






                                THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                    Thomas Asks for It! 

BlELY BUNTER snored. 
It was ten o’clock in the morning—a bright August morning. 
  Anyone but Billy Bunter might have been supposed to have finished snoring by that time. 
  But William George Bunter was still going strong. 
  In the summer vacation the Greyfriars rising-bell was only a horrid memory. Billy Bunter was at liberty to snore as long as he liked. And he snored loud and long. 
  At Combermere Lodge— renamed Bunter Court since it had come into Bunter’s possession—the Owl of Greyfriars was lord and master, and there was no one to say him nay. 
  His guests had long been stirring. 
  At school or on holiday, Harry Wharton & Co. were not likely to waste the golden hours of the morning slacking in bed. Bunter’s other guests, D’Arcy of St. Jim’s, was not perhaps quite so energetic as the Greyfriars fellows. But he had long been up. Billy Bunter snored on contentedly regardless of the flight of time; and if he moved, it was only to turn his head on the pillow. He was good for another hour yet. 
  Then breakfast in bed would follow, keeping Bunter busy for an hour or so. That would leave him time to turn out and dress for lunch. Lunch following so closely on the heels of breakfast might have incommoded any other fellow But Billy Bunter was always ready to restart after an interval, howsoever short; in fact, the shorter the interval the better he liked it. 
  That was Bunter’s usual programme during his reign at Bunter’s Court. For the first time in his fat career he was able to do just as he liked. The most impecunious fellow at Greyfriars, the unremitting borrower of half-crowns and “bobs,” revelled in the midst of plenty, and reposed in the lap of luxury, And he enjoyed if all tremendously. 
But on this especial morning Bunter’s usual programme was not to be carried out. 
  Twice Thomas the footman had looked in at the door of Bunter’s bed-room and coughed. His cough passed unheeded, and Thomas retired. 
  A third time Thomas looked in and this time he coughed more emphatically. His discreet cough being still unheeded. Thomas advanced into the room and ventured to the bedside of the lordly Bunter. 
  Bunter still snored. 
  With his somewhat extensive mouth open, and a smear lingering on his fat face from the jam-tarts which had wound up his previous night’s supper, Billy Bunter was not a thing of beauty. 
  Thomas gazed at him, not admiringly. 
  “Hem !” 
  Thomas coughed again. 
  Snore ! 
  “Sir!” 
  Snore! 
  “Mastet Bunter !” 
  Snore! 
  “A man has called, sir—” 
  Snore! 
  “He insists upon seeing you, sir—”
   Snore! 
  “Excuse me, sir, but—” 
  Thomas’ persistence had its reward. Billy Bunter’s round eyes opened, and he blinked at the footman. 
  “Eh? What? What’s the time?” 
  “Ten o’clock sir.” 
  Bunter glared. 
  “What do you mean by calling me before eleven ? ” 
  “Excuse me, sir. I—” 
  “I won’t excuse you !” hooted Bunter. 
  “Can’t a gentleman rest in his own house without being disturbed by silly servants!” 
  “But, sir—” 
  “Get out!” 
  “But---
  “Do you want to be sacked?” howled Bunter. 
  “Oh, sir !” 
  “Buzz off, blow you !”
  “But—” 
  Bunter sat up in bed. He bestowed a ferocious blink upon Thomas, the footman, and clutched up his pillow. 
  It was so obviously his intention to swipe the importunate Thomas with the pillow that the footman jumped back in alarm. 
  “I—I—I say—” 
  “Get out !”
  “A man has called—” 
  “Bother him! Bother you !” 
  “He insists—” 
  “Insists!” hooted Bunter. “Nobody has a right to insist in this house, Thomas, excepting its master. Who’s master here ? ”
  “You are, sir” said Thomas. “But this man Horrocks—” 
  “Never heard of him. Get out !”
  “He’s the Combermere butcher, sir.” 
  “Blow the Combermere butcher !” howled Bunter. “Will you let me go to sleep you dunderhead?”
  “He has brought his bill, sir—”
  “Blow his bill !” 
  “He requests payment—” 
  “Buzz off!” 
  “He insists—” 
  Whiz! 
  Bunter, fed up with the footman’s importunity, hurled the pillow. It caught Thomas on his clean-shaven, well- trained face. 

  “Oh !” gasped Thomas, 
  Bump! 
  Thomas, the footman, sat down with a heavy concussion. Bunter glared at him from the bed. 
  “Take that, you footling ass! Go and tell that low tradesman to clear. Shut the door.” 
  “Oh! Oh dear!” gasped Thomas. 
  “Shut up !“ 
  Thomas rose to his feet. He picked up the pillow. For a moment Thomas was powerfully tempted to return that pillow with a crash. But; he remembered in time the many tips he had received from Master Bunter, and—still more to the point—the many more tips he expected to receive during Bunter’s tenancy of Combermere Lodge. 
  He suppressed his feelin. 
  “Your pillow, sir !“ said Thomas, with really a master-stroke of well-trained footman civility. 
  And he replaced the pillow gently under Bunter’s head, and retired from the room. Bunter s head wallowed luxuriously in the softness of the down pillow. The door had scarcely closed behind Thomas when he was snoring again. 
  Tradesmen who wanted their bills paid might call, and call again, but Bunter’s comfort was not to be interfered with. The skies might fall, indeed, and so long and the fall thoreof did not awaken Bunter, his unmusical snore would continue long and loud. Indeed, when Bunter’s snore was fairly going strong it was doubtful if the Last Trumpet would have drawn more than a passing grunt from him. 
  Thomas retired, and the master of Bunter Court was left to repose. And the great spaces of Lord Cormbermere’s state bedroom echoed to the rumble of his happy snore. 
                                THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                      Wharton Is Wanted! 
“WELL hit Bob, old man !” 
  Franc Nugent called out cheerily, as Bob Cherry sent the round red ball whizzing. 
  “Yaas, wathah !” chimed in Arthur August”s D’Arcy, of St. Jim’s. 
  Billy Bunter’s guests were all out of doors that sunny August morning. Billy Bunter, as a host, left, much to be desired. Nevertheless, his guests were succeeding in having quite a good time. 
  D’Arcy of St. Jim’s, the latest addition to Bunter’s party, had been rather dubions— first dubious about coming, and then dubious about staying. Bunter had bothered him to come, till the easy-going swell of St. Jim’s had consented; and dubiety came too late. But on the whole Arthur Augustus D’Arcy found himself quite merry and bright at “Bunter Court.” 
  Little was seen of William George Bunter before lunch, any day; and so the mornings, at least, were very pleasant. And after lunch Bunter generally had a nap, and so the afternoons were agreeable enough so long as his nap lasted. Bunter’s guests might, perhaps, have considered themselves a little neglected, had not Bunter been a fellow whose absence was much more enjoyable than his presence. 
  As it, was, his manners and customs made the holiday quite a success; Harry Wharton & Co. were sufficient unto themselves: and they got on excellently with Arthur Augustus. The later Bunter slept in the morning, and the longer he napped in the afternoon, the better it was for everybody concerned. 
  On this especial morning, the chums of the Remove had turned out on the Combermere Lodge cricket pitch. But Harry Wharton was seated under one of the shady trees thinking—thinking hard. 
  In the days before Lord Combermere had become one of the “new poor,” there had been “cricket weeks” at the Lodge, and great doings in that line. Cricket weeks were over now so far as Lord Combermere was concerned. Wharton was thinking of the queerness of that vacation at Combermere Lodge and the strangeness of being there with Billy Bunter at all. 
  It had been simply as a jest that the Famous Five had accepted Bunter’s invitation tor the holidays; they had been astounded when it turned out that Bunter really had a place to ask them to. For days after their arrival the chums of the Remove had had to believe that Bunter Court really did exist—for there it was. 
  Then they had learned that Bunter had the place furnished from the owner and had coolly and cheekily re-namecl it Bunter Court. Then they had met Mr. Pilkins in Combermere, and learned that Bunter had secured the place while the agent was ill in a nursing-home. They had witnessed Mr. Pilkins’ rage and dismay at finding that Bunter was tenant of the lodge. Yet, somehow, Mr. Pilkins seemed to be satisfied now; at all events, he did not seem to have disturbed Bunter in his possession. That looked as if it was all right ; and yet --- 
  Wharton was thinking ; but, really, he did not quite know what to think. There was something odd, something hidden, something he could not understand, about this extraordinary vacation with Bunter. Certainly the chums of the Remove were enjoying their holiday; Bunter Court offered every kind of resource, and their own company sufficed for them. And the coming of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of St.. Jim’s was decidedly an improvement, too. Still, Harry did not feel quite at ease in his mind ; and what was the reason of the sudden and unexplained departure of Sammy Bunter the day before? 
  Really, it was amazing that BiIly Bunter should be in possession of such an establishment. Lord Combermere had once held high state within those lofty walls; now he was one of the “ new poor,” and could not afford to live in his own magnificent establishment. He was in a Swiss hotel while a stock- broker’s son enjoyed the magnificence of his home. Sic transit gloria mundi— thus were the mighty fallen. 
  From Lord Combermere to Billy Bunter was undoubtedly a drop from the sublime to the ridiculous. “ The stately homes of England,” celebrated by the poetaster, were in the melting- pot. Sooner or later the magnificent lodge would have to be sold, probably, to some bloated profiteer ; meanwhile, it was “let furnished !” and Billy Bunter was its unexpecte4 and remarkable tenant. 
  With careful management, the house could have been run on about eighty pounds a week. Bunter was running it on nothing at all. The bills that were piling up might have frightened him if he had given any thought to them. Fortunately for his fat comfort, he didn’t. 
  However, Harry Wharton & Co. knew nothing of all that. They believed that Bunter s father had taken the house for him, for the summer holidays—simply not knowing what else to think. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was still under the impression that it was the genuine “ Bunter Court ” of which Billy Bunter often talked. The Greyfriars fellows knew better ; but they had not enlightened the St. Jim’s junior—they were rather amused and a little irritated by Bunter’s lofty swank, but they did not think of giving him away. Bunter could call Combermere Lodge “Bunter Court” if he liked, and have the new name painted up at the gates; it was nobody’s business but his own. 
  Little dreaming of the sword of Damocles that was suspended over 
Bunter’s unthinking head, the chums of the Remove were having a good time. Lord Combermere’s cricket pitch, where once distinguished county players had disported themselves, was in excellent condition ; and this bright morning the juniors were getting a little practice. 
  Bunter had talked of fixing up a cricket match with a Combermere team, thus keeping up the sporting traditions of the place he had bagged, and Harry Wharton & Co. had been glad to hear of it. They were quite willing to meet the Combermere Ramblers, of whom the local estate-agent’s young man, Parker, was skipper. Bob Cherry was at the wickets now, and his mighty hits showed that he had lost none of his skill since Greyfriars had broken up for the summer vacation. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the champion junior bowler of Greyfriars, was sending down some of his best, and Bob was dealing with them in great style. Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull were leather hunting. 
  Harry Wharton and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sprawled in the grass under a wide-spreading beech looked on at the cricket practice. They would have welcomed Bunter cheerily enough, had he cared to turn out and join the cricketers ; but they were not exactly sorry that the Owl of the Remove elected to spend the morning in bed. Bunter’s absence made the heart grow fonder, as it were. 
  Thomas, the footman, came down from the direction of the house, with a hesitating manner. 
  Since the sudden departure of Walsingham, the butler, Thomas had been head of the household, and he had carried on in a way that satisfied William George Bunter. As there was no news of Walsingham’s return, Thomas nourished hopes of stepping into the butler’s shoes, and becoming_the great chief of the servants’ hall. He was therefore extremely anxious to stand well with Master Bunter. 
  But Thomas was perplexed and disquieted now ; the visit of Mr. Horrocks, the Combermere butcher, had greatly disturbed him. Mr. Horrocks was an emphatic gentleman ; and his agressive manners quite shocked Thomas’  ideas of the fitness of things. In Lord Conbermere’s time, a sort of aristocratic penury had reigned in the great house but certainly no angry tradesman had ever called there to insist upon his account being paid. 
It was an occurrence that shocked Thomas ; and as Master Bunter flatly declined to turn out of bed and deal with the matter, and the butcher refused to go Thomas was in a position of great difficulty
  Hence his hesitating approach to the Combermere cricket ground. He felt that all he could do was to consult Master Bunter’s friends ; something, undoubtedly, had to be done, and Thomas did not know what to do. 
  “ Master Wharton !”
   Harry looked up. 
  “Hallo ! Yes, Thomas?” 
  “Perhaps you will excuse me speaking to you, sir.” said Thomas. “ Some. thing has ‘appened. sir, that isvery awkward.” 
  “Yes,” said Harry. “But hadn’t you better speak to Bunter?” 
  Thomas made a grimace. 
  “I’ve tried to do so, sir, but Master Bunter refuses to wake up, sir. His instructions is to be called not before eleven.” 
  “Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus. 
  “Well, what is it?” asked Harry. “ If there’s anything I can do, I will do it, of course,’ 
  “Mr. Horrocks has called, sir, and refuses to go without his money.” 
  “Eh?” 
  The butcher, sir,” said Thomas. 
  ‘Oh! ‘The butcher?” 
  “Yes, sir, and I don’t know how to deal with him.  He had actually raised his voice, sir.” said Thomas. 
  “Dear me !” said Harry. 
  “In fact, sir, he is a-carrying on.” said Thomas. “He seems to think, sir, that hfis bill will not be paid. Perhaps if you, sir, was to speak to him, you could induce him to go away quietly, sir, nd call again after Master Bunter has rose, sir.” 
  “Oh !” said Harry. 
  The captain of the Remove half-rose from the grass, and then sat down again. He was extremely disinclined to butt into Bunter’s personal affairs. Thomas looked very anxious. 
  “You see, sir, the bill has really been running a very long time,” he said, “ever since Master Bunter took over the ‘ouse, in fact.  Mr. Walsingham sent very large orders, sir, to the local tradesmen on Master Bunter’s instructions, and the accounts have mounted up, sir. I know Mr. Walsingham was growing a little troubled about it, sir, before he Left. But so long as he was here, the tradesmen thought it was all right. Now Master Bunter has sent Mr. Walsingham away, snd some of the tradesmen have asked for their accounts. Mr. Horrocks has asked three times, sir, and has refused to send anything more till he is paid. When I told Master Bunter so, sir, he instructed me to change my butcher, which I did accordingly; but that only seems to have made Mr. Horrocks excited, sir, and now he has come up to the ‘ouse and refuses to go.” 
  Thomas paused, looking very distressed. 
  Wharton looked worried. 
  “Blessed if I see how I can interfere.” he said. “I suppose Bunter’s father will send the man a cheque.” 
  “Yes, sir, but it hasn’t been sent,” said Thomas, “and Mr. Horrocks has even used the word bilk, sir.” 
  “Oh. my hat!” 
  “He says, sir, as he’s dealt with tenants iii furnished ‘ouses before, sir, and he really suspects that Master Bunter may flit, sir, leaving the bill unpaid, sir.” said Thomas, looking very shocked. 
  “Oh !” murmured Harry. 
  He did not look at Arthur Augustus; but he knew that the expression on that noble youth’s countenance was extraordinary. 
Arthur Augustus was learning some unexpected facts with regard to “Bunter Court.” 
  Thomas, quite unaware of the extent to which he was enlightening the swell of St. Jim’s, gazed anxiously at Harry Wharton. 
  “In the circumstances, sir, perhaps you will speak to the man and reassure him.” said Thomas. “To tell the truth, sir, he’s fairly bawling, and all the servants, sir, can hear him. Such a thing, sir, has never occurred at Combermere Lodge before—not all the time that I’ve been a footman in his lordhip’s service, sir. I dare not think, sir, what Lord Combermere would say if he knew these things were going on, sir; and Master Bunter refuses to see the man, or even to wake up, sir.” 
  “Bai Jove I” murmured Arthur Augustus faintly. 
  “So it you’d see the man, sir, and assure him that his money is safe—” said Thomas. 
  Wharton knitted his brows. 
  Undoubtedly ho had wondered how Bunter had been able to carry on with so much reckless extravagance a Bunter Court. He had wandered that Bunter’s father was willing to stand such enormous expenses—wondered, indeed, how the stockbroker could afford to do so. But certainly it had not occurred to him that Bunter was “running the show” on a system of unlimited “tick.” 
  “Dash it all, man, the money must be safe.” said the captain of the Remove. “Bunter couldn’t be such an ass as to run up bills without his father’s permission. But, of course, I don’t know anything about the matter personally. I don’t see how I can interfere. Bunter must see the man.” 
“But, sir—” 
  “You had better call Bunter again.” said harry. “If he won’t get up tell the man to wait until he does. I’m sure Bunter would not like me to chip in. He was annoyed when I saw the estate agent’s clerk, who called the other day, and I can’t let the same thing happen again,” 
  “Very well, sir !” said Thomas. 
  And he took his way back to the house to make one more effort to rouse William George Bunter, and, that failing, to placate the irate Mr. Horrocks, and endeavour to induce him to wait quietly till it pleased the lordly lord and master of Bunter Court to turn out of bed. But the expression on Thomas’ clean-shaven face was not hopeful. 

