





               THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                 News of an Old Pal! 

AUBREY ANGEL, of the Fourth Form at Greyfriars, came up the Remove staircase, and stopped outside Study No. 1. 
  There he seemed to hesitate. 
  The study door was half-open, and from within came a buzz of cheery voices. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., the heroes of the Remove, were discussing the approaching Christmas holidays. Apparently the Famous Five had not yet made up their minds what they were going to do with the vacation. Billy Bunter had rolled into Study No. 1 to help in the discussion, unasked and unheeded. 
  But it was a matter of some importance to Bunter. For Bunter declared that, at the festive season, he couldn’t even think of desert in his old pals. It was in vain that Bob Cherry urged him to go away and find his old pals and tell them so.  Bunter insisted in regarding the Famous Five as his old pals. 
  Aubrey Angel raised his hand to tap at the door, and dropped it again. He hesitated, and while he hesitated Frank Nugent’s voice was heard. 
  “Well, wherever we go, we all go together.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Right as rain,” said Billy Bunter. “That suits me.” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  “You’re dead in this act, Bunter.” explained Harry Wharton. “Can’t you go and take a little run?”
  “Better decide to go to Wharton’s place, I think!” said Bunter calmly. “I can’t stand your minor, Nugent, you know.” 
  “And I don’t think my minor could stand you.” remarked Nugent, “I know I couldn’t.” 
  “As for Bull’s place, that’s all very well.” said Bunter. “But your aunt is a bit of a frightful old bore, isn’t she, Bull?” 
  Johnny Bull did not answer, save by way of a ferocious glare. But glares had no effect on William George Bunter. 
  “And it’s no good going home with Bob Cherry,” went on Bunter. “I hardly think his people are well enough off to do it properly.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bob. 
  “And Inky’s got nowhere to go, unless we take him with us.” resumed Bunter.  “But I don’t mind. Let Inky come with us, Wharton, by all means.” 
  Hurree Singh blinked at Bunter. 
  “So there it is!” said Bunter cheerfully. “It had better be your place, Wharton. I’d ask you all to Bunter Court, only it’s not yet—” 
  “Built?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Not yet out the hands of the decorators.” said Bunter.  “So you see, Wharton—” 
  Tap! 
  Aubrey Angel knocked at the door at last, and entered Study No. 1. 
  “Hallo! Trot in.” said Harry Wharton. 
  The Famous Five looked rather curiously at Angel of the Fourth.  He was quite an unexpected visitor in their quarters. 
  Billy Bunter gave him an impatient blink. His visit interrupted an important discussion, Bunter wanted the affair of thp Christmas vacation to be definitely settled. If he failed to plant himself upon Harry Wharton Co. he had to look out for other victims. So there was no timc to be wasted, as the break-up was close at hand. 
  “Take a pew, Angel,” said Frank Nugent politely. 
  “I say you fellows—”
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
  “But I say—” 
  “Shut up!” roared Bob Cherry, picking up a cushion.
  And Billy Bunter grunted and shut up—temporarily. It was impossible for Bunter to remain long in a shut-up state. 
  “I wanted to speak to you fellows.” said Aubrey Angel, looking rather uncomfortable. 
  “Go ahead.” said Wharton. 
  “It’s a half-holiday this afternoon. Do—you fellows happen to be busy?” 
  “Not very.” answered Wharton, with a smile. “Only with our chins, at present. We’re going to got some footer presently, but there’s no match on to-day.” 
  “You remember my young brother, Maurice?” 
  “Mick?” 
  “Yes; the chap who was called Mick when he was here.” said Angel, his colour deepening. 
  “Of course we remember him.” said Harry: and there was a general nodding of heads among the Famous Five. 
  They were not likely to forget Mick, a gipsy schoolboy. His stay at Greyfriars had been short, but it had had some exciting episodes
  It had been a nine days wonder at Greyfriars when the discovery was made that the gipsy waif was not a gipsy at all, but the young brother of Aubrey Angel, the dandy of the Fourth. 
  “ You fellows were rather friendly with him.” said Angel. 
  “Yes, rather.” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a nod of his dusky head. “The esteemed Mick was held in distinguished estimation by our honourable selves.” 
  Angel grinned. 
 “Well, he’s coming down to visit Greyfriars to-day.” he said. 
  The Famous Five were interested at once. 
  “That’s good.” said Wharton. “We’ll be jolly glad to see old Mick again.” 
  “The gladfulness will be---”
  “Terrific!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  ”I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter.” 
  “I’ve had a letter from him,” continued Angel. “He’s coming to see me, of course, to make some arrangements about Christmas, I think—but, of course, he wants to see you fellows, too. He asked me to tell you he was coming.” 
  “Thanks,” said Harry. 
  “He gets to Friardale by the three-thirty. I was goin’ down to fetch him here.” said Angel, hesitating. “ But—” 
  “Well?” 
  “It unfortunately happens that I’m detained.” said Angel, his face flushing. “I can’t go.” 
  “That’s rotten.” 
  “I shan’t be able to see him before five o’clock. It’s rather rotten, is’t it?” 
  “Hard cheese.” said Harry Wharton. “Wouldn’t Mr. Capper let you off, if you explained? ” 
  Angel’s flush deepened. 
  “It doesn’t exactly depend on Mr. Capper. I—I can’t get off. I—I’m wondering whether some of you fellows, as you used to be jolly friendly with Maurice, would meet him, and—and look after him a bit till five.” 
  Aubrey Angel looked extremely uncomfortable as he made that request. But Harry Wharton nodded assent at once. 
  “We’ll be glad to.” he said. 
  “Oh, certainly!” chimed in Billy Bunter. “ You can leave it to me, if you like, Angel.” 
Angel did not seem to hear the Owl of the Remove. 
  “I suppose you’ll telephone for a taxi?” went on Bunter. “In the circumstances, I shouldn’t object to letting you pay for the taxi, Angel.” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” roared Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “I’ve tipped Gosling to let him have the trap.” said Angel.  “It will be ready in the road at three o’clock. You fellows know how to drive?” 
  “Yes,” said Harry, with a smiIe. 
  “One or two of you might go. The trap holds four easily enough. You—you don’t mind taking it on?” 
  “Pleasure!” said the captain of the Remove. And the Co. nodded assent.  They were quile keen to see the gipsy schoolboy again. And Angel’s evident desire that his young brother should be looked after raised him in their estimation. As a rule, Angel of the Fourth gave all his attention to one person only, and the name of that person was Aubrey Angel. 
  “Well, I’m awfly obliged.” said Angel, rising. 
  “Not at all.” 
  “Leave Mick to us, and will look after him till five o’clock,” said Harry Wharton. 
  “It might be half-past—” 
  “Those giddy detention tasks!” said Bob Cherry sympathetically. “Rotten when your brother’s coming. But we’ll take care of Mick.” 
  “You’re awfully good,” said Angel. 
I’m having a bit of a spread in my study about six, and I’d be glad if you fellows would come. Maurice would like you to come.” 
  “ We’ll come, with pleasure.” 
  “ Good!” 
  And Aubrey Angel left the study. 
               THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
                          Dished! 
THREE boomed out from the clock-tower of Greyfriars as Billy Bunter rolled out at the school gates. Like Moses of old, William George Bunter looked this way and that way. At a little distance from the gates he discerned the waiting trap. Gosling, the porter, was certainly not supposed by his employers to lend that trap to boys, especially Lower boys. But Gosling often did that which he was not supposed to do. Certain coin of the realm, crossing Gosling’s tough old palm, had a wonderful effect on Gosling. 
  And so there the trap was, handed over to the Famous Five of the Remove, with many injunctions from Gosling to take care of it, to bring it back safely, and not to drive fast, and to stop whenever a motor-car passed, injunctions to which thp Famous Five gave as much regard as they gave to the idle wind, which they regarded not. 
  “I say, you fellows—” Billy Bunter rolled up to the group in the road. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Blest if that porpoise doesn’t haunt us like a Christmas ghost!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Bunter, old man, has it ever occurred to you that there’s too much of you?” 
  “Yah!” 
  “There is much too muchfulness!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I say—” 
  “ Well, we’d better get started.” said Harry. “Jump in Bob!” 
  It had been arranged that Wharton and Bob Cherry were to go in the trap. Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had wheeled out their bicycles, to take a spin across to Highcliffe while their friends were gone. 
  “Wel, ta-ta!” called out Nugent, and the three juniors mounted their machines and pedalled away on the Courtfield road. 
  Billy Bunter blinked after them, and then blinked at Wharton and Bob. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Stand clear, Bunter!” 
  “ But, I say—”
  “Fathead! Get out of the way!” 
  “I’ve a message for you!” roared Bunter. 
  “Then why couldn’t you cough it up before?” demanded Wharton. “What’s the message?” 
  “Angel wants to speak to you before you go.” 
  “Oh bother!” 
  “It’s all right.” said Bunter. “You’ll find Angel in the Form-room, I’ll hold the horse while you’re gone, if you like.” 
  Wharton dismounted from the trap again. 
  “You’ll hold the horse?” he repeated.
  “Certainly, old chap!” 
  It was quite unlike Billy Bunter to make himself useful in this way. 
  “Mind you don’t let him bolt.” said Bob. 
  Bunter sniffed. 
  “Think I can’t hold a horse!” he snapped. 
  “Right-ho, Fatty!” 
  Leaving Bunter holding the horse’s head, Wharton and Bob Cherry walked back to the gates. The fat junior blinked after them with a grin. 
  “What the dickens can Angel have to say at the last moment?” said Bob Cherry, rather crossly. “It’s high time we were off. We don’t want to keep Mick hanging up at the station.” 
  “Well, this won’t keep us a few minutes.” said Harry. 
  They hurried in at the gates, and crossed the quadrangle at a trot to tho School House. There they sought the Fourth Form room. 
  As Angel had told them that he was detained that afternoon, they naturally expected to find him in the Form-room. Detention tasks were generally performed in the Form-rooms. But they found the room empty. 
  “Not here!” said Bob, looking round. 
  “In his study, I suppose.” said Harry. “Come on, then!” 
  It was possible that Angel was doing his detention task in his study, and the two juniors hurried off to the Fourth Form passage. In Angel’s study---No. 4 in the Fourth—however, they did not find him. Neither was his study-mate, Kenney, to be seen. 
  “Dash it all, this is too thick!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Hp might have told Bunter to tell us where to find it him.” 
  “Let’s look along the passage.” 
  The Removites looked into Study No. 3, which belonged to Cecil Reginald Temple, the captain of the Fourth. They found Temple there, and he gave them a lofty nod. 
  “Seen Angel?” asked Wharton. 
  “Eh? Didn’t know you Remove kids were chummy with Angel.” said the
 captain of the Fourth. 
  “We’re not; we happen to want him now. Have you seen him?” asked Harry impatiently. 
  “Not since he went out.” 
  “He’s not gone out !”
  “He jolly well has!” said Temple, with a stare.  He went out soon after dinner with Kenney.” 
  “Oh!—isn’t he detained?” 
  “Not that I know of.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry looked at on another rather blankly. Angel had told them that he was “detained,” and they had naturally supposed that it was detention by a Form master. Certainly, he might have used the word in another sense.  He might have been “detained” by some affair of his own. But certainly he had led them to believe that it was ordinary detention. 
  “But he sent us a message.” said Bob. 
  “Did he?” yawned Temple. 
  “Are you sure he’s not under detention, Temple?” 
  “Well, I don’t think he is, but he might be. You’ll find him in the Form-room in that case. Shut the door after you!” said Cecil Reginald politely. 
  The Removites left Temple’s study. In the passage they looked at one another again. They were rather at a loss. 
  “Well, we’ve got to get off if we’re going to meet the train at Friardale.” said Bob. “It’s ten past three already.” 
  “It’s jolly odd! How could he have sent us a message by Bunter if he’s not in the school ? ”
  Bob gave a jump. 
  “Did he send us a message?” he exclaimed. 
  Bunter said---” 
  “The fat villain may have been pulling our leg!” exclaimed Bob. “Aftpr all, it would have been rather odd Angel sending us a message like that at the last moment. That fat bounder---”
  “Oh, come on!” said Harry. 
  They lefst the School House rather quickly. It seemed pretty certain now that Aubrey Angel wa not in the House. He was “detained” from going to the station by some private affair, that was fairly clear.  And in that case he had sent no message, and Bunter, for some mysterious reason of his own, had ‘spoofed’ the Removites. 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry went down to the gates at a run. Coker of the Fifth was adorning the gateway with his bulky person, and the juniors did not see him till they ran into him. 
  Coker staggered back with a roar. 
  “You cheeky fags!”he bellowed. 
  “You silly ass!” gasped Bob, staggering back from the shock. 
  “By gad, I’ll jolly well knock your cheeky heads together!” exclaimed Horace Coker. wrathfully. 
  

