





                                                  THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                                                 Left! 
“BEASTS!” 
  Billy Bunter made that remark. 
  He made it with considerable emphasis. 
  Bunter was standing on the platform of Courtfield Station, gazing after the express that had vanished down the line. 
  His little round eyes gleamed with wrath behind his big, round spectacles. 
  “Of all the beasts—” said Bunter. 
  The express was gone. The chums of the Remove had gone in it—home for Christmas. 
  Bunter was left. 
  It was no wonder that Bunter was wrathy. 
  Greyfriars School had broken up for the Christmas holidays. Greyfriars fellows had scattered north south, east, and west. Only Bunter hadn’t scattered. Bunter wasn’t particular whether he went north, south, east, or west, so long as he went where the Christmas fare was good and ample. But from no point of the compass was a Yuletide welcome extended to William George Bunter. It was inexplicable, considering what a fascinating fellow Bunter knew himself to be. But there it was! 
  Bunter was left!
  He had been, perhaps, a little careless. Having settled that he was going home with Lord Mauleverer, Bunter had left it at that. Unfortunately, while Bunter had settled that he was going home with Mauly, Mauly had settled that he wasn’t. Mauly had disappeared quite early that day—without Bunter. So the fat junior had had to change his plans at the last moment and decide to go home with Harry Wharton. Now Harry Wharton had disappeared in the express, and Billy Bunter stood on the station platform and confided to the December winds what he thought of Wharton. 
  “The awful rotter!” said Bunter. 
  Slowly the Owl of the Remove turned away and rolled along the platform to the exit. 
It was useless to linger there. But what he was going to do was rather a problem to Bunter. 
  Something had to be done—or, more correctly, somebody had to be done.  The question was whom? 
  Other fellows, naturally, went home for Christmas. But that magnificent residence, Bunter Court, did not attract Billy Bunter in the holidays. Mr. Bunter’s detached villa in Surrey, which Bunter talked of in the Remove as Bunter Court, did not offer what Bunter wanted in the festive season. Besides, his sister Bessie would be home from Cliff House School, and his brother Sammy from Greyfriars. Family affection was not strongly developed in the Bunter clan.  The less he saw of Bessie and Sammy the more he liked it; and Bessie and Sammy felt exactly the same. Bunter Court was a last resource , only if it became a case of any port in a storm. 
  Bunter rolled out of the station. 
  Most, if not all, of the Greyfriars fellows would be gone by this time. But if any lingered, Bunter was prepared to see what could be done with them. He remembered that Peter Todd had got out of the school bus to pack some forgotten article. He might catch Peter yet. Toddy, certainly, was not the fellow he would have selected to go home with for Christmas.  But Mauly had dodged him, Wharton had left him stranded; most of the other  fellows were far away—and something had to be done.  If  nothing better turned up Bunter felt that he would have to stand Toddy. Whether Toddy could stand him was a trifling detail he did not pause to consider. 
  Outside the station the Head’s  car was waiting, with Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur, standing beside it. The car was there to meet some visitor for Greyfriars, but the visitor, apparently, had not yet arrived. Bunter rolled across the slushy pavement to the car. Bunter did not think much of Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur. Barnes was a very quiet, reserved, well-behaved young man—a very superior young man indeed. But Bunter suspected him of being cheeky, and of not feeling proper respect for a Public School man, and a gentleman—like Bunter. Barnes, standing like a uniformed statue, was looking straight towards Bunter, but did not seem to see him.  His unseeing gaze appeared to pass right could through Bunter.  This was the sort of thing that Bunter considered cheek, 
and very unbecoming in a chauffeur.  
  “Barnes!” snapped Bunter. 
  The Head’s chauffeur, thus apprised of Bunter’s important presence, touched his cap.      
  “I’m going back to the school, Barnes.” 
  “Indeed, sir’” said Barnes. 
  “I’d like a lift in the car, Barnes.” 
  “I am afraid, sir—”
  “You’re here to meet a train?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Some blinking visitor for the head, I suppose?” grunted Bunter.
   “A visitor for the Head, certainly, sir.” said Barnes. “Whether blinking or not, I cannot say, as I have never seen the gentleman.” 
  Bunter gave him a look. 
  This was some more of Barnes’ cheek. 
  Bunter’s look was one of lofty, disdainful rebuke. But it did not seem to produce any effect on Barnes.  He stood with a face as expressionless at that of a graven image. 
  “Well, when do you expect the train in, Barnes?” demanded Bunter.
  “It is due already, sir. But the trains are late today.”
  “Well, look here, Barnes,” said the Owl of the Remove, “it won’t take you long to run me back to Greyfriars; and you can come back for your passenger. See? He can wait a bit, if his train comes in. I’ll tip you a bob.” 
  “You are very kind, sir,” said Barnes. 
  “I’m always king to servants,” said Bunter patronisingly. “That’s all right!  Start up!” 
  “But I am afraid I cannot take you to the school, sir, as I have the Head’s instructions 
to wait for the train, pursued Barnes calmly. 
  Bunter breathed hard. 
  “Look here, Barnes, I don’t want any cheek!” he said. 
  “Oh sir!” 
  “You can run me back to the school, quick. I’ll make it half a crown.” said the Owl of the Remove. “Now then!” 
  “Sorry, sir; it’s quite impossible!” said Barnes.
  “I’ve got to get back to Greyfriars.” explained Bunter. “My friends will all be gone if I lose time.  It’s important!” 
  “A taxi, sir—” suggested Barnes. 
  Bunter snorted. 
  A taxicab, certainly, would have answered his purpose; and there were taxis outside the station. But there was a lion in the path, in the shape of the taxi-man’s fare. Bunter had no time, when he reached the school, for sordid recriminations with a taxi-driver who did not want to be bilked. 
  “Look here. Barnes, I’m quite sure the head wouldn’t mind you giving me a lift, in the circumstances.” he said. “If he were here he would say so. You can take my word for it.” 
  “Perhaps you would like me to ring up Dr. Locke on the station telephone plus,and tell him what you say, sir? ” suggested Barnes. “If the Head gives his permission—” 
  “Nothing of the sort!” said Bunter.
   A faint grin dawned on Barnes’ face for a moment. 
  “There’s no time to waste.” said Bunter. 
  “Look here, Barnes, I’ll tip you five bob. There!” 
  “A taxi would take you to the school for five shillings, sir.” 
  Another snort from Bunter. 
  He did not feel disposed to explain that while that promised tip to Barnes could be left over indefinitely, a taxi man’s fare couldn’t. 
  He frowned at Barnes. 
  “Look here, my nan, one good turn deserves another.” lie said. 
  Barnes raised his eyebrows shihtly. 
  “I don’t quite follow you, sir.” 
  “Don’t you?” sneered Bunter. 
  “Well, a few days ago, when I got back late from a trip to Folkestone, with Wharton, you let me in—” 
  “I remember, sir. ” 
  “It was nearly two o’clock in the morning.” said Bunter. 
  “I believe so, sir.” 
  “And you were out!” said Bunter. “You came in while we were trying to wake you up to let us in.” 
  “Quite so, sir.” 
  “Well, if the Head knew that his chauffeur was trapesing about the country in the middle of the night you’d get the push,” said Bunter. 
  “Do you think so, sir?” 
  “I jolly well do!” said Bunter. “Now, I’ve never mentioned it. I’m always considerate to servants. But, as I said, one good turn deserves another. See?” 
  There was quite a curious expression on Barnes’ face for a few moments, as he regarded Bunter steadily.  Then, without replying, he turned away and moved to the other end of the car. 
  Bunter blinked after him.
 “Barnes !”
  No answer from Barnes. 
  Bunter rolled after him. 
  “Look here, Barnes, are you going to give me that lift to the school?” hooted Bunter. 
  “No, sir.” 
  “You cheeky beast! Then I’ll jolly well tell the head—” 
  “I have no objection to my employer knowing that I bat my train that night, sir, and had to walk home.” said Barnes. “Please do not hesitate  to mention it, sir, next time you are having a conversation with Dr. Locke,” 
  This, of course, was more of Barnes’ cheek. Billy Bunter, of the Lower Fourth, naturally never had any conversations with his headmaster, as Barnes was well aware. 
  “You’re a cheeky beast, Barnes!” said Bunter. 
  “Thank you, sir,” 
   “And an ungrateful rotter!”
  “You are very good, sir,” said Barnes, unmoved. 
  “And I jolly well shan’t give you a Christmas tip!” said Bunter, 
  “Then I shan’t be able to buy myself a motor-car. said Barnes, with gentle regret. 
  With feelings too deep for words Bunter turned away. Leaving Barnes with a faint grin on his clean-shaven face, the Owl of the Remove started to walk to Greyfriars. 

                                              THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                               Toddy Is Not Taking Any! 
“DEAR old Peter—” 
  “My only hat!” ejaculated Peter Todd. 
  Peter was walking to the station when the motor-bus from Courtfield came along. There had been a recent fall of snow, and the road was thick with slush, which the wheel of the motorbus scattered far and wide. Peter was backing out of the way when a fat face looked down on him from the bus, and an affectionate voico hailed him. 
  Luck had befriended Bunter. That cheeky and ungrateful beast Barnes had refused to give him a lift in the head’s car, but the fat junior had caught the motor-bus in Courtfield High Streel, and it bore him swiftly towards Greyfriars. As the bus passed within a short distance of the school, Bunter was saved that long and weary walk: but it was doubtful whether he would reach Greyfriars in time to catch Toddy. So a cheery grin irradiated his fat face at the sight of Peter in the road. 
  “Wait for me, old chap!” called out Bunter. 
  Peter Todd seemed deaf. 
  In spite of that affectionate appeal— or, perhaps, because of it—he walked 
on. 
  “Peter!” yelled Bunter. 
  Peter, like Felix, kept walking. 
  Bunter scrambled down from the bus. There was no time to get it to stop if he was to catch Peter. It was slowing down for him; but Bunter did not wait till it came to a halt.  He leaped off. 
  Bunter, who would have told anyone that he was the most lithe, active, and agile fellow in the Remove, had no doubt that he could leap successfully from a motor-bus in motion.  
  He intended to land lightly in the road and dash after Peter Todd, 
  He did not expect the solid earth to make a sudden jump and hit him in the middle of the back. 
  As a matter of fact, it didn’t; but to Bunter it seemed as if it did. 
  Exactly what happened was not clear to Bunter. 
  The motor-bus rolled on its way, many interested and smiling faces looking back at Bunter.  
  Bunter also rolled on his way. 
  The solid globe having jumped up and hit him in the back, Bunter sprawled over, roaring. The road had a rather steep camber, and Bunter rolled down the slope. Snow was piled there, and Bunter plunged into it. The roar of William George Bunter almost drowned the roar of the motor-bus. 
  “Yaroooogh! Help! Oh crumbs! Help! I’m killed! Yoooop! Help!” 



  Peter Todd looked back. 
  His intention had been to accelerate when he saw Bunter. But a kind impulse led him back to give the fat junior a helping hand. Bunter, spluttering and yelling, was dragged from the snow. 
  “Hurt?’ asked Peter cheerily. 
  “Yow-ow-ow! You silly idiot, of course I’m hurt!” howled Bunter. “Do you think a fellow could bang on the ground like that without getting hurt, you fathead? Why didn’t you stop, you ass? Ow! I’ve a jolly good mind not to come home with you now! Wow !”
  “Stick to that!” said Peter. 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Good-bye! I’ve got a train to catch. I’ve lost one.” said Toddy. 
  “Hold On!” gasped Bunter. 
  Injured as he was, the Owl of the Remove was not too severely injured to jump after 
Todd and clutch him by the arm. 
  “Well, what is it?” askedToddy. “I’m in rather a hurry.” 
  “That’s all right, old chap; I’m coming,” said Bunter. 
  “Wait a minute till I get my breath! Toddy, old man, “ I’ve decided not to go home with 
Mauly. He’s not a bad chap, in his way, but a frightful bore. I’ve turned him down.” 
  “Poor old Mauly !“ said Peter Todd. “Do you think he’s crying in the train?” 
  “Oh, really, Peter—” 
  “Did Wharton get away, too?” asked Toddy. 
  “I refused to go home with Wharton! He begged me, with tears in his eyes, but I said it couldn’t be done.” explained Bunter. “I can’t stand his uncle, that stuffy old colonel; or his aunt, that stuffy old lady! Simply can’t! I told him plainly it was too much to expect of a fellow.  Besides, I’d settled that I was sticking to my best pal.” 
  “Who’s that?” asked Peter, with interest. 
  “You, old chap.” said Bunter, with reproachful affection. 
  “Not guilty, my lord!” said Toddy. 
  “He, he, he!” Bunter decided to take that remark as a joke. “The fact is, Peter, old fellow, I’m sticking to you this Christmas. There are plenty of wealthy homes where I should be welcomed with open arms, as you know, but I’m sticking to you. Friendship comes first.” 
  “Does it ?” said Peter doubtfully. 
  “Yes, old fellow! You know what Shakespeare says—who steals my purse steals trash; but a friend in need is the noblest work of Caesar!” said Bunter. 
  “My hat! Did Shakespeare say that?” ejaculated Toddy in astonishment. 
  “Well, something like it,” asid Bunter. “Anyhow, never mind Shakespeare. I’m coming with you, Toddy! Don’t be bashful about it, old man; I know you’re not used to visitors of my class in your poor little home—’—” 
  “Eh?”
  “But I’m no snob,” said Bunter. “I’ve always been friendly with you at school, Peter, haven’t I? And never had it up against you that your father was a measly solicitor. Never looked down on you, and all that. The fact is. Peter, I like you, and when I like a chap I don’t care a button whether he’s of my own class or not.” 
  “Ye gods!” said Peter. 
  “So don’t you worry,” said Bunter encouragingly. “Your place won’t be the sort of thing I’m accustomed to. I know that. Your people’s manners may get on my nerves a bit. Never mind; I can stand it. You live in Bloomsbury. Fancy anybody living in Bloomsbury !
  “He, he, he!  But, my dear man, I can stand Bloomsbury, at a pinch.” 
  “Think you can?” gasped Peter. 
  “Well, I’ll try.” said Bunter generously. “If I find that I really can’t stand your place and your people, Peter, I’ll tell you so and go. But I’m going to do my best, for friendship’s sake, you know. Of course, I know I shall be meeting rather a low lot—” 
  “Oh! You know that?” articulated Peter. 
  “Well, yes; but rely on me to treat them in the right way.” said Bunter. “I’ve got tact.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Peter. “You’ve got tact? Yes: you seem to have a lot of tact—tons of it!” 
  “My dear fellow, I’ve got a tactful way with my social inferiors that puts them at their ease at once.” said Bunter. “That will be all right. Now let’s get on, old bean. We don’t want to lose that train.” 
  Why Peter Todd acted as he did the next moment Bunter never knew.  Peter seemed to be annoyed about something, though Bunter did not know what it was. 
  A shove on Bunter’s well-filled waist coat landed him, again, in the snow from which Peter had dragged him. 
  Bunter sat down with a gasp. 
  Then Peter—still for reason, absolutely inexplicable to Bunter—seized him by the collar, and rubbed his head in the snow. 
  Wild howls and gurgles came from Bunter. 
  “Yarooh! Groogh! Goooch! Oooch!” Gug-gug-gug-gug!” Urrrgggggh!” 
  Peter Todd, a little breathless, but with satisfaction in his face, walked on up the road to Courtfield. 
  Bunter was left, sitting in the snow, dripping with snow, smothered with snow, and gasping and gasping as if he never would leave off gasping. 
  When the Owl of the Remove struggled up at last, Peter Todd was out of sight. He had gone to catch his train—a train that Bunter was destined never to catch. 
  “Oooch! Ooooch! Oooooch !” gasped Bunter. He clawed snow away from his face, wiped his spectacles, and jammed them again on his fat little nose. “Ow! Ooooch! Beast! Grooogh !” 
  A gasping and gurgling Bunter rolled on, spluttering, towards Greyfriars. Once more Billy Bunter had been let down, and his plans for Christmas were still in a nebulous state. 

