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SMITHY REFUSES AN INVITATION TO BUNTER COURT!

(4 Y striking "’ incident from the long complete story of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars —inside.)
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co d IT E&.
nawe's painted up now, and I've
notepaper print-ﬂdpwith E_Huntar Court '
on it, too. The whole thing's all right.
You'll have no end of & time there,
Sammy; and just think of the feelings
of the fags in the Second when they see
you leave Greyfriars for the vac in a
whacking motor-car with a chauffeur in
livery.”

(4 Plle'.v !Jl
B"Rnther
unter,

“Ye-es. But it's bound to lead to
some trouble in the long run,” said
Sammy uneasily. “You can’t spoof
people like this without the dickens to
pay in the long run.” )

“Oh, rot! Besides, I'm responsible,
said Bunter. “You're not responsible,
Sammy; you'll only be there like Whar-
ton and the rest.”

“That's so,” assented Sammy.

“You back me u =

Bunter minor nugdad.

“I'll do that! My word, it will be &
facer for Gatty and his crowd !” he said,
“They've always laughed when I told
them about Bunter Court, same as the
Remove fellows did at you, Billy. My
hat, this will take them down & peg, if
it comes off "

“It will come off all right. Of course,
1 want Wharton and hia friends to know
that it's all right, or they won't come,”
said Bunter, *1 can’t have w holida
without friends with me—besides, I sha
need some ready money from time to
time——"

““He, he, he!”

“Is it & go, Sammy 7”

i Itlﬂ a E'n 1“ l

“That’s all right, then,” said Bunter,
detaching himself from his armchair,
“Don’t let them know I've put you wise,
of course. Now I'm going to tea. I've
been asked to tea——"

“You mean, you've asked yourself!”
grinned Bammy.

Billy Bunter did not answer that. He
rolled out of Study No. 7, having
finished with his minor nmow. Sammy
Bunter chuckled, and finished the last
crumhs of the cake, and then he, too,
volled away; he did not mind how socon
he met Harry Wharton & Co. now.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Seeing Is Believing !

1 BU:«JZ Ii’ Smithy—*
“] say, Smithy——
“Buzz!” repeated Vernon-

Smith inexorably,

“1 was going to ask you—"

“Well, don't!”

“If vou'd ecare to come down
Bunter Court for the holidays.”

Vernon-S8mith stared at Billy Bunter
for a momont or two blankly, and then
burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Redwing grinned. He seemed
as cntertained as the Bounder by that
kind invitation.

Bunter stood in the dnmwat of Study
No. 4 in the Remove, and blinked at
the owner of that study., Apparently,
Bunter could see nothing to chortle at,
and was surprised by the reception he
had met with.

“1 mean it, Smithy!” he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Bounder.

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Do you really imagine that you're
going to stick me for a tea with a yarn
as thin as that?’ demanded Herbert
Vernon-Smith. “You may be able to
take in Wharton and his erowd, but that
chicken won't HEI;: in this study!"

Tog MagyeT RARY.—No, 911,

name to Bunter

decent — what?’ grinned

b5

]

“I mean it! I've got six fellows
coming to Bunter Court for the vae, in-
cluding my minor. Make a saventh,
Smithy., T’ll take Redwing, too, if you
like,” added Bunter generously.

“Thank you for mothing!” said Tom
Redwing, laughing.

. “How do we get to Bunter Court?”
inquired Vernon-Smith humorously., “I
know that yvou dreamt that you dwelt
in marble halls; but how does a fellow
5&1: to the %zdd:,r marble halls you saw in

reamland 7

“Look here, Smithy, I’ll tell you all
about Bunter Court over tea—"

“You've told me more than enough
about it, old Iat man, and you're not
tealng 1n this study, anyhow,” said the
Bounder. “Buzz "

 Bunter did not “buze.” It was tea-
time, and he was hungry, and the
Bounder’s study was flowing with milk

and honey. Bunter was going to have
tea with the Bounder, if he could,

“I'd really like you to come, Smithy,”
he said, “Look hore, you can run over

to Dunter Court and see the place
before we break up, if you like. It's
only about fifteen miles from Grey-
friars.”