“Hands off, you dummy---”
  “Now then!” gasped Coker, and he grasped Wharton and Bob, one in either muscular hand. 
  But the heads of the two juniors did not come together with a crack, as Coker expected. Muscular as he was, Coker of the Fifth was not quite equal to dealing with two sturdy Removites. 
  Instead of that the two juniors fastened on Coker, and the great man of the Fifth suddenly and unexpectedly found his feet flying away from underneath him. 
  With his feet in the air Horace Coker had no means of support, visible or invisible. 
  The natural result was that Coker sat down. 
  He sat on the hard, cold earth with a concussion that took his breath away. lie could only faintly gasp: 
  “Oooooooooop!” 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry left him to it.  They had no time to waste on Coker.  They went at a rapid run down the road to the spot where they had left Bunter, eager to bump the Owl of the Remove for his temerity in pulling their important legs, and then to drive to the station to meet Mick. 
  But the trap was not to be seen.  They had left it by the roadside, with Billy Bunter holding the horse. Now there was no sign of trap or Bunter. 
  Bob Cherry halted, panting. 
  “The fat villain !  He’s taken the trap——” 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton. “That was why—” 
  “I’ll scalp him!” roared Bob. 
  The enraged Removites stared round for a sign of Bunter, but there was no sign of him. Skinner of the Remove was sauntering along the lane, and Bob shouted to him. 
  “Seen Bunter—in a trap?” 
  “Yes, he passed me a few minutes ago!” said Skinner. “I asked the fat cad for a lift, and he didn’t even answer. 
  “Which way was he going?” 
  “Friardale.” 
  “Has he gone to meet Mick, then?” asked Harry in perplexity. 
  “Wherever he’s gone, we’re going after him!” said Bob. “Come on! I’ll burst him when we find him. Anyhow, we’ve got to get to the village. Put it on!” 
  And at a rapid trot the two juniors started down the road to Friardale, leaving Skinner staring after them. 
               THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                    Just Like Bunter! 
BILLY BUNTER grinned. 
  It was a grin of satisfaction. 
  Bil1y Bunter was in the trap, with the reins in one hand and the whip it the other, bowling along Friardale Lane at a good speed. Bunter could drive---at all events, he flattered himself that he could drive. So far all was going well.  The horse seemed a little fresh, and the speed was a little faster than Bunter liked; but when he pulled on the reins the horse shook his head and took no notice. So Bunter decided to give him his head. That was really judicious, for certainly the horse would have taken his head whether Bunter had “given” it or not. 
  “Silly asses” murmured Bunter. 
  He was thinking of Bob Cherry and Wharton. Having dispatched them on a fool’s errand Bunter had calmly taken possession of the trap. Certainly, in giving them that pretended message from Angel, Bunter had departed from the straight line of veracity. But that was a trifle to William George Bunter. Truth and William George had long been strangers to one another. Billy Bunter had not been brought up at the feet of George Washington, the celebrated Transatlantic gentleman who could not tell a lie—perhaps! Bunter not only could, but did. 
  Now he was bowling along merrily to Friardale to meet Maurice Angel. Bunter had a high opinion of Mick—of late growth. 
  When Mick had come to Greyfriars as a gipsy waif all Bunter’s aristocratic instincts had been aroused. He had regarded the outsider with lofty contempt. 
  But when it was discovered that Mick was the brother of the wealthy and well-connected Angel of theFourth, son of a rich baronet, and actually heir to a huge fortune himself, then Bunter’s feelings had undergone a natural change—natural to Bunter 
  He was  prepared to worship the ground upon which Mick trod, and to offer him the heartiest friendship. 
  The one-time waif was actually millionaire—or he was going to be a millionaire when he came of age and inherited the fortune left him by his uncle. A million of money covered a multitude of sins. It was certain that Mick would have a handsome allowance. Any fellow who had a handsome allowance was able to count upon Billy Bunter’s warmest friendship and kindest regards. 
  Whether Bunter would be able to plant himself upon Harry Wharton & C. for the Christmas vacation seemed doubtful. He was skilful in such matters; but certainly the Co. seemed to entertain strong objections. As a second string to his bow Bunter intended to make himself very agreeable to the one-time gipsyschoolboy . A Christmas at the great mansion  of Sir Philip Angel was exactly what Bunter wanted, and he did not see why he should not have it. If Mick proved amenable to the voice of the charmer, he would be able to ‘turn down’  Harry Wharton & Co., and turn up his little fat nose at them and their Christmas holiday. Really, it was worth trying on. 
  So Bunter bowled off to the station in cheery spirits, little doubting that Mick would be glad to see him. Indeed, how could any follow resist the fascinating manners of W. G. Bunter? 
  But there’s ‘many a slip ‘twixt cup and lip’. Bunter was not destined to arrive at the station in the way he anticipated. 
  A motor-car came snorting out of the Redclyffe road with a loud blaring of a motor-horn. Bunter’s horse required a firm hand when a motor was in the offing. And Bunter’s hand was anything but firm. 
  The horse shied and reared and clattered his hoofs. The car snorted on its way, leaving Bunter with an unmanageable horse, tugging desperately at the reins, and tugging in vain. 
  “Stop, you beast!” gasped Bunter. 
  A firm hand could have controlled the horse. But the animal was quite well aware that it was a weak hand that held the reins. He broke into a furious gallop, partly due to the scare, and partly to a wilful temper. Bunter hung on to the reins wildly, his fat face growing white. 
  “Ow! Stop! Oh dear! I’d better give him the whip!” gasped Bunter. 
  He gave him the whip. That was not a judicious proceeding. The horse fairly tore along the lane. 
  “Oh dear! Help!” 
  The trap rocked from side to side as the horse raced on. Instead of going on direct to the village, the runaway took a fancy into his head to turn into a lane leading towards Woodend. Bunter had no chance of stopping him. This did not look like meeting Mick at Friardale Station; but Bunter, in his terror for his own fat skin, had already forgotten Mick. He dragged at the reins again wildly, but a toss of the horse’s head jerked them from his hand, and they hung over the animal’s heaving back. Then Bunter held on to the seat and gasped helplessly. 
  There was a shout in the village street at Woodend as the horse came clattering through with the trap rocking behind him. They were through the village in a minute or less, and the horse, following its own sweet will, turned into another lane that wound away between pasture fields, and galloped on. A farm labourer looked through a hedge and shouted, but that had no effect on the excited horse, save to spur him to greater efforts. 
  The trap rocked and danced on the rutty road Bunter was white as chalk now, clinging to the seat in momentary fear of a spill. He gave a yelp of terror every time the trap jumped—and it jumped every minute or so. 
  From the Woodend Lane they came back into the Friardale road, but on the further side of Friardale. Fortunately the horse turned towards that village, instead of taking the London Road. 
  Friardale came in sight. 
  It was past half-past three now, and doubtless Mick had already arrived but Bunter was giving no more thought to Mick than he was giving to Julius Caesar. All his thoughts were concentrated upon William George Bunter, and the risk that worthy character was running of breaking his valuable neck. 
  Loud shouts and scuttling of feet greeted the runaway in the High Street of Friardale.   
  Everyone dodged away, and the runaway had the road to himself. The railway-station came in sight, with the Red Cow opposite—and five or six loafers dodged into the station or into the Red Cow. 
  “Help!” yelled Bunter. 
  Clatter, clatter, clatter! 
  “Yow-ow-ow! Help!” 
  The horse tore on. 

               THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                     Mick Chips in! 

