

This week’s seasonable yarn, dealing with the Yuletide Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co. —the cheery chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS 



                                         THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                             Raising tbe Wind! 

“LOOK here, Wharton—” 
  “Oh, scat!” 
  “Look here, you beast—” 
  “Cheese it! 
  “That,” said Billy Bunter sarcastically, as what you call politeness to a visitor, I suppose. It’s not the way I should treat a visitor at Bunter Court.” 
  “Br-r-r-r-r!”
  Billy Bunter was seated at the breakfast table. 
  He had been seated there quite a long time; and he had been very busy all the time. But he was not finished when Harry Wharton and Hlurree Jamset Ram Singh came in 
  Bunter had been breakfasting alone till they came in. Billy Bunter was not an early riser in holiday time; and the rest of the household had long finished when Bunter came downstairs. Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had been out skating since breakfast. And they came in for hot coffee, which was grateful and comforting on a freezing December morning. 
  Certainly, Wharton’s manner to his guest, William George Bunter, was a little off-hand. But William George Bunter was a rather peculiar guest. The politeness of the celebrated Lord Chesterfield would probably not have stood the strain of Billy Bunter for long. 
  Bunter paused in the demolition of his ninth rasher, to blink at the captain of the Greyfriars Remove through his big spectacles, with a disdainful and indeed devastating blink. 
  Wharton, however, did not seem devastated. 
  He poured out coffee cheerily. 
  ‘Here you are, Inky! Feeling cold?” 
  “The freezefulness of the esteemed English climate is a little terrific.” admitted Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “ Look here, Wharton—” 
  “Bow’wow !” 
  “I’ve been looking for a chance to speak to you, Wharton.” said Bunter. “Now we’d better have it out.” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “I came here,” said Bunter, “to spend the Christmas holidays with you, Wharton. I’m sorry to say that I shall have to change my mind.” 
  Harry Wharton turned towards Bunter quickly. At those unexpected words he sat up and took notice, so to speak. 
  “You’re going?” he ejaculated. 
  “The departfulness of the esteemed Bunter will be the terrific boon and blessfulness.” murmured Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
  “I haven’t been treated well here.” said Bunter, with dignity. “I expected to have a good time. You practically got me here on false pretenses, Wharton.” 
  “Eh?”
  “Well, look at it,” said Bunter. “You ask a fellow here—” 
  “Who asked you here, you fat fraud?” 
  Bunter coughed. 
  “I don’t want an argument.” he said. 
  “That sort of thing’s beneath me. I came here for a holiday. I find that you’ve got our headmaster in the house—actually the beak from Greyfriars!  Precious sort of a Christmas visitor to inflict on a fellow.” 
  “You fat chump!” 
  “I can’t stand schoolmasters in hohidays.” said Hunter. “It’s not to be expected.  We get enough of the beak at school—too much, in fact. I think you might have given your uncle the tip not to ask him here, Wharton.” 
  “My esteemed Bunter—” 
  “Shut up, Inky! I’m talking to Wharton! It’s too thick!” said Bunter. “I could stand your stuffy old uncle, the colonel—” 
  “My—my what?” 
  “Your stuffy old uncle, the colonel.” said Bunter. “And 1 could stand your fussy old aunt. She’s a good sort, though rather dense. But landing a schoolmaster on a fellow is too thick.” 
  Harry Wharton gazed across the table at Billy Bunter. 
  He seemed at a loss for words. 
  “And that isn’t all.” went on Bunter. “The servants are cheeky. Your servants here aren’t so well trained as ours at Bunter court, Wharton, Your butler, Wells, was positively insulting when I asked him to lend me a couple of pounds—” 
  Wharton jumped. 
  “You fat villain! You’ve been borrowing money of the butler?” 
  “He wouldn’t lend me any.” said Bunter. “The low beast didn’t even understand that I was doing him an honour by asking him. Blessed if I know where your uncle picks up his servants, Wharton. They wouldn’t do for Bunter Court, I can tell you.” 
  “My hat!” said Wharton. 
  “The chauffeur, Brown, is cheeky, too.” went on Bunter. “He actually said he couldn’t take the car out without Colonel Wharton’s instructions, when I told him I wanted it. Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur, is just as bad. He’s cheeky, too. One bad servant makes many, you know.” 
  Bunter paused, to refill his mouth with kidney and bacon. Having filled it to capacity, he resumed: 
  “That s not all, either. You’ve asked Bob Cherry, and Johnny Bull, and Frank Nugorit here, without consulting me in the least. 
  “I have enough of them at Greyfriars,” said Bunter firmly. “I don’t want them over the Christmas holidays, too. I may as well say plainly, Wharton, that 1 won’t have them, either. I mean it ! If you have those fellows here, you can’t have me.” 
  “Not really?” gasped Wharton. 
  “Not really !” said Bunter. “I mean it!  You can take your choice.” 
  “Oh, scisors I” 
  “If you want me here—” went on Bunter. 
  “If—if—if I want you here—” stuttered Wharton. 
  “Yes, if you want me here, you’ve got to bar that crowd off. I mean that! And you’d better give your uncle a tip to give the Head a hint to cut his visit short. I can’t stand schoolmasters in the holidays, and I won’t!” 
  “Is—is—is that all?” gasped Wharton. 
  “Yes, that’s about all.” said Bunter. “Except that I expect rather better manners from you Wharton, if I stay. I don’t expect a lot from you in the way of manners, of course. But there’s a limi.!”
  Harry Wharton, who was still holding the coffee-pot, made a movement with it as if under a strong temptation to scatter the contents over William George Bunter. But he restrained that natural impulse, 
  “So you’re going?” he ejaculated. 
  “I think I’d better.” said Bunter, shaking his head. “I dare say you mean well, Wharton. But the fact is, I can’t stand you and your friends. The only difficulty is, that coming here in rather a hurry, I forgot to bring any money.” 
  “Now we are coming to the esteemed milk in the excellent coconut.” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “You will have to lend me my fare home.” said Bunter. “I suppose you won’t mind that, Wharton?  ” 
  “Mind ?” gasped Wharton. “I’d stand you your fare anywhere, with pleasure.” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “How much, you fat fraud?” 
  “Ten bob.” 
  “Here you are.” 
  “Of course, this is only a loan.” said Bunter. “I’ll send it to you by the first post after I got to Bunter Court. You’ve been jolly mean ever since I came here, Wharton. This is the first time you’ve lent me any money since—” 
  “It’s the first time you wanted it to pay your fare home.” explained Wharton. 
  “Beast!” 
  “You’re welcome—more than welcome, old fat man, this time. Happy journey, and a merry Christmas!” said Wharton. “Good-bye, Bunter! Come on, Inky! Say goodbye to Bunter, and let’s get out!”
  “Good-bye, my esteemed fat Bunter!”
  Billy Bunter blinked rather morosely at the two juniors. 
  There was no sign in their faces of sadness at parting with Bunter; no such sorrow as might have been expected at the prospect of losing so fascinating a guest. On the other hand, Wharton lookcd quite bucked, and a dusky smile of satisfaction wreathed the countenance of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “What train are you catching, Bunter?” asked Harry. 
  “Train?” repeated Bunter. 
  Apparently he had not thought about a train. 
  “There’s a good morning train—” 
  “That’s all right—” 
  “I’ll look it out for you—” 
  “Don’t trouble, old chap.” 
  “No trouble a’, all.” said Wharton politely, 
  “The fact is—” 
  “And we’ll walk to the station with you, if you like. We’re going for a ramble this afternoon, anyway.” 
  “The fact is—” 
  “It will be a terrific pleasure to see the esteemed Bunter off !” remarked Hurree Janset Ram Singh. 
  “I’ll get the time-table!” said Harry. 
  “Leave it to me.” said Bunter hastily. “I’ll look out a train, after lunch—” 
  “After lunch?” 
  “Yes, old chap.” 
  “It’s a fine morning for travelling.” remarked Wharton casually. 
  “And there may be some more snow in the afternoon,” observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “And the best train’s in the morning—” 
  Bunter resumed his breakfast. The two juniors went to the door. Evidently Billy Bunter was not going till the afternoon—if he was going then. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  Wharton glanced round. 
  “What time does the picture house open at Wimford ?” asked Bunter. 
  Wharton stared. 
  “Two o’clock. I believe,” he answered. “What about it? You won’t have time for the pictures if you’re catching a train—” 
  “Oh, no! Yes! Exactly! Only asking.” said Bunter. “By the way, you might ring for some more coffee, Wharton! And another dish of bacon and eggs!  I’ve rather an appetite this morning.” 
  John brought in a further supply of comestibles, and Billy Bunter proceeded to follow up his first breakfast with a second. The two juniors left him to it.  After which a smile of happy contentment wreathed the fat face of William George Bunter, and he felt that life really was worth living. 

                                            THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                                             Going?

“BUNTER”
  Snore!
  “Bunter, old bean!” 
  Snore!
  Lunch was over at Wharton Lodge, After lunch Billy Bunter had disappeared. Possibly he had forgotten that he had a train to catch. If so, Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had not forgotten. They looked for Bunter. It was not difficult to find him. They were guided to him by a deep and resonant sound, resembling the roll of distant thunder.   That sound, familiar enough in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, was now echoing through the old library of Wharton Lodge. Billy Bunter had pulled a deep settee before the log fire, and was now stretched on it, propped on cushions, in what a novelist might have called an attitude of unaffected grace. His fat little legs were stretched out, his mouth was open; and the deep snore that proceeded from the sleeping Owl awoke many echoes.     
  Wharton and the nabob looked down on him with grinning faces. Bunter had done well at lunch, though where he had stowed the cargo after his Gargantuan breakfast was a mystery. No doubt he needed to rest after his remarkable exertions in the gastronomic line.   
  “Bunter!” roared Wharton. 
  Snore!
  Bunter was deep in the embrace of Morpheus. It was not easy to awaken Billy Bunter when, like a boa-constrictor, he was sleeping off the effects of a gorge. Colonel Wharton’s voice was heard from the hall. 
  “Are you boys ready?” “Just coming, uncle,” called back Harry. He leaned over Bunter and shook him. 
   “Giirrrrrgh!” came from Bunter. 
  “Wake, up, fathead!” 
  “Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r !” he 
  Shake, shake, shake! 
  Billy Bunter opened his eyes at last. He blinked sleepily at the two faces bending over him.
   “Ow! Beasts! Lemme alone! ‘Tain’t rising-bell !”
  “My esteemed Bunter—”
  “Wake up, ass !”
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter.  He sat up on the settee, groped for his spectacles, and jammed them on his fat little nose. 
  “Wharrer marrer? Wharrer want?” 
  “We’re just going out,” said Harry. 
  “You needn’t have woke me up to tell me that, fathead! Go out and be blowed!” said Bunter peevishly. 
  “But you’ve got a train to catch.” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Look here, Bunter, we’re going in the car.” said Harry. “We can drop you at the station—see?”
  “I’m not ready yet.” 
  “You don’t went to lose your train.” urged Wharton. 
  As a matter of fact, that was by no means certain. But it was certain that Wharton did not want Bunter to lose his train. 
  The Owl of the Remove blinked at him. 
  “You fellows going out with the old josser in the car?” he asked. 
  “The what?” ejaculated Wharton, 
  “I mean your uncle, fathead !“ 
  “If you mean my uncle, you’d better say my uncle, if you don’t want me to burst, you fat freak.” said Wharton warmly. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “We’re going for a drive with my uncle and aunt, said Harry. “You can hop in and got out at the station and—” 
  “You needn’t wait for me.” said Bunter “I don’t like a crowd in a car, anyway. Is the Head going?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Well, I’m fed up with the Head. You can have the blinking Beak all to yourself,” said Bunter. 
  “There’s lots of room—” 
  “I’m not going in the car.  Anyhow, the Head’s car is here.” said Bunter. 
  “I’ll use that—when I’m ready. Tell Barnes to be ready at four.” 
  “You can’t use the Head’s car, fathead.”
  “Then I’ll get a taxi.” 
  “Look here, you ass—”
  “Leave a fellow alone !” bawledBunter. “I’m going to have a nap! If this is what you call being civil to a guest, Wharton—” 
  Miss Amy Wharton looked in at the library door. 
  “My dear boys, if you are ready—” said Wharton’s aunt in her gentle voice. 
  “Just coming,” said Harry. 
  Snore! 
  Bunter settled down on his cushions again. His deep snore resonated once more through the dusky old library. 
  “Oh, come on, Inky !” said Wharton and the two juniors hurried out, leaving the sleeping beauty to finish his nap. A resonant snore followed them as they went. 
  The car was waiting at the steps. Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars, who was a guest at Wharton Lodge, gave the two Removites a kind smile. Awe inspiring as the Head was at Greyfriars School, he unbent considerably in holiday time, and the juniors had found, rather to their surprise, that the Beak was quite human. 
  “Is Bunter coming, Harry?” asked Colonel Wharton. 
  “No, he wants to finish his nap—” 
  The colonel smiled. 
  “Very well, let us go.” 
  From the library window a fat face and a large pair of spectacles looked after the car as Brown tooled it down the drive. The fat face was grinning. Bunter had finished his nap. He stood at the window, and watched the car out of sight. It was a fine, clear, frosty day, quite enjoyable for a drive in a swift car; but Bunter had other and more interesting occupations for that afternoon, though catching a train was 
not one of them. 
  After the car was out of sight Bunter rasig for Well,. The butler looked in at the library door. 
  “Get me a taxi from Wimford, Wells.” said Bunter. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  Wells departed to ring up a taxi. 
  Billy Bunter took out his purse and examined the contents. The contents consisted of the ten-shilling note Wharton had given him that morning, and a French penny. Bunter’s fat brow wrinkled in calculation. 
  “Four bob for the taxi to Wimford.” he murmured, “and half-a-crown for a seat in the picture house—that’s six-and-six! That leaves three-and-six for refreshments; I can 
do on three-and-six! As for a taxi back—” 
  Bunter paused a moment. 
  “After all, the taximan won’t want to be paid till he gets here.” He murmured. 
“Wharton will have to square him. Stands to reason he won’t want a taximan kicking up a shindy at the door. That’s all right.” 
  Having settled that matter to his satisfaction, Billy Bunter settled his fat person on the 
settee again to wait till the taxi arrived from Wimford. 
  His deep snore was once more arousing the echoes when Wells came in with his quiet step. 
  “Your taxi, sir !” 
  Snore!
  “Your taxi, Mr. Bunter!” 
  Snore!
  Wells came over to the settee. He looked down on William George Bunter, who lay 
sprawling, with his mouth open. The expression on Wells’ face was not admiring. He bent 
over Bunter and shook him by the shoulder.
 

 “Your taxi, sir !” 
  “Groogh! Beast !” 
  “I—I beg your pardon, sir!” gasped Wells. 
  “Beast! Lemme alone!” 
  “Your taxi, sir—” 
  “Oh!” Bunter sat up. “All right! Don’t shake me like that, you silly beast; I’m not asleep !”
  “Oh!” ejaculated Wells. 
  Billy Bunter gave him an angry blink and rolled out of the library.  Wells stood in the doorway of Wharton Lodge and gazed after the taxi as it bore William George Bunter sway for Wimford, 
  “ Well.” murmured Wells at last, “Thank goodness he’s gone to catch his train! Thank goodness for that!” 
  But the Wharton Lodge butler thanked goodness too soon. 

