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CHAPTER 1
Snowy!

It was a cold and frosty morning in December, dredsky was overcast. An early fall
of snow had sprinkled the grounds of Greyfriarsddthvith white. There wasn’t
much of it, but there were drifts here and therergthe elm trees, and little mounds
had piled up along the edges of the grey stonesw@Houps of boys were making the,
most of it, and Harry Wharton and his friends weaepily pelting each other with



snowballs.

As Bob Cherry straightened up, his hands full avephe suddenly spotted William
George Bunter, the fat Owl of the Remove, trundlimg view. His short, fat legs,
clad in tight checked trousers, were propelling Blowly across the quad towards the
snow-splattered group.

Bob’s eyes sparkled. ‘Stop this one, Bunter!” heugbd, and hurled a snowball at
him. Bob was a good shot, but it wouldn’'t have erattl if he’d been a bad one. Billy
Bunter’s roly-poly figure presented a very largey& indeed.

As the Owl opened his mouth to speak, the snovidradled with a thump. It smashed
against the tip of his fat little nose, and bungb ifeathery flakes so that his startled
yell was muffled by the soft, wet snow that trickli@to his mouth.

‘Ugh! Oooooh! spluttered Bunter.

There was a burst of laughter. ‘Well stopped, Buhteared Johnny Bull.

Bunter clawed the snow from his face, his smalineyes glittering angrily from
behind his large, round specs. Snowballing didpfiesal to him at the best of times.
Come to that, exercise didn’t appeal to him atAdlfar as he was concerned, there
was only one way to treat open spaces, and thatongaore them, especially on a
winter’s day. His idea of a good time was to huddla comfortable armchair in the
Rag, preferably with a handy bag of doughnuts kyside.

He was indignant at his reception. Clearly, thaets didn’t understand how difficult
it had been to leave a roaring fire and go out ihéocold, and he’d done it just for
them. And look at his reward — a mouthful of bastet snow!

‘What did you do that for, Cherry?’ he demandedaine out specially to have a
word —' He broke off, a look of alarm on his faté ‘What are you doing,
Wharton?’

‘Cricket practice!” said Harry Wharton, briefly.

‘But — but it's winter.’

‘It's never too soon to start,” said the captairirid Remove, busily packing the soft
snow into a hard ball. ‘Catch, Bunter!

‘But — but — ouch!” Bunter caught it all right —gfnt on the tip of his fat chin.
‘Beast!’

‘Butter fingers! Try again!” bellowed Johnny, hundj another.

‘Our fat friend needs fielding practice,” obserugdrree Jamset Ram Singh, bowling
accurately at Bunter's middle button.

‘Keep your eye on the ball,” advised Frank Nugeitthing a full toss.

‘Ow! Crickey! Pack it up, you beasts! Oooh! OucBlinter became almost lively as
he hopped and dodged, and twisted and turned,ebwilkn’t fast or nimble enough to
avoid the hail of snowballs that landed on and addouim.

‘Garoo!” he wailed. ‘Only came — ugh! Wanted a diita chinwag — oh, crumbs!
Stoppit!” He almost fell over as a well-aimed snaliburst on the top of his head.
‘Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the Famous Five.

The Owl might be anxious to have a word with themnt, they weren't at all keen to
have one with him. They had a shrewd suspicionhisalittle chinwag had something
to do with the Christmas holidays, and this waswag of avoiding it.

Then, quite unexpectedly, Billy Bunter, his litdges gleaming with fury, stooped
down and grabbed a fistful of snow. He rolled tbia ball, and flung it as hard as he
could at Bob Cherry, but unlike the others, he wagtton shot, It whizzed harmlessly
over Bob’s shoulder, and landed with a smart whackhe ear of a boy who was
strolling past. The junior, taken by surprise, gexgd, and then slipped on to the hard
ground.



‘Crickey!” muttered Bunter, and backed behind géatree. He’d hit Vernon-Smith,
and as he well knew, Smithy had a vile temper.

Hearing a thud, the Famous Five turned round, anghed again as they saw the
astonishment on Smithy’s face.

Vernon-Smith clambered to his feet. “You — you tdidwits!” He eyed the
snowballs in their hands. ‘Which of you clowns diebed me?’

Bob began to explain. ‘Well, actually, Smithy, iasv— it was —’ but seeing a blob
of snow sticking from the Bounder’s ear, he stattethugh again. ‘Ha, ha, ha! It — it
— ha, ha, ha! Sorry, Smithy — but — it looks like @ar trumpet — ha, ha, ha!
Vernon-Smith glowered. “You great ape!’ be hissaat] launched himself at Bob,
and Bob, taken completely by surprise, went downitl8y leaped on him, and
ground his face into the snow before shovellirdpivn his neck.

‘Get off’” mumbled Bob Cherry. He grabbed Smithiég, and tugged. ‘It wasn’t me
— but the rest of his words were smothered as IB3nsavagely stuffed a fistful of
snow into Bob’s mouth.

Harry glanced at his friends. ‘Come on. It's time laroke this up.’

After a bit of a struggle, they managed to dragstilefurious Smithy away, but as
Bob Cherry tried to get up, his feet slipped onftbeen ground.

‘Help!” he shrieked, and grabbed at Johnny Bulldopport.

Johnny, caught off balance, clutched at one endunfee Singh’s scarf, and pulled.
As the scarf tightened round Hurree’s neck, helgdrgnd desperately jerked it free,
so that Johnny cannoned backwards into Frank, eantkknto Harry.

‘Watch it!" shouted Harry, but he was too late. @isuddenly, they all went down in
a tangled heap. Yelling loudly, they flailed aroundhe snow.

The uproar attracted the attention of other juniothe quad, and seeing a mass of
bodies writhing around on the ground, they rushednd piled into the fray. Snow
flew everywhere. No one really knew what was gangor whether he was
scrapping with friend or foe. That was unimport&8#ing mixed up in it was what
mattered.

Billy Bunter crept out from behind his hiding pla@edelighted look on his face.
‘Give it to them! That'’s right, Smithy! Go on, Jaty) keep on rubbing Cherry’s nose
in the snow. Good old Skinner! Shove some more dditarton’s neck!” He
chuckled again. ‘Rub it in old Singh’s hair, Fraflde, hee, hee!

He stood there, quivering with mirth as it went bat eventually the juniors ran out
of steam. As they began to sort themselves oufati@wl! scuttled across the quad
and made for the safety of the Rag.

Not that the fight had anything to do with him. etauld hardly be blamed because
Smithy had walked straight into his snowball, anckrtainly wasn’t his fault that
Smithy had jumped to the conclusion that Bob hacckéd it at him. Why, he'd have
owned up if he’d been given the chance, he toldsklfvirtuously. Nevertheless, he
made up his mind to keep out of the Bounder’s vaayttie time being, just in case
any of those beasts sneaked on him.

As he sat by the fire in the common room, happifyting for the joyful sound of the
lunch bell, he made up his mind to give the Fantaus a wide berth too. It was true
that he still hadn’t managed to have his littl& talth them, but perhaps it would be
wiser to leave it until after lunch. He claspedfaishands over his stomach, and sat
back. Food, he reflected, always made fellowsasath more friendly.

CHAPTER 2
Just Like Bunter!



‘Beasts!’

Lunch was over, but Billy Bunter looked positiveliggruntled. It wasn't that he
hadn’t enjoyed it, because he had. The troublethatshe had spent so much time
packing in as much as he could beneath his bldzgrhe hadn’t noticed everyone
else racing out of the dinning room as soon as Werg dismissed. He had
completely forgotton that it was a half holiday ahdt most chaps would want to
skate on the River Sark.

He mooched off to the common room, and stood thesehands in his pockets, his
eyes glued to the window, and then his gloomy fagghtened as he saw Smithy
walk briskly out of the gates and up the lane talsaCourtfield. With the Bounder
out of the way, he reckoned that it was safe endaighim to venture out, and so he
made his way into the quad, and looked around.

His eyes gleamed as he spotted Lord Maulevereriaghgéntly round and round on
his own. ‘I say, Mauly, old chap!” he called, batlae sound of his voice, Mauly put
on an unexpected turn of speed, and disappeanedview. Bunter’s face fell again.
‘Beast! he grunted.

He wandered towards the gates, a worried frownigffelse. He had a problem, and
he had to solve it. The problem was Christmas.dlelays were very close, but he
hadn’t any plans for it. He suspected that othapshwere getting together and
making arrangements to spend Christmas togethennuch to his surprise, no one
had yet sought him out and begged him to join enféstivities with the old folks at
home.

And so he lolled against the wall, his fat brownided in thought His efforts to chat
up the Famous Five had come to nothing so far han@ther thought that Mauly’s
rapid disappearance suggested that he wasn’t taode a chat either.

He simply couldn’t understand it. It wasn’t as & bould be considered a bore.
Everyone knew what good company he was — genetioosghtful, entertaining and
modest, but even so, it wasn’t going to be easgteeze an invitation from either
Wharton or Mauly.

If neither of them came up, what was he going t® e ran his mind over the other
chaps in the Remove. Some he dismissed immedi&elyng that they couldn’t offer
the degree of comfort that he expected. Othersnitarethe running because they
were joining parents abroad. He didn’t even botberonsider Christmas at home.
Bunter Villa with his parents, sister and brothertainly couldn’t offer the kind of
holiday that he was after.

He thought on. What about Smithy? Cardover Housegrand enough. He could see
it all — the laden table, glittering tree, splengi@sents, and an army of servants, but
somehow he couldn’t quite picture himself in theldie of it. Sadly, he shook his
head. Smithy would prove too hard a nut to craickiould take a miracle to winkle
an invitation out of him.

He shrugged heavily, and then shivered. It wasngethilly. He might just as well go
indoors. It would be just as easy to think in themth of the common room.

He was just about to move when there was the susiolemd of pounding footsteps.
Vernon-Smith sped round the corner and rushed gffirtlue gates, almost colliding
with the Owl, and then skidded to a halt. As Bumigened his mouth to protest, the
Bounder thrust a packet into his hands. ‘Quick!'shel, breathlessly.

‘Eh? What?’

The Bounder looked towards the gates. ‘Shoveybur pocket!” he panted.

‘What?’



‘Don’t waste time, you fool! Get it out of sight!’

Bunter peered down. ‘Crumbs! Cheesecake!’ he gaspedvas holding a packet of
cigarettes.

‘Quick, fathead! Quelch will be here in a minute!’

Billy Bunter was no hero. He wasn't the type tdiigs skin just to get someone else
out of a hole, but since his form master wasn’newesight, it seemed safe enough.
As he slipped the cigarettes into his pocket, tbhari@ler nodded, and walked on into
the quad. He was still breathing heavily, but heesped perfectly composed.
Bunter stood where he was, his eyes fixed on thesgaDh, lor'" he mumbled, as the
tall, angular figure of Mr Quelch appeared.

Although his form master wasn’t actually running,was taking long, rapid strides,
covering the ground at a surprisingly fast paceswWept past Bunter, hardly noticing
him, his gimlet eyes fixed on the distant figureSohithy.

‘Vernon-Smith!” Quelch’s deep voice carried rigltrass the quad.

The Bounder looked round, as if surprised. ‘Ye®)' $ie said, politely.

Quelch caught him up. ‘Hand over those cigarettes!said, icily. ‘Follow me to my
study’’

‘Cigarettes, Mr Quelch?’ Smithy sounded astonished.

‘| saw you with a packet of cigarettes when | pdsgau in the lane.’

‘| think you must be mistaken, Mr Quelch,” said 8eunder, coolly.

‘What?’ Quelch was taken aback.

‘I haven’t any cigarettes, sir.’

Quelch gave him a long, hard look, his lips comgees ‘Follow me!’” he said, after a
moment or two. “You will turn out your pockets whee reach my study.’
‘Certainly, sir.’

Quelch frowned. He was certain that he had seackep of cigarettes in the boy’s
hand, but his confident air puzzled him. ‘We slsak, Vernon-Smith!’

‘Of course, sir.” As he followed his form mastemi&y winked at the small group of
juniors who had witnessed the scene.

As they walked off, a broad grin spread acrossah®wl’s face. Maybe the longed-
for miracle had happened. Hadn'’t he just helpedi8naut, probably saving him
from a swishing, and didn’t one good turn desernvalzer? The very least that
Smithy could do was to ask him to tea, and Smitlsés weren’t to be sneezed at.
Furthermore, a friendly chat over tea might edsid to a confidential talk about the
hols.

Bunter wheeled his way indoors, plodded upstaid,rmade his way to Smithy’s
study. He fished out the cigarettes and thoughytfulit them in the centre of the table
where Smithy couldn’t fail to notice them. Thendwtled down in a comfortable
armchair, folded his arms, and waited patientlytfi@ Bounder, a smirk on his fat
face.

He didn’t have to wait for long. There was the sthohrapid footsteps on the stairs,
the door was flung open, and Smithy appeared. Billgter, the self-satisfied grin
still on his face, nodded towards the table.

‘There you are, Smithy. Saved your bacon, didmiid, man? It was pretty smart of
me, catching on like that. | don’t want to boastt breally fooled that old trout
Quelch. He swept through those gates like a babloell. Didn’'t even give me a
glance. Mind you, I'd made myself almost invisidi&ee, hee, hee! Lucky for you
that | was around. | don’t know what you'd —

He stopped babbling, and stared at Smithy who wadsnyg frantic gestures. ‘What's
that for?’ he demanded. ‘I really pulled the woolek; crumbs!” He sat as if frozen,



his mouth open, as he saw Quelch standing in tbengxy.

Quelch pointed a long finger at the cigarettes, taedBounder shot a look of loathing
at Bunter.

‘Vernon-Smith! Are those the cigarettes you werklimg when | saw you?’

‘Yes, sirl’ There was no point in denying it.

‘So you were lying when you said that you hadny aigarettes?’

Vernon-Smith hadn’t actually lied. When Mr Quelchdhasked him, he certainly
didn’t have any, but he knew better than to ard¢peepint.

‘You have behaved disgracefully. Had | not decittedearch your study, you would
have escaped punishment altogether.” Mr Quelchisevibecame harsher. ‘If you had
owned up, you would have been punished, but begausbave deceived me, your
punishment will be far more severe.’

He looked at Bunter, who was still huddled in thmehair. ‘Bunter?’

‘What? Eh? Me? It — it wasn’'t me, sir. | — | wasthiere — at least, | was hardly
there. That is, if | was, | didn’t have a chance.-H he just shoved them at me. Don't
like them. Not good for you. | — | wouldn’t haveuiched them if I'd — I'd known
they were cigarettes. Wouldn’t. He — he just peinthin my pocket when | wasn’t
looking. | —

‘That will do, Bunter! snapped Quelch. “You willnte an essay on the dangers of
smoking. | shall expect at least five hundred, whadlught-out lines on the subject.’
He turned back to the Bounder. ‘As for you, youteined boy, you will return with
me to my study!

As Quelch and the Bounder left the study, Smithyrsgwround, and he shot a look of
blistering hatred at the fat Owl.

‘Oh, crumbs!” muttered Bunter, despondently. It whkesar that Smithy was in for a
swishing, and as soon as it was over, he’'d be @fteBunter blood. He eased himself
out of the chair. He’d have to keep out of the Bien's way for as long as possible.
As he trailed off, he shook his head sadly. Thespect of an invitation to Cardover
House that had shone so brightly had suddenly betmguished.

CHAPTER 3
And Just Like Bunter Again!

‘Beasts!’ said Billy Bunter.

After he had left the Bounder’s study, he had madevay to Wharton’s, hoping for
tea, and he had bowled in, only to find that tremovas empty.

His friendly smile was replaced by a look of indigjon. Obviously, the Famous Five
were still having a good time on the Sark. A fdttleey cared about hungry friends.
‘Beasts” he said again For all they knew, he was/sig to death Greyfriars seemed
to be full of selfish beasts these days. In fagtséemed to be the only considerate
chap around.

Crossly, he flung himself into an armchair, andhtget up again. Restlessly, he
crossed the room and poked his head round the liktening hopefully for the
cheerful voices of the Famous Five, but there wdyg silence.

He ambled to the window and squinted out. Althoiigtas becoming dim, and he
could see a number of fellows returning to schib@re was no sign of them. He gave
a snort. They were deliberately leaving it to th&t jpossible moment before coming
in.



‘Selfish oiks!” he said, morosely. He’d had a rattiay. His failure to have a serious
discussion about the hols still rankled, he’d gwb iISmithy’s bad books, had
collected five hundred lines, and what was moreyaeted his tea. If the Famous
Five didn’t come in soon, he’d be forced to joie tiest of the mob in the dining
room, and all he could hope for there was breadbatter, jam and buns. Why, a
chap could fade away on a diet like that!

What was he to do? If he went down to the dinirgmwphe’d risk missing tea in study
no 1, but if he didn’t he might risk missing tetogkther. It was a hideous choice. He
turned the matter over. If he stayed there and fiand that they hadn’t anything to
eat, he’'d be scuppered. Well, there was one wayaking sure. He gazed in the
direction of the cupboard. If there was any gruluad, that's where it would be.
He’d be mad not to check up. If the cupboard wass,ldhen he’d go downstairs.

He threw open the cupboard door, and beamed.

‘Tee, hee, hee!’ His eyes glittered from behinddgscs, for there, standing
magnificently on a plate, was a very large frukea

Bunter’s podgy hands shot out, but then he padsedeldom thought of the
consequences where food was concerned, but tresh@id. If he started on the
cake and was found out, then bang went his chasfaeriendly little powwow. On
the other hand, he might not be asked to tea,lserdhe’d never have the chance of
tasting it.

He gave an indignant grunt as he spotted crumliseoplate and saw that a small
chunk was missing. That settled it. They'd alrebdyg a go at it and hadn’t even had
the decency to offer him any. Without a doubt, tbeyed him some. Even so, he
made up his mind not to be greedy. He’'d just cotdeilf a sliver or two. They
wouldn’t notice that.

Carefully, he cut a wedge, and as he bit into libok of sheer delight spread across
his face. It was just as delicious as it looked nigle up his mind to eat slowly so
that he could enjoy every mouthful, but somehowljsappeared in a flash.

Well, he thought, as he hacked off another piee& have to do better this time, but
in a miraculous way, it disappeared just as fakhost without thinking, he cut a
third chunk, and shovelled it into his mouth. Fanament, he stopped and regarded
the cake. It seemed to him that there was quite laft. He grabbed the knife, and
dug in. A few minutes later, as he stretched dat aaw, he was astounded to find
that there was nothing left.

As he stood in front of the cupboard, he heardtfe@npling upstairs, and the sound
of cheerful voices. He blinked anxiously towards study door, and then at the
cupboard, and he moved quickly. Within secondsctigboard was closed, and he
was lolling back in the armchair.

The footsteps stopped outside the study. ‘Righat’shsettled,’ said Harry. ‘Tea in
study no 1. We've got a cake. See what you caterugt’

‘Okay,’ said Bob. ‘We might have some biscuits om&thing,” and he went off with
Hurree Singh and Johnny Bull.

Frank Nugent pushed open the door. ‘Oho!’ he saielye got an uninvited guest,’
and Billy Bunter gave him an uneasy grin. ‘Hope yoade yourself at home,” Frank
said, sarcastically.

‘What do you want, fat man?’ asked Harry. ‘Er — Webay!” began the Owl,
nervously. ‘I — I that is, | was just passing, ardand — | thought—"’

Harry laughed. What with Christmas coming clodee, iolidays in sight, and an
exhilarating afternoon on the river, he was in assful mood.

‘All right, you fat freak,” he said. “You can havea with us. Frank, clear the table



will you? Shove my books on the floor. I'll put thettle on. Move your fat carcass,
Bunter. Make yourself useful. Get the cake outefd¢upboard.’

‘What?’ said Bunter, blankly.

‘Get a move on,’ said Frank, impatiently. ‘Don’t around like a stuffed dummy. The
others will be here in a minute.’

‘But — but—" The Owl was dismayed. ‘| — | didn’t ocwe for tea, you know. Only
dropped in. Thought we — we might have a chat adbwmihols and all that’

‘Oh, give it a miss, fatty! Heave yourself up, ayet the cake out.’

Bunter's podgy hands shot out.

Bunter levered himself up. ‘Can’t stay,” he saidstily. ‘Really | can’t. Got to — got
see someone else. Just thought I'd give Harryiteedhance of fixing up the hols
with me. Been badgered by lots of other chaps kaltimy father that | thought I'd
spend Christmas with my best friends. Thought Itderand say that I'm going to
Wharton Lodge with you.’

He blinked anxiously ‘How about that, Harry, oldagh?’

Harry hesitated He certainly didn’t want the fatI@av Christmas, but then, neither
did anyone else. Having him round would be a ba pfin, but he felt a twinge of
sympathy for him ‘“Twisting my arm, are you’ heda a good-humoured way, and
the Owl’'s eyes gleamed with eager anticipation Mel

He was interrupted by a howl of anguish from Fredekwas gazing at the plate. Their
splendid cake had been reduced to a few miseralnhebs.

Bunter’s face fell. His chance had gone. He tookvous step towards the door.
‘Have a word about it later on,” he mumbled.

‘Where’s the cake gone?’ roared Frank.

Harry didn’t bother to turn round. ‘In the cupboaodl course.’

‘Oh, yes?’ Frank slammed the plate on the tabld,amlvanced on Bunter. ‘You fat
villain! You greedy guzzler! You — you —’

‘Me? Really, Frank —=—Alarmed by the gleam in Frank’s eye, Bunter sidle
towards the door.

Frank lunged at him across the table. ‘You pilfgrpoker! You —

‘If you've scoffed that cake, I'll —’

‘No, | never!” hooted Bunter. ‘Wouldn’t. Didn’t krvo —’

‘Then where is it?” demanded Frank.



‘It — it's a bit much picking on me,” gasped Bunt#rwouldn’t touch anyone’s cake.
Not my way. Crikey! | never knew you’d got a fradke | just called in for a chat
about the hols —'

‘Who had it then?’ demanded Frank, edging roundabée.

Bunter backed away ‘How should | know?’ he howled.

‘You must have eaten it, same as you did the bashad gone. It wasn’t there when |
ate it, | tell you. No, not that. When | didn’t eatAnyway, you hadn’t left much.
There were only a few rotten old bits — not thaaw it.’

‘Scrag him! shouted Frank.

‘Let’s boot him up and down the passage!

‘No! Stoppit! | bet you jolly well had it — whoop®uch! Yarooo!’

Yelling, he bolted outside. Frank and Harry onlgtjgot the tips of their shoes to his
trousers, but howls of anguish floated up and dtwrpassage There was one spot of
consolation for him, however. As he scooted dowrssthe was comforted by the
thought that he was, at least, taking the cake kith

CHAPTER 4
Nothing Doing!

‘| say, Mauly!” A fat face peered round the studyod.

‘Don’t!’

The fat Owl wrinkled his forehead. ‘Eh? Don’t what?

‘Don’t say anything. Don’t utter. Just shut the daad stay on the other side of it,
there’s a good fellow.’

Lord Mauleverer had been stretched out on hiseseattéaxed and contented, his
hands clasped behind his head, but that feelingetifbeing evaporated as Bunter
appeared.

‘But — but Mauly, old man, I've only popped in farminute.’

‘The moment’s gone,’ said Mauly, ‘so pop off agaimere’s a good chap.’

‘But Mauly,” persisted Bunter. ‘| came speciallyltave a little chat with you. | came
up all those stairs and walked right along the ggesit’'s quite a way. Makes a chap
hungry, all that exercise,” he added, hopefully.

As Mauly gave a loud sigh, Harry Wharton smilede Tiwo of them had been
chattering away quite happily until the arrivalBidnter, but he was more fortunate
than Mauly. He was sitting in a high-backed chaircln had its back to the door, so
Bunter didn’t know that he was there.

Billy Bunter stared unblinkingly at Mauly. He padsi®r a second, hoping to be
invited in, but since no invitation was forthcomjrge entered just the same. ‘I say,’
he repeated.

‘Oh, dear! breathed Mauly. ‘Must you?”’

‘Is something up?’ asked Bunter, earnestly. ‘“Yoersed as bright as a button when |
looked in. Now you're properly down in the dumpsha&Vs the matter, old man?’
‘You!

‘Me?’ Billy Bunter decided that he hadn’t heard remtly. ‘That’s right, old thing.
You've got it in one. Now be a good chap, and shetdoor.’

‘Righto!” Bunter obligingly shut the door but hemained inside the room. He had no
intention of leaving until he’d had the little ciwvag he’d been counting on.

Time was ticking by. The hols were looming. Sooarglody would be whooping it
up for Christmas — everyone except for William Ggmrit seemed. But still, the fat
Owl wasn’t the sort to give up hope. He was gomtptkle Mauly, and he cast



around in his mind for some way to bring up thejecib

‘Seen anything of Wharton recently?’ he asked, atgu

‘Yaas!

‘Thought you might have done. | happened to heardaying to Cherry that he was
going to drop in on you this evening.’

Mauly yawned. ‘Really?’

Bunter moved a little closer to him. ‘It's justaell that he’s been and gone.’

‘But he —’

Bunter interrupted him. ‘I don’t suppose you wanb&th hanging around. here,
cluttering up the place.’

‘But he’s —’ began Mauly again.

‘A bloated balloon!” The Owl waggled a fat fingerMauly. ‘There’s no need to spell
it out to me, old man. He’s blown up, isn’t he?l&dlhimself, but he’s nothing but a
windbag — selfish too. Not like some of us. Makes of people too. I think it's
amazing the way you put up with him, Mauly. You shim’t. He’'ll only take
advantage of you.’

Mauly smiled to himself, and Harry Wharton grinreedBunter babbled on.

‘Still, Mauly, 1 didn’t come here to talk about Witt@n. | came to ask your advice.’
‘Oh?’

‘Thought you were the best person to ask. The teoish | don’t quite know what to
do about Christmas. Wharton's the problem. I'vgrathwith his uncle before you
know. | suppose he’s got a nice enough little piacBussex, but between you and
me, | found it a bit poky. It's simply not what I'osed to. | wasn't particularly keen
to go there, but Wharton put the pressure on, adilldn’t get out of it. Still, | don’t
think | could stand it again.’

‘No?’ Mauly lifted an eyebrow.

‘No! said Bunter, firmly. ‘Of course, he’s been ame. Wants me to go again —
thinks it raises the tone, | suppose, but | ddmiik | could put up with it again. It just
isn't my style.’

‘Really?’ said Mauly, faintly.

Bunter shook his fat head. ‘The truth is, | honestink that you're about the only
fellow in the form that I'd care to spend the haith. What about it, Mauly? We’ve
always been good friends. On the same wave lemgtlath of that.’

‘No!

Billy Bunter took no notice. ‘Mind you, old chag’si nothing to do with your little
place. Nothing to do with Mauleverer Towers at &l you. I've always liked you.
I've stood up for you over and over again when oteps have said that you're a
yawning bore and a cracking ass.’

‘Thanks,” murmured Mauly.

‘Think nothing of it,” said the Owl, airily. ‘Andfianyone ever says that they heard me
saying things like that about you, it was only kgoBesides, | never did. In fact, I've
often said that you're not the fool you look, araliye not as daft as you sound.’