“I can see myself travelling ffteen
miles to arrive nowhere,” chuckled the

Bounder, " Try a.gn.in."
“Then you won't come?” asked the
fat Owl, with a bungry eye on

Smithy’s well-spread table.

FOUR WONDERFUL CUT-
OUT STAND-UP ACTION
PHOTOS OF HOBBS,
SUTCLIFFE, PARKIN, AND
HENDREN GIVEN AWAY
WITH THE “MAGNET”
DATED AUGUST 15th.
STAND BY, BOYS!

“0Of course I won't, ass! I'm not
iikely to pass a vacation in your subur-
ban villa, wherever it is,” said the
Bounder Elisdainiul!y.

“It's the biggest place in Kent—"

“Pile it on!”

“Extensive park, lake, garage, three
cars, stables, horses, butler’ and foot-
men—-"

“Go it !™

“Telephone  number  Combermere
One-0,” said Bunter, “You can find it

It used to

in the directory, if you like.
be called 'Dumgurm
father bought it.”

“Good old Bunter!” said the Boundey
admiringly. “I've seen Combermere
Lodge; I've biked that way. ‘Topping
place. Worth thirty thousamd of the
best. I can see your pater buying it—I
don’t think!

“Thirty thousand isn't much to my
pater.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, Smithy, you're doubting
my word,” said the Owl of the Remove
warmly, “I don't call that ecivil when
I'm asking you to an expensive holiday
at & magnihcent country mansion,”

“Jen't he a coughdrop?” said the
Bounder. **Keeping it u_F just as if he
believed in it himself. IHow does he do
it, Reddy?” y

“Blessed if I know,"” said Tom, who
was staring blankly at Bunter, “OQf
course, there isn't a word of truth in it,
We know that.”

"“Oh, really, Redwing——"

“Shut the door after you, Bunter,”
said Vernon-Smith,

ere Lodge before my

| have my tea now, and your face rather
takes a fellow's appetite n.wu.;-.”

“You cheeky rotter——"
Bunter. :

"“Boot, him out for me, Reddy !”

“I jolly well won't take you to Bunter
Court now!” howled Bunter.

“Oh, what a loss!” sighed the
Bounder,

Bunter gave Herbert Vernon-Smith
a ferocious glare. Really, it was hard
to be doubted like this, when he was
stating the facts for once. For un-
doubtedly there was now a Bunter
Court, and Bunter was able to take any
amount of friends there for the vaca-
tion. Certainly, he had achieved that
desirable state of things by “ways that
are dark and tricks that are vain.,” But
he had achieved it, and it was extremely
exasperating not to be believed, now
that, for the first time in history, there
really was something behind his swank.

Skinner of the Remove passed tho
study doorway, and stopped and glanced
in, The Bounder looked at him. He
did not ask SBkinner in to tea, as Harold
Skinner hoped that he would, but he
caled out:

“Chance for you, Skinner.”

“Eh? What's that?” asked Skinner.

“Bunter's making up a party for the
hols at Bunter Court. Be nice to
Bunter, and get a front seat.”

akinner chuckled,

“He seems to have taken in Wharton
and his crowd,” he remarked. “I've
heard them say that they actually heard
Bunter telephoning to the Ela{:e to order
the car to be sent here when we break
up.”™

“Some sort of a dodge, of course,” said
Vernon-Smith. “Some fellows will
swallow anything.”

"“You can telephone yourself, if you
like ! hooted Bunter. “Ring up Com-
bermere Lodge, and ask for Walsing-
ham, the butler, Ask him whether I'in
not taking a party there for the holi-
days,"

“My dear old porpoise, you're goin
to be shown up without that,” sai
Skinner, laughing.