                                        THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                           Too Good to be True !
“GONE !” 
  “Yes, sir !” 
  “My hat !” 
  It really seemed too good to be true. 
  “Gone?” repeated Wharton, 
  “The gonefulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  A faint smile stole over Wells’ impassive face. 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked at one another. They had returned from the drive, with the colonel and Miss Wharton and the Head, late in the dusky December afternoon. Bunter, certainly, should have been gone by that time; but doubts had lingered in the mind of Harry Wharton, Bunter had announced his intention of going, and borrowed his railway fare for the purpose. Yet, somehow, a suspicion had lingered in Wharton’s mind that the Owl of the Remove would not so to speak, come unstuck. 
But he was gone! lie had been gone more than two hours, Wells informed the captain of the Remove when he inquired. 
  “Actually gone!” murmured Harry Wharton. “My only hat!”
Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went into the drawing room where Miss Amy Wharton presided over the tea-table, looking very merry and bright. They really looked as if Bunter had not only left, but left them a fortune. Really, it was very considerate of William George Bunter to take himself off in this way. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent were due at Wharton Lodge in a day or two; and it was very doubtful whether they would have felt bucked at finding Billy Bunter there. Bunter was a fellow in whose case absence made the heart grow fonder. 
  Wharton and Hurree Singh did not linger over their tea. It was a great honour to tea with such a distinguished guest as their headmaster from Greyfriars; and Dr. Locke was extremely affable, and several times remembered their existence and addressed a gracious word or two to them. But although it was a great honour, a little of it went a long way, so to speak, and the juniors willingly left the three elders to themselves. 
  Harry Wharton looked out of the doorway of the Lodge into the dusky December evening. 
  “I shall be jolly glad when the fellows come, Inky.” he remarked. 
  “The gladfulness will be great!” assented the nabob, 
  “Thank goodness Bunter’s gone!’ 
  “The thankfulness is preposterous!”
  “Let’s get a trot before dinner.’ 
  “Let’s!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  There was a glimmering cf lights on the drive, and a grinding of wheels. A car was coming up from the gates. 
  “ Hallo, here’s somebody coming!” said Harry .“It’s a taxi! I wonder who———” 
  He did not wonder long. 
  The taxi ran up the drive and stopped at the steps.  The taxi driver threw open the door, and a fat figure alighted. 
  A large pair of spectacles caught the light from the open doorway as William George Bunter blinked in that direction.. 
  “Bunter!” gasped Wharton.
  “The esteemed Bunter—” 
  “The fat villain—” 
  “The excellent and absurd Bunter has turned up like a bad penny!” said the Nahob of Bhanipur ruefully, 
  Bunter came up the steps. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “You fat villain—” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Did you lose your train?  ” 
  “Train !” repeated Bunter, “My dear chap, I’ve been to the pictures—”
  “The—the picture?” 
  “Yes—jolly good show at Wimford,” said Bunter cheerily. “Crook film, you know—lots of shooting and things. I’ve had a good time. You Fellows should see that picture. If you like to come to-morrow I’ll stand treat.  I’m expecting a postal-order—” 
  “You’ve been to the pictures!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Yes, old chap. Am I late for tea?”
  “Tea?” 
  “Yes; I’m hungry, you know. I had some cake and chocolates at the pictures palace; but the fact is, I was rather short of tin. After paying for the taxi and the seat, I had only three- and-six --” 
  “What about your train?” roared Wharton. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “You—you—you—” gasped the captain of the Remove. “You’ve spent your railway fare at the pictures—” 
  “If you’re going to be mean about at ten shilling note, Wharton----” 
  "Excuse me, sir; four shillings, please.” said the taxi man, who had followed Bunter up the stairs, as Bunter seemed to have forgotten him.
  “Oh! Oh!  All right!” said Bunter. 
  “Pay the man, will you, Wharton?!”
   “I’m expecting a postal order in the morning, and I’ll settle then.” said Bunter.  “ It’s only four bob. I say, I hope I’m not late for tea. I’m frightfully hungry.” 
  Harry Wharton looked at him.  The expression on his face was quite alarming. 
  “You—you—you—” he gasped. 
  The fact is, old chap, I knew you’d hate it if went.” said Bunter affably. “Yon haven’t treated me well—landing a stuffy old schoolmaster on a chap, and asking a lot of
hooligans here, and all that. But I’m not the fellow to let a pal down at Christmas time. I’m sticking to you, old fellow.” 
  “I —I——I’ll———”
  “Pay the taximan, will you, old bean? Don’t keep him standing about in the wind.’’ said Bunter, and he rolled into the house. 
  “I—I’ll—’’ gasped Wharton helplessly. 
  He made a jump after Bunter.
  “I say, old fellow—” 
  “You fat fraud!” roared Wharton. ‘‘I’ll jolly well—” 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  Bunter bolted.  The drawing room door open so suddenly that it quite startled the three elders within.  It closed behind William George Bunter.
  Wharton paused.  
  “The fat, spoofing villain, I—I—I’ll---- ” he gasped incoherently. 
  “I’m waiting, sir!” said the taxi man from Wimford. 
  Wharton, with feelings too deep for words, paid the man his four shillings, and the taxi drove away. 
  Billy Bunter was still a guest at Wharton Lodge.  Bunter was a sticker, and he had not come unstuck.  
                                        THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                                 Plotting a Plot! 

“SHUT the door, Inky! Bunter’s not to hear a word of this.” 
  Billy Bunter grinned. 
  Harry Wharton’s voice came quite clearly through the door that separated his “den” at Wharton Lodge from his bed-room. 
  Bunter was in the latter apartment. 
  Wharton, perhaps, was under the impression that Billy Bunter had no business in his bedroom. That impression, however, was a mistaken one. Bunter had business there. 
Billy Bunter had arrived at Wharton Lodge for the Christmas holiday, without an invitation and without any baggage.  The lack of an invitation did not worry Bunter. But the lack of baggage was a little awkward. 
  Still, it was more awkward for Bunter’s host than for Bunter. Like a moss-trooper of old, Bunter knew how to live on the country he invaded. 
  At the present moment he was standing before a chest of drawers, making a selection from Wharton’s shirts and collars and ties. 
  He paused in that occupation and grinned as he heard the voice of the captain of the Greyfriars Remove from the adjoining room. 
  The sound of a shutting door followed.
  “Is it a wheeze, my esteemed chum?”  asked the soft voice of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh . 
  “Yes; but it would be a washout if that fat villain heard us.” 
  Bunter winked into space. 
  Wharton and Hurree Singh had just come up to Wharton’s den, so obviously neither of them  had any suspicion that Bunter was in the adjoining bed-room. 
  Bunter made no sound. 
  Where ignorance is bliss, according to the poet, ‘tis folly to be wise. Bsmter left the two juniors in blissful ignorance of the fact that he was within hearing. 
  On tiptoe he approached the communicating door and bent his ear to the keyhole, in order not to lose a word of what was not intended for his ears. 
  “I’ve been thinking it over.” went on Harry Wharton’s voice. “That fat oyster is sticking.” 
“The stickfullness is terrific.” 
  “Bob and Johnny and Franky will be coming along in a day or two. It wouldn’t be fair to the fellows to let Bunter be landed on them.”
  “His esteemed company is not a boonful blessing.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh!” But the excellent and execrable Bunter will not depart unless a boot be applied trouserfully.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Well, I don’t want to do that.” he said. “That’s a last resource. I don’t want to surprise Uncle James, and startle Aunt Amy, and shock the Head by booting Bunter. Besides, he’s such a howling ass that I really believe he doesn’t understand what an unpleasant bounder he is. But—he’s got to travel.” 
  “That is the proper caper.” agreed the nabob, of Bhanipur. “ But—” 
  “A fellow doesn’t want to be inhospitable, especially at Christmas time.  ” said Harry, “ but there is a limit. It’s too thick!”
  “The thickfulness is terrific!” 
  “Well, I’ve thought of a wheeze.” said Wharton. “Christmas is the time fr ghosts.” 
  “Ghosts?” repeated the nabob. 
  “Ghosts” said Wharton. “Bunter is a howling funk, and if he saw a ghost—” 
  There was a chuckle from the nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “The esteemed Bunter would be frightened out of his excellent and ridiculous wits.” he remarked. 
  Behind the communicating door Billy Bunter grinned. But he made no sound.  He was getting quite interested in the conversation in Wharton’s den. 
  “There’s a ghost story attaching to this house.” went on the captain of the Greyfriars Remove. “The lodge was built on the site of a manor that stood here in Stuart times. It was knocked to pieces by the Roundheads, and the Wharton of that time was a jolly old Cavalier , who got killed in the scrap. According to the legend, he haunts the place where the Roundheads mopped him up. His ghost has been seen a lot of times, on dark nights 
—a figure in white, you know, with an unearthly face—” 
  “You have seen the esteemed ghost, my worthy chum?” 
  “Well, not exactly,” said Harry, laughing. “and my uncle hasn’t seen it, either. Being a teetotaller, of course, he wouldn’t. Still, that ghost is going to walk to-night.” 
  The grin on Billy Bunter’s face grew wider, till it extended almost from one fat ear to the other. 
  “Dr. Locke has heard about the jolly old ghost,” went on Wharton, “and my uncle is going to tell him the story after dinner. Bunter will hear it, so it will be fresh in his mind when he goes to bed. When he wakes up, to see a ghostly figure in his room—” 
  “The esteemed Bunter locks his door at night.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “He is terrifically on his guard.” 
  “That’s all  right, There’s a big wardrobe in Bunter’s room, that he never uses. I shall nip up before he does and get inside it.’ said Wharton, with a chuckle. “He locks his door and bolts his window at night, so when he sees the ghost in his room he can’t doubt that its the genuine article. Only a genuine ghost could get through a locked door.” 
  The nabob chuckled again. 
  “It’s a wheezy good idea.” he remarked . 
  “You’ll have to keep him off the scene, Inky, and give me a chance of getting to his room before he goes there. That will be easy enough; you’ve only got to get him talking. He never leaves off talking if he can help it.” 
  “Rely on me, my esteemed chum.” 
  “Beast!” murmured Bunter, under his breath, 
  “I can shove on a beard and wig that we use in the theatricals,” went on Wharton, “and a white sheet and some phosphorus paint will do the trick.” 
  “Ha. ha, ha!” 
  “And I fancy that fat villain will be glad to clear in the morning. If this doesn’t work we’ll take him out on the ice and drown him. But we’ll try the ghost stunt first—what?” 
  “Ha, ha! Yes, my esteemed chum .” 
  For some little time the two juniors discussed the scheme, little dreaming what fat ears were drinking in every word. Then Bunter heard the sound of chessmen being set out on a board. 
  He rose from the keyhole and chuckled silently. 
  “Beasts!” he murmured. 
  The fat junior returned to the chest of drawers. He made an extensive selection of the articles he required with extreme caution, making no sound to reach the ears of the two juniors who were playing chess in the adjoining room. Then he left the bedroom by the door on the corridor, closing it softly behind him. 
  Bunter rolled back silently to his own room. 
  He grinned as he blinked at the big, old-fashioned oak wardrobe to which Wharton had alluded, and which was to be the hiding-place of the ghost that night. It was an enormous article of furniture, filling a large alcove in the room; and the door of it was locked, the key in the lock. Bunter unlocked it and extracted the key from the lock and put it in his pocket, 
There was a fat grin on Bunter’s face as he rolled downstairs. 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were looking forward to the events of that night with keen anticipation. 
So was Bunter! 
 
                                            THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                        Caught !

“AND from the ghostly figure came a deep, thrilling voice, saying—” 
  “Yaw-aw-aw-aw !” 
  Bunter’s deep yawn spoiled the ghost story, 
  There was no doubt of that. 
  Colonel Wharton was telling the story of the ghostly cavalier of Wharton Lodge. Round the crackling log fire was gathered a silent and interested circle. 
  Miss Wharton, with her knitting needles and her placid smile, sat in her high-backed chair. Dr. Locke, more unbent than the juniors had over seen him before, sat at ease in a deep easy-chair, the firelight glimmering on his kind old face and silvery hair. The lights were not on; only the leaping firelight illumined the room, and the corners were full of dusky shadows. 
  The colonel, standing with an elbow on the massive old mantelpiece, was half lost to sight when the firelight died down. Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh sat at a little distance. Billy Bunter was taking his ease on a settee, his spectacles catching the gleam of the fire with an odd effect in the shadow. It was a congenial atmosphere for a ghost story, and James Wharton, who had told the story often, and told it well, was relating it once more, and he had arrived at the thrilling climax, where the phantom cavalier uttered the words of doom that rung like a death-knell in the ears of the terrified Roundhead, when William George Bunter weighed in with that prolonged and emphatic yawn. 
  “Yaw–aw-aw-aw-aw!” 
  Bunter was sleepy. 
  When Bunter was sleepy he was disposed to yawn. When Bunter was disposed to do anything he did it. Consideration for others had never been one of Bunter’s weaknesses, 
Feeling disposed to yawn, he yawned, loud and long. 
  The colonel broke off. 
  There was silence. 
  From the silence came another Gargantuan yawn from Billy Bunter. 
  Colonel Wharton gave him a freezing look. Dr. Locke turned his glance on him with severity. Had it been in term at Greyfriars, Bunter would undoubtedly have been told to “bend over” at that moment. 
  Freezing looks had no effect on Bunter. Indeed, he did not observe them. He sat up on the settee and yawned once more. 
  “You fat idiot!” whispered Wharton. 
  “Eh?” 
  “You preposterous ass!” breathed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “What?” 
  “I think,” said Colonel Wharton, in cutting tones, “that Bunter had better go to bed.” 
  “Just what I was thinking,” said Bunter cheerily. “I think I nodded off for a minute. Must have been that story you were telling, sir, that sent me off to sleep.” 
  “Indeed!” 
  “Well, I’m ready for bed, if you fellows are.” said Bunter, rolling off the settee. “A long-winded yarn like that makes a fellow awfully sleepy. You chaps coming up?” 
  The colonel did not seem disposed to continue the story.  He stood gloomily silent. 
  It was quite an awkward moment, though Bunter was not conscious of it. Wharton and Hurree Singh exclanged a look. But for the presence of their elders the two juniors would have collared William George Bunter on the spot and bumped him on the floor.
  That, however, was impracticable in the circumstances. So as the colonel still remained gloomily silent, good-nights were said, and the three Greyfriars fellows retired. After they were gone, no doubt, James Wharton recovered his equanimity, and gave the Head the remainder of the ghost story. 
  “Awful rot, wasn’t it you fellows?” said Bunter, in the hall. “I say, Wharton, your uncle’s jolly long-winded, isn’t he? Talk about a sheep’s head!” 
  “You fat chump!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Oh, dry up!” growled Wharton. The juniors went up to their rooms. In the corridor on which the rooms opened, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh tapped Bunter on the shoulder. 
  “My esteemed fat Bunter—’ 
  “Yes, old chap,” said Bunter, with a grin. 
  “I have a box of esteemed and excellent chocolate creams in my room, my worthy Bunter. If you would like to sample them—” 
  “What-ho!” said Bunter. 
  He rolled into the nabob’s room with Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Hurree Singh glanced back at Wharton and closed one eye. The captain of the Remove nodded and grinned. 
  Bunter seemed to be fairly walking into the trap. 
  Indeed, he appeared bent on playing into the hands of the japers, though it did not occur to either Wharton or Hurree Singh, at the moment, that such was his object. 
  “Shut the door, Inky.” he said. “There’s a bit of a draught.” 
  “Certainfully, my esteemed Bunter.” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh closed his door. 
  Billy Bunter sat down before the fire, and stretched out his fat little legs, like a fellow who was in no hurry to move again. 
  The nabob produced the box of chocolate-creams. 
  Bunter started on them with great satisfaction. There was a lurking grin on his fat face that rather perplexed the nabob. 
  Bunter finished the chocolate-creams. 
  Still, he seemed in no hurry to move. It was the nabob’s object to keep him there as long as possible, to give Wharton time to don the ghostly attire, and conceal himself in the old oak wardrobe in Bunter’s room. Hurree Singh found no difficulty in carrying out his purpose. Indeed, one might almost have suspected that it was Bunter’s object to give Wharton plenty of time.  Having finished the chocolates, he still sat before the fire, in lazy contentment. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stirred at last. 
  Wharton had had ample time to don the ghostly attire that had been manufactured out of a sheet, and the wig and beard that had been placed in readiness in his room, and to rub his face with luninous paint, and conceal himself in the big wardrobe. Ten minutes was enough; and Bunter had been half an hour in Hurree Singh’s room, and still showed no signs of moving. 
  “My esteemed Bunter—” murmured the nabob. 
  Bunter sat up. 
  “Better get to bed – what?” he asked. 
  “Any more chocolates?” 
  “No.”
  “Then I’ll get a move on.” yawned Bunter, extracting himself from the chair. “Good-night, Inky.” 
  “Good-night, my absurd and preposterous Bunter!”
  Billy Bunter rolled out of the room. 
  He rolled along to his own and entered, the nabob looking after him with a grin on his dusky face.
   A fire was burning in Bunter’s room, casting flickering lights and shadows. He switched on the light and blinked round the room. 
  Nothing unusual met his eye. 
  The fire burned brightly. His bed was turned down, and his pyjamas—or, rather, Wharton’s pyjamas—laid out in readiness for him. 
  Bunter’s glance travelled across to the big oak wardrobe in the alcove. It filled the alcove from the floor almost to the high ceiling, and the big door was closed. Bunter rolled silently across to it, his little round eyes twinkling behind his big spectacles. 
  From his pocket he drew a key. 
  That key he inserted swiftly into the lock of the wardrobe. 
    He turned it.
  Click ! 
  He, he, he !” 
  Bunter chuckled.
 