                                               THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                                      The Last Hope !

GOSLING, the porter, gsve William George Bunter a stare that expressed surprise, but no pleasure. Gosling had not expected to see William George again, after he had departed on breaking-up day, till next term, and he did not look forward with any real delight to seeing him the next term. Now he saw him rolling in, unexpectedly, and gave him a stare. If Bunter had come back to tip Gosling—which he had omitted to do when he departed—it was all right, of course. In that case, Gosling was prepared to be glad to see him. But it was improbable. Still, Gosling’s crusty face  relaxed as Bunter rolled up to the door of the lodge where Gosling stood. A genial smile, appropriate to Christmastide, cost nothing, and you never could tell!  
  “Lost your train, sir?” asked Gosling.
  “No! Yes! Exactly!” answered Bunter. “I say, are all the fellows gone, Gosling?”
  “Yessir; ‘cept one or two, I think, sir.” 
  “Any Remove left?” asked Bunter eagerly. If any Remove man was still within the walls of Greyfriars, Bunter was ready to land himself on that Remove man, if he could. Beast after beast had let him down; but hope springs eternal in the human breast. 
  Gosling shook his head. 
  All the Lower School gone, I think, sir. But I believe I see some of the young gentlemen of the Fifth—” 
  “Oh!”  said Bunter. 
  “I think Mr. Coker aint gone yet, sir.”
  Gosling knew that Coker of the Fifth was not gone, because he had not yet been tipped by Coker. Horace Coker lavished tips at all times, and at Christmas time he simply exuded them. 
  “What’s Coker hanging on for, Gosling?” 
  “I believe there’s some trouble about the water-bike, sir.” said Gosling.  “I ‘eard him speaking to his friend, sir.” 
  “Is the silly ass going on his motor-bike?” asked Bunter. He grinned. “The roads are in a lovely state for motor-biking! If Coker goes on his motor-bike, we shan’t see him here next term.” 
  Gosling grunted. Bunter had made no motion to hand out a Christmas tip, and so Gosling was losing all interest in Bunter.  He stepped back into his lodge. 
  Bunter started for the House. 
  Greyfriars, with all the fellows gone, had a dismal and deserted look. A taxi went grinding down the drive with Capper and Hacker in it, and a pile of baggage on top. The two masters glanced at Bunter, apparently surprised to see him still there.  Bunter went into the House. He was looking for Coker of the Fifth. 
  The chance of a Lower Fourth junior being asked home for Christmas by a Fifth Form man was absolutely nil. And of all the Fifth Form of Greyfriars, Horace Coker was the most “Fifth-Formy,” so to speak. 
  But Bunter had a hopeful nature. 
  If Coker of the Fifth was the only Greyfriars man still remaining on the premises, evidently Coker of the Fifth was Bunter’s last hope.  Coker’s leg, at least, was easy to pull. Coker was amenable to flattery, and Bunter was prepared to hand out flattery, like pineapple, in chunks. There was, at least, a sporting chance. At the very worst, Coker could do no nore than kick him. And Bunter had been kicked often enough to have got used to it. 
  Coker was not seen in the silent, deserted passages, or in any of the rooms Bunter blinked into, and the fat junior went up to the Fifth Form games study. A maid was busy there with a broom ; but there was no one else. But as Bunter went along the passage he heard a round of voices from Coker’s own study. Coker was there, and apparently his study-mates and chums, Potter and Greene, were with him. 
  Bunter’s hopes, already faint, sank to zero. If Potter and Greene were sticking to Coker, there was no chance for a rival. They were the kind of fellows, Bunter bitterly reflected, to stick on to a fellow at Christmastime, and stick him for an invitation, and stick to him whether he liked it or not. 
  “Rot!” Coker’s voice boomed into the passage as the Owl of the Remove drew nearer to the open study door. “Utter rot, Potter! You’re a fool, old chap!”
  “You see—” said Potter. 
  “I don’t!” contradicted Coker. 
  “You see—” said Greene. 
  “I don’t!” repeated Coker. 
  Bunter paused to listen. If they were going to have a row, there might be a chance for him yet. 
  “I’m going on the jigger.” said Coker.  “Snow on the road? What about it? Think I’m afraid of a little snow on the road? Rot !” 
  “But—” said Potter 
  “The question is, which, of you is riding pillion!” said Coker. “I thought you’d both be keen on it.” 
  “D-d-d-did you?” 
  “Better than a stuffy raiIway-train I suppose !” snorted Coker. You get the air—and a ripping run! I’m going at a good speed—all out, in fact! You know what my jigger can do when 1 get her going. What?” 
  Bunter grinned. Coker, when he got going on his motor-bike, was a dangerous man to meet. His career on that jigger was a series of hair-breadth escapes, for himself and everybody else on the road.  He rode that stink-bike like Death on a Pale Horse. Dogs and cats he slew; poultry he massacred. It was a standing amazement at Greyfriars that Coker had never yet been “had up” for manslaughter. It surprised his friends that he was still in one piece.  Obviously, there was such a thing as fool’s luck, and Coker had a lavish share of it. 
  In the innocence of his heart, Coker had supposed that there would be keen rivalry between his chums for a seat on the pillion. One—the unlucky one—had to go by railway. He said regretfully that he couldn’t very well take both. It seemed to be the view of Potter and Greene that he jolly well couldn’t take either. Probably they disliked the idea of funerals at Christmas-time. 
  “You make me tired.” Coker went on. “I’ve been tuning up the jigger! She’s at her top-notch now. I’m going to make the fur fly on the way home, I can tell you! I’m going to let her rip! Now, which of you is coming with me, and which is going by rail? The man who goes by railway will be in later, of course.” 
  “Better late than never!” said Potter flippantly. 
  “If that means that you think my bike isn’t safe, Potter—” 
  “Well, is it?” said Potter. 
  “I’ve no use for a funk.” said Coker disdainfully. “You can go by rail, Potter, and be blowed to you! I dare say there will be a railway accident— railways are always having accidents at this time of year—and when you’re pinned under the wreckage you’ll wish you’d come on my bike, You’re the man, Greene !” 
  “But—I say—” stammered Greene. 
  “You funky, too?” jeered Coker. 
  “You—you see—” 
  “My hat! What a pair of funks!” said Coker. “Perhaps you haven’t confidence in my driving! Is that it?  ” 
  An answer in the affirmative would doubtless have cost Coker’s chums their holiday at Coker Lodge. 
  Potter and Greene were silent. 
  A splendid jigger, and the best driver in the county—though I say it!” said Coker. “This is rather sickening! Well, you don’t trust me! You think I can’t drive a motor-bike! That’s what you call pally, is it? Well, I’ll go alone. Sorry to see the last of you—” 
  “I—I say, Coker——” 
  “We—we shall be with you later.” 
  “You won’t!” said Coker.  “If you insult me, the less I see of you the better. You say I can’t drive a motor-bike—” 
  “Nunno! But—” 
  “Will you sit on the pillion?” 
  “Nunno! But—” 
  “That does it!” said Coker. “I’m fed-up with you! Go and eat coke! You’d trust yourself in a taxi—and you won’t trust yourselves on my bike! Well, that only shows what silly fools you are! Good-bye!” 
  Coker strode to the door. 
 “Coker, old chap——” called out Potter and Greene together, in dismay. 
  Coker did not heed. He was deeply offended. A fellow who hinted that Coker couldn’t drive a niotor-bike might as well have hinted that he couldn’t play football. Potter and Greene never told Coker what they thought of his football. But they really had to tell him what they thought of his motor driving. Life was sweet. 
  Coker stamped out of the study. He almost ran into Billy Bunter outside the door. 
  “What are you doing here, you fat idiot?” he snapped. 
  “I—I say, Coker—” gasped Bunter. 
  “Scat!” 
  “Will you give me a lift on your motor-bike?” 
  “What?” 
  “I know it’s rather a cheek to ask you, Coker, you being a Fifth Form man; but, you see, it’s because you’re the best motor-cyclist going, and I should feel so perfectly safe with you!” explained Bunter. 
  Coker stared at him. 
  His rugged brow relaxed. 
  “Well, you’re talking sense, at any rate.” he said. “More sense than I get from the Fifth ! If you’re going my way. Bunter, I’ll give you a lift with pleasure. It’s like your cheek to ask, you being a measly fag; still, I’ll give you a lift if you like.” 
  “Thanks!” gasped Bunter. 
  “How far do you want to go?” asked Coker. 
  “All—all the way.” 
  “Eh? Aren’t you going home?” 
  “Nunno! I—” 
  “Mean that you’re passing Christmas somewhere near my place ?” 
  “That’s it !“ gasped Bunter. 
  Coker had not got the preposition right. Bunter was not passing Christmas “near” Coker’s place, but “at” Coker’s place—if he could wangle it. But the fag junior sagely decided to let Coker learn that gradually. 
  Once he was started on the homeward way with Coker, it would come easier. 
  “Oh, all right, then!” said Coker. He looked back into the study and surveyed Potter and Greene with contempt. “You hear that, you men?  Here’s a Lower Fourth fag keen on riding pillion on my bike! He’s got more pluck than the pair of you! Not that it needs pluck: it’s safe as houses! Safer than a railway train, I imagine!” 
  “What an imagination !“ murmured Potter. 
  “Eh? What did you say, Potter?” 
  “I said we should miss you awfully this Christmas, Coker—” 
  “Frightfully!” said Greene. 
  “Oh, that’s all right!” said Coker, “You come along to my place, as we arranged—that’s all right. I was a bit waxy: a fellow doesn’t like a pair of silly idiots to say he can’t drive a motor-bike when he’s a past-master at it. Fact is, I’d like you to be there, to see that I get Bunter home safe. If Bunter gets killed—” 
  “Ow!” 
  Coker stared round. 
  “Did you speak, Bunter?” 
  “Nunno!” gasped Bunter. 
  “If Bunter gets killed, I’ll admit that you were right.” said Coker. “You can see for yourselves when you get to my place. Now you’d better get off; you’ll be a long time on that frowsy old railway.” 
  He stepped out of the study again. 
  “Come on, Bunter!”
  Potter and Greene looked at one another as Bunter followed Coker’s mighty strides down the passage. 
  “Better get off.” murmured Potter. “If Bunter funks it, after all, that born idiot will want to manslaughter one of us instead.” 
  “Buck up!” said Greene briskly. 
  And Potter and Greene got off— satisfied with the frowsy old railway— and willing—more than willing—to leave that glorious ride on the pillion to William George Bunter. 

                                         THE FOURTH CHAPTER, 

                                               Beastly for Bunter! 

BILLY BUNTER shuddered. 
  It as said that fools rush in where angels fear to tread. 
  Potter and Greene of the Fifth were not angels, but they certainly feared to tread where Bunter had rushed in. 
  It was Bunter’s last hope—his last chance. It was Coker, or Bunter Court!  In that extremity, Bunter had taken his courage in both hands, so to speak. and plumped for the motor-bike. Only by flattering Coker, by pulling his egregious leg, was it possible to wangle a Christmas with Coker. And a display of confidence in Coker’s powers as a driver was the surest way to bring the smile of friendly toleration to Horace’s rugged brow. Bunter would have preferred any other way, but this was the only way open to him. 
  But as Coker propped his motor-bike in the road and proceeded to argue with it—for the bike seemed a little obstinate—Bunter’s fat heart almost failed him.  Christmas with Coker was all right —Coker Lodge was a land flowing with milk and honey. But if Bunter arrived at Coker Lodge in several detached fragments, obviously it would not be an enjoyable Christmas.  The goodliest and amplest Yuletide fare could not compensate for that. And if Bunter was left strewn along the road, in a detached or semidetached state, he would not reach Coker Lodge at all. Dark doubts assailed Bunter as he watched Coker tuning up the bike. 
  Of course, Coker might carry him safely. Coker’s own escapes had been phenomenal; and he might escape again, and Bunter with him.  While there was life there was hope!
  But had Hurree Jamset Ram Singh been present, he would have remarked justly that the butfulness was terrific. 
  Bunter shuddered at the prospect before him if. Better the Bunter villa, better the company of Bessie and Sammy and the whole Bunter tribe, than the scattering of his own fat person in various directions. 
  Coker seemed rather a long time tuning up the bike. He had given quite a lot of time to it that day, but it still seemed rather out of tune. Bunter began to feel more hopeful. If the bike—like the donkey in the song— wouldn’t go, they would have to go by train. Bunter brightened up. 
   “Won’t it go, Coker?” he ventured at last. 
   A red and excited face was turned on Bunter. 
  “If you can’t talk sense don’t talk at all, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, really, Coker—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  Bunter shut up. Coker looked rather dangerous; he always did when that motor-bike jibbed. 
  The minutes passed. They lengthened into half an hour. Potter and Greene had long gone. Still the motor-bike jibbed. But at last there came from it a cheery chugging, delightful to Coker’s ear, if not to Bunter’s. 
  “Squat on!” said Coker. 
  “I—I say, Coker—” 
  “Are you coming?” 
  “Ye-e-e-es. But—” 
  “Then squat on—and shut up 
  For a brief moment Bunter hesitated. But the winter dusk was falling now, and Greyfriars was shut up, and all the fellows were gone. It was Coker’s bike or Bunter Court ; and again the hapless Owl of the Remove took his courage in both hands, and made the plunge. He took his seat in fear and trembling—but he took it. 
Anyhow, he was going to Coker Lodge. They would have to take Bunter in. That would give him time.  Given time, he would wangle a night’s shelter into a Christmas holiday. Bunter had skill in these matters. If only he got to Coker Lodge in one piece— 
  It was too late to think of that now. 
  Coker was in the saddle, and the motorbike was going. Bunter could only hold on and hope for the best. 
  Coker had no doubts. He never had! He had said that he was going to let that bike out—and he let it out.  He fairly flew. 
  They negotiated the lane that led to the Redclyffe road, at a pace that made Bunter’s head swim. 
  Trees and hedges flew past. 
  Coker shaved a market cart by six indies. He shaved a homeward-bound labourer by three inches. He shaved a wandering cow by half an inch. Had Coker been a barber, he would have distinguished himself by his close shaves.  When the bike skidded, and rocketed along the lane for a considerable distance before Coker regained control, Bunter gave himself up for lost. But fool’s luck stood Coker in good stead. He came out on the Redclyffe road with a rush—on the wrong side, of course—missed a motor-bus by three inches, and sped on towards Redclyffe. 
  “Stop!” articulated Bunter. 
  Coker glanced round cheerily. 
  “Fine—what?” he asked. 
  “Look where you’re going!” gasped Bunter, 
  Coker whizzed round a car, leaving a pale-faced chauffeur jamming on his brakes.  He flew merrily on. 
  “Oh dear!” gasped Bunter, 
  Bunter Court was better than this. It was ever so much better. With the wind whistling and shrieking by Coker could not even hear Bunters voice. He would not have heeded it, had he heard, Bunter wanted him to stop. All Bunter’s earthly desires, at that moment, were concentrated into one wild yearning—that Coker would stop, and let him tumble off that fearful bike. It seemed probable that he would tumble off anyway, whether Coker stopped or not.  Coker roared on. 
  Bunter yelled to him to stop. He shrieked to him to stop.  He raved to him to stop. Coker roared on. 
  Coker, probably, would not have stopped till he reached home, but for the natural penalty that attached to his system of driving. Fool’s luck was all very well, but it could not be expected to last indefinitely. It didn’t. 
  Just outside Redclyffe Coker shaved a motor-car by a foot, a charabanc by an inch, skidded and did not shave the hedge at all. He hit the hedge. 
  His career as a close shaver was at an end. 
  What happened Bunter hardly knew. 
  It seemed like an earthquake. 
  Bunter woke up, as it were, to find himself reposing in a bank of snow on the field side of the hedge. 
  How he had got there was not clear to him. But he was there. Fortunately, the snow had broken his fall. He sat up in the snow, and spluttered. 
  Blow it! Bother it! Bless it !”
  It was Coker’s voice. 
  Coker, apparently, was unhurt. But the bike seemed to have suffered. Strange sounds of complaint proceeded from it as it lay sticking in the hedge. Coker stood and regarded it with dismay. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. “Wow! Ow! Ow!” He scrambled up. “I—I say, Coker, c-c-can’t you get it going?” 
  “It’s a smash!” said Coker gloomily. 
  “Oh, good !“ gasped Bunter. 
  “What? 
  “I—I mean—” 
  “Shut up! I shall have to walk into Redclyffe, and get some garage to send for it.” said Coker glumly. “I fancy it was your weight did it, Bunter. You’re too fat to ride pillion on a motor-bike.” 
  “Oh, really, Coker—” 
  “Well, I’m off,” said Coker. “Sorry I can’t give you that lift after all, Bunter; but you can get a train at Redelyffe. All the Courtfield trains stop there, so you’ve lost no time.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  Leaving the dismantled bike in the hedge, Coker started with long strides for the town. Bunter hurried after him, his fat little legs going like clockwork to keep pace with Coker’s mighty strides. 
  “I—I say, Coker!” he gasped. “Are you taking the train home from Redclyffe?” 
  “After I’ve seen to the bike—yes.” 
  “I’ll wait for you, old chap. ” 
  Coker glanced at him. 
  “I don’t want to punch you at Christmas-time, Bunter.” he said.  “But if you call me old chap again, you’ll get a binge on the beezer.” 
  “I—I mean—” 
  “And you needn’t wait for me.” added Coker. “I don’t want your company.” 
  “The—the fact is—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  Coker quickened his pace. 
  Bunter accelerated also. 
  If Coker escaped him now, all was up. Coker did not even know yet that Bunter was coming home with him for Christmas. 
  “I—I say, Coker—” gasped Bunter. 
  Coker strode on regardless. Bunter broke into a run. The December weather was cold; the wind from the sea sharp and bitter. But the fat junior’s face streamed with perspiration. Coker covered the ground at a great rate. He had to see to the safe disposal of the wrecked bike before he caught a train home. And he had no time to waste—least of all on Bunter,     
  The Owl of the Remove had to sprint. 
  “I—I say, Coker, don’t hurry!” he spluttered. “1 say—” 
  “I’m in a hurry.  ” 
  “But 1 say—’ 
  “Oh, dry up!” 
  Coker strode onward, faster than before. Bunter, gasping for breath, pursued him. But he dropped behind. Bunter couldn’t keep up the pace, and he dropped farther and farther behind. 
  By the time they reached Redclyffe Coker was far ahead, and he disappeared into a busy street. 
  Bunter panted into Redclyffe High Street; but he looked round for Coker in vain. 
  “Oh dear!” gasped Bunter, as he mopped his streaming brow. “Oh dear! Beast! Oh, lor’!”
  Coker had disappeared. No doubt he was somewhere making arrangements for the disposal of his hapless bike. Bunter rolled on to the railway station. Coker would have to turn up there, sooner or later. 
  It was more than an hour before Coker turned up. When he turned up he was looking cross. 
  “I—I say, Coker—” 
  Coker gave him a glare. 
  “You still here, you fat fireak? It was your fault the bike skidded. You don’t know how to place your weight. You dragged it over. That’s the only way of accounting for it.” 
  “Oh, really, Coker—” 
  “Oh, cut off!”
  Coker strode into the railway station. Bunter’s hopes were almost down to zero now; but he rolled in after Coker. He rolled on the platform after Coker with a platform ticket. If he was going home with Coker, it was up to Coker to pay his fare. Bunter had a constitutional dislike to paying his own fare. 
  The train came in, and Coker took a seat. He gave Bunter a concentrated glare as the fat junior put his head and a foot into the carriage. That was all of Bunter that entered, for Coker’s foot barred further ingress. 
  “Get out!” said Coker. 
  “Oh, really, Coker—” 
  “1 don’t like fags travelling in my carriage! Get out!” 
  “Look here, you beast—” 
  Coker’s heavy foot shoved, and Bunter got out and sat down. He was still sitting on the platform when the train moved out of the station. He picked himself up, with feelings that could have been expressed in no known language. Once more he had been let down, Coker was gone. His last hope had failed him. It had been a doubtful hope, at best, and it had failed. 
  Bunter’s feelings as he paid for a ticket with his own money were deep. He took his ticket for Reigate. And when at long last he was landed at Reigate he did not head for home. He headed for a telephone box, and rang up Wharton Lodge, 

