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SHUNTING BUNTER

. An Amusing Complete Story,
dealing with the Adventures of
the Chums of Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FIRBT CHAPTER.
The Hanger-On.

“I'm coming with you chaps!’”

Billy Bunter, of the Remove Form at Grey-
friare, made that announcement in the most
deeided tone,

_And five voiccs—tho voices of the Famous
Five of tho Remove—replicd with  wonderful
unanimity :

** Rata!”

And Hurrco Jamect Ram Singh added, with
(~n|§ihasm, that the ratfulness was terrific,

Harry Wharton & Co. wero crossing the Closo
towards the echool gates. It was & hali-holiday
at Greyfriars, and the Co. wero bound upon an
excursion. They had on their best bibs and
tuckers, as Bob Cherry cxpressed it, and they
were looking very cheerful.  And when the Owl
of the Remove rolled in their path, with the
announcenzent that he was coming, their replics
were more forcible than elegant or polite. They
had no intention of having their excursion to
Mudley-on-Sea spoiled by that addition to their
arty. Billy Bunter had a way of taking tho
inn’s ehiarc of everything, and making himself a
general nuisance, which did not cause his sociely
to be sought ofter.

Bunter blinked at the
epectacles, and planted
path.

* I eay, you fcllows, I'm ecoming, you know.
A run down to the scasido will do me good.”

* Go hon!” eaid Bob Cherry. - ** Strange as it
may scem, Bunty, we haven't arranged this
little outing for the epecial purpose of doing you
good. Not at &ll, in fact.”

* And I'll carry the lunch-basket, if you like.”

*“ Thero would be procions little left in it at
Mudley-on-Sea if you did,” grinned Nugent.

*! Besides, 1 know that Marjorie and Clara aro
going with you, and they’d like me to be there,””
urged Bunter. “1It's mot fair to spoil their
pleasure.  Now, I put it to you.”

« We're not going to,” eaid Johnny Bull.
** We're going to make sure of not spoiling their
pleasure by lcaving you here.”

* Oh, really, Buﬁl I suppo=e,” szid DBunter,
with great dignity, * that what you are really
thinking of is the money. I call that mean. 1
bappen to bo ehort of moncy at the present
moment, owing to a disappomntment sbout a
postal-order. But you fellows can cluls together
to pay my farc, or one of you can lend me the
nioncy—I don't mind & bit. I always was an
sccommodating chap.”

- You fat bounder!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton in disgust. ‘*You want to plant
yoursclf on us, and worry us to death, and you
can’t even pay your own fare! ’Scat!”

‘I bope you're mnot going to be mean,
Wharton! 1 ehall settle in full when—when my
postal-order comes—— Yarooh! Wharrer you
doing, Chorry, you beast?”

The question was quite superfluous. Bunter

knew what Bob Cherry wos doing. Bob was
sitting him down violently on the ground. The
chums of the Remove walked on, and left Bunter
sitting there.
* * The fat bounder!” growled Harry Wharton
as they marched out of the gates. *“Wo
vouldn’t possibly inflict him on Marjorie and
Clara for the afternoon. They can't stand him.
My only hat, here he is agamt’”

The fat junior came bolting out of the echool
gutes, and ho overtook the Famoue Five, pant-
ing for breath

“Tt—it’
nind a ktt
the same,”
“Tear off I roared Nugent,

“He, ho, ho!"

Nl\l\ﬂ;l’lt stared at him.

* What sre you cackling at, porpoise?”

“He, he, he! T know you're omy joking,”
maid Bunter. - “1lc, he, he! I can tako a
joke.”

And, keeping at a safo distance from Bob
Cherry, who was doubling his fist, Bunter
tramped on with tho party towards Courtficld.

The juniors looked exasperated. At Court-
fold Junction they wero to meet Marjorie and
Clara, their girl chums from ClLiff Houso School.
If Bunter arrived there with them it would be
cxceedingly difficult to get rid of him, as they
could bardly handle him as he deserved in the
pre~cnee of the feminine clement.  Bunter knew
that very well, too. Once he was at Courtfield
Junction he would be =afe.

“ Walk -eharp!” eaid Harry Wharton.

‘The jumiors grinned, and etepped out at their
best pace. Billy Bunter's little fat legs went
“like clockwork in tho effort to keep up with
them. But Bunter was not famous as &
pedestrian. He was soon pufling and blowing.

