
                            
HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN A GRAND EASTER HOLIDAY ADVENTURE. 
                   
                                                                           BY FRANK RICHARDS

                                      THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                           Baffling Bunter!”
“EASTER—” 
  “No!” 
  “What?” ejaculated Billy Bunter. 
  “No!” repeated Harry Wharton. 
  “Wharrer you mean, you silly ass?” demanded Bunter “I said Easter—” 
  “And I said no!”
  There was a chuckle from the Co. Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh, seemed amused. Billy Bunter, on the other hand, seemed perplexed and irritated. 
  Greyfriars School was about to break up for the Easter holidays. Harry Wharton & Co. were discussing that very matter when Billy Bunter rolled up to them in the sunny quad. Bunter, evidently, was also thinking of Easter. But the Famous Five of the Remove did not appear to want Bunter’s help in the discussion. They did not want Bunter at all. 
  “1 was going to say—” 
  Bunter got going again. 
  “The speech may be taken as read!” interrupted Wharton. 
  “I was going to ask you—” 
  “I know! Don’t!” 
  “Whether you’re fixed up for Easter—” 
  “I guessed that one !” 
  “And whether you’d like me—” 
  “No !” 
  “Do let a fellow speak! Whether you’d like me to—” 
  “No !” 
  “The no-fulness,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “is terrific! The esteemed company ot the absurd Bunter is not a boonful blessing.” 
  “You see, old fat man.” explained Bob Cherry kindly, “you’re superfluous! You’re a bother! You’re a nuisance! You’re too much of a bad thing! You can only make a party a success by keeping away from it. And the farther away, the better! Do I make myself clear?” 
  “Beast !” 
  “Now run away and play!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “About Easter, you fellows—” 
  “Give us a rest!” implored Frank Nugent, as Bunter’s mouth opened again. 
  “Look here—” roared Bunter.
 “About Easter,” said Harry Wharton, turning a deaf ear to the fat Owl of the Remove. “It’s settled that wherever we go, we all go together! We’ve got to fix it up—” 
  “Will you let a fellow speak?” bawled Bunter. 
  “No!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  So far as the Famous Five could see, it was unnecessary for Bunter to speak. They knew—or at least, they had no doubt—what he was going to say. 
  Bunter, when the school broke up for holidays, was generally at a loose end.  He never seemed keen on going home to that great and glorious mansion, Bunter Court. When the “hols” came, and other fellows considered what they were going to do, Bunter was generally considering whom he was going to do! Nobody seemed to yearn for Bunter’s society in the hols. 
  There were two hundred fellows at Greyfriars; and of these one hundred and ninety-nine found no pleasure whatever in the fascinating society of W. G. Bunter. 
  Bunter had spent the Christmas vacation at Wharton Lodge. He had not made himself popular there. Instead of longing to see him there again, Harry Wharton was determined that he wouldn’t!  So that was that! 
  It was, therefore, quite unnecessary to listen to what Bunter had to say; and as he seemed bent on saying it, the Famous Five turned round and walked off. Bunter was left blinking at a row of five backs, through his big spectacles, with a wrathful blink. 
  “I say, you fellows!”  he bawled. 
  Ten deal ears were turned to Bunter. The Famous Five walked on. 
  Billy Bunter rolled in pursuit. 
  The Famous Five accelerated. 
  Bunter broke into a trot. Grinning, the Famous Five broke into a trot also. They trotted, grinning, across the quad, with the fat junior panting in the rear. 
  “I say, you fellows!” squeaked Bunter, breathlessly. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Will you stop, you silly chumps?” gasped Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I wanted to say— Oh; I’m out of breath!” 
  ‘‘Ha, ha, ha !”
  Bunter put on a spurt. 
  The Famous Five put on a little more speed. They turned into the path under the old elms at a rapid trot. Bunter raced after them, his little fat legs fairly flashing. Bob Cherry glanced over his shoulder. 
  “My hat! He’s putting it on! Go it!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co. 
  It seemed quite a merry jest to the chums of the Remove to give the fat and breathless Owl a run. Sprinting was not in Billy Bunter’s line as he had too much weight to carry. He gasped and he panted, he puffed and he blew, as he pursued the chuckling juniors. They were prepared to keep up this game as long as Bunter did. It was quite an entertainment. 
  “Ooogh!” panted Bunter. “Groogh! I say, you fellows— Ooogh! You beasts—I mean, dear old chaps— Wooogh!”
  “Ha ha, ha!” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked back at the fat and panting Owl as they ran, and laughed merrily. Unluckily, they all looked back at the same moment, and as a natural result they did not see a fellow standing in the path under the Elms ahead of them. 
  That fellow was Fisher T. Fish, of the Remove—and he did not see them coming. 
Fisher T. Fish bad a little account book in his hand, and his sharp, narrow eyes were fixed on a column of figures in that book, with deep attention. 
  Fishy was going through his accounts for the term—and there was a halfpenny he could not trace—a halfpenny missing! What had become of that halfpenny the American junior did not know; but he was going to know, if he burst a boiler over it! It was unlikely that he had lost it—impossible that he could have given it away—and his keen, cute, spry brain was concentrated on the problem of what had become of it. 
  Thus it was that Fisher T. Fish did not see the Famous Five come racing up the path under the elms. 
  He remained in blissful ignorance of their approach—till they crashed! 
  It was some crash! 
  “Jerusalem crickets!” yelled Fisher T. Fish, as he went spinning, his account book flying in one direction, his pencil in another, and his hat in a third.
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Harry Wharton, as he sprawled. 
  Fishy sprawled first—and Wharton sprawled over him. Unable to stop in time, Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull added themselves to the heap.  Nugent and Hurree Singh just missed it, swerving to right and left. But Billy Bunter did not miss it. Coming on like steam, the Owl of the Remove crashed before he knew what was happening. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Oh crumbs !” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “Ow!” came in agonized tones from Fisher T. Fish, at the bottom of the pile. “Aw! Gerroff! Carry me home to die! I guess I’ll make potato scrapings of you! Ooooooooooooh!”
  “I say, you fellows—  Wow—wow!” spluttered Bunter. 
  Billy Bunter scrambled wildly up. He rested a fat knee on Bob Cherry’s neck, and a fat hand in Johnny Bull’s eye, and heaved himself up. There was a simultaneous howl from Bob and Johnny. 
  Bunter staggered against an elm, winded. Wharton and Bob and Johnny Bull picked themselves up, breathless. Fisher T. Fish lay extended where he had fallen, gurgling. All the wind had been knocked out of Fishy’s bony person.  He gasped and gurgled and guggled. 
  “Aw! Wake snakes and walk chalks! Wow! What the Abraham Lincoln do you guys figure you’re up to?  Ow! Groogh! Oooooh! Can’t you jays see where you’re running? Oooh!” 
  “What the thump did you get in the way for?” gasped Bob. 
  “Oooh! You pie-faced piecan— Wooogh!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. He sat up, spluttering. “Oh. Jerusalem crickets! Wooooh!”
  “It’s all Bunter’s fault.” said Frank Nugent. “Let’s bump Bunter!” 
  “Good egg!” 
  “I say, you fellows—”  yelled Bunter, 
  Bump! 
  Billy Bunter sat on the path and roared. 
  “Ow! Beasts! Now I won’t take you on an Easter yachting cruise, so there! Beasts !” 

                                   THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                           Surprising if True! 

“WHAT!”
  Five voices in unison uttered that astonished ejaculation. 
  The Famous Five had been about to pursue the even tenor of their way. But they stopped. They stared at Bunter. They were quite astonished. They had taken it for granted that Bunter, as usual, was seeking for a victim to “plant” himself upon for the holidays. Knowing their Bunter as they did, how could they have doubted it? 
  But it appeared that they had taken too much for granted. For once-apparently—William George Bunter was not on the make! 
  “Take us—” 
  “A yachting cruise—” 
  “For Easter !“ 
  “My hat!” 
  Gammon!”
  “Ow!  Give a fellow a hand up!” gasped Bunter. “ I’m w-w-winded! If this is how you treat a fellow—ow- for inviting you to a splendid yachting cruise—grooogh!—I can only say— ooooogh !” 
  Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry grasped the fat Owl by either fat arm and heaved him to his feet. Fisher T.  Fish still sat and spluttered. But nobody heeded Fishy! Bunter was the centre of attraction. Bunter had succeeded in astonishing the natives! 
  He blinked at the staring five through his big spectacles with a reproachful blink. 
  “I say you fellows, I mean it! If you’d let a fellow speak—ow! What did you cut off for when I was just going to ask you—ow !—to join me in a yachting cruise for the vac? Wow! Bumping a fellow—ow! I’ve a jolly good mind not to take you now. Ow!” 
  Bob Cherry grinned. 
  “Gentlemen, chaps and sportsmen,” he said,” if Bunter’s got a yacht up his sleeve, Bunter’s a man to be encouraged. I always liked Bunter—if he’s got a yacht for Easter.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh, really, Cherry! I say, you fellows, listen to a chap! I’ve got the yacht all right ! I want you fellows to join me so a cruise. Splendid steam-yacht—latest thing—you’ll enjoy yourselves no end. Trip to the Mediterranean, and all that! What?” 
  “Gammon!” said Johnny Bull tersely. 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “You silly ass!” said Harry Wharton. “Are you talking out of the back of your fat neck, or what?” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “The yachtfulness is probably not terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake of his dusky head. 
  “Oh, realty, Inky—” 
  “Ow! I swow!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I’ve got a pain! Wow! You all-fired, slabsided jays—” 
  “Shut up, Fishy!”
  “I’ve got a pain!” yelled Fishy, rubbing bony places. 
  “No objection to your having a pain, if you don’t make a row about it! Shut up! Now, Bunter, you ass—” said harry Wharton. 
  Snort, from Johnny Bull. 
  “You silly ass, it’s only gammon! You know Bunter!” 
  “If you call that civil, Bull, when a fellow’s inviting you to a splendid and expensive cruise for the Easter holidays, I--”
  “Well, where’s the jolly old yacht?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “It’s coming to Pegg! You’ll be able to see it to-morrow!”
  “The seefulness is the believefulness!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “We can go straight aboard when the school breaks up!” said Bunter. “Make all arrangements beforehand, you know. tiplendid accommodation—every fellow will have a separate state-room—best of cookery—grub splendid—I’ve asked specially about that—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed If I see anything to cackle at! That’s important, of course. You can rely on the grub.” 
  “Well, my hat!” said Harry Wharton blankly. “Is—is—is there really a yacht, you fat piffler, or are you trying to pull our leg, or what?” 
  “What’s the name of the yacht?” 
grinned Bob. 
  “The Sea Nymph!” answered Bunter. 
  “Oh!” said Bob, rather taken aback. He had expected the fat Owl to pause, to invent a name for an imaginary yacht. But the answer came quite pat. 
  “And whom does it belong to?” asked Nugent. 
  “My cousin George.” 
  “Who’s he?” asked Bob. Bunter’s answers came so promptly that the chums of the Remove were almost beginning to believe that there really was a yacht—well as they knew their Bunter!
  “Eh! It’s Captain Cook!” said Bunter. 
  “Captain Cook! I’ve heard of Captain Cook—he discovered the South Sea Islands, or something.” grinned Bob. 
  “Not that Captain Cook, you ass—” 
  “Oh! Not that one?” chuckled Bob.
  “No, you fathead! My cousin, Captain George Cook! Not on the Bunter side of the family,” explained the fat Owl “To tell you the truth, we haven’t had a tot to do with the Cooks—it’s the Bunter side that’s the aristocratic side of the family, you know—” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “But Cousin George is all right!” said Bunter. “Not an aristocrat like the Bunters—” 
  “Phew !” 
  “But all right! A splendid chap, in fact! He’s asked me for the Easter cruise, and asked me to bring my friends—as many as I like! I thought of you fellows at once.” 
  “Well, my only summer bonnet!” said Harry Wharton blankly. “Blessed if he doesn’t sound as if he’s telling the truth!  Is he?” 
  “Does he ever!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, no; But—” 
  “You’ll see the yacht to-morrow.” said Bunter. “It’s putting in at Pegg Bay, only a few miles from here, and you can go aboard and look over it, if you like. Will you come?” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of Remove quite seriously. They could only blink at him in return. Really, he was taking their breath away. 
  They had, like all fellows in the Remove, heard a great deal about the wealth and magnificence of the Bunter family. Like other fellows in the Remove, they had riot seen any of that wealth and magnificence. They had heard about Bunter Court—but they had seen Bunter Villa! Seen close at hand Bunter Court dwindled to a detached villa! What was the Bunter yacht likely to dwindle to? 
  Yet the fat Owl seemed in deep earnest. Really, he seemed to be telling the truth! But that was improbable! The age of miracles was past! 
  “Will we come?” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes, old chap! I’m going to ask some more fellows, too—but I specially want you chaps to come. After all, we’re pals, ain’t we?”
  “But—but—but is there really a yacht ?” stuttered Wharton. 
  “Haven’t I just told you there is?” hooted Bunter. 
  “Well, yes; but that makes me think there isn’t!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Look here, you cheeky rotter—I mean, look here, dear old chap—” 
  “Oh, cut the gammon!” grunted Johnny Bull. “Can’t you fellows see the game? The yacht won’t turn up, and then Bunter will propose coming with us, instead of us going with him!” 
  “Oh,” said Harry, “I suppose that’s it.” 
  “Of course !” assented Nugent, with a nod. Johnny Bull’s explanation seemed the most probable one. 
  “That’s a cert!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The certfulness is terrific!” 
  “I say, you fellows, if that’s what you call pally, when a fellow’s asking you on an expensive cruise—” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
 “Well, old fat bean, you see, we don’t quite swallow it. The Bunter yacht might turn out to be first cousin to Bunter Court! Chuck it !”
  “If you mean that you can’t take a fellow’s word, Wharton—” 
  “Yes—that’s exactly what I mean, old fat tulip!” assented the captain of the Remove, “I don’t know why you’re trying to pull our leg—but there’s nothing doing, anyhow.” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Now Bunter’s done his funny turn, we—” began Bob. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Chuck it, Bunter !” 
  “Look here,” roared Bunter, “the yacht will be here to-morrow. You’ll be able to see it from the dorm window. I want you to come! I want my old pals with me these hols. You see, I want you to enjoy yourselves! Will you come if you see the yacht anchore in Pegg Bay to-morrow?” 
  “You fat spoofer!” roared Johnny Bull. “There isn’t any yacht, and you jolly well know there isn’t !” 
  “That’s what you call gratitude for a generous invitation, I suppose?” said Bunter.   “Look here, Wharton, you’ll believe in the yacht when you see it, I suppose ?” 
  “When!” said Harry, laughing. 
  “Then you’ll come?” 
  “That’s a safe offer; I’ll come if there’s a yacht!” said the captain of the Remove, with a chuckle. 
  “Done, then!” said Bunter. 
  He extracted a grubby little notebook from his pocket, extracted a stump of pencil, and scribbled five names on a grubby page. The Famous Five stared. Bunter was evidently making a list of the guests for the Easter yachting cruise. They wondered for a dizzy moment whether there really was a yacht, and whether there was going to be a cruise. 
  “That’s settled!” said Bunter, 
  He slipped the notebook back into his pocket and rolled away towards the House. Harry Wharton & Co. stared after him. They could only stare. —

                                 THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                         Too Particular! 