                                                THE FIFTH CHAPFER. 

                                                     Neck or Nothing ! 

COLONEL WHARTON lighted his after-dinner cigar with the slow and methodical care of a middle-aged gentleman who, from a proper respect for the wellbeing of his internal organization, allowed himself only one cigar a day. Miss Amy Wharton, silver-haired, but erect in her high-backed chair, knitted. Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, home that day from Greytriars School, sat on a settee that was drawn near the crackling log fire on the ancient, wide hearth of the library at Wharton Lodge. Outside the wind howled roundthe chimney pots, and light flakes of snow fluttered against the window-panes. All four faces, in the glow of the firelight, were cheery and contented. The colonel 
and his sister were glad to have their nephew home again. Harry was glad to find himself at home. And Hlurree Singh’s dusky face expressed a comfortable satisfaction. 
  The other members of the famous Co.— Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull — were coming along later. At present they were at their own homes. But Hurree Singh, 
whose home was in far-off Bhanipur, in North - West India, had come with Harry, as he generally did when Greyfriars broke up for holidays. 
  Wharton was telling his uncle and aunt about the term at Greyfriars. Both were deeply interested. Colonel Wharton, an old Greyfriars man himself, liked to hear about his old school, and Miss Wharton liked to hear about anything or anywhere that concerned her nephew. Football matches and scraps in the Remove passage, were fought over again; and the story told of the attempted burglary at Greyfriars, which had happened shortly before the school broke up for Christmas. Wharton related how Billy Bunter, going down from the dormitory at night to bag a Fifth Form man’s cake from his study, had run into the cracksman, and roused the House, frightened out of his fat wits by the encounter. 
  “I have read of this in the papers.” said the colonel, with a nod. “More than half a dozen burglaries have been reported in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars in the last month or two. It appears that some extremely skilful cracksman has located himself in that neighbourhood, and the police have not been able to deal with him so far.” 
  “He seems to be a clever rascal.” said Harry. “Popper Court, and Hogben Grange, and several other places, have been robbed, and it seems clear that it was the same man every time. It’s supposed to be the same man who got in at Greyfriars. If Bunter hadn’t gone down for Coker’s cake, he would have robbed Greyfriars, too.” 
  “Was Bunter able to describe the man?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Bunter was too scared to think of anything but yelling. But he saw him only in the dark, however.” 
  “The scarefulness of the esteemed Bunter was terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “His yellfulness was preposterous.” 
  The colonel smiled. 
  “The poor boy must have been very frightened,” said Miss Wharton’s placid voice. “It must have been dreadful.” 
  “And he never got the cake.” said Harry. “That was what hit Bunter hardest. He got the cracksman instead of the cake.” 
  A faint, distant buzz was audible. 
  It was the telephone-bell. 
  There was a tap at the door. 
  “Master Harry is wanted on the telephone!” said the butler. 
  Wharton rose. 
  “Some of your school friends, I suppose, my dear.” said Miss Vharton. 
  And Wharton went to take the call. 
  He expected to hear the voice of Bob Cherry, or Nugent, or Johnny Bull when he took up the receiver. But it was quite another voice that came through. 
  “Is that you, Harry, old chap!” 
  “Bunter!” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “I’ve been a jolly long time getting through, old fellow.” said the fat voice over the wires.   
  “Get home all right!” 
  “Yes, thanks.” 
  “Good! I’ve been rather anxious about you, dear old fellow.” 
  “Have you?” asked Wharton, in surprise. “Why?” 
  “Well, this foggy weather, and snow, and all that, and so on.” said Bunter. “And I wasn’t with you to look after you, you know.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “So I’m jolly glad you got home safe, old boy.” 
  “Thanks,” said Wharton, with a touch of sarcasm. “I’ve travelled on the railway before, you know, without accidents happening. Quite a lot, in fact.” 
  “Oh!  Yes!  Well, I’m glad you’re all right. Everybody well at home?” 
  “Yes, thanks. You at home?” 
  “Nunno! I’m speaking from Reigate. I’ve just got in.” 
  “You’ll be jolly late home, won’t you?” 
  There was a fat cough over the wire.. 
  “The fact is, old chap—” 
  Wharton had a premonition of what was coming. 
  “Well?” he rapped. 
  “The fact is, dear old chap, I’m not going home. Coker asked me to go home with him for the hols—” 
  “Coker did?” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “Yes; he was rather keen on it—” 
  “Well, I hope you’ll have a good time with Coker, old fat bean. Good-bye, and a merry Christmas!” 
  “Hold on! Don’t ring off yet, old chap! I haven’t finished! The fact is, I got fed-up with Coker! I went with him as far as Redclyffe, but I left him there. I told him that it couldn’t be done. I was sorry, and said so, but on second thoughts I felt that I had to see my old pals this Christmas. Coker took it rather hard—he had counted on me. But dash it all, old fellow, a fellow’s pals come first, don’t they?” 
  Wharton made no reply to that. 
  “Well, here I am at Reigate.” said Bunter. “Are you sending the car for me, Harry?” 
  “No!” said Wharton grimly. 
  “Hem!  I believe your place is about eight or nine miles from Reigate, isn’t it? Better send the car.” 
  “Rats !” 
  “Eh?”
  “Rats!” repeated Wharton. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  Bunter’s fat cachinnation, coming over the wires, showed that Bunter was taking that reply as a joke. 
  “Well, look here, if it’s a lot of trouble, I won’t bother you to mend the car,” said Bunter genially. — I’ll take a taxi. The difficulty is, that I haven’t any money. I was disappointed about a postal-order just before break-up—” 
  “Are you finished?” 
  “No. I’ll take a taxi. And, look here old chap, you can settle for it, and I’ll square when my Christmas tips come in. I get a lot of Christmas tips from my titled relations, as you know.” 
  “You fat idiot !” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “You’d better cut off home.” said Harry. “Think of the distinguished company at Bunter Court that you told us about. Didn’t you tell us that there would be the cream of the peerage, and a prince or two?” 
  “Oh, yes; but—” 
  “Well, you don’t want to miss all that.” 
  “The fact, is, old fellow, I do!” said Bunter. “I’m fed-up with all this high society, and all that. My tastes are simple. I’d really prefer to pass my Christmas in your humble home.” 
  “Oh, crumbs!” 
  “That being settled—” 
  “But it isn’t settled.” 
  “Yes, it is, old chap! That’s all right! I suppose you wouldn’t mind settling for the taxi when I get in?” 
  “I jolly well should!”
  “Are you going to be mean,Wharton?” 
  “Yes; horribly.” 
  “He, he, he!  Well, I dare say your uncle will settle for it.  He won’t want a cheeky taxi-man kicking up a shindy at his front door, will he?” 
  “Why, you—you—you—” 
  “Still, it might be better to send the car. It will save the money. When you’ve got a car, why not use it? Make the shover earn his wages! I don’t believe in letting servants loaf about with their hands in their pockets. Let ‘em earn their keep—what?” 
  “Good-bye, Bunter !” 
  “Well, I’ll come along in a taxi, then, if you prefer it.” said Bunter. “Expect me in about an hour, old chap.” 
  Wharton, about to hang up the receiver, paused. He glared at the telephone as if that harmless and necessary instrument had given him offence. 
  Bunter was coming. 
  Anything like a refusal was only taken as a jest by the Owl of the Remove! He was coming! 
  Certainly, it would have been quite easy to kick him out when he came, and Wharton had no objection, on principle, to kicking Bunter. He had kicked him often enough at Greyfriars, and was prepared to kick him again, to any extent that was necessary. But it was awkward. 
  Kicking Bunter in the Remove passage at Greyfriars was one thing. Kicking him out of Wharton Lodge, late at night, was another. 
  Colonel Wharton, perhaps, might be amused; Miss Amy Wharton would certainly be surprised and shocked. Quite often Billy Bunter carried his point by sheer “neck.” Nature had not been kind to Bunter in the matter of brains. But she had endowed him with unlimited cheek. Wharton paused, rather at a loss. 
  “I dare say the man will only want about a pound.” came Bunter’s voice. “Of course, I shall settle later. Still, if you’d rather send the car—” 
Wharton drew a deep breath. 
  A glimmer came into his eyes. 
  “I’ll send the car, Bunter!” he said. 
  “That’s right, old chap! Save the money, you know. In fact, you can lend me the pound, instead of paying for the taxi. See? I happen to be short at ready money at the present moment—” 
  “Wait for the car, Bunter.” 
  “Yes, rather!” chuckled Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton rang off, and returned to the library, to ask his uncle’s permission to send the car for a Greyfriars fellow who was hung up at Reigate Station. He received permission at once, and went out to the garage to speak to Brown, the colonel’s chauffeur. 
  He was quite a long time in consultation with Brown; and when he returned to the house, there was a smile on his face—and there was a grin on Brown’s face when he drove the car away. 
  The car was going to pick up Bunter; and Bunter naturally expected it to land him safely at Wharton Lodge. But if Bunter arrived at Wharton Lodge that night the most surprised fellow in the County of Surrey would be Harry Wharton. 

                                        THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Home, Sweet Home ! 