"EhT"

“You've told all the Remove that
your pater bought' Combermere Lodge,
and had the name of Bunter Court put
up. Well, Ogilvy and Russell have
gone for a bike spin that way, and 1've
aﬁﬁejéih%l}:em to look at the place—"

“ And see with their own qiddy eyes,”
chuckled Bkinner. “They're coming
back for tea, so we'll soon have news
of Bunter Court,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled the Bounder.

Skinner grinned at$ the Owl of the
Hemove, fully expecting the fat junior
to look dismayed. But Bunter only

smiled.

“Right-ho!"” he said. *“That will
settle 1f.”

“TIt will jolly well settle that you've
been gassing out of the back of your
neck, as usual,” said Skinner warmly.

“Wait till they come in, then!"
sneered Bunter. “If they don't tell you
that the name of Bunter Court i3
painted on the gates, I'll eat my hat |”

“"Rats 1"

“Bunter always keeps up a spoof till
the last minute,” chuockled Vernon-
Smith. “He'll tell us then that the
gates are being repainted, or something,
and the name haE{pana& to be missing
when Ogilvy and usse]l passed.”

“That's about it,” said Skinner.

Bunter grinned cerenely. He knew
that Mr, Walsingham had carried out
his instructions to have the nmew mame

roared

painted up on the gate-posts at Comber-

“I'm going tomere Lodge, He was quite safe there.
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i like the seaside bekawse i'm awfully | = 5
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and muscles and other members of the | = :
shellfish tribe. My idea of a perfect day | § ~BY Harry Wharton. &
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By Our Merry Coniribittors.
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EILLY BUNTER:

I like 1he seaside bekawse bathing and
boating and donky-riding give you such
a terrifick appefite, which you can
always grattify by visiting a seaside
caflfy. They do you well at seaside
caffies. (They did me out of half-a-crown
at the last one 1 went to!) But, joaking
apart, the grub you get at the seaside 13
far better than vou can get anywhere
clse, eggsept at a country farmhounse.
When 1 look back on my feeds at Folke-
stone, my bankwetts at Brighton, my
dinners at Dover, and my suppers at
Sonthsea, my mouth starts watering,
and I rush to the cubberd n Study No.
7, in the hope that my greedy, glut-
tenus study-mates have left me some
grub. But I always share the fate of
[.ittle Aliss Muffet, the old Jady in the
nursery rhyme, who went to the cubberd
to get her poor spider a bone,

MAREK LINLEY :

1 think the reason T like the seasida 1s
that peoplo are always at their best and
rheeriest when you meet them on holi-
lay. They come out of thoir shells, as
it were, and plunge whole-hcartedly into
all the fun that s going. Tong faces
are the exception at the seaside. Every-
hody seoms to be fairly brimming over
with fun and good-humour, and those
ere the gqualilies that make life worth
Living.

ALONZO TODD:

It is always the joy of paddling that
lires me to the seaside. 1 don't mean
paddling a cance. 1 should not be hold
enough to brave the hounding billows in
one of those crazy affairs, I mean pad-
dling on the fringe of the water, with
ones shoes and socks off. Of course,
{here is the danger that you may be
nipped by o crab, or that a shower of
spray may strike you in the face, hut
this element- of danger only adds epice
to the paradisical pleasures of paddling.

Tir Magner Lierary.—No. 911,

“Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,”
said the poet. But i'd rather gather
winkels |

WILLTAM GOSLING:

Which I 'ates the seaside like poison!
You sits down in a deckehair, an’ the
voung rips starts smotherin’ you with
sand. You goes out in a boat, an’' you
suffers all the agonies of secasickness.
You goes in to bathe, an' a crab fastens
its talents on to your big toe. You goes
back to your boardin’-'ouse, an' they

ives you & bill wot makes you bankrupt

or a year. Don’t talk to William Gos-
ling about scaside joys. There ain't
none !

BESIDE THE SEASIDE !