“HEARD?” asked Skinner of the Remove. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  There was a chortle in the Rag. 
  A crowd of fellows were there after tea, and there was evidently some joke on when the Famous Five came in. 
  “Heard which and what?” inquired Bob Cherry. 
  “Bunter—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “And his jolly old yacht—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “It was quite a roar. The news of Bunter’s yacht seemed to have spread and to be causing general hilarity. The Famous Five grinned. 
  Oh, we’ve heard that one!” said Bob. “In fact, we’re asked to join us the cruise I” 
  “You’re going?” yelled Vernon- Smith. 
  “Well, we’re not exactly going.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “You see, there isn’t any yacht. That’s a bit of a drawback in a yachting cruise.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Bunter’s asking fellows up and down the Form.” said Squiff. “Blessed if I can make him out. What’s the game?” 
  “Only bunkum, anyhow!” said the Bounder. “He asked me! He asked ne to cash a postal order at the same time. I said ‘No’ to both.” 
  Ha ha, ha !”
  “Well, we’ve said ‘Yes,’ if there’s a yacht.” said Harry Wharton. “I feel quite safe about it.”
  “Safe as houses!” chuckled Bob. 
  “It’s takin’ a risk, dear men,” remarked Lord Mauleverer. “If you don’t want the vac with Bunter—” 
  “We jolly well don’t!” 
  “No fear!” 
  “The no-fearfulness is terrific!” 
  “Then it’s takin’ a risk,” said Mauly, shaking his head. “Bunter’s asked me, and I’ve declined. I’m not takin’ any risks.” 
  “Well, if there was a yacht, and Bunter asked me, I’d jolly well go.” said Skinner. “But there isn’t! It’s just gas—rather more gaseous than usual! You jolly well know there isn’t a Bunter yacht, Mauly, you ass!” 
  “Most likely not!” agreed his lordship. “But I’m takin’ no risks.” 
  And Mauly shook his head again very seriously. Remote as was the possibility that there really existed a Bunter yacht, there was, as he said, a risk. A fellow who accepted an invitation had to stand by it; a fellow couldn’t let a fellow down. And the idea of passing the holidays with Billy Bunter had quite a jarring effect on Mauly’s nervous system. He had been there before, so to speak, and knew what it was like. 
  Harry Wharton’s face became grave. Lord Mauleverer was popularly supposed, in the Remove to be an ass. But Wharton was well aware that his lazy lordship had a lot of common sense and judgment. He realised now that there was as Mauly said, a risk. 
  If there really was a yacht, and a cruise to come, no doubt it was very kind of Bunter to ask the chums of the Remove. They were bound, in that case to thank him very politely for his kind invitation. But they didn’t want to accept it. They didn’t want the “hols” with Bunter, and certainly not as his guests. As his guests they could hardly tell him what they thought of him or kick him when he asked for it. And Bunter had to be kicked at times. 
  “Look here, Manly, you don’t think there’s anything in it, surely?” exclaimed the captain of the Remove. 
  “Might be!” said Mauleverer. 
  “Fathead!” said Johnny Bull. “Haven’t we heard all about Bunter Court? It turned out to be a villa when we saw it. The Bunter yacht is on the same lines as the Bunter mansion.” 
  “Yaas, but—” 
  “But what?  ” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Please yourselves, but I’m not takin’ any risks!” said Mauly. “The fact is, I rather fancy there’s somethin’ in it this time.” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “Ass!” 
  “Rats!” 
  “Bosh!” 
  Lord Mauleverer smiled and, subsided into an armchair. He was quite accustomed to such rejoinders when he stated an opinion. But it had often transpired that Mauly was right after all. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the jolly old yachtsman!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag. 
  All eyes were turned on Bunter. Whether there was a Bunter yacht or not, the fat Owl had succeeded in awakening general interest in the Form. Billy Bunter’s descriptions of the wealth and magnificence of the Bunter tribe were well known, and most of the fellows had no doubt that the Sea Nymph was one more item in a list of imaginary possessions. It was, as Skinner put it, just one more whopper, and a bigger whopper than usual. Nobody was likely to believe in that yacht till he saw it with his own eyes; and even then they were likely rather to think that it was an optical delusion. 
  Bunter had a large sheet of cardboard under his fat arm as he entered the Rag. It was a mount, with a large photograph on it. Taking no heed of the surprised stares of the juniors, Bunter proceeded to bang a nail in the wall and hang up that photograph. 
  “What on earth’s that?” asked Hazeldene. 
  Bunter blinked round. 
  “That’s the Sea Nymph” he explained. “I thought you fellows might like to see a picture of my cousin’s yacht.” 
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “Gammon!” snorted Johnny Bull. 
  There was a rush to look at picture. Bunter stood aside with a fat smirk on his face.  The juniors stared at the photograph. It represented quite a handsome steam-yacht. Under it was the name Sea Nymph. 
  “Where did you get that, Bunter?” exclaimed Wharton.
  “My Cousin George sent it to me.” answered Bunter calmly. “It’s a photograph of his yacht.” 
  “Oh crikey!”
  “Looks a decent old tub, what?” said Bunter complacently. “The fact is, it was built for a nobleman, but he had to sell it to pay his surtax, and George got hold of it, see?” 
  “He didn’t pinch it?”  asked Skinner. 
  “No!” roared Bunter. 
  Then it isn’t his! Whose is it?” asked Skinner. “They ought to put the name of the owner on the picture.” 
  “It’s my cousin, George Cook’s!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You spoofing bounder!” exclaimed Johnny Bull indignantly. “I suppose you’ve bought that photograph at Courtfield specially to spoof us!” 
  “That’s it, of course.” assented Wharton. 
  “I guess they never bought that yacht under some thousands.” said Fisher T. Fish.  “If your Cousin George has got all that dust, Bunter, you can sure borrow a bob of him and square that bob you’ve owed me for whole terms.” 
  “You haven’t asked me yet, old fat bean!” grinned Skinner. 
  Bunter shook his bead. 
  “I’m not going to ask you, Skinner.” 
  “I shall miss that cruise!” said Skinner sadly. “What a loss!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You see, I don’t want you, Skinner.” Explained Bunter. “You’ve got no money.” 
“  Oh, my hat!” gasped Skinner. “Is there really a yacht, and are the Bunter family getting fellows on it to borrow their money? Blessed if that doesn’t make it look probable!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors. 
  “Oh, really, Skinner! What I mean is—” 
  “Well, what do you mean, you fat oyster?” asked Harry Wharton, with a rather sharp look at the Owl of the Remove. 
  “I—I mean, I don’t want fellows like Skinner.” stammered Bunter. “You see, you’re not much class, Skinner, if you don’t mind my mentioning it. I’m getting up a decent sort of party for this cruise, and you would hardly do.” 
  “Why, you cheeky, fat Owl—” 
  “I have to be a bit particular, you know,” said Bunter. “I’ve stretched a point in asking Smithy—” 
  “What?” yelled the Bounder, while the other fellows roared. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “It’s all right, Smithy—I’ll take you, if you care to come. As I’ve said, I’m stretching a point. You’ve got plenty of money, if you’ve got no manners, and you’ll pass with the rest. Of course, you’ll behave yourself a bit better than you do here—not so much of your swank, you know, and none of your loud waistcoats and diamond tiepins, and all that—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites. 
  The Bounder looked at Bunter. His face was quite a study. 
  “Isn’t ho nice?” said Peter Todd. “Isn’t it a pleasure to listen to him? Go it, Bunter !” 
  Bunter blinked at Toddy. 
  “‘Fraid I shall have to leave you out old chap.” he said. “Sorry, and all that, but you’re too poor to keep your end up on such a cruise as this is going to be. Hardly up to it socially, if you know what I mean.” 
  Toddy’s face became as interesting a study as the Bounder’s, 
  “The fact is, I’ve got to be a bt partteular whom I ask,” explained Bunter. “I can’t take more than a dozen fellows, and George wants a decent lot—he’s made a point of that. So you see—” 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith made a stride forward. He grabbed down the big photograph from the wall. Bunter gave a yell. 
  “Here, let that alone! Give that to me, you beast!” 
  “Here it is!” snapped Smithy. 
  He lifted it with both hands, and gave it to Bunter—with a crash on his bullet head. It was a terrific crash, and it split the cardboard mount in the centre.  Bunter’s head came through, with a surprised expression on the fat face as it emerged. 
  “Yaroooh !” roared Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I say, you fellows— Wow !”
  Billy Bunter stood with the cardboard mount round his fat neck like a necklace, and the shattered photograph of the Sea Nymph straggling round his fat features. He stood and roared. 
  He roared still more loudly when the Bounder slewed him round, and planted a boot on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars. 
  “Whoooop !” 

             

  Bunter flew towards the doorway. Toddy and Skinner—for reasons unknown to Bunter—rushed after him, and each added a kick. Bunter flew out of the Rag, and there was a bump in the passage outside. A yell of laughter followed him. 
  “Ow! Wow! Ow!” A fat and furious face blinked in over the necklace of cardboard.   
  “Ow! Beast! I won’t take you now, Smithy—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The Bounder made a jump towards the door. Bunter made a jump along the passage, and vanished, leaving the Rag in a roar. 

                              THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
      
                                         Whose Yacht? 

“GREAT Scott!” yelled Bob Cherry. 
  “What—” 
  “Great Christopher Columbus!”
  Bob Cherry fairly yelled. 
  It was morning, and the rising-bell had ceased to clang.  All the Remove had turned out of bed, excepting Billy Bunter, who was snatching a few extra minutes. Bunter often got a few extra minutes in bed by cutting down the time other fellows devoted to washing. 
  Early as the hour was, it was bright and sunny, a fine spring morning. And Bob Cherry had clambered up to one of the high windows, which looked seaward, to look out. Bob certainly did not believe in the Bunter yacht, or that that magnificent vessel was going to drop anchor in Pegg Bay. But he thought he would give the bay a “squint,” and when he bestowed that squint on it, he was amazed at what he beheld. 
  He almost fell down from the broad window-shelf in his astonishment.  According to Bunter, the Sea Nymph was coming there that day, and might arrive very early. Nobody believed a word of it. But—— 
  Holy smoke !” gasped Bob. 
  There, in the rays of the rising sun, was a handsome steam-yacht, at anchor out in the bay, about a quarter of a mile from the old wooden pier opposite the Anchor Inn. Even at the distance it was clearly seen from the high window of the dormitory, across the intervening trees and cliffs. Polished metal-work gleamed back the rising sunlight. Figures, tiny in the distance, could be seen moving on the deck. 
The presence of a yacht in Pegg Bay was not surprising—It was not unusual for a yacht to put in there. It might have been merely a coincidence that one was there that morning. But it was more than a coincidence. For this yacht, unmistakably, was the one depicted in the photograph Bunter had hung up in the Rag, and which the Bounder had burst over his head. It was time Sea Nymph, and there was no mistake about it !
  “What the thump?  ” exclaimed Harry Wharton, staring up at the junior at the window. “Ship on fire, or what?” 
  “The yacht !“ gasped Bob. 
  “The what?” 
  “The yacht—the Sea Nymph!” 
  “Rats!” 
  “Bosh!” 
  “What’s the good of trying to pull our leg, fathead?” 
  “Chuck it !” 
  “I tell you it’s there!” roared Bob, in great excitement. “Come and look!” 
  There was a rush of half-dressed juniors to the windows. They clambered up in a crowd, and utared. There was the yacht! 
  Harry Wharton rubbed his eyes, as if he doubted their evidence. 
  “My only hat!” he ejaculated. 
  “It—it—it—it’s a yacht!” stuttered Nugent. 
  “Might bc any old yacht!”said Skinner. 
  “It’s the one in the photograph !“ said Bob. “That’s a cert.” 
  “The certfulness is terrific!” 
  “It’s the jolly old Sea Nymph!” said Johnny Bull blankly. “How could Bunter have known it was coming here to-day’?” 
  “Well, if it’s really his cousin’s yacht, dear men——” drawled Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Rot!” 
  “The rotfulness is preposterous!” 
  “Hello, hello, hello, Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  Snore! 
  “Wake up, you fat slug!”
   Snore! 
  “Turn him out, somebody!”
  Bolsover major turned Bunter out. There was a howl as the fat junior landed on the floor in a tangle of bedclothes. 
  “Yarooh! Beast! Wow! I’m not getting up yet! Wow!”
  “Here’s the jolly old yacht, old fat man!” roared Bob. 
  “Eh?  What about it?” snapped Bunter. “Wharrer you wake me up for, you beast?  ”
  “Don’t you want to see your cousin’s yacht?” jeered Skinner. 
  “I’m not going to clamber up to that window to see the thing I” growled Bunter. “I shall see it when I go on board presently, I suppose.” 
  “When!” chuckled Skinner. 
  “The whenfulness is terrific!” 
  “But how on earth did Bunter know that that yacht was coming here?” said Harry Wharton, as he resumed dressing. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton, I had it from my Cousin George—” 
  “Rats!” 
  “Easy enough.” said Skinner: “I dare say it was in the papers.  Movements of ships are reported in the papers. Bunter saw it in the newspaper, of course, and fancied he could spoof us!” 
  “Why, of course! That’s it!”
  “That isn’t it !” yelled Bunter. “I told you the yacht was coming, and it’s come! I shall go on board this afternoon.” 
  “I don’t think!” chuckled Skinner. 
  “As you can’t possibly know anybody on board that yacht, even you won’t have the nerve to butt in there !“ 
  “I tell you that yacht belongs to my Cousin George!” roared Bunter. 
  “You can tell us till you’re black in the face, old bean! But you won’t get anybody to swallow it !” 
  “Yah!” snorted Bunter. 
  The Removites finished dressing, and went down, quite satisfied with Skinner’s explanation that Bunter had seen some report of the Sea Nymph’s movements in the newspaper, and founded his latest gammon on that. Every man in the Remove seemed to be understudying Doubting Thomas of ancient times. 
  The fact was that Bunter’s yarns were a little too well known, and the yacht story seemed a little steeper than usual. Obviously the Sea Nymph was a very expensive vessel, and had cost a large sum to build. Even if it had been sold by some hapless nobleman, whom a kind and thoughtful Government was taxing out of existence, still it must have cost a lot of money to buy. And if the Bunter clan were so well provided with cash, it was odd, to say the least, that none of it over came so far as 0 Greyfriars School. 
  Billy Bunter snorted as he rolled out into the quad. It is said that seeing is believing; but now that the fellows had seen the yacht, still they did not believe. They only supposed that Bunter was keeping up his fairy-tale with more than usual impudence. 
  Two Sixth Form men were walking in the quad—Wingate and Gwynne, who had been down for an early bathe. Bunter caught their words as he passed them. 
  “Topping yacht!” Wingate was saying. I’d like to be the lucky bargee that owns her.” 
  “Lucky bargee, and no mistake I” assented Gwynne. 
  “I say!” Bunter halted, and blinked at the great men of the Sixth through his big spectacles. “I say, Wingate, that’s my cousin’s yacht !” 
  Wingate and Gwynne came to a halt. They stared at Bunter. 
  “What did you say, Bunter?” asked the Greyfriars captain. 
  “That yacht belongs to my Cousin George !” 
  “Does it?” 
  “Oh, yes! Look here! I’ll take you over her after class, if you like.” said Bunter breezily. “I say— Oh lor’ Wharrer you up to? Leggo my ears!” shrieked Bunter. 
  Evidently the Sixth Form men were doubting Thomases, too. Wingate took hold of one of Bunter’s fat cars. Gwynne took hold of the other. Both of them pulled—hard. The Owl of the Remove yelled frantically. 
  “Ow! Leggo! Wow! Whooop!”
  Having pulled Bunter’s ears, the Sixth Form men walked disdainfully on. Bunter rubbed his ears, and glared after them. He decided not to tell any more Sixth Form men about the Bunter yacht. The result was altogether too painful. 

                                        THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Keeping It Up! 

