imagine
you’d be glad to get one really good man in
your team, what?”

1015 8

““1 shall be jolly glad to win a football
match for you, while I'm here,” went on
Bunter, with his mouth full. “ Sort of pay
for my keep, what ? He, he, he! Don’t say
a word—I'lldoit!” |

““ So you’re not going back to Greyfriars 2 7
asked Manners, staring at the fat junior across
the table.

“No ! Not till it’s settled about the flogging.
If the Head wants me back, he’s got to be jolly
civil about 1t, I can tell him. Of course, he
knows as well as I do that Greyfriars can’t
afford to lose a fellow like me.”

& Ohl ‘

“ Quelchy will have to mind his eye, too,”
said Bunter, brightly. “ I’ve stood too much
cheek from Quelchy! I don’t believe in
giving these dashed schoolmasters their head,
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vou know. I daresay he'll benefit by what
he got to-day. 'Tain’t every chap who's
got the nerve to knock down his Form-
master.”

“What 27

“ You knocked down your Form-master ? ™
asked Manners.

Bunter nodded.

“Yes, he was cheeky, and T floored him
I'm about the only chap at Greyfriars that
would have had the nerve to do i1t. I just
let him have 1t, you know, and he went down
like a skittle.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Bunter blinked round the table.

It was bare. :

The Terrible Three had not done much in
the way of supper. But Billy Bunter was a
host in himself in that line.

Where he had put 1t all was a mystery to
the Shell fellows. But he had stacked 1t away
somewhere mside his wide ecircumference.

** Anything more in the cupboard ? ” asked
Bunter.

“Oh, ecrumbs! No!?”

“My hat! Is that the lot 27

“ That's the lot ! ™ said Tom Merry.

“That’s what vou St. Jim’s fellows call a
study spread ? 7 asked Bunter derisively.

Tom Merry & Co. did not answer that
question. Really, they did not quite know how
to deal with this remarkable guest.

Tap !

“Come 1n!” called out Tom.

The juniors jumped up as the study door
opened. It was Mr. Railton, the master of the
School House, who stood in the doorway.
Bunter blinked round without rising—he was
too deeply laden to move with ease. The guest
in No. 10 was, in fact, loaded far beyond the
Plimsoll line.

The School Housemaster glanced 1n.

“ I think Bunter is here, 1s he not 2 ”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

" Bunter, I have just heard that you have
been left behind here,” said Mr. Railton.
" The Headmaster desires to see you. Kindly
come with me at once.”

“ Oh, very well, sir ! said Bunter.

And he detached himself, with an effort,
from his chair, and followed the Housemaster.
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Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther looked
at one another when he was gone.

““ It beats me, and I have to give 1t up,” said
Lowther. “ Why don’t they lynch him at
Greyfriars ¢ What 27

Tom Merry and Manners shook their heads.
They gave it up, too.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER

Not to bLe Stufied.

r. HormEs, the Headmaster of St. Jim's,
peered at Billy Bunter over his glasses.
The Owl of Greyfriars rolled into the Ilead-
master’s study quite confidently, He had
no doubt of his ability to * stufi 7 the
Head of St. Jim’s. There was quite a peculiar
expression on Mr. Railton’s face ; but Bunter
did not observe 1t.

“Ah!l This 1s—er
Holmes.

““This is Bunter, sir,” said the Housemaster.

“ Tt seems that you have been left behind
here, Bunter, by the Greyfriars boys who came
here to-day to play a football match,” said
Dr. Holmes. ‘I have just heard—-"

“The fact is, sir, I've stayed on,” said
Bunter.

~HhE™

“ T really came over, sir, to see my old friend,
D’Arey of the Fourth,” said Bunter.

Dr. Holmes peered at him attentively.

“Dear me! I do not quite see how that
can be, Bunter. Surely Greyfriars boys are not
allowed to pay visits so far out of school
hounds.”

“ Oh, ves, sir, with special leave!” said
Bunter.

“ Do you mean that you had special leave
from your Headmaster ? ~

“ Iixactly, sir !'”

“ Bless my soul ! ”

Dr. Holmes seemed astonished, and Mr.
Railton coughed expressively. Bunter could
gee no cause for surprise. |

It was unusual, no doubt, but 1t was not
unprecedented for a fellow to get an extended
exeat. Bunter, for instance, might have had
leave to go home for a few days. Why not
leave to visit a friend ? If his Headmaster
chose to give him leave, it need not have
astonished another Headmaster.

Bunter 277 said Dr.

-

(

True, Dr. Locke had not given him leave. .
But that was a detail for Bunter to settle with
his fat conscience.

Bunter, in fact, was scarcely: aware that he
was telling falschoods. Leave from his Head-
master was the only reasonable yarn he could
spin; and Bunter had decided to spin it.
Whether it was true or not was a secondary
consideration—with Bunter. IHe was accus-
tomed to drawing upon his imagination when-
ever required ; but his podgy intellect was quite
unaccustomed to sifting truth from falsehood.

“The fact 13, sir, D’Arcy wants me to stay
with him a few days, and 1s going to ask per-
mission,”’ said Bunter. “ As I have a few days’
holiday from my school, sir, he thought 1t a
cood idea.” '

“ Bless my soul

“T hope there is no objection, sir,” said
Bunter. .

“T1 am afraid, Bunter, that there would be
considerable objection to so very unusual a
proceeding,” said Dr. Holmes. ** But without
your Headmaster’s leave it would, 1n any case,
be impossible.”

“ But, sir ”

“ If you have intentionally remained behind,
Bunter, when your friends left, I am afraid
that you have done it with the object of
playing the truant from your own school.”

“Oh, no, sir! I =

“Kindly speak the {ruth, Bunter,” said
Dr. Holmes, with some asperity.

Bunter blinked at him.

“I always do, sir. If you should ask Mr.
Quelch, my Form-master at Greyfriars, sir,
he would tell you that I am the soul of honour,
and have never been guilty of untruthfulness.
Mr. -Quelch thinks very highly of me, sir.”

“ Indeed ! ™

“Oh, yes, sir. I'm his favourite pupil,
really,” said Bunter. * Head of the class,
and an example to my Iform, sir, really. It’s
because I'm so much ahead of all the other
fellows in Form work that my Headmaster
thinks I may have a few days’ holiday, sir.”

“ Bunter | ”

““That’s how it stands, sir. I don’t need the
cramming the other fellows do. As it is, I shall
leave them all behind at the exams. I hope
to be able to give my friend D’Aroy some

l”‘
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¢ Oh, yes, sir.  1'm Mr. Quelch’s favourite pupil,” said Bunter to Dr. Holmes, the Fead of St. Jim’s.
“ Head of the class and an example to my Form. It's because I'm so much ahead of all the other
fellows inmy Form work that my Headmaster thinks I may have a few days’ holiday, sir.” (Sec Chapter 12.)
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E Bard ever vented verse on!

ANASASLANAILANAN,

FILLX ])UL\ TER
(Champion Feeder)

Of all the folks who feast and sead
And love the “fiesh-pots ™ dearly,

The portly Bunter takes the lead:
lh:.. champion feeder, clearly !

His appetite 1s keen and good,
His studv-mates minform us;

In fact, we've always understood
That 1t 15 quite enormous !

le often lacks the u]wt awithal
To satisty his cravi T1“~-~~:
He scans the post rack in the hall
With racines and with ravines,
No postal-order ever comes
From Auntic Maud or Mabel;
And Bunter has to seelz the crumbs
Shed from the rich man’s table!

But if, by some amazineg luck,
He finds himseli- with money,
He revels in a realm of tuck—
A land of milk and honey !
“In life, there’s nothing half so fine,”
Said Billy once to Sammy,
it A:». Mrs. Mimble’s tarts Limne
And doughnuts, sweet and jammy !

¢ Eat not to live, but live to eat,”
Is Bunter’s favourite maxim ;

Whether it’s mufiins, rolls or meat,
No food can overtax him!

Perched high upr:m the tuckshop stool
We see his ample person ;

The greatest gorger i the school

§
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coachine while I'm here, sir—he's rather
backward, I thinlk. There are very few subjects
that I haven't got at my linger-tips.”

“If you have leave from your school,
Bunter, there seems to exist some very
strange migsapprehension. Your IForm-master,
Mr. Quelch, cannot be aware of it.”

“Oh, yes, sir!  Mr. Quelch congratulated
me on getting leave, and told me it was
because 1 was a shining example to my Form,
sir.”’

*“ Mr. Quelch did ? 77 exclaimed Dr. Holmes,
while the Housemaster stared at Bunter as if
1]1{* fat junior fLH{'Hth{*{I. him,

“ Certainly, sir,” said the Owl of Greyfriars
cheerlly., “ Ie patted me on my head when I
left, sir, and said, * Bless you, Bunter! You
are a comfort to me’.”

* Upon my word ! ”* exclaimed Mr. Railton.

“1f this is true, Bunter, I am glad to huw
that you stand so high in your Form-master’
estimation,” said Dr. Holmes drily. * But lt
does not agree with what Mr. Quelch has said
to me.”

“ What ? 7 stuttered Bunter.

He bhinked at the Head in amazement.

As St. Jim’s was 1n Sussex, and Greyfriars
1 IKent, he could not imagine how Mr. Quelch
had said anything to Dr. “Holmes. And then
he noticed the telephone at the St. Jim’s head-
master’s elbow, and comprehended.

“ I have received a telephone message from
Gireyfriars,” said Dr. Holmes grimly. ““ Your
IForm-master, Mr. Quelch, has informed me
that you left your school without permission
this afternoon.”

“Oh! ” gasped Bunter.

“ That you are sentenced to a severe flogging
for the extremely serious offence of raising
your hand arrn.mst your Iform-master,” went
on Dr. IIohncs, with orecat sternness, ‘ and
that you have left your school apparently to
escape your punishment for a time.”

“-Oh, dear ! ”

“He states that you remained behind
here, when your friends left, probably inten-
tlmmlly, said Dr Holmes.

“ Oh, no, sir! It was quite unintentional.”

“ What ! You have just told me that you
designed to stay here for a few days,” ex-
claimed Dr. Holmes.

)



“Oh,yes! Yes, sir ! That—that’s what I—I
meant to say.”

*“ Bless my soul! You seem to be a very
foolish and unfruthful boy, Bunter.”

“T, sir ! > exclaimed Bunter.

“Yes, you, Bunter! I have seldom en-
countered such reckless untruthfulness,”” said
Dr. Holmes sternly. ““ Mr. Quelch has re-
quested me to send you to the station in the
morning, 1 charge of a prefect, to put you
in the express for Lantham.
1 “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bunter,
dismay-. ‘

** Mr. Railton, doubtless vou will see that
this boy 1s accommodated with a bed in the
Fourth-form dormitory for to-nicht.”

““I will speak to the house-dame, sir.”

“Very good. You may go, Buntor You
may breakfnqt in Hall to-morrow morning,
&nd you mll be taken to the station at half-
past eight.”

L Oh, sir ! I—I—1I ’rhmf&ct 1S, SIT ¥

‘““ That1s enough, Bunter.”

“If you'll ]nt me l‘\}]ld]]l sir ! %’
Bunter.

““ There 1s nothing to explain. If you were a
boy belonging to this school, T should cane you
for spenlmln to me untruthfully. As it is, you
may go.’ |

“ But, sir, about old Quelchy

““ About whom ? 7 ejaculated Dr. Holmes.

“T—I mean Mr. Quelch, sir,” stammered
Bunter. ¢ You—you mustn’t talxe any notlce

of what he says, sir. It’s all cammon, sir.’

¢“ What 2 ”

“ The fact 1s, sir, that old Quelehy—TI mean
Mr. Quelch is 1S mthu liable to take a
little too much, sir.”

““ Wha-a-at ? #

‘““ T hate to mention such a thing, sir, about
a Greyfriars master, but the truth is, sir, he
drinks,”” said Bunter.

“ GGood heavens ! ”’

‘“ That accounts for 1t all, sir,” rattled on
Bunter happily. “I’ve no doubt he was g
little squlff}' when he telephoned to vou,

n

aasped

33

SIT
““ Squiffy ? ” gasped Dr. Holmes. This was a
pnew word to the headmaster of St. Jim’s.
‘““ That’s 1t, sir—tipsy, you know,” =aid

Bunter. “ When he’s like that, Quelchy

(12

That I shall do.”

0

1s liable to say anything, sir. That’s how

1t 18.”

*Is this boy in his richt senses ? 77 asked
Dr. Holmes, addressing space. “ How dare you
make such a scandalous accusation-against
gentleman i Mr. Queleh’s position, Bunter ?
How dare yvou, 1 say ? ™

“ I—I mean-—"

“You are a young rascal, sir !
Dr. Holmes.