                               THE THIRD CHAPTER, 

                                            Wrathy! 

ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY removed his celebrated eyeglass from his eye, rubbed it slowly and thoughtfully, and replaced it. 
  Then he turned upon Harry Wharton’s rather troubled face. 
  “Bal Jove !” he remarked. 
  Wharton’s brows were knitted. The information he had received from Thomas had been rather a shook to him, 
  “Wharton, deah boy—” murmured D’Arcy. 
  “Yes, old scout?” 
  “A fellow does not want to be cuwious, of course.” said Arthur Augustus. “I twust I should nevah be guilty of the bad form of inquirin’ into othah fellows’ affaihs. But this is vewy odd. Is it a fact that Buntah has this house, furnished, on a lease, and that it is not his own place ?” 
  “Hem !”
  “Accordin’ to what the footmen was sayin’, that is the case, deah boy.” 
Wharton smiled faintly. 
  “But accordin’ to what Buntah has told me, this place is Buntah Court, the ancestwal home of his family.” said Arthur Augustus. 
  “Hem !“ 
  “It has stwuek me as wathah wemarkable, you know,” said the swell of St. 
Jim’s, thoughtfully. “ Buntah has wepwesented this place as his ancestwal home, where genewations of Buntahs have flouwished, but he has also said that his fathah gave fifty thousand pounds for it, The statements do not seem to agwee, somehow.” 
  “Bunter’s statements don’t always agree.” said the captain of the Remove, with a laugh. 
  “Wathah not. But weally, if he has taken the place furnished for the vacation, he must be a howlin’ ass to stuff a fellow about it.  ” 
  “Well he is a howling ass.” said Harry.  “But I hope he hasn’t been ass enough to land himself in trouble that he can’t pull out of. It’s a jolly queer bizney from beginning to end, and I’m blessed if I quite like the look of things. Good man Inky !”
  “Bwavo! Well bowled, deah boy !” chirruped Arthur Augustus, waving his eyeglass. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had sent down a ball that whipped Bob Cherry’s middle stump out of the ground. Harry Wharton and D’Arcy forgot the existence of Billy Bunter for the moment. 
  “How’s that, my esteemed Bob?” grinned Hurree Singh. 
  “Looks like out !” chuckled Nugent. 
  Bob made a grimace. 
  “Good old Inky! You’re a rod in pickle for the Combermere johnnies when they come up here for cricket. I fancy they haven’t seen bowling like ours in Combermere, so far, old man.” 
  “Wathah not.” said Arthur Augustus, “and your battin’, deah boy, is weally 
top-hole. I weally think it’s as good as Tom Mewwy’s, or Talbot’s, and we think a lot of their battin’ at St. Jim’s. I wathah think I will twy to handle your bowlin’, Huwwee Singh.” 
  “The pleasurefulness will be terrific, my esteemed and ludicrous D’Arcy,” 
answered the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  Arthur Augustus grinned. He was not so accustomed to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s wonderful flow of English as the Greyfriars fellows were. He found it rather entertaining. Hurree Singh had first learned English from the wisest moonshee in Bbanipur, and he had never unlearned it, as it were ; but an in- structor who had instructed him that “ ludicrous” was a complimentary expression in English must have been, as Bob said, “some teacher.” 
  “Take my bat.” said Nugent. “Bob’s will be rather hefty for you.” 
  “Thank you, desh boy !” 
  Arthur Augustus took Nugent’s bat and went to the wickets to see what be could do against the dusky nabob’s bowling. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Who’s this jolly old merchant ?” 
  Wharton glanced round, 
  A stout, red-faced man, whose look was excited and angry, was coming down to the cricket ground in a great hurry. The captain of the Remove guessed who it was. Thomas had not succeeded, obviously, in pacifying the Combermere butcher, or in rousing out Bunter to deal with him. The lord of Bunter Court was still snoring, and the Combermere butcher was bent on making somebody or other listen to his tale of woe. And here he was! 
  
The cricket practice stopped. All eyes were fixed on the stout gentleman as he hurried excitedly up. 
  “Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus. “ The man looks quite excited, you know. I twust there is not goln’ to be twouble !” 
  “It looks to me as if the troublefulness is going to be terrific.” answered 
Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
  “Looks like it !” grinned Nugent. 
  Johnny Bull grunted. 
  “Why the thump doesn’t Bunter pay his bills? Pretty thick to land his 
dashed tradesmen on his blessed guests.” 
  Mr. Horrocks arrived. He surveyed the group of cheery cricketers with an irate eye. They smiled at him politely. They had no quarrel with Mr. Horrocks, though he certainly looked as if he had a quarrel with them. 
  “Pretty goings on !” was Mr. Horrocks’ first remark. 
  “Good-morning !” said Harry Wharton politely. 
  “Yaas, wathah! Good-mornin’”  said D’Arcy. 
  “Soft sawder’s no good to me !” said Mr. Horrocks. 
  “Weally, my deah sir ---!”
  “What I’m after,” said Mr. Horrocks, “is sixty-five pounds seven shillings and ninepence.” 
  “Bai Jove!” 
  “And it seems that Mr. Bunter ain’t to be seen,” continued the Combermere butcher. “Ain’t out of bed at ‘arf-past ten in the morning. Well that ain’t my business, so long as my bill’s paid. I’m after my money. I ain’t supplying this here house with meat—best quality English—for nothing ! My shop ain’t a blinking philanthropic institootion.” 
  The Greyfriars fellows and the St. Jim’s junior looked at Mr. Horrocks, 
and looked at one another 
  Doubtless Mr. Horrocks’ compihint was well founded. The most generous- hearted butcher could not reasonably be expected to run his business on purely philanthropic lines. Still, it was no business of his present hearers. They had not run a bill with him. 
“I’ve dealt with furnished tenants before, I have,” resumed Mr. Horrocks— “a bilking lot, if you ask me!” 
  “Bai Jove!” 
  “My belief is that Lord Combermere will have to whistle for his rent !” said Mr. Horrocks emphatically. “I know the grocer and the baker and the greengrocer in Combermere ain’t been paid— not a brown! Not a blinkinig brown ! I know I ain’t been paid ! Twenty-five pun on account was what I asked first —and I was told a tale about a cheque that was coming! It ain’t come! Well, now I want my money! I ask you, as man to man, ain’t a man entitled to his money for goods delivered fair and square ?” 
  Mr. Horrocks paused, hke Brutus, for a reply. 
  “Bai Jove !” remarked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, as the Greyfriars juniors did not speak. “ I should certainly considah that you were entitled your money. I wegard that as vewy faih.” 
  “Glad you can see it, sir.” said Mr. Horrocks sarcastically. “P’r’aps you can get that there Bunter to see it, too.”
  “I feah that it would be wathah impertinent of me to interfere in Buntah’s pwivate business affaihs.” said D’Arcy, shaking his head. 
  “Ho !” said Mr. Horrocks. “You see, we have nothing to do with this, Mr. Horrocks” said Wharton mildly. “We are Bunter’s guests here, that is all. You ouight really not to tell us anything about this. You know.” 
  Snort, from Mr. Horrocks. 
  “I’ll tell the ‘ole blooming county, if it comes to that, and the judge in the county court, to!” he retorted
  “Orders comes to me from Mr. Walsingham, butler to Lord Combermere. Of course, I supplies goods as ordered, thinking it’s all O.K. Furnished tenant, rolling in money, I ‘ear. Tenant who can aftqrd to pay forty guineas a week for a furnished house is good for a butcher’s bill, I thinks, naturally. But it runs on and on ; nothing even paid on account. I asks for my money, and I’m put off. I come up to the house to see Mr. Walsingham, and I’m told that the butler ha gone to London. I goes down to the estate-office in Combermere to see Mr. Pilkins, who let the house for his lordship. I find that Mr. Pilkins has been away from his office for a long time, and his clerk, Parker, don’t know what’s become of him. Parker thinks there’s foul play of some kind.” 
  “Gweat Scott!” 
  “That’s what he thinks, he does.” said Mr. Horrocks. “ He’s jolly well thinking of calling in the police to look for Mr. Pilkins, he is !”
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Something fl8hy about the ‘ole game !” said the Combermere butcher. 
I. Where’s Mr. Pilkins, the estate agent? Where’s Walsingham, the butler ? Nobody to tell a man anything, and bills running up! I call to see Mr. Bunter, and he’s in bed and can’t see a man, at ‘arf-past ten! Dodging a man ! You young gents are Mr. Bunter’s guests here, are you ? Don’t know nothing about the matter, of course !” Mr. Horrocks grew heavily sarcastic.  “Well, I’ve ‘eard that story before many a time. I’ve come across bilkers in my time !”
  “You cheeky ass !” exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. The angry butcher was evidently classing the whole party together as “ bilkers. ” 
  Wharton frowned. 
  “ Look here, Horrocks,” he exclaimed, “we’ve got nothing to do with the matter—nothing at all. You’ve no right to come talking to us about Bunter’s affairs !” 
  “None at all !” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “You shouldn’t supply goods on credit without making proper inquiries first.” 
  “ Ho !” said Mr. Horrocks. “ And ‘ow was Ito know that Mr. Walsiugham, his lordship’s butler, had been took in by a bilk? I’ve dealt with Mr. Walsingham for years on end, and bills always paid on the nail. His word was as good as gold to any tradesman in Combermere. If he was ‘ere to speak to a man, I’d wait for the money if he told me it was all right. But he’s gone—and Mr. Pilkins is gone—and it looks fishy ! If Mr. Bunter’s got the money, why don’t he square a man’s bill? He’s a bilk, that’s what he is. Jest as Parker told me yesterday at the estate-office. 
  “ My belief is that he hasn’t paid a penny rent on this here house, and know he hasn’t paid the servants’ wages because they’ve told me so. Running about in cars, with a bill for petrol mounting up, and nothing paid on it, as they told me at the garage in Combermere. Ordering the best of everything, and not paying a shilling! You can say it ain’t your business, if you like. But you’re here, and Bunter ain’t to be seen, so I tell you straight I want my money.”
  Mr. Horrocks paused, gasping for breath.  He was a stout gentleman, rather short in the wind, and his eloquence had exhausted his supply of breath.         “Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.  “This is weally vewy distwessing, you know!  Buntah will be feahfnlly annoyed when he hears of this !” 
  “Serve him jolly well right !” growled Johnny Bull. “What does he mean by landing this kind of thing on his guests?” 
  “If it’s all fair and square, where’s my money?” resumed Mr. Horrocks, having partly recovered his breath. Let me see Mr. Walsmgham. Where is he? If he’s gone away, what’s his address? Answer me that !” 
  Wharton shook his head. 
  “I know nothing about the butler.” he said. “I only know that he left suddenly one day last week while we were up the river in a boat.” 
  “Where’s Mr. Pilkins, then?” 
  “Haven’t the least idea. I understood that he went to London to see Bunter’s father about signing the papers for letting the house. He doesn’t seem to have come back yet.” 
  “Well, all that ain’t good enough,” said Mr. Horrocks. “It’s too fishy for me, and I can’t afford to lose sixty-five pounds seven shillings and ninepence! Money’s money !” 
  “You must see Bunter !”said Harry.
   “Not out of bed—at ‘arf-past ten !” snorted Mr. Horrocks. “The blinking footman called him, and he chucked a piller at the blinking footman!” 
  “I’ll call him.” said Harry. “He must see you.  I’ve no doubt be will set the matter right—at least, I hope so! I’ll go up to the house with you.” 
  “Then come on !” snorted Mr. Horrocks. 
  And Harry Wharton walked away with the Combermere butcher. 
  They left a silent and troubled group behind then. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon one thoughtful face after another. He was the first to speak. 
  “This is vewy queeah, you fellows !” 
  “The queerfulness is terrific!” 
  “Too. jolly queer!” gninted Johnny Bull.  “The best thing we can do is to clear off and leave Bunter to handle his blessed tradesmen on his own. We were duffers to come!” 
  “Pewwaps that is cowwect, deah boy. But I don’t know about clearin’ off.” said Arthur Augustus thoughtfully. “If Buntàh is in a difficulty I wathah think we are bound to stand by him. Acceptin’ his invitation heah is .admittin’ him to the wank of a fwiend, and a fellow is bound to stand by his fwiends.” 
  “Something in that!” said Bob Cherry. “But Bunter’s friendship would come jolly expensive at sixty-five pounds seven shillings and ninepence !”
  “Yaas, wathah ! But—” 
  “And the other tradesmen.” said Nugent.. “It must run into hundreds of pounds! Phew !” 
  “But dasl it alI, the rent of the place must have been paid !” said Bob Cherry. How could Bunter get hold of the place at all without paying anything?” 
  “Goodness knows !”
  “Weally, it is a vewy awkward posish.” said Arthur Augustus, “It is vewy unpleasant all wound. In the circumstances, it seems to me that the best thing we can do is—” 
  “What?” asked Bob. 
  “Get on with the cwicket, deah boy.” 
  The Remove fellow, grinned. 
  “Well. that’s not a bad idea,” said Bob Cherry. “Let’s!” 
  And Arthur Augustus D’Aroy went back to the wickets, and the juniors got on with it. 

