October 9th, 1909. No. 87.
THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Entry and Exit.
“COME in, ass !``
“Come in ! Don’t knock !”
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were both hard at work in Study No. 1 when there was a rat-tat at the door, and though the two Removites had expressed their welcome to the caller, they did not look up from the impot they were writing.
“Has I might ‘ave been the ‘Ead hisself, and you did not ought to haddress your helders like—”
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent stopped work and grinned at Gosling, the school porter of Greyfriars, as he put his head in at the door.
“Hallo, Gossy !” interrupted Frank. “Come to have a quiet chat?”
“There be too many himps in this school for hany quiet,” grumbled Gosling.
“What do you want, then ?“
“It’s Master Bunter this time. The ‘Ead wants ‘im hin ‘is study. It’s somethin’ ‘e’s found in the noosepaper.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
At this moment a terrific row was heard in the passage. There was the sound of scurrying feet. a fearful bump on the door of the study, and the form of a fat youth was precipitated into the room, landing in on the floor in a sitting position with a crash that shook the study.
The sound of a smothered chuckle accompanied retreating footsteps down the passage.
The fat youth, who was now sitting up, gasping and groping about for his spectacles, which had fallen off on his impact with the floor, was Billy Bunter, the fat boy of the Remove. He was also known as the Owl, as, owing to his extremely short sight, he wore a pair of enormous spectacles. He was quartered with Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurree Singh in Study No 1, and they usually put up with his little ways with a good-natured tolerance.
“I say,” gasped Billy Bunter, ‘you fellows might lead me a hand to get up.”
“Ha, ha, ha !“
“Help me up, you grinning rotters !“ continued Billy Bunter, blinking indignantly up at Gosling. “I can’t see anything to laugh at! I have seriously injured myself, and may be crippled for life.”
He stretched out his little fat hands to be helped up, and Frank Nugent, grasping them, gave a terrific jerk.
“Ow!” gasped Bunter. “Ow, ow! Wharton, you beast, you’ve dislocated both my arms. Ow!”
And Bunter staggered up, only to fall forward to the floor again with a crash.
“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the juniors, as he sat up again, looking around him with a dazed expression on his face that made even the soured old school porter smile.
“Really, Wharton,” began Bunter, blinking round with an injured expression.
“It was not I, you young ass !“ laughed Harry, drawing Bunter to his feet. “Here, up you get !“
“Be careful where you are standing, Wharton,” said Bunter. My spectacles are somewhere about, and if you tread on them and break them you will have to pay for a new pair.”
“Here they are,” said Nugent, picking them up end thrusting them into Billy’s hand. “And now what do you mean, you fat porpoise, by entering the study in such a— well, such a hasty manner, and giving Gossy’s nervous system such a severe shock” And he regarded Bunter with mock severity.
“Oh, really, Nugent—”
“Well, what was the matter?” interrupted Frank. “ Has W un Lun, the Chinee, been frightening you with any more of his ghosts? ”
“No, Nugent, he has not,” said Billy Bunter. “He never really did frighten me, I only ran away to—to—-well, to make him think I was frightened.”
“Ha, ha, ha!’
“ It was Bulstrode who was after me,” went on Billy.
“I was just in the passage outside his study when he rushed out. Something seemed to have upset him, and as he made straight for me I ran away. He caught me as I reached the door, and booted me in an excessively rough and violent manner.” And Billy Bunter looked extremely injured and indignant.
Harry Wharton’s brow clouded.
Bulstrode was the bully of the Remove, and before items arrival at Greyfriars had been Form captain. Harry was captain now, and had beaten Bulstrode in fair fight, but the bully still continued his old bullying tricks as far as he dared.
But this time Bulstrode was not quite unprovoked, as Bunter’s next words showed.
“What were you doing outside his door in the passage?” asked Harry, after a moment’s thought.
“Nothing—at least, I was only practising the ventriloquial drone for a bit, as I am rather out of practice just now.”
“Ha, ha, ha “ yelled the two juniors.
“You fellows are so jealous of my extraordinary ventriloquial powers, you know,” went on Billy Bunter plaintively, “that I have to practice outside the study.’’
“Ha, ha, ha !“ shrieked Frank Nugent. “ No wonder Bulstrode came out if you were practicing the ventriloquial groan just outside his door while he was doing his prep.
“It’s the ventriloquial drone, not groan, Nugent, and all I was doing was just this, you know—grr-groo-groo-grr ---“
“Shut up l” howled Frank Nugent.
“Groo-groo—”
“Shut tip, fathead !“
Harry Wharton clapped his hand over Billy’s mouth, thus stopping the ventriloquial drone by force.
Billy Bunter had taken up ventriloquism some considerable time ago, and though he had nearly driven his study mates mad with the awful rows he produced at first, he really had succeeded in ventriloquism, but the ventriloquial drone was barred now in Study No. 1.
Gosling had all this time been trying to get a word in edge ways, but Billy had been so carried away in trying to explain his sudden entrance into the study that each time Gosling attempted to open his month he was interrupted.
“Will you listen to what I has come ‘ere to say?” spluttered the school porter at last, banging his foot to the floor to emphasize his words.
“Oh, don’t get angry, Gossy !“ said Frank.
“Well, wot I says is this ‘ere—Is Master Bunter going to the Ead’s study or not?”
Bunter took off his spectacles and rubbed them nervously.
“ Did you say me, Gossy’
“O’course I ses you.”
“To the Head’s study? ”
“As I ses.”
“Me-e-e!’ stuttered Billy.
“Oh, sing it out to m Gossy” laughed Harry Wharton. “Of course he means you, you fat cormorant. It’s something to do with something in the newspapers, so Gosling says.”
Billy mopped his brow with his handkerchief.
“ Me and newspapers ?’
“ Ha, ha, ha! ”
“Well, I didn’t think you chaps were such rotters to play a joke like that and frighten a friend. You made me feel quite faint—’’
‘‘ Ha, ha, ha !“ roared the juniors.
And as for you, Gosling,” continued Bunter, “you—you ought to be ---“
Billy was suddenly interrupted by the study door being flung violently open and Micky Desmond, the Irish Removite, put his head and shoulders into the study.
“Bunter! Seen Bunter, kids?” he shouted.
“Yes, I’m here, Desmond,” said Billy. ‘What is it?”
“Sure, Dr. Locke wants you in his study. at once.”
“Oh, lor’ !“ said Bunter, with a sickly smile. “Just give me a mouthful or two before I go down, Wharton. ‘These affairs always make me fearfully faint, especially as I haven’t had anything since---!”
“Go on, you fat pig! Off you get! ”
“Bob Cherry gave me—” continued Bunter.
“ Buzz off !“ interrupted Nugent, reaching out for the ink- pot.
And Billy went.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wanted: William George Bunter.
BILLY BUNTER put his ear to the keyhole of Dr. Locke’s study-door and listened.
He heard the rustle of a newspaper within, and straightened himself up as footsteps sounded along the corridor.
It was Bob Cherry, of Study No. 13, also a junior in the Remove.
“Hallo, porpoise !“ he said. “Goin’ in for Swedish drill?”
“What do you mean, Cherry?”
“What I say ! What are you bending for?”
“Oh,” replied Bunter, with a sickly grin, “I’ve got to go in.’
“Why don’t your go, then, fathead?”
“I’m going to in a minute. Here comes Bulstrode and Stott,” he added, to divert the subject.
‘Yes,” said Bob Cherry. “I don’t know what they’re doing here at all. They ought to be in Colney Hatch.
Oughtn’t you to be?” continued Bob, as Bulstrode and Stott joined them outside the Head’s door.
“Oughtn’t we to be where?” inquired the Remove bully.
“Colney Hatch.”
“I’ll give you a jolly good licking, Cherry, if you— Here, where are you going, Bunter?”
Billy tapped at the door of Dr. Locke’s study and entered as the Head’s voice hailed him to “Come in !“
“Is that you, Bunter’?” said the Head.
“Yes, sir.”
Dr. Locke picked up a newspaper that was spread out on his desk.
“I’ve got something here, my boy,” he said, “which I think interests you.”
Billy Bunter smiled.
“I read about that boat., sir,” he said “I thought—”
“What boat is that?” interrupted the Head.
The Glengariff, which was sunk with all those provisions on board, sir,” explained Bunter.
Dr. Locke frowned, and handed his fat pupil the newspaper.
Read that paragraph” he said, pointing to an advertisement under “Legal Notices.”
Billy read the paragraph, and re-read it, and then whistled with astonishment.
The Head watched him closely and smiled.
“Read it out, Bunter,” he said.
Billy took off his spectacles, rubbed them with his handkerchief, readjusted them, and read:
“Messrs. Laurie & King, solicitors, London, executors for the late Pheneas Cobb, of Cincinnati, U.S.A. (once known in England as Herbert Bunter), desire to know the present whereabouts of William George Bunter. If the said William George Bunter will correspond with the above address, he will hear of something to his advantage.”
Dr. Locke and Bunter smiled at one another.
“That certainly looks as though you were being advertised for, Bunter; and I am sure I am very glad to have been the one to have noticed the advertisement. I don’t often---“
“I suppose they have some money for me, sir,” interrupted Billy.
“Without a doubt. They say ‘he will hear of something to his advantage.’ You must certainly write at once.”
“Rather- -I mean yes, of course, sir”
“You may take the newspaper with you.”
“Thank you, sir!”
“And just state in your letter your whereabouts, and—”
“Yes, sir.” And Billy Bunter made for the door.
Meanwhile, during the interview between the Head and Bunter, a huge crowd had gathered in the passage outside Dr. Locke’s door.
Gosling had told Bulstrode and Stott that Bunter had somehow got mixed up with the “ noosepapers,” and the Remove bully and his crony had soon spread the tale about Greyfriars.
The incident had got exaggerated, until it now assumed fearful proportions, and the crowd of juniors, and even seniors, which had now gathered in the corridor were expecting every moment to see Billy Bunter come out of the Head’s study under the escort of a police-inspector, or even two.