BILLY BUNTER grunted. It was cold.  Light flakes of snow were falling. 
  Bunter was hungry. 
  The hour was growing late. 
  A long drive was before him, when the car arrived to take him to Wharton Lodge; and the car had not arrived yet. 
  More than an hour had elapsed since he had rung up the Lodge. Plenty of time, Bunter considered, for the car to arrive. But it had not come yet. 
  Very likely, Wharton was not hurrying himself in the matter. It would be like the beast! Very likely the colonel’s chauffeur was dawdling. Chauffeurs generally were a cheeky lot 
—Barnes, for instance, at Greyfriars. But for Barnes’ cheek in refusing to drive Bunter in the Head’s car, he might have caught some late-goer at Greyfriars, and landed on him for Christmas, Now another cheeky chauffeur was keeping him waiting, in a windy street outside a chilly railway station. 
  Still, the car must be coming!  Wharton had said that he would send it, and he was a fellow of his word. Bunter grunted, and grumbled, and groused, and waited, and blinked at every car that passed. And at last a car drew up, a chauffeur stepped down, and looked Bunter over carefully, and apparently recognising him from a description he had received, touched his cap to the fat junior. 
  “Mr. Bunter?” he asked. 
  “Yes.” gasped Bunter, “You from Wharton Lodge?” 
  “Yes, sir.” answered Brown. 
  “You’ve kept me waiting!” grunted Bunter. “Look here, put it on, and get me to the Lodge as quick as you can —see?” 
  Brown opened the door of the car. 
  “Please step in, air.” 
s  Bunter stepped in, and the chauffeur closed the door on him, and remounted to his seat. The car hummed away. 
  Billy Bunter settled down comfortably in a cushioned corner, and drew a rug over his fat legs. A cheery grin illumined his podgy visage. 
  He was off at last! 
  Seven or eight miles in a good car. And then Wharton Lodge and supper! “Neck” had done it. By sheer cheek Bunter had landed himself at the Lodge for the Christmas holidays. It was a case of neck or nothing—and Bunter, fortunately, had plenty of “neck.” 
  He grinned serenely as the car rushed on through the shadowy, wintry night. 
  This was better than sitting behind Coker on a buck-jumping motor-bike! This was better than taking a taxi home to the Bunter villa—with the taximan to pay at the end. 
  Bunter felt that he had managed well —some fellows would have hesitated to do as Bunter was doing. Bunter, fortunately, was not thin-skinned.  Besides, Bunter knew that he was an acquisition to any Christmas party. His tact, his affable manners, his fund of wit and humour, his good looks, his distinguished appearance, all made hin valuable at any social gathering. 
  If the Wharton Lodge people could stand fellows like Bob Cherry, and Nugent, and Johnny Bull. and Inky, surely they would be delighted to have a fellow like Bunter. If they weren’t, they ought to be. Anyhow, they were going to have Bunter. That was settled—at least, Bunter was certain that it was. 
  The car glided on by snowy, windy roads. 
  Miles flew under the revolving wheels. 
  Bunter was hungry; but, the prospect of supper cheered him. That stuffy old colonel and his stuffy old sister were hospitable, at least. Bunter did not think much of them; but he thought a lot of their fare. His mouth watered at the thought of a well-spread supper-table. 
  But it seemed to him, at last, that the journey was rather long. The Lodge was not ten miles from Reigate, at the most. It seemed to Bunter that the car had already covered more  than ten miles, yet there was no sign of the Lodge in the wintry landscape. 
  Brown was driving on steadily, like a man who knew the way. He could not have missed his road. That was impossible. Yet it was odd that they had not arrived at the Lodge by this time. 
  After a couple more miles Bunter spoke to the chauffeur. 
  “Look here, you’re a jolly long time getting to the Lodge!  Wharton will be anxious about me. Get on with it.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You haven’t lost your way, I suppose?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Well, we ought to be at the Lodge by this time.” 
  “I’ll let her out, sir.” 
  “Do!” grunted Bunter; and he sank back into his meat, and hugged the rug round his fat person. 
  Brown let the car out. 
  The speed was all that could be desired. They flew past hedges and leafless trees. They passed through several villages. They wound up and down long lanes, and whizzed along roads. It seemed to the astonished Bunter that Brown was taking him for a joy-ride all over Surrey, instead of heading direct for Wharton Lodge—just as if the cheeky beast, for some unknown reason, was merely filling up time, in order to land Bunter late at his destination! Perhaps he was! 
  “Look here, what does this mean?” Bunter hooted at last. “You’re not taking the direct road for Wharton Lodge.” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Why not?” hooted Bunter. 
  Master Harry’s orders, sir.” 
  “What?” gasped Bunter. “Mean to say Wharton told you to take me a long way round?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “What for?” roared Bunter. 
  Master Harry said you would understand when you arrived, sir.” 
  “I don’t understand!” snarled Bunter. 
 “You haven’t arrived, sir.” 
 “Well, when are we going to arrive?” hooted Bunter. 
  “Twelve o’clock, sir.” 
  Bunter gasped. 
  “Mean to say Wharton told you to get me in at midnight?” 
  “Yas, sir.” 
 “Why?” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Master Harry said you would understand when you got in, sir.” 
  “Wharton’s a fool, and you are another!” howled Bunter. “Take me to Wharton Lodge directly! Do you hear?” 
  “I hear, sir.” 
“  Well, get on with it, you silly chump 
  Bunter hugged the rug again and waited. The car flew on. He blinked at his watch. It was half-past eleven. Nice time for a fellow to get in, when he had been hungry—famished—for hours! Why Harry Wharton had given the chauffeur those extraordi- nary orders was past Bunter’s comprehension. He resolved to tell Wharton what he thought of him when he arrived at the Lodge. 
  But he had not arrived yet. 
  Long, shadowy lanes, leafless trees, and snowy hedges continued to glide past the car. Evidently the chauffeur was still obeying Master Harry’s orders, not Bunter’s. But it was no good talking to the cheeky beast— Bunter realised that. He had to wait for midnight to reach his destination, as Wharton had so mysteriously instructed the colonel’s chauffeur. 
  Something familiar in the aspect of the landscape struck Bunter at last, as he blinked from the windows. But it was so dark and shadowy that he could not be sure. 
The car slowed down at last, Bunter sat up and took notice. Brown stepped down, halting the car, and Bunter saw him in talk with a policeman at the corner of a road. 
Obviously, the chauffeur was asking his way, as if seeking a destination known only to him by description. It was more and more amazing, for surely Colonel Wharton’s chauffeur knew how to find his way to the colonel’s house. Bunter concluded that he had driven so far afield, that he was uncertain of his way back. Yet Bunter was sure that there was something familiar in his surroundings now, He, if not Brown, had driven over these roads before, he was certain of that 
  “Don’t you know your way?” he asked angrily, when Brown came back to the car. 
  “Yes, now, sir.” 
  “You, had to ask it!” snapped Bunter. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “I wonder Colonel Wharton doesn’t sack you.” growled Bunter. “ I shall advise him to. For goodness’ sake get on, now you know the way— if you’re sure of it now!” he added sarcastically
   “Quite sure now, sir.” 
“Then get on, and don’t jaw.” 
Bunter’s temper was suffering and his manners always suffered when his temper suffered.  But Brown did not seem to mind; indeed, there was a smile on his face as he resumed driving. 
  The car whizzed on again. 
  Bunter looked at his watch. It wanted 

a few minutes to midnight. He was due to arrive now. Yet the aspect of the roads, as he blinked Irons the windows, though somehow familiar, did not strike him as resembling the surroundings of Wharton Lodge. He was more and more perplexed. 
  The car stopped at last. 
  Brown jumped down and opened the door, 
  “Here you are, sir.” 
  “About time, too!” grumbled Bunter. He uncurled himself from the rug and rose. “Look here, why haven’t you driven up to the house?” 
  “Master Harry’s orders, sir.” 
  “Mean to say I’m to walk up to the house?” 
  “Yes, sir, if you don’t mind, sir.” 
  “I do mind!” snarled Bunter. “Drive right up to the house—do you hear?” 
  “Master Harry’s orders, sir—” 
  “Will you drive right up to Wharton Lodge, or won’t you?” demanded Bunter, in a concentrated voice. 
  “No, sir! Master Harry—” 
  “Blow Master Harry!” roared Bunter. “And blow you! I never heard of such cheek! Blow the lot of you!” 
  Brown held the door open. Bunter stepped out.  The chauffeur immediately shut the door and slid into his seat, and started, 
  Bunter blinked round him in the darkness, 
 The car slid into motion. 
  “Look here—” began Bunter. 
  Brown did not look there. He was looking ahead of him as he drove away. Bunter blinked after the vanishing tail-light of the car. 
  “Beast! What did he rush off like that for?” muttered the Owl of the Remove. “He hasn’t even taken me up the drive. Wbere’s the gates? Blessed if I can see anything in this beastly dark. What—where———” 
  Bunter blinked round in amazement. Wharton Lodge lay by the side of a high road, with big gates opening on a drive. But Bunter, as he blinked about him in the dimness and the falling flakes, saw no sign of gates, or of a park wall, or towering trees. The road in which he stood was a suburban road ——evidently not far from a town.  He could dimly make out railings and a row of laurel bushes at a little distance. Beyond them was the dim shape of a house—of a large house. Even in the dimness there was something familiar in the look of that detached villa. 
  “My hat!” Bunter breathed deep. 
  “That idiot has landed me at the wrong place and gone off! My hat! He ought to be sacked—he ought to be boiled! I—I—I wonder where I am!”
  He groped across the dimness to the railing; he groped along to a gate. On the gate was a name. 
  Bunter struck a match. He was puzzled and perplexed, and anxious to learn where that idiot of a chauffeur had landed him.  He realised by this time that he could be nowhere near Wharton Lodge. 
 The wind blew the match out immediately, but not before Bunter had read the name on the gate. And the name was: 

                                               BUNTER VILLA. 

  William George Bunter stood rooted to the ground. From somewhere in the distance came the chime of midnight.
  Bunter Villa ! 

  

  He was standing outside his own home ! 
  It was at Bunter Villa—glorified, at Greyfriars, into Bunter Court—that the car had landed him— and driven away! 
  It was gone—even the red rearlight had vanished now. 
  Bunter stood transfixed. 
  Slowly understanding filtered into his fat brain. He understood at last the mysterious instructions the chauffeur had received from Master Harry! The chauffeur had been instructed to pick up Bunter at Reigate, drive him about till it was too late for Bunter to make a fresh start that night, and leave him at his own home. And he had left him!	 
Bunter stood and blinked at Bunter Villa. 
  There was no light burning there— the Bunter family had gone to bed! 
  “Oh, crikey !” said Bunter at last. 
  It was all clear to him now. 
  “Beast!” gasped Bunter. 
  The chilly wind caught Bunter, and scattered snowflakes over him. 
  “ Oh lor’ !” 
  There was only one thing for Billy Bunter to do—and he did it. He opened the gate, tramped up the path to Bunter Villa, and banged on the door. It was a case of any port in a storm, and there was nothing for Bunter but “home, sweet home !”

                                         THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     In Ambush! 

THE Head !” murmured Harry Wharton. 
  The esteemed and ridiculous Beak !” murmured Hurree Janset Ram Singh.
  “I am sure.” said Miss Wharton, with her gentle smile and placid voice, “that it will be very agreeable to you to see your headmaster during the holidays.” 
  “Oh !” said Harry. “Hem! Awfully!” 
  “The awfulness is terrific.” 
  “And no doubt the Head will be equally pleased,” said Miss Wharton. 
  “About equally, I think,” murmured Harry. 
  “It will be very nice indeed all round,” concluded the kind old lady. “I am very glad, Harry, that Dr. Locke was able to accept your uncle’s invitation to pass a few days here before Christmas.” 
  “Um!” said Harry. 
  “Dr. Locke will arrive this afternoon.” went on Miss Wharton. “He will stay over to-morrow, and probably leave the next day. Mrs. Locke, I understand, is visiting some relatives, and your uncle’s old headmaster has taken the opportunity to come here. Your uncle is very much attached to his old headmaster, Harry, as, of course, you are.” 
  “Oh, frightfully!” said Harry. 
  “The attachfulness, gracious madam, is terrific and absurd.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly. 
  Miss Wharton smiled her sweet smile.  The two juniors went out into the winter sunshine, leaving the good old soul busy with Christmas decorations. 
  Outside, they exchanged glances. 
  “Ripping, isn’t it, Inky?” said Harry. 
  “The ripfulness is preposterous.” assented Inky. 
  And the two juniors grinned. 
  There was no limit to the respect that the Greyfriars fellows felt for their headmaster, Herbert Henry Locke, Doctor of Divinity. 
  That respect was mingled with liking, but more with awe. And agreeable as Aunt Amy supposed it would be for the schoolboys to see their headmaster in the holidays, they would have been perfectly satisfied not to see him till Greyfriars opened for the following term. Even if they had not seen him then, they could have borne it with fortitude. Headmasters, as a matter of fact, were rather out of the picture in holiday- time. 
  True, Dr. Locke was not likely to “come the Beak” while he was a guest at Wharton Lodge: but his mere presence was rather unnerving to Lower Fourth juniors. On the rare occasions when juniors tea’d with the Head they tea’d in a state of serious and solemn
self-consciousness. Even Bunter, on such an occasion, did not devote his whole and sole attention to his food. Fortunately, such occasions were rare. But to have the headmaster in the house, on holiday, was something like the limit. 
  “Well, it can’t be helped, old bean.” said Harry. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded. 
  “What cannot be cured must go longest to the well.” he remarked 
  “We can stand it.” said Harry. 
  After all, it’s only a couple of days. And the Head, ater all, doesn’t bite.” 
  “The esteemed barkfulness is worse than the absurd bitefulness.” agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “But—” said Harry. 
  “The butfulness is terrific,” 
  “Well, it’s all in the day’s work.” said the captain of the Remove. “We’ve had the Head here before, and lived to tell the tale. No good thinking about it till it happens, anyhow.” 
  “No good meeting a preposterous trouble half-way!” assented Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “And it will be over before our worthy and ridiculous friends arrive, so they will get out of the honourable infliction.” 
  “Anyhow, we’re not getting Bunter. Even the Head’s rather better than Bunter.” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
  There was comfort in that reflection. 
  Nothing had been heard at Wharton Lodge of the Owl of the Remove since he had been landed—unexpectedly—at home! 
  Two days had passed, and Bunter apparently was making the best of home, sweet home. Wharton congratulated himself on the result of that stroke of strategy. There had not even been a ring on the telephone, so there was a happy prospect of not hearing any more from William George Bunter till next term. Which alone was enough to make a holiday a success! 
  In a few days the other members of the Co. were to arrive at the Lodge, which certainly was likely to give the juniors more pleasure than the advent of the Head, deep as was their respect for that stately gentleman. In the meanwhile, the two juniors were enjoying their holiday, looking up old familiar places and acquaintances, skating on the frozen lake, snowballing in the park, and driving out sometimes in the car with Colonel Wharton. 
  “Here comes the esteemed and absurd colonel.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as James Wharton came out of the house and glanced about him. 
  “Looking for us, uncle?” asked Harry. 
  “Yes. I’ve just had a message on the phone.” said the colonel. “It was really you who were wanted; but as you were out of doors I took Bunter’s message for you.” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Yes. You did not mention that you had asked Bunter here for Christmas, Harry—!” 
  “I—I—!”
  “It does not matter, of course—you are welcome to bring all your school friends, and the more the merrier,” said the colonel, with a smile. “Bunter says he finds he will be able to come, after all—” 
  “Oh! D-d-does he?” 
  “And he will be along this afternoon.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “He is coming by train to the village, and he suggests that you may like to walk and meet him.” said Colonel Wharton. “As a matter of fact, I was going to take you with me on a visit this afternoon to Sankey Hall. General Sankey is home from India, and he has brought home witnh him a collection of Oriental jewels which I think you boys would like to see. However, if you would rather meet your friend Bunter, do so by all means.” 
  Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh exchanged an eloquent glance. 
  “You can let me know at lunch.” added the colonel; and he went back into the house. 
  “The fat villain—” murmured Wharton. 
  “The esteemed fat rotter—” 
  “I—I don’t want to explain to uncle how the matter stands.” said Harry. But—but we’re going to put paid to Bunter somehow.” 
  “But the howfulness—” 
  “There’s only one train at Wharton Magnus this afternoon. Bunter will have to come by that. We’ll meet on the way—” 
  “The meetfulness of the esteemed Bunter will not be the boonful blessing, my absurd chum.” 
  “And snowball him—” 
  Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “And keep it up till he clears.” said Harry. “We don’t want anything to happen here. But if we meet him half-way from the village we can give him an high old time, and make him glad to take the next train home. What’” 
  “It is a wheezy good idea.” agreed the nabob. “We will pelt the esteemed fat Bunter with ridiculous snowballs all the way to the railway station, and pitch him into the first train that goes— no matterfulness where it goes! As the esteemed proverb remarks, desperate diseases require a desperate pitcher to go longest to the well. 
  Harry Wharton chuckled. 
  “Even Bunter will be fed up with that!” he said. 
  “Perhapsfully.” 
  And when Colonel Wharton left that afternoon in the car to visit his old military acquaintance and inspect his collection of jewels from India’s coral strand, he was not accompanied by the two juniors. 
  They preferred to meet Bunter. 
  Certainly the colonel had no idea of their intentions in meeting that fat and fatuous youth. That was a little matter that was better kept to themselves. 
  Later in the afternoon the chums of the Remove started for the village. 
  The early December dusk had fallen when they started, and it was quite dark when they were half-way to Wharton Magnus. 
  There they halted to wait for Bunter and filled in the time of waiting by manufacturing a pile of snowballs all ready for the Owl of the Remove. 
  Desperate diseases required desperate remedies, and really there seemed no other way of dealing with W. G. Bunter, 
  In the December darkness, with light snowflakes falling on them through leafless branches overhead, Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh waited—and watched the road for Bunter. 