                                    THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 


                                      Very Rough on Bunter! 

Bll.LY BUNTER was still snoring when Wharton looked into his room with a frowning brow. 
  It was not yet eleven, and the lord of Bunter Court had no intention of turning out before his usual hour. 
  But it was Wharton’s intention to turn him out; the captain of the Remove had had enough of interviewing Bunter’s tradesmen for him. 
  Bunter was dreaming, but not a happy dream, to judge by the expression on his fat face. Generally his dreams were of tuck, and of spreads in the study at Greyfriars; visions that would call up a beatific expression to his fat slumbering countenance. But perhaps the visit of the importunate Thomas had disturbed him, or perhaps the extraordinary situation of affairs at Bunter Court, which he firmly dismissed from his mind in his waking hours, haunted him in sleep and would not be denied. 
  Bunter was dreaming of Mr. Pilkins and Mr. Walsingham, whom he had shut tip in the deep wine-cellars beneath Combermere Lodge. 
  In his waking hours, when he thought of his masterly strategy, Bunter was quite satisfied with it. 
  The troublesome estate agent, who had been prepared to give his undesired tenant endless worry and trouble, had been disposed of safely—at least temporarily—by locking him in the wine cellars.  Walsingham, the butler, who had discovered him there, had been locked in along with him—really a master-stroke of strategy on Bunter’s part. 
  Indeed, Bunter considered that there were very few fellows who could have handled so difficult a situation in as masterly a manner. 
  He was right; there were very few indeed! Certainly only Billy Bunter’s amazing obtuseness could have made him satisfied with such a state of affairs. 
  Both the obnoxious persons who threatened trouble to the tenant of the Lodge being safely locked up, and the key of the cellars safe in Bunter’s possession, the Owl of the Remove did not see any occasion for worrying. 
  The only worry was that Bunter had to supply his hapless prisoners, somehow, with provisions; and as the strictest secrecy was essential, this meant creeping down to the cellars at dead of night, when the house was buried in slumber. 
  Bunter was dreaming now that he had unlocked the lower door to the wine-cellars, and that the estate agent and the butler had suddenly leaped on him and seized him. 
  It was a moat unpleasant dream. 
  Harry Wharton, quite unaware of the alarming vision that haunted the slumbering brain of the Owl of the Remove came across to the bed. 
  “Bunter !” 
  Snore! 
  “Bunter, you ass !” 
  Snore! 
  Wharton grasped the fat junior by the shoulder and shook him forcibly to awaken him. 
  There was a gasping howl from Bunter as he came out of the land of dreams. For the moment he still supposed that he was in the grasp of the estate agent and the butler. 
  “Ow ! Leggo ! Pilkins, you villain, leggo ! Walsingbam, you scoundrel, hands off! Ow ! Leggo !”
  “Bunter—” 
  “I won’t bring you any more grub!” howled Bunter. “Do you hear! Ungrateful brutes! I --- Why, what— who---  Oh, I’ve been dreaming !” 
  Billy Bunter gasped and blinked up at the captain of the Remove. 
  “Is that you, Wharton?” 
  “Yes, you ass!” 
  “Ow ! I thought it was that beast Pilkins —” 
  “You silly Owl !” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton ---”
  “Have you heard anything about Pilkins!” asked Harry 
  “Eh? Yes! No! I—I mean, I didn’t think it was Pilkins !” gasped Bunter.  “I wasn’t dreaming about Pilkins, or Walsingham either ! Nothing of the kind!” 
  Harry Wharton stared at him. 
  “What the thump are you waking me up for?” demanded Bunter angrily. “It’s not eleven yet, is it?” 
  “Not quite. But—” 
  “Well, let me alone, then blow you !” exclaimed Bunter. “Thomas has orders to wake me at eleven with brekker. Leave me alone, bother you !” 
Bunter settled his head on the pillow again. Wharton shook him more forcibIy than before. 
  “Bunter, you ass  —” 
  “Leggo !” 
  “You’ve got to turn out !” exclaimed Wharton impatiently. “You’ve got to see a man who’s waiting for you downtairs. The butcher —”
  “Blow the butcher !” 
  “He won’t go withøut being paid 1” 
  “Let him stay, then!” 
“  Look here, Bunter—” 
  Bunter glared at the captain of the Remove. 
  “Can’t you mind your own business?” he roared. “Whose house is this, I’d like to know? Is this how you behave when you’re a guest in a gentleman’s house ? I’d like you to remember, Wharton, that you’re not in the Remove passage at Greyfriars now.” 
  “You silly chump!” roared Wharton. “The man has asked us for his money. Do you want your guests to pay your bills?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean— ”
  “Well, what do you mean ? ” snapped Wharton. 
  “Tell the man to go ---”
  “He won’t go !” 
  “Blow him ! Tell him to wait, then” 
  “You can tell him to wait yourself. I’m fed-up !” exclaimed Harry. “I’ll sen4 him up here to you.” 
“Oh, my hat !” 
  Bunter sat up in bed, wide awake now. He did not want to interview the angry butcher personally. 
  “Look here, Wharton, give him a message !” he gasped. 
  “Well, what message?” growled the captain of the Remove. 
  “Tell him I’m expecting a postal- ordet—” 
  “What?” 
  “From one of my titled relations---” 
  “What?”
  “You silly Owl !” shrieked Wharton. 
  “Oh, really, you know ---”
  “You must see the man, Bunter ! If you’re really bilking the tradesmen, as he thinks, something will have to be done’ 
  “Well, I like that !” exclaimed Bunter indignantly. “ Why, I’ve given ten times the orders he was used to in Lord Combermere’s time. I’ve ordered everything of the best and stacks of it and never grumbled about the prices. What more does he want?” 
  “He seems to want to be paid.” 
  “Just like these rotten tradesmen! Blessed if I know what these dashed shopkeepers are coming to !” said Bunter warmly. “Well, if he wants to be paid, pay him and I’ll settle with you after breakfast” 
  “You aiiiy ass, do you think I’ve got sixty-five pounds in my pockets?” exclaimed Wharton, in exasperation. 
  “Oh. my hat ! Is it sixty-five pounds?” 
  “So he says.” 
  “I dare say he has piled it on; you know what tradesmen are when you run up a bill.” said Bunter. “ I shall have to go through that account very care- fulI before I pay t.” 
  “You’d better tell him so, then.” growled Wharton. 
  “I don’t want to see him. A fellow in my position has a right to keep clear of sordid masters like this.” said Bunter loftily. “ What the thump do I keep a butler for. if I’ve got to see tradesmen myself?  I’m not going to keep a dog and do my own barking, by Jove ! Can’t Thomas make the man go away?” 
  “No, ass!” 
  “ Tell the servants to chuck him out, then.” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “Well tell him that Walsingham will deal with him.” said Bunter. 
 “Walsingham’s not here, you ass ! How can he deal with the man when he’s not in the house!” howled Wharton. 
  Bunter grinned. The Combermere butler was much nearer at hand than Wharton supposed. 
  “What are you grinning at, you image?” exclaimed Harry. 
  “Oh, nothing! Give the man my message ! Tell him Walsingham is coming back this afternoon, and will telephone him.” said Bunter. “Now, let me go to sleep. 1 shall miss my sleep at this rate. It will be time for brekker jolly soon.” 
  Bunter laid his head on the pillw again. Harry Wharton stared down at the fat face. 
  “Is that all, Bunter?” 
  “That’s all; don’t talk any more. You’re keeping me awake !” 
  “Well, I’ll tell him.” 
  “Do ! Now go out quietly, and don’t make a row shutting the door.” 
  Harry Wharton left Bunter’s room and a. snore followed him out. The Ow delete press sell of the Remove was slumbering again already. 
  Mr. Horrocks received the message with a grunt. However he seemed relieved to hear that Walsingham was returning. 
  “Well, if that’s so, all right.” said Mr. Horrocks. “ But, mind, if I don’t ‘ear from Mr. Walsingham this afternoon, I’m coming back ; and you can tell Bunter so. And tell him that I’ll bring a blooming bobby with me ! I don t like the look of this here ! A gang of bilkers, if you ask me 
  And with that Mr. Horrocks took his departure, much to the relief of the captain of the Remove. Wharton went back to join the cricketers, not in a very happy frame of mind. 
  A quarter of an hour later Bunter was sitting up in bed to breakfast, with Thomas ministering to him.. 
  “ Has that impudent tradesman gone, Thomas ?” asked Bunter. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You will be careful, Thomas, not to deal with him again. A very impudent and ill-bred man.” 
  “I don’t think ho would let me deal with him again, sir.” said Thomas stolidly.  “Not unless his account is paid sir.” 
  “Let me have his bill, Thomas, and I will see that a cheque is sent at once” said Bunter. 
  “Very good, sir. !” 
  A very unpleasant occurrence altogether.” said Bunter, frowning. “I really don’t know what tradesmen are coming to in these days. Do you, Thomas ? ” 
  “ No, sir,” said Thomas. 
  “I have been disturbed,” said Bunter.  “I have actually not been allowed to finish out my sleep in peace. That is rather serious, Thomas.” 
  “Oh, quite so, sir.” 
  “You must be very careful, Thomas, to see that it does not occur again.” 
  “Very good, sir.” 
  Perhaps Thomas wondered how he was to see that it did not occur again, if the other Combermere tradesmen should follow the example of Mr. Horrocks. But he did not say so. 
  Bunter breakfasted contentedly, and his lofty equanimity was restored when he had disposed of eggs and bacon and kidneys sufficient for several hungry fellows. And then he turned out cheerfully and came down to lunch. 

