    [image: image1.png]CUT-OUT PHOTOS COMING LATER!

a

EVERY
MONDAY.

Alhe

SEE
BELOW.

2

AN APOLOGY!

Your Editor regrets that, owing to unforescen mechanical
difficulties having arisen, the FREE CUT-OUT

ioulti i )
ACTION YH()T‘OS OF FAMOUS CRICKETERS
will NOT be presented with the MAGNET this week,
but will be postponed until MONDAY, AUGUST 10th,
paper dated AUGUST 15th, when 4 SUPERB CUT-
OUT STAND-UP PHOTOS will be given away FREE.

7 Tyt

THE BUNTERS ENJOY THE AIR AT BUNTER COURT
story of Greyfriars inside.)

— IN IMAGINATION !

(See the grand complete




THE FOUNDATION STONE!  Bunter Court exists only in the imagination of Billy Bunter. His schoolfellows are tired of hearing about the host of footmen, the Rolls-Royce cars, the horses, the gorgeous picture gallery, the gardens, lake, etc. But Bunter is determined to convince his doubting Form-fellows that Bunter Court does exist!  From “fancy” comes the first stone of the “ancestral” home, the beginning of a great “reality! ” 
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                              THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                      Bunter Court—and Bunter Caught 

“BUNTER Court—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  “I tell you, Bunter Court—”
   Billy Bunter was interrupted by a fresh roar of laughter. 
  The juniors in the Rag at Greyfriars School seemed to be in a hilarious mood.
  Only Billy Bunter was serious. 
  The Owl of the Remove blinked wrathfullv at his hilarious Form-fellows through his big spectacles.
   “If you fellows don’t believe me—” he hooted. 
  “Believe you !” ejaculated Bob Cherry, “Oh my hat!” 
  “The believefulness is not terrific, my esteemed Bunter.” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I tell you—” 
  “Can it, old man.” said Johnny Bull. “You’ve done your funny turn. Now can it!” 
  “You cheeky ass! I tell you—” 
  “Run away and play !” advised Frank Nugent. 
  “Is this what you call a civil way of receiving an invitation for the holiday ?“ hooted Bunter indignantly.
   “Ha, ha ha !”
   Harry Wharton & Co. chortled again. Perhaps it was not exactly civil or 
grateful to receive a kind invitation to Bunter Court for the summer holidays with an outburst of merriment. But, really, the Remove fellows could not help it. Much was heard in the Greyfriars Remove of Bunter Court, the magnificent and palatial home of the Bunter tribe. But no one at Greyfriars had ever seen that gorgeous establishment, or knew its precise locality—not even William George Bunter himself, in the opinion of 
the Remove. 
  Often and often had Billy Bunter described the spacious mansion, the huge garage, the army of expensive cars, the troops of livened servants, the stately butler, the vast park, the great lake in the grounds, the acres and acres of woodland and meadow. It was an oft-told tale; but never, never had it found any believers. 
  In the opinion of the Remove fellows, Billy Bunter resembled the poet 
described by Shakespeare, whose fervid imagination gave to airy nothing a local habitation and a name. 
  Harry Wharlon & Co. were discussing the summer holidays, break-up at 
Greyfriars being near at hand. Where the Famous Five were going was not 
yet settled, only that they were all going be together. But really, they couldn’t very well arrange to go home with Bunter, to Bunter Court. It really was not practicable to set out for such an unsubstantial destination. 
  Bunter glowed with indignation. 
  Bunter was blessed with a powerful imagination; and sometimes it seemed 
that ho really did believe in his own amazing yarns—while he was telling 
them, at least, which seemed to indicate that his credulity was equal to his 
imagination. 
  At all events, whether or not he believed in his weird tales himself, he 
expected other fellows to believe in them, and was greatly annoyed at his word being doubted. 
  Bunter Court might have been a magnificent establishment just round the 
corner, from the way Bunter spoke of  it, instead of a figment of Bunter’s fertile fancy. 
  “I say, you fellows, you might be civil, at least !“ said Bunter, indignantly. “If you asked me to Wharton Lodge, Harry, old chap, I should be civil.” 
  “I dare say you would.” grinned the captain of the Remove. “I’d ask you, old fat man, only I’m afraid the answer would be in the armative.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “I’ll come, old man !”
  “You jolly well won’t !”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Roll away, old barrel.” said Bob Cherry. “We’re discussing important business, you know, and you’re interrupting us.” 
  “The fact is I’m sticking to my old pals this vac.” said Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five. “For that reason I’ve turned down that chap, D’Arcy, of St. Jim’s, who’s written me a most pressing letter.” 
  “I don’t think !” grunted Johnny Bull 
  “I’ve got the letter in my pocket now, and I’ll show it to you if you can’t take my word, Bull.” 
  Johnny Bull held out his hand. 
  “Show up !” he said. 
  “I jolly well will !” said Bunter. 
  And the fat junior groped in his pockets. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him, Bunter was searching his pockets with great assiduity, and for a moment the chums of the Remove really fancied that there might be a letter from D’Arcy, of St. Jim’s, in existence there. But the fat junior’s plump hands came out empty. 
  “I remember, now, I left it in my study.” he explained. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You fat bounder! Blessed if you really didn’t almost take me in for a minute,” growled Bob, 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Now, about the hols,” went on Harry Wharton, resuming the discussion that Bunter had interrupted. 
  “That’s what I’m speaking about—the hols,” said Bunter, interrupting again. “I’ve turned down De Courcy, of Highcliffe, too, for the sake of you fellows. The old Caterpillar fairly begged me to come home with him this vac, but I said it couldn’t be done. I explained that I was taking a party home to Bunter Court, you see.” 
  “Bow-wow!” 
  “Do come, you chaps.” urged Bunter. “I really want you to come. We’ll do you down all right—huntin’ and shootin’ and fishin’, three or four cars to choose from, bathing in the lake, boating—all sorts of things. I’ve been home with you fellows, and I want you to come home with me this time. Is it a go?” 
  “You silly owl !” said Harry Wharton. “Suppose we said yes ?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Eh ?” ejaculated Bunter. 
  “It’s a long, long way to Tipperary,” said Bob, “but it’s a longer, longer way to Bunter Court.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “But I mean it !” howled Bunter. “The fact is, I want the company of you follows, you know—being such pals.  I’ll come home with you, or you can come home with me. You say fairer than that. Will you agree to come to Bunter Court? I’ll ask the pater to send the big Rolls-Royce to take the lot of us.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  “Is it a go ?” asked Bunter. 
  “Can it !” said Nugent. 
  “Oh, really, Franky—” 
  Bob Cherry closed one eye at his comrades, unseen by the short-sighted Owl of the Remove. 
  “Let’s !” he said, 
  Harry Wharton smiled. 
  “Good !” he said. “On second thoughts, let’s !“ 
  “The letfulness is terrific,” grinned liurrec Singh. “My esteemed Bunter, I have terrific pleasure in accepting your hind invitation.” 
  “I’m on !” said Johnny Bull, taking up the joke. “I’ll come! Count me in, Bunter !” 
  “Me, too !” said Nugent heartily. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous Five. 
  Having urged those cheery youths to come home with him for the holidays, his fat face ought to have expressed great satisfaction at this general acceptance of his invitation. 
  But he did not seem wholly at ease somehow. 
  “It’s settled,” said Bob. “We’re coming! The car will be herr for us the day the school breaks up, Bunter, what?” 
  Oh—yes.” 
  “Leave it at that, theji.” 
  Bunter coughed. 
  “I’m jolly glad !” he said. “Very glad indeed! There’s just one thing—” 
  “Oh! There’s just one thing, is there?” grinned Bob. “What’s that?” 
  “The pater—you know my pater’s in the City—the pater’s engaged in a biginternational financial operation.” Said Bunter, “It’s barely possible that he may be called away from Bunter Court—may have to go to the Continent to see some other big men in finance. In that case, we should have to modify the arrangement a little.” 
  “Oh, should we 2” grinned Bob. 
  “Yes, it’s not likely to happen, but it might---and in that case, of course, we’d put it off till next vac, and I’d come home with one of you fellows instead. That would be practically the same thing, wouldn’t it ?” 
  “Not quite !” chuckled Bob. “Only practically, and practically is a chicken that won’t fight.  We’re coming to Bunter Court.” 
  “Hear, hear !” 
  “If your pkter’s away we shall miss him, of course, but we’ll try to bear it. We shall try to console ourselves with the stately butler—” 
  “And the livened footmen,” said Nugent. 
  “And the three Rolls-Royce cars—or is it four?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “And the magnificent picture gallery.” remarked Harry Wharton. 
  “And boating on the lake and hunting in the woods.” said Bob. 
  “The huntfulness and the fishfulness and the shootfulness will console us for the regretted absence of Mr. Bunter.” said Hurree Singh gravely. 
  “Oh ! Ah! Yes !” gasped Bunter. 
  “It’s a go, old fellow !” 
  “Quite settled !” 
  “Quite !” 
  Bunter drew a deep breath. 
  He was diimayed, and it was quite easy for the entertained juniors to read the dismay in his fat face. But the Owl of the Remove pulled himself together. After all, it was some days yet to the vacation, and in a few days much might happen. Bunter Court might even be burned to the ground in time to save the fat Owl from owning up to the swank !
  “Right-ho, you fellows !” he said briskly. “It’s settled, then! You’re coming to Bunter Court! I’ll send the pater a telegram at once to tell him.” 
  “Oh, do!”
  “Lend me a bob—” 
  “Eh?
  “I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order. ” explained Bunter. “I happen to be short of a bob for the telegram. But I really must let the pater know you’re coming. He will want to make a few preparations for really distinguished guests.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  Bunter held out a fat hand. 
  Bob Cherry shook his head. 
  “Better telephone !” he said gravely. “You can explain so much more on the phone than in a telegram. I suppose Bunter Court is on the phone, isn’t it? Most magnificent country mansions are.” 
  “Er—oh, yes.” 
  “Quelchy is out. You can get into his study and use his phone.” said Bob. “Cut off and get it done, Bunty !” 
  “But—” 
  “Buck up! Now’s your chance, while Mr Quelch is out !” 
  “But—” 
  “Get a move on, Bunter, old man! You’re wasting time !” 
  Billy Bunter gave the Co. a blink—an expressive blink. 
  “Oh, all right! I—I’ll phone !” he gasped. 
  And Bunter rolled out of the Rag. He rolled away—but he did not roll in the direction of Mr. Quelch’s study. 
  He really had no use for Mr. Quelch’s telephone. 
  Bob Cherry chuckled when the Owl of the Remove was gone. 
  “And now we can settle about the holidays !” he remarked. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  And the chums of the Remove resumed the discussion of that important natter, just as if they didn’t, after all, believe in the existence of Bunter Court! 


                                  THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                       A Friend In Need ! 