As Mauly gaped at Bunter, Harry tried not to laabud. The Owl was laying it on
with a trowel, all right — or perhaps it would bera correct to say that he was
laying it on all wrong.

Confident that he had laid the ground work, Bugiatrdown to brass tacks. ‘Now,
Mauly,” he said, briskly. ‘What about it? I'm nottaally booked up yet. | felt I'd like
to give you first chance. I've already made up mgadrto turn Wharton down. He
won't like it. In fact, he’ll probably turn

quite nasty. Still, I've had more than enough ahhAnyway, the whole of his crew is



going to be there, and they’re not much more thiEmud-mouthed pack of oiks. They
can't help it, of course. It's the way they’'ve bdmought up.’

‘Imagine!’

‘Anyway, if | did go there, I'd have to put up withis uncle.

It isn’t his fault, but he’s such a boring old feel

‘Shut up, you ass!” said Mauly, quickly.

Billy Bunter didn’t even hear him. ‘And he’s a sjynold beast. And there’s his aunt
— fuss, fuss, fuss. It's no good. | couldn’t gorthagain. Wharton'’s all right in his
way, but his relations are hardly out of the togvekr, are they?’

‘You great, fat tick! roared an angry voice.

Billy Bunter spun round. His eyes bulged as he Bawy Wharton’s angry face
rising over the back of the armchair. He goggl€xh,‘ crikey!’

Harry leaped up, and Bunter took a step towardsltloe. ‘Mind if | kick him out of
your study, Mauly?’

‘Not at all,” said Mauly, hospitably. ‘Help yourgelHe looked up. ‘There’s no need
to leave yet, Bunter,” he called, but he was tde.|IBunter had fled.

Harry made for the passage. ‘I'll chase that bfitigidiot all over the school! I'll
wear him down to a shadow! I'll wring his fat neek

‘Now, now,’ said Mauly. ‘Sit down, Harry. There’®rpoint in wasting energy. He'll
be holed up by now. Whoever’s lucky enough to Hawewill do the booting for
you.’

CHAPTER 5
Cash Required

Mauly’s guess was right. Bunter was holed up, bst for once it was in his own
study. Peter Todd and Tom Dutton were doing theippBunter, although sitting at
the same table with the same books open in frohtmf wasn’t doing his. He was
nibbling the end of his pen.

He was feeling gloomy. His chance of a happy lagpdaon the hols seemed as far
away as ever. He pursed his lips as be thoughtrecent events. He’'d been unlucky.
Why hadn't that ass Mauly tipped him off? How wasdupposed to know that
Wharton was in the study? It wasn't as if he’d hedjthe conversation. Mauly should
have warned him. It Wasn't fair. Now he was baclerehhe had started.

Where was he to go? Mauleverer Towers was out,dvardHouse was out, and he
was pretty sure that there wasn’t going to be amitation from Wharton now. The
trouble with Wharton was that he hadn't got a seiseumour. Anybody else would
have known that he had only been joking.

Dismally, he rocked backwards and forwards on hargcand then, quite suddenly,
his brow cleared, and he began to quiver with l&ergtHee, hee, hee! Hee, hee,
heel’

Peter Todd looked up. Tom Dutton didn’t. He wadipHy deaf, and that could be
quite a blessing when the Owl was around.

‘Something funny about your maths?’ asked Toddy.

‘Maths?’ Bunter was baffled. ‘What maths?’

‘Your maths prep, you clotV’

‘Is that what we’re supposed to be doing? No,nt$that. | was just thinking.’

‘You were doing what? Never!

‘Really, Toddy!” Bunter was quite hurt.



‘Mind if I kick him out of your study, Mauly?'

‘Get on with it,” urged Toddy. ‘“You'll be in hot vier tomorrow morning if you
haven't finished it.’

‘Blow prep!” said Bunter, loftily. ‘The trouble whtyou, Toddy, is that you can’t see
what really matters and what don’t. Maths! Anyonighva bit of grey matter can do
maths!’

‘Then you've got a bit of a problem haven’'t you?”’

‘But | haven't!” said the Owl, triumphantly. ‘That'where you're wrong. | haven’t got
a problem any more. I've solved it.’” He chucklediag ‘| know you’d have liked to
have asked me for Christmas, Toddy, and I'd haceted if you weren’t going
abroad. Still, I've got it all worked out now. Whan Lodge wasn't all that bad when
| was there before. It was a bit cramped, | supploseyou can’t have everything, can
you? | know that the Colonel’s a bit of an old ktin-the-mud, and Wharton and his
mob get a bit oikish at times, but I've stuck ifdre, so | can stick it again.’

Toddy laughed. ‘Why not put it round the other wiagty. They've stuck it once. The
guestion is, can they do it again?’

Bunter swept on. ‘Wharton’s been kicking up a lbiaduss, Toddy,” he said,
confidentially. ‘We had a bit of a misunderstandiBg you know, there’s a nasty
streak in him. Vindictive, that's what it is, butlls that's neither here nor there. If
Colonel Wharton wants me to come for Christmas —'

Peter Todd looked surprised. ‘Does he?’

‘Does he what?’

‘Want you for Christmas?’

‘You never know,’ said Billy Bunter, mysteriousif.ou never know,” and he gave
another great, fat chuckle.

Peter stared. Something was stirring in that sklygrain, but he hadn't the slightest
idea of what it could be. He shrugged, and got dawms maths again.

‘| say, Toddy"

‘Shut up! Get on with your maths!’

‘Maths!” exclaimed the fat Owl, contemptuously. ¥ maths, and blow prep! There
are lots and lots of more important things in thiegld.’



Toddy went on working. ‘Are there?’

Bunter threw down his pen. ‘You should broaden ywanizon, Toddy.’

‘If you don’t get on with your work, your horizonilwbe limited to lines, lines, and
yet more lines.’

‘Don’t you worry about me. I'll toss it off in adkh.” A cunning thought flashed into
his mind. ‘Why, | might even be able to give yohand.’

‘Really?’

‘I wouldn’t mind helping you out. | can check yowork against mine when I've
finished. I'll point out where you’re wrong. All ydve got to do is to leave your
maths with me when prep’s over, and I'll go ovewitile you go down to the Rag.
How about that?’

Toddy laughed. ‘Not likely. When Dutton and | gondoto the common room, our
work goes with us. We're not leaving it for youdopy, you lazy lump of lard”’
‘There’s no need to be insulting!” snapped Bunibert,then, remembering his scheme,
he changed his tone. ‘Of course you're right, Todtly not a bad idea for you to get
it wrong. You won't learn otherwise. That's whawas telling Quelch only the other
day when we were having a little talk.’

‘Oh, yes?’ said Toddy, drily.

‘Yes.” Bunter looked him straight in the eye. ‘lddQuelch what a Trier you were. To
tell you the truths I let him know that he just ilicknow how to get the best out of
you.’

‘That was decent of you,’ said Toddy, a touch e€aam in his voice.

‘That’s all right.” The Owl continued to stare abddy. ‘I said a lot of other things
about you. | told him what a generous nature ygotd’ He paused for a moment,
and then said casually, ‘By the way, Toddy, old n@am you lend me a quid?’
Toddy threw back his head and howled with laughtdrat makes two of us. You're
a trier too.’

‘It'll only be for a day or two,” Bunter said, qudly. ‘I'll pay you back out of my next
postal order. | did tell you that there’s one oe Wy, didn’t I?’

‘Oh, yes,” agreed Toddy. ‘Frequently. Anyway, whatyou want a quid for?’

‘Well, you can’t send telegrams without handing rowash, can you?’

‘A telegram?’

‘Oh, well — yes — that is, no. Not a telegram — washinking of one. Didn’t cross
my mind, but they do cost money, don’t they? Comgelmddy. It's not much to ask
of a pal. | must have a quid by tomorrow, and mgtalborder might not arrive by the
first post —

‘Or the second,” grinned Toddy.

Bunter glared in disgust as Toddy went back toattgk, and he turned his attention
to Tom Dutton, who was still slogging away. He ledmacross the table, and nudged
him. ‘Tom, old chap —’

Tom looked up. ‘What do you want?’

‘I want to speak to you.’

‘Shriek?’ Tom repeated. ‘Who’s shrieking?’

‘Not shriek, Dutton! Speak!’

‘Sneak? Who's a sneak?’ he demanded, hotly.

‘| didn’t say sneak!” howled Bunter. ‘Speak, thatbat | said. Speak!’

‘Freak? That'’s just as bad.” Tom rose to his fext lImomed over Bunter. ‘It's about
time that | taught you a lesson.’

‘I — I wasn't calling you names, Tom, old chapus{ wanted to know if you’'d lend
me a pound.’



Tom frowned at him. ‘No!

‘But — but Tom, old man. | — I really need it,” Btar said, pathetically.

‘What? I've lent you money more than once, and yeuiever paid it back.’

‘But | will this time. | — I'll pay it all back asome time, honestly, Tom, old man.’
‘That'll be the day.” Tom went back to his work.

‘Stingy beast!” Bunter knew when he was defeateslghbit up and made for the door.
Peter Todd turned round. Prep had to be done thestuand nobody was allowed to
leave until the bell had gone. Quelch was oftethenprowl, and anyone wandering
about was liable to be nabbed by him.

‘I wouldn't risk it if | were you,’ he said.

He was wasting his breath. Billy Bunter was singlieded.

Once he’d got an idea stuck in his fat head, ngtbould dislodge it. It was the only
thing that mattered, and what mattered at that nmbavas a one pound note.

‘Blow prep! I'm going to push off. I'm going to hava word with Mauly. | reckon he
owes me a favour. He messed things up for me, samglly well stump up.’

‘Think of Quelch!

‘Huh! Billy Bunter flung open the study door. ‘Pbdo Quelch, pooh to prep. You
don’t think I'm scared of that old misery, do you?’

He bowled round the corner, and walked straiglat Mt Quelch. ‘Oh!” he squawked.
‘Bunter!’

‘Oh, crikey! Bunter went pale.

‘Bunter! repeated Quelch.

‘Humbugs! quavered the Owl.

‘What was that you said as you left your study?’

‘Oh, nothing, sir. | — | didn’t say nothing, sirgjabbled Bunter.

‘I am well aware of the fact that you did not saghing, Bunter. In fact, we might put
it another way and say that you did say something.’

‘It — it wasn’t me,’ said Bunter, hastily. ‘I — ldard someone say that you were a
misery, but — but it wasn’t me. Came from miles amtes away. | was just going to
find out who said it — wanted to give him a pie¢emy mind.’

‘And what was that about humbugs?’

‘It — it was just a way of speaking, Mr Quelch.itld't mean that you were a
humbug, sir, and even if | did, | wouldn’t say sof with you around.’

His form master looked thoughtfully at him. ‘I amnsetimes drawn to the conclusion
that you are mad rather than bad, Bunter.’

‘Yes, sir,” said the Owl, eagerly. ‘That's me — maat bad.’

‘And have you written that essay on the evils obkimg?’

‘Oh, well, sir, 've — I've not exactly written itstammered Bunter, ‘but I've — er
— well, I've been thinking —’

Mr Quelch gave him a severe look. ‘I see. You haoedone it. Furthermore,
although it is strictly against the rules, you h&feyour study during prep. You will
come to my room, Bunter!’

‘Oh, lor'’t" Dismally, the Owl trailed after his fon master. It wasn’t long before he
returned to study no 7, his fat hands gently masgabe seat of his trousers, and an
expression of misery on his fat face. He spentakefew minutes of prep wriggling
from side to side, the pressing problem of the plouste temporarily banished from
his mind.

CHAPTER 6
Mysterious!



Although Bunter had forgotten about his need fqua after his visit to Quelch the
previous evening, it was uppermost in his mind whermawoke in the morning. A
quid was what he wanted, and a quid was what hegoiag) to get.

The first thing he did was to go to the letter rgakt in case his postal order had
actually arrived. It wasn’t that he really expeciigdut there was always a faint hope
that his father might have obliged for once — anslduld have been for once. He
hadn’t, so although the Owl wasn't actually disapped, he did heave a sigh. It just
made his task that much harder.

The Owl was a ruthless borrower, and he set abeutbk with great determination,
and by pleading with some, and refusing to takéonan answer from others, he
acquired quite a little pile of coins.

And that was why when, after lunch, the Famous Biféed into the quad, they came
across an unexpected sight. There, leaning up stgatnee, was Billy Bunter. In his
grubby palm were the coins, and he was gazingeat th

It seemed a bit odd. No one could call Bunter eemi#/hatever he had, be spent, and
he spent it eagerly, turning hard cash into creanspchocolate rolls, toffees and jam
tarts as if he was a millionaire who had no needday about where the next
meringue was coming from. But now, instead of spemce was counting.

‘Let’'s see,” he muttered. ‘Here’s ten pence, angseanother, and there’s seven
pence in my pocket. That makes twenty-nine. Twembg, and these two halves, and
those three from Squiff come to thirty-four. Thifyur and five make forty — no, no.
That’'s wrong. Forty-one, that’'s what it is. Add s fifty, and I've got eighty-two

all together.” He shoved the coins into one pocketl dug a fat paw into another.
‘Where’s that other five pence got to?’ He dug edleaper, and then brought out
several more coins in his fist. He examined therefodly. ‘Seven, eight, nine —
eighty and nine make eighty-nine.” He frowned. ‘©hymbs! It'll take another
thirteen to make a pound.’

There was a burst of laughter from the Famous Find,he looked up, annoyed.
‘What are you lot hooting for?’ he demanded. ‘Cle#r I've got work to do.’

He pulled out his accumulated wealth, and began Ioingnagain. ‘Right. Fifty. Fifty
and two tens makes sixty — no, no, that’'s noHe’ counted carefully on his fat
fingers. ‘Fifty, sixty, seventy. Good. Add on sewans — that’s eighteen, ain't it.
Add eleven ones. That's — that’s twenty- seven. itywseven and seventy make
ninety-five. Ninety-five and two halves brings ft to ninety-eight. Oh, coconut
crunch! It still isn’t a quid!’

‘What did you say it came to?’ asked Bob.

‘What?’ Bunter thought. ‘Ninety-nine,” he said.

‘And what did it come to the time before?’

Bunter looked doubtful. ‘I'm pretty sure it was aymd and seven pence.’

‘I'd stick to that,” advised Johnny. ‘It soundsdikhe best bet to me,” and there was
another burst of laughter.

‘Don’t be an ass, Bull' said Bunter, sternly. “Bhis important. It's — it's a matter of
life and death. I've got to make it up to a quidée turned to Harry Wharton. ‘What’s
seven twos, old chap?’ he asked.

‘Fourteen.’

‘Are you sure? | thought it was eighteen.” He fredragain, and they laughed. ‘If
you can’t be serious, you can go away.’

Instead of moving off, the Famous Five looked onausly as the Owl got down to
his task.

‘Now, what was | saying? Oh, yes. Seven twos aunetéen.’ He looked scornfully at



Wharton. ‘Honestly, fancy thinking they were eigitel don’t know why you're
form captain when you don’t even know a simpledHike that. Where had | got to?’
He took a deep breath. ‘Fourteen and eleven cortveataty-four —' He broke off
and gave Frank Nugent a severe look. ‘What aresyaggering for?’

‘Sorry,” said Frank, humbly.

The Owl continued to clink his coins, each timetiggta different answer, until
Hurree Singh could bear it no longer.

‘My dear fellow,” he said. “You have ninety-eighemce.’

‘Ninety-eight!” Bunter was dismayed. ‘Oh, lor’! Ttisnot a pound, is it?’

‘No. You need two more.’

‘Two? Are you sure?’ Bunter fumbled in his pockede. pulled out an old acid drop,
looked at it with interest, shoved it into his mouind then examined the rest of the
contents of his pockets. Suddenly, his face briggde and he pulled out a coin. ‘I've
done it!" he exclaimed, triumphantly. ‘A quid! A pod! One whole smacker! Dunno
how much it'll be, but | bet it's something likeah Anyway, that’'s what | set my
sights on, and that’s what I've got. | wasn’t gotogCourtfield without it. It could
have been a waste of time.’

‘Courtfield"” said Bob. ‘Why stagger all that waydu can blow it all on a beanfeast
in the tuckshop here.’

‘Tuck! sniffed Bunter, disdainfully. “Tuck! Somehaps think of nothing but their
stomachs. Glad I'm not like that — not like sommuld name. Anyway, this will do
the trick.’

‘What trick?’ asked Bob.

‘Oh, nothing,’ replied Bunter, hastily. He slipptek coins into his pocket. ‘By the
way, you chaps, could you lend me —?’

‘Time we got moving,’ said Bob. ‘There’s still plignof snow about, and | spy with
my little eye a chap by the name of Coker. Whaualacspot of target practice?’
‘Good idea,” said Johnny, enthusiastically.

‘But I'm still talking!” hooted Bunter. ‘You can’just go away when I'm talking to
you.’

‘Can’t we?’ said Bob, walking off.

‘Listen! said the Owl, desperately. ‘I've only gtitis quid, and I've got to catch the
bus to Courtfield. | need the fare.’

‘What's wrong with your legs?’

Bunter stared down at them. ‘Nothing. Why?’

‘That’'s good. Use them.’

‘But | can’t trudge all that way through the snowwseuldn’t get back for class, and
that beast Quelch still wants that rotten old eskl&jl be down on me like a ton of
bricks if I'm late. Come on — after all, we are gahnd he stuck out his palm.
Frank inspected it. ‘Needs washing. Try soap anm# usually works.’

‘Beast!’

Hurree Singh touched Bunter’s finger tips, andestahoughtfully at his palm. ‘Ah,
my friend. | see many things in your hand.’

The Owl looked impressed. ‘Can you tell fortunds@’asked eagerly.

Hurree nodded. ‘I — | — yes, there is no doubt abbout is very clear.’

‘What is?’

‘You will soon go on a long journey —’

‘Really?’ Bunter’s eyes shone. Could it be to Wbartodge?

‘Yes — you are going on a long journey—’' Hurree@irhesitated, and Bunter
wriggled with excitement. ‘To Courtfield”



Billy Bunter snatched his hand away. ‘Beast! Thats$ funny!” he said, indignantly.
‘But wait, my dear Bunter.” Hurree picked up hisidaagain. ‘I also see something
else. | see prosperity,” and he slipped a coin Buater’s palm.

‘That was jolly decent of you,” Harry said, as Herjoined them.

‘It was worth it. Now that we have disposed of thdovely Bunter, we can
concentrate on more amusing things — baiting Cdkeinstance.’

‘I'll pay you back, Singh!" Bunter called after hiri¥'ll pay you back just as soon as |
get my postal order.’

‘He’ll get his postal order when you get your olgegoension,’ grinned Bob.

CHAPTER 7
Startling!

‘Wharton here?’ asked Vernon-Smith, as he walkéal ime Rag.

Harry, in a huddle with his friends, looked upmlover here, Smithy.’

The Bounder waved a newspaper at him. ‘I thoughtmaght like to have a look at
this,” he said, and tossed it over. ‘I've marked Hit | thought you’d be interested in.
Harry picked the newspaper up, a puzzled look erfdde. ‘What? In this?’
Newspapers didn’t come very high on his reading lilsfact, Smithy was probably
the only member of the Remove who ever bought ane that was only because he
was interested in the racing results.

‘It caught my eye when | was flipping through gxXplained Smithy.

‘What did?’

‘The bit about your uncle. It must be him. It s@idlonel Wharton of Wharton Lodge,
and there can’t be two of them about,” and Smitlyngered off again.

Harry turned over the pages, and then stoppede'iés,” he said, running his eyes
down a short paragraph. ‘Oh! he said, and his fatte'Oh, that’s tough! What bad
luck!

‘What's up?’ asked Bob.

‘Gosh! | can hardly believe it! My uncle’s houseshzeen broken into.’

‘Has he lost anything?’

‘Yes. A picture.’

‘Only a picture,” said Johnny. ‘That’s all righteth.’

‘What do you mean, you idiot? It wasn’t just ang picture. It was his Tintoretto.
You've seen it heaps of times. It was in the ligrar

Johnny looked blank. ‘A Tintorwhatto?’

‘You ignorant clown, Johnny! said Frank. ‘Tintotetwas a great artist. His pictures
are worth real money.’

‘Hundreds?’ asked Bob.

‘Thousands — lots and lots of thousands,’ repliezhk.

‘That'’s right,” agreed Harry. ‘A fantastic amount.’

‘Phew!” said Johnny, impressed. ‘Fancy having stingtworth that much.’

‘It's been in the family for donkey’s years,” Harexplained. ‘| mean, Uncle James
could hardly go out and buy another. He’s not &t teague. Mind you, it's not just
the money. It's what it meant to him. He was absbjupotty about it. He used to go
and look at it every day.’

‘What does the newspaper say?’ asked Hurree. ‘Nmthmsaid Harry.

‘Listen.” Bob Cherry picked it up, and began readin



A burglary has been reported from Wimford in SuyyWharton
Lodge, the home of Colonel James Wharton. The al@sgiven by Mr
Wells, the butler. The burglar was chased, butdwaged through a
window. It was later found that a valuable sixtéergntury painting by
Tintoretto had been cut from its frame. The poéce investigating the
theft.

‘How rotten,’ said Bob, sympathetically, and thetref the Famous Five murmured in
agreement. Because their parents were workingreimgeabroad, they had spent
some of their holidays at Wharton Lodge, and bisid and admired Colonel
Wharton and his wife.

‘Fancy describing Tom Wells as a butler,” remarkeank, and they smiled. Tom had
been Colonel Wharton’s batman, but he hardly samsaif as a servant.

‘It makes it sound as if we've got an army of setgd said Harry. ‘In the old days, |
suppose we would have done. Nowadays Aunt Amy doleawe half the help she
needs.’ Johnny returned to the theft. ‘Why did béhbr to cut the picture from the
frame?’ he asked.

‘You must remember it,” said Harry. ‘It was hugéelburglar could hardly have
tucked it underneath his arm. Mind you, the carorags own would have been pretty
heavy. It wouldn’t have been very easy to handle.’

As the worried look came back to his face, Bob dawea hearty slap on the back.
‘Cheer up, Harry. The police will catch the thief.’

‘And he will not find it easy to dispose of suckauable painting,” pointed out
Hurree Singh.

‘They'll get it back,” Frank said, reassuringly.

‘I expect so,’” said Harry, but he didn’t sound cimreed. Suddenly the door of the
common room opened, and a small boy put his heaatrthe door. ‘Here,” he said to
Harry Wharton. ‘Mr Quelch said to give it to yoand he held out an envelope.
‘Thanks.” Harry’s face brightened. ‘It's a telegrahbet it's from Uncle James.’
‘What would he send you one of those for?’ askehkr

‘Maybe it’s to tell me that he’s got the picturecka

‘But how would he know that you knew that it wasghed in the first place? After
all, you only found out by chance.’

‘Oh, shut up, Frank.” Bob Cherry turned to Hari/Hat does it say?’

Eagerly, Harry ripped open the envelope, and readrtessage. He gazed,
bewildered, at his friends, shook his head, and tked it all over again.

‘Is it from your uncle?’

‘Yes, but —'

‘About the Tintor — whatever his name is?’

‘No! | don't get it. It's —’ Harry was lost for wals. Passing the telegram over to
Bob, he flopped into a chair.

‘| say!” Bob read out the message. ‘Happy to sag yoends at Christmas. Hope
Bunter is coming. Should miss him.” He looked ugs ‘signed Uncle James. Well,
that takes the cake!” He passed the slip of papéo ¢Hurree. ‘Isn’t that odd? Not a
word about the picture — just a friendly word ootabout the hols.’

Frank planted himself on the arm of Harry's chdde can't be all that upset about
the Tintoretto, or he would have mentioned it.’

‘But why bother to send it?’ asked Bob. ‘After dlk knows we’re all coming.’

‘With our friend Bunter?’ asked Hurree Singh, qglyiet

Bob snapped his fingers. ‘Aha! That’s it. Hurrea{ht. He wanted to make sure that



Bunter was included.’

Frank shook his head. ‘I honestly thought he’d mamte than enough of that fat freak
the last time. It just shows how wrong you can be.’

‘| thought he’d had Bunter right up his eyebrowgyinted Johnny.

‘Perhaps he thought that Bunter would be strandejjested Bob.

‘Like a whale,” murmured Hurree.

‘With nowhere to go,’ said Bob. ‘It’s jolly decenf him, isn’t it? Fancy even
considering that guzzling grunter after the wayhbkaved last time.’

‘Mm?!" Harry was still frowning. ‘But I'm still stagiered that he didn’t even mention
the theft.’

Hurree Singh looked thoughtful. ‘Could it be thia¢ telegram was sent before it had
taken place?’

‘Maybe that’s it.’

‘It should have the time when it was sent stamped somewhere,’” Frank said.
Harry shrugged. ‘Well, it doesn’t matter. If Unclames wants Bunter for Christmas,
I'll just have to ask him. Sorry about that. Wéilve to put up with him.’

‘Don’t worry,” grunted Johnny. ‘If he drives youund the bend, we’ll sit on his fat
head until he promises to change his rotten ways.’

‘He’ll promise, all right,” said Bob. ‘And then Héget in our hair again, and then
we’ll sit on his head again, and then —

‘Shut up, Bob! It won't be all that bad,” said Fkaratching sight of Harry’s gloomy
face.

‘Don’t you give Bunter another thought. He'll tdeetline. I'll see to that,” promised
Johnny.

The clanging of the bell put an end to the disaussand as they left the Rag for their
form room, Harry stuffed the telegram into his lelapocket. He was still bothered by
it — not a word about the picture, but several atloe Owl. It all seemed so odd.

He tried to concentrate on the afternoon’s lessouisit was no good, and so, at the
end of school, he went up to Mr Quelch and told hihat had happened.

‘And so | wondered, Mr Quelch,’ he said, ‘if | mighse your telephone to ring my
uncle.’

‘Of course, Wharton,” said Quelch. ‘I hope that yoacle will be able to give you
good news.’

As he made his way to Quelch’s study, Harry hopetbs.

CHAPTER 8
Harry Wharton is Not Amused

Once he was in Quelch’s study, Harry dialled thenber of Wharton Lodge, and his
uncle answered the phone almost immediately.

‘Uncle James,” began Harry.

‘Is that you, Harry? Where are you?’

‘At Greyfriars. | say, | read about the theft oéthintoretto. Is —?’

‘Not to worry,” said Uncle James, briskly. ‘I wasigg to drop you a line about it. It

hadn’t occurred to me that you might already know.’

‘| read it in the newspaper. | feel awful about know what it meant to you.’

‘It was a blow, Harry. | can’t pretend that it wéasibut | dare say that the police will
get it back.’

‘Have they any idea of who might have done it?’

‘Not at the moment.’



‘What actually happened?’

Colonel Wharton gave a little cough. ‘Wells heanthething in the night. He got up,
and alerted me. Said he thought someone was libthey, so we went down. We'd
just reached the foot of the stairs when the Ijpcor opened, and there was dark
figure with a large bundle under his arm. There wa# of a scuffle, and the thief
managed to break away from us. He rushed up tire atad made for the attic. By the
time that | got there, he’'d already barricadeddber with that old iron bedstead. We
forced our way in, but he’d gone. He’d escapedubhothat little window.’

Harry gave a little whistle. ‘Gosh! It’s terriblyrall.’

‘I know, but then, he was a smallish man. He masehbeen very athletic since he
got away by shinning down the drainpipe.’

‘Gosh! said Harry again. ‘That must have takeritaobnerve. It must be well over
forty feet to the ground.’

‘Yes, astonishing,” agreed the Colonel. ‘After &lk&’d still got the canvas under his
arm.’

‘Maybe he threw it down.’

‘No. Never. The picture’s far too valuable to besttied like that, and even if he had,
he’d have had some trouble in locating it aftergattdwas pretty dark that night. In
fact, if he’d been down there groping around fofd have nabbed him. | rushed
down the stairs as soon as | realized what haddmega}y but | was too late. | did catch
a glimpse of a figure going over the wall, but tvats all.’

‘Like a cat.’

Colonel Wharton gave a short bark of laughter. ‘®lltke a rat. Although the light
was dim in the hall, Wells and | got a good lookiat. I'll recognize him if ever | see
him again.’

‘Were you and Tom all right?’

‘Oh, yes. He was as quick and nimble as a monketudy, | rather think that he
was more frightened of us than we were of him.’

‘And what about Aunt Amy?’

The Colonel chuckled. ‘Slept all through it. In fashe was a bit put out when she
found out that she’d missed all the excitement. Nden't worry, Harry. With any
luck it'll be hanging in the library again by Chnigas. | must say I'm looking forward
to seeing you all.’

‘Oh, | forgot.” Harry pulled the crumpled envelofpem his pocket. ‘I'll have a word
with Bunter now that I've got your telegram.’

‘Bunter? What about him, and what'’s that aboutiegiam?’

‘The one you sent. It came this afternoon.’

There was a snort from the Colonel. ‘I haven't setglegram.’

‘But — but I've got it in my hands. ‘Have — havewdforgotten —?’

‘Why should | send you one?’ demanded Colonel WdmarWWe — | — er — | don'’t
know. It was about the hols. | thought —’

‘What are you talking about, Harry? | can only ththat someone with more money
than sense is playing such a stupid joke on yow,Moodbye. If there’s any more
news, | shall get in touch with you.’

‘Goodbye, Uncle James.’

Harry put down the receiver, and stood thinkingh# telegram hadn’t come from his
uncle, who had sent it? He took it across to thedaw, and held it up to the light. He
could easily make out the pencilled scrawl whicbved the post office it came from.
Courtfield, it said, not Wimford.

Harry snapped his fingers. ‘That’s it!’ he exclamn&ho had been to Courtfield after



lunch? Who had been scrounging money? Who cadnfer was asked to Wharton
Lodge or not? Only one person fitted the bill, &mak was William George Bunter
himself!

Harry charged out of Quelch’s study, and raced dthercorridor and up the stairs
towards Bunter’s study. That booby had almost g@tyawith it. Well, now he was
going to pay the price for his enterprise.

At the same moment that Harry was clattering upsthes, Bunter was trundling into
study no 1. ‘'l say — ' he began.

‘Not you again,” groaned Frank.

‘Where’s Wharton?’

‘In Quelch’s room.’

‘Is he coming up to tea?’

‘| expect so.’

They all scowled at the Owl. It was going to bedhanough having to put up with
him in the holidays without having him haunt thedst now.

‘I'll wait.” Bunter rolled in, and blinked aroundjiving an indignant snort as he
realized that no one was going to offer him a chdé snorted again. It was going to
be a bit much having to spend Christmas with akésthat. However, the thought of
the holidays made him snigger to himself. He'dlyefmloled them. What a pity he
couldn’t tell them about it.

There was the sound of pounding footsteps, andigiirthe half open door they saw
Harry dashing past. There was a crash as a doothw@sn open, and then they heard
his voice.

‘Isn’t Bunter here?’

‘No. He might have rolled along to Mauly,’ said &eTodd.

The footsteps pounded back, and they glimpsed Huastying off in the opposite
direction. Bunter smirked. He knew why Wharton waseering about like that. He
was eager to offer that invitation.

There were more crashes up and down the corriddrtten the footsteps approached
study no 1 again, and Harry hurtled in. He stoppete saw the fat Owl.

‘So here you are,’” he said.

‘Just wanted to have a word with you, old man.’

‘That’s funny. | wanted to have one with you.’

Bunter’s eyes twinkled. ‘Something special, wa®'it’

‘Something very special.’

‘Oh?’

‘l just wanted to say —' Harry paused.

‘Yes?’ Bunter could hardly wait for what Harry wdutay next.

‘You're a fat, double-dyed villain?’

‘Eh?’ Bunter could hardly believe his ears.

‘You're as crooked as a corkscrew! You're a lyingd! What's more, I'm going to
burst you all over this study! I'm going to —’

‘Oh, really, Wharton! bleated Bunter. This waswhat he’'d been expecting.



You're as crooked as a corkscrew!'

The rest of the Famous Five looked astounded.

‘What —?’

‘Look at this! That gibbering idiot —' Harry fishealt the telegram, and waved it in
the air. ‘Look at it, Bunter! Have you ever heafgeople eating their words? Well,
that’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to gatur very own words. I'm going
to shove this right down your fat throat!’

‘But—but — I — | —’

‘Oh!’ said Bob. ‘That’s your —’

‘That’s right! That's my telegram. And who do ydurik sent it?’

‘Could it possibly be our fat friend?’

‘It is”" said Harry, grimly.

‘Oh, crumbs! Oh, crikey!" quavered Bunter.

‘You rotten rattlesnake!’

‘I — I say. It wasn’t me. Never went to Courtfielddon’t know nothing about a
telegram.

Johnny Bull shook his clenched fist underneath Busifat little nose. ‘Oh, yes, you
did?

‘Never!” yapped the Owl. ‘Never went near the poiice, and | only wanted a — a
stamp. Besides, | missed the bus — couldn’t have gbidn’t have the fare so —
‘You loathsome liar?’

Hurree Singh shook a finger at him. ‘This is nogpky friend. | rather think that you
have committed a criminal offence.

‘Eh?’ The Owl’'s face went white. ‘Wh — what's that?

‘A crime,’” Hurree repeated. He winked at the oth&fsu have attached someone
else’s name to a telegram.’

‘That'’s right,” agreed Bob. ‘Quelch would take aweim view of it.’

Bunter gave a yelp of alarm. ‘Oh, crikey! Don't —ertt tell Quelch. He — he might
think | done it. Besides, | didn’t. | — | didn’t g&Colonel Wharton, did 1?’

‘So what did you say?’

‘Un — Uncle James, that’s what | said. It — it cdlble anyone. There are lots of
them, and —’

‘Ha!’ roared Bob, advancing on him. ‘Now you’ve giv yourself away.’



‘Nun — nunno. I never. Don’t know anything aboutNiever went to the post office.
Anyway, it was closed. All | did was buy a — a mastl when | wasn’t there because
the bus never came. It — it wasn’t me. It — it miigve been your uncle, Wharton.’
‘Oh, no, it wasn’t. I've just phoned him.’

‘He — he forgot,” said Bunter, desperately. ‘That/sat he did. He forgot. He’s a bit
old and doddery, ain’t he? It's softening of thaibr | —

‘I'll soften yours!’ yelled Harry, lunging at him.

‘Keep off!” howled Bunter. ‘Only a joke. Leggo, ydaeast! Ouch! Keep your hands
to yourself. Wasn't anywhere near —’

Five pairs of hands shot out and grabbed him, aslded him into the passage. They
raised him high in the air, and then they let goerE was a tremendous thud as he hit
the ground.

‘Oooooh! Ouch! Stoppit! Help! Ooooh!’

‘And again,” said Harry, grimly, ‘and then anothand one more for luck.’

‘Ow! Wow! Aaaah! Yaroooo!

As he landed on the ground for the last time, tn@yched inside the study, and
slammed the door.

Billy Bunter lay there, groaning. He was even madisappointed than hurt. His happy
haven for the hols had vanished, gone for ever tlag@ was nothing on the horizon
to take its place. It looked as if it was goingota bleak Christmas for William
George Bunter.

CHAPTER 9
Breaking Up — and a Lift

‘Bob, old chap.’

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! What do you want, Bunter?’

The Owl scurried up. | say, Bob, old man, what tene you leaving?’

Bob grinned. ‘When we move off.’

‘When'’s that?’

‘When we leave.’

Bunter sniffed, as Bob strolled away. What an dssry was! What he had wanted
was information, and Cherry had deliberately kepoim him.

It was the last day of term, and most chaps had basy all day. They had packed
cases and trunks, shoved their books away in shailies, and got their sports gear
together. Some had already left. The bus had baekwards and forwards to
Courtfield station, and now it was standing

outside the gates, waiting for another load of pagsrs.

Everyone was keen to get away — everyone exce@wieHe was hanging back.
Although he was still not fixed up for the hols,was determined not to go home for
Christmas. He had watched the departure of Lordi®&@&wer with a mournful air, and
had sadly crossed Mauleverer Towers from his mdistadf possible holiday homes.
But Bunter was an optimist. All was not lost. Thes&s still Wharton Lodge. Of
course, he was well aware that he had blotteddpg-book over the telegram, but
Wharton was not the sort to hold grudges for Igkgylong as the Famous Five were
around, there was hope, and so he watched thera hiesvk. They would be going to
the station by bus, and so would he. They wouldure to get into the same carriage,
and so would he. He made up his mind that he wsiid# to them like glue and exert
all his charm so that long before the journey waer gthat invitation would be
proffered and accepted.



He hurried after Bob. ‘| suppose you’ll be goingtbe next bus, Bob, old man,” he
said, chummily.

‘We might, old fishcake, but then again, we migbt.h

‘Stop messing about, Cherry! snapped Bunter. ‘Yoa or aren’t you?’

‘Maybe, maybe not. | wouldn't like to say for sutevouldn’t want to mislead you.’
‘Beastl’

As Bob Cherry gave him a cheerful grin, the fattasmber of the Remove rolled off,
a frown on his fat brow. However, the frown was @dmway, and the Owl became
wreathed in smiles as he ran into Johnny Bull.

‘Hold on a minute, Johnny, old chap! he squeaked.

Johnny gave him a cold stare. ‘Want the tip of mgeson the back of your trousers?’
‘Eh? What? Of course | don't.’

‘Then don’t call me Johnny old chap.” Johnny stroffe Bunter propped himself up
against the wall, frowning once more but, as hdéteddHurree Singh hurrying into
the quad, it was replaced by an ingratiating smile.

‘| say, Hurree, it’s jolly cold, ain't it?’

Hurree nodded. ‘Yes. It's very cold indeed.’

‘Must be tough on you, old man,’ said Bunter, sythptically. ‘It's like an oven in
your country, ain’t it?’

‘It can be very hot,’ replied Hurree, briefly.

‘Get frizzled up, don’t you? Is that why you've glbt black faces?’

Hurree shot him a look of contempt, and marchedlediving Bunter puzzled. He
didn’t understand what had got into Hurree. He'dealbis best to have an interesting
conversation, and Hurree simply hadn’t appreciéted

However, he didn’'t waste any more time thinking @it There was someone else to
pounce on. Frank Nugent was coming out of the Holise Owl bustled up to him.
‘So here you are, Frank, old fellow,” he said, laige

‘That’s right. Here | am.’

‘Taking the bus to the station?’

‘No.’

Billy Bunter’'s eyes popped. ‘What? Not taking thes®’

‘No. The bus is taking me.’

Bunter’s face went red. ‘You silly ass!" he saidf then, remembering his mission in
life, he gave a weak chuckle. ‘No, no, didn’t méfaat. Jolly good joke. Tee, hee,
hee!” He watched suspiciously as Frank bent doWhdt — what are you doing, old
man?’

‘Giving you something to remember me by,” and FranoKed a snowball at him.
‘Oooh! Beast!” Bunter wiped the snow from his faaad stared gloomily round the
guad. Time was getting on, and still he hadn’ttgetinformation he wanted.

Just then, Harry emerged from the school, and wiatkiskly towards Frank. Bunter
scuttled after him.

‘I — | say, Harry?

Harry halted. ‘Buzz off, Bunter!’

‘But — but—’

‘Push off!’

Bunter looked hurt. ‘I only wondered when you wikraving. After all, we go in the
same direction. | thought we might as well cata@hghme train. Thought you'd enjoy
travelling with me.’

‘That’'s where you're wrong.’

‘Oh, I say, Harry! | thought we were friends.’



Harry gave a short laugh. ‘Then that’'s where yowreng again. Anyway, you
wouldn’t really like being shut up with a loud-mbetl pack of oiks. It's not your
style. Now clear off"

‘But — but | wouldn’t mind,” said the Owl, earnegttl — | know they really can’t
help it. It doesn’t matter to me. I'm not a snolbah get used to anything. Why, |
wouldn’t mind seeing you in the hols. Might brightiéhings up for you.’

‘No. You wouldn’t really enjoy seeing us at all.’

‘But | would.’

‘But you wouldn’t, and I'll tell you why. If we cah a glimpse of your fat face, we're
going to kick you from one end of the county to titeer,” and Harry shook off
Bunter’s fat paw, and hurried on.

‘Beastl’

However, in spite of his rebuffs, he hovered inqoad, alert for the first signs of
their departure. They weren’t getting away withbum if he could help it.

His vigilance was rewarded at last. Laughing arattehning, the Famous Five
clambered on to the bus as the driver switchedi®ergine. Bunter grabbed his bags
which he had carefully left by the gates, and cedrdprough a group of juniors who
were still hanging about.

‘Wait for me!’ he yelled. A foot got in his way, drhe went sprawling into the snow.
‘Yaroooo!” he wailed.

The fellows in the bus pressed their faces to timelow, and roared with laughter at
his look of baffled fury. Bob Cherry gave Tom Redgian appreciative grin, and
Redwing, whose foot had tripped Bunter up, grinback.

‘Ow, wow!” moaned Bunter, as the bus drove off.d44¢ up, spluttering.

‘Goodbye, Bunter?

‘Cheerio, fat man?’

‘Have a nice Christmas, Bunter!

Bunter sat in the wet snow, dismayed. They'd gdiey’d escaped after all. Now
what was he going to do? It was quite late in fiter@oon, the light was beginning to
fade, and there were very few chaps around.

Suddenly, he scrambled to his feet and trotted affegure walking back into the
guad. ‘Smithy" he called.

‘Don’t bother!’

‘But | say, Smithy —’

Vernon-Smith turned round and gave the Owl an inrepastare. ‘What do you
want?’

Bunter’s eyes were glued to Smithy’s father’'s Ralleaming grandly in the quad. It
didn’t seem very likely, but there was always arc®athat the Bounder might give
him a lift.

‘Well, you see, Smithy,” he began. ‘It’s like thiswas going on the same train as
Wharton and his crowd, but | — | missed the bukolight you might help me out,
old man, and give me a lift —’

‘What!” snapped the Bounder.

‘Just — just as far as Wharton Lodge, Smithy.’

‘Wharton Lodge?’ Smithy raised his eyebrows in sisg ‘That’s it. | know it would
take you a bit out of your way, but it don’t meatheng, not with a car like that.’
‘Oh, no,’ said the Bounder, sarcastically. ‘Onlyo#rer fifty miles or so.’

‘You see, I've got to get there somehow,’ said Buntirgently.

‘You could catch a train.’

‘I — I know, but I'd rather get there before theg,chow that I've missed the train. It



— it would have been all right if I'd gone with time Would have sorted things out
with Wharton.’

‘Oh?’

‘We — we had a little misunderstanding — nothingamul can’t understand how it
happened. But if | got there first, and Colonel \Wbia welcomed me as the advance
guard, he’d think that Harry had asked me, and ttaele all right.’

‘What was this little misunderstanding?’

‘Nothing, nothing at all,” said Bunter, airily. ‘Was all about a telegram | hadn’t sent.
Wharton knew I'd told my father | was spending Ghmas with him, but he got
really shirty over the telegram. As if I'd call mgl§Uncle James. Wouldn’t dream of
it. And he was only joking when he said he’'d boat atl over the county if be caught
sight of me, so that’s why I'd like to get theresfi Can’t boot a guest, can you? So
that's why a lift — His voice trailed away as Shytgave him a long, hard look.
Smithy grinned to himself. He could see BuntermgaHe was going to con his way
into Wharton Lodge. ‘Righto,’” he said. ‘Get yourgsaand hop in.’

Billy Bunter gleamed. He could hardly believe hisK. ‘Oh, thanks, Smithy. Won't
be a tick.’

He rushed across to the gates, seized his caskscattied back. While Smithy was
talking to, the chauffeur, he hopped in, smirking.

At last, Smithy clambered in, and the car rollefl A they went along, Smithy
glanced from time to time at Bunter, a sardonidklon his face. The Owl neither
knew nor cared what that look was for. He'd gotltiisand a very superior lift at
that.

‘Quite a nice little bus,’ he said, chattily. ‘Ca't help noticing that it’s last year’s
registration number. My father changes his caryeyear. He reckons that getting a
new Rolls is an economy really.’

‘Oh.’

There was a long period of silence until Bunterkgpagain. ‘Got any chocs, Smithy?’
‘No.’

‘Not even an acid drop’?’

‘No.’

‘| say, Smithy. It was a bit late when we startéa. getting a bit peckish, aren’t you?
What about stopping for a snack.’

‘No.’

‘Oh.” Bunter relapsed into silence.

A little later, quite unexpectedly, the Bounder faled in his pocket and brought out a
slab of toffee. ‘Look what I've found. You can have

He unwrapped it, and passed it over, but somehewnbcked the Owl’s glasses off.
‘Sorry,” he said, and picked them up. ‘They've gdtit smeary. I'll clean them up for
you in a minute.’

Bunter didn’t care. He shoved the toffee into hsuth, and went on chewing
rhythmically as the car rolled on. Suddenly, itgted, and Bunter peered out. It was
very dark by now.

‘Here we are,’ said the Bounder, breezily.

Bunter screwed up his eyes. ‘Have we got to Whalrtmige,’ he asked, unable to see
any lights.

‘Yes, fathead. We're going to walk the rest of iny.’

‘Walk?’ said Bunter, blankly.

‘That'’s right. | want to stretch my legs. Out!’

Reluctantly, the Owl climbed out. ‘How far?’



‘It's quite close.’

Bunter clung to Smithy’s arm. ‘I can’t see whena Ijoing,” he complained. ‘Where
are my specs?’ The Bounder handed them to him.I'®y, Smithy. What have you
done? They're worse than ever. | can’t see a thing.

‘You can clean them up when you get inside.’

The Owl blinked round. He could just make out thaepe of the trees, the snow on
their branches making them look positively ghostlyhe dark. Suddenly there was a
hard hand on his shoulder.

‘Wh — what — ow! he yelled, as he was pushed atoedge.

There was the sound of running footsteps, the giuain engine, and then the Rolls
moved off, its tail lights disappearing in the diste.

‘Smithy!” yelled Bunter. ‘Smithy, you beast!’

He blundered around, wondering just where he wastleen he felt a wooden gate.
Had Smithy dropped him at a side entrance to Whdrtmlge? He pulled out a
grubby handkerchief, and tried to clean his glassed then turned back to the gate.
Something was written on it, and he traced theigtith a fat finger.

‘Oh!’" he gasped. It was Bunter Villa!

... he felt a wooden gate.

CHAPTER 10
A Talk on the Telephone

Bob Cherry stood by the window. ‘It's fabulous!” bgclaimed, enthusiastically.
Bob was always inclined to be enthusiastic, buivaen’'t exaggerating. It was
fabulous. There had been a heavy fall of snow dutie night and the grounds of
Wharton Lodge were covered in dazzling white.

‘It looks like a picture on a Christmas card,” skidrree Singh, appreciatively.
Harry Wharton smiled. Life was marvellous. Herenss, home for the holidays, his
friends by his side. The house was decorated waillly And ivy, and there was the
wonderful smell of Christmas food coming from thielken. The only little bit of
gloom on the horizon was the loss of the Tintorditd his uncle still sounded very
optimistic about his chances of getting it back.

‘I've had a word with Tom Wells,” Harry said. ‘Heaisl that the lake’s frozen solid.
What about going skating this morning?’



‘Smashing!” said Bob, and then he laughed. ‘Do y@member what happened the
last time when you had that fat sausage staying@idHpractically all of his skating
sitting down.’

‘That'’s right. He couldn’t get up. We had to dragoff the lake in the end.’

‘It was hard work,” said Johnny. ‘He must have virigd as much as an elephant.’
‘He still does,” Frank pointed out

‘Poor old Bunter,” said Hurree.

‘Oh, yes?’ said Johnny. ‘He did his best to messwpholiday, didn’'t he?’

‘Jolly good thing he didn’t get away with it,” remk&d Bob. ‘It would have ruined
everything.’

‘Let’s forget him.’

‘Out of sight is out of mind,” observed Hurree, Inetwas wrong. Billy Bunter was
out of sight all right, but he wasn’t going to b& of their minds for long.

Tom Wells appeared. ‘There’s a phone call for ybe,'said to Harry.

‘For me’?’

‘Yes, it’s your friend Bunter.’

‘He must have known we Were talking about him,tdsaob.

Frank smiled at Harry. ‘Maybe he’s just rung upéy Happy Christmas.’

‘And maybe not,’ said Harry, as he went into th#.l#es he picked up the receiver,
he could hear the Owl squawking indignantly.

‘Wharton! Lazy beast! What's keeping him? Oiks!"éfl was a short pause, and then
he said. ‘Hallo, hallo! Come on, Wharton, you be¥gharton!

‘Hallo,’” said Harry, trying not to laugh.

‘Oh, is that you, Harry, old chap? | say, old ma#

‘Make it short, fatty. I'm going out.’

‘Oh, | say, that’s not very friendly" said Buntendignantly.

‘That'’s right. I'm not feeling particularly friengll Well, if that’s all you —

‘No, it isn’t, you beast! That is, | — | mean—’

‘Well, what do you mean?’

‘I got up early specially to wish you a happy Chrias —'

‘Thanks. Same to you. Goodbye.’

‘Hang on! howled Bunter. ‘I haven't finished ydtsay, seeing that we're such good
friends, Harry, | was thinking of dropping in toesgou.’

‘Then think again,’ said Harry, curtly.

‘Mind you, it won’t be all that easy. Invitationg&p flooding in. You know how it is
when you're as popular as | am.’

‘Good. Accept them.’

‘But | still might be able to fit you in, Harry.Hope you ain't still shirty about that
telegram. It was only a little misunderstandinggaéll. Anyway, | never sent it, and it
was just a little joke — hee, hee, hee! I'll tetluywhat. | could hop on a train. If | got
a move on, | could arrive in time for lunch. Howwid you like that?’

‘I wouldn’t.’

‘Oh!” Bunter sounded dismayed. ‘But —’

‘And a Merry Christmas to you, you soggy sardime] the same goes for the rest of
the oiks!’

Harry put down the receiver and joined the othdns were standing outside in the
porch, surveying the snowy scene. The phone raamgagarry made a face at them,
and went in and picked it up again.

‘Is that you, old fellow?’ As he had expected, asthe fat Owl again.

‘Yes, itis, you twit.’



‘We got cut off, didn’t we? | was just going to ku know that | can catch a train for
Wimford in half an hour. You needn’t bother to sehe car for me. | don’t want to
put you out. I'll get a taxi. | expect that you dend me the fare —'

‘I'll lend you my right foot!" said Harry, fiercely

‘Now there’s no need to be like that,” Bunter sa&hroachfully. ‘There’s no need to
be stuffy. You ought to have known that | was mgkanjoke about oiks when | was
in Mauly’s study. | don’t mind if that's what youe Live and let live, that's what |
say.’

‘Blockhead!

Billy Bunter yapped on. ‘And | don’t mind puttingpwith your uncle and aunt, really
| don’t. He can’t help being boring. It'll be a lteary for you until | arrive. | know
he puts a damper on things but —’

‘What?’ gasped Harry.

‘A silly old fogey, really. But still, I've put upvith him before and I'm ready to do it
again. There’s no need to worry on that score.’

‘What a pity you aren’t here,” said Harry.

‘Oh!” Bunter sounded pleased. He had missed the obmenace in Harry’'s voice.
‘Do you really, old chap?’

‘Then I'd have the pleasure of kicking you all theay home again.’

‘But — but —

‘Ring off, you fat freak! | don’t want to hear ahetr squeak from you. It'll be bad
enough having to listen to your bleat all througixtrterm without having to put up
with it in the holidays.’

‘Tee, hee, hee!’ chuckled the Owil.

‘What are you tee-heeing for, you bloated balloatéthanded Harry.

‘Just laughing at your little joke, old man. Thex@othing like a sense of humour. But
still, I can’'t stand around chatting. I'll have get my skates on, or | shall miss that
train. | don’t want to disappoint you. A promiseaipromise.’

‘That'’s right,” Harry agreed. ‘A promise is a praaj and | promise that I'll keep a
sharp eye open for you.’

‘Good.’

‘And as soon as we spot you, we’ll boot you allweey back to Wimford station, and
then we’ll boot you into the train just to makeestinat you don’t miss it.’

‘Beast!” shouted Bunter, as Harry banged down &eeiver. Bob came into the hall.
‘Come on, Harry,” he said, impatiently. ‘We’re rgadHave you got your skates?’

‘I won’'t be a moment.” Harry stood by the telephdaeanother couple of minutes
just in case Bunter rang back again, but it renthsikent. He sighed with relief. It
seemed that this time the fat Owl really had getrttessage.

CHAPTER 11
Home for the Hols

‘Beastl’

Billy Bunter stood by the telephone, a disgruneggression on his face. He’d made
a special effort to ring Wharton that morning, &kitlarton hadn’t appreciated it.
He’d rolled out of bed and had staggered downsgdies early hour just to have a
friendly chinwag, and his friendship had been rgéc

It seemed that it was Bunter Villa for Christmateaall, and that was a depressing
thought. The truth was, his family home wasn’t quite grand establishment that he
boasted about.



Bunter Villa existed. Bunter Court did not. It wiase that they had a cleaner, and a
part-time gardener, but they hardly constitutedhibieles of well-trained servants he
had so often described, and the family car wasnableisaloon and not a glittering
Rolls. No, he wasn't going to have the luxuriougi€timas that he yearned for.

Billy Bunter was equally depressed by the thoudlttaving to put up with his
brother and sister. Sammy, for example, had the mrdating habit of snatching the
best titbits before he could get his paws on thansélf, and Bessie maddened him
by harking on and on about some cash he’d borrdveed her some time ago.
There was something else, and the thought of itentlael Owl shudder. His father
actually expected him to lend a hand about theehdtes groaned as he made his way
into the living room. It was a grim prospect.

He settled down in a deep armchair by the fire, @urtchis feet up on the fender,
hoping that no one would want him. It was not egkaven o’clock yet — far too
early to do anything but rest. However, he wasihtinaed to take it easy for long.
‘William!" His father opened the door of the livimpom. Billy Bunter huddled up,
trying not to breathe too hard, hoping that hieéatwouldn’t know he was there.
Perhaps the high back of the armchair, would hide h

‘William!" His father sounded annoyed.

William George remained silent. He was fairly stivat whatever his father wanted
him for, it would mean leaving that blazing fireydaundertaking some beastly task.
‘William!" His father strode across the room, aridrgd down.

‘Oh — oh!" Billy Bunter looked up. ‘Did you want méather?’

‘You know perfectly well that | did. Why didn’t yoanswer?’

‘But — but | — | wasn’t sure that | heard properAnyway, | was just going to get
up, and then —’

Mr Bunter looked at him sternly. ‘I have just had/ard with cook. She says that a
cake has disappeared from her kitchen. Do you karoything about it?’

‘Me? Of course, not, father. | didn’t go anywheeanthe kitchen. Wouldn't. If she
says she saw me, she’s wrong, because she wasn’tlere. It wasn’'t much of a
cake anyway. She’s always stingy with fruit —’

Mr Bunter went almost purple with fury. ‘I've gotgmod mind to box your ears!’
The Owl blinked up apprehensively and sank a litkeer into the chair. ‘Oh, crikey!
e

‘I've never met such a greedy boy in my life! Grgeohd lazy! What do you think
you’re doing here? | told you at breakfast to sweepsnow from the garden path.’
‘Oh, lor'r’

His father loomed over him, and shook an angrydintHad you forgotten what |
said?’

‘Oh! Well, yes — that is, no. Well, maybe —, Bunkexdn’t forgotten, but he wasn't
sure which was the better answer.

‘Then get up and do it"" snapped his father. ‘I wembe able to see every square inch
of the path. Start at the front door, and then warlr way down to the front gate.’
‘But —’

‘And then you can clear the drive up to the gardgent it completed by lunch
time.’

The Owl was appalled at the magnitude of the t&&kat — what about the
gardener? Why can’t he do it?’

His father gave an exasperated snort. ‘For thelsimgason that he comes only twice
a week, and he doesn’t happen to be here todayt M/hwore, I've no intention of
paying a man to do something which you are pesfapable of doing. You could



do with a bit of exercise instead of slouching ower fire.’

‘But — but it’s jolly cold out there, and the skygot awfully grey. It looks as if it's
going to snow again any moment now. What's the tpaiisweeping up the beastly
stuff if the paths are going to get plastered witigain? Don’t make sense.’

‘Don’t you tell me what makes sense and what ddaekwant to see you hard at
work within five minutes. And I'll tell you somethg, William. Unless you complete
the job, there’ll be no lunch for you.’

Bunter’s jaw dropped. ‘Nun — nunno —’

‘No lunch! repeated his father. Now go and getlth@om from the garden shed.
Hurry up?

‘Oh!” Bunter almost bounded from the armchair. Angg was better than going
without his grub. ‘All right, father. Straight awafather.’

He went into the hall, grabbed a pair of glovesumgba scarf round his neck, and
trudged out into the cold. His father had beentragiout one thing. Exercise was
what he needed, but it wasn’'t what he wanted.

Although it was freezing outside, it wasn't longdre there were beads of
perspiration on his fat brow. Every now and aghestopped, leaning on the broom
handle and panting loudly, and then, sighing aganyent back to his task.

It took him quite a long time to finish it. Sevetahes he thought that he had come to
the end, but each time his father appeared andgubio the small mounds of snow
that he had ignored.

At last it was done, but it gave him no feelingsafisfaction. The sky was heavy with
low, grey clouds. The snow would be falling agagfidoe very long, and that would
mean that he would have to do the same beastlglj@ver again.

At lunch time, he munched away, his face gloomie in Bunter Villa looked like
being even worse than he had anticipated. His iit@stied to thoughts of Wharton
Lodge. It would be different there. He wondered ttha prospects of a warm
welcome would be if he just turned up. Not too gdoelsuspected, judging by that
phone call. But still, there was always a faint édipat things might have changed by
the time he got there. He looked at his father, larelv that there was no hope at all
of things changing in Bunter Villa. No, Wharton lgglseemed the better bet.

After lunch when the house was quiet, the Owl sedalut and made his way to the
station. The sky was a dull grey, and it felt veoyd indeed. By the time the train
reached Wimford, it had started to snow. The flakeee still light and feathery, but
he felt it would be coming down heavily before lo&gghing to himself, the Owl
trudged off down the road to Wharton Lodge.

Meanwhile the Famous Five had been having a mauelime. They spent the
whole morning skating and had come in to a maggrfiéunch. Now they were
gathered in Harry’s comfortable sitting room. A lii@ was crackling in the grate,
and the firelight was reflected in the frosty wimdo

Bob was standing at the french windows which ledooa small balcony. ‘Isn’t it
smashing!” be exclaimed.

‘Indeed it is,” said Hurree Singh, joining him, titilooks very cold.’

‘Oh, rot!” said Bob. ‘Let’s go out.’

Hurree shuddered. ‘Must we?’ he murmured.

‘Of course we must,” said Johnny. ‘We can’'t wadtéhat snow.’

‘| can think of a way of using it,” said Frank.

‘That’s that, Hurree. It's four to one. You're oubted,” said Harry.

Hurree made a face. ‘There are disadvantagesinglim a democracy,’ he said.
‘Let’s get our anoraks.” Bob turned to Hurree. “Ycan always wrap yourself in a



couple of blankets.’

‘My dear Bob, you have forgotten. | am Indian, adRed Indian.’

‘Let’s get our coats.’

They hurried to their rooms and soon returned. ‘WiseHarry?’ asked Bob, as he
shoved a woolly hat on to his head.

‘Here.” Harry came out of the communicating doohit® bedroom. As he opened the
french windows on to the balcony, a small cloudmmdwflakes gusted in.

‘It's great!” said Bob, going out. ‘Race you to thak tree!’ he yelled.

‘Watch it!" said Harry, as Bob made for the flighitsteps that led to the garden. ‘It's
icyV

He was too late. As Bob raced down, his feet sigtieand he tumbled to the bottom
of the steps, a look of utter surprise on his fa&ceumpets! That hurt!

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ roared his friends.

Johnny made his way down, and stretched out adigrdrand.

Ugh!'. spluttered Bob, as that friendly hand pushedhead into a pile of snow.
‘Idiot!’

‘Follow my leader, is it?’ asked Frank, and hedaled Johnny’s example.

‘Wah!” Bob lifted his head from the little drift @wiped some of the snow away.
‘Fathead!

‘My turn!” Hurree Singh approached his victim, e grabbed a handful of snow and
sprinkled it over Bob.

‘You've got it wrong!" Harry Wharton showed him whi@ do.

‘Clots!” Bob struggled to his feet, looking a hité a snowman. ‘Which of you
clowns has got my hat?’

Hurree pointed a finger at him. ‘There’s the clown.

‘Oh!” As Bob took his great foot off the hat, andrit down to pick it up, Johnny fired
a salvo of snowballs at him. He rushed away, tuaraifired another which caught
Frank Nugent on the ear.

‘Twit!" shouted Frank, packing a fistful of snowta ball. Before long the air was
full of exploding snowballs, and the battle rag8don they, were all caked in snow.
Eventually Frank stopped and leaned against a‘Ca@’t go on,” he gasped. ‘Must
have a breather,” and the rest of the Famous Farelered across, and joined him.
Hurree Singh brushed some snow from his black hatt,as he straightened up, he
gave a gasp. ‘I can hardly believe it"" he exclaime

‘Believe what?’ asked Johnny.

‘Look!” Hurree pointed towards the drive.

They all swung round. There, rolling through théegawas a rotund figure, whose fat
little legs clad in tight checked trousers weregaibng him towards the Famous Five.

CHAPTER 12
Any Port in a Storm!

‘It's Bunter?”’

‘He’s got a cheek!

‘What a nerve!

‘He’s got a hide like a rhinoceros!” declared Harry

‘| say, you fellows!

‘You've come just at the right moment, fat man'ared Johnny Bull.
‘Really?’ The Owl sounded delighted.



‘Yes. | couldn’t think what to do with this.” Johyppicked up a snowball from the
pile of ammunition at his feet, and fired it atliBunter.

‘I've got a present too!” Bob Cherry hurled his sile so accurately that it exploded
on Bunter’s chin.

Within seconds a hail of smashing, crashing snowlairst around Bunter who
slithered and slipped in the snow.

‘Ooogh! | say — grrruph! I just looked in on thd ef agh! Beasts! Wanted to see
how — oh, doughnuts! Wug! Wah! Woogh!" The doubtshad had about his
reception at Wharton Lodge were dispelled. Thenstol snowballs made it quite
clear that he wasn't the welcome figure he had ddpéde. Groaning and moaning,
he made his way towards the gates.

‘Cheerio!” shouted Bob.

‘Don’t go!” bawled Johnny. ‘I've only just got myye in.” Billy Bunter turned round.
‘Beasts!” he yelled, and then he fled along the Wanoh road as fast as his fat, little
legs could carry him, and he kept on running umgilwas out of breath.

Panting loudly, he leaned against a snow-laden éeek groaned. ‘Oh, lor’!" he
mumbled to himself. ‘Oh, lor'!” Actually, he hadn’tin very far. His plump legs were
unused to exercise, and although they had carimedrbm the station to the house,
they weren’t ready to carry him back again yet.

Now he’d been landed with another problem. He resdlall the cash he possessed to
buy a single ticket to Wimford. How on earth cobklget back to Bunter Villa
without any money? Not that he was keen to retded left his father a note to say
that he’'d accepted a pressing invitation from Winarand it would be difficult to
explain what had happened.

So there he stood, beneath a tree, trying to dedmde to do. ‘Beasts!” he mumbled.
‘Beasts!’

He knew what he wanted, but he didn’t know howdatdWhat he wanted was to
stay at Wharton Lodge, but he had a shrewd ideehat would happen if he marched
up the drive to the front door and rang the bell.

He leaned against a wall, and looked up at it.d$ wart of the stone wall that
surrounded the grounds of the house. As he statigdhcorilliant idea came into his
bead. Why bother with the front door? There weoséhstone steps that led into
Harry’'s quarters. He could get in that way. It outghbe safe enough. Those beasts
would stay outside until it got dark. All he haddo was to find somewhere to hide.
Still he hesitated. If he was found, he wasn'tlijk® be welcomed as a guest. They'd
boot him back to Wimford station as they'd threadnOn the other hand, provided
he managed to keep out of sight for a bit, theyhiingave a change of heart,
especially with Christmas Day looming up. It wascdh# picture the Famous Five
beaming with delight when he revealed himself,ibwias better than picturing his
father’s face if he returned home. Anyway, he hadnich choice. He couldn’t get
back without the train fare.

Billy Bunter turned round and stared doubtfullyttee wall. It seemed very high to
him. He wandered alongside it until he found aisedhat appeared to be a little
lower, and decided he might manage to scrambleibude stepped back into the
road, trotted forward, gave a pathetic little jumphe air, and fell back into the snow.
‘Oh, crikey! he cried.

He made another attempt. This time he managedpdlgr top of the wall, and
clawed his way up. Once there, he wobbled precsiydaackwards and forwards.
‘Crumbs!” he wailed, and then, with a despairing, ¢re fell down into the snow.
‘Ugh! he mumbled. ‘Ouch! He was cold and he wastybut at least he bad landed



on the right side of the wall. He could hear fainées and bursts of laugher coming
from some distance away. ‘Good!’ he said. Thosetseaere still outside the house.
He brushed aside snow-covered leaves, and peemdjththe shrubbery. There
seemed to be no one in sight, and so he made kisavgiously from one clump of
bushes to another, working his way around the haansEhe was opposite the steps
that led to Harry's rooms. He parted some branghased his fat head between them,
and looked around again.

There was still no one to be seen. He noticedrimoth layer of snow on the lawn.
He would have to cross it, but his footsteps wotlde visible for long. The falling
snow would obliterate them.

He wriggled his way out of the shrubbery, stol@aklaly across the grass, slipped up
to the balcony, and tiptoed into Harry’s den. Asopened the door, a wild flurry of
snow was blown in with him, and chunks fell frons biody, dropping soggily on to
the floor.

Bunter clapped his hands to his mouth. His trigsioie would soon be hidden by the
fast-falling flakes, but it was different herewlbuld give the game away. Then
inspiration struck. He threw the french windows evimpen, sniggering to himself as
gusts of wind blew in yet more snow. The Famou® Fmould simply think that they
hadn’t closed the door properly.

He stared round the room. As usual, it was warmcamafortable, and he was
tempted to settle down by the crackling fire, beitkmew that it would be fatal. Once
down, it would be difficult to get up, and it wassential to find a hiding place as
soon as possible.

He made his way towards the door that led to tmedaw, but then, out of the corner
of his eye, he caught sight of a large bowl oftfan the table. He rubbed his hands
together at the sight of all those oranges, apfdegierines and bananas.

‘What a bit of luck!” he breathed. His eager paWwstsout, and within seconds, the
dish was empty and his pockets were full. His efjeamed with satisfaction. Yet
another problem had been solved. At least he wagsinig to starve.

Quietly, he turned the door handle, and poked é&lhround the corner of the door,
looking first one way and then the other. Sincedihveasn’t anyone in sight and not a
sound to be heard, he slipped out, and then stoibel sfill.

To his left, the corridor ended in a gallery whmrerlooked the hall. To the right, it
led away past the bedrooms. At the far end, henegadled, there was a narrow,
winding staircase that led up to a disused attit,Tlhe realized, was his best bet. An
attic was hardly his idea of a comfortable hidebut, it was the, best that he could
hope for.

As silently as possible, he made his way alongtibad corridor, hurried up the dark,
twisting stairs, pushed open the door, and stared his new home. ‘Oh, crikey! he
squeaked, in dismay.

It had a small, dusty window which let in just eghdight for him to see what the
room was like. Judging by the dust and the mustslisihhadn’t been used for years.
There was a large old fireplace, and in the alamvene side was a cracked, yellow
sink with an ancient cold water tap. On the otlee svas a sagging iron bedstead
with an old mattress. A dusty square of carpet cavenost of the floor, and there
were a few old boxes, a worm-eaten wash-standaded other bits of rubbish
abandoned there.

‘Oh, crikey! he repeated. The attic was a refugletight, but not a very inviting one.
However, it would have to do. At least it woulddsde. He couldn’t believe that
anyone would go all the way up those stairs jusbdd at it, and so he bowled in, and



shut the door.

Although his future was far from certain, Billy Buen was not displeased with
himself. He plonked himself on the edge of theetgkbed, and began to sort out the
fruit. He was perfectly contented. After all, hgjdt food and shelter. What more
could anyone want?

CHAPTER 13
Strange Intruder

‘I'm flaked!” announced Frank Nugent.

Bob gave him a broad grin. “You look it,” he sdiou’re covered in snow.’

‘We're all covered in it,” said Harry. ‘Let’'s pacgkin.” As they made their way back
to the house, it was already beginning to get damkl, it was snowing so heavily that
the imprints made by their feet as they trottedssthe lawn were soon filled in.
Bob Cherry reached the steps ahead of the otheddrampled up to the balcony.
‘Hallo!” he said, surprised at seeing the frenchaaws open. ‘We couldn’t have
fastened the door properly —,” He broke off, a l@blastonishment on his face. Just
inside the room and standing with his back to therdvas a slight figure wearing a
thick overcoat with a peaked black cap pulled lasercis bead. ‘What the thump —
o

At the sound of Bob’s voice, the figure swung rouAdnan stared at him for just a
second, his narrow, dark eyes glittering, and thethout a moment’s hesitation, he
lowered his head and launched himself at Bob.

‘Ouch!’ cried Bob, as a hard head knocked all tresath from his body, and he
stumbled back on to the balcony, slithered, and #tipped.

The intruder staggered under the impact, but redstd himself and gripped the edge
of the balcony, glaring furiously at the sight bfde more boys coming up the steps.
Bob made a feeble effort to grasp the man’s leghlsuhand was knocked aside, and
the intruder hurtled recklessly down the stepshmgswith rough hands at Hurree so
that he slipped backwards on to Johnny, who thashed into Frank, so that all three
landed in a tangled heap in the snow. The manynsathng over them, and then sped
off into the gathering gloom.

Harry, who had lingered behind to look for a glovame across the lawn. ‘Haven't
you had enough?’ he asked in an amused tone, sdamege, Frank and Johnny
rolling around.

Johnny wriggled out from underneath Hurree and lEraiihat was all that about?’
Bob Cherry, now on his feet, leaned over the balctidid you get a look at him? He
winded me.’

‘And Johnny winded me,’ said Frank, struggling up.

Harry looked puzzled. ‘What’s been going on?’

Bob clattered down. ‘There was some bloke in yoom. As soon as he saw me, he
shot off —’

‘Went down the steps like greased lightning,” addeldnny. ‘We went down like
ninepins —’

‘He leaped over us, and whizzed off,” said Fran&rmy stared around. ‘Well, he’s got
away. There’s no point in going after him now.’

‘But who do you think it was?’ asked Frank.

Harry shrugged. ‘Search me.

‘It must have been a tramp,’” growled Johnny.

‘Or another burglar?’ suggested Hurree.



‘Not very lightly,” said Harry. ‘Lightning doesnitrike twice,” but he looked worried.
‘It was much more likely to have been a tramp dsdg said.

‘| doubt it,” said Hurree, thoughtfully. ‘Surelyteamp would be tucked up in some
nice warm barn by now.’

‘It's no good standing around here in the coldidddarry. ‘Let’s have a look inside.’
He stepped into the room and switched on the li@iiipes!” he said. ‘Look at that!’
There was snow everywhere.

Bob strode in. ‘I don’t think he’d been here mdmart a minute or two. He wasn’t
doing anything. He was standing with his back ®likalcony, looking at the door to
the corridor.’

‘He must have been here for some time,” arguedi&ranelse there wouldn’t be so
much snow in the room.’

‘But if we'd left it open when we went out, therewd have been plenty of time for
it to pile up.’

The man sprang neatly over them.

Frank turned to Harry, who was prowling round them. ‘Is anything missing?’ he
asked.

Harry shook his head. ‘I don’t think so, but yoldtter go and look in your own
rooms. If he was a tramp, | guess he’d have bden edish rather than anything else.
‘| say, Harry!” exclaimed Bob. ‘Something is misgih

‘Oh?’ Harry turned to him.

Bob pointed towards the table. ‘He must have béavisg.’

‘Oh! The fruit! It's gone!

‘Now that really is quite extraordinary,” said Hee. ‘There’s nothing left, and yet
there isn’t an apple core or a banana skin in sight

‘He must have shoved it into his pockets,’ Frank .s&/hy do that when you can
stuff them with cash and bits of silver?’ asked Bob

‘It was a tramp,’ said Johnny, obstinately.

‘Let’s go and look in our rooms like Harry saidiggested Bob. ‘Then we’ll give you
a hand to clear up.’



‘Thanks,’ said Harry, gratefully. ‘Aunt Amy’s a bshorthanded at the moment. It
won't be so bad tomorrow. John, the gardener’s Bogping to lend a hand since
there isn’t much he can do outside.’

They all shot into their rooms, and were back wtiminutes. ‘All correct,’
announced Bob. ‘Everything’s shipshape.’

There was a murmur of agreement, and Harry’s feaged. ‘Good,’ he said. ‘T'll just
nip downstairs and tell my uncle about it, butihkwe’ll have to lock that door from
now on. It's an open invitation to anyone who’s\pliag about.’

‘It really is curious,’” said Hurree. ‘Fancy going &ll that trouble to break in, and to
take nothing but fruit.’

‘Oh, well,” said Frank, ‘I only hope he enjoys it.’

He did. Up in the attic Billy Bunter enjoyed evenputhful of apple, every bite of
banana, and every slice of tangerine, but oncewseg gone he realized that he
wasn’t enjoying anything else very much. He wasonmiortable, and he was also
very cold.

He sat on the edge of the bed, hugging his cadatiyigound himself, and shivered,
feeling quite, quite miserable. It was now verykjand there was nothing but the
glimmer of snow outside, and the faint gleam oftwirstarlight.

He began to think he would freeze to death. Somgthad to be done, but what?
There were plenty of blankets in Wharton Lodge,Hmaw was he to lay his hands on
them? He had got away with the disappearance dfiuite— after all, anyone might
have helped himself to that, but the disappearahbénkets would be another kettle
of fish.

The Owl thought it over, and after a time, he begarhuckle. Suppose Wharton
walked into his bedroom and found it shipped — whatild he think? He’d think
one of his friends had done it for a lark. He'dlpably blame Cherry, but he wouldn’t
tell the Colonel about it. Bunter chuckled agairttsat the bed began to creak. Yes,
that was the answer. He’'d wreck Wharton’s bed.

He got up, and the bedsprings groaned in relieésSing that everyone would be
downstairs, he opened the attic door, and listémedtly. There was only silence.
Cautiously, he crept down the narrow stairs todélsebend of the staircase, and
poked his head round the corner. He took two mimess and peeped into the
corridor.

The bedroom doors were closed, but he thought amltaint sounds coming from
one of them, and he retreated again. There wadittkeof a door, and the rapid
clattering of heels along the corridor and downrtfen staircase.

Billy Bunter waited for another couple of minutasd then ventured down, glinting
first one way and then the other. He tiptoed towaha gallery that overlooked the
hall, and listened. There was a tinkling of a piano

‘Come on, Frank! Let's have it again!” Bob Chergics ‘That’s right, m’boys. Make
it a really rousing chorus this time.” Bunter kn#vat gruff voice. It was Colonel
Wharton speaking.

Five voices roared out a favourite Christmas c&obd J King Wenceslas looked
out,” they sang.

Billy Bunter didn’t think that he’d bother to heany more. He wasn't interested in
that good old man or anyone else, come to thathBiewas he interested in the page
and his cold feet. He only knew that he was gotngnéke sure that he didn’t get into
the same state.

He risked a glance into the hall below. The oakelang was decorated with holly
and mistletoe. There was a log fire blazing away, the Colonel was standing with



his back to it, his ruddy face beaming with pleasiis wife was sitting in a
comfortable armchair on one side of the fire, loat beating time to the music, while
Frank was at the piano with the others gatheredraltim.

Bunter felt reassured at the scene. They lookéfktlasy were in for a good long
session, and no doubt there would still be suppeoime. There should be plenty of
time for him to carry out his little plan.

He padded back along the corridor, and slippedhtgoy’s room. His little eyes
glittered as he spotted the fruit dish. The lasethe had seen it, it had been empty.
Now someone had thoughtfully filled it up again.c®mmore he shovelled its contents
into his pockets, and then he went into Harry’srbeth.

He looked around, and quickly ripped the quilt #mel blankets from the bed and put
them in a pile by the door. Next he pulled the sh&em the bed, rolled them into a
ball, and hurled then across the room.

Chuckling away, he grabbed the mattress, and fituoer the end of the bed, putting
a couple of chairs in its place. Then he flung ofenwardrobe, snatched some of
Harry’s clothes from their hangers, and tossed thesund the room. Finally, he put
Harry’s brush and comb in his shoes.

He blinked around the room, wondering if there wagthing else that he could do. A
brilliant idea came into his head, and he clamberetb the bed, half opened the
door, and balanced a pillow on top of it. When Manpened the door, it would come
crashing down on his head.

Billy Bunter tittered to himself as he took the @tlpillow for his own use. He bent
down, picked up the rest of his bedding, and pusipesh the door.

There was a thud. ‘Ug! Wug! Crikey! The Owl hadelpecaught in his own trap.
Crossly, he picked up the pillow that had thumpied, lnurled it on top of the
wardrobe, and crept off to his refuge once again.

CHAPTER 14
A Mystery

‘Goodnight, Mrs Wharton. Goodnight, Colonel Whatt@upper was over, and the
Famous Five were on their way to bed.

‘Sleep well,” said Aunt Amy.

‘It was a smashing evening,’ said Bob, and therstheurmured in agreement.
Harry lingered for a few moments after the othexd left. ‘It's good to be home,’ he
said, and the Colonel’s face beamed with pleasure.

‘Glad of that, m’boy,” he said, as Harry left thmom. Harry ran up the stairs,
wandered into his sitting room, and stood by glagn@mbers of the fire, thinking of
his uncle and aunt’s kindness, and of the welcdrag had given his friends. ‘Ah,
well,” be said to himself, ‘| guess I'd better gnlied too.’

He pushed the door of his room wide open and sitotite doorway, rooted to the
spot. ‘Oh, jeepers! he exclaimed. He could hatmlieve his eyes. His room was a
total wreck. He didn’t mind practical jokes, buistfust wasn’t funny. Someone bad
gone too far.

Harry Wharton bit his lip, and frowned. He couldega who that someone was. Bob
Cherry was known for his high spirits, but occasibnthose high spirits got out of
hand.

It couldn’t be any of the others. Frank Nugent wasthoughtful, Johnny Bull had
too much common sense, and Hurree Jamset Ram B8mgd consider it bad taste.
No, he decided, it was Bob Cherry all right.



‘Fool’ he said, as he began to straighten up dasmr. Although he was annoyed, he
decided not to kick up a fuss about it. After @hristmas was Christmas.

He wandered slowly round the room, picked up hoghes and hung them up again,
removed the chairs from the bed, and rolled baekmhttress. It was only then that he
realized that the bedding had gone. ‘Stupid clo¢!’'said crossly, and began to search
for it.

Ten minutes later, he stood in the middle of thérdbem, his hands on his hips, and a
look of exasperation on his face. He'd looked ewdrgre — in the wardrobe, in
drawers, under the bed, and in his den, and all feeind was a solitary pillow. Now
what was he going to do? It was a cold night, angvanted those blankets and that
quilt. Well, there was nothing for it but to go asek Bob.

He stomped along the corridor, and tapped on Bads. ‘Are you in bed yet?’

‘No. Come in, Harry.” Bob was standing by his diegdable, his sweater in his
hands. ‘Is anything wrong?’ he asked, noticing Mareyes flickering around the
room.

‘I wouldn’t actually say that there’s anything wigghsaid Harry, trying to sound
casual. ‘It's just that something’s not quite right

‘Oh?’

Harry changed the subject. ‘It's a bit nippy tortighn't it?’

‘Nippy? That’s putting it mildly. It's positively @rishing.’

‘That’s why | want my blankets.’

Bob looked puzzled. ‘Your what?’

‘My blankets,’ repeated Harry, patiently. ‘I've gatfeeling that I'm going to need
them — and my quilt.’

Bob ran his hands through his hair. ‘What are yo@loout, Harry?’ he asked.

‘Don’t you know?’

‘I haven’t a clue. What are you getting at?’

‘I've told you. | want my blankets back.’

‘Why come here?’

‘Because they're not on my bed. Where are they?’

‘How the dickens should | know?’ demanded Bob.dVén't got a crystal ball. It's
nothing to do with me.’

‘Isn’t it?’ said Harry drily. ‘Listen, Bob. A jokes a joke, and you've had a laugh, but |
reckon it's over now. So can | have them back,gd@a

Bob looked astonished. ‘Somebody’s snitched therthat what you're saying?’
‘That’s right. My room’s been shipped — no, it's e than that. It's been wrecked,
and practically all of the bedclothes have vanished

Bob’s face went red. ‘And you thought it was mé&nadw that | go in for practical
jokes now and again, Harry, but | know where tondtiae line. I'm a guest here. |
wouldn’t dream of doing anything like that.’

‘No?’

‘No! Bob began to sound angry. ‘I can’t think wirgu asked me here if you thought
| wouldn’t know how to behave.’

Harry’s conviction that it was Bob who’d wrecked moom began to ebb. ‘I'm — I'm
sorry, Bob. It was just that | remembered the tyoe shipped Loder’s bed, and you
made a thorough job of that.’

‘And that made you think that I'd do the same ta Yo

‘Well —

‘You haven’t got much of an opinion of me, have You

‘| realized it would only be a joke,” said Harry kwardly.



‘It doesn’t sound much like a joke.’

‘I know, but someone has —'

Bob interrupted him. ‘It wasn’t me,” he said, flatllf you say it wasn’t you, then it
wasn’t you. I'm sorry, Bob, but | simply thoughtthmaybe —’

‘Then you thought wrong. You can search the rooyotf like.’

‘Don’t be an ass, Bob. | wouldn't do that.’

‘You'll have to look elsewhere then. You don’t sasp that Tom Wells has gone off
his head and whipped them, do you?’

‘Of course he hasn't.’

‘Somebody else on the staff?’

‘No,’ said Harry.

Bob sat on his bed, and took off his shoes. ‘Sdmy,l can’t help.’

‘Okay. Goodnight, Bob.’

‘Goodnight,” said Bob, hardly bothering to lookram. Harry left the room and shut
the door, and stood in the corridor thinking faneaute or two. No one who worked
in the house would do it. It was much more likel\be one of his friends, but which
one? Bob was certainly the most likely candidateifdue had been guilty, he’d have
said so.

Harry heaved a sigh, and tapped at the next daoFErank, already wearing pyjamas,
opened the door,. he said, ‘Sorry to bother yoankrbut — well, | just wondered—'
Frank took one look at Harry’s face. ‘What's up?shel, quickly.

Harry managed a faint smile. ‘Some twit has pinctiedblankets from my bed. | take
it you're not the twit, Frank?’

‘No. Not guilty.’

‘| didn’t think you would be.’

‘Why not ask Bob?’

‘I have. He says he doesn’t know anything about it.

‘If he says he hasn't, then he hasn't.’

‘I know. Well, I'll have to ask Johnny and Hurrdmjt it doesn’t sound like them,
does it?’

Frank shook his head. ‘No.’

‘But still, I'll have to ask. | want those blanketsneed them. | can’t bother my aunt at

this time of night, and anyway, | don’t really wdrdr to know about it. Oh, well, |
guess I'll find them. Goodnight, Frank.’

‘Goodnight. Good hunting.’

As Frank shut his door, Johnny came out of therbath. ‘What’s wrong with you?’
he asked, looking at Harry’s face.

‘Somebody’s turned my room upside down and pinaghgdedclothes.’

‘Asked Bob?’

‘Yes, but be said that he didn’t do it, and neittiier Frank.’

Johnny's face went a dull red. ‘You don’t thinknids me, do you?’ he said, grimly.
‘Oh, no. | just thought I'd ask.’

‘I wouldn’t behave like that in another fellow’s ige.’

‘I know, but —’

‘So why are you asking me?’ Johnny marched intadwsn, and banged the door.
‘What's going on?’ Hurree Singh’s dark face appdamuind the corner of his door.
‘Someone’s played an idiotic joke on me. My roofnéen wrecked, and my
bedclothes are missing. Do you know anything abiptturree?’

Hurree shook his head. ‘I don’t go in for wreckimmgpms and stealing bedclothes.’
‘I know you don't.’



‘Have you asked Bob?’

Although he was fed up, Harry couldn’t help smilifpor old Bob. He seemed to be
everyone’s prime suspect. ‘He said he hadn’t angtho do with it. Never mind,
Hurree. I'll manage somehow. It'll get sorted authe morning.’

‘Would you like to share my bedclothes?’

‘No, it'll be all right.’

‘Sure?’

‘Sure. Goodnight, Hurree.’

‘Goodnight.’

Harry returned to his own room. The whole thing wamystery. Somebody had done
it. The blankets hadn’t just walked off on theirmvbut no one had come clean.
Sighing wearily, be pulled his overcoat and raindoam the wardrobe, picked up a
rug, threw them on the bed, and looked doubtfully. &le wasn’t going to have a
very comfortable night. He fancied it would be sainge before be dropped off to
sleep.

Billy Bunter had had no such problem. He was alyesidmbering in his remote attic,
warmly wrapped in Harry's bedclothes.

CHAPTER 15
Narrow Escape

When Billy Bunter woke up the next morning, thestigimmer of a grey, December
dawn was showing through the small, dusty atticdam. As he sat up and rubbed his
eyes, the old iron bedstead creaked under his weigh

He seldom woke as early as this, but his stomaigdas a kind of watchdog, and
although he had been soundly asleep, it had souhéemlarm. It was empty, and so
he woke up, immediately aware of the aching voie wés ravenous. It was true that
he had had the fruit, but that had soon disappearetiall that was left was a mound
of peel, banana skins, and apple cores.

‘Oh, crumbs!” he groaned, as he rolled off the bed.

He was an unattractive sight by now. He had skepis clothes, his hair stuck up in
the air, and his face was dirty and sticky, butne¥wée had known, he wouldn’'t have
cared. There was something much more importantttreway he looked, and that
was breakfast. Food was essential, washing wasdedtad to do something about it,
and he had to do it soon.

As silently as possible, he opened the attic dadreered down the dim, shadowy
stairs. Although he hadn’t the slightest idea eftime, he was fairly certain that it
was early. With any luck, no one would be aboutdHe able to forage around and
pick up supplies for the day.

He followed his usual routine going down the staarsd once he saw that the coast
was clear, he padded along the shadowy, silenidoorio Harry’s sitting room. He
directed his gaze towards the table.

‘Beasts!” he hissed. The fruit dish was just the/weat he had left it — empty.
Crossly, he closed the door again and tiptoed alortige gallery overlooking the hall.
He put both hands on the ledge, leaned over, agtbdown. It was empty. Taking
his courage in both hands, he made his way dowastt#es. If anyone came along,
he’d have no chance of escape. He'd be caught -ghtaund returned to Bunter
Villa!

His heart was pounding by the time he reached ¢tern of the staircase, and it
pounded even more as he made his way across tiotingéhat led to the kitchen. By



now, in spite of his fear, his eyes were gleam&wpn his hands would be busy,
doing the work they liked best — transferring fdomm one container into another.
He leaned against the kitchen door, his fat eaassd for the slightest sound, and
then his face paled. He could hear footsteps owtiiner side of the

door.

He let out a groan, and his stomach rumbled in sghyp What could he do? The
kitchen was barred to him. He blinked around, dshta fat grin spread across his
face. The dining room! There always used to begeldox of biscuits kept in the
heavy old sideboard. Mrs Wharton probably stilltkepe there. A couple of pounds
of biscuits would be better than nothing.

He slipped across the hall, and softly slid inglteeroom. It was dark in there, with
blinds pulled down over the three tall windows. lieg the door open so that light
from the hall filtered in, he crept swiftly to tiseleboard, and looked inside.

A grin spread across his fat face. There, justeasad hoped, was a large box of
biscuits. Within seconds, he was munching and dmmgg and as he munched and
crunched, he crammed handfuls of biscuits intgbiskets, dropping some on to the
floor in his eagerness to get his fat paws on theetiitle later, he dipped into the tin
again, and a look of surprise spread across hés fwe box was empty.

He was just about to leave the room, when he robtice biscuits on the floor. As he
bent down to pick them up, the dining room door washed wide open, and a short,
erect figure came in. Bunter goggled. It was TonlI8Ve

Had the fat Owl been upright, Tom Wells would haeen him in spite of the
dimness, but he was safely concealed by the dimoiagn table. Wells marched across
to the window, fiddled with a blind, and it shot, g that wintery light streamed in.
‘Oh, choc drops!’ said Bunter to himself. He waggoing to be concealed for long.
As Wells moved on to the second window, the Owpton his hands and knees
towards the door, but he was slow off the mark laattadn’t reached it by the time
the second blind swished up.

As Wells made his way to the third blind, Buntem#l outside, but at the same time
there was a sudden swish, and the Owl’s heart $eWkells came straight out into
the hall, he’d be seen. There was nowhere to kit he couldn’t hope to get up the
stairs in time.

There was a grunt from inside the dining room. ‘Wdr& all those crumbs doing on
the floor?’ There was another grunt. ‘The box igpghCleaned out! It's that John,
that's who it is. I'll speak to him. It's not thedt time, but it had better be that last.
I'll — There was a clatter as the box was pickex and the sideboard door was
opened. It was now or never. The fat Owl sped adtws hall, and shot up the stairs.
‘John? Is that you?’

The Owl rushed along the upstairs corridor, heattiegrapid footsteps of Wells
crossing the hall towards the stairs. He knew hieatouldn’t possibly reach his attic
in time, and so he darted into Harry’s den, hopireg he was not yet awake, and
stood by the door, gulping for breath.

‘Where are you, John?’ Wells had reached the tapebtairs, and was making his
way down the corridor.

Bunter blinked around the room, looking for a gdwding place. There was a large,
heavy settee in one corner of the room, and Butteld see that he might be able to
squeeze into the space behind it. He hurried a¢thesoom, pitched himself over the
top, and collapsed breathlessly into the corner.

He was only just in time. The door opened, andoaltfn the Owl couldn’t see him, he
knew that Tom Wells was inspecting the room. Thess a snort, and the door was



closed again. He let out a great, fat sigh of feAdthough he’d have to stay where he
was for the time being, at least he was safe.

‘Tee, hee, hee! he tittered. ‘Fooled him, theysdks!” The thought that John was
being blamed for the disappearance of the bisdidist even enter his head, and
even if it had, it wouldn’t have bothered him. Hglot away. That was the only thing
that counted.

He went on tittering as he dipped his hand in biskpt, and brought out some
biscuits. He was still in danger, and he shouldeHaeen worried, but there was
comfort in food and so, as he chewed, his carppedli away.

It was some time later that he pricked up his éBesast!” he mumbled. Up till then,
the silence had been broken only by the sound @inging, but now he heard a noise
coming from Harry's bedroom. Was that beast gettip@ He listened, his ears
flapping, but there was silence again.

It was time to make his way back to his attic. igtboth hands on the back of the
settee, the Owl levered himself up, but he ducl@eindagain as he saw the door
handle turning.

Light footsteps crossed the room, and Bunter sqdifrtom beneath the settee and
caught a glimpse of a young boy carrying a baskktgs and a bucket. He scraped
away at the grate and cleaned it out, crumpledewgspaper, laid wood on top of it,
and then he lit the fire. He stood watching itdaminute or two, and then, satisfied
that it was properly alight, he piled the resthd# togs in the fireplace, and left the
room.

At last the coast was clear. Once more he putahisdws on the back of the settee,
and once more he sank back again. This time ithgaause there were voices
outside.

‘What have you been doing, John?’ It was a womaaking.

‘Been lighting the fire, Alice.’

‘I don’t mean that, stupid. | mean what have yoarbap to? Mr Wells is after your
blood.’

‘What for? | haven’'t done anything.’

‘Oh, no? What did you do in the dining room?’

‘The dining room? What about it? | haven’t beenwalngre near it.’

‘You were last night.’

‘I only made the fire up.” John sounded fed upm‘sick of working inside. | wish |
could get out into the garden.’

‘You ought to be grateful to the Colonel for findigou something to do.’

‘That’'s what everyone keeps saying.’ John didnitrebvery grateful. ‘Anyway, what
does Mr Wells think | was doing in the dining rodm?

‘It's the biscuits. That box in the sideboard ispeya

‘Well, I don’t know anything about it,” cried Johindignantly. ‘He’s just picked on
me because | did help myself once, but | owned i was asked, and promised |
wouldn’t do it again, and | haven’t. Even if | hddyouldn’t be daft enough to scoff
the lot, would 1?’

Alice’s voice was suspicious. ‘Well, | don't knovea@ut that, John.’

‘Well, I do,” said John, and he clattered off dotke stairs. Any faint hope that
Bunter might have had that escape was in sightsivagered as Alice entered Harry’s
den. She had brought the vacuum cleaner, a dusiesane polish, and she set about
her work. Billy Bunter bit his lip as he heard swund of furniture being moved.
Would she or wouldn’t she move the settee? Shéetditiwas very heavy, and she
had a great deal to get through that morning, anshe simply plumped up the



cushions, and left the room.

Billy Bunter breathed again. His fat, round facea@nce more above the back of the
settee, and then it disappeared from view as hghtdlne sound of activity coming
from the next room. Harry Wharton really was oniti@ve this time. The fat Owl
crouched back in his corner. It was a tight fit &sedwas feeling cramped, but he
huddled down again, dismally aware of the fact tleatvas stuck. Now he would
have to wait until the Famous Five went down takfast.

There was activity in the corridor. Doors were Igeopened and shut, and there was a
faint murmur of voices. The fat Owl scowled. Whytan't they be sensible and stay
in bed for half the morning as he would have dade3hook his head. He really
didn’t understand them.

CHAPTER 16
A View from the Corner

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! exclaimed Bob, as he enteigdrry’s den.

The communicating door opened. ‘Hi, bob,” said arr

‘Take a pew. I've asked the others to drop in betbey go downstairs.’

Bunter gave a long, inward sigh. The others! Tloald mean that he’d be stuck in
the room for ages while they gabbled away. He weltt as they walked across the
room towards the settee. There was a creak ofpifiegs as Bob flung himself down
on it. The Owl shuddered. Suppose that beast tdatoi his head to look over the
back! He almost groaned aloud at the thought obtiwing he’'d receive.

‘Morning!” said Frank cheerfully, as he came intwkiurree, closely followed by
Johnny.

‘Sorry to drag you in here before breakfast,” bebanry. ‘What did you want to see
us for?” asked Frank. ‘It wasn'’t to discuss the theg was it?’

‘No,’ said Harry, sounding awkward. ‘It wasn’t.- it was about the mess in my
bedroom last night.’

Billy Bunter settled down to listen with intereatfat grin on his face.

‘Did you find your bedclothes?’ Frank asked

Harry shook his head. ‘No. | looked everywhere taght, and I've had another
search this morning. They've gone — vanished. Mkiizat it was only meant as a
practical joke, but —’

‘Some joke!” grunted Johnny Bull, and he directetbad stare at Bob. ‘I can only
think of one person in this house who'd do someflais daft as that.’

Bob jumped up, his face flushed. ‘So can I'" hewdld. ‘I can think of someone who
comes from Yorkshire, someone who’s a stubborn—’

‘Look here, you southern squit —

‘You watch what you're saying, Bull,” said Bob, fously, ‘or I'll show you what a
southerner can do to a northern twit!’

‘Hold on!" exclaimed Harry. ‘We’re not going to gahywhere if we spend all day
blaming each other. Listen, Johnny. Bob’s alreadly me that he doesn’t know
anything about it, and as far as I'm concerned;ghhat.’

‘Then who else could have done it?’ Johnny demanded

‘I haven’t a clue.’

‘It's beyond me,’ said Frank. ‘After all, if it wa& one of us, who else could it be.’
Billy Bunter, huddled up in his corner, smirked.'tHesally put the cat among the
pigeons this time.

‘It's beyond me too,” agreed Harry. ‘It just haslte someone in the house, but none



of the staff would have done it. Anyway, the paogtl don’t want my uncle and aunt
to know. They’d think —’

‘That one of us has got rotten bad manners,” seadk

‘Exactly.’

‘I guess you’re right, Harry,” muttered Bob. ‘Leastid, soonest mended, | suppose.’
‘Of course we shan’t mention it,” said Hurree, ‘tat will Alice think when she
makes your bed?’

‘Nothing. I've thought it out. | shall tell her weeed the bedclothes for a charade or
something, and ask her to find me some more il her that we're putting on a
show for my uncle and aunt, and that it's a sestet,won't breathe a word. The other
stuff will turn up later on, | suppose, and she lbang it back into the cupboard.’ He
sighed. ‘I don't like lying, but | don’t want thi® get out.’

‘Of course not,” said Hurree.

‘I don’t want anyone thinking —’

‘That it was one of us,” Johnny repeated.

As Bob’s flush deepened, Harry said quickly, ‘Ttsat't what | was going to say,
Johnny.’

‘Perhaps not, but it's what | meant. | supposejis possible that there’s a practical
joker hiding in the house, but it doesn’t seem \isly, does it'?’

‘Not really,” admitted Harry, reluctantly.

‘There you are then. If it isn’t anyone else, tlitemas to be one of us,” and he gave
Bob Cherry another hard stare.

Bob glared back. ‘Okay, Bull. Then it's one of Mgho are you pointing the finger
at?’

‘Why ask me?’ growled Johnny. “You ought to knoBob strode across to him. ‘Are
you saying that you don't believe me?’

Johnny folded his arms. ‘I know you, Bob Cherry.uffe a practical jokers and
you’re always pulling people’s legs. You might jbst having us on.’

‘You stupid clot!" yelled Bob, shaking his fist ahnny. ‘I'm not pulling anyone’s
leg over this, but if you keep on like this, I'll 4 — I'll pull your hooter?

‘Just you try!’

Frank got between them. ‘Take it easy,” he saithc&we know it wasn't one of us
‘But Johnny said —’

‘Use your loaf, Cherry? grunted Johnny. ‘It's gt be someone, hasn’t it? Who's the
most likely candidate? Who's the practical jokethis crowd? Who —?’

‘I'll punch your stupid head in!" shouted Bob.

‘A fat lot of good that would do. Why don’t you cenclean? If you've hidden the
blankets, why not come out into the open and s&y so

As Bob launched himself at Johnny, Harry caughhis. ‘Pack that in, Bob. It
won’t do any good.’

Bob breathed hard. ‘All right, Harry. I'm sorrydiforgotten where | was. Mind you,
if we were back in Greyfriars, I'd give him a hanmng. But | want to get something
clear. | don’t care what he thinks, but | do cdrewd you. If you suspect me, out with
it. I'll pack my bags and —’

‘You're just being a stupid clot!” said Harry. ‘levalready told you that | believe you.
So does Johnny,” and he turned and stared at JptHarigig him to say anything else.
As he remained silent, Harry went on, ‘It's a mygiand that’s all there is to it. Let’s
forget it.’

‘| couldn’t agree more.” Frank got to his feet. tisehave a run before breakfast. |



reckon we all need some fresh air.’

‘Right. That’s settled then.” Harry unlocked theoddo the balcony, led them out, and
then relocked it.

As soon as he heard that welcome sound, Billy Buzased himself from his
cramped position, and chuckled aloud. ‘Tee, hee! he

He was delighted with the way that things had gdieeone had guessed that it was
he who had whipped the blankets. He rubbed hisgatls together, a broad grin on
his face. The Bunter horizon seemed much brighterstill hadn’t the slightest idea
of how and when to reveal himself, but he was coread that when he did, it would
all be all right.

All he had to do was to reach his attic in safetg.could hear Alice still at work in
the bedrooms, but at last he heard her going dawasiHe waited for another couple
of minutes, massaging his fat, little legs, anathe clambered over the back of the
settee. He reached the door just as the handlekegarn.

CHAPTER 17
Mystery of a Cake

The fat Owl shook. There was no time to reach hisg place — there wasn't even
time to think. Instinctively, he backed behind thaor, barely repressing an indignant
squeak as it bumped against the tip of his fat.nose

Quick, light footsteps crossed the room. Sometlaiag placed on the table, the
footsteps returned, the door was closed, and whoewas went away down the
corridor.

‘Oh!" squeaked Bunter. It had been another narrsgape. He wiped his hand across
his brow leaving yet another smudge on his grintgfade crept out, and blinked
towards the table. ‘Oh!" He gave a fat smile.

He could hardly believe his luck. There was a largiee standing on a plate. He still
had a few biscuits in his pocket, but what weretuits compared to this magnificent
offering? There it stood, dark brown and covereduts and cherries, and smelling
absolutely delicious. Harry’s Aunt Amy understoamys. She knew that they had
hearty appetites, and so she had sent it upstaieddvenses later on, and that, Bunter
decided, was what it would be used for — his vexy @levenses.

Eyes gleaming, he rolled across to the table. Hietlae cake would vanish together,
and if it was missed, well that would be anothitlelimystery for the Famous Five to
puzzle over.

He grabbed the cake, tucked it under his arm, ghddmss to the door once more,
and listened carefully. There wasn’'t a sound. @asty, he opened the door a crack,
and peered out.

There was the familiar voice of Tom Wells. ‘John!’

‘Yes, Mr Wells.” John sounded as if he was on hég/\downstairs.

‘Have you put that cake in the sitting room yet?’

‘Yes, just a second ago.’

‘Good.’

‘Nosey parker! hissed Bunter. Why couldn’t theyt ga with their work and stop
prowling all over the house? His heart sank ahézed that Tom Wells was coming
along the corridor. Billy Bunter didn’t know whaté&Ns wanted, but he wasn’t going
to wait and find out. He shot into Harry’s bedroand closed the door, listening
anxiously. A few seconds later, Tom Wells walkeib ithe den.

‘Huh?’



‘Oh, crikey! thought Bunter. He could guess whanhTWells was grunting for. He’d
come to make sure that John had put the cake dalthee and he’d found out that it
was missing.

The fat Owl bent down and peeped through the keylWlells, his hands on his hips,
was standing by the table. It was clear that heweag angry. He'd already suspected
the boy of taking the biscuits, and now there wiaarsign of the cake.

‘Young blighter!” rumbled Wells. ‘Well, he’s had tihis time. He's gone too far. He’s
been helping himself again.

He grabbed the cake . . .

Well, now he’ll have to pay for it. It'll be the slafor him. We’'ll see what the
Colonel has to say about it. He won't stand fofgpihg.’ Still rumbling, he stalked
out of the room.

‘Bubble and squeak!” Billy Bunter was dismayed. lté&l no scruples about helping
himself to other people’s grub. Cakes, triflesjtfrchocolates, meringues, and even
dolly mixture were all grist to the Bunter mill, $m speak, but now he felt a twinge of
conscience. Cake or no cake, he just couldn’tdehbe fired.

He held it out at arm’s length, and looked lovingtyit. It was a perfect cake, the best
cake be had seen in a long, long while, and heddeandly bring himself to part with
it. Sadly, he gave it one last glance, opened tize dnd slipped silently into the
living room, and replaced it on the plate. It wastjabout the most heroic thing that
he had ever done in his life.

He backed into the bedroom, his eyes still fixedt@s if to carry its picture in his
mind for ever, and then he quietly closed the db@remained listening, one fat ear
pressed to the keyhole, awaiting the return of ¥eéle hadn’t very long to wait.
There were voices in the corridor.

‘This is a nasty business. Are you sure it isnéréd?’ asked Colonel Wharton.
‘Certain,” said Tom Wells.

‘But | left it there, Colonel Wharton. Honest | didlthough John’s voice was
indignant, he sounded as if he was fairly close&os.

‘Then you have nothing to worry about, my boy,’dstie Colonel. ‘If you put it on
the table, then it will still be there.’

Billy Bunter put his eye to the keyhole. The Colosteode into the room while John
hovered in the doorway. There was an exclamatiam {€olonel Wharton. ‘Good



gad! You said it wasn't here, Tom!

‘That’s right.” Tom stepped into the room, gaspaag came to a halt, a look of utter
surprise on his face. ‘But — but — ' His eyes wbtdging as he pointed wordlessly
at the cake.

‘It's the same one, isn’t it?’ asked the Colon8lut —'

He grabbed the cake . .. ‘Well, is it or isn’t it?

‘Yes, but — | can’t understand it. It wasn’t her&now it wasn’t.’

‘It must have been,’ said Colonel Wharton, sharply.

Tom scratched his head. ‘I don’'t understand it,she&l again, a puzzled look on his
face.

John looked relieved. ‘I told you so,” he saiditéel note of triumph in his voice.
Colonel Wharton turned to the boy. ‘It seems thatWells made a mistake, lad,” he
said.

‘I'm sorry, John,” muttered Wells.

‘Cut along and get on with your work, John.” Aslag the room, the Colonel said,
‘Well, there you are, Tom. I'm inclined to thinkatyou’'d already made up your
mind that he would be after it, and so you merddyiged in.’

Wells followed the Colonel out of the room, butfa door he turned round once
more, stared at the cake, and shook his headhelds

Billy Bunter let out a snigger. He waited for oryfew minutes and then, since it did
seem safe at last, he tiptoed into the sitting rgmiked up the cake, and cautiously
opened the door. The coast was clear. He scuttbed she corridor, and hurried
upstairs with his trophy.

This was a prize that he felt he really deservezlhbid been prepared to make the
supreme sacrifice, and now his virtue had beenngada John was in the clear, and
the Famous Five would never know what they had ediss

It was fortunate that no one ever went near théyddssused attic. If they had, they
would have been puzzled by the unexpected sourmdsgdrom it. First they would
have heard loud munching noises, and then a lomgrdmble, interrupted
occasionally by spasmodic snorts as the fat Owhfodably wrapped in Harry’s
blankets and quilt, caught up with his beauty sleep

CHAPTER 18
A Rift Among Friends

Harry Wharton, standing in the porch of Wharton gedturned round. ‘Come on,
Bob,’ he said cheerfully, but Bob, who was stidrafling inside the hall, didn’t move.
‘Shuffle the old feet.’

‘Oh, all right,” replied Bob Cherry, and sloucheatside. Bob was usually beaming
and full of high spirits, but his face was gloorhgt afternoon.

Frank whispered to Harry, ‘Our Bob’s lost his boanc

‘I know. | expect he’ll cheer up later.’

Hurree Singh looked rather concerned as Bob reitlgtpined them, but Johnny

Bull only gave a faint grunt as they set off dowe trive.

They were on their way to Wimford to see the Iqgahtomime, but judging by the
expression on Bob’s face, the antics of Widow Twenkad lost their appeal.

They all knew what the matter was. Bob was stitidaling over the wrecking of
Harry's room last night. He had been hurt becauseyene had assumed that he had
been guilty, and although he knew that Hurree, lceard Harry now believed him, he
also knew that Johnny did not, and it rankled.



Normally, they would have raced down the drive, thig time they trudged along.
They reached the gates of Wharton Lodge in silesnog turned into the main road.
Several times Harry tried to start a conversatiingach time it petered out. Bob’s
gloom was catching. Johnny glanced more than anB®b’s direction as if he would
like to speak, but the grim look on Bob’s face pumh off. However, as the lights of
Wimford glimmered through the early December dimeksaid at last, ‘Look here,
Bob,” but Bob just walked a little faster. ‘Bobpldnny began again, but still there
was no response. Johnny caught him up. ‘I'm trgmgpeak to you, Bob Cherry.’
‘Don’t bother.’

Frank trotted after him. ‘I must say I'm lookingrieard to the panto,’ he said, eager
to prevent a row. ‘I wonder how they managed toagetofessional company to come
to Wimford. They've always had an amateur showaupdw, haven't they?’

Bob and Johnny ignored him. Johnny turned to BDbn’t be such a stupid clot,
Bob. What's the good of sulking like this?’

Bob’s face reddened. ‘Who’s sulking?’ he snapped.

‘You are, nitwit,” said Johnny Bull. *You’ve hardlyaid a word all day. | know that
Colonel Wharton didn’t say anything about it, batkmew that something was up.
Why don’t you give it a rest. It's no good walkiagound with a chip on your
shoulder.’

‘No?’

‘No. | know what you're thinking, Bob. Look what pgened last night. So you went
a bit too far — so what? It's over. Finished. Fangé

Bob shot an angry look at him. ‘I couldn’t have gdno far since | didn’t do
anything.’

Johnny gave an exasperated snort. ‘What’s the pbidénying it? If you didn’t, who
did?’

Bob flashed a suspicious glance at him. ‘What alyou®”’

‘Me?’ Johnny’s face went red.

‘That's right. You. It's funny the way you're so &e to put the blame on me. Maybe
you know more about it than you’ve let on.’

‘You — you,’ spluttered Johnny, almost speechlegh vage. ‘You rotten, suspicious
Harry Wharton hurried up, and elbowed his way betwtéhem. ‘Shut up, both of
you,” he said, quickly. ‘Drop it. There’s no pointdragging it up again.’

Johnny Bull, breathing hard, threw a furious glaatBob and marched on ahead.
Harry gripped Bob’s elbow. ‘Press on, old man.’

Bob shook off his hand and scraped the toe oftiog #n the snow. ‘I'm not coming

‘What?’

‘You heard, Harry. I'm not coming with you. You lokear off and leave me alone.
I've had enough of Johnny. I'll smack his headlifalve to listen to him.’

Hurree sighed. ‘But perhaps we can arrange thiodea you won't have to listen to
him. You can sit at one end of the row and he daat he other.’

‘It wouldn’t make any difference. He’s made up hisd that I've wrecked Harry’s
room, and nothing will shake him. No, I'm goingkeep out of his way. I'll lose my
temper and thump him if he looks at me like thatiagl’ll go for a walk instead. You
go on and —’

‘But Bob —' began Harry.

‘It's no good,’ said Bob, firmly. ‘I don’t want thave a row with him while we're
staying in your uncle’s house, so the best thirg kitan do is to push off on my



own.’

‘Oh, jimmy" groaned Harry. ‘Can’t you get it intgour thick head that | don’t even
care who did it?’

Bob nodded. ‘I know you don’t, but it matters to.mBob, let's screw the lid on the
can, and forget all about it.” ‘Johnny won't let fogget,” Bob said, stubbornly.
‘You're being as pig-headed as he is,” Frank pairdet. ‘Too bad.” Bob swung
round. ‘I hope you enjoy the show,’ he said.

Hurree, Frank and Harry watched him marching rdsbtlaway.

‘What a rotten show,’ said Harry.

‘Let’s hope that it won’t be,” said Hurree, a iEtsmile on his lips. ‘We should push
on, chaps. It is clear that our friend has madhigpnind.’

As they walked on, Frank said, ‘They’re just a deugf blockheads. Johnny’s really
got Bob’s back up.’

‘I know,” agreed Harry. ‘When Johnny’s got an idedis head, nothing will shift it
— not even an earthquake. He has to be proved wimhg

‘And there is no way of proving him wrong, is therasked Hurree.

‘I can’t think of one,’ said Harry. ‘It’s just a nsyery. | only hope that they both come
back in a better mood this evening. It'll ruin thaliday if they don't.

Frank glanced at his watch and broke into a tiomeé’s getting on,” he said. ‘We’ll
be late.’

Johnny Bull, still stalking ahead, stopped as redhéhe sound of running footsteps.
‘Where’s that fathead Cherry?’ he asked.

‘He’s gone off for a walk,” said Harry, shortly.Rkany grunted. ‘Best thing,” he said.
‘I'd have thumped him if I'd had to put up with anyore of those suspicious looks.
Why he can’t admit —’

‘Dry up, Johnny,” said Frank, sharply.

They entered the theatre in silence and found filages, miserably aware of the
empty seat at the end of the row.

CHAPTER 19
A Brief Encounter

Billy Bunter had spent the morning and most ofafternoon happily tucked up in his
dusty attic. Most people would have been a bit eieg®d at being cooped up, but it
hadn’t bothered him at all.

The fat Owl was not without his resources, anddwk fut one of them to good use for
most of the day. He was such a master of the afeeping that he made Rip van
Winkle look like an amateur. He had wrapped himspland closed his eyes, and
then he had snored and grunted his way throughdfterhour. Had it not been for
his personal alarm clock, he would probably havweegon sleeping.

However, his stomach had rung the warning bell,ssmte was huddled in his bed
with the quilt wrapped around his shoulders, busdsing the crumbs in his pockets.
Unfortunately, they didn’t last very long, and sodat there, his eyes fixed on the
window, trying to guess the time. It wasn’t theuadthour of the day that interested
him — it was whether it was time for lunch or teadmner that was important.
Suddenly, his ears twitched, and he turned his agg®usly from the window to the
door. He was sure that he had heard a very fantstep, so faint that it might just
have been the creaking of the stairs.

Fearfully, he sat still. The stairs creaked agand his eyes goggled. There was no
doubt about it. Someone was ascending those wiradtitgstairs, someone with a



very light tread. Bunter was too terrified to wonedy the visitor was moving so
stealthily. He only knew that discovery would be a

disaster.

There was a moment of silence, and cautiously &¥iliGeorge slipped from the iron
bedstead, tiptoed towards the door, and listeneddrs strained for the slightest
sound. He was positive that no one had the sligidea that he was in the house, so
it was bad luck that someone had decided to

investigate the attic.

He blinked anxiously around, wondering where hdatbide, but the bed was too
low for him to wriggle under it, and there was n@mhelse. He was also dimly aware
that even if he had been able to conceal himgedfgtwas plenty of evidence pointing
to his occupation of the attic — the crumpled betta@s, the mound of apple cores,
banana skins, and orange peel, as well as crumivstfre cake and biscuits. ‘Oh lor’!
Oh, lardy cake! he groaned.

The footsteps had almost reached the top of thes £t now, but as they did so,
Bunter’s expression changed from fear to deterngnaand his little eyes flashed.
Well, if he was discovered, and it looked as ifAwuld be, he would be rooted and
booted out, but he wasn’t going without doing adbibooting himself, so to speak.
He grabbed his pillow, stepped back to the sidd®fdoor again, and held it above
his head. It was his only chance. If he could takevisitor by surprise and thump
him hard enough, he might be able to hurtle dovaselstairs and find some other
refuge before being recognized.

The soft step was outside the door by now. Billyn&u's eyes were riveted on the
door handle. As it turned, he held his breath. &lvesis a gentle nudge at the door,
and it swung open.

Dim though it was, the Owl could make out the dliginall figure of a man as he
stepped in. His cap was pulled low over his heatiparrow rat-like eyes gleamed
beneath it. Billy Bunter didn’t bother to wonder vhe was and why he was there.
He only knew that the man represented danger, gedahat had to be eliminated. He
put everything he’d got into the blow he hurledtet stranger. There was a
tremendous thump as the pillow landed right ondbine man’s head. The stranger
rocked backwards and forwards, and his legs beghandkle.

‘Agh! Strike me pink!" he yelped as he slipped, @hen he skidded backwards on to
the little landing.

‘Oh, crikey! cried Bunter. He had intended to dedgvay down the stairs, but the
rat-faced man was in the way, blocking his escapéer

The man scrambled to his hands and knees, shaldiigead, a dazed expression on
his face, and then he staggered up and darted ttanastairs and into the corridor.
Billy Bunter was astonished. The man had gone! lde alone again.

‘Ginger nuts!” he exclaimed as he stood in the rpthra pillow still clutched in his fat
paws. It had all happened so quickly that he almastdered whether he had
imagined it. The whole incident was quite extranady. He turned the matter over in
his head. What on earth did it mean? What coulieiain? And then, very slowly,
light began to dawn. The man was an outsider. Henething to do with Wharton
Lodge at all.

‘Ahal’ he said to himself. ‘So that was why he weasaring a cap and a coat.” After
all, no one else would be wearing them indoorswdader he had taken to his heels
and raced off after that surprise attack. Quitartjehe had been as alarmed as the fat
Owl himself.

Billy Bunter’s sluggish brain began to turn ovditte more quickly. He was



probably a thief, someone who had slipped in aogvj@d around, hoping to pick up
a few trifles before sneaking out again. The Ovdisface went pale. He'd tangled
with a villain, and swiped him with Harry’s pillowslis knees knocked, and his
hands shook. Suppose he returned to take his revVBegds of perspiration broke out
on his brow. He might come back!

He sank back on to the bed in despair, but theailedisappeared as he found himself
sitting on an old apple that he had unaccountabtylooked. He sat chewing, and as
he chewed, his optimism returned. The thief had@loty been just as frightened of
him. After all, he couldn’t have known that the Qviinself was an intruder. He
would have thought that he was a guest, and hedAaue expected him to raise the
alarm. He would have put as much distance betwaeseff and Wharton Lodge as
he could.

No, Bunter decided. He was safe. He was still gggtaure in his hideout. There was
no need to panic, and so the Owl munched on.

CHAPTER 20
An Old Acquaintance

At the very moment that Billy Bunter was listenitagthe tread of quiet footsteps
approaching the attic door, Bob Cherry was comurgss the lawn towards the fight
of steps that led up to Harry’s quarters, a distgednook on his face.

As he had said he would, he had been for a lomgpyéut as the light had faded, he
had made his way back to Wharton Lodge. He wddestling depressed. The last
thing that he wanted to do was to cast a shadowtbeeChristmas festivities, and he
certainly didn’t want Colonel or Mrs Wharton to past that anything was wrong, but
he was still upset.

And so he gave a loud sigh as he climbed the staps to the balcony. By going in
that way, no one else in the house need know hlegbarty had split up and that he’'d
gone off on his own. Once inside, he could setrdwith a book and only put in an
appearance when the others came back from thermpané

He was about to push the door open when he remechbigey had decided to keep it
locked. ‘Bother!” he said and stood there, a glwpression on his face. He'd either
have to hang around in the cold until the resheffamous Five came home or he
would have to ring the door bell, and then theydifout that he’d mooched off on
his own. Bother that rotten old tramp or whoevavas who had got in the other day!
Annoyed, he kicked the door. There was a slighdlgrand it swung open. ‘Oh, my
Sunday titfer!”” exclaimed Bob, surprised that idhd been locked. Well, it was a
stroke of luck for him.

The room was dim, with only the embers of the liog §lowing faintly in the
fireplace, lights and shadows dancing on the va|8ttle tongues of flame flickered
up and down. Bob fumbled for the light switch, skid it on, and then threw his
anorak and gloves on the settee. He strolled avere fire, picked up the poker, and
stirred it into life before throwing on a few logdoon there was a bright and cheerful
blaze.

He stood in front of it, thinking about Johnny, ghdn he gave himself a shake. It
was no good brooding. Resolutely, he put his trewlit of his mind, Wandered
across to the bookcase in the corner of the roochyan his eyes over the titles. Just
as he had picked up a thick novel, he heard a namkthen the sound of racing
footsteps. Someone was coming along the corridarfait old lick. Startled, he
looked up.



‘What the thump!’ he said to himself. The door Vilasg open, and a small man
wearing an Overcoat and a cap ran into the roorbh!sBayes nearly popped out of his
head. He knew that slight figure. He was the man tdd broken in the previous day.
The man didn’t spot Bob. He checked his headlogdtfl blinked as if surprised by
the light in the room, and made for the french weivd. It was so unexpected that Bob
didn’t have a chance of tackling him, but he hutleel heavy book, and it landed with
a thud on the side of the man’s head. He gruntadgered, and slid to the ground.
Bob pounced, grabbing the slight figure and pinriimg down.

‘Help!” he bellowed at the top of his voice. Help!

The rat-faced man turned on him like a trapped ahitwisting and turning violently,
trying to break free. Small though he was, he wiamg and wiry, and as slippery as
an eel. He struggled savagely, using every ountesdatrength as Bob clung on.
‘Help! Colonel Wharton! Wells! Bob heard people pding along the corridor.
‘What's going on?’ called Colonel Wharton.

‘Quick! I've got him!" roared Bob.

The door was thrown open, and Colonel Wharton ajgpeia the doorway, with Tom
Wells and John at his heels. The man made ondédagerate effort. He kicked hard,
and as Bob’s grip loosened, he tore himself frewds on his feet in a flash, facing
the Colonel.

There was a cry from Tom Wells. ‘It's him again!’

Colonel Wharton stared, his bushy eyebrows rai¥em — you villain!” he cried,
astonished.

As they stood there, the man saw his chance aed tagvards the balcony.

Tll — I'll — You wait till I get my hands on you? shouted the Colonel, as he rushed
after him.

Bob struggled up, breathless from his struggle. owéghe?’

Tom and John charged after the Colonel. ‘It's thegtar!” Tom said.

‘Golly"” Bob pulled himself together, and scramblegl, and then he too raced out. He
skidded to a halt at the foot of the steps. It s@slark by now that he could see
nothing but the glimmer of the snow. There wassthiend of heavy breathing, and
then Colonel Wharton, Wells and John appeared.

‘He got away then?’ asked Bob.

Colonel Wharton frowned. ‘Yes,’ he said, shortlgdded the way back into Harry’s
sitting room.

‘Was he really the chap who stole your Tintoretto?’

‘No doubt about it,” said the Colonel, gruffly.

‘It was him, all right,” said Tom Wells. ‘I'd knokim anywhere.’

Colonel Wharton stroked his moustache. ‘And tokhire had him within our grasp!
he said, ruefully. “The effrontery of the man! Haishhave picked the lock of this
door. I'll have to get a bolt fixed.’

‘I must say he’s got plenty of nerve, coming bakk khis,’” said Bob.

‘I wonder what he came for?’ said the Colonel. Weltter ring the police straight
away. The rest of you have a look round, will y&€2 if anything’s missing.’

‘He’s a right villain!” Tom Wells said over and avagain to Bob as they searched.

It was some time before Colonel Wharton return&tlere’s nothing missing
downstairs,” he said. ‘What about up here?’

‘No,” said Tom Wells, positively. ‘It's all here.dhing’'s been disturbed.’

‘Perhaps he’d only just got here,” suggested Bob.

‘Well, what happened, m’boy?’

‘I don’t know,” confessed Bob, ‘All | heard was aise in the corridor, and then he



shot in here like a bullet from a gun.’

‘He couldn’t have been here for long since nothéngissing. | suppose something
disturbed him. Now, what could it be?’ The Colonhghed to Tom Wells. ‘Where
were you?’

‘I was in the kitchen with cook.’

‘And you, John?’

‘I was helping Mr Wells with the silver.’

‘That'’s right,” agreed Tom. ‘He was under my eyb®hthe time. Alice wasn't in.
It's her afternoon off.’

Puzzled, the Colonel shook his head. ‘It's quittaordinary. What could have
frightened him off?” he asked, but no one could eamp with any ideas.

The fact was, Colonel Wharton was asking the wimemple. There was someone
who could have enlightened him, but that someorewpatairs, and sleeping
soundly.

CHAPTER 21
Late Hours

That someone lifted his head from his pillow lateat evening.

‘Oh, lor'" he mumbled.

Yawning, he sat up on the bedstead, hugging hiskbta tightly, and mumbled ‘Oh,
lor'’" again. He had stuffed himself with biscuasd cake that morning, and more
biscuits and an apple later on, and these had temlydilled his aching void, but
now he was conscious that he was ravenous again.

He gnawed his lower lip. He still couldn’t reveainself. The miracle he had so
confidently expected hadn’t taken place. He haceddpat by now he would have
been able to come into the open where he wouldddeomed by a genial Colonel
Wharton, a rapturous Aunt Amy, and the delightex$aof the Famous Five, and then
led to a table groaning with Christmas goodies,itduadn’t happened yet.

Although he was convinced that his chance wouldegdm couldn’t sit around
waiting. After all, a fellow had to eat. He simgigd to have some grub, whatever the
risk. He'd rather take the chance of a booting Badter Villa than put up with the
pangs of hunger for much longer.

So he sat there, making his plans. All he had twas wait patiently until the
household went to bed, and then he could creep staws. He knew where the
kitchen was, he knew where the fridge was, andniesviwwhere the larder was. It was
just a matter of time.

He wrapped himself up once more, and tried to gaddep. Usually he dropped off
straight away, but it was no good this time. Thieeaio his stomach kept him awake.
He blinked dismally in the darkness, wondering wthattime was. It looked as if it
was late, and it felt late, but was it? Was it dafea hungry Owl to patter down those
stairs?

Well, there was only one way to find out. He clamgokeoff the bed, fumbled for the
door handle, and went down the stairs.

‘Beasts!” he said, as he peered into the corridbe lights were on, so they must still
be up. He’'d have to wait a bit longer. Gloomily,d& on the stairs, and put his chin
in his hands. ‘Beasts!’

A few minutes later, he brightened up. Maybe theéias Five had gone to bed, and
only Colonel and Mrs Wharton were up. If that wasismight be safe for him to
creep into



Wharton'’s sitting room and see if there was anygaing.
Aunt Amy might well have sent fresh supplies upvdis risky.

... he was conscious that he was ravenous again.

There was always a chance that if the Famous Fere wm bed, they might still be
awake. Still, be had to take the chance. His stbrmamuldn’t let him rest.

Quickly, he made his way down once again, and blinfik'st one way, and then the
other. All the doors were closed. He put one fatdown on to the corridor, and stood
thinking and blinking. Ten to one that gang werd &sleep, but suppose they were
still downstairs? Suppose they caught him? He séneddat the thought, but a
warning rumble from his stomach made him go onhbigto have food.

He slipped on toward his goal. He stopped in frdzemor as he heard a sound
coming from a bedroom, but then he breathed agfavas only someone turning
over in bed.

Reassured, he crept on until he reached Harryimramd he bent a fat ear to the
door, his hand already on the handle, and theethgolas if it were red hot. Bob
Cherry was speaking.

‘I's no good.’

‘Look here, Bob.” Wharton sounded worried. ‘Why —?’

‘I's no good. I'd better go to bed. It's gettingté. Frank and Hurree will be asleep by
now, and blockhead Bull will be snoring his heaff’ of

‘Ah!’ thought Bunter. So only two of the crowd weup. That was something, but it
wasn’t enough. He shook his clenched fist at ther.d&hy couldn’t they go to bed as
well, and leave him to forage in peace?’

‘No, don't go yet, Bob.’

‘It's no good yammering on like this,” said Bob,adepressed voice. ‘We can’'t go on
like this. Johnny and | are at loggerheads. My kdral/e been itching to thump that
stubborn idiot. | would have done if | hadn’t bestaying here.”

‘There’s no need for you to be at loggerheadsd s#irry, reasonably.

‘Isn’t there?’ snapped Bob. ‘He’s got it into hiedd that | shipped your bed. You
know Johnny. Once he’s got an idea stuck in hiskthead, nothing will change it.’

‘I know that all right,” said Harry, wearily, ‘but’

‘He won’t take my word, will he?’

‘It's not exactly that. He would believe you, b thinks it's all part of the leg pull.
You can see why —'

Bob’s voice rose. ‘It sounds as if you're on hidesi



‘Don’t be so idiotic, Bob!’

There was silence, and then Bob spoke again.sitipid, Harry,” he said, miserably,
‘but there doesn’t seem to be any way to patcp.it’'m sorry, but I've made up my
mind. I’'m going to clear off in the morning.’

‘Bob!” Harry was dismayed. ‘“You can't! It wouldnlie the same without you!

‘It isn’t the same now. No, | honestly think —’

‘Don’t. We'll get to the bottom of it sooner or &at Something odd is going on. Tom
Wells told me a queer story this evening. A cake wat in this room this morning,
but when he came up, it had disappeared Then, wmlyaimcle came up to
investigate, there it was.’

‘Perhaps Tom made a mistake.

‘I don’t think so. Tom wouldn’t go blaming John fiis disappearance unless it really
had gone. But the queerest thing about it is thetake vanished again. We didn’t
see it, did we?’

‘No.’

‘So where did it go?’ At this, Billy Bunter clappéis fat hand to his mouth to
smother his sniggers. ‘Look, Bob,” Harry went oWe€’ll sort it out before long, and
then Johnny will be convinced —'

‘| don’t care whether that blithering clot is conged or not!” Bob burst out. ‘I'm fed
up with him, and I'm fed up with his suspicious ©hiWe can’t go on like this, not
even speaking to each other. You uncle knows tiraeghing is up, and your aunt
will soon cotton on. | don’t want to spoil their @¥tmas too. | shall clear out in the
morning.’

‘You can’tl’

‘I can, and | will. I've made up my mind, Harry,&agou can’t change it. Let’'s go to
bed.’

‘Not until we've settled this,” said Harry, firmly.

‘We've settled it — at least, | have.’

‘But | haven’t. Bob, can’t | get you to change —?’

‘No you can't. It's hopeless. One of us has gagdpand | think it should be me.’
‘Bob!’

‘I'm going to bed.” As Bob’s heavy footsteps tramgltowards the door, Bunter fled,
well aware that there wasn’t time for him to re#ioh attic stairs. As he reached a
door, he skidded to a halt, swiftly turned the knaod slipped in. He hadn’t any idea
of whose room it was, but he didn’t care. Nothingtt@red as long as he was out of
sight. He stood with his back to the door, his sttained to catch the slightest sound.
‘Don’t be so daft,” Harry Wharton said. He must bdwllowed Bob into the corridor.
‘Good night,” said Bob, briefly.

‘I'm not going to bed. I'm coming with you.

A door opened, and Harry and Bob continued talkiniipe corridor. Bunter sighed.
He’d have to wait until they went into Bob’s room.

There was a sound from the far side of the room.

‘Who's that?’ asked Johnny.

Johnny hadn’t been properly asleep. He’'d dozedboifjt had been an uneasy doze.
Like Bob, he was aware of bow absurd the situatras. They could hardly go on not
speaking to each other without other people najidiut he couldn’t see how to get
out of it. He was convinced that Bob was playinmmeaomplicated game of his own,
and that that was why he wouldn’t come clean.

There was nothing complicated about Johnny Bullhieself was a straightforward
person, and so he couldn’t imagine what the ganseovavhy Bob was playing it, but



he was sure that there was one. He just wanteddadmit that he had been playing
the giddy goat so that they could forget abownt get down to enjoying the
Christmas hols. So he lay in bed half asleep, tmbe jerked awake as he heard
heavy breathing inside the room.

‘Who's that?’ he demanded again, sitting upright] @eering into the darkness ‘It's
you, isn’t it, Bob Cherry’ What are you up to?’ Thevas silence ‘Speak up, you
fathead!’

Billy Bunter kept his mouth firmly closed, and stbivsembling by the door, fearful
that Johnny might switch the light on.

‘You clown! | know it’s you, you dithering dummy! & must think me a fool,
Cherry! Going to play the same trick on me, wera/6ll show you whether I'm a
fool or not!”

A pillow whizzed through the air, As it landed oil8Bunter’s chest, and thudded to
the floor, he let out an anguished yelp.

‘I'll get you! roared Johnny, and he scrambled otibed. At the very same moment
there was a noise which sounded like music in HBlyter’'s ear. It was a click as
Bob’s door was closed. The coast was clear! Hedceauittle up the corridor again,
but he wasn't quite out of the woods. Johnny wagherwarpath.

No one could claim that the fat Owl was much oférlete, but now, in this moment
of danger, he behaved like one. As a stocky figarae towards him, he grasped the
pillow, and hurled it. There was a thump as itifsitarget, and Johnny fell heavily on
to the floor.

Billy Bunter didn’t wait to enjoy his triumph. Heas outside the door in a flash,
banging it shut, and then raced up to the attsuah a rate that his plump little feet
hardly seemed to touch the ground.

CHAPTER 22
Not Bob!

‘Oh! Urrrgh!” gasped Johnny Bull, sitting up dizgiland rubbing his sore head. ‘Oh,
crumbs!” By gum, | — I — I'll —

It was some moments before he got to his feet. Sinddlen blow had been a bit of a
shock. He knew that he was alone in the room, byolhy well knew where to look
for his assailant.

Breathing hard, he switched on the light, draggetiie dressing gown, and stomped
out into the corridor. With a grim face, he marclgesvn to Bob Cherry’s room.
There wasn’t anybody about, but then, he didn’teexpo see anyone. Bob would
have scuttled back to the safety of his room by.now

Johnny reached the door. He flung it open withaihéring to knock, and stormed
in. “You stupid twit!" he roared. ‘Who do you thinfou are? You must think I'm a
mug, barging into my room like that! I'm going teaich you a lesson, Cherry!’

Bob Cherry, still fully dressed, was sitting on #age of his bed, and he looked up
blankly as Johnny charged in like an enraged bidlwas far too surprised to say
anything, and Harry, standing by the fireplace, e@sally astonished.

Johnny shook his fist at Bob. ‘What were you gdimglo, that's what I'd like to
know,” he shouted, furiously. ‘Thought you couldmsmy bed, did you, but with me
in it? You blithering ass, you stupid dithering derhead —’

Bob spoke at last. ‘Mad?’ he asked.

‘By gum!’ grasped Johnny. ‘Are you going to say yeeren’t in my room, Bob
Cherry? Are you saying you didn’t floor me with rown pillow? Is that it?’



‘What — what do you mean? Are you saying that sardglwas prowling round your
room?’

‘That'’s right. You were, and I'm jolly well goingptpunch your thick head in?
shouted Johnny, making a rush for Bob.

Harry moved quickly. He grabbed hold of Johnny Butbllar, and yanked him back.
Johnny spun round, and his jaw dropped as he sawy.Ha

‘You mad ass!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. ‘What thekeéns do you think —?’

‘Take your hands off me!” snapped Johnny.

‘What’s this all about?’ demanded Harry.

‘| thought you’d gone to bed.’

‘I had!? shouted Johnny.

‘I was half asleep when that loopy lunatic camd’m.going to punch his silly head!
You can let him wreck your room and get away witi you like, but he’s not going
to do the same to me, and thump me with my owiilhto the bargain.’

‘Potty,” said Bob. ‘He’s gone round the twist. Lds$ marbles.’

‘You —'

‘Shut up, Johnny, and listen,” said Harry. ‘Bobmlicdo it. Are you sure you didn’t
imagine it?’

‘Imagine it!" hooted Johnny. ‘I ought to have knowhether | was floored or not.
That loony over there —

‘Somebody really was in your room then?’

‘I've just told you, and | know who it was. It wéisat blistering ass —'

‘When?’ asked Harry, sharply.

‘A couple of minutes ago.’

‘Then it couldn’t have been Bob.’

‘I it wasn’t him, then who was it?’

‘I don’t know, but it wasn’t Bob. He’s been with meger since we came upstairs. He
hasn’'t been out of my sight. First of all we warany room, and then we came in
here.’

Flabbergasted, Johnny turned from one to the o#tmer then he looked back at Harry.
‘Honestly?’

‘Honestly.’

‘I — I — well, I was sure it was Bob larking aboagain. What else was | to think?’
‘What else?’ said Bob, sarcastically. ‘And now yowow it wasn’t me, who are you
going to blame now? Frank, maybe, or Hurree.’

‘I — I — | thought’ stammered Johnny.

‘You did what? That's a change, isn't it?’

‘As soon as | heard someone, | chucked my pillavd ten | got out of bed, but he
whacked me with it, and as | went down | crackedhagd and —'

‘Hard, | hope,” said Bob, unsympathetically.

‘But if — if — if it wasn’t you — but in that caseyho—'

‘Why not go and pick a quarrel with the othersgested Bob. ‘Actually, | don’t
care what you do as long as you get out of here.’

‘It wouldn’t have been either of them,’ said Harry.

‘What wouldn’t?’ Two figures stood in the doorwayne with a blazer over his
pyjamas, the other wearing a gorgeous dressing gown

‘Have we woken you up?’ asked Harry.

‘I don’t want to complain, my dear Harry, but theise coming from this room would
have awoken the dead.’

‘You'd better watch out,” said Bob. ‘Johnny’s orettvarpath. Somebody’s been



larking about in his room and he’s going to punaimeone’s head, and it doesn’t
matter whose it is.’

‘I — er — | thought — mumbled Johnny. He hardlydm what to think. ‘I — |

know it wasn’t you, Hurree, and it couldn’t be Fkaso | thought it was Bob, but
now — well, it wasn’t him either.’

‘Hark at Brain of Britain,” said Bob, mockingly. ‘v that he’s got that into his thick
head perhaps he’ll admit that | might have bedmtgthe truth when | said | wasn’t
in Harry’s room.’

‘There has to be a practical joker around,” samhKrNugent. ‘It was Harry’s room
last night, and now it's Johnny’s. Somebody’s ptayihe giddy goat.’

‘That’s true,” said Harry. ‘Somebody’s been playinigks, and we know for sure that
it wasn’t one of us.’

‘But does Johnny know that?’ asked Bob.

Johnny's face went crimson. He was slow to givempdea once it was fixed firmly
in his head, but he knew now that he was completetiyhopelessly wrong.

‘Well, do you?’ asked Bob.

Johnny gulped. ‘Sorry,” he said, at last.

‘I should jolly well think so,” said Bob.

‘I admit that | was wrong, Bob, but honestly | cdwlt help thinking that —’

‘You didn’t think at all.’

‘But it did look fishy.’

‘It only looked fishy to a silly, obstinate ass.’

‘Look,’ said Johnny, ‘I've said I'm sorry.’

‘I heard you, and now you’ve got round to it, yanagjet out and let me get to bed.’
Johnny Bull turned to the door. The others lookeBab’s set face, and exchanged
troubled glances. It seemed that nothing had cltarigdnnny put his hand on the door
handle, and then he turned back. ‘Look here, Blod said. ‘| was wrong, and I've
said so. I'm sorry, and I've said it more than ariget’s bury the hatchet. It's not like
you to hold a grudge. Can't we forget about it?’

Bob Cherry’s grim expression disappeared, andragpiead across his face. ‘Okay,’
he said. ‘Let’s, but just wait for tomorrow. Itlle our turn to go on the warpath.
We'll get that practical joker, whoever he is, ahdn we’ll skin him alive.’

‘You bet!" said Frank Nugent, enthusiastically.

‘It is getting chilly,” said Harry Wharton. ‘We’dditer all turn in. Goodnight, you
chaps.’

There was a chorus of goodnights, and they madewag to their rooms, relieved
that the misunderstandings were over, and detednmeatch the culprit on the
following day. They had no idea that they wouldmétve to wait that long.

CHAPTER 23
Awful for Bunter!

‘Oh, golly! gasped Billy Bunter. He was afraid tha would hear feet pounding up
the stairs after him, but there were none. Instdadrs banged, and then he heard the
faint murmur of voices.

At last, he sank on to his bed, and wrapped thelb#gks round himself. He was

tired, but he knew that he couldn’t possibly galeep. He still hadn’t managed to
supply his capacious stomach with food, and it kiteWwasn’t going to let him rest,
but he would have to live with those dreadful paoflsunger until the whole
household was asleep.



The time crawled past. Every minute seemed likbau to the hungry Owl. He
stirred restlessly, wondering just how long he hadn waiting. Although he wasn’t
quite sure what a century was, he didn’t thinkaitl ibeen quite as long as that. He
decided to leave it a little longer. That stuffg stick Colonel Wharton might still be
up. He was only consoled by the thought that théelawas bound to be crammed
with delicious food.

There was a sudden unexpected creak. Billy Bumdetesl up, and he drew the
blankets higher up to his chin. ‘Oh, crikey!” hedsanervously, as he heard the noise
again. His eyes and spectacles swivelled rounde@ttic door. That creak, coming
as it did in the middle of the night, was alarmik¢ere those beasts on his track at
last?

Creak! There it was again. His fat heart gave argtimp. No, he thought. It
couldn’t be them. They wouldn’t creep quietly up gtairs, but he knew who would
—that sneak thief, the man with the glittering lfké eyes, the intruder who had fled
in wild haste.

Billy Bunter bit his lip. ‘Oh, humbugs! He’d swigkthe man with his pillow, hadn’t
he? He’d prided himself on routing the fellow, botv he trembled with fear. Perhaps
he was coming back to do a bit of swiping himself.

There was another sudden creak, but this time Buméeely looked puzzled. He had
been listening hard, and he was sure that the haide’'t come from the direction of
the door at all. It wasn’t the sound of a footstépbody was creeping up that
winding staircase.

Then what was it? He stretched his ears, and whotdtie noise again. Creak! There
it was. Billy Bunter almost laughed. He knew whatias now. It came from the little
attic window.

He sighed with relief. The window was old. No wondeave out that dismal sound
whenever the wind blew. Probably the old iron di@je that ran up alongside it
creaked in sympathy too.

Reassured, he hugged his blankets round him, amdgdive a sudden start. No
wonder he was cold. There was a chilly draughiroé@ning from the window. It
took some time for the significance of this to geae his sluggish mind, and then he
goggled. The window was open!

He blinked in alarm. The room was pitch dark anty anglimmer of light came
through the panes, but as he watched, that lightbAatted out by something solid.
The Owl trembled with fear as he realized that las W@oking at a man who was
clambering into the room. He sat where he was,atred in his corner and petrified
by fear, his eyes bulging as a slight figure draplughtly to the floor. It was the
intruder again!

There was a click. Light flickered in the dark roohine man was holding a torch.
Billy Bunter held his breath and crossed his fisgé&oping that it wouldn’t be turned
in his direction.

It wasn’t. The man concentrated the light on therdand stepped across to it.
Silently, he opened it, and listened intently. Sfad, he moved to an old box and
placed the torch on it so that the light streamedoathe floor. He dropped to his
knees, knelt by the side of the dusty square gfetaand carefully turned back one
edge.

He gave a low, husky chuckle. ‘Ha! Safe and soyrsi,as | thought it would be.
Fools, that’s what they are! Fools! As if | coulaMe got down the drain pipe with it!
They must be thick.’

Billy Bunter was completely baffled. The man miglaive been talking Greek as far



as he was concerned, but at least he realizedhidvat was something hidden
underneath that shabby old carpet — somethinghhéito be important otherwise he
wouldn’t have risked his neck by climbing up a shald drain pipe.

Frozen with terror, the Owl kept his eyes fixedtloat square of carpet. There was
another throaty laugh. ‘Third time lucky. Thougitt hever manage to get my hands
on it again.” He kneeled back, and shot a glant¢keatvindow. ‘Well, | can’'t get
down that way. Still, there’s nothing to stop mengpoout of the front door. Bolts and
bars keep thieves out, but they don’t keep thehHa.bent down again. ‘Come
along, my beauty. Let’s have a gander!

As he chuckled, the man folded back more of thpataand the light from the torch
streamed on to the floorboards, but it streametb@omething else as well. There
was a glow of rich colours as the light rested onaaivellous painting.

Billy Bunter almost wondered if he was dreamingeiiéhhe was, sitting in a disused
attic, looking at a canvas brilliant with colour a-canvas that had been covered by a
carpet. What the fat Owl didn’t know about art wabbhve filled a book — lots and
lots of books, in fact — but he did know a pictwieen he saw one, and this was
stunning. He drew in his breath.

The man’s sharp ears must have caught the faimidsate turned his head, and his
eyes swept around the dark attic.

Rapidly, he dropped the carpet back over the pagrdand jumped up, grabbed the
torch, and swept a beam of light over the roomanr@e. It flashed into the alcove on
one side of the fireplace, and then it flashed th&oother.

Billy Bunter was caught in that beam of light. Ha there, an expression of terror on
his face, his blankets clutched around him.

The man made no movement. He stood there, the itoi@e hand, a look of utter
astonishment on his face, and as he stared at Biuister stared back like a rabbit
hypnotized by a snake. The man made a slight mongraed the spell was broken.
With a howl of terror, the fat Owl bounded from thedstead. Hardly knowing what
he was doing, he hurled the blankets at the mahbalted for the door. Enveloped in
the whirling blankets, the man lost his balancensmund, and collided with the end
of the bed. As he crashed down, he dropped tha,tara the light went out.

Billy Bunter reached the door. He grabbed the haadd yanked it open. ‘Help!
Help! Burglars!’ he yelled, at the top of his vaiddelp! Thieves!’

His frantic cries echoed up and down the corridedow, and there was a babble of
noise as fellows hurtled out of their bedrooms. Thvd charged for the landing, but
he missed his target and crashed into the doorpbste was another earsplitting yell
as his fat little nose was flattened. ‘Yarooo!” ®tling about in the dark, the Owl
tottered backwards and fell on to the carpet,nglbver and over on the blankets that
the thief had torn from himself.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo”

‘What's up?’

‘What the thump —?’

‘Who's that?’

‘Where’s that noise coming from?”’

The Famous Five milled about at the bottom of tagss and their voices floated up
to the attic, but Bunter didn’t hear them. Hisdats were filled by his own musical
efforts as he yelled and yelled, afraid of the phment the rat-faced man might hand
out.



Billy Bunter was caught in the light of that beam

What he didn’t know was that he was alone in thie.akthe burglar, as terrified as the
Owl himself, had fled. He scrambled out of the tmyndow, and had slipped and
slithered down the drain pipe, anxious to get awhye the going was good.

He only just made it. Lights were switched on, amting footsteps thundered up the
attic stairs, but Billy Bunter was unaware of aist He only knew that he was scared
out of his fat wits, and so he lay sprawled ondtsty carpet, and went on yelling.

CHAPTER 24
Only Bunter!

‘It's Bunter! exclaimed Harry, shining his torehto the attic.

‘Who?’

‘Did you say that it is our fat friend?’ asked HeerSingh. ‘That’s right.” Harry
moved to one side, and held the torch high sottigatrowd on the small landing
could see for themselves.

‘But how on earth —?’

‘What's he doing here?’

‘It really is Bunter the Lionheart,” said Hurreeniding at the fat figure which was
rolling round and round, yelling at the top ofvisice.

Bunter went on threshing about. ‘Help! Help! Thisve— | say, you fellows! Keep
offt — Leggo!” He fought wildly with the blanket®iat were draped over him. ‘Oh,
crikey! Beast! Help! Help?

They watched him tussling with his enemy, smilingt completely bewildered. They
couldn’t imagine why he was yelling for help. Theguldn’t imagine why he was
there. He was alone in the attic. There wasn’trglauin sight. The whole thing was
a mystery.



Bunter went on threshing about.

‘What's that fat villain doing here?’ demanded Joyrlt is him. It's not his ghost, is
it?” asked Frank.

Hurree Singh gave a quiet laugh. ‘I think not, neadFrank. That mound of flesh
looks quite solid to me.’

‘But how did he get here in the middle of the nigjresked Bob.

‘Dashed if | know,” replied Harry.

Billy Bunter’s fat legs flailed around. There wem®re bellows from beneath the
blankets. ‘Help! | — | say — Help! Burglars!’

‘Bunter, you ridiculous rhino —' As Frank bent dowmhelp him out of the tangle of
blankets, Bunter kicked out. ‘Ouch, you ass!" hedr

‘Keep off! Leggo! Help!’

Bob stooped down, and ripped the blankets awayt'8p!" he shouted. “You'll wake
the whole house up, you fat fraud?’

‘Oh!" gasped the Owl.

For the first time he seemed to realize that thegydawas over. He sat up on the old,
faded carpet, and blinked up at the juniors whoeveeowding round him. Then he
shuddered, flashing an uneasy glance round the.rdem| — | say, you fellows.
Where — where is he? Where’s he gone?’

‘What are you on about?’ demanded Bob, impatiently.

Bunter gave another nervous blink around the aHlie!” he said, anxiously.

‘Who?’

‘The burglar — the burglar?

‘What are you talking about, fathead?’

‘It — it was a burglar. | — | say, has he gone?-Héde jolly nearly had me.
Honestly, it was one. Give your uncle a shout, WirarTell Wells. Tell everyone.
Call the police.’

‘Not likely,” said Harry. ‘Listen to me, you fat amp. When we got here, you were
alone.’

‘But it was!” yelled Bunter, indignantly. ‘I tellqu it was! | should know, shouldn’t I?
It — it was a burglar.’

‘And what was he pinching? That old bedstead, es¢hboxes, you fat lunatic, or
maybe he was after the washstand.’

‘But —’

‘Stop burbling. What | want to know is what youtteing here?’

‘And how did you get here?’ asked Bob. ‘What’s ygame, you fat, footling,
frumptious freak?’



I — I — 1 — | say, you fellows,’ stuttered Buntedust — just look around. He —
he could still be hiding. Look under the bed, wilu, Hurree, old man?’

‘I assure you, my dear Bunter, that no one coulgeege under that bed.’

As Hurree pointed, they all looked at the crumgded and the mound of rubbish that
Billy Bunter had deposited on the floor.

Bob stared. ‘Look!” he exclaimed. ‘Look at that,ida That's where your bedding
went.’

‘What!” Harry turned on Bunter. ‘You — you pilfergnpoacher! You pinched my
bedding. You — you —’

As he advanced on the Owl, Bunter cowered. ‘I — ivasn’t me! Didn’t do nothing.
Tain't fair. | — | wouldn’t ship your bed, old makVouldn’t dream of it. Anyway,
ain’t the way to treat a guest —’

‘A guest!’ roared Harry. ‘And who invited you, ydoathsome leech?’

‘But — but | knew you really wanted me — only dlétmisunderstanding, Harry, old
chap.’

‘How did he get here?’ asked Bob.

‘Search me. | thought that he was back at honadl you, fat man, that I'm going to
do just what | said. I'm going to boot you all ralthe county.’

‘Twice!’ said Johnny.

‘But — but, | say, you chaps —’

‘Don’t you but me! said Harry, grimly. “You shippemy bed, wrecked my room —’
‘Pinched your blankets —’

‘Who? Me? | — | — | didn’t. Wouldn’t. Not me.’

‘Then how did they get here?’

‘I — I dunno — how should | know. Anyway, it's begily cold, hasn’t it? | mean,
you wouldn’t want a fellow to freeze to death iruyaincle’s house, would you?
Chap’s got to have bedclothes, ain’'t he?’

‘You — you — you —’

‘Never touched your bed, Harry, old chap,’ gablileslOwl. ‘Must have been some
other bloke. Nasty trick. Besides, it was only legjo

‘You lying rat!” roared Bob.

‘What are you doing here anyway?’

‘I — er —that is, | — | —' Billy Bunter sat boltpright on the carpet, and gave the
Famous Five an uneasy blink through his big, ragpets. His fear of the burglar had
gone, but another fear had taken its place. A hgatiould be bad enough, but to be
returned to Bunter Villa would be far worse.

Bob gazed down at Bunter. ‘He’s been at the bothbihall,” he said. ‘He must have
been the bloke in your room, Johnny. He must havacked you with your pillow.’
‘If he’d only get up, I'd floor him,” he said, sagaly. There was a wild yell from
Billy Bunter. ‘“You keep off, Johnny Bull, you beasnever went in your room.
Didn’t know where it was. Why should 1? Besidesy yhucked it at me first, you
jolly well know you did. Wasn’t doing anything — mded me, that pillow did.’
‘Scrag him!" bellowed Johnny.

‘Boot him!’

‘Bump him!

‘I —I say, chaps, keep offl’ howled the Owl. ‘I —Hhad to get out of that snow,
didn’t!? Had to go somewhere. | wasn't really hglimot really. | was — well, | was
just keeping it dark for the moment, | — | wantedjive you a surprise, that’s all. |
— | knew how much you'd like it, Harry, old man. @se | knew how much you
wanted me for Christmas — that’s why | was goingite you a surprise.’



Harry Wharton took the torch from Hurree Singh’sithsy and lodged it on the
mantelpiece. ‘Thought you’'d like to keep your hafrég, Hurree,” he said.

‘What — what for?’ asked Bunter, anxiously.

‘You'll see.” Harry turned to his friends. ‘We céiardly boot him out at this time of
night, can we?’

‘I — I should jolly well think not!” gasped Buntemdignantly. ‘That’s not the way to
treat a guestl’

‘But we can do that tomorrow —'

‘Oh, really, Wharton —’

‘Instead of booting him all round the county, wejh easy on him, and simply boot
him to Wimford, and boot him into a train —

‘Beast!” wailed Billy Bunter.

‘But we might as well bump him while we’re here.’

‘Good idea!” said Johnny Bull, enthusiastically.’eW let's get on with itV

‘| say, you fellows — leggo! Hands off!" yelled Bter as the Famous Five grabbed
him and swept him up from the floor. ‘I say — | wds— | didn’'t — | never —
Wow! Ow! Oooch?!’

There was a thunderous bump, and a cloud of dsstinothe air. Billy Bunter opened
his mouth wide, and roared. ‘Yarooo! Oh, crikeyuGump!

‘Give him another!’

‘You bet!

‘Ready?’

The fat Owl yelled again in anticipation of the hbxmp, but at that moment there
was a heavy tread on the landing outside the ditie.juniors looked at each other,
and let go of the fat Owil.

CHAPTER 25
Startling Discovery!

‘What's all this?’ demanded Colonel Wharton, astrede into the attic.

He came to a halt at the unexpected sight of sys biéive of them were wearing
coats or dressing gowns over their pyjamas. Thé svas a fat figure with a dirty
face. He was dressed in crumpled clothes, andyheplawling on the floor.

‘Harry! What is going on? Who is this boy? Whatés doing here?’

‘It's Bunter.’

‘Bunter?’

‘Don’t you remember, Uncle James. He stayed here —'

‘Yes, yes, of course | do.” Colonel Wharton didsdiund particularly fond of Billy
Bunter. ‘What the dickens is he doing here? Youndidsk him, did you? I think you
had better explain. | cannot imagine what has ahtigs uproar.’

‘Bunter thought that there was a burglar up herestdrted yelling, and that woke us
up, so we —’

‘You weren’t the only people to be woken up,’ s@idlonel Wharton, grimly. “The
whole house is probably awake by now. But you kalWen’t told me what he is doing
here.’

‘| think he’d better tell you himself,” said Harry.

‘Well?” The Colonel turned to the fat Owl.

Billy Bunter scrambled awkwardly to his feet, set found specs straight on his fat
little nose, and gave Colonel Wharton an uneasy. gri

‘Everything all right, Colonel Wharton?’ It was Welwho had arrived on the landing.



‘I am just about to find out.” The Colonel directkd gaze on to Bunter once more.
‘Well? Out with it! What does this mean?’

‘Oh! Er — well, nothing,” gasped Bunter.

‘How did you get here?’

‘| just — just walked in.’

‘You walked in?’ repeated Colonel Wharton. ‘Whed giou walk in? How did you
walk in? Every door and window in this house wazusely locked. | checked them
myself.’

‘Not this evening, Uncle James,’ said Harry. ‘Hed®al in some time yesterday —'
‘Yesterday?’ said the Colonel, incredulously. ‘Thehnere has he been? Why have |
not seen him?’

‘Up here, | think.’

‘Up here! In this attic? Without my knowledge! tst right, Bunter? Have you been
hiding here ever since yesterday?’

 —1— 11— No!l — er— | —that is, yes,’ gabbteBilly Bunter. ‘You see, | — |
— | wasn’t quite sure that — that Harry expected-meo that's why —

‘You fat villain! burst out Harry.

‘Oh, really, Wharton, that’s not very friendly.’

‘Will you kindly get on with your story?’ snapped{@nel Wharton.

‘There — there was a little misunderstanding whenbnoke up for the hols,’
mumbled Bunter. ‘He — he misunderstood somethisgd — no, something | didn’t
say when we were still at Greyfriars. Of courskeneéw that Harry was really keen for
me to come for Christmas — an old pal like me —weft we sort of got across each
other, and somehow he forgot to ask me. | — | kitewas just an oversight —’
‘Good gad!

‘SO0 — so, that’'s why | — er — well, that's why Io@.’

‘You came?’ repeated the Colonel, as if he coulbelteve his ears. “You came even
though Harry had not invited you?’

‘But — but — I knew it was a mistake — wouldn’t leweverlooked me —

‘Indeed?’

‘But when | got here, and they chucked all thosastdg snowballs at me, | knew it
was only a joke. So that's why | — | just came unafly. Didn’t want to disturb
anyone, and that’s why I didn’t hide in this attide gazed round. ‘I must say it's not
very comfortable. Nearly froze —'

‘So you have been hiding up here?’

‘No — not hiding. Nothing of the kind. | — I jushéught I'd lie doggo for a bit. | —
er — um — thought | ought to make sure that Haeatly wanted me here, if you see
what | mean. He — he said he’d boot me all the bagk to Wimford if — if | came.
Knew it was really just his little joke. Wouldn'elie meant it. Still, | thought I'd just
stay doggo — just for a day or two. Make sure —’

The Colonel frowned at Billy Bunter. ‘Harry,” heiddo his nephew. ‘Is this boy in
his right mind?’

Harry couldn’t help laughing. ‘More or less,” haddHe can’t help being a stupid
ass and a blithering idiot.’

‘What an extraordinary story,” said Colonel Whartdro come here uninvited, and
then to conceal himself in an attic! It's extraorly, quite extraordinary! | want you
to take him to the station in the morning, Harry.’

‘Oh, crikey! squeaked Bunter.

‘I want you to make sure that he gets on a trairhtome.’

‘It'll be a pleasure.’



‘I'll help,” said Johnny, eagerly.

‘We'll all help,” said Frank.

I — I — | say! bleated the Owl.

‘There is to be no mistake about this,” said théo@el, sternly. ‘I want him off the
premises as soon as possible, and you are nave lem until the train has left.” He
shook his head. ‘I really cannot imagine what athér will have to say.’

‘My — my father! exclaimed the Owl, in dismay. ‘Bu— but —’

‘Of course | shall have to speak to your father.dgéabt he is very worried by your
absence.’

‘No, he ain’t,’ Bunter said, hastily. ‘He — he knewvhere | am. | left him a note. He
knows what chums Harry and —’

‘What!” exclaimed Colonel Wharton. ‘“You led him believe that Harry had asked
you here? | certainly shall have a great deal $oudis when | ring him up.’

‘Oh, lor'’’ moaned the hapless Owl.

‘I've still not finished with you, you stupid boWhat was that about a burglar?’
‘But there was one! | saw him. He nearly clobberex | — | fought him off —
terrible struggle — nearly captured him —'

‘Tell us another,” said Johnny.

‘But he was here, | tell you! It was the same difee one who crept up here this
afternoon. | frightened him off. He — bolted likeabbit when he saw me.’

‘What's that?’ asked the Colonel, sharply.

‘I — I frightened him off —’

‘There was a villain here this afternoon,’ said Wel

‘The one | nearly got,” Bob said.

‘That'’s right,” said the Colonel, thoughtfully. ‘@uegular visitor.’

He turned back to Billy Bunter. ‘And you are sayihgt the same man returned this
evening.’

‘l told you. He went like the wind down those ssai# came back tonight — saw him
with my own eyes. He — he got in through this winwde-’

‘Nonsense! Nobody could reach that window. You niaste been dreaming, boy.’
‘But | didn’t!” shrieked Bunter. ‘I didn’t. He mugdtave got away the same way that he
got in. Look, the window’s wide open.’

‘Rubbish! It's true that a thief did escape thatwaut no one could hope to climb
up.’

‘But he didV’

‘Balderdash! You frightened yourself. You reallgdropeless. You've disturbed the
whole house. I've a good mind to box your ears,rfzutioubt your father will do it for
me.’

Billy Bunter was almost speechless with fury. Heeewas, telling the truth for once
in his life, but no one believed him. ‘But he wasdl He climbed in —’

‘Nonsense!

‘He — he didn’t see me straight away. | watched hlhthe time. He went to the
door, and then he pulled up the carpet —

‘He did what?’ said the Colonel, bewildered. ‘Diduysay you saw him pull up the
carpet?’

‘Yes, and then —'

The Colonel spoke to Wells. ‘I think this boy shdlble seen by a doctor. First of all
he wants us to believe that there was a burglarnamw he insists that he was stealing
a worthless carpet.’

‘I don’t want a doctor!” hooted Bunter. ‘I — I'm Hleng the truth. He pulled up the



carpet —’

‘Now that will do, Bunter. You were dreaming.’

‘But he did! shouted the Owl. ‘He did"’

‘Be quiet! | don’t want to hear any more!’

‘| tell you —’ yelled Bunter.

‘Shut up, old fat man,’ said Bob Cherry. ‘You'vedrein the land of nod as usual.
What on earth would a burglar want a carpet for?’

‘He didn’t"

‘Eh?’

‘He didn’'t" shrieked the Owl. ‘He wanted the picéu

‘What?’ Bob shot Billy Bunter a puzzled glance.

‘He’s pottier than ever,’ said Frank.

‘I'm not potty!’

The Colonel joined Tom Wells. ‘The boy is ramblintgg said, quietly. ‘Perhaps you
can arrange for the doctor to come before he istemne. | should like to make sure
that he is fit to travel.” He turned back to Buntand spoke to him in a slightly
kindlier tone. ‘Now, Bunter, my boy, you can seeyourself that there are no
pictures in this attic, and since there are naupés, | doubt whether there was a
burglar.’

‘Not on the walls!" gasped Billy Bunter. ‘Under tloarpet!

‘Good gad! This is more serious than | thought! Neafancies that pictures are hung
under carpets. Late as it is, Wells, | think we batter get in touch with the doctor.’
‘The picture’s under the carpet!” bellowed Bunt&hat's what the burglar wanted —
the picture, not the carpet!”

‘Take it easy, fathead,” murmured Harry Wharton.

‘You'll get over it,” Bob assured him.

‘There have been tremendous advances in medi@lai said Hurree Singh,
soothingly. “You won’t be locked up for long.’

‘We’ll come and see you,” added Johnny Bull.

‘But —'

‘Now, now, my boy. All you need is a little rest —’

‘I don’'t! I know what | saw. | saw the burglar —’

‘It is becoming an obsession,’ said the Colonelinsting worried. ‘My dear boy, you
imagined —

‘But | didn’t imagine anything! yelled Bunter, ‘Lak for yourself!’ He stopped,
grasped one edge of the old carpet, and threwck.ba

There was a long, low whistle from Bob and theystdlod, looking in amazement at
the large painted canvas — the canvas that glowsdrieh, warm colours.

Colonel Wharton stood transfixed. ‘The Tintorettb& exclaimed.

Billy Bunter blinked around the ring of astoundedds. ‘What? | thought it was a
picture.” He bent over it. ‘It is a picture,” heidaindignantly. ‘Anyone can see it's a
picture.’

‘The Tintoretto,’ said the Colonel, again. ‘So iasn't stolen after all. He didn’t get
away with it. He left it here, and returned forGood gad!’

He stooped, and lifted it, with careful hands. Tiiature was his most prized
possession, not because it was worth a vast anobombney, but because he loved it.
He always had. Its loss had been a tremendous blodvnow, here it was, safe in his
hands again.

‘See, | told you so,’” said Bunter. ‘Now perhaps Yidaelieve me. | told you there was
a burglar, didn’t I? He jolly well knew there wapiature under that carpet. | don’t



know how he

knew it was there, but he jolly well did. He wetrbgyht to it. It must be worth
pounds or he wouldn’t have shinned up that drgue pivould he?’

‘Pounds!’ said Frank. ‘You're a bit out, fat matisiworth thousands and thousands
— a fortune.’

Billy Bunter was startled. ‘No!" he said. ‘Oh, cal¢! No wonder he was after it. How
did he know it was there?’

‘He knew it was there, my dear Bunter, becauseduephit it there.’

‘Gosh, he must have moved fast that night,” saidydaHe must have shoved it
under the carpet —

‘Told you so,’ said the fat Owl, smugly.

‘Barricaded the door and slipped down the drairepip

‘We ought to have thought,” said Wells. ‘If he’ddlvn it down, he’d have damaged
it, so he had to put it somewhere. He must havdetwboth hands to get down the
pipe.’

Colonel Wharton looked up from his close inspectibthe picture. ‘He was so
athletic, that it didn’t occur to us. To think ias —’

‘Under that carpet,’ said Harry.

‘Well, well, well”” grinned Bob Cherry. ‘So Buntdrasn’'t gone completely round the
twist after all. He did see a burglar.’

‘Didn’t | say so?’ hooted the Owl. ‘Didn’t | tellgu he came through that window —'
‘A remarkable exploit,” said Hurree Singh, peermg of the window.

‘I jolly well saw him —'

‘And you jolly well yelled your head off,” said Johy Bull.

‘Fancy old Bunter being right for once,’ remarkedB

‘Oh, really, Cherry?’

‘Good gad! That'’s quite right,” exclaimed the Coébrtlf this utterly stupid boy had
not been here, we should never have found my getgain.’

‘Yes, it was a bit of luck,” said Harry.

Billy Bunter beamed. He saw a ray of hope. Althouidtad been unintentional, he
had been in the right place at the right time. uhim, the Tintoretto would have
disappeared for ever.

". .. knew it was there because he had put iether



He saw his chance.

‘| say, you fellows, | bet you're glad | came.’

‘You fat frump!” said Harry.

‘What's that?’ His face fell. It wasn’t the resperise had hoped for.

‘You're a pernicious porker!

‘No, no — what do you mean, Harry, old chap?’

‘But they can be useful sometimes.’ Harry laugheBunter’s puzzled expression.
‘What I'm saying, fat man, is that it was lucky youere here.’

‘Are you?’ Billy Bunter’s hopes began to rise again

‘Just for once — yes.’

‘Harry,” said Colonel Wharton. ‘There is no doubbat it. This ridiculous boy has
rendered me a very great service. | know that & aray by chance, but | do have
reason to be grateful to him. | have my picturekidathe Bunter beam spread from
ear to ear. ‘His behaviour has been extraordinargxtraordinary, irresponsible, and
incredibly stupid —’

‘Oh, | say! protested Bunter.

‘But he did it because he wanted to be with youGQaristmas. If that is what he still
wants, then | rather feel that we should make hiefceme, Harry.’

‘Righto!” Harry looked at the Owl. ‘Would you like stay for Christmas?’

Billy Bunter grinned. ‘Well, if you make a point df old man.’

‘But | don't!’

‘Hee, hee, hee! You never stop joking, do you, iawid chap.’

‘Okay, Bunter. Stay,” said Harry.

‘Now, Harry,” said the Colonel. ‘I must ring Inspec Slade and tell him what has
happened. Put Bunter in the room at the far etieotorridor.

‘I — I — | say,” squeaked Bunter.

‘What is it?’ asked the Colonel.

‘Can — can | have some supper?’

‘Eh?’

Billy Bunter looked pathetic. ‘I| — I'm awfully hung — starving. | haven’t had
anything to eat today except a cake —' Wells shadirk look at him. ‘And some
biscuits — Tom Wells’s face became even blackat,He said nothing. After all,
they had got the Tintoretto back. ‘And so I'm fahed,” Bunter went on. ‘Il — | never
had a chance of getting at the larder and —’

‘What was that?’

‘I mean — | mean that | —I wasn’t going to go thé'¢ouldn’t have been the thing
to do. That's why | was sitting up, not waitinggo down to the kitchen, and — and |
say, I'm ever so hungry.’

‘Very well. Tom, will you see that this — this alsdiboy has something to eat?’ and
the Colonel went downstairs, his precious pictarkis hands.

Soon after that the Famous Five went to bed. itdesh quite an eventful day, and
they were tired. Billy Bunter was tired too, but nao tired to eat and so, as they
drifted off to sleep, Bunter busily chewed and cpechuntil even his capacious
stomach could accept no more. And so, when hdyinalled into a comfortable bed
and closed his eyes, he too soon fell asleep. Wéhconds his snores echoed up and
down the corridor, and nothing and no one — noheveouple of dozen burglars —
could have awoken him from that deep, deep sleep.

CHAPTER 26
Hauled Before the Inspector



‘Snore! Sn-ore! Ssssnore!’

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! shouted Bob Cherry, but Bentrumbled on.

‘Wake up, Bunter!’ said Frank, loudly, but theresna response.

‘| think | know how to rouse him,” said Hurree. ldpoke into Bunter’s fat ear.
‘Bunter, my friend, a postal order has come for.you

‘Ha, ha, ha’

Bunter’s eyelids didn’t open, and his expressiatntdichange. He just kept on
snoring.

‘I's no good,” said Harry. ‘Even an earthquake V't do it.’

‘Lazy frowster!” snorted Johnny.

It was ten o’clock in the morning, and it was aghti fine day. Sunshine streamed
down on to the fast thawing snow, and it glimmaeredt the window of Billy
Bunter’'s bedroom so that a beam of light danceHisffiat face.

The Famous Five were gathered around him, not lsediey wanted to, but because
they had been asked to wake him up. They would haee far happier to be on the
ice for what might have been the last skating sessi the holidays. In fact, they'd
have been happier still if he hadn’t been ther@labut he was, and so they had to
make the most of it. They weren’t at all keen ogirtiob, but Bunter had a visitor,
and so he had to be roused.

It was never easy to wake him up, but hunger ughallped. Today, the alarm clock
in his stomach was silent, still content with tbed that had been shovelled into it the
night before.

‘Bunter!” roared Bob. ‘Bunter! Bunty! Bunt!” Thengas another resonant snore.
‘Someone wants to see you!’ shouted Frank.

‘| can do better than that.” Bob leaned over the, lndosed a thumb and finger on
Bunter’s little blob of a nose, and gave it a jerk.

‘Urrrgh! Groooh! Wurrgh! Grrugg!” Bunter opened teges. ‘Grrh! Led do by doze!
Whad’s zat? Led do by doze.’

Bob released it. ‘There you are. | knew that walddt.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Beast!” Billy Bunter’'s small round eyes glared igdantly at the faces grinning down
on him. ‘Lemme alone. Tain't rising bell yet.” Tleewas another burst of laughter,
and Bunter frowned. ‘Oh!" he suddenly remembereénshhe was. ‘I say, go away.
Lemme sleep.’

‘Time to get up, fat man.’

‘What are you doing here anyway? Tain't right, baggnto a fellows room. Haven't
finished sleeping yet. It ain’t time to get up.’

‘Not time to get up! It's ten o’clock,’ said Frank.

‘That’'s what | said, tain’t time to get up.’

‘You lazy lump!” growled Johnny Bull.

‘I don't care if it's twelve. Lemme alone. Push .off

‘Come on, fat man,” urged Harry. ‘Show a leg.’

‘| shall close my eyes,’ said Hurree Singh. ‘It \itdme a pretty sight.’

‘Beastl’

‘Come on! Get up!’

‘Shan’t!’

‘But look here —

Billy Bunter looked stubborn. ‘I'm not getting ugty Hop off and tell Wells I'll have
brekker in bed at eleven. Now get out and let reefsl!

‘But Bunter, my friend —’



‘Shut up! Clear off?

‘You're wanted, you fat ass!” hooted Johnny Bull.

‘Stop yelling in my ear, Bull. You've spoiled myeam — ruined it.’

‘What was it?’ asked Frank, curiously.

‘About a Christmas pud! There was a gale of laeghtCan’t you stop that row?
You're just a lot of oafs. We don’t treat our guekke that at Bunter Court. Wouldn’t
dream of it. Now shut up, and go away,” and BillyriBer closed his eyes again.
‘You really are wanted,” said Harry.

‘Don’t care!’

‘It's Inspector Slade from the Wimford police stati—’

‘He can take a running jump?’

‘He wants to have a talk with you about last night.

‘Tell him to wait.’

‘You stupid, puffed-up porker. He can’t waste hisd hanging about for you.’
‘Then he’ll have to come back.’

‘Come on! Get upl’

Billy Bunter kept his eyes closely shut. He wanteat sleep, and he was jolly well
going to get it. Inspector Slade had called, h&®$e what? Anyway, what a stupid
time to call. Didn't he realize that a chap hadyéb his shut-eye? No, he could do
what he liked — hang about, or go away and comk lader, but he wasn’t going to
have the honour of the Owl's company just yet.

‘Why don’t we tip him out?’ asked Johnny Bull.

Harry shook his head. It was what he would havedito have done, and it was what
he would have done if they had been at GreyfrBysaow he would have been rolled
on to the floor in a tangle of bedclothes, but lzsmit at Greyfriars. He was in
Wharton Lodge, and he was a guest. Strong-arm mgtlvere out.

He tried again. ‘Come on, Bunter. Move your fatceas.’

‘| told you to shut up, Wharton.’

‘I can’t tell Inspector Slade that you won't getup

‘Tell him to eat coke then.’

Harry heaved a sigh. “You know | can’t do that erthJust —’

‘Shan’t!’

‘Listen! My uncle will come if you don’t appear.’

‘You'd better not let that stuffy old stick comergang in here.’

‘You — you disgusting worm?!’

‘That’s a fine thing! said the fat Owl, indignaptl'Calling a fellow names when
you've asked him for Christmas. | thought you’'d getter manners than that,
Wharton! Now clear off, the lot of you.’

The juniors gave each other exasperated glancéshan Bob gave them a quick
wink.

‘Oh!" he shouted, in alarm. ‘Look out! He’s undéetbed! Oh, my hat!

Bunter’s eyes flickered open. ‘What? What's that?’

‘Get out! It's the chap from the attic!’ yelled Bob

I — | — | say — what?’

‘Get out! Run for it, now!"

‘What'’s that in his hand! Quick!

The Famous Five stampeded to the door, uttering evies as they went.

There was a panic-stricken yell from the Owl as¢trambled wildly out of bed.
‘Help! Wait for me! Keep him off! Help! BurglarsiAs he flung himself from the bed,
Bunter’s foot became entangled in a trailing blan&ad he rolled over on to the



ground. ‘Yaroooo! Help! He’s got me!” Somehow, hamaged to kick himself free,
and rushed frantically across the room, hurtledugh the door, and pelted headlong
into the corridor. Five fellows standing on theetkide of the open door chuckled as
the fat figure, dressed in an old nightshirt, ragkxhg the passage, making for the
stairs.

‘He’s got up! said Bob, simply.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Billy Bunter neither saw nor heard them. He chargedo the landing. There was a
thud as he crashed into Colonel Wharton. As the@Istaggered against the wall,
Billy Bunter tottered into his arms.

‘Good gad!

‘Ooogh!’ gurgled the Owl.

Colonel Wharton pulled himself together and pudhiedaway. ‘You utterly absurd
boy! he exclaimed. ‘Why are you rushing about ltkat?’

‘Urrrgh! There’s a bub — bub —

‘What?’

‘A bub — bub — bib — bib — burglar,’ stuttered Bent ‘There’s a bib — bob —
burglar under the bob — bub — bed in my room —’

‘Goodness gracious! The Colonel looked at Harryoviad followed Bunter along
the corridor. ‘What does this mean...? Bunter,rreta your room immediately and
dress yourself, and when you are clean and tidyecdonvnstairs. The inspector is
waiting to see you.’

Billy Bunter trembled violently. ‘There’s a bib —ub — bob —

‘Nonsense!’

‘I tell you there’s a bib — bob — bub — Ow! Leggd@olonel Wharton did not let go
of the fat Owl. He kept his hand firmly claspedadfat shoulder, and marched him
back to his room. The fat Owl looked suspiciougljivee grinning faces as he went,
and then it dawned on him that they had fooled him.

‘Beasts!” he hooted. There was a loud burst of héeig ‘Pulling a fellow’s leg like
that! Tain't fair!’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘You had me on.’

‘Well done, fatty!” said Bob.

‘Beast! Yah!

The Colonel pushed him into his bedroom ‘If you ao¢ out here within ten minutes,
| shall come and get you,’ he said, sternly.

‘Oh, crikey! groaned the Owl.

‘And what is more, unless you are clean, | shaleoWells to take a scrubbing brush
to you.’

‘Oh, lor'!” moaned Bunter.

‘And until you have seen Inspector Slade, therélglno breakfast for you.’

‘Golly?” Having to wait for breakfast until afteri&interview was over wasn’t good
news, but the knowledge that it would be waitingHon gave him some consolation.

CHAPTER 27
Bunter Knows Best

‘| say, you fellows!
‘Goodnight, Bunter!’
‘But | say —’



‘Roll off to bed, barrel.’

‘Listen to me!” hooted the Owl.

‘Must we?’ groaned Johnny.

The juniors were on their way upstairs. Five ofthead spent most of their time
having a strenuous time in the fresh air, and weaey for bed. The sixth had had a
strenuous time too. He had found that moving froedining table to an armchair
and back again was pretty exhausting, but he wésinking of sleep. He was
standing at the top of the stairs on the balcohykimg along the corridor that led to
the attic stairs, and looking very uneasy.

‘What's the trouble?’ asked Harry.

‘That man,’” said Bunter, nervously.

‘What man?’

‘Oh, really Wharton! You know. Him. Suppose he cdmek? Mind you, I'm not
afraid. | don’t want you thinking that.’

‘Of course you aren’t. You weren't afraid of hinstanight. You just happened to be
shaking like a jelly,” said Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

As they roared, Billy Bunter looked indignantlythem. ‘That’s right. Cackle away,
but if he came back, you'd be jolly thankful tham laround.’

‘You bet,” said Frank, keeping a straight face.

‘But — but still, he’s not likely to, is he?’

‘Not a hope,’ said Harry. ‘Not a chance in a mitlidcHe must know that the game’s up
here. | expect he’ll be at the other end of thentguby now.’

‘But all the same —’

‘Even if he is still round here, what can he doPtA¢ doors and windows are locked
and bolted —’

‘But what about the attic window?’ squeaked Buntge got up there once. He could
do it again.’

Harry laughed. ‘Then he’d have to get down agdis.screwed up on the inside now.
That window’s so tightly fixed that even a fly cdalt get in. Now, do roll off —’
Bunter gave a nervous twitch. ‘He might get dowa ¢himney.’

‘And so might Father Christmas,’ said Bob.

‘Beast!’

‘Bed, Bunter, my friend,” said Hurree. ‘Let Bob thee beast while you concentrate on
being the sleeping beauty.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘You can laugh,’ said the Owl, ‘but I'm jolly wetklling you that I'm not going to

bed to be burgled. I'm going up to the attic to makire before | turn in. You know
he can climb like a cat. You've heard of cat burglhaven’'t you? And he’s after that
picture —’

‘That picture’s safe and sound, and hanging inlitirary, and that’s where it's going
to stay. Don’'t worry. It’s all under control.’

‘I've had enough,” announced Johnny. ‘I'm goingbied.’

‘I'm not surprised. Trust you to clear off when teenight be danger,’ jeered the Owil.
‘You'll feel a fool in the morning when you wake apd find the picture’s gone.’
‘Fathead!

‘Idiot!’

‘Scared to come up, are you? Well, I'll go on mymowm not afraid to tackle him.

I'll knock him into a cocked hat.” He eyed the Famd-ive anxiously. ‘But |

wouldn’t like to do you out of the chance of shogvimm what's what.’



‘Wouldn’t you?’

‘No. | don’t want all the glory.’

‘Oh come on,’ said Bob, impatiently. ‘If we don’ogwe’ll have him yammering on
all night. Get your torch, Harry, and let’s seaticht rotten old attic. At least it'll shut
him up.’

‘Right.” Harry sped off and soon came back with ttweh, and the procession set off
with the uneasy Owl in the rear.

The Famous Five thought it a waste of time. Eveheafburglar was still in the
neighbourhood, he didn’t have a chance of gettig the house. All that he’'d be
able to catch would be a cold.

Bob paused at the foot of the stairs. ‘Hold on,shel. ‘This isn’t right. It's Bunter’'s
show, not ours.’

‘Quite right,” said Frank, promptly. ‘We can’t stdas thunder. Come on, fatty. Take
your place at the head of your troops.’

‘I — I've got to tie my shoelace. You fellows gat.d’ll catch you up.’

‘That’s all right. We’'ll wait.’

‘No. It's — it's got into a bit of a knot.’

As they burst into laughter, Harry said, ‘I've gofeeling that it'll take him some time
to tie that shoelace. Let's move.’

Harry led the way upstairs, and pushed open tedtor. The five of them trampled
around while Bunter blinked from the doorway, bsitlaey had expected, the room
was empty.

Bunter glinted towards the small window. ‘Sure thatafe?’ Harry flashed the light
on to it. ‘It's as safe as houses. It's got abodbaen screws in it.’

‘No one could get in there,” said Bob. ‘Anythinge] fat man?’

‘Wh — what about the chimney?’ he asked.

‘Dopel’

‘But he could have climbed on the roof —’

‘Or he might have sprouted wings and flown up theseggested Hurree.

‘Don’t be daft” snapped Bunter. ‘He could haventdtied up the chimney and — well,
you could see if anyone could get down it.’

‘Ass!’

‘Fathead!

‘Nitwit!’

‘Oh, we might as well,” said Harry, with an airm@signation. ‘Then we can go to
bed.’

He stooped down. ‘Gosh! It’'s a socking great chiyynge said, and directed a beam
of light up it, ‘but — his voice died away. Themangling just above his head, was a
foot!

Harry’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. Wheeestwas a foot, there had to be a
leg, and that leg had to be attached to a bodybkeds that was coming down the
chimney. Bunter had been right!

There was a chuckle from behind. ‘Anybody, thetd bean?’

‘If there is, yank him down.’

‘See if he’s got a red coat and a hood and a lhge beard.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’’

Their laughter jerked Harry into action. He held tbrch in his left hand, reached up
with his right, grabbed an ankle, and pulled.

‘Aaaagh!” There was a startled yell.

‘What'’s that?’



‘Who —?’

‘Oh, my hat?’

As Harry tugged again, there was the sound of dangeslithering and down came a
leg.

A body, covered in soot, crashed down into theegrand then
rolled on to the floor.

‘Quick!’

They grabbed the leg, and pulled. A body, covenesbot, crashed down into the
grate, and then rolled on to the floor.

There was a yell from Billy Bunter. ‘It's him!’

‘Old rat-eyes,’ roared Bob. ‘Collar him!” Bob waigjint. It was the rat-eyed burglar.
Sprawling and spluttering he made an effort totgétis feet, but he didn’t have a
chance. The Famous Five piled on top of him. BabJohnny grabbed his arms
while Frank and Hurree seized his legs, and Haragged at his collar. In fact, there
were so many hands clutching at him that it seetimexd wasn’t enough of that thin
body to go round.

Billy Bunter didn’t go into action, but he made igp it as he babbled and burbled in
a state of wild excitement.

‘It's him! It's jolly well him! It's him again! | say, you fellows, hold tight — don't let
him slip away. | say, watch out.

Hang on.’

‘It's all right. We've got him!” gasped Bob.

‘He won'’t get away, my dear Bunter! panted Hur&egh.

‘He doesn’t stand a chance!” said Johnny, grimly.

‘Now we’ve got him, we’re not letting him go,’ saldarry. ‘Gosh! What a surprise
for Uncle James!’

Unexpectedly, the man stopped struggling. He redlthat the game was up. There
was nothing he could do against five fit fellowse shot black looks of hatred at
them, but said nothing.

‘| say, you fellows!” The fat Owl was almost boungiup and down in his



excitement. ‘I told you so, didn’'t I? | said he’drae back.’

‘That’s right, fat man,” admitted Harry.

‘| said he’d come down the chimney.’

‘Right again.’

‘If I hadn’t said so —’

Bob nodded. ‘If you hadn’t been a great, fat, nes/oitwit —’

‘And a terrified twit,” added Johnny.

‘Oh, really, Cherry! That’s a bit much, Bull?’

‘But it’s true,” Bob went on. ‘If Bunter hadn’t baen such a blue funk, we’d all have
gone to bed, and this rat-faced tick would haventsdse to stroll downstairs, collect
the booty, and stroll off again.’

‘Mm,” agreed Harry. ‘It was a bit of luck that Buantwas scared out of his wits —’
‘Not that he has many to be scared out of.’

‘Yah!” snorted Billy Bunter. ‘You’d have been a fiat of good without me. He’d
have pinched that picture again while you wereisigaaway. It was me that thought
of it. Me that thought of the chimney. You wouldhdve been any good without me.’
‘All right. Now shut up about it. Let’s cart ouriponer downstairs and hand him
over,” said Bob.

‘What do you mean — your prisoner!” said the Owljignantly. ‘Mine, not yours. It
was me what done it. Me.’

‘Fine,’ said Bob. ‘He’s all yours.’

‘Hand him over,’ said Frank.

‘That'’s right. Help yourself, Bunter,” Johnny grieah

Billy Bunter, a look of terror on his face, backeaat of the attic. ‘1 — | — | say, you
fellows —' he stammered.

‘But he’s got to have the glory,’ insisted Bob. 1@e on, fat man. Grab him.’

I — I — I say. | — I — | think you’d better hangnato him,” gasped Bunter. ‘I — I'll
larry the kite — | mean, I'll carry the light. Canrisk dropping it. I'll take charge of it
since you're a clumsy lot of clowns.’

Harry Wharton laughed. ‘Come on,’ he said.

They marched the rat-eyed man out of the attic,rothe stairs, along the corridor
and into the hall where Colonel Wharton was sitbyghe fireside, smoking a cigar.
He lifted his head at the trampling of feet, staaethe extraordinary procession
coming towards him, and then jumped up from hisrcha

For a moment he was speechless. ‘What — what —2Vhatstuttered. ‘Who —
who —?

What —?’

‘We’ve nabbed him! It's the thief,” said Bob.

‘The thiefl Good gad!” He stared at the scowlingda

‘He was in the attic!’

‘Up the chimney?

‘Thought he’d pay us another little visit.’

‘Good gad!’ said the Colonel again. ‘The attic! Batbut — why - whatever were
you doing there?’

‘Bunter got himself into a sweat,” explained BoHe'thought that this tick might
come down the chimney —’

‘Down the chimney?’

‘And that’'s what he was doing. He dropped into bands like a ripe apple.’

Colonel Wharton rang the bell. ‘Harry. Go and ringpector Slade. We must give
him in charge straight away. Good gad! And it wasir, that absurd boy Bunter —



Goodness gracious!’

‘It was me all the time,” said Bunter, happily. ‘Méit hadn’'t been for me, they'd
have been asleep. | made them go into the atticastme who thought —’

‘Yes, Colonel Wharton,” said Wells, coming into thall, and then he stopped, his
eyes fixed on the burglar. ‘It's you!” he exclaimed

‘Yes. Harry is telephoning Inspector Slade. WeskKk him up until the police arrive.’
‘Well, that's that,’ said the Colonel, a note ofistaction in his voice, once their
prisoner had been taken away.

‘| done it,;” boasted the Owl. ‘It was me, me akttime.” Colonel Wharton turned a
kindly eye on him. ‘Indeed,’ he said. ‘It was yduthe time.’

‘Lucky | came for Christmas,’ said the Owl, commady.

CHAPTER 28
A Merry Christmas!

‘Ooooh!” wailed Billy Bunter.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo?

‘Ooooo00h!

‘What's the matter?’

‘Wooooooh!

They had had lunch early on Christmas day, butHwauld never be too early for
Bunter. When they sat down at the table, he hathbdaat the sight of the laden table.
As he had packed away helping after helping, Cdland Mrs Wharton had cast
anxious glances at him, but the Famous Five, us#utketBunter appetite, had hardly
noticed. But at last he had finished eating andlatdhe table, still gazing wistfully
at the food that he hadn’t been able to polishaft] he had rolled away.

He hadn’t rolled far. He had rolled into the halhd he had collapsed into an armchair
by the fire, and he had gazed with glassy eydsedbtight flames. Even he wondered
if he had overdone it.

Now, a little later, he was clasping his fat pawsrchis stomach, and he was
groaning. The Famous Five gathered round.

‘Enjoying life?’ Bob Cherry asked.

‘Oooooh!

‘Something wrong?’ asked Frank.

‘Wooooh!

‘Feeling ill?’ asked Harry Wharton.

‘Nunno! I — I'm all right. | — | just feel a littlequeer, that's all. Can’t think why.’
‘Neither can |, said Johnny Bull. ‘It isn’t asybu ate very much.’

‘Not more that an elephant needs,’ said Hurreelsing

‘Couldn’t have been the turkey. Wasn't that. | ohid four helpings.’

‘Then it wasn’t that,” agreed Bob.

‘Wasn’t the Christmas pud either. Only had sevethos$e.’

‘It couldn’t have been that then.’

‘And it wasn't anything to do with the mince pi&&hy, | didn’'t help myself to more
than a dozen or so.’

‘Perhaps it was the whole lot put together,” sutge8ob, and they burst into
laughter.

‘Ooooh!” moaned Bunter. ‘Wooooh! | say, you fellows oooh! Wooooh! | — |
don’t feel well, really | don’t. Ooooh! Can’t youap cackling? Don’t know what



you're laughing about. Oooooh!

Although the Famous Five were sympathetic, thergwranuch they could do for a
fat Owl within whose extensive circumference foelgings of turkey were on bad
terms with seven of Christmas pud, and all of tlenwvar with a dozen or more mince
pies, and so they went out into the open air, le@Bunter to recover at his leisure.
When, an hour or two later, they came in, Billy Barmwas still sitting in the same
armchair by the blazing fire, but it was a differ&ily Bunter. A brighter, bouncier
fat Owl blinked at them through his big, round spektsay, you fellows!” he
squawked.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo"
‘| say, is it tea time?’
The Famous Five roared with laughter. Evidentlynt®u had recovered.