“I SAY, you fellows—” 
  “Still keeping it up?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “The yacht’s still in the bay, Bunter.” chuckled Frank Nugent. “Going aboard?” 
  “Eh? Yes, of course.” 
  “Gammon!” said Johnny Bull. 
  Morning school was over, and Bunter came out of the House and looked for the Famous Five. They smiled as he came up. Somebody’s yacht had anchored in Pegg Bay, and Bunter was taking advantage of that fact to bolster up his latest and steepest yarn. That was how the chums of the Remove looked at it. And they were quite interested to see how long Bunter would keep it up, and what excuse he would make for not going on board. 
  As they did not believe for one moment that Bunter had any connection whatever with the yacht, or the people on board, he would have to make some excuse, for even Bunter could hardly butt into a strange vessel among strangers. But there was a limit even to Bunter’s impudence. 
  “We’ve got lots of time to run down to the beach before dinner.” said Bunter, blinking at the grinning five. “You fellows coming?” 
  “Taking us on board?  ” grinned Bob.
  “Yes, old chap. I want to introduce you to my Cousin George, as you’re coming on the Easter cruise.” 
  “Doesn’t he do it well!” said Bob admiringly. “Wouldn’t any fellow, who didn’t know him, fancy he was telling the truth?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha?” 
  “Well, will you come?”  snapped Bunter. “A boatman will take us off to the yacht for a couple of bob. One of you fellows can pay.” 
  “Yes; I can see myself butting into that yacht!”  said Harry Wharton. “What should we say when they asked us who we were, and what the dickens we wanted?” 
  “My Cousin George will expect me to-”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! Look here! I’m gomg aboard, anyhow! Are you coming or not?” hooted Bunter. 
  “He’s going down to the beach, and he’s going to tell us he’s been aboard when he comes back.” chuckled Bob. “Look here! A walk won’t hurt us before dinner. Let’s go. It will be frightfully interesting to see what whopper he tells us when we get to the pier.”
  “Let’s,” grinned Nugent.  
  And the Famous Five, laughing, walked out of gates with Bunter. It was quite a pleasant walk through the woods and along the cliffs to Pegg— more enjoyable to Harry Wharton & Co. than to Bunter. Billy Bunter was gasping before he had covered half the distance. 
  “I say, you fellows, let’s stop and rest a bit!” gasped Bunter, at last. 
  “And turn back,” chuckled Bob. “Is that it?” 
  “It’s coming now.” said Johnny Bull.
  “No!” hooted Bunter. “Just a few minutes rest.” 
  “Oh, all right!” 
  The juniors halted and Bunter sat on a stile to renew his supply of wind, always rather short. The Famous Five leaned on the stile, smiling. They fully expected that now they were in sight of the bay, Bunter would find some reason for turning back, after that rest, instead of keeping on. They waited to hear the fib. 
  Bunter stirred at last. 
  “Come on, you fellows.” he said, To their surprise he dropped from the stile on the Pegg side, Apparently he was still “keeping it up.” 
  “Follow your leader!” chortlcd Bob. “He’s putting it off till we get to the pier. What lie are you going to tell, Bunty?  ” 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter rolled on. The Famous Five sauntered. They were quite willing to walk as far as the pier. That was the limit. Bunter could go no farther than that without going on board the yacht, or walking into the sea. And one seemed as likely as the other to the Famous Five. 
  Puffing and blowing, the fat Owl arrived on the old wooden pier. There were plenty of boats for hire, and several men in jerseys glanced in anticipation at the Greyfriars fellows. The Famous Five watched Bunter in great amusement. Now that he had reached the limit they waited to hear what was his excuse for not going aboard the yacht. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Here it comes!” chortled Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I want a couple of bob for the boatman. I’ve been disappointed about a postal order.” 
  “You’ll be disappointed about two bob, too, old fat man.” 
  “So that’s the game,” grunted Johnny Bull. “We’ve been brought here to lend Bunter two bob for ginger-pop and buns.” 
  “It’s for the boat!” yelled Bunter.  “You can pay the boatman yourselves, if you like.” 
  “Done !” said Harry Wharton. “Call a boatman, and tell him to take you out to that yacht, and I’ll give him the two bob on the spot.” 
  That, to the juniors, seemed a very safe offer. To their amazement Billy Bunter waved a hand to one of the boatmen, and the man held on to the tiller with one hand, and touched his ancient hat with the other. 
  Two bob to take me out to that yacht.” said Bunter. 
  “Ay, ay, sir !” 
  Bunter clambered into the boat, the five Removites watching him in astonishment. He blinked back at them. 
  “You fellows coming?” he demanded. 
  “Coming? No fear! Mean to say you’ve really got the nerve to butt into a yacht where you don’t know anybody 7” yelled Bob. 
  “You silly ass! I’ve told you—”
  “Rats !” 
  “The ratfuiness is terrific!”
  “Yah You jolly well pay the boatman, then, and see!” snorted Bunter. 
  He sat down in the stern. 
  Wharton made a grimace. But what he had said, he had said, and he handed the Pegg boatman the two shillings. The man shoved off from the pier, sat down to his oars, and started pulling for the anchored yacht. 
  “Well, my hat!” said Nugent, with a whistle. “Has that fat villain really cheek enough to butt in there, just to pull our leg? I suppose they couldn’t chuck him into the sea if he did?” 
 Rot!” grunted Johnny Bull. “ He’s gone for a row, that’s all. He will tell the man to pull back before he reaches the yacht.” 
  “That’s it,” assented Wharton. “I’ve been done!” 
  “The donefulness is terrific!” 
                            
Leaning on the wooden rail of the old pier the juniors watched the receding boat. Every moment they expected it to change its course, and pull round the bay, or else back to the pier. But it did neither. The boatman pulled on steadily, and the boat drew nearer and nearer to the yacht. Now a man in a yachting-cap was seen to lean over the rail, looking towards Bunter. He was too far off for the fellows on the pier to see much of him, but they could see that he had a round, red face, and that he was watching Bunter. They saw him make a gesture with his hand as the boat closed in, whether of welcome or not they could not make out. In more and more surprise they watched. 
  “My hat!  They’re putting out the ladder!” exclaimed Bob. “Look !”
  “He’s going aboard—” 
  “The cheek!”
  “Well, my only Aunt Maria!” ejaculated Wharton, as he watched the boat pull in, hook on, and saw the accommodation-ladder let down for Bunter. “Does hee really know anybody on that yacht, I wonder?” 
  “They think he’s got a message, perhaps.” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes, that may be it.” 
  “Anyhow, there he is—on board!” said Nugent. “If he’s spoofing he’s jolly well keeping it up to the finish! Of course, he may have pitched some yarn to get on board—he’s as full of artful tricks as a monkey. Made out he had a message from somebody, or something.” 
  “If that’s so he will be coming back pretty soon.” 
  “You’ll see him coming in a minute!”  grunted Johnny Bull. 
  The juniors watched. But they did not see Bunter coming in a minute. They did not see him coming at all. The boat pulled off from the yacht, the boatman returning alone. Bunter was staying on the Sea Nymph. 
  “He—he—he’e not coming back!” stuttered Bob. 
  “Coming off in the yacht’s boat later.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “That looks as if he knows the people on board.” 
  “I—I suppose it does! More likely he stuffed them somehow!” Johnny Bull was not going to believe Bunter unless he had to. 
  The boat pulled in to the pier. The Pegg boatman stood up and called to the juniors. Apparently Bunter had sent a message back. 
  “The young gent said don’t wait for him, sir!” 
  “Right—ho!”
  “Then he’s staying there!” said Harry Wharton. “ Well, if it’s all spoof I’m blessed if I know how he’s wangling it. Time we got back, anyhow, or we shall be late for tiffin, and Quelch will bite! Come on !”
  The chums of the Remove walked off the pier and took their homeward way to the school. They went in great astonishment. Either Bunter was telling the truth, and there really was a yacht in the Bunter family, or else there was a mystery about it that the juniors could not fathom. It was improbable that there was a yacht in the Bunter family, still more improbable that Bunter was telling the truth. Yet, otherwise, what did it all mean? So far, all the fat Owl’s words had been borne out by his actions—they had to admit that, They were still in a state of great astonishment when they arrived at the school and joined the fellows going in to dinner. 

                                           THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                                      Amazing! 

PLENTY of fellows noticed that Bunter cut tiffin. 
  They could hardly help noticing that. It was so very uncommon for Billy Bunter to miss a meal. 
  When the fellows went out after dinner the fat Owl was not to be seen.  He had not returned yet. 
  Apparently he was still on board the Sea Nymph. 
  In that case h must have lunched there. It was impossible to imagine that Bunter was cutting out a meal entirely. Missing dinner at the school could only be explained by lunch on the yacht. 
  A dozen fellows inquired of the Famous Five what had become of Bunter.  They stared when they were told. 
  “On the yacht!” ejaculated Skinner. “You saw him?” 
  “Watched him all the time.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “How on earth did he wangle it?” 
  “Blessed if I know! But they let him on board, and let him stay—must have stood him lunch, too!” 
  “I can’t make it out.” said the Bounder. “Anybody ever heard of the Sea Nymph before, or know whom it belongs to?”
  Nobody had! Unless it really belonged to Captain Cook, the cousin of William George Bunter, nobody knew anything about the ownership. And nobody believed that, even yet. 
  “I fancy I can spot it!” said Skinner sagely. “Bunter knows a steward on the yacht, or something of that sort, and the man’s taken him on.” 
  “Or a stoker!” suggested the Bounder. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Well, it looks as if he knows somebody there.” said Harry Wharton. “Of course, Bunter might know the people, whoever they are. But if there was a yacht in the Bunter family we should have heard of it before. We’ve heard of the Bunter family mansion, the Bunter money, the Bunter titled relations, the Bunter villa at Cannes, and the Bunter shooting-box in Scotland, and a lot more things, so it stands to reason we should have heard of the Bunter yacht—if any!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “That’s it.” assented Johnny Bull. “May belong to some City man who knows his pater—his father’s in the City. Bunter happened to hear that it was putting in at Pegg, and started a yarn on the strength of it.” —
  “Ten to one!” agreed Wharton. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Sammy!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Bunter mi. will know if there’s a yacht in the Bunter clan! Here, young Bunter!”
  Bunter minor, of the Second Form, blinked round at the group of Removites. There was a grin on Sammy Bunter’s fat face, a twinkle in the little round eyes behind the big spectacles that made him took so like his major. He came up to the Removites. 
  “Seen the yacht in Pegg Bay, Sammy? ” asked Bob. 
  And all the fellows looked with inquiring interest at the fat fag.  Certainly, if the Sea Nymph was a Bunter yacht Sammy ought to know. 
  “Yes, I saw it this morning,” answered Sammy. 
  “Ever seen it before?” 
  “Not that I know of.” 
  “What did I tell you?” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “You see,” went on Sammy calmly, “my Cousin George hasn’t had it long;  I believe he only bought it last ycar.” 
  “What?” roared Johnny Bull. “Has Billy been standing you a stick of toffee to back up his yarn?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Look here, Sammy, tell the truth, if it’s possible for a Bunter,” said Harry Wharton. “Is there really a Cousin George?” 
  “Of course there is, fathead!”
  “Does that yacht really belong to him?” 
  “Of course it does!”
  “Is Billy going on a cruise in it this Easter?” 
  “Of course he is!” 
  “Are you going “ 
  “No fear!”
  “And why not, if Billy’s going ?” demanded Johnny Bull. 
  “George hasn’t asked me, for one thing,” said Sammy, “and I jolly well don’t want to go, for another! He, he, he!”
  “I should think you’d be jolly glad to get an Easter cruise for nothing!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “For nothing?” repeated Sammy. “Eh? Oh, yes!  Still, I don’t want to go. But Billy’s going all right—taking a party, I hear!” He, he, he !” 
  Apparently Sammy seemed to see something funny in the idea of Billy Bunter taking a party for the Easter cruise. He giggled and sniggered, like a fellow in possession of a good joke. 
  “Well, what’s the joke, you young ass?” demanded Bob. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “Gammon, of course.” said Johnny Bull. “Bunter guessed that we should ask Sammy about it, and he’s fixed it with him to back him up! Kick him!” 
  “Good egg!” 
  “Yaroooooh!” roared Sammy, as he was duly kicked; and he departed from the spot in haste. 
  When the bell rang for class Billy Bunter had not come in. The Remove went into their Form-room, and Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye immediately detected the absence of the fat Owl. It was ten minutes later that Billy Bunter rolled in, puffing and blowing after a walk. The gimlet eye fixed on him at once. 
  “Bunter!” rumbled Mr Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir! Sorry I’m late, sir!” said Bunter breezily. “I’ve had to walk back from Pegg, sir!” 
  “You were absent from dinner, Bunter!”
  “Yes, sir. I lunched with my cousin on his yacht, sir.” answered the Owl of the Remove. 
  The Remove listened and stared.  If it was all spoof, Bunter was certainly displaying a remarkable nerve. It was not a light matter to pull the majestic leg of Henry Samuel Quelch. 
  “You lunched—” repeated the Remove master. 
  “Yes, sir. My cousin’s yacht is in Pegg Bay, sir, and he pressed me to stay to lunch when I want off to see him, sir, and I hope you’ll excuse me, sir, as I haven’t seen my cousin for a long time.” 
  Mr. Quelch looked fixedly at Banter.  He looked as doubtful a doubting thomas as any fellow in his Form. 
  He had seen that handsome steam yacht in Pegg Bay. Obviously, it was a very expensive vessel. There were fellows in the Remove whose people had such vessels. Lord Mauleverer had one of his very own. The Bounder’s father had one twice as large, that was like a floating hotel. Newland’s father had one. But such magnificent possessions were, of course, rare. Anybody might have had a little sailing yacht. 
But a handsome, ocean-going steam yacht was quite a different affair. And Mr. Quelch, as Bunter’s Form master, had the best of reasons for knowing that the Bunter clan did not roll in wealth.  He was aware that Mr. Bunter, of Bunter Villa, was exceedingly slow in parting with the cheques for his sons’ fees at Greyfriars. Sometimes they came along at the end of the term instead of the beginning; sometimes they did not arrive till the next term. That sort of thing did not seem to fit in with expensive steam yachts. 
  “Your cousin’s yacht, Bunter?” repeated Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir. The Sea Nymph.” 
  “What is your cousin’s name, Bunter?” 
  “Cook, sir—George Cook.” 
  “And you have been to see him on his—his yacht?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  There was a brief pause. 
  “Very well, Bunter.” said Mr. Quelch at last. “If the matter is as you state, you are excused.” 
  “Thank you, sir!” said Bunter brightly. “And—and my cousin sent a message for you, sir.” 
  “Indeed !” 
  “He thought you might like to walk down and look at his yacht, sir, as some of the fellows arc going for a cruise this Easter.” 
  The Remove could only gaze. They gazed almost open-mouthed. If this was spoof, if this was nerve, it was the limit! 
  “Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch again. 
  “I’m taking a party on the yacht this vac, sir,” explained Bunter calmly, “and if you’d care to look over the yacht, sir, any time to-day, my Cousin George would be glad to show you over, sir.” 
  Bless my soul! I mean, very well, Bunter. I—I will think about it.” said Mr. Quelch, in quite a gasping voice. 
  And the Remove settled down to lessons. But they did not give a lot of attention to the lessons, Amazing as it was, miraculous as it was, it was borne in upon their minds that the yacht in Pegg Bay really was a Bunter yacht, that there really was a Cousin George, and that the Sea Nymph belonged to Cousin George, and that Billy Bunter was really, truly, and seriously taking a party of fellows for an Easter cruise in a magnificent steam yacht. For after what he had said there was little doubt that Mr. Quelch would go down to look over the yacht, and that Bunter would dare to pull his leg to the extent of causing him to make a fool of himself was unimaginable. 
It was amazing, it was staggering, it was overwhelming. But Bunter had told the truth all the time, and the Famous Five were booked for an Easter cruise with Bunter. Even Johnny Bull admitted it, though Johnny averred that there must be a catch in it somewhere. 

                                     THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                      Settled!  