“OH dear!” Lord Mauleverer groaned. 
  It was a deep and dismal groan, and indicated that Lord Mauleverer, the laziest fellow at Greyfriars, did not find life worth living. 
  His lazy lordship was sitting in an extremely comfortable armchair in his study, No. 12 in the Remove passage. He really did not look as if life had used him harshly. A fellow who was an earl and a millionaire, who never could remember the number of acres and buildings that he owned, who had good health and a good temper and good friends, might have been expected to feel that life had used him rather well, in fact. 
  But there is always a fly in the ointment, as in the case of the princess who was distressed by a single crumpled rose-leaf in the couch of luxury. 
  Even an earl and a millionaire, being a schoolboy, had to turn up for class— and, with a Form master like Mr. Quelch, had to do some work. And Lord Mauleverer hated exertion in any shape or form. 
  But on this especial afternoon even that drawback to existence did not apply, for it was a half-holiday. There was nothing for Mauly to do till evening prep—and he was not accustomed to meeting troubles half-way, so he was not thinking about prep. 
  Nevertheless, there was trouble, as his deep and dismal groan testified. Life, according to Lord Mauleverer, was one dashed thing after another dashed thing. And the “dashed” thing that had cropped up on this sunny afternoon was the grim necessity of taking a trip in a motor-car. 
  There were plenty of fellows in the Greyfriars Remove who would have welcomed a motor trip as a pleasant way of spending a half-holiday. But Lord Mauleverer suffered from the surfeit of wealth. To him a motor-trip was not a happy relaxation; it was an exertion. To his mind, a motor-car was simply a means of locomotion. If you had to go from one place to another a motor-car was the best way of doing it, as it implied the smallest exertion. Still, it implied some exertion, and was therefore a thing to be avoided if 
possible. 
  Lord Mauleverer had a letter in his hand, He was trying to concentrate his noble mind on it, but his noble mind refused to concentrate. 
  “Oh dear !” repeated his lordship 
  “Oh dear! It’s really too bad! It’s got to be done—no doubt about that ! 
But—oh dear !” 
  Another moan. 
  “I say, Manly !” 
  “Oh dear !” repeated Mauly, still more fervently, as a fat face and a pair of big spectacles glimmered in at the doorway of Study No. 12. 
  The sight of William George Bunter seemed to have a dispiriting effect en him. 
  Bunter did not seem to notice it—or perhaps he did not mind. He rolled cheerily into the study. 
  “Anything the matter, old man?” he asked. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Detention?” asked Bunter sympathetically. 
  “No, worse luck.” 
  “Eh!”
  “You see, if a fellow were detained a fellow couldn’t be expected to motor 
over to Combermere, could he ?” asked Mauly. 
  “I suppose not,” said Bunter, blinking at him “Are you motoring Over to Combermere this afternoon ?“ 
  “Yaas.” 
  “I’ll come with you.” 
  “That wouldn’t make it any better, old bean. It would make it worse, by gad !”
  “Oh, really Mauly!” 
  Lord Mauleverer glanced at his letter again and sighed deeply. Bunter blinked at it, and recognised the hand of Sir Reginald Brooke, Mauly’s guardian. 
  “Old gent raggin’ you in that letter ?” he asked. 
  “No.” 
  “Are you grousing just because you’re motoring over to Combermere, you ass?’ 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Why not get another fellow to go, then? Lots of fellows would go, if you’d stand the car.” 
  “I’ve thought of that,” said Lord Mauleverer sadly. “I asked Wharton, but he’s playing cricket or something. There’s a match or somethin’ on, with the Fourth, or somethin’ or other.” 
  Bunter grinned. 
  “The other dufters arc playing, too,” said Lord Mauleverer. “Cricket’s catching, like measles, I believe. I asked Bob Cherry, and he told me he was playin’—and then Bull—and Nugent—and Peter Todd—and Smithy 
—all playing cricket ! I thought of Hurree Singh, an’ wondered whether the agent Johnny would understand his English if he went—and when I made up any mind to chance it, and asked him, found he was playin’ cricket, too. Like measles, isn’t it? 
  “The agent Johnny?  ” repeated Bunter. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “You’ve got to see an agent at Combermere?” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “What sort of an agent?” asked Bunter curiously. 
  “House agent.” 
  “Great Scott! What on earth are you seeing house agents for?” exclaimed Bunter in amazement. 
  “Nothin’.” 
  “Eh ?“ 
  Lord Mauleverer tapped the letter. 
  “Nunky wants me to.” he explained. “Can’t refuse nunky. Oh, dear! Combermere is fifteen miles if it’s an inch. I wouldn’t mind the run so much, you know—a fellow can doze in a car, and I’ve particularly specified that they’re to send a decent car. But trottin’ over a furnished house—talkin’ to the agent —oh dear !“ Lord Mauleverer sighed deeply. “And the agent’s name is Pilkins! Of course, a fellow can’t help his name, but it does rathor offend a fellow’s musical ear, doesn’t it? Like Bunter.” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean—” 
  “What are yon going to look over a furnished house for, you ass ?” demanded the Owl of the Remove. “Your people are not taking a furnished house for the holidays, are they ?” 
  “Nunno! But a friend of nunky’s is thinkin’ of takin’ Combermere Lodge for the summer—it’s let furnished, you know. The Combermere people are abroad, and they’ve left the house with Pilkins, to be let, furnished, servants and all—all standin’. Nunky’s friend has got in touch with Pilkins by the post, and it occurred to nunky that, bein’ quite near Combermere—he calls fifteen miles quite near !—I might run across in a car on a half-holiday and look at the place, See?” 
  “I see “ assented Bunter. 
   “Of course, Sir Reginald thinks it a nobby idea.” said Lord Mauleverer plaintively. “If I say the place is all right his old pal will come and look at it; if it isn’t all right, it will save him a journey down from London. And he knows I’m an obligin’ chap. Oh dear !” 
  Bunter grinned. 
  “It’s a good idea.” he said. “But any fellow could do it for you, I suppose. It’s only to see that the place comes up to the description, and isn’t a catch.” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Well, I’ll do it.” said Bunter. 
  “Eh ?” 
  “I’d do more then that for a pal.” said Banter encouragingly. “Leave it to me, Manly Tell me where to pick up the car, and I’ll go.” 
  Lord Mauleverer eyed him dubiously. It was a hot afternoon—quite hot. Mauleverers natural taste led him to a saunter by the river, and a rest—a long rest—in the shade under the trees. He did not want a rush along a dusty road in a rapid car, a talk with a bustling agent, an inspection of a furnished house. It did not even enter his mind to neglect his uncle’s request, because Lord Mauleverer never said no to anybody if he could help it. But he would have given a great deal to get out of the task— always, of course, if it could be satisfactorily performed without his personal intervention. 
  Certainly, any fellow could do what was required. It was merely necessary to inspect the place, and see whether it came anywhere near the estate agent’s glowing description. 
  Billy Bunter, certainly, was capable of doing that—any fellow in the Greyfriars Remove could have done it quite well. 
  Lord Mauleverer hesitated. 
  “Call it a go “ said Bunter briskly.  “You want to get out of the job, don’t you, Mauly ?” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “You know I can manage it all right? ” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Then leave it to me.” 
  Lord Mauleverer still hesitated. But it is well said that he who hesitates is lost.! He thought of the cool shade by the river, the leafy branches shadowing cool waters, and he contrasted that mental picture with the picture of the dusty road buzzing with cars the—probably—fat and perspiring estate agent named Pilkins—the walking up and down stairs and passages at Comber. mole Lodge—the bother of tipping the servants who were to show off the furniture— ” 
  He nodded. 
  “Bunter, old man, you’re a good chap!” he said. “If you don’t mind—”
  “Not a bit, old man.” 
  “Its fifteen miles in the car.” 
  “That’s all right.” 
  “You’ll have to let this man Pilkins join you in the car and run him to the Lodge.” said Mauleverer. “You call at his office in the town. Most likely he will jaw all the way.” 
  “Let him !” 
  “Well, if you really don’t mind—” 
  “It’s a go, Mauly.” 
  “Right-ho !” His lordship was immensely relieved. “Now, I’ll give you some particulars, as the estate agents say. Look at these dashed papers, will you, Bunter? And read these letters— see?  ”
And Lord Mauleverer leaned back in the armchair and closed his tired eyes, while William George Bunter went through the various letters and papers relating to that desirable furnished resideuce, Combernere Lodge, Kent. 

                                    THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                         Not Bad for Bunter! 

BiLLY BUNTER grinned cheerfully, 
  His fat face, in tact, was irradiated with satisfaction. 
  It was all very well for his lazy lordship, to baulk at tho task assigned him for that afternoon; but it was quite a different matter with Billy Bunter. e was going to enjoy himself. 
  Considering the magnificence of Bunter Court and the unlimited number of Rolls-Royce cars to be found there —according to Bunter—it might have been supposed that the fat Owl was fed up with motoring, in the same bored state on the subject as Mauly. But it was not so. A motor trip was still quite a treat to Bunter—which really seemed to indicate that there were not so many Rolls-Royce cars at the Bunter home as the fat junior declared. 
  He knew that Mauly’s car would be a good one—the Courtfield garage would send their very best goods for Mauly, knowing that the bills were not likely to be very carefully scanned. Bunter liked the idea of swanking about in possession of a good car. And money would be required—and in the circumstances, Mauleverer would have to stand the expenses—out of which there would undoubtedly be something left over for Bunter. Even the prospect of impressing Mr. Pilkins, the estate agent, as the accredited emissary of a lord, was pleasant to Bunter. Pilkins would be very civil; and Bunter liked people to kow-tow to him. Nobody was likely to kow-tow to Bunter on his personal merits. But as the representative of Lord Mauleverer. a certain amount of kow-towing would be essential from an estate agent who was desirous of letting a desirable—and expensive—country house. 
So William George Bunter decided that he was going to have quite a good tine; which was his real reason for relieving Lord Mauleverer of the task which irked his lazy lordship so much. It really was not Bunter’s way to take on a task that he didn’t like for the sake of another fellow. A task that he did like was quite a different matter. 
  Bunter was rather impressed by the description of Combermere Lodge in the papers that had been sent to Lord Mauleverer. 
  If the description was anything like the reality it was a splendid place, with innumerable rooms, stables, and garage, cars in the garage and horses in the stables, a well-wooded park, a magnificent terrace, valuable furniture in the stately apartments, butler, footmen, housekeeper, housemaids and parlourmaids—all sorts and conditions of maids, in fact—an establishment that rivalled Bunter Court itself !
  Bunter wondered how on earth much money the tenant was going to pay for the hire of such an establishment.  Certainly, it could only be within the means of a very wealthy man. He blinked through the papers and came on the details.  The house was to be let for three months, while Lord Combermere was abroad with his family, and the rent was forty guineas weekly, tenant paying all charges. 
  Forty guineas a week !” murmured Bunter. “Oh, my hat! Mauly’s people must be rolling in money, and no mistake !” 
  He blinked at his lordship, 
  “I say, Manly——” 
  No reply. 
  “This looks all right, Manly! It’s jolly like my own place at home, you know! But rely on me to see whether it comes up to sample. I say!Are you asleep, you ass ? ” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Wake up, you duffer!” 
  “Eh? What? I’m not asleep! I heard all you fellows were sayin’ !” ejaculated Mauleverer, rubbing his eyes. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  “I—I mean, haven’t you started yet, Bunter? I say, the car is to be at the gates at three.” said Lord Mauleverer. “Isn’t it close on three now?” 
  “My watch has stopped.” said Bunter. “What’s the time ?“ 
  “Look at my watch,” said Mauly. 
  Lord Mauleverer’s hands were behind his head, in the deep cushioned back of his chair. It did not seem worth while to him to change his position. Billy Bunter jerked his lordship’s handsome gold ticker out and looked at it. 
  “Twenty to three,” he said. 
  “You’d better get a move on, old man. I suppose you’ll wash first.” 
  “What!” 
  “I—I mean——” stammered Manly. 
  “I shall want to know the time.” said Bunter. “You may as well lend me your watch, Mauly.” 
  “Right-ho !” 
  Bunter detached the gold ticker and the handsome chain. The Mauleverer crest was worked, in tiny diamonds, on the watch-case, and the value of the article was great. Bunter felt quite bucked as he fastened it upon his own well-filled waistcoat, where the chain glimmered among the traces of Bunter’s last meal. 
  “I’ll get going, then.” said Bunter. “I suppose this Pilkins man is expecting you ? ” 
  “Yes. Sir Reginald has written to him that I shall be comin’ this afternon about the giddy house. That’s all right. You’ll find him waitin’ and you can tell him you’ve come for me, see ?” 
  “Right-ho! I’ll go and change, then. Better put on a fellow’s neat clobber for a job like this,” said Bunter. “You don’t mind if I borrow one of your ties, do you !”
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean, no.” 
  “And a collar and some of your studs —and a waistcoat,” said Bunter. 
  “You’d never get a waistcoat of mine round your jolly old circumference, old scout !” grinned Mauleverer. 
  “That’s all right—I can slit it up the back,” 
  “Oh!” 
  “What about money?” asked Bunter. “It’s usual to tip the servants when they show you over a furnished house, isn’t it?” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Well, what shall I give them ?” asked Bunter. 
  “Well, you don’t want to chuck money about.” said Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully, “It’s rather bad form to be exudin’ big tips. Give the butler a couple of pounds—” 
  “My hat! Don’t you call that a big tip?” 
  “Nunno! But if he’s very obligin’, and seems to expect it, give him some more.” said Mauleverer. “You can always tell the size tip a man expects, by his manner, if you’re observant. It’s quite an art, really. I generally hit on the right amount. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “Is that your system of tipping, you ass ?” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “I should think servants must like showing you over houses. Well, shall I do the tipping, and tell you afterwards what it comes to ? ” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Oh, I forgot! I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order. What are you grinning at, Mauly?” 
  “Nothin’, old bean. Take my purse.” 
  “Right-ho! Of course, I shall be very careful with your money, Mauly. I’m a reckless and generous fellow with my own money—” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  “But I shall be very careful with yours. I’ll get off, then.” 
  “Thanks !”
  Lord Mauleverer looked really grateful. Bunter had saved him from a heavy task—and he was adding to the favour by taking himself off! The loss of Bunter’s company alone was sufficient to make it a happy half-holiday. 
  Bunter rolled out of the study. 
  Lord Mauleverer made an effort and detached himself from the armchair. 
  He sorted out a straw hat, and walked down the passage and out of the House. In the distance he heard a shout from the cricket field. 
  “Bravo, Wharton !” 
  “Well hit I” 
  The Remove cricketers were playing Temple, Dabnoy & Co. of the Fourth, and giving them plenty of leather-hunting, as usual. Lord Mauleverer glanced towards the cricket ground. He almost made up his lazy mind to walk there and watch the game from under a tree. But there was some exertion in watching cricket—and there was always the possibility of a fellow being called upon to return a stray ball. Lord Mauleverer walked on, and ambled gently down towards the river. 
  Meanwhile, William George Bunter was preparing for his trip. 
  He was going to swank that afternoon, and he was going to do the thing in style. As he was on Mauleverer’sa business he felt entitled to draw upon Mauleverer’s wardrobe—not that he would have hesitated to do so, in any case. On a hot afternoon a straw hat was to be preferred to a topper, on grounds of comfort, but Bunter selected Lord Mauleverer’s best silk hat. He made further selections from his lordship’s possessions, and turned out finally in an extremely well-dressed state. Garments that did not extend far enough to enclose Bunter’s podgy figure could be slit here or there—the damage to the garments did not really matter; they were not Bunter’s. 
  Arrayed in Mauly’s best clothes, with Mauly’s best topper and Mauly’s expensive watch and chain and cufflinks and tiepin, Billy Bunter surveyed himself in the glass and pronounced the result satisfactory. 
  He rolled down the stars very pleased with himself and with things generally. 
  Coker of the Fifth spotted hint as he went out, and grinned. 
  “Bunters been washing himself !” he told Potter and Greene of the Fifth. 
  “His boots are clean !”  said Potter in wonder. 
  “So’s his collar !”  said Greene.  “What’s the matter with you, Bunter? Are you ill, poor old chap ? ”  
  “Yah !”  
  Bunter roiled on. In the quadrangle he came on Ogilvy and Russell of the Remove. They shaded their eyes with their hands, as if dazzled by Bunter in his new glory. 
  The Owl of the Remove sniffed and rolled on. He came on Hobson of the Shell in the gateway, and Hobson chuckled, and shouted to him: 
  “Look out, Bunter !”  
  Bunter blinked round, 
  “Ah! Look out for what ?”  
  “For the chap those clothes belong to!” chortled Hobson. “He mightn’t like it, you know.” 
  “Yah!”  
  Bunter turned a fat back on Hobson of the Shell, and rolled out of the gates. In an extremely happy and contented state of mind, the Owl of the Remove rolled towards a handsome car that was waiting in the road. 