By LORD MAULEVERER,

FEASEEEEE AN ENEAE RN ERR NN NI RREERAFRERAEEEE

THEY tell me Brighton's toppin’

[For roamin' fancy free;
A splendid place for shoppin’,
Or swimmin' in the sea.
A place of- balmy breezes,
Where every prospect pleases,
An’ 1o one taunts or teases—
The very place for mel

Tt boasts & Grand Pavilion,

A handsome PPalace Pier,
Where people by the million

(o swarmin’ evely year.
There's miles an’ miles of shingle,
Where trippers mix an’ mingle,
An' donkeys' bells. all jingle

With mustc gweet an’ clear,

The motor-boats in dozens
(o boundin' o’'er the blue,
With sisters, aunts, an' cousing
In dress of every hue.
There's pierrots gaily hwmmin’,
An' nigger minstrels strunminin',
1 wish that I was comin’
To Brighton, boys, with you

But if 1 came to Brighton

1'd doze an' dream all day;
Employ a man fo frighten

The wasps and things away;
An' on the beach reclinin’,
With old King Sol a-shinin’,
T'd bless the silver linin'

That made the prospect gay.

I'd not oppose the wishes
Of any pals of mine;

T'd let them catch their fishes
Or wallow in the brine.

An' in a deckchair lazin’

I'd linger, idly. gazin’

At all the sights amazin’,
An' vote it jolly finel

e DO like to be beside the seaside!”
I sang a comedian long ago. And
most of ug echo his sentiment,
especially on sweltering summer
davs when stuffy Form-rcoms are in-
tolerable, and when bathing in the
briny is the proper caper. On such days
wo all woild like to bo beside the sea-
side. We would all like to stroll elong
the *prom-prom-prom,” and hear the
brass band play ‘ tiddley-om-pom.” And,
better still, we would like to float at our
leisure in the blue waters, gazihg up
dreamily at a cloudless sky.

Greyfriars is lucky. It is beside the
seaside all the time, If stands upon the
surf-bound coast of Kent, fronting on to
the North Sea, But there is no big,
popular seaside resort near the school.
So we arc as keen as anyone to get away
sometimes to Margate or Folkestone or
Brighton. It makes a welcome change
from Pezg, which is a one-eyed, sleepy
ald show. There is no pier at egg, no
piciura palace, no promenade—not even
a palicoman! Just a few whitewashed
fishermen's cottages and a crazy old
jetty, which looks as il it won't weather
the stormns of another winter. But
perhaps Pegg will develop later on.
Some doctor will discover a magic
quality in the ozone of Pegg, and it will
be “boomed * as a health resort, and we
shall have people flocking from mnorth,
south, east, and west to piteh their tents,
s0 to speak, in Pegg. But this is look-
ing ralher a long way ahead. 1 can’t
see poot little Pegg becoming prosperous
in our generation,

This, my chums, i our Special Seaside
Number. We could publish a dozen
such numbers without exhausting all
that we've got to say about the seaside.
It's & topic that opens up such & wide
range of interests—bathing, boating,
fishing, smuggling, cxplorving, and
winkle-catching. To squeeze all these
subjects into the scope of & single issue
would require the skill of a sardine-
packer. Ho we must content ourselves
with one of Dicky Nugent's master-
pieces, a scaside ditty by Lord Maule-
verer, o column of general gossip, and,
last and least, this Editorial, Not such
a comprehensive number as we could

{ wish: but I think our contributors have

caught the true seaside “atmosphere,”
which my readers will catech in turn.
S%ome of vou will be wishing, when you
have read this issue, that you ecould
“pack up your troubles in your old
kitbags,” and proceed forthwith to
Breezy Brighton or Bunny Southseal

HARRY WHARTON.



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

éé WISH hollidays lasted for ever!”

Jack Jolly side wistfully as he

epoke, Jeck and his two chums,

AMerry and Bright, were enjoying

a glorious sun-bath on

Winklesea. They were reclining on the

silvery sands, snd the sun beat down

I!pﬂzl their freckled faces and tlannped
ims.