                               THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Bunter’s Team! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. eyed Bunter rather curiously when they sat down to lunch with the lord of Bunter Court. 
  Horrocks was gone; but, naturally, the Greyfriars fellows had not forgotten his  visit ; in fact, it lingered very obtrusively in their minds. 
  A vacation on these lines, even amid the magnificence of Bunter Court, left 
a good deal to be desired. Really, the chuns of the Remove did not want to 
spend their summer holidays in interviewing irate tradesmen for their kind 
host and entertainer. Neither did they like being characterised as a “gang of 
bilks,” even by a butcher who had lost his temper. 
  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy shared the feelings of the Greyfriars juniors. 
  The whole party indeed, had debated whether they had better “clear,” thanking Bunter for his hospitality up to date, and making one excuse or another for a sudden departure. 
  But there were difficulties in the way. On an earlier occasion when Wharton had suggested going, Bunter had declared that such a departure would be 
“letting him down.” And really it did not seem quite the thing. 
  Moreover, the cricket-match had now been arranged with the Combermere 
fellows, and it was scarcely possible to clear off and leave the match unplayed. 
  At all events, it was not the kind of thing that Greyfriars cricketers cared to 
do. 
  The chums of Greyfriars were relieved, therefore, to find Billy Bunter quite 
merry and bright at lunch. 
  Neither the visit of Mr. Horrocks, nor the Gargantuan breakfast, had affected Bunter’s appetite. He made a tremendous lunch. 
  That a fellow could enjoy his lunch so contentedly if the sword of Damocles 
were suspended over his head, seemed unlikely. It appeared fairly certain that Bunter’s financial difficulties were due only to carelessness, or else that he had thought of a way of dealing with them. 
  It was rather a delicate matter for his guests to offer any opinion upon; and 
as Bunter did not mention the subject, they could not. 
  Apparently the whole matter was satisfactorily settled—to judge by Billy 
Bunter’s manner, at least. His guests were only too glad to think so. 
  Coming to think of it, they did not want to break up the party, unless it 
really was necessary to do so. Although they could not help feeling that there 
was something queer in the whole affair —something going on at Bunter Court that was mysteriously hidden from them, they admitted that they were, upon the whole, having a very good time there. 
  Instead of speaking about Mr. Horrocks, whom he had apparently dismissed from his mind, Bunter talked cricket at lunch. 
  Bunter was looking forward to the cricket-match, and he mentioned that he 
had given instructions to Thomas to provide refreshments on the most liberal scale for the great occasion. That was a detail that William George Bunter was not likely to overlook. In many ways Bunter was found wanting as a host; but in matters concerned with refreshment, liquid and solid, Bunter 
was “all there.”
down to practice, and see whet they 
  “Of course, they’re rather a scratch lot, taken as cricketers.” Bunter observed. “We shall rather make them open their eyes with Greyfriars cricket,  can do. Do ‘em good—what?” 
  “Hear, hear!” said Bob.
  “And St. Jim’s cwicket—what?” said Arthur Augustus. 
  “Yes, rather,” said Bunter. “Let’s see, six of us, and you make seven, Gussy. We shall want four more men.  I’ll pick out some of the menservants who can play cricket.” 
  “You will?” asked Wharton.
   As Wharton was cricket captain in the Remove at Greyfriars, the party had taken it for granted that he would captain the Bunter Court team. That did not seem to be Bunter’s idea, however. 
  “Yes,” said Bunter. “Lord Combermere used to stand cricket weeks here, you know, before he got too jolly hard up to live here at all. Some of the servants used to come in as extra men when players were wanted. So Thomas tells me.”
   “Bai Jove” said Arthur Augustus; and the Famous Five grinned. Bunter had forgotten for the moment, that Combermere Lodge was Bunter Court, the ancestral home of the Bunter tribe. 
  “Thomas says he can bowl” resumed Bunter. “Albert has played as extra man, too. I’ll pick out a couple of others; in fact, I’ll have some of ‘em down to practice, and see what they can do. 
  “Oh !” said Harry. 
  Wharton certainly did not want to put himself forward in any way; but, really, this was extremely obtuse of even Bunter. Except, perhaps, for Coker of the Filth, Billy Bunter was the very worst cricketer at Greyfriars, and he could scarcely expect the mighty men of the Remove to follow his lead in the field. Yet it seemed that that was precisely what he did expect --- or, rather, what he took for granted. 
  Johnny Bull opened his mouth to speak, but closed it again. Johnny had 
to be very careful to remember that Bunter was his host, and to restrain the remarks he would have made in the Remove passage at Greyfriars. 
  Bunter rattled on cheerily.
   “I must put you fellows through your paces, too. ” 
  Must you? ” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, yes ! You see, it wouldn’t do to risk a beating from the Combermere 
crowd. We’ve got our Greyfriars reputation to consider. Now ”— Bunter 
stopped a well-laden fork half-way to his mouth, and blinked amiably at Bob— “you can bat, Cherry, in a way,” 
  “Oh! Only in a way?” ejaculated Bob. 
  “But you’re rather given to wild hitting.” said Bunter. “Your style is a bit fluffy, in fact.” 
  “Is it?” stuttered Bob. 
  “I dare say Wharton hasn’t noticed it —anyhow, I don’t remember his finding fault with you at Greyfriars. But I’ve a rather critical eye, you know. You see, I understand the game.” 
  “And Wharton doesn’t?” 
  “Well, not in the same way, or to the same extent.” said Bunter, shaking his head. “The fact is, I never was quite satisfied with Wharton as cricket captain in the Remove. He never came up to what I consider a good standard in cricket—not my style at all.” 
  “Not your style !” gasped Bob. “No, he wouldn’t have been cricket captain in the Remove long if he’d played in your style, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Of all the—” began Johnny Bull. 
  And then he broke off suddenly, and glared at his plate instead of Bunter. 
  “You don’t mind my mentioning it, Wharton, do you ? ” asked Bunter cheerily. “At Greyfriars you’re somebody, I know—quite a little tin god in the Remove; but here you’re nobody in particular, you know.” 
 “Oh!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Not that I’m going to leave you out of my team,” said Bunter. “I don’t mean that at all” 
  “Your team?” 
  “My team !” assented Bunter with a cheery nod. “The Bunter Court team. I should be jolly short of men if I left out all the rotten cricketers here, what? Hee,hee, heel!” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  “Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, surveying Billy Bunter with a sort of fascinated gaze. Bunter, evidently, was fully satisfied with his own polished manners. But how anybody but a Prussian Hun could be satisfied with such manners was a mystery to Arthur Augustus. 
  “Only I want you to be rather careful, Wharton, went on Bunter.  I’ll give 
you some tips when we go down to practice, and you’ll see what I mean.” 
  “You’ll give me some tips—on cricket “ said the captain of the Remove faintly. 
“Yes, old chap. Don’t worry about thanking me. I’m prepared to help any chap on with the good old game.” said Bunter. “I’ll keep an eye on the lot of you, and when you go wrong rely on me to set you right.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. did not worry about thanking Bunter. They manfully restrained their strong desire to shy things at him. 
  The Owl of the Remove turned his big spectacles on Arthur Augustus D’Arcy with a friendly blink. 
  “You, too, Gussy.” he said. “You’re my guest, you know, and I’m going to do all I can for you a well as these chaps. I’ve seen your cricket at St. Jim’s, and I’m sure you won’t mind my mentioning that I didn’t think much of it.” 
  “I have no objection to your mentionin’ anythin’ you please, Buntah, at your own table.” said Arthur Augustus with calm dignity. 
  “Just so.” assented Bunter. The Owl of the Remove was blessed with a thickness of skin that a rhinoceros might have envied. “Your style at the wicket is what I call rather flashy, you know.” 
  “Indeed !” 
“Just that,” said Bunter. “II you had to stand up to my bowling you’d be out first ball.” 
  “Bai Jove!” 
  “However, I’ll give you some tips about batting.” said Bunter cheerily.  “I’ll try to find time this afternoon, as the Combermere crowd will be along here to-morrow. I must have a little nap. I find that a nap after lunch freshens a fellow, but after that —” 
  “Weally, Buntah---”  
  “Don’t thank me, old fellow. It’s a pleasure. I’ll be on the ground about four o’clock, and if you fellows are there, I’ll show you something of how cricket should be played. See ? ”
  Bunter rose from the table. 
  His guests gladly followed his example. They had finished lunch long before Bunter, and they were glad to have finished that enjoyable conversation with him. 
  Bunter rolled away, and the juniors strolled out. On the terrace they looked at one another. 
  “So it seems that Bunter is going to captain us in the giddy cricket match.” said Frank Nugent, half-laughing. 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 
  “Look here, I’m fed-up !” growled Johnny Bull. “Wharton’s cricket captain, and we’d better tell that fat idiot so plainly. 
  “Oh, let him rip !” said Harry. “The fact is, we can’t call him to order as if we were at Greyfriars.” 
  “It is weally wathah a difficult posish,” said Arthur Augustus. “But I suppose that weally Buntah means well.” 
  “Are we turning up for instruction this afternoon from the biggest idiot at 
cricket that ever was heard of?” demanded Johnny Bull sulphurously. 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Not quite. Bunter said four o’clock. Who’s coming out in a boat ? ” 
  “Good egg!” 
  “Yaas wathah!” 
  “”Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Six cheery juniors ran out a boat and pulled away up the river. What time they would return to Bunter court was uncertain. But it was absolutely certain that they would not return in time to receive any cricket instruction from William George Bunter. 

                                        THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                            The Game of Spoof ! 

“COMBERMERE one—two !” 
  Billy Bunter sat at the telephone. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had left the Owl of the Remove, as they supposed, to take his usual nap after lunch. 
  But as a matter of fact, Bunter was not thinking of napping just yet. 
Business had to be attended to first. Only very pressing business could have kept Bunter away from his pillow, after a Gargantuan meal. But the business of Mr. Horrocks, the butcher, was very pressing indeed. 
  The irate butcher had to be placated somehow. Placating him by paying his bill being out of the question, Bunter had bad to devise other means. Fortunately, the Owl of the Remove was seldom found wanting when a knavish trick was required. 
  There was a telephone in the state bedroom at Combermere, now occupied by Bunter. Instead of turning in, Bunter sat down to the instrument, after locking the door to make sure that there would be no listeners. Now he was ringing up Mr. Horrocks. Mr. Horrocks was expecting to be rung up that afternoon by Walsingham. Walsingham’s voice would undoubtedly have had a soothing effect on him. And Walsingham’s voice was at the disposal of the Greyfriars ventriloquist. 
  Walsingham himself, certainly, was not at Bunter’s disposal. Walsingham was raging in the wine-cellar, a prisoner, along with Mr. Pilkins. But the Greyfriars ventriloquist had the gift of imitating voices, and that peculiar gift 
had saved him more than once already. But for his trickery in imitating Mr. Pilkins’ voice in telephoning to Walsingham, and Walsingham’s voice in telephoning to Mr. Pilkins, it was doubtful whether he would ever have obtained possession of Bunter Court at all. Now his idea was to play the same game again, with Mr. Horrocks as the victim. 
  This was another example of Bunter’s masterly strategy, by which he was keep in possession of Bunter Court, and piling up terrifying liabilities which would have to be met in the near future. 
  But Billy Bunter did not bother about the future. So long as he could jog along comfortably in the present, he thought no more of the future than of the past. The present tense was enough for him. 
  “ Hello !” 
  A voice came through on the wires. 
  “Is that Mr. Horrocks!” Bunter’s voice was now Walsingham’s fruity voice to the very life. 
  “Mr. ‘Orrocks speaking, Mr. Walsingham. So you’re back, are you ?” 
  “I have returned to-day, Horrocks. I have to go back to London on important business for Lord Combermere, however. But Master Bunter has asked me to ring you up. I was very much surprised, Horrocks, to learn of your visit here this morning.” 
  “That’s all very well, Mr Walsingham, but sixty-five pounds seven shillings and ninepence is no joke,” answered Mr. Horrocks. 
.  Bunter grinned over the telephone. Evidently the Combermere butcher had not the slightest suspicion that he was speaking to anyone but Walsingham. 
  “I  repeat, Horrocks, that I am surprised.” said Bunter, in the butler’s fruity voice. “ Master Bunter has given instructions for the butcher to be changed, and really it was only to be expected. I shall endeavour to obtain for you his custom. But you must be more careful.” 
  “ Sixty-five pounds ---!”
  “That may seem a large sum to you, Horrocks. It is the merest trifle to Master Bunter.” 
  “ That’s all very well, Mr. Walsingham. If you answer for it personal that the money’s all right ---”
  “Most certainly ! However, I shall see Master Bunter’s father in a day or two, and will specially ask him to send you cheque, if you wish. Your money is quite safe, Horrocks.” 
  “ Thank you, Mr. Walsingham.” The butcher was much mollified. “I own up I was a bit scared. In fact, I fair got the wind-up when I ‘eard that you was gone, and no bills paid. If you say it’s all right, right it is. There’ll be a fair bit coming to you, sir, when the account is paid.” 
  Bunter suppressed a chuckle. Apparently Walsingham had made his arrangements to pocket a commission on the lavish orders he gave on Master Bunter’s account. 
  If Walsingham had to wait till the accounts were paid, however, before he pocketed that commission, it was likely to be a very long time before the commission was in his pocket. 
  “ Very well, Horrocks, very well !” went on Walsingham’s voice. “ I am glad I had this opportunity of speaking to you. I advise you to be very careful how you deal with Master Bunter, as his father is now making arrangements to purchase the property from Lord Combermere. I shall remain as butler to Mr. Bunter, and I trust that our dealings will continue as in the past.” 
a. Certainly Mr. WaLsingham I Per. haps you will tell Master Bunter that I am sorry—or shall I call personal ?”
  “I will convey your apology to him, Horrocks. To be quite candid, my good fellow, the Bunters have more money than they know what to do with, and when they are settled permanently at this house, it will be a very good thing for all parties.” 
  “I get you, Mr. Walsingham. You rely on me, sir,” said Mr. Horrocks amicably. ‘Now I’ve had a word with you, sir, I’m satisfied, of course. It was you going so sudden that scared me about my bill. I dessay you can manage it to give me the Lodge custom again, sir? I’ve no doubt that you can twist that fat young fool round your finger.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Between ourselves, Mr. Walsingham that Bunter is a fat young idiot, and no gentleman !” 
  “Wha-a-t?” 
  “Of course, all sorts of people have money nowadays, and though a respectable tradesman would rather deal with the quality, Mr. Walsingham, a man can’t afford to pick and choose. It would be better for trade in Combermere to ‘ave a rich profiteer at the Lodge than his lordship. It’s a come- down for the place ; but, after all we live on our trade, Mr. Walsingham. But it’s ‘ard on you, sir, having to put up with such upstarts after his lordship.” 
  Billy Bunter breathed fury over the telephone. 
 It is said that listeners seldom hear any good of themselves; and Bunter was in the position of is listener now. Certainly, Mr. Horrocks had no suspicion that he was speaking to Bunter. 
  “You—you——” rasped Bunter. 
  He stopped in time, before he told Mr. Horrocks what he thought of him. He remembered that he was speaking as Mr. Walsingham, the butler. 
  “Eh? I didn’t catch that, Mr. Walsingham. 
  “I must ring off now !” gasped Bunter, glaring at the telephone. 
  “Very good, sir. I hope I shall receive further orders, sir—you can work it with that fat young swanker, surely, sir ! Tell him that the other butcher’s meat isn’t good enough for him. Between ourselves, sir, anything would be good enough for the feller, or too good; but—” 
  The rest of Mr. Horrocks’ conversation was lost; Bunter jammed the receiver back on the hooks with a savage jam. 
  “Cheeky rotter !” he gasped. “I jolly well won’t pay his bill now !”
  And it was some minutes before William George Bunter was sufficiently composed to settle down to his afternoon nap. The real opinion of Mr. Horrocks, indvertently communicated, had had quite a discomposing effect on him. 
  Bunter’s belief had been that he was living up to the best traditions of Combermere Lodge; in fact, improving on them. Mr. Horrocks had almost shaken that belief for a moment. 
  But only for a moment; Bunter’s fat self-satisfaction was too firmly established to be disturbed for long. 
  He resolved not to pay Mr. Horrocks’ bill, as a proper punishment for Mr. Horrocks’ impertinence. And then he went to sleep. 
  Having enjoyed his nap Bunter rang for Thomas, and refreshed himself with lemonade and jam-tarts —it was not teatime yet, but Bunter disposed of enough tarts to make up several teas for ordinary fellows. It was sheer enjoyment to Bunter to be able to ring for “grub” whenever he liked. Whether he was popular in the servants’-hall at Combermere was a question, but the cook, at least, had reason to feel that her efforts were fully appreciated. 
Full of jam-tarts and lemonade and satisfaction, William George Bunter rolled down to the cricket ground, to give Harry Wharton & Co. and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy some tips on cricket. 
  He had stated it to be his intention to take on the instruction of those youths at four o’clock, but he was late—it was nearly half-past four now. But if he was late, they were later; there was no sign of them. 
  Bunter blinked round about and up and down through his big spectacles, and waited a few minutes impatiently. Then he called to a man who was rolling the pitch, and inquired where the fellows were. But the man did not know and Bunter rolled away in a state of considerable exasperation. 
  When teatime came round, he had tea in solitary state—his guests had not returned. From the amount of tuck consumed anyone might have supposed that the lord of Bunter Court had entertained quite a numerous party to tea. It was not till dusk was falling that he heard the cheery voices of the Famous Five again, and rolled out to meet them. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “HalIo, hallo, hallo!” 
  “I looked for you on the cricket ground !” said Bunter. “Don’t blame me if the Combermere fellows give you a jolly good licking to-morrow. I was going to do my best for you. It’s too late now! Don’t blame me.” 
  “We won’t 1” grinned Bob Cheery. 
  “Wathah not, deah boy.” 
  “The blamefulneas will not be terrific, my esteemed and ridiculous Bunter.” 
  “Well, you fellows ought to have turned up.” grunted Bunter. “Bad manners, I call it.” 
  “Weally, Buntah—” 
  “Shocking manners.” said Bunter, 
  “You silly owl—” began Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry, “every time you undertake to teach us cricket, you’ll find us missing. Catch on?” 
  “If you want to bat to-morrow, Cherry, in your usual carpet-beating style—” 
  “My—my what?” 
  “Carpet-beating style. I can tell you it won’t do. And I don’t want you to bowl, Inky in your usual style of chucking the ball about as if you were doing coconut-shies. As for you, Wharton—” 
  “As for me, give me a rest, old man” said the captain of the Remove, laughing. “We’ll try hard to do you credit to-morrow, Bunter—but, of course, you can’t expect us to play cricket like you.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  And the chums of the Remove went cheerily in to change for dinner, leaving Bunter snorting. 
  Bunter was not satisfied. Fortunately, it did not matter whether he was satisfied or not. 