  

                                               THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                              The Ghost Does Not Walk ! 

HARRY WHARTON gave a start. 
  In the roomy interior of the wardrobe the captain of the Remove had heard Bunter 
arrive in the room. 
  He made no sound. He did not expect to have long to wait; it never took Bunter long to turn in. But wharton’s occupation of that ancient wardrobe was destined to last longer than he had anticipated.
  He gave a start as he heard the key pushed into the outside of the lock, and another as the key was turned. Then the fat cachinnation of the Owl of the Remove came faintly to his ears through the stout oak. 
  Wharton stood transfixed. 
  He was locked in! 
  A quarter of an hour, at the most, he had intended to pass in that place of concealment. Unless Bunter unlocked the wardrobe again, he was booked to spend the night there. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  Billy Bunter chuckled loud and long. The chums of the Remove had chuckled, in anticipation, over that jape on Bunter. Now it was Bunter’s turn to chuckle. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  Bunter knew that he was there! He knew that now. Careful as the chums of the Remove had been to keep the jape from him, somehow the fat junior had got wind of it. 
Bunter was tapping on the wardrobe door. 
  “I say, old bean!” 
  “You fat villain!” hissed Wharton. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  “Let me out !”
  “He, he he!” 
  “Open this door, you fat rotter!” 
  “He, he, he !” 
  “I’ll smash you!”
  “He, he, he!” 
  “Bunter, you podgy scoundrel—” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  Wharton breathed sulphurously. 
  “I say, old fellow, I’m going to bed.” said Bunter. “I hope you’ll be comfortable in there. Bit stuffy, 1 should think—what?”
  “I’ll pulverise you, you fat freak !” 
  “Make yourself comfortable, old bean!” said Bunter cheerily. “I’m going to bed. Good-night!” 
  “Let me out!” hissed Wharton. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  Wharton thumped on the inner side of the wardrobe door. 
  “I say, old chap, don’t kick up that row !” remonstrated Bunter. “How’s a 
fellow to go to sleep, if you kick up a shindy like that?” 
  “I’ll burst you!” yelled Wharton. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  “Will you let me out ? ” 
  “No, I jolly well won’t !” chuckled Bunter. “You stuck yourself in there, old bean, and you can stay there. He, he, he!” 
  “I can’t stay here all night!” shrieked Wharton. 
  “Can’t you?” asked Bunter. 
  “No, you fat idiot!” 
  “Well, my idea is that you can.” said Bunter. “In fact, I don’t see what else you are going to do, old chap. You can’t break out of that wardrobe—it’s too jolly strong. And I ain’t going to unlock the door. He, he, he!” 
  Thump, thump, thump !
  “He, he, he !” 
  Bang! 
  “I say, old chap, you’ll get a crowd here if you make that row!” said Bunter. “Do you want your uncle to come up and find you there, got up as a ghost? He, he, he!” 
  " I – I – I ----”  
  “And the Head !” chortled Bunter. “What would the Head think? You’d better not make a row, old fellow.” 
 “I’ll smash you I” roared Wharton. 
  “Good-night, old bean!”
  “Let me out !” 
  “I’m going to bed. Good-night !” 
  Harry Wharton drew back his foot for an infuriated kick on the wardrobe door. But he paused in time. 
  He did not want to bring a crowd up to Bunter’s room. He did not want to be discovered in the wardrobe. 
  The Owl of the Remove had him, as it were, in a cleft stick. He was at the mercy of the guest that would not go. 
  Faintly through the thick oak of the door came the sound of Billy Bunter kicking his shoes off. Apparently the Owl of the Remove was going to bed —leaving Wharton in the wardrobe for the night! 
  The hapless junior’s feelings were inexpressible in words. He was fairly caught in his own trap. It was hot and stuffy inside the big wardrobe. To remain there for the night was impossible. 
  Wharton tapped on the door, 
  “Bunter !”
  “He, he, he!” 
  “Will you let me out, you fat villain? I shall be suffocated here! Let me out at once !” 
  “He, he, he!” 
   Thump, thump, thump! 
  “For goodness’ sake, old chap, don’t kick up that row!” urged Bunter. I’m sleepy! Your blessed long-winded old uncle fairly made me yawn my head off! Good-night!” 
  “Let me out!” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “I’ll burst you in the morning !”
  “He, he, he!” 
  There was a click as Bunter shut off the switch of the electric light. It was followed by a heavy creak, as the bed groaned under the weight of the Owl of the Remove. 
  Bunter had gone to bed. 
  Wharton panted. 
  “Bunter!”
  Snore! 
  “You frowsy fat villain—” 
  Snore! 
  With indescribable feelings, Harry Wharton stood in the massive old wardrobe, and listened to the snoring of the Owl of the Remove. 
Bunter had gone to sleep. 
  Again Wharton drew back his foot for a crashing kick on the door of the wardrobe. Again he paused. He simply could not face the prospect of alarming the house, and bringing the startled household to the spot—to discover him locked in Bunter’s wardrobe. Better to stay there for the night than that. 
  And there was a chance of help from Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. The nabob would remain awake—expecting to hear from Bunter when the ghost walked.  He was not likely to guess what had happened; but there was a chance. 
  It was wharton’s only chance.  He could not and would not face the ridicule of bringing his uncle and the servants to the room. If his dusky chum failed him he was booked for the most uncomfortable night in his experience. And he waited dismally, the minutes crawling by on leaden wings as he listened to the deep and echoing snore of William George Bunter. 

                                          THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Inky to the Rescue! 

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH listened. 
  Midnight had passed. 
  Wharton Lodge was silent, buried in slumber.  The last light had long been turned off; Wells, the butler, had made his last round, and gone to his room; the last sound of a closing door had long since died away. But the dusky nabob of Bhanipur was not thinking of sleep. 
  As the long minutes passed and lengthened into hours, Hurree Singhia grew more and more perplexed. 
  The plot that the two juniors had plotted had been plotted with care; and the nabob could not see what could have gone wrong. The ghost should have walked; Bunter’s terrified howl should have run out; the jape should have been working long before midnight.  But evidently there was a hitch somewhere. 
  It was scarcely possible that Harry Wharton had gone to bed and forgotten all about it.  But, to make sure, Hurree Singh tiptoed along to Wharton’s room, and looked in.  The low embers of a fire glowed in the hearth; Hurree Singh looked at the bed, and found it empty.  He looked in the adjoining room.  Wharton was not there. Obviously, Wharton had carried out the scheme, so far as concealing himself in Bunter’s room.  Why he had not proceeded further with it was a mystery. But he hadn’t. 
  The nabob listened outside Bunter’s door.
  From within came the sound resembling distant thunder, so familiar in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars.  Bunter was sleeping the sleep of the just. No walking ghost had disturbed his balmy slumbers.  Had Wharton fallen asleep in the interior of the oak wardrobe while waiting for the hour for the ghost to walk? That seemed the only possible explanation. 
  Hurree Singh returned to his room. 
  He had long ago turned his light out; but he replenished his fire, and waited.  He was sleepy; but he did not care to turn in till he knew what had happened to his chum. With his door half-open out to dark corridor he listened. 
  He listened in vain. No sound reached his ears from the silent house; only the moan of the winter wind in the trees without. 
  He looked at his watch at last in the fire-light. It was half-past twelve. Once more the nabob tiptoed along to Bunter’s door and listened. The steady snore of the Owl of the Remove was still going strong.  Evidently nothing had happened to alarm Bunter.  The ghost had not walked. 
  Hurree Singh tried the handle of the door; but it was locked on the inside. Like a fellow camping in the enemy’s country, Billy Bunter locked his door of a night. 
  The nabob was quite uneasy by this time. 
  He returned to his own room, stepped from the window to the balcony, and moved along to the window of Bunter’s room. 
  The window was fastened 
  Bunter was not a believer in fresh air, and the window was jammed shut and fastened. 
The curtains were drawn but between them was an interstice that gave the nabob a glimpse of the interior. Bunter had banked up the fire before going to bed, and it was now burning brightly, illumining the whole room. 
  The fire-light played on a fat face on a pillow. There was Bunter—fast asleep and snoring. 
  But of Wharton there was no sign. 
  Obviously he was still inside the oak wardrobe in the alcove—why, the nabob could not imagine. 
  Even if he had fallen asleep while waiting there, he could hardly have slept long in such cold and uncomfortable quarters. The door might have become fastened by some accident; or— something like the truth glimmered into the nabob’s mind—Bunter for some reason, might have locked the wardrobe before going to bed. At that idea a faint grin dawned on the nabob’s dusky face. He could imagine the feeling with which the concealed junior had heard the key turn in the lock, if that, was what had happened. 
  He tried the window. 
  The casement was secured. But, by that time Hurree Jamset Ram Singb had made up his mind. Something, evidently, had gone wrong with the plot, and his chum needed his help— and he was going to help him. 
  He thought of awakening Bunter; but that was impossible without awakening the whole household. There was only one thing to do, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did it. The window was in small panes, and he selected the pane nearest the catch inside, and jammed his elbow sharply on it.  There was a tinkling of falling fragments of glass in Bunter’s room. 
  It did not awaken Bunter. Nothing short of a thunderclap would have awakened Bunter. 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh put a dusky hand through the orifice in the pain, unfastened the casement, and pushed it open. 
  A minute more and he had clambered into the room. 
  He crossed swiftly to the oak wardrobe in the alcove. Now that he was close to it he could hear a sound of something stirring within. The key was in the lock, and Hurree Singh turned it back and pulled open the heavy oak door. 
  “My esteemed chum—” he murmured. 
  “Inky!” gasped Wharton. 
  The hapless prisoner emerged from the wardrobe. 
  He had taken off the sheet, the wig, and the beard of his ghostly disguise; but the phosphorus paint still glowed on his face, with an odd effect in the firelight. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned. 
  “My esteemied and absurd chum—” 
  “I’m frozen!” gasped Wharton. 
  He hurried across to the fire. In the bed Billy Bunter still snored on; and if he was dreaming, he did not dream that the prisoner of the wardrobe was free. 
Wharton warmed his chilly hands at the fire.  He was chilled to the bone by his long Imprisonment in that chilly retreat. 
  “It’ll soon be morning!” he gasped. 
  “It is a quarter to one, my esteemed chum. ” 
  “Oh! It seemed longer than that. That fat villain knew I was there, and locked me in—”
  The nabob chuckled. Wharton stared at him. 
  “You silly ass!  What are you cackling at?” he grunted. “There’s nothing to cackle at! That fat scoundrel locked me in and went to bed, I’m going to smash him! I’m going to spiflicate him !” 
  “My esteemed arid ridiculous chum—” murmured the nabob, as Wharton turned from the fire and strode towards Bunter’s bed. 
  Wharton did not heed. 
  He had passed more than two hours in the chilly recesses of the ancient wardrobe, and it had seemed at least three times as long. Every minute that he had remained there had added to his wrath. His only comfort had been the reflection of what he would do to Bunter when he got out. Now he had gone out, and he proceeded to deal with Bunter. 
  Bunter’s snore suddenly ceased, and a delicious dream of Christmas pudding and turkey came to an abrupt end, as the bedclothes were jerked off him. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. 
  He awakened. 
  “My absurd chum, Bunter will keep till the morning—” urged Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
  “He won’t!” snapped Wharton.
  “Yarooogh !” 
  “Bunter, you fat scoundrel—” 
  “Ow!  Keep off!” roared Bunter. 
  “You beast, how did you get out? I say, old chap. I wasn’t going to leave you there really! I—I was just going to get up and let you out!” Keep off!” 
  Smack!” 
 “Yooop!” 
  Smack, smack! 
  “Yow-ow.ow-ow-wooooooop! Help! Yarooooh!” 
  Billy Bunter bounded off the bed on the farther side.  He grabbed up his spcctaelcs, jammed them on his fat little nose, and blinked at Wharton across the bed. 
  “I say, old fellow—yarooooh! Keep off! Keep him off, Inky! How did you get in here, you black beast? I say, I was just going to let you out, Harry old chap—I was really! Just another minute, and—yoooop!”  
   Bunter bounded desperately across the bed as Wharton rushed round it., 
  “Ow! Help! Keep off!” he yelled. 
  “My esteemed Wharton—” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Keep him off!” gasped Bunter. “I say,old fellow, wharrer you waxy about? Can’t you take a joke?  Oh lor’! Keep him off !” 
  The nabob caught Wharton by the arm. 
  “Let go, you ass!” 
  “My absurd chum—” 
  “Let go, fathead! I’m going to smash him up into little pieces !“ roared Wharton. 
  “Oh crikey!”
  Bunter rushed to the door. 
  To unlock it, drag it open, and whip out into the passage was the work of a moment. 
Wharton jerked his arm loose from Hurree Singh and rushed after him. 
  “You fat villain———” 
  “Ow!” ! 
  “Stop, you fat totter I” 
  Billy Bunter did not stop. 
  As Wharton rushed into the passage in pursuit, a fat figure in pyjamas vanished in the distance round a corner. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh hurried out after his chum. 
  “My absurd Wharton, you will wake the house! For the sake of esteemed goodness—” 
  Wharton paused. 
  “I’ll smash him! I’ll pulverise him! I’ll spiflicate him! I’ll—” he gasped. “Wait till he comes back!”
  But Billy Bunter seemed in no hurry to come back; and after waiting a few minutes, calmness supervened, and Wharton admitted that Bunter would keep till the morning. 
  The two juniors went to bed, and the way was open for Billy Bunter to return to his room. Wharton and Hurree Jamset Rain Singh, as they laid their heads on their pillows and closcd their eyes, had no doubt that he had returned there now that the coast was clear. But the adventures of Billy Bunter on that eventful night were far from over. 