“MAURICE ANGEL came out of the little station at Friardale, and looked about him. 
  Few would have recognised Mick, the gipsy, in the handsome, well-dressed lad. The dark sunburn lingered on the handsome features—that was all the trace that remained of Mick’s eventful past. 
  Very fit and cheerful he looked, as he stood there, glancing about the old village street—the street that once he had trodden in his rags and tatters when he was an outcast and a waif. 
  He was a little perplexed as he glanced round. He had expected his brother Aubrey to meet him there. 
  Strangely enough, there was a strong affection between Angel of the Fourth and his newly-found brother. Fellows who knew Angel fully expected him to cut up “rusty” when Mick, the gipsy, became a member of his family. The discovery of Mick made a very considerable difference to Aubrey and his elder brother. They would have shared the great fortune left by Colonel Angel to his lost nephew, had Mick never been discovered. And Angel had seemed the very last fellow in the world to feel any regard for one who came between him and his worldly interests. Nick himself had wondered how Aubrey would take it. 
  Aubrey had taken it in a way that strengthened the affection Mick already felt for him, and that raised him in the estimation of Harry Wharton & Co. The Famous Five admitted that there was more good in Angel of the Fourth than they had ever suspected. He was a dandy, he was a good deal of a snob, he had a supercilious manner that was hard to bear, and he had the tastes and pursuits of a blackguard. 
  But on this one point it had to be acknowledged that Aubrey played up like a sportsman, at the call of the blood. He was obviously glad that his lost brother was found, and he was strongly attached to him. It made no difference to his ways; he was the same blackguard as of old; the same snob, the same faithless friend and ungenerous enemy—to others.But to Mick he was kind and affectionate brother, and it was a great redeeming point in his character. And it was not surprising that Mick, in the circumstances, refused to see any faults in the magnificent Aubrey at all. 
  Mick was looking about him, expecting to see Angel of the Fourth, when the clatter of thundering hoofs announced the arrival of Billy Bunter in the runaway trap. Three or four pedestrians rushed for safety as the runaway came thundering by the station. 
  “Help!” 
  Mick recognised Bunter at a glance; but if the hapless junior had been a stranger, and not a Greyfriars fellow at all, it would have made no difference to the gipsy schoolboy. 
  He made a leap out of the station entrance, and ran into the road as the trap thundered along. 
  “Help! Ow-wow! Help!” Mick made a spring at the tossing head of the runaway. 
  He caught hold—the son of Sir Philip Angel, heir to a million, had not lost the activity of Mick, the gipsy. 
  For a few moments he was dragged helplessly along, but his weight told, and the runaway’s head was dragged down. 
  A minute more, and he was brought to a halt, a hundred yards past the station, and stood trembling and panting in the grip of the gipsy. 
  “Oh! Ow! Help!” 
  “ All serene now, Bunter!” panted Mick. 
 “Ow! Oooop!” 
  Bunter had rolled off the seat into the bottom of the trap. He was now squirming and wriggling and gasping there. —
  Mick drew the now sobdued horse to the roadside, and fastened the reins to a fence. Then he stepped up to help Bunter. 
  “Here you are, Bunty!” he said, with a smile, and he grasped the fat junior’s collar and right-ended him. 
  “Ow!” roared Bunter. “Leggo, you ass!”
  “What?  ” 
  “Do you want to choke me?”  howled Bunter. 
  “Oh!”
  “Leggo, you dummy!”
  Mick let go.  Bunter sank into the seat and gasped for breath. 
  “Where’s my spectacles?” 
  “Blessed if 1 know!” 
  “Can’t you find ‘em for a chap?” howled Bunter. “ I dare say you’ve made me tread on them.  If they’re broken, you’ll jolly well have to pay for them, I can tell you!”
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Mick. 
  Bunter’s variety of gratitude was a little surprising to his rescuer. But Mick was a good natured fellow.  He groped in the trap for the nissng spectacles, and fielded them, and handed them to the Owl of the Remove.  Bunter jammed them on his fat little nose, and blinked at him. 
  “Oh, it’s you!” he ejaculated, recognising Mick by the aid of his rescued spectacles.
  “Little me!” smiled Mick. 
  “Did you stop the horse?” 
  “Eh! Oh, yes! I stopped him.” said Mick. “He’s all right now.” 
  “I had him under control all right.” said Bunter 
  “Great Scott! Hlad you?” 
  “Yes; I was just giving him his head.” 
  “You were.” agreed Mick. “He had it, anyhow!” 
  “If you think I can’t drive---”
  “Sure you can!” said Mick pacifically. “You could drive in a chariot race, I should think. It looked like it” 
  A score of the inhabitants of Friardale had gathered round the trap now. 
  Through the crowd came Police Constable Tozer, with a notebook in his plump hand, and a stern expression on his plump face. Mr. Tozer had seen the runaway in time to dodge into the porch of the Red Cow. It was no part of his police duties to get run over by a runaway horse. But now that the runaway was stopped, it was time for the majesty of the law to appear on the scene. 
  “ I shall want your name and address !” said Mr. Tozer, blinking solemnly at the occupants of the trap. 
  “Rot!” said Bunter. 
  “Eh?  ”
  “You jolly well know my name and address!” said Bunter peevishly, “and don’t you butt in here, old Tozer!” 
  “Old Tozer!” gasped the majesty of the law. 
  “ Shurrup, Bunter, you ass!” whispered Mick. “Do you want this to get to the Head?” 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Bunter. 
  Certainly he did not want the episode to be reported to Dr. Locke. Gosling, doubtless, would receive most of the blame for lending the trap. But Bunter would receive enough to have the most uncomfortable results.  The Head certainly would not cane Gosling; but it was practically certain that he would cane Bunter. 
  “Master Bunter, eh?” said Mr. Tozer, with a grunt. “Driving a ‘orse to the public danger. I’ve got to report his!” 
  “He only wants a tip, Mick!” whispered Bunter—in a stage whisper that reached many ears. 
  There was a chuckle among the assembled villagers, and Mr. Tozer grew purple. 
   “Shut up, you fat idiot!” exclaimed Mick. 
  He jumped from the trap. Mr. Tozer, with a lofty and frowning brow, cleared back the staring villagers. Mick spoke to the plump constable in a low voice, and his hand for a moment touched Mr. Tozer’s hand.  In that moment a ten-shilling note changed owners. And Mr. Tozer turned the majesty of the law upon the staring crowd, shepherding them off majestically, and leaving the juniors to themselves. 
  “Think you can manage the horse now, Bunter?” asked Mick. 
  “Of course I can. I could manage him all the time.” 
  “ Hem!” 
  Mick eyed Bunter rather doubtfully. The horse was quiet enough now, but there was no telling what might happen when Bunter began to drive again. 
  “That’s all right.” said Bunter. “ Jump in.” 
  “I’ve got to get back to the station” said Mick. “I expect my brother’s waiting for me there. 
  “He jolly well isn’t.” grinned Bunter. 
  “You see, old Aubrey couldn’t come, and I came instead.” 
  “Oh!” exclaimed Mick. 
  “Under the circumstances, as he was detained, Aubrey thought he’d ask an old pal of yours to meet you!” explained Bunter. “So I got this trap, and here I am.” 
  Mick stared at him. 
  “You came to meet me at the station in this trap?” 
  “Just that.” 
  “Aubrey asked you?” 
  “Well,” said Bunter cautiously, “he actually asked Wharton—but Wharton was prevented at the last minute.” 
  “But when I saw you pass the station you weren’t coming from the direction of Greyfriars.” said Mick, puzzled. “ You came round by the lane from Woodend.” 
  “That blessed horse ran away—I mean, I thought I’d take a sort of roundabout way, as there was plenty of time. Look here, jump in, Mick, old man, and I’ll let you drive.” 
  “I think I’d better.” said Mick, laughing. 
  He loosened the horse, and mounted into the trap and took the reins and whip. As a matter of fact, Bunter was glad enough to hand over the horse to him, though nothing would have induced the Owl of the Remove to admit that he could not handle the animal. Mick turned the trap and drove back towards the station. 
  At the station he pulled in, and looked about him. In spite of what Bunter had told him, he had some hope of seeing his brother there. But nothing was to be seen of Aubrey Angel. 
  “We’ll get on to Greyfriars.” said Mick, at last. 
  “Might as well stop at Uncle CIegg’s for a snack.” suggested Bunter. “I’m rather hungry. My treat, you know.” 
  The trap bowled on past Uncle Clagg’s and Bunter gave his new driver an angry blink. 
“Look here, ain’t we stopping?” he demanded. 
  “Yon can, if you like, Bunter. I’m rather keen to get on to the school. But I can walk it, if you like.” 
  Bunter snorted. Stopping at Uncle Clegg’s was nOt of much use to Billy Bunter unless Maurice Angel stopped with him. Although it was to be “Bunter’s treat,” somebody was required to foot the bill, as was generally the case when Bunter stood treat. 
  “Oh, let’s get on.” he said. “I don’t mind. I say, Mick, what are you doing at Christmas? 
  “Haven’t quite decided yet.” 
  “How would yoU like to come to Bunter Court? 
  The gipsy grinned. His stay at Greyfriars had been brief: but long enough for him to learn all about Bunter Court, that magnificent residents of the Bunter family that was not to be found in any directory. 
  “ Thanks.” he said. “That would be ripping. When shall I come?” 
  Bunter almost jumped. It did not dawn upon his fat mind that Mick was pulling his podgy leg, and had no intention of coming for Christmas to Bunter Court, even if that superb mansion had existed outside the realms of Bunter’s fat imagination. 
  “Oh! The—the fact is, it’s in the hands of the decorators now.” gasped Bunter. “That’s why I can’t ask you there, old chap.” 
  “Hard cheese!” said Mick. 
  “But it’s all right.” said Bunter.  “We used to be such jolly good pals at Greyfriars—” 
  “Did we?”
  “ Don’t you remember?” 
  No.” 
“Hem! We did, you know.  I missed you awfully when you went. We used to be such pals, that I really couldn’t think of spending this Christmas with anybody else. If you can’t come to me, I’ll come to you.” 
  “But—” 
  “Don’t say a word——it’s a go!” said Bunter. 
  “ But—” 
  “That’s settled. Now, about the date---”
  “ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a five millionroar. And the juniors who were trotting along the lane stopped in front of the trap. Mick drew in the horse at once as he recognised Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry. His face brightened  cheerily at the sight of them—in that respect presenting a marked contrast to Billy Bunter’s fat countenance. 

               THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                Wanted for Christmas! 

“MICK, old man!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, old bean!  ” 
  “Jolly glad to see you once more, Mick!” 
  “The gladfulness is terrific, as Inky would say.” —
  Bob Cherry and Wharton shook hands with Mick over the side of the trap. Billy Bunter sat and blnked at them. It. was not a happy meeting for him. Sooner or later, of course, the fat junior had to face the music; but he preferred it later rather than sooner. 
  “You’re looking topping, old chap.” went on Bob Cherry, giving Mick’s hand a wring that made the gipsy schoolboy wince. “It’s no end of a pleasure to see your old chivvy again.” 
  “ It’s a pleasure to me.” said Mick brightly. He was more than glad to see the heroes of the Remove; the fellows who had stood by him faithfully in his dark days, when he had been a waif and an outcast. 
  “So Bunter brought you from the station!” said Bob, turning a glare upon the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Well, I brought him.” said Mick, laughing. “It seems that Aubrey’s detained, and Bunter came in his place.” 
  “The fat villain!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry---” 
  “The spoofing porpoise—” 
  “The fat rascal!” exclaimed Wharton indignantly. “He spoofed us into leaving him with the trap, and bagged it and cleared.” 
  “Oh!” exclaimed Mick. 
  “I didn’t!” roared Bunter. 
  “What?” 
  “I mean to say, I felt that I ought not to wait any longer, as you fellows were dawdling about. I suppose you didn’t want me to leave old Mick hanging up at the station all the afternoon, did you?” demanded Bunter. “I think you might thank I think me.” 
  “Thank you?” stuttered Bob. “Thank you for bagging our trap, and leaving us to walk.” 
  “ You told us Angel wanted us.” Wharton. 
  “Well, didn’t he?” demanded Bunter. 
  “You know he didn’t.” 
  “1 didn’t know—how should I know? He might have wanted to see you.’ No accounting for tastes, you know, ” gasped Bunter. 
  “Why, you—you—you—” 
  “Have him out!” roared Bob Cherry. “ Bump him!” 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  Mick sat and held the reins, and grinned, as the Owl of the Remove was jerked out of the trap by the two indignant juniors. He understood now how it was that Billy Bunter had arrived at Friardale in Gosling’s trap. Billy Bunter struggled and roared. 
  “I say, you fellows---yaroooh—I say— yooop! Leggo! I say—oh crumbs!” 
  Bump! 
 