                                            THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                                  Lucky for Bunter !
“BEASTLY!” 
  That was Billy Bunter’s opinion of the weather and of the universe generally. 
  It was dark! It was cold! It was windy! It was snowy! It was, in fact, beastly! The universe, as usual, was not run according to the requirements of W. G. Bunter. 
  Bunter had had a couple of days at home.  He had determined to treat Wharton with the contempt he deserved. He was going to ignore the fellow. 
  But kinder thoughts prevailed. 
  Two days at home were enough for Bunter—probably enough for the other Bunters, Mr. Bunter had asked him, rather sharply, how it was that he was not, as he had stated, spending the holidays with Lord Mauleverer. Sammy Bunter had asked him whether their wasn’t a single fellow at Greyfriars upon whom he could have landed himself. Bessie Bunter had asked him for half-a-crown he had owed her since last holidays, and she asked him not once, but many times, till Buntet was sick of the subject. He could have got rid of the subject, certainly, by handing over the half-crown; but that idea did not seem to occur to Bunter, 
  At all events, he did not hand it over, and Bessie kept to the subject with a wearisome iteration and reiteration. 
  Bunter could not help feeling that he was not properly valued in his own home. Such unsisterliness from Bessie and unbrotherliness from  Sammy shocked a fellow who was himself a model brother. 
  Christmas time, after all, was a time for forgiveness, and Bunter felt that it was up to hin to forgive Wharton that beastly trick.  He would not only forgive him, but would shed the light of his fat countenance on him. Hence his telephone message which had been taken by Colonel Wharton. This time Bunter did not ask for the car to be sent for him. He had a suspicion that if Brown picked him up in the car his destination might turn out not to be Wharton Lodge at the end of the drive. 
  And so, when Bunter rolled out of the little village station late in the December afternoon, he started to walk. 
  The beasts might have come and met him and walked to the Lodge with him, but they hadn’t. That was only to be expected of such beasts, however. 
  Cold and darkness and wind and snow did not please Bunter. He grunted and groused as he left the village behind and plunged into the dense darkness flickering with snowflakes. 
Really, it was frightfully dark. Even with the aid of his big spectacles Bunter could hardly see his way. 
  He was hungry and in a hurry. Perhaps he would not have been in such a hurry had he known what was waiting for him half-way to the Lodge. Fortunately, he did not know. 
  “Beastly!”  groaned Bunter. “Oh dear! Oh, rotten! Oh!” 
  He stopped and blinked about him, 
  He knew the way to Wharton Lodge —in the daylight, at least. But this beastly darkness and snow puzzled a fellow. 
  He stopped at a cross-roads, and blinked round him dismally. 
  If those rotters had met him at the station—but they hadn’t! The question was, which of these beastly roads was a fellow to take? 
  There was a signpost. But what was the use of a signpost when the darkness was as black as the inside of a hat? 
  Bunter could barely see the post; and he could not see the board above at all.  He struck a match, which the wind instantly blew out. 
  “Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. 
  Like Moses of old, he looked this way and that way. But, like Moses again, he saw no man. There was no one of whom he could ask his way. 
  He had four roads to choose from— for after a little while he was no longer certain of the road by which he had come to the corner. All the beastly roads looked the same in the beastly darkness. One of them was the right road, one of them led back to the village, and two of them were hopelessly wrong, and might lead Bunter to anywhere in Surrey. 
  “Beasts!” snorted Bunter. 
  A car passed him, with a flare of lights; and Bunter yelled to at, to stop it and ask his way of the driver. But the car sped on, and left him snorting. 
  Something had to be done. He could not remain where he was all through the winter night. But the chances were three to one against his taking the right road. 
  “Oh lor’ !” groaned Bunter. 
  Even home, sweet home, had attractions for him now, as he stood in darkness and wind and snow, and blinked hopelessly round him. Even the unending melody of Bessie’s voice, inquiring after the half-a-crown, was better than this. He was lost in Cimmerian gloom; and literally did not know which way to turn. 
  The lights of a car winked in the distance, coming down one of the roads to the corner. 
Bunter jumped into the middle of the road. 
  If he stood there, and held up his hand, the chauffeur would be bound to stop; he would be clearly visible in the headlights, and the beast wouldn’t dare to run over him. Besides, the beast would think the road was up, or something. Once he had stopped the car he would inquire his way. If the people in the car didn’t like it they could lump it. Bunter was not worrying about them. 
  There was a loud hooting on a motor-horn, as the car swept nearer.  The headlights dazzled Bunter; and certainly they showed up his fat figure to the eyes of the chauffeur, 
  Honk, honk, honk! 
  Bunter desperately stood where he was. He knew that the beast could see him, and must stop. 
  There was a jamming of brakes, and the car slowed down, 
  Bunter, his fat heart failing him, was about to leap aside, when the car slowed and stopped, a safe distance short of him, 
  “What do you want? What are you stopping me for?” called out the driver, in sharp tones. 
  

   Bunter started. 
  The voice was familiar. 
  “Oh, crumbs!” he ejaculated. “Barnes!”
  He rolled on to the car. 
  “Is that you, Barnes? I say, is the Head in the car?” 
  Barnes gave the fat junior a far from amiable look. 
  “Yes,” he said curtly. “What did you stop me for? Is the road up, or what, Master Bunter?” 
  “Oh. no!” 
  “Bless my soul!” came a voice from the interior of the car. “It is a Greyfriars boy! Is that Bunter?” 
  “Yes, sir!”Bunter approached the door of the car, and drew it open. “So glad to see you, sir! It’s such a pleasure to a fellow, sir, to see his headmaster ia holiday time.” 
  “Dear me!” said Dr. Locke, blinking at him. “Why did you stop my car, Bunter? I am somewhat in a hurry— we have been delayed by snow on the road !” 
  “I’ve lost my way, sir!” explained Bunter. 
  There was satisfaction in his fat face now. He remembered that it had been mentioned at Greyfriars that the Head was to visit Wharton Lodge during the Christmas holidays. Evidently this was the visit! It could not have happened better—for Bunter. 
  Bunter considered that this was lucky—and he would have considered it still more lucky had he known what was awaiting him a little farther up the road. 
  “I’m going to Wharton Lodge, sir.” went on Bunter, “Wharton’s expecting me there, and he will be frightfully anxious about me.” 
  “Bless my soul!” said the Head. “Then it is very fortunate that we met, my boy, as I also am going to Wharton Lodge. You may step into the car, Bunter.” 
  “Thank you, sir.” 
  Bunter stepped into the car. 
  He sat down.  
 “Please proceed, Barnes!” said the Head. 
 Barnes proceeded. 
 Ten minutes later the flashing headlights of the car rushed past two shadowy figures that lurked under tue trees by the wayside, by the side of a heap of snowballs. The car rushed on, too swiftly for those lurking figures to recognize anybody in it. Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were still waiting for Bunter when Barnes drove the Head’s car up to the door of Wharton Lodge. 

                                             THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                         Bunter Makes Himself at Home! 

BIUGIIT and cheerful light streamed from the wide open doorway of Wharton Lodge, as the head’s car stopped at the steps. Colonel Wharton came out to greet his distinguished visitor. Barnes had stepped down to open the door of the car, and the stately Head of Greyfriars emerged, and shook hands warmly with the “Old Boy,” who had once been captain of Greyfriars School. After him rolled Billy Bunter. 
  The colonel’s eye fell on the fat junior, while he was exchanging greetings with his old headmaster. He raised his eyebrows in surprise. 
  “Is that Bunter?” he asked. 
  “Yes.” said Dr. Locke. “The boy appears to have lost his way coming here, but fortunately I found him on the road and gave him a lift.” 
  “That is very singular,” said the colonel, “as my nephew and his friend have gone to the village to meet his train.”  “The beasts never turned up,” said Bunter. 
  “Eh?”
  “I mean, the dear old fellows never turned up.” said Bunter hastily. 
  “Oh!” 
  “They’ll be awfully sick at missing me,” said Bunter. “I dare say Harry’s told you what bosom pals we are at Greyfriars.” 
  “He has not mentioned it.” said Harry’s uncle. 
  “Inseparable, sir,” said Bunter.  “Damon and Pythias, and all that! You see, I stood by Wharton when he first came, when he was so unpopular that nobody would speak a word to him.” 
  “You had bettor go in, Bunter.” said Colonel Wharton. “No doubt Harry will come back soon, when he finds that he has missed you. Pray come in, Dr. Locke! Your chauffeur will take the car round to the garage. Good gad!” ejaculated the colonel, breaking off suddenly as he was about to direct Barnes to the garage. 
  He stood staring blankly at Barnes’ immovable face. 
  “You!” he almost stuttered. 
  “Yes, sir.” said Barnes. 
  Dr. Locke looked astonished. 
  “I did not know you had seen my chauffeur, Barnes, Colonel Wharton!” he said. “Barnes has been with me only three months.” 
  “Barnes?” repeated the colonel. 
  He pulled himself together quickly. Billy Bunter, instead of going into the house, was blinking at him curiously. 
  The sight of the schoolmaster’s chauffeur had obviously given Colonel Wharton a shock; why, Bunter could not imagine, but it excited his curiosity. It was Bunter’s way to be deeply interested in matters that did not concern him. 
  Barnes’ face expressed nothing. 
  The colonel gave him one long look, and then conducted his distinguished visitor into the house. Bunter lingered, with a curious blink at Barnes. 
  “I say, Barnes, have you seen the old boy before?” he asked. 
Barnes seemed deaf.
  “He hasn’t been to Greyfriars since the Head took you on, I know that.” said Bunter. “I say, he seemed quite startled to see you, Barnes.” 
  “Do you think so, sir?” said Barnes smoothly. 
  “Well, it was plain enough.” said Bunter. “Fairly flabbergasted. Did you ever drive for the old josser?” 
“I am afraid, sir, that I cannot listen to you if you describe Colonel Wharton as an old josser,” said Barnes. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Bunter, I say, did he sack you?” 
  “Perhaps you will kindly make your inquiries of Colonel Wharton himself, sir!” suggested Barnes. 
  Bunter blinked at him and rolled into the house. Colonel Wharton was occupied with his distinguished visitor, and seemed somehow to have forgotten the existence of that much more distinguished visitor, William George Bunter. 
  But Aunt Amy took heed of the fat junior, in some surprise. She was aware that her nephew and Hurree Singh had gone to the village in time to meet Bunter’s train, and could not guess how they had missed him. As it appeared, however, that they had, Miss Wharton remarked placidly that it was very fortunate that he had met the Head’s car on its way to the Lodge, and observed that Harry would be very much relieved to learn, when he came in, that Bunter had arrived safely. 
  The unsuspicious old lady gave Bunter a placid but cordial welcome, as one of Harry’s friends at school, and a servant took him to the room that was prepared for him. There was no baggage to be taken to Bunter’s room. Bunter relied on borrowing what he wanted from his friends, and baggage was unnecessary. On occasions like this Bunter was accustomed to travelling light. Moreover, Bunter had not been absolutely certain of butting successfully into the Lodge, and had he failed, baggage would have been superfluous. Certainly a suitcase would have been rather in the way had Wharton and Hurree Singh carried out the intention with which they were still watching in ambush on the road. 
  Billy Bunter had stayed at Wharton Lodge before, and he knew his way about. On the whole, he was not sorry that Wharton and Hurree Singh were absent. How the silly asses had missed him at the station was a mystery; but it did not matter, as he had arrived safely, and they were welcome, so far as Bunter was concerned, to wait as long as they liked in the December wind. 
  In fact, the longer they waited the better; it gave Bunter a chance to borrow, without a lot of beastly argument, the things a fellow needed when he travelled without baggage. 
Bunter was wet and muddy and considerably draggled, and he needed a considerable change. Naturally, a fellow wanted to look decent at dinner in the presence of his hosts and of his headmaster. 
  A very slight wash was enough for Bunter; extravagant in many matters. Bunter never wasted soap. 
  After that he left his room and proceeded to Wharton’s. Undoubtedly it was just as well that Wharton was out. 
  Turning on the light in Wharton’s room, Billy Bunter proceeded to look for what he wanted, 
  Wharton, fortunately, was well provided with clothes, 
  It was unfortunate that he did not possess Bunter’s handsome, well-developed figure; all his things were much too limited in circumference for Bunter. But that, after all, was a difficulty that could be overcome. Where there was a will, there was a way, 
  A waistcoat, for instance, could be slit up the back with a penknife. This process did not improve the waistcoat considered as a garment. But it made it meet round Bunter, which was the chief thing. The buttonhole of a collar could be extended with the same penknife, to make it meet round Bunter’s fat neck. Shoes fitted fairly well, and the socks were all right. Trousers and jacket were rather tight; but, after all, a fellow who took pot luck couldn’t be too particular about small matters. 
  By the time Bunter was arrayed in Harry Wharton’s best clothes, he was fairly satisfied with the result. 
  He surveyed himself in a mirror, and nodded with satisfaction. The clothes were good, if not an exact fit, and they were set oft to advantage by the graceful, well-developed figure inside them. Certainly they had never before been so well filled. 



 A few odds and ends, such as a necktie and some pearl studs, were borrowed from Hurree Singh’s room. In these matters Bunter was impartial, 
  Feeling much better now, though frightfully hungry, Bunter descended the stairs. 
  Wells, the butler, was in the hall, and his eyes fell on Bunter with a slightly startled look as he appeared.  Possibly Wells recognised the garments that graced Bunter’s podgy person. Possibly he had been surprised at a visitor arriving for the Christmas holidays without even a small bag. Bunter’s methods were those of the soldiers of olden time, who carried no supplies, but lived on the country they ravaged. 
  Bunter gave him an amiable grin. 
  “Have my pals come in yet?” he asked 
  “Master Harry is not in yet, sir,” said Wells. 
  Bunter chuckled. 
  “I fancy they’re finding it jolly cold.” he remarked. “Must have been silly owls to miss me—what? Where’s the old bird?” 
  “The—the what, sir?” 
  “The Beak,” said Bunter. 
  “The Beak ?” repeated Wells. 
  “Old Locke !” said Bunter impatiently. 
  “If you refer to Dr. Locke, sir, he it now in the library with the master!” said Wells frigidly. 
  “Then I’ll jolly well give the library a miss!” said Bunter, “I get enough of the old josser at Greyfriars—see? Bit thick having him landed on a fellow for the Christmas holidays! Wharton might really have given his uncle the tip that it wouldn’t do! But he always was a silly ass!”
  “Oh!” gasped Wells. 
  “Where’s the old lady?” went on Bunter. 
  “What old lady, sir?” asked Wells icily. 
  “Wharton’s aunt, I mean. I suppose there’s not a lot of old ladies about the place?” 
  “Miss Wharton is in the drawing- room, sir.” 
  “Anybody else about—I mean, any more visitors?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “It’s going to be rather dull and dismal, I can see.” said Bunter. “But I suppose 1 can stand it. I’m used to something a bit more lively in holiday time, Wells.” 
  “Indeed, sir!”
  “I’ve left a big crowd at Bunter Court. This place seems pretty dismal after home. Still, a fellow makes the best of things. I don’t expect much when I come to stay with Wharton. Don’t go, Wells! I haven’t finished yet! Look here, I’m hungry!” 
  “Dinner will be served at seven, sir.” 
  “I said I’m hungry.” said Bunter. “I want you to get me a snack to go on with. Nothing much—a cold chicken would do, and a pie or so, and a few mince-pies. Merely a snack to keep me going.” 
  “Oh ?” gasped Wells. “Certainly, sir !” 
  Billy Bunter was provided with a snack to keep him going. Nobody, looking at Bunter when he disposed of it, would have supposed that it was simply a snack. It seemed to Wells that he was laying in provisions for the whole vacation. 
  Having taken the keen edge off his appetite, Bunter rolled along to the drawing-room. 
Any company was better than that of his headmaster and a stuffy old colonel, and so Miss Wharton was honoured with Bunter’s fascinating society. 
  The kind old lady was placidly cordial, but the gentle smile gradually faded oft her face under the charms of Bunter’s conversation. 
  Bunter described the glorious things that were going on at Bunter Court, from which he had torn himself simply on account of his friendship with Wharton—a sacrifice on the altar of friendship, as it were.  He glided to the subject of Greyfriars, touched on his popularity in his Form, and described how useful his friendship was to Wharton in the Remove, where nobody liked him. 
  Then he came to the subject of the attempted burglary at the school, and his description of that episode differed greatly from the one Miss Wharton had already heard from her nephew. 
  From Bunter’s account—from which Coker’s cake was entirely missing—it seemed that he had gone down to look for burglars, that he had collared the cracksman and held on to him and shouted for help, and that, had the other fellows backed him up, the man would have been captured; but everybody excepting Bunter had shown rotten funk, especially Wharton. 
  Having thus delighted the old lady with his brilliant powers as a conversationalist, Bunter drifted away to the billiard-room to knock the balls about till dinner.  He left Miss Wharton with an extraordinary expression on her face. 