                                            THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                                 Any Port In a Storm! 

“Oh dear!” gasped Billy Bunter.
  It was cold. 
  In borrowing a suit of Wharton’s pyjamas, Bunter had naturally selected the best and warmest suit he could find. Still, they were not much protection against the cold of a December night. 
  Bunter’s teeth chattered. 
  In his hurried flight from the exasperated captain of the Remove, Bunter had negotiated several passages, careless whither they led. 
  He stumbled on a staircase, and clambered hurriedly up the stairs, only bent on placing a safe distance between himself and his pursuer. 
  There he paused, gasping, to listen. 
  He blinked round him in the starlight from a window.  He knew where he was now—in the menservants’ quarters. 
  He quaked and listened,, 
 There was, as a matter of fact, no pursuit. But the moan of the wintry wind, the creaking and rustling of the trees, the cracking of ancient wainscot, were enough for Bunter’s terrified ears. 
  He scudded across the landing, grabbed open the first door he came to, and bolted in. 
  Shutting the door he palpitated behind it, listening for the pursuing footsteps of the captain of the Remove. 
  Outside the house the winter wind wailed and howled, and clattered the old ivy against the windows. 
  “Oh dear !“ gasped Bunter. 
  From the bottom of his fat heart Bunter wished that he hadn’t landed at Wharton Lodge for his Christmas holidays. Bunter Court was better than this —even with Bessie Bunter and Sammy Bunter thrown in. 
  “Ow! Beast! He’s coming!” groaned Bunter, as a gust of wind shook the windows. 
  He palpitated. 
  In his mind’s eye he could see Wharton searching the passages for him, bent on vengeance. 
  Even Bunter could realise that a fellow who had been locked in a chilly wardrobe for two or three hours was likely to feel vengeful when he emerged. 
  Bunter was still tingling from the two or three hefty smacks Wharton had had time to administer before he fled.  He did not want any more—very much indeed he did not want any more. 
  A long minute passed. 
  The hapless Owl of the Remove dared not venture from the room in which he had taken refuge. 
  But it came into his fat mind that the man who slept in the room might have heard him enter, and he blinked round uneasily. 
  “I—I say, it’s all right!” gasped Bunter. “I ain’t a burglar, you know!  It’s all right.’’ 
  There was no answer. 
  Apparently the room was unoccupied. 
  That was a relief at least.  Bunter had no desire to be collared by some startled manservant, as a burglar. 
  The window was court curtained there was not the faintest glimmer of light in the room. 
  Neither was there any sound of breathing. Bunter, evidently. was alone there. 
  Another long minute passed---- and another! They were very long indeed to Billy Bunter. 
  He shivered and his teeth chattered. 
  A lull in the wind was followed by deep silence. There was no sound of pursuing footsteps. 
  Still Bunter did not venture out. 
  The beast was still looking for him, or waiting in his room for him to return. It was only judicious to give the beast time to calm down. Wherever the beast looked for him, he was not likely to look into one of the menservants’ rooms. Bunter was safe so long as he remained there, 
  Assured that he was alone in the room now, the fat junior groped for the switch, found it by the door, and turned on the light. 
  He blinked round him. 
  The room was empty save for Bunter. 
  The bed was made, ready for occupation, but, it was not occupied. A suit of pyjamas lay across it. Evidently someone had intended to use the room that night, but had not yet gone to bed.
  Bunter was puzzled.  He did not know what time it was, but he knew that it was very late; none of the servants could be up at that hour. Yet this room, obviously habitually occupied, was empty: the bed, though made ready for occupation, had not been slept in. 
It was curious; and Bunter blinked about the room very curiously.  He wondered whose room it was. It must belong to one of the men employed in the house, and it was very curious indeed that that man had not yet gone to bed. 
  “Barnes!” ejaculated Bunter suddenly.
  On the table lay a chauffeur’s cap. 
  Bunter stared at it. 
  The room was the one assigned to Barnes, the head’s chauffeur. Bunter knew that Barnes had a room on this passage, though be had not known which room it was. 
  Evidently this was Barnes’ room. 
  Brown, the Colonel’s chauffeur, slept over the garage. Barnes had been given a room in the house, in the men- servants quarters. This was Barnes’ room, evidently; and Barnes should have been in bed long ago. 
  Where Barnes was, was a mystery. 
  Possibly he had been given leave of absence by his master, and was away for the night. Indeed, that was the only possible explanation, so far as Bunter could see. The whole household had long ago gone to bed; Barnes could not still be up within the walls of Wharton Lodge. Evidently—Bunter concluded— he was away for the night. 
  There was nothing, after all, surprising in that, for Barnes had no business at Wharton Lodge, except to wait there so long as his master stayed with the colonel, and if he wanted a night’s leave of absence, Dr. Locke was certain to give it to him. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  He was in luck. 
  Nothing could have happened better, in fact. 
  The beast who was—as Bunter believed—searching for him, could search as long as he jolly well liked. If the beast was waiting in Bunter’s room for Bunter to come back, he could jolly well wait.  Bunter had, by sheer luck, found a safe and comfortable refuge. Barnes being absent, there was no reason why Bunter should not remain in the room, and the bed looked a comfortable one. 
  It did not take Bunter long to make up his fat mind. 
  He turned off the light and plunged into bed. With great satisfaction Bunter tucked his fat person under the blankets. 
  His eyes closed a few seconds after his head touched Barnes’ pillow. A few seconds more and the silence of the room was broken by a rumble like that of distant thunder. 
  Bunter was asleep. 
  He slept and snored. Back to his fat mind came the interrupted dream of turkey and Christmas pudding, and as he slept a sweet smile illuminated his face. 

                                        THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                                  Mysterious! 

B1I.LV BUNTER awoke suddenly. 
  What had awakened him he did not know, but something had. 
  Gently when Billy Bunter’s eyes were closed in slumber they were safe to remain closed, and nothing short of a thunderclap would have awakened him till morning. 
  But the exciting events of the night had told, even on William George Bunter.  He slept fitfully.  His dream of a turkey and Christmas pudding mingle’!, in his slumbers, with the avenging figure of the captain of the Remove seeking him along dusky passages. The happy dream became a nightmare, and in the mists and shadows of sleep he had on awful vision of a fierce turkey chasing him along passages and up and down stairs.  He mumbled on grumbled in his sleep; and in that disturbed state a faint sound was enough to awaken him. 
  He opened his eyes and blinked in the darkness. 
  For some moments he could not remember where he was, or what had happened to him. The vision of a fierce and vengeful turkey faded, to be replaced by a recollection of the captain of the Remove. 
  He poked his little fat nose out over the edge of the cover and blinked round the dark room, and listened intently with both fat ears. If the beast had run him down after all—      
  There was a sound in the quiet room, and Bunter knew he was no longer alone. 
  He tried to still his breathing. 
  He had no doubt that it was Wharton.  How could it be anybody else? Bunter was not aware that he had been asleep in Barnes’ bed for nearly two hours.  He had an impression that he had nodded off for a few minutes. 
  He listened, with beating heart. 
  Someone was in the room.  He could see nothing, but he could hear someone moving.  
But if it was Wharton, why didn’t the beast turn on the light? If he knew Barnes was absent, and suspected that the fat Owl had taken refuge in that room, he would naturally turn on the light to look for him. But the darkness remained unbroken, 
  Then—after a few moments, which seemed long minutes to the quaking Owl of the Remove—there was a scratching sound. 
  A match was struck. 
  Bunter blinked in amazement. 
  The beast was striking a match, though there was an electric switch just inside the door. 
  The glimmer of the match moved across the shadowy room towards the mantelpiece. 
  Bunter stared at it. 
  Dimly in the glimmer of the flickering match, he made out the figure of the person who carried it. 
  It was not Wharton. It was too tall for a schoolboy. 
  For a second Bunter’s fat heart palpitated with the thought of burglars. He had not forgotten his startling experience at Greyfriars, just before the break-up for the Christmas holidays, when he had come down in the night after Cokers’ cake, and had run into a burglar. For a second Bunter lived that horrid moment over again. 
  But the next moment his terrors were relieved. 
 The match was placed to a night-light on the mantelpiece, and a dim illumination glimmered through the room. Dim as it was, it enabled Bunter to recognise the man who stood by the fireplace. 
  It was Barnes!
  Bunter’s terrors disappeared as he recognised Dr. Locke’s chauffeur. But his surprise was great. 
  He blinked at Barnes in utter amazement. 
  Finding Barnes’ room empty, and the bed not slept in, Bunter had taken at for granted, as a matter of course, that the man was away for the night, 
  That Barnes would return in the small hours of the norning had not even occurred for a moment to his fat brain. 
  Indeed, it was so extraordinary that Bunter wondered for a moment or two whether he was still dreaming. 
  Where on earth had Barnes been in the middle of the night? Out of the house, that was certain. But where— and why? 
  Bunter’s little round eyes almost bulged from his head in astonishment, as he blinked at him. 
  He groped by the pillow for his glasses, jammed them on his little fat nose, and blinked again. There was no doubt of it. The man was Barnes. 
  The glimmer of the night-light showed up, plainly enough, the cool, steady face, the well -cut features, of the Head’s chauffeur. 
  Barnes was not looking towards the bed—evidently he had not the faintest suspicion that his room was occupied. 
  Bunter made no sound. He was so astonished that he could only blink at the man who stood by the fireplace, a dozen feet away from him. 
  He noticed that Barnes was breathing hard. Wherever he had been, he had apparently returned to Wharton Lodge at a good speed—perhaps running.  He turned from the mantelpiece, but not towards the bed.  He dropped into a deep chair, like a man who was weary, and stretched out his legs, and remained there, only his deep and hurried breathing coming to Bunter’s ear. 
  Bunter lay on his elbow, blinking at the chauffeur’s profile as he sat in the armchair. 
Why the nan had put a match to the night-light, instead of turning on the electric switch, puzzled the fat junior. But it occurred to him that Barnes, for whatsoever reason he had been out that night at such an hour, did not desire the household to be aware of his movements. It was not likely that a gleam of light under his door, or from a chink in the curtains at the window, would be observed; but it was possible, and Barnes was not taking the chance. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  Evidently Barnes had been out secretly, and had returned as secretly, and desired his actions to remain a secret.  got hold of some key to let himself out and in, or perhaps had used a window. 
  It was odd enough, for there was no doubt at all that Barnes’ employer would have given him a night’s leave of absence if he had asked for it. So far as Bunter could see, Barnes was taking a lot of trouble to keep secret a matter that need not have been kept secret at all.
  But an explanation very quickly occurred to Bunter.  He fancied that he knew the ways of chauffeurs! Barnes, of course, had taken the Head’s car out for a joy-ride!  That was it, Bunter decided, with a grin—the fellow had been joy-riding in his master s car; hence his stealthy and surreptitious return to the house in the small hours. 
  If the Head’s chauffeur had been joy riding, it seemed to have tired him. He lay back heavily in the armchair resting; more like a man who had walked or run a good distance, than like a man who had driven a car. 
  Bunter sat up in bed. 
  Now that the chauffeur had returned, obviously Bunter had to vacate Barnes’ room and return to his own 
  So far, the man had not even glanced towards the bed. But as Bunter sat up, the bed creaked, and Barnes moved, with a sudden swiftness that surprised Bunter. 
  Like lightning, he leaped from the armchair, and spun round towards the bed. In the glimmer of the night-light his face showed white and startled. 
  “I say, Barnes—” ejaculated Bunter, startled by the change that had come over Barnes’ face. 
  The chauffeur made an inarticulate sound.  He leaped towards the bed, swiftly, silently, like a springing panther.
 

  The look on his face was so strange, so terrible, that it frightened Bunter almost out of his fat wits. 
  He gave a squeak of terror, and rolled out of bed on the other side. 
  Bump!"
  “Ow! Wow’,” 
  Bunter rolled on the floor in a tangle of bedclothes. 
  “Ow! Yarooh! Keep off !" squealed Bunter. “ It’s only me, Barnes! Ow! Only Bunter! Wow! I ain’t a burglar! Ow! Keep off! Wow!" 

                                          THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                    Keep it Dark ! 