                                 THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 


                                         In Borrowed Plumes! 

THE chauffeur, who was standing by tho car, touched his cap to Bunter with great respect, as the Owl of the Remove came up. Bunter gave him a lofty and patronising blink. 
  “I hope they’ve sent a good car!”  he said, blinking over the automobile with the air of a fellow who knew all about cars. 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “You’ll find it a good car, my lord.” 
  Bunter left off blinking at the car, and blinked at the chauffeur again. He had never seen the man before, and doubtless the man had never seen him, and he realised that the chauffeur, sent there to pick up Lord Mauleverer at the gates of Greyfriars School, supposed Bunter to be his lordship. 
  The Owl of the Remove suppressed a grin. 
  The mistake was a natural one, as Bunter had come out of the school gates andwalked across to the car to take possession of it. The chauffeur, naturally, had no knowledge of Lord Mauleverer, or of that slack youth’s change of programme. But Bunter chose to attribute the mistake to his own distinguished appearance. He had always had a secret persuasion that he looked the part of a nobleman, and that if the Bunter tribe were not noble, at least they ought to be, on their looks. 
  It was like Billy Bunter to play up to the mistake instead of correcting it at once. 
  He would have liked to be a lord, but the next best thing to that was being taken for a lord. 
  “I’m accustomed to a first-class car, of course.” he said in a condescending tone. 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  The chauffeur was very respectful indeed. Obviously his employers had told him to let his noble customer have plenty of civility. Doubtless it would be charged for on the bill. 
  He opened the door of the car for his supposed lordship. 
  Bunter stepped in, 
  Bang!” The door closed, and the chauffeur took his place at the wheel. He had his instructions as to where he was to take Lord Mauleverer. There was no need for Bunter to give him any. 
  The car started, and Billy Bunter leaned back luxuriously upon a very comfortably padded seat. It really was a good car, and a very comfortable one. It was soon going at a great speed, and Greyfriars School vanished behind. 
  He grinned serenely as he rolled on. 
  The chauffeur was still under the impression that he was driving Lord Mauleverer. Bunter, from sheer swank, had deliberately left him under that impression. As the car glided on Bunter was considering whether he would be able to make the same impression on Mr. Pilkins, the house agent at Combermere. It was quite a happy prospect for the impecunious Owl of the Remove, who really was nobody in particular, to spend an afternoon as a wealthy nobleman, bowed and scraped to by agents and servants and chauffeurs. 
  The deception was certainly easy enough. Lord Mauleverer had never seen Pilkins; had never, indeed, been at Combermere at all. All Mr. Pilkins knew of him was that Sir Reginald Brooke had written, stating that his nephew, Lord Mauleverer, would motor over from Greyfriars School on Wednesday afternoon, to take a preliminary glance at the furnished house. 
  Naturally, the agent would be expecting to ace Lord Mauleverer. Manly’s idea was that Bunter would explain that he had come instead, and that had been Bunter’s original intention. 
  But that little misapprehension on the part of the chauffeur had changed his plans. 
  He was going to be Lord Mauleveres for the afternoon, and he grinned complacently at the idea. 
 He had no doubt whatever that he was more suited to play the part than Mauleverer himself. 
  A genuine nobleman required to have a handsome presence, a distinguished apearance, a noble manner. All these Bunter had, or, at all events, believed that he had. 
  Undoubtedly, had Bunter had the good luck to be born a nobleman, he would have enjoyed the distinction more than Manly did. The words “My lord!”  tickled his fat ears very pleasantly. 
  Mauleverer hated people to kow-tow to him. Bunter, on the other hand, enjoyed it immensely. 
  He realised that, in one afternoon, he could screw more real satisfaction out of Mauly’s title than Mauly himself had extracted from it in fifteen years. 
  Fortunately, he was at least dressed for the part, whether he really possessed a handsome presence and a distinguished appearance or not, he was as well dressed as the dandy of the Remove ever was, having helped himself liberally from Mauly’s wardrobe. Maulys clothes did not look so well on Bunter as they looked on Mauly, that was true, though Bunter did not realise that. But at least they looked expensive; anybody could see that the silk-hat had not been picked up for half a guinea, in fact, that an alarming number of guineas had been expended on Bunter’s outfit. And he was wearing Mauly’s gold watch with the diamond crest on the case, and Mauly’s gold chain, and platinum tie-pin, and gold cuff-links.  The gold watch would not have been much in evidence worn by Mauleverer; worn by Bunter it would he very much in evidence indeed, as he would pull it out to see the time whenever there was anyone at hand to be impressed by it. Best of all, he had Mauly’s purse—a handsome Russia-leather purse, worth  several guineas in itself, and stuffed with currency notes, with a little compartment well supplied with banknotes. 
  Lord Mauleverer, probably, did not know how much money was in his purse when he told Bunter to take it. He never knew how much money he had; having all his life been well supplied with that useful article, he never gave it much thought. 
  Bunter would need some pound-notes and ten-shilling notes for tipping, Mauly knew that. He expected Bunter to tip as much as was necessary, and bring hone the balance. That, indeed, was what Bunter intended to do, feeling entitled also to stand himself a feed at Comberniere for his trouble, but to a detail like that his generous lordship had no objection. 
  Bunter examined the purse and its contents as the car glided through Lantham and ran on towards Combermere, on the Kentish downs. The amount of cash in it made him open his eyes wide behind his big spectacles. He remembered that Lord Mauleverer had been in the bank in Courtfield the previous day to renew his supply of cash, a circumstance which Manly had undoubtedly forgotten. Still, the money was safe with Bunter. Indeed, it should have been safer with Bunter than with Mauly, as Bunter was not in the habit of bestowing generous tips like his lordship.  That, however, was when Bunter was handling his own money. Handling another fellow’s, he was likely to err on the side of swank. 
  The Owl of the Remove returned the purse to his pocket, and leaned back again, surveying the landscape with a patronising eye as the car buzzed on.  He was feeling greatly elated, and his fat mind was fully made up to play the part of “his lordship” all through his visit to Combermere and Combermere Lodge. 
  The car ran into the town at last. 
  It stopped outside the estate agent’s office in the High Street.  It was a rather dingy office, with bills and cards in the window to inform the public of a number of desirable residences that were to he sold by Mr. Pilkins, full information concerning which could be obtained within. 
  The car stopped, and a plump gentleman with an aquiline nose darted across the pavement and opened the car door, almost before Billy Bunter could move. 
  Mr. Pilkins did not bestow so much politeness as that upon all his clients.  But a nobleman was a client whom Mr. Pilkins delighted to honour. Moreover, he was exceedingly anxious to let the Lodge at forty guineas a week, tenant paying all charges. Such a property was not let so easily and quickly as a four-roomed villa with kitchen and scullery combined, and room for a garage. Combermere Lodge, in fact, had been hanging on Mr. Pilkins’ hands. Its noble owner had to let it owing to the general shortage of cash resulting from the war, and for the same reason other distinguished persons were unable to take it. Mr. Pilkins’ commission on such a “let,” as he called it, would amount to a very handsome sum, if he succeeded in letting it at all. So Mr. Pilkins had been very pleased to receive the communication fron Sir Reginald Brooke; very pleased to hear that Lord Mauleverer was coming over from Greyfriars to view the property, and very pleased to greet his lordship with the most distinguished attention. 
  “Good-afternoon, my lord!” said Mr. Pilkins. “I was expecting you. I take it that you are Lord Mauleverer!” 
  Mr. Pilkins could not take off his hat, as he had left it in his office in his hurry to rush out to the car. But he bowed almost to the ground, his podgv face beaming with cordial and respectful welcome. 
  Bunter almost purred. 
  This was what he liked--and what he seldom received. Mr. Pilkin looked as if he would have been willing to kiss Bunter’s boots—and Bunter would have been quite pleased to see him do it
  “I trust your lordship has had a pleasant drive this pleasant afternoon.” hurried on Mr. Pilkins. 
   Bunter yawned. 
  “Oh, not so bad !” he said negligently. ‘Of course, this is only a hired car—not the sort of thing I’m accustomed to.” 
  “Oh, quite so, my lord !”
  “Let me see—you’re Wilkins?” asked Bunter. 
  “Pilkins, my lord——Pilkins.” 
  ‘‘Eh ! Did you say Bilkins ?” asked Bunter carelessly.  Lord Mauleverer often forgot people’s names, and Bunter felt that he could not do better than follow Mauly’s example. 
  “Pilkins !” murmured the agent. He would willingly have made it Wilkins or Bilkins, whichever his lordship preferred. Still, it happened to be Pilkins. 
  “Pilkins!” repeated Bunter, “Yaas — oh, yaas ! I remember now. Sir Reginald  said Pilkins in his letter.” 
  “Quite so, my lord.” said Mr. Pilkins. “I have had the honour of receiving an esteemed communication from Sir Reginald Brooke. Your lordship will have the kindness to look over the Lodge. I am sure your lordship will be sat satisfied. 
  “Perhaps !” said Bunter loftily. “I shall expect something pretty decent, of course.” 
  “Combermere Lodge, my lord, is—” 
  “Oh, yaas, yaas! I shall see it for myself.  Hop into the car and tell the chauffeur the way.” 
  “Yes, my lord. Sir Reginald said that you would be kind enough to give me a lift to the Lodge, my lord.” said Mr. Pilkins. ‘‘If your lordship would care to step into my office for a few minutes—” 
  “I’d better see how much time I’ve got.  ” said Bunter, and he pulled out Lord Mauleverer’s watch. 
  Mr. Pilkins’ manner became, if possible, more effusively respectful, as he spotted the diamond crest on the watch-case. Really, it seemed almost to dazzle him.  
  “I’ll wait in the car.” said Bunter, with dignity. “Look sharp, and don’t keep me waiting long, Mr.—er— Wilkins!” 
  “Pilkins, my lord.” 
  “I mean Pilkins. Don’t keep me waiting long.” said Bunter. 
  “Two minutes, my lord—” 
  “Very good, Mr. Bilkins. Wait a minute.” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  Mr. Pilkiuis, who was turning away, turned back. 
  “I’ve got a description of the house here,” said Bunter. “Sir Reginald sent it on in his letter. I think I put it in my purse.” 
  Bunter opened Lord Mauleverer’s purse. 
  He looked through each compartment, displaying, by apparent accident, a wad of currency notes and another of banknotes. 
  Mr. Pilkins gazed at that ample supply of cash with fascinated eyes. 
  “No, I must have left the paper at Greyfriars,” said Bunter. “But it doesn’t matter.  Get me another, and I’ll run through it while we’re on the way to the Lodge!” 
  “Yes, my lord !”
  Bunter slipped the Russia-heather purse carelessly into his pocket. Mr. Pilkins rushed back into his office for his hat. Billy Bunter winked at the back of the chauffeur’s head.  He was thoroughly enjoying his afternoon in borrowed plumes. 
  Mr. Pilkins did not keep his lordship waiting long. 
  He scudded to the car again, this time with his hat on, and bowed himself in. He pulled down a seat in front and sat down on the edge of it. 
  “This is an honour for me, my lord.” he said, 
  Lord Mauleverer would probably have replied “ rubbish !” But Billy Bunter answered:
  “Oh, quite !” 
  And the car moved on out of the High Street of Combermere, and took the road to Combernere Lodge. 

                             THE FIFTH CHAPTER.


                              Bunter Enjoys Himself !