“1 eay, you fellows, wait for me!’ ne
gaeped. *“Look here, if yon hurry like that I
won't come with you at alll”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ Look here, you rotters, I ean't keep up at
that rate. Da you hear? Stop for me, I tell
you! Yah! Deastsl™ :

i'l\}niora through his big
imself frmily in thewr

.rinhf," he gasped,  “T—T don’t
joke, you fellowa.  I'm coming, all

e
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settle for it But for
the presence of the
girls they would have
taken  Jiilly  Bunter
by hix fat neck and
run him out of the

{

station.  As it was
they had to consume

thetr wrath,

“They'ro  pulting
tho engine on the
train.” said Dunter,
“ Better  buck  up.
If I have to get in
without a ticket,
you'll have to pay on
tho way; =o it comes
to the same thing. I
don't mind going
sccond, i you insist
on it. I'd rather go
first, but—""

Bob Cherry burst
into s sudden
chuckle.

“That's_all right,
Runter,” ho said.
“We'rn going
second, but you can
go first. Never mind
about getting  the
ticket now—no time,
Come on, you fel-
lows.’

Bob Cherry’s com-
rades stared at him.

To have Bun ?c r

pianted  uwpon them

was bad enough, but

“'What do you mean by saying thia station Ia Courtfield 7" yelled for Bob to take it in

Bifly Bunter. ¢ 1—I got Into the train at Courtfield over an hour this good-bummxmi

ago! Ars you drunk ? How can this be Courtfleld 27 Haw, wny was oxtra-
haw, haw | /' roared the porter. ‘ The train whasn’t going anywhere ordilmry.

when you got In it. It's only been shunted ' (sre Chapter L) ook here” ex-

claimed Wharton,

Billy Bunter's voice died nway behind as the
juniors strode on. A bend of the road hid them
from his sight. The last they saw of him as
they looked round was a fat Gzure in the middle
of the road shaking a fal fist furiously.

They grinned as they walked on towards
Courtﬁolcf. <

“ Shaken off, by Jove!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Ten minutes later the juniors arrived at
Courtfield. Harry Wharton looked at his watch
as they reached the station.

“ Train’s in,” remarked Nugent.

“No; that's the train from Chilford; it
finishes here. They ehunt it on to the eiding
before our train comes in,” eaid Harry.
“Therc's lots of time. May as well go on the
platform.”

Wharton took the tickets, and they entered
the stotion. A fow minutes later Marjorie and
Clara came in, looking very bright and charm.
ing in their whito dresscs and pretty hats. The
train was etill motionices on the line, and as it

ad to bc shunted away beforo the juniors’
train came in, there was plenty of time. Bobh
Cherry proposed ginger-pop for a start, and
they adjourned to the buffet. As they did eo
a fat figure came pufling on the platform.

Bob Cherry gave a snort. .

“ Bunter, by George!”

The juniors glarcd at Bunter. The fat
Removite did not scem to notica it. He lifted
his cap to the two girls, and blinked at them
through his big glasses.

“How do you do, Marjoric? Jolly glad to
sce you, Claral Lucky I got here in time,
wasn't it? Those fellows walked eo quick I was
left behind; but I got a lift on a farmer’s cart
coming this way. Lucky, waen't it?"”

Bunter scemed to be the only person present
who regarded it ne lucky. But Billy Bumter
was quite impervious to  stony silence. f
Bunter had been thin-skinned he would have
missed many a treat he now enjnyed.

‘“By the way, I haven't taken my ticket,
Wharton,” he said affably. *‘1 suppose you
don’t mind tuking it for me, and I'll scttle with
you later at Greyfriars. I left my purse in the
etudy in the hurry of starting. You fcllowa
waore 0 impatient,’

“ Go and eat coke ! mnrmured Wharton.

* There isn't much time,” pursued Bunter
oalmly. * The train® in, you scc.”

* Look here——"

“1 know Mudley-on-Sca jolly well, Marjorie,”
e1id Bunter. ‘‘I'li show you round the place
when we get there. Don't tread on my foot,
Bob Cherry.”

“Ahem!”

“ What are you making those facce for, Bull?”

Johnny Bull turned red.

“Get a first-class ticket for me, Wharton,”
eaid Bunter. ‘ The srcond-class carriages are
alwavs crowded on this line, and I hate a crowd.
Weo may get a carriage to oursclves if we go
first, you know.”