                                 THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 


                                        The Cricket Captain! 

BOB CHERRY had rather a thoughtful expression on his rugged face when he turned out after breakfast the following morning—a sunny morning that gave promise of a blazing day. 
  That day, Parker and his merry men were to arrive for the cricket match at Bunter Court, and—according to present arrangements—Billy Bunter was to captain the house side. 
  That arrangement seemed satisfactory to Bunter. It seemed far from satisfactory to everybody else concerned. 
  Harry Wharton declined to speak to Bunter on the subject. If the Owl of the Remove had had the sense of a bunny rabbit, according to Wharton, he would have taken a back seat in the matter. But since he insisted upon a front seat, it was not for his guest to say him nay. 
  It was always possibIe, of course, to refuse to play under Bunter’s remarkable leadership. Still, it was difficult for a guest to refuse to play for a host who had got up a cricket match, ostensibly for the entertainment of his guests.
  Wharton did not think of refusing to play. Cricket was cricket, even if the match was not on the lines to which the Greyfriars Remove were accustomed. 
  Bunter had to be in the team, anyhow; even if Wharton had captained the side, he could scarcely have left out the lord of Bunter Court, futile fumbler as he was, especially as players were short.  As Bunter was to play his calling himself captain of the side might not matter very much, if he had sense enough not to meddle. It was only to be hoped that he had sufficient sense for that. 
  But that was a very doubtful point, and that was what Bob Cherry was thinking about as he walked down to took at the pitch after breakfast. If he knew anything of Bunter that fat and fatuous youth was certain to take advantage of this opportunity of swanking at cricket—an opportunity that so seldom came his way. Fellows who agreed to take on a chap as captain, had to obey that chap on the field, that was only playing the game. Moreover, Bunter was quite likely to bag the bowling: he fancied himself as a bowler. And his style of bowling really was calculated to leave untouched the side of a large hOuse, unless the house was very near at hand. 
  Bob Cherry was keen on cricket, and keen on winning. He did not want a Greyfriars crowd to be beaten by fellows belonging to Combermere. Other things being equal, Greyfriars ought to wm; and it would really be too bad to lose the match owing to Bunter’s fatuous folly. Moreover, the Combermere skipper, Parker, was a very unpleasant fellow, and the more disagreeable he was, the more Bob Cherry wanted to send him home licked. It was quite irritating to think of being beaten at cricket by that unpleasant shiny young man, Parker. 
  Hence the thoughtful expression on Bob’s face, as he walked over the cricket ground, and surveyed the pitch, which was in beautiful condition. Everything promised a good game; excepting Bunter. It was really a bright idea of Bunter’s to fix up the match, though it was fairly clear that he had only done so as a chance for swanking as a cricketer. But it was a rotten idea for him to think of captaining the house side; indeed it was not a good idea for him to think of playing at all, really. Looking on, and dealing with the refreshments, was Bunter’s mark. 
  Bob wondered whether it would be of any use appealing to the Owl of the Remove, as a sportsman and a sensible chap. Bunter was, in point of fact, neither the one nor the other; still, there was a chance, and Bob resolved to try it. So he walked back to the house to see Bunter. 
  As Combermere were booked to arrive at ten, Bunter had to turn out earlier than usual that morning. Turning out early—nine o’clock seemed horribly early to Bunter—did not improve his temper. He breakfasted downstairs for once, and Bob found him finishing breakfast, with a frowning brow. Bob was not aware that Bunter had been up in the night; being blissfully unconscious of the fact that there were two prisoners in the Combermere wine-cellars, whom Bunter was under the painful necessity of supplying with food. 
  Bunter blinked at Bob as he came in. His blink was not promising, but Bob decided to try his luck. 
  “ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Enjoying life, old bean!” he asked cheerily. 
  Grunt! 
  “Glad to see you down in time for the match, anyway.” 
  Grunt !
  When Bunter was peevish, he did not take the trouble to disguise the fact from consideration of his guests. Chesterfieldian manners were not in Bunter’s line; or indeed any manners at all, so far as a fellow could see 
  “Feeling fit, old man?” said Bob. 
  “I’m always fit.” 
  “Oh!” 
  Bunter helped himself to his seventh rasher. It was the last on the dish, and 
he blinked angrily at Thomas. 
  “Can’t a fellow have enough to eat in his own house?” he inquired. “ Bring some more bacon, man!” 
  “Very good, sir.” said Thomas. 
  Thomas retired, with a singular expression on his face. Bob could read in his face that he longed to bonnet Bunter with the bacon-dish. Fortunately, the Owl of the Remove was too short-sighted to observe it. Not that Bunter would have been likely to read Thomas’s expression aright. In his new and lofty patrician haughtiness, Bunter had quite fallen into the way of regarding servants as machines, which existed only to minister to his comfort. The aristocratic Owl would really have been quite surprised to learn that Thomas had any feelings of his own. 
  “I’ve been looking at the pitch, Bunter.” remarked Bob. 
  “All right, I suppose? My father paid hundreds of pounds to have it laid  out.” said Bunter. 
  “Hem !” 
  “What are you grunting about, Cherry?” 
  “Um ! What about making up the side, Bunter?” 
  “I’ve done that.” 
  “Hem ! I suppose you’re going to ask Wharton to captain the side?” 
  Bunter stared at him. 
  “I don’t see why you should suppose anything of the sort.” he answered, “I 
don’t intend to, anyhow.” 
  “But look here, old chap ----” 
  “Oh, don’t talk rot, you know.” said Bunter. “We let Wharton muck up the matches at Greyfriars; but I’ve got the cricket traditions of my ancestral home to consider, here.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  “We’re going to win this match,” said Bunter, “I mean, I’m going to win it. 
I want you fellows to help all you can. That’s what I expect of you.” 
  Bob Cherry breathed hard. He would have been glad to have Bunter back in the Remove passage at Greyfriars, just then, for a few minutes. However, there he was, at Bunter Court; and it was out of the question to deal with  him as he deserved. So Bob controlled his feelings. 
  “But really, Bunter, old chap, Wharton ought to captain the side,” Bob urged patiently. “He’s our cricket captain, you know.” 
  “Rot !” 
  “Look here, Bunter ----”
  “Rubbish !” 
  “You fat duffer !” exclaimed Bob, forgetting for the moment that he was far from the Greyfriars Remove passage. 
  “Oh, chuck it !” said Bunter disdainfully. “You can talk till you’re black in the face, Bob Cherry, but I’m not letting Wharton muck up this match as he does the matches at Greyfriars. Who’s Wharton, anyhow?” 
  There was a pause. Thomas returned with new supplies of provender, and Bunter’s peevish face became more amiable as he tucked into it. 
  “Well, look here, Bunter,” said Bob, at last. “ What about D’Arcy? It would be rather a compliment to a St. Jim’s chap to ask him to captain the side.” 
  “Bosh !” 
  “D’Arcy’s a good man 
  “I know my old pal Gussy better than you do.” said Bunter. “ Socially, he is quite my style. But not at cricket.  ” 
  “Oh, my only hat !” 
  “We’re going to win this match, and I’m going to show you fellows how to do it.” said Bunter. “ That cad Parker is going to be licked at cricket—I’ve a good mind to lick him with my hands, for his cheek ; but I shouldn’t care to soil my fingers on him. He came here and cheeked me the other day—here, under my own roof.” 
  “He cheeked Wharton, too.” remarked Bob. 
  “Wel, that doesn’t matter, does it? But the fellow will have to learn that he can’t cheek a Bunter of Bunter Court.” 
  “Hem !”
  “For goodness’ sake, stop grunting.” said Bunter. 
  “Bunter, old man, do the sensible thing .” urged Bob. “ You want to beat the Combermere t, don’t you?” 
  “I’m going to beat them. ” 
  “Then ask Wharton to captain the side !” 
  “Rats ! I’d as soon ask you.” said Bunter, “ and that would be about the limit wouldn’t it?” 
  Bob Cherry made a movement. Bunter was helping himself to jam now, in large quantities; and he never knew what a narrow escape he had of getting the jam dish on his fat little nose. Fortunately, Bob restraincd his just indignation, and walked away instead of jamming Bunter. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy strolled in as Bob departed. 
  “Wippin’ mornin’, deah boy,” said the swell of St. Jim’s cheerily. 
  “Oh, topping !” said Bunter. “ It’s rather rotten, turning out so early, though.” 
  “Bai Jove! Early !”
  “Well, I’m accustomed to taking it rather easy, in vacation.” said Bunter. “Why shouldn’t a fellow enjoy life, when he’s rolling in money, and has a horde of servants at his beck and call? ”
  Hem !” 
  “I shall put you down second to bat, Gussy.” 
  “Aftah Wharton?” 
  “No; after me.” 
  “Bai Jove” 
  “I shall open the innings, of course,” said Bunter. “ It encourages a side to see a really good start, you know.” 
  “Yaas, wathah ! But ----”
  “But what?” 
  “Nothin’ , old bean.” said Arthur Augustus, thinking it better to leave his thoughts on the subject unuttered. 
  Billy Bunter had finished his breakfast now. How he was going to run that morning, with that terrific meal inside him, was a question. Not that an answer to the question was necessary; Bunter, the batsman, was not likely to take any runs, if it came to that. 
  The fat junior rolled to the window seat and sat down. He leaned back and 
closed his eyes, and Arthur Augustus wondered whether he was going to take a nap after breakfast. So far as D’Arcy could see, Bunter’s life on holiday was made up chiefly of eating and napping. 
Bunter opened his eyes again and blinked at the swell of St. Jim’s, 
  “Tell ‘em to call me when Parker’s crew get here.” he said. “I think I’ll have forty winks.” 
  “Didn’t you sleep well, deah boy?” asked Arthur Augustus sympathetically. 
  “I always sleep well,” said Bunter, “But last night—” 
  The Owl of the Remove broke off suddenly. 
  “But you couldn’t sleep last night?” said Arthur Augustus. “That’s weally too bad, before the match to-day. I woke up in the night myself once, and heard, somebody walkin’ past my door. Was it you, old bean?” 
  Bunter started. 
  “Oh, no! I slept like a top.” he said. “Imagination, old chap! You couldn’t have heard anybody, you know. I didn’t pass your door, and, besides, I trod very lightly—” 
  “Wha-a-at? ” 
  “I—I mean—” 
  “Bai Jove !  I weally do not quite see what you mean, Buntah !” said Arthur Augustus in astonishment. 
  “The---the fact is—” Bunter stammered. “The—the actual fact is, I didn’t sleep well, and I turned out to walk in the corridor for a few minutes. That’s how it was. I didn’t go downstairs. Why should I?” 
  Arthur Augustus gazed at him. 
  Why even Billy Bunter couId tell untruths, upon so apparently trivial a matter, was a puzzle to him. 
  “If those fellows have been telling you anything—” 
  “The fellows have not been tellin’ me anythin’, Buntah.” 
  “That s all right, then,” said Bunter. “If they spin you any yarn xbout finding me wandering about at night, they’ll only be pulling your leg, you know. Nothing in it—nothing at all. Besides, I suppose a chap can walk about his own house at night if be chooses?” 
  “Yaas, wathah.” 
  “Not that I do anything of the kind, you know. The actual fact is, that I’ve been subject to sleep-walking at times” said Bunter, blinking at Arthur Augustus. “if by any chance you ever happened to see mo about at night while you’re staying here put it down to that—see ? ” 
  “I see,” said D’Arcy, though he did not quite see. 
  Bunter closed his eyes again, satisfied that he had satisfied Arthur Augustus; though certainly that noble youth was little likely to guess that Bunter had gone down in the night to take food to prisoners in the wine- cellars. A gentle snore was heard, which grew, crescendo, into a deep and resonant one. Bunter was taking his nap. Arthur Augustus sauntered away to join the Greytriars fellows. 
  “Poor old Buntah !” he murmured, “It must be howwid to be subject to sleep-walkin’—chap might fall downstairs and bweak his neck, bai Jove! But I weally do not see why he couldn’t mention that at first without tellin’ silly whoppahs to begin with !” 
  Arthur Augustus had already discovered that Bunter lived, and moved, and had his fat being, in an atmosphere of “whoppers,” and Gussy did not approve of whoppers. Still, he felt quite sympathetic towards Bunter. Somnambulism was undoubtedly a troublesome affliction—if Bunter suffered from it. 
  Billy Bunter had enjoyed more than forty winks when he was awakened by a vigorous shake. 
  He opened his eyes and blinked at Bob Cherry. 
  “Ow!  Leggo! ‘Tain’t rising bell !” he mumbled. 
  Bob chuckled, 
  “Wake up, old top!” 
  “Leggo, you beast !” 
  “Wake up! The jolly old cricketet’s have arrived !” chuckled Bob. “Time to got changed, Bunter.” 
 “Oh!” Bunter rubbed his sleepy eyes. “All right! Tell ‘em to wait till I’m ready !” 
  And Bunter rolled away to change, and then rolled down to the Combermere cricket-ground, clad in flannels, and looking as if he were on thy point of bursting out of them. 