The herocs of St. Bam's weve having
a topping time. They had already
caused something of a stir at Winklesea,
On the very first night of their arrival
there had been a terribul shipwreck, a
big fishing liner having come to greef
on the rox, ‘There was no lifeboat
available, so Jack Jolly & Co. had swum
gallently out to the wreck, bresting the
bounding billers, and bringing the
members of the stranded crew ashore

ono by one. For this grate deed of
valler they had been publickly thanked
next morning by the Mare and Corpora-

tion, and presented with gold waiches,
specially made at the local brass
foundry. They had also been wrecka-
mended to the Royal Flumane Sossiety,
from whom they will doubtless reseeve
meddles and sustificates in due corse.

They had had Jots of other advenchers,
but pressure of space will not permit the
orther to record them,

Now, as they lay basking in the sun,
the singing .of the waves was suddenly
drowned by another sort of einging.

A rasping noise, like somebody filing a
petition in bankruptsy, fell npon their
ears,

“Grate Scott!” gasped Jack Jolly.

“What the merry dickens o ﬁngan
Merry.

“It's a nigger minstrel," =said Dright.
“ A chocklit-cullered coon! TLonk! He's
coming bowards us.”

A very old and decreppit nigger,
carrying a very old and decroppit tam-
berine, tottered {owards the juniors,
He was as black as the ace of spades,
eggsept for his lips, which were ruby
red. Even his long, lowing beard was
black, though it looked as though it
might have heen white at some time cr
other, and then died.

Jack Jolly & Co. stared at the strange
figger in astonishment.

“First time I've ever seen & nipger
minetrel with & beard!” =aid Jack
Jolly.

“Same hear!" mermered Merry.

Tho aged nigger halfed and drummed
his black fingers on the tambevine, aud
started to croke:

“Upaon de Swanee Riber,
Dat's where I wanna be;

Upon de Swanece Riber,
Way down in Tennessce!"

“What a voice!" said Jack Jolly, with

a shudder. “Sounds lfke a wild beast
in its death throws!"™
“It's awlul!” agreed Merry. "I

hardly know which is -worse—his voice
or the Eﬂnta!ﬂuns he's wearing."
“If the perlice spot him he'll be had

the beach at-

up for ‘hbreeches” of the peace!”
chuckled Bright.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The nigger minstrel hurled a look ol
reproach at the larfing juniors, and they
ducked their heads in the nick of time.

Then he went on with his warbling.

“When T am plavin' wid my brudder
Down upon the Alabama shore,
I hear those gentle voices callin’
It ain't a-gonna rain no more.”

Jack Jolly & Co. were obliged to stop
their ears. That voico was too awiul to
be endured. It was like a raven erok-
ing and a kettle singing at the same

time.

When the sinper had fimished he
hurled another look of reproach at the
juniors, and they, in turn, heaved sighs
of releel.

The minsirel gave a violent start and
jerked his head out of the tub.

“Thank goodness he's come to a fool's
top ! said Jaek Jolly. “I suppose we
ought to give the poor beggar some-
thing, if only to bribe him not to brake
out again.”

“‘That's s0,” agreod Merry.

The aged nigger had taken off his hat
and was holding it oyt to the juniors.
With an air of condessension Jack Jolly
tossod a bad shilling into it, and Merry
and Bright took ndvantage of the oppor-
tunity to get rid of some suspect coins
which had been rejected at ihe school
tuckshop.

“Tank you, young massa!” gaid the
nigger, addressing Jack Jolly. *'Tank
you—tank you!” he added, as Merry
and Bright wayed in with their contribu-
Lions.

And then the old Sambo drifted away
along the beach. .

Jack Jolly gazed after him thought-
fully.

“There's some mistery about that
chap,” he remarked. *“He duzzent
seermn & genuine darkie to me. I notissed
one or two streeks of white in that black
beard of his. Looks to me as if it's a
white beard died black. And then
there's his voite, 1 don’t mean his sing-
ing voice, but his speaking one. It's
quite refined.”