BARNES stood staring across the bed at the Owl of the Remove. 
  He made an effort to pull himself together. 
  For a moment or two his self-control seemed utterly to have deserted him, as he found that he was not alone in his room. The look on his face as he leaped towards the bed, told of mingled rage and terror, and it had seemed to Bunter that there was a murderous glare in Barnes’ eyes as he came. 
  But if it was there it was quickly gone. As he stared across the bed at the squealing fat junior, sprawling in a tangle of sheets and blankets, Barnes regained his accustomed calm. 
  “Bunter !" he said, 
  “Ow! Keep off! It’s only me, you silly ass!" gasped Bunter, “You lay hands on me, you cheeky beast, and I’ll tell the Beak that you’ve had his car out! Ow!" 
  Bunter disentangled himself from the bedclothes, and scrambled to his feet. He blinked at Barnes across the bed. 
  Barnes was breathing fast, and his face was still white, but he was calm now. When he spoke again his voice was as smooth as usual 
  “Master Bunter, you startled me !" he said quietly. 
  “And you jolly well startled me, jumping at me like a wild beast!" gasped Bunter, “Did you think there was a burglar in your bed, you silly idiot ?” 
  “Really, Master Bunter, I did not know what to think—in fact, I had no time to think.” Barnes was his normal, quiet, self-possessed self now, though his eyes were gleaming strangely at the fat junior. “I was very much surprised to find someone in my room at this hour of the night. May I ask what you are doing here, sir?” 
  “It’s your own fault.” grunted Bunter. “How was I to know that you were coming back?” He blinked at the clock on the mantelpiece. “ Why, it’s half-past three nearly! Nice time to keep your governor’s car out!"
  “My governor’s car?" repeated Barnes. 
  “Think I don’t know what you have been up to?” sneered Bunter. “ I know all about chauffeurs!  You’ve had the Head’s car out on a joy-ride, and only just got back. You’d jolly well get the sack if I told the Beak! Yah !" 
An expression of relief flashed over Barnes’ pain face. Even Bunter, who was ar from observant, observed it, and wondered at it. 
  “I thought you were away for the night, of course.” went on Bunter.  In quotes What else was I to think, when I found the room empty, after everybody had gone to bed?” 
  “You think I have had my master’s car out on a joy-ride, Master Bunter?” 
  Bunter snorted. 
  “I jolly well know you have!" he replied. “You needn’t try to pull my leg, Barnes. If you haven’t, where have you been, I’d like to know!"
  Barnes drew a deep breath. 
  “I’m not denying it, sir.” he said smoothly. 
  “Not much good if you did!" snapped Bunter contemptuously. “You can’t stuff me, Barnes rail t.  
  A faint smile flickered for an instant over Barnes’ face.  The colour was coming back into his cheeks now. 
  “I shouldn’t dream of trying to deceive you, sir.,” said Barnes. 
  “Wouldn’t you — just?” sneered Bunter. “You jolly well would if you thought you could get away with it! But I’m too jolly fly for that, I can tell you!"
  “You are too sharp for me, Master Bunter!" 
  “I fancy I am !" assented the Owl of the Remove complacently. 
  “But you have not yet told me what you were doing in my room, Master Bunter.” said Barnes, and his eyes were fixed on the fat junior with a piercing look. 
  “That beast Wharton was after me!" grunted Bunter. “I dodged into this room to get away from him.” 
  “Is that all?” 
  “All!" repeated Bunter, “What the thump do you think I came here for in the middle of the night? Think I care two straws whether you’d taken the Beak’s car out on a joy-ride or not?” 
  Barnes’ eyes, fixed on the fat and fatuous face of the Owl of the Remove, seemed as if they would penetrate that fat face to the thoughts behind. 
  It was evident, to his keen scrutiny, that Bunter was telling the truth. It was only by chance that the fat junior had butted into Barnes’ room that night. If Barnes had feared any deeper motive, he was relieved. 
  “I’m going back to my room now!" grunted Bunter. “That beast will be asleep by this time—he can’t have waited up all this time, blow him! Nice way to treat a guest—after pressing him to come! I’ve a jolly good mind to clear out of the house the first thing in the morning! I jolly well would, only—only I won’t!"
  Bunter came round the bed. 
  Barnes watched him 
  Master Bunter—” 
  “Lend me those matches!" grunted Banter. “I’ve got to get back to my room!"
  “Certainly, sir!" 
  Barnes handed him the box of matches. Bunter rolled to the door. Barnes’ eyes followed 
him. 
  “Master Bunter, you’ve found out that I had my master’s car out to-night for a joy-ride to London. I am sure you will not mention it to Dr. Locke and get me into trouble with my employer!"
  Bunter snorted. 
  “I don’t see why I shouldn’t.” he answered. “I can jolly well tell you, Barnes, that I don’t approve of these goings-on!" 
  “Dr. Locke would be vexed, sir.” 
  “I fancy he would!" grinned Bunter. “Old Locke’s too jolly soft with servants, in my opinion; but he would get his ears up if he knew you’d had his car out all night, running about London and getting back here at half-past three in the morning!” 
  “I am aware, sir, that I have committed a fault.” said Barnes humbly. “Some friend urged me very hard—” 
  “That’s no excuse!"said Bunter loftily. 
  “I know, sir. But I should take it very kindly if you would promise not to mention my transgression to employer. It might cause me to lose my place, sir—and just at Christmas-time, I am sure you would not be hard on me.” 
  Bunter’s severe, fat countenance relaxed. 
  Bunter’s tnat of persons in employment, as a rule, made those persons experience a yearning to take him by his fat neck and wring the same. 
  But Bunter could be kind to such persons if they ate a sufficient amount of humble-pie, so to speak. And Barnes now, though hitherto Bunter had considered him extremely cheeky, was as humble and meek as even the fatuous Owl of the Remove could have desired. 
  “Well, I don’t mind keeping it dark, Barnes.” he said graciously. “So long as you’re civil, and know your place, you can always rely on kindness from me-” 
“Thank soul. air I” said flares, “I am very grateful, air I” 
“So you ought to be,” said Bunter. “It would jolly svell be (lie aok for you I told thin Beak. Still, old Locke doesn’t treat mo any too civilly—snap. ping a fellow lip if he opens his mouth I 1 won’t mention it, Barnes, so long as you’re civil nd keep your place, and don’t get cheek)’,” 
  “Thank you, sir!" said Barnes. “This kindness is exactly what I should have expected from a young gentleman like you, sir.” 
  Billy Bunter smiled with fatuous satisfaction. 
  “That’s all right, Barnes.” he said. “Good-night, my man!"
  “Good-night, sir!" said Barnes respectfully. 
  Bunter rolled away at last. In a couple of minutes he was in his own room and his own bed, and in another his deep snore was once more going strung. 
  But Barnes was not so soon to bed. 
  For quite a long time after Bunter had left him, that rather mysterious young man stood, his face tense and thoughtful in the glimmer of the night-light. 
  He shook himself at last, as if dismissing troublesome thoughts. 
 “After all, we leave tomorrow!" he muttered. “That fat fool understands nothing, and he will have little time to talk before we go! And after the holidays he will have forgotten. It matters little.” 
  And Barnes extinguished the light and went to bed, though he did not sleep before the grey December dawn was creeping in at the windows of Wharton Lodge. 

                                     THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                              The Parting Guest ! 

“MY esteemed chum—” 
  Harry Wharton opened his eyes and yawned. 
  It was morning, and the winter sunlight shone in at his windows. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was standing beside his bed, with a smile on his dusky face. 
  “Ow!  I’m sleepy!" murmured Wharton. 
  “It is nine o’clock, my absurd chum!" remarked the nabob. “The sleepfulness has been terrific!"
  Wharton sat up. 
  “My hat! So late !"
  “The hatefulness is preposterous!" grinned Huree Jamset Ram Singh. “And as the esteemed Head departfully bunks this morning, the turn-outfulness is the proper caper!"
  “Yes, rather!" yawned Wharton. 
  Late as the hour was, it cost Wharton rather an effort to turn out of bed. However, he turned out.  He was feeling the effects of the loss of sleep the previous night; but a plunge in cold water revived him, and he came down cheerfully to a rather late breakfast. 
  Billy Bunter was not down yet. 
  Bunter also had missed some sleep, and he was making up for it. 
  Dr. Locke was leaving Wharton Lodge that morning, and Wharton and Hurree Singh intended to see him off in his car; but to Billy Bunter that did not seem at all necessary. The less he saw of the Beak, the better William George Bunter liked it. 
  Barnes need have had no uneasiness with regard to Bunter mentioning his escapade to his employer—whether he had been engaged on a joy-ride or not. When Bunter awakened, after ten o’clock, he rang for his breakfast in bed, and after breakfast the Owl of the Remove took another nap. Nobody objected to Bunter staying in bed as long as he liked; indeed, the longer he remained there, the more agreeable it was to all the other occupants of the Lodge. So Bunter snored on unregarded. 
  He was still snoring when Barnes brought the car round for the Head. 
  Barnes’ quiet, composed face showed no sign of anything unusual having occurred during the night. He looked as he had always looked—a model chauffeur. Colonel Wharton was standing on the steps when Barnes brought the car round. The Head was still in the house, and the colonel approached the chauffeur, who saluted him respectfully. 
  “Good morning, sir!" murmured Barnes.  
  “Good-morning—Barnes!" said the colonel, pausing a second before he spoke the name. 
  Barnes smiled faintly. 
  “Still Barnes, sir?” he murmured. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Thank you, sir!"
  “Since you made your explanation to me a few nights ago I have had no time to look into the matter.” said Colonel Wharton. “As you know, it was a surprise and a shock to me to recognise Arthur Poynings, formerly an officer in the Loamshire Regiment, acting as chauffeur to my old headmaster under an assumed name. I have said nothing to Dr. Locke—” 
  “I was sure, sir, that you would not spoil my chance of making good in the only calling left open to me.” said Barnes. 
  “I should be very sorry to do so.” said the colonel. “Except for the one false step you made after the War, I accept your assurance that your record his been clean. But—” 
  “But—” murmured Barnes. 
  “It is my duty, in thp circumstances, to investigate that record." said Colonel Wharton. 
  “I have furnished you, sir, with a list of the names of my employers, since I have been a chauffeur!" murmured the ex-officer of the Loanshire Regiment. “I am prepared to stand or fall by the result of your inquiry.” 
  Colonel Wharton nodded. 
  “If I find that all is clear, you may rely upon my silence.” he said. “If you are running straight now, I shall forget that your name ever was Poynings, and that you were ever anything but a chauffeur.” 
  “You are very good, sir.” 
  “That is simply fair play,” said Colonel Wharton, “and 1 may add that if you should desire to change your calling, and should be in need of help. I am prepared to give you help.” 
  Barnes’ eyes gleamed strangely for a moment, as he looked at the bronzed face of the old military gentleman. 
  “Thank you, sir,” he raid respectfully. “But I am quite satisfied with my present calling. I have a comfortable berth, and a kind master, and I ask for nothing more.” 
  The colonel scanned his lace. 
  “Your early prospects were very different, Poynings.” he said. “You are a Public school and University man----"
  “That did not help me much when I was stranded after the war.,” said Barnes with a shrug of the shoulders. “I found my skill as a driver much more useful than my stores of classical knowledge.” 
  Colonel Wharton smiled, 
  “No doubt.” he assented. “It is a new and harder world since the war, and there is not much room in it for idlers. Nevertheless—” 
  “I am quite satisfied, sir.” 
  “If you are satisfied with steady work and duty in a humble sphere, you are very much changed since I used to know you, Poynings.” said the colonel, as if with a lingering doubt. 
  “I am changed sir! I am no longer discontented ant ambitious. A year behind the bars cured me of that. All I ask now is to be left in peace to earn my bread honestly, and to forget that I was ever anything different from what I now am!" 
  “That is little to ask.” said Colonel Wharton, “and you may depend upon me to put no obstacle in your way, if you are in earnest, Poynings.” 
  “Thank you, sir.” 
  The Head’s baggage was being brought out now, and the colonel stepped back. His eyes lingered on Barnes, as the chauffeur packed the baggage on the car. Few would have recognised the quiet, sedate chauffeur, as the man the colonel had once known him to be—restless, reckless, self-willed, extravagant, uncontrolled. If the ex-officer was playing a part, be was playing it uncommonly well. 
  But the colonel had little more time to give attention to the head’s chauffeur. Dr. Locke, having made his farewells to Miss Wharton, came out, and Barnes opened the door of the car for him. The Head took his leave of the colonel, who grim and bronzed veteran as he was, was still in his old headmaster’s eyes Jim Wharton of Greyfriars. Then ho graciously shook hands in turn with harry and Hurree Singh, and graciously wished them a merry Christmas. 
  Then he packed himself into the car, and Barnes tooled it away down the drive. 
  When it was gone, the colonel turned to the juniors with a smile. 
 “I hope you have enjoyed your head master’s visit.” he remarked. 
  “Oh, yes! Lots!” said Harry, rather guiltily. 
  The enjoyfulness wasterrific, honoured sahib.” said Hurree Jamset Ham Singh gravely. 
  “But perhaps you will enjoy that of your young friends, who arrive tomorrow, still more !" suggested the colonel. 
  “Hem!" 
  The colonel smiled and went back into the house. He had enjoyed the few days his old headmaster had spent with him but it had been, perhaps, a little weighty to the schoolboys. At all events, there was little doubt that they wuld not miss the Head severely, and that the arrival of Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Frank Nugent, on the morrow, would more than compensate for the loss. 
  “The Head’s a good old scout, lnky.” remarked Harry Wharton. 
  “The goodfulness of the esteemed old scout is terrific.” agreed the nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “But—” said Harry. 
  “The butfulness also is terrific.” grinned Hurree Singh. 
  “Still, he’s been jolly decent to us." 
  “The decentfulness was great.” 
  “All the same, it will be a bit more lively with the fellows here.” said Harry, laughing. 
  “Ratherfully, my esteemed chum.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  The two juniors looked round. Billy Bunter was blinking out of the doorway, through his big spectacles. 
  Wharton looked at him rather grimly. But his wrath had evaporated with the night, and he was no longer yearning to kick the fat Owl from one end of Wharton Lodge to the other. 
  “Well, you fat villain!" he said.
  “Oh, really, Wharton! I say, is the Beak gone?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “That’s good.” said Bunter. “It was a bit thick having him here, in holiday time. Still, as he’s gone, it’s all right. Thank goodness he’s gone I hope your uncle won’t be asking any more dashed schoolmasters here Wharton, so long as my visit lasts." 
  “You’d better tell my uncle that.” answered Harry dryly. 
  “Well he’s rather a crusty old codger.” said Bunter. “I’d rather you gave him a hint, old chap! He might ask Quelchy next, and in that case, I’m bound to say that I should have to cut my visit short.” 
  “Then I hope he will ask Quelchy.” 
  “Oh really, Wharton—” 
  “The fact is, Bunter, the fellows are coming to-morrow.” said the captain of the Remove. 
  “Oh, I don’t mind.” said Bunter generously. “ Ask anyone you jolly well like, Wharton. After all, it’s your place.” 
  “Oh! gasped Wharton. “Thanks !" 
  “Not at all, old fellow! Don’t mind me. Of course, Bob Cherry is a noisy beast—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Johnny Bull is a good bit of a hooligan—” 
  “What?” 
  “And Nugent’s rather a mamby-pamby.” 
  “You cheeky porpoise—” 
  “But have ‘em if you want ‘em.said Bunter . “After all, I never expect  you to be considerate to a fellow, Wharton . You always were selfish.” 
  “My only hat! I—” 
  “But I want one thing clearly understood, if I’m to stay with you over Christmas.” said Bunter, blinking seriously at at the captain of the Remove . “No more larks! No more of your silly tricks! I can’t have my night’s rest spoiled by your kiddish japes, You can’t expect it.” 
  “Look here, Bunter—” 
  “That being clearly understood,” said Bunter, “I’ll stay! Not otherwise. Now I’m going to brekker. If you like to wait an hour, I’ll go on the ice with you after brekker and show you how to skate. I suppose there’s some brekker going? I had some in bed, but I’m frightfully hungry.” 
  “Look here—” 
  “Can’t stop now, old chap, I’m hungry.” 
  And Bunter rolled away in search of a second breakfast. Harry Wharton gave his dusky chum an eloquent look. 
  “Shall we take him out on the ice, and drown him?” he asked. 
  The nabob chuckled. 
  “The drownfulness is the  only way.” he remarked, 
  Really, it seemed  that some such drastic measure was required to cause William George Bunter to come unstuck. 

                                        THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                         What Happened in the Night! 