 Harry Wharton and Bob climbed into the trap, leaving Billy Bunter sitting by the roadside, purple and breathless. 
  “ Drive on, Mick, old chap,” said Harry. 
  “Right-ho!” The gipsy schoolboy set the horse in motion again. Billy Bunter staggered to his feet. 
  “Look here you beasts—” 
  “Good-bye, Bunter.” 
  “I can’t walk back to Greyfriars!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Try!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “1 say, you fellows—” 
  “Bow-wow!” 
  The trap bowled on. Billy Bunter broke into a desperate run in pursuit, puffing and blowing, his fat little legs going like clockwork. 
  “I say, you fellows—I say, Mick, old man! Mick!” yelled Bunter. “I say, it’s settled about Christmas, isn’t it?” 
  “Oh, yes.” answered Mick, without turning his head. 
  “I’m coming with you, what!” gasped Bunter. He wanted it quite clear. 
  “No.” 
  “Wha-a-at? You said it was settled?” 
  “So it is.” 
  “Settled that I’m coming?” howled Bunter. 
  “Settled that you’re not.” 
  “Beast!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha ha!” 
  Billy Bunter’s short supply of breath failed him. He stopped and shook a fat fist after the trap, as it rattled on up the lane. A bend of the road hid it from the sight of the Owl of the Remove, and Billy Bunter sat down by the roadside, to gasp and splutter after his exertions. He gasped and splutterpd, and spluttered and gasped for quite a long time before he restarted, and, like the weary ploughman, homeward plodded his way. 
  “Same old Bunter!” chuckled Mick, as he drove on. “He made out that he’d got this trap to meet me at the station, because Aubrey was detained. Aubrey asked you fellows to come?” 
  “Yes, that’s it.”  “We were glad to come, of course.” 
  “My brother’s detained by his Form master?” 
  That was a natural question, but a hard one to answer. But for Bunter’s trickery the chums of the Remove would never have known that Angel of the Fourth was not under detention, and they would have answered Mick’s question in the affirmative at once. Now that they knew Angel was not within the walls of Greyfriars at all they were rather puzzled how to answer. Angel did not want his brother to know that he was neglecting him on account of some excursion he did not care to give up, for that was evidently the fat of the matter. And the Removites did not want to put it like that to Mick. Bob Cherry stared away over the frosty hedges, leaving the answer to Wharton. 
  “Well, he mentioned that he was detained.” said Harry at last. “He didn’t go into particulars. But he’s not likely to be free, I understand, till after five, and we’re going to look after you in the interval, sep?” 
  Mick smiled. 
  “It’s jolly good of you.” he said. “I suppose it would be against the rules if I butted into the Fourth Form room to speak a word to Aubrey before he’s let out of detention.” 
  Bob stared away harder across the hedges. Wharton coughed. 
  “Well, it’s the rule that a chap under detention mustn’t be spoken to.” said Harry diplomatically. Really, the captain of the Remove had a rather difficult task to shield Angel’s negligence from his young brother’s knowledge.
 “Yes, I suppose so,” assented Mick. “I don’t want to break any rules during my visit.” He chuckled. “I broke enough when I was at the school, didn’t I?” 
  “You did!” said Harry, laughing. 
  “Well, I wanted to see you fellows, as well as my brother, of course.” said Mick. “I’ve something to say to you about Christmas. You see, as I’m not at Greyfriars now, I don’t have much chance of seeing you chaps, and I thought you might like Christmas with me.”
  He glanced rather anxiously at Wharton. 
  “It would be ripping to have Christmas together.” he went on. “That is, of course, if you fellows like the idea.” 
  “Jolly good idea.” said Bob. 
  “Like the idea of going to Scotland ?” 
  “Scotland?” repeated the two Removites. 
  “Yes; I’m going up to Scotland for Cbristmas— place called Lochmuir, in the Highlands.  Wonderful old plkce, with all sorts of historical associations— Bonnie Prince Charlie and the rest. Prince Charlie put up there a few days before the battle of something or other.” 
  “Culloden?” asked harry, with a smile. 
  “That’s it.” grinned Mick. “I’m weak in history, and some other things, though my jolly old tutor keeps pegging away at me. Well, the jolly old castle of Lochmuir is no end of a place, with ancient battlements, a loch and moors and hills and a kilted ghost—” 
  “Oh. my hat!” 
  “Of course, it’s been fixed up for Christmas, and it will be jolly comfortable.” said Mick. “The pater’s idea is that I should take a party of young people there with me, and I think we ought get a good time.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  As the chums of the Remove had, as yet, made no arrangements for the Christmas holidays, Mick’s suggestion appealed to them strongly. A haunted castle in the Scottish highlands, hills and heather and snow, appealed to their imaginations, as well as the prospect of treading in the footsteps of the gallant and ill-fated prince whose fate had been sealed at the battle of Culloden. But there was a drawback—was Aubrey Angel to be there? 
  Mick’s next remark answered that unspoken question. 
 “You fellows get on all right with my brother now?” he asked. 
 “Much better than we used.” said Harry. “We haven’t had any rows since you left, Mick.” 
 “That’s good.” 
 “Of course Remove and Fourth don’t have much to do with one another.” said Bob. 
 “Aubrey will be with me, and the pater, of course.” said Mick. “If you’re friends with Aubrey now it’s all right— if you’d care to come.” 
  “We’d like to come.” said Harry slowly. Certainly he liked the idea, but the thought of Aubrey Angel was a troublesome one. 
  “Of course, you’ll have to speak for the others.” said Mick quickly. “I want all five of you.” 
  “ Right—ho !“ 
  Greyfriars was in sight now. Mick’s face lighted up at the sight of the old school. 
  Bob gave Wharton a look. If Mick was about Greyfriars all the afternoon it was very probable that he would learn that Angel of the Fourth was not in the school. The chums of the Remove had undertaken to “look after” Mick till his brother was free, and it occurred to both of them that it would be judicious to “ look after” him outside the walls of Greyfriars.  Certainly Mick would be wounded if by chance he learned that it was not really detention that kept his brother away. 
  Wharton understood Bob’s look, and nodded. 
  “Now, we’ve got the trap, what about running on to Highcliffe?” he asked. “Nugent and Inky and Johnny are there; they’ve gone over to see Courtenay. You’d like to see Frank Courtenay, Mick, and they’ll give us some tea, and it will fill in time while your brother is—is detained.” 
  “Good egg!” said Bob. 
  Mick nodded at once. 
  “Jolly good idea.” he said. 
  And the trap bowled on past Greyfriars, and kept on by the Courtfield Road to Highcliffe School. And Wharton and Bob Cherry felt more easy in their minds. If Mick did not get to Greyfriars till after five o’clock he was unlikely to learn of Angel’s manoeuvres, and it was certainty a case where ignorance was bliss. 
  It was an enjoyable drive through the keen frosty air, and tho three juniors arrived at Highcliffe in great spirits. At the gatp they found Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Sing, who had just arrived there after their spin. And the Famous Five and Mick walked in cheerfully to call on Frank Courtenay, the junior captain of Highcliffe, little dreaming what was to happen during their visit.  		

               THE SIXTH CHAPTER, 

                  Visitors of Highcliffe! 