“MY lord —”
  “ Eh?  ” 
  ‘‘This is the place !” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the bronze gates, between two stone pillars surmounted by stone dragons. 
  Within, half hidden by trees and shrubberies, could be seen a neat little lodge; and from that building a lodge-keeper came hurrying out to open the gates as the car turned from the road. 
  Bunter was immensely impressed. 
  The place, whether or not it came up to the glowing description of the estate agent which Bunter had perused, undoubtedly was an extremely expensive establishment.  That much was clear at the first glance. 
  Bunter was impressed; but he was aware or that it was his cue not to be at all impressed.  This was a fine place, but hardly equal to Mauleverer Towers.  Bunter’s knew that, for, with his usual impudence, he had “ wedged ” himself in at Mauleverer Towers more than once. So he was not going to be impressed— outwardly, at least—as he was Lord Mauleverer for the afternoon !
  He blinked through his big spectacles, and assumed a rather disparaging expression . 
  “Oh!  This is the place, is it?” he asked carelessly. 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “I understood that it was a rather extensive sort of show.” 
  Mr. Pilkins coughed. 
  He had shown more than one prospective tenant over Combermere Lodge, and all of them had had the impression that it was too extensive for them. It was so extensive that Lord Combermere could not afford to keep it going all the year round, in fact. 
  Bunter seemed to think it small 
 “I trust your lordship will find ample accommodation,” he said. “Lord Combermere keeps up a rather large establishment when at home.” 
  “Oh, I dare say,” said Bunter. “That’s a matter of comparison, of course. What seems large to Lord Combermere mightn’t seem large to me.” 
  “Oh, just so!” gasped Mr. Pilkins. Lord Combermere was a great man in Mr. Pilkins’ eyes; but this Greyfriars fellow seemed to think him rather small beer. 
  “Still, I’ll look at it.” said Bunter. 
  The lodge-keeper had opened the bronze gates, and the car rolled in. The man stood, hat in hand, as the car came in, and Bunter wondered whether lie expected a tip. Lord Mauleverer would have known, no doubt; but Bunter did not know, and—as Bunter—he certainly would not have handed out a tip whether the man expected it or not. As Lord Mauleverer he was prepared to tip anybody. It is said that a fool and his money are soon parted; but a fool and sombodv else’s money arc parted still more swiftly. 
  “Here, my man !” said Bunter. 
  He tossed the lodge-keeper a pound- note. 
  Thc car rolled on up the drive between tall oaks and beeches.  The lodge-keeper looked at the pound-note, and looked after the car. 
  “My eye !” he murmured. “One of them blooming noo-riches. I s’pose. ” 
  Bunter certainly did not guess that that was the impression he had made on the lodge-keeper. 
  The Owl of the Remove leaned back in the car, assuming a rather disdainfuI expression as Mr. Pilkins busily pointed out the old oaks and beeches, the green expanse of the park, the glimmering sheet of water that reflected the rays of the summer sun. 
  Undoubtedly Combermere Lodge was a fine place; and anybody who could 
afford to live in it might count himself a lucky man. 
  But Bunter was determined not to be impressed even when, at a bend of the long drive the great facade of the house came into sudden view, the innumerable windows gleaming in the sunshine like silver. 
  “That is the house, my lord. 
  Bunter yawned. 
  “Not a bad little place,” he said critically. 
   “Hem!”
  Hardly up to the style of Bunter Court.”  said the fat junior.  “But not bad in its way, Mr. Wilkins.” 
  “Buntet Court ?” repeated Mr. Pilkins.  
  The Owl of the Remove realised that he had made a slip.  Certainly he ought to have said Mauleverer Towers.
  “I—I mean—”
  “Yes, my lord?” 
  “A— a place where I sometimes stay in the vacations .” Bunter explained.   
  “ Rather decent—about twice the size of this. ” 
  “Oh!” 
  “I suppose a place like this is wouldn’t require more than about a dozen servants.” 
  “ About that number, my lord.” 
  “We have fifty at home of course.” 
  “Oh !”
  Mr. Pilkins was not a specially refined or sensitive gentleman but he had a feeling that his present client was rather an unpleasant sort of a snob. 
  However, that did not matter to Mr. Pilkins, so long as he succeeded in puttng the business through. An unpleasant snob’s money was as good as 
anybody’s else’s. Mr. Pilkimis was in agreement with the ancient Roman emperor who declared that the smell of all money was sweet. 
  If this fat fellow—in his own mind Mr. Pilkins had the cheek to think of his lordship as a fat fellow—if this fat fellow’s people kept fifty servants, evidently there was plenty ot money about.  It was probable, therefore, that the gentleman on whose behalf the he was viewing the Lodge would be able to afford to take the place. And nothing else mattered very much to Mr. Pilkins. 
  “Of course, your lordship is well known to be very wealthy.” he remarked ‘‘ a remark which would have earned him a frozen stare from Mauly, but which made Billy Bunter purr with satisfaction. 
  “ Rolling in it, you know.’’ said Bunter. 
   “Oh!”
  “I come into eighty thousand a year when I come of age.” said Bunter. Almost believing by this time that he really was Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Indeed, my lord.” 
  “Of course, as a schoolboy I’m rather hard up, as I get only my allowance.” He and where and where boy a OK now since Israel is is and home is home is home is as old as he’s all my money on stress his home and and and where is your is your lucky a lunge on the NAFTA and Russell and that has the has a glass of oracle you strictest where is his is he home is home on scale of each fall and he said Bunter airily. “ Sometimes I hardly know which way to turn for fifty pounds.” 
  “Oh !” gasped Mr. Pilkins. 
  “Sometimes Mr. Pilkins hardly knew which way to turn for a pound note! 
  “Still, I must say that my guardian shells out handsomely ” said Bunter.  “But, dash it all, it’s my own money, isn’t it?” 
  “Certainly, my lord !” 
  Mr. Pilkins was impressed, but a little perplexed. As a man of experience he knew that people who were born to the possession of money never talked about money. His lordship was apparently an exception to the rule. 
  Bunter blinked with interest at the big house the car rolled on. With all his 
swank, he was thinking inwardly how ripping it would be if the home of the Bunter tribe resembled this place even to the remotest extent .
  With a “show”  like this he could have made good his empty boasting in the Remove;  he could have impressed Harry Wharton & Co.; he would have become a fellow to be sought after, a fellow worth knowing.
  Swanky fellows, like Aubrey Angel of the Fourth, and Hilton of the Fifth would have been glad to be asked home with him for the vacations. He could have picked and chosen among the most “sidey”  fellows at Greyfriars. 
Really, it was rather rotten to compare the Bunter Court of his fertile fancy with the Bunter villa of reality. 
  If only he had a show like this— —
 Somebody—some friend of Sir Reginald Brooke—was going to take this place furnished, at forty guineas a week, paying all charges—servants’ wages, and so forth. If only his plump pater could have taken it— 
  It wouldn’t have been of much use to ask Mr. Bunter to do so. The stockbroker’s total income did not amount to as much as was asked for the furnished rent and charges of Combermere Lodge !
   It was all very well for Billy Bunter to dream that he dwelt in marble halls; but the dream was never likely to come true. 
  It was very annoying to the Owl of the Remove. 
  He was “landed” with Harry Wharton & Co. for the vac, owing to his reckless invitations. It did not occur to him that they were pulling his fat leg in pretending to accept his invitation; his idea was that he had to get “shut” of them somehow before the school broke up. 
  He had wondered whether he should plead an outbreak of measles at Bunter Court or the fact that the decorators were in the house, or whether he should go the whole hog, as it were, and announce that Bunter Court had been struck by lightning and burned to the ground ! 
  If only he could have taken this “show,” and brought the Famous Five to it for the holidays. Really, it was rather hard cheese that he couldn’t ! How magnificently he could have swanked in that impressive establishment had he only the chance ! 
  From that thought Bunter’s mind moved on, and the glimmerings of an amazing scheme awoke in his active brain. 
  Suppose he reported that the place was no good, that the drains were bad, or the roofs falling in, or something. That would choke off Lord Mauleverer and his people! The place would still be to let. Mr. Pilkins believed that he was Lord Mauleverer, and would obviously be willing to let it to his lordship! 
  Why shouldn’t Bunter take it? 
  The bare idea dazzled him. 
  There might be legal difficulties in the way. Certainly he could not sign Lord Mnuleverer’s name to any document. Even Bunter’s fatuous folly was not so great as that. 
  Besides, a minor couldn’t sign legal contracts, and Mauly was under age. Still, that had its advantage, because Bunter, being under age, couldn’t be sued for the rent of Combermere Lodge —if he succeeded in getting hold of the place. 
  If! 
  It was an “if” of great dimensions. 
  Still, he allowed his thoughts to dwell on the dazzling possibility—if it were a possibility ! 
  A magnificent country house, an imposing butler and retinue of servants— what a “facer” for the Greyfriars fellows who had declared that there was no such place as Bunter Court! 
  It would be easy enough to have “Bunter Court” written up over the gates. The tenant could call the place what he liked while he lived there. 
  Bunter was quite dazzled by the idea. 
  Mr. Pilkins, watching varying expressions flit over his lordship’s fat face, wondered what he was thinking of. The car stopped. 
  “Will your lordship alight?”
   Bunter woke up, as it were. 
  “Eh? Oh, yes!” 
  Mr. Pilkins jumped out and held the door of the car for Bunter. 
  The tat junior stepped out .
  “Hold on, Wilkins.” he said. 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “You can stay in the car.” said Bunter.  “The servants will show me over the house,” 
  ‘‘Hem !” 
  “Chauffeur, take the car back to the gates and wait for me there.” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “But—” began Mr. Pilkins, wondering what bee his lordship had got into his bonnet, so to speak, but certainly not guessing what bee it was. 
  Bunter waved a fat hand. 
  “I’m accustomed to having my wishes respected, Bilkins.” he said. ‘ Do you want me to see the place or not?” 
  “Certainly, my lord; but—” 
  “I do not require your presence.” said Bunter loftily. “I prefer to see the place by myself.” 
  “Oh, certainly, my lord. But, at least, I had better tell Washington, the butler, that—” 
  “Oh, yes !“ said Bunter, realising that this was necessary, if he was to be admitted at all. 
  “This way, my lord.” 
  Bunter did not move. 
  He was thinking. That wild idea was still at the back of his mind—somehow, by hook or by crook, to get hold of this place for the vacation, and impress the Remove fellows with the reality of Bunter Court. Whether it was possible or not he could not decide: but it it was possible he was going to do it, regardless of consequences—indeed, Bunter’s fat brain seldom worked out any problem as far as the consequences. 
  Evidently, however, he could not instal himself at the Lodge as Billy Bunter with his guests if he was known to the servants as Lord Mauleverer !
  Even Bunter realised that. 
  His little deception, his strutting in borrowed plumes, had impressed Mr. Pilkins; but it had now outlived its usefulness, so to speak. 
  Mr. Pilkius waited respectfully while Bunter was reflecting. 
  The great door of the Lodge had opened, and an imposing figure appeared in the great doorway. It was the figure of Mr. Walsinghsm, butler to Lord Combermere, who was to be “let” along with the furniture. Doubtless there was a profit on the transaction somewhere for Mr. Walsingham. Certainly he was as keen as Mr. Pilkins to see the place let. 
  Bunter glanced up the hroad steps at the butler, and then blinked at Mr. Pilkins again. 
  “The fact is. Mr. Wilkins.” he said slowly, “1 hardly think this place would do for Sir Reginald’s friend.” 
  “Oh!” said Mr. Pilkins, his face falling. “But you have not seen it yet, my lord—” 
  “I’ve seen enough to see that it’s too small.” said Bunter. 
  “But—” 
  “Don’t interrupt me, Mr. Wilkins. I’m not used to being interrupted. I was going to say that I was thinking of taking a moderate-sized  myself for the school holidays——” 
  “Eh?” 
  “This place would be about right for my little party.” said Bunter. “Mind, I’m not making any promises, but I’ll consider it.” 
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  “My lord—” 
  “Did you say the rent was forty, or fifty guineas? I forget.” 
  “Forty, my lord.” 
  “Well, it’s really immaterial, of course.” 
  “Oh, quite !” gasped Mr. Pilkins. 
  “My uncle, Sir Reginald, will send you a cheque for the amount that’s necessary. No need for me to be bothered with these sordid details.” 
  “Not at all, my lord.” 
  “Well, if I like the place it’s a go!” said Bunter airily. “I promise nothing.” 
  “My lord, I am certain you will like the place.” said Mr. Pilkins eagerly. “I am assured of that,” 
  “Possibly—possibly.” said Bunter. “I have been offered a place on the river—it rather cheap place—only thirty- five guineas a week, if I remember correctly. Still, I must say I like this better in some ways. However, we’ll see about that. Let’s go in.” 
  “Certainly, my lord,” 
  “Another thing, don’t mention my name before the servants.” said Bunter. “I’m fed-up with being my-lorded here and my-lorded there! A fellow gets tired of it in the long run,” 
  “Oh!” 
  “Just tell the butler that I’m going to look over the house; no need for more. See?” 
  “As your lordship chooses.” 
  “If I don’t take the place.” said Bunter, “I shall compensate you for your loss of time, Mr. Wilkins. A tenner more or less is nothing to me.” 
  “My lord, I really could not accept any—” 
  Bunter waved his fat hand. 
  “I shall insist.” he said. “I am not accustomed to receiving services for nothing. A fellow in my position isn’t.” 
  “As your lordship pleases !” said Mr. Pilkins, who really would have been very pleased to get his grubby fingers on a tenner! 
  “Quite so !” said Bunter airily. 
  He ascended the steps and Mr. Pilkins ushered him into the great house with a respect that was almost overpowering. 
  “Walsingham, this gentleman desires to view the house.” he said. “You will show this gentleman everything, and explain anything to him that he desires to know.” 
  “Quite so, Mr. Pilkins !” said the butler. 
  The butler had the gravity of a graven image, as was proper to a plump gentleman in his position. But his eye met the eye of Mr. Pilkins, and a wink passed between the estate agent and the butler. It was merely a wink—merely that, and nothing more—but it conveyed volumes. Mr. Pilkins, bowing to the butler, took his leave, and went beck to the car, leaving Bunter with the butler; and the butler with the impression, conveyed by Mr. Pilkins’ expressive wink, that this well-dressed young gentleman was an extremely valuable bird that was to be snared if possible. 
  So Mr. Walsingham turned on his very best butler manners for the valuable young gentleman—who was taking out his watch and glancing at the time in order to give the butler an opportunity of glancing at the crest in diamonds on the case. 
  “I am entirely at your service, sir.” said Mr. Walsingham. 
  “Oh, yaas,” said Bunter carelessly. 
  And he proceeded to view the house, which—if anything came of Billy Bunter’s wonderful brain-wave——was to sink its identity as Combermere Lodge, and to figure during the holidays as that well-known and much-dicussed establishment, Bunter Court. 


                                 THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 


                                Bunter Makes Up His Mind! 