“We'rs going sccond,” growled Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton! It's rotten to spoil a
holiday to save a few bob. 1f I hadn't left my
pures behind I'd etand the extra fares all round.
I'll tell you what, change the tickets for first-
class, and T'll hand you over the difference
when we get back.  I'm expecting a postal-order
to-day.”

Wharton murmured eomething  inaudibly.
That was exactly like Bunter,  The juniors
could not afford to go first-ciass, but Billy

Bunter always regarded himself as entitled to
the best of everything. He was already con-
suming cake and ginger-heer at the buffet, and
the other fellows knew that he did not intend.to

“ {he fat bounder can go second, I suppasc*”'
“No fear! He's going first,” said Dob.
“io will have a carriage all to himself, you
ece, and ho can take a nap if he likes. He
always goes to eleep on a journey, and we don’t
want him enoring in our errringe. Besides, the
eccond are always crowded, and Bunfer takes Up
too much room. Leave it to me. Come onl
Bob Cherry cloced ome cye significantly.
Bunter was too husy bolting tarts ta observe it.
but the other fellows understood. Some scheme
was working in Bob Cherry's active brain,
though his chums could not guess wl'mt it was.
71 say, you fellows. you can setile for what
I've had,”” said Bunter. “T'll hand it over
when 1 get my postal order.” 9
rry Wharton frowned and settled Dunter’s

bill. 1t made a hole in_the funds that were
intended to pay for litile indnlzences at
Mu on-Sra. Dut there was na help for it

Tha party left the buffet, and Bob Rl_'nspod
Bunter's arm and ran him along the stationary
ain. -
“Rut that train does not—" Marjorie
began. . 5

“Iy's all right,” said Bob quickly. * Here's
a frstclass carringe. Bunter.”

“But,” said Miss Clara in amazement, that
train—"
“ Yes,
Bunter?” L
Tho chums understood ut last. Marjorie and
Clara turned their heads away %o hide their
smiles. The Co. looked as solemn as owls, but
with a great effort. DBunter rolled inlo the

first-claas carriage. N i

“This is jolly comfy,” he said. *‘Borry I
sha’n’t be with you on the journey, Marjoric.
but I'Jl join you the moment wa get to Mudley.
1 think I shall take a snooze—I'm rather fagged
with hurrying here. Is there timo to get a few
more tarta? I may get hungry on the journer.”

“No time,” said Bob. * Hurry slong, you
fellows. You all right, Bunter?”

“ Yes. See you later.”

Bob Cherry “slammed the door of the first-
class carringc, and the party burried along the
trein.  Bunter blinked from tho wiffidow and
watehed Bob Cherty shepherding them mto a
socond-olass carriage.  Then ho sank down upon
tho comfortablo cushioned sent and sighed with
content,

“ They joll{v well can’t leave me out,” he
murmured. ** Pl have a cowfy nap, and bo as
fresh as a daisy at Mudley. Those silly as<e«
think tho girls like them=I know jolfy well
whom it is they like. hids

yes, that's all right. This suit you,

Yaw-aw-aw !

And Bunter’s eyes closed,

THE BECOND CHAPTER,
A Bhock fcr Billy.

Five minutes later Bob Cherry _looked
cautiously out of tho window of tho second-
class carriage, Then the party alizhted end
procacded to take cover in tho buffet again,
taking carc not to get near Bunter's carringe.
In the buffet they smiled over their minger-
beer. DBunter was comfortahly ensconced in the
train that was to be shunted to a siding before
tho Mudley train came round. As he had not
the slightest suspicion of the fact, he was not
likely to mako the discovery until it was too
late.

Rilly Bunter oprned his eyes as the train
began to move. Ile blinked ont on the plat-
form and then slid to a eomfortable full-length
on the seat. He pillowed his head upon his
arm and settled down to repose. The train
rattled and bumped. but it did not distarb
William George DBunter. IIe had a sleepy
impression that it was going at top speed, and
that impression soon faded in deep elumber,
Five minutes more and another train glided in,
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and Iarry Wharton & Co. chrerfully took theiy
places in 8 sncond-claes carrinze, and started off
m meery apints for Mudiev.on-Sea,

Billy Bunter slept the sheep of the aver-fol,
e had plessant dreams of unlunited ferds
tho
the

at Muodley-on-$ea, at the ecxpense of
unfortunate Co.; of appropriating sll
attention of Marjorin and Clara, and rak
the jumiors green with envy and jealousy.
smiles overspread his fare 1 his alumber.