“1 didnt mean——

“Silence !

“The—the fact 1s, sir, I—I meant
aasped Bunter, in alarm, ** [—I—I meant that
Quelchy doesn’t drink, sir! He's a strict toe-
teetaller—I mean teetotaller, sir! That's
what I really meant to say ? But the fact 1s,
sir—the actual fact is, sir—that Quelchy
wanders in his mind a little—not always, you
know, sir—but occasionally—and that’s how
he came to telephone to you what he difl, SIT.
I—1I hope you can tn]w my word, sir.’

““ Take yvour word ! ”* stuttered Dr. Holmes.

“Yes, sir! It’s rather ungentlemanly to
doubt a fellow’s word, isn’t it, sir ¢ 7

Dr. Holmes did not answer that question,
He looked at Mr. Railton, who was still gazing
at Bunter in a fascinated sort of way.

“ Mr. Railton ! Kindly remove this boy.”

“ Certainly, sir.”
Mr. Railton’s heavy hand dropped on

Banter’s collar.
“I—I say, SIT
“Come !’

The fat junior was propelled towards the
door. As he swung into the passage, he blinked
round at Dr. Holmes.

“ I—I say, sir, I—I suppose 1t’s all right
about my staying here a few days with my
friend D’Arey, 1sn't 1627

“No ! ”” thundered Dr. Holmes, rising to his
feet in stately wrath. “° No, Bunter, 1t 1s not !
If D’Arcy really is a friend of yours, which I
doubt, I shall speak to him on the subject !
I would not allow you to remain even one
nicht under this roof, were it not too late, sir,
to cast you forth ! ”

" Oh, lor’ I ”” gasped Bunter.

“Take him away, Mr. Railton.”

The strong hand on Bunter’s collar propelled
him .along the corridor. William George

” execlaimed

)
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A TRAGIC EPISODE OF
CHARLES II's REIGN.

Tm-: nicht of February 1st, 1665, was a
memorable one in the history of Grey-
friars School. 5

All day a terrible storm had raged, which
increased towards nightfall to hurricane force.
About eight o’clock in the evening two Grey-
friars boys, Redmayne and Swaine, both of
the Sixth Form, were Iying on the top of the
chifi overlooking Pege Bay, watching the
roaring sea, when they suddenly made out
the dark mass of a large ship quite close in
to the shore. As they sprang to their feet,
the ship struck upon the dreaded Shoulder
with a crash that sounded ahove the roar of
the storm.

Redmayne, who was at that time the cap-
tamm of Greyfriars, acted with commendable
promptness. Running to the nearest farm-
house, not a quarter of a mile away, he seized
a horse from the stables and galloped oft full
speed to Greyfriars.  In an ineredibly short
time  Redmayne reappeared, still on his
horse, at the head of the whole school, the
boys having raced across country in the
darknéss, taking hedges and ditches in their
stride.

By the time the school reached the shore
the clouds had parted and a bright moon
made the scene as light as day. The great
ship, fast on the Shoulder, was recognised
by the fishermen as the “ Roval Charles,”
one of the finest vessels of her day. She was
breaking up rapidly, and it was impossible
to launch a boat in the mountainous
seas.

Many of her crew jumped overboard, and
attempted to struggle to the shore. Again
and again the Greyfriars boys formed human
chains and dashed into the surf in the en-
deavour to rescue the unfortunate mariners
struggling in the water.

In all seventeen people were rescued out
of a total of 105 souls on board. Shortly
atter midnight the “ Royal Charles”” broke up
and sank, and all hope of further rescue worlk
had to be abandoned. A full account of this
tragic episode, written soon after the event,
18 still preserved in the Library at Greyfriars.

H.A.

Continned from page 120),

Bunter blinked up at the St. Jim’s Houses
master,

“ I—I say, sir, the Head secems to be in
rather a wax,”” he gasped. “ I—I hope I didn’t
say anything to offend him, siv.”

** Bless my soul ! ™ was all Mr. Railton could
say.

** Perhaps, sir, if you would put in a word
for me, he would let me stay a few days, sir.”

*“ I should certainly not dream of putting in
a word for you, as you express it, Bunter.”

“It will be a great disappointment for
D’Arcy, sir.”

*1 hardly think so, Bunter; but if it
should prove so, D’Arcy must bear that
disappointment.”

“ But, sir i

“ Kindly say no more, Bunter.”

*Oh, lor’ 1 ¥

Bunter said no more. He had to suppress
his indignation—with a discouraging feeling
that he was as much misunderstood at St.
Jim's as he was at Greyfriars. Really, it
seemed that nowhere 1 the wide world was
Wilham™George Bunter likely to be appraised
at his true value.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER

Bunter’s Farewell |

BILLY BuxTteEr slept that night in the
Fourth-form dormitory, in the School-
House of St. Jim’s. He slept soundly enough.
The morrow was uncertain:; but Bunter
did not believe in meeting troubles half-way.
He had had a good supper—and he had a
comfortable bed. That was all right; and
the morrow could take care of itself.

S0 he slept peacefully; and his snore
reverberated through the St. Jim’s dormitory,
as 1t had been wont to reverberate through the
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars.

When the rnising-bell rang out in the
morning, Bunter was still snoring. He snored
on after the Fourth had turned out.

" Bal Jove! What a feahful wow, you
know,” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
“ I suppose we had bettah wake him! He
will want some bweakkah befoah he goes
for his twain.”

The swell of St. Jim's shook the sleeping

(L 1215 D



beauty by the shoulder. ‘I'here was a grunt
irom Bunter.
* Grooogh ! ”

“ Buntah, deah boy——

“ Leggo!”

* The wisin’-bell has gone, Buntah

Bunter opened his eyes, and blinked irrit-

ably at the swell of St. Jim’s.

* Blow the rising-bell,” he snapped.
me alone.”

*“ But the whole school 1s up, Buntah——""

“ Blow the school |

“ Bai Jove ! 7’

“I don’t belong to this rotten school, do
I ?” snappediBunter.

* This—this what 2 *

“ This rotten school!
Mind your own business.”
* Oh, gweat Scott !

Arthur Augustus retired quite precipitately,
and Bunter turned his head on his pillow, and
settled down for another snooze. But he
did not snooze long. Jack Blake dipped a
gponge in a jug of water.

“T’ll try next ! ”* he remarked.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake's attempt at waking Bunter was
more successul than D’Arcy’s. The Owl of
Greyfriars started up with a wild yell, as the
cold water splashed over his fat face.

““ Yaroooooh ! ™

“That all right ?” asked Blake cheerily,
“ I’ve got some more

' Ha. ha, hal”’

“Yooop ! Beast ! Oh, my hat ! Yarooooh!’

Bunter rolled out of bed, on the further
side. Blake was still squeezing the sponge
over him, and it was not nice.

“ You cheeky cad | ” roared Bunter, across
the bed. ‘ If these are St. Jim’s manners,
[ can tell you I don’t think much of them.”

“Your own bemn’ so highly polished !”
drawled Cardew.

‘““ Ha, ha, hal”

““ Weally, Buntah,
jut, you know %
“ Oh, shut up.”

“ Wha-a-at did you say, Buntah ? ”

“Shut up!”

“ Oh, bai Jove ! ”

Jilly Bunter dressed himself sulkily.

23

1)

“ Lem-

Lemme alone!

vou weally must turn

As lie

was not, after all, to stay on at St. Jim’s, he
did not see any reason for wasting civility on
St. Jim’s fellows.,  So he did not waste any.

“ Jolly glad when I get out of this show,”
he told the dormitory generally, **1 was a
fool to come here instead of going to Rook-
wood. They know how to treat a chap
decently at Rookwood. I was a silly ass to
come here.”

"You were a silly ass, and still are; no
mistake about that,” acreed Blake. “ Not
to mention that you are a e asly worm ‘md 7l
frll:]uu:; fat rotter, tnu

* Yaas, wathah !
* Oh, go and cat coke ! 7 snapped Bunter.

“ What a nice vouth ! ” murmured Cardew.
“ How they must prize him at Greyirnars—
and how nice it will be when they get him

]JHCL.
*“ Ha, ha, ha'!

Bunter's washing was soon’over ; it was not
extensive. He was the last out of bed, but
he was the first out of the dormitory. In
the lower hall, Kildare of the Sixth came up
to hunn.

* You're Bunter, I suppose 7~

“Yes, I am!” grunted Bunter.

“Then you’re the kid I'm to take to the
station at half-past eight. Be recady on
time,” said the captain of St. Jim’s.

“T’ll please myself about that!”

Bunter.

“What ? 7

“T’ll do as I jolly well Iike.”

Kildare looked at him.

“1Is that how you talk to a Sixth-form
prefect at Greyfriars ?” he asked. ™ It
won’t do for St. ? Kildare had Iis

he said.

retorted

Jim’s.”
official ashplant under his arm, and he let 1t
slip down into his hand. * Bend over.”

“'What ? 7’ roared Bunter.

“ Bend over ! 7 said Kildare crisply.

Bunter blinked at him with an infuriated
blink.

“You can’t cane
Greyfriars prefect |
rotten school | ”

“You should have remembered that a
little earlier, and gone where you belonged,’™
said Kildare gemally. *“ I’'m waiting.”

The look on the St. Jim’s captain’s face

me! Think you’re a
I don’t belong to this

/



“ Cut off ! ordered Kildare, and Bunter promptly made himself scarce, still feeling the stinging
lashes of the prefect's cane. This wasn’t at all the sort of treatment Bunter had expectad at St.

Jim's !

decided Bunter that he would, after all, “ bend
over "’ as ordered. And he did.

Whaclk !

“Ow-wow-ow wo-wow !

“Cut!” said Kildare.

Bunter cut, thrilling with indignation.
Somehow or other, he had expccted to be
treated as an honoured guest at St. Jim’s—
knowing his own value, which nobody else
knew at Greyfriars. But his expectations
had certainly not been realised. Really, he
might as well have taken a licking from
Walker of the Sixth at Greyfriars as from
Kildare at St. Jim’s. He began to look
forward to the moment when he would shake
the dust of St. Jim’s from his feet—though
he had no intention of going back to Grey-
friars. With the question of the flogging
still unsettled that was, in Bunter’s opinion,
impossible.

*)

1

(See Chapter 13.)

He breakfasted with the Iourth, many
curious glances being turned upon him.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made 1t a point to
show him all the attention he could: his
Chesterfieldian politeness holding out to the
end.

After breakfast, Kildare came for him.

Bunter gave him a morose blink.

“1 don’t want anybody to come to the
station with me,” he said. * You can jolly
well save yourself the trouble.”

“Head’s orders,” said Kildare.
move on.”

“ Look here, you can ‘give me th: money
for my ticket = *

*“ That’s enough! Get on.”

A defiant answer trembled on Bunter’s lips :
but he remembered the ashplant, and did not
utterit. With a frowning brow, he rolled down
to the gates beside the St. Jim’s Six. h-former.

“Get a
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Arthur Augustus cut across the quad for a
last word.

“ Buntah, deah boy v

Y ahe

“Sowwy 1t was quite imposs for you to
stop, Buntah!” said Arthur Augustus,
stretching a point, as it were, in the cause of
politeness.

Bunter sneered.

1 jolly well wouldn’t stop if you asked me
on, your bended knees!'” he said. * This
place 1s scarcely up to my standard.”

** Oh, bail Jove ! 7’ -

“1I'm not a snob, I hope,” said Bunter.
“ But a fellow has to draw the line some-
where.” |

“Weally, Buntah

“I draw 1t at this sort of a show!” said
Bunter, with a disparaging blink round at
St. Jim’s generally.. ““ Rotten hole, if you
ask me’! Jolly glad to see the last of it, and
of vou, too, D’Arcy! You're a milksop.”

**A—a—a what ? 7 |

“A milksop! I despise you.”

“ Oh, cwikey !

Bunter rolled on after Kildare, lecaving the
swell of St. Jim's quite overcome. Arthur
Augustus could only stare after him, with his
mouth open, like a fish out of water.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther were
near the gates, and they called cheerily to the
Owl of Greyfriars as he came along.

“ Hallo, going, Bunter ? Good-bye, kid.”

“Rats!”

“ KEh, what 2”7

‘“ Go and cat coke.”

“Js that how you say good-bye ? ”
Tom Merry staring.

S Yah!"”

Bunter rolled out of the gates after Kildare.
Probably, but for Kildare’s presence, he would
not have escaped from the precinets of St.
Jim’s without a bumping. He blinked
discontentedly up the road.

“ Are we walking to the station?” le
demanded.

“Yes.”