BILLY BUNTER was a little tired a couple of hours later. 
  His fat little legs had seldom exerted themselves to such an extent. 
  He really did not know how many corridors he had traversed, how many staircases he had ascended and descended. They seemed to him innumerable. 
  But he had enjoyed himself. 
  Mr. Walsingham treated him with the most impressive deference, and his manner gave the cue to the rest of the staff at the Lodge. 
  Liveried footmen started up from all sorts of places, bowing and scraping to William George Bunter. A man could not open a door or move a chair for Bunter without being tipped. Lord Mauleverer had given him carte blanche in the tipping line, and Bunter spread himself. It was sheer luxurious enjoyment to the fat junior to throw money about—as it cost him nothing personally. Had Bunter been a millionaire, no doubt he would have spent money like water. Now he was spending Mauly’s money like water, and he liked the process. 
  So did the staff of Combermere Lodge. 
 Even Mr. Walsingham—a stately butler, who had served the best families. and knew more about the nobility and gentry than they knew themselves—was quite dazzled by Bunter. After seeing pound notes showered on footmen and parlourmaids Mr. Walsingham naturally looked for at least a fiver for his more important self—perhaps even a tenner. He had shown the Lodge to more than one prospective tenant, who hadn’t materialised, and generally he had not been tipped; and when he had been tipped, the tip seldom had exceeded a pound. Bunter was worth half a dozen such prospective tenants to him. From the bottom of his heart Mr. Walsingham hoped that this free-handed young gentleman would take the house. That opened beforo him quite a dazzling prospect of tipping. 
  Mr. Walsiugham’s pride had been gratified by serving Lord Combermere, who was a gentleman of great descent. But, like most noblemen of high descent, the master of the Lodge was not overburdened with cash, and so far from Mr. Walsingham receiving liberal tips from his master, there had been times—many times—when his wages had been in arrears, So there were drawbacks to serving the best families and the genuine nobility. Bunter seemed to Mr. Walsingham a fat, self-important, purse-proud young bounder; but the way he exuded money was grateful and comforting after a long experience of the penuriousness of the best families. 
  So Mr. Walsingham and his many assistants all hoped that this young Croesus would take the Lodge for the summer—all the more because, if the place was not soon let, they would have to seek other situations; and the unemployment problem was as serious for menservants as for more useful members of Society. 
  In fact, Mr. Walsingham had heard from the absent proprietor, that if the house remained unlet for even a week longer, he was to shut it up and discharge the staff, remaining on himself in solitary state as caretaker. 
That was an unhappy prospect for Mr Walsingham; and he would have given a good many weeks of his arrears of wages to see the house taken by some newly- rich profiteer rolling in money. 
  From Bunter’s looks, the butler judged him to be the heir of some bloated war- profiteer reeking with ill-gotten cash; at all events, there seemed to be no doubt about the cash, as Bunter was fairly throwing it around as if it were of no value. 
  After viewing the house, Bunter sat down in the great drawing-room to rest his tired legs. It was a vast apartment, twice as large as a Form-room at Greyfriars, with immense windows looking over a terrace. Mr. Walsingham, bowing respectfully before him, inquired whether it would please him to take tea before he returned to the car. 
  “What-ho!” said Bunter. 
  There was no doubt that it would please him. 
  It never displeased William George Bunter to take a meal. 
  “I will give instructions, sir!” said Mr. Walsingham. 
  Bunter held up a fat finger. 
  “Something to eat.” He said. 
  “I’m hungry !Something substantial —see ? ” 
  “Oh, yes, quite so!” 
  “Buck up, then,” said Bunter, taking out Lord Mauleverer’s watch again to dazzle the butler. “I have to get back to dine with the Head.” 
  “Very good, sir.” 
  Mr. Walsingham retired to give orders for tea. 
  Bunter leaned back comfortably on a settee, and stuck his thumbs into the armholes of his waistcoat, in the objectionable way he had. 
  He had quite made up his mind to take the Lodge ---- If he could. The only question was, could he? 
The great door opened again. 
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Two footmen came in, carrying between them what appeared to Bunter a great tray, laden with expensive china and articles still more valuable in Bunter’s eyes—comestibles. 
  In solemn silence they bore their burden across vast spaces to Bunter, and stopped before him. Then legs suddenly appeared out of what had looked like a large tray, and behold—it was a tea-table, and it stood before Bunter; a table beautifully set and well supplied. Probably Mr. Walsingham had instructions from his master to treat with hospitality prospective tenants of the Lodge; or perhaps Bunter’s currency notes had done the trick. At all events, it was clear that the Owl of the Remove was to be provided with the fat of the land. 
  Mr. Walsingham reappeared, and waved the two footmen out of existence, as it were, and stationed himself to look after Bunter and supply his wants. 
Bunter proceeded to eat and drink, but he was not allowed to pour out a cup of tea for himself, or even to reach across to anything he fancied. Mr. Walsingham’s deft hand was there to do it for him. And Mr. Walsingham did it with an air that implied that this was the crowning satisfaction of his career— waiting on Bunter. 
  But for his professional gravity and self-control Mr. Walsingham might have displayed some surprise at the stowage capacity of the Owl of Greyfriars. He had presided at many feasts; but never had he seen so much foodstuff disposed of by a single individual before. 
  For half an hour Bunter was too busy to talk. 
  Then his efforts slackened down a little. 
  “I think I shall take this place, Walsingham.” he remarked. 
  “I trust so, sir.” 
  “It looks fairly comfortable,” said Bunter. “A fellow could entertain a fair-sized house-party here—what?  ” 
  “Lord Combermere has entertained as many as sixty guests, sir—before the war, of course,” said Mr. Walsingham. 
  “Hard up now—what ?” asked Bunter. 
  Mr. Walsingham coughed. 
  “Lots of these swanking county johnnies are pretty nearly down to their uppers in these days—what ?” chuckled Bunter. 
  Mr. Walsingham wondered what Lord Combermere would have thought of that description of himself, and whether he would have been willing to let his house to Bunter, had he heard it. However, Mr. Walsingham was willing to let it— more than willing—and that was really what mattered. Mr. Walsingham had hopes of collecting some of his arrears of wages out of the forty guineas a week as well as of making a regular income out of the tenant so long as he lasted. 
  “Well, I think I may say that I shall take the place.” said Bunter. “I’m satisfied with it, Walsingham.” 
  “I’m glad to hear you say so, sir.” 
  “Of course, my father will settle business details with Mr. Pilkins.” said Bunter carelessly. “There will he documents to sign, and all that.” 
  “Yes, sir, that is customary.” 
  “I shall keep you on, Walsingham. I shall probably require more servants than you’ve got at present. In that case you will engage them. I shall give you a free hand.” 
  “Very good, sir !” 
  “I shall expect you to run the show— I mean, manage the house—attend to the tradespeople and all that.” said Bunter. “I cannot be worried with accounts. Simply let me know what’s to be paid, and I’ll pay it. That saves trouble.” 
  “It does, sir, undoubtedly.” 
  Bunter yawned and rose. 
  “I’d better be getting off. he said. “I have to get back to Greyfriars for call over, you know.” 
  “You belong to Greyfriars School, sir ?” 
  “Yaas—Bunter—William George Bunter, of Greyfriars.” said the Owl of the Remove. “That’s my name.” 
  “Thank you, Mr. Bunter.” 
  Bunter groped for Lord Mauleverer’s purse. 
  “You’re a civil fellow, Walsingham. I think we shall get on together. There’s a fiver for you.” 
  “Thank you, sir !” 
  “Not at all!” said Bunter graciously. 
  “Shall I send a footman to fetch the car, sir?” 
  “Oh, no I’ll walk down to it!” said Bunter. 
  “Very good, sir !” 
  Bunter did not want Mr. Walsingham to exchange remarks with Mr. Pilkins. To Mr. Walsingham he was William George Bunter; to Mr. Pilkins he was Lord Mauleverer. Communication between the two for the moment was not to be desired. 
  Bunter got a move on rather slowly, for he was a little weighed down by the exceedingly good tea he had disposed of. 
  Mr. Walsingham backed out before him, as if Bunter had been a prince of the blood at least. In the great hall, the footmen were drawn up, and Bunter passed between their ranks. Either they were there out of great respect for Bunter or because they supposed that some more currency notes might he flying about. 
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If the latter was their anticipation, it was realised. Bunter was exactly in his fat element, tipping obsequious men-servants. 
  Pound notes fairly flew! 
  Bunter’s progress from the drawing- room to the door cost Lord Maulcverer seven or eight pounds. 
  Butler and footmen saw the fat junior off with great respect. Bunter jammed Lord Mauleverer’s handsome topper on his head, and strutted away down the drive. 
  When his fat back was turned, Mr. Walsingham so far forgot the gravity of a butler’s character as to wink at the footmen. 
  That, fortunately, Bunter did not see. He rolled away, and arrived at last at the lodge-gates, where the car was waiting with Mr. Pitkins sitting in it. 
Bunter stepped into the ear. 
  The lodge-keeper opened the gates with e hungry eye on Bunter, and was rewarded with a pound note. 
  Then the car rolled out 
  Mr. Pilkins eyed his client rather anxiously. 
  “It’s all right.” said Bunter. “The place won’t do for Sir Reginald’s friend. But it will suit me down to the ground.” 
  “Very good, my lord !“ 
  And Mr. Pilkins beamed. 
  Bunter wrinkles his fat brows in thought. 
  Thus far he had gone; but going further presented difficulties. The question was, could he “stuff” Mr. Pilkins to the extent of inducing that gentleman to let him the house. With the help of Mauly’s clothes and Mauly’s watch and Mauly’s money, he had so far “stuffed” Mr. Pilkins and Mr. Walsingham successfully; aided by his own-natural propensity for swank and humbug and lying. But he realised that there were rocks ahead, when it came down to actual business. He could only hope that the impression he had already made on Mr. Pilkins would enable him to carry the matter through with a high hand. So far, this had been his lucky day. 
And Bunter’s luck was not yet at an end, though its next turn was to be 
quite a surprising one. 

                        THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                           Coker Going Strong! |

“COME on !” said Coker. 
  Potter and Greene of the Greyfriars Fifth did not seem to hear. 
  As a matter of fact, they did hear; but they heeded not. 
  They were not interested in Coker, and they were quite interested in the cricket they were watching. 
  No doubt it was a tremendous honour for the Remove fellows for two Fifth Formers to care about watching their game. But, as a matter of fact, Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were putting up a tremendous innings, and any cricketer might have found pleasure in watching them, juniors as they were. Coker didn’t; but then Horace Coker was no cricketer. Moreover, Coker was going out that afternoon on his motorbike, and his thoughts were far from cricket. 
  “Come on !” he repeatod. 
  Potter and Greene, leaning on the pavilion, kept their eyes on the game.  Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were doing leather-hunting in great style. Temple & Co. never were quite up to the form of the Remove, but on this occasion the Lower Fourth batsmen were making hay of them. Harry Wharton at one end, and Bob at the other, did what they pleased with the bowling, and the runs were piling up at a tremendous rate, while the fleldsmen fagged to and fro and  panted and gasped and wiped perspiration from their streaming brows. 
  Wingate of the Sixth had walked over from Big Side to give the game a look 
in. If the Greyfriars captain was interested there was no reason why Fifth- Form fellows shouldn’t be; and they were. So Potter and Greene heeded not Horace Coker. 
  “Are you fellows deaf?” demanded Coker warmly. —
  Potter and Greene grinned. Even had they not been interested in the cricket they were not interested in Coker. If Horace had planned one of his expensive motor trips for the afternoon, and desired the company of his chums, the matter would have been different. But he only wanted them to see him off on his motor-bike and help him start, and they did not “see” it at all.  Coker was going out on his lonely own, and he could start all by himself, so far as Potter and Greene cared. 
  “Look here, what do you mean ?” went on Coker. “Are you coming to see me off, or are you not coming to see me off?” 
  “I dare say we should see you off if we saw you on !” remarked Potter humorously. “You spend as much time off as on, when you’re doing motor-bike stunts.” 
  “You cheeky ass—” 
  “I say, that was a jolly good hit !” said Greene. “Some of these Remove fags can play cricket.” 
  “Cricket!” sniffed Coker. “Call that cricket ! Mean to say you’re watching fags at cricket? You’d better come and watch me when I’m playing cricket, if you want to see something like a game.’t 
  “Something like it !” assented Potter. “A distant resemblance, perhaps. Very distant, though.” 
  “Very !” agreed Greene. 
  Coker breathed hard. 
  “Are you coming—” 
  “Well run !” shouted Potter. “Try it again; they’ll never send the ball in !   Bravo !”
  “Bravo !” shouted Greene, joining in the cheering of the Remove fellows round the field. 
  Potter and Greene weren’t really very keen on cheering the Remove, but it was an easy way of drowning Coker’s voice. They had heard enough from Horace Coker.
  Coker of the Fifth gave them a glare, and walked off the field. Potter and Greene exchanged a wink and resumed watching Wharton and Bob Cherry at the wickets. 
  Coker stalked off in lonely dignity. He would never have confessed it, but he rather liked to have someone to help him start when he tackled his 
motor-bike. It was a fine bike, and an expensive bike; an aristocrat among motor- bikes.  But it had, like its owner, a certain obstinacy of character, a will of its own that did not always coincide with Coker’s will. Coker possesed a driving licence, but had tests of skill been exacted before licenses were granted, it was doubtful whether Coker ever would have possessed that license.  He had not killed anyone, so far; he had not even killed himself; in fact, his luck had been phenomenal. But Horace Coker, and quite a large number of the inhabitants in that part of Kent, had had narrow escapes. 
  Now he was going out to look for another. 
  Without the help of Potter and Greene, Coker negotiated the start.  The motor-bike chug-chugged cheerily. Once it went on its beam ends to starboard, but that was luckily before Coker was sitting on it. After he was sitting on it the bike took a dangerous list to port.  But again, with great. good luck, Coker righted it, and he went off at a good speed—a better speed than he intended really. He shot away up the road towards Courtfleld, and it was very fortunate for all the pedestrians who might have been using the road that they weren’t using it just then.
   Whether it was Coker’s way of driving, or because the motor bike had an independent will of its own, it turned into the Lantham road, instead of going on through as Coker had planned. Anyone watching Coker at that corner would have supposed that he had made up his mind to commit sudden suicide by charging the barn that stood there. 
Either he or the bike was un- decided which road to lake. But ho pulled round in time, and went chug - chugging along the Lantham road. He missed a market cart, by a foot, and a stray dog by two inches, and sailed merrily on. 
  Then he felt that he was entitled to let out, with a long clear road before him. 
So he let out and fairly ate up the ground. 
Going at a terrific burst of speed, he came on the branch of the road that led away towards Combermere and Canterbury, just as a motor- 
lorry loomed up ahead in the middle of the road before him. 
  The lorry-driver fairly jumped at the sight of Coker rushing right at him in a terrific frontal attack.  There was a cyclist on the right of the motor-lorry and a taxi-cab cutting round on its right, too, so the Lantham road was nicely filled from side to side, and Coker was coming on like a cannon-ball.
   Rather by instinct than design, Coker swung rouud into the Combermere road just in time, thus saving several lives.  But he did not hear the expressive language of the lorry-driver.
  He chug-chugged on towards Combermere, fortunately on a clear road. Had there been a crowded road before him Coker would have committed manslaughter on a huge scale.
   But he did not slow down. 
  He was out for speed, and he was getting exhilarated. Narrow escapes had that effect on Coker.  Fortunately, he was not particular about his 
destination. Having started for Courtfield, his bike had decided to go to Lantham and a blocked road ahead 
had changed his objective to Combermere.  Had the next trouble happened at a cross- roads, doubtless Coker would have changed his destination 
once more, and all would have been well. 
  But when the next trouble came Coker was sailing merrily along a road that was shut in on one side by a high hawthorn hedge and on the other side by the park palings of Combermere Lodge 
  He came round a bend at a terrific speed, naturally on his wrong side.  When Coker turned a corner on the proper side of the road it was an accident—and of these accidents he had few. 
  Anyone might really have supposed that Coker, when he went for a ride expected all the other inhabitants of Great Britain to stay at home. At all events, he never seemed to expect that anyone else wanted the use of the public  roads.  He never allowed for traffic ahead, and it always seemed to take him by surprise if he found any there.
  Thus it was in this case. 
  A car came buzzing away from the gates of Combermere Lodge, with two passengers in it, one a shabby-genteel gentleman with an aquiline nose, the other a junior schoolboy in a large pair of spectacles. Had Coker had 
any eyes for the car he might have recognised one of the passengers as Billy Bunter of the Greyfriars Remove. 
  But he had no eyes for anything.  CourLficld tililug. 
  It all happened too suddenly. 
  Coker, whizzing round the bend, rushed headlong Upon destruction, without even knowing what he was rushing upon.
  Luckily, the chauffeur of Bunter’s car had his eyes and his wits about him. 
  He had barely time to whirl his car out of the way when Coker rushed by, fairly shaving the mudguards as he flew past. 
  Coker heard a crash. 
  He did not stop. 
  Coker’s powerful brain did not work quickly. Besides, it was fully occupied 
with the motor-bike, which really seemed to have taken the bit between its teeth now. 
  He rushed on and vanished into the landscape. 
  He did not even know that there had been an accident. He might have  
guessed, knowing that he seldom mounted his motor-bike without an accident of some sort, Still, he didn’t guess; and he continued to streak along by highway and byway, scattering alarm and terror wherever he went, like Death on a Pale Horse. 