Ho was awakened at last by the bumping of
tho train.

Heo raised his head and blinked around him,
and adjusted his spectacles on his fat Little nose,
e still had the carringe to himself.  11e sat up
with a heavy yawn,  The bumping had stopped,
and the tram was at a standsull,

“ [allo, we've arrived!” murmured Bunter.
“Why haven't those beacts called ma? Just
fike them to Ieave me here; they know [ alwars
go to skoep in a tram. I dare say they think

they'll clear off beforo I wako up. 1l iolly
woll rhow 'em!' i
Ha blinked out of the wxi jow on to the

platform. There was something fumihar aboat
the place, but it did not lonk like Mudley,

“ Only & stop,” granted Bunter. ** We can't.
be at Mudlry yet, after all. I thought it was
& through train, but I suppose it ain't. Ul

soon see.’” E .
He pulled down the window and haifed o

rter.

“ allo! Ts this the terminus?”’ i

Tho man stared at him. Ile scemed rurprised
to sec Bunter in the train.

““Do you hear?” bawled T 'nler.
Mudley-on-Sea 7" .

““Mudley !"” ejaculated the porter in astoni-h-

ment.

“Yeor, Mudley-on-Sea!”

“ My "at! No, sicl”

“ Haven't we arrived vet?” .

“QOh, crumbs! This 'ere train ain't going
to Mudley, sir.”’

“What! Blessed if those sille chumps
haven’t got into the wrong train! Where dors
this train go, portert”

“ Chiliord '

“Chilford! Great Seott!
{or Mudley at Chilford 2"

“Yes—if you want to,””

“Is this

Can we change

srid e puzaded

porter.  * But it’s quicker to take a train from
‘ere.”

*“Oh, good! What is this station?”

“ This station?” gasped tho  astoniched
porter.

““Yes, what is the name of the etation?”

demanded Bunter, wondering whether the man
was drunk.

“ Courtfield, sir.”’

‘“ WHAT !

¢ Courtficld Junction "

Bunter gazed at him open-mouthed.

*“ Wha-a-at are you talking about?’ he

arped. “ I—T got into this train at Comrt

eld over an hour ago. What do you meas
*“Haw, haw, haw!”
“ What do you mean by saying thiz station

Courtfield?” yelled Bunter. ¢ Are you
drunk? How can it be Courtfield?”’

“ It’s Courtficld Junction, sir. That train
hasn't started.” “gurgled the porter, ** Twasn't
going anywhere when you got into it. It's ouly
been shunted.””

 Shunted!” ehrieked Bunter.

“Yes, and now it's been shunted back from
the siding. And ’ow you can have sat there a
whole hower, sir, without seeing that the (cain
wasn’t going, beats me."

I-I—oh, those

“I—I1—I've been asleep!
beasts! They put me into the wrong train!

And—and they’ve taken the right tram them-
sclves, of course!” grosned Bunter. *‘ Oh, the
rotters! T

The beaste! I—I say, porter, yvou're
Courtfield 1"
, haw !

"

w, haw ™

r rolled out of the train in a ctain
of furions wwiignation. There was the name of
the station on a sign. _Thero was no.doulit that
it was Courtfield. The porter waz almost
doubled up with merriment. Bunter glared at
him and rolled disconsolately away, It wne only
too painfully clear to him now why Baly Cherry
had put him into & first-class” carringo o
obligingly. Tha train lad been shunted—and
Billy Bunter had been shunted, too! And
Bunter's feclings, as.he rolied home along the
dusty road to Greyfriars, were almost
homicidal.

. A cheery party returned to Greyfriars just
in_time for locking-up that evening.  They
grinned genially at Bunter an they came in.

“ITad a good time, Bunter?” a-ked Bob
Cherry affably.

* Enjoyed your journey. Bunter 2"

“Was the enjoylulness terrific, wmy estevmed
Bunter?"

““We missed you at Mudley, Bunter. Where
were you 7"’

But Billy Bunter did pot reply to thosn
affable questions. Ile only glared. i
feclings were too deep for words.

THE END.

(Another Splendid School Tale of Harry W¥arton
& Co. Next Satarday. Order CHUCKLES eorly.)
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