“WE’RE landed !” said Harry Wharton, 
  “Looks like it,” 
  “The landfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Singh. 
  “Can’t make it out!” said Bob Cherry, “but—it’s so.” 
  “There’s a catch in it somewhere.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Where, ass?” 
  “Ask me another!  Somewhere.” said Johnny. 
  The Famous Five had gathered in Study No. 1 for tea. Over tea they were discussing the amazing happening. It had to be admitted now that the Bunter yacht had a local habitation and a name. It was a real yacht, not a happy figment of Bunter’s fertile fancy, like Bunter Court, the vine-clad Bunter villa at Cannes, the Bunter shooting-box in Scotland, and the rest of the Bunter list of imaginary possessions. And the Famous Five had accepted Bunter’s invitation to a cruise on that yacht—if there was a yacht. And there was!
  It needed thinking over. 
  An Easter cruise in a splendid steam yacht was rather attractive. They admitted that they had not met Cousin George yet; but if he was a fellow who gave a schoolboy carte blanche in inviting his friends to a cruise, it looked as if he must be a large-hearted man, quite a decent sort of chap. According to Bunter, there was accommodation for a dozen fellows on the yacht, and he was gomg to fill up all the aecommodations with friends invited from Greyfriars. Cousin George, it appeared, was going to run that yacht for two or three weeks purely for the benefit of Bunter and his friends. It looked as if he must be a rather generous sort of man—quite the sort of man that a fellow would like to know. 
  Still, there was a fly in the ointment. The chums of the Remove liked the idea of a cruise; in fact, they were rather inclined to jump at such a chance. They already had a high opinion of Captain Cook, but— 
  There was a “but,” 
  They really did not want to be Bunter’s guests. All the more because they had been determined that he should not stick on to them for that vac they felt awkward about it. And Bunter was not the sort of fellow to whom they wished to be under an obligation. At the same time they did not want to seem ungrateful.  It was really an awkward situation. 
  “Well, we can cry off if we want to.” said Harry Wharton slowly. “Now it seems to be clear that the thing is genuine, Bunter will be able to pick up all the guests he wants—” 
  “And a few over.” grinned Bob. 
  “I’ve noticed that Skinner is jolly civil to him since class this afternoon.” said Frank Nugent. “Snoop seems to have taken a liking to him, too.” 
  And the esteemed Fishy is terrifically attentive to the absurd and fatheaded Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh 
  “Old Mauly’s got a lot of sense,” said Harry. “We’re landed if Bunter holds us to it. But, after all, why should he? 
  “He can’t realty want us specially. Why should he?  ”
  “Well, we’re awfully nice chaps!” said Bob, with a chuckle. “Still, Bunter’s never noticed that before.” 
 “Might want to borrow money of us during the cruise,” said Johnny Bull. 
 “Well, his cousin must be fearfully rich if he can afford to run a yacht like that just to give schoolboys a holiday.” said Harry. “It costs something to run a steam yacht. With a rich relation standing him a holiday, Bunter won’t want to touch his guests for little loans, I should think.” 
  “N-n-no!” Johnny Bull had to admit 
  “Well, then, if we don’t want to go, we needn’t.” said Harry. “Bunter will wash it out—especially as he’s getting so jolly popular now.” 
  “But don’t we?” asked Nugent. 
  “Well, I’d rather not.” said Harry. “It would come in useful, in a way, as my people are abroad for Easter, and that washes out Wharton Lodge. But we were thinking of a hiking tour, or something. I can’t say I want to take favours from Bunter, after kicking him all through the term!” 
  “Can’t very well.” assented Nugent. 
  “It would be ripping—a cruise for Easter!” said Bob. “But, dash it all, we can’t do it. We can’t take it from Bunter.  Wash it all out!” 
  “I say, you fellows!”
  A fat face, and a large pair of spectacles looked into Study No. 1. For once there was not a chorus of “Buzz off, Bunter !”. The Owl of the Remove rolled in, and nobody said him nay. 
  “Might have told me you’d come up to tea!” said Bunter, pulling a chair to the table and sitting down. “Pass the ham. I’m rather hungry. I say, you fellows, Quelch has gone down to look at my cousin’s yacht.” 
  The juniors had seen Mr. Quelch walk out of gates after class. They had no doubt where he had gone. It banished the last lingering doubt. Obviously, Bunter would not have dared to let him start if it was only to discover that his leg had been pulled when he reached the yacht. It was impossible to doubt further. 
  The fat Owl tucked cheerfully into the foodstuffs. Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances, and Wharton proceeded to break the ice. 
  “Well, it seems all right about the yacht, Bunter. Sorry we didn’t take it in. But you know what a spoofer you are! 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “We hope you’ll have a jolly cruise.” said Harry. “And you’ll get a dozen fellows to go with you—two dozen, if you like.” 
  “Only accommodation for a dozen.” said Bunter, with his mouth full. “I’m asking some Fifth Form men—Coker, you: know. He’s got money.” 
  “What on earth has money to do with it, you ass?” 
  “Oh, nothing!  Pass those poached eggs.”
  “Is Coker going?” asked Nugent.
  “I think so. You fellows will get on all right with Coker, what? He’s a bit of a fool snd a bit of a swanking ass, but he’s all right so long as you pull his silly leg a bit. I don’t want you rowing with Coker on my cousin’s yacht, of course. That wouldn’t do.” 
  “You’ll make up a party easily enough without us, old fat bean.” 
  Bunter ceased eating for a moment and blinked across the table at the captain of the Remove. 
  “Without you?” he repeated. “Wharrer you mean?” 
  “Yes. You see—” 
  “But you’re coming!” said Bunter. 
  “We thank you for the kind invitation,” said Bob Cherry solemnly. “But owing to circumstances over which we have no control, we are obliged to decline it! Thanks and all that.” 
  “Exactly!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The thankfulness is terrific,” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the declinefulness is also a sine qua non!” 
  “Oh, really, you fellows! You’re not proposing to let me down, after you’ve accepted my invitation and I’ve told my cousin George that you’re coming?” 
  “You—you see—” 
  “George has put your names down on the passenger list already! I’ve told him you’re coming! Precious ass I shall look if you don’t.” 
  “Well, that’s nothing new!” grunted Johnny Bull. “You always do look a precious ass !” 
  “Beast!” 
  “You—you see, Bunter—”   Wharton hardly knew what to say. 
  “I don’t!” contradicted Bunter. “I call it rotten if you let me down. Mean! Not at all the thing!” 
  “It’s not letting you down, old bean! You can make up a party easily enough 
—there’s Skinner and Snoop quite keen—” 
  “I don’t want Skinner and Snoop.” 
  “Well, you don’t want us, if you come to that!” said Harry. 
  “I jolly well do!” said Bunter. 
  “Well, why?” demanded Wharton. 
  “Because you’re such nice chaps!” said Bunter. 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “And we’re pals, ain’t we?” 
  “‘Hem!”
  “This is rather thick, I must say!” said Bunter, more in sorrow than in anger. “I get up a party for an expensive cruise in a magnificent steam yacht—you engage to come—then you tell me almost at the last minute that you’re not coming!  Do you call that playing the game?” 
  The chums of the Remove were silent and uncomfortable. Obviously, if Bunter looked at it like that, they had to stick it. Yet it was puzzling why Bunter specially wanted them. Now that it was known that the yacht and the cruise were solid facts, he had plenty to choose from. Plenty of fellows had turned on quite a lot of civility. Fellows like Skinner and Snoop were prepared almost to bow to the ground before him. Bunter liked flattery, he liked soft sawder, he liked being made much of, he would get nothing of that from the Famous Five: Yet for some mysterious reason he preferred them to fellows who would give him lots and lots of it. Really, it began to look as if the fat Owl entertained hitherto unsuspected feelings of attachment for the Famous Five. 
  There was a long silence in Study No. 1. Bunter filled it in by attention to the foodstuffs. They disappeared at a great rate. 
  “Any more cake?” asked Bunter, when the last crumb and the last plum had vanished. 
  “No!” 
  “Any more tarts?” 
  “No!”
  Grunt from Bunter. 
  “Well, I think you fellows might stand a rather more decent spread than that, when a fellow’s taking you on an expensive cruise for weeks and weeks.” he said. 
  “Look here, Bunter, we’re not coming!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “You can’t possibly want us—” 
  “I jolly well do!” 
  “Well, why, you fat ass?” 
  “Because I like you so much, old chap.” said Bunter affably. 
  “Oh crumbs !” 
  Bunter rose from the table. There was no more tuck; so naturally there would be no more Bunter! 
  “Look here, you fellows, you’re coming!” he said. “A promise is a promise! It’s all fixed and, settled. I want you to come! I’m going to give you a magnificent time—an expensive cruise—really expensive! You can’t back out now, and leave a fellow in the lurch: Now can you?” 
  “Well, if you put it like that, Bunter—” 
  “I do!” said Bunter promptly. 
  “If you really want us—” 
   “I couldn’t do without you! I shouldn’t enjoy it a bit!” 
 “Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry. 
  Harry Wharton glanced round at his comrades. They nodded. Really, there was nothing else to be done but assent. 
  “Well, its settled, then.” said Harry. 
  “That’s right, old chap! You’ll have a great time!” said Bunter. “Expense no object— remember that it’s settled.” 
  And Bunter rolled out of the study— perhaps in search of another tea farther up the passage. 
  “Blessed if I make him out!” said Bob. 
  “Same here! But—after all, as he puts it so decently, I don’t see why we shouldn’t go!” said Frank. “The fat oyster doesn’t seem to be on the make, as usual, at any rate.” 
  “There’s a catch in it somewhere!” grunted Johnny Bull. “I don’t see where, or how, but there’s a catch in it.” 
  “Well, it’s settled, anyhow.” said Harry. 
  “Oh, yes, I suppose it’s settled.” 
  And settled it was! 

                                          THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

                                                  Tipping Coker!

“ IT’S a bit of a problem!”
  Coker of the Fifth made that remark to his pals Potter andGreene, in “break” the next morning. Coker had a shade of thought on his rugged brow; and his pals could see that he was thinking, and wondered what he was doing it with. 
  “A senior man,” Coker continued, “has to consider his position. Here, at school, I could not possibly have anything to do with a fag in the Lower Fourth. You see that?” 
  “Oh, quite!” yawned Potter. He did not, as a matter of fact, know what Coker was driving at. But he did not want to know, so he did not ask Coker to explain. Coker, however, proceeded to explain. 
  “In the hols, it’s different!  A man might take up a fag, to a certain extent, in the holidays. Here it’s impossible! But away from Greyfriars, you know, things are rather different. What?” 
  “Um!” said Greene. 
  “And a yachting cruise is rather a catch!” said Coker. “No good denying that it’s rather a catch, because it really is.”
  “Anybody offered you a yacht for the vac ?” inquired Potter. 
  “Bunter--you know young Bunter, of the Remove—has asked me to go on a cruise for Easter, in his cousin’s yacht. Cheek, if you like—asking a Fifth Form man! I know that, and told him so! I came near kicking him,” explained Coker. “But I’m bound to say that he put it very decently. He said a lot of juniors were going, and that the presence of a senior man—a senior generally looked up to in the school— would keep them in order, and so on. Unusually thoughtful way of looking at it, for a fag, you know.” 
  Potter and Greene could only wonder why young Bunter of the Remove had been taking the trouble to pull Coker’s leg. But they did not say so. 
  “The fact is, I’ve thought of taking it on.” said Coker candidly. “I like the idea of a yachting cruise. The yacht seems a decent sort of a tub. I heard Quelch telling Prout he’d been on it— the skipper showed him over it yesterday--and Quelch seemed to think it rather decent. Bunter’s cousin, a man named Hook, or Snook, or Cook or something, seems to have given him leave to ask all the fellows he chooses, up to a dozen. It’s rather sensible of him to want a few seniors in the party, to keep the young sweeps within bounds, you know. He knows I’ve a short way with fags.” 
  Potter closed one eye at Greene. Coker’s short way with fags did not really make him popular among the fags. They wondered more than ever why Billy Bunter was pulling Coker’s leg. It could hardly be because he liked Coker’s company, and looked forward to enjoying it through the Easter holidays. For how could a fellow enjoy Coker’s company? That was too steep to be believed for a moment. As Coker’s pals, Potter end Greene knew! 
  They were going to spend that vac with Coker if he asked them. But they frankly admitted—between themselves— that Coker’s company was a drawback. 
  “Still, it’s a bit of a problem.” Coker confessed. “I can’t know Bunter here, but I might know him—for a time— away from Greyfriars! But would that encourage him to put on airs of familiarity at school again next term? You see, it wants some thinking out.” 
  “Some problem!” said Potter, with great gravity. “Nothing in Euclid to equal it, so far as I know.” 
  Greene suppressed a chuckle. Coker did not like frivolity, when he was considering deep and serious problems. 
  “Those cheeky young sweeps are going!” went on Coker, with a nod towards five cheery Removites who were sauntering in the spring sunshine in the quad. “I hardly like the idea! They’re cheeky here at school—you’ve noticed it—” 
  “Oh, quite! Didn’t they roll you down a staircase the other day!” asked Potter. “Hardly the thing for them to roll you about Bunter’s yacht!” 
  “Might roll you into the stokehold,” remarked Greene. “You wouldn’t care for that, Coker.” 
  “I should keep them in order, of course.” said Coker. “In fact, I think I should take a cane with me for that very purpose. A few thrashings would teach them to toe the line.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Potter and Greene, simultaneously and involuntarily. 
  The idea of Horace Coker taking a cane on the Easter cruise for the purpose of keeping the Famous Five in order, quite overcame them. 
  Coker stared at them. 
  “What are you sniggering at?” he demanded. “Nothing to snigger at, that I can see! Don’t cackle like silly geese, you fellows. It may not be necessary to thrash them. I shall speak to them seriously before we start, and I dare say they will see that they will have to play up. On the whole, I think I shall accept Bunter’s invitation, as he put it so decently. The kid seems very sensible and respectful. And if he puts on airs next term on the strength of having had me for the holidays I can jolly soon kick him into behaving himself. What?” 
  “Oh, quite.” 
  “Well, then, we’ll go!” said Coker. Bunter’s put it to me very decently, and I shall accept. You fellow’s are included, of course.  He wants the three of us. You’ll like it all right.” 
  Potter and Greene looked dubious. Coker, in his high-handed way, had decided the matter for them. Having decided that he would go on the cruise himself, he took it for granted that Potter and Greene would go. Coker’s word was law--or he fancied it was.
   “Look here,” said Greene, “that’s all very well, but a Fifth Form man accepting invitations from a fag— Well, really, you know—” 
  “I’ve thought that out.” said Coker. “I’ve decided that I can do it without loss of dignity. That’s all right.” 
  “Well we haven’t thought it out.” said Greene, rather tartly. 
  “Don’t be an ass, Greene !” 
  “You see—’ said Potter. 
  “Don’t be a dummy, Potter !” 
  “Um!” said Potter and Greene. 
  “I shall go down to the yacht and look it over, and meet Bunter’s cousin,” continued Coker. “Then it will be settled. But it’s practically settled now. So you fellows can get on with making your arrangements for the trip. Now I’ll give those cheeky young sweeps a tip about what I shall expect from them.” 
  Coker walked off towards the Famous Five. Potter and Greene were left staring at one another. 
  “Blessed if I quite make it all out!” said Greene. “it seems straight that that ripping yacht in the bay belongs to Bunter’s cousin, and he’s got carte blanche in asking fellows for the cruise. His cousin must be rolling in oof, I should say.” 
  “Blessed if I can make it out, either.” said Potter. “But old Quelch has been on the yacht and seen the man. Cook, so it must be square. Come to think of it, Greeney, an Easter cruise is a bit of a catch. You don’t often get a yachting cruise for nothing.” 
  “That’s so.” agreed Greene. “Can’t say that I want a holiday with a mob of fags, but, as you say, we get it for nothing. You got anything bettor on if we chuck Coker for the hols?” 
  “Well, no!  And you—” 
  “No. So far as I’m concerned, it’s hols with Coker or with an aunt at Worthing.” 
  “Oh, ny hat! Stick to Coker then.” advised Potter. “Keep the aunt in reserve, in case we can’t stand Coker— what ?” 
  “That’s what I was thinking. Dash it all, I don’t see why we shouldn’t enjoy the cruise, even with Coker on board! We’ll try, at least.” 
  And Coker’s chums decided loyally to stick to Coker. 
  Meanwhile, Horace Coker bore down on the Famous Five. That cheery and select company wero also discussing Easter and the cruise in the Bunter yacht. Now it was settled, the Famous Five had a few misgivings, but, on the whole, they were rather pleased. Easter cruising in a splendid yacht was, as Bob Cherry said frankly, not to be sneezed at. And undoubtedly it was very decent of Bunter to be so keen on their company. It was flattering, to say the least. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s jolly old Coker!” said Bob. “Line up. I know that look in his eye. Coker’s hunting trouble.” 
  The chums of the Remove grinned and lined up to receive Coker. If the great Horace wanted trouble Harry Wharton & Co. were not the fellows to say him nay. 
  “I’ve got something to say to you kids.” said Coker, getting down to brass tacks at once, as it were. “I’m going on Bunter’s yacht for Easter. I understand that you kids are coming, too.” 
  “You do?” exclaimed Bob, with an air of great astonishment. “You don’t say so, Coker! You surprise me, old bean!” 
  “Well, isn’t it so?” asked Coker, puzzled. 
  “Oh, yes; its so.” 
  “Then what are you surprised at, you young ass?” 
  “I’m surprised at your understanding it.”
  “Eh?” 
  “I didn’t know you could understand anything.” explained Bob. “It’s a bit of a change for you, isn’t it?’ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker frowned grimly. This was the sort of cheek he was accustomed to from these bright young spirits in the Lower Fourth. It had to be made clear that this sort of thing would not do on the Easter cruise. Coker felt that he had to make that quite clear. 
  “Now, I don’t want any cheek!” said Coker. “That’s why I’m speaking to you now. I should be sorry—really sorry—to have to begin the cruise by whopping you on the deck of the yacht and—” 
  “You would I” agreed Harry Wharton, with a nod. “If you started it you would soon be frightfully sorry.” 
  “The sorrowfulness would be truly terrific, my esteemed and idiotic Coker !” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “WilI you shut up when I’m speaking to you?” roared Coker, beginning to show signs of excitement. “I want to make it clear that you fags will have to behave yourselves. In the first place, you’ll keep your distance, and not put on airs of familiarity because I’m on the same cruise. Got that?” 
  “Agreed!” said Wharton gravely. But only on condition that you keep your distance—” 
  “What?” 
  “And don’t put on airs of familiarity because we’re on the same cruise.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co., quite entertained by the expression on Horace Coker’s rugged countenance. 
  Coker of the Fifth breathed hard and deep. 
  “I’m warning you for your own good.” he said. “I don’t want to be whopping you all the time. I shall keep an eye on you and keep you in order, of course. And you’d better remember that I’ve a short way with fags. Any Lower Fourth cheek or impudence will be put down with a firm hand. You’d better get that clear at the start. See? It may save trouble. As I’ve said, I’ve a short way with fags. That’s a tip for you.” 
  “Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” said Bob Cherry. “You hear what Coker says? He’s got a short way with fags. Now, my idea is that one good turn deserves another, and what’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. What about a short way with Coker? Shall we give him a tip, too?” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  What happened next came so suddenly that Coker was taken quite by surprise. Five pairs of hands gripped him, and before he knew what was happening he was tipped over and up-ended. 
  “Ooooogh !“ gasped Coker, as he spun earth and sky spinning round him. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  Bang ! 
  Coker’s head landed on the earth. His legs flourished in the air. His arms waved wildly in the folds of his coat, which fell about his neck. Holding to Coker’s long legs, the hilarious juniors kept him in that inverted position, amid yells of laughter from various directions. 
  “Oooogh!” spluttered Coker. “You young—ooogh—sweeps—leggo! Whoop! Urrrrrggh!” 
  “Ha, ha ha !” 
  “We’re warning you for your own good, Coker!” said Bob Cherry. “We don’t want to be whopping you all the time, so we’re giving you this tip! Any Fifth Form cheek or impudence will be put down with a firm hand!”
  “Urrrrggh!” gurgled Coker. 
  “Ha ha ha!”
  “You’d better get that clear at the start, Coker. It may save trouble. This is a tip for you !”
  “Yurrrggh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oooogh! Leggo! Wooogh!”
  “The tipfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Gurgle from Coker !
  “Ware prefects !” yelled Smithy. 
  Wingate of the Sixth came striding up. 
  “You young sweeps, what’s this game?” he demanded. 
  “Only giving Coker a tip!” said Bob. “He gave us a tip, so we’re giving him one !” 
  “Let him go at once.” said Wingate, laughing. 
  “Oh, all right!” 
  The Removites released Horace Coker. 
  For a fraction of a second Horace stood there on his head, his long legs extended skyward. Then he crashed. 
  “Oooogh !” spluttered Coker. 