                                            THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     Bunter Sticks! 
“BETTER chuck it!”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shivered. 
  The chuckfulness is the proper caper.” he agreed. 
 ‘The fat idiot must have lost his train.” 
 “Or his way,” suggested the nabob. 
  “One of the two,” agreed Wharton. “Anyhow, we can’t wait here any longer for the fat bounder. We shall be frozen.” 
  “The freezefulness is already terrific, my esteemed chum!” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur, through his chattering teeth. 
  “Come on!” said Hatry. 
  The two juniors turned back towards Wharton Lodge. They had waited long, but there had been no sign of Billy Bunter on the road. That he had arrived at Wharton Lodge more than an hour ago they were as yet unaware. 
  “After all, if he’s lost his train, it’s all right.” said Harry. “He may not have had the neck to start, after all.” 
  The neckfulness of the esteemed Bunter is equal to anything.” 
  “He may have lost his way coming from the village.” said Harry. “He’s fathead enough for anything. Still, I suppose, if he has, he will arrive somewhere.” 
  “Probably,” grinned the nabob. 
.  “It doesn’t matter much where, so long as it’s not the Lodge.” 
  “Exactfully!”
  “Anyhow, we ought to get in. Dr. Locke will be there before this.  He’s coming down by car. One of the cars that passed us may have been his. And we want to be civil to the Beak.” 
  Through the sharp December wind and the falling flakes the two juniors tramped back to Wharton Lodge, 
  The ambush for Bunter had been a frost. Still, there was comfort in the knowledge that he wasn’t coming, after all. That comfort, however, only lasted till the chums of the Remove reached home. 
  Wells came to help them off with their coats. In the doorway of the billiard-room, which opened at the end of the hall, a fat figure appeared, with a cue in a fat hand, and a grin on a fat face. 
  “I say, you fellows!”
  Harry Wharton jumped. 
 “Wha-a-at—” he ejaculated. 
 “The esteemed and idiotic Bunter!” gasped Hurree Jameet Ram Singh. 
  The two juniors stared blankly at Bunter. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  “I say, you fellows, you look chilly!” he remarked. “Had a good time hanging about in the snow—what? He, he, he!” 
  “Bunter!” repeated Wharton blankly.
 “The Bunterfulness is terrific!” murmured the nabob. 
  “You fat villain—” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “How did you get here?” demanded the captain of the Remove. “We’ve been waiting for you—” 
  “At the station?” grinned Bunter. 
  “Nunno!”
  “That accounts for it.” said Bunter. “I wondered how even a pair of silly asses like you fellows could have missed me at the station. You see, I started to walk, and I the Head came along and gave me  a lift in his car—’’ 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “And you  went on waiting!” chuckled Bunter. He, he, he! Didn’t you find it a bit parky?” 
  Harry Wharton breathed hard and deep. 
  “I’ve been in quite a long time, you fellows.” said Bunter cheerily. “ i’ve had time to change. You didn’t mind my borrowing a few of your things, did you, Harry, old chap?” 
  “I—I—— You—you—” gasped Wharton. 
  He recognised the garments  in which William George Bunter was arrayed. 
  “I know you wouldn’t mind!” said Bunter. “I say, the Beak’s here.  He’s  chin-wagging in the library with the other old josser—” 
  “What?” 
  “I’m giving them a miss. I’ve been talking to your aunt, Wharton. Nice old soul, though  a bit dense. I say, come  in and have a hundred up. I’ll give you fifty in the hundred , with a fiver on the game. What?” 
  Harry Wharton made a stride towards the happy Bunter. Exactly what he was going to do was not clear; but his look indicated that it was something of a drastic nature. But just then Miss Wharton appeared on the scene. She had heard her nephew and the nabob come in. 
  “Harry, my dear—” 
  Wharton stopped suddenly . 
  Bunter, who had looked alarmed for a moment, grinned. Really, it was impossible to deal with Bunter as he deserved, in the circumstances . 
  “How very odd that you missed your friend at the station, Harry!” said Miss Wharton. “ But how very fortunate that he arrived safely. 1 am afraid you must be very cold, Harry. There’s a fire in your room, my boy—” 
  Wharton and the nabob went up to their rooms. Billy Bunter resumed knocking the balls about, with a cheery disregard for the cloth he was cutting. Upstairs, Harry and the nabob looked at one another. There was a faint grin on Hurree Singh’s face. 
  “I—I—I’ll——” breathed Wharton. 
  “The esteemed Bunter’s neck is truly terrific!” 
  “I’ve a jolly good mind—” Wharton paused. “Never mind, we’ll take him for a walk to-morrow, and lose him.” 
  The two juniors changed and came down to dinner. They had the honour of dining with their headmaster. Dr. Locke was very kind and gracious, and the chums of the Remove did not find his awful presence so overpowering as they had feared. 
The Head, in fact, was one of those rare schoolmasters who ceased to be a schoolmaster when he was outside the walls of the school. 
  He was, in fact, as Wharton remarked afterwards to Inky, just like a human being! 
  Billy Bunter enjoyed his dinner. 
  The snack he had taken made no difference to that. Miss Wharton’s eyes dwelt on him once or twice with a little alarm. 
  Bunter was glad, by the time dinner was over, that he had slit Wharton’s waistcoat at the back. 
  When Miss Wharton left the dining-room the three boys went also, leaving the colonel and his old headmaster to their cigars and their talk over old times. Wharton tapped Bunter on the shoulder. 
  “What about a walk, Bunter?” he asked. 
  “Too dark, old chap.” 
  “Like a run in the car?” 
  Bunter grinned. 
  Without being unduly suspicious, Bunter had an idea that a run in the car might leave him stranded somewhere at a distance from Wharton Lodge. 
  “Thanks, old bean, I shouldn’t care for it. You see, I’m used to the pater’s Rolls; and your uncle’s car is a bit uncomfortable, after that.” 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  “You fat rotter—” he hissed. 
  “Eh? What did you say, old fellow?” asked Bunter loudly. 
  Miss Wharton glanced round. 
  “Oh, nothing !” gasped Wharton. 
  Bunter rolled into the drawing-room with Miss Wharton. He felt safer under that kind old lady’s wing. There was a
dusky grin on Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s face, as if he found something entertaining in the shifts and maneuvers of the Owl of the Remove. But Wharton did not smile. 
Miss Wharton went early to bed. Bunter, who had intended to stay up late, decided to go to bed early, too. There was a look in Harry Wharton’s eye that he did not quite like. 
  He was in his room when the other two juniors, having said good-night to the colonel and their headmaster, came up. Wharton tapped at Bunter’s door and turned the handle. 
The door did not open. 
  “Bunter!” 
  Snore! 
  “You’re not asleep, you fat villain!” said Wharton, through the keyhole. “Let me in, you podgy pirate!” 
  Snore! 
  “I’m going to burst you, you fat freak!”
  Snore! 
  Bunter, you fat rotter!” 
  Snore! 
  Wharton gave it up. 

                                 THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                       A Page from the Past! 

BARNES stepped into the library and closed the door after him. 
  Colonel Wharton, standing before the log fire, fixed his gaze on Dr. Locke’s chauffeur. 
  The head of Greyfriars had gone to bed. The whole house was sleeping now, with the exception of the colonel, Barnes, and Wells. And the butler had been told to go to bed, after bringing Barnes to the colonel’s presence. 
  Barnes, with a cool and expressionless face, crossed the spacious room towards Colonel Wharton, and stood waiting respectfully. 
  Colonel Wharton seemed in no hurry to speak.  His eyes scanned the calm, clean-shaven, respectful face of the Head’s chauffeur. 
  “You desired to speak to me, I think, sir” said Barnes at last, breaking the silence. 
  “I did,” said the colonel. 
  “I am at your service, sir.” 
  “It is my duty to inquire what this means, Poynings.” said Colonel Wharton, in a deep voice. 
  “My name is Barnes, sir.” 
  “Your name is Arthur Poynings.”
  Barnes’ calm face did not move a muscle. 
  “Are you not making a mistake, sir?” he suggested.  
  “I am making no mistake.” said the Colonel, with emphasis, “and not only do I recognise 
you, but I am convinced that you recognise me and remember our former acquaintance perfectly well. I recognised you the moment my eyes fell on you, Poynings.” 
  “You have a good memory, sir.” 
  “I have—for faces.” said Colonel Wharton. “You are older now, Poynings, and you have changed since the War-time. Nevertheless, I knew you at once. Did you not expect to be recognised by me when you came here with Dr Locke?” 
  Barnes was silent for a moment. 
  But he made no further attempt to deny the identity the colonel attributed to him. 
 “I thought of it, sir,” he said, “but I thought you had probably forgotten my existence. Anyhow, I had no choice in the matter as I am in Dr. Locke’s employment, and bound to drive his car. I will admit,” continued Barnes calmly, “that when Dr. Locke told me that I was to drive to Wharton Lodge it occurred to me to catch a timely and temporary cold. But—” he shrugged his shoulders. “As I said, I thought you had probably forgotten ne, and I intended not to meet your eye more than was unavoidable. And as you are a governor of Greyfriars, where I am employed, the meeting might have come about at any time. So I did not catch that cold.” 
  The colonel scanned the calm, well-cut face of the head’s chauffeur while he was speaking. 
  “I chanced it, sir.” went on Barnes. “I really had no choice. But in ease of recognition by you I did not think that I had anything to fear. You are not the man to give an old comrade-in-arms a kick when he is down and trying to struggle up.” 
  “Certainly not.” said the colonel. “But—what does this masquerade mean. Poynings? You are playing the part of a chauffeur----” 
  “I am a chauffeur.” 
  “Under an assumed name—” 
  “For two reasons.” said Barnes. “I did not care to seek employment under my own name, and my own name was somewhat of a handicap after the disaster that happened to me after the War —and of which you are doubtless aware.” 
  “Quite.” 
  There was a short silence. 
  “In Flanders,” said the colonel at last, “you were Lieutenant Arthur Poynings, one of the most recklessly courageous junior officers in the Loamshire Regiment. Your character was 
not good, Poynings—you were guilty more than once of conduct that risked your commission, but in those days courage atoned for much. I was not wholly surprised when I heard what became of you after the War. 
  Barnes smiled faintly. 
  “I was one of hundreds, or rather, thousands.” he said. “The War knocked all my prospects on the head. It left me with expensive tastes, an unsettled disposition, and nothing to do. A grateful country had no particular use for me when there was no longer a demand for cannon fodder. A Public school education had not exactly fitted me to earn my bread by honest labour. There was no easy job for me to slip into. I was nervy, fed-up, reckless—and in that state I wrote another man’s name to a cheque—and paid the penalty. My story is the story of many others.” 
  “True.” said the colonel slowly. 
  “After which,” said Barnes, “I found that there was one useful thing I could do—I could drive a car. I had driven my own car before the war—after I came out of prison I drove an employer’s car. You may remember that I was a good driver, sir.” 
  “I remember!” 
  The colonel’s face softened. There came back into his memory the picture of an episode in the wild War days that now seemed so far off, of a road torn by shell-holes, of roaring bombs, and bullets that fell like rain, of a young man, little more that a boy then, who steered a rocketing car, with a bloodstained bandage across his forehead, and his face below it grinning with sheer reckless delight in danger—cool and steady as if driving on the Brighton road, while death rained round him. 
  “I worked in a garage for some years.” said Barnes. “I became a chauffeur. It was all that I could do— but that, at least, I could do well. Finally, I was lucky enough to obtain my present employment—well-paid, under a kind master. That is the whole history. Since I have followed my present calling I have made no slip—no one has complained of me. Dr. Locke, I believe, is perfectly satisfied. There is only one thing against me—the slip I made in the early days after the War. That is many years ago now—and you, sir, I think, are not the man to drag it up to ruin me.” 
  “Not if you are earning an honest living.” said Colonel Wharton. “Not if you are keeping straight, Poynings. But Dr. Locke is my friend—he is my old headmaster—and when I find in his service a man who has been in prison for forgery, and who is bearing an assumed name—”.  He paused
  “My record is open to inpection, sir,” said Barnes. “For eight years I have kept a clean record.” 
  “And during that time there is nothing against you?” 
  “Nothing.” 
  “Inquiry——” 
  “Will prove what I say.” 
  The colonel regarded him keenly and dubiously. 
  “If this is true I am the last man in the world to drag up the past, and spoil your chances, Poynings,” he said at last, “but—” 
  “But you do not believe me!” 
  “I do not say that. But you were reckless, wild, extravagant when I knew you—it is hard to believe that you have settled down to steady and humdrum   “work.” 
  “Wisdom comes with years, sir.” said Barnes, smiling. “I paid dearly for the one slip I made. The taint of a gaol- bird is on my own name. I have learned my lesson and profited by it.” 
  “Dr. Locke does not know?” 
  “Kind as he is, I doubt whether he would have engaged Convict Fifty-five as his chauffeur.” said Barnes ironically. “He knows nothing, except that I was an ex-officer after the War. I came to him with good recommendations—I had made a reputable name for myself in my own humble sphere, as Arthur Barnes. I had a spotless record extending over eight years. What went before was blotted out.” 
  There was another silence. 
  “If you feel it your duty to tell Dr. Locke the facts I must leave his service.” said Barnes quietly. “That is for you to decide. I leave it in your hands.” 
  “I must consider,” said Colonel Wharton. “If matters are as you state, you have nothing to fear from me. If this change has indeed taken place in your character no one could be more pleased than I. For the present, at least, I shall say nothing, and if I decide to speak I shall give you ample warning before doing so. But if, after looking into your post-War record, I find that it is a clean one, you may rely upon my silence.” 
  “Thank you, sir.” said Barnes. “I expected as much from you. I will give you, when you choose, every information you may care to ask—the names of my employers, their addresses—you will find that I have been a good and faithful servant.” 
  There was a tone of ironical bitterness in the man’s voice as he concluded that made the colonel give him a sharp look. 
  “You are not satisfied with your present occupation, Poynings?” he asked. 
  The chauffeur gave a shrug. 
  “Something better may be found— abroad, perhaps.” suggested the Colonel. “In a new country—and if you require help—” 
  “Thank you, sir, but I ask no man for help while I am able to fend for myself.” said Barnes. “But for the War matters would have been very different—but I earn an honest living. and I like my work, and I long ago learned to put my pride in my pocket. I am not dissatisfied, and if it irks me to call any man my master, at least, I have a master who is kind and courteous. I am satisfied to remain as I am—if you will let me.” 
  “That is a settled thing, if I find your record clean, as you have stated. If I find that you have deceived my old friend and headmaster I am bound to speak. Otherwise, I shall forget that 1 ever knew you as Arthur Poynings” 
  “Thank you, sir.” 
  “Good-night—Barnes.” added the colonel after a momentary pause. 
  “Good-night, sir.” 
  For some time after the Head’s chauffeur had left him Colonel Wharton remained in deep thought. 

                                        THE TWELTH CHAPTER. 

                                            The Charming Guest ! 