““Look here, I'd rather telephone for a
taxi.”

““T daresay you would : but as it happens,
we are walking. Get on,”

asked
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“T'm jolly 'well not going to walk.”

Kildare made a motion with his foot, and
Bunter decided that he was gomng to walk.
He grunted discontentedly as he plodded up
the road. Not another word was spoken
till they reached Rylcombe station, and there
Kildare took two tickets. He was to see
Bunter safe into the express at Wayland
Junction. After that, he was to wash his
hands of him, which would be a considerable
relief.

Bunter sat and glowered in the local tram.
Kildare sat with a book on his knee, reading
Livy, and taking no heed of the Greyfriars
junior.

““ Here we are ! 7 he said at last.

They got out at Wayland. There, Kildare
took the ticket for Lantham, Bunter eyeing
him surhly.

*“ There’s your meet take care of 1t,” :aid
thp St. Jim’s prefect. * Thisway to the train.

** T don’t want yvou to sce me into the train.”
“ Head’s orders.”

“I'm not going back to Greyfriars, so
there ! > howled Bunter.

“ You can go to Greyfriars, or go to Toricho k
but you're going into the Lantham express
sald Kildare, *° That's Head’s orders. Come
on.”

Bunter was landed safely into the express.
Kildare closed the door on him, and stepped
back. But he did not go.

The Owl of Greyfriars blinked at him
morosely from the window. So long as the
St. Jim’s prefect stood there he could not aot,
out of the train. Rookwood was 1n the
opposite direction: and Rookwood was
Bunter’s intended destination.

‘“ Look here, you needn’t wait !
from the carriage window.

Kildare did not heed.

““Deaf 77 howled Bunter,

No answer.

" e snapped

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter. * Get
out of it! Go and eat coke! Call yourself
a Sixth-form prefect! Yah!”

Kildare’s face flushed a little. He made a
motion towards the carriage, but 1t was too
late to get in and deal with Bunter as he
deserved. There would have been no time to
get out again.
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Junter was booked for Lantham. But he
had the solace of telling Kildare what he
thought of him, at least.

“ I've a jolly good mind to get out and mop
up the platform with you,” he said. *“ Precious
sort of an ass, aren’t you ? For two pins I'd
get out of this carriage and kick you along
the platform! Yah!”

Kildare breathed hard and deep. But the
train was starting now, and Bunter was safe
from vengeance.

The Owl of Greyfriars leaned from the
window.

“Go and cat coke!” he shouted. ** Fat-
head! Do you hear—fathead! ®Silly ass!
Next time I see you, I'll pull your ears! Tell

D’Arcy, from me, that he’s a milksop : and

tell Tom Merry he’s a rank outsider! As for

vou, you're the limit, you are—fathead ! ”
And Bunter was gone.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER

A Talk on the Telephone

s MI:«:D your eye, you fellows ! ” murmured
Bob Cherry. “ Quelchy’s wild.”

The warning was scarcely needed.

As Mr. Quelch came into the Remove room,
to take his Form in third lesson, the expression
on his face was suflicient to warn all the
Remove that they had better be very, very
oood. |

Mr. Quelch was a just man and he would
not have thought of visiting Bunter’s delin-
quencies upon the unoftending heads of
Bunter’s Form-fellows. But it was quite
possible that he might do it without thinking
so! His gleaming eye and knit brow told
plainly enough that 1t behoved his Form to be
very careful. Little delinquencies that, at
other times, might have passed unnoticed,
were very likely now to bring down the vials
of wrath.

Mr. Quelch’s steely eyes roved over his class,
and met only a view of quiet, respectful,
sedulous faces. The Remove were on their
guard.

Really, there was no fault to be found with
that collection of extremely and unusually
good boys. Third lesson commenced.

““ Cherry ! ”

£i 1?(.15, Hir'??

(

“ Kindly do not shuftle your feet.”

“Oh! No, sir!”

“ T have spoken to you before, Cherry, about
shuffling your feet noisily in the form-room.”

“Yes, sir!” murmured Bob.

“ Mauleverer ! ™

“Oh! Yaas, sir!” gasped Lord Maule-
verer, 1n alarm.

“ Do you think it proper form to yawn in
the form-room, Mauleverer ?

“Oh! No, sir.”

“Take fiftv lines.”

“Oh! Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-eyes roved over the
class again. Nobody yawned, and nobody
shuffled his feet. Not for untold wealth
would any Removite have shuffled his feet or
yawned just then.

The lesson proceeded, with the Remove
more than ever on their guard, and wondering
inwardly who was going to be the next
vietim,

There was a vacant place in the form-room.
That was the cause of all the trouble.

From St. Jim’s that morning had come a
trunk call. Dr. Holmes had informed Dr.
Locke that William George Bunter had been
placed in the Lantham express by a St. Jim’s
prefect, with his fare paid. Dr. Locke had
thanked Dr. Holmes for the information,
arranged to retmburse him for the cost of the
ticket, and passed the information on to Mr,

Quelch.

. That should have settled the matter.
But it hadn’t.

Bunter, speeding across country by express,
should have arrived at Greyfriars by third
lesson. But he hadn’t arrived.

What did it mean ?

Would the wretched boy—the unpardonable
delinquent—have the audacity, the effrontery,
to cause his Form-master more trouble,
after all that he had already caused 2 Mr.
Quelch could not help feeling that he would.
He could not help a lingering doubt that
Bunter might leave the train at some station
not very far from Wayland, and keep away
from Greyfriars after all. If he chose to do
s0, there was nothing to stop. him. And
really there was no telling what so fatuous a
fellow might or-might not do.
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Third lesson ended in a thunderous atmos-
1JllFfI‘t‘.

. The Remove were glad to get out.
“Where on earth’s Bunter ? 7 asked Harry
Wharton, as the Famous IFFive walked into the

quad. *Ie ought to have been here Jong
2
Quo, .
“ The wherefulness 1s terrifie! " grinned

Hurree J.amset Ram Singh. “ The esteemed
Bunter is not turning upfully.”

“He can’t be coming,”” said Bob Cherry.
“ The silly owl 18 keeping away till they let
him oft the flogging.”

“The awful ass! 1 suppose that’s it!”
said Harry. “It will be a record licking
when he does get 1t.” )

At dinner, Mr. Quelch, at the head of the
Remove table, had a brow of thunder. The
Remove were very circumspect. ‘

After dinner, the Remove master walked in
the quad, and not a single member of his Form
wandered anywhere near where Mr. Quelch was
walking. Really, the Removites were Dbe-
ginning to look upon their Form-master as
fellows might have looked on a dog given to
biting.

The angry master went to his study at
last.

He was quite at a loss.

By this time it was amply clear that William
George Bunter was not returning to Grey-
irars.

Where was he ?

Mr. Quelch was debating in his mind whether
to ring up Mr. Bunter, and ascertain whether
that gentleman’s hopeful son had gone home,
when the telephone bell rang. Mr. Quelch
snatched the receiver oft the hooks with a grab
that very nearly 11]_}-{31'1*51{:[1 the mmstrument.

““Who what—— "’

““ Ja that Greyfriars ?”’ came a fat and
familiar voice along the wires.

‘““ Bunter ! |

“ Ta that Mr. Quelch 2”’

““ Mr. Quelch speaking ! ” said the Remove-
master in o grinding voice,

“Gomt! I've runz you up, sir, to ask
you if itz alt right ! 7’ said the fat voice. I
want o exploin, sir, that it was an accident
flooring you in the boz-voom with Mauly’s
have. 1§ tcol vou jor Voalier of the Sixth.”
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don't -
“ [ should prefer to let

“ You see | want to be tloceed,”

explained Bunter.

the whole matter drop! In fact, unless the

matter is entirely overlooked, I may decide

not to.return to Grevfriars at all, sir!” At
the other end of the wire—

‘“ Bunter A

““ In the circumstances, sir, I hope you will
let me off the flagging.”™

““ T shal! do nothing of the kind, Bunter,”
hooted Mr. Quelch. “ Your explanation
that you intended to assault a Sixth-form
prefect, and not your Form-master, lessens
your offence very little. I command you to
come back to school at once, and I promise
you, sir, that you will receive the most con-
dign punishment.”

*“No jolly fear!”™

“What? What?”

“ I'm not coming back till it’s settled about
the flogging, sir,” said Bunter.

“You young rascal ! ”’

“ You see, sit, I don’t want to be flogged ! 1
should prefer to let the whole matter drop.”

“ You—you——"

“It would never have happened, sir, if
Walker of the Sixth hadn’t been after me.
He’s a bully, sir! Making out that a fellow
bagged his cake—as if I’d touch his cake!!
I never even knew he had a cake. It was a
rotten small one, too, with hardly any plums
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-Mr. Quelch was gasping with rage and in-

dienation.  *“ Bunter! I—l—]—--"The
telephone clicked as the exchange cut Bunter
off, and the master of the Remove remained
claring and stuttering at the mstrument.
There seemed to Dbe no limit to Bunter's
impudence.  (See Chapter 14.)

In it. I hope you can take my word about
this, Mr. Quelch, and that you'll speak to
Walker, and tell him that he’s got to let the
matter drop.”

" Bunter !
lence ’

* Oh, really, sir——

“"How dare you bandy words with me,
Bunter ? I have never heard of such unex-
ampled insolence ! You seem to be absolutely
devoid of any sense of propriety—in fact,
cven of common understanding. I command
yvou to return to Greyfriars instantly, and
most certainly you shall not escape the
punishment due for your unprecedented
audacity. Do you hear me, Bunter ? °

“T didn’t catch that, sir.”

“What 27

“Would you mind saying 1t over again ? ”’

“I—I—I 1 ”” gasped Mr. Quelch.

He did not say it over again ; he was a little
short of breath. He glared at the telephone,

(

This 1mmpudence—this inso-

as if the unoffending instrument had given
him deep offence.

* Are vou still there, sivr? ™ went on the
cheery, fat voice. ** I hope we shall be able
to settle this muatter all right, sir.”

“ Return to Greyfriars at once-——

“You're interrupting me, sir.  We've got
only three minutes, you know. Now, I've
explained how it all happened, can I take
1t that the matter 1s to by entirely overlooked,
sir ? 7

“No!” hooted Mr. Quelch.

““Then I'm sorry to say I can’t come back,
sir. It's your own fault, Mr. Quelch. I'm
sure you'll see that.”

“ Bless my soul ! ”

“I feel that I ought to warn you, sir, that
you are running the risk of losing me alto-
gether.”

“What 2 ”

“ I may decide never to return to Greyfrairs
at all, sir. Think of that!”

“ Upon my word!”

* I'm prepared to come back, sir, and—and
overlook everything. I can’t say fairer than
that. But if you don’t agree, I'm bound to
point out the risk you're running of losing me.
It won’t be any good coming round, when it's
too late!  Better consider that in time, sir.”

" Bunter! I—I 2

No answer.

Bunter had cut off, or had been cut off at
the exchange. Mr. Quelch stood with the
receiver 1n his hand, and an expression on his
face that would have put his Form on their
very best behaviour, had they seen it. TFor
some minutes, the Remove master was at a
loss. Only one thing could have comforted
him—Bunter and a cane, in juxtaposition.
And Bunter was far away.

But Mr. Quelch, calming himself with an
ceffort, rang up the exchange.

“ I have just had a trunk call, and was cut
oft suddenly,” he said, in his calmest voice.
* Can you give the number from which I was

rung up ¢ It 1s very important, and I shall
be deeply obliged.”

Bunter had not thought of that !

Of course, a fellow couldn’t think of every-
thing !

At least, Bunter couldn't !

L
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
A Visitor at Rookwood !

JIMMY- SILVER, of the Fourth IForm at Roolk-
wood,-looked, and looked again.

“I've seen that fat chap before some-
where,” he remarked.

*“Same here,” said Arthur Edward Lovell.

“It’s Bunter,” said Raby.
“That fat Greyfriars chap !’

‘Newcome.

And . Jimmy Silver nodded.

““Iremember him ! He’s been here before—
I remember! Whot the thump is he doing

“here now'?”’

“Can’t he a ho]idav at Greylriars,”
Lovell.

The chums of the Classical Fourth, of Rook-
wood School, looked with some interest and
curiosity at the fat figure that had rolled in
at the gates. |

- It was Willhlam George Bunter, of the Grey-
friars Remove.

Jimmy Silver & (Co. had seen something
of him before, and they had not much admired
what they had seen. They were on the
‘extensive list of Bunter’s friends, but were in
blissful ignorance of the fact.

‘The Rookwood fellows were taking a walk
in the Big Quad before dinner, which was
nearly due. They were thinking of anything
but Billy Bunter of Grey fuﬂr.,, when that
fat and fatuous youth appeared in tlie offing.