                                  THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                        Bunter the Batsman! 

BILLY BUNTER, of course, was last on the cricket ground. 
  He found that Harry Wharton & Co. were all there, and were in cheery conversation with some of the Combermere fellows. 
  Parker, the captain of the Combermere Ramblers, did not seem quite at his ease, though he responded to the civility of the Greyfriars fellows. 
  Parker’s last visit to the house had been paid after the mysterious disappearance of his employer, Mr. Pilkins, the estate-agent. Parker had come up to inquire after Mr. Pilkins, receiving no satisfaction from either Walsingham, the butler, or Billy Bunter, the lord of the domain. 
  Parker’s manners, on that occasion, had undoubtedly loft much to be desired. He had gone so far as to term Bunter a “bilk,” which was libel, according to the old saying that the greater the truth the greater the libel. 
Neither had the estate agent’s young man concealed his opinion of the whole party as a “gang of bilks,” which was naturally very offensive to the chums of Greyfriars, and led them to look upon Parker with inimical eyes. 
  Since that date Walsingham, the butler, had followed Mr. Pilkins’ example of performing the vanishing trick, without a word of explanation to anyone; and Parkcr was more perplexed and suspicious than ever. 
  He was so suspicious that he had even thought of calling in the aid of the police; but he naturally hesitated to take that extreme step. 
  He realised that ho would have looked extremely foolish afterwards had Mr. Pilkins returned with the simple announcement that he had been unexpectedly detained in London for a week or two. 
  In the circumstances Harry Wharton & Co. were rather surprised that Bunter had fixed up the match with the local club. Parker, however, had been quite keen on it—for his own reasons, 
  Having been ejected by the footmen on his last visit, he could not call at Combermere Lodge again; and the cricket match gave him the opportunity of coming up to “have a look round” as he expressed it to his friends. 
  His suspicions, though vague, were deep, and growing deeper.  There had been no word front Mr. Pilkins; and now the butler was gone without a  word, and Parker felt that there was a lot that required explaining. He did not dream of suspecting that the two men were still on the premises; but he hoped to discover something by keeping an eye on Master Bunter—whom he was firmly convinced was a “bilk” of the first water. Hence Parker’s alacrity in arranging to bring his men up to the Lodge for a cricket match. 
  The cheery greeting of Harry Wharton & Co. rather disarmed Parker. He was not a particularly bright young man; but on closer contact with the chums of Greyfriars he realised that, whatever Bunter might be, these fellows were not bilks or the confederates of a bilk. 
  He came to the conclusion that they were “mugs” taken in by Bunter; and the latter part of his conclusion, at least, was correct. 
  “I suppose Mr. Walsingham will umpire for the house,” he was saying as Bunter rolled into view. 
  “Walsingham? No, he’s away.” said Harry. 
  “I heard that he came back yesterday.” said Parker with a keen and rather sidelong look at the captain of the Remove. 
  “Did he? I saw nothing of him, then.” 
  “Mr. Horrocks told me last night that Walsingham had telephoned to him from Combermere Lodge.” 
  “First I’ve heard of it.” said Harry carelessly.  “Anyhow, I’m pretty certain he’s not here now.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Here’s Bunter,” said Bob Cherry. “Is Walsinghan at home, Bunter?” 
  Bunter shook his head, 
  “No; I’ve had to send him back to London on important business.” he said. “Never mind Walsingham. Good- morning, Barker !”
  “My name’s Parker.” said the estate office young man, with unpleasant emphasis. 
  In quotes Is it? I forget names.” said Bunter casually, “Well, if you’re ready, Harker—” 
  “Parker !” 
  “Yes, yes, Parker ! Parker if you like !” said Bunter impatiently. “Let’s see about getting started; no time for jaw !” 
  “Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus, almost overcome by this sample of William George Bunter’s polished manners. 
  The preliminaries having been arranged, the two captains tossed for choice of innings. Bunter was established now as captain of the house side: 
no one raised any further objections. Wharton had looked over the Combermere crowd, and his opinion was that the Greyfriars fellows ought to win—if Bunter let them. 
  The Combermere men were older. But the Famous Five were great cricketers, and D’Arcy of St. Jim’s was a first-class man at the game, in spite of his dandified ways. Thomas and Albert had been taken in to play, as well as the lodge-keeper’s son and the gardener’s boy, to make up the eleven. These recruits were probably not very valuable, but the Famous Five would not have hesitated to tackle Parker & Co. on their own. The problem was whether Bunter, in the role of cricket captain, would give his men a chance of winning the game. That was what remained to be seen. 
  Bunter won the toss and elected to bat. 
  “Gussy, old man—” 
  Arthur Augustus contrived to smile genially. As Bunter’s guest he could 
not let Bunter know how he disliked being called “Gussy” by the fat junior of Greytriars. 
  “Yaas, deah boy.” 
“You’ll go to thø other end, old chap.” said Bunter. “Try to keep the innings open for me.” 
  “Bai Jove!” 
  “You haven’t seen much of my batting.” said Bunter. “You see, at Grey- friars I’m kept a good bit in the background, so far as games are concerned. There’s a lot of jealousy in cricket.” 
  “Weally, Buntah—” 
  “That’s why you’ve never seen me play for Greyfriars when we’ve sent men over to St. Jim’s, you know. You don’t mind my telling D’Arcy the facts, Wharton ?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “I haven’t heard you tell him any facts, so far.” he answered. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Well, roll on, old porpoise, if you’re going to open the innings,” said Bob Cherry. “Somebody get ready to chalk up a big round nought on the board.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Oh, cheese it, Cherry! This isn’t a time for petty envy.” said Bunter. 
  “Oh, my hat ball 
  “The fact is, I expect to be not out, Gussy.” said Bunter. “You can see that the fellows we’re playing aren’t much class at cricket. What?” 
  “Oh deah!” murmured Arthur Augustus, quite distressed. Parker was in hearing, but a trifle like that did not disconcert Bunter. It disconcerted the swell of St. Jim’s considerably. 
  “What I want you to do is to keep the innings alive while I score,” explained Bunter. “All you fellows do the same.” 
  “The samefulness will be terrific, my esteemed fatheaded Bunter.” grinned Hurree Singh. 
  “Don’t you worry about run getting, Gussy. Leave that to me. Just put in some stonewalling, and don’t try on any St. Jim’s, swank, you know.” 
  Leaving Arthur Augustus D’Arcy quite speechless, Bunter rolled away cheerily to the wickets. Arthur Augustus stood rooted lo the ground, gazing after him. Bob Cherry grinned and jogged his elbow. 
  “Man in, you know,” he said. 
  “Bai Jove ball gasped Arthur, Augustus. “I—I—I suppose Buntah weally means no offence, you know. But for a fellow who means no offence he has a weally wemarkable way of expwessing himself.” 
  And the swell of St. Jim’s trotted away to his wickets, to stand aside while Bunter received the bowling. 
  The Combermere men were in the field, and Parker went on to bowl. The estate office young man rather fancied himself as a bowler; but as a matter of fact, he would not have been very useful against the average man in Harry Wharton’s team at Greyfriars. But Bunter was very far from being en average Greyfriars cricketer. When it came to games Bunter was in a class by himself — entirely by himself. 
  Parker sent down the ball. Bunter spread himself to that ball. He was going to begin by knocking the first ball far and away beyond the boundary. That would be encouraging to his side, and would show the Combermere men the kind of cricketer they had to deal with. No doubt Bunter would have landed a “sixer” but for the trifling circumstance that his bat missed the ball by about a yard. 
  Crash !
  “How’s that ?” hooted Parker, 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Out !” 

  

Bunter stared at his wicket. 
  The middle stump was out of the ground, and the bails lay low. Even William George Bunter could not deny that it was “out.” He was prepared to dispute with the umpire, if necessary; but really, in this case there was no room for a dispute. A spread-eagled wicket was not to be argued about, even by a cricketer of Bunter’s quality. 
  “Oh !” ejaculated Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “How’s that?” shrieked all Parker’s men. 
  “Bai Jove !” gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Bai Jove, this weally does take the bun! I wondah how much wun gettin’ there would be in this match if we left the wun-gettin’ to Buntah, as he wequested.” 
  “Get a move on fatty !” called out Johnny Bull as Billy Bunter stood staring at his wrecked wicket. 
  “Extraordinary !” said Bunter. “What a game this is for flukes !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  And the lord of Bunter Court carried out his unused bat and left the innings to lesser mortals. 

                               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                 Bunter Is Not Satisfied! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. piled into the game with great energy. 
  All the Combermere fellows were grinning at the sample they had received of Greyfriars cricket, and really the Co. could nnt blame them for grinning. Still they felt a keen desire to give Combermere something more serious to think about than grinning. 
  They soon succeeded. 
  It was Bunter’s lofty command that his local recruits should bat before the Famous Five; doubtless he wished to make it clear that be considered those great chiefs of the Remove very small beer. 
  So Thomas and Albert, and the gardener’s boy, and the lodgekeeper’s son all went in as the wickets fell, while the mighty men of the Remove waited. 
But they did not have to wait long. 
  Parker & Co. were not great cricketers, but they were much more than equal to dealing with Thomas and Albert, etcetera. 
  The score was at five for four wickets when Bob Cherry went in, to join Arthur Augustus, who was still steady at his post. 
  By that time Parker & Co. seemed to be looking on the game as a sort of procession, and their grins were wide and extensive. 
  Now they woke up, as at were. 
  Bob Cherry started with a hit to the boundary, and followed it up with another, and then ran three with Arthur Augustus. Then Arthur Augustus landed a two and a three. 
  “This looks. a bit more like !” remarked Johnny Bull with a chuckle. 
  “Just a bit !” said Harry. 
  “The more likefulness is terrific!” 
  “There it goes again! Bravo, Bob !” 
  “‘Well hit, old man !” 
  “Bravo!” 
  “Good old St. Jim’s!  Bravo, D’Arcy !” 
  Bob Cherry and Arthur Augustus, between them, were making the fur fly. The Combermere eleven quite woke up now. Parker ceased to grin as he laboured at the House wickets, and laboured in vain. His change bowlers had no better fortune. 
  Arthur Augustus had contributed forty when he was caught out at last. He came back smiling to join the Co. 
  “Man in !” grunted Bunter. “Now then, get a move on, Wharton, for goodness’ sake ! Don’t keep us waiting all day!” 
  “Why, you fat duffer—” 
  “No back chat, Get on the field !”  snapped Bunter.
  The captain of the Remove suppressed his feelings and went to the wicket vacated by Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. 
  “The innings is practically over, Gussy. ” Billy Bunter observed confidentially. 
  Arthur Augustus stared at him. 
  “Bat Jove! I thought it was only just beginnin’.” he replied. 
  “Not at all. You don’t know much about cricket at St. Jim’s, you know.” 
  “Weally, Buntah—” 
  “Wharton may fluke a few runs, but it won’t last long.” said Bunter. “You see, I know the game, and I know what a fellow can do. I may say I’m a past-master of it. But the best players may have bad luck—as you saw in my innings! Rotten fluke—what?” 
  “Was it a fluke, Buntah? ” 
  “Oh, yes; that man Parker can’t bowl for toffee! Sheerest accident I ever saw, his taking my wicket like that.” 
  “Oh !” 
  “You’ll see something different in my next innings.” said Bunter. “I shall show these country joskins what real cricket is like. I shall want you to open the innings with me, D’Arcy, and I want you to be a bit more careful. Your batting is a bit wild and fluffy, if you don’t mind my mentioning it. Don’t walk away while a fellow’s talking to you, Gussy.” 
  But Gussy seemed deaf. 
  Even his polished politeness seemed to be wearing a little thin at last. Bunter, apparently unaware of the strain he was putting upon Gussy’s good manners, blinked after him in surprise. 
  “Hallo! There goes Cherry’s wicket.” he remarked. “That’s an easy catch he’s giving them ! Well, my hat! Missed it! Butter-fingers !” 
  “You blithering Owl !” exclaimed Johnny Bull. “The ball didn’t go within three yards of the man !” 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “Can’t you open your eyes and shut your mouth for a change?” demanded Johnny Bull. 
  “My esteemed Johnny!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. And Johnny Bull gave a grunt and moved off. Bunter was never easy to tolerate, and he seemed hardest of all to tolerate on the cricket field. 
  “Cheeky rotter !” said Bunter. “Hallo! Wharton’s down! Well, my hat! The umpire says not out! What’s the man about?” 
  “It’s not out, ass !” said Nugent. “The ball was yards late !” 
  “Rot! You can’t teach me anything about cricket, Nugent! Talk about things you understand, old chap !” 
  Frank Nugent moved away after Johnny Bull. 
  Billy Bunter continued to blink at the game impatiently. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were putting up a great innings, and the Combermere field panted after the ball, and perspired after it, and realised that they were in for hard work. The easy catches which Bunter’s wonderful eye detected never came the way of the hapless fieldsmen. The score was going up by jumps, and Wharton and Bob looked like staying in till lunch. 
  What bowling !” said Bunter. What fielding! My hat! How long is this rot going to last?” 
  “Do you want your own men out, my esteemed and ludicrous Bunter?” asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Bunter grunted discontentedly. 
  He did not exactly want his own men out. But he wanted to get on to his second innings, when he was going to show the universe what real cricket was like. His fat face quite brightened when Bob Cherry was bowled at last by the crimson and perspiring Parker. 
  “Time, too!” grunted Bunter. “Man in, Bull! Don’t hang about buckling your pads. Why aren’t you ready? Haven’t you ever played cricket before? For goodness’ sake, get going !” 
  “You fat idiot—” 
  “Look here—” 
  Johnny Bull went out to join Wharton. Billy Bunter gave Bob a sarcastic blink. 
  “Call that cricket?” he asked. “My hat! You were out about fifteen times if those howling asses knew what a catch was ! It really wasn’t fair to stay in !”
  “Fathead !” said Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Give us a rest, Bunter.” 
  “If that’s the way you talk when you’re on a visit, Cherry—” 
  “Br-r-r-r-r !”
  “Hello! Bull’s out !” chuckled Bunter. 
  Bunter was right this time. Johnny Bull had had bad luck. The Combermere field gasped with relief to see him go out without a run. 
  “Man in, Inky !”
  “I am ready, my esteemed Bunter.” 
  “Well, hurry up, and don’t waste time talking !”
  “My worthy fatheaded Bunter—” 
  “Dry up! This is a cricket match, not a conversazione.” 
  Evidently William George Bunter, being dressed in a little brief authority, did not mean to let his authority sleep. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went to the wickets with suppressed feelings. 
  “Good for about 2 !” remarked Bunter. 
  But the Nabob of Bhanipur was good for more than 2. He proved to be good for 30. And then Frank Nugent went in. Nugent was perhaps the least formidable batsman in the Co., but he proved a good second to the captain of the Remove. The runs piled up and the total was 160 by the time Nugent’s wicket fell. 
  Harry Wharton came off smiling, not out—160 runs was a good total, and Harry Wharton thought it probable that the House side would not have to bat again. He was quite satisfied; but it appeared that Bunter was more exacting, he was not satisfied at all. 
  “Lunch now.” said Bunter. “In our next innings 1 want you fellows to do a bit better. I don’t want to find fault, of coursc but I really should like you to remember that you’re playing cricket, and not just knocking a ball about for fun. Keep that in mind.” 
  And Bunter marched off with his fat little nose in the air. The Co. stared after him, and Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Some skipper !” he remarked. 
  “Yaas, wathah !” gasped Arthur Augustus. 
  And both teams went to lunch. Parker & Co. were glad of the rest, and certainly they liked the lunch. It was ample and it was good. Whatsoever Bunter’s shortcomings as a cricketer he was in his element in the catering line, and his hospitality was unbounded when he did not have to foot the bill—as in the present case. 
  As for Bunter he devoted his whole attention to lunch. He was going to do great deeds as a bowler and a batsman that afternoon; but in the meantime there was a matter of much greater importance to think of, and Billy Bunter dismissed cricket from his fat mind, as— in comparison with lunch—a trifle light as air, 

                                     THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                          “Some” Bowler!