B1L.LY BUNTER was down late to breakfast the next morning. Early to bed did not mean early to rise in Bunter’s case. 
  Everyone else had long since breakfasted when Bunter made his appearance. 
  That, however, did not worry Bunter. At breakfast he required no other company than that of a good and ample breakfast. Breakfast was good and ample, so Bunter was satisfied. 
  After the meal was over, however, Bunter, who was a gregarious fellow, looked round for company. 
  He rolled out into the hall to look for the fellows. Perhaps Bunter felt by this time that his position at the lodge was safely established.  Perhaps he thought that the fellows by this time had realised how nice it was to have him there, and were feeling quite pleased about it. For the Owl of the Remove was clothed in self-satisfaction as in armour of triple steel. 
Miss Wharton was in the hall, superintending Christmas decorations. Bunter gave her a blink. 
  “Good-morning, ma’am!”
  “Good-morning!” said Miss Wharton in her gentle voice. “I hope you slept well.”  
  Bunter grinned. That kind inquiry was needless; Bunter always slept well. 
  “Yes, thank you.” he said. “Fine! Harry kicked up rather a row at my door after I went to bed, but it didn’t wake me.” 
  “Dear me!” said Miss Wharton. “That was a little thoughtless of dear Harry. But how did you know if it did not wake you?” 
  “I—I mean—” 
  “A little higher, I think John.” said Miss Wharton to the buttoned youth who was fixing holly. 
  “Yes, madam.” 
  “That is better, I think,” said Miss Wharton placidly. 
  “Where are the fellows, ma’am” asked Hunter. 
  I think Harry and Hurree Singh have gone out.” said Miss Wharton. 
 “Might have waited for me!” grunted Bunter. “But it’s just like them.  I’ll look for them.” 
  Bunter rolled out. 
  Outside, he ran into Wells, the butler. He beckoned to the butler with a fat finger. 
  “Seen Wharton or Inky?” he asked. 
  “I think the young gentlemen have gone down to the village, sir.” 
  “Leaving a fellow on his own!” snorted Bunter. “I suppose that’s what Wharton calls hospitality. We don’t treat guests like that at Bunter Court. Don’t go, Wells! Where’s the old boy?” 
  “If you refer to the master, sir—” 
  “You know I do! Where is he?” 
  “Colonel Wharton has gone to Sankey Hall, sir, with Dr. Locke.” said Wells, 
  “Well, thank goodness the beak’s out of the picture, anyhow.” said Bunter. “When’s Wharton coming in?” 
  “Master Harry did not tell me, sir.” 
  “Didn’t he leave any word for me?” demanded Bunter indignantly. 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Just like the beast!” said Bunter. “And Inky’s gone with him?’ 
  “His Highness Hurree Singh is with Master Harry, sir.” 
  “His Highness be blowed!” said Bunter. “We don’t stand on ceremony with Inky at Greyfriars, 1 can tell you. Don’t go, Wells.” 
  “ My duties, sir—” 
  “I haven’t finished yet. The fact is,” said Bunter, coming closer to the butler and speaking in a very confidential tone. “The fact is, Wells, I left home in rather a hurry yesterday.” 
  “Indeed, sir.” 
  “And quite forgot to put soy purse in my pocket, Wells. I find that I’m here entirely without money, Wells.” 
  “Really, sir!” 
  “Yes, really! You get a pretty good screw here, I believe, Wells?” 
  Wells gasped. 
  “I am quite satisfied, sir.” 
  “That’s right.” said Bunter approvingly. “Servants, as a rule, are a dissatisfied lot. Ungrateful, lazy, and dissatisfied, I’ve found ‘em. Always be satisfied, Wells, and never be cheeky.  That’s a good rule for people of your sort.” 
  “Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Wells. “I will try to profit by your advice, sir. You are really very kind.” 
  If there was a note of sarcasm in Wells’ voice, Bunter did not notice it. Sarcasm was wasted on William George Bunter.
  “I’m always kind to servants, Wells.” he said. “Yon see, a fellow of really good family always is. But to come back to the point—don’t go, Wells, I haven’t finished yet—to come to the point, I find myself here entirely without cash. I can, of course, phone home.” 
  “The telephone is at your service, sir.” 
  “Exactly,” said Bunter. “But in the meantime there are one or two little things— I don’t generally borrow money of servants, Wells, but I’m making an exception in your case.” 
  “Are you, sir?” said Wells doubtfully. 
  “Yes. I’m going to let you lend me a couple of pounds till I can get some cash from home.” said Bunter. 
  “You are very kind, sir—” 
  “I mean to be kind.” said Bunter. “Nothing snobbish about me, I hope. Servants are human, after all. I believe in treating a servant as a friend, so long as he’s respectful and knows his place, of course. I should never stand any impudence. You know your place, Wells.” 
  “I hope so, sir.” 
  “Now, about that couple of pounds.” said Bunter. “I haven’t the slightest objection to borrowing it of you, Wells, regardless of the difference in our positions.” 
  Wells gazed at Bunter. Ho made no motion to produce cash. Possibly, although Bunter had no objection to borrowing a couple of pounds from Wells, Wells might have had some objection to lending a couple of pound to Bunter. -
  “Well, I’m waiting.” said Bunter briskly. 
  “I am afraid, sir, that the master would not approve,” said Wells. 
  “Oh, never mind that old josser,” said Bunter. “I’ll bet you don’t tell the old scout everything, what?” Bunter winked at the horrified butler, “Lots of your goings-on you don’t tell the old fossil, I’ll bet! Lend me a couple of pounds, my good fellow—” 
  The colonel might object if he knew, sir—” 
  “That’s all right; he won’t know.” 
  “But I should know, sir,” said Wells. 
  “You!” said Bunter. 
  “Yes; and I should object—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Very much indeed, sir.” said Wells calmly; and he went into the house, with that, leaving Bunter blinking after him. 
  “WelI, my hat !” ejaculated Bunter. “Cheek! If Wharton thinks I’m going to stay here to be cheeked by badly trained servants, he’s jolly well mistaken! I’ve a jolly good mind to cut the whole show!” 
  On second thoughts—proverbially the best—Bunter decided not to cut the whole show. As there seemed to be no entertainments provided for this attractive guest at Wharton Lodge, Bunter rolled round to the garage, deciding to take the car out. At the garage he found Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur, smoking a cigarette, and blinked at him. 
  “Where’s Brown?” he asked. 
  “Brown has driven Dr. Locke and Colonel Wharton to Sankey Hall, sir. 
  “Then the car’s out?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “They keep only one car here.” said Bunter, with a curl of his fat lip. At home, I should have the choice of half a dozen.” 
  “There’s no place like home, is there, sir?” said Barnes. 
  Bunter blinked at him, suspecting cheek; but Barnes’ face was expressionless. 
  “Well, I suppose the Beak’s car is here, as you’re here.” said Bunter. 
  “Dr. Locke’s car is here, certainly, sir.” 
  “I’ll take that out for a run, then”. said Bunter. “Fetch it out, Barnes.” 
  Barnes did not stir. 
  “Do you hear me, Barnes?” 
  “I am afraid I cannot take out my master’s car without my master’s instructions, sir.” said Barnes. 
  “You never take it out on joy-rides. on your own, when you I think the old josser won’t spot you ?” sneered Bunter. 
  “Quite so, sir.” 
 “Gammon!” said Bunter. “Look here, will you fetch that car out, or won’t you ?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “That’s cheek, Barnes.” 
  “ Dear me!”said Barnes. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at him.  He blinked first at Barnes’ feet, and then allowed his devastating blink to travel up to Barnes’ immovable face, then down to Barnes’ feet again, This was what Bunter called looking a fellow up and down; and it was supposed to have a scarifying effect. 
  Barnes, however, did not seem scarified.  He lighted a fresh cigarette from the old one, unmoved.  He seemed quite unconscious that he was being looked up and down. 
  Bunter breathed hard. 
  “You’re rather too cheeky for your position, Barnes.” he said at last. 
  “Dear me!” said Barnes. 
  “Smoking Turkish Glory!” said Bunter, noticing the brand of the fat and expensive cigarettes that Barnes was smoking. “Jolly expensive fags for a chauffeur.” 
  “My master pays me quite good wages, sir.” said Barnes. 
  “Quite out of place in a fellow in your position.” said Bunter. “ Woodbine is more your mark, Barnes.” 
  Barnes rose from the bench, on which he was seated, and, to Bunter’s great surprise, took hold of him by the collar.  He twirled Bunter round, and marched him away from the garage. 
  Bunter wriggled in amazement and anger. 
  “You cheeky rotter! Wharrer you up to?” he gasped. 
  Barnes did not explain what he was nip to. No doubt he considered it sufficiently clear without explanation.  With a grip of iron on Bunter’s collar, he marched him onward. 
  “Leggo!” howled Bunter. 
  Barnes did not let go. 
  “Ow! Cheeky beast! Ow!“ roared Bunter. 
  He struggled; but the grip on his collar was like iron. Barnes was a rather slim, young man, but it was evident that great strength dwelt in his rather graceful figure.  Bunter was as helpless as an infant in his grasp. 
  He struggled and wriggled as he went; but he went. Barnes walked him a good distance, and then, with a twirl of his arm, sat Bunter down into a heap of snow piled beside a path. Then, still without a word, he walked back to the garage, and resumed his beat on the bench. 
  Bunter sat in the snow, and gasped. 
  “Ow! Ow! Wow!” 
  He scrambled to his feet at last and glared back at the garage and the chauffeur, his very spectacles gleaming with wrath. Barnes sat and smoked, with an immovable face. 
  “You cheeky rotter!” bawled Bunter. Barnes only gazed at him with unseeing eyes. 
  “I’ll mention this to old Locke !” howled Bunter. “I’ll get you the sack, see?” 
  No sign from Barnes. 
  “For two pins,” roared Bunter, “I’d thrash you myself! By gum, I’d give you a jolly good hiding for your cheek, only I won’t soil my hands on you.” 
  Barnes rose from the bench. 
  Bunter hastily retired. 
  He was fed-up with Barnes. 

                                       THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                   Bunter’s Burglar ! 
Snore! 
  Bunter was sleeping. 
  When Bunter was sleeping nobody within a very wide radius of Bunter could have been left in any doubt about it.. 
  It was afternoon. 
  The morning had not been a satisfactory one to the fascinate guest at Wharton Lodge. But lunch had been good, and from lunch Billy Bunter drew comfort. Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had come in to lunch, and they had looked very merry and bright. Bunter, blinking at them with reproach and disdain, had suspected that something was on, so very cheerful did they look. If the beasts had some scheme in mind for getting rid of Bunter, Bunter was not the fellow to be caught in it. And when Wharton, after lunch, asked him to go for a ramble, Bunter curtly refused. 
  He suspected that something might happen to him on that ramble. Then Wharton suggested a run into Reigate to see the pictures. Bunter was tempted; but he turned it down. He doubted whether he might not get left at Reigate by some mischance. Besides, he wanted a nap after his lunch.  He has done remarkably well at lunch, and he needed a rest. 
So he went to his room for a nap, and in a few minutes his deep and resonant snore apprised most of the occupants of the building that he was fast asleep. 
  When the handle of his door was turned from outside, the door did not open.  The guest at Wharton lodge was taking all the precautions natural to a fellow who was camping in the enemy’s country. 
  “Locked!” murmured Harry Wharton. 
  “The lockfulness is terrific.” agreed the nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “There’s the balcony and the window.” said Harry. “I can get along all right from my room.” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh chuckled. 
  Snore! 
  Deep and resonant came the slumber song from within. 
  Bunter slept on happily. He was safe from japes and larks with his door locked—at least, he believed that he was, so he could sleep in peace.  He slept and dreamed of Christmas puddings and mince pies, and a sweet smile wreathed his fat features as he slumbered. 
  He did not hear the slight sound as his window opened. 
  He was not dreaming of burglars. Burglars in broad daylight were improbable, though the daylight on that dull December day was not very broad; and a heavy mist hung over the park. Had Bunter been awake he would have supposed that some enterprising burglar had taken advantage of the mist. For the face that looked in at his window, when it was opened, was covered by a black mask, and the form that followed it in was enveloped in a long, black cloak that concealed it from head to foot. 
  The figure in black stepped into the room, and closed the window. Then it stepped towards Bunter’s bed. 
  Snore ! 
 “Wake!” said a deep voice.
  Snore !
  Shake! 
  It was a rough shake, and it startled Billy Bunter out of the land of dreams. His eyes opened drowsily. 
  “Ow! Beast! Lemme alone !” he mumbled. “Tain’t rising-bell! Ow! Oh! Help! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Help!”
  Bunter jumped up on the bed, blinking in horror at the cloaked figure and unasked face. 
  “Silence! Silence or your life!” hissed the masked intruder. 
  “Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter. 
  He collapsed on the bed, his little, round eyes distended in terror as he blinked at his awesome visitor. 
  “Silence!” repeated the deep voice, from behind the black mask. “Utter one cry, and your life pays the forfeit!  I am desperate!” 
  “Ow!” 
  “These hands are already stained— ha, ha!—with blood! One cry, and you die the death of a dog !” 
  “Ow! It wasn’t me !” gasped Bunter. 
  “Wha-a-t?” 
  “I—I mean— It wasn’t— I didn’t I— I—I never—” stammered Bunter incoherently. “I—I say— Ow!  Oh dear! Wow!”
  “Silence!” 
  “Ow! Yes, all right! I—I won’t say a word!” groaned Bunter. “I—I say, you—you’ve come to the wrong room, you know! The—the safe’s in the library! Lots of money in it— tons 
  “Bah! Think you that I seek loot?” demanded the deep voice. “It is vengeance that has brought me here! Ha! Crimson vengeance!” 
  “Oh lor’ !”  
  “Tell me all you know!” hissed the masked man. 
  “I—I don’t know anything—not a thing! Oh dear—” 
  “Which is Bunter?” 
  “B-b-bub-bub-Bunter?” 
  “Yes, that fat and flabby dastard who betrayed me!” snarled the masked nan. “He who seized me that night at Greyfriars School, and baffled ne. It is him that I seek. When I find him, blood shall flow!” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “He baffled me! He that baffles me dies! Where is he? I know that he is in this house. That night at Greyfriars it was too dark to see his face. But you shall guide me to him. You shall point out Bunter, and see him roll in gore at my feet.” 
  Bunter fairly squirmed on the bed. 
  He knew now that this masked ruffian was the cracksman who had broken into Greyfriars School, and who had been baffled by Bunter coming down after Coker’s cake. He knew it now. But there was one grain of comfort—the murderous villain did not know him by sight, he knew that it was a fellow named Bunter who had butted into him that night at the school, but that was all. A glimpse of Bunter on that occasion by the flash of a dark lantern had not impressed the fat features on his memory. That was how it was.  He had tracked Bunter to Wharton Lodge for vengeance, but did not know him by sight. 
Bunter could understand that quite clearly. If the desperado had known that he was Bunter— 
  He shuddered at the thought. 
  “You hear me!” hissed the masked man. 
  “Ow! Yes.” 
  “Where is Bunter?” 
  “I—I don’t know! I—I think he’s gone out—gone for a—a walk—quite a long distance—a very long distance, I—” 
  “Ha! ‘Tis false! The House has been watched! Bunter is yet within these walls! Hark! A lie costs you your life! Where is Bunter?” 
  “I—I—I—” 
  “Are you Bunter?” hissed the masked man. 
  “Ow! No.” 
  “Who are you? Your name?” 
  “J-j-jones !” gasped Bunter, with chattering teeth. “Jig-jug’jones !“ 
  “If you were Bunter, your gore would imbrue these hands! You should die the death of a bog—I mean, a dog! Are you sure you are not Bunter?” 
  “Owl Yes. I—I swear my—my name’s Robinson !“ gasped Bunter. “I —I hardly know Bunter! Only—only seen him once or twice in my life! Oh dear!” 
  “Remain here, without a sound! You hear me? Give the alarm, and you perish like a porker! I go to seek Bunter! When I find him, he dies! He baffled me once, and he that baffles me once dies the death of a baffler! If he is within these wells I shall discover him, and crimson gore shall stan the floor! Silence! On your life !”
  The masked man tiptoed away from the bedside. 
  Bunter watched him in terror. 
  But the dreadful intruder, as if ignorant of the interior arrangements of the building, did not go to the door on the corridor. He stepped to an inner door, which led into a dressing-room attached to Bunter’s bed-room. He passed through, and closed the door behind him. 
Bunter’s chance had come. 
  It would not take the desperado long to discover that he had gone the wrong way. But Bunter had time to escape. 
  As if moved by a powerful spring, Bunter leaped off the bed. 
  He reached the bed-room door with a bound, whipped back the key, tore open the door, and bolted into the passage. 
  Behind him there was a hurried footstep, and a deep voice called: 
  “Stop! On your life! Ha! You die!” 
  Bunter flew. 
  In momentary expectation of hearing a revolver bang behind him, or feeling a ferocious grasp on his collar, Bunter travelled down the staircase like a streak of lightning. And as he went, he roared: 
  “Help! Help! Murder! Fire! Help! Yaroooh! Help!” 