“FRANKY!” 
  “Hallo!” 
  “They’re keepin’ it up!”
  It was Rupert de Courcy, otherwise known as the Caterpillar, who spoke. He was standing with his hands in his pockets at the window of Study No. 3 in the Fourth Form quarters at Highcliffe School. Frank Courtenay, his Study mate, had just come in. 
  “Who’s keeping up what?” asked Courtenay, with a smile. 
  “Pon & Co” 
.  “Oh, Ponsonby!” said Courtenay, indifferently. “I noticed that they weren’t at the footer.” 
  “You’ve been urgin’ the flyin’ ball, old man?” yawned the Caterpillar. 
  “Yes, and feel all thp better for it. I noticed that you didn’t turn up, Caterpillar.” 
  “I was goin’ to.” said De Courcy. “I was thinkin’ of it seriously.  Unfortunately, I didn’t get further than thinkin’.” 
  “Frowsting in the study, what?” asked Courtenay. 
  “I’ve been resistin’ temptation.”  answered the Caterpillar gravely. 
  “How’s that?” 
  “Didn’t you hear me make a remark as you came in? Pon & Co. are still keeping it up. 
They’ve got a guest in their study—a regular goer. You know Angel, of the Fourth Form at Greyfriars?” 
  “l’ve seen him.”
  “He’s one of the lads,” said De Courcy—one of the nuts—one of the won’t-go-home-till-mornin’ crowd. I believe they’re makin’ the fur f1y in Pon’s study—Pon an’ Gaddy, an’ Monson, and the jolly old Angel.” 
  Courtenay frowned. 
  “Well, it’s no biznpy of ours, I suppose.” he remarked. 
  “Isn’t it? Your don’t feel inclined to drop in and see Pon, an’ take a hand in the giddy game?” 
  “Fathead! Surely you haven’t been thinking of anything of the sort?” asked Courtenay, a little sharply. 
  The Caterpillar nodded. 
  “Thinkin’ and thinkin’ and thinkin’.” he answered. “But, as I remarked I’ve been resistin’ temptation.” 
  “You never mean half you say, Rupert.” said Courtenay, with a smile. “Now, what about tea?” 
  “Tea if you like! Any old thing! I say, what would the Head say if, by a wonderful chance he dropped into Pon’s study?” 
  “Order of the boot, I suppose.” 
  “It’s not likely to happen.” remarked the Caterpillar, “But it might! Might have happened to me, Frank, if you hadn’t plucked me like a jolly old brand from the burnin’. 
  “Ass!”
  “Very interestin’ chap, Angel,” continued the Caterpillar, as he watched Courtenay raking the fire together to boil the kettle for tea. 
  “Is he?” said Courtenay, without interest. 
  “No end. Never saw a chap who was such a complete goer.” said the Cater pillar. “I hear that there’s been a lot of talk about him lately at Greyfriars. He had a brother, or somethin’, who was lost among the gipsies, or somethin’ or other, and he turned up and he’s comin’ into a fortune that would have come to Angel. Quite a romance, what?” 
  “Quite!” said Courtenay. 
  “And the odd part is, that Angel takes it well.” said the Caterpillar. “From what I know of the dear man, I’d have expected him to hate that new brother like poison. Instead of which, he sort of takes him to his manly breast and weeps over him, tears of undiluted joy. Doesn’t that show, Franky, that a fellow should never be cocksure in his opinions? I should have set Angel down for an arrant blackguard without single good quality in his make-up. And it turns out that he’s got one—just one” 
  “So has everybody.” smiled Courtenay. 
  “Nobody’s so black as he’s painted, or as he paints himself. Are you laying the cloth?” 
  “Oh, yes!” The Caterpillar did not stir. “My people know the Angels, and I’ve seen his pater at home—Sir Philip, a stifI and stern old Johnny, a good bit like a ramrod to look at, with a jaw like a vice. Not much like his hopeful son.  Angel isn’t a chip of the old block. I think you ought to lay the cloth, Frank, as a reward for virtue. I’ve been resistin’ for a whole hour the temptation to join in the game in Pon’s study. Angel’s reekin’ with money, and is might have been a good thing for me— with Christmas comin’, too, an’ expenses mountin’ up.” 
  “Fathead!” said Couvtenay. 
  The Caterpillar gazed from the window as Courtenay laid the cloth. His eyes fell on six juniors who were coming across the quad. 
  “Oh gad! Visitors!” he ejaculated. Courtenay joined him at the window. He opened it at once, and waved his hand to the Greyfriars fellows below. 
  “Come right up!” he yelled out. “Right-ho!” 
  “Oh, my hat “ said the Caterpillar. “Do you recognise the new sheep in the flock, Franky.  That dark-faced kid is young Angel.” 
  “Angel’s brother?” 
  “Yes—the kid they call Mick.  Think he knows his brothers here, keepin’ it up in Pon’s study?” 
  Courtenay looked startled. 
 “He can’t be that sort.” he said. “Wharton’s set wouldn’t be friends with him if he were.” 
“Just what I was thinkin’. They’ll have to pass Pon’s study to get here.” said the Caterpillar. “If the kid knows all about Angel of the Fourth, it doesn’t matter; but if not—” 
  “If not, he’d better not know. He must be on a visit to Greyfriars, as he’s come over with those fellows.” said De Courcy thoughtfully.  He probably doesn’t know that his brother is here that all.  No need for has to tell him.” 
  “I’ll trot down and meet them!” said de Courcy, and he strolled out of the study, leaving Courtenay to hurry on a few extra preparations for a more extensive spread. 
  The Caterpillkr paused as he was passing Ponsonby’s study. In that study Pon & Co., the black sheep of Highcliffe were “keeping it up.” In an atmosphere of cigarette-smoke, the young rascals were card-playing, and the stakes were probably high—generally they were in Pon’s study. And that they were oblivious, just then, to all considerations but the game, was evident from the unsubdued voices that the Caterpillar could hear a proceeding from the other side of the locked door. 
  “Your deal, Angel.” 
  “What rotten luck “ 
  “Filthy! Oh, give us a match!” 
  Tap! 
  De Courcy knocked lightly at the door. In an instant there was a startled commotion in the study. Slack as everything was at Highcliffe, there was always some little danger of discovery for the black sheep of thp school; always the possibility that the Head might wake up to his responsibilities, and make an example. The knock at the door startled the gamesters, and Pons voice called out rather breathlessly: 
  “Whos there?” 
  “ Little me!” 
  De Courcy grinned as he heard a gasp of relief in the study. 
  “Only the Caterpillar!” said Gadsby’s voice. 
  “ Did I make you jump?” chuckled De Courcy. 
 “You did, you ass!” snapped Cecil Ponsonby. “Comin’ in to take a hand?”
  “Not this time—just expectin’ visitors, who would be shocked at anythin’ of the sort, old man.” 
  “Oh, rot!” 
  “I just tapped, old banana, to warn you not to milk too loud.” said the Caterpillar. “Suppose the Mobbs bird should walk along the passage, what? Or the Head? Or even a prefect? Moderate your giddy transports, old beans, or you may get nabbed. ” 
  And the Caterpillar walked on to the stairs.  Ponsonby & Co. took the hint. De Courcy met Harry Wharton & Co. on the stairs, and greeted them cheerily.  When he came back past Pon’s study with his visitors, there was only a subdued murmur of voices from within, which the passing juniors did not heed. Harry Wharton & Co., and Mick, arrived in Courtenay’s study, without the slightest suspicion that Angel of the Fourth was at Highcliffe. 
  Frank Courtenay greeted them very cheerily. 
  “Tea’s just on ready.” He said. “You’ve dropped in just at the right time. Jolly glad to see you.” 
  “I thought we’d give you a look in, as we’re breaking up so soon.” said Harry. “You know this kid, Mick?” 
  “Yes, I remember him.” said Courtenay, with a nod and a smile. “ I saw you at Greyfriars, Mick. So you’re on a visit there now? ” 
  “That ‘s it,” said Mick cheerily. “I’m staying over to-morrow. These chaps are trottin’ me round this afternoon because my brother’s detained.” 
  “Angel of the Fourth—detained?” said the Caterpillar, with a rather curious look at the gipsy schoolboy. 
  “Yes. Rotten, ain’t it?” sait Mick. “he’s got a detention till after five; that’s why the chaps are planting me on you fellows.  
  “Oh gad!” murmured the Caterpiller. Frank Courtenay turned to take up the teapot to hide the expression on his face. It was clear enough now that Mick did not know that his brother was at Highcliffe. 
  “We shall want some chairs.” said the Caterpillar thoughtfully. “One—two —three—four—— I’ll borrow some in Smithson’s study.”
  He opened the door. 
  Crash! 
  From Study No. 5 just along the passage came the crash of an overturned chair, and then a shout. 
  “You rotter, Ponsonby!” 
  It was the voice of Angel of the Fourth. Apparently there was a rift in the lute; trouble among the merry party of black sheep in Pon’s study. 

               THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                    When Rogues Fall Out! 

HARRY WHARTON gave a violent start. 
  He had been stepping out of the open doorway to help the Caterpiller carry in the borrowed chairs. The shout from Study No. 5 came quite clearly to his ears, and he knew the voice at once. The shout was followed by an angry buzz. The truth rushed into Wharton’s mind at once.  He knew now how and why Aubrey Angel had been “detained” that afternoon! It was an appointment with the blackguards of Highcliffe that had kept him from meeting Mick. 
  Wharton’s eyes met the Caterpillar’s, and De Courcy smiled faintly. Then both of them looked at Mick. 
  Mick, fortunately, was well inside the study, near the fireplace. He had heard the crash and the shout, as all the fellows in the study had, but the voice had not come so clearly to him as to the two juniors stepping out of the doorway. The expression on his face showed that he had not recognised Aubrey Angel’s voice. 
  Wharton’s eyes met De Courcy’s again, and De Courcy drew the study door quickly shut. They stood in the passage, listening to the buzz of wrath in Study No. 5. Evidently a serious quarrel was in progress among the card-players. 
  “Does the kid know about his brother?” whispered the Caterpillar. 
  Harry Wharton shook his head. 
  “He thinks Angel is detained at Greyfriars!” he muttered. “That’s why we brought him over here—never dreaming that Angel was here all the time.” 
  “I savvy. He’d better not know.” 
  “Not if it can be prevented.” said Wharton quickly. “But those silly asses are kicking up up a shindy!” 
  Voices were rising in Pon’s study again.  Two or three juniors came along the passage and stood outside, listening and grinning.  Angel’s voice rose above the din. 
  “You rotters! Hands off!”
  “The kid will soon hear at this rate,” murmured the Caterpillar. “I think we’d better take a hand.”
  He moved along quickly to Pon’s door, followed by Wharton, At the same time Ponsonby’s door was thrown violently open, 
  “Outside!” shouted Ponsonby. 
  Crash!” 
  
Angel of the Fourth came whirling out of the study. He landed in the passage on his back with a howl of fury. 
  He sprawled there, panting, while Ponsonby & Co. crowded in the doorway, laughing. 
  “Oh gad!” ejaculated the Caterpiller.  “ Are you always as polite to visitors as this, Pon? ” 
  “The cad cheeked us!” said Ponsonby. “We’re not standin’ any Greyfriars cheek, I can tell you!” And he gave Wharton a sneering smile as he noted the captain of the Greyfriars Remove with the Caterpillar. 
  Angel sat up breathlessly. 
  “Cheat!” he panted. 
  “Give him some more!” exclaimed Gadsby. 
  “Dear me! Did he catch you in the act, Pon?” asked the Caterpillar sympathetically. “That old trick of yours—aces under the table?” 
   “You cheeky cad!” roared Ponsonby.
   Angel staggered to his feet. His handsome face was crimson with rage. 
  “You cheat!”
  “That’s enough!” interrupted Ponsonby savagely. “You’re not wanted here, Angel! Get out!” 
  Angel sprang at him, too infuriated to think of the odd against him, or to care for them. His fierce attack drove Ponsonby back into the study under a shower of blows. 
  “Back up, you fools!” panted Pon as he gave ground before Aubrey Angel. And his comrades piled on Angel. 
  The Caterpillar looked on with a grin. 
  It was no affair of his if a quarrel sprang up among this set of shady blackguards, and one of them was ragged by the rest. But Harry Wharton’s feelings were different. Angel of the Fourth, rotter a he was, was a fellow, and his brother at least was Wharton’s friend. And there was such a thing as fair play, too, though it appeared to be unknown in Ponsonby’s study. 
  Without stopping to reflect Harry Wharton rushed into the fray. 
  Gadsby and Monson and Ponsonby were piling on Angel, but the intervention of Wharton made a big difference.  The captain of the Greyfriars Remove was a good match for any two of the Highcliffe knuts. His right landed full in Monson’s face, sending him spinning; his left a second later caught Gadsby in the eye, and Gadsby sprawled on Pon’s expensive carpet, yelling. Angel had gone to the floor with Ponsonby sprawling over him, punching him savagely. Wharton turned on Ponsonby, gripped him by the back of the collar, and dragged him off by main force. 
  “Ow! Leggo!” shrieked Ponsonby. 
  With a swing of his strong arm Wharton sent him whirling across the study, to bring up against the wall and collapse in a heap. 
  “Ow! Ow!” Gadsby sat up with one hand to his eye. “Caterpillar, you cad, pile in! Collar that Greyfriars rotter!” 
  “Dear man,” said the Caterpillar urbanely, “if I piled in I should be on the side of the Greyfriars rotter. Better leave me out. He doesn’t seem to need any help.” 
  Harry Wharton helped the breathless Angel to his feet. Angel was panting, spent, and he leaned heavily on the captain of the Remove. 
  “Better get out of this!” muttered Wharton. 
 “They’ve swindled me! They—” choked Angel 
  “Serve you jolly well right!” said Wharton roughly. “You ought to be jolly well ashamed of yourelf, and you know it. Come out!”
  “Not before I’ve—” 
  “Come, I tell you!” 
  Wharton fairly dragged Aubrey Angel from the study. He gave a quick, anxious glance towards Courtenay’s door. It was still closed.  He hurried the breathless Angel towards the stair, amid a chorus of chuckling from the Highcliffe juniors who had gathered in the passage. Angel resisted. 
  “Look here!” he panted. “Mind your own business! I—” 
  “Your brother’s here!” whispered Harry. 
  Angel gave a start 
  “My brother—Maurice?”
  “Yes—Mick!” 
  “Here?” panted Angel. 
  “He’s in Courtenay’s study. Get along before he sees you here!” 
  “You brought him here?” muttered Angel fiercely. “You—” 
  “We didn’t know you were here. We only knew you were lying about being detained at Greyfriars!” said Wharton sharply. “Do you want him to know you were here, and what you were doing?” 
  “No!” breathed Angel. 
  “Hurry up, then!” 
  Aubrey Angel made no further demur. He hurried downstairs with Wharton, took his hat, and hurried out of the house. 
  “Keep it dark!” he whispered as he went. 
  Wharton nodded, and turned back into the house.  The Caterpillar met him at the foot of the staircase. 
  “Comin’ to help me with those chairs?” he asked urbanely. 
  “Yes” said Harry. 
  When they returned to Study No. 3 in the Fourth, Wharton and the Caterpillar carried a  couple of chairs each. Courtenay gave them a quick glance, but said nothing. As for the Greyfriars fellows, they were maintaining a polite obliviousness to the fact that a row had been going on at Highcliffe. A look at Mick’s face showed Wharton that he had no suspicion that his brother had been a party in the row. 
  Quite a cheery party sat down to tea in Courtenay’s study. They talked of football and of the coming holidays, and Mick told them stories of his old life with the gipsies, and the time passed quickly enough. The Greyfriars party had to take an early leave. 
  When they left, Courtenay and the Caterpillar walked down to the gates with them. In the quad they passed Ponsonby & Co., who scowled at them savagely. 
  But the scowls of Ponsonby & Co. did not worry the Greyfriars juniors. Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh and Nugent wheeled out their bicycles, and Wharton and Bob and Mick mounted into the trap. Ponsonby followed them down to the gates, his eyes fixed on Mick with keen curiosity. Mick’s strong resemblance to Aubrey Angel had caught his eye at once, and he remembered what he had heard of the gipsy schoolboy of Greyfriars. He ran up as the Greyfriars fellows were bidding farewell to Courtenay and the Caterpillar at the gates. 
  “So that’s young Angel, the gipsy kid, is it?” asked Ponsonby. 
  Mick looked down on him from the trap. 
  “That’s me!” he answered cheerfully. 
  “Aubrey’s brother—what?” 
  “Just that,” assented Mick. “You know my brother?” 
  Ponsonby laughed evilly. 
  “WeIl, rather!” he answered. “Quite well, in fact You’re in rather queer company for Angel’s brother!”
  “Good-bye, you fellows!” exclaimed Wharton, taking up the whip. “Stand clear, Ponsonby!”
  “Oh, hold on a minute while I’m talkin’ to Angel’s brother!” grinned Ponsonby. “Aubreys a great friend of mine, you know. I didn’t know Angel’s brother was here this afternoon. I’d have asked him —”
  Crash! 
  Harry Wharton’s heavy hand descended on Ponsonby’s hat, crushing it over his eyes and ears. Ponsonby gave a howl, and staggered back, and Wharton drove on the trap. 
  The Greyfriars fellows were a good distance down the road when Ponsonby, with a red and furious face, had struggled out of his hat. The Caterpillar chuckled merrily.  He understood Wharton’s object in thus drastically cutting short any further observations of Cecil Ponsonby. 
  “I—I---I’ll---” “ panted Ponsonby, glaring after the trap. 
  “You’ll have to get a new hat, old scout!” grinned the Caterpillar. “Oh, come on, Franky! Don’t let’s stand here listenin’ to Pon swearin’. He shocks me!”
  Courtenay and the ‘aterpillar walked in at the gates, leaving Ponsonby with a wrecked hat in his hand, making emphatic remarks to the desert air. 