                            
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Ow! I’ll smash ‘em! I’ll spiflicate ‘em— Oooh! I’ll pulverise ‘em— Ow!” gurgled Coker, as he sat up. 
  “Come away, you men. said Bob. “Coker seems to be cross about something! Ta-ta, Coker! Come to us when you want another tip !” 
  And the Famous Five, chuckling, departed at a trot. Potter and Greene kindly came along to give Coker a hand up. He leaned on them and spluttered for breath. Over his spluttering head they exchanged a cheery smile. It was Coker’s way to ask for these things, and his pals hoped that he enjoyed them. 
  “Oooogh! Wooooh! What are you grinning at, Wingate? What are all those silly asses cackling at? Groogh! I’ll smash ‘em! Urrrrrgh !”
  Coker was still in a spluttering state when the bell rang for third school. He went in with the Fifth, still gurgling a little. It was clear to Coker that the tip he had given the Removites had been a sheer waste. It was only too plain that the young sweeps did not intend to behave themselves. It was now decided, in Coker’s mind, that he would take that cane when he started on the Easter cruise. He could see that it would be needed. There would have to be whoppings on board the Sea Nymph.  Coker knew that! But he did not yet know who was going to get the whoppings! Fortunately the veil of the future hid that from çoker. 

                                  THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                           Fierce for Fishy! 

FISHER T. FISH stood in the doorway of the school shop, at Greyfriars, and hesitated. From where he stood he could hear a fat voice within—the voice of William George Bunter, addressing Mrs. Mimble. 
  Billy Bunter’s voice was persuasive. But Mrs. Mimble’s heart seemed as hard as the nether millstone, and she did not listen to the voice of the charmer. 
  Long experience of Billy Bunter had caused the good dame to deal with him only on a strictly cash basis. Bunter would willingly have been Mrs. Mimble’s best customer on a system of extended credit. But it was in vain that Billy Bunter pointed out to Mrs. Mimble that all modern businesses were built up on a system of extensive credit. Either Mrs. Mimble did not want to build up a big business or she suspected that there was a catch in it somewhere. Anyhow, there was no credit for Bunter. 
  Bunter was hungry! 
  That was his usual slate. It was not yet teatime, but Bunter liked a few meals between meals. At tea-time he counted on landing himself on some of the fellows he had invited for an Easter cruise. They could hardly refuse, in the circumstances. 
But an arid desert stretched between Bunter and tea-time, which could have been bridged over by a bag of tarts and a few doughnuts—if only Mrs. Mimble could have seen the advantages of building up a big business on credit lines. But Mrs. Mimble couldn’t—or wouldn’t! 
  “I told you I was expecting a postal order, ma’am!” Bunter was saying. “It will come by the next post!”
  “Nonsense!” said Mrs. Mimble. She had heard of Billy Bunter’s postal order before. 
  “Oh dear!” sighed Bunter. 
  Like Tantalus of old, he famished its the midst of plenty. And Fisher T. Fish, in the doorway, hesitated. 
  Fishy was in doubt, on the horns of a dilemma. Bunter had not asked him to join the party for the Easter cruise. Fishy wanted Bunter to ask him. Had Fishy only known in advance that there was a Bunter yacht and that there was to be a cruise he would have treated the Owl of the Remove very differently that term. But how was fellow to know— even a cute, spry galoot who had been raised in Noo Yark? 
  As a matter of fact, Fishy had treated Bunter rather unpleasantly that term. Bunter owed him a shilling from some ancient date. All through the term Fishy had hunted him for that shilling. In pursuit of money Fishy was, like Nimrod, a mighty hunter. But he had hunted Bunter in vain. 
  According to Bunter, it was an “old account.” And, according to Bunter. an old account was an account which nobody could reasonably expect to be paid! 
  But that shilling was still fresh in Fishy’s mind.  It began to look, to Fishy, that he never would get that shilling. When he left Greyfriars to go back to his own great country he would go a shilling to the bad! If that was not enough to get a guy’s goat, if it was not the bee’s knee and the elephant’s side-whiskers, Fishy did not know what was! 
  Still, he wished now that he had not been so earnest, so ardent, in pursuit of that shilling. 
  If he had only foreseen that Easter cruise— But who can read the future? Who could have guessed, reckoned, or calculated that the impecunious Owl of the Remove would ever have anything to give away? 
  Not Fishy, with all his cuteness! 
  But there was a way to Bunter’s heart, an open avenue to his deepest affections, if Fishy took the plunge and chanced it! Standing Bunter a feed was the way! 
  An Easter cruise was worth a lot! Fishy had seen Easter cruises advertised in the papers, and they charged you pounds and pounds. You got your board and lodging and the sea air thrown in. Fishy generally spent his vacations at the school—his happy home being too distant for return in the holidays. 
  Loafing about a deserted school, meals with the house dame, nobody to talk to but Gosling, the porter, was no cinch, Fishy guessed. Obviously, a cruise on that handsome yacht now anchored in Pegg Bay was more desirable. It cost nothing if a fellow went as a guest, and if Bunter figured that he was going to borrow pocket-money from his guests— Well, he might be able to touch soft jays like Wharton and his friends, but if he succeeded in borrowing anything off Fisher T. Fish, Fishy would have liked to be there to see him do it! 
  If a guy horned in and stood Bunter the feed for which his fat soul yearned. surely the fat clam would ask him on the cruise! It would be a sprat to catch a whale—a small sprat for a large whale!
  On the other hand, if he stood Bunter a feed, and was not asked on the cruise, it would be a useless expenditure of cash! 
  That, naturally, made Fishy shudder at the thought of it! 
  He was torn by doubt! 
  “I say, Mrs. Mimble—” came Bunter’s persuasive voice again. 
  “Don’t bother, Master Bunter!” Mrs. Mimble’s tones were quite sharp. 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Fisher T. Fish drew a deep, deep breath. He was going to chance it, after all, suppose it ran to a bob—even two bob—it was worth it! Losing two bob for nothing would hurt Fisher T.  Fish more than losing two teeth. But if he cinched that Easter cruise— 
  It was neck or nothing! Taking his courage in both hands, as it were, Fisher T. Fish walked into the tuckshop. 
  Bunter blinked round at him hopefully. But the hope died out of his fat face as he saw that the newcomer was Fishy. Even Bunter did not think of trying to get anything out of Fishy. 
  To his surprise Fishy gave him a genial grin. 
  “Have some tarts, bo !” said Fishy. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “And a ginger-pop?” 
  Bunter blinked at him. It was the first time on record that Fisher T. Fish had ever offered to pay for anything for anybody else. Fisher T. Fish was making mystery!
  “Oh! Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter. 
  Three jam-arts and a bottle of ginger-pop came over the counter for Bunter.  Fisher T. Fish paid for them. It wrung his transatlantic heart, but he paid for them! 
  Bunter tucked in. Long before Fisher T. Fish had finished suppressing his imward groans over the payment Bunter had finished the tarts and the ginger-pop. He blinked hopefully at Fishy. In this new and extraordinary mood it was possible that Fishy might be good for more!
  “I says Fishy, old chap, those tarts are good!” said Bunter. “Aren’t you having some yourself? I—I’ll help you—” 
  “Tarts cost money!” answered Fishy. 
  “I mean, nope, I don’t care for tarts! But, took here, you—you—you have a 
couple more! I—I mean, one more.” amended Fishy hastily.  Flesh and blood could not stand too much. 
  Bunter had one more! It went down like an oyster. Fishy had intended to talk to him while he ate it. But it vanished in a twinkling. 
  Billy Bunter fixed a hungry eye on a large stack of the same across the counter. Fishy affected not to see that yearning look. 
  “Say, bo, finished making up your party for Easter yet?” drawled Fishy casually. 
  Bunter blinked—and then grinned! He understood now! It was not a sudden attack of insanity that had made Fishy part with money. Fishy was after that Easter cruise! 
  “Eh!  Oh, no!” said Bunter. “I’ve asked Wibley—he makes nine. I fancy I shall keep it at that—don’t want too big a crowd.” 
  “Lots of guys would like to come!” remarked Fisher T. Fish, in the same casual way. 
  “Oh, lots!” agreed Bunter. “But a fellow has to be particular. I might take one more, though! After all, the more the merrier! What are you doing this vac, Fishy?” 
  Fishy’s bony face brightened. This looked like business! 
  “I guess that ain’t fixed yet,” he answered affably. “Have—have another tart. Have a couple of tarts, Bunter. Like a ginger-pop?” 
  It was worth it. Fishy calculated and reckoned that it was worth it, yet he felt severe twinges. Suppose he did not cinch that cruise, after all? Then this was a sheer waste of money. That would be fierce; it would give Fishy a pain from which he was likely never to recover. To Fishy, money was the beginning and the end of all things. Parting with money was parting with all that made life worth living. It was painful to Fishy to part with money even for value received. But to part with it for nothing—that was fierce!
  But he risked it! Suppressing his emotions, he risked it!  With a feeling of anguish, he watched the tarts and ginger-pop disappear on the downward path. Bunter blinked at a dish of doughnuts. Bunter wanted more! Bunter always wanted more. 
  “I say, Fishy—” 
  “Waal, look here, what about that cruise?”  Fishy felt that it was time to get it clear. “I guess you got room for another guy, Bunter?” 
  “Lots!” said Bunter cheerily. “And, come to think of it, I’m going to make it ten chaps! George said I could ask up to a dozen. I’ve got nine so far. I’ll jolly well make it ten, and chance it!  I say, they look jolly good doughnuts, Fishy!” 
  “Sample ‘em!” said Fishy. 
  “I will!” said Bunter. 
  And he did 
  He sampled them at a great rate. Mrs. Mimble gave Fisher T. Fish an expressive look. She wanted it clear, as well as Fishy. The transatlantic junior laid a ten-shilling note on the counter. 
  “What about some cream puffs, Fishy?” asked Bunter breezily. 
  “I—I—I guess—” Fishy’s heart failed him. “I—I guess not, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, all right !” said Bunter loftily; and he turned towards the door. 
  Fishy made the necessary effort. 
  “Have—have some  !” he gasped. 
  Bunter had some! 
  Fishy eyed him, almost in agony. Bunter had practically said that Fishy was to come on the cruise—but he had not actually said so. Fishy wanted it in plain English. Meanwhile, his money was going! The rate at which Billy Bunter bolted cream puffs made Fishy feel quite bad. There would not be much left of his ten-shilling note at this rate! 
  “When do we go on board, Bunter?” he asked. That was putting it plain. 
  “Eh?  ” Bunter gobbled another cream puff. “I shall go the day we break up, Fishy. The other fellows can please themselves.” 
  “Yep! But—” 
  “Some of them may have to go home first.” Bunter gobbled another cream puff. “Aren’t you having any of these, Fishy? They’re good!” 
  “Nope!” groaned Fisher T. Fish. “Oh, nope!  Look here, I’ll come on board the day you do, Bunter—what?” 
  “Eh?” 
  As Bunter had no intention whatever of including Fisher T. Fish in the cruising party, he did not want to come to the point in a hurry. Fishy, on the other hand, was eager to come to the point. 
  “I guess I shall be glad to come on that cruise, Bunter!” said Fishy. “I’ll say I’m much obliged to you for asking me!”
  Bunter was driven into the open at last. 
  “Eh—I haven’t asked you, Fishy!” he answered. 
  Hurriedly he crammcd in another cream puff. He realised that it would be the last. 
  “What?” gasped Fishy. “Didn’t you say you were going to make it ten fellows?” 
  “Yes. I’m going to ask Mauleverer again.” 
  “You fat clam!” roared Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Oh, really, Fishy, you see, I couldn’t take you!” explained Bunter, “You’re so jolly stingy, you know!” 
  He backed away in alarm. The expression on Fisher T. Fish’s face was quite terrific. He had fed Bunter—for nothing! It was a sheer loss! 
  “Four-and-sixpence !” said Mrs. Mimble, counting out the change. 
  Fisher T. Fish had quite a stunned look. He had spent four-and-six—for nothing! He had coughed up the dough —for nix! He had been done! He—a cute guy raised in New York—had been played for a sucker! Words could not have expressed Fishy’s feelings. Fortunately, actions could! He proceeded at once to actions. 
Billy Bunter made a hurried, strategic movement towards the door. Fishy made a still more hurried movement towards Bunter. 
  Bunter jumped for safety, but not so fast as Fishy jumped for Bunter. A bony armwas flung round a fat neck, and Bunter’s head went into chancery. 
  Thump! Thump! Thump! 
  “Oh crikey! Leggo! Yaroooooogh!” roared Bunter. 
  Thump! Thump! Thump! 
  “Whoooooop!”
  Thump! Thump! Thump! 
  Bunter struggled frantically, and they waltzed round the tuckshop, Mrs. Mimble watching them in surprise and alarm. Fishy was bent on taking his four-and-six worth out of Bunter. He took it, with interest. 
  Thump! Thump! Thump! 
  “Urrrrgggh!”
  They struggled and reeled and staggered and jazzed. Bunter made a terrific effort, and whirled Fishy off. The American junior staggered back, caught his foot on the edge of a box of eggs, and at down—in the eggs! 
  Crunch! Smash! Crash! Smash! 
 “Jerusalem crickets!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Beast!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Aw! Carry me home to die!” 
                                

Bunter darted out of the tuck shop before Fishy could get out of the eggs. He vanished into space. 
  Fishy extracted himself from the egg-box. He gazed down in horror at his trousers, streaming with yolk and broken shells. 
  “Aw!” gasped Fishy. “Them trousers is ruined! I guess this will set me back four dollars! Great gophers!” 
  “You will have to pay for those eggs, Master Fish!” gasped Mrs. Mimble. 
  “What,” yelled the hapless Fishy. 
  “I will count up how many you have broken!”
  “Forget it!” howled Fisher T. Fish. “You can sure ask Bunter!  You can put it up to that fat pie-can, I guess!”
  “It was you broke the eggs, Master Fish, and if you do not pay for them I shall speak to Mr. Quelch! There will be no change out of this ten-shilling note!” 
  “Wha-a-a-t !” 
  “Perhaps a few pence—” 
  “Great Christopher Columbus!” 
  “I will see—” 
  Groan! 
  Fisher T. Fish forgot the sticky eggs on his trousers, and groaned in sheer anguish of spirit. Mrs. Mimble, with it grim face, handed him threepence. That was all the change from his ten-shilling note. Broken-hearted, Fishy tottered from the tuckshop. In all the history of the United States there had been no disaster to equal this! Undoubtedly it was fierce for Fishy!