                           THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                         Bunter Bolts ! 
“GOOD gad!” 
  “Bless my soul !“ 
  “Goodness gracious!” 
  “Yarooogh! Help! Keep him off! Help!” 
  Bunter came bounding down the stairs into the hall, His frantic yells rang through Wharton Lodge from end to end!. 
  Colonel Wharton and Dr. Locke stepped out of the library in amazement and alarm. Miss Wharton appeared in the offing, greatly agitated.  Wells came from one direction, John front another. Wharton and Hurree Singh dud not appear. 
  They were rather occupied, just then, in Wharton’s room, stripping a masked desperado of his mask and cloak—and revealing Harry Wharton when those terrifying garments were removed. 
  Bunter came down three steps at a time. At every kangaroo like bound, he let out a roar. 
At the foot of the staircase he missed his last jump, and rolled over, and landed in a sprawling heap at the feet of the colonel and his headmaster. 
  “Yooooop!“ 
  “What does this mean?” demanded Colonel Wharton. 
  “Ow! Help!“
  “Is the boy insane?” ejaculated the Head. 
  “Keep him off  !“ shrieked Bunter. 
  “The poor boy seems alarmed about something,” said Miss Wharton. “I think he has been sleeping; and perhaps he has a nightmare.  Indigestion——” 
  “Wow! Keep him off !“ 
  Colonel Wharton stooped, grasped Bunter by the shoulder, and landed him on his feet, Bunter clung to hin in terror. 
  “I—I say, lemme get behind you !“ he gasped. “He’s after me!”
  “Who is after you!” gasped the colonel. 
  “Oh dear! The burglar!” 
  “A burglar!” ejaculated Dr. Locke. 
  “A burglar in the daytime! Absurd!”
  “Ow ! I’ve been murdered—” 
  “What?”
  “ I mean, nearly murdered ! Ow! Keep him off! Oh dear! Oh crikey! 
  “There is no one following you, my dear boy!” said Miss Wharton soothingly. “You have been dreaming!  The mince-pies—” 
  “He’s after me!” howled Bunter. Ow! I can hear him coming! Help!” 
  He dodged wildly behind the colonel, holding on desperately to his coat-tails.  There were footsteps on the stairs.
  “You absurd boy!” exclaimed 
James Wharton. “It is only Harry—” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton came in sight on the staircase with the Nabob of Bhanipur following him down. 
  “Anything wrong?” asked Wharton blandly. “I heard a yell—” 
  “The yellfulness was terrific!” 
  Bunter has been frightened.” said Colonel Wharton. “He fancies that a burglar has been in the house. It is, of course, impossible. Have you boys seen anything—” 
  “Haven’t seen a burglar.” said Harry. “Have you. Inky?” 
  “The answer is in the esteemed negative.” 
  “Of course, it is quite impossible.” said Dr. Locke. “Bunter has been dreaming. No doubt he has dreamed of one night when he actually came in contact with a burglar at Greyfriars—” 
  “It was the same man!” gasped Bunter. 
  “The same man?” repeated Colonel Wharton. 
  “Oh dear! Yes, he has tracked me down !” 
  “Nonsense!” 
  “He is after my blood—” 
  “Absurd!” 
  “Because I baffled him—” 
  “The poor boy is wandering a little in his mind, I think.” said Dr. Locke, 
  “I fear that he has visited some exciting and sensational picture-house.  Doubtless the effect of some absurd American film—” 
  “He got in at my window!” yelled Bunter. “He was masked—cloaked—and—and he fired at me——.—” 
  “Utter nonsense!” rapped the colonel. “Had a shot been fired everyone in the house would have heard it!” 
  “I—I mean, he was going to fire at me! He clutched me in a deadly clutch!” groaned Bunter. “He didn’t know me, or I should have been murdered!  He said he was after Bunter— because I had baffled him. He didn’t know I was Bunter, and—and so I got away ! He’s still in the house! Ow! I’m not going to stay here to be murdered! Order the car! I’m going home !” 
  “My dear boy, it was only a nightmare!” said Miss Wharton soothingly. “There is no burglar.” 
  “It wasn’t!” shrieked Bunter. “Oh dear! It was that villain who burgled Greyfriars, and he’s after me because I baffled him. He said so,” 
  “He used the word baffled?” demanded Colonel Wharton. 
  “Ow! Yes!” 
  “Then it was evidently a nightmare, the result of seeing absurd films. The word baffled is only used on the films, and in plays. Surely, Bunter, you arc aware that such an expression is not used in real life.” 
  Billy Bunter was not to be convinced. he knew that a masked and cloaked desperado had seized him in his room; and that was enough for Bunter. 
  “Send for the police!” he gasped. 
  “Nonsense!”  
  “We shall all be murdered—” 
  “I think we will take our chance of that.” said the colonel, with a smile. 
  “Search the house—” 
  “Come, come!” said the colonel. “You have had a nightmare in the day time, Bunter. That is all. Compose yourself.”
  “Beast!” 
  “Wha-a-a-at!” ejaculated the colonel. 
  “I’m not going to stay here to be murdered!” shrieked Bunter. “ He’s in the house! He’s been watching the house for me. He knows I’m here! He’s on the track of vengeance—” 
  “Bunter, you must really not be so absurd!” said Dr. Locke. 
  “I’m in frightful danger! I’m going!  Think I’m going to stay in this house to be shot and stabbed and strangled by a burglar? Look here, order the car ! I’m going home!” 
  “But, my dear boy——” said the colonel. 
  “I’m going home!“ yelled Bunter. 
  “If Bunter wants to go home, uncle, we’d better not keep him here.” said Harry Wharton gravely. “If he would feel safer at home—” 
  “I should jolly well say so!” gasped Bunter. “You can all jolly well be murdered, if you like! I’m not going to be murdered! I absolutely refuse to be murdered to please you! I’m going home!”
  “Very well.” said the puzzled colonel. “If you desire to go home, Bunter, I will order thp car to take you to the station, and look out a train for you. But I assure you—” 
  “I’m going home!” 
  “Very well, that is settled, then.” said Colonel Wharton, probably not very much displeased by Bunter’s decision to shake the dust of Wharton Lodge from his feet. “Harry, you will help Bunter pack as he is in a hurry.” 
  “Certainly, uncle I’ 
  “The packfulness will not be terrific” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I—I’m not going upstairs again!” gasped Bunter. “The villain’s still in the house—” 
  Bunter was right on that point. The “villain” was indeed very near him— looking at him over the banisters—had Bunter only known it. But Harry Wharton kept his own counsel on that subject. 
  “I’ll pack your things, old fat man.” said Harry. “You wait here, and I’ll bring them down.” 
  Wharton and Hurree Singh went up the stairs again. Out of sight of the rest of the household, they grinned at one another. 
  “It’s worked!” murmured the captain of the Remove. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh chuckled, “Like a giddy charm!” grinned Wharton. 
  “The charmfulness is terrific!” 
  “And—he’s going 
  “It seems almost too goodful to be the esteemed truth, but he is going!” agreed the grinning nabob. 
  “What luck!”
  “The luckfulness is preposterous!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And the chums of the Remove went to Bunter’s room to pack for him. There was not much to pack—only the clothes in which Billy Bunter had arrived, and which he had discarded in favour of Wharton’s best suit. 
  “The fat villain’s got my clobber on.” said Harry. “Never mind—so long as he goes. That’s the chief thing !” 
  And Bunter’s garments were packed in a small attache-case, which was taken down by the time the car was at the door. Bunter was already outside—he did not care to remain in a building which contained a baffled burglar thirsting for blood, His farewells were brief, and Brown drove the car down the drive, with Bunter sitting in it— blinking back at the house as he went, with uneasy eyes behind his big spectacles. 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stood on the steps and watched the car disappear, 
  Bunter was going! 
  Bunter was gone! 
  It seemed too good to be true!
  As a matter of fact, it was! 

                                            THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                         Mate In One! 

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. 
  His first feeling, as the car turned out of the gates of Wharton Lodge, was one of great relief. 
  He was safe away, and there was no sign of a pursuing desperado! 
  “Let her out!” he gasped to the chauffeur. 
  “Yes, sir,” said Brown 
  And the colonel’s chauffeur let the car out. 
  The car flew along the road. Its speed was a comfort to Bunter. He was safe—safe at last—from the vengeance of that baffled burglar! 
  But— 
  As the excitement died away, and Bunter’s terrors calmed a little, he began to think. 
  Thinking was not much in Bunter’s line. It was quite an unaccustomed exercise for his fat intellect. Indeed, there were fellows in the Remove who did not believe that his intellect was equal to the strain. Nevertheless, though Bunter’s fat brain worked like an engine badly in need of lubricating, it worked. 
  Even Bunter—now that he was calm— could not help realising that it was rather remarkable for a baffled burglar to have gained admittance to Wharton Lodge, unseen, in the daytime. 
  Still more remarkable was it for him to have entered Bunter’s room from the balcony outside the window, as that balcony was thirty feet from the ground, and had a sheer wall under it. 
  How had that baffled burglar reached the balcony? 
  It could only be reached from the bed-room windows that opened on it, Wharton’s window, and Hurree Singh’s window. 
  The masked villain had reached in that way—while the fellows were downstairs. But Bunter remembered that they hadn’t been downstairs. They had been upstairs. 
  It was truly amazing that they had seen nothing of the masked man! 
  It was so amazing that even Billy Bunter, obtuse as he was, began to smell a rat! 
  Brown, the chauffeur, glanced round in surprise, as he heard a sudden, emphatic, and startling ejaculation in the car behind him. 
  “Beasts!”
  He drove on. 
  “Beasts!” repeated Bunter, his eyes gleaming with wrath behind his spec. tacles. “Rotters! Oh, the awful beasts!” 
  He remembered quite a lot of details now that had escaped him in his terror. The masked burglar had not been very tall, for a burglar—not taller than the average height of a fellow about fifteen —about Wharton’s height, in fact. His getting into Bunter’s room showed a close acquaintance with the interior arrangements of the house. Yet he had mistaken the door, in going out of the room—giving Bunter a chance to get clear. And Wharton had not come on the scene till Bunter was downstairs— till the beast had had time to get off that cloak and mask!  Bunter saw it all now! 
  He remembered the cheery grin with which Wharton and Hurree Singh had watched the car depart. He understood it now. 
  “Beasts!” hissed Bunter. 
  He put his head out of the car. 
  “Brown!”  
  “Yes, sir?” 
  “Drive back to the Lodge.” 
  “Eh?”  
  “Drivo back!” snapped Bunter. 
  “But the train, sir—” 
  “Drive back to the Lodge at once!” 
  “Oh!” said Brown. 
  He backed the car, turned, and drove back. Bunter settled down again, with a grin on his fat face. The beasts thought he had gone to catch his train.  The beasts were going to have a surprise. 
  Wells let Bunter in. Wells’ usually impassive face expressed surprise at the sight of the returning visitor. It did not express pleasure. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  “Where’s Wharton?” he asked. 
  “In his room, sir. I think Master Harry is playing with his Highness Hurree Singh, sir. But—” 
  “Right-ho!” said Bunter. 
  The fat junior disappeared up the stairs. Wells shut the door.  There was quite		 a sad expression on his face. 
                                       *     *     *     *     *     *     *     *
  “Your move, old bean.” said Wharton. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned over the chessboard. 
  The chums of the remove were whiling away an hour till tea-time with a game of chess. It was very comfortable in Wharton’s den, with a log fire burning, 
and a shaded electric lamp dispelling the December dusk. 
  “Mate in three, my worthy chum!” muttered the nabob. 
  Harry Wharton smiled. 
  “Think so? I’ve got you mate in two.” 
  Hurree Singh smiled also. 
  The proof of the esteemed pudding is in the eatfulness.”’ he remarked, “Look at the board, my esteemed Wharton.” 
  Instead of looking at the board, Harry Wharton looked at the bronze clock over the mantelpiece. 
  “Bunter’s getting into his train!” he remarked. 
  The nabob chuckled. 
  “The hopefulness is great that the esteemed and ridiculous Bunter will not lose his train.” he observed. 
  Brown won’t let him.” said confidently. “Brown will see that he’s in good time for that train—plenty of time—bags of time! Inky, old black been, he’s really gone.” 
  The gonefulness is terrific.” 
  The door opened softly. 
  A fat face and a pair of big spectacles glimmered into the room. A fat grin wreathed the fat face. The two juniors at the chessboard did not observe it for the moment. 
  “It seems too jolly good to be true  !” said Harry. “The fat bounder’s actually gone. I couldn’t very well kick him out—” 
  The kickfulness would not have been the proper caper.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “But he’s gone—actually gone!” Wharton chuckled. “The fellows will roar over this is when they come and we tell them.” 
   “The roarfulness will be terrific.” 
   “Well, it’s your move, Inky; I’m going to mate you in two—” 
  “I thinkfully opine that I am going to mate you in three—” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “It was a fat voice from the doorway.  Wharton and hrre Singh gave a simultaneous convulsive jump.  The chess table, caught by four leaping legs at the same moment, went flying.  Chessmen rained on the floor. Whether it was going to be “mate” in two, or in three, was a point never to be settled now. It was, in fact, mate in one—and Bunter had given the checkmate 

  “

   “Bunter!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Bunter!” articulated Hurree Singh. 
  The fat junior rolled cheerily in.
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “BUNTER!”  roared Wharton. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “You fat villain—”
 “He, he, he!”
  “You preposterous porpoise—” 
  “He, he, he !”
  Bunter blinked cheerily at the dismayed pair. 
  “I say, you fellows, I can take a joke!  He, he, he !  I’ll bet you thought I believed that was a real burglar!  He, he, he!  Of course, I knew it was you all the time, high old chap!  He, he, he!  I just let you run on, you know, to pull your leg! He, he, he!” 
  “You—you—” gasped Wharton.
  “He, he, he! I played up, you know.” grinned Bunter. “I’ll bet you thought I was scared. He, he, he !” 
  “You fat villain, you were scared out of your podgy wits!” roared Wharton. 
  “He, he, he! Not a bit, old chap!  I was just letting you run on ! Pulling your leg, old bean! He, he, he !”
  Wharton gazed at the Owl of the Remove. Then he grasped a golf club in a corner. 
  Bunter retired hastily. 
  A key was heard to turn in a lock. 
  A few minutes later a cheery snore awoke the echoes of Wharton Lodge.  Bunter had resumed his interrupted nap.
  Wharton laid down the golf club. The chums of the Remove stared at one another in a silence that was more eloquent than words. The silence was broken by a deep and resonant snore from Bunter’s room—the snore of a happy and satisfied, safely landed in comfortable quarters for his Christmas holiday. 
THE END. 
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