                              THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 


                                     Knocked Out! 

“YAROOOOH!” 
  That was Billy Bunter’s remark as he flew into the hedge. 
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The Owl of the Remote did not quite know what had happened. 
  He had been deep in reflection, on the subject of “stuffing” Mr. Pilkins, and bagging Combermere Lodge for the holidays, when the accident happened. 
He was vaguely aware of a whizzing motor-bike that had appeared suddenly out of space, but that was all. The next moment the car was in the ditch, and Bunter was in the hedge. 
  He sprawled there and gasped and spluttered and yelled. 
  Whether anyone else had been hurt Bunter did not know, and certainly did not care. He was hurt. He knew that, and that was important. He was breathless, he had several scratches, and a bump or two. And he sprawled and roared, till the chauffeur picked him up and set him on his feet. 
  “Hurt, my lord ? ” 
  “Ow ! Yes ! Ow !”
  “No bones broken ? ” 
  “Nunno! I—I think not !” gasped Bunter, suddenly realising that he was not really hurt at all. “ What happened?” 
  The chauffeur pointed to the car. 
  It lay on its aide in the ditch and Mr. Pilkins lay on the grass beside it. He did not move. 
  “I say, is he hurt?” asked Bunter. 
  “I’m afraid so.” 
  “Oh dear !” 
  “Stunned.” said the chauffeur, 
  “Phew !” 
  Bunter realised that matters might have been worse. He had had a shaking. But Mr. Pilkins had borne the brunt of the overturn. 
  “What on earth did you run into the ditch for?” asked Bunter. 
  The chauffeur eyed him. 
  “Didn’t you see that motor-bike?” 
  “Oh! Yes!  But—” 
  “I had just time, my lord. That mad idiot, whoever he is, was charging right at me. There might have been a very serious accident.” 
  “Why didn’t you stop him ? ”
  “Because I was standing on my head, and he was going at about twenty miles an hour !” grunted the chauffeur. 
  “Oh!” 
  Bunter rubbed his bumps, and sat down in the grass, while the chauffeur, having done all he could to make the estate agent comfortable, went for help to get the car out of the ditch. 
  Bunter blinked at the insensible man. 
  He was annoyed. 
  He was sorry for Mr. Pilkins, of course. But really he had little leisure to be sorry for anyone but himself. 
  Here were all his schemes knocked on the head by this unforeseen accident. 
  Obviously, Mr. Pilkens would be laid up now. While he was laid up the business would be in other hands. “Stuffing” Mr. Pilkins, and getting hold of the Lodge for the holidays, was no longer a chicken that would fight! 
  It was intensely exasperating, when the Owl of the Remove had made up his fat mind oil the subject. 
  In fact, he scowled at the hapless Mr. Pilkins, as if that unfortunate gentleman had done him a personal injury by falling on his head when the car pitched over in the ditch. 
  The chauffeur came back at last, with some farmer’s men to help him right the car. 
  Luckily it was not greatly damaged, and the driver was able to proceed. 
Mr. Pilkins, still unconscious, was lifted into it, and the chauffeur drove back to Combermere. 
  He gtanced round as he drove into the town. 
  “I’d better take him straight to the doctor’s, my lord ?“ 
  “Eh! Oh! Yes, certainly.” said Bunter, “I don’t think he’s much hurt, but you’d better. I’ll take a taxi back to Greyfriars.” 
  The chauffeur looked at him. 
  “Won’t you conic to the doctor’s, my lord ? ” 
  Bunter saw no reason why he should. He had had trouble enough with Mr. Pilkins already. 
  “I’m rather pressed for time !” he explained. “Stop here, and I’ll get out.” 
  “Very good.” 
  Bunter alighted in Comberniere High Street.  The car ran on to the doctor’s house, and Bunter stepped into a taxi-cab at the station. 
  “Greyfriars School,” he said to the driver, 
  And the taxi buzzed away. 
  It was a long and expensive drive, but that did not matter to Bunter, as there were still plenty of currency notes in Lord Mauleverer’s purse. As he was on Mauly’s business, Mauly had to pay for the taxi, of course. Mauly was not going to have any choice on that point. 
  Bunter’s fat face was glum as he whizzed away back to Greyfriars. 
  His brain-wave had come to nothing— so far! But he had not given up the scheme by any means. In spite of what had happened, somehow or other he was going to get hold of Combermere Lodge for the vacation, if he could. Some how or other, “Bunter Court ” was going to naterialise. 
  Indeed, it occurred to Bunter, as he thought the matter over that the elimination of the hapless Mr. Pilkins might be a help, rather than a hindrance, to his wonderful scheme. 
  As the, taxi arrived at the school gates a tired figure came ambling along from the direction of the river. 
  It was Lord Mauleverer. 
  Bunter waved a fat hand to him. 
  “Mauly! Here you are, old man.” 
  Lord Mauleverer glanced up. 
  “You back, Bunter?” 
  “Yes, old chap.” 
  The taxi stopped, and Bunter alighted. He did not trouble to glance at the meter. 
  “How much?” he said loftily. 
  “Thirty-seven-and-six, sir,” 
   “Here’s two quids.” 
  A rather odd expression came over Lord Mauleverer’s fac as Bunter handed the taxi-driver two pounds from his lordship’s purse. 
  But Mauly made no remark. 
  The taxi buzzed away again, and Bunter walked in at the gates with his lordship. 
  “Anythin’ left in the purse?” asked Lord Mauleverer, with a slight inflection of sarcasm. 
  “Oh, yes, I think so !” said Bunter carelessly. “Of course, I tipped the servants pretty freely at the Lodge, you know,” 
  “Oh, yaas.” 
  “And I had to have a taxi back owing to an accident.” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “It was an awful accident.” 
  “Yaas.” 
  Bunter frowned. 
  Really, Lord Mauleverer ought to have become excited, or, at the very least, interested. But he seemed neither. Apparently he had no curiosity to hear about the accident. 
  “I was jolly nearly killed !” exclaimed Bunter indignantly. 
  “By gad! Were you ?” 
  “Yes, you ass !”
  “Sorry you weren’t—I—I mean, sorry you nearly were !” said Lord Mauleverer lazily. “What happened to the car? Did the floor fall through ?” 
  “Eh! No! Why should it?” 
  “Oh, I thought it might have !” said Mauly blandly. “You’re a tidy weight, you know.” 
  “Oh, really, Mauly——” 
  “By gad, it’s past tea-time !“ yawned Lord Mauleverer. “I believe I was goin’ to tea with somebody! I think it was Smithy ! Where’s Smithy, I wonder? Is that cricket match over yeth” 
 ? “Don’t you want to hear about the accident ?” hooted Bunter. 
  “Oh, the accident! Oh, yaas !” 
  Bunter proceeded to describe the accident. Lord Mauleverer became serious when he heard of the injury to Mr. Pilkins. 
  “By gad, that’s too bad!” he exclaimed. “I must telephone and ask how the johnnie is. What’s the doctor’s name where he was left, Bunter 7” 
  “Blessed if I know !” 
  “Didn’t you see him safely there?” 
  “I hadn’t time. You don’t seam to be worrying about the frightful risk I ran !” hooted Bunter. “I’ve been risking my life for you this afternoon, Manly !” 
  “I’ll telephone to the man’s office and ask after him.” said Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully. 
  “I haven’t told you about the house yet.” 
  “Oh, bother the house, if the man’s injured !” 
  “I say, Manly—” 
  “Bother!” 
  Lord Mauleverer walked away to request the use of Mr. Quelch’s telephone, and Bunter rolled discontentedly up to the Remove passage. He could not understand at all why Lord Mauleverer should concern himself about the estate agent—especially a lazy slacker like Mauly, who never concerned himself about anything. Apparently Mauly regarded the man’s iujury as a serious matter, though Bunter could not see why. Bunter rolled into Study No. 7, where he found Peter Todd, ruddy from the cricket. 
  “We beat them, old porpoise !“ said Peter cheerily. 
  “Eh ! Whom ?” 
  “The Fourth, of course, you ass! Beat them by an innings.” said Peter,  “and more runs than you could count.” 
  “Did you ?” grunted Bunter. 
  “Wharton knocked up 80—” 
  “Blow Wharton !” 
  “And Bob—”
   “Blow Bob! I’ve had something more important to think about than cricket to-day, Toddy ! I’ve been making arrangements for the vacation !” 
  “Found somebody to stick on?” inquired Peter, with a grin. 
  “I’m taking a party to Bunter Court— ”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
   “I may take you in the party, Peter, if you’re decent. I shall expect you to be civil.”
  “Dear man, it would be a waste of civility !” grinned Toddy. “We should 
never get to Bunter Court this vac. Builders are so slow these days.”        
“Builders?” repeated Bunter. 
  “Yes, but if they were ever so quick they’d never got Bunter Court built before break-up.” 
  “You silly ass !” roared Bunter. “I jolly well won’t take you now !” 
  And Peter Todd chuckled, apparently under the impression that he was not 
losing very much. 