Bunter blinked round through his hlrr
spectacles, blinking at the fellows he saw 1
the quad, as if in %mrcll of someone.

There were a good many fellows there, and
many of them glanced at Bunter, a second
time, and a third. Bunter flattered himsel(
that he was a distinguishe(l-lﬂoking fellow ;
and undoubtedly he drew many glances where-
ever he appeared. It was, as a matter of fact,
his circumierence that did it.

“ Hallo, Bunter!” called out Jimmy
Silver.

Bunter blinked round again.

He sighted the Fistical Four, and an
expansive smile overspread his fat counten-
ance. He rolled over to them at once.

“ Looking for you chaps,” he said.

“Well, here we are,” said Jimmy, with a
smile,

remarlked

said

“ What on earth are you doing away from
your school, in term ¢ 7 asked Arthur Edward
Lovell, puzzled. “ 1t isn’t a holiday, 1s 1t 7 7

" Not exactly a ]u'ulitlu}',” assented Bunter.

“ Special exeat 2 ** asked Raby.

Bunter nodded. ‘

“That's 1t.”

" Lucky bargee ! ™ said Newcome.

Bunter grinned complacently.  As he was

‘away from school 1in term, the Rookwooders

could only suppose that he had been granted
a special exeat ; really, it was all they could
suppose. That Bunter had deliberately
absented himsclf from school, because a
flogging impended over him there like the sword
of Damocles, they were not likely to guess.

Bunter had done some thinking during his
journey from St. Jim’s.

At St. Jim’'s he had been disappointed. It
had dawned upon his fat brain that any fellow,
howsoever well-disposed, really could not
help him in his extraordinary escapade of
playing truant from his school. It wasa thing
that could not be done. So Bunter had
prepared an entirely new version of the state
of affairs, on his way to Rookwood. St. Jim's
having ]JLEll drawn blank, and home being
out of the question, Rookwood was lus nnly’
resource—and he realised that 1t behoved him
to be very careful, in order to prevent that
last refuge being closed to him.

So he was no ]nntrm the fugitive schoolboy
who had knocked over his I‘orm -master, and
was dodging a flogging. IHe was a specially-
considered schoolboy who had been granted
a special lholiday by his headmaster, on
account of the Ingh esteem 1n which that head-
master held him. On these terms, he felt that
Jimmy Silver & Co. could have no reluctance
to stand by him. After lus experience with
D’Arcy he did not design to persuade Jimmy
Silver & Co. to “stuft ” their headmaster
on the subject. But if they believed ]1is new
version of the story, they would * stuff
their headmaster unconsciously. That was
what Bunter called strategy.

His task was really easy; for, knowing
nothing of the amazing circumstances of the
case, the Rookwooders had guessed that he
liad special leave. Bunter had only to leave
them in their error,
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But. the Rookwood chums seemed a little
]H‘I‘]l]{'}{t'll, all the same. Tlu'}' did not doubt
that Bunter had 5]:f={‘i:1| leave from school—
since he was away from Greyfriars. But they
wondered why he had wandered to Rookwood.
They did not know yet that they were Ius
dear friends and old pals.

A bell began to ring; really, Bunter had
timed his visit well.
“That's tithn,”

said Lovell.

“Oh, good!”
said Bunter.

“Hem!”

I suppose you
fellows can stand
me some  dimner
here,” said Bun-
ter, blinking at
them. “° You see,
I've got special
leave from school,

master. And Mr. Dalton, although he gave
Bunter a very curious look, nodded assent.

* Here's room for you, Bunter,” said Jimmy:.
“It's all nght.”

“(Food, old chap.”

Bunter sat down cheerily.

He was feeling quite bucked. It was quite
a good dinner, and Bunter did 1t justice. His
fat face was very cheery when he rolled out
of thedining-room
withJimmy Silver
& Co.

“Like us to
walk to the station
with you ?’" asked
Jimmy.,  * We
ran get leave
to go down to
(‘oombe.”

Bunter blinked
at him.

“I'm not going

extending over yet.”

the week-end, and “Oh!?”

I'm making a * Stay on  till

round  of my classes—that's

friends  before— all meht,”  said

before going laby.

home. See ¢ 7 “You fellows
“Oh!” will have to go
“You fellows In to classes this

being old pals, I afternoon, of

thought I'd give course,’ said

vou a look-in!"” Bunter. “ That's

explained Bunter. all right—T'11 take
“Oh ' T—I see!” a nap 1n your

caid Jimmy Silver. study.”

He was enhieghten- TR ) NCRE

cd now. ¢ I1—I As Bunter sighted the Fistical Four, an expansive “Your Form-

daresay wo could il spread pier his 6t cotanane M led  master seoms &

get you 1nto chaps.” he said. (See Chapter 15). good-natured sort

dinner, Bunter— of chap 2

at least, I'll speak to Mr. Dalton, and ask Ins
permission.”’

* Do, old chap,” said Bunter.

The Rookwood crowd were going into the
House to dinner, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
joined them, with Bunter. They piloted him
into the dining-hall, where Mr. Dalton, the
master of the IFourth, glanced at him. Jimmy
Silver hurried to explain matters to lns Form-

(
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“ One of the best,” said Jimmy,

" I suppose you could fix it with him for ma
to stay over the night 2

“ Wha-a-t? 7 :
“ The fact 13, that’s the arrangement I've
made,” sald Bunter. “1I knew you fellows

would be glad to put me up, fcr the sake of
auld lang syne, and so on.”

> Ohel
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Jimmy Silver & (o. looked at Bunter.
They wanted to be civil and hospitable. But
really they did not want Bunter.

““ T hardly think we could fix that up,” said
Jimmy Silver gravely.  * Youreally shouldn’t
have arranged that without asking us before,
Bunter.”

T was relying on our old {riendship,”
explained Bunter.

Ol
- It was the first Jimmy Silver & Co. had
heard of the old friendship ; but they did not
like to say so. Lovell operied his mouth, but
closed it again, and strolled away. Raby
and Newcome gave Jimmy a rather comical
glance, and strolled after Lovell.

Quite willingly Jimmy Silver would have
strolled away also. But he felt that he
could not leave the guest from Greyfrars
entirely to his own devices. The Co. were
already fed up with Bunter's cool cheek;
but Uncle James of Rookwood had a great
oift of patience.

“You can fix it all right,” said Bunter,
cheerily. “ You see, I want to see my old
friends while I’ve got this special holiday—
a fellow doesn’t get a special holiday in term
time every day, you know. I’ve been to iSt.
Jim’s already to see my friends there, and they
gave me a rousing reception.”

“Did they ?” murmured Jimmy.
~ “Yes. D’Arcy—you know D’Arcy of St.

Jim’s 4

“1 know him.”

“ Well, D’Arcy begaed me to stay longer—
almost with tears in his eyes. I told him 1t
couldn’t be done, as I had to give you fellows
here some of my time. They were sorry to lose
me. A Sixth-form prefect came to see nic
off at the station,” said Bunter—** the captam
of the school himself! That rather H]lOW.‘f
what they think of me at St. Jim’s—what [

(3 Oll ! 33

““ If you can’t put me up,” went on Bunter,
“ it will be all right. I shall put up at the inn
in Coombe. - I noticed a rather decent 1nn
there. Then I can spend all my time with you
fellows, just the same—see ? ™

Jimmy Silver might have been expected
to brichten up at this. But he didn’t. He
looked as if he found it difficult, somehow, to

live up to Iis own cheery maxim of * Keep

‘Smiling !’

The prospeet of Bunter spending all Ins
time with his Rookwood {riends did not seem
to enliven this Rookwooder, somehow.

Jimmy Silver cast a longing glance after Ins
chums, who were punting about a footer in the
distance, with Mornington and Oswald, and
some other Fourth-form fellows. But he did
not go.

“ Now, that bemg settled,” s=aid Bunter,
brightly, “ IT'll tell you what-——1 want to
telephone. 1 suppose I can use one of the
school telephones. You gee, my Form-master
at Greyiriars expects me to keep him posted
while I'm away. I'm rather a favounte oi
his, you know—1I might say, the apple of Ins
eye. 1 don’t think 1 ought to neglect him.”

“You could telephone from Coombe——"

Bunter grinned.

“Yes : but I should have to pay for that.”

“QOh!”

There was a pause.

“T’ll ask Mr. Dalton to let you use his
’phone,” said Jimmy Silver,at last. “Comeon.”

““ Right-ho, old chap.”

Mr. Dalton was walking in the quad,
and Jimmy Silver went up to him to ask
permission. Again Mr. Dalton gave Bunter
a very curious look, but he assented, and
Jimmy led his remarkable guest into the
Form-master’s study.

“ Don’t wait,”” said Bunter. “ My talk with
Quelchy is rather private, you know.”

Jimmy Silver had no intention of waiting.
He was only too glad to land DBunter in
Mr. Dalton’s study and leave him there.

“T’ll see you later ! ” called out Bunter

“Will you?” murmured Jimmy. The
captain of the Rookwood Fourth had his
own 1deas about that.

He closed the door and retired, and Bunter
proceeded to ring up Mr. Quelch at Greyirars,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Friends in Need !

1.y BuxTER r1olled out of Mr. Dalton’s
study a little later.

His talk on the telephone with Mr. Quelch

had made it clear that his * hohday ™ was
not to come to an end.
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Bunter had, in his own opinton, done all
that he could.

He had oftered to let the whole matter
cdrop ; and he had warned Mr. Quelch that,
if he persisted in his unamiable attitude, he
ran the risk of losing this valuable pupil.

Mr. Quelch had not chosen to listen to
reason. That was his own look-out. Bunter
had done all he could, and he had to let it
vo at that.

Rookwood hospitality was his resource now
—as long as that might last. In a couple of
days he would ring up Mr. Quelch again,
when doubtless the Remove master would
have come to & better frame of mind. At
least, Bunter hoped so.

In the meantime, Bunter was * sticking 1t
out.”

He wondered, a little bitterly, how the
Remove was getting on without him. They

had never prized him at his true value at
Greviriars, while he was there: Now that he
was gone they would realise their error.
Serve them right! Bunter felt that they
deserved it.

He rolled out in search of Jimmy Silver.

That vouth, however, was not to be found.

The delights of Bunter’s company had
palled on him; and Jimmy Silver had gone
for a wallc with his chums, with the intention
of returning just in time for class.

Perhaps he expected, or hoped, that this
would solve the dificulty of his extraordinary
guest. If so, he did not know Bunter. Bunter
was a sticker.

A big Sixth-former tapped Bunter on the
shoulder as he was rolling round the quad in
search of the elusive Jimmy. It was Bulkeley,
the captain of Rookwood. |

Bunter blinked up at him,

“Who may you happen to be ?””  asked
Bulkeley. *“ You don’t belong to Rookwood.”

“I'm Bunter.”

" And who may Bunter happentobe 2 7>

“I belong to Greyfriars ”

“ Then what the thump are you doing so
far from your school ? ”’

" Special exeat,” said Bunter airily. “I've
looked in. hore to sec my old friends in the
Fourth Form.”

“ Oh ! ” said Bulkeley, with a stare. “ And

( 13

who may your old friends in the Fourth Form
happen to be, Bunter ?’

“Jimmy Silver and his pals!” answered
Bunter. ** I'm looking for them now—they
scem to have missed me.”

“I noticed Jimmy Silver and his friends
go out of gates about ten minutes ago.”

*Oh, my hat! The rotters %

“What ! ”’

“They jolly well knew that I should look
for them as soon as I'd finished telephoning ! *’
exclaimed Bunter indignantly.  “ This is
letting a fellow down ! I

Bulkeley smiled.

“Your frivnds here don’t seem very keen,”
he said. * Have you leave from a master to
]mnfr about a school you don’t belong to ? ”’

0]1 really, you know =

“If you haven’t &

“ That's all right,” said Bunter hastily.

“Mr. Dalton knows I'm here—I'm staying
to tea with Jimmy Silver.” Bunter felt it
Judictous not to mention that he was staying
for the night.

“Oh! Very well!” said Bulkeley. “I
can’t understand a junior kid being allowed
to wander away from his school like this in
term.  Butif Mr. Dalton knows, all right.”
ik Bunter grunted and walked away.

It was not till the bell was ringing for class
that Jimmy Silver & Co. real}pemcd Then
they came in, in a great hurry, and rushed for
their form-room. Bunter sighted them and
shouted after them in vain.

“ I say, Jimmy! Jimmy Silver !
you fellows ! ”’ |

But the fellows seemed deaf.