“The fellow's no nigger,” said Merry,

ﬁmr{y NUGEMT
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with konviction. “T vote we follow him
and seo what his little game is.”

The juniors rose to their feet and went
off in serch of the elderly minstrel. He
had disappeared from sight by this time,
but they ran him to earth at last, It
was behind a bathing-tent that they
found him,

The .nigger was on his knees with his
head plunged into a tub of water. He
had a scrubbing-brush in each hand, and
he was rubbing and scrubbing away as
if for a wager.,

“My hat!” gasped Jack Jolly. “Hr's
no black man! That woolly mop of his
was falee. Look, he's taken it off ! And
now he's serubbing all the black off his
chivyy "

At the sound of the juniors’ voices the
minstre] gave o vielent start and jerked
his Iead out of the tub and looked
round.

Instantly there was a shout from Jack
Jolly & Co.—a shout of sheer stupelac-
tion.

“The—the Head!” sluttered Jack
Jolly.

1t was indeed the aged and vennerable
headmaster of St. Sam’s who confronted
the juniors. Now that he had discarded
his ‘woolly mop and scrnbbed all the
black off his face, he could be easily ye-
cﬂﬁrnisem The water glissencd on liy
bald pate, and trickeled down his face
and swamped his beard, which was now
as white as the driven snow,

The Head was no less startled than
the juniora,

“Oh, my giddy aunt!” he eaid, in his
skollerly tones, “I'm fairly bowled out
now !”

“Qir," eggsclaimed Jack Jolly, *“what
does this mean? I think you owe us an
eggsplanation.”™

There wae a paws, duting which the
Head dvied his fizz with a towel.

“My boys,” he said at length, “ T will
eggsplain how 1 came to be transformed
from a headmaster into a chocklit-
cullered coon. I happen to be staying
Winklesea—at the Hotel de Poshe. It
is an eggspensive hotel, and 1 happened
to run short of tin, or, as the vulgar
would say, spondulix. 1 have been
spending munny rather recklessly at the
automatic masheens on the pier. My
bill was presented te me this merning,
and I hadn't enuff dough to meet it. I
simply had to raise the wind somehow,
so I thought I'd disguise myself as n
nigger minstrel and sing coon songs on
the beach. I've been at the game all
day, aud have managed to raise sufi-
cient for my mneeds. I trust you will
keep this dark when you get back to St.
Sam’s, 1f the guvverners came to know
of this it is quite possible that I should

et the push, or, as common people fay,
the bullet. Can I rely on you, my dear
bhovs, to keep mum

Jack Jolly & Co. nodded withont
speaking. The Head's eggsplanation had
left them speechless,

THE END.
Tex Macxer LiBrary.—No, 911,
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{_Fﬂn;inﬂfd from page 13.)

somothing rose up within Fisher T.
Fish.

Skinner & Co: hesitated, It was &
case of nothing venture, nothing win;
and they felt that they would never be
asked to- Bunter Court-if they refused to
oblige the Owl of the Remove in the
small matter of cashing a posial-order in

advance, Yet they: hesitated.

“Tt's only a trifling sum,” said Bunter
airily. :

“ Half-a-crown!” asked Micky Des
mond. l :

“Quite a trifle—a pound,” said

Tiunter calmly. “If one of you follows
would like to lend me the quid and take
the postal-order when it comes——"
Rilly Bunter paused, like Brutus, for a

reply. ;
The reply was slow in poming, .
Bunter Court might be the genuine

goads. There ssemed no doubt about
that now. But Dunter's celebrated
postal-order was rather too well known.

“Not that it matters,"” said Bunter
carelessly. “I'll ask Trevor. Bo-long!”

Bunter turned away. ;

“Hold on, old c¢hap!” said Skinner,
taking a mental plunge, as it were,
* You needn't look farther than your old
pals if you're in want of a little loan,
Lunter.™

“Oh, certainly " said Stott.