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER rolled on the green, sunny field loftily and swanking in manner, but gasping a little. 
  He was in his proper place as captain of cricket, he felt that. His deeds of derring-do were going to keep up the best traditions of Combermere Lodge in that line. He was going to show Parker & Co. and his unbelieving schoolfellows of Greyfriars how the grand old game should be played when it was handled by a master-hand, 
  But there were drawbacks. 
  A cricket captain was barred off from long and happy naps in the afternoon of a one-day match. 
  That was not only a drawback, but a very serious one. With his lunch inside him—what any other fellow would have considered six or seven lunches inside him—Bunter was more disposed for slumber than cricket. Deep, ioft grass, or a hammock under shady trees, appealed powerfully to him; the summer game seemed small beer in comparison. The Owl of the Remove was strongly tempted to tell Wharton to carry on, and put a substitute in the field for the Combermere innings, while he laid his fat self out to rest for an hour or two in pleasant shade. 
  Only one consideration really deterred him. The other fellows would have been so glad to see his back that Bunter was resolved that they shouldn’t. 
Moreover, he wasn’t going to have that match chucked away by rotten cricketers. Good bowling was wanted, and Bunter fancied himself in that line. 
  So, after a really intense struggle, Bunter chose the path of duty, instead of the primrose path of indulgence, and rolled down to the cricket ground with his team. 
  He was not in a good temper. A fellow who had disposed of six or seven lunches in succession, and was deprivcd of his nap, couldn’t be expected to be jolly. 
  Bunter’s temper was short and sharp. He was determined to stand no nonsense. He was captain of the House side, and every fellow on the field was going to know it. In fact, the Owl of the Remove was looking out for faults to find. He wanted to bear rebellious objections, so that he could sit upon them in the most crushing manner.
  He blinked peevishly through his big spectacles, looking for trouble.
   Bob Cherry was the first fellow who asked for it. 
  It was so obviously the right thing to give Hurree Jamset Ram Singh as much bowling as possible, that Bunter could be trusted not to do it. On that subject Bob felt bound to speak a word, and he found difficulty in speaking the word politely. But he contrived to do so. 
  Bunter, old man—” 
  “Well ?”  yapped Bunter. 
  “You’ll be giving Inky the bowling, I suppose? ”  
  Billy Bunter eyed him contemptuously. 
   “Inky’s a good man, you know,” urged Bob. “We look on him as our best 
bowler in the Remove.” 
  “I’ve no doubt you do.” agreed Bunter. “You would !” You don’t know what bowling is, you know !”  
  “Look here, Bunter—”
  “I might have given Inky a trial,” said Bunter. “I offered yesterday to 
give him some tips in bowling. He didn’t choose to take advantage of it. 
I’m not chucking this match away to amuse you. Cherry, or Inky either. 
I may want him once or twice as a change bowler. But that’s the limit.” 
  Bob Cherry breathed deep. 
  “Who’s bowling, then?” he asked. “Wharton’s good—” 
  “I dare say you consider Wharton good,” agreed Bunter. “Goodness only 
knows what you consider, on a subject you don’t know anything about. I consider him jolly bad.” 
  “D’Arcy’s a fairly good bowler, I believe—” 
  “Next to me, the best of the lot,” assented Bunter. “1 shall give Gussy a lot of the bowling, Inky may send down an over or two, but I shall keep most of 
it in my own hands, of course—that is, half. I’d jolly well keep the lot if the 
rules allowed. You see, I want to win this match.” 
  “You fat idiot—” 
  “Go to your place, Cherry !”  
  Bob Cherry went to his place with deep feelings. Parker and another 
Combermere man were going to the wickets, and Bunter took the ball. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in the slips, watched him rather curiously. Arthur Augustus opinion was that what Bunter did not know about cricket would have filled huge volumes, and he was curious to see how Bunter would shape as a bowler, after his striking exhibition as a batsman. He felt curious and interested, little dreaming what he was going to feel like after the Owl of the Remove had delivered his first ball. 
  Bunter gripped the ball, and blinked along the pitch. Short sight was rather a handicap to a bowler. But Bunter did not seem to think so. At all events, he was going to make the whole show sit up and take notice. Parker glanced 
along at him, and grinned. He did not think that he had much to fear from 
Billy Bunter’s bowling. It did not occur to the fieldsmen, for the moment, that they had anything to fear from it. They were going to learn that Bunter could be a dangerous bowler, though not to the batsman. 
  Bunter turned himself into a sort of podgy catherine wheel, and the ball shot from his hand. 
  It was what Bunter called bowling; to anybody else it looked like a most palpable throw. 
  Where the ball went was a mystery for a second. Parker knew that he was 
not going to see it at close quarters, that was all. 
  One second, and the mystery was elucidated by a fiendish yell from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. 
  The swell of St. Jim’s was seen to leap clear of the ground, clapping his 
hand to his head. 
  “Great Scott !”  yelled Bob Cherry. 
  “D’Arcy’s got it !” 

 


 “Oh my hat!”  
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  “Yooooop !”  roared Arthur Augustus in anguish. “Oh cwumbs !” Oh cwikey ! Oh, my nappah !” Bai Jove !” Ow !”  
  Bunter blinked at him in wonder. “What’s the matter with D’Arcy?” 
he called out. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Buntah, you sillay ass! What did you chuck the ball 
at my head for?” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “You have vewy neahly bwained me !” I shall have a feahful bwuise!  Ow, ow !”  
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Did—did--did it go near you?” be stuttered. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  
  “Oh cwumbsl” D’Arcy pressed his hands to his damaged head, while Frank Nugent fielded the ball.  “Oh deah! You utter ass—” 
  “What do you mean by getting in the way ? ”  demanded Bunter. 
  “What?” 
  “Can’t you play cricket at St. Jim’s at all ?” 
  “Eh ? ”  
  “Talk about leg before wicket!” said Bunter.”What did you want to put your silly head in front of the wicket for?”
  “Bai Jove !”  
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  
  “Look here, D’Arcy, I want to be civil, and all that.”  said Bunter crossly. “But this won’t do. You’re in my team now, and I don’t want any of your St 
Jim’s fumbling. Catch on ? ”
   “You—you—you—” gasped Arthur Augustus. 
  “That will do!” snapped Bunter. 
  Words failed Arthur Augustus. He rubbed his head in anguish, and almost made up his noble mind to walk off the field. However, he decided to keep on, but he decided to field deep. And after that example of Bunter’s bowling, all the field decided to field deep—very deep indeed, 
  Bunter gave the grinning cricketers a disapproving blink, and proceeded to bowl again. 
  He did not have any more chances of braining the field; they took care of that. Neither did he have any chance of hitting the wicket. What Bunter was bowling at, if he was bowling at all, was an interesting problem. It had to be presumed that he was aiming at the wicket. But that was only presumption. It did not look like it at all. 
  “They’ll win this match on byes.” Johnny Bull remarked. 
  Certainly, Bunter’s remarkable bowling had a very encouraging effect on the Combermere side. The batting was not by any means first-class, but tenth-rate batting would have been too good for Bunter. The over gave Parker and his partner sixteen runs. 
  “Some game !”  groaned Bob Cherry. 
  “The born idiot !”  growled Harry Wharton. “I suppose we were rather asses to agree to play at all for the fat duffer. Still, we’re going to win, somehow.” 
  “Not if Bunter can help it !”  said Bob ruefully. 
  “Gussy !”  called out Bunter, when the field crossed over. “Take the ball, old bean !“ 
  Arthur Augustus shook his head. 
  “I will do so if you desiah, Buntab, but my head is singin’ fwightfully, and I weally think you had bettah give it to somebody else.” 
  Bunter grunted. His chief object, as cricket captain, seemed to be to keep the Famous Five in the background as much as possible. But even Bunter hesitated to call on Thomas or Albert to bowl. 
  “You, Inky I” he snapped. 
  “The pleasurefutness will be terrific, my esteemed, ridiculous Bunter.” 
  “Oh, take the ball and dry up!” 
  “My esteemed Bunter—” 
  “You talk too much,” said Bunter. 
  Hurree Jamset Ham Singh went on to bowl the second over. If the Combermere Ramblers expected more bowling in Bunter’s style they were disappointed. There was a shout from the field. 
  “How’s that ?” 
  “Out !”  
  The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned a dusky grin. The batting was nowhere up to his form, and he handled the Combermere men easily. 
  “How’s that ?” came another roar, a couple of minutes later. 
  “Out!” 
  “This is a bit more like.” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Bwavo !”  chirruped Arthur Augustus. 
  A third Combermere wicket went down, and the Greyfriars chums cheered the hat trick. Billy Bunter did not add his fat voice to the cheering. As captain of the House side, he ought to have been pleased to see the visitors’ wickets going down at this rate. Perhaps he was pleased. But assuredly he did not look pleased. 
  But Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was not finished yet. A fourth and a fifth wicket went down before he was finished, 
  Parker looked rather blue. He looked black when Bunter called out to him: 
  “Shut up, Bunter !”  exclaimed Wharton. 
  “Mind your own business, Wharton !”  
  “Don’t mind the fat idiot, Parker.” called out Bob Cherry. “Being a born idiot,  he can’t help it, you know.” 
  “Shut up, Cherry !”  roared Bunter. “Here, give me that ball I’m going on to finish them !”
  At which Parker brightened up again. There was still life in the game, for the Combermere side, so long as Bunter did his share of bowling. Billy Bunter rolled to the bowler’s crease with a determined air. He was going to put the visitors out of their misery, as he expressed it to himself, All eyes were upon Bunter. 
  He took a short run as gracefully as a walrus, and doubled himself up. What Bunter supposed he was doing was rather a mystery to the onlookers. What he actually did was to miss his footing and pitch over headlong, and land on the earth with a terrific crash. For a moment he looked as if he were making a desperate attempt at a nose-dive to the centre of the earth. Only the solidity of the earth’s crust prevented that from happening. As it was, the circumference of the globe stopped Bunter. 
  Crash! 
  “Yarooooooooh !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  And both sides in that remarkable cricket match doubled up with laughter and yelled, while Billy Bunter yelled, too, though in quite a different manner. 



 
                            THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Parker Puts It Plain !  