Bunter rolled after them in great irritation
and annoyance, but the Fistical Four dis-
appeared into the form-room with the rest
of the Fourth, and Bunter could not follow
them there.

He had to give them up till after class.

He rolled into the quad in a mood of great
dissatisfaction. It began to look as if Rook-
wood hospitality would fail, as it had failed at
St. Jim’s—in fact, more rapidly. This was
not what Bunter felt that he had a right to
expect. A sensitive fellow might have felt
wounded.  Fortunately, Bunter was not
thin skinned. |

)
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While the Classical Fourth were in class
with Mr. Dalton, Bunter rolled discontentedly
in the quad. He could not even drop into
the school shop, for D’Arcy’s ten-shilling note
had been expended on the journey to Rook-
wood, and Bunter was *‘ stonv >’ once more.
And a couple of hours after dinner he was,
of course, ready for tea, or at least for a sub-
stantial snack to keep him going. ‘

Three juniors came out of Manders’ House,
and sighted Bunter. The Owl of Greylfriars
knew them by sight—he had seen them play-
ing football in Jimmy Silver’s team. They
were Dodd and Cook and Doyle, of the
Modern Fourth IForm at Rookwood. While
the Classicals were in form, the Modern Fourth
had been 1n a chemistry class with Mr.
Manders, and now they were free for ten
minutes before going over to Mr. Bull’s room
for mathematics.

The three Moderns bore down on Bunter.
Having nothing special to do for ten minutes
they were prepared to extract a little harmless
and necessary entertainment from the fat
junior of Greyfriars.

- ““ Bunter, 1sn't 1t ? 7 asked Tommy Dodd,
genially. I saw you with those Classical
chaps.” |

The Owl of Greyfriars nodded.

“ Rotters ! ” lie said.

“Eh ? Who are rotters ?2

“Silver and that lot,” growled Bunter.
*“ They've let me down! I don’t think much
of Rookwood.”

Tommy Dodd stared at him.

“Youdon't ?” he asked.

“No, Idon’t! Rotten show, if you ask me,”
grunted Bunter. Bunter evidently was not
in a good temper.

““ So jolly tactful to tell a Rookwood man
so !’ murmured Tommy Dodd. “ Do you
always ask for it like this, Bunter 2 ™

“FEh?”

“ Bump the cheeky porpoise!” growled
Tommy Doyle.

Bunter backed away in alarm.

“T say, you fellows 2

“ Bump hin!” said Tommy Cook.

Tommy Dodd held up a cemmanding hand.

“ Chuck 1t ! These Classical chaps seem to
bave left you stranded, Bunter—of course,
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they ought to have told Dicky Dalton that
they couldn’t bother about class this afternoon,
having an important guest to look after.”

“Oh, my hat! " ejaculated Cook.

“Stll, we'll look after you,” said Tommy
Dodd, magnanimously. ** Come into Manders’
House, Bunter. 1It's rather cold about here ;
yow'd hke a comfortable armchair by a
fire—-—"

" Good !

" And an carly tea

“ Yes, rather.”

“ It will keep you going till the Classicals
come oup of form,” said Tommy Dodd. ** This
way, Bunter.”

Cook and Doyle stared blankly at their
leader. But Dodd was the unquestioned
Jeader of the three Tommies of Rookwood, and
they made no remark. They walked Bunter
into Mr. Manders’ House.

The Modern Sixth had not yet finished
mathematics with Mr. Bull, and the Sixth-
form passage was deserted. It was to that
quarter that Tommy Dodd led the Greyfriars
fellow.

He opened the door of a Sixth-form study.

Cook and Doyle almost gasped. That
study belonged to Knowles of the Sixth, the
captain of the Housc—and one of the worst-
tempered prefects at Rookwood.

“ Doddy 17 murmured Cook.

Tommy Dodd gave him a warning glance.

* Trot in, Bunter.”

Bunter rolled 1n.

Certainly, it was a very comfortable study.
There was a bright fire, and a comfortable
armchair near it. Knowles of the Sixth had
plenty of money, and he “ did 7 himself very
well indeed.

Tommy Dodd opened a cupboard 1n a recess.

“Sorry we can’t stop,” he said. " bBut
you'll find no end of stuff here, Bunter, and
all you've got to do is to make yourself at -
home.” '

“Leave 1t to me,” said Bunter.

And the three Tommies did.

They retired from the study and closed the
door. In the corridor, Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle stared hard at Tommy Dodd,
who was smiling serenely.’

“*1—I say, Doddy!” ejaculated Cook.

)
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has been getting in a feed for his

“ Knowles
friends at tea

“1 know | That’s why I put Bunter in lus
s:tnrlv

“If that fat idiot scoffs Knowles's tuck—"
mumuued Doyle.

“No “if ” about it—he will ! I Lno“ him of
old !’ chuckled Tommy Dodd. ““ He doesn't
think much of Rookwood—and says so ab
Rookwood to a Rookwood man! Perhaps he
‘will think still loﬂs of it when he sees Knowles.”

" Ha, ha, ha'!

And t]u, three Tommies strolled cheerily
away, leaving Billy Bunter to enjoy lum:aulf
at o feast which was to be followed by :
reckoning.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER

Knowles Gets Excited :
e Pl:lmc L ¥
That was Billy Bunter's only remark.

After that, his jaws were too busily occupied
for any remarks of any kind.

It was a feast of the gods.

Knowles of the Sixth often stood a hand-
some spread in his study. On such occasions
supplies were laid in on a lavish scale. There
was cnough for Knowles and his friends
I'r ‘l]IIJtUll “and Catesby—more than enough,
in fact, for three Sixth-formers. So there was

nearly enough for Bunter.

[t was the duty of Tomkins of the Third,
Knowles's fag, to come to the study and
prepare tea, at the time fixed by the great
man. That time had not yet arrived; but
tea was being prepared, and disposed of, at a
areat rate. When Tomkins of the Third
should arrive, he was likely to find, like the
celebrated Mrs. Hubbard, that the cuphoard
was bare,

Good things of all kinds graced the study
table—Bunter did not leave a single article
that was catable in the cupboard. He did not
believe 1 wasting anything.

He sat down to enjoy himself.

Undoubtedly, 1t was * prime.’
fat face beamed over the feed.
ran on happy lines.

This was something like hospitality. He
had been right, after all, in coming to Rook-
wood.

Bunter’s

(

His thoughts .
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Those rotters, Jimmy Silver & Co., he
could afford to disregard. He would throw
them over without the shghtest compunction.
They could go and cat uuku and he would
jolly well tull them so as soon as he saw them
again, It was on the Modern side of Rook-
wood that he had found this lavish hospitality
—and he would stick to the Modern side. It
would be quite a pleasure to tell the Classical
fellows that he was done with them.

Any fellow but Bunter might have seen
something suspicious in the circumstances of
this lavish hospitality. He hardly knew the
three Tommies, and the way he had spoken
to them could scarcely be called engaging.
Yet they had rallied round him like this.

But it was quite all right in Bunter’s eyes.
These three fellows saw what Greyfriars
fellows could not see, nor St. Jim’s fellows,
nor Jimmy Silver & Co.—they saw, at a
alance, what a really splendid chap Bunter
was, and they were keen to make much of
him. That was how 1t was. IFor once,
at long last, Bunter was getting justice;
he was appraised at hig true value. - That
was how 1t was, and that was all there was
about 1t.

That was what Bunter thought, so far as
he thought at all But he was too busy to
put in much thinking. He was more accus-
tomed to using his jaws than his intellect ;
and now his jaws were going strong.

Ample as Knowles’s Su]}llllﬁb were, they
vanished at a record speed under Bunters
hefty attack. The feed 1n Study No. 6 at
St. Jim’s, the supper with Tom Merry, faded
into insignificance beside this feed. Really
1t was a royal spread.

Bunter was getting towards the end, and
breathing a little spasmodically after his
exertions, when the door opened, and a-
diminutive Rookwooder came in.

It was Tomkins of the Third, though Bunter
did not know him., Tomkins seemed to
expect to find the study vacant: and he
stared at Billy Bunter in great surprise.

* Hallo! what—what!” ejaculated Tom-
kins.

Bunter blinked at him.

““What do you want ? ”’ he asked.

“Eh! I'm Tomkins.”

)



“ Well, -get out, Tomkins,
and shut the door after
you,” said Bunter.

Tomkins stared at him
blankly. His glance went to
the study cupboard, and
returned, 1n a horrified way,
to the table.

“You’re feeding here ! ”
he gasped.

“Can’t you sece I am ?2”

“Who are you, then??”
demanded Tomkins. “ You
don’t belong to this school.
I’ve never seen you before.”

Bunter helped himself to the
last wedge of a large cake.

With his mouth {full, he
blinked loftily and super-
ciliously at Tomkins.

“You get out! ” he said.

“You'd better jolly well get
out, I think,” said Tomkins.

“I don’t want any cheek
from a twopenny-ha’penny
fag ! ” said Bunter. *" Shut
the door after you.”

“You’ve scoffed all that tuck

“Mind your own business, you cheeky
yvoung ass ! Look here, shit that door after
you, and get out! I don’t want fags’ com-
Pany'ﬂi

“You've scoffed all that tuck !’ repeated
Tomkins, 1n a dazed voice.
Selina! Why, you silly 1idiot——"

‘““ That’s enough! Clear.”

“T tell you i

Bunier jumped up. He was not a great,
fighting-man ; but even Bunter was not to be
cheeked with impunity by a Third-form fag.

“He grabbed Tomkins of the Third by the

Iders.
sh?‘u -
Out you go ! ” he snapped.

Bunter

“Ow! Itell you ” roared Tomkins.
“ Shut up, and clear!”
Bump !

The amazed and enraged Tomkins was
swung into the doorway, and Bunter’s boot
helped him into the passage.  Tomkins
sprawled with a roar. '

(

sent Tomkins of the Third

“My only aunt
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sprawling in the passage.
“ Now clear offt—and don’t come back acaint'” warned Bunter.
‘“There's some more of that, if you want it, you young cad!”

(See Chapler 17.)
“Now cut, and don't come back again,”
said Bunter, grinning after him. * There’s
some more of that, 1f you want 1t, you young
cad.”

Bunter slammed the door, and returned to
the table, to dispose of the remnants of the
areat feed. Tomkins picked himself up, in
a dazed frame of mind, and went 1n search of
Knowles of the Sixth. He had been ordered
to get the great man’s tea ready; but
obviously he could not now get IKKnowles’s
tea—the tea had been got !

Bunter sat down contentedly to finish his
feed. There was not much left, now; but
little as 1t was, Bunter was not destined to
finish 1t.

Five minutes after the fag had gone the
study door re-opened, with a crash.

Bunter blinked round irritably.

But it was not a fag this time; 1t was a
towering Sixth-former who strode mto the
study.

Bunter jumped up 1n alarm.

)

This was not



a fellow whom he could kick out of the study
if he was cheeky. If there was any kicking
done this time, it was pretty certain that
Bunter would be the recipient thereof.
Knowles of the Sixth stared at the table,
and stared at Bunter, as if he could hardly
believe his eyes. He had been hardly able
to believe Tomkins’s report that some fellow,
who did not even belong to Rookwood, was
in his study, scofling his tuck. It seemed quite
incredible ; but Knowles had to believe the
evidence of his astonished eyes.
“ Great gad ! " he ejaculated.
“Hallo! C-c-c-come 1n!”
Bunter.
“What ? 7 roared Knowles.
““ Come in, you know,” said Bunter. “ Fuf-
fuf-fine afternoon, 1sn't 1t 2~ |

stammered

.
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Knowles spread Bunter across what was left of the feed,
and he laid the cane on with a willing hand.
Ooooh ! ” roared Bunter, as the crockery went flying under

his struggles,  ““Oh! QOooooh '™

(

(See Chapter 17.)
130 )

Knowles glared.

Bunter could sce that the big senior was in
a rage, though he did not know or guess tho
cause. He hoped to placate him by politeness.

His hope was ill-founded.

Knowles strode up to the table, stared at
the remnants—few and small—of the great
feed, and then turned on Bunter with a
deadly look. The Owl of Greyfriars backed
away further. He realised that there was
something wrong—something very wrong in-
deed ; though what 1t was, was beyond his
fat 1magination.

“ You—you—you——" stuttered Knowles,
so enraged that he spoke with . difficulty.
You've done this——"

Li Ell ? 3)

“You've had a feed here 2 ”

“ Yes—a ripping feed, old
chap,” said DBunter. I
say, if I'd known you were
coming I'd have left you
some of the cake, I would
really.”

Knowles gurgled.

“You'd have left me some
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of my own cake!

“Wha-a-t!
cake ? ”’

“Mine ! ” roared Knowles.