Micky Desmond sauntered away after
Fisher T. Fish. Bunter Court was all
very well, but cash was cash; and to
Micky's shrewd Celtic mind o bird in
hand seemed of more value than any
number in the bush., DBut Skinner &
Co. decided-to take the chance. Bunter
conld scnmaIﬁ leave such nhlfjging
fellows out of his party for the holidays,
they considered,

It cost Skinner & Co. an effort, but
they “parted.” Billy Bunter rolled
away with ready money in his pocket
and a happy grin on  his fat face:
Skinner & Co. exchanged rather dubious
glances.

“ After all, it's worth it,"” zaid Skinner.

And Bidney James Snoop nodded,

That evening there was a tea-party in
B8kinner's study. Billy Bunter was the
guest of honour.

He did himself, remackably well.

Honeyed politenesa surrounded him.
Bunter and Bunter Court were the
topics of pgenial conversation, and
Skmaner & Co. were very careful not to

iell their guest what they thought of |

him,

Bunter was beaming with good-
hkumour, and he was very agreeable to
Skinner & Co. But on one point—an
important point—he was rather vague.
He did not ask his old pals to join him
nt DBunter Court for the holidays. It
seemned that he had to consult his people
before he asked any more guests to the
{ourt. And when Bunter rolled awav
from Study No. 11 he left Skinner &
Co. uneatisfied.

The fact was that Bunter was selecting
his guests with a view to making sure of
a supply of ready cash during the
holidays, and Skinner & (lo.'s resources
in that line were rather limited. More-
prver, they were not the kind of fellows
to reflect credit an their entertainer, like
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Harry Wharton & Co., for instance. It
was something to talke home the great
men of the Remove; it was nothing at
all to take Skinner & Co. 8o, if the wily

- Skinner had only known it, all his soft

sawder and his chunks of Rattery had
beenn a sheer waste, and he had
cashed Bunter's celebrated postal-order
for .

Fortunately, S8kinner did not know it.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Breaking-up at Greylriars !

o SAY, you fellows—"
“All serene, old fat man!
' We're ready,” said Bob Cherry
cheerfully,

“The readyfulness is terrific,”

Bunter looked at his watch,

“'The car will be here in halfan hour,”
he said.

ik Right_hu !:"!

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Bunter. Even at that late moment, n
spite of all the proof they had received,
some sort of a doubt zeemed to linger.
Tut Bunter was looking happy and
cheery and confident, and the last
doubt vanished.

Greyfriars School waes in a buzz of
excitement with breaking-up for the
holidaye. The Greyiriars fellows were
about to seatter to the four corners of
the kingdom. Lord Mauleverer was
already gone. Coker of the Fifth had
departed with Potter and Greene 1n a
big car. All sorts of wvehicles were
pathering to take the fellows to the
station. But Billy Bunter was not one
of the common ruck who were departing
by train. A tremendous Rolla-Royce car
was coming over from Bunter Court to
take away Billy Bunter and his friends,
and even in Lhe excitement of breaking-
up for the holidays the Remove fellows
waore rather keen to see that car.

Bunter was beaming.

For the first time in history he was
leaving Greyfriarda in atyle—in tremen-
dous style.

For the first time in history, instead
of fishing for invitations among the
Remove and the Fourth, Bunter was
receiving hints, and leftily disregarding
them, from fellows who wanted to come
to Bunter Court.

For the first time in history, William
CGeorge Bunter was able to swank to his
fat heart's content, and nobody said him
nay,

Naturally, the fat junior was greatly
elated,

On this great occasion he was not a
fisher for invitations; he was the fishee,
50 to speak,

Skinner & Co, fairly haunted him that
MOTNIng.