                                       THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Sticking To It! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. smiled as they spotted Billy Bunter in 
the quadrangle the following day. 
  The Owl of the Remove was walking slowly under the leafy old elms, 
with his hands in his pockets and a deeply thoughtful frown upon his fat 
brow. 
  The Famous Five exchanged grinning glances. 
  Bunter’s invitation to the Court for the holidays was still accepted. With great gravity the chums of the Remove were keeping it up that they were going home with Bunter. That the Owl had landed himself into a difficulty by his “swank” was pretty clear, but they had no mind to help him out of it. If Bunter owned up that he had been “gassing,” well and good. If he didn’t he could take the consequences— even if the consequences were the arrival of the five Greyfriars fellows at the modest Bunter villa, where in all probability there was not accommodation for guests to the number of five, Certainly it would be a lesson to Bunter, if that happened—and when it had happened the Co. could got off to their real destination for the holidays, leaving the fat Owl to repent repent him he had opened his capacious mouth so wide. 
They felt that the fat junior deserved a lesson—he had asked for it, and he was going to have it. 
  What they expected was, that as the date of break-up grew nearer Bunter would begin devising reasons and excuses for not entertaining his guests at Bunter Court after all. Such reasons and excuses the chums of the Remove were determined to disregard. Even it Bunter told them that the Court had been burned to the ground, they were determined to go home with him and see the ruins !
  There was, in fact, no escape for Bunter. He had swanked not wisely, but too well, and now he was caught! 
  “The dear old fat man’s thinking it out !” remarked Bob Cherry, as he noted the thoughtful frown corrugating Bunter’s podgy brow. “I wonder what yarn he will spin us at the finish ?” 
  “The yarnfulness will be terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“But the heedfulness of our esteemed selves will be missing.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “The car won’t come.” he said. “But it it doesn’t—not much “if” about it— but if it doesn’t, we’ll take the tran with Bunter.” 
  “ Yes, rather !” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
  “Then he won’t have any cash to pay his fare.” went on the captain of the Remove. “Then he will lose his way getting home. But we’ll stick to him till he’s found the way.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Billy Bunter blinked round.
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !” You let your pater know about that car, 1 suppose ?” 
said Bob Cherry. “We can rely on it, what?”
  “Oh, of course !”
   “Good ! I hope your pater will be home for the holidays.” said Johnny 
Bull. 
  “I’m afraid not. Important financial business, you know—” 
  “I know !” assented Johnny Bull. 
  “We’ll be all right at Bunter Court by ourselves. We shall miss your pater, of course, but I dare say your mater will look after us all right.” 
  “My mater will be away, too.” 
  “Then your sister Bessie will be running the show, what?” asked Bob 
Cherry. “We shall get on all right with Bessie.” 
  “Bessie’s going home with some Cliff House girls,” said Bunter, blinking at 
the serious faces of the Famous Five. 
  “But it’s all right. Our butler will manage the house while my people are away. Walsingham’s a really efficient and reliable man.” 
  “Walsingham !” murmured Bob. 
  “That’s the butler’s name. He’s been in the family for years and years !” said Bunter. “The fact is, my people are away now, and Walsingham is managing the Lodge—” 
  “The Lodge?” 
  “I mean, the Court—Bunter Court !” said the Owl of the Remove hastily. “He is looking after the estate and all the servants—footmen and so on—” 
  “Oh, my hat ! 1 mean, good man !” gaspedBob Cherry. “A butler like that is a real catch !”
   “Oh, we always get good servants, said Bunter carelessly. “Really good families always do, you know. Servants like working for really high-class and well - connected people. Walsinsgham wouldn’t leave our service for anything. Faithful old retainer, and all that, you know.” 
  “Oh !” 
  “But you’ll see him pretty soon, of course,” said Bunter. 
  “Oh! Of—of course !” gasped Bob. 
  “There’s only one thing,” said Bunter thougbtfully, and watching the Famous Five out of the corner of his eye. “Walsingham has written to me that some of the rooms, especially the picture gallery and the armoury, ought to be re-decorated.” 
  “The picture-gallery !” murmured Bob. 
  “And the armoury !“ murmured Nugent. “Oh, my hat !”
  “Walsingham thinks that this ought to be done while my people are away.” went on Bunter calmly. “Of course, if it was going on, I couldn’t very well take a party home for the holidays, could I? So I’ve told him that he’s not to have it done—” 
  “Ah!”
  “Unless my pater specially tells him to.” 
  “Oh !”
  “In that case, of course, he must go ahead, and with the decorators in I can’t very well take you fellows there. In that case—” 
  Bob Cherry bestowed a wink on his chums. 
  “That’s all right, Bunter,” he said. “We’ll give the picture-gallery and the armoury a miss, so as not to interfere with the decorators.” 
  “Certainly.” said Harry Wharton with a nod. “There will he plenty of room for us in the rest of the mansion.” 
  “In the vast dining-room,” remarked Nugent. 
  “And the terrific drawing-room,” assented Hurree,Janset Ram Singh, “and the gigantic billiard-room!” 
  “Not to mention the practically un-limited number of bedrooms, morning-rooms, libraries, and so on,” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Count on us, old chap.” said Bob. “We don’t mind decorators” 
  “Not a bit of it.” 
  Billy Bunter blinked rather uncertainly at the Famous Five. If only his vague scheme with regard to Combermere Lodge came to fruition, well and good. But if it did not? And the chances, so to speak, were on the “if.” In that case Bunter began to realise that there were difficulties ahead. The Famous Five seemed to he “sticking” on this occasion, as Bunter himself was accustomed to stick, and were not to be shaken off. Not, indeed, unless Bunter owned up to his swank, and admitted that there was no such place as Bunter Court in existence, which Bunter did not think of doing. He would as soon have admitted that he was not really expecting a postal-order, or that his titled relations were only figments of his fertile fancy. 
  “Well, you see,” said Bunter rather slowly, “if Walsingham has the decorators in at all, I fancy he will give them a free hand, and have the whole place done while they’re about it, It’s always best to do a thing thoroughly, you know, on a job of that extent. It will save some hundreds of pounds, andin these days my pater has to be careful even of a few hundreds.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “I see,” said Bob thoughtfully. “The whole place may be mucked up with paint and plaster and so on?” 
  “That’s it,” assented Bunter. 
  “In that case, we shall help.” 
  “Eh ? ” 
  “We’re pretty handy fellows,” said Bob with owl-like gravity. “ We should certainly not like to loaf about in idleness with so much hefty work going on, We’d help the decorators. I should really like to try my hand at it.” 
  “Same here,” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The samefulness is terrific.” 
  Bunter coughed. 
  “I say, you fellows, that’s really impossible. I couldn’t let you do anything of the kind. I’d rather chuck up the whole idea, and come away with you fellows for the hols, I would really.” 
  “Not at all.” said Wharton. “Of course, if you wouldn’t like us to pile in and ‘help the decorators—” 
  “Impossible!” said Bunter firmly. 
  “Well, in that case, we’d give the house a miss, and camp in the extensive grounds.” said the captain of the Remove. “We’ll take our camping outfit with us, you know, and camp in the huge park.” 
  “Good egg !” exclaimed Bob Cherry heartily. “We’ll make it a camping holiday in the park at Bunter Court if the decorators are in the house.” 
  “That’s settled,” agreed Nugent. 
  “But—” gasped Bunter. 
  “Nothing going on in the park, is there ?“ asked Bob. “Walsingham won’t have the decorators in the park, to paint the trees, I suppose?” 
  “Nunno ! But—” 
  “Then it’s a go.” said Bob. “Rely on us, Bunter.” 
  “Rely on us, old fellow.” 
  And before the Owl of the Remove could make any rejoinder Harry Wharton & Co. walked on, leaving Bunter blinking after them in dismay. 
  “Oh dear!” murmured Bunter. 
  Evidently there were difficulties ahead with these fellows sticking on like this. It looked like owning up, or a show-up, for the fatuous Owl of the Remove, and neither alternative pleased him. There was only one way out, and Bunter set his fat wits to work desperately on that way out. If only he could get hold of Combermere Lodge for the vac! 

                               THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                             All Clear! 

LORD MAULEVERER sighed and slackened down in his walk. He did not want to see Bunter. He did not want to speak to Bunter.He did not want to hear Bunter speak. Altogether he had too much Bunter, and did not want any more. But it was necessary to speak to Bunter, for once, and the schoolboy nobleman made the necessary effort.
   Bunter blinked at his lordship, as the dandy of the Remove halted and nodded to him. 
  “Hallo, Mauly !” 
  “About that house, Bunter?” yawned Lord Mauleverer. “That dashed house that you went over to see for me yesterday, you know.” 
  “I know,” agreed Bunter. 
.  “Well, I’ve got to let nunky know about it.” said Lord Mauleverer. “Did you find it all right, old man? Up to sample, and all that, what ? ”  
  Bunter shook his head. 
  Whether he would be able to bag that lodge himself or not, by ways that are dark and tricks that are vain, he was not yet sure, But obviously it would not do to let Lord Mauleverer report to his uncle that the lodge was the desirable residence described by the estate agent.  Bunter might or might not bag it, but if somebody else bagged it, obviously he could not. 
  “Well, I hardly think you’d like it, Mauly.” he said in a very thoughtful sort of way. “The drains—” 
  “Great gad! Anythin’ wrong with the drains?” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Well, of course, I’m not a plumber.” said Bunter. “I wouldn’t like to say that the drains are in a frightfully shocking condition, Mauly. It wouldn’t be fair, as I’m not an expert on the subject, would it? Still, your uncle’s friend may not mind the drains being in a shocking condition.” 
  “He jolly well would!” said Mauly. “Anythin’ else?” 
  “Well, I don’t know whether there would be any objection to the rain coming in the roof ? ”  said Bunter. “People say it’s going to be a fine summer, and it mayn’t rain any more.” 
  “Oh, gad! I don’t think nunky would like to rely on that, in this jolly old climate.” said Mauly. 
  “I won’t say anything about the gardens being choked tip with weeds.” said Bunter, or about the lake being covered with green ooze, and giving off frightful smells. A tenant might like it, for all I know.” 
  “Great gad !”  
  “Still, I couldn’t conscientiously recommend a man to take the house.” said Bunter. “I’m bound to say that much.” 
  Lord Mauleverer nodded. 
  “Much obliged, old man.” he said. “It was jolly decent of you to run across for me, and if the place is in a state anythin’ like that, it won’t do for nunky’s old pal, of course. I’ll let him know, and he can wash it out. Thanks.” 
  Bunter’s little round eyes glimmered behind his big spectacles. 
  It was so easy to pull Mauly’s leg, that really it was scarcely worth while to take the trouble. It did not even occur to Bunter’s fatuous mind that he was acting like a young rascal, and that Mauly was so easily deceived simply because he did not suspect treachery. 
  Bunter, to do him justice, was quite unconscious of any wrongdoing in his conduct. He was so in the habit of considering only his own interest and advantage that it hardly occurred to his fat mind that anybody else had any claim to consideration at all. 
  This little matter had very easily been settled. Combermere Lodge was left free for Bunter to bag—if he could bag it. That, as Hamlet would have remarked, was the question. Could he? 
  “I say, Mauly, about that chap Pilkins.” said Bunter, as his lordship was turning away, “Is be back at business yet?” 
  “No. He’s knocked right out,” said Lord Mauleverer. “The Combermere doctor’s ordered him into a nursing home. It’s not really serious, I gather; but he will have to be kept quiet for a few weeks.” 
  Bunter grunted. 
  “Then he won’t be back at his office ?” 
  “No, Hard cheese on the poor chap.” said Lord Mauleverer. “But you needn’t worry about him, Bunter; I shall see him through.  I’ve got through to the medical Johnny at Combermere, and told him to have every care taken of poor old Pilkins, and put it down to me.  As he was on my business when he was knocked out, it was up to me, of course—you’re not responsible in any way, old man.” 
  Bunter grinned. 
  If Lord Mauleverer fancied that the fat junior was worrying about the injured estate agent, he was making a little mistake. Mauly often made the mistake of judging others by himself, to their advantage. 
  “So Pilkins is in a nursing-home, and he’ll he away from his office for a few weeks.” said Bunter thoughtfully. 
  “That’s so.” said Mauly, with a nod. 
  “And the Lodge is still to let?” 
  “I suppose so. There won’t be many takers, I should think, from your description of it, Bunter.” 
  “Eh! Oh! No! Quite!” 
  Lord Mauleverer walked away to exert himself to the extent of writing to Sir Reginald Brooke that Combermere Lodge was a washout. Billy Bunter walked away thoughtfully in the quad, thinking things out. Gradually it had dawned on his fat brain that, with Mr. Pilkins safely out of the way for a time, his scheme was rather more likely of success than otherwise.  He had hoped to “stuff” Mr. Pilkins; but the stuffing of an estate agent was a task to tax the powers even of a past master in the art of spoofing like William George Bunter. Now it was only a question of stuffing Walsingham, the butler at the Lodge, a much easier task, especially as Mauly’s currency-notes had already paved the way, as it were. 
  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, came out of the House, and walked away to the gates. Bunter watched him go, and then went into the House and entered the Remove master’s study. His next move required the use of a telephone. 
  Having looked out the number of Combermere Lodge in the directory on Mr. Quelch’s desk, Bunter rang up that establishment. 
  “Hallo!” 
  “Is that Mr. Walsingham?” 
  “I will call Mr. Walsingham. What name, please ?” 
  “Pilkins.” 
  “Hold the line, sir.” 
  Bunter held the line, and grinned over the transmitter. His trick of imitating voices, which helped him in his ventriloquial stunts, came in useful now.
  The fruity voice of Mr. Wslsingliam came through. 
  “Good.afternoon, Mr. Pilkins !“ 
  “Good-afternoon, Walsingham !” 
  It was Mr. Pilkins’ rather nosey voice to the life. “I’ve let the Lodge.” 
  “Very good, sir. Did you nail that fat fellow, after all ?  ”
  “That fat young bounder in glasses who came here yesterday.” 
  Bunter ceased to grin. 
  He had been under the impression, so far, that he had made a tremendous impression on the Lodge butler.  Certainly he had tipped him very liberally with Mauly’s cash.
   It was a surprise—not a pleasant surprise—to find that Walsingham described him as a fat young bounder. 
  For a nionsent the Owl of the Remove was on the point of telling Mr. Walsingham what he thought of him. But he remembered in time that he was speaking in the character of Mr. Pilkins. 
  “Do you mean Mr, Bunter?” he gasped. 
  “Yes, that’a the name.” 
  “Please speak a little snore respectfully of one of my most valuable clients, Walsingham !” 
  “Eh!”
  “Mr. Bunter is not a person to he spoken of lightly.” 
  “Eh! Oh? Sorry, sir,” said Walsingham. “I noticed that he seemed a very wealthy young gentleman, Mr. Pilkins.” 
  “His father is a millionaire, and he has more money than he knows what to do with,” said the Owl of the Remove. 
.  “A very good client for you, Mr. Pilkins.’’ 
  “Oh, quite !”
  “And he is taking the lodge?” asked Walsingham, little dreaming that it was the fat young bounder who was his interlocutor. 
  “That’s so; I am making all the arrangements, of course, with his father. He will come over and have another look at the place, probably bringing a friend with him; but it is all settled. You will be very careful how you treat him, of course. Such tenants are not obtained every day.” 
  “Quite so, Mr. Pilkins. I suppose I shall see you later with regard to my commission.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “My commission, Mr. Pilkins.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Bunter. 
  He wonderd whether Lord Combermere knew that the butler was “standing ” in with the estate agent in the matter of letting the Lodge. 
  “Did you speak?” 
  “Oh! Yes! That is all right, of course. You will find that I shall treat you generously, Walsingham. At present I am confined to a nursing-home, owing to a motor accident leaving the Lodge yesterday—” ,
  “Yes, I heard of that, Mr. Pilkins. I trust you were not very much hurt.” 
  “The fact is, I am quite knocked up, and shall have to rest for a few weeks away front the office. It is fortunate, in the circumstances, that the Lodge is already let, as I cannot attend to any further business. When Mr. Bunter comes, you will receive him as the tenant of Combermere Lodge for three months.” 
  “Very good.” 
  “By the way, there is one more detail,” said Bunter, still in the nasal voice of Mr. Pilkins. “It is Mr. Bunter’s wish that the name of the place should be changed during his residence there.  He desires it to be known as “Bunter Court.”
  “Really?”
  “Yes. And as it is my business to meet my clients in every possible way, I have acceded, of course, to his wish. Let the name be placed over the entrance gates at once.  All expenses of this kind will, of course, be met by Mr.  Bunter.” 
  “I will see to it, Mr. Pilkins. I suppose Lord Combermere would have no objection if this name is removed before his return.” 
  “I am answerable for that, as his agent.” 
  “Oh, certainly, Mr. Pilkins.”
 “Let it be done at once,” said Bunter. “And order some new stationery for Mr. Bunter’s use, with the new name of the house engraved on it. You understand ?”
   “Quite.”
  “And you will be very careful, Walsingham, to treat Mr. Bunter with every possible respect. A young gentleman of his immense wealth—” 
  “Oh, quite so, sir!” 
And Billy Bunter rang off Mr. Quclch’s telephone, and rolled out of the Remove master’s study, with a fat grin on his face. All was going well; in fact, all had gone well.  The butler, obviously, had not the slightest suspicion. He naturally supposed that all business details were settled at Mr. Pilkins’ 
office; and, owing to Mr. Pilkins’ temporary retirement from business cares, he could not learn anything different. If Mr. Pilkin, in the nursing-home, was 
able to give any thought to business at all, certainly it would occur to him that Combermere Lodge had been let without his knowledge.
   It was “all clear “ now, and Bunter Court was ready to receive Billy Bunter and his holiday party when Greyfriars broke up for the vacation. As for the ultimate outcome of his scheme, Bunter did not give it a single thought.  That he was entering into extensive liabilities was au uncomfortable reflection which it was more pleasant not to think of; and Bunter was not accustomed to meeting troubles half-way, or to meeting them at all if he could land them on somebody else. 
  If there was trouble at the end of his remarkable tenancy, it would be time 
to deal with it when it arrived; anyhow, it was certain that Bunter couldn’t 
be made to pay all the bills he was running up, as he hadn’t any money. 
But Bunter did not think about that, at all; consequences never bothered hin till they came along. 
  All he was thinking of now was the sensation he was going to cause by 
proving the genuine existence of Bunter Court, and swanking as the lord and 
master of a magnificent domain. That, Bunter considered, was quite enough for him to think about at present 