Bunter blinked at him.

“ Oh, really, you know—
if those fellows raided your
cake—I didn’'t know I
never thought—Il wasn’t—
I—here, wharrer you at?”
yelled Bunter.

The question was really
superfluous.

Knowles of the Rookwood
Sixth was " at ”” Bunter.

He bore down on him with
a rush, -and grasped him by
his collar. Bunter swung
helplessly, Iitke a fat jelly,
in the powerful grasp of the
Rookwood prefect. |

X

Whose

“I—I say—leggo!”

S Ob b Oh howled Bunter.
At “You young rascall”
bawled Knowles. “ Scoffing



my feed! Who are you? Where did ym;
come {from? What—where's my Sl :
Where have you shoved my cane ? What °
Where is it 2 ”

Shake, shake, shake !

“ Grooooogh ! Qooogh!”

2 .“TIICI‘B:S my cane La I‘Q&I‘Cd I{HD“'IGS.

“ Qoooooch !

Shake! Shake!

“I say, chuck it—yaroooh ! If you make
my gug—gug-glasses fall ofl—ow | If they get
bub-bub—broken—yuu-ow—-—you'll have to pay
for them—yaroop !’

Shalke ! ; 1

Knowles glared round for the cane. 'lher:e
was a cane somewhere in the study, but if
Bunter had known precisely w_here b? wm}ld
not have been likely to tell Knowles. Tomkins
stared in at the door with a scared face.

J 3 | 22
““Find my cane, Tomkins' roared
Knowles, still shaking Bunter. ha
“ Oh, dear! Yow-ow-ow-ow! Help:

ST > 5 o U
“ Here it is, Knowles!” gasped Tomkins,
fishing the cane out of a corner and handing 1t

over.

Knowles grasped it savagely:.

“ Now, you cheeky young scoundrel

“Oh !’ roared Bunter, 1n anticipation.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Knowles sprawled Bunter across the table,
in the midst of what was left of the feed, facc
down. The cane rose and fell rhythmically
on William George Bunter’s tight trousers.
The dust rose from Bunter's trousers, and

fiendish yells from Billy Bunter.
Whack! Whack! Whack! _
Bunter kicked out desperately. This was
worse than Walker of the Greyfriars Sixth-—
almost as bad as a Head’s flogging. Bunter
kicked, and his heel landed under Knowles's

chin. _
“Qh! Ah! Ugh!?” | L
Knowles staggered back, clasping his chin,
and involuntarily releasing Bunter for the
moment. Bunter needed only one moment ; to
the very full he realised the value of time. He
squirmed off the table, and fairly flew to the
door. Tomkins was in the way, and Bunter
cannoned him. Tomkins had about as much
chance of stopping a rush with Bunter’s weight
behind it, as of stopping a motor-lorry m {full

23
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carecr. He fairly crumpled up, and Bunter
left him strewn on the study floor as he rushed
out of the study.

Knowles whirled round after him in a few
seconds.  He stumbled over the sprawling,
breathless Tomkins, as he rushed doorward.
Staying only to give the hapless fag a cut with
the cane Knowles tore out of the study:.

“Stop!” he shouted, as he sighted a fat
figure fleeing in the distance.

Bunter was generally considered, at Grey-
friars, a dense fellow. But he was not dense
enough to obey that order.

He raced out of Manders’ House, with a
speed that was amazing, allowing for the
weight he had to carry.

Knowles rushed in pursuit. But he rushed
in vam. Billy Bunter had vanished beyond
the beeches by the time Knowles reached the
door. Ixactly what the matter was, Bunter
did not know; but he knew that Manders’
House at Rookwood was no safe place for
him, and he concentrated all his energies upon
covering the longest possible distance in the
shortest possible time.

It was not till most of the school buildings
lay between him and IKKnowles that Bunter
stopped, quite pumped out, and sank upon an
old oaken bench under the library windows in
Little Quad. There—listening like a startled
rabbit {for the sounds of pursuit—he pumped
in breath, and gasped, and gasped, and gasped,
as 1f he were gasping for a wager.,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER

Mr. Quelch Looks In !
iy GDNE, I suppose.”
" Thank goodness!”

“ Well, yes,” said Jimmy Silver, I
really think Bunter’s too much of a good
thing, you know. Too thick—in every way.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Well, I didn’t want to kick him, as he’s a
sort. of visitor of sorts,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell. ** But I never saw a fellow who wanted
kicking so much as Bunter.”

“ Thank goodness he’s gone,” said Raby.

" Yes, rather.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in their quarters—
the end study in the Classical Fourth passage.
They had come in to tea—and they had had a



lingering fear of finding Bunter there. But
Bunter was not there ; and as they had seen
nothing of him since classes, they concluded
that he was aone. From a Modern fellow they
had heard aonu.thm” of his adventures in
Manders’ House, and it was natural to conclude
that he was fed up with Rookwood. So they
felt that they had much to be thankful for.

“A fellow wants to be hospitable,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver. ** But we don’t know
much of Bunter, we don’t like what we know,
and he's the limit, anyhow. Really, 1W's too
thick. I'd rather not tell him so—but it is,
Vol ]m{m k and I'm glad he’s taken the hint
and gone.’

* It was a pretty strong hint Knowles gave
him, from what I hmr(l from Towle,” re-
marked Lovell.

““Ha, ha, ha!?”

The Iistical Four sat down contentedly to
rea.

Tap !

Mornington of the Classical Fourth opene |
ilu- study (h}ux and luul\ud in with a grin.

*“ Friend of yours here,” he said.

“Eh®”

** He asked me to bring him to vour study.”

“0Ohi™

1 say, you fullm\.':;—~——

“ Oh, dear !’

Billy Bunter rolled into the end study, and
Mornington walked away grinning. l’rulmhl)

he guessed just how keen Jimmy Silver & Co.
were to see that friend of theirs.

“Oh! You're still here, Bunter!” ex-
claimed Lovell blankly.

*“ Oh, really, Lovell-——"

“1—I thought you'd gone!”™ murmured

hmm‘f Silver.

‘T shouldn’t be likely to let down my old
friends like that, old chap,” eail Bunter
affectionately,

"Hem!?”

Bunter's intention, formed 1 IKnowles’s
study, of telling the Fistical Four that he was

done with them, and that they could go and
cat coke, was quite abandoned now. [iven
upon Bunter’s obtuse brain it had dawned that
those very friendly Modern fellows had been
pulling his fat leg, and japing him when they
planted him in a prefect’s study in Manders

(

]

House. It was Tommy Dodd & Co. with
whom Bunter was *‘ done.”

As Jimmy Silver & Co. were his .only re-
sourcec at Rookwood, Bunter was very far
from done with them—if he could help 1t.

“Just in time for tea, what?” he re-
marked, with a blink at the study table.

H Ohdr "Yos,”

daby silently pulled another chair up to
the table. It was diflicult to put on welcom-
ing smiles for Bunter; but hospitality was
hospitality. The chums of Rookwood could
only hope that when he had fed he would go.

Bunter sat down,

It was a couple of hours since he had de-
voured IKnowles’s spread, and he had eaten

only enough for four or five fellows. So
]hlflll'ﬂ“'}" ]nc- was hungry again,
“ Poached eggs, what ?” he said, eyeing

the dish upon which Lovell had turned out
four cggs. ** Good ! T like them, you know ! ”
Bunter turned the dish out into his plate.
* Aren’t you fellows having any 2 ”

“Oh! Hem! Um! No.”

“1I say, you {fellows, I've been treated
rottenly while you were in the class,” said
Bunter, with his mouth full. ‘ There seem
to be a lot of rotten cads at Rookwood.”

s K O]l ! 1}

“I've had my leg pulled,” said Bunter.
“ A senior chap pitched into me, too. Irom
what I gather, I was spoofed into going to his
study. I didn’t know 1t was his study, you
know.” ‘

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed 1f I see anything to {llﬂ'lxlf"ﬂt.
He had tho cheek to pitch into me,” said
Bunter. “I'd have jolly well llr:hc-(l him,
senior as he was, ouly—only I disdained to
soil my hands on him.”

“Soiled enough already, perhaps ?’ sug-
vested Lovell, with a vlance at Bunter’s hands,
which had been ll”llth" rashed at St Jim's
that nuunmg_{h—u.md not since.

*“ Oh, really, Lovell——"

“Shush ! murmured Jimmy Silver.

“1 suppose that's Rookwood manners,”
sald Bunter. It wouldn’t do for Greyfriars,
I can tell you.”

Lovell opened his lips and closed them
again.  Bunter helped himsell to the ham,

of )
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taking a zood two-thirds of it at one helping.
After his recent performances in Knowles's
study it was a great mystery where 1t went.
But 1t went,

“I've been lying low,” he went on. I
didn’t want a row with that fellow what’s
his name—being a guest here. I preferred to
treat him with the contempt he deserved.
So I've kept out of his way. Kicking up a
shindy may be all very well for Rookwood :
we don’t [lu it at Greyfriars.”

“0Oh1*”

“I suppose you've spoken to somebody
about my staying with you a day or two,
Silver, old chap ¢ ”

“I\U. It can’t be done,
Junmy, gently but firmly,

*“On sccond thoughts, I shouldn’t care to
stay here,”” said Bunter. “I'm afraid the
accommodation wouldn’t be qute up to my
standard. No offence, vou know; but I'm
accustomed to rather decent things

“Oh!’

“T1l put up at the inn in Coombe,” went
on Bunter. **Sorry, and all that; but a
fellow who's accustomed to the decencies ot
ife can’t be expected to rough it as. you
Rookwood fellows do. You see that 2

Bunter helped himself to the cake. It was
not a large cake; which was perhaps the
reason why Bunter helped himself to the
whole of it.

* T'he only difficulty 1s,” he went on,
leaving Greyfriars rather suddenly,
circumstances——"

“ What circumstances ?2 7

“Well, with that beast Walker
and Ulll‘lLlH'"—‘"—"‘ ’

“What 7"

“1-—I mean-—"" stammered Bunter.

“Well, what do you mean, Bunter?”
mquired Jimmy Silver, looking very keenly
at the Owl of Greyiriars.

“I—I mean, I—I didn’t leave Greyfriars
in a hurry.  As for Walker of the Sixth,
my best friend.  Dve friends m the upper
forms at  Greyfriars, you know—sort of
ceneral favourite.  As for Quelchy, he's the
apple of my eye—I mean, I'm the apple of
MT eyc. I'm afraid he's fLulm" my absence
u lot.

Bunter,” said

“that
in the

after me,

he's

(

““ Absence makes the heart grow fonder,”
remarked Raby. “ 1T suppose everybody
must like you better at a tllSlElIlL‘l’.‘, Bunter ?

“TEh? Oh! Yes, exactly,” said Bunter.
“Quite so. Well, as 1 was saying, I left
Greyfriars in rather a hurry. 1 mean, I
didn’t leave Greyfriars in a hurry at all, but
[¢happened to leave my pocket-book behind,
with all my banknotes in it.”

““Oh, my hat ! "

““All your fivers and tenners ?” asked
Newcomasympathetically.

“ Exactly. And—absurd as it may scem,
in a fellow of my wealth—I'm uctunl]y short ol
money at the present moment,” said Bunter.
“I suppose you fellows could lend me :
little to sce me through? A fiver would
do1t.”

“My hat! Fivers don’t grow in junior
studies at Rookwood,” said Jimmy Silver
with a laugh.

Bunter's fat lip curled.

“No: I forgot you were poor here,” he
said. * You see, I'm accustomed to a wealthy
school.”

Arthur;Idward Lovell secemed on the point
of choking. He half-rose, but an imploring
look from Jimmy Silver made him sit down
again, Uncle James of Rookwood was fecling
the strain, but he really did want Bunter to
leave the study unkicked, if possible.

“Well, make 1t a couple of pounds,” said
Bunter carelessly. “That will see me
through to-day, and to-morrow morning Il
teley shone to one of my titled relations for
1) runntlunw. -

“ Better telephone to-day,” said Raby.

“We can get you the use of a school tele-
phone, .mrl ['ll look out the number in the
llm-ctmv

“I'd rather tr*lvplmnv in the mornina., I
suppose you can lend an old pal a pound to
see him over the night ? "

“ Suppose again I” said Lovell,

“Hem!”

" Look lhere, Bunter,”
very quictly, “Is it straight about wvour
having special leave from scheol 2 If you
bunked with Homubmly after you, it doesn't
look like 1t ; and it’s jolly odd for a fellow to

sa'd Jimmy Silver

start on a holiday without a shilline in his
130 )
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“ Ouelchy's a bit of an old Tartar,” said Bunter.