“BURGLARY!” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Good gad!” ejaculated Colonel Wharton. 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had come in after an hour on the ice, and were warming their toes at the fire in the hall, when they heard the colonel’s deep voice from the telephone covenant adjoining.
  The juniors exchanged a glance. 
  “Something’s happened!" murmured Wharton. 
  The colonel’s voice went on: “Certainly. I will come over at once. Tell General Sankey that I will be with him very soon.” 
  The colonel hung up the receiver and came out into the hall. There was an expression of deep concern on his bronzed  . 
  “Something happened at Sankey hall, uncle?” asked Harry. 
  “Yes, the hall was broken into last night, and General Sankey’s collection of Indian jewels takent” said the colonel. “It is a very heavy loss—the value of thie jewels is several thousands of pounds. I must go over and see my old friend at once.” 
  And the colonel hurried away. 
  “Well, my hat!" said Harry. “Blessed if we don’t seem to be haunted by burglars these days There were half a dozen burglaries round about Greyfriars in the last month of the term—one at tho school itself, when Bunter butted into the burglar and gave the alarm. I didn’t expect to hear of any round about here in the Christmas holidays.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Oh dry up, Bunter!" 
  “I say, it’s jolly lucky they broke into Sankey Hall, instead of coming here, ain’t it!” said Bunter. “It’s only a mile away. I shall jolly well lock up my watch tonight.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, you fellows—” 
  “Do!" said Wharton. “It will be safer locked up. It might roll away.” 
  “Eh? Why should it roll away, fathead?" 
  “Well, as it’s rolled gold, it might roll—” 
  “Beast! That watch cost twenty-five guineas,” said Bunter. “It was a present from one of my titled relations. I shall jolly well lock it up to-night, and my money, too.” 
  “You’ve still got that French penny?"
  “Beast!” 
  Colonel Wharton came back to lunch, and the juniors heard the details of what had happened in the night. 
  They were keenly interested; for since they had been home for the holidays the colonel had taken them over to Sankey Hall, and they had seen the collection of jewels that the general had brought back with him from India.  The Head of Greyfriars had been keenly interested in that unique collection, and the juniors had heard a good deal of talk on the subject. Now, it appeared, the whole collection was gone—vanished in the night. 
Some person or persons unknown had entered the Hall, in the small hours, while the whole household slept, and lifted the jewels. 
  “Some remarkably clever cracksman.” the colonel said. “The safe was an unusually strong one, specially ordered from London, when the general brought the jewels to Sankey Hall. But it seems to have given the man no trouble. The police are in the house; but so far as I can gather there is little hope of obtaining a clue to the thief.” 
  “How dreadful!" said Miss Wharton placidly. 
  “And there was no alarm?" asked Harry. 
  “No: the robbery was not discovered till after breakfast. No one appears to have heard a sound in the night. A window on the ground floor was found forced; but it must have been done in silence.  The safe was opened without a sound, apparently. The scoundrel got away easily with five thousand pounds worth of plunder." 
  The colonel gnawed his grey moustache. 
  “My poor old friend is terribly knocked over by this. It is a heavy loss for him. By gad ! I should like to my hands on the rascal.” 
  “No doubt the police will succeed in catching the dreadful man.  ” said Miss Wharton. “The police are very clever.” 
  “Hum!" said the colonel. 
  “I—I say, suppose the beast came here tonight!" said Billy Bunter. 
  The colonel gave him a glare. 
  “I wish he would!" he growled. “By gad, I wish the rascal would ! I would give a great deal for a chance to lay hand on him!"
  Billy Bunter, evidently, did not share the colonel’s wish. There was quite an uneasy expression on his fat face.  Bunter had not forgotten his awful encounter with the burglar at Greyfriars, and he shivered whenever he recalled that unnerving experience. 
  Colonel Wharton drove over to Sankey Hall again in the afternoon.  He was anxious to hear whether the local police had obtained any clue to the cracksman. 
  Billy Bunter was taking his ease in a deep and comfortable chair before the fire in the hall, a little later, when Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh joined him, with very grave faces. 
  Bunter blinked at them through his big spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows, anything up?” he asked. “What arc you looking like a pair of boiled owls about?” 
  “It’s the danger.” said Harry Wharton gravely. 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Eh? What danger?” 
  “The dangerfulness is terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter.” 
  “Look here, you beasts, what are you getting at?” demanded the Owl of the Remove, with an uneasy blink. 
  “You remember what happened at Greyfriars.” said Wharton, in a hushed, solemn voice. “There was a burglary at one place, and then at another, and then at another—a whole series of them in the same neighbourhood. All within a short distance of the same spot. Suppose the same sort of thing happened here?" 
  “I—I don’t see why it should.” said Bunter uneasily. 
  “Well, it may be the same gang, for all we know.” said Wharton. 
  “I—I don’t see—” 
  “Anyhow, it’s quite likely that they’ll follow the same methods—making a clean sweep of the whole neighbourhood, see?” 
  “Look here—” 
  “If they come here to-nig,t—” 
  “Ow !" 
  “Of course, a fellow doesn’t feel nervous in the daytime.” said the captain of the Remove, “But in the middle of the dark, dreary night—fancy hearing the stealthy footstep of a——" 
  “Ow!" 
  “The stealthy, creeping footstep in the blackness of the awful night—” 
  “Grooogh!" 
  “And feeling the sudden, merciless, murderous clutch—.—” 
  “Wow! Shut up, you beast!" 
  “I’m thinking of you, old chap. I can’t get away from here, of course; and Inky’s bound to stay. But you—” 
  “Oh!" gasped Bunter. “Me?” 
  “Yes, old chap! You’re not pound to face this fearful danger.” said Wharton. “Just picture yourself waking up suddenly to find a merciless, murderous, red-handed burglar—” 
  “Ow! Stop it!" 
  “Clutching—” 
  “Wow!" 
  “With a fiendish clutch———’’ 
  “Groogh !" 
  “The fact is, I don’t feel justified in letting you run the risk, Bunter.” said Wharton, with the same owl-like gravity. “If you should be murdered—” 
  “Yow-ow!"
  “Or even only battered and smashed by a jemmy—” 
  “Oooooch!" 
  “I’ve no right to expect you to risk it,” said Wharton. “If you think you’d better clear, Bunter, I—I shan’t be offended. In—in fact, I should feel rather easier in my mind.” 
  “The easierfulness would be terrific.” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Bunter sat up, and wiped the perspiration from his fat brow.  He was shivering in all his fat limbs. 
  “I—I say, you fellows, p-pip-perhaps there won’t be a burglary here!" gasped Bunter.      
  “Perhaps not.” agreed Wharton.
  “But if it should happen—and if you should be battered and smashed by a jemmy—”    
  “Ow! I’m going home.” 
  Wharton and Hurree Singh exchanged an involuntary glance. Unfortunately, the Owl of the Remove blinked at them at the same moment, and spotted that glance. Still more unfortunately he understood it. 
  The fat junior settled back in his chair, a fat grin slowly overspreading his podgy face. 
  “I say, you fellows, it’s all right.” said Bunter. “I hardly think there will be a burglary here. He, he, he!" 
  “But think—” 
  “And if there is,” said Bunter calnily. “I naturally want to be here to protect you.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “You fellows would be in a blue funk.” explained Bunter. “You’d need a chap with some 
pluck on the spot. Rely on me.” 
  “Oh, my hat !" 
  “I’m not going to desert you, old bean.” said Bunter. “If there’s danger, that’ll only make me stick to you closer. I’m not the sort of fellow to desert a pal in the hour of peril. Depend on me.” 
  “Look here—” 
  “Look how I bagged that burglar at Greyfriars,” said Bunter. “I should have got him if the 
other fellows had had half as much pluck as I had, you know that.” 
  “Oh crumbs !" 
  “My esteemed Bunter——” 
  “It’s all right.” said Bunter cheerily. “The fact is, Wharton, if I’d thought of leaving you. old chap, I should stick to you now that you’re in danger. That’s the sort of pal I am.” 
  “But think of the stealthy—” 
  “Gammon !" 
  Creeping footsteps that—"
  “Rats!" 
  “And the fiendish clutch—” 
  “Pile it on,” said Bunter. “You can’t scare me? When you fellows feel frightened in the night, just remember that I’m here? If there’s a burglar, call me! I’ll handle him.” 
  “If you’re battered and smashed—” 
  “I’ll risk it, old chap, for your sake.” 
  “Or murdered—” 
  “A chap can only die once.” said Bunter. “What’s the odds if he dies doing his duty and protecting his friends?” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Harry Wharton gave it up. The two juniors drifted away, and a fat chuckle followed them from the armchair. Evidently there was nothing doing. 

                                           THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                             The Man with the Square Jaw! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo!”
  Bob Cherry’s cheerful, ruddy face looked from a carriage window as the train rattled into Wimford Station. His powerful voice rang along the platform above the clatter of the train.   On the platform, Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh were standing. They grinned cheerily at the ruddy face that looked from the train. Over Bob’s shoulders looked the faces of Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent, 
  The train stopped, and the door was hurled open. Bob Cherry jumped out, and his comrades followed him. 
  Wharton and the nabob hurried across to meet them. There was a cheery shaking of hands and thumping on shoulders. 
  “Here we are again!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The here againfulness is terrific, my esteemed and ridiculous chum!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It is an absurd pleasure to behold your ludicrous countenance once more.”   
  Bob chuckled. 
  Everybody merry and bright?” he asked. 
 “Topping !“ answered Harry. “You’ve arrived too late to see the Head—” 
  “The Head?” ejaculated Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes; the Head’s been on a visit to my uncle.  He left yesterday—” 
  “And we’ve missed him?” asked Bb, with a chortle. 
  “The missfulness is as good as the esteemed milefulness.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “We’ll try to bear it,” chuckled Frank Nugent. “We’ll survive somehow.” 
  “The survivefulness will be—” 
  “Terrific!” chortled Bob. “You fellows seen anything of Bunter, or did he land on Mauly after all ?” 
  “We’ve seen something of him—quite a lot, in fact.” said Harry “He’s at the Lodge now. Mauly got clear at break-up, and Bunter has honoured us; any port in a storm, you know. Got all your things?” 
  The porter was slamming the doors of the train. The Famous Five stood in a group by the door of the carriage from which the three new arrivals had alighted. In that carriage was one more passenger, of whom the juniors, naturally, were not taking any particular heed.  He was sitting in a corner seat, with a newspaper in his hands, glancing out on the platform, his eyes resting on the merry group of Greyfriars fellows. 
  Bags and rugs and other impedimenta were landed on the platform, and the juniors stood clear for the porter to close the carriage door. 
  There was a slam, and the man went on closing doors along the train, while the engine shrieked. 
  It was then that Wharton’s glance fell casually on the face of the passenger within, who was looking from the window. 
  He gave a jump. 
  “M-my hat!” he muttered in amazement.
  The train began to move. 
  “What—” began Bob in surprise, following Wharton’s glance as it was fixed on the face at the window now gliding away. 
  Wharton made a step after the train. 
  “What the thump—” exclaimed Nugent. 
  The captain of the Remove stared at the face in the carriage window. 
  It was a clear-cut, clean-shaven face, some what hard in outline, but not unkindly in expression. The eyes, of a deep grey, were very penetrating. The jaw was square, giving an impression of uncommon firmness. It was a face that once seen, was not easily forgotten; and it was a face that Wharton had seen before, twice; once in the dimness of a December night, and again in the wintry sunshine on the day that Grey friars School broke up for the holiday.  He knew it again instantly. 
  “That fellow—here——” he stuttered. Frank Nugent caught him by the arm as he was running along the platform after the train. 
  “Hold on, Harry! What the dickens are you up to.” exclaimed Frank in astonishment. “You can’t get on the train now!” 
  That man—” gasped Wharton. 
  “What man?” 
  “The man in your carriage—”
  “What about him?” asked Bob Cherry blankly. “ Anybody you know ?” 
  Wharton did not answer for the moment.  He stared after the train that was now disappearing down the line.  The face at the window was lost to sight.
  His chums regarded him almost in bewilderment. 
  “Know the man?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “No—yes—”
  “Well, that’s lucid!” remarked Bob Cherry.
  “My esteemed chum, what is the preposterous matterfulness?” 
  Wharton breathed hard. The train was gone, and the man with the square jaw was gone.  It was too late to take any action if he had thought of taking any. 
  “I’ve seen that merchant before.” said Harry,”You seem to have travelled down with him?” 
  He got in at the last station.” said Bob, “He’s only been in the train with me ten minutes or so.” 
  “Did you notice him—what he look like?” 
 “Not specially. He was reading a paper.” said Bob. Never looked at him, in fact, I shouldn’t know him again.” 
  “Nor I.” said Frank, “Looked a respectable sort of johnny, so far as I noticed him.” 
  “I never noticed him.” said Johnny BuIl. “Just saw him sitting there, that was all. That does it matter? Who is he?” 
  Wharton drcw a deep breath. 
  “Well, I suppose you wouldn’t notice him, as you’ve never seen him before.” he said. “But he’s the man—the same man that I saw that night at Hogben Grange, near Greyfriars: the night Hogben Grange was robbed. You remember that day I went to Folkstone with Bunter, and we missed trains and got back in the middle of the night? We saw that man--by the back wall of Hogben Grange.” 
  “The same man?” ejaculated Bob. 
  “I’m sure of it.  He was going to climb the back wall when he saw Bunter and me and bolted. The next day we heard there had been a burglary overnight in Sir Julius Hogben’s house. I told Quelch about it, and he sent me to the police station at Courtfield to tell Inspector Grimes. It looked—” 
  “I remember.” said Bob. “It looked as if he was the jolly old burglar.” 
  “That’s it! I saw him again the day the school broke up, in a train at Courtfield, and I was going to keep an eye on him, but that fat ass Bunter butted in and I lost him. Now I’ve seen him again.” 
  “Sure he’s the same Johnny?  ” asked Nugent. 
  “Positive.” 
  “Well, he’s going about pretty openly for a giddy burglar.  ” said Bob. “After all, it was only a suspicion—” 
  “But that isn’t all !” exclaimed Wharton. “The man’s in this neighbourhood now. He was in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars when the burglaries were going on there, and now he’s here—” 
  “Well, there’s no burglaries going on here, I suppose?” 
  “There was a burglary the night before last, at Sankey Hall. General Sankey’s collection of jewels was taken.” said Harry. “And now I’ve seen that man, it looks—” 
  “My hat! It does !”said Bob, with a whistle. “The same jolly old burglar— breaking new country, what?” 
  “Well, it looks like it, at least.” said Wharton. “He was at Hogben Grange, near Greyfriars, the night of the burglary there. Now he’s turned up here just after a burglary at Sankey Hall, It can’t be merely a coincidence.” 
  “Hardly.” agreed Bob, 
  “Let’s get out.” said Harry. “I’d better mention this to my uncle as soon as possible. It may help the police at Sankey Hall.” 
  The juniors crowded out of the station. Bags and passengers were piled in the car, and Brown drove away for Wharton Lodge. 

                                      THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

    
                                        One Good Turn Deserves Another !