                             THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Proof Positive!

“I SAY, you fellows—” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled. 
  “It’s coming now!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  And the Famous Five gave William George Bunter their best attention.  They fully expected that, with the break-up now very close at hand, Bunter hat evolved some masterly pretext for calling off his generous invitation.  He had tried it on, as it were, before, and they had put paid to it, as Bob expressed it. Now he was going to try it on again, and they were going to display sticking powers once more equal to Bunter’s own. The swanking fat junior was not going to be let off, unless he owned up in plain English that there was not, and never had been, such a place as Bunter Court, and that he had been talking out of his hat. 
  “Go it!’ said Bob cheerily. “Anything fresh happened at Bunter Court, old man ? ”
   “Those decorators in ?“ asked Frank Nugent.
   “Dont worry, old bean; we’ll take our camping-things and put up in the Park.’ 
  “The fact is, you fellows—”
    “Let’s hear the facts !”agreed Johnny Bull. “Bunters facts are always so interesting.” 
  The factfulness is not generally terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Rans Singh. 
  “Oh, really, you fellows ! I was going to tell you— ”
  “That Bunter Court has been burned down?” asked Bob sympathetically. “All right, old man, we’re coming home with you to see the giddy ruins.”    “No !“ roared Bunter. 
  “It hasn’t been burned to the ground ? ”
   “No you ass !” 
  “Then what’s happened?  Has Walsingham got the whooping-cough, and as it to catch in for you to take a party home?  ”
  “Look here—” 
  “Don’t you worry, Bunter ! If the jolly old butler’s ill, we’ll nurse him. If all the liveried footmen are ill, we’ll nurse the lot.” 
  “Yes, rather !” 
  “Rely on us, old man.” 
  And the Famous Five smiled benignantly on Bunter. That fat and fatuous youth grinned. He realised that, but for his masterly strategy he would have been in a rather disagreeable position. But as it happened, it was all clear, and he had a surprise in store for these doubting Thomases. 
  “1 say, you fellows, do listen to a chap! I’m going to telephone to Walsingham—” 
  “And tell him to send on the car without fail !” grinned Bob. “ We’re relying on the Rolls-Royce, you know.” 
  “Just that!” said Bunter. 
  “Eh!”
  “I’m now going to give my butler instructions about our arrival at Bunter Court.” Said the Owl of the Remove, with dignity. “If you fellows would like to listen to me, you’re welcome.  You’ve had some doubts— Don’t deny it; you have. Well, come along to the phone with me, and see for yourselves.”     
“What’s this game, Bunter ?“ asked Bob Cherry, quite puzzled, “How can you telephone to Walsingham when— hem—”
  “When what? ” snorted Bunter.
  “Well, when there isn’t any Walsingham, you know.” said Bob, laugh ing. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  Billy Bunter gave Bob an indignant and disdainful blink. 
  “Will you come along with me and ring up Bunter Court ?” he asked. 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “The Head’s gone out, and we can use his phone. I’m waiting for you fellows!’ said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. stared at Bunter blankly. 
  How they were to ring up a place that had no existence was a mystery to them; but evidently Bunter was in earnest. They almost wondered whether there was some fraction of truth in Billy Bunters many gaseous assertions on the subject of Bunter Court. If not, the Owl’s present move was really inexplicable. 
  “Oh, we’ll come.” said Harry Wharton. “Blessed if I catch on, but we’ll come and hear.” 
  “The hearfulness will be terrific.” 
  Greatly puzzled, the chums of the Remove followed Billy Bunter along the Head’s corridor and into Dr. Locke’s study—now untenanted. 
  Bunter picked sip the receiver from the telephone. He blinked loftily at the perplexed five. 
  You fellows can speak to the exchange.” he said. “The number’s Combermere 1-0.” 
  “Right-ho !” grunted Johnny Bull, and he bent over the transmitter. 
  “Number, please ?” came through. 
  “Combermere 1-0,” said Johnny. 
  “Now you’ll jolly well see !” sneered Bunter. 
  Johnny Bull picked up the Head’s telephone directory, and began to look through it. Bunter blinked at him. 
  “As a matter of fact, the name’s not there.” he said hastily. “The pater doesn’t care to have his name in the directory. The best people don’t, as I dare say you don’t know, Bull.” 
  “I don’t !“ said Johnny. 
  “You wouldn’t.” said Bunter. “But if you can’t take my word, Johnny Bull, you can take the call.” 
  Johnny Bull held out his hand grimly for the receiver, He did not take Bunter’s word, that was certain; and if Bunter had arranged some spoof on the telephone Johnny did not mean to be taken in, So he put the receiver to his ear, and heard a voice come through. 
  “Hallo!” 
  “Hallo !” said Johnny Bull into the transmitter.  “Is that Bunter Court ?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Oh !“ ejaculated Johnny. 
  “Who is speaking !” came the voice, which sounded like a manservant’s. 
  “Speaking from Greyfriars School,” said Johnny. “I want to speak to Mr. Walsingham, Bunter’s butler.” 
  “Is it a message from Mr. Bunter?” 
  “He’s here.” 
  “Oh, very well. I will call Mr. Walsingham.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” said Johnny Bull blankly, The Co., crowding close round the receiver, were able to catch most of what was said, and they exchanged looks of wonder. 
  “‘Great pip !” murmured Bob Cherry. “There can’t really be such a place as Bunter Court, you know.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “The seefulness will be the believefulness.” ‘remarked Hurree Singh, with a 
shake of his dusky head. 
  “Oh, really, Inky—————” 
  “The fellow’s speaking,” said Johnny Bull. “Listen, you chaps!!  Is that Mr. Walsingham?  ” 
  “Walsingham speaking.” answered a fruity voice. 
  “Butler at Bunter court?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Great pip!” 
  Johnny Bull, in a dazed frame of mind, passed the receiver to Billy Bunter.   The Owl of the Remove bestowed a triumphant grin on the astonished juniors, and clasped the receiver to a fat ear. 
  “Walsingham! Mr. Bunter speaking.” 
  “Yes, sir! I am at your orders, sir !” came the butler’s reply, audible to the juniors crowding round the receiver. 
  “I have given you my instructions, Walsingham, with regard to the car coming here for me and my friends” 
  “Yes, sir. I have made a note of it.” 
  “You will send the largest Rolls- Royce.” 
  “Very good, sir 1” 
  “Don’t let the car be late, Walsingham. And you will see that a good lunch is ready for us when we arrive.” 
  “Certainly, sir !” 
  “You have a perfectly free hand in the matter of expense, Walsingham. Only see that I have everything of the best, and plenty of it.” 
  “Rely upon me, Mr. Bunter.” 
  “I’m bringing five fellows with me.  If I add to the party I’ll let you know. In the meantime, have five rooms ready.” 
  “Yes, sir !” 
  “That’s all, Walsingham.” 
  “Very good, sir ! As you know, I am always at your orders, sir, and it is a pleasure to carry out your commands, sir.” 
  “Right!” 
  Billy Bunter rang off.  He jammed the receiver back on the hooks, and blinked at the Famous Five through his big spectacles. Utter wonder was written in their faces. The Owl of the Remove, for once, had completely taken the wind out of their sails. It was borne in upon their dazed minds that there really was such a place as Bunter Court, that there really existed a Bunter butler with the imposing name of Walsingham, and that knowledge was too unexpected and startling to be absorbed all at once. 
  They could only stare at Bunter blankly. The Owl’s fat lip curled with lofty disdain. 
  “Well, what do you think now?” he asked. 
  “Blessed if I know what to think !” ejaculated Johnny Bull. “I—I—I suppose it’s some kind of spoof.” 
  Harry Wharton rubbed his nose. 
  “He’s got me beat !” he said. 
  “The beatfulnes is terrific.” 
  “Hold on a minute.” said Johnny Bull grimly. He picked up the receiver again and rang up the exchange. Billy Bunter watched him rather uneasily. 
  “Excuse me,” said Johnny Bull to the exchange. “can you tell me the address of Combermere 1-0 ?” 
  “Combermere Lodge.” came the answer at once. 
  Johnny Bull put up the receiver again. 
  “The place was called Combermere Lodge before my father bought it.” said Bunter casually. “We changed the name to Bunter Court.” 
  Johnny Bull made no answer. He was too perplexed. Unless Combermere Lodge now belonged to the Bunters, it was inexplicable how Bunter was able to ring up the place and give instructions to anyone there. Quite puzzled, the Famous Five left the Head’s study with Bunter. 
  “I think you fellows owe me an apology !” said the Owl of the Remove.   “You’ve doubted my word. You practically made out that I was asking you to a place that didn’t exist. Lots of fellows would turn you down for it. But I won’t. You’re coming home with me for the hols. It’s all right. The Rolls-Royce will be here on time.” 
  And Bunter rolled away, with his fat little nose in the air, elated with his triumph. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another. For some moments there was silence. 
  “Well, this beats it !” said Bob Cherry at last. “This beats the band !” 
  “It do—it does !”
  “I—I say—” said Nugent dubiously. “It looks as if there really is a Bunter Court after all, and in that case we’ve fixed it with Bunter. We’re bound to go.” 
  “Oh !” 
  Harry Wharton nodded slowly. 
  “Can’t chuck It now,” he agreed. “If this is straight—and it looks it—we can’t turn Bunter down. We’re bound to go with him for the vac. We were pulling Bunter’s leg, but it looks to me now as if we were pulling our own all the time. We’re booked with Bunter.” 
  “But—but is it straight?” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Looks like it.” 
  And when Harry Wharton & Co. told other fellows in the Remove of that talk on the telephone, the other fellows admitted that it looked like it. Even Peter Todd confessed that it looked like it. 
  That evening William George Bunter was the cynosure of all eyes in the Rag. And the fat junior spread himself amazingly and swanked to his heart’s content —as became the lord and master of that magnificent domain, Bunter Court. 
THE END. 
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