“HA, HA, HA!” 
  “Gweat Scott!” 
  “Oh, dear!” Bob Cherry wiped his eyes. “Bunter will be the death of me yet! Oh, dear !”  
  “Hurt, old bean ?” Harry Wharton dragged Bunter up. The Owl of the Remove sat up dazedly, and blinked round him in a dizzy way. 
  “Wha-a-at was that?’ he gasped. 
  “Eh?”  
  “Was it an earthquake?” gasped Bunter. 
  “Oh, my hat!” sped Wharton. “Nunno! Not quite.’ 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  
  “I’m hurt! Ow!  Where’s my specs? Don’t tread on my specs, you silly owl!  I’ve lost my specs!” howled Bunter. 
  “Here’s your blessed barnacles, old man.” stuttered Bob Cherry. “Here they are—not broken! I hope you’re not broken, either.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  
  “The brokefulness really ought to be terrific !”  
  “But what were you doing, Bunter?” asked Johnny Bull, with a puzzled air. “Did you go to sleep and dream you were diving into a swimming-pool?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”   
  “Yow-ow-ow! I’m hurt !”  roared Bunter, “I knocked my head on something—”
  “Must have been the giddy earth,” said Bob. “If you try to dive on solid land, the earth’s bound to get in the way, you know.” 
  “Yaas, wathah !”  chuckled Arthur Augustus. The swell of St. Jim’s was a forgiving youth. But there was a bump on his noble head; and perhaps he was not sorry that Bunter had sampled his own powers as a bowler. 
  “You silly owls !”  roared Bunter. “What are you cackling at? Look here, I can’t go on! My head’s quite dizzy. I’ve bashed my nose! I believe I’ve broken my arm and my backbone—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, Bunter—” began Wharton. 
  The Owl of the Remove interrupted him. 
  “You needn’t jaw, Wharton. I’m not going on.” 
  “We’ll play it out a man short, then.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “You can sit in a deckchair and look on, Bunter.” 
  “Sha’n’t!”  
  “Well, do as you like, old bean; but if you’re going, roll off and leave us to it.” 
  “And the sooner the quicker.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes, rather! Hop it, Bunter!” 
  Bunter snorted, 
  “Nothing of the kind. This match is postponed—” 
  “What?” 
  “We’ll play it out another time,” said Bunter. 
  “Well, my hat!” 
  “Tell those Combermere cads to clear off. Chuck the whole thing! I’m going.” 
  And Billy Bunter went, 
  Harry Wharton & Co. gazed after him. Really, William George Bunter had taken their breath away, 
  “Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, looking quite overcome.    “Bai Jove !” That chap Buntah weally is a corkah, you know—a weal corkah !”
  “The cheeky ass !”  gasped Nugent. 
  “The cheekfulness is terrific!”  
  “I suppose we’re not taking any notice of his cheeky rot, Harry ?”  asked Bob Cherry looking inquiringly at the captain of the Remove. 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “No fear! I’ll speak to Parker.” 
  Wharton walked across to Parker, who was looking on from his wicket with a sarcastic grin. The Combermere Ramblers were not accustomed to a too meticulous regard for the rules of the great game of cricket. But Bunter’s management of a cricket match was a surprise to them. 
  “That fat duffer has chucked it, Parker.” said Harry. “It’s rather a blessing for all concerned. We’ll play it out—what?” 
  “Oh, yes, rather !”  said Parker. “We haven’t come up here for nothing. But, my hat! What sort of a silly idiot does he call himself?” 
  “I don’t know,” said Harry, laughing. “But we call him every sort. We’re going on, then, without our jolly old captain.” 
  Billy Bunter had disappeared in the direction of the house. Apparently, be supposed that his lordly command was being carried out. As a matter of fact, its a few minutes the cricketers had forgotten not only Bunter’s lordly commands, but his very existence. 
  A man short in the house team did not matter very much, when that man was Bunter. Deprived of such a skipper and such a bowler, the house eleven was wonderfully strengthened. 
  With Harry Wharton in his old place as skipper, the Famous Five proceeded to make hay of Parker & Co. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Harry Wharton put in most of the bowling.   The ball was offered to Arthur Augustus more than once, but with his head 
singing as a result of Bunter’s remarkable bowling, the swell of St. Jim’s declined. Arthur Augustus was really more in need of lying up for repairs, than Billy Bunter was, but nothing would have induced him to leave the field. And even with a terrific ache in his noble head, Arthur Augustus brought off a first-class catch that put Parker out of court. 
  Wickets fell fast, and Parker & Co. exchanged rather sickly glances when they were all down for thirty-five. 
  It was nowhere near tea-time yet, and Parker & Co. followed on with their second innings. 
  Parker hoped to do better in that innings, but without the valuable assistance of Bunter, the last state of the Combermere Ramblers was worse than their first. 
  The innings was brief, but it was full of incident. Wickets came down to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s bowling almost like leaves in Vallombrosa. It was still early for tea when the last Rambler was dismissed, with a total of twenty for the innings. 
  “Looks something like a win for little us!”  murmured Bob Cherry. 
  “Yaas, wathah !”  
  Parker grinned rather ruefully at Harry Wharton, but he took his defeat good humouredly. He walked off the ground with the captain of the Remove. 
  “You won’t have to bat again.” he remarked. “You’re too good for my crowd, and there’s no getting round that. A few mere Bunters in your lot, and we should have pulled it off, though.” 
  Harry Wharton chuckled.
   “Bunter’s a valuable man—to the other side !”  he assented. 
  Parker gave him a rather curious look.
   “I think I ought to apologise to you, sir,” he said suddenly. “I take back a lot of things I’ve been thinking about you and your friends.”
   “I don’t quite catch on.” said Harry, staring at him. 
  “Well, look how the matter stands,” said Parker, “I don’t mind owning up that I came up here for this match, as much as anything else, to see how things were at Combermere Lodge—to use my eyes.”
   “Oh!”  said Harry. 
  “Well, I’ve used them.” said Parker. “I can’t play cricket like you, but I’m no fool. I know a straight chap when I see one.” 
  “Thank you.”  said Harry, hardly knowing whether to be amused or annoyed. “I’m glad you think us straight, at all events, Parker.” 
  “You and your friendi,” said Parker. “Not Bunter !” Bunter’s a fool at cricket and a rogue at everything else, in my opinion.”  
  Wharton frowned. “I can’t listen to this.” he said. 
  “I’m bound to tip you the wink.” said Parker. “You’ve treated us decently, and played a good straight game, and there s no side about you. I own up I thought you were all in the game of bilking; but now I’ve seen you and played cricket with you, I take it back. But mind you, I still think just the same of Bunter. He’s a bilk—” 
  “Look here, Parker—” 
  “A bilk, if ever there was one.” said Parker. “But what I didn’t see at first, and what I see now plainly enough, is that he has taken you young gents in, as well as Mr. Pilkins and Walsingham and the rest. Taken everybody in all round. How he’s done it I don’t know—anybody looking at him would think him more fool than rogue. But he’s done it. I’m putting you on your guard, sir.” added Parker, as Harry was about to speak. “You’re in a pretty queer position here, when it all comes out.” 
  “When what comes out?” exclaimed Wharton. 
  “I don’t quite know yet—only that there’s something jolly fishy going on behind the scenes.” said Parker. “Something’s happened to Mr. Pilkins 
—and it happened the day he came to see Bunter, when he found that that young bilk had got hold of Combermere Lodge. Now W alsingham’s vanished; and I don’t need telling that Bunter has got rid of him somehow.” 
  “What rot !”
  “Then Horrocks, the butcher, has been put off by Walsingham telephoning to him from here yesterday.” said Parker. “Well, I’ve been asking questions among the servants, and nobody saw Walsingham here yesterday, sir,— any more than you and your friends did. Walsingham wasn’t here.” 
  “He must have been here if he phoned to Horrocks.” said Harry blankly. 
  “Then he came in, and cleared off again without a soul in the house seeing him.”  said Parker. “What beats me is that Horrocks knew it was Walsingham because he knows Walsingham’s voice so well. But the butler wasn’t here, and he never telephoned—and so it was a trick of some kind. He couldn’t have been here without being seen—and he wasn’t seen—while you were lunching I was asking questions, sir and I’ve asked every servant in the house.” 
  “Oh!” said Harry. 
  “There’s only one explanation,” said Parker, “and that is, that somebody managed somehow to imitate Walsingham’s voice on the telephone. Can you tell me, sir, whether young Bunter has any gift in that line? You know him !”      
  Wharton started violently. 
  Only too well he was acquainted with the weird ventriloquist gifts of the Owl of the Remove. 
  Parker grinned rather maliciously. 
  “So that’s that!”  he said. “You needn’t answer, Master Wharton—I can see it in your face. I know where I stand now.” 
  “Look here, this isn’t cricket.” exclaimed Wharton, rather hotly. “You’ve no right to ask me questions about Bunter, and to catch me napping.” 
  “Perhaps not,” admitted Parker, “but I’m Mr. Pilkins’ clerk, and I’ve got my duty to do to my employer. He’s let in for an enormous sum of money if he’s let a bilk into this house who can’t or won’t square. And after playing cricket with you, sir, I felt bound to put you on your guard—you’re being made use of by a young swindler, and if you know what’s good for you, you’ll clear out of Combermere Lodge before the crash comes.” 
  And Parker left the captain of the Remove, without waiting for Harry to reply. He left him with plenty of food for thought. 

                    THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                 Nothing Doing ! 

       
BILLY BUNTER did not appear at tea. 
  Harry Wharton inquired for him, and was informed that Master Bunter was lying down; recuperating, the apparently, after his great exertions in the cricket match. 
  Bunter was not missed, however; the longer he lay down, the more enjoyable life was generally at “Bunter Court.” 
  Without Bunter. the cricketers had cheery tea under the trees, ministered to by Thomas and his myrmidons. 
  Parker & Co. took their beating cheerfully, and it was quite a merry party. Parker, indeed, tried to be as agreeable as he could, evidently repenting him of the hard opinions he had hitherto entertained of Harry Wharton & Co. The meeting on the cricket field had cleared the air, as it were, 
  Wharton was a little thoughtful. 
  Parker’s warning lingered in his mind, adding to the vague misgivings he had long felt on the subject of “Bunter Court” and the Owl’s possession of that magnificent abode. He wished very much that Parker had told him nothing: but he realised that Mr. Pilkins’s young man had meant to be good-natured and put him on his guard. 
  Parker had the deepest suspicions of Bunter; and the estate office young man, though not equal to Greyfriars fellows at cricket, was certainly far beyond them in knowledge of the world —especially of the “bilking” fraternity. It was not the kind of knowledge that Wharton would have liked to possess: but there it was: Parker knew his way about, and his belief was that a “crash”  was coming at Combermere Lodge. Which was an exceedingly uncomfortable reflection for Bunter’s guests.
  After Parker and the Combermere cricketers were gone, the captain of the Remove made up his mind to speak to Bunter. It was rather a delicate matter for a guest to discuss with his host, but Wharton felt that if Bunter’s fatuous folly had landed him in some serious scrape, it was up to the other Remove fellows to help extricate him from it if they could. But getting the truth out of Bunter was not likely to be an easy task. Really, it was rather doubtful whether Bunter could have told the truth if he had tried; and it was not on record that he ever had tried, 
  “Howwid, isn’t it, deah boy !”  said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, meeting Wharton as he was going up the great staircase of the Lodge. 
  Wharton started. 
  “My hat! Has Parker—” he began, 
  D’Arcy, being a St. Jim’s fellow, Harry had a natural repugnance to the idea of the noble Gussy hearing anything of “bilking” with a Greyfriars man. 
  “Parkah!” repeated Arthur Augustus, 
  “It wasn’t Parkah—it was Buntah, you know.” 
  “Bunter’s told you—” 
  “He hasn’t told me anythin’, deah boy.” 
  “Then what—’ 
  “I was alludin’ to this feahful bwuise on my nappah !”  said Arthur Augustus. 
  “Oh!” 
  “It is weelly howwid !”  said Arthur Augustus, running his fingers tenderly through his hair. “Buntah ought weally to be westwained from playin’ cwicket, you know. My head’s still singin’—I weally do not think that I shall sleep to-night, you know. Luckily I bwought my ‘Holiday Annual’ in my bag, and I can weed it if I have to sit up. But it’s howwid, isn’t it?” 
  “Rotten,” agreed Wharton, much relieved, however, to learn that it was only the bump on his noble head that was worrying Arthur Augustus. His mind had been full of Bunter and “bilking,” but evidently D’Arcy had heard nothing from Mr. Pilkins’ young nian. 
  Wharton went up the stairs and knockedat Bunter’s door.  There was no answer, and he went in. 
  Billy Bunter was not in bed. He was reposing his podgy pesou on a large couch by the window, propped up on innumerable oushlona and pillows. Two little tables stood near at hand, both loaded with refreshment, liquid and solid. 



  “Feeling better?” asked Harry, with a smile. 
  “No !”  grunted Bunter. 
  “Too bad, old chap!” 
  “I’m not sure whether I shall play that match out on another date, after all,” said Bunter. “I never had proper backing from my team—a rottener lot of cricketers I never saw. 1 think 1 shall scratch it.” 
  “That’s all right, old man—we finished the game.” said Harry, laughing, “We beat Parker and company by an innings and more runs than we could count.”  
  “You had the cheek to play on after I left the field?” exclaimed Bunter. 
  “We had !”  
  “Well, you cheeky sweep! Of all the nerve! Look here, Wharton—” 
  “Oh, can it, old man!” said the captain of the Remove. “I didn’t come here to talk cricket — let’s keep to things you understand.” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
   “Parker has been talking to me—” 
  “Blow Parker!” 
  “Look here, Bunter, I want to know how the matter stands.” said Harry. “We’re here with you, and you’re a Greyfriars chap, ass as you are; and if you’re in trouble the best thing you can do is to get it off your chest, and let us see what can be done. Parker thinks—” 
  Bunter raised a fat hand. 
  “I don’t want to know what Parker thinks. It would be beneath my dignity 
to take any notice of such a person.” 
  “That’s all very well,” said Harry impatiently. “But can’t you understand that the chap may give you trouble.” 
  Bunter sneered. 
  “Things are coming to a pretty pass when a common fellow can give trouble to a chap in my position !”  he said scornfully. “I call it Bolshevism.” 
  “You can call it what you like, but there it is.” said Harry, as patiently as he could. “Bunter, is it all fair and squaro about this house? It’s a frightfully expensive place—” 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  “Will you tell me, Bunter—” 
  “I’ve told you that my rather gave fifty thousand for the place,” said Bunter calmly. 
  “Ass! We know that you’ve got it on a lease or something—that it’s let furnished !”  exclaimed Wharton. 
  “Even if I have, do you think I shan’t pay the rent ?”  sneered Bunter. “Do you think forty guineas a week is as much to me as to you?” 
  “I don’t want to rub it in, Bunter. but you’ve borrowed practically all our money while we’ve been here, and that doesn’t look as if your father were shelling out, as you say. It seems to me that you’ve landed yourself in trouble; and what I want you to understand is, if that’s so, and you own up and let us know what’s what, we’ll try to help you out of it.” 
  Bunter’s fat lip curled. 
 “When I want help I’ll ask for it,” he said. “Don’t you know it’s bad form to be inquisitive, Wharton? ”  
  “Inquisitive !”  roared the captain of the Remove. 
  “Don’t yell at a chap!  What do you call it, then? Here I am, standing you the most expensive holiday you’ve ever had, in my magnificent mansion.” said Bunter warmly. “Instead of thanking a chap you butt in wIth questions it would be beneath my dignity to take any notice of.” 
  “Don’t he an ass !”  said Harry. “I keep on telling you that if you’ve landed yourself in trouble in your usual style, we’ll try our best to help you out of it. If it’s all square, well and good: if it isn’t, for your own sake own up before it’s too late. Can’t you understand?” 
  Harry Wharton drew a deep breath. 
  Really, if Bunter was in such a position as Parker suspected, it seemed incredible that he should carry an in this style. But of old the captain of the Remove knew Bunter’s unlimited fatuousness. 
  “For the last time, Bunter,” he said, “is it all right, or is there anything we can do?” 
  “Oh ! Yes,” said Bunter. “There’s something you can do, Wharton.” 
  “What is it ?” 
  “Pass me that cake.” 
  Wharton looked at him for a moment with deep feelings; then, in silence, he passed the cake, manfully restraining his desire to bonnet Bunter with it. 
  Bunter grinned as the captain of the Remove left him. His idea was that he had put Wharton in his place : he did not even reflect that he had turned away a last chance of getting out ‘of the extraordinary situation in which his fatuous folly had landed him. He did not trouble to think about that extraordinary situation at all.  The cake was in his fat hands, and he devoted his attention to the cake. 
THE END.
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