: Js oot the temper of a4 Hun—but he thinks no end of me, I can
. 1 | that the door opened.

sounded an ominous voice—the voice of Mr. Quelch.  (See this page). _

LB

tell you! He [t was then

pocket. Have you been crass ass cnough to
run away {rom school 2 ”

*“ Oh, really, Silver——" |

“My hat!” ejaculated Lovell, staring at
Bunter. |

“Ts that 1t 27 exclaimed Raby.

“T5h ? No! Certainly not ! Nothing of the
kind! It’s a special exeat, and all that, and
—and Quelchy patted me on my head whm:
I left, and said ° Bless you, my children'!
[—I mean, he said, ¢ Bless you, Bunter.” I'm
the annle of Quelchy’s eye -

There was a knock at the door of the end
study, and it opened, and Mr. Dalton appeared
there. Another gentleman, in an overcoat,

was behind him—a
stranger  to  Jimmy
Silver & (o.

Bunter rattled on
unheeding,

“ Quelchy's a bit of
an  old Tartar, you
know—cross - arained
and all that—temper
of a Hun; but hLe
thinks no end of me.

It would be a blow to
him to lose me, I can
tell you! 1 =

“BUNTER!”

“Eh??”

Billy Bunter leaped
out of his chair as if
the secat thercof had
suddenly become red-
hot.

Mr. Quelch,
passing Mr. Dalton,
strode into the study.
Bunter stared at him
with eyes that nearly
bulged through his
spectacles.  He could
scarcely believe that
this  dreadful vision
was real.  The ghost
of Banquo, starting up
at the ancient {east,
did not cause so mucl
dismay as the appari-
tion of Mr. Quelch in
the end study at Rookwood.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. *“ Oh! Quelchy!
Oh!”

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER

Homeward Bound
QuercH  fixed his gimlet eyes on

R.
M Bunter.

The fat junior gazed at him, his jaw
dropping, his eyes bulging, with a fascinated
gaze, like a very fat bird fascinated by a
serpent.

Junmy Silver & Co. stood in silence.

They guessed now how matters stood :
that Bunter had run away from Greyfriars

‘4 IL‘:.:‘ L‘]‘Gss-gl'lli”ﬂd,

“ Brnter 17’
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and that his Form-master had followed him
to Rookwood to take him back. Bunter had
tried their patience severely, but they com-
passionated him at this moment. The look
on Mr. Quelch’s face showed clearly enough
that it was a case for compassion.

“This is the bov of whom you are I
scarch, sicr 2" asked Mr. Dalton.

“This is the boy,” answered Mr. Quelch.

“ His coming here 1s a most extraordinary
freak,” said the Rookwood master, "1 was
siven to understand that he had a special
holiday from school.”

He ¢lanced severely at Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy coloured.

“ We thought—we believed
mered.

‘T am not surprised that Bunter has
deceived these boys, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
‘ He is the most untruthful boy at Greyinars ;
indeed, I have sometimes thought that he 1s
too stupid to realise the difference between
truth and falsechood.”

“ Oh, really, sir——!"" gasped Bunter.

“He 1s the very worst boy m my Form,”
said Mr. Quelch. * But for the fact that
allowance made for his extraordinary
obtuseness, he would certamnly be expelled
from Greyfrars.”

' he stam-

L1
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Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged an
imvoluntary glance.  This really did not

sound as if William George Punter were the
apple of his Form-master's cye.

“ [ am sorrv that you should have been
troubled with the hm- Mr. Dalton,” said the
Remove master. “I will take him away
immediately. He has run away {rom school
to escape a justly-deserved pumshment.
Bunter, get your coat and hat at once, and
come with me.”

“Oh, dear!?”

“ Lose no time!” bnappul Mr. Quelch.

“The—the fact 1s, sir

“Silence ! 7

“ Oh, really, sir

Tuuugh! sald Mr. Quelch, in a deep
voice. “* Come.”

“ Oh, crikey!”

Bunter rolled out of the study.  He
nourished o faint hope of going downstairs
for his hat and coat by himself, and dodging

(
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out of the house. But Mr. Quelch was taking
no chances with hum,

Ie dropped a heavy hand on Bunter's
shoulder and piloted him to the stairs.

He did not mean to run any risks with that
valuable pupil.  Only by obtaining the
Rookwood number from the telephone ex-
change had he learned where Bunter was.
He had left Ins class in charge of a prefect for
the afternoon to wvisit Rookwood in person
and make sure of Dunter. After that
departure from his usual customs, and that
extensive waste of his valuable time, he was
not likely to give Bunter a chance of bolting
agaln,

Bunter .was led downstairs—and a crowd
of curious Rookwood fellows gazed at him,
with many smiles, as lie was marched dlonﬁ'
with the Greylriars master’s hand on his
shoulder.

Outside, a taxi-cab was waiting.

In deep dismay, Bunter donned hat and
coat. His fat countenance was the picture
of dolorous woe.

What Mr. Quelch’s feelings were like, he
could guess from the steely ghitter in his eyes
and the compression of his lips. But, Mr.
Queleh suppressed his feelings.  With grea
courtesy he apologised to Mr. Dalton for tlm
trouble that had been given, and shook hands
with the Rookwood Form-master. Then he
lul Bunter out to the waiting taxi.

“* Step in, Bunter | 7
*“ I—I say, sir

“ Step m at once!’

“ After you, sir! 7 gasped Bunter.

“ I shall be sorry, Bunter, to chastise you
here——"

Bunter stepped 1n, 1n a great hurry.

Mr. Quelch followed him in and sat down,.
and the taxi rolled away. It rolled out of the
gates of Rookwood, and followed the road to
Latcham. Billy Bunter squeezed dismally
into a corner as far as possible from hls
incensed Form-master.

Not a word did Mr. Quelch speak as the
taxi ate up the miles to Latcham Junction.
And Bunter was in no mood for conversation.
The drive was made in grim silence.

At Latcham Mr. Quelch paid off the taxi:
and compressed his lips hard as he paid.

)
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:.[t' was a considerable sum—but that was an
Item to figure later in the bill for Mr. Bunter.

_Thc Owl of the Remove blinked round
him, but Mr. Queleh’s heavy hand was
on his shoulder, and he was marched into
the station. .

That heavy hand remained on his fat
shoulder until he was seated in a carriage of
the express, with Mr. Quelch sitting opposite.

The train rolled out of the station.

Bunter groaned.

The game was up now. The wanderings
of the clusive Owl were at an end.  Mr.
Quelch had a newspaper ; hut Bunter’s only
solace was to go to sleep, which he soon did.
The deep snore of the Owl of the Remove
mingled with the whirr and rattle of the
express, as the train rushed on through the
dusky evening.

A sudden shake awakened Bunter from a
delicious dream of pork-pies.

“ Bunter!”

“LEh? Oh! What? Leggo! "Taint
rising-bell ! *’
“ Bunter ! ” snapped Mr. Quelch. “ We

are at Lantham. Get up at once ! ”

The Owl of the Remove realised where he
was. He dismally rolled out of the carriage
after Mr. Quelch.

Once more his fat shoulder was gripped,
and he was walked across the bridge to the
local platform, and planted in the local train
for Ifriardale. '

He did not sleep on that run.  Direful
unticipations filled his fat mind, and kept
him awake now.

He blinked every now and then at Mr.
Quelch’s face. But he read no hope there.
Never had his Form-master looked grimmer.

“ 1—1 cay, sir——"" stammered Bunter, at
lat.

“You need say nothing, Bunter.”

“It—1t was all a mistake, sir!” groaned
Bunter. 1 r1eally thought 1t was Walker
of the Sixth, sir, when I bified you in the hox-
room.”’

““I think that is possibly true, Bunter, as
I have spoken to Walker of the Sixth, and he
fells me that he was scarching for you, to
punish you for purloining a cake from his
study. But that 1s no excuse for vour un-
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flog Walker, sir

exampled audacity in absenting yourself from

school.” 0
** I—I offered to come back, sir, if——"

“ Silence ! ”

“ Mhe fact is, sir, I should prefer the whole
matter to drop.”

“No doubt ! 7 said Mr. Quelch grimly.

“It was all Walker's fault, sir,” urged
Bunter. “T never had the calie. The
fellows who saw me take 1t from Walker's
study were mistaken, sir.”

“ Bless my soul! ™

“Tn the circumstances, sir, as—as I'm the
wronged party, [—1I hope you will look over
the matter, and—and—I—I don’t want to
be flocged, sir.”

“You will be flogged, Bunter, as an example
to all disobedient, rcckless, and untruthful
boys.”

“Oh, lor’!1”

“ Silence ! ”

“ But, sir, i{—if it's necessary to flog a

chap as—as an example, sir, couldn’t the Head
2)

“What 2 ”

““ As—as an example to me, sir

“Upon my word ! 7 gasped Mr. Quelch.

The train stopped at IFriardale. Mr.
Queleh’s grip on his shoulder piloted Bunter
out of the station and into the dark lanc that
ran to the gates of Greyinars.

The Remove master strode along the dusky
road. Billy Bunter trailed after him in the
lowest of spirits.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER
‘* Fool’s Luck *?

ico» '3
!

| Lbon!”
“What ©”
Mr. Quelel stopped abruptly-.

He had reached the dip in the lane, half-
way between IFriardale and Crreyiriars, where
the trees almost met across the road, and it
was very dark,

IFfrom the deep shadows a muscular form.
suddenly loomed up, and a dim but ¢rim and
threatening  stubbly face looked into My,
Quelch’s, only a few inches away.

Mr. Quelch {elt a sudden shiver.

The hour was late—the lane was lonely at
that hour. Mr. Quelch had walked througly

)
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that lane so many times that no thought of
danger had crossed his mind on this occasion.
But it was suddenly borne in upon him that
that familiar lane was very lonely late at
nicht, and that 1t was not qmtc safe to walk
home by it after coming in at Friardale by
the last train.

A bulky, threatening form loomed over
him in the aloom, a ﬂtubbh ruflianly face
clared at ]11111 from the :lhulowv darkness,
;md he caught a frluup::u of a menacing cudgel.
He had Lurl} run mto a loafing tramp—a
tramp by day and a footpad by night.

Billy Bunter gave a gasp.

He stopped, and stood rooted to the
oround with terror, Iis little round eyes
blinking wildly through his big spectacles.

I01d on, old ﬂentlcnnn 7 went on the
rough, thmntmm" voice. ““This ‘ere 1s
luck, this ‘ere is. ’‘And it over—sharp!”

“ You scoumhel' exclaimed Mr. Ouelch
indignantly. “ How dare you stop me! 1
will give vou not]uug' Not a shilling!
L.et me pass at once.’

There was a hoarse laugh from the bulky
tramp.

“ Not blinking likely !

“ You rascal—oh !

The ruffian’s grasp was on Mr. Quelch, and
lie went down in the road, on the very verge
of the deep-flowing ditch that bordered the
lane.

He easped spasmodically as he crumpled
ap. in the grasp of the footpad.

“Ielp!'” he spluttuu,d

“Who's to ‘elp you ‘ere, old gentleman!™
jccred the ruflian. * Don’t be a coat !
'And over the stuft before I crack your ‘ead !
Now, then!™

Bunter woke to action.

There was one thought in Bunter’s fat
mind, and that was to put a saife distance
between his precious person and the ruffianly
tramp. While the footpad was occupied
with Mr. Quelch was his chance.

Bunter leaped forward, and ran, to pass the
two struggling figures and tear away 1n the
direction of Greyfriars.

Crash !

Mr. Quelch was by no means a match for
the rufian who had collared him and borne

” he said.
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him to the ground ; but he was a gentleman
of courage and great determination. Wrath
and indignation gave him added strength.
He made a terrific effort, and hurled the
ruftian back.

Bunter's frantic rush and the staggering
back of the footpad synchronized.

The ruflian staggered fairly into Bunter’s
path as the Owl of the Remove rushed for-
ward.

The crash was terrific.

” Oh!” gasped Bunter.

There was a howl from the tramp. He
had not even scen Bunter, so far, in the
eloom ; and the sudden shock took him en-
tirely by surprise. All Bunter’s avoirdupois
crashed upon him, with something like the
force of a battering-ram. A charging tank
could scarcely have swept the footpad over
more completely.

Splash !

The crash of the collision was followed by
a heavy splash, as the reeling ruffian pitched
over the edge of the ditch.

8 Groooooorrh' Ok, my eye!
Gug-gug-gug ! [

Mr. Quelch staggered to his feet.

* Bless my soul! Bunter—where are you,
Bunter ¢ Splendid, my boy, splendid ! Come
—quick ! ”’

“Ow!” spluttered Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was reeling from
the shock, and scarcely knew whether le
was upon his head or his heels. Mr. Quelch’s
arasp upon his shoulder steadied him.