               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                     Bunter is Grateful! 

AUBREY ANGEL came into his study at Greyfriars, and threw himself into a chair.  He wastired, and looked a little pale, and there was a troubled wrinkle m his brow. Paul Kenney, his study mate, was lounging in an armchair, and he gave Angel a curious look. 
  “Had a good time at Highcliffe?” he asked. 
  “ No.” 
  “But you’ve been therc” 
  “Yes.” 
  “You’ve got a littlc mouse under your eye,” said Kenney, scanning him critically. “Had a row with Pon?” 
  “Yes.” 
  Angel’s answers were monosyllabic. He did not seem in a mood for conversation. 
  “You haven’t asked me how I liked the pictures in Courtfield!” remarked Kenney. 
  “Oh, rot!” 
  Kenncy laughed. 
  “You don’t seem to have brought your best manners home from Highcliffe, Aubrey. I’m glad I didn’t come, as it turned out to be a row. What did Pon do?” 
  Angel gritted his teeth. 
  “He’s an out-and-out cad, and I’m sorry I ever had anythin’ to do with him!” he muttered. “I’m done with now, anyhow. I should have got the raggin’ of my life if Wharton hadn’t happened to be there.” 
  “Wharton chipped in!” 
  “Yes.” 
  “I should have expected him to stand by and snigger.” grinned Kenney. “You’re not friends. But I suppose he was ready for a row with Highcliffe chaps any time. I say, there’s a lot of stuff sent into the study from the tuckshop. You ordered it, I suppose?” 
  “ Yes.” 
  “Standin’ me a spread?” 
  “You can stay if you like.” said Angel indfferently. “My young brother’s comin’ and I’ve asked some Remove chaps.” 
  “Gettin’ pals in the Remove? Who are they?” 
  “Wharton and his crowd.” 
  “My hat! You’re not making friends with that lot, Aubrey!” exclaimed Kenney, in amazement. 
  “Of course I’m not!” said Angel irritably. “But they’re my brother’s friends, that’s why I’ve asked them. And you’ve got to bp jolly civil to them, Kenney!” 
  “Any old thing.” yawned Kenney. “What time do you expect the merry company?” 
  “About half-past five. You’ll see my brother,” added Aubrey Angel abruptly. “You won’t mention that I’ve been out of gates this afternoon.” 
  “ Why not?” 
  “He thinks I’ve had detention, and that was why I couldn’t meet him at the station and bring him here.” 
  “What does it,matter what he thinks?” 
  “Well, it does matter!” said Angel savagely. “I let him down because of that rotten appointment with Ponsonby.  I wish I hadn’t now.  But he’s not to know anything about it!”
  “Oh, all right!” said Kenney resignedly. Not a syllable from me.  But I’m blessed if I can see what it matters!” 
  “You wouldn’t!” grunted Angel. 
  He leaned back in his chair and watched Kenney, with a moody brow, as the latter unpacked the good things from the tuckshop, and prepared the spread for the expected visitor. Aubrey Angel was in a deeply troubled frame of mind. His affection fo his brother was very real.  It had not been strong enough to make him throw over Ponsonby & Co. that afternoon, but it was strong enough to make him feel remorseful and ashamed. He shrank from the possibility of Mick’s discovering how he had been occupied, and where; but he knew how very easily the facts might come to Mick’s knowledge. 
  And that rendezvous in Pon’s study at Highcliffe had not turned out much of a success, after all. Angel had lost money; he had quarrelled with his shady pals: he had come home tired and dispirited and worried. From the hottom of his heart he wished that—for that afternoon, at least—he had thrown over his evil ways and played a straight game. But it was too late to think of that. 
  Kenney finished preparing the table, and took a box of cigarettes from the table drawer and set it on the mantelpiece. Angel gave him a black look. 
  “Put that rubbish away!” he snapped. 
  “No smokes?” asked Kenney. 
  “No, you ass!” 
  “Oh ! I forgot we’re having Wharton’s crowd.” grinned Kenney. “I suppose you young brother wouldn’t mind.  Might have a little game and a smoke, the three of us, after the Remove fellows are gone.” 
  Angel’s eyes glittered at him. 
 “None of that, Kenney.” he said. “My young brother’s a decent chap, and there’s goin to be nothin’ of that sort here while he stays.” 
  “Must be no end decent, brought up among up the gipsies!” sneered Kenney. “Anyhow, whatever he is, he knows your ways. He was long enough at Greyfriars to learn the sort of reputation you’ve got!” 
  Angel winced. 
 “That’s enough.” he said. “There’ll be no smoke and no cards in this study while Maurice is stayin’ here.” 
  “Oh, my hat! Is he stayin’ long?” yawned Kenney. 
  “Over to-morrow, anyhow.” 
  “And are you goin’ to keep good all that time?  You can’t do it, old man.  You’ll have a fit or somethin’!” 
  “Oh shut up!” 
  There was a step in the passage, and the door opened. Billy Bunter’s fat face and big spectacles glimmered in. 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Get out, Bunter!”
  Bunter wedged cautiously into the study. The sight of the spread on the table made his little round eyes glimmer behind his big glasses.  Bunter had a wonderful nose for a spread, and evidently he had scented out the spread in Angel’s study. 
  “I say, Angel, seen your brother yet?” 
  “Mind your own bizney.”
  “I want to see him again—” 
  “Well, he doesn’t want to see you!” snapped Angel.  Get out!” 
  “I want to thank him.” said Bunter, with dignity. 
  “Eh?” 
  “He saved my life.” 
  “What!” yelled Kenney, while Aubrey Angel stared at thp Owl of the Remove in
astonishment. 
  “Saved my life!” repeated Bunter impressively. “Perhaps you don’t know that I took a trip to the station to meet him.  Wharton was called away by a——a—— a message. So I went. The horse bolted. Mick sprang to the rescue---”
  “Oh, rot!” 
  “He sprang like a lion at the horse.” said Bunter. “Seizing the fiery, untamed animal, he ---”
  “ Chuck it!” 
  “Dragged it down, and—and sat on it.” said Bunter. “He saved my life. I’m grateful. Chap doesn’t save a fellows life every day, does he? Well, I want to see Mick, and thank him for saving my life. I was always his pa1, you know. Since hp saved my life, of course, I’m his friend for—for life. I’m backing him up, you know, and—and sticking to him.  I’ll wait here for him, if you don’t mind, Angel.”
  Bunter edged towards a chair.
  Earlier in the afternoon, when Mick had stopped the runaway horse, Billy Bunter had not displayed any symptoms of gratitude. But he had had time to think over the matter since then. 
  Gratitude was not a leading trait in Bunter’s character. But if it was likely to be useful, Bunter could turn it on, so to speak, to order. He was prepared to establish a record in gratitude, and to proclaim to all Greyfriars how Mick had saved his life ; and after that, he felt that Mick couldn’t do less than ask him home for Christmas.
  Unfortunatly for Bunter, Aubrey Angel did not believe his statements; and had hp believed them would not have been interested. He was interested only in seeing the last of Bunter. 
  “Are you finished?” he asked. 
  “Nunno! I say, it’s a shame to keep these good things waiting.” said Bunter, 
eyeing the table hungrily. Shall I begin?” 
  “Leave that cake alone!” roared Kenney. 
  “Oh, really, you know——!”
  Aubrey Angel jumped out of his arm-chair. He was in a bad temper and a state of worried nerves and a victim was really needed to relieve his feelings.  Bunter came in useful as a victim. 
  Angel grasped the Owl of the Remove by the caller, and spun him round towards the door. 
  “Yarooh!”  roared Bunter, in direful anticipation.   
  Bump! 
  Aubrey Angel’s well-fitting boot crashed on Bunter, and the fat junior spun through the doorway. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kenney.
  “Yoooooooop!”
  There was another roar from the passkge as Bunter flew out. Mick had just arrived at the study, after his return from Highcliffe. He reached the doorway from the outside as Bunter reached it from the inside. 
  “Oh, jiminy!” stuttered Mick. 
  He staggered across the passage. Billy Bunter rolled at his feet, roaring. 
 “Yow-ow-ow! Help! Fire! Murder! Yoooooop!”
  Aubrey Angel came savagely out of the study, and proceeded to kick the Owl of the Remove, perhaps on the principle of giving him some thing to roar for. Certainly Bunter roared. The voice of the celebrated Bull of Bashan was like unto the cooing of a dove, compared with the voice of William George Bunter just then. 
  “I say, Aubrey, don’t hurt him, old chap!” exclaimed Mick good-naturedly. 
  “Yow-ow-ow!” 
  Mick caught his brothar’s arm and pulled hin back. Bunter scrambIed to his feet, and fled for the Remove passage. 
  For a second Aubrey Angel’s look at his brother was grim and angry.  But he recollected himself in a moment, and his face cleared.  
  Mick, old man, trot in.” he said. 
   And he slipped his arm through Mick’s and led him into the study. 