                                THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Meeting George ! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  “Oh dear !“ 
  “Had your tea?” 
  “H’m!”
  Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous Five. 
  “Anything the matter?” he asked. 
  “H’m!” 
  “You’re not looking very bright!” 
  “H’m!” 
  The chums of the Remove had been looking bright enough before William George Bunter joined them. Now they were not looking so bright. 
  Fellows who had accepted a fellow’s invitation to an Easter cruise could hardly be anything but pally with a fellow. Prospective guests could not keep a prospective host at armslength. Harry Wharton & Co. had seen quite a lot of Bunter lately, especially at tea-time and when they happened to be in the tuckshop. And there was no doubt that Bunter’s fascinating society had palled. No doubt it was a good thing.  But a fellow could have too much ot a good thing. In this case, they had a lot too much. 
  “About tea—” said Bunter. 
  “Oh, all right!” said Harry Wharton resignedly. “Lets get up to the study.” 
  “Eh? Nothing to go up to the study for.” said Bunter. “I’m asking you fellows to tea—” 
  “Which?” 
  “On board the yacht—” 
  “Oh !” 
  “Come on!” said Bunter. 
  The juniors looked and felt quite sheepish. Once more they had done Bunter wrong. But Bunter these days was so strange and surprising that a fellow might be excused for misunderstanding him a little. 
  “You want to meet my cousin, you know.” said Bunter, “as you’re sailing with him this Easter. And you’ll be able to sample the grub on the yacht, and see that it’s up to the mark. What?” 
  “Oh!” 
  “Georgo has to go to Dover,” went on Bunter. “He’s got some arrangements to make about other guests. I want you to meet him before he goes, see?” 
  “Pleasure!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The pleasurefulness will be terrific.” 
  “Let’s, by all means.” said Frank Nugent, “George seems to be a jolly good sort, Bunter.” 
  “Fine 1” said Bunter, “Wait a tick— !  I’ll cut in and phone a taxi! Prout’s gone out—I can use his phone.” 
  Without waiting for a reply, Bunter rolled into the House. Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another rather uncertainly. They were ready to walk down to Pegg, but Bunter preferred to go on wheels. In the circumstances, they could hardly say him nay. A taxi from Courtfield came rather expensive— far too expensive for the juniors to think of it for themselves.  Bunter had kindly thought of it for them!” 
  “We’re in for it!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Whack it out, if Bunter doesn’t pay!” said Harry. 
  “If!” snorted Johnny Bull. “Lot of ‘if’ about it !” 
  Bunter came out cheerily, and rejoined them. They strolled down to the gates Before long, the taxi cane buzzing along the Courtfield road, and they piled into it, and rolled away to Pegg. 
  They got out in the old cobbled street, opposite the quay. Billy Bunter started off at once, apparently forgetful of the driver. 
  “Seven-and-six on the clock, Bunter!” said Johnny Bull, very distinctly. 
  Bunter blinked round. 
  “Four extra—that makes nine-and-six!”’ said Nugent. 
  “Give him a ten-bob note.” said Bunter. “No—dash it all—sixpence tip isn’t enough for such a crowd. Make it twelve bob.” 
  And Bunter rolled on, leaving it to the Famous Five to make it twelve bob. He rolled cheerily on to the quay. 
  As a rule, Bunter did not believe in tipping. But circumstances alter cases! In these circumstances, Bunter had no objection to the taxi-driver getting a half-crown tip. 
Having paid the driver, the Famous Five followed Bunter to the quay, and if Bunter had blinked at them again, he might have remarked once more that they were not looking very bright! Really, Lower Fourth fellows could not afford to throw money about like this. 
  “I say, you fellows, there’s George!” exclaimed Bunter. 
  A boat was coming off from the Sea Nymph. In the stern sat the man with the round, red face, whom the juniors had seen greet Bunter on his first visit to the yacht. They watched him rather curiously as the boat pulled in. 
  George— otherwise Captain Cook— was in yachting outfit, and looked red and plump and well-fed and good-natured. Except for his clothes, he did not seem to the eyes of the juniors to have much of a yachting cut. He looked, indeed, more like a hotel-keeper in holiday garb. Still, there was no doubt that he was the owner of the yacht, Sea Nymph, and that was that!  Plump as his face was, there were some sharp lines in it, and his eyes were quite keen. But there could scarcely be any doubt that he was a large-hearted, generous sort of man, if he was allowing his young schoolboy cousin to ask a dozen fellows for a holiday cruise on his yacht. The Famous Five felt that they ought to like him, and they manfully resolved to try. 
  They were, in fact, rather anxious to make the acquaintance of the skipper with whom they were to sail.  Bunter, so far, had not seemed very keen on bringing them into contact with George. It was a little odd that now he was taking them to the yacht, it was at a time when George was going away to Dover. It was really almost by chance that they were meeting him now. However there he was. 
  George landed on the quay, and gave his cousin Billy a nod. The fat Owl proceeded to present his companions, and George shook hands with them in turn, in a very hearty way. 
  “Glad to meet you!” said George, “What? Take it from me, you’ll have a good holiday on the Sea Nymph! What?” 
  “I’im sure we shall!” said Harry politely, “it’s awfully good of you—” 
  “I say, you fellows, we can take the boat buck to the yacht,” interrupted Bunter. 
  “Certainly, ” said George, “Like to look over the yacht? By all means! I hope you’ll find everything satisfactory, what?” 
  “Eh! Oh” Yes, rather.” said Harry. 
  “Everything on the Sea Nymph,” said George, “is first-class, quite modern and up-to-date! You can rely on that. But see for yourselves.” 
  “Oh? Ah! Quite !” stammered Wharton. 
  “The food—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “The food is unexceptionable.” said George, “I make it a point to engage a first-class cook for every cruise. You can rely on that.” 
  “Oh? Ah! Yes!” 
  “Don’t let us delay you, George.” said Bunter hurriedly. “You’ve got to catch your train, you know.” 
  “Electric lighting, and a bath-room to every cabin.” said George. “I may say that expense is no object on board the Sea Nymph.” 
  “Oh? Ah! Yes! Oh !” 
  The juniors hardly knew what to say in reply to these unexpected remarks from George. They were quite surprised and taken aback. 
  George waved a plump hand towards the yacht. 
  “See for yourselves!” he said, “Anything you find to complain of, just mention it.” 
  “Not at all? We—” 
  “Mention it!” insisted George. “In every way, I desire to meet your wishes.” 
  “Oh, my hat! I mean—” 
  “I say, you fellows, let’s get in the boat—George has to catch a train, and—” 
  “Try the food while you’re on board!” said George. 
  “Oh ! Ah ! Yes! We—” stammered Wharton, “Your cousin has asked us to come on board to tea—” 
  “Fine !” said George. “Glad of it! You’ll see what it’s like! The best of everything—that’s guaranteed !”
  “I say, you fellows—” Bunter’s anxiety to break off this extraordinary conversation was plain. It leaped to the eye. 
  “It will be an extra, of course,” added George. 
  “Eh?” 
  “I mean, it will go down !”
  “Of course.” said Harry, amazed. He did not need telling that if the fellows had tea on the yacht, it would go down! What else could it do? 
  “Well, nothing like making a thing clear.” said George. “Make yourselves at home! See you later, Billy.” 
  Bunter’s relief, as George started off from the quay, was evident. It was a puzzle to the juniors, but they could not help seeing it. 
  “I say, you fellows, lot’s get going, for goodness’ sake!” exclaimed Bunter. ‘We’re wasting time.” 
  The juniors stepped into the boat. The boat’s crow pushed off from the quay, and pulled out to the anchored yacht. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. sat silent, in astonishment, as the seamen pulled. George had surprised them. If he had been an hotel-keeper, pointing out the attractions of his hotel, they would not have been sutprised. But George’s remarks, from a wealthy yachtsman, were really surprising. Billy Bunter, too, was eyeing them rather uneasily through his big spectacles. Why he was uneasy they did not know, but it was clear that he was. 
  Had it been possible to suppose such a thing, they might have suspected that there was some secret that Bunter had been afraid George might blurt out! 
But that, surely, was impossible! 

                                  THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                 Fishy Guesses He Knows How! 
 “STEWARD!”
  “Sir!” 
  “More jam!”
  “Oh! Yes, sir !” 
  “And more cake!” 
  “Yes, sir !” 
    Billy Bunter gave his orders royally. It might really have been Billy Bunter’s yacht, instead of Billy Bunter’s cousin’s yacht. 
  The Greyfriars fellows were at tea in the saloon. 
  They had rambled over the yacht; taking great interest in inspecting it. The Sea Nymph was a large vessel for a yacht; and rather roomy. There was a good deal of accommodation. State-rooms, the juniors found, had already been assigned for them. They looked over them. The furnishings were all that were needed, but not at all luxurious.  They did not want luxurious furnishings, if it came to that; but they could not help observing that the fitting-up of the interior was hardly in keeping with the quality of the vessel itself. 
  The vessel was really a splendid one. The nobleman for whom it had been built, evidently knew something about yachts, The juniors felt quite sorry for that nobleman, who had had to part with so handsome a craft, to meet the insatiable demands of the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
  But, judging by appearances, it looked as if the vessel had passed into the hands of a much less wealthy man, whose expenditure on its outfit was strictly limited. 
  Handsome panelled walls in the staterooms had evidently been put in at the order of the original owner. Cheap chintz curtains, cheap chairs, cheap beds and towels and things had obviously been furnished by George.  A fine mahogany dining-table was plainly part of the original outfit; its soiled and scratched surface, sadly in need of repolishing, had to be attributed to George. 
  The juniors, of course, were not disposed to be critical. They were not the fellows to look a gift-horse in the mouth. But they did not go about with their eyes shut, so they could not help noticing these discrepancies. 
  To all appearance, the handsome and expensive yacht, probably bought at a bargain, was run by a man who spent as little as he possibly could on it. 
  That was odd, to say the least, for surely a man who could afford to take a crowd of fellows on a cruise for weeks must have plenty of money. 
  Cruising cost money; there was the coal bill and the wages bill and all sorts of overhead expenses. George appeared to be undertaking all this with a light heart; yet the very towels were not only of the cheapest kind, but extremely well worn, the crockery of the plainest description, and many little things that needed renewal or repairing were left unrenewed and unrepaired. It was a little puzzling. 
  The food, at all events, was good. No doubt any member of the Bunter tribe could be trusted to ace to that. 
  George had told them on the quay that the food was unexceptionable—a queer remark for a wealthy yachtsman to make to his guests. But it was, at least, well founded. It was ample and it was good. 
  George had said, oddly enough, that the tea would “go down.” It was going down—in great style. 
  Most of it wont down Bunter’s neck, but the Famous Five did quite well. The sea air gave them a good appetite, and they enjoyed tea on the yacht. The steward waited on them and looked after them efficiently. Billy Banter kept him very busy. 
Bunter was packing away the foodstuffs at a great rate, as Bunter always did when they were free of charge. He really seemed to be packing them away for a wager. 
His face grew pink and shiny, and he breathed hard with his efforts. The juniors saw the steward eye him a little uneasily at intervals, as if the man feared to see him burst over the floor. Fortunately, Bunter stopped short of that point. 
  On the whole, Harry Wharton & Co. were not regretting that they had, after all, agreed to go with Bunter for Easter. There were some odd things about the yacht and about the owner, but there was no reason why they should not thoroughly enjoy the cruise. They had to admit that it was decent of Bunter—and it was still more decent of Captain Cook, who had never met them before. When it was time to go, they went back in the boat in a very cheery mood and were unusually polite to Bunter. 
  The fat Owl was gasping a little as he landed on the quay. The chums of the Remove affected not to see that his pockets were bulging. Having packed all he could inside, Bunter had packed a few extras into his pockets—with an eye to supper in the dormitory. The juniors could not help thinking that George must be a very tolerant and good-natured man if he managed to get on with a relative like Billy Bunter. 
  “I say, you fellows, we’ll walk as far as the Anchor.” squeaked Bunter; “we can phone for a taxi there.” 
  “After the feast comes the reckoning.” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Look here, Bunter, let’s walk.” grunted Johnny Bull. “We haven’t got another twelve bob to chuck away.” 
  “If you’re going o be mean. Bull, after I’ve stood you a ripping spread on my cousin’s yacht—” 
  “We’ll have the taxi,” said Harry Wharton hastily. 
 . “I should jolly well think so!” said Bunter warmly, “I can tell you fellows that I jolly well think—” 
  “Come on!” said Bob. 
  They had the taxi. 
  Tea on the yacht with Bunter had proved rather expensive, after all. Still, it had been a ripping tea, and perhaps worth as much as the juniors paid for the taxicabs. 
  Fisher T. Fish met the party when they came in at the gates of Greyfriars. He eyed Billy Bunter with an evil eye. That little bill he had had to meet in the tnckshop haunted Fisher P. Fish— it haunted his thoughts by day and his dreams by night. It weighed on his mind like lead. Fisher P. Fish had been thinking and pondering and reckoning and calculating how he could indemnify himself for that loss. And an idea was working at the back of Fishy’s mind. 
  “Been on the yacht, you guys?” he asked, joining the juniors on their way to the House. 
  “You’ve said it!” answered Bob playfully, answering Fishy in his own language. 
  “What’s it like ?” 
  ‘‘Oh, fine I’’ 
  “I hear that Coker and his pals are joining up at Dover, after going home.” remarked Fisher T. Fish. “They ain’t sailing from Pegg when you do.” 
  “We shan’t miss them an awful lot.” 
  Billy Bunter gave a miff. 
  “That’s rather rotten of Coker.” he said. “I’ve as good as told George that the whole party would sail from Pegg.” 
  “What difference would it make to George?” asked Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! It means that there won’t be a fool list of passengers from the first day of the trip.’ 
  “Well, that won’t worry George, will it?” asked Bob, staring. 
  “Eh! Oh, no!” Bunter seemed to remember him self. “No! Oh, no!”  Of —of course not! Why should it?” 
  “I guess I’ll come down and see you off when you start,” remarked Fisher T. Fish. “Like me to?” 
  “Oh, do!” said Harry politely. Nobody was keen to be seen off by Fisher T. Fish; but as the American junior was to stay at the school over the holidays, the juniors were quite willing to let him see them off if he liked. 
  “It’s a cinch, then!” said Fishy, with a nod. 
  He dropped behind as the juniors went into the House. There was a peculiar gleam in Fishy’s keen, cute eyes. 
  “You fat clam!” murmured Fisher T.  Fish, addressing Bunter’s podgy back, as the Owl of the Remove rolled on. You done me out of nine-and-nine pence! I guess you ain’t getting away with it a whole heap! There’ll be some empty cabins in that pesky yacht when it pulls out of Pegg—and I guess one of them won’t be so empty as you reckon, you pie-faced piecan, if I can manage to dodge out of sight! I guess this baby knows how!” 
  Fisher T. Fish had the big idea! If it worked Fishy was not going to be left out o the cruising party, after all. But that big idea the cute youth from New York kept strictly to himself. 

                                      THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                 What’s the Joke? 