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  It was Christmas –Eve. 
  The Famous Five had been out most of the day, and now they were gathered in a cheery group near the log-fire in th hall, the firelight playing on ruddy, healthy faces while they talked of the morrow and of the arrangements for Boxing Day. Billy Bunter was silent.    
  That was unusual. And Bunter was thinking, which was still more unusual. But he broke his silence at last, to acquaint the chums of the Remove with the results of his cogitations.    
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat bean!” said Bob Cherry amiably. 
  Billy Bunter was not, perhaps, the jolly companion the juniors would have selected for the Christmas holidays. But Bunter was there, and he was tolerated good–humouredly. Harry Wharton had made up his mind to put up with Bunter, as it were, and tried to make the best of him. Making the best of Bunter was not an easy task, but the cheery good humour natural to Yuletide helped 
  So instead of saying: “Shut up, Bunter!”’ as usual, Harry Wharton said: 
  “Go it, old fat man!” 
  “I say, you fellows, I’ve been hunking—” 
  The juniors refrained from asking Bunter what he had been doing it with. They gave him their polite attention. 
  “To-morrow’s Christmas!” said Bunter, 
  “Generally,” said Bob Cherry gravely, “Christmas follows Christmas Eve, It’s quite usual.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Well, what about it, Fatty?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  Bunter blinked at the five ruddy faces through his big spectacles.  It appeared that he had something of importance to communicate. 
  “It’s rather jolly being among one’s best friends at Christmas!” he said. 
  “The jollyfulness is terrific!” 
  “I’ve always liked you fellows.” said Bunter. 
  “Have you, really?” asked Bob, staring at him. “Well, that shows good taste and good judgment, at least.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “And you fellows,” said Bunter, “have always liked me.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “We’re not sentimental.” said Bunter. “But at this time of the year a fellow naturally feels a sort of a—a—a—well, a kind of—of——of—well, you know what I mean.” 
  “Blessed if I do!” said Frank Nugent. “But we’ll take the speech as read, if you like, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  “Get on to the next item!” suggested Bob Cherry. 
  “Well, we’ve always been pals and chums and bosom friends.” said Bunter, “At Christmas-time a fellow might as well say so—what!” 
  “Um!” 
  “That being the case,” said Bunter, “here we are, six fellows, united in the bonds of a deep and lasting friendship, and—” 
  “Phew !” 
  “I don’t say you’ve always treated me well.” said Bunter, “You haven’t ! On more than one occasion, when I’ve been temporarily short of money, you’ve refused to oblige a chap with a small loan.  That was mean! More than once you’ve doubted my word. That was ungentlemanly! In a lot of ways you’re rather a poor lot!”  
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “But a fellow forgets the faults of his friends at this time of the year.” said Bunter. “I forgive you fellows freely for all the beastly tricks you’ve played and all the mean, rotten things you’ve done!” 
  “Go on, old fat bean!” said Bob, regarding the Owl of the Remove with great interest. “You don’t know how interesting you are!” 
  “Well, to come to the point.” said Bunter. “Here we are, happy and united, and—and—and just like Damon and Pythias, you know, only there’s half a dozen of us. Jolly good pals and firm friends, and—and four-square to all the winds that blow, you know.” 
  “Six-square” suggested Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry!” United we stand, divided we don’t.” said Bunter. Looking forward down the vale of years—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
The Famous Fivo simply stared. Bunter, apparently, was getting sentimental. It was quite a new departure. 
  “Looking forward down the vale of years,” continued Bunter, “I see us growing older and older, always happy and united, standing by one another—at least, me standing by you fellows, and you fellows playing up as much as you know how, which isn’t much. As I don’t expect too much of you, I shan’t be a lot disappointed when you fall short. But I hope I shall always forgive you and put up with your shortcomings, Well, as a token of this friendship, this loyal union of half a dozen hearts, I’m going to make you fellows some really decent Christmas presents.” 
  “You are?” ejaculated Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes,” said Bunter. “The giving of Christmas presents is a jolly old custom and a good one. It’s the sort of thing I like. The heart expands at Christmas-time, you know; we think of our friends more than we do of ourselves—at least, I do.” 
  “Ye gods!” murmured Wharton. 
  “I’ve been thinking it over.” said Bunter. “I’m going to ask my father for a really decent remittance, and do the thing decently. You’re going to have a new bike, Bob.” 
  “Thanks!” said Bob, with a deep sarcasm that was quite lost on William George Bunter. 
Bunter, apparently, was in a generous mood, but Bob Cherry was not likely to believe in that new bike until he saw it. 
  “You’re going to have a gold watch, Nugent.” 
  “Fine!” said Nugent. “I’ll give my old silver one to my brother Dicky when it comes along. I think I’ll keep it for the present, though.” 
  “You’re going to have a fur-lined overcoat, Inky. You feel the cold so much, you know.” 
  “The thankfulness is terrific!” 
  “Yours is a gramophone. Bull. When you get a gramophone, you won’t want to kick up such a horrid row on that concertina of yours!” 
  “You fat ass!” 
  “Oh, really, Bull! As for you, Wharton, I’m going to get you a pair of skates—the very best that money can buy. I’ll teach you how to use them, too.” 
  “Oh crumbs—I mean, thanks!” 
  “Not at all,” said Bunter, with a wave of a fat hand. “We’re bosom pals, and my idea is that a chap should treat his pals well.” 
  “The generosity of the esteemed Bunter is preposterous!” 
  “I mean to be generous.” said Bunter. “That’s me all over. There’s only one little difficulty in the way—” 
  “Ah!” said Johnny Bull sardonically. “There’s a little difficulty in the way, is there?”   
  “Yes. I shall have to ask my pater for a cheque, and, of course, it can’t come now before Christmas. That means a little delay before you get the presents I’m going to give you.” 
  “Only a little?” asked Johnny, in the same sardonic vein. 
  “Yes, only a little. Of course, Christmas presents ought to turn up on Christmas morning.” said Bunter. “But, in the circumstances, this delay is rather unavoidable. Still, with regard to the presents you fellows will be making me, that needn’t make any difference.” 
  “Oh!”
  “The fact is, I don’t want you to spend a lot of money.” said Bunter, blinking at them. “I’m going to ask my pater for a cheque to see me through. But I don’t want you fellows to do that. Something more moderate, you know. In fact, I should really object to you fellows spending more than a pound or two each on me.” 
  “Great pip!”
  “On a moderate scale like that, there need not be any delay in the matter.” explained Bunter.  “Your presents can come along on Christmas morning at the proper time, as I’m sure you’d prefer.” 
  The Famous Five gazed at Bunter. They were beginning to understand now. That outburst of unexpected sentimentality on Bunter’s part was explained. The fat Owl, as usual, was on the make. 
  “You fat spoofer—” began Johnny Bull, in a growling voice. 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “You pernicious porpoise—” 
  “Look here—” 
  “Shush!” said Bob Cherry, with a cheery glimmer in his eye. “I’m surprised at you, Johnny! Here’s Bunter, bursting with grab—I mean with friendship, offering us now bikes and gramophones and what not in the generosity of his heart.  The least we can do is the play up and treat Bunter with the same generosity he is showing us.” 
  “You silly ass!” grunted Johnny Bull. “You know jolly well—” 
  “Shush !” said Bob reprovingly. 
  “Oh.” said Johnny, catching the glimmer in Bob’s merry eye, “if you mean—”
  “Shush! Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said Bob Cherry, glancing round at a circle of smiling faces, “it’s up to us to treat Bunter as he intend, to treat us.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Bunter doesn’t want us to give him presents so valuable as he’s going to give us.  That’s only his usual modest diffidence. I suggest giving Bunter presents all round, of exactly the same value as those we shall receive from him.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle ” at.” said Bunter. “I think it’s a jolly good idea.” 
  “And in our case there need be no delay.” said Bob, “Bunter will have to wait a little while for the funds he needs—perhaps more than a little while —perhaps even a long while—”     
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “But we needn’t wait,” said Bob. 
  “We’ve plenty of funds in hand to give Bunter something as good as we shall get—” 
  “Plenty!” chuckled Nugent. 
  “The plentifulness is terrific.” 
  “It’s agreed, then?” asked Bob. 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Hear, hear!”
  Billy Bunter beamed, “I say, you fellows, that’s just what I expected of dear old pals like you.” he said. 
Bob looked at his watch. 
“We’ve time to catch the shops at Wimford before they close.” he said. “Who’d like a walk?” 
  Bunter did not want a walk. The other fellows did, and they walked off in cheery spirits. 
  “Now, what’s the game?” demanded Johnny Bull, when they were outside the house. 
  “Game?” repeated Bob. “There’s no game—” 
  “Isn’t it a jape?” demanded Johnny.  
  “Well, that depends on the point of view, The idea is to present Bunter with something of the same value as these gorgeous things he’s going to give us—” 
  “He’s not going to give us anything, you fathead!” 
  “I know that, so it won’t cost much to give him something of the same value.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Billy Bunter, left alone before the fire in the hall, winked at the fire. A fat grin overspread his face, and he chuckled a fat chuckle. Harry Wharton & Co., as they walked down the frosty road to Wimford, chuckled also.  Everybody concerned seemed to be satisfied, which seldom happens in this imperfect world. 

                                     THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                        Bunter’s Christmas Present! 
KNOCK! 
  Snore! 
  Bang! 
  Billy Bunter opened his eyes.
  It was Christmas morning. 
  Christmas came only once a year, but Bunter dlid not desire to celebrate it by getting up early.  He snorted, the banging at his door awakened him. 
  The door was locked! Bunter always locked his door, lest a misdirected sense of humour on the part of the other fellows should disturb his slumbers. 
  Knock! Bang! Thump! 
  “Go away!” yelled Bunter.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
  “Beast !” 
  “Merry Christmas, Bunter!” 
  “Yah !” 
  “Let us in, old fat man!  Don’t you want to see your Christmas present?” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Bunter. 
  He rolled out of bed and unlocked the door. The Famous Five were outside, with bright and smihng faces. At their feet lay an enormous parcel, wrapped in huge sheets of brown paper, and tied with ample string. 
  Bunter blinked at it. 
  The parcel was of oblong shape, fully two feet long, and a foot wide. Billy Bunter’s little round eyes glimmered behind his spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Merry Christmas, Bunter.” 
  “Same to you, old chaps! I—I was jolly glad you woke me up.” Said Bunter. “So pleasant to hear your voices on Christmas morning—a real pleasure.” 
  “Yes, you sounded pleased.” remarked Bob 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows, what’s in it?” 
  “Your Christmas present, old fat man! We’ve clubbed together for it.” said Bob solemnly. “Every fellow put his little bit, and we bagged it for you.” 
  “But what—” 
  “You’ll see when you open it, old scout! I’m not going to tell you that it’s something you really want.” 
  “That you’ve wanted for a long time.” said Nugent. 
  “Needed, in fact.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Needed badly.” said Wharton. 
  “The needfulness was terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “I thinkfully opine that there is nothing you need more preposterously, my absurd Bunter.” 
  “Carry it in,” said Bob. 
  The big parcel was carried into Bunter’s room and dumped on the floor. Bunter eyed it eagerly. Bulky as the parcel was, it did not seem heavy, and Bunter wondered what it contained. He was eager to learn. 
  “I say, you follows, cut the string!” 
  “No, no! You must open it yourself.” said Bob, shaking his head. “You see, it’s a pleasant surprise for you. 
 “Something I need, you said ?” remarked Bunter. “Is it tuck?” 
 “Ha, ha! No.” 
 “Something you want more than tuck,” said Bob. “The fact is, Bunter, we noticed at Greyfriars that you needed this.” 
  “Did you really, old chap?” 
  “We did, and we’d remarked on it more than once.” said Bob. “Then, putting our heads together about your Christmas present, we thought of this. and decided on it. I take the credit of having thought of it first; but all the fellows said, ‘The very thing,’ as soon as I suggested it. Didn’t you, you men ?“ 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Our very words,” said Nugent. 
  Bunter fumbled with the cords. But they were well tied and knotted, and there were a lot of them. 
  “I say, you fellows, is it something jolly expensive?” asked the fat junior. “I mean, if you all clubbed together for the one present—” 
  “Well, not beyond our means.” said Bob. “You see, Bunter, the idea was to give you something of the same value as what you’re going to give us. But we couldn’t get anything of exactly the same value anywhere.” 
  “They don’t give things away!” explained Johnny Bull. 
  “Shut up. Johnny; none of your jokes now. We couldn’t fix it at the precise value, so we went a little beyond.” said Bob. “I work it out that this little lot, Bunter, cost three-pence more than what you’re going to give us.” 
  “Exactly.” said Wharton. 
  “The exactfulness is terrific.” 
  Bunter blinked at them. 
  “Blessed if I know how you worked it out so exactly.” he said. “I don’t see how you know exactly what the things were going to cost” 
  “Well, we had a pretty good idea how much you would pay for them.” said 
Bob Cherry blandly. “I fancy this comes to threepence more. Still, the intrinsic value of a present is really nothing—it’s the spirit of the thing— and especially the usefulness of it. Now, old bean, this will be very useful to you—you’ve wanted it for whole terms.” 
  “Blessed If I can guess what it is,” said the perplexed but gratified Owl of the Remove.   
“You say you noticed at Greyfriars that I needed it.” 
“Yes, we all did. So did other fellows, and, in fact, they mentioned it nore than once in our hearing.” said Bob. 
  “Well, I’m jolly soon going to see!” said P+Bunter. “I say, you fellows, This is frightfully decent of you!” 
  “Not at all, old bean! One good turn deserves another.” said Bob. “Come away, you chaps, and leave Bunter to his pleasant surprise.” 
  And the Famous Five retired from Bunter’s room and closed the door. 
  Billy Bunter hunted out a penknife, and cut the string of the enormous parcel. His eyes gleamed with eagerness through his big spectacles. 
  He forgot that it was cold, that he had not had his sleep out, even that he had not yet had any breakfast, in his eagerness to behold that wonderful and valuable present. 
  Really, it was very thoughtful of the fellows. They had noticed at school something that he wanted, something that he needed, and they had clubbed together to give it to him.   
  Apparently, they were not such unmitigated beasts as Bunter had always supposed. 
With eager fingers the fat junior unrolled the outer sheets of thick wrapping paper. 
  A largo cardboard box was revealed, tied with string. 
  The penknife came into action again. The string fell apart, and Bunter jerked off the lid of the big, cardboard box. 
  To his surprise he found the interior almost full of straw packing. He jerked it out, careless of the litter on the floor. Bunter did not have to tidy the room, so the litter did not matter. 
  Apparently, tho greater part of the ulterior of the cardboard box was filled with the straw. A puzzled expression dawned on Bunter’s fat face. He had supposed that the article was a large one, from the size of the box. But it appeared to be a case of much cry and little wool. 
But when the straw packing was removed a smaller box, also of cardboard, came to light.
  Bunter opened it. 
  Within was a parcel tied with string. When this was untied, quite a small cardboard box was disclosed to the view. 
  Bunter lifted it out. 
  This, apparently, contained the present. But as the box was only about six inches by three, obviously the article within was not a large one. 
  Bunter’s thoughts ran on gold watches, diamond pins, and such things. 
  He opened the final box. 
  An oval article lay within, wrapped in white paper. 
  He took it out. 
  This, evidently, was the present. Bunter had got to it at last. With quite an extraordinary expression on his face the Owl of the Remove unrolled the white paper, and revealed—   
  “Beasts!” roared Bunter. 
  It was a cake of soap. 
  It bore the inscription, stamped in the soap itself, “Price threepence.” 

  
Bunter gazed at it. 
  The unspeakable beasts had said that it was something he wanted—something they had noticed at Greyfriars that he needed. They had said that it had cost threepence more than the magnificent presents Bunter was going to give them. And it had cost threepence. 
  Bunter stood with the cake of soap in his hand, and an expression on his face that almost cracked his spectacles. 
  The—the-—the awful beasts !“ gasped Bunter. “Soap! Threepence ! Beasts ! 
Threepence! Soap! Oh, the rotters! Beasts !”
  The door opened, and Bob Cherry’s cheery face looked in. 
  “Like it, Bunter?’ 
  “Beast!” roared Bunter. 
  “Something you need—” 
  “That you’ve needed for a long time—” 
  “Needed terrifically—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Crash! 
  Bob Cherry drew the door shut just in time, and the cake of soap, hurled by a wrathful hand, crashed on it, and rolled to the floor. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” !” 
  Five chuckling juniors went down to breakfast. 
  It was much later that William George Bunter came down. He did not look as it he had been pleased by his Christmas present. Neither did ho look as if he had made any use of it. 