               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                  Tea in Angel’s Study! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. came along the Fourth Form passage a little later, and stopped at Angels door. They grinned at each other a little as the captain of the Remove knocked. They were quite unusual visitors in Angel’s study—indeed, their last visit had been the occasion of a ragging, in time when Mick was a gipsy schoolboy at Greyfriars. On Mick’s account, they were prepared to be friendly —as friendly as they could. But how they were to pull with Aubrey Angel was rather a problem. They had no taste in common with the blackguard of the Fourth; his ways were not their ways. Still, for Mick’s sake, they were ready to do their best. 
  “Come in!” 
  Aubrey Angel’s voice called out quite cheerily. 
  The Famous Five entered.  The study looked very cheery and bright, with a good fire going, and some holly stuck over the pictures on the walls. The spread on the table was really magnificent.    Aubrey did not do things by halves. The chums of the Removc had had tea at Highcliffe; but they had had a run in the frosty air since then, and it was now past six, so they were ready to help Angel clear the festive board, either as a late tea or an early supper. 
  Aubrey Anget gave them an agreeable smile and a nod: and there was no doubt that Aubrey could be agreeable when he had his best manners on. Kenney was civil, he was on the worst of terms with the Famous Five, and it cost him an effort to be civil.  As for Mick, his handsome face was beaming with satisfaction. 
  Evidently the meeting of the brothers was friendly and cordial on both sides.  It amazed Kenny, and it surprised Wharton & Co. There was a kind inflection in Angel’s voice when he spoke to Mick, a pleasant softening in his rather hard face when he glanced at him. It was indubitable that he was strongly attached to his brother, though that redeeming affection did not make a better fellow of him. 
  “It’s all serene, you fellows.” said Mick, after a littlc chat round the table. “Aubrey’s jolly glad that you’re coming to Lochmuir for Christmas—ain’t you, Aubrey, old man?” 
  Kenney cast a quick sidelong look at his study mate. 
  He knew perfectly well that Aubrey Angel hated the bare idea of Harry Wharton & Co. coming to Lochmuir for Christmas. But Kenney had almost given up trying to understand Angel now. Aubrey nodded and smiled genially. 
  “Mick’s told me about the idea.” he said. “I hope you fellows will come. My father seems keen on it.” 
  “He’s awfully keen on it!” said Mick. 
  “You fellows stood by my brother, in his bad days.” said Angel. “My father hasn’t forgotten that. I haven’t forgotten it. It’s no good pretending that we’ve been good friends, because we haven’t. But I’m eager to forget all about that, if you fellows are willing.” 
  “Dash it all, that’s jolly decent of you. Angel “said Bob Cherry impulsively. 
  “The decentfulness is truly terrific!” concurred the nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “I dare say there were faults on both sides, when we used to row.” said Harry Wharton amicably. “You see. Angel, we’d like to spend Christmas with Mick no end. But if you don’t like the idea— excuse my putting it plainly—we’d rather not.” 
  For a single moment Angel hesitated. 
  One word from him then, would have stopped the whole thing. Mick would have been bitterly disappointed, but he was too attached to his brother to insist upon anything to which Aubrey objected. 
  And Aubrey objected strongly. He had his own views for the holidays—and the Famous Five did not come into the picture at all. And he disliked them; though, to do him justice, he had tried to overcome his dislike. 
  But his hesitation was too brief to be noticed. 
  “My dear chap,” he said cordially, “thats all right. If you fellows will come, it will be a pleasure to me as well as to Mick. And you can see that it vill be a pleasure to him.” 
  “What-ho!” grinned Mick. 
  “Then it’s a go!” said Harry Wharton, banishing the last remnant of distrust, and speaking frankly and cordially. 
  After that the juniors chatted freely and cheerfully, while the good things were disposed of. Not a word was said about Highcliffe; and when Mick made some reference to his brother’s detention that afternoon, Bob Cherry thoughtfully dropped a cup upon a saucer, and cracked both, to cover up a momentary confusion. 
  After a very pleasant talk, the chums of the Remove left the study, and re turned to their own quarters for prep. Mick remained with his brother; but +he knew that Angel had prep to do, and after a time he left, to pay his respects to Mr. Quelch. 
  After he had gone Angel did not worry about prep. He threw himself into a chair and lighted a cigarette., a proceeding that Kenney watched with a covert grin. 
  “Thank goodness it’s over!” yawned Kenney.  “I had to bite my tongue a dozen times to keep off topics that would havo shocked those nice, dear, well-brought-up youths! Oh, crumbs! I say, Aubrey, are you really going up to the hills in Scotland for Christmas?” 
  “Maurice wants me to.” 
  “Hang Maurice!” said Kenney irritably. “And what about the rippin’ time wp planned?” 
  “It’s off, I suppose.” 
  “That’s all very well,” said Kenney savagply. “But I don’t see it. Besides, you know jolly well you can’t stand Wharton’s crowd for weeks at a time.” 
  “I’ve got to!” growled Angel. “It’s no good talking, Kenney. I’m not going to disappoint Maurice. I don’t suppose you understand—” 
  “I don’t!” snapped Kenney. 
  “You wouldn’t! But I’m goin’ through it, to pleas him. Perhaps the party won’t last very long.” said Angel hopefully. “It’s a lonely old place, and they may get fed up. Perhaps the jolly old ghost will turn up and scare them off.” He laughed “Besides, any one of those fellows could give me away to Mick if he liked—they all know I was blagging with Ponsonbywhen Mick thought I was detained——” 
  “They wouldn’t.” said Kenney.
  “They might—I don’t trust them, or anybody, for that matter.” said Angel sourly. “I’ve got to hold a candle to the gentleman in black. They are not bad chaps really, though they bore a fellow frightfully. Anyhow, I’m for it, and I’m goin’ through with it. My brother’s had a hard time, and I’m goin’ to do everything I can to make up for it.” 
  Kenney sneered. —
  “I should think you were humbuggin’ if you had any motive for pullin’ my leg.” he said. “As it is, I suppose you’re turnin’ soft.” 
  “Suppose anythin’ you like.” said Aubrey contemptuously. “Hand me that Latin dick, and shut up.” 
  “Do you think I’m goin’ to stand that crew for the Christmas holidays?” demanded Kennev wrathfully. 
  “You’ll have to if you come with me.” 
  “Don’t you want me to come?” 
  “Suit yourself.” 
  And Aubrey Angel turned his attention at last to prep. with his chum glowering at him across the table. 

               THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                      Too Grateful! 