“HA, ha, ha !” yelled Skinner. 
  It was the last evening of the term, and a crowd of fellows were in the Rag. That sudden yell of merriment from Harold Skinner made a number of fellows turn their heads and look at him. 
  Skinner had a newspaper in his hand; he was looking over some advertisements. Newspaper advertisements, as a rule, do not cause a fellow to burst into a hilarious yell. But one advertisement, at least, had that effect on Skinner of the Remove. He fairly howled. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s the jolly old joke?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Skinner. 
  He almost wept. 
  Fellows gazed at him in astonishment. There were tears of merriment in Skinner’s eyes. 
  It was all the more surprising because of late Skinner had been rather morose. For some days Skinner had exerted all his powers to “butter” Billy Bunter, in the hope of being asked to join the yachting party. He had bestowed his company on Bunter, listencd with deep interest and respect to his fatuous conversation, and even stood him several little feeds at the school shop. And it had all been in vain. Bunter had been blind and deaf to the plainest hints. And when Skinner at last came out into the open, it was only to be met with a refusal. Bunter didn’t want Skinner on the Sea Nymph for Easter, and told him so. Which, of course, was very annoying to Skinner. 
  Finding that there was nothing in it, Skinner had turned quite rusty. He had turned rusty to the extent of kicking Bunter when he came across him, and even banging his head on the wall. 
  This was satisfactory to Skinner, but not to Bunter. Harry Wharton & Co. naturally chipped in and induced Skinner to leave the fat Owl alone. They induced him by the simple method of holding his head under the tap at the end of the Remove passage. 
  Since then Skinner had left Bunter in peace; but he had been very morose. It was very irritating to have buttered Bunter for nothing; to have fished for an invitation, and to have been turned down. Skinner had regarded the whole yachting party with a jaundiced eye. 
  Now he had evidently recovered his spirits. He sat and roared with mirth. He seemed quite unable to restrain his merriment. 
  “Ha ha, ha!” he yelled.  “Oh my hat!  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Something funny in that paper?” asked Harry Wharton, quite surprised. 
  “Funny !“ gasped Skinner. “I should say so! As funny as holding a fellow’s head under a tap.” 
  “Well, cough it up!” said the Bounder. ‘ Let’s all have the joke.” 
  Instead of which Skinner hastily folded his newspaper, and slipped it under his jacket. 
  “I’ll tell you to-morrow.” he said. 
  “And why not now?” asked Smithy, staring. 
  “You’ll enjoy the joke better tomorrow.” 
  And evidently to stop further questioning, Harold Skinner walked out of the Rag. 
  “Is the esteemed Skinner off his absurd rocker?” asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in wonder. 
  “Must be, I should think,” said Peter Todd. “He was reading a page of holiday advertisements. Nothing funny in that, I should think.” 
  “Silly ass!” said Bob; and the matter dropped. 
  But a little later fellows in the Remove passage heard yells of laughter from Study No. 11, which was shared by Skinner and Snoop and Stott. Skinner, it seemed, had told his pals what the mysterious joke was. Their merriment told that they were extremely tickled by it. 
  But what it was they told no one else. For some reason, hard to guess, Skinner was keeping it dark till the morrow—break-up day at Greyfriars School. 
  There was no prep on the last night of term. After packing the Famous Five gathered in Study No. 1 for a doughnut supper.  William Wibley, who was also of the cruising party joined them. All arrangements had been made now by the Easter party, and they were to go on board the Sea Nymph in Pegg Bay when they left the school on the morrow. 
  Coker & co. were joining up later at Dover—a circumstance which did not depress the Remove fellows. They could do without quite a lot of Coker’s company. Indeed, they could not help wondering why Bunter had asked Fifth Form seniors. What he could want them for was rather a mystery. Still, that was Bunter’s own business, and it was not for them to butt in. 
  There was a tap at the door and Skinner, Snoop, and Stott looked into Study No. 1 with grinning faces. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. stared at them rather grimly. What the mysterious joke was they did not know, but they had a feeling that it was somehow up against their worthy selves. Indeed, Skinner & Co. hardly made a secret of that. Though what Skinner could have seen in a page of newspaper holiday advertisements, which had any connection at all with Greyfriars fellows, was a deep mystery. He had carefully kept the paper out of their sight. 
  “Oh, here you are!” said Skinner. “All ready to go on board to-morrow— what ?” 
  “Quite!” answered Wharton. 
  “You’ve met Captain Cook?  ” asked Skinner. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Had a talk with him?” 
  “Only a few words.  He was just off to Dover. Why?” 
  Well, I wondered,” said Skinner. “You only saw him for a few minutes?” 
 “Yes.”  
  “That accounts, then.” 
  “Accounts for what, you silly ass?” demanded the captain of the Remove. What are you getting at?  ” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinner & Co. 
  “Look here! You can go and cackle at some other study,” said Bob Cherry gruffly. “It’s not musical, and we’re not amused—see ?” 
  “But didn’t Cook tell you fellows anything?” asked Snoop, with a giggle. 
  “What was there for him to tell us?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Snoop. 
  “Look here! You chortling chump I’ll—” 
  “Cook can’t be in it.” said Stott, shaking his head. “Bunter’s pulled their leg, that seems pretty clear.  But Cook can’t be in it.” 
  “In what?” demanded Wharton. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Cook doesn’t know what they think. And they don’t know what Cook thinks.” said Skinner. “ There’ll be a surprise on both sides when they compare notes to-morrow—what?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “What’s the joke?“ demanded Wibley, staring blankly at the hilarious three. 
  “You fellows are,” chuckled Skinner. “I wondered why Bunter was picking out fellows with money. I thought at first he was picking them out to borrow their money on the yacht. Now I know.” 
  “Well if th ere’s anything to tell, tell us.” said Harry. 
  “No fear! I wouldn’t spoil your surprise for worlds!” chuckled Skinner. “You’ll find out all right.” 
  “They’ll find out all right!” roared Snoop. “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Wish you joy of your cruise!” gurgled Skinner. “Bunter told you it would be an expensive cruise. I heard him. It will.” 
  “Ha, ha ha!” 
  “Fancy letting that fat chump take them in like that, though!” said Snoop. 
  “How has Bunter taken us in?” roared Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “If you can’t do anything but cackle, you—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Skinner & Co. 
  “Let’s give ‘em something to yell for!” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  That suggestion was adopted nem. con. The Famous Five made a rush out of the doorway. Skinner & Co. were yelling with merriment, but the next moment they were yelling in quite a different way. 
  “Ow! Keep off! Oh crikey! Wow! Ow! Oh I You rotters! Yah! Oh!”
  “Yoo-hoo! Yooop!”
  Skinner & Co. were rolled along the passage, and bundled headlong into their own study. They were piled there in a breathless, gasping, gurgling heap. 
Their merriment was a thing of the past. They howled with anguish. 
  Leaving them to howl, the Famous Five returned to Study No. 1 and the doughnuts. They had dealt faithfully with Skinner & Co., but they could not help feeling a little uneasy. What on earth was it that Skinner knew about that yachting cruise—which they did not know? What was the surprise he predicted for them on the morrow? They asked themselves those questions without being able to find answers. Johnny Bull had declared all along that there was a “catch” in it somewhere. But what was the catch? 
It looked as if there really was a catch, and Skinner had found it out. But what—and how? 
  That was a mystery. 

                                      THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                       Off to Sea! 

“HAPPY to see you!” said George. 
  George looked very merry and bright. His fat, red, round face fairly beamed under the peak of his yachting cap on the deck of the Sea Nymph. Baggage was being handed on board, and Captain Cook was greeting his guests. Everything looked very cheery in the bright spring sunshine. Harry Wharton & Co. were looking, and feeling, cheery enough, though they were rather haunted by their last sight of Skinner & Co. Skinner & Co. had stood in a group at the school gates watching them start, almost doubled up with merriment. But they tried to forget Skinner & Co. and their mysterious joke. 
Skinner had predicted a “surprise” for them on the Sea Nymph, but there was no surprise, so far. George greeted them with plump heartiness. He seemed pleased to see Fisher T. Fish, who had kept his word, and come down to the bay to see the party off. The juniors had not expected Fishy to come off to the yacht, but he had done so, and was now on the deck, peering about him with his sharp eyes. 
  “Happy to see you, sir!” said George, for the seventh time, shaking hands with Fishy in his turn. “That snakes seven, Billy.” 
  “Fishy’s not coming.” said Bunter. “He’s only butted in” 
  “I guess—” 
  “Fishy’s come to see us off.” explained Wharton. 
  “Quite welcome,” said George affably, though he evidently lost his interest in the American junior at once when he learned that he was not to be a member of the party. 
  “I guess I’ll give the shebang the once-over, now I’m here,” remarked Fisher T. Fish. “No objettion, what !”
  “Not at all,” said George affably. “Look over the yacht, if you like—but don’t miss your boat back, if you’re not sailing.” 
  “That’s all right!” said Fisher T. Fish. 
  He went below with the juniors. he inspected the state-rooms with great interest, especially the rooms that were reserved for Coker & Co. later. The Famous Five, Bunter, and Wibley looked after their baggage, and they were busy in their rooms when Fishy called to them: 
  “I guess I’ll be getting, you guys. So’long, and a good time!” 
  “Oh, going, Fishy?” Harry Wharton cane out of his room, and glanced round for the American junior. 
  “Hallo! Gone already?” 
  Fishy had disappeared. 
  Wharton glanced round, rather puzzled by the sudden and abrupt departure of Fisher T. Fish. However, he was not deeply interested in Fisher T. Fish, and he went back to his unpacking, and soon forgot his existence. 
  The engines began to buzz.  The Sea Nymph was getting steam up. Captain Cook called down the saloon stairs to the juniors a little later: 
“Time for your friend to go ashore, if he’s not sailing.” 
  “He’s gone!” called back Wharton.
   “I didn’t see him go.” 
  “Yes; he went about a quarter of an hour ago.” 
  “Oh, all right!” 
  Fisher T. Fish, in an empty state-room which he had carefully locked on the inside, grinned. Nobody on board the Sea Nymph was aware that there was a stowaway on the yacht. Fishy did not intend anybody to know till it was too late to put him ashore. 
  How this stunt was going to turn out Fishy did not know. But he did not see how he could lose by it, and that was all that mattered. 
  They couldn’t chuck him overboard. They could hardly refuse him meals when he made his presence known, which he was not going to do in a hurry. A man who seemed so generous and large hearted as George, would surely take it as a joke, and let him stay for the cruise!  Anyhow, he would surely consume provender to the value of his lost nine-and-ninepence, at least. Fishy was chancing it, anyhow. 
  The juniors heard the clanking of the anchor coming up, and went on deck. George gave them a cheery nod and a grin. 
  “Like your rooms?” he inquired. 
  “Yes, rather!” said Harry. 
  “Topping!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The topfulness is terrific!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Anything you want, don’t fail to mention it.” said George. “Anything in reason, of course.” 
  “Eh? Oh! Everything’s ripping.” said Harry. “And I must say it’s awfully kind of you, Captain Cook—” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “I want you to ho comfortable.” said George. “I want you to enjoy the cruise. If you enjoy it, you might like another in the summer, what?” 
  “You’re awfully good—” 
  “And you will tell your schoolfellows about it?” suggested George. “Lots of them might like a cruise on the Sea Nymph, if you tell them that you’ve had a really good time, what?” 
  “I’ve no doubt of that.” said Harry, smiling, but puzzled. George, apparently, was prepared to take all Greyfriars cruising in his yacht, if they cared to come. It was really a little perplexing. 
  “Good!” said George heartily. “Recommendation is the best kind of advertisement, what?” 
  “I—I suppose so.” 
  “Cheaper, too.” said George sagely. “Newspaper advertisements cost a lot of money !” 
  “D-d-do they?” 
  “They do! Later on, I shall cut out newspaper advertisements entirely, and run the whole thing on personal recommendation.” 
  Captain Cook turned away to attend to his duties, after making that most extraordinary remark. What he meant by it, the juniors could not even begin to guess.  They wondered a little weather Bunter’s Cousin George was quite right in his head. Some of his remarks were absolutely weird. 
  “I say, you fellows, we’re moving!” said Bunter. “Lucky the sea’s calm, what? You fellows would be seasick. He, he, he !” 
  The shore was receding, the chalky cliffs fading. The beach and the quay dropped into the distance. Far away over the trees the grey old tower of Greyfriars School sank from sight. 
  The juniors breathed deep in the keen salt air, as the yacht glided out into the North Sea. The waves rolled and glistened in the bright sunshine. There was no doubt that it was ripping to be at sea. Like most healthy British boys, the chums of the Remove loved the sea, and had a secret hankering after a lifeon the ocean wave, a home on the rolling deep. Really, this Easter cruise was a tremendous stroke of luck, and beat hiking hollow. 
  The fact that they owed it to Bunter was a perpetual surprise to them.  There was a tacit agreement that they were going to be very nice to Bunter, and tolerate his rather troublesome manners and customs with unvarying good humour. It had to be admitted that the fat Owl was playing up remarkably well for once; and, as Bob Cherry put it, if Bunter stood the cruise, it was up to them to stand Bunter, 
But—as a novelist might say—they little knew! 

                                 THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Something Like a Surprise! 

“Oh, really, George—” 
  “Look here—” 
  “There’s no hurry—” 
  “Short reckonings make long friends, Billy.” 
  “Yes, but—” 
  “Leave it to me.” 
  “But, I say—” 
  “I don’t make you out, Billy!  The rule is, cash in advance!”
  “Yes, but—” 
  “With friends of yours, it’s all right, of course. But business is business. I don’t get you, Billy !” 
  “Oh lor !” mumbled Bunter, 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were in the saloon and the state-rooms adjoining. Some of them were sorting out belongings. William Wibley was unpacking a stack of amateur theatrical gadgets, which he had brought with him. All of them heard Billy Bunter’s squeak, and the deep, fat voice of George, on the saloon stairs—but politely affected to hear nothing. What that colloquy between Bunter and his cousin could possibly mean they had no idea. 
  George, it appeared, had something to say to his passengers, and Bunter wanted to put it off. But there was no putting off George, and the juniors heard the fat Owl go back to the deck, mumbling, while Captain Cook came down. 
  The yacht was gliding on an even keel, over a bright sea, red in the setting sun. Land was far out of sight. The Greyfriars fellows were in great spirits. The Sea Nymph was going to touch later at Dover, and pick up Coker & Co. there, and later at Margate; after which she was running south to sunnier skies and bluer waters. It was a cheery prospect. 
  George came down, with his heavy, plump tread, and his usual good-humoured grin   
on his round, red face. But the grin did not disguise a certain sharp and businesslike expression.  George looked like a man who had come down to talk business, though what business he could have to talk with his guests the juniors did not know. 
But as he evidently had something to say, the juniors gathered to hear it. 
  George sat down on the edge of the cabin table, pushed back the yachting cap from his plump, red brow, and swung his plump legs. 
  “Settling down, what?” he inquired cheerily. 
  “Oh, yes! Fine!” said Bob. 
  “Comfortable quarters, and all that?” 
  “Ripping!” said Nugent. 
  “The ripfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Good!” said George heartily. “We aim to give complete satisfaction. That’s our motto, satisfaction. Make a man comfortable, and he comes again, what?” 
  “Ye-e-es!” said Harry, puzzled once more by George’s conversation. “I—I —I suppose so!” 
  “It’s awfully good of you!” said Nugent. 
  “Eh? I don’t see that!” said George. “If I don’t make ‘em comfortable, where do I come in, in the long run? That’s how I look at it!” 
  “D-d-do you ?” 
  “Exactly!” 
  “Well, if you’d like us to come again,” said Wibley, with a grin, “I fancy you won’t be disappointed. I’d be jolly glad to come, for one.” 
  “Glad to hear it!” said George. “I’ll be pleased to book you for the summer. I dare say friends of yours at school will like the idea, too, when you tell them about the cruise.” 
  “What-ho!” said Wibley. 
  “If I fill up for the summer cruise with Greyfriars boys, of course, it will simplify matters,” said George. 
  “W-w-will it?” 
  “Oh, quite! Reduced terms may be possible.” 
  “Eh?”
 “It will save the whole cost of advertisements.” 
  “Advertisements.” said Harry blankly.
   Somehow at that moment the recollection came into his mind of the advertisement that had made Skinner yell with merriment in the Rag the previous evening. 
  “Of course, a man has to advertise,” said George, looking a little surprised himself. “Otherwise, how would anybody know about the cruise?” 
  “But—but I don’t catch on!” gasped Wharton. “You surely don’t mean that you advertise that you’re taking fellows on a Easter cruise?” 
 “ I surely do.” answered George. 
  “Well, my hat!” 
  “It’s the only way.” said George, seemingly surprised by the surprise of his passengers. “I’ve had several advertisements out, naturally.” 
  The juniors could only gaze at him. 
  “That, of course, was before I thought of Billy.” explained George. 
  “Be-before you thought of B-B-Billy?” 
  “Yes; but when 1 remembered my young cousin, at a Public school, I said to myself: ‘Gad! That’s the game!’” 
  “D-d-d-did you?” 
  “Just the thing!” explained George. “School breaking up for Easter, fellows with money to spend looking for a really good holiday on reasonable terms— what? So I put it up to Billy.” 
  “But—but what—what—” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were mystified. But they felt that they were on the verge of elucidating the mystery. They remembered that Bunter had been rather particular in picking out fellows who had money, or whose people had money. All the yachting party were fairly well provided in that line, though he had failed to ‘bag’ Lord Mauleverer and the Bounder. But what on earth had money to do with it? 
  “And I’m bound to say that Billy has played up and done quite well.” went on George. “To be quite frank, I had no idea that Billy had such a very nice and pleasant set of friends in the school. I’m bound to say, that I’m pleased to see it.” 
  This was very flattering; but the juniors were so surprised and mystified that they could only stare at George. 
  “Now to come down to business,” added George. 
  “Bib-bib-business.” 
  “Well, there are a few business details to settle, you know.” said George, with his hearty laugh. 
  “Are there?” gasped Wharton. 
  “Naturally.” 
  “But—but what—” 
  “Well, the cheques, you know.” 
  “The chick-chick-cheques!” stuttered Wharton. 
  George raised his eyebrows. The juniors were amazed, but there was no doubt that George, too, was surprised. He did not seem to make them out, any more than they made him out. 
  “Of course, I don’t suppose that you boys have your pockets full of cash.” said George. “The cheques will naturally come from your parents.” 
  “From our pip-pip-parents?” gurgled Bob. 
  George looked quite puzzled. 
  “Yes. If you prefer to pay cash, it’s all right, of course. But the usual way is a cheque.” 
  “If we prefer to pi-pip-pay kik-kik-cash !” said Frank Nugent, like a fellow in a dream. 
  “Yes. If you have the cheques with you, you may hand them over to me now, and I will give you the usual receipts.” 
  “We’re dreaming this!” said Harry Wharton. 
George looked at him. 
  “Otherwise, the cheques may be sent direct from your parents to my office.” he said, “But I’m bound to mention that the rule is cash in advance.” 
  “Kik-kik-cash in advance!”
  “Invariably.” said George. 
  “But—but—but what—” stammered Wharton helplessly. “What—what— what do you mean, Mr. Cook?” 
  “I should think is was clear.” said George, with a stare, “I trust you, of course. As Billy’s friends, I know you’re to be trusted. I know it from your looks, too, if I may say so. But business is business, and cash in advance of the cruise is the invariable rule. People might forget to settle afterwards. I don’t say you would—I don’t think you would—far from it! But cash in advance of the cruise is the invariable rule.” 
The juniors looked at George. They looked at one another. There was a dreadful silence in the saloon of the Sea Nymph. 
  The awful truth was filtering slowly into the astounded minds of the chums of the Remove. 
  They knew all about holiday cruises at sea, for which you paid so much a 
head. The papers were full of advertisements of such things. But never for a moment had they dreamed of such a thing in connection with Billy Bunter’s invitation to a cruise on his cousin’s yacht. How could they? 
  They had to think of it now ! 
  Skinner had told them that they would have a surprise on board the Sea Nymph. They were getting it! 
  And now, of course, they jumped to it, what Skinner had been yelling at in the Rag! They knew now what advertisement he must have seen in the newspaper—the advertisement of an Easter cruise in the Sea Nymph, at a fixed charge for the cruise. And he had not told them. That rotter, that worm, had guessed at once how Bunter was spoofing them when he had discovered, from the advertisement, that Captain Cook was running the Sea Nymph as a business proposition—as a sort of floating holiday boarding-house. He had left them to find it out after they had started. Now they were finding it out. 
  In horrified amazement they gazed at George. 
  George was no longer smiling. He seemed to realise that there was something wrong somewhere. 
  George, of course, was no party to the deception. All his strange remarks —strange at the time—were explained now—now that the guests on board the Sea Nymph realised that they were expected to pay for the cruise. Even that tea with Bunter on the yacht, which George said so oddly, would “go down” —he had meant that it would go down on the bill!” 
  Wharton was first to find his voice. 
  “Let’s have this clear!” he gasped. “Let—let’s understand how it stands. P-p-put it plain, please.” 
  “Haven’t I put it plain?” George’s tone was a little sharp. “I hardly make you out, Master Wharton. I suppose Billy told you the terms.” 
  “The—the terms!” 
  “You don’t mean to say that Billy never told you the terms?” exclaimed George. 
  “N-n-no!  ” 
  “That was careless of him. But didn’t you ask?” 
  “Ask? Oh, my hat!”
  “Schoolboys are generally rather careless, I believe.” said George. “But surely that is carrying carelessness to excess—to arrange to go on a cruise without inquiring the terms.” 
  “Oh crikey !” 
  “But your people,” said Ceorgo— “your fathers, guardians, or what not— they surely asked the terms when you told them you were going?” 
  “Oh, Jemima! Hardly !” 
  “Well,” said George, “I’ve come across some unbusinesslike people in my time, but I’m bound to say that this takes the biscuit. If this is the Public school training I don’t see how any Public school man will ever handle business in this world! Mean to say that not one of your parents asked the amount of the cheque he had to draw?” 
  “Oh crumbs! No! You—you see—” 
  “I don’t see.” said George. “It’s unbusinesslike—I’m bound to say that. Still, there’s no harm done. My terms are reasonable and well known—they are stated in my advertisements in well-known papers. I stand by them! Twenty-one guineas for the cruise is the figure—and reasonable!” 
  “Twen-twen-twenty-one guineas !”
  “That is the figure. I hope,” said George, with dignity, “that you don’t think I am charging you too much! I thought, of course, that you knew the terms—how was I to think otherwise? Unless I get a full passenger list it won’t show a lot—I can tell you that. And Billy, of course, comes free—that’s understood, as his consideration for getting me clients.” 
  “Oh!” gasped the juniors. 
  They saw now where Billy Bunter came in. 
  “That’s not a small item, either.” said George. “So far as food goes, he counts as two passengers, if not three— I might say four !” 
  There was a call from the deck from George’s mate. The skipper of the Sea Nymph slipped to the table, set his yachting-cap straight, and went to the door. But he paused a moment there. 
  “It’s rather awkward,” said George —“a very disagreeable misunderstanding. Very careless—I’m bound to say that! But you can post letters home at Dover, and you will, of course, mention that the cheques will be expected at my office without any undue delay.” 
  And George went on deck, leaving the Greyfriars fellows staring at one another blankly. Skinner had told them that they were going to have a surprise. Undoubtedly, they had had one!