They had not, after all, been asked to
Bunter Ceurt. The previous day
Skinner had come out quite plainly on
the subject, feeling extremely sore about
the wvarious little loans and teas in the
study that Bunter had had from him
during the past week. DBupter, on his
side, had come out plainly, also.
Bkinner & Co. were not on good terms
with Harry Wharton & Co,, and Bunter
could scarcely ask, in the same party,
fellows who were at lﬂgﬁ'ﬂrhﬂﬂd! with
one another, Otherwise, he would have
been delighted. And Bunter rolled
away, lepying Skinner in a state of fury.

But on this special morning Bkinner
was all smiles. He was nurn'mg to
take Bunter h:{l his fat neck and bang
his head on the old oak door of the
House, With that vyearning in his
breast, it was & little difficult to smile
on Bunter, and greet him with honeyed
cordiality, and generally treat him like

g little tin god. But Bkinner managed
it somehow, and he managed it 1n vain,
'‘Uhere was nothing doing,

Bunter had the unusual, and ex-
tremely elating, experience, of dodging
foellows who wanted to plant themselves
on him, just as Lord Mauleverer had
been wont to dodge Bunter!

The Famous Five, having made up
their minds to it, were ready for the
car. Bunter found them outside the
House, and eyed them rather critically
through his big spectacles,

“1 say, you fellows, vou don't mind
my mentioning it,” he said, “but we
rather keep up appearances at Buonter
Court, you know.”

“Eht' :

“That necktie, Cherry—"

13 Whﬂ,t'?”

“I suppose it i3 a necktie,” said

Bunter, blinking at it through his big
spectacles.

“What did you think it was?" asked
Bob Cherry, in a sulphurous voice,

Bunter grinned.

““Blessed if I know!"” he said, “Looks
az if you'd been trying to hang your-
self, -:-P;i chap. He, ﬂm he |

“Look here, Bunter——"

“Sorry I can't stop. I've pot to say
good-bye to a lot of fellows. I'll give
you some more of my time later, of
course.”

Bunter rolled nway, leaving Robert
Cherry with an extraordinary expres-
sion on lhis face,

“Nice chap!” murmured Nugent,

“The nicefulness is really terrific,”

Having impressed upon the Famous
Five that they were, in his estimation,
rather small beer, Billy Bunter rolled
eheerfully away, and rolled f[airly into
Ejsher T. Fish, who was locking for

um.

“Hyer, Bunter, old man—'

" Borry, Fishy; can't stop.”

“:l EHE‘EE iy

“See you next term, old chap.”

Bunter rolled on, and found himself
captured by Micky Desmeond, Micky

i ]

was beaming with his most cordial
beam,
“SBure, I've been looking for you,

+ Bunter " he exclaimed,

“Lotas of fellows have!”
Bunter, in great enjoyment.

“It's a real nut ye're looking to-day,”
aaid Micky, regarding DBunter with
great admiration.

Bunter smirked.

"“When's the car coming, old chap "

“Half an hour,” said Bunter. *“You
can stand round and see me off, if you
liko, old fellow.”

Micky Desmond eyed him,

““Haven't yo room for another pal in
the car?’ he asked persuasively.

“Full up, old man—packed, in fact,”
said Bunter airily: and he walked on,
leaving DMicky gazing after him with
L Very expressive gare,

Vernon-3mith came ont of the House
with Tom Redwing. Bunter rolled up
te the Bounder at once. SBmithy was
in & position very different from that of
Bkinner & Co. The son and heir of
Bamuel Vernon-8mith, millionaire, waa
a fellow whom DBunter delighted to
honour,

“Hzallo, Bmithy, old bean!"
Bunter affectaonately, .

'I'he Bounder stared at him coolly.

“Fallo, Fatty! Roll away!”

“Bure you won't thange %our mind,
Smithy, end come to Bunter Court [or
the vac!" asked the Owl of the Remove.
“I'fl have vou, with pleasure.”

" Sorry ! You must t somebod
softer than little me to cash your postal-
orders, old fat bean,”

“ You cheeky ass!” roared Bunter,

“Buzz " said the Bounder terssly.

grinned

aaid







