“Come!” gasped Mr. Quelch. * Do not
lose a moment ! ”

The footpad, gurgling horribly, was strug-
aling in four feet of water and mud. It was
likely to be some minutes before he was able
to turn his attention again to his intended
victim,

Mr. Quelch made the most of those few
minutes.

It was not exactly a dignified proceeding
for a middle-aged F orm—nmster to run a foot-
race, but i1t was a case of needs must! Hold-
ing Bunter by the arm, Mr. Quelch scudded
up the road with a speed that did him credit
at his age.

Bunter rolled and plunged and ran, in a

)

Oooch !
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i mad panic, Bunter crashed full pelt irﬂu the footpad.  The imp_;n:l Wils TI;'I'I'IHL", and the man
plunged headlong nto the ditch.  *“Oh!™ wasped Bunter. “Oh! I'm hurt!”  On the road, Mr.
Quelch stageered to his feet.  He saw the tramp gurgling in the ditch, with Bunter :a_t:nnlﬁmg on the
Bk, % Splendid, my boy!” exclimed Mr. Quelch. * Well done, Bunter!” (See Chapicr 20.)
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dazed state, clizn from the shock Le had re-
ceived—and given—-and hardly knowing u]mt
had !]l]]L‘Ill‘il Only the Form-master’
arasp kept him from htlllllbhll” over a {llh’{‘ll
times.  But he ran as hard as he could:
the thought of the footpad behind spurred
Lim on to wonderful efforts.

* Bless my soul ! Mr. Quelch stopped at

last, at the masters’ private gate at Grey-
friars, and groped for lhis key hurredly.

“ (an—can you hear anyone on the road,
Bunter 2 7

“Ow!”

* Lean on the wall, my boyv, while I open
the gate. You must be out of breath = said
Mr. Queleh kindly.

“ Grooogh !

There was no doubt that Bunter was out of
breath ! He leaned on the wall, and pumped
in air, while Mr. Quelch found his key and
llllln{ ked the cate.

* (C'ome on, my dear boy.”

Junter was led in, dazedly wondering how
and why he 11 ul suddenly become a dear boy
instead of a reckless, disobedient, and un-
truthful },mmg rascal.

The gate closed.

There was no sound of pursuit on the road,
but both Mr. Quelch and Bunter were glad to
llL-u.l‘ the lock chek.

*Bless my soul, what a terrible experi-
ence ! said Mr. Queleh.  ** I must telephone
to the police station at once. Dear me, I am
quite out of breath! You were not hurt,
Bunter ¢ 7

“Ow! Groogh! No.”

“ It was splendid, my boy.”

“ W-w-w-was 1t, sir?” gasped Bunter,
wondering dizzily what was splendid, and
whether he was still in the train from Rook-
wood and dreaming.

“ I should never have expected such presence
of mind and such courage from you, Bunter.”

“W-w-w-wouldn’t you, sir?” stuttered
Bunter.

“No; I confess that I should not,” said
Mr. Queleh. * But for your prompt and
courageous action, Bunter, I should certainly
have ]J(‘Ll’l mbhuL and very probably sev uu,lv
injured, for 1 should not have submitted
tamely to that ruflian.”’ |
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“Oh!"” gasped Bunter.

“ Such presence of :.1im.l was really very
striking,” said Mr. Quelch. ™ A grown man
might lx.m,, hesitated to attack that hullking
rufian.  Really, Bunter, I could bt.«.ll(.t‘l}'
believe my eyes w hen 1 saw you rush upon
]nm

* R-r-rush upon him, sir ?

““ And hur] him into the ditch.
done, Bunter.
done.”

“Oh, sir!

Bunter began to understand.

“You have acted very wrongly, Bunter—
the whole circumstances, indeed, are due to
vour reckless disobedience and disregard of
authority. Yet 1 cannot overlook this—I
cannot disregard the fact that you have
saved me from robbery and injury, by an act
of great courage, and the exhibition of really
uammbhmg presence of mind.”

“Oh!” murmured Bunter.

“ 1 shall speak to the Head, Bunter, and
say what I can m your favour,” said Mr.
Quelch.  * Come—Ilet us go in now.! I think
I can safely promise you, Bunter, that—
constdering what has just occurred—no
flogging will be administered. 1 am sure that
Doctor Locke will take my view upon that.
Come, my boy.”

Bunter rolled after s Form-master. He
winked 1nto the darkness, and followed Mz,
(Quelch to.the House. It was one of Bunter's
failings that he generally talked too much.
On this critical occasion he realised that
silence was golden.

It was well
1 may say 1t was splendidly

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER
Bunter Explains

5 Qm-: Lcuy back yet ? 7
(9 NO-"!

* Where on earth 1s he gone ? 7

After Bunter, of course.”
* Poor old Bunter!”

It wasclose on bed-time, and Harry Wharton
& Co., in the Rag at Greyiriars, were dis-
cussing what was now almost the one topic
i the school—the amazing proceedings of
Wilham George Bunter.

Wingate of the Sixth lad Lad the

pleasure—or otherwise—of taking the Re-
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move that afternoon. Mr. Quelch had been
absent. |

Most of the fellows guessed that he had
gone “ after Bunter.” And though Bunter
was not exactly prized by the Remove, most
of the fellows felt sorry for him—when Mr.
Quelch got him.

“Poor old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry.
“ Some fellows ask for it—but Bunter begs
and prays for it.”

" And he will get it !  said the Bounder

“The lickfulness will be terrific, when the
esteemed and ludicrous Bunter is bagged,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ But where on earth has he got to ? *” asked
Peter Todd. ‘‘ He can’t be at St. Jim'’s now.”

“ Goodness knows.”

Wingate of the Sixth looked into the Rag.

“ Bed ! he said laconically.

“ Can’t we stay up till our Form-master
comes in, Wingate ?” asked Bob Cherry.
“ We—we're—ahem—anxious about him ! ”’

Wingate grinned.

“No, you can’t, you young ass! Cut off.”

The Remove fellows marched off to their
dormitory. Wingate put the lights out, and
the Remove were left to slumber.

But they were not in a hurry to slumber.

Interest in the mystery of what had
happened to Bunter was almost-at boiling-
pomnt. Never in all his fat career had Billy
Bunter occupied the thoughts of his form-
fellows to such an extent.

A buzz of talk ran from bed to bed, all on
the subject of Billy Bunter, of what could
have happened to him, and of what was certain
to happen to him when he fell once more into
the vengeful clutches of Mr. Quelch.

But the juniors dropped off to sleep at last.

It was close on half-past ten when the last
cye closed in the Remove dormitory, and by
that time there had been no sound to indicate
that either Bunter or Mr. Quelch had returned.
It was near an hour later when the dormitory
door opencd, and the light flashed on

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ”

Bob Cherry sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes.

“ Bunter !'”

Y Oh, my hat ! ”
+ “Bunter !.” |

Wilbam George Bunter rolled into the

He grinred at the Removites,
bed and staring at ham.

23

dormitory.

gitting up In
“T say, you fellows

Mr. Quelch stood 1n the dloorwu.y.
““ ({0 to bed, now, Bunter! I shall come bael
. ha '
in a few minutes to turn out the light.
““ Yes, sir | 7’ said Bunter cheerfully.
Mr. Quelch retired, and Bunter procceded
- = 3 r L] “ -
to turn in. Lvery fellow in ;;3110 dormitory was
awake now, and staring i‘t }lllt;ﬁ*l'. -
“ o you've got back ! sald Peter Todd.
“ T,ooks like it,”” grinned Bunter.
“« Has Quelchy scalped you #
- = . ) |-
“ Does it look like 1t ¢  chuckled Bunter.
it doesn’t,” said Bob. * But

< \\?‘u“,
what "’ _ G

“« Where did he dig you up ? 7 asked Johnny
Bull.

““ Rookwood ! ™
« Great Scott!” wvelled Bob.

been to Rookwood ? ™

“1 dropped In on my friends there,” said
Bunter calmly. © They were awfully glad
to see me, of course. Jimmy Silver almost
cried when I left—but I really had to go, you
know. Quelchy was so pressing.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!” | |

“ T’ve had a pretty good time,” said Bunter,
peeling off his socks. ™ They made no end of 4
fuss of me at St. Jim’'s—same at Rookwood.
It comes in useful at times to be a really

popular fellow, you know.”

“Oh, my hat ! ™ .
“ And what about the flogging ? 7 aslked

Frank Nugent. *‘Is that coming off in the
morning ¢ 7’

““ Certainly not.”

“You don’t mean to say that Quelchy is
letting you oft ¢ exclaimed Harry Wharton,
In amazement.

“Just that!”

“ Gammon ! 7 said Johnny Bull.

Bunter snified.

“You’ll jolly well see! If you fellows had
risked your lives to save Quelchy from g
footpad o

“ What 2 ”

“Which 7”7

" Draw it mild.”

“I don’t mind telling you fellows what’s

“ Have vou

happened,” said Bunter, as he divested him-
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self of his well-filled waistcoat, * Quelchy
bageged me at Rookwood—I mean, he re-
quested me in a very civil way to come back to
Greyfriars, and I didn’t care to refuse.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, don’t cackle! We had a rather.nice
journey back—Quelchy very affable.”

“Oh, my hat ! ”

“Walking from the station, we were
suddenly attacked by a gang of footpads.”

“Go1t!”

“ Quelchy was floored, and he called to me
for help. Of course, that did 1t! You can
auess what I did at once.”

“ Bolted ? ” asked Bob.

“ Ob, really, Cherry.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T rushed at them,” said Bunter calmly-.
““ Knocking them right and left, straight from
the shoulder, you know.”

“We don't know ! chuckled Bob.

“Well, you know now I've told you, fat-
head !

** No, not even now.

** Ha, ha, ha!”™

“ Look here, if you fellows can’t take my
word %

“ Your word ! Oh, my hat!”

“ I'mfaccustomed to jealousy,” said Bunter,
““ Just the same in the football—you fellows
don’t like being put in the shade by a better
man. Precious few chaps in this dormitory
would lhave tackled three or four hulking
tramps a

“ Precious few!” agreed Johnny Bull,
““ And you're not one of the few.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ™

“Won’t you tell us what’s really happened,
Bunter ? 7’ asked Harry Wharton. “ Quelchy
seems good-tempered, somehow.  Tell wus

what’s happened.”

“ I'm telling you! Walking from the station
five or six hulking footpads suddenly. rushed
on us, shouting, * Your money or your life ! *

“ Phew ! ” _

“ Three or four ? ** asked Nugent, * or five
or six ¢ 7

“ Five or six—in fact, six or seven,”’ said
Bunter. I didn’t stop to count them. 1
rushed on them like—like a lion :

“ Great Scott !

|

‘me

““ Knocking .them right and left, I fairly
strewed them in the road. Then I lifted up
Quelchy, and told him to run for 1t. You see,
eight or nine hulking ruflians were a bit too
much for me; if it had been only three or
four, it would have been a different matter,
of course. As it was, I thought we had better
clear. So I ran &

“That sounds like the truth,” remarked
Bob Cherry. -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, if you don’t believe

L

“ Believe you! Obh, crumbs!”

“Yah!”

Bunter plunged into bed.

“But aren’t you going to tell us what
happened ? 7 asked Wharton.

“You silly ass! Haven't I told you?”

Thooted Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The dormitory door opened.

“ Good-night, my boys,” said Mr. Quelch,
as he turned out the light. *° Good-night,
Bunter.”

*“ Good-night, sir.”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry, as the
door closed on the Remove master. * Some-
thing’s happened to make Quelchy jolly
amiable. What was 1t, Bunter ? !”

*Ha. he, hal”

“You know what I've told you ! ”” shrieked
Bunter.

“Yes, we know that ; but we want to know
what happened.”

(11 lrﬂh ! 22

Bunter settled down to sleep, and the
curiosity of the Removites had to remain un-
satisfied. To all further questions Billy Bunter
replied only with a deep and resonant snore.

Harry Wharton & Co. knew, the following
day, what had happened. Their opinion of
the happening did not coincide with Mr.
Quelch’s. |

Still, they were glad that Bunter was to
escape the reward of his fatuous proceedings.
The flogging was off, and so faras Billy Bunter
was concerned, all was calm and bright.

THE END

(L1474)
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There is no doubt in the mind of Billy Bunter that he will be a great man one day.

His future is certain to be a glorious one, but in what direction will it lie? In his

ambitious dreams, the fat Removitg iqdu]ges_ in many flights olf fancy, some of which
our artist has indicated in the above drawing. -
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