It was a serious story which had spread so rapidly, and the juniors were talking in whispers of the exciting arrests they had seen policemen make, when William George Bunter came out of the Head’s study with a contented grin upon his fat features.
“Trying to brave it. out,” muttered Stott, Bully Bulstrode’s particular crony.
“Yah “ shouted Skinner, another of the bully’s followers. This one word seemed to relieve the tension in the crowd, and they surged round Bunter.
The fat junior of Greyfriars grinned.
“It’s all right, you fellows,” he shouted. “I’ll stand you all a jolly good feed when —“
“Yes—when!’ said Bulstrode sarcastically.
“Oh, I shall be able to buy you up !“
“What do you mean, you fat porpoise?”
“Oh, only that I’ve had some money left me I” said Skater.
“Money !“
“Yes.”
“Left you, you fat—you fathead? ”
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
“Look here, you chaps,” shouted Bunter. “I’ve just heard such jolly good news that it’s mad, me feel quite faint.”
“What’s the news 7” said Blundell and Bland together.
“Some money been left to me.”
“What for?” asked Bland.
“Buy a muzzle with it! ” shouted Bulstrode.
“Is this a fact, you fat—”
“Of course it is. Dr. Locke has just interviewed me.”
Blundell and Bland, the two Fifth Formers, looked at one another and winked.
“Come on,” said Blundell “Catch hold of his arm, Bland, and get him to our study.”
“Ow! ” cried Bunter, as he was pushed through the crowd. “Where are you taking me to, you rotters?”
“To our study, of course.”
“Ow! Leggo! What for ?“
“To give you a good feed, old chap,” said Blundell. The fat junior allowed himself to be hauled along.
“Thanks! I sha’n’t forget you when I get my money,” he jerked out.
After a hard struggle, the two Fifth Formers managed to got their fat charge out of the crush, and they hurried up to their study to fete the fortunate Greyfriars junior.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter and His “Thousands,”
“BETTER shove a notice up on the door, Harry,” said Frank Nugent. “That’s about the fifteenth ass that has come in to ask if it’s true “
“Think that’s what I had better do. Shove us over a sheet of—”
Bang, bang!
Harry did not complete his sentence, as there was a terrific thump on the door of Study No. 1.
Bang, bang!
Frank picked up a heavy lexicon from off the table. Come in !‘‘
“Ow! ”
Frank Nugent had flung his missile as the door opened, and the book caught Bob Cherry with a thwack in the chest
“Come on, Linley, and Wun Lung!” yelled the injured visitor to the two grinning juniors outside in the corridor. “Sock into these rotters !“
Wun Lung, the Chinee, and Mark Linley shared Study No. 13 with Bob Cherry, and they gave a cheer us their leader banged wide the door and grasped the laughing Nugent round the neck.
“ Rescue, Harry! “
“ Right! ” shouted the Remove captain. “ Out of this study, you rotters! ”
Mark Linley caught up a cushion from an armchair, and hurled it at Harry Wharton.
“Well played, Linley! ” gasped Bob Cherry, who was sitting on Nugent’s head.
“Lemme gerrup !“ came in smothered tones.
Bob rubbed his victim’s face deeper into the carpet.
“I’ll teach you—”
“Ouch !‘
Harry Wharton, with Mark Linley and Wun Lung clinging on to him, fell with a crash on Bob Cherry and Nugent, and there was a fearful mix up legs and arms.
“I’ve got you” muttered Bob Cherry ferociously, grasping his own leg in mistake for Nugent’s.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Harry Wharton rolled over with Mark Linley, and the table overturned with a crash.
The inkpot fell on to Nugent’s head, and the flow trickled down his face.
“Yah!’ roared Bob, scrambling to his feet. “That will teach you rotters!”
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent stood against the door, panting with their exertions, but with their fists up in businesslike fashion.
“What do you kids want in this study? ”
“Who are you calling kids? ”
“Well, what do you want?”
“We wantee to knowee all about Buntel! ” exclaimed the Chinese junior.
“Right-ho, then !“ said Harry Wharton. “Pax”
Bob Cherry glared at Frank Nugent, who looked very comical with the stream of ink down one side of his face.
“I’ll make it pax now,” said the leader of Study No. 13; “but we’ll pay you rotters out for this “
“Any time you like to try,” laughed Wharton.
“Well,” said Mark Linley, “is this true about Billy Bunter having a huge fortune left him? ”
“Something of the kind, I believe.”
“Well, where is the porpoise 7”
“Here he comes,” said Nugent. “Anybody can tell that awful tramp, tramp, coming along the corridor.”
There was a shuffling sound of feet without, and the juniors waited expectantly.
“Thanks, you chaps !“ came Bunter’s voice.
“That’s all right,” replied Blundell.
“Quite all right. Ta-ta, old chap !“ added Bland.
And the two Fifth-Formers were heard to leave Bunter and walk on.
Billy Bunter opened the door of Study No. 1, and blinked at Nugent, who had just pulled the table up on to its four legs.
“Hallo, you fat porpoise! What’s the matter? ”
“Nothing. I’ve just had a ripping feed in Blundell and Bland’s study. I had six pies, a plate of new pastries, four sausages, a bag of biscuits, and three bottles of— “
“Ha, ha, ha. !“
Bunter removed his spectacles and sat down.
“Look here, you chaps,” he said, “you’ve no right to laugh at me, and I won’t have it.”
“Go hon!”
“No, I won’t, Cherry. You’ll have to treat me with proper respect now —all of you, I’ve come into some money.”
“What! Did you carry off the first prize in an eating competition? ”
“I don’t know what the amount is yet,” continued Billy, ignoring Nugent’s remark. “It’s sure to be some thousands, though.”
Bunter made this startling announcement with such coolness that the Remove juniors sat back and gasped.
“Some thousands? ”
“You!”
“Yes, me, Wharton,”
“You fat bounder, now you can pay me back for that pen knife and cricket bat of mine you sold to Skinner! ” exclaimed Nugent.
“Certainly, Nugent” replied Bunter, polishing his glasses.
“And that camera of mine you broke,” said Wharton.
“Air the tyres of my bike you burst,” said Bob Cherry.
“Of course I will, Cherry. Pass me over that bag of apples. I think fruit is awfully good for you in this weather.”
“Do you ?“ laughed Bob, taking an apple. So do I, don’t you, Wun Lung?”
“Me savvy,” replied the Chinee, taking the remaining three apples and juggling them in the air, until they fell one by one into the pocket. of his loose robe.
“Very well, said Bunter, taking out a notebook from his pocket. “I shall scratch your name, Cherry, and Wun. Lung’s from the list of chaps I intend to give a feed to as soon as I get my money.”
“You fat guzzler !“ growled Bob Cherry. “I don’t want to conic to your rotten—”
“When are you coming into your money, Billy 7” interrupted Harry Wharton.
‘ I’ve got to write a letter now.”
“Good ! Here’s some paper.”
“Get oft that chair, Wun Lung! ” said Bunter authoritatively.
“Me savvy.’
Billy Bunter sat down at the table, and drew the writing. blotter and inkstand towards him.
The Removites crowded round.
“This is quite private, Wharton,” explained Billy. “I’ve got to write to my solicitor-—”
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
“And I don’t want you chaps—”
“ Ha, ha, ha! ”
“Poking your noses into my business,” finished Bunter, in spite of the hilarious interruptions.
“Fathead !”
“All right, Billy, we will leave you to yourself, but don’t you commence gorging. Come on, you chaps.”
And the juniors crowded out of the door of Study No. 1, and made for the playing-field, where they could practise shooting at goal.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Correspondence.
LEFT to himself, the fat junior of Greyfriars rubbed the end of his pen and pondered.
He read and re-read the advertisement of Laurie & King, Solicitors, until he was mumbling it off word for word without looking at the paper.
After a time he decided what to say in his letter, and explained to the advertisers that he was William George Bunter. He gave them his age and his whereabouts and expressed a wish at the conclusion of his badly-written letter that they should write by return and let him know what amount of money had been left him by Pheneas Cobb, of Cincinnati.
“That’s a jolly good letter,” he mumbled. “I think I will write to Marjorie Hazeldene now I’m at it, anti invite her and Miss Clara to my feed.”
Billy Bunter wrote his second letter in copper-plate writing, and when he had finished, it was certainly a credit to the worst pupil in the Remove.
Marjorie Hazeldene and Miss Clara were pupils of Cliff House, the school for girls, which was barely a mile from Greyfriars.
Marjorie and Clara were great chums of Harry Wharton & Co., and though Marjorie never took Billy Bunter seriously, the fat junior thought he was greatly admired by Hazeldene’s sister, and now that he had come into some money he foresaw great possibilities.
Having finished writing, Bunter removed his spectacles and groped about in the writing ease for two stamps.
“Sure to be some here,” he muttered.
His search was fruitless, and he rose from his chair and pulled out the drawer in the table.
At the same moment the door of Study No. I opened, and a dark face looked in.
“Hallo, Inky !“ said Bunter, shutting the drawer. “Have you two penny stamps ?“
The newcomer was Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. the Nabob of Bhanipur, and a gentle smile overspread his dusky features as he replied, in the wonderful English he had acquired at Bhanipur
“Yes, my esteemed Bunter.”
“You might let me have two, Inky !“
The willingfulness is high,” said Hurree Singh, handing over to Bunter two penny stamps which he had taken from his pocket-case.
“Thanks, Inky. I will pay for them, you know.”
Hurree Singh knew his Bunter, and he held out his hand to receive the two pence.
The fat junior pretended not to see this, and fumbled the two letters he had written into the envelopes which he had stamped, and he sat down to address them.
“Of course, you have heard I’ve come into some money, Inky.”
“Yes,” replied the Nabob. “The surprisefulness was terrific when the esteemed Bulstrode told me.”
“Some thousands, you know, Inky,” said Billy Bunter impressively.
“My worthy chum pays for the two stamps, then ?”
“Of course. Inky)’
Hurree Singh held out his open hand again, and Billy Bunter looked at it with a sickly smile.
“Can you change a bob ?” he said.
“Easefully, my worthy Bunter.
“Oh, well, you can’t be in any great need for tuppence if you can change a bob.”
“My esteemed study-mate will hand over the—”
“Of course I will, Inky,” interrupted Bunter. “come down to the Close now, and I will post these two letters and give you the tuppence in the tuckshop.”
“My willingfulness is terrific,” assented Hurree Singh in his extraordinary English.
Bunter picked up the two letters, and, with the nabob, left Study No. 1.
The two juniors walked out into the Close where was the school letter-box, and they then adjourned to see Mrs. Mimble, the old dame who kept the school tuckshop.
Snoop and Skinner, two of Bulstrode’s followers were standing in front of the counter when Bunter and Hurree Singh entered.
“Hallo, Billy! ” said Skinner. “I suppose it’s quite true about—”
“Of course it is! What have you got there? ”
“New pastries just come in. They’re ripping, aren’t they, Snoop? ”
“Spiffing “ agreed Snoop, cramming his third pastry into his large mouth.
“I suppose you’ve heard I’m giving a big feed,” said Bunter, drawing a chair up to Skinner and Snoop.
“You giving a feed? ” chorused Bulstrode’s two followers.
“Yes.”
“When? ”
“Oh, as soon as I get some money sent to me from my solicitors.”
Skinner and Snoop were impressed, and they each handed Billy Bunter a plate laden with pastries.
“Thanks’ said the fat junior, in a deferential manner. “I’ll just have one.”
“When do you expect to hear from, your—er—your solicitors 7”
“To-morrow morning !“ gulped Bunter, as he finished his pastry and reached across for another one. “I’ve just written, you know.”.
Hurree Singh grinned as he saw Skinner’s and Snoop’s faces lengthen as Bunter wired into the pastries, but the two toadies recognised that it would be diplomatic to pamper the fat Removite if he had come into a fortune.
“You might pass one of those pies over, Mrs. Mimble,” said Bunter, as he finished the last of the pastries.
“Certainly, Master Bunter,” smiled the old dame. Bunter took the pie and blinked across the counter at Mrs. Mimble, who stood waiting with her open hand held out.
“That’s a threepenny pie, Master Bunter.”
“It’s all right, Mrs. Mimble,” explained Skinner throwing three pennies on to the counter. “I’m standing this feed.”
“Really, Skinner, that’s awfully decent of you, you know. I was just going to pay, and if you will—”
Billy Bunter was interrupted as a crowd of flushed juniors came flocking into the shop. They were all very hot and noisy as they came trooping in from practice with the foot- ball, and Billy Bunter’s face brightened up as he saw the possibility of his being still more feted.
“Hello, you fat Porpoise !“ greeted Bob Cherry, slapping Bunter on the back. ‘Still at it? “
The fat junior grew red in the face and spluttered and gasped.
“Really, Ch-e-r-r-r—”
Bunter was cough3ng so violently that he was unable to complete his remonstrance.
“Ha, ha, ha !“
Bunter staggered off his high chair in a fit of coughing.
“Ha, ha, ha !“
“You—horn, hem !—you cads, I’ll—”
“Pat him on the back, Inky !“ yelled Harry Wharton.
“The pat him on the backfulness is right, my esteemed friend,” replied the nabob, giving the choking junior a terrific punch between the shoulders.
“Ow !“
The piece of pie was shifted, and Billy Bunter sat down
and glared at the laughing juniors.
“I’ll strike you all off “ he yelled. “Everyone of you rotters will be barred from my feed. Everybody here, except in Skinner and Snoop “
“Ha, ha, ha!”
If Bulstrode’s two cronies had pampered Bunter, there was no chance of him being spoilt by the rest of the juniors. Harry Wharton & Co., and all the Greyfriars fellows with the exception of Bulstrode and his few followers, did not take wealth into consideration when friendship was concerned.
Mark Linley, for instance, was one of their staunchest chums, yet Linley’s father had to work doubly hard in a Lancashire factory so that his son could have a good education at Greyfriars. Harry Wharton & Co. chummed with Mark Linley because he was a good, healthy-minded Britisher—as all Lancastrians are. So when Billy Bunter thought that his sudden good-fortune
would bring the boys of Greyfriars flocking round him, he was sadly mistaken.
Of course, such boys as Bulstrode, Skinner, Snoop, Stott, are to be found in every school, but they are in a decided minority. Bunter glared at the grinning juniors as he finished eating his pie, and then a scheme of revenge entered his head, and he saw that he could get his own back on Bob Cherry.
“H-hem !“ A cough sounded at the door of the tuckshop.
“Cave!”
“Old Quelch!”
It certainly sounded like Mr. Quc1ch’s cough and the next moment any doubt that- the juniors might have had that it was not, was dismissed.
“Is Cherry there “came the Remove Form-master’s voice from without.
“Yes, sir! ”
“Well, please run up to my study with three bottles of ginger-beer. I have some visitors.”
The juniors round the counter had a hard struggle to suppress their laughter as Mr. Quelch gave such an extra-ordinary order.
“Right sir; I will!”
“Thank you, Cherry !“
They waited to hear the Form-master’s retreating foot-steps, but none came. “Half a second,” muttered Nugent, creeping to the door. “I’ll have a boss.”
“My Aunt Matilda! h must have had his slippers on,” he added a moment after. “He’s gone !“
Mrs. Mimble had herd the order, and she handed over three bottles of ginger-beer to Bob Cherry. “Mr. Quelch will pay me for them in the morning, Master
Cherr7.” said the old dame.
“Right-ho! ”
Billy Bunter turned to Skinner with a broad grin, as Bob Cherry left the tuckshop with the three ginger-beer bottles under his arm.
“That wasn’t old Quelch’s voice,” he spluttered.
“What d’you mean, fathead?”
“It was mine don’t—”
“You’ve had too much to eat, you gourmandiser. Of course it was Quelch.”
Bunter blinked at Skinner in a knowing manner.
“I’m a jolly good ventriloquiser, you know”
“Why, you—you don’t mean to say—---”
“Yes” replied Bunter. “I did it to pay Cherry out for nearly—”
“Ha, ha, ha !“
“Choking—”
“Jolly good !“
“Me !“
Bunter managed to finish his sentence, and Skinner roared with laughter as
the (Greyfriars ventriloquist explained how he had sent Bob Cherry to
Mr. Quelch’s study with three bottles of ginger-beer
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Greyfriars’ Ventriloquist Causes Trouble.
CARBERRY the bad-tempered prefect, stopped Bob Cherry on his way
to the Remove Form-master’s study.
“What are you doing with those three bottles, Cherry ?“
“Oh, I’m throwing ‘em up into the air and catching them in my—”
“I don’t want any of your cheek “ interrupted the Sixth- Former surlily.
“Don’t you? Well, if you want to know, I’m taking these to Mr. Quelch’s study! ”
And Bob Cherry walked on as Carberry scowled and hesitated. The Remove junior was unable to knock with his knuckles on the master’s door, so he used one of the stone
bottles.
Bang, bang
“Come in “
Mr. Quelch was writing at his desk when Bob eventually managed to open the door and enter the room
“Well Cherry, what is it?”
“I’ve brought them, sir.”
‘What do you mean, my boy? ”
“The ginger-beer, sir.”
“ Gin-ger-“
“Yes, sir The three bottles,”
Mr. Quelch looked alarmed, and he rose from his chair.
“Is this impertinence, Cherry?” he demanded severely.
“It’s the three bottles—”
“You had bettor sit down a minute, my boy,” interrupted the Form-master in concern.
“Thank you, sir!”
“Is your head all right ?“
Bob flushed. He had received a pretty big bump on the side of his head when he had fought with Nugent in Study 1,
and ho wondered how Mr. Quelch could have gained any knowledge of the fight.
“Quite all right now, sir,” he explained. “It wasn’t very big, you know.
“Have you been out in the sun without a hat on your head? ”
“ What’s he getting at?” muttered Cherry to himself; and then aloud he said
“Out in the sun, sir?”
“Yes, my boy. Have you had the sun too much on the back of the neck?”
“Oh, no sir!” replied Bob, with a sickly smile.
Mr. Quelch poured out a glass of water and handed it to the junior.
“Drink that,” he said. “I’ll just ring for Wingate.”
Bob Cherry looked at the glass of water, and then at the gingerbeer bottles.
“Have your visitors gone, Sir?” he asked.
The Form-master ignored the question, and walked across
the room to ring the bell.
There was silence in the study for a minute or two, but it
was dispelled by a loud knock on the door.
“Come in!” said Mr. Quelch.
Gosling, the porter, put his head round the door.
“Has you rung for me, sir?” he grumbled. “Hi was just a-sitting down to my—”
“That will do, Gosling,” interrupted Mr. Quelch. “1
want you to go to Mr. Wingate’s study and ask him if he will
kindly comp down here immediately. It is very important,”
Gosling unuttered some unintelligible remark, and banged
the door to violently.
Mr. Quelch strutted up and down the room, and glanced anxiously at Bob Cherry, who, in turn, was gazing with no little concern at his Form-master,
The Remove junior was just about to ask the master a question when there came a second knock on the door, and Wingate, the big Sixth-Former and captain of the school,
entered the room.
“Ah, is that you, Wingate?” said Mr. Quelch
“Yes, sir. Gosling has just told me you want me urgently.”
“Hem !“ coughed the master. “1 want to—er—just take Cherry up to the dormitory and see that he gets quietly into bed. The rest of the boys will be up presently, and I shall be obliged if you will see they make no unnecessary
noise. I’m afraid Cherry is not very well, and he must keep-—”
Bob Cherry jumped up from his chair.
“Me! Not very well! ”
“Just take him up, Wingate, will you!”
“Yes, sir,” replied the prefect, catching hold of the junior gently by the arm. “Don’t be an ass, Winny !”
“Now, then, Cherry, my boy,” said Mr. Quelch, “get quietly into bed!”
“Me, sir?”
“Yes. Now, go along.”
“Bed !”
“Yes, you will be all the bettor for it-—and I will come up later and bring you some medicine.”
And Wingate led the remonstrative junior out of the study.
“Look here, Winny, don’t be a silly ass!”
The prefect smiled grimly, leading Bob along.
“You silly fathead ! I’m as right as rain,
“Well, Mr. Quelch thinks differently.”
“Quelchy must be off his rocker !“ growled Bob. “He came to the door of the tuckshop and asked me to run up to his study with three bottles of gingerbeer” “
Wingate smiled grimly.
“Well?”
“I took ‘em up,” continued Bob, “and he treats me as though I’d gone wrong in the onion!”
The two had now gained the Remove dormitory, and Wingate led Bob in and shut the door.
“Well, buck up and get into bed, kid! ” he said good humouredly.
“Me get into bed
“Yes. buck up! The other chaps will be up in about an hour’s time!”
“Right-ho, I’ll wait for them !“
“No, you won’t—you’ll get into bed now! ”
“Don’t be an ass, Winny! If they come up and find—”
“Look here.” interrupted the prefect; “don’t you see that I shall get into a row from Mr. Quelch if I don’t see that you get into bed? ”
“Well if you’re going to put it like that,” replied Bob, “ I suppose I had better turn in.”
Wingate chuckled with amusement as the junior explained in full how he had gone to the Form-master with the three bottles of ginger beer.
“Someone must have been getting at you,” he said, as Cherry scrambled into bed.
“My only hat !“
“What’s that?” said Wingate, turning as he reached the door.
“My only Aunt Matilda !“
“Oh, shut up and get to sleep! ” And the prefect left Bob Cherry to himself, “My only hat!” muttered the junior, sitting up in bed.
“It must have been that—that fat porpoise and his beastly ventriloquism! The greedy, fat, gourmandising rotter! I’ll pay him for it!”
“Well, my only hat !“ added Bob Cherry, as an after-thought, as he lay back on his pillow waiting for the rest were the juniors— at the strange request.
of the Removites.
The hour passed very slowly, and in the subdued light and quietness Cherry was just dozing off when a wild scrambling of feet was heard in the corridor without.
The dormitory door was flung open, and Harry Wharton, who was the first of the Remove juniors to enter, staggered back as he caught sight of Cherry sitting up in bed.
“Hallo” he gasped. “What’s—what’s the wheeze?”
“What do you mean, dummy
Harry Wharton was pushed into the dormitory by the crowd of juniors behind him, and they all showered questions on Bob Cherry.
“Great Scott!”
“What are you doing’?”
“What’s the idea, Cherry?”
“Doing the Sleeping Beauty wheeze?”
Bob glared at his questioners.
“Is that fat cormorant Bunter up here!” he roared.
“Our worthy corpulent friend is not up yet,” replied the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“I’ll—I’ll smother him when he comes!” spluttered Bob.
“Ha. ha, ha! ”
“Why, what’s the trouble this time? ”
“The trouble? Why, didn’t he send me to Quelchy with three bottles of gingerbeer, and—”
“Of course not! ”
“He did” roared Bob,
“He didn’t! ” shouted the Removites in chorus.
“He did, I tell you!” into bed.
“ It was Quelch himself who told you to take them, and—”
“It wasn’t Quelch,” replied Bob, glaring at the grinning juniors; “it was that fat porpoise’s rotten ventriloquising !“
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“And I took the beastly gingerbeer into his study—”
“ Ha. ha, ha! ”
“And he thought I had gone off my onion!” roared Bob.
“Ha, ha, ha! ‘ yelled the juniors.
“And he sent me to bed to keep quiet.’
“Ha he ha! ”
“When that rotten, fat porpoise of a Bunter—“
“ What’s that, Cherry?”
The Removites turned round to the dormitory door, to see Billy Bunter standing there, blinking through his huge spectacles.
” Bob Cherry flung himself out of his bed and made a dash for the fat junior.
“So you have come up to be fizzled alive, have you!” he roared, catching Billy by the ear and pulling him into the room,
“ Ow!
“Mad, am I? Ha, ha !“
Bunter’s flabby face went livid.
“Rescue!” he roared. “Rescue me, you chaps!”
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
“Rescue me from this mad ass, Wharton!”
Bob whisked his victim to the ground, and rubbed his face into the carpet.
“ Ow !“ roared Bunter.
“ I’ll pay you, you fat gourmandiser! I’ll—”
‘‘ Lemme gerrup !“
“ Cherry !“
Mr. Quelch was standing at the door with a bottle in one hand and a spoon in the collar, and he rapped out Bob’s name so suddenly that Bunter was able to tear himself away and scramble up.
“ Yes, sir?” stuttered Cherry, as the Form-master strutted into the dormitory.
“ Didn’t I tell you to get into bed and keep quiet?”
“ Yes, sir.”
“And here I find you the chief combatant in a rough-and - tumble with Bunter!”
” Yes, sir.”
“ Am I to conclude that it another symptom of your brain weakness ?“
“ Yes—er—I mean no, sir!’’
“Then why were you attacking Bunter in that ferocious manner?”
“ I—I don’t know, sir.”
Bunter’s face brightened up considerably when he saw that Bob Cherry was not going to tell Mr. Quelch the reason of his assault, and the fat junior saw his chance of doing Cherry a good service in return.
The Greyfriars’ ventriloquist cleared his voice.
“ Mr. Quelch !“
It was the Head’s voice on the other side of the door.
“Yes, sir,” said the Remove Form-master.
“You might just go into the Fifth-Form dormitory.”
“ Very well, Dr. Locke,” replied Mr. Quelch, surprised—as were the juniors— at the strange request.
“Thank you !“ sounded the Head’s voice; and Mr. Quelch left Bob Cherry and the rest of the Removites.
“Hallo! ” cried Nugent. “What’s the matter with you, Billy?”
The fat junior’s face had gone a deep red, and he was rocking about with his arms clutched round his sides.
“ Ho, ho, ho! ”
“What’s the joke, you fat cormorant!”
“Quelchy’s—ho—gone-ho, ho—to chase my voice—ho, ho, ho! ”
“Gone to what !“ roared Nugent.
“That wasn’t the Head. I ventriloquised his voice! ”
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
“Well, get into bed, you chaps,” said Bob Cherry at last, “and when old Quelch returns he will have forgotten my scrap-up with that at rotter.”
“Really, Cherry,” remonstrated Bunter, “you’ve no right to call me fat, I’ve not had much to-day; but when I get my fortune—phew! ”
And Billy Bunter clambered into bed to dream of the feeds he would have in the very near future.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Billy Bunter’s Mistake.
HARRY WHARTON, Frank Nugent. Hurree Singh, and Billy Bunter, were seated at the table in Study No. 1.
Harry Wharton, as captain of the Remove, was making out the team to play against the Fifth Form the next afternoon—Wednesday.
“I don’t think it’s safe to play young Tom Brown yet, especially in an important match,” remarked Nugent, as Harry his chum’s opinion of the New Zealand junior’s merits on the football field.
Torn Brown had only just recently come to Greyfriars, and up to the present he had always shown a tendency to mix up Rugger on the Soccer field.
“I think he’ll show all right after the practice we’ve given him,” replied Harry Wharton.
“I don’t, then! ”
“ Why !“
“Because he’s sure to keep on handling the ball.”
“Shove him in goal, then.”
“Just as bad there,” persisted Frank Nugent.
“ Why, what’s the objection now?”
“He’ll only go and collar some one round the legs. Another thing, hp’s much too fast to be wasted in goal.”
“Well, who shall we shove in?”
Billy Bunter looked up from the impot he was working at, and blinked through his big spectacles.
“I sincerely hope you’ve got my name down on the list. Wharton.” he said.
“Of course, Billy: you’re centre-half—I don’t think.”
“Well,” grumbled the fat junior, that’s my favourite position on the field; but I know you, as Captain of the team, always grab that.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“It’s a fact; but where am I playing to-morrow, Wharton ?“
“In the Close, I should think !“
“What do you mean. Nugent?’
“Oh, you’d better play marbles with Snoop !“
“Look here. Nugent,” said Bunter, his face very red, “I’m not going to stand this kind of thing any longer. Now I’ve come into some money I intend to show independence—”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“So if I am not included in to-morrow’s team I’ll bribe the rest of the fellows to strike!’
“You silly fathead !“ laughed Harry Wharton. “You haven’t got your tin yet.”
“Well, I’m only waiting for a letter from my solicitors.”
“ My esteemed fat porpoise will shut up talking about the worthy solicitors,” purred the nabob, banging his book to.
“Really, Hurree Singh, I’ve got as much right to talk about solicitors as you have.”
“Well, the shutupfulness is terrific “
“Ha, ha, ha !“ roared Nugent. “Hello! Who is this?” hp continued, as there was a loud knock on the study door.
“Come in!“
Bob Cherry, the leader of Study No. 13, put his face round the door.
“Shall I bring it in, you chaps?” he said.
‘ Bring what in, you duffer?”
“Well. I’ve heard people call it a school porter before now.” grinned Cherry.
“Which you will go o’ my hear immediate, Master Cherry !“
“Ha, ha, ha! It’s old Gossy! ”
Bob flung the door open, and led Gosling into the room by the ear.
“Hallo, Gossy, dear! What is it this time?”
“What I ses, is this ‘ere !“ roared the infuriated Gosling. “The himpertenence hof you himps his hawful!”
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
“Hand what hi ses hi do!” he continued. “Hiff hit ain’t put a stop to immediate, hi goes straight to the ‘Ead!”
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
“Hand reports the lot hof yer!”
“Oh, Gossy, dear,” cried Bob Cherry, going down on his knees before the enraged porter, “don’t be angry with us! We crave your pardon for our misdeeds, and if you—”
“Ha, ha, ha! ‘ roared the juniors.
“Think you can forgive us, we would ask you your business, and give you leave to depart.”
Gosling looked down at Cherry’s serious face.
“Well, hi don’t mind a bit hof fun; bat himperance hi won’t ‘ave “
“Then you forgive us?
“Hi won’t go to the ‘Ead this time, then; but hi gives you fair warning.”
“Thank you, Gossy dear! ” said Bob Cherry, standing up. “And what might your mission be to this den of rotters?”
The chums of Study No. 1 jumped to their feet.
“Who are you calling rotters?’ they yelled in chorus.
“Make it pax, then !“ grinned Bob, as Gosling threw two letters on to the table.
“For Master Bunter,” growled the Porter, leaving the study.
“Thanks, Gossy,” said Bunter, reaching out a fat hand and grabbing the two envelopes. “I’ve been expecting these! ”
Bunter cleared his throat, and readjusted his glasses.
“I thought so,” he mumbled to himself as he studied the two envelopes closely.
“Well, aren’t you going to open them, ass?” laughed Harry Wharton.
Billy Bunter was very excited, and he blinked at the Remove captain.
“Certainly, Wharton,” he said. “When a chap holds a letter in his hand telling him that he has had a windfall left him, it naturally makes him feel a bit funny.”
“Wish you didn’t look as funny as you fool, then !“
The fat junior ignored Frank Nugent’s remark, and proceeded to open his penknife.
Bob Cherry looked at it closely, and then glared at Billy.
“You fat, greedy, shop-lifting porpoise !“ he gasped. “I’m hanged if that isn’t the knife I’ve been turning our study upside down to find !“
Bunter blinked at the owner of the knife.
“Really, Cherry.” he said, “I only borrowed it from Study No. 13, and you can have it back as soon as I have finished with it.”
“Oh, thank you, Bunter “ replied Bob, in stinging sarcasm “That’s awfully kind of you—”
“That’s all right, Cherry! ”
“Why, you cheeky, fat cormorant—--”
“Let him get on with the washing.” laughed Harry Wharton, “ and I give you leave to sock into him after.”
The fat junior ran the knife along the flap of the envelope which had the name of Laurie & King. solicitors, London, on the back of it.
The Removites crowded round.
“I’ll read this out to you, you chaps.”
“Do !“
“Thanks awfully !“
“How ripping of you l’
“Your rippingfulness is superb “
Billy Bunter opened the sheet of notepaper, which was half-filled with typewritten matter.
“ H’hem!” coughed the fat junior, putting the letter to within an inch of his nose.
“Get on with it !“
And Billy proceeded to read out the letter.
“Laurie & King, Solicitors, London.
“Dear Sir,---Enclosed please find a Letter which we assume you have sent to us in error. The letter comments is ‘Dear Marjorie,’ and it is clearly a mistake on your in sending it to us.—Yours faithfully,
“LAURIE & KING.”
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
“Good gracious !“ gasped Bunter.
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
“ I must have put—”
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
“My letter to Marjorie in-
“Ho, Ito, he”
“The wrong envelope! ”
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
The chums of Study No. 1. were rolling about, doubled up with laughter.
“Ha, ha, ha !“
Hazeldene, a junior also in the Remove, was attracted by the yells of laughter as he was passing the study, and he opened the door and looked in.
“What’s the matter?” he asked.
“Ha, ha, ha !“
Bunter was sitting back in his chair, his face flushed crimson, and his eyes blinking through his huge spectacles.
“What’s the wheeze, Nugent ?“ laughed, coming into the room.
“Ha, ha, ha !“ roared Frank. “That fat—fathead enclosed the wrong letter! Ha, ha, ha !“
“What wrong letter?”
“He wrote to your sister at Cliff House, and put it in an envelope addressed to his solicitor! Ha, ha, ha !“
Hazeldene’s grin gradually broadened, and he added to the hilarious uproar the rest of the juniors were making.
Ha, ha. ha!
“Look here, you fellows—”
“Ho, ho, ho !“
“I don’t see anything in it to make such a row about. I’ll read Marjorie’s- ——“
“Ha, ha, ha, Billy!” roared Harry Wharton. “You’ll be the death of me!”
“I don’t see what there is to laugh at. Perhaps Marjorie has used more sense than those solicitor chaps did, and sent the letter on.”
“Read her letter out, dummy, and see,” said Frank Nugent, wiping the tears from his eyes.
Bunter opened the second letter, and the juniors once more crowded round expectantly.
“Absolute nerve even daring to write to Marjorie,” said Hazeldene.
“I think so, too,” assented Frank Nugent, with a touch of jealousy in his tone.
“Well, shut up, now, you two.”
“Get on with it, my honourable Bunter,” said Hurree Singh.
The fat junior unfolded the notepaper, and read:
“Cliff House School.
“Dear Mr. Bunter,—It was very good of you to let me know so fully that your name is William George Bunter, and that you are still at Greyfriars. I do not know whether your letter is a specimen of ‘Remove’ wit; but, anyhow, Clara and I shrieked over it. What made you address me as ‘Dear Sir,’ though? May I point out to you that ‘whereabouts’ should be spelt as I have written it, not as you do in your letter—’ wereabouts’? I’m sure I do not understand what you mean by asking mc to let you know how much money Pheneas Cobb, of Cincinnati, has left you. Please give my love to my brother, and kind regards to Harry Wharton & Co.—Yours truly,
“Marjorie Hazeldene.”
The juniors had interrupted the reading of the letter after each sentence by spluttering with laughter; but as soon as Billy had finished, they roared with laughter again.
‘‘Ha, ha, ha !“
“Ho, ho, ho !“
“ Oh. the silly dummy !“
“ You utter ass!’
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
“You fat porpoise!”
The laughing juniors held their sides as they managed to jerk out their opinion of Billy, who looked very savage now, holding a letter in each hand.
“I think you chaps are beastly rotters,” he growled.
“Rolling about like a lot of fatheads just because—”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I put the wrong letters in———”
“Ho, ho, ho!’’
“The wrong envelopes!”
“Well, what did you have to write to my sister at all for ?“ said Hazeldene.
“I suppose I can write to whom I like without asking you?
“ Not to Marjorie, anyhow.”
“Oh !“ sneered Billy Bunter.
“Well, what did you have to say to her ?“
“I wrote and asked her if she and Clara would like to come to a feed I’m giving to celebrate my windfall.”
“Then I think you’ve got a beastly nerve.”
“Like the rest of the cheeky young bounders in this study,” added Bob Cherry.
“What?” yelled Harry Wharton, “Do you hear that, chaps?”
‘The hearfulness is terrific.” assented Hurree Singh, as Bob Cherry was whisked off his chair by Wharton and Nugent.
“Come on, Inky !“ shouted the Remove captain. “Bump him !“
“Leggo !“ muttered Bob Cherry, making a frantic effort to break away.
But Wharton and Nugent had hold of him too securely.
“Ha, ha, ha !“ laughed Hazeldene.
Hurree Singh clasped Bob round the legs, and they held the captive tight while they had a breather.
“What shall we do with the bounder?” panted Nugent.
“Bump him!”
“Yes, let us bump the honourable bounder,” agreed the Nabob.
“Right-ho! Ate you ready?”
“Yes, rather !“
“One!”
“Lemme go I”
“Two !“
“You rotters—”
“Three, go!”
“Ow !“—‘bump. “Oh !“—bump. “Oh !“
Bob Cherry gave a yell of pain each time the chums of Study No. 1 let him down.
“You rotters !“ he roared, scrambling to his feet, and giving Frank Nugent a push in the chest which sent him flying into an armchair.
“Come on !“ cried Harry Wharton. “Out with the bounder !“
There was a short, sharp tussle, and Bob Cherry was dropped out into the corridor with a thud,
The study door was slammed to, and the key turned with a click.
“What next, I should like to know,” growled Frank Nugent. “A kid coming into the study and making a disturbance like a crowd of women suffragettes !“
“Bang! bang! bang!
Bob Cherry kicked the door violently, and Harry Wharton laughed.
“Go away !“ he shouted. “Admission only on business !“
“All right, you rotters !“ came the angry junior’s muffled voice. “I’ll—I’ll pay you for this! ” And he went stamping down the corridor.
Billy Bunter had all this time been sitting down, muttering to himself, and gazing at the two envelopes.
“Look here, Wharton,” he said, putting the letters into his pocket.
“Oh, you can’t expect Wharton to do that, Bunter!’
“To do what, Nugent?”
“To look at you.”
“Really, Nugent, I think you—”
“That’s all right, Billy,” interrupted Harry Wharton, who felt sorry for Bunter, for it was plain to see that the fat junior was feeling very disappointed with the two letters he had received.
“Well, Wharton, what do yen think is the best thing for me to do? Shall I write again to my solicitors?”
“Of course, you dummy! There isn’t anything else for you to do but write !“
“Oh, yes there is.”
“‘What, are you thinking of sending a telegram ?“
“No, I hadn’t thought of that,” muttered Billy.
“Well, what then?’ said Wharton, impatiently.
“I thought I might go up to London and see them about it.’
“What !“ yelled the juniors in chorus.
Billy Bunter grinned at the consternation he had caused.
“You see, I could go up by the 10.30 tomorrow morning and be back at Greyfriars by half-past six in the evening. As it’s Wednesday to-morrow, I should only be missing morning’s class.”
“Well !“ gasped Hazeldene. “Of all the nerve—”
“Billy’s takes the confectioner’s shop,” finished Frank Nugent.
“Don’t you think that if I asked the Head he would let me go?”
Harry Wharton jumped to his feet.
“My only topper !“ he exclaimed. “I wonder if he—”
“Oh, sit down, Wharton, and try and keep calm !“
“All right, you bounder !“ said the Remove captain, grinning at Nugent; “but I’ve got a rattling good idea.”
“No!’ gasped Frank, in mock surprise. “Who’ve you cribbed it from?“
“This is it.” replied Wharton, ignoring Nugent’s remark. “Why shouldn’t we all in Study No. 1 go up to London tomorrow?”
“My only aunt Matilda !“ muttered Frank.
Hurree Singh leant back in his chair and smiled.
“My worthy chum forgets,” he said. “that the esteemed Remove plays the mouldy Fifth Form rotters to-morrow “
Harry Wharton’s brow clouded.
“I had forgotten that for the moment,” he said. “Of course, that puts the lid on that wheeze.”
“Absolutely squashes it !“ agreed Nugent.
“You chaps might help mc out of this,” grumbled Billy. “I tell you, it’s beginning to worry me, and I feel frightfully faint,.”
“Well, why on earth don’t you eat something, you silly 7”
“Because this money business makes me so excited, Nugent. Fancy, you know—thousands! Oh, crumbs, the feeds I’ll have !“
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
“I sha’n’t forget you chaps, you know,” continued the fat junior. “I always did think I should come into some money, and now it’s come I shall do everything handsome.’
“Well, dummy,” laughed Harry Wharton, “I’m jolly glad you’ve come into some tin, but you haven’t got it yet, you know.” .
“Thanks. Wharton,” replied Bunter, rising from his chair. “I think I’ll go along and ask Dr. Locke to let me have to- morrow off, so that I can go up to London.
“I shouldn’t write again if I were you,” said Hazeldene. Ha, ha, ha! ”
Billy strutted across the room and opened the door.
“Good luck go with you. you fat cormorant !“
“Show your independence, Billy,” laughed Nugent.
“Your independence is terrific,” added the Nabob of Bhanipur with a smile.
Bunter blinked through his big spectacles.
‘“You’ll see, one day, you chaps” he said knowingly, and with this mysterious statement he banged the door to.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Day Off.
THE rising bell had gone, and the Remove dormitory presented a busy scene.
There was a crowd of juniors before a looking-glass, all awaiting their turn.
“Hurry up, Bulstrode! ”
“Rats! ”
“You’ve been fooling about with that tie of yours for about ten minutes now!’
“You shut up. young Linley,” shouted the Remove bully, scowling at the junior from Lancashire.
“You vely slow, Bulstlode,” said Wun Lung, the Chinee.
“I’ll pull your beastly pigtail if you don’t stop grumbling.”
“Me no savvy which side the bed you gettee—”
“Cave !“
‘It’s old Quelchy “
The door opened, and Mr. Quelch, the Remove Form-master, looked in.
“Hurry up, you boys !“ he said, with a smile, then he frowned and came further in.
“Is that a boy still in bed ?“ —
“My, only hat,” muttered Bob Cherry, “if it isn’t that fat bounder still asleep! ”
Mr. Quelch walked down between the row of beds and stopped at the foot of Bunter’s. The fat junior was still asleep and snoring heavily.
“Why hasn’t anyone wakened him ?“ asked Mr. Quelch, giving Bunter a shake.
“Gerraway! ” growled Billy in his sleep.
“Bunter !“
“Shut up, you cads !“
“Bunter !“ said the Form-master, raising his voice. Billy turned over and blinked.
“You’re a rotter, Wharton!” he growled, yawning. “Why in the dickens can’t you let a chap have a little extra——”
“Bunter! ”
The fat junior jumped up in his bed as though he had had a pin jabbed into him.
“Mr. Quelch!’
“Yes, Bunter,” replied the Form-master, “it is, and I want to know what you mean by—”
“I’m sincerely sorry, sir,” said Bunter, pulling his spectacles from under the pillow, “but 1 didn’t know it was you---“
“I suppose the to the not; but that is no excuse. Do you not know that the bell has been rung now some twenty minutes ago, and here you are still in bed !“
“Yes, sir, but it doesn’t matter about me.”
“What do you mean, boy ?”
“I’m not going to do any work today, Mr. Quelch.”
The Form-master coughed angrily as a distinct snigger came from the rest of the juniors.
“Oh, so you have decided not to do any work, Bunter,” he said.
“Yes, sir —at least—”
“Will, I have decided you must—and a bit extra. You will take fifty lines for not being up with the rest, and you will do fifty more for making such an absurd resolve !“
“Oh, sir, but Dr. Locke has given me leave to have the
day off, and——”
“The day off?”
“Yes, Mr. Quelch.”
For what reason, might I ask!”
“To go and see my solicitors, Mr. Quelch.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The Removites roared with laughter as Bunter made this
announcement, and the Form-master turned with a frown.
“Silence! ” he ordered. “And you, Bunter, will get dressed immediately. There will be no excuse for you not being down at breakfast to time. And Mr. Quelch stamped out of the dormitory.
“Have you really got the day off, you fat bounder?”
“of course I have, Bulstrode, and I want to speak to you on a serious matter before you go into class this morning.”
“Oh’ exclaimed the bully wonderingly.
“Come on, chaps! ” said Wharton, slipping on his coat.
“Right! ”
“Half a second “
“Me comee, Hally.”
“If the honourable captain will wait—”
“Very well, Inky,” laughed Harry, “ but buck up.”
In a few minutes the dormitory was deserted save for Billy
Bunter, who now stood before the wash-basin.
“Suppose I had better have a proper wash this morning,”
He muttered. “ Ugh—ugh !“
The fat junior braved himself for the effort, and splashed
himself freely with the water.
“Ugh—ugh !“ he muttered again, as he dried himself. ‘ I
don’t understand how to those chaps do it on cold mornings.”
Billy took particular care over his dressing, but he was not over-particular whose property hp donned.
Bob Cherry had a very nice pair of patent leather shoes,
and the fat junior eyed them covetously as they rested by
Bob’s bed.
“I shouldn’t think Cherry would be annoyed if I wore
those shoes today,” murmured Billy, taking them in hi s
hands. “I’ll shove ‘em on and see what, they look like.”
In Bunter’s estimation they looked ripping, and he then
and there decided to borrow them for the day. He likewise borrowed Frank Nugent’s tie, and by the time he had
finished his toilet fully felt very pleased with himself.
“Sure, my only Molly O’Hara !“ whistled Micky Desmond.
“Look at Billy!”
The fat junior camp strutting into the hall with a contented grin on his flabby face.
“Ha, ha, ha !“
“Silence, boys !“ snapped Mr. Quelch, rapping his knuckles
on the table. “Bunter, ‘ he added, “you will give me fifty
lines this time tomorrow morning for being—”
“I’m sincerely sorry, sir, but—”
“Sit down, Bunter !“
And the fat junior subsided into a chair, and attacked the
rashers of bacon before him savagely.
“Go it piggy! ” said Trevor, who was sitting next to him.
“What do you mean?”
“Oh, it’s all right. 1 only wanted to see whether you
recognised your name.”
Billy Bunter blinked through his enormous spectacles.
“Well, you wouldn’t waste much time if you’d had as little to eat as I have the last two days.”
“Why, you fat cormorant, I watched you at supper last
night, and you wolfed three times as much grub as anybody
else”
The fat junior ignored Trevor’s charge, and wired in with
renewed vigour.
He was still munching away at toast and marmalade when
the masters and prefects left the room.
The Sixth-Formers next trooped out in their usual dignified
manner, and then the rest of the boys scrambled out.
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent stopped Blundell and
Bland, the two Fifth-Formers.
“I suppose you bounders are prepared for it?” greeted
Frank.
Prepared for what!”
“For the hefty licking, Bland, dear, we’re going to give
you this afternoon.”
Bland scowled.
“Well, I’ll eat my hat if the Remove do beat us, you
cheeky bounder !“
Nugent and Wharton grinned and walked away.
“Do you think,” muttered Blundell, with a frown, “that
there is any chance of them pulling—”
“Seen Bunter?” interrupted Bulstrode, coming up to the
two Fifth-Formers.
“Yes, saw the porpoise taking nourishment in Hall. He’s
in there now.”
“Thanks !“
Bulstrode strode into Hall and saw Bunter still eating at
the Remove Form table.
“Oh, is that you, Wharton?’ said the short-sighted fat
Junior.
“No, it isn’t, ass! It’s me!”
“Oh, I’m sorry, Bulstrode. I thought it was Harry Whar—’
“Well, it isn’t. You said you wanted to speak to me.”
Billy Bunter rose from the table and joined the Remove
bully, who was standing at the head of the table.
“Yes, Bulstrode,” he replied. I want to ask you something.”
“Well, what is it, fathead?”
“I hope you won’t be annoyed about it, Bulstrode.”
“Have you been and sold something that belongs to me,
you fat porpoise’s!” he roared.
Bunter started back in alarm.
‘ Really, Bulstrode, I hope you don’t think I am such a
cad as all that. What I want you to do is to lend me twenty
bob.”
“Twenty bob!”
“Yes’ continued Billy, quite unmoved by the consternation he had caused. “I’ve got six bob on me, but as I am going up to London, and shall want something to eat when I’m there, I want you to lend me some more. Of course, I shall pay you back to-night—with interest, if you want it,” Billy added, as an after-thought.
“You silly, fat dummy, how can you pay me back tonight if you’ve only got six bob on you now’ asked Bulstrode.
“Oh, I shall get my solicitors to advance me a few pounds”
Although Bulstrode was a bully, and the most obstinate pupil in the Remove Form at Greyfriars, his redeeming trait was generosity.
Bunter was quite aware of it, and it was for this reason he had decided on asking the bully before any of his Form-fellows in Study No. 1.
Bulstrode’s father was a wealthy, self-made man of the world, and he kept his only son well supplied with pocket-money. Bunter knew all this, and the fat junior smiled as the bully put his hand into his trousers pocket.
“Well, look here, you fat porpoise, if you don’t pay me back this quid to-night I’ll—I’ll——”
Bulstrode gave a ferocious scowl, and Billy Bunter’s flabby cheeks shook with fright.
“That’s—that’s all right, Bulstrode,” he stuttered,
The bully handed over the coin, and stamped off as Billy jerked out his gratitude.
“Suppose I had better start for the station now,” he muttered.
And he ran upstairs and fetched his silk hat and gloves, and walked out of the school building.
Gosling was standing outside his lodge smoking his pipe, and the Greyfriars porter’s eyes opened wide as the fat Removite came towards him.
“Good morning, Gossy !“
“What I ses is this ‘ere,” replied Gosling, ignoring Billy’s salutation, “why ain’t you in class, Master Bunter?”
“I’m going up to London, Gossy.”
“You?”
“Yes, to see my solicitors.”
“Up to Lunnon?”
Bunter smacked his cane walking-stick against his fat leg.
“Yes, Gosling,” be said. “You know, I’ve had a fortune left me by some American. I suppose he was an uncle or something of mine. Anyhow, I’m going up to London to-day to claim it.”
The words “London” and “solicitors” impressed Gosling, and hp opened the big iron gates with alacrity.
“Well, Master Bunter, what I ses is this ‘ere, I ‘opes you won’t forgot the old Greyfriars school porter when you’re a rich gen’l’man. Many’s the time Hi’ve shut me eyes when you’ve a’ smuggled tuck into the school. That’s what I ses.”
“Of course, I sha’n’t forget you, Gossy,” replied the fat junior.
“As H’m a’ pleased to ‘ear it, Master Bunter.”
“Well, good-bye, Gossy I”
“Good-morning, Master Bunter “
And Billy strutted on, little dreaming of the colossal disappointment he was to suffer before the end of the day.
“Phew! ” he was muttering to himself. “Feeds every day! Phew! ”
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An Exciting Match.
WINGATE, the captain of Greyfriars, knocked at the door of Study No. 1, and Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurree Singh all shouted out in chorus
“Come in!’
The big Sixth-Former opened the door and smiled as he saw that the three Removites were in their Soccer clothes.
“Why isn’t it up on the notice-board, Wharton?” he asked.
Harry Wharton looked puzzled.
“Why isn’t what on the notice-board, Winny ?“
“Your team, of course. I went to have a look just now to see what time your game starts and no notice was there.”
“Oh, I took it down about ten minutes ago, as I tune just made an alteration.”
“ What’s that?”
“Lacy can’t play because he’s kept in, so I’ve decided to try young Tom Brown, after all.”
“What, the New Zealander?”
“Yes,” said Harry, with a smile. “I think he’ll shape all right.”
“Rasher,” agreed Frank Nugent.
“Well, I’ll referee the match,” said Wingate. “When will you be ready?”
Harry Wharton looked at the cheap German clock which did service in Study No. 1.
“If we start at three o’clock will that be all right!”
“Very well, then.”
And Wingate left the study to tell Blundell, the skipper of the Fifth Form football eleven.
“Well, come on, you chaps,” said Harry Wharton, as soon as the prefect shut the door. Let’s go and wake of cherry and Linley, and then we can have a few practice shots into goal.’’
The three chums walked down the corridor and banged on the door of Study No. 13.
Wun Lung opened the door, a broad grin on his little yellow face.
“Come in and lookee,” he whispered.
“Hallo “ said Harry aloud. What’s the— Why, my only hat!” he added, with a gasp.
Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh shoved Wharton into the study.
“What’s the joke!” said Frank.
“Look at Cherry!”
“Ha, ha, ha!’’
Bob Cherry, who was engaged in lacing his football boots, looked up in surprise.
“What’s the matter with you dummies?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“What’s the joke, fatheads?”
“That—that shirt! ” roared Nugent.
“Those stockings!’
‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
“T he gorgeous colours are terrific?’
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
Bob Cherry stood up, blushing violently.
“You silly cackling asses !“ he yelled. “What’s wrong with my togs?”
“Oh, nothing—nothing at all!” laughed Nugent. “Only that you look as it you’re advertising a colour scheme for an artist.”
“You frabjous ass !“ retorted Bob. “Some rotter has lifted my things since last season, and these are all I can find.’’
Bob Cherry stood before the glass, and surveyed himself.
He had on an extraordinary pair of stockings which had once been sent to him by an eccentric aunt whose hobby was knitting. The junior’s shorts were a pair he had bought at a bazaar to run in on Sports’ day, but he had been advised by Wingate not to be an ass, but go and shove a pair of respectable white running shorts on !“ Bob’s sure it was an ordinary cotton one with frayed cuffs, and was of a violet hue.
“My Aunt Matilda” muttered Nugent. “What an eyesore!”
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
Bob Cherry scowled, and pulled on a coat.
“Well, come on, you—you dummies !“ he said, leading the way out of the study.
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
Bob turned round angrily as the juniors roared with laughter, but as they were following him he strode on with a ferocious expression on his face.
He came in for a fearful amount of chaff from the spectators as they gained the football ground, and nearly came to blows with Bulstrode. But fortunately for the Remove bully, Wingate blew his whistle, and the two teams walked on to the field.
“Come here, kid,” said Blundell, “and call to my toss.”
A coin went flying into the air.
Heads !“
“It is !“ laughed Blundell. “ Which goal will you defend?’
“This one, of course, dummy,” said Wharton. “We’ll start with the sun on our backs.”
“Won’t make any difference, my lad,” replied the Fifth Form captain, with a patronising air. “You’re in for a proper licking to-day !“
“ We’ll see !“ laughed Wharton
And the two captains placed their men in their positions.
“ Ready?” shouted Wingate.
“ Rather! ”
The referee blow his whistle, and Martin of the Fifth kicked off.
“Go it, Remove !“
“Ha, ha. ha! Walk through ‘em, Fifth!”
The Greyfriars boys, lined-up on each side of the field, cheered their particular favourites.
Harry Wharton kicked the ball out to the wing to Bob Cherry, who missed it, and the next moment Blundell was pacing down the field, dribbling the ball in fine style.
Go on, Blundell! ”
“F-fifth?’
The Fifth Form captain had passed the Remove backs, and steadied himself for a shot into goal.
Swish!
Russell, who was in goal, dived for the ball, but missed, and the leather banged into the net.
“Goal!”
The Fifth had scored their first goal within five minutes of the start.
“ Hurrah !“
“Well played, Fifth !“
“Give it up, you Remove kids!” shouted Dabney, of the Upper Fourth, who was amongst the spectators.
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
“Come on, chaps 1” said Harry Wharton encouragingly to his team. “Sock into ‘em!”
“Rather!”
And the referee sounded his whistle again.
Hazeldene kicked off, and the Removites made a determined rush into their opponents’ territory.
Each team was determined not to let the other one score; but the Removites were now playing magnificently, and looked like equalising.
Tom Brown just managed to get in a shot at goal as Bland sent him flying with a terrific charge, and the ball went wide of the posts.
French, who was the custodian of the Fifth Form goal kicked the ball out into the center of the field,, and for some minutes the game became a rather loose one.
Ton Brown, with a long kick, passed the ball to Harry Wharton.
The Remove captain watched the flight of the ball, and trapped it cleverly as it dropped to the ground. Charging Bland aside as the Fifth-Former rushed at him, Harry went off with the ball.
Hurrah! Go it, Wharton !“
The Removite dashed on, dribbling the ball in magnificent style. Shepperd, the centre-half of the Fifth Form eleven, failed in his efforts to intercept the junior, and a moment later Harry was through the backs.
His foot was drawn back for the kick, and the next moment the ball went flying into the net.
“Goal! Goal Well played, Wharton! ”
Wingate blew his whistle for half-time, and the excited Removites crowded round their blushing captain.
“Well played, old chap !“ shouted Frank Nugent, giving Hurry a fearful smack on the back.
“Ow!”
“Jolly good!”
“Ow!’
“Ripping !“
“Ow, you bounders !“ roared Wharton, breaking away from the crowd, as he found their praise so painful.
Both teams squatted down on the grass for a breather, and Bob Cherry came in for plenty of chaff.
“I’ll pay the rotters !“ he muttered, as Wingate blew the whistle for the resumption of the match.
A free kick was awarded to the Fifth before the game had been in progress (or barely five minutes.
Blundell had got away with the leather; but the New Zealander forgot himself, and fell on to the ball in true Rugger style.
‘‘ Foul!’’
The referee was unable to sound the whistle for a moment or two for sheer astonishment, and Torn Brown picked the ball up and dashed along the touch-line.
“Stop, you ass! ”
“ Ha, ha, ha !“
The whistle sounded shrilly, and the New Zealand junior pulled up with a laugh.
“I’m awfully sorry, Wharton,” he said “I clean forgot I wasn’t playing Rugger, you know!’
Wingate smiled, and under the circumstances treated the incident leniently.
Bland took the free kick, and sent the leather flying to Desmond and Morgan, the Remove backs. The Welsh junior returned the ball with a mighty kick, which wrung a yell of praise from the spectators.
the ball was sent backwards and forwards up and down the field with irritating frequency, and the game flagged somewhat.
“Buck up, Remove! ”
“F-fifth!”
The yelling of the lookers-on inspired the players to further effort, and at last Tom Brown juggled the leather from Blundell, and set oft with a fine dash towards the Fifth Form goal.
“Go on !“
“Well played, Brownie! ” shouted Bob Cherry excitedly, as the New Zealander dodged deftly past the backs.
“ Buck up !“
“Shoot !“
The next moment Torn Brown lashed out with his foot.
Players and spectators held their breath.
Bang!
The leather struck the crossbar of the goal-post with a crash, and came flying back straight to the Remove Junior.
“Go on’ yelled a voice in the crowd, even as the ball was in the air. “Have another—”
Torn Brown flung out his arms and clutched the ball, as though making a “mark” in a game of Rugby.
“Oh-h!’
Once more he forgot the game he was taking part in, and he made a dash for the back of the goal-posts, and touched the ball down with his hands.
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
You silly fathead! ”
“You absolute lunatic!”
"Brown, of all the asses !“
Ho, ho, ho !“
Tom Brown’s face was scarlet, as the players crowded round him.
“I—I—I—I’m awfully—’—”
“Fathead “interrupted Frank Nugent. “Time’s up, and here you go and chuck a certain goal away!”
“Look here, chaps, I’m awfully sorry, really. It’s through being brought up to play a decent game, and if you—”
“What?” howled Bob Cherry. “A decent game!”
“Yes! ”
“You call that a decent game? Clutching hold of a Soccer ball, and dashing behind the goal-posts.”
“You ass, I thought it was a Rugger ball! ”
“Ha, ha, ha !“
“And, of course, I shouldn’t have done it if I had remembered !“
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
Wingate joined in the laughter as he looked at his watch. “Well, it can’t be helped,” he said. “It’s time, and the game’s a draw.”
“Well played, Remove !“ shouted Russell.
“What about your licking, Blundell?” said Harry Wharton to the Fifth Form captain, as the two teams walked to the pavilion.
Blundell smiled.
“Oh. I meant in a Soccer match !“ he said. “I didn’t know you chaps were going to play Rugger.”
“You’ll see Tom Brown come along all right, one day.”
“Hope I shall,” replied Blundell. “We must have another match Boon.”
“Right-ho! Whenever you like !“ laughed Harry, joining Hurree Singh and Frank Nugent. “Good-bye, kid !“
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Phantom Windfall.
“THEN we must have it in Study No. 13.”
“There isn’t room in there I tell you “
“There is!”
“There isn’t, fathead !“
“Anyway, it’s as good as Study No. 1.”
“It isn’t ‘‘
The Remove juniors had changed from their football, and were now standing before the counter in Mrs. Mimble’s tuck shop.
Harry Wharton had suggested in the pavilion that the Remove should celebrate the afternoon’s match with a study feed, and at the same time entertain Billy Bunter, as the fortunate receiver of an unexpected windfall.
Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, and Wun Lung had suggested Study No. 13 as the banqueting chamber, but Harry Wharton & Co. held out for Study No. 1.
The Remove captain smiled.
“Well, look here, chaps,” he said. “Billy’s train gets in at half-past six, and its twenty to now, so buck up and decide.”
“Right! ” exclaimed the leader of Study No. 13. “It must be ours.”
“In ours?”
“No, in ours! ”
“Well, you said in ours.”
“I didn’t, Nugent; I said in ours.”
“Well, I agree, in ours”
“In ours, I tell you !“ roared Bob Cherry.
“Do you mean in ours?” said Frank Nugent, in an aggravating manner.
“No, in ours, you—you—”
“Ha, ha, ha! ” roared the Removites, as Bob Cherry and Nugent glared at one another,
“Well look here,” said Wharton, with a frown. “I think the feed should take place in Bunter’s own study. He’ll feel more at home there.”
“I still think Study No. 13 is the best,” growled Bob Cherry. “But, of course, if you’re going to persist, I suppose I’ll have to give in.”
“Of course,” muttered Frank Nugent.
Bob Cherry feigned not to hear the remark, and the juniors were soon engaged in making purchases for the great feed.
All the juniors were pretty flush, and soon a huge of pile of “grub” had accumulated on the counter.
Mrs. Mimble smiled.
“Think you’ll be able to carry all this?” she said.
“ Yes, rather !“
“ Not half !“
“It’s very heavy, though, with all those pies.”
“The weightfulness is terrific,” assented Hurree Singh. “Look here, chaps,” laughed Wharton. “Each take as much as you can. We needn’t take ‘em up on a tray.”
“No, rather not. Come on, kids.”
And the juniors trooped out of the tuckshop heavily laden. The table in Study No. 1 literally groaned with the weight by the time the last of the packages had been put on to it.
“By Jove! Doesn’t it make your mouth water?”
“Rather l”
Harry Wharton grinned, and set light to the fire, which was already laid.
“Come on !“ he said. “Bustle to !“
Bob Cherry untied the two parcels containing sausages, and slapped them into a frying-pan.
“Here you are, kids,” he said. “Shove ‘em on
By the side of the frying-pan there was only just room for the kettle, but the water was soon boiling, and Hurree Singh made some cocoa.
Six large dishes were required to display the buns and pastries to advantage, and with the addition of the jam-jar and butter-dish the table looked fit for a king to sit down to.
Wun Lung had been sent up to Study No. 13 to bring down some toffee which the Chinee had made earlier in the day, and when he entered the door he eyed the table with satisfaction.
“Lipping, you chapees.” he said.
“It does look all right, doesn’t. it, kids?” agreed Bob Cherry. “Hallo !“ he added. “I hope that fat porpoise won’t keep us waiting much longer, for it’s a quarter to seven now.”
Frank Nugent looked at the clock which was ticking out so loudly.
“It’s more than that,” he said. “That rotten dial is slow. It’s nearly five to.”
Harry Wharton tipped the sizzling sausages on to a hot dish.
“These are done to a turn, chaps,” he announced.
“They do sniff all right, don’t they?” said Bob Cherry. “It’ll be a beastly shame—”
“Listen !“ interrupted Mark Linley, holding up his hand for silence.
Tramp, tramp, tramp!
“That’s our fat porpoise’s shuffle “
“Yes, here he comes! ”
Bob Cherry pulled out a comb from his pocket, and wrapping a piece of paper round it, put it to his mouth.
He made an excellent attempt to play the first few bars of “See the Conquering Hero Comes.”
Billy Bunter opened the study door.
Buzz-z-z-z, buzz-z-z-z-z, buz-z-z-z-z—
“Whatever is that fearful row ?“ asked the fat junior, blinking through his huge spectacles.
“Come o’, you chaps!” shouted Bob Cherry, taking the comb from his mouth for a moment. “Come on, altogether:
‘See the—”
Giving his chums the start, Bob put the comb to his mouth once more.
Buzz-z-z-c, buzz-z-z-z, buzz--z—
Billy Bunter came into the room and took off his silk hat.
“What’s the matter with you, Cherry ?“ he said, in concern. “Don’t you feel well?”
The leader of Study No. 1 continued his buzzing, but glared ferociously at his fat questioner.
Buzz--z-—
The torturing music stopped suddenly, and Bob Cherry dropped his comb to the floor.
“My only hat!” he gasped.
“It isn’t, Cherry,” replied Billy, looking at the lining of his tall hat.. “ It’s mine “
“Well, my only Aunt Matilda!”
“What’s up?”
“That fat cormorant! That overfed porpoise! That gourmandising rotter’s got my best patent shoes on, or I’ll eat ‘em !“
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bob Cherry rose from his chair and clutched hold of Bunter’s left leg.
“I know them by a mark on the instep !“ he roared. “Come on, up you come “
“Ow! Look out, you cad !“
Bob gave a vicious pull, and the fat junior’s leg came up.
“Ow! Look out, I’m going to—”
Thud!
Bunter crashed to the floor with a mighty bang, and the table shook dangerously.
“Great Scott!”
“That’s smashed something !“
“It’s sure to bring Quelchy! ”
Billy Bunter lay on his back, gasping, as the juniors muttered in alarm.
“My only hat ! Here comes someone !“
The door was flung violently open, and Mr. Quelch put his head into the room.
“What has happened, Wharton?” he said. “Has a chimney come through the roof?”
“A chimney, sir?”
“Yes. What was that fearful crash ?“
“No chimney has fallen into this study, sir. It. must be in Study No.—”
“Oh-h-h !“
“Why, whatever’ the matter with Bunter ?“
“Oh-h, I believe I am dying, sir”
“What do you mean, boy? Get up—”
“Mr. Quelch, has anything happened up here?” interrupted Dr. Locke’s voice.
“Great Scott, the Head !“
The Remove Form-master opened the door wider to allow the Head to enter the study.
Bob Cherry had meanwhile been kicking Billy Bunter, who still obstinately refused to get up from the floor.
“Bunter ‘.“
“Oh-h! Yes, sir ?“
“Get up immediately !“
“Certainly, sir!” groaned the fat junior, scrambling to his feet.
“What is the meaning of all this food on the table, Wharton?’ demanded Dr. Locke severely.
“Oh, the food, sir?”
“Yes. Why is the table filled up with all this food ?“
“Oh, yes, the grub, sir?”
“Answer me, Wharton, and don’t be silly!”
“Well, sir,” stuttered Harry, “we thought we would like to entertain Billy—er—I mean, Bunter, on the occasion of his windfall—”
“Is that the terrible noise I heard just now
“No, sir; I mean the windfall Bunter has had left him.”
“Oh yes; of course !“ said the Head, turning to Billy. You have been up to town, Bunter ?“
“Yes sir.”
“And you found the solicitors all right?”
“ Yes, sir.”
“That’s right.,” smiled Dr. Locke. “And how much money are you the fortunate possessor of now, my boy ?“
Billy Bunter put his hand into his trousers-pocket, and drew out. three coppers.
“Just threepence, sir,” he said.
“No, no; I don’t mean that, Bunter. How much money has that American man left you?”
“N-nothing, sir !“
“What?” shouted the head, Mr. Quelch, and the juniors in chorus.
Billy Bunter blinked nervously.
“ No, sir nothing ?“
It was plain to see that the fat junior was terribly disappointed, and the Head took him by the shoulder in his usual kindly manner.
“Tell me, my boy,” he said.
“Well, sir,” explained Bunter, “I went to my—to those solicitor chaps, and they laughed at me, and said that the William George Bunter they had advertised for was found in a workhouse. He was seventy-three years of age, and he has been left three thousand pounds. ”
Billy ended his explanation jerkily, and tears blurred the big spectacles of the fat youth.
“Well, never mind, my boy,” said the Head. “I never ought to have raised your hopes as I did. We ought to have found out whether your father knew of any relations of his who had ever gone to America. I am very sorry I allowed you to go all the way to London to be disappointed like that—I am very sorry indeed, my lad! ”
And Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch walked out of Study No. 1.
There was an oppressive silence in the room for a moment or two; but Harry Wharton at last dispelled it.
“Come on, Billy !“ he said, slapping the fat junior on the back. “We’ve got a ripping feed ready for you !“
Bunter readjusted his spectacles.
“Well, that’s jolly decent of you, you chaps,” he said huskily.
“ Not at all “
Frank Nugent picked up the plate of sausages from before the blazing fire, and Bunter’s eyes brightened at the sight of them.
“Come on, you fellows,” hp said; “I haven’t had much to eat today.”
And the Removites set to.
The topic of conversation while the feast was in progress was the football match between the Remove and the Fifth, and poor Tom Brown came in for a fearful amount of chaff.
But Harry Wharton &. Co. did not at that festive table, or over after in Study No. 1 or in Study No. 13, mention any incident connected with Billy Bunter’s Windfall.
THE END.