                                      THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                              Beastly for Bunter ! 

“THAT villain Bunter—” 
  “That scoundrel Bunter—” 
   “That fat pig Bunter—” 
  “We’ll scalp him!” 
  “The scalpfulness will be terrific!” 
  “The—the—the worm! Didn’t I tell you fellows there was a catch in it?” snorted Johnny Bull 
  “We’ll burst him all over his cousin’s yacht’—” hissed Bob Cherry. 
  “Twenty-one guineas—” 
  “A cruise you pay for—” 
  “Pulling our leg all the time—” 
  “And getting his own trip free, by landing us in it—” 
  “No wonder Skinner was cackling— Skinner knew— My hat! Won’t I punch his head next tern for not telling us!” 
   “Where’s the fat villain now?” gasped Wibley. “I want to wallop him.” 
  It was quite a chorus. Harry Wharton was the first to grow calm. Scalping Bunter, or even bursting him, would have been a solace; but more important than that, was to decide what was going to be done. 
  “We’d better think this out!” said Wharton. “It’s our own fault really— we ought to havo known Bunter better. We jolly well knew that his people can’t afford to keep yachts, and take cruising parties for holidays. We oughtn’t to have let him pull our leg like this.” 
  “I told you there was a catch in it—”
  “Oh, rats! You didn’t know what the catch was.” grunted Bob Cherry. “You were diddled like the rest of us, Johnny.” 
  Snort, from Johnny Bull. 
  “The question is, what’s going to be done?” said Harry. 
  “Looks as if we are!” grinned Bob. “There’ll be a bill run up already— we’ve been on board some time, and had some meals—” 
  “It’s rough on us, but it’s rough on Mr. Cook, too, if we turn him down.” said Harry. “He as good as told us, only we never understood.” 
  “That’s so! But—” 
  “He’s running this cruise as a business, and he asked Bunter to let Greyfriars fellows know, to get passengers for the cruise,” said Harry. “It’s all fair and square as far as Cook’s concerned. He never dreamed that that fat villain would spoof us, and invite us on a cruise—making out that it was au invitation for the hols— Oh, my hat! We’ve been a lot of asses!” 
  “I told you there was a catch—” 
  “Oh, dry up, old man! Of course, we shouldn’t have come if we’d known, but—we’re here now!” 
  “And old Coker!” gasped Bob. “Coker’s coming on board at Dover, and he doesn’t know any more than we did! There’s a surprise in store for Coker, too!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  There was a roar of laughter in the saloon.  The thought of the surprise in store for Coker caused general hilarity for a few moments. They could picture the face of Horace Coker when he learned the truth.  
  “But what are we going to do?” asked Nugent. “Ask Cook to turn back and land us, and go home, after all—” 
  “We can’t do that 1” said Harry decidedly. “Everything’s fixed up now. Nobody expects us at home. The fact is, that fat villain has got us on a string. He knew we couldn’t back out after getting on board—that villain Skinner knew it, too, blow him—” 
  “Are we going to be done?” hooted Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, let’s look at it.” said Harry. “George is right about the terms being reasonable—our people wouldn’t kick at twenty-one guineas for an Easter cruise, if we’d known, and asked them. Holidays cost money, wherever you have them. If we stick to it, we’re getting our money’s worth, if you come to that.” 
  “That’s so,” agreed Wibley. “But—” 
  “And we shall look a lot of fools, going back after we’ve started—” 
  “Well, we are a lot of fools!” grunted Johnny Bull. “Prize fools, if you ask me, for believing a word from Bunter.” 
  “The foolfulness was terrific.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But we do not want to look such esteemed fools as we idiotically are, my esteemed Johnny.” 
  “After all, we might have done worse for the hols.” said Harry. “It’s more than we meant to spend—but we can make it up in one way or another. The fact is, now we’re landed in it, I think we’d better see it through. And— and there’s one thing—we’re under no obligation to Bunter, if we pay our way. That’s something.” 
  “I’d rather pay my way, if you come to that!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, I think we’d all rather,” said Harry.  
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
  “I think we’d better stick it out, then,” said Harry “But we’ll jolly well rag Bunter bald-headed for spoofing us.” 
  “What-ho!” That was unanimously agreed to at once. 
  “The spoofing rotter!” said Bob. “Making out he was inviting fellows on a holiday cruise in a relation’s yacht, amid—and it turns out like this!” If we’d wanted to pay for a cruise, we could have done it without Bunter. Why, I’ll spiflicate him—” 
  “I say, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter blinked into the saloon with an uneasy blink. He did not come near to hand, however, he was keeping open a line of retreat. He seemed to realise that he might need one. 
  Six savage glares were fastened on the fat Owl. 
  It was all very well for the party to make up their minds to “stick” it and make the best of it and see it through! That did not alter the fact that they had been thoroughly done—done brown —absolutely fooled and spooled by the swindling and unscrupulous Owl. He had bragged all over Greyfriars of the Bunter yacht—gathered all the kudos of asking a crowd of fellows for a glorious holiday—swanked to his fat heart’s content—and all the time he was landing the fellows in—this! And he had got away with it! 
  Obviously he had meant to postpone the painful explanation as late as possible—the juniors might not have learned the truth for days, but for George’s desire to get down to business. Scalping Bunter was too good for him —something lingering, with boiling oil in it was more suitable. They gave him an almost wolfish look. 
   Bunter eyed them warily. He plainly expected trouble of some sort, now that they knew. 
  “You fat scoundrel!” said Johnny Bull. “We know now! And we’re going to burst you into small pieces.” 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “You spoofing, lying, deceiving, barmboozling porpoise—” hissed Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Collar him!”
  “I—I—I say, you fellows, keep off!” gasped Bunter. “I say, there’s nothing to rag about. What have you got to complain of, I’d like to know?” 
  “What?” yelled Wharton. 
  “You’re going for a jolly good cruise.” said Bunter warmly. “You’re getting it cheap. You’ve got my company for nothing—” 
  “What?” shrieked Bob. 
  “My company!” said Bunter. “George is standing me the cruise, of course, for getting him so many customers—I mean, clients! He wouldn’t have taken me for nothing. Well, as the matter stands, you’ve got my company for the vacation. You mightn’t have had it otherwise.” 
  The Famous Five gazed at Bunter. 
  “Did you tell us we had to pay!” roared Johnny Bull. “You spoofing porker, you took us in.” 
  “You can’t say I took you in! I told you plainly that it was going to be an expensive cruise! Now, didn’t I?” 
  “You fat idiot, we thought you meant—” 
  “I can’t help what you thought! I’m not to blame if you’re a set of duffers.” argued Bunter, “I told you it was going to be an expensive cruise, as plain as I could speak !”  Well, twenty-one guineas each is expensive, ain’t it?” 
  “Kill him!” gasped Bob. 
  “I must say it’s a bit thick, making out that I’ve taken you in.” said Billy Bunter. “It’s practically accusing a chap of being deceitful.” 
  “Wha-a-a-t?” 
  “I don’t like it!” said Bunter. Some fellows wouldn’t mind, I dare say—chaps like you fellows, f’rinstance. You’re not so particular as I am in such things. You might be deceitful. Not me !” 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “If you’re going to cut up rusty,” said Bunter, “I shall be sorry I brought you on this ripping cruise. Calling a fellow names is a bit ungrateful. I’m always doing things for fellows, and I’ve almost given up expecting gratitude—still, there’s a limit!” 
  “There is!” gasped Bob Cherry. “There’s a limit, Bunter—and you’re the limit! Bag him, you men!”
  The juniors made a rush. 
  But BilIy Bunter was very watchful.  He skipped up the stairs like a fat, but active kangaroo. He skipped swiftly out on deck. 
  With a whoop the juniors rushed after him.  
  Billy Bunter fairly bounded on deck. 
  “I—I say, George—” he gasped. 
  Captain Cook glanced round. 
  “Hallo! What—” He came towards the breathless Owl. 
  From the companion six infuriated juniors burst in a bunch; and before they—or George—knew what was happening, they had crashed into George. 
  Crash! Bump!  
  “Ow!” roared George, as he was distributed along his own deck. “What the thunder— Whoooop!” 
  “Oh crikey! I say, you fellows—” 
  “Oh, my hat!”gasped Harry Wharton, staggering from the shock, 
  George sat up. 
 “What the dooce—” he stuttered. “What the dickens— Oooooh! Ow “ 
  “Sorry!” gasped Bob. “But we— we---” 

                           
Mr. Pycroft, the mate, came and picked up his plump skipper. George stood gasping and Billy Bunter sagely dodged behind him. From that safe refuge he grinned at the infuriated Removites. 
  “Ragging—what?” George recovered his plump good-humour. “Well, boys will be boys! What? Only don’t bump me over again, please—oooogh! I’m a bit winded! Ooooh! Never mind—no harm done! Look where you’re going next time, what?” 
  “The sorrowfulness is terrific!” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Don’t mench!” said George. “All right !”
  George undoubtedly was a very good- tempered man. In George’s presence it was impossible to deal with the Owl of the Remove as he deserved. Bunter had to wait! No doubt he was satisfied to wait—and the longer he waited the better he would be pleased !
  Billy Bunter haunted his cousin George like a fat ghost after that. Under George’s wing he was safe—away from that shelter he knew what to expect, 
  At supper George presided at the table, and Billy Bunter, still tinder the protecting wing, devoted his attention to parking the foodstuffs. 
  With the fall of night there was a wind, and a swell on the North Sea, The Sea Nymph began to roll a little, 
  Billy Bunter did not notice it. Whatever might be the drawbacks of that Easter cruise. tho tuck was good and ample—and the juniors made a good supper: and Bunter made several, one after another. Bunter, in fact, was having the time of his life. 
  He was not finished when George went back to the deck, having only eaten enough for four or five fellows. But he seemed very shy of remaining with the juniors without’ George, so he left his supper unfinished and rolled on deck after his cousin, 
  “We’ll get him later!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes, rather.” 
  George came down presently and went to his cabin, leaving Mr. Pycroft in charge of the deck. Rather to the surprise of the Famous Five, Bunter did not come down with him. This was their chance! 
  They cut up to the deck. They felt that they could not give Bunter his deserts in George’s presence but the mate did not matter. Billy Bunter was for it now! 
“Where is the fat scoundrel?” asked Johnny Bull, peering round in the starlight. 
  “Bunter !” howled Bob. 
  Groan !
 “Hallo, hallo, hallo! That sounds like Bunter.” 
  Groan ! 
 “Got you, you fat frump!” hissed Nugent. 
  Groan! 
  The juniors surrounded Bunter. He was stretched in a deck-chair. He made no attempt to escape. He did not even blink at them. He only groaned. 
  “Now, Bunter—” 
  Groan ! 
  They peered at him. His face was ghastly. A basin was by his side. He groaned and gurgled and groaned again. Supper and the swell on the sea had done it! Billy Bunter was in the deadly grip of sea-sickness. Had he had been going to be boiled in oil, the fat Owl could not have made a movement to save himself. 
  “Oh, my hat!” said Harry. Groan !
  “Poor old Bunter!” said Bob.
  Groan ! 
  “I—I say, you fellows,” came in a faint moan from Bunter. “I—I say, g-g-go and tell George—grooh! —to turn back! Tell him to be—ooogh!—be quick! T-t-tell him I don’t want to go to—ooogh!—sea! I—I think I’m dud-dud-dying! Oooogh !” 
  They did not rag Bunter! They left him to groan —hair-raising groans. Really, there was no need to rag the fat Owl! He was paying dearly for his sins!
 THE END. 
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