                                     THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER! 

                                                     Gorgeous!

CHRISTMAS dinner was early at Wharton Lodge. 
  Bunter considered that a good idea. 
  Dinner could not be too early for Bunter. Had it followed immediately after breakfast, in fact, Bunter would probably have been ready for it. Bunter’s face that day wore a beaming smile. His Christmas present had not bucked him up very much. But there was no “spoof “ about the Christmas dinner. 
  Bunter knew that. He had had many surreptitious peeps; the matter being one of the deepest interest.  He knew that the turkey was a prince among turkeys; that the Christmas pudding was a corker; that the mince-pies were things of beauty and joys for ever.  He was intentionally moderate at breakfast, eating hardly enough for three or four fellows. He cut down his snacks during the morning to a cake, a few mince-pies, a dozen or so oranges, a bag of nuts, and a pound or so of chocolate creams. He was determined to have a good appetite for dinner. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. talked a good deal about the morrow, when there was going to be a dance, and Hazeldene was coming with his sister Marjorie and Clara Trevlyn, and several other youthful guests. But Bunter gave no thought to the morrow. To-day was enough for Bunter. The chief event of the day engrossed his fat thoughts. It would be difficult to say whether it was the turkey or the pudding that Bunter contemplated with the greater satisfaction. On both his thoughts dwelt with ecstasy. 
  Early as dinner was, it seemed rather late to Bunter.  When he sat at last at the festive’ board, his fat face beamed beatifically. 
  Every face was bright and cheerful. Miss Wharton wore her usual placid smile, and the colonel’s somewhat stern countenance had unbent into a cheery affability.  The Famous Five were merry and bright. But brightest of all beamed the fat countenance of William 
George Bunter.
   “I say, Harry, old chap!” murmured Bunter, after his third helping of turkey. 
  “Yes, old bean?” 
  “This is a prime turkey.”
  Harry Wharton smiled. 
  “Not like the turkeys we have at Bunter Court, of course.” added the Owl of the Remove.   
  “Oh !” 
  “But prime, all the same. I think I’ll have some more.” 
  Bunter had some more.  Then he had more still, And some more! 
  The morefulness, as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked in a whisper to Bob Cherry, was terrific. 
  But he was ready for the Christmas pudding. His eyes expanded behind his spectacles as it was brought to the table, flaming. 
  “Oh!” he gasped, “good !”
  “How many helpings of Christmas pudding Bunter had he did not trouble to count. He would probably have lost count, had lie tried. A shiny look came over Bunter’s face. A fishy expression came into the little, round eyes behind the big spectacles.  He breathed with some difficulty. But he was enjoying himself, Happiness beamed from his face. A 
dinner like this was worth exertion. Bunter exerted himself. He did not talk much; he had no time for that. 
  The talk of others passed by him like the idle wind which hc regarded not. It was a time for action, not for words. Once or twice Miss Wharton glanced at him, with growing alarm.  The colonel eyed him once or twice with some uneasiness. Even the chums of the Remove, who knew their Bunter, and his wonderful powers in the gastronomic line, could not help thinking that Bunter was taking risks. 
  Where he put the mince-pies was an insoluble mystery.  He must have put them some were, for they disappeared at a great rate like oysters. 
  How he managed to cram in even one walnut was a puzzle. But he crammed in some dozens. 
  But the time came when even Bunter could do no more. The spirit was willing, but the flesh was weak. 
  He toyed idly with candied fruits. 
  Bunter liked candied fruits; and he made a noble effort. But it was in vain. Hardly a pound of candied fruits vanished inside Bunter. 
  Even Bunter had a limit, and he had reached It—if not over-passed it. When the juniors rose from the festive board Bunter was very slow in rising, 
  He seemed to be glued to his chair, and to detach himself therefrom with a herculean effort. 
  “I—I think I’ll have forty winks, you fellows.” Bunter remarked. “Nothing like a nap after a good dinner. Nothing like it! Urrrgg !” 
  “Anything the matter, Bunter?” 
  “No. Never felt better.” 
  “The esteemed fat Bunter has evidently eaten too muclhfully.” remarked the nabob of Bhanipur. “A sleep no doubt will do him the world of goodfulness.” 
  Bunter made a slow—a very slow— progress to the hall, where he sank down in a deep chair by the fire. For quite a long time he sat there, with his eyes fixed on the fire with a strange intensity.  His eyes were growing glassy. 
  Suddenly from the depths of the armchair came a deep groan.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  Groan! 
  Bob Cherry came over to Bunter.  The Owl of the Remove gazed at him with 
lack-lustre eye. 
  “What’s the trouble?” asked Bob. 
  “Ow! I—I—I’ve got a pain!” murmured Bunter. 
  “Is the painfulness terrific?” asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sympathetically. 
  “Wow !” 
  “Poor old chap!” said Bob. “Can I get you anything? A little juicy fat bacon—” 
  “Groooooh!” 
  “Shail I thump you on the back?” 
  “Ow! Beast! D-d-don’t touch me!” 
  “What about shaking you up?” 
  “Urrrgggg!” 
  There was a short silence; then a pathetic voice came from the deep chair. 
  “It wasn’t the turkey.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “The turkey was all right. And ii wasn’t the pudding.” 
  “What?” 
  “The pudding was tip-top! And it wasn’t the mince-pies. Perhaps it was the stuffing.” 
  “Perhaps it was.” chuckled Bob. “Never saw a chap stuff at such a rate, old fat man.” 
  “The stuffulness was terrific!” 
  “I don’t mean that, you silly ass! But it wasn’t the stuffing; the stuffing was topping. But it’s something. I—I feel rather bad!” 
  Bunter groaned. 
  “I—I can’t make it out, you fellows! It wasn’t the turkey, and it wasn’t the stuffing, and it wasn’t the pudding, and it wasn’t the mince-pies, and it wasn’t the candied fruit, and it wasn’t the walnuts, and—and—” 
  “Perhaps it was the lot of them together.” suggested Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Groan! 
  It had been a glorious dinner.  Afterwards, Bunter recalled all its details with delight. But for the present the glory had departed from the house of Israel, so to speak. For several hours Bunter ate nothing, and did not even want to eat anything. Which was indubitable evidence that he had dined not wisely but too well. 

                                  THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER 

                                                    Slippery 

BOXING DAY found Bunter quite himself again. When Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevlyn arrived, a fat and fatuous grin, on a fat and fatuous face, greeted them. It was rather annoying, to a fascinating fellow like Bunter, that the two girls, while exchanging cordial greetings with Harry Wharton & Co., hardly seened to observe that Bunter was there. But Bunter, of course, was not the fellow to be passed unobserved. 
  “Did you girls know I was here?” he asked, as soon as the other fellows gave him a chance to speak 
  “No,” said Marjorie. 
  “Oh! That wasn’t why you came?” asked Bunter. 
  Marjorie laughed. 
  “Still, it’s rather jolly to find me here—what?” smiled Bunter.  
  “Oh, frightfully!” said Miss Clara.
  “I thought you’d think so,” said Bunter complacently. 
  “I say, I’ve got a sprig of mistletoe here——” 



  “Chuck it., fathead!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “You shut up, Cherry!  Blessed if I ever knew such a fellow for butting in! I say, Marjorie-—I say. Clara— I say, don’t walk away while a fellow’s talking to you. I say, Marjorie—I say—Leggo! Leggo, you beast !”
  When Bob Cherry let go, he left William George Bunter making frantic efforts to extract a sprig of mistletoe from his back. The girs disappeared with Miss Wharton, apparently not having any use for William George Bunter and the mistletoe he had so thoughtfully provided 
  “Look here, you beasts!” gasped Bunter as he struggled to get that objectionable mistletoe out of the back of his fat neck. 
  But nobody heeded the fat junior. 
  Billy Bunter could see how it was going to be.  He was accustomed to jealousy of his good looks, envy of his winning way with girls. 
  Still, Bunter’s time was coming! 
  There was to be skating on the frozen lake that afternoon where Bunter, with his lissom figure and easy grace was going to put the other fellows hopelessly in the shade. There was to be a dance in the evening, and there would be no holding Bunter. In Wharton’s best evening clothes he was, going to be the cynosure of all eyes, and cut out the other fellows right and left.. 
  There was solace in that reflection. 
  Bunter, as usual, was disinclined to move after lunch.  But, for once, nothing would have kept him indoors.  When the cheery party went down to the ice, a fat figure rolled along with them, carrying a pair of skates. Colonel Wharton walked down to the lake, to keep an eye on the young people, in case of accidents.  Everybody was in a bright and merry mood, especially Bunter. It was one of Bunter’s foibles that he never doubted whether he could do a thing until he came to do it. Many had been his misadventures on the ice— and he was not, as a matter of fact, at the end of them yet. 
  “Marjorie, old thing.” said Bunter, as he squatted to put his skates on. “Wait a minute for me. I’m going to take you round.” 
  Marjorie was deaf 
  “Clara, old dear—” 
  Clara also was afflicted with deafness. 
  “I say, wait a bit !” hooted Bunter. 
“These blessed skates won’t go on! You really might lend a fellow better skates than these, Wharton! I say, you fellows, lend a hand, will you?” 
  “Oh, blow!” said Bob Cherry.
   Bob was very keen to get on the ice with Marjorie; but he was good-nature itself, and he lent Billy Bunter a hand 
  Bunter, as it turned out, needed more than one hand, 
  “Bear a hand here, Inky.” called out Bob. 
  “Certainfully, my esteemed chum.” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came to help. 
  Bunter, with his skates on, was heaved to his feet. 
  His intention was to glide gracefully out on the ice, and show the fellows, especially the girls, what skating really was like. 
  This intention was somewhat baffled by the remarkable and independent proceedings of Bunter’s feet. 
  Bunter’s feet were supposed to obey Bunter’s will; but each of them developed Bolshevik proclivities on the spot, and refused to acknowledge any authority. 
  “I—I say, you fellows, hold on!” gasped Bunter. 
  What became of his feet Bunter did not know.  They seemed to shoot away and leave him in the lurch, 
  The ice was stout. But it certainly would have smashed under the heavy concussion of Bunter’s falling form had he not thrown his arms wildly round the necks of Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and hung on for dear life. 
  “Ow! Oh dear! Hold me, you beasts!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob. “Go easy. You’re chook-chook-choking me!” 
  “Ow! My esteemed fat Bunter!” gurgled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Beasts!” Wow! Hold me! Wow! Ow! Help!” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The others were all on the ice now, disporting themselves with great enjoyment. Marjorie and Clara, as they glanced at Bunter, perhaps felt relieved that they had not allowed that graceful skater to take them round the lake. 
  “Help me!” yelled Bunter. “Oh, my hat! You’re pushing me over, Bob Cherry! How’s a fellow to skate when you hang on him and push him over?” 
  “You silly ass!” gasped Bob, “Keep your feet steady.” 
  “My feet are all right. You’re pushing me over. Look how I keep on slipping !”
  “Shall I let go?  ” 
  “Ow! No, hold on !” 
  “Don’t choke me, you howling ass! Let go my neck. ” 
  “Shan’t!” yelled Bunter. 
  “My esteemed, idiotic Bunter, if you would try to stand up, instead of hanging on a fellow’s ridiculous neck!” gasped Hurree Singh. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob. “Gel him going somehow.” 
  Billy Bunter collected his feet and slid out on the ice. He still kept a convulsive grasp on the necks of Bob and Hurree Singh, however. The ice was slippery. Bunter, however, seemed surprised to find it slippery. Looking at the other fellows whizzing about, it seemed easy enough. Probably Bunter would have found it easy too, if his feet had not persisted in their separate and independent action, regardless of his wishes. But they did. 
  His right foot plunged at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and knocked the nabob fairly over. Inky flew, and Bunter let go his neck, just in time to avoid being dragged down in his fall. He plunged onward, still holding Bob’s neck, leaving the breathless nabob strewn on the ice. 
  “Ow!” gasped Hurree Singh. “Oh! My only esteemed hat! Ow !”
  “Look out, Bunter!” gasped Bob. 
  “Can’t you hold me, you idiot?” shrieked Bunter. “My mum-mum my fuf-fuf-feet are running away! Ow!” 
  “Oh crikey!”
  Bunter made a wild plunge and fairly hummed over the ice. lt looked, for a moment, as though he would pull Bob’s head off. 
  Fortunately, that did not happen. Bob was left behind, his cap gone, his hair standing on end, and his neck feeling as if it had been stretched to the length of a giraffe’s. 
  Bunter was on his own now! 
  How he kept on his feet he never knew—and nobody else could guess.  But for the moment he remained perpendicular. 
  He shot across the ice like an arrow. 
  He did not want to. Very much he did not want to. But the skates seemed to have taken matters into their two hands, as it wore. 
  They shot onward; and Bunter, being attached to them, had to go! By a series of miracles he did not crash. 
  “Look out!” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Danger!”chortled Nugent. 
  “Ware the steam-roller!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Dodge him!” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  Frank Nugent barely escaped a charge. Harry Wharton caught Marjorie’s hand and whirled her out of danger. Horrified eyes watched Bunter in full career, heading for a steep bank, where it seemed that he must crash. But another miracle supervened, and Bunter whirled around.  He came whizzing back at the skaters, and they scattered before his charge with ejaculations of alarm. 
  “Look out!” 
  “Hook it!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Collar him, somebody!” 
  “Yarooh!” roared Johnny Bull, as Bunter, taking another unexpected turn, butted into him and sent him spinning. 
 “Oh crumbs! Bunter, stop!” roared Wharton. “Stop it, you ass !”
  Only too gladly would Bunter have stopped. But he couldn’t. With his scarf flying behind, he flew on. 
  Suddenly his uncontrollable feet left the ice. They shot into the air, and as a natural consequence Bunter sat down. 
  Crash! 
  The ice was thick. But the thickest Arctic ice would hardly have stood such a strain. 
The crash was followed by a splash. Fragments of broken ice flew in all directions, and dark water welled out, and in the water Bunter sat. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Wharton. 
  “He’s done it now 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  There was a rush to the rescue. Bunter was grasped on all sides and dragged out.  He came out drenched and dripping, and roaring. The skates were dragged off him, and he was bundled to the bank. Colonel Wharton grasped him and landed him. Bunter roared, and dripped, and squelched. 
  “Ow!” Beasts! shall catch cold!” I’m wet! Yow-ow-ow-ow !”
  “I will get him to the house.” said Colonel Wharton, laughing. “Leave him to me.” 
  And Harry Wharton & Co. remained skating as Bunter was hurried to the house, squelching water, gasping, and puffing, and blowing. 
  When the skaters came in Bunter was in bed, piled with blankets, with a hotwater bottle at his feet: and when Wharton looked into his room to ask how he was: Bunter’s reply was eloquent, if a little unintelligible. 
  “Atchoo! Choo-choo Chooh! Atchoo- oooh !“ 

                                     *     *     *     *     *     *     *

  Billy Bunter was not the cynosure of all eyes at the dance that evening. he did not cut all the other fellows out. 
  He was not even present. 
  Distant strains of music reached his room and mingled with the sound of Bunter’s sneezing. 
  Bunter did not heed the music.  The sneezing occupied his whole attention. 
THE END. 
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BILLY BUNTER PERFORMS —UNINTENTIONALLY!

(A screamingly funny incident from this week's vipping story of Greyfriars.)
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