MAURICE ANGEL, otherwise Mick, occupied his old bed in the Remove dormitory that 
night. There wks a cheery flow of chatter in the dormitory after lights out; most of the Remove fellows were glad to see the one time gipsy schoolboy, and to welcome him to Greyfriars. Skinner and Snoop had a few sneering remarks to make, on the subject of gipsy bounders; but they made no more of them after Bob Cherry slipped out of bed, and paid them personal visits with a bolster. Billy Buntpr, on the other hand, was overflowing with the milk of human kindness towards Mick. He sat up in bed to tell the Remove fellows—for about the tenth time—of the thrilling rescue in Friardale, and how Mick had saved his life. 
  “Fancy it, you fellows,” said Bunter impressively. “The horse was going at a hundred miles an hour, at least. Mick sprang at his head like an arrow from a 
  “Oh, cheese it!” said Mick. 
  “Like a lion from its lair.” said Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Seizing the fiery steed.” continued Bunter, “he dragged it down. At the risk of his life—” 
  “Dry up!” said Mick. “There wasn’t any risk. I know how to handle horses, you duffer!” 
  “There was heaps of risk.” said Bunter. “You risked your life to save mine, Mick, and I shall never forget it. I hope I know how to feel grateful.” 
  “I wish you knew how to shut up.” said Mick. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, Mick, old chap!”
  “Give us a rest.” 
  Bunter did not give the Remove fellows, or the subject, a rest until Bolsover major’s boot whizzed through the air and sote him. Then he n+gave a loud howl, and dropped the subject at last. 
  The next morning Mick was one of the first up of the Remove; and Bunter, for a wonder, was astir soon after. Thp grateful Bunter did not intend to lose sight of the fellow to whom he owed much. Bunter knew by this time about the trip to the Highlands for Christmas, and it was Bunter’s fixed belief that the party would not be complete without William George Bunter. And he was going to fasten himself upon Mick by the sheer force of gratitude—if he could. A fellow was bound to be pleased at being proclaimed a hero—at least, that was Bunter’s opinion. Bunter knew how he would have liked it himself; and that was enough for him. 
  But Mick dodged the fat junior till breakfast. After breakfast, Billy Bunter fastened on him as he was going out into the quadrangle with the Famous Five. Mick made a grimace. His stay at the school was brief ; and he really did not want to spend it in the far from fascinating society of William George Bunter. 
  “Walking round the quad, Mick, old man?” asked Bunter affectionately. 
  “Are you?” asked Mik. 
  “yes, old chap.” 
  “Then, I’m not.” 
  “Oh, really, Mick!” said Bunter reproachfully. 
  “Roll away, old barrel!” said Bob Cherry, laughing. 
  “As Mick saved my life, Bob Cherry, he —” 
  “ If we really believe that, we’d bump him!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I may have saved him from a broken leg.” said Mick. “ But if he don’t give, the subject a rest, I shall kick him!”
  “I'm grateful—” said Bunter. 
  “Chuck it!” 
  “You can say anything that you like, old chap, after the heroic way you risked your life to save mine!” said Bunter.  “ Now, about Christmas—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous Five. 
  “Blessed it I see anything to cackle at!” said Bunter peevish lee. “As Mick saved my life, I want him to spend Christmas with me. I know how to be grateful, if you fellows don’t. I want you to come to Bunter Court for Christmas, Mick, and I wouldn’t take ‘No’ for an answer, only the place is in the hands of—of the—” 
  “Bailiffs?” asked Bob. 
  “Decorators!” howled Bunter. “As the matter stands, Mick, old chap, what’s to be done?” 
  “Who’s to be done, you mean!” remarked Nugent. 
  “I disdain to answer that, Frank Nugent. I suppose it’s pretty cold in the Highlands this time of year.” said Bunter. “I’ve an invitation from De Courcy to go to the South of France with him and his people. But I’ve declined. I told him that, under the circumstances, I wouldn’t desert you, Mick!” 
  Mick groaned. 
  “Rely on me, old fellow!” said Bunter. “Dash it all, you saved my life! After that I’d go to the North Pole with you, count on me for the Highlands. I shall ask Lord Mauleverer to lend mc his fur-lined overcoat. I suppose we shall have a special train?” 
  “Not quite!” grinned Mick. 
  “Well, so long as there’s a sleeping-car, I sha’n’t mind,” said Bunter. “I can rougt it. After you’ve saved my life—” 
  “Good-morning, My boys!” It was Mr. Quelch’s voice. The Remove master nodded very kindly to Mick, and the juniors capped him respectfully. “What is this story I hear about your saving Bunter’s life yesterday?” 
  “Oh dear!” murmured Mick. 
  “I have heard it spoken of several times.” said Mr. Quelch. “I should be glad to know what happened!”
  The juniors exchanged glances. It was Bunter who replied—rushed into the breach, as it were. 
  “It’s quite true, sir. Mick rushed to the rescue—like a lion from his lair, sir———” 
  “What—what!” 
  “It was nothing, sir!” said Mick. “Bunter was in a trap, and the horse ran away and I stopped him. That was all—nothing.” 
  “It wasn’t all, sir!” exclaimed Bunter. “I was thinking of asking you, sir, whether you ought not to put it up to the Humane Society, and get Mick a medal for life-saving. It was a fearful experience, sir—in fact, frightful. The thundering hoofs of the terrified steed—”  
  “What!” 
  “Awoke every echo.” continued Bunter enthusiastically. “There were shrieks of terror as the furious animal careered down the village street, hurling everybody to right and left—” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “It happened just as I'm telling you, sir. Suddenly, like a bolt from the blue, Mick leaped at the fiery heed’s stead—”
  “The what?” ejaculated Mr. Quelch. “I mean, the fiery steed’s head! Amid thunderous cheers—” 
  “How dare you talk such nonsense, Bunter?” exclaimed the Remove master. 
  “N-n-nonsense, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I---I’m only telling you how Mick saved my life, sir. Springing at the head of the thundering steed—” 
  “I understand that you were driving a horse that ran away, Bunter You have been forbidden to drive, as you cannot control a horse. I am bound to punish you for this.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter.  
  “Follow me!”
  “Hold on, sir!” gasped Bunter, in great dismay. “I—I wasn’t driving a horse yesterday, sir.” 
  “What! You have just stated that you were!” 
  “Not at all, sir! Oh, no!” Not a—a —a horse, sir! I —I only said that Mick saved my life!” gasped Bunter, remembering a little too late that the affair of Gosling’s trap had to be kept a secret from the powers. 
  “Was there not a runaway horse?” 
  “"Oh, no, sir! Nothing of the kind!” 
  “Then how did Mick save your life?” 
  “Oh dear! It—it was a motor-car, sir—!” 
 “A motor-car!” gasped the Remove master. 
  “Yes, sir; just; a motor-car! It—it was rushing at me with—with thundering hoofs—” 
  “With what?” roared Mr.. 
  “I—I mean, it—it was rushing down on me!” gasped Bunter, too confused now quite to know what he was saying. “Mick rushed at it and seized it by the bridle—” 
  “He seized a motor-car by the bridle!“ stuttered Mr. Quelc
  “Nunno! Not at all! I—I mean, he seized it by the—the spanner—” 
  “ The spanner!” 
  “That is to say, the magneto!” gasped Bunter. ”He seized it by the magneto, and dragged it back, kicking furiously—” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  “How dare you tell me such absurd stories, Bunter? Are you out of your senses ?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh, no, sir!  Not at all!  It——it wasn’t a motor-car!” stuttered Bunter. The fact is, sir—the—the actual fact—the plain fact, sir—this is how it happened. A runaway steamroller—” 
  “Come with me, Bunter!” 
  “Yaroooh!”
  As Mr. Quelch fastened a finger and thumb on Bunter’s fat ear, the Owl of the Remove had no choice about going with him. So he went, leaving the juniors howling with laughter. 
  When he came out into the quad again he was rubbing his fat hands ruefully. 
 “Licked?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
 “Ow! Yes! Quelchy’s an awful beast!” groaned Bunter. “He actually caned me for driving a horse in Friardale—though I gave him my word that 1 never did anything of the kind. Ow! Wow! Some Form masters will never take a fellow’s word! Wow! Quelchy’s no
gentleman! Wow!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Where’s Mick?” asked Bunter. 
  “Escaped!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “You won’t fnd him again before lessons, fat old bean!”
  “Ha, ha ha!” 
  “Beast!” 
  And the bell went for morning classes, and Billy Bunter had to go in to lessons with the Remove—without further testifying his overwhelming gratitude to the gipsy schoolboy—and with the important question of the Christmas vacation still unsettled. And when, after classes, Bunter sought for Mick, he found him not; and when he discovered that the gipsy schoolboy had left Greyfriars by a morning train, the feelings of William George Bunter were too deep for words. 
               THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                         The Cloven Hoof !
“LAST match of the term!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “And we’re going to wind up by beating the Fourth to a frazzle!” said Harry Wharton cheerfully; and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh observed that the frazzlefulness would be terrific. 
  It was a clear, cold afternon, towatds the end of the term. The Remove footballers were first on the ground; Cecil Reginald Temple, the captain of the Fourth, had a little way of being a little behind time. But the elegant Cecil Reginald strolled on the ground at last, and among the Fourth Form team appeared the equally elegant figure of Aubrey Angel. 
  “Ready, you fellows?” drawled Temple. 
  “Ready and waiting!” answered Wharton. 
  “We’re goin’ to wipe up the earth with you this time, old scout.” said Temple cheerily. 
  “Do!” said Wharton, with a smile. 
  He gave Aubrey Angel a friendly nod. Since Mick’s visit a few days before, the chums of the Remove had been on cheery terms with Angel of the Fourth. 
  The hatchet having been buried, they were not in the least disposed to dig it up again, and although they could not exactly like Aubrey Angel, they were glad to forget past differences. 
  The Christmas vacation was quite settled now. Sir Philip Angel had paid a visit to Greyfriars, and talked with the juniors on the subject. He was so evidently glad that Mick’s old friends were to spend Christmas with the one-time waif, that the Co., in their turn, were very glad that they had accepted the invitation. And Aubrey, who was a good deal afraid of his father, had said no word of his secret sentiments to the old gentleman. But the more he was, from necessity, silent, the more he chafed at the thought. 
  Hilton of the Fifth, the referee, blew the whistle, and the ball rolled. The Remove forwards were quickly on the ball and taking it up the field. 
  Temple & Co. fancied themselves immensely at football, as at most things: but, as a matter of fact, they were nowhere near the form of the Removites. Harry Wharton & Co. were anticipating an easy victory, And in the first half it looked as if their anticipations would be realised. The ball went in from Wharton’s foot, and a few minutes later Vernon-Smith followed up the goal with another, and just before half-time Squiff put the leather in. 
  The Remove players were grinning contentedly when the whistle went for the interval. 
  “Some game!” grinned Bob Cherry, and his comrades chuckled. 
  “You’ll have to pull up your socks, you fellows.” said Cecil Reginald Temple to his followers severely. “We can’t let those Remove fags wind up the term by lickin’ us! Think of our giddy prestige!”
  “They’re three up!” remarked Fry sarcastically. “Looks to me as if our giddy prestige is moultin’ !” 
  “Play up!” said Temple. “You spccially, Angel ! You were shirkin’!” 
  “Oh, rot!” said Angel sourly. “You were dodgin’ charges.” said Temple. “If you’re afraid of a charge, you should keep out of the game. You fairly ran when Bob Cherry rushed you.” 
  “Hang Bob Cherry!”
  The sides lined up for the second half. The Remove forwards got away with the ball, and there was a hot attack on the Fourth Form goal. But Cecil Reginald was on his mettle now. The Fourth put their beef into it, and fought manfully, and the game swayed back to the halfway-line, and Temple, rallying his forces, led an attack on goal.  
  “Play up, Fourth!” 
  “Buck up, Remove!” 
  It was a breathless struggle now. It looked as if the Fourth would get through. But Hazeldene, in goal, defended well, and Bob Cherry cleared out the ball. Harry Wharton captured it, and was taking it up the field. And then, all of a sudden, there was a sharp cry as Angel rushed him down, and the captain of the Remove sprawled on the ground.   
  Round the field, from the Removites watching the game, came a roar: 
  “Foul!” 
  “Penalty! Penalty!” 
  The whistle rang out. 
  “You silly dummy!” roared Temple of the Fourth. “Angel, you crass idiot, you—” 
  “Foul!” 
  “Penalty!” 
  Harry Wharton staggered up. His face was white with pain. His eyes fixed on Angel with a stare of scorn. 
  “You cad! You rotter!” 
  Angel did not speak. The foul had been too palpable, and it had taken place in the penalty area. Harry Wharton leaned on Bob Cherry’s arm. 
  “Yah! Play fair! Foul! Foul!” roared the Remove crowd. 
  Wharton limped off the field. His play was over for that day. Temple of the Fourth strode up to Angel. 
  “Get off the field!” 
  “What?” stuttered Angel. 
  
“You cad! You’ve given them a goal, besides disgracing your team! Get off, before I kick you off !” roared Temple. 
  Angel set his teeth and walked off the field.  The game was resumed with a player short on either side. 
  Four goals to nil was the Remove score when the match finished, a sufficiently overwhelming total. But one goal, at least, the Fourth attributed to AngeI and his foul play. 
  In Study No. 1 Harry Wharton rubbed his injured limb with embrocatlon, in a painful silence. Bob Cherry spoke at last. 
  “This looks ripping for our Christmas holiday—with Angel!” he said. 
  “The cad!” muttered Nugent.
  Harry Wharton knitted his brows. 
  “It can’t be helped now.” he said. “We’ve promised Mick, and made the arrangements with Sir Philip Angel. We’re bound to go through with it, whatever Angel does, I suppose!” 
  “A happy prospect!” growled Bob. “I’ve a jolly good mind to go to his study now and punch his head!” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “That wouldn’t make matters better. We can keep clear of him to the end of the vac, anyhow; and hope for the best when we get to Lochmuir.” 
  But it was not a happy prospect, and Harry Wharton & Co., as the last days of the term ran out, could not help wondering what would be the outcome of their Christmas in the